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88--TThhee  FFiirrsstt  SSiiggnnss  ooff  tthhee  WWaarr  

 

Jeanne was ravished to be pregnant. Her gracious silhouette of a dancer 

developed an excessive roundness which stretched the skin of the tummy which 

ended up resembling an enormous balloon. She became like a pumpkin with a small 

head attached and her sweet legs of a dancer seemed then too fragile to carry such a 

weight. You know how caring she is to render herself beautiful at any time: oh well, 

until the birth of our baby, she accepted without the slightest regret the temporary 

sacrifice of her beauty. 

After some months of pregnancy, her tummy started getting round just right 

but, as usual, it was necessary to go ahead with the events. 

« - I am pregnant up to my eyes, she said. Do you realise that I chose you to be the 

father of my child?  

- Surely! That I realise. The reciprocity is true, don’t forget it: I have chosen you as 

the mother of my children.  

- Are you quite sure that you have chosen? You are so much in a hurry to sow your 

half-seed that you would have placed it in any open flower. You are lucky that 

« Myself », I chose you. Try to remain at the same level… Oh! He has kicked me 

with his feet, the little rascal. There you are my dear, feel it, my dear, put your hand 

there… Not here, no, there! Do you feel how he moves?  

- Oh yes! I have felt it. But let us come to what you have just said. You have 

chosen me. I have chosen you. In order to avoid the repetition, why not admit that 

we have recognised each other mutually? What?  

- Man begs for, the woman disposes. All the men, at least all those who are not 



 197

ignoble and stupid brutes, nearly all men, therefore, beg for the permission to make 

love to all the women whom they meet, no matter how little they are « screwable ». 

They even go as far as paying for it! Women, no: they want to meet, among all 

those thirsty ones, the one they love. And then, they invite him to make love 

seriously. This is what you are like, you men, slaves of your ridiculous tip of flesh 

which does not deserve not even the nickname of willy. 

- What? To start with, I am not « the men »; I am Georges, your adorable spouse. 

- My dear, let us not waste time to discuss the angels’ sex. We have a baby on the 

way. Oh! Provided he is normal!  

- Again! One can say that that fear is obsessing you. But finally, why the devil 

would he be abnormal? I have never had such an idea.  

- Ah! You are a man! If sometimes you thought of other things rather than yourself, 

you would have discovered a long time ago that abnormal babies, are born just the 

same here, there, and it is necessary to bring them up.  

- If he is an abnormal child, we will bring him up as best as we can. And then, I 

will always be with you, whatever happens.  

- Oh well! If you say so, you who are so prudent usually! At last will you be gentle 

with me, tell me? Even when the baby will be born, will you remain gentle? Oh! 

Yes, you will be. You are a kind man, you… I chose you because of that… And for 

other reasons, naturally.  

- Oh! Have you chosen me? Truly, you are keen!... But! Surely that I will remain 

kind after the birth as I am now! Why must I change? 

- Because a lot of men are like this. When their « Little Bird » is quite satisfied, 

they neglect the beautiful one who imprudently has given herself. She finds herself 

with a ghost of a lover, a memory, a child whom she must bring up on her own.  

- You really have funny ideas… Besides, even I surely, I chose you. What a waste 

if it had been differently. These months of ember and ice which we have lived 

together, we have dedicated them, you and I, I and you, to transplant together our 

existences, like flesh which is too often torn up. Was that to make it seem better so 

that you fall in my plate, well done, like an exquisite lobster, my love? 

And you remember how I drooled in Austria.  
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« - Oh? And me, then?  

- Well. Oh well, in spite of that, I chose you for life, and even beyond that. And if 

we have to drool again, I shall continue to fight so that we can finally manage to 

understand each other. 

- You know, the dirty tricks played by men, there have been many and many that I 

feel very disgusted. And still, I fear that I am not enough. A man can quite well 

marry a girl for the little comfort she gives him, he tells her he loves her, and once 

she is his domestic slave closed in the cage, courts the other beauties, his true 

loves, like in the good old times when the legitimate bride was called « Little 

housewife ».  

- Even at the times when that caricature of married life was tolerated, she existed 

more often in the jokes than in reality. In any case, if you doubt me to that extent, 

why did you marry me?   

- Because you are all the same: even if, on the big day, your appearance is angelic, 

in the shadow, your subconscious of dominating evil prepares his wicked attacks. 

- Dear! Oh dear! Dear!... If you negotiate directly with my subconscious, me, I am 

forcibly excluded from the discussion. You cannot come to an agreement to lead it 

in full light, so that I can finally settle my explanation with that cheating. 

- Difficult! You know it. But I will do whatever possible. 

- Thank you, my dear. Tell me, even women have a subconscious!... The faults 

which you see in mine are perhaps concealed in yours. It is perhaps you who are 

playing the comedy of love « to exploit me better, my child ». 

- Impossible! 

- How is that? 

- Because a woman is not made like a man. 

- Because you are no longer our equal?... 

- Equality does not mean identity : did I marry an idiot ? 

- I hope not! Well, I agree: I have made a mistake. So do you want me to explain 

myself? 

- She can make love without love, and if in that game she does not risk a 

pregnancy, it will only be a deception without importance. In that case, she puts her 

body at the disposition of a lover like whores do, and she simulates, more or less, 

the pleasure. In reality, she does not feel anything, if it is not a certain boredom or 

rather some disgust. 
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If she were a man, she would find pleasure just the same. Only, she is a woman, 

and that gift is denied to her.  

- Here is a good moment which I learned, thanks to you. And so? 

Which are the specifities of the feminine sexuality? 

HHeerree,,  II  mmuusstt  mmaakkee  yyoouu  sswwaallllooww  aa  lliittttllee  

tthheeoorryy..  ««  CCoommee  oonn!!  AA  ssppoooonn  ffoorr  ddaadd..  AA  ssppoooonn  ffoorr  

mmuumm..  AA  ssppoooonn  ffoorr  lliittttllee  JJeessuuss..  »»  

CCoonnssiiddeerr  wwhhaatt  ffoolllloowwss..  

TThhee  rraappiissttss  aarree  aallwwaayyss  mmeenn..  TThhee  cclliieennttss  ooff  

pprroossttiittuuttiioonn  aarree  pprraaccttiiccaallllyy  aallwwaayyss  mmeenn..  TThhee  oolldd  

rriicchh  mmeenn  wwhhoo  mmaarrrryy  aa  ««  yyoouunngg  ggiirrll  »»  aarree  

pprraaccttiiccaallllyy  aallwwaayyss  mmeenn..  

HHooww  ddoo  yyoouu  eexxppllaaiinn  tthheessee  ffaaccttss??  II  bbeelliieevvee  II  

kknnooww..    

WWoommeenn  ddoo  nnoott  ffeeeell  tthhee  oorrggaassmm  iinn  tthhee  aabbsseennccee  

ooff  sshhaarreedd  lloovvee..  SSoo  tthheeyy  ccaannnnoott  tthheerreeffoorree  sstteeaall  oorr  

bbuuyy  tthhee  pplleeaassuurreess  ooff  lloovvee..    

AAlloonngg  tthhee  ccoouurrssee  ooff  hheerr  oobbssttiinnaattee  wwaallkk  

ttoowwaarrddss  eexxiisstteennccee,,  aa  ccoonnqquueesstt  wwhhiicchh  wwee  ccaallll  

eevvoolluuttiioonn,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  sseelleecctteedd  ffoouurr  ggiiffttss  ooff  tthhee  

wwoommaann  ::  ttoo  bbee  aabbllee  ttoo  rreeccooggnniissee  mmeenn  ooff  aa  cceerrttaaiinn  

ssttaannddiinngg,,  sshhooww  tthheemm  tthhee  wwaayy  wwiitthh  hheerr  bbeeaauuttyy,,  ggiivvee  

tthheemm  cchhiillddrreenn  aanndd,,  ffiinnaallllyy,,  bbeeiinngg  uunnaabbllee  ttoo  ttaassttee  

tthhee  ssuupprreemmee  rreewwaarrdd  uunnlleessss  lloovvee  aappppeeaarrss  ttoo  bbee  ttoo  

tthheemm  pprreesseenntt..  
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AAnndd  nnooww,,  lleett  uuss  ffiinndd  oouurr  lloovveerrss..  

 

- When we make love you are very attentive to my pleasure, and it is because we 

have had the right, very often, to the grand trip. But if we happen to remain 

systematically on the border, for a long period, you will ask me what happened to 

me. So?... If I were no longer loving, you will not fail to notice it : my body will 

not answer any longer to yours, neither to the warmth nor to the shuddering waves 

of happiness which we confuse, and much less through the final fusion in the form 

of fireworks. My body will be nearly as lifeless as an inflatable doll. Here is the 

reason why my love cannot be a deception. 

- How can you be certain that I will be aware of it? 

- I am sure because that has already happened. It has happened to me that I gave 

myself to you without being loving and you have asked me why I was elsewhere.  

- Maybe… And is the reciprocity not true? 

- Since you are a man, you can take your pleasure with me without loving me. So, 

by which signs can I know if you love me?  

- It is more difficult, I admit. But do you show yourself so suspicious that you 

hardly risk deceiving yourself? 

- Tell me, I have not understood well in what consists that feminine particularity… 

- Don’t render yourself more stupid than usual. After all, perhaps do you want a 

demonstration? 

- Oh yes! With pleasure. 

- With pleasure: at least, I hope… So? You must well admit that men are pigs! 

- If you want, but it is necessary to believe in my love because I am at a loss what 

to say. 

- Is it quite true? Horrible liar whom I adore. Oh well, I believe you… Hold on! 

Here you are for the pain that I have inflicted upon you! » 

Why do women have the key to paradise? 
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OOhh  yyeess::  MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  eennttrruusstteedd  ttoo  wwoommeenn  tthhee  

kkeeyy  ttoo  ppaarraaddiissee..  PPeerrhhaappss  sshhee  hhaadd  ssoommee  ggoooodd  rreeaassoonnss  

ffoorr  tthhaatt..  

So it is up to you to find the present she gave me. Weren’t there the nectar 

and that ambrosia on which the gods of the Olympus delighted themselves, and which 

fed their immortality? I don’t know, because since the end of ancient times, those 

products have become absolutely impossible to find. But, my frustration was not 

wasted and I was not in the frame of mind to taste the authentic pleasure of love. That 

image of a man who sent back the beloved mirror, I judged it detestable and so false, 

in the same way as it applied itself to me. I continued therefore to hunt down the 

misunderstanding which was separating us one from the other. And, since the 

washing had started, I went to put in all our dirty linen. 

