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Translator's Preface: 

Taking Sides in Translation 

As rhe rext itself records on a couple of occasions, H.C pour lll 
vir, c'm iJ dir� . . . was first given as the inaugural lecmre of rhe 
Cixous conference held ar Ccrisy-la-Salle in June 1998; ir was sub­
sequently published as part of the proceedings volume emided Hi­
ltne Cixow: Croisirs d'unr oeuvrt (ed. Min:illc Calle-Gruber [Paris: 
Galilee, lOCO], pp. IJ-140).1 This "official" homage, one of several 
textual crossings berwecn Cixous and Derrida during the last de­
cade, marked a special momenr in some thirty-five years of a close 
imcllcciUal as well as personal friendship, which H. C. pour Ia vil' 
and subsequently Cixous's ficrionakrirical Pom·air dr jacques Drr­
ridll en }rune Saim juifrecall at great length, from their first "real" 
meeting at a Paris cafe in 196), some seven years afrer rhe primal 
scene of a "missed encounter" (her seeing him from behind, lcctur· 
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 rwo "men 
of lencrs" panicularly adept at pushing the most resistingly idi· 
om:aic elements of the French language ro (or even beyond) rheir 
limits/ H. C pour Ia vie demands a most vigilant reading at every 
instant, even (or e5pccially) at the most deceptively inconspicu­
ous turns of Dcrrida's writing. More than is usually rhe case in 
Dcrrida's celebratory lectures, H. C pour Ia vil' imports CiKous's 
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Tmml4tor's Prefou 

own inventive genius. The resulting encomium to H!/}ne thus os­
cillates, beyond Derrida's own recognizable modes, between the 
tribute of cit.ation (or-since he often resom to English, "one of 
all her tonguesn -quotation) and translation. Derrida not only 
signs and countersigns Cixous's writing with a customary gift of 
what he here calls "grace" or "salutation,n but more specifically 
he "(re)inirializes" inexorably, that is ro say, "pre-names" [French 
pr!rtom forename, fim name:] constantly, by deploying her initials, 
H.C. (the Iauer, he reminds us, almost sounding like cest), and be­
gins again all the time, adding his own palinodic, (auro-)citational 
Recommencemmrs ro Cixous's works, one of whose rides was Let 
Commencements. Linguistically (in passages shot through with de­
liberate anglicisms) and srylistically, H. C pour 14 vie is rhus already 
a cross and "in translation," possibly even written "against transla­
rion" -though, unlike several mher texts, Derrida never explicitly 
challenges his future translators-or else already "on the side of 
translation," signaling in irs direction (du cOt! de Ia rraduction). 
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 H.C 
pour Ia vir is conducted-we have likewise resorted to bending rhe 
rarger language ro the same strictures of"experilousn 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 (cOtl) or even 
shore (cOtr) of a rransgeneric trans-lation, from Derrida ro Cixous 
and back (and across into English), from English within French 
inro English, sometimes quoring or adapting existing translations, 
in order to bring across ro rhe reader a comparable experience of 
the subtle uniqueness of H. C. po11r La vir in the Derridean corpus. 
During this relentless task, Valerie Minogue, emeritus professor 
of french at rhe University of Wales Swansea, has been unsparing 
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of her generous effom and literary sensitivity in both languages, 
and we are immensely indebted to her for her unerring advice and 
suggestions. We �so

_ 
wi�� to thank Catherine Belscy a�d �evcrley 

Bic Brahic for the1r JUdte�ous comments, the whole eduonal team 
ar Stanford University Press, in particular Elizabeth Berg, for their 
support and professional care, and Helene Cixous herself for her 
warm encouragement throughout. 

Finally, one cannot silence anO[her thematic opposition of sides 
at work throughout Derrida's text, one that was to take on a bit· 
rerly 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 uansla­
rion or translation as working through could hope to transcend. 
On October 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 14 vi�. ,.Death would be on my side 
and life on hers," as if they were a mere metaphor clinching a 
uucial thread of the book to a satisfactory dose: Jacques Derrida 
died-prematurely (bur can it be orherwisen-from side effects 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 
difficult to complete the translation of a work whose near-constant 
reminders of the obsessive preponderance of death in Derrida's 
thought stalk 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 rhis posthumous volume be a token 
of how we will always remain in memory of him. That is to say, 
for life. 





Author's Note 

H. C. for Lift, That Is w Say . .  , the ride first recalls a commit­
ment, a promise, of course, the fiding lfiance} or trust in some 
given word ("it is for life," "for life and unro death"), the shar­
ing of a friendship granted all life long: between Helene Cixous 
and Jacques Ocrrida, ever since the encounrer in Paris, some forty 
years ago, of two young professors and writers-both Algerian 
Jews from Algiers. 

Bur H. C. for Lifo, That Is to Say . . .  also records the raking of 
a side. HC!Cne Cixous [Ook sides "for life." This is not an obvious 
thing to do, unlike what one mighr imagine. The side [paml is 
also a wager [pan], an act of faith. Wha1 does it mean to wager 
one's life on life� What will the choice of life have meanr for her? 
Nor a "life-choice," but the side of life against death, for life with­
out death, beyond a death whose test and threat arc 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 (dif­
Pmulj return from, this interminable "argumem" berween Jacques 
Dcrrida and Helene Cixous, at the heart of their agreement, as 
to what death has in store deep within life itself, before the end? 
How can the Iauer stand on the side of life whereas the former 
feels drawn to the side of death? The answer to this question also 
depends on the meticulous analysis of the logic and topography of 
whar is called a "side [cOu1," of rhe recurrences of the word "side" 
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in the lexicon of HCICne Cixous (alongside cou [quote, raring], 
coli [quoted, ratedj, coru [coat], ere.) and of so many orher words, 
for example, rhe wealth of rhe signifier or in the father's first name, 
Georges, the event of Eve in rhe mother's first name, or rhe mighty 
power of Hmighr� [la puissance de )uisse']-which leads to a big 
theoretical confronra�ion wirh Freud and his theory of the "om­
nipotence [touu-puissance]" of thought. 

H. C for Lift, Thar Is to Say . . .  could also be read as memoirs. 
At least as a pan [partie] greater than itself, a measure without 
measure, a score [parrition] rather, both sensible and decisive, of 
the memories of the author, Jacques Derrida. Indeed, as rhey rake 
the form of a philosophical and, occasionally, philological account, 
of an anamnesis thar is as scholarly as it is argued, these memoirs 
delve and search for their idemiry in rhe crypts of rhe past as much 
as in the vast work of Helene Cixous. For it is an honest tribute 
rhar Jacques Derrida wanrs to pay to the thoughr of rhc 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 
rcxrs by Helene 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 friendship for her was like, rhe interminable 
reading of her work, their silent but endless conversation about rhe 
meaning of, for example, "believing," "might," "living" and Hdy­
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 two summon 
each other in the end: a final appointment, for another day, at the 
paning of ways ro come. 
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First I wish to express my gratitude to Mireille Calle-Gruber: 
for everything, for allowing me to speak first, in the first place, and 
for giving me rhe rime ro do so, all this given time, in the second 
place. Ir is an immeasurable privilege, and alas I myself could not 
possibly live up to ir. 

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

Prelude 

At the moment of beginning, even before beginning, slowing 
down, ad4gio and even bnro, bnto, 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.� 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 ar 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 rhe 
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bell, as if he were waiting in front of rhe door for it to slightly 
open by itself. It is as if it were ro open by itself miraculously. 

As for me, I keep forever reminding her each rime, on my side, 
rhat we die in the end, too quickJy. And I always have to begin 
again. 

For she-because she loves to live-docs not believe me. She, 
on her side, knows well that one dies in the end, roo quickly; 
she knows it and writes about it bener than anyone, she has the 
knowledge of it bur she believes none of it. She does nor believe, 
she knows; she is the one who knows and who tries, bur she be· 
lieves none of it. 

And I say ro myself, on my side: "Would that I might (puissl­
je] believe her, I wish I might [puisse], yes, I wish I might believe 
her, where she believes none of it, when I say ro her that one dies 
in the end, too quickly. "1 Or else, l say to myself: "Would that I 
might understand, I wish I might think what to believe means on 
her side, on the side where I am nor. (Note that already I keep 
talking about her side.) That is ro say rhar she should reach me 
what I mean when I say, 'I wish I might what I cannot. 'n I cannot, 
bur in saying "I wish I might," without really knowing if I think 
what I am saying, and what "to think what one saysn means, well, 
in saying, "I wish I might believe her, " or else, uoh if only I could 
believe her, if . . .  ,"well, yes !sJ] maybe, maybe it ism if[comme 
si] I believed her already, yes, and iff could, and so she was indeed 
right-and I wrong in saying and repeating, on my side, because I 
love living roo: uWe die in rhe end, too quickly. n 

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 before beginning, ro touch on 
some questions that will run through what I am going to say ro 
you, because I will nor have the lime to develop them or even 
explain them, and barely enough rime to ask them. All the time 
I wonder within myself about the phrase I have just pronounced 
("Would that I might believe her," "I wish I might believe her"), 
what the meaning of this subjunctive 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
jeer comes round to itself, to regain consdousn�ss and wake up to 
irsclf), when the firsr-person subjunctive of this verb wakes up ro 
what it is, potentially, afitr the detour of believing ("would that I 
might believe her," "ah, make it so that I might believe her"), which 
is also a detour through her("belicve her:" la).2The word "believe" 

is most enigmatic and most equivocal. Irs meaning changes in 

french, it leaps beyond itself more briskly than many a word, from 
one mode to another according ro the synragms that the idiom 
readily accepts. For instance, I may "believe something": I may be­
lieve the weather will be fine in a momenr,3 whether I hope so or 
not, and what I 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 pom"blt. These first 
two beliefs, even if they seem to have the same object, a certain 
"in-a-moment" [rout-11-l'lltureJ of which we will have much more 
to say, are certainly radically different: one works through the oth­
er's speech and the other does not. As for the other's speech, I can 
believe it when it has to do with consrative 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 orher 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 belitving that 
believes in what the other says when he gives his word is radically 
heterogeneous to the rwo previous ones. It seems then that the be­
lief of rhc "believing in someone" is no less heterogeneous, beyond 
all the beliefs I have just enumerated and even beyond the "believ­
ing in someone's word," in such and such a "given word." Not all 
languages have one single word, as French docs, 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 cerrain unuanslatabiliry (homonymy is the royal way of the un· 
translatable 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 nO[ want to impose on you a lecture on the brink 
of abyssal belief. Simply I was interested in what happens when 
"believe .. is pr�edcd by this subjunctive (would that I mJ"ght, that 
I might, wou/4 that we might, wou/4 that you ml"ght believe), which 
seems to play berween the possible and the impossible. Absolute 
belief is only truly itself. tends toward its proper extremiry, to· 
ward the �skharon of its �schatology, where it does not believe only 
what is possible, and where it is possible to believe. If I believe the 
weather will be line in a moment, whether someone tells me so or 
nor, and if I know this may well be possible, this belief is hardly 
a belief; it is already a calculation, a weather forecast that reckons 
with probabilities. It is then possible and therefore easy to believe: 
therefore I do not need to believe in rhe strong sense of this word. 
The strong sense, the mighty sense of this word, therefore wakes 
up ro itself when rhe maner or the cause of rhe belief (what, in 
what, whom, in whom I 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 yet to believe. If one hears the 
full might of meaning this word has, to believe should then lie and 
only reside in this impossible fairh in the impossible. Then one 
could believe only in miracles. And to believe would b� the mira­
cle, the magical power of the miracle. The miracle would be the 
ordinary of belief. A belief agrees with, allies itself to, and promises 
itself ro only the incalculable. If it were so, what would "would 
that I might believe" or "I wish I might believe" mean then� What 
docs this subjunctive become� How would rhe mighty powets 
of this unbelievable belief in the impossible warch over what is 
called so glibly the fiction of a so·called literary event, over all that 
complies with the modaliry 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 rhis respect? 
Supposing it also calls upon some belief (which is much more dif­
ficult m believe than for representational or narrative ans, let alone 
discursive arts in general), what happens when music becomes rhe 

very body of another an, of literature for instance� What happens 
10 belief then� When one hears a piece of music, if one can hear it, 
for instance a song (chant], an "enchanting cham [mchantj," as is 
said in a rexr about magical enchantment, a hymn or incantation 
of which we will have more to say, rhen 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 cham (chant tk /'mchant] can 
no longer be dis.�ociated from the whole body of words and from 
what still presents itself as the literality of literature? When litera­
ture becomes an enchanting chant? 

Let us carry on as if I were abandoning rhese questions here. 

1-mct-her-some-thirry-five-years-ago-maybe. 
And although I have probably never understood anything about 

it, although I have not understood her yet, we have probably never 
been aparr. Ir is as if we had almost never been apan. 

Yes, I believe, I-mer-her-some-thiny-five-years-ago-maybe. 
I would like to say and repeat this sentence as if ir were a single, 

very long word, a single voiced unit, as if I were uttering it in 
tongues, unintelligibly, in a single breath. 

She had wrinen, she had wrirren to me. 
Before that, she has since told me, many long years before that, 

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 I was giving a prt-sentation 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 facing both of us, who were 
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not facing each other. He remains at Cerisy the only witness who 
would have been enrided ro this viewpoint: he could claim to have 
sttn 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, bur still, 
all this already belonged ro the predestinal time of this chateau 
here at Cerisy-which rhus 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 Mireille. Here we arc all 
rogerher. This presence gathered umo itself, this parousia, could 
be given the name, after Hegel's fashion, of parouurisia of absolute 
knowledge when it mocks everything, in particular God's death. 

Which way for (the paroucfflsia of) Cerisy? This way, of course 
[Paroucerisie? Par ici bien sUtV 

Note that in French par id is an unheard-of expression, if you 
think about it; I hold it ro be almost untranslatable, like the enrire 
work of which we are going to speak, and wherever she speaks or 
utters the monosyllable si [if, yes], for instance, or "six, �6 untrans· 
Iarabie too, like the unrcpresenrable or improbable conjunction 
of this preposition, this adverb, and this numeral, untranslatable 
like this very crossing of a "through" through a "here" {La m1vm!e 
mime dr "ici" par far1. Bur untranslatable and unavowable roo 
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 if or in as if1 m si ou en com me si]. Here is a thesis on 
translation and on rhe "rhar is to say" that I will not have the rime 
to develop, at least fully, and so I 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 rhe untranslatable; 
J. Therefore quasi-parricide remains the condition of the trans· 

!arion of the untranslatable. 
From all sides-and I do mean from all sides-the present ses· 

sian will rherefore already have been promised as in a dream, more 
than rhirry-five years ago, the promise of a ceremony. 
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As for myself, on the date of our encoumer, I had never seen 

her, 1 had never heard her and never read her. 

Have I done so since� 

What sh� had written to me, before our encounter, was not a 

rrue letter, no doubt, bur a postcard, a very has.ryword, from afar, 

from rhc provinces (from somewhere ncar Arcachon or Bordeaux, 

ncar Monraignc, I believe, where, if 1 am not mistaken, she used 
10 reach some thirty-five years ago). 

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

Only afrer which, after which postcard, we soon mer, I mean we 
literally met, face-to-face (a /A ktm er drfoce], one fine morning, 
rhe venue: rhe Bah.ar. Some time later, I was reading the manu­
script of what was to be called Le Prtnom de Ditu/ 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 wondered what was happen­
ing here, the landing in full flight or the take-off lights abla7.e of 
an unheard-of speech, the appearance of an unidenti6able letter 
and literary object. W'hat is this? I asked myself more or less. What 
is happening here? What is happening to me? What genre? Who 
could ever read rhis? 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 6rst 

beginning, nothing bur a dare, rhe benediction of a dare, some 
thirty-five years ago (in fact I was slighdy less than thirry-fivc years 
of age myself, midway life's journey, and as I am speaking, or am 
about to speak, only of her and not of myself, not at all of myself, 
by all means 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 rhe wood of a tree or on a Ryleaf in 
order to begin before the beginning, somerhing like that spe· 
cia! "plea" or "prayer" on rhe ends of books rhar is called a prihe 
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d'irulnr [author's note], or a newspaper page, or an appointment 
scribbled in a diary-what is called in French an agenda, that is to 
say, as the word indicarc!s, things that remain to be done. Agendtz, 
whar nuds doing, what one needs to learn how to do, that is to 
say, by hypothesis, to learn whar to dq means. In rhe same way 
as I was saying just now that I would like to learn what to believe 
means, and what one does when one believes, and what makes it 
possible for one to believe. To learn what w believe means, what to 
do means-and what to make JOmeone believe involves. '10 learn it 
from her, of course, is the wish that gathers us today, as 1 will have 
tried to learn ever 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, 011 her sitk� And what is so glibly called liter­
ary fiction, let alone the fiction of litcraturc, the "if" or the "as if" 
of litcrature1 What does that become on her side? 

What is the language of litcraiUre, from the shores and far from 
the banks whence she came [loin des rives dont el/e arrive] , shores 
and banks that arc and arc 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 m cOres er tk us cOtls], means that I must at 
once address you, speak to you about it again, of course, but while 
recalling, meditating, trying ro understand, within myself. what has 
been happening [arrivt) here, ever since that encounter, if it has 
happened, what to the letter has happened. While trying ro think 
here [par ic1l what may well have happened and happened 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 it? And worthy? 

End of the prelude. Which does not mean that I am ready 
to begin. I will propose to you in rruth-1 begin to announce 
it again--only a palinodic and unending series of virtual begin­
nings. Les Commmcemems, as she says in the title of one of her 
booksH-and ro confess it 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 fony-five to fifty of her books. For lack of rime bur 

also deliberately, so as not to touch them before you and to leave 
rhcrn inracr for you. 

A palinode: rhis beginning with which I will now begin again 
was already wrinen; ir came before rhe other, before everything 

1 have just said. And that began with a presemation of the ride: 

HC.fo,Lift. 
As you hear it, ir advances like a pronounced title: H. C for 

Lifo. 
An unpublisha.bk ride, then. As soon as one saw it on paper, I 

said to myself, it would lose its viral breath, rha.r is to say, since it 
is equivocal, as they say in English, it should give up its voice, its 
vocalism, and its vocation. It is the Crhat would be ruined by this 
publication, where the initial of the proper noun I am about to 
sing rhe praises of but also to imerrogate in my own way, this let­
ter C, which, ar first, was merely rhe iniria.l of a patronymic name, 
by chance, my chance, also resonates like a homonym or a ho­
mophone. (I will nor speak about myself bur I will probably only 
ever be able to speak of my chances, of chances of what comes and 
happens to me.) Why this homonym or homophone and therefore 
rhe irony of the untranslatable, of which I said that it always leads 
ro rhe rrace 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, ''cNt pour Ia vie," is united, the time of an apostrophe, to the homophone of rhe 
copula is, c'm (it is]. It rhus forms one body with the interrwined 
body around which, spinning, dancing, and sinking, the vertigi­
nous history of all philosophy, of knowledge, and of the question 
(ti rs11) of Greek Europe has played itself our. Even before Plaro, 
and nor far from a ccnain Gorgias, whom I will bring back later. 
What is this? But also, what is this 0 Who is she? Who is C? (Qui 
rst-n?. Qui m Q] If one must always begin again, it is also be­
�ausc she herself gives about a thousand answers to this question, 
10 speaking, as she says herself, through the six hundred voices 
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that come ro her. Keep in mind the syllable si, the phoneme or rhe 
musical note si[B], and six, the number six hundred, beyond what 
I am going to say about it jusr now. 

1 mentioned Greek Europe in passing, for we are probably also 
going ro speak of the seas and oceans rhar separate the shores of 
that Occident from some other continents, even from some orher 
accidents. And we will also have ro speak of the mighcy power of 
a thought, or of a word, �might (puisse] ," which in advance eludes 
the "ir is." Just as a certain performarive eludes the constative and 
a certain subjunctive the indicative. HCII!ne Cixous's work is also, 
from rhese shores and abysses, the thousand-eyed witness, the 
voice with rhe "six hundred voices" that speaks of itself/herself at 
the end of OR. of itself/herself [dl-1/t-m;me)? 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 I 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? I do nor know. I read: 

Now I am alone with my near dead ones I deaths [mes prochts 
mow]. 

�My near dead ones I deaths" -we will never know if they arc her 
dead or her deaths, her near dead ones or deaths: untranslatable.10 

Now I am alone wirh my near dead ones I deaths. I had always 
though! that I would end by nor reading these letters. They may well 
be so wirhoUI arms [si sans bras; a homonym or homophone of "six 
hundred" in the next sc:ntencc-JDJ without a frown. I belie-ve I was 
afraid of their six hundrtd voices. They were so much more numer­
ous rhan rhc taciturniries of my father inside, my reel farhc:r-facc [ph·e 
bohinel my wo-man {hommefommtt] w whom I owe my beginnings 
my old enchanter. 11 
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1 have just said that, in speaking of her and in asking myself, 

··What is ir?" or "Who is it?" I will only have meditated, through 

the throw of the dice of this tide, on my own chance. My chance, 

·ust like H.C., is linked ro that which in "H.C. for life" remains 

�ntranslatably French. The equivocal vocation of rhis ririe speaks 

only French; one might as well say that ir provokes a translation 
it defies, forevermore. I dare say, in a word, even before I begin 
again, rhar this is rrue, 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 cannot bur provoke accordingly 
at the same time, together with the unavowable desire, admira­
tion, and transference, rransferential resistances to reading and 
srrar�:gies of avoidance in the very act of acknowledgment or rec­
ognition, which I would like to try and analy1.e larer, ar least in its 
principle. 

To say that the tide H. C. for Lifo cannot bear publication or at 
least readability, that it must remain audible bur unreadable; and 
then ro s;;ay that, even if audible, it musr nor become visible be­
cause that would be roo unbearable, because it would fall flar and 
cease to breathe from being grammatically eKposed to the gaz.e, 
naked in rhe body of its letter, where it cries out first and foremoS[ 
to be heard; does rhis really mean thar the unpublishable, here, 
the non public, belongs to the reserve of the private or to rhc inti­
macy of the secret, as if this tide had to remain a password among 
us, such as we may be, whichever genre/gender or name one may 
gram (w agree with) such and such? 

Maybe-one should not swear to it--one must or can never 
rule it our. Bur what I am arrempting ro approach today, through 
"H.C. for life," a phrase by which 1 decide ro name, inseparably, 
someone, man or woman, and something 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-



H. C. for Life, That Is to Say . 

pherable of an absolute crypL L'Histoire qu 'on ne rormaitra jamais, 
the tide of this recent play, becomes-and this is true for each of 
her tides-the metonymy of everything.12 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 
inrcrprerable 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 goes beyond autobiography. And my hypothesis will be 
that the excess and surplus of this passage precisely passes through 
lift, a word that becomes all the more obscure. It passes through 
the mighty powers of which one can say, as I will try to explain: 
"It is for life," through the "for" as much as through the "life" of 
this "for life." 

"H.C. for life" is therefore a label that is at once controlled 
(an "appellation contrO!ie," as they say in the Bordeaux area) and 
unconrrollable as soon as you hear it pronounced. The appella­
tion of an appeal pronounced because here I am uttering it and 
pronouncing it and want it pronounced. I insist that ir 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 rhar ir intends ro say. A ride of appeal, rhen, thar is 
nor oracular but resolute and resolutely oral-a word that allows 
me to speculate on gold [or] and the aura of what passes only by 
word of mouth to rhc car, bcrwcen os and aum. 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 irs priceless and ageless resources, 
the ones rhat are most deeply buried and most archaic, in so many 
languages, but which arc also rhe most reserved for and through 
the future-to-come [avmir] of a work. u 

I do nor know any work-if 1 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 I would not swear to it-I. for my parr, have never read any­

thing produced in the twentieth century that comes from a place 

where the most powerfully calculated writing, the polyphonic 

composirion from the grain of the voice to the amplitude of songs, 

rhe formal and so punctuated goldsmithery of the signs on the 
page, and rhe rhythms of the teKtual body, become thus allied-a 
watchful and deliberate mategy, an impeccable vigil-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 the 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 berwcen the public and the 
secret, berwecn waking and dreaming, berween fiction and reality, 
berween the credible and the incredible, between such and such a 
literary or dramatic genre, berwcen this seKual gender and another, 
thar is to say, so many other limits srill that we arc going to try 
to acknowledge or recognize. Acknowledging/recognizing while 
avoiding them once more, according to a word that awaits us, a 
word of Freud's and/or Hc!ICne Cixous's, his great-niece. 

A title is often an announcement, the effect of an announce­
ment or an annunciation. Here I am thinking of the pronounce­
ment of a pronunciation rarher: H. C. for Lifo, unered before and 
beyond any visibility and therefore any readability. h 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 rhese words on rhe board. To speak, therefore, 
where there still remains something ro learn: how ro read and live, 
for life-up to the end. 

As you have already reali1.ed, I might have to be eschatological. 
Out of habit bur also as an exception. The eskhaum or 1he uhi­
tnarc, rhe last, rhe end up to the end, the extreme, sometimes the 
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verdict of a Last Judgment, is by definition an absolute exception, 
even grace maybe, that which one cannm turn into a habit, first 
because one no longer has the time to do so. The eskhtJton, that 
is to say, what one can no longer reappropriate for oneself, and 
which therefore resists any form of habitus. 

Eschatologically, I will therefore speak extremely about ex­
tremes, that is to say, about what starrs finishing or ends up be­
ginning-that is to say, about who comes first for the last, for the 
last time, and about what it means to be the last man or woman 
(besides, dtmier, in French, is untranslatable; a fictitious word, 
tkmnier, reconstructed from dtrerranu;, from dt rttrD--from the 
rear, from behind, back ro front, conversely; "tro vivere, as Seneca 
says about life lived against the trend of others), the first becom­
ing the nexr w last of life and death, the one before the rearmost 
{J'avam-tkrrmitr] of what comes first and last. Dtmnier-what 
a word, isn't ir� lr will guide us much larer, last, where one could 
say, there, in tht 14Jt in.sttJnct, toward the re(ar)-denial of a rc(ar)­
negation lk de-renier d'un de-reniemenr), of a rcnegation 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 
acknowledgmenr. 14 In this evident avoidance of rhe evenr you can 
already hear, as in a dream, the first name of a mother, both hers 
and ours, the Eve of humanity. 

For example, as I was saying, why me? Why should I be the 
first and not the last to speak here� I say "for example" because 
all this would be said "for example," as if I were going to remind 
people all rhe rime rhar I am speaking of one of H.C.'s works, 
for example: for eKamplc La. this unheard-of title, that is to say, 
infinitely equivocal. For very obvious reasons, I would not be able 
to do what I should because thar would rake more rhan a lifetime. 
So, for example, why should I be he" the firsr to speak, he,r. Bur 
here is always an example and therefore another here, there, else­
where, already, yesterday and tomorrow. Philosophy begins with 
the" [commmce parl3.]-see the first dawn of any phenomenology 
of the mind: thinking begins by raking account of the facr that, 
as soon as I say he", and especially if I write it, here is no longer 
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her<'. around he" (par ici], bur already there (Ill], around there (par 

/it�bas], elsewhere, on the other sitk; and I is another, another I, 

me and wholly other I. 1� Then the deictic gets carried away, the 
finger shows and "monsters" (ne montre et ne momtre) only when 
ir begins ro journey and ro travel, if only through the memory of 
irsclf Bur why would I have been here (par ic1} the first ro speak 
about Helene Cixous? 

1 ask myself wherher I should not rather be the rearmosr (der­
renfer] to he able to speak of her, the last to know how to speak of 
her. ro be able, if only through a pronounced ride, ro pronounce 
mvsdf, to pronounce on her, her thought, and her work. 

·
And yet it is rrue rhar someone in me, one of me, is srill dream­

ing abouc being the first to speak of her, that is 10 say. to announce 
her. to predict, ro say to rhose who have nor yet seen her that she 
is coming, that she has already come, and that she has not been 
recogni;o;cd yet. 

As if I were destined to be her prophet. No1 her announcer, 
nor her impresario for a number or act, the number or charac� 
rcr �he is or the number she calls or performs (you will recognize 
rhat number later as a circus number-the Aying 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 I had heard or seen her before the orhers and were com­
ing to say, inheriting the rightful anger of certain prophets who 
addrcs.� rheir people: what on earth are you wairing for to sec and 
hear her? Beware rhe wrath of history--or of God, if you prefer. 

As if I had seen or heard her, read her before the others, as I was 
saying. Well, it is this "as if" that I will be putting to excessive use. 

And lhrough rhe fiction of this "as if," for the rime given to me, 
bur as if I had a whole life before me, more m if, even more on rhe 
flS if. I would like to tell you, with aile he naYverC 1 am capable of, 
how I discovered H.C.; [he rime and place of our first encounter, 
some rhirry-6ve years ago; my first reading of the first manuscript 
of her fim book. Le Prlnom de Dit'll. For everything seems to have 
begun rhen, with the time of U Prinom de Dit'll. I will not be able 
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ro do much more than skerch or anticipate, as a docred oudine, rhe 
interminable conference lecture or rhe interminable confosion rhar 
I dream(.-d of imposing on you. l would have wished co invent, for 
the occasion of addressing HCiene and in her honor, a new genre 
or gender [gmTt'] and a new name for this new genre or gender, be­
yond aU the differences or rather by playing on aU rhe differences, 
something in berween the whispered confidence of the confessional 
and the authority of the philosophical, rheorerical, critical, or poi­
eric conference lecture, a portmanteau word for Cerisy, betv.reen 
confession, confidence, and conference. Bur all rhis will remain de-­
ferred for so many reasons; it will remain inchoate, preliminary, on 
the edge, on the !ide, in the imminence of rhe immensity to which 
I would have liked to accord today a new Encomium of Helen, 
worthy of making rhe manes of Gorgias jealous. Maybe I will nev­
ertheless have rhe time to renew up to the mommt [tout a l'heure] , 
but much later. this Gorgior1 Elmes EgkQmion--Gorgias' chant to 
Helen's glory-by citing it. Everything will remain just like this 
God of the beginning, rhis God of God's forename, barely named, 
prenamed, initialed and initialized . . . . 16 

I will merely initial(ize) "H.C. for life"; I will merely initialize, 
as one says these days in the code of word processors, the program 
or rhe sofrware with rhe unprogrammable thing in sight that one 
day, during rhc time and life I might �rill be given, I would like to 
say and which needs to be written in a way that is commensurate 
wirh rhe person and rhe work rhar have brought us together here. 

"H.C. for life." 
That is to say whar� Who is rhis? Ir is first of all, therefore, a pro­

nounced ririe. Afrer having pronounced it, I believe rhar I judged 
it, during the rime of an endless remorse, ro 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 to /illt 
means. Nor rhar she taught me how to live-that is nor the same 
rhing, and ir could sometimes resemble irs exact opposite, I mean 
"learning how to die." Nor rhar in giving me ro think whar ro live 
might mean, she assured me that living meant something, some· 
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hing in relation to which thought and knowledge would go hand �11 hand and would grant us something, giving us over to some­
:hing firm and reassuring. No, giving me to think what amounts to 
living even beyond any will-to-say !vouloir-din], beyond any "that 
is ro say," and maybe even beyond any will, beyond a living or a 
life rhat would still depend on a will, a will-ro-live !voulo;r-vivre] , 

and even a power-to-live (pouvoir-vivn], beyond any knowledge, 
any power, and any contradiction, for example berween living and 
dying. I feel that all this is obscure and I ask for forgiveness. In 
a moment [tout a l'hture] , starring from her texts, I will explain 
myself bcHcr. 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 tide had been dictated 10 me. By which I 
mean breathed out, at once the inspired spirit, inspired from the 
depths whence life comes, life for lift, life promised to life, the 
ani marion of anima, ruah, the breath of life, the heart and the 
soul, and just as soon stolen, furrively withdrawn, one day on the 
telephone. 

I would have liked to keep talking to you, ro keep you on the 
telephone. In the beginning, there will have been the invention 
of the telephone. Magic and technique. There will have been the 
telephone. We know it. Berween the lines of what we have been 
writing, for 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. If there were a conceivable, acceptable statistics, whether 
dream or reality, on this 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 
10 one another. Without being capable of this calculation, I am 
s�re that someone or other among us can tell: we have spoken 
Wnh each other on the telephone more than alone rogcther-face­
to�f�cc, as they say. Infinitely more. So it may no longer be an or�glila] situation roday for so many of us in this very place. But 
th•s shared situation puts us on the wireless line of the telephone, 
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even before being "on line," as they say nowadays, and it gives u.s 

to think what a line is and what it is not when it describes a cer­
tain line benveen those who, as is the case, are devored to the line 
of writing-and even, as is her case, in a writing that is entirely oc­

cupied by generation, filiadon, the lineage of wridng---devoted to 

the work as lineage. As I will ofi.en have ro do, I leave aside here, in 
passing, what could be the program or ride of some ten or twcnry 
academic theses to come, tomorrow, when the university has no 
choice but to canoni7.e the corpus ofH.C. Subject: telephones and 
the question of the telephone in the work ofH.C. I give some ref­
erences bur will nO[ do so each time. I will speak a lot more about 
the telephone-it is here everywhere wirh her, down her way [du 
cOt( de chez e/kjl7-and I will tell you how she speaks on or t� 
the telephone, but here is already, to begin with the beginnings, a 
reference for whoever would like to take note; long before MmU 
(1996), from which a huge hymn to the telephone arises, not to 
AT&T but to T.I.T. (Tristan and Isolde on the Telephone), rheu 
was Les Commencements (1970). A voice writes this History with 
a capital: 

it. � eo��d also write the History of the rdephone and how we rame!d 

Would rhar you might read everythi11g rhar precedes and every­
thillg that follows, as you should each rime I eire or "quote," for 
example rhis word "tamed."19 As this project of a History of rhc 
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 // Drago, rhe serpent and rhe lion, bur also step­
by-srep a certain telephonic elephanrasm that will also be made 
to wait pariendy, like a well-behaved elephant. One day one will 
write about the animals, all these living creatures that her writing 
welcomes. for life-to rhe lerrer and in rhoughr, beyond simple 
domestic hospitality and beyond philosophy. "My grearesr diffi­
culty is to move from my menagerie ro philosophy," says a voice 
in Mmit' in a telephone scene with Abraham's donkey on Mount 
Moriah.10 
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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 

�ithout delay with a tide ready for publication, quite a long time 
ago. even before I had the slightest idea what I was going ro say 

ro you roday. I only knew that I would be rhe first to speak. Thus 

rhe most exposed, the firstborn sacrificed by the princely privilege 

conferred upon him. Sacrificed unless pardoned I to less than a 

grace [d moins dime grdce]. One has to take the angel into account 
but never counr on him. 

A pronounced declaration, then. That is to say what� 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 rather than another. 

Bur "pronounced" means something else, above all: "pro­
nounced" means to say and not writt, mean� to say before writing, 
wants to say before letting itself be written. "Pronounced" wanrs 
to say, and not wrire, what allows ir.self to be heard before allow­
ing itself to be read, what is uttered before being lined up and 
couched on the page. For the C in H.C., if one hears it wirhour 
seeing it, if one lends an ear before reading, is also c'm [that is], 
rhar is ro say [c'm 0 dire] , to be heard verbally as a verb, c'est, the 
verb of the basic prcdicative clause (subject, verb, complement or 
object). Here one knows (on sait) that rhe c'estagrees with knowl­
edge. The formidable task, the one rhat I am afraid of, because I 
am afraid of her, rhe dangerous experimentation, rhe experilous 
experience awaiting me, is ro pur into question the C of c'eSI, its 
presem indicative of the verb hre [to be], in the name of another 
modality. in the name of the subjunctive of another verb, while 
avoiding wounding rhe Cofher proper noun, which I would like 
to celebrate instead. 

Here is another beginning now, so I change beginnings as one 
changes gear. 
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"The letters of omnipotence [tollte-puimmce]" is a quotation. 
Hers are 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 sense would 

rhese lerrers be of omnipounc� In what sense would rhey be her 
letters, her own? Her own because she writes them, intends them 
for a desdnation, and, precisely, addresses rhem? Or else her own 
because the other addresses them to her and she, precisely, knoW!: 
how to receive them, or ro send rhem ro herself as rheir 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 Iacer 
take the risk of renewing, that is to say, reinventing a word like 
"might." 

What is this word, "mighr"? Whar would rhis word, all fresh and 
new-minted, maybe yet unheard-of. be Whence would it rhus 
come, unrecognizable, a homonym only to itself? If one folloW!: 
the secret of homonymy in all irs 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 recogni:u 
in the big family, one should say in rhe dynasty of the dpramis, of 
power, of the dynast, of the possible and of potentiality? Whence 
would this yet unknown word " might" come, whose resurrection I 
would like to dedicate to her, first by giving it back to her, for it is 
her own, newly minted? Like the very event whose mighry power is 
always might-which makes something come, come about, hap­
pen, or arrive. 

To give back to her later, bur scarcely recogni7.able, this word 
(of) "might," I will nor be on her side. I will nm speak from/of her 
side [de son cOul Nor from/of mine anyway. We will have ro ask 
ourselves, much later, wbar being on someonc's side, on rhc other's 
side, also means. But also at the other's side. Or else alongside rhc 
other, which does nor amounr to rhe same thing. 

In everything I myself will say today, I will not be on her side. 
This may be the condition for me ro ancmpt to speak of her or to 
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her. If l were on her sidt:, l could not speak of her nor tell her any­

rhing whatsoever. Nor especially receive anything whatsoever from 

her. Not rhe slightest grace. I am therefore nor on her side. 

Unless-and this is a hypothesis we cannot rule our, alas, nei­
rher you nor 1-1 manage neither to speak ro her nor precisely ro 
speak of her, neither ro receive from her nor to recall her, if I 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, 
rhar 1 may remain powerless ro say anything worthwhile for any­
one. For even though I have chosen not ro stand on her side here, 
1 am sure neither to be on mine nor what "shore" [cOte] , .. bank," 
and "'side" [cOt;] mean here. If 1 were on her side, I could not say 
anything of her nor to her, but I could not see anything coming 
from her any bener. And I cannot be reconciled to rhat idea. As I 
accumulate the false steps and false starts to begin with, I will say 
ar least rhar nor only do I no longer know which side I am on and 
from which side I am about to speak (neither from hers nor from 
mine). not only do I no longer know what a side is (for example, 
as rhcy say, rhe side of life or the side of death), but above ali i do 
nor know whom I name or call when I say "she" or "her." How to 
speak of her? How not ro do so? How ro avoid her? 

He!Cne Cixous, as they call her, as she is called, that's her. But is 
it her, He!Cne, my friend in life, for life, Helene who is here before 
us and among us? Or else her homonym Helene Cixous, as they 
call her, the signatory author of an immense work whose name 
and fame resound throughout the world, the address, origin, and 
clesrinarion 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 I did 
nor even know her maiden name, basically, I did not know her 
father was called Georges Cixous, and, while I sensed ir maybe, I 
cenainly diU not know consciously rhar rhc or hidden in rhis first 
name, Georges, would give rise, up to irs mosr recent revolmion, 
only lasr year, to one of rhe mosr singular and inventive, alchemi­
cal, and metonymic transmutations of our rimes, one of rhe most 
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powerful and thoughtful even, that I know in the history of lit­
erature-from Georges, the 6rst name of a narraror in one of the 
shon srories in L� Prinom d� Di�u (1967) to the Saint Georges of 
l�s Commencements (1970) to Jeor in Portrait du sol�il (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 6rst encounter, she had hardly published anything 
yet-and nothing under this name: H.C., HelCne 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 nor on rhe 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 slighdy, knowing rhat 
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 rhese hom­
onyms and pretend to know what a "side" means. 

