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Merci a Barjavel

La premicere fois que j’ai lu Les chemins de Katmandou j’étais bouleversée, mais aussi
attirée, par la sévérité de plusieurs chapitres, et par les abus que les personnages souffrent
a travers le roman. C’est une histoire fondamentalement morale mais dans laquelle le
bon choix n’est pas toujours évident. Chaque personnage a un caractére unique et
cherche quelque chose que personne ne trouve, surtout la paix. C’est une histoire
d’espoir, de désespoir, et d’amour dans une époque divisée par le communisme et le
capitalisme.

Je savais tout de suite aprés avoir lu ce roman que je voulais le traduire un jour, méme si
¢’était dans mon temps libre. L’histoire m’avait vraiment frappée et touchée car le
message est vrai. Chacun cherche son propre chemin et personne ne sait a quoi on sert
dans cette vie. Chaque personnage pourrait étre vrai, et chaque chemin que le lecteur suit
pourrait étre possible aussi. Barjavel a bien fait en employant tant de personnalités
différentes parce que cela ajoute a la diversité dans le roman et nous montre ot nos choix
peuvent nous mener.

Apres ce roman jai lu une dizaine d’ceuvres de Barjavel et chacun m’a touché et ouvert
les yeux un peu plus. Ils finissent tous avec un message sur la vie et des legons morales
qui oblige au lecteur de réfléchir sur sa propre vie. J aimerais étre capable de dire en
quelques mots pourquoi j’aime tant ce roman mais peut-étre que mes sentiments sont diis
a cela, le fait que je ne peux pas I’énoncé. J’espere que des autres lecteurs partageront
aussi apres avoir lu ce roman, soit dans sa version originale soit dans sa traduction.
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1.0 René Barjavel
1911-1985

Introduction

René Barjavel est surtout connu pour avoir été un des premiers écrivains de science-
fiction en France et pour ses romans d’anticipation dont certains themes y reviennent
souvent : la chute de la civilisation causée par les exces de la science et la folie de la
guerre, caracteére €ternel et indestructible de I’amour, et le sens de [’action de I’homme
sur la nature. A la fin de la plupart de ses ceuvres, le lecteur reste pensif, frappé par le
sentiment d’avoir appris une legon ou une morale, et avec deux questions fondamentales :
Et si ¢’était vrai 2 A quoi on sert ?

[l n’y a que quelques sites web consacrés a Barjavel. Parmi ceux-ci, on ne retrouve
aucun détail de sa vie personnelle, et il est décédé il n’y a que 21 ans. Pour un écrivain
fondateur de la science-fiction, un homme qui a écrit une trentaine d’ceuvres et quelqu’un
qui a mené une vie tellement variée quant a sa carricre, cela parait un peu bizarre. Peut-
¢tre qu’il faut encore du temps avant que le monde se rende compte que ¢’était un
écrivain important avec des idées importantes, ou peut-étre qu’apres un bout de temps il
disparaitra sans que le monde arrive a cette réalisation, comme beaucoup d’écrivains
avant lui. C’est pour cette raison qu’il faut que ses ceuvres soient accessibles au grand
public. C’est pour encourager la dissémination de ses ceuvres que j’ai décidé de traduire
ce roman.



1.1 RENE BARJAVEL

René Barjavel est né en 1911 a Nyons, dans la Drome. Fils de boulanger et petit-fils de
paysans, il travaille avec son pére tout en faisant ses études. Il obtient son baccalauréat en
1929, mais ne peut poursuivre, faute de moyens financiers, des études supérieures. En
moins d’un an, il est alors tour a tour répétiteur, démarcheur pour agent immobilier,
employé de banque, puis journaliste au Progres de ['Allier ou il restera cinq années. En
1935, il rencontre I’éditeur Denoél, qui lui propose de travailler pour lui, a Paris. Pendant
dix ans, il occupe le poste de chef de fabrication, tout en collaborant a différents journaux
et revues, en particulier en tant que critique de théatre et de cinéma. Ses quatre premiers
romans, Ravage (1943), Le voyageur imprudent (1944), Tarandol (1946) et Le diable
["emporte (1948) ne rencontrent pas le succes, et il doit explorer d’autres pistes : le
théatre, puis le cinéma. C’est ainsi qu’il écrit le scénario d’un tilm de science-fiction, La
nuit des temps, qui ne sera pas adapté, mais qui, en tant que roman, est un succes (Prix
des librairies 1968). Suivront d’autres grands romans comme Le grand secret, Les
chemins de Katmandou, Le blessé ou encore La tempéte.

Parallelement, René Barjavel signe une chronique hebdomadaire dans le Journal du
Dimanche, « Les libres propos de Barjavel » jusqu’en 1979. Quelques années plus tard, il
consacre des chroniques a I’enchanteur Merlin, au Graal, et écrit, en collaboration avec
Olenka de Veer, deux romans qui accordent une large place au merveilleux : Les dames a
la licorne (1974) et sa suite Les jours du monde (1975), puis L ‘enchanteur (1984),
version romanesque de ses réflexions sur Merlin.

René Barjavel est décédé en 1985.

8]



1.2 René Barjavel

Biographie

René Barjavel est né le 24 janvier 1911, a Nyons, dans la Drome paysanne. Son pere, un
boulanger, est mobilisé pour la guerre et n’est pas disponible pour son fils pendant ses
années formatives. Sa mere, une remplagante, n’a que peu de temps a lui consacrer.
Etant seul la plupart du temps, il découvre la nature et le plaisir qu’elle lui donne. Il
découvre aussi un amour des livres et se plonge dans la littérature.

Malgré ses intéréts littéraires, Barjavel n’est qu’un médiocre étudiant. Quant a lui, son
futur est déja planifi€, voué a la succession de son pere. Son professeur de frangais
s"apercoit de ses talents dans cette matiére et I’encourage a continuer ses études.' 11
poursuit, tout en travaillant avec son pere, jusqu’a ce qu’il réussisse son baccalauréat en
1929 au College de Cesset pres de Vichy. Il ne peut pas continuer ses études supérieures
faute de moyens financiers.

Pendant I’année suivante il fait toute une série de petits travaux avant de devenir
journaliste pour un quotidien de Moulins. C’est la, qu’en 1935, il rencontre 1"éditeur
renommé Robert Denoél, au cours d’un entretien, qui lui propose une place comme
responsable de fabrication des éditions chez Denoél, a Paris. Il se marie en 1936 et
devient peére de Renée et Jean dans les deux années qui suivent.

En méme temps, il forge ses grands thémes sur la vie et la médecine. Il voit mal la guerre
qu’il fait dans les zouaves, est en désaccord avec la nécessité de la guerre, et se révolte
contre I'esclavage du soldat et la bétise militaire. Des sa rentrée a Paris il est témoin de
la libération de la capitale. Son premier roman, Ravage, qui évoque une société fondée
sur la valeur du travail et le refus de la modernité, est publié en 1943, pendant cette pleine
occupation allemande. L’année suivante a vu la publication du Voyageur imprudent, un
roman a propos des paradoxes du voyage dans le temps.

A cause de ses problémes de manque d’argent et 1’échec de son roman, Le diable
[‘emporte, qui parait en 1948, Barjavel s’aventure dans le monde du cinéma. Il reste dans
ce monde dix ans, mais sans toucher a la renommée qu’il désire. Quand il écrit le
scénario pour La nuit des temps (1968), une histoire d’amour qui dure a travers des
époques dans un cadre de science-fiction, il trouve enfin du succes. Le scénario n’est
jamais adapté mais comme roman, I’ceuvre connait beaucoup de succes, gagnant le Prix
des librairies en 1968, et commence ainsi sa carriere de grand écrivain. Plusieurs ceuvres
importantes suivent, dont Les chemins de Katmandu (1969) et Le grand secret (1973).
Parallelement, il se fait chroniquer dans le Journal du Dimanche ou il reste jusqu’en 1979.
Sa vie est partagée entre le roman, le journalisme, et un peu de cinéma.

René Barjavel est décédé le 24 novembre 1985. Il repose au cimetiere de Bellecombe-
Tarendol. son village natal ainsi que celui de son pere boulanger.

{0 % . -
René Barjavel.



1.3
(Euvres

* 1934 : Colette a la recherche de I'amour
1942 : Roland, le chevalier plus fort que le lion
1943 : Ravage
1944 : Le voyageur imprudent
1946 : Tarendol
* 1946 : Les enfants de I’ombre
* 1948 : Le diable I’emporte
° 1951 : Journal d’un homme simple
1953 : Collioure
* 1957 : Jour de feu
* 1962 : Colomb de la Lune
* 1966 : La faim du tigre
* 1968 : La nuit des temps

1969 : Les chemins de Kathmandu
1972 : Les années de la lune
* 1973 : Le grand secret
* 1974 : Le prince blessé
* 1974 : Les dames a la licorne
* 1975 : Les années de la liberté
* 1976 : Sij’étais Dieu
* 1976 : Les années de ’homme
* 1976 : Brigitte Bardot aime des animaux
e 1977 : Les jours du monde
* 1978 : Lettre ouverte aux vivants qui veulent le rester
e 1978 : Les fleurs, I’amour, la vie
* 1980 : La charrette bleue
* 1981 : Une rose au Paradis
* 1982 : Latempéte
* 1984 : L’ enchanteur
* 1985 : La peau de César
* 1986 : Demain le paradis (inachevé, édité de fagon posthume)



2.0 1968 et le monde

1968 : Une année significative

["an 1968 était une année de bouleversements sociaux, et une année dans laquelle le
monde entier a beaucoup changé. C’était une année pleine de drogues, de sexe, et de
rock n’ roll. Cétait aussi I’année qui a vu I’assassinat de Martin Luther King Jr. et
Robert Kennedy ; le mouvement contre la guerre et la TET Offensif ; « Black Power » ;
la naissance du mouvement des femmes, et le début de la fin pour I’Union Soviétique.
Partout dans le monde il y avait des soulévements spontanés, aux Etats-Unis a New York,
Miami, Berkeley, et Chicago, en Europe a Paris, Prague, Rome, Berlin, et Varsovie, ainsi
qu’au Tokyo au Japon et au Mexique.

Au Moyen-Orient, I’organisation guérilla de Yasir Arafat devient importante ; le Festival
des films a Cannes et la Biennale de Venise devraient étre fermés a cause des
manifestations ; les Olympiques étaient un désastre, car le gouvernement mexicainy a
massacré quelques centaines d’étudiants qui protestaient contre la brutalité de la police ;
et le concours de « Miss America » a subi un assaut par des féministes qui tenaient des
bannieres présentant I'expression « la libération des femmes » au peuple américain, et au
monde entier ensuite.

C’était aussi une année importante a cause de la télévision. Le monde a vu la premiere
retransmission depuis la lune et les gens pouvaient regarder les images de ce qui s"était
pass€ dans la guerre a Vietnam le jour méme. On passait aussi les images de la police qui
matraquait des manifestants a Chicago ; un reportage en direct de Tchécoslovaquie dans
lequel des étudiants sans armes étaient en face des chars soviétiques ; et une guerre de
famine a Biafra. L’impact était énorme, non seulement pour renforcer le mouvement
anti-guerre, mais pour renforcer les avantages d’avoir une télévision. Le fait que
désormais on n’avait besoin que d une télévision pour mettre des choses en marche était
une révolution culturelle avec des conséquences énormes.”

La Chine et le Maoisme

Pour la République de la Chine, les années 60s étaient aussi une époque de soulévements
et les déchainements de la Garde Rouge de la Révolution Culturelle de Mao Zedong
avaient des ressemblances superficielles aux manifestations des étudiants dans I’ouest.’
[La base de I'idéologie de Mao était le Marxisme-Léninisme, et sa conception de la
démocratie était basée sur le role principal du Parti communiste.’

*1968: The Year That Rocked The World.”
1+1960s.”
! “Maoism.”



[La manifestation : mai ‘68

o
e

Les conflits de base

1. Le résultat du « baby boom » dans les années 60 en France ¢était une population
d"étudiants dix fois plus grande qu’au début de la seconde guerre mondiale. Les enfants
de la bourgeoisie voulaient une éducation qui leur garantirait un emploi. Les étudiants
francais avaient des raisons pour leurs plaintes : leurs cours étaient surpeuplés et il y avait
un manque d’acces a I’administration de I'université, qui était bureaucratique, inflexible,
et centralisée.’

2. Le salaire de la classe ouvriere €tait toujours bas méme si les autres salaires
augmentaient, cela en dépit du fait que le commerce extérieur avait triplé. 25% de tous
les ouvriers gagnaient moins de cinq cents francs par mois. Le nombre de gens sans
emploi avait atteint cinq cents mille, et cela dans une période de boum d’aprés-guerre.’

3. Mars 22 1968, Nanterre. Huit étudiants entrent par effraction au bureau du doyen
comme un moyen de protester contre |’arrestation récente des six membres de la
Commission Nationale de Vietnam. Parmi ces membres était un étudiant de sociologie
qui s appelait Danny Cohn-Bendit. Il faisait partie d’un groupe qui avait organisé une
greve de plus de dix mille étudiants en novembre 1967. C’était une manifestation contre
le surpeuplement dans les écoles.”

Prélude au « lundi rouge »

Apres des mois de conflits entre les étudiants et les autorités a I'université de Nanterre,
dans la périphérie de Paris, et une semaine d’affrontements entre des groupes d’extréme
gauche et des étudiants qui luttaient contre la guerre a Vietnam, I’administration a
Nanterre a fermé 'université le 2 mai 1968.

Une réunion était organisée pour le lendemain a la Sorbonne, 1’université au centre de la
ville dans le Quartier latin, atin de protester contre la fermeture de Nanterre. Des
¢tudiants des deux universités étaient présents. Plus le jour s’avangait, plus il y avait de
participants. Les autorités a la Sorbonne ont commencé a paniquer et avant la fin de
["apres-midi la Sorbonne a été entourée par la police et par la Compagnie Républicaine de
Sécurité (C.R.S.). La C.R.S. acommencé a arréter des étudiants pour des raisons ineptes
et les nouvelles de ces brimades sont vite arrivées aux étudiants partout dans la ville et ils
sont venus donner leur appui. Le combat a commencé a libérer ceux qui avaient été
arrétés. Avant la fin de ce combat, qui s’est déroulé sur le boulevard Saint Michel, une
soixant-dizaine de policiers et un chiffre inconnu de jeunes avaient été blessés, et six
cents avaient été arrétés.”

* “Paris, May 1968: icons de la revolution/Icons of Revolution.”
(_'"Paris 1968: 25 years ago: When France rebelled.”
" Ibid.

“May 1968: France’s month of revolution.”



Tel était le combat entre les étudiants et la police que la Sorbonne a fermé. Ce n’était que
la deuxieme fois dans son histoire de sept cents ans qu’elle a été obligée de se fermer ; la
premicre fois étant en 1940 quand les Nazis ont pris Paris.

L’Union National des Etudiants Frangais (UNEF) et le Syndicat National de
I’Enseignement Supérieure (SNESup) ont lancé un ordre de gréve et demandaient le
suivant :

1. Une réouverture de la Sorbonne.

2. Le retrait de la police.

3. La libération des prisonniers.
Le probleme de base de ce conflit était le mécontentement du surpeuplement dans les
écoles, mais la le mécontentement commengait & prendre une perspective plus large.

