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To Potential Readers:

This is a book just like any other book. But I would
be happy if it were read only by people whose outlook is
fully formed. People who know that an approach--to
anything whatsoever —must be carried out gradually
and laboriously, that it must traverse even the very
‘opposite of what is being approached. They and they
alone will, slowly, come to understand that this book
exacts nothing of anyone. Over time, the character G. H.
came to give me, for example, a very difficult
pleasure; but it is called pleasure.




A complete life may be one ending in so full identification
with the non-self that there is no self to die.

Bernard Berenson

ONCE
within a
ROOM

Ronald W, SOUSA

When a woman known to us simply as G. H. enters a room
that “nominally” belongs to her, she experiences the frus-
trations of many of the expectations normally associated
with a room. This room seemingly refuses to play the role
of a static container, takes on a living force of its own, and
virtually comes to impose itself upon its “owner.” As the
room expands and contracts, G. H.'s identity is continually
undone and remade through the progress of her narration.

As this scenario suggests, the story of G. H. does
not fulfill the expectatlons we commoniy brmg to a narra-

categones that serve to re]:ﬁ(ielw the world comprehen31ble
The most important of those containers, as far as the
translator and the reader of The Passion According to G.
H. are concerned, are those touching on literary concerns.
The fact that the Ukraine-born Clarice Lispector {1924-
1977) became a literary cause-célébre in her adopted Brazil
but is viewed in France, because of the very same texts, as
an important contemporary philosopher dealing with the
relationships between language and human (especially
female) subjecthood says much about the genre problem-
atic. Are we to take G.H.’s story as fiction or as speculation
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on philosophical problems in and through the narration of
what we would traditionally call a “plot™® Where does liter-
W&@gﬁ? Intellectually Speaking,
that ques‘uon is an easy oné to answer: they both end in
“language,” which for Lispector is the medium within
which such designations as “literature” and “philosophy”
are made, as well as the medium in and through which alone

}nﬂhlngnonllngulqtme probleris that

for her language is also fai@lc%rﬂess it is_pushed to its

Imuts and thereby made to reveal what, in its structuring
-—-F"""'“""'-uw

s At s FSHA RS

Because "of that e Qlora’czon of language, The Pas-

e e
sion According to G. H? ¢omprises a series of nontradition-
al language usages. Itis constituted by segments somewhat
Butriot wholly linearly arranged. They are in fact repeti-
tive, with additions and deletions in €ach new ifistall-

ﬁeﬁt—wﬂh then, both movement and return; and-with

msuccesswe movemen%Woratwn of already
e@sh,e_d_wsmmilﬁ_ﬂy differsit Wways The text also
comprises: inconsistencies 1W practice; juxtapo-
sition of colloguial phrases, poetic phrases, and phrases that
are completely non-Portuguese; creation of fictitious allu-
SiGHET Tense of apparently important terms with slightly
changed signification, seemingly to avoid creation of consis-
tent terminology; wholesale, but not therefore meaning-
less, violations of traditional grammar and syntax, and of the
concepts of association and exclusion that underlie them;

and gmployment of complex verbal-conceptual ambigu-

e e

_ities. A prominent example of the ast of those practices is

to be seen in the word “passion,” which in Portuguese is
the colloquial term for love “and “lover,” i addition addition o its

designation of “passion” n-abstraction and of Christ’s

Passion. Since it is compietemldable whether the

“theof the book’s title should be translated, that title could

viil Clarice LISPECTOR

just as easily be rendered “Love According to G. H.” as it
could with the formulation I have given it, which empha-
sizes the Biblical implications also invoked.

As a translator preparing this singular text for a read-
ing public unable to go to the original, I have felt acutely
the ways in which traditional expectations have been vio-
lated, for such violation has robbed me of useful ways of
structuring my presentation. What I have done as a result
is to treat the Portuguese original in quite specific ways.
(The original used is the second edition, Rio de Janeiro,
Editbra Sabid Ltda., 1968; although acknowledgment of the
fact is nowhere made, it was substantially revised from the
copyright-dated first edition, Rio de Janeiro Editdra do
Autor, 1964.) I have subordinated the rendition of many of
what would traditionally be called “literary devices™ to
delineation, first and foremost, of the intellectual positions
set forth in the book, and only thereafter have I endeav-
ored to reproduce such features as style variation and artful
use—or violation of language norms. In so doing, I have

e
e i it

cour se 1o phllosoplncal termmology where thé or 1g1nal uses
more e_ambiguous, and tﬁeﬁefme more, powe_:rﬁﬂ “formula-
tions. The result is a text that has lost ggm-ét111ng of the
amb1gu1ty and idiosyncrasy that is part and parcel of the
original from which it arises and has become more exposi-
tory in tone than that original. I invite the reader to imag-
ine a PortuguW@g_g@e
of potential Iaj Tanguage chaos than does the translation
" This result may or may not be called “translation,”

but then that undecidability is only fitting in regard to a
work that may or may not be called a “novel.”

R. S.
1988
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I keep looking, looking. Trying to understand. Trying to
give what I have gone through to someone else, and I don’t
know who, but I don’t want to be alone with that experi-
ence. I don’t know what to do with it, I'm terrified of that
profound disorganization. I'm not sure I even believe in
what happened to me. Did something happen, and did T,
because I didn’t know how to experience it, end up expe-
riencing something else instead? It’s that something that I'd
like to call disorganization, and then I'd have the confi-
dence to venture forth because I would know where to come
back to: to the prior organization. I prefer to call it disorgan-

ization because X don’t want togmelf in what 1

AR e T

experienced—in that g\;ﬁﬁhding I would lose the world as

vt e by

it was for me before, and 1 know that I don’t have.the capac-

Rt vtialiy : e A A e e o a2 PR

________ M{Sne.
If T go ahead with that grounding and consider
myself true, I'll be lost because I won't know where to set
up my new way of being—if I go ahead with my fragmen-
tary visions, the whole world will have to change for me to
fit into it.
Something’s missing that once was essential to me

The PASSION according to G.H. 3



¥ had lost a third leg that until then kept me from walking

and is so no longer. I don’t need it anymore, as though 1
Cgut made me a stable tripod. It’s that third leg that’s now

missing. And J've gone back to being someone Inever was.
I've gone back to having something I never had before: just
my two legs. I know that I can walk only when T have two
legs. But I sense the irrelevant loss of the third one, and it
horrifies me, it was that leg that made me able to find
myself, and without even having to look.

Am I disorganized because I have lost something 1
didn’t even need? In this new cowardice of mine —coward-
ice is what has happened to me most recently, my greatest
adventure, it is so wide a field that only great courage

enables me to accept it—in my new cowardice, which is like
weowat

waking ip 1 the morning i stranger’s house, I don’t
know if I'll have the courage simply to set out. It’s hard to
lose oneself. So hard that I'll probably soon work out a way
of finding myself, even if finding ryself is again the lie that
I live on. Up to now, finding myself was having a ready-
made person-idea and mounting myself inside it: I incar-
nated myself inside that set-up person and didn’t even sense
the great construction project that living was. The person-
idea that T had came from that third leg of mine, the one
that held me fast to the ground. But now . . . will I be freer?
No! I know that I'm still not sensing freely, that once
again I'm thinking because my goal is to find—and that for
safety’s sake I'll call the moment that I come across a way
out “finding.” Why don’t I have the courage to find just a
way in? Oh, I know that I have gone in. But I've been afraid
because I don’t know where that way in leads. And I've
never before let myself go without knowing where.
Yesterday, however, I lost my human conit_igl_t;imgzgmfor
hours and hours. If I'm brave, Il let myself stay lost. But

' afeaid 6f iew things and I'm afraid to experience what I

4 Clarice LISPECTOR

don’t understand —1 always want the guarantee of at least
thinking that I understand, I don’t know how to just give
myself over to disorientation. How do I explain that my
greatest fear is precisely in relation to . ... to being? and
that there is nonetheless no other way to go. How to explain
that my greatest fear is precisely the fear of having to live
out whatever happens? how to explain that I cannot bear to
look out, only because life is not at all what I thought it was
and is in fact something other—as though I had known
before what it was! Why is it that just looking is so greatly
disorganizing?

And disillusioning too. But what could I become
disillusioned about? if I was barely able to stand my merely

i

constructed organization without at least sensing? Maybe
disillusionment is the fear of no longer fitting into a system?
It could, however, be said that he is very happy who finally
experiences disillusionment. What I was before wasn't good
for me. But it was from that ungood that I put together
something better: Ihadg.ﬁi}__t:féﬁgéﬂx‘er-1}9255;‘% From my own

i -y

ungboﬂdi had created.a ﬁfuturéi,g’;‘j’b’d{”Atn‘" I wow afraid-that -

my new outlook won’t make sense? But why don’t I just let
myself be guided by whatever happens? I shall have to run
@@3& chance. And replace fate with probability.
“Fut are the discoveries of infancy like those made
in a laboratory, where one finds what one will? Was it, then,
only when I became an adult that I started to fear and grew
the third leg? Can 1, as an adult, have the childlike courage
to Jose myself? to lose oneself is to go looking with no sense
of what to.do with what you might find. The two walking
feel mminus that extra third one that holds a person down,
And I want to be held down. I don’t know what to do with
the horrifying freed om. that ﬁ?ﬁ,@?ﬁg%@e. But while I was
held down, was I happy? Or was there —and there was—an
uncanny, restless something in my happy prison routine? Or

The PASSION according fo G.H. 5
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was there—and there was—that throbbing something to
which I was so accustomed that I thought throbbing was the
same as being a person? Isn’t that it? yes, that too . . . that
too . . . '
" Ibecome so scared when I realize that over a period
of hours I lost my human constitution. I don’t know if T'll
have another one to replace the lost one with: I know that
T'll need to take care not to surreptitiously use a new third
leg that can grow back in me as easily as a weed, and then
call that protective leg “a truth.”

But I also don’t know what form to give to what hap-
pened to me. And for me nothing exists unless I give it a
form. And . . . and what if the reality is precisely that noth-
ing has existed?! maybe nothing happened to me? I can

understand only what happens to me, but only what T

understand happens . . . what do I know about the rest? the

rest hasn't existed. Maybe nothing has existed! Maybe I~

have merely undergone a great, slow disintegration. And
my struggle against that disintegration is just that: is just
trying to give it a form. A form gives contours to chaos, gives
a construct to amorphous substance . . . the vision of an
infinite flesh is a madman’s vision, but if I cut that flesh into
pieces and spread those pieces over days and famines . . .
then it will no longer be perdition and madness: it will be
humanized life again. '
#Humanized life. I had humanized life too much.
."But what shall T do now? Shall I hiold onto the whole

vision, even though it means holding onto an incomprehen-

sible truth? or shall I give form to nothingness and let that
be my way of integrating my very disintegration into myself?
But I am so poorly prepared to understand. Before, when-
ever 1 tried, my limitations gave me a sensation of physical
discomfort, in me, any effort to think immediately runs up
against my head. Early on I had to recognize coldly the

6 Clarice 1LISPECTOR

obstacle that my meager intelligence represented and reject_.\
setting out on any path. I kmew that it was my fate to think
little, reasoning power. kept me fast 1n31de 1y .own skin. ;){’7
tlitfiﬁght couid save me, I'm afraid of p&951011

Now that I have to save tomorrow, that I have to have\\
a form because I don’t sense that I have the strength to stay
disorganized, now that, fatefully, I shall have to frame that !}3
monstrous, infinite flesh and cut it es : A
thmg thi size of my mouth can take in, and the size 6f ty
eyes’ vision, now-thit I shall fatefully succumb to the neces-
sity of form that comes from my fear of being undelimi-
ted —then let me at least have the courage to let that form
form by itself, like a crust that hardens on its own, a fiery.
nebula that cools into earth. And let me have the great cour—/
age to resist the temptation to invent a form.

The effort that I shall now make to let a sense, what~
ever it may be, rise to the surface, that effort could be made
easier if I pretended to write for someone.

But I'm afraid to start writing to be understood by
that imaginary someone, I'm afraid T'll start “making” a
sense, with the same meek madness that up to yesterday
was my “healthy” way of fitting into a system. Will I have™
to have the courage to use an undefended heart and go on
speakmg to nolhmg and no. one? as When a chxld thmks

!"sz\m

e

chance.

I don’t understand what I saw. I don’t even know if
I saw it, [Since my eyes ended up not being separate from
what I saw.{Only in an unespected rippling of the lines, only
in an anomaly in the uninterrupted continuity of my cul-
ture, did I for an instant experience life-giving death. That
purified death that made me sort through the forbidden
weft of life. Saying the name of life is forbidden. And I

The PASSION according fo G.H. 7



almost said it. I almost couldn’t disentangle myself from its
weft, which would have been the destruction of my age
inside me. |
Perhaps what happened to me is an understanding
.. and for me to be true, I have to continue being sepa-
rate from it, have to continue pot understanding it. Allj
sudden understanding very closely approximates a clear};
nonunderstanding. A
Npdebeny No. All sudden understanding is in the last analysis
the revelation of a clear nonunderstanding. Every moment
of finding is the losing of oneself. Perhaps I experienced an
understanding that was as complete as an ignoring, and 1
shall emerge from it as intact and innocent as before. Any
comprehension on my part will never be equal to that
understanding, for I can reach only the height of living—
the only level on which I function is the level of living, Only
now, now I know of a secret. Which I am already forget-
ting; oh I feel that I am alréady forgetting . . .

To rediscover it now I would have to die all over
again. And knowing it again could be the murder of my
human soul. And I don’t want to, I don’t want to. What
could still save me would be for me to deliver myself over
to that new ignorance; that would be possible. For all the
while that I am struggling to know, my new ignorance,
which is forgetting, has become sacred. I am the priestess
of a secret that I no longer know. And 1 serve out of blissful
ignorance. T Tound out something I was unable to under-
stand, my lips became sealed, and I retained only the
incomprehensible fragments of a ritual. Although for the
first time 1 feel that my forgetting is, in the last analysis, of
a piece with the world. Ob, and I don’t want in the least to
have anything explained to me that would have to be made
to go beyond itself to be explained. I don’t want anything

8 Clarice LISPECTOR

explained to me that would require human validation again
for its interpretation.

Life and death have been mine, and I was a mon-
strosity. Mine was the courage of the sleepwalker who
simply acts. During those hours of perdition, I had the cous-
age neither to compose nor to organize. And especially the
courage not to look ahead. Up to then I had not been brave
enough to let myself be guided by what I don’t know toward
what 1 don’t know: my foresight preconditioned what 1
would see. It wasn't thmt of seeing: it already had
my cares dimensions about it. My foresight closed the
world to me. T _ T

T Until, for a few hours, I stopped. And, my God, I
got what I didn’t want. It wasn’t a river valley 1 walked
along—1I had always imagined that discovery would be fer-
tile and humid, like river valleys. I never thought it would
be the immense disencounter that it was.

Is my sacrifice for continuing to be human just for-
getting? I shall now be able to recognize in the common
faces of some people that . . . that they have forgotten. And
that they no longer know that they have forﬂggtwt”@mg;d;\adia;ﬂ*ley
have for . e

I saw it. I know I did because I didn't give it its
meaning. 1 know that I did because I don’t understand it. 1
know I did because what 1 saw isn’t good for anything.
Listen, I'm going to have to talk because I don’t know what
to do with that moment of living that I experienced. Worse
yet: I don’t like what I saw. It explodes my day-to-day life. I
apologize for putting this all on you, I would have much pre-
ferred seeing something better. Take what L experienced,
free me from xoy.useless vision, from my useless sin. T
I'm so frightened that I shall be ablé to accept the
potion that T have lost myself only if I imagine that some- ;
one is holding my hand. y /

4 LT
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Putting my hand in someone else’s has always been

my definition of happiness. ﬁgre I fall asleep, often—in

...........

that small struggle not to lose consciousness and go into the
e T,

greater world—oiten, BeforeT get up the coulage to go into

the vastness of sleep, I pretend that someone has my hand
in theirs, and then I go, go to that enormous absence of form

that is sleep. And when even after that I don’t have cour-

/
§
i

/

Yy :)
i

K
4

'\\37.-;;’) During the time I’m(_ﬁ@iﬁth}g and speaking, I'm

-

vage, [ dream. .

- Going to sleep is very much like the way that I now
have of going to my freedom. Giving myself over to some-
thing I don't understand is placing myself on the brink of
nothingness. It is going just by going, like a lindwoman lost
in a field. That supernatural thing that is living. The living
that I had tamed and made familiar. That courageous thing
that is for me to give myself over and is like reaching out a
hand to God’s ghostly hand and entering that formless thing
that is a paradise. A paradise that I don’t want!
going to have to pretend that someone is holding my hand.

""Oh, at least at the begintiing”. . only at the begin-
ning. As soon as I can do without it, I'll go on alone. In the
meantime, I need to hold this hand of yours—even if I can’t
picture your face and your eyes and your mouth. But even
though it is cut off from a body, this hand doesn’t scare me.
Tts creation comes from an idea of love such that it is as if
the hand were really attached to a body, and if I don’t see it
it's because | am unable to love more. I'm not up to pictur-
ing a whole person because I'm not a whole person myself.
And how can I imagine a face if I don’t know what kind of
expression 1 need on it? As soon as I can get along without
your warm hand, T'll go on alone—and in terror. That terror
will be my responsibility until the metamorphosis is com-
plete and the terror is transformed into clarity. Not the clar-
ity born of a desire for beauty and morality like the kind I

10 Clarice LISPECTOR

looked for before even without knowing it, but rather the
natural clarity of what exists, and it is that natural clarity
that terrifies me. Even though I know that the terror . . .
the terror is only myself coming face to face with things.

In the meantime, I am inventing your presence, just
as one day I shall also be unable to let myselt die alone,
dying is the greatest peril of all, I won't be able to pass over
into death and put my first foot into my first self-absence—
in that last and so first an hour too I shall invent your name-
less presence and with you I shall start to die until I am able
on my own not to exist, and then I'll let you go. For now, I
have you, and your warm, unknown life is my only internal

tached within the enormous space that I have discovered. &
The space of truth?

me. Truth doesn’t make sense! That's why I was afraid of it, {
and still am. Forsaken as I am, I give everything over to 5

you—so you can do something pleasant with it. If I talk to& EL

you will I frighten you and lose you? but if I don’t, I'll lose,
myself and in losing myself lose you anyhow.

Truth doesn’t make sense, the hugeness of the
world makes me shrink. What I probably asked for and
finally found still ended up leaving me unprepared, like a
child walking alone across the earth. So unprepared that
only my love of all the universe could console me and sat-
isfy me, only a love such that the very egg-cell of things
would resonate with what I call love. With what in fact 1
am merely naming without knowing its name.

Could it have been love that I saw? But what kind
of love is it that is as blind as an egg-cell? is that what it
was? that terror, was it . . . love? a love so neutral that—
no, T don’t want to talk to myself anymore, to talk would be
to precipitate a sense just like making yourself suddenly

The PASSION according to G.H. 11
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But the fact is that truth has never made sense to—7
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stable with the {p,&l;e;ﬂlyzzng(s}@pxlrgy of that third leg./Or am
1 simply putting off starting to talk? why am I saying noth-
ing and just playing for time? Because I'm afraid. 1 need
courage to go forth with an attempt to concretize what I
feel. It’s as .E}_lggg}_lwl__‘ggssessed a coin and didn't know what
country it Was good in. T
~ I shall need courage to do what I'm going to do: to

talk. And to run the risk of the enormous surprise that I am

going to feel at the poverty of what I say. As soon as I say it,

Tl have to add: “That isn’t it, that isn’t it at alll” But I

also need not to be afraid of being foolish, I've always gone

for the less rather than the more for fear of séeming foolish

along tie way: and also there’s the wounding of one’s dig-

nity. I'm putting off the moment when I have to talk. Is it

because I'm afraid?

And because I don’t have a word to say.

I don’t have a word to say. Why don’t T just stay
quiet, then? But if I don'’t force myself to talk, silence.swill.
forever engulf me in waves. Word and form will be the plank
ofi top of which 1 shall float over billows of gilenice.”

“And if 1 keep putting o starting, it's dlso hecause I
have no guide. Other travelers” accounts give me few facts
about the trip: all their information is horribly incomplete.

I feel that an incipient freedom is gradually taking
me over. . . . For never before today have I had so little fear
of lacking good taste: I just wrote “billows of silence,” which
I wouldn't have said before because I have always respected
beauty and its intrinsic decorum. I have said “billows of
silence,” my heart humbly bows, and T accept it. Have Iin
effect abandoned a whole system of good taste? But is that
my only gain? How imprisoned I must have been that 1 feel
myself freer just because I no longer fear a lack of aesthet-
ios. . .. I still don’t foresee what else I may have gained.
Maybe I'll learn of it little by little. For now, the first timid

12 Clarice LISPECTOR
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pleasure that 1 feel is being able to say that T have lost my
fear of the ugly. And that loss is a very great good. It is a
delight.

1 want to know what more I've gained by losing. As
of now, 1 don’t know: only in reliving it will I experience it.

to say. Shall I have to make words as though I were creating
what happened to me?

I am going to create what happened to me. Only
because living isn’t teilabie.jiwm I shall have
to create upon life. And without lying. Yes to creation, no
to lying. Creation isn't imagination, it’s running the huge
risk of coming face to face with reality. Understanding is a
creation, it’s my only way. I shall have to painstakingly trans-
Jate telegraph signals— translate the unknown into a lan-
guage that I don’t know, and not even understand what the
signals amount to. I shall speak in that sleep-walker’s lan-
guage that if T were awake wouldn’t even be a language.

And T'll create the truth of what happened to me.
Oh, it will be more a graphism than a writing, since 1 shall
be engaging in reproduction rather than expression. I need
to express myself less all the time. Have I lost that as well?
No, even when 1 did sculpture I was only reéproducing, and
only with my hands. ‘

Will I stay lost arnid the silence of the signals? I will,
for T know what I'm like: I never learned to look without
needing more than just to see. L know that I'll texrify myself
like someone who was blind and then finally opened her
eyes and saw —but saw what? a mute, incomprehensible tri-
angle. Couldn’t that person consider herself blinder still for
seeing only an incomprehensible triangle?

I ask myself:.if-I look into the darkness with a mag-
nifying glass, will I see more than darkness? THe Flasswon t

o A—

dispersmé"ﬂ“i'é”a'a”fkﬁé“s“é";”if‘ﬁﬂ'{"éﬂj}" Teveal it all the more. And

But how can I relive it? If 1 don’t have a normal WOI‘C\) *ﬁ{{
£
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if I look at brightness with a magnifying glass, 1 shall see,
with a shock, only greater brightness. I have seen but am
»as blind as before because I saw an incomprehensible, tri-
anglé” Unless 1 also tranisform myself into a triangle that will
sée in the incomprehensible trigngle iy own source and
FEpHIGE. * Hprebeiet oot

T Tm stalling. T know that everything I say is just to
put it of —to put off the moment when I'll have to start talk-
ing, knowing that there is nothing more for me to say. I'm
putting off my silence. Have I been putting off silence for
my whole life? but now, in my disparagement of the word,
perhaps T'll finally be able to start talking.

The telegraph signals. The world bristling with
antennas, and here am I receiving the signal. I'll be able to
do only a phonetic transcription. Three thousand years ago
] lost my head, and all that was left were phonetic frag-
ments of me. I'm blinder than before. I did see, T really did.
And T was terrified by the raw truth of a world whose great-
est horror is that it is so alive that for me to admit that T am
as alive as it is—and my most hideous discovery is that I
am as alive as it is-—-1I shall have to raise my consciousness
of life outside to so high a point that it would amount to a
crime against my personal life.

For the profound morality that I felt before—my
morality was the desire to understand, and, since I didn’t
understand, I shuffled things around, that was only yester-
day, and now that I discover that I have always been pro-
foundly moral: I admit only of finality —as for my prior pro-
found morality, for me to discover that I am as crudely alive
as that bare light that I learned of yesterday, as for that
morality of mine, the harsh glory of being alive is horror

itself. T lived before of a humanized world; did the simply

\aiive destroy the morality that I had then?
N A world wholly alive has a Hellish power.
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A world wholly alive has a Hellish power.

Yesterday morning—when I went out of the dining
room to the maid’s room—1I had no way of knowing that I
was but a step away from discovering an empire. Just a step
away. My more primary struggle for more primary life was
about to open with the calm, voracious ferocity of desert
animals. T was about to confront within myself a degree of
living so origimary that it bordered on the inanimate. Noth-
ing I\Wﬁ‘g*doirfg",“ﬁ'ﬁ"ﬁé‘{%ﬁ‘"ﬁii%“é”ﬁ”}’}“l‘i‘iﬁ"ﬁlﬁfwf,bfxﬂi'y lips dry -/
with thirst, was going to begin to exist.

It was only afterward that an old phrase would occur
to me, one that years before I had foolishly engraved in my
memory, just the subtitle of a magazine article that I ended
up not reading: “Lost in the Fiery Hell of a Canyon a
Woman Desperately Struggles for Life.” I had no way of
foreseeing where I was headed. But then I never was able
to see how things were leaning; every time they reached a
culmination, it always seemed to me to be a surprising rup-
ture, an abrupt explosion, at a specific moment, and not the
continuation of an uninterrupted flow.

That morning, before I went into the maid’s room,
what was I? T was what others had always seen me as, and

3
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that was the way I knew myself. I don’t know how to explain
what I was. But at least I want to remember: what was I
doing? :
It was almost ten in the morning, and it had been a
long time since my apartment had been so much my own.
The maid had quit the day before. The fact that there was
no one talking or walking around and making something
happen magnified with its silence this dwelling in which I
live in my semiluxury. I was lingering at the coffee table —
how hard it is becoming to know what I was like. But I have
to make the effort to at least give myself a prior form, so I
can understand what happened when I lost that form.

I was lingering over the coffee table, making little
balls out of the center of the bread —is that right? I need to
koow, I need to know what I was like! This is how I was: 1
was distractedly making little, round balls out of the heart

- of the bread, and my last, tranquil; amorous Haison had dis-

solved amicably, with a caress, and I had again come into
the happy and lightly insipid pleasure of freedom. Does that
situate me? I am pleasant, I have sincere friendships, and
my awareness of that gives me a gladsome friendship with
myself that has never excluded a certain self-directed irony,
albeit one that I don’t push very far.

But . . . what that silence of mine was like before I
don’t know and have never discovered. Sometimes, while
locking at a snapshot taken at the beach or at a party, I
would notice, with a slight, ironic apprehension, what that
smiling, dimmed face showed about me: a silence. A silence
and a destiny that were escaping me, me a hieroglyphic
fragment of an empire living or dead. Looking at the pic-
ture I could see the mystery. No. I'm going to lose the rest
of my fear of bad taste, I'm going to start my exercise in
courage, living isn’t courage, knowing that you're living,
that’s courage—and 1 swear that in the photograph of me I
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could see the Mystery. I would be taken slightly by sur-
prise, it's only now that I am discovering that it was a sur-
prise: in those smiling eyes there was a silence such as 1 have
seen only in lakes and heard only in silence itself.

