Guest Editor for this issue
Martin McQuillan

Editors
Timothy Clark, Nicholas Royle

Advisory Board

Geoffrey Bennington,

Homi Bhabha, Rachel Bowlby,
Maud Ellmann, John Higgins,
Caroline Rooney, Ann Wordsworth,
Robert J. C. Young

Honorary Committee

Harold Bloom, Geoffrey Hartman,
Jeffrey Mehlman, J. Hillis Miller,
Alan Montefiore, Charles Taylor

Published by The Oxford Literary Review

Copyright © 2003 The Oxford Literary Review
All rights reserved

Typeset by Carrington Griffin Design

Printed by H. Charlesworth & Co Ltd,
254 Deighton Road, Huddersfield HD2 1]]

Booktrade distribution by Central Books Ltd,
99 Wallace Road, London E9 SLN
0208 986 4854

See inside back cover for
Subscription and back issues

Editorial correspondence should be addressed
either to Timothy Clark, Department of
English Studies, University of Durham, Elvet
Riverside, New Elvet, Durham, DH1 3JT, UK
or to Nicholas Royle, Department of English,

University of Sussex, Brighton BN1 9QN, UK.

All other communications to The Oxford
Literary Review, Department of English

Studies, University of Durham, Elvet Riverside,

New Elvet, Durham, DH1 3]JT, UK.

Volume 24, 2002
ISSN 0305-1498
£9.95

The Oxford Literary Review

Volume 24

Reading Cixous Writing

Edited by Martin McQuillan

Editorial 3
Osnabruck Hélene Cixous 5
Ants Jacques Derrida 17
The Girl Who Steps Along Martin McQuillan 43
The Book Inside the Book Mireille Calle-Gruber 71
‘Writing is learning to die’:

Héléne Cixous and the School of the Dead Susan Sellers 97
Dialectics of Another Litter: Foundering Democracy Eric Prenowitz 113
I Shudder to Think in Transition: Between Cixous and Hegel

Katrin Pahl 131
A Screen of Love Claudia Simma 147
Helliadorus and Gazob: A Sketch Jonathan Tiplady 165
Felix Culpa - or, of a heart that begins to vibrate

(Toward a poem at the conjunction of Derrida and Cixous)

Toyotaka Ota 173
*You race towards that secret, which escapes’:

An Interview with Héléne Cixous 185
Reviews
Héléne Cixous or Stroboscopic Writing Gilles Deleuze 203
In The Name Of —————: The Points Of Writing At

This irreplaceable/Portrait de Jacques Derrida en

Jeune Saint Juif Toyotaka Ota 207
English Bibliography compiled by Marcel Swiboda 217

2002




-

Ants*

Jacques Derrida

It's my turn, then. Hélene leaves me, as one says in French, /a parole.
She leaves me. What? La parole. She leaves me, alone, la parole.
With it [elle], with la parole.

One could also say that she begins by giving me / parole in
question.

Let us not ask what ‘to leave or to give /z parole’ means. This would
be too difficult, would require talking for a very long time, all
the time.

There is another difference: between ‘to leave or to give la parole’,
on the one hand, and ‘to give /e mof’ on the other.* We would have a
hard time reading such a distinction. Or translating it, above all, into
another language. And it is always difficult to read what does not let
itself be translated. But this also opens up the only possible path for a
reading worthy of the name, the reading to which one can only bear
witness if one has the secret of the idiom, that is, before those who
share it. What does not let itself be translated, in the most intimate
recesses of language, in its infinite reserve, is the very limit of
readability: the most readable of pure reading and the undecipherable
of the unreadable appear together and appear to border on one
another there [y confiner l'un & l'autre]. It is a strange paradox of
translation when idiom, witnessing and the secret cross paths here in
a single concurrent appearance [comparution].

What does ‘to give the word [le mot]’, ‘to give a word [un mot]’
mean? s it to give something, to give a word? Certainly not, at least if
the word is not a thing. If words are things, in any case they are not
things like other things, and they cannot be given like other things.
Either they are never given or they are the only things in the world
that can truly be given. To give the word, the gift of the word: is this
the gift of a poem? Is it to give a password? Is it to betray a secret? And
donner le mot, is not at all the same thing as se donner le mot.
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For example, everything is happening here as if we had planned this
out [given each other the word: nous nous étions donné le mot], Hélene
and I. But in fact we have never done so and we attest to this here, you
must believe us.