« Lundi rouge »

Le lundi 6 mai, une foule de plus de vingt mille s’est rassemblée a la Place Denfert-
Rochereau et, scandant des slogans, ils ont marché vers la Sorbonne, a laquelle I’acces
était toujours interdit par le C.R.S. En arrivant a rue St Jacques ils se sont trouvés en face
d’un cordon policier. Tout a coup la police a commencé a attaquer les étudiants. Eux, a
leur tour, langaient des pavés vers la police et renversaient des voitures pour créer des
barricades. La police jetait des grenades lacrymogenes dans 1’air mais les étudiants
n’arrétaient pas. Apres chaque attaque par la police les étudiants luttaient encore plus
fort. Le boulevard Saint-Germain est devenu un champ de bataille sanglant. Les chiffres
officielles a la fin de la journée était : 422 arrestations et 345 gendarmes blessés.” Les
journaux du lendemain appelleront ce jour le « lundi rouge », un nom qui restera pour
toujours.

Les jours suivants

La classe moyenne €tait épouvantée par la brutalité que la police a utilisée contre les
¢tudiants, et des groupes de classe ouvriere étaient inspirés par les étudiants a faire leur
propre manifestation contre 1’état. Le 10 mai, la « nuit des barricades », a vu un combat
encore plus grand que celui du 4 mai, avec une soixantaine de barricades.'’ La
dévastation était énorme et la violence était la plus intense que la France avait vue depuis
la guerre. Tout le pays est resté en éveil cette nuit, écoutant la radio pour des reportages.
Les syndicats ont appelé une gréve d’un jour et un défilé immense a Paris pour le 13 mai.
Partout en France des gens préparaient des greéves et des manifestations. Le
gouvernement a dii reculer et le Premier ministre, Georges Pompidou, a annoncé la
libération des prisonniers. Ce n’était pas assez, les manifestations ont continué, et aux
yeux des manifestants, Charles de Gaulle était I’ennemi. Plus d’un million de gens
¢taient présents a Paris pour le défilé et la police ne s’y est pas mélée. Les chefs des
syndicats étaient contents ; leurs voix avaient été entendues et le gouvernement s’est
dégontlé. Ce n’était pourtant pas la fin.

”Paris 1968: 25 years ago: When France rebelled.”
' “Jour par Jour : Mai 1968.”



Les syndicats n’€taient pas contents avec seulement un jour de greve et ils en planifiaient
encore d’autres et commengaient a occuper des usines. Le 17 mai, cinquante usines
étaient occupées et 200,000 travailleurs étaient en greve. La fin du 18 mai a vu 2,000,000
de travailleurs en gréve et en cinq jours ce chiffre s’est levé jusqu’a 10,000,000."" Ce
n’était pas seulement les syndicats ; I’industrie des textiles, les grands magasins de Paris,
et Citroén étaient tous en greéve. La France était paralysée : le régne du gouvernement et
la classe moyenne supérieure qu’il représentait étaient en ruines.

Fin

Avant que le lundi 27 mai ait vu le lever du soleil, le gouvernement avait garanti une
augmentation de 35% du salaire minimum industriel et 10% pour le reste de la
population.'” Charles de Gaulle a eu tellement peur de la possibilité d’une révolution
qu’il a discuté avec les plus hauts généraux de I’armée afin d’étre sir qu’il aurait leur
aide pour maintenir son pouvoir dans le pays. Le 5 juin la plupart des gréves étaient
finies et celles qui duraient encore étaient €crasées avec un style militaire, au moyen de

véhicules blindés et d’armes. Charles de Gaulle a gardé le pouvoir et le capitalisme
frangais a continué.

y 1
“Jour par Jour : Mai 1968.”



2.2 Katmandou

Le Népal

Le royaume du Népal s’étend 885 km de I’est a I'ouest et 193 km du nord au sud. Le
terrain entier est comme une pente raide qui descend du haut de I'Himalaya glacé jusqu’a
la pleine marécageuse et chaude de Terai. Le pays a une superficie de 147,181 km
carrées et partage ses frontiéres avec la Chine dans le nord, et I'Inde dans ’est, le sud, et
I"ouest. Le Népal est un pays enclavé. Sa langue officielle est le népalais et le pays
compte 35 millions habitants. La monnaie officielle est la rupee népalaise.

Katmandou : Une ville métropole parmi I’Himalaya

Katmandou est la capitale ainsi que la plus grande ville népalaise avec une population de
1,5 million. Elle est aussi le cceur métropolitain de la région de I’Himalaya. Son histoire
est longue, datant d’il y a plus de deux mille ans, et sa culture est bien raffinée.
Actuellement elle est un centre financier et commercial, une destination touristique, et un
lieu sacré pour des pelerins. Elle est située dans une vallée dans le Népal central avec
deux autres villes, Patan et Bhaktapur. Son élévation est a peu pres 1,300m.

Quelques chiffres importantes de Népal a I’époque du roman

Faute de pouvoir trouver un chiffre pour 1968, voici quelques chiffres pour 1969 et 1971.
La population en 1969 avait atteint 11,115 million ; le revenu national brut par personne
pour 1969 était 80$ américain ; le taux de fécondité était 6,3 ; le taux de la mortalité des
bébés était 159,6 ; I’attente de la vie a naissance était 41,9 ; et la population urbaine
comptait 3,8% de toute la population."?

La population en 1971 était 11,55 million. De ceux-ci, juste 10% de la population était
lettrée. Parmi les hommes le chiffre était 24,72% et parmi les femmes 3,66%. [ln’y a
pas de chiffre pour des personnes agées parce qu’ils €taient si rares. Quant aux gens qui
étaient actifs dans le secteur d’économie en 1971, seulement 0,54 avaient une éducation
au-dessus d’un niveau secondaire.

Un peu de culture

Ce n’¢était que récemment que Katmandu a commencé a donner des noms a ses rues.

Jusqu'a ce temps-la, la plupart des résidences et batiments étaient localisés par des
;e rr 5

régions générales.'”

La vieille ville est notable pour son abondance de temples et des palais bouddhistes et
hindous, la plupart datant du 17™ siécle. Mais ce n’est que dans la vieille ville que les

" World Bank. pp. 416, 418.
" Bhooshan, pp. 26, 29.
" «Kathmandu.”



temples et les palais se retrouvent, ils sont vraiment partout. Il y a méme dix sites
d’héritage mondial reconnu par I'UNESCO dans la région, y compris des sites naturels et
culturels.

Finalement, Katmandou est une ville de festivals. 11y a des festivals pour tous les mois
et chaque jour un Dieu est célébré. Des pelerins et méme des touristes marchent de ville
en ville et de montagne en montagne pour célébrer des fétes et des festivals. C’est un
peuple trés religieux et le Bouddha, né Siddhartha Gautama'®, est le Dieu le plus connu.

Le « hippie Trail »

Le « hippie trail » est un terme utilisé pour décrire les voyages entrepris par des hippies
dans les années soixante et soixante-dix de I’Europe jusqu’en Asie par voie de terre. Ily
avait deux raisons principales pour ces voyages.

D’abord, un tel voyage n’était pas cher. L’auto-stop était la méthode de transport la plus
populaire, puis les trains et les autocars, qui ne cotitaient pas cher. Ceux-ci étaient plutot
utilisés a travers I’Europe de I’Est et la Turquie jusqu’au Moyen-Orient, et celui-la a
travers le Moyen-Orient et I’ Asie. Apres leurs voyages, certains aimaient comparer
combien ils avaient dépensé. Méme actuellement, dans des mémoires et sur I'Internet, on
peut toujours trouver des histoires ou I’auteur se vante qu’il a fait le voyage entier avec
I’équivalent de cent, cinquante, ou méme vingt dollars américains. [La moindre somme,
et évidemment la plus difficile a croire, était six dollars. Ce ne sont que des histoires et
des rumeurs, donc impossibles a confirmer, mais quand méme intéressantes. Elles nous
montrent que on n’avait pas besoin de beaucoup d’argent pour survivre a Katmandou a
I’époque.

La deuxieme raison était plutot spirituelle. Plusieurs voulaient « se trouver »,
communiquer avec des étrangers, briser la monotonie de la vie quotidienne, et faire
I"expérience d une culture différente. Des hippies de partout se sont rencontrés sur la
route ou dans des auberges ou dans d’autres lieux, et ils ont échangé des idées et des
expériences. La plupart des hippies étaient des jeunes qui ne voyageaient qu’avec un sac
a dos, mais des fois il était possible de voir des personnes agées et des familles. C’était
rare mais il y avait méme des voyageurs qui avaient fait toute la route en voiture. Une
atmosphere d’amiti€, d’amour, et d’unité s’est infiltrée parmi ces hippies.

Katmandou était une destination principale a cause de deux choses : la religion et la
drogue. Il n’existe probablement pas d’autre peuple dans le monde civilisé qui est
tellement mené par des festivals, ce qui donne un apergu profond de la culture népalaise.
Katmandou et ses environs sont inondés de temples, steles, autels et lieux de pelerinages.
C’est souvent dit qu’il y a autant de temples que de maisons au Népal, autant d’idoles que
d’habitants. et que chaque jour a sa propre importance locale.'” Il n’y a aucune preuve
pour soutenir cette affirmation mais en voyant la quantité de publications qui existent a

' “The Buddhist World : Gautama Buddha.”
" Majupuria, p.3.
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propos du Népal et de son histoire, de ses cultures, ses dieux et ses festivals, il n’est pas
difficile de croire a sa vérité.

Jusqu’en 1973, quand elle a été interdite a cause de la pression exercée par les Etats-Unis,
la vente de marijuana au Népal était légale.'® Les hippies qui y sont arrivés pouvaient
acheter autant de « herbe » et de haschish qu’ils voulaient et stirement il devait en avoir
ceux qui ont halluciné a cause de cela et le fait que les drogues €taient si bon marché. La
marijuana poussait presque partout, méme, des fois, dans les rues."” Le hasch était
disponible partout aussi et était consommé beaucoup par des tribus et des groupes
ethniques pendant des festivals. Le peuple népalais avait 1 habitude de la marijuana et du
hasch, mais il était tres rare de trouver un toxicomane népalais. Parmi les hippies,
cependant, il y en avait beaucoup. Quant aux autres drogues, la cocaine n’était pas
encore si courante mais elle était trouvable, et I’opium et I’héroine n’y étaient pas
produits. Il n’y avait pas de lois ou de restrictions en ce qui concernait la marijuana et le
hasch. La seule restriction était que personne n’avait le droit de sortir du pays avec ces
drogues, et des gens qui essayaient a I’aéroport ou aux frontieres étaient arrétés.

Evidemment la vie en France était tout un autre univers que la vie au Népal en 1968. La
vie en France était plutdt comme une prison par rapport a celle au Népal. Celle-la était
un monde de capitalisme ou rien n’était plus important que 1’argent, et I’autre était un
monde pauvre quant a 1’argent, mais riche en fétes, en drogues et en liberté. Il n’est pas
surprenant que tant de gens, hippies et touristes paralléelement, aient entrepris ce voyage
afin de trouver un mode de vie différent et une autre vérité qu’ils pouvaient trouver eux-
mémes et a laquelle ils pouvaient croire.

" Whelpton, 226.
19 Qg s
Social Systems and Values, Nepal.
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3.1

To the Orange Goddess
of Kathmandu



3.2 RENE BARJAVEL

René Barjavel was born in 1911 in Nyons, in the Drome. Son of a baker and grandson of
farmers, he worked with his father all while doing his studies. He obtained an
undergraduate degree in 1929, but lacking financial means, could not pursue further
studies. In less than one year he was a teacher’s assistant, a salesman for a real estate
agency, a bank employee, and then a journalist for Progres de [’Allier where he remained
for five years. In 1935 he met the editor Denoél, who offered Barjavel a job working for
him, in Paris. For ten years he occupied the position of head of production which kept
him in collaboration with different journals and magazines, in particular as a critic of
theater and cinema. His first four novels, Ravage (Ravaged, 1943), Le voyageur
imprudent (The Imprudent Traveler, 1944), Tarandol (Tarandol, 1946) and Le diable
["emporte (The Devil Wins,1948) weren’t successful and he had to explore other paths in
the theater, then in the cinema. [t was thus that he wrote the screenplay for a science-
fiction film, La nuit des temps (The Night in Time), that wasn’t adapted but that, as a
novel, was a success (Prix des librairies 1968). Other great novels followed, like Le
grand secret (The Big Secret), Les chemins de Katmandou (The Paths of Kathmandu), Le
blessé (The wounded) and also La tempéte (The Storm).

At the same time, René Barjavel wrote a weekly column in the Journal du Dimanche (the
Sunday Newspaper), “Les libres propos de Barjavel” (“The liberal sentiments of
Barjavel™) until 1979. A few years later he devoted some columns to Merlin the Magician,
at the Graal, and in collaboration with Olenka de Veer wrote two novels that put a lot of
emphasis on the supernatural: Les dames a la licorne (The Unicorn Ladies, 1974) and its
sequel Les jours du monde (The Days of The World, 1975), then L ‘enchanteur (The
Enchanter, 1984), a Romanesque version of his thoughts on Merlin.

René Barjavel died in 1985.
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33 Glossary

boulevard — boulevard

gare — train station

rue — street

* - Signifies that the word/phrase appears in English in the original French version.

/1111 > [1375// - The page numbers in the original version.



Those who go to Kathmandu

will not recognize what is written
in this book.

Those who follow the paths that
lead there will not recognize the
paths of this book.

Everyone follows their own path,
which is not similar to any other,
and no one ends up in the same
place, in life or in death.

This book does not seek to give
an idea of reality, but to get closer
to the truth.

That of Jane, and that of Oliver,
the teller of the story.
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//p11// A fire burned behind the fog. Jane saw its vague light above and to the
right of the windshield. This gave the appearance of a roll of film fogged by a shard of
red sun to the hazy image framed in the window. To the left and right of the car, the grey
fog continued to slowly flow like the sewers that have poured into the end of the river
since eternity.

Jane didn’t know where she was, didn’t know what was burning and began to no
longer know who she was. She would have liked to no longer know anything, anything at
all, nothing, and for the whole world to burn and collapse over her in order to erase from
her memory what she had seen, what she had heard: the suddenly stiff face of her father,
the surprise movement interrupted, the words of the Other, the hand, the laughter of the
Other, the distraught look of her father upon her, the desperation in his stare, the whole
still life, engraved for eternity in black and white, in the depth of her frozen memory.

Why had she opened that door? Why? Why what? She no longer knew why, she
no longer knew what, she no longer knew... She had run out of the house, biting her lips
/Ip12// to contain her wail, thrown herself into her car, run into the bumper of the car
before her and the car behind, grated a bus the colour of hazy blood, plunged herself into
the river of grey fog. For hours, days maybe, how long? There was no more day, no more
time, she drove, stopped, drove off again, eyes attached to the halo of lights of the car
slowly preceding her, that stopped, started again, at the end of the dead river that
drowned the city.

The lights that preceded her stopped and did not move again. The faint red glow
above and to the right of the windshield quivered. In the grey river outside the car were
the smothered sounds of bells and sirens, shouts and screams, and whistles muffled in
cotton. Jane got out of the car without turning the motor off. It was a small, pretty sports
car from the continent, lemon-coloured, which the fog covered like a dirty canvas. Jane
got out and walked away, leaving the door open. She reached the sidewalk. The garden
gate of a house interrupted her. She continued, following the path of the gate. The fog
was one of the thickest that London had ever been smothered by. It smelled like soot,
heating oil, garbage, and rats. It settled on Jane, wound itself around her wet and frozen
arms, kissed her periwinkle eyes, hung tears to her eyelashes, soaked her hair, turning it
the colour of polished mahogany, flowed with it over her shoulders, and drenched her
clothes.

