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55--TThhee  GGrreeaatt  MMaannooeeuuvvrreess  

 

 From now on I knew what the expression « to have someone under your skin » meant. 

Seen from a window of  « My Love », the operation seduction had gone off perfectly as far as 

the apotheosis which we had just lived. She held her man : « - I have caught you right away. » 

she told me. 

 

 Immediately she began, in the morning, the second phase of her plan. Doesn’t one say 

« strike while the iron is hot »? Jeanne undertook to shape me to her liking. 

 

 Let us see what brought about the first scene? After all it does not matter: it was only 

the first of a long series of battles broken by some happy truces. So much the worse if I relate 

without any order. But I owe you some more explanations. 

 

 Jeanne, in order to seduce me, used the same strategy of love as Don Juan: she had 

lied brazenly. Fortunately! Fortunately, her aim was not the same as that of those tireless 

collectors of female trophies, those love thieves who are always « in want » . 

 

 I know if there are any female Don Juans, but in any case, my Jeanne was no one. 

Fortunately! She had lied to me, of course. But when her carnal body of a fairy, offered to me 

unhesitatingly, all vibrant with sea waves, had said: « Yes! Yes! », she could not cheat. Of 

course, she had embarked us on this marvellous journey as stowaways, but she was used to 

buy on credit and she was convinced that we would later find the money to pay our trip fare. 

This time she was right to obey her impatience because if we had to wait for our 

disagreements to fade away before embarking, we would still be besides the quay. Or rather, 

our ways would have been separate. 
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 Well, where were we?... After our nuptial in the Alps, under God’s watchful look, 

nothing less! – with the snowy tops, the impetuous torrents of pure water, the high pensive 

firs, the grass so green and fresh of the pastures, as witnesses, Mômmanh embodied in wild 

nature blessing the love of her children, after the mouths first, then our bodies all quivering 

under the divine caress had sealed the pact of eternal union, our clasped souls excited, after 

we had put our clothes back as the custom required, without knowing what we were doing, 

then the time of bitter revelation and disenchantment could begin. 

 

 The first disillusion fell on me like a stone hurled in the window by a friendly 

neighbour. 

 

 With my van, we had gone together to take fresh supplies to a group of campers. We 

took again the way to go for about fifteen kilometres, to recognize the site of the nearest 

camp. It was the moment which Jeanne chose to start what turned out, for me, the beginning 

of her metamorphosis. 

 

« - I am not coming. 

- What ? 

-  I am not coming. Take me back to the Centre. 

-  But? But… we have promised to do this job! And what’s more, we are paid for it! 

-  You!... have promised. It is not my job. 

-  But finally, remember: haven’t you too committed yourself to this job? 

-  At last? At last? Ah! That is a good one! Have you gone completely deaf? Since I am telling 

you: I haven’t promised anything. Ah well? Find at least the courage to get to the bottom of it. 

Tell me quickly that I am a liar! 

-  Really? I thought?... Well, then I must be wrong. But if I first take you back to the Centre, I 

am going to drive for another thirty kilometres and waste a good hour. 

-  You call that «wasted time»?... Well thank you! I thought I deserved a minimum of respect. 

Your time so precious, save it for those little brats who don’t know what else to invent to get 

on our nerves. Your time, you come entirely in your intellectual masturbations! I am not 

having any of that any longer!...» 

 

 I tumbled down. As when one is given a brutal shock, I did not feel any pain, on the 

spot. Besides, since it wasn’t a physical wound, it was possible not to believe it: I only had to 
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close my eyes for an instant, and my Jeanne would materialise again, the pretty flower of the 

suburb which I loved, the young and beautiful comrade; the other, the vile witch, would end 

up by dissolving itself in the pure sky of the Alps. 

 

 This evoked the image of my mother, she who raged during many a domestic quarrel 

when, to my eyes, she transformed herself in a spiteful bad-tempered witch to torment the 

good man my father. I had sworn never to marry such a dragon: I’d rather become a monk (A 

red monk, of course). 

 

 No! It was not possible for Jeanne to become what I abhorred. Her delightful mouth so 

finely chiselled, her delicate honey mouth made for kisses could not belch out such insane 

talk! That sublime door, which if need be was used for food deliveries, that sublime door with 

tender red lips was made to utter soft words and beautiful speeches, songs and laughs, burning 

kisses, but not those disgusting things. Ah well, listen: the worst has not come yet! 

 

 « - Are you ill, dear? In that case I will take you quickly to the Centre and I will take 

you to the doctor as soon as possible.» 

 

 My mother had often been seriously ill, each time for a longer period, each time more 

seriously ill, till she finally died before the age assigned by nature. She was asthmatic. Being 

unable to overcome the illness which deprived her of her strength, she decided to give in to it: 

like this she found in it a refuge and a weapon in her struggle against my father. But my 

Jeanne couldn’t be like them. In fact: 

 

 « - I am not sick, idiot!... Stop taking me for your mother will you! You are flabby like 

a slug, my gosh! You need three days of reflection before you decide to lift a little finger. 

Fortunately I am not sick because you would give me the time to die before getting to the 

doctor. But how could I let myself be seduced by such a good for nothing? I must be blind. 

Turn back and take me to the Centre. You will take up your day dreaming and your dribbling 

delirium afterwards. Let’s go! On our way! Stop looking at me like a fried whiting. » 

 

 Although I was a progressive as the communists and their sympathisers defined 

themselves as such, I was not prepared to bear the breaker of the feminist putsch. I was the 

less so that, in this revolution, Jeanne was at least ten years ahead. 
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 I told myself: « She is intelligent, certainly, but like all women, she is whimsical, 

capricious, prone to follow any fantasy. This is often charming, and it is also the source of 

good funny moments which enliven our existence: sometimes it even gives us, surely, good 

ideas: yes, this fanciful functioning of the mind leads the thought on to unusual tracks which 

she would not have been able to discover by following the roads marked out, and it happens 

that some uncommon roads can be fruitful. All right! (With myself.) But we have now played 

too much. Myself, the man with sharp intelligence, I must take my responsibilities. » 

 

« - Darling, I see well that you are eager to go back to the Centre, doubtlessly because you 

feel a little tired. But…. 

-  You see very well? Do you see well? How could you know what I feel with what serves 

you as a brain? Besides, I forbid you to try to understand me. Take me back at once! 

-   My dear, I don’t recognize you any more. In any case, this is enough. You must understand 

that your tiny whim would embarrass a lot of people. We don’t have the right to do that. 

-   My tiny whim! But you deserve a slap. If your mother had given you twice as many you 

would have certainly been less stupid. For the last time, turn round without overturning in the 

ditch, and take me back. 

-   No! I… 

-   So, stop me: I get off. 

-   But you are going to walk fifteen kilometres just the same on foot? I shall be back at the 

Centre well before you. Let’s see… 

-   Pull up! Or I am jumping off! 

