subjectivity from Augustine to Rousseau, would not suffice to dispel that
doubt.

Between Augustine and Rousseau, within the same indisputable filia-
tion, within the differentiated history of the ego cogito ergo sum, stands
Descartes. He waits for us with his animal-machines. I presume that he
won’t interrupt the lineage that, for so long now, has tied the autobio-
graphical genre to the institution of confession.

Since that time, since time: that means since the time that has passed,
but also since the time before time. Since time, that is to say, since a time
when there was not yet time, when time hadn’t elapsed, if thar is possible,
before the verdict, the reckoning [échéance], or the fall [déchéance].

Although I must put off until later a patient reading and interpretation
of the systematic and rich text that, in 1929-30, following Being and
Time, Heidegger devoted to the animal, I note the following in anticipa-
tion of it here, having just spoken of time before time: one of the rare
times, perhaps the only time (that needs checking) that Heidegger names
the animal in Being and Time—a text that is also in its own way a treatise
that seeks to be non-Christian, concerning a certain fall of the Dasein—it
is in order to admit to and put off until later a difficulty (my hypothesis
is this: whatever remains to be dealt with later will probably remain so
forever; later here signifies never). What is that difficulty? That of know-
ing if the animal has time, if it is “constituted by some kind of time.”
According to Heidegger that “remains a problem” (bleibz ein Problem):

It remains a problem in itself [or for itself, bleibt ein Problem fiir
sich: remains an original problem, separate, to be treated separately)
to define ontologically the way in which the senses can be stimulated
or touched in something that merely has life [in einem Nur-Leben-
den), and how and where the Being of animals [das Sein der Tierel,

for instance [zum Beispiel], is constituted by some kind of “time.”?®

The being of animals is only an example (zum Beispiel). But for Hei-
degger it is a trustworthy example of what he calls Nur-Lebenden, that
which is living but nothing more, life in its pure and simple state. I think
I understand what that means, this “nothing more” (nu7), I can under-
stand it on the surface, in terms of what it would like to mean, bur at the

same time I understand nothing. I'll always be wondering whether this-

fiction, this simulacrum, this myth, this legend, this phantasm, which is
offered as a pure concept (life in its pure state—Benjamin also has confi-
dence in what can probably be no more than a pseudo-concept), is not
precisely pure philosophy become a symptom of the history that concerns

us here. Isn’t that history the one that man tells himself, the history of
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the philosophical animal, of the animal for the man-philosopher? Is it a
coincidence that the sentence is the last one preceding a section entitled
“Die Zeitlichkeit des Verfallens” (the temporality of “reckoning,” “fall,”
or “decay”)? .

M

I suggested before that for certain of us, perhaps, for those who welcome
us here, for those who have gratified me by coming back once more, this
chiteau has remained for me, for so long now, a chiteau of haunted
friendship. For nearly forty years. Indeed, friendship that is haunted,
shadows of faces, furtive silhouettes of certain presences, movements,
footsteps, music, words that come to life in my memory, on the terraces

-around us, among the trees, beside the lake, and in all the rooms of this

mansion, beginning with this room. I enjoy more and more the taste of
this memory that is at the same time tender, joyful, and melancholic, a
memory, then, that likes to give itself over to the return of ghosts, many

' of whom are happily still living and, in some cases, present here. Others,

alas, have died since that time, but they remain for me, just as when they
were alive, close and present friends: Toyosaki Koitchi, Francis Ponge,
Gilles Deleuze, Sarah Kofman. From here I can see them see and hear us.

However, if I am to believe a memory so swamped with memories, for
so long now, a memory that is almost hallucinated, T find myself on the
threshold of probably the most chimerical discourse that I have ever at-
tempted, or that has ever tempted me in this chiteau.

We thus have the scene of a chimera, the temptation of or attempt at
a chimera in a haunted castle. Is it an animal, this chimera, an animal that

can be defined as one, and only one? Is it more than or other than an

animal? Or, as one often says of the chimera, more than one animal in
one?

The animal, what a word!

The animal is a word, it is an appellation that men have instituted, a
name they have given themselves the right and the authority to give to
the living other.