Jane felt neither the cold nor the odour of the fog. She walked along the gate of a
house. and then along another, again and again, passing an unending river of similar-
looking gates. She saw neither the beginning nor the end, three rungs at a time, from the
corner of her left eye, the grey river drowned the rest.

/Ip13// Her short green silk dress, drenched, under which she wore only orange
underpants, had become almost transparent, soaking her barely drawn out hips and her
slight tender breasts gripped by cold. She walked along a gate, and another gate... She
collided with a dark figure, heavy, taller and bigger than her. The man watched her and
trom up close he saw her naked under the fog. She wanted to keep moving. He drew an
arm out against her. She stopped. He took her by the hand, led her to the end of the gate.
entered into a narrow alley with her, made her descend several stairs. opened a door,

pushed her gently into a room and closed the door behind them.
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The room was dark and smelled of salted herring. He turned a knob. A weak bulb
lit up on the ceiling veiled by a pink lampshade. Along the wall to the left stood a narrow
bed, carefully made, covered by a white crocheted bedspread, whose design depicted
angels with trumpets and which hung over the sides with points of diamonds ending in
tassels. The man folded up the bedspread and laid it on the back of a chair at the head of
the bed. He pushed the black button of the radio and a Beatles song began to fill the
entire room. Jane heard them and it gave her a warm feeling inside, a familiar comfort.
She had remained standing near the door and did not move. The man came and took her
by the hand, led her to the bed, sat her down, removed her underpants, laid her down and
spread her legs. When he laid himself on top her, she began to scream. He asked her why
she was screaming. She didn’t know why she was screaming. She stopped screaming.

/Ip14// The Beatles had finished singing and were replaced by a sad and measured
voice. It was the Prime Minister. Jane fell silent. The man on top of her panted quietly,
busy by taking care of his own pleasure. Before the Prime Minister had begun to cite the
bad pieces of news, the man became silent. After several seconds he sighed, stood up,
dried himself with the orange underpants which had fallen by the foot of the bed, went to
the little table next to the gas furnace, emptied what was left of a bottle of beer into a
glass, and drank.

He returned next to the bed, made Jane stand up with gestures and kind words,
climbed the stairs with her, led her to the end of the short alley, accompanied her along a
few paces of the gate, then gently pushed her into the fog. For a moment she was a pale
green outline, then she disappeared. He remained there, immobile. In his hand he had
hung onto the orange underpants that at the end of his arm revealed the ghostly blur of a
bright little stain. He put them in his pocket and went home.

2

/Ip15// Sven had been in London for 2 weeks. It was the first stage of his journey.
He didn’t know London, but he had found refuge with some friends, a couple of German
hippies who had shown him the pleasant areas of the city. They had come to London
because it was the city of youth, but he had left home to go a lot further.
Every afternoon he went to Hyde Park, sat himself down at the foot of the same tree and
on the lawn around him laid out images of flowers, birds, Buddha, Jesus, Krishna,
Muslims, the seal of Salomon, the swastika, the Egyptian cross, and several other faces
and religious symbols drawn by his own hand on paper of all colours, like a photo of
young Krishnamurti, handsome like Rudolph Valentino, and one of Gourdieff with a bald
head and a Cossack moustache. All these multicoloured papers blooming in the grass
around him were witness to his eyes of the blooming and joyous multiplicity of the
appearances of the Unique Truth. A truth that he knew existed and with which he wanted
to be familiar. It was his reason for living and the goal of his journey. He had left //p.16//
Norway to go find that truth in Kathmandu. London was his first step. Kathmandu was at
the other side of the world. To pursue his journey, he needed at least a little bit of money.
At the center of his blooming images he placed a sign bearing the inscription: “Take a
picture and toss me a coin for Kathmandu.” He placed an empty tin on the sign, sat down
with his back to the trunk of a tree and began to sing songs he had created by caressing
his guitar. They were songs mostly without lyrics, with a few words that he repeated:



God, love, light, the birds and the flowers. For him, all these words designated the same
thing. It was their common face that he hoped to discover in Kathmandu, the most holy
city in the world, where all the religions of Asia met and merged.

The Londoners who passed by didn’t know where Kathmandu was. Some
believed the name they read on the sign was that of the boy with the blond beard and long
hair, handsome like the adolescent Jesus must have been during the mysterious
undocumented years of his life, when no one knew where he was, and during which he
was maybe simply hiding himself while he bloomed, too tender and too handsome,
before growing into the body of a man strong enough to be nailed down. For a couple of
moments they listened to the nostalgic song of which they understood only a few words —
but there were no other ones — and watched this boy, so handsome and so illuminated,
with his short curly beard of gold and his long hair, and his guitar, worn in the spot where
the fingers of his right hand struck, and the flowers of twenty colours that he had placed
/Ip.17// around himself. They understood that they did not understand, that they had
missed something here. He nodded his head a little bit; they felt a sort of remorse, and
they gave a little money before leaving, and quite quickly forgot the image of this boy
and the air of his melody so that their lives wouldn’t be troubled. Those who took a
flowered paper looked at it upon leaving and didn’t know what to do with it. Separated
from the other images, it seemed less cheerful. It was like a flower that had been cut, in
passing, from amid other flowers, and which, all of a sudden, at the end of one’s fingers,
is nothing more than any little thing, cumbersome, dying. They regretted having taken it,
they didn’t know how to separate themselves from it, they folded it and placed it in their
pocket or in their bag, or even quickly disposed of it in a garbage can.

Sometimes the women — certain tired and no longer so young — watched Sven for
a long time and envied his mother. And they bent down to slide a coin into the tin.

Sven’s mother did not know where her son was. She didn’t worry herself with
knowing. He was old enough to be free and to do what he chose.

That afternoon he had sat down in the usual spot, he had laid down his blooming
pictures, his sign, and his empty box, and had begun to sing. The fog had descended on
him in one fell swoop. He had folded up his garden, raised the hood of his duffle coat and
continued to sing, not in the hope of money, but because people had to keep singing, even
in the fog. The humidity loosened the strings of his guitar, and by fractions of tone he
descended to the melancholy of the minor chords. The bottom of the slow river pushed
the body of Jane before him. At eye level he saw pass the foot of her soaked dress, her
/Ip.18// long wet legs, an open hand that dangled. He raised his eyes but the top of her
head and body were blurred in the grey water. He seized her frozen hand just as she was
about to disappear, rose, and discovered Jane’s face. It was like a flower which opened
itself after twilight, and which thinks that there is only night. Sven understood in an
instant that he had to teach her the sun. He removed his duffle coat, laid it on her
shoulders, and closed it carefully around her and around the warmth that it gave her.

3
//p19// Mister Seigneur propped himself up on his elbow and tried to sit himself

up on the edge of the bed. He didn’t succeed. All the weight of the world weighed down
on his stomach and crushed him against the mattress. But what did he have? What did he
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have in there? No, it was not the... No, it was not a... No, that word need not even be
considered... The doctor had said enteritis... something, congestion, adhesions, illnesses
that can be cured. Not the... Do not think about it... One must take care of one’s self, be
patient, it will be long... But everything gets cured these days... Medicine is something,
progress... It is not like before, when the doctors did not know... They felt the pulse.
“Stick out your tongue.” The tongue!... The poor people who lived in that era... Today
they give treatments... Doctors have studied... They know... They analyzed me... They
saw well that it was not the... Doctor Viret is a good doctor. He is young, he is energetic.

Mr. Seigneur looked at the nightstand on which rose a cluster of pill boxes, like a
miniature of the skyscrapers of New York. Mr. Seigneur had read all the leaflets that the
boxes held. There were a lot of words that he had not understood, that he had even had
/Ip20// trouble reading. The doctors, they understand. They had studied, they understand,
they know. They take care of you. The leaflets are written by the educated. It is a serious
business. The doctors, the educated, represent progress. That’s modernity. With them,
one risks nothing.

Mr. Seigneur let himself fall back down on the pillow. His face was covered in
sweat. His enormous gut had not wanted to move. And at the other side of his gut, he
hardly knew if he still had legs. He called for Mrs. Muret, the cleaning lady. But the
kitchen, where Mrs. Muret was in the process of preparing lunch, was filled with Mireille
Mathieu’s™ crying, the sorrow of her voice resonating because the man she loved had
just left on the train. She had cried out to him that she would never forget him, that she
would wait for him for the rest of her life, every day and every night... But Mrs. Muret
knew well that he would not come back. A man who boards a train without looking back
is a man who will never return. She shook her head, tasted the saucy stew, and added a
little pepper. Mireille was at the end of her latest sob. There was a hundredth of a second
of silence in which Mrs. Muret heard Mr. Seigneur’s call.

She took her transistor radio and opened the door of his bedroom. It was a fine
little radio, Japanese, completely wrapped in leather, with holes on one side, like a sieve.
[t was Martine who had given it to her. She would never have dared to buy one herself.
She was always thrifty; Oliver’s mother was often late in sending her money orders.
Fortunately, since Mr. Seigneur had been sick, and with Mrs. Seigneur occupied at the
store, they held onto her all day, at four hundred francs an hour, which made for good
/Ip21// weeks, and at noon she was fed. At night, she took the leftovers home, for Oliver.
Upon arriving, she would put it on the stove and alter it a bit; she added sauce or potatoes,
so that it seemed like a new dish which she had specifically made for them. It was always
very good. She was a very good cook. Oliver didn’t pay attention though, he was used to
her good cooking, it seemed only natural to him. What was essential was that he was well.
He was almost a man now, and he was so handsome and so kind... She was very lucky; it
was a great happiness.

She was never far from her radio. Ever since she had had it, she had never been
alone. There were no longer those terrible silences in which one ends up thinking. It was
her whole life, all the time. Obviously there was news that wasn’t always good, but one
knows well that the world is the way it is, it’s not explainable, it can’t be helped. The
main thing is to do the best one can with what one has to do, and to not cause harm to
anyone, if everyone did as much, things wouldn’t be so bad. And then there are all those

*" A popular French singer in the 1960's and 70s.
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songs, all those boys and girls, so young, who sing all day. This warmed her heart. She,
she had never known how to sing. She had never dared. So, she listened. From time to
time, when a boy or girl began to sing a song she had already often heard, she let herself
be carried along, mischievous, humming a bit with him or her. But she would quickly
stop herself. She knew that her voice wasn’t beautiful.

A chorus of announcers entered Mr. Seigneur’s room with her.

“Petitjean’' noodles are the only ones that contain nutrigent’!”

/Ip22// Mr. Seigneur groaned.

“Could you not stop that thing, for one minute?”

“Yes, yes,” said Mrs. Muret, conciliatory. “I’ll stop it. What’s the matter?”

“Thanks to nutrigent, Petitjean noodles nourish you without adding weight.

“Go find my wife, [ need a bedpan.”

“You're not thinking, this hour, it’s crucial, she doesn’t spend enough time in the
boutique with the two little ones. I will take care of it.”

She placed the radio on the nightstand next to the skyscrapers. “There’s nothing to
be ashamed of when one is sick. Turn on your side. A little, there, a little more... come
back... there!”

“Thanks to the nutrigent that breaks up the starches, Petitjean noodles nourish you
without burdening your body’s cells.”

“I’m going to make them for you to try,” said Mrs. Muret. “I’ll tell Mrs. Seigneur
to bring up a package from the boutique. It’s what you need to deal with your large gut.”

Now, it was Dalida® who was singing, tragically. She had also been abandoned.
One could say that women are made for this, the unfortunate ones. Mrs. Muret asked
herself if she would take a package of Petitjean noodles with her for Oliver, with grated
cheese and a good bit of butter. But Oliver rather needed to fill out. He had sprouted so
quickly, and he worked so much. She would have liked for him to gain a few pounds.

4

/Ip23// Oliver stopped. Something to his right moved, on the lawn, a clear
quivering that clung to the dark side of the frozen grass in the last glow of twilight. It was
a wounded pigeon trying to flee his approach. Oliver caught it cautiously. His fingers
sunk into the warm feathers and felt the beating of its concealed heart. He half-opened his
Canadian® and lodged the frightened bird in the warmth of the wool.

All of a sudden there was an unexpected brightness. Spotlights had just lit up the
Palais de Chaillot, its gardens, and its fountains. Oliver saw the illuminated hill framed
by the dark pillars of the Eiffel Tower, like the scenery of a theatre awaiting the entrance
of the first character. He breathed deeply, elated by the light and the solitude. The
Champ-de-Mars was dark and deserted. The whole night closed its infinite sphere of cold,
misfortune, and injustice around him. He was here, standing up, facing the lights, at the
center of this black world in from which the hum came towards him from everywhere,

"' A brand name of noodles in France at the time.

*? Neither a translation nor a definition could be found for this word so based on the context it seems to be a
type of nutrient or vitamin with health benefits.

** An Egyptian-born French singer and actress popular at the time.

** A type of brown velvet jacket.
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silently, like the moan of a sick person. And, before him was that light towards which
/Ip24// it was sufficient to walk with a rising chin. Night, injustice, and misfortune could
be chased away, the light would fill the world, there would be no more men exploited by
men, no more harassed women, endlessly washing dishes, no more children crying in the
slums, no more wounded birds... The night had to be driven away, broken; the dark, the
injustices, all had to be illuminated everywhere. Someone had to want it to be done. It
had to be done. We would do it...

The tower lit up, raising its long auburn leg to the sky. Oliver had to lean back to
see the point at which the beacon stirred among the stars. The sky was clear, the night
would be cold. Oliver slid his right hand into the slit of his jacket to prevent the pigeon
from falling out, and made his way to Patrick’s house. He had been there before,
accompanying his friend on foot from the law faculty. Patrick had smiled a bit while
Oliver passionately spoke of what had to be undone, of what had to be done, of what had
to be built, of what had to be destroyed, of the unjust and absurd world that had to be
razed, of the new world that all men would then build together. Patrick’s parents lived
next to the Champ-de-Mars. Oliver had never been inside though. He rang the bell with
his left hand.

It was Andrew, a private secretary of Mrs. de Vibier, who came to open the door.

Mr. Patrick had not yet returned, but he would not be long.

Andrew went to inform Mrs. de Vibier that a friend of her son’s was waiting for
him in the sitting room. She put down her pen and folded up her glasses. She was in the
process of editing the speech that she had to give two days hence in Stockholm. She
/Ip25// asked Andrew to call Mrs. Cooban, at UNESCO, to verify the numbers of the rice
harvests in *64 and 65 in Indonesia, and to try to get the one from ‘66 as well. It was not
yet 6 p.m. and Mrs. Cooban should still be in her office. In any case, her secretary would
be around. And she wanted him to look over the conclusion a bit. It was too lyrical, not
precise enough. What the congress participants ask for are the facts. She would be
returning by plane Tuesday after 9 a.m. The responses had to be prepared through the
mail. At least, the ones that she could, given that, she would not have a lot of time; she
would be leaving at 5 p.m.for Geneva and she had a meeting at Carita’s at 2 p.m.

“You will not be seeing Mr. de Vibier?” asked Andrew. “He is not returning until
Wednesday...”

“We will meet up in London on Sunday,” she said. “Patrick might invite this boy
to stay for dinner. Let Mariette know. The Macon we drank at lunch was dull. It was the
latest one that Fourquet delivered?”

“Yes Madame.”

“Call him to take it back, I do not want it. [t he has nothing better in the way of
Beaujolais, he should give me a bit of Bordeaux, not too fruity, something for everyday.
When [ say a wine for everyday, [ do not mean a good-for-nothing wine!”

