
H.U.O.: W lial l)Ook are vou workiug' oa 

now? 

N.S. : I have jiist finished a book. Oiirrez 

(Opcii), and now 1 ani woi'king" nn a piece 

for radio. Ir s a kind oí pause, ari 

interlude that 1 have belween books. 

H.U.O.: So tlie radio is periplieral work 

for yon? 

N.S. : No, il 's an ensamble: it's a whole. I 

hardly ever re-read uiv books: 1 let myself 

go. I let mvself go because of tlie need to 

look for a new form. 

H.Li.O.: A short wiiilc ago 1 read a 

critique ifial relates vour iheatre to that 

of lonesco or Beckett.. 

N.S. : 1 like lonesco and Beckett a great 

deal. lint thcir sensihilities are very 

diffei'eiu ínjuí mine. 

H.U.O.: One can't sav that yoiir theatre is 

anti-theatre. . . 

N.S. : It's theatre. As soon as a novel isn't 

like (he usual novéis, ihev say it's aiiti-

novel. Why anti? It's a novel, it's theatre. 

H.U.O.: Was it irnportant for vou to altei-

the rules of theatre? 

N.S. : No. Tin not interested in doing less 

well whal others have already done 

adinirably. 1 prefer to do soniething 

personal, even if it's not so good. 

Olherwise it 's not interesting. what 's 

iinportanl is lia\ ing a feeling of one s 

own... 

H.U.O.: Even with regard to the historv 

ol the theatre. doesn t it seem ¡ni|)ortaiit 

to vou to eslablish a connection? 

N.S. : I never tliink of what was dojie 

before, or whal it w ill be possible to do 

al'terwards. I anr siiliiiieiged in sonielhing 

ihal I try lo catcli. 

n . L . O . : ' íhen it's the presenl'r' 

N.S.: It s whal aroiises iiiv enthiisiasm. 

what interests me. I have ne \cr iheorised 

ahoiit whal ihe iheaire slioiild he. or 

whal other peojile do... TMK character as 

siicli docsn t exisl. huí inerelv carries ihe 

niovement. W bal icalK pla \s a parí is 

ihese internal movemenl^ thal I ha\"e 

called "Iroiiisin ": it's ihat what counts. 1 

assign the se.\. for e.\ani|jle. (|uite 

arbitrarily because that concerns 

everyhoily. 1 write an "M'' or a "W" for 

ihe radio hecatise it's necessarv lo 

diíh>reiit¡ate between the voices. 

H.U.O.: That s giviug soniething a nanie 

without i-eally uaniing it. 

N.S. : ^'es. I ihink thal happens wilh 

people of both se.xes and nearly all ages. 

H.U.O.: You said. 'T never imagine mv 

characters specificallv, I onlv hear their 

voices." 

N.S. : Yes. that ' s true. W'heii Barrault 

staged a play. he used to say, ' 'He's a 

man of what age? ,30? 1 have no idea." 

It s an awareness in which tfiings happen. 

H.U.O.: Could you tell me about the 

famoiis ellipsis in vour plavs? 

N.S. : It s for rhvthm. rhe\ ' are imfiíiish 

sentences. Thev niustn' t be read too 

quicklv. And more often because the 

sentence needn ' t be ended grammatically. 

1 look for the word, the feeling, but I 

don 1 say to invself, "You are a good 

w oinan in the act of writing. ' ' I don' t 

think of myself. 1 l'orget myself. 

H.U.O.: (nlles Deleuze used to say, 

"being in the midst of things but at the 

centre of i io lhing ' . 

N.S. : riiat 's l)eaiiliful. it's good.. 

H.U.O.: flould you lalk to ine about vour 

beginnings as a wriler?. 

N.S. : I started by writing a piece tha l 

seeined alive lo me. it didn ' t appear to 

me to resemble anMhin<; ihat was be ins 

done at the time. 1 thought that one could 

no longer write the iraditioua! iioxcis: ii 

was one of ihe first tropisins. I have done 

nior(\ in which the characters didn't play 

miich ol a |)ait, and their h-elings were 

rather iip in the air - ¡ust some basic 

sii|)porl. So 1 called them ••tropisms" 

because they were moxcments caused by 

someone else. 
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H.U.Ü.: Bel'üre wridijg a iiu\el, is there 

aiiy preparatoi'v research? 

N.S . : Of course. I alwavs liave notebooks. 

in wliicli I ¡ol (lown all llu'.se iiHiveinents. 

I work slowlv. 

II.U.O.: Is this work aii aiiialgamaTioii oí 

all tlie.se mo\'einentsr' 

N.S. : No. ii s iiot an aiiialgaiiiatioii. Il 

develops in accordaiice witli a particiilai' 

theme, a |)articular liiie. One niiisl have a 

theme bel'ore starting a novek 

II.U.O.: Yon sa\ tliai vour arl is a 

cliaiige., a Iransl'oi'inalion. Is it. in fact, a 

non-static nolion of the work? 