" At the point at which we find ourselves, even before I get involved, or
try to drag you after me? or in pursuit of me upon an itinerary that some
of you will no doubt find tortuous, labyrinthine, even aberrant, leading
us astray from lure to lure, I'll attempt the operation of disarmament that
consists in posing what one could call some hypotheses in view of theses;
posing them simply, naked, frontally, as directly as possible, pose them as
I just said, by no means posing in the way one indulgently poses by look-
ing at oneself in front of a spectator, a portraitist, or a camera, but “pose”
in the sense of situating a series of “positions.” :
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First hypothesis: for about two centuries, intensely and by means of an
alarming rate of acceleration, for we no longer even have a clock or chro-
nological measure of it, we, we who call ourselves men or humans, we
who recognize ourselves in that name, have been involved in an unprece-
dented transformation. This mutation affects the experience of what we
continue to call imperturbably, as if there were nothing to it, the animal
and/or animals. I intend to stake a lot, or play a lot on the flexible slash
of this and/or. This new situation can be determined only on the basis of
what is most ancient. We shall have to move continuously along this com-
ing and going between the oldest and what is coming, in the exchange
among the new, the “again [de nouveau],” and the “anew {2 nouveau)” of
repetition. Far from appearing, simply, within what we continue to call
the world, history, life, etc., this unheard-of relation to the animal or to
animals is 'so new that it should oblige us to worry all those concepts,
more than just problematize them. Thart is why I would hesitate to say
that we are living through that (if one can still confidently call /fe the
experience whose limits come to tremble at the bordercrossings between
bios and zoe, the biological, zoological, and anthropological, as between
life and death, life and technology, life and history, etc.). I would there-
fore hesitate just as much to say that we are living through a historical
turning point. The figure of the turning point implies a rupture or an
instantaneous mutation whose model or figure remains genetic, biologi-
cal, or zoological and which therefore remains, precisely, to be questioned.
As for history, historicity, even historicality, those motifs belong pre-
cisely—as we shall see in detail—to #his auto-definition, #his auto-appre-
hension, this auto-situation of man or of the human Dasein as regards
what is living and animal life; they belong to this auto-biography of man,
which I wish to call into question today. .

Since all these words, in particular Aiszory, _ua_omm in a constitutive
manner to the language, interests, and lures of this autobiography, we
should not be overhasty in giving them credence or in confirming their
pseudo-evidence. I shall therefore not be speaking of a historical turning
point in order to name a transformation in progress, an alteration that is
at the same time more serious and less recognizable than a historical turn-
ing point in the relation to the animal, in the being-with shared by the
human and by what the human calls the animal: the being of what calls
itself man or the Dasein with what he himself calls, or what we ourselves
are calling, what we are still daring, provisionally, to name in general but
in the singular, he animal. However one names or interprets this alter-
ation, no one could deny that it has been accelerating, intensifying, no
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' longer knowing where it is going, for about two centuries, at an incalcula-
ble rate and level.

Given this indetermination, the fact that it is left hanging, why should
I say, as I have more than once, “for about two centuries,” as though such
a point of reference were rigorously possible within a process that is no
doubt as old as man, what he calls his world, his knowledge, his history,
and his technology? Well, in order to recall, for convenience to begin with
and without laying claim here to being at all exact, certain preexisting
indices that allow us to understand and agree in saying “us” today. Limit-
ing ourselves to the most imposing of these indices, we can refer to those
that go well beyond the animal sacrifices of the Bible or of ancient Greece,
well beyond the hecatombs (sacrifices of one hundred cattle, with all the
metaphors that that expression has since been charged with), beyond the
hunting, fishing, domestication, training, or traditional exploitation of
animal energy (transport, plowing, draught animals, the horse, ox, rein-
deer, etc., and then the guard dog, small-scale butchering, and then exper-
iments on animals, etc.). It is all too evident that in the course of the last
two centuries these traditional forms of treatment of the animal have been
turned upside down by the joint developments of zoological, ethological,
biological, and genetic forms of knowledge, which remain inseparable
from techniques of intervention inzo their object, from the transformation
of the actual object, and from the milieu and world of their object,
namely, the living animal. This has occurred by means of farming and
regimentalization at a demographic level unknown in the past, by means
of genetic experimentation, the industrialization of what can be called the
production for consumption of animal meat, artificial insemination on a
massive scale, more and more audacious manipulations of the genome,
the reduction of the animal not only to production and overactive repro-
duction (hormones, genetic crossbreeding, cloning, etc.) of meat for con-
sumption, but also of all sorts of other end products, and all of that in the
service of a certain being and the putative human well-being of man.