You know that, if I had been less naive, if I could have seen the future road in 

which we were committed, I would have run away on all fours. And I would have 

returned sheepishly, because our baby was due in some months time: it was too late 

to retreat. And now, in spite of the horror of what happened, « if I had to do it, I 

would go that way again ». So, it was better that the future was hidden from us. 

I revived the discussion, by saying a silent prayer so that it would not lead to 

a violent dispute, as this had happened too often. 

« - You make an afflicting image out of me. How is it possible, so, that you love 

me? And besides, do you really love me? » 

How can I pose such a question? Every time that her body, melted in mine, it 

had sent me certain waves of warmth, which filled me, I had known, by means of 

evidence, that she loved me. So? 

Exactly: it is not every time the fourteenth of July. Sometimes, the feast was 

classified as lamentable: we had only copulated and that act had taken a nasty aspect. 

In my younger days I could follow more or less such a disgusting meal. At last, and 
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above all, there was worse than the holidays in Austria: there were some periods 

where she seemed to hate me. 

You are not surprised, therefore, while seeing me put in doubt Jeanne’s love 

and that even more because she had already lied to me plenty of times. 

Now, I see and I am surprised. Now, I know that she said the truth. 

I am not imagining that love, that construction made of living materials, is a 

perpetual building site where part of the work is set up while another one shattered. 

For whoever knows, it is already a difficult conquest: so imagine what it was like for 

us, naïve pioneers of the new love, who bloomed in the twentieth century.  

Besides my ignorance of that time, my distrust was nourished by the memory 

of the Austrian nightmare which I had not stomached. Jeanne struggled just the same 

to convince me. 

« - Shall we see, Georges? My word! But you have not understood anything 

from what I have just explained to you. That ultimate ecstasy which the sex 

technicians call « orgasm », that supreme happiness, ah well, we women, we cannot 

experience it if two conditions are not fulfilled: the first is that we love our lover, the 

second that we believe to be loved. For us, women, that pleasure without equal can 

only be the fruit of complete love, that which it takes two to construct! And which 

gives birth to the irresistible yearning of fusion. 

You understand that it is very important for us to know if our man is truly 

loving!... Tell me  « man », how many men, how many seducers disguised as  suitors  

try to deceive a poor lover, by making her believe that she is the woman of their life, 

« to screw her up better, my child » !... Do they know what evil they do, those thieves 

of paradise? » 

When that happens, the deceived woman has the feeling of having failed in 

her mission: she has taken a fake for a diamond. Suddenly, she loses confidence in 
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her aptitude to judge men, a trust which she will find very painful to gain again. As 

expected, the price that she had to pay is the deprivation of the pleasure of love. » 

Jeanne moved on. 

« - So?... You who boast of having your thought open to the slightest current of air, 

how can you doubt my sincerity?  

- It is true. I am quite compelled to believe you; if however, what you have 

explained to me is entirely true. No! Oh no! Don’t get upset!...  

But why the devil are you so stubborn in fearing that I am one of those thieves of 

pleasure ? It is quite true that I am only a man, dirt therefore, compared to a 

woman, and therefore, shame and sadness overwhelm me if I wreck like this the 

beautiful love which will make me move mountains… 

- There you are ! If you believe you are amazing me!... It is no use hurting your 

back by lifting too heavy a mountain: I have already told you that I believe you.  

- And you have realised that I am gentle… Well… Oh… Oh well… 

- What else! Oh! Refrain from beating about the bush, it makes me nervous.  

- By the way, you yourself you have not always been, gentle! Words which are 

even much stronger came to my thoughts, sometimes. What happened to us in 

Austria? Can you say it to me now?   

- Oh no! Poor idiot, you want me truly to get angry!... Ah well. So much the worse! 

It is necessary that I say it to you some day… » 

So, anger set in as suddenly as it had come along and Jeanne tried to explain 

to me what I had not yet succeeded to understand: some of the elements of her 

behaviour which I consider bizarre or unbearable. At the outcome of the conversation, 

I believed that finally I knew of her all that from time to time, was demolishing our 

love and, surely, I believed also in having the means to eliminate that poison. 

How far I was from the explanation! 

She feared and hated men as much as she was ready to love them. Not 

everything, surely, above all after having validated for her life love at first sight, 

which implied a mutual trust. That she loved men so much in spite of the repulsive 
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image which she had of the greatest number amongst them: that should have 

surprised me. Ah well, no. I made the best of that inclination promising delightful 

things and, contrary to my habits, I did not even try to understand. 

While I reflected upon it, it seemed to me that in her head she had enough 

beautiful images of men without a blemish to hope to find someone to love and that, 

on the other hand, nature as well as the human family had made her a woman. She 

therefore had a great need for men. Yes, she was entirely feminine!... 

Can we infringe a natural law? 

WWhhaatt  ddoo  II  uunnddeerrssttaanndd  bbyy  tthhaatt  ??......  OOuurr  hhuummaann  

iinntteelllliiggeennccee,,  tthhuuss  ppeerrffoorrmmiinngg,,  aalllloowwss  uuss  ttoo  iinnvveenntt  

aallll  ssoorrttss  ooff  aannsswweerrss  ffoorr  tthhee  ddeessiirree  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee::  

wwoorrkkss,,  ccoonnssttrruuccttiioonnss,,  hhaabbiittss,,  iiddeeoollooggiieess,,  ssoocciiaall  

oorrggaanniizzaattiioonnss,,  aarrttss,,  ssttuuddiieess......  EEaacchh  oonnee  ooff  uuss  iiss  

tthhee  ccoonnsscciieennccee  ooff  hhiiss  MMôômmmmaannhh,,  aanndd  sshhee  ttrruussttss  uuss  

bblliinnddllyy  ffoorr  ssuucchh  aa  lloonngg  ttiimmee  tthhaatt  oouurr  wwoorrkk  wwiillll  

nnoott  ccoonnttrraaddiicctt  oonnee  ooff  hheerr  rruulleess  wwhhiicchh  hheerr  

eexxppeerriieennccee  hhaass  ttaauugghhtt  hheerr,,  aa  nnaattuurraall  rruullee..  FFoorr  

eexxaammppllee,,  iiff  aa  mmaann  ddiissccoovveerreedd  tthhaatt  ffrroomm  nnooww  oonn  hhee  

hhaass  aallll  tthhee  ppoossssiibbiilliittyy  ttoo  wwaallkk  oonn  hhiiss  hhaannddss,,  hhee  

wwiillll  eemmbbaarrkk  iinn  aa  wwaayy  aaggaaiinnsstt  nnaattuurree  aanndd  MMôômmmmaannhh  

wwiillll  ccoonntteesstt  vviioolleennttllyy  hhiiss  ddeecciissiioonn..  

««  --  MMaann  wwhhoo  iiss  ssoo  iinntteelllliiggeenntt  ccaannnnoott  bbee  aatt  

tthhee  ssaammee  ttiimmee  ssoo  ssttuuppiidd,,  yyoouu  ssaayy  ttoo  mmee..    

--  HHee  hhaass  ttrriieedd  hhaarrdd  oobbssttiinnaatteellyy  ttoo  sshhaacckkllee  lloovvee..  »»  

HHaavviinngg  ssaaiidd  tthhaatt,,  iitt  iiss  pprroobbaabbllee  tthhaatt  

MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  cchhoosseenn  ssoommee  bbeehhaavviioouurr  wwhhiicchh  wwaass  ooff  aa  

cceerrttaaiinn  qquuaalliittyy  aatt  tthheeiirr  ttiimmee  aanndd  wwhhiicchh,,  nnooww,,  aarree  

ppeerrhhaappss  ffaauullttss..  IInn  tthhiiss  ccaassee,,  iiff  wwee  aarree  aawwaarree  ooff  
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aallll  tthhee  pprroocceessss,,  tthhee  rreeppllaacceemmeenntt  ooff  tthhee  aabbssoolluuttee  

cchhaarraacctteerriissttiicc  bbyy  tthhaatt  mmooddeerrnn  oonnee  wwiillll  bbee  eeaassyy..  

Difference between the biological acquisitions and the 

cultural acquisitions. 

TThhoossee  mmeeaannss  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee  iinnvveenntteedd  bbyy  mmaann  aarree  

ttaauugghhtt  ttoo  cchhiillddrreenn,,  ppaassssiinngg  lliikkee  tthhiiss  ffrroomm  

ggeenneerraattiioonn  ttoo  ggeenneerraattiioonn..  TThheeyy  ccoonnssttiittuuttee  oouurr  

ccuullttuurraall  cchhaarraacctteerrss..  IItt  iiss  lliikkee  tthhiiss  tthhaatt  tthhee  

ffeemmiinniinniittyy  hhaass  nnuummeerroouuss  ccuullttuurraall  aassppeeccttss  ssuucchh  aass  

tthhee  rriinnggss  iinn  tthhee  nnoossee,,  tthhee  ggiirraaffffee’’ss  nneecckk,,  tthhee  

IIssllaammiicc  vveeiill,,  tthhee  lliittttllee  CChhiinneessee  ffeeeett,,  tthhee  

eexxcciissiioonn......  

Which are the five gifts of the woman? 

AAss  rreeggaarrddss  mmyy  JJeeaannnnee,,  aatt  ffiirrsstt,,  II  wwiillll  nnoott  

ssppeeaakk  aabboouutt  tthhaatt  ccuullttuurraall  ffeemmiinniinniittyy  bbuutt  aabboouutt  tthhee  

ootthheerr,,  pprriimmoorrddiiaall,,  tthhaatt  qquuaassii--iinnffiinniittee  eexxppeerriieennccee  

wwhhiicchh  oouurr  MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  cchhoosseenn  ffoorr  uuss::  tthhee  nnaattuurraall  

ffeemmiinniinniittyy..    

