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Thomas sat down and looked at the sea. He remained motionless for a time,
as if he had come there to follow the movements of the other swimmers and,
although the fog prevented him from seeing very far, he stayed there, obsti-
nately, his eyes fixed on the bodies floating with difficulty. Then, when a more
powerful wave reached him, he went down onto the sloping sand and slipped
among the currents, which quickly immersed him. The sea was calm, and
Thomas was in the habit of swimming for long periods without tiring. But today
he had chosen a new route. The fog hid the shore. A cloud had come down
upon the sea and the surface was lost in a glow which seemed the only truly
real thing. Currents shook him, though without giving him the feeling of being
in the midst of the waves and of rolling in familiar elements. The conviction that
there was, in fact, no water at all made even his effort to swim into a frivolous
exercise from which he drew nothing but discouragement. Perhaps he should
only have had to get control of himself to drive away such thoughts, but his eye
found nothing to cling to, and it seemed to him that he was staring into the void
with the intention of finding help there. It was then that the sea, driven by the
wind, broke loose. The storm tossed it, scattered it into inaccessible regions;
the squalls turned the sky upside down and, at the same time, there reigned a
silence and a calm which gave the impression that everything was already de-
stroyed. Thomas sought to free himself from the insipid flood which was invad-
ing him. A piercing cold paralyzed his arms. The water swirled in whirlpools.
Was it actually water? One moment the foam leapt before his eyes in whitish
flakes, the next the absence of water took hold of his body and drew it along
violently. His breathing became slower; for a few moments he held in his mouth
the liquid which the squalls drove against his head: a tepid sweetness, strange
brew of a man deprived of the sense of taste. Then, whether from fatigue or for
an unknown reason, his limbs gave him the same sense of foreignness as the
water in which they were tossed. This feeling seemed almost pleasant at first.
As he swam, he pursued a sort of revery in which he confused himself with the
sea. The intoxication of leaving himself, of slipping into the void, of dispersing
himself in the thought of water, made him forget every discomfort. And even
when this ideal sea which he was becoming ever more intimately had in tum
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become the real sea, in which he was virtually drowned, he was not moved as
he should have been: of course, there was something intolerable about swim-
ming this way, aimlessly, with a body which was of no use to him beyond think-
ing that he was swimming, but he also experienced a sense of relief, as if he
had finally discovered the key to the situation, and, as far as he was concerned,
it all came down to continuing his endless journey, with an absence of organ-
ism in an absence of sea. The illusion did not last. He was forced to roll from
one side to the other, like a boat adrift, in the water which gave him a body to
swim. What escape was there? To struggle in order not to be carried away by
the wave which was his arm? To go under? To drown himself bitterly in him-
self? That would surely have been the moment to stop, but a hope remained,;
he went on swimming as if, deep within the restored core of his being, he had
discovered a new possibility. He swam, a monster without fins. Under the giant
microscope, he turned himself into an enterprising mass of cilia and vibrations.
The temptation took on an entirely bizarre character when he sought to slip
from the drop of water into a region which was vague and yet infinitely precise,
a sort of holy place, so perfectly suited to him that it was enough for him to be
there, to be; it was like an imaginary hollow which he entered because, before
he was there, his imprint was there already. And so he made a last effort to fit
completely inside. It was easy; he encountered no obstacles; he rejoined him-
self; he blended with himself, entering into this place which no one else could
penetrate.

At last he had to come back. He found his way easily and his feet touched bot-
tom at a place which some of the swimmers used for diving. The fatigue was
gone. He still had a humming in his ears and a burning in his eyes, as might be
expected after staying too long in the salt water. He became conscious of this
as, turning toward the infinite sheet of water reflecting the sun, he tried to tell
in which direction he had gone. At that point, there was a real mist before his
sight, and he could pick out absolutely anything in this murky void which his
gaze penetrated feverishly. Peering out, he discovered a man who was swim-
ming far off, nearly lost below the horizon. At such a distance, the swimmer
was always escaping him. He would see him, then lose sight of him, though he
had the feeling that he was following his every move: not only perceiving him
clearly all the time, but being brought near him in a completely intimate way,
such that no other sort of contact could have brought him closer. He stayed a
long time, watching and waiting. There was in this contemplation something
painful which resembled the manifestation of an excessive freedom, a freedom
obtained by breaking every bond. His face clouded over and took on an unu-
sual expression.




at least in their origins to those of true mimicry) phenomena some of
which | have reported above.

[...]

Recourse to the magical tendency in the search for the similar can only,
however, be an initial approximation, and it is advisable to take account
of it in its turn. The search for the similar would seem to be a means,
if not an intermediate stage. Indeed the end would appear to be an
assimilation to the surroundings. Here instinct completes morphology:
the Kallima places itself symmetrically on a real leaf, the appendage on
its hind wings in the place that a real petiole would occupy; the Oxydia
alights at right angles to the end of a branch because the arrangement
of the spot representing the middle veining requires it; the Clolia, Bra-
zillian butterflies, position themselves in a row on small stalks in such
a way to represent bell flowers, in the manner of a sprig of lily of the
valley, for example. It is thus a real remptation by space.

[...]

I know where I am, but I do not feel as though I'm at the spot where I find
myself. To [those schizophrenic subjects] space seems to be a devour-
ing force. Space pursues them, encircles them, digests them in a gigan-
tic phagocytosis. It ends by replacing them. Then the body separates
itself from thought, the individual breaks the boundary of his skin and
occupies the other side of his senses. He tries to look at himself from
any point whatever in space. He feels himself becoming space, dark
space where things cannot be put. He is similar, nor similar to something,
but just similar. And he invents spaces of which he is “the convulsive
possession.”

All of these expressions shed light on a single process: depersonalisa-
tion by assimilation to space, i.e., what mimicry achieves morphological-
ly in certain species. The magical hold (one can truly call it so without
doing violence to the language) of night and obscurity, the fear of the
dark, probably also has its roots in the peril in which it puts the oppo-
sition between the organism and the milieu.

Minkowski’s analyses are invaluable here: darkness is not the mere ab-
sence of light; there is something positive about it. While light space is
eliminated by the materiality of objects, darkness is “filled,” it touches
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the individual directly, envelops him, penetrates him, and even passes
through him: hence “the ego is permeable for darkness while it is not so
for light”; the feeling of mystery that one experiences at night would
not come from anything else. Minkowski likewise comes to speak of
dark space and almost a lack of distinction between the milieu and
the organism: “Dark space envelops me on all sides and penetrates
me much deeper than light space, the distinction between inside and
outside and consequently the sense organs as well, insofar as they are
designed for external perception, here play only a totally modest role.”

The assimilation to space is necessarily accompanied by a decline in
the feeling of personality and life. It should be noted in any case that
in mimetic species the phenomenon is never carried out except in a
single direction: the animal mimics the plant, leaf, flower, or thorn, and
dissembles or ceases to perform its function in relation to others. Life
takes a step backward.
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