All that is all too well known; we have no need to take it further. How-
ever one interprets it, whatever practical, technical, scientific, juridical,
ethical, or political consequence one draws from it, no one can today deny
this event—that is, the unprecedented proportions of this subjection of the
animal. Such a subjection, whose history we are attempting to interpret,
can be called violence in the most morally neutral sense of the term and
even includes the interventionist violence that is practiced, as in some very
minor and in no way dominant cases, let us never forget, in the service of
or for the protection of the animal, but most often the human mb:.b&.
Neither can one seriously deny the disavowal that this involves. No one
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can deny seriously any more, or for very long, that men do all they can in
order to dissimulate this cruelty or to hide it from themselves; in order to
organize on a global scale the forgetting or misunderstanding of this vio-
lerice, which some would compare to the worst cases of genocide (there
are also animal genocides: the number of species endangered because of
man takes one’s breath away). One should neither abuse the figure of
genocide nor too quickly consider it explained away. It gets more compli-
cated: the annihilation of certain species is indeed in process, but it is
occurring through the organization and exploitation of an artificial, infer-
nal, virtually interminable survival, in conditions that previous genera-
tions would have judged monstrous, outside of every presumed norm of
a life proper to animals thar are thus exterminated by means of their con-
tinued existence or even their overpopulation. As if, for example, instead
of throwing a people into ovens and gas chambers (let’s say Nazi) doctors
and geneticists had decided to organize the overproduction and overgen-
eration of Jews, gypsies, and homosexuals by means of artificial insemina-
tion, so that, being continually more numerous and better fed, they could
be destined in always increasing numbers for the same hell, that of the

imposition of genetic experimentation, or extermination by gas or by fire.

T the same abattoirs. I don’t wish to abuse the ease with which one can
overload with pathos the self-evidences I am drawing attention to here.
Everybody knows what terrifying and intolerable pictures a realist paint-
ing could give to the industrial, mechanical, chemical, hormonal, and ge-
netic violence to which man has been submitting animal life for the past
two centuries. Everybody knows what the production, breeding, trans-
port, and slaughter of these animals has become. Instead of thrusting these
images in your faces or awakening them in your memory, something that
would be both too easy and endless, let me simply say a word abour this
“pathos.” If these images are “pathetic,” if they evoke sympathy, it is also
_ because they “pathetically” open the immense question of pathos and the
pathological, precisely, that is, of suffering, pity, and compassion; and the
place that has to be accorded to the interpretation of this compassion, to
the sharing of this suffering among the living, to the law, ethics, and poli-
tics that must be brought to bear upon this experience of compassion.
What has been happening for two centuries now involves a new experi-
ence of this compassion. In response to what is, for the moment, the irre-

sistible but unacknowledged unleashing and the organized disavowal of

this torture, voices are raised—minority, weak, marginal voices, little as-
sured of their discourse, of their right to discourse, and of the enactment
of their discourse within the law, as a declaration of rights—in order to
protest, in order to appeal (we’ll return to this) to whar is still presented

-
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in such a problematic way as animal rights, in order to awaken us to our
responsibilities and our obligations vis-2-vis the living in general, and pre-
cisely to this fundamental compassion that, were we to take it seriously,
would have to change even the very cornerstone (and it is next to that
cornerstone that I wish to do my business today) of the philosophical
problematic of the animal.