Never, then, did I have reason to think that one day
I would go to encounter that silence. To encounter the
splintering of silence. 1 would take a quick glance at the face
in the photograph and, for a second, in that inexpressive
face the world would look equally inexpressively back at
me. Was that—just that—my closest contact with myself?
the greatest silent sounding I have attained, my blindest,
most direct link with the world. The rest . .. the rest
amounted to various organizations of myself, I know that
now, oh now I know. The rest was how I had transformed
myseif little by little into the person who bears my name.
And I ended up being my name. All you need to do is see
the initials G. H. in the leather of my luggage to know that
that's me. And I have never demanded of anyone else any-
thing more than the mere coverage of the initials of their
pnames. What is more, “psychology” has never held any
interest for me. I used to become impatient, and still do,
with the psychological attitude; it's an instrument that
simply transcends. I think I left the psychological stage
behind with adolescence. ,

G. H. had lived a great deal, that is, bad experi-
enced many facts. Have I'someliow perhaps been in a hurry
to experience everything I would have to experience as soon
as possible, so that I would have extra time to . . . to live
without facts? to live. Did I early on discharge all my sense
duties—early and quickly experience pains and plea-
sures—to get free all the sooner of my lesser human des-
tiny? to get free so that I could seek my tragedy.

My tragedy lay somewhere. Where was my greater
destiny? one that wasn’t just the plot of my life. The trag-
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edy--which is the greater adventure—had never taken
place in me. My personal destiny was all I i{new And all 1
wanted to know.

I spread about me a tranquility that comes from my
having reached a certain degree of realization about what it
means to be G. H., even on luggage. Also, without reflec-
tion, I have adopted my reputation for my so-called inner
life: I treat myself as others treat me, I am what others see
in me. When I was alone there was no fall-off, there was
merely one degree less of what I was like with the others,
and that was always my naturalness and my health. And my
brand of beauty. Was it only my photographs that pictured
an abyss? an abyss.

An abyss of nothingness. Just that huge, empty
thing: abyss.

I act like what is referred to as.a finished person.
Intermittent sculpmmaermmate “period of time
also gave me a past and a present that allowed others to sit-

_uate me: they allude to me as someone who does sculp-
tures that wouldn’t be bad if they were less amateurish. For
a woman, that reputation is a great thing socially and it has
located me, as much for myself as for others, in an area
between man and woman, socially speaking. Which left me
much freer to be a woman, since I was making no formal
effort to be one.

As regards my so-called inner life, perhaps it was
the sporadic sculpting that has given it a slight tone of pre-
climax—perhaps because of that certain kind of attentive-
ness that even dilettantish art brings with it. Or because I
have had the experience of patiently clearing away material
to find gradually its immanent sculpture; or because, again
from the sculpture, I have suffered the enforced objectivity
of struggling with something that was other than myself.
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All this has given me the slight tone of preclimax
characteristic of someone who knows that, if I listen atten-
tively to objects, something of those objects will come forth
and be imparted to me that will then in turn be given back
to the objects. Maybe it was that tone of preclimax that I
saw in the smiling, ghostly photograph of a face whose voice
is an'inexpressive silence, all people’s pictures are portraits
of the Mona Lisa.

And is that all I can say about myself? That I'm
“sincere’? I am, more or less. I don’t lie to conjure up false
truths. But I have used truths as a pretext too much. Truth
as a pretext for lying? I could just tell myself things that flat-
tered me and then tell the underside. But I have to be care-
ful not to confuse defects with truths. I am afraid of what
being sincere would lead me to: to my so-called nobility,
which 1 pass over, to my so-called vulgarity, with which I
do likewise. The more sincere I might become, the more
I'll be led to flatter myself, both with my occasional nobil-
ities and especially with my occasional vulgarity, The only
thing sincerity doesn’t lead me to do is pride myself on my
inconsequentiality. That I leave out altogether and not just
for lack of self-pardon, I who have pardoned every great and
important thing in myself. Inconsequentjality I omit
because confession is often a point of vanity for me, even
painful confession.

It isn’t that I want to be pure of vanity, but I need/
to clear myself from the field to be able to move in it. If I } |
can move. Or is wanting not to be subject to vanity the worst :
form of vanity itself? No, 1 think I just need to be able to|
look without having the” color of my eves matten T need to !
get rid of myself to be able to see. - . o

And is that all I was? When I open my door to unex-
pected visitors, what I glimpse in the faces of the people
who see me at the door is that they have just glimpsed in

1
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me my tender preclimax. What the others get from me is,
then, reflected back to form the atmosphere of what is
called “me.” That preclimax may have been my whole exist-
ence up to now. The other—anonymous and unknown—
that other existence of mine that was merely profound was
what probably gave me the sense of security of a person who
always has the kettle on a low flame in the kitchen: what-
ever occasion might arise, I'd always have water boiling.

Only the water had never boiled. I dido’t need vio-
lence, I just bubbled about enough to keep the water from
ever boiling and overflowing. No, I havent known vio-
lence. I was born withoiit a mission, my nature didn’t
jmpart one to me; and I have always had a light enough hand
not to impress a role upon myself. I didn’t give myself arole,
but I did organize myself for the purposes of my own under-
standing. I couldn’t put up with not finding myself in the
catalog. My question, if T had one, wasnt “what am I¥” but
rather “among whom am 17" My cycle was complete: what
I was experiencing in the present had already been condi-
tioned in such a way that I could understand myself as a
result. An eye looked over my life. I probably called that
eve sometimes “truth,” sometimes morality, sometimes
human law, sometimes “God,” sometimes “myself.” For the
most part I lived inside a mirror. Two minutes after 1 was
born I had already lost my beginnings. |

A step away from the climax, a step away from the
revolution, a step away from what is called love. A step away
from my life—which, because of a kind of strong reverse
magnet, I wasn't making into a life; and also because of a
will to order. Life’s disorder is bad taste. And even I
wouldn’t have known how to transform that latent step away
into a real step if I had wanted to. Because of pleasure in a
harmonious coherence, because of the greedy, ever-prom-
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ising pleasure of holding and not having to put out—1 didn’t
need the climaz, the revolution, or even that prelove that is
so mauch happier than love itself. Was the promise all 1
needed? Yes, just a promise.

Maybe that attitude —or lack of attitude — also came
from the fact that never having married or borne children I
haven’t, so to speak, had to wear any shackles, or break any:
I've been continuously free. Being continuously free has
been helped along by my facile nature: I eat and drink and
sleep facile. And of course my freedom has also come from
my financial independence.

I suppose my habit of thinking only at the moment
when it is necessary came from my sculpture, for it taught
me to think only with my hands and only at the time of using
them. Also from my intermittent sculpting came my habit
of pleasure, to which I already tended by nature: my eyes
had handled the form of things so much that I became more
and more accustomed to pleasure and rooted myself in it. I
could, with much less than my whole self, 1 could work with
anything;: just like yesterday at the coffee table, where all I
needed to form round forms from the bread heart was the
surface of my fingers and the surface of the bread. To do
what I could do I had never needed either suffering or
talent. What 1 had in my power wasn-t for me a conguest,
it was a natural gift.

And among women and men, what was I? I have
always bad an extremely tender admiration for male habits
and ways of doing things and take an unurgent pleasure in
being female, being female was also a natural gift for me.
I've only had a facility for such gifts and not the awe of any
vocation — I think that’s it, isn’t it?

From the table over which I was lingering because

I had time, 1 looked around, while my fingers were making i-‘/{f

the bread heart into balls. The world was a strange place. |
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Which allowed me to live: in the world I could stick one
little ball of bread heart to another, I just needed to put one
heside the other and then all I had to do was push them
together, with very little effort, just enough for one surface
to adhere to the other, that way, pleasurefully, I was making
a curious pyramid that gave me pleasure: a right triangle
made of round forms, a form made up of forms opposite to
itself. If that had any meaning for me, the bread heart and
ny fingers probably knew what it was.

The apartment reflects me. It's on the top floor,

which is considered elegant. People in my circle try to live
in the so-called penthouse. It's more than elegant. It's a real
pleasure: you can command a city from up here. When that
elegance becomes common, will I, without even thinking
why, move to another kind of elegance? Maybe. Just like
me, the apartment has moist lights and shadows, nothing
here is sharp: one room precedes and anticipates the next.
From my dining room I could see the mixture of shadows
that formed a prelude to the living room. Everything here
is the elegant, ironic, witty riposte of a life that has never
existed anywhere: my home is merely an artistic creation.
In fact, everything here refers to a life that, if it were
real, would little serve me. What does it trace out, then? If
it were real, I wouldn’t understand it, but I enjoy the copy
and understand it. The copy is very pretty. The circle of
artistic and semiartistic people that I live in should, how-
ever, make me disdain copies; but T have always seemed to
prefer parody, it has served me well, Tracing a life proba-
bly gave me—or does it still? to what extent has the har-
mony of my past life exploded? —tracing a life probably gave
me a sense of security precisely because the life wasn't
raine: it wasn't a responsibility that I had to deal with.
The slight, generalized pleasure—which seems to
have been the tone in which I live, or lived—has perhaps
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come from the fact that the world was neither me nor mine:
I could take pleasure in it. Just as I had not made men mine
cither and could therefore admire and sincerely love them,
as one loves nonegotistically, as one loves an idea. Since
they were not mine, I never tortured them.

As one loves an idea. My home’s witty elegance
comes from the fact that everything here is in quotation
marks. To be honest about true authorship, I cite the world,
T have repeatedly cited it, since it was neither me nor mine.
Was beauty, a certain kind of beauty, my object, as it is for
everyone? did I live in beauty?

As for myself, without either lying or telling the
truth—just as in that moment yesterday morning when 1
was sitting at the coffee table —as for myself, I have always
kept one quotation mark to my left and another to my right.
In a certain sense, “as if it wasnt me” was wider than if it
was—a nonexistent life completely possessed me, occu-
pied me like an invention.-Only in the photograph, when
the negative was developed, was there something else
developed as well—something which, not accomplished by
me, was accomplished by the snapshot: when the negative
was printed it showed my ectoplasmic presence. Is photog-
raphy the portrait of a concavity, of a lack, of an absence?

All the while I was, more than just clean and cor-
rect, I was a pretty riposte. For all that is probably what
makes me pretty and generous. A man of experience has
only to glance at me to tell that here is a woman of grace

and generosity, one who is no bother, who doesn’t tear a~

man down: a woman who smiles and laughs. I respect others’
pleasure, and I take my own pleasure delicately, tedium

nourishes me and delicately consumes me, the sweet te- :

e
e

diufnof & honeymoon.

That image of myself between quotation marks used

to satisfy me, and not just superficially. T was the image of
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what I wasn't, and that image of my nonbeing fulfilled me
entirely: one of the strongest ways of being is to be nega-
tively. Since I didn’t know what I was, “nonbeing” was my
closest approximation to truth: at least I controlled the flip
side: I at least had the “non,” I had my opposite. What was
good for me I didn’t then know; I experienced, with some
pre-fervor, what was bad for me.

And in experiencing that “bad,” I experienced the
backside of what I couldn’t even try to want or to attempt.
Just like someone who leads a life of “depravity” with peril
and Jove and at least has the opposite of what she neither
lnows nor wants nor can achieve: the life of anun. Only now
do 1 kuow that I had everything in my hands, though in a
backward way: I was dedicating myself to every detail on the
‘non’ side. Through nonbeing in detail, 1 proved to myself
that—that I was.

That manner of nonbeing was much more pleasant,
much cleaner: for, with no irony now, I am a woman of
spirit. And of spirited body. At the coffee table, I was fram-
ing myself in my white robe, my clean, well-sculpted face,
and my simple body. From me there irradiated the kind of
dignity that comes from indulgence in one’s own pleasures
and in others’ pleasures. I was delicately consuming my own
and delicately wiping my mouth with the napkin.

That her, G. H. in the luggage leather, was me; is
it . still? No! Hence I calculate that the hardest thing my
vanity will have to face will be my own judgment: I shall
have all the appearance of one who has experienced fail-
ure, and only 1 shall know if it was requisite failure.
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Only I shall know if it was requisite failure.

I arose at last from the coffee table, that woman.
Since there was no maid that day, I would be engaging in
the sort of activity I liked most: cleaning up. I've always
liked putting things in their places. I think it's my only true
calling. By ordering things I create and understand at the
same time. But since, through reasonably well-placed in-
vestments, 1 have gradually become pretty well-off, I've
been kept from putting that calling into practice: if I hadn’t
belonged to the class that I do by reason of both money and
culture, T would normally have had a domestic’s job in some
rich people’s great house, where there is a great deal to put
in order. Ordering is finding the best form. If I bad been a
domestic like that, I wouldn’t even have needed my dilet-
tantish sculpture; if I could have liberally ordered with my
hands. Ordered form itself?

I found the ever-forbidden pleasure of putting a
house in order so great that even while I sat at the table, 1
had already begun to take pleasure in the mere planning of
it. T looked out around the apartment: where should I start?

Also because afterward, at the seventh hour, just as
on the seventh day, I'd be free to rest and have the remain-
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der of a day in repose. Repose almost without joy, which
would be a good balance for me: from my hours of sculp-
tare I had learned almost joyless calm. I had enjoyed myself
too much the last week, had gone out too much, had had
too much of whatever 1 wanted, and 1 now wanted the day
to be exactly as it promised to be: toilsome and empty and
good. I would make it go as long as possible.

Maybe I'd start by organizing the back of the apart-
ment: the maid’s room was probably filthy, what with its
dual function of sleeping quarters and storeroom for old
suitcases and clothes, back newspapers, leftover wrapping
paper and string. I'd get it clean and ready for the new
maid. Then, from that end of the apartment, I would
progress slowly, “climbing” horizontally to the opposite
end, the living room, where—as though T myself were the
finishing point of the cleaning and of the morning —I would
stretch out on the sofa and read the newspaper, probably
drowsing in the process. If the telephone didn't ring.

With that in mind, I decided to take the phone off
the hook, to be sure that 1 wouldn’'t be bothered by any-
thing.

How can I now explain that at that very moment 1
had begun to see something that would become clear only
Jater? without knowing it I was now in the antechamber of
the room. I had begun to see and I didn’t know it; I had
seen since I was born and I didn’t yet know it, I didn’t know
it.

Give me your anonymous hand, for life is giving me
pain and I don't know how to go on talking —reality is too
delicate, only reality is delicate, my unreality and my imag-
ination are more substantial. »

Having decided to start my ordering in the maid’s
room, I went through the kitchen, which leads to the ser-
vice area. At the end of the service area the hallway starts
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that leads to the maid’s room. Before going on, however, I
leaned against the wall in the service area to finish smok-
ing my cigarette.

I looked down: thirteen floors of building below. 1
didn’t know that all of it was already playing a part in what
was going to happen. The process had probably begun a
thousand times before and had then been led astray. This
time it would go all the way to its end, and I didn’t foresee
it at all.

I looked at the inside area, the backs of all the apart-
ments, for which my own apartment too existed as a back.
On the outside, my building was white, with the smooth-
ness of marble and the smoothness of finished surface. But
on the inside, the inside area was a chaotic jumble of square
blocks, windows, dark streaks and blotches from the rain,
window snarling at window, mouths looking into mouths.
My building’s mass was like a factory’s. The miniature of a
vast landscape of passages and canyons: smoking there, as
though on a mountaintop, I looked out over the view, prob-
ably with the same inexpressive gaze that could be seen in
the photographs of me.

I saw what all of that expressed: it all expressed
nothing. And I took in that nothing with great attentive-
ness, took it in with what was in my eyes in those pictures;
only now do I know that I was continuously receiving that
silent signal. I looked down at the inside area. All of it had
an inanimate richness about it that recalled the richness of
nature itself: here you could also prospect for uranium and

from here oil could gush forth.

I was seeing what only later would I feel —I mean,
only later would I experience a profound loss of meaning.
Only later would I understand: what seems a lack of mean-
ing . . . is what meaning there is. Every instant of “lack of
meaning” is precisely the frightening certainty that it is

The PASSION according io G.H. 27

§
i
1



there that meaning lies and that I not only can’t reach it but
don’t want to because there are no guarantees. Only later
would the lack of meaning besiege me. Could a sense of the
lack of meaning have always been my negative mode of sens-
ing meaning? it had been my participation.

What I was seeing in the monstrous, machine
insides that was the inside area of my building, what I was
seeing were things that had been made, eminently practi-
cal things with practical purposes.

But something of terrible, general nature—which I
would later experience within myself—something of fateful
nature had fatefully come forth from the hands of the hun-
dred practical workmen who had installed water and drain-
pipes, wholly unaware that they were constructing this
Egyptian ruin at which I was now staring with the stare that
was in the photographs of me on the beach. Only later
would 1 know that I had seen: only later, after seeing the
secret, did I realize that I had already seen it.

I tossed the lighted cigarette over the edge and took
a step back, slyly hoping that no neighbor would link me to
that act prohibited by the Building Management. After a
moment, 1 carefully stuck my head out and.Jooked down: I
couldn’t even tell where the cigarette had landed. The prec-
ipice had silently swallowed it up. Was I thinking then? at
Jeast I was thinking about nothing. Or maybe about the pos-
sibility that some neighbor had seen me commit that for-
bidden act, which didn’t go at all with the cultured woman
that T was pictured as being, which made me smile.

Then T went up the dark hallway that leads to the
service area.
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I went up the dark hallway that leads to the service area.

In that hallway, which forms the very back of the
apartment, two doors face each other, indistinct in the shad-
ows: the service exit and the door to the maid’s quarters.
The outback of my home. I opened the door to the expec-
tation of stacks of newspapers and a dark pile of storage and
junk,

But as I opened the door, I had to squint in reac-
tion and in physical revulsion.

-

Instead of the jumbled shadows that I was expect- h #

ing, I encountered the vision of a room that was a quadran-
gle of white light; my eyes squinted in self-protection.

For the past almost six months—the length of time
that maid had been with me I had not ventured in there,
and my astonishment came from finding a completely clean
room.

I had expected to find dark corners, I had prepared
myself to have to throw the window wide open and bathe
musty darkness with fresh air. What I hadn’t expected was
that the maid, without saying anything to me, had fixed the
room up the way she wanted it, and, acting as though she
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owned it herself, had done away with its function as a stor-
age area.

From the doorway I now looked in on a room that
had about it a calm, empty order. Without telling me, the

. maid had opened up a dry, empty space in my fresh, cozy,

moist home. What I had now was a room that was com-
pletely clean and shiny, like a room in an insane asylum from
which all dangerous objects have been removed.

Here, now, because of the space that had been cre-
ated, were concentrated the reverberations from the roofs,
from the cement terraces, from the erect antennae of all the
neighboring buildings, from the reflections of a thousand
building windows. The room seemed to occupy a level
much higher than that of the rest of the apartment.

Like a minaret. My first impression of a minaret
began with this room: free-floating above a limitless ex-
panse. At the time, I perceived only my physical discom-

- fort with that impression.

The sides of the room weren't uniform: two of the
angles were slightly greater than square. And while that was
its physical reality, it descended upon me as though it was
my own vision that was deforming it. It seemed like a paper
representation of how I might perceive a four-sided figure:
already deformed in its lines of perspective, The concreti-
zation of a flaw in vision, the materialization of an optical
illusion. Its not being entirely regular in its angles gave it
an appearance of basic fragility, as though this minaret of a

\ yoom were not attached to either the apartment or the
building.

From the door I could see the sharp line of the sun
cutting off half the ceiling and a third of the floor with black
shadow. Six months of permanent sun had warped the pine
wardrobe and denuded the whitewashed walls to even
greater whiteness.
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And it was on one of the walls that, recoiling in sur-
prise and revulsion, I saw the unexpected mural.

On the whitewashed wall by the door —that’s why I
hadn’t seen them before —were charcoal outlines, in about
life size, of a nude man, a nude woman, and a dog more
nude than dogs really are. What the nudity disclosed was
not drawn in on the bodies, the nudity came merely from
the absence of all covering: they were the shapes of empty

udjty. The lines were thick, made with a broken-tipped
piece of charcoal. In places they were doubled, as though
one line were the mark of the otl‘{é}mwr’ggm-
bling By dry charcoal.

The lines’ rigidity fixed the outsized, crazy ligures
to the wall like three automatons. Even the dog had the
tame insanity of something that is not powered by a force
of its own. The clumsiness of the overbold lines made the
dog seem to me something solid and petrified, set more in
itself than on the wall. '

After I got over the initial surprise of finding this
hidden mural in my own home, I looked more closely, now
with amused surprise, at these isolated figures on the wall.
The simplified feet dido’t quite touch the floor line, the
small heads didn’t reach the ceiling line, arid that, along
with the stupid rigidity of the lines, gave the three isolated
figures the appearance of three mummies. As the figures’
harsh motionlessness bothered me more and more, the
notion of mummies grew stronger and stronger. They stood
out as though they had gradually oozed forth from the inside
of the wall, had slowly come from the core, finally reaching
the harsh lime surface.

None of the figures was touching, and the three
didn’t form a group: each figure stared straight ahead, as
though it had never looked sideways, as though it had never
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seen any of the others and had no idea that anyone existed
beside it.

I gave a constrained smile, I was trying to smile:
hecause each figure was there on the wall, just as I was
there, standing rigid in the doorway. The drawing was not
a decoration, it was writing.

T was assailed by a recollection of the absent maid.
I tried to remember her face, and was amazed that I could
not—she had been able to exclude me so completely from
my own home that it was as if she had closed the door on
me and left me far from my own lodging. Recollection of
her features escaped me, it must be just a temporary lapse.

But her name . . . of course, of course I remem-
bered, finally: it was Janair. And, looking at this hieratic
drawing, I suddenly realized that Janair had hated me. 1
looked at the figures of the man and the woman, with the
palms of their vibrant hands up and open, and they seemed
to have been left there by Janair as a crude message for
when I would open the door.

My discomfort was somehow amusing; had it never
occurred to me that in Janair’s silence there might have
been a criticism of my life-style, which her silence must
have labeled “a man’s life”’? how had she thought of me?

I looked at the drawing on the wall in which I was
probably being portrayed . . . I, the Man. And the dog . . .
was that the name she was calling me? For years I had been
judged only by my peers and by my own circle, which were,
in the final analysis, made by myself for myself. Janair was
the first outside person whose gaze 1 really took notice of.

Suddenly, with, now, real discorfort, 1 finally
allowed there to come over me a sensation that, through
negligence and lack of interest, I had for a good six months
not allowed myself to have: the sensation of that woman’s
silent hatred. What surprised me was that it was a kind of
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free hate, the worst kind of hate: indifferent hate. Not a hate
that individualized me but just the absence of all compas-
sion. No, not even hate.

That was when I unexpectedly succeeded in re-
membering her face, but, of course, how could I have for-
gotten it? I pictured again her quiet, black face, pictured
her completely opague skin that seemed more like one of
her ways of being silent, extremely well defined eyebrows,
I pictured again the fine, delicate features that were barely
discernible on the faded blackness of her skin.

The features—1I discovered with no pleasure —were |

a queen’s features. And her posture as well: her body, erect,
slim, hard, smooth, almost fleshless, with no breasts, or ass.
And her clothes? It wasn't surprising that I had used her as
though she had no presence: under her small apron she
always wore dark brown or black, which made her all dark
and invisible—I shivered to discover that till now I hadn’t
noticed that that woman was an invisible woman. Janair had
what was almost only an external form, the features within
that form were so refined that they barely existed: she was
flattened out like a bas-relief frozen on a piece of wood.

And was it inevitable that just as she herself was, so
she saw me? abstracting everything unessential from the
body that was me drawn on the wall and also seeing only
my outlines. Curiously, however, the figure on the wall still
reminded me of someone: myself. Besieged by the pres-
ence of herself that Janair had left in a room in my home, 1
noticed that the three angular zombie figures had in fact
kept me from going in, as though the room were still being
occupied.

I hesitated at the door.

Also because the room’s unexpected simplicity dis-
oriented me: in fact I wouldn't even know where to start
cleaning up, or even if it was necessary.
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I looked about, dispirited, at the minaret’s naked-
‘ness:

The bed, from which the bedding had been
stripped, had its dusty cloth mattress exposed, with big,
faded blotches like from sweat or watery blood, old, pale
blotches. Here and there, strands of thick horsehair came
through the cloth, which was so dry it was rotten, and they
stood straight up in the air.

Along one of the walls, three old suitcases were
stacked in so perfect a symmetrical order that I had just now
perceived their presence, since they didn’t change at all the
sense of the room’s emptiness. On them, and on the almost
effaced mark of a “G. H.,” a silent, sedimented accumula-
tion of dust.

And then there was the narrow wardrobe: it had
only one door and was as tall as a person of my height. The
wood, continually dried out by the sun, had broken open
in slits and cracks. Had that Janair never closed the
window? She, even more than I, had taken advantage of the
view from the “penthouse.” .

The room was so different from the rest of the apart-
ment that going into it was like leaving my own home and
entering another. The room was the opposite of what I had
created in my home, the opposite of the gentle beauty that
came from my talent for arrangement, from my talent for
living, the opposite of my serene irony, my sweet, disinter-
ested irony: it was a violation of my quotation marks, the

quotation marks that made me a reference to myself. The

room was the portrait of an empty stomach..

“ " And nothing there had been done by me. In the rest
of the apartment the sun filtered in from the outside in soft
beam after soft beam, the result of the interaction of heavy
curtains and light curtains. But here the sun didn’t seem to
come from outside to inside: this seemed to be the place
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where the sun itself was, fixed and unmoving, with a harsh
light, as though the room didn’t close its eyes, even at night. -
Everything here was dissected nerves that bad had their
ends dried into wire. I had been prepared to clean up a
mess, but this struggle with its absence disoriented me.

I noticed at that point that I was irritated. The room
bothered me physically, as though the sound of the scratch-
ing of dry charcoal on the dried whitewash still hung in the
air. The room’s inaudible sound was like the sound of a
needle going around on a record after the music had fin-
ished playing. It was the neutral thing-screeching that made
up the matter of its silence. Charcoal and fingernails
together, charcoal and fingernails, calm, compact fury on
the part of the woman who was the representative of a
silence as if she represented a foreign country, the African
queen. And she had taken up lodging here in my home, that
stranger, that indifferent enemy.

I asked myself if Janair had in fact hated me—or if
it had been I who had hated her, without even looking at
her. Just as I was now discovering with irritation that the
room didn’t just irritate me, I detested it, that cubicle with
nothing but surfaces: its innards had dried and shriveled up.
1 looked around me with repulsion and despair.

Until 1 forced myself to take heart . .”. and a cer-
tain violence: all this would have to be changed this very
day. .

The first thing that I'd do would be to haul down
the hallway the few things that were left in the room. Then
T would throw bucket after bucket of water into the empty
room and let the harsh air drink it up, and finally I would
wet down the dust until some moisture came into that
desert, destroying the minaret that so haughtily topped a
horizon of roofs. Then I would throw water onto the ward-
robe, swamp it in a flood up to mouth-level —and then, then
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watch the wood start to rot. An unexplainable anger, but
one that had come over me completely naturally, had taken
hold: I wanted to kill something here.

And then, then I would cover that dry-straw mat-
tress with a soft, cold, clean sheet, one of my own sheets
with my initials embroidered on it, to replace the one that
Janair must have thrown into the wash.

But before all else I would scrape that granulated
carbon dessication off the wall, scratching the dog off with
a knife blade, erasing the man’s hands with the turned-out
palms, destroying the undersized head of that hideous
naked woman. And I would throw water and more water
until it ran in streams down the clean-scraped wall.

As though 1 were looking at a photograph of the
room after I had changed it back into mine and into me, 1
gave a sigh of relief.

Then I went in.

How can I explain it except that something was hap-
pening that I don’t understand. What did that woman who
was me really want? what was happening to a G. H. in lug-
gage leather? '

Nothing, nothing, it was just that my nerves were
now on edge —my nerves that had been calm, or just orga-
nized? had my silence really been a silence, or a loud voice
that is mute?

