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66--TThhee  MMaarrrriiaaggee..  

What did she do to obtain two weeks holidays? I quite believe that she 

underwent surgery. It seems to me that it was some kind of fashion at that time, 

amongst the well informed young girls: to avoid all risks of appendicitis which could 

have thwarted a pregnancy, they used to have their appendix removed. The fact is that 

she arrived at my house, without warning, on a beautiful evening of the month of 

October.  

A primary school teacher, I « was teaching » at a school in the countryside, in 

a big village with sweet hedged farmland to the West: Landory. I had rented a little 

house at the edge of the fields, near a little wood dominating a charming valley, rich 

in pastures, with extensive fertile lands, of cheerfulness, of scents and of fruits. Its 

branches have just started to blaze the reddish colours of autumn. 

Buried in this flourishing countryside, concealed beneath the hotch potch of 

greenery; I often harboured the illusion that the evil ones would not come to look for 

me there. On this planet which sometimes seemed to me too vast, sometimes too 

little, Landory was my intimate refuge. But I also had the recollection that this shelter 

had been ripped open during the carnages of the last World War. Thus, if I was well 

here, at my house, I was thinking that I had to leave, for plenty of reasons, the most 

pressing was this: the destiny of this little world which I loved so much was a gamble 

elsewhere, and I wanted « to see ». 

What is the field of active existence? 

II  ccaallll  ««  tthhee  ffiieelldd  ooff  aaccttiivvee  eexxiisstteennccee  »»  

tthhaatt  iinn  wwhhiicchh  wwee  ccaann  aacctt..  OOhh  wweellll,,  yyoouu  ccaann  nnoottiiccee  

Supprimé : existence ?
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tthhaatt  tthhee  ffiieelldd  ooff  oouurr  aaccttiivvee  eexxiisstteennccee  hhaass  bbeeccoommee  

wwoorrllddwwiiddee..  DDooeessnn’’tt  oouurr  MMôômmmmaannhh  rreeqquueesstt  tthhaatt  wwee  ttrryy  

ttoo  ccoommee  oouutt  iinn  tthhee  bbeesstt  wwaayy  ffrroomm  tthhaatt  bbiigg  

ppllaanneettaarriiaann  mmeessss??  SShhee  eevveenn  aasskkss  uuss  ttoo  ggoo  aanndd  llooookk  

bbeeyyoonndd..    

Because, as the Ameridians before the conquest used to ignore the surprise 

which the unknown ocean could bring to them, we do not know what the intersidereal 

space is reserving for us. 

And if it contains the same surprise as that of the Ameridians: whatever it 

takes to destroy us? 

My teaching day being over, I used to go home. I had « done my teaching » 

three hours in the morning and three hours in the afternoon: during the breaks, I had 

strolled to and fro the courtyard, chatting with my colleagues; I had assured the 

supervision of the canteen at noon, in exchange for my meal, I had kept my grown-

ups an hour longer, for the evening study, to perfect their preparation for the 

examinations, by making them swallow a supplementary problem and a dictation; I 

had finally prepared my chart for the following day as well as my lessons. Ah! I was 

going to forget to correct the copybooks. It was an ordinary day which ended well and 

I was beginning to enjoy the two or three hours of freedom which were ahead of me. 

I had the senior class, and naturally, they were all boys. The co-educational 

system in our schools was still an exception: therefore the girls were in another 

school. That is why all my students were boys. The inhabitants of the village, who 

could be considered as important, all little « bourgeois », sent their children to study 

in the city, to the elementary, then to the secondary. AND that is why nearly all my 

students were peasants. They were between eleven to fifteen years of age. Some of 

them were preparing for their entrance examination to the sixth class, some others the 

famous « Certificate », the Certificate of the Primary Studies, the test that these sons 

of the working class had well acquired the « instruction » sufficient for that period of 

time. In fact, the initiation of the young peasants was marked by two tests: the 

Supprimé : mm
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« Certificate », and the revision council, republican tests in which one had to be 

successful to be a real man. 

The « Certificate » was the crowning of the primary level studies. One had to 

do it at the age of fourteen, the end of compulsory schooling, and whoever obtained a 

pass mark in it was very proud:  « Oh! Good God! ». For the occasion, they had the 

right to some brandy, a « Man’s » drink, and there was some in excess. 

The Revision Council was an examination of good physical and mental 

health for which it was necessary to present oneself naked in front of the Mayor and 

plenty of « Messieurs ». The « Messieurs » were people who in all circumstances 

spoke correct French and who, everyday, wore shoes, a suit, a tie, and were 

« intelligent », that is to say cultured and consequently destined to managerial posts. 

The young peasant, the conscript who had passed successfully in front of the 

Revision Council was classified « Suitable for military service », that is to say that he 

would soon have the honour to serve in the French army. « Suitable for the army, In 

the Name of God »: with this declaration which they declaimed proudly for whoever 

wanted to hear it, the happy chosen ones finally felt fully fledged men; they were so 

expected to celebrate in the company of the « conscripts », and to wash down 

copiously, with plenty of rounds, the happy event. 

But History was not trotting: she had already started galloping. She was 

relegating rapidly in the folklore and in the museums that way of living which my 

youth had kneaded. As a little ordinary peasant, I had known school in clogs, the trips 

in the cart, the common room of the little farm with its two big beds, its big chimney 

and its beaten earth floor, lit by an oil lamp, the water which we used to bring up from 

the shafts, the poultry which pecked and shook themselves in the yard and on the 

stony path… And now, you see where we are! The speed and the nature of the 

changes which have appeared on the menu of these last thirty years are such that I 

suffer from a permanent indigestion. Less fat, please! But, as the song goes: 

« It’s not you who are leading the train, It’s the train which is leading you »... 
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However, as regards the changes, I formed part of those who wanted some of 

them in big numbers! When you will know the original meaning of the expression 

« All the time and at every opportunity », you will know what sort of world I wanted. 

While the peasant complained « all the time and in every opportunity », the 

factory worker did the same thing « all along the chain »: this last expression which I 

have just imagined is the equivalent of the first. You know how the factory worker 

complained, he who all day long, of the week, of the year, and even of the very same 

life sometimes, in his noisy factory, he remained tied to a manufacturing chain or to 

the assembly line, the body and the mind totally absorbed in repeating indefinitely the 

two or three precise actions for which there were still no robots. 

Oh yes! Man, that dear child of Mômmanh, so gifted, and who does not know 

yet the limit of his capabilities, compelled to be nothing else but a living part of the 

mechanical chain of the factory: it was the last dated of his broken hopes and all those 

promises of fertile lives once more thrown as food to the business sharks. 

The factory worker evaded that slavery at the end of each week, during the 

two precious days of the weekend; he escaped from them once more in the occasion 

of numerous public holidays, sometimes stretched by the extended weekends; he 

finally got to know the total escape during the plentiful weeks of the paid holidays. 

The less known condition of the peasants, at the same time, was worse. 

Most of the time, the peasant was busy working a field, strip by strip, his big 

clogs weighing down by the sticky land, progressing painfully from one end to the 

other of the land, coming back in the same way and doing this till all the surface had 

been entirely done, in the same way the labourer advanced heavily furrow after 

furrow. This boredom was increased by the physical effort, sometimes painful, which 

rendered the body heavier still. Having arrived at the end of the field, the peasant was 

highly tempted to stop to « have a sip », or simply to rest, or still go back home 

saying: « I shall continue tomorrow, considering that I’m not in good shape. » from 

which the expression:  « All the time at every opportunity »: one could not « drink all 
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the time and at every opportunity », nor idle about, much less have a nap or go to see 

his beautiful one at the end of the field! 

And it is because, although the cities are more and more distant from the 

countryside, one hears nevertheless reflections of this type:  « Refrain from asking me 

the time all the time and at every opportunity! », « One must not sound one’s horn all 

the time and at every opportunity! » and even, with a great depth, « One cannot make 

love all the time at every opportunity ». 

Ah well, for me, this expression has kept all the strength of its origins. When 

I hear it, it always attracts in full light, towards the eye of my conscience, some 

enduring and painful recollections of my youth as a peasant. Yes, I still see that 

blasted field and its end often worked till the brink of despair. After having grunted 

for an hour to hoe and earth up a row of potatoes, I finally reached the end of the 

field; the only perspective was to grunt all along another row and so on and so forth 

till the end of the day, then till the end of the week, and start again for all the other 

heavy manual jobs such as the spreading of the manure, the hoeing, the reaping… till 

the end of the year, till the end of life. 

And do you know that it was not the only sorrow of the peasant? It was not 

enough to deprive him of the slightest real chance to start a surprising voyage towards 

the infinities of space and of time, to start to weave his existence in a cloak of stars 

covered by millions of springs; it was not enough that he had been nailed to the soil, 

condemned for his whole life, not to have any horizon but the end of his field, it was 

also necessary for him to suffer and that his body in pain had been disfigured, dirty, 

worn out prematurely by that work which was too hard. When compared to his great-

grandchildren, the youngsters of our time, the peasant of that time was short because 

his slavery did not allow him enough time to grow up, and he was doomed to a 

premature death, worn out by an exhausting job. If you do not truly understand what I 

have wanted to say, take a good spade like ours, solid, quite heavy, and dedicate a 

little time to turn over the soil of the garden: well ahead of the falling of the night, my 

message will be inscribed in your flesh. 
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The Church used to ban work on a Sunday, except when necessary otherwise 

it was necessary to ask the permission of the Parish Priest. It was the Day of the Lord 

and also the only day of rest of the week. Ah well, do you know how it was spent? It 

was necessary to wash oneself – Yes! - in a cauldron of hot water, to go to mass; it 

was necessary to milk the cows, clean the cowshed and the stable, feed quite 

frequently during the day all the animals: cows, calves, bulls, horses, pigs, chickens, 

rabbits…, which did not exempt him at all from preparing the meals for the human 

beings. Guess how much free time did he have left to widen his horizon? 

It is because, on reaching the end of our potato or beetroot field, many a time 

I happened to have a fit of despair. It is because school had become so important to 

me, after that day of my infancy when I had gone there out of sheer curiosity: 

Madame Dorisse, the infants’ teacher, had kindly invited me to look in her magic 

lantern. It was like a box into which one could look through a hole. One could see 

photos which for me were marvellous: mountains, rivers, black people, cities, and 

Chinese…, a glimpse of the vast world, inaccessible after the prison which my village 

stood for. After which, Madame Dorisse had crammed my pocket with biscuits and 

had sent me back home because I was too young.  

Guess what I am thinking of. 

From my school, I was expecting my freedom and, since I was not 

completely selfish, that of my young peasant friends. I hated the slavery of the fields; 

I refused that pseudo-existence of a mole or an ant. I wanted to see with my own eyes 

the vast world, and I did not want to be happy with the stories which they related to 

us. I wanted to taste with my own mouth the amazing flavours: the mere evocation 

did not give me satisfaction. I wanted to contribute to the development of the 

machines and expertise, a progress which was already well-committed and which 

would bring well-being and leisure to the peasants. And even if I had, with my own 

eyes, to discover that the universe was not turning as it should, I quite had the 

intention to contribute to rectify its function. 
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Finally I reckoned that school pulled me out of the slavery of the fields that it 

led me to a vast world to taste the new pleasures I caught a glimpse of in the books, 

and finally she rendered me master of my existence. Besides, the expression « to be 

master of » was part of my peasant language and when I used to tell my father: 

« - I am quite free to do what I want, anyway!   

- My little boy, you are master of your soup when it is eaten. » he answered me. 

The immense call for freedom which, for me, made itself heard at school and 

encouraged me to study, and I was far from thinking that it would have led me so far 

away, on tracks which sometimes were difficult and dangerous. For all that, I have 

never given up: when I believe to have the permission to rest for a long time, it does 

not take me long before I am spared to get back on the saddle. But does knowledge 

truly render a person free? What do you think? 

In which way is knowledge a liberator? In which way is 

ignorance a prison?  

II  aasskkeedd  tthhee  qquueessttiioonn  ttoo  MMôômmmmaannhh..  QQuuiittee  

oofftteenn,,  hheerr  aannsswweerr  wwaass  ccoonnffuusseedd..  II  bbeelliieevvee  tthhaatt  sshhee  

wwaanntteedd  ttoo  ssaayy  tthhiiss..    

««  --  KKnnoowwlleeddggee,,  iiss  tthhee  ffrreeeeddoomm  wwhhiicchh  iiss  nnoo  

lloonnggeerr  bblliinnddffoollddeedd..  LLeett  uuss  sseeee,,  II  hhaavvee  ccrreeaatteedd  yyoouu  

ssoo  tthhaatt  yyoouu’’dd  bbee  mmyy  ccoonnsscciieennccee,,  mmyy  cclleeaarr  

ppeerrssppeeccttiivvee  oonn  tthhee  uunniivveerrssee..  DDoo  yyoouu  wwaanntt  ttoo  

ddeepprriivvee  mmee  ooff  tthhiiss  ccoonnsscciieennccee??  ––  SSuurreellyy  nnoo..  ––  

WWiitthhoouutt  tthhiiss  kknnoowwlleeddggee  ooff  tthhee  wwoorrlldd  wwhhiicchh  II  bbeegg  

yyoouu  ttoo  bbrriinngg  ttoo  mmee,,  mmyy  wwiisshh  ffoorr  eexxiisstteennccee  ccaannnnoott  

ffiinndd  wwaayyss  ttoo  rreeaalliizzee  iittsseellff..  IItt  iiss  nnoott  ffrreeee  ttoo  ddoo  

wwhhaatt  iitt  wwaannttss..  TThhee  cchhaaiinnss  aanndd  tthhee  pprriissoonnss  aarree  nnoott  

tthhee  oonnllyy  sshhaacckklleess::  iiggnnoorraannccee  ttoooo..  »»  



 133

It is because my return to my native land, as an instructor, was only 

temporary. I was preparing a new take-off to discover the world. I dedicated a good 

part of my spare time to inform myself about the possibilities of a career abroad. Was 

it that perhaps I had to leave alone, without my beloved one? « Ah well, so much the 

worst! » Since I had finally succeeded to seduce a beautiful girl, I should hope truly, 

to find another one whose behaviour was not totally disconcerting, where my road led 

me. Was I dreaming of the Polynesian girls? It seemed to me that it was so. Luckily, 

« My Love » had not renounced to her prey: I therefore did not have the opportunity 

to follow to a bitter disillusion this mirage of a beautiful exotic virgin kissing, my 

majestic feet of a great white sachem, after having washed them. 

While waiting, not having the slightest suspicion of the new turn which 

destiny was going to play on me, I returned peacefully to my house, on a sumptuous 

autumn evening, dreaming that the mushrooms would become rare but that the time 

of the chestnuts was nearly there. The air was lively: there would be the dew the 

following morning, and perhaps even some fog. Behind the little wood with red 

foliage, the sun was on the verge of setting. It was embracing the sky with an 

immense firework, with an orgy of colours which moved me. Who was the generous 

leader of the orchestra? And where? Whoever he was, a thousand thanks! 