IItt  iiss  aabboouutt,,  aabboovvee  aallll,,  tthhee  ffoouurr  ggiiffttss  II  

hhaavvee  iinnttrroodduucceedd  ttoo  yyoouu..  YYoouu  ccaann  aadddd  aa  ffiifftthh  wwhhiicchh  

hhaass  iittss  iimmppoorrttaannccee..  IItt  ccoonnttaaiinnss  eevveerryytthhiinngg  oonnee  

nneeeeddss  ffoorr  tthhee  ssuucccceessss  ooff  tthhee  ffeemmiinniinnee  lloovviinngg  

sseennssuuaalliittyy  ::  tthhee  ggrraaiinn  aanndd  tthhee  sswweeeettnneessss  ooff  tthhee  

sskkiinn,,  tthhee  ffiirrmmnneessss  ooff  tthhee  fflleesshh,,  tthhee  sseennssiibbiilliittyy  

ooff  tthhee  bbrreeaassttss,,  tthhee  ccuurrvvee  ooff  tthhee  bbuuttttoocckkss,,  wwiitthhoouutt  

ffoorrggeettttiinngg,,  ooff  ccoouurrssee,,  tthhee  hhoollyy  ooff  hhoolliieess......  WWee  

mmuusstt  ccaallll  tthhee  EEnngglliisshh  ttoo  tthhee  rreessccuuee  ttoo  nnaammee  tthhaatt  
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qquuaalliittyy..  IItt  iiss  sseexx  aappppeeaall..  AA  wwoommaann  wwhhoo  ppoosssseesssseess  

iitt  iiss  sseexxyy..  

MMôômmmmaannhh  ccoonnttiinnuueess  ttoo  ttrruusstt  uuss  iinn  ssppiittee  ooff  

aallll  tthhee  bbaadd  ttrriicckkss  wwhhiicchh  wwee  hhaavvee  ppllaayyeedd  oonn  hheerr::  iitt  

iiss  tthhaatt  sshhee  iiss  ffaarr  ffrroomm  bbeeiinngg  iinnffaalllliibbllee..  CCaann’’tt  iitt  

bbee  iinn  tthhee  aattttrriibbuuttiioonn  ooff  bbeeaauuttyy  ttoo  ffeemmaalleess,,  

aalloonnggssiiddee  wwiitthh  tthhee  mmaasstteerrppiieecceess,,  yyoouu  sseeee  tthhee  

qquuaannttiittyy  ooff  tthhee  ffllooppss,,  tthhee  uunnlluucckkyy  oonneess  wwhhiicchh  oonnee  

ccaallllss  ««  ffaattttyy  »»,,  ««  ddrryy  hhaarriiccoottss  »»,,  ««  bbiigg  hhoorrssee  »»  

oorr  ««  NNoorrmmaannddyy  ccooww  »»  !!......  

SShhee  iiss  eevveenn  mmiissttaakkeenn,,  ssoommeettiimmeess,,  iinn  tthhee  

ddiissttrriibbuuttiioonn  ooff  sseexxuuaall  aattttrriibbuutteess..  AAtt  tthhee  wwiillll  ooff  

hheerr  ffaannttaassyy,,  sshhee  ggooeess  aass  ffaarr  aass  ggiiffttiinngg  ssoommee  

uunnlluucckkyy  oonneess  wwiitthh  mmaassccuulliinnee  ttrraaiittss::  tthhee  sshhoouullddeerrss  

ooff  aa  ddoocckkeerr,,  tthhee  vvooiiccee  ooff  aa  hhoowwlliinngg  bbuullll,,  aa  

ppiirraattee’’ss  bbeeaarrdd  aanndd  aallssoo  tthhee  bbiigg  tteeeetthh  ooff  aa  bbeeaarr..  

AAhh  wweellll,,  wwhhaatt  lluucckk!!  WWiitthh  mmyy  JJeeaannnnee,,  MMôômmmmaannhh  

mmaaddee  oonnllyy  ccoohheerreenntt  cchhooiicceess::  mmyy  wweellll--bbeelloovveedd  wwaass  

eennttiirreellyy  aa  wwoommaann,,  ffeemmiinniinnee  rriigghhtt  ttoo  tthhee  bboottttoomm  ooff  

hheerr  mmootthheerr  ooff  ppeeaarrll  ttooeennaaiillss..  

TThhee  bbrreeaassttss,,  tthheerree  yyoouu  aarree!!  NNootthhiinngg  

aassttoonniisshhiinngg  iiff  iitt  iiss  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  eexxaammppllee  wwhhiicchh  ccoommeess  

ttoo  mmyy  mmiinndd..  IItt  wwiillll  nnoott  ttaakkee  yyoouu  lloonngg  ttoo  kknnooww  tthhee  

rreeaassoonn  wwhhyy..  TThheerreeffoorree,,  lleett  uuss  ttaakkee  tthhee  ccaassee  ooff  tthhee  

bbrreeaassttss..  

TThheeyy  hhaavvee  rreecceeiivveedd  ffrroomm  MMôômmmmaannhh  tthhrreeee  

mmiissssiioonnss::  ttoo  bbrreeaassttffeeeedd  tthhee  bbaabbiieess,,  ttoo  eemmbbeelllliisshh  
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wwoommeenn,,  aanndd  ccoonnttrriibbuuttee  ttoo  tthhee  pplleeaassuurree  ooff  lloovvee  bbyy  

iinnccrreeaassiinngg  tthhee  pplleeaassuurree  ooff  tthhee  lloovveerrss..  

To start with, see the quantity of aberrations that they carry. How many men 

have received them by mistake, to say the least under the form of well advanced 

outlines? How many women don’t have anything or have too little? How many others 

would like them to be in the normal place, situated better to cast a spell on men, and 

not rejected to isolation, near the armpits, or feigning to want to heave up on the 

shoulders of the unlucky ones ?... 

Let us think of their erotic function: normally, they must contribute in a 

courageous manner to lead the lovers to the happy final harmony, when the trumpets 

of glory are blown. 

Here is how that happens, most often, with experienced lovers. The eyes of 

the beautiful one contain some promises such that the lover plunges, all dressed, in 

their ocean. There follow some kisses and the first embrace. Then, the breasts take 

over. 

The beautiful breast with generous curves, full and perfect, the beautiful 

breasts tender and exciting like innocent white doves, the two fawns, all surprised at 

seeing the hunter, invite him to lay down the arms. Man feels the need to touch, to 

caress, to envelope in his protective hands the two goblins: with that contact, a wave 

of beneficial heat covers the attentive bodies which, now, want to experience the 

follow up. The breasts stand out calling for caresses and kisses: then it is the whole 

female body which calls for burning caresses. Right from that instant, it is enough for 

the lover to be on the watch out for the calling of his beloved one in order to answer 

as best he can: she will lead him to the apotheosis. 

When on top of the sweet hills where they had dozed off, the two breasts 

stand out as if to inspect the horizon, a signal resounds in the body of the lovers: « Let 

us love each other! Oh yes! There is nothing better! »  
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When you know that a woman cannot know the real wish if she is not 

convinced that love is not truly there, you understand the big importance of that 

signal. If the lover is not too uncouth, he realises then that he is loved, since she has 

invited him to make love and not to screw. 

The swelling of the breasts: how should you call that phenomenon?  Must we 

have to say that it is the first of the female erections? It is too technical. Perhaps, as a 

minimum, we could use that vocabulary when the machines will make love. In the 

meantime, let us look for another way to express ourselves. 

The signal which those two strong little breasts give out, I understand them 

better by comparing them to what happened when my grandfather made the whistle 

of his steam engine roar. 

My ancestor was a grain thrashing contractor in those heroic days when a 

steam engine turned a cereal thrashing machine.  Every morning, with some wood 

and coal, he had to feed a blaze in the heart of the machine for a long time to produce 

steam under pressure: the result was not evident, because he often had some leakages 

or other technical misfortunes.  Moreover, when the pressure was not sufficient, the 

sharp roaring of the steam whistle was a signal for all the peasants of the 

surroundings, accustomed to the hard work of thrashing, which was at the same time 

a celebration. 

It was the signal that the day was truly going to start and my grand father, an 

old man of unusual enthusiasm, went about with his favourite oath:  « Good Blue ». If 

he replaced « God » by « Blue », it was not at all out of ignorance, but because he did 

not want to sin by violating that injunction of the Church:  « You must not invoke the 

name of the Lord in vain! «  Being a good Christian who he was therefore he 

exclaimed: « Good Blue of the Good Blue!... A hundred thousand carts of Good 

Blues! Come on, boys! All hands on deck! We are going thrashing!... » 

Like this, as much as the strong breast stands out, that triumphant signal was 

saying: « Come along! The feast can start! » 
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But why the hell did I speak of the breasts? Is it a sexual obsession linked to 

the senescence? I would like to get on … Oh yes! I am there: it was to show you how 

feminine was my Jeanne. It seems that the breasts are not at all capable to play, that 

important erotic role. Ah well have you seen? She had really feminine breasts, very 

much alive, such as I could not ask for anything better. And, on that territory of 

femininity, she never failed in her promises: she was a woman: she revealed herself a 

woman afterwards, every time that she invented a new quality: she is still a woman, 

she will remain a woman until her last day and even in the other world which the 

future would graciously grant her. 

« - What? You find I did too much of it. May you know that for my Jeanne, 

there is never too much of it. » 

Do you want other examples? 

You will never come to rummage in the motor of her car by assuming an 

inspired air: besides she does not even know how to open the hood. If the chain of the 

bike has jumped, rather than pushing down her hands, she will prefer throwing the 

vehicle in the ditch. Her feminine beauty, which she studies and reinvents 

unceasingly with so much love, she does not want to be soiled with dirty oil. 

In another life, would she like to drive a bus or a lorry? It is necessary to 

fulfil many conditions, and I believe that that will never happen. To start with, it is 

necessary that she will be exempted from the handling and the maintenance, activities 

which are a threat to beauty. Then, the rear view mirror must allow my Jeanne to see 

all of herself and clearly. The profile of the vehicle will be matching with the elegant 

silhouette of the mistress of the premises. The piloting cabin will be at the same time 

intimate and spacious: the décor, will conform to the good taste of the lady of the 

castle, and will be renewed as often as she desires. Evidently, the photos of her 

wonderful children will be there in a good place, as well as that of her beloved one 

and, perhaps of herself, and that of her good grandmother. An extremely reliable 

system of automatic piloting must assure the running of the vehicle. Like this, the 

driver can take care of the most important tasks: welcome in the piloting lounge the 



 210

most interesting clients and discuss with them the best way to lead her life, her 

indispensable social activity which certain ignorant people, with a scornful tone, call 

chattering. 

Therefore, for that time, and although she operates only by feeling, 

Mômmanh has well succeeded in her feminine ideal. I had every right to feel fulfilled, 

I who loved women so much. 

And the cultural femininity, which generates history, did it succeed 

equally?... Ah well, no!... Very often even, I have thought that she was irreparably 

spoilt. It is true that I was not capable of understanding the process which had led my 

well beloved into fearing men and, sometimes even hating them. 

What cultural acquisitions of the child favour his studies? 

