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15.146 The City Hunter\fn{by Georges Rodenbach (1855-1898)} Tournai, Hainaut Province, Belgium (M) 2
The other day, I recognized the back of my friend X——. He was walking ahead of me down the avenue. One
could tell he was happy from his jaunty gait and from the swift movements of his walking-stick. With the latter,
he was describing arabesques in the air perhaps corresponding to the lines of his palm and including his destiny.
After a few moments, I noticed he was following a woman. What? X—— following a woman? A man of
established position, a man distinguished, intelligent, popular, still handsome and quite able to win favors in the
drawing-rooms of Society?
He had never been known to have a love-affair or even a flirtation. He was married, moreover, and people
believed him to be utterly faithful to his wife.
Yet there he was, occupied in following a passer-by. I assured myself his case must be more complicated than
appeared. Surely a man with a character as subtle as his could not be suspected of low vice or of an indiscriminate
sensuality?
At the end of the avenue, he came to a halt. He appeared to be abandoning his purpose. Of a sudden, he
obliqued in my direction. We met almost face to face.
“Ha! Caught you this time!” I exclaimed. “So you follow women in the street, eh?”
“Certainly, I do. Indeed, that is the only reason for which I walk abroad.”
Doubtless my expression betrayed a certain astonishment or an air of mistrust at the possibility of iron on his
part. He considered it fitting to insist, as though his explanation were plausible and he must bring it forth
immediately.
“Of course,” he said. “Everybody goes hunting at this time of the year! I don’t go out to the country; my field
is here. The great capitals are forests. Woman is a rich and multiform game. I set forth every afternoon, I go ahunting. I make sure my gloves, my hat, my entire costume are in order, precisely as a hunter makes sure of his
rifles and dogs.
“And I savor the emotion, the delicious anguish of lying in wait, of watching, of pursuit, of bringing down my
game—just as any hunter.
“And in the matter of game, there is a like variety. There are women who flutter through the streets with a
whirring of birds’ wings. There are women who pass by in the colorful dress of pheasants. There are women who
surge and vanish amid the crowd like hares through the grasses. There are women who would charge, like a wild
boar, at the first sign of approach.
“To pursue all this game! To follow all these women! And, like a good hunter, to load one’s rifle properly; to
vary one’s ammunition; to select the proper projectile; to modify one’s gunsmanship. Small-shot or buck? Shall
one riddle the bird or wing it? To accost a woman in one admirable phrase or rapidly to utter a few brief and deft
words that close, torpid as a wing, over a voice about to protest?
“Thus a great presence of mind is required of the glance. To recognize a woman’s particular quality instantly,
just as one recognizes the nature of game by the noise of its flight, though it be invisible, through the silence.”
“And I used to think you were true to your wife!” I said, amused and more than a trifle astounded.
“I am,” my friend replied, “absolutely. But this is another business. No true hunter ever eats the game he kills.
He does not relish game, whether partridge or pheasant or venison or hare. As for me, I never possess the women
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I follow—those I hunt, if you prefer.
“Hunting is a cerebral pleasure, a nervous joy that proves quite sufficient in itself. All the delight of it consists
in what comes before and after. To dress, to arm oneself, to set forth, to lie in ambush, to track one’s game, to beat
it, to force it out from under cover; to experience every little curiosity; to know the tactics of the sport, the watch,
the emotion, the uncertainty of success, the passage of the bird within one’s reach—a thing that will last but a
second, yet everything depends upon it! Then afterwards, the satisfaction of one’s vanity, the tally of those
brought down, and the exaggerated account one gives of one’s exploits to others. … Here are the secret delights of
the chase; they are one and the same, whether you hunt woman or game. The actual moment of firing is but a
detail.”
“You are very clever,” I observed to my friend. “But your cleverness and fantasy strike me as highly artificial!”
“Not at all,” he protested. “They are the purest of reality. I do exactly as I told you. Unless I had discovered
this sport, I would die of boredom as I walk the streets. This is my way of entertainment when out for a stroll. As I
said, I go a-hunting! What tales, what wonderful tales of hunting I could tell!
“And the accidents, the hazards of pursuit, that delicious tang of petty danger when one forces one’s game to
its lair. This has more than once been my experience. Then the pursuit of a woman is an excitement, a fever; there
comes a point when you can no longer stop! At such times, I have followed the women I was pursuing into houses
where perhaps they lived, into hotels where they might be staying as visitors or whither they might be luring me,
being agreeable.
“It requires a suppleness of skill, a subtlety of flair. To formulate a decision instantly, then to act! To follow,
now close at hand, now at a wider interval, for a brief or lengthy period of time! To smile or to adopt a languid
air! To appear a sentimentalist or a conqueror! To pursue a woman upstairs or to stand waiting under her window!
There are women that must be accosted in unfrequented streets, others in the turmoil of the boulevard! One
woman must be drawn into a passage, another into a cab!
“I have performed in this manner with nuances savant and efficacious. A thousand subterfuges! And all this no
further than to the limits of certitude, to that instant when the woman one has pursued acquiescence. An
immediate docility, consent to an assignation in the future, or merely an amiable playfulness that yet foretells
success in spite of appearances—these have been enough, in all manner of cases, to satisfy me.
“As soon as this occurred, I abandoned the sport. In other words, I fled from the conversation, the assignation
of fulfillment, whatever the case might be. For these, in fine, were but three phases of success. Guarantee of
success alone mattered to me; when I received it, it was enough. I have already told you no true hunter eats the
game he kills. I, too, have no use for the woman I have brought down.”
My friend grew silent. He gazed into the distance, leveling his gray eye, as though a new prey were about to
arise. Because of what he had just told me, I noticed for the first time how gray his eyes were—theirs was the
gray of steel, the gray of the barrel of a rifle. At the same time, his nostrils twitched. His was the nose of a
hunting-dog, picking up a scent. The whole train of the hunt was resumed I him. women passed by in the distance,
graceful, indeed, as birds in the colorful dresses of pheasants—all game for the taking!
Yet my friend’s story had troubled me and made me anxious on his account. What did this aimless excitement,
this cerebral debauch purport? I veiled my impression of worry, yet I was able to convey a little of it to him.
“Have a care!” I said. “That pleasure may become a danger. There is a strange mania in all this, perhaps a
touch of sadism.”
“In any case,” he replied, “I am not the only one. The great capitals are filled with hunters like myself.
Sometimes when I have been following a woman for a while, I notice there are four or five of us walking behind
and around her. It is exactly like a beat!\fn{ I.e., like being in a hunting party preceeded by a group of natives whose duty is to
beat the brush thus driving out the concealed game} The bird flies between several guns. …
“Moreover, there are every sort of hunting and all kinds of taste! There are specialists, too! Some fancy only a
certain species of women—blondes or brunettes, lithe women with a thinness as of shrubs, fat women with the
flesh of noble animals. Others prefer women who are young but whose hair is gray. Women in mourning have
their devotees, in public gardens where their black weeds blend so prettily with dead leaves. Some men like in
wait only for widows. …
“These are the hunters who relish game that is already wounded. For here, too, is every variety of hunter. The
man who pursues young virgins corresponds to the hunter who likes to go after wild duck only. The man who
persists in tracking stern women corresponds to the hunter of wild boar.”
“And how many do you tally?” I asked my friend. “If there are so many hunters in the forests of large cities,
the frail feminine game must succumb plentifully.”
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“Yes, statistics have been determined. Of the women accosted, the proportion that succumbs is one to four. In
these figures, one must make generous allowance for women from the provinces and strangers, who are dazed by
the fever of Paris, who wheel round and round in flight, who go blind and fall easily. And then, it all hinges on so
little—one word, one particular moment, destiny, the skill of the hunter.
“Here, especially, the analogy of hunt in striking. A woman is like game—you miss her as easily as you catch
her.”
158.8 Excerpt from Il y a Quarante Ans Suivi de Srophes Pour un Rossignol et de Galerie Privée: “Il y a
Quarante ans”\fn{by M.Saint-Clair aka Maria Van Rysselberghe (1866-1959)} Brussels, Belgium (F) 2
En l’écoutant, je croyais me dissoudre; une sorte d’effondrement intérieur me semblait abolir des cloisons dont
je n’aurais pas eu conscience. Il y eut un long silence. «Ma douce, dit-il, parle-moi.» Je lui fis signe d’attendre. Je
ne savais par quel bout attaquer tout ce monstrueux qui était devant mai. Je lui dis enfin: «Cette volanté, que tu
voudrais sentir en moi, je ne l’ai pas; mais tu sais bien que je ferai tout ce que tu voudras, parce que le seul péché,
pour moi, ce serait de te décevoir. — Je savais que tu pensais ainsi et j’aime que tu le dises. Sache bien, pourtant,
que je serai inflexible, pour toi comme pour moi; sinon, jamais nous ne nous ressaisirons … Maintenant, viens,
marchons. Mais surtout ne taisons aucune de nos pénsees.»
Autour de nous, tout était intolérablement suave; le bleu de l’air, les diaprures fondantes de l’eau, la molle
cadence des vagues, la douce chaleur. Malgré tout, nous éprouvions une sorte de soulagement d’avoir aujourd’hui
le droit et le temps de parler.
Nous marchions côte à côte, du même pas. Nous parlions à longs intervalles. Les mots qui tombaient de nos
lèvres étaient ceux que nous ne pouvions retenir.
Il disait: «Aurions-nous bien vécu notre amour? Ma douce … Je le crois. Le plus grave, vois-tu, — mais tu le
sens bien, — c’est que je ne puis plus travailler; et tu sais que mon art, c’est ma première nécessité. Tout ceci, qui
souvent bouillonne en moi, qui pourrait devenir inspiration, est empoisonné par le tragique … Me connais-tu bien
jusqu’au fond? Peutêtre? … Sais-tu que parfois ma force a besoin de preuves mauvaises? S’il m’arrivait, par
exemple, de renier quelque chose de nous, par méchante bourrasque, tu me le pardonnerais, n’est-ce pas? Je crois
que tu es capable de me prendre avec toutes mes épines. Être à ce point compris, tu crois que ce n’est rien?»
Quand sa voix m’attendrissait trop, il y avait en moi des vibrations si douloureuses que je posais ma main sur
sa bouche, où il la retenait tendrement.
Je parlais aussi; je lui disais: «Tu es le grand bouleversement auquel j’avais droit. Il n’y a pas de place en moi
pour le remords. Penser que ceci aurait pu ne pas être, étouffe ma conscience. Empêcher, me paraît presque plus
triste, plus cruel, que détruire! Peut-être que, de porter le poids des décisions, me ferait sentir autrement?» Il
reprenait: «Puisque nous avons accueilli ce qui voulait naître, tâchons de ne rien détruire.Il ne faudra pas non plus
nous consoler; il faudra garder tout cela intact au fond de nous. De pareils souvenirs font les cœurs vivaces.»
Nous marchâmes longtemps sans nous en apercevoir, insensibles à la fatigue, à la chaleur, ne voyant rien de ce
qui nous entourait, épuisant d’un coup notre besoin de parler. Quand nous atteignîmes la petite ville de N——, où
nous comptions déjeuner, je me sentis brusquement harassée. Tant de gravité m’avait épuisée. Mes paupières,
brûlées par la lumière, se fermaient; il me conduisait par la main.
Nous entrâmes dans une manière de cabaret où l’on donnait à manger et qui était désert. Oh! la bonne grande
salle, pleine d’ombre fraîche et de silence! Le bien-être me pénétra. Nous laissions tout l’enfer à la porte. Il me
sembla que ceci était un répit accordé par le sort, le dernier répit, après lequel nous n’aurions plus le courage de
l’insouciance.
Un gros bouquet paysan répandait autour de nous une odeur de jardin; l’extrême propreté du lieu et son ordre
strict en augmentaient encore l’apparence de fraîcheur; les luisants aigus du comptoir maintenaient le reste dans
une ombre molle. J’étais assise à contre-jour; la lumière que laissaient filtrer les volets clos éclairait curieusement
son visage, son plus vrai visage, qui me donnait encore la joie de m’étonner. Ses traits étaient comme modelés par
un paroxysme intérieur; quelque chose en lui rayonnait, qui semblait estomper les contours de sa face: une telle
ampleur dans la bonté, une telle munificence dans la tendresse. Et moi, je ne savais plus rien que le soulèvement
de tout mon être vers lui.
Toutes ses paroles étayaient mon courage, mais surtout la chaude persuasion de sa voix. Il disait: «Tu vois,
nous sommes aussi comblés que ceux qui sont le plus assurés du lendemain. On n’a que le présent. Songe à tout
ce que nous y mettons! Je sais que tu peux en porter le poids sans fléchir. Ne laissons rien perdre de nous, ni de la
vie; prenons-la comme elle vient; tout peut être si beau, même les larmes que nous nous retenons de verser …
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Rien ne petit faire que ceci ne soit; rien jamais ne pourra faire que cela n’ait pas été. Je voudrais te laisser de cet
instant un souvenir qui te soulèverait au-dessus de toi-même et te porterait, — longtemps.»
Je me sentais enivrée par-delà toute joie et toute douleur. Petit à petit, notre amour retrouvait son langage, ses
habitudes. Ah! couleur insaisissable de cette concordance parfaite qui faisait ce double sourire, cette fusion
sensible! Quelle magie attend-on de cette volupté de l’ârne, que rien ne vous en puisse consoler?
Nous sortîmes de là, raffermis, presque joyeux; oui, joyeux. La mer se retirait, et laissait derrière elle, un sable
dur, frais, où nous marchions allégrement.
Précieux derniers moments! Comment ne rien perdre de vous? Comment vous préserver de cette angoisse qui
vous ruine? Je me disais: «Je marche à côté de lui, et demain il sera là encore.» Une autre voix disait, plus fort:
«Tout ce qui ne serajamais plus!» Et nos yeux se cherchaient, toujours en même temps, comme si nous ne
pouvions trouver secours que dans le regard 1’un de l’autre. Quand il voyait mes yeux s’emplir d’épouvante, il
retrouvait, pour me faire sourire, des formes exquises de la joie. Mais bientôt il n’y eut plus de place entre nous
que pour l’ardeur ou le désespoir, l’un arrêtant l’autre. Nous n’admettions plus d’être distraits de nous.
Le soleil était bas à l’horizon quand nous nous enfonçâmes dans les terres, vers la ville de F—— qui était notre
but. En quittant la mer, il me sembla perdre une alliée; je ne pouvais m’empêcher de me retourner. Il me dit:
«Non; c’est en avant qu’il faut regarder.» Je ne savais comment lui témoigner ma bonne volonté, comment
montrer un peu d’aisance; puérilement, je cueillis une fleur au bord de la route et je lui dis: «Tiens, je te donne
cette scabieuse. — Scabieuse … Le joli mot, dit-il, je ne le connaissais pas; j’ime que tu saches des choses que je
ne sais pas.» Que tout cela était charmant sur le fond noir de la détresse!
La ville au loin se dessinait. Nous nous étions arrâtés. Il me tenait adossée à un arbre, ses deux mains sur les
deux épaules, comme tant de fois. Il me dit: «Ne te laisse pas envahir par l’ombre qui est sur demain. Jamais je
n’ai été plus près de toi. Tâchons d’avoir la liberté de ceux dont le sort est joué.» Nous nous remîmes en route
sans plus parler, serrés l’un contre l’autre; et j’arrivais à oublier la fragilité de l’instant, dans l’envahissement de
sa présence.
Nous atteignîmes la petite ville, toute bourdonnante d’apprêts: on voyait transporter des choses blanches,
fraîchement repassées, et l’on sentait, dans la rue, des odeurs de pâtisserie chaude. À l’hôtel, nos chambres étaient
retenues par les soins d’Antoine; mais, effrayés par l’énorme table d’hâte, nous allâmes dîner dans une modeste
auberge, sur la place. Notre sensibilité avait quitté les zones brûlantes et ce repas fut d’une douceur sans
pathétique.
Déjà la place s’emplissait de monde. Une estrade attendait des musiciens. «Entrons dans l’égiise», dit Hubert.
L’ombre avait envahi la nef. Tous les éléments de la procession y étaient préparés: grands saints de bois qu’on
promenait par la ville, instruments de la Passion, lourdes croix noires des pénitents; tous ces accessoires étaient
macabres et grimaçants.
Nous sortîmes rapidement. Nous découvrîmes tout de suite, aux confins de la ville, une allée engageante qui
semblait nous offrir ses bancs, sa solitude et son mystère. On pouvait voir encore se dessiner les feuilles sur la
lueur pâle du ciel; très haut, au-dessus de nos têtes, les branches bruissaient à peine. Tiède nuit d’été, que tu nous
fus douce! Désirs et mélancolies s’éveillent à rôder le soir dans un endroit inconnu! Il me parlait comme on parle
à un ami: «Jevais bientôt partir. Les voyages m’exaltent et m’emplissent parfois d’une affreuse tristesse, d’une
tristesse totale où j’aime sombrer. J’irai, comme ce soir, dans une ville inconnue. Je me sentirai loin de tout, loin
de toi aussi; mais je puis te Ie dire.»
Hubert me semblait alors sortir de lui-même, s’accroître, voir des choses que les autres ne voyaient pas. Puis il
revenait à moi, tout chargé de caresses. Il saccageait si fort mon visage que mes traits ne pouvaient plus retrouver
leur place.
Il s’était assis à l’angle d’un banc, tandis que je restais debout contre lui. Je mis mes bras autour de son cou. À
l’émotion que j’en ressentis, je compris que je faisais ce geste pour la première fois, et que je n’avais presque rien
fait de ce que j’aurais pu faire. Oui, c’était ainsi: pour moi les gestes avaient perdu leur importance; j’étais comme
figée, ou plutôt liée dans man bonheur.
Nous n’osions plus compter les heures qui tombaient du clocher; quand il n’en tomba plus qu’une, il dit: «Il
nous faut rentrer.»
Toute la ville reposait. La porte de l’hôtel était grande ouverte. Le portier dormait sur un banc. Hubert me
conduisit jusqu’au bas de l’escalier. Il prolongeait le contact de sa main sur man épaule, comme s’il ne pouvait
plus l’en détacher; elle était chaude, et pesait. J’avais la poitrine contractée: tout allait-il vraiment finir? Il dit:
«Monte; il faut me laisser seul»; et très vite il ressortit.
Ma chambre était la première sur le palier. La sienne était de l’autre coté, au fond, près d’une fenêtre. Je me
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couchai rapidement. J’étais à bout de force; j’avais la fièvre; mon sang sautait dans mes tempes. Je ne démélais
plus bien ce qui se passait en moi, ni si j’étais triste dans mes membres ou exténuée dans mon âme.
Bientôt, je reconnus son pas dans l’escalier. Il s’arrêta sur le palier. Mon cœur cessa de battre. Quelque chose
frôla ma porte. Il y eut un long arrêt … Puis les pas s’éloignèrent et j’entendis sa clef tourner dans la serrure.
*
Je m’éveillai avec l’angoisse qu’il ne fût très tard. Mais des bruits domestiques me rassurèrent. J’étais lasse, il
me semblait que j’avais à cacher une plaie béante.
Quand j’ouvris ma porte, il était là, sur le palier, devant la fenêtre, à m’attendre. Il vint vers moi sans sourire, et
si contracté qu’il ne pouvait parler; c’est sans chaleur qu’il tenait mes mains. Il finit par articuler: «Dis-moi que tu
as dormi, que tu n’as pas eu l’abominable nuit que j’ai passée … Ne restons pas ici, il y a trop de monde; allons
dejéuner dans le petit restaurant que nous connaissons déjà.»
Il se détendit bientôt, et me fut rendu avec toute sa puissance d’amour.
«Allons, fit-il, revoir les lieux où nous étions si heureux hier soir.» Ils n’avaient rien perdu de leur attrait. Nous
nous y promenâmes longtemps. Il me parlait avec gravité.
«Je sens que tu ne pourras pas m’oublier. Moi non plus. Tiens, tu seras dans mon cœur comme cette petite
vierge dans sa niche que nous avons rencontrée sur la route, accrochée à un arbre. Peut-être m’éprendrai-je encore
ailleurs? Toi aussi, ma douce.»
Je me sentais pâle et raidie. Je ne pouvais me départir d’une sensation de catastrophe. Je me souviens très
nettement que je pensais à une vision qui avait frappé mon enfance: sur une chaise longue, une petite fille dont
j’avais entendu dire qu’on allait, le lendemain, lui couper la jambe. Pour m’empêcher de pleurer, je me forçais à
me rappeler les circonstances de la scène, je revoyais jusqu’à la robe de velours noir et les longs bas rouges que je
portais. Il me disait: «Reviens près de moi, ces instants sont encore à nous.» Mais je lui fermais la bouche: je ne
pouvais plus rien supporter de doux: …
190.184 Excerpt from Thomas Cochrane: Pioneer And Missionary Statesman\fn{by Francesca Law French (18711960)} Bruges, West Flanders Province, Belgium (F) 10
Thomas Cochrane\fn{1862-1953, born in 16 Wellington Street, Greenock, Scotland } was not born into affluent circumstances. His father was in a small way of business and supplied boats which sailed in and out of Greenock harbour
with food and any other of the simple necessities of a mariner’s life. His parents, however, were better than rich,
they were honest, upright, industrious and thrifty, and though they might never bequeath wealth to their children,
they left them an inheritance of inestimable value in memories of a home where Christianity was put into daily
practice and nothing unworthy of their Master’s name was counte-nanced.
Needless to say Tom’s was a happy childhood, but when he was only thirteen his father died and a load of
heavy responsibility fell on his young shoulders. There were two children younger than himself and the mother
could see no way of keeping the home together unless it were by carrying on to the best of her ability the business
which her husband had built up. It was a great effort and she could not have done it but for the help of her son.
So far Tom’s schooling had been efficient but now he had to find some means of earning money and that meant
leaving school. He took the best job that offered itself and entered a sugar-broker’s office at a wage of four
shillings and twopence a week. For this remuneration he was required to work from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. and each
evening when he reached home there were further demands awaiting him. His mother still had orders from the
crews who had known her husband, and these had to be delivered on board steamers moored at the wharves, so
Tom had to learn how to carry heavy loads on his head, after dark, over narrow and often slippery gangways. It
was a hard apprenticeship, but the lad came safely through and his character was being formed by the
determination to help his mother in her daily struggle to feed and clothe her children.
It had been a bitter disappointment to be taken from school, and the boy longed still to hold his own in the field
of education with those more fortunate than himself. His father’s plan for him had been the ambition of so many
humble Scottish homes, that he should attend College and enter the ministry, but all that Tom could do about it at
the moment was to use his evening hours in the pursuit of knowledge. His ability for study was shown when, later
on, he had the opportunity of joining a night class for chemistry and he came out top of the fifty scholars of which
the class was formed.
From his earliest years Tom had always been a good boy, but his mother was not satisfied that her son should
be merely obedient, conscientious and industrious. She longed to see him make a definite decision for Christ, and
when Tom was twelve years old, feeling that this was a critical time in his spiritual career, being the age at which
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the child Jesus had sat in the Temple at Jerusalem and astonished the Rabbis by the wisdom of his questions and
of his replies, she appealed to the Minister of the Congregational Church which she attended, and asked for his
help to determine whether Tom was ready to apply for church membership. An interview took place between the
learned theologian and the youthful candidate as a result of which the boy was declared to be not yet fit to receive
the privilege which his mother coveted for him. She was greatly disappointed by her son’s failure, though she
needed not to be anxious, for his was the birthright of an upright moral nature and he already knew the longing for
a personal assurance of salvation though he could not testify to the fact of having received it.
Desirous as he was of being a true Christian, Tom seemed unable to reach the point when he was certain of
having taken that decisive step. This caused him considerable mental anxiety and when the evangelists Moody
and Sankey\fn{Dwight Lyman Moody (1837-1899) American evangelist and Ira David Sankey (1840-1908), American gospel singer }
came to Greenock Tom went to hear them with this load weighing heavily on his mind.
“I had been thinking of the words ‘believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved,’ but what is meant
by ‘believe’? Sankey had just finished singing the hymn Jesus of Nazareth passeth by, and I can still feel the
pathos and thrill of those last lines:
Too late, too late, will be the cry ,
Jesus of Nazareth has passed by.”

Then it was that Moody stepped to the front of the platform and said in his intimate and unconventional way,
“There may be someone here who is repeating the verse ‘believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be
saved’, but is wondering what the word believe means.” He went on to use homely illustrations such as the trust
that a sick man may place in his doctor.
“Believing on Jesus,” he said, “is simply trusting Him to save one’s soul, because He atoned for sin on the
cross of Calvary.”
It was a remarkable experience to the young lad sitting in that packed audience to receive that personal answer
to his spiritual need and there and then his soul was submerged in the peace of God. The next morning as he was
awakening and before memory of the evening’s events came back clearly to him, he felt so happy that he
instinctively asked himself, “Has anyone left me a fortune?” and then he remembered that God had taken away
his sins and that all manner of fear had left his heart.
Full of joy at the good news, he spoke about it, that morning, to his school chum and had the joy of leading his
friend to the Saviour. So began a life which was dedicated to God for the salvation of souls and which never
diverged from this path of service through all the succeeding years.
Gradually his thoughts were directed to the overseas mission field. He read the impassioned words of General
Gordon\fn{Major-General Charles Lord Gordon, CB, aka Chinese Gordon, Gordon Pasha, Gordon of Khartoum (1833-1885) British
army officer and administrator } calling on those who were prepared for the hardest form of Christian service to
consider the Sudan. This was the kind of clarion call to which his heart immediately responded “Here am I, send
me”, and he soon made a move towards offering his services to the London Missionary Society. A serious talk
with one of their experienced missionaries opened another vista before him, for this man knew the value of a
medical training to one who envisaged pioneer work.
Temperamentally Tom Cochrane felt more drawn to what he considered to be the practical aspect of the
missionary calling such as medical work would afford, rather than to the ministerial side which he, in his
inexperience, viewed as the compilation of sermons, so he began to investigate the possibilities of becoming a
medical student. How could an impecunious youth like himself start on this long course of study with any hope of
carrying it to an issue?
“Well, pray about it,” was the advice of the missionary, and pray about it he did. Step by step the way opened
before him.
“How did I do it?” he asked himself in later years when questioned on the subject.
“That I cannot tell you, because I cannot think myself how I managed to accomplish so much on so little
money. All I know is that it was done and that I passed every exam as I met it and came out with my medical
degree taken. It certainly helped that I was one of so many poor students in the medical school at Glasgow and
that we all lived in the cheapest way possible.”
Thomas Cochrane was not one to keep diaries and systematic records of all his doings, and for this reason the
difficulties of his biographer’s task have been greatly increased, but one kind of journal he did not neglect, and
that was a spiritual diary. There was a very secret notebook which he used in order to be quite sure that the
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keenness of his inner life should not be allowed to decline for lack of the kind of discipline that it was his
responsibility to supply. The standard at which he aimed from student days onwards required of him that he spend
the first hour of each day in communion with his God, that he consciously return in spirit to that inner sanctuary a
stated number of times each day, and that under the guidance of God he should seek and find at least one
opportunity, daily, of definitely trying to win a soul for Christ.
From the day of his own conversion, he set out to be a soul-winner, nor did this ambition ever leave him.
Every difficulty of his medical course and every problem of his missionary life became the subject of simple and
intensely sincere petition, always asking that his whole nature be conformed to the likeness of Christ, and that his
human relationships might never deviate from the line of God’s will. So, through these hard years, strength of
character was slowly gained and, unconsciously to himself, the essential training of a worthy and reliable
missionary was brought about.
*
While Thomas Cochrane was allowing his thoughts to hover around the Sudan as a general missionary field,
and Khartoum in particular as the most exacting—and therefore the most attractive—sphere of work that he could
picture, the L.M.S.\fn{London Missionary Society} was looking at Thomas Cochrane and considering where his
particular qualifications, combined with his ambition for a hard field of service, would best find their use and their
fulfilment. He looked at Africa, but their thoughts centred on the inhospitable and unrequiting tracts of arid
Mongolia. Very shortly before he commenced his medical studies at Glasgow, that great missionary to the
Mongols, James Gilmour,\fn{1843-1891} had died and had been buried in Peking. Who was there who could do
anything towards filling the gap caused by his death? Thomas Cochrane was asking for a hard furrow to plough
and James Gilmour was giving him the answer.
“Is the Kingdom a harvest field? Then I thought it reasonable that I should seek to work where the work was
most abundant and the workers fewest.”
In pursuit of that arduous but coveted task Gilmour, having reached Tientsin in 1870, had travelled by slow
cart journey to Peking where, with his face resolutely turned towards Mongolia he celebrated his twenty-seventh
birthday.
Every delay had been irksome to him and when he set out for Kalgan it was with a firm determination to be a
bearer of good news of salvation among the nomad tribes. For the next twenty-one years he had lived for the
accomplishment of this task, walking or riding over tracks which took him up to the border of the Russian
Empire. The spring of 1873 found him wandering among tent-dwellers, humanly speaking one of the loneliest of
God’s missionaries, but the next year brought him a fellow worker in the shape of a wife who came out from the
homeland with a truly pioneer spirit and a determination to share her husband’s hardships. This she did until the
autumn of 1885 when she succumbed to tubercular trouble and died in Peking leaving him with three boys, the
youngest of whom was only thirteen months old. Kind missionary friends relieved Gilmour of the charge of this
small child who did not long outlive his mother, but he was obliged to send the two elder boys home while he
himself again took up that strange homeless, wandering life which was his offering to the Master Who
commissioned him.
In time experience taught Gilmour the advisability of definitely concentrating his energies on one tract of
country in Eastern Mongolia inhabited chiefly by Mongolian cattle-breeders and a few Chinese farmers. In this
territory were many scattered villages and hamlets and even a few towns of which one was the city of Chaoyang
(Facing the Sun),\fn{Chaoyang is now not actually in Mongolia, nor even in Inner Mongolia (now the Innter Mongolian Autonomous
Region) but in Eastern China, in Liaoning Province, about 100 miles from the Gulf of Chili; even in Cochrane’s time, it would certainly
have been a Chinese outpost city at the very least, for the Manchu Empire actively promoted the Sinification of this area, and it is known
that Chinese immigration in this region was very heavy:H } and here this highly individualistic evangelist hired a mud room

which served him as a shelter between the itinerations when as a seller of simple remedies he erected a Gospel
tent at country fairs, speaking to all who came for healing of a bodily ailment, of God’s remedy for sin.
In 1801 a Conference called him back to Peking and while there he developed typhus and in a few days was
dead. This was the unusual man whose death caused so much concern in the talks between responsible secretaries
at the Headquarters of the L.M.S. in London. Could such a man be replaced? Certainly not by anyone who would
attempt to carry on evangelism on the same lines as he himself had done it. There would never be a second James
Gilmour, nor was it desirable that there should be, but among the young men who were offering their services to
the L.M.S. was there anyone, preferably a young medical, who could possibly fit into that setting, combining the
spirit of a pioneer with the equipment of a medical man? God Who is the great I Am\fn{ After Exodus 3:14 in the King
James version: “And God said unto Moses, I Am that I Am: and he said, Thus shalt thou say unto the children of Israel, I Am hath sent me
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unto you.” Elsewhere the underscored is: “I Am Who I Am”, or “I Am What I Am”, or “I Will Be What I Will Be” (so on the Internet,
ESVBible.org} and Who through the ages sends out His messengers as men of their own day and hour, might even

then be commissioning one of His own choice and fitting him with the courage and endurance which were needed
for this task. Then someone said,
“I wonder if young Thomas Cochrane would be the man for the job. His background was among the hardy
Scots and is comparable with that of Gilmour himself. He might possibly prove to be as tough as the other man.
Shall we bear it in mind and when we see him again, sound him on the subject?”
“I thought he was bent on Africa. When we asked him to what country his mind was directed, he spoke of the
Sudan and specially of Khartoum.”
“That is so, but he said also that he coveted the most exacting field that we had to offer. If he meant that
seriously, then he might welcome the thought of Eastern Mongolia, for we have not got a harder job to offer him.”
“Well, we will see how he responds to the suggestion.”
The result of further interviews was that Thomas Cochrane declared himself willing to be sent to the area
where James Gilmour had toiled as a pioneer missionary and had laid down his life. The name of Chaoyang now
became a focal spot in Cochrane’s thought, and he schooled his mind to visualize cold windswept plains rather
than torrid African deserts; mysterious untamed nomads rather than such fierce warriors as had attacked and cut
down Gordon in Khartoum.
Thomas Cochrane did not have to face alone all the initial hardships which he knew he was going to meet, for
in the course of his medical training he met a young woman who was prepared to marry a pioneer missionary and
to share his lot. Grace Hamilton Greenhill was a nurse who appreciated the courage of the young medical student
daunted neither by the difficulties of his present position, nor by the prospect of the hard job facing him.
*
They were marrIed in December 1896 and one month later, in January 1897, they sailed from Southampton for
Shanghai where they were held up because the port of Tientsin was still ice-bound. When the spring thaw came
they took steamer northward but at Tientsin there was still further delay in finding accommodation for
Newchuang where they must hire berths on a Chinese junk which should convey them across the stormy Gulf of
Peichihli, so it was April before they left the conditions of Western life behind them and really launched out on the
Eastern way of travel to which they had still to become accustomed.
The next stage of the journey should only have taken twelve hours but the crossing actually took six days and
it was a period of real hardship. Dr. Cochrane described the junk:
“From stern to stem it would measure about thirty-five feet with an eight-or nine-foot beam. There was a small
cabin to accommodate the crew of three or four seamen and the rest of the deck was divided into compartments
which might be used either for storing cargo or for carrying passengers. When we wished to rest we merely
pushed a plank down the opening of our compartment and slid down it, but this was easier than getting out again
by the same means. Only by helping each other could we manage that. We carried our own bedding which
consisted of a wadded quilt, and the floor on which we lay was covered with a thin layer of straw. The whole
space was so narrow that it was only possible to turn over by mutual consent. We found, moreover, that we were
called on to make our first acquaintance with the vermin which is the inevitable fellow-traveller under such
conditions. Our outlook was over a cheerless coast where, as far as the eye could see, all was desolate mudbanks
and creeks, save that here and there were masts which emerged from the water to mark the places where junks had
sunk, and in one place there were two poles and a cross-bar from which there hung a paper lantern which swayed
in the morning wind.