Was it for that reason that there was an apparition on the threshold of my 

house? Yes, I know: you are not at all surprised, since you knew it before my arrival. 

But for me, it was more than a surprise and I was quite close, that evening, to believe 

again in the supernatural. 

She was sitting on the granite doorstep of my house, indifferent to the 

freshness of the air, although she was sensitive to the cold. In fact, I realised soon that 

she was shivering, and I know now why she exposed herself to the freshness of the 

evening: it was « to be better warmed up, my child! » 

God! How beautiful she was! 
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How the theory of the struggle for existence is still nothing 

but a hypothesis. 

DDoonn’’tt  wwoorrrryy,,  iiff  nnoottwwiitthhssttaannddiinngg  tthhee  ffaacctt  

tthhaatt  II  hhaadd  bbeeccoommee  aa  mmaatteerriiaalliissttiicc  aatthheeiisstt,,  II  

aaddddrreessss  GGoodd  jjuusstt  tthhee  ssaammee..  BBee  aassssuurreedd,,  tthheerree  iiss  nnoo  

ssiiggnn  ooff  mmaaddnneessss..  WWhheenn  bbeeaauuttyy  iiss  ssoooonn  ggiivveenn  ttoo  mmee  

ssuuddddeennllyy,,  ffuullffiilllliinngg  wwiitthh  oonnee  ssttrrookkee  mmyy  ddeessiirreess  

bbeeyyoonndd  aallll  tthhee  hhooppee,,  tthhaatt  II  eexxccllaaiimm::  ««  YYeess!!  II  wwiillll  

ffoollllooww  yyoouu  eevveerryywwhheerree..  II  wwiillll  nneevveerr  ffoorrggeett»»,,  wwhheenn    

iitt  iiss  ssoo  ssttrroonngg  tthhaatt  II  wwiillll  ffaallll  oonn  mmyy  kknneeeess  iiff  

tthhee  ffeeaarr  ooff  bbeeiinngg  rriiddiiccuulleedd  wwiillll  nnoott  hhoolldd  mmee  bbaacckk,,  

iiff  iitt  iiss  nnoott  GGoodd,,  wwhhoomm  tthheerreeffoorree  ddoo  yyoouu  wwaanntt  mmee  ttoo  

ttaakkee  aass  wwiittnneessss??........  MMôômmmmaannhh??  SSuurreellyy  nnoo!!  II  wwoouulldd  

bbee  sshhoowwiinngg  ooffff,,  ttoo  iinnvvookkee  aa  hhyyppootthheessiiss..  

« What?... Well, I agree! I continue my « story. » 

She embraced me lovingly as if the tearing apart of our couple had never 

taken place. With one stroke I was conquered again. No, I was not feeling like a net 

which fell on me and paralysed my movements: on the contrary, I was feeling a 

sensation of great freedom, even of release. I warmed her with my body, then I lit the 

fire in the fireplace and we celebrated our reunion as lovers. 

Although we carefully respected the loving ritual which our young 

experience had taught us, we could not know that evening, ecstatic union of the 

bodies and the souls. A little disappointed, and vaguely worried, we tried to sleep just 

the same. Later, we discovered that such a partial failure followed nearly always an 

extended separation. It was necessary that our two beings would discover themselves, 

assess themselves again; re-adjust themselves one to the other so that our bodies 

could in their own way enter in harmony and so they would enjoy the inspiration of a 

beautiful concert of love. 
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What is the negative stress? What is the positive stress? What 

is anxiety? 

  

RReeccoonncciilliiaattiioonn  ffoolllloowwss  tthhee  ffiigghhtt..  IItt  iiss  

tthheenn;;  aa  ffrriieenndd  ssaaiidd  ttoo  mmee,,  tthhaatt  oonnee  ffiinnddss  tthhee  

pplleeaassuurree  ooff  mmaakkiinngg  lloovvee..    

IIss  iitt  nneecceessssaarryy  tthheerreeffoorree  ttoo  pprroovvookkee  ssoommee  

ffiigghhttss  ttoo  ggeett  ttoo  kknnooww  tthhee  bbeesstt  ooff  lloovvee??  TThhaatt  wwiillll  

bbee  eennoouugghh  ttoo  ddrriivvee  yyoouu  uupp  tthhee  wwaallll  ««  bbeeccaauussee  tthhaatt  

ddooeess  ssoo  mmuucchh  ggoooodd  wwhheenn  iitt  ssttooppss  »»..  BBuutt,,  iinn  wwhhaatt  

ccoonncceerrnnss  uuss  yyoouu  ccoouulldd  hhaavvee  rreeaalliisseedd  tthhaatt  iitt  iiss  nnoott  

aatt  aallll  nneecceessssaarryy  ttoo  pprroovvookkee  aarrttiiffiicciiaall  ccoonnfflliiccttss..  

LLeett’’ss  mmaakkee  tthhee  bbeesstt  tthheerreeffoorree  ooff  tthhiiss  ooppppoorrttuunniittyy..  

AAnndd  aass  ffoorr  yyoouu,,  tthheerree  iiss  aa  lleessss  ppaaiinnffuull  tteecchhnniiqquuee  

wwhhiicchh  yyoouu  wwiillll  kknnooww  wweellll  hhooww  ttoo  ddiissccoovveerr..    

MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  ppuutt  iinn  uuss  ttwwoo  ttyyppeess  ooff  ssttrreessss::  

tthhee  ppaaiinn  wwhheenn  wwee  lloossee  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee  aanndd  tthhee  

hhaappppiinneessss  wwhheenn  wwee  ggaaiinn  ssoommee  ooff  iitt..  TTwwoo  ttyyppeess  ooff  

aannxxiieettiieess  ccoorrrreessppoonndd  ttoo  iitt::  tthhee  ffeeaarr  ooff  lloossiinngg  

ssoommeetthhiinngg  aaccqquuiirreedd,,  wwhhiicchh  wwee  ccaallll  ««  ffeeaarr  »»,,  aanndd  

tthhee  hhooppee  ooff  ggaaiinniinngg  nneeww  eexxiisstteennccee,,  ootthheerrwwiissee  

ccaalllleedd  tthhee  ««  ddeessiirree  »»..  FFeeaarr  ggiivveess  uuss  tthhee  cchhaanncceess  

ooff  aavvooiiddiinngg  tthhee  ccaattaassttrroopphhee  aanndd  tthhee  ddeessiirree  hheellppss  

uuss  ttoo  ccoonnssttrruucctt  hhaappppiinneessss..  

WWee  eennjjooyy  aa  mmoommeenntt  ooff  hhaappppiinneessss  wwhheenn  ssttrreessss  

iiss  oovveerr..  
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HHaavviinngg  ssaaiidd  tthhaatt  iiss  iitt  bbeetttteerr  ttoo  hhaavvee  ttoo  

cceelleebbrraattee  tthhee  aarrmmiissttiiccee  ooff  11991188??......  ooff  tthhee  

ddiissccoovveerriieess  ooff  PPaasstteeuurr??......  IItt  iiss  bbeeccaauussee  wwee  

ccllaassssiiffyy  aass  ««  nneeggaattiivveess  »»  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  ttyyppee  ooff  

ssttrreessss,,  rreellaatteedd  ttoo  ssoorrrrooww  aanndd  aass  ««  ppoossiittiivvee  »»  tthhee  

sseeccoonndd,,  lliinnkkeedd  ttoo  hhaappppiinneessss..  

TThhaatt  ddooeess  nnoott  pprreevveenntt  tthhee  nneeggaattiivvee  ssttrreessss  

ffrroomm  sseerrvviinngg  eexxiisstteennccee::  tthheeyy  rreevveeaall  tthheeiirr  

wweeaakknneesssseess..  BBuutt  iitt  iiss  bbeetttteerr  tthhaatt  tthheeyy  pprroodduuccee  

tthheemmsseellvveess  uunnddeerr  tthhee  ffoorrmm  ooff  aannxxiieettyy,,  bbeeffoorree  tthhee  

ccaattaassttrroopphhee..  IInn  ootthheerr  wwoorrddss  iitt  iiss  bbeetttteerr  ttoo  bbee  

aaffrraaiidd  ooff  tthhee  aacccciiddeenntt  bbeeffoorree  ttaakkiinngg  tthhee  wwhheeeell  

tthhaann  wwhheenn  aarrrriivviinngg  aatt  tthhee  mmoorrgguuee..  

TThhee  oouuttccoommee  ooff  aa  lloovveerrss’’  ffiigghhtt  wwhheenn  iitt  

ssoollvveess  iittsseellff  hhaappppiillyy,,  ppuuttss  tthheerreeffoorree  aann  eenndd  ttoo  

tthhee  wweeaakknneessss  ooff  tthheeiirr  lloovvee..  IItt  wwaass  oonnee  mmoorree  sstteepp  

aahheeaadd..    

IIff  tthhee  ppeeaaccee  wwhhiicchh  wwaass  hhaarrdd  ttoo  aacchhiieevvee  iiss  

ttrruuee,,  iiff  wwee  mmaakkee  lloovvee  aatt  tthhaatt  vveerryy  mmoommeenntt,,  iiff  wwee  

kknnooww  wweellll  hhooww  ttoo  ddoo  iitt  aanndd,,  ffiinnaallllyy,,  iiff  wwee  aarree  

rraatthheerr  ggeenneerroouuss  ffoorr  tthhee  rriigghhtt  tthhiinngg  ttoo  ddoo,,  

tthheerreeffoorree  oouurr  ccoonnffuusseedd  fflleesshh  mmuusstt  ssiinngg  aa  nneeww  aaiirr,,  

aann  eexxqquuiissiittee  mmuussiicc  tthhaatt  wwee  hhaavvee  nneevveerr  kknnoowwnn  yyeett..  

WWee  wwiillll  ffeeeell  lliikkee  hheeaarriinngg  iitt..  

DDoo  yyoouu  wwaanntt  aann  eexxaammppllee??  HHeerree  iitt  iiss..  

My well-beloved Jeanne declared: « If I am going to say « yes »-, if one day 

our children will have better chances of succeeding in their studies at the catholic 
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school, I will send them without hesitation to the priests, between the woolly 

demagogy of the laymen and the success of my children, my choice is done. » 

She did it, one more time. There followed a long period of discussions which, 

too often, led to violent disputes. They ended sometimes with break-ups which I did 

not know if they were definite and that hurt me. 

Finally the day of reconciliation arrives. 

This time, it’s a true progress. Each one of us has shown himself capable of 

improving his point of view to do something more reasonable, that is to say a better 

perception of reality in order to build a better existence for us. 

The secular’s ideal is a priority, because, without it, our children as well as 

the future humanity will be in danger: such is the new conviction of my beloved one. 

The scholastic success is another priority and the bad management which reigns in 

certain schools does not allow them to reach it: here is the new opinion which I owe 

to that crisis. We have at least agreed. 

A glowing kiss seals the new found peace. This peace seems solid, because it 

is good, good… We feel the pressing desire to go further in this way. 

We chatted while we caressed each other all over. 

« - If, in their school, the proportion of the dropouts becomes such that it is 

not possible to follow completely the course, what shall we do? – We shall look for 

another secular school for their own good, and that, will not be too far away from us. 

We will find a means to enrol our children. – Yes, but what if they refuse to enrol 

them under the pretext that we do not live in the area of that school? We shall find 

surely a means. Others will follow …» 
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The conversation continued peacefully accompanied by caresses which were 

more and fierier. Soon I remained silent to enjoy attentively the pleasure, especially 

the one I was giving because it guided my caresses: this way, it does not matter; here 

and there it is hot; here and there, it’s exquisitely burning. Oh my my!... 

We found ourselves naked on the bed. 

While our souls have given themselves again to each other, our bodies were 

talking. While feeling each other, they found the best ways to communicate to fulfil 

their fusion. These contacts are hot, sweet, sources of waves which go flowing like a 

stream, like a river, like the sea. Electric? I don’t know anything about it. Exquisite 

these waves, in any case. Much better than my grandma’s apple pie. I understand now 

the expression « I have it in my skin. » 

Jeanne too is listening to my pleasure. She adjusts her caresses consequently 

and creates an excitement in certain parts of my body which I did not know to be 

so…so… much?  

« - You call me Erogènes. – Perhaps, but it’s a word which does not speak. 

Let us say that they are the doors to paradise. Yes, dear reader, what else do you wish 

to know? – Is it truly necessary that each of the two partners looks for the pleasure of 

the other? Can’t it be that each one will have his turn, for example? » 

Making love can be compared to a voyage in space. By means of caresses, 

the two lovers lead to the fusion of the two bodies which provokes a concentration of 

energy. When that concentration is sufficient, it is enough to stimulate the two 

detonators so that they explode at the same time, provoking the setting-off of the 

rocket and its take-off. These explosions are called orgasms. The vagina, the vulva, 

the clitoris and the penis, surely, can act as detonators. 

I will now try to answer your question. 
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One can, in fact, love a selfish person. And if on condition that you return the 

favour sometime, it will be much less difficult. It will be necessary however for the 

selfish person, when he feels the surge of the explosion of pleasure, he must be 

capable to hoist altruist in his cockpit, otherwise, he will explode all alone and his 

rocket will remain on the ground. It will be necessary, for the altruist lover, to find the 

very sensitive spot from where the explosion will take place and that he will know 

how to caress as one should.  

How can selfishness kill love? 

TThheerreeffoorree,,  nnoott  aa  ggrraanndd  ttrriipp  iinn  tthhee  ccoommppaannyy  

ooff  aa  ttoottaallllyy  sseellffiisshh  ppeerrssoonn::  MMôômmmmaannhh  ggrraannttss  tthhee  

llaasstt  rreewwaarrdd  ttoo  tthhee  ccaappaabbllee  lloovveerrss,,  ttoo  eennrriicchh  

tthheemmsseellvveess,,  ttoo  ggoo  aanndd  ddrraaww  eellsseewwhheerree  aanndd  nnoott  iinn  

tthheeiirr  eeggoo..  BByy  tthhiiss  mmeeaannss,,  sshhee  ppuusshheess  uuss  ttoo  eennllaarrggee  

oouurr  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  ffiieelldd..    

WWeellll  ddoonnee,,  MMôômmmmaannhh..  

And now, let us return to see love in action. 

We stretched ourselves naked, entwined on our bed. Our flesh was caressing 

ardently. We lay in the bed on the side, me behind her. That position offers plenty of 

advantages. She puts in contact the greater part of our body: our burning flesh, 

electrified, exchanging delightful messages. Now I know why women’s buttocks 

undulate and invite us to follow them: they have something to offer. In contact with 

them I feel again sweet warmth which is not that of the radiator and exquisite surges 

of electricity take place which I would not find elsewhere. I can also feel with my 

whole hands the breasts of my beloved one, kiss her mouth at the price of some 

wriggling, and caress her half open sex with mine. 