-   After all, you are entitled to it. Ah well, get off! Go! Throw your tantrum…» 

 

 And to my great surprise, she got off, slammed the door and, while she was at it, 

without turning back, started her long march at a very rapid pace. My surprise quickly turned 

to consternation. When I lifted my eyes up, asking myself if I was going to call her, she had 

already vanished. Quickly I made half a turn and went in pursuit of her. Alas!... Alas the road 

was deserted. 

 

 Besides, if I had seen her, what would I have done?... I believe well that I would have 

taken her hand to feel her sweet warmth and check if the «current» was still getting through. – 

The current? But yes, let’s see! You know it well! It is the delightful quiver which runs all 
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over the skin when two lovers touch each other. Then I would have taken her in my arms and 

hugged her for a long time, delicately; I would have caressed her and kissed her till the peace 

in our two bodies was reunited. Then I would have carted her gently as far as the Centre, just 

as she had asked me to do insistently. 

 

 When my tongue hanging out, alone and thirsty in the desert, she was the spring I no 

longer believed to be near. She had quenched my thirst: how good that water had been! And 

behold she transformed herself into a coarse pile of stinking muddy pebbles. That was not 

simply possible. It was necessary to be impossible as I could no longer do without my spring 

from now on. 

 

 And then, I have a confession to make: my vanity could not bear having been so badly 

wronged. 

 

 Therefore, if only I had seen her, I would not have said anything, putting of for later 

the delicate enterprise that consisted in «reasoning» with her so that a similar misadventure 

would never happen. It was unthinkable that, in a love like ours, between two exceptional 

lovers there could be certain trails of strength. The reason had to come to the bottom of all our 

disagreements. 

 

 Ah yes! As she had put it so brutally: I was a «fool». 

 

 I had to admit that she was not along the way… 

 

 I clung to the hope of recapturing her on the way back, after having located the site of 

my next camp. I had great difficulty accomplishing my work. Finally, I could take the way 

back. On the passenger seat, quite close to me, there was a painful emptiness. From time to 

time, I had a look, hoping to find it occupied, that the bad dream was over. 

 

 But I had to get a grip on myself so as not to lose definitely my chances by 

overturning my van in the ditch. I was driving slowly, intensely scanning the road as well as 

its verges with the violent hope of discovering the gracious silhouette of my carnal fairy and 

knowing relief in her arms. 
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 I saw nobody except for a hitch-hiker: he couldn’t have known that his presence there 

in such a moment was uncalled for and that he insulted me severely when I passed by. I had 

an unusual reaction quite completely: I lowered my window and stopped at a good distance to 

hurl a series of vile insults more or less. Then I let out the clutch abruptly making the tyres 

screech. But that blind anger did not bring me any relief. 

 

 The sun, in good shape, was playing with greyish white clouds, massive like rocks. 

The golden silver platinum light, and the shadows streamed on the mountain sides, the woods, 

the pastures, the rocks, cascading as far as the river buried down in the valley. But the divine 

carpet dealer however can pack up again his gear with him. Jeanne was not there, nature was 

dead. Besides, I don’t know why I made this picture for you since I was in no condition to see 

it. 

 

 At the camp, I parked the van anywhere, without even closing the door, and I ferreted 

everywhere discreetly as I did not want her to see me or notice my distress. It was she who 

had given one stroke of axe which cut each in half!... I was hoping also to see her suffering as 

much as I: like this, I would be sure that she loved me. But I did not want to do the first step 

and come like a beaten dog, sweeping away ground with foul grovelling, at my mistress’s 

feet. 

 

 Yes, evidently she had to do the first step. On condition that she still loved me? What 

a test! But I would not welcome her like a triumphant victor. No, I will not give her a frozen 

look and I will not tell her: « Ah there you are! Ah well, the little stuck up things like you do 

not interest me. Consider yourself lucky not to have been slapped and go and wait for me in 

your tent. I will call you if I decide to carry on with you. Otherwise, you would have to find a 

fag: that is all you need. » It would be enough to make the first step, and I will welcome her 

with open arms. Later on, I will find other means to assert my natural and kind authority. 

 

 On seconds thoughts, a quarter of a step will be sufficient..... 

 

 While waiting, I rummaged about, but did not see her anywhere. I wanted to see her so 

very much, if only in a shadow theatre, about which I started to hallucinate: « Wasn’t that she, 

at the end of the road, behind the service building? Or else down there, between the big tents 

of the «Red Army» and the «Resistence»? 
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 The pain grew more intense. I decided to do the first step, for that time. Let the one 

who has never loved cast the first stone. 

 

 So, renouncing to discretion, and trying hard to render my voice normal to ask the 

cook, the manager, the supervisors, - in brief – everyone I came across: « Have you seen 

Jeanne? Have you seen Jeanne? Ah! You don’t know where is Jeanne? » And each time the 

reply was: « No. No! No! » like so many club blows on my head already afflicted with a 

turbulent migraine.  

 

 In such situations, my «demon» attacks always. He comes back in full strength, he 

whom I believed to have chased away for good. Just as he does in such cases, he presented 

himself as the indispensable friend who would bring a solution to my problem. My resistance 

was swept aside. I was going down a steep and slippery slope, carried away by the whirlwind 

of my passion, and my efforts to clutch the bushes seemed ridiculous. I abandoned myself to 

my tormentor who would not take long to suffocate me. 

 

What happens when a desire is so strong that it becomes a high 

expectation? What are the risks of spoiling the children? 

 
           You have not forgotten the strange illness which 

had handicapped me to the extent of blocking my road to 

love. The theory which I had put together and the 

applications which I had derived of it to safeguard 

myself are disputable, but the sort of madness of which I 

suffered is not. It is no longer a theory, it is a 

testimony. 

 
 Ah well, I shall take up again the explanations 

which I have given you because they deserve to be 

clarified and deepened. Judge them yourself. 

 

Let us suppose that in our childhood, when our being 

is formed within the family, let us suppose that a great 
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pleasure is never denied to us, not even calculated. In 

our existence, that great pleasure soon becomes an 

essential element, then indispensable. Impossible to do 

without it. It eclipses the others. Our nervous system 

learns by heart the circuits which lead to its 

fulfilment. We cover them incessantly to repeat the 

pleasure demanded, like a laboratory rat repeats 

indefinitely the gestures that bring it his favourite 

threat. We have become dependent, slaves. 

 

 Those circuits of the nervous system which lead to 

the satisfaction of pleasure which has become high 

expectation, the more complex and the deeper their 

imprint is in our memory, the more difficult it would be 

to avoid them. The hope of being cured will move back. 

 
A great pleasure that has never been denied to the 

spoilt child creates a lifelong dependence, a cancer of 

the existence. How many adults are handicapped because of 

their parents’ faults? 

 

 Let us suppose, later on, to satisfy that cursed 

high expectation, we believe to discover a means which is 

not hoped for, the latter would transform itself in a 

consuming passion, a hard drug occupying the first place 

in our existence, when that is not all the space. That 

demon becomes our poisoned consolation: the compulsory 

reply to all stress of some importance. Even if one had 

victoriously fought against it, it remains lurking in the 

secret place of his soul and it comes forth as soon as a 

great anxiety overwhelms us, like charlatans who extort 

like this every last penny from the desperate ones. 
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To take only one example, the high expectation in 

question can be that of physical well-being. To achieve 

it, you have a big choice of means: bulimia, excessive 

sport, any drug…. Usually, one settles on one alone. 