“During the six days of this miserable journey we were sometimes battened down in our vermin-infested hold
and other times we were taking shelter from the weather up muddy creeks where brigands became our danger. In
time the food gave out and our water supply was exhausted. Moreover we too were exhausted by the necessity of
taking turns to guard against pirates when we were at sea, and against brigands when we were close to shore in
the narrow creeks. If there was any romantic element in my decision to become a medical missionary it vanished
as I gazed disconsolately on the muddy shores of Manchuria and realized that as a foreigner there was no
welcome for me there.”
*
The traveller in inland China must needs become inured to conditions of transit which combine the extreme of
discomfort with great fatigue. Dr. and Mrs. Cochrane left the junk with no feelings of regret but it was only to
exchange the difficulties of primitive boat travel for those of a cart journey.
The next four days were to be spent in a springless cart lurching over the most precipitous roads and through
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dry riverbeds strewn with boulders over which the carts mercilessly bumped their ruthless way, regardless of what
might happen to the luckless passengers whom they carried. The driver who sat on the shafts close to his beasts to
whom he talked intermittently, was a stammerer, and this caused some trouble, for the travellers were naturally
desirous of practising their few words of Chinese on him, but when they did so, between his stammering and their
stuttering, he thought that they were making sport of him and naturally became annoyed with what he considered
their barbarian manners so that when the wheel caught a large stone and he was thrown off his precarious seat into
a mud pit, he emerged in a towering rage declaring loudly that he would not convey these foreign devils any
farther on their way.
Nights supplied a first acquaintanceship with the far-famed Chinese inn. At the end of each stage an innkeeper,
always dressed in an unclean cotton suit, greeted them in a grandiose manner and assured them that the comforts
of his unworthy hostelry were entirely at their disposal. Having delivered himself of this welcoming speech he
threw open with a large gesture the door of a room of such unattractiveness as is unimaginable to those who have
never been placed in such conditions. Floor, walls and roof were fashioned from mud and the bed was simply a
platform, also of mud, which was raised three feet from the floor. The dirt on the ceiling was so thick that it
drooped in swaying festoons, gently wafted by the light breeze which blew from under the rafters. While the
travellers spread their bedding on the kang and stretched their limbs to ease them from the cramped position
which was the only one possible in the cart, the innkeeper was shouting his peremptory orders to the ragged
individual who served him in the capacity of universal factotum and attendant:
“Bring the water and soak the tea for our honoured guests. See to it that the water fully boils, for the tea must
be to their fancy. Blow up the fire and make ready for a meal for these visitors. Let everything be of the best.
Spare no pains. These guests come from a distant land and every honour is due to them.”
The meaning of the strange sounding words was lost on the travellers who were still far from being able to
understand the simplest Chinese talk, but what they could understand was the welcome sight of a kettle of boiling
water to fill their teapot and give them the drink for which they craved. As they were still drinking it the attendant
was back again with a tray on which he carried a couple of pairs of chopsticks and saucers of vinegar, crushed
pimentoes and soya bean sauce. He wiped over the low fang table with a more than doubtful looking piece of
coarse cloth which he carried over one shoulder, and laid the chopsticks and condiments symmetrically on it. On
next appearance he brought two steaming bowls of dough-strings, and a small dish of fried bean curd mixed with
fragments of chopped mutton. The honoured guests from a far country were not impressed with the luxury of the
repast, which seemed out of character with the flourish of the service, but they picked up the chopsticks and
struggled with the slippery dough-strings to the best of their ability.
Such methods of travel and meals like these were to become commonplaces in the lives of these very junior
missionaries, but at the moment everything was still in the nature of an adventure and as such did not lack charm.
*
At the end of four long stages they saw the outline of a castellated city wall form itself on the horizon and their
carter waved his whip and said a word which was already well-known to them.
“Chaoyang” he declared, and that was the name of the town which was their destination and where there was a
small group of Christians who were the fruit of James Gilmour’s proclamation of the good news of Jesus Christ in
that place.
But before they reached the friendly shelter of the house which was to become their home they were met with
a gruesome sight. This was one of the frequent periods of brigandage in the neighbourhood, and the City
Magistrate was dealing severely with any robber bands which his soldiers rounded up and brought to trial. All
around the city gates were tall poles and the top of each was hideously adorned with a decapitated human head.
Flights of crows and buzzards circled overhead, and as the executions were still recent, the bodies of these
wretched men were being torn to pieces by the ravenous dogs which were the scavengers of the town, and picked
over by the birds of prey. Both stench and sight were horrible but the inhabitants of Chaoyang looked callously on
the carnage. Thomas Cochrane was himself accustomed to post-mortem scenes, but he had not thought that his
young wife would be exposed to such sights.
Close by was a pile of city refuse and on it lay the body of a new-born infant. Cochrane had heard of such
things as these taking place in the land to which he had now come but it was a shock to see it for himself and to be
brought to sudden realization of the outlook of these strange people whom he had pictured himself winning to
Christ as he had done with so many of his companions in the homeland. Could he ever acquire such an
understanding as would be needed even to make the Gospel understandable to them? This was indeed an
inhospitable country starved of all the warmth which emanates from even a dim knowledge of the Fatherhood of
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God and the compassion of a Saviour. How could he expect these people ever to afford him or his message any
reception? The land was arid and unproductive and it was to be expected that the nature of its people would be
sterile and unresponsive.
“I stood at the door of our little semi-Chinese bungalow, and romance, if there was any, merged into reality. I
looked over the great plain shut in by encircling hills and I became aware of an enveloping depression as it came
home to me that I was the only medical man in thousands of square miles of bandit-ridden territory and that it
would be as much as my life was worth if I should happen to perform an unsuccessful operation.”
If he had been able to measure the difficulties in all their sordid, gruesome details, would he have had the
courage to face them? In the light of even his present knowledge he thought back over the interviews in the safe
enclosure of the quiet missionary building in the homeland:
“To which portion of the field do you feel yourself specially called, Dr. Cochrane?”
“I only know that I should wish it to be the hardest that you can offer me.”
His own words came back to him and here he was called on to substantiate them in conditions of stark realism.
Yet these sights were such as James Gilmour had spent long years among. That brave man had set the ploughshare
of truth in a ground caked and knotted with the toughest roots of ignorance and superstition. In the end he had still
reaffirmed what he had declared at the beginning:
“Is the Kingdom a harvest field? Then I thought it reasonable that I should seek to work where the work was
most abundant and the workers fewest.”
He had not said “where the harvest was most abundant”, but “where the work was most abundant”. Such
memories could but rekindle the enthusiasms of former days and as Thomas Cochrane renewed his vows of
allegiance he saw himself re-commissioned to carry the knowledge of salvation among the dark places of this
dismal land, and to use the skill of the healer to open clouded minds to some realization of the love of God for all
His creatures. He knew what he had to do and he set himself with a stout heart to carry it into effect.
*
Next morning the doctor took stock of his hospital premises. He found that they consisted of one fair-sized
room which was paved with cracked and broken bricks, and lighted through windows papered with sheets of thin
paper; of a surgery which was quite inadequate for the treatment of any serious case and of so-called wards for
inpatients which consisted of three small and quite unsuitable rooms. Viewed in the unflattering conditions of that
first morning in Chaoyang, these premises spoke to the medical outlook of little else than constant inconvenience.
Dr. Cochrane now, for the first time, came somewhere near realization of the magnitude of the task which lay
before him as the only doctor in a vast area. How could he meet it singlehanded? The surgical equipment and the
stock of drugs which he had brought out with him looked pitifully inadequate as compared with all that had lain to
his hand in an ordinary hospital. Yet even these things had not been easily collected by a man in poor circumstances and ignorant of existing conditions in an unknown land.
“If only I had been given better directions,” he lamented. “Why wasn’t I told? All this would have seemed
marvellous to Gilmour but it is a poor show to a doctor placed as I am.”
The rumour of the doctor’s arrival soon spread in the town and among the villages, and he began to become
acquainted with the conditions of ignorance, superstition and neglect which prevail in lands outside the realm of
Christian influence. Cases of typhus, transmitted by the body vermin which seemed universal, were very
common; smallpox was so prevalent that it was a daily occurrence to find children among the outpatients whose
bodies bore the suppurating scabs of that disease and whose parents made no attempt to prevent them from
spreading the infection. Diphtheria accounted for much of the high rate of infant mortality in the district. Cases of
anthrax and hydrophobia were often brought in from the villages and there were many small babies, little more
than a month old, whose sight was already destroyed by lack of attention at birth. Old fractures and dislocations of
many months or years standing came hoping for relief from pain, and the blind, the maimed, the lame were led or
carried to the doctor with urgent requests that they should be made well. Some fell prostrate on the surgery floor
imploring the doctor to pity their condition, others told him that his reputation would be so greatly enhanced by
their cure that the whole countryside would be talking of it.
“I will spread your renown far and wide so that the number of your patients will be greatly increased, if you
only heal this illness.”
Dr. Cochrane's only assistant was a youth who had been a farmer’s boy, but who very much wanted to become
a doctor. In these terribly difficult conditions the medical missionary, like so many before and since, could only
exert himself to do his best on each occasion and to do it in the Christian spirit, with kindness and with sympathy.
He was often rewarded by the fact that he had relieved pain, restored sight and even saved life, but the gratitude of
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the sick folk meant even more to him.
“Relatives would not infrequently arrive from surrounding villages begging me to go to homes where the
patient was too ill to come to me. After seeing the last of the hundred patients who might have filled my waitingroom that day, a man would arrive and throw himself on the ground with his forehead in the dust before me,
crying out:
“Doctor, save life. My wife must die unless you save her!”
In the village home I would find a woman who had been subjected to treatments of a barbarity such as I cannot
describe. After giving her an anaesthetic I was able to save her life, though that of the child had been sacrificed a
good time before. The family and friends would prostrate themselves before me as they told of their heart-felt
gratitude, but I could only think of the countless villages on that vast plain where numberless women bore
unrelieved suffering such as I had just witnessed. I could but teach all I was able to my young assistant who
applied himself with great zeal to learn from me.”
Thus to walk into a mud house and find a woman lying on a brick platform in utmost agony of body, and with
no possibility of being relieved of her anguish save by death, to be the only one who might succour her in all this
wide territory might well fill the doctor with a sense of despair as he compared the small amount that he was able
to do with all that lay beyond his reach. Some years later, Dr. Cochrane had occasion to walk along Harley Street
and there, as he counted over 200 brass plates in a short distance, scenes of which he had witnessed so many came
to his mind and he wrote:
“I wonder whether, if these things were known by the hundreds of medical men who congregate in one street
in London, there would be any to respond to the claim of utter need, and to accept the burden of responsibility of
a lonely doctor in a far-off land.”
Thomas Cochrane had seen want at close quarters in his own home town, and during the years of his hospital
life the slums of Glasgow spared him nothing in acquiring further knowledge of human degradation, but for sheer
poverty, the degree of penury which can dog a man from his cradle to the grave, he had never dreamt of anything
so relentless, so crushing to the human spirit as that which he saw among the people who were born into the
conditions imposed by this inclement land of Mongolia. He could find no fault in them to which he could attribute
their misery; it was just as they expressed it in their own idiom:
“We are of those who are destined to feed on bitterness.”
In most of the homes where he went to relieve physical suffering, the whole family lived in one room, where
the fire—and this in a sub-arctic climate—heated the mud bed on which the family crowded together by day and
slept side by side at night. Over this one fireplace they cooked their meagre meals and the fuel which fed the stove
was stable manure carefully collected and sparingly used. The food which sustained life was millet porridge or
steamed bread made from coarse dark flour ground from the rough sorghum grain which was actually animal
fodder. Wheaten flour was enjoyed only by the better-off families.
All through the long black winter the only vegetable which so many could afford was an acrid pickle made
from turnip tops in the season when they cost but little. This fermented and rather evil-smelling condiment was
brought up from the depths of a huge vat at each of the two meals of the day, and the family consumed a portion
of it with gratitude that there was something to flavour their insipid and monotonous diet.
Yet it was an uncomplaining people, accepting its lot without a murmur. A large proportion were illiterate and
dependent on word of mouth for any teaching on a religious subject. This opened up another field of effort which
entailed the teaching of Scripture portions printed in Chinese ideographs, to people unused to such mental effort.
The doctor and his wife moved among them all with deeds of love and words of consolation and cheer, but
with hearts brimmed with pity and sorrow. When he found, as not infrequently happened, a man or woman lying
in the kang inhaling the fumes of the opium pipe, he could find no hard words wherewith to reproach the smoker,
and when the addict himself spoke with hatred of the drug which had enslaved him, he could only find words of
encouragement, promising help if the patient would accept treatment. Hardest of all was it to the doctor when the
drug was spoken of as the “foreign smoke”, and he remembered his own nation’s responsibility in pressing the
deadly poison on an ignorant and helpless people. He turned the reproach back on himself as though he bore some
measure of responsibility for his nation’s crime.
When the blizzards swept over and brought sandstorms which blotted out the sun and carried the finest sand of
Mongolian wastes through every crack and crevice of the draughty shacks, the men and women endured the extra
physical misery with stoic impasisivity. Watching these people, and inevitably sharing so much of their life, the
great pity which had been the doctor’s first feeling for them was gradually merged into love, and he called himself
fortunate in being allocated to serve them and relieve some of their sufferings.
'
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*
Beside all other difficulties which arose to baffle the young doctor was that of inadequate language. There
were no facilities at that time for a period of study at a language school, and ever since he arrived at Chaoyang
time for study had been limited to a minimum. He could only blunder along, picking up a new word here, an
idiom there, and mimicking the tone and lilt of each phrase as he heard it said by those around him. He did,
however, learn a good deal regarding simple evangelism from a man who went everywhere with him and to whom
he refers as his Chinese factotum. As has often been the case, the missionary’s limitations supplied the best
opportunity for the native evangelist.
“It was worth a journey with all its hardships to give him an opportunity of spreading the Gospel.”
He was evidently one of those, not infrequently met with among unsophisticated folk, whose native wit seems
to be sharpened by contact with the simple-minded to whom theology makes no appeal. He looked around and
watched men at their daily occupations to find illustrations for carrying home the truth of all that he said, and the
missionary envied him his homely talent:
“I have never before nor since, known a man who had a greater aptitude for making contacts and for saying the
word fitly spoken. When he had an opportunity to speak at length it was deeply interesting and also amusing to
hear him painting word pictures. On a wet day he judged it appropriate to preach about Noah and his own quaint
vision of the patriarch standing in Chinese dress with an oilpaper umbrella shielding him from the rain gave great
vividness to Noah’s urgent appeal to his fellow-men to take advantage of the sole means of safety from the
impending judgment of God on sinning humanity. The crowd listened spellbound to the story which certainly
conveyed a moral and even spiritual meaning presented in a form suited to the hearers’ understanding, for the tale
never came to an end without some clear presentation of the Gospel and the only means of salvation.”
The necessity of the case forced the doctor to make immediate use of every word and every expression that he
could learn, and soon he was beginning to make the easier medical enquiries direct from the patient without the
help of an interpreter, as from day to day he felt more self-confidence on seeing the people answer enquiries without showing any surprise at his jargon.
*
The city of Chaoyang lay only a short distance inside the famous “ten thousand mile (li) wall”,\fn{The li was in
those days usually about a third of an English mile; it has now (2014) been standardized to 1,640 feet:H } which was built to form a
barrier between China and Mongolia.\fn{In fact, the Great Wall of China does begin at the Gulf of Chili, but some 150 miles
south of Chaoyang. The city is not at all within the wall’s protection:H } Outside it were the strange nomad people to whom
Gilmour had devoted his life, but markets, fairs and festivals brought them into the town, eager to barter their
scanty produce for food, such as oats and barley, and for brass and copper kettles which they much coveted.
Lamas and pilgrims were more frequent visitors because the lama temple of Chaoyang was one of the stages
which they must visit on their way to the sacred shrines of Wu-Tai.\fn{ A Buddhist sacred site on Wu-Tai Mountain in
Shansi Province} All the pilgrims came on foot, and many of them prostrated themselves on the ground over the
thousand miles of the pilgrims’ way. Sometimes there was illness at the lamasery and the western doctor would be
asked to attend a sick lama. This placed him in the position of one who must be received as an honoured visitor at
all times, and Dr. Cochrane took advantage of this opening to call sometimes at the dark temple, to sit in the room
of a senior lama, and talk with him of matters which referred to the Kingdom of the one and only God.
At special festivals the Mongols came in crowds to the dim shrines, some on horseback, others riding camels
and many on foot. All of these brought presents to the lamas in return for which they expected the blessing of
fertility among their flocks and herds. They made the round of the Hall of Idols, doing obeisance before the giant
figures of the Buddha surrounded by effigies of his disciples. It was quite common to see both men and women
with foreheads bruised and inflamed from striking them on the floor as they kowtowed. Some had made such
frequent prostrations that their foreheads remained permanently calloused. On one occasion the doctor watched a
youth with a skewer stuck through his flesh and who carried a horse’s saddle strapped to his back. He dragged
himself from shrine to shrine in abject prostrations and always he repeated the words,
“For my mother … for my mother.”
Meanwhile the lamas murmured their ceaseless mantram, “0 mani padme hum”—Thou precious jewel of the
Lotus—to the endless whirl of prayer-wheels. Some tended rows of tiny butter lamps, and others kept the braziers
burning by pouring small quantities of oiled butter on the flame and feeding it with handfuls of grain as offerings
to the unresponsive images. Each time the doctor stepped inside those dark precincts, never open to the glorious
sunshine or to the light of midday, he felt afresh the impact of the powers of darkness; and though he spoke words
of spiritual power there, they seemed to be engulfed into the murky darkness of that almost palpable atmosphere
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of evil.
It was with a great sense of relief that he turned again to the crowded waiting-room where simple-hearted
peasants came for help for their own ills, but not infrequently brought a sick neighbour to be treated. At times
there was even the relief of unconscious humour as when the friend of a blind man who confessed himself
dubious about trusting himself in this “foreign devil’s” hands, encouraged him by saying:
“Don’t be afraid. You are blind anyhow, so he can’t do you much harm!”
The blind man finally elected to risk the treatment and this was proof of considerable confidence because it
was widely believed that the western doctors who, though they came from outer and barbarian lands were able to
perform almost magical cures with their strange instruments, would remove the eyes of patients who trusted them,
and pound them into an emulsion with which they coated the inside of small boxes and used them to take pictures
of things which went on around. It was therefore considered prudent to keep your eyes away from any treatment
and also to fight shy of the picture-boxes which these mysterious foreigners were so fond of carrying about with
them. On this occasion, when the operation was over, the cataract removed and the moment come to loosen the
bandages, the miracle became evident and, beside himself with joy, the patient shouted, “I can see! I can see!”,
wanting the whole countryside to have a share in his joy.
When the “day of rest” came round, and the small Christian community gathered at the place of worship to
sing hymns, to pray and to listen to the preacher’s exhortation, then the Christian missionary’s heart overflowed
with gratitude to see pagan customs and superstitions overcome by the light of the Gospel. Like many missionaries distributed over the dark places of the earth he knew that he had been appointed to an exacting sphere of
work, but one which held such compensations as made it desirable above all others, and he knew that he would
not exchange it for any of the most coveted posts of Christian service.
*
Life in Chaoyang made heavy demands not only on the doctor but also on his wife. In the course of a few
months her eldest son Edgar was born; and later on when the time drew near for her second confinement Eastern
Mongolia was in such a state of disorder that she was moved to a summer resort in Northern China, and there, at
Peitaiho,\fn{Also spelled Beidaihe, in Hebei Province, which is in North China:H } she gave birth to the twin boys, Robert and
Thomas. The whole period had tested the quality of Mrs. Cochrane’s character.
She had married a doctor realizing that a medical man must hold himself in readiness to respond to any
demand made on him by sickness and suffering. She had married a missionary knowing the missionary’s wife in
such a country as Mongolia must be prepared for loneliness, hardship and even danger. She knew what James
Gilmour’s wife had been called on to endure, and that she herself must be ready for any emergency that might
occur. Many years later, her son Dr. Robert Cochrane gave testimony to his mother’s fortitude:
“It was she who, in days of danger and peril—peril through climate, peril through disease, peril from bandits—
shared my father’s life. It was she who, in later years during the intervals when the head of the family was away,
kept the lamp of faith burning bright at the family altar. There was incident after incident which could have ended
in death or worse, but for the good hand of the Lord upon the family.”
The year 1900, however, brought trouble of an exceptional character to the Christian body throughout China,
and more specially in the northern provinces. The international incidents which had led up to the formation of the
Boxer Society and the use which was made of it by the Empress Dowager, is too well-known to need repetition
here. Much that was irritating to a proud people had found its way into print and indicated the determination of
the western powers to parcel out portions of China for their own financial advantage. China was still smarting
from the shame of defeat by Japan and the loss of Formosa.\fn{ Now Taiwan} In retaliation to this further insult,
crude maps of the country were issued and used as propaganda by the Chinese Government against the foreign
powers. In these the Russian Bear was seen squatting in Manchuria and stretching its paws over North China;
while the British Lion was depicted as crouching on the Yangtse valley; and the northern province of Shantung
was encircled by a German sausage.
The Boxer troops at first only drilled after dark, but gradually got bolder until they paraded openly and boasted
of being invulnerable to any of the foreigners’ weapons. In a short time they were recognized as auxiliaries to the
regular troops, and slogans were freely circulated by means of which the populace was told that the widespread
drought which just then threatened the loss of a badly-needed harvest, was due to the magical powers of the blueeyed foreigners:
Their eyes are blue
Hence earth lacks dew.
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Matters quickly became increasingly serious until the words, “Kill the foreigner” began to be freely spoken,
and the officials knew that in showing indulgence to the Boxers they would gain favour with the court at Peking
and its Empress, Tzu-hsi, commonly spoken of as “The Old Buddha”. Fomented by the anti-foreign hatred of this
powerful woman, the Boxer movement took proportions which soon placed the life of every Westerner in North
China in jeopardy, and caused the death of unnumbered Chinese Christians.
The common people were hungry and brigandage was rife, so that executions were a daily occurrence and the
severed heads of criminals made the gates of the towns hideous with their gory exhibits. The small European
household which now consisted of a clerical missionary and his wife, who had joined the Cochrane family, tried,
while avoiding panic, to see the matter in its truest aspect, and each day it looked more threatening. Their Chinese
friends who could guage the peril much better than was possible to a foreigner did not hide their anxiety.
Dr. Cochrane, though he carried on his work regardless of the growing unrest, was quite aware of the rumours
which were being circulated concerning himself and his small hospital, and which attributed the most dastardly
motives to the medical work which he was doing. He ignored it all, and went on his way saving life and relieving
suffering, but in his mind there was forming a strong core of opinion that for the missionary to spend a lifetime in
the exercise of such a personal service as that to which his life was at the moment devoted, was an extravagant
use of his capacities, compared with what he might compass if he could surround himself with Christian students
who would learn from him and then carry out among their own people the knowledge which they had acquired,
for prejudice and superstition would not impede their way as it always must his own. At the moment he was living
in a very backward locality unsuitable to the development of medical knowledge and he himself was still a junior
and inexperienced worker, but one thing he could do, and that was to hand on as far as possible some measure of
his skill to the young man whom he had taken on as an assistant.
Liu-i liked to be trusted with small medical jobs, and he did try to carry out instructions to the best of his
ability. Dr. Cochrane, realizing the possibility of having to leave his post, spared himself no trouble in teaching
him the principles of medicine and of surgery, and showing him how they should be put into practice.
Before long events were to take a turn which made the doctor thankful for what he had been able to do in
connection with this one student, and confirmed his conviction that the main work of the western missionary was
to teach and train national students, so that when his own hour of exodus came, he should be as little missed as it
was possible. Now the hour had suddenly arrived and he faced the possibility of that exodus.
*
It was useless to expect any definite orders from Consul or from missionary headquarters. If any decisive step
were taken it must be a matter of personal responsibility, so there was much talk and long discussion behind the
barred doors and the shuttered windows of the small bungalow. The decision was finally that Mrs. Liddell, Mrs.
Cochrane and the three children must try and reach the railhead and get to the coast. Mr. Liddell should escort
them and if possible return to Chaoyang while Dr. Cochrane stayed at his post and watched events. As everyone
who has been placed in such conditions knows, there is nothing more painful than the necessity of separation and
it was a dark hour for husband and wife when a cart which had been secured with the utmost difficulty was
packed in the dead of night, and left on a dangerous and lonely road, carrying away all that was dearest in life to
the man who was left behind.
From hour to hour reports were brought in which threw fresh light on the situation, for news or sometimes only
terrifying rumours travelled with amazing speed. The situation was rapidly deteriorating and fellow-missionaries
were being seized and taken to yamens where some would be executed as criminals, while others, often in a vain
attempt at escape, were overtaken and murdered by the roadside. The women and children of Chaoyang had not
gone far on their way when Chinese friends came in carrying fresh news which was more alarming than ever, and
which showed that not only the foreigner’s life was in danger but that of the whole Christian community was
threatened.
The talk went on till nightfall and resolved itself into one of those gatherings for prayer in which men come
closer to one another than would be possible in any other circumstances. This prayer brought Dr. Cochrane clear
guidance as to the right course which he should follow, for as he knelt and committed his way to God, he realized
as he had not done before, that his presence on missionary premises constituted the greatest danger for his
Chinese friends. They would not abandon him to find safety for themselves, but if he were no longer there they
would quickly leave the town and shelter among villages where the Boxers possibly might not penetrate, and
where they would be indistinguishable from the crowd. He rose from his knees with the next step made plain to
him, a step he was able to take because of the fact that he was, providentially, at that time the owner of a horse.
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Under cover of darkness and convinced himself, as were also the men with whom he had prayed, that he was
doing the right thing, he rode away alone, pressing ahead by unfrequented ways and hoping to overtake the cart
which held his wife and children.
By the time they reached the railhead they were a re-united party, but the tension on all concerned was terrific
and it is not surprising that in writing a brief account of those doings, Dr. Cochrane jotted down these words:
“I fell ill in 1900 owing to stress and strain and to malarial infection incurred on my way from Chaoyang to the
coast. In consequence at Shanghai I was dangerously ill and delirious, and was invalided home as soon as I was
able to travel.” …
50.25 Excerpt from Le Naïf: “The Duck Hunt”\fn{by Franz Hellens aka Frederic van Ermengem (1883-1972)} Ghent, East
Flanders Province, Belgium (M) 2
… The punt wasn’t put into the coach-house, that winter. It was caught in the ice and held fast, unable to move.
Without the oars, the pit of it was hard to see. The spring freed it, but it was leaking; it had to be refitted and
repainted. Then we found out that the garden bench had suffered too, and needed a new coat of paint.
Although it looked so elegant among its chairs, at the head of the table, nobody ever gave it a glance before
June—and yet the pond in front of it was never so beautifully decked out in rushes, swans and ducks, and the
refitted boat never cut prettier capers when a gay ripple touched it. It took the chance arrival of visitors on a sunny
afternoon; a few turns on the paths and my mother suggested resting, and we all sat down quite naturally under
the elm as if we had been doing that every day. I remember that the bench creaked.
I knew the visitors well but they always made me afraid. The banker and his wife—he fat, she thin and stiff—
came out of another world where all people seemed alike to me, despite differences in size. To look at their
measured gestures, in which you felt no accord whatever with the garden’s movement—the only one I knew well
—it was as if they had never left the stone walls of their houses. The artificial ring of their voices silenced me. I
was as if nailed to the spot.
They never looked at anything. I asked myself if they could see—if the banker, who smoked big cigars and
wearily blew out the smoke, would be able to get up again once he was seated, and if his wife would find her way
back all alone. Their son seemed even more foreign. Where did he come from?
“From his tailor,” my father said, disdainfully.
He was about twenty and a student of engineering—a great mystery, which impressed me, though I failed to
see how such a dandy, whose main fear was of disturbing a crease of his coat, could build ships and bridges.
It was he who talked most of the time. I stood back of the bench, trying hard to make something out of his
words that to me seemed ciphers rather than nice patterns. When he laughed, I shuddered. But no one else laughed
with him, either.
“He’s such a pedant,” my mother said one day.
I didn’t know what the word meant, but I made it my private term of reference to him—who was otherwise
called Jules—in the firm belief that it applied to his hard voice and cold manner, and to the irritating color of his
tie.
We had coffee in the same place. The sun shone fully on the pond. Not one of the three guests had yet turned
an eye in its direction.
I had come closer, to get some cake, but the pedant was looking at me; I could swallow nothing. Then, for the
first time, his voice inclined toward me almost as if it were human, and this softness quickly touched me. I could
suddenly talk to him myself, and I remember that finally it was I who began to ask questions. With the picture of
the dancing punt before my eyes I asked him how you built a ship. He took a piece of white paper from his wallet,
and a pencil which he sharpened with his penknife, and told me to draw a ship and show it to him. It took me just
a few seconds. I proudly surrendered the sketch, and then found that the vessel, which I had drawn in profile, was
much too long. Shame burned my cheeks. But the pedant returned the paper and pencil and said:
“Now, full-faced.”
Instantly I felt his stature increasing.. The grave problem became as weighty as the name of engineer, which I
could not yet give him. I looked at the paper. The pencil died in my fingers. Full-faced? I could see him, the
pedant, Jules, the engineer—but the ship bulged hugely in my head, as if to swell my shame. The engineer fixed
his blue, ironic eyes on me; his round little mouth seemed to whistle. I might have run away, if I could have
learned the secret of this vessel with the diabolic, elusive face without admitting my incompetence. He grabbed
the pencil, nearly wrenching my hand off, and without taking the point off the paper for even a moment he let the
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front view of a steamer rise before me—a majestic silhouette, which promptly swept me out to a stormy sea. I
fled, with the paper and pencil. At each step I heard the engineer’s voice:
“That’s how you build a ship!”
When I was out of sight I started copying the sketch. It was so simple!
My heart was pounding fit to burst; the great face of the ship approached as if to devour me. I drew it several
times with elating ease.
When I came back to the bench the pedant had resumed his lecture. I gazed in awe at his tanned face, blue
eyes, round little mouth. His tie was transfigured. He no longer was the same; Jules had definitely vanished; the
pedant had been replaced by an engineer, and the engineer by a magician. I dreamed of the number of ships I
would build from now on.
My father asked the guests to dinner. I saw my mother blush and then pale, in an embarrassed, apologetic
silence. She had nothing to offer them. It was Sunday; the grocer lived far away; she had not expected them. The
banker’s wife apologized in turn and talked of leaving, without getting up.
“We’ll kill a duck,” said my father. My mother replied:
“You know very well that it’s Bernard’s day off.” We had to catch our duck first.
All eyes turned to the pond. It was pure gold in the sun; its surface glistened, full of live fruit. The gentle swans
were thrashing like white balls among green and white ducks. I ran down to the bank. I felt like drinking the
whole pond. Suddenly I heard a sharp voice, like a whistle-just one word:
“The carbine.” I went back up the hill.
“That’s impossible,” my father said. “We’d need a rifle. But I’m all out of cartridges.”
I knew who had called for the carbine. The blue of his tie cast a cruel reflection. He had resumed his true
name, that of Jules.
“No, no. The carbine will do.”
My father went to get the carbine from the house and came back, loading it. He looked at the pond, aimed the
weapon, then lowered it again. Under the elm a circle of silence seemed to spread from the table over the pond.
The whole garden fell silent—all but the ducks, whose joyous cries played with small waves rippling with
laughter. They dove, and their tails quivered in the air as they strained to reach the bottom with their beaks.
“I can’t,” said my father.
Jules leaped to the front and grabbed the carbine. My mother begged:
“Don’t kill the swans!”
I saw him take aim, and closed my eyes. The shot went past me; it shattered my fear and a kind of triumphant
intoxication made me look at the water. In the sunny cove a struggling blue and green ball spun round itself; a
flock of loose feathers rose and descended. The ducks were in headlong flight. The swans, side by side, necks
high, were swiftly gliding toward open water. My mother hid her face and cried:
“Finish him!”
Jules turned to my father who stood behind him. He reloaded and fired: but the water remained a whirl of
feathers and sun. Horror froze my limbs and my head; my widened eyes took in all the pond and that live ball that
died spinning in its feathers. The pedant’s voice echoed behind me:
“He’s got enough.”
I shuddered, as from the shock of a new discharge. The water grew calm. The blue and green ball stayed
motionless on the surface. I wondered why it did not sink.
A ray of sunlight, from the meadow where the hay was drying, fell across the width of the pond in a straight
line over to us. Jules was in the punt, manipulating the oars. When he came back, with his prey, disgust rose in my
throat. This is how I’ve seen him since: shirtsleeves rolled back on hairy arms, hands covered with blood. I recall
that when he stretched his shoulders a moment I saw his coat-flaps open up.
Once, my father had shot a rabbit—from so close that nothing remained but the skin. At another time Bernard
killed a half-frozen wood-pigeon before my eyes, which had dropped on the snow. But love and the snow erase
everything.