The fusion of our bodies has started. I penetrate tenderly my dear Jeanne, the 

beautiful one in which I want to be lost and reborn, the good fairy who has at last 
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agreed with me. Her welcome is so sweet, so warm, so quivering that I feared I could 

not wait for the signal to start. 

In a technical language, that is called precocious ejaculation. How do you 

avoid that miserable failure? 

Now, I know how. I suppose that my impatience testifies a demand: that of 

experiencing orgasm. It is enough therefore that I have the strength to renounce to it. 

In order that it would not be too heroic, I said to myself that I could often, in case of 

necessity, evacuate my semen « with my hand », later on surely. Thus relieved, I can 

continue to accompany Jeanne in her pleasure, until the moment when she will be 

ready to take off. With my sex, with my hands, and with my whole body, I look for 

the caresses which spark off in her waves of pleasure and flood us too with exquisite 

warmth.  

The longed for moment arrived. Thank God, I could wait for it.  

We two explode for a long time, again and again. Our bodies are carried 

away in a whirlwind of mad embraces which lead us far away, far away…  

Two have become one. This two in one is calm, serene, happy. Shall I dare 

say that it spreads out to the dimensions of the universe? This will be literally a 

pretension without boundaries. Ah well, I said all the same, because it is that which I 

feel again. 

The time is abolished. Invulnerable, we sail two in One…, both of us in a 

moment of triumphant eternity. 

This grand voyage succeeded after the reshaping of the souls until the fusion 

of the bodies, in all my life, I have never known anything better. But it could not be 

granted to us that evening. It was necessary first to clean ourselves well from the 

nasty quarrel which had separated us. 
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What are the differences between screwing up and making love? 

OOhh  yyeess!!  LLoovvee  iiss  nnoott  aa  jjookkee,,  bbeeccaauussee  iitt  iiss  

iimmppoossssiibbllee  ttoo  cchheeaatt..  AAddmmiirree,,  oonnccee  mmoorree,,  tthhee  wwiissddoomm  

ooff  nnaattuurree..  TThhee  oolldd  bblliinndd  tteeaacchheerr  wwaannttss  ttoo  gguuiiddee  uuss  

wweellll  wwhhiillee  ffeeeelliinngg  oouurr  wwaayy  ttoowwaarrddss  hhaappppiinneessss  aanndd  

eeccssttaassyy,,  pprroovviiddeedd  tthhaatt  oouurr  tthhoouugghhtt  wwoouulldd  bbee  eennoouugghh  

ttoo  aacccceepptt  tthhee  nneecceessssaarryy  mmiinniimmuumm  ooff  hhuummbblleenneessss,,  bbuutt  

iitt  wwoouulldd  bbee  iinn  vvaaiinn  ttoo  wwaanntt  ttoo  cchheeaatt  iinn  tthhee  

pplleeaassuurreess  ooff  lloovvee……  SShhee  wwiillll  nnoott  ggrraanntt  tthhaatt  oonnee  

eexxcceepptt  ttoo  tthhoossee  wwhhoo  hhaavvee  wwoonn  iitt..  

««  WWhhaatt??  WWhhaatt  ddoo  yyoouu  ssaayy??  HHooww??  TThhiinnkkiinngg  ooff  

sstteeaalliinngg  tthhee  pplleeaassuurreess  ooff  lloovvee,,  iitt’’ss  rreeaallllyy  aa  

ffuunnnnyy  iiddeeaa..  BBuutt  wwhhyy  ddoo  iitt??  »»  MMyy  ppoooorr  ffrriieenndd,,  iitt  

hhoowweevveerr  qquuiittee  ssiimmppllee::  oonnee  wwiillll  mmaakkee  uussee  ooff  tthhee  aacctt  

ooff  ccaarrnnaall  lloovvee  lliikkee  aa  ddrruugg..  OOnnee  wwiillll  ccoonnnneecctt  tthhee  

ccoommpplleemmeennttaarryy  sseexxuuaall  oorrggaannss  lliikkee  oonnee  pplluuggss  iinn  aann  

eelleeccttrriiccaall  aapppplliiaannccee,,  tthhee  mmaallee  pplluuggss  ffiitttteedd  

ttooggeetthheerr  iinn  tthhee  ffeemmaallee  pplluuggss,,  aanndd  tthheenn  oonnee  wwiillll  

eexxppeerriieennccee  tthhee  ssuupprreemmee  hhaappppiinneessss..  OOnnee  ccaann  ddoo  iitt,,  

ffoorr  eexxaammppllee,,  aafftteerr  hhaavviinngg  iinn  aann  iinneebbrriiaatteedd  ssttaattee,,  

ccrruusshheedd  ssoommee  bbiiccyycclleess  aanndd  tthheeiirr  ddrriivveerrss;;  oonnee  ccaann  

ddoo  iitt  aafftteerr  hhaavviinngg  lloosstt  hhiiss  jjoobb  tthhrroouugghh  iiddlleenneessss,,  

oorr  ssttiillll  aafftteerr  hhaavviinngg  ssoolldd  hhiiss  hhoouussee  ttoo  ppaayy  tthhee  

ggaammbblliinngg  ddeebbttss;;  oonnee  ccaann  ddoo  iitt  ttoo  ffoorrggeett,,  aanndd  lleett  

lliiffee  ccaarrrryy  oonn  wwiitthh  iittss  ooppeenn  wwoouunnddss..  WWhhaatt  tthhee  

lloovveerrss  ddoo  wwiillll  nnoott  bbee  iinn  tthhee  bbeesstt  ooff  ccaasseess,,  

aannyytthhiinngg  bbuutt  aa  ffiinnee  cchhaammppaaggnnee  ooff  eexxcceelllleenntt  qquuaalliittyy  

aanndd  oonnee  ccaann  bbuuyy  iitt  nnoott  aatt  tthhee  ggrroocceerr’’ss,,  bbuutt  iinn  aa  

hhootteell  iinn  tthhee  rreedd  ddiissttrriicctt  zzoonnee..  
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NNoo!!  WWhhaatt  tthheeyy  sseellll  iinn  bbrrootthheellss  iiss  aa  ttoottaallllyy  

ddiiffffeerreenntt  tthhiinngg..  

AAss  II  hhaavvee  ssaaiidd  ttoo  yyoouu,,  --  ssoo  mmuucchh  wwoorrssee  iiff  

rraammbbllee  oonn!!  ––  LLoovvee  bbuurrssttss  oouutt  wwhheenn  ttwwoo  bbeeiinnggss  ooff  

ccoommpplleemmeennttaarryy  sseexxeess  eennrriicchh  mmuuttuuaallllyy  tthheeiirr  

eexxiisstteennccee  ttoo  ssuucchh  aa  ppooiinntt  tthhaatt  tthheeyy  yyeeaarrnn  ttoo  

ccooppuullaattee..  TThhoossee  tthheerree,,  oonnllyy  wwiillll  rreecceeiivvee  tthhee  

ssuupprreemmee  rreewwaarrdd  bbeeccaauussee,,  tthhrroouugghhoouutt  tthhee  ddaarrkk  ttiimmeess,,  

MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  kknnoowwnn  tthhaatt  iitt  wwaass  ggoooodd  ffoorr  hheerr  

mmaajjeessttiicc  ddeessiirree  ooff  EEXXIISSTTEENNCCEE  ::  wwhhooeevveerr  oovveerrttaakkeess  

iinn  oorrddeerr  ttoo  ggaaiinn  lloovvee  wwiillll  bbee  lliikkee  aa  ccrrooookk,,  hhaavviinngg  

ddoonnee  aatt  lleeaasstt  oonnee  sstteepp  iinn  tthhaatt  ddiirreeccttiioonn..  SSoo,,  ttoo  

wwhhooeevveerr  cchheeaattss,,  hhiiss  MMôômmmmaannhh  wwhhoo  kknnoowwss  hhiimm  wweellll  iiss  

nnoott  ggooiinngg  ttoo  ggiivvee  tthhee  eeccssttaassyy..  AAtt  bbeesstt,,  hhee  wwiillll  

ffeeeell  aa  bbiitttteerr  pplleeaassuurree  mmaaddee  uupp  ooff  rreeggrreettss  ooff  wwhhaatt  

hhee  hhaass  lloosstt  wwhhiillee  cchheeaattiinngg..  

MMoorreeoovveerr,,  tthhee  wwaavveess  wwhhiicchh  iirrrraaddiiaattee  tthhee  

bbooddiieess  ooff  tthhee  lloovveerrss  aatt  tthhee  mmoommeenntt  ooff  tthhee  oorrggaassmm,,  

aanndd  wwhhiicchh  ttrraannssppoorrtt  uuss  wwiitthhoouutt  aa  ssppaacceesshhiipp  oorr  aa  

ppaarraacchhuuttee  aaccrroossss  tthhee  ssttaarrss,,  tthhee  wwaavveess  uunnlliikkee  

aannyytthhiinngg  eellssee  aarree  ccrriieess  ooff  jjooyy  wwhhiicchh  oouurr  MMootthheerr  ooff  

tthhee  RReemmootteesstt  AAggeess  kkeeeeppss  ffoorr  uuss::  MMôômmmmaannhh  iinn  ppeerrssoonn..  

TToo  oonnee  ooff  tthheemm  sshhee  aasskkss::    

««  SSoo,,  hhaavvee  yyoouu  ffiinnaallllyy  ffoouunndd  tthhee  mmootthheerr  ooff  

yyoouurr  cchhiillddrreenn??  »»  

AAnndd  hhee  aannsswweerrss  hheerr  ssiinncceerreellyy  

««  --  YYeess,,  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh..  »»  
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TToo  tthhee  ootthheerr,,  sshhee  ssaayyss::  

««  --  AAnndd  yyoouu,,  mmyy  pprreettttyy  oonnee,,  hhaavvee  yyoouu  ffiinnaallllyy  

mmeett  tthhee  ffaatthheerr  ooff  yyoouurr  cchhiillddrreenn??  »»  

SSoo,,  lliikkee  tthhee  bbuurrsstt  ooff  aann  eecchhoo  aa  ttrriiuummpphhaanntt  

««  yyeess!!  »»,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  ooppeennss  hheerr  ggrreeaatt  hheeaarrtt  ooff  ssttaarrss  

aanndd  ooff  ffeerrnnss..    

««  --  LLiittttllee  ddooeess  iitt  mmaatttteerr  ttoo  wwhhaatt  ttyyppee  ooff  

cchhiillddrreenn  yyoouu  aarree  ggooiinngg  ttoo  ddeeddiiccaattee  yyoouurr  lliiffee::  ssoommee  

ssmmaallll  cchhiillddrreenn  ffuullll  ooff  pprroommiisseess,,  aa  ffaarrmm  ooff  hhoorrsseess,,  

tthhee  ssttrruuggggllee  aaggaaiinnsstt  ssiicckknneessss,,  tthhee  rreessttoorraattiioonn  ooff  

tthhee  hhuunnggrryy  bbooddiieess  aanndd  ooff  tthhee  ttiirreedd  ssoouullss,,  tthhee  

ccrreeaattiioonnss  ooff  bbeeaauuttiieess  wwhhiicchh  ccaarrrryy  uuss  aawwaayy  ttoowwaarrddss  

hhaappppyy  ttoommoorrrroowwss,,  tthhee  ttaappeessttrryy,,  tthhee  cchheeeessee  sshhoopp,,  

tthhee  eemmbbrrooiiddeerryy,,  tthhee  ttrriippee  sshhoopp,,……  lliittttllee  ddooeess  iitt  

mmaatttteerr  ttoo  mmee!!  GGrraanntteedd  tthhaatt  yyoouu  hhaavvee  cchhoosseenn  tthheemm  

ttooggeetthheerr  aanndd  tthhaatt,,  yyoouu  lloovvee  tthheemm,,  yyoouu  hhaavvee  eennoouugghh  

hheeaarrtt  ttoo  lloovvee  yyoouurrsseellvveess  aass  wweellll..  CCoommee,,  mmyy  

cchhiillddrreenn,,  ssoo  tthhaatt  II  eemmbbrraaccee  yyoouu..  »»  

SSoo,,  aa  bbrreeaatthhttaakkiinngg  kkiissss  bbrriinnggss  ttoo  aann  eenndd  tthhee  

ddiissccuussssiioonn..  

How love requires a minimum of altruism 

AAnndd  iiff  ttwwoo  lloovveerrss  aarree  iinntteerreesstteedd  ssttrriiccttllyy  iinn  

tthheemmsseellvveess??  TThheeoorreettiiccaallllyy,,  ssuucchh  aa  ccaassee  iiss  

iimmppoossssiibbllee  bbeeccaauussee  wwee  aarree  ttiieedd  ttoo  tthhee  ssiixx  aassppeeccttss  

ooff  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee;;  tthhee  tthhrreeee  aallttrruuiissttiicc  lliikkee  tthhee  

tthhrreeee  sseellffiisshh  oonneess..  WWeellll..  SSoo,,  iiff  ttwwoo  lloovveerrss  

pprraaccttiiccee  oonnllyy  tthhee  mmiinniimmuumm  ooff  aallttrruuiissmm  aanndd  aa  



 144

mmaaxxiimmuumm  ooff  sseellffiisshhnneessss,,  wwiillll  tthheeyy  hhaavvee  tthhee  

bblleessssiinngg  ooff  MMôômmmmaannhh  jjuusstt  tthhee  ssaammee??  

WWee  hhaavvee  sseeeenn  tthhaatt,,  tthhiiss  bblleessssiinngg  ddooeess  nnoott  

ccoommee  uunnlleessss  tthhee  ttwwoo  bbooddiieess  hhaavvee  ggiivveenn  tthheemmsseellvveess  

ttoo  eeaacchh  ootthheerr..  FFoorr  tthhaatt,,  tthhee  mmoosstt  sseellffiisshh  mmuusstt  

llooookk  ffoorr  tthhee  pplleeaassuurree  ooff  tthhee  ootthheerr  lloovveerr..    

FFiirrsstt  ooff  aallll,,  bbeeffoorree  aarrrriivviinngg  tthheerree,,  hhee  hhaass  

hhaadd  ttoo  sseedduuccee  hhiimm,,  tthhaatt  iiss  ttoo  ssaayy  ggrraanntt  hhiiss  

««  mmyysseellff--hheerree--nnooww  »»  ttoo  tthhee  ootthheerr  ««  mmyysseellff--hheerree--

nnooww  »»,,  ffoorr  eexxaammppllee,,  ««  mmyy  hhoouussee,,  mmyy  ggaarrddeenn,,  mmyy  

sseerrvvaannttss,,  aa  ssuummppttuuoouussllyy  llaaiidd  ttaabbllee,,  mmyy  

pprreessttiiggee......  »»  aanndd  tthhee  vveerryy  ssaammee  wwiisshheess  ooff  tthhee  

bbeelloovveedd  oonnee..    