 

For me, my high expectation of a spoilt child, was 

to want to be lord of everything, and the drug supposed 

to please me was the repeated endless attempt of 

understanding everything. Behold therefore that demon 

which I believed dead and which haunted me again, lord of 

house. 

 

  

 As a start, it appealed to pedagogy. 

 

 Yes, I had studied pedagogy at the Teacher’s Training College. I had not understood 

much, but they managed to instil in me the belief that still persists: developed properly, this 

applied science would work miracles; there would be no more academic failure and all the 

delinquents as well as the deviants would be led on the way of reason. 

 

It was almost as if I had believed that medicine could cure all the ailments 

and render man immortal. From time to time, a pedagogist sometimes self-declared, 

believes to have found the magic formulas of good teaching; as a result he tries to 

found a chapel of which he is the high priest. After which, beware of the 

unbelievers!...With that belief in a supreme pedagogy, there follows that public 

opinion tends to consider the mediocre teachings responsible for the scholastic 

failures. In the same way, the Jews and the lepers of the Middle Ages were accused of 

bringing the plague: since God was good, he could not send that scourge without 

reason, it was necessary to find some sinners responsible and they were found. 

  But let us come back to my « Malin » the vampire of thought. My naive 

belief in Holy Pedagogy was only the mask behind which he was advancing. He did 

his work. Beneath his influence, I wanted to understand perfectly this Jeanne whom I 
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had just met, in order to bring her back to reason. As for me, it did not take me long 

to lose the little reason I had left. 

The process followed its course. I started to stammer again like a drunkard, to 

stumble, and to do anything irrespective of how I did it…..to break down in my 

weakness. 

How to obtain the good dose of self-confidence which allows 

you to act in the best of ways?  

YYeess,,  yyoouu  kknnooww  tthhaatt  MMôômmmmaannhh  aappppeeaallss  ttoo  oouurr  

ccoonnsscciieennccee  ttoo  sseerrvvee  hheerr  aass  gguuiiddee  oouutt  ooff  ddaarrkknneessss..  

IInn  ootthheerr  wwoorrddss,,  sshhee  rreelliieess  oonn  oouurr  iinntteelllliiggeennccee  ttoo  

ffiinndd  tthhee  aapppprroopprriiaattee  aannsswweerr  iirrrreessppeeccttiivvee  ooff  tthhee  

ssttrreessss..  IIff  wwee  hhaavvee  aann  eexxaaggggeerraatteedd  ccoonnffiiddeennccee  iinn  

tthhee  ssoolluuttiioonnss  wwhhiicchh  oouurr  mmiinndd  pprrooppoosseess,,  iiff  

tthheerreeffoorree  wwee  ssuuffffeerr  ffrroomm  aann  eexxcceessssiivvee  aassssuurraannccee,,  

ssoo  mmuucchh  tthhee  wwoorrssee  ffoorr  uuss,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  bbeelliieevveess  oouurr  

aannsswweerrss  aanndd  oorrddeerrss  tthheeiirr  aapppplliiccaattiioonn  iimmmmeeddiiaatteellyy;;  

tthhee  aacccciiddeennttss  wwiillll  bbee  oouurr  sshhaarree..  OOnn  tthhee  ccoonnttrraarryy  

iiff  wwee  ddoo  nnoott  hhaavvee  ffaaiitthh  iinn  aannyy  ooff  tthhee  pprrooppoosseedd  

aannsswweerrss,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  ccaannnnoott  ggiivvee  aannyy  ccoohheerreenntt  aannsswweerrss;;  

ssoo  mmuucchh  tthhee  wwoorrssee  ffoorr  uuss,,  tthhiiss  ttiimmee  ssttiillll,,  wwee  aarree  

ddoooommeedd  ttoo  tthhee  aacccciiddeennttss..  

YYoouu  kknnooww  ccoonnsseeqquueennttllyy  tthhaatt  tthhee  iinnccaarrnnaattiioonn  

ooff  MMôômmmmaannhh  iinn  mmyy  bbeeiinngg,,  wwhhiicchh  ffrroomm  nnooww  oonn  II  sshhaallll  

ccaallll  ««  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh  »»  hhaadd  aassssuummeedd  aann  eerrrraanntt  ffoorrmm::  

sshhee  wwaanntteedd  mmee  ttoo  bbee  GGoodd,,  tthhaannkkss  ttoo  aa  ppeerrffeecctt  

kknnoowwlleeddggee  ooff  eevveerryytthhiinngg..  IItt  iiss  iimmppoossssiibbllee,,  ssuurreellyy  

tthhaatt  II  kknneeww  iitt..  TThheerreeffoorree,,  wwhheenn  mmyy  ddeemmoonn,,  tthhaatt  

mmeettaammoorrpphhoossiiss  ooff  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh,,  wwaass  iinn  ccoommmmaanndd,,  nnoo  

rreessppoonnssee  ttoo  ssttrreessss  sseeeemmeedd  wwoorrtthhyy  ooff  ccoonnffiiddeennccee  ttoo  
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hheerr  aanndd  hhee  ccoouulldd  oonnllyy  oorrddeerr  ffaalltteerriinngg  aaccttiioonnss,,  nnoott  

ttoo  ssaayy  ccoonnttrraaddiiccttoorryy  oonneess..  BBeessiiddeess,,  tthhaatt  ssttaattee  ooff  

vvuullnneerraabbiilliittyy  ggeenneerraatteedd  ffiittss  ooff  ppaanniicc..  

SSoo  iiff  II  hhaadd  ttoo  ttaallkk,,  II  ssttaammmmeerreedd,,  iiff  iitt  wwaass  

aa  qquueessttiioonn  ooff  wwrriittiinngg,,  II  ttrreemmbblleedd,,  iiff  II  hhaadd  ttoo  

wwaallkk,,  II  ssttuummbblleedd,,  aanndd  ssoo  oonn..  

Like Mr. Sequin’s goat, I fought, but in the small hours, the fight was far 

from over. I wanted to win at all costs, to have the chance of saving our love and find 

again the way to eternity amongst the immortal stars. Jeanne had just returned to the 

Centre, but I succeeded in avoiding her all day long: above all I did not want her to 

see me in that state! 

Alas! She found me, in the evening when I was still in a crisis. My 

overpowering demon was not the well-mannered type who withdraws when he feels 

indiscreet. I tried hard to suppress it with all my strength, it remained to destroy me. I 

opened my mouth like a fish out of water, but I believe surely that no sound came out 

of it. Jeanne came towards me, inexorably, tender, smiling and saying: « Well my 

Georges, what happened to you? Stammering, mumbling, stuttering even a little, I 

managed to emit out of my mouth an amount of gibberish of which here is an 

approximate translation: 

« I do not feel well. I will come to you tomorrow when things will be better. 