How can I explain it to you? Suddenly that whole
world that was me was contracting from exhaustion, I
couldn’t stand carrying it on my shoulders any longer . . .
it, what? and 1 gave in to a tension that had always been
there but I didn’'t know it. At that time there were begin-
ning to take place in me ~-and still I didn't know it—the first
signs of the collapse of subterranean limestone caves that
were falling in under the weight of stratified archaeological
layers—and the force of the first collapse lowered the cor-
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ners of my mouth, made my arms fall. What was happen-
ing to me? I shall never be able to understand it, but there
must be someone who can. And I shall have to create that
someone who can inside myself.

In spite of having come into the room, I seemed to "~
have come into a nothingness. Even inside it I somehow
kept staying outside. As though it was not deep enough to
hold me and left parts of me still in the hallway, in the great-
est rejection I had ever experienced: I didn't fit. -

At the same time, in looking at the low sky of the
whitewashed ceiling, I felt I was suffocating with restric-
tion and confinement. I needed my own home back. I
forced myself to remember that I owned that room too, it
was in my apartment: for I had walked to this room without
leaving the apartment, without going up or down stairs.
Unless there were some way of falling into a chasm horizon-
tally, as if the building had twisted slightly and I had been
tossed from door to door until I reached this highest one.

Stuck inside here by a web of spaces, I was forget-
ting the order that I had made up for getting things orga-
nized, and I didn’t know for sure where to start. The room
had no point that you could call its starting-place and none
that you could call its end. It was of a sameness that made
it undelimited. '

I passed my gaze over the wardrobe, raised it to a
crack in the ceiling, trying to get a better hold on that enor-
mous, empty space. More boldly, but with no intimacy, I
ran my fingers over the prickly mattress.

Then an idea came to me that gave me heart: the
wardrobe, after it was well nourished with water, its fibers
completely swollen out, I would wax it to give it some shine,
and I'd even put a coat of wax on the inside, since it must
be even more parched in there.
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I opened the narrow wardrobe door a crack, and the
dark inside came out like a breath of air. I tried to open it a
little more, but the door was blocked because it hit against
the foot of the bed. All of my head that would fit in I stuck
through the crack that the door made. And, as though the
darkness inside were spying on me, we remained for an
instant spying on each other without seeing each other. 1
didn’t see anything, 1 only noticed the hot, dry smell, like
the smell of a live chicken. But I pushed the bed a little
closer to the window and got the door open a few centime-
ters more.

Then, before I could even understand it, my heart
turned white like hair turns white.
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Then, before I could even understand it, my heart turned
white like hair turns white. ‘

Up against the face that I had thrust through the
opening, right next to my eyes, in the semidarkness, the
heavy cockroach moved. My scream was so.muffled that it
was only by the contrast with the silence that I realized I
hadn't screamed. The scream had stayed pounding inside,
T Nothing, it was nothing—1 immediately tried to
calm myself in the face of my fear. It was just that I hadn’t
expected, in a house that had been meticulously disin-
fected against my dread of cockroaches, T hadn't expected
this room to have been left out. No, it wasn't nothing. It
was a cockroach slowly moving toward the crack.

By its enormity and slowness, it must have been a
very old cockroach. In my primeval horror of cockroaches,
I had Jearned to guess their ages and dangers, even at a dis-
tance; even though I had never really come face to face with
a cockroach, I knew their life processes.

Tt was just that the sudden discovery of life within
the nakedness of this room had frightened me as though I
had discovered that the dead room was in fact fecund.
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Everything else here bad dried up—but one cockroach had
remained. A cockroach so old it was immemorial. What had
always disgusted me about cockroaches was that they were
obsolete and at the same time still living. Knowing that they
had been on Earth in the same form as they have today even
before the first dinosaurs had appeared, knowing that the
- first man to come forth had found them crawling across the
. ground in hoards, knowing that they had seen the forma-
tion of the great deposits of coal and oil in the world, were
there during the great glacial advances and retreats —peace-
ful resistance. I knew that cockroaches could go more than
a4 month without food or water. And they could even sur-
vive on wood for food. And even after you step on them they
come apart slowly and keep on walking all the while. Even
when they freeze, after they thaw out they keep on going.
For three hundred and fifty million years, they have repro-
duced with no change. When the world was practically
naked, they walked slowly across it.

Just like here, in this naked, dessicated room, a vir-
ulent speck: on a clean test tube, a material speck.

I Jooked around the room, suspiciously. There was,
then, this cockroach. Or cockroaches. Where? maybe be-
hind the suitcases. One? two? how many? Behind the im-
movable silence of the suitcases, maybe a whole black pile
of cockroaches., One motionless atop the one beneath.
Layers of cockroaches—which suddenly reminded me of
what I once discovered as a child when I lifted up the mat-
tress | was sleeping on: the blackness of hundreds upon
hundreds of bedbugs huddled one on top of another.

The recollection of my childhood poverty, with bed-
bugs, leaky roofs, cockroaches, and rats was like a prehis-
toric past of me, I had lived with the first creatures on earth.

One cockroach? more? but how many? I asked
myself in a fury. I let my gaze move slowly over the naked

40 Clarice LISPECTOR

—

room. No sound, no sign: but how many? No sound and still
I clearly sensed an emphatic vibration that was the vibra-
tion of silence rubbing against silence. Hostility had taken
e over. More than just not liking cockroaches: 1 really bate
them. Besides, they are miniature versions of a huge
animal. The hostility increased.

It wasn’t 1 who rejected the room, as I had felt for
an instant at the door. The room, with its secret cockroach,
had repelled me. 1 had been repelled by the sight of a
nakedness as strong as a mirage’s nakedness; for it had not
been the mirage of an oasis that I had seen but the mirage
of a desert. Afterward, 1 had been immobilized by the harsh
message on the wall: the figures with the hands spread out
had been one of the series of sentinels at the door to the
sarcophagus. I now understood that the cockroach and

 Janair were the room’s true inhabitants.

No, I wouldn’t do any cleaning—not if there were
going to be cockroaches. The new maid could dedicate her
first workday to this dusty, empty casket.

Even in the fierce heat of the sun, a wave of shivers

yan through me: T hurried to leave that burning chamber. ~

It was my first physical act of fear, finally expressed,
that revealed to me with surprise that I was afraid. And that
plunged me into a greater fear—in trying to leave, between
the wardrobe and the foot of the bed, I tripped and fell. The
very possibility of a fall in this room of silence made my
body recoil in profound dread — stumbling had turned my
attempted flight into an act {llfated in itself—could this be
the way that “they,” the inhabitants of the sarcophagus, had
of keeping me from getting away? They were keeping me
from getting out by using this one simple means: they left
me completely free since they knew that I could no longer
get out without stumbling and falling.
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I wasn't really penned in, I was just cornered. As
cornered as if they had fastened re here with the single,
simple act of pointing a finger at me, at me and then at the
spot.

I had experienced sensitivity to place before. When
I was a child, I had suddenly had the sense that I was lying
on a bed that was in a city that was on the Land that was in
the World. Just as when I was a child, I now had the clear
sense that I was completely alone in a house and that the
house was high and free-floating in the air, and that this
house had invisible cockroaches in it.

Before when I put myself in a place, I grew. This
time I put myself in a place by shrinking—shrinking so
much that the only space I took up in the room was between
the foot of the bed and the wardrobe door.

But this time the sensitivity to place was, fortu-
nately, not happening to me at night, as it had when I was
a child, since it now had to be somewhere after ten in the
morning,

And, unexpectedly, the coming hour of eleven took
on a horror for me—just as with place, so too time became
palpable, I wanted to flee like from inside of a clock, and I
rushed awkwardly.

But to get out of the corner I had put myself in by
opening the wardrobe door, I would have to close that door,
which was pinning me against the bed leg: here I was, with
no way clear, cornered by the sun, which was now burning
the hair on the nape of my neck in an oven-blast called ten
o’'clock in the morning.

My quick hand moved to close the wardrobe door
and open me a path—but it immediately drew back again.

For, inside the wardrobe, the cockroach moved.

I stayed quiet. My breathing was light, superficial.
I now had the sense that my situation was hopeless. And 1
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knew that, absurd though it might be, my only chance of
getting out lay in facing up to the absurd fact that there was
something irresolvable here. I knew that I had to recognize
the danger I was in, even though I knew that it was crazy
to believe in an entirely nonexistent danger. But I had to
believe in myself—like everyone else, I had been in danger
all my life—to get free this time, I had the mind-boggling
responsibility of having to face that fact.

Closed in as T was between the wardrobe door and
the foot of the bed, I hadn’t yet given a second try at moving
my feet to get out, but I had moved back, as though despite
its extreme slowness the cockroach could swoop out in an
instant-—I had seen roaches that suddenly took off in flight:
winged fauna.

1 stayed there, still, plans racing madly through my
mind. T was alert, I was completely alert. A great sense of
hope arose inside me, and a surprised resignation: in this
alert hope I recognized all my prior hope, I recognized too
the attentiveness that I had experienced before, the atten-
tiveness that never leaves me and that, in the final analysis,
rnay be the thing that is most a part of my life — that per-
haps is my very life itself. And then, the cockroach: what is
the only sense a cockroach has? attentiveness to living,
inseparable from its body. For me, anything that 1 had
added to what was inseparable from me would probably
never hold back that attentiveness which, more than an
attentiveness to life, was my very life process itself.

It was then that the cockroach started to come out
from inside.
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It was then that the cockroach started to come out from
inside.

First the annunciatory flutter of the antennae.

Then, behind those dry threads, the reluctant body
started to appear. Until almost the whole thing was right at
the opening of the wardrobe door. -

It was grayish, it was hesitant, as though it carried
enormous weight. It was now almost completely visible.

I quickly lowered my eyes. By hiding my eyes I hid
from the cockroach the cunning stratagem that had just
taken hold of me —my heart beat almost as with joy. For I
had suddenly felt that I had some reserves, that I had never
used them before—and now a latent power at last beat
inside me and a greatness took me over; a greatness of cour-
age, as if fear itself was what had finally provided me with
courage. Just moments before, I had thought, superficially,
that my only feelings were ones of indignation and disgust,
but now I recognized—although I had never known it
before —that what was happening was that I had finally
taken on a huge fear, much greater than myself.

- That huge fear completely pervaded me. Turned in
upon myself, like a blind man listening to his own listen-
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ing, I for the first time felt myself taken over by an instinct.
And I shivered with great delight, as though I were [inally
in touch with the grandeur of an instinct that was horrible,
totally and completely sweet—as though I were finally ex-
periencing, and within myself, a grandeur greater than my-
self. I was for the first time becoming drunk with a hatred
as clean as water from a spring, I was becoming drunk with
the desire, justified or not, to kill.

An entire life of attentiveness—for fifteen centu-

ries I hadn’t fought, for fifteen centuries I hadn’t killed, for
fifteen centuries T hadn’t died —an entire life of aloof atten-
tiveness now came together inside me and rang, like a mute
bell whose vibrations I didn’t need to hear, for I recog-
nized them. As though at last I was for the first time in bal-
ance with Nature.

A completely controlled rapaciousness had pos-
sessed me, and because it was controlled it was pure power.
Up to then, I had never been mistress of my powers, powers
that I neither understood nor wanted to understand, but the
life in me had stored them up so that one day there would
blossom forth this unknown, happy, unconscious matter
that was, finally, me! me, whatever that might be.

Without any reticence at all, moved by'my delivery
over to what is wicked, without any reticence, moved,
happy, I was for the first time being the unknown figure that
I was . . . but, not knowing myself would no longer be an
obstacle for me, the truth had just gone beyond the limits
of myself: T raised my hand as though to take an oath, and
in one move I slammed the door on the cockroach’s half-
protruding body . . .

Simultaneously, I had shut my eyes. And I stayed
that way, all ashake. What had I done?

Could I have known right then that I wasn’t refer-
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ring to what I had done to the cockroach but instead to . . .
what I had done to myself?

In those instants when my eyes were closed I
became aware of myself like one becomes aware of a taste: I
had through and through the taste of steel and malice, I was
all acid, like a piece of metal sitting on your tongue, like a
crushed green plant, my taste came full into my mouth.
What had I done to myself? My heart pounding, my tem-
ples pulsing, T bad done this to myself: T had killed. I had
lilled! But why this jubilation and, even more than it itself,
why the vital acceptance of the jubilation? For how long,
then, had I been primed to kill?

No, that wasn’t the issue. The question was: what
had I killed?

That calm woman that I had always been, had she
gone crazy with pleasure? my eyes still closed, I was trem-
bling with jubilation. Killing . . was so much greater than
1, was of a piece with this measureless room. Killing had at

last opened up the dry sands of this room to moisture, at.

last a5 though 1 had dtig and dug;with iard; avid fingers,
“ntil T found inside myself a potable tream of life That Was
o stream of a death. 1 slowly opened my eyes, now in
sweemess, in gratitude, timidity, in a shyness of glory.

From the finally moist world from which T was
emerging, I opened my eyes and encountered again the
great, harsh, open light, I saw the wardrobe door, now
closed.

And I saw the cockroach’s front half sticking out of
the door.

Sticking forward, erect in the air, a caryatid.

But a living caryatid.

At first I didn’'t understand, I just looked in sur-
prise. Slowly I realized what had happened: T hadn’t pushed
the door hard enough. I had, to be sure, trapped the cock-
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roach in the door so it couldn’t come out any farther. But 1
had left it alive.

Alive and looking at me. I turned my eyes aside in
a quick, violent reaction.

I still needed, then, the final stroke. One more
thrust? I didn’t look at the roach, but I kept telling myself
that I needed one more thrust—1I kept slowly telling myself
that, as though every repetition worked to send a com-
mand order to my heartbeats, the beats that were spaced
too much like a pain whose sensation I couldn’t feel.

Until —succeeding at last in hearing myself, at last
succeeding in giving myself orders—1I lifted my arm up
high, as if my entire body weight would come down on the
wardrobe door along with the blow from my arm.

But it was then that I saw the cockroach’s face.

It was aimed straight ahead, at the same level as my
head and eyes. For an instant I paused with my hand poised
in the air. Then, gradually, I lowered it.

An instant before I might not have been able to see
the expression on the cockroach’s face.

But it was too late by a split second: I bad seen it.
My hand, which came down when I stopped the blow,
slowly rose again to my stomach: though I had not moved
from the spot, my stomach had recoiled inside my body. My
mouth had become too dry, I passed my tongue, which was
also dry, over my rough lips.

It was a shapeless face. The antennae stuck out in
whiskers at the sides of the mouth. The brown mouth was
clearly demarcated. The thin, long whiskers moved about
slow and dry. Its faceted black eyes looked around. It was a
cockroach as old as a fossilized fish. It was a cockroach as
old as salamanders, and chimeras, and griffins, and levia-
thans. It was as ancient as a legend. I looked at its mouth:
there was the real mouth.
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I had never seen a cockroach’s mouth. I, in fact . . .
1 had never really seen a cockroach. I had only felt repug-
nance at their ancient, ever-present existence . . . butl had
never come face to face with one, even in my mind.

And so I discovered that despite their compact-
ness, they are made up of shell after shell, gray and thin,
like the layers of an onion, as though you could lift one layer
up with your fingernail and there would always be another
one underneath, and another. Maybe those layers were the
wings, but then it would be made up of layer after thin layer
of wings compressed to form that compact body.

It was an auburn color. And all covered with cilia.

Maybe the cilia were the multiple legs. The antennae were : Each eye reproduced the entire animal.
quiet now, dry, dusty filaments. “Pardon my putting this all on you, hand that I have i

Cockroaches don’t have noses. I looked at it, with N in mine, but I don’t want to keep it for myself ! take the cock-
that mouth of its, and its eyes: it looked like a dying mulatto roach, I want nothing to do with what I saw.” _
woman. But its eyes were black and radiant. The eyes of a ; There I was, mouth agape, offended, drawn back—| §
girl about to be married. Each eye itself looked like a cock- 'f face-to-face with the dusty being that was looking back at !
roach: Bach fringed, dark, live, dusted eye. And the other me. Take away what I saw: for what I saw, with a compul- _[\ o
one just the same. Two cockroaches mounted on the cock- : siveness so painful and so frightening and so innocent, what A\
roach, and each q;{g\rﬁ;g{gf%}ff;ﬁﬁ the entire animal. - I saw was life looking back at me.

How else could I refer to that horrible, brute raw
matter and dry plasma that was simply there while I shrank
. back within myself in dry nausea, I sinking centuries and
i centuries deep in mud—it was mud, and not even dried
mud but mud still wet, still alive, it was an ooze in which
the roots of my identity were twisting about with intolera-
ble slowness. /

~ Take, take all that for yourself, I dont want to be a
living person! 1 disgust myself, I marvel at myself, thick
ooze coming slowly forth.

That's how it was, that’s how it was, then. I had
Jooked upon the live cockroach and had discovered in it my
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deepest life identity. Ina difficult demolition, hard, narrow
passages were opening inside me.

I looked at it, at the cockroach; I hated it so much
that I was changing sides, forming solidarity with it, since I
couldn’t bear being alone with my own aggressiveness.

And all at once I groaned out loud, this time I heard
my groan. My truest coherence was in fact rising up to the
surface of me, Wnd I sensed, with fright and
dread, that that “1-being” came from a source much prior
to any human source, and, horribly, much greater than any
human one as well.

There was opening out in me, with the slowness of
stone gates, there was opening out in me the wide life of
silence, the very life that was to be found in the stationary
sun, the very one that was to be found in the motionless
cockroach. And it could be the very same inside me! if T had
the courage to abandon . . . to abandon my feelings? If 1
had the courage to abandon hope.

Hope in what? For the first time 1 had the great fear
of feeling that I had based an entire hope on becoming
something I was not. The hope—what other word is there
for it?—that for the first time now I was going to abandon,
through courage and through mortal curiosity. In my life up
to now had that hope been grounded in a truth? With child-
ish astonishment, I now . . . doubted.

To know what I really had to hope for, would 1 have
to pass through my truth? To what extent had I up to now
invented one destiny while in my depths living on another?

I closed my eyes, waiting for this strange feeling to
pass, waiting for my panting to become something more
than the panting in that groan that I had heard as though it
were coming from the depths of a dry, deep cistern, just as
the cockroach is the creature of a dry cistern. 1 kept feeling
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the groan, incalculably far within me, but it was no longer
reaching my throat.

This is madness, 1 thought, with my eyes closed.
But the sense of that birth from within the dust was so unde-
niable . . . that I could only follow what I knew very well
was not madness but was, my God, a worse truth, the hor-
rible truth. But why horrible? Because it wordlessly con-
tradicted everything I had been accustomed, also word-
lessly, to think.

I waited for the strange feeling to pass, for health to
return, But I recognized, with a long-forgotten force of
mermory, that I had felt this feeling before: it was the same
feeling I had had when 1 saw my own blood outside myself,
and T was shocked by it. For the blood that I saw outside
myself, that blood I wondered at with such attraction: it was
my own.

I didn’t want to open my eyes again, I didn’t want
to keep on seeing. The rules and laws, it was important not
to forget them, you have to remember that without the rules
and laws there would also be no order, it was important for
me not to forget them and, in order to defend myself, to
defend them.

But the fact was that I could no longer hold myself
down. .

. The first tie had already involuntarily broken, and I
was loosening myself from law, even though 1 suspected that
I would be going into the inferno of living matter —what
sort of inferno awaited me? but I had to go. I had to fall into
my soul’s condemnation, curiosity was consuming me.

. Then, all at once, I opened my eyes and saw full-on
the room’s limitless vastness, that room that resounded in
silence — Hellish laboratory. ' ’

The room, the unexpected room. My entrance into
it had finally become complete.
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This room had only one way in, and it was a narrow

one: through the cockroach. The cockroach that filled the
room with a resonance that was in the last analysis open,
the resonances of its rattlesnake bells in the desert. By a
perilous road I had reached the deep breach in the wall that
was that room . . . and the break formed a wide natural hall
like in a cave.

Bare, as though prepared for only one person’s en-
trance. And whoever came in would be transformed into a
“she” or into a “he.” I was the person the room called “she.”
I had come in an “I,” but the room then gave me the dimen-
sions of “she.” As though I were also the other side of a
cube, the side that you don’t see because you are seeing the
front side.

And, in my great expansion, 1 was on the desert.
How can I make you understand? I'was on the desert as
had never been before. It was a desert that called me like a
monotonous, remote canticle calls. I was being seduced.
And I went toward that enticing madness. But my fear was

not the fear of someone who was going toward madness and

thus toward a trath—my fear was the fear of having a truth
that [ would come to despise, a defamatory truth that would
make me get down and exist at the Jevel of the cockroach.
My first contact with truths always defamed me.

“Hold my hand tight, because I feel that I'm going.
I am again going to the most primary divine life, I am going
to an inferno of brute life. Don’t let me see because I am
close to seeing the core of life—and through the cock-
roach, which I am now beginning to see again, through that
sample of calm, live fear, I am afraid that in that core [ won't
know anymore what hope is.”

The cockroach is pure seduction. Cilia, blinking
cilia that beckon.
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&M&}ﬁeducmg myself to what was irre-
with my cilia T advance, I Pprotozoic, pure protein. Hold my
hand Tight, T Tave reached the irreducible with the fateful-
ness of a deathknell—1 sense that all this is ancient and
immense, I sense in the hieroglyph of the slow cockroach
the writing of the Far East. And in this desert of great
seductions, the creatures: I and the live cockroach. Life, my

love, is one great seduction where everything that exists is
seduced. That room that was desert and therefore primi-

tively alive. I had reached nothingness, and the nothing-
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I had reached nothingness, and the nothingness was live
and moist.

Tt was then —it was then that the pulp started slowly
to come out of the cockroach I had smashed, like out of a
tube. '

' The cockroach’s pulp, which was its insides, raw
matter that was whitish and thick and slow, was piling up
on it as though it were toothpaste coming out of the tube.

Before my nauseated, attracted eyes, the cock-
yoach’s formm . 55 it grew ot the outside, Kept slowly chang-
ing. The white matter was slowly spreading across its back,
like a load set for it to carry. Pinched in place, it was increas-
ingly carrying on its dusty back a load that was in fact its
own body.

“Seream,” I silently commanded myself. “Scream,”
1 told myself again with a sigh of deep quietude.

The white mass had stopped piling up on top of the
shell. I looked up to the ceiling, resting for a while eyes that
I could feel had grown great and deep.

But if T had screamed, even if only once, I might
never have been able to stop. If I had screamed, nobody
could have done anything to help me; as it is, if I never

54 Clarice LISPECTOR

reveal my lacking, no one will become frightened of me, and
they'll help me without knowing it; but only so long as I
don’t frighten anyone by going beyond the rules. But if they
know, they become frightened, we who keep our screams
inviolable secrets. If I give the call of alarm of someone
living, they will drag me along silently and harshly, for that
is what they do to anyone who crosses the lines of the per-
missible world, the exceptional being is dragged along, the
being who screams.

I looked up to the ceiling with heavy eyes. Every-
thing was summed up fiercely in my never uttering an ini-
tial scream —a first scream sets off all the others, the first
scream of birth sets off a life, if I were to scream it would
awaken thousands of screaming beings who would unleash
a chorus of screams and horror all along the rooftops. If I

screamed, it would unleash existence—the existence of

what? the existence of the world. For myself, I reverently
feared the existence of the world.

“The fact, oh hand that gives me strength, the fact
is that, in an experience that I would like to forget, an expe-
rience for which I ask forgiveness of myself, I was leaving
my world and going into the world.”

The fact is that I was no longer seeing myself, I was
just seeing. An entire civilization that bad been set up
having as its guarantee that one should immediately mix
what one sees with what one feels, an entire civilization that
has self-salvation as its foundation stone—I was now in its
debris. The only person who can get out of that civilization
is one whose special function is getting out: a scientist is
given the chance, a priest has permission. But not a woman
who hasn’t the guarantee that such titles bring. And I fled,
regretfully, I fled.

If you knew the loneliness of those first steps I took.
It wasn't like a person’s loneliness. It was as though I had

The PASSION according to G.H. 85

=




died and was taking my first steps alone into another life.
And it was as though they called that loneliness glory, and
I too knew that it was a kind of glory, and I shook all over
with that primary, divine glory that I not only did not
understand but also profoundly wanted to reject.

“Because, look, 1 knew that I was entering the
crude, raw glory of nature. Seduced, I nonetheless strug-
gled as much as I could against the shifting sands that were
sucking me down: and every move that I made toward 1o,
no,’ every new move pushed me inexorably; not having the
strength to struggle was my only pardon.”

I Jooked around the room in which I had been
imprisoned and looked for a way out, desperately looked to
escape, and within myselfI bad already retreated so far that
my soul had Tlattened itself against the wall . . . without
“even being able to stop myself, without even wanting to stop
anymore, fascinated by the control of the magnet that was
pulling me, I retreated within myself, up against the wall,
onto which I grafted myself in the design of the woman. I
had retreated all the way to the marrow of my bones, my
last redoubt. Where, on the wall, I was so naked that I cast
no shadow.

And the dimensions, the dimensions remained the
same, I could feel that they were, I knew that I had never
been anything other than that woman on the wall, I was her.
And I was completely perpetuated, a long, fecund road.

My tension suddenly broke, like a noise cut off.

And the first real silence began to blow. That tran-
quil, vast, strange something that I had seen in my dim,
smiling, photographs— that something was outside of me
for the first time and entirely within my reach, incompre-
hensible but within my reach.

What assuaged me, like slaking a thirst, assuaged
me as though all my life I had been waiting for a water as
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vital for the bristling body as cocaine is for someone crying
out for it. At last, the body, imbued with silence, found
peace. Relief came from my fitting into the silent design of

Up to that moment I had not fully seen my strug-

gle, so immersed had I been in it. But now, because of the

silence into which I had finally fallen, I knew that I had
been struggling, that T had succumbed, and that I had given
in.

And that, as of right now, I was really in the room.

As much a part of it as a drawing made three mil-
lion vears ago in a cave. And that is how I fit within myself,
and how within my very self I was etched on that wall.

The narrow passage had been the daunting cock-
roach, and I had slipped with disgust through that body of
scales and ooze. And I had ended up, all impure myself,

embarking, through it, upon my past; wirich was 11y con-
tinuous present and my continuous future—and which,

Wmm?ﬁmgmﬁaﬁ@ghﬂ
ters from that tme down-to-myself; were also there. My
life had been as continuous as deathi—Life is so continuous
thMe_c_l_ivi\gE it into stages and call one of thero death. 1
had always beerim Tife, it mattered little that it was not I
properly speaking, not that thing that I customarily call “1.”
I had always been in life.

1, neutral cockroach body, I with a life that at last is
not eluding me because Liinally see Tt oiitside myself =T am
the cockroach, 1 am my leg, I am my hair, | am the section
of brightest light on the wall plaster—1I am every Hellish
piece of myself —life is so pexvasive in me that if they divide
me in pieces like a lizard, the pieces will keep on shaking
and writhing. I am the silence etched on a wall, and the
most ancient butterfly flutters in and looks at me: just the
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same as always. From birth to death is what I call human in :
myself, and 1 shall never actually die.
But this is not eternity, it is condemnation. ’
How opulent this silence is. It is the accumulation
of centuries. It is the silence of a cockroach looking. The
world looks at itself in me. Everything looks at everything,
Sverything experiences the other; in this desert things
know things. Things know things as much as this . . . this
(“something that I shall call pardon, if I wish to save myself
i within the human plan. It is pardon in itself. Pardon is one
\, of the attributes of living matter.

Pardon is one of the attributes of living matter.