AAnndd  bbeeffoorree  sseedduucciinngg  hhiimm,,  hhee  hhaass  ttoo  rreennddeerr  

hhiimmsseellff  aattttrraaccttiivvee  bbyy  ddeeccoorraattiinngg  hhiiss  wweeddddiinngg  

pprreesseennttss  wwiitthh  ggoooodd  bbaaiittss::  ggooooddss,,  wweellll  ppaaiidd  aanndd  

pprreessttiiggiioouuss  jjoobb,,  sskkiillllss,,  rreellaattiioonnss,,  hheeaalltthh  aanndd  

pphhyyssiiccaall  ssttrreennggtthh......  HHee  hhaass  ttoo  rreennddeerr  hhiimmsseellff  aa  

»»ggoooodd  mmaattcchh  »»..  HHee  hhaass  hhaadd  ttoo  tteeaarr  aawwaayy  ffrroomm  tthhee  

««  nnooww  »»  aanndd  wwoorrkk  hhaarrdd  ffoorr  tthhee  ffuuttuurree..    

IInn  bbrriieeff,,  eevveenn  ffoorr  tthhee  sseellffiisshh  ppeerrssoonn,,  tthhee  

sseeaarrcchh  ffoorr  lloovvee  iimmppoosseess  aa  cceerrttaaiinn  rreennoouunncceemmeenntt  ttoo  

tthhee  ««  mmyysseellff--hheerree--nnooww  »»,,  aa  mmiinniimmuumm  ddoossee  ooff  

aallttrruuiissmm..  

Why has the natural selection given to man selfishness and 

altruism? 
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BBuutt  tthhee  ttrruuee  qquueessttiioonn  iiss  nnoott  tthheerree..  WWhhyy  iiss  

iitt  tthhaatt  MMôômmmmaannhh  wwiillll  oonnllyy  bblleessss  aallttrruuiissttiicc  lloovvee??  

TThhrroouugghh  uuss,,  iitt  iiss  nneecceessssaarryy  ttoo  ssaayy  iitt  aaggaaiinn;;  sshhee  

sseeaarrcchheess  ffoorr  tthhee  ssiixx  ffoorrmmss  ooff  hhuummaann  eexxiisstteennccee  aanndd  

tthhee  tthhrreeee  sseellffiisshh  oonneess  ffoorrmm  ppaarrtt  ooff  iitt..  

TThhrroouugghh  mmaann,,  oonn  oouurr  lliittttllee  ppllaanneett,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  

rreeaacchheess  aa  ffiieelldd  ooff  tthhee  ccoonnsscciieennccee  iinnffiinniitteellyy  vvaasstt  

ccoommppaarreedd  ttoo  tthhoossee  wwhhiicchh  sshhee  hhaadd  kknnoowwnn  uunnttiill  tthheenn,,  

tthhaatt  iitt  wwaass  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  tthhiinnggss  oorr  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  

hhuummaann  bbeeiinnggss..  AAnndd  rreemmeemmbbeerr,,  mmyy  ffrriieenndd  rreeaaddeerr,,  tthhee  

wwaayy  iinn  wwhhiicchh  sshhee  ggeettss  tthheerree::  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  ttuunnnneell  

wwhhiicchh  ccoonnssttiittuutteess  eeaacchh  oonnee  aammoonnggsstt  uuss,,  66  bbiilllliioonn  

hhuummaann  bbeeiinnggss,,  66  bbiilllliioonn  ccoonnsscciieenncceess  ddiissttiinncctt  aanndd  

nneecceessssaarriillyy  ddiiffffeerreenntt,,  oobbeeyyiinngg  eeaacchh  oonnee    ttoo  tthhaatt  

lliittttllee  bbiitt  ooff    MMôômmmmaannhh..    

II  cchhoossee  mmyysseellff  aass  eexxaammppllee,,  mmyysseellff,,  aammoonngg  tthhee  

66  bbiilllliioonn,,  bbeeccaauussee  iitt  iiss  tthhee  oonnllyy  oonnee  wwhhiicchh  II  hhaavvee  

iinn  mmyy  hhaanndd..    

TThhee  ttiinnyy  bbiitt  ooff  MMôômmmmaannhh  wwhhoo  ccoommmmaannddss  mmee  uusseess  

mmyy  ccoonnsscciieennccee  ttoo  rreeaalliissee  hheerr  wwiisshh  ffoorr  eexxiisstteennccee..  II  

ccaallll  hheerr  ««  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh  »»,,  rreemmeemmbbeerr  iitt..  SShhee  hhaass  

bbrroouugghhtt  mmee  tthhee  mmeemmoorryy  ooff  tthhee  ttaasstteess  ooff  aallll  mmyy  

aanncceessttoorrss  aass  ffrroomm  tthhee  mmiinneerraall  aaggee,,  tthhee  mmeemmoorryy  ooff  

aallll  tthhaatt  pplleeaasseedd  tthheemm..  MMyy  eexxiisstteennccee  ccoonnssiissttss  iinn  

rreeppeeaattiinngg  tthhoossee  pplleeaassuurreess  aass  mmuucchh  aass  ppoossssiibbllee  aanndd  

ttoo  iinnvveenntt  ootthheerrss  lliikkee  tthheemm,,  eevveenn  bbeetttteerr,,  mmoorree  

cclloossee  ttoo  tthhee  ffuullffiillmmeenntt,,  wwhhiicchh  iiss  ppeerrhhaappss  nnootthhiinngg  

bbuutt  tthhee  ccoonnttrrooll  ooff  tthhee  iinnffiinniittee  iinn  tthhee  ssppaaccee  ooff  

ttiimmee..    
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LLoocckkeedd  uupp  lliikkee  tthhiiss  iinn  tthhee  iinntteerriioorr  ooff  mmyy  

ccoonnsscciieennccee,,  tthhee  bbiiggggeesstt  ooff  aallll  tthhee  pprriissoonnss,,  mmyy  

MMôômmmmaannhh  aapppprreecciiaatteess  aabboovvee  aallll  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee  wwhhiicchh  

sshhee  ccaann  ffeeeell  tthhrroouugghh  mmyy  sseennsseess,,  ccoonnccrreettee  

tthheerreeffoorree,,  ssuurree,,  aanndd  wwhhiicchh  aatt  tthhee  ssaammee  ttiimmee  

ssaattiissffyy  hheerr  oowwnn  ttaasstteess..  IInn  oonnee  wwoorrdd,,  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh  

pprreeffeerrss  tthhee  sseellffiisshh  eexxiisstteennccee,,  ssoo  cclloossee  ttoo  hheerr..  

AAnndd  yyoouu,,  wwhhaatt  pplleeaassuurreess  ddoo  yyoouu  ffeeeell  bbeesstt??  YYoouurr  

oowwnn??  OOrr  tthhoossee  wwhhiicchh  ppeerrhhaappss  yyoouurr  ggrreeaatt--ggrraanndd  

cchhiillddrreenn  wwiillll  kknnooww??    

SSoo,,  ddoo  yyoouu  tthhiinnkk  tthhaatt  MMôômmmmaannhh  iiss  ggooiinngg  ttoo  

ffoorrbbiidd  tthhee  sseellffiisshh  ffrroomm  lloovviinngg??  

HHoowweevveerr,,  hheerr  oolldd  eexxppeerriieennccee  hhaass  ttaauugghhtt  hheerr  

tthhaatt  sseellffiisshhnneessss  iiss  ddeeaatthh..  SShhee  wwiillll  tthheerreeffoorree  

ggrraanntt  tthhee  pprriioorriittyy  ttoo  aallttrruuiissmm..  TThhee  eexxiisstteennccee  

cclloosseesstt  ttoo  hheerr  wwiillll  bbee  bblleesssseedd  aass  lloonngg  aass  tthhee  

eexxiisstteennccee  wwiillll  sseeeemm  aassssuurreedd  ffaarr  aawwaayy  ffrroomm  hheerr,,  iinn  

ssppaaccee  aanndd  iinn  ttiimmee::  pprreeffeerraabbllyy  ffoorr  tthhee  mmyysseellff--hheerree--

nnooww,,  pprriioorriittyy  ttoo  tthhee  ootthheerr--eellsseewwhheerree--aallwwaayyss..  

Therefore, that night, we had not been happy lovers. Frustration woke us up 

early the following day at the small hours. Our embraced bodies were rather cold 

when they should have warmed each other mutually. Since the air was very fresh, I lit 

the fire in the chimney. During that time, Jeanne made the coffee. I took out a round 

loaf of peasant bread, slices of smoked bacon and some Reinette apples, small and 

quite miserable but which stung strongly our mouth and forced it to appreciate them. 

There was also some quite creamy milk of the neighbouring farm and some salted 

butter. Jeanne had invited herself by surprise, and I could not buy her favourite food 

which eliminates the fat well before stifling the beauty. She therefore gave herself the 

exceptional pleasure to devour the same breakfast as myself. The good mood settled 

in. 
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You know the extraordinary glues of our time, magic potions which lead 

back to life the broken porcelains, and which render intact the broken objects, more 

solid at the glued places than they were before: could a love be patched up that way? I 

did not believe it. I asked Jeanne about our break up and she answered. 

« - Which break up? 

- You have already forgotten all those painful never ending scenes and without 

outcome, after our departure for Austria. And the decision we had to take to part? 

- I do not know what you want to talk about. Is it truly important? Do you love me? 

Here is what matters. Say! Do you love me? 

-  If I love you? Oh my my!... 

- So, why don’t you say it?  

- Because I prefer to prove it. 

- One does not prevent the other. I said it to you well, I! Georges, I will love you all 

my life. 

- I love you, Jeanne! And I will always love you! Whatever happens. 

- Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!... It is not frequent but when it gets you, you become funnily 

strong! » 

 

And naturally, our two bodies met again, each one finding besides the other 

the spot he had often looked for. His spot! Since our bodies are made of temporarily 

alive matter, a wise combination of atoms and of molecules, I started to ask the 

following question: when some hydrogen atoms and those of oxygen precipitate in 

the arms of one and the other forming water, with such a violence that one hears a 

great « bang! », do they feel a happiness as big as ours? » Oh yes! My madness, my 

mad need to understand everything was capable of spoiling the best moments. I was 

leaning to push her out of the way; at the same time, Jeanne carried me away 

resolutely on the way to happiness. She had come back; she had always been there, 

my well-beloved witch. 
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A thousand times more sure than the words which came out of her mouth, her 

delightful body of a fairy, in its whole entity, was saying:  « I love you! Oh! I love 

you so much! » Lightning thoughts were crossing my mind: « - In order that she will 

never cease to love me like this, I will go as far as to walk on all fours and bark like a 

dog. – Hey there! Aren’t you ashamed? If, as it has already happened, you must 

mutilate your dignity to nourish the hope of being loved, send your lovely one to the 

devil and without beating around the bush. There are thousands of others. – But 

finally, blasted kill-joy, I realise: since her arrival, she has not insulted you even 

once! It is perhaps the Jeanne of the strolls in the Alps who has come back for good. 

She has chased away the other, the virago of the holidays in Austria, like one drives 

away a nightmare after a painful awakening. » I had a violent yearning to believe that 

that last thought was expressing the truth: also without seeing that aspect of fairy tales 

which she had, I considered her as true. 

Suddenly, the beginning of the worries which had aroused in me the curious 

forgetfulness of my exquisite promise was very easily forgotten. Her body had the 

taste of chestnuts and it evoked the opera which is played in the autumn sky.  

So, we loved each other. 

Is it quite reasonable? 

The incident which followed our new nuptials should have made me 

suspicious, but it passed nearly unobserved.   

I prepared myself to go to work. So, the virago, the one I had known in 

Austria, pointed again her wicked chin. 

« - Where are you going my love? 

- To work. 

- Well there you are! You have not wasted any time to take up your old grimy 

habits! Now that you have screwed up well, you let me fall like an old sock! What 

a bastard!  
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- But, my dear, let’s see! What happened to you? I have not « screwed up »: we 

have made love and it was marvellous. So why are you all so upset now? It is just 

as if we had constructed a beautiful house for us two, and that you destroyed it 

even before we have lived in it.  

- Stop my dear. It is not worth tiring yourself. I don’t know what has come over me 

suddenly. Perhaps the fear of being pregnant. Forget all that do you want to? » 

 

And the great strangeness was erased by a tender kiss. 

I left Jeanne at the house, all busy taking hold of the situation, and I went to 

visit my young friends, for a school day. 

The children, lined up in front of the entrance of the class, showed me their 

hands stretched forth, a face then another: I could conclude that they were properly 

washed. I felt they were devoured by curiosity, but they kept silent and disciplined 

and none of them would have dared ask me the slightest of questions which were 

burning their lips. 

At that time, the peasants saw the teacher as a superior person, a 

« Monsieur » who came down from his coach to come amongst them in the middle of 

the dung of the cows and tried to teach them, if not them for whom it was too late, at 

least their children. Although the French Revolution had happened ages ago, sowing 

across all the countryside the belief that all men are by nature, at all cost, equal, in 

spite of the praiseworthy effort followed for two centuries, the majority of the 

peasants, themselves, remained convinced of being by nature inferior men to whom 

the lottery of inheritance had unluckily given a limited intelligence. 

That idea held on to the wrong interpretation of a fact: if they had not 

« learned well at school », according to them, it was inevitably because they were not 

« gifted ». In that logic, those who had shown themselves capable of studying in the 

colleges and in the secondary schools of the city, those about whom one said with 
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respect that they had gone to « The Big Schools », those were « intelligent ». And the 

peasants believed that the majority of their children had not received the gift of 

intelligence since, in spite of all their efforts combined with those of the teacher and 

the remonstrance of the parents, they did not learn much.  

But they were keen on this practical knowledge, authenticated by the famous 

Certificate of Primary Studies because it contributed a great deal to the improvement 

of their life. Furthermore, the primary school was also a lottery from where a big hit 

came out from time to time: an exceptional child, gifted for studies. One came to an 

arrangement then « to push » him into the « big schools ». Such had been my case. 

Therefore, the teacher was supposed to have a superior intelligence. He gave 

the precious primary instructions » which the peasants appreciated a great deal and, 

by doing so, he could from time to time, like a happy fisherman sometimes pull out of 

the water a legendary pike, arouse a beautiful thought of the great class, a Leonardo 

da Vinci who lay dormant, hidden behind the hedged bushes, at the end of the muddy 

road. I suppose that all these reasons had contributed to the setting up of the precious 

rule: one had to respect absolutely the « school teachers. Happy times for the 

teachers… But this is another story. 