TThhee  lliittttllee  mmaann  lleeaarrnnss  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee  iinn  hhiiss  

ffaammiillyy,,  pprriinncciippaallllyy  bbeessiiddeess  ggoodd,,  hhiiss  ««  FFaatthheerr  »»,,  

aanndd  hhiiss  ggooddddeessss,,  hhiiss  ««  MMootthheerr  »»..  HHee  lleeaarrnnss  aa  ggrreeaatt  

ddeeaall  aatt  aa  tteennddeerr  aaggee..  IItt  iiss  tthheerree  tthhaatt  tthhee  

ssttrruuccttuurreess  ooff  hhiiss  tthhoouugghhtt  aarree  ffoorrmmeedd,,  aanndd  iitt  wwiillll  

bbee  vveerryy  ddiiffffiiccuulltt,,  nneeaarrllyy  iimmppoossssiibbllee  ttoo  mmooddiiffyy  

tthheemm  aafftteerrwwaarrddss..  IIff  tthhee  ttaasstteess  aanndd  tthhee  nneecceessssaarryy  

sstteeppss  ffoorr  tthhee  ffoorrmmaattiioonn  ooff  aa  ccuullttiivvaatteedd  tthhoouugghhtt  

aarree  nnoott  aaccqquuiirreedd  yyeett  ssoo,,  tthhee  cchhiilldd  ccaannnnoott  ssuucccceeeedd  

iinn  hhiiss  lloonngg  ssttuuddiieess..    

But, the failures in the education of my beautiful one were elsewhere. 

It was in her family that Jeanne learned to distrust men as well as to love 

them. 

Her grandparents were Spanish immigrants. They had come to France after 

the First World War, to escape the great poverty which they had in their country. (I 
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cannot speak about the misery, because the great pride of that people forbids me from 

using that term.)  They decided rapidly to found a line in our country, and France 

became their homeland. Following a tradition that they had not dreamt of 

questioning, they had many children of whom some died. 

The will that they put into becoming French could not forbid them from 

keeping certain values and certain Spanish customs. It was their cultural heritage of 

which, very often, they were not aware, being to such an extent part and parcel of 

them, a little like their faith and their pituary gland.  

All that, in your childhood, you have integrated, whether good or bad, or 

even still like having a normal behaviour, do you believe you can do without it?  

Even if you make use of all your will power, it is impossible. In the first place, you 

will not manage to get rid of an accent! So, those precious know-how’s and those 

deep attachments, acquired during youth, both during the moments of wonder as well 

as in those of fear, and which are like grafted in your being, all those veins of your 

soul, even if you accept to bleed to eliminate them, they are there for the whole life. 

As Maurice says, « One can never redo himself. », whatever the learned pedagogues 

of our times say about it. (Maurice is a happy vagabond who sometimes came « for a 

drink » to our house, and whom Estelle loved to quote as an intellectual guide.) 

All this to tell you that Jeanne’s grandparents had Spanish roots which were 

still very strong, and fresh. Her mother, Paloma, pushed that way just as well by the 

will of her parents rather than by the necessity to integrate herself, discovered the 

French way of living at her neighbours, to start with, then in the street, and finally at 

school. In truth, she was quite often led to choose between the two cultures. 

On the French side, she liked the status of the woman right away, so much so 

that her mother secretly praised her. Later on, the communist party had to strengthen 

that choice, because it needed to be a hundred times more equalitarian than our 

bourgeoisie republic. 
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If Paloma’s mother, tied by her origins, was incapable of accompanying her 

daughter in that emancipation, she was aware of the benefits derived from it, certainly 

confused, but with sufficient force to encourage her daughter to take advantage of 

them. Such a point of view was in tolerable to her husband Mr. Gomez: it is because 

she took advantage of his absence to indoctrinate Paloma:  « Oh my girl, above all, 

don’t have ten children like me: what a lot of suffering!... And then, you know: to be 

free, you have to earn money. Like this, if your husband is unbearable, you can go 

away… » She said that in Spanish, the language of her heart. 

As far as the good husband was concerned, the status of the woman in the 

Spanish tradition seemed like a sacred value to him. That his wife or his daughters 

could depart seriously from it was unacceptable for him. 

Why is the foreigner attached to his cultural origins? 

HHoowweevveerr,,  hhiiss  wwiiffee’’ss  ssoollee  aanndd  hhiiss  wweerree  bbootthh  

oorriiggiinnaattiinngg  ffrroomm  tthhee  ssaammee  SSppaanniisshh  mmoouulldd..  BBuutt  yyoouu  

kknnooww  tthhaatt  oouurr  MMôômmmmaannhh,,  tthhee  oonnee  wwhhoo  wwaattcchheess  oovveerr  

oouurr  hhuummaann  nnaattuurree,,  ffaavvoouurrss  oouurr  eeggoo  eevveerryy  ttiimmee  tthhaatt  

iitt  iiss  ppoossssiibbllee..  NNooww,,  tthhee  ssttaattuuss  ooff  tthhee  ttwwoo  sseexxeess  

iinn  FFrraannccee  sseeeemmeedd,,  wwiitthh  rreeggaarrddss  ttoo  tthhee  SSppaanniiaarrddss,,  

aaddvvaannttaaggeeoouuss  ffoorr  tthhee  wwoommeenn  aanndd  ddee--ssppooiilltt  ffoorr  mmeenn..  

TThheerreeffoorree,,  bbyy  bbeeiinngg  eeqquuaallllyy  aattttaacchheedd  ttoo  tthheeiirr  

vvaalluueess  ooff  oorriiggiinn,,  wwhheenn  tthheeyy  wweerree  ffaacceedd  bbyy  tthhee  

pprroobblleemm  ooff  FFrreenncchh  ffeemmiinniinnee  eemmaanncciippaattiioonn,,  ffaatthheerr  

GGoommeezz  sshhoowweedd  hhiimmsseellff  iinnttrraannssiiggeenntt  wwhhiillee  hhiiss  wwiiffee  

wwaass  rraatthheerr  mmoorree  fflleexxiibbllee..  

What had to happen materialised itself. 

The little Paloma had to help her mother in the housework, which was quite 

heavy at that time when linen was hand washed. Her brothers not only were exempted 

from those works which would have dishonoured them, but during mealtimes, they 
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sat at table like little men, and their sister had to serve them. She did not have the 

right to hang about after school, neither to play in the road. Evidently, her brothers 

had all the freedom. 

It was them who had to be good students in the French school, to integrate 

well in the new homeland and to have a good position later on, not to be manipulated 

in the building trade, like their father. They had to become gentlemen, in that 

beautiful country. Unfortunately, neither the daily begging of the mother, nor the 

grand theatrical scenes which the father sometimes made, in one of his outbursts of 

anger whose shouting and the terrifying oaths were the joy of all the district, neither 

the severe thrashing which was followed by  a series of terrible warnings, nothing had 

the lasting effect which everybody was waiting for  besides the wounds,  bumps and 

rarely sometimes the torn clothes, the brothers brought from school mediocre grading 

and the reproaches of the teachers. 

Paloma was the eldest of the Gomez children. If she had been a boy, being 

the father’s deputy and on condition that he would assume the responsibilities linked 

to the right of the eldest, she would have had the right to particular attentions. But she 

was only a girl, and her place as the first born, besides the pride of helping her 

mother, cost her only a lot of ungrateful household tasks. 

At the same time, little by little, she became aware of the walk of French 

women towards equality, she discovered in herself some qualities equivalent to those 

of her brothers. So she wanted, with all her strength, to realize herself fully. It was not 

only through a selfish desire to improve her personal situation. It was also out of 

generosity: since women had qualities hidden for many thousands of years, like 

buried treasures, it was necessary to release them so that humanity would benefit. 

Paloma had inherited some of the great concern for being respected, the 

honour to which the Spanish are so tied; she called it dignity. She modified the 

conditions like this: « The woman worthy of that name has to prove that she too is as 

capable as a man and, consequently, demands the same rights for herself. » 
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Like this, she set about studying whole heartedly and that even more because 

the public school was the best place to discover the new femininity which her mother 

should not teach her. At the same time, she learned what later on, would assure her a 

good position of an emancipated woman. And why couldn’t she become a civil 

servant? Perhaps even a head?...  In all respects, she could well show them what a 

determined girl was capable of. 

All proud and happy, on returning to their poor house, she brought back her 

good scholastic grades. Her unjust parents would have seen, it would not take them 

long to discover, at last, that evidence: their daughter was as capable as her brothers. 

So, she would be their equal: like them, one could also sometimes ask her for advice. 

Like them, she would have had the freedom to go out in the streets of the district. She 

could even, in the near future, be considered by her adorable father, for what she truly 

was: the eldest of the family, conscious of her responsibilities and quite set on 

assuming them. 

But irrespective of the good grades and the congratulations of the teachers, 

the compliments of the parents were late in arriving, with the exception, of her 

mother, who had a feeling of great pride fearfully hidden. 

One summer evening, while the long holidays were approaching, the school 

headmistress, Madame Lépagneul in person, paid a visit to the Gomez family. She 

roughly said the following to them: « Your Paloma is an excellent student. Not only 

is she gifted, but she is hard working, diligent, and lovable, to top it all, and there is 

no loss in that. It should not be allowed to let these qualities be lost. Allow her to 

continue her studies in the higher course of my school; she will prepare herself for the 

competitive exam of the entrance to the Ecole Normale d’Institutrices and she will 

become a teacher, then a school headmistress, like me. Rest assured that her studies 

will not cost you anything. »   

In front of that loving and nevertheless energetic woman, Paloma’s 

grandfather behaved like a peasant in front of a queen: because he respected humbly 

in her a notable person, an authority of the country which had welcomed him. But, 
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after she left the house, he became again the head of the family, intransigent, and 

unwilling to share his power. 

And, to everybody’s surprise, the lightning struck on the Gomez family: the 

father, who had remained too Spanish, cursed his favourite child because she had 

become too French and was not suitable for a respectable girl.  

He started by finding that he was too poor to allow his children to continue 

their studies, even though the costs were not high; if one of the boys showed good 

dispositions, on condition that each and everybody in the family did an effort to help 

him, perhaps one could pay sufficient years of schooling so that he would become a 

« Gentleman »; but it was not a question that one would do so many efforts to educate 

a girl. Not only, would it be like casting pearls in front of swine, but, surely, she 

would then become like the French, if not worse, those French who, nearly all of 

them, are bad mannered, they don’t keep to their place, and dishonouring their family, 

they are nothing but whores, those women who sleep with anyone like the dogs, and 

who do not know not even the fathers of their bastards. 