It is in thinking of the source and ends of this compassion that about
two centuries ago someone like Bentham, as is well known, proposed
changing the very form of the question regarding the animal that domi-
nated discourse within the tradition, in the language both of its most re-
fined philosophical argumentation and of everyday acceptation and
common sense. Bentham said something like this: the question is not to
know whether the animal can think, reason, or speak, etc., something we
still pretend to be asking osnma_<am. (from Aristotle to Descartes, from Des-
cartes, especially, to Heidegger, Levinas, and Lacan, and this question de-
termines so many others concerning power or capability [pouvoirs] and
attributes [avoirs]: being able, having the power or capability to give, to
die, to bury one’s dead, to dress, to work, to invent a technique, etc., a
power that consists in having such and such a faculty, thus such and such
a capability, as an essential attribute). Thus the question will not be to

know whether animals are of the type zdon logon echon, whether they can

speak or reason thanks to that capacity or that attribute of the logos, the
can-have [pouvoir-avoir] of the logos, the aptitude for the logos (and logo-
centrism is first of all a thesis regarding the animal, the animal deprived
of the logos, deprived of the can-have-the-logos: this is the thesis, position,
or presupposition maintained from Aristotle to Heidegger, from Des-
cartes to Kant, Levinas, and Lacan). The first and decisive question would
rather be to know whether animals can suffer.

“Can they suffer?” asks Bentham, simply yet so profoundly.

Once its protocol is established, the form of this question changes ev-
erything. It no longer simply concerns the logos, the disposition and whole
configuration of the logos, having it or not, nor does it concern, more
radically, a dynamis or hexis, this having or manner of being, this habitus
that one calls a faculty or “capability,” this can-have or the power one
possesses (as in the power to reason, to speak, and everything that that
implies). The question is disturbed by a certain passivity. It bears witness,
manifesting already, as question, the response thar testifies to a sufferance,
a passion, a not-being-able. The word can [pouvoir] changes sense and
sign here once one asks, “Can they suffer?”” Henceforth it wavers. What
counts at the origin of such a question is not only the idea of what transi-
tivity or activity (being able to-speak, to reason, etc.) refer to; what counts .

The Animal That Therefore IAm u 27







is rather what impels it toward this self-contradiction, something we will

later relate back to auto-biography. “Can they suffer?”” amounts to asking

“Can they not be able?” And what of this inability [imponvoir]? What of
the vulnerability felt on the basis of this inability? What is this nonpower
at the heart of power? What is its quality or modality? How should one
take it into account? What right should be accorded it? To what extent
does it concern us? Being able to suffer is no longer a power; it is a possi-
bility without power, a possibility of the impossible. Mortality resides
there, as the most radical means of thinking the finitude that we share
with animals, the mortality that belongs to the very finitude of life, to the
experience of compassion, to the possibility of sharing the possibility of
this nonpower, the possibility of this impossibility, the anguish of this
vulnerability, and the vulnerability of this anguish. _
With this question—“Can they suffer?”’——we are not undermining the
rock of indubitable certainty, the foundation of every assurance that one
could, for example, look for in the cogito, in Je pense donc je suis. But from
another perspective altogether we are putting our trust in an instance that
is just as radical, although essentially/different: namely, what is undeni-
able. No one can deny the suffering) fear, or panic, the terror or fright
that can seize certain animals and that\we humans can witness. (Descartes
himself, as we shall see, was not able to (claim that animals were insensitive
to suffering.) Some will still try—this is something else we will come
to—to contest the right to call that suffering or anguish, words or concepts
that would still have to be reserved for man and for the Dasein in the
freedom of its being-toward-death. We will have reason to problematize
that discourse later. But for the moment let us note the following: the
response to the question “Can they suffer?” leaves no room for doubt. In
fact, it has never left any room for doubt; that is why the experience that
‘we have of it is not even indubitable; it precedes the indubitable, it is older
than it. No doubt either, then, of there being within us the possibility of
giving vent to a surge of compassion, even if it is then misunderstood,
repressed, or denied, held at bay. Before the undeniability of this response
(yes, they suffer, like us who suffer for them and with them), before this
response that precedes all other questions, both ground and cornerstone
of the problematic shift. Perhaps it loses all security, but in any case it no
longer rests on the old, supposedly natural (ground) or historic and ar#i-
Jactual (cornerstone) foundation. The two centuries I have been referring
to somewhat casually in order to situate the present in terms of this tradi-
tion have been those of an unequal struggle, a war (whose inequality could
one day be reversed) being waged between, on the one hand, those who
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violate not only animal life but even and also this sentiment of compas-
sion, and, on the other hand, those who appeal for an irrefutable testi-
mony to this pity.