“See here, my precious, see how I am organizing for
fear, see how I still cannot touch those primary laboratory
elements without immediately trying to put a hope to-
gether. So as of yet my inner metamorphosis makes no
sense. In such a metamorphosis, I lose everything I have
had, and what I have had has been myself—all that I have

- ' is what I am. And what am I now? I am: a standing in the
presence of fear. I am: what I have seen. I don’t under-
stand and I am afraid to understand, the matter of the world
frightens me, with its planets and its cockroaches.”

= I, who before lived on words of charity, or pride—

i or something. But what an abyss between the word and
what it sought to do, what an abyss between the word love
and the love that does not even have a human sense—Dbe-
cause — because love is living matter. Is love living matter?
What was it that happened to me yesterday? and
now? I'm confused, I have crossed desert after desert, but

have I remained trapped under some detail? like under a

rock.

No, wait, wait: I must remember with relief that
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since yesterday I have left that room, I have got out, I'm
free! and I still have a chance to get it all back. If I want to.

But do I want to? :

What I have seen is unorganizable. But if I really
want to, right now, I can still translate it into terms that
would be more like ours, into human terms, and I can still
put aside those hours of yesterday. If I still want to, I can
ask myself in another way, a way that is within our Jan-
guage, what happened to me.

And, if T question myself that way, I can still bave
/“an answer that will get it all back. That recovery would be
to acknowledge that G, H. was a woman who lived well,
well, well, who lived in the top layer of the world’s sands,
and the sands had never given way beneath her feet; the
harmony was such that when the sands moved her feet
moved in concert with them, so everything stayed firm and
. compacted. G. H. lived on the top floor of a superstruc-
“Ture, and, even though it was built in the air, it was asolid
mbﬂ_mld;ng,\sheherself too in the air, like bees weave their life

in the air. And the same thing had been happening for cen-

turies, with the necessary or incidental variations, and it
worked. Tt worked —at least nothing spoke, and no one
spoke, 1o one said “no”: so, it worked.

But precisely the slow accumulation of centuries
automatically piling up was what was making that building
in the air very heavy, without anyone noticing, that build-
ing was becoming saturated with itself: it was becoming
more and more compacted instead of more and more frag-
ile. The accumulation of living in a superstructure was
becoming ever closer to too heavy to stay in the air.

Like a building with all its occupants sleeping
securely at night not knowing that its foundations are sag-
ging and, at one instant unannounced by their tranguility,
the beams will give way because the building’s cohesion is
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slowly being pulled apart, a millimeter per century. And
then, when it's least expected—in an instant as repeti-
tiously habitual as the instant of raising a drinking glass to
your smiling lips while at a dance —then, yesterday, a day
as sun-filled as these days at the height of summer usually
are, with men working and kitchens giving off smoke and
the jackhammer breaking the stones and the children laugh-
ing and a priest trying to prevent, but to prevent what?—
yesterday, without warning, there was the crash of solid-
ness suddenly become crumbly in demolition.

" In the collapse, tons fell upon tons. When 1, G. H.
even on my luggage, 1, one of the people, opened my eyes, '
I was—not on top of the rubble, for even the rubble had !
been swallowed up by the sands—1 was on a quiet plain,
kilometers and kilometers below what had been a great city. /
Things had gone back to being what they had been. j

The world had reclaimed its own reality, and, just’
like after a catastrophe, my culture had ended: I was merely .
a historical fact. Everything in me had been reclaimed by
the beginning of time and by my own beginning. I had
passed on to a first, primary plane, I was in the silence of
the winds and in the age of tin and copper—at the first age
of life. .

Listen, in the presence of the living cockroach, the
worst discovery was that the world is not human, and that
we are not human.

No, don’t be afraid! What had saved me up to that
moment in the sentimentalized life that I had lived on was
doubtless that the inhuman is our better part, is the thing,
the thing part of people. It was only because of that that I,
like a false person, had not by then sunk under my senti-
mentalistic and utilitarian constitution: my human senti-
ments were utilitarian, but I had not foundered because the
thing part, God-matter, was too strong and was waiting to
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reclaim me. The great neutral punishment of life in gen-
eral is that it can suddenly undermine a specific life; if it is
not given strength of its own, then it bursts like a dike
bursts—and becomes pure, with no admixture: purely neu-
tral. That was the great danger: when that neutral thing part
does not filter through a personal life, all that life can
become pure neutrality.

But exactly why had the first silence come sud-
denly to be remade in me? As if one quiet woman had
simply been called and had quietly stood up, left her
embroidery on her chair, and, without a word—leaving her
life, abandoning embroidery, love, and priorly constituted
soul —without a word that woman had calmly got down on
all fours and begun to go about that way, and to crawl with
calm, glaring eyes: that prior life had reclaimed her and she
had gone.

But why me? But why not me. If it hadn’t been me,
I wouldn’t have known, and since it was me, I found out—
that’s all there is to it, nothing more. What was it that had
called me: madness or reality?

Life was taking its vengeance on me, and that ven-
geance consisted merely in coming back, nothing more.
Every case of madness involves something coming back.
People who are possessed are not possessed by something
that just comes but instead by something that comes back.
Sometimes life comes back. If in me everything crumbled
before that power, it is not because that power was in itself
necessarily an overwhelming one: it in fact had only to
come, since it had already become too full-flowing a force
to be controlled or contained —when it appeared it overran

_everything. And then, like after a flood, there floated a
-wardrobe, a person, a loose window, three suitcases. And

that seemed like Hell to me, that destruction of layers and
“layers of human archaeology.
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Hell, because the world held no more human sense
for me, and man held no more human sense for me. And in
the absence of that humanization and in the absence of that
sentimentalization of the world—1 become terrified.

Without a scream, I looked at the cockroach.

~ Looked at up close, the cockroach is an object of
great opulence. A bride with black jewelry. It is com-

pletely unique, it seems one of a kind. By pinching the *

middle of its body in the wardrobe door, I had isolated the
only specimen. All that showed was half its body. The rest
that was not in view could have been huge and been in thou-
sands of homes, behind things and wardrobes. I, however,
did not want the part that had come to be mine. Bebind
the surfaces of buildings—those dusky jewels scraping
along the ground? ‘

I felt impure, as the Bible speaks of the impure.
Why did the Bible spend so much time on the impure, even
to making a list of impure and forbidden animals? Why, if,
Jike all the rest, they too had been created? And why was
the impure forbidden? I bad committed the forbidden act
of touching something impure.
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I had committed the forbidden act of touching something
impure,

And so impure was I, in my sudden, indirect mo-
ment of self-knowledge, that I opened my mouth to call for
help. They proclaim; the Bible does, they proclaim, but if I
understand what they proclaim, it will be they who call me
crazy. People like me had proclaimed, but understanding
them would be my destruction.

“But you shall not eat of the impure: which are the
eagle, the griffin, and the hawk.” Nor the owl, nor the swan,
nor the bat, nor the stork, nor the entire tribe of crows.

I knew that the Bible’s impure animals were forbid-
den because the impure is the root—for there are things
created that have never made themselves beautiful and have
stayed just as they were when created, and only they still
continue to be the entirely complete root. And because
they are the entirely complete root, they are not to be
eaten, the fruit of gbod and of evil — eating of living matter
would expel me from a paradise of adornments and lead me
to walk forever through the desert with a shepherd’s staff.

Many have been those who have walked in the desert with
a staff.
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Or even worse—it would lead me to see that the
desert too is alive and has moisture, and to see that every-
thing is alive and is made of the same thing.

To build a possible soul —a soul whose head will not
devour its own tail—the law commands that one use only
what is patently alive. And the law commands that who-
ever partakes of the impure must do so without knowing.
For he who partakes of the impure knowing that it is impure

. . must also come to know that the impure is not impure.
Is that it?

“And everything that crawls on the ground and has
wings shall be impure and shall not be eaten.”

I opened my mouth in fright: to ask for help. Why?
because I did not want to become impure like the cock-
roach? what ideal held me to the sensing of an idea? why
should I not make myself impure, exactly as I was revealing
my whole self? What was I afraid of? being impure with
what?

Being impure with joy.

For now I understand that what I had begun to feel
was joy, which I still had not yet recognized or understood.
In my silent call for help, what I was struggling against was
a vague first joy that 1 did not want to sensé in myself
because, albeit vague, it was already horrible: it was a joy
without redemption, I don’t know how to make it clear for
you, but it was a joy without hope.

“Oh, don’t pull your hand away from me, I've prom-
ised myself that maybe by the end of this impossible narra-
tive I shall understand, oh maybe it will be on Hell's road
that I shall be able to find what we need~but don’t pull
your hand away, even though I now know that the finding
has to come on the road of what we are, if I can succeed in -
not sinking completely into what we are.”
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See, my love, I am losing the courage to find what-
ever it is I shall have to find, I am losing the courage to give
myself over to the road itself, and 1 am now promising us
that in that Hell I shall find hope.

“Perhaps it is not the ancient hope. Perhaps it
cannot even be called hope.”

I was struggling because I did not want an unknown
joy. It would be as forbidden by my future salvation as the
forbidden beast that was called impure—and I was open-
ing and closing my mouth in torture to call for help, but
then it still hadn’t occurred to me to invent this hand that I
have now invented to hold mine. In my fear yesterday I was
alone, and I wanted to ask for help against my first dehu-
manization.

. Dehumanization is as painful as losing everything,
as losing everything, my love. I was opening and closing my
mouth to call for help but I neither could nor knew how to
enunciate.

The problem was that I no longer had anything to
say. My agony was like the agony of trying to talk before
dying. I knew that I was leaving something forever, some-
thing was going to die, and I wanted to pronounce the word
that would at least capture that thing that was dying.

Finally I at least succeeded in articulating a thought:
“I am asking for help.”

Then it occurred to me that 1 had nothing to ask for
help against. I had nothing to ask.

Suddenly, this was it. I was understanding that
“ask” was a leftover from an entreatable world, which was
becoming more and more remote. And if I continued trying
to ask, it was to cling to the remainders of my old culture,
to cling so tight that I wouldn't be pulled along by what was

. now reclaiming me. And to which—in a pleasure without
. hope~—1 was now giving in, oh I now wanted to give in—to

66 Clarice LISPECTOR

have experienced it was now the beginning of a Hell of

wanting, wanting, wanting . . . Was my will to want stron-
ger than my will to salvation?

Every time I tried, I had nothing to ask for. And I
saw, in fascipation and horror, the pieces of my rotten
mummy clothes fall dry to the floor; I witnessed my own
metamorphosis from chrysalis to moist larva, my wings
slowly drying and opening out. And a completely new belly
made for the ground, a new belly was being reborn.

Without turning my eyes away from the cockroach,
I lowered myself until I felt my body meet the bed and,
without turning my eyes away from the cockroach, T sat
down.

Now it was with eves raised that I looked at it. Now,
bent over on top of its own middle, it Jooked me end to end.
I had trapped in front of myself the impure of the world—
and I had disenchanted the living thing. I had lost my ideas.

Then, again, another full millimeter of white matter
spurted out.
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Then, again, another full millimeter of white matter
spurted out.

Holy Mary, mother of God, I offer you my life in
exchange for that moment yesterday’s being untrue. The
cockroach covered with the white matter was looking at me.
I don’t know if it saw me, I don’t know what a cockroach
sees. But the two of us were looking at each other, and I
also don’t know, what a woman sees. But if its eyes didn't
see me, its existence existed me: in the primary world that
I bad entered, beings exist other beings as a way of seeing
one another, And in that world that I was coming to know,
there are various modes that mean to see: one being look-
ing at the other without seeing it, one possessing the other,
one eating the other, one simply being in a corner and the
other being there too: all that also means to see. The cock-
roach didn’t see me directly, it was with me. The cockroach
saw me not with its eyes but with its body.

And I ... I saw. There was no way not to see it.
There was no way to deny it: my convictions and my wings
were drying out quickly: that was all they were there for.
There was no way to deny it any longer. I don’t know what
it was that I could no longer deny, but I could no longer.
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Nor could I any longer save myself, like before, with a whole
culture that would help me to deny what I was seeing.

I was seeing all of it, the cockroach.

A cockroach is an ugly, shiny being. The cockroach
is inside out. No, no, I don’t mean that it has an inside and
an outside; I mean that is what it is. What it had on the out-
side is what 1 hide inside myself: I have made my outside
into a hidden inside. It was looking at me. And it wasn't a
face. It was a mask. A deep sea diver's mask. That pre-
cious, rusty-colored gem. The two eyes were alive like two
ovaries. It looked at me with the blind fertility of its look.
Tt 'was making my dead fertility fertile. Could its eyes be
salty? If T touched them —since I was slowly becoming more
and more impure anyway—if I touched them with my
mouth, would I taste salt in them?

I had tasted a man’s eyes with my mouth and could
tell that he was crying by the saltiness.

But, as I thought about the salt in the cockroach’s
black eyes, 1 suddenly recoiled again, and my dry lips
curled back all the way to my teeth: the reptiles that move
across the earth! In the stationary reverberation of light in
the room, the cockroach was a small, slow crocodile, The
dry, resonating room. I and the cockroach poised in that
dryness, like on the dry crust of an extinct volcano. That
desert I had gone into, and there I had also discovered life
and its salt.

Again the white part of the cockroach squirted out,
probably less than a millimeter.

This time, 1 barely, barely noticed the tiny outward
movement that the matter made. I looked on, absorbed,
silent.

“Neyver, before that time, had life happened to me
during the daytime. Never in sunhght ‘Only, at night had
the world slowly turned for me. Only, what would happen
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in the blackness of night itself also simultaneously hap-
pened in my own innards, and my blackness became undif-
ferentiated from the outside blackness, and, in the mom-
ing when I opened my eyes, the world kept right on being
a surface: the secret night life soon receded in my mouth
to being the taste of a disappearing nightmare. But now life
was happening in the daytime. Undeniable, there to see.
Unless I turned my eyes away.”

And I could still turn my eyes away. ‘

“But Hell already had hold of me, my sweet, the
Hell of a morbid curiosity. I was already disposing of my
human soul, because seeing had begun to consume me with
pleasure, I was selling my future, selling my salvation, sell-
ing us.”

“I am calling for help,” I suddenly shouted to
myself, with the silence of those who have their mouths
slowly drifted full of shifting sand, “I am calling for help,” I
thought, quiet and calm. But never once did it oecur to me
that I might get up and leave, as though that would be
impossible. The cockroach and I had been buried in a mine
cave-in.”

The scale suddenly had only one plate. On that side
was my deep rejection of cockroaches. But “rejection of
cockroaches” was merely a set of words, and I also knew that
at the time when I myself died I too would be untranslat-
able into words.

Of my own death, ves, I was indeed aware, for death
was the future and is imaginable, and I had always had time
“"to imagine. But the instant, the very instant—the right
now — that is unimaginable, between the right now and the

..I there is no space: it is just now, inside me.

“Understand me, I had death down pat and death
was no longer demanding of me. But what I had never expe-
rienced before was this running up against the moment
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called ‘right now.” Today places demands on me today. I had
never before realized that the moment of living too has no
words. The moment of living, my love, was becoming so
‘now’ that I was putting my mouth into the matter of life.
The moment of living is a ceaseless, slow creaking of doors
continually opening wide open. Two gates were opening
and had never stopped opening. But they continually
opened out on . . . on nothingness?”

The moment of living is so Hellishly inexpressive
that it is nothingness. What I called “nothingness,” how-
ever, was so plastered to me that was it . . . me, to me? and
therefore became invisible, like I was invisible to myself,
and became nothingness. The doors kept on opening, as
always.

Finally, my love, I fell. And it became a “now.”
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Finally, my love, I fell. And it became a now.

It was finally now. It was simply now. It was like this:
the country was at 11:00 a.m. Superficially like a green vard,
of the most delicate superficiality. Green, green—green is
a yard. Between myself and that green, the water of the air.
The green water of the air. I see everything through a full
glass And nothing is to be heard. In the rest of the house,
shadows are all swollen. Ripe superficiality. It is 11:00 ..
in Brazil. It is now. That means exactly now. Now is time
swollen as far as it can be swollen. 11:00 has no depth 11:00
is full of eléven Hours up to the brim of the green glass. Time
quivers like a stationary balloon. The air, fertile and pant-
ing. Until, with a national anthem, the tolling of 11:30 cuts
the balloon’s restraining ropes. And suddenly we’ll all reach
noon. Which will be green like now.

I suddenly awoke from the unexpected green oasis
where I had for a moment completely hidden myself.

But I was on the desert. And now is not only at the
heart of an oasis; now is also on the desert, and fully. It was
right now. For the first time in my life there was a full now.
This was the greatest brutahty that I had ever come up _
agamst
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For nowness brings no hope, and nowness brings no
future: the future will be precisely a now again.

I was so frightened that I became even quieter
inside. For it seemed to me that I was finally going to have
to feel.

It seems that I shall have to give up everything I
leave on the other side of the gates. And I know, 1 knew,
that if I went through the always-open gates, I would go into
the heart of nature.

I knew that going in is no sin. But it is perilous, like
dying. Just as we die without knowing where we go, and
that is a body’s greatest courage. To go in was a sin only
because it was the condemmnation of my life, and I might
never after be able to return to it. Perhaps I already knew
that, from those gates onward, there would be no differ-
ence between me and the cockroach. Either in my eyes or
in the eyes of him who is God.

That was how 1 was taking my first steps into noth-
ingness. My first hesitant steps in the direction of Life, and
abandoning my own life. My foot stepped out into the air,
and I went into paradise, or Hell: into the heart.

I ran my hand over my forehead: I noticed with
relief that I had finally started to sweat. Up to a little bit
earlier there had been only that hot dryness that dessica-
ted us both. Now I started to become wet.

Oh, how exhausted I am! What I would really like
now would be to cut all this off and put into this most diffi-
cult of stories, for pure diversion and relaxation, a positive
tale that I heard one day—one of those tales about why
some couple separated. Oh, I know so many interesting
tales. And too, for a break, I could talk about tragedy. 1
know tragedies.

My sweat gave me relief. I looked up, to the ceil-
ing. The ceiling had rounded out with the play of shafts of
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light and changed into something that reminded me of a
vaulted ceiling. The heat’s vibration was like the resonance
of an oratorio being sung. Only my hearing apparatus
sensed. A canticle with closed mouth, sound deafly reso-
nating like something held fast and contained, amen, amen.
A canticle of thanksgiving for the murder of one being by
another being.

The most profound of murders: one that is a mode
of relating, a way of one being existing the other being, a
way of our seeing each other and being each other and
having each other, a murder where there is neither victim
nor executioner but instead a link of mutual ferocity. My
primary struggle for life. “Lost in the Fiery Hell of a Canyon
a Woman Struggles Desperately for Life.”

I waited for that silent, trapped sound to go away.
But the vastness grew within the small room, the mute ora-
torio opened it out in vibrations that reached the crack in
the ceiling. The oratorio wasn't a prayer: it didn’t ask for
anything. Passions in the form of an oratorio.

The cockroach suddenly vomited another white,
soft spurt through its crack.

“Oh, but whom could I go to for help, if you too,” I
then thought, in the direction of a man who once was mine,
“if you too won't be able to help me now. For, like me, you
tried to transcend life, and thus you got beyond it. But I'm
not going to be able to do that anymore, I'm going to have
to know, and I'll have to go on without you, even though I
have tried to ask you for help. Pray for me, my mother, for
not transcending is a sacrifice, and transcendence used to
be my human effort at salvation, there was an immediate
utility in transcendence. Transcendence is a transgression.
But staying within what there is, that forces me not to be
afraidl”

And I am going to have to stay within what there is.
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Something must be said, don’t you feel that some-~
thing must be understood? oh, even if later on I have to go
beyond it, even if later I transcend it, let it be fatefully born
from me like the breath of a living person.

But, after what I know, shall I consider it the exha-
lation of breathing, or a miasma? no, not a miasma, I have
pity on myselfl I want, if transcendence comes fatefully
upon me, for it to be like the breath born from my own
mouth, the mouth that exists, and not from a false mouth
opened up in an arm or in a head.

It was with Hellish joy that I was almost on the verge
of dying. I started to feel that my ghostly step would be irre-
versible, and that I was leaving my human salvation behind
little by little. I felt that my inside, despite being soft, white
matter, nonetheless had the strength to burst my face of
silver and of beauty, good-bye worldly beauty! Beauty that
is now far from me and that I no longer want--I am unable
to want beauty anymore—maybe I really never wanted it,
but it was so nice! I recall how the game of beauty was nice,
beauty was a continual transmutation.

But I give it up with Hellish relief. What has come
out of the cockroach’s belly is not something that can be
transcended—oh, I don’t mean that it is the opposite of
beauty, “opposite to beauty” doesn’t even make sense—
what has come out of the cockroach is: “today,” blessed be
the fruit of your womb —1I want nowness without decorat-
ing it with a future that will redeem it or with a hope—up
to now what hope wanted in me was merely to sidestep
nowness.

But I want much more than that: I want to find
redemption in today, in right now, in the reality that is hap-
pening, and not in promise, I want to find joy in this
instant—1I want God in that stuff that is coming out of the
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cockroach’s belly—even if, in my aged, human terms, that
means the worst and, in human terms, Hell.

Yes, I wanted that. But at the same time,I held the
stomach’s mouth with my two hands: “T can't!” I implored
another man who also never could and never would him-
_.self. “Ican’t! T don't want to know what that something that
up to now I would call nothingness is made of!” I don’t want
to feel directly in my so delicate mouth the salt of the cock-
roach’s eyes, because, Mother mine, I had accustomed
myself to the saturation of the layers and not to the thing’s
simple moistness.

It was thinking about the salt in the cockroach’s
eyes, which, with the sigh of one who is going to be forced
to give in yet again, I realized was still using the old human
beauty: salt.

I would have to abandon the beauty of salt and the
beauty of tears as well. That too, for what I was seeing was
back before the human.
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For what I was seeing was back before the human.

No, there was no salt in those eyes. I was abso-
lutely sure that the cockroach’s eyes were completely with-
out taste. I had always cultivated salt, salt was the transcen-
dence that I used to sense a taste and to run from what I
called “nothingness.” I cultivated salt, T had construed
myself around salt. But what my mouth couldn’ttake in . . .
was insipidity. What I was completely unprepared for . . .
was the neutral.

And that neutral was the life 1 had been calling
“nothingness.” The neutral was Hell. a

The sun had moved a bit and fixed itself on my back.
The halved cockroach was also in the sun, I can't do any-
thing for you, roach. I don’t want to do anything for you.

But it was no longer a matter of doing anything: the
cockroach’s neutral look told me that that wasn't the ques-
tion, and I knew it. It was just that I couldn’t tolerate just
staying seated there, just being, and so I wanted to do some-
thing. Doing something would be transcending, transcend-
ing is a way out.

But the moment had arrived for that not to be the
question any longer. For the cockroach knew nothing of
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hope or of pity. If it wasn’t pinned there and was bigger than
I was, it would kill me with a busy, neutral pleasure. Just
like the violent neutrality of its life allowed me, because 1
wasn’t trapped and was bigger, to kill it. That was the kind
of tranquil, neutral ferocity there was on the desert where
we were.

And its eves were insipid, not salty as I would have
preferred: salt would be sentiment, and word, and taste. I
knew that the cockroach’s neutrality has the same tasteless-
ness as its white matter. Sitting there, I was being formed.
Sitting there, being formed, I knew that when I didn’t call
things salty or sweet, sad or happy or painful, or use even
subtler shadings—only then would I not be transcending
anymore and would I be staying within the thing itself.

That thing whose name I know not was what, as I
sat there looking at the cockroach, I was now becoming able
to call without a name. Contact with that thing with no qual-
ities and no attributes was repugnant to me, the living thing
without name or taste or smell was disgusting. Insipidity:
taste was no longer anything more than an aftertaste: my
own aftertaste. For one instant, then, I felt a kind of shocked
happiness throughout my body, a horrible, happy indispo-
sition in which my legs seemed to disappear, just as always
happened when the roots of my unknown identity were
touched.

Oh, at least I had now come to the point in the
nature of the cockroach where I no longer wanted to do any-
thing for it. I was freeing myself from my morality, and that
was a catastrophe without uproar and without tragedy.

Morality. Wouldn't it be simpleminded to think that
the moral problem in relation to others consists of acting as
you ought to act and that the moral problem in relation to
yourself is to try to feel as you ought to feel? Am I moral to
the extent that I do what I should and feel what I should?
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Suddenly, the moral question seemed to me not so much
overwhelming as extremely insignificant. The moral prob-
lem, if we are to relate to it, ought to be both less demand-
ing and greater. For as an ideal it is at one and the same
time insignificant and unattainable. Insignificant should it
be reached; unattainable because it cannot be reached.
“Scandal still is necessary, but woe unto him through whom
the scandal cometh” —was it the Old Testament that said
that? The solution had to be a secret one. The ethics of
morality are to keep it a secret. Freedom is a secret.

Although I know that, even in secret, freedom does
not absolve guilt. But one must be greater than guilt. My
Jeast divine part is greater than my human guilt. God is
greater than my essential guilt. I therefore prefer God to
my guilt. Not to excuse myself and get away but because
guilt lessens me.

I now wanted to do nothing for the cockroach. I was
freeing myself from my morality —even though that caused
fear, curiosity, and fascination in me, and a great deal of
fear. I'm not going to do anything for you, I too scrape along
the ground. I'm not going to do anything for you because I
no longer know the meaning of love like I thought I did
before. And too, what I thought I knew about love, that too
I am leaving behind, I almost no longer know what it is, I
no longer remember.

Maybe I'll find another name, so much crueler right
from the outset, so much more the thing itself. Or maybe I
won’t find one. Is love when you don’t give a name to things’
identity?

But I now know something horrible: I know what
it’s like to need, need, need. And it’s a new need, on a level
that I can only call neutral and terrible. It’s 2 need with no
pity for my needing and no pity for the cockroach’s need-
ing. I was sitting there, quiet, sweating, precisely like
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now —and I see that there is something more serious, more
fateful, and more central than everything that I have been
in the habit of calling by names. 1 Who caﬁed ‘my hopes for
love "love.”

o But now, it is within this neutral nowness of nature,
and of the cockroach, and of my body’s living sleep, that I
want to know love. And I want to know if hope was a tem-
porization with the impossible. Or if it was a putting-off of
what is possible right now—and I haven’t reached only for
fear. I want a present moment that is not something with a
promise but that s, that is being. That is the heart of what
I want and I fear. That is the heart that I never sought.

The cockroach was touching me through with its
black, faceted, shiny, neutral look.

And pow I began to let it touch me. In fact, I had
struggled all my life against the deep desire to let myself
be touched—and I had struggled because 1 wasn’t able to
allow the death of what I called my goodness; the death of
human goodness. But now I didn’t want to fight against it
anymore. There had to be a goodness so other that it
wouldn’t resemble goodness I didi’t want to fight any-
more.

With disgust, with despair, with courage, I gave in.
I had waited too long, and now I wanted to.

Did I want to only at that very moment? No, or else
I would have left the room long ago, or simply would have
scarcely noticed the cockroach—how many times before
had I come across cockroaches and turned in another direc-
tion? I gave in, but with a fear and a sundering.

I thought that if the telephone should ring, I would
have to answer it and could still be saved! But, like recall-
ing a bygone world, I remembered that I had taken the
receiver off the hook. If it hadn’t been for that, it might ring,
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I could run out of the room to answer it, and never, oh never
again would I come back in.

“I remember you, when I kissed your man-face,
slowly, slowly kissed it, and when the moment came to kiss
your eyes--1 remember that then I tasted the salt in my
mouth and that the tear salt in your eyes was my love for
you. But what had even more wrapped me in a fright of love
had been, in the depths of the depths of the salt, your
bland, innocent, childish substance: in exchange for my kiss
your more deeply insipid life was given me, and kissing your
face was bland, busy, patlent love-work, it was a woman
weaving a'man, just as you had Woven me, the neutral arti-
saniry ‘of life.”
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Neutral artisanry of life.