“He is very busy. For a start he should give us satisfaction. Try his Bordeaux
when he gets here.”

“Yes Madame.”

She rose to go see this boy who was waiting to see her son. She liked to keep
contact with young people. With Patrick, no contact was possible. When she tried to
speak with him, he looked at her with a slight smile, as though what she was saying was
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/Ip26// of no importance. He responded “yes, mother”, with a lot of kindness, until she
ceased to speak, discouraged.

There was, almost in the middle of the sitting room, a big bundle of flowers in an
ancient pale green porcelain vase, placed on the ground, on the edge of a Chinese carpet,
next to the pale green harpsichord painted in pink garlands. Upon entering, Oliver went
straight to the flowers and bent over them, but at the end of their long stems he couldn’t
smell anything. Between the two windows, which opened out on the tower, and over
Chaillot, there was another bouquet on a low table. This was one of dried flowers, of
feathers and palm leaves, and a dead bird with mohair feathers was positioned almost at
the top, wings open, like a buttertly.

Oliver sat down on a pale green couch whose twisted legs were threaded with
aged gold, and looked around. Above the dry flowers was a Gauguin with violet and
crimson girls and a yellow horse. Above the harpsichord was one of Renoir’s bathers,
totally ravaged by the sun, and in the middle of the panel facing the windows, a large red
Cardinal, dry, a little cracked.

In looking at it, Oliver recognized the eyes and nose of Patrick, and when Mrs. de
Vibier opened the door, he believed he was seeing the Cardinal entering, who had cut his
hair, beard, and gown.

He rose. She came towards him smiling, and extended her hand.

He brusquely took his right hand that was holding the pigeon, out from his jacket,
took the bird in his left hand, and extended his right hand to Mrs. de Vibier.

His right hand was stained with blood, and in his left hand, the pigeon was dead.

/Ip27// *Oh my God!™ said Mrs. de Vibier, “You hunt pigeons?”

“Me?” said Oliver, dumbfounded.

“Poor creature. How dreadful!™

Mrs. de Vibier had drawn her hand back and was clenching it on her chest while
looking at the pigeon whose head hung between Oliver’s thumb and index finger, its beak
open, and its eye dimmed.

Oliver felt himself grow crimson with confusion and anger. How could anyone
think that he... His eyes burned. He threw the pigeon at the feet of the Cardinal and
crossed the sitting room with three strides. At the entrance he mistook doors, opened a
closet, a study, and an office. He finally found the exit concealed under a curtain of plum-
coloured velvet, slammed the door, ran to the middle of Champ-de-Mars, and then ran to
the Military School. The frozen air burned his chest. He began to cough and stopped
running.

i)

//p28// *What did you want her to think?”" asked Patrick. “Put yourself in her
shoes.™

He looked at Oliver with a hint of mockery and a lot of friendship. They were
sitting down on the patio of Sélect. Oliver was drinking orange juice and Patrick mineral
water. Patrick resembled his mother, in smaller form. He was as tall as her, who was as
tall as the large portrait of the Cardinal. He was smaller around the waist. It seemed that
the last reserves of the vital strength of his race had exhausted themselves to construct a
bony framework stretched out vertically. And nothing had been left with which to build



tlesh around it. His pale blond hair was cut almost close-cropped, with a very short fringe
high up in the front. Frameless glasses sat astride his big thin nose, pointy, a little broken
and bent to the left, like that of his mother’s, and that of the Cardinal. On the spot of the
break, the whiteness of the bone stood out. His mouth was big, and his lips pale but open,
lips that loved life and that could have been greedy had they had blood beyond the skin.
/Ip29// His ears were small and of a perfect form. Ears of a girl, said his mother. One was
always pinker than the other, never the same. This depended on a gust of wind, the sun’s
rays, an emotion. When he smiled, he revealed very white teeth, translucent at their tips.
They seemed new and fragile.

In all of this pallor, this slenderness, this fragility, one all of a sudden discovered a
solid element: the expression of his brown eyes, extraordinarily bright and full of life.

“But what did you come to the house to do?” he asked.

“Carlo had just told me that you were leaving, I thought that I could still make
you change your mind...”

“You know well that [’'ve had my mind made up for a long time now...”

“I really believed you were joking, that you were just talking, and that at the
moment of leaving...”

“I’'m leaving tomorrow.”

“You're completely crazy!” There are eight hundred million of them!...

“Five hundred!...”

“Five hundred million, you think that’s not enough? That they are still in need of
you, in addition, to dig wells?”

“Where I'm going, yes...”

“You must be joking! Hot air! It’s not for them that you're going, it’s for you...
You're clearing off, you're deserting...”

Patrick, very calm, watched Oliver while softly smiling.

“Everything that we do, is initially for us. Even God on the cross. He wasn’t
/Ip30// very happy with what men had become. It tormented him. He got himself nailed
down to bring an end to that torment. He agonized a good bit, but later he was at
pedce...”

“And now, you think he’s still at peace when he watches us from above his clouds,
your bearded man?”

Patrick’s smile faded.

“I don’t know... I don’t believe so...”

He repeated, almost in a breath: “I don’t believe so...”

He had become very solemn. He murmured:

“He has to suffer anew, he has to bleed...”

“Don’t make me laugh,” said Oliver. “You're taking off to India, you’re taking
off into the clouds, you're always taking off, you’re leaving us to fall.”

“You don’t need me... You have loads of strong types.”

“Fine! To break the place, when we put ourselves to it, we won’t need you, but
for reconstruction, there are never enough guys like you... They’ll have to be found! You
heard what Cohen was saying, last night, it’s the roots that have to be reinvented!...
What's important, is to define the relationships of man with...”

Patrick pinned his hands to his ears. He grimaced as though he heard a saw
grinding a glass.

”»?

24



“I"m begging you!” he said... “Words, words, speeches and more speeches! I'm
filled with them, I’'m overflowing, no more can enter, they’re coming out of my ears!”
He sighed and drank a mouthful of Vichy.

“A speech? It’s not a speech,” Oliver said, a little taken aback... “We have to...”
/Ip31// “The bearded man,” Patrick peacefully said. “Every time my father and my
mother are at home, [ hear them speaking of measures that have fo be taken against
hunger in the world, plans that have fo be elaborated to come to the aid of this and that...
And when they’re not at home, it’s because they’re in the process of presenting a speech
on the same subject before their committees or their sub-committees, in Geneva, Brussels,
Washington, Singapore, or in Tokyo, everywhere where there is a meeting hall big
enough to hold the delegates of the whole world, all of whom have a speech to present
against hunger! And you and your friends, you’re the same! You talk, you talk, and you
say nothing. What is it, a consumer society? It’s regurgitation! Four words that tickle
your throat and head in passing. A small pleasure... You masturbate with words. Do you
know of any societies that don’t consume? Me, I do. The one to which I am going, for
example. The people sleep on the ground and don’t consume more than that because
there is nothing to consume. And when they are finished with not consuming, it’s the
maggots who consume them. All the while, we give speeches everywhere. You talk and
you talk, and the dying die. They don’t even have the consolation of hearing that we are
pleading for them and that one day or another we will reinvent the roots of society. Even
if your revolution is next week, it doesn’t concern them, they will already be dead...”

“Well said, I say!™ said Oliver. “You, who doesn’t like speeches!...”

“It’s done,” said Patrick. “I’'m going. I'm going because ['m ashamed. Ashamed
for all of us. I'm going to make little rifts in the sand, like you said. And even if [ succeed
//p32// in only extracting three drops of water to grow one radish to feed one person for
three months, at least that will be one job done.”
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/Ip33// And then came the month of May. While the winter passed, Jane forgot bit
by bit the dreadful shock that she had experienced that afternoon in November when the
fog had drowned the city like a dead river. Forgot isn’t accurate. The image in black and
white, the fixed snapshot, had remained engraved at the back of her memory, but she no
longer attached any importance to it. There’s no longer anything tragic in her world,
everything around her has changed.

She did not return to live in her father’s house. Her mother was in Liverpool,
remarried to a man who owned ships that sailed on all the seas. Jane now understood why
her mother had wanted a divorce. Unless it was because her father had remained alone
that he... Not important. Her father is free... Sven had said to her: liberty, love. Love.*
Love for all creatures. God is love. Man has to rediscover the voice of love. At the end of
love he will find God. Sometimes he made her take a few drags of marijuana. So she
again disappeared into the river of fog, but it is a warm pink fog, in which she feels good,
like when we are at the point of falling asleep, and we detach ourselves from our weight
on earth.

/Ip34// She lives with Sven, Karl, and Brigitte, in a room that Karl rented. There
are smallish beds, a gas stove, and an oil stove. Sven had painted flowers on the walls.



Karl and Brigitte are from Hamburg. Ever since Sven had spoken to them of Kathmandu,
they had decided to go there with him. At night, they light the oil stove and some candles.
They don’t like electricity. With the flame of a candle Sven lights a cigarette that they
pass around. Cigarettes are ditficult to find, and expensive. In Kathmandu, hash can be
found at the market, freely sold, totally natural, like parsley in Europe. And nobody
forbids anything. It is the city of God. Liberty. Love.* The hash isn’t more expensive than
the parsley, perhaps even less.

Day by day, Jane had felt the shell of fear, of selfishness, of prohibitions, of
obligations, of grudges, that her education and her relationships with other humans had
cemented around her, crack, flake off, fall away, disappear completely. She is set free. It
seems to her that she has been reborn, or rather that she has just been born, into a world
where the beings no longer create wars, but hold hands with smiles of friendship.

Sven had explained to her: The society that forces or prohibits is wrong. [t makes
humans unhappy, because a human is made to be free, like a bird in the forest. Nothing
belongs to anybody, everything is for everyone. The money which allows for the
accumulation of personal goods is wrong. We must leave this society; live on the fringe
of it, or elsewhere. Combat is wrong. Violence is wrong because it creates conquerors
/Ip35// and the conquered; it replaces ancient constraints with new obligations. All the
relationships between humans that are not those of love are wrong. We have to leave this
society, go away. When enough of us will have left, it will collapse upon itself.

Sven takes his guitars and sings. Jane feels light, free. She knows that the world in
which she lived before was horrible and absurd. She is outside of it now. She considers it
a prison from which she has just escaped. Behind its iron doors and jagged walls of glass,
the prisoners continue to fight and tear each other apart. She pities them, she loves them,
but she can’t do anything for them, they themselves must make an effort to get out. She
can call them and hold their hands, she cannot break the doors. She, now, is outside in the
sun, at peace, with her friends, in love. They threw away the armor and the arms, they are
naked, they are free.

The cigarette is passed from one to the other. Sven sings the name of God. God. *
Love. * Outside it is foggy or it isn’t, it doesn’t matter. In the bedroom is the golden light
of candles. The scent of marijuana mixes with that of the wax and the oil. They are set
free. They make love, a bit, like a dream. Love. *
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/Ip36// To cross the borders, Jane needs her passport and her father’s signature.
She had returned to see him and announce her departure. The police had returned the car
the morning after the fog. He had not spoken of the disappearance of his daughter,
because of the scandal. He had enlisted a private detective, a serious fellow, who had
quite quickly given him news.

He’s a doctor; he had recognized the marijuana in Jane’s eyes. Worried, he had
reached his hand out for her, placed it on her arm. Jane had smiled at him. It seemed to
him that the smile came to her from an incredible distance, across years of thickness of
nothingness. He had pulled back his hand.

She had started a long and dangerous voyage. He knows it. But he can’t do
anything, can’t say anything to her, he had lost the right to forbid or counsel. He ofters



her money, she refuses it. They look at each other for a few seconds, then he says good
luck*... She looks at him, she opens her mouth to speak, she doesn’t say anything, she
leaves.

They left, the four of them cramped in the lemon yellow car. In Milan, they had
no money left. Jane sold her car and her ring, and Brigitte her gold necklace. This gave
/Ip37// them enough to pay for four plane tickets to Bombay. Sven had a desire to cross
India before arriving in Nepal, but at the Consulate they were refused a visa because they
couldn’t produce a return ticket. India doesn’t have the means to accommodate and look
after useless mouths. They exchanged two of the one-way tickets for return ones, and
with the sterling they had left, bought a secondhand motorbike and a small wad of dollars
which they divided in two.

Karl and Brigitte accompanied Sven and Jane to the airfield. They watched the
plane takeoft, climb towards the sky, supported by four pillars of gray smoke, turning
like a homing pigeon to heed the call of the orient, then disappear into the horizon from
whence the sun arrives every morning.

Karl got back on the bike, Brigitte sat down behind him, he turned the motor on
with a joyful easing of the back of his knee. He forced it to spit out all its noise and
smoke to signity the joyful departure, then he calmed it down, and they gently started off
towards the east, Yugoslavia, Greece, Turkey, Iran, Afghanistan, Pakistan, [ndia, Nepal,
Kathmandu...

[t was a marvelous journey, they were free, time didn’t matter, they had enough
money to buy gas until the end. They would see what they could do for food. And to
sleep. there’s always a place under the sky.

The bike was red, Karl was a redhead. His hair fell in thick curls to his shoulders
like the wig of a great lord from the 17" century. His beard and his moustache flamed
around his face. His entire head was like a sun. He had thick and very pink lips and big
eyes the colour of mint leaves, sparkling with gaiety. For the drive, he had bought blue
/Ip38// glasses, big like portholes, to prevent his hair from drifting over his face, and
around his head had tied a ribbon of green silk from which pompoms hung down to the
nape of his neck. He was wearing pants with vertical multicoloured stripes and a rust-
coloured sunflower print shirt. Brigitte held on, pressed against his broad back, her arms
clasped around his waist. She was a bit sleepy. She had been smoking marijuana since the
morning. She was wearing blue jeans and a faded blue cotton polo, with a long necklace
of wooden pearls from an olive tree. She was very slender. Her black hair was cut short,
shapeless. She looked after it herself with scissors.

Their voyage ended when they had barely covered half of their distance. They had,
after several days, after several breakdowns, and more and more difficulties finding fuel.
abandoned the bike, its tires permanently torn open by the stones on the road. They
continued on foot, sometimes taken in by a truck or car before a downpour, spending
most of the time alone on the endless road, traveling between one poor village to the next
miserable village, exhausted by the lack of drugs and food, crushed by the sun, burning
with thirst and dust.

That day they had marched for hours without seeing a human being or animal,
besides the flies which followed and harassed them, appearing suddenly, it seemed, out of
nowhere. Enormous horsetlies circled around them, in the odour of their sweat, waiting
for a second of inattention to set themselves down on a corner of naked skin and inject



their stinger. On both sides of the road extended a landscape of red hills sculpted by
/Ip39// the erosion of water and wind, without one tree, without a blade of grass,
stretching to the horizon and beyond, in charred desolation.

The sun hung behind them, casting a longer and longer shadow before them that
pierced the white fragments of the stones. They continued to advance in spite of their
weariness, in the hope of finding a village with water and maybe something to eat, before
nightfall. They both carried everything they possessed in a little well-built cylindrical
satchel carried on the back by the rope that served to close it. Brigitte’s was of white
canvas, and Karl’s buttercup, made similar by the red dust that the sweat on their backs
transformed into putty.

