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J5 

or i(ow/j4 
Lucille Kerr: There are those who say you are above 
all a short-story writer, and you yourself have said 
on various occasions that stories come out of you at 
a single gush, as if under the dictation of some kind 
of exorcism. Could you tell us something about that 
creative process? 

Julio Cortdzar: "Dictation" or "exorcism"; I have in 
fact used those terms to try to explain to myself why 
and how my writing of stories happens. Strangely 
enougfi, critical works published or written in the last 
few years about my stories have confirmed something 
which I could describe only from the outside, as a 
mere spectator. With surprise (at times with terror 
and even discouragement) I attend autopsies of my 
stories which seem to confirm the eruption, the tyr- 
anny, the pragmatism of the powers of the uncon- 
scious. When the analyses are Jungian (and to psy- 
choanalytic motivations are also added alchemy, the 
collective unconscious, astrology, and the whole rep- 
ertoire of magic) I must surrender, amazed, to the 
evidence. I am the author of practically none of my 
stories, barely the scribe who responded (we return 
to your own terms) to dictation and exorcism. Scribe 
of myself, but not I myself (the one who believed 
he had written a certain story that is such only on 
the surface); scribe of myself, but of a "myself" that 
is exorcising without knowing it some monster of the 
depths. In some cases I have had a clear conscious- 
ness of even the therapeutic value of some stories (I 
have spoken about this with regard to "Circe," which 
cured me of a neurosis); but the most I have man- 
aged to know when I write stories is that I had to 
write them with no manifest reasons. The effects, if 
there were any, showed themselves later. In recent 
years, nevertheless, reading the studies to which I 
allude above has ended up by depressing me, since, in 
the last analysis, they establish the total negation of 
the author's invention and freedom. Each name, each 
movement of the story, including every color or 
image goes back to an archetype, to an impulse of 
the unconscious. The most intransigent determinism 
seems to be the father of those creatures that I felt 
come into me as shapes of the imagination. That is 
why I tell myself that I have no right to sign them 

with my name, while the novels I claim without hesi- 
tating (although they are already beginning to make 
the floor slippery under my feet when it comes to 
Hopscotch and The Book of Manuel. . .). You will 
have detected some joking and gross exaggerations in 
all this, but, at the same time, that it is a serious mat- 
ter. I go on writing stories without any change in the 
process of creation, from Bestiario to the most recent 
collection, Octaedro. In a word: stories drop on me 
like Lovecarft's "color," they are something that 
comes down (or rises, of course) upon me, and there 
is nothing to do, except to write them, often not 
knowing how they are going to end. In the first pages 
of "The Secret Weapons," there is an allusion to a 
hunting rifle that will acquire meaning only at the 
end; and language quivers and hesitates at the be- 
ginning of "Blow Up," when I was totally unaware 
that there would be at the end an image with a 
screen that would begin trembling and moving. I 
have no fear of speaking about this, however incred- 
ible it may appear to pragmatic critics. I think that if 
I didn't obey the first impulse that leads me to begin 
writing (and which contains, without my knowing it, 
the totality of the story), the narrative genre wouldn't 
interest me. But up to now I had thought of myself 
as playing an active part, let's say an important one, 
in the execution and invention of each story. Each 
time critics put me before an interpretation that re- 
duces everything to archetypes, complexes and an- 
cestral obediences, I ask myself why the devil I sit 
down at the typewriter. It is useless to add that not 
even that seems to depend on me. By the time I 
realize it, the story is already in progress, the ball of 
thread quivers once again in the hands of Ariadne. 