My having kissed, for a whole day, the tasteless res-
" idue in tear salt made the room’s unfamiliarity recogniz-
able, like already-experienced matter. If T had not recog-
nized it till then, it was because it had been only blandly
experienced by my deepest bland blood. I recognized
everything’s familiarity. The figures on the wall I recog-
nized with a new way of looking. And I also recognized the
cockroach’s vigil. The cockroach’s vigil was life living, my
own vigilant life living itself out.

I felt in my robe pockets, found a cigarette and
matches, lit it.

In the sun the white mass on the cockroach was
becoming dryer and slightly yellowed. That told me that
more time had passed than I had imagined. A cloud cov-
ered the sun for an instant, and I suddenly saw the same
room sunless.

Not_dark, just lightless. I then percelved that the
room existed in itself, that it wasn’t just the sun’s heat, it

could also be cold and calm like the moon. Imagining what

“its moonlit night might be like, I breathed in deeply, as
though I had entered a calm backwater. Even though T also
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knew that the cold moon wasn’t the room either. The room
was a thing in itself. It was the high monotony of a breath-
ing eternity. That intimidated me. The world would not
intimidate me only if I became the world. If I am the world
I won't be afraid. If one is the world, one is directed by a
delicate, guiding radar.

When the cloud passed, the sun became clearer and
whiter in the room.

Once in a while, in the flick ofa second, the cock-
roach would flutter its antennae. Its eyes kept looking at me
monotonously, the two neutral, fertile ovaries. In them I
recognized my own two anonymous neutral ovaries. And I
didn’t want to, oh how I didn’t want to!

1 bad taken the telephone off the hook, but some-
one might come ring the doorbell and I would be free! The
blouse! the blouse I bought, they said they were going to
deliver it, so the bell would ring!

No, it wouldn’t ring. And I would be forced to keep
on with my realizations. And I recognized in the cockroach
the 1n31p1d1ty of when I was'preghant. :

7+ “I remembered myself walking the streets when I
realized that I would have the abortion, doctor, I who as
regards children only knew and only would know that I

~would have an abortion. But at least I was experiencing
¢ pregnancy. On the street, I could feel inside myself the

child not yet moving, while I stopped to look at the wax

""%,}_H"gpanikins smiling in the shop windows. And when I went
into the restaurant and ate, a child’s pores devoured the

food like a waiting fish mouth. When I walked, when I
walked, I was carrying it.”

In the interminable hours when I walked through
the streets thinking about the abortion, which had anyway
already been arranged with you, doctor, in those hours my
eyes too must have been insipid. On the street I too was no
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more than thousands of neutral protozoan cilia, quavering,
I now knew within myself the shiny stare of a cockroach
pinned at the middle. I had walked through the streets with
my lips parched, and living, doctor, was the inside of a
crime. Pregnancy: I had been cast into the happy horror of
neutral life that lives and moves,

And while I was looking into the display windows,
doctor, with my dried lips like someone’s who isn’t breath-
ing through his nose, while I was Jooking at the stationary,
smiling manikins, T was full of neutral plankton and opened
my quiet, suffocated mouth and said this to you: “What
bothers me most, doctor, is that I have a hard time breath-
ing.” The plankton gave me my color, the Tapajos River is
green because its plankton is green.

When night arrived, I was still deliberating about
the abortion that had been decided on, lying on the bed
with my thousands of faceted eyes looking into the dark, my
lips dark from breathing, without thinking, without think-
ing, deliberating, deliberating: on those nights I would
gradually darken through and through from my own plank-
ton, just as the cockroach matter was becoming yellower and
vellower, and my gradual darkening marked time’s passing.
And could all of that have been love for the child?

If it was, then love is much more than love: love is
yet before love: it is plankton striving, and the great living
neutrality striving. Just like life inside the cockroach pinned

5, __around the middle.

The fear 1 have always had of the silence that life is
made up of. Fear of the neutral. The neutral was my deep-
__est, most alive root—1I looked at the cockroach and I knew.
Till the moment 1 saw the cockroach, I had always given
what I was experiencing some name, if I hadn’t given it one

.. I couldn’t have saved myself. To escape from the neutral, I

i " had long since abandoned the being for the persona, for the
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human mask. In humanizing myself, I had freed myself
from the desert. )

I had freed myself from the desert, to be sure, but
I had also missed it! And I had also missed the forests, and
I had missed the air, and I had missed the embryo inside
me. :

There it is nevertheless, this neutral cockroach
without a name for love or suffering. Its only differentiation
in life is that it has to be either male or female. I had been
thinking of it only as female since whatever is caved in at
the middle must be female.

I put out the cigarette butt that was now burning
my fingers, I put it out carefully on the floor with my slip-
per, and I crossed my sweaty legs, I never thought that legs
could sweat so much. We two, the buried alive. If I was
brave, I would wipe the sweat off the cockroach.

Did she sense something in herself equivalent to
what my gaze saw in her? how much did she do herself any
good or get any benefit from what she was? did she know,
at least in some indirect way, that she scraped along the
ground? or isn’t scraping along the ground something that
one knows one is doing? How much did I know of what
people saw clearly in me? How would I know whether I did
or did not go about with my belly dragging in the dust of
the ground? Does the truth have no witness? is to be not to
know? If a person doesn’t look and doesn't see, does the
truth. still exist? The truth that is not communicated, not
even to the one who is looking. Is that the secret of a per-
son’s being a person?

If I want to, even now after everything that has hap-
pened is over, I can still keep myself from having seen. And
then I shall never know about the truth I am trying to go
through again—it still depends on me!
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I was looking around at the dry, white room, where
I saw only sands and more sands of the demolition, some
covering over the others. The minaret where I stood was
made of hard gold. I was on the hard, unreceptive gold. And
I needed to be received. I was afraid.

“Mother: I have taken a life, and there are no arms
to receive me now and in the hour of our desert, amen.
Mother, everything has now turned into hard gold. I have
cut off an organized thing, Mother, and that is worse than
killing, that has made me come in through a gap that offered
itself to me, worse than death, that showed me a whole,
neutral life, yellowing. The cockroach is alive, and its eye
fecundates, I am afraid of my raucousness, Mother.”

And my mute raucousness was by then the raucous-
ness of someone who is availing herself of a calm Hell.

Raucousness~—on the part of someone experienc-
ing pleasure. Hell was good for me, I was taking advantage
of that white blood I had spilled. The cockroach is real,
Mother. It isn’t just the idea of a cockroach anymore.

“Mother, I only pretended to want to kill, but just
see what I have cracked: I have cracked a shell! Killing is
also forbidden because you crack the hard husk and you are
left with viscous life. From the inside of the husk, a heart
that"is thick and white and living, like pus, comes out,
Mother, blessed be you among cockroaches, now and in the
hour of this, my death of yours, cockroach and jewel.”

As if saying the word “Mother” bad released a thick,
white part in me—the oratorio’s intense resonance sud-
denly stopped, and the minaret fell silent. And, like after a
violent attack of vomiting, my forehead was relieved, fresh,
and cool. No more fear, not even fright anymore.
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No more fear, not even fright anymore.

Had I vomited up my last human remnants? And I
wasn't looking for help anymore. The day desert lay before
me. And now the oratorio started in again only in a differ-
ent way, now the oratorio was the deaf sound of the heat
refracting off the walls and ceilings, off the round ceiling
vault. The oratorio was made of the trembling of a heat
wave, And my fear, too, was different now: not the fear of
someone who is still about to go in but the so much greater
fear of someone who has gone in. . :

So much greater: it was fear of my lack of fear. '

For it was with my temerity that I then looked at
the cockroach. And I saw: it was an insect without beauty
in the eyes of other species. And when I looked at it, there
the old, small fear came back for just an instant: “I swear, I
shall do everything you want! but don’t leave me trapped
in the cockroach’s room because a huge thing is going to
happen to me, I don’t like the other species! I like only
people!

}But, when I moved slightly backward, the oratorio
only grew more intense, and then I remained silent with-
out attempting another move to help myself. T had now
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abandoned myself— I could almost see, there at the start of
the path I had just traveled, the body I had left behind. But
I still called to it now and again, still called myself. And it
was when I couldn’t hear my reply anymore that I knew that
I had finally left myself beyond my own reach.

Yes, the cockroach was an insect without beauty in
the eyes of the other species. Its mouth: if it had teeth they
would be huge teeth, square and vellow. How I hate the
sunlight that shows all, shows even the possible. I wiped my
forehead with the corner of my robe, without taking my eyes
off the cockroach, and my own eyes too had the same lashes.
But no one touches yours, oh filthy one. Only another cock-
roach would like this cockroach.

And me—who would like me this day? who had
become as mute as I? who, like me, was calling fear love?
and wanting;, love? and needing, love? Who, like me, knew
that she had never changed shape since the time when they
drew me on the cave rock? beside a man and a dog.

from now on I could call anything the name I
invented for it: in the dry room one could do that, for any
name would do since none would do. Within the dry vault
sounds, everything could be called anything, because any-
thing would be changed into the same resonating mute-
ness. The cockroach’s much greater nature made anything
that came in there—name or person—lose its false tran-
scendence. As soon as I saw, only and precisely, the white
vomit of its body: I saw only facts and things. I knew I was
at the point of irreducibility, although I didn’t know what
the irreducible was.

But I also knew that ignorance of the law of irreduc-
ibility was no excuse. I could no longer excuse myself with
the claim that I didn’t know the law—for knowledge of self

and of the world is the law that, even though unattainable, .

cannot be broken, and no one can excuse himself by saying
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that he doesn’t know it. Worse: the cockroach and I were
not in the presence of a law to which we owed obedience.
The renewed originality of the sin is this: I have to carry out
my own unknown law, and if I don’t carry out my unknow-
ing, I shall be sinning originally against life.

~ In the Garden of Eden, who was the monster and
who was not? amid the buildings and apartments, in the ele-
vated spaces between the skyscrapers, in that hanging
garden . . . who is, and who is not? To what extent can I
stand not at least knowing what is staring at me? the primal
cockroach is staring at me, and its law sees mine. I sensed
that I was going to know. '

_ “Don’t leave me at this moment, don’t let me make
alone this already-made decision. I had, indeed I still had
the desire to take refuge in my own fragility and in the
clever, though true, argument that my shoulders were those
of a woman, thin and weak. Whenever I had needed to, I
had excused myself with the argument that I was a woman,
But I understood well that not only women fear seeing,
everyone fears seeing him who is God.”

I was afraid of God’s face, 1 was afraid of my final
nakedness on the wall. The beauty, that new absence of
beauty that had nothing to do with what I had been in the
habit of calling beauty, terrified me. )

“Give me your hand. For I no longer know what 1
am speaking of. I think I have invented it all, none of it has
existed! But if T invented what happened to me yester-
day-who can assure me that I didn’t also make up my
whole life prior to yesterday?”

Give me your hand:
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Give me your hand:

Now I'm going to tell you how I went into that inex-
pressiveness that was always my blind, secret quest. How 1
went into what exists between the number one and the
number two, how I saw the mysterious, fiery line, how it is
a surreptitious line. Between two musical notes there exists
another note, between two facts there exists another fact,
between two grains of sand, no matter how close together
they are, there exists an interval of space, there exists a
sensing between sensing—in the interstices of primordial
matter there is the mysterious, fiery line that is the world’s
breathing, and the world’s continual breathing is what we
hear and call silence.

It wasn't by using any of my attributes as an instru-
ment that I was reaching the mysterious, calm fire of that
something that is a plasma-it was precisely by stripping
myself of all attributes and going on with just my living
innards. To arrive at that point, I was leaving my human
organization behind—in order to go into that monstrous
thing that is my living neutrality.

“I know, it's awful to hold my hand. It's awful to go
without ajr in this collapsed mine into which I have brought
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you, without pity for you but because of pity for myself. But
1 swear that I shall get you out of here alive—even if I have
to lie, even if I have to lie about what my eyes have seen.
I'll save you from this terror in which, for the moment, 1
need you. What pity I now have for you, a person I have
simply latched on to. You gave me your hand innocently,
and because I could hold on to it I have had the courage to
plunge to the depths of myself. But don’t try to understand
me, just keep me company. I know that your hand would
let go if you knew.” '

How can I repay you? At least use me too, at least
use me as a dark tunnel . . . and when you walk through
my blackness you will come out the other side with your-
self. You may not come out with me, I don’t know if I'll g0
through, but you'll come out with yourself, At least you
won't be alone, like I was yesterday, and yesterday I prayed
just to get out from inside alive. And not only alive —like
that primary, monstrous cockroach was only alive —but or-
ganizedly alive, like a person.

Identity —identity which is the first immanence —
was that what I was giving in to? was that what I had gone
into?

1dentity is forbidden me, 1 know. But Iam going to
put myself at peril by having faith in my future cowardice,
and it will be my essential cowardice that will reorganize me
again into a person.

Not only through my cowardice. But I shall reorga-
nize myself through the ritual with which I have now been
born, just as the ritual of life is inherent in the neutrality of
semen. Identity is forbidden me but my love is so great that
I shall not resist my will to go into the mysterious web, into
that plasma that I may never be able to leave. My belief,
however, is also so profound that, if I cannot leave, I know,
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even in my new unreality, there will be the plasma of God
in my life.

Oh, but at the same time, how can I want my heart
to see? if my body is so weak that I cannot look at the sun
without my eyes physically weeping—how could I keep my
heart from shining in physically organic tears if in naked-
ness I felt identity: God? My heart, which has cloaked itself
in a thousand veils.

The great, neutral reality of what I was experienc-
ing outstripped me in its extreme objectivity. I felt unable
to be as real as the reality that was reaching me—could I
be starting in contortions to be as nakedly real as what I was
seeing? However, I experienced all this reality with a sense
of the unreality of reality. Could I be living not truth but
the myth of truth? Whenever I experienced truth, it was
through an impression of unshakable dream: unshakable
dream is my truth.

I am trying to tell you how I came to the neutrality
and inexpressivity of myself. I don’t know if I am under-
standing what I say, I feel—and I very much fear feeling,
for feeling is merely one of the styles of being. Still, T shall
go through the sultry torpor that swells with nothingness,
and I shall have to understand neutrality through feeling.

Neutrality. I am speaking of the vital element link-
ing things. Oh, I'm not afraid you won't understand but
rather that T'll understand myself poorly. If I don’t under-
stand myself, I shall die of exactly what I'm still living on.
Let me now tell you the most frightening part:

1 was being swept along by the demonic.

For the unexpressive is diabolical. If a person is not
committed to hope, she lives in the demonic. If that person
has the courage to leave her feeling behind, she discovers
that huge life of an extremely busy silence, the same sort
that exists in the cockroach, the same as in the stars, the
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same as in herself—the demonic is prior to the human. And
if that person sees that nowness, she singes herself, as
though she saw God. Prehuman divine life is a life of singe-
ing nowness.
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Prehuman divine life is a life of singeing nowness.

I am going to tell you: the fact is that I was afraid of
a certain blind and now fierce joy that began to take me
over. And to make me lose myself.

The joy of losing oneself is a Black Sabbath joy.
Losing oneself is finding oneself dangerous. I was experi-
encing in that desert the fire of things: and it was a neutral
fire. I was living off the whole span that things comprise.
And it was a Hell, that experience, because in that world
that I was living there exists neither pity nor hope.

I had come into the Sabbath orgy. I know now what
is done in the darkness of the mountains during nights of
orgy. I know! I know with borror: things are enjoyed. The
thing of which things are made is delighted in—that is the
brute joy of black magic. It was that neutrality that I expe-
rienced —neutrality was my true cultural broth. I kept
going on, and I was feeling the joy of Hell.

And Hell is not the torture of pain! it is the torture
of a certain joy.

The neutral is unexplainable and alive, it seeks to
understand me: just as protoplasm and semen and protein
belong to a living neutrality. And I was completely new, like
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a new initiate. It was as if up to now I had had my palate
corrupted by salt and sugar, my soul corrupted by plea-
sures and pains —and I had never tasted the primary taste.
And I now experienced the taste of nothingness. I quickly
uncorrupted myself, and the taste was new like the taste of
mother’s milk that has a taste only to the mouth of the child.
With the collapse of my culture and my humanity —which
was a suffering with a great sense of loss for me —with the
loss of humanity, 1 came, orgiastically, to taste the taste of
things’ identity.

It is very hard to taste. Up to then I had been so
swollen with feeling that when 1 experienced the taste of
real identity, it seemed as tasteless as the taste that a drop
of rainwater has in your mouth. It's horribly insipid, my
love.

My love, it’s like the blandest nectar—it’s like the
air, which in itself has no smell at all. Up to then, my cor-
rupted senses were mute to the taste of things. But my most
archaic and demonic of thirsts had led me, subterra-
neously, to collapse all constructs. Sinful thirst was guiding
me—and I know now that tasting the taste of that almost-
nothingness is the gods’ secret joy. It is a nothingness that
is God-~and that has no taste. :

But it is the most primary of pleasures. And only
it—at last, at last! —is the pole opposite to the pole of Chris-
tian-human feeling. Through the pole of the first demonic
pleasure I perceived, at a great distance and for the frst
time . . . that there really was an opposite pole.

I was clear of my own intoxication by feelings, clear
to the point of going into the divine life that was a primary
life entirely without elegance, a life as primary as if it was a
manna falling from the heavens without any taste whatso-
ever: manna is like rain and has no taste, To taste that taste
of nothingness was my condemnation and my joyful terror.
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Oh, my unknown love, remember that I was
trapped there in the caved-in mine and that by then the
room had taken on an unexpressible familiarity, like the
familiar honesty of dreams. And, just as in dreams, what 1
can't recount for you is the atmosphere’s essential color.
Like in dreams, the “logic” was other, was one that makes
no sense when you wake up, for the dream’s greater truth
is lost.

But remember that all this took place while I was
awake and immobilized by the daylight, and the dream
truth was taking place without the anesthesia of night. Sleep
awake along with me, and only then will you be able to know
of my great sleep and know what the living desert is like.

Suddenly, as I was sitting there, a fatigue com-
pletely rigid, with no lassitude in it, came over me. Any
more and it would have petrified me.

Then, carefully, as though some parts of me were
paralyzed, I lay down on the rough mattress and there,
burned through and through, I went to sleep as immedi-
ately as a cockroach goes to sleep on a vertical wall. There
was no human stability in my sleep: it was the kind of bal-
ance a cockroach has when it sleeps on the whitewashed sur-
face of a wall. .

When I awoke, there was an even whiter and more
fervidly fixed sun in the room. After that sleep, to the
dimensionless surface of which my feet had clung, 1 was
now trembling with cold.

But then the numbness passed, and again, fully in
the sun’s heat, I suffocated in confinement.

It must be past noon. I got up before 1 had really
decided to and, even though it was useless, tried to throw
open even wider the already fully opened window, and I
tried to breathe, even though it might be breathing from a
visual vastness, I sought a vastness.

96 Clarice LISPECTOR

I sought a vastness.

From that room dug out of the rock of a building,
from the window of my minaret, I saw all the way to the
horizon the enormous expanse of roof after roof calmly
parching in the sun. The apartment buildings, like vil-
Jages, crouched on their haunches. In size, it was larger
than Spain.

Beyond the rocky defiles, between the concrete of
the buildings, I saw the favela on the hilltop, and I saw a
goat slowly walking up the hill. Beyond, there extended t}le
plains of Asia Minor, From there I contemplated the empire
of the present. The strait of the Dardanelles was farther over
there; beyond it the craggy peaks. Your majestic monotony.
Your imperial expanse, there in the sun,

And beyond, the sands began. The naked, burning
desert. When darkness fell, cold would consume the
desert, and one would shiver there like on desert nights.
But in the distance the salty blue lake shimmered. That,
then, must be the region of the great salt lakes. ‘

Under the tremulous waves of sultry heat, monot-
ony. Through the other apartment windows and on the con-
crete balconies, I saw the activity of shadows and people,
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like the comings and goings of the first Assyrian mer-

chants. They were fighting for control of Asia Minor.
Perhaps I had excavated the future—or had got

through to ancient profundities coming from so far away that

my hands that had unearthed them could not even sus--

pect. There 1 was, on foot, like a child dressed in a habit, a
sleepy child. But an inquisitive child. From the height of
this building, the present contemplates the present. Just as
in the second millennium before Christ.

And 1, now I was no longer an inquisitive child. I
had grown, and I had become as simple as a queen. Kings,
sphinxes, and lions, behold the city where I live—and all
extinct! 1 am left over, pinned down by one of the stones
that fell. And, since silence has judged my motionlessness
to be that of a dead person, they all forgot me, left without
getting me out, and, considered dead, I have stayed here,
watching. And I have seen, while the silence of those who
had really died kept invading me like ivy grows into the
mouths of stone lons.

And because I was sure that I would end up starv-
ing to death under the fallen stone that pinned down my
limbs . . . I saw like someone who is never going to tell. 1
saw with the lack of commitment of someone who is not
even going to tell herself. I saw very like someone who will
never need to understand what she saw. Just as a lizard’s
nature sees: without ever having to remember. The lizard
sees—like a loose eye sees.

I may have been the first person to set foot in that
castle in the air. Five million years ago, perhaps the last
cavemnan looked out from this very place, where there could
then have been a mountain here. And which, after it had
worn down, later became an empty place where, still later,
cities were built that had worn away in their turn. Today the
ground is fully populated by diverse races.
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Standing at the window, sometimes my eyes rested
on the blue lake that may have been nothing more than a
piece of sky. But it soon wore me out, for the blue was made
of a great intensity of light. My bleary eyes then shifted to
rest on the naked, burning desert, which at least did not
have the hardness of a color. Three millennia from now,
hidden oil would gush from those sands: the present was
opening gigantic perspectives on a new present.

In the meantime, today, I lived in the silence of
what three millennia from now, after it had worn away and
had been raised again, would again be stairs, cranes, men,
and buildings. I was living the prehistory of a future. Like
a woman who never had children but would have them three
smillennia from now, I was living today on the oil that would
gush forth in those three millennia.

If at least T had come into the room at sundown—
tonight would still be a full moon, 1 remembered that when
I recalled the party on the balcony last night —I would see
the full moon being born over the desert.

“Oh, I want to go back to my home,” I suddenly
entreated myself, for the moist moon had made me yearn
for my life. But from that platform I got no moment of dark-
ness and moon. Only hot coals, only the errant wind. And
for me no canteen of water, no pipe of food.

But, who knows, less than a year later I might make
such a find as no one, not even myself, would have dared
predict. A golden chalice? ,

For I was looking for my city’s treasure.

A city of gold and stone, Rio de Janeiro, whose
inhabitants in the sun were six hundred thousand beggars.
The city’s treasure might be in one of the breaches in the
rubble. But which one? That city was in need of a map-

maker.

I3
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As I lifted my gaze to ever more distant points, to
even steeper heights, there arose before me gigantic blocks
of buildings that formed a heavy design, one not yet shown
on any maps. I continued with that gaze, sought on the hill
the remains of some fortified wall. After they reached the
top of the hill T let my eyes run over the panorama. I men-
tally traced a circle around the semiruins of the favelas, and
I realized that a city as large and limpid as Athens at its
zenith could once have lived there, with children running
through merchandise set out along the streets.

My way of seeing was entirely impartial: I worked
directly with the evidence of my sight, without letting sug-
gestions other than visual ones predetermine my conclu-
sions; I was wholly prepared to surprise myself. Even if the
evidence should contradict what 1 had decided on in my
most tranquil delirium.

I know — through my own personal witness —that at
the outset of this search of mine I hadn’t the slightest idea
what kind of language would slowly be revealed to me until

I could one day reach Constantinople. But now I was totally

prepared to bear in this room the hot, humid season of our
climate, and with it, cobras, scorpions, tarantulas, and
hordes of mosquitoes that come out when a city is demol-
ished. And I knew that often, in my work in the open air, I
would have to share my bed with the animals.

Meanwhile the sun was scorching me through the
window. Only today had the sun hit me full on. But it was
also true that only when the sun hit me could I myself, by
standing up, be a source of shade—in which I would keep
fresh skins of my water.

I was going to need a drill twelve meters long,
camels, goats, and sheep, an electric cable; and I was going
to need direct use of the vastness itself, for it would be
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impossible to reproduce, for example, in a simple aguar-
jum, the richness of the oxygen found on ocean surfaces.

To keep my work spirit from flagging, I would try
not to forget that geologists now know that in the Sahara’s
subsoil there is a huge lake of potable water, I remember
reading that; and that in the Sabara itself archaeologists have
already excavated remnants of household utensils and the
remains of ancient settlements: seven thousand years ago, 1
had read, a prosperous agriculture had developed in that
“region of fear.” The desert has 2 humidity that must be
found again.

How should I proceed? to hold down the sand
dunes, I would have to plant two million green trees, espe-
cially eucalyptus trees —I have always had the babit of read-
ing something before going to sleep, and I had read a lot
about the properties of eucalyptus trees.

And I must not forget, at the start of the work, to
be prepared to make mistakes. Not forget that mistakes had
often proved to be my path. Every time what 1 thought or
felt didn’t work out . . . a space would somehow open up,
and if I had had the courage before I would have gone in
through it. But 1 had always been afraid of delirivm and
error. My error, however, had to be the path of truth: for
only when [ err do I get away from what I know and what I
understand. If “truth” were what I can understand . . . it
would end up being but a small truth, my-sized.

Truth must reside precisely in what I shall never
understand. And would I then be able to understand myself
afterward? I don’t know. Will the man of the future under-
stand us as we are today? He, with distracted tenderness,
will distractedly pat our heads like we do with a dog who
comes up to us and looks at us from within its darkness, with
silent, stricken eyes. He, the future man, would pat us, re-
motely comprehending us, just as 1 would remotely under-
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stand myself afterward, with the memory of the memory of
the long-lost memory of a time of pain, but knowing that
our time of pain would pass, just as a child is not a static
child but a growing being.

All right, after holding the sand dunes down with
eucalyptus trees, I couldn’t forget, if it came up, that rice
prospers in brackish soil, the high salt content of which it
- helps to cut down; that too I remembered from the bed-

time reading that I tried to keep impersonal so it would help
me fall asleep.

And what other tools would I need to dig with?
picks, a hundred and fifty shovels, winches, even though I
didn’t know exactly what a winch was, heavy carts with steel
axles, a portable forge, as well as nails and cord. As for my
hunger, for my hunger I would make use of the dates of ten
million palm trees, as well as peanuts and olives. And I had
to know beforehand that, at prayer time in my minaret, |
“could only pray for the sands.

But for the sands I had probably been ready since I
was born: I would know how to pray them, for that I
wouldn't need to train myself ahead of time, like the witch
doctors who do not pray for things but pray things. Pre-
pared I had always been, so trained had I been by fear.

1 remembered what was engraved in my memory,
and up to that moment, uselessly: that Arabs and nomads
call the Sahara El Khela, nothing, call it Tanesruft, the
country of fear, call it Tiniri, land beyond the pasture
regions. To pray the sands, I, like they, had already been
prepared by fear.

Once again too scorched, I sought the great blue
lakes, where I submerged my dried-out eyes. Lakes or
luminous spots of sky. The lakes were neither ugly nor
pretty. And it was only that that still terrorized my human-
ity. I tried to think about the Black Sea, I tried to think
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about the Persians coming down through the passes . . . but
in all this too I found neither beauty nor ugliness, just the
infinite successions of centuries of the world.