Karl was the first to hear the sound of the motor. He stopped and turned around.
Turned crimson by the enormous sphere of fading sun, a cloud of dust drew towards them
from the far end of the road. Then they saw the truck. Once it approached, Karl gestured
grandly and the truck drew level with them and stopped. It was an old German military
truck, which seemed to have been through thirty wars. The windshield was cracked and
the doors of the cab were missing. A giant with a shaved head and skin almost black held
the wheel. He looked at Karl and Brigitte while laughing under his enormous moustache.
Two other men sitting beside him were laughing and joking almost to the point of crying.
In the trailer were a load of bricks and about ten men either sitting or standing. Some
were dressed in European rags, others in the local dress, all of them covered in the same
dust. Laughing, they signaled them to hop in. The trailer was high. Karl pushed Brigitte,
who had no strength left, up. A moustached man took her by the wrists and lifted her like
a feather. Karl hauled himself up upon his turn. The truck set off. A man sat Brigitte
//p40// down on the bricks, before him. Once she was seated, he put his hands on her
breasts, laughing. She hit him to make him let go. He bent down, grabbed her cotton polo
at its base, lifted it violently and tore it off over her head, obliging her to raise her arms so
that she couldn’t resist. Another was already tearing the straps of her bra. Karl threw
himself at them. One man hit him on the head with a brick. The brick cracked, Karl fell.
They laid Brigitte on the bricks. She continued to struggle while they removed her jeans.
The sight of her little blue underpants made them roar with laughter. They held her arms
and legs and she stopped moving. The first finished with her very quickly. The man’s
weight crushed her against the bricks. The fourth one made her faint. The driver stopped
the truck and went with his two companions to join the men in the trailer. The sun was
setting. The sky to the west was red like a forge and almost black at the horizon where a
gigantic star was already shining. The driver was too impatient to wait his turn. He
grabbed Karl, unconscious, whose blood ran through his red hair, and threw him on the
road. He tore off his pants and his underwear and began to satisty himself with him. Two
others had followed him and watched, laughing, one who was old with a white beard,
head dressed in a filthy turban. The pain revived Karl who was screaming. The old man
placed his bare foot over his mouth. The bottom of his foot was rough like a pumice stone.
Karl turned his slashed head, freed his mouth, screamed, and wrestled. The old man bent
down and drove his knife into his throat. [t was a knife he had made himself. The blade
was wide, long, and curved, and an inlay of copper adorned its handle of white bone. It
was a fine artisan object that would have given joy to a tourist.

/Ip41// When they were all satistied, even the old one, either with her, or with him, or
with them both, they smashed Brigitte’s head with a brick and dragged the two naked



bodies behind a hillock. They took Karl’s ring, Brigitte’s necklace and bracelet, and all of
their clothes.

The horizon was dark and burning like an extinguishing coal, with a hem of fire
that reflected the same red light on the sperm and blood shed on the two corpses.

A wild dog, impatient, crazy with hunger, howled amid the hills. Other voices
responded from the depth of the night that was coming.

The truck took off spitting and creaking from all of its joints. In the trailer,
chattering, they emptied the yellow satchel and the white satchel and fought over their
contents. The old man put the necklace of olive wood around his neck. He laughed. His
mouth was a black hole. The driver lit up the headlight, the left one. The right one no
longer existed.
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/Ip42/] The best was to get out at Odeon station, but the police had probably
already shut it. The train nevertheless stopped. There was no one on the platform. Only
three of us got off. The other two were an older woman carrying a worn out shopping bag
talking to herselfin a low voice, with a lost stare, and a tall and very thin Negro, dressed
in rosewood pants and a greenish jacket that hung around him. Wearing huge pointy
yellow shoes, he walked nonchalantly with large soft strides. I arrived at the escalator
before him. The old woman, behind, was scraping the rough cement with her worn-out
slippers. The gates were open as usual. [ walked out without any problems.

It was Monday May 6, 1968, the day that the newspapers the next day would call
“Red Monday " because they ignored that other days, even more scarlet, would follow.
The students who had for weeks been demolishing the University of Nanterre's structures
had announced the preceding Saturday that they would be coming to demonstrate before
the Sorbonne today. It was as if they had announced that they were going to light a
//p43// bonfire in a hayloft. The whole building risked being burned. They knew it. It was
without a doubt what they desired. To burn the place. Ashes, it seems, are a good
fertilizer for new crops.

It is an unusual occasion to learn from the press and the radio and the television
that a revolution will start Monday at two pm, between place Haubert and Saint-
Germain-des-Prés.”

[ am consumed by a curiosity that will never be satisfied. I would like to know
everything and see everything. I am consumed by a perpetual anxiety concerning the fate
of those and that which I love. And I love everything. I couldn’t not be here this Monday
afiernoon. I left my car at the Invalides®® and took the subway. Odéon station was open. |
walked out.

[ sprang up into the unusual. Boulevard Saint-Germain was empty. The stream of
cars had totally disappeared, leaving the bottom of the river bare. A few guys and girls
appeared, moved quickly over the asphalt, like fish searching for a puddle. To the west, a
crowd of scattered students who had “come to see” occupied the Mabillon intersection
and that of the rue de Seine. They spoke in little groups, they hardly moved. They hadn't
vet engaged themselves in the event. To the east, a thin cordon of helmeted police

**In the Latin Quarter of Paris.
““ A key subway station in Paris.



barricaded the roadway a little before the Saint Michel intersection and seemed to be
waiting for the event to take shape. Halfway between them and the crowd, the boulevard
was held up by the pathetic outline of a barricade, composed of a few panels of wood laid
//p44// flat on the roadway, crates, garbage cans, and three or four boxes. A hundred
students moved around it like ants that have just discovered the thin corpse of a
dragonfly and want to make it known to the entire anthill. On the highest crate, Oliver
was standing.

Upon leaving the subway, 1 felt that [ was penetrating a fragile moment, brief and
tense, like when a firing pin strikes the cap but the explosion doesn’t come. We don't
know if the cartridge is bad or if the gun is going to go off. We watch it and we wait, in
silence.

There was a great silence, despite the trails of shouts that rippled along the
boulevard and sometimes swelled into protests or chanted slogans. None of this
succeeded in filling the void left by the huge absence of the flood and noise of the cars. It
was like the sudden disappearance of the sea at the beach. Something would come and
settle into this emptiness. It was inevitable, physics, cosmic. There was a hole in the
universe of habits, something would fill it in, nobody yet knew what.

Around the outline of the barricade, the restlessness grew. The students tore
fragments of asphalt off of the roadway and threw them at the police who threw them
back at the students. A few boys sometimes crossed the barricade, ran to add velocity to
their projectile and leapt to let it go, Propelling it with their insults. It was a sort of dance,
alive and light, these guys young and weightless, all in lively movements, in grand
gestures, with their whole bodies to the sky. The crowd at the rue de Seine intersection
quickly thickened and began to stir. The groups joined each other at the barricade and
//p45// ran at it, throwing pieces of wood, fragments of asphalt, screaming louder and
louder their cries of defiance.

The police retaliated with tear gas grenades, which exploded with a soft blast,
releasing swirling jets of white smoke at ground level. The assailants surged back at a
run to avoid the immediate effects, then took off again for another attack, provoking a
new downfall of grenades. The assailants surged back again, then started again.

Still, at that moment, there was something joyous and merry in the engaged action.
It was a very briefinstant, like the one that is a prelude to a big storm, when, below a sky
still blue, sudden gusts of wind turn up the branches and tear off the leaves. If we turn
our back to the horizon where the darkness and blaze pile up, we see only the movements
of the trees which the wind invites to liberate themselves from the slavery of their roots,
and which creak and moan in their efforts to take flight.

For all the youth of Paris, it had been a huge break that had interrupted the
university year. These two sides, face to face, these races to and fro on the large empty
roadway made me think of the old game of “barres’ of which there was already question
in the novels of the Round Table and that we still played in high school classes when [
was a student and supervisor. A grenade exploded a few away from me. The tear gas
violated my nostrils. [ started to cry, but suddenly I ceased to be an absent spectator, like
at the movies, and became a witness.

With a sort of alacrity, rid of the weight and rules of the years, I joined into the
//p46// crowd of boys and girls that surged back and forth over the large terrain of this
gamie without referees and without laws. They ran in one direction, then in another,



passing on both sides of me without seeing me, like the water of a tide that rises and falls
around a small boat full of sand. And older alarmed woman, a little heavy, a little foolish,
had chosen this moment to walk her dog, a black and white fox terrier. One guy put his
feet in the leash, caused the woman to fall down, flung the wailing dog far off without it
seeing him or his master. She was on the ground, stunned, and trembling. She had lost a
shoe, her heel was bleeding. She was scared, she didn’t understand. They ran around her,
around me, they didn’t see us, we were not in the dimensions of their universe.

Standing on the highest crate in the middle of the barricade’s eye, Oliver was
gesticulating and screaming. A tissue pressed against my nose, my cheeks wet with tears,
I moved closed to be able to see and hear what he was saying.

He was wearing his brown velvet Canadian, on the back of which floated the tail
of a nasturtium scarf that was wrapped around his neck. It was his grandmother that had
knit it for him. She had insisted that morning that he take it because he had been
coughing and complaining about his throat.

His smooth, fine hair, the colour of raw silk, ran down to the base of his cheeks
and partly hid their youthful hollows. His skin was maitte, as if tanned, but pale
underneath from a long fatigue. Between his black eyelashes, so thick that they seemed
painted on, his eyes had the bright colour of ripe hazelnuts fallen on the grass and
polished by the morning dew and sun.

His right arm raised, he shouted out to his comrades to leave these premises and
//p47// go join the Denfert-Rochereau march. But they no longer heard anything but the
beating of their own blood. They started to enjoy their movements and their shouts. The
comings and goings of their denser and denser masses excited them more and more.
Their attacks became harsher, faster, plunged further into the boulevard. From the peak
of their violence now spurted out cobblestones and fragments of cast iron.

Facing them, the cordon of police had become a compact plug. Elbow to elbow,
back against chest, over twenty meters thick, wearing helmets and dressed in oilskin that
glistened like in the rain, the policemen were a frightening mass of silence and
immobility. Behind them, cars with wire netted windows slowly lined up in rows, tire to
tire, side by side, from one sidewalk to the other, and over many layers. When everything
was ready, they began to move at an overwhelming speed, like one of those monstrous
reptiles from the Mesozoic whose shifting leveled the earth and made ponds overflow.
The creature projected heavy blasts of water that washed the sidewalks, knocked over
and catapulted the panels and the garbage and the men, shattered windows and drowned
apartments. The tear gas grenades rolled and exploded everywhere. In the approaching
twilight, their ribbons of smoke appeared even whiter. The students had quickly fled into
the little streets. Groups of policemen followed them. On Rue de Quatre-Vents, a down-
and-out, who was sleeping under the sand pile of a construction site, brusquely woke up.
He was an ex-legionary”’, still strong, lost in a haze of nostalgia and wine. He rose and
//p48// saw the uniforms launched into attack; he stood to attention and saluted.

At the corner of rue de Seine, a rain of cobblestones halted the arriving policemen.
They flooded the street under a rain of grenades. A white fog ascended to the tops of the
buildings. Large gray clouds rolled over the roofs. A motorbike backfired, carrying two
Journalists masked in white, heads covered by enormous yellow helmets inscribed with
the name of their agency. The one that was driving received a cobblestone in the ribs,

*7 Legionary: A member of a legion; legion: a large group of soldiers; an army, (Webster’s p.1035).



while a grenade exploded under his front tire. The bike crashed on the sidewalk in front
of the shop window of a shirt maker. He had already drawn his bars. Frantic, he tried to
distinguish through the window who had arrived in the smoke. It was the beginning of the
end of his world. He did his best to save his shirts. He quickly removed them from the
window and passed them to his wife, who hid them in some drawers.
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/Ip49// At five thirty in the morning, Mrs. Muret, carrying her transistor, descended the
stairs of her small apartment, crossed the buildings’ two paved courts, exited and stopped
on the sidewalk. She looked to the left and to the right, hoping to see Oliver’s tall
silhouette suddenly appear, with his scarf around his neck. But the rue du Cherche Midi
was empty. It was the end of the night; the glow of the street lamps was waning and
appeared exhausted. The air had an acidic odour that made her eyes blink like when she
chopped onions. The transistor sang softly. She sat herself down on the stone marker at
the corner of the coachman door. Her legs couldn’t take anymore. A 2 CV passed by,
hurriedly, noisily, like an insect. There was only one person inside. She couldn’t see
whether it was a man or a woman.

She had heard everything on her radio: the barricades, the burnt cars, the fights
between students and the police. And through her window she had heard the blasts,
without stop, at the barricade, beside the rue de Rennes, the sirens of the police cars that
stirred in the whole quarter, and the sirens of the ambulances, at full blast. Each time her
//p50// heart stopped. Oliver, my little boy, my big boy, my infant, it’s impossible, it
can’t be you that they’re carrying off? As soon as he had left the maternity ward, she had
taken him in her arms and always watched over him. He had been a few days old, now he
was twenty. Sometimes, when he was little, his mother would come by, take him, carry
him off for a week or two to the Riviera or to Saint-Moritz, or God knows where. She
would return him with a cold, thinner, filled with wonder, full of stories that he never
succeeded in telling to the end. He would wake up crying at night, during the day he
dreamed. It always took him a very long time to regain his serenity.

As he grew up, his mother had found more and more reasons to avoid taking him
away. Oliver always waited to recover his interrupted dreams at her side, but she would
pass by quickly, hug him, tell him “next time, soon,” leave him with an item of clothing
too big or too small inappropriate for his age. She didn’t know what a child was, a boy, a
young man. After each of her flash visits, each of which left a long hard-to-forget trail of
perfume in the small apartment on rue de Cherche-Midi, Oliver would remain gloomy,
bad-tempered, and quick-tempered, for days or for weeks. She sometimes brought piles
of magazines, from all over, filled with colour photos of her. There were even some from
Japan and India, with odd characters that resembled cartoons. Oliver had covered the wall
above his bed with them. Some were full-page like the magazines had published, others
close-ups, carefully cut out with his grandmother’s embroidery scissors, and pasted on
cream, blue, green, or charcoal-gray drawing paper.

/Ip51// All these dissimilar faces of his mother, with or without a hat, with hair
long or short, straight or curly, black, blond, red, or even silver, with a mouth pale or raw,
had a common trait: pale blue eyes, very big and that always seemed surprised and a little
frightened, like those of a little girl discovering the ocean. The crowd of taces ascended
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to the ceiling of Oliver’s small bedroom. [t was like a sky where all the stars would have
the gaze of his mother. In a large commercial envelope, at the bottom of the drawer in an
old table which served him as a desk, beneath the notebooks and class notes, he kept the
pictures in which she was almost naked.

The day of his seventeenth birthday, she gave him a pipe and a package of dutch
tobacco. His grandmother had ordered a mocha cake from the rue de Renne’s pastry cook.
He had promised to put make it using only butter, it was a long-standing client, he had to
make her happy. But he had made it with margarine, as usual, with a touch of butter to
give it the right aroma. We have the right. We can write on the shop window “Butter
Confectioner™ as soon as we use a little, it’s legal. The pleasure of the clients, is that they
believe, if we made everything with only butter, they wouldn’t even appreciate it. His
grandmother had laid the little round kitchen table with a crocheted tablecloth, three
plates with gilded threads, and very old silverware. She had bought a bottle of champagne
at the Prisunic and planted seventeen small blue candles on the mocha cake. On the gas
stove, in the cast-iron pot, a fine chicken was finishing browning amidst new potatoes
and cloves of garlic. It was a recipe that she had gotten from Mrs. Seigneur, who was
/IpS2// from Avignon. Cloves of garlic baked this way in the juice, one couldn’t imagine
how good it is, how tender. Marrow.