Roberto Gonzdlez Echevarria: In spite of what you 
say about the short story, you have written novels. 
But, in these you opt for a fragmentation in the nar- 
rative-a method of assemblage of sundry frag- 
ments-which goes against not only what is tradition- 
ally conceived of as a novel, but also against some of 
the solutions that the avant-garde and the post-avant- 
garde gave to the famous crisis of the novel. Does 
the novelistic genre displease you as much as it does 
Borges? 

dicrltIcs / Winter 1974 

This content downloaded from 199.120.21.3 on Sun, 24 Mar 2013 11:07:13 AM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


85 
JC: It is not that important. It just so happens that 
I am not a long-distance runner, but a sprinter. When 
Garcia Mairquez or Vargas Llosa tell me in an after- 
dinner conversation about the total development of 
their next book, I feel a sort of vertigo, since it 
usually happens that at the same moment I am in the 
tenth chapter of a novel of whose exact continuation 
I haven't the slightest idea. This is precisely what 
leads me to doubt then, as I rashly affirmed in the 
preceding answer, that I have no more right to sign 
my novels than my stories. Perhaps, in the end, every- 
thing I write is dictated to me, including these lines 
which perhaps, under analysis, will turn out to be pro- 
jected by some narcissistic latency or neo-oedipal phase 
onto the surface of Diacritics. Seriously, I repeat that 
I believe I have more control over the novels than 
the stories, but at any rate, I am incapable of en- 
visioning them as a whole. I have already said how 
Hopscotch was born exactly in the middle (the chap- 
ter of the board and the following one, later re- 
moved), to go back subsequently to the part about 
Paris, and to mesh only much later with the char- 
acter already born and installed in the part about 
Buenos- Aires. In 62 [62 A Model Kit], only at the 
end did I find out that H6~1ne would be assassinated 
by Austin in the City, and nevertheless I believe that 
the structure of the novel was leading up to that 
point in a way that is much more defined than in the 
stories. I mean that although I may not have been 
aware of certain denouements, I already had the mo- 
saic set up, something which I believe has never hap- 
pened to me with a story. By saying mosaic, I am 
already giving you a sense of my technique. I don't 
know how to trace the long brush strokes that char- 
acterize the traditional novel, only the little pieces; 
the tiles of the mosaic join together little by little. 
And that does not mean that I dislike the novelistic 
genre like Borges or Valery. An ironic proof is that 
I began The Winners with the notorious sentence 
through which Valery wanted to show his total indif- 
ference for the novel. My problem is creative inca- 
pacity in the long-distance form of the great classic 
novel; but I have a very different idea of the genre 
and I believe that ten good one hundred meter dashes 
can be equivalent to a single thousand meter race, as 
long as they are articulated effectively. 

David I. Grossvogel: In so many stories of yours you 
describe what Sartre would call a "cas limite." How 
long will writers be able to go on writing like this? 
Are we nearing the end of literature? 

JC: Your question seems to be very pessimistic. Every 
time a writer arrives at what his time considers a 
"cas limite," it is not long before another appears 
who turns the limit into a point which is transcended. 
I believe, for example, that my stories are already this 
side of the limits reached in some of the stories of 
John Barth, and Barth's record will also fall one of 
these days, because literature cannot have an end; it 
is a process that does not go forward, toward a limit, 
but a sort of continuous leap in all directions, up, 
back, down, before, during, never, maybe, round, 
agitated, green . . . (Enough, Cronopio!) 1 

RGE: Doesn't the frankly ironic and even terrorist 

tone that you assume regarding literature (so differ- 
ent from Borges') in your books and personal state- 
ments conflict with the homage you pay literature 
(and which your readers pay it by reading you with 
devotion) every time you publish a book? Are we 
condemned to that ambivalence? 