N.S . : Ir. s die feeling oi' niovement tliat 

interests me; il's the tliing in the ])roeess 

of clianging aiiii iiio\ iiig - nol ariylliing 

stable. Tliere are great masterpieces wiih 

static objeets and eharacters, but whal 

interests me is seeing things moxing. 

finding out where the>' are going... 

H.U.O.: Manv artisls liavc rcfei'i'cd lo 

voin' work, bccanse piaslie ai1 has 

transcended static woi'k. Gcrard Richter 

has said. in a general way. ihal iid'ormal 

arl could be cxcix lliiiig llial iiicludes 

chance and movemenl ihroiigh change, 

whieh in a sciise connlcr-balaiices the 

constructive (|iialily o !' lile classic age. Is 

your work infoiinal in dial sense?. 

N.S. : I liopí- so. Whal is inlercsling is ihal 

wliii'li is in a process of gestation. h s a 

sort of perpelnal presen!. 

II.U.O.: I l ia\c ihc iiiipression llial all 

your work is in Iropisms. 

N.S. : That ' s irue. It seeiiis to me that 

that 's where 1 started. Afterwards I 

developed il clscw liere. l i s invisible 

iTioveinent. Tropisins come from a 

feeling, in the same way that one writes a 

first poem. 

H.U.O.: And liefore diis first book in 1932, 

yon liad never written anylliing else? 

N.S. : Never. Except for the convenlional 

exercises at the Sorbonne. 

II.U.O.: Your work has been associated 

willi ibe iiew novel. Sartre eveii 

associaled il witli llie anti-novel. 

N.S. : \\ bal s llie anli-novel? A novel is a 

Irec iliing. Anli? Tha t sonnds like saviiig 

dial novéis liave a specific form. Tbere 

aren t anv. If I llave written like tlial, it's 

a novel, a work in pi'ose: i'ni not against 

novéis. 

II.U.O,: Where does your work sland in 

relalion to classical novelsV Sai'lre said 

dial lo a ci'rtain extenl you preserved the 

appearance ol a novel, siicli as, for 

cxaiuple lile l ')tli-century novel. 

N.S. : No. I iloii I lliiiik so. Tlial seeins lo 

me like a work in prose witb llie form of 

a novel, but it doesn't have the iiiliigne, 

or eharacters, of anv parti('iilar kiiid. 

riial doesn't mean llial I don I admire 

Balzac or Doslove\skv eiiorniously. It 

doesn'l mean anything, but things 

change. They have to change. 

II.U.O.: Are there wrilers wliom xoii l'eel 

<'lose lo? 

N.S. : Shakespeare. Dairte. Dostovevsky, 
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Kafka. Balzac's way of writing was 

necessary at the time, but one can't write 

like Balzac anymore. If one copies, that 

would be plagiary. 

H.U.O.: Roland Barthes once said that 

being modern means being what is no 

longer possible. 

N.S.: If it's not possible I can't do it; I 

think it's difficult but it inust be possible. 

I believe it has always been like that; 

everv centurv has its difficulties. 

H.U.O.: In 1936 you were an activist on 

behalf of women's right to vote... 

N.S.: Onlv Swiss and French women 

didn't have the right to vote, and it was 

de GauUe who gave it to them on 

returning from England. I was in favour 

of equality, I have never liad anything to 

do with politics. 

H.U.O.: Did you have any otlier 

connections with the feminist movement? 

N.S.: I have mainly been taken up with 

literature, but within inyself I have 

always been for absolute equality. Mv 

writing is not committed to any cause, I 

have been busy with my tropisms, 

Everything is there, in this internal 

movement, right up to my last book. 

Seeking something other than what has 

already been done, even by you yourself. 

H.U.O.: How would you define 

"Tropisms"? 

N.S.: They are the internal movements 

that are not govemed by your will. They 

just happen within you. I have felt them. 

It's possible that you can't define them, 

but thev are made inside vou, you feel 

them. Without being in the least 

organised, they are made inside you. In 

my latest play that is now running, well, 

that's good...; in the interval there is 

something that's unpleasant for the other 

person, something indefinite, well it's just 

that, a tropism. 

H.U.O.: And "That's Good", is that the 

title? 

N.S.: No, the title is Pour un oui ou pour 

un non (For a Yes or for a No). 

H.U.O.: Does contemporary language 

influence you? 

N.S.: No, I only work with languages that 

I know well. There are always new 

languages; I am only interested in my 

own. You know, today's language will no 

doubt appear outdated in twenty years' 

time, but I don't really know what 

"outdated" means. Has something 

superceded the language of Balzac or 

Dostoyevsky? No, nothing. It's their 

language that we need. It's an absolute 

need. 