War is waged over the matter of pity. This war is probably ageless but,
and here is my hypothesis, it is passing through a critical .mvr»mo. We are
passing through that phase, and it passes through us. To think Hw.ﬁ war we
find ourselves waging is not only a duty, a responsibility, an ovrmmﬂomu it
is also a necessity, a constraint that, like it or not, directly or 5&80&.&
no one can escape. Henceforth more than ever. And I say “to think” this
war, because I believe it concerns what we call “thinking.” The animal
looks at us, and we are naked before it. Thinking perhaps begins there.

&

Here now, in view of another thesis, is the second. hypothesis that think
must be deduced without hesitation. It concerns or puts into effect an-
other logic of the limit. I would thus be tempted to inscribe the subject
of this thesis in the series of three conferences that, beginning with The
Ends of Man and followed by The Crossing of Borders, have been de-
voted to a properly transgressal if not transgressive experience of limitro-
phy. Let’s allow that word to have a both general mbm strict sense: what
abuts onto limits but also what feeds, is fed, is cared for, raised, and
trained, what is cultivated on the edges of a limit. In the semantics of
trepho, trophe, or trophos, we should be able to find everything we need to
speak about what we should be speaking about in the course of these ten

- days devoted to the autobiographical animal: feeding, food, nursing,

breeding, offspring, care and keeping of animals, training, upbringing,
culture, living and allowing to live by giving to live, be fed, and grown,
autobiographically. Limitrophy is therefore my subject. Not just because
it will concern what sprouts or grows at the limit, around the limit, v%
maintaining the limit, but also what feeds the limit, generates it, Hamnm. it,
and complicates it. Everything I'll say will consist, certainly not in Qnmmn.:nm
the limit, but in multiplying its figures, in complicating, thickening,
delinearizing, folding, and dividing the line precisely by making it in-
crease and multiply. Moreover, the supposed first or literal sense of .&dwwm
is just that: to transform by thickening, for example, in curdling milk. So
it will in no way mean questioning, even in the slightest, the limit that we
have had a stomachful of, the limit between Man with a capital M and
Animal with a capital A. It will not be a matter of artacking frontally or
antithetically the thesis of philosophical or common sense on which has
been constructed the relation to the self, the presentation of self of human
life, the autobiography of the human species, the whole history of the self
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that man recounts to himself, that is to say, the thesis of a limit as rupture
or abyss between those who say “we men,” “I, a human,” and what this
man among men who say “we,” what he calls the animal or animals. I
shan’t for a single moment venture to contest that thesis, nor the rupture
or abyss between this “I-we” and what we ca// animals. To suppose that
I, or anyone else for that matter, could ignore that rupture, indeed that
abyss, would mean first of all blinding oneself to so much contrary evi-
dence; and, as far as my own modest case is concerned, it would mean
forgetting all the signs that I have managed to give, tirelessly, of my atten-
tion to difference, to differences, to heterogeneities and abyssal ruptures
as against the homogeneous and the continuous. I have thus never be-
lieved in some homogeneous continuity between what calls izse/f man and
what be calls the animal. I am not about to begin to do so now. That
would be worse than sleepwalking, it would simply be too asinine [béze].
To suppose such a stupid memory lapse or to take to task such a naive
misapprehension of this abyssal rupture would mean, more seriously still,
venturing to say almost anything art all for the cause, for whatever cause
or interest that no longer had anything to do with what we claimed to
want to talk about. When that cause or interest seeks to profit from what
it simplistically suspects to be a biologistic continuism, whose sinister con-
notations we are well aware of, or more generally to profit from what is
suspected as a geneticism that one might wish to associate with this scat-
terbrained accusation of continuism, at that point the undertaking be-
comes in any case s6 aberrant that it neither calls for nor, it seems to me,
deserves any direct discussion on my part. Everything I have suggested so
far and every argument [ shall put forward today stands overwhelmingly
in opposition to the blunt instrument that such an allegation represents.
There is no interest to be found in debating something like a disconti-
nuity, rupture, or even abyss between those who call themselves men and
what so-called men, those who name themselves men, call the animal.
Everybody agrees on this; discussion is closed in advance; one would have
to be more asinine than any beast [plus béte que les bétes] o think other-
wise. Even animals know that (ask Abraham’s ass or ram or the living
beasts that Abel offered to God: they know what is about to happen to
them when men say “Here I am” to God, then consent to sacrifice them-
selves, to sacrifice their sacrifice, or to forgive themselves). The discussion
is worth undertaking once it is a matter of determining the number, form,
sense, or structure, the foliated consistency, of this abyssal limit, these
edges, this plural and repeatedly folded frontier. The discussion becomes
interesting once, instead of asking whether or not there is a limit that
produces a discontinuity, one attempts to think what a limit becomes
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once it is abyssal, once the frontier no longer forms a single indivisible
line but more than one internally divided line; once, as a result, it can no
longer be traced, objectified, or counted as single and indivisible. What
are the edges of a limit that grows and multiplies by feeding on an abyss?
Here is my thesis in three versions:

1. This abyssal rupture doesn’t describe two edges, a unilinear and in-
divisible line having two edges, Man and the Animal in general.

2. The multiple and heterogeneous border of this abyssal rupture has
a history. Both macroscopic and microscopic and far from being closed,
that history is now passing through the most unusual phase in which we
now find ourselves, and for which we have no scale. Indeed, one can speak
here of history, of a historic moment or phase, only from one of the sup-
posed edges of the said rupture; the edge of an anthropo-centric subjectiv-
ity that is recounted or allows a history to be recounted abour it,
autobiographically, the history of its life, and that it therefore calls Hiszory.

3. Beyond the edge of the so-called human, beyond it but by no means
on a single opposing side, rather than “The Animal” or “Animal Life”
there is already a heterogeneous multiplicity of the living, or more pre-
cisely (since to say “the living” is already to say too much or not enough),
a multiplicity of organizations of relations between living and dead, rela-
tions of organization or lack of organization among realms thar are more
and more difficult to dissociate by means of the figures of the organic and
inorganic, of life and/or death. These relations are at once intertwined
and abyssal, and they can never be totally objectified. They do not leave
room for any simple exteriority of one term with respect to another. It
follows that one will never have the right to take animals to be the species
of a kind that would be named The Animal, or animal in general. When-
ever “one” says “The Animal,” each time a philosopher, or anyone else,
says “The Animal” in the singular and without further ado, claiming thus
to designate every living thing that is held not to be human (man as rario-
nal animal, man as political animal, speaking animal, zgon logon echon,

“man who says “I” and takes himself to be the subject of a statement that

he proffers on the subject of the said animal, etc.), well, each time the

" subject of that statement, this “one,” this “I,” does that he utters an asi-

nanity [bétise]. He avows without avowing it, he declares, just as a disease
is declared by means of a symptom, he offers up for diagnosis the state-

~ment “I am uttering an asinanizy.” And this “I am uttering an asinanity”
‘should confirm not only the animality that he is disavowing but his com-

plicit, continued, and organized involvement in a veritable war of the
species.
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Such are my hypotheses in view of theses on the animal, on animals,
on the words animal [animal] or animals [animaux].

Yes, animal, what a word!

Animal is a word that men have given themselves the right to give.
These humans are found giving it to themselves, this word, but as if they
had received it as an inheritance. They have given themselves the word in
ordeér to corral a large number of living beings within a single concept:
“The Animal,” they say. And they have given it to themselves, this word,
at the same time according themselves, reserving for them, for humans,
the right to the word, the naming noun {#nom], the verb, the attribute, to
a language of words, in short to the very thing that the others in question

would be deprived of, those that are corralled within the grand territory -

of the beasts: The Animal. All the philosophers we will investigate (from
Aristotle to Lacan, and including Descartes, Kant, Heidegger, and Levi-
nas), all of them say the same thing: the animal is deprived of language.
Or, more precisely, of response; of a reponse that could be precisely and
rigorously distinguished frém a reaction; of the right and power to “re-
spond,” and hence of so many other things that would be proper to man.