I probably will nor make things simpler by saying that, on this 
subject as well, I am going to cite (quote) her right now and ler her 
speak, let her reply, hear her give one of her six hundred possible: 
replies ro this question on th� sidto---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, I 
will perform a gesture that I warn you I will multiply almost with 
every sentence, 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 irs aromic elements 
inro a pan greater than the very clement, namely the whole, rhc: 
middle, the comprehensive set, the metonymico-atomic element 
that comprises all the clements. Besides, I have just rediscovered 
for her and have begun to love otherwise the word "clement." "Ele­
ment" may be one 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 stoikhria of which the Greek 
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J\tomim Plato and Aristotle speak, but also the principles, the ele­
ments of sciences, and also, as principles precisely, the four cle­
ments dtat make up and coma in the= whole of being I irant], of the 

p/ryliJ or of co1mor, hre, water, earrh, air or the psychical breath, the 

spirit or the soul of life. Well, hrst of all, her work in my eyes is 
tf""unml (clc=ment. earrh, bcrween silencing and lying [tern', entre 

111;rr rr mrntirl) in both these senses and in all these senses. It is 
made up of letters (uoikhein, eftmentn), each of which is greater 
than rhe whole, that is, mightier than the clement that comprises 
it. J=unhcrmore, and maybe above all, I love this word, clement, 
10 designate this work, which I read as namrally I breathe,21 which 

I read lfis] and forger [oublie] and forgeucad [oublisl all the rime, 
according ro what she calls oublire at the beginning of OR,21 a 
work rhar I have known as much as I have failed to know and been 
ignorant of almost forever. This work remains for me all the more 
difficult to think and present since it is, on my side, elcmcmal, the 
clement of the clement. And the question that will always remain 
impossible for me is, berween these two nouns ending in -mmt, 
1/imem and lvlnrmenr [event), the question of knowing how an 
event can happen ro rhe clement. Where rhere is an element, is it 
nor impossible that there might be an event? But the ti.nal -ment in 
these rwo words, berween elk [her) and Eve, may carry the whole 
burden of proof and rrurh. between the dreamed and rhe 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, like a 
sorcerer's apprentice in pyrotechnics who would do his utmost in 
order to make light, to ignite each word through contact with all 
rhc orhers, not a faulty contact bur a genuine contact with all rhe 
Words rhat this word magnetizes in the work in progress, without 
risking inAaming the whole in a general short circuit, I have found 
no other solution than to go slowly, knto, where she herself goes 
50 fast, allegro, presto, to proceed, elementally, grammatically, from 
station to station, that is to say also from digression to digression, 
frorn false srart to false sran, leaving the possible echo regularly 
suspended--or leaving the mhhealight (which in French can refer 
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to rhe wick of a pilot light, the fuse of a time bomb, or, as you will 
sec, a lock of hair), the m�che of each of my remarks, as if I were 
constandy telling you: here, you see, I interrupt the contact and 
the reading; follow the mfche, I indicate a possible way for you, I 
locate the necessity of a study, of a program for decades beyond 
any dicade,u the dream of a thesis or of a poem in six rimes six 
volumes. which I would have loved to write myself and read to 
you if you had had the time. But we do not have the time, at this 
pace. 

In order ro let her speak, either her or her, the homonym itself, 
Helene Cixous or HCICne Cixous, her name or her first name, to 
hand over to her, on the side of the side, on the subject of the side 
where she is, wherever she may be, and to make you understand 
what I mean when I confess that I am neither on her side nor on 
mine and that I no longer know where to put myself, nor where: 
to pitch my voice, this is what I discover, for example, in fours dt 
/'an (1990): 

h is as if someone said m us: your dead father, would you like it if 
he wasn't? I cannot look the answer in rhe face. 

One difference between the author and me: the author is the 
daughter of the dead-fathers. I am on the side of my living mother. 
Between u� t-verything is different, unequal, rcnding.2" 

Who signs these lines? From which side? It is obviously rhe au· 
thor, since we read this in a book. Bur this author is someone who 
says: ''A difference between the author and me." So it is "me" who 
speaks and speaks of the author, but of the author who neverthe­
less speaks, since it is also the author of the book, of the dilTerence 
berwccn me and the author. And one of the two, "mtt (but i1 is a 
"me" who, for the author, is another), the "me" for the author, rhe 
"me" according to rhe author, says: "I am on rhe side of my living 
morher." 

Admire, moreover, would that you might admire, where I read 
roo fast, the personal pronoun that put in place the very question. 
h is neither me, nor him, nor her, namely the author, it is 11s. Re· 
member the question: 
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Jr is as if somc:onc said tow: your dead father, would you like it if 
h.t· w;tSn't� I cannot look the answer in the face. 

The us rhar receives the question (a fictional question be· 

cause it is an impossible question: "It is as if someone said ro us 
. .  ," she says) is therefore at rhe same rime rhe us of the rwo hom· 

onyms, rhe us of the rwo, the author and me, even "the rwo of us, 
us rhe children, my brorher and me," or even the comprehensive 

u1, which includes the reader, the personal pronoun of the firsr 
p�rson plural, rhc aurhor, every other, you and me, me standing 
here besitk and on the 1itk of my living mother, but me also, the 
aurhor, the daughter of rhe dead·farhers. This plural of the dead· 
fathers gives way to the substitution of the fathers: there are so 
m<�.ny of them-and rhis plural affecrs simultaneously, like a single 
noun, a single hyphenated nominalized adjective, the dead· fathers 
(and not my dead fathers, bur the daughrer of rhe dead.fathers: she 
says here my living mother and the dead-fathers). Now this plural 
does nor affect the dead.farhcrs as farhers and, a hyphen berween 
the subject and rhe complement, the dead-fathers, the fathers who 
happen to be dead, no, it pluralizes through death; it is through 
death that rhe 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 result of death; 
it is the dearh of the father that brings about his replacement, and 
he is saved, saved from death, as we will sec, only by saving his 
uniqueness through substitution, rhrough the place raken, rhrough 
the cvenr, through the occurrence of the substitution, which hap· 
pens here and which, 1aking place, takes the place in this empty 
clcmenr of replaceabiliry; even though-a terrifying aporia, which 
is ar work throughout--one also saves rhe farber, rhe unique fa­
ther, by replacing him according to rhe law of a substitution or of 
a metonymy, of an infiniu: metempsychosis. One saves the unique 
father in rhe sense that he is already haunted by another unique 
father, an alternative father [11n phr bis] . Note that in this book at 
least, and in [his work of fiction among others, the author, who is 
also rhe aurhor of this work of infinitely regenerative substimtion, 
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is pr�semed as a daughur of the dead fathers, whereas i t  is not said 
about me rhat I am the daughter of my living mother, bur only 
that I am on her side: .. the author is . . .  ," she says, "I am . " 
("the author is . . .  , " third person of the verb to b� the author is, 
sh� is rhe daughter of the dead�fathers), "I am" (first person of the 
verb to b� I am): .. The author is the daughter of the dead-fathers. 
/am on the side of my living mother." Nor the daughter of the liv­
ing mother, because it is rhe 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 l who am therefore no longer a daughter, 
the daughter of the mothers nor even the daughter of my mother, 
I am on the side of my living 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 suiu 
the morher, not the father: the daughter of the dead-farhers is rhe 
author, whereas I am on the side of my living mother. Nowhere, in 
this remarkable sequence at least, is there "my father." And I am 
nor on the side of my foth", nor of the fathers, bur on the side of 
my living mother. This may be one of the differences between ]oun 
de /'an and OR. For eKamplc. For, in OR, rhe farher is named "my 
father" more than once. The possessive is even explicitly claimed 
and demanded: 

Until this morning I had never received a leuer from my father. 
The one who from death comes !Jack when I call is my father ["my" 
i� then underlined as a po:>5essive adjective, which, how<.-ver, is noth­
ing less than possessive.-JDJ, the one I pull out of myself from the 
shipwreck with deep mourning. He comes out of my waters soaked 
charming bur has never left any trace when returning behind the cur­
rain.l1 

My farher is as much and as liule mine, my own, a:; a child who 
comes our of me, whom "I pull out of myself" (birth is always 
a mourning followed by depression) and who comes our of my 
warers, soaked, as from an amniotic shipwreck. Oedipus is born, 
maybe, he is nothing bur rhc mourning of his molhcr 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 ro say, his Anri� 

go�hat docs that mean? A "side," that is to say what? Let us nor 

forger we are dealing here wirh a fictional question in a work of 

fie£ion. Let us not neglect that surplus of evidence. The evidence 

is so glaring, and so is the avoidance of rhe evidence, rhar one risks 
forgetting it: in this overall fiction, the aforesaid "me" is a charac� 
rcr as much as the "author," neither the one nor the other being 
Helene CiKous who is here presem, neither the one nor the other 
being on her side, where she will have played with the law and 
rhc meaning of this mad combinatory; even though we do know 
ir, ndrhcr rhe 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 uaurhor" and "me" is 
without her, and one has to look again on her side, on the side of 
her name, in order to pose these questions, between lireramre and 
i[S other, fiction, the possible, the real, and the impossible. 

I therefore recall once more this other evidence, which one risks 
lming on the way: inside the book's overall fiction, inside the fic­
rional element, the question that opened this declaration ("the 
author is rhc daughter of the dead�fathers. I am on the side of 
my living mother") was also a ficrional question, a fiction within 
fiction, aJ ifm them if, fiction to the power of two opened in fact 
by an a.s ijT'Ir is as if someone said to us: your dead farber, would 
you like it if he wasn't�"). A fictional or simulated interrogation. 
h is probably not a "rhetorical qumion," nor just literature, bur at 
once a question rhat maybe says under what condition one enters 
literature and above all a question rhar rules our the answer, an in� 
tolerable question, an impossible question, whose answer she says 
she cannot look in the face. 

Rur what is the impossible? The only possible questions are im­
possible questions. The possible questions are those to which one 
has the answer, those whose answers one can look in rhe face. These 
arc nor true questions. The only true questions are the impossible 
ones, those whose answers one cannot look in the face. And which 
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therefore are nor questions, since these questions, which however 
are the only rrue 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 rakes rhe place of the answer that she cannot look 
in the face. The answer is therefore beside the poinr [h cOte], side­
stepping the issue [d'un pas tU cOtt'] in a way that stages what I will 
call the big scene of the side down her way (du cOt! du cOti de chtz 
'"'1 -

Now what docs "side" mean around here? "On her side" or 
"down her wal [du cOt! tU cha elk]? 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 [difflrmJJ if nor 
a pitched battle between two panics; to be on the side of is not 
necessarily to be located or to live down somebody's way. "10 be 
or not to be on her side does nor signal in the direction where she 
lives [du cOti tU cha elle] , not even of some house with an even 
number26 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 senrence of the same book or of another 
book from one of the six hundred voices), I did not merely wanr 
to say that her books belong to the genre of fiction, as is some­
rimes mentioned in bibliographies (disrributed in the "by the s.ame 
author" section into generic categories like shan stories, novels, 
drama, fiction). If one rakes seriously, as it seems to me one must, 
the canonical question of the poetics of literary genres in the case 
of rhis work, I would be tempted, and I'll come back ro rhis later, 
time permitting, to question nU these categories, and in panicu· 
lar, that of fiction. Although all these texts arc transfixed 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 pocdc.s runs through all that at the same time and some­

thing else. Her fictional hyperrealism poses to the dassificadon of 

modes and genres the most formidable, rhe most unheard-of, and 
rhc most interesting problems. 

The �side," then, that is ro say what? Or who� 1 ofren ask myself 
this lJUesrion, wondering at the same time whether and why I am 
not on her side nor have ever been (and what rhis means, as for 
her, on her side), but first and foremost with regard to the strange 
and insistent use thar she herself makes, on her side, of rhe word 
"side." Books would need to be written, and I will not do so, on 
rhcse words: "shore" or "rib" [cOu], �raring" [cou), "coat" (cone] , 
"quora" or "quote" (quote], "side" (cOre], "at the sides" (ar�.�: cOris] , 
"'beside" [Q cOte], "sideways" [tit cOtt1, and "on rhe side of her own 
�ide" (du cOtideson cOtta el/el. What is a side? 

Having reached rhis point, and still before beginning, I propose 
ro leave aside for a moment this question of the side; I promise 
ro return to it after a detour of a few minures. This demur will 
last rhc rime of a quasi-methodological exercise meant to give you 
an example, once and for all, of what I will nor be able to do, 
although I should, with each exploration, with each pan of call 
rather, on the coastal map rhar I am going to follow. Let us imag­
ine 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 afar in order ro have a commanding 
view of rhe coastline while watching out for the Roaring minefield, 
or even the volcanic subsoil, in any case for the magnetic seabed 
above which one tries to orient oneself. as if unconscious, with rhe 
vigilance of a submarine subconscious. 

One would need to be aware at every moment, at every quota­
tion, at every word, and demonstrate (which I could not do, for 
lack of time in particular) that rhe whole work, some fifry 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 virtual, a bedrock that recharges each verbal unit with the: 
memory and the projection of all the others. Here is a single e)(am­
ple then. We were just talking about this "question" whose answer 
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she cannot "look in the face," the one about "your dcad-father,n 
which she displaces into "daughter of the dead-fathers," and rhe 
side [cOtt'] or the rib [cOre] of Eve, her living mother. It is in]oursdt 
/'a, (1990), therefore lWcnry years after Ln Commencements (1970). 
Now what happens in between the question and the answer, what 
is rhe event in question in Les Commmcemem.s, a book in which 
Saim Georges, let me remind you, is like rhc hero who speaks of 
a "'fear of acknowledging rhe possibility of the impos.sible"�27 Now 
it so happens that five pages later, later than this possibilicy of the 
impossible, the question about rhe question is aJready posed-with 
a force and a necessity that the philosophers who are experrs in the 
qucS[ion 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," Nunde Freud, as he is called in another book. For 
Freud is one of her own kinsmen-you know that-like so many 
Q[hers, 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 Lispcctor, 
from Kleist to T svetayeva, from Rembrandt to Akhmatova, 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 every way in a number of her books, with a 
degree of competence and vigilance and theoretical ekpertise that 
would be sufficient to throw off balance beforehand all the inane 
psychoanalyses of an autobiographical work that auto-hetero-ana­
lyz.es itself like a grown-up, a big grown-up with whom I invite all 
the psychoanalyses of the world to do a tranche. 

Here, in this passage from Les Commmcemems, which turns rhe 
question about rhe question upside down, it is the Freud of the 
!ntrodrtction 10 Narcissism whom we are dealing with. Before this 
work is named in German [Zur Einfiihrung des NarziSJmusJ, I am 
getting there, you might, would that you might read rhis big up-
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scning of the question, even before and also after the fragment 
rhat I must cur out (I am going to read without knowing how 
to pitch my voice: I have never read her aloud but I am also per� 
suaded that what I 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 ro listen to her saying /iJand mrnland awaken­
ing beyond the question, which is still "what is it�� or "what does 
'that is tO say' mean [qltiost-Ct' lJ dire, c'm t1 direP" fu she awak­
ens beyond the question-the question "what is it�" to which we 
will often come back-it is nor only the structure of the question 
and of the ontological question ("What is it?") rhar she rakes issue 
with; if I may say so, it is the structure and purpose of rhe ques­
tion in general, and rhe place where the "Oedipus question," as she 
says, is lodged, domesticated, somnambulized. in it. Consequence: 
strongly tensed toward all rhe agencies of filiation and genealogy 
though this work may be, it is neither a family romance nor an oe­
dipal tragedy. There is indeed conjugation or conjugality between 
rhc rwo almost antagonistic figures of omnipotence, rhe unique 
dead-fathers in substitution and my uniquely irreplaceable living­
mother, the alliance with one of the figures being betrayed for rhe 
other and for lift, but these are figures with six hundred voices, as 
you will hear, and digits, numerals, and numbers, fictional ideali­
ties whose "as if" eludes psychoanalyrical knowledge and its theo­
retical questions after having seriously exhausted them. And where 
it does not elude them, the "if" of the "as if" is heteroanalyrical 
as much as autoanalytical. And neither psychoanalysis nor Freud 
and his own kinsfolk can escape rhe 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 fclicirous wrn ofhiswry, 
Uncle freud is parr of the family. He never leaves, he sleeps on a 
couch in the waiting room, waiting to have an X-ray. Besides, the 
syllable si ofrhis comme si[as ifl or ofrhis "quasi"is as untranslat­
able, wirh all its homophones, as the li1 [there) together wirh rhe 
whole symphony of her work in siand in /n,28 with its six hundred 
voices and its proper nouns ending in si, Mmie, Thmie, or in LA, 
lila, ere. But we arc not done yet, for rhc si, rhe /4, and rhe -mmt, 
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which I have just announced, opcrare and play throughout her 
wridng. and their very sub5tance is wrought inro it. To read her 
means first w rake note, with each lener, of this umranslatabiliry. 
Here is then rhc announced quotation from Ler Commencements, 
while cmphasizing-1 should say and explain myself lau:r-rht 
quote rather than the citation: 

Then you look like my farber. 
The pieces of my father, one he� !ici]. one there [li]. one there. 

And it's there, precisely [ll juutmeor], rhar I began to think: 
We form the fiJUR rhar represents existence exactly [ancttmentJ, 
h is the 11gure three, 
You, me, the knife 
Me, you, rhe elsewhere. 
Before I woke up. that's [voda] what I was rhinking:-and it was 

as if (comme si] rhis thought-it was a question-I had ro crou it 
[Ia] in order ro wake up--there was an answer in the question in 
an answer in the question and so on [ainsi tk JUiu}, and a door in a 
door in a wall in a door and the wall rose brown and beautiful imo 
the sky,-and this made me undemand rhar rhe answer being in the 
Oedipus question was already in rhe Sphinx, and that I was in Sainr 
Georges and rhat it was possible that he may have been in one of the 
pieces of my f:uhcr, bur which one? 

I had ro answer the que�rion in order w wake up but the answer 
was a w:1king up and that's [c'csc eel what wakl'S me up. 

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

I have ro write beausc of w, 
Because when I know [l·ais) that I don't know, . 

Let us remember once and for all that sais is also a near homo· 
phone of C and c'esr, especially in Algeria, and that the knowledge 
of who knows [saitl is allied, is closely linked with rhc omological 
or constative or apophantic proposition that says, "It is [c'eSE] ,n 
"This is rhat," that is ro say, which claims to answer any question 
in irs form par excellence, namely [.1 savoirj, "What is it?" Do you 
know what ir is? Do I know it? Without speaking of an m�. which, 
till then [d'ici /A], will wait for us a few more hours. 
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. Because when I know rhar I don'r know, 
rhen I have to rell myself anorher �wry 
And ir is ours. 

ll 

In rhis srory one has to suppress all rhe substantives thar end in 
-ment, in order to avoid mistakcs.19 

One: has to know, rill then, how to reconstitute a chain, with re­
gard ro -mentand with regard ro the (vlnement [event] (and I will 

try larer 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 raking­
place, of the replacing taking place, of the event in potentiality [en 
puissance), of rhc event whose mighry power would have come, the 
coming of the "might" and of the si, of two kinds of si in french, 
of a s'il se pouvait [if ir were possible) and of a si, mait si, si, i/ u 

pmt, nusitOt dit aussitOt fait [yes, but of course, yes, it may be, no 
sooner said than done]-1'11 come back ro it very quickly). The 
chain of the -ment, irs very anchor is dropped, for example with 
regard to what is called Le Portrait de ma m(re, which illustrates 
and distinguishes itself with a poem on the event: 

Never does Eve even tell lies [Eve, as some will know, is the first 
name of her mother, who is alive, thank God, and here present, our­
side literarure-JD].J(J 

My mother is whe� she is. 
She is nor where she is nor. 
Eve never �en tells lies, 
Her tongue and rrurh are tied like !'YolO serpents in a ferocious mar­

riage ro anyone willing ro listen.31 

Let us leave Eve aside for the moment, her remprarion and these 
serpents in Genesis. Eve-never-even-tells-lies liamais Ew-ne-mm� 
is therefore another name for her mother, not Elk mmt (she lies), 
EMment, as I was saying from my side, that is to say, the letter 
that is greater than the whole and which is therefore never where 
one believes it is, on her side, bur Evinmunt [Evem). Since "my 
mother" is where she is, one should know what ir is m be on her 
side, on rhc side of my living mother, on her own side, which 
tells 1he rime in German, Die ilit, that is to say, in rhe feminine, 
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whereas for Saint Georges, called "my father" this rime, time is 
Latin and masculine (tempw), the offspring from the marriage be­
tween the one and rhe or her being neuter: tnnportL 32 Here rhen is 
what I will now call the uprising of the question, the revolution of 
the queS(ion, the calling of rhe question inro crisis or into ques­
don, which resembles a genesis of the work as much as the work of 
a genesis. A genesis rhat makes gcnea1ogy, the family romance, and 
the Oedipus question tremble. Here then, I let you reconstruct the 
immediate context (evoking rhc primed proper noun, rhe drawing 
ofa Aower, erc.) . 

. . . the picture, the little girl, and my name underneath. I don't 
deny it. [This �I don'r deny ir" already points us toward the last de-­
negation (demin-dl-rmi�mmt), this nondeniaJ that I still keep in re­
servc.-JD] This linle girl is S[Urdy, and, nL'Verthelcss, without my 
name she would have wavered on the line belWcen those who are and 
those who are not, and in the end she would have disappeared. She 
may be what I migh1 have been able to have been. 

Bu1 the question is elsewhere, it's not under her feet, i1'� on her 
head. It is the question of the Aower, so-called, Zur Einf'a.ihrung des 
Nan:is.smus; who the hell stuck rhis stalk on my head� When I was 
linle there were lWO questions, one deadly, the other planted on my 
head at the end of an extending stalk. 

The first question was: Who do you love best, Mummy or Daddy? 
Through rhis "or," death entered, and there was nothing one could 
do about it, as soon as the queslion was posed, I �gan killing or dy­
ing. If l  had lovLxl Daddy best, I would have said I love Mummy best 
and if I had loved Mummy bes1 and if I had loved myself best and 
if I had loved best not w love then I would answer with the second 
question in order to crush the first, it was: You love me/him/her 1� 
m�/dimn]?JJ 

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 inscriptions, 
which "in crossing each other our embrace each other" (like El 
Farh over Israel with "will win" at the end), she launches another 
question, again a question of the side, a quesrion left aside or put 
aside: 
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Another qu<."Stion: 

Is that me [En� I(Dc c'cst moi, fi.]� That didn't reply, that didn't 
say anything to me. 

Let's do a test: let's take some paper and draw a flower of head. Th� 

[Ia] Rower [/4 in italics: as ofren she superimposes thl.lS the untranslat­
ahk· la, feminine article or adverb or place, i//ac-JD]. Here are some 
examples: 

A lear always 
hem: a side that is 
bulging while rhc other side is sunken. And vice versa. It has no 

buds. h cannot reproduce.J4 

This was, by way of example, just one of these underwater eK­
cursions from one book to the other, which I would not be able 
to multiply, as one ought to in order to survey the shores and 
sides !cOtes et cOrbj, all the sides of every question. And in order 
to show how, as Kant would say, she "orients herself in thought." 
In " Wilt h�isst: Sich im Dmken ori�mieren!' you know how Kant 
opens his rcAection on rational belief ( V�munftglaub�) and on the 
asscnr of belief in what is held to be true (Fiinuahrha/te-n), in par­
ticular about the existence of God, where it depends on an "if.n 
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 God's existence, he begins by recalling what the 
proper meaning of the word to orient onese/f(sich orienrienn heisst 
in drr eigentHchen BedeutJmg des \.%rLr. . . .  ) is, namely (das heissz, 
that is to say, in other words, this is called), well, the irreducible 
reference ro rhe body proper and to feeling (Ge_foh�, right on my 
own subject (an meinem tigenen s�bjekt) of the difference between 
lhe left hand and the right hand-of which he recalls elsewhere, 
in the argument of the noninterchangeabiliry or the irreversibility 
of gloves, that even when there is no conceptual difference in the 
analysis of hands, left and right are not superposable in sensible 
intuition-and io 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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oriems herself in relation to life, as one says to orient oneself with 
a compass or by rhe sun. 

1 come back to rhc question of rhe side: down her way, on rhe 
side of what, without puning anything aside, withour putting any­
thing on rhe side, she bets on the side. It seems at first chat for her, 
and I do mean for her, there is only one side and nor rwo, and this 
side is char of life. Death, which she knows and understands as 
well as anyone, is never denied, certainly; 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 l-and rhis is probably more than 
a difference, a big disagreemem (dijfirmdj between us, of which 
I may speak again latcr-1. who always feel mrned coward death, 
I am not on her side, while she would like to turn everything and 
ro make it come round ro rhe side of life. For lack of rime, I have 
to give up doing what I first wanted to do: analyzing in two books 
only, at both ends of rhe chain, from rhe first ro rhe lasr volume to 
date (U Prhlom de Dieu and 01?), the whole lexicon of vivre (inso­
far as ir names rhe side wirh only one side, a side wirhour another 
side) and all the logical, grammatical, 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 ofliving by the side, plays. To give you a 
telegraphic idea of rhis corpus and of what I have to give up, note 
that OR, for example, opens rhus: " . . he has already given me 
life six times. Blll this could jusr as well have been sixry rimes. I 
don't know rhe dare of the last one" (once again si, six, sixry, six 
hundred, and the last one), and doses with: "Life is detachment"; 
and in between you will have read so many times, for example, 
the words vivant [living] . vivre (to live}, survivre (ro survive], vif 
(livelyj, vives [(a)live}, and "nothing is dead," "and six hundred 
char's one life at least" (six hundred letters this time), and vivn 
fait livre (living makes the book]. and "a dead man has jusr lived. 
A dead man still arrives/manages. 10 live," and: "life rhat is ro say 
so little," and "everything survives us," and "I live," and "I am 
the place of revival,� and "my life permit," and "is this called living 
. . .  ," and "life, I don'r hold you back," and "the Aesh earen alive,n 
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and "to live one dies," and "beat death with life," and "he chooses 
ro meer dearh alive" and "to whoever may live," and "because of 

living." and "I will live alive and 1 will die alive. Half and half 

never" (which already recalls or suggests, I'll come back to rhis, 

rhat life is whole and does nor have rwo sides, it has and is only 

one side. on one side only-but it is rhe dead father who speaks 
and says here: "I will live alive and 1 will die alive"), and she has 

just said, in italics: "I hea.r ro"}thing he doa not !ny. I think," and 
"all egg of lift," and "a.U the rime I ha.ve left 10 live," and "a.// tha.r � 

ha11t' silenced [avons ru] to live a.nd not 10 kill [rucr] ." and "to live 
like a shadow," and " to live on nothing," and, from life to town (de 
lA vie a 14 vi&], this extraordinary semence, which would merir a 
whole dknde: 

It will rake anorher hundred years before six I mount life by sheer 
srrcngrh of mind, I have rhe ability of a world a day wirh all irs inhab­
itants, a town at each station. 

So, she mounts life, rhen, as one mounts a play bur also as one 
hoists sail when one resuscitates or raises a dead man. La1.arus, 
arise. It is her. Thar is her side. Side, which is to say what? 

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

There is fim rhe passage already quoted from }ours de lim 
(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 rhe 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] 
can only say in a sense, as we will see, me, she is always "mine,n 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 
to the undecidability and ro rhe difference of mighcy powers-jusr 
as homophony or homonymy is ro be found, paradoxically, on 
the side of irreducible difference, of the heterogeneous and rhe 
Untranslatable: homo- and unilateraliry are more rhan ever prey ro 
the other and to difference, they are their very rest and we will be 
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put to che test. This probably does not mean she is or feels closer 
to her mother than to the dead fathers. Indeed, when one is on 
the sidt of, one is not dose; one has to be on the other side, on the 
orher side of the other, in order ro be dose. 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, rhe side she takes, like rhe side Joyce takes, would be 
rather that of her father, bur she is on the side of the living mother, 
of her living morher, "of my living mother," whatever rhat may 
signify. 

What can this possibly mean1 That is to say what1 In order to 
ask this question the right way, in her/irs place, let us never forger 
we are also speaking of literature and fiction, even if. as I noted 
above, the fiction here is hyperrealist. The one who says "1/me,n 
"/am on the side of my living mother," while the other character, 
"the author," is "rhe daughter of rhe dead farhers"-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 HCICnc 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, that one of the first aston� 
ishments of her life, which no one has ever managed to cure her 
of, ar school, dares back ro the clay when she read "I is another. n 
A proposition she has never ceased to put 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 another either. She is, let's say, beside herself, on her 
own side bur sitting, like another, sitting beside herself. Like her 
father, as you 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 oflireramre, 
of fiction, of the institution rhus named and about everything one 
calls identity. A!> long as one has nor read the side of rhe side of 
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whar, on her s ide, she writes, one w ill n ot h ave approached thes e  

qu esrions. 
The second exampk of th is stran ge sitU, at rhe be ginning of OR 

(r997• therefore s even year s l a ter), we'll c ome back to that again 

in a m om e n t, is a sc e ne of quas i-resurrec tion. It is about bringing 
back to life someone w hos e "ghost" one c atches " b y  a wisp [mtche) 
0f life. "·1� W ithin a l imited p e riod of time, sh e says, e ight t o  fi fteen 
days, it is possible to make l ife come back to l ife;  and here again, 
she says, for l ife, "t o this side": "During these days," sh e says, "it 
is s till poss ible to brin g them back to th is s ide." The s ide, once 
again, her sid e  is ind eed the s id e  of life (on rhe s ide of my living 
mother ,  s he s aid, and here t o  brin g  back the dead to th is s ide , 
ere.). B ut we will s e e  c on firm at ion that this side, as the sid e of 
life, has t he par ticul ar it y  of be ing the onl y  side . There is no ot her 
s ide rhan t his s ide, the s ide of l ife. T h e re is onl y  one side in her 
geograph y, her ge oph ysics , and her ge ol ogy; th ere is on ly one rib 
[rOuJ in the body, on e shor e on which ro fix (une cOte oU rivni r h e  
de parting an d arr iving [arTivle] o f  what h appens on e arth/land, 
and ir is l ife-life, whence everything der ives an d de taches itself 
an d tow ard w h ich ever ything c om e s  and c omes back. Lif e has no 
other , it has no other side ; and all the s ides, all the asides, all t he 
s idcste p p in gs leave ch e ir tr ac es on rhc same side of the same vein. 

Fi nall y, as a 1hird example (but on e could fin d so man y  ot her s), 
we retu rn  to the end of OR, to a cer tain pass age (I w ould l ike to 
find an other word than these hackne yed, r ircd, an d tir in g words 
"pa�sage," "page, n or " sequence" 10 des ignate the fragmcmcd un it.�. 
1hc "quotes" that I will un for tun atel y  have to cu t ou t in this way. 
f.al·h of these is a Aow or period, a music al movement at once l iq­
uid, s ubmar ine, aerial, and yet solid, in rhc ether or in rh e sea, l ike 
a brai d of u nal ter abl e thr e ads and lines, here a w eav in g of voices 
that se ck t heir ow n st yle and fortune in a gol d mi ne ,  an d wh ich, 
pr ecisely, as is s aid, while s inging, dig and dig. searching for spar ks 
of gleaming gold, l crters, always. and which these six hundred 
Voices find even when rhe y do nor lind them). The string of lines 
I am goi ng to cur out would merit cen turies of reading. an d I will 
return to this place larer w he n  I s p eak of the impos sible, n ame ly 
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of the lener that does not manage to arrive [ n'arrive pas il arriveT], 
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 I scan, 
skim over, and satellize at full rih, a 6rsr probe yields rhe follow­
ing reading: "One had to be quick.":ICi This "one had to be quick" 
follows an allusion to a certain .. absolute letter." A voice says: "J 
imagined this letter. One had to be quick. h 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 absolute letter, with which "one had to be quick," 
would say. Now I note, in this supposed quotation, even before 
reaching the shores [cOus] of rv.ro "asides (d cOt!s]," at lcasr rwice 
the word I am interested in, the word puissant [mighcy]-as much 
for the spirit as for the letter of rhe letter. Here is the page from 
which I note, then, and single out and underline as well the words 
puissant, vivl"t' [to live], vidlifc], and cOre ( side)): 

One had to be quick. Ir would say: 
. .  rhe h:rrer docs nor follow. 

The letter did not come. One year I remain willing. 
The second year I came back imo this life (Yie-ci]. I re-entered the 

nearby present wirhour belief. Bur I never gave up on the lerrer. lt 
remains around there (par 11]. (Not around here (par ia), this time, 
but around therc.-JD] 

Migbry are rhc place:s it haunrs: rhey never fall straight into obliv­
ion. 

Mighty rhc spirit of the lcner. 

You do understand that if there arc "letters of omnipotence," as 
was said four pages earlier in a sequence awaiting us, whar is said 
to be "mighry" here in this passage is not lirerally the lener, bur 
"the places ir haunts," once, and "the spirit of the leuer," another 
rime. Might is therefore granted and allied to the spirit of the ler· 
rcr, ro spirit in the sense of specter and revenant. Of the specter 
that has to he "respectered" [mpectTt'r], as is said elsewhere. The 
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letter is mighry nor in its arrival or its coming but in its coming 
back and its haunting places. Here is what follows: 

h sometimes happ=ns that, when one abandons a house, just before 
rhc lasr hour, the wreck yields desperate treasures. We were house­
wrecked several rimes. Nothing came our. 

At the blow my mother had empricd and replaced hcrsel( [IUmcm­
ber this housewrcck, you will see thar Jonah and rhe whale have never 
swpp�.--d Aoaring underwater there, like submarine5, waiting parienrly 
i"rom one end of the work to rhe other, for thirry-llve ycars.-JD] 

''At rhe blow my mother had emptied and replaced herself." So 
the mother too is subject to rcplacemenr, bur she is nor replaced, 
shl· is not replaceable, she replaces hmt/[. she had replaced hmel[. 
anJ thar is how she remains a livin� mother: "She had emptied 
and replaced hcrselfn-like every unique living being, she replaces 
herself without being replaced nor replaceable, without letting 
herself or making herself be replaced. She substitutes and mcrony­
mius herself, but without ever being subject herself to substitu­
tion and to metonymy. 

The dead man leaves her. She nC"Vcr makes us live looking back­
ward. Move on, move on, life is nor the pa.sr. 

Here, that is to say where rhc living mother speaks and gives 
orders, she is on the side of life, detached like a rib (cOu) from the 
tlcdd man who leaves her, turned toward [drt cOli de] life: "Move 
on, move on, life is nor rhe pasr." It is indeed her mother, the 
morher, who orients everything; she thinks on rhe side of rhe ir­
reversible. And she, not the author but she, the one who says "me" 
on rhc first day of the year, she is, she insists on being and saying 
that she is on rhc side of her living mother. 

All the rest goes 10 the children. Each their own. They live for 
UccaJes wi1h this slight thim whose fever seizes those ampu1a1ed of 
a message. They live on this 1hirsr, 1his sligh1 amputation. Each oo 
their own side rummages through the drawers of the earth. 

Until the day when . . . 
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�Until the day when . . . .. Here is the absolute exception that 
we will keep coming back m, until the day when one day, once. 
upon a time, only once, on this date, there was the dead father, 
on whose side she docs not find herself. nor as she finds herself on 
the side of her living mother; here he comes, the dead father, one 
fine clay, and sits beside ha. The phrase "to sir besidcn is a phrase 
that, moreover, as I can resrify, she uses in life, as in literature, in 
a very singular way, which has always, as ever, surprised me; but 
let's move on, I will nor insist, or I will risk seeming to be doing 
my best to ensure that henceforth no one else could ever dare to sit 
beside her, even if only for a drink: 

Until the day when in a flash I decipher my father's message: it is 
this absence of a leucr that rakes the place of the leuer. I give you the 
page and rhe nccessiry. He comes out of his deathly aparrmem, he 
comes and sits beside me :1nd we thus communicate rhrough rhc long 
attunements of the blood. He knows that I know what he thinks. 

h is always ''know, .. isn't it [ct>st le "sais, "nt>st�ce pas]. "He knows 
that I know . . .  " He, thar's him, rhe one who knows that I know 
whar it is that I know. The secret. Then these other lines, which I 
will reread otherwise later: 

At times I lend my voice to his thought and I can see that he is 
pleasL-d. The keys are in your drawer [Your drawer: ro whom is she 
speaking? Who speaks to her through the voice of her f.nher�-JD). I 
write ro you. Yes of course I say, I am/follow your letter. I amffollow 
myself your letter w me I say lft suis moi-mimt 111 ktrrt J moi dis-jt]. 

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

I write w you. Yes of course I say, I am/follow your letter. I am/fol� 
low myself your letter ro me I say. 

One will never know who says "I." and "I say," twice. Or who 
holds the pen of this mon-�/ fplus-je].This comes after the father's 
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Jcciphcred message, rhat is to say: the absence of the letter rakes 

the place of the letter. 

1 will not impose on you a starisrics of all her ribs/shores kt?m] 

and sides [cOtisJ; that would take a lifetime. Just to give you an 

idea. in just one book, fours de lim once again, and over five pages 
only. here are at least four occurrences rhar arc radically different 
in rheir meaning, function, geometry, geography, gcophysiology, 
architecture, and limirrophy. 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 earth. If! 
wan red ro play without playing on the word gOne [-gon], with the 
omega and rhc omicron of rhc syllable "gon," I would say rhat this 
poetic chiliogony of all the sides is also a georgic as theogony, a ge­
nealogy of all rhe divine filiations. For if gOn signifies rhc angle or 
the side, gont is generation and gone1ts, the father in the singular, is 
also the father and the mother, the mother-father in rhc plural. 

I enumerate merely four sides on five pages of this polygony by 
emphasi1.ing with my voice without adding a word. You will hear 
successively the joyful movements in "side" in the next room [4" 
cOtt], followed by "on the other side/hand [tk /'aurre cOtt]," then by 
''(a Step) nor on this side [UTI pm tk a cOte)," and finally "from one 
side to rhe other," always berween father and mother, rhc mother 
[mi-re] and the sea [merl: 

I go there, all dead, all do.d. lmo the nat room /I. cOte] so far �o 
far from my heart. And I enter. 

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

I, wo, have forgoucn a child in the ant room [l cOd]. When I 
remembered, ten years later. my mother no longer knew whti"C' the 
tomb was buried. This can happen to u�. 

Hut what is pctuliar w tht author's baby is that, one�: forgotten, it 
will com�: back ro her mind in the: end. 

In the nexr room, then, the tomb that cannot be found, rhc 
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romb that is itself buried, encryptc:=d. You will have to read what 
follows without me; it is in }ours d� limY 

2.. The following page is srill abom birth, but anorhcr one, her 
own, rhis rime, and about a birth before her birth, her first name 
before her Jim name, her fim name before her binh: 

I will continue to paint this woman's portrait.� 
This woman will be a mO[her, again, the mother of all women 

poets who, as she says, entered into her, Clarice Lispccror, Marina 
Tsvetayeva, closer here, but so many others too, starting with her­
self on the side of her own living morher. 

Everything btgins to hap�n 10 her inside her m01hcr's breast be­
fore her birth. During th11t rime I-Ii.] her mother speaks to her in 
German, and she calls her Alexander. Her mother was expecting an 
AJexlamkr [a slash between Alex and the Olher, a11drr-JDJ. The 
other. The spark [fclal] of this prenataliry stays with Marina. 

£dar. I suppose at once the aura, the radiant breath but also the 
scandal, the sparks that fly {coup d'icla4. and also rhe shine [tela� 
of metal. the sparkle of gold before birth, that is w say, to say it 
differently, the spark [icktt] of genius. 

The spark of this prcnatality . . . .  To have been what she was not. 
To have him. And then she was not him. h is this story or the una­
pccted [d'immmdue: feminine-JD]. We expecr Alexander. And she 
is: rhe other. So it will be: her: him: andrr. he on the other side. The 

other side or her.'� 

}. Two or three pages further, I quote: 

Alexander's book merely has a head start. And she, always ahead, 
ahead by a life, by a birrh, by a separation, since shr: has already read, 
lived, lost, enjoyed everything, on the one hand (d'un cOtCJ already 
wrinen, already dead, but on rhe other (c01C--jD] not at all, on the 
other nor yet, on the other, woman, lover, greedy, not yet knowing 
anything of what she already knows. . It is life iuelf. Instantly 
the unknown will cease, and it will be dearh. . . Nothing stops love . 
. . . We see her go toward love, in that direction, is it a woiP. is it a 
w:e� as one goes toward the s.:a, in long intrepid strides (paJ], loving 
ahead without knowing ir the sea will be there [the sea, Ia mrr, three 
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lcucrs and wirhour rhc t of m.?�JD], bur rhere she goes. The sea is 

not there. Not on this side [pas de ce cht�] . "I was su� you wouldn't 
be chcrc�" she cries. �0 

1 quore still on rhc same page the movement of a few lines that 

seem ro me to say something decisive about her sides oflife death, 

,1nJ what within her comes ahead from rhis side, a long time 
;�head: 

h aims a1, it touches the very belly of, women, seeking che women 
promised by Pushkin, announa-d by Rimbaud, the women up ahead. 
The sugar of life. Bur unfonunardy in thar rime rhere were even fewer 
women than poe[S. It does not matter. 