Jules had put the carbine on the table and gone to wash his hands. …
158.10 Plaisir des Météores ou Le Livre des Douze Mois\fn{by Marie Gevers (1883-1975)} nr. d’Anvers (Antwerp),
Antwerp Province, Belgium (F) 2
Les roseaux secs ont déjà pris l’habitude de siffler dans le vent du nord, lorsqu’un beau midi, tout se tait. Les
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roseaux se redressent, hésitants; les feuilles mortes suspendues aux chânes cessent de s’agiter. Qu’y a-t-il, d’où
vient cette détente soudaine? Le vent a gauchi vers l’ouest. Le rniroir des étangs devient mat. Des doigts de
tiédeur tracent une ligne sombre le long de leurs berges méridionales et posent des taches humides là où les
racines rouges des aulnes raient la noirceur des limons. Quelques nuages blancs et légers montent du nord-ouest,
le vent dévie encore, ses ailes s’arrondissent, et soudain, l’horizon déborde de lents nuages chargés d’une neige
maladroite. Pour ne pas fondre dans l’air humide avant d’atteindre le sol encore gelé, des flocons s’agglomèrent et
l’ouest précipite non des cristaux légers, comme ceux que nous offrirait un vent d’est, mais de gros duvets de
poules. Il y en a tant, ils arrivent en telles masses que le Temps-qu’il-fait ne parvient pas à les fondre à mesure; ils
s’entassent, s’amoncellent; bientôt, leur propre froidure surmonte le dégel et leur permet de subsister. On ne sait
plus d’où vient le vent, parce qu’un grand tournoiement s’est emparé de l’espace, on ne sait plus si les nuages
descendent vers nous ou si les arbres, les champs, les maisons du village montent, montent dans la danse des
flacons. Ceux-ci semblent préférer certaines places, comme des branches de chatâigniers, sur lesquelles ils
s’appliquent à se superposer en équilibre, ou comme leg berges, à l’est de l’étang, ou bien le bord d’une gouttière,
ou le pied d’un mur tourné vers l’ouest. Les uns choisissent pour s’y maintenir, une minuscule feuille de lierre,
d’autres, une semence de graminée, près d’un roncier; les plus adroits parviennent à s’installer dans les cheveux
qui ourlent les bonnets de laine des enfants jouant dans la neige … la neige sera bientôt pétrie en boules, dressée
en bonshommes pansus, amassée en mattes et en gâteaux, car la neige d’ouest, docile aux jeux d’enfants, colle et
s’agglomère sous les mains. Vers le soir, au moment où le dernier flacon se pose en équilibre sur la dernière cime
de peuplier, le ciel transparaît, s’ouvre, et si quelque courant froid, rebondissant de l’est, se met à déblayer la nuit,
la neige d’ouest admise par la gelée, durera.
*
On s’attendait à de la neige encore, à cause de ce halo irrisé hier soir, autour de la lune. Et voilà qu’au-dessus
de la banquise de nuages, un souffle du sud a dú passer à angle droit. Le dégel ne montera pas lentement de terre,
comme une buée, il tombera du ciel, tout rond, étonné et naïf, comme un demi-dieu enfant.
Il se pose avec une légèreté d’oiseau sur une branche de sapin appesantie par la neige. La neige choit et la
branche, en se redressant, cause d’autres écroulements. Les gens qui habitent non loin d’une rivière ou d’un étang
bordé de roseaux pourront alors entendre le frémissement des roseaux délivrés du fardeau qui les couchait sur la
berge ou sur la glace.
Le parfum, l’admirable parfum du dégel nous vient de l’air, parce que la terre, sous la neige, ne peut livrer le
sien. Mais la consistance de la neige change, dès que le vent chaud l’effleure. Est-ce le mouvement des branches
et des roseaux qui a donné au vent l’idée de se mêler aux jeux de la neige et dudégel? Le voici, agile et joyeux;
partout où ses pattes de velours se posent, le visage réel des choses reparaît, la féerie blanche s’efface, le rêve de
cristal fuit avec les duvets glacés et les floraisons stériles.
Les taupinières perceront la face encore blanche des pelouses, puis le pied des murs reparaît, du côté
méridional des maisons, découvrant du séneçon déjè dégagé et reconstitué; puis, le milieu des chemins se montre,
là où passent les autos et les chariots … le vent court sur l’arête des toits, et aussitôt la couverture de neige glisse
et engorge les gouttières. Le vent du dégel est d’une agilité inouïe: parfois, posé au sammet d’un grand arbre, il se
laisse glisser du haut en bas, par le bout des branches, en entraînant d’un coup toute la neige; puis il galope sur la
face supérieure d’un bois, cette face que lui seul petit reconnaître et parcourir. La pluie ellemême est impuissante
à se maintenir sur cette étrange piste hérissée et vallonnée. Le jour du dégel, appelée par le vent, elle tentera
l’aventure. Mais, tout de suite, elle tombera dans les intervalles, s’accrochera aux branches et degoulinera
jusqu’au tapis des feuilles mortes.
*
Le dégel a conduit ma cousine Élise au mariage.
Les jeunes filles des grands ports de mer épousent souvent des étrangers. Une circonstance fortuite amàne vers
elles quelque marin, courtier ou marchand. Elles se marient, partent, et, dans les contrées surprenantes où les
mènent leurs époux, elles savent s’adapter à tout.
Même Élise, ce petit être lustré, doux, familier, timide comme une tourterelle apprivoisée; blottie auprès de ses
parents, vite effarouchée, déployant une activité silencieuse à l’ombre de la maison, dans un ménage encombré
d’enfants … Les dames amies blâmaient sa mère: «Si Amélie n’oblige pas Élise à sortir, à voir un peu de monde,
cette enfant ne se mariera pas!» Bah … pour Élise, la circonstance fortuite fut un dégel soudain. Elle s’est mariée
à vingt ans, avec un grand diable d’Irlandais, capitaine de navire.
Comment une jeune fille douce, réservée, timide, sortant peu, a-t-elle fait la connaissance de cet Irlandais?
C’etait pendant ce gros hiver 1928-1929. Nous habitions la campagne … une maison dans un jardin, avec un
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étang vaseux pas très profond, mais plein d’anguilles. Aussitôt la glace prise, cousins et cousines munis de patins,
affluèrent. Leurs ébats faisaient se sauver vers les bords les anguilles effrayées. Elles s’y glissaient entre glace et
vase, et, pendant la nuit, la gelée les incorporait à cette glace sans cesse épaissie. On ne redoutait point de tout ce
drame, car la neige, balayée de la patinoire, encombrait les bords et interceptait la vue.
Survient une ondée chaude et soudaine, le vent se met au sud, et les enfants s’en vont patauger sur la glace
fondante. Bientôt, ils m’appellent à grands cris. Ils ant decouvert une centaine de belles anguilles gelées.
«Vite, vite, les dégager; puis les préparer pendant qu’elles sont encore fraîches … » Rien n’est meilleur que la
soupe a l’anguille, onctueuse de beurre, parfumée aux racines de persil.
Des voisins, munis de hachettes, accouraient, les éclats de glace volaient et l’on retirait une à une les anguilles
frigorifiées.
Sur ces entrefaites, arrive Élise, munie de ses patins … Élle avait cru pouvoir patiner encore sur la glace
fondante … «Je pensais, dit-elle, qu’il ne dégelait pas si fort … qu’il n’avait pas plu tant que cela … »
Elle restait là, debout, s’amusant à voir retirer les anguilles toutes raides, que l’on allongeait sur un lit de glace
concassée … vertes, avec leur ventre jaune et blanc.
«En veux-tu, Élise? En veux-tu? nous les emballerons bien, tu les porteras à ta meère … Une douzaine, des
plus belles. De quai faire une fameuse soupe. Mais prépare-les ce soir même, tu entends? Ne pas remettre à
demain …
Je m’en garderai bien. Papa adore les anguilles, je vais les emporter tout de suite. Le temps de les nettoyer, et
de les faire tremper dans l’eau salée pour qu’elles perdent leur goôt de vase … »
Voyez-vous cette Élise? Quelle bonne ménagère! Qui l’eût dit, en voyant ce petit visage rose et pur, ces yeux
rêveurs, ces cheveux lustrés sous sa toque en loutre de lapin.
Voilà les anguilles bien enrobées dans de nombreux journaux, afin que la glu ne perce pas, ne tache pas le
manteau de laine marron clair. Élise, munie de son gros paquet, s’en retourne vers la ville. D’abord un bout à
pied; puis elle prendra le tramway; le trajet durera une demiheure, elle descendra au coin de la rue où elle habite.
À quai pense notre jeune fille, assise dans le véhicule qui part, s’arrête, prend quelques voyageurs ou les
dêpose sur la chaussée boueuse? Sans doute rêvasse-t-elle … Elle ne pense certainement pas à ses anguilles
qu’elle serre distraitement contre elle. Elle ne voit pas non plus en face d’elle un monsieur qui la regarde et la
trouve bien jolie …
Mais qu’arrive-t-il? Quelque chose coule sur ses genoux, s’y agile: un animal gluant et rampant … un serpent
… Hélas! … une anguille mal gelée, mal morte et réchauffée à la douce chaleur des bras d’Élise, s’est glissée hors
de ses emballages.
Élise, la discrète, Élise la réservée, pousse un cri peréant et jette loin d’elle l’affreux paquet plein de choses
maintenant grouillantes et vivantes … La ficelle glisse, les journaux se défont, et voilà le plancher du tramway
plein d’anguilles qui se tortillent …
Les cinq ou six voyageurs s’esclaffent, le receveur rit aussi, puis déclare qu’il faut ramasser cela tout de suite
… Il aiderait volontiers une si gentille demoiselle … mais … son service … voilà des gens qui montent, d’autres
qui descendent.
Alors, un monsieur s’est levé. Ilatant bien que mal ramassé les anguilles, il les réintroduit dans le paquet
entr’ouvert … Heureusement, elles sont encore un peu engourdies … Il roule les journaux, il tend le paquet à
Élise … mais celle-ci a un tel mouvement d’horreur qu’il se met à rire et dit, en soulevant son chapeau, et avec un
fort accent anglais: «Je me charge du paquet, et je vais vous reconduire chez vous, c’est moâ qui pôterai vos petits
serpents … »
Élise l’a remercié gentiment, elle l’a fait entrer pour qu’il puisse laver ses mains gluantes … Le monsieur
s’excuse, se présente: «Je souis un tel … capitaine en second de tel steamer … » On l’a retenu pour manger de la
soupe a l’anguille …
Dehors le dégel continuait à bruire, à pleuvoir et à rire dans les gouttières.
50.37 Cure Through Asprin\fn{by Gerard Walschap (1898-1989)} Londerzzeol-St. Jozef, Brabant Province, Belgium
(M) 7
From my youth on I suffered from pain in the throat, two or three times a year for a period of two or three
weeks. During the intervals I felt either a remainder of the last pain lingering on, or the next one coming. If by
chance I didn’t feel anything at all, one had only to call my name from behind, to make me turn my head by
surprise. Then, the collar of my coat would hit under my chin against a tumor that hurt me, a tonsil. But how little
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did I know about tonsils at that time!
I sat near the stove by the window, sick, wrapped in a heavy shawl, very thin, very bleak—and the eyes I had
then! If I was given a penny, I opened them wide and let them lighten with rage. Every uncle, aunt, cousin or
niece I had was willing to spend that cent to see them, for such eyes, they said, they had never seen. I myself often
looked at them in the mirror when I was alone. I held out till I had to give in, for they made me uneasy. Restlessly
I sought something that would absorb me so completely as to forget them. Now I see in the mirror that they are
quenched and veiled. Their glance is soft. I ask them: what ails you, what hurts you? Everything.
At that time I didn’t dare to swallow or to gargle, and yet I had to eat. Eating was like rubbing raw flesh with
emery-paper. Add to that a headache, a raging fever and that feeling of a sick animal that steals away and curls up.
However, I suffered all that gladly, even bravely, because I could remain silent for two weeks, could read, dream
and be alone with myself. Also for the sake of the greater amount of affection that was only then shown to me, to
a degree to which I thought myself entitled when I was well.
Later on I got rid of that pain in the throat. I had to drink cod-liver oil, I felt like a skunk. I breathed cod-liver
oil. Every time one of my chums came too close and backed up in disgust, I laughed, but with pain. In school I
belched from cod-liver oil, disgusting and sour. I could not smell anything else; everything I ate tasted like it. I
thought that people smelt me coming from afar and I made presents of everything I had to my pals around me in
class, because they endured my stink. Thus I hoped to prevent them from crying out (a danger I feared every
minute):
“He stinks!”
*
And now the throat-ache has come back. Has my body already passed its peak—does it go back to the feeble
state of its childhood, to demolition, to decay? Do I already have to pay for a life that consisted in burning the
candle at both ends? Am I aged before my time? Mon Mulder died in his thirty-second year; according to the
doctor, he was as worn out as a man of ninety. Or do I still call throat-ache, out of pure habit, something very
different, the soft and dreadful tumor of cancer. Who cares?
I have no more time to be sick. I can scarcely keep Mary and the three children alive by working constantly to
the point of becoming neurasthenic.\fn{ A term that was first used at least as early as 1829 to label a mechanical weakness of the
actual nerves, rather than the more metaphorical "nerves" referred to by George Miller Beard later:W } I never get neurasthenia,\fn
{A condition that is characterized especially by physical and mental exhaustion usually with accompanying symptoms (as headaches,
insomnia, and irritability), is believed to result from psychological factors (as depression or emotional stress or conflict), and is sometimes
considered similar to or identical with chronic fatigue syndrome:W } but it nearly gets me: I keep it at arm’s length, by racing

up and down in my room every five minutes, by splashing in lots of cold water and by eating “rationally.” I and
reason! I damned myself to this kind of petty life by the Lord’s decision, the Lord who gives and takes. The
greatest hero breaks down under it; I don’t.
As soon as that well known feeling arises, I am ready with the unsurpassable aspirin tablets.\fn{ Aspirin has been
around since 1893 when it was first synthesized by Felix Hoffman, a German chemist, in response to the urging of his father, who took a
naturally-occurring but bitter-tasting and mildly corrosive acid for his rheumatism. It remains the first-choice drug for fever, mild to
moderate pain, and inflammation due to arthritis or injury .} I take two of them, and Mary’s fear that I will he unable to do

anything at all for two weeks subsides. A hundred times I have given her the assurance that no throat-ache in the
world will prevent me from working. She knows for certain that my will-power is something inhumanly cruel, but
anxiety about daily bread is never still: the typical fear of the poor, a sentiment of merciless constraint.
Some time ago I came too late. A faint dizziness when I awoke didn’t seem enough to justify two aspirins. I
had asked for an audience with So-and-So, whose help I needed. For three days I had been angry with myself for
ordering myself: You’ll go. At noon I shivered with fever like a dog, but I didn’t think about aspirin any more. I
had to face my own resolution to leave, so I only made fun of myself. Mary wanted to rest and talk for a while
after lunch. I still had fifteen minutes left. I couldn’t sit down. Turning my back to her I stood up and tramped up
and down and couldn’t remain silent.
“I will go and look up that scholarly and mighty man, Mary,” I said “and say to him: ‘Sir, help me.’ He will pat
me on the shoulder, offer me a cigar and an armchair. ‘It is really a joy to be able to treat a poor man well for
once.’ He will sit down in the seat of his might and splendor and he will encourage me to formulate my wishes
openly and frankly.
“Mary, I will master my passions. I will drive out my pride. I will think of you and the children and I will make
a modest and sympathetic impression. I will not think: you damned dumbbell, you climber, you snail, you
pretentious, filthy intriguer, I would rather dissolve into snuff than to ask you for anything. No, Mary, I will bear
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in mind that all power derives from God, who knows how to make use of the most modest tools. Truly beloved,
only one danger menaces me. There are no thoughts in that powerful head but I could imagine myself that he
thinks: ‘There he sits, that haughty man, who stubbornly follows his own desperate way. How small he is, in
reality, when worrying about earthly goods. There sits the hero, and he trembles for a loaf of bread.’
“Mary, what is going to happen then, to me or to him? Let us put aside these somber premonitions and let us
together, rising reverently, humble ourselves in the spirit and repeat the prayer that this very day I will say to him.
Stand behind me, Mary, and repeat slowly with me: ‘Sir, I have only brains. Sir, I have only brains, and modesty
compels me to say that they aren’t worth very much. You, Sir, you have only power, and modesty compels me to
say that it comes from God and is great. If all that were true, I could starve as I deserve, for I am fed up with it all,
for I suffer from the throat since birth. Eating and drinking are painful, and now breathing is almost unbearable.’ I
choke! Mary, I choke! ‘But I have a wife and children—tremolo—but I have a wife and children—tremolissi-mo
—and for them, Sir. ….’”
I did not suspect that Mary had been weeping in silence. From experience she knows that these monologues
relieve and calm me, and therefore she listens patiently to the most terrible things. She considers them, it seems,
as an outlet for my nervousness and does not attribute to them any more importance than to the babble of a dead
drunk. But this time she literally threw herself upon me, sobbing. She didn’t want me to go any longer. She had
always felt that way, but she had concealed her feelings, because I seemed to feel otherwise, for I had been so
quiet and calm. Now she understood how I suffered. My pride made her love me more. Her husband ought to be
like that, and so on, and so forth. I could scarcely get away. But even after I had succeeded in closing the door, I
opened it again and said:
“‘Sir,’ I will say, ‘give me bread for five people, and for four of them some Bologna sausage too.’”
Through her tears, Mary laughed, but a little too high-pitched and too shrill. Of course, nothing more had been
said about the aspirin.
*
At six o’clock I was back home. Mary asked me casually how things had gone. Fine. No other question, so as
not to force me to ruminate. I was her hero, and so on, and so forth. All those hours she had been thinking about
me. Something noble had made her stand up proudly and full of courage. And, indeed, she looked heroic.
But when I did not want her to kiss me, when I felt it again—the pain—she all of a sudden went to pieces:
there again was that fear typical of the poor. She began to run around nervously. First she brought me aspirins,
then “bleu de Mytilene.”\fn{Merthylene blue, a chemical compound with a number of pharmaceutical applications, and used to treat
among other ailments plaque psoriasis, AIDS-related Kaposi’s sarcoma, and West Nile virus, and to inactivate staphylococcus aureus, HIV1, Duck hepatitis B, adenovirus vectors, and hepatitis C. } The third time she stormed into the room to tell me to go to bed

immediately: water was already boiling for a warm grog.
Her fears increased constantly. The fourth time she rushed in with a bottle—a gift from friends—a special
medicine which was sure to cure within the hour. The fifth time she had not been able to find or to invent anything
more. Very agitated she stood before me, asking helplessly with great, anxious eyes:
“What are we going to do now?”
Calm and decided I rose. She had only to wait till supper. I would take a couple of aspirins and sit down in the
bedroom in an armchair. After an hour and a half I would be fit. I would eat with them, take our usual stroll and
go back to work, with the bottle of gin. Tomorrow everything would be forgotten.
This manly language revived her. I was her tough and brave darling. While I was going upstairs with the
aspirin, she kept the three children away from me. They know that I play with them when I am not working.
*
I took four aspirins, sat down, stood up again and savagely took two more. Very soon I felt pleasant. The street
and the house were quiet. I floated between consciousness and sleep, nice memories came to me. I was showing
the whole series of drawings which I had made when a young man, before I was condemned to publicity drawing.
Many people stood around me full of admiration. I talked to them about my art. All of a sudden I was able to tell
in clear, plain words how much I enjoyed it, how the drawing lived inside me and how I felt myself blessed.
I struck a distinguished attitude. I explained how every line was in my hand and such gracefulness in my wrist
that once I had kissed it. Later on I was at home and everybody was there, even those who had passed away. My
children played quietly with a footstool. My mother smiled, saying that once more we were all together.
I smoked my pipe and saw clearly before me the work I had still to do. I was happy and quiet. But I thought,
father who sits there is dead, and I am sitting in my bedroom just to get a little rest. But this seemed unimportant.
I got my father to tell a story of his youth which I had always heard with great pleasure when I was young. The
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seven of us sat with our feet on the stove. Now I started to arrange my work for the future, while father’s story
went on cosily.
Later on I was at the house of my youngest child, the three-year-old Elsie. She was a splendid woman, had two
beautiful children. She was tall and wore a white knitted woolen dress. Suddenly she turned to me and said:
“I am happy.”
Tears welled in my eyes. I wanted to tell her that this was everything I had expected, all I had always lived for.
But happiness paralyzed me. I couldn’t utter a word and I felt a pain right through my heart.
*
I was awake, but could not cry or move. My eyes darkened. Twice more, at short intervals, I felt that pain in
the heart; I knew that this was the end.
In our family we all die that way. We get a little feverish, we feel tired, we smile and our heart gives in. We die
in a friendly way, allergic to display. My aunt asked for a drink, tried to sit upright, said “thank you” before she
drank, leaned back, smiled and died.
My uncle sat with a little fever behind the stove. In mid-winter, a neighbor brought him a handful of splendid
apples. One of them rolled down from the table. My uncle picked it up, put his hand to his heart, whispered,
smiled and died.
My father’s big, good hands were at his sides on the edge of the bed. He turned them up with the palms open,
so that mother and I each took one of them, as if he had offered them. Twice he acted as if he felt a nice taste on
his lips, and died.
Downstairs I heard Mary and the children. A horrible fear seized me. A couple of seconds later I wanted to
stand up and couldn’t. I thought: knock on the floor—but I didn’t do it. I remained lying down. I saw the anxious
eyes of Mary when she got the bills for my funeral. She could not pay them and didn’t dare to tell anybody.
All this can only have lasted one moment, probably not longer than the crisis itself. Later on I was waiting
calmly till the last cramp would come and kill me.
*
Death cannot come closer than that. In a train, for instance, or in a car, when an accident happens, instincts
work in a very different way. In one lightning stroke the human animal is conscious of its health and understands
its chances in that short, brutal game of unleashed violence. To suffocate by gas is banal. One faints immediately,
one scarcely realizes the beginning of the fainting and one does not feel that one is dying.
Other more intriguing touches of death are even softer than what I describe here. For instance, late at night in
the park one is held up by a heavily built scoundrel. With a revolver in his hand he demands your money or your
life. Everything turns over in you, you are tempted to take a chance, you give him the money and you say:
“But now kill me, here where I point.”
He looks around, incited by a demonic lust, trying to find out if he can get away safely. At that moment death
is fairly close. He tells you to do it yourself
“Give me your gun,” you say.
“You damned fool,” he replies, “then I lose my gun.”
Or another instance: when I you go to bed you find a newspaper at the bottom of the stairs, you take it up ten
steps and casually you read that a scholar expects the earth to be struck any minute by such a tremendous meteor
that its mere approach will bum us to the bone, will make the seas boil and reduce the continents to a liquid state.
You grin. You throw the newspaper over the stair-rail. You fall asleep without more ado and later you awake
trembling and perspiring with a panic, animal fear. Even then death is not so close.
*
But now death was in me. The point of its stiletto was on my heart. It accomplished its task by the same
necessity as my organs do theirs. It was impossible for me to prevent its striking, as it would be impossible to
prevent my liver from purifying my blood. I need only wait one more moment. Now I began to become conscious
of my condition.
Downstairs: Mary and the children; and up here I was dying. Later on Mary would have the oldest child call
me for supper. The lad would not succeed in awakening me, he would go downstairs to say that I was sound
asleep and Mary would answer: Then let father rest. After an hour she would put the smallest of our children to
bed. She would turn on the lights and find me dead.
Could I do such a thing to her? Should I not knock on the floor, so that she would tear up the stairs. But then
what? What could I tell her, even if I should be able to speak:
“Mary, I let you down and I do not see any solution for you.”
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In fact, I felt only one urge, to say “Mary, I thank you,” and close my eyes for ever. But now from everywhere
I heard loud laughter and I saw in rapid succession three or four heads bursting out laughing and screaming, as
films sometimes interpret the reactions of the public to one of Chaplin’s\fn{ Sir Charles Spencer Chaplain, KBE (18891977) English actor} gags.
“I thank you, Mary, for table and bed and the children. Everything tasted fine and now I am leaving you. Without insurance, without pension, without fortune. But it’s your problem. Goodbye.”
I was confused by this travesty of a deep and solemn gratitude, but I had not enough strength of mind to refute
it. Weak and sick I confessed that I wanted to call Mary only in order not to have to die like a dog. It would only
lengthen her sufferings, and I gave up the idea. Thinking of what she would have to suffer from this night on did
not trouble me any more.
For the first time I saw myself as I was in reality. Maybe myself alone, maybe everybody. Well, I said to
myself, could you die without saying adieu, don’t you feel the need to see your three children once more? My
indignation confused me and I didn’t dare to come out with the truth at once.
But soon a cruel sincerity prevailed. Hypocrisy fled as death came closer. I realized that I always had been
solitary, in a solitude so absolute that no words or images could piece it. I had never liked anybody, I had never
believed in anything. With astonishment I looked into myself. As a child I had been “educated,” but a hidden
voice told me that all that was nonsense.
Yet I noticed that other children believed in it, loved their parents, suffered anguish when they died, prayed
faithfully, valued courage, self-sacrifice, respect and good breeding, and tried to attain them. I knew I couldn’t do
anything against that and I said to myself: Well, it has to be that way, it is probably all right, only I alone am bad. I
put this harness on but I never carried it with conviction. My teachers gave me also other ideas, “higher ideas.”
The first time I heard them I didn’t even take them in earnest. I remember that they looked to me like texts to be
learned for the examination, and to be forgotten ever after. I considered them as conventions like those required
by etiquette, which tell one to put up a front and appear to be something different from one’s own nature. Often I
had the feeling that all this didn’t concern me.
I wondered if I alone was intelligent. Sometimes, burning with passion, I threw a nasty word into the
conversation and looked everybody in the whites of their eyes. But the only thing I noticed was annoyance and I
withdrew with the bitter suspicion of my evilness.
*
All the time I saw clearly that everybody around me took these things in painful earnest, and I put on that yoke
too. Even those things which are supposed to be innate, the natural feelings, I did not have and I had to simulate
them. I have expressed sorrow, joy and love, as I saw others do, or as I heard or read that they did. Always,
always.
Once my wife’s life was in danger. The doctor sent me with a prescription to the pharmacist. Halfway, on the
sidewalk, all of a sudden my blood curdled at the idea that I could lose her. I screamed with happiness and I
groaned aloud:
“I love, I love.”
Two years later my son Eric broke his arm. He was wearing a blue and white sweater. When we took it off with
the utmost care, we didn’t yet know that splinters of the bone had gone through the skin. One splinter caught in
the blue wool and my child cried out as a wolf must cry when his paw cracks in the wolf-trap. That cry went
through my marrow. I felt all the pain the child felt. Sobbing, I kissed him. I was unspeakably happy. My loneliness was over. Twice in a life-time.
How I snickered when poets called themselves lonely because their neighbors did not like the sunset as much
as they. Or intellectuals because they could not talk to everybody about their hobbies. Or colonials, because they
had to live among colored people. I have lived among humans and am not human, at least if humans are what they
pretend to be.
From time to time I was overcome by the deadly fear that, although people didn’t know it, I was insane. For
months I wore myself out in a desperate inquiry about the state of my mind. I mistrusted my introspection and I
submitted my intellect to logics which, according to normal persons, are the criterion of sound thinking. I
examined ideas and theories with exacting system. I analyzed the writings of “great minds” and I found out that
my intuition had guided me very accurately from my youth on.
*
Thus I became haughty, inhumanly hard, ironical, cynical, sarcastic. Since childhood, I was timid and hopelessly bashful because of my feeling of moral inferiority, and now I became stranger and still more inexplicable to
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those who discovered underneath this modesty an immense pretension.
When I am drunk I rave about my brains. My ideas, I claim, begin only where yours end. After two more
drinks I stand up, white with anger. I bang my fist on the table and pretend that I will not admit any longer that I
alone am not a man. All of you are hypocrites in what you do, and idiots in what you think. I alone, I all alone,
against all of you, I am a man.
Then I move freely and with a manly air. I address myself in a friendly way to the women I used to fear,
imagining that they will be at my beck and call. But when the fit, is over, I see fearful eyes looking at me
inquiringly and I am more lonely than ever before.
Then I get drunk alone and weep. I have to play with little children, then reality does not exist any more …
This loneliness could have been the end for me. On one of these many days, when I had had enough of lying
and pretending, I could have shot myself like a dog. Without faith in what is written in books, in what believers
teach, in what people recognize as valuable or use in the valuation of all things, I should have fallen a victim to
my own cowardice. I should have believed myself a monster and consequently I should have destroyed myself,
but something else has prevented me from achieving that fate, from going down every day a little deeper into my
loneliness and into the uselessness of everything: a fanatic desire for justice. The injustice in this world has kept
me awake, has made me jump through sheer rage out of my bed, the bed in which I should otherwise have
preferred to die.
Injustice, done to me or to others, man or beast, has tortured me, has embittered me. It made me rage and fight
desperately, mercilessly. I “owe” my continued existence to the dirt, for it kept altruism burning in me although it
increased my contempt for that dirty pack, which with all its noble motives I never believed in, which was more
cowardly and vulgar than I, a monster, dared to imagine. I fought them all like a Don Quixote.\fn{ The idealistic hero
of a novel of the same name by Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra (1547-1616), which he completed in 1615 .} Now all that has come to
an end.
I smiled. At the ultimate moment I had wanted to simulate, for I had read and I was told that one has to die
decently, expressing the desire to see one’s wife and children one last time and say adieu. Now I realized that it
left me indifferent. They would grieve and be in need.
It didn’t touch me. I was going to the dogs. So what?
*
The two older children had silently sneaked up the stairs. At the door of the bedroom they forgot about being
quiet, so that mother would not hear them. They had a dispute over who was going to open the door. They fell
down fighting on the carpet and all of a sudden they tumbled into the room, pulling each other’s hair and still
pushing each other around.
They saw me lying on the couch and, timidly, they came closer. I had the impression that they felt the presence
of death but suddenly they shouted loudly in both my ears to frighten me out of my sleep.
I let them have their fun. It proved exactly how lonely I was, dying, just as I had lived. When they noticed that
I did not move they began to quarrel over me in whispers. They reproached each other for not having left me in
peace. They told each other they should leave me alone, but neither one wanted to go first and they left me,
menacing each other:
“Just wait, boy, till we are on the staircase.”
Scarcely was the door closed than I heard them again rolling on the floor. The one that was down probably was
hitting the door with his heels, then Mary must have noticed their absence and told them to come downstairs.
*
My head becomes hollow and clear. Everything echoes in it, like steps in the night. Every image is surrounded
by the hard light of an icy moonlight. The postman carries around my death notice. The mail-boxes make a little
noise.
One by one I see my enemies open the obituary letter. They are numerous. I am proud of it. I did everything to
have it that way. Some among them have never seen me, but they constantly had the feeling that I saw through
them and despised them. I am very proud about them. The first one is upset and suddenly he is very much pleased.
He hated me in secret and feared me. Out of pure joy he rings the bell in the afternoon, in order to be, if possible,
the first one to call and be chivalrous. I see Mary standing in front of him, I hear his voice tremble:
“Differences of opinion, temper, you know … But he always esteemed me very highly. Yes, Madam, you
would not believe it, but he was even close to my heart.”
My head became so clear that I attained a kind of ubiquity. I see them all at once in their homes and apartments, opening the letter and becoming pale. One of them imagines that he has a share in my death, on account of
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an incident between us once, that made me sick. He combats this thought and piously recognizes the Lord’s ways:
Although we never can scrutinize God’s intentions, it is clear to him that my sudden death is the only solution. He
knows that my dead lips have sealed some secrets, and he thanks the Lord who arranged everything for the best.
He prays for my soul.
Another one grieves immediately. He gets in touch with his friends and he deplores my death in a sad voice
and with sighs. He throws some earth on my coffin. He turns around, a feeling of safety comes over him, and he is
no longer ashamed.
see them coming out of their houses for the funeral: the choir of those rejoicing. A heavy, mellow and unctuous
voice speaks at my open grave. It’s the voice of the sacristan of a village in the Kempen. I used to go there once a
year, always on the same date. I had a glass of beer in his café, opposite the church and he used to offer me a
pinch of snuff.
I see how the rejoicing listen, and wrath overcomes me. I cannot leave my enemies, I want to destroy them. I
am panting. To die decently, one has to forgive. I have been decent long enough. Dying, I want to be myself. I
want to get this riff-raff. away from my coffin. I want to spoil the fun of their simulating, but what happens to me
is exactly what happened to Mary when she brought the bottles and the pills: when I have thought everything
over, I feel powerless. Then in cold blood, I resolve to put their names on a piece of paper and to write underneath
that they have killed me.
Why, do you think, I didn’t do it? You who praised “the noble sides of my character,” you who would have
accused my volcanic temper for having played this last joke on you? I didn’t do it for this reason only, that
nobody would have believed it. Nobody would have believed me capable of doing such a thing in my sound mind.
For they are noble throughout, they have scrutinized human character and they know that to overstep certain
boundaries is abnormal. Those rejoicing would have come to my grave with even lighter gait and they would have
stood around all the more noble and forgiving.
I understood what I have always refused to understand: my powerlessness. I did not live, I underwent life. I
didn’t act, others, men and things, made me act. I carried around my duplicity like a damned coward and I didn’t
know that it was impossible for me to be myself. If I had broken my chains when a child, I should have been
locked up with the abnormals from birth. Had I done it later, the consensus would have been that all of a sudden I
had become schizophrenic. Now I write it down in black and white. They will call it literature. My enemies who
take this seriously will declare that I am a poor lunatic. The others will defend me and stick to the theory that it is
just literature. So that is literature then! It has been impossible for me to be taken seriously. The creature I was had
no right to exist. Therefore it does not exist for you.
All right, I said between my teeth, all right. It was not a poetical desire for death on the part of a very healthy
poet, but a passion lewd and turbulent as for a woman. I pushed my breast against the point of a dagger poised
against my heart. Push on, you damned poseur!
*
I sat upright and looked around the room in amazement. How long had I been waiting now? Did I have to die?
I asked myself if such a violent desire for death would not be an increased desire to live and, behold, I began
really to think about my work. And again that childish illusion of old: to be able to get through my work for a
living so fast that I could find time for my art. Again it seemed to me that I had spent more time on dreams than
on work. And that on publicity drawing! I firmly believed again in a rational working plan, which would allow me
to devote hall of my time to my art. I said aloud:
“My art.”
It was as if I kissed somebody in ecstasy. Even Mary does not believe that I will ever be able to produce a
work of art again. I will grow old and die, slaving for a living, if I don’t die now.
Slowly I am overcome by an anxiety, a feeling of cold in the stomach. It creeps up to the lungs, I breathe with
difficulty. Death comes slowly, then, and will strangle me, I see “Bad Eye” before me, a teacher at our college: I
never met a meaner, more brainless person in my life. He looks at me out of the comer of his swollen eye and he
uses a red match to fidget at a great black tooth. He does not speak but he looks at me so nastily and so
provokingly that I understand him.
“Your art!” he says. “Learn your Greek lessons, do your mathematics homework. You’ve been in my class for
years now and I’ve got your number. Your works of art will be nothing but lies. Paint pictures the way we people
like and in which we recognize ourselves as we are. This cannot be your art. You have confessed it yourself, you
aren’t like the rest of us, you are of another breed.”