Oliver, on the lookout at the window, saw a little red Austin cross the portal
between the two courts, turn almost on the spot, reverse right up to the door of the
stairway, and stop dead. His mother got out. She was dressed in a tailored green leather
suit with a very short skirt, a light blue blouse, and a long jade necklace. Her hair that day
was pale blond and sleek like her son’s. She plunged her chest into the car and stood up
embracing a pot wrapped in golden paper from which emerged an enormous pink azalea.
On her index finger hung a little blue package at the end of a thin brown ribbon, and at
her elbow, a green leather purse, a little darker than her suit.

Her face buried in the flowers, she searched for the entrance to the stairwell with
her feet. She was comical, confused, and ravishing. Oliver, happy, rushed down the stairs
to help her. His grandmother received the azalea with a nod of her head. Where was she
going to be able to put it? She did a tour of the two rooms and returned to the kitchen
with the plant. It was too big and didn’t belong anywhere. Finally, she placed it in the
sink. It was quite a lot higher than the faucet, rising halfway to the pantry. It stuck out to
the back of Oliver’s chair. It intruded everywhere, one could no longer move, one could
not look after it. She asked Mrs. Seigneur to take it into her dining room. But how to get
it there? They wouldn’t let it in the bus. A taxi was needed. That was going to cost her
one hour’s pay... Oh decidedly, she was very kind, but she hadn’t thought, as always.
/Ip53// Oliver sat himself down to open his package. Alarmed, he looked at the joke in
gazelle skin with gold coins, the bowl pipe enrobed in leather, with an amber stem. He
made himself smile before lifting his head to look at his mother. He had actually written
her at the beginning of the trimester that with Patrick and Carlo, they had decided to
never smoke while there were men in the world for whom the price of a cigarette would
be able to prevent dying from hunger. Each one of them had committed themselves
before the faces of the other two. It was a solemn commitment, almost a vow. That
decision was very important for Oliver, he had told his mother about it, and given the
reasons in a long letter. Had she already forgotten about it? Maybe she didn’t read her



letters... She only sent postcards... Maybe she had never received it... Her mail had to
run after her around the world.

He turned towards her, she was bent towards the stove, breathing in the aroma
rising out of the pot.

“Oh! A chicken casserole!”

One would’ve thought that she had discovered an extremely rare dish, a marvel
that one never gets to eat.

“It smells so good! What a shame! I'm taking a plane at 2:15... [ have to run, |
barely have time. Let’s hope that there’s no traffic jam between here and la porte
d’Orléans™®!”

She hugged them quickly, promised to return to see them soon, encouraged Oliver
to “be well-behaved,” quickly descended the stairs, tap-tap-tap-tap, raised her head to the
window, smiled and waved at them before rushing into the red Austin that roared,
screeched, pulled off in a whirlwind and disappeared beneath the porch of the first court.
/Ip54// Tt was an old building divided into two parts. The one that surrounded the first
court had four floors. It had been mainly inhabited by families of officers up until 1914.
The last general had died in time, just before the war. The second court was surrounded
by stables and car sheds, surmounted by the coachmen’s and orderlies rooms. The stables
now served as warehouses or workshops for the artisans of the quarter, and the rooms had
been joined together by two or three to form cheap lodgings. There were four flights of
stairs. Between the two bottom ones there remained a fountain with its stone trough
where the horses had come to drink and its huge copper tap from which nothing tlowed.

Oliver remained immobile for a minute, his teeth clenched, the muscles of his jaw
tense, fixed on the dark porch into which the little poppy-coloured car plunged and
disappeared.

His grandmother, standing back a bit, watched him with anxiety, without saying
anything. She knew that in such moments, it was better to say nothing, that we are always
clumsy, we believe we are being soothing, but we wound. The noise of the little car’s
motor was lost in the far-away hum of the quarter. The sounds of the road only reached
the end of the second court as a muffled rumbling, a little monotonous, which one ended
up no longer hearing. It was rare to find so much calm in such a lively quarter. It was this
that had convinced Mr. Palairac, who had his butcher’s shop at the front, to buy the
whole left wing. There he installed a modern apartment, lit by neon, indirectly in the
ceiling’s cornices. He used his stables to park his van and two cars. The one at the far end
/Ip55// served as storage into which he placed iron baskets with bones and scraps that an
anonymous truck came to collect every Tuesday. Palairac said that this served to make
fertilizer, but some people of the quarter joked that it was a truck from a mayonnaise
factory, others that it was from a factory of “soup stock™ in tablets. In winter, this wasn’t
bothersome, but as soon as the heat began, this corner of the court smelled of stale blood.
and the odour attracted large black flies to all the apartments.

Oliver turned away from the window, slowly returned to the table, pushed the
chair to be able to pass by without jostling the azalea. stopped and looked at his plate.
The rare pipe and the luxurious joke were resting there on the unfolded paper that had
wrapped them up. The thin brown ribbon hung over the white tablecloth. It carried, in

** An exit off of the Paris peripheral highway leading to the airport.
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darker letters, shade on shade, the name of the store that had sold the two objects. Oliver
rewrapped the paper around them and handed them to his grandmother.

“Here, you’ll get it reimbursed. You’ll have some have money to buy yourself a
coat for next winter”.

He entered his room, took off his shoes, got onto his bed, and, starting at the top,
set himself to removing the pictures of his mother from his wall. Some were stuck on
with scotch tape, others with thumbtacks. If they didn’t come off easily, he pulled and
tore. When he had finished, he returned to the kitchen holding flat between his two hands
the wad of photos. With his foot he opened the cupboard with the garbage bin, below the
sink, and bent below the azalea.

“Oliver!” said his grandmother.

He stopped what he was doing, was still for a moment, then stood up and looked
/Ip56// around, looking for a spot to put that which he held between his two hands and no
longer wanted to see.

“Give me that,” said his grandmother. “You really shouldn’t... She does what she
can... If you think life is easy...”

She went to take the photos into her room. She didn’t know where to put them.
She would definitely find a spot in the wardrobe. In the meantime, she placed them on the
marble top of her nightstand, under the radio. She didn’t turn it on when Oliver was at
home, it irritated him. On the other hand, when he was home she had no need for music.
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/Ip57// The radio announced that everything was over, the last protests broken up,
the fires extinguished, and the barricades in the process of being cleared away. Oliver had
not returned. She was certain that he had been injured and taken to the hospital. Fear
squeezed her heart. She felt the stone marker melt beneath her and the wall topple over
behind her. She squeezed her eyes tight and shook her head. She had to stay together, go
to the police station, make inquiries. Just as she was getting up, she heard Palairac’s shop
assistant, Robert’s, motorbike backfire. It was he who arrived first in the morning, with
the key to the shop, to set up. He had started at Palairac’s in 1946, he was 52 years old, he
knew the clients better than the boss.

He cut the motor and got off the bike. He saw Mrs. Muret pass beside him like a
ghost. He held her by the arm.

“Where are you going like this? What happened?”

“Oliver hasn’t returned. [’'m going to the police station. Something has for sure
happened to him.”

/Ip58// *You must be joking! They made a fine mayonnaise, last night, with his friends!...
They must be in the process of drinking to it.”

“He doesn’t drink! Not even beer!™

“They drink fruit juice, it’s their vice... There’s no point in going to the police
station, we’ll call there. Hold on a minute, I'm going to open the grating, you’ll call from
the cash desk.”

He pushed his bike into the court. He was tall and thin, with arms hard as iron.
Just as she was going to call, he said that he’d thought about it and perhaps it was better



not to call. There was no point in giving Oliver’s name to the police who might put his
name on their list. Once one is on a list, it’s for life.

“Oh my God!” said Mrs. Muret. She would have liked to sit down, there was no
chair in the shop, except for that of the cashier, and it was built-in. Robert wanted to
accompany her back home, she said that she would rather like to stay down below; in her
apartment she would go crazy. She returned to sit on the stone. The radio had resumed its
ditty. All night it had played nothing but instrumental music. If it was beginning to play
songs again, it was because things were better.

Oliver returned at quarter to seven. He was exhausted and beaming. He had a
black streak on his right cheek and across the front of his Canadian. He was surprised to
tind his grandmother down below. He kissed and scolded her gently. He helped her climb
the stairs, reassuring her: she shouldn’t have been scared, they were the stronger ones,
when they resumed, all the people of Paris would follow them and the system would
crumble. Then they could rebuild. And this time, they wouldn’t let themselves be owned
by the politicians, from the left or the right.

/Ip59// Mrs. Muret’s heart beat in very short blows, at full speed, in her chest, like
that of the wounded pigeon. She had thought that the nightmare had ended with the night,
but she now understood that it had just started. She forced herself to hide the trembling of
her hands; she put a pot of water on the fire and told Oliver to stretch out while she
prepared him a café au lait and some sandwiches. But when the café au lait was ready,
Oliver had fallen asleep. His feet hung over the side of the bed because he hadn’t even
taken the trouble to take off his shoes but he hadn’t wanted to soil the covers. Carefully,
she took off his shoes, lifted his legs and stretched them out. He opened his eyes a little
and smiled at her, then fell back asleep. She went to get a duvet from the wardrobe to
cover him with. It was a red-stitched American eiderdown, turned old and pink over time.
She placed it over him, straightened up, and remained upright, immobile, beside the bed.
To see him here, so peaceful, abandoned in sleep like a child, she felt her strength come
back to her. He breathed calmly; his features were relaxed, his supple hair flowed over
the pillow and uncovered the base of his ears. The smile that he had given her had
slightly remained hanging on his lips and created a glow of tenderness on his face. He
was handsome, he was happy, he was tender like a bud, he thought that everything would
flourish.

Mrs. Muret sighed and returned to the kitchen. She emptied the bowl of coffee
back into the pot and put it on the stove. The gas just had to be lit. She had to go to Mr.
Seigneur’s, she couldn’t leave him like that, that poor man, the way he was...

/Ip60// When she returned that night, Oliver was gone. He had drunk the café au lait,
eaten the sandwiches, also eaten the rest of the sheep’s shoulder and half of the
reblochon”. He had washed the bowl, the pot, and everything else. On the kitchen table,
he had left a note: “Don’t worry, even if [ don’t return tonight.”

He didn’t return until the month of June.

11

/Ip61// Closterwein’s private mansion occupied the heart of that oasis of greenery
and peace that constitute, at the brink of the great hubbub of the outlying boulevards, the

** A very fatty mild-tasting cheese from the Savoy region.
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Montmorency villa. The gate that surrounded its park was made of two walls joined at its
summit with metal sheets painted a neutral green. From the outside only the summit of
the trees was noticeable, and even as the portal was crossed, the residence, skillfully
surrounded by trees of all heights, with a sufficient quantity of persistent leaves to protect
it from sight, even in winter, could not be seen. This curtain had to be crossed through a
double bend to discover, behind a perfect lawn, a grand and harmonious white house,
horizontal, preceded by a column of little steps in the colonial American style that
surprised and disorientated visitors, struck the poorest with a disinterested admiration
because it exceeded their desires and their dreams, and vexed the livers of the richest.
There was not another billionaire in Paris who possessed such a house in such a location.
[t wasn’t just a question of money: luck and chance was also required. The Closterweins
/Ip62// had taste, money, and luck had been serving them for several centuries.

One entered the house by way of three large low steps of white marble that were
welcoming, soothing. César’s last masterpiece was conspicuously placed in the middle of
the entrance hall, on a bronze column, a bouquet of toothpaste tubes twisted into the
shape of a screw.

[t was the ironic smile by which Romain Closterwein made known that he didn’t
ignore the necessary snobbery, but rather that he voluntarily gave it up. But this didn’t
extend further than the hall. His private collection, carefully stored in his armoured and
air-conditioned cellar, consisted of a thousand paintings that included the primitive to the
Fauves to a few contemporaries for the most part unknown by the critics, but also
Botticelli, Brueghel, Gustave Moreau, Van Gogh, Paul Klee, and Carzou. He only bought
what he liked. He had refused a Rubens that had nevertheless been a bargain, and if by
chance a Picasso slipped into his cellar, he would pay for it to be swept up.

From time to time, according to the season, his mood and taste at the moment, he
had the canvasses hanging in the apartments changed. But in his bedroom he permanently
kept a cock by Lartigue, red, orangey, and yellow, an explosion of joy to which he liked
to awaken, and an unknown plate from the Dame a la Licorne, the one that explained the
mystery of all the others, and which for years now the curator of the Cluny museum had
been begging him in vain to at least let him look at.

In his study, to regain his serenity after the business-filled days, he had had hung,
/Ip63// just opposite his office couch, a large plaque with a lead appearance by Rémy
Hétreau. He just had to raise his eyes to lose himself in a magical setting where lace trees
exited through windows and where the roofs of a baroque castle were surrounded by a
thousand waves embroidered by a suppressed sea. The characters played with glass balls
or harps in full bloom like aloe. On a three square foot raft, where a tree grew, a woman
gloved to the shoulders was getting ready to land and held out a graceful hand, from
which hung a fashionable purse, towards the shore. Her dress enveloped her from the
ankles and left naked her slight breasts, hardly perceptible. To maintain her balance, she
had wrapped her long blond hair around the tree. At the bow of a little wooden hand-
carved boat, on which a slave was holding out the sails, a girl standing on tiptoe was
throwing a ball to a boy with a pointy hat who was waiting for her on the shore. She had
forgotten to button up the back link of her pleated skirt and innocently showed off the
naive roundness of her behind. At the horizon, miniscule pilgrims leaning on their

*” Members of the young French school of painting circa 1900. The Fauves used pure and violent colours in
juxtaposed tones, (Le Petit Robert, 1043).
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walking sticks climbed unhurriedly toward the moderate mountains. This painting
emanated such peace, such grace, that it sufficed for Romain to look at it for two minutes
to forget that he was an intelligent crook carving out a path with saber blows in a crowd
of imbecilic idiots, and to regain the certainty that he existed, or that he had existed, or
that there would some day somewhere exist a paradise for the souls that are just like those
of children. He didn’t need to look at it any longer or he would have lost the icy

/Ip64// indifference that he needed. His soul was perhaps like that of a child’s, because he
felt at home when he entered that scenery, but his mind was nothing but an objective
intelligence and his heart a muscle that functioned perfectly. Without that armoured heart
and mind he would not have possessed the soft white house bordered by a perfect lawn or
the thousand paintings in the cellar.

Tall, big, wide but without a belly, he appeared to be barely forty years old. He
was 55. From his Baltic ancestors he got very light blond hair that he had cut short, and
eyes the colour of ice. He liked to be comfortable in his clothing and not feel the burden
of what he was wearing. He dressed himself at Lanvin and chose his wines at Chaudet,
under the advice of Henry Gault or Frangois Millau because he acknowledged that he
wasn’t an expert in matters of the palate. Both were his friends, as much as he could have
friends. He sometimes invited them to his table to get their opinion on a new or classic
preparation by his chef, an inspired cook, student of the great Soustelle, who had stolen
him from Lucas-Carton and admitted into his kitchen after having made him follow a
training course at Denis.

Mathilda knocked at the door of his study and entered before he had invited her in.
She resembled him in a striking way, maybe because she wore her hair almost as short as
his. She had the same icy stare, the same resolve in her jaw, the same thin mouth, but
harsher. She was dressed in a seasoned blouson-style rain jacket, with a large zipper,
faded blue jeans, and brown moccasins with black socks. She had a long black scarf
around her neck.

/Ip65// She came right to the desk, looked at her father with a sort of defiance and
said to him: “I’'m going to the protest™.

