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If psychoanalysis considers itself as the science of the construction of
subjectivity in language then we can pose its relation to literature as that of
Theory to practice... What one can attempt to study is how the work relates to the
forms in which it is written and how those forms can be understood in relation to
fantasy — to the figuration of desire and sexuality26.







Some of the best intellects of Russia, after struggling in vain against the spell,
ended by throwing themselves at the feet of that hopeless despotism as a giddy
man leaps into an abyss [...]39
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[...] la fascination d’un langage simple, concret, univoque, adéquat à son objet,
qui rendrait la communication transparente [...] pour aboutir à une expression
totale de la réalité [...] Conrad devait sans cesse lutter contre la menace de
captations imaginaires qui l’auraient conduit sur les traces de Kurtz si, par une
attention sans faille portée au travail du signifiant, dont Marlow se fait l’écho dans
ses multiples récriminations contre l’inadéquation fondamentale du langage, il ne
s’était imposé de sévères contraintes dans sa démarche d’écriture-vérité que la
notion de restraint mise en avant aussi bien dans sa fiction que dans sa
philosophie de la vie, illustre de façon pertinente. Si donc la fascination de
l’ancre, de l’écriture-objet fonctionne comme butée pour Conrad, il s’agit d’une
butée-sensation à laquelle il semble résister de moins en moins à mesure que sa
carrière touche à sa fin, et il reste vrai que c’est l’autre versant qui fait de lui un
écrivain de première grandeur dans sa modernité. Ce versant, qui est celui de
l’écriture de la problématique du sujet, je le définirai donc comme la victoire de la
plume [...]44
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The closure of the semiotic square becomes a “diagnostic revelation of terms or
nodal points implicit in the ideological system [of the text] which have, however,
remained unrealized in the surface of the text, which have failed to become
manifest in the logic of the narrative, and which we can therefore read as what the
text represses” (PU, 48). Semiotic structure is thus the “graphic embodiment”
(PU, 48) of the attempt at logical closure on the part of those allegorical master
narratives of history that Althusser demystifies. These narratives are necessarily
inadequate to the reality they purport to explain. The quadrant can therefore be
an “indispensable instrument” in delineating the ideological subtext, or political
unconscious, of a narrative, a subtext that properly dialectical criticism
understands in terms of social forces the narrative surface of the texts seeks to
control through its various “containment strategies”.47



49

[...] the tradition of Herodotus, Sophocles, Euripides, Vigil, Marston, Webster,
Shakespeare, Montaigne, Molière, Pascal, Sterne, Voltaire, Rousseau, Milton,
Coleridge, Stendhal, Lautréamont, Conrad, Eliot, Aiken and Joyce... all of them
writers who ‘reset other people’s jewels and redoubled their lustre.’ 49

[...] he produced a thing like calipers and got the dimensions back and front and
every way, taking notes carefully. (HOD, 37)
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It took the best part of the years 1903-4 to do; with many intervals of renewed
hesitation, lest I should lose myself in the ever-enlarging vistas opening before
me as I progressed deeper in my knowledge of the country. Often, also, when I
had thought myself to a standstill over the tangled-up affairs of the Republic, I
would, figuratively speaking, pack my bag, rush away from Sulaco for a change of
air, and write a few pages of The Mirror of the Sea. But generally, as I’ve said
before, my sojourn on the continent of Latin America, famed for its hospitality,
lasted for about two years. On my return I found (speaking somewhat in the style
of Captain Gulliver) my family all well, my wife heartily glad to learn the fuss was
over, and our small boy considerably grown during my absence.52

Like Columbus I have torn through one reality & discovered another but like
Columbus also I thought Cuba was on the mainland and it was not and like
Columbus also it is possible I am leaving a heritage of destruction. I am not at all
sure about this but in a Mexican prison you have to drink out of a pisspot
sometimes. (Especially, when you have no passport.)53
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This is not the cry of the boy who cries wolf. It is the wolf itself who cries for help.
It is possible to say that this is less of a cry than a howl.

And leaving the burning dream Yvonne felt herself suddenly gathered upwards
and borne towards the stars, through eddies of stars scattering aloft with ever
wider circles like rings on water[...] (UV, 377)

I need a howl; a cry. [...] None of those resonances and lovely echoes that break
and chime from nerve to nerve in our breasts, making wild music, false phrases, I
have done with phrases.57



[...] essentially Voodoo is a religion, to be regarded with reverence, since
unquestionably it is the matter-transcending religion based upon the actual
existence of the supernatural as a fact that is fundamental to man himself (I
express myself very badly), compared with which most other religions are simply
techniques to hide that fact, or confine the supernatural to relatively safe
distances; [...] Heart of Darkness indeed! Joseph Conrad should have been to
Haiti. What he failed to understand was that the savages of the Congo had to
some extent subdued the dark forces that are in nature by creating their religion
in the first place in order to subdue them, that that, in its way, was a civilizing,
almost a pragmatic process. A white man comes along & is made a god & uses
the same magic to keep & to gain power with these ‘unspeakable’ rights [sic] etc.
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But in my estimation it was the white man who had corrupted them with his own
brand of unspeakableness. Anyhow that story — great though it is is — at least
half based on a complete miscomprehension. [...] It is clear that Comrade Joseph
did not allow himself to be corrupted by any savages though : he stayed in Polish
aloofness on board in company with some a priori ideas.60

[...] the actual existence of the supernatural as a fact that is fundamental to man
himself (I express myself very badly), compared with which most other religions
are simply techniques to hide that fact, or confine the supernatural to relatively
safe distances; [...].61

It is a story as much as my Outpost of Progress was but, so to speak ‘takes in’
more — is a little wider — is less concentrated upon individuals63.



‘If you stood at a greater distance still it might symbolize for you the gradual
imposition of the Americans’ conquering friendship from left to right upon the
Mexicans, [...] upon those who have to look at the frescoes and remember who
paid for them.’ (UV, 255)
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The two most unchanging characters in the novel are also the two with whom the
iterative mode and the pseudo-iterative are most associated : Giorgio Viola, and
Captain Mitchell. Ironically, the former is a dedicated revolutionary and the latter
a man obsessed with “history”, and with “memorable” events. Ironically, because
these two characters who are obsessed with change, with the onward march of
“history”, are the most unchanging individuals in the whole of the novel67.
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[...] Giorgio is a man locked in a time-warp, still living the reality of his
revolutionary youth and instead of understanding the actualities of the
revolutionary times of which he is now a part — or the pains of his sick wife —
reliving day in day out a set of long-dead events and actions. [...] this is a man
whose intense attachment to the past has rendered him incapable of affective
involvement in the events — political or personal — of his present68.

My disillusionment once more is a pose. What am I trying to probe by all this?
Accept it ; one is a sentimentalist, a muddler, a realist, a dreamer, coward,
hypocrite, hero, an Englishman in short, unable to follow out his own metaphors.
(UV, 226)

‘[...] misfits, all good for nothing, cowards, baboons, meek wolves, parasites,
every man jack of them, people afraid to face their own responsibilities, fight their
own fight, ready to go anywhere, as Tolstoy well perceived —’ (UV, 353).
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Captain Mitchell, feeling more and more in the thick of history, found time for an
hour or so during an afternoon in the drawing-room of the Casa Gould, where,
with a strange ignorance of the real forces at work around him, he professed
himself delighted to get away from the strain of affairs. (N, 139)

‘Not long ago it was poor little defenceless Ethiopia. Before that, poor little
defenceless Flanders. To say nothing of course of the poor little defenceless
Belgian Congo70. And tomorrow it will be poor little defenceless Latvia. Or
Finland. Or piddledeedee. Or even Russia. Read history. Go back a thousand
years. What is the use of interfering with its worthless stupid course ? Like a
barranca, a ravine, choked up with refuse, that winds through the ages, and
peters out in a — What in God’s name has all the heroic resistance put up by poor
little defenceless peoples all rendered defenceless in the first place for some well
calculated and criminal reason — ’ (UV, 351-52)



‘Sangriento Combate en Mora de Ebro. Los Aviones de los Rebeldes Bombardean
Barcelona. Es Inevitable la Muerte del Papa.’ The Consul started; this time, an
instant, he had thought the headlines referred to himself. But of course it was
only the poor Pope whose death was inevitable. (UV, 256-7).

‘Old Samaritan case to be reopened, Commander Firmin believed in Mexico.’
‘Firmin found guilty, acquitted, cries in box.’ ‘Firmin innocent, but bears guilt of
world on shoulders.’ ‘Body of Firmin found drunk in bunker’, such monstrous
headlines as these took instant shape in the Consul’s mind, for it was not merely
El Universal the doctor was reading, it was his fate; [...] (UV, 180-181)





























[...] tous les monuments de Jochen Gerz renversent la vapeur commémorative.
Au lieu de célébrer une mémoire « officielle », de perpétuer le souvenir de ce dont
on se souvient, il vise autre chose, il vise et montre ce qui est : l’oubli. C’est une
autre mémoire qu’il érige. C’est l’Autre soudain qui se rappelle à la mémoire de la
Cité. Du coup, ces monuments invisibles ont un curieux pouvoir d’exhiber. Et
d’exhiber ce qu’on ne tient pas à voir121.
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[...] I shall go to the wall. (N, 173)
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The equestrial statue that used to stand on the pedestal over there has been
removed. ‘It was an anachronism.’ Captain Mitchell commented obscurely. ‘There
is some talk of replacing it by a marble shaft commemorative of Separation, [...]’
(N, 401)

[...] n’est pas là pour représenter la signification, bien plutôt il est là pour
compléter les béances d’une signification qui ne signifie rien. C’est parce que la
signification est littéralement perdue, c’est parce que le fil est perdu, comme
dans le conte du Petit Poucet, que les cailloux du signifiant surgissent pour
combler ce trou et ce vide.124
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The devouring in a dismal forest of a luckless Lithuanian dog by my grand-uncle
Nicholas B. in company of two other military and famished scarecrows,
symbolised, to my childish imagination, the whole horror of the retreat from
Moscow and the immorality of a conqueror’s ambition. [...] this supper in the
woods had been nearly “the death of him.” This is not surprising. What surprises
me is that the story was ever heard of; [...]127

I believe this is the very first, say, realistic, story I heard in my life; but all the
same, I don’t know why I should have been so frightfully impressed128.
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[...] I am a dumb dog or no better than a whining dog. There’s not a bark in me. I
am overwhelmed and utterly flattened130.

L’écriture, l’art en général, serait alors le seul, non pas traitement, mais
« savoir-faire » avec la phobie. [...] L’écrivain : un phobique qui réussit à
métaphoriser pour ne pas mourir de peur mais pour ressusciter dans les
signes131.

The glare of the torch played on the front of the house crossed by the big black
letters of its inscription in which only the word ITALIA was lighted fully. (222)



Nostromo slowly crossed the large kitchen, all dark but for the glow of a heap of
charcoal under the heavy mantel of the cooking-range, where water was boiling in
an iron pot with a loud bubbling sound. (223)

He, Giorgio, had reached the rank of ensign — alferez — and cooked for the
general. Later, in Italy, he, with the rank of lieutenant, rode with the staff and still
cooked for the general. He had cooked for him in Lombardy through the whole
campaign [...] He had cooked for him on the field of Volturno after fighting all day.
(N,59 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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The important fact is that the fighting temperament (war, battles) and the kitchen
cross each other at a certain point, and this point is the dismembered, minced
flesh136.

« au pied de l’objet », comme on prétend entendre mieux parfois en prenant les
paroles « au pied de la lettre ». Aller vers le littéral de l’objet, et suivre son
littoral137.
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They [ les filles de Giorgio] had been born to him late, years after the boy had
died. Had he lived he would have been nearly as old as Gian’ Battista [...] (N, 58)

[...] la chambre à air qu’il n’y a pas. Qui manque. Reste seulement une place, la
cavité de la roue, le logement creux destiné à recevoir la chambre à air. Une place
vide, pleine de vide. Place d’un manque. Une absence qu’on nous met sous les
yeux. Le coeur de l’oeuvre est là, sous nos yeux. Comme si le dessein de
l’oeuvre-de-l’art, c’était de montrer cela qu’on ne peut pas voir. [...] La roue de
bicyclette est un socle troué d’exposition de vide142.

She railed at his poverty, his exploits, his adventures, his loves, and his
reputation ; but in her heart she had never given him up, as though, indeed, he
had been her son. (225)



‘Get riches at least for once, you indispensable, admired Gian’ Battista, to whom
the peace of a dying woman is less than the praise of people who have given you
a silly name — and nothing besides — in exchange for your soul and body.’ (226).