JC: Yes, you are condemned, and damned if it mat- 
ters to me. Not only do I consider that which you 
call ambivalence the only hygiene possible in regard 
to literature as such, but in regard to the panorama 
of what we may call the Latin American attitude in 
these areas. In spite of the great progress of the last 
two decades, that attitude continues to be too pro- 
vincial and parochial, based on an absurd inferiority 
complex which, as always in those cases, tries to 
mask itself through the opposite attitude, that of an 
excessive affirmation of strength and autonomy. In 
literature, this position is usually translated as an 
overstressing, unswerving seriousness, language and 
theme clothed in tuxedos, and a privileged concept of 
an activity that persists up the anthill on which the 
Romantics placed it, for reasons that escape me. I 
know that I am exaggerating, and I too am a Roman- 
tic, and at times I climb up on my table to write 
certain texts. But I am sufficiently self-critical not to 
fall into the notion of literature as a closed system, 
which is still the case with many Latin American 
writers. If our books-and that is the great example 
of works like One Hundred Years of Solitude-are 
not porous, open to the immense capacity of our peo- 
ples for laughter, joking, great playful leaps, I main- 
tain that those books are not really serious. Because 
seriousness does not consist in denying humor but, 
precisely, in putting it into action with a finality that 
can be very serious. Look at this dangerous symptom: 
of all the contemporary writers of the Anglo-Saxon 
world (where humor is the best legacy that world 
has been able to give literature, and man) it happens 
that, in Latin America, the one who, without a doubt, 
has had the maximum influence since the 1940's has 
been William Faulkner, a writer of genius but who 
visibly lacks a sense of humor. This influence in our 
young novelists and story writers shows their dan- 
gerous tendency toward "tremendism." Only in the last 
few years can a reaction against that false assimila- 
tion of intentional seriousness be noted. For these 
reasons I have been and will be ironic, and even ter- 
rorist, as you say, when I am confronted with myself 
and with literature as a Latin American task. I am 
sorry, but when novels appear with titles like The 
Seals of the Apocalypse or The Pale Trap of Dawn, 
my first reaction is to laugh; maybe the authors were 
looking for exactly that, in which case I beg your 
pardon and I support them energetically. 

LK: In many of your texts (let's deal with the case of 
"Blow-Up," Hopscotch, and "The Pursuer," to name 
the most significant ones) there appears a meditation 
on the act of writing. An insistence on the impossi- 
bility of writing, of communicating something 

1 In Cortdzar's Cronopios and Famas (1962), the former 
are dreamy characters atuned to the other side of reality, 
whereas the latter are meticulously attached to everyday, 
prosaic reality. [Ed.] 
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through words, through a language which is reluc- 
tant to fulfill the function for which it is intended. 
What importance do you give to those reflections? 
How do you position yourself in regard to them? 
Does it seem inevitable to you that literature should 
result in reflections on its own nature? 

JC: It does not seem inevitable at all, especially 
among us, who, fortunately, are entering into history 
from all sides and have virgin territories to conquer 
not only in the geo-political camp, but also in the 
mental. At a time when all or almost all is yet to be 
written in our America, there is no reason to include 
oneself artificially at the end of a literary tradition 
and, like Alexandrians at the end of Greco-Latin 
antiquity, no need to dedicate oneself to writing 
about writing or searching in writing for that which 
the outside world has not yet managed to supply. I 
mean in no way that we are isolated (or, worse yet, 
that we should be) from the great world of literature. 
I think you know the little respect I have for nation- 
alisms, indigenisms and other isms, quipus, colored 
plumes, bagualas and exaltation of the ranch and 
mnate tea. But it is obvious that our best poets and 
narrators of these times are best precisely because, 
knowing and loving world literature, they find in 
their Latin American sphere an extremely rich field 
of action for their writing. A large part of Hopscotch, 
to give you an example that I know, takes place in 
Paris; but the exploration of that external and in- 
ternal Paris is carried out by a man, author or char- 
acter, who advances in his search with Latin Amer- 
ican zeal, with the instability of a puma or a storm, 
and not in the present French attitude that replaces 
the dynamic with a calm and slow discourse whose 
theme arises quite often from itself, like the thread 
from a ball of yarn. But be careful: the danger of 
thematicisi hangs around all our literary corners. 
The fact that we have an inexhaustible thematic 
wealth does not justify in any way that the writer 
neglect his own instrument, as occurs many times. It 
is one thing to have something to write about, and it 
is another to write well, and there is no need to stress 
that writing poorly is enough to kill what one was 
writing. I think that I am guilty, not of having medi- 
tated tirelessly on the act of writing, on the devices 
of writing, but of having written too many pages 
about something which I should have kept for my 
own personal use. A writer can never meditate 
enough on what he is doing or on how he is doing 
it; that is how he will discover that his weapons 
tend to turn against him, that his words betray him; 
that, precisely because in the end nothing can be 
said, one must keep on looking for the entrance way, 
the opening through which one might be able to 
utter it. But none of this ought to dry up the great 
sources of invention that surge forth from everything 
Latin America places before our eyes; none of this 
ought to give language the narcissistic possibility of 
wanting to be sufficient unto itself and its own theme. 