Just because no one is there yer does not mean we should not love. 
She loves rhe women 
from after her death.41 

4· Finally, but this is not a quadrangle, on the next page: 

She is awakened on May }, 192.6. 

l lcre the French has mAy, with a y, m-a:.r. what does that mean? 
Thar is to say what, in other words, among other things? I say 
"among orher things and for example" because I do nor know, 
probably, I know so little and I can only surmise, I presume that 
her entire text is encrypted right through, riddled with hidden ref­
l!'rcnces and dares, rhose of the anniversaries of her farber's death 
and hirrh, for example: the month of May is inscribed everywhere 
in her corpus. May may be a first name: if not the first name of 
God, ar least that of a feminine divinity, a female first name of God 
or of rhe Goddess [D.SV! Bur may, with ay, may also sign, poren­
tially [en puissanct], the mighty power of the "might" [/4 puissanu 
du jmiHt'], "may," which awaits us. In a moment I will propose 
to derive might not from power and the possible but rather from 
rhe subjunctive "might [puim].� At this provisional, unexpected 
stage, I would feel tempted, about this "may," to speak in English 
only and to derive everyrhing from "may" and "might: might rhU happm; would rhat this might happen, oh! if [ sr1 only this could 
happen, yes [rr] ,  let this happen, might this on� aniv�, might this 
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krur a"ive, might such and such happen; and the English noun 
might is also a certain power [puissanu]. So we have in the English 
"mighl' ar once rhc form might (le puisse) and might as power [hi 
puissance]. the verb and the noun, rhe oprarive subjunctive and 
rhe magic of the power to make or let happen. Then, besides the 
alliance of power, of might [puissanu) and of the "might [puis.uJ,­
you have the precious alloy of desire or wish and of rhe gramed 
authorization ("mighr /, you mAJ, yes, you mighr"), of freedom or 

of the given grace or pardon. And since I take the liberry of con­
necting rhis to the inscription of a date (�She is awakened on May 
3· 192.6n), I recall rhat one would have to write ten theses on the 
dares, the play and the question of dates in this 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 up a name 
[fair un nom], as we will hear, as one calh a telephone number. 

She is awakened on May J, 192.6. This thing approaching rhrough 
the distances, coming from Val-Mont through Glion sur 'l(:rritet 
(Vaud) Swit7..erland, which is going to rouch her in a moment, at that 
very hour in may . . �� 

May again with a yin the French; and rhis time it is the hour, at 
rhar hour in may, and not rhe day in may, now (or! 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 goldsmirh or watchmaker, which is 
literally obsessed with everything that happens to rhe hour (am've 
il l'heure] , happens to the signifier heun or or, and which arrives 
or does nor arrive on time [.1 11uun]-as wdl as on the spot, in a 
moment (sur /'heun, IOU/ iJ nuunj. 

which is soon going w rouch her, at that very hour in may, is 
Rilke. His name in person. And his full address. [Keep rhis address in 
mind, we would never be done with ir.-JD] Touch her with Rapping 
wings, rhrough the very distances [therefore it is not just a question 
of touching her from a distance at infinite speed, but of touching 
through the very distance, through the spacing of separation: the 
speed of this absolme caress is separation, rhe race of a separation rhar 
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10uchcs-JDJ, mit f"ntn, mit F/Ugtlschliigm, with Rapping/'s (coups 

tk fl [These coup1 tk fare not coups fk ftu (gunshots) but the Rap­
pings of these words inf's that tell of the distance of the bird's flight, 
the Rapping wing (coup d'oik) and its homonym in French, tl/r, mit 
ftrntn, mit Flugtlschliigm: telephone calls (coups tk ji{J that Air and 
Rutter (jTOknt 0114/kurmi) without touching. or barely; we will speak 
later of the fleeting touch (ftOkmmt) of eterniry.-JD] At thirty-four 
years old, barely awake, still fluttering from one side to the other, on 
1hc edge, of night, of waking. it is on 1his edge, in the uoubled blue 
oft he sky, that it comes toward her, the thing that is Rilke, still living 
and already fluttering from one side 10 the other, on the edge."'� 

'1\vicc 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 cerrainly an edge, it is "on the edge," but 
"from one side to the other" can mean the oscillation between the 
rwo edges, rhe two sides, as much as from the side of the other, 
only from one side of the other, only rrom a single side or only 
from rhe side of rhe other. Moreover, if one side seems to draw the 
line of an edge, the: word "side," in its prevalent use, designates yet 
�omerhing other than a line or an edge, namely the geometry of 
objective 6gures, chiliogons, triangles, and quadrangles: the lateral­
icy or the linoraliry of anything whatsoever. On the side of the side 
where we say, on the contrary, on rhe side of somebody and not 
of something, on your side, on my side, and so on, "side" implies, 
with the taking or sides, the irreversible orientation or a body, an 
around hert (par ici] and orou11d there [par lil�basJ, a here and then, 
the subjective difference berween left and right, the orientation of 
a body rhat opens the world from an absolute origin, the world 
as the here below [/'ici�basl of an earrh. a kind of topogeology or 
topogcorgic in which a body has sides that are also ribs, a left and 
a right one, a front and a back. Before behind [devant derri�re] . 
And generally in rhis georgic, rhe sides come in rwos (one side or 
the other), which is not the ca�e in objective geometry, where so 
many figures, with the exception or rhe circle or rhe Moebius srrip, 
which only have one, have more than two sides or two angles. 

llur if, as I suggest, life has no other side, if there is only one 
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side, the one of living life, then the Iauer remains undecidable, 
certainly, since one does not have to decide and can no longer 
decide berwecn two opposable edges or sides, but this undecidable 
is the place of decision which, however serious it may be, can only 
be for lifo. Because it is undecidable, one can decide and senle only 
for 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/on her side, of what she 
sees and undemands on her side by "side. n I will keep my promise, 
for ir I recall now what she said about me in this very place a few 
years ago, in 1992, it is not because it was about me. It will be in 
order to reinterpret, rrom rhe side of rhe side, whar 1hr might have 
meant then. She said, from rhc first sentence, that she had seen me 
at once, from rhe first day, walking along a cresr, rhcn on a peak. �s 
At the moment I had not reflected on the reason why this strange 
remark had made me feel dizzy straightaway. I firsr said to mysdf, 
without giving it much thought: you fed dizzy because she places 
you too high. She exalts you and you protest, you arc afraid. You 
do nor like ro be placed roo high because rhcn, ir musr be known, 
nothing but a fall or death can happen. She frightens you or she 
is playing at frightening you. Today I understand bcner why I fdt 
diz.zy, after having begun (very recendy, last May) to analyze all 
the sides of the side in her work. Your head spins, I then said to 
myself, in the fits[ place because when you find yourself walking 
along a crest, you simply no longer have a side. lr is as if, in order 
to place me roo high, at the highest, on the summit of a hill [cOu), 
she had simply, in raising [tlrvam] me thus, taken away [mkvA 
my side, all the sides, not taken out a rib (cOu] in order ro procre­
ate her morher Event, but, in getting to rhe very lasr cxuemirics, 
she had simply raken away all the sides of me, all my sides bdng 
rhen removed from all sides. No more edge [bordJ for me. No 
more death, maybe, since life has no opposite edge, bur no more 
edge ar all, on no side, more exposed rhan ever ar/ro rhe height to 



H. C. for Lifo, That Is to Say . 49 

which I rhus saw myself raised, doomed not to put a foot wrong or 
srcp ro one side [pm d� cOt� once, wirhoU£ the slightest safeguard, 

closer rhan ever to the fall or the unforgivable mistake. So I would 

have no side at all, no side for sidestepping (pm d� c6tt pour un pas 

tfr c6rt1. That's why now I do nor know where to pur myself. A1 
rhe slightest step aside I fall, I lose, and if it is not on one nonside 
of 1hc abyss, it is on the other. I'd just better sray pur (it n'ai qu'll 
birn mt unir] . I understand better now why, despite the grace I 
w:as rhus given, I felt like walking back down to rhe valley without 
delay like a child, dreaming of only one thing: to dream after hav­
ing been tucked in on borh sides [bordtor). 

I have another reason to evoke this strange scene-a "men with­
our a side in shorr, wirhour sidestepping and wirhour a sritch in 
rhe side [sans pas tk cOli tt sans point tk cOu1, for let us never forget 
rhe sritch in rhe side and rhe breathlessness, and rhat the side and 
rhe rib always protect the hean, the chest, and above all the lungs 
against morral threats, for example mberculosis, which Georges 
died of-who besides was himself also defined as A Climbtr (this 
is rhe ride of a whole sequence in OR:. "a climber" who climbed 
1hc peaks of Daves like a hero, from summit ro summit, when she 
has just said "I go from father to farher."46 There is one of chese 
fathers who resembles her farber and of whom she says that he is a 
"climber devoted to the Crests [ Crim]"-rhis rime Crhes is spelled 
with :a capital, like the famous chemin des Cretes in Algiers). Bur 
as everyone knows, I am nor her father. Besides, each rime I read 
her allusions to crests, to peaks, to rhe summit, ro rhe climber 
(her father, her dead-fathers), I think of the great tradition, the 
filiation, rhe ancestral ascension of Mom Ventoux, the scene of 
forgiveness and conversion, and of Perrarch's secretum m�um.47 

In }ours dr /'an, the scene with Hokusai and Rembrandt about 
the truth ro paint and the dream of painting Fujiyama, one sen­
tence tells ofthe assault on hills and ribs [cOres] : "And since he got 
along well with rhem (dearh, the mountain), having lived with 
them for ninety years, rhar's what happened" (that is to say, "to 
conquer Fujiyama in painting" and thus attain Truth) ."18 As for 
the side or rhe rib under which the heart bears and the chrear� 



50 H. C for Lifo, That Is to Say . 

ened lung breathes, what she cites from her father's medical thesis 
begins with rhese words, bcrween border [to line] and brotkr [to 
embroider): 

I can see in rhc right cosro-davicular angle a finely lined [bordCe] 
cavity the size: of a finely embroideral (brodCc] apple in the midst of 
a diseased parenchyma . . .  '' 

One should always prorecr this vulnerable heart and lungs un­
der the ribs, pU[ them in the shcher of an armor and of a corte tk 
mailkt, spelled c-o-t-r-c-and you will find more than one co� 
tk mai/ks in her work. Com de mai/ks is called ucoat of mail .. in 
English. For example in Les Commencement.s, for rhe disrriburion 
of her being between father and mother, as between hm and then, 
untranslarably beside Here [4 cOt( d'lc1] and beside There (0 cOtt 
de La], she summons and conjures up the appearance of the sideo� 
beside rhe coat [coltt>] in a passage from which I can cut our only 
a few lines but which would be made m intersect with the entire 
work, starting with Ln, the book that bears the tide La, if we had 
the time: 

. . .  of a woman and a male of another species, in accordance with 
what I look like. In any case I take after [tiens ..U] my father, and I 
am held by [tenue par) my morher. In gener.�l. when I am under my 
own eyes, or under those of Saint Georges when he clasps me in the 
red coat [cone] of mail, and tells me that my name is You, I feel that 
I am a high, shining object, made of one piece, everything is far all of 
a sudden and so violemly that the problem of Here or There poses 
itself right berween my eyes, da.�hc.:> head-on wirh me, makes my old­
est rears Aow, makes my nose imo the axis or both sides, beside-Hen: 
and beside-There, almost splits me . . .  '>0 

About the high idiomatic content [tent>ur] or standard [rmut'] 
of this genealogical diagnosis, which hinges [rimt] on rwo moods 
of tmir (acdve or middle voice, more or less transitive and passive 
intransitive: I l4kt' after [tiens de] my father, I am held by [tcnue 
par] my mo1hcr, where the word unir is merely the untranslat­
able homonym, the double of itself thai rakes place only once in 
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France), one would obviously have to read the ten thousand pages 
rhar come before or after, notably about the lener H, which here 
puts into play lei with Hen and Hier bur elsewhere, for example 
in}01m de /'an,�• will gather all the haches [aitches and hatchets].�2 
The hatchet is cast like a lerter: 

She had cast him a letter. Alas, it is rhe one that docs nor arrive 
. There is the hatchet [hache!. The hour. The story begins before 

us. . Each rime rhe letter docs not arrive, 'Ji'istan turns ro the wall 
�md I weep. I do nor want this. The hour-rhe wall-the hatchet. 

Or else: 

And the ririe that Balzac did not give his narrative is: Do 1101 touch 
thr hatchtt. Because in the end he did not know anymore who the 
hatcher was. [The hatcher would be somebody here.-JDI We begin 
telling a srory so as to return a blow, bur in rhe end, while we have 
brtn writing, rhe hatchet has rurncd.B 

The hatchet turns like rhe hour, rhe zero hour [l'heure HJ, and 
like history, with a small or capital h, more or less silent, this let­
ter comes hack to strike irs origin, this "hatchet that must not be 
tow.:hed.� "the hatcher is mad, ir kills whoever touches ir." The 
lener H, to initial the monogrnm of her name, to cut between her 
first name and her patronymic name, comes back everywhere, and 
everywhere back ro 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 si to the list: possim, that I might, er passim). I will never 
�ay enough about this hatcher in order to honor rhe first pan of 
my ririe, to which I will come back when I begin, for I have nor 
begun yet. With her, one always has to begin and begin again and, 
as I have already said, I will merely multiply the palinodes of rcbe­
ginnings on the threshold. 

Yes, before I forger, I have another reason for citing this scene 
of a "me without any side" and for uearing it as a literary event, 
if you wish, like a scene staged ar Cerisy, since it is in this very 
place that I saw myself, suddenly saw myself walking on the sum· 
•nit, along a crest without edge, wirhout 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 reason, which I do 
not know what to do with, short of intensifying in the dark the 
formalization of rhis strange logic of the edge without an opposite 
edge, a unique side on the one hand [d'un cOr! uniqut], certainly, 
but not without another, quire the con nary. For the unique side is 
cenainly the side that is dissymerrically turned toward the other, 
oriented, exposed, or held to the other. Bur precisely this remains 
a unique side without anorher side, and this would be life itself 
(remember what we said a moment ago: this unique side, rhis uni­
larerality is of life for lift, life itself, life promised to life, sworn 
life, whereas death, which she knows and understands as well as 
anyone, is nm denied, certainly, bur it is not a side, it is a nonside). 
Well, in the formalization of this strange mpogeology thar is her 
own, which is neither merely coastal nor simply littoral or latern.l, 
maybe one should also, I would not say inregrare, for this is what 
by definition cannot be integrated, bur inscribe the uninscribable 
catastrophe, namely the possibility of a side first without other, 
certainly, but also without (a) me [1ans mor] : not a me without any 
side along a crest, but the side without other and without (a) me. 

The possibilicy of this absolute catastrophe is ar once evoked 
and warded off at the end of Buthovtn a jamair ou l'txiltence de 
Dieu (1993) in rhe next ro 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 chireau, a bit like here. Of rhis betrayal. she ends 
up saying rhar she complains about ir less rhan she confesses: for 
it is first of all her own ("This, she says, is not a complaint. It is a 
confession: I very nearly betrayed my love . . . .  I very nearly died"), 
The signature of a grace or pardon [grace], which pardons [gracit] 
in corresponding ro rhc dtle of the Overrun:, namely (ir is rhus the 
title of rhc "Overture"): "Overrure. To know rhar I am going to 
die." Three graces, at rhe end of Beethoven, three rimes rhe word 
(of) grace or pardon [mot de gTace] , the grace that pardons (La grace 
qui gmcit] ("infinite grace," "minimal grace," "small grace:"), \1 but 
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a grace of "whoever always grants everything and for ever. "5� For 

cVCr, rhat is ro say, isn't it, .. for life": grace grams life for life. 
Of this Becrhovenian finale, which I will let you hear and listen 

10 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 momenr of betrayal in rhc passage toward another side, 
a wholly other side this rime, different from all the others, because 
it is a "side without other, without (11) me." I read, I try to read: 

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

A betrayal worse than death, but the death of a body that she 
was able, rhis rime, to carch in order to bring it back to this side. 
You will note that the worst trial rhus 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 "&u:hru-." here again, would that you might read this as well, 
which also tells of a first and only rime: 

1:or the first time in her life she saw him from the outside [du fk. 
hon]. Beside himself [hors fk lu1]. Outside ro outside [fkhors lt de­
hors]. 

They play the last symphony. [lr is Beethoven, isn'r it, in this cha.­
tcau.-JDJ The hall is full of abyss. Closely separated. Side by side in 
a proximity as irreparable as an amputation. "I have loved a scythe," 
she thought. (This rime it is not a hatchet but a scythe.-JDJ 

Side by side. Nothing happened. Not the slightest trace of already­
encounter or of recognirionY 

A little later, a few pages further, in a notebook, she writes, then 
ciring this notebook, "beside the false nares . . .  the somewhat 
coded messages," or "The rest of her climbs up the rib [grimpe Ia 
cOte] inside a body almost entirely in ruins." 
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This is aJmost the end of anorher immense book, the only one 
in  which, m my knowledge, and right from the first page, the 
word Side is wrirren with a capitaJ, like the name of God, in short, 
since rhe book bears the subtitle or the exisunce of God:. Buthovm 
i1 jamais ou /'existence de Dieu. On the first line of the book, right 
from the first words, comes what follows: 

We live in the middle of life [the first lines or Dante's lnfomo. ! sup­
pose, haunt this incipit or &rthovm. which nearly ended with the hell 
of betrayal: �Midway life's journey, Nrl mrZZI) J,/ cammin di nos"a 
vita mi ritrovai prr urta selva omtra"-JDJ, the sides of the middle, 
one never sees them, it is better not to see them. Thus life seems to us 
without end and thus this is how it is so [without end and without a 
side-JDJ. As long as the flight lasts. 

On the sides of the middle stands the God. What He sees from 
the side, it is beuer never to manage to see it. 

It sometimes happens that a violent gust or wind blows us away 
10 the side of the Side. [Capital, (or the one and only time, ro my 
knowledge: there would thus be in her work only one Side with a 
capital, only one occurrence or this unique Side, and it would be the 
name, the first name or the surname (sumom) of God: the Side.-JD] 
Better not look, better close your eyes. Once I saw, I almost saw, I 
nearly saw the scene from our God's point of view, ali i know is that 
it was deadly, to sec ollesel(, to see ourselves, us the human creatures 
living in time, 1 nearly understood death, life, . .  

I suppose-it is a hypothesis-that rhis deadly moment on 
rhe Side (capital) or 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 rhe .. 1 nearly fj'ai foillt]" ("' nearly understood death, life 
. . .  "-both ar rhe same rime), announces the end, the end of life 
and rhe end of rhc book, the "I nearly" failed [ j'ai foil/i "foiOir] , 
rhc "he nearly failed, n 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 a 

complainr. lt is a confession: I very nearly berrayed my love." And 
three lines later; "I very nearly died"). 

You may remember we were still prowling, navigating by sight, 
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on rhe edge, in the vicinicy or in sight of rhe shores of these joun 
de lim where rwice "(" says 'T: "I cannot look the answer in the 

face . . . . I am on the side: of my living mother.� 
j[ is impossible, ir will be forever impossible (this is the essence, 

the function, and the event of what is called literature), to decide 
who says "I" in the semcnce .. I cannot look the answer in rhe face," 
where moreover it contains indissociably the: memory of the pre­
ceding question: "Your dead farber, would you like it if he wasn't?" 
Is it Hc�ICnc 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 [lui-mime, elle] , HCICnc 
Cixous, calls "me"?58 And I murmur around here in an aside that 
I often ask myself the same question, more or less the same, about 
her farber: what would have happened, around here, happened to 
her and to the world, m us, around here, if Georges Cixous had 
not died young and died thus, a knight wounded under his coat of 
mail? What of her life-her work, rhen? Would we have wished 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 I close the 
parenthesis of this aside here and silence this murmur, a murmur 
that is already haumed, around here, by an unavowablc parricide, 
which moreover is all rhe more impossible, and no less unthink­
able than a matricide, since it would be deferred postmortem. Is 
there a parricide in progress, and can one think of a parricide post· 
mortem? Bur is not every parricide postmorrem, and posthumous, 
on this unique Side, that of God's cKistencc? On page 36 of OR, 
just before "Silenced AJive [ Tues vives] ," an extraordinary address is 
probably addressed, wirhour naming him, to a king, Oedipus Rex 
or rather Oedipus at Colon us from rhe point of view of the eyes 
and tears of Antigone before the secret of her fathl!'r's tomb. The 
addrt"ss speaks of whoever is "condemned to die posthumously," 
even if"no dead person has ever spoken their last word." And here 
again rhc truth of an answer cannot be looked in the face nor told 
face-to-face. [n the previous paragraph: "I am before the truth. 
Piry puts her hand on my mouth and I don't scream.� She cannot 
look in rhe face nor speak what she is dying wirh de�ire to shout. 
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Now this 'T' (a personal pronoun, a person's first name [prono»J 
d� pmonne, pr!nom de persotme], (no) more-l [plw·j�]. you mighr 
say, on account of a no-person's first name, a fir:sr name that hardly 
bears rhe name of the dead father), this personal pronoun of a 
(no·)person [pronom personnel tk personnij, which, however much 
of a pronoun it may be, replaces nobody, does not answer the ques­
tion "we" are told or posed, nor posed bur told in fictional form: 
it is as if ("It is as if someone said to us: your dead father, would 
you like it if he wasn't?"). I does nor answer this question that is 
addressed to ru. Not only "1," an "1," a person's pronoun, do(�) 
nm answer such a quasi-unacceptable question; he or she cannot 
look the answer in the face while saying "I." "I cannot look the an­

swer in the face." Which gives one to understand that the answer 
to the question we are posed exists; and the proof of irs existence 
is precisely that I know it well enough, terribly enough, I am rer­
ri6ed enough by it to know I can nor look it in rhe face. What is it 
one cannot look in the face? Nothing. The sun, as one says? The 
porrrair of rhe Sun?�9 No. Norhing, maybe a "nothing mightier 
than everything," she says (these are the words that describe the 
betrayal. at the end of Beethoven: "It is a nothing mightier than 
everythinli().M No, literally, it is never something, not even rhe 
sun or death one cannot look in the face-but only sideways. h is 
always somebody one can or cannot look in rhe face. So who? W'ho 
is this answer rhat I cannot look in the face? Because the answer is 
not this or that, it is somebody. One should no longer ask: from 
whom docs rhis answer come rhar I cannot look in the face? Bur: 
who comes insread, ar rhe place of rhis answer that I can nor look 
in the face? Maybe that is the secret of this writing. But the thing 
is even more terrifying as soon as the 'T who says "I cannot look 
the answer in rhc face" is an undecidable pronoun between "the 
author and me," therefore berween the author as rhe daughter of 
rhe dead-farber.> and me, as me, "on the side of my living morher." 
'T' (rhe I) do(es) not know on which side I am, on which side the 
I, who is another, is, finds itself or does not find itscl( I know rhat 
I do nor know. I is the one who knows not to know, I who know 
rhar I know that I do nor know. Like I. Like me. On which side. 
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Of death or life. Like me. Like me, she often plays, bm ir is nor a 
game, deliberate or not, with rhc inlinite memory of all rhe ances-

10,5, wirh all the dead fathers and living mothers she conjures up, 
and over whom she watches as no one else can. 

([ inrimared that I will nor speak of mysd( I will nor show 
myself face on. Only, and again, quickly in passing, from behind, 

as when I once gave a presentation on the rhoughr of dearh. But 
allow me one next to last parenthesis of an exceptionally personal 
nature, outside oflirerarure, or at rhe crossroads between literature 
and what one calls life, precisely on the subject of the chiasmus and 
rhe genealogical crossing or rhe crossroads (cro.isit>]-since cro.is(t' 
is rhc name chosen for this dicade. Well, I recently discovered that 
whc:re for her, on her side, ar least for rhc aurhor, rhe daughter is 
the daughter of the dead-fathers, whereas, she says, I am on the 
side of my living mother, well I, I in life, had a farber (now dead) 
who was called Ha'im AimC, Aimc!: being merely the French or 
Christian rranslirernrion of Halm, rhar is to say, as you know, life. 
My farber was therefore called life-he was called Hlife" all his 
life, for life. Life: nimi [loved]. Now what was my mother called� 
Well, like her dead father, her farber Georges, bur in rhe feminine: 
my mother was called Georgette. A perfect chiasmus: my mother 
would be on the side of her father, so rhar where l am, and rhar 
is true, also on the side of my mother Georgette, for I rake 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 farber; 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, 
rhe blind Antigone this time and therefore also to some extent my 
rnorher's daughter. As if we were potentially siblings from rhe rwo 
sides of families of which the leasr one could say is rhar rhey 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 nunde freud, bur also Georges-like his sister 
Georgette, and this uncle Georges-who had a limp, was the ethi­
cal superego of rhe family. But as the mixture, rhe misaJliance, or 
the promiscuicy rhal 1 am about to hazard between the M.liarions 
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is presumably not to her liking, I dose the parenthesis and quicdy 
withdraw.) 

Ecct homo. No longer homophony or homonymy, but Ecct 
homo. Like "me," as a me, the one who says "I" without being able 
to look in the face the answer to the queuion that is addressed to 
u.s and which therefore she sees enough ro know that she cannot 
look it in the face, like me, she, HCIC:ne Cixous or HCICnc Cix­
ous, may be playing with the "Why I Am So Wise," at the open­
ing of Ecct Homo. Nien.schc the author and Nieruchc himself arc 
both heard here, as in one voice split into rwo by rhe chance of 
their existence, of their being-there (Das GlUck mtints Daseins), 
and underlining "may�." this double Nierzsche names a fatality, 
a destiny that can only be expressed in the form of an enigma 
(RiitseJform). This enigmatic dcsriny is rhar his farber is dead inside 
him, he is his father, he bears in himself his father already dead, he 
says: I am "als mein Vmer be"irs gesrorben�: bur the same "I" says: 
I am my mother, I live like my living mother and I live growing 
old like my mother, I live and I grow old, I grow old like my living 
mother (ills meine Muner lebe ich noch und wmk all). This is what 
I called in the past, u the time of La logique du vivant Uacob's 
book [ 'lhe Logic of Lifi]), the logic of rhe living woman [La vi� 
vanu]. Nicnsche's "I" is also double, when it speaks of his "double 
origin (dim doppelu Herlumft)." "'I know both, I am borh (ich 
lunne brides, ich bin brides)." The farber, I mean Nietzsche's father, 
died very young roo, before the age of forty. And when he reaches 
the age of the father's death, I mean of Nietzsche's father, he tells 
us that he roo became almost blind ("I lived and yet without being 
able to sec three paces ahead"). 

Concerning blindness, you will find the passage I have extracted 
from fours de /'an, on rhe subject of the difference between the au­
thor and me, between the daughter of the dL-ad fathers and the one 
who says I am "on the side" of"my living mother," at the very be­
ginning of the chapter in joun dr lim (1990) entitled Se/fPormtitJ 
of a Blind Woma11. A title that, in a disturbing way, sounds like an­
other one, that of a book published the same year, 1990, Mlmoires 
diwmglr: L'autoportrnir er mitres ruines,61 which I thought I had tO 
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choose for an exhibition and irs catalogue without knowing. With­
out seeing ( voir] and wirhour knowing (.ravoiri: neither whether 

1 was able to read and, as she would say, "forgetread [oublirt"j " 
maightaway whar I would have read (this happens to us all the 
rime). nor especially wirhour seeing or knowing. which I learned 
only rwo years ago, when I read a rext entitled Savoir, namely (12 
5,woirj thar she too, throughout her lire, like Nierz.sche, was almost 
blind and had not been able to sec three paces ahead.'! But this is 
only rhe first example among thousands of others or these prob­
lems of identity and sight, of double life [dtJubl� vie] and double 
vision (doubk VIU'], and of the oublir nhat follows from them. In 
order to prepare what follows and to prolong my epigraph-but 
this long lecrure will be nothing but an epigraph in the form of 
a series of digressions, ellipses, and parentheses-! will read a few 
lines on the facing page. There the author lets Tht' Author speak 
(one can see the name Th� 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). I single our at least these words in 
order to prepare what follows: 

There is in me [says the aurhor-JD] an unknown force that writes 
before me, against me, and that I dread rhis time more rhan ever. h is 
she who is my death. 

The solution? To wrire by surprise. To have jont-d everything down 
in Rashes. To telegraph. To go faster than dea1h. And far from this 
book whose fields she haums.6J 

And whose haunting fear she sings.M To go faster than death, 
she says. To telegraph. That is where I had thought l would begin, 
in thl!' 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 1hought I would begin thus (here is anorher possible 
rcbcgi•ming): 

Now [or] toward rhe end of OR, from ont page m rhe ncxr, 
you could have readbul wirhou1 reading, very quickly and almost 
without seeing 1hcm, a few sen1ences. 
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These sentences, you could have read them without read. 
ing them, rhat is to say, seen rhcm pass, like funive or fugitive 
shadows, maybe at a speed that is difficult to measure. You couJd 
have . .  

When I repeat "you could have" thus, "you could have read 
without reading so quickly, at a lively pace,� I also mean to say 
.. you may have been able" ro read without reading the acceleration 
of these shadows between life and death. Or else "you may not 
have been able . . .  " BU[ above all .. 1 wish you might have leunitz­
vous p11] . . .  " And bener still "would that you might have read 

. [puissiez·vous avoir lu . . .  ], " "Oh, if f.u] only you could have! 
BU( yes (.n], you could . .  

Why rhus use "power" excessively? The verb pouvoir, rather� 
And why conjugate it thus? 

"Would that you might [puissia-vow] have read": I can only 
say this by implying "would that you might," now, hencefonh, in 
rhc future-to-come [a /dvmir] , have read these sentences, even if 
without reading them, rhat is to say at once hearing and glimpsing 
such sentences, which do say well [disenr bien] (because they do 
indeed [dismt bim)) what they say, and which they say without 
delay and withour causing delay, at full speed, sentences that in 
truth pronormce ar once lift (vic], vision, and speed (viresse] to the 
letter. 

She says, for example, from one page to the next: "My life de­
pends on my address lie vis d'admse]." 

Fun her on: "My life depends on (seeing) letters lfe vis tks 
lerms]."6� 

Further on: "The letters of omnipotence are naturally of a small 
format. Nares at high speed {vitme]. At the sight [o\ Ia vue] of rhc 
envelope, one is saved already [saJNi dq'4].n66 

Through the grammatical modality of this subjunctive of the 
optative kind, which is the srrange tense of this puisse [might] or 
p11issii!Z·vous (would that you might] (read or read withour read­
ing), which I 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, lift [vie] . vision, spted[viresse] , you hear well, from the fim 
sdlablc. The fim syllable is, literally, alive with vi� [en vie]. And 
JifC. like rhe v-i of the syllable vie, remains untranslatable through 
all rhcse words that it initiates (La vie,je vis, vitme, viJion, vivaciri, 
vit•rment, etc.). 

In rhe beginning, in principle, tn arkh�. was life, and life is kept, 
alive, beginning again from one word, one syllable to the next. 

Vivemmt-and the French word vivement should from now on 
accompany all our movements, vivacious, vivace, alkgro vivnu, it 
would set rhe rhyrhm and rhe note of everything rhat awaits us, 
whether I pronounce it or not. For vivement, in our language, nor 
only allies life and speed, vivaciry or rhe lively pace as acceleration. 
Vivement says something about the desire or the optative, precisely, 
about rhe subjunctive mood and the time ro come, which I was 
speaking of just now in rdation to the "would that you might" 
read, ere.: look lively and read [ vivemmt que vous lisiez] , or oh, 
that the letter would arrive (vivtment que 14 /ettre arTive], would 
that ir might arrive, fast [vite], according to acceleration itself and 
rhc absolute impatience of my desire, which would like to make ir 
arrive straightaway, without delay, briskly [vivementl. 

Vivement qutt--this untranslatable phrase says at once life, the 
vivaciry of life, the acceleration of speed, and rhc mighry impa­
tience of rhe wish. Ofrhe wish even before will [vouloir] and power 
[pouvoir], which ir gives nevertheless. The wish comes before ev­
erything; it lives before everything, before knowing (savoir], hav­
ing [nvoir], being able [pouvoirf, even wanting [vouloirf . & you are 
about to see (voir]. Lire rally. For you have straightaway, briskly [vi­

''l'mmtJ, fast (vite], at full rilr, at high speed (.1 grande vitesuJ, the 
vision of the letter that parades before your eyes: I saw or live [vir], 
all the time, always, presently and in the past, I saw/live on letters 
Ve vis des kttres), she says, I saw/live them, you saw/live, according 
to the homonymy, live life (vis /a vie], that life should live [qr�e vive 
It� vie), oh, rhar rhe living of life [vivemmt que puisse vivre k vivn 
de Ia vieJ and of visibility in all times and tenses might live, that 
life rnay live for life and in order to see, at full speed, briskly [vive­
menr] : at all times bur at a speed that, playing with rime, outplays 
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rime. N. if in time, in the inuroal of rime, everything went so fast 
that rhere would be no rime anymore. In the imerval 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 rv.rin­
kJing of an eye even (Augenblick): vision, quick {vile Ia vision] . 

The address of which she speaks here, now, in rhe first appear­
ance of vis, which I have just quoted ("je vis d'admse,n 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 
letters, the "nares at high speed," are destined. Bur this address is 
first of all her own, the address of her gesture. For here the word 
"address" describes first the defr agility of the hand and fingers, the 
dexterity of a play of writing with the lener, a body as light as a 
feather, whose incalculable, gracious calculation, even more adroit 
than dexterity itself [piru adroiu que J'adrem], goes so fasr rhat it 
ourspeeds the letter, sometime; by removing punctuation (nobody 
knows benet how ro punctuate, in my opinion, and to punctuate 
is to write, nobody knows better how to remove or spirit away {en­
lever] puncruarion than Helene Cixous, yes, spirit away-whether 
it be marked or not, her punctuation is spirited (away) [enl.evlt]­
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 letter of 
all her letters and the gear change for all her different speeds). She 
watches over punctuation as no one else can: 

HE KKf.PS M£ s�:I'AAAn:, he leaves me the state of engagement as a 
legacy, I inherit cellars holes staii"'Nells and Hying ladders. My life de· 
pcnds on my address Ue vi1 d'admu]. 10 cast the word over the wind 
and receive the letter without fail absolutely long before it comes be· 
fore my face. Straddling the interval. 

She receives the letter before it arrives. 
How does she do it? What is this might1 That is the address. 

She only has to say "would that the letter might arrive," "oh, thac 
it would arrive [ viv�m�nt qu'tlk a"iv�] ," and the letter is already 
here, almost before the end of the sentence. 
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h is enough to know how to hear [sl-ntendre a entendre] vivace 
the music of vivemmt and rhe mighry power ofrhis "mighr." Still 
one needs ro know how to uner it. Still one needs to know how 
w pro-duce it and do so even when one does nor urrer it. The 
"might" may be silent, it may remain as a preverbal uace and still 
do what it does not uner. 

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 rhis address outspeeds the lerrer, well, the absolute 
speed is in some way gained a priori. It is gained on time by the 
letter. The address ourspeeds the lener, bur the letter ourspecds 
time, it goes faster than time. if one may say so and if one can 
make rhis impossible thing happen or arrive: to outspeed time, 
ro go faster than speed itself, to outspced speed, thus to overtake 
�race and rime, ro 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 do11b�r, here, because, as always when I pre­
fer anything whatsoever, it is untranslatable-and what she writes 
is, according ro me, as I will further explain, a major and unique 
experience of the umranslatablc; I also prefer doubling, here, be­
cause what gains in speed and on speed, time and space, gains in 
passing or "doubling," according to the law of the double, of the 
substitution of the unique for rhe unique, which aims for irs own 
specter and for itself, replacing itself at irs place, almost without 
moving. The lerrcr, therefore, 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 felicitous homonymy, by rhc 
grace of rhe untranslatable homonymy of these two addresses in 
France. The chance of this homonymy-(rhe) address is first of 
all an address-reveals a chance of rhe lerrer with which she plays 
with brilliant dextcriry {adresse] and grace. In order ro make or 
rather let the letter arrive "without fail absolutely long before ir 
comes before my face," I give up listing all 1he occurrences ofrhe 
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 roo quickly. (In parenthesis: she goes faster rhan speed, 
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whereas I go ar once roo slowly and too fast-which means that 
I always ask myself how we managed to meet, to read and write 
each other. Unless, turning this c:ncoumer 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 encounter that would 
nor be unbelievably, improbably, and miraculously unpredictable 
would nor be an encounter. An encounter has to remain casual [dt' 
rmconmJ, improbable, risky, fortuitous, unprovable, and forever 
alien to knowledge. One will never know-what is called know­
ing-if one was able to meet somebody-what is called meeting. 
Against common sense, I believe that rhe destiny of fare {dminie 
du a'ntin} is made of these improbable, even impossible encoun­
ters, encounters impossible to know, see or foresee, calculate, ir­
reducible to science and consciousness, which is another way of 
speaking about a certain unbinding [dlliairon], the extraordinary 
dissociation between the thought of fate [ ktinl or even of destiny 
and, on the other hand, the very idea of destination. There should 
not be any relation between fate and destiny on the one hand, and 
destination on the orher hand. I close the parenthesis.) I had jusr 
said two things too quickly rhat have something ro do wirh hom­
onymy and that which arrives. First that her letter, therefore, gains 
itself as it reaches or gains rhe address, as one "gains" a place, in 
French, when one arrives there, by the grace of the untranslatable 
homonymy of rhese rYJo addresses in France, the chance of this 
homonymy, the doubling [doublun] of the address, in the enve­
lope of its word, being a miracle of the lener with which she plays 
with incomparable dexterity [adresu} 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 at once: 
she gives the letter its time, she leaves it time, but in so doing she 
rakes (away) its rime), to make and let rhe lerrer arrive "without 
fail absolutely long before it comes before my face." 

Two things, then, I have just said them roo quickly, always too 
quickly: on the one hand the magical homonymy of (the) address 
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(which is (the) address irsclf), on the other hand that she, the 
great magician of the letter, knows how ro allow the letter to be 
made to arrive [sl>nund ii laimr foire arriver Ia letrrel-or whar 
arrives in general, let us call that the event of whar comes, the ar� 
riva11ceofthe arrivanr. To allow the arrivantto be made to arrive 
to the letter [arriver . . .  ii 14 lettreJ, I would like ro wrire this in 
one word or in any case in several words whose syntax would be 
sealed with a hyphen: allow-the-arrivant-ro-be-made-ro-arrive-ro­
the-lerter.67 

Two things, then, a double thing. 
First rhe homonymy-which may be a homophony bur which 

I prefer calling homonymy because it will concern rhe name, the 
proper noun and nor only the phonic quality of the syllable. When 
a phoneme becomes unrranslarable, it begins to resemble a proper 
noun. Homonymy will also be rhe place of all metonymies, 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 nor know exactly when, 
during the course of this session, 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; ir is what, in 
a language, signals and signs rhe untranslatable. h is rhe cross the 
translator has ro bear, which says: "Who goes there, hair, here thou 
shalr not translate me, rhou shalt nor be able to render the hom­
onymy, rhar is to say, return the letter to irs address, rhou shah 
nor be able ro rranslare rhe rwo addresses, the rwo meanings of 
the word address by a single word in rhy language"; if I was given 
the rime, I could demonstrate scientifically nor only rhar addrm 
is nor, far from it, the only example in this work, nor only thar 
there are many other, spectacular ones, bur that the entire work 
of Hl!lCne Cixous is literally, and for this reason, untranslatable, 
therefore nor far from being unreadable, if reading still remains a 
kind of translating (paraphrase, circumlocution, meraphrase). Yes, 
I would like later, I do nor know when bur I hope today, to select 
this question of homonymy as a main rhread (not only for the 
homonymy of all her words, bur even for her very name, the hom-
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onymy between Helene Cixous and Helene CiKous, rhe double 
bcrween her life and her works as well). I would like ro select it as 
a main imroducmry rhread, among other possibilities, with a vi� 
to analy-Ling the historical and political situation of rhis life and 
these works in the world, the public and private rcsis[3nces that 
irs narionali7..ation and globalizarion in progress are up against. In 
progress, through resistance itself, by dint of accumulated denial 
to rhc point of explosion, whatever rime this may rake, for rime, 
for a rime that basically no longer maners. I would like ro venture 
larer a diagnosis and a prognosis in rhis respect. A subtitle for a 
report to an academy: What will globalization make of Helene 
Cixous's homonyms? 