Nostromo stood for a time as if struck dumb. [...] His disregarded figure sank
down beyond the doorway. He descended the stairs backwards, with the usual
sense of having been somehow baffled by this woman’s disparagement of this



reputation he had obtained and desired to keep. (227)

This camp-master was the Italian sailor whom all the Europeans in Sulaco,
following Captain Mitchell’s mispronunciation, were in the habit of calling
Nostromo. (N, 68 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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What had happened just a year ago today seemed already to belong in a different
age. One would have thought the horrors of the present would have swallowed it
up in a drop of water. It was not so. Though tragedy was in the process of
becoming unreal and meaningless it seemed one was still permitted to remember
the days when an individual life held some value and was not a mere misprint in a
communiqué. (UV, 51 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Words, as is well known, are the great foes of reality. [...] To a teacher of
languages there comes a time when the world is but a place of many words and
man appears a mere talking animal not much more wonderful than a parrot150.
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But that any creature should be able to pour such a suave, prussic-acid sarcasm
over the voice of a human being calling a dog, is incredible. One’s diaphragm
chuckles involuntarily. And one thinks: Is it possible? Is it possible that we are so
absolutely, so innocently, so ab ovo ridiculous? And not only is it possible, it is
patent. We cover our heads in confusion152.
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The more I write the less substance do I see in my work. The scales are falling off
my eyes. It is tolerably awful. And I face it, I face it but the fright is growing on me.
My fortitude is shaken by the view of the monster. It does not move; its eyes are
baleful; it is still as death itself and it will devour me. Its stare has eaten into my
soul already deep, deep. I am alone with it in a chasm with perpendicular sides of
black basalt. Never were sides so smooth, and high. [...] There’s not rope long
enough for that rescue156.

[...] the strange little Anglo-Indian orphan, a broody creature of fifteen, so shy and
yet so curiously self-contained, who wrote poetry that old Taskerson (who’d
stayed at home) apparently encouraged him with [...] (UV, 62)

Old Taskerson, a kindly sharp man, had lost the only one of his sons who’d
inherited any degree of literary talent ; every night he sat brooding in his study
with the door open, drinking hour after hour, his cats on his lap, his evening
newspaper crackling distant disapproval of the other sons, who for their part sat
drinking hour after hour in the dining-room. (64)

[...] instead of looking for something to eat, or trying to snatch an hour or so of
sleep, Decoud was filling the pages of a large pocket-book with a letter to his
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sister. [...] With almost an illusion of her presence, he wrote the phrase, ‘I am very
hungry.’ 157(N, 210 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

[...] and by her imaginative estimate of its power she endowed that lump of metal
with a justificative conception, as though it were not a mere fact, but something
far-reaching, and impalpable, like the true expression of an emotion or the
emergence of a principle. (N, 117)
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Là où la création s’entendait depuis l’origine des temps dans le sens de la
production d’un plus, d’un en-plus, d’un objet nouveau-né mis au mode, voici un
artiste qui s’attache à produire de l’en-moins.163

[...] point d’une rencontre et d’un nouage inattendus de la roue et du carré, de
« l’oeuvre d’art » industrielle et du tableau de peinture. Voilà comme se fabrique
un objet vraiment nouveau164.

Mrs Gould loved the patio of her Spanish house. A broad flight of stone steps
was overlooked silently from a niche in the wall by a Madonna in blue robes with
the crowned child sitting on her arm. Subdued voices ascended in the early
mornings from the paved well of the quadrangle [...] she could witness from
above all the departures and arrivals of the Casa, to which the sonorous arched
gateway lent an air of stately importance. (N, 88)
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Next to the bowels and the genital organs is the mouth, through which enters the
world to be swallowed up. And next is the anus. All these convexities and orifices
have a common characteristic; it is within them that the confines between bodies
and between the body and the world are overcome: there is an interchange and
an interorientation. [...] Eating, drinking, defecation and other elimination
(sweating, blowing of the nose, sneezing), as well as copulation, pregnancy,
dismemberment, swallowing up by another body — all these acts are performed
on the confines of the body and the outer world, or on the confines of the old and
new body. [...]167

[...] toute pratique qui vise à transformer la matière selon l’échelle complète de
ses consistances, par des opérations multiples telles que l’attendrissement,
l’épaississement, la fluidification, la granulation, la lubrification, produisant ce
que l’on appelle en gastronomie le nappé, le lié, le velouté, le crémeux, le
croquant, etc.169

[...] dans la cuisine comme dans la peinture, il faut laisser tomber quelque chose
quelque part : c’est dans cette chute que la matière se transforme (se déforme) :
que la goutte s’étale et l’aliment s’attendrit : il y a production d’une matière
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nouvelle (le mouvement crée la matière).170

Don’t talk of potboilers. We are all writing potboilers. The best work of the best
men has gone into potboilers. I had an awful year of it171.

And the child, strangely named Geoffrey too, she had had by the ghost, two years
before her first ticket to Reno, and which would now be six, had it not died at the
age of as many months as many years ago, of meningitis, in 1932, three years
before they themselves had met, and been married in Granada, in Spain? (UV,
116-17)
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What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring expedition, with all its parade
and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that there are continents and
seas in the moral world, to which every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet
unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail many thousand miles through cold
and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with five hundred men and boys
to assist one, than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean
of one’s being alone (...) obey the precept of the old philosopher, and explore
thyself.173



A daub which apparently represented Medea sacrificing her children turned out to
be of performing monkeys. (UV, 257)

A mermaid reclined in the sea combing her hair and singing to the sailors of a
five-funneled battleship. (UV, 257).

[...] cuneiform stone idols squatted like bulbous infants: on one side of the room
there was even a line of them chained together. One part of the Consul continued
to laugh, in spite of himself, and of all this evidence of lost wild talents, at the
thought of Yvonne confronted in the aftermath of her passion by a whole row of
fettered babies. (UV, 243)
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‘where are the children I might have wanted ? You may suppose I might have
wanted them. Drowned. To the accompaniment of the rattling of a thousand
douche bags.’ (UV, 354)

But not until the advent of twentieth-century “abject” literature (the sort that takes
up where the apocalypse and carnival left off) did one realize that the narrative
web is a thin film constantly threatened with bursting. For, when narrated identity
is unbearable, when the boundary between subject and object is shaken, and
when even the limit between inside and outside becomes uncertain, the narrative
is what is challenged first. If it continues nevertheless, its makeup changes ; its
linearity is shattered, it proceeds by flashes, enigmas, short cuts, incompletion,
tangles and cuts. At a later stage, the unbearable identity of the narrator and of
the surroundings that are supposed to sustain him can no longer be narrated but
cries out or is descried with maximal stylistic intensity (language of violence, of
obscenity, or of a rhetoric that relates the text to poetry). The narrative yields to a
crying-out theme that, when it tends to coincide with the incandescent states of a
boundary-subjectivity that I have called abjection, is the crying-out theme of
suffering-horror. In other words, the theme of suffering-horror is the ultimate
evidence of such states of abjection within a narrative representation. If one
wished to proceed farther still along the approaches to abjection, one would find
neither narrative nor theme but a recasting of syntax and vocabulary — the
violence of poetry, and silence179.

Yvonne, or something woven from the filaments of the past that looked like her,
was working in the garden, and at a little distance appeared clothed entirely in
sunlight. (UV, 138)181
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He was useful because he had been instructed; and what he knew was this — that
should the water in that transparent thing disappear, the evil spirit inside the
boiler would get angry through the greatness of his thirst, and take a terrible
vengeance. So he sweated and fired up and watched the glass fearfully [...] (HOD,
70).



Quauhnahuac [...] also boasts a golf course and no fewer than four hundred
swimming-pools, public and private, filled with the water that ceaselessly pours
down from the mountains, [...] (UV, 49)

Strings of dusty niggers with splay feet arrived and departed ; a stream of
manufactured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads, and brass wire sent into the
depths of darkness, and in return came a precious trickle of ivory (HOD, 46 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)

[...] its yield had been paid for in its own weight of human bones. [...] no matter
how many corpses were thrown into its maw. (N, 75)



[...] the white walls were completely bare, except for a water-colour sketch of the
San Tomé mountain — the work of Doña Emilia herself [...] (N, 89)

A row of shining milkpails stood outside the stables in the sun. A sweet smell of
milk and vanilla and wild flowers hung about the quiet place. And the sun was
over all. (UV, 148)



Hugh had mastered the branch — they are losing the battle of the Ebro because I
did that — and there were the steps; Yvonne grimaced, moving down them, and
halted near the bottom to inspect an oleander that looked reasonably poisonous,
and was even still in bloom [...] (UV, 141)

A lizard vanished into the bougainvillea growing along the roadbank, wild
bougainvillea now, an overflux, followed by a second lizard. Under the bank
gaped a half-shored-in hole, another entrance to the mine perhaps. (UV, 143 ;
c’est nous qui soulignons)
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And I feel something more, that I have perhaps been writing this book, as it were
out of Europe’s ‘unconscious’. Muzzle a dog and he will bark out of the other end.
As the last scream of anguish of the consciousness of a dying continent, an owl
of Minerva flying at evening, the last book of its kind, written by someone whose
type and species is dead, even as a final contribution to English literature itself,
the final flaring up and howling, for all I know — and other things pretentious —
this book, written against death and in an atmosphere of total bankruptcy of
spirit, might have some significance beyond the ordinary.192

Jouer sur les mots, avec les mots, contre les mots, n’exclut pas que l’on s’expose
à griller vif sur le bûcher de l’humanité entière. Artaud l’a suffisamment gueulé.
Une question se pose instamment à l’écrivain d’aujourd’hui : apprendre à
imaginer la Mort. Et pour cela, se jeter délibérément sur la corne, se laisser
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déchirer, piétiner, écarteler, se livrer au sacrifice...193

Keeping his eyes fixed gimlet-like upon him he saw him as he had appeared that
morning, smiling, the razor edge keen in sunlight. But now he was advancing as if
to decapitate him. (UV, 345).

[...] — he impaled one of the shell-fish on a toothpick and held it up, almost
hissing through his teeth : ‘Now you see what sort of creatures we are, Hugh.
Eating things alive. That’s what we do. How can you have much respect for
mankind, or any belief in the social struggle ?’ [...] This struck me as a very good
symbol of the Nazi system which, even though dead, continues to go on
swallowing live struggling men and women ! (UV, 345 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Ses tentatives délibérées pour me digérer se dévoilaient clairement dans un
passage significatif : le rêve du fils mangeant le squelette de son père, récit que
l’on trouvait déjà dans mon roman, Great Circle.198
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Insupportable est la mort de l’enfant : elle réalise le plus secret et le plus profond
de nos voeux [...]. Il est remarquable que, jusqu’à ce jour, on se soit plus
volontiers arrêté [...] dans la constellation oedipienne, [sur les] fantasmes du
meurtre du père, de prise ou de mise en pièces de la mère, laissant pour compte
la tentative de meurtre d’OEdipe-enfant dont c’est l’échec qui a assuré et
déterminé le destin tragique du héros199.

C’est en tant que savoir qui ne peut se savoir, qui ne peut donc se réfléchir, se
nommer, que l’enfant dans l’histoire [...] incarne le savoir inconscient. Or,
étreindre l’enfant [...] au point même de l’étouffer, c’est-à-dire au point de tuer son
silence, c’est précisément refouler l’inconscient200.
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It came sailing out of nowhere, the child’s funeral, the tiny lace-covered coffin
followed by the band [...] Yvonne’s heart, that had been struggling with an
insufferable pang, suddenly missed a beat. (UV, 101-102 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)

But is any realist (or socialist-realist) literature up to the horrors of the Second
World War? Céline, for his part, speaks from the very seat of that horror, he is
implicated in it, he is inside of it. Through his scription he causes it to exist and
although he comes far short of clearing it up, he throws it over the lacework of
his text: a frail netting that is also a latticework, which, without protecting us from
anything whatsoever, imprints itself within us, implicating us fully 202.

Notre actuel sentiment du moi n’est donc qu’un reste ratatiné d’un sentiment
beaucoup plus largement embrassant, et même... embrassant tout, sentiment qui
correspondrait à un lien plus intime du moi avec le monde environnant. S’il nous
est permis de faire l’hypothèse que ce sentiment du moi primaire s’est conservé _
dans une plus ou moins grande mesure _ dans la vie d’âme de nombreux
hommes, il se juxtaposerait, comme une sorte de pendant, au sentiment du moi
qui est celui de la maturité, dont les frontières sont plus resserrées et plus
tranchées, et les contenus de représentation qui lui conviennent seraient
précisément ceux d’une absence de frontières et ceux d’un lien avec le Tout,
ceux-mêmes par lesquels mon ami explicite le sentiment « océanique »203.
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206

Alors même qu’elle se croit être en position de contrôle de direction, de maîtrise
du sens, elle n’étreint, en serrant la barre ou la vis, qu’un signifié fétiche, un
bouche-trou qui, comme le bâton-mât de Flora, n’est en fait qu’un simulacre. La
vis, du même tour, bouche le trou et fait trou [...]. La triomphale étreinte du
signifié n’est en réalité que l’étreinte d’un cadavre. L’appropriation du sens
s’avère être l’appropriation de rien — de rien en tout cas, de vivant [...]. A son
point d’aboutissement, la tentative d’empoigner le sens et de clore la lecture en
faisant un déchiffrement définitif ne trouve, et ne donne à lire, que la mort 206.
(C’est nous qui soulignons)



Or perhaps it was not a man at all, but a child, innocent as that other Geoffrey had
been, who sat as up in an organ loft somewhere playing, pulling out all the stops
at random, and kingdoms divided and fell, and abominations dropped from the
sky — a child innocent as that infant sleeping in the coffin which had slanted past
them in the Calle Tierra del Fuego... The consul lifted his glass to his lips, tasted
its emptiness again [...]. (UV, 190)

Books, too many books. The Consul didn’t see his Elizabethan plays. [...] Might a
soul bathe there or quench its draught? It might. Yet in none of these books
would one find one’s own suffering. Nor could they show you how to look at an
ox-eye daisy. (UV, 250-51)
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Un enfant mort-né sépara d’ailleurs Antonin de sa soeur Marie-Ange. Il est
possible que la cohorte des « filles de coeur à naître » soit l’image inversée de ce
cortège de morts (six enfants morts, six filles de coeur) et substitue à l’image
d’une mère en deuil de ses enfants celle d’Artaud, père tout-puissant de ses filles
(et de sa mère). Mère en deuil, voire « morte » au sens de Green212, qui évoque
l’hypothèse chez certains sujets borderlines ou psychotiques d’une mort
psychique de la mère faisant porter sur son enfant le poids d’un véritable
« interdit d’être » [...]. Cette image d’une mère morte se nourrissant des cadavres
qui la rongent est celle qui réapparaît à Rodez sous les traits de Madame Régis :
« Est-ce que Madame Régis ne vivrait pas que de mortes et de cadavres ? » (XVII,
49). Les « filles de coeur » représentent ainsi la relève imaginaire du cadavre
maternel, la déclinaison de son corps éparpillé, disséminé sous de multiples
identités : mères, filles et amantes, naissant, mourant et ressuscitant sans cesse,
elles sont l’expression rêvée d’un amour sans limites 213.