DIG: Some critics have spoken of your "metaphys- 
ics": do you consider yourself an author who offers 
or proposes ideas, or are you interested above all in 
creating an atmosphere, a character, a play of rela- 
tionships? 

JC: From my earliest childhood I was fascinated by 
philosophy, and I was even the fortunately unpub- 
lished author of a very long study on Plato's Par- 
menides. Soon, however, I found out that I was not 
born for philosophy as a discipline (just like I gave 
up chess, which fascinated me, to give myself wholly 
to poker). But I kept on reading books on meta- 
physics and on ontology, I ventured later into orien- 
tal thought (as is-too apparently-the case in Hop- 
scotch) and, before any phenomenal manifestation, I 
tend to place myself always in a metaphysical atti- 
tude, looking for other answers than those with which 
causality boringly provides us. After all, my sense of 
the fantastic, from where all my stories and many of 
my novels spring, is a sort of readiness that I might 
well call metaphysical. But from here to proposing 
ideas, there is the distance that goes from openness 
before the prosaic world of practical reason to the 
in-depth advance that a Hegel or a Heidegger can 
achieve. Curiously enough, I always jump from lit- 
erature to metaphysics; I mean that while I write a 
story or a novel, and I am living with my characters 
and being one or more of them, there are flashes of 
light, sudden experiences that emerge from the fiction 
and give it the sense that would escape me if I looked 
for it rationally. In that case I limit myself to search- 
ing through what happened in the very act of writing, 
and I have not forgotten that this happened all the 
time to Johnny Carter, the jazzman of "The Pur- 
suer"; things happened to him, and I had him say 
them in written form, after having listened to them 
with that inner ear that is at work in writing. 
LK: How would you situate your latest novel, The 
Book of Manuel, in the context of the literary/meta- 
physical/metaliterary undertaking of your earlier 
production, beginning with The Winners? To what 
point do you consider that this book approximates 
that linguistic and thematic freedom that you con- 
sider to be absent in Latin American literature? What 
other contemporary Latin American texts do you 
think come close to that ideal? 

JC: You are a sneak, you ask me three questions dis- 
guised as one alone. Besides, in the second of your 
questions you ascribe too radical a position to me in 
regard to the linguistic and thematic freedom of our 
literature, and we can start, and maybe finish right 
there. In the last few years that freedom has existed 
and manifested itself with more and more strength. 
I sincerely think that we still avoid certain thematic 
zones, that we treat them like privileged areas (espe- 
cially because deep down they are taboo areas, like 
eroticism; or game-playing as limitless exercises of 
the imagination). For a long time now my efforts 
have been to fight in myself that notion of the priv- 
ileged theme, and I think that in The Book of Man- 
uel I have succeeded, at the price of a hard struggle, 
to level a little more all the zones of the story, to 
deny its plurality and its differences. This is not fully 
realized, of course, but now there are many of us 
who move forward a little in that area that the 
French and the North Americans go through without 
a second thought, realizing of course that the main 
obstacle is linguistic, to the extent that writing re- 
flects inevitably the different levels in which con- 
sciously or unconsciously we locate our themes. If, 
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30 
upon entering into erotic areas, we write differently 
from the way we do when we feel more comfortable, 
our work tends to repeat the old molds and nothing 
has been gained. The other difficulty consists in not 
showing oneself to be too "natural" to obtain this 
"leveling," and exaggerating-as I know I have in 
Manuel and in other books whose writing I once 
labeled as "hairy." It is quite clear that all this comes 
before literature, that it responds to our bad heritage 
and traditions, to our cheap machismo. But the 
change-at least on the level of writing-has been 
considerable in the second half of the century, and I 
consider it as revolutionary and as full of positive 
perspectives for us as the open usage of our idiomatic 
modalities against the absurd conservatism of educa- 
tional systems and academies of the language. 