The other thing I said too quickly was, I quote myself, please 
forgive me: "In order ro make or rather (plurOr] ler the lerrer arrive 
'without fail absolutely long before it comes before my face."' I 
emphasize pluuit. Why plutO�? And how to spell plutOt, rhe homo· 
phone of plus tOt [earlier]? What is it about, in other words? Well, 
that she might make a"ive or, rather, thar she might let a"ive. 
This does not appear ro be the same rhing. To make arrive is nor 
to let arrive. This appears to be a wholly other experience of the 
a"ivantor of the evenr, doesn't ir? lsn'r it? To make come is nor to 
lc:r 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 conu 
and kr come vanish ar an infinite speed. Between whar one glibly 
calls activiry and passivity, provocation and expectation, work and 
passion, power and receiving, giving, taking, and receiving. And 
this miracle would come about in the writing of her own language, 
whose coming, event, and a"ivanu would lie precisely in rhis c:f· 
fectiveness, in this coup, which abolishes rhe difference berween 
making come and ktting come. The grace, the address, would lie in 
making while: lening, in making come while: !cuing come, in see· 
ing come without seeing come. 

Naming rhus rhe writing of her language, I ask myself whether I 
am nor already summoning, before her farber, her mother, whose 
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presence radiates over all of us here-and nor her morher tongue, 
which was French, hut her morhcr's language, which she knows 
like no one else, and in which, as you well know, the difference 
herween making com� and l�tting com� remains at times indistin· 
guishable: kommtn lassen means at once /euing com� and making 
comr, !cuing arrive and ordering to come. 

This homonymic adrirm of the lcuer in language (her address 
is an address, rwo addresses in one) forms a powerful tautology, 
an effective magic, a raurology that makes or lets happen/arrive 
whar happens/arrives. This is everything but a formal tautology 
rh<�.r would spend itself in reiterating rhe identical. This tautol· 
ogy engenders the event, it is even, as if the same, might itself. 
The mighty power ro make or to ler come about, graciously ro 
accord the event with letting/making come about [laissrr fair� 
advtnir]. The difference berween lening come and making come 
is annulled. It is carried away to this address and by this mighty 
power, and annulled in rhe circular annulus of this extraordinary 
rautology: the mighty power ro let/make come whar 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 I would like to take my time and explain slowly. 

If I say without delaying that "vi," "v-i," whichever way you 
write or hear it, are the leners of an infinite word, the element of 
a bordcrless rerm, which has to be measured againsr rhc omnipo· 
renee of a gold digger; if I add that this gold digger who speaks 
(words) of gold [park 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 nor have a genius for having found it already, then 
you would want to see proof. 

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

Now !orf toward rhe end of OR, as I was saying, you could read 
this, which dors say UM/1 (dir bien] (I emphasize), which in truth 
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pronounces lift, viJion, spud ro the letter. I emphasized "does say 
well" for reasons that will become dear later; they regard rhe rwiJ saying [bien dire] as much as a ccrrain way of blessing-benedic­
tion. 

In order ro see rhe letters v-i thread rheir way at a great pace, 
each following the other's thread,  through rhe life or rhe vision of 
a J� vis-"je viJ tks femes," she says-and the speed, which is slill 
the speed of what she calls "leners of omnipotence" ("notes at high 
speed"), I will have to, as is too often the case, alas, isolate a frag­
ment, here in rhe body [corps) of OR 

I will always do so while trembling, anxious not to cut while 
cutring our, nor to tamper with the body of the text, even if I 
were a dexterous and respectful surgeon. Let us only anempr to 
isolate, for a furrive moment, in a dark room, an image, just a 
spectral outline, in order ro try and see bener inside, by radioscopy 
or radiography-let us eire therefore as a radiologist and nor as a 
surgeon. Bur rhcsc rays, whatever precautions one may rake, are 
not innocent and without danger, both for the radiologist whom I 
pretend ro replace and for whar he rhus exposes to this sight of the 
invisible. Since all this 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 ir and return the fragmem 
rhus localized by abstraction to the infinite differentiated immen· 
siry of rhc living body of the work, according to irs/her sublime 
puncruarion. 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 enough, the heart and as it 
were the living breath, the very lungs of rhe writing. Here punc· 
tuarion removes itself or gets spirited (away) [st-n&ve elk· mime) 
by a punctual depuncruation of its very breath, in other words 
irs life, its rhythm, its time, and precisely, its speed. The steady 
slowness with which I proceed and which is my tempo, the step 
of my insistence, will only trail [tTainer] , like rhe train of a dress 
[ITaineJ or a rrail [m�inle], behind the truly choreographic grace, 
the aeriaJ evolution, the inspircdness of a writing that dances and 
sings ceaselessly. By raising all rhe points of its puncruation. 
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Now [or] toward the end of OR, would that you might read 
rhcsc live words [mots en vie] , by which I was tempted to try my 
luck at a salutation and a salvation [remer . . .  la chance d'un salut] 
ro begin with: the chance of my salvation, the salvation that I owe 
and which we probably all owe Helene Cixous here today. Do we 
owe it to her? Yes, bur this salvation that I owe her, l do nor feel 
like laboring rhe point that I owe i1 to her--one does not owe a 
salvation any more than a grace. This language of debt 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, I propose that we should 
rather, simultaneously, hear ourselves [nous mundre] receiving 
rhem from her, let these words of salutation and salvation come 
from her, agree and know how to [110us mtmdre til receive them 
from her: in a word, hear and understand [entendre} the salura­
don/salvarion, rhe name salur, as if given by her, in a doubly verbal 
fa�hion, by conjugating once again the homonymy of two gestures 
and rwo verbs: rhe salut thar salutes and rhe salut that saves. 

�ow in the passage that I will end up reading, the salut that 
saves is called twice by its name. Twice it is said, always to the let­
ter and with regard to the lener: "one is lost, saved," then "one is 
already savcd ... 611 

We had just heard about life and might, of umighry lives" and 
"letters of omnipotence,� of a life and a might rhar are basically 
rhr lame. Might does not occur to life, it is not lacking from life 
as a predicate could be attributed and occur to or be lacking from 
a subject, as if one could say: here life is mighty, rhere ir lacks 
might. No, life is mighty might, more or less mighty, differentially. 
bur always mighty might. At least in her (skillful) address. What 
docs rhat mean? I hear, in her [chez elleJ , the term puissant like 
a verb, rather than a predicarive adjective, like the (discreet bur 
dfecrive and incontestable) grammatical inauguration of a new 
present participle as active as an active volcano. Puissam already 
probably bears in irs grammatical normality, in irs spelling, the 
tncmory of a Latin present parriciple (pouns or potentissimus) for 
the verb pouvoir:. certainly, is powerful what is possible [esr pr1issanr 
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ce qui peut] . Bur here, in rhe (skillful) address of which I speak, 
it is as if one had to invent a new grammar, add a new prescnr 
participle ro rhis singular subjunctive modality, which in French 
is said puiss� hcnceforrh prtiuam will nor signify pouvant [being 
able ro], from pouvoir, but puilsant, from puisu, from puiJu on­
ward (depuis )uisu']; nor a present participle for pouvoir, no mat­
ter how little [si peu], nor for any peurwharsoever, but, according 
to some heresy of the subjunctive, an originary subjunctive, an 
equally present participle for puim. /J is necessary [il faur) (ir all 
depends on rhc order or rhc promise, the pcrformative injunction 
of the i/ fout) nor only that rhc living of life might and might be 
able tq; but also that what I here call life for her be, might be also 
what, beyond any ontology, any consrative discourse on what is, 
on what one knows it is /saitque c'est] , may force a 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 marrer-yes, without being, allies rhe 
present participle to the subjunctive modality of the order or of 
the promise: mighting [puissant] so that this migh1 [puisse], with a 
view that this might, such rhar this might and come about in might 
[en puissance].6� But also in actual icy, the en puissance here no lon­
ger designadng the vinualiry, rhe porcnrialiry, a dynamis that one 
could traditionally continue to oppose to mergeia. No, what ar­
rives according to this mighty power of the "might, n 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 grams might nor from power, having or being, bur 
from the wish of the puisse, this wish that is an order, an "I order 
(jubeo)." That rhis might come about, therefore, from the jussory, 
the jussivc, as the speech act theorists would say, the jouissif, as I 
would say, of an order or a plea that enjoys Uouissen� and jubi­
lates already feverishly from the arrival that is rhus commanded, of 
a "might" (puisse] ("would rhat you might live,n "that this might 
happen/arrive," "would that you might hear me," "would rhar 
you might write," "would that I might receive the order (0 live," 
"would that the letter might arrive," and so on, always imminently, 
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on the spot, in a moment (1ur l'hture e1 tout ir l'heure]). You would 
not be able to derive the "might" in and by whose address one 

accedes to thought and to the effectiveness of mighr. It is not the 
modality of a verbal tense among others. Nor is it a secondary 

semanric determination of the verb and the noun pouvoir, poSJum, 
poris sum, dynBmis, potentiality, possibility. Puisu, on the contrary, 
is rhe quasi-underivable trace that one must presuppose so that the 
orher agencies (for example, power, posst, dyn11mis, dynascy, poten­
rialicy. then act and effectiveness) might, precisely, appear. Hence 
speed, the quasi-infinite speed of tautology I was speaking of just 
now. (Deleu7.e, I think, a long time ago, was able to remark on a 
certain speed in an article on Helene Cixous. I no longer remem­
ber what he says about it, but I remember that the verti�inous 
speed had not escaped him--or that he had not escaped ir.)7° The 
speed of which I am speaking and will speak again is not only a 
certain rhythm of the writing, its lively address or the vivacicy of irs 
furtive agility--even though this is also the issue and the greatest 
danger, for a lazy reading lies therein, be it academic or journalistic 
criticism: this criticism will have to be taught-and this will rake 
a long time-co read very slowly, this speed that never dispenses 
you from one step ar a time, rhe marked pause from inrerval ro in­
terval, from syllable to syllable, from letter to letter, according to a 
punctuation at once strict and free, in all the detours of a musical, 
reflecting labyrinth of composition, inside each book--each book 
is a world, a monad, a life, the forgetting of all the others-and 
rrom one book to the next--each book keeps the reflexive, wake­
rul, yet elliptical memory of so many others, including her own. 
The speed of which I am speaking, and will speak again, not only 
characterizes the relation between rime and space in a movement 
that would affect a body, for example the body of a letter when it 
moves in order ro go from one point ro another in space or rime, 
on lhe page, for example, or between pages, or between dream­
ing and awakening, phantasm and rcalicy, one language and the 
other, one figure of the oth�r and another, in short, rhc genius for 
�ubslirution. That is speed, of course, bur not only thal. The speed 
of which I am srcaking is even f.mcr than all rhc�c speeds; it is 
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mightier than them, omniporcnr since it is the quasi-infinite ac­
celeration inside the "might." No sooner said rhan done: for rhar it 
is enough that life, that which is still called life (and which we will 
anempr ro rhink), might make-let come the order of rhe "might.� 
But the order of rhe "might," that which belongs to the order of 
rhe "might," comains the order of the "I order" (jubeo, the jus­
sory or jussivc, the jouissif) as well as, simuhaneously, the wish, 
the plea, the desire: one can no longer distinguish between the 
imploring of an entreaty and rhe intractable authority of rhe com­
mand; therein lies the living genius of the "might." h is enough 
therefore that life might make-let come rhe order of rhe "might." 
And that with all the mildness required, it should always be giving 
an order. Still it needs to be possible [qu�lle k 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 pronounu 
this "might," pronounce it aloud or in a low voice, pronounce it 
while uuering ir or without uttering it, with or without words. 
It is therefore necessary and sufficient that life might let-make 
come "mighr," so rhar the subject and the object of rhe "might," if 
you wanr, might happen/arrive. That is the infinite speed of this 
mighty tautology. It is sufficient that I might really, mightily say, 
"Would thar the lener might arrive" and rhe lencr is already here 
[WI, around here [par icr], around there [par /a] even, has some­
how arrived: without delay, wirhour causing me delay. For just as 
I am/follow [suis] the address, I am/follow the letter addressed ro 
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 lO you. Yes of course I say, I am/follow 
your leuer. I am/follow myself your le[[er to me I say." (And the 
"yes" you have just heard, "Yes of course I say, I am/follow your 
letter . . .  ," answers the other, but it breathes and murmurs, I'll 
come back to this, in je suis as, 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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differential of speed, of a pure changing of gear-namely, that the 
question "what is speed?" and any possible answer to this question, 
in rhe form of this is that, arrives at a certain speed: it is already 
outsped by a speed. Speed itself. the speed in question in the ques­
rion "what is speed?" is overtaken by speed [prise d� viuss�). as 
on.: says taken by surprise, taken with somebody [lpris�] . or drunk 
from taking too much wine [pris� tk vin] . intoxicated wirh SfM!Cd, 
while slowness itself merely modalizes the possibility of an accel­
eration and therefore of a changing of gear. The changing of gear 
is rhe lever of might, even might itself. There is no wmceof speed, 
nor a metalanguage, nor a theorem for it, outside this differential. 
There is no essence, only a mighty power of speed. 

The speed of which we arc speaking, even b�for� being, �nrlia 
thlln [plus tOr que] being anyrhing identifiable whatsoever, and 
in order to be what it also is in this case, namely the figure of a 
ccrrain relation berween rime and movement in a race that dis­
places a moving body from one point to the other, before being, 
earlier than being and in order to be the animation and elation, 
rile rhythm of a sentence, its pulse and heartbeat, its breathing or 
irs tachycardia, before being and in order to be what it is in fact, 
namely a speed of displacement in wriring-wcll, speed should 
change irs name because it operates this rhythmic or spatia-tem­
poral displacem�nt only by beginning with r�plawnml. Before 
displacing, ir replaces. If it displaces so quickly, ir is because it 
replaces. This is why it is infinite, or absolute, like an acceleration 
rhat goes faster than speed: even before moving and being able to 
move [pouvoir mouvoir] , ir replaces, ir substitutes, it puts in the 
place of (one address for another, a word, a phoneme, a grapheme 
for another, one meaning for another), it changes subjects, it re­
places rhe subject, identity, gender [ux�]. or language irsel( Abso­
lurc speed, the speed that absolutely economi7.es 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, 
or the meaning of a phoneme, of a syllable, or of a grapheme, etc., 
instantly, at once, without delay. Replaces them on the spot [sur 
place] .  ar once [sur l'heure], and forthwith [sur-1�-champ]. This ab-
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solute economy of speed is an �co·homonymy or an ecometonymyor 
an ecuhomonymy. If this logic is also a logic of the mighty power 
of evemhood, 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 linl 
en ruevant le lim], and opening, lw the place open itself; it lets! 
makes the open place come about through rhc replaccabiliry of the 
irreplaceable itself. The speed of replacement is the very placement 
of what is called an event, in its abso!U[e inaugurality. Inside the 
mark, the event replaces itself; this is a speed whose proposition 
is as camological as ir is hetcrological. But as this speed always 
remains a differential tronohomonymy of the might, ir also watches 
over rhe race, the changes of pace and rhe laws of substitution 
of all imaginable racing vehicles, no marrer how heterogeneous 
they may be, for example, between the conscious ego and the un· 
conscious, between all the places of rhe psychic apparatus, all rhe 
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 diiTcrent 
tachycardia but they arc replaceable within the same economy of 
speed, rhe same raucohcrerologic of the event, of a raking plau 
that at once pardons like an act of grace [com me une grdce ,vadt], 
gives rime and interrupts rhe course of normal rime, makes his· 
tory in interrupting it with a revolution: in the instanraneiry of 
the instant, at once [sur /'heure] , on the spot. And this rakes place 
undernearh, in a submarine fashion, berwccn the underside of the 
mbjuncrive and the underside of mhstitution. 

Everything happens therefore as if! proposed or d(.-creed around 
here, presuming or exceeding an authority, that from now on in 
the French language, the words puissant and p11issance would no 
longer be formed from a nominali7.td present participle, rhar is 
from the complement of an actual power, or even of vinual poten· 
rialiry. Puissant, puissantt:, puissance would henceforth be wrinen 
otherwise, according to another grammar, from her own signarure, 
thar of a puisseawaiting its countersignature. Puissa,cewould come 
from, and partake of, p11isse and nor elsewhere. My decisional in· 
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\'enrion would be one of rhcse countersignatures, which would 

not only inscribe themselves on the very body of a given language 

that would be its support. The countersign would change the very 

l>od}' of rhe given language, irs semamic.s and irs grammar. 
Then, of course, as has often been said, a lener 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 nm have been 
mighty enough. Lively enough, and therefore fast enough. And 
rhis can always happen (nm'ver]. For rhe might in question, I in· 
sisr. has ro do with a differential and is nothing outside itself. It is 
therefore finite. Besides, as we will see, just as the possible is nor on 
rhe other side, on the side opposed to the impossible, impotence is 
equally nor rhe opposite of might or porcncy; it is impotence i(SC!f 
that makes the impossible and that becomes omnipotent. There 
arc n01 rwo sides, therefore rhere is no side, and that is rhc unde­
cidable. And that all this would be intimately linked with inhnitc 
speed, wirh a speed that is so much fasrer than speed that it is no 
longer speed bur only the homonymy of speed, which therefore 
can just as well go very slowly, no one says it all better and faster 
rhan herself, for example, in }ours de /'on shordy afrer the Rilkc 
passage (already from one side to the other) that 1 quoted a mo· 
menrago: 

. . .  she becomes the Angel of the Nonencountcr. What delights me 
i� this slow speed, rhis potency in imporem:e !puissanct d'impuissance] 
from which we may only obtain plcasun: Uouti.wnct] on rhc smxrs of 
ourdreams.'1 

"The streets of our dreams": you know that she writes by 
drcam,'l if I may say so, as one would say to navigate by sail 
or wind, by drawing energy as well as the 6gures 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 most impeccably wakeful vigil (vtille] causes her writing ro bt 
the most closely watched (survtill!t] , the most accomplished, rhe 
most skillfully composed, in irs atomic grain and irs main musical, 
rhythmic, narrative, theanical, and of course rropic, semantic, and 
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thematic units. Here again, and I will say this just as naively as I 
rhink, I do not know any other example of such a miraculous al­
liance between night and day, between the mad turbulence of the 
dream and rh� calculating culrure of rhe literal and literary realiza­
tion. (Let me say in par�nrhcsis, once again, since it is agreed that 
I will nor be speaking of myself, I believe my eyes all the less, in 
from of this miracle, since I, who am still on the other side, work 
on the contrary by dream's interruption, more or less, and I write 
when my awakening, unlike her own awakenings, I suppose, when 
my first awaking begins by turning off the current of the phan­
tasm and puning an end to the night. The phantasm can then cur 
a path through what I write only unbeknownst to myself, without 
my authorization: I berray my dreams, in the double sense of the 
word "betray": I abandon them, I leave them and let them come 
back only in the guise and disguise of symptoms, which in turn be­

tray, belie, and deny me. I am therefore in betrayal in all respects. 
I live and write (on) it (j'm viJ et j'm tlcris]. She does not; another 
clement, another way, she has the power and rhe grace to authorize 
her dreams. Therefore, her dreams, because she remains faithful 
w them, are consecrated, enfranchised, and ready ro cnrer writing 
[t'ntnr t'n lcritun],fl to be admitted into the holy orders of writ­
ing I mtrer dans /'ordrt' t'f dans ks ordns de l'!criturt'] , aurhoriud as 
author's dreams, as one says author's privilege, aurhor's signature, 
author's copyright, author's correction. To be on the other side, for 
me, means being at once less conscious and less unconscious rhan 
her. Therefore less fast as well. I close rhe parenthesis.) 

This mighty taurology that knows how to make the address 
itself arrive/4 can always be called magic, incantation, animism, 
phantasm of omnipotence. Cenainly, but rhis baptism is no use 
as long 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 event, and especially what ht1ppm.s 
or arrivt'i 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 unheard-
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of, pcrformative might, a mighty power of making-say as making­

happen or arrive, which speech acr theory will not gcr rhe better 

0( and whose possibility it has probably nor yet objectivi1.ed. More 

precisely, such a might is no longer contained within rhc classical 

philosophical concept of "possibiliry," dynamiJ, possibilitiZ.f, in the 
uaditional modaliry of rhe possible or of the virtual that is tradi­
tionally opposed to rhe acr, the real, or rhe necessary. The philo­
sophical concept of might, as one most frequently interprets it, 
is not powerful enough here; it is not capable of rhis might. Thij 
might, h�r might, is nor virtual, certainly, but its actuality, for this 
might is actual if it decides to act, is not a marrer of acmality or 
accivity, of ���trg�ia that is opposed to dynamiJ. 

Instead of going further in this direction, I will say that such a 
transmutation of rhe leuer and of the verbal moods is everywhere 
at work in her, in particular, and this is it, in the term vii, which 
initiates the series of words vi�. vivr�. vision, vitme, and so many 
others, bur which is lirsr declined as the past of a vision ("}� vis tks 
lettm (I saw lerrers]," she says in rhe past historic tense, as we will 
hear in a moment) and equally as the present of the verb vi11rt, "}t 
vis d�s lums [I live on letters] ," in the present tense, or like an or­
der given to the orher, a plea or an effective (folicitom) injunction, 
to the other or to oneself: "live, n "would that you might liven and 
listen to these words (listen, obey!), and it is then, at the end of this 
magic or by rhe grace of rhis lerrcr, life, or survival in potentiality 
[m puis!ancr]. 

I have just said "magic," "speed," "life," "telepathy or tele­
rhony." I will slow down my pace again and dwell a little in the 
vicinity of these words and what sustains them with such and such 
occurrences in the last-born of her books, OR. which I am nearing 
here, for lack of rime, as a metonymy of all the others. I will prob· 
ably speak directly (I will explain myself in a moment) only of the 
first and the last of the books published to dare by Hc!ICne Cixous. 
Which is most unjust, for, even if Lr Prtnom tk Dieu and OR have 
a 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 reading. Each book is a 
beginning, including the one 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 mct­
onymically, to call it by the name or in the name of another. For a 
metonymy can also kill. Each book has a proper noun, each work 
is a proper noun, or indeed a filiation of proper nouns, even when 
the name, or indeed the noun of rhe name or of the first name, 
does not appear, as it does on the other hand in tides such as U 
Prlnom de Dim (in the singular) (1967) or Prtnonu tk pmonne (in 
the pluraJ) (1974) or Rtvolution po11r plus d'un F1111JI (1975), Le Nom 
d'Oedipe (1978), even when a proper noun does not appear as such, 
whereas it sometimes does, when the tide, which is itself a name, 
bears a mythical proper noun ( Oedip11S or 1-imsr) or a real proper 
noun: Joyce (1966), Pierre Goldman (1975), Dora (1976), Norodom 
Sihanoult (1985), Cll1rice Lispector (1989), Bmhovm . . .  (1993), the 
most lively and the most fictive of all, one of whose praises lies in 
saying, again at the moment of Betrayal, that within its "rounded 
slowness� "gathers a superhuman speed." 

Even when a proper noun and a proper forename do not appear 
in the title, each book puts to work the act of a proper and prop­
erly singular naming. OR is obviously rhc fragment of a proper 
noun, of so many proper nouns, starting with Georges. This is 
also why, apart from reasons of economy, I had decided to speak 
only of two books, in order merely to half-name, bcrween rwo 
(hi)stories of names, the first, before the name (Le Prtnom de Dieu. 
the forename of"Side"-remembcr that God will later he synony· 
mous with SitU wirh a capital �). and the most recent, after the 
name, according to the name, OR Therefore each book is abso­
lutely alone, it is a beginning that is as absolute as a proper noun, 
even 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 one to the other, across so many generations, inro 
a single genealogical and elemental signature, that is ro say, greater 
than itself. Nothing will be able to justify the limits of the reading 
I propose today, save the decency that forces me not to keep you 
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(or wo long, listening ro me rather than ro her, a decency that goes 
cogerher with the wish or the order that I dare pronounce: would 
rhar you might read her, as I think it must be done, infinitely. 

So I have just said, as I was saying and am now repeating, 
··rnagic,n "speed,n "life,n and "telepathy or relephony.n With slow 
steps I will approach these words, what sustains them with such 
and such occurrences in the last-born, the latest of her books, OR. 
Now [ ori as early as the beginning of OR, long before the passage 
with which I began, che thought of �magicn was simultaneously 
tied to life, more precisely to the order that says, in the imperative: 
"Live [ vis)," but which says it in monosyllabic fashion (you have 
nociced that we mostly speak of monosyllables, like si, puisse, and 
uis, Ia uie or the order vis, the presem or past historic tense je vis), 
and, being tied to life for life, this thought of magic was betting on 
the absolute economy of an absolute sp«d, namely the telegraphic, 
what she will call the telegraphic injunction. The telegraphic is what 
goes as fast as possible, in the transport of short words, reduced to 
the minutest length and weight, the winged flight of short, furtive, 
agile, and lighr terms. The telegram goes as fast as possible, as far 
a� possible, while telephony 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 commenting on rhem. The sequence, 
ar the beginning of OR, comes shortly after the passage about "my 
uncle heud" in iralics (of which I will speak again in a moment 
and whose return I am preparing myself). freud sings while telling 
a dream. Now as soon as "my uncle Freud" stops singing the "song 
of enchantment" ("singing the song of enchantment," rhese arc 
rhe words of OR, and the mighry power of rhe might of which we 
arc speaking, a� of HCICnc Cixous's poetics in fact, is rhe enchant· 
mem, the arrival as if by an enchantment, where the poetic song, 
the charm, the carmen, and magical power are allied to kommm 
lassm. make come in lening come, if one insisls on formula ring 
in the language of rhe morher or of lhe uncle this formula of lhe 
miracle of a chanl of enchantment, which is also a song of songs), 
as soon as Freud has fallen silenr, and afler rhe end of the ilalics, 
here is lhe passage in which I will merely emphasize a few words (I 
IVill wrile rhem silently on lhe board): 
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Bur one must not forget 1hc name. 
I forger everything, as is well known, but when it comes w tele.; 

phone numbers I have an anomaly. I have the magical names in hl]!'
. 

fingercips. All the ones I keep in my fingers are protected. 
This is a serious power bur it is not reserved for me. So that a 

person rises from the dead [Lazarus will pay a visit ro the text Oll 
the following page-JD] it is necessary ro catch the ghost by a wUp 
(m�hc] of life /this m�cht is a lock of hair, of course, a piece given or 
kept of the other's body-and you will sec it metamorphosed, as ifby 
an cnchammenr, into a u:lcphone wire, a braid of name, the wire of 
a funambulist or of a trapett anisr; but the wisp of life also resembles 
the flame of a candle that holds on to the soul of the depaned who 
is naml."d in the following sentence-) OJ. Besides one cannot catch 
up with the long departed for they are totally dead, thert is no point 
calling then. The resurrection calLs arc addressed to the people who 
died recently for they still remain bcrween rwo doors for about eight 
days. Maybe a fortnight. During these days it is still possible to bring 
them back to this side.H 

So without commeming on this passage, which I am going to 
continue to read in a moment anyway, I will only note the pos­
sible (and, according co me, decisive) signification of this double 
insistence: first on the surrcctional-insurrcctional and resurrec­
tional--efficacy of the appellation: rhe nomination is at onu a 
noun and a verb, a word and an act, an act that makes the name 
but also a gesture that the name maker; this first insistence is in­
separable from an insistence also on the limited time of the vigil, 
of waking, on the finite duration of this magical power. What doe:s 
this finitude of time and of resurrectional power mean? That in all 
rhis, which comes and comes back, it is a question of life and not 
death, of a differential power of finite life over life that stays alive, 
keeps itself alive, comes back to life. There is no side for death, this 
is what finitude here means, paradoxically; what comes around 
here, on this side, from the rib/shore [cOte] or the side [cOre'], which 
is only the side of life, is living life. Consequently, what auemp(S 
resurrection "between rwo doors during eight days� (a detail rhat 
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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;�nimarc for a cerrain rime afrcr dcarh), whar decides here for life 

is nor a wish for immonality or eternity, ar least in the accepted 
s�nsc of these two words, which will therefore have ro be swiftly 
changed in a momenr. For this appellation, which carches the 
ghost by a wisp oflife, there is a time of survival that is life itself, 
life in life (a life that is no more dcarh rhan rhc opposite of death, 
a life that docs nor know death), bur there is neither immortal­
ity nor ererniry, in rhe old sense of these words-unless (saufu] 

the unharmed (sauj) being, the spared (slluve] and thus pardoned 
[gmcile] lifc, in irs finirc momcnr of life, deserves robe called im­
mortality or ererniry, in the grace of the finite instant; and it is 
probably this appellation of life thar we arc and will still bc en­
chanted by, an appellation of life that knows equally neither death 
nor immortality, namely eternity outside time. Everything rakes 
place in the instant. Time is this mighty power imminent from 
"at the moment [mr /'heurej" to "in a moment [tout 0 /'heure]" at 
full tilt [0 toure allure] (she so loves the moment [heut-e], she is all 
for the moment [tome lJ /'heure] to such an extent that I almost 
entitled this talk On might " Toult' t1 /'heure, Q With /OUU in the femi­
nine of course). The mighty power of toure d /'heure is the power 
to rake off in the infinite acceleration of the appellation. I resume 
my quotation: 

. . .  for about eight days. Maybe: a formighr. During these days it is 
still possible to bring them back 10 this side. Obviously it is nl"Cessary 
that ctnain delicate conditions be fulfilled: ar stake is the vilal bond 
that unites two creatures . .  

This vital bond will be metamorphosed as if by an encham­
ment: from the lock of hair into a telephone wire, imo a "tele­
phone cord," into a telegraphic and, therefore, telepathic wire, 
inro a "braid of name" or imo rhe wire of a funambulist or of 
an acrobatic trapeze anisr. The rhread of rhis "viral bond" is the 
mighl}' power of life, it is nothing else than life for life, in that ir 
hinds to life, which is nothing but this engagem�nr rhar binds life 
lo irsclf-and ro nothing else: the v�rb "bind" binds itself tauto­
logically to life, ir goes and hao; meaning only for life, ir 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 
auached to itsclf (zitnt a tl.lt-mimt] only by a hair-bur by a hair 
of the other, who is none other than a mad trapeze anist, himself 
hanging (st unam) above the abyss, without a net, by a thread or 
by a hair . 

• • • :11 stake is the vital bond that unites two cn:atures, a bond of 
which one may think rhar it is symbolic since it is so imperceptible 
or transparent, but which exists in realiry. as those who belong to the 
tribe of the connected [raccord&] can testify . 

The "tribe of the connecred,"76 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 rhc thread (jiliation du ft� 
of hair, of the telephone wire or the funambulist's wire, and who 
an� connected as one is connected ro a writing line or a telephone 
line, connected to the "living telephone cord" that will come up in 
the following sentence, but also in rune (rowordls] with the musi­
cal chord [accord] of the enchantment, of the song of songs, and 
always connected by the hean. 

as those who belong w the tribe of the connected can testify. 
This CKtcnsible hair, a kind of nerve, behaves like a living telephone 
cord. The essential orders, only imperatives, pass through this thread 
[fill drawn between two souls, as if rhc thread only supponed a few 
tdcgraphic injunctkms. It is men who make sentences. God speaks in 
.syllabk'S like animals. Divine yelps: the soul barks the other soul ttacts 
as if to an electric shock. Come! Be! Stay! Live! 

I suspend rhe quotation here for a moment, at the poinr where 
we have jusr heard these imperatives, which are might itself and 
pass on the phrase of the human voit:e; they exceed it with the 
voicing of the injunction: "Come! Be! Stay! Live!"; each rime thtse 
arc short translations or, at an absolute speed, monosyllabic and 
metonymic equivalents of "might [puisse] ." All these orders call 
implicitly but necessarily upon the mighty power of the might. We 
must also take the word "soul" (" . . .  the soul barks the other soul 



H. C for Lift, That /r to Say . 

reacrs as if to an elecrric shock . . .  ") seriously each rime. Here it 
too finds itself awakened to the youthfulness of irs omnipotence. 
For ir nor only rells of life, the breath of the living, namely the 
psyche, this other thought for lift that we are attempting to sense 
here. The animated breath of the psyche, or of rhc- spirit, of the 
pnmmil (the telegraphic also remains rhe pneumatic), is also of 
course what blows without delay or relay through rhe telephonic 
voice in according itself with the cord of the "living tclcphonc"­
and rhe soul breathes or inspires 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 rhe 
dogs that 1111 this passage-"the soul barks the other soul reacts 
;IS if to an electric shock," wirhout punctuation, as if "barks" was 
immediately transitive and as if the other soul was barked by the 
soul rhat barks, that barks ir (litboit] , the soul drinks it (LI boitl 
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 [cormpontklml atfto 
the end of his address, atlro the end of the line-this soul that is 
as spiritual as ir 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 whar in English is simply called "power," 
electricity as poUKr. The puisse is electrical: may, might, and power, 
the instantaneity of e-mail, of the naked voice of dectronic mail 
("Divine yelps: rhc soul barks rhe other soul reacts as if ro an elec­
tric shock . . .  "). Bur above all rhe monosyllabic brevity of these 
calls, these "telegraphic injunctions, .. these "divine yelps" ("Come! 
lle! Stay! Live!") does give us to think that this thought of the soul, 
of the psyche, rhe pneuma, of life or of animal breath, is norhing 
bur this enacted thought of might, namely of absolute speed rhat 
makes the letter arrive before the letter. This telepathic phone call 
joins the other, it comes and goes at lca.�t as fast as or maybe faster 
than light, at the speed of what in any case, according to the voice, 
(sur)rmders ;tse/f(se rend] blindly, without a necessary need for 
visibility, to the greatest possible distance, that of the other wher­
ever he may be. Outspceding speed, this is an infinite acceleration 
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that needs animal or divine monosyllabism. This acceleration, this 
monosyllabic condensation, this telegraphic injunction as quasi-in­
terjection, clamor of exclamation, mere exclamation mark (come! 
be! stay! live! yes (.n]! rhere (/a]! two pages later, it will be "Lazarus! 
Get out! Come here! Come fonh! . .  "), rhis "claim," this cxcla­
madon that claims, would be the very mence of the soul, if the 
movement of this mighty power, rhe primordiality of the "might" 
from which this power can do what it can do, was not older than 
the essence, precisely, than being and onrology, than the urrerance 
"ir is" in the form S is P: c'm. (We will sec later how the for of for 
lift begins by upsetting rhe authority of the "it is," of the essence, 
of the "what life is.") The mighr of this mighty power is nor. h 
goes so fast, ir comes so fast, even before light and the phoinest· 
hai, before being, before the phenomenality of what appears, that 
it is nothing; since it has, keeps. or remains rhis mighty power, 
and provided that it might [pourvtl qu'illa puirse] , the "might" [/e 
"puisu," Ia "puirsl'] carries beyond being, might by molting [puissc: 
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 
"fiat" whose jussive or jouissifsubjunctive is at the very origin of 
Helene Cixous's world. I carry on with my suspended quotation 
and emphasize once again. 

Come! l\e! Stay! Liv�! So it is rhar the will is also a physical phe· 
nomcnon ir wams-must [vrllt-doit] gather all rhe vital currenrs of rhe 
will imo a single crucial puim . 

"Wams·musr gather," "wants·must" in one hyphenated word. 
Want·must !vouloir·d!"voir}: wanting is a rmw, 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 telephone, it is also the condition of 
reading as much as of writing. It is rare, precarious, and threatened 
like the mighty power oflifc. 

Here again, the vital, rhc live·ance of life ]le vivrmmt de Ia vit] , 
before and beyond being, gathers itself, "wants·must gather itself," 
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as she says, into a single indivisible point in space, "imo a single 
crucial point" (this may be one of the crossroads in a work that 
g.arhers us together here),77 into a single crucial point, like rhe 
mono.•>yllabic punctualiry of rhc "Come!" or "Live!" just now, the 
punctualiry of the exclamation mark or of the appellation mark. 
The in6nite speed of rhe "Live!" or "Come!" musr conrracr every­
thing, and I do mean contract, according to the contraction that 
contracts and ro the contract thar we can see coming: ir "wants­
must" contract into a monosyllable or into a point. The monosyl­
labic exclamation is rhe rime of rhis poinr; but since rhe other is 
whar is at stake and since: this point, however indivisible: it may be, 
is nor closed in on itself like a fist, the art of punctuation, which 
will never stop amazing me, is also an art and an ethics of punc­
rualiry. As. will be said so well in the rwo following paragraphs, ir 
calls for a wager {g�tge] , a commitment [engagemen� of the other, 
ar borh ends of the line and of the lifeline. 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 itself, berween life and dearh, in a (hi)srory rhar docs 
not exclude loss, bur which on the contrary implies the moment 
ofkenosis and abandonment. Because abandonment, rhe �why are 
you forsaking me?" is possible, rhe punctualiry of rhe point is cru­
cial. In a mighry power of life as a mighry power of resurrection. Ncxr paragraph, new line, as one comes ncar rhe telephone. 

In rhe gap berween rwo doors those whom we wrongly call dead 
arc in rho: simp[ifi<:d stare of a microscopk eardrum. If there is a bond 
then [the "vital bond" of a moment ago-JD[, and if &om both sides 
one wants 10 resuscitate [on.: never ro:suscilato:s alone, one ro:suscitatcs 
from hoth sidcs-JD]-and of course if the contncl berwt-en the rwo 
people is still in full force, but this goes without saying [this "this goes 
withoul saying," this "that is to say,ft which goes withom saying. is 
rhe absolute of conuaction, rhc infinite accclc:ralion of the monosyl­
l.1bic punCluality ro the poin1 of silence and the: unsaid-JD)-then 
a rHum 10 life is rm�ible. 

All this requires a purity of the two souls that cannot bear the 
slightest o:xcmption. "oth must w�nt it anJ havo: faith without tn::m­
bling without hidden thoughts without th<Jughr . 
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The voice says: "Wam . . .  and have faith . . . .  " Here again, 
instanr relescoping, punctual syncope of two apparently oppo­
site movements, will and faith. Arriving from both sides, from 
rhc one and the other, che rwo movemems conrracr inro a single 
one, indisrincdy: active or decisional will is no longer opposed to 
fairh, which abandons itself blindly to the other wirhom defense, 
without hidden thoughts, incalculably-and that is the moment 
of omniporcncc. She srans on rhc nexr line, and ir is a single para­
graph over t\Vo lines or two threads: 

An acrobaric acr or tr.lpc'"Le artists who have never rouchl-d a rra� 
in their history. 

After this Right of uapeze anists, from this duo of trapeze an­
isrs, one jumps, across a blank of more than one line, to chc fol­
lowing paragraph. I am going to read it too in order to release 
the mighcy power of some of irs terms, for cKample "life," "visa," 
"visit," but first the "braid" in the "braid of name," the "greeting" 
in "the name of a person that grce1s me," 1he "pad' 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
st:ribed in a scene chat had begun not with the cat but with the 
dog, all this, all this life happening between cat and dog [entrt 
chim et chatteF8 rhcrefore; and then especially a cenain "yes I will 
yes," which will be no less important to me in a moment because 
it relaunches Molly's final affirmadon, at 1he end of Ulysm ("and 
yes I said yes I will Yes"), 1han by what follows ancl says "and each 
time it is for the whole of life." 