Which, suddenly, I could no longer tolerate.

And 1 suddenly turned back to the inside of the
room, which, in its oppressiveness, at least was unpopu-
lated.
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I suddenly turned back to the inside of the room, which, in
its oppressiveness, at least was unpopulated.

No, in all of this I had not been crazy or out of con-
trol. It was just a visual meditation. The danger of medita-
tion is the danger of starting to think without wanting to,
and thinking is no longer meditating, thinking leads toward
an objective. Less dangerous is to “see” in meditation,
which bypasses words of thought. I know that there now
exists an electron microscope that gives the image of an
object a hundred and sixty thousand times greater than
actual size . . . but I wouldn’t call the sight that one gets
through that microscope hallucinatory, even though the
small object that it has so monstrously magnified is no
longer identifiable. ‘ '

Had I deluded myself in my visual meditation?

Absoclutely probable. But also in my purely opti-
cal visions, of a chair or a pitcher, I am the victim of error:
my visual witness of a pitcher or of a chair is faulty at vari-
ous points. The error is the error of my unalterable work
methods.

I sat down on the bed again. But now, looking at the
cockroach, I knew much more.
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Looking at it, I saw the vastness of the Libyan
desert, in the area of Elschele. The cockroach that had pre-
ceded me there by millennia, and also preceded the dino-
saurs. In the presence of the cockroach, I was now able to
see to far-off Damascus, the oldest city on earth. On the
Libyan desert, cockroaches and crocodiles? All the time I
had been wanting not to think about what I was really think-
ing now: that the cockroach is edible like a lobster, the cock-
roach was a crustacean.

And I have only loathing for crocodiles’ crawling
since I am not a crocodile. I have a horror of the crocodile’s
silence, full of rows of scales.

But the loathing is necessary for me just as water
pollution is necessary for what is in the water to repro-
duce. Loathing directs me and makes me fertile. Through
loathing I see a night in Galilee. The night in Galilee is as
if the vastness of the desert walked in the darkness. The
cockroach is a dark vastness walking.

I was now living the Hell through which I was still
to pass, but I did not know if it would be passage through
or if I would remain there. I knew now that that Hell is hor-
rible and is good, perhaps I would want to stay in it. For I
was seeing the profound, ancient life of the cockroach. I was
seeing a silence that has the depth of an embrace. The sun
is as much in the Libyan desert as it is hot in itself. And
the earth is the sun, how is it that I never saw before that
the earth is the sun?

And then there will take place—on a naked, dry
rock in the Libyan desert--there will take place the love of
two-cockroaches. And now I know what it is like. One cock-
roach waits. I see its brown-thing silence. And now—now I
see another cockroach advancing slowly and with difficulty
through the sands toward the rock. Upon the rock, which
had had its body of water dry up millennia ago, two dry
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cockroaches. One is the silence of the other, The killers who
face each other: the world is utterly reciprocal. An entirely
mute stridulation vibrating atop the rock; and we, we who
have come down to today, still resonate with it.

“1 promise myself for one day this same silence, I
promise us what I have now learned. Only for us it will have
to be by night, for we are moist, salty beings, we are beings
of sea water and of tears. It will also be with cockroaches’
wholly open eyes, except that it will be in the night, for I
am a creature of great, moist depths, I do not know the dust
of dry cisterns, and the surface of a rock is not my hearth.”

We are creatures who need to dive to the depths in
order there to breathe, like fish dive in the water to breathe,
only for me the depths are in the night air. The night is our
latent state. And it is so moist that plants are born there. In
houses the lights are put out so the crickets can be heard
more clearly and so that the grasshoppers may move across
the leaves almost without touching them, the leaves, the

leaves, the leaves—in the night soft anxiousness is transmit- -

ted through the air’s hollowness, emptiness is a medium of
transport.

Yes indeed, for us love will not be on the daytime
desert: we are those who swim, the night air is humid and
is sweetened, and we are salty since our breathing-out is
sweat. A long time ago 1 was drawn, along with you, on'a
- cave wall, and with you I have swum from its dark depths
down to today, I have swum with my countless cilia—1 was
the oil that just today gushed forth, when a black African
drew me in my own house, making me come forth from a
wall. Sleepwalking, like the oil that finally gushes forth.

“I swear that love is like that. I know, only because
I was sitting there and I found out. Only because of the
cockroach do T know that all that the two of us had before
was already love. What had to happen was for the cock-

106 Clarice LISPECTOR

roach to hurt me like someone pulling out my fingernails—
and then I couldn’t stand the torture any longer and I con- |
fessed, and now I-am telling it all. I could stand no more
and I confess that I already knew of a truth that never had
use and application, and that I would be afraid to apply, for
I am not adult enough to be able to use a truth without.
destroying mysell.”

If you can find out through me, without having to
be tortured first, without first having to be cut in half by a
wardrobe door, without first having your shells broken,
shells of fear that through time had been hardening into
shells of stone, just as mine had to be broken under a pin-
cers force until I reached the tender neutrality of myself—
if you can find out through me . . . then learn from this one
who has had to be laid completely bare and lose all her suit-
cases with the engraved initials.

“Plumb me, plumb me, for it is cold, it is cold to
lose your lobstershells. Warm me with your plumbing, com-
prehend me, for I do not comprehend myself. I am just in
love with the cockroach. And it is a Hellish love.”

But you are afraid, 1 know that you were always
afraid of rituals. But when one is tortured until she becomes
a nucleus, then one changes demonically to wanting to
serve ritual, even if the ritual is the act of self-consump-
tion —just as for there to be incense one must burn incense.
Listen, because I am as serious as a cockroach with cilia.
Listen:

When a person is her own nucleus, she can have no
more disparities. Then she is her own solemnity and no
Jonger fears self-consumption in the service of consuming
ritual —ritual is the very life of the nucleus carrying itself
out, the ritual is not outside it: the ritual is inherent. The
cockroach has its ritual within its cell. Ritual —believe in me
because 1 think I understand now—ritual is the mark of
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God. And every child is born with the same ritual already
there.

“I know: the two of us were always afraid of my
solemnity and of your solemnity. We thought it was a solem-
nity of form. And we always hid what we knew: that living
is always a question of life and death, hence the solemnity.
We knew too, albeit without the gift of the grace of know-
ing it, that we are the life that is inside us, and that we do
for ourselves. The only destiny with which we are born is
the destiny of ritual. I have been calling “mask” a lie, and it
isn’t: it is the essential mask of solemnity. We would have
to put on ritual masks to love each other. Beetles are born
with the mask with which they will fulfill themselves.
Through original sin we have lost our mask.”

I looked; the cockroach was a beetle. It was merely
jts own mask. In the cockroach’s lack of glee I perceived its
warrior ferocity. It was meek but its functioning was fierce.

1 am meek but my life-function is fierce. Oh, pre-
human love invades me. I understand, I understand! The
form of living is so secret a secret that it is the silent track-
ing of a secret. It is a secret in the desert. I knew for cer-
tain now. For in the light of two cockroaches™ love there
came to me the memory of a true love that I once had and
didn’t know that I had—for love was then what I under-
stood from a word. But there is something that must be said,
that must be said.
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But there is something that must be said, that must be said.
“I am going to tell you what I bave never told you
before, maybe that’s what's missing: to have told. If I didn’t
tell, it wasn’t because I begrudged telling or because of my
cockroach silence with more eyes than mouth. If I didn't
tell, it was because I didn’t know that I knew—but I know
now. I am going to tell you that I love you. 1 know that I
have said that to you before and that it was true when I said
it then as well, but only now am I really saying it. I need to
say it before I . . . . Oh, but it is the cockroach that is going
to die, not me! I don’t need this condemned person’s letter
fromacell ... " )

“No, I don’t want to frighten you with my love. If
you become frightened of me, I'll become frightened of
myself. Don’t be afraid of the pain. I am now as sure as I
am sure that in that room I was alive and the cockroach was
alive: T am sure of this: that everything happens above or
below pain. Pain isn't the true name of what people call
pain. Listen: I'm sure of this.”

For, now that I was not struggling with myself any
longer, I quietly knew that that’s what a cockroach was like,
that pain wasn’t pain.
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Oh, if I had known what was going to happen in the
room I'd have picked up more cigarettes before I came in: I
was consuming myself in the need to smoke.

“Oh, if only I could transmit to you the memory,
just now brought to life, of what we two have experienced
without knowing it. Do you want to remember along with
me? oh, I know that it's hard: but let’s reach out for our-
selves. Instead of going beyond ourselves. Don’t be afraid
now, you're safe because at least it has already happened —
unless you see some danger in knowing that it happened.”

The fact is that when we were in love I didn’t know
that love happened much more precisely when there was
no what we then called love. The neuter of love, that is what
we were experiencing, and what we rejected.

What I am talking about is when nothing was hap-
pening, and we called that nothing an interval. How could
it have been an interval?

It was the huge flower opening up, all full of itself,
my vision all huge and tremulous. What I saw then came
together to my sight and became mine — but not a perma-
nent coming-together: if I had compressed it between tmy
hands like a piece of coagulated blood, its solidity would
have turned back into liquid blood again between my fin-
gers.

And time wasn't totally liquid only because, for me
to be able to pick things up with my hands, the things had
to coagulate, the way fruits hold together. In the intervals
that we called empty and tranquil, and when we thought
that the love had ended . . .

1 remember my throat pains back then: with my
swollen tonsils, T had quick coagulation. And it melted
easily: my throat pain had gone away, I used to find myself
telling you. Like iceflows in the summer and the rivers run-
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ning liquid. Every word of ours—in that time that we called
empty —every word was as light and empty as a butterfly:
the inner word fluttered against the mouth, the words were
said but we didn’t hear them because the melted iceflows
made a great deal of noise when they ran. In the midst of
the roar of liquid, our mouths moved, speaking, and we
really only saw the mouths moving but we didn’t hear
them —we looked into each other’s mouth, seeing it speak,
and it mattered little that we didn’t hear, oh, in God’s name,
it mattered little.

And in our own name, it was enough just to see the
mouth speaking, and we laughed because we paid little at-
tention. And we nevertheless called that not-hearing disin-
terest and lack of love.

| But, really, how we did speak! we spoke nothing-
ness. Yet everything shimmered like when heavy tears cling
to eyes; therefore, everything shimmered.

_ In those intervals we used to think that we were
relaxing from one being the other. In fact, it was the great
pleasure of not being the other: for in that case we each were
two. Everything would end when what we called our inter-
val in love ended; and, because it was going to end, it
weighed tremulously with the very weight of its end already
in itself. I remember all that as though through a trem-
bling in water.

Oh, could it be that we were not originally human?
and that we became human through practical necessity?
that terrifies me, just as it does you. For the cockroach
looked at me with her beetle shell, with her burst body all
made of tubes and antennae and soft cement—and that was
undeniably a truth prior to our words, it was undeniably the
life that up to then I hadn’t wanted.
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“Then~then, through the door of condemnation, I
ate life and was eaten by life. I understood that my king-
dom is of this world. And I understood it through the Hell-
ish side of me. For within myself I saw what Hell is like.”
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For within myself I saw what Hell is like.

Hell is the mouth that bites and eats living flesh that
has blood, and the one eaten howls with delight in his eye:
Hell is the pain like pleasure of matter, and with the laugh-
ter of delight tears run in pain. And the tear that comes from
pain’s laughter is the opposite of redemption. I could see
the cockroach’s inexorability with her ritual mask. I saw that
Hell was just that: cruel acceptance of pain, solemn lack of
pity for one’s own destiny, love of the ritual of life more than
oneself—that was Hell, where the one who ate the living
flesh of the other wallowed about in the happiness of pain.

For the first time I felt with Hellish greed the wish
to have borne the children I never had: I wanted my organic
Hellishness full of pleasure to have reproduced itself not in
three or four offspring but in twenty thousand. My future
survival in offspring would be my true nowness, which is
not only myself but my pleasureful species not losing its
continuity. Not having borne offspring left me spasmodic,
as though I were confronting a vice I had rejected.

That cockroach had had children and I had not: the
cockroach could die squashed, but I was condemned never
to die, for if 1 died, albeit only once, I would die. And I
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wanted not to die but to keep perpetually dying like a
supreme pleasure in pain. I was in the Hell traversed by
pleasure like a very low nerve-buzz of pleasure.

And all that—oh, my horror-~all that took place in
the immense refuge of indifference. . . . All that losing itself
in a spiraling destiny, and that destiny not losing itself. In
that infinite destiny made only of cruel nowness, I, like a
Jarva—in my deepest inhumanity, for what had up to now
escaped me had been my real inhumanity—1I and we as
larvae devour each other in soft flesh.

And there is no punishment! Hell is that; there is
no punishment. For in Hell we make what could be pun-
ishment into supreme delight, in this desert we make pun-
ishment into one more ecstasy of laughter with tears, in
Hell we make punishment into an expectation of pleasure.

Was this, then, the other side of humanization and
of hope?

In Hell that demonic faith for which I am not
responsible. And which is faith in orgiastic life. Hell’s orgy
is the apotheosis of the neutral. Black Sabbath joy is the joy
of Josing oneself in the atonal.

What still frightened me was that even that very
unpunishable horror would be benignly reabsorbed into the
abyss of endless time, into the abyss of unending heights,
into the profound abyss of God: absorbed into the core of
an indifference.

So different from human indifference. For it was an
interested indifference, an attainable indifference. It was an
extremely energetic indifference. And all is silence in that
Hell of mine. For the laughter forms part of the volume of
the silence, indifferent pleasure gleamed only in the eye,
but laughter was in the very blood and can’t be heard.

And all this is in this very instant, is in the now. But
at the same time the present instant is completely removed
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because of the immense magnitude of God. Because of that
enormous perpetual magnitude, even what exists at the
present moment is remote: in the very instant when the
cockroach is crushed in the wardrobe, it too is remote in
relation to the core of great interested indifference that will
reabsorb it with impunity.

Grandiose indifference—was that what existed
inside me?

The Hellish immensity of life: for even my body
doesn’t delimit me, compassion doesn’t allow my body to
delimit me. In Hell, my body doesn’t delimit me, should I
call that “soul”? To live a life that is no longer the life of my
body . . . should I call that impersonal “soul”?

And my impersonal soul scorches me. A star’s gran-
diose indifference is the cockroach’s soul, the star is the very
exorbitance of the cockroach’s body. The cockroach and I
aspire to a peace that cannot be ours—it is a peace beyond
her scope and destiny, and mine. And because my soul is
so unlimited that it is no longer me, and because it is so
beyond me . .. I am always remote from myself, I am
unreachable to myself just as a star is unreachable for me. T -
contort myself to be able to touch the present time that sur-
rounds me, but I remain remote in relation to this very
instant itself. The future, God help me, is closer to me than
the present instant.

The cockroach and I are Hellishly free because our
living matter is greater than we are, we are Hellishly free
because my own life is so little containable within my body
that I can’t even use it. My life is used more by the earth
than it is by me, I am so much greater than what I have
called “me” that just by having a life of the world I would
have myself. It would take a horde of cockroaches to make a
minimally perceivable point in the world—however, one
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lone cockroach, merely because of its life-attention, that
Jone cockroach is the world.

The most unreachable part of my soul, the one not
belonging to me, is the part that touches on my border with
what is not me and the part to which I give myself over. My
whole anxiety has been this untranscendable and exces-
sively close proximity. I am more what is not within me.

And that is why the hand that I was holding has
abandoned me. No, no. It was I who let go of the hand,
because I now have to go on alone.

If I succeed in returning to the realm of life I shall
pick up your hand again, and I shall kiss it in gratitude for
its waiting for me, waiting for my sojourn to pass, for me to
return, thin, starved, humbled: hungry just for what is
little, hungry just for what is less.

Because, sitting here quietly, I have come to want
to experience my own remoteness as the only way of expe-
riencing my nowness. And that, which is apparently inno-
cent, that was again an enjoyment that resembled a horren-
dous, cosmic pleasure.

To relive it, I am letting go of your hand.

Because in that enjoyment there was no pity. Pity
is being the offspring of someone or something—but the
world’s being is cruelty. Cockroaches gnaw each other and
kill each other and penetrate each other in procreation and
eat each other in an eternal summer that falls into night—
Hell is a summer that boils and almost becomes night. Now-
ness doesn’t see the cockroach, present time looks at her
from so great a distance that it doesn’t make her out from
s0 far away and only sees a silent desert-—present time
doesn’t even suspect the orgiastic gypsy celebration on the
naked desert.

Where, reduced to tiny jackals, we eat each other
in Jaughter. In the laughter of pain—and free. The mystery
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of human destiny is that we are fated, but we have the free-
dom to fulfill or not fulfill our fate: realization of our fated
destiny depends on us. While inhuman beings like the cock-
roach realize the entire cycle without going astray, because
they make no choices. But my freely becoming what I fate-
fully am depends on me. I am the mistress of my own fated-
ness, and, if I decide not to complete it, I shall stay outside
my specifically living nature. But if I fulfill my neutral,
living core, then, within my species, I shall be being spe-
cifically human.

“But the fact is that becoming human can become
transformed into an ideal, and can suffocate itself through
slow accretions . . . . Being human should not be an ideal
for humankind, which is human by fate, being human has
to be the way I as a living thing obeying through freedom
the path of living things, am human. And I dont even need
to take care of my soul, it will fatefully take care of me, and
I don’t need to make a soul for myself: I just have to choose
to live. We are free, and this is Hell. But there are so many
cockroaches that it seems like a prayer.”

My kingdom is of this world . . . my kingdom was
not merely human. I knew. But knowing that would spread
death-life, and a child in my womb would be threatened
with being eaten by that very death-life, and without a
Christian word even having meaning . . . But there are so
many children in the womb that it seems like a prayer.

At that moment I still had not understood that the
first outline of what would be a prayer was already being
born from the happy Hell I had gone into and wanted never
to leave again.

Never leave that country of rats and tarantulas and
cockroaches, my darling, where delight drops in thick drops

of blood.
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Only God’s compassion could pull me away from the
terrible, indifferent happiness in which I was bathing, bath-
ing through and through.

For I was exulting. I knew the violence of happy
darkness—1 was as happy as the Devil, Hell is my maxi-

M.
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Hell is my maximum.

I was fully in the harbor of an indifference that is
quiet and alert. And in the harbor of an indifferent love, of
an indifferent waking sleep, of an indifferent pain. Of a God
whom, if I loved, I did not understand what He wanted of
me. I know, He wanted me to be His equal, and for me to
equal Him through a love I was not capable of.

Through a love so great that it would be love by a
person so indifferent . . . as if I were not a human person.
He wanted me to be the world with Him. He wanted my
human divinity, and that had to start with an initial deSpo—
liation of the constructed human being.

And I had taken the first step: for at least I now knew
that being human is a sensitizing, an orgasm of nature. And
that it is only through an anomaly of nature that, instead of
our being God like other beings are, instead of our being
Him, we wanted to see Him. It wouldn’t be bad to see Him
if we were as large as He is. A cockroach is larger than I am
because its life is so given over to Him that it comes from
the infinite and moves toward the infinite unperceivingly,
it never becomes discontinuous.
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I had taken the first huge step. But what had hap-
pened to me?

I had fallen into the temptation of seeing, into the
temptation of knowing and feeling. My grandeur, in search
of God’s grandeur, had taken me to the grandeur of Hell. 1
had not been able to understand His organization except
through the spasm of a demonic exultation. Curiosity had
expelled me from snugness—and I found the indifferent
God who is all good because He is neither bad nor good, I
was in the harbor of a matter that is the indifferent explo-
sion of itself, Life had the force of a titanic indifference. A
titanic indifference that is interested in moving. And I, who
wanted to move along with it, I had remained caught by the
pleasure that made me merely Hellish.

The temptation of pleasure. The temptation is to
partake directly of the source. The temptation is to partake
directly of the law. And the punishment is to want never to
stop eating, and to eat oneself, for I am likewise edible
matter. And I would seek condemnation like a joy. I would
seek the most orgiastic part of myself. I would never rest
again. I had stolen the hunting horse from a king of joy. 1
was now worse than my very self]

1 would never rest again: I had stolen the hunting
horse from the Sabbath king. If I drowse for an instant, the
echo of a whinny awakens me. It is useless not to go. In the
darkness of night, taking in a deep draught of air gives me
the shivers. I pretend to sleep, but in the silence the horse
breathes. It says nothing, but it breathes, it waits and
breathes. Every day it will be the same thing;: right at night-
fall T begin to turn melancholy and pensive. I know that the
first drum on the mountain will make the night; I know that
the third will have already incorporated me in its thunder.

And by the fifth drum I shall already be uncon-
scious of my greed. Until by dawn, by the last, ever-so-
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light drums, 1 shall find myself, without knowing how, near
a stream, not ever knowing what I have done, beside the
enormous, tired horse’s head.

Tired from what? What have we done who ride in
the Hell of joy? I have not gone out for two centuries. The
last time I came down from the enchanted saddle, my
human sadness was so great that I swore never to again. The
ride, however, continues on in me. I converse, I clean the
house, I smile, but I know that the ride is within me. I feel
lack, like one who is dying. 1 can no longer keep from going
out.

And I know that at night, when it calls me, I shall
go out. I want the horse to lead my thoughts once again. It
was from it that I learned. If this hour amid barking is
thought. The dogs bark, I begin to grow sad because 1 know,
with my eye now gleaming, that I shall go. When at night
it calls me to Hell, I shall go. I go down like a cat upon the
roofs. No one knows, no one sees. 1 offer mysell up in the
darkness, mute and splendorous. Fifty-three flutes run
after us. A clarinet lights our way in front. And nothing
more is given me to know.

At dawn I shall see us exhausted near the stream,
without knowing what crimes we have committed before
the dawn’s arrival. In my mouth and on its feet the mark of
blood. What have we burned? At dawn 1 shall be afoot
beside the silent horse, with the first bells of a Church run-
ning down the stream, with the rest of the flutes still run-
ning from my hair.

Night is my life, it grows late, the happy night is my
sad life —steal, steal the horse from me because from theft
to theft I have stolen even the dawn and made it a forebod-
ing: quickly steal the horse while it’s time, while it’s not too
late, if there is in fact still time, for to steal the horse I had
to kill the king and in killing him I have stolen the king’s
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death. And the happiness of the murder consumes me with

pleasure.
I was consuming myself, for I too am living matter

of the Sabbath.
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I was consuming myself, for I too am living matter of the
Sabbath. :
Could this not be the temptation that the saint

" went through, albeit much greater? And from which he who

would be a saint or not, emerges sanctified or not. Of this
temptation on the desert, I, dilettante, unholy, would suc-
cumb, or I would emerge from it as for the first time a living
being.

“Listen, there exists something that is called human
sanctity, and which is not the saints’ sanctity. I fear that not
even God comprehends that human sanctity is more peril-
ous than divine sanctity, that the sanctity of the dilettante
is more painful. Even Christ himself may have known that
if they were to do to him what they did, they would do much
more to us, for he had said: ‘If they have done this to the
green bough, what will they do with the dry ones?” ”

Proof. Now I understand what proof is. Proof: it
means that life is testing me. But proof: it means that I too
am proving. And-proving ¢an be transformed into an ever
more insatiable thirst.

Wait for me: I am going to get you out of the Hell
into which I have descended. Listen, listen:
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For from my delight without remission there was
now being born in me a sobbing that seemed to be one of
happiness. They were not sobs of pain, I had never heard
them before: they were the sobs of my life dividing to pro-
create me. On those desert sands I was beginning to be del-
icate like a first, timid offering, the offering of a flower,
What did I offer? what could I offer of myself—1 who was
the desert, I who had sought and held it?

1 offered a sob. 1 was finally erying within my Hell.
The very wings of blackness [ use and sweat, and [ used and
sweated them for myself, for me—for me are You, you,
splendor of silence. I am not You; me are You, For that rea-
son alone will I be able to sense You directly: because You
are me.

Oh, God, I was beginning to understand with enor-
mous surprise: my Hellish orgy was human martyrdom
itself.

How could I have guessed? if I badn’t known that
one laughs when suffering. I just didn’t know that one could
suffer so. It was then that I called my profoundest suffering
happiness.

And God came to me in the sob, God now occu-
pied me through. I offered God my Hell. The first sob had
made—of my terrible pleasure and of my celebration—a
new pain, which was now as light and helpless as the flower
of my own desert. The tears that were now running were
like those for a love. God, who could never be understood
by me except as I understood Him: breaking me like a
flower that on birth can barely raise itself and seems to
break on its own.

But now that I knew that suffering had been my
happiness, T asked myself if I wasn’t fleeing toward a God
because I couldn’t bear my humanity. For I needed some-
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one who would not be as insignificant as I, someone who
would be so much greater than I that he could admit my
disgrace without even using pity, and consolation — some-
one who would be, who would bel and not, ike myself, an
accuser of nature, and not, like myself, someone fright-
ened by the power of my own hates and loves.

At this moment, now, a doubt overtakes me. God,
or whatever You are called: I now ask only one bit of help:
but it is that you help me, not in the obscure way in which
you are me but now openly, in plain sight.

For I need to know precisely this one thing: am I
feeling what I am feeling, or am I feeling what I wanted to
feel? or am I feeling what I would need to feel?

Because I no longer want even the concretization of
an ideal what T want is to be merely a seed. Even if, after
that seed, ideals are born again—be they true ideals, which
are births of a path, or false ones, which are mere accre-
tions. Could I be sensing what I would like to sense? For a
millimeter’s difference is huge, and that millimeter of space
can save me in truth or make me again lose everything I
have seen. It is perilous. Humankind praises highly what it
senses. Which is as perilous as execrating what you sense.

I had offered God my Hell. And my cruelty, love of
mine, my cruelty had suddenly stopped. And suddenly that
very desert was the still-vague outline of what was called
paradise. The moistness of a paradise. Not something else,
but rather that very same desert. And I was surprised just
as one is surprised by a Hght that comes out of nowhere,

Did I understand that what I had experienced, that
nucleus of Hellish rapacity, was what is called love? But—
neutral love?

Neutral love. The neutral was whispering. 1 was
reaching what I had sought after for my whole life: some-
thing that is the most ultimate identity and that I had called
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inexpressive. It was that that had always been in my eyes
in the pictures: an inexpressive happiness, a pleasure that
does not know that it is pleasure—a pleasure too delicate
for my coarse humanity that had always been made of coarse
concepts. -
“f had made so great an effort to talk to myself of a
Hell without words. Now how can I speak of a love that con-
tains only what is felt and before which the word “love” is
just a dusty object?”

The Hell I have gone through—how can 1 explain
it to you?—has been the Hell that comes from love. Oh,
people attach the idea of sin to sex. But how innocent and
infantile a sin that is. The real Hell is the Hell of love. Love
is the experiencing of a greater danger in sin—itis the expe-
riencing of the dirt and degradation and the worst of hap-
piness. Sex is the startling of a child. But how can I speak
to myself of the love that I now knew? ‘

It's almost impossible. For in the neutrality of love
there is a continuous happiness, like a rustling of leaves in
the wind. And I fitted within the neutral nakedness of the
woman on the wall. The same neutrality, the neutrality that
had consumed me in pernicious, avid happiness, it was in
that same neutrality that I was now hearing another kind of
continuous happiness of love. What God is lay more in the
peutral rustling of leaves in the wind than in my old human
prayer. :
Unless 1 could make my prayer true and it would
seem to others and to me to be the cabala of a black magic,
a neutral murmuring.