LK: You have said, speaking of your literary evolu- 
tion, that you began writing poetry and then moved 
over to the more arduous and difficult medium of 
narrative prose. Could you comment on that state- 
ment? 

JC: I don't remember ever using the terms "more 
arduous and difficult," because I have a very demand- 
ing notion of poetry (for others more than for my- 
self, some respectable critics maintain-what can you 
do?); and if I did use them, that day the wine must 
have been one of those that goes to your head easily. 
I think simply that the great poetry of our time is 
above all lyric, while the prose narrative can, and 
even ought to, include the lyric and all the rest, and 
that rest is nothing less than man in history, especial- 
ly in our America that only now is beginning to have 
literature of the magnitude that it deserves. In my 
childhood I won the scholarship that allowed me to 
go to France thanks to a work in which I tried to 
demonstrate the penetrating, although often secret 
eruption of poetry in narrative prose, not in the form 
of "poetic" novels, but as a central attitude that in- 
forms the writer's fictions; and when I went about 
writing my books, I felt certain that only such a cen- 
tral attitude would let me attain the goals set. It is 
useless to say that I admire any good "realistic" 
story or novel (I mean essentially a prosaic story, one 
based on the generating mechanism peculiar to 
prose), and I am not giving prescriptions. But in the 
list of books that I would take to that famous desert 
island, imaginative works with a poetic impulse are 
in an overwhelming majority. A book like Paradiso, by 
Lezama Lima, for example. And since we are on this 
difficult problem, one that cannot be dealt with in a 
few sentences, let me tell you something that seems 
connected to it and that I have never seen treated 
by our critics. Doesn't it seem to you that Latin 
American literature lacks imagination? When I use 
the work I mean, inter alia, invention, fantasy, a rad- 
ical take off, creation more than recreation. If you 
think of the fifty or one hundred prose works that 
you prefer, you can figure for yourself how many of 
them succeed in inventing a world, even a small 
world, a little forest or a night of dancing, anything 
so long as it is really invented (and that is something 
one feels, although it may have nothing to do with 
the fantastic; one feels it like an aura, like the pres- 
ence of poetry in the middle of the materiality of 

things). I told you that humor seems to me one of 
the surest ways of showing things that are serious: I 
believe, similarly, that the better one invents, the 
more one hits the bulls' eye2 of what is real; and 
here, the best example among us is Garcia Mairquez, 
that man who invents that which exists. I believe, for 
myself and for the rest, that in general we are men- 
tally lazy, and that the Edisons of literature do not 
abound in Latin America, while they swarm in the 
Anglo-Saxon world to the point that it has come to 
contemplate them almost with indifference, as if uni- 
corns went out for their food in Picadilly or Wash- 
ington Square. Did you know that, in spite of what 
I am saying, I hate so-called science-fiction? It bores 
me terribly, but from time to time I read some of it 
and I have to admit, with melancholy, that the imag- 
ination that has made it possible would be enough 
for a hundred Latin American books, keeping in mind 
the proportion in which the latter employs it. I 
think for example of The Left Hand of Darkness, by 
Ursula K. Le Guin, a book at times wordy and bor- 
ing, but certainly brilliant in its ability to create a 
world that expels the reader violently from his usual 
parameters, forces him to see himself suddenly as 
one who would not recognize himself in the mirror. 
Whenever we decide to use our imaginations more 
(but not in science fiction, dear friends!) we will 
have taken another step in the long march that leads 
towards our full self-realization. 

RGE: A theme which is obsessive-or at least it has 
been-for the Latin American writer has been that 
of nationalism. On the level of literary creation, what 
sense does the concept of national literature have 
for you-who have been in Europe more than twenty 
years-both in terms of your own country and in the 
broader context of Latin America? 