Tomorrow!... I beg of you!... I shall explain to you. 

- Don’t be afraid. I am there. Things are going to be all right now. 

- I am not afraid of you Jeanne. It is this nasty illness which overcomes me. 

Tomorrow!                

 We shall meet tomorrow! We shall have breakfast together. And you will come 

with me to do some shopping. Can you?  

- Not tomorrow. Quickly. You are not ill, Georges. I have confidence in you, and I 

love you. Let’s go! Courage! Georges.  Courage! 

- Oh! I do have courage. But sometimes it is too hard. Ah! If you knew!       
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- I know my dear. Finally I will soon get to know because you will relate 

everything to me. I am there, and you will overcome this difficulty! Come on! 

Come to my arms. » 

 

Since you are well-mannered, my friend, you know that you have to leave us 

now: even the writers have a right to intimacy.    

In this way, our first quarrel came to an end. I appreciated with great joy the 

fact that I was loved in spite of the strange evil which was crippling me too often: that 

relieved me of enormous weights. I swore to recover definitely. I was feeling my 

strength tenfold by love and « Malin » remained lurking, prudently, at the frontier of 

my conscience, waiting for its hour.   

Taken care of, consoled and encouraged, loved in the arms of my tender 

nurse, I abandoned myself to happiness. 

Thus, watch strong and formidable strapping fellows ruining themselves in 

the bosoms of their sweethearts and becoming once again helpless little infants. 

Human nature is very surprising: don’t you think so? Ah well, things were even 

stranger; during those hours of my distress, the birds were silent and nature was in 

mourning.  

Ah yes! Believe me if you can.   

Now that I had found my love again, the birds started to chirp again. Once 

more, the fresh and crystalline water of the torrent fell in cascade and bounced amidst 

the rocks.  The mountain was joyous and her breath was emitting very subtle and 

tonic perfumes. What magnanimous painter, what genius of nature was painting all 

day long those landscapes which were telling us: « Don’t look for heaven: it’s here. » 

The divine symphony orchestrated by Mômmanh was welcoming us again and, once 

more, we were feeling our hearts beating together bosom against bosom. 
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Nowhere near the oppressive heads of department, the jealous colleagues 

which give you a trip-up, far from the forms in quadruplicate, the hierarchic way and 

the internal regulation, far away from the noise of the pneumatic drill, the traffic 

jams, the bills to pay, the flu, the toothaches, without counting hunger in the world 

and the threats of war… 

So I was not being over fussy! Therefore, I did not ask for any explanations 

from Jeanne about our quarrel. Besides, since I was temporarily broken down, I 

would have been incapable of giving her the advice which she needed very badly. 

However, I knew that the happy days were only a truce. I had to leave soon 

the Garden of Eden to take up my human adventure; so much so that I had to leave 

the bosom of my beloved one to become again head of the family, because I was 

convinced that it was up to me to take up the reins of the household. I was 

overcoming my mental handicap and I was making use of pedagogy to lead Jeanne to 

follow the right way, that which I would have traced after having heard her opinion. 

You understand that I could not envisage acting otherwise. According to the 

convictions I had then, the roots of which had developed during centuries and 

centuries, it would have been a great cowardice to obey my beloved one. Not only 

would I have lost my freedom, but I would have placed my love in danger of 

extinction. I could not leave the reins of our household to Jeanne, in as much as the 

pilot of a plane cannot abandon the commands of his plane to his favourite hostess. 

Thus we started again to weave the happiness underneath the slight wound. I 

was hoping that we were going to stay for some more weeks on our cosy cloud; I was 

counting on it all the more because our real holidays were approaching and we were 

going to spend them together in Austria. Do you find me quite naive? Ah yes. A 

brutal landing was preparing itself. 

The day came when our bawling youngsters, a tear in their eye for some of 

them, made their way again to Paris, accompanied by their group leaders. When, with 

the other comrades, we had folded our tents and placed all the material in the only 
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building of the camp, we bid farewell to all, friends and not, and we went up into our 

pumpkin transformed into a car looking more like a horse-drawn coach. We had 

about fifteen days left to discover some new places, and we did not want to lose not 

even a fraction. 

What happened afterwards? 

Indeed, although I now remember that period vaguely, I will never be able 

to talk about it, my memories being so confused. I could not understand anything 

there! 

That started like this. 

The seats of the old Deudeuch being dirty and even torn out of sheer use, I 

had wrapped up with travelling rugs of very bright colours, worthy of my princess. 

Now Jeanne had taken off one of her overcoats to cover her shoulders with it. 

Moreover, she had ruffled hair and she dressed carelessly, and this gave her the air of 

a neglected gypsy. Such a metamorphosis would have been enough to prevent me 

from seeing the landscape, but there was more there: in no time at all, the decaying 

fairy had spread all her belongings and part of mine anywhere in the car and she had 

already covered everything with some papers, depressing sight enhanced by the skin 

of a clean banana. 

« - My dear, why don’t you tidy your belongings. This mess is lousy. And then, 

why are you dressed up like this? One would say that you look like an old witch 

half asleep, who has just left her straw mattress. I prefer you when you are happy. 

Hey, love? » . 

  

 

She spent the rest of the day without opening her mouth. And when at last 

she consented to talk, it was to send me a shower of abuses. I spent a first sleepless 



 114

night. Before she woke up, having found nothing better to do, I decided to delay 

matters. Besides, Jeanne made herself attractive and loving again. But the disorder 

had worsened: she was therefore the mess. 

This first truce was quite short. Apparently, my temporary surrender was to 

no avail. The annoyances, the quarrels, the anger had to follow a very rapid rhythm. 

Therefore, don’t be surprised if I do not speak of Austria: I have not seen much of it. 

During most of the day, I was too busy looking for our love which did not 

stop slipping through our hands to vanish in certain inaccessible places. In order to 

have a chance of finding it again, I had to accomplish certain acrobatics some of 

which some seemed against nature, that is to say that many were against my 

convictions which neither I, nor anybody had ever pointed out, and much less 

contested, since they seemed so obvious to form part of the laws of nature, in as much 

as breathing, nourishing oneself, blowing one’s nose, refusing the insults, express 

myself freely… Thus, not only I had to accept that our things were spread everywhere 

in a permanent disorder, but equally, that my opinions were squashed by contempt 

and bad faith, that our itinerary which had been prepared for a long time had been 

brutally changed to follow « a small secondary road on the map» and that half of my 

savings vanished in one single night in a luxury hotel, and what else still ?...The 

unbearable annoyances followed, giving rise to never ending quarrels during which 

we hurt ourselves always more deeply.   . 

What sorrow do two Siamese twins feel when they cannot put up with each 

other any longer!... 

I make one, then two, then three concessions, then an unlimited amount of 

renunciations to important aspects of myself, I sometimes go as far as betraying my 

duties, such was the price to pay to have a chance to recapture our escaping love. And 

when by chance we would find it, quickly we would shut the door of our intimacy, so 

airtight like an eggshell. 