I feel he is right. He grins as he did the time he made fun of me in front of the whole class till I went green in
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the face. He puts a finger in his nose, he digs up his great red handkerchief full of snuff that always nauseated me
so, he sniffs, expectorates and goes on teaching:
“We humans …”
He is right. I dreamed cowardly and hypocritically of a conventional art, the art that would express my own
self would not be an art. Maybe the arts also have art, but what is that to us!
*
At that moment I jumped up. I was quite certain that such a violent gesture would kill me. I would be dizzy, I
would fall down and have a broad smile so that everybody could see how glad I had been that everything was
over.
But I was not dizzy and on the contrary I began to walk up and down the room with energy. It was the
challenge of one who has nothing to lose any more. My gait was juvenile, gay and forceful. I counted on my
fingers to make out where I stood now. The index: devotion to my wife, children and friends. The index down.
The middle finger up: devotion to my enemies. The middle down. The ring finger up: devotion to my work. The
little finger: something for the little finger, perhaps? Down, the little finger. I talked loud and like a speaker
addressing a mass meeting: Now we will proceed with the physical exercises.
I started violent gymnastic movements. My gestures were supple and forceful. It gave me a singular pleasure.
The kids hadn’t closed the door very well. The smallest one opened it, pushed her head inside and said peek-aboo. With me all she did was play peek-a-boo. I did the same. Come here, little one. I grabbed her and went on
with my exercises, burdened with her weight, but well determined to hold her above my body if I fainted so that
she may fall on me and not get hurt.
When Mary came up to call us for supper, I had my pants and shirt on and I was as red-faced and excited as the
child. She laughed about my long nap. I ate as usual, hurriedly, a great deal and gluttonously, without a word.
Mary’s fear was gone, her love was great. Then I locked myself up with a bottle of gin and I worked with ease and
gusto.
*
But the next day I awoke. I felt with terror that I had to live on.
Without love, without faith, without enemies, without art. And look at me.
I live on and I tell you: that isn’t all. No, I am young and strong and every day I laugh! A belly laugh, careless,
jovial and indestructible. Laughter attracts me. When I hear laughing I join in. Laughing, I look the laughers
straight in the eye and then we become serious for a moment and then there is something we understand about
each other.
Of course, I am human.
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149.23 Excerpt from Memoirs Of Hadrian\fn{by Marguerite Yourcenar aka Marguerite de Crayencour (1903-1987)}
Brussels, Belgium (F) 20
… The summer following my meeting with Osroës was passed in Asia Minor: I made a stop in Bithynia\fn{ A
Roman province bordering the Black Sea on the north, the Bosphorous and the Sea of Marmara on the West, and the Roman provinces of
Mysia, Phrygia, Galatia and Paphlagonia in what is now northwestern Asia Minor } in order to supervise in person the annual
felling in the State forests there. At Nicomedia, that lustrous and learned city, I stayed with the procurator of the
province, Cneius Pompeius Proculus, who lived in the ancient palace of Bithynia’s last king, Nicomedes,\fn
{Reigned 94-74BC} where voluptuous memories of the young Julius Caesar\fn{ 100-44BC} abound. Breezes from the
Propontis fanned those cool, shaded rooms. Proculus was a man of taste; he arranged some readings for my
pleasure. Some visiting sophists and small groups of students and poetry-lovers met together in the gardens beside
a spring consecrated to Pan. From time to time a servant filled a great jar of porous clay in the cooling waters; the
most limpid verses seemed halting compared to that pure stream.\fn{ The ostensible author is Hadrian I (76-138AD)
Emperor of Rome (from 138)}
One late afternoon we were reading an abstruse work of Lycophron,\fn{ A Hellenistic poet who flourished in Alexandria
in the time of Ptolemy Philadelphus (285-247BC ) whom I enjoy for his daring juxtaposition of sounds, figures and
allusions, a complex system of echoes and reflections. A little apart from the others a young boy was listening,
half attentive, half in dream, to those difficult strophes; I thought at once of some shepherd, deep in the woods,
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vaguely aware of a strange bird’s cry. He had brought neither tablet nor style. Seated on the edge of the water’s
basin he trailed a hand idly over the fair, placid surface. His father, I learned, had held a small post in the
administration of the vast imperial domains; left young to a grandfather’s care the boy had been sent to study in
Nicomedia, and to reside there with a former guest of his parents, a shipowner and builder of the town who
seemed rich to that modest family.
I kept him on after the others had gone. He had read little, and knew almost nothing of the world; though
childishly trusting, he was also disposed to reflection. I had seen Claudiopolis, his native city, so I led him to
speak of his home on the edge of the great pine forests which furnish masts for our ships; of the hilltop temple of
Atys, whose strident music he loved; of the superb horses of his country and its strange gods. His voice was low,
and his Greek had the accent of Asia.
Suddenly aware of my attention, or of my gaze, perhaps, he grew confused, flushed, and fell back into one of
those stubborn silences to which I was soon to become accustomed. An intimacy gradually developed. He
accompanied me thereafter in all my voyages, and the fabulous years began.
Antinous\fn{111-130AD} was Greek; I traced the story of this ancient but little known family back to the time of
the first Arcadian settlers along the shores of the Propontis. But Asia had produced its effect upon that rude blood,
like the drop of honey which clouds and perfumes a pure wine. I could detect in him mystic superstitions like
those of a disciple of Apollonius, and the religious adoration, as well, of an Oriental subject for his monarch. His
presence was extraordinarily silent: he followed me like some animal, or a familiar spirit. He had the infinite
capacity of a young dog for play and for swift repose, and the same fierceness and trust. This graceful hound, avid
both for caresses and commands, took his post at my feet.
I admired his almost haughty indifference for all that was not his delight or his cult; it served him in place of
disinterestedness and scruple, and of all virtues painfully acquired. I marveled at his gentleness, which had aspects
of hardness, too, and the sombre devotion to which he gave his whole being. And yet this submission was not
blind; those lids so often lowered in acquiescence or in dream were not always so; the most attentive eyes in the
world would sometimes look me straight in the face, and I felt myself judged.
But I was judged as is a god by his adorer: my harshness and sudden suspicions (for I had them later on) were
patiently and gravely accepted. I have been absolute master but once in my life, and over but one being.
If I have said nothing yet of a beauty so apparent it is not merely because of the reticence of a man too
completely conquered. But the faces which we try so desperately to recall escape us; it is only for a moment. … I
see a head bending under its dark mass of hair, eyes which seemed slanting, so long were the lids, a young face
broadly formed, as if for repose. This tender body varied all the time, like a plant, and some of its alterations were
those of growth. The boy changed; he grew tall. A week of indolence sufficed to soften him completely; a single
afternoon at the hunt made the young athlete firm again, and fleet; an hour’s sun turned him from jasmine to the
color of honey. The boyish limbs lengthened out; the face lost its delicate childish round and hollowed slightly
under the high cheekbones; the full chest of the young runner took on the smooth, gleaming curves of a
Bacchante’s breast; the brooding lips bespoke a bitter, sad satiety. In truth this visage changed as if I had moulded
it night and day.
When I think back on these years I seem to return to the Age of Gold. Trouble was no more: past efforts were
repaid by an ease which was almost divine. Travel was play, a pleasure well known, controlled, and skilfully
planned. Work, though incessant, was only a form of delight. My life, where everything came late, power and
happiness, too, now acquired the splendor of high noon, the luminous glow of siesta time when everything, the
objects of the room and the figure lying beside one, bathes in golden shade. Passion satisfied has its innocence,
almost as fragile as any other: the remainder of human beauty was relegated to the rank of mere spectacle, and
ceased to be game for my pursuit. This adventure, though begun like any other, served to enrich but also to
simplify my life: the future was matter for slight concern; I ceased to question the oracles; the stars were no
longer anything more than admirable patterns upon the vault of heaven. Never before had I noted with such
delight the glimmer of dawn on the distant islands, the coolness of caves sacred to nymphs and haunted by birds
of passage, the low flight of quail at dusk.
I re-read the poets; some seemed better to me than before, but most of them worse. I wrote verses myself
which appeared less inadequate than usual.
There was the ocean of trees, the forests of cork-oak and pine in Bithynia; the hunting lodge with latticed
galleries where the boy again idly at ease in his native land scattered at random his arrows, dagger, and belt of
gold to tussle with the dogs on the leather divan. The plains had stored up the long summer’s heat, and haze rose
from the meadows along the Sangarius where herds of wild horses ran. At break of day we would go down to the
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river to bathe, brushing tall grass in our path still wet with dew, while above us hung the thin crescent moon
which is Bithynia’s emblem. This country received every privilege and even added my name to its own.
*
Winter overtook us at Sinope; there, in almost Scythian cold, I officially inaugurated the work of enlarging the
port, already begun at my order by the navy’s men. On our way to Byzantium, outside each village the local
officials had enormous fires built up for my guards to warm themselves. We crossed the Bosphorus in full beauty
of storm and snow. Then came long rides in the Thracian Forest, with stinging wind swelling the folds of our
cloaks; the steady beat of rain on the leaves and the tent top; the halt at the workers’ camp where Hadrianopolis
was to be built; the ovations there from veterans of Dacian wars; the soft, wet earth out of which walls and towers
soon would rise. In spring an inspection of the Danube garrisons took me back to Sarmizegethusa, which today is
no more than a prosperous village; a bracelet of King Decebalus\fn{ The last king of Dacia (ruled 87-106)} now graced
the wrist of the young Bithynian.
The return to Greece was made from the north: I lingered in the valley of Tempe, all splashed as it is with
streams; then on to blond Euboea, and Attica’s wine-rose hills. Athens was but touched in passing; at Eleusis, for
my initiation into the Mysteries, I passed three days and three nights mingled with the pilgrims attending the
autumn feast; the only precaution taken for me was to forbid the men to wear their daggers.
I took Antinous to his ancestral Arcadia: its forests were still as impenetrable as in the days of those wolf
hunters of old. Sometimes, with a crack of the whip, a horseman would startle a viper; on stony heights the sun
burned hot as in summer; against the boulders the lad slept, head bowed low and his hair lightly blown by the
breeze, almost a daylight Endymion. A hare which my young hunter had tamed with great effort was caught and
torn by the hounds; that was the sole woe of shadowless days. The people of Mantinea uncovered some traces of
kinship with that family of Bithynian colonists, hitherto unknown; the city, where the boy was later to have his
temples, was enriched by me and adorned. Its immemorial sanctuary of Neptune, though in ruins, was so
venerable that all entrance whatsoever had been forbidden: mysteries more ancient than mankind itself were
perpetuated behind those never-opening doors. I built a new temple, far more vast than the old and wholly
enclosing the ancient edifice, which will lie hereafter within like the stone at the heart of a fruit. On the road not
far from Mantinea I restored the tomb where Epaminondas,\fn{ 418-362BC, Theban general)} slain in the heat of battle,
is laid to rest with the young companion struck down at his side; a column whereon a poem is inscribed was
erected by my order to commemorate a time when everything, viewed at a distance, seems to have been noble,
and simple too, whether tenderness, glory, or death.
In the Isthmus the Games were celebrated with a splendor unparalleled since ancient times; my hope, in
reviving these Hellenic festivals, was to make Greece a living unity once more. We were drawn by the hunt to the
valley of the Helicon, then in its last bronzed red of autumn; at the spring of Narcissus we paused, near the
Sanctuary of Love; there we offered a trophy, the pelt of a young she-bear fixed by nails of gold to the temple
wall, to Eros, that god who is wisest of all.
The ship lent me by Erastos, the merchant of Ephesus, to sail the Archipelago, idled at anchor in Phaleron Bay;
I had come back to Athens like a man coming home. I ventured to add to the beauty of this city, trying to perfect
what was already admirable. For the first time Athens was growing again, taking on new life after long decline. I
doubled the city in extent: along the Ilissus I planned a new Athens, the city of Hadrian joined to the city of
Theseus. Everything had to be rearranged, or constructed anew. Six centuries earlier the great temple consecrated
to the Olympian Zeus had been left abandoned almost as soon as the structure was started. My workmen took up
the task and Athens again felt the joy of activity such as she had not known since the days of Pericles. I was
completing what one of the Seleucids had aspired in vain to finish, and was making amends in kind for the
depredations of our Sulla. To inspect the work I went daily in and out of a labyrinth of machines and intricate
pulleys, of half-dressed columns and marble blocks haphazardly piled, gleaming white against the blue sky. There
was something of the excitement of the naval shipyards; a mighty vessel had been salvaged and was being fitted
out for the future.
In the evenings the art of building gave way to that of music, which is architecture, too, though invisible. I am
somewhat practised in all the arts, but music is the only one to which I have steadily kept and in which I profess
to some skill. At Rome I had to dissemble this taste, but could indulge it with discretion in Athens. The musicians
used to gather in a court where a cypress grew, near a statue of Hermes. There were only six or seven of them, an
orchestra of reeds and lyres; to these we sometimes added a professional with a cithara. My instrument was
chiefly the long flute. We played ancient tunes, some almost forgotten, and newer works as well, composed for
me. I liked the hard vigor of the Dorian airs, but certainly had no aversion to voluptuous or passionate melodies,
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or to the poignant, subtly broken rhythms which sober, fearful folk reject as intoxicating for the senses and the
soul. Across the strings I could see the profile of my young companion, gravely absorbed in his part in the group,
his fingers moving with care along the taut cords.
That perfect winter was rich in friendly intercourse: the opulent Atticus, whose bank was financing my
constructions (though not without profit therefrom) invited me to his gardens in Kephissia where he lived
surrounded by a court of lecturers and writers then in fashion; his son, young Herod,\fn{ Herodes Atticus (101-177)} a
subtle wit, proved indispensable at my Athenian suppers. He had certainly lost the timidity which once left him
speechless before me, on the occasion of his embassy to the Sarmatian frontiers on behalf of the youth of Athens
to congratulate me on my accession; but his growing vanity now seemed to me no more than mildly ridiculous.
Herod’s rival in eloquence, and in wealth, was the rhetorician Polemo, glory of Laodicea,\fn{ 90-144} who beguiled
me by his Oriental style, shimmering and full as the gold-bearing waves of Pactolus;\fn{ The Pactolus River near the
Aegean coast of Turkey} this clever craftsman in words lived as he discoursed, with splendor.
But the most precious of all these encounters was with Arrian of Nicomedia,\fn{ 92-175} the best of my friends.
Younger than I by some twelve years, he had already begun that outstanding political and military career in which
he continues to distinguish himself and to serve the State. His experience in government, his knowledge of
hunting, horses, and dogs, and of all bodily exercise, raised him infinitely above the mere word-mongers of the
time. In his youth he had been prey to one of those strange passions of the soul without which, perhaps, there can
be no true wisdom, nor true greatness: two years of his life had been passed at Nicopolis in Epirus in the cold,
bare room where Epictetus\fn{55-135} lay dying; he had set himself the task of gathering and transcribing, word
for word, the last sayings of that aged and ailing philosopher.
That period of enthusiasm had left its mark upon him; from it he retained certain admirable moral disciplines,
and a kind of grave simplicity. In secret he practised austerities which no one even suspected. But his long
apprenticeship to Stoic duty had not hardened him into self-righteousness; he was too intelligent not to realize that
the heights of virtue, like those of love, owe their special value to their very rarity, to their quality of unique
achievement and sublime excess. Now he was striving to model himself upon the calm good sense and perfect
honesty of Xenophon.\fn{430-354BC, Athenian historian and soldier} He was writing the history of his country, Bithynia; I had placed this province, so long ill-governed by proconsuls, under my personal jurisdiction; Arrian advised
me in my plans for reform. This assiduous reader of Socratic dialogue treated my young favorite with tender
deference, for he knew full well the long accumulated tradition of heroism, devotion, and even wisdom, with
which Greece has ennobled love between friends. These two Bithynians spoke the soft speech of Ionia, where
word endings are almost Homeric in form. I later persuaded Arrian to employ this dialect in his writings.
At that period Athens had its philosopher of the frugal life: in a cabin of the Village of Colonus, Demonax\fn
{70-170, Cynic philosopher, born on Cyprus} was leading an exemplary but merry existence. He was no Socrates, for he
lacked both subtlety and intensity, but I relished his waggish good humor. Another of these goodhearted friends
was the actor Arstomenes, a spirited performer of ancient Attic comedy. I used to call him my Greek partridge;
short, fat, happy as a child (or a bird), he was better informed than anyone else on religious rituals, poetry, and
cookery of former days. He was long a source of amusement and instruction to me. At about that time Antinous
chose as his tutor the philosopher Chabrias, a Platonist with leanings toward Orphic teachings, and the most
innocent of men; he developed a kind of watchdog fidelity to the boy which was later transferred to me. Eleven
years of court life have not changed him; he is still the same honest, pious creature, chastely absorbed in his
dreams, blind to all intrigue and deaf to rumor. He annoys me at times, but I shall part with him only at my death.
My relations with the Stoic philosopher Euphrates\fn{ 35-118} were of shorter duration. He had retired to
Athens after brilliant successes at Rome. I engaged him as my reader, but the suffering which he had long endured
from a liver abscess, and the resulting weakness, convinced him that his life no longer offered him anything worth
the living. He asked my permission to quit my service by suicide.
I have never been opposed to voluntary departure from life, and had considered it as a possible end in my hour
of crisis before Trajan’s death. The problem of suicide which has obsessed me since seemed then of easy solution.
Euphrates received the authorization which he sought; I had it carried to him by my young Bithynian, perhaps
because it would have pleased me myself to receive from the hands of such a messenger this final response. The
philosopher came to the palace that same evening for a conversation which differed in no respect from all
preceding visits; he killed himself the next day.
We talked over the incident several times; the boy remained sombre for some days thereafter. This ardent
young creature held death in horror; I had not observed that he already gave it much thought. For my part I could
ill conceive that anyone would willingly leave a world which seemed to me so fair, or fail to exhaust to the end,
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despite all its evils, its utmost possibility of thought and of contact, and even of seeing. I have indeed changed
since that time.
*
The years merge: my memory forms but a single fresco whereon are crowded the events and travels of several
seasons. The luxuriously fitted bark of the merchant Erastos turned its prow first toward the Orient, then to the
south and only at last toward Italy, which was fast becoming for me the Occident. We twice touched Rhodes;
Delos, blinding white, was visited on an April morning, and later on under full moon of the summer solstice;
storms on the coast of Epirus allowed me to prolong a stay in Dodona. In Sicily we delayed a few days to explore
the mystery of Syracusan springs, Arethusa and Cyane, fair nymphs of the blue water. There I thought again of
Licinus Sura,\fn{Lucius Licinius Sura, Roman Senator from Tarraco and close friend of the Emperor Trajan, Consul in 93 (or perhaps
97), 102 and 107} the statesman devoting his scant leisure to study of the marvels of hydraulics. They had told me
much of the curious colors of dawn on the Ionian Sea, when beheld from the heights of Aetna.
I decided to make the ascent of the mountain; we passed from the region of vines to the beds of lava, and on to
the snow. The agile youth fairly ran on those steep slopes; the scientists who went with me rode up on muleback.
At the summit a shelter had been built for us to await the dawn. It came: an immense rainbow arched from
horizon to horizon; on the icy crest strange fires blazed; earth and sea spread out to view as far as Africa, within
sight, and Greece, which we merely guessed at. That was truly an Olympian height in my life. All was there, the
golden fringe of cloud, the eagles, and the cupbearer of immortality. Halcyon seasons, solstice of my days. …
Far from embellishing my former happiness, I must struggle against too weak a portrayal; even now the
recollection overpowers me. More sincere than most men, I can freely admit the secret causes of this felicity: that
calm so propitious for work and for discipline of the mind seems to me one of the richest results of love. And it
puzzles me that these joys, so precarious at best, and so rarely perfect in the course of human life, however we
may have sought or received them, should be regarded with such mistrust by the so-called wise, who denounce
the danger of habit and excess in sensuous delight, instead of fearing its absence or its loss; in tyrannizing over
their senses they pass time which would be better occupied in putting their souls to rights, or embellishing them.
At that period I paid as constant attention to the greater securing of my happiness, to enjoying and judging it,
too, as I had always done for the smallest details of my acts; and what is the act of love, itself, if not a moment of
passionate attention on the part of the body? Every bliss achieved is a masterpiece; the slightest error turns it
awry, and it alters with one touch of doubt; any heaviness detracts from its charm, the least stupidity renders it
dull. My own felicity was in no way responsible for those of my imprudences which shattered it later on; in so far
as I have acted in harmony with it I have been wise. I think still that someone wiser than I might well have
remained happy till his death.
*
It was some time later, in Phrygia, on the borderlands where Greece melts into Asia, that I formed the clearest
and most complete idea of the nature of this happiness.
We were camping in a wild and desert place, on the site of the tomb of Alcibiades, who died there a victim of
machinations of the Satraps. His grave had been neglected for several centuries; I ordered a statue of Parian
marble for the effigy of that man so beloved by Greece. I also arranged for commemorative rites to be celebrated
annually there. The neighboring villagers joined with the members of my escort for the first of these ceremonies;
a young bull was sacrificed, and part of its flesh put aside for the night’s feast. A horse race was improvised upon
the plain, and dances likewise.
The Bithynian took part with a kind of fiery grace, and later that evening beside the last fire he sang. The
upraised head showed the curve of the fine, strong throat.
I like to measure myself alongside the dead; that night I compared my life with the life of that great artist in
pleasure, no longer young, who fell pierced by arrows on this spot, defended to the end by a beloved companion
and wept over by an Athenian courtesan. My young years made no pretension to the prestige of Alcibiades’ youth,
but my versatility equalled or surpassed his own. I had tasted as many delights, and reflected more, and had done
far more work; I knew, like him, the strange felicity of being loved.
Alcibiades had seduced everyone and everything, even History herself; and nevertheless he left behind him
mounds of Athenian dead, abandoned in the quarries of Syracuse, his own country on the verge of collapse, and
the gods of the crossroads drunkenly mutilated by his hands.
I had governed a world infinitely larger than that of his time, and had kept peace therein; I had rigged it like a
fair ship made ready for a voyage which might last for centuries; I had striven my utmost to encourage in man the
sense of the divine, but without at the same time sacrificing to it what is essentially human.
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My bliss was my reward.
*
There was Rome still. But I was no longer obliged to feel my way there, to reassure and to please. The
achievements of my administration were not to be denied; the gates of the temple of Janus, open in time of war,
remained closed; my plans were bearing fruit: the prosperity of the provinces flowed back upon the capital.
I no longer refused the title which they had proposed to me at the time of my accession, Father of the Country.
Plotina was no more. On a previous sojourn in the City I had seen her for the last time, this woman with the
tired smile whom official nomenclature named my mother, and who was so much more, my sole friend among
women. This time there was only her funeral urn, placed in the chamber below Trajan’s Column. I attended in
person the ceremonies for her apotheosis, and contrary to imperial custom wore mourning for nine days’ time.
But death made little change in an intimacy which for years had dispensed with mere presence; the empress
remained for me what she always had been, a mind and a spirit with which mine had united.
Some of the great works of construction were nearing completion: the Colosseum, restored and cleansed of
reminders of Nero which still haunted its site, was no longer adorned with the image of that emperor, but with a
colossal statue of the Sun, Helios the King, in allusion to my family name of Aelius.
They were putting the last touches to the Temple of Venus and Rome, erected likewise on the site of the
scandalous Golden House, where Nero\fn{Emperor 54-68} had grossly displayed a luxury ill acquired. Roma, Amor:
the divinity of the Eternal City was now for the first time identified with the Mother of Love, inspirer of every joy.
It was a basic concept in my life. The Roman power was thus taking on that cosmic and sacred character, that
pacific, protective form which I aspired to give it. At times it occurred to me to identify the late empress with that
wise Venus, my heavenly counsellor.
More and more the different gods seemed to me merged mysteriously in one Whole, emanations infinitely
varied, but all equally manifesting the same force; their contradictions were only expressions of an underlying
accord. The construction of a temple for All Gods, a Pantheon, seemed increasingly desirable to me. I had chosen
a site on the ruins of the ancient public baths given by Agrippa, Augustus’ son-in-law, to the people of Rome.
Nothing remained of the old structure except a porch and a marble plaque bearing his dedication to the Roman
citizens; this inscription was carefully replaced, just as before, on the front of the new temple. It mattered little to
me to have my name recorded on this monument, which was the product of my very thought. On the contrary, it
pleased me that a text of more than a century ago should link this new edifice to the beginning of our empire, to
that reign which Augustus had brought to peaceful conclusion. Even in my innovations I liked to feel that I was,
above all, a continuator.
Farther back, beyond Trajan and Nerva, now become officially my father and my grandfather, I looked for
example even to those twelve Caesars so mistreated by Suetonius; the clearsightedness of Tiberius, without his
harshness; the learning of Claudius, without his weakness; Nero’s taste for the arts, but stripped of all foolish
vanity; the kindness of Titus, stopping short of his sentimentality; Vespasian’s thrift, but not his absurd
miserliness. These princes had played their part in human affairs; it devolved upon me to choose hereafter from
among their acts what should be continued, consolidating the best things, correcting the worst, until the day when
other men, either more or less qualified than I, but charged with equal responsibility, would undertake to review
my acts likewise.
The dedication of the Temple of Venus and Rome was a kind of triumph, celebrated by chariot races, public
spectacles, and distribution of spices and perfumes. The twenty-four elephants which had transported the
enormous blocks of building stone, reducing thereby the forced labor of slaves, figured in the procession, great
living monoliths themselves. The date chosen for this festival was the anniversary of Rome’s birth, the eighth day
following the Ides of April in the eight hundred and eighty-second year after the founding of the City. Never had a
Roman spring been so overwhelmingly sweet and so blue.
On the same day, with graver solemnity, as if muted, a dedicatory ceremony took place inside the Pantheon. I
myself had revised its architectural plans, drawn with too little daring by Apollodorus: utilizing the arts of Greece
only as ornamentation, like an added luxury, I had gone back for the basic form of the structure to the primitive,
fabled times of Rome and to the round temples of ancient Etruria. My intention had been that this sanctuary of All
Gods should reproduce the likeness of the terrestrial globe and of the stellar sphere, that globe wherein are
enclosed the seeds of eternal fire, and that hollow sphere containing all. Such was also the form of our ancestors’
huts where the smoke of man’s earliest hearths escaped through an orifice at the top.
The cupola, constructed of hard but lightweight volcanic stone, which seemed still to share in the upward
movement of flames, revealed the sky through a great hole at the center showing alternately dark and blue. This
31

temple, both open and mysteriously enclosed, was conceived as a solar quadrant. The hours would make their
round on that caissoned ceiling, so carefully polished by Greek artisans; the disk of daylight would rest suspended
there like a shield of gold; rain would form its clear pool on the pavement below; prayers would rise like smoke
toward that void where we place the gods.
This solemnity was for me one of those moments when all things converge. Standing beside me in that well of
daylight was my entire administrative staff; these men were the materials which composed my destiny, by then
already more than half completed and in its maturity. I could discern the austere vigor of Marcius Turbo, faithful
servitor of the State; the frowning dignity of Servianus, whose grumblings, whispered ever lower, no longer
reached my ears; the regal elegance of Lucius Ceionius; and slightly to one side, in that luminous shade which is
best for divine apparitions, the dreamy visage of the young Greek in whom I had embodied my Fortune. My wife,
present there also, had just received the title of empress.
For a long time, already, I had been more inclined toward the fables of loves and quarrels of the gods than to
the clumsy commentaries of philosophers upon the nature of divinity; I was willing to be the terrestrial image of
Jupiter, who is the more god in that he is also man, who supports the world, incarnating justice and giving order to
the universe, but who is at the same time the lover of Ganymedes and Europas, the negligent husband of a bitter
Juno. Disposed that day to see everything without shadow, in fancy I likened the empress to that goddess in whose
honor, during a recent visit to Argos, I had consecrated a golden peacock adorned with precious stones.
I could have freed myself by divorce from this unloved woman; had I been a private citizen I should not have
hesitated to do so. But she troubled me very little, and nothing in her conduct justified so public an insult. As a
young wife, she had taken offence at my ways, but only in much the same manner as her uncle had been irked by
my debts. She was now confronted with manifestations of a passion which promised to endure, but she seemed
not to notice them.
Like many a woman little sensitive to love she poorly divined its power; such ignorance precluded the possibilities of benevolence and jealousy alike. She took umbrage only if her titles or her security were threatened, and
such was not the case.
Nothing was left of that youthful charm which had briefly attracted me to her in former days; this Spanish
woman grown prematurely old was grave and hard. I owed it to her natural coldness that she never took a lover,
and was pleased that she wore her matronly veils with dignity; they were almost the veils of a widow. I rather
liked to have the profile of an empress on the Roman coins, with an inscription on the reverse, sometimes to
Matronly Virtue, sometimes to Tranquillity. Often now I thought of that symbolical marriage which takes place on
the night of the Eleusinian festivities between the high priestess and the hierophant, and which is neither union
nor contact, but is a rite, and is sacred as such.
*
From the top of a terrace on the night following these celebrations I watched Rome ablaze. These festive
bonfires were surely as brilliant as the disastrous conflagrations lighted by Nero; they were almost as terrifying,
too. Rome the crucible, but also the furnace, the boiling metal, the hammer, and the anvil as well, visible proof of
the changes and repetitions of history, one place in the world where man will have most passionately lived. The
great fire of Troy from which a fugitive had escaped, taking with him his aged father, his young son, and his
household gods, had passed down to us that night in this flaming festival.
I thought also, with something like awe, of conflagrations to come. These millions of lives past, present, and
future, these structures newly arisen from ancient edifices and followed themselves by structures yet to be born,
seemed to me to succeed each other in time like waves; by chance it was at my feet that night that this great surf
swept to shore.
I say nothing of those moments of rapture when the sacred cloth, the imperial purple, which I so seldom
consented to wear, was thrown over the shoulders of the youth who was fast becoming for me my Genius; it
pleased me, certainly, to place that rich red against the pale gold of a body, but I wanted above all to compel my
Fortune and my Bliss, those uncertain, intangible entities, to assume this visible, earthly form, to acquire the
warmth and reassuring weight of flesh.
The solid walls of the Palatine Palace, which I occupied so little, but which I had just rebuilt, seemed to sway
like a ship at sea; the curtains drawn back to admit the night air were like those of a cabin aft, and the cries of the
crowd were the sound of wind in the sails. The massive reef in the distance, perceptible in the dark, that gigantic
base of my tomb newly begun on the banks of the Tiber, suggested to me no regret, no terror, no vain meditation
upon the brevity of life.
*
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Little by little the light changed. For two years and more the very passage of time had been marked in the
progress of a young life perfecting itself, growing radiant, and mounting to its zenith: the grave voice accustoming
itself to cry orders to pilots and to masters of the hunt; the lengthened stride of the runner; the limbs of the
horseman more expertly mastering his mount. The schoolboy of Claudiopolis who had learned by heart long
fragments of Homer was now enamoured of voluptuous, abstruse poems, or infatuated with certain passages of
Plato.
My young shepherd was turning into a young prince. He was no longer a mere boy, eager to jump down from
his horse at the halts to offer spring water cupped in his hands: the donor now knew the immense worth of his
gifts. At the hunts organized in Lucius’ domains in Tuscany it had pleased me to place this perfect visage in
among the heavy and care-laden faces of high officials, or alongside the sharp Oriental profiles and the broad,
hairy faces of barbarian huntsmen, thus obliging the beloved to maintain also the difficult role of friend.
In Rome intrigues had been woven around that young head, and low devices used to secure his influence, or to
supplant it. He had known enough to despise all that, or ignore it; absorption in his one thought endowed this
youth of eighteen with a capacity for indifference which the wisest of men might envy. But the beautiful lips had
taken on a bitter line already observed by the sculptors.
Here I give the moralists occasion for easy triumph. My critics are ready to point out the consequences of
aberration and excess in what befell me; it is the harder for me to refute them in that I fail to see what the error is,
or where the excess lies. I try to review my crime, if it is one, in its true proportions. I tell myself that suicide is
not rare, and that it is common to die at twenty; that the death of Antinous is a problem and a catastrophe for me
alone.
It is possible that such a disaster was inseparable from too exuberant joy and from a plenitude of experience
which I would have refused to forgo either for myself or for my young companion in danger. Even my remorse
has gradually become a form of possession, though bitter, and a way of assuring myself that, to the end, I have
been the sorry master of his destiny.
But I am well aware that other factors exist, namely, the will and decision of that fair stranger who each loved
one is, and remains for us, in spite of everything. In taking upon myself the entire fault I reduce the young figure
to the proportions of a wax statuette which I might have shaped, and crushed, in my hands. I have no right to
detract from the extraordinary masterpiece which he made of his departure; I must leave to the boy the credit for
his own death.
It goes without saying that I lay no blame upon the physical desire, ordinary enough, which determined my
choice in love. Similar passions had often occurred in my life; these frequent adventures so far had cost no more
than a minimum of pledges, troubles, or lies. My brief fancy for Lucius had involved me in only a few follies easy
to mend. There was nothing to keep this supreme affection from following the same course, nothing except
precisely that unique quality which distinguished it from the others.
Mere habit would have led us to that inglorious but safe ending which life brings to all who accept its slow
dulling from wear. I should have seen passion change into friendship, as the moralists would have it do, or into
indifference, as is more often the case. A young person would have grown away from me at about the time that
our bonds would have begun to weigh me down; other sensual routines, or the same under other forms, would
have been established in his life; the future would have held a marriage neither worse nor better than many
another, a post in provincial administration, or the direction of some rural domain in Bithynia. Or otherwise, there
would have been simple inertia, and court life continued in some subaltern position; to put it at the worst, one of
those careers of fallen favorites who turn into confidants or panders.
Wisdom, if I understand it at all, consists of admitting each of such possibilities and dangers, which make up
life itself, while trying to ward off the worst.
But we were not wise, neither the boy nor I.
*
I had not awaited the coming of Antinous to feel myself a god, but success was multiplying around me the
sense of vertiginous heights. The seasons seemed to collaborate with the poets and musicians of my escort to
make our existence one continuous Olympian festival.
The day of my arrival in Carthage a five-year drought came to an end; the crowds, wild with joy at the
downpour, acclaimed me as dispenser of blessings from above; great works of public construction for Africa
thereafter were only a means of channelling such celestial prodigality.