‘Señora, he loved me. He loved me,’ Giselle whispered, despairingly. ‘He loved me
as no one had ever been loved before.’ ‘I have been loved, too’, Mrs Gould said in
a severe tone. (N, 461).
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Two women, one fat and the other slim, sat on straw-bottomed chairs knitting
black wool. [...] In the outer room the two women knitted black wool feverishly.
People were arriving, and the younger one was walking back and forth
introducing them. The old one sat on her chair. [...] Often far away there I thought
of these two, guarding the door of Darkness, knitting black wool as for a warm
pall, one introducing, introducing continuously to the unknown, the other
scrutinizing the cheery and foolish faces with unconcerned eyes. Ave! Old knitter
of black wool. Morituri te salutant. Not many of those she looked at ever saw her
again — not half, by a long way. (HOD, 35-37)

Cette enveloppe délimite un territoire pacifique, avec des postes frontières
permettant l’entrée et la sortie de voyageurs dont on vérifie seulement qu’ils
n’ont pas d’intentions et d’armes malveillantes216.

It evolved itself (I am very scientific) out of a chaos of scraps of iron and behold!
— it knits. I am horrified at the horrible work and stand appalled. I feel it ought to
embroider — but it goes on knitting.... And the most withering thought, without
conscience, without foresight, without eyes, without heart. It is a tragic accident
— and it has happened.217



[...] an old woman who, though respectably enough dressed with a fine rebozo
thrown over her shoulders, was behaving in a distressing fashion, plunging her
hand restlessly into the Consul’s pocket, which he as restlessly removed,
thinking she wanted to rob him. Then he realized she too wanted to help. [...] She
peered behind her nervously, to see if the Chief of Municipality was watching her,
then took from her shawl a clockwork skeleton. She set this on the counter before
a Few Fleas, who was watching intently, munching a marzipan coffin. ‘Vámonos,’
she muttered to the Consul, as the skeleton, set in motion, jigged on the bar, to
collapse flaccidly. (UV, 408)



Someone near him was playing the fiddle. A patriarchal toothless old Mexican
with a thin wiry beard, encouraged ironically from behind by the Chief of
Municipality, was sawing away almost in his ear at the Star Spangled Banner. But
he was also saying something to him privately. ‘ ¿ Americano ? This bad place for
you. Deese hombres, malos, Cacos. Bad people here. Brutos. No bueno for
anyone. Comprendo. I am a potter,’ he pursued urgently, his face close to the
Consul’s. ‘I take you to my home. I ah wait outside.’ The old man, still playing
wildly though rather out of tune, had gone, way was being made for him through
the crowd, but his place, somehow between the Consul and the pimp, had been
taken by an old woman [...] (UV, 407-408 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



223

I’ve here a typewriter to whom I am dictating the last part of Nostromo. What the
stuff is like God only knows. Half the time I feel on the verge of insanity223.
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229

[...] Ecrire c’est peut-être amener à la surface quelque chose comme du sens
absent, accueillir la poussée passive qui n’est pas encore la pensée, étant déjà le
désastre de la pensée. [...] D’où la difficulté d’un commentaire d’écriture ; car le
commentaire signifie et produit de la signification, ne pouvant supporter un sens
absent.225

L’inconscient du psychanalyste [...] doit se comporter à l’égard de l’inconscient
émergeant du malade comme le récepteur téléphonique à l’égard du volet
d’appel. De même que le récepteur retransforme en ondes sonores les vibrations
téléphoniques qui émanent des ondes sonores, de même l’inconscient du
médecin parvient, à l’aide des dérivés de l’inconscient du malade qui parviennent
jusqu’à lui, à reconstituer cet inconscient dont émanent les associations
fournies227.

[...] Nous ne devons attacher d’importance particulière à rien de ce que nous
entendons et il convient que nous prêtions à tout la même attention « flottante »
suivant l’expression que j’ai adoptée. [...] En obéissant à ses propres inclinations,
le praticien falsifie tout ce qui lui est offert. N’oublions jamais que la signification
des choses entendues ne se révèle souvent que plus tard.229

L’originalité de l’écoute psychanalytique tient à ceci : elle est ce mouvement de
va-et-vient qui relie la neutralité et l’engagement, la suspension d’orientation et la
théorie : « La rigueur du désir inconscient, la logique du désir ne se dévoilent
qu’à celui qui respecte simultanément ces deux exigences, apparemment
contradictoires, de l’ordre et de la singularité » (S. Leclaire). De ce déplacement



230

231

(qui n’est pas sans rappeler le mouvement d’où sort le son) naît pour le
psychanalyste quelque chose comme une résonance lui permettant de « tendre
l’oreille » vers l’essentiel : l’essentiel étant de ne pas manquer (et faire manquer
au patient) « l’accès à l’insistance singulière et combien sensible d’un élément
majeur de son inconscient ». Ce qui est ainsi désigné comme un élément majeur
qui se donne à l’écoute du psychanalyste est un terme, un mot, un ensemble de
lettres renvoyant à un mouvement du corps : un signifiant 230.

[...] à « parler » la langue qu’est l’inconscient [...] tout comme l’enfant, plongé
dans le bain de la langue, saisit les sons, les syllabes, les consonances, les mots
et apprend à parler. L’écoute est ce jeu d’attrape des signifiants par lequel
l’infans devient être parlant.231
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240

As the last scream of anguish of the consciousness of a dying continent, [...] the
final flaring up and howling, [...] might have some significance beyond the
ordinary235.

[...] la dispersion même, le miroitement des signifiants, sans cesse remis dans la
course d’une écoute qui en produit sans cesse des nouveaux, sans jamais arrêter
le sens : ce phénomène de miroitement s’appelle la signifiance [...].238

Si nous voulons présenter spatialement la succession historique, cela ne peut se
produire que par une juxtaposition dans l’espace ; un seul et même espace ne
supporte pas d’être rempli de deux façons. Notre tentative semble être un jeu
futile ; elle n’a qu’une justification ; elle nous montre à quel point nous sommes
loin de maîtriser par une présentation visuelle les particularités de la vie
animique240.



For some reason or other we did not begin that game of dominoes. We felt
meditative, and fit for nothing but placid staring. (HOD, 28)



245

Ecrire ou peindre c’est peut-être comme l’a fait Freddie Montgomery, tuer le
vivant qui distrait de la contemplation, faire le deuil du vécu, en laissant derrière
les traces de la mélancolie. Travail du deuil qui s’échoue dans l’oeuvre. Là où le
lecteur ou le spectateur les retrouvent. Alors il n’y a plus qu’à repartir245.

[...] the very mist on the Essex marshes was like a gauzy and radiant fabric, hung
from the wooded rises inland, and draping the low shores in diaphanous folds.
Only the gloom to the west, brooding over the upper reaches, became more
sombre every minute, as if angered by the approach of the sun. And at last, in its



curved and imperceptible fall, the sun sank low, and from glowing white changed
to a dull red without rays and without heat, as if about to go out suddenly,
stricken to death by the touch of that gloom brooding over a crowd of men. (HOD,
28 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

With the writing of the last line there came upon Decoud a moment of sudden and
complete oblivion. He swayed over the table as if struck by a bullet. (N, 221 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)



251

Le personnage est, de la sorte, irrémédiablement prisonnier d’un curieux
labyrinthe : séquestré dans le cube, le rectangle ou l’ove d’un grillage abject,
tissé de bave ou de sang.251



255

Couleurs et matières se montrent telles, et cette réalité reste première. Ainsi, le
défi de Bacon serait de peindre, de faire de la peinture, de faire voir la peinture,
sans se sentir obligé de faire passer un voile sur tout le fatras du genre humain.
Dans le détachement. Si possible255.





264

The light of the two candles burning before the perpendicular and breathless
immobility of the late Señor Hirsch threw a gleam afar over land and water, like a
signal in the night. He remained to startle Nostromo by his presence, and to
puzzle Dr Monygham by the mystery of his atrocious end. (N, 378)

dans une série de jeux de dissonance et de résonance : « corps-musique, corps
rythme, corps impersonnel et qui parle, en-deçà de la langue articulée, une autre
langue. Ce corps-langue, il faudrait l’appeler, selon le mot de Hölderlin, un
discord 264. »



Hirsch went on screaming all alone behind the half-closed jealousies while the
sunshine, reflected from the water of the harbour, made an ever-running ripple of



light high up on the wall. He screamed with uplifted eyebrows and a wide-open
mouth —incredibly wide, black, enormous, full of teeth —comical. In the still
burning air of the windless afternoon he made the waves of his agony travel as
far as the O.S.N. Company’s offices. (N, 375 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

And as Sotillo, staying his raised hand, waiting for him to speak, with the sudden
flash of a grin and a straining forward of the wrenched shoulders, he spat
violently into his face. (N, 376)

[...] My friends walked on and I was left in fear with an open wound in my breast. a
great scream went through nature273.



273

He screamed with uplifted eyebrows and a wide-open mouth — incredibly wide,
black, enormous, full of teeth — comical. (N, 375).



The report and the concussion of the shots seemed to throw him at once from
ungovernable rage into idiotic stupor. He stood with drooping jaw and stony
eyes. What had he done? He was basely appalled at his impulsive act, sealing for
ever these lips from which so much was to be extorted. What could he say? How
could he explain? Ideas of headlong flight somewhere, anywhere, passed through
his mind; even the craven and absurd notion of hiding under the table occurred
to his cowardice. [...] (N, 376 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Sinister, impressive, his sombrero pulled right down upon his eyebrows, he
marched first through the door in such disorder of mind that he forgot utterly to
provide for Dr Monygham’s possible return. » (N, 376)



His truculent glance turned slowly here and there, checked the noise where it
fell ; and the stiff body of the late Señor Hirsch, merchant, after swaying
imperceptibly, made a half turn, and came to a rest in the midst of awed murmurs
and uneasy shuffling. (N, 376 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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Le mal que le style que nous cherchons nous fait dans les épaules et dans les
dents. Je ne sais pas si ce n’est pas à force de chercher mon style et mon verbe
propre que j’ai perdu toutes mes dents286.

C’est l’objet qui répond à la question sur le style, que nous posons d’entrée de
jeu. A cette place que marquait l’homme pour Buffon, nous appelons la chute de
cet objet, révélante de ce qu’elle l’isole, à la fois comme la cause du désir où le
sujet s’éclipse, et comme soutenant le sujet entre vérité et savoir289.



292

He did something that shocked me. With a straight look, the first direct look he
has given me, he spat a gob of spit, thick, yellow, streaked with brown from the
coffee, on to the concrete beside my foot. Then he thrust the mug at me and
sauntered off. The thing itself, I thought, shaken : the thing itself brought out
between us. Spat not upon me but before me where I could see it, inspect it, think
about it. His word, his kind of word, from his own mouth, warm at the instant
when it left him. A word, undeniable, from a language before language. First the
look and then the spitting. What kind of look? A look without respect, from a man
to a woman old enough to be his mother. Here : take your coffee292.
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[...] sans éthique, sans religion, celui qui resurgit, malgré des siècles de
civilisation, à la direction d’un camp de concentration hitlérien, ou
serbo-bosniaque, ou hutu...300.

Aucun doute, il s’est produit quelque chose d’épouvantable, d’innommable. Nous
le savons, nous en parlons mécaniquement à côté : les familles, les religions, les
marchés financiers sont là pour nous détourner de cette présence noire.301



305

Et je pense quelques fois, quand on dit que mes oeuvres ont un aspect violent,
que j’ai peut-être été de temps en temps capable d’écarter les écrans derrière
lesquels nous vivons305.

Suddenly he screamed, and it was as though this scream were being tossed from
one tree to another, as its echoes returned, then, as though the trees themselves
were crowding nearer, huddled together, closing over him, pitying... Somebody
threw a dead dog after him down the ravine. (UV, 416)



The yarns of seamen have a direct simplicity, the whole meaning of which lies
within the shell of a cracked nut. But Marlow was not typical (in his propensity to
spin yarns be excepted), and to him the meaning of an episode was not inside
like a kernel but outside, enveloping the tale which brought it out only as a glow
brings out a haze, in the likeness of one of these misty halos that sometimes are
made visible by the spectral illumination of moonshine. (HOD, 30)

He looked for some scratch, for some mark, for some sign. All he discovered was
a brown stain on the gunwale abreast of the thwart. (N, 409 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)

His eyes looked at it while he fell forward and hung with his breast on the
gunwhale and the fingers of his right hand hooked under the thwart. They looked
— (N, 415).