She smiled at him with affection and a bit of irony. She was the youngest of his
children. A little odd. It would pass, it was the age, all of them at her age were odd, she
was eighteen years old. He understood his sons better. The eldest was studying business
at Lloyd’s of London, the other, after having quickly obtained a law license, was
broadening his theoretical knowledge at Harvard, before entering training at the Deutsche
Bank. Mathilda didn’t really know what she wanted. For the moment she was taking
sociology courses.

He was surprised that she had come to tell him where she was going. Normally
she didn’t say either before or after.

“You go where you want,” he said softly.

Then he tried again because there had been a word he hadn’t understood. *What
protest?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“The student protest... This time, we’re passing on the Rive Droite. We're going
to reunite at the Bastille, at Saint Lazare, and at the gare de Nord. They think that they're



keeping us confined in the student quarter, that they only have to put a wall around it,
with their cars and their bastards from C.R.S*'! They’ll see...”

Romain Closterwein slowly stopped smiling. He asked: “*They’, in your opinion,
who are, ‘they’?”

“Them”, she said,”You!...”

There she was, standing before him, tense with a cold passion... So similar to him
/Ip66// but so different at the same time. A girl... His girl... He thought it was time to
intervene.

“Would you sit down, for a minute?”

She hesitated for a second, then sat down on a chair, the one where the secretary,
Mrs. de Stanislas, sat when she came to jot down the instructions for the day.

“It’s very good to be revolutionary at your age,” he said; “Léon Daudet wrote
somewhere that he had no respect for a man who had not been either a royalist or a
communist at age twenty. Today, being a royalist no longer means anything. We say
‘fascist’. And the communists have become the socialist radicals of Marxism. The words
we use have changed, the remark remains accurate. It purges the intelligence. But if we
move about too much, we risk remaining sick for the rest of our lives.

She listened without dropping her gaze from his eyes. He held an open pack of
cigarettes out to her. She gestured “no” with her head. He took one but stubbed it out in
the ashtray after the second drag.

“You are making me nervous,” he said. “You are my daughter, and you are
behaving as if you were stupid... You know well that this whole movement is made up...
Of course your boyfriends are sincere, but the horse that gallops towards the post is also
sincere. He has a coachman on his back however.”

“A jockey.” she said.

He was surprised, then smiled. “I don’t know what ['m saying anymore... Your
friends ignore that they are driven, but you, you should know that... You’re not the
daughter of a grocer, you know... You heard George a couple of days ago... He hushed
/Ip67// up when you entered, but you heard enough... You know that he works for
Wilson, but with the dollar, the pound is too poor. He subsidizes several groups, the
Chinese, the anarchists. Through two or three layers of intermediaries. And not very
expensively, so that they remain pure. It’s money that they are told came from a donation
box. He also pays several individuals, more solidly. Oh, not those whose names we hear
on the radio... Others more obscure and efficient... And it’s not only George... There are
also the Americans who work with Mark. There is also Van Booken, you know him, the
Dutch man? [ don’t know how he has roubles... There’s even an Italian, but he only has
words...”

He was hoping that she was going to smile, but she remained glacial, mute. He
continued.

“There’s even me! [ give my advertising to the Monde™, which encourages these
young people pretty earnestly. [t’s my way of intervening. You see, [ keep within the law.
All these actions become a little muddled, ot course, but they're etfective. They are
different yeasts, but the dough only rises better. It’s good, the French are gullible, and the
youth also. So. the two... You can’t imagine, of course, that any of us have the intention

’j' Republican Company of Security
> A major French newspaper.



of subsidizing a revolution all the way to success? It is merely a question of breaking de
Gaulle. The Americans want him out because he prevents them from settling down in
France, the English because he’s in the process of suffocating them, a feat that neither
Napoleon nor Hitler succeeded to do, the Dutch because they want to sell their margarine
in England, the Italians simply because he ignores them. The Germans don’t do anything.
In any case, they are winners.

//p68// “We, my group, simply want him to go before he tries to carry out this
project of “participation”, the grand idea of his old age. Participate! It’s quite the idea of
an old soldier, that is to say an infantile idea... The working class and heads of firms
have as much desire to participate as the dogs and the cats! Employers don’t want to give
anything, naturally, and the workers, naturally, want to take everything...”

She watched her father as if he was a child who was trying to make himself
interesting by pouring out incoherent words. Little by little he realized that he had a
stranger before him, a type of being with the face of a woman, but who came from
another universe, and through the veins of which ran blood as cold as that of poison. He
became quiet, for a moment, lit a new cigarette, closed his eyes as though he was
bothered by the smoke, and when he opened them, finished up quickly.

So [ beg you, go to the protest if it entertains you, but don’t be taken up by it!
And try not to take any risks, it’s not worth it!...”

“We’re familiar with all that,” she said very calmly. “Your little imbecilic
games... You believe that you have lit the fire... You believe that you will be able to put
it out at your whim?... We are going to burn everything! In the whole world!... You don’t
understand anything, you're still at the other end of the century, you're too far behind to
even see us, you are disgusting, you are dead, you are rotten, you still manage to keep
upright because you imagine that you are living, but we are going to sweep you up like
swine!”

//p69// With large stiff strides she moved to the door. Once she reached it, she
turned towards him one last time. He had tears in the corners of his eyes.

“I hate you,” she said, “I will have you shot down!”* She lett.

He rose, slowly, after a few long minutes, by leaning on the sofa’s armrests with
both hands. The universe around him was no longer the same. There was nothing but
ruins.

12

/Ip70// Her mother!... [t was her mother who should deal with her!... When she
returned this evening, she must find her mother at the house. Her mother would know
how to speak to her, he had presented himself as completely stupid, he had spoken to her
as if to a boy. It’s not a girl’s reason which should be addressed. even if she is intelligent.
Besides, even the most intelligent girl in the world is not really intelligent in a sense that
the masculine mind understands. It doesn’t have to be “explained” to a girl, that doesn’t
serve any purpose, she has to be touched in another way, he didn’t exactly know how, he
had never asked himself that question, it had not been necessary, he had gotten married.
he had had mistresses without any effort, his money made him like a god, and he had
always gotten along perfectly with his own daughter, he had always given her everything
she desired, and given her the greatest liberty, he had trusted her, he didn’t think he had
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been wrong, had acted wrongly, had erred... So then, those horrible words, why?...
Because of what he said, certainly, he had hurt her feelings, profoundly, he had gravely
offended her. Only her mother could mend that, explain to her... No, not explain, talk
/Ip71// to her, convince her, take her somewhere far away from that idiotic herd. It risked
becoming serious, she risked getting hurt, being belted by hooligans. She was running
risks for nothing. It was too foolish, foolish, foolish!

But where then was her mother? He could no longer remember. Oh right, in
Sardinia, at the Khan’s... He called. He couldn’t find her. The connection was interrupted.
He asked if there was a strike. A masculine voice with a southern accent told him that
they didn’t know. Then there were no more responses.

He called Jacques, his top pilot, gave him orders to go find the Mrs. in Sardinia.
He didn’t know if there was an airfield there. If there wasn’t, he ordered him to land in
[taly and rent a boat. Immediate takeoff.

Jacques responded with regret, it was impossible; the control unit was on strike,
no planes could take flight from any field.

He called General Cartot. Of course, let’s see now! The military control unit was
functioning... Romain obtained radio contact with Toulon, a hydroplane from the air
force and navy to go to Sardinia, and the assurance that they would bring Mrs.
Closterwein back to Brétigny.

But Mrs. Closterwein had left the Kahn’s village a week ago on Niarkos® yacht.
She had disembarked in Naples from whence she had flown to Rome, and from Rome to
New York. She was going to spend Whit Sunday with her Philadelphia cousins. She had
written all this to him, but the letter didn’t arrive in Paris until July. In any case, her
presence in Paris would have been futile. Mathilda didn’t return that night or the next, but
/Ip72// only on the 29" of June. Her hair had grown. She was skinny and dirty. She was
wearing the same socks. Her scarf was gone. She went directly to the bathroom without
looking at anyone. The servants didn’t dare talk to her, but Gabriel, the butler, called his
master, at the bank, which had only closed for three days, in a symbolic strike. Gabriel
said to him “the young lady has returned”. He responded, “thank you Gabriel”. He had
looked for her at the Sorbonne, at the Odéon, everywhere that he was able to enter. He
knew from the prefect that she wasn’t in the hospital, and that she had never been
arrested. One morning, he decided to stop looking for her and to stop waiting for her.
When he found himself facing her, it was he who resembled his daughter: he had lost all
tenderness for this stranger who carried his face.

She had bathed, scrubbed, put on make-up, perfumed, and dressed herself. She
had tended to her hands, but her diminished face was hard as stone, and her gaze even
colder than on the day of her departure. She had certainly not forgotten the short sentence
that she had said to him, and she knew that he couldn’t have forgotten it either. He asked
himself whether she regretted having said it, or not having been able to do what she had
promised.

She sat down on the velvet green couch. They didn’t exchange any words
concerning her absence or her return, nor did they express an emotion or a simple
courtesy. [t was she who spoke first. She said she thought she was pregnant and wanted
to go to Switzerland for an abortion. She already had the necessary authorizations in her
passport //p73// to cross the border. She just needed some money. He gave her a cheque
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for a bank in Geneva. She left in her Porsche. He didn’t receive any news until the
telegram from the ambassador of France in Kathmandu.

b

/Ip74// At the Sorbonne, Oliver occupied a little office with Carlo at the top of a
staircase. He had taped one of the posters drawn by the students of the art school on the
door. In big letters it bore the words: STUDENT POWER. Underneath, in chalk, he had
written, “Permanent discussion”. Guys and girls constantly ascended there, pushed open
the door, uttered their assertions, asked questions, descended to push open other doors,
ask other questions, maintain their certainties and their uncertainties. In the dull blue-
green light that fell from its glass roof, the large lecture hall sheltered a permanent circus
of ideas. And it really was like a large free market where everyone praised their own
merchandise with the impassioned conviction that theirs was the best.

Oliver had only to cross a few steps to pass from his office to one of the upper
galleries of the lecture hall. He sometimes went there; cast a vertical glance towards the
rows of benches almost always entirely occupied. It was a mosaic of white shirts and
colourful sweaters. Red dominated. The round heads sat on the backs like marbles. On
/Ip75// the platform, in front of the black and red flags, one speaker followed another.
Oliver listened, got irritated at not being able to understand what so-and-so wanted. He
found that they were confused, diffused, and sometimes hazy, that they lost time to word
games, whereas everything was this simple: they had to demolish, raze the old world and
build up a new one with total justice and fraternity, without classes, without borders,
without hate.

“Student Power™. Yes, it was up to them, the students who had had the privilege
to acquire culture, to lead their working class brothers on the quest for a life free of the
slavery of capitalism and the constraints of the socialist bureaucracies. The old slogan of
the Republic made his heart beat. Liberty, Equality, Fraternity. These three words said
everything. But ever since the Bourgeoisie had engraved them on the fagades of their
town halls where they recorded the names of their slaves and embroidered on the flags
that led them to slaughters, the three words had become lies that concealed the contrary
of what they proclaimed: Oppression, Exploitation, Contempt. They had to be purified in
the great fire of revolution and joy. It was simple, simple, simple. All these people behind
their microphones, busy splitting hairs, were going to choke off the Revolution with their
words.

Leaving the hall, one afternoon, on the wall of the hallway he wrote, *“Wretched
Speakers!™ and underlined it furiously, breaking his chalk. He threw the fragment that
remained clenched between his fingers down the stairs, shrugged his shoulders, and
returned to his office. He found there a girl sitting on the corner of the table, having a
/Ip76// discussion with Carlo. Oliver vaguely knew her. She was studying for a diploma
in sociology, like him. He had seen her a few times in class. Someone had told him that
her father was a banker.

Carlo, standing, was putting on a show of [talian charm for her. He spoke, paced,
gestured, smiled, carried his words towards her with his hands. She aimed an icy blue
stare at him. He explained Oliver’s point of view regarding the role the students had to
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play next to the working class. He didn’t have a lot of his own ideas; he was the echo of
his friend.

She interrupted him in a curt voice.

“You are pretentious like lice! What do you want to teach the workers? To do so
you must know something yourselves! You, what do you know? What did they teach you,
at university?”

“They taught us to think!” said Oliver.

She turned towards him: “You think so? You’re lucky!”

“Your ‘Student Power’, it’s a story of little fools... You saw, what Mao did with
the students? At the factory, okay, but in chains! And the professors, at the rural
commune! Gathering manure!”

“I know, said Carlo, “but what good does it do to think of that?”

“And you? Of what use are you? You burned a few old jalopies and now you’re
making whipped cream with words... You’re occupying the Sorbonne instead of
demolishing it!... You didn’t even kill one C.R.S.! They’re all there, beaming red and
nicely fat, one hundred meters from here, busy playing cards and waiting for you to fall
asleep in your own discussions in order to throw you out! “Student Power”! You make
/Ip77/ me laugh. Power — my balls!”

“You don’t have any,” said Carlo.

“You don’t either! You’re foolish little bourgeois!...

“You, you aren’t a little bourgeoise?” said Oliver, “you sleep in caviar, and you
have drunk from golden cups at every meal since you were born...”

“That which I drank, I vomited!”

She left abruptly. Carlo felt an urge to follow her but then thought better of it. He
would have liked to show her that he did actually possess that which she had accused him
of not having. But a girl like that, she had to be convinced, shown that... He didn’t like
that type. Girls who remain on the defensive, even when they are enjoying themselves,
take a}gvay all the pleasure of knowing them. So let her go masturbate with the Little Red
Book™.

2

14

/Ip78// There was this surprising Sunday where all of Paris came to visit its lost
children in the Latin Quarter. It was nice out; like a holiday, the Parisians in new jackets,
their wives in light spring blouses, in clumps on the sidewalks of Saint-Michel Boulevard,
or Place de la Sorbonne, around young speakers explaining their ideas. The street
peddlers profited from this unexpected audience, spread out their merchandise: ties,
wallets, postcards, fancy jewelry that sparkled under the sun like flowers. A little elderly
man with a yellow beard was selling Chinese paper dragons.

The inquisitive and the curious filled the courtyard of the Sorbonne, its hallways,
its stairwells, a slow-moving crowd that read the posters and inscriptions with
astonishment. A vertical phrase started in the middle of one wall and ended at the bottom
of a landing. It prescribed: “Kneel down and look around!”” There was nothing to see but
the dust.

** A book of citations by the communist president of China at the time, Mao Zedong.
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It was a little after 3pm when Romain Closterwein almost encountered his
daughter. He had explored all the offices and lecture halls without seeing her. He went
/Ip79// back down to the courtyard, passed before a sign that indicated, in red letters on
rippled cardboard, that there was a children’s nursery on the third floor, stairway C, to the
right, and stopped, thoughtful before a poster, which seemed to reveal, with humour and
kindness, a hint of weariness, and maybe also a hint of resentment in face of the material
demands of the workers on strike. It displayed a barricade of little black cobblestones on
which stood a group of students, colourful and tightly packed like a bouquet. They were
brandishing a red tlag on which the horizontal flame carried the words: “We demand that
our interests be satisfied: NO MORE THAN FORTY HOURS OF BARRICADES PER
WEEK!”

Mathilda passed behind him, a few steps away. She didn’t see him anymore than
he saw her. A slow, thick current of a crowd separated them. She entered through the
door from which he had exited. She forcefully elbowed her way through the hallway. She
was full of rage towards the grocers who had come to see the revolt as if they were going
to the circus. She began to climb the stairs.