A short time before, in the course of a stop in Sardinia, we took refuge in a peasant’s hut during a storm;
Antinous helped our host broil a few slices of tuna over the coals, and I felt like Zeus visiting Philemon in
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company with Hermes. The youth half reclining on a couch was that same Hermes untying his sandals; it was
Bacchus who gathered grapes or tasted for me the cup of red wine; the fingers hardened by the bowstring were
those of Eros.
Amid so many fantasies, and surrounded by such wonders, I sometimes forgot the purely human, the boy who
vainly strove to learn Latin, who begged the engineer Decrianus for lessons in mathematics, then quickly gave up,
and who at the slightest reproach used to take himself off to the prow of the ship to gaze broodingly at the sea.
The African journey culminated in the full sun of July at the newly completed camp at Lambaesis; my
companion donned cuirass and military tunic with boyish delight; for these few days I was the nude but helmeted
Mars taking part in the camp sports, the athletic Hercules revelling in the feeling of still youthful vigor. In spite of
the heat and the long labors of digging and grading completed before my arrival, the army functioned like
everything else with divine facility: it would have been impossible to force a runner to one more hurdle, to
demand of a horseman a single new jump without spoiling the value of the manreuvres themselves, and breaking
into that exact equilibrium which constitutes their beauty.
I had to point out to the officers only one slight error, a group of horses left without cover during a feigned
attack on open ground; my prefect Cornelianus satisfied me in every respect. Intelligent order governed these
masses of men and beasts of burden, of barbarian women with their sturdy children who crowded round the
headquarters to kiss my hands. This was not servile obedience; that wild energy was applied to the support of my
programme for security; nothing had cost too much, and nothing had been neglected. I thought of making Arrian
compose as perfect a treatise on tactics as is a body well-formed.
*
In Athens, three months later, the dedication of the Olympieion was occasion for festivals which recalled the
Roman solemnities, but what in Rome had been celebrated on earth seemed there to occur in the heavens. Late on
a luminous day of autumn I took my station in that portico which had been conceived on the superhuman scale of
Zeus himself; the marble temple, built on the spot where Deucalion had watched the Deluge recede, seemed to
lose its weight and float like a great white cloud; my ritual dress was in tone with the evening colors on nearby
Hymettus.
I had entrusted Polemo with the inaugural discourse. It was at this time that Greece granted me those divine
appellations wherein I could recognize both a source of prestige and the most secret aim of my life’s work:
Evergetes, Olympian, Epiphanios, Master of All. And the most beautiful of all these titles, and most difficult to
merit, Ionian and Friend of Greece.
There was much of the actor in Polemo, but the play of features in a great performer sometimes translates the
emotion shared by a whole people, and a whole century. He raised his eyes to the heavens and gathered himself
together before his exordium, seeming to assemble within him all gifts held in that moment of time: I had
collaborated with the ages, and with Greek life itself; the authority which I wielded was less a power than a
mysterious force, superior to man but operating effectively only through the intermediary of a human person; the
marriage of Rome with Athens had been accomplished; the future once more held the hope of the past; Greece
was stirring again like a vessel, long becalmed, caught anew in the current of the wind.
Just then a moment’s melancholy came over me: I could not but reflect that these words of completion and
perfection contained within them the very word end; perhaps I had offered only one more object as prey to Time
the Devourer.
We were taken next inside the temple where the sculptors were still at work; the immense, half-assembled
statue of Zeus in ivory and gold seemed to lighten somewhat that dim shade; at the foot of the scaffolding lay the
great python which I had sent for to India to be consecrated in this Greek sanctuary. Already reposing in its
filigree basket, the divine snake embodied the spirit of Earth, a creature emblem long associated with the nude
youth who symbolizes the emperor’s Genius.
Antinous, entering more and more into that role, himself fed the monster its ration of wing-clipped wrens.
Then, raising his arms, he prayed.
I knew that this prayer, made for me, was addressed to no one but myself, though I was not god enough to
grasp its sense, nor to know if it would some day be answered. There was comfort in leaving that silence and pale
twilight to regain the city streets, where lamps were alight, to feel the friendliness of the crowd and hear the
vendors’ cries in the dusty evening air. The young face which was soon to adorn so many coins of the Greek
world was becoming a familiar presence for the people, and a sign.
I did not love less; indeed I loved more. But the weight of love, like that of an arm thrown tenderly across a
chest, becomes little by little too heavy to bear. Passing interests reappeared: I remember the hard, elegant youth
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who was with me during a stay in Miletus, but whom I gave up. I recall that evening in Sardis when the poet
Strato escorted us from brothel to brothel, and we surrounded ourselves with conquests of doubtful value. This
same Strato, who had preferred obscurity in the freedom of Asia’s taverns to life in my court, was a man of
exquisite sensibility, a mocking wit quick to assert the vanity of all that is not pleasure itself, in order perhaps to
excuse himself for having sacrificed to it everything else.
And there was that night in Smyrna when I forced the beloved one to endure the presence of a courtesan.
His conception of love had remained austere because it was centred on but one being; his disgust now verged
on nausea. Later on he got used to that sort of thing. Such idle experiments on my part are explained well enough
by a taste for dissipation; there was also mingled therein the thought of inventing a new kind of intimacy in which
the companion in pleasure would not cease to be the beloved and the friend; there was the desire to instruct him,
too, giving him some of the experiences which had been those of my own youth. And possibly, though less clearly
avowed, there was some intention of lowering him slowly to the level of routine pleasures which involve no
commitments.
An element of anguish lay in my need to wound this umbrageous\fn{ Inclined to easily take offense} affection which
threatened to encumber my life. In the course of a journey in Troas we visited the plain of the Scamander under
skies dark with catastrophe: the flood, which I had come to estimate at first hand for its damage, was changing the
mounds of the ancient tombs to islets. I found time for a few moments’ reflection at the tomb of Hector; Antinous
went to dream over Patroclus’ grave.
I failed to recognize in the young fawn who accompanied me an emulator of Achilles’ friend: when I derided
those passionate loyalties which abound chiefly in books the handsome boy was insulted, and flushed crimson.
More and more the only virtue to which I then constrained myself was frankness; I was beginning to realize
that the heroic code which Greece had built around the attachment of a mature man for a younger companion is
often no more for us in our time than hypocritical affectation. More sensitive to Rome’s prejudices than I was
aware, I recalled that although they grant sensuality a role they see only shameful folly in love; I was again seized
by my mania for avoiding exclusive dependence on any one being.
Shortcomings which were merely those of youth, and as such were inseparable from my choice, began to
exasperate me.
In this passion of a wholly different order I was finally reinstating all that had irritated me in my Roman
mistresses: perfumes, elaborate attire, and the cool luxury of jewels took their place again in my life. Fears almost
without justification had entered that brooding heart; I have seen the boy anxious at the thought of soon becoming
nineteen.
Dangerous whims and sudden anger shaking the Medusa-like curls above that stubborn brow alternated with a
melancholy which was close to stupor, and with a gentleness more and more broken.
Once I struck him; I shall remember for ever those horrified eyes. But the offended idol remained an idol, and
my expiatory sacrifices began.
All the sacred Mysteries of Asia, with their strident music, served now to add to this voluptuous unrest. The
period of Eleusis had indeed gone by. Initiations into strange or secret cults (practices tolerated rather than
approved, and which the legislator in me regarded with distrust) appealed at that moment of life when dance
leaves us reeling and song ends in outcry.
In Samothrace I had been initiated into the Mysteries of the Cabiri, ancient and obscene rites, sacred as flesh
and blood; at the Cave of Trophonius milk-fed serpents glided about my ankles; the Thracian feasts of Orpheus
taught me savage brotherhood rites. The statesman who had imposed severe penalties upon all forms of mutilation
now consented to attend the orgies of Cybele: I witnessed the hideous whirling of bleeding dancers; fascinated as
a kid in presence of a snake, my young companion watched with terror these men who were choosing to answer
the demands of age and of sex with a response as final as that of death itself, and perhaps more dreadful.
But the height of horror was reached during a stay in Palmyra, where the Arab merchant, Meles Agrippa,
entertained us for three weeks in the lap of splendid and barbaric luxury. One day in the midst of the drinking, this
Meles, who was a high official in the Mithraic cult but who took somewhat lightly his priestly duties, proposed to
Antinous that he should share in the blood baptism.
The youth knew that I had formerly been inducted in a ceremony of the same kind; he offered himself with
fervor as a candidate. I saw no reason to object to this fantasy; only a minimum of purificatory rites and
abstinence was required. I agreed to serve myself as sponsor, together with Marcus Ulpius Castoras, my secretary
for the Arabian language.
We descended into the sacred cave at the appointed hour; the Bithynian lay down to receive the bloody
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aspersion. But when I saw his body, streaked with red, emerging from the ditch, his hair matted with sticky mud
and his face spattered with stains which could not be washed away but had to be left to wear off themselves, I felt
only disgust and abhorrence for all such subterranean and sinister cults. Some days later I forbade access to the
black Mithraeum for all troops stationed at Emesa.
Warnings there were: like Mark Antony before his last battle, I heard receding into the night the music of the
change of guard as the protecting gods withdrew …
*
I heard, but paid no heed.
My assurance was like that of a horseman whom some talisman protects from every fall. At Samosata an
assembly of lesser kings of the Orient was held under my auspices; during the mountain hunts, Abgar himself,
king of Osroene, taught me the art of falconry; great beats engineered like scenes on a stage drove whole herds of
antelope into nets of purple; Antinous had to pull back with all his strength to hold in two panthers straining at
their heavy yoke of gold. Under cover of all these splendors negotiations were concluded; the bargaining
invariably ended in my favor; I continued to be the player who wins at every throw.
The winter was passed in that palace of Antioch where in other days I had besought soothsayers to enlighten
me as to the future. But from now on the future had nothing to bring me, nothing at least which could count as a
gift. My harvests were in; life’s heady wine filled the vats to overflowing.
I had ceased to control my own destiny, it is true, but the disciplines so carefully worked out in earlier years
seemed now to me no more than the first stage of a man’s vocation; they were like those chains which a dancer
makes himself wear in order to leap the higher after casting them off.
On certain points austerity was still the rule: I continued to forbid the serving of wine before the second watch
at night; I remembered the sight of Trajan’s trembling hand on those same tables of polished wood.
But there are other forms of inebriation. Though no shadow was cast on my days, whether death, defeat, or that
subtle undoing which is self-inflicted, or age (which nevertheless would surely come), yet I was hurrying, as if
each one of those hours was the most beautiful, but also the last of all.
*
My frequent sojourns in Asia Minor had put me in touch with a small group of scholars seriously concerned
with the study of magic arts.
Each century has its particular daring: the boldest minds of our time, weary of a philosophy which grows more
and more academic, are venturing to explore those frontiers forbidden to mankind. In Tyre, Philo of Byblus had
revealed to me certain secrets of ancient Phoenician magic; he continued in my suite to Antioch.
There Numenius was giving a new interpretation to Plato’s myths on the nature of the soul; his theories
remained somewhat timid, but they would have led far a hardier intelligence than his own. His disciples could
summon spirits; that was a game for us like any other.
Strange faces which seemed made of the very marrow of my dreams appeared to me in the smoke of the
incense, then wavered and dissolved, leaving me only the feeling that they resembled some known, living visage.
All that was no more, perhaps, than a mere juggler’s trick, but in this case the juggler knew his trade.
I went back to the study of anatomy, barely approached in my youth, but now it was no longer a question of
sober consideration of the body’s structure. I was seized with curiosity to investigate those intermediate regions
where the soul and the flesh intermingle, where dream echoes reality, or sometimes even precedes it, where life
and death exchange attributes and masks.
My physician Hermogenes disapproved of such experiments, but nevertheless he acquainted me with a few
practitioners who worked along these lines. I tried with them to find the exact seat of the soul and the bonds
which attach it to the body, and to measure the time which it takes to detach itself.
Some animals were sacrificed to this research.
The surgeon Satyrus took me into his hospital to witness death agonies. We speculated together: is the soul
only the supreme development of the body, the fragile evidence of the pain and pleasure of existing? Is it, on the
contrary, more ancient than the body, which is modeled on its image and which serves it momentarily, more or
less well, as instrument? Can it be called back inside the flesh, re-establishing with the body that close union and
mutual combustion which we name life?
If souls possess an identity of their own, can they be interchanged, going from one being to another like a
segment of fruit or the sip of wine which two lovers exchange in a kiss? Every philosopher changes his opinion
about these things some twenty times a year; in my case scepticism contended with desire to know, and
enthusiasm with irony. But I had convinced myself that our brain allows only the merest residue of facts to filter
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through to us: I was more and more interested in the obscure world of sensation, that dark night where blinding
suns flashed and revolved.
Near this same period Phlegon,\fn{Phlegon of Tralles (2nd century, a freedman of Hadrian)} who was a collector of ghost
stories, told us one evening the tale of The Bride of Corinth, vouching for its authenticity.
That adventure, wherein love brings a soul back to earth and temporarily grants it a body, moved each one of
us, though at different depths. Several tried to set up a similar experiment: Satyrus attempted to evoke his master
Aspasius, with whom he had made one of those pacts (never kept) according to which those who die promise to
give information to the living.
Antinous made me a promise of the same nature, which I took lightly, having no reason to believe that the boy
would not survive me. Philo sought to bring back his dead wife. I permitted the names of my father and my
mother to be pronounced, but a certain delicacy kept me from evoking Plotina. Not one of these attempts
succeeded. But some strange doors had been opened.
*
A few days before the departure from Antioch I went to offer sacrifice, as in other years, on the summit of
Mount Casius.
The ascent was made by night; as for Aetna, I took with me only a small number of friends used to climbing.
My purpose was not simply to accomplish a propitiatory rite in that very sacred sanctuary; I wished to see from its
height the phenomenon of dawn, that daily miracle which I never have contemplated without a secret cry of joy.
At the topmost point the sun brightens the copper ornaments of the temple and the faces smiling in full light while
Asia’s plains and the sea are still plunged in darkness; for the briefest moment the man who prays on that peak is
sole beneficiary of the morning.
Everything was prepared for a sacrifice; we climbed with horses at first, and then on foot, along perilous paths
bordered with broom and shrubs which we knew at night by their pungent perfumes. The air was heavy; that
spring was as burning as summer elsewhere. For the first time while ascending a mountain I had trouble in
breathing; I was obliged to lean for a moment on the shoulder of my young favorite.
We were a hundred steps from the summit when a storm broke which Hermogenes had expected for some
time, for he was expert in meteorology. The priests came out to receive us under flashes of lightning; the small
band, drenched to the skin, crowded around the altar laid for the sacrifice.
Just as it was to take place a thunderbolt bursting upon us killed both victim and officiating sacrificer in a
single stroke. When the first moment of horror had passed, Hermogenes bent with a physician’s curiosity over the
stricken group; Chabrias and the high priest cried out in admiration that the man and fawn thus sacrificed by this
divine sword were uniting with the eternity of my Genius; that these lives were prolonging mine by their
substitution.
Antinous gripping fast to my arm was trembling, not from terror, as I then thought, but under the impact of a
thought which I was to understand later on.
A being terrified of decline, that is to say, of growing old, must have promised himself long ago to die at the
first sign of change, or even before. I have come to think now that that promise, which so many of us have made
to ourselves but without holding to it, went far back for him, to the period of Nicomedia and the encounter at the
edge of the spring.
It explained his indolence, his ardor in pleasure, his sadness, and his total indifference to all future.
But it was still essential that this departure should have no air of revolt, and should contain no complaint. The
lightning of Mount Casius had revealed to him a way out: death could become a last form of service, a final gift,
and the only one which seemed left for him to give. The illumination of dawn was as nothing compared with the
smile which arose on that overwhelmed countenance.
Some days later I saw that same smile again, but more hidden, and ambiguously veiled; at supper, Polemo,
who dabbled in cheiromancy, wished to examine the hand of the youth, that palm which alarmed even me by its
astonishing fall of stars.
But the boy withdrew it and closed it gently, almost chastely. He intended to keep the secret of his game, and
that of his end.
*
We made a stop at Jerusalem. There I took occasion to study the plan for a new capital which I proposed to
construct on the site of the Jewish city ruined by Titus. Good administration in Judaea and greater commerce with
the Orient showed the need for developing a great metropolis at this intersection of routes. I had in mind the usual
Roman capital: Aelia Capitolina would have its temples, its markets, its public baths, and its sanctuary of the
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Roman Venus. My recent absorption in passionate and tender cults led me to choose a grotto on Mount Moriah as
best suited for celebrating the rites of Adonis.
These projects roused indignation in the Jewish masses: the wretched creatures actually preferred their ruins to
a great city which would afford them the chance of gain, of knowledge, and of pleasure. The first workmen to
touch those crumbling walls with pickaxes were attacked by the mob.
I went ahead notwithstanding; Fidus Aquila, who was soon to employ his genius for planning in the
construction of Antinoopolis, took up the work at Jerusalem. I refused to see in those heaps of rubble the rapid
growth of hatred.
A month later we arrived at Pelusium. I arranged to restore the tomb of Pompey there: the deeper I delved into
affairs of the Orient the more I admired the political genius of that conquered but undying opponent of the great
Julius. Pompey, in endeavoring to bring order to this uncertain world of Asia, sometimes seemed to me to have
worked more effectively for Rome than Caesar himself. That reconstruction was one of my last offerings to
History’s dead; I was soon to be forced to busy myself with other tombs.
Our arrival in Alexandria was kept discreetly quiet. The triumphal entry was postponed until the empress
should come. Though she traveled little she had been persuaded to pass the winter in the milder climate of Egypt;
Lucius, but poorly recovered from a persistent cough, was to try the same remedy.
A small fleet of vessels was assembled for a voyage on the Nile with a programme comprising official
inspections, festivals, and banquets which promised to be as tiring as those of a season at the Palatine. I myself
had organized all that: the luxury and display of a court were not without political value in this ancient country
accustomed to royal pomp.
But I had therefore the more desire to devote these few days which would precede the arrival of my guests to
hunting. In Palmyra, Meles Agrippa had arranged some parties for us in the desert, but we had not gone far
enough to see lions. Two years earlier Africa had provided the chance for some marvelous wild animal hunts;
Antinous, then too young and inexperienced, had had no permission to take a significant part. In that respect I
lacked courage for him in a way that I should not have dreamed for myself.
Yielding, as always, I promised him now the chief role in this lion hunt. The time had passed for treating him
as a child, and I was proud of his young strength.
We set off for the oasis of Ammon, some days’ journey from Alexandria, that same place where long ago
Alexander had learned from the priests of his divine birth. The natives were reporting the presence in the area of a
particularly dangerous animal which often attacked men as well as beasts. At night around the camp fire we gaily
compared our exploits-to-be with those of Hercules. But the first days brought us only a few gazelles.
Then we decided to take up a position, the two of us, near a sandy pool all overgrown with rushes. The lion
was supposed to come there at dusk to drink. The negroes were instructed to drive him toward us with the noise of
conch horns, cymbals, and cries; the rest of our escort had been left some distance away. The air was heavy and
still; there was no need even to consider the direction of the wind. We could hardly have passed the tenth hour of
the day, for Antinous called my attention to the red water lilies still wide open on the pond.
Suddenly the royal beast appeared in a turmoil of trampled reeds and turned his handsome head toward us, one
of the most godlike faces that danger can assume. Placed somewhat behind I had no time to restrain the boy; he
imprudently spurred his horse and hurled first his spear and then his two javelins, with skill, but from too close
range. Pierced in the neck the animal fell to earth, lashing the ground with his tail; the whirl of sand kept us from
distinguishing more than a reddening, confused mass. At last the lion regained his feet and mustered his strength
to spring upon horse and rider, now disarmed. I had foreseen this danger: happily Antinous’ mount did not stir:
our horses had been admirably trained for this sort of game.
I interposed my horse, exposing the right flank; I was used to such action and it was not very difficult for me to
dispatch the beast, already mortally stricken. He collapsed for the second time; the muzzle rolled in the mire and a
stream of dark blood ran into the water. The mighty cat, color of the desert, of honey, of the sun itself, expired
with a majesty greater than man’s.
Antinous leaped down from his horse, which was covered with foam and trembling still; our companions
rejoined us and the negroes dragged the immense prey back to the camp.
A feast was improvised; lying flat on his stomach before a platter of copper, the youth handed us our portions
of lamb cooked under the coals. In his honor we drank palm wine. His exultation mounted like song. Perhaps he
exaggerated the significance of the aid which I had given him, forgetting that I would have done as much for any
hunter in danger; we felt, nevertheless, that we had gone back into that heroic world where lovers die for each
other.
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Pride and gratitude alternated in his joy like the strophes of an ode.
The blacks did wonders: soon under the starry sky the skin was swinging suspended on two stakes at the
entrance of my tent. Despite the aromatics applied to it, its wild odor haunted us all night long.
The next morning, after a meal of fruits, we left the camp; at the moment of departure we observed in a ditch
what was left of the royal beast of the day before: it was no more than a red carcass surmounted by a cloud of
flies.
Some days later we returned to Alexandria. The poet Pancrates arranged a special entertainment for me at the
Museum; in a music room was assembled a collection of fine and rare instruments. Old Dorian lyres, heavier and
more complicated than ours today, stood side by side with curved citharas of Persia and Egypt; there were
Phrygian pipes shrill as eunuchs’ voices, and delicate Indian flutes, the name of which I do not know. For a long
time an Ethiopian beat upon some African drums. A woman played a triangular harp of melancholy tone; her cool
beauty would have won me had I not already decided to simplify my life by reducing it to what was for me the
essential. My favourite musician, Mesomedes of Crete, used the water organ to accompany the recitation of his
poem The Sphinx, a disturbing, undulating work, as elusive as the sand before the wind.
The concert hall gave on an inner court where some water lilies were growing in the fountain’s basin; they lay
wide open in the almost furious heat of a late August afternoon. During an interlude, Pancrates urged us to inspect
more closely these flowers of rare type, red as blood, which bloomed only at the end of summer. At once we
recognized our scarlet lilies of the oasis of Ammon; Pancrates was suddenly fired by the idea of the wounded
beast expiring among the flowers. He proposed to me that he should versify this episode of our hunt; the lion’s
blood would be represented as tinting the lilies.
The formula is not new: I nevertheless gave the order. This Pancrates, who was completely the court poet,
improvised on the spot a few pleasant verses in Antinous’ honor: the rose, the hyacinth, and the celandine were
valued less in his hexameters than those scarlet cups which would hereafter bear the name of the chosen one. A
slave was ordered to wade into the water to gather an armful of the blossoms. The youth accustomed to homage
gravely accepted the wax-like flowers with the limp, snaky stems; the petals closed like eyelids when night fell.
*
In the midst of these pleasures the empress arrived. The long crossing had told on her: she was growing frail
without ceasing to be hard. Her political associations no longer caused me annoyance, as in the period when she
had foolishly encouraged Suetonius; she now had only inoffensive women writers about her. The confidante of
the moment was a certain Julia Balbilla, whose Greek verse was fairly good. The empress and her suite
established themselves in the Lyceum, from which they rarely went out.
Lucius, on the contrary, was as always avid for all delights, including alike those of the mind and of the eye. At
twenty-six he had lost almost nothing of that arresting beauty which aroused acclamations from the youth in the
streets of Rome. He was still absurd, ironic, and gay. His caprices of other days had now turned to manias: he
made no move without his head cook; his gardeners composed astonishing flower plantings for him even aboard
ship; he took his bed with him wherever he went, modeled on his own design of four mattresses stuffed with four
special kinds of aromatics, on top of which he lay surrounded by his young mistresses like so many cushions. His
pages, painted, powdered, and attired like Zephyrs and Eros, complied as well as they could with mad whims
which were sometimes cruel: I had to intervene to keep the young Boreas, whose slenderness Lucius admired,
from letting himself die of hunger. All that was more exasperating than charming.
We visited together everything to be visited in Alexandria: the Lighthouse, the Mausoleum of Alexander and
that of Mark Antony, where Cleopatra triumphs eternally over Octavia, the temples, the workshops and factories,
and even the quarter of the embalmers. From a reputable sculptor I purchased an entire lot of Venuses, Dianas,
and Hermes for ltalica, my native city, which I had in mind to modernize and adorn. The priest of the temple of
Serapis offered me a service of opaline glass, but I sent it to Servianus, with whom, out of regard for my sister
Paulina, I tried to keep passable relations, at least at a distance. Great building projects took shape in the course of
all these somewhat tedious rounds.
The religions in Alexandria are as varied as the trades; the quality of the product, however, is more doubtful.
The Christians especially distinguish themselves there by a multiplication of sects which is, to say the least,
useless. Two charlatans, Valentinus and Basilides, were intriguing against each other, closely watched over by the
Roman police. As for the Egyptian populace, the dregs took advantage of each of their own ritual festivities to
throw themselves, cudgel in hand, upon foreigners; the death of the bull Apis provokes more uprisings in
Alexandria than an imperial succession in Rome. Fashionable people change gods there as elsewhere they change
doctors, and with about as much success. But gold is their only idol: nowhere have I seen more shameless
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importuning. Grandiose inscriptions were displayed all about to commemorate my benefactions, but my refusal to
exempt the inhabitants from a tax which they were quite able to pay soon alienated that rabble from me.
The two young men who accompanied me were insulted more than once: Lucius was reproached for his lavish
expenditure, which, it must be admitted, was excessive, and Antinous for his obscure origin, on the subject of
which ran absurd rumors; both were blamed for the ascendancy which they were supposed to have over me. This
last assumption was ridiculous: Lucius, whose judgment in public affairs was surprisingly acute, nevertheless had
no political influence whatsoever; Antinous did not aspire to it. The young patrician, knowing the ways of the
world, merely laughed at the jibes, but they were cause for suffering to Antinous.
*
The Jews of Alexandria, egged on by their co-religionists in Judaea, did their best to aggravate a situation
already bad. The synagogue of Jerusalem sent me Akiba, its most venerable member, as delegate; almost a
nonagenarian, and knowing no Greek, he came with the mission of winning me to renounce projects already
under way at Jerusalem.
Aided by my interpreters I held several colloquies with him which, on his part, were mere pretext for
monologue. In less than an hour I felt able to define his thought exactly, though not subscribing to it; he made no
corresponding effort concerning my own.
This fanatic did not even suspect any reasoning possible on premises other than those he set forth.
I offered his despised people a place among the others in the Roman community; Jerusalem however, speaking
through Akiba, signified its intention of remaining, to the end, the fortress of a race and of a god isolated from
human kind. That savage determination was expressed with tiresome deviousness: I had to listen to a long line of
argument, subtly deduced step by step, proving Israel’s superiority.
At the end of eight days even this obstinate negotiator became aware that he was pursuing the wrong course, so
he announced his departure. I abhor defeat, even for others, and it moves me the more when the vanquished is an
old man. The ignorance of Akiba, and his refusal to accept anything outside his sacred books or his own people,
endued him with a kind of narrow innocence.
But it was difficult to feel sympathy for this bigot. Longevity seemed to have bereft him of all human
suppleness: that gaunt body and dried mind had the locust’s hard vigor. It seems that he died a hero later on for the
cause of his people, or rather, for his law.
Each of us dedicates himself to his own gods.
*
The distractions of Alexandria began to wane. Phlegon, who knew the local curiosities everywhere, whether
procuress or famous hermaphrodite, proposed to take us to a local magician. This go-between for two worlds, the
invisible and our own, lived in Canopus. We went there at night by boat along the torpid waters of the canal, a
dismal ride.
A silent hostility reigned, as always, between the two young men: the intimacy into which I was forcing them
augmented their aversion for each other. Lucius hid this feeling under a mocking condescension; my young Greek
enclosed himself in one of his dark moods. I happened to be rather tired; a few days before, on coming back from
a race in full sun, I had had a brief fainting fit which only Antinous and the black Euphorion had witnessed. They
had been unduly alarmed, and I had forbidden them to disclose the matter.
Canopus is no more than a tawdry stage-setting: the magician’s house was situated in the most sordid part of
that pleasure resort. We disembarked at a tumble-down terrace. The sorceress awaited us inside her house,
surrounded by the dubious tools of her trade. She seemed competent; there was nothing of the stage witch about
her; she was not even old.
Her predictions were sinister. For some time the oracles everywhere had been foretelling annoyances for me of
every sort, political troubles, palace intrigues, and serious illness. I now believe that some decidedly human
influences were at work upon those voices from below, sometimes to warn me, more often to frighten me.
The true condition of one part of the Orient was more clearly explained therein than in the reports of our
proconsuls. I took these so-called revelations with calm, since my respect for the invisible world did not go so far
as to give credence to such divine claptrap: ten years before, soon after my accession to power, I had ordered the
closing of the oracle of Daphne, near Antioch, which had foretold my rule, for fear that it might do the same for
the first pretender who should appear. But it is always annoying to hear talk of trouble.
After having disturbed us to the best of her ability the prophetess offered her aid: one of those magical
sacrifices in which Egyptian sorcerers specialize would suffice to put everything right with destiny. My
explorations in Phoenician magic had already shown me that the horror of these forbidden practices lies less in
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what is revealed to us than in what they hide from our sight; if my abomination of human sacrifice had not been
well known this practitioner would probably have advised the immolation of a slave. As it was she contented
herself with speaking of some pet animal.
If it had been at all possible the sacrificial victim should have belonged to me; it could not be a dog, which is
an animal considered unclean in Egyptian superstition; a bird would have done, but I do not travel with an aviary.
My young master proposed his falcon. The conditions would be fulfilled thereby: I had given him this
beautiful bird after I had myself received it from the king of Osroene. The boy fed it himself; it was one of the
rare possessions to which he was attached.
At first I refused; he insisted, gravely; I gathered that he attributed some extraordinary significance to the offer,
so I accepted, out of affection. Provided with the most detailed instructions, my courier Menecrates went to fetch
the bird from our apartments in the Serapeion. Even at a gallop the errand would take, in all, more than two hours.
There was no question of passing the interval in the dirty hole of the magician, and Lucius complained of the
dampness aboard the boat.
Phlegon found an expedient: we installed ourselves as well as we could in the house of a procuress after the
inmates of the place had been disposed of. Lucius decided to sleep; I made use of the time to dictate some
dispatches, and Antinous stretched out at my feet.
Phlegon’s reed pen scratched away under the lamp. The last watch of the night was beginning when
Menecrates brought back the bird, the glove, the hood, and the chain.
We returned to the house of the magician. Antinous removed the falcon’s hood and for some moments caressed
its little head, so sleepy and so wild, then handed it to the enchantress, who began a series of magic passes. The
bird, fascinated, fell asleep again. It was important that the victim should not struggle, and that the death should
appear voluntary. Rubbed over with ritual honey and attar of roses, the animal, now inert, was placed in the
bottom of a tub filled with Nile water; in drowning thus it was to be assimilated to Osiris borne along on the
river’s current; the bird’s earthly years were added to mine, and the little soul, issue of the sun, was united with
the Genius of him for whom the sacrifice was made; the invisible Genius could hereafter appear to me and serve
me under this form.
The long manipulations which followed were no more interesting than some preparation for cooking. Lucius
began to yawn. The ceremonies imitated human funerals in every detail: the fumigations and the psalm singing
dragged on until dawn. The bird was finally enclosed in a casket lined with aromatic substances and the magician
buried it in our presence at the edge of the canal, in an abandoned cemetery. When she had finished she crouched
under a tree to count one by one the gold pieces which Phlegon paid her.
We returned to the boat. An unusually cold wind was blowing. Lucius, seated near me, drew closer the
embroidered cotton coverlets with the tips of his slender fingers; for politeness’ sake we continued to exchange
remarks at broken intervals about business and scandal in Rome. Antinous, lying in the bottom of the boat, had
leaned his head on my knees, pretending to sleep in order to keep apart from a conversation which did not include
him. My hand passed over his neck, under his heavy hair; thus even in the dullest or most futile moments I kept
some feeling of contact with the great objects of nature, the thick growth of the forests, the muscular back of the
panther, the regular pulsation of springs; but no caress goes so deep as the soul.
The sun was shining when we reached the Serapeion, and the melon merchants were crying their wares in the
streets. I slept until it was time for the session of the local Council, which I attended. I learned later that Antinous
took advantage of my absence to persuade Chabrias to go with him to Canopus. He went back to the house of the
magician.
*
The first of the month of Athyr, the second year of the two hundred and twenty-sixth Olympiad. …
That is the anniversary of the death of Osiris, the god of the dying; along the river piercing cries of lamentation
had resounded from all the villages for three days’ time. My Roman guests, less accustomed than I to the
mysteries of the East, showed a certain curiosity for those ceremonies of another race. For me, on the contrary,
they were tiring and irritating to the extreme. I had ordered my boat to be anchored at some distance from the
others, far from any habitation; but a half-abandoned temple of the time of the Pharaohs stood near the river bank
and had still its school of priests, so I did not entirely escape the sound of wailing.
On the preceding evening Lucius invited me to supper on his boat. I went there at sunset. Antinous refused to
go with me, so I left him alone in my stem deck cabin lying on his lion skin, playing at knucklebones with
Chabrias. Half an hour later, just as night fell, he changed his mind and called for a boat. Aided by a single
oarsman, and pulling against the current, he rowed the considerable distance which separated us from the other
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boats.
His entry into the deck tent where the supper was given interrupted the applause for the contortions of a
dancing girl. He had arrayed himself in a long Syrian robe, sheer as the skin of a fruit and strewn over with
flowers and chimeras. In order to row more easily he had freed his right arm from its sleeve; sweat was trembling
on the smooth chest.
Lucius tossed him a garland which he caught in mid-air: his gaiety, almost strident, did not abate for one
moment, though hardly sustained by a single cup of Greek wine. We returned together in my boat with six
oarsmen, followed by the cutting “good night” of Lucius from above. The wild gay mood persisted.
But in the morning I happened by chance to touch a face wet with tears. I asked him impatiently the cause for
such crying; he replied humbly, excusing himself on the ground of fatigue. I accepted the lie and fell back to
sleep. His true agony took place in that bed, there beside me.
The mail from Rome had just come, and the day went by in reading and answering it. As usual Antinous went
silently about the room; I know not at what moment that fair creature passed out of my life. Toward the twelfth
hour Chabrias entered, in great agitation. Contrary to all regulations the youth had left the boat without stating his
purpose or the length of his intended absence; two hours at least had gone by since his departure. Chabrias
recalled some strange things said the evening before, and a recommendation made that very morning, concerning
me. He voiced his fears.