To my young brothers, the peasants, my students, I was yearning to give this 

pleasure which would not have cost me anything: announce that Jeanne was my 

fiancée who had come from Paris especially to see us, me and my Landoriens, before 

our imminent marriage. But, after a good moment, my guardian angel » pulled me by 

my sleeve into my blind conscience. I listened finally to him because he is often a 

good adviser. 

What is the purpose of dreams? Do we have a guardian angel? 

BBuutt  II  hhaavvee  nnoott  yyeett  iinnttrroodduucceedd  mmyy  gguuaarrddiiaann  

aannggeell..  IItt  iiss  nnoo  uussee  eennvvyyiinngg  mmee,,  bbeeccaauussee,,  yyoouu  hhaavvee  

oonnee  aass  wweellll..  MMiinnee  iiss  ccaalllleedd  DDiioonnyyssuuss..  
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WWhheenn  II  aamm  aawwaakkee,,  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh  iiss  vveerryy  bbuussyy  

ccoonnttrroolllliinngg  wwhhaatt  aamm  II  ggooiinngg  ttoo  ddoo;;  aatt  tthhee  ssaammee  

ttiimmee,,  sshhee  mmuusstt  ssuuppeerrvviissee  tthhee  ssuurrrroouunnddiinnggss..  SShhee  

ggeettss  iimmppoorrttaanntt  iinnffoorrmmaattiioonn  tthhaatt  sshhee  hhaass  nnoo  ttiimmee  ttoo  

ddeeaall  wwiitthh::  ssoo,,  sshhee  ssttoocckkss  iitt  uupp..  AAtt  nniigghhtt,,  wwhheenn  II  

sslleeeepp,,  sshhee  ««  ggooeess  oovveerr  »»  tthheemm  aanndd  sshhee  iinntteeggrraatteess  

iinnttoo  mmyy  eexxiisstteennccee  wwhhaatt  sshhee  jjuuddggeess  uusseeffuull,,  tthhee  mmoosstt  

ffrreeqquueenntt  ttrruuee  ddrreeaammss..  TThhee  rreessuulltt  iiss  sseenntt  ttoo  mmyy  

ccoonnsscciieennccee  wwhhiicchh  aacccceeppttss  oonnllyy  aa  ppaarrtt,,  tthhee  

uunnaacccceeppttaabbllee  iiss  ssuupppprreesssseedd..  

IItt  iiss  oofftteenn  wwhheenn  II  aawwaakkee  tthhaatt  DDiioonnyyssuuss  ttaallkkss  

ttoo  mmee,,  bbuutt  hhee  ccaann  ddoo  iitt  eevveenn  llaatteerr..  TThhaatt  wwaass  tthhee  

ccaassee  oonn  tthhaatt  ddaayy..  HHee  ccaalllleedd  mmee  wwiitthh  iinnssiisstteennccee  

lliikkee  aann  iirrrriittaattiinngg  aallaarrmm  cclloocckk..  

««  --  SSoo??  YYoouu  sseeee  wweellll  tthhaatt  oonnee  mmuusstt  nnoott  

ddiissttuurrbb  mmee  nnooww!!  BBuutt  wwhhaatt  ddoo  yyoouu  wwaanntt  ffrroomm  mmee,,  aatt  

tthhee  eenndd??  ––  YYoouu  aarree  ggooiinngg  ttoo  ddoo  aa  ggrreeaatt  ssttuuppiiddiittyy..  

BBeessiiddeess,,  yyoouu  hhaavvee  aallrreeaaddyy  ssttaarrtteedd  iitt..  IItt  iiss  nnoott  

tthhee  mmoommeenntt  ttoo  ssppeeaakk  ttoo  tthheemm  aabboouutt  tthhee  ggiirrll  wwhhoo  

sslleepptt  aatt  yyoouurr  hhoouussee..  CCeerrttaaiinnllyy  nnoo!!  ......  --  AAhh!!  AAnndd  

wwhhyy  tthheenn??  ––  BBeeccaauussee  yyoouu  aarree  nnoott  mmaarrrriieedd,,  hhaarree--

bbrraaiinneedd  ffeellllooww!!  ––  TThhaatt  iiss  aa  ggoooodd  oonnee,,  II  lliikkee  tthhaatt!!  

––  AArree  yyoouu  mmuucckkiinngg  aabboouutt  wwiitthh  mmee??  ––  OOhh  ssoorrrryy  wwhhaatt  

aann  iimmbbeecciillee  II  aamm!!  ––  OOhh!!  YYoouu  sseeee::  vvaanniittyy  mmaakkeess  yyoouu  

lloossee  yyoouurr  hheeaadd..  ––  YYeess,,  yyoouu  hhaavvee  tthhee  rriigghhtt  ttoo  sshhooww  

ooffff..  WWiitthhoouutt  yyoouu,,  II  wwiillll  bbee  iinn  aa  mmeessss..  IItt  iiss  eevveenn  

ppoossssiibbllee  tthhaatt  II  wwoouulldd  hhaavvee  lloosstt  mmyy  JJeeaannnnee..  BBuutt  nnoo::  

bbyy  ppuuttttiinngg  aallll  tthhoossee  pprroobblleemmss  oonn  mmyy  bbaacckk  II  ccoouulldd  

sseeee  wweellll  iiff  sshhee  wwaass  kkeeeenn  oonn  mmee..  ––  IInn  oorrddeerr  ttoo  kknnooww  

iitt,,  yyoouu  ddeeffiinniitteellyy  ddoonn’’tt  nneeeedd  ttoo  sseett  hheerr  ttoo  

ttrriiaall......  LLiiffee  wwiillll  ccoonnttiinnuuee  ttoo  ttaakkee  ccaarree  ooff  hheerr  

ffrreeeellyy..  IInn  aannyy  ccaassee,,  oonnee  mmuusstt  nnoott  pprroovvookkee  aa  
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llyynncchhiinngg  bbyy  pprroolloonnggiinngg  tthhaatt  iimmpprraaccttiiccaabbllee  

ssiittuuaattiioonn..  ––  SSttiillll  oonnccee  mmoorree,,  yyoouu  aarree  rriigghhtt..  

TThhaannkkss  ffoorr  hhaavviinngg  wwaarrnneedd  mmee..  II  wwiillll  ggeett  eevveenn  wwiitthh  

yyoouu..  ––  II  aasskk  mmyysseellff  wweellll  hhooww!!  WWhhiillee  wwaaiittiinngg  yyoouu  

wwoouulldd  ddoo  bbeetttteerr  ttoo  ssttaarrtt  tthhee  lleessssoonnss::  yyoouurr  

ssttuuddeennttss  aarree  bbeeggiinnnniinngg  ttoo  ffiiddggeett..  »»  

DDiioonnyyssooss,,  tthheenn,,  hhaadd  jjuusstt  rreemmiinnddeedd  mmee  tthhaatt,,  

aaccccoorrddiinngg  ttoo  cciirrccuummssttaanncceess,,  LLaannddoorryy  wwaass  ssoommeettiimmeess  

aann  ooaassiiss  ooff  hhuummaann  wwaarrmmtthh  wwhheerree  oonnee  hhaadd  bbeetttteerr  ttaakkee  

uupp  hhiiss  ssttrreennggtthh,,  ssoommeettiimmeess  aa  hhuunnttiinngg  ppllaaccee  ffoorr  

mmaann..  

By facing the brave Landoriens, Jeanne had placed us in a dangerous 

situation. And I, who should have known it, had committed us headlong in that trap 

which not going to take long to close. Does love render one stupid? 

How an isolated village is a closed field of existence, an 

existential prison. 

AAtt  tthhaatt  ttiimmee,,  tthhee  ccoouunnttrryy  ccoommmmuunneess  wweerree  

ssttiillll  qquuiittee  oofftteenn  bbuubbbblleess  wwhheerree  tthhee  eexxiisstteenncceess  ooff  

tthheeiirr  iinnhhaabbiittaannttss  wweerree  sshhuutt  uupp..  TThhee  lloonngg  eeppoocchh  

dduurriinngg  wwhhiicchh  eeaacchh  vviillllaaggee  wwaass  aann  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  ssppaaccee  

ccoommpplleetteellyy  cclloosseedd,,  wwaass  nnoott  ttoooo  ffaarr..  TThhee  mmaajjoorriittyy  

ooff  tthhee  ppeeooppllee,,  hhaavviinngg  nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  tthheeiirr  ffeeeett  ttoo  

mmoovvee  aabboouutt,,  nneevveerr  wweenntt  bbeeyyoonndd  tthhee  nneeaarrbbyy  vviillllaaggeess..  

AAppaarrtt  ffrroomm  tthhee  ddrreeaammss,,  tthhee  ppaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee  

lliinnkkeedd  ttoo  ootthheerrss  ccoouulldd  ffuullffiill  tthheemmsseellvveess  oonnllyy  

tthheerree,,  nnaakkeedd  uunnddeerr  tthhee  llooookk  ooff  tthhee  vviillllaaggeerrss  wwhhoo  

kknneeww  eeaacchh  ootthheerr  aanndd  wwhhoo  ssaaww  eevveerryytthhiinngg..  TThheerreeffoorree,,  

iitt  wwaass  ddaannggeerroouuss  ttoo  iinnffrriinnggee  tthhee  rruulleess  ooff  tthhee  

lliivveess  ooff  tthhee  lliittttllee  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  llooccaall  bbuubbbbllee..  
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The modern means of communication, the car especially, and the increase of 

free time makes it possible now to escape from that trap. But in those times, these two 

liberators produced very limited effects. 

At the village of Landory, the unexpected arrival of Jeanne did not fail to set 

in motion the process of recognition of a foreign body, or the more so, since that body 

not only was young and beautiful, but seemed closely linked to that of a teacher, an 

important member of the tribe of the village. 

Did I make believe that I was probably making love to my fiancée?  At that 

time, the people of the countryside considered that that was not decent at all. On the 

contrary, it was allowed to go to a prostitute, on condition that one was discreet; in 

return for that reservation, it was also considered as a test of virility, therefore 

honourable. And this is how the villagers reconciled the puritan and the old religious 

convictions with the excessively pressing needs of sexual nature.  

Furthermore, according to their definition, she who accepted to give herself 

before marriage was a whore. And if, unfortunately, a child was born then that poor 

child, would be a scum of the human community, a wretched « son of a bitch ». 

Besides, the people who grew up in the Islamic tradition still have, quite often, the 

same convictions, because their religious culture of the past has remained more 

enduring than ours: their moral rules entrenched have not yet undergone the powerful 

erosion which modern freedom provokes. 

By passing the night at my house, Jeanne had put us in danger. Because what 

was not decent for a simple villager became intolerable when it was a « school 

teacher », who had to show a good example to the children. Brought up in a city 

where one can do pretty much all that he wants, putting aside walking naked in the 

road, Jeanne could not guess the dangers of the situation. I should have warned her 

the day before her arrival, and we should have looked together for another shelter for 

her for the night. 
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I believed that Jeanne was going to criticise me quite justifiably. Not only did 

she not do anything, but she did not believe that the danger was real. How was I to 

convince her, that « stubborn » one ‘? 

Now, the gossipers were on the verge of beating their brand tom-tom of the 

village. 

« Do you know the news, Mrs. Tabirou? 

- How is that, Mrs. Jordane ? 

- The young lady who arrived by bus, yesterday evening? 

- The young lady, as you say, dressed up as they do in the cities, made up, with red 

lipstick on her lips, red on the nails and perhaps even elsewhere, which she shows 

to the chaps with whom she sleeps. 

- Oh lady, I do not know if she has a lot of them. In any case, she has spent the 

night with Mr. Réveillac. 

- Isn’t it possible ?... Well that is so!... 

- So true that I said it to you, my dear young mothers. 

- And you, Reverend parish priest, what do you think of it? She is setting the 

example, what? What will they become, the young students in there, I ask you?  

- My good ladies, how often have I said it?  When there is no religion left, 

everything is allowed: there are no morals left. Didn’t I say it to you as well, that 

that school is the » School of the Devil »? There they are fornicating now, and in 

public!... The Good God cannot allow that to happen: he will send us a terrible 

punishment, in other times he has destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah because they 

were living in sin. 

- Look here, Reverend, not everybody can live like a saint.  

- Listen, Mr. Morvan, you must try just the same. Think of all the explanations that 

you must give on the Day of the Last Judgement!  

- I think about it, Reverend, I think about it! But when you speak of the »School of 

the Devil », you exaggerate a lot, just the same. I would call it rather the »School of 

Progress ». Our good peasants are sharper and they live much better since there has 

been this school. You will not tell me that it is the work of the devil? 

- Oh! It is rather crafty! It is for that that they call him « le Malin ». 



 155

- Myself, I find that that school teaches them well. And after that, they can go to the 

catechism and to church whenever they want: religion can find there its 

explanation… But, after all, the girl who has slept at Mr. Réveillac, could she be 

perhaps his sister? Or his fiancée? And who can tell you that they slept in the same 

bed? 

- At that age, one is hot blooded. I can bet on whatever you want that they slept 

together, saying to themselves to warm each other.  

- Oh! Madam Noël, how can you know those things? It has been such a long 

time… You have surely forgotten how it is done, and even what it tasted like. 

- Say then, Monsieur Morvan, does it suit you to show off! I do not want to bother 

the Reverend, otherwise I will remind you of some recollections which will make 

you blush, old crook!... 

-Ah well ?... Good heavens!... You must come to confess both of you. And then, 

Mr. Morvan, I believe that your ideas about school are not too catholic. One cannot 

be a Christian on Sunday, and an unbeliever the rest of the week. » 

In what is the isolated village alienating itself? In what is 

the city a liberator? In what does the closed village favour 

the sclerosis and the city the progress? 