Men would be first and foremost those living creatures who have given
themselves the word that enables them to speak of the animal with a single
voice and to designate it as the single being that remains Sﬂnwocm a re-
sponse, without a word with which to respond.

That wrong was committed long ago and with Homm.mnﬂd conse-
quences. It derives from this word, or rather it comes together in this word
animal, which men have given themselves as at the origin of humanity,
and which they have given themselves in order to be identified, in order
to be recognized, with a view to being what they say they are, namely,
men, capable of replying and responding in the name of men.

I would like to try to speak of a certain wrong or evil that derives from
this word, to begin with, by stammering some chimerical aphorisms.

The animal that I am (following), does it speak?

That is an intact question, virginal, new, still to 859 a completely
naked question.

For language is like the rest—it is not enough to mwnmw of it.

From the moment of this first question, one should be able to sniff the

trace of the fact that this animal seems to speak French here, and is no-

less asinine for it. “The animal that I am (following), does it speak?” This
address could be a feint, like the switch from “I” to “it.” The question
could be the ruse or stratagem of what English calls a rhetorical question,
one whose response is already taken for granted. The question will shortly
be very much that of the response, and no doubt I shall try to imply that
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one cannot treat the supposed animality of the animal without treating
the question of the response, and of what responding means. And what
being erased® means. As we shall see, even those who, from Descartes to
Lacan, have conceded to the animal some aptitude for signs and for com-
munication have always denied it the power to respond—to pretend, to lie,
to cover its tracks or erase its own traces.

But whether it is fictive or not, when I ask, “The animal that I am,
does it speak?” the question seems at that moment to be mmmbmmv to be
sealed by someone.

What does it seal? What claim does it make? Preterise or not, what does
it seem to translate?

What this animal is, what it will have been, what it would, would like
to, or could be is perhaps what I am (following).

But if I say that / am (following) it in French, in this and in no other
language, that amounts less to claiming some national idiom than to re-
calling an irreducible ambiguity about which we shall have more to say:
an animal’s signature might yet be able to erase or cover its traces. Or
allow it to be erased, rather, be unable to prevent its being erased. And this
possibility, that of tracing, effacing, or scrambling its signature, allowing it
to be lost, would then have considerable consequences. Having or not
having traces at one’s disposal so as to be able to dissimulate [brouiller] or
erase them, in such a manner as, it is said, some (man, for example) can

.and some (the animal, for example, according to Lacan) cannot do, does

not perhaps constitute a reliable alternative defining an indivisible limit.
We will have reason to go back over these steps and tracks. The fact that
a trace can always be erased, and forever, in no way means—and this is a
critical difference—that someone, man o7 animal, I am emphasizing here,
can of his own accord erase his traces.

It is a question of words, therefore. For I am not sure that what I am
going to set about saying to you amounts to anything more ambitious
than an exploration of language in the course of a sort of chimerical exper-
imental exercise, or the testing of a testimony. Just to see. We can act as
though I were simply trying to analyze a number of discursive modalities
or usages—in order to put them to the test and to see, to keep an eye out
for, what will come of it—that #bey (I insist on this “they”), what humans
do with certain words, but also, and for some time yet, to track, to sniff,
to trail, and to follow some of the reasons they adduce for the so confident
usage they make, and which for the moment we are making together, of
words such as, therefore, animal and 1.

A critical uneasiness will persist, in fact, a bone of contention will be
incessantly repeated throughout everything that I wish to develop. It
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would be aimed in the first place, once again, at the usage, in the singular,
of a notion as general as “The Animal,” as if all nonhuman living things
could be grouped within the common sense of this “commonplace,” the
Animal, whatever the abyssal differences and structural limits that sepa-
rate, in the very essence of their being, all “animals,” a name that we
would therefore be advised, to begin with, to keep within quotation
marks. Confined within this catch-all concept, within this vast encamp-
ment of the animal, in this general singular, within the strict enclosure of
this definite article (“the Animal” and not “animals™), as in a virgih forest,
a 200, 2 hunting or fishing ground, a paddock or an abattoir, a space of
domestication, are a/l the living things that man does not recognize as his
fellows, his neighbors, or his brothers. And that is so in spite of the infinite
_space that separates the lizard from the dog, the protozoon from the dol-
phin, the shark from the lamb, the paryet from the chimpanzee, the camel
from the eagle, the squirrel from the€ tiger, the .a_om&mbn from the cat, the
ant from the silkworm, or the hedgehog from the echidna. I interrupt
my nomenclature and call Noah to help insure that no one gets left on
the ark. ,
Since I have come to the point of sketching out a taxonomy, excuse
me-the immodesty of a further confession. It won’t be ozobiographical, as
I tried on a previous occasion with respect to a Nietzschean ear, although
he, like Kafka, is more attuned than anyone else [s entend comme pas un)
when it comes to animals. Instead it will be zootobiographical. This zoo-
auto-bio-biblio-graphy will be brief. I"allow myself or constrain myself to
this indulgence precisely for mnemonic effect, in the name of the name