JC: A very clear sense, that of our very identity. 
Through the bridge of our literature we are coming 
to know each other more and more, contrary to what 
happens with abominable political nationalisms that 
try to make us enemies. As opposed to the fragmen- 
tation of naive patriotisms that allow themselves to 
be manipulated by the imperialistic machine of the 
country where Diacritics is published, literary nation- 
alism allows an Argentine to know and feel what is 
Mexican without having ever been in Jalapa, as is 
precisely my case. But the fact is that, in this in- 
stance, to be a nationalist consists simply in being 
faithful to that which is national, in having it enter 
into literature at the rate in which the latter enters 
in its own country and in the rest. The times are 
over when a Glory of Don Ramiro was written by 
an Argentine who wanted as a supreme triumph to be 
admired in Spain. A Bolivian or a Guatemalan knows 
today that only by being faithful to what is his can 
he get the undefinable key that will follow him to 
open other doors, at home and in the world. 

RGE: Since literary histories will, and criticism al- 
ready does, link you inevitably with Borges, what re- 

2 "Blanco de la realidad"-besides bullseye, blanco also 
means "blank" and "white" in Spanish. [Ed.] 
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lationship do you feel between his work and your 
own? 

JC: The question is not new, and it tires me to an- 
swer it again in detail. Being Argentines, Borges and 
I share part of what determines a literature: climates, 
flavors, memories, words, ways of being, defects, im- 
possibilities, nostalgias, Corrientes Street and the 
suburbio, the way of ordering a drink in a bar or 
preferring any cuisine to the German. Ten years 
younger than Borges, that small difference in my age 
was very large in the 1940's, and if I had not under- 
stood the true lesson which he gave the rest of us 
younger writers, I would have run the fatal risk of 
being his disciple, a form of suicide that finished 
many people. I probably had more luck than merit, 
as often happens in boxing and in love. Something 
told me that it was enough to understand why Borges 
wrote as he was doing then, and that all the rest was 
unnecessary. When I saw clearly into that relentless 
alchemy, when I measured the economy of a work 
at absolute counterpoint to our heritage and tenden- 
cies, I went off down my own road, carrying with 
me that lesson but without touching his labyrinths or 
his metaphysics; and on the first corner I saw, smok- 
ing quietly and waiting for me, Roberto Arlt. 

RGE: In your literature you have identified yourself 
with the youth movement that-in Paris in 1968, in 
the United States in the last ten years-has dictated 
a certain mode of rebellion, and at the same time 
you have identified yourself with causes of the left- 
the Cuban Revolution, for example-that have a 
style, at least, that is quite different. Do you still 
believe today, after the last Padilla Affair, after what 
happened in Chile, that those identifications are com- 
patible? In this context, how are we to interpret your 
recent trip to New York? 

JC: It will be useful to make clear that I never iden- 
tified things so different as the Cuban Revolution and 
the French youth movement of 1968. At the same 
time I understood that one could support both 
processes to the extent that above or below the differ- 
ences there was a common hope in what came to be 
called "the new man." You know that, today, I add 
to that double allegiance the one which I owe the 
democratic Chilean people, for whom there is so 
much that must be done and fought for. My recent 
trip to New York gave me an opportunity to coor- 
dinate activities being carried out in France with 
those being carried out in the United States, all of 
them aimed at combating the monstrous dictatorship 
of the Chilean military junta. One of these activities 
will be a cultural encounter which will take place in 
Paris at the beginning of next year, in which the par- 
ticipation of anti-Fascist North Americans will be 
invaluable. 

RGE: In "The Southern Thruway" there is a vision, 
very common in your work, of an apocalypse pro- 
voked by modern society, and at the same time a 
hope, frustrated at the end of the story, that man 
will survive by drawing upon reserves of solidarity 
and love. Why this pessimistic ending? 