TThhee  ttoomm--ttoomm  ooff  tthhee  vviillllaaggee  ppllaayyss  tthhee  ssaammee  

rroollee  aass  tthhee  nnaattiioonnaall  mmeeddiiaa::  iitt  ddiisssseeccttss  aanndd  

sspprreeaaddss  tthhee  nneewwss..  TThheenn,,  ttoo  iinnccoorrppoorraattee  tthhaatt  mmaannnnaa  

ttoo  tthhee  ccoolllleeccttiivvee  eexxiisstteennccee,,  oonnee  wwaaiittss  ffoorr  tthhee  

ooppiinniioonn  ooff  tthhee  wwiissee  mmeenn  ooff  tthhee  ccoouunnttrryy  kknnoowwnn  bbyy  

tthhee  iinnhhaabbiittaannttss..  TThheessee  tteeaacchheerrss  bbrriinngg  aa  jjuuddggeemmeenntt  

wwhhiicchh  ccoonnffoorrmmss  ttoo  tthhaatt  eexxppeecctteedd  bbyy  tthhee  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  

aappppeettiitteess  bboorrnn,,  bbrroouugghhtt  uupp,,  aanndd  eedduuccaatteedd  iinn  tthhaatt  

ppllaaccee,,  tthhee  ««  mmyysseellff  »»  ooff  tthhee  vviillllaaggee..  IItt  iiss  oovveerr::  

nnoo  mmoorree  ppeeooppllee  ccaann  sshhyy  aawwaayy  ffrroomm  tthhee  ssttaannddaarrdd  nneewwss  

uunnlleessss  tthheeyy  ffaaccee  ssoommee  pprreessssuurreess  wwhhiicchh  ccaann  ggoo  aass  

ffaarr  aass  tthhee  uunnbbeeaarraabbllee..  
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BBeeccaauussee,,  iinn  oorrddeerr  ttoo  aassssuurree  tthhee  ccoolllleeccttiivvee  

ppaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee,,  tthhee  oonnee  wwhhiicchh  iiss  lliinnkkeedd  ttoo  

tthhee  ootthheerrss,,  rreeqquuiirreess  ssoommee  ccoommmmoonn  rruulleess..  TThhoossee  

wwhhiicchh  aarree  iimmppeerraattiivvee  uunnddeerr  tthhee  ppeennaallttyy  ooff  sseerriioouuss  

ssaannccttiioonnss  rreeggaarrdd  tthhee  ddoommiinnaanntt  iiddeeoollooggyy..  TThhee  

ootthheerrss,,  lliinnkkeedd  ttoo  tthhee  aaccttiivviittiieess,,  ttoo  ttrraaddiittiioonnss,,  

ttoo  tthhee  ffaasshhiioonn,,......  ccoonnssttiittuuttee  tthhee  llooccaall  ccuullttuurree::  

hheerree  tthheeyy  lloovvee  tthhee  ffiiffee  aanndd  tthhee  bboouuiillllaabbaaiissssee;;  

eellsseewwhheerree  iitt  iiss  tthhee  aaccccoorrddiioonn  aanndd  tthhee  ssaauussaaggee  

ppaannccaakkee..  

TThheerreeffoorree,,  iinn  tthhee  vviillllaaggee  ooff  tthhee  ppaasstt  wwhheerree  

oonnee  ffoouunndd  hhiimmsseellff  cclloosseedd  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  llaacckk  ooff  

ttrraannssppoorrtt,,  iitt  wwaass  iimmppoossssiibbllee  ttoo  eessccaappee  tthhee  eeyyeess  ooff  

tthhee  ootthheerrss,,  eessppeecciiaallllyy  ttoo  tthhoossee  ooff  tthhee  ggoossssiippeerrss..  

IInn  tthhee  cciittiieess,,  oonn  tthhee  ccoonnttrraarryy,,  tthhoossee  ooff  ttooddaayy  

lliikkee  tthhoossee  ooff  ootthheerr  ttiimmeess,,  oonnee  wwoouulldd  hhaavvee  hhaadd  ttoo  

bbee  mmaadd  ttoo  ttrryy  ttoo  ggeett  ttoo  kknnooww  eeaacchh  ooff  tthhee  tthhoouussaannddss  

aanndd  tthhoouussaannddss  ooff  iinnhhaabbiittaannttss..  OOuuttssiiddee  hhiiss  

ddiissttrriicctt,,  eeaacchh  oonnee  eessccaappeess  tthhee  llooookk  ooff  tthhee  ootthheerrss,,  

aanndd  ccoonnsseeqquueennttllyy,,  ttoo  tthheeiirr  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  pprreessssuurree..  

IInn  rreettuurrnn  ffoorr  ssoommee  pprreeccaauuttiioonnss,,  oonnee  ccaann  ddoo  wwhhaatt  hhee  

lliikkeess..  

SSoo  tthhee  cciittyy  rreennddeerrss  oonnee  ffrreeee..  TThhiiss  ffrreeeeddoomm  

hhaass  ttwwoo  ffaacceess::  iiff  iitt  ffaavvoouurrss  aa  ccrriimmee,,  iitt  aalllloowwss  

aallssoo  ccrreeaattiivviittyy  ttoo  rreeaalliissee  iittsseellff..  IItt  iiss  aa  rreessuulltt  

ooff  pprrooggrreessss..  

Like this, the process towards infamy had already started. If Jeanne spent one 

more night at my house, the whole village would have started to reject us. My 

beloved one did not take long to understand some allusions so much so that she 

believed to have misunderstood them:  « Look here! The whore has not woken up 

early this morning. The lady! One cannot work by day and by night. » Soon, my 
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students would cease to look at me in the face; whispering behind my back, always 

louder, they would stop to greet me, in the village streets, before starting to hurl 

insults or apple cores across my way, both of them anonymous. Anonymous even the 

stones which would break our window panes and certain letters which the postman 

would put, mockingly. 

The day would come when one had to leave, hunted by that big family which 

I loved. I surely wanted to go away, but not in that manner. I wanted the village to 

accompany us with its wishes that we could come back one day, loaded with the 

indispensable novelties which we were going to fetch. 

It was Mr. Morvan who showed us how to make up for our false step. 

Mr. Morvan, the old watchmaker of Landory treated me like the son whom 

he had lost. The latter, after succeeding brilliantly in his studies, did not want to 

extend the reprieve which would have allowed him to wait for the end of the War in 

Algiers. He had left risking his life, like his comrades: he had come back in a coffin. 

I do not know where Mr. Morvan had learnt that wisdom not to take anything 

for granted, not even his life, neither that of his son or of his beloved one. It is what 

allowed him to continue to live in spite of everything, and to employ to the best the 

extra years which a robust health had given him. To make his sorrow flow back, 

instead of invoking death, he chose to fight her by giving strength to the living ones, 

by means of wise advice and the help he gave them. So if I was proud to receive the 

support that he would have given to his son, at the same time, I feared the 

responsibility that there was to carry the intentions of such a wonderful soul. And, do 

you know it? Not to deceive Mr. Morvan: that duty that nothing ever imposed on me, 

which I still feel always. 

It was a Wednesday. Now, at that time, the students were on holidays on 

Thursday, from where the expression which made millions dream between 

themselves:  « A four Thursday week ». Since I had a holiday on the following day, I 

would have had ample time to prepare my lessons: I could then go back to my house 
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early. As soon as, the class was over, my students were freed, scattered happily like 

loose horses in a meadow on a spring day, I went to join my beautiful one.  

Hardly had I closed the door of my house that Mr. Morvan asked to come in. 

I knew that he had watched out for my return and I also guessed the aim of his visit. I 

was happy to have his help: we two, we would have to convince Jeanne. 

The « stubborn one » willingly accepted, and even with gratitude, the advice 

of Mr. Morvan: she had perceived right away the painful wisdom of the old man. 

To the leaders of the landorianne opinion, we would introduce her for what she 

was: my fiancée.   « - She has spent a night at my house, without fear! – Let us see! It 

was a case which couldn’t be helped. » Coming from Paris, she could not know that 

the country peasants still enforced some rather strict rules; as far as I am concerned I 

had learned them during my infancy, all the years spent in the city had nearly made me 

forget them; and then, our meeting had taken place quite late, on the threshold of my 

house, after a long working day for me and a tiring trip for Jeanne who, moreover, was 

convalescing. In those conditions, we decided to wait, till the following day to dispose 

of all the time which a good moving into a hotel required: this choice seemed 

reasonable to them, even more because they themselves were horrified of sudden 

actions. 

« - It may be, but during that unfortunate night that we had spent the two of 

us under the same roof, and without fear!... Hasn’t my fiancée’s virtue suffered? – 

Oh! Come on! It is necessary that the Landoriens have confidence in their school 

teachers! Without which, where will they go? So, one should have accused the 

Reverend Parish Priest of sleeping with his maid?... Oh!... » 

The cart being nearly out of the ditch where we had emptied it, the three of us 

went to book a room at the Hôtel des Voyageurs where we had dinner. 

Madame Pigeon, the owner, was a superior woman with an opulent built, 

which did not prevent her from being lively and firmly planted on her solid legs. Her 
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look was benevolent. She acted equally as the village newspaper and this out of pure 

generosity: the news which she spread in abundance were entirely free and, above all, 

they were never inspired by malice. 

Naturally, we made use of that good press to diffuse the image which the 

villagers had to have of those through whom the scandal could arrive: a quite pleasant 

and promising engaged couple very much attached to Landory. An expert, Madame 

Pigeon did her utmost to discover our secrets. Monsieur Morvan took the floor every 

time that we risked committing a blunder. Who was the manipulator? Who was the 

manipulated? Little does it matter, since the ones like the others, we had only good 

intentions.  

So, like a skilful head of state diffuses on television the image that the people 

are going to have of him, we let the Landoriens know what they had to think.  

Madame Pigeon approved that we had not gone on the eve to settle Jeanne in her 

hotel: at such a late hour, she could not have received my fiancée properly, even more 

because she was busy with the preparations of a wedding. 

Jeanne was not only a Parisian, she was a school psychologist. 

« - Ah well? And what does a school psychologist do? Does she cure the mad 

ones? 

- But no, Madame Pigeon. Besides, Mr. Réveillac does not need that type of care. 

- I hope so! 

- No, I don’t take care of the mad. My work consists in searching how the brain of 

the children works to try and make good students out of them. And even so that 

they prosper, surely… 

- Oh well! Here is a sacred job! You are not close to see the end of it. And where 

are you going to perform that beautiful job, Miss Jeanne? Not amongst us, I 

honestly hope, in your interest. Here, the people are still a bit backwards, you 

know: it would terrify them if one would go rummaging about in their kids’ head. 

- You are right! Since we do not know big things about the human mind, it is 

dangerous to want to rummage about it. But quite correctly, because they have a 
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scientific formation, the psychologists are well warned about that danger. It is 

because one can trust them. Whatever the case, I will not harm your children 

because I am here on holidays, for two weeks only. But to be quite at ease, one 

only has to say that I am a nurse. 

- Oh no!  Jeanne! One must not lie to them: I am a teacher, just the same! And they 

trust me! 

- Mr. Réveillac is right, miss, one must not lie to them. Isn’t it so, Mrs. Pigeon? 

- Miss Jeanne was saying that for a just cause. Lies pay a high price, even when 

one pays only later for them: if you pass for a nurse, one would ask you to cure all 

the pains of Landory, real and imaginary, and that will only be the beginning of 

your troubles. No! Definitely not a nurse! 

- So. What must one tell them? 

- The truth, my dear. Is it so complicated to behave in a simple manner?  

- Oh! My goodness!... 

- But yes, surely. You are a school psychologist who does not risk bewitching their 

children, nobody else, except me, because you do not act ruthlessly in this 

village… » 

And while continuing like this, we spread a story, in order to account, quite 

closely to the truth. After her operation, my fiancée had come to me for two weeks of 

convalescence. Without which the date was stopped, we had to marry in a very near 

future. Jeanne would spend her nights at the hotel. She would dedicate her days 

looking after my home, to do the shopping, to prepare our dinner: in brief, take care 

of me. The following day, a holiday, we would go together to the city where she 

would buy some books. 

Afterwards, her activities would lead her naturally to meet again plenty of 

Landoriens: she would take up conversation with them all, even those whose head 

seemed turned away. Thanks to her talents of a psychologist, she would be so subtle 

as to shock nobody, whether it was by word or behaviour badly matched with the 

sweet countryside. Like this, everybody will say that the school teacher had a good 

chance of marrying such a good girl, « and a pretty one as well! ». 
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Dinner was excellent: a wedding banquet had taken place in the big hall and 

the guests of the hotel benefited from it. Alas! Jeanne had to follow her slimming 

diet, if she did not want to find a kilo of fat which she had tried so hard to eliminate. 

But, could she upset our generous hostess?  

« - A diet? To make yourself ill? Oh! Believe me: if there had been many good 

things in my plate when I was young, I would have treated myself heartily.  

- Surely! But… 

- You don’t find that good, I bet? Accustomed as you must be to eat confetti salads, 

haven’t you surely lost your appetite?... 

- Oh ! Mrs. Pigeon, but it is delicious! I would like to ask you even for the recipe, if 

it’s not a secret. 

- Oh! You are not completely broken down. I will give you my recipe tomorrow. 

You could teach your starving Parisians to eat, because one could consider them as 

cases of tuberculosis. » 

Mrs. Pigeon had found herself a vocation of a foster mother: it was like this 

that she gave her contribution to the blooming of humanity. The plump flesh and the 

red dye which her rich and mouth-watering food gave were according to her, sign of 

good health. 

At our times, such a mistress would affectionately be called Eugénie, or « La 

Génie ». But, as a humble servant doing all sorts of jobs, she had worked hard to 

become a lady. Calling her « Madame », was simply a question of rendering homage 

to her courage, her intelligence and her big hearth. It was therefore, with respect and 

affection: « Madame Pigeon ». 

She took Jeanne under her wings and decided to mother her till her departure, 

so that she would go back to Paris in good shape. Unfortunately, she could not obtain 

the full success which her efforts deserved, because Jeanne dined, or rather fasted, 

nearly every evening at my house, in my company. 
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Those who offered the wedding party, the parents of the bride and the 

bridegroom invited us to have a  « toast » with them and to dance. 

It was the blacksmith who was giving in marriage his daughter Yvonne to the 

young boy Marcel, his chief-worker. He almost did not have any more horses to shoe 

since the new ones, vulgarly called tractors, were mounted on tyres. So, Marcel 

assured the re-conversion of the forge into a mechanical agricultural workshop. 

Marcel and Yvonne got married for life. But yes, it’s true! Authorised by the law, 

forbidden by the Church, divorce was still in every way a taboo in the hearts. If one 

had chosen wrongly his partner, it could happen, in the worst of cases that love 

changed into hatred. All during the lifetime, the hearth was a place of suffering, even 

for the children and madness would prowl around in the blasted house. 

It is because the wedding was a big feast shaded in red. The guests were the 

parents, the friends who, later on, would remind the married couple:  « I was at your 

wedding. Oh! Good blood! It was a beautiful wedding! « And perhaps that would be 

enough to make them leave the sorrowful path of hatred in order to take up again their 

painful path of love. 

Jeanne did not need me to explain that to her. In the middle of the general 

happiness, she knew how to encourage the young married couple to love each other 

well. We danced, we sang, we were wild till the late hours of the night, until the 

moment when my convalescing fiancée said: 

« - Oh ! I am exhausted. I am going to sleep. 

- It is all right, my dear. What a party, eh? 

- Oh yes! It suits us well! In Paris, one cannot afford that. Oh well, my dear! But 

where are you going?  

- You see well that we are going home! Funny question. 