The first chalk inscriptions were beginning to fade: Forget everything they taught
you, begin by dreaming! Someone had crossed out the word “dreaming” and written
“burning” underneath. Another hand had crossed out “burning™ and written “kissing™
underneath. Facing the office door of the “Student Power™, a very recent inscription,
written in black spray paint asserted: “The unions are brothels”. The door of the office
was wide open. The curious entered, looked at the four walls, the little table, the chairs
and sometimes one of them sat down to rest for a bit. They left their curiosity and their
surprise unsatistied.

/Ip80// Mathilda had the desire to see Oliver again. She had remembered the
sentence he had used: “They taught us to think™ or something similar. He had to be set
free of this enormous error. She had left too quickly. He had the manner of a good person.
She had thought of him as she was waking up in the seedy hotel room where she had
spent the night with a black man, following a moment of anti-racist conviction. It wasn’t
any more awful than with a white man. She had slept well, afterwards. It was him who
had woken her up. He had wanted to start again. She had pushed him away, he had
almost hit her, but her eyes had scared him. She had thought of those two people at the
top of the stairs, and especially of the one with hazel eyes and silk hair, running to the
base of his cheeks. A person who believed, but what he believed was foolish. She had
returned, to convince him.

In the little office she found only the curious who slowly came and left. Carlos
was on a horse at the Sorbonne on the back of a stone thinker. With amazement he
watched a funny anarchist street peddler, who had, for one day, replaced his tray of ball-
point pens with illustrated political leaflets which smoothly spoke against Dassault and
the Rothschilds.

Oliver had fled, disgusted by the dreary flood of the curious. He had tried to have
a discussion with the first ones. They had responded with idiocies or looked at him with
astonishment, as though he had just come out of a flying saucer. He had left to have lunch
at his grandmother’s. He had found her totally distraught: Mr. Seigneur had died Friday
night, very suddenly. The events had disconcerted him, he hadn’t been able to put it all
away and he had let himself go. He had held himself back from dying for so long that
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others kept thinking that he was actually close to it. And his misfortunes were not yet
over, the poor man: the undertakers were on strike, there was no one to bury him. Mrs.
Seigneur had appealed to the police station and it was soldiers who had come, with a
casket that was too small, given his girth and the fact that there had been no one to take a
real measurement. Everyone was on strike, so they had taken him away like that, in their
van, wrapped in a blanket, the poor man. Mrs. Seigneur didn’t even know where he was,
and she had closed the dairy for a whole day, it had had to be done, and on a Saturday, on
a day where everything was selling so well; the customers were carrying away full
shopping bags on each arm, anything and everything: canned goods, rice, sugar,
everything that was edible to put in their cupboards, they were scared.

15

/Ip82// Matilda went back down the stairs and did not go up again. The curious
flowed out of the Sorbonne and the Latin Quarter. The violence had resumed. Mathilda
integrated herself into a small active group that had mysteriously obtained chainsaws to
cut trees, crowbars to pull up cobblestones, motorcycle helmets, pickaxe handles, and
waterproof anti-tear gas glasses for the combatants. During the days of respite, the group
went from one faculty to the other, put motions into vote, constituted committees of
action. Mathilda completely forgot about the two guys in the small office. Carlo forgot
about Mathilda, but Oliver didn’t. Her words had struck him. He wasn’t going to let
himself be indoctrinated by a Maoist millionaire worm, but some of her affirmations had
found taut strings in him totally ready to resonate. Yes, too many words, yes, too much
intellectual pretension. Yes, too many foolish young bourgeois who were treating
themselves to some small safe revolutionary entertainment. Knocking down cops,
breaking tiles, torching cars, yelling out slogans, was more exciting than a surprise party.
[f it suddenly became dangerous, they quickly returned to mom and dad. Every time
/Ip83// they were able to grab hold of a microphone they made long-winded speeches
against the consumer society, but they had always been good little consumers, since their
very first baby bottle.

Yes, the truth lay with the workers. They were honest because they really suffered,
each minute of their lives, the trials of injustice and slavery.

Oliver realized without even speaking, while he was simply trying to formulate
the thoughts and feelings within himself, that he kept turning over and over the same
futile images, the same clichés of all the morons shouting into a microphone. It shouldn’t
be talked about anymore, even within one’s self, it should be acted upon.

He led Carlo in the retinue that was going to Billancourt, to bring support and
friendship from the rebellious students to the workers on strike at Renault’®. The
reception from the strikers was very cold. They wouldn’t let anyone enter inside the
occupied factory. They didn’t need these kids to carry out their affairs. None of the
workers, even the youngest, believed that a revolt would always bring repression. Those
barricades at the Latin Quarter were nothing but a spoiled child’s game. The C.R.S. put
gloves on before charging at the children of the bourgeois. The beatings were nothing but
a livelier form of spanking. When the workers, themselves, tear out the cobblestones, it
doesn’t take long; they get fired at from above, with lead. But the bourgeois can’t let their
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children be shot at. They had installed the bourgeois order, in 89, by liquidating an entire
class with the guillotine. They would have happily liquidated the working class had they
/Ip84// not needed them to manufacture and to sell. But they can’t kill their children, even
if they break the furniture and set the curtains on fire.

The workers and the students watched each other through the bars of the factory
gate. They exchanged trivial words, the banner “Students & Workers United” that two
boys had carried from the Sorbonne hung softly between its two supports. The red flag
and the black flag looked tired. They would have needed a bit of wind, a bit of warm
movement to make them flutter. There was only that closed gate, and those men behind it,
who seemed to be defending the entrance against friendship. Oliver suddenly had the
impression of finding himself in a zoo, in front of a cage wherein were found animals
born to roam in vast spaces, from whom had been stolen their freedom. Visitors came to
say kind words and bring tidbits. They believed themselves to be good and generous.
They were on the same side as the hunters and the jailors. Through the bars a student
passed the result of a “collection of solidarity”. Oliver clenched his teeth. Peanuts! He
moved away with large furious paces. Carlo didn’t understand. What’s wrong with you?
What’s come over you?

Back at the Sorbonne, Oliver tore off the “Student Power™ poster taped on the
door of the little office. He crossed out the word “permanent” that followed the word
“discussion™ and wrote another one above it in capital letters: “Discussion
TERMINATED!” with a large exclamation point.

He fought furiously at every skirmish with the police. During the “terrible night™
of May 24™, he climbed to the top of the barricade and set himself to bellowing out
/Ip85// insults at the cops. Suddenly, he realized with lucidity that he was in the process
of “posing™, of creating a living painting, of parodying historic images, but the image
remained an image: the cops didn’t shoot, they didn’t collapse, bleeding, on the barricade.
Moreover, with his white cap and large glasses, he had the air of a character from a comic
strips for adolescents dreaming of fantastic adventures. He tore them off and threw them
behind him. Gripping his pickaxe handle, he jumped down in front of the barricade. Cars
burned, grenades exploded, their whirlpools of white vapour frayed in the red and black
night. Behind its fog, Oliver vaguely saw the somber and sheen mass of the police
moving. Running, he charged at them. Three policemen came to meet him. He hit the
first one with rage. His baton struck a rubber riot shield and rebounded. He received a
blow from a billy club on his hand and another on his ear. He let go of his weapon.
Another blow of the club, on the side of his skull, dropped him to his knees. A kick in the
stomach knocked him flat on the ground; heavy shoes struck his kidneys and his ribs. He
tried to get up. He cried from shame and from rage, and from the tear gas. His nose and
ear were bleeding. With two hands he managed to grab hold of the club of a policeman
and attempted to tear it away from him. Another club struck him in the joint between his
neck and his shoulder. He fainted. The police picked him up to throw him into a police
van. But through the white fog crossed with flames a group led by Carlo suddenly
appeared, roaring insults and attacked them. They let Oliver fall like a sack to face the
pack, who dispersed immediately, leading the police to chase after them. Oliver,

//86// unconscious, his red scart trailing in the gutter, the bottom of his face glistening
with blood, lying legs spread on the sidewalk and the roadway, his feet above his head. A
grenade exploded a few meters away, and covered him in a white veil. Carlo and two
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other guys arrived coughing and crying, gathered Oliver up and carried him aside the
flames.

16

/Ip87// Two gigantic white elephants were standing in the blue of the sky. Long-
dead hands - but death is deliverance - had carved the rock in the summit of the hill that,
around them, had been cleared and taken far away. This happened a thousand, maybe two
thousand years ago... Men dressed in white, women in saris of all colours — of all
colours except yellow — who climbed towards the path near the elephants, towards the
sky, towards god, who didn’t know what a thousand or two thousand years signified. It
wasn’t further than the day before or the day after, it could have been today.

The footpath that circled the hill three times before reaching between the legs of
the elephants that had been dug, century after century, by the bare feet of pilgrims. Bit by
bit they had made a narrow trench of which the edges rose to their knees. One could only
walk along one after the other, and it was good like this, because everyone found
themselves alone on the slope to climb, facing god who watched them coming from the
heart of the hill.

Sven walked in front of Jane, and Jane in front of Harold. Sven, without turning
//p88// around, a little breathless, explained to Jane that the Indians didn’t imagine time
under the form of a river that flows, but like a wheel that turns. The past returns to the
present by way of the future. These elephants, that are here today, were already here
yesterday. And the wheel of time, by turning, will reach tomorrow, will find them
already here. In this way for a thousand years, in this way since a thousand years. Where
is the beginning?

Jane listened vaguely to what Sven was saying over the murmur of the pilgrims’
voices and the jingling of their small leather bells. She felt happy, light, carried, like a
ship that has finally left the filthy port and gently floats on an ocean of flowers, chooses
its ports of call, settles there if it is pleasing, loads what it wants, and picks up the wind of
freedom again.

Yesterday it had rained, for the first time in six months, and driving in the night,
the hill had dressed itself in short and thick vegetation. Each blade of grass finished with
a closed bud. At sunrise they had opened their millions of gold calyxes all together. In an
instant, the hill had become a flame of joy, radiant and round, burning at the centre of the
naked plain. The flowers entirely covered the hill with a lavish dress, the colour of the
sun.

They were virgins; they didn’t smell and didn’t produce seeds. They were born
only to flower and stretch their miniscule lives that resembled them towards the sun.
Tonight, at bedtime, all will close together and not open again.

Jane, Sven, and Harold had eaten little the day before. Sven had given half of his
/Ip89// biscuit to Harold. And, this morning, they had had no more. They had five
remaining cigarettes. They had shared one before beginning to climb the hill.

The crowd, piled up around the hill, which had been waiting for days and days for
the golden cry of God, had responded to him by striking their little bells, and by raising
them, from all directions, towards the fruit of light that had just ripened in the middle of
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the grey earth. Then they began to slowly stir around the hill, pronouncing the name of
God and the names of his virtues.

Astrologers had said at what moment the rain would fall on the hill, and the
pilgrims had come from everywhere. Most of them were farmers who had come to ask
God to hold back the rain and shed it on their fields. Because they had sowed in autumn
and it had not rained since. Their seeds had not germinated, and the earth had become
like ash. They had walked for days with their wives, their children, and their elderly.
Hunger was so habitual for them that they no longer knew that they suffered from: it.
When one of them had no energy left to walk, he lay down and breathed while he still
had the energy. When he had no more, he stopped.

Every morning, the crowd that had been waiting for days around the hill carried
its dead a ways away from the hill, all around it, and removed their clothes so that the
slow and heavy birds who had also come to the meeting could give them a burial place.
And the rain had fallen, and this morning the living were happy to have remained alive
and to have seen the golden god flower over the plain of ashes.

/Ip90// At the moment when all the little bells had rung, the heavy birds, bothered
by the noise, had torn themselves from the dead, and they hovered over the crowd which
stirred around the hill.

Sven was looking up, Jane was looking down, Harold was looking at Jane, Jane
was looking at the hill’s golden dress that seemed to plunge into the slow eddies of the
crowd as through a sea of milk, strewn with floating flowers. The flowers were the
women in saris of all colours - of all colours except yellow — because yellow was, here
and today, the colour reserved for god. The white crowd blossomed, moved around the
hill, stretched out into the stone path and climbed, drop by drop, towards the open door
between the elephants, below the arc of their trunks united like hands in prayer. At the
edge of the crowd, above it, in the newly blue sky, circled the ring of black birds.

At the bottom of the hill, through another door framed in stone lace, the pilgrims
that had seen their god exited. He filled the hill into which he had been carved. Seated
level to the plain, to the summit of the pyramid, he raised his sixteen heads that smiled
towards the sixteen directions of space, and unfurled around his torso the harmonious
circle of his hundred arms that held, displayed, and taught both objects and gestures.
Openings pierced in the rock shone on him from the reflection of the sky. Every pilgrim,
while climbing towards him, had picked a flower, a single one, and while descending by
way of the path that turned around him inside the hill, offered it to him. When Jane
entered through the door between the elephants and discovered the first face of god,
whose closed eyes smiled at her, the carpet of golden flowers brought one by one already
/Ip91// reached the tensed finger of his lowered hand, which pointed out the earth,
beginning and end of material life. Inside, outside, every male, every female, moving
around the hill, on it and in it, continued to murmur the name of god and the names of his
virtues, and before starting again lightly struck his or her little leather bell. The sound of
these bells flourished above the rustle of voices and covered it with the same colour as
the flowers of the hill.

Harold had had enough. At the rate that this was going, they would still be there
that evening, and they still hadn’t eaten anything. He regretted having decided to follow
Jane and Sven instead of descending to Goa with Peter. They had met them at the airtield
in Bombay. Peter and he were getting off the plane from Calcutta. It was Peter who had
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paid for the tickets. He was arriving from San Francisco, he still had money. Harold had
started travelling over a year ago, he knew the possibilities and the perils. He had told
Sven and Jane, when they had spoken of Brigitte and Karl, that the path they had chosen
was full of danger. Few girls came out intact. Lives were even at risk there. Then they
had spoken of other things. Karl and Brigitte was yesterday’s news. We meet, we gather,
we help each other, we separate, we are free...

Harold had been born in New York to an Irish father and an Italian mother. He
had the clear eyes of his father and the enormous eyelashes of his mother. His brown hair
tell on his shoulders in long waves. A thin moustache and a short beard framed his lips
which stayed quite red even when he hadn’t eaten enough. When Jane had seen him for
/Ip92// the first time, he had been wearing green corduroy pants, a faded red shirt,
imprinted with black tflowers, and a lady’s gardening hat, of straw, with a broad brim,
garnished with a bouquet of plastic flowers and cherries. On his chest at the bottom of a
black string hung a Moroccan box, in engraved leather, which contained a verse from the
Koran. Jane found him funny, and handsome. He found her beautiful. At night, they
would make love at the edge of the ocean in the heavy and humid heat, while Peter slept,
exhausted, and Sven, sitting at the edge of the water, tried to collect all the harmony of
the enormous and blue night into himself.

Harold had asked Jane to come with him and Peter to Goa, but she had refused.
She did not want to leave Sven. Sven was her brother, her liberator. Before her meeting
him, she had been a huddled larva, in the black waters of absurdity and anguish that filled
the stomachs of the lost; Sven had taken her in his hands and pulled her towards the light.
She did not want to leave him, they were going to Kathmandu together, they would go
where they wanted together. It was he who wanted, it was he who knew.

She had slept with Harold because it had given pleasure to both of them, and
because there were no limits or shame. The laws of the new world into which Sven had
introduced her were love, talent, freedom