That murmuring without any human sense would
be my identity touching the identity of things. 1 know that,
in relation to the human, that neutral prayer would be a
monstrosity. But in relation to him who is God, it would be:

being.
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T had been forced to go into the desert to find out
with horror that the desert is alive, to find out that a cock-
roach is life. T had gone back until I found out that, in me,
the most profound life is before human life—and to do that
I had had the diabolical courage to let go of my feelings. I

‘had had to avoid giving human value to life in order to

understand the largeness, the much-more-than-human
magnitude, of God. Had [ asked for the most dangerous and
forbidden of things? would I, risking my soul, have dar-
ingly demanded to see God?

And now it was as though I was before Him and did
not understand—1 was uselessly on my feet before Him,
and it was once more a nothingness that I was before. For
me, as for all of us, everything had been given, but I wanted
more: T wanted to know about that everything. And I had
sold my soul to know. But I now understood that I had not
sold it to the devil but much more dangerously: to God.
That He had let me see. For He knew that I wouldn’t know
how to see whatever I saw: the explanation of an enigma is
the mere repetition of the enigma. What are You? and the
answer is: You are. What do you exist? and the answer is: -
what you exist. I had the ability to question but not the abil-
ity to hear the answer.

No, I hadn’t even been able to formulate the ques-
tion. Nevertheless, the answer had continually posed itself
to me since I was born. It had been because of that insis-
tent answer that, in a reverse path, I had been forced to look
for the question to which it corresponded. Then I had lost
myself in a labyrinth of questions, and I asked questions at

“random, hoping that one of them might occasionally corre-

spond to the question for my answer, and then I might be
able to understand the answer.

But I was like a person who, having been born blind
and having no sighted person at ber side, that person
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couldn’t even formulate a question about vision: she
couldn’t know that seeing existed. But, since vision did
truly exist, even if that person didn’t know it within herself
and had never heard of it, that person would be still, anx-
ious, alert, without being able to ask questions about what
she didn’t know existed . . . she would miss what should
have been hers,
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She would miss what should have been hers.

“No. I haven’t told you all of it. I still wanted to see
if I could escape relying on myself just a little. But my lib-
eration will be realized only if I have the openness of my
own lack of understanding.”

Because, sitting there on the bed, I then said to
myself:

“I have been given everything, and just look at what
that everything is! it's a cockroach that is living and is close
to death. And then I looked at the door latch. After that, I
looked at the wood on the wardrobe. 1looked at the window
glass. Just look at what that all is: it’s pieces of something, a
piece of iron, of sand, of glass. I told myself: look what I
have struggled for, to have exactly what 1 had before, I
crawled until the doors opened for me, the doors of the trea-
sure-room I was looking for: and look at what that treasure
was!”

The treasure was a piece of metal, it was a piece of
whitewash on a wall, it was a piece of matter made into a
cockroach.

In prehistory I had begun my march through the
desert, and without a star to guide me, only perdition guid-
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ing me, only error guiding me—until, almost dead from the
ecstasy of fatigue, lighted by passion, I finally found the
strongbox. And in the strongbox, the sparkle of glory, the
hidden secret. The most remote secret in the world,
opaque, but blinding me with the radiation of its simple
existence, sparkling there in a glory that hurt my eyes.
Inside the strongbox, the secret:

Pieces of something.

A piece of iron, a cockroach antenna, a chunk of
mortar from the wall.

My exhaustion prostrated itself at the feet of the
piece of something, in Hellish adoration. The secret of
power was power, the secret of love was love —and the jewel
of the world is an opaque piece of something.

The opacity reverberated in my eyes. The secret of
my millenary trajectory of orgy and death and glory and
thirst until I finally found what I always had, and for that I
first had to die. Oh, I am being so direct that I am starting
to seem symbolic.

A piece of something? the secret of the pharoahs.
And because of that secret I had almost given my life . . .

More, much more: to have that secret that I still
couldn’t understand, I would again give my life. I had risked
the world in search of the question that comes after the
answer. An answer that remained a secret, even after what
question it corresponded to had been revealed. I hadn’t
found a human answer to the enigma. But much more, oh
much more: T had found the enigma itself. Too much had
been given me. What could I do with what had been given
me? “Let the holy thing not be given to dogs.”

And I was not even touching the thing. I was just
touching the space that goes from me to the vital core—1
was within the cohesive, controlled area of the vital core’s
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resonance. The vital core resonates at the resonance of my
approach.

My closest possible approach stops a pace away.
What keeps the step forward from being taken? It is the
opaque irradiation simultaneously of the thing and of
myself. We repel each other through similarity; through
similarity we do not enter each other. And if the step were
to be taken?

I don’t know, 1 don’t know. For the thing can never
be really touched. The vital core is a finger pointing to it—
and what is pointed to enlivens like a milligram of radium
in the tranquil darkness. Then the wet crickets start to be
heard. The milligram’s light does not change the dark. For
the dark is not lightable, the dark is a way of being: the dark
is the dark’s vital core, and something’s vital core is never
reached.

For me, will the thing have to be reduced to being
just what surrounds the thing's untouchability? My God,
give me what you have done. Or have you already given it
to me? and am I the one who cannot take the step that will
give me what you have done? Am I what you have done?
and I can’t take the step toward myself, me whom You are,
Thing and Yourself. Give me what you are in me. Give me
what you are in the others, You are the he, 1 know, 1 know
because when I touch, I see the he. But the he, man, takes
care of what you have given him and wraps himself in a husk
made especially for me to touch and see. And I want more
than the shell that I also love. I want what I love You.

But beyond the shell I had found only the enigma
itself. And I trembled all over for fear of God.

I tremble with fear and adoration for what exists.

What exists and is just a piece of something, still 1
have to put my hand over my eyes against the opacity of that
thing. Oh, the violent amorous unconsciousness of what
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exists surpasses the possibility of my consciousness. I am
afraid of so much matter —matter resonates with attention,
resonates with process, resonates with inherent nowness.
What exists beats with strong waves against the unbreak-
able grain that is I, and that grain tumbles among the
abysses of tranquil billows of existence, tumbles and does
not dissolve, that seed-grain.

What am I the seed of? Seed of thing, seed of exist-
ence, seed of those very billows of neutral love. I, a person,
am a germ. The germ is merely sensitive— that is its only
particular quality. The germ suffers pain. The germ is eager
and cunning. My eagerness is my most initial hunger: I am
pure because I am eager.

Of the germ that I am, this happy matter, the thing,
is also made. Which is an existence satisfied with its own
process, profoundly occupied in just its own process, and
the process resonates through all of it. That piece of thing
inside the strongbox is the casket’s secret. And the casket
is itself made of the same secret, the strongbox in which the
world’s jewel is found, it too is made of the same secret.

Oh, and I don’t want all of that! I hate what I have
come to see. I don’t want that world made of thing!

I don’t want it. But I can’t keep from feeling myself
all filled out inside by the poverty of opacity and neutrality:
the thing is alive like weeds. And if that is Hell, it is para-
dise itself: the choice is mine. It is I who shall be demonic
or an angel; it I am demonic, this is Hell; if T am an angel,
this is paradise. Oh, I shall send my angel on ahead to pre-
pare the path before me. No, not my angel: but my human-
ity and its compassion.

I sent my angel on ahead to prepare the path before
me and to tell the stones that I was coming so they could
be softened for my lack of comprehension.
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And it was my softest angel that found the piece of
thing. It could find only what it was. For even when some-
thing falls from the sky it is a meteorite, that is, a piece of
thing. My angel allows me to adore a piece of iron or glass.

But it is I who should keep myself from giving the
things a name. A name is an accretion, and it inhibits con-
tact with the thing. The name of the thing is an interval for
the thing. The will to accretion is great . . . because bare
things are so wearing.
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Because bare things are so wearing.

Oh, then that was the reason I had always had a sort
of love for tedium. And a continual hatred of it.

Because tedium is bland and so resembles the
thing. And I had not been big enough: only big people love
monotony. Contact with the supersound of the atonal has
an inexpressive happiness about it that only the flesh toler-
ates, in love. Big people have the vital quality of the flesh,
and they not only tolerate the atonal but aspire to it.

My old constructs had consisted in continually
trying to transform the atonal into tone, in dividing the infi-
nite into a series of finites, and in not comprehending that
the finite is not a quantity, it is a quality. And my great dis-
comfort in all of that had been feeling that, no matter how
Jarge the set of finites might be, it would not exhaust the
residual quality of the infinite.

But tedium —tedium had been the only way I had
been able to sense the atonal. And I hadn’t known that I
liked tedium only because I suffered from it. But in regard
to living, suffering is not the measure of life: suffering is but
a fateful subproduct, and, because it is sharper, it is negli-
gible.
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Oh, and I should have understood all that before! I
who considered the inexpressive to be my secret concern.
An inexpressive face fascinated me; the moment that was
not climactic attracted me. Nature, what I liked in nature,
was its vibrant inexpressiveness.

“Oh, I don’t know how to explain it to you, since I
am eloquent only when I err, error makes me deliberate
and think. But how can I talk to you if there is a silence
when I say the right thing? How can I tell you about the
inexpressible?”

Even in tragedy, for real tragedy resides in the inex-
orability of its inexpressiveness, which is its bare identity.

At times—at times we manifest inexpressiveness
ourselves—in art that is done, in bodily love too—to man-
ifest the inexpressive is to create. At bottom we are so, so
happy! for there is not just one way to enter into contact
with life, there are also the negative ways! also the painful
ways, even the all-but-impossible ones—and all that, all
that before we die, all that even while we are awake! And
there is also at times the exasperation of the atonal, which
is a profound happiness: exasperated atonality is flight
rising—nature is exasperated atonality, thus it was that
worlds were formed: atonality became exasperated.

_ And let us look to the leaves, being heavy and green

as they are, they have exasperated into things, for blind are
the leaves and green they are. And let us feel in our hands
how everything has weight, weight does not escape the
inexpressive hand. Let the person who is completely absent
not be awakened, whoever is absorbed is feeling the weight
of things. One of the proofs of the thing is weight: only
something with weight can fly. And the only thing that can
fall — celestial meteorite —is something that has weight.

Or is all this just my still wanting the pleasure of the .
words for things? or is it my still wanting the orgasm of
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utmost beauty, of understanding, of the consummate act of
love?

Because tedium is made of too primary a happi-
ness! And that is why paradise is intolerable to me. I don't
want paradise, I long to go back to Helll I am not equal to
the task of staying in paradise because paradise has no
human taste! it has the taste of thing, and the vital thing
had no taste, just like blood in my mouth when I cut myself
and suck the blood, T am frightened because my own blood
has no human taste.

And mother’s milk, which is human, mother’s milk
is prehuman by far, and it has no taste, it is nothing, I have
tried it—it is like the sculpted eye of a statue, which is
empty and expressionless, for when art is good it is because
it has touched inexpressiveness, the worst art is expressive
art, the kind that transgresses the piece of iron and the
piece of glass, and the smiles, and the shouts.

“Oh, hand that holds me, if I had not needed so
much of myself to form my life, I would have had lifel”

But on the human plane that would have been
destruction: living life instead of living one’s own life is for-
bidden. It is a sin to go into divine matter. And that sin has
an inexorable punishment: the person who dares go into

“that secret, in losing her individual life, disorganizes the
human world. T could also have left my solid construction
in the air, even knowing that it was dismantleable . . . if it
hadn’t been for temptation. And temptation can keep one
from getting to the other shore.

But why not stay inside, without trying to cross to
the opposite bank? Staying inside the thing is madness. I
don’t want to stay inside, for if I do my prior humanization,
which was so gradual, would come to have had no basis.

And I don’t want to lose my humanity! oh, Josing it
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hurts, my sweet, like leaving a still-living body that refuses
to die, like the cut-up pieces of a lizard.

But now it was too late. I would have to be bigger
than my fear, and I would have to see what my prior human-
ization had been made of. Oh, I have to believe with such
faith in the true, hidden seed of my humanity that I
shouldn’t be afraid of seeing humanization on the inside.
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I shouldn’t be afraid of seeing humanization on the inside.

“Give me your hand again, I still don’t know how to
console myself about truth.”

But—sit here a moment with me - the greatest dis-
belief in the truth of humanization would be to think that
truth would destroy humanization. Wait for me, wait: I
know that later on I'll learn how to fit all that into daily prac-
tice—don't forget that 1 too need daily life!

But look, love of mine, truth can’t be bad. The truth
is what it is—and precisely because it is immutably what it
is, it had to be our great security, just as desiring our father
or our mother is so inevitable that it has to have been our
basis. That is it, then, the way, do you understand? why
should I be afraid of consuming good or evil? if they exist it
is because that is what exists.

Wait for me, I know that I am moving toward some-
thing that hurts because I am losing other things —but wait
for me to go on a little farther. From all this, who knows, a
name may be born! a name without word, but one that will
perhaps set the roots of truth in my human formation.

Don’t be afraid like I am afraid: it can’t be bad to
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have seen life in its very plasma. It is dangerous, it is sinful,
but it can’t be bad, because we are made of that plasma.

“Listen, don’t be afraid: remember that I have eaten
the forbidden fruit and was nonetheless not struck down by
the orgy of being. Listen, then: that means that I shall save
myself even more than I would have saved myself if I hadn’t
eaten of life. . . . Listen, it is because I dove into the abyss
that I am beginning to love the abyss I am made of. Iden-
tity can be dangerous because of the intense pleasure that
may become mere pleasure and nothing more. But I am
now accepting love for the thing.”

It isn’t dangerous, I swear it isn’t dangerous.

For the state of grace exists permanently: we are
always saved. The whole world is in a state of grace. A
person is smitten by sweetness only when she perceives that
she is in the state of grace, to sense when you are in grace
is itself the gift, and few take the risk of recognizing that in
themselves. But there is no danger of perdition, I know that
now: the state of grace is inherent.

“Listen. I was accustomed only to transcending.
Hope, for me, had been deferral. I had never left my soul
free, and I had quickly organized mysell into a person
because it is too risky to lose form. But now I see what was
really happening to me. I had so little faith that I had merely
invented the future, I believed so little in what exists that I
had deferred nowness for a promise and for a future.”

But now I discover that it isn’t even necessary to
have hope.

It is much more serious. Oh, I know that I am get-
ting involved again in dangerous matters and that I ought
to leave off speaking to myself. One shouldn’t say that hope
isn’t necessary, for that could end up being changed, since
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I am weak, into a destructive weapon. And for you, it could
end up being changed into a useful weapon of destruction.
I might not understand and you might not under-
stand that doing away with hope . . . in fact implies action,
and right now. No, it isn’t destructive —wait, let me under-
stand us. It's a forbidden topic not because there’s any-
thing bad about it but because we put ourselves at risk.

I know that for me to abandon what was a life com-
pletely organized by hope, I know that abandoning all
that—in favor of that wider something that is just being
alive— abandoning all that hurts like separating from a yet-
unborn child. Hope is a yet-unborn, only promised child,
and that is crushing. :

But I know that at one and the same time I want
and don’t want to hold myself back anymore. It’s like being
" in a death agony: within death something wants to get free
and simultaneously is afraid to leave the safety of the body.
I know that it is perilous to speak about lack of hope, but
listen— there is a profound alchemy taking place inside of
me, and it was forged in the fire of Hell. And that gives me
the greater right: the right to err.

Listen without fright or suffering: God’s neutrality
is so great and vital that I, because I could not bear God's
cell, T had humanized it. I know that it is horribly danger-
ous to discover now that God has the power of impersonal-
ity . . . because I know, oh, I know! that it is as if that meant
the destruction of entreaty!

It is as if the future stopped emerging. And we can
do nothing about it, we are deficient.

But listen a minute: I'm not speaking of the future,
I'm speaking of a permanent nowness. And that means that
hope doesn’t exist because it is no longer a deferred future,
it is now. Because God doesn’t promise. He is much greater
than that: He is and never ceases being. It is we who cannot
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bear this ever-now light, and so we promise it for later only
so we do not have to feel it right now, today. The present
is God’s today face. The horror is that we know that it is
right in life that we see God. It is with our eyes truly open
that we see God. And if I put the face of reality off until
after my death—it is through guile, for I prefer to be dead
at the time of seeing Him, and so I think I won't really see
Him, just as I have courage really to dream only when T am
sleeping.

I know that what I am feeling is serious and has the
power to destroy me. Because—because it is as though 1
were telling myself that the kingdom of heaven is now.

And 1 don't want the kingdom of heaven, 1 don’t
want it, I can bear only its promise! The message I am get-
ting from myself sounds cataclysmic to me, and once again
close to the diabolical, But that is only for fear. It is fear.
For doing away with hope means that I have to begin to Live
and not just to promise myself that I will. And that is the
greatest fright I can have. Before, I waited. But God is now:
His kingdom has just begun.

And His kingdom, my precious, is also of this world.
I didn’t have the courage to stop being a promise, and I
promised myself, like an adult who doesn’t have the cour-
age to see that she has become an adult and keeps promis-
ing herself maturity.

And that’s how I knew that the divine promise of
life is now being fulfilled, and that it has always been ful-
filled. Previously, only from time to time was I reminded,
in a vision instantaneous and then suddenly remote, that
promise is not only for the future, it is yesterday and it is
permanently today: but that was jarring for me. I preferred
to keep on entreating, without having the courage to have,
now.
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And I do have. I shall always have. It's only need-
ing that I have. Needing never stops, for needing is the
nature of my neutrality. What I do with entreaty and with
lacking . . . that will be the life I shall have made of my life.
Not putting rayself in the face of hope isn’t the destruction
of entreaty! and it isn’t abstention from lack. O, it is rather
to add to it, it is to add infinitely to the entreaty born of
lack.
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To add infinitely to the entreaty born of lack.

It isn’t for us that cows milk comes forth, but we
drink it. Flowers weren't made for us to look at or for us to
smell, and we look at them and smell them. The Milky Way
doesn’t exist for us to know of its existence, but we know.
And we know God. And what we need of Him, we get out
of that. (I don’t know what it is I'm calling God, but it can
be called that.) If we know but very little about God, it is
because we need little: we have of Him only what is des-
tined to sustain us, we have of God what fits in us. (Nos-
talgia is not for the God who is missing to us, it is a nostal-
gia for ourselves, for we do not sustain ourselves; we miss
our impossible grandeur—my unreachable nowness is my
paradise lost.)

We suffer because we have so little hunger, although
our small hunger is still enough for us to feel the profound
loss of the pleasure we would have if we had a greater
hunger. Milk people drink only as much as the body needs,
and flowers we see only as far as the eyes reach and their
fullness skims. However much more we need, the more
God exists. However much farther we reach, that much
more of God shall we have.
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He enables us. {He wasn't born for us, nor were we
born for Him, we and He are, at the same time.) He is unin-
terruptedly occupied in being, like all things are being, but
He doesn’t keep people from joining Him and, with Him,

being occupied in being, in an interchapge as fluid and con--

stant . . . as the interchange of living. He, for example, He
uses us totally, for there is nothing in each one of us that
He, whose need is absolutely infinite, doesn’t need. He
uses us, and doesn’t keep people from making use of Him.
The ore in the earth isn't responsible for not being used.

We are very far behind and have no idea of how to
take advantage of God in an interchange — as though we still
hadn’t discovered that milk is for drinking. A few centuries
ago, or a few minutes ago we may perhaps say, in alarm: and
to think that God was always there! the one who was there
very little was I just as we would say of oil that people
finally needed enough to learn how to extract it from the
earth, just as one day we will lament those who have died
of cancer without using the cure that is at hand. Surely we
still don’t need to die of cancer. Everything is at band. (Per-
haps beings on another planet already know these things
and already live in an interchange that is natural for them;
for us, now, that interchange would amount to “holiness”
and would completely confound our lives.)

Cows milk we drink. And if the cow doesn’t let us,
we have recourse to violence. (In life and in death anything
goes, living is always a life-and-death question.} With God
too you can make your way through violence. He Himself,
when he especially needs one of us, He chooses us and vio-
lates us. :
But my violence toward God has to be a violence
toward myself. I have to do violence to myself so I can need
more. So that I become so desperately greater that I
become empty and needy. I shall thus have touched the root
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of needing. The great emptiness in me will be where I exist;
my extreme poverty will be a great will. I have to do vio-
lence to myself until I have nothing and need everything;
when I need then I will have, for I know that it is only just
to give more to the one who asks for more, my demand is
my size, my emptiness my measure. You can also do vio-
lence directly unto God, with a love full of anger.

And He will understand that that furious, murder-
ous avidity of ours is in fact our sacred, vital fury, our
attempt to violate ourselves, the effort to eat more than we
can so as to increase our hunger artificially —in the demand
for life everything is legitimate, even the artificial, and the
artificial is often the great sacrifice that is made to get to
the essential.

But, since we are little and therefore need but little,
why is little not enough for us? Because we sense pleasure.
Like blind men who feel their way along, we have presen-
timents of the intense pleasure of living.

And if we have presentiments, it is also because we
feel that we are being alarmingly used by God, we feel
alarmingly that we are being used with an intense and unin-
terrupted pleasure—moreover, up to now our salvation has
been one of being at least so used, we are not yseless, we
have been made intense use of by God; body and soul and
life are for that: for someone’s interchange and ecstasy. Dis-
quieted, we feel that we are being used every minute—but
that awakens in us the disquieting desire to use as well.

And He not only allows but needs to be used, being
used is a way of being understood. (In all religions God
demands to be loved.) For us to have, all we need is to need.
To need is always the supreme moment. Just as the most
daring happiness between a man and a woman comes when
needing becomes so great that it is felt in agony and wonder:
without you I will be unable to live. Love’s revelation is a
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revelation of lacking—blessed be the poor of spirit for the
sundering realm of life is theirs.

If I abandon hope, I am celebrating my lack, and
that is the greatest solemnity of living. And because I have
taken up my lack, life is at hand. Many have been those who
have abandoned everything they had and set out in search
of a greater hunger.

Oh, 1 have lost timidity: God now is. We have al-
ready been proclaimed, and it has been my own errant life
that has proclaimed me to the right one. Beatitude is the
continuous pleasure of the thing, the process of the thing is
made of pleasure and of contact with what is gradually
needed more and more. My whole fraudulent struggle
came from my pot wanting to assume the promise that can
be fulfilled: I didn’t want reality.

For to be real is to take up the promise itself: to
assume innocence itself and take up again the taste we were
never aware of: the taste of the living.
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The taste of the living,

Which is an almost nonexistent taste. And that be-
cause things are very delicate. Oh, the efforts to experi-
ence the Host.

The thing is so delicate it astonishes me that it ever
becomes visible. And there are things so much more deli-
cate that they are not visible. But they all have a delicacy
equivalent to what it means for our body to have a face: that
sensitization of the body that is a human face. The thing has
a sensitization about itself that is like a face.

Oh, and I didn’t know how to consubstantiate my
“soul.” It isn’t immaterial, it is of the most delicate thing-
material. It is thing, but what I can’t do is consubstantiate
it in visible depth.

Oh, my love, things are very delicate. People tread
upon them with too many human feet, with too many senti-
ments. Only the delicacy of innocence or only the delicacy of
the initiate senses its almost nonexistent taste. Before, I
needed seasoning for everything, and in that way I skipped
over the thing and tasted the taste of the seasoning.

I couldn’t taste the taste of a potato, because a po-
tato is almost earth matter; the potato is so delicate that—
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because of my inability to live on the delicacy level of the
merely earthly taste of a potato—1 put my human foot on
top of it and broke its living-thing delicacy. Because living
matter is very innocent.

And my own innocence? I ache of it. Because I also
know that, on the merely human plane, innocence is having
the cruelty that the cockroach has with itself in slowly dying
without pain; to transcend pain is the highest cruelty. And
T am afraid of that, I who am extremely moral. But I now
know that I have to have a much greater courage: the cour-
age to have another morality, so empty that I don’t under-
stand it myself and it frightens me.

“Oh, I haven’t forgotten you who are the oldest
thing in my memory. I see you again, putting the wires to-
gether to fix the electric plug, being careful of the positive
and negative lines, and handling things delicately.”

I didn’t know that I had learned so much from you.
What did I learn? I learned to look at a person putting to-
gether electric wires. I learned to see you fix a broken chair
once. Your physical energy was your most delicate energy.

“You were the oldest person I had ever met. You
were the monotony of my eternal love, and I didn’t know
it. T had for you the same tedium that I feel on holidays.
What was it like? it was like water running in a stone foun-
tain, and the years marked on its smooth stone, the moss
half-pushed back by the current of running water, and the
cloud above, and the beloved man in repose, and static love,
it was a holiday, and the silence in the mosquitoes’ flight.
And the available present. And my slightly boring liberty,
the fullness, the fullness of a body that does not seek and
does not need.”

I didn’t know how to see that that was a delicate
Jove, And it seemed like tedium to me. It was in fact tedi-
um. Tt was a person’s quest to frolic, the wish to plumb the
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depths of the air, to contact the air in the profoundest way,
the air that is not there to be plumbed, that is destined to
remain suspended as it is.

I don’t know, I remember that it was a holiday. Oh
how much [ wanted pain then: it would distract me from
that great divine emptiness that I had with you. I, the god-
dess in repose; you, on Olympus. The great yawn of happi-
ness? Distance following itself distantly, and the other dis-
tance, and yet another —the fullness of space that a holiday
has. That unfolding of calm energy, I didn’t even under-
stand. That now-thirstless kiss on the distracted forehead of
the beloved man in repose, the pensive kiss of the man now
loved. It was a national holiday. Flags hoisted.

But night falling. And I couldn’t bear the slow trans-
formation of something that is slowly transforming itself into
the same something, merely added to by yet another iden-
tical drop of time. 1 recall that I told youw:

“I have a little bit of a stomachache,” I said, breath-
ing with some satiety. “What shall we do tonight?”

“Nothing,” you answered, so much wiser than I.
“Nothing, it's a holiday,” said the man who was delicate with
things and with time.

The profound tedium—like a great love—bound us
together. And the next morning, early in the morning, the
world was opening itself to me. Things’ wings were open, it
was going to be a hot afternoon, you could feel it in the cool
sweat of the things that had passed the tepid night, like in
a hospital where the patients awake still alive.

But all that was too fine for my human foot. And 1,
I sought beauty.

But now I have a morality that dispenses with beau-
ty. I shall have to bid a nostalgic good-bye to beauty. Beauty
was a soft enticement to me, it was the way 1, weak and
respectful, adorned the thing to be able to bear its core.
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But now my world is the world of the thing that
before I would have called ugly or monotonous—and is nei-
ther ugly nor monstrous to me anymore. I have gone
through gnawing the earth, through eating the ground, and
I have gone through having that kind of an orgy, and through
feeling with moral horror that the earth I gnawed also felt
pleasure. My orgy in fact came from my puritanism: plea-
sure offended me, and from the offense I created greater
pleasure. Nevertheless, this present world of mine, I would
have called it violent before.

For water’s tastelessness is violent, the colorless-
ness of a piece of glass is violent. A violence is all the more
violent because it is neutral. ‘

My present world is raw, it is a world of a great vital
difficulty. For, more than a star, I now wish the thick, black
root of the stars, I wish the source that always seems dirty,
and is dirty, and is always incomprehensible.

It is with pain that I bid good-bye to the beauty of a
child —I want the adult, who is more primitive and ugly and
drier and more difficult, and who has become a seed-child
that can’t be broken between the teeth.

Oh, and I want to see too if I can now dispense with
horses drinking water, which are so pretty. I also do not
want my sensibility because it makes beauty; and could I
dispense with the sky moving in clouds? and with flowers?
1 don’t want pretty love. I don’t want half-light, I don’t want
a well-made face, I don’t want the expressive. I want the
inexpressive. I want the inhuman within the person; no, it
isn’t dangerous, for a person is human anyway, it isn’t nec-
essary to struggle for that: wanting to be human sounds too
pretty to me.

