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1111--BBeeyyoonndd  DDeeaatthh  

The War of the Leaders never started again. We practiced finally the conjugal 

democracy. In case of disagreement we together looked for what was the most 

convenient for our existence. If we do not find any, either we abandon the decision to 

the one of the two which seemed the most suitable, or well we leave to each the 

possibility to do as he likes. We share a lot of responsibilities in the function of our 

competence and of our most ardent tastes : to Jeanne the house and its management, 

to me the making up of the garden and surroundings, to me the cars, to her the 

research and the choice of beautiful shows… 

How selfishness leads us towards death when altruism leads us 

to life.  

SSiinnccee  hheerree  wwee  aarree  ffrreeeedd  ffrroomm  oouurr  ssllaavveerryy,,  

tthhee  ddeemmaanndd  ooff  bbeeiinngg  eeaacchh  tthhee  lleeaaddeerr  wwhhiicchh  ppuusshheedd  

uuss  ttoo  ssttrruuggggllee  hheeaadd  aaggaaiinnsstt  hheeaadd  ttiillll  ddeeaatthh,,  wwee  

ccaann  aatt  llaasstt  nnoouurriisshh  aanndd  ttaakkee  ccaarree  ooff  oouurr  lloovvee..  IItt  

ccaarrrriieess  oonn  wweellll..  IItt  ddeevveellooppss..  AA  lloovviinngg  ccrreeaattiioonn,,  

yyoouu  kknnooww,,  ddooeess  nnoott  rreeaalliissee  iittsseellff  oonnee  aaggaaiinnsstt  tthhee  

ootthheerr  bbuutt  iinn  ttwwoo..    

IItt  iiss  bbeeccaauussee,,  tthhee  ««  MMyysseellff--II--HHeerree--NNooww,,  

ootthheerrwwiissee  ccaalllleedd  aabbssoolluuttee  sseellffiisshhnneessss,,  ccaannnnoott  

sseerrvvee  hhiimm  aass  bbaassee  ssiinnccee  iitt  iiss  ssttrriiccttllyy  iinnddiivviidduuaall..  

BBeessiiddeess,,  iitt  eemmiittss  aa  ssmmeellll  ooff  ddeeaatthh..  YYeess,,  II  ssaaiidd  

tthhaatt  aa  ssttrroonngg  ddoossee  ooff  sseellffiisshhnneessss  ddooeess  nnoott  ffoorrbbiidd  

lloovvee..  IItt  iiss  ttrruuee,,  bbuutt  iitt  iiss  nnoott  nneecceessssaarryy  tthhaatt  aa  
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cceerrttaaiinn  tthhrreesshhoolldd  iiss  ssuurrppaasssseedd,,  bbeeyyoonndd  wwhhiicchh  oonnee  

lleeaavveess  tthhee  hhoouussee  ooff  tthhee  lloovveerrss..    

IItt  wwaass  lliikkee  tthhiiss  tthhaatt  JJeeaannnnee  aanndd  II  ffoouunndd  

oouurrsseellvveess  ssuubbttllyy  sswweepptt  aawwaayy  ttoowwaarrddss  wwhhaatt  hhaass  tthhee  

ggrreeaatteesstt  vvaalluuee  ffoorr  MMôômmmmaannhh::  aallttrruuiissmm..  

LLoovvee  rreennddeerrss  uuss  bbeetttteerr..  WWee  mmuusstt  aallssoo,,  ttoo  

aavvooiidd  oouuttddooiinngg  eeaacchh  ootthheerr,,  ccoonnssttrruucctt  iitt  aa  lliittttllee  

eeaacchh  ddaayy..  AAnndd  MMôômmmmaannhh,,  ffrroomm  ttiimmee  ttoo  ttiimmee,,  rreewwaarrddss  

uuss  wwiitthh  ssoommee  nnootteess  ooff  hheerr  cceelleessttiiaall  hhaarrpp..    

Jacques, our third son, has totally adopted his godmother Estelle. But yes ! 

You know well !   

We are free to choose our ancestral cultures : ah well Jacques has chosen his 

little elderly sister. As the nobles were expected to perpetuate the honour of the 

ancestors, which encouraged them in spite of everything to be brave and generous, 

Jacques has committed himself to do his best to put in action the qualities of his 

sister: noblesse oblige. It is not easy, but he is keen on it.   

He designates that by a funny name: his « challenge ». We have ended by 

understanding that it is a challenge which he launches : « Did you ever manage to 

please Estelle. – Ah well ! It is what one is going to see. » 

Estelle was nine years old. She was curious of everything. Beauty shown out 

from her shouts and tears. Jacques will therefore be an artist. Fortunately enough, he 

is gifted. But his godmother always at nine years of age: will he always be as young 

as that dead one, all by becoming himself responsible? There still, he answers us that 

it is included in his  « challenge ». 

We never pronounce the name of Estelle. However, she is always in our 

company. At every important decision which we have to take, we have that dialogue.  
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« - Georges, do you believe that she will agree ? 

- She was still too young to judge… But, you know, at the bottom of my heart, I 

believe that she will approve.  