No! A Gomez will never tolerate such an abominable thing. Besides, to avoid 

all the danger of that sort, on the way to school, Paloma will be from now on 

accompanied by her brothers, on her way there and back. And it was necessary that 

everybody should keep an eye on her so that she would not escape from her house to 

go and linger on in the streets infested by louts. 

In Paloma the anger increased and started to erupt like a Mediterranean river 

reduced to a trickle of water hidden under the stones under the effect of a sudden 

storm, transforms itself brutally in a furious devastating torrent. And her much 

beloved father was changed into an enemy she wanted to trample on. While 

swallowing her sobbing, she shouted that « Yes, she will continue her studies! » that 

« Surely yes! She would become a school teacher! » that « She would go out in the 

street all alone, whenever she wanted ! » that « No! She did not want above all her 

stupid brothers to protect her, because she would be ashamed of such a company... » 
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A couple of bitter slaps on the face interrupted her before she buried herself 

in the small garden howling to all the neighbourhood that her father was only an old 

idiot, the most stupid and the most nasty of all France, that »’ None of her friends had 

such a bloody fool of a father like him, luckily enough for them ! », that »’ She would 

prefer to loiter about the streets rather than continue to live in such a family »... 

Jeanne’s terrible grandfather became as pale as death before the reddish hue 

of an uncontrollable rage lit up his cheeks. All the family rushed to calm him. When 

he could finally talk, it was the most terrifying oaths which came out first. I cannot 

repeat it to you because I will hurt uselessly some pious Christians; whatever is 

possible for me to say, is that he pretended to defecate on a holy character, extremely 

venerated and implored by the believers; I suppose that such an odious treatment with 

regards to a highly venerated one in Heavens was given to him out of vengeance, 

which he had well deserved for not having spared the head of the Gomez family the 

misfortune of having such a creature as a daughter. 

Everybody awaited the verdict. It did not take long to come. Since Paloma 

was bringing shame on the family, she herself would be humiliated. Like this, she 

would never yearn to start again to become an unworthy young girl whom nobody 

would want to marry, not even an old hunchbacked gangster. Because, if one let her 

be, she would not take long to be wretched like a bitch on heat which drags behind 

her all the dogs of the district. 

Paloma was only twelve years old and she did not bother at all to find a lover; 

however, the young girl’s shape started to stand out through all the childish clothes 

which were too tight. Above all, she had magnificent jet black shiny hair, fine hair, 

flexible and long which rippled like the waves of the sea always on the move, big 

sombre eyes bordering on intelligent curiosity, already intrepid, the outline of an adult 

face which would not take long to reveal itself serious, friendly, mocking and, above 

all energetic: such were the principles making up a beauty still free in the garden of 

childhood…  
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(- « How do I know it, since I was not there? – Because somebody has related 

it to me, by Jove!  ») 

This is what Jeanne’s grandfather did to save the honour of his family. 

He announced that he was going, on the field, to shave Paloma’s hair and that 

she would go like that to school, exhibiting her shame. Neither the children’s protests 

nor the begging of his wife changed his determination; on the contrary, they 

persuaded him that all the family was contaminated by the bad French influence and 

that it was necessary to act very quickly. Such was his power that each member of the 

family, whether he liked it or not, came to help him to shear poor Paloma. While 

biting her lips, she swallowed her sobbing. Her eyes, seemed, like blazes. Her hair 

was burnt. 

Her mother gave her a scarf to cover her shaven skull and it is like this that 

she went to school. Luckily, the long holidays were near. Some wicked school mates 

took the opportunity to try and torment her. 

Which are the two means of improving his social level? The 

good? And the bad? 

NNootthhiinngg  ssuurrpprriissiinngg..  YYoouu  kknnooww  tthhaatt  MMôômmmmaannhh  

hhaass  cchhoosseenn  ffoorr  uuss  aa  wwiisshh  ffoorr  eexxiisstteennccee  oorrggaanniisseedd  

iinn  ssiixx  eelleemmeennttss..  OOnnee  ooff  tthhee  ssiixx  iiss  tthhee  bboonndd  wwiitthh  

tthhee  ootthheerrss..    

IInn  tthhaatt  eelleemmeenntt,,  tthhee  ppllaaccee  ooccccuuppiieedd  bbyy  oouurr  

““mmyysseellff””  iinn  tthhee  hheeaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  ootthheerrss  iiss  vveerryy  

iimmppoorrttaanntt..  SShhee  hhaass  ddiiffffeerreenntt  nnaammeess  aaccccoorrddiinngg  ttoo  

iittss  ppoossiittiivvee  aassppeeccttss  ((eesstteeeemm,,  nnoottoorriieettyy,,  gglloorryy......))  

oorr  nneeggaattiivvee  ((rreejjeeccttiioonn,,  sshhaammee,,  oopppprroobbrriiuumm......))..  

JJuusstt  aass,,  iinn  aa  ffaammiillyy,,  eeaacchh  cchhiilldd  jjeeaalloouuss  ooff  hhiiss  

bbrrootthheerrss  aanndd  ssiisstteerrss  ttrriieess  ttoo  ooccccuuppyy  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  
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ppllaaccee  iinn  hhiiss  ppaarreennttss’’  lloovvee,,  iinn  ssoocciieettyy,,  eevveerryybbooddyy  

wwaannttss  ttoo  rreeaacchh  aa  hhiigghh  lleevveell  iinn  tthhee  hheeaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  

ootthheerrss..  

TThheerree  aarree  ttwwoo  wwaayyss  iinn  wwhhiicchh  ttoo  rreeaacchh  tthhaatt  

hhiigghh  lleevveell..  TThhee  mmoosstt  eevviiddeenntt  ccoonnssiissttss  iinn  rraaiissiinngg  

oonneesseellff  eevveenn  bbyy  mmeeaannss  ooff  aaccttiioonnss  ooff  aa  cceerrttaaiinn  

qquuaalliittyy  wwhhiicchh  pplleeaassee  tthhee  ootthheerrss..  TThhee  ootthheerr  iiss  

wwiitthhoouutt  nnoobbiilliittyy::  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  rraaiissiinngg  oonneesseellff,,  hhee  

wwaannttss  ttoo  lloowweerr  ddoowwnn  tthhee  ootthheerrss,,  bbyy  ttrriippppiinngg  tthheemm  

ffoorr  eexxaammppllee..  

TThhee  ffiirrsstt  mmeeaannss,,  ggeenneerroouuss,,  eennrriicchheess  

eexxiisstteennccee::  iitt  iiss  aa  vveeccttoorr  ooff  lliiffee..  TThhee  sseeccoonndd,,  

ssttrriiccttllyy  sseellffiisshh,,  iimmppoovveerriisshheess  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee::  iitt  

iiss  aa  vveeccttoorr  ooff  ddeeaatthh..  

Therefore, those few selfish schoolmates whom we can call « pests » 

pretended that the « shorn » one was so dirty that she had caught lice, perhaps even 

scabies or some other disgusting infection. They wanted to « treat » her: « Dirty 

Spaniard!... Paloma Lice-Lice!... Spanish scabies », but the side of the kind ones was 

very strong in silencing them.  

During the holidays, her hair grew enough so that she did not need to hide it 

under the scarf. Therefore, she did not suffer much from what should have been a big 

humiliation. No, it is not there that she’s been hurt, marked for life!... 

She had just lost her father: such was at least the feeling that she had for a 

long time. 

That man so strong, so generous, so handsome, such a rock, a family pillar, 

that model of a man without whom she did not know how to live, that adorable father, 

- « But at last ! What am I saying? It was much more than that: the Unique Man, 
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Dad… the only man of the earth, had just exploded like a soap bubble, leaving in her 

heart only a sorrowful emptiness. 

And he whom she had just discovered, the nasty man who kept the place of 

her « Dear Father »,... she hated him. 

« - Have I exaggerated, you’d tell me? – Hardly, believe me. The Gomez 

family, doubtlessly because of their Spanish roots, adore exaggerating. »  

After that memorable evening, the Gomez father did not miss one single 

opportunity to humiliate his daughter publicly, principally in front of her brothers. 

She had to serve them at table, stand beside them while they ate sitting, and wash the 

crockery all by herself. She was the idiot, the fool, the slob, the stupid, the debauched, 

the shame of the family. After the end of the compulsory schooling, at the age of 

thirteen, having obtained, in spite of the negative blows, the famous Certificate of the 

End of the Primary Studies, she went to work to help her family survive. At sixteen 

years of age, she had a lover and her father compelled her to marry quickly. 

How could she love that evil father who was set about causing the 

unhappiness of his daughter? How, could she be so stupid, as to admire for such a 

long time that evil man? 

Bad! Bad! Bad!... And however, luckily enough, she could not forget the 

« Father » of her childhood. Here is why, all her life, her heart like a Norwegian 

omelette, all her life, Paloma was condemned to hate men as much as she loved them. 

It is like this that from time to time and in an unjustified manner, Paloma 

started to pour a torrent of insults on her husband, Louis, that good man who is 

Jeanne’s step-father. 

You see that great guy, wearing his eternal cap which served to dress his 

skull as well as to protect it from bad weather. He has left his overall at the factory, to 

put on more suitable clothes, nearly elegant. Since he has no meeting today, 
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exceptionally he soon goes back home in his suburban house. It is Louis, Paloma’s 

husband. 

Louis is the head of a workshop in a big enterprise, shop-steward, and 

sympathiser of the « Party », which did not prevent him from having a vast culture as 

well as various competences, at the same time being a loving spouse and a 

responsible father of the family. I will speak to you of his faults another time: they are 

minor. Louis receives the respect and the sympathy of nearly everyone. 

All those qualities did not prevent Paloma from pushing him down lower 

than the ground and to persevere on him by shuffling furiously on him like a doormat, 

in the figurative sense, of course, because he is rather strong to make her fall by a 

flick. Her voice marked by a deep contempt, she let her man know that he is a good 

for nothing, a « wet blanket », an idiot who does not know how to distinguish 

between an iron and a roasted chick, a wimp which flattens itself in front of all those 

who assume a commanding tone, a stupid who trips in his own feet while walking, 

and, to conclude all, a sack of shit with an appalling stench. Such sessions of 

humiliation, more frequently in public, take place brutally, like a summer storm, with 

that difference that there were no warning signs close by. In that case, the Grand 

Louis scratches a little bit his skull beneath the cap, the attitude of one taken aback, 

and then he seems to understand something and returns to his business, indifferent to 

the storm which is raging. 