JC: Perhaps you have noticed in my non-literary 
texts that I am an optimistic man, and if I believe 
in a Socialist ideology it is precisely for that reason: 
because of a profound conviction in the liberation 
and the disalienation of humanity. At the same time, 
it is true that my stories are almost all pessimistic, 
especially the one you cite. Could it be one more 
proof that I am not a "conscious" author? At any 
rate, I am glad that the areas are so clearly de- 
limited, and that they are given in that form: imagine 
what an abominable thing it would be to write a 
happy and optimistic literature, and deep inside to 
be convinced that humanity is doomed to failure and 
servitude. Because, by the way, pessimism leads to 
Fascism in politics, and what multiplies my faith 
and my hope in Socialism is that it constitutes the 
diurnal and solar side of the spirit, although neither 
you nor I are oblivious to the frequent clouds that 
darken that sky. 

RGE: No one who has read Breton's Nadja could 
help notice in the protagonist qualities which appear 
later in La Maga, in Hopscotch. And there are in 
that novel commentaries and dispersed meditations 
on Surrealism (as well as in other texts of yours). 
What impact has Surrealism had on you? 

JC: A decisive and tremendous impact, by way of 
Antonin Artaud, Rene Crevel, and Aragon, not to 
mention the infinite Surrealistic cronopios avant la 
lettre, like Lichtenberg, Alfred Jarry and Lewis Car- 
roll. The Surrealist attitude continues to seem capital 
to me to the extent that it does not turn itself into 
mere literary application, as occurred with a good 
part of the coterie led by Andre Breton. That attitude 
is a little the "I believe because it is absurd" of 
Tertulian, it is a total openness to the a-rythmia of 
reality, its exceptions and its illogicalities. Why can 
an "absurd" phrase such as "elephants are con- 
tagious" awaken a more penetrating echo than the 
statement that elephants are pachiderms? Federico 
Garcia Lorca (I am quoting from memory) defined 
himself as "a wounded pulse that stalks things from 
the other side." That other side of things, those soft 
clocks in the time of man, those stone clouds of 
Magritte, those nude girls in the railroad stations 
of Paul Delvaux-and the Snark, don't forget the 
Snark that turned out in the end to be a Boojum: 
there you have a synthesis of the attitude that leads 
me to write within a perspective of total fracturing 
of what is conventional, what is fixed, always look- 
ing for certain doors and, above all, certain exits. 

LK: What contacts have you had over the years of 
residency in France with the groups and tendencies 
based in Paris? What contacts do you have now? 

JC: Nothing in terms of "groups" or "tendencies," 
except our political struggle. In Argentina, I already 
had illo tempore, the reputation of being a lone wolf, 
which did not change in Europe. I prefer a friend to 
friendships, a dialogue to a get-together. I must be 
very selfish, my door is locked, I do not answer the 
telephone. Behind that door I try to write books that 
are meant for all, and that is my best means of feel- 
ing in contact with my fellow man. When I was in 
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Argentina two years ago, I spent my time getting to- 
gether with groups of young people to talk about 
politics and books, but, again, literary groups do not 
interest me, for in all Latin America (and the rest 
of the world, I suppose) they spend the best part of 
their time bickering among themselves. One hour of 
conversation with an intelligent person, or with a 
mad cronopio, is worth all the congresses of writers 
on earth. 

LK: How do you react to the criticism of your work? 
Is the disdain real that you have shown at times for 
academic work, or do you concede to the critic a 
more elevated status than the one suggested by the 
ambiguous position of the artist and the writer in 
"The Pursuer"? That story suggests that the distance 
between the creative act and that of the critic is 
problematic for both; does it seem so to you? How 
do you see your own critical works? 