If you reproduce Balzac's language, 

that amounts to academising, to copying. 

You have to find your own language, 

which enables you to use forms that don't 

yet exist; that's what's interesting. 

H.U.O.: You have often mentioned Le 

Planétaríum (The Planetarium). How did 

it come into existence? 

N.S.: It's a false universe, a copy of the 

real world; do you know what a 

planetarium is? It's false stars that 

imítate the great sky outside, but it's 

enclosed and man-made. 

H.U.O.: Have the lecture cvcles that 

started in 1959 been important to vou? 

N.S.: Yes. I like dialogue a lot, talking to 

young people, even if we don't alwavs 

agree. 

H.U.O.: In his theory of chaos, Prigogine 

talks about the non-equilibrium process. 

He shows that according to the classical 

rules of science there are rules and 

certaiiitv, whereas science in this centurv 

is plunged into uncertaintv - an ever -

greater uncertaintv. 

N.S.: I am in a constant state of 

uncertainty; I think that perhaps this 

word is able to get hold of feeling. I do 

everything I can because words do not 

kill feeling. 

H.U.O.: Prigogine talks about time as a 

basic existential dimensión... 

N.S.: Everything I write is in a present 

that moves. 

N.S.: Can one talk about the present as a 

whirlwind? 

N.S.: Whirlwind would perhaps be a little 

strong; the present moves at a rather slow 

pace. 

H.U.O.: Your books appear to talk about 

non-linearity, Our history is linear and 

Manuel de Landa shows that our history 

is more often non-linear; it is free of riaid 
o 

theology and also free of a naive notion 

of progress... 

N.S.: I don't even understand what 

progress means. I don't see what progress 

there was between Virgil and Kafka; 

there was change... 



H.U.O.: Can you talk to me about your 

1983 book on childhood? 

N.S.: Again, it's just tropisms. 

H.U.O.: So it wasn't a book on 

childhood? 

N.S.: I hope not... there are two 

characters, two consciences... one corrects 

the other. 

H.U.O.: Is the book autobiographical? 

N.S.: Not at all; first uf all because that 

would have involved people that I don't 

want to involve in it. 

H.U.O.: Butor said that all characters are 

potential novelists... 

N.S.: No, because three-quarters of the 

time they are not aware. 

H.U.O.: How do you view this notion of a 

peripheral character? 

N.S.: They can become important or not. 

A young woman whom you have noticed 

because she has beautiful golden locks 

can become the centre of your life. 

H.U.O.! As there is no hierarchy in your 

plays, are all the characters equally 

important? 

N.S.: I never write narrative, or any story 

where you want to know what's going to 

happen. 

H.U.O.: Especially in Icií 

N.S.: In all my work. 

H.U.O.: Does this disappearance of 

narrative mean that genres are also 

abolished? 

N.S.: I do that because narrative bores 

me... With regard to tropisms, one is on 

neutral ground, and everyone feels theni 

as I do - men as well; at this level there's 

no question of sex. m 

H.U.O.: How would you define the 

present? 

N.S.: One doesn't feel the present; in 

order to judge it one must leave it; if one 

does experience it, there is no 

conciousness; it escapes us... 

H.U.O.: I felt very strongly the need of 

seizing the present in Lesfruits d'or (The 

Golden Fruits). Is it the possibility of an 

impossibility? 

N.S.: One can reconstruct the present; the 

present only counts when it has past... 

But then it's no longer the present. 

H.U.O.: You have said that in your 

writing we are more in the relative than 

in the absolute. Is there a cormection 

between this and the theory of relativity? 

N.S.: There's here's no explicit 

connection with scientific theories; I only 

work with my feelings. 

N.S.: Everything is important - that 

depends on what one does with it. The 

reader must coUaborate. 

H.U.O.; So does the reader do at least 

half the work? 

N.S.: Yes, you know it was Valéry who 

wrote about the muse, "It depends on you 

whether I £mi tomb or treasure... Friend, 

don't enter without desire." 

H.U.O.: Were there any witnesses of your 

first books? 

N.S.: My husband; he gave me enormous 

support... 

H.U.O.: In Ici (Here), can one talk about 

the etemal retum of tropisms? 

N.S.: I wanted to amuse myself by 

treating words as if they were human 

beings, animated beings. 

H.U.O.: So there is no narrative? 

H.U.O.: A few words about Ouvrez 

(Open)? 

N.S.: The characters, in other words the 

beings, or the actors, are words. When 

the people arrive, only the appropriate 

words remain and all the others are shut 

up behind a screen and they see what is 

going on. Sometimes they can't stand it 

any more because it seems to them not 

right, not correct, so they cry out, "Open, 

open", so that they can join in... 

H.U.O.: Is each word an actor? 

N.S.: Every word is a living being. 