of our meeting, The Autobiographical Animal. I shall indulge in it before

dealing in a different mode with what ties the history of the “I am,” the ,

autobiographical and autodeictic relation to the self as “I,” to the history
of “The Animal,” of the human concept of the animal. Since today I
would like to run ahead of myself and sketch out other steps in moving
forward, that is to say, in stepping out without too much retrospection
and without looking twice, I won’t go back over arguments of a theoreti-
cal or philosophical kind, or in what we can call a deconstructive style,
arguments that for a very long time, since I began writing, in fact, I believe
I have dedicated to the question of the living and of the living animal. For
me that will always have been the most important and decisive question. I
have addressed it a thousand times, either directly or obliquely, by means
of readings of 4// the philosophers I have taken an interest in, beginning
with Husserl and the concepts of rational animal, of life or transcendental
instinct that are found at the heart of phenomenology (but, paradoxically,
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when it comes to the animal, Husserl, like Hegel, is not the most “Carte-
sian” of the philosophers I shall later speak of). Still, short of outlining a
philosophical autobiography, short of retracing my steps along the paths
of philosophy, I could have, or perhaps should have undertaken an anam-
nesic interpretation of all 72y animals. They certainly do not form a fam-
ily, but they are the critters [bétes] that I have been (following) from the
start, for decades and from one ten-day conference to another. I won’t do
that, out of modesty or discretion, and because there are too many of
them; it would be interminable and seen as indecorous in this august set-
ting [salon]. But I do think I need to open other paths, two, wn_&mmmv for
whomever might wish, retrospectively, to follow such an exploration. I
shall do so briefly, limiting myself strictly to the theme of our conference.

On the one hand, my animal figures multiply, gain in insistence and
visibility, become active, swarm, mobilize and get motivated, move and
become moved all the more as my texts become more explicitly autobio-
graphical, are more often uttered in the first person.

I just said “animal figures.” These animals are without doubt some-
thing other than figures or characters in a fable. As I see it, one of the
most visible metamorphoses of the figural, and precisely of the animal
figure, would perhaps be found, in my case, in “White Mythology.” In-
deed, that essay follows the movement of tropes and of rthetoric, the expla-
nation of concept by means of metaphor, by prowling around animal
language, between an Aristotle who withholds from the animal language
and word and mimesis, and a Nietzsche who, if it can be said, “reanimal-
izes” the genealogy of the concept. The one who parodied Ecce Homo tries
to teach us to laugh again by plotting, as it were, to let loose all his animals
within philosophy. To laugh and to cry, for, as you know, he was mad
enough to cry in conjunction with {auprés de] an animal, under the gaze
of, or cheek by jowl with a horse. Sometimes I think I see him call that
horse as a witness, and primarily in order to call it as a witness to his
compassion, I think I see him take its head in his hands.

5

Animals are my concern. Whether in the form of a figure or not.*' They
multiply, lunging more and more wildly in my face in proportion as my
texts seem to become autobiographical, or so one would have me believe.

It is obvious. Even a little too obvious, beginning at the end, the end
of “A Silkworm of One’s Own,” published this year. Already, in the ico-
nography of “Socrates and Plato” at the Bodleian Library, the animals
emerge on page after page, says the signatory of one of the postcards from

July 1979, “like squirrels,” “squirrels” “in a forest.” As for the monkey of
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