Alas! Very soon we would start to tear ourselves apart in our empty shell. 
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Love, even that of crooks nourishes itself on beautiful and good substances: 

ours had to treat itself, increase and strengthen itself because Austria was offering it 

delicious meals. Instead of that, being sick, it was refusing the food and it was 

declining from day to day. We would not have had to choose a sumptuous setting for 

that episode of our life. It was a mess. We should have gone to another part to be torn 

apart: a field of beetroots, or even a waste land filled with rubbish would have suited 

us. Besides, we would soon have to do this wasted voyage again. 

Luckily, it rained heavily during our journey: that took away a little part of 

responsibility. 

In fact, I did not understand anything there. So, you must not expect me to 

enlighten you! I have nothing to propose to you except to do yourself that which I 

was compelled to do during that hazy period: to struggle obstinately in the fog, pulled 

by the hope that by means of light, the remedies to heal my painful ailments would be 

found. 

I did not understand anything there but Jeanne had changed into another 

person, whom, very often, I hated. But for some moments, she was becoming the 

wonderful fairy with whom I wanted to set forth for eternity. So we were in love. 

However, those holidays of the Garden of Eden had been granted to us in an 

increasingly tight-fisted manner.  

So much the worse. The important thing wasn’t that the miracle became 

rarer, and rarer, but that it was still happening. It was a sign: since love sometimes 

was succeeding in taking the upper hand, it was always alive. 

Why is the orgasm of love a product of the natural selection? 

II  hhaavvee  ssaaiidd  aallll  ttoooo  wweellll  ««  MMiirraaccllee  »»  aanndd  II  

mmaaiinnttaaiinn  iitt,,  aabboovvee  aallll  iiff  yyoouu  ffiinndd  tthhaatt  II  aamm  

eexxaaggggeerraattiinngg..  IInn  tthhee  aacctt  ooff  lloovvee,,  wwhheenn  tthhee  fflleesshh  

ffiinnddss  iittsseellff  aanndd  tthheenn  tthhee  bbooddiieess  ggiivvee  tthheemmsseellvveess  
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ttoo  eeaacchh  ootthheerr,,  aatt  tthhee  mmoommeenntt  wwhheerree  ffuussiioonn  ooff  

bbooddiieess  ttaakkeess  ppllaaccee  iinn  aa  ssppaarrkklliinngg  ffllaammee  ooff  lloovvee,,  

iitt’’ss  tthheerree  wwhheenn  tthhee  mmiirraaccllee  ttaakkeess  ppllaaccee..    

DDoo  yyoouu  kknnooww  aabboouutt  tthhee  mmootthheerr  ooff  lliiffee,,  

MMôômmmmaannhh  wwhhoo  wwaattcchheess  oovveerr  aanndd  qquuiivveerrss  aallll  aalloonngg  tthhee  

ssppaaccee  aanndd  iinn  iinnffiinniittee  ttiimmee,,  aass  wweellll  aass  aammoonnggsstt  tthhee  

bbiilllliioonnss  aanndd  bbiilllliioonnss  ooff  ssttaarrss  aanndd  iinn  tthhee  

sslliigghhtteesstt  ggrraaiinn  ooff  ppoolllleenn  oorr  iinn  tthhee  mmoosstt  ttrriivviiaall  

mmoolleeccuullee  ooff  wwaatteerr??  DDoo  yyoouu  kknnooww  oouurr  ttiirreelleessss  

MMôômmmmaannhh,,  sshhee  wwhhoo  aallwwaayyss  wwaattcchheess  oovveerr,,  wwhhoo  nneevveerr  

ddoozzeess  ooffff,,  sshhee  wwhhoo  wwaannttss  ttoo  sseeee  tthhee  ttooaadd,,  tthhee  ddooee  

aanndd  tthhee  lloottuuss  lliivvee  eetteerrnnaallllyy??  AAhh  wweellll,,  wwhheenn  sshhee  

ppeerrcceeiivveess  tthhiiss  dduuoo  ooff  ssiinncceerree  lloovvee,,  sshhee  rreeccooggnniizzeess  

tthhee  ppoowweerrffuull  ffaatthheerr  ooff  lliiffee  aanndd  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee  wwhhoomm  

sshhee  lloovveess  ssoo  mmuucchh..  SSoo,,  aammiiddsstt  tthhee  wwaavveess  ooff  

hhaappppiinneessss  wwhhiicchh  sshhee  hhaass  ffeelltt  aatt  tthhee  ggrreeaatt  mmoommeennttss  

ooff  hheerr  ccoonnqquueesstt  oovveerr  eexxiisstteennccee,,  sshhee  cchhoooosseess  tthhee  

bbeesstt  aanndd  sshhee  sseennddss  tthheemm  ttoo  uuss  ::  tthhee  bbiirrtthh  ooff  tthhee  

ssttaarrss,,  tthhee  ooppeenniinngg  ooff  lliiffee,,  iitt’’ss  bblloooommiinngg  iinn  tthhee  

oocceeaann......  

TThhaatt  iiss  tthhee  eeccssttaassyy,,  tthhee  ««  MMiirraaccllee  »»..  

Don’t you believe me? Try and you will know… What? I have already said it 

to you? … It is true, but it is worthwhile to repeat. 

Therefore, when once again, the « Great Voyage » had been granted to us, I 

was seeing the sign that our love was once more escaping from a nightmare: we had 

not « screwed up », we had « made love ». 

Why is the deceived lover the last one to perceive it? 
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YYeett,,  tthhee  mmoommeennttss  ooff  eeccssttaassyy  ccoouulldd  hhaavvee  wweellll  

bbeeeenn  nnootthhiinngg  eellssee  bbuutt  ffaallssee..  OOhh  yyeess!!  JJeeaannnnee  wwhhoo  

hhaadd  sseedduucceedd  mmee  ccoouulldd  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  aa  

sswwiinnddlleerr..  IInn  tthhee  ppeerrssoonnaalliittyy  ooff  aa  ggoooodd  rreedd  ffaaiirryy  

wwhhoomm  II  lloovveedd,,  ccoouulldd  iitt  bbee  tthhaatt  sshhee  hhaadd  nnootthhiinngg  

ttrruuee  bbuutt  bbeeaauuttyy,,  yyoouutthh  aanndd  tthhee  ffeemmiinniinnee  sseexx??  AAnndd  

eevveenn  tthhee  lloovvee  wwhhiicchh  sshhee  hhaadd  ffoorr  mmee,,  ssiinnccee  aatt  tthhee  

mmoommeenntt  ooff  ffuussiioonn  ooff  tthhee  bbooddiieess,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  nnoo  lloonnggeerr  

aalllloowwss  wwoommeenn  ttoo  cchheeaatt..    