What will all of this give us? So many idiomatic, that is to say more
or less untranslatable, expressions, words, sentences. They are only to
be read, to be deciphered, at the bottom of the infinite familiarity, at
the bottom of the familial abyss of generations, as formidable as sexual
difference. Itself. But remain apparently untranslatable, in their letter,
that is to say in their body. The translating substitution appears to be
impossible. As of the two sides of sexual difference, but also of all that
is called solitude or singularity. How can solitude become an example?
Where does such a logic go?

Let us take a word. For example. A given word. Let us take a thing
at its word [une chose au mot].

Fourmi [ant]: to give the word, I pronounce ‘fourmi’, for example.

I would like finally, and the idea came to me in extremis four days ago,
to call this presentation ‘Fourmis [Ants’], the ‘four/mis,* ‘four/me’,
the word or the thing in the masculine, the cited word, only
pronounced, the term ‘fourmi’, and I cut the word or the insect in
two, not la fourmi, but le fourmi® (ant. Ameise). I had the desire to seal
what is happening today in the wax of an exemplary contingency, of
what happens in zouching me, of what has happened to me over the
last few days, no doubt from very far off but in the last few days, as if
by chance, and coming, this event, from Hélene, precisely, from
something she said to me on the telephone less than a week ago, when
we were not talking about this conference at all knowing none the less
that it was going to happen.

Fourmi is an entirely new word for me. It comes to me from a dream
of Héléne’s, a dream she had and that she recounted to me in the last
few days without knowing until this moment how this ‘fourmi” would
make its way in me, creeping in among experiences that resemble song
as much as work, like the animals in the fable, a dream of Héléne’s that
as far as I know I am the only one to know, about which I will
apparently say nothing, nothing direct, but in which I will already
note, since there was epiphany of un fourmi in the dream, that it is
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very difficult to see, if not to know, the sexual difference of une fourmi,
and not only because it is imperceptibly black, but because as soon as
the word fourmi is masculinized in a dream, for example Hélene's
dream, we see it at once removed from vision, doomed to the
obscurity [#oir] of blindness but promised in this way to reading. Une
fourmi can be seen [se voit] perhaps but already to challenge you to
identify the sex of this little black living creature. As for un fourmi, it
is already the adventure of reading and interpretation, it swarms
(fourmille] with thousands of meanings [mille et mille sens), a thousand
and one [une] images, a thousand and one [u#] sexes, it is cut in half
(four/:mis), it can lose its two wings or only one (since / Sfourmi,
Heélene’s insect, is a winged insect [ azle], an insect classed among the
winged insects, the hymenoptera), it is put [mef] and it’s put in the
oven [mis au four], the oven turned on [le fourmis en marche’], in the
little oven and in the big oven of all incinerations, once it is cut in two
it makes sentences forwards and backwards, to the end or half-way, it
gives everything, it provides [fournit] food and drink, l fourme,}
which is to say the form I [/z forme I}, it is put in the oven [four] or in
the baker’s oven [ fournil], both the inside [mie] and the crust, it is
good like the bread we share and eat with the family [famille] - and
families are also ant colonies [fourmiliéres] - but it also makes you want
to vomit like the inedible itself.

[ am not in the process of writing a new fable about the cricket {/z
cigale] and the ant [le fourmi], or of suggesting that sexual difference
can be read as a fable, as if it were a fable. If I were to say: ‘Sexual
difference is a fable’, the copula ‘is’ would allow the proposition to be
reversed: fable, therefore every fable, is sexual difference, which can be
understood in a number of ways. We can say that every fabulous
narrative recounts, stages, teaches sexual difference or offers it for
interpretation; or furthermore that ‘fable’, which is to say speech [/z
parole] or parable, 7s all of sexual difference. Sexual difference would
be, if there were any, fabulous. There would be no parole, no mot, no
saying which does not say and which is not and which does not
instigate or translate something like sexual difference, this fabulous
sexual difference. And that there would be no sexual difference that
did not come through /z parole, thus through le mot fable.