Ah well, that abnormality in behaviour, my Jeanne had inherited from her 

mother. The legacy had not been made in front of a notary, but in the complicity 

which, from time to time, united mother and daughter. Jeanne learned that as a ritual 

which seemed important to her although she did not know the reasons: perhaps her 

mother did not want to destroy the beautiful image, which Jeanne had of her 

grandfather. It is because even my well beloved spouse practised the sessions of 

public humiliation on her husband, your servant, but uniquely in mitigated versions. 

Besides, she only did them in the presence of her family, at the time of reunions, like 

those Christians whose faith has faded, who forget the duty of assisting for mass 

every Sunday for such a long time that they remain distant from their parents. 
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With that element of her cultural heritage, Jeanne had already a good reason 

to mistrust the masculine sex. There was another, the fruit of a personal test which 

should have inspired her with a definite aversion in the meeting with her male 

complement. Luckily enough, she has known how to find the means of her cure. But, 

fearing probably to hurt our love, she has never dared to entrust me with what she 

went through that summer evening, of her eighteenth birthday. I incidentally learned 

it through the gossiping of Claire, one of her childhood friends. 

Following in her mother’s example, Jeanne wanted the same freedom like 

boys, and even more. One had tried however to put her on guard against the dangers 

which the defenceless young girls have to watch out for: she had only heard the 

nuisances to make her return amongst « the well behaved girls ». 

For some reasons which I will not tell you, because I feel you are impatient, 

she who still ignored the happiness of being my Jeanne, the poor one, had no wish to 

celebrate her eighteen years; eighteen years which seemed to her leading towards 

distress. After having shared in her family the birthday cake, she had gone out alone 

to the cinema. 

She had seen Brigitte Bardot, the bold star of the time, who dared show the 

erotic beauties of her body as well as the rewards, promised to those who knew how 

to conquer her. She dared provoke the sexual desire in men to seduce them better. To 

those for whom the erotic games still seemed dirty and diabolic, those exquisite 

effronteries said that carnal love was a feast. But that was not a revelation for Jeanne: 

she had already loved, with her thought as well as with her flesh. Alas, her lover had 

left her for another, before leaving for the War of Algiers. Therefore, the film did not 

answer the worries of the moment.  

Moreover the heroin, not only accepted to be considered like an idiot, but she 

believed that it was right; little did it matter, provided she attracted men at her feet, 

keeping them on the lead like Pekinese, and leading them to satisfy all her whims, 

very often ruinous. Jeanne did not want above all to play the role of the « Ravishing 

Idiot », even with the compensations which a luxury doll receives. 
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Night was falling. The shortest way to go back home crossed the « zone », 

those uninhabited lands of which I have already spoken. Jeanne had gone out like a 

boy of her age and also as free as a boy, she chose the shortest way. She was not 

going to let herself be accompanied like the retrograded girls! At the same time that 

night was falling, observing that half wild territory where she had played so often in 

her childhood, she remembered how it was full of beautiful hiding places where even 

the smartest parents would not discover you.  

So, just a little later, she thought that a girl runs more risks than a boy when 

she ventures like this alone and far away from any help. 

Suddenly she was overcome by fear and started to run. 

She heard some quick, numerous, steps and a fit of panic overwhelmed her. 

But already three men surrounded her with their arms stretched forth. A big brutal 

hand fell on her lips before she uttered a sound. She tried hard to recall all her 

energies to try, in all ways, to escape from such brutes, they gagged her quickly then, 

amongst the three of them, they carried her easily, like a sack of potatoes, as far as the 

hollow covered with wild grass spread in the middle of an entanglement of bushes 

and brambles; it was there, formerly, one of her favourite hiding places, where she 

related the most beautiful stories. 

And I, I will not relate the rape. 

When that was over, one of the criminals, the one who seemed to be the 

leader removed the gag of the poor victim: « There you are. You are a big girl now, 

for good. Say thank you to the gentlemen. » But Jeanne started to vomit. There 

followed a series of violent words which roughly meant: 

« - Hi boys. One has come across a crazy girl, started the leader. 

- On my word of honour, she is completely crazy, that woman, replied one of the 

accomplices. 

- Completely mad, retorted the other. She has loved it however. » 
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It is then that the leader of the criminals took things in hand. 

« - But it’s true that she loved it. Is it true that you liked it? Hey! My slut. Are you 

going to answer? Good God!... 

- Dirty filth ! replied Jeanne who was overtaken suddenly by a wave of anger. You 

are not a man. You are no longer a beast: no beast would do such things. You are a 

sack of excrements. 

- Fortunately for you that you have done me some good: that renders me patient. Is 

it not true, perhaps, that you have looked for it, slut? Walking all alone in the zone, 

you were looking for trouble, hey! But say, Good God! that you loved it ! You 

were horny, slut, and you were burning to such an extent that it took three like us to 

satisfy you! Isn’t it true, perhaps? 

- How could you also be so stupid? You, a real bastard, doing me good? You have 

calf’s flab in your skull, to think such a thing! 

- Be careful about your words, you slut! I am running short of patience. You did 

me some good, I tell you!... See ?... Even if I had proposed to do that again, at my 

house, from time to time, but gently this time, and with great comfort. True ! You 

could have become my darling, if you were not such a crazy girl. » 

From where does the tendency to take our desires for reality 

come? How do you fight it back? 

AAss  II  hhaavvee  aallrreeaaddyy  ttoolldd  yyoouu,,  ffoorr  tthhee  

qquueessttiioonnss  wwhhiicchh  tthhee  eexxiisstteennttiiaall  aannxxiieettyy  ppoosseess,,  wwee  

oonnllyy  ffiinndd  mmoosstt  ffrreeqquueennttllyy  ssoommee  aapppprrooxxiimmaattee  aannsswweerrss  

wwhhiicchh  wwee  mmuusstt  bbeelliieevvee::  iitt  iiss  bbeeccaauussee  wwee  hhaavvee  aa  

tteennddeennccyy  ttoo  ttaakkee  oouurr  wwiisshheess  ffoorr  rreeaalliittiieess..  

AAnnootthheerr  llaaww  lleeaaddss  uuss  iinn  tthhee  ssaammee  ddiirreeccttiioonn..  

IInn  tthhee  rreeaalliissaattiioonn  ooff  tthhee  eexxiisstteennccee,,  iiff  tthhee  

aallttrruuiissmm  ccoommmmaannddeedd  bbyy  tthhee  iiddeeoollooggyy  iiss  aa  pprriioorriittyy,,  

tthhee  sseellffiisshhnneessss,,  tthhee  ««  mmyysseellff--hheerree--nnooww  »»  iiss  oouurr  

««  ddaarrlliinngg  »»..  AAlltthhoouugghh  iitt  sseeeemmss  aattttaaiinnaabbllee  ttoo  aa  
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sslliigghhtt  eexxtteenntt,,  wwee  ggrraanntt  iitt  pprreeffeerreennccee..  WWhheenn  tthhee  

aallttrruuiisstt  ssaayyss::  ««  NNoo,,  yyoouu  mmuusstt  nnoott  sstteeaall  mmoonneeyy  ffrroomm  

yyoouurr  ggrraannddmmootthheerr..  »»  tthhee  sseellffiisshh  rreepplliieess::  ««  SShhee  

ddooeess  nnoott  nneeeedd  iitt..  »»..  AAnndd  oouurr  tthhrreeee  rraappiissttss,,  wwhheenn  

oonnee  tteellllss  tthheemm  tthhaatt  tthheeyy  aarree  ccrriimmiinnaallss,,  tthheeyy  

aannsswweerr  tthhaatt  tthheeyy  aarree,,  oonn  tthhee  ccoonnttrraarryy,,  

bbeenneeffaaccttoorrss..    

IInn  oorrddeerr  tthhaatt  tthhee  ffaauulltt  ccaauusseedd  ttoo  ssoommeebbooddyy  

eellssee  ddooeess  nnoott  aappppeeaarr  eevviiddeenntt,,  tthhee  sseellffiisshh  

ppeerrssuuaaddeess  hhiimmsseellff  tthhaatt  hhee  iiss  rriigghhtt..  IItt  iiss  iinn  tthhiiss  

sseennssee  tthhaatt  hhee  ttaakkeess  hhiiss  ddeessiirree  ffoorr  rreeaalliittyy..  TThhee  

ccuullttuurree  iiss  aa  mmeeaannss  ttoo  ccoouunntteerr  tthhaatt  ffaauulltt::  wwhheenn  oonnee  

iiss  wweellll  rreeaadd  iinn  eevveerryytthhiinngg,,  iitt  bbeeccoommeess  ddiiffffiiccuulltt  

ttoo  hhiiddee  tthhee  ccoonnsseeqquueenncceess  ooff  hhiiss  aaccttss..  

 « - You did me no good! Do you understand, you big itinerant waste? Being three 

on a single girl, you have hurt me a good deal, little dirty beasts and great cowards 

which you are. Like some little queer depraved who ganged in three to beat up a 

kid at the corner of the wood. 

- You do not want to say thanks to dad, impolite? I don’t give a damn! In any case, 

I’ve had you, my slut! You saw how I stripped you off!  I fucked you as best as I 

could, my pretty one. It is good, believe me: you have enough for your life! Ah

 yes, your little buttocks are mine, now: it has been so well lined with my impact 

that all your life will remain like that! And all your life he will demand it of you. 

Ah yes, you can believe me, my little slut. There you are! Here is my number. You 

can call me when you are craving… » 

One of the accomplices interrupted abruptly. 

« - Hey! Shut up! Bloody idiot! Do you want her to hand us to the police?... » 

Jeanne continued. 
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« - No? But it is not true. Do you believe in such idle talk? But that date of Cro-

Magnon! You have never left your wood, poor retrograded child.  

- Eh! Sweetly… 

- Ah yes! I have screwed you well, so I have possessed you. You still believe that 

nonsense, poor half witted one! You have not possessed anything at all, do you 

understand!... Can an atom of truth go into your poor silly head?... First of all, what 

you call my « my buttocks », in fact, it is the proper place, luckily, to make love 

and to conceive babies. It is there where you have placed your filthy stick. It is 

there that you have fucked. You understand when I use that sort of word? As if you 

have shitted in a chapel. Particularly a filthy old man: you have seen it easily.             

But, after all, that place can be washed just like any other. Since you don’t know 

what it is like « to make love », since you are too much of a non-entity to 

understand, you would have done better to fuck on the basin of the boys’ toilets. 