This "it is for the whole of life," I did not read or reread it, in 
any case I did nor recognize ir umil long afi:er choosing my ride. I 
will explain myself in a moment, when I begin to say at lase 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 10 
think life, the mighty power oflife, from "for" ancl nor 1he reverse; 
as if in the expression "for life" one should above all nor believe 
to be fim assured of rhe meaning of "life," which one would then 
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tied inc in a synragm in the dative. No, the word "life,� the most 
common word there is, rhc only word that carries enough weight 
faced with being (so much so that in the philosophical gigamoma· 
chia, from Plato to Descartes, from Niet7.sche to Husser!, Bergson 
and Heidcgger, among others, rhc only big question whose stakes 
remain undecided would be to know whether it is necessary to 
think being rnm] before life, entity [J'(ta.nt] before the living or 
the reverse), well, the word "lifen would not be thinkable in its 
me;tning, ir would nor announce itself before what, grammatically, 

gives itself as a preposition, namely "for.n 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 ro mention the proposition "it is (ct>s�," "S 
is P," "this is that,n in response to the question of what must be 
known or scared: "What is it?" This "for," this pro- would become 
rhc prolegomenon of everything. it would be said before any logos, 
ir goes in all directions, that of finality or of destination, of the gift, 
donation and dativiry, bur also of substitution and replacement: 
this for that, this one in th� ploce of the other. In the place of: the 
one for rhe other. The law of speed. An absolute prerequisite, rhe 
pro of for thus pronamcs and prenames everything. A5 a great poet 
of substitution (I'll explain myself later perhaps), Helene Cixous 
docs not exercise her mighry power only in the art of the forename 
[prlnom] (for example God's forename) or of the pronoun (for 
l'Xample, a person's pronoun (pronom de p�rsonm-]). I would say, 
making up a word for her, rhar she fornames [poumomme] every­
thing. A5 one would say that the French language has a taste for 
and relishes [se pour/}che ks /}vm] all the words in pour. which will 
rhen find themselves awakened w their mighty power. 

Why [pourquo•P for what? for whom? I do nm know, bm pro· 
vided (pourvuJ 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 
everything. This is not to recall, through a nominali7.ation, that a 
certain indecomposable "bcing�for'' would be more 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, rhe for-lift, which ar once gives and replaces life wirh life in 
view. And this is why, up to the end, Hfor life" has no end, ir knows 
no end. Evcryrhing happens on the side of "for," bur I have not 
yet done with wandering along [(Otoyer} this strange shore that 
one calls a side. This "for life" is nor a being for life symmetrically 
opposed to the famous Sein z11m 70tk, bcing-roward-dearh, as its 
orhcr side. h is on the same side. Resides, if we were given the 
rime, I would have relaunched a parienr and difficuh discussion 
herween this "for life" and the ''being-toward-death" by coming 
back from the side of the side, reward rhis passage in Sein und Zrit 
(§49), which I interpreted in this very place six years ago. Against 
the metaphysics of dearh, which arc inreresred in rhe beyond, rhat 
is ro say in the other side Uemeits), Heidegger recalls that on� 
musr, on rhe contrary, methodically depart and remain here on 
this sid�. on the side of this side, on the side of the here of the here 
below (d.as Dimeits), rhe side from which only rhe gap emerges 
between das Diessrits and das }emriu. the Here below and the Be· 
yond. The difference between rhe Here below of rhis side and the 
OveHhcrc, the Beyond on the other side, still appears only on 
this side, on the side of da.s Dimeiu. Before the difference between 
this side and the other side, between h�re and over rhere, there is, 
forever, an "on this side" (das Dimeiu), which does not have ro 
be crossed-and, besides, cannot be. This is what Heidegger says. 
Unfortunately, he does nor call this "life," a life before the opposi· 
tion between life and death. And above all, if one uanslates jenseits 
by "beyond" and Dirsseill by "here below," as one always does, 
this passage from the side (c0u1 to the shore [cOte], by which this 
whole geo-genealogy may have begun to wait for us, is lost, as it is 
lost in German anyway. Finally, even if the "for life" that is being 
analyzed here did not merely designate the mher side symmerri· 
cally opposed to being-roward-dcarh (Srin zum 1Vdr), and if lifo 
and death here were nor antonyms, rhc semanric turbulence of this 
verbal animal, "for," would certainly nor lcr itself be translated, 
exhausted, or comprehended by a zr1 or zum, which anyway is 
itself difficult ro rranslare inro anorher language. Nor would there 
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be any equivalence, despite so many correspondences, between rhc 

1/Jere of the bcing-rhtre of Dnstin and the rhere [Iii] of La, which 
irradiates or irrigate$ H.C.'s text from all sides. 

No. life for life (and nor being-for-life) is therefore norhing else 
rhan a living of death, but yes, still living death, living it for one­
self, for rhe orher, and for life. Later we will call this experience, or 
even experimentation: living for the sake of living, and in order ro 

sec-what it feels like, jusr to try. She keeps trying, as we can hear 
slill, always. 

At this moment in OR an amorous beast passes, one of rhese 
�dockworked animals" that she says we arc/'1 a sensual beast of 
which it is said, without punctuation, rhat it is "fast elegant ab­
sent-minded indefatigable human like a giant cat it is made so 
stubborn by desire that it does nor sec dying coming." But on the 
facing page, all the words in or (and mort [death] is one of rhcm) 
ring into one anorher: 

. . .  soes our. Om. Dead. Out dead dearh's ourffare dearh. The 
word's out/fate. The word deacl/clcarh. The fare of rhc words progress 
om/fare death. The flesh eaten alive. And with each brearh it fct-ds the 
enemy. To live one dies. so 

This uto live one dies" signs everything, it gathers all that re­
mains to be said in a formula as sure and as open, as vacant and 
anonymous as it is general and elliptical. For, in rhis form, this 
risks being not only an abstract bur also a false generality. Any­
way, it is a true generaliry, save for exceptions, precisely. It is ap­
plicable only to the "one" of the "one says." And the exception is 
the dead-father. But it is a �;eneral exception since the irreplaceable 
dead-father, as we have heard, finds himself replaced, pluralized, 
meronymized. She calls herself the daughter of the dead-farheu. 
This rruth is in general and generally applicable to exception it­
self, it is applicable ro everything that lives and dies ("to live one 
dies")-snve for the unique father, Georges, who rears himself 
away from generaliry itself. He keeps himself our of rhc georgic 
or Adamic generality of the earrh so as ro return from it, to tear 
himself away from ir, and he remains exception itself. the excep-
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tion of the exception, the unique exception, the only proper noun, 
the one for whom the word "Jauf[save, safe]" would have been as 

if invented. That is to say, poetically reinvented at the instam in 
order to be given to the French language from the other side, all 
the other sides of france. I anempted to show elsewhere that the 
word Jauf leads back to the origin of faith and religion itself, of 
the sane [sa in), the holy [sain� and the sacred, of the immunity of 
the unscathed (h�ilig, as her mother might say). AI 

She says: 

Ancl with each breath it feeds rhc enemy. To live one dies. [New 
pmgraph.-JD] 

Bur for my father it is different. He leaves safe. 

That is to say: all this is true, yes, anonymously. to live one dia, 
save for my father, who remains safe, who leaves safe/save from life 
[qui sorr sauftk La vi�] . My father leaves life intact, he dies alive, 
unscathed, holy, untouched by death, he leaves life without dying 
the death [mort) that bites [mora] life. My dead father is nor dead, 
bitten or eaten by death, and to say so is nor a contradiction or a 
denial. It is the mightiest truth, the mightiest life. 

I am skipping. She is skipping. 
So, after rhe word "trapeze" ("An acrobatic act of rrape1..e artists 

who have never touched a trapa..e in their history") , we skip a line 
before Hying toward the following paragraph. 

But everything begins with the proper noun. I desire you, I keep 
you, I hold you sreaclily above 1he nothingness by your name; I pull 
you our of the grave by the braid of name. There is no small crime 
mon.· hurtful to myself 1han ro ca1ch myself forgetting rhe name of a 
person who greets me.A� 

This "braid of name" no doubt weaves the "vital bond" that 
was mentioned above, just like the "extensible hair," the "living 
telephone cord," and the "thread drawn between two souls" we 
had just heard about. It is also the braid by which a trapeze art­
ist holds the other by his name above the nothingness. Bur this 
braid also binds so many other things. Already naming itself. this 
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braid of name, of the proper noun and of the common noun, does 
what it says and says what it is, namely the poetical operation of 
writing. which makes and lets the evenr come. h inrerrwines the 
most singular writing, the very operation of the text, what the text 
docs as it writes the name (rhe text is a braid, a fabric interweav­

ing these threads). It intertwines the braid rhat the text is with the 
braid rhar the rexr names, certainly, the "braid of name," bur also, 

at the very passage of this braid, the most idiomatic and most ir­
replaceable there is (nor only signed Helene 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 myrhemes, the philoso­
phcmes, ro all the tropes that not only twist and rurn like braids 
bur, 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 orhliations, in 
shon, with history. The braid is the archive, public or secret, and 
one must have the secret even of the public one in order ro deci­
pher it. It is the absolute privilege, the mighty power of the poet 
or of rhc reciter. One could devore whole books to rhis archive, to 
this archive of the braid as a cryptic archive. To limit myself to a 
sole example of apparently rhe most distant and most deeply bur­
ied mythologies: I was rereading of late, as if by chance, Segalen's 
L�s lmmlmoriaux (1907) on the ile de Croix. Right from the open­
ing, entirled "The Reciter," Tetii rhe Reciter, the "Chi�fwith tht 
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, nouer., is seldom used and almost 
extinct, and you will nor 6nd 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 little 
knoned bag," Segalen writes: the knot around which the braid is 
�ormed, no matter how entangled, solid, and multiple it may be 
•n the course of its linking to itself and to the other, must be irre-
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placeable; the nouet, the knot, 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 knoned bag, spr�>ad our 
in various lengths broken up by knots at regular intervals. With his 
eyes shut, the Reciter would pick them apart one by one between his 
fingers. Each of rhe knots recalled the name of a rraveler, a chief or a 
god, and all together they conjured up interminable generations. This 
braid was called "Origin-of-the-Word," for ir seemed ro bring abour 
speech. 

A little further on the same page comes the drama that can be 
presaged by, I quare, �the forgetting of the name," which is a "bad 
omen." I like to quote from this text here because it �ekes at least, 
through rhe dimension of the braid (rhat 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 OR but also, 
weaving the metaphor or the metonymy, this immense braid that 
the work of Helene 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 epic of generations unfolds or 
folds itself within it, is resolved and renewed [sJ dinoue 011 rmoue) 
with an amplitude and a delicacy in the stitching of which I know 
no other example. And since rhis braid of generations engenders as 

much as it registers, it displaces and replaces the places of the fam­
ily, of what is called "my kinsfolk" [Irs miens) or "my family .. -of 
whar she herself sometimes calls so. We will see once more in a 
moment, among so many others, the shadow of a �Nunde Freud" 
go by, of a certain "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 Vtor ii soit, 
that Helene Cixous had answered them in her own way, especially 
in La (1976)Y 

I first resume my quotation from OR: 

But everything hegins with 1he proper noun. I desire you, I keep 
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you, I hold you steadily above the n01hingness by your name; I pull 
you out of the grave by the braid of name. There is no small crime 
morc hunful to myself than to catch myself forgcrting thc name of 
a person who greets [salue] me. And the worst thing is that, if I ask 
rhis person whom I cannot keep in mind what their name is, then 
I execute them under rheir very eyes. Bur I cliJ nor want to kill the 
apparition of this person! Oh! No doubt I do nor have enough of 
my blood to grant them, and under my eyes they remain among the 
shadows. 

Between me and my car the pact works through pronunciation . 

I will srill have to pronounce myself on this word "pronuncia� 
lion" and all that it may mean. After this bond, this thread, or this 
cord, after the intertwining of this braid, which was knoued but 
also named, on the previous page, after the "contract between the 
twO p4=rsons," here is the upact With the cat." C'.ontract, pact, bond, 
promise, wager. To say it too quickly in a word and to anticipate 
outrageously, what I would like to salute [sa/ue.r) by saying "H.C. 
for Life" is also this poem of the alliance, the event of this poetical 
alliance, of this betrothal, which works through an almost silent 
pronunciation between the rwo of them, of whom one no longer 
knows who speaks and who stays silent, who calls and who an­
swers, who speaks ar length and who, speaking lirrle, speaks words 
of gold [parte dO,f. And "for life, .. "for the whole of life" will soon 
come in the same paragraph, in the same node [nouu] : 

Between me and my cat [says the recirer-JDJ the pact works 
through pronunciation. Not only do I call her intensely, but each 
time there is also a beuorhal between us; there is a demand that unites 
u� in the timbre of my voice dwelling on her name. �will you?" she 
hears and the rush of her body is a yes I will yes, and each lime it is 
fnr the whole of life. I am fully aware of it, I n�cr call our her name 
as I would toss a bit ofllsh. 

I interrupt my quotation again, knowing full well how unfair 
and violent such interruptions arc, but if I did not stop with this 
brutal regularity to announce t."3ch time whar I will not do, namely 
to devore, as one should, several books to each sentence, to each 
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theme, and 10 each program (for example, one among a thousand 
others, to the word "bcrrorhal," which would require a significant 
reexamination of a held comprising over fifry books, poems, and 
plays, which are irrigated or magnetized to the leuer by rhe be­
trothal, according to rhc lener in metamorphosis and metempsy­
chosis of its word), ifi did not interrupt these programmatic sug­
gescions, then I would sray silent and simply say ro you (what in 
truth I should be doing and am doing): read and reread everything 
yourselves, that is a job for lifo, and rhar will be just as well, you 
won't regret it; "for life" means also that: if you really want to read 
her and meet her, rhat is a job for life. I srop myself nevenhdcss in 
order to ponder, that is to say, meditate or premeditate a little 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 
a yes I will yes, and each time ir is for rhe whole of life. I am fully 
aware of it, I never call our her name as I would toss a bit offish"). 
�The rush of her body is a yes I will yes, and each rime it is for 
the whole of life": this does confirm that rhe 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 yes like 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 once only for the whole of life; no 
doubt it is thar, of course and therefore unreservedly (the life of 
this betrothal is the whole of life or it is nothing: life is first the 
whole of life). BU[ that is to say also each rime for rhe whole of 
life: the "yes" is each rime unique and a rebcginning, as if ir did 
not even have rhe memory of itself, which it keeps nonetheless. 
The "yes" ofrhc "for the whole of life" is irreplaceable, at the very 
place and at rhe time of this irreplaceable invention of substitution 
rhat I will praise again in a moment. The "yes" is irreplaceable, like 
Messie or Thessie the cat, at the very moment when Molly's words 
arc 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 uniqueness of each time. And tying the knot of betrothal 
''for rhe whole of life .. would be impossible-it remains in fact the 
impossible-like rhe fairh rhat, believing in the other wid1our be­
lieving in anything else, each time decides all the times in a single 
time without ever replacing one rime by another. The event, and 
rite poetics of the event we are attempting to think here, can only 
happen at this price: faith yer each rime renewed [ Ia foi choqu� 
jOis tour�fois]. I would have liked to inscribe here the generation 
of the wordfoiJ in the lifeline of live words [mots m vie] , of the 
words vie [life] , vira, and vilir, which will soon reappear in the 
same paragraph: as you know, fois comes from Larin vicis, which 
is not really a noun but fir.ot corresponds to a genitive form-in 
order to designate the turn, succession, rhe rerurn, reciprocity. the 
alternative, therefore a certain replacement, a certain substitutive 
vicariousness. And one also finds vicis in Iralian vue, in Spanish or 
in Portuguese, a language that, as you know, means a lot to her, in 
the form vez.. "For the whole of life," for life, is irreplaceably rhe 
rime, each time, in all the times. And what is necessary and im­
possible at the same time, necessary as impossible, in this thought 
of the "for the whole of life," is rhis logic of the "whole" as much 
as rhis logic of life. "Whole" does not so much signify the whole 
rotaliry or totalization as the event of this "taking place," this sub­
stitution of the irreplaceable, rhis generative succession of the al­
liance or of"fiding lfioncrr in all the occurrences, all the times of 
rhe unique each time: here now, in the instant, on the spot, at this 
very moment for whoever gives themselves wholly ro the moment 
[sur l'h�ure pour qui u donne touu a l'heure]. When ir is "for life," 
"life:" is the whole of life or nothing, and this "whole" in the whole 
of life derives as lit de 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 [pa.s /e ''puissiom" mais /e poisson). Two words on "I 
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never call out her name as I would toss a bit of fish." First, it is 
wo easy ro understand and I will not commenr on rhe obvious: 
rhe name is nor just a bit, first of all, although there are bits of 
names everywhere (OR for example); and to give is nor ro ross as 
one would a useful thing from a distance, without proximity and 
without exrreme care. The name one gives, the name one calls, is 
not something one throws; it is an appellation of rhc unique in its 
emirety; and fish is car food, etc.. One tosses ir without throwing 
it. Two more words, though, talking of proper nouns, so I can ask 
myself how 10 avoid and why nor avoid speaking here and then�. 
in a cryptic or declared mode, about HClCne Cixous herself, in 
person, about her name, rhe one who signed OR, for example, 
which docs nor merge with the reciting subject in OR. This is a 
serious question and one every bir as unsolvable as to whether I 
should here address myself to her or not and whether I should 
or should nor suspend what binds us in life at rhe moment when 
I am speaking about her writings. I do not wam to call out her 
name as I would toss a bir of fish, bur I will nor decide, I will not 
decide once and for all and for all the rimes. I will improvise and 
leave you rhe responsibility ro decide whether I am speaking of it/ 
her or nor, whether I am addressing ir/hc:r or nor, the work or life, 
rhe author or the one who says I, her fathers or her mother, etc .. IW 

You have to fill in rhe address; it is your address and your respon· 
sibility. Whether she is rhe one or the other, I hold that her work, 
her poetics of the event, hermighry power of nomination make all 
these undecidable distinctions uemble, in orher words distinctions 
that are left more than ever ro the most responsible, most inven· 
rive, and most irruptive decision, the only one that matters: the 
countersigning reading. 

Where was P Yes, the fish, two words about the name like a 
fish. Thessie, to whom, she says, "I  never call our her name as I 
would toss a bir offish," Thessie the real one, Thessie in flesh and 
blood arrived as Mmie (fiction, 1996); she was rhus admitted into 
rhe holy orders of lirerarure as not one messiah could have been; 
bur in so-called real life roo, some of you here [pllr in] can testify 
to rhar, she nor only answers ro her name, she also understands 
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names and for example the word cuvrtr�.8' Not only docs one not 
call out her na.m� as one would toss a prawn but one must know, 

as indeed I know, that the crevette she likes is a name rhar must not 
he pronounced in from of her. Because she hears, understands, 
,\lld loves its vowels and consonants. She relishes rhe very name. 
I"here arc names therefore that one must not pronounce in front 
ofThessie, outside certain rimes, if one docs nor want to arouse 
an insatiable desire in her. It is a whole culture of language and 
nomination for the lives of n//living beings. 

Bur since I am dealing wirh fish and names, with names of fish 
and seafood, with braids and nets of name, the oceanic mood I feel 
in from of rhis work is also reminiscent of what one feels about 
a miraculous catch. Magical, miraculous, and mystical: why? I 
ask myself why because, as a man of rhe Enlightenmenr, I would 
srill like to give account and reason for this miraculous, mystical 
magic-which must nor be an act of witchcraft. An inexhaustible 
magic, however. Why inexhaustible? Because, unlike what happens 
with Segalen and Tc!rii the Reciter in Les /mmemoriau.x, rhere will 
nc.:vcr be a question of one day negltcri11g this braid, which is also 
a net of names. You know, after the passage I quoted a moment 
ago about the braid, which was called "Origin of the Word" for "it 
seemed ro bring about speech," one could read this: 

Tc!rii intended to neglect it soon: rehashed without respite, the con­
secrated Sayings eventually followed from one anorher in his mouth, 
withr>ut error and cffonlessly, just as the braided leaves th:n one casts 
adrift and hauls back, in armfuls, loaded with shimmering fish, follow 
one another in continuous lines. 

One of the differences between her and this Reciter is that noth­
ing can be allowed robe neglected or repeated one day, hence the 
infinity. qui[e simply because the shimmering fish are nor caught 
by her net. Th� mighty fish are born from rhe n(l in which rhey 
arc caught. That is what I call the poetics of the event. h pro­
duces magically, miraculously, and quasi-mystically the very rhing 
ir nominates. It brings about whar it carches. That is why this om­
nipotent ncr draws away as much as draws back the living thing 
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rhar has stayed alive. How c..loes it do that� How does it manage 
to produce the rhing by the grace of rhc nominal verb� Well, this 
braided net, itself 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, so as to recall at the same rime whar one must learn from 
her, learn how to do, as I was saying, and learn from her what to 
do means, and "how to do things with words, �86 performarively do 
things or evenu with words, by calling up names as one calls phone 
numbers (for she also coinec..l the phrase "to call up a namen lfizin 
mt nom],87 nor to make a name for oneself[st"foin un nom] bur to 
call up a name as one would call a phone number). The example 
(among others, as always) comes from page 16 in OR, soon after 
the now canonical page, �To reread, that is ro say read, that is to 

say rcsurrecr-erasc that is to say forgtrmui [oublire]."118 The radio, 
radiology, or radiotelephony-which outspeeds everything as it 
"calls up the name"-are at work after one paragraph, one of those 
songs "for life," one of these TriumphJ oflifo,89 which also tell 
of the exhaustion of the other, the breathlessness of the one who 
complains that there is only one side-to the other side of which 
one woulc..l sometimes like ro pass. And ro pass is also to pass to 
the orher side oflife, to be passed by life and left aside, where there 
are no more sides. Against the rriumph of dearh and the hemor­
rhage of rime, against the one in me who thinks of nothing else, it 
is rhen enough to call anJ call up the name-not only to call the 
number but also to call up the name. It is her order or command, 
the mighty power of her command anc..l of her telephone calling (I 
will read this literally radiant song, this song of life resurrected at 
her call, rhis song and effective charm, which is resurrected by the 
call and by an enchantment-and you will su that the father and 
rhe uncle are never far away: the radiophonology of Georges the 
radiologist anc..l the thoughtful humming of"my nunde Freud"). It 
is her command, it is also a genealogical order; it goes fast enough 
to stop time ar the moment when a phone call [coup de t!ltphont] 
is made, in a moment, the trick of the phone call {It coup du till­
phone] : 

At my commanJ the hemorrhage of time stops and one single day 
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becomes two, and this same book that comes back (a) new already 
sixry times and not once read will come back to the call of its name. 
h is enough to call and the faraway, the forgonen or the dead one 
wmes. How many a hundred years in a hundred years! And not only 
mine. Hundreds of others too. 

In uuth there are so many lives to be lived in life that often, too 
often, we can't any more [and after this we, the you, which follows 
a da.�h: a change of personal pronoun that would merit a pause that 
I cannot allow myself-JD]-tell the truth, it's too much, confess, 
you are the one who wishes life w end. how tiring to live living, this 
flaring up of every rhought and nerve aU day long is so exhausting. 
flow often I have caught you brooding-you think nobody can see 
you?-how pleasant it will be to sleep at last. Those who live to the 
quick [vivnu au vifl those who live living it is a furious elfon, 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.-JD] 
That's the trick of the phone call: I call the number and, by a magic 

that no amount of centuries will ever lessen, I catch you whether you 
are in Rome me in Berlin . . .  90 

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 funambulisr'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 . 

. I catch 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 is distance? Two oceans under my forefinger. We arc bodies 
in minds fast as the radio. 

This "what is disrancd" 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 quesrion of ontological knowledge, 
namely "what is distancd" 
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"Whar is dinance? Two oceans under my forelinger. We are 
bodies in minds [e�pritsl fast as the radio." 

In other words, nprir is nor the mind in opposition to the body, 
on the other side of the body, and esprit is nor the spirit, the spiri­
hlS, a breath rhat moreover would be fasr, as if speed were a possi­
ble predicate of this entity [bam] rhar one calls 1piritw, the breath 
in the telephone. No, rhe mind in which the body is, and not the 
body in general bur the hodies we are, we who know how to phone 
(and nor everybody is a telephone wizard; it is not enough to have 
a telephone), the mind in which we arc bodies, it is nor this or 
that which becomes fast here or there, like a pulse. No, or rather 
yes, the spiritliJ, the pneuma (and her father was the pneuma made 
man) is speed, the mind is this speed, it lives fast, it is therefore 
also technical, here telephonic, bur irs telephony did nor wait for 
the invention of the telephone. For this telephony, which none­
theless also lirerally invented rhe telephone, is thought itself. The 
telephone is a poetico-technical invention, the pneuma is absolute 
speed in us, the Spei=d of us, rhe radio that stops the hemorrhage 
of time. I myself should not have stopped the movement of this 
hymn. I resume. 

We are hodies in minds fan as rhc: radio. Now I call up rhe name. 
Warch out! 

This exclamation, "Watch oU[!" is extraordinary, truly magical, 
and it would merir centuries of analysis. Three lines earlier, rhere 
was the word "magic," you heard it, and the phrase "I call rhe 
number and, by a magic . . . .  " Now [or) here she has just said: 
"Now I call up rhe name." She begins a new paragraph and ex· 
claims or cries our: "Watch 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 trape7..e artist carries on with his acrobatic exer­
cises, this magician talks ro his public as he is about to pull his 
trick and conjure the rhing our of himself, in a moment, right now 
[rout d l'hrure, toru de .mite), it is imminent, as if by an enchant· 
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menr. Warch our, rhc impossible rhing will rake place under your 
eyes in a momenr: 

Now I c.all up the name. 
Watch oUI! 

Provided you watch carefully-but in any case you will nor 
sec a thing, since ir goes so fasr and the mighty power escapes 
you. Watch out for whar you're going ro see that you're going to 
see without seeing how it comes about, as if by an enchanrment! 
"Now I call up the name," and where rhere is nobody, I have norh· 
ing in my hands, nothing in my pockets, the absenr 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: there will 
be a subscriber ar the name and number I call. Ar the name I call 
up. As. when I call rhe number-the number in a show, on a stage, 
by a magician or the phone number-these are all numbers. And 
she herself is quire a number, you're going to sec. 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 I call up the name, for in writing I call up the name, and 
nothing else. Another monstration, another dcictic of the conjurer 
who inconspicuously, discreedy, 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 texr: read. 

Bur ro call up rhe name is ro produce an appellation to which 
the Olhcr answers as much as oneself to transform inro a name: I 
call up the name, watch out, and you're going ro sec my body, like 
rhat of an animal fanning irs rail, mime and produce the name by 
becoming the name when on the spot I rake the features of the 
name upon myself and in me. I call up the name, l call it, produce 
it, call upon it to answer, imitate it, and, always through substitu· 
tion, metempsychotically become the name, like the number, I call 
and do a number (it' fois un numlro], I am a number. In rhe series 
of substitutions. Of identity, sex, literary genre, and sexual gmtkr. 
I am another "another" [unt' autre ''un au!Tt''l, I am/follow it, hOl 
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on irs trail and almost ro the number, I give myself irs surrogate 
name. All this by an enchanrmem, by rhe cham of an enchant· 
ment. I am/follow its name, I am/follow the name rhar I call up, 
etc .. I give it to myself, I add myself to it, I give myself over to it 
as if by an enchamment and like an animal performing a rrick of 
magic ar the magician's command. And you're going to see, once 
again the animal will soon appear suddenly, as early as rhe next 
line. Around here and everywhere. 

Before cominuing 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 dissertations-and a topic for a lirst question: are 
there more telephones or animals in the life and works of Htlene 
Cixous� Answer: animals are telephones and sometimes the other 
way around, and they multiply, in rhe prolifauny of all their ani· 
mal, human, and divine metamorphoses. 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, for ex· 
ample, in the heart of the sublime "Une Histoire ideale" in form 
de /'an, where, for Clarice, "It was on the phone that their books 
found their source. Unpublished source. Much purer source, Cia· 
rice would say, than her published books."91 

The telephonic animals circulate bef\Veen all che orders and aJI 
the rules, from the telephantasms and telefaun in Ananlt�. with 
its metaphones of phanromen Vamhommes], the "resistances 
of brotherly transferences [transfr�res]," the sons or wires of the 
�little (r)elefaun [petir illfoune]," its "introjection of the primal 
elefamasy"92 and irs wrclephantasm of incorporarion"93 (rhe ride 
of a chapter rhar names rhe "metonymic chains or che ones rna· 
terialized in rhe guise of a wire, ribbons, locks [mtches] , buckles, 
and other fastening devices . . .  "'J.I to the "cry of the telephone" 
and even to the critical moment of "tcleaphony" in La Fiancle 
juiv� la umarion,9� as critical a moment, it seems to me, as 
"The Beuayal" in Bmhovm).% 

Nothing would be more inane-but all rhe transferential re· 
sisrance that is met by Htlene Cixous's work spins dizzily in 
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these inanilies-rhan to read these verbal and poetic inventions 
(rclephanrasms, for example) as simple puns she would have rhe 
knack for and which would come easily to her--or even as simple 
phantasms. Each rime, what is at stake, in the production and 
according to rhe necessity (here the book is called Anank() of a 
language event, is a rhoughtfol analysis of whar binds and unbinds 
in rhe very living of the living (/e 11i11re mime du vivant), therefore 
in the animality of the animal, speed insofar as it cancels distance, 
rhe telt phenomenon, bur ar the same rime binds and unbinds 
the appearing of the phenomenon, the phainesthai, insofar as it 
is indissociable from the phanrasma, rhar is to say, both from rhe 
dream and the spectral phantom, of reuenance, which phamasma 
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 irs name the root simulacrum of rhe very simulacrum, 
of rhe phanrasma, of the seeming, and of the specrral, just as the 
privilege of the faun, as an animal or a Panic god, is in the fact that 
it binds free-Aoating desire, the satyr's ludic desire, to the sp«d of 
the telephonic voice. And rhat one must here analyLe the phan­
tasm as much as produce the event, in the s.amc twofold gesture, is 
evidenced by the psychoanalytic code that she plays with and con­
tinually pulS to work, as everywhere in this 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 irs forward rhrust, its production of a living 
event, which it brings into the world and gives binh m, being 
delivered from it while analyzing ir, this analytic power charges up 
the whole work. In Anankt (1979), while we arc on the subject, 
the last chapter, the green chapter (each chapter is named after a 
color), is called ''To Make the Child and ro lnrerprer It." It fea­
tures a prodigious delivery scene, which carries and also gives birrh 
to this theory according to which there are always rwo momenrs 
(and I believe them ro be inseparable around here): "10 make rhe 
child and to imerpret it." She writes: "There arc rwo moments: 
to make the child and to interpret it." Funhcr on, srill in italics, 
someone speaks: "-There are two times: a time to make lout a1ui. 
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a time to analyu it." To make and to interpret, indissociably, but 
also to make and to interpret interpretation, for example ro "do 
psychoanalysis," as the phrase goes, to make an analysis, which she 
docs all the rime, and imerprer psychoanalysis, for example all the 
discourses of Uncle Freud, who is always there, in a corner, on his 
couch, or on rhe line in rhe next room [a cOtt'], like an answering 
machine quesrionecl by the prodigal niece. 

Let us leave Freucl on rhe line, we will come back to him in 
a moment, let us make him wair a bit, jusr long enough for 
us, around here, to draw a line of conduct and a line of read­
ing: namely that there is no rule for reading rhe prodigies of this 
mighty power, there is no other rule than to invent the rule with 
each leuer in order to countersign, ro gram onesclr the inspired 
verve of this "might [puisse]" (the magni[Ude of this "might of rhe 
may"), to accord/agree wirh ir while subjunaivaring for ourselves 
everything it says or while subjunctivating to it, all(o)ying oneself 
to it according ro the alliance or rhe alloy, thar is m say, at once 
to make and to interpret while coumcrsigning. If interpretation 
supposes analysis, that is to say, the analuein of rhe unbinding that 
unties, then to make or do, on rhe contrary, comes down to bind­
ing, to binding oneself and allying oneself [a se lier et a silllieij, ro 
doing the contrary a1 the same time. Only an act of writing as an 
act of love that binds and muls 1/ie et lise]-m,ghr read as ir un­
binds rhe rhreads, while weaving an alliance in the analysis or un· 
binding itself-can measure up to this text for the invention of a 
criticism as a poetics of reading. As I was preparing for this session, 
I prowled a lot arouncl rhe relationships bcrween subjunctivir:y and 
subjectivity, these two moods or modes of subjugation, subjection, 
and subordination. I did so with the intention of proving rhar the 
apparently subordinated might of rhe subjunctive was potentially 
mightier [ m puissance plus puiwmre] , from a performarivc point of 
view, than rhar of the present indicative or the verb, therefore of 
the constativc, for example, of rhe verb "to be" in the this is, the �it 
is" of onlology, and therefore the: oncological icl1.-a of suhjccrivir:y or 
objcCliviry. For "mighl"' is the absolute performarivc. Any perfor� 
marive, any phantasmatic omnipotence of the perrormarive draws 
from rhe mighry power of this "mighr." Only an affection, the 
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affcCiive pan of an cvem, can remind ir of its limit. The subjunc­
tive is mightier, from rhe subordinate clause, than the ontological 
main clause. The onrological main clause is this Hthis is [cl-slj" cut 
short by rhc hatcher [hache] of H. C. H.C. is something other than 
the Hit is (cl-sr]" of the ontological main clause. Provoked imo in­
teresting myself in this subjunctive modaliry in a way I had never 
clone before, I 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. Por example, again 
he is not far off when, in fours de lim, the telephone 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 to the right, it's to the left, a little clearer, a little faster, this 
way [par ifll [New par.tgraph.-JO] 

In the meantime, I went on ahead. I have an inspiration� I follow 
her. She moves faster than we do. "Come on!" That's an order. Com­
ing from my most imperious life: . ?" 

Purrhcr on, on the other page, these two words appear: "the 
telephone," both on their own, on a single line. In rhe same 
movemem, sri\1 further, she is on the telephone (parlr au 
1illphonel. Bur she docs not speak on 1he telrphone, as one says 10 
speak on the ulepho,e. No, she really speaks 10 the telephone; she 
speaks in its direction [fl son admse], addresses it and says: "0 
telephone . . . .  " She even asks ir for forgiveness, for "telephone" 
not only rC"ptesenrs an 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 herself after accusing herself, equally blithely: 
of being sad being happy, and of dreaming. "Iff must accuse my· 
self, it's of committing dream5." 
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Let u s  now come back to where the magician who calls up tht 
namtas if by an enchantment has just said to us uWatch out": 

Now I call up rhc name. 
Watch out! 

[A big blank space of waiting, du:n a date, and here is the animal 
that had been announced.-JO] 

6 December 1936 
(Enur my undt Frtud) . 

. Here is the reason why one can love an animal: (beyond all the 
differences of organic development) we are next of kin by the same 
enchantment. I am really talking about the enchanting chant, this un­
limited sc:ntenccless willful language comparable to God's unknown 
language. So my uncle Freud thought. 

"'J'hat's why oli:en, while caressing)ofi, I caugh1 myself humming a 
melody that I know well although I am no musician . " 

The musician of rhis mchanting chant-the musician that the 
subject of utterance says he is not, although he is humming, as 
Freud would hum-is a male musician. Nor a female musician. 
We would have-a uuly infinite work-to deal with the truth of 
the sex of this masculine, like that of the author who is the daugh­
ter of the dead-fathers, 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, nicks, and subtleties-making all 
the more difficult or improbable a reading that would not make 
the same expenditure-and with reading comes the political strat­
egy that would instrumenraliu: this enchanting cham like a femi­
nist theorem or a philosophical thesis. 

That I would have the time to deal with it is rather unlikely. Bur 
one will not unbind the mighty power of the enchanting chant 
[puissance de l'mchamJ, in irs tongues, from the powers of sex­
ual difference, which, as a difference, but from both sides of the 
difference, is at work in this work as, to my knowledge, in none 
other, in no other work: the differential of might itself. At most, 
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im·potency faced with the very evem, and its affect. Beyond any 
performativc. 

Seven years before OR in Jourr d� /{m (1990), another scene of 
the "Now l am going . . . .  Watch out!" announced, like a number, 
the imminence of the stroke of the magic wand, the petformative 
operation whose technique will in a momenr, on the spot [tout d. 
l'h�ur�, sur /'heur�J. without delay, sttaightaway, like a fiat, make 
light and conjure up a character created, as in Genesis or in science 
liction, from nearly nothing, almost ex nihilo. l say "science lic­
rion" beca�. with all these telephones and this high·tech fed, her 
magic is also ahead of its times and connives with cyberlitcrature, 
with irs heroic specters or irs virtual idols. At the top of a page that 
will remain blank, one could already read in jourr de /'arr: 

Watch out, because the hour is going to sound. In three lines. I 
collect myself one last time. As before: a sepawion. Now I am going 
to open 1he door. Now I am going to 1urn on 1hc light. And you will 
sec. l 1urn it on: . . . �g 

After 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 
rhe other page. The character is simply called dearh, "my dearh," 
"thy death," "your death." I leave you with them. "Death [says the 
author of rhc play-JD] 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 at 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 Helene Cixous, hers, the one she restilies to and 
rhe one she experiments with. Everywhere she llSsays a mighry 
power of the "might," which might have nothing to do any ion· 
ger with rhe possible and with power. It would at least be older 
and younger than rhem, raking rhem and raking itself beyond the 
possible, beyond power, and their dynasty. As if this omnipotence 
were in league with the im·possible. h would do the impossible. It 
would therefore arrest to unpower, as well as to vulnerability and 
death-hence 1he magic of what, by a stroke of writing. does the 
impossible. 
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"Magich-now, that is a tempting word, a dangerous tempta­
tion to name rhis omnipotence. What would be at stake here, in­
voking rhe magical invocation, is not to describe a phantasm of 
animist and infantile omnipotence, nor occult incantations taken 
seriously by an obscuramist knowledge. On the contrary, a certain 
exploration, both theoretical and practical. of the \ener, the ukhne 
of a certain pragmatic, the performative force of the writing that 
we salute here, all this would be used as an experimental analyzer 
for rhe irrecusable effectiveness of such pha.nuumata, a Greek word 
thanks to which one would refer here to phantasms as well as ro 
dreams and their revenams, in accordance with the very usage of 
this term. It would then be the place of one: of these confronta­
tions with Freud, of which I can only indicate the necessity yet 
again as I am renouncing ir. 

Turned toward Uncle Freud, we could have sought to make 
things a linlc more complicated for him by puning rhis forward: 
so that might might make something come as much as ir mighr, 
is ir nor necessary, in the very agency of rhis mighty power of rhe 
''might" [du "puisse" ou de /a )uisse1, there where ir rakes its place, 
for desire to be able to reach where the distinction between phan­
ta.�m and rhe so-called acmal or external reality docs nor yet take 
place and has no place to be? Nm that this distinction is thereby 
discredited, far from ir, bur one would have ro rethink ir from rhis 
place where ir docs nor yet rake place. 10 rake this one example: 
in this place, where the mighty power of the "might" announces 
itself. rhc border would nor yet be secured between real seduction 
and rhe phantasm of seduction, this historical crux of freudian 
psychoanalysis. Where phantasmatic seduction does not work, it 
is because it is not powerful enough, the law of might being auto­
immune, grappling wirh the impossible, which singularly compli­
carcs marrers. 