II  ccoouulldd  hhaavvee  aasskkeedd  tthhaatt  qquueessttiioonn::  ««  TThhee  ttrruuee  

JJeeaannnnee,,  iissnn’’tt  sshhee  ssiimmppllyy  tthhee  wwoommaann,,  lloovviinngg  ffoorr  

ssuurree,,  bbuutt  ffoorr  mmee  hhaatteeffuull,,  wwhhoo  ppooiissoonnss  mmyy  

eexxiisstteennccee??  »»  BBuutt  II  nneevveerr  aasskkeedd  mmyysseellff  tthhiiss  

qquueessttiioonn..  AAtt  lleeaasstt,,  nnoott  yyeett::  iitt  ttaakkeess  mmuucchh  mmoorree  

ffoorr  mmee  ttoo  lloossee  mmyy  ffaaiitthh..  

LLeett  uuss  ssuuppppoossee  tthhaatt  aa  mmaann,,  hhaavviinngg  

ccoonnsseeccrraatteedd  aallll  hhiiss  lliiffee  ttoo  wwiinn  oonnee  ooff  tthhee  bbeesstt  

ppllaacceess  iinn  hheeaavveenn,,  aarrrriivveess  aatt  tthhee  llaasstt  mmoommeenntt  ooff  

hhiiss  llaasstt  hhoouurr,,  nnaaiilleedd  ttoo  hhiiss  ddeeaadd--bbeedd,,  aanndd  tthhaatt  

tthhee  llaasstt  bbrreeaatthh  ooff  hhiiss  ccoonnsscciieennccee  rreevveeaallss  ttoo  hhiimm  

tthhaatt  hhoorrrroorr  ::  tthheerree  iiss  nneeiitthheerr  hheellll  nnoorr  

ppaarraaddiissee  !!......  FFoorr  hhiiss  ssoouull  aanndd  hhiiss  bbooddyy,,  

eevveerryytthhiinngg  iiss  oovveerr......  DDooeess  hhee  ggoo,,  iinn  aa  ssuupprreemmee  

ssppaassmm,,  ttoo  vvoommiitt  aallll  tthhaatt  ttoo  wwhhiicchh  hhee  hhaass  

ccoonnsseeccrraatteedd  tthhee  bbeesstt  ppaarrtt  ooff  hhiiss  lliiffee??  

MMoosstt  pprroobbaabbllyy  tthhee  aannsswweerr  iiss  nnoo..  

EEvveerryy  ttiimmee  tthhaatt  hhee  ffeeeellss  ssttrreesssseedd,,  mmaann  

eennttrruussttss  hhiiss  iinntteelllliiggeennccee  ttoo  ffiinndd  hhiimm  aann  
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aapppprroopprriiaattee  aannsswweerr..  IItt  iiss  aallmmoosstt  tthhee  ssaammee::  tthhaatt’’ss  

lliiffee..  

TThheerree  hhaappppeennss  tthhaatt  ssttrreessss  iiss  aa  ddeessiirree  aatt  tthhee  

ssaammee  ttiimmee  iimmppoorrttaanntt  aanndd  vveerryy  ssttrroonngg::  ddeessiirree  ooff  

lloovvee,,  ddeessiirree  ooff  aa  cchhiilldd,,  ddeessiirree  ooff  gglloorryy,,  ddeessiirree  

ooff  eetteerrnnaall  lloovvee......  IInn  tthhiiss  ccaassee,,  lleedd  bbyy  MMôômmmmaannhh,,  

mmyy  eeggoo  oorrddeerrss  aa  pprrooffoouunndd  rreesseeaarrcchh::  ««  WWhhaatt  ssoorrtt  ooff  

mmeeaannss  aapppprrooxxiimmaatteellyy  ssuurree  wwaass  mmyy  eennvviirroonnmmeenntt  

ooffffeerriinngg  mmee  ttoo  aallllooww  mmee  ttoo  ssaattiissffyy  mmyy  ddeessiirree??  »»  

IInntteelllliiggeennccee  mmuusstt  ffiinndd  hhiimm  tthhee  bbeesstt  aannsswweerrss  

ppoossssiibbllee  aanndd  tthheeiirr  rreelliiaabbiilliittyy  ttoo  aa  vviittaall  

iimmppoorrttaannccee..    

TThhiiss  sseeaarrcchh  ccoouulldd  llaasstt  ffoorr  ssoommee  yyeeaarrss  aanndd  

ccoosstt  ssoommee  vveerryy  ggrreeaatt  eeffffoorrttss..  AAllssoo,,  wwhheenn  sshhee  hhaass  

aarrrriivveedd  ttoo  hheerr  ttiimmee  lliimmiitt,,  iitt  iiss  ddiiffffiiccuulltt  ttoo  

ccoonncceeiivvee  tthhaatt  sshhee  ssttaarrttss  iitt  oovveerr  aaggaaiinn..  TThheerreeffoorree,,  

hheerr  aannsswweerrss  aarree  rreeccoorrddeedd  lliikkee  aarrttiicclleess  ooff  ffaaiitthh,,  

lliikkee  aann  iiddeeoollooggyy,,  eexxcceepptt  tthhaatt,,  tthhiiss  ttiimmee,,  tthhee  

pphheennoommeennoonn  iiss  nnoott  ccoolllleeccttiivvee..  

HHeerree  iiss  eexxppllaaiinneedd  wwhhyy  tthhee  ddeecceeiivveedd  hhuussbbaanndd  

iiss  aallwwaayyss  tthhee  llaasstt  ttoo  ddiissccoovveerr  tthhee  iinnffiiddeelliittyy  ooff  

hhiiss  bbeelloovveedd  ssppoouussee,,  aanndd  rreecciipprrooccaallllyy..  

The origin of a great deal of consuming passions or vices: the 

game, avarice, jealousy. 

TThhee  pprroocceessss  iiss  uuppsseett  wwhheenn  tthhee  ddeessiirree  iiss  ssoo  

ssttrroonngg  tthhaatt  iitt  bbeeccoommeess  aa  ddeemmaanndd..  II  hhaavvee  eevvookkeedd  

tthhaatt  iinnssaanniittyy  iinn  aa  mmoommeenntt  wwhhiillee  ttaallkkiinngg  ooff  ssppooiilltt  

cchhiillddrreenn  aanndd  ooff  mmyy  oowwnn  mmaaddnneessss..  TThheerree  aarree  aallssoo  
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ootthheerr  ddeemmaannddss  eevveenn  ddiissaabblliinngg,,  wwhhiicchh  ddoo  nnoott  aattttrraacctt  

ssppooiilltt  cchhiillddrreenn,,  eevveenn  iiff  eedduuccaattiioonn  hhaass  ggiivveenn  tthheemm  

bbiirrtthh..  CCeerrttaaiinn  ppaarreennttss,,  ffoorr  eexxaammppllee,,  iinnssttiill  iinn  

tthheeiirr  cchhiilldd  tthhee  aabbssoolluuttee  nneeeedd  ttoo  ssuucccceeeedd  

bbrriilllliiaannttllyy  iinn  hhiiss  ssttuuddiieess,,  ggooiinngg  ssoommeettiimmeess  aass  ffaarr  

aass  ddrriivviinngg  tthheemm  ttoo  ssuuiicciiddee..  WWiillll  yyoouu  ssaayy  tthhaatt  

tthhoossee  uunnlluucckkyy  cchhiillddrreenn  aarree  ssppooiilleedd??    