I want the materiality of things. Humanity is
steeped in humanization, as though it were necessary; and
that false humanization impedes man and impedes his hu-
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manity. There exists a thing that is broader, deafer, and
deeper, less good, less bad, less pretty. Even though that
thing too runs the risk of becoming transformed into

“purity” in our gross hands, our hands that are gross and
full of words.
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Our hands that are gross and full of words.

“You'll have to bear my telling you that God isn't
pretty. I say that because He is neither a result nor a con-
clusion, and everything that people find pretty is often only
because it is already brought to a close. But what is ugly
today will be seen as beauty centuries from now, because it
will have completed one of its movements.”

I don’t want any longer the completed movement
that in reality is never completed but that we complete in
our desire; I don’t want any longer to enjoy the ease of liking
something simply because, since it is apparently complete,
it no longer frightens me, and then is falsely mine—I,
devourer of beauty that I was.

I don’t want beauty, I want identity. Beauty would
be an accretion, and I am going to dispense with it. The
world has no intention of beauty, and that would have
shocked me before: in the world there exists no aesthetic
plane, not even the aesthetic plane of goodness, and that
would have shocked me before. The thing is much more
than that. God is greater than goodness and its beauty.

Oh, getting rid of all that means so great a disillu-
sionment. But it is in disillusionment that the promise is ful-
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filled, through disillusionment, through pain that the prom-
ise is fulfilled, and it is for that reason that one must first
pass through Hell: until one sees that there is a much
deeper way of loving and that way does away with the accre-
tion of beauty. God is what exists, and all the contradic-
tions are within God, and therefore they don’t contradict
Him.

Oh, everything in me is aching to leave what was
the world for me. Leaving is so harsh and aggressive an atti-
tude that a person who opens her mouth to talk of leaving
should be arrested and held incommunicado—1 prefer to
consider myself temporarily out of my own control rather
than have the courage to think that all that is true.

“Give me your hand, don't leave me, I swear that I
too didn’t want it: T too lived well, I was a woman to whom
you could refer with the phrase ‘the life and loves of G. H.”
I can’t put the system into words, but I lived in a system. It
was as though I organized myself around the fact of having
a stomachache because, if I no longer had it, I would also
lose the marvelous hope of one day getting rid of the stom-
achache: my old life was necessary to me because it was pre-
cisely its error that made me take up imagining a hope that,
without the life that I led, I wouldn’t have known.”

And now I am risking an entire entrenched hope,
in favor of a reality so much greater that I cover my eyes
with my arm because I can’t face head-on a hope so imme-
diately fulfillable — even before I die! So much before I die.
I also scorch myself in that discovery: the discovery that
there exists a morality in which beauty is a huge, timid
superficiality. Now what invokes me and calls me is neutral-
ity. I have no words to express it, and I therefore speak of
neutrality. I have only that ecstasy that too is no longer what
we have been calling ecstasy, for it isn’t culmination. But
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that culminationless ecstasy expresses the neutrality of
which I speak.

Oh, to speak to myself and to you is being mute. To
speak to God is what exists that is even more mute. To speak
to things is mute. I know that that sounds sad to you, and
to me as well, for I am still corrupted by the condiment of
the word. And that is the reason that silence hurts me like
an abandonment. '

But I know that I must abandon myself: contact with
the thing must be a murmur, and to speak to God I must
put together unconnected syllables. My lacking came from
the fact that I had lost my inhuman side—I had been
expelled from paradise when I became human. And true
prayer is the silent oratorio of inhumanity.

No, 1 don’t have to rise through prayer: I must,
ingurgitated, make myself a resonant nothingness. What I
speak to God about has to make no sense! If it makes sense,
it is because I err.

Oh, don’t misunderstand me: I am taking nothing
away from you. What I am doing is demanding of you. I
know that it seems like 1 am taking away your and my
humanity. But it’s exactly the opposite: what I want is to live
of that initial and primordial something that was what made
some things reach the point of aspiring to be human. What
I want for myself is to live of the most difficult part of
hummanity: to live of the germ of neutral love, for it was from
that source that there began to sprout what later became
distorted into sentimentations to the extent that the core
became suffocated by the accretion of richness and
squashed inside us by the human foot. It is a much greater
Jove that I am demanding of myself-—it is so much greater
a life that it doesn’t even contain beauty.

I now have that hard courage that hurts me like the
flesh transformed in childbirth.
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But no, I still haven’t told all.

Not that what I'm going to tell now is all that’s left.
Much more has been left out of this account that I am giving
to myself; father and mother are missing, for example; I still
haven’t bad the courage to honor them; many of the humil-
iations I have gone through are missing, and I omit them
because the only people who are humiliated are those who
aren’t humble, and instead of humiliation I should talk
about my lack of humility; and humility is much more than
a feeling, it is reality seen through minimal good sense.

Much yet remains to tell. But there is one thing that
it will be imperative to say.

(One thing 1 know: if I reach the end of this account,
Y'll go, not tomorrow but yet today, to eat and dance at the
Top-Bambino, I mightily need to have a good time and dis-
tract myself. Tl be sure to wear my new blue dress that
makes me look a little thinner and gives me color, I'll phone
Carlos, Josefina, Antonio, I don’t remember clearly which
one of the two men 1 thought might be in love with me or
if both were, I'll eat crevettes and not worry about how
many, and I know why I'll eat crevettes tonight, tonight my
regular life will be starting again, the life of my common
happiness, I'll need for the rest of my days my slight, sweet,
good-humored commonness, I, like everybody, need to
forget.)

But I haven't told everything.
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But I haven't told everything.

I haven’t said how, sitting there motionless, I still
hadn’t stopped looking with deep disgust, yes, still with dis-
gust, at the yellowed white mass on top of the cockroach’s
grayness. And | knew that as long as I had that disgust the
world would evade me and I would evade myself. I knew
that the basic error in living was finding cockroaches dis-
gusting. Finding disgust in the thought of kissing a leper
was my missing the primary life inside me . . . for disgust
contradicts me, contradicts my matter in me.

Then what, in pity for myself, I didn’t want to think,
then, 1 thought. I couldn’t hold myself back anymore, and
I thought that I was now truly thinking.

Now, in pity of the anonymous hand that I hold in
mine, in pity for what that hand is not going to compre-
hend, I don’t wish to take it with me to the horror that yes-
terday I went to alone.

For I suddenly knew not only that the moment had
arrived to understand I could no longer transcend but also
that the instant had arrived when I really could no longer
transcend. And to have now what I always before thought
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should be for tomorrow. I am trying to save you, but I
cannot.

For redemption must be in the thing itself. And
redemption in the thing itself would be my putting into my
own mouth the white paste from the cockroach.

At just the idea I closed my eyes with the force of
someone locking her jaws, and I clenched my teeth so tight
that any more and they would break right inside my mouth,
My insides said no, my mass rejected the cockroach’s mass.

I had stopped sweating; I had dried completely out
again. I tried to reason with my disgust. Why should I be
disgusted by the mass that came out of the cockroach? had
I not drunk of the white milk that is the liquid maternal
mass? and when I drank the stuff that my mother was made
of, hadn’t I, wordlessly, called it love? But reason didn’t get
me anywhere, except to keep my teeth clenched together
as though they were made of flesh that was ashiver.

I couldn’t.

There was only one way I could: if I gave myself a
hypnotic command, and then I could in effect go to sleep
and act as though I were in a sleepwalking trance—and
when I opened my eyes from that sleep the thing would be
“done,” and it would be like a bad dream you wake up feel-
ing free from because you were dreaming that your life was
so much worse.

But I knew that I couldn’t do it that way. I knew that
1 would really have to eat the cockroach mass, and all of me
eat it, even my very fear eat it. Only then would I have what
suddenly seemed to me to be the anti-sisi: to eat the cock-
roach mass is the anti-sin, sin that would kill myself.

The anti-sin, But at what a price.

At the price of my going through the sensation of
death.
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I arose and took a step forward, with the determi-
nation not of someone who is bent on suicide but of sore-
one who is going to kill herself.

The sweat had begun again, I was now dripping
from head to toe, the honeyed toes of my feet ran inside
my slippers, and the roots of my hair softened before that
viscous thing that was my new sweat, a sweat that I didn’t
recognize and that had a smell like the smell that comes up
from parched ground when it gets the first rain. That pro-
found sweat was, however, what gave me life, I was slowly
swimming in the oldest broth of my culture, the sweat was
plankton and pneuma and pabulum vitae, I was being, I was
being me. ‘

No, my darling, it wasn’t good in the sense that we
use the word good. It was what we call awful. In fact, very,
very awful. For the root of me, that I was only now experi-
encing, had the taste of a potato tuber, mixed with the earth
it had been pulled out of. Nevertheless, that bad taste had
a strange grace of living that I can understand only if I sense
it again and can explain only while 1 do.

I took another step forward. But instead of going on
ahead, I suddenly threw up the bread and the milk I had
eaten at breakfast that morning.

Shaken through and through by the violent vomit-
ing, which had come without any warning nausea, disap-
pointed with myself, frightened by my lack of strength to
carry out an act that seemed to me to be the only thing that
would bring my soul and body together again.

Despite myself, after vomiting I had become
serene, my head relieved, physically calm.

What was worse: I still had to eat the cockroach, but
without the aid of my prior exaltation, the exaltation that
would have acted within me like hypnosis; I had thrown up
my exaltation. And unexpectedly, after the revolution that
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is vomiting, 1 felt physically simple like a child. It would
have to be in that state, like a child carelessly happy, that 1
would eat the cockroach mass,

Then I stepped forward.

My happiness and my shame came when I awoke
from my faint. No, it hadn’t been a faint. It had been more
like a dizzy spell, for T was still on my feet, my hand propped
against the wardrobe. A dizzy spell that had made me lose
track of the moments, of time. But I knew, even before
thinking, that, while I had been gone in the dizzy spell,
“something had happened.”

I didn’t want to think about it, but I knew. I was
afraid to taste in my mouth what I was tasting, I was afraid
to run my hand over my lips and feel any remains. 1 was
afraid to look toward the cockroach —which must now have
less of a white mass on its opaque back . . .

I was ashamed that I had had to become dizzy and
unconscious to do something that now 1 would never after-
ward know how 1 did . . . for I had taken away all my par-
ticipation before I did it. I hadn’t really wanted to “know.”

Was that, then, the way we do things? “Not know-
ing”—was that the way the most profound things hap-
pened? would something always, always have to be appar-
ently dead for the really living to happen? had I had not to
know that it was living? Was the secret of never escaping
from the greater life the secret of living like a sleepwalker?

Or was living like a sleepwalker the greatest act of
confidence? the act of closing your eves in.dizziness and
never knowing what took place.

‘ Like a transcendence. Transcendence, which is the
remembrance of the past or of the present or of the future.
In me was transcendence the only way I could reach the
thing? For even in eating of the cockroach, I had acted by
transcending the very act of eating. And now all I was left
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with was the vague recollection of a horror, I was left with
only the idea.

Until the recollection was so strong that my body
shouted all in itself.

I dug my fingernails into the wall: now I tasted the
bad taste in my mouth, and then I began to spit, to spit out
furiously that taste of nothing at all, taste of a nothingness
that nonetheless seemed to me almost sweetened with the
taste of certain flower petals, taste of myself—1 spit myself
out, never reaching the point of feeling that I had finally spit
out my whole soul. “Because you are neither hot nor cold,
because you are tepid, I will vomit you out from my mouth,”
was the Revelation according to St. John, and the phrase,
which must refer to other things that I now no longer
remembered, the phrase came to me from the depths of my
memory, serving as the insipidity of which I had eaten—
and I was spitting.

Which was difficult: because the neutral thing is
extremely energetic, 1 spat and spat and it kept on being
me.

I only stopped in my fury when I'realized with sur-
prise that I was undoing everything I had laboriously done,
when I realized that I was betraying myself. And that, poor
me, I couldn’t get beyond my own life. )

I stopped, shocked, and my eyes filled with tears
that just burned and didn’t run. I think I didn’t feel that I
was even worthy of having tears run, I lacked the basic pity
for myself that lets one cry, and I retained in my burning
pupils the tears that spread salt on me and that I didn’t
deserve to have run.

But even though they didnt run, the tears were
such companions to me and bathed me with such compas-
sion that I lowered a head that had been consoled. And, like
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one who returns from a trip, I sat down again quietly on
the bed.

I who had thought that the best proof of my inter-
nal metamorphosis would be to put the cockroach’s white
mass into my mouth. And that in that way I would approach
.. . the divine? the real? For me the divine is the real.
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For me the divine is the real.

But kissing a leper isn’t even goodness. It is reality
in itself, it is life in itself— even if that also means the leper’s
salvation. But it is first one’s own salvation. The saint’s
greatest benefit is to himself, which is unimportant: for
when he reaches the great vastness itself, thousands of
people are enlarged by his vastness and live on it, and he
loves others just as much as he loves his own terrible vast-
ness, he loves his opening-out with lack of pity for himself.
Does the saint wish to purify himself because he feels the
need to love the neutral? to.love what is not an accretion,
and to dispense with the good and the attractive. The saint’s
great goodness . . . is that for him everything is the same.
The saint scorches himself until he reaches love of the neu-
tral. He needs it for himself.

I then understood that, no matter the situation,
Jiving is a great good in relation to others. All one has to do
is live, and that in jtself brings about that great good. He
who lives totally is living for others, he who lives his own
vastness is giving a gift, even if his life takes place in the
cloister of a cell. Living is so great a gift that thousands of
people benefit from every lived day.
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“Does it pain you that God’s goodness is neutrally
continuous and continuously neutral? But what I had
wanted as a miracle, what I called “miracle,” was in fact a
desire for discontinuity and interruption, the desire for
anomaly: what I called “miracle” was the precise moment
when the true, continuous miracle of process was inter-
rupted. But God’s neutral goodness is still more entreat-
able than it would be if it weren’t neutral: it is just going
and having, just asking and having.” :

And miracles too can be sought and had, for conti-
nuity has interstices that don’t make it discontinuous, the
miracle is the note that lies between two musical notes, the
number that lies between the number one and the number
two. It's just a question of seeking and having. Faith . . . is
knowing that you can go consume the miracle. Hunger, that
is what faith is in and of itself —and needing is my guaran-
tee that it will always be given to me. Necessity is my guide.

No. I didn’t need to have the courage to eat the
cockroach mass, For I lacked the saint’s humility: 1 had
given the act of eating it a sense of “maximum.” But life is
divided into qualities and species, and the law is that cock-
roaches will be loved and eaten only by other cockroaches;
and that a woman, at the moment of her love fora man, that
woman is experiencing her own species. I realized that I
had just done the equivalent of experiencing the cockroach
mass . . . for the law is that T should live with person-mat-
ter and not cockroach-matter.

I realized that by putting the cockroach mass in my

- mouth, 1 was not bereaving myself as saints bereave them-

selves, but rather I was again seeking accretion. Accretion
is easier to love.

And now I am taking your hand in to my own. I am
the one who is giving you my hand.
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I need your hand now, not $o I won't be afraid but
so you won't. I know belief in all this will, in the begin-
ning, be a great solitude for you. But the moment will arrive
when you will give me your hand, no longer in solitude, but
as I do now: in love. Just like me, you won’t be afraid to add
yourself to God’s extreme energetic sweetness. Solitude is
simply having human destiny.

And solitude is not needing. Not needing leaves a
person alone, all alone. Oh, needing doesn’t isolate a per-
son, things need things: it’s enough to see a chick walking
to see that its destiny will be what lack will make of it, its
destiny is to join, like drops of mercury cling to other drops
of mercury, even though, like all drops of mercury, it has a
complete and rounded existence in itself,

Oh, my love, don’t be afraid of that lacking: it is our
greater destiny. Love is so much more fateful than I
thought, love is as ingrained as is lack itself, and we are guar-
anteed by necessity that it is continually renewed. Love is
now, is always. All that is missing is the coup-de-grace—

which is called passion. :
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All that is missing is the coup-de-grace —which is called
passion.

What I am now feeling is a happiness. Through the
live cockroach I am coming to understand that I too am that
which lives. To live is a very high stage, it is something I
have just now attained. It is so high an unstable equilib-
rium that I know I won't be able to stay aware of it for long—
the grace of passion is short.

Perhaps to be human like us is merely a special sen-
sitization that we call “having humanity.” Oh, I also fear
losing this sensitization. Till now I had called my sensitiv-
ity to life “life” itself. But to live is something else.

To live is a gross, radiating indifference. To be alive
is unreachable by the most delicate of sensibilities. To be

alive is inhuman —the deepest meditation is one that is so

empty that a smile is exhaled as though it came from some
matter. And I shall be even more delicate, and more per-
manent in my state. Am I speaking of death? am I speaking
of after death? I don’t know. I sense that “nonhuman” is a

* great reality, and that that doesn’t mean “mhuman’: to the
. * contrary, the nonhuman is the radiating center of a neutral
~ love in radio waves.
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If my life is transformed into it-itself, what I now call
sensibility will not exist—it will be.called indifference. But
I am still unable to learn that way of being. It is as if hun-
dreds of thousands of years from now we finally won't be
what we feel and think anymore: we shall have something
that more closely resembles an “attitude” than an idea. We
shall be living matter manifesting itself directly, unmindful
of words, going beyond always-grotesque thinking.

And I won't travel “from thought to thought” but
from attitude to attitude. We shall be inhuman —as human-
kind’s greatest conquest. To be is to be beyond the human.
To be a human being doesn’t do it, to be human has been a
constraint. The unknown awaits us, but I sense that that un-
known is a totalization and will be the true humanization
we long for. Am I speaking of death? no, of life. It isn't a
state of felicity, it is a state of contact.

Oh, don’t think that all this doesn’t make me sick,
in fact I find it so boring that it makes me impatient. But it
resembles paradise, where I can’t even imagine what I'd do,
for I can only imagine myself thinking and feeling, two at-
tributes of one’s being, and I can’t imagine myself just being
and ignoring the rest. Just to be— that would leave me with
an enormous need of something to do.

At the same time, I was a little bit doubtful.

The fact is that, just as earlier I had become terri-
fied before by my entrance into what could develop into
despair, I now suspected that I was again transcending
things . . .

Could I be enlarging the thing too much precisely
to go beyond the cockroach and the piece of iron and the
piece of glass?

I don’t think so.

For I wasn't reducing hope to a simple result of con-
struction and counterfeiting, nor was I denying the exist-
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ence of something to hope for. Nor was I removing the
promise: 1 was merely sensing, with enormous effort, that

“hope and promise are fulfilled at every instant. And that was

terrifying, I have always feared being stricken by realiza-
tion, I had always thought of realization as a final resting
point—and I hadn’t foreseen a situation where necessity is
ever being born.

And also since I was afraid, because I couldn’t stand
simple glory, that I would make it one more accretion. But
I know — I know —that there is an experiencing of glory in
which life has the purest taste of nothingness and that in
glory I feel it to be empty. When living is realized, the ques-
tion will be asked: but was that all there was to it? And the
answer: that isn’t all there is, it is exactly what there is to
it.

Only I still have to be careful not to make more of it
than that, for if I do it won't be that anymore. Essence is a
piercing insipidity. I'll have to “purify myself” much more
just not to want the accretion of events. Before, self-purifi-
cation implied cruelty for me, against what I called beauty
and against what I called “me,” without knowing that “me”
was an accretion to myself. .

But now, through my most difficult fright 1 am
finally moving toward the opposite path. I am moving to-
ward the destruction of what I have constructed, I am mov-
ing toward depersonalization.

I am anxious for the world, I have strong, definite
desires, tonight T'll go dancing and eating, I won't wear my
blue dress, I'll wear my black-and-white one instead. But
at the same time, I don’t need anything. I don’t even need
a tree to exist. I now know a modality that dispenses with
everything —and also with love, with nature, with objects.
A mode that dispenses with me. Even though, as regards
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my desires, my passions, my contact with a tree — they may
keep on being for me like a mouth eating.

Depersonalization like the deposing of useless indi-
viduality —the loss of everything that can be lost, while still
being. To take away from yourself little by little, with an
effort so attentive that no pain is felt, to take away from your-
self like one who gets free of her own skin, her own char-
acteristics. Everything that characterizes me is just the way
I am most easily viewed by others and end up being super-
ficially recognizable to myself. Just as there was the moment
when 1 saw that the cockroach was the cockroach of all cock-
roaches, so too I want from me to encounter the woman of
all women in myself.

Depersonalization as the great objectification of

oneself. The greatest externalization one can attain. Who-
ever is touched by depersonalization will recognize the
other in any guise: the first step in relation to the other is
to find in oneself the man of all men. Every woman is the
woman of all women, every man is the man of all men, and
every one of them could appear wherever humankind is
judged. But only in immanence, because only a few people
reach the point of recognizing themselves in us. And then,
in the simple presence of their existence, revealing our
own.

What is lived of—and since it has no name only
silence enunciates it-is what I approach through the great
amplitude of ceasing to be myself. Not because I may then
discover the name and make the impalpable concrete—but
because 1 determine the impalpable to be impalpable, and
then the breath builds again like in the flame of a candle.

The gradual deheroization of oneself is the true
labor that is performed under merely apparent labor, life
is a secret mission. Real life is so secret that not even 1, who
am dying of it, have been given the password, I am dying
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without knowing of what. And the secret is such that only if
the mission is finally carried out do 1, all of a sudden, see that
[ was born entrusted with it—all of life is a secret mission.

The deheroization of myself is undermining the
ground beneath my edifice, doing so despite me like an
unknown calling. Until it is finally revealed to me that life
in me does not bear my name.

And I also have no name, and that is my name. And
because I depersonalize to the point of not having a name,
I shall answer every time someone says: me.

Deheroization is the grand failure of a life. Not
everyone can fail because it is such hard work, one must first
climb painfully up to get to the height to fall from—1I can
only achieve the depersonality of silence if I have first built
an entire voice. My cultures were necessary to me so that I
could climb up to have a point to come down from. It is pre-
cisely through the foundering of the voice that one hears for
the first time one’s own silence and that of others and of
things, and accepts it as the possible language. Only then
is my nature accepted, accepted with its wonderous tor-
ture in which pain isn’t something that happens to us but
what we are. And our condition is accepted as the only one
possible since it is what exists and none other. And since
the experience of it is our passion. The human condition is
Christ’s passion.

Oh, but to reach silence, what a huge effort of voice.
My voice is the way 1 go to seek reality; reality prior to my
Janguage exists as an unthinkable thought, but I was and am
fatefully impelled to have to know what thought thinks.
Reality precedes the voice that seeks it, but like the earth
precedes the tree, but like the world precedes the man, but
like the sea precedes the view of the sea, life precedes love,
bodily matter precedes the body, and one day in its turn
language shall have preceded possession of silence.
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quiver. It was almost nothing, but I could see the tiny move-
ment of my timidity. I don’t know, but 1 was approaching
something with anguished idolatry and with the delicacy of
one who fears. I was approaching the strongest thing that
had yet happened to me. '

Stronger than hope, stronger than love?

I was appoaching what I think was . . . confidence.
Perhaps that’s its name, Or it doesn’t matter: you could give
another one just as well.

I felt that my face was smiling in sweat. Or perhaps
it wasn't smiling, I don’t know. I was confident.

In myself? in the world? in God? in the cockroach?
I don’t know. Perhaps having confidence doesn’t involve
having it in something or someone. Perhaps I now knew
that I would never be equal to life myself, but that my life
was equal to life. I would never reach my root, but my root
did exist. I had timidly let myself be transfixed by a sweet-
ness that abashed me without constraining me.

Oh God, I felt baptized by the world. T had put
cockroach matter into my mouth; I had finally performed
the lowest of all acts.

Not the greatest of all acts as 1 had thought before,
not heroism and sainthood. But in the final analysis, the
lowest of all acts was what I had always needed. I had always
been incapable of the lowest of acts. And like that lowest of
acts, 1 had deheroized myself. I, who had lived of the
middle of the road, had finally taken the first step at its start.

Finally, finally, my husk had really broken, and I
was, without limit. By not being, I was. To the edge of what
I wasn’t, I was. What I am not, I am. Everything will be
within me, if I am not; for “T” is merely one of the world’s
instantaneous spasms. My life doesn’t have a merely human
sense, it is much greater —it is so much greater that, in rela-
tion to human sense, it is senseless. Of the general organi-
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zation that was greater than I, I had till now perceived only
the fragments. But now I was much less than human .
and I would realize my specifically human destiny only if I
gave myself over, just as I was doing, to what was not me,
to what was still inhuman.

And giving myself over with the confidence of
belonging to the unknown. For I can pray only to what I do
not know. And I can love only the unknown evidence of

things and can add myself only to what I do not know. Only _

that is a real giving of oneself.

And such a giving of myself is the only surpassing
that doesn’t exclude me. I was now so much greater that I
no longer saw myself. As great as a landscape in the dis-
tance. I was in the distance. More perceptible in my last
mountains and in my remotest rivers: simultaneous now-
ness did not frighten me anymore, and in the most ulti-
mate extremity of myself I could finally smile without smil-
ing in the least. I finally extended beyond my own
sensibility.

- The world interdepended with me—that was the
confidence 1 had reached: the world interdepended with
me, and I am not understanding what I say, never! never
again shall I understand what I say. For how will I be able
to speak without the word lying for me? how will I be able
to speak except timidly, like this: life is itself for me. Life is
itself for me, and I don’t understand what I am saying. And,
therefore, I adore . . .
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I have to the extent that I determine—and that is
the splendor of having a language. But I have much more
to the extent that I am unable to determine. Reality is raw
material, language the way I seek it-——and how I don’t find
it. But it is from seeking and not finding that what I have
not known is born, and I instantly recognize it. Language
is my human endeavor. I have fatefully to go seeking and
fatefully I return with empty hands. But—I return with the
unsayable. The unsayable can be given me only through the
failure of my language. Only when the construct falters do
I reach what it could not accomplish.

And it is useless to try to take a shortcut and start
right in, knowing already that the voice says little, starting
already with depersonalization. For the trajectory exists,
and the trajectory is more than just a way of proceeding.
We ourselves are the trajectory. In living one can never
arrive ahead of time. The via crucis isn’t a wrong way, it is
the only way, you get there only through it and with it. Insis-
tence is our eflort, desistance is the prize. One gets the
prize when she has experienced the power of building and,
in spite of the taste of power, prefers desistance. Desis-
tance has to be a choice. To desist is a life’s most sacred
choice. To desist is the true human moment. And it alone
is the glory proper to my condition.

Desistance is a revelation.
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Desistance is a revelation.

I desist, and I shall have been the human person—
it is only for the worst part of my condition that it is taken
up as my destiny. Existing demands of me the huge sacri-
fice of having no power, I desist and, behold, the world fits
in my weak hand. I desist and to my human poverty there
opens the only joy that is given me to have, human joy. 1
know this and I tremble—living leaves me so much in
wonder, living keeps me from going to sleep.

I reach the height from which I can fall, I choose, 1
tremble, and I desist, and finally, devoting myself to my fall,
depersonalized, without a voice of my own, in the last anal-
ysis without myself{—behold that everything I don’t have is
mine. I desist and the less I am, the more alive, the more |
lose my name, the more I am called, my only secret mis-
sion is my condition, I desist and the more I am ignorant of
the password the more I carry out the secret, the less I know
the more the sweetness of the abyss is my destiny. And then
I adore.

With my hands quietly folded in my lap, I was expe-
riencing a sense of tender, timid happiness. It was almost a
nothingness, like when the breeze makes a blade of grass
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