We descended in haste to the river bank. As if by instinct the old tutor made for a chapel on the water’s edge, a
small structure apart which was one of the outbuildings of the temple, and which he and Antinous had visited
together. On an offering table lay ashes still warm from a sacrifice; turning them with his fingers, Chabrias drew
forth a lock of hair, almost intact.
There was no longer anything for us to do but to search the shore. A series of reservoirs which must once have
served for sacred ceremonies extended to a bend of the river; on the edge of the last basin Chabrias perceived in
the rapidly lowering dusk a folded garment and sandals. I descended the slippery steps; he was lying at the
bottom, already sunk in the river’s mud. With Chabrias’ aid I managed to lift the body, which had suddenly taken
on the weight of stone. Chabrias hailed some boatmen who improvised a stretcher from sail cloth.
Hermogenes, called in haste, could only pronounce him dead. That body, once so responsive, refused to be
warmed again or revived.
We took him aboard. Everything gave way; everything seemed extinguished. The Olympian Zeus, Master of
All, Saviour of the World—all toppled together, and there was only a man with graying hair sobbing on the deck
of a boat.
*
Two days went by before Hermogenes could make me even think of the funeral. The sacrificial rites with
which Antinous had chosen to surround his death showed us a course to follow: it would not be for nothing that
the day and hour of that end had coincided with the moment when Osiris descends into the tomb. I crossed the
river to Hermopolis, to its quarter of embalmers. I had seen their work in Alexandria and knew to what outrages I
was submitting this body; but fire is horrible too, searing and charring the beloved flesh; and in the earth it rots.
The crossing was brief; squatting in a corner of the stern cabin Euphorion chanted in a low voice I know not
what African dirge; this hoarse, half-muffied song seemed to me almost my own cry. We transferred the beloved
dead into a room cleanly flushed with water which reminded me of the clinic of Satyrus; I aided the cast-maker to
oil the face before the wax was applied. All the metaphors took on meaning: I held that heart in my hands. When I
left the empty body it was no more than an embalmer’s preparation, the first stage of a frightful masterpiece, a
precious substance treated with salt and gum of myrrh, and never again to be touched by sun or air.
On the return I visited the temple near which the sacrifice had been consummated; I spoke with the priest.
Their sanctuary would be renovated to become a place of pilgrimage for all Egypt; their college, enriched and
augmented, would be consecrated hereafter to the service of my god.
Even in my most obtuse moments I had never doubted that that young presence was divine. Greece and Asia
would worship him in our manner, with games and dances, and with ritual offerings placed at the feet of a nude,
white statue. Egypt, who had witnessed the death agony, would have also her part in the apotheosis: it would be
the most secret and sombre part, and the harshest, for this country would play the eternal role of embalmer to his
body.
For centuries to come priests with shaven heads would recite litanies repeating that name which for them had
no value, but for me held all. Each year the sacred barge would bear that effigy along the river; on the first of the
month of Athyr mourners would walk on that shore where I had walked.
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Every hour has its immediate duty, its special injunction which dominates all others: the problem of the
moment was to defend from death the little that was left to me. Phlegon had assembled on the shore the architects
and engineers of my suite, as I had ordered; sustained by a kind of clear-sighted frenzy I made them follow me
along the stony hills; I explained my plan, the development of forty-five stadia of encircling wall, and I marked in
the sand the position of the triumphal arch and that of the tomb.
Antinoopolis was to be born; that would already be a check to death to impose upon such a sinister land a city
wholly Greek, a bastion which would hold off the nomads of Erythrea, a new market on the route to India.
Alexander had celebrated the funeral of Hephaestion with devastation and mass slaughter of prisoners. It seemed
to me finer to offer to the chosen one a city where his cult would be for ever mingled with the coming and going
on the public square, where his name would be repeated in the casual talk of evening, where youths would toss
crowns to each other at the banqueting hour.
But on one point my thought fluctuated: it seemed impossible to abandon this body to foreign soil.
Like a man uncertain of his next stop who reserves lodgings in several hostelries at a time, I ordered a
monument for him at Rome, on the banks of the Tiber near my own tomb, but thought also of the Egyptian
chapels which I had had built at the Villa by caprice, and which were suddenly proving tragically useful. A date
was set for the funeral at the end of the two months demanded by the embalmers. I entrusted Mesomedes with the
composition of funeral choruses.
Late into the night I went back aboard; Hermogenes prepared me a sleeping potion.
*
The journey up the river continued, but my course lay on the Styx. In prisoners’ camps on the banks of the
Danube I had once seen wretches continually beating their heads against a wall with a wild motion, both mad and
tender, endlessly repeating the same name. In the underground chambers of the Colosseum I had been shown lions
pining away because the dog with which their keepers had accustomed them to live had been taken away.
I tried to collect my thoughts: Antinous was dead.
As a child I had wept and wailed over the corpse of Marullinus torn to shreds by crows, but had cried as does a
mere animal, in the night. My father had died, but a boy orphaned at the age of twelve noticed no more than
disorder in the house, his mother’s tears, and his own terror; he knew nothing of the anguish which the dying man
had experienced. My mother had died much later, about the time of my mission in Pannonia; I do not recall the
exact date. Trajan had been only a sick man who must be made to make a will. I had not seen Plotina die. Attianus
had died; he was old. During the Dacian wars I had lost comrades whom I had believed that I loved ardently; but
we were young, and life and death were equally intoxicating and easy.
Antinous was dead. I remembered platitudes frequently heard: “One can die at any age,” or “They who die
young are beloved by the gods.” I myself had shared in that loathsome misuse of words; I had talked of dying of
sleep and dying of boredom. I had used the word agony, the word mourning, the word loss.
Antinous was dead. Love, wisest of gods. … But love had not been to blame for that negligence, for the
harshness and indifference mingled with passion like sand with the gold borne along by a stream, for that blind
self-content of a man too completely happy, and who is growing old. Could I have been so grossly satisfied?
Antinous was dead. Far from loving too much, as doubtless Servianus was proclaiming at that moment in
Rome, I had not been loving enough to force the boy to live on. Chabrias as a member of an Orphic cult held
suicide a crime, so he tended to insist upon the sacrificial aspect of that ending; I myself felt a kind of terrible joy
at the thought that that death was a gift.
But I was the only one to measure how much bitter fermentation there is at the bottom of all sweetness, or
what degree of despair is hidden under abnegation, what hatred is mingled with love. A being deeply wounded
had thrown this proof of devotion in my very face; a boy fearful of losing all had found this means of binding me
to him forever. Had he hoped to protect me by such a sacrifice he must have deemed himself unloved indeed not
to have realized that the worst of ills would be to lose him.
*
The tears ceased; the dignitaries who approached me were no longer obliged to avoid glancing at me (as if
weeping were a thing obscene). Visits to model farms and irrigation canals were renewed; it mattered little how
the hours were spent. Countless wild rumors were already afoot with regard to my disaster; I let them talk, the
truth being not of the kind to cry in the streets. Then, too, the most malicious lies were accurate in their way; they
accused me of having sacrificed him and, in a sense, I had done so.
Hermogenes, who faithfully relayed these echoes to me from without, transmitted some messages from the
empress; she behaved decently (people usually do in the presence of death). But such compassion was based on a
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misapprehension: I was to be pitied provided that I consoled myself rather promptly. Even I thought that I was
somewhat calmed, and was almost embarrassed by the fact. Little did I know what strange labyrinths grief
contains, or that I had yet to walk therein.
They tried to divert me. Some days after we reached Thebes I learned that the empress and her suite had gone
twice to the base of the colossal statue of Memnon, hoping to hear the mysterious sound emitted from the stone at
dawn, a well-known phenomenon which all travelers wish to witness. The prodigy had not occurred, but with
superstitious awe they imagined that it would take place if I were present, so I agreed to accompany the women
the next day; any means would do to shorten those interminable nights of autumn.
Early that morning, at about the eleventh hour, Euphorion came to my cabin to relight the lamp and help me
put on my clothes. I stepped on deck; the sky, still wholly dark, was truly the iron sky of Homer’s poems,
indifferent to man’s woes and joys alike. More than twenty days had passed since this thing had happened. I
descended to the rowboat for the short trip, which did not pass without exclamations of fright from the women.
They landed us near the Colossus. A strip of dull rose extended along the East; still another day was beginning.
The mysterious sound occurred three times, resembling the snap of a breaking bowstring. The inexhaustible Julia
Balbilla produced on the spot a whole series of poems. The women undertook to visit the temples, but I
accompanied them only part of the way, along walls monotonously covered with hieroglyphs.
I had had enough of those colossal figures of kings all alike, sitting side by side, their long flattened feet
planted straight before them; in such inert blocks of stone there is nothing which signifies life for us, neither grief
nor sensuous delight, nor movement which gives limbs their freedom, nor that capacity which composes a world
round a pensive head. The priests who guided me seemed almost as ill-informed as myself about those
extinguished lives, though from time to time some discussion arose over a name. They knew vaguely that each of
these monarchs had inherited a kingdom, governed over his people, and begotten a successor; nothing besides
remained. Those obscure dynasties extended farther back than Rome, farther than Athens, back beyond the day
when Achilles died before the walls of Troy, earlier than the astronomic cycle of five thousand years calculated by
Meno for Julius Caesar. .
Feeling tired, I dismissed the priests and rested for a while in the shade of the Colossus before returning to the
boat. The massive legs were covered to the knees with inscriptions traced in Greek by sightseers: names, dates, a
prayer, a certain Servius Suavis, a certain Eumenius who had been in that same place six centuries before me, a
certain Fanion who had visited Thebes just six months ago. …
Six months ago. …
A fancy seized me which I had not known since childhood days, when I used to carve my name in the bark of
chestnut trees on the Spanish estate; the emperor who steadily refused to have his appellations and titles inscribed
upon the buildings and monuments of his own construction now took his dagger to scratch a few Greek letters on
that hard stone, an abridged and familiar form of his name:
AΔPIANO
It was one more thrust against time: a name, a life sum (of which the innumerable elements would never be
known), a mere mark left by a man wholly lost in that succession of centuries. Suddenly I remembered that it was
the twenty-seventh day of the month of Athyr, the fifth day before our kalends of December.
It was the birthday of Antinous; the boy would have been twenty that day had he been still alive.
*
I went back aboard; the wound closed too quickly had opened again; I stifled my cries in the cushion which
Euphorion slipped under my head. That corpse and I were drifting apart, carried in different directions by two
currents of time. The fifth day before the kalends of December, the first day of the month of Athyr: with each
passing moment that body was sinking deeper, that death was more imbedded.
Once more I climbed the treacherous ascent; with my very nails I strove to exhume that day dead and gone.
Phlegon had sat facing the door, but remembered the successive entries and departures in the cabin only for the
ray of light which had disturbed him each time that a hand pushed the blind.
Like a man accused of a crime I strove to account for each hour: some dictation, a reply to the Senate of
Ephesus; at which of those phrases did that agony take place? I tried to gauge the play of the footbridge under his
tread, to reconstitute the dry bank and the flat paving stones; then the knife cutting the curl at the edge of his
temple, the inclined body and knee bent to allow the hand to untie the sandal; the unique manner of opening the
lips as he closed his eyes. It must have cost a desperate resolution indeed for so fine a swimmer to smother in that
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black silt.
In my thoughts I tried to go as far as that revolution through which we all shall pass, when the heart gives out
and the brain stops short as the lungs cease to draw in life. I shall undergo a similar convulsion; I too shall die.
But each passing is different; my attempts to picture his last agony came to no more than mere fabrication, for he
had died alone.
I fought against my grief, battling as if it were gangrene: I recalled his occasional stubbornness and lies; I told
myself that he would have changed, growing older and heavy.
Such efforts proved futile; instead, like some painstaking workman who toils to copy a masterpiece, I
exhausted myself in tasking my memory for fanatical exactitude, evoking that smooth chest, high and rounded as
a shield.
Sometimes the image leaped to mind of itself, and a flood of tenderness swept over me: once again I caught
sight of an orchard in Tibur, and the youth gathering autumn fruits in his tunic, for lack of a basket. I had lost
everything at once, the companion of the night’s delights and the young friend squatting low to his heels to help
Euphorion with the folds of my toga.
If one were to believe the priests, the shade was also in torment, regretting the warm shelter of its body and
haunting its familiar habitations with many a moan, so far and yet so near, but for the time too weak to signify his
presence to me. If that were true my deafness was worse than death itself. But after all had I so well understood,
on that morning, the living boy who sobbed at my side?
One evening Chabrias called me to show me a star, till then hardly visible, in the constellation of the Eagle; it
flashed like a gem and pulsated like a heart. I chose it for his star and his sign. Each night I would follow its
course until utterly wearied; in that part of the sky I have seen strange radiance. Folk thought me mad, but that
was of little consequence.
Death is hideous, but life is too. Everything seemed awry. The founding of Antinoopolis was a game, at best,
just one more city to shelter fraudulent trading, official extortion, prostitution, disorder, and those cowards who
weep for a while over their dead before forgetting them.
Apotheosis was but an empty ceremony: such public honors would serve only to make of the boy a pretext for
adulation or irony, a posthumous object of cheap desire, or of scandal, one of those legends already tainted which
encumber the recesses of history. Perhaps my grief itself was only a form of licence, a vulgar debauch: I was still
the one who profited from the experience and tasted it to the full, for the beloved one was giving me even his
death for my indulgence. A man frustrated was weeping over himself.
Ideas jarred upon each other; words ground on without meaning; voices rasped and buzzed like locusts in the
desert or flies on a dung pile; our ships with sails swelled out like doves’ breasts were carriers for intrigue and
lies; on the human countenance stupidity reigned. Death, in its aspect of weakness or decay, came to the surface
everywhere: the bad spot on a fruit, some imperceptible rent at the edge of a hanging, a carrion body on the shore,
the pustules of a face, the mark of scourges on a bargeman’s back. My hands seemed always somewhat soiled.
At the hour of the bath, as I extended my legs for the slaves to shave, I looked with disgust upon this solid
body, this almost indestructible machine which absorbed food, walked, and managed to sleep, and would, I knew,
re-accustom itself one day or another to the routines of love.
I could no longer bear the presence of any but those few servants who remembered the departed one; in their
way they had loved him. My sorrow found an echo in the rather foolish mourning of a masseur, or of the old
negro who tended the lamps.
But their grief did not keep them from laughing softly amongst themselves as they took the evening air along
the river bank. One morning, leaning on the boat rail I noticed a slave at work in the quarters reserved for the
kitchens; he was cleaning one of those chickens which Egypt hatches by the thousands in its dirty incubators, and
he gathered the slimy entrails into his hands to throw them into the water. I had barely time to turn away to vomit.
At our stop in Philae, during a reception offered us by the governor, a child of three met with an accident: the
son of a Nubian porter and dark as bronze, he had crept into the balconies to watch the dancing, and fell from that
height. They did the best they could to hide the thing; the porter held back his sobs for fear of disturbing his
master’s guests, and was led out with the body through the kitchen doors; in spite of such precautions I caught a
glimpse of his shoulders rising and falling convulsively, as under the blows of a whip.
I had the feeling of taking that father’s grief to myself as I had taken the sorrow of Hercules, of Alexander, of
Plato, each of whom wept for a dead friend. I sent a few gold pieces to this poor fellow; what more could one do?
Two or three days later I saw him again; he was contentedly picking at lice as he lay in the sun at the doorway.
*
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Messages flooded in; Pancrates sent me his poem, finished at last; it was only a mediocre assemblage of
Homeric hexameters, but the name which figured in almost every line made it more moving for me than many a
masterpiece. Numenius sent me a Consolation written according to the usual formulas for such works; I passed a
night reading it, though it contained every possible platitude.
These feeble defences raised by man against death were developed along two lines: the first consisted in
presenting death to us as an inevitable evil, and in reminding us that neither beauty, youth, nor love escapes
decay; life and its train of ills are thus proved even more horrible than death itself, and it is better, accordingly, to
die than to grow old. Such truths are cited to incline us toward resignation, but they justify chiefly despair.
The second line of argument contradicts the first, but our philosophers care little for such niceties: the theme
was no longer resignation to death but negation of it. Only the soul was important, they said, arrogantly positing
as a fact the immortality of that vague entity which we have never seen function in the absence of the body, and
the existence of which they had not yet taken the trouble to prove.
I was not so certain: since the smile, the expression of the eyes, the voice, these imponderable realities, had
ceased to be, then why not the soul, too? Was it necessarily more immaterial than the body’s heat? They attached
no importance to those remains wherein the soul no longer dwelt; that body, however, was the only thing left to
me, my sole proof that the living boy had existed.
The immortality of the race was supposed to make up in some way for each individual death, but it was hardly
consoling to me that whole generations of Bithynians would succeed each other to the end of time along the banks
of the Sangarius. We speak of glory, that fine word which swells the heart, but there is wilful confusion between it
and immortality, as if the mere trace of a person were the same thing as his presence.
They would have had me see the resplendent god in place of the corpse, but I had created that god; I believed
in him, in my way, but a brilliant posthumous destiny in the midst of the stellar spheres failed to compensate for
so brief a life; the god did not take the place of the living one I had lost.
I was incensed by man’s mania for clinging to hypotheses at the expense of facts, for mistaking his dreams for
more than dreams. I felt otherwise about my obligations as the survivor. That death would be in vain if I lacked
the courage to look straight at it, keeping in mind those qualities of cold and silence, of coagulated blood and inert
members which men cover up so quickly with earth, and with hypocrisy; I chose to grope my way in the dark
without recourse to such weak lamps.
I could feel that those around me began to take offence at a grief of such duration; furthermore, the violence of
my sorrow scandalized them more than its cause. If I had given way to the same tears for the death of a brother or
a son I should have been equally reproached for crying like a woman. The memory of most men is an abandoned
cemetery where lie, unsung and unhonored, the dead whom they have ceased to cherish. Any lasting grief is
reproof to their neglect.
*
We came back down the river to the point where Antinoopolis was beginning to rise. There were fewer boats in
our party than before; Lucius, whom I had seen but little again, had returned to Rome, where his young wife was
newly delivered of a son. His departure freed me of a good number of curious and troublesome onlookers.
The work already started was altering the line of the shore; the plan of buildings-to-be became visible in the
clearings between mounds of earth dug up everywhere for foundations; but I no longer recognized the exact place
of the sacrifice. The embalmers delivered their handiwork; the slender coffin of cedar was placed inside a
porphyry sarcophagus standing upright within the innermost room of the temple. I approached the dead boy
timidly. He seemed as if costumed: the stiff Egyptian headdress covered his hair. His legs tightly bound in strips
of linen were now only a long white bundle, but the profile of the young falcon had not changed; the lashes cast a
shadow which I knew on the painted cheeks. Before they finished the wrapping of the hands I was urged to
admire the gold fingernails.
The litanies began; the departed one, speaking through the priests, declared himself to have been perpetually
truthful, perpetually chaste, perpetually compassionate and just, and boasted of virtues which, had he practised
them as described, would have set him forever apart from the living.
The stale odor of incense filled the room, and through the smoky cloud I tried to give myself the illusion of a
smile on those lips; the beautiful, immobile features seemed to tremble. I watched the magic passes whereby the
priests force the soul of the dead to incarnate some portion of itself inside the statues which are to conserve his
memory; there were other injunctions, stranger still.
When all was over, the gold mask cast from the wax funeral mould was laid in place, perfectly fitting the
features. That fair, incorruptible surface was soon to absorb within itself its own possibilities for radiance and
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warmth; it was to lie forever in that case hermetically c!osed, like some inert symbol of immortality. A sprig of
acacia was placed on his chest, and some dozen men lifted the heavy cover into position.
But I hesitated still about where to place the tomb. I recalled that in ordering rites of apotheosis everywhere,
with funeral games, issues of coins, and statues in the public squares, I had made an exception for Rome, fearing
to augment that animosity which more or less surrounds any foreign favorite. I told myself that I should not
always be there to protect that sepulchre. The monument envisaged at the gates of Antinoopolis seemed too public
also, and far from safe.
I followed the priests’ advice. On a mountain-side in the Arabic range, some three leagues from the new city,
they indicated to me one of those caverns formerly intended by Egypt’s kings to serve as their funeral vaults. A
team of oxen drew the sarcophagus up the slope; it was lowered with ropes to those subterranean corridors, and
was then slid into position to lean against a wall of rock. The youth from Claudiopolis was descending into the
tomb like a Pharaoh, or a Ptolemy.
*
There we left him, alone. He was entering upon that endless tenure, without air, without light, without change
of season, compared with which every life seems short; such was the stability to which he had attained, such
perhaps was the peace.
Centuries as yet unborn within the dark womb of time would pass by thousands over that tomb without
restoring life to him, but likewise without adding to his death, and without changing the fact that he had been.
Hermogenes took my arm to help me go up again to the open air; it was almost a joy to be above ground once
more, to catch sight of the cold blue sky between two slabs of tawny rock.
The remainder of the voyage was brief.
At Alexandria the empress re-embarked for Rome. …
43.134 The Man On The Street\fn{by Georges Jacques Simenon aka Georges Sim (1903-1989)} Lìège, Liège Province,
Belgium (M) 6
The four men were squashed up together in the taxi. Paris was frozen over. At seven thirty in the morning, the
town had a ghastly pallor and the wind was blowing clouds of ice particles along the ground.
The thinnest of the four men occupied the fold-down seat. He had a cigarette hanging on his lower lip and
handcuffs on his wrists. The biggest man, wearing a heavy overcoat and a bowler hat, had a thickset chin and
smoked his pipe as he watched the railings of the Bois de Boulogne slip past.
“Like me to make a scene?” the man with the handcuffs suggested helpfully. “Complete with contortions,
foaming at the mouth, insults etc.?” Maigret, removing the cigarette from his mouth and opening the car door, for
they had arrived at the Porte de Bagatelle, muttered:
“Dont try to play the wise guy.” The paths of the Bois de Boulogne were deserted, white as quarried stone, and
just as hard. A group of about ten people were stamping their feet on the corner of a bridle path, and a
photographer stepped forward to catch the group that was approaching. But Petit Louis covered his face with his
arm, as he had been told to do.
Maigret, looking grumpy, turned his head this way and that like a bear, observing everything, the new blocks
on Boulevard Richard-Wallace, with their shutters still closed, the odd workman on his bike coming in from
Puteaux, a tram lit up, two concierges who were approaching him, their hands blue with cold.
“All set?” he asked. The day before he had arranged for the following information to appear in the papers:

THE BAGATELLE MURDER
The police appear for once to have
made quick work of a crime which had
initially looked impossible to solve. As
we reported, on Monday morning a
park keeper at the Bois de Boulogne
discovered a corpse on a path about a
hundred metres from the Porte de
Bagatelle. The body was immediately
identified as that of Ernest Borms, a
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well-known Viennese doctor who had
lived in Neuilly for a number of years.
Borms was in evening dress. It is
thought he was attacked between Sunday night and Monday morning on his
way home to his flat on the Boulevard
Richard-Wallace. A bullet fired at
point-blank range from a small calibre
weapon had entered the heart. Borms, a
handsome man of elegant and youthful
appearance, led an active social life.
Barely forty-eight hours after the murder the police have made an
arrest.There will be a reconstruction of
the crime at the site tomorrow morning,
between 7 and 8 a.m. ■■■■■■■■■■■■
In years to come the case was to be frequently cited, at the Quai des Orfevres, as perhaps the most typical
example of Maigret’s style. But, when it was mentioned in his hearing, Maigret had a strange way of turning his
head aside and grunting.
Right! Everything was ready. Almost no onlookers, as predicted. It was no coincidence that he had chosen such
an early hour. And even amongst the ten to fifteen people hanging around, some were recognizable as inspectors,
trying to look as innocent as possible. One of them, Torrence, adored disguises and had dressed up as a milkman,
his boss noted with a shrug.
As long as Petit Louis didn’t overdo it! He was a regular client, arrested the day before for pickpocketing in the
metro.
“Give us a hand tomorrow morning and we’ll make sure you don’t cop it too badly this time.”
They had got him up from the cells.
“Let’s get started,” Maigret grunted. “When you heard someone coming you were hidden over here, weren’t
you?”
“Yes, that’s it, Inspector. I was famished you see? Could have eaten a horse! So, I said to myself, that bloke in
the penguin suit must have a fat wallet! ‘Your money or your life,’ I whispered in his earhole. And I swear I never
intended the gun to go off. It must have been the cold that made my finger slip on the trigger.”
*
Eleven in the morning. Maigret was pacing up and down his office in the Quai des Orfevres, smoking pipes
and constantly running his hand over the telephone.
“Hello? Is that you Boss? Lucas here. I followed the old bloke who seemed interested in the reconstruction.
Nothing gives. Justa crank who goes for a little walk every morning in the Bois.”
“Okay. You can come in.” Quarter past eleven.
“Hello, Boss? Torrence! I trailed the young man you signaled to me from the corner of your eye. It’s his life
ambition to be a detective. He’s a salesman in a shop on the Champs-Elysees. Shall I come in?”
At five to twelve, at last, a call came through from Janvier.
“I’ll be brief, Boss. The bird might fly. I’m watching him through the glass panel in the cabin door. I’m in the
bar of the Nain Jaune on Boulevard Rochechouart. Yup, he’s spotted me. He’s got a guilty conscience. He threw
something in the river as he crossed over the Seine. He’s tried to shake me off at least ten times. Shall I expect
you?”
So began a pursuit which was to last five days and five nights, amidst passers-by hurrying on, across a Paris
which remained oblivious. They went from bar to bar, from bistro to bistro, with a lone man on one side, and on
the other Maigret and his inspectors relaying each other until they were as harrassed as the man they were trailing.
It was aperitif time\fn{The cocktail hour.} when Maigret got out of the taxi opposite the Nain Jaune. He found
Janvier leaning on the bar. He wasn’t trying to keep a low profile, quite the contrary!
“Which one?” The inspector motioned with his chin at a man sitting at a corner table. The man was looking at
them with his light blue-gray eyes, which gave his face a foreign look. Nordic? Slavonic? The latter, probably. He
wore a gray overcoat, a well-cut suit, and a soft felt hat.
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About thirty-five years old, as far as they could tell. He was pale, closely shaved.
“What’ll you have, Boss? Something hot?”
“Okay, a hot toddy. What’s he having?”
“Brandy. It’s his fifth this morning. Don’t take any notice if I seem a bit overcome, I’ve had to follow him
from one bistro to another. He’s tough, you know. Look at him. He’s been like that all day. He wouldn’t lower his
eyes for all the world.”
It was true. And strange. It wasn’t arrogance, nor defiance. He was simply looking at them. If he felt worried,
there was no exterior sign of it. His expression was one of sadness, but a calm and studied sadness.
“When he saw you’d noticed him at the Bagatelle, he left at once and I kept close to him. He turned round
before he’d gone a hundred metres. Then, instead of leaving the Bois as he’d apparently intended, he set off with
huge strides down the first path he came across. He turned round again. He recognized me. He sat down on a
bench, despite the cold, and I stopped. Several times, I thought he was about to speak to me, but he went off in the
end, shrugging his shoulders.
“At Porte Dauphine I nearly lost him when he jumped into a taxi. It was pure chance that I got one
immediately afterwards. He got out at the Place de l’Opera and rushed down into the metro. I was hard on his
heels and we changed line five times before he began to understand that he wasn’t going to lose me like that.
“We headed back up above ground, to Place Clichy. Since then we’ve been going from bar to bar. I was
waiting for a good place to phone from, where I could keep an eye on him. When he saw me on the phone, he
gave a bitter little laugh. I could swear he was waiting for you after that.”
“Report back to the ranch. Tell Lucas and Torrence to be ready to join me at a moment’s notice. And we need a
photographer from the criminal records office, with a miniature camera.”
“Waiter!” the man shouted. “How much do I owe you?”
“Three fifty.”
“I bet he’s a Pole,” Maigret whispered to Janvier. “We’re off.”
They didn’t have far to go. They followed their man into a little restaurant and sat down at the next table to his.
It was an Italian restaurant, and they ate pasta.
At three o’clock Lucas arrived to take over from Janvier. He and Maigret were in a brasserie\fn{Bar.} opposite
the Gare du Nord.
“The photographer?” Maigret asked.
“He’s waiting outside to catch him on the way out.”
And indeed, when the Pole left the place, after reading the newspapers, an inspector went straight up to him. At
a distance of less than a metre, he pressed a button. The man covered his face with his arm, but it was too late and,
in a gesture that showed he had understood, he threw a reproachful look at Maigret.
“Okey-dokey, pal,” mused the inspector, “I know you don’t want to lead us home. But, however patient you
might be, I’m just as patient.”
Evening drew in, and a few snowflakes danced in the streets as the man walked on, filling in the time before
bed.
“Shall I take over from you for the night, Boss?” Lucas suggested.
“No! I’d prefer you to look into the photograph side. Look through the files, first. Then check the foreign
communities. That chap knows Paris. He didn’t arrive here yesterday. Someone must know him.”
“Shall I get his photo put in the papers?”
Maigret looked with disdain at his subordinate. Hadn’t Lucas, who’d worked with him for years, understood
the first thing? Did the police have a single piece of proof? Nothing! No witness. A man killed at night in the
middle of the Bois de Boulogne. No weapon discovered. No fingerprints. Dr. Borms lived alone, and his only
employee had no idea where he had been that day.
“Do what I told you! Be off.”
It was midnight before the man decided to go into a hotel. Maigret was right behind him. It was a second- or
even third-class hotel.
“I’d like a room.”
“Fill in the form please.”
He filled it in, his fingers numb with cold. He looked Maigret up and down, as if to say:
“You think that’s got me bothered! I can write anything down here I want.” And he did indeed write down the
first name that came to him, Nicolas Slaatkovitch, resident of Crakow, arrived in Paris the previous day.
A false name of course. Maigret telephoned CID; the files of rented accommodation were searched, the
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registers of foreigners checked, and the ports and border posts alerted. No Nicolas Slaatkovitch.
“Do you want a room as well?” asked the hotel owner, with pursed lips. He knew a policeman when he saw
one.
“No thanks. I’ll spend the night on the stairs.”
Safer that way. He sat down on a step outside room 7. Twice, the door opened. The man peered into the
darkness, made out Maigret’s shape, and ended up by going to bed. In the morning his chin had a dark shadow
and his cheeks bristled. He hadn’t been able to change his clothes. He had no comb with him, even, and his hair
was tousled. Lucas made an appearance.
“Shall I take over, Boss?”
Maigret couldn’t make up his mind to abandon his man. He watched him pay for the room. He saw him go
pale. Maigret guessed the problem.
A little later, as the two men ate their croissants and drank their coffee more or less side by side in a bar,
Maigret was proved right as the man openly counted out what he had left. One hundred franc note, two coins of
twenty, one of ten, and a few bits of small change. He grimaced bitterly.
Well, he wouldn’t get far with that! When he came to the Bois de Boulogne of course, he had just left home.
He was freshly shaved, and there wasn’t a speck of dust on his newly pressed garments. He must have been
expecting to go back home shortly afterwards. He wouldn’t even have checked how much he had in his pocket.
It was his identity papers and maybe a few visiting cards that had gone into the Seine, Maigret calculated.
Whatever happened, the man was determined that his home address would not be discovered. And so the trudge
round the streets of those who have no home to go to started up again. Long stops in front of shop windows, at
stalls in the street, the occasional entry to a bar, just to be able to sit down, out of the cold, and sessions reading
newspapers in brasseries.
One hundred and fifty francs! No more restaurant lunches. The man made do with hard-boiled eggs that he ate
standing up at the bar, washed down with a beer, whilst Maigret ate his sandwiches.
The man hesitated for a long while outside a cinema. Hand in his pocket, he jingled his coins. It would be
better to last out … he walked on, and on.
Hang on a minute! It struck Maigret that this exhausting perambulation was taking him over and over the same
ground: from La Trinite church to Place Clichy, Place Clichyto Barbes, via theme Caulaincourt, Barbes to the
Gare du Nord, and down rue La Fayette. Did the man fear being recognized in other areas? He had surely chosen
to keep to the districts furthest away from his home or his hotel, ones he didn’t normally visit. Perhaps, like a lot
of foreigners, the Montpamasse area was his usual haunt? Or round the Pantheon? His clothing—comfortable,
sober, well-cut—suggested a man on middle income. A professional man, probably. Ah! He’s wearing a wedding
ring! Married then!
Maigret was eventually obliged to let Torrence take his place. He dropped in at home. Mme Maigret was
displeased: her sister had arrived from Orleans, she had prepared a special dinner and here was her husband, after
shaving and changing, announcing that he had to leave again immediately and had no idea when he would be
back.
He made a flying visit to the Quai des Orfevres.
“Did Lucas leave anything for me?”
Yes! There was a note waiting. He had shown the photo around in all the Polish and Russian neighbourhoods.
The man was unknown. No luck either with political groups. As a last resort, he had had numerous copies made of
the photo. In every area of Paris, police were going from door to door, from concierge to concierge, hawking the
picture around\fn{It appears that at this point there is a gap in the text of probably a few words or lines which for some reason have
failed to scan.}
well-brought-up, well-turned-out man to lose his external veneer when he is forced onto the street?
He knew the answer now: four days. The growing stubble was the most telltale of signs. On the first morning,
the man looked like a lawyer, a doctor, an architect, or an industrialist. He could be imagined stepping out of a
nice little apartment. A four-day stubble had transformed him to the point where, if his photograph had appeared
in the press in connection with the Bois de Boulogne case, he would have been immediately identified as a
murderous-looking type.
The cold and the lack of sleep had reddened his eyelids and his cheeks had a feverish glow. His shoes were no
longer polished, and had lost their shape. His overcoat was looking tired and his trousers were baggy at the knees.
Even the way he walked the streets had changed. He stuck close to the walls and lowered his gaze when passersby threw him a glance. And another telltale sign: he turned his head away when he was passing restaurants where
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diners could be seen seated in front of loaded plates.
“Your last twenty francs, pal,” Maigret calculated. “And after that?”
Lucas, Torrence, and Janvier stood in for him from time to time, but Maigret handed over to them as little as
possible. He would hurtle off to the Quai des Orfevres to report to the boss.