HHeerree  aarree  ssoommee  mmoorree  eexxaammpplleess..  DDoo  yyoouu  kknnooww  aa  

ssuurree  mmeetthhoodd  ttoo  aassssuurree  yyoouurr  iimmmmoorrttaalliittyy??  TToo  

gguuaarraanntteeee  yyoouurr  hheeaalltthh??  OOrr  yyoouurr  ffoorrttuunnee??  OOrr  yyoouurr  

lloovvee’’ss  ffiiddeelliittyy??......  NNoo,,  ssuurreellyy::  iinn  aannyy  uunnddeerrttaakkiinngg  

tthheerree  aarree  aallwwaayyss  ssoommee  rriisskkss  ooff  ffaaiilluurree..  SSoo,,  tthhee  

uunnhhaappppyy  oonnee  wwhhoo  rreeffuusseess  hhiiss  rriisskkss  bbeeccoommeess  aa  ssllaavvee  

ooff  hhiiss  ddeemmaannddss..  HHee  ccaann  nneevveerr  aaccqquuiirree  tthhee  sseerreenniittyy  

wwhhiicchh  ggiivveess  hhiimm  rreeaassoonnaabbllee  sseellff  ccoonnffiiddeennccee,,  ssiinnccee  

nnootthhiinngg  ccaann  bbrriinngg  hhiimm  ssuucchh  ccoonnffiiddeennccee..  HHee  iiss  

ccoonnddeemmnneedd  ttoo  llooookk  aallwwaayyss  ffoorr  mmoorree  rreelliiaabbllee  mmeeaannss  

ttoo  ccaallmm  hhiiss  iinnssaattiiaabbllee  tthhiirrsstt,,  hhiiss  ppaassssiioonn  wwhhiicchh  

wwiillll  ddeessttrrooyy  hhiimm..  

NNeevveerr  eennjjooyyiinngg  ppeeaaccee,,  nneevveerr  eennjjooyyiinngg  

ffrreeeeddoomm::  aallwwaayyss  iinn  aanngguuiisshh,,  ddaayy  aanndd  nniigghhtt..  

DDooeess  hhee  ddeemmaanndd  ffoorrttuunnee??  HHee  iiss  aa  mmiisseerr..  IIss  iitt  

tthhee  lluuxxuurryy  hhee  ccaannnnoott  ddoo  wwiitthhoouutt??  IItt’’ss  pprroobbaabbllyy  aa  

bbiigg--ttiimmee  ggaammbblleerr..    

DDooeess  hhee  wwaanntt  ttoo  hhaavvee  aallll  tthhee  lloovvee  ooff  hhiiss  

bbeetttteerr  hhaallff??  AAnndd  bbeehhoolldd  aa  jjeeaalloouuss  ppeerrssoonn..  HHiiss  

eexxiisstteennccee  hhaass  bbeeccoommee  uunnbbeeaarraabbllee..  HHee  ccaann  rreennoouunnccee  

ttoo  iitt,,  oorr  pprroocceeeedd  ttoowwaarrddss  mmaaddnneessss..  LLuucckkiillyy,,  II  hhaadd  

sseeeenn  mmyy  mmootthheerr’’ss  lliiffee  ttrraannssffoorrmmeedd  iinnttoo  hheellll  
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bbeeccaauussee  ooff  tthhiiss  ssllaavveerryy  aanndd  II  ddiidd  tthhee  iimmppoossssiibbllee  

ttoo  aavvooiidd  iitt..  

How far is the Buddhists’ control of desire healthy? 

HHeerree  iiss  hhooww  BBuuddddhhiissmm,,  wwhhiicchh  hhaass  tthhee  

««  ccoonnttrrooll  ooff  ddeessiirree  »»  aass  iittss  pprriimmaarryy  oobbjjeeccttiivvee,,  

hheellppss  mmeenn  ttoo  lliivvee::  iitt  rreelliieevveess  tthheemm  ooff  tthheeiirr  

ddeemmaannddss..  

II  rreeaalliisseedd  tthhaatt  wwee  hhaadd  lleefftt  aa  ddyyiinngg  ppeerrssoonn  

aatt  tthhee  ddoooorrss  ooff  ppaarraaddiissee,,  ssoommee  ppaarraaggrraapphhss  aabboovvee..  

WWee  nnooww  ccaann  sseett  hhiimm  ffrreeee..  IIff  hhiiss  ffaaiitthh  aannsswweerrss  tthhee  

ddeessiirree  ttoo  lliivvee  ffoorr  eevveerr  aanndd  iiff  iitt  rreessttss  oonn  ssoolliidd  

rraattiioonnaall  pprriinncciipplleess,,  oouurr  ddyyiinngg  ppeerrssoonn  wwiillll  ttaakkee  

hhiiss  llaasstt  sstteepp  bbeelliieevviinngg  hhee  iiss  eenntteerriinngg  ppaarraaddiissee..  

BBuutt  iiff  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  aa  ssiimmppllee  ddeessiirree,,  hhee  hhaass  aa  

ddeemmaanndd,,  ddoouubbtt  wwiillll  hhaavvee  ttoorrmmeenntteedd  hhiimm  aallll  tthhrroouugghh  

hhiiss  lliiffee  aanndd  tthhiiss  ttoorrmmeenntt  wwiillll  rreeddoouubbllee  iittsseellff  aatt  

tthhee  mmoommeenntt  ooff  ddeeaatthh..  IItt  iiss  oonnllyy  llaatteerr  tthhaatt  hhee  wwiillll  

ffiinnaallllyy  eexxppeerriieennccee  ppeeaaccee..  

I came across a situation comparable to mine; I still had the time to correct 

my mistake and to reshape my life which, in spite of everything, toned down 

markedly the pressing character of my desire. I was hooked so strongly to the love of 

my dreams, to my fairy of peaks that the reality of the new Jeanne did not manage to 

impose itself on me. 

The exquisite naivety about which I have spoken to you at the very beginning 

strengthened my blindness. Since a beautiful girl was a fairy, a perfect being, she 

could not be neither silly, nor crafty, nor naughty, nor sick. Not even mortal. 
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Luckily enough, Jeanne could not refrain herself from exaggerating as she 

normally did.  

On her request, I had lovingly and for a long time prepared the itinerary of 

our voyage: she threw it in the dustbin and drove us at the will of her fantasy, « free, 

she said, and no longer chained like bloody fools to a stupid programme. » 

During our wandering, she happened to vanish for a whole afternoon, without 

warning: she reappeared in the evening at the camping where I was strolling in the 

rain, in the company of a handsome young man who invited us to dinner. During all 

the meal, she embraced him with sweet looks, then she did not withdraw her hand 

when he pressed it for a long time in his, finally, she said that she intended to follow 

him while I was going to put away the tent, but seeing my expression, she gave it up. 