Bur it is nor the X-ray of rhar particular Freud which seems ro 
me the most urgently called for. It would be rather the X-ray of 
the Freud who, for example in Totem and Taboo, devotes at least 
one chapter to "Animism, Magic, the Omnipotence ofThoughrs." 
This is the ride of chapter J: "Animismus, Magie rmd Allmacht der 



H. C. for Lift, That 15 to Say . .  

GedAnkm." More precisely, in this chapter, I would quickly x�ray 
three organic anicularions only in order to point out their prob­
lemadc snags or their opaque spms, that is to say, the very rhing 
that is nor self-evident and can be puz.zling, thus marking the limit 
of Freudian anal}'lliS, as well as, simultaneously, what in it remains 
ro come-and which I read in rhe mighry power pur ro work and 
signed by the hand of Freud's niece by marriage. In Toum and 
Taboo, he had rhus admitted owing rhe phrase "omnipotence of 
thoughts (Ailmacht der G'edAnlren)" 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 about a 
person in order m 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 begins on the same page as this note-which I thought I had 
to speak ill of elsewhere-on the alleged superiority of patriarchy. 
which appeals to reason, paternity being a fabrication of judgment 
(a legalfiCEion, as Stephen said in Ulyues),"" whereas, on the side of 
my living mother, I know perceptibly and without a doubt that she 
is and who she is. Lcr's leave it at that; that wa.� said elsewhere. It 
is in the vicinity of psychoanalytic na·ivete, the most widely shared 
thing in the world and in history,100 that Freud proposes to analyze 
his patient's feding of omnipotence. Although I am nor able to x­
rdy 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 rhc father's death, which is said to have played a determin­
ing role for the Rat Man, all of whose obsessions rend to make 
up not for the father's death but for parricidal wishes, so much so 
that whenever he said "beyond." jensrifl, in other words, "on the 
other side," Freud authori7.ed himself to translate as, I quote: "If 
my father was still alive." And The &u Man is nothing but a long 
clevelopmcnr insisting on the fact that love does not extinguish 
harrecl, quire the contrary, nor the care for life the death wish: for 
lift would be around here at the service of for de11th. In the same 
patient, according to the same logic, the one that would bring 
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about the infamile megalomania of the omnipotence of thought, 
Uncle Freud believes he can detect an unresolved conAict, namely 
rhe normal oscillation between man and woman as objects of love. 
It is the conAict in from of which, he says, one places the child by 
asking the famous question: "Who do you love best, Mummy or 
Daddy�" The oscillation rhen stays with him all life long, despite 
individual differences in the evolution of affective intensities and 
in rhe fixarion of final sexual goals. But normally this opposition 
soon loses the aspect of a neurral comradiction. It is no longer an 
inexorable alternative. A margin is created in order to satisfy the 
unequal demands of the two parries, the mother and the father, 
although in the normal man himself the depreciation of persons 
of a given sex always goes wgerher with a proportionately higher 
esteem for persons of the opposite sex. We brieRy saw how the 
question uWho do you love best, Mummy or Daddy?" was dealt 
with, dealt with again by her, not far from the Introduction to Nar­
ciJJi.sm, as well as the question "Your dead father, would you like 
it if he wasn't?" whose answer ul cannot look . . .  in the face." But 
let's leave that aside; I had announced rhru problematic snags and 
three opaque areas in the Freudian analysis of the uomnipotence 
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 an. 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 (Ailmacht der Geti4nkm) conrinues 
to be exercised. lr has been kept up (�rhaltm g�blitbm) to this very 
day. One is right to compare the artist to a magician (Zaubtm), 
he says, and to speak of art's magic (ZAubtrder Kunst). Before that, 
Freud had distinguished several phases in the psychical develop­
ment of humankind: an animist phase, which, as far as chronology 
and cements are concerned, would corr�pond to a "narcissism" or 
ro an infantile megalomania, then a "ligious phase, which would 
correspond ro the object choice ( Objtkr:ftndunt) and would be 
characterized by the child's attachment to its parents, and last the 
scientific phase, the phase ofuknowledge" (wiJJtnschaftlicht Ph4It). 
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h is then maturity, the time when one gives up the pleasure prin­
ciple, adjusts to rhe object's reality in the external world, from rhe 
point of view of reason, of (especially psychoanalytic) science and 
philosophy. In this last pha.�e, one would give up the animist or 
religious omnipotence of rhoughr, one would resign oneself to 
death. One would acknowledge it. 

Wirhout so much as smiling ar such evolutionist scienrism, 
which is ar once coarse, dated, but also full of indisputable com­
mon sense, one may wonder what this exception of an as magic 
means. Why did an nor disappear, if it still survives? And why 
must Freud hesirarc ro rurn an's magic into a mere animist rem­
nant, the residue of a "narcissism"? Why does he draw back from 
this issue of arr? There arc ar lcasr rwo signs that testify ro this 
failure: on the o"e 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, uadidonal concept of an, which would be at once 
an "illusion" (ir is Freud's word: an "illusion" that produces ef­
fects of the affect [Affiknvirkmrgm] "as if it were something real" 
["ab wfiu es nwm Realel'J) and, as an illusion, purely and simply 
a representational and reproductive mimicry. This dearly appears 
in rhe long embarrassed note devored to Reinach's book, L'Art et 

/11 ma.gie, in which an is considered solely in irs represemational, 
mimetic, illusion-producing form (from the so-called primitive 
painters onward, who left on the cave walls representations of 
beasts of prey thar rhey feared or wanted to exorcize, etc.).101 If, 
as Freud says, an was originally something other than "art for an's 
sake" but first served tendencies toward magical efficacy that arc 
extinct roday, why would he persevere? Anyway, who said that an 
had to be essentially "arr for arr's sake"? Moreover, Freud acts as 
if, first of all, "effects of the affect" were nor real events, as if rhe 
"as if" had no real effecl. Whar Freud seems mangely ignorant 
of, which comes down to misunderstanding nonrepresentational 
art--or nonconstative an, productive an, the poictic dimension 
of art-is the knowledge and power of language in general, in rhe 
order of psychoanalysis in panicular, on rhe side of lhe analysr and 
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of the analysand, of theory, pracdce, and the analytic institution, 
where performative power acts and produces always according to 
ways that are at once rational, technical, and magical The effect, 
both affective and effeclive, of a per formative is always magical in 
appearance. It always operates as if by an enchamment. In practice 
and in theory, in technique-in parricular, that of psychoanalysis. 
Who better than Freud himself at once showed it, illustrated it, 
and ignored it? I think that, on rhis poim as well as on orhers, it is 
always by recalling him to himself that his niece could ruthlessly 
criticize and mock him. 

B. Second snag. There is something more interesting in Freud's 
half-baked theory about the omnipotence of thoughts (at least 
in Totem and Jdboo, for what he senses in his texts on telepathy 
would be more troubled, more troubling, more daring). Whereas 
he ha:.: just reduced the phantasm of the omnipotence of thoughts 
to narcissism, to infantile megalomania, to animism and irs tech­
nique, magic (Die Uchnik des Animismlls, die Magie, he says), 
r:reud thinks it necessary to specify that the presuppositions 
( Vorarmnzungm) of magic arc more originary and more ancient 
(1mpriinglichrr und iilter) than the doctrine of spirits (the theory 
of ghosts: G'eisterkhre), which forms the kernel of animism. There 
would therefore be a pre-animism. Freud then evokes the rheory 
and the book by Marett, Pre-animistic Religion, and proposes to 

call it "animatism" (Animntismus). This animatism is nor a mere 
belief in the spirits of the dead. Ir is something like a theory of 
living, of being-alive, oflivingness (vivanu],102 of universal being­
for-life (Lehre von du allgemeinm Bekbtheit), which JankClCvitch 
senior somewhat excessively translates as "universal hylo7.oism," 
referring to rhe docrrinc that lends life, zoe, to everything, in par­
ticular ro so-called inorganic, dead matter (hyk), so that everything 
would be life, including the apparent nonlife of matter deprived 
of breath. Freud docs not quite say this, even though what he sug· 
gests more or less comes down to the same thing: the Belebtheil 
of livingness (vivanu) or of liveliness (vivacirl), the live-ance of 
being in life (levivemcnt de l'itre m vie] ("I live . . . .  I am the place 
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of revival," she says),10J this reviviscence of life would be the ele· 
m.enr, the only one, a universal element, since it has no limits or 
no other side: there is no side for nonlife. Now what does Freud 
say about the prc·animistic or "animaristic" experience of this uni­
versal Bekbthl'itdeprived. of another side What docs he say about 
the experience of this Btkbtheit, which is not life in inanimate 
things bur the always living experience of all that enters the field 
of this life? What docs he say about che experience, which can 
only encounter the life that it is, that it lives, its life, even when it 
has to do with the nonliving, when an eschacology is announced, 
an experience of the extreme last, of the last cxtremiry, for which 
the death drive itself would be for lift? And even the tendency 
roward nirvana? What does he, freud, say about this animaristic 
pre·animism? Well, nothing. He says there is nothing to say, or 
that rhere is very linlc to say about this pre·animism, almost norh· 
ing else (wenig mehr), at least from experience (au.r der Erfohnmg. 
a point forgotten by the French translation). What experience is 
he speaking of? h is very simple in his mind: of anrhropo-cthno­
logical experience. One has yet to encounter a people lacking any 
represenration of spirirs ( 6�i.stervorstellun!), rha1 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 i t  
docs not say. It says or implies that any people, as  a people. any 
culture known and determined by experience, has irs own Gl'istl'r­
''orsullung, a theory of revenants, and determines itself as the cui· 
turc of a people as it determines an originary Bekbtheit and gives 
it a specific figure, that is to say as it populates and populates itself 
with spectral representations: there is no culture without unheim­
lich specrraliry. wichour an organi7.ation of haunting. h is very in· 
tcrcsting and fruitful, but what heud does not say as he says rhat 
is what this universal FJelebrheir-which is not yet culturally deter· 
mined as an animism, which, unlike animism, is not yet about to 
become, or is not already, a religion of the dead in their surviving 
ghosrs-can be, will have been, could have been, in potentiality 
[en puimmce]; a Be/ebtheir of which we can say nothing by anthro­
pological, culturalist, or ethnological experience, and whit:h is nor 
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even a philosophical docuint (as is hylozoism, which the French 
translation talks about), but a quasi-originary Bekbrh�itrhar must, 
if nor present itself, at least announce itself to some prt-empirical 
or pre-positive experience. 

Well, it is this ex:periencc that, according to me, writes and ana­
lyzes itself, maybe �p�rimmn its�lf one should say, each time that 
in the life and works of Htli:ne Cixous rhe mighry power of the 
"might" is at work, that is ro say is being tested, as a work of life, 
as living, or, subjuncrively, as "oh, that life be lived, for life [vive­
ment k vivre, pour Ia vieJ." Experience means the performativity of 
a writing that travels and crosses the continental distances at full 
speed and on all possible rhyrhms (which "expcrienccn or "experi­
mentation" or even "expertise," or Erfohnmg, means). This signed 
experience does what it says; it puts this Bekbrheit to work and to 
the rest, tries it out: ro see, out or a living desire and an experimen­
tal curiosity, by provoking the event, by making-letting it happen, 
before any philosophical, scitnrilic, or cuhural thesis on being as 
liCe 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 Bekbrheit, which makes and analyzes rhe phan­
tasm, which makes and analyzes birth, is nor a position on the 
essence of being as life. The life of this Bekbth�it is not, ir is not 
an "entity (itantJ"; ir is a mighry power of rhe "mighrn without 
another side, without a contrary. Death is neither unknown nor 
denied nor avoided; it represenr5 a great character of this literamre, 
bur it is simply nor a contrary and another opposite side of living. 
a yonder or a beyond. 

This being said, and signed, in (the) place of what Uncle Freud 
leaves unsaid, but not against him. For in a way rhe deployment 
of this poetico-performarive, magical might does have to do with 
rhe mosr originary narcissism that Freud thinks he can recog­
nize at rhe origin of rhc "omnipotence of thoughts. n The om­
nipotence of thoughr is narcissistic, it is this tautology of absolute 
speed we were talking abour, the econo·meto-homonymy of liv­
ing life, which, a moment ago, could only say "me," �mine"-but 
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one should not get carried away with speed and hasren ro believe 
one knows what narcissism is and means. Narcissism has no con· 
crary, no other side, no beyond, and love for the other, respect for 
the other, self-denial in favor of rhe orher do nor interrupt any 
narcissistic movement. Beltbtheit is narcissistic, life lets itself be 
lived and outlived in accordance with originary narcissism. One 
must love oneself living in order 10 love the mher. 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 eiTect of 
language, almost a play on words, in the Metamorphoses (,. 'Ecquis 
adm?' et 'atkst' responderat Echo . . ". " . voce 'veni!' magna 
clnmat: vocat i/IB vocamem").104 To love the other as oneself sup­
poses the relcrachycardic unlimitedness of narcissistic might. The 
mightier narcissism is, the more it loves the other. And in order 
to love rhe orher as oneself more than oneself (introjection and 
incorporation), this surplus of might is needed, always more of 
it, this more than possible rhat is rhe mosr impossible. (Here, as 
Angeli us Silesius says, das Obenmmiiglichste ist miiglich, which can 
be translated in two different ways: either rhc most impossible 
is possible, or else the more than impossible is possible; it all de­
pends on the stroke of genius and how good it is at making excess, 
Ubtr, tremble between 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 Helene Cixous, in hcr-life·her-works? I could say 
that, apart from myself. That's why she and I 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 I have therefore jusc said, aparr from myself, 
I could prove that this is a necessarily universalizablc maxim for 
whoever knows what to oricnr oneself 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 rhe left hand: on the 
onr hand, 011 the other hand. Like the French grammar of such an 
undccidably autobiographical sentence as "1 write (to) myself Ue 
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milcrisJ" or "We write ourselves I each other [nous now lcrivonsJ" 
all the time. But let's leave it at that; that would still be like talk­
ing about oneself. 

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

C. The third snag, the rhird problematic task in rhis passage 
from Totem and Taboo, brings us back again to her, to her work. 
Scarcely further, after he has jusr fallen silent about the pre-ani­
mism of Belebtheit, Freud narrates something like the arrival of 
the side, that is to say, of rhc limir that, in the sacrifice and ac­
knowledgment of death. puts a stop to narcissism and death, but 
precisely where there is no limit or orher side. He calls char "ne­
cessity," in Greek, Anankt. Now, in the movement he rhus ana­
lyLes, what seems to me ro be most original here, and for us mos1 
striking and most nttessary, pn:cisely, is that he allows a double, 
apparemly conrradicrory or undecidable gesture: to know and ac­
knowledge [connaim u "ronnaim] Anank�. that is to say death, is 
ro deny ir at the same time. At the same time, in the same move­
ment, on the spot [sur 11mm!. To acknowledge is m deny [dlnierJ 
or to renege [ renini. To acknowledge is not to acknowledge. Con­
versely, not ro acknowledge, ro deny, to renege, is to acknowledge, 
I will say de-negate [de-renier]. In the enigma of this acceptance of 
death. of this knowledge that acknowledges (Anerkenmm� death, 
bur of this re-cognizing knowledge [connairsance re-connairsante[ tZS 

negation and of rhis negation m denial f dinlgation], Verlmgnen, in 
this acknowledgment rhar denies and misunderstands [mlconnait] 
what it knows and re-cognizes [re-connair] , well, chis is where the 
side, the other side of the life without sides, precisely takes itself 
away. One should then think denial (dlnlgation], which to rhis 
day remains unthought in that respect, from Ananlt� and from rhe 
gesture of the body that surrenders to A11ank�. Such is rhe one and 
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double gesture (mit tkn�lbm Gmt, says Freud), such is the gtstw 
that must be made and interpreted-and gesture is a very power­
ful, very rich word, which seems ro me appropriate here for the 
rhearrical, generative, and performative scope of the writing of the 
body we are talking about, I'll come back ro that straightaway. Let 
us listen to Freud speaking about this "same gesture" (mit dnulbtn 
Gmt): 

. . .  man's first theoretical achievement (dif ersu throrttischr 
l.rimmg dn Mrmchm)-the creation of spirits (dir Schiipfimg der Gris­
"0 .  

Freud uses two different words, Lrishmgand SchOpfimg, to indi­
cate clearly that this theory has been a productive and constitutive 
operation, LeiSlung, as an ex nihilo creadon, SchOpfimg, which ca.n 
equally be an arristic creation: phantoms arc creatures of men and 
of works of an, and these creations are theoretical by themselves. 
The production of the spectral is rheorcric, rhc phantasmal or 
phamasmatic visions arc theorems and theatrical theorems. 

Thus man's first theoretical achievement (dir rnu throrttisdu &is­
tung drs Mmschrn)-thc creation of spirits (dir Schiipfimg drr G"ril­
trf}-scems to have arisen from rhe same source (au,- drrsrlbm Qurlk) 
as the first moral restrictions [siulichm Brschrii11Jumgm: the source of 
creation is thus a limitation, a border-JDJ to which he was subject<.'<.! 
[tor sich unurwirfi: literally sul>jecrs himself, subjecrivates himself, 
subservcs to--JDI-rhc observances of taboo [dir 7iJbuvorrchriftm: 
the prescriptive or prohibitive writings of rhe prohibiting law: cre­
ation creates the revenant and phanrasmatic th<.-ory by subscribing, by 
subordinating itself to its own limiting prescription-JDJ. The fact 
that they have rhe same origin (Glrichluit d�s Ursprungs) need nor 
imply, however, rhar they arose simultaneously [ Gl�ichuitigluit du 
Entstthun� therefore, from rhe same birthplace they do nor become 
cstablish<.-d or do nor emerge ar the same timt."-hencc what is called 
history, all the histories u( morality, religion, science and technique, 
ctc.-JD). If the survivors' position in relation to the dead was re­
ally what firsr caused primirivc man 10 reR1.'Cr and compelled him to 
hand over some of his freedom of acrion, then tbesc cui [Ural products 
would constitute a fit10t acknowledgment (Anrrkmnunf) a( Avo:vten, 
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which oppos�s human narcissism (which is opposed to it, which 
thwarts it, witft.mtzi-}DJ. Primitive man would rhus be submining 
to the supremacy of death [th� superior might of death: Ohm111uht dn 
Todn-JDI with the same g�ture (mit dt-n�lhm Gmt) with which he 
.sttmecl to be denying ir (durch dit tr di�un zu �rltugnm sch�int).101 

ti
���� foll�;:ing sentence begins: "If we had the courage to con� 

Freud did not say that this gesrure consists in acknowledg� 
ing and d�nying at thr samr timr, bur rhat the acknowledgment 
of Anankt, of what is eff�ctive, takes place in the same gesture 
through which rhe firsr man seems ro deny ir. He does nor deny, 
since he acknowledges, but he seems to deny; it is as ifhe denied 
what he acknowledges. This same gesrure comes ro the same rhing 
without doing so, and i t  is in the direction of this "as if" that 
we should have the courage ro continue. It is, for example, the 
courage of this immense, thoughtful poem called Anank(, whose 
richness so overwhelms me that I hardly dare touch on it. Besides, 
Anankt 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 irsc:lf and the first name of love: 

"Do you haut rht couragt!' my friend said, and straightaway I said 
":p5," and the first name of love was: "Yer I will yts." Do it . 

{Would that you mighr what follows, ar least umii:-JD] 
I had the courage bur I felt apprehensive, such an event only hap· 

pens once.la7 

Courage is not the opposite of fear, and Anank.!-deals with, and 
weaves together, aU rhese questions: courage is rhc courage of what 
she also calls "the question," that of the "most real name of my 
Necessity," and "the question" is Eve. Anank.!-puts into play and 
on stage again all the elephantasms of incorporation and intra� 
jection, and especially Narcissus-not only from Zur Einfohrung 
tks Narzissmw, called by i[S name in Lrs Commtncemtrm ar the 
moment of the aforesaid "6rsr question" ( .. Who do you love best, 
Mummy or Daddy?"), 108 bur Narcissus himself, of whom it is said 
rhar one must (it is a subrirle) "light against Narcissus with seven 
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fears." A subchapter that opens wirh a scene in which recognition 
llJ avoidance, avoidance in recognition (what rakes place around 
here again, after all), are named by their names at the arrival of 
narcissus (with a small lcner, like the flower) : 

� This is why you ruog11iu him" -always avoided-the pursuer, 
"11othing in th� wor/J cou/J havr avoidrd him" . . . it was narcissus, no 
doubt, and I couldn't place him . I couldn't recognize myself.10'J 

Bur one must read everything, of course, lener by lener: I ill� 
ueat everything by thus selecting and chopping with unforgivable 
violence. Unable to do justice to this book, as to the other fifty 
in fact, in such conditions I merely underline something of what 
I decided a moment ago to name her g�sture 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 
binh: gestio means to be carried away with desire, to burn with 
desire, and geSio means to carry, and g�Siari to be carried, to travel; 
and her expcrilous, experimental experience, rhe dangerous jour­
ney ( Gefohr, Fahren). the expert crossing of her experience (Er­
fohrunD, her experimentation, her test of originary Be/ebtheit, are 
gestures and an experience, operations and an opus, a purring to 
work, which hold together and are held by rhe right dovetailing 
of experimental technique (always a bir ironic: one must do it just 
ro sec, to try it out) and of magic, knowledge, know-how, and 
enchantment, at the point where, for the opposirionless narcissism 
of Belebrheit, there is no longer any contradiction between the ex­
perience of magic and the experimentation of the most objective 
rechno-scicnce. For example, all the experiences or experiments of 
rhe telephone and of telepathy arc at once magical and purely tech­
nical, even cybernetic and transgenic. Her work would be rrans­
gcnic at the point where, beyond genres, it crosses genealogies in 
order to produce new bodies, bur also because it docs so according 
ro rhe mighty power of a language rhar stretches beyond the natu­
ralness of the generic, beyond rhe calculable program of a genome. 
In this place, from which her work springs, and to which it points 
[oU poim son oeuvre, u qu'rlk pointe] , the alleged disenchantment 



H. C. for Lifo, That Is to Say . 

of rhe world (Entzaubmmg du Writ), which has been dinned into 
our cars since Max Wcbcr110 and which opposes magic to tech­
nique, may no doubt have a lot of sense and pertinence up to this 
poim bur it loses any pointed relevance. Like the opposition be­
tween faith and knowledge. And the point where this opposition 
appears, can be rhought, determined-and annulled-is rhe point 
where she enchants technique that has remained technique, where 
she thinks and writes. No disrincrion then can hold any longer 
between magic and technique, faith and knowledge, and so on. 
The one and the orhcr arc might, I am not saying they are capablr 
of might but I'd like m say. I wish that they might might (puisscnt 
Ia puimmcr] . Even before having to decide between phamasms of 
the omnipotence of thought and an eiTective might, it would have 
been necessary ro think might itself, both the might of thought 
and the thought of might, the thinking of thought as might. This 
takes place before and so that the phantasm goes out and meets [0 
/A rmcomrt" de] the other, an other of the phantasm that is always 
fortuitous [dr rt"ncomrr], met by chance [croisr1 rather than com­
manded, rad1er than ordrnd, by appointment. 

That's what happens around here. A5 we will verify, what hap­
pens here, in the gest of this experience, is nor something else or 
the opposite of the impossible or, if you prefer, of impotence. This 
remains a thought of the Enlightenment beyond the Enlighten­
mcm. That's why, in spire of all the magic, rhe enchanting chant, 
and the charm of this experience, I never have the feeling, on my 
side at least, of any morbid witchcraft, any obscurantist or occult 
rhaumarurgy, nor of any irrational bewitchment [mvoUrrmmt]. 
Even the word mvoiiumrnt, when she uses it, and if you really 
fC'ad her, docs not simply mean "bewitchment." For example, in 
the chapter from Mmir entitled "E.tats d'aoU.t," the word mvoiitt'­
mmt is only one of rhe musical measures in a symphony in out 
(toult' [all], roujours [always] , au mois d'aoii1 [in rhe momh of Au­
gusr], douu [doubt], doutaimi [doubted], rrdouter [redoubt], rllr 
dotuait de son doutr (she doubted her doubt]): the bewitchment 
is also the bewitching return, every year, of rhese syllables, me [k 
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, I would have resurreC£cd, under fearures thar would have left 
it both similar and unrecognizable, Gorgias' hymn to Helen. NO[ 
Saint Georges's but Gorgias'. I would have reinterpreted what, in 
1his encomium of Helen, Gorgias says about the power of per­
sua�ion of the logoi, of speech a.� might (speech is a great dynast, 
he says: logos dunastes meg as min). Gorgias cautions us especially 
against diverting this might into witchcraft magic 

God-inspire-d enchantments (ai gar tntheoi dia logOn rpOidm) 
through 5pecches induce pleasure and reduce sorrow. lly intercourse 
with the soul's belief, the mighty power of the enchantment (t dll-
1/amis us tpOidn) seduces and persuades her and moves by son.:cry 
[foscinmion]. "!Wo arts of sorcery and magic (goruias dr /{(li magrias 
dissai ukhnat) have been discovered; they arc deviacions of the soul 
and deceptions of IJelief. . So what reason is there against Hdcn 
having been surprised by a charm (a song, a hymn, unmos, an in(;3nta­
tionP1u 

Further, evoking the mighty power of discourse (tou logou J,. 
namis) again, he denounces those words that, between the dif­
ferent, beneficial or evil, species of pharmakon, sometimes act as 
bad pharmaceutical substances, adulterate and bewitch the soul 
(psukh�n tphamrakrrwm kai rxrgorttusa.n). But I would have regis­
tered in my anamorphosis rhar this perversion, rhis corruptibility 
nlUst always remain possible in order to allow benediction to run 
its course. 

Since we arc in Troy and my palinode begins an encomium of 
/·Jelen� once again, ycr as if ir were for the first rime, ir is perhap:.: 
the place to recall Stesichorus' palinode here. Plato recalls ir in rhc 
Ph11edrus (143 a b). Like Homer, Srcsichorus (hrst half of the sixth 
century) had spoken ill of Helen. In short, he had reproached her 
wich her an of substitution: she was supposed to have indulged in 
multiple loves and marriages. Stesichorus had lied and he became 
blind. Bur since he was culrivated 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 m say, a song in a difrerent key to mean also 
a recantation through which one goes right back, goes back over 
what one has said, goes back in the opposite sense bur also by be-­
ginning again with the beginning, which palin means, one picks 
up again right from the beginning, ar the point when one nearly 
lied or betrayed. As soon as he had rhus sung this palinode, Stai­
chorus recovered his eyesight. In his palinode, his recantation, the 
one by which he acknowledged and confessed his mistake, one 
could hear the sound of rhese words: 

oukm'rrumoslogo10u1ios 
oud(bm rn nrosin rusrlmois 
oud iltro pt'rgamn li-oias 

There is no !ruth in this language (this language is not numos: 1ruc, 
proper, appropriate-he has li�-d) 

No, thou didst not srcp onto rhc well-decked vessels 
No, thou didsr not come to rhe castle ofTroy! 

As he was recanting, Sresichorus saw fir m add rhar it was not 
Helen but her ghost, Helen's ghost (E/en}s eidOlon), who followed 
Paris to Troy and for whom the madmen foughr in Troy. (Plato 
makes it clear in rhe Rtp11blic 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 rhar, in one of my earlier beginnings, 
while quoting from OR, we had just heard about life and might, 
just as omnipotence will be ar issue in a moment: 

These are lives of power, ar grear depths, unsubjew:d to the 
clock . .  

Now [o� you know rhar 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 chance felicities [hmrr et bonhrurs] of the signifier or, 
in the heart of a father's earth and georgic name, but also, that 
way, the delicate work of a watchmaker goldsmith, which would 
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require cen[Uries of deciphering rhrough the homonymic, dissyn� 

00ymic, and synonymic mechanism of the letter. 

These arc lives of power, at great depths, unsubjccted to the clock, 
which hang by a thread, like all lives of this kind. Apparently a great 
sobricry but, on the contrary, in the body and in the head, an iron 
constitution is needed to bear the fleeting touch of eterniry violently 
brushing against you.1 12 

This "fleering touch of eternicy" is an anticipation or a recall: 
the experience of eternicy is in no way foreign to the mighcy power 
of rime; it also experiments with an art of speed, it tries out an 
art of lifting [vol] (in rhe sense of the fortive robber adept ar steal� 
ing very quickly, in an inS(ant, before time could lind the time 
m rurn back, but a1so in the sense of the flight {vo� and the flap� 
ping wing). An an of flying and thieving this fleeting touch of 
crernicy is, yes, an art of the aerial movement, of what holds itself 
alofr wirh a single breath or a single flap of the wing, at rhe mo� 
ment when the angelic, secret wing of eternity comes to caress 
you, for this is also an art of caressing, and etcrnicy touches us, 
in this "fleering rouch ofererniry," barely touches you, without us 
touching on eternicy, 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 flapping wings" of Rilke's angel (mit 
ftrnen, mit F/iigelschliigen). Now this "fleeting touch of eternicy� 
at the speed of time, I would like to see it transmute in a flash, 
without roo much arri6ce, into "bonds ofimmona1icy" a few lines 
furrhcr down. "We manufacture bonds of immorralicy," she says. 
In the meantime, and that would justify my aero- or ethero-dy­
namic reading of the "fleeting touch of eternicy," 6gures she calls 
stunrmen, who hold on ro one another by the thread of a letter, 
are seen flying through the air. 

They come and go on the void provided they are weighted with a 
letter. A piece of paper. Prefer.tbly recent. Everyrhing in history hangs 
on speech. Doctors would say so: sometimes one dies for a word, for 
a word one does not die, one waits, sometimes in the middle of a 
sentence, always for a sentence, one is lost, saved. 
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This is, ar least in this passage, one of the firsr salutations ro the 
word "saved [sauv()." Now it will rebound, yes, the letter of this 
word is awaiting us, it will rebound to rhc lcncr on the facing page 
("Ar rhe sighr of the envelope, one is saved already") . With this 
doctor's quotation ("Douors would say so: sometimes one dies for 
a word . . .  "), you know, if you have read OR, that a reference is 
made to the paradigm of Georges and of rhe death of the farber. 
A paradigm that would be enough, if one so wished, to reveal the 
original crossing of this book, OR, wirh rhe grear modern filiation, 
that of the phthisical or consumptive space of literature, adding 
rhis singular masterpiece ro the flowers of consumptive evil. Tu­
berculosis and asthma: Kafka, Mann, Proust, Blanchet. Bur just 
rime enough ro bring ro mind a whole srream of questions: What 
is a reftrmce (I have just said: "A reference 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 rhc death of 
the father? Especially if "no dead person has ever said rhcir lasr 
word,"lll 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 nexr ro last word� The critics and rheorists of lirerarure who, 
in academia or in periodicals of all kinds, would like to know rhe 
meaning and rhe reference, rhc whar and the who of this book­
and of so many others-had bener learn ro relearn everything. 

Here are now, following after the "fleeting touch of eternity," 
rhe "bonds of immorraliry": 

Afrer a while, like all words the thread gets worn (rhe rhread of 
the stummcn, I suppose, and the wire of rhe funambulists, and ir is 
always rhe finitude of time-JD]. Ir is the human paradox: we manu­
facture bonds of immortality. They work. During an indeterminate 
length of rime, immortality is guaranteed. (Finite, provisional im­
morrality.-JD] But one must re<:kon with the innumerable forces 
of Death. The latter does not remain inactive. h persecutes politically 
morally professionally it comes near the body dangerously.11� 

This last sentence, alone, which acknowledges the persecuting 
work of Death, with D capitalized, a breath-raking persecution I 
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will speak abour again, is wrinen in one snake, wid'lout punctua­
tion, without allowing rime w 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-o-n-d-s; if I dared, I would 
change their spelling to "bounds," b-o-u-n-d-s, in order to make 
rhis bon mot also sound, volens no/em, like the incredible bound 
that a standing jump into immortality can rake away [en/ever] 
from time, rhus itself soaring [stnltvan� mightily from the ground 
of rime, where it rakes off, at one go, soaring, rising [s'!levmJtj, 
taking Righr [s'mvolnmj, lifting itself away (st vol.:tm] in a single 
bound, raking time, taking rime from rime, lifting [vol-In� ir from 
time, ourspeeding time, for rhar takes rime, raking all the rime it 
needs, because time is lacking, the time to rake time by surprise, at 
one go [dim coupj. at a single glance [d'un seul coup d'oei� (Ar�gm· 
blick) or with a single flap of the wing [dim sml cor�p d'nile] , "fleer­
ing rouch of eternity": we will be immorraJ in a moment bur only 
the time of the bound, and even also, to speak one of her many 
tongues, English, the immorral rime of a bond, b-o-n-d, of a tie, a 
promise, a commirmcm, of an "engagement" for lifo, that is to say, 
the whole of life but also in favor of life, of an acr offairh in 6ding 
[filmce] , "would rhar might might [la.puisse ln puissance] ," the rime 
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 HC:lCne Cixous, 
bur rhis rime writing the verb with an e at 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, reward bene­
diction. With a feline bound, like a cat or like a tiger. The bondin: 
of HCICne Cixous would have the mighty powers or the virtues of 
a benediction. How so? 

On the opposite page, facing us, therefore, here is 6rst, in order 
to put the "bonds ofimmorraHry" back into circulation, to narrate 
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and literalize rhis bondirt'ofblessed immonaJiry, the anticipatcdjeo 
vis, a "je vis des kttm (I live on I saw lerrers]," which, as a generaJ 
mono of Helene Cixous's would do, designates rwice at once: the 
mono 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 Rap 
of the wing above epistolary order, literally the literality of all the 
leuers of the alphabet: writing itself. 

Now here, and again I must interrupt the bounding leap, I must 
immobili1.e the image-and the hand still trembles as it carves out 
shadows and figures, and underlines must [il faut] three times: 

I live on I saw leuers. One cannot ask for them. As they arc graces, 
they must arrive. For them to be graces, they must arrive when they 
mus1: ar the last minute. I myself cannot predict the last minute. For 
it always comes upon us without warning. Bur your letter arrives just 
before. 

These three times "must [i/ [au�" 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 leuers are the events, the very 
figures of rhe event, like the a"ivant:. like the letter, the event is a 
thing "ITUl.lk to arrive." The omnipotence of the "might" is brought 
to bear above aJI else on rhe 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 sim:e it mwt arrive, and 
when it must. 

But then what are the graces rhus granted ("For them to be 
graces, they musr arrive when they must: 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 granrcd have the grace of a 
meaning thar disseminates itself at the muhiple crossings of its 
genealogy. Graces give 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 I 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 [quand 
on foit grt1ce ou quand on gracie)-for example, a man sentenced to 
death. Now here grace gives in all senses, it gives birth but it also 
pardons by a sovereign act of grace, ir grants life by interrupting 
dying [mourance], it lifts the sentence and li1erally 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 hrsr rime, life for life. In order to begin approaching what, 
it seems to me, remains to be thought of what I call "life for life" 
here, one must surrender, yes, surrender, and all the genius of the 
address lies in rendering o11tsel{and surrendering [se rendre], an­
other unuanslatable verb: in French st rendre is to give oneself up 
10, to abandon oneself to, to give oneself over, to give oneself, un­
conditionally, but also to know where to betake oneself, to know 
where one goes, and ro go there, ro know how to gain the address: 
10 surrender is to gain-a terrifying rrurh. k I was saying, in or­
der ro begin approaching uuth-what, it seems to me, remains ro 
be thought, which I call "life for life" here--one must surrender 
or render oneself to the alliance of these rwo graces, in rwo senses, 
according to rwo gracious virtues of grace, that of the gift or of 
choreography (the noun without a verb) and thal which, in con­
cord with [accordle R] the act of the transitive verb, pardons some­
one, grants [accorde] life and saves the other at the last moment. 
And for life. Besides, we already had to suspend this distinction 
hcrween the noun and the verb: the nominaliza1ion of 1hc 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 lifo, even of resurrecting through the 
appellation of the proper noun-and that is grace that pardons. 
You could have read an example of it on the ncxr to last page of 
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OR-from which I quote a few lines without any commentary 
at all, even where I am sure that cemuries 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 the middle 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 dear. 
Here arc, rhen, on a cerrain date, at a certain address, the two 
graces in one, at the last minute, on rhe next to last page: 

I am now thrown backward in rhe opposite direction. In the next 
blast I catch an envelope . .  

There had already been blasts; they had blown [soufflerl previ­
ously in the same paragraph. which itself came after a paragraph 
naming rhe "viral breath (soujjlel of the book." A blast, therefore, 
an irreplaceably powerful word, which also tells of the overthrow­
ing power of a rainy wind; this word travels at the speed of the 
wind, in a flurry (en coup dr vmt] . Remember, a few pages earlier, 
it was already the wind: "My life depends on my address Ut vis 
d'adresu]" was followed, precisely to explain and describe rhe ad­
dress, by an allusion to this skillful movemellt of address, which 
consists in going like the wind and faster rhan the wind, in gaining 
speed over the wind and doing so in one word ("to ross the word 
over rhe wind," she says), as if rhe word, in one word, gained in 
speed on the wind, gained on the wind at rhe SPfed oflighr which 
makes visible without delay. So she said, a few pages earlier: "My 
life depends on my address. To ross the word over rhe 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, 
therefore arrives before arriving, at the moment when the word has 
just left: it arrives while leaving. The letter comes in front of me 
before the wind. Before rhe wind, it comes upon me. I resume my 
quotation about the last-minute blast, on the next ro last page: 

I am now thrown backward in the opposite direction. In the nexr 
blasr I catch [�catch" once again: �he catches all the time-JD] an 
envelope. I open it-the date is April 11, 1935. The fin;r sentence rakes 
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me. h is a force. It carries me away in rhree words beyond any appre­
hension. I was nor expecting such a grace . 

A grace that is given to her, no doubt, the gift and the unex­
pected salvation that at the last minute saves the man senrenccd 
ro death in a sovereign manner. Bur first and foremost, grace also 
as rhe very beauty of the lener or of the first sentence of rhe lener. 
Grace is not only what it receives as a last-minute gracious gift:, the 
gift: of life, bur the character, the property, rhe form, rhe essence 
of what it is given and what is in itself, like a letter, like this sen­
renee, a grace. Which she is indeed going to analrre and describe 
straightaway. I resume and conrinue my quotation: 

I was nol expecting such a grace. Such proportions. A fearful sym­
mc!ry. The bearing of this apparition. lr is a 1hing ofbeaury. The no­
biliry of 1his syntax, 1he uprightness of this adjusted step. hs rhythm 
is familiar 10 me it is chat of the ancient affirmation of being. What a 
neal inflexible thing led in the brighrness of an obedience to rhe Idea 
of Good. One can sense rhe rigor of rhe subj<.-ct of enunciarion, a taste 
for the merer. This is a model. 

Beyond what it says, the sentence takes off and draws the Begin­
ning the Body and the End in pure �pace. At the sight of rhis figure, I 
feel the joy of vital assent. How b<.-:1111iful you are, I cried our . . .  1 : 1  

Vital asscnr: how beamiful you are, sentence, figure, life, life 
for life, livdy (vivemmtj. 0 rhar there be life [ vivement Ia vie) . 
�or life for life against death, life in exchange for death, life for 
Jearh (we are aJso following rhe paradigm of the father sentenced 
to death, a paradigm according ro which everything subsrirutes 
itself in accordance with the great genius of subsrimrion), bur life 
for life. Besides, rhe grace that, by the grace of the letter, pardons 
rhe farber, albeit after his Jearh. still obeys two kinds of logic. This 
is very well explained in a passage from OR that, once again, liter­
ally ahcrnarcs between "on the one hand [d'un cOtt] . . .  " and "bur 
on the other hand [maiJ dim aun-e cOu1 . ". 

On rhe one hand [1hcse arc her words-JDJ . . . .  in the hallucina­
rory projcnion . . .  , my father would be in my dc:sire. . . 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 possibilicy of this other prescncc.116 

In other words, what I 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 ro you abour is this musical inAection 
of the enchanting chant that changes everything, this downpour 
of the pour [forJ, which rips 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 ar the same rime, she designates wthe mightiest 
hands ... Thus act the mightiest hands. And rhus act, in OR, at the 
speed at which she lives rhem, the "lerrers of omnipotence." 