- I think so also. All that seemed to serve Mômmanh’s plans pleased her. » 

Quite often, she keeps the place of our guardian angel. We appreciate her 

company, and however it happens that we wish to find ourselves both of us alone. In 

that case, we go on holiday for some days. Estelle never needs looking after : we are 

sure to find her on our way back. So, both of us as long ago in the mountain pastures, 

we do mad things. « -Of what sort ?  - It is not your business. » 

As promised, we made Mômmanh known. Very progressively, in about 

twenty years, that theory has seduced a good nucleus of researchers. A lot of 

scientific discoveries and inventions have come out of it. Perhaps we have the 

tendency, both of us, to believe in it more than in reason, to mix up faith and science. 

In any case, it seems to us that humanity and our old planet have just taken a new 

take-off.  

But attention !... This time, let us not repeat the dreadful deceptive vision of 

the  « Grand Evening ». 

We estimate that we have passed the relay fallen in our hands. We have the 

right to some holidays now. It is up to you to play or rather to work. Before rejoining 

the subject and Mômmanh in her dark dreams, let us go and take some rest among the 

living.   
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IINNTTEERRSSTTEELLLLAARR  CCOONNVVEERRSSAATTIIOONN  

SSwwiifftt  EExxpplloorraattiioonn,,  tthhee  ccoouunncciill  hhaass  ssttuuddiieedd  tthhee  ddooccuummeenntt  jjooiinneedd  ttoo  tthhee  rreeppoorrtt,,  ««MMyy  LLoovvee  »»..TThhee  

hhuummaannss  aarree  oonn  tthhee  vveerrggee  ooff  ddiissccoovveerriinngg  ssoommee  mmiilleessttoonneess  wwhhiicchh  lliimmiitteedd  tthheeiirr  ffiieelldd  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee  

aanndd  tthheeyy  wwiillll  ssoooonn  ggeett  oovveerr  tthheemm..  AAfftteerrwwaarrddss,,  tthheeyy  aarree  ggooiinngg  ttoo  ttrraavveell  iinn  iinntteerrsstteellllaarr  ssppaaccee  aanndd  

ddiissccoovveerr  tthhee  ootthheerr  ccoonnsscciioouuss  aanniimmaallss  wwhhiicchh  aarree  ccaalllleedd    ««  mmeenn  »»..  

TThheeyy  hhaavvee  hhaadd  aa  rroouugghh  ttiimmee  ttoo  rreeaalliissee  tthhaatt  aallll  tthhee  mmeenn  iinn  tthheeiirr  ppllaanneett  aarree  eeqquuaall..  IItt  iiss  nnoott  

nneecceessssaarryy  ttoo  rreeppeeaatt  tthhaatt  mmiissttaakkee  wwiitthh  tthhee  mmeenn  ooff  tthhee  uunniivveerrssee..  

TThhee  mmoommeenntt  hhaass  ccoommee  ttoo  mmeeeett  tthheemm..  WWee  sseenndd  aann  aammbbaassssaaddoorr  ttoo  tthhee  sseeaatt  ooff  tthhee  UU..NN..OO......  

PPrreeppaarree  yyoouurrsseellvveess  ttoo  rreecceeiivvee  iitt..    

WWhhiillee  wwaaiittiinngg,,  ccoonnttiinnuuee  yyoouurr  ssttuuddyy  ooff  tthhee  rroollee  ooff  sseellffiisshhnneessss  iinn  tthhee  hhuummaann  eexxiisstteennccee..  WWee  ddoo  nnoott  

sseeee  iiff  tthhee  ggrreeaatt  ppllaaccee  wwhhiicchh  MMôômmmmaannhh  hhaass  lleefftt  hhiimm  ccoonnssttiittuutteess  aann  aaddvvaannttaaggee  oorr  aa  hhaannddiiccaapp..    

AAss  ffoorr  lloovvee  aass  iitt  iiss  wwrriitttteenn  iinn  tthhee  ggeenneettiicc  ccooddee  ooff  tthhee  hhuummaann  ffeemmaalleess,,  iitt  sseeeemmeedd  ttoo  uuss  ttoo  ccoonnttaaiinn  

aatt  ttiimmeess  aa  ggeenneerraattoorr  aanndd  aa  ssttiimmuullaattoorr  ooff  eexxiisstteennccee..    ««MMaakkiinngg  lloovvee  »»  iiss  aa  mmaaggnniiffiicceenntt  iinnvveennttiioonn  

ooff  MMôômmmmaannhh..  WWee  llooookk  ffoorr  tthhee  ggeenneettiicc  wwrriittiinngg  wwhhiicchh  ddeevveellooppss  tthhoossee  aappttiittuuddeess..  BBuutt  tthhaatt  nneeeedd  

wwhhiicchh  tthhee  hhuummaann  mmaalleess  ffeeeell  ttoo  ddiissppoossee  ooff  tthheeiirr  sseemmeenn  nneeaarrllyy  eevveerryyddaayy  aanndd  ttoo  sspprreeaadd  iitt  iinn  tthhee  

bbooddyy  ooff  aannyy  ffeemmaallee    ««ssccrreewwaabbllee  »»  ooff  tthheeiirr  eennvviirroonnmmeenntt,,  wwee  aarree  cclloossee  ttoo  ccoonnssiiddeerriinngg  tthhaatt  aass  aann  

iillllnneessss..  WWee  sshhaallll  ccoonnttiinnuuee  ttoo  rreefflleecctt  wwiitthh  tthhee  hhuummaannss  tthheemmsseellvveess……  

((TThhee  EExxpplloorraattiioonn  ooff  tthhee  WWoorrlldd..  ––  GGrreeaatt  AArrcchhiivveess  ooff    WWaalluuiillllaahh..))  
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