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STORY OF THE EYE (1928)

by Georges Bataille

trana. Joachim Neugroschal

I grew up very much alone, and as far back as I recall I was frightened of
anything sexual. I was nearly sixteen when I met Simone, a girl my own
age, at the beach in X. Our families being distantly related, we quickly
grew intimate. Three days after our first meeting, Simone and I were
alone in her villa. She was wearing a black pinafore with a starched
white collar. I began realizing that she shared my anxiety at seeing her,
and I felt even more anxious that day because I hoped she would be stark
naked under the pinafore.

She had black silk stockings on covering her knees, but I was unable to
see as far up as the cunt (this name, which I always used with Simone,
is, I think, by far the loveliest of the names for the vagina). It merely
struck me that by slightly lifting the pinafore from behind, I might see
her private parts unveiled.

Now in the corner of a hallway there was a saucer of milk for the cat.
“Milk is for the pussy, isn’t it?” said Simone. “Do you dare me to sit in
the saucer?”

“I dare you,” I answered, almost breathless.

The day was extremely hot. Simone put the saucer on a small bench,
planted herself before me, and, with her eyes fixed on me, she sat down
without my being able to see her burning buttocks under the skirt,
dipping into the cool milk. The blood shot to my head, and I stood be-
fore her awhile, immobile and trembling, as she eyed my stiff cock
bulging in my pants. Then I lay down at her feet without her stirring,
and for the first time, I saw her “pink and dark” flesh cooling in the
white milk. We remained motionless, on and on, both of us equally
overwhelmed.

Suddenly, she got up, and I saw the milk dripping down her thighs to the
stockings. She wiped herself evenly with a handkerchief as she stood
over my head with one foot on the small bench, and I vigorously rubbed
my cock through the pants while writhing amorously on the floor. We
reached orgasm at almost the same instant without even touching one
another. But when her mother came home, T was sitting in a low arm-
chair, and I took advantage of the moment when the girl tenderly snug-
gled in her mother’s arms: I lifted the back of her pinafore, unseen, and
thrust my hand under her cunt between her two burning legs.

I dashed home, eager to jerk off some more, and the next day there were
such dark rings around my eyes that Simone, after peering at me for a
while, buried her head in my shoulder and said earnestly: “I don’t want
you to jerk off anymore without me.”

Thus a love life started between the girl and myself, and it was so inti-
mate and so driven that we could hardly let a week go by without meet-
ing. And yet we virtually never talked about it. I realized that her feelings
at seeing me were the same as mine at seeing her, but I found it difficult
to have things out. I remember that one day, when we were in a car tool-
ing along at top speed, we crashed into a cyclist, an apparently very
young and very pretty girl. Her head was almost totally ripped off by the
wheels. For a long time, we were parked a few yards beyond without get-
ting out, fully absorbed in the sight of the corpse. The horror and despair
at so much bloody flesh, nauseating in part, and in part very beautiful,
was fairly equivalent to our usual impression upon seeing one another.
Simone was tall and lovely. She was usually very natural; there was noth-
ing heartbreaking in her eyes or her voice. But on a sensual level, she so
bluntly craved any upheaval that the faintest call from the senses gave
her a look directly suggestive of all things linked to deep sexuality, such
as blood, suffocation, sudden terror, crime; things indefinitely destroy-
ing human bliss and honesty. I first saw her mute and absolute spasm
(which I shared) the day she sat down in the saucer of milk. True, we only
exchanged fixed stares at analogous moments. But we never calmed
down or played except in the brief relaxed minutes after an orgasm.

I ought to say, nevertheless, that we waited a long time before copulat-
ing. We merely took any opportunity to indulge in unusual acts. We did
not lack modesty-on the contrary-but something urgently drove us to
defy modesty together as immodestly as possible. Thus, no sooner had
she asked me never to jerk off again by myself (we had met on top of a
cliff), than she pulled down my pants and had me stretch out on the
ground. She tucked her dress up, mounted my belly with her back to-
wards my face, and let herself go, while I thrust my finger, lubricated
with my young jizm, in to her cunt. Next, she lay down with her head
under my cock between my legs, and thrusting her cunt in the air, she
brought her body down towards me, while I raised my head to the level
of that cunt: her knees found support on my shoulders.

“Can’t you pee up to my cunt?” she said.

Slow Reading Club

49



i Before the Codes

| 50

“Yes,” I answered, “but with you like this, it’'ll get on your dress and your
face.”

“Sowhat,” she concluded. And I did as she said but no sooner was I done
than I flooded her, again, this time with fine white come. Meanwhile, the
smell of the sea mixed with the smell of wet linen, our naked bodies, and
the come. Evening was gathering, and we stayed in that extraordinary
position, tranquil and motionless, when all at once we heard steps crum-
pling the grass. “Please don’t move, please,” Simone begged.

THE POLITICS OF TRANSLATION

from Outside in the Teaching Machine (1993)

Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak

The idea for this title comes from Michele Barrett’s feeling that the pol-
itics of translation takes on a massive life of its own if you see language
as the process of meaning construction. In my view, language may be
one of many elements that allow us to make sense of things, of ourselves.
[ am thinking, of course, of gestures, pauses, but also of chance, of the
sub-individual force-fields of being which click into place in different
situations, swerve from the straight or true line of language-in-thought.
Making sense of ourselves is what produces identity. If one feels that
the production of identity as self-meaning, not just meaning, is as plu-
ralized as a drop of water under a microscope, one is not always satisfied,
outside of the ethico-political arena as such, with “generating” thoughts
on one’s own. (Assuming identity as origin may be unsatisfactoryin the
ethico-political arena as well, but consideration of that now would take
us too far afield.) One of the ways to get around the confines of one’s
“identity” as one produces expository prose is to work at someone else’s
title, as one works with a language that belongs to many others. This,
after all, is one of the seductions of translating. It is a simple miming of
the responsibility to the trace of the other in the self.

Responding, therefore, to Michele with that freeing sense of responsi-
bility, I can agree that it is not bodies of meaning that are transferred in
translation. And from the ground of that agreement [ want to consider
the role played by language for the agent, the person who acts, even
though intention is not fully present to itself. The task of the feminist
translator is to consider language as a clue to the workings of gendered
agency. The writer is written by her language, of course. But the writing
of the writer writes agency in a way that might be different from that of
the British woman/citizen with the history of British feminism, focused
on the task of freeing herself from Britain’s imperial past, its often racist
present, as well as its “made in Britain” history of male domination.

Translation as reading

How does the translator attend to the specificity of the language she
translates? There is a way in which the rhetorical nature of every lan-
guage disrupts its logical systematicity. If we emphasize the logical at
the expense of these rhetorical interferences, we remain safe. “Safety”
is the appropriate term here, because we are talking of risks, of violence
to the translating medium. I felt that [ was taking those risks when I re-
cently translated some late eighteenth- century Bengali poetry. I quote
a bit from my “Translator’s Preface”:
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