The letters of omnipotence are small in siu· naturally. High-spn-d 
notes. At the sight of the envelope, one is already saved. Then <:ome.s 
joy. h 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: "I don't wam to die ... h is your lener: "Do so that I don't 
die." I do. I give Dnth the order not to take a step. It is enough to ask 
and not 10 want. Blessed � the bridegroom who does not wam, 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] wirhour an e, rhen wirh a leap, from 
bondirro bo,-dire [benedicence] , and from bondireto benediction. 
from one page to rhc nex1, rhe rransmu1arion had worked on irs 
own in silence, from the bond of immortality into a benediction. 
Thus she writes: 

Blessed be the bridegroom who does not wam, but the one who 
asks will be saved. The letter says: .. Hold me above the jaws� and I do 
so. �Repla(t the time gone by" and I rcpla(e it. I have the power: you 
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just have to ask for it. The power of love is older than rhe moon and 
rhan dcarh and younger rhan dme. 

I have nor begun yer, forgive me. Bur "for life," in rhe ride I 
proposed, signals perhaps, at a stroke, unwiningly and uninten� 
rionally, toward the bondire and the benediction of what is said of 
this ferrer and 6rsr to this letter of survival. Of this Iener and to 
rhis letter. 

Fot she always speaks to the lener. 
But I am not sure of my reading. Who could be� Who could 

assume the right to inscribe the archive of this lener? And first, 
ro do that, to identify it in rhe infinite play of substitution of let­
ters that Helene 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 rop game, the power 
and magic of this writing, of what happens or takes place, miracu� 
lously, through the mighty power of subsrirution, bur of a substi� 
tution that leaves the living itself (vivam singuli�rJ in place. Thus 
rhe 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 firsr book and, according to me, the lirsr book worrhy of rhis 
name and worthy of Joyce in France: L'&i/ dt joyct ou !'aFt du 
remplaummt, Joyce's exile being itself replaced, on the spot, by the 
gesrure of a simple "ou (or}," by rhe art of substitution: rhe exile of 
James Joyce orrhe arr of substitution. 1 11  

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

Bur this power to replace, jwr by taking piau, is nor incompat� 
ible; on the contrary, it goes hand in hand with rhe acute experi� 
ence of election, of the unique and the irreplaceable, of rhe innu� 
merable as irreplaceable. Similarly, this "I have the power" ("And I 
replace. I have the powern) goes hand in hand with the confession 
of an equally indisputable unpower-which, l suppose, she would 
be the last to want to dispute. Indeed, and l am getting rhere, she 
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occasionally writes "wirhout my being able to do anything about 
it." My thesis is that this "withour my being able to do anything 
abour ir" in no way contradicts the mighty power ofth� "might." 

What is this unpower, rhen, this limit to the mighty power of 
whatever writing might do� This "1 have rhe power" is completed 
here by rhe possessive or the verbal phrase, by a strange verb, by 
the verbal noun of a strange operation that any power perhaps 
amounts to, namely substitution, the "power to replace." Now this 
"I have the power" goes hand in hand with rhe destiny of"wirhour 
my being able to do anyrhing about it." For the power I have, the 
power to replace, is nor mine. It has been given to me like a grace 
and I myself am the unique substitute of a lcuer, of an order, of 
an injunction, of a responsibility, of a heritage rhat I am/follow to 
the letter. 

In this substitution of letters that yet remain in their place, I do 
not know where to place the one, always unique letter, this letter 
that is rhus countersigned by the benediction. I am not sure she 
knows it or wams to know it herself. Is it a single missing letter or 
not1 Or else a single absolute letter? Or else the single letter that 
I myself am� These three hypotheses come one afrer another in 
sequence like the same and the other in accordance with the met· 
onymic braid rhar unfolds over three pages from OR. 11M 

1. First, the missing lcncr-wcll before any purloined letter: 

WE WERE MISSIN<; A I.F."I"rER. There wa.� a lcw:t. h wa.� rhe last and 
o11ly one, it was missing from the uiumph of our game . . . .  We sum­
moiled the omission to disgorge f"nd"gorgrl . 

Rmdrr gorge is but one of the six hundred instances of gorgr 
[rhroarJ. Gorgralmost sounds like a 6rsr name. 

l. The absolute letter. Why did Georges not leave us an absolute 
letter? 

If we had been my farber, I would have left an absolute lener before 
leaving. One lem:r for all the darkness. I could see it very well. One 
lener for all the chaprers. The lasr sentence. I could see ir very well. I 
could imagine rhis letter . . . .  lr would say: 
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And after a blank, a quasi-citation of the fictional letter of which 
I had already read a pan and which says: 

Mighry are the places it haunu. . . Mighry the spirit of the letter. 

J. Finally the lener that I am/follow: 

I am/follow myself your lcucr to me I s.aid.119 

An infinite sentence in its unstable syntax: a narcissistic closure 
or exacdy the opposite, which amounts to the same as much as 
to the orher: your letter comes to me at once, without delay, be­
cause it is already me, in me, ere .. T3.utology 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
our knowing. But conversely, I am/follow myself your letter to 
me, for I am only the letter you send me, I am only insofor as 

and where I receive a letter from you, I am nothing without it, 
nothing in this vulnerable exposure of myself ro a letter from you, 
on the absolutely other side. I am not, I have no relationship ro 
myself before receiving a lerrer from you in me. Dissymetry, this 
time, heterology and absolute hereronymy. 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 momenr (sur /'heure, tout a /'heure, touu 
fl ton heure). 

Hence omnipotence as impotence, the experience of the impos­
sible. The lener from you, which I am/follow, I cannot much it, 
I cannot do anyrhing about it, it is without my being able ro 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 rhe experience and n:perih its limit. 
She says: 

h never occurrt!d ro me while reading that I could change a line a 
sentence a breath of the book, that is to say of a written being. Even 
when a book attacks me or offends me. The lx.Jok is without my be­
ing able to do anything about it. There is no animate thing more 
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absolute finite external to me . . . .  The: animate wrinen thing is smne 
and God. I bow in front ofit.l2° 

The mighty power of rhe mighr lifts itself [u vokl. it flies away 
{sl-nvokl where that happens/arrives, or does nor, without my be­
ing able to do anything about it. With my not being able to do 
anything about it. I will leave rhe expletive negation irs mighty 
power of indecision.m Here is Anank�. And I begin reading, what 
is called reading. what iJ (wriuen) only when all rhe 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." Difficulr ro 
say whether it is life or death, whether it is avoided, denied, or 
acknowledged, or acknowledged through the strange evenr or rhe 
strange element of this denial that is not a renegarion. 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 evcnr in itself; it is even 
the performarive par excellence, the performativity of a perfor­
marive that precedes and conditions any other performative and 
therefore any event; there is no performative rhat does not imply a 
"would that might happen/arrive," "would it, he, she, might hap­
pen/arrive." But there are events that are nor connected ro per­
formativcs, and these arc even the most evem-like events, those 
that happen or arrive to us, and the arrivants who happen/arrive 
to us where we do nor perform anything any longer, despite any 
possible performativc: such is rhe place of the necessary impos­
sible, of anank(or of tukht, 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: 
life 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 little longer for my next to last 
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beginning. A moment ago, with regard to the ceo-homonymy of 
speed, the impossible translation and all the resistances to broth­
erly transferences (ITilnq;erel), all rhe events that such untranslat­
ability never fails to program, I announced rhat I will say a few 
words about the place of this-life-these-works in History, with a 
capital H. 

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

I foresee, therefore, and I foretell,  I announce what will take 
place one day, when one reads her [quand on Ia lira] at lasr. "One 
will read her," this impersonal future does nor 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 tk rigue11r, and it is an adventure about which I 
have nothing to say, within myself, for others than myself. 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 (Anerkmnu,g), 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 elite 
bur the first allies of this power, those who will have had what 
we called above the "courage" to accord themselves this mighty 
power and to accord themselves with it; and that 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 nothing seems to prepare for 
that: their situation, competence, social or linguistic position from 
one end of the world ro the other, institutional knowledge or na­
tional cuhure. 

I foresee and I foretell, I announce that, then, once this thresh­
old has been crossed, one will not only decipher in this very work 
rhe 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 seek 
to identify those resistances and to account for them. In a quasi­
scientific way. 
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Oh, we know rhat well, some will indeed say, the work of He­
lene Cixous and she as a person do nor have ro wair for rhis future­
to-come, rhcy already have an incontestable legitimacy: French, 
European, and worldwide fame. She is already very highly rated (I 
am speaking here of the raring or cou, which is neither Ia dm du 
clir! [rhe rib of the side] nor the coat of mail [colTe de mai/l.es] but, 
to usc another spelling, the quoting of the share [/a cotillion de Ia 
quote-pan], of the quom, the measure of a valuation, of quoting, 
of a quotation--it is the same word-rhc quantitative distribu­
tion of stocks and shares on the market of fame). To which I will 
reply: ir is true, her fame is great, bur ler us nor 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 ro more rhan the "rwo worlds" of her 
childhood in Oran). The rating of this worldwide recognition, as 
we witness it, must not conceal whar remains in our eyes a fierce 
ignorance and an irredentist resistance to reading. Would it might 
be analyzed one day. The day when this inrerminable 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 ro their reserve here) . Above all, it will need 
nor to fail, not ro fall, if that is possible, into some traps or rms, 
which are all the more perverse since the devices of these traps are 
set wirhin one another. I can only identify rhe outlines of these 
three or four traps or tests, which will put her to the test, in one 
word. 

1. I pur in the 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, rhe resistanccs-ignorances that 
we are speaking of are numerous and overdetermined. No doubt 
they stand, as they accumulate, ar the crossroads of several armed 
forces. First there is the armed force of misogyny or of phallogo­
ccntrism-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 esClpe this old 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 machinery is in fact programmed by 
this same program. Then one must reckon wirh whar welds these 
two machinations ro the academic machinery and to all national 
cultures, starting of course with French culture, since it is rhe sen­
sitive spot, which, because ir is rhe closest-according to a law 
we know well, a familiar and family law that applies also to all 
dose relatives [/eJ procheJ] , 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 little 
(dt' proche en proche] , in the geopolitical field. All that would be 
rather easy to show and illusrrare wirh innumet3ble examples and 
signs. It would be enough to read the newspapers, the majority 
of newspapers and even of speciali1.cd newspapers, with the rat­
ings [rom] 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 legirimi1.c 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-Sainr-Denis, in women's srudies, or at the ColiCge 
International de Philosophic, and a great critic, a11d a great man of 
the theater who has renewed the whole notion of the theater, and 
a great poet or a great unclassifiable writer, and a man of action, 
the dedicated miliranr for a great number of c.aust"s-which, rhank 
God, we often had in common (May 1968, the GIP.12" apartheid 
and Mandela, and not only the cause of women or of other, often 
undocumented [sans papiers] 1!1 victims of persecution throughout 
thl!' world, so ofren bur nor only in Algeria, and rhe International 
Parliament of Wrirers1H-the list would be roo long here). This 
would already be roo much for a single man, rhis is intolerable 
for a woman. Now what do thl!' uhimare resource, the arsenal or 
the absolute weapon of rhesc armed forces, rhe common source of 
these strategies of avoidance or denials come down ro or amount 
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ro� Well, always to what is rhe opposite of a mighty power, to an 
impotence faced with writing. ro the im-porency of reading, that 
is to say also ro the lack of what is called, in this new meaning of 
the word we glimpsed a moment ago, courage, the heart [coeur! , 
rhe courage to surrender or render oneself. through repression, ro 
what rakes 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 here, to what signs an experience of 
coming to grips wirh the untranslatability of the idiom, which, 
through the chain of replaccmcms, homophonymies, metonymic 
subsriturions, gear changes, infringements of all the major codes, 
knows how to produce unique cvcnrs, insofar as rhey call the best 
protected securities into question once and for all: genre, gender, 
filiation, proper noun, idenrity, cultural heriragc, the distinction 
between faith and knowledge, between theory and practice, be­
tween philosophy, psychoanalysis, and literature, between histori­
cal memory and political urgency, ere.; so many boundaries whose 
crossing one can 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 rarely given, it is at once a grace and 
tremendous work (she docs a tremendous amount of work in all 
these domains: to take chis one example, she reads more history to 

prepare a given play than an army of historians, and that applies 
rn all domains, without calking about other aspecrs of her work). 
Now within chis first test (what I call the firsc rest of the first trap). 
not only are all the other tests, which I will define in a moment, 
accumulated in potentialiry [en puissance], in reserve, bur insofar 
as they all work through untranslatable writing, rhrough rhe en­
chanting chant of the letter in the elemental seismic meaning I 
have just spoken about, the test of translation has irs place nor 
only between the French language (the dominant language of her 
work) and orher 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. Ir is as if, since they do not read her, the 
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French quoted or quoting [cotb ou collt,tJ on the stock exchange 
were for the moment reproaching H�lene Cixous wirh being un­
translatable into French. Which is true in another way. The dis­
courses of quotation [corationJ cannot translate her, and therefore 
first read her in the code of their quote [cou]. I could provide a 
thousand illustmions of this, bur I will not for lack of time. In 
short, one day this work will be the analyzer of the conditions of 
its own ignorance. One will ask oneself: what must have been the 
culture-the media, publishing, academic culture; in a word, cul­
ture--of this country whose language she is said to speak wherea.� 
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 celebrate or even to fear, with 
all sorts of ambiguous bowing and scraping, but of refusing ro 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. Ccrrainly, 
those men and women who organiz.e a declared resistance do not 
read her. Bur conversely, rhose men and women who do not read 
her, even 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 nor, 
to the camp of the resistance, by lending a hand or a foot to it. 
From there I move on ro rhe second rest. 

1. That is ro say, inside, to what happens on rhe orher side. As I 
am speaking now abour resistance from the inside, in rhe camp of 
the friends and allies, it goes without saying that I neither exclude 
nor exculpate myself. I 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 reading, 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 place 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 I may say so, avoid herself, forger 
herself or forgetread herself [s'oublir�]. fail to know herself in order 
ro continue. Each of her works is a body, some of whose more or 
less powerful sires resist others, which are more or less powerful, 
and the work, or what I call by this uncertain word, rhe work ar 
work represents a relatively stabilized balance, from one book to 
the next, from one unit to rhe next, in rhe midst of this conflict 
berween resistances that 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 differcmial. Resistance begins by resisting itself, 
and that is why dcncgation and denial arc lodged at the heart of 
acknowledgment (the no of Verkuf!lerJ must continue to torment 
the yes of Annkennm from wirhin, jusr as de-negation [� d!-nni�rj 
must continue to torment renegarion [� Tt"nin], etc.). 

Having said rhar, this single, double, triple precaurion having 
been taken, let us not overindulge in i t  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 transferenrial phallogocemrism) 
arc first of all, in this internal war, the dominant places of, say, 
the feminist institution in all its forms, wherever, in the name of 
woman, a regime [pouvoiti sets up its machinery for appropriarion, 
inspection, and capitalization. The most blatant figure is the army, 
the armed woman who, without reading, without translating the 
enchaming chant of letter and language, finds her paltry stratagem 
and her allies in rhe reductive manipulation rhar consists in clas­
sifying the name and the work of Helene Cixow among rhe "great­
French-women-theorists-of-the-feminine" (feminine-writing, 
fcminine·sexualiry, etc.). You know only roo well the taxonomic 
column of this blacklisting under cover of a laudatory reference: 
the lisr of french theorists I, J, K, X, Y, Z or X, Y, Z, A, B, C. h 
is nor solely American, bur it is firsr of all massively so; and if ir is 
nor an academic barrleficld, it is ar least a quorarion [cotntion] or a 
corerie on campus. As always when coming from rhe United Stares, 
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rhc investment becomes global and in the process of [en cours de] 
globali7.ation, at the rate and quoted price (a11 cours et it Ia cote] 
of globalization in progre&S {en cours]. Then, wirhour reading her 
and being able to translate her, one pigeonholes her in the family 
of the great-militanc-frcnch-feminist-theorisrs-of-thc-thing-called­
woman-which she is too bur not only. Thus one can sec her name 
appear in a series of authors' names that have little in common wirh 
her, the last thing rhc:y 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 sometimes happens to names 
of French men cited abroad in an immutable series. I, for my parr, 
know that rhis somnambulistic moment means that reading has 
not begun or has already stopped-and, in fact, it gives me the 
dearest signal rhar it must stop. For me, reading stops as soon as I 
see these columns of names on the march: I turn the page over or 
close rhe book, I z.ap.) Bur again, if this is macroscopic, massive, 
and roo visible in the United States, from the United States, the 
same resistance is ar work on rhe side of the hench allies through 
finer fihers, subtly, suggestively, silcndy. Silently both because one 
docs nor hear it and because first of all this resistance does not hear. 
It works toward silencing the enchanting cham. One sometimes 
celebrates and recogni1.es with a view to not hearing, not letting 
one hear, or nor giving one to hear, ro the point of silencing. Once 
again, I do nor denounce the aforesaid resistance and I claim a pan 
in this responsibility. Besides, in calling upon the analysis (to come) 
of these silencing resistances, I wish above all to remain positive 
and, beyond all ambivalences, salute the friends, borh men and 
women, of HCli:ne Cixous. One must, without rescnrmem, pay 
homage and express one's gratitude to all those men and women 
who, particularly in France, have had the courage, if only in resist­
ing with rhe courage of a resistance fighrer, to ally themselves with 
H�l�nc Cixous, to pledge rhcmselvcs, to commit themselves, while 
taking serious risks, to somebody and to a work by which, ar the 
same rime, the rime of rhis risk, rhesc persons and insrimtions were 
rruly inspired ro be inspired. The debt incurred through rhese very 
resistances, and therefore the price to pay, remains incalculable on 
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borh sides, as is rhe chance given on eirher side. I have in mind An­
Ioinenc Fouque and rhe whole adventure of Des Femmes (which I 
hnd hard to imagine withoul Hc!lene Cixous); Ariane Mnouchk.ine 
and rhe Thc!3.rre du Solei! (which I find hard to imagine without 
Helene Cikous); Daniel Mesguich and more than one theater-in 
short, all rhcse 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. m In particu­
lar, I would have liked to speak about the plays of these last years, 
namely La. Vilk parjurr and L'Histoire (qrlon ne conr���itra jamaU), 
which for me were among the most disturbing experiences of the­
ater and thoughtful thought ever. Here I have neirher rhe rime nor 
1he desire ro go into derails abour 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 ro 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. Bur this gives me a transition to define 1he third test­
Irapped or trapping. 

J. As we learn from her uncle, who knew a good bit about it, 
acknowledgment itself is a powerful act of avoidance. It unties 
[dinoue] and analyzes only by denying and rencgating [dinier et 
"nierl (anerkennen, beugm, witkrrnzen: a1 once ro acknowledge, 
bend, bow in front of----death or greatness, Anank�and at the 
same rime, nor to do ir, to oppose it, mis-recogniu:, resisr, avoid, 
renege de-negation {dl-renit7Junt.l). This is inscribed right into the 
might of might, where rhe yes of enjoying might {puissance jouis­
siquel and of jussory enjoyment rJouUsance jussiq�a] exposes itself 
experilously ro difference in might and even to the eschatology of 
the impossible. It cannot be otherwise: that is what Anank(, rhe 
common noun, the proper noun and whar is named by rhe tide of 
a book, also means. 

4· Founh rest of the trap, meralanguage or what one should 
mher call here metaphrase. Muaphra.sis is rhe Greek word for 
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translation, what passes from one language or one phrase to the 
other by the transference of a "that is to say." Meraphra;O : I trans· 
port from one phrase or one language into another, I paraphrase, I 
periphrase, I rranslate, I work through the metaphrastic copula of 
a "that is," through the operator of a "that is ro say." Resistances, 
the denials in acknowledgment we are speaking of here, are to be 
found at the crossroads of metalanguage and meraphrastic trans· 
!arion, ar the passage of the "that is to say." To have a chance of 
overcoming such an invincible resistance (since it resists itself by 
itself. and therefore one never stops beginning again with ir), iris 
nor enough to read. Nor even to write o" the subject of what one 
reads. In order to read, one 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 what it listens to and metaphrascs as it speaks. And there­
fore one must do something, make let something happen/arrive 
lfoirr /.aisur aTTiverJ while speaking about something, even while 
speaking another language on the subject of another language. 
This confirms once more rhar there is no place for a metalanguage 
here but rhar one cannot abandon this certainty to its own facil· 
iry. There is also a necessity for metalanguage, that is ro say, for a 
language that speaks of a language, irs own or another, if only m 

hear/understand its meaning and give one to hear/understand its 
law, even formalize ir. Simply, as an effect, rhis meraphrastic mo· 
ment is comprehended in the differential of the mighry powers 
of might. A metalanguage or a metaphrase always tends to over· 
bid and exceed in might [en puissn.nce] the "might" from which it 
draws (puisrl and above whose well [puit1) it claims to rise in order 
to speak irs truth. "10 get the truth our of the well. The truth of 
the essence, what one 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 rhe "that is to say" is often the most powerful. "It is so, as 
one says, that's what it is, I'm telling you; rhar's indeed what it 
does or what it means, c:ven if it is a prodigy or a miracle, let u.s 
note and let us be aware." But mighlicr than what the "that is" 
speaks about, the "that is," "that is to say" srill remains a mighty 
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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 bean of 
any so-called will ro power or possibility of the "might." And rhis 
very thoughrof might remains a mighty power-in potcmialiry as 
well as in actuality. 

What can I possibly do, given how far I am in my prophecy? 
I know, up to a poinr, what I am doing or what I have just at­
tempted. While claiming ro announce, predict, or prophesy the 
furure-10-come of H.C., I cannot bur lend a hand to it and can­
nor avoid rhe fact that already, in the guise I lend to it, it begins 
around here. I rake parr, at least, in the provocation of what I 
pretend to predict. But 011 rhe one hand, I should nor confess this 
concession, if thar belongs ro all those truths about which I said ro 
myself one must nor declare them ar the border and which I could 
yet nor help displaying; on the other hand, I am anything bur sure 
of the future-to-come rhus announced. I simply say: I believe in ir 
and would it might happen. Oh, I wish it might happen. 

Yes, I am telling you ir will happen. 
Anyway, nobody is obliged ro believe me. 
But do pur yourself to the test, if you can and have rhe courage. 

watch our, you'll see what you'll see and you'll read whar you'll 
read. 

I'll begin again. 
Here is ar 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 Prinom de Dieu (1967).  
which I had first thought offal ling back on while beating a rerrcar 
in front of the inrimidaring vastness of her work. I had said to 
myself: I will only speak of this first book, rha1 will make a nice 
beginning, I will leave the rest imact and virgin for a reading en­
tirely to come-and I will also speak of the beginnings of what 
was also for me only the beginning, soon after 1he appointment 
ar 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 desire was m remember, through a 
memory at once active and patchy, deceitful, reconstructed, maybe 
hallucinated and filled with wonder, what my firsr reading of her 
first book will have truly been, for eKample, without retrospective 
illusion. To tell you the truth in a nutshell, in two words, on rhe 
one hand I can remember only a specrral ourline of it, and I am 
going to describe it to you. On the other hand, and this is whar 
matters ro me more, I have the impression that I starr being able 
and knowing how to read this first book only today, some thirry­
five years later. And what I have said so far was merely a prepara­
tory move, for me in any case; with a view to the time when, in a 
moment, I start beginning again to read Le Pr!nom tk /Jitu in this 
very place. 

Some time afrer the appointment at the Bab.ar, for we had to see 
each other again, the author left a manuscript in my care. The au­
thor had not published anything yet, nor signed H. C., and, short 
of doing things her own way, would have nearly 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 even published L'&il de james Joyce ou /'art du nm­
placemmt yet, which may have been, in a certain way, a kind of 
workshop, cellar, forge, or forgery where all rhe resources have nor 
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 rehearsal was senling scores wirh so many programs from 
past literature. This book on Joyce was like the passage through 
the exhauStion of a historical culture, an immense act of memory 
of all rhe 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 surprise for the spectators and the crir­
ics!-but another, an entirely other play. Point taken. Only on this 
account, and ro srart from it, this great book on Joyce remains in 
1998 an indispensable experimental laboratory for whoever wants 
to understand what followed. and not forget that her part I, the 
matrix or patrix of all rhe sides to come, is en tided KJohn Joyce: 
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The Farber's Side (Du cOrttU]ohn joyu: L� pani pris du ptn]," a 
chapter in which you would learn that "James Uoyce] never repu­
diated his father in real life, and hardly even in his works," and the 
same part 1, "The family Cell," had analyzed HCE as the "male 
6gure" of Finn�aru �kt, th� one w�o, I �

.
��te, "plays rhe parts of 

fa1her, lover, bu1lder, smner, 1\Jimen . . . .  
On rhe father's side, this rime, she says. She takes sides with 

the farber and not with the living mother now. But how can one 
dissocia1e the two bodies and why in the end, and in the begin­
ning, this insistence on 1he side [ cOtt]--:�r on the rib [cOte]? No 
doubt you have already been thinking about it for a long time, I 
am therefore coming back too quickly and too late 10 what you 
could hold to be the "agell'SSness" of a genesis, of the origin and of 
rhe genealogy of genius.11' Such "agclcssness" cannot possibly grow 
old, and it is never too lare 10 talk about what the mother's side or 
rhe farber's side may still mean, where in the end their conjoined, 
even conjugal. omnipmcnce knows that it watches, undissociatcd, 
like a single body in rwo bodies over a third body. Whcr� docs 
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 no longer be so 6ctional, Eve comes from 
the rib or from the side of a certain earthling, of a certain earth­
man, Adam k glibmx [dusc-bound Adam], as Chouraqui trans­
lares. Now Georges, as his name indicates, is also an earth-man, 
a son of the earrh, an elemental son, he is near rhe land rhar he 
works, the canh that he turns over and to which he evenrually 
returns. And if she is born, elementally, from Adam and Eve, that 
is to say, primevally from Eve who primarily comes from Adam as 

from the side of his rib, she rakes afrer both I timt tks dt>�o:] bur is 
no more held [pas plw rrourl to them than Eve hersd( For if Eve 
is a pan, via the rib, of the whole from which she is detached, she 
is indeed detached from iL 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 wh3r she is detached from, and this is the 
substilution, the arr of decachment; for Eve knows how to expose 
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herself to temptation, bur she is no more exposed rhan this Adam, 
the Georges whose rib and side will have suffered 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 from him, departed from him. 

Where was I? Yes, the manuscript of this Pr!nom de Dieu. So I 
go on holiday, ro 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 bur 
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 
m'enlendre Q entendre si je sor1s-mtendr] : What on earth is happen­
ing here� What is brought into the world and into literarure, ere.� 
Or "What is happening to me here?�; "What am I going to do 
wirh rhis?"; "What on earrh is rhis rypc, rhis new rype of raving 
and sublime autobiography?"; "Who is this?"; "What is it that she 
wanrs?" I musr have experienced a double feeling: enchanted ad­
miration, quasi-religious fright (what on earth is happening here?), 
like someone who, walking alone in a desert of despairing [dim­
plr11nu) (this feeling rhar was and srill remains mine bur which 
I bore and suffered from with more difficulty back then), sees a 
sort of miracle suddenly appear, which he is afraid of mistaking 
for a mirage, which he feels the desire ro borh recognize/reconnoi­
tre by getting ncar ir and Ace from by warding it off. By denying 
and avoiding it. A multiple desire, then: either to move on or to 
make-let ir come, see it coming--or else ro follow and accompany 
an unpredictable birth. And how ro speak about rhar? How nor 
to speak about that? I have always hesitated and retreated before 
the language of"natural" force, which I am often tempted ro turn 
toward her, as when one speaks of elemental genius, of "natural 
force," or of"force of nature": volcano, torrent, tidal surge, storm, 
the frenz.y 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 (1, 19:12) about an almighty but almost inaudible God 
who addresses Elijah in a light, airy voice, beyond the majestic and 
spectacular attributes of his sovereignry.128 

And while ceaselessly asking myself what kind of new species, 
what unique individual of a new unclassifiable species of literary 
animal or poetic prose I was dealing with, I no doubt began wor· 
tying. I believe I said to myself, some rhirry�five years ago, idemi� 
fying with her while separating myself from her, resolutely keeping 
at a distance: that one is mad, they will never read or "one will 
never read, .. one will never accept, one will never legitimi1.c this, 
she docs 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,11? 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 milieu in Paris. I was only half mistaken. I do not remember 
what I 10ld her, back then, no doubt the truth of what I thought, 
as always, bur probably by puning 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 ir with 
a smile, concerning her or myself, almost somnambulistic in its 
fore-sight. 

When I began preparing for this session, my imemion was 
ro give you a derailed 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 rime 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 speed, 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 "I," an I that is often ma..�culine, as in the first short s(Ories 
(L'Outre vide, Lo. Monche, La Lyre) or as in La Bnleine de jonnJ, 
which begins rhus: 
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My name is Jonah. Jonah is my family's name, it has been handed 
Jown to m� by the women. My father calls me �Georges" like him. 
Georgl"S and also Samuel, and also �my son."1 10 

Besides, all the ors in Georges and all the words bearing the 
golden letters or [to us ks mots en orj already shine and rustle in Le 
Pr!nom de Dieu. A masculine 6gure of the subject as well. for ex­
ample in the short story called Le Succmeur, 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 I say: 
�we will gather, later." Later. Late is a name for death . . . . I would 
only ever love dearh.111 

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

I was stuck. I was my father's subject, it was so. I would have ro die 
to myself and live a' a king . . . .  I dn:ided I should have rwo namc=s. 
mine and the one that my mother u�d to give me at night . . 1 ll 

Or else: 

I had rhn:e warning dreams: 
One was that my father loved me and that I w.as the third pcr­

son.1 1·1 

This third person haunts her whole work, like rhe "rhird name" 
in &r Bakine de jona.s or I.e TroisH"I1u Corps (1970). Bc$ides, if one 
wanted retrospectively to read beforehand all the future perfects 
of rhe books ro come in rhis 6mborn book (which may always be 
done bur which can or musr never be done, each book to come 
remaining a beginning irreduciblc to irs homonymous past), well, 
one could point out that in the second of the three dreams an­
nounced, the son says he is "the happy rival of my father," and he, 
the third dreamed person, declares, "I was always !.hm." "There" 
[kij is underlined and in iralics, chis being-then: ofrhc son, a third 
person rhat is nor a Dmein for dearh, rhus announcing the rides of 
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rwo books at least, lA (1979) and II!.J (1980). I would have liked to 
reread, in truth read this book at last for rhe first rime and discover 
in it before you, without any teleological illusion or retrospection, 
without saying uir is already rhere," aJI rhar inaugurates as well as 
prefigures the enchanting chant of the /iue-a,ce of life [vivement 
tU Ill vit'] , of speed I vitt'SSt"] , of spectral and phanrasmatic vision 
through rhc experience of blinding, ere .. One should henceforth, 
as I have done already, use the word uivtment as a verbal noun 
rather than as an adverb: one would say k vivtmenr [the livc-ance] , 
k vi vier du villt'7TJmt [the life-pool of the live-ancej. An example of 
this teleological temptation, which I wish ro avoid among so many 
others, would be the reemergence, more than thirty-five years later, 
of Jonah's whale as one reads rhe beginning [ouvt"rturt'] of OR (as 
one would speak about the reading [ouvertun] of a will). One can 
read the following in OR. 

Until my brother like Jonah's dred whale enters my srudy and re­
gurgitates a perfectly dry package: take this, here's your Jonah.1)-l 

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 
for which 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 Prlnom tU Ditu, since I am 
only going to quote from irs next to last shon story, La Bakint tk 
joNJJ, 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 alTering. The offering comes from her, yet again, rather than 
her being on the receiving end, and from //Ia, which l have just 
named. In this garden of offering, we are going to meet C. We are 
going to follow C. and C its double. 

In rhe memory of our common childhood, and although we 
never wenr there together, nore that ir 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 I myself call my noJtalgniam and 
she her alg�rianu. 136 And besides, in her book with Mireille Calle­
Gruber, to whom we owe so much, Photos tk racin�s. more pre­
cisely in her "Inter Views" with Mireille, a page is entitled "We Me 
of rhe Same Gardcn."LH 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. 
Everything leads me to guess that it is in Algiers, not far from the 
sea, very near the shore, a big botanical garden whose avenues arc 
lined with all rhe living trees of the world ro which the heaven and 
earth of our country can offer their hospitality. This Garden has 
a name dear ro all the inhabitants of Algiers: the Jardin d'Essais. 
Now as I was rereading lila these last days, always prey to forger­
reading [oubliTt'], I came upon this garden again whose name is 
illegible to whoever docs not, on their side, share her secret.1l8 And 
mine. The metamorphosis or the meraphrase i[Self, as untranslat­

able as a proper noun, returns to the origin of being, to the sudden 
emergence of rhe Kit is [ci-sr)" and of rhe Esu. This song for rhe 
Jardin d'Essais maintains irs inspiration over some ten pages. I can 
only evoke a few notes in C, in passages where, as you arc going to 
hear, she also names our untranslatable "premcmories." First, for 
instance: 

As long as I was looking ror the name or the garden among names, 
I could nor find ir. I uied and tried (j'es.sayai el j'es.sayai]. I in­
vented a who!� garden of nanlcs without success. In the end I went 
to rhe real garden ro ask him what he was called. And as soon as I was 
in rhe main avenue, rhe name was rherc,-in-rhe-jardin-dcs-c'cst­
where it had-always-been, in the garden, in rhe whole big, cool, and 
wild garden, it was planted there, an eiO<juem motive, and the whole 
garden o:vokcd ar the s.ame time wa.-. comained in rhc name, which 
do:ploy�d itself fully above its own ground, still as mangcly alien, pro­
nounceable, inappropriab]o:, untranslatable. There arc names thar al­
low tho:msclv�:� to be remembered only at the place where they derive 
rheir meaning. Whcrt: rhey have taken root in our prememories.11� 

A little later, this earthly paradise of being becomes the Jardin 
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d'Essc, the animals and the languages of this paradise receive the 
most beautiful hymn worthy of their names. One should reread it 
all, including the hymn of all the earth, of all her earth, which is 
all for the moment [toute a l'heure] , of the all·panic of her earth, 
the hymn to the panther or pnnt·earth [panrhhe]. From the depths 
of what she calls "hymnic times," the name "panther" suddenly 
emerges, and she says: 

The mu�ical etymology of th" panrher is always present in each of 
its bounds. Apart from the clcphone, the panther is one of the f<.-w 
animals with a verbal origin. 140 

That the "it isn preoccupies her, that is to say, the answer to the 
question "what is it?" which she sometimes writes in a single word, 
like a noun, and that this preoccupation is carried m the point of 
impatience is something you would find evidenced in Messit'-the 
literality of whose writing, moreover, is often given over to the 
lexicon of animal might, of life, speed, and vision. In one of her 
numerous great animal aurobiographics, she then confesses: 

Now any %ari� f Q11m<rqJU] presents itself 10 my consciousness 
like a most powerful specter, which hrst conhscates all the messages 
of the senses from me. . ��: 

After rhc next to last of these next to last detours, here is the 
next to last one, via the next to last short story of Le Prtnom de 
Dit'll. I am gerring there, as if I wanted m be forgiven, as if I had 
to be forgiven. By you and by her. What? Forgetreading and be· 
trayal-of which I will only take one example, the latest. Ever 
since I have known her, I have read her and I keep forgetting that 
she writes, and I forget what she writes. This forgetting is not a 
forgetting like any other; it is elemental, I probably live on it. Her 
work for me will remain for life like what I have already forgotten 
a priori: I forget it as naturally as I breathe. And not only as one 
forgets those canonical texts where one can find every1hing, like 
Shakespeare or the Bible. the Gospels, the genuine or spurious 
apocalypses, and Joyce, Blanchot, Kafka, and so many others, all 
those men and women who have already said everything in the 
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pasr. No, this rime, it would be an oil iJ �all soid(tour est bien dir] 
or benedicrum and just as soon forgonen but on oil is �aU said of 
a momem ago [d'un tout csr bien dit de tour it /'heure] as well as 
conumporoneow, living beside me and in the process of continu­
ing. That is grace. I find my way again by forgetting, and I have 
the feeling rhat I will be forgiven . 

.A5 if she had given me permission ro forget, 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 
I (Old her more rhan once. I act as if I could no longer know who 
wrote that first (Ia premitre]. And as if l lefi: unresolved the ques­
tion: who will ever know? And yet, in order to get the measure of 
how outrageous what I am saying here really is, you must know 
how liule the things rhe two of us (l'une et /Outre) write resemble 
one another, especially when we write each other ourselves [nous 
no11s !crivom] autobiographically:1u you must admit that it is diffi­
cult to imagine anything more diff'crem, difficult to imagine writ­
ings, ways, manners, gestures, rhythms, languages, lives of writ­
ing, and simply lives that arc more heterogeneous, more dissimilar, 
more distam from each other and on both sides. And families of 
rcxrs each more foreign to each other. Whereas (or because) every­
thing we write, she and I, remains srricrly aurobiographical, as they 
say. We only ever write ourselves, on ourselves. Nous nous lcrivons. 
Translate: we write to each other, she and I have written each other 
a lot. Bur what you have just rranslared rhus (we have wrinen each 
other a lor) remains absolutely unrranslarable (therefore readable, 
unreadable). In another language you could not leave this indeci­
sive sraremenr as ir is, in irs undecidable stare, berween "us," be­
tween the two "us" who say to each orher "we have wrirren our­
selves a lor" and "we have written each other a lor" (ourselves for 
ourselves or the one to the other), and this indecision between two 
homonyms is not a game. It is so serious rhat it remains undecid­
able for me. An absolute difference, which can come to the same 
rhing around here. Between us, there is language. lO be revived. 
To kindle without animosity. It is the truth: there arc cases when, 
when rwo write, one no longer knows wherher rhey write (ro) each 
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O[her or 1hemselves [s'ils lir:rivent ou s'ils s�crivmt], and wherher a 
!01 covers all or part of the homonymy. 

Here is the laresr example, rhen. In Le Pr!nom b Dieu, it will 
not be Anagrnmme, 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 ro 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 I bring alive into the world, and death 
that which I refused as a morral." This poem ends rhus (these arc 
rhe lm words of the book): 

Then I knew that my faith!Uine�>S was rewarded, I knew that I had 
had my next to last day, and I understood that the next ro last day 
was nothing but the last, or the last one the first of all crcrniry. And 
everything had already been said long ago.141 

In La Ba/eine de jonas, the next to last short story of Le Pr!· 
nom de Dieu, which one should also devour and incorporate again 
whole, knowledge is measured against the awareness of a heritage, 
against a dury, an obligation to inherit: "My father had had it be­
fore me and had bequeathed it ro 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 teKt entitled Un Vera soie, I devoted a long tender medi­
tation to my tallith, among other things, m this prayer shawl, this 
white silk veil that my grandfather had given to me. In this text I 
talk of benediction and of death, of the white tallith that my fa­
ther had borrowed from me and of the one in which he had been 
shrouded, as is the custom. But let us leave my text aside. You can 
easily imagine that if I knew or if I recalled at that moment rhar 
rhere was a rexr by Helene Cixous on rhe tallith, I would have 
done one of rwo things, believe me: either I would have abstained 
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from speaking about mine or else I would have honestly referred 
w hers, all che more so since Un \.1-r a soie also calks abour Htlene 
Cixous and about another of her texts, Savoir. And all the more 
so, especially, since my real tallith remains fully mine, in life, my 
farber coo, and so our respective stories as irreducible the one to 
rhc other as possible. To each his own farber and to each his own 
mother.1"4 The real story of my tallith, my autobiographical an­
amnesis, as spontaneous as possible, with all that hangs by its silk 
threads, all that did not need her in any way, apparently, did nor 
need her own memory and even less whar she could have written 
abour it. 

This remains true bur naturally I was in a scare of absolute for­
getreading, and just these past weeks, as I was rereading La Bale­
ine de JontlS, which I must have, should have mer some rhirry-five 
years ago, well, r found, found again where r had not found it, a 
rallirh, which has no reason to be jealous of mine which has every 
reason to be jealous of it. An entirely other tallith, sewn [cousu] 
entirely otherwise, bur also related [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 inracr. And supernatural. 

Do nor forger-and that is also a theme in my Ver lJ soi�rhe 
daughters do DO[ wear a tallith. The daughters, the women, rhc 
mothers, the sisters cannot and must not. They have no right to it. 