I could not close an eye all night long, while she slept peacefully, huddled 

against me. The heat of the waves emitted by her body could have told me that she 

still loved me, but I did not know yet how to translate that language. The following 

day, when I had told her what was tormenting me; she accused me of being a jealous 

pervert. The scene lasted all day and however, in the evening, love was still holding 

me chained. 

Then Jeanne started to treat me as if I had been her bastard and she a sadistic 

teacher. All right, she did not beat me with a stick on my nose: she was doing worse. 

For whole days I had to follow her as if she held me on the lead, and I was ignoring 

all our time-table, supposing that there was one. If I dared to ask what she needed me 

for, she shouted at me furiously: « Poor coward, look at you far away from your 

niche, hey! You are scared stiff and that gives you the impression that you are 

walking on nails, you wretched person! Well, I am free! You only have to follow me, 

as long I still put up with you. Let’s go! Wake up and go ahead. And then close your 

mouth; otherwise you are going to swallow some flies. » 

The episodes were linked to a mind numbing rhythm, all the more tiresome 

the ones as well as the others.  



 122

« - Jeanne, the tank is dry. I am going to top it up.  

- Poor idiot! If, instead of masturbating your brain, you tried to be a little more 

efficient, the tank will be topped up. You are going to run out of petrol in the 

middle of a deserted forest, crafty as you are. But what made me set out with such a 

half-witted person? » 

One evening when she had slept without warning me, as usual, I found the 

tent bolted on the inside. I dared to call her and ask her very politely to open for me: 

« Ah! There you are! And you kindly wake me up just when I was dreaming of 

Gérard Philippe. Instead of my handsome knight, it’s the head of a nightmare that 

comes to harass me once again. Well no! It’s my night of rest. Go to sleep in your car, 

my bloke… » 

It was for me another sleepless night. I spent it tearing away the rope which 

was still tying me to Jeanne. At the beginning the image of the sweet fairy that had 

taken me in her arms and offered me her body emitting lights from its pores was 

imposing itself very frequently. That vision towards which I was stretching my arms 

while sighing was being over imposed by another vision, that of a virago who had 

just chucked me out.  

What exceptional resources do we have to face the immediate 

dangers? 

SSiinnccee  II  ddiidd  nnoott  uunnddeerrssttaanndd  aannyytthhiinngg  tthheerree,,  

mmyy  ddeemmoonn  ooff  wwhhiicchh  yyoouu  kknnooww,,  ddiidd  nnoott  ffaaiill  ttoo  ccoommee  

aanndd  pprrooppoossee  hhiiss  sseerrvviicceess  kkiinnddllyy,,  bbuutt  II  ccrruusshheedd  hhiiss  

mmoouutthh  wwiitthh  aa  bbllooww  ooff  mmyy  hheeeell..  WWhheenn  mmyy  eexxiisstteennccee  iiss  

iinn  iimmmmeeddiiaattee  ddaannggeerr,,  mmyy  MMôômmmmaannhh  mmoobbiilliisseess  aallll  

uunnssuussppeecctteedd  ffoorrcceess  ttoo  sseenndd  iitt  bbaacckk  ttoo  iittss  nniicchhee..    

Little by little, I became capable of telling myself: « The true Jeanne is that 

witch a hundred times worse than your mother. Forget the other. Since you could 

light up the love of a beautiful girl, you will soon find another one. There are at least 
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billions of them on earth, and you only, will not find the one you are looking for?... 

Come on then!... Rather ten times not one!... Open your eyes well in order not to miss 

her. And try to read well in her eyes the call of the ocean if it’s found there. » 

The used seats of the Deudeuch linked together with the humidity of a rainy 

night had broken my body and my bones. In the early morning, it was painful to 

stretch myself. It was still raining. I understood in a new way the expression « not to 

feel well »: my senses perceived the surroundings with an unusual acuteness, but it 

seemed to me that the messages which they were sending me had a strange taste, as if 

a different body not mine had sent them. « I was no longer feeling well » my own 

body: it would have been wise of me to rest a little before taking up the road again. I 

glued my ear to the tent and I listened: Jeanne was sleeping peacefully. That was my 

resentment, I was careful not to wake up the dragon. Since I was not suffering any 

longer after my decision had been taken, I considered it useless to provoke a new fit 

of anger. 

I had the opportunity of finding a youth hostel already opened the sweet 

warmth of which linked to a copious breakfast cheered me up. I was going to look for 

Jeanne. When we were seated, I said to her. 

« - How is it that you have slept well? Don’t our fights make you suffer? 

- I am not like you, a masochist who tortures his brains. I am free, I. If you poison 

my life, I can take back my freedom anytime. I will never be attached… 

- I believed you loved me. 

- For some time, yes. But at this moment what is your love giving me? Nothing! 

It’s never won, you know: you have to deserve me and you are more and more far 

away from it. 

- Still farther than what you believe. 

- Ah well?... 

- I am leaving you. 

- Oh my goodness! Behold you are a big boy! Well … nevertheless it is nice of you 

to warn me. Are you taking me back home? Or do I go back on foot? 

- I take you to Paris. We are leaving. » 
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She swallowed her breakfast and left quickly. I did not even see that she was 

pale, oh how much! She dedicated an excessively long time to her personal hygiene 

and I didn’t guess that she needed to be on her own to cry. Afterwards she started to 

sort out her belongings with frenzy, something which she practically never did before. 

Therefore, I was not surprised that she had done that work in a very illogical way, 

mixing the dry with the wet, the dirty with the clean, and her things with mine. She 

did the luggages three times, always with the same ardour which resembled rage. 

I was feeling myself like a prisoner just completely relieved of his shackles. 

It was necessary for me to learn again how to move freely. I did not hate Jeanne any 

more, because one has to love in order to hate. So tell me, how on earth could I 

become aware of the suffering she was concealing in such a staunch manner? 

It is much later that I understood. At the holiday camp of Montchauvin, the 

red fairy of the suburb had given me what could render me a mad lover; little did she 

care whether it was true or fake. Later, when she believed that I was well attached, 

she undertook the taming: it was necessary for me to submit myself to her will. But, 

in keeping with her character, my fairy having removed her make-up did not do 

things by halves: in big bucketfuls of ice water, she had done training excessively 

enough to sober up any man who is drunk with love. 

Then, since Jeanne, swept away by her too great a momentum had rendered 

herself rejected, she had nearly stifled my love and it was not too painful for me to 

bid her farewell after our arrival. However, she had quickly become again charming. I 

feared falling again into her nets. I wasn’t going to visit neither her family, nor her 

glorious and proletarian red suburban city: Vieuvy-sur-Seine. 

After having left her, and her luggages, at the door of her block of 

apartments, I started back on my way. These idiotic lines came back to me:  

« Parisian, 

Dog’s head, 
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Parigot, 

Calf’s head. » 

They were crying out to me. I started to declaim them at the top of my voice. 

That did me a world of good. 

 

In spite of a strong tempest which was pouring bucketfuls of water on my 

windscreen and which left me guessing now and then the route, I drove Nouvelle 

Deudeuch as far as my house, at the heart of the hedged farmland. 
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