There they were. One, two, three. Yes, four gone. Taken away. Four ingots. But
who? Decoud? Nobody else. And why? For what purpose? For what cursed
fancy? Let him explain. Four ingots carried off in a boat, and — blood! In the face
of the open gulf, the sun, clear, unclouded, unaltered, plunged into the waters in a
grave and untroubled mystery of self-immolation consummated far from all
mortal eyes, with an infinite majesty of silence and peace. Four ingots short! —
and blood! (N, 411 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

In that true cry of undying passion that seemed to ring aloud from Punta Mala to
Azuera and away to the bright line of the horizon, overhung by a white cloud
shining like a mass of solid silver, the genius of the Magnificent Capataz de
Cargadores dominated the dark gulf containing his conquests of treasure and



love. (N, 465 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

‘don’t you understand I loved him — I loved him — I loved him !’ [...] I raised my
head. The offing was barred by a black bank of clouds [...] (HOD, 121)

The clumsy deep-sea galleons of the conquerors that needed a brisk gale to
move at all, would lie becalmed, where your modern ship built on clipper lines
forges ahead by the mere flapping of her sails, had been barred out of Sulaco by
the prevailing calms of its vast gulf. (N, 39 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

In the offing the sea and the sky were welded together without a joint, and in the
luminous space the tanned sails of the barges drifting up with the tide seemed to
stand still [...] (HOD, 27 ; c’est nous qui soulignons).



Americanos, perhaps, but gringos of some sort [...] had started to chop their way
with machetes through the thorny scrub on the neck of the peninsula. (N, 40)
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[...] la réalité du manger est, avec celle du sexe, celle qui ouvre la plus large
brèche à l’univers fantasmatique. Dans le même temps où elle semble amarrer le
corps au port tranquille car inéluctable de la matérialité, elle réveille autour de lui
des tempêtes de rêves capables de briser les repères géographiques de
l’anatomie. La désarticulation du corps constitué en anagrammes permanentes
que Bellmer fait subir à son dessin, le corps réel la vit chaque jour tandis que les
flux pulsionnels et matériels le traversent ; chaque jour les profondeurs du corps
affleurent à la surface, le monde viscéral frémit sous l’étoffe satinée de la peau,
dans la confusion, le désordre, la permutation systématique de toutes ces zones
partielles dites érogènes qui habillent le corps d’un « habit d’arlequin » aux mille
facettes, selon une mosaïque aussi complexe que sont complexes les désirs
qu’elle sous-tend. 320

Vision multiple et une, composition en juxtaposition et en compartimentage, qui
est celle de la somme que constitue l’ouvrage [...]322



The Consul sat helplessly in the bathroom, watching the insects which lay at
different angles from one another on the wall, like ships out in the roadstead. A
caterpillar started to wriggle toward him, peering this way and that, with
interrogatory antennae. A large cricket, with polished fuselage, clung to the
curtain [...] He turned, expecting the caterpillar to be much nearer, but it too had
turned, just slightly shifting its moorings. Now a scorpion was moving slowly
across towards him. Suddenly the Consul rose, trembling in every limb. But it
wasn’t the scorpion he cared about. It was that, all at once, the thin shadows of
isolated nails, the stains of murdered mosquitoes, the very scars and cracks of
the wall, had begun to swarm, so that, wherever he looked, another insect was
born, wriggling instantly towards his heart. It was as if, and this was what was
most appalling, the whole insect world had somehow moved nearer and now was
closing, rushing in upon him. (UV, 192 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Le stade du miroir [...] est un drame dont la poussée interne se précipite de
l’insuffisance à l’anticipation — et qui pour le sujet, pris au leurre de
l’identification spatiale, machine les fantasmes qui se succèdent d’une image
morcelée du corps à une forme que nous appellerons orthopédique de sa totalité,
— et à l’armure enfin assumée d’une identité aliénante, qui va marquer de sa
structure rigide tout son développement mental. Ainsi la rupture du cercle de
l’Innenwelt à l’Umwelt engendre-t-elle la quadrature inépuisable des recolements
du moi 325.
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Much as the vision of the dead man earlier had persisted, a kind of seething, from
which, as from the persistent rolling of drums heard by some great dying
monarch, occasionally a half-recognizable voice dissociated itself: – Stop it, for
God’s sake, you fool. Watch your step. We can’t help you any more. – I would like
the privilege of helping you, of your friendship. I would work you with. I do not
care a damn for moneys anyway. – What, is this you, Geoffrey? Don’t you
remember me? Your old friend, Abe. What have you done, my boy? – Ha ha,
you’re for it now. Straightened out – in a coffin! Yeah. – My son, my son! – My
lover. Oh come to me again as once in May. (UV, 192-93 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons326)

He had peered out at the garden, and it was as though bits of his eyelids had
broken off and were flittering and jittering before him, turning into nervous
shapes and shadows, jumping to the guilty chattering in his mind, not quite
voices yet, [...] (UV, 188 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



[ ] a picture of his soul as a town appeared once more before him, but this time a
town ravaged and stricken in the black path of his excess and shutting his
burning eyes he had thought of the beautiful functioning of the system [...] : a
peaceful village. (UV, 188-89 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

For an infinitesimal fraction of a second, against the light of two flaring and
guttering candles, through a blue, pungent, thin haze which made his eyes smart,
he saw the man standing, as he had imagined him, with his back to the door,
casting an enormous and distorted shadow upon the wall. (N, 359 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)



He was doing apparently nothing, and stirred not from the spot, as though he
were meditating — or, perhaps, reading a paper. (N, 356)

Then he distinguished the arms behind his back, and wrenched so terribly that
the two clenched fists, lashed together, had been forced up higher than the
shoulder-blades. (N, 358 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



‘Tortured — and shot dead through the breast — getting cold.’ This information
calmed the Capataz. (N, 358)

Dr Monygham, disregarding, or perhaps fearing to penetrate the meaning of
Nostromo’s silence, clapped him lightly on the shoulder, and starting off with his
smart, lame walk, vanished utterly at the third or fourth hop in the direction of the
railway track. (N, 388 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



An inexplicable repugnance to pronounce the name by which he was known kept
him silent a little longer. At last he said in a low voice: ‘A cargador’ (N, 357)



She stood silent and still, collecting her strength to throw all her fidelity, her pain,
bewilderment, and despair into one great cry. ‘Never! Gian’ Battista!’ (N, 465)
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Finished! Finished on the 30th [...] For a solid Fortnight I’ve been sitting up. And
all the time horrible toothache. On the 27th had to wire for the dentist (couldn’t
leave the work) who came at 2 and dragged at the infernal thing which seemed
rooted in my very soul. The horror came away at last, leaving however one root in
the gum. Then he grubbed for that till I le[a]pt out of the chair. Thereupon old
Walton said : I don’t think your nerves will stand any more of this345.

Harlequin [...] helps to deliver the word, and the word is actually born. We specify
that it is the word that is born, [...] but thanks to degradation the word is renewed;
one might say reborn.346



[...] smiles and frowns chasing each other over that open countenance like
sunshine and shadow on a windswept plain. (HOD, 90).

The simple old sailor, with his talk of chains and purchases, made me forget the
jungle and the pilgrims in a delicious sensation of having come upon something
unmistakably real. Such a book being there was wonderful enough; but still more
astounding were the notes penciled in the margin, and plainly referring to the
text. I couldn’t believe my eyes! They were in cipher! Yes, it looked like cipher.
Fancy a man lugging with him a book of that description into this nowhere and
studying it — and making notes — in cipher at that! It was an extravagant
mystery. (HOD, 71 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



He looked like a Harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff that was
brown holland probably, but it was covered with patches all over [...] (HOD, 90)

But there was in it one river especially, a mighty big river, that you could see on
the map, resembling an immense snake uncoiled, with its head in the sea, its
body at rest curving afar over the vast country, and its tail lost in the depths of
the land. (HOD, 33)



And Hugh actually did ride over a dead garter snake, embossed on the path like a
belt to a pair of bathing trunks. Or perhaps it was a Gila monster. (UV, 155)

Evidently trained to detect snakes, he would run ahead then double back to make
sure all were safe before loping on once more. Hugh watched him a moment. It
was certainly hard to reconcile this dog with the pariahs one saw in town, those
dreadful creatures that seemed to shadow his brother everywhere. (UV, 150)
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Watching a coast as it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma. There it
is before you — smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and
always mute with an air of whispering. Come and find out. This one was almost
featureless, as if still in the making, with an aspect of monotonous grimness.
(HOD, 39)

[...] it is only the fringe that slips so colourfully past his eye. When it has gone,
when the ship has left the land away in the darkness, and the reader turned the
last page, it is the integration, and the echoes, which matter359.
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By suggesting that literature is its [horror] privileged signifier, I wish to point out
that, far from being a minor, marginal activity in our culture, as a general
consensus seems to have it, this kind of literature, or even literature as such,
represents the ultimate coding of our crises, of our most intimate and most
serious apocalypses. Hence its nocturnal power, “the great darkness” (Angela of
Foligno). [...] Because it occupies its [the sacred] place, because it hence decks
itself out in the sacred power of horror, literature may also involve not an ultimate
resistance to but an unveiling of the abject: an elaboration, a discharge, and a
hollowing out of abjection through the Crisis of the Word 361.



363

L’homme moderne est en train de perdre son âme. Mais il ne le sait pas, car c’est
précisément l’appareil psychique qui enregistre les représentations et leurs
valeurs signifiantes pour le sujet. Or, la chambre noire est en panne363.



A grand piano stood massively in a corner; with dark gleams on the flat surfaces
like a sombre and polished sarcophagus. (HOD, 117).

Do you understand? I saw them together — I heard them together. She had said,
with a deep catch of the breath, “I have survived” while my strained ears seemed
to hear distinctly, mingled with her tone of despairing regret, the summing-up
whisper of his eternal condemnation. (118)

I perceived that she was one of those creatures that are not the playthings of
Time. For her he had died only yesterday. And, by Jove! the impression was so
powerful that for me, too, he seemed to have died only yesterday — nay, this very
minute, I saw her and him in the same instant of time — his death and her sorrow
— I saw her sorrow in the very moment of his death. (118)



372

374

[...] And since breakfast Chief Inspector Heat had not managed to get anything to
eat. [...] he had swallowed a good deal of raw, unwholesome fog in the park. [...] at
last he had lost his inclination for food. Not accustomed, as the doctors are, to
examine closely the mangled remains of human beings, [...] a sort of mound — a
heap of rags, scorched and bloodstained, half concealing what might have been
an accumulation of raw material for a cannibal feast. 372

“Shame !” Stevie was no master of phrases, and perhaps for that very reason his
thoughts lacked clearness and precision. But he felt with great completeness and
some profundity. That little word contained all his sense of indignation and horror
at one sort of wretchedness having to feed upon the anguish of the other — as
the poor cabman beating the poor horse in the name, as it were, of his poor kids
at home374.



378

The piece of roast beef, laid out in the likeness of funereal baked meats for
Stevie’s obsequies, offered itself largely to his notice. And Mr. Verloc again
partook. He partook ravenously, without restraint and decency, cutting thick
slices with the sharp carving knife, and swallowing them without bread378.



382

Cette métamorphose, inouïe [...] Car de cette prison de l’âme que 2000 ans au
moins d’expérience intérieure ont échafaudée, la psychanalyse saisit la naïve
vulnérabilité pour y pratiquer une brèche, « faire résonner la polyphonie de nos
raisons. »382.

Car si on a la sensation d’être toujours entouré de son âme, ce n’est pas comme
d’une prison immobile ; plutôt, on est comme emporté avec elle dans un
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384

386

perpétuel élan pour la dépasser, entendant toujours autour de soi cette sonorité
identique, qui n’est pas écho du dehors mais retentissement d’une vibration
interne 383.

The destiny of this nation and of all nations is to be accomplished in darkness
amidst much weeping and gnashing of teeth, to pass through robbery, equality,
anarchy and misery under the iron rule of militarism despotism! [...] Socialism
must inevitably end in Cæsarism. [...] Disestablishment, Land Reform, Universal
Brotherhood are but like milestones on the road to ruin. The end will be awful, no
doubt! Neither you nor I shall live to see the final crash [...]384

Mais c’est dans leur ensemble et dans leur fond que les arts visuels ont été
touchés par les camps. L’art n’est pas indemne. Impossible d’éliminer
aujourd’hui derrière l’image d’un corps la résonance de l’attentat contre l’image
humaine perpétré par les chambres à gaz. La langue n’a pas été changée. On
écrit dans une langue inchangée. Mais les images ne sont pas comme avant. Ou
alors c’est qu’on le fait exprès386.
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388

Entre le corps anatomique et ses projections fantasmatiques, un pacte est signé.
[...] une guerre larvée les oppose dont le corps organique paye le lourd tribut : la
maladie en est un. Pour gagner la bataille, le ça a recours à l’holocauste d’un
membre, d’un viscère ou d’un cerveau, de tout ce qui dans l’organique est
susceptible de lui assurer le pouvoir. Pour résister, le corps anatomique dresse
des barrières, monte quelques barricades ; qu’elles s’appellent : santé, équilibre,
régime, esthétique, etc... elles ont toujours l’appui d’une institution, le soutien
d’une idéologie et tiennent parfois tête aux raz de marée du désir inconscient qui
vainc souvent par surprise387.