- Are you drunk? You will accompany me till the door of my room, and then you 

will wisely sleep in your cold bachelor’s bed. Are you keen on causing an 

enormous scandal? 

- Dear! Dear! Oh dear! It is true! Blast the devout Catholics! Blast the churchy old 
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man! 

- Aren’t you ashamed of insulting these good people, our friends? It is very 

honourable, besides, to sleep in separate rooms. Don’t the nobles sleep like this? 

Good night, my dear. 

- So, good night!... my beautiful girl…I will find you here for breakfast. » 

Jeanne was appreciated by the Landoriens. It is not surprising because she 

struggled hard to give them the image they made of an ideal fiancée for their young 

school teacher. She excels in that art. 

She had to play then the role of a complex character, a sweet Parisian in love 

with an enlightened peasant ready for all the efforts to be worthy of him. According 

to me she pushed the traits a bit too far, by going as far as the uncertain limit where 

her interlocutor risked telling her: « Are you kidding?... Do you want to take the piss 

out of me, or what? Do I look so stupid? » she didn’t play the following scene in the 

honour of the vainest of peasant teachers of Landory! That took place in the presence 

of a cow of which one will never know whether she was coughing or she was choking 

with laughter. 

Jeanne dared ask how the precious animal managed to make out the 

commands which were given to her: milk, butter, cheese, fresh cream,… and that, 

while breastfeeding her calf. The cock (or rather the dupe) of the village was over 

joyous and he answered her. 

« - A good well-trained cow does that easily. There where it hurts her most, is there 

to produce ice-cream in full summer.  

- There you are, Mr. Hubert, you are making fun of me. I can very well be a 

Parisian, but I am not as stupid as that no matter what! 

- You mustn’t get me wrong, young lady. It is necessary to laugh a little as long as 

one is alive, because, when one dies, it will be too late. That’s it! Tell me, isn’t it 

true?... What, am I not right? 

- Certainly, you are right, Mr. Hubert.» 
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So, Jeanne was adopted by the peasants of Landory. Many expressed their 

sincere regrets when she had to reach Paris. Shamelessly, she promised to come back 

in a matter of time and forever. She was soon, announcing, that we were getting 

married at Landory, would have a big wedding and we would settle there for good. 

Why did she do promises to them which we did not want to keep? She knew well, 

however, that I was toying with the idea of leaving to teach in Black Africa which, at 

that time, was an easy dream to realise. I was hoping to start my career abroad after 

the next return to school. That misunderstanding was the cause of a little cloud which 

came back from time to time to spur on our love. 

You have seen her, to please our fellow friends; Jeanne does not hesitate to 

be funny and to invent pleasant stories. She excels in that game, but at the same time 

she contrasts strongly my obsessive desire of knowledge. You imagine how much 

that can irritate me. I am still happy that I am not quick tempered. 

Therefore, I shared with her a part of my annoyance. 

« - Let us see, my dear, don’t you see that we do this for laughing?  

- Well?... Not truly, no. 

- Don’t you have the sense of humour? 

- Oh, I had it, a long time ago. But the demon which you know took it away from 

me. I would love to find it again, because it was strangely good. Moreover, I would 

know that I have found again a good mental health. But it will be long, you know. 

- Ah well; to start with, try to appreciate my little explorations of mystifications. 

- Well. Since it is just to laugh. » 

A little too easily, I let myself be persuaded that it was an innocent game: to 

laugh, like humour.  

What is humour? What is the purpose of humour? 
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IInn  ffaacctt,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  ggaavvee  uuss  tthhee  ggaammee  aanndd  hhuummoouurr  

ttoo  rreelliieevvee  oouurr  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  aannxxiieettyy,,  pprriinncciippaallllyy  

wwhheenn  sshhee  bbeeccoommeess  uusseelleessssllyy  uunnbbeeaarraabbllee..    

WWhheenn,,  tthhrroouugghh  tthhoouugghhtt,,  tthhrroouugghh  aaccttiioonn,,  oonnee  

ddooeess  hhiiss  bbeesstt  ttoo  rreeaacchh  aann  oobbjjeeccttiivvee,,  iiff  tthhee  rreessuulltt  

iiss  iinn  ssppiittee  ooff  eevveerryytthhiinngg  aallll  aa  fflloopp  wwhhiillee  tthhee  

eexxiisstteennttiiaall  ccoonnsseeqquueenncceess  aarree  nnoott  sseerriioouuss,,  oonnee  ssaayyss  

ttoo  hhiimmsseellff::  ««  WWhhaatt  wwaass  tthhee  ppooiinntt..»»,,  aanndd  wwee  ssttaarrtt  

llaauugghhiinngg..    

FFoorr  eexxaammppllee,,  tthhee  cclloowwnn  aaddjjuussttss  hhiiss  ccoossttuummee,,  

cchheecckkss  hhiiss  kknnootttteedd  bbuutttteerrffllyy  aanndd  iinnttrroodduucceess  

hhiimmsseellff,,  aallll  ssmmiilliinngg,,  aa  mmaaggnniiffiicceenntt  bboouuqquueett  iinn  hhiiss  

hhaannddss;;  hhee  ssaayyss::  ««  HHaappppyy  bbiirrtthhddaayy,,  mmyy  ddeeaarr--ddeeaarr,,  

hhaappppyy......  bbiirrtthh......ddaayy!!  »»    AAnndd  hhee  rreecceeiivveess  aa  

hhoouusseehhoolldd  bbuucckkeett  ooff  wwaatteerr  oonn  hhiiss  ffaaccee..  WWee  hhaavvee  hhaadd  

tthhee  iilllluussiioonn,,  aa  mmoommeenntt,,  tthhaatt  iitt  iiss  uusseelleessss  ttoo  

wwoorrrryy  aa  lloott  iinn  oorrddeerr  ttoo  ssuucccceeeedd  hhiiss  eexxiisstteennccee  

ssiinnccee,,  iinn  eevveerryy  wwaayy  tthhee  rreessuulltt  rriisskkss  eessccaappiinngg  uuss..  

BBuutt  iitt  iiss  nnoott  nneecceessssaarryy  tthhaatt  tthhee  ccoonnsseeqquueenncceess  ooff  

tthhee  ffaaiilluurree  bbee  ttrraaggiicc..  IInn  tthhee  eexxaammppllee  ooff  tthhee  

cclloowwnn,,  tthhee  ddiissaappppooiinnttmmeenntt  ooff  tthhee  lloovveerrss  aarree  mmiinnoorr,,  

eevveenn  ssoo  bbeeccaauussee  iitt  iiss  nnoott  II  wwhhoo  hhaass  ttoo  ppuutt  uupp  wwiitthh  

tthheemm..    

  

SSiinnccee  iitt  iiss  nnoott  nneecceessssaarryy  tthhaatt  tthhaatt  mmeeaannss::    

««  IInn  aallll  mmaannnneerrss,,  tthheerree  iiss  nnootthhiinngg  ttoo  ddoo  aabboouutt  

iitt..  »»  IItt  wwiillll  bbee  ddeessppeerraattee  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  bbeeiinngg  

hhiillaarriioouuss..  SSuuppppoossee  tthhaatt  oouurr  cclloowwnn,,  ffaaiilliinngg  iinn  aann  

aaccrroobbaattiicc  nnuummbbeerr,,  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  rreemmaaiinniinngg  hhaannggiinngg  ttoo  
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tthhee  ttrraappeezziiuumm  bbyy  tthhee  bboottttoomm  ooff  tthhee  ttrroouusseerrss,,  

mmiisssseess  ttrruullyy  hhiiss  cchhaannccee  aanndd  ccrruusshheess  oonn  tthhee  rriinngg..  

TThhee  ccoommeeddyy  wwhhiicchh  ffaaiilleedd  hhaass  cchhaannggeedd  ttoo  ttrraaggeeddyy..  

AAnnxxiieettyy  eennccoouurraaggeess  uuss  ttoo  llooookk  ffoorr  tthhee  bbeesstt  

wwaayyss  ttoo  rreeaacchh  oouurr  oobbjjeeccttiivveess..  BBuutt  tthheerree  iiss  aa  

mmoommeenntt  wwhheenn  tthhaatt  sseeaarrcchh  mmuusstt  ssttoopp  bbeeccaauussee  iitt  wwiillll  

ggiivvee  nnootthhiinngg  eellssee..  AAtt  tthhaatt  ssttaaggee,,  wwee  hhaavvee  ttoo  

aacccceepptt  tthhee  rriisskk  ooff  ffaaiilluurree..  IItt  iiss  ttoo  hheellpp  uuss  ggeett  

oovveerr  tthhaatt  sstteepp  tthhaatt  MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  ggiivveenn  uuss  hhuummoouurr..  

TThhee  ffaaiilluurree  ooff  aa  wweellll  pprreeppaarreedd  aaccttiioonn  wwiitthhoouutt  

sseerriioouussnneessss  tteellllss  mmee::  ««  IItt  iiss  bbeetttteerr  nnoott  ttoo  ddeemmaanndd  

ttoo  mmaasstteerr  tthhee  ssiittuuaattiioonn,,  ssiinnccee  tthheerree  iiss  oofftteenn  tthhee  

rriisskk  ooff  ffaaiilluurree..  »»    

DDoonn’’tt  ddeemmaanndd!!  

SSoo,,  tthhaannkkss  ttoo  aa  lliittttllee  bbiitt  ooff  hhuummoouurr,,  II  ddoo  

nnoott  ddeemmaanndd  ttoo  ssuucccceeeedd,,  II  ddoo  nnoott  ddeemmaanndd  aannyytthhiinngg  

eellssee,,  wwhhiicchh  ddooeess  nnoott  mmeeaann  aatt  aallll  tthhaatt  II  rreennoouunnccee::  

oonn  tthhee  ccoonnttrraarryy,,  ffrreeeedd  ffrroomm  tthhee  aannxxiieettyy,,  mmyy  wwiillll  

iiss  oonnllyy  ssttrroonnggeerr  aabboouutt  iitt..  II  aacccceepptt,,  llaauugghhiinnggllyy,,  

tthhee  rriisskk  ooff  ffaaiilluurree,,  aanndd  hheerree  II  aamm  rreellaaxxeedd,,  

pprreeppaarreedd  ffoorr  aannootthheerr  eeffffiicciieenntt  aaccttiioonn..  

AAnndd  iinn  wwhhaatt  ccoonncceerrnnss  mmee,,  tthhee  ddeemmoonn  wwhhoo  lliivveess  

iinn  mmee  hhaadd  ttaakkeenn  aawwaayy  tthhee  ggiifftt  ooff  MMôômmmmaannhh  tthhaatt  

ssaaffeegguuaarrdd::  II  hhaadd  lloosstt  tthhee  sseennssee  ooff  hhuummoouurr..  FFaacceedd  

wwiitthh  aannyy  ssttrreessss,,  mmyy  rreeppllyy  wwaass::  ««  II  ddeemmaanndd!!  II  

ddeemmaanndd!!  II  ddeemmaanndd  ttoo  mmaasstteerr  tthhee  ssiittuuaattiioonn..  »»  WWeellll,,  

II  ddiidd  nnoott  mmaannaaggee  ttoo  ««  lloooosseenn  uupp  »»..    
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II  rreemmeemmbbeerreedd  hhooww  ggoooodd  iitt  wwaass  ttoo  llaauugghh,,  bbuutt  

tthhaatt  pplleeaassuurree  hhaadd  bbeeeenn  ddeenniieedd  ttoo  mmee..  TThhee  

ppoossssiibbiilliittyy  ooff  llaauugghhiinngg  eexxiisstteedd  ssttiillll,,  bbuutt  

ccoonnttrraasstteedd  bbyy  tthhee  bbaarrrriieerr  wwhhiicchh  hheelldd  iitt  bbaacckk..  WWhheenn  

aa  hhiillaarriioouuss  ssiittuuaattiioonn  ttrriiggggeerreedd  ooffff  iinn  ssppiittee  ooff  

tthhee  eennttiirree  rreefflleexx  wwhhiicchh  sshhoouulldd  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  aa  rreelliieeff,,  

II  cceerrttaaiinnllyy  llaauugghheedd......  AAnndd  II  ssuuffffeerreedd::  II  hhaadd  tteeaarrss  

iinn  mmyy  eeyyeess,,  aaccuuttee  ppaaiinnss  bbuurrsstt  mmyy  ssiiddeess,,  II  wwaass  

ssuuffffooccaattiinngg,,  aanndd  II  wwaass  ffeeeelliinngg  oonn  tthhee  vveerrggee  ooff  aa  

bbllaacckkoouutt..  TThhee  oonnllyy  llaauugghhtteerr  wwhhiicchh  II  kknneeww  ffrroomm  nnooww  

oonn,,  tthhaatt  llaauugghhtteerr  wwhhiicchh  ffoorrcceedd  mmyy  ssttaauunncchh  

rreessiissttaannccee  wwaass  aa  ssuuffffeerriinngg..  

HHuummoouurr  iiss  iinn  iinnttiimmaattee  ccoonnttaacctt  wwiitthh  tthhee  

ssttrruuggggllee  ffoorr  eexxiisstteennccee..  IItt  hhaass  ttoo  sshhooww  tthhee  ffaaiilluurree  

ooff  tthhee  aatttteemmppttss  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee,,  wwiitthhoouutt  nneecceessssaarriillyy  

ddiissccoouurraaggiinngg  tthhee  aaccttoorrss,,  bbyy  ddeessttrrooyyiinngg  tthhee  ttrruuee  oorr  

tthhee  ggoooodd..  HHee  hhaass  ttoo  ccuutt  ttoo  tthhee  bboonnee  ooff  tthhee  

eexxiisstteennccee  wwiitthhoouutt  hhuurrttiinngg  iitt,,  lliikkee  aa  ggaarrddeenneerr  

pprruunneess  tthhee  rroossee  bbuusshh..  TThhee  ccoommiicc  ddooeess  nnoott  hhaavvee  tthhee  

rriigghhtt  ttoo  sshhooww  hhiimmsseellff  ssttuuppiidd::  hhee  mmuusstt,,  oonn  tthhee  

ccoonnttrraarryy,,  bbee  aa  ppaarrttiiccuullaarrllyy  ssuubbttllee  gguuiiddee..  TThhiiss  iiss  

wwhhyy  hhuummoouurr  iiss  ddoouubbttlleessssllyy  tthhee  mmoosstt  ddiiffffiiccuulltt  ooff  

tthhee  aarrttss..  TThhee  cclloowwnn--aaccrroobbaatt  iiss  aa  ggoooodd  

rreepprreesseennttaattiivvee  ooff  iitt..  HHee  mmuusstt  rreeaalliissee  ssoommee  

aaccrroobbaattiicc  nnuummbbeerrss  wwhhiicchh  ggoo  ffrroomm  oonnee  ffiiaassccoo  ttoo  tthhee  

ootthheerr,,  bbuutt  hhee  mmuusstt  nnoott  hhuurrtt  hhiimmsseellff  iinn  tthhee  

sslliigghhtteesstt  wwaayy::  iitt  iiss  nneecceessssaarryy  tthhaatt  hhee  iiss  tthhee  bbeesstt  

ooff  aaccrroobbaattss..      