JC: Good question, Lucille, because there is a mis- 
understanding in this matter. It is true I have no es- 
teem for what you call "academic work," but we 
should understand each other as to the meaning of 
the first word. If you give it its proper value as the- 
oretical work, generally inside a university frame- 
work, then not only do I desire it, but it tends to 
give me useful lessons, to reveal shortcomings and 
impossibilities, or to show me success that encour- 
ages me. But in Spanish, you know, "academic" 
usually means sclerosis as well, the stiff collar, la 
petite bite, the interminable recounting of the leaves 
of the trees without ever seeing the tree itself, in its 
profound being-and on that plane my indifference 
is total. When in a critical work I only note a clas- 
sificatory mania, a search for influences, what I once 
called "The Investigation of the Present Participle in 
Tirso de Molina," then I close the book or the mag- 
azine, it is done with, and on to the next thing. But 
in the last few years I can tell you that criticism 
about me has given me capital lessons, it has shown 
me things that a writer cannot see for himself, that 
total vision of a work and its deep constants that 
escape me because of my intellectual incapacity for 
synthesis-whatever you want to call it. I believe 
that the criticism of Latin American writers moves 
hand in hand with their creation, with the same gains 
and losses. On the one hand, the journalistic book- 
reviews keep disguising their triviality, and almost al- 
ways their resentment, beneath a language that pre- 
tends to be profound. On the other hand there are 
critics who worked slowly and passionately in the 
deciphering of a work, and they do not resemble in 
the slightest Bruno in "The Pursuer." As far as my 
own critical works, they are pure amateurism, and 
you know that I do not suffer from false modesty. I 
declare myself guilty of not having followed literally 
the good advice of Bartrina: 

If you want to be happy as you say, 
Don't analyze, my boy, don't analyze. 

(But so that you may know better my many ambiv- 
alences, you do not know how happy it makes me to 
have written, years ago, a long essay on Paradiso, 
which, in its day was useful for many things, some 
of them not just literary ...) . 

DIG: Are you satisfied with what Antonioni elab- 
orated, based on your story "Blow-Up"? Why? 

JC: Oh, oh, this story has been told many times, my 
friend, and I will reduce it to few words. Blow-Up is 
for me Antonioni's best movie, because we agreed 
that he would use only an underlying idea in my 
story and from there he was on his own. Indifferent 
to the fantastic, Antonioni would have felt bound 
by a more faithful adaptation, and the results would 
have probably been inferior. Proceeding as we did, 
our respective strengths reinforced rather than neu- 
tralized each other, it seems to me. Of course the guy 
made me suffer like a mother, because thousands of 
Latin American readers cried out against the "be- 
trayal" of a writer whom they appreciated, and I had 
to spend years defending Michelangelo in interviews 
and irate interpolations. What a life.. 

DIG: I suppose that you have been read more in 
translation than in Spanish. Does it seem to you that 
there is in this a linguistic, or perhaps sociological 
loss? 

JC: In order to answer the question I would need 
an electronic calculator, but on the whole, I would 
say that I have been read more in my own language 
than in translation-but I could be mistaken. Ac- 
tually, I guide myself by the criticism and correspon- 
dence I receive, and it is obvious that the Poles, the 
English, and the Swedes do not bother themselves 
too much over keeping me in touch with their 
opinions. In regard to a linguistic loss, it is obvious: 
every translation is a basic acceptance of defeat, a 
better-than-nothing (do not forget that I have al- 
ways earned my living as a translator and I know the 
job inside out). What I do not believe is that there 
is a "sociological loss": what would I have been if 
I had not read Homer in Spanish, Dos oievski in 
English, Catullus in Italian, Plato in French? 

RGE: You must be tired after such a long interview. 
Who gives the answers in it? Does the Cortaizar who 
emerges from your fictional texts satisfy you, or do 
you believe it necessary to submit him to certain 
corrections? 

JC: As for being tired, I am, but I believe I should 
answer intelligent and sensitive questions (don't 
blush) because they cover angles, crevices, holes, that 
the work in itself does not always manage-to give to 
its readers. I think I answer as Julio Cortizar, to the 
extent that he can know himself. I do not doubt that 
Jekyll sometimes takes the place of Hyde, or vice 
versa, and that like every human creature, I am a 
hodgepodge of contradictions. In any case you have 
my word of honor (how medieval we still are: word 
of honor!) that aside from corrections of form, what 
I give you has been written directly on a Coronet 
Electric typewriter, a notable product of Smith- 
Corona, which types so fast that it doesn't let you 
lie, since, for the most part, it doesn't even let you 
think. 

(Translated by Jonathan Tittler) 
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