This fable was given to me, like a word, by Hélene’s telephoned
dream. And since a minute ago I asked the question ‘what does it
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mean to give le mo#?” or ‘what does it mean to give the thing?’, ‘what
is it to give?’, ‘what does one mean by “to give™?” before the word or
the thing, I propose the following thesis (in a dogmaric and elliptical
fashion, so as not to speak for a long time or all the time): if there is
such a thing as a gift [don], it must be given [se donner] like a dream,
as in a dream. For the unconscious or for pure consciousness, there is
neither gift nor pardon, only exchange and restrained economy,
because there is gratitude, symbolic return, because there is ‘thanks’,
when the consciousness of having given compensates itself and
recompenses itself, when it thanks itself and reestablishes in turn the
mercenary or mercantile circle of salary (deadly logic of ‘to each his
turn’). One can only give without knowing — and if consciousness as
well as a certain unconscious are figures of knowledge, then allow me
to see in the dream at least the figure of this gift that is borne between
the two and beyond the two. No longer the gift for gift [don pour don]
(gift and counter-gift), but the gift-pardon [don-par-don),” when one
must (an obligation without obligation) forgive the gift [pardonner au
don) to interrupt the circle of revenge or break the mirror of resent-
ment, at the point where one risks no longer knowing that giving
knows how to receive.

It is a dream, of course. And if one can only give in dream, one can
only dream of giving. Even so, this requires the unchangeable and
inexchangeable grace of certain dreams. Even so, one must know how
to dream. Enough to outwit the miserly circle of absolute knowledge.

Fourmi is not only the figure of the very small, the scale of the
minuscule (small as an ant) and the microscopic figure of innumerable
multiplicity, of the incalculable, of what swarms and teems' without
counting [compter], without letting itself be counted, without being
taken in [sen laisser conter] (I shall return to the tale [conze], the story
and the fable in a moment). The ant, the teeming of the ant, is also
the insect. The hymenoptera insect, therefore, winged insect, hymened
insect, with veiled wings, with wings in the form of veils." It swarms
and teems. The word insect participates in the swarming of the anthill
of the word ant (in parentheses, all words are ants, in this way insects,
we must draw all the consequences for sexual difference: as soon as
words come into play [se mettent de la partie], as soon as they take part
in [sont partie prenante de) sexual difference or sexual difference is
taking issue [a maille & partir] with them, this is my hypothesis, as
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soon as there is sexual difference, there are words or rather traces to be
read. It begins there [par li]. There can be traces without sexual differ-
ence, for example for unsexed living things, bur there can be no sexual
difference without traces, and this goes not only for ‘us’, for the living
thing we call human. But thenceforth, sexual difference remains to be
interpreted, deciphered, decrypted, read and not seen. Legible,
therefore invisible, an object of testimony and not proof — and in the
same way problematic, mobile, uncertain, it goes by, it is in passage, it
passes from one to the other, by one and the other [par [un et lautre],
from one [/unel to the other like une fourmi, un fourmi of a dream),
the word 7nsect, therefore, as it is heard without being seen, as on the
telephone, teems with meanings and gives us to read all that can be
deciphered on the programme of this colloquium.

Let us begin with the neutral (Neutre is also the title of one of
Hélene’s novels, of one of her immense fables). Everything goes
through the neutral. In the first place insecta, the Latin word for insect,
is neutral (always plural, as if there were not one insect but a collection
of insects, an anthill of insects: insecta, insectorum). And this plural
neutral, #nsecta, does not mean un-sectile [insecable], indivisible,
atomic. It is said, on the contrary, that insecta comes from inseco,
which means to cut, to dissect, at times to tear apart with the teeth
(dentibus aliquid insecure), to rip into small pieces. The frequentative
insector means ‘to chase relentlessly’, to be hot on the heels, to pester,
to seduce, perhaps to woo, to harass, to hound, etc. As an insecta, as a
member of this sort of gender, of this quasi-gender specified by
thousands of species,' the ant is a cut invertebrate (the name means
cut, it names the cut), which is to say divided into small strangulations
by so many annulations.

In the end, the ant well deserves the title of insect: it is an annulared
animal. Its body is marked, scanned, strictured by an annular
multiplicity of rings," that cut it without cutting it, divide it without
cleaving it, differentiate it without dissociating it — although the
name, insecta, from inseco, means ‘cut’. Thus it is that a word meaning
‘cut’ can come to mean ‘strangled’, but not ‘cut’, and (but) cut and
(but) not cut, separated but (and) not separated, cut but immediately
repaired. Stricture.