Up to last Monday I had slight sciatica and a slightly game foot; these slight
infirmities (which had no charm of novelty) have departed now without
medicamentation — on the cheap — and no harm done. Only with my head full of
a story, I have not been able to write a single word — except the title which shall
be I think : NOSTROMO [...]388



393

The anatomic and culinary treatment is based on the grotesque image of the
dissected body which we have already seen in the discussion of abuses, curses,
and oaths. And thus, the oaths were their profane culinary dismemberment of the
human body have brought us back to the culinary theme of the cris de Paris
[...]393.



She saw she was mistaken about the barman : he was listening after all. That is,
while he mightn’t understand what Geoffrey (who was, she noticed, wearing no
socks) was talking about, he was waiting, his towelled hands overhauling the
glasses ever more slowly, for an opening to say or do something. (UV, 90 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)

[he] pointed, scarcely exhaling now the slow billowing smoke from his nostrils
and mouth, at an advertisement for Cafeaspirina, a woman wearing a scarlet
brassière lying on a scrolled divan, behind the upper row of tequila añero bottles.
‘ Absolutamente necesario,’ he said, and Yvonne realized it was the woman, not
the Cafeaspirina, he meant (the Consul’s phrase doubtless) was absolutely
necessary. (UV, 91)

Then he looked up abruptly and saw her, standing there, a little blurred probably
because the sunlight was behind her, with one hand thrust through the handle of
her scarlet bag resting on her hip, standing there as she knew he must see her,
half jaunty, a little diffident. (UV, 91 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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He lowered himself down on his knees slowly and went on grubbing with his
fingers with industrious patience till he uncovered one of the boxes. (N, 415 ;
c’est nous qui soulignons)402



407

La parole verbale, le signe ne suffit pas [...]. /Les ton aum auda/ et non au tou ada
/ ro et non or / syllabes émotives pour appuyer et non émaner. Comprimer
toujours l’émanation et ne pas la laisser monter, additionner les syllabes par
points successifs et ne pas compter sur l’âme, faire une forme toujours dans la
non-forme. (XVIII, 261)407
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It came at the end of his speeches like a seal applied on the words to make the
meaning of the commonest phrase appear absolutely inscrutable. (HOD, 50).

“Men who come out here should have no entrails.” He sealed the utterance with
that smile of his, as though it had been a door opening into a darkness he had in
his keeping. You fancied you had seen things — but the seal was on. (HOD, 51)

[...] And the bones sang chirping With the burden of the grasshopper, saying
[...] The token of the word unheard, unspoken Till the wind shake a thousand
whispers from the yew And after this our exile [...] Suffer me not to be
separated And let my cry come unto Thee.412



416

He was, he said, “very, very uneasy”. Certainly he fidgeted on his chair a good
deal, exclaimed, “Ah, Mr Kurtz!”, broke the stick of sealing-wax and seemed
dumbfounded by the accident. (HOD, 51 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

un palimpseste, dont la dernière couche d’écriture, le texte anglais, recouvrirait
toutes les autres dans des langues différentes. Cette archéologie spécifique du
texte conradien suggère que c’est dans ce mouvement de dissimulation des
langues que se manifeste le sujet de l’énonciation.416





425

His chest heaved like a spent swimmer’s, his stomach contracted and dilated
rapidly, one fist clenched and unclenched in the dust... [...] The Indian’s breathing
sounded like the sea dragging itself down a stone beach. (UV, 285)

[...] by the power of the written word to make you hear, to make you feel — it is,
before all, to make you see.425
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Dire « lalangue » en un seul mot, c’est justement désigner lalangue du son,
lalangue supposée, celle d’avant le signifiant maître, celle que l’analyse semble
délivrer et déchaîner. [...] Lalangue est le dépôt, le recueil des traces des autres
« sujets », c’est-à-dire ce par quoi chacun a inscrit, disons, son désir dans
lalangue, car il faut à l’être parlant des signifiants pour désirer, et de quoi
jouit-il ? De ses fantasmes, c’est-à-dire encore de signifiants427.

Il faut qu’il y ait quelque chose dans le signifiant qui résonne [...] les pulsions,
c’est l’écho dans le corps du fait qu’il y a un dire, mais que ce dire, pour qu’il
consonne, [...], il faut que le corps y soit sensible428.



[...] but my feet felt so very warm and wet that I had to look down. The man had
rolled on his back and stared straight up at me; both his hands clutched that
cane. It was the shaft of a spear that, either thrown or lunged through the
opening, had caught him in the side just below the ribs; the blade had gone in out
of sight, after making a frightful gash; my shoes were full; a pool of blood lay very
still, gleaming dark-red under the wheel; his eyes shone with an amazing lustre.
(HOD, 81 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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I flung one shoe overboard, and became aware that that was exactly what I had
been looking forward to — a talk with Kurtz. [...] The other shoe went flying unto
the devil-god433 of that river. I thought, By Jove ! It’s all over. [...] I will never hear
that chap speak after all, [...] (HOD, 83)

[...] d’une présence et d’une absence pure — chose si l’on peut dire, inerte, faite
pour tous, mais chose qui, par certains côtés, toute muette qu’elle est, parle — ,
empreinte qui émerge à la fonction de l’organique et, pour tout dire, du déchet,
évoquant le commencement d’une génération spontanée435.
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Ils ne mélangent pas deux langues, pas même une langue mineure et une langue
majeure, bien que beaucoup d’entre eux soient liés à des minorités comme au
signe de leur vocation. Ce qu’ils font, c’est plutôt inventer un usage mineur de la
langue majeure dans laquelle ils s’expriment entièrement : ils minorent cette
langue, comme en musique où le mode mineur désigne des combinaisons
dynamiques en perpétuel déséquilibre. Ils sont grands à force de minorer : ils
font fuir la langue, ils la font filer sur une ligne de sorcière, et ne cessent de la
mettre en déséquilibre, de la faire bifurquer et varier dans chacun de ses termes,
suivant une incessante modulation. Cela excède les possibilités de la parole pour
atteindre au pouvoir de la langue et même du langage. Autant dire qu’un grand
écrivain est toujours comme un étranger dans la langue où il s’exprime, même si
c’est sa langue natale. A la limite il prend ses forces dans une minorité muette
inconnue, qui n’appartient qu’à lui. C’est un étranger dans sa propre langue : il ne
mélange pas une autre langue à sa langue, il taille dans sa langue une langue
étrangère et qui ne préexiste pas. Faire crier, faire bégayer, balbutier, murmurer la
langue en elle-même437.
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[...] sans doute lalangue comme telle n’a pas de référence. C’est pourquoi chaque
discours fondamental lui en invente une. C’est son semblant, mis à la place de
l’agent. Mais ce n’est pour chacun qu’une autre façon de le faire manquer. La
psychanalyse même n’est certainement pas ce discours qui ne serait pas du
semblant. Elle prend elle aussi son départ d’un semblant, l’objet a. Comme tout
autre discours, la psychanalyse est un artifice. Elle est un certain mode d’aborder
lalangue. Son privilège, à la psychanalyse, telle que Lacan la définit, est d’être ce
biais qui a vocation à faire défaillir les semblants. Cela suppose qu’elle n’en
remette pas sur le sien, parce qu’après tout, son semblant, à elle, il est
abjection.439

For Jameson, there is something in the shifting points of view of Conrad’s
archaic speech situation that “could overleap the new classical Jamesian
moment and become post-modernist ... [Conrad’s multiple narrative shifts] are
point of view conceived as being inseparable from speech, from the materiality of
language” (PU, 224). Thus, for Jameson the dialectical reversal in Conrad is that
his emphasis on “yarn spinning” ironically discovers the symbolic order of
language, and hence its extra-subjective dimension, while James remains locked
within a theoretical commitment to the unity and coherence of a psychic
perspective, to language as an expression of consciousness440.





Mrs Gould, her colour heightened, and with glistening eyes, looked straight
before her at the sudden enormity of that disaster. (N, 320)

The sun, which looks late upon Sulaco, issuing in all the fullness of its power
high up on the sky from behind the dazzling snow-edge of Higuerota, had
precipitated the delicate, smooth, pearly greyness of light, in which the town lies
steeped during the early hours, into sharp-cut masses of black shade and spaces
of hot, blinding glare. (N, 320 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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‘Absolutely,’ said Charles Gould’s impassive voice, high up and outside the dim
parallelogram of light falling on the road through the open door. (N, 268 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)

Rien ne lui plaît comme de percevoir, dans le cadre d’une fenêtre éclairée, [...]
telles « scènes véridiques et mystérieuses d’existences où, dit-il, je ne pénétrais
pas » Observé ainsi du dehors, à intervalles, par une série de coups d’oeil qui le
découpent, le monde se compartimente, [...] « Ainsi chaque cour, dit Proust, fait
pour le voisin de la maison, en supprimant le bruit par son intervalle, en laissant
voir les gestes silencieux dans un rectangle placé sous verre par la clôture des
fenêtres, une exposition de cent tableaux hollandais juxtaposés. » Juxtaposés !
N’est-ce pas là, réalisée dans un exemple extrême, la méthode proustienne par
excellence ?448



[...] the body of the late Señor Hirsch, an opaque long blotch in the
semi-transparent obscurity of the room between the two tall parallelograms of the
windows full of stars. (N, 385)

In the sudden extinction of the light within, the dead blackness sealing the
window-frames became alive with stars to his sight. (N, 360).

[...] with its tall mirrors all starred by stones, the hangings torn down, and the
canopy over the platform at the upper end pulled to pieces [...] (N, 331 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)

Ascending a few steps he surveyed the large crowd gaping at him and the
bullet-speckled walls of the house opposite lightly veiled by a sunny haze of dust.
The word ‘PORVENIR’ in immense black capitals, alternating with broken
windows, stared at him across the vast space; [...] (N,330 )



[...] heavy gilt picture-frames running round the room, out of which the remnants
of torn and slashed canvases fluttered like dingy rags. (N, 331)



In the great Holroyd building (an enormous pile of iron, glass, and blocks of stone
at the corner of two streets, cobwebbed aloft by the radiation of telegraph wires)
the heads of principal departments exchanged humorous glances, which meant
that they were not let into the secrets of the San Tomé business. (N, 97 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)

The Costaguana mail (it was never large — one fairly heavy envelope) was taken
unopened straight into the great man’s room, and no instructions dealing with it
had ever been issued thence. The office whispered that he answered personally
— and not by dictation either, but actually writing in his own hand, with pen and
ink, and, it was supposed, taking a copy in his own press copybook, inaccessible
to profane eyes. (N, 97 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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A long dash has quite a different emotive value [... it] never fails to give me a chill
down the spine457

Concerning the sign in the garden ‘Le gusta este Jardín? — especially at the very
end — I’ve often wondered whether cursive capitals would not be more effective:
old style Italic — or even for the very end, Gothic. I don’t know, but ordinary
capitals seem to leave something to be desired 458.
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I need a little language such as lovers use, words of one syllable such as children
speak when they come into the room and find their mother sewing and pick up
some scrap of wool, a feather, or a shred of chintz. I need a howl; a cry. [...] None
of those resonances and lovely echoes that break and chime from nerve to nerve
in our breasts, making wild music, false phrases. I have done with phrases460.

Yes, this is the eternal renewal, the incessant rise and fall and fall and rise
again. ‘And in me too the wave rises. It swells; it arches its back. I am aware once
more of a new desire, something rising beneath me like the proud horse whose
rider first spurs and then pulls him back. [...]’462



467

‘Again I see before me the usual street. The canopy of civilization is burnt out.
The sky is dark as polished whale-bone. But there is a kindling in the sky whether
of lamplight or of dawn. There is a stir of some sort —sparrows on plane trees
somewhere chirping. [...]’467











On one occasion, as though she had lost all patience, she flew out at him about
the aimlessness of his life and the levity of his opinions. [...] This attack
disconcerted him so greatly that he had faltered in his affection of amused
superiority before that insignificant chit of a school-girl. But the impression left
was so strong that ever since all the girl friends of his sisters recalled to him
Antonia Avellanos by some faint resemblance, or by the great force of contrast.
(N, 154 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



This life, whose dreary superficiality is covered by the glitter of universal blague,
like the stupid clowning of a harlequin by the spangles of a motley costume,
induced in him a frenchified — but most un-French — cosmopolitanism, in reality
a mere barren indifferentism posing as intellectual superiority. (N, 151-52)

‘What would you expect a true Costaguanero to do ? Another revolution, of
course. On my own word of honour, Mrs Gould, I believe I am a true hijo del pais,



a true son of the country, whatever Father Corbelán may say. And I’m not so
much of an unbeliever as not to have faith in my own ideas, in my own remedies,
in my own desires.’ (N, 198)

‘Separation, of course,’ declared Martin. ‘Yes; separation of the whole Occidental
Province from the rest of the unquiet body. But my true idea, the only true one I
care for, is not to be separated from Antonia.’ (N, 199-200)

[...] a series of hard, battering shocks, mingled with the clanking of
chain-couplings, made a tumult of blows and shaken fetters under the vault of the
gate. (N, 167 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)





The rumble of wheels under the sonorous arch was traversed by a strange,
piercing shriek, and Decoud, from his back seat, had a view of the people behind
the carriage trudging along the road outside, all turning their heads, in sombreros
and rebozos, to look at a locomotive which rolled quickly out of sight behind
Giorgio Viola’s house, under a white trail of steam that seemed to vanish in the
breathless, hysterically prolonged scream of warlike triumph. And it was all like a
fleeting vision, the shrieking ghost of a railway engine fleeing across the frame of
the archway, [...] (N, 166 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

And it was all like a fleeting vision, the shrieking ghost of a railway engine fleeing
across the frame of the archway, [...] (N, 166).