“You ought to take a break, Maigret.” And Maigret would reply gruffly, touchily, the prey of mixed feelings:
“Is it or is it not my duty to catch the murderer?”
“Of course.”
“Then I’ll be off,” he would sigh with a kind of rancour in his voice. “I wonder where we’ll be sleeping
tonight.”
Only twenty francs left! Less even! When he met up with Torrence, he heard that the man had eaten three
hard-boiled eggs and drunk two coffees with brandy in a bar on the corner of the rue Montmartre.
“That’s eight francs fifty, eleven francs fifty left.”
Maigret admired him. Far from trying to hide, the man walked along on a level with him, sometimes right
beside him, and Maigret had to restrain himself from speaking to him.
“Come on, pal. Isn’t it time to spill the beans? There’s a nice warm house waiting for you somewhere, your
own bed, slippers, a razor. And a good dinner, why not?”
It was not to be. The man was roaming around under the arc lights of Les Halles, like someone with no idea
where to go, amongst the piles of cabbages and carrots, stepping out of the way when a train whistle blew, or a
lorry loaded with fresh produce passed by.
“No cash for a room tonight!” It was eight degrees below freezing that evening. The man bought himself some
hot sausages that a woman stallholder was cooking in the open air. He would stink of garlic and grease all night
long!
At one point he tried to sneak into one of the warehouses and lie down in a corner. A policeman, whom Maigret had no time to tip off, sent him on his way. Now, he was hobbling along. The banks of the Seine. The Pont
des Arts. He’d better not take it into his head to throw himself in the river! Maigret didn’t feel up to jumping after
him into the dark waters towing along lumps of ice.
He was following the towpath. Tramps were muttering complaints. Under the bridges, all the good places were
taken.
In a little street near the Place Maubert, through the windows of a strange bistro, old men could be seen asleep,
their heads on the table. Twenty sous, with a glass of red wine thrown in! The man looked at him through the
darkness, gave a fatalistic gesture of the hands, and pushed open the door. As it opened and closed, a nauseating
smell hit Maigret in the face. He decided to stay outside. He called to an officer, put him on watch outside on the
pavement, and went off to phone Lucas, on duty that night.
“We’ve been looking for you for an hour, boss. We’ve found him! Through a concierge. His name is Stephan
Strevski, an architect, age 34, born in Warsaw, came to France three years ago. Works for an interior designer on
the Faubourg Saint-Honore. Married to a Hungarian woman, a beauty who goes by the name of Dora. They rent a
flat for twelve thousand francs a month in the Passy area, rue de la Pompeo No political connections. The
concierge has never seen the victim. Stephan went out on Monday morning earlier than usual. She was surprised
not to see him come home, but she wasn’t worried, given that—”
“What time is it?”
“Half past three. I’m on my own in the office. I’ve had some beer sent up, but it’s too cold.”
“Listen, Lucas. Here’s what … Yes! I know. It’s too late for the morning ones. But this evening’s? Okay?”
*
That morning a silent reek of misery seemed to seep from the man’s clothing. His eyes were sunken. The look
he darted at Maigret, in the pale dawn, expressed eloquent reproach. Hadn’t he been pushed, step by step but still
at vertiginous speed, on to the bottom rung of the ladder? He turned up the collar of his coat. He didn’t leave the
district but, with an embittered scowl, dived into a bistro which had just opened its doors. He downed four glasses
of spirits, as if to wash away the rank taste that the previous night had left in his mouth and in his breast.
Well, that was that. His pockets were empty now. Nothing for it but to walk the streets, slippery with black ice.
He must be aching all over. He was limping with his left leg. Every now and again, he stopped and looked around
him despairingly.
Now that he wasn’t going into cafés, where there were telephones, Maigret was unable to get anyone to take
over. The banks of the Seine again! And the man fingered the second-hand books in a mechanical gesture, turning
over the pages, sometimes checking the authenticity of an engraving or a print! An icy wind swept over the river.
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In front of the moving barges, the water was making clinking noises as lumps of ice came into contact with each
other, like spangles.
In the distance, Maigret could make out HQ and his office window. He just hoped Lucas …
He did not yet know that this dreadful inquiry was set to become a classic, with every detail recounted by
generations of inspectors to the ones below. The silliest thing was that it was a ridiculous detail which affected
him the most: the man had a pimple on his forehead, a pimple which, when you looked closely, was more likely a
boil and which seemed to be turning from red to violet. He just hoped Lucas …
At midday the man, who certainly seemed at home in Paris, made his way to the soup kitchen right at the end
of the boulevard Saint-Germain. He took his place in the queue of down-and-outs. An old man spoke to him, but
he pretended not to understand. Then another, his face pitted with pox marks, tried him in Russian.
Maigret crossed over to the opposite pavement, hesitated, had no choice but to eat a sandwich in a bistro. He
kept his shoulder turned away, so that the man could not see him eating.
The vagrants were moving forward slowly, being allowed in groups of four or six into the room where they
were served with a bowl of hot soup. The queue was lengthening. Every now and again the people at the back
started pushing, and there were protests.
One o’clock.
The boy arrived at the end of the street and began running, his head bent forward.
“Read the Intran … The Intran …”
The boy was also trying to get there ahead of anyone else. He could recognize his likely customers from a
distance. He took no notice of the queue of beggars.
“Read …”
Humbly, the man raised his hand, drew the boy’s attention.
The others looked on. So he had enough money to buy a paper? Maigret hailed the boy himself, unfolded the
paper, and, to his relief, found what he was looking for on the first page—a photograph of a young woman, pretty
and smiling.

A DISTURBING DISAPPEARANCE
We have been informed of the disappearance,
four days ago, of a young Polish woman, Mme
Dora Strevski, who has not returned to her home
in Passy, 17 rue de la Pompeo. A troubling
feature is the fact that her husband, M. Stephan
Strevski himself disappeared the previous day,
Monday, and the concierge, who alerted the
police, declares …
The man had only five or six metres to go, in the queue which was carrying him forward, before being allotted
his bowl of steaming soup. He broke rank at that moment, crossed over the street, almost got run over by a bus,
reached the pavement just as Maigret arrived at the same spot.
“I am at your disposal,” he declared. “Take me away, I’ll answer all your questions.”
Everyone was waiting in the corridor back at CID—Lucas, Janvier, Torrence, and others who had not been
working on the case but who were in the know. As Maigret passed him, Lucas made a gesture which meant
“Success.”
A door opened and closed. Beer and sandwiches on the table.
“Have something to eat first.”
Awkwardness. The mouthfuls refused to go down. The man finally spoke.
“As long as she's gone, and is safe …”
Maigret had a sudden urge to poke the stove.
“When I read the account of the murder in the papers, I had suspected Dora of having an affair with that man
for some time. I realized she wasn’t his only mistress and I knew Dora and her impetuous character. You know? If
he had wanted to drop her, I was sure she was capable of … And she always carried a mother-of-pearl revolver in
her bag. When the papers announced the reconstitution of the crime, I wanted to see.”
Maigret would have liked to warn him, as the English police do, that “anything you say may be taken down
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and used against you.”
The man still hadn’t taken his overcoat off. He was still wearing a hat.
“Now that she’s in safety. Or I suppose she is …”
He looked round him in anguish. A suspicion had crossed his mind.
“She must have understood, when I didn’t come home. I knew it would end badly, that Borms wasn’t the man
for her, she wouldn’t accept being a plaything and she would come back to me. She went out alone on Sunday
evening, as she had started to do, recently. She must have killed him when …”
Maigret blew his nose. He blew it at length. A ray of sunshine, that piercing winter sunshine which accompanies freezing weather, was coming through the window. The pimple, the boil, shone on the forehead of the person
he still thought of as the man.
“Yes, your wife killed him. When she understood that he didn’t take her seriously. And you, you understood
that she had killed. And you didn’t want …”
Suddenly, he walked up to the Pole.
“I’m sorry, old man,” he muttered, as if he were speaking to an old friend. “It was my job to find out the truth,
wasn’t it? My duty to …”
He opened the door.
“Bring in Mme Dora Strevski. Lucas, you carry on, I …”
And he didn’t set foot again in CID for two days.
The Boss telephoned him at home.
“Well now Maigret, she admitted everything, you know. And by the way, how’s your cold? I’ve been told—”
“It’s nothing, Boss. I’m fine. All be over in 24 hours. And how is he?”
“What? Who?”
“The man!”
“Oh! I see. He went to the best lawyer in Paris. He’s hoping … well, you know, crime passionnel cases …”
Maigret went back to bed and knocked himself out with liberal doses of hot toddy and aspirin. Whenever, after
that, people tried to talk to him about the case, he would grunt, “Case? What case?” in a way that discouraged
further questions.
And the man came to see him, once or twice a week, kept him abreast of the lawyer’s hopes.
It was not quite an acquittal: a year’s suspended sentence.
And it was the man who taught Maigret to play chess.
202.146 Excerpt from A China Past: Military And Diplomatic Memoirs\fn{by Tsi-Gziou Li aka T. G. Li (1909-1995)}
Liège, Liège Province, Belgium (M) 10
Although my family traces it origins back at least to the seventh century when a remote ancestor moved from
North China to the province of Fukien, I was not destined to see my Chinese homeland for the first ten years of
my life.
The founder of our branch of the Li family left Fukien during the turmoil which accompanied the collapse of
the Ming Dynasty during the early seventeenth century and settled in Szechwan, a region which had been
depopulated as a result of massacres committed by bandit armies. By the late nineteenth century, my family was
well established in the Szechwanese city of Nei-chiang where my paternal grandfather had achieved a measure of
prosperity through the ownership of two food processing plants which produced soy sauce, spiced and dried
vegetable products, and a variety of other foodstuffs.
Financial success made grandfather ambitious for his eldest son and he began to hope that the boy—who
would later become my father—might achieve economic security and social position by entering government
service. An old Chinese tradition divided men into four groups of descending respectability. Most worthy of
respect, according to this scheme of things, were the intellectuals who produced knowledge and ideas; next came
the peasants who produced life giving food; beneath them were the artisans who produced necessary goods; at the
bottom were the merchants who were viewed as producing nothing of value. Grandfather, in pushing forward his
son, hoped to lift his family from the depths to the heights of respectability in a single generation.
Entrance into the Mandarinate or civil service was then gained by passing a test which was given only once
every three years. Although the examination was open to all regard1ess of origin or social position, only those
who had the opportunity and means to engage in a rigorous course of study could really hope to pass.
Grandfather sent his son to a nearby town to study with a retired Mandarin who helped candidates to prepare
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for the examination. This experience proved doubly rewarding for father, for not only did he learn enough to pass
what proved to be the last exam of its kind, he also found a wife. Father’s teacher took such a liking to him that he
approached my grandfather and arranged a marriage between his daughter and his pupil. My parents were married
just before my father was sent by the Manchu government to a newly created school at Ch’eng-tu, the capita1 of
Szechwan province, to continue his training for future government service.
The Manchu Dynasty was already being shaken by popu1ar uprisings and attempted revolutions which would
culminate in its overthrow in October 1911. In the meantime, however, the tottering regime made a belated effort
to save itself by modernizing China. The Manchu government was especially anxious to have railroads
constructed to connect the various parts of its spraw1ing empire. Existing railroads had been built and hence were
largely controlled by foreign interests. The government therefore took steps to train young Chinese to carry out
future railway construction projects and thereby keep the new lines out of foreign hands. Thus did the doomed
regime send my father to study at the university at Liège, Belgium for it was then famous for its courses in mining
engineering and railroad construction.
When father, who left his wife behind in China, first arrived in Liège, he and his fellow students were lodged
together under the supervision of Mr. Kao Lu—a gentleman who would later play an important role in my student
life. However, the students soon found that living together inhibited their learning of French, the language of
instruction at Liège. They obtained permission to separate and lodge individually with Belgian families so as to
make more rapid progress in the language.
Chinese students abroad were at that time handsomely remunerated by the Manchu government. As a result
their company was much sought after by Belgian parents with daughters of marriageable age. Although the
Chinese were still viewed as somewhat exotic by Europeans, the financial status of these students, who were still
required to wear the queue or pigtail, made them appear good “catches” to middle class Belgians. My father, too,
found himself the object of such attentions and the fact that he was already married made his loneliness harder to
bear. So, in 1908, he returned to China to fetch his wife. Thus did it come about that I was born in Liège on
November 4,1909.
My parents were probably the first Chinese married couple ever to study together in Belgium. My mother, who
had been well educated in the Chinese classics by her Mandarin father, took crash courses in French and the
natural sciences and, despite the demands on her time which my birth entailed, she soon gained admission to the
University to study chemistry.
My parents were still studying at Liège in early August 1914, when the German armies invaded Belgium.
Although I was not yet five years old, I vividly remember the sound of cannonade and of shells exploding near
where we lived in the city under siege. Many people fled to the countryside to escape the German bombardment;
those of us who remained behind spent much of our time in cellars. The house in which we lived was lighted by
gas rather than electricity and for some reason gas lighting had never been installed in the cellar. Between periods
of bombardment my parents would hurry upstairs to cook food, and I still remember eating boiled eggs in our
candle-lit cellar.
After this childhood taste of modern warfare during the siege of Liège, I found myself a youthful witness to the
defeat of a nation—an experience I was to relive in a number of different situations in the future. The occupation
of Belgium by the Germans led to the closing of the University for the duration of the war. Unlike most of his
Chinese schoolmates, father, who was very near the completion of his degree, did not return to China. Instead, we
remained in Belgium to await the reopening of the University so that father could return to China with his degree
complete.
Father studied electrical engineering on his own and mother attended the Royal Academy of Beaux Arts where
she studied sculpturing, sketching, drawing, and oil painting. Because of the long duration of the war in Europe,
she eventually completed the four year course and graduated second in her class. Father also decided that I should
waste no time while he was awaiting the reopening of the University so he enrolled me in a private school where
the usual six years of grammar school were compressed into five.
In 1917, a successor government to the deposed Manchus declared war on the Central Powers and China
would eventually contribute thousands of workers to the Allied cause. The Peking government’s decision was
motivated by the hope that an Allied victory would bring an end to the territorial concessjons in Kiaochow and
Shantung Province which had been gained by the Germans at the expense of the former Manchu government. As
a result of this action, we suddenly found ourselves living in a country occupied by a nation officially at war with
China.
As the Allied blockade of the Central Powers had tightened, the food situation in Belgium had grown worse
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day by day. Although Liège was in the center of a rich agricultural region, very little food reached its inhabitants
after requisitions were made by the occupying power. White bread was replaced by a type of brown bread of
lower nutritional value. Sugar, fat, and meat were hard to obtain even with ration coupons. As a result of this poor
diet, I suffered from scurvy and my general health declined to a point where my studies suffered.
However, in looking back on our life in Belgium during the First World War in light of later experiences, I
cannot refrain from remarking on the relative mildness of the German occupation authorities. As subjects of an
enemy power after the Chinese declaration of war, we had to report periodically to the Kommandantür, but it was
just a formality, an empty gesture. We felt no sense of fear or danger. In school our Belgian teachers ardently
preached against the Germans and we openly sang the national anthems of Belgium and France as well as songs
extolling the virtue of independence. The only tangible manifestation of the German occupation as far as it related
to us was the introduction of the compulsory study of German in the schools. The second German occupation of
Western Europe, which I was also destined to witness at first hand, was very different both in degree and kind.
Indeed, well before the end of the war voluntary organizations were permitted to distribute American food to
alleviate the urgent needs of the hungry populace of the German-occupied areas of Belgjum and northern France.
I vividly recollect the hot meals provided school students by the relief organization originally set up by Herbert
Hoover. In addition to hot food, we also received small yellow cardboard boxes which contained two pieces of
Wrigley’s Chiclets chewing gum—something completely new to us. Although it was not very nutritious, the gum
was fun to chew and I shall never forget this mark of American generosity.
When the armistice came, I remember watching from our apartment as for three days and nights an
uninterrupted column of defeated Germans trudged past on the east bank of the Ourthe River. Some dejected
Germans tossed their weapons into the water to lighten their load. Others sold gas masks, binoculars, and helmets
to interested buyers as war souvenirs. As a lad of nine years, I could have no idea that this was not to be the last
defeated army I would see during my lifetime.
With the end of the war, the University of Liège soon reopened. My father completed his work and after
graduation we began trying to book passage for Shanghai. All ships were booked for months in advance because
so many people, especially white colonists who had been called back to Europe to fight the war, were trying to
return to the Far East. My father finally secured passage for us in second class on a French passenger ship.
We left the scenes of my childhood, and I started on the first of many journeys. At ten years of age, I was
finally returning to the land of my ancestors.
*
On our way to take ship in Marseilles, we spent a few days in Paris where many Chinese were studying or
working. This was the first sizable Chinese community I had ever encountered, and in a Cantonese restaurant in
the Latin Quarter, I ate Chinese food outside the home for the first time in my life.
We sailed from Marseilles aboard the Andre Lebon. The voyage was uneventful though I quickly became
aware that we were the only Chinese passengers in second class.
When we arrived in Shanghai in the summer of 1920, I soon learned that the city was divided into different
zones-some of which were garrisoned by foreign troops. The British sector was patrolled by uniformed Indians
and the French zone by Annamite (Vietnamese) policemen. It seemed to me that in the performance of their duties
these Asians were quite obsequious toward whites but often rude to Chinese, especially the coolies. This
discovery deeply upset me. In my geography class in Belgium, we had been taught that China was a great nation
with a population of some four hundred million people. I had never dreamed that foreign troops occupied parts of
China.
While in Shanghai, I noticed that few Chinese rode in first class compartments on the streetcars. Instead, they
crowded into second class compartments. Thus during my first days in my homeland, the consequences for China
of the principle of extraterritoriality—which I sensed rather than understood—was already impinging on my
young mind.
Father had been away from home almost twelve years. His mother had died during his absence, but he was
understandably anxious to see his father again. We therefore sailed as soon as possible up the Yangtse for Hankow
on a ship under British flag. Although we sailed in second class, I had an opportunity to view the indescribable
congestion in the “economy” class where most Chinese traveled. People were simply crowded onto the lower
deck along with their blanket rolls, baskets, and even domestic animals.
During a call at Chiu-chiang, I witnessed an incident which I have never forgotten—an event which further
opened my eyes to the inferior status of Chinese in their own country. The ship pulled alongside the pier, but was
not made fast. Instead, it was held near the pier by maintaining a slow speed of the engine against the strong
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current of the river. Many people hurried to disembark by jumping from the ship to the pier after throwing their
baggage ashore. Waiting passengers tried to elbow their way up the gangplank onto the ship.
The British captain nonchalantly watched the frenzied loading and unloading of passengers and, when he
thought he had spent enough time at Chiu-chiang, he rang the bell signaling departure. A middle-aged Chinese,
who was traveling with several pieces of luggage, had not had time enough to unload all his bags onto the pier. He
had to jump hastily from the ship to pier to avoid being left aboard. As the space between the ship and the deck
rapidly widened, he implored people on the ship to throw him the remainder of his baggage. It was too late,
however, and the poor man was forced to watch with tears in his eyes as the ship steamed up the river with the
rest of his belongings.
We traveled from Hankow to I-ch’ang aboard a Japanese ship. Upon our arrival there, we took rooms in a hotel
which also contained the “office” of a Japanese “dental physician” whose main equipment seemed to consist of a
foot pedal-driven drill and an adjustable metal chair. I thought he must be a rather low-class dentist, for those I
had been to in Belgium had had much better equipped offices. In retrospect, I suspect that he was in all likelihood
a dental technician who posed as a dental surgeon. Because he was Japanese he would have been able to get away
with this because Japanese did not have to have a license to practice in China and could not be interfered with by
the local authorities.
Citizens of Japan, like those of many other foreign countries, still enjoyed privileges of extraterritoriality and,
in practice, were free to do much as they pleased in China. The privileged status of Japanese in China became
even clearer to me during the next leg of our voyage aboard a British flag ship bound for Chungking.
Although the ship sailed under the British flag, I was thrilled to learn that it had been built at the Kiang-Nan
Shipyards in Shanghai by Chinese. Although I was only ten years old, my brief exposure to conditions in China
was rapidly turning me into something of a nationalist. This tendency was furthered when one day I ventured
innocently upon the upper deck of our ship only to learn that it was a privileged area reserved for whites and
Japanese. I was unceremoniously escorted to the stairway to the lower deck simply because I was Chinese.
When our ship called at Wan-hsien, it was immediately surrounded by many sampans offering all kinds of
goods for sale to the passengers. I was amazed to see young boys entirely naked playing in the sampans which
were their homes. I was later shocked to learn that their families were simply too poor to clothe them. This
discovery of the grinding poverty in which many Chinese lived was part of my belated introduction to the land of
my ancestors.
The sampans crowded as close to the ship as possible in order to sell their wares to the passengers. When the
departure whistle was blown, a few sampans were still engaged in business and moved away from the ship too
slowly to suit the British captain. He ordered them sprayed with a water hose which forced the peddlers to beat a
hasty retreat and ruined much of their goods. The callous action of that British master was another unforgettable
experience.
At Chungking, we were welcomed by a former student at Liège who had become a friend of the family. He had
reached China before us because it had been easier for a single person traveling alone to book passage. He was
immensely kind to us, but it was only later, after my own student days abroad, that I would fully understand the
strong ties of friendship and loyalty which bound “returned” Chinese students who had studied together to one
another.
We were forced to remain in Chungking for several days to await the end of fighting between rival warlords in
the area to which we were going. When news arrived that calm had been restored in the region, we were finally
able to proceed to Neichiang, my ancestral home. We traveled by sedan chair for five days and reached our
destination without incident.
*
Neichiang was, and remains today, one of the richest and most important towns in Szechwan province. When
we arrived in the city in 1920, it had no electricity and the homes of well-to-do people as well as stores, theaters,
and other public places were lighted with kerosene lamps. Our family’s factories were among the largest and most
important in the region. Grandfather still ran the business but my elder brother—who had been left behind in
China when my parents went to Belgium—was being groomed to manage it eventually.
Neichiang, which was about one hundred fifty miles from Chungking, had only a junior high school with a
teaching staff drawn from graduates of the provincial teachers’ college. Father did not like the idea of my going to
such a school so, after a short stay at home, he rented a house in Ch’eng-tu, the capital of the province, and
enrolled me in school there. Grandfather was intent upon keeping my brother at Neichiang to help him in the
family business so that I was to be the only child of my parents, who were both graduates of European
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universities, to keep alive the tradition of scholarship in our family.
The China to which my parents had returned was in a very unsettled condition, for with the collapse of the
Manchu Dynasty in 1911, the disintegration of central authority had grown ever more pronounced. The whole
country had become divided into “fiefs” held by individual military leaders or cliques of warlords. Szechwan was
no exception, and civil war raged there during much of the five years I spent in China as a boy, for various parts
of the province were ruled by the generals who commanded the local garrisons. The governor of the province was
usually the victor in the most recent battle between rival warlords.
Although fighting resulted chiefly from the clashing ambitions of local military leaders, it was often
exacerbated by interference from neighboring provinces or from the capital at Peking. In order to justify uprisings
—which were often financed by outside subsidies—garrison commanders would sometimes proclaim their
allegiance to the Peking government and use this as an excuse to attack other warlords who did not support that
government.
The capital itself was a center of intrigue and quarrels between the Japanophile An-Fu clique led by Than Chijui, the Chili clique headed by Wu Pei-fu, and the supporters of Chang Tso-lin, the warlord of the Northeast (as
Manchuria was called). In addition to these major figures, many minor players also became involved in the
struggle for power at Peking. Some probably sincerely hoped to unify the nation. Most simply sought personal
power with little regard for China.
In addition to warlord and Peking rivalries, a third element came into play. Supporters of Dr. Sun Yat-sen were
attempting to establish a secure base in southern China from which the Kuomintang movement might eventually
unify all of China under a republican central government. On one occasion, Szechwan was invaded by troops
from the adjacent provinces of Kweichow and Yunnan. The commanders of these forces used their professed
alliance with Dr. Sun’s movement as a pretext for the invasion.
The people naturally suffered greatly from this constant disorder. Factories were often forced to close and
established institutions disintegrated. In Ch’eng-tu, for instance, an old Manchu arsenal and a machine tool
factory became increasingly unproductive because of the civil strife. Each time a new warlord occupied the city, a
bit more of the equipment of these plants was carried off when a more powerful warlord would in turn force the
temporary occupier to retire.
Even more disruptive to the economy and governance of the province was the practice of warlords who usually
appropriated to themselves the tax revenues of whatever territory they happened to occupy. This contributed to the
further disintegration of civil authority and led to the corruption of government employees whose salaries were
often reduced, in arrears, or not paid at all. For many such people, the choice was quite literally to become corrupt
or to watch their families live in actual want.
Civil war and the decline in authority brought a change in the people as well. When father and I first arrived in
Ch’eng-tu, vegetable oil was used as fuel in street 1ights and the flame was protected from the wind by glass
plates enclosed in a metal frame. As order declined, the glass was stolen from the lamps and people would simp1y
remove the oil for their own use. As a result, the streets became progressively darker and less safe at night.
The high walls surrounding the city were gradually dismantled and the materia1 was used to build private
dwellings and shacks. The municipal orphanage had to close due to lack of funds. The military hospital closed
down and fell into disrepair. Bridges were falling apart.
Several of the generals who occupied Ch’eng-tu for varying periods of time issued their own essentially
worthless paper money which was kept in circulation by the occasional execution of someone who had refused to
accept it. Defeated troops often collected “departure pay” from the populace before they retreated. By the time I
left Szechwan in 1925, the annual tax on the rice crop had been collected for more than fifty years in advance.
Under such conditions it can hardly be surprising that the educational system of China in the 1920s was still
underdeveloped. There were too few universities and too few qualified professors. Nonetheless, the traditional
Chinese respect for education and the repeated humiliations of China at the hands of foreign powers provided the
stimulus for the establishment of many colleges and high schools to train young Chinese for the future
modernization of China.
In Ch’eng-tu, for example, a provincial school for foreign languages, a teachers’ college, a technical college,
an agricu1tural school, and several high schoo1s had been established by 1920. The colleges were staffed with
teachers who had studied abroad—chiefly in Japan, but also in the United States and Europe. Many of the
teachers in the high schools and professiona1 schools were graduates of Chinese universities or teachers’ colleges.
With the collapse of the Manchu Dynasty, the old Imperial Civil Service had been abolished. The so-called “new
Mandarins” of the Republic were products of the newly established educational system rather than of the old
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examination system which had been grounded in the Chinese classics. The bulk of the “middle” ranks of
government officials were drawn from the graduates of the newly created Chinese schools. The higher level jobs
in civil government fell largely to graduates (or “returned” students) of European, American, or Japanese schools.
My father, for instance, was made Dean of the Technical College at Ch’eng-tu largely because of his European
education.
By the 1920s, the conflict between “modern ideas” and “old customs” was becoming pronounced as
westernization proceeded apace. The custom of arranged marriage was a particular source of conflict between the
generations. For example, a friend of our family had come to Ch’eng-tu to study at the Technical Professional
School as well as to escape the bride chosen for him by his parents. When his family finally ordered him to return
home to marry the young lady, he refused. His family cut off his support and he was forced to make a living as
best he could. He ended up printing bogus promissory notes and had to flee the city when the police closed in on
him.
Another friend was called home from Ch’eng-tu to marry a girl he had never seen. Although he went through
with the arranged marriage, he soon sought to escape it by joining the Nationalist Army of the Northwest which
was led by General Feng Yu-hsiang, a Christian general who, it was said, used to baptize his troops with a fire
hose. My friend’s escape from his unwanted bride proved permanent for he soon died of dysentery while on duty
in Inner Mongolia.
Women were also caught in the conflict between the old and the new. For instance, a woman, who would later
be my schoolmate at the University of Lyons, was married against her will to the son of a Szechwanese warlord.
She was a woman of strong convictions, and she managed to escape her husband’s family and eventually make
her way to France.
Another young lady, who I later met in Germany, had been a student at the Provincial High School in Ch’engtu. Her beauty caught the eye of General Sze Shaw-wu, the adopted son of the then governor of Szechwan. General Sze was a courageous but uneducated man who was famous for his temper tantrums. He sent intermediaries
to the girl’s family asking permission to marry her. He was so infatuated with her that when the family refused his
request, he offered to divorce his wife and repudiate all his concubines for the young lady. The girl’s family
shipped her off to Europe to save her from this importunate, and unsuitable, suitor.
Most young Chinese in the 1920s remained obedient to their parents’ wishes in such matters, however, for life
in inland China was hard. There was a severe shortage of jobs in the countryside, for it had not yet industrialized
and it was torn by civil strife. Thus many young men and women were compelled to rely upon their families
financially and this constricted their hopes of independence. I cannot help but believe that this sense of frustration
felt by these young people who were imbued with new ideas and who were groping for a better future, was the
reason why many of them became political activists who joined either the Kuomintang or the Communist Party in
an effort to remake China.
More than anything else, the opening of movie theaters exposed the people of China to western ways. In
Ch’eng-tu, Mr. Chi Tson-mon, a friend of father’s who had been educated in France, took the initiative in opening
a movie theater. Mr. Chi was then the Commissioner of Foreign Affairs for the Province of Szechwan. In that
capacity, he was the representative of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs in the province and his chief function was to
resolve problems which might arise locally as a result of the presence of foreigners who enjoyed the privileges of
extraterritoriality in many Chinese cities.
To finance the movie venture, Mr. Chi raised eleven thousand yuan (silver dollars) by issuing one hundred ten
shares of stock with a value of one hundred yuan each. I urged father to buy a share and offered to put up my
entire savings, about eighty silver dollars, toward the purchase. Much to my delight, father readily fell in with my
suggestion and I soon found myself the owner of a share in the Hsin-Ming (New Light) Movie Theater Company.
There were few buildings in Ch’eng-tu large enough to serve as a movie theater. Fortunately, Mr. Chi was able
to secure the use of the Y.M.C.A. gymnasium for the nightly showings. A large screen was painted on one wall
and wooden benches served as seats.
The films were silent with English subtitles. A friend of father’s who had studied in the United States would
translate the subtitles into Chinese and with the help of a megaphone would narrate them to the audience. A new
system was soon devised whereby lantern slides with Chinese subtitles were projected along with the film thus
providing explanations in written Chinese.
The theater venture was hugely successful and profits for the first year were in excess of fifty percent.
However, this meeting between old China and modem western technology was not always smooth. One night, for
instance, a rich peasant who had never before seen a movie created quite a disturbance by shouting “Devils!
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Devils!” when he saw shadows appearing and disappearing on the screen as the operator focused the projector in
preparation for the showing.
I did not long enjoy the pass, which allowed shareholders to attend the movies without charge, for I soon left
Ch’eng-tu to continue my studies. However, my ownership of that share in the company proved a blessing for my
nephews and nieces who attended school in Ch’eng-tu and made good use of my pass.
By early 1925, I had completed my study of Chinese history and classics. Because of the limited educational
opportunities available in Szechwan, father decided I should go to Peking to begin my college education. After
bidding good-bye to my mother, my brother, and my sister, father and I set out. We traveled by sedan chair and
sampan and, despite the fact that civil war was again raging in much of the area we passed through, we reached
Chungking without mishap. There we embarked on a modern steamship operated by the first Szechwanese-owned
steamship company which had been organized by Mr. Lu Tso-fu.
I was thrilled at the thought of traveling on a Chinese ship; however, because father wanted to save as much
money as possible for me, we traveled in third class. The fact that father wore western-style clothes—he
adamantly refused to wear traditional Chinese dress—did not make things easy for us in third class. At that time,
western clothes were viewed by the masses as the mark of rich people or snobs who thought themselves better
than the average man.
Upon reaching Hankow, we took a train to Peking. It was so crowded we had to squeeze into a boxcar. Once in
Peking, father sought out friends from his student days who were established there. He was trying to get a
government job in mining but, as he had no connections in Peking, his efforts were unsuccessful. Father’s old
schoolmates did all they could, but none was powerful enough to simply give him a job.
I seriously considered entering Peking National University because it was then the most prestigious school in
China; however, the political turmoil in the capital often stirred student unrest and disrupted education. Mr. Tuan
Chi-jui, the head of the Peking government and the leader of the An-Fu clique, had already begun an active
repression of student demonstrations.
The University was sometimes shut down by student strikes which resulted from anger over incidents which
occurred elsewhere in China. This was true of the strike which broke out after British police massacred
demonstrators in Shanghai on May 30, 1925. Further unrest was stirred when, on June 23, at Canton, British and
French soldiers and sailors machine-gunned Chinese who were demonstrating on the opposite bank of the
waterway which separated the Chinese city from the foreign settlements. As a result of such occurrences, schools
were closed down and strikes were called both on the mainland and in Hong Kong, where commercial activity
was paralyzed for several months.
These continued disturbances convinced father that I should go to Europe to study. He secured passage to
Shanghai for me on a British ship in which I shared quarters with a Chinese ship’s officer. He had filled the cabin
with some awful smelling merchandise which he was taking to Shanghai, for he engaged in petty trade as a
sideline activity to earn a bit more money.
I had to wait in Shanghai for almost a month before I could sail for France. I lodged with an uncle and got to
see something of the city. Shanghai at that time was quite cosmopolitan, for it was made up of Chinese and
foreign sections. Each foreign “settlement” had its own police force and administered its own laws. In a city
which harbored all kinds of criminals, this situation was ripe for abuse. Because the foreign sections were
contiguous to the Chinese city and separated only by imaginary boundaries, criminals could easily move from one
jurisdiction to another. Chinese lawbreakers thus enjoyed virtual immunity because Chinese police could not enter
the foreign settlements; foreign criminals enjoyed the additional privilege of extraterritoriality.
The British used tall-turbaned Indians as policemen and these colonial subjects seemed to be particularly brutal
toward Chinese. On one occasion I saw an Indian policeman who was directing traffic at a crossroad beat a
rickshaw coolie senseless because the coolie had failed to stop at the proper place. While the poor Chinese was
lying unconscious on the street, his passenger left without paying the fare, and the rickshaw, which in all
probability was rented by the day by the poor coolie, was partially demolished by kicks of the enraged Indian.