TThheerreeffoorree,,  iitt  iiss  ggoooodd  tthhaatt  hhee  kknnoowwss  hhooww  ttoo  

pprroovvookkee  llaauugghhtteerr..  LLiikkee  tthhiiss,,  ttoo  wwhhooeevveerr  sseeeemmss  ssoo,,  

tthhee  EEnngglliisshh  hhuummoouurr  wwiillll  ccoonnttrriibbuuttee  ttoo  eelliimmiinnaattee  

tthhee  ppaanniicc  aanndd  ttoo  pprreeppaarree  tthheeiirr  vviiccttoorryy,,  wwhheenn  tthhee  
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GGeerrmmaannss  wweerree  ddrriinnkkiinngg  ttoo  tthhee  hheeaalltthh  ooff  tthheeiirr  hhuummaann  

bbrrootthheerrss  ooff  tthhee  bboommbbss..  OOnnccee  mmoorree  iitt  iiss  nneecceessssaarryy  

tthhaatt  iitt  iiss  ttrruullyy  hhuummoouurr..  

TToo  tteessttiiffyy  tthhaatt  ddeecceeaasseedd  aapppprreennttiiccee..  

TThhee  wwoorrkkeerrss  ooff  aa  ggaarraaggee  pprreetteennddeedd  ttoo  aammuussee  

tthheemmsseellvveess  bbyy  sseennddiinngg  ccoommpprreesssseedd  aaiirr,,  wwhhiicchh  sseerrvveedd  

oorrddiinnaarriillyy,,  ttoo  iinnffllaattee  tthhee  ttyyrreess,,  iinn  tthhee  aarrssee  hhoollee  

ooff  aann  aapppprreennttiiccee..  TThheeyy  eexxppeecctteedd  ttoo  ttrraannssffoorrmm  hhiimm  

iinn  aa  BBiibbeenndduumm,,  tthhaatt  ffaatt  ssiimmppllee  ggoooodd  nnaattuurreedd  bbllookkee  

mmaaddee  uupp  ooff  ttyyrreess  wwhhiicchh  iiss  tthhee  eemmbblleemm  ooff  tthhee  

MMiicchheelliinn  ffiirrmm..  SSiinnccee  tthhee  ppaattiieenntt  hhaarrddllyy  hhaadd  aannyy  

sseennssee  ooff  hhuummoouurr,,  hhee  sshhoouutteedd  ccrriieess  ooff  tteerrrroorr..  TThhee  

ootthheerr  aapppprreennttiiccee  hhaadd  tthhee  sseennssee  ooff  hhuummoouurr..  ««  LLooookk,,  

ffeelllloowwss!!  II  aamm  BBiibbeenndduumm..  »»  llaauugghhiinngg  lliikkee  aa  mmaadd  

ppeerrssoonn,,  hhee  lleenntt  hhiiss  oowwnn  bbuuttttoocckkss  ffoorr  tthhee  hhiillaarriioouuss  

eexxppeerriieennccee..  ««  --  AAhh  wweellll??  YYoouu  wwoouulldd  tteellll  mmee..  ––  HHee  

ddiieedd  ooff  llaauugghhtteerr..  »»  

What does a game serve for? 

TThhee  ggaammee,,  wwhhiicchh  iiss  aa  bbllaannkk  eexxeerrcciissee,,  hhaadd  tthhee  

ffoolllloowwiinngg  iinn  ccoommmmoonn  wwiitthh  hhuummoouurr::  iitt  iiss  ««  ttoo  

llaauugghh  »»..  BBootthh  ooff  tthheemm,,  bbyy  eelliimmiinnaattiinngg  tthhee  

oobblliiggaattiioonn  ooff  ssuucccceessss,,  rreelleeaassee  uuss  ffrroomm  tthhee  ffeeaarr  

wwhhiicchh  iinnhhiibbiittss  uuss  wwhheenn  tthhee  ssttrreessss  iiss  ttoooo  hheeaavvyy..  

BBeessiiddeess  iittss  ffuunnccttiioonn  aass  aa  rreellaaxxaanntt,,  tthhee  ggaammee  ccaann  

bbee  uusseedd  ttoo  pprraaccttiiccee  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee  bbyy  ssiimmuullaattiioonn..  

TThhee  cchhiillddrreenn  ddeeddiiccaattee  aa  lloott  ooff  tthhee  ttiimmee  ttoo  iitt  wwhheenn  

tthheeyy  ppllaayy  ffiirreemmeenn,,  SSuuppeerrmmaann,,  mmootthheerr  aanndd  ffaatthheerr......    
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Let us come back to Jeanne, the annoying one. In order not to lose the 

delights of the peace recently rediscovered, I wanted to admit that the lies which she 

related to the Landoriens were innocent jokes, « to laugh ». Afterwards, I was obliged 

to see that it was neither a question of games nor a question of humour. I appreciated 

the comedy which she played to please our fellow friends for such a long time that it 

could pass for an amusing game. But it happened quite often that she exceeded the 

limits and that her lies were loaded with unfortunate risks.  

In order to please our fellow friends, a lot and quickly, she had taken the 

habit of misleading them. Since she had practiced that art for such a long time, she 

succeeded in it quite well. She was capable of passing for a musician, a chess player, 

a philosopher, a horticulture expert… She let the people believe that they interested 

her immensely which generally pleased them a great deal; besides, she would have 

the pleasure to receive them frequently. « Yes, yes, yes! You must visit us. » How 

many invitations did she distribute without any follow-up! She gave our fellow 

friends whatever could please them and led them to say: « Oh my my! What a 

wonderful girl! » That stratagem cost us, besides some invitations which Jeanne 

accepted willingly and which she forgot to return. But, besides the fact that it was 

dishonest, it compelled us to change often the relations, depriving ourselves also of 

true friends. 

I wished that in the others’ hearts, our existence was true. Those false 

purchases done in a fraudulent manner repelled me. Luckily, afterwards, Jeanne 

granted me a minimum of concessions in that domain. 

Later on, I tried to understand that behaviour. I discovered that Jeanne had 

developed an excessive attachment to the « appearance » which overwhelmed 

the « being ». With those results, I was hardly more advanced. Why? Why was my 

beloved acting like this? 

She did not know anything about it herself. It was a made-up vice hidden in 

the subconscious. We had to advance as far as the irreparable so that we could accede 

to the secret drawer of her soul and evacuate the stench.  
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During those happy days at Landory, except for the misunderstanding that I 

am going to evoke, there were no quarrels between Jeanne and myself. Those two 

weeks passed like an enchantment.  

During the day, while I was in class, she looked after the house, she washed 

our linen, and she prepared the evening meal. We would go together to do the 

shopping. Sometimes, I found that she had done much more than her share of work, 

even so because she was convalescing, don’t forget that. Like this, one evening, I 

observed that she had polished all my boots, cleaned my car from top to bottom, and 

even polished the car body, cleaned all the window panes of the house…She seemed 

quite tired, her hands were reddish, her hair in disorder and her make-up in a mess 

like the very old paint of certain kitchens. Therefore where had her beauty gone? 

« - You must not work so hard, my dear, look in what state you are. It is enough 

that you do your part. 

- I do not ask for anything better, my dear. So which is my part? 

- Since you are not working at this moment…  

- And what do I do at home, what does one call it?  

- Work, surely, very much of it and too heavy. So I correct that error in our current 

language: since you remain at home, you must do more work there than in normal 

times, since you are convalescing… 

- Since I am convalescing, my share of housework will be the same like in ordinary 

times, when I go to work.  

- Is that quite true? You speak as if we are going « to get married again ». Isn’t it 

only a fable to deceive the Landoriens?  

- I will tell you soon what it is. For the time being, let us do like…. Do you mind? 

- How do you know that I will accept to marry you? 

- I know it: it is everything. Am I not right? 

- Yes, you are right. You have trapped me once again in your net.  

- Ah! Men. If you knew how easy it is to deceive you? I have only to snap my 

fingers and there are fifty of them who follow me. 

- Aren’t you being a bit pretentious? 

- Not in this field. But it’s you I love my little country bumpkin. 
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- Thank you for the country bumpkin. 

- You are my little country land: deep, honest, calm and level-headed. I trust you. 

You come from a world where nature, the houses and the families proceed along 

the centuries, while my suburb, is also changing like the waves on the water. That 

continuity is worth at least a little bit of a problem… 

- Is it true that you came to explore in my country, before the chances took charge 

of us? 

- It is true: I came to spend a week in your grove and I quite liked the natives, 

especially the Normaliens.  

- Say then, you have done some efforts to choose me.   

- Perhaps, but above all don’t consider yourself indispensable. Well! I will tell you 

soon if I want to marry you. While waiting, let us pretend « it is yes ». Do you 

want? Yes… if I were your wife and if I had to assure each day my eight hours of 

work, what would be my share of housework at my house? 

- If we were married, in normal times, you will do the kitchen, the housework, the 

washing of the linen and the ironing… 

- And you? 

- We share the shopping and I will help you sometimes with the housework. It is I 

who will assure the maintenance of the appliances…as well as the odd jobs. I 

would look after the car, alone. I will manage our budget and I will take care of all 

the paperwork. I will do all the work in the garden when we shall have one. 

- I would love to do some gardening too, sometimes. 

- Ah well, you can give me a helping hand when you feel like it. 

- And can I plant what I like? 

- Probably: we will discuss it and we will come to an agreement. 

- And when I will be too tired, will you help me do my part?  

- As far as it is possible, yes. There you are! Since you are quite weary this 

evening, rest. It is I who will do the crockery. Besides… I will do it often. 

- Promise? 

- Promise. 

- Let us see!  Will you not kiss me, ugly as I am? 

- But yes. When you are worn out and black like a chimney sweeper, I love you 

just the same. 

- I am ugly. Don’t kiss me, I beg of you. Take me rather in your arms » 
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It seems, now, that those two weeks passed quickly. It is because there were 

not any outstanding events, before the big final decision. There were some rainy days 

during which I made the sun go down in the hearth under the form of happy blazing 

fire of beech. The sky granted us some baroque operas of autumn. Since it did not 

rain much, we could sometimes explore the wooded hedges and the hollow tracks in 

search of mushrooms or chestnuts. The Lake of the Roche Dure was inhabited by 

moving reflections, reddish and bluish, wavy under the stormy strokes of the comb: it 

seemed to contain, quite some curious stories which one had to refrain from hearing 

before the winter fossilised itself completely in a shroud of ice. 

In the evening, we read a little and we talked: we had so many projects! 

Virtual projects, because we continued to « act as if it were yes »: as if our deep 

disagreements had not been placed temporarily in parenthesis.  

Like a butterfly after the metamorphosis, a third Jeanne was revealing itself. 

The first, that of love at first sight in the mountain: she had captured me by 

making me believe that I was her god, and then she controlled my state of dependence 

by throwing me over the Olympus. The second had hardly anything in common with 

the first except for the name and the identity card: she had shown herself so odious 

that I did not suffer much to leave her. Finally, there was the third Jeanne who 

seemed to do with me the apprenticeship of life in common. 

Was one of the three the true one? Not sure: a fourth could come out from the 

box of mischief. 

There is near Landory, a modest and very old chapel where, it seems, that the 

pilgrims of the Middle Ages stopped to pray. Its granite stones having acquired a 

sheen throughout the years, welcomed throughout the long time the moss and the 

lichens. An enclosure of grass surrounds it, itself being belted by beech trees and 

oaks. One can see there an old one still green, a hawthorn so old that it has the same 

height as a tree: one could say that she saw the last Roman soldiers of our region. 

Below, in the meadows, the little streamlet murmurs and it hollows out here its bed 
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for thousands and thousands of years, creating obstinately its green ribbon of nature 

in the armoricaine rocks. 

It’s there where Jeanne led me the day of her departure. When I knew why, I 

found out that her choice was good: in that place, Mômmanh has seen passing such a 

big number of human beings and of events that it was a place inhabited by wisdom, a 

good place for important decisions. 

She had adorned herself with an exquisite simplicity which highlighted the 

expressions of her face. At that time, there I read the one who had released the love at 

first sight: the air of being at times surprises, amused, and ravished by enjoying life 

wholeheartedly. I was a captive. I then sat next to her. Her expression changed as she 

had done so often, to such a point that I had the impression that I had somebody else 

by my side. So, with excessive seriousness, which changed her beauty, she 

announced: « Georges, I feel well with you. Moreover, listen to me well, because I 

felt bad till I arrived there: let us cease to act « as if yes », let us get married. » 

Carried away by I don’t know which stupid joy, I decided to marry Jeanne as 

soon as possible and to sow in her tummy my contribution to the little man who 

Mômmanh would have entrusted us with soon. The life which beforehand had 

appeared of a terrifying complexity, froth with hunting traps had become quite 

simple. 

How the subconscious which sometimes governs us is not always 

bad. 

WWhhaatt  ssoorrtt  ooff  ffaaiitthh  eennccoouurraaggeedd  mmee  ttoo  cchhaarrggee  

aalloonngg  iinn  tthhee  ffoogg??  YYoouu  hhaavvee  nnoott  ffoorrggootttteenn  DDiioonnyyssuuss,,  

mmyy  vveerryy  pprreecciioouuss  gguuaarrddiiaann  aannggeell,,  bbuutt  wwhhoo,,  aallll  tthhee  

ssaammee,,  iiss  mmiissttaakkeenn  ssoommeettiimmeess::  aahh  wweellll,,  iitt  iiss  

ppeerrhhaappss  hhiimm  wwhhoo  lleedd  mmee  iinn  tthhaatt  rrooaadd  wwiitthhoouutt  

rreettuurrnn..  
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        What an adventure! 

Afterwards, everything proceeded quickly. In the heart of winter, we were 

married.  

  AAfftteerr  wwee  ddiidd  wwhhaatt  wwaass  nneecceessssaarryy  ttoo  ddoo  ffoorr  tthhaatt,,  

oouurr  MMôômmmmaannhh  ppllaacceedd  iinn  mmyy  LLoovveedd  OOnnee’’ss  ttuummmmyy  tthhee  

uunnkknnoowwnn  wwhhiicchh  wwoouulldd  bbeeccoommee  oouurr  ffiirrsstt  cchhiilldd..    

It wasn’t a matter to boast about, because it was truly very easy, even for 

Jeanne who had to carry it. But, during two or three decades, helping that child to 

become a man of his times, that is to say, a man of the future, behold that it could be 

sometimes heavy to carry. 
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