Elsewhere in Jacques’s room cuneiform stone idols squatted like bulbous
infants: on one side of the room there was even a line of them chained together.
(UV, 243)

One part of the Consul continued to laugh, in spite of himself, and of all this



evidence of lost wild talents, at the thought of Yvonne confronted in the aftermath
of her passion by a whole row of fettered babies. (UV, 243)

The engine-driver, running past the Casa Viola with the salute of an uplifted arm,
checked his speed smartly before entering the yard [...] (N,167 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)

It was as if, more, he were waiting for something, and then again, not waiting. [...]
and in that state of being where Beaudelaire’s angel indeed wakes, desiring to
meet trains perhaps, but to meet trains that stop, and from such trains none
descends, not even another angel, not even a fair-haired one, like Lee Maitland. —
Was the train late? Why was he pacing the platform? Was it the second or third
train from Suspension Bridge — Suspension! — the Station Master had said
would be her train? (UV, 323)



And now, one after one, the terrible trains appeared on top of the raised horizon,
shimmering now, in mirage : first the distant wail, then the frightful spouting and
spindling of black smoke, a sourceless towering pillar, motionless, then a round
hull, as if not on the lines, as if going the other way over the fields, as if stopping,
as if not stopping, or as if slipping away over the fields, as if stopping; oh God,
not stopping; downhill : clipperty-one, clipperty-one : clipperty-two clipperty-two :
clipperty-three clipperty-three : clipperty-four : alas, thank God, not stopping,
and the lines shaking, the station flying, the coal dust, black bituminous :
lickety-cut lickety-cut lickety-cut : and then another train, clipperty-one
clipperty-one, coming in the other direction, swaying, whizzing, two feet above



the lines, flying, clipperty-two, with one light burning against the morning,
clipperty-three clipperty-three, a single useless strange eye, red-gold : trains,
trains, trains, each driven by a banshee playing a shrieking nose-organ in D
minor; lickety-cut lickety-cut lickety-cut. But not his train; and not her train.
[...] clippery-two clippery-two: clipperty-three clipperty-three: clipperty-four
clipperty-four: clipperty-five clipperty-five: clipperty-six: clipperty-six:
clipperty-seven ; clipperty-seven — trains, trains, trains, trains, converging upon
him from all sides of the horizon, each wailing for its demon lover. [...] Eaten up in
reverse by night. And the moon gone. C’était pendant l’horreur d’une profonde
nuit. (UV, 324-26 ; les espacements sont de l’auteur)

And now, one after one, the terrible trains appeared on top of the raised horizon,
shimmering now, in mirage : first the distant wail, then the frightful spouting and
spindling of black smoke, a sourceless towering pillar, motionless, then a round
hull, as if not on the lines, as if going the other way over the fields, as if stopping,
as if not stopping, or as if slipping away over the fields, as if stopping; oh God,
not stopping [...] (UV, 324 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



as if stopping, as if not stopping, or as if slipping away over the fields, as if
stopping; oh God, not stopping;

No, it was something funereal, of Gluck’s perhaps, from Alcestis. Yet there was a
Bach-like quality to it. Bach? A clavichord heard from far away, in England in the
seventeenth century. England. The chords of a guitar too, half lost, mingled with



507

the distant clamours of a waterfall and what sounded like the cries of love. (UV,
414)

But oh ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted down the green hill athwart a
cedarn cover !507
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[...] the Consul sat in the station tavern with a man who’d just tried to sell him
three loose teeth. [...] What had he lost? Why was that idiot sitting there, in a dirty
grey suit, and trousers baggy at the knees, with one bicycle clip, in his long, long,
baggy grey jacket, and grey cloth cap, and brown boots, with his thick fleshy grey
face, from which three upper teeth, perhaps the very three teeth, were missing, all
on one side, and thick neck, saying, every few minutes to anyone who came in :
‘I’m watching you.’ ‘I can see you...’ ‘You won’t escape me.’ (UV, 325)

L’écart de soi à soi qui s’y marque ouvre l’espace d’un questionnement dans et
sur le langage, où les frontières du littéral et du métaphorique vacillent. Espace
de quête, de tâtonnements et de trouvailles qui se confond avec l’espace
littéraire512.



Et des choses muettes, ce n’est pas tout à fait la même chose que des choses qui
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n’ont pas de rapport avec les paroles. Il n’est que d’évoquer une figure qui sera
vivante pour tout un chacun d’entre vous, celle du terrible muet des Marx
Brothers — Harpo. Y a-t-il rien qui puisse poser une question plus présente, plus
pressante, plus prenante, plus chavirante, plus nauséeuse, plus faite pour jeter
dans l’abîme et le néant tout ce qui se passe devant lui, que la figure, marquée de
ce sourire dont on ne sait si c’est celui de la plus extrême perversité ou de la
niaiserie la plus complète, d’Harpo Marx ? Ce muet à lui tout seul suffit à
supporter l’atmosphère de mise en question et d’anéantissement radical, qui fait
la trame de la formidable farce des Marx, et du jeu de jokes non discontinu qui
donne toute la valeur de leur exercice517.

[...] as if stopping, as if not stopping, or as if slipping away over the fields, as if
stopping; oh God, not stopping; [...] (UV, 324)

[...] the gravedigger — sweating, heavy-footed, bowed, long-jawed and trembling
and carrying his special tools of death — [...] (UV, 325)

That was the time too, in the storm country, when ‘the lightning is peeling the
poles, Mr Firmin, and biting the wires, sir — you can taste it afterwards too, in the
water, pure sulphur [...] (UV, 325 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



[...] and two thousand eyes followed the evolutions of the splashing, thumping,
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fierce river-demon beating the water with its terrible tail and breathing black
smoke into the air. (108)

So that gesture, not music not odour, would be a universal language, the gift of
tongues rendering visible not the lay sense but the first entelechy, the structural
rhythm525.
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My task which I am trying to achieve is, by the power of the written word to make
you hear, to make you feel — it is, before all, to make you see. [...] The task
approached in tenderness and faith is to hold up unquestioningly, without choice
and without fear, the rescued fragment before all eyes in the light of a sincere
mood. It is to show its vibration, its colour, its form ; and through its movement
its form, and its colour, reveal the substance of its truth — disclose its inspiring
secret526.

Qu’il se réjouisse, Celui qui respire en haut dans la lumière rose ! Car
en-dessous, c’est l’épouvante, Et l’homme ne doit pas tenter les dieux Ni jamais,
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au grand jamais, désirer voir Ce qu’ils daignent couvrir de nuit et de terreur529.

[...] le langage est un immense halo d’implications, d’effets, de retentissements,
de tours, de retours, de redans; (...) les mots ne sont plus conçus illusoirement
comme de simples instruments, ils sont lancés comme des projections, des
explosions, des vibrations, des machineries, des saveurs : l’écriture fait du savoir
une fête.531

[...] his numerous instruments [il s’agit des instruments de Hugh] declined with
his books in basements or attics in London or Paris, in Wardour Street
night-clubs or behind the bar of the Marquis of Granby or the old Astoria in Greek
Street, long since become a convent and his bill unpaid there, in pawnshops in
Titherbarn Street or the Tottenham Court Road, where he imagined them as
waiting for a time with all their sounds and echoes for his heavy step, and then,
little by little, as they gathered dust, and each successive string broke, giving up
hope, each string a hawser to the fading memory of their friend, snapping off, the
highest pitched string always first, snapping with sharp gun-like reports, or
curious agonized whines, or provocative nocturnal meows, like a nightmare in the
soul of George Frederic Watts532, till there was nothing but the blank
untumultuous face of the songless lyre itself, soundless cave for spiders and
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steamflies, and delicate fretted neck, just as each breaking string had severed
Hugh pang by pang from his youth, while the past remained, a tortured shape,
dark and palpable and accusing. Or the guitars would have been stolen many
times by now, or resold, repawned — inherited by some other master perhaps, as
if each were some great thought or doctrine. (UV 198-199 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)



Hugh, far from aspiring to be a Conrad, as the papers suggested, had not then
read a word of him. But he was vaguely aware Conrad hinted somewhere that in
certain seasons typhoons were to be expected along the China coast. (UV, 206)
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[...] each successive string broke, giving up hope, each string a hawser to the
fading memory of their friend, snapping off, the highest pitched string always
first, snapping with sharp gun-like reports, [...] (UV, 199)

L’oeuvre est création, c’est-à-dire produit nouveau, original. Plongeant aux
sources de l’origine, l’originaire donne naissance à l’original. Il n’est point
d’artiste, si forte que soit son appartenance à une filiation où il a élu des maîtres
qu’il reconnaît comme pères, qui ne soit désireux de rompre cette filiation par
son oeuvre afin de se situer lui-même comme point d’origine d’une nouvelle
période historique. Ainsi tout créateur rêve-t-il d’être un mutant. [...] La
construction de l’oeuvre ne s’accomplit pourtant que grâce à un inlassable travail
de Sisyphe, élaboration ou perlaboration d’un éternel retour sur les traces de
l’objet perdu. [...] l’émergence, s’effectue par un retour aussi complet que
possible, et grâce à la répétition, vers l’originaire ou le fantasme des origines539.

[...] just as each breaking string had severed Hugh pang by pang from his youth,
while the past remained, a tortured shape, dark and palpable and accusing. (UV,
199)
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Ces visions, ces auditions ne sont pas une affaire privée, mais forment les
figures d’une Histoire et d’une géographie sans cesse réinventées. C’est le délire
qui les invente, comme processus entraînant les mots d’un bout à l’autre de
l’univers. Ce sont des événements à la frontière du langage. Mais quand le délire
retombe à l’état clinique, les mots ne débouchent plus sur rien, on n’entend ni ne
voit plus rien à travers eux, sauf une nuit qui a perdu son histoire, ses couleurs et
ses chants. La littérature est une santé.542

Le délire comme le texte construisent, mais, il faut le dire, dans la
méconnaissance de ce qu’ils construisent. [...] A l’écrivain est assignée la tâche
de « donner à voir ». En fait en même temps qu’il montre, il cache pour montrer
autre chose que l’écriture. [...] Le critique psychanalyste, à son tour, propose à la
vue sa construction. Mais ce que l’écrivain a produit est un objet de fascination
captatrice qui éblouit et aveugle à la fois, lorsque l’efficacité du texte joue à plein.
[...] L’éclairage fourni par l’interprétation illumine le texte d’une lumière trop crue,
elle le dépouille du halo de sa lecture originelle. On en veut au psychanalyste
d’avoir touché à la sainte pénombre du texte, propice à la naissance des
fantasmes qui accompagnaient la lecture.545
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Or the guitars would have been stolen many times by now, or resold, repawned —
inherited by some other master perhaps, as if each were some great thought or
doctrine. (UV, 200)

If a uke why not a guitar or a harp or a viol made out of a woman’s breastbone or
even the heritage poets leave behind for later singers548?



Afterwards nobody seemed to trouble much about Fresleven’s remains, till I got
out and stepped into his shoes. I couldn’t let it rest, though; but when an
opportunity offered at last to meet my predecessor, the grass growing through
his ribs was tall enough to hide his bones. (HOD, 34-35)

A narrow and deserted street in deep shadow, high houses, innumerable
windows with venetian blinds, a dead silence, grass sprouting between the
stones, imposing carriage archways right and left, immense double doors
standing ponderously ajar. I slipped through one of these cracks [...] (HOD, 35 ;
c’est nous qui soulignons)



At the bottom of the charred stairs he had a fall [...] He was up in a moment,
jarred, shaken, with a queer impression of the terrestrial globe having been flung
at his head in the dark. (N, 385 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Paths, paths, everywhere; a stamped-in network of paths spreading over the
empty land, through long grass, through burnt grass, through thickets, down and
up chilly ravines, up and down stony hills ablaze with heat; and a solitude, a
solitude, nobody, not a hut. [...] Now and then a carrier dead in harness, at rest in
the long grass near the path, with an empty gourd and his long staff lying by his
side. (HOD, 48)

After setting these words down in the pocket book which he was filling up for the
benefit of his sister, Decoud lifted his head to listen. But there were no sounds,
neither in the room nor in the house, except the drip of the water from the filter
into the vast earthenware i under the wooden stand. And outside the house there
was a great silence. (N, 218 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Citant Victor Hugo qui disait : « Il faut que l’herbe pousse et que les enfants
meurent » Proust ajoute : « Moi je dis que la loi cruelle de l’art est que les êtres
meurent et que nous-mêmes mourions en épuisant toutes les souffrances pour
que pousse l’herbe non de l’oubli mais de la vie éternelle, l’herbe drue des
oeuvres fécondes sur laquelle les générations viendront faire gaîment, sans
souci de ceux qui dorment en dessous, leur « déjeuner sur l’herbe ». La
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métaphore n’est pas très neuve, mais n’est-ce pas parce qu’elle a valeur
d’évidence pour le créateur qui doit payer le vol de la créativité maternelle du prix
de sa vie553 ?
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[...] a grey, heavily scrolled armorial shield of stone above the apex of the arch
with the arms of Spain nearly smoothed out as if in readiness for some new
device typical of the impending progress. (N, 167 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Mourir signifie : être capable de la mort en tant que la mort. Seul l’homme meurt.
L’animal périt. La mort comme mort, il ne l’a ni devant lui, ni derrière lui. La mort
est l’Arche du Rien, à savoir de ce qui, à tous égards, n’est jamais un simple
étant, mais qui néanmoins, est, au point de constituer le secret de l’être lui-même.
La mort en tant qu’Arche du Rien, abrite en elle l’être même de l’être (das
Wesende des Seins). En tant qu’Arche du Rien, la mort est l’abri de l’être561.