This is what we would like to talk about: about the separated/not
separated, about the cut/not cut — and about the word ‘sex’, about
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sexual difference in its relation to the cut (and) (but) not cut, to the
cut that is no longer opposed to the un-cut, between the ‘separating’
and the ‘repairing’ [le Séparer’ et le ‘réparer’]. Here, to ‘parry’ [‘parer’]
between two, to ‘array’ oneself [s¢ parer’] between ‘separating’ and
‘repairing’, the one becomes two then one with the other without
ceasing to be one separated [un séparé], which is to say two beyond all
arithmetic, separation and reparation, separation as reparation. Here
[La), with [a, as with the parer of the se-reparation [sé-réparation)], we
are already speaking about Hélene [au titre d’Héléne). 1 shall not only
cite her magnificent titles which all speak of the Aymen and sexual
difference: La (new edition in 1979) or /l/a (1980) nor the Préparatifs
de noces (1978), etc. No, I shall cite in passing the appearance of the
words ‘separation/reparation’, both associated in the recent ‘Self-
portraits of a blind woman’ (which are, as you know, a chapter in jours
de l'an'* published several months ago without our ever having spoken
of it [sans que nous nous soyons jamais donné le mot], for her to write her
‘Self-portraits of a blind woman’ at approximately the same moment I
was writing Memoirs of the Blind: The Self-Portrait and Other Ruins
(Mémoires d aveugles, Lautoportrait et autres ruines)).

In the chapter of Jours de lan entitled ‘Autoportraits d'une aveugle
[‘Self-portraits of a blind woman’] (‘Autoportraits in the plural this
time, and ‘aveugle’ in the feminine; I had tried to explain why the
blind of myth or of revelation are almost always men; une aveugle is
almost as unusual a word in French as un fourmi, but I shall come back
to this, it is more complicated), a certain Story of Contretemps (the
expression Histoire de contretemps is in italics as for a book title;
without our having spoken of it [donné le mor], 1 once used
contretemps in the title of an aphoristic text about another aphoristic
couple that Hélene knows well, Romeo and Juliet), a certain Story of
Contretemps begins with a bench.” It begins on a bench — and it is also
a scene of reading, a reading of sexual difference: between separation
and reparation, the in-between [entre-deux] between Separation and
Reparation.

Each one of the two words, Reparation and Separation, remains all
alone. Each one all alone is a sentence, but that sentence is a question
(‘Reparation? Separation?’). Each one stands in its solitude — and,
between the two, there is the between. But the between which is
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opened the instant someone enters, some ‘one’, Onegin. I'll read a
passage, it is always better to read:

Because this Story of Contretemps begins with a bench...

What I love: the race, what Marina loves: the bench.

Each one reads in her own book. The author: hesitates.
In Marina’s: a bench.

A bench. On the bench Tatiana. Enter Onegin. He does not
sit down. Everything is already broken off. It is she who gets
up. Reparation? They remain standing, the two of them [zous
les deux]. Separation? All two of them [Tous les deux].'s

“Tous les deux’: ‘tous les deux’ is one of the most singular works of
French grammar. Hélene has a genius for making the language speak,
the language and the most familiar idiom, where it seems to be
teeming with secrets which give way to thought. She knows how to
make it say what it keeps in reserve, which in the process also makes
it come out of its reserve. Thus: ‘fous les deux’ can always be
understood as a// the ‘twos, all the couples, the duals, the duos, the
differences, all the dyads in the world: each time there are two in the
world. The singular name of this plural which nonetheless regroups
couples and dual units, ‘fous les deux’ thus becomes the subject or the
origin of a fable, story and moral [bistoire et moralité] included. The
fable says everything that can happen o sexual difference or from
sexual difference. Here, in the more narrowly delimited sequence of
this Story of Contretemps, it remains impossible to decide if this ‘zous
les deux’, which repeats the earlier ‘tous les deux’ (1 reread: ‘Reparation?
They remain standing, the two of them. Separation? All two of them.
But only he speaks. He speaks for a long time. All the time. She does
not say a word’), means fowus les deux, him and her, in the most
ordinary and obvious sense (when ‘tous les deux’ means the one and the
other, both together [rous deux ensemble], in chorus, equally, indisso-
ciably, of common accord, all two of them as one, in this sense insepa-
rable) or rous les deux, ‘reparation’ and ‘separation’, the one and the
other, the reparation which doesn’t separate itself from the separation,
that is, from the irreparable separation, the irreparable separation of
the pair disparate in its very appearance [comparution). In this second
hearing, what makes zous les deux inseparable also includes the separa-