You may be a wretch who found nothing to please girls, but not a criminal in this 

case. »  

How three false ideas on sexuality cause havoc. They have a 

historic origin. 

AAlloonngg  tthhee  ccoouurrssee  ooff  iittss  ssttrroonngg  ssttrruuggggllee  ffoorr  

eexxiisstteennccee,,  mmaann  hhaass  ccooggiittaatteedd  aa  lloott  ttoo  ssaattiissffyy  hhiiss  

iimmppoorrttaanntt  nneeeeddss..  HHee  hhaass  nneeaarrllyy  aallwwaayyss  ffoouunndd  ssoommee  

aannsswweerrss,,  wwhhiicchh  wweerree  aaddaapptteedd  ttoo  hhiiss  ttiimmeess..  BBuutt,,  ooff  

ccoouurrssee,,  hhiiss  ccoonntteemmppoorraarriieess  ddiidd  nnoott  wwaanntt  ttoo  ddoo  

aaggaaiinn  tthhee  sstteeppss  wwhhiicchh  hhaadd  lleedd  ttoo  tthhoossee  tteemmppoorraarryy  

ssoolluuttiioonnss::  tthheeyy  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  ssaattiissffiieedd  wwiitthh  tthhee  

ffoorrmmuullaass..  TThhee  llaatttteerr,,  ssiinnccee  tthheeyy  ttoouucchh  oouurr  

ccoonnttiinnuuaattiioonn,,  hhaavvee  bbeeccoommee  aarrttiicclleess  ooff  ffaaiitthh  

ttrraannssmmiitttteedd  ffrroomm  ggeenneerraattiioonn  ttoo  ggeenneerraattiioonn,,  mmoorree  

aanndd  mmoorree  ddeettaacchheedd  ffrroomm  rreeaalliittyy,,  aanndd  ssttrroonngg  iinn  

ssppiittee  ooff  eevveerryytthhiinngg..    
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TThheeyy  hhaavvee  hhaadd  ttoo  ppeerrppeettuuaattee  tthheemmsseellvveess  iinn  

tthhaatt  wwaayy,,  tthhee  tthhrreeee  ffaallssee  iiddeeaass  wwhhiicchh  wwee  hhaavvee  jjuusstt  

sseeeenn  iinn  aaccttiioonn::  ««  ccooiittuuss  iiss  ddiirrttyy,,  tthhee  aadduulltteerroouuss  

wwoommaann  iiss  ddeeffiinniitteellyy  ffiilltthhyy,,  aanndd  mmaassttuurrbbaattiioonn  iiss  aa  

sshhaammeeffuull  ffeeeebblleenneessss  »»..  LLeett  uuss  sseeee  tthhee  sseeccoonndd..  

TThheerree  wwaass  aa  ttiimmee,,  ssoommee  tthhoouussaannddss  ooff  yyeeaarrss  

aaggoo,,  wwhheerree  mmeenn  uunnddeerrssttoooodd  lliikkee  tthhiiss  tthhee  pphheennoommeennoonn  

ooff  rreepprroodduuccttiioonn::  ««  WWoommaann  iiss  tthhee  eeaarrtthh,,  mmaann  bbuurriieedd  

hhiiss  sseemmeenn  tthheerree..  »»  OOnn  tthhaatt  wwrroonngg  bbaassiiss,,  iitt  wwaass  

llooggiicc  ttoo  ssuuppppoossee  tthhaatt  tthhee  ggrraaiinnss  wwhhiicchh  hhaadd  nnoott  yyeett  

bblloossssoommeedd  ccoouulldd  aawwaakkee,,  bbee  iitt  bbyy  ggiivviinngg  aa  bbaabbyy,,  oorr  

bbee  iitt  bbyy  ccoonnttrriibbuuttiinngg  ttoo  iitt..  TThhee  hhuussbbaanndd  wwhhoo  

wwaanntteedd  ttoo  ggeenneerraattee  hhiiss  oowwnn  ddeesscceennddaannttss  hhaadd  ttoo  

tthheerreeffoorree  wwaattcchh  oovveerr  rriiggiiddllyy  tthhaatt  hhiiss  ssppoouussee  ccaammee  

ttoo  hhiimm  ssttiillll  aa  vviirrggiinn  aanndd  hhaadd  ttoo  bbee  kkeepptt  aawwaayy  ffrroomm  

ootthheerr  mmeenn..  FFaaiilliinngg  wwhhiicchh,,  sshhee  rriisskkeedd  ggiivviinngg  hhiimm  

bbaassttaarrddss  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  tthhee  pprrooppeerr  ddeesscceennddaannccee..  IItt  wwaass  

iinn  tthhiiss  ccaassee  tthhaatt  sshhee  wwaass  ffiilltthhyy..  AAnndd  iitt  iiss  tthhaatt  

llaasstt  ccoonnvviiccttiioonn,,  ddeettaacchheedd  ffrroomm  iittss  ddiissttaanntt  oorriiggiinnss  

bbuutt  aanncchhoorreedd  iinn  tthhee  hheeaaddss,,  lliikkee  aa  vviirruuss,,  wwhhiicchh  

ccoonnttiinnuueedd  ttoo  ccaauussee  ddaammaaggee..    

««  SShhee  hhaass  ffaaiilleedd,,  tthheerreeffoorree  sshhee  iiss  ffiilltthhyy,,  

aanndd  ssoo  sshhee  iiss  aa  wwhhoorree..  »»  

TThhee  tthhiirrdd  vviirruuss,,  uunnddeerr  iittss  iinnnnoocceenntt  aaiirr,,  

ddooeess  ssoommee  ddaammaaggee  aass  wweellll..  MMaann  pprroodduucceess  aa  

ssuuppeerraabbuunnddaannccee  ooff  ssppeerrmmss  aanndd  hhee  ffeeeellss  tthhee  nneeeedd  ttoo  

ddiissppoossee  ooff  iitt..  IIff  tthhee  mmaassttuurrbbaattiioonn  iiss  ffoorrbbiiddddeenn,,  

ffoorr  aa  lloonngg  ttiimmee  bbeeccaauussee  hhee  hhaass  nnoott  ffoouunndd  aa  

ccoonnsseennttiinngg  lloovveerr,,  hhee  hhaass  ttoo  ssuuffffeerr  tthhee  eevveerr  

iinnccrreeaassiinngg  pprreessssuurree  ooff  tthhee  uunnffuullffiilllleedd  nneeeedd..  WWiillll  

tthheerree  bbee  lleessss  rraappeess  ??......  iinncceessttss  ??......  ddeeggrraaddiinngg  
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sseexxuuaall  ttrraaffffiicckkiinngg  ??......  iiff  tthhee  ssoolliittaarryy  rreelliieeff  wwaass  

nnoo  lloonnggeerr  ccoonnssiiddeerreedd  aass  aa  ddeessttrruuccttiivvee  vviiccee  ooff  

vviirriilliittyy  aanndd  eevveenn  ooff  hheeaalltthh,,  iiff  iitt  wwaass  nnoo  lloonnggeerr  

sshhaammeeffuull  ??  

Let us go back to Jeanne, still in the hands of the rapists. Anger leads her to 

take enormous risks: the leader of the wretched trio loses patience. He repeats to the 

poor girl. 

« - Have you finished saying stupid things? 

- No, I have not started. But I can always try. All that I wish for now, you see… 

- It is that!... You have been gentle, just the same. So, make a wish. 

- All that is wish for now is to see you three die with your throat open in a ditch of 

shit. 

- Hi pals! What does she want, the slut?   

- She is asking for more. 

- Do you believe? It may be that, but she is too much of a filthy swine. A good 

hiding is what she needs. » 

- Come on guys, take it easy! I have a wonderful idea: we are going to have fun, 

you will see!  Dédé, pass me your can of beer… » 

 
Jeanne did not wait to see what was going to happen. Escaping from her 

executioners, she jumped across the brambles and she started to shout, out of terror 

and anger. Then, behold a miracle!  Some human voices made an echo and a party of 

revellers who was passing over there came to the rescue. I need not tell you that the 

three torturers, the ravagers of love, had already escaped. 

« - How? You might tell me, that particularly despicable rape has not 

traumatised her for life? – Oh well, no. She found the means to come out of it. » 

How to look for their origin to get rid of the embarrassing 

beliefs. 
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SSoommee  bbeelliieeffss  hhaavvee  bbeeeenn  bboorrnn  iinn  tthhee  ddiissttaanntt  

ppaasstt,,  aass  aann  oouuttccoommee  ooff  ddeeeepp  rreefflleeccttiioonnss  wwhhiicchh  

sseeeemmeedd  qquuiittee  ccoommpplleetteellyy  ppeerrttiinneenntt..  TThhee  llaaww  

hhaarrddeenneedd  tthheemm  lliikkee  rroocckkss,,  tthheenn  ttiimmee  ffoossssiilliisseedd  

tthheemm  aanndd  nnooww,,  tthheeyy  ppooiissoonn  oouurr  eexxiisstteennccee..  AAhh  wweellll,,  

tthhee  ffiiccttiioonn--tthheeoorryy  wwhhiicchh  II  ccaallll  MMôômmmmaannhh  ggiivveess  uuss  

tthhee  mmeeaannss  ttoo  ggeett  ttoo  tthhee  bboottttoomm  ooff  tthheemm..    

LLiikkee  iinn  ppssyycchhooaannaallyyssiiss,,  iitt  iiss  eennoouugghh  ttoo  

rreelliivvee  tthheeiirr  hhiissttoorryy  bbyy  mmeeaannss  ooff  tthhoouugghhtt..  SSoo,,  iinn  

tthhee  lliigghhtt  ooff  mmooddeerrnn  kknnoowwlleeddggee,,  tthheeiirr  aabbssuurrddiittiieess  

bbeeccoommee  eevviiddeenntt..  TThheenn  tthhee  ffoossssiillss  ssttaarrtt  ttoo  ccrruummbbllee  

bbeeffoorree  ffaalllliinngg  iinn  dduusstt..    

BBuutt  mmyy  JJeeaannnnee  ddiidd  nnoott  kknnooww  MMôômmmmaannhh  yyeett..  AAnndd  

tthheenn,,  lluucckkiillyy  eennoouugghh,,  ttoo  eelliimmiinnaattee  tthhee  aafftteerr  

eeffffeeccttss  ooff  aa  rraappee,,  sshhee  hhaadd  ootthheerr  rreemmeeddiieess..  