No change appeared on the face of the rock. They were building a railway. The
cliff was not in the way or anything; but this objectless blasting was all the work
going on. (HOD, 42).

A rocky cliff appeared, mounds of turned-up earth by the shore, houses on a hill,
others with iron roofs, amongst a waste of excavations, or hanging to the
declivity. A continuous noise of the rapids above hovered over this scene of
inhabited desolation. (HOD, 42 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



At the bottom of the charred stairs he had a fall, pitching forward on his face with
a force that would have stunned a spirit less intent upon a task of love and
devotion. He was up in a moment, jarred, shaken, with a queer impression of the
terrestrial globe having been flung at his head in the dark. (N, 385)

He ran with headlong, tottering swiftness, his arms going like a windmill in his
effort to keep his balance on his crippled feet. He lost his hat; the tails of his open
gaberdine flew behind him. (N, 385)

But suddenly the Calle Nicaragua rose up to meet him. The Consul lay face
downward on the deserted street. (UV, 122)

The English face, now turned up toward him, was rubicund, merry, kindly, but
worried, above the English striped tie, mnemonic of a fountain in a great court.
[...] He saw the fountain distinctly. Might a soul bathe there and be clean or slake
its drought? (UV, 124)

[...] gripping the spear like something precious, with an air of being afraid I would
try to take it away from him. (82).



It looked as though after wrenching that thing from somebody ashore he had lost
his balance in the effort. (HOD, 81)

Under the archway, in the entrance to the courtyard, a corporal was working at a
table, on which stood an unlighted oil lamp. He was inscribing something in
copperplate handwriting, the Consul knew. (UV, 380)



The building, which also included the prison, glowered at him with one eye, over
an archway set in the forehead of its low facade : a clock pointing to six. (UV,
380 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

On either side of the archway the barred windows in the Comisario de Policía de
Seguridad looked down on a group of soldiers talking, their bugles slung over
their shoulders with bright green lariats. Other soldiers, puttees flapping,
stumbled at sentry duty. Under the archway, in the entrance to the courtyard, a
corporal was working at a table, on which stood an unlighted oil lamp. He was
inscribing something in copperplate handwriting, the Consul knew, for his rather
unsteady course hither — not so unsteady however as in the square at
Quauhnahuac earlier, but still disgraceful — had brought him almost on top of
him. Through the archway, grouped round the courtyard beyond, the Consul
could make out dungeons with wooden bars like pigpens. (UV, 380-81 ; c’est nous
qui soulignons)



Diosdado suddenly slapped a fat package of envelopes fastened with elastic on
the bar counter. ‘¿— es suyo?’ he asked directly. (UV, 383)

However he made a mental note to order for his next drink something costing
more than the fifty centavos he had already laid down. In this way he saw himself
gradually recovering his money. He argued absurdly with himself that it was
necessary to remain for this alone. He knew there was another reason yet
couldn’t place his finger on it. (381 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

He saw his change lying on the counter, the price of the mescal not deducted
from it. He pocketed it all and came to the door again. Now the situation was
reversed; the boy would have to keep an eye on him. (381)

For him life is always just around the corner, in the form of another drink at a new
bar. Yet he really wants none of these things. Abandoned by his friends, as they
by him, he knows that nothing but the crushing look of a creditor lives round the
corner. Neither had he fortified himself sufficiently to borrow more money, nor
obtain more credit; nor does he like the liquor next door anyway. (381-382)



Why am I here, says the silence, what have I done, echoes the emptiness, why
have I ruined myself in this wilful manner, chuckles the money in the till, why
have I been brought so low, wheedles the thoroughfare, to which the only answer
was — The square gave him no answer. (382)

Then this beggar with one leg leaned forward : he dropped a coin into the legless
man’s outstretched hand. There were tears in the first beggar’s eyes. (UV, 382)

But, old or young, they like money, and will speak well of the man who gives it to
them. He laughed a little. ‘Señor, you should have felt the clutch of her paw as I
put the piece in her palm.’ He paused. ‘My last too,’ he added. (N, 220)
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Bien sûr, les oeuvres de l’art imitent les objets qu’elles représentent, mais leur fin
n’est justement pas de les représenter. En donnant l’imitation de l’objet, elles font
de cet objet autre chose. Ainsi ne font-elles que feindre d’imiter. L’objet est
instauré dans un certain rapport avec la Chose qui est fait à la fois pour cerner,
pour présentifier, et pour absentifier. Tout le monde le sait. Au moment où la
peinture tourne une fois de plus sur elle-même, au moment où Cézanne fait des
pommes, c’est bien évidemment qu’en faisant des pommes, il fait tout autre
chose que d’imiter des pommes [...] Mais plus l’objet est présentifié en tant
qu’imité, plus il nous ouvre cette dimension où l’illusion se brise et vise autre
chose 578.

He traced mentally the barranca’s circuitous abysmal path back through the
country, through scattered mines, to his own garden, then saw himself standing
again this morning with Yvonne outside the printer’s shop, gazing at the picture
of that other rock, La Despedida, the glacial rock crumbling among the wedding
invitations in the shop window, the spinning flywheel behind. How long ago, how
strange, how sad, remote as the memory of first love, even of his mother’s death,
it seemed ; like some poor sorrow, this time without effort, Yvonne left his mind
again. (UV, 380 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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By no specific dart of gold,
No single singing have I found
This path. It travels, dark and cold,
Through dead volcanoes underground.
Here flicker yet the sulphurous
charred ends of fires long since I knew.
Long since, I think, and thinking thus,
Ignite, daemonically; anew.
Yet, burning, burning, burning Lord,
Know how this path must likewise come
Through multitudinous discord
The awful and the long way home584.

[...] and it was as though this scream were being tossed from one tree to another,
as its echoes returned, then, as though the trees themselves were crowding
nearer, huddled together, closing over him, pitying... (UV, 416).



But there was nothing there: no peaks, no life, no climb. Nor was this summit a
summit exactly: it had no substance, no firm base. It was crumbling too, whatever
it was, collapsing, while he was falling, falling into the volcano, he must have
climbed it after all, though now there was this noise of foisting lava in his ears,
horribly, it was in eruption, yet no, it wasn’t the volcano, the world itself was
bursting, bursting — into black spouts of villages catapulted into space [...] (UV,
415 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

[...] in a Mexican prison you have to drink out of a pisspot sometimes. Especially,
when you have no passport.587
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Chamber music. Could make a kind of pun on that. It is kind of music I often
thought when she. Acoustics that is. Empty vessels make most noise. Because
the acoustics, the resonance changes according as the weight of the water is
equal to the law of falling water. Like those rhapsodies of Liszt’s, Hungarian,
gipsyeyed. Pearls. Drops. Rain. Diddleiddle addleaddle ooddleooddle. Hiss. Now.
Maybe now. Before588.

Ne serait-ce pas que la figuration de l’insupportable, ici : le cri inouï, le cri muet,
oblige à un moment ou à un autre, de changer le jeu ?589
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[...] like so much else about him [Hugh], his greatest hits having been made with a
tenor guitar tuned as a ukelele and played virtually as a percussion instrument.
[...] At all events, he thought, his guitar had probably been the least fake thing
about him. (UV, 199 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Let my epitaph be. Kraaaaaa. Written. I have. Pprrpffrrppffff. Done.597





The radio came alive with a vengeance; at the Texan station news of a flood was
being delivered with such rapidity one gained the impression the commentator
himself was in danger of drowning. Another narrator in a higher voice gabbled
bankruptcy, disaster, while yet another told of misery blanketing a threatened
capital, people stumbling through the debris littering dark streets, hurrying
thousands seeking shelter in bomb-torn darkness. How well he knew the jargon.
Darkness, disaster ! How the world fed on it. In the war to come correspondents
would assume unheard of importance, plunging through flame to feed the public
its little gobbets of dehydrated excrement. A bawling scream abruptly warned of
stocks lower, or irregularly higher, the prices of grain, cotton, metal, munitions.
While static rattled on eternally below — poltergeists of the ether, claquers of the
idiotic ! Hugh inclined his ear to the pulse of this world beating in that latticed
throat, whose voice was now pretending to be horrified at the very thing by which
it proposed to be engulfed the first moment it could be perfectly certain the
engulfing process would last long enough. Impatiently switching the dial around,
Hugh thought he heard Joe Venuti’s violin suddenly, the joyous little lark of
discursive melody soaring in some remote summer of its own above all this
abyssal fury, yet furious too, with the wild controlled abandon of that music
which still sometimes seemed to him the happiest thing about America. Probably
they were rebroadcasting some ancient record, one of those with the poetical
names like Little Buttercup or Apple Blossom, and it was curious how much it
hurt, as though this music, never outgrown, belonged irretrievably to that which
had today at last been lost. Hugh switched the radio off, and lay, cigar between
his fingers, staring at the porch ceiling. (UV, 197-198 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)
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[...] the world seems to have reeled away from one altogether into a bloodshot
pall of horror and hypocrisy, a chaos without melody.601

[...] the joyous little lark of discursive melody soaring in some remote summer of
its own above all this abyssal fury, yet furious too, with the wild controlled
abandon of that music which still sometimes seemed to him the happiest thing
about America. (UV, 198 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

Indicible ou refoulé : le voeu inconscient qui structure toute oeuvre et qui
toujours consonne avec l’irreprésentable de la pulsion a révélé, pris dans les rets
d’un regard en biais, plus d’un conflit. Animant les champs de la représentation,
de l’éros et de la perversion, ces antagonismes ont surgi dans leur double
dimension : inhérents à l’art comme à la métapsychologie. Trouver de l’une à
l’autre de ces deux sphères culturelles des zones d’échos propres à relancer l’art
dans la vie, c’était confier désormais l’intelligence des oeuvres à une écoute
distraite et vagabonde, mue par les réserves du texte et les replis de l’image,
écoute clandestine, en somme, répondant au procès de la représentation,
elle-même habitée, dans la jouissance du défaillir, par l’esquive et la dérobade.
C’était aussi instituer les silences de l’oeuvre au coeur même des impondérables
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de la résonance, là où ce qui une fois se déclôt, rarement s’oublie. 605

[...] and it was curious how much it hurt, as though this music, never outgrown,
belonged irretrievably to that which had today at last been lost. (UV, 198).

‘So and so is twenty nine, has been riveter, song-writer, watcher of manholes,
stoker, sailor, riding instructor, variety artist, bandsman, bacon-scrubber, saint,
clown, soldier (for five minutes), and usher in a spiritualist church [...]’ (UV, 198 ;
c’est nous qui soulignons)

What I really wanted was rivets, by heaven! Rivets. To get on with the work — to
stop the hole. Rivets I wanted. There were cases of them down at the coast —
cases — piled up — burst — split! You kicked a loose rivet at every second step
in that station yard on the hillside. Rivets had rolled into the grove of death. You
could fill your pockets with rivets for the trouble of stooping down — and there
wasn’t one rivet to be found where it was wanted. We had plates that would do,
but nothing to fasten them with. And every week the messenger, a lone negro,
letter-bag on shoulder and staff in hand, left our station for the coast. And several
times a week a coast caravan came in with trade goods — ghastly glazed calico
that made you shudder only to look at it, glass beads value about a penny a
quart, confounded spotted cotton handkerchiefs. And no rivets. (HOD, 58 ; c’est
nous qui soulignons)



I lived in an infernal mess of rust, filings, nuts, bolts, spanners, hammers,
ratchet-drills — things I abominate, because I don’t get on with them. I tended the
little forge we fortunately had aboard; I toiled wearily in a wretched scrap-heap
— unless I had the shakes too bad to stand. (HOD, 111 ; c’est nous qui
soulignons)

I’ve done enough for it to give me the indisputable right to lay it, if I choose, for
an everlasting rest in the dust-bin of progress, amongst all the sweepings and,
figuratively speaking, all the dead cats of civilisation. (HOD, 87)



The shed was already a heap of embers glowing fiercely. [...] We got into talk, and
by-and-by we strolled away from the hissing ruins. (HOD, 53).
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It was the happiness engendered, strangely enough, by work itself, by the
transformation of the nefarious poetic pit into sober or upright prose, even if
jostled occasionally by Calderón, or it was the happiness engendered by the
memory of work finished[...]616

Sa place n’est assurée ni au langage ni au monde. C’est pourquoi il devient
passant, piéton ou rôdeur parisien, créature en transit dans un mode transitoire,
passager et lieu de passage. [...] Ce sujet expatrié, ce bohémien, ce juif errant de
la grammaire, c’est peut-être le on, le clair on ou le vi.o.lon, c’est à-dire un sujet
« extime » et non plus intime, indifférencié, anonyme, frère de quiconque et de
plus personne618.