Whereas she does, when she signs-in the masculine. She takes 
it. She takes the right and takes it by surprise; she rakes it in and 
changes it. Nor in order to change rallirhs as easily as one changes 
one's mind or one's clothes, men's dorhes,l�s but also to inherit 
ir on her side, and draw che other out of death by the wisps of 
his tallith. Here again, one should reread everything, like the six 
hundred fringes, for a tallith has six hundred fringes, just as she 
has six hundred voices, plus the rhreads and knots of rhe tallith. l 
must tighten things up around the blind man (l..iJ Baleine tk jona; 
already said, if one can say "already," all rhat is said about blind­
ness, thirry-fi.ve years Iacer, in Savoir), and rhen around rhe breach 
and the specter-and around the father's inherited tallith. h is in 
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a s�ction of rhe shon srory emided Mon R�mplafant. Here are a 
r� sentences: 

. 1hinking I have no mor� ey�s w sec him, nor knowing I am 
sol� masrcr of �very gv.e: nol long ago, in order to satisfy his hunger 
for pomp. he sold me his righr 10 see. I bought eyes fmm him, as in 
1he old !ales . . . . I whis�r ro him that I am the specter . . . .  The blind 
man answers for me. . Inside [drda-m] l ser abour working . . .  and 
I contained 1he loS£ objec1, it was inside, and the inside was my being 
[you remember that Drdan; was rhe title of the book that followed 
U Nnom dt Ditu in 1969 and rared highly [J La colt) when ir was 
awarded th� Prix Mtdicis ... -JD], I looked for rhe embroidered 
seal in it, the fringe ofknoned silk, where rhe master had hidden my 
name. . . I knew that 1he name was in 1he silk knots of the tallith, 
I n�ed only have taken hold of it and God would have wov�n me 
and all silence would have become voice. My father had had it before 
me and had bequeathed ir ro me on his death. Draped in rhc signed 
fabric, I was playing at impersonating my father, my brothers, and 
me-yesterday or me-tomorrow, never myself because I did not love 
mysel£ . . . 146 

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

And after pages on chis strange impersonation by a daughter 
whom I set out to impersonate unknowingly, on which you could 
count the number of rimes the word gorge (throat, breast] (that of 
the whale, of course) occurs, you would discover, still on the side, 
two shorr rreariscs on rhe existence of God (to quare rhe subtide 
of a book, Burhovtn iJ jamai; ou l'exisuncr de Di�u. thirty years 
younger: 1993). Here is, on the next co l:m and last pages of La 
Bakin� de jonas, in L� Prlnom tk Dieu, God's forename, and again, 
already, a certain "I am on chis side": 

Wha1 if I had always been God� And if God was my rc:JI name 
and if God was thcsh:J(.lowof my absence, and if he was rhe father of 
my death? What if he was 1he sun and I 1hc moon? Or if h� was the 
day and I 1he nigh1� I dream him, he kills me, I drive him away, he 
pursues me, I am God, he is Jonah. Be(Wecn us 1here is only rhe book 
lcfr, and we read the same page in turn. When he- is on the other side 
of the book, I am oo this side . .  
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Bur God dreams us and in his dream He kills us and eats us; He 
encompasses us. His dream feeds on our billions of dreams. All dream 
so that God drcamexists [livtxifu].1�7 

"Dreamexisrs," she says, in one word: this concept of dreamexis­
tence-for it is a concept-in a word rells everything; bt:sides 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 inro being 
from the mighcy powers of dream. h says above all that God's 
exisrence is proved by dream, more effectively rhan by all the onto­
rheologico-philosophical proofs. A proof for, but, or now [orJ, it 
is a dream existence nor only because God dreams, because he is 
dream, because we ineluctably dream the existence of God, be­
cause rhis existence dreams itself bur b£cause the pleading power 
of might, at the infinite speed of which there is no more difference 
or lag berween virtuality and acrualiry, berween rhe desire of rhe 
phantasm and realiry, berwecn dream and realiry, is the event that 
makes things happen in a dream. As in a dream. The phantasm is, 
like faith, the best proof of God's existence, the only one in truth. 
And one must draw all rhe consequences from this. 

I am again skipping, and after a big blank, from one paragraph 
to rhe next, here is rhc orhcr side: 

. . .  Thus spoke my Master. When he had finished speaking, I 
kn� ir was rime henceforth for him ro keep silent [qu'iiJe rUt, spdlcd 
r-U-t, not qu'ilst rut(for him to kill himself)! Or is it [maifsrP-JD], 
I kn� I had to inherit his shawl. 

I wrapped myself in silk; sar in front of God's momh, with the 
book opened in front of me, I began a roll call of my brothers' names. 
I thought: "Against Him, it is harpoons we need." And if I am still 
rhen:, wirh the list ofJonahs [plural: it is a lineage of substirutes-JD] 
in front of me, it is wriuen that I am; s..:ated on the other side of lhc 
beginning, I am dead, I stay. 1-«� 

It is the end, the end of rhe shorr srory [nouvtlle] , what happens 
inlro the end and whose n�s [nouvelk] is rhe srory. 
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Epilogue 

We arc nor going m 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 her as a present, since, as she said to 
me the other day, she seems to have forgotten hers. 

But 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 " Ilia. "l-19 

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

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

I argue with her all the rime, I begin again all the time, I told 
you so when I 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. 

I would anempt 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 after a verdict, here a death sentence, but also co11� 
vinmi, convinced by the rrurh of death, of a true speech (veridic­
him), of a verdict as regards death. She, on her Side [de son COtl, 
avec un grand q, it is [ci-st] for life she is convinced of life for life. 

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

It is as if [st] she said: "We're not going to die"; "Yes we arc [mais 
sr]," I would answer. She knows I tell the truth, I know she tells 
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rhc uuth. Now evidc:mly we say the opposite, how is that possible:? 
Who is dreaming in all this evidence? 

The thing is, I just cannot believe her, as far as life: death is con� 
cerned, from one side to the other. I jusr cannot believe her, rhat is 
ro say: I can only manage ro believe her, I only manage to believe 
her when she speaks in the subjunctive. 

That's how it is, and it will be I believe like rhat up to the end, 
comprehensively [comprise[. Yes, comprehensively. Up to the end, 
supposing that she ever be comprehended [comprise), in the end. 

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





Notes 

Translator's Pr�foce 
1. A literal rranslarion of the original title, H.C pour /11 vie, c'nt a 

dirr . . , was felt to be rhc most sarisfacwry way of doing justice to the 
subtle polysemy of its wording, spelling, and syntax, as well as irs aural 
cffecrs. The reader may wish to hear c'm pour Ia vie (lhar is for life), 
especially since Dcrrida often plays on the near-homophony between 
the letter C and r'nl in 1:rench., as wdl as undcmand r'm ii diu, usually 
hyphenated throughout to mean "that is ro sayn -rhc book is an end­
less rebeginning of ir:sclfin other words-also as an inju11ction: rhar isf 
ne�s ro � said. 

1.. �HCICnc has a genius for making the language speak, down to the 
most familiar idiom, the place where ic seems to be crawling with secrets 
which give way ro rhoughr" (Dcrrida's foreword t(,) Thr ffl/enr Cixow 
Rrader, M. Susan Sell�rs. preface by H�ll:ne Cixow and Jacques Dcrrida 
[London: Routledge, 1994]. p. vii). 

H. C. for Life, That ls 10 Say . 
1. There seemed no b�ner way of rendering this iterativ� puinr than 

to bring back to life this slightly archaic construction, "Would that I 
might," which makes it possible to ke�p Derrida's constant suuctural 
coupling of the subjunctive "might" [pui;rr] , including as an invented, 
nominalized form (/r ''ptrinr, "/.a jmissr'). with the noun "might" [puis­
saner] wherever appropriate. Where "might" wa.� tno awkward lexically 

,,, 



No us 

or syntactically, "mighty power" or, more simply, "power" was usrtl in­
stead, ofren with the French in square brackets.-Trans. 

2. Derrida refers to Hc!l�ne Cixous, LA (Paris: Gallimard, 1976; Des 
Femmes, 1979), whose homophony with 14 C!here," but oli:en meaning 
"here" in English), he will take up later. (Unless otherwise indicated, all 
the works referenced in the notes arc by Hc!l�ne Cixous.)-"li-ans. 

J. This versatile idiomatic phrase, which can also refer to "a moment 
ago," i.e., in the past, will be repeated time and again, often in con­

junction with other temporal variations-and occasionally declined into 
rout(t) J /'hru" (liter.a.lly, "all for the hour"). We have 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 hruu, "hour," often converted to "moment" 
hcrc.-Trans. 

4- The scene that follows is quoted and retold by Helene Cixous 
herself in Portrait tk jacquts Dtrridd rn }tunt Saim Juif(Paris: Galilc!e, 
2001), p. I} (Ponrair of jacques DtrridA as a Young }tUii!h Saint, trans. 
Beverley Bie Brahic (New York: Columbia University Press, 2004), pp. 
s-6; translation modified).-Trans. 

5- Derrida's dense humorous development brings together par ici 
{"this way," "through here," and, in most other contexts, "(around) 
here�), parousit, and the name of the conference venue, Ctrisy, as well 
as, in the next paragraph. parricitk-par id sounding like a half-pro­

nounced parricitk in French, therefore a quasi-parricide or a parricide m 
commt si (French commt si = Latin quasi: as if).-Trans. 

6. Borh si (if, yes)-wi th the later adjunction of the musical note B 
(rn si ou m com�u: u)-:md "six" already stan articulating the family 
name Cix01u, whose initial C almost pronounced like c'm (this is), will 
be extensively glossed later on.-Trnns. 

7- Lt Pri11om dt Dim (Paris: Grassel, 1967). 

8. Lt! C:ommm({'mmrs (Paris: Grasset, 1970; Des l:emmes, 1999). 

9- The title of Cixous's novel OR, k1 lmm dt mon pi" (Paris: Des 
j-:emmes, 1997), to which Dcrrida alluclcs here, contains another ho­
mophony: the conjunction or, "now" (omim:d in English in the minor 
premise of a syllogism: cf. p. 6 supra), and the noun or, "gold," with, in 
this particular sentence, the add<.-J aural effect or, d't/k-mbnt, suggesting 
hon d'tf/t, �beside hersdf.n-Trans. 

10. Derrida makes the untranslatable ambiguity of Cixous's mts 
protlm morts explicit by referring to the English equivalent.�, "dead onesn 
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and "dearhs." For a discussion of rhe various semantic layers, see Eric 
Prenowirz, "Nearly Reading Hel�ne Cixous: rhe 'Equivocal Vocarion' 
oflianslation," in Joyful Babr/: Traml4ting Ht�nr Cixous, ed. Myriam 
Diocarett and Mana Segarra (Amsrerdam: Rodopi. 2004), pp. 47-6o.­
Trans. 

n. OR, kJ kmn tk mon phr, p. 199. 

12. L'HiJ10irr (q�im nr comwimrjamais) (Paris: Des Femmes, 1994). 

I}- We wish to keep Derrida's crucial distinction, ofrcn reiterated in 
his texts of the last decade, between fomr (future) and avrnir, which is 
always to come [d vrnitj, hence "fu1urc-to-come."-Trans. 

14. Drrnnirr, dt-rrnirr (and larer, tk-�nirr. ef. p. n6 infra), and di­
rrnirmrnt combine tkroirr, dnnihrmrnt ("last," "lastly," hence "rear"), 
dini« ("ro deny"), and rrnirr or rrnirmmt (�to disown," often translated 
as "to renege" in order to make available the play on "re(ar)-negation" 
and "de-negation" (dintgation, "denial") whenever appropriate.-Trans. 

15. "jr m un a�trr" is Arthur Rimbaud's celebra1ed exclamation in a 
lener to Paul Demeny, dated May 15, 1871 (Oruvm compiJtrJ, cd. An­
toine Adam [Paris: Gallimard, 1972j, p. 250).-Trans. 

16. Cf. U Prinom tk Diru. "Prenamed" (from "prename": forename, 
first name) is chosen here ro capture some ofDcrrida's near-ecymological 
play on a pr!nom being barely a name since it comes "inirially," before a 
(proper) name.-Trans. 

17. One of Derrida's motifs 1hroughoU1 the book, du cart tk . . .. is 
an obvious reference to Marcel Proust's Du COti tk chn Swann, ltans­
lated into English as Swa,nS Wtly. Of all the French cOtis, rhis 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 lirerary 
allusion.-Trans. 

18. Lr1 Commrncrmrnn (Paris: Grasser, 1970), p. 177 (Des rcmmes, 
1999, p. 160, hereafter given in br.�.ckets). 

19. Derrida uses the word �quote" in the original, rogether with the 
French equivalent ritr, and will do so on SC.'Veral 01her occasions. In fact 
Derrida often rcsom to English or angliciud words instead of, or along­
side, rhe French, and we have felt the need to indicate the most themati­
cally rel�m occurrences in square brackcrs.-Trans. 

20. Mrsrie (Paris: Des Femmes, 1996), p. 102. The tide sounds almost 
like mais Ji, a recurrent tag in Derrida's text thai has sometimes been 
given in square brackets because there is no single possible rranslation.­
'li-ans. 
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21. Derrida plays on the humorous colloquialism "jt mms commt jt 
mpirr," (literally) I lie the way I breathe, i.e., I am a born liar (compare 
also with "I forget it as naturally as I breathe," p. lfZ.)--oreven tlk mmt 
commt tik rrspirr-in a passage where he introduces the playful parsing 
of 11!-mtnt (pronQunced almost like ,/k mtnt) and lvlnt-mtnt, the lat­
ter occurring in an excerpt from Cixous's Lts CommmumtntJ discussed 
below (cf. n. JO infra) .-Trans. 

22. �To reread, that is ro say read, that is to say resurrect-erase that is 
ro say forgttuad [oublire]" (OR, lnktrrrs tk monpm, p. 16; cited p. 98, 
with the page wrongly identified as p. 17 in the original).-Trans. 

23. A dlcadt is the word traditionally used for a ten-day conference 
held at Cerisy-la-Salle. This spttific meaning dates back to the Repub­
lican calendar introduced during the French �olurion, and here Der­
rida delibcr.udy plays on the ambiguity with the English translation for 
dlctnnit". a ten-year period.-Trans. 

2.4- fours dt /'an (Paris: Des Femmes, 1990), p. 154 {FirsrDay1 oftht 
Year, rrans. Catherine A. F. Gillivray (Minneapolis: University of Min­

nesota Press, 1998), p. 102; translation slightly modified]. (The bold type 
that follows is not in the rext, of course.) 

25. OR, ks lmrts dt mon pm, p. 37-
26. Numtro pair bis (which sounds like p�rt bis; cf. p. 25 supra): 10A 

would be an L-quivalem example.-Trans. 
27. Lt1 Commmcrmtnu, p. 33 (p. lt). 
28. En si tt tn lit Derrida's praise of the aurality/orality of Cixous's 

writing is marched by several tonal allusions via rhe fim syllable of her 
name, pronounced like 1i (the note B), and the homophony of 14 (A) in 
the sol-fa scale with the title of one of her books, but also with /J (t/Jm). 
Cixous herself has further brought ou1 this musical vein in her retell­
ing of the "primal scene� of their mi�d encounter by playing on the 
homophony in french between Derrida's do1 (back) and do (rhe note C; 
see n. 4 1upra).-Trans. 

29. Les CommtnctmmlJ, pp. )S-}6 (pp. 23-14). 
JO. As Derrida's subsequent development makes clear, th..-: French 

Evt "' mtnt (Eve does not lie) sounds like h!lntmmt, the French word 
for "l-venr.� hence (he rransl�tion's slightly convoluted syntax, which is 
meam to spell our the sequence of leners �even lcll. "-Trans. 

}I. Us Commmcrmtnu, p. 84 (p. 69). 
)! . .  I n  facr, umpUJ i s  neuter i n  rhe singular, despite (he -w ending, 

which sounds like the familiar marker of masculine nouns in l.arin.­
"li-ans. 
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H· l.n Commmammn, p. 39 (p. 27). 
}4· Lrs Commmc�mmn, p. 40 (p. 28). 
}5. OR, l�s �Inn tk mo" phr, p. :to. 
36. OR, In �rrm tk mon pm, pp. 19D-91. 
}7· joun tk /'an, p. 173 (FintDllp ofrh� �ar, p. ns; uanslations modi­

lied]. 
j8. This is already a quo1alion from foun tk /'an, p. 174 [FimDays 

ofrhe �ar, p. n6], just before the following excerpl (translation modi­
lied).-Trans. 

39· joun tk lim, p. 174 [FimDays ofrh� Yrar, p. n6; rranslation modi­
fied]. 

40. foun tk lim., pp. 176-77 [FimDap ofrht Yrar, pp. II7-J8; transla­
tion modified]. 

41. }ours tk /'an, p. 1n IFirsrDap oftht Yrar, p. u8 (lranslarion modi· 
fi<d)]. 

41.. Dinse, �goddess,� is pronounced like the rwo leuers D.S., a literal 
homophony consonant wirh Derrida's play on H.C.'s initials through­
our, and which Roland Barthc:s had made popular in his analysis of the 
generational symbol of �The New Citroen� in Myrhologin, trans. An­
neue Lavers (London: Vintage, 1993), pp. 88-90. Bur �the female first 
name of God" also suggcslS thar D.S. might be a punning acronym for 
Jijfirena s�rlk which CiKow uses for e.g. in �Centes de Ia DiffCrencc 
Sexuelle," in Ltrtllm tk Ia diffirmcr s�ud/e, ed. Mara Negr6n (Paris: 
Des Femmes, 1994), p. }5.-Trans. 

43· fours tk /'an, p. 178 (FimDays ofrh� Yrar, p. 118 (translation modi­
fied)]. In rhis instance, we resorted to decapitalizing May in English in 
order to render the quirk of rhe French: may, instead of mai.-Trans. 

4-4- joun tk /'an, p. 178 (FirstDll)'1 ofrht �ar, pp. n8-19 (translation 
modified)]. 

4S- Cixous's lecture for the 1991. dlcade, �Quelle heure est-il ou La 
porte (celle qu'on nc passe pas)," began thus: "The first time I saw 
Jacques Dcrrida (it must have been in 1962.), he was walking [ ... ) along a 
moumain's crest." In U Passage dn fronti�m: Autour du rravail tU ]acqu�s 
Dtrritia (Pari�: Galil&:, 1994), p. 8}; "What is ir o'clock? or Th.e Joor 
(we never cnicr),� trans. Catherine A. F. MacGillivray, in Helene Cixous, 
Srigmalll: &raping Tars (london: Routledge, 1998), p. S7--Trans. 

46. OR. �� �l'ITtS tb mo, pirr, pp. 139ff. 
47· I refer you to the admirable �Petrarca et lc pardon," by Giuseppe 

Mona, Rivista di metira 9, n.s., (1998). 
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48. fours tk lim, pp. 18ff[FinrDays ofthr Y,ar, pp. 1:z.fr]. 
49· OR, Irs krms dr mon pt-u, p. 1-42 (emph�s mine, of course). 
so. lrs Ccmmmcnnmts, p. 57 (p. 44) (my emphasis). 
51. joun tk /'an, pp. 193-95 [FimDays oftht Yrar, pp. l)o-31). 
51. Literally �axe,n but �harchctn has bttn silenily subs1itu1ed in 1he 

following excerpts from FimDays of thr Yt-ar in order to render the the· 
marie cogency of Dcrrida's argument involving the leiter H, similarly 
pronounced, and, in Ciw.ous's tCXI, an implicit allusion to 1he �mipro­
verbial phrase /'Histoirt avrc sa grandr hachr (l-lisrory with its big axe I 
capital H). See also p. 105.-Trans. 

SJ. form tU lim, p. 193 [FinrDays ofthr Yrar, p. I}O; Ira.nslaiion modi­
fi«<J. 

54· &trhovtn a jamiJis ou i'tximnu tk Diru (Paris: Des Femmes, 
199J), p. 2.2.6. 

55- Bmhovm 0 jamai.s ou i'ai.sunct dt Ditu, p. 133-

J6. &nhovm a jam a is ou l't:Wrtnet de Dint. p. 110. (Unle.ss otherwise 
indicated, all the emphases arc mine.) 

57- Bttthovtn tl ja�NJi.s ou /'t,:i.sttnct de Din,_, pp. 114-15. 
sB. This is one of several instances where Derrida delibera1dy jux­

taposes the masculine grammatical gender (unavailable in English) of 
auuwr with the feminine personal pronoun referring ro Cixous, who is 
larer explicitly referred to as a "man of the rhca1er� and a �man of ac­
tion" within a �fcminis1� context emphasizing her monumental achieve­
ments.-Trans. 

59- An allwion to a novel by Cixous bearing this tide (Paris: Denod, 
1973; Dc:s Femmes, 1999).-Trans. 

6o. Buthown a jam�� is ou J'txi.Jttnct dt Din�, p. 2.11. 
61. Mtmoirs of tht Blind: Tht &JfPorrrait a11d Othtr Ruins, trans. 

Pascale-Anne Brauh and Michael Naas (Chicago: Universiry of Chicago 
Press, 1993). 

6z. �Savoir," in Helene Cixous and Jacques Dcrrida, Vtill, trans. 
Geoffrey Bennington (Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 2.001), 
pp. 1-16. 

63. }ouN rk i'an, pp. IH-S6 [FimDIIJi o{tht Ytar, p. IOJJ. 
64. Et chamt ill hantist: Derrida's development implicitly plays on the 

homophony benveen champs (helds) and chantr (songs).-Trans. 
65. A more literal double mnslation-which will be more appropri­

ate in subsequent, '"cri1icaln contexrs--<ould be: I saw letters I I live on 
lc:m:rs (or c:ven lirerarure).-Trans. 
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66. OR. lfl krms tU mon ph�. pp. 186-87. I had noted the work of 

the letter V in her texts (cf. "Un veri soie," in H. Cixous andJ. DerriJa, 
\tOiks [Paris: Galilee, 1999Jl [''A Silkworm of One's Own," in 11-ib, pp. 
17-92). 

67. The quasi-neologism am·vam was first inuoduced and discussed 
in Aporia;, trans. Thomas Dutoir (Stanford, CA: Stanford University 
Press, 1993), esp. p. 33; in n. 14 (p. 116). Derrida adds that he recalled afi:er 
the fact that Cixous had used the term earlier in her works.-Trans. 

611. OR, ks kttm d, mon ptrt, pp. 186-87. 
69. £, puimmu: usually translated as upotentially" or, more philo­

sophically, �in potentiality," this phrase has an added twist of difficulty 
on account of the con�eptual revitalization of puU1anu throughout. 
We 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 mighring, since m pull­
saner is explicitly envisaged beyond the opposition berween act(uality) 
and potentiality. The reader should likewise fed empowered by Dcrrida'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 an of replacement, invent 
substitute constructs, such as "in mighty potentiality" or uin potential 
might," etc.-Tr.ms. 

70. I confess that I had not yet read, by the time of Ccrisy, the mag­
nificent text that Mireillc Calle-Gruber devotes to "La vision prise de vi­
tesse par l'tcriture, a propos de LA Fiandr juive, d'Helenc Cixous" (Lir­
rirarurrtoJ (October 1996]: 79-93). I do not know a more lu�id analysis 
of the "race" of a writing that "functions like a marvelous gearbox," of 
irs "time without time" and of the "magnets" of these "magnetic fields" 
where the wriling is ''challenged: 10 race faster than itself." 

71. joun dr /'an, p. 179 (FintDays ofrhr Ytar, p. 119). 
72. Derrida had already developed this point in "Fourmis," in L��:­

n.m dr La diffirrn�:r sororlk, pp. Bo-81, 97, and will return to it in Gt­
nhrs, g;n;aiogifl, grnm rr lr  ginir: Lfl stems dr J'archivr (Paris: Galilee, 
2003), p. 49it-"li-am. 

7). Enm l'kriturr (Paris: Des Femmes, 1986) is the tide of one of 
Cixous's collections of critical essays; Coming to Writing and Olhtr Es­
says, ed. Deborah Jenson, trans. Sarah Cornell et al. (C.-ambridge, Mass: 
Harvard University Press, 1991).--li-ans. 

74- " . .  qui s'tnrtlld .i foirt arriwr J'admu m;mr." Another transla-
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tion could be: � . . .  which can be heard when it makes the address itself 
arrive.'' Derrida will return on �evcral occasions to rhe thematic link, 
half-articulatN �fore, bcrwun knowing, aural icy (hearing), and under­
standing in rhe French verb rnundrr, sfnrmdrt.t.-Trans. 

75- OR, In kmrs dr mon p�rt. pp. 2.o-11. 
76. Derrida subscquendy develops rhe er:ymological ties in the French 

raccord"' (and later s'accordrT) bcrween conN rchord, .. but also �cord, .. 
"rope," from Latin chord.:�), the hean (French coror, from Larin cor, cor­
dis), and accord, w which the nanslarion has resoru:d occasionally.­
Trans. 

77- Croisltr d'unt otuvrt (Crossroads of an Oeuvre) was rhe tide cho­
sen for rhe dkadr on Hel�ne Cixous at which this lecture was first given. 
Cf. p. 57 supra.-Tr.ms. 

78. The French phrase may be construed as a cross berween tnlN 
chien �t loup ("in the gloaming") and romm� chim �· cha' rlike cat and 
dog," or here Cixow's female cat {chan�ll--Trans. 

79- OR, ks kttm rk mon pm. p. 88. 
8o. OR. ks lmm rk mDn ph�. pp. 147-48. [The first half of this dense 

passage in "Dr" (sort: "goes out," "fate"; mort: "dead," "dearh") should be 
compared with rhe French original.-Trans.) 

81. Cf. �Faith and Knowledge: the Two Sources of'Religion' at the 
Limits of Reason Alone," trans. Samuel Weber, in &ligion, ed. Jacques 
Oerrida and Gianni Vanimo (london: Policy, 1998), pp. r-78 (orig. Paris: 
Seuil, r996). Weber's translations of the key "concepts" have been used as 
far as possible for the sake of consistency across translations.-Trans. 

82. OR, ks kmn rk mon pm. p. 21. 
8}. "A Silkworm of One's Own," in Vrib, pp. 17-92. 
84. This is one of several passages suuctured by Denida's strategic 

we of gendercd pronouns in French, here rl.h, which can refer either to 
animate or inanimate nouns.-Trans. 

85. Prawns (crrorrw rom), rather than shrimps (cnvuus grists). We 
are grateful to Hl!lenc Cixous for clarifying rhis instance of rhe intrusion 
of the real into rhc linguisric.-Trans. 

86. Here Derrida refers in English w J. L. Ausdn's well-known How 
to Do Things with Words (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1962), in which the 
American linguist introduced the notion of the performativc, which 
Derrida subsequently discussed in "Signature, Event, Context" (in 
Margins of Philosophy, trans. Alan Bass [Chicago: University of Chicago 
Press, 1982), pp. }07-30).-Trans. 
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87. Derrida's (and Cixous's) ve�Ytile use of the French verb foi", espe­
cially infoirt un nom, is more conspicuous from this point onward and 
has called for an equally flexible approach in the nansladon, with the 
French being given in square brackers whenever appropriate.-Tr.tns. 

99. cr. n. 22 supr4. 
89. Dcrrida refers in English ro Shelley's poem "The Triumph of Life," 

which had been chosen as the focus text for an illustrative collection 
of essays by �Yale deconstructionists," to which he contributed �Living 
On: Border Lines" (in Harold Bloom et al., Dtcorutn�Clion and Criticism 
[London; Routledge and Kegan Paul, 1979], pp. 75-176).-Tr.�ns. 

90. OR, �� l�rrTN d� mon pl-rt, pp. 17-18 and fT. for subsequent quota­
tions. 

91. }ountk /'an, p. 2.17 [�An Ideal Story," in FirslDays ofth� Yt-ar, pp. 
IJ9-89; quO[ation p. 147]. 

91. Anankt-(Paris: Des Femmes, 1979), p. 166. 
93· Anankt-, p. J70. 
94· Anankt, p. 171. 
9S· /...a Fiandt juiv� 14 umation (Paris: Des Femmes, 199S). pp. 

17, 87. 
96. Bmhovm Jjamais ou l't:dstmet tb Dii1L. ch. 9: "La rrahison," pp. 

207-35· 
97· }oun tk /'an, pp. 126-27 (FimDays oftht Ytar, p. 9j]. 
98. foun fk lim, p. 48 [FimDays oftk Yt-ar, p. 31]. 
99· Dcrrida quotc.s in English Stephen Dedalus's famous definition 

of paternity in the "Scylla and Charybdis" chapter of James Joyce's 
U/ysm.-Trans. 

too. An ironic allusion to the: now scmiproverbial opening of Rene 
Docancs's Discount on M�thod-Trans. 

101. More precisely, Salomon Reinach's article "L'an et Ia magic:," in 
Cu/us, Mythts tt &ligions, vol. 1 (19os), pp. llS-J6.-Trans. 

102. The active principle in the verbal noun (sec also vivnnmt) is also 
to be heard in puisStlnu:. as ir were, "might-ing" (an active principle com­
bined wirh the pO[enrialiry of a subjunctive; c( p. 70 and n. 69 supra), 
and is to be undc:mood in rhc light of Derridean dilfiranu, a"ivanu, 
Qima,rt (cf. Politiqr�n d� linniril [Paris: Galilee, 1994], p. BB) or, funher 
in H. C. pour 14 vi�. mouranu and diusplranu, as well as Cixous's alglri� 
anu (cf. p. 151 infra and n. IJ6).-Trans. 

IOJ. OR, ks kttrn tk mon ptrt, p. 115. 
104. Ovid, Mttamorphom, Book 3, trans. A. D. Melville, inrro. and 
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nores by E.J. Kenney (Oxford: Oxford Univmiry Press, 1986), p. 61., II. 

379-8]: 
K'Anyone here�· ;:and Echo answered 'Here!' 
[Amazed he looked all round and,] raising his voice, 
Called 'C .. ome rhis way!' and Echo called 'This way!'� 
ros. Sigmund Freud. Toum and Taboo, in Standard Edition of the 

Compltu Prychologic11l Works, trans. and ed. James Strachey, vol. 13 (Lon­
don: Hoganh PR."SS: 1955), p. 93· 

106. Here we have departed from rhe rranslalion in rhc Srandard Edi-
tion in order to stay closer to Derrida's wording.-Trans. 

107. Anankc!', p. 209. 
108. Us CommmummtJ, p. 39 (p. 27). 
109. Anankt, p. I99· 
110. See Max Weber, Wismuchafi aJs Bmif(Sciencc a� a Profession, 

192.2), especially the chapter entitled u R4tionalisimmg, Fomchriu und 
Enrzaubnung d" W'tlt. n -Trans. 

111. L'tlogt d'HIIi?u, in &vu� tk pohi�. no. 90, "La parole dire,� Oc­
tober 1964 [Encomium of H�lrn, intro., ed., trans. D. M. Mac:Oowdl 
(London: Duckwonh; Bristol Classical Press, 1999), pp. 2}, l); rhc trans­
lation has been modified to reflect Dcrrida's usc of the frc:nch version]. 

OR. ks lmm tk mon ptrt, p. 186. 
II}. OR, In kttTtf tk mon ptre, p. 2). 
114. OR, In /,ttrts tk mon ph"�, p. 186. 
us. OR. ks lmm tk mon pl-rr, p. 198. 
116. OR, ks kttm tk mon pirt, p. 81. 
117. L'Exil d� jam�s Joyu ou /'art du JTmpiA•rmrnt (Paris: Grasser, 

1968). The English version was simply called Th� Exik ofjamrs }oyet, 
uans. Sally A. ]. Purcell (london: John Calder, 1976), which further 
adds to the difficulty of translating the French rnnplaumrnt (as well 
as rnnplaur) consistently by "replacement," more readily suggestive of 
(raking rhc) place (o0, rather than "subsdmrion," rhroughom Derrida's 
book.-Trans. 

118. OR, ks ktrm tk mon ptJT, pp. 189-91. 
119. OR, ks l�ttm tk mon pirt, p. 192.. 
120. OR, Its krrm dr mon ph"�. p. 197. 
12.1. Sans qur j'y puissr rim; sans qru jr n J puissr rirn. 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 feeling that an action might ultimately not happen. French psy-
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choanalyst Jacques Lacan was particularly adept at wielding the full force 
of this syntactically expendable particle to indicate how a speaker's un· 
conscious might seck expression in the formal properties of the language 
of enunciation rather than at the level of manifest content.-Trans. 

112.. The acronym for Groupe d'lnformation sur les Prisons. This 
militant youp was created in February 197t (and dissolved in December 
1972.) in order to make public opinion aware of the growing imporunce 
of surveillance and punishment as hidden 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 mounting intolerance, including being prosecuted for one's 
beliefs, campaign against suicide in prison, ere.-Trans. 

12.}. The term IAnt papim was introduced in the mid 199o.s following 
a successful vote on right-wing lcgisla1ion intended to clamp down on 
dandes1ine or illegal immigration and give state authorities the right 
to expel fn.lm French territory immigrant workers and asylum seekers 
judged to be m siruario" irr!gulitn, i.e., without valid personal docu· 
ments. The law was mer with sharp resistance among left-wing sym· 
pathi7..ers and intellectuals who demonsuated for the r!guiArisation or 
legalization of individuals in this precarious situarion.-Trans. 

124. Established in 1994 on the initiative of Salman Rushdie in re· 
sponse to an appeal launched in 1993 by writers from around the world, 
following the upsurge in assassinations of writers in Algeria, its aim was 
to pro1ect persecuted writers by offering an alternative nerwork of asy· 
!urn, residency, and solidarity.-Trans. 

12.5. Amoinene Fouque founded 1he publishing house Des Femmes 
in 1973. five yt:ars after cofounding the famous militanl French feminist 
parry, the Mouvement de Liberation des Femmes (MLF). The ThCfiue 
du Solei!, dir.:cted by Ariane Mnouchkine, was set up in 1970 in a dis· 
used gunpowder workshop (Ia Canoucheric) in Vincennes. Several of 
Cixous's plays were performed there. Daniel Mesguich is one of france's 
leading avant·garde stage directors (as well as being an actor, critic, and 
opera director); he staged Cixous's play L'Hisroirr (qu'on ne conMitraja· 
mai.s).-Trans. 

12.6. L'Exil de jamrs joy« ou l'arl du nmpl4m11ml, p. 38 [ The &ik of 
james joyce, p. 2.1; p. 14 for the second uuac1]. The pun "All men" ap· 
pears in Fin11egans Wakt' (London: Faber, 1975), p. 419.-Trans. 

117. A larcr book on Hel�ne Cixous, the transcription of an inaugural 
conference lecture at the Biblioth�que Nationale to coincide wi1h Cix-
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ous's novel RM j� u dis (Paris: Galil&£e, 2003), was to be called Gm�m. 
gtnlalogin. gmrn rl lr glnir.-Trans. 

12.11. Here we have depanM from the wording in the King Jamrs Au­
rhoriz.cd Ven;ion, "a still small voice," nor suggarive enough of Derrida's 
frtnch uanslarion, "110ix rk bri.sr /JgM. "-Trans. 

129. A thought here about a g�r thinker of spttd who kn� also how 
to n:cogniu the very essence of life in it. Essentially life will have passed 
roo quickly, it will have been so shon. Nienschc: .. Against rhe value of 
that which remains eternally the same, the value of the briefest and most 
transient, rhe sedu<.:rivc Aash of gold (scintiJI.tmtnt] on the belly of the 
��nt villi' ( Thr Will 10 Pouxr, no. 577 [mns. Walter Kaufmann and 
R.J. Hollingdalc, ed. Walter Kaufmann (N� York: Vintage, 1968))). 

I}O. Le Ptinom tb Dim, p. 157-
IJI. Le Prlnom d� Diru, pp. 46, 49· 
132. Lr Pr!nom tk Dim, pp. ss-56. 
IJJ. U Pr!nom d� Dim, p. 57· 
134· OR, l� krrrrs tk mo,Iph-r, p. 27. 
135· That is, nostalgia T Algeria. The term nostalgbir had been intro­

duc�.>d in Mono/inguiJm� d� /'a urn, ou 14 prorhm d'originr (Paris: Galiltt, 
1996), p. 86; Monolinguism ofrhr Orhrr; Or, Th� Prosrhrsis of Origin, 
uans. Paui,k Mensah (Stanford, CA: Stanford Univcrsiry Pres.s, 1998), 
p. 52.-Trans. 

136. Cf . .. My Algeriance, in Other Words: "10 Depart not to Arrive 
from Algeria,� uans. Eric Prenowitz, in H.�llme Cixous, Stigmata: Escap· 
ing Tats (London: Routledge, 1998), pp. 153-72 (orig. in TriQuarurly 
100 (Fall 1997): 259-79).-Trans. 

137. H�lenc Cixous and Mireillc Calle--Gru�r. "Enue liens," Photos 
dr racinrs (Paris: Des Femmes, 1994), pp. 9o-91; "Inter Views," !Wot­
prims: Mrmory and Lift Writing, tr.ms. Eric Prenowirz (london: Rout· 
ledge, 1997), pp. Bo-81. 

1)11. L'Angr a11 srrrrt (Paris: Des Fcmmo, 1991) can also be read as a 
poem of aroncmcm, berwcen rhc ribs and 1hc sides ("The house is not 
big. One has 10 slip berween irs ribs,» p. 14. �To die facing birth's side, 
I came for that. To be thrown out right in the middle of a book," p. 15. 
"Once I was among those I Jc.�pise and who arc on 1hc other side of 
the earth, I rhough1. . . .  And nobody ever to ask for forgiveness,� pp. 
105-106). 

139. 1114 (Paris: D� femmes, 1980), p. •39· 
140. /Ua, p. 14}· 
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141. M�ssi�. pp. 109-10. Funher down: ul recogniz.e its mighty power 
[rhar of rhe question]." 

142.. In this passage Dcrrida playfully combines the ambivalence of 
now nous (each other, ourselves) with the femini1..ation of himself as 
Cixous's alrer ego.-Tr.ms. 

143· U f+inom dr Diru, p. 205. In rhis first book, one could explore 
infini1ely what I dare nor call 1he premises or 1hc ma1rix of the work to 
come. For example, on rhe side of the uliving of life" and of all irs signifi­
crs, of the uconsumpiive" (ul envied 1he consumptive . . Oh, to sec my 
soul live toward my friend! . . .  did noi want to be deprived of 1he most 
intense, the most nnpry moment perhaps . . .  " (p. 19}· her iralicr--JD]), 
on Ihe side of sides ("Ahhough my friend was not by my side (J mrs 
c6rb] . . " (p. 201]), on rhe side of the emp1incss and of life ("naked­
ness of my life . . .  of what is full and what is cmpcy, seeing that every 
life is nothing bu1 what I bring alive intn the world . . .  our life, rhe 
life on which my friend pursued his work. . It was dearh thar should 
wait outside, in the unliving world of ghosrs. Inside I carried on" (p. 
101]), and on the side of the "knowledge that you know" ("'You know' 
'I know' . . .  I know rhat you know, I know even more, I know 1hat I no 
longer need words . . . .  Such is the peace rhat I drink ro rhis knowledge 
rhar you know . . the dream being what I had wanted 10 know, and I 
knew . . .  " (pp. 204-205]). 

144. The li.rst half is a silent borrowing from OR, Irs l�rrru dt mo11 
ptrr, p. 159.-Trans. 

145. Non pas pour changtr dr rallirh commt tk chemist, un� chtmiu 
d'homme. Here Derrida weaves a delicious sanorial metaphor on I he 
french idiom changer d'avis com me d� chn11is� 10 be as changeable as the 
weather (literally: ro change one's mind a.� one changes one's shin).­
Trans. 

146. U Jtlnom tU /Jiro, pp. T7S· 176, 177· 
147. Lt Prlnom tU Dim. pp. I9t, I8J. 
148. L� Prinom fk Dieu, p. t8J. 
149. The 1ide of Cixous's novel can nt hl-ard as il (third-fkrson sin­

gular masculine pronoun) and Ia (feminine dehnite article), but perhaps 
also as ill'a (he has ii).-Trans. 
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