First of all, she had studied passionately the process of male reproduction: the 

superstition concerning a supposed defilement was diminished however. Afterwards, 

her communist education had taught her this: rape is surely deplorable, but like the 

theory of « The Struggle of the Classes » cannot be explained, the lasting trauma that 

it causes often is only in the imagination. Finally, and above all, my Jeanne had 

already experienced love: carried away by her impulsive nature, she had felt more 

strongly than others the delights which Mômmanh lavishes on us on that occasion. 

She wanted to find that happiness again and the despicable dirt of those three brutes 

was not going to forbid her from doing so. 

In any case, it was not the rape which traumatised her most, but the fact that 

she had been attacked by same beings like her. Her great trust in human beings found 

itself shattered even more, particularly in what concerns the category of the « adult 

male ». To start with, she decided not to venture alone in the dangerous places and a 
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series of nightmares came back to remind her very often how that wise decision was 

imperative: like this, she instilled it deeply in her head. 

During some months, the act which we poetry engineers, I want to say « the 

psychologists », qualify as sexual, the « sexual act » therefore, seemed repulsive to 

her, linked as it was to the memory of the violence inflicted upon her by those three 

criminals. Every time that she met a healthy man, - and there are plenty of them -, she 

saw the mask of the three brutes placing itself on her face. But she managed rather 

rapidly to remove it, that mask of a nightmare. Soon, she was capable again, when 

limited opportunities presented themselves, to experience a blossoming sexuality, as 

the sexologists well define it, quite useful to avoid myself the repetitions. 

So, and even after a despicable rape, the still strong memories of the ancestral 

taboos can stop the formidable momentum which sweep it away.  It is necessary to 

sweep aside those misleading troublemakers from loving in our times, and they were 

so: they vanished like the crust of an old wound finally turned into a scar eliminated, 

by the new and healthy flesh. As soon as the moment had arrived, my beloved gained 

the happiness of making love, better than before. 

And now, my dear friend reader, do you want to do me a favour? Will you 

remind me what the aim of the long digression was? Ah! Yes! I remember: Jeanne 

had started to explain to me why, from time to time, she ill-treated me without 

apparent reasons. 

« - Our baby will soon be there, she said to me, he must find a peaceful hearth, to 

develop well. 

- That is what I think. So, there must be no quarrels in the household.  

- No more quarrels in the household. Otherwise, hardly has he arrived, he will have 

already an obsession: clearing off the camp! And finding other parents! 

- What a horror! So, you will no longer look for me to humiliate me even in front 

of the family?  

- No, I will do everything possible so that it will not happen any longer. Besides, 

you perhaps don’t know it, but after a quarrel, I am sorry and I give you a little treat 
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so that you will pardon me. 

- Since you say it to me, I believe I remember now, those treats. If I did not 

mention them, first of all I am waiting for other things. 

- And what then? 

- Some excuses by Jove. 

- Some excuses! That, never!... Never!... Do you understand me ?...» 

For that time, I had the wisdom not to push the discussion any further. I was 

hoping that, later on, the favourable moment for a resolution of the conflict would 

come. Luckily enough, I could not then appreciate the stretch of the events which we 

had to face before arriving there, because I could have lacked courage and it seemed 

to me that I would not have lived, passing on that land like a soap bubble, except that 

the last one, that vanity bubble, doubtlessly does not suffer, even at the moment as it 

bursts. 

Besides, even if the way in which she made me know it was detestable, 

wasn’t Jeanne right on the subject matter, by judging that I was not worth of the trust?  

Remember the way in which I conceived existence as a couple!... 

How do revolutionaries and their heirs struggle so long before 

applying the new principles integrally.  

11778899::  ««  FFrreeeeddoomm,,  EEqquuaalliittyy,,  FFrraatteerrnniittyy  »»..  TTwwoo  

cceennttuurriieess  llaatteerr,,  iitt  hhaadd  nnoott  yyeett  bbeeeenn  iinntteeggrraallllyy  

rreeaalliisseedd..    

WWhheenn  aa  rreevvoolluuttiioonn  ttaakkeess  ppllaaccee,,  tthhaatt  iiss  ttoo  

ssaayy  aa  ssuubbssttiittuuttiioonn  ooff  aann  iiddeeoollooggyy  iinn  ppoowweerr,,  iitt  

nneevveerr  hhaappppeennss  tthhaatt  tthhee  ppeeooppllee  aanndd  tthhee  mmaatteerriiaall  

mmeeaannss  aarree  eennttiirreellyy  rreeaaddyy::  ttoo  ssttaarrtt  wwiitthh,,  oonnee  mmuusstt  

ssaattiissffyy  hhiimmsseellff  wwiitthh  aa  ddeemmii--rreevvoolluuttiioonn..  EEqquuaalliittyy,,  

ffoorr  eexxaammppllee,,  wwhhiicchh  JJeeaannnnee  aanndd  II  hhaadd  ttoo  ccoonntteenndd  

wwiitthh,,  lliikkee  ttwwoo  ddooggss  wwhhoo  wwaanntteedd  ttoo  ffiigghhtt  oovveerr  aa  
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bboonnee,,  aahh  wweellll,,  iitt  wwaass  iimmppoossssiibbllee  ttoo  rreeaalliissee  iitt  

rriigghhtt  aawwaayy..  OOnnee  hhaadd  ttoo  wwaaiitt  ffoorr  tthhee  lloowweerr  ccllaassss  ttoo  

bbee  oonnee  oovveerr  bbyy  tthhee  ttaassttee  ffoorr  ssttuuddiieess,,  tthhaatt  hhee  hhaass  

tthhee  mmeeaannss  ttoo  ggoo  ttoo  sscchhooooll,,  tthhaatt  hhee  ppiicckkss  uupp  tthhee  

hhaabbiitt  ooff  ccoonnttrroolllliinngg  hhiiss  eeddiilleess  rraatthheerr  tthhaann  

ttrruussttiinngg  tthheemm  bblliinnddllyy,,  tthhaatt  wwoommeenn  wweerree  ffrreeeedd  ffrroomm  

tthhee  mmuullttiippllee  pprreeggnnaanncciieess  aanndd  ootthheerr  ssuubbjjeeccttiioonnss,,  

aanndd  II  ssttoopp  tthheerree,,  bbeeccaauussee  II  ccaann  ffiillll  tteenn  ppaaggeess  

lliikkee  tthhiiss......  

IItt  iiss  lliikkee  tthhiiss  tthhaatt  iinn  11996688,,  tthhee  ggaapp  

bbeettwweeeenn  tthhee  rreevvoolluuttiioonnaarryy  pprroommiisseess  aanndd  tthhee  ddaaiillyy  

lliiffee  wwaass  ppaarrttiiccuullaarrllyy  ssttrriikkiinngg..  FFoorr  wwhhoomm??......  FFoorr  

tthhee  yyoouunngg  oonneess  eevviiddeennttllyy,,  aatt  tthhee  aaggee  wwhheenn  tthheeyy  

rreejjeecctt  tthhee  sseeccuurriittyy  ooff  tthhee  ffaammiillyy  lliiffee  bbeellttss  aanndd  

tthheeyy  ttaakkee  tthhee  pplluunnggee  oonn  tthheeiirr  oowwnn  iinn  tthhee  ttuummuulltt  ooff  

eexxiisstteennccee..  NNaattuurraallllyy  tthheeyy  ssttaarrtt  bbyy  mmaakkiinngg  aann  

iinnvveennttoorryy  ooff  tthhee  ffiixxttuurreess..  IInn  tthhaatt  yyeeaarr,,  aann  

iimmppoorrttaanntt  uuppddaattiinngg  sseeeemmeedd  nneecceessssaarryy  ttoo  tthheemm,,  aa  

rreevviissiioonn  wwhhiicchh  tthheeiirr  eellddeerrss,,  eenngguullffeedd  iinn  tthheeiirr  

ttrraaddiittiioonnss,,  ccoouulldd  nnoott  uunnddeerrssttaanndd..  

IInn  11996688  tthheerreeffoorree,,  tthhee  yyoouunngg  oonneess  mmaaddee  tthhee  

iinnvveennttoorryy  ooff  tthhee  pprroommiisseess  wwhhiicchh  hhaadd  nnoott  bbeeeenn  kkeepptt,,  

tthhoossee  ooff  tthhee  eeiigghhttyy--nniinnee  aass  wweellll  aass  tthhee  

rreevvoolluuttiioonnaarryy  iiddeeaass  aaddoopptteedd  aafftteerr::  tthhee  sseexxuuaall  

ffrreeeeddoomm,,  tthhee  eemmaanncciippaattiioonn  ooff  wwoommeenn,,  tthhee  

eexxiisstteennttiiaall  ffrreeeeddoomm,,  tthhee  eeqquuaalliittyy  ooff  

ooppppoorrttuunniittiieess,,  tthhee  eeqquuaalliittyy  iinn  ffrroonntt  ooff  jjuussttiiccee,,  

tthhee  ccoonnttrrooll  ooff  ppoowweerrss  bbyy  tthhee  ppeeooppllee......  TThhaatt  mmaaddee  aa  

ssaaccrreedd  rraammddaamm..  DDee  GGaauullllee  nneevveerr  rreeccoovveerreedd  ffrroomm  iitt..  
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Our generation has preceded that of the sixty-eight. It did not have the same 

worries. However, at least on the important project of the female emancipation, 

Jeanne had taken advantage. 

All this to tell you that, my Jeanne so badly loved, as well as that too dear 

myself, we had a long way ahead of us before realising a crude attempt of the new 

love. But love, which, after all, is a fusion of two existences, isn’t it always new, 

always to be invented, everyday, as one goes along governing our life and carried 

away on the river of « Time »? Yes, surely, but we ignore it: otherwise, the 

misfortune could perhaps have passed its way. 

Africa had to participate in the following stage of our search while we 

proceeded tentatively and stumbled. The Ministry for Cooperation had proposed a 

post in Upper-Volta, a place which afterwards chose the name itself and which we 

now call « Burkina Faso ». I ignored the existence of the Republic of Upper-Volta. 

After having consulted the atlas and an encyclopaedia, I informed Jeanne of the good 

news. She accepted right away. 

However, I felt curious that she only prepared a simple suitcase, nothing else as if we 

were going on vacation for a few days. Taking my desires for realities, I attributed that 

fact to the proverbial inconsequences of women, incapable of elaborating a future plan 

and to hang on to it, because reflection is repulsive to them: they are like this without 

defence in front of the events which surprise and jostle them. Luckily enough, the men 

are there. Dear Jeanne, so fragile! I loved her twice as much for it. Ah yes, happy 

idiot, I was even more stupid than now. 
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