622

623

The chords of a guitar too, half lost, mingled with the distant clamour of a
waterfall and what sounded like the cries of love. He was in Kashmir, he knew,
lying in the meadows near running water among violets and trefoil, the Himalayas
beyond, which made it all the more remarkable he should be setting out with
Hugh and Yvonne to climb Popocatepetl. (UV, 414 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)

le rythme est [...] « la manière particulière de fluer » convenant « au pattern d’un
élément fluide, à une lettre arbitrairement modelée, à un péplos qu’on arrange à
son gré, à la disposition particulière du caractère ou de l’humeur »622 : un
symptôme, et un mode de jouissance propre à la lettre dans le domaine de
l’écriture.623
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[...] la surface de l’oeil, close par la paupière, ne saisit de son motif que ce qui
bruisse : à travers la fenêtre refermée sur la nature, « l’oeil, dit Gauguin, écoute ».
Le tableau, alors, n’a plus de compte à rendre qu’à la sonorité du monde et, à ce
titre, n’est tenue de laisser qu’une « impression ». Boeklin ajoutera : « comme un
morceau de musique », « recherche de rythme » (M. Denis) ou « drame
ondoyant » (A. Aurier), il s’agit bien de cette « abstrac-tion » dont Diderot nous dit
qu’elle est l’apanage des aveugles, car elle est l’art de « combiner les
sensations » [...] Le frémissement du monde n’est plus que celui de son ordre. La
nature ne donne à voir qu’un mouchetis tantôt blanc, tantôt noir, qu’importe,
puisqu’il ne s’agit là que d’un rythme. Le monde visible s’est donc à proprement
parler, dissous dans une archi-réalité [...] l’espace est alors ouvert, aussi, pour
une véritable dissolution du sujet.

Avec ses larges joues blanches et le trou noir des yeux, le visage, c’est le Christ
[...] Il invente la visagéification de tout le corps et la transmet partout627.



A beardless, boyish face, very fair, no feature to speak of, nose peeling, little blue
eyes, smiles and frowns chasing each other over that open countenance like
sunshine and shadow on a wind-swept plain. [...] becoming gloomy all of a
sudden. His face was like the autumn sky, overcast one moment and bright the
next. (HOD, 90)

Ah! I’ll never, never meet such a man again. You ought to have heard him recite
poetry — his own, too, it was, he told me. Poetry! (104)

I looked around, and I don’t know why, but I assure you that never, never before,
did this land, this river, this jungle, the very arch of this blazing sky, appear to me
so hopeless and so dark, so impenetrable, to human thought, so pitiless to
human weakness. (HOD, 94 ; c’est nous qui soulignons)



[...] just beyond that barrier, lay some meaning, or the key to a mystery that would
give some meaning to their ways on earth : it was as if he stood on the brink of an
illumination, on the near side of something tremendous, which was to be
explained beyond, in that midnight darkness, but which his consciousness
streamed into [...]635
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“Like” and “like” and “like”— but what is the thing that lies beneath the
semblance of the thing? Now that lightning has gashed the tree637 and the
flowering branch has fallen and Percival, by his death has made me this gift, let
me see the thing. There is a square; there is an oblong. The players take the
square and place it upon the oblong. They place it very accurately; they make a
perfect dwelling-place... The structure is now visible; what is inchoate is here
stated... This is our triumph, this is our consolation638.

And underneath, fluctuant, in eternal change, ran the currents, in the eternal flux.
Finished it was like a poem, or sonnet. Or it was like a sestina, with its repeated
nouns, or a piece of music by Webern... The pier in moonlight, the shadows of the
crossbars deep in the water, making an intricate image of huge stars and
parallelograms, and unbelievable delicacy and depths of frozen machinery, the
whole beautiful elaboration of balance and device and counter-device balancing
device yet each device necessary to strengthen the other, duplicated, triplicated
in the moonlit water640.
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Eight years ago in his Fernando-Oaxaca days, he would have drunk unthinkingly;
three, four years ago, in Eridanus, had he felt as vile as this, it would not even
have occurred to him, he would have had a swim, and for a moment he thought of
this, the run out to the end of the pier at Eridanus, the dive into the green cold
delicious salving element, and the climb back up the ladder; the dripping swift
return into the warmth of the house — the invariable remark, ‘God, how
marvellous, that knocks the nonsense out of you’ [...]643

The whisper of his conviction seemed to open before me a vast and uncertain
expanse, as of a crepuscular horizon on a plain at dawn — or was it, perchance,
at the coming of the night ? One had not the courage to decide; but it was a
charming and deceptive light, throwing the impalpable poesy of its dimness over
pitfalls—over graves 644.
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[...] our aim of finding out what form was choosing you, I think is the major
problem to cope with when you are possessed with an unstaunchable impulse to
create order out of chaos. That order was, recently with us, a pier: and I assert
that the pier is a poem too [...] Roughly speaking, stark, bald and simple prose
has more in common with poetry, perhaps than elaborate and overweighted
verse.646

Thus does your old Malc, if still a conservative-christian-anarchist at heart, at last
join the ranks of the petty bourgeoisie. I feel somewhat like a Prometheus who
became interested in real estate & decided to buy up his Caucasian ravine648.



[...] two windows — which, as degenerate machicolations, were built askew, like
the separated halves of a chevron — [...] (UV, 238-239)

From where they stood the house seemed situated half-way up a cliff rising
steeply from the valley stretched out below them. Leaning round they saw the
town itself, built as on top of this cliff, overhanging them. The clubs of flying
machines waved silently over the roofs, their motions like gesticulations of pain.
(UV, 240)

[...] a panel of rough stone, covered with large letters painted in gold leaf, had
been slightly set into the wall to give a semblance of bas-relief. These gold letters
though very thick were merged together most confusingly. The Consul had
noticed visitors to the town staring up at them for half an hour at a time.
Sometimes M. Laruelle would come out to explain that they really spelt
something, that they formed that phrase of Frey Luis de León’s the Consul did
not at this moment allow himself to recall. (UV, 239)
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It was perhaps also significant he should use his bedroom for working whereas
the studio itself on the main floor had been turned into a dining-room often no
better than a camping ground for his cook and her relatives. (UV, 238)

[...] l’expérience de l’Etre-au-monde ne cesse d’être présente en chaque phase de
notre vie, à titre d’horizon, mais aussi de préindividualité associée. Il ne s’agit pas
d’un retour vers un passé révolu. La situation est tout autre, car l’homme
moderne pressé par sa volonté de domination et de conquête rapide de biens de
consommation, son souci d’informations simplifiées, ne prête guère attention à
cette dimension d’être, qui influe pourtant directement sur sa vie. C’est la
fonction de l’artiste, dans ses oeuvres, qui ne sont autres que la manifestation
vive de ses actes d’insertion dans le Monde, de porter cette structure d’être et de
pensée à la clarté de l’évidence perceptive. [...] Mais d’autre part, cette attitude
requiert une participation active du spectateur et du lecteur qui deviennent
interprètes acteurs, pour que s’ouvrent les frontières du sujet enfermé dans la
prétendue identité à soi de la personne humaine et qu’il se laisse envahir par
l’énigme d’un monde qui le traverse, le pénètre, l’englobe, bien qu’il demeure à
conquérir. C’est l’une des fonctions de l’oeuvre d’art et singulièrement du poème
de promouvoir cette expérience de « restitution » de l’individu au Monde.655



[...] they shouted periodically together strings of amazing words that resembled
no sounds of human language; and the murmurs of the crowd, interrupted
suddenly, were like the responses of some satanic litany. (HOD, 109 ; c’est nous
qui soulignons)
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[...] le mot anachronique d’aître, [qui] a la particularité phonétique en français, de
retourner une notion du lieu sur une question d’être. Ce mot a d’abord signifié un
lieu ouvert, un porche, un passage, un parvis extérieur [...] il a fini par désigner
l’intimité d’un être, son for intérieur, l’abysse même de sa pensée. Lorsque Henri
Maldiney parle des « aîtres de la langue » et des demeures de la pensée, c’est à la
singularité d’un « état naissant » de la langue, de la pensée, qu’il fait d’abord
référence — cette singularité que disent chaque fois le poème, l’oeuvre d’art.663
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665

And everybody knows the power of lies which go about clothed in coats of many
colours, whereas, as is well known, Truth has no such advantage, [...] It is not
often recognised, because it is not always fit to be seen664.

La merveille, c’est que sans cette lalangue, il n’y aurait pas de vérité, mais que la
vérité dans cette lalangue ne peut être définie — elle y est un acte, libre,
déchaîné. Il n’y a pas de maîtrise du signifiant sinon peut-être dérisoire, le clown,
le bouffon du carnaval, ou encore « l’Homme masqué », masqué peut-être du
visage de la femme. Ça peut se dire aussi : il n’y a pas de discours qui ne soit du
semblant665.





He lived then before me; he lived as much as he had ever lived — a shadow
insatiable of splendid appearances, of frightful realities, a shadow darker than the
shadow of the night, and draped nobly in the folds of a gorgeous eloquence.
(HOD, 116)

And in the hush that had fallen suddenly upon the whole sorrowful land, the
immense wilderness, the colossal body of the fecund and mysterious life seemed
to look at her, pensive, as though it had been looking at the image of its own
tenebrous and passionate soul. (HOD, 101)

Then I noticed a small sketch in oils, on a panel, representing a woman, draped
and blindfolded, carrying a lighted torch. The background was sombre — almost
black. The movement of the woman was stately, and the effect of the torch-light
on the face was sinister. (HOD, 54)
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The Consul looked at the sun. But he had lost the sun: it was not his sun. Like the
truth, it was well-nigh impossible to face; he did not want to go anywhere near it,
least of all, sit in its light, facing it. ‘Yet I shall face it.’ How? When he not only lied
to himself, but himself believed the lie and lied back again to those lying factions,
among whom was not even their own honour. There was not even a consistent
basis to his self-deceptions. How should there be then to his attempts at
honesty? ‘Horror,’ he said. (UV, 248)

[...] all the truth of life is there: a moment of vision, a sigh, a smile and the return
to an eternal rest.675

And the light shone in darkness and
Against the Word the unstilled world still whirled
About the centre of the silent Word.
O my people, what have I done unto thee.
Where shall the word be found, where will the word
Resound? Not Here, there is not enough silence [...]
No place of grace for those who avoid the face
No time to rejoice for those who walk among noise and
deny the voice.676
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If I were a painter I should paint these first impressions in pale yellow, silver, and
green. There was the pale yellow blind; the green sea; and the silver of the
passion flowers. I should make a picture that was globular, semi-transparent. I
should make a picture of curved petals; of shells; of things that were
semi-transparent; I should make curved shapes, showing the light through, but
not giving a clear outline. Everything would be large and dim; and what was seen
would at the same time be heard; sounds would come through this petal or leaf —
sounds indistinguishable from sights. Sound and sight seem to make equal parts
of these first impressions. When I think of the early morning in bed I also hear the
caw of rooks falling from a great height. The sound seems to fall through an
elastic, gummy air; which holds it up; which prevents it from being sharp and
distinct. The quality of the air above Talland House seemed to suspend sound, to
let it sink down slowly, as if it were caught in a blue gummy veil. The rooks
cawing is part of the waves breaking — one, two, one, two — and the splash as
the wave drew back and then it gathered again, and I lay there half awake, half
asleep, drawing in such ecstasy as I cannot describe677.

‘[...] She got in one day and kicked up a row about those miserable rags I picked
up in the storeroom to mend my clothes with. I wasn’t decent. At least it must
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have been that, for she talked like a fury to Kurtz for an hour, pointing at me now
and then. [...] Ah, well it’s all over now.’ (HOD, 101)

Lacan, en viendra à reconnaître explicitement ce que savent implicitement les
vrais poètes, à savoir que le loup de la jouis-sens est toujours déjà dans la
bergerie du signifiant et que seule la lettre, ce versant réel du langage, peut faire
trace poéthique d’un sublime rencontré dans l’effroi et l’effraction683.







691

Joseph Conrad
This wrestling, as of seamen with a storm
Which flies to leeward, while they
United in that chaos, turn, sea-weary
Each on his bunk, to dream of fields at home
Or shake with visions Dante never knew,
The poet himself feels, struggling with the form
Of his quiet work. What derricks of the soul
plunge in that muted room, adrift, menacing?
When truant heart can hear the sailors sing
He’d break his pen to sail an easting down.
And yet some mariner’s ferment in his blood
Sustains him to subdue or be subdued.
In sleep all night he grapples with a sail!
But words beyond the life of ships dream on691.



693

La nuance est le cadeau que nous fait la langue, mais la pédagogie
contemporaine, toute entière habitée par le désir de rédemption, donne la parole
avant et même au lieu de donner la langue 693.





697

La fonction de la cause, c’est d’introduire ce grain de sable, de faire valoir
l’intervention du réel qui introduit une solution de continuité dans le rapport à la
loi, une clocherie, une boiterie, heureuse ou pas, mais inattendue : hasard,
traumatisme, rencontre, destin. Le fait humain, trop humain, c’est de tout faire
pour tenter de rétablir une continuité entre la loi et la cause... et échouer. La
grande affaire de la psychanalyse, c’est de ramener sans cesse à l’irréductibilité
de la cause à la loi. Ce hiatus de la loi et de la cause est la condition de la
création, condition qui est constitutive de l’humain, et qui reste inhérente à
l’humain. La psychanalyse n’est ni humaine ni inhumaine (ni humaniste, ni
anti-humaniste), elle est créationniste697.
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