Pickpocketing, gambling, prostitution, extortion, and other lucrative but illegal activities in Shanghai were
alledged to be controlled by a gang reputedly headed by Mr. Tu Yueh-sen. Mr. Tu was also widely believed to be
the gobetween in deals involving Chinese buyers and foreign sellers of opium and arms. It was later rumored that
he had once been the “boss” of Chiang Kai-shek when the future Generalissimo lived in Shanghai before his rise
to fame and power. It was also widely believed that he helped the Nationalists suppress the Communists in
Shanghai in 1927. In any case, Chiang did later promote Mr. Tu to the rank of Major General—an action which
many presumed had more to do with gratitude for past favors than hopes of future military prowess.
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In early December 1925, I sailed for France aboard the Andre Lebon, the same ship we had traveled on in 1920
when we left Europe. It would be almost eleven years before I would again see China.
*
When we docked in Marseilles in January 1926, I was immediately sent by ambulance to the hospital, for I had
contracted typhoid fever during the voyage. When I finally recovered from this illness, I left Marseilles for Paris
where I registered in a kind of junior college which gave instruction both on campus and by correspondence. I
returned to Liège, the place of my birth, and rented a room from my family’s old landlord. I thus lived cheaply
while regaining my strength and preparing to take several course examinations in engineering without ever having
attended classes. In 1927, I went back to Paris, passed the various examinations, and obtained a degree in
engineering.
I then sought my father’s approval to continue my studies in that field. However, the political and economic
situation in Szechwan had grown steadily worse and father advised against this course of action. The various
warlords in the region kept issuing their basically worthless paper currency. The debased Szechwanese silver
dollar had depreciated markedly in value. Rice taxes had been collected in advance to the year 2000.
Father advised me to forget technology and to study medicine instead. There was little demand for engineers in
Szechwan because the political climate inhibited industrialization; doctors, on the other hand, were badly needed
and could always make a living there or elsewhere in China.
By the summer of 1927, however, I was considered applying to the French Military Academy at Saint Cyr, for
I had come to believe that China would need soldiers more than engineers or doctors if she was ever to be a truly
independent and unified nation. The minister who represented China in France at that time was Mr. Kao Lu, a
scientist turn diplomat who had been a friend of father’s since before World War I. His friendship with father and
his knowledge of my better than average command of French and my engineering background made Mr. Kao
quite willing to recommend me to the French government. However, there were already thirteen Chinese
candidates ahead of me awaiting admission to Saint Cyr to which only two Chinese per year were admitted.
Father, in the meantime, had been strongly influenced against European military training by my mother’s
brother. This uncle had graduated from the Japanese Military Academy (Shi Kan Gakko) and was thus well
acquainted with many prominent political and military leaders in China who were his former classmates. My
uncle convinced my father than because so many of the high ranking officers in China were either graduates of
the Japanese Military Academy or of the various Chinese military schools, their cliques would never give a
graduate of a European military school an opportunity to rise to the highest military ranks in China.
My uncle was certainly correct in his assessment as I would later learn at first hand. In Chinese military circles
in the 1920s—and later, too, unfortunately—one’s career truly depended on who one knew.
An additional obstacle to a French military education was the fact that foreign students had to pay quite a lot of
money for their tuition, board, uniforms, ammunition, and other basic necessities. Considering the condition of
our family’s finances, it seemed unlikely that they could afford to pay my expenses even if I could have gained
admission to Saint Cyr. Thwarted in my ambition to become a soldier, I remembered my father’s earlier advice.
China desperately needed trained physicians, and a competent doctor could always make a living anywhere. Thus
did I decide to study medicine—a decision I have never regretted.
*
The completion of a one year pre-medical course was required for admission to French medical schools. As
this course of study could be pursued anywhere, I decided to attend the University of Montpellier because living
costs were relatively low there and money was becoming an increasing problem for me. In addition, a friend from
China, Mr. Cheng Jieh who had been a student of my father in Ch’eng-tu, was already living in that city. We had
met again in Paris during the summer of 1927, and Cheng had suggested that I join him so that we could share
living expenses.
Soon after my arrival at Montpellier, Cheng and I and a third Chinese student rented a villa for three hundred
fifty francs a month—about fourteen American dollars at then prevailing exchange rates. The villa had electricity
and cold running water, but the only toilet facilities was an unlit privy in back of the house. We ate quite cheaply
by buying such inexpensive foods as dried peas and beans, rice, and smoked sausages. As we split expenses three
ways, we managed to live quite well for a small amount of money each.
Although I had but a limited knowledge of the natural sciences, I managed to complete the required work in
1928 by dint of much hard work. By this time, however, my studies were but one of my concerns, for events in
China had stirred Cheng and I and we plunged into political activity in France on behalf of our ancestral land.
By late 1927, a Chinese Nationalist Government had been established at Nanking. Many regional warlords had
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either been defeated by government forces or else forced to accept the authority of the new central government.
Despite internecine feuds and power struggles among its leaders, the Kuomintang (hereafter, the abbreviation
KMT will frequently be used in referring to this party) appeared to be successfully unifying China under a single
government. In addition, the KMT government had been successful in obtaining the return of the British
settlements at Hankow and Chiu-chiang. This was viewed as the first tangible manifestation of the recovery of
rights accorded to foreign powers by the unequal treaties.
Cheng and I became actively involved in the Kuomintang through the proselytizing of a fellow student, Mr.
Chang Non, who explained to us the goals of the party founded by Dr. Sun Yat-sen. On the other hand, another
student loathed the party and what he viewed as its willingness to “deal” with Chang Tso-lin, warlord of
Manchuria, and the Japanese. Although he was obviously a staunch nationalist and committed Chinese patriot,
this anti-Kuomintang student steadfastly refused to join the party and urged Cheng and I not to do so either. In the
end, however, we decided to join the KMT; for it seemed to us to be the only force in China capable of unifying
the country and freeing it from foreign domination.
Soon after we joined, Cheng Jieh was asked to organize a party headquarters at Marseilles. Marseilles was an
important port and many Chinese seamen worked on French ships which called there. A Chinese sailor’s pay
averaged only 250 francs while a French seaman was paid 1000 to 2000 francs for the same work. The economic
plight of China was so severe, however, that many Chinese were only too happy to get these jobs even though
their working conditions were horrid and they were made to live crowded together in the stern of the ship above
the propeller.
Whenever a ship arrived in port, Cheng and I—if I was able to be away from school—would visit it and talk to
the Chinese crew members. We would explain to them the San Min Chu I, the three Chinese people’s rights
enunciated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen, and we would attempt to recruit them for membership in the KMT and solicit
contributions. We would also offer our good offices for any matter which had to do with the French authorities,
and these poor seamen, most of whom spoke little or no French, definitely needed all the help they could get.
On one occasion we were approached by a Chinese seaman who had lost a finger in a work-related accident.
The worker had received no compensation whatsoever for his injury and the Chinese consul at Marseilles—a
Frenchman who received no pay from the Chinese government—had done nothing to help the poor man collect.
Indeed, the consul had a reputation of being interested in nothing except the granting of visas or the stamping of
certificates, for he was permitted to collect a fee for such services.
In the case of the seaman who had lost a finger, this consul certainly lived up to his reputation of caring for
little that did not bring a return to him. After repeated visits by Cheng and I, he finally agreed to act on the
seaman’s behalf. In the end, however, the poor man got only fifty francs—about two American dollars—as
indemnity for his lost finger.
Whenever we went aboard a ship to meet the Chinese crew the men would invite us to share their meal.
Compared to what they might had had to eat in China, the food was good and plentiful. Despite their damp and
crowded living quarters, their low pay, and their poor working conditions, these Chinese seamen generously
shared their food with us and contributed what they could to the Kuomintang in the hope that it could change
conditions in China for the better. The example of these poor, unlettered seamen made Cheng and me even more
resolute in our Kuomintang work.
I continued my studies, but whenever I had a vacation, I would go to Marseilles to help with party work. I
would stay with Cheng in a large room which served both as his home and as the local Kuomintang headquarters.
We were gratified to see our efforts rewarded by a steady increase in the number of members we recruited.
In addition to the sense of satisfaction we felt at the thought that we were working for the betterment of the
Chinese people, our party work at Marseilles also yielded unexpected personal benefits. Marseilles was then a sort
of gateway to the Orient through which travelers passed on their way to and from Asia. On a crassly monetary
level, Cheng and I frequently earned commissions from travel agencies by assisting Chinese students and
businessmen with their travel arrangements. Of more importance to our future careers, however, we were able to
meet many of the Kuomintang dignitaries who passed through the port on their way to or from Europe on party
business. When we eventually returned to China after our long stays in Europe, some of these contacts would
prove extremely helpful.
Many of the veteran Kuomintang members we met in Marseilles belonged to the “West Mountain” faction of
the party. This clique took its name from the fact that it had met in a suburb of Peking known as West Mountain
during a period of strife within the party. It was made up largely of traditional Chinese scholars who were angered
by Western inroads in China.
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Chiang Kai-shek had only recently emerged as the victor of the protracted struggle for power within the KMT.
However, he was already busy, through his position as head of the Whampoa Military Academy, building his own
power base within the military by creating a corps of officers who would be bound to him by personal ties of
loyalty. He had not yet tried to recruit supporters among the overseas Chinese students and immigrants. Thus, my
allegiance to the KMT was given quite independently of Chiang Kai-shek’s position in it. Though I would later
serve Chiang, I had no personal ties to him beforehand. The consequences of Chiang’s drive for personal power
within the party and the Nationalist government would only slowly become clear.
In 1928, I sought admission to the French Army Medical School at Lyons because its curriculum was best
suited to train doctors for a country like China where the need for well-rounded general practitioners was urgent.
Regular Army physicians had to complete a five year course of study and an additional period of postgraduate
work designed to enable them to practice emergency medicine and surgery under field conditions. To go to the
Army Medical School, however, required both money and a sponsor.
Fortunately, my father was at that time an advisor at the headquarters of the 24 th Army which was commanded
by General Liu Wen-hwei. Liu had joined the KMT and had been made governor of Sikang (a province which no
longer exists) by the Nationalist government. Father prevailed upon General Liu to send me a grant of thirteen
hundred Chinese yuan and a letter of recommendation to Mr. Kao, the Chinese minister in Paris. While waiting
for Mr. Kao to take the steps necessary to gain admission for me at the military medical school, I took courses in
the Faculty of Medicine at Lyons.
The financial help my father procured from a provincial governor was extremely important to my future
education, for conditions in China made it unlikely that my family could have done as much in one stroke to help
me. Civil war was still raging in China despite the progress toward unification made by the Nationalist
government. The political and economic situation in Szechwan had improved little despite the professed
allegiance of the Szechwanese leaders to the central government. Local warlords continued to issue their own
currency which was convertible into silver yuan only at great loss. Thus families like mine had great difficulty in
obtaining sound currency to send to children studying abroad. In addition, the yuan itself fluctuated in value
against foreign currencies.
The Szechwanese government had once imposed a “meat surtax”—a tax levied on each slaughtered pig—
which was to be collected by local governments and used to provide funds to be loaned to students studying
abroad. Although effective at first, the system finally broke down because warlords confiscated the money or
because district chiefs simply did not collect the tax from the hard-pressed peasants.
Thus the grant from General Liu permitted me to remain abroad to study. In October 1929, I was finally
notified by the Chinese Legation that I had been accepted for admission to the French Army Medical School. …
15.154 End Of The Game\fn{by Julio Cortázar (1914-1984)} Brussels, Belgium (M) 6
Letitia, Holanda and I used to play by the Argentine Central tracks during the hot weather, hoping that Mama
and Aunt Ruth would go up to their siesta so that we could get out past the white gate. After washing the dishes,
mama and Aunt Ruth were always tired, especially when Holanda and I were drying, because it was then that
there were arguments, spoons on the floor, secret words that only we understood, and in general, an atmosphere in
which the smell of grease, José’s yowling, and the dimness of the kitchen would end up in an incredible fight, and
the subsequent commotion. Holanda specialized in rigging this sort of brawl, for example, letting an already clean
glass slip into the pan of dirty water, or casually dropping a remark to the effect that the Loza house had two
maids to do all the work.
I had other systems: I liked to suggest to Aunt Ruth that she was going to get an allergy rash on her hands if
she kept scrubbing the pots instead of doing the cups and plates once in a while, which were exactly what Mama
liked to wash, and over which they would confront one another soundlessly in a war of advantage to get the easy
item.
The heroic expedient, in case the bits of advice and the drawn-out family recollections began to bore us, was to
upset some boiling water on the cat’s back. Now that’s a big lie about a scalded cat, it really is, except that you
have to take the reference to cold water literally; because José never backed away from hot water, almost
insinuating himself under it, poor animal, when we spilled a half-cup of it somewhere around 220° F., or less, a
good deal less, probably, because his hair never fell out. The whole point was to get Troy burning, and in the
confusion, crowned by a splendid G-flat from Aunt Ruth and Mama’s spring for the whipstick, Holanda and I
would take no time at all to get lost in the long porch, toward the empty rooms off the back, where Letitia would
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be waiting for us, reading Ponson de Terrail, or some other equally inexplicable book.
Normally, Mama chased us a good part of the way, but her desire to bust in our skulls evaporated soon enough,
and finally (we had barred the door and were begging for mercy in emotion-filled and very theatrical voices), she
got tired and went off, repeating the same sentence:
“Those ruffians’ll end up on the street.”
Where we ended up was by the Argentine Central tracks, when the house had settled down and was silent, and
we saw the cat stretched out under the lemon tree to take its siesta also, a rest buzzing with fragrances and wasps.
We’d open the white gate slowly, and when we shut it again with a slam like a blast of wind, it was a freedom
which took us by the hands, seized the whole of our bodies and tumbled us out. Then we ran, trying to get the
speed to scramble up the low embankment of the right-of-way, and there spread out upon the world, we silently
surveyed our kingdom.
Our kingdom was this: a long curve of the tracks ended its bend just opposite the back section of the house.
There was just the gravel incline, the crossties, and the double line of track; some dumb sparse grass among the
rubble where mica, quartz and feldspar—the components of granite—sparkled like real diamonds in the two
o’clock afternoon sun. When we stooped down to touch the rails (not wasting time because it would have been
dangerous to spend much time there, not so much from the trains as for fear of being seen from the house), the
heat off the stone roadbed flushed our faces, and facing into the wind from the river there was a damp heat against
our cheeks and ears. We liked to bend our legs and squat down, rise, squat again, more from one kind of hot zone
to the other, watching each other’s faces to measure the perspiration—a minute or two later we would be sopping
with it. And we were always quiet, looking down the track into the distance, or at the river on the other side, that
stretch of coffee-and-cream river.
After this first inspection of the kingdom, we’d scramble down the bank and flop in the meager shadow of the
willows next the wall enclosing the house where the white gate was. This was the capital city of the kingdom, the
wilderness city and the headquarters of our game.
Letitia was the first to start the game; she was the luckiest and the most privileged of the tree of us. Letitia
didn’t have to dry dishes or make the beds, she could laze away the day reading or pasting up pictures, and at
night they let her stay up later if she asked to, not counting having a room to herself, special hot broth when she
wanted it, and all kinds of other advantages. Little by little she had taken more and more advantage of these
privileges, and had been presiding over the game since the summer before. I think really she was presiding over
the whole kingdom; in any case she was quicker at saying things, and Holanda and I accept them without protest
happy almost. It’s likely that Mama’s long lectures on how we ought to behave toward Letitia had had their effect,
or simply that we loved her enough and it didn’t bother us that she was boss.
A pity that she didn’t have the looks for the boss; she was the shortest of the three of us and very skinny.
Holanda was skinny, and I never weighted over 110, but Letitia was scragglier than we were, and even worse, that
kind of skinniness you can see from a distance in the neck and ears. Maybe it was the stiffness of her back that
made her look so thin; for instance she could hardly move her head from side to side, she was like a folded-up
ironing board, like one of those they had in the Loza house, with a cover of white material. Like an ironing board
with the wide part up, leaning closed against the wall. And she led us.
The best satisfaction was to imagine that someday Mama or Aunt Ruth would find out about the game. If they
managed to find out about the game there would be an unbelievable mess. The G-flat and fainting fits, incredible
protests of devotion and sacrifice ill-rewarded, and a string of words threatening the more celebrated punishments,
closing the bid with a dire prediction of our fates, which consisted of the three of us ending up on the street. This
final prediction always left us somewhat perplexed, because to end up in the street always seemed fairly normal to
us.
First Letitia had us draw lots. We used to use pebbles hidden in the hand, count to twenty-one, any way at all.
If we used the count-to-twenty-one system, we would pretend two or three more girls and include them in the
counting to prevent cheating. If one of them came out 221, we dropped her from the group and started drawing
again, until one of us won. Then Holanda and I lifted the stone and we got out the ornament-box. Suppose
Holanda had won, Letitia and I chose the ornaments.
The game took two forms: Statues and Attitudes. Attitudes did not require ornaments but an awful lot of
expressiveness; for Envy you could show your teeth, make fists and hold them in a position so as to seem
cringing. For Charity the ideal was an angelic face, eyes turned up to the sky, while the hands offered some-thing
—a rag, a ball, a branch of willow—to a poor invisible orphan. Shame and Fear were easy to do; Spite and
Jealousy required a more conscientious study.
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The Statues were determined, almost all of them, by the choice of ornaments, and here absolute liberty
reigned. So that a statue would come out of it, one had to think carefully of every detail in the costume. It was a
rule of the game that the one chosen could not take part in the selection; the two remaining argued out the
business at hand and then fitted the ornaments on. The winner had to invent her statue taking into account what
they’d dressed her in, and in this way the game was much more complicated and exciting because sometimes
there were counterplots, and the victim would find herself rigged out in adornments which were completely hopeless; so it was up to her to be quick then in composing a good statue. Usually when the game called for Attitudes,
the winner came up pretty well outfitted, but there were times when the Statues were horrible failures.
Well, the story I’m telling, lord knows when it began, but things changed the day the first note fell from the
train. Naturally the Attitudes and Statues were not for our own consumption; we’d have gotten bored immediately.
The rules were that the winner had to station herself at the foot of the embankment, leaving the shade of the
willow trees, and wait for the train from Tigre that passed at 2:08. At that height above Palermo the trains went by
pretty fast and we weren’t bashful doing the Statue or the Attitude.
We hardly saw the people in the train windows, but with time, we got a bit more expert, and we knew that
some of the passengers were expecting to see us. One man with white hair and tortoise-shell glasses used to stick
his head out of the window and weave at the Statue or the Attitude with a handkerchief. Boys sitting on the steps
of the coaches on their way back from school shouted things as the train went by, but some of them remained
serious and watching us.
In actual fact, the Statue or the Attitude saw nothing at all, because she had to concentrate so hard on holding
herself stock-still, but the other two under the willows would analyze in excruciating detail the great success
produced, or the audience’s indifference.
*
It was a Wednesday when the note dropped as the second coach went by. It fell very near Holanda (she did
Malicious gossip that day) and ricocheted toward me. The small piece of paper was tightly folded up and had been
shoved through a metal nut. In a man’s handwriting, and pretty bad too, it said:
The Statues very pretty. I ride in the third window of the second coach.
Ariel B.

For all the trouble of stuffing it through the nut and tossing it, it seemed to us a little dry, but it delighted us.
We chose lots to see who would keep it, and I won. The next day nobody wanted to play because we all wanted to
see what Ariel B. was like, but we were afraid he would misinterpret our interruption, so finally we chose lots and
Letitia won. Holanda and I were very happy because Letitia did Statues very well, poor thing. The paralysis
wasn’t noticeable when she was still, and she was capable of gestures of enormous nobility. With Attitudes she
always chose Generosity, Piety, Sacrifice and Renunciation. With Statues she tried for the style of the Venus in the
parlor which Aunt Ruth called the Venus de Nilo. For that reason we chose ornaments especially so that Ariel
would be very impressed. We hung a piece of green velvet on her like a tunic, and a crown of willow on her hair.
As we were wearing short sleeves, the Greek effect was terrific. Letitia practiced a little in the shade, and we
decided that we’d show ourselves also and wave at Ariel, discreetly, but very friendly.
Letitia was magnificent; when the train came she didn’t budge a finger. Since she couldn’t turn her head, she
threw it backward, bringing her arms against her body almost as though she were missing them; except for the
green tunic, it was like looking at the Venus de Nilo. In the third window we saw a boy with blond curly hair and
light eyes, who smiled brightly when he saw that Holanda and I were waving at him. The train was gone in a
second, but it was 4:30 and we were still discussing whether he was wearing a dark suit, a red tie, and if he were
really nice or a creep. On Thursday I did an Attitude, Dejection, and we got another note which read:
The three of you I like very much.
Ariel.

Now he stuck his head and one arm out the window and laughed and waved at us. We figured him to be
eighteen (we were sure he was no older than sixteen), and we decided that he was coming back every day from
some English school; we couldn’t stand the idea of any of the regular peanut factories. You could see that Ariel
was super.
As it happened, Holanda had the terrific luck to win three days running. She surpassed herself, doing the
Attitudes Reproach and Robbery, and a very difficult Statue of The Ballerina, balancing on one foot from the time
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the train hit the curve. The next day I won, and the day after that too; when I was doing Horror, a note from Ariel
almost caught me on the nose; at first we didn’t understand it:
The prettiest is the laziest

Letitia was the last to understand it; we saw that she blushed and went off by herself, and Holanda and I looked
at each other, just a little furious. The first judicial opinion it occurred to us to hand down was that Ariel was an
idiot, but we couldn’t tell Letitia that, poor angel, with the disadvantage she had to put up with. She said nothing,
but it seemed to be understood that the paper was hers, and she kept it.
We were sort of quiet going back to the house that day, and didn’t get together that night. Letitia was very
happy at the supper building, her eyes shining, and Mama looked at Aunt Ruth a couple of times as evidence of
her own high spirits. In those days they were trying out a new strengthening treatment for Letitia, and considering
how she looked, it was miraculous how well she was feeling.
Before we went to sleep, Holanda and I talked about the business.
The note from Ariel didn’t bother us so much, thrown from a train going its own way, that’s how it is, but it
seemed to us that Letitia from her privileged position was taking too much advantage of us. She knew we weren’t
going to say anything to her, and in a household where there’s someone with some physical defect and a lot of
pride, everyone pretends to ignore it, starting with the one who’s sick, or better yet, they pretend they don’t know
that and the way Letitia was acting at the table, or the way she kept the note, was just too much.
That night I went back to having nightmares about trains: it was morning and I was walking on enormous
railroad beaches covered with rails filled with switches, seeing in the distance the red glows of locomotives
approaching, anxiously trying to calculate if the train was going to pass to my left and threatened at the same time
by the arrival of an express back of me or—what was even worse—that one of the trains would switch off onto
one of the sidings and run directly over me.
But I forgot it by morning because Letitia was all full of aches and we had to help her get dressed. It seemed to
us that she was a little sorry for the business yesterday and we were very nice to her, telling her that’s what
happens with walking too much and that maybe it would be better of her to stay in her room reading. She said
nothing but came to the table for breakfast, and when Mama asked, she said she was fine and her back hardly hurt
at all. She stated it firmly and looked at us.
That afternoon I won, but at that moment, I don’t know what came over me. I told Letitia that I’d give her my
place, naturally without telling her why. That this guy clearly preferred her and would look at her until his eyes
fell out. The game drew to Statues, and we selected simple items so as not to complicate life, and she invented a
sort of Chinese Princess, with a shy air, looking at the ground, and the hands placed together as Chinese
princesses are wont to do. When the train passed, Holanda was lying on her back under the willows, but I watched
and saw that Ariel had eyes only for Letitia. He kept looking at her until the train disappeared around the curve,
and Letitia stood there motionless and didn’t know that he had just looked at her that way. But when it came to
resting under the trees again, we saw that she knew all right, and that she’d have been pleased to keep the costume
on all afternoon and all night.
Wednesday we drew between Holanda and me, because Letitia said it was only fair she be left out. Holanda
won, darn her luck, but Ariel’s letter fell next to me. When I picked it up I had the impulse to give it to Letitia,
who didn’t say a word, but I thought, then that neither was it a matter of catering to everybody’s wishes, and I
opened it slowly.
Ariel announced that the next day he was going to get off at the nearby station and that he would come by the
embankment to chat for a while. It was all terribly written, but the final phrase was handsomely put:
Warmest regards to the three statues.
Ariel

The signature looked like a scrawl though we remarked on its personality.
While we were taking the ornaments off Holanda, Letitia looked at me once or twice. I’d read them the
message and no one had made any comments, which was very upsetting because finally at last, Ariel was going to
come and one had to think about this new development and come to some decision. If they found out about it at
the house, or if by accident one of the Loza girls, those envious little runts, came to spy on us, there was going to
be one incredible mess. Furthermore, it was extremely unlike us to remain silent over a thing like this; we hardly
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looked at one another, putting the ornaments away and going back through the white gate to the house.
Aunt Ruth asked Holanda and me to wash the cat, and she took Letitia off for the evening treatment and finally
we could get our feelings off our chests. It seemed super that Ariel was going to come; we’d never had a friend
like that; our cousin Tito we didn’t count, a dumbbell who cut out paper dolls and believed in first communion.
We were extremely nervous in our expectation and José, poor angel, got the short end of it. Holanda was the
braver of the two and brought up the subject of Letitia.
I didn’t know what to think; on the one hand it seemed ghastly to me that Ariel should find out, but also it was
only fair that things clear themselves up; no one had to out and out put herself on the line for someone else. What
I really would have wanted was that Letitia not suffer; she had enough to put up with and now the new treatment
and all those things.
That night Mama was amazed to see us so quiet and said what a miracle, and had the cat got our tongues, then
looked at Aunt Ruth and both of them thought for sure we’d been raising hell of some kind and were consciencestricken. Letitia ate very little and said that she hurt and would they let her go to her room to read Rocambole.\fn
{A fictional adventurer created by Pierre Alexis Ponson du Terrail (1829-1871, a French author) } Thought she didn’t much want to,
Holanda gave her a hand, and I sat down and started some knitting, something I do only when I’m, nervous.
Twice I thought to go down to Letitia’s room. I couldn’t figure out what the two of them were doing there
alone, but then Holanda came back with a mysterious air of importance and sat next to me not saying a word until
mama and Aunt Ruth cleared the table.
“She doesn’t want to go tomorrow. She wrote a letter and said that if he asks a lot of questions we should give
it to him.”
Half-opening the pocket of her blouse, she showed me the lilac-tinted envelope. Then they called us in to dry
the dishes, and that night we fell asleep almost immediately, exhausted by all the high-pitched emotion and from
washing José.
*
The next day it was my turn to do the marketing and I didn’t see Letitia all morning; she stayed in her room.
Before they called us to lunch I went in for a moment and found her sitting at the window with a pile of pillows
and a new Rocambole novel. You could see she felt terrible, but she started to laugh and told me about a bee that
couldn’t find its way out and about a funny dream she had had. I said it was a pity she wasn’t coming out to the
willows, but I found it difficult to put it nicely.
“If you want, we can explain to Ariel that you feel upset,” I suggested, but she said no and shut up like a clam.
I insisted for a little while, really, that she should come, and finally got terribly gushy and told her she
shouldn’t be afraid, giving as an example that true affection knows no barriers and other fat ideas we’d gotten
from The Treasure of Youth, but it got harder and harder to say anything to her because she was looking out the
window and looked as if she were going to cry. Finally I left, saying that Mama needed me.
Lunch lasted for days, and Holanda got a slap from Aunt Ruth for having spattered some tomato sauce from
the spaghetti onto the tablecloth. I don’t even remember doing the dishes; right away we were out under the
willows hugging one another, very happy, and not jealous of one another in the slightest. Holanda explained to me
everything we had to say about our studies so that Ariel would be impressed, because high school students
despised girls who’d only been through grace school and studied just homeec\fn{ Home Economics; i.e., how to keep
house.} and knew how to do raised needlework.
When the train went past at 2:08, Ariel waved his arms enthusiastically, and we waved a welcome to him with
our embossed handkerchiefs. Some twenty minutes later we saw him arrive by the embankment; he was taller
than we had thought and dressed all in gray.
I don’t even remember what we talked about at first; he was somewhat shy in spite of having come and the
notes and everything, and said a lot of considerate things. Almost immediately he praised our Statues and
Attitudes and asked our names, and why had the third one not come. Holanda explained the Letitia had not been
able to come, and he said that that was a pity and that he thought Letitia was an exquisite name. Then he told us
stuff about the Industrial High School, it was not the English school, unhappily, and wanted to know if we would
show him the ornaments.
Holanda lifted the stone and we let him see the things. He seemed to be very interested in them, and at
different times he would take one of the ornaments and say: “Letitia wore this one day,” or “This was for the
Oriental statue,” when what he meant was the Chinese Princess.
We sat in the shade under a willow and he was happy but distracted, and you could see that he was only being
polite. Holanda looked at me two or three times when the conversation lapsed into silence, and that made both of
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us feel awful, made us want to get out of it, or wish that Ariel had never come at all.
He asked again if Letitia were ill and Holanda looked at me and I thought she was going to tell him, but
instead she answered the Letitia had not been able come. Ariel drew geometric figures in the dust with a stick and
occasionally looked at the white gate and we knew what he was thinking, and because of that Holanda was right
to pull out the lilac envelope and hand it up to him, and he stood there surprised with the envelope in his hand:
then he blushed while we explained to him that Letitia had sent it to him, and he put the letter in an inside jacket
pocket, not wanting to read it in front of us.
Almost immediately he said that it had been a great pleasure for him and that he was delighted to have come,
but his hand was soft and unpleasant in a way it’d have been better for the interview to end right away, although
later we could only think of his gray eyes and the sad way he had of smiling. We also agreed on how he had said
good-bye: “Until always,” a form we’d never heard at home and which seemed to us so godlike and poetic.
We told all this to Letitia, who was waiting for us under the lemon tree in the patio, and I would have liked to
have asked her what she had said in the letter, but I don’t know what it was, because she’d sealed the envelope
before giving it to Holanda, so I didn’t say anything about that and only told her what Ariel was like and how
many times he’d asked for her. This was not at all an easy thing to do because it was a nice thing and a terrible
thing at the same time: we noticed that Letitia was feeling very happy and at the same time she was almost crying,
and we found ourselves saying that Aunt Ruth wanted us now and we left her looking at the wasps in the lemon
tree. When we were going to sleep that night, Holanda said to me,
“The game’s finished from tomorrow on, you’ll see.”
But she was wrong though not by much, and the next day Letitia gave us the regular signal when dessert came
around. We went out to wash the dishes somewhat astonished, and a bit sore, because that was sheer sauciness on
Letitia’s part and not the right thing to do. She was waiting for us at the gate, and we almost died of fright when
we got to the willows, for she brought out of her pocket Mama’s pearl collar and all her rings, even Aunt Ruth’s
big one with the ruby. If the Loza girls were spying on us and saw us with the jewels, sure as anything Mama
would learn about it right away and kill us, the nasty little creeps. But Letitia wasn’t scared and said if anything
happened she was the only one responsible.
“I would like you to leave it to me today,” she added without looking at us.
We got the ornaments out right away; all of a sudden we wanted to be very kind to Letitia and gave her all the
pleasure, although at the bottom of everything we were still feeling a little spiteful The game came out Statues,
and we chose lovely things that would go well with the jewels, lots of peacock feathers to set in the hair, and a fur
that from a distance looked like silver fox, and a pink veil that she put on like a turban.
We saw that she was thinking, trying the Statue out, but without moving, and when the train appeared on the
curve she placed herself at the foot of the incline with all the jewels sparkling in the sun. She lifted her arms as if
she were going to do an Attitude instead of a Statue, her hands pointed at the sky with her head thrown back (the
only direction she could, poor thing) and bent her body backwards so far it scared us. To us it seemed terrific, the
most regal statue she’d ever done; then we saw Ariel looking at her, hung halfway out the window he looked just
at her, turning his head and looking at her without seeing us, until the train carried him out of sight all at once.
I don’t know why, the two of us started running at the same time to catch Letitia, who was standing there, still
with her eyes closed and enormous tears all down her face. She pushed us back, not angrily, but we helped her
stuff the jewels in her pocket, and she went back to the house alone while we put the ornaments away in their box
for the last time.
We knew almost what was going to happen, but just the same we went out to the willows the next day, just the
two of us, after Aunt Ruth imposed absolute silence so as not to disturb Letitia, who hurt and who wanted to
sleep.
When the train came by, it was no surprise to see the third window empty, and while we were grinning at one
another, somewhere between relief and being furious, we imagined Ariel riding on the other side of the coach, not
moving in his seat, looking off toward the river with his gray eyes.
44.149 Marie\fn{by Françoise Mallet-Joris aka Françoise Lilar (1930- )} Antwerp, Antwerp Province, Belgium (F) 3
When Marie was a little girl, her mother sometimes shut her up, by way of punishment, in a dark little room
where all the family’s shoes were kept—the boot-closet, as they called it. Gradually these periods of confinement
had ceased to be a punishment and became, instead, a habit.
The tiny room received a minimal amount of light and air through one very high skylight. Almost all the floor
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space was taken up by two large racks, on which were ranged an assortment of heavy boots, men’s shoes, and
beach sandals. A smell of wax and leather filled the air. Between the two racks there was a narrow passage, where
Marie found she could squat cross-legged, Turkish fashion.
After a while this dimly-lit cubby-hole came to be her favorite retreat: a kingdom which, however small, at
least belonged to her alone. Her own blue-and-white room (a model children’s bedroom), her dolls, with their
impeccably groomed hair, the yard where she played every morning, the entire house (so warm, so pleasant, so
beautifully polished), even her own mother, her devoted, elegant mother, whose behavior was so demonstrably
perfect—all these struck her as singularly lacking in substance and reality.
What did she care about a perfection she had neither chosen nor demanded? Even as a small child she would
shake with fury when people told her how lucky she was to have the mother (or house, or life) that she did.
The ease surrounding her she saw as a glass wall, set there with deliberate malice in order to keep her from
reality. What she could not bear about this way of life, in fact, was its pre-determined, all-too-predictable pattern.
The fact that the ordered sequence led to what is known as “happiness” Marie found of slight importance. She
rejected fatalism. She alone must decide her own destiny.
Nevertheless, she came unpleasantly close to being caught.
When Marie was sixteen, Gerard appeared on the scene. He was some sort of distant cousin. At first she had no
idea what was happening, and let herself be ensnared by the charm of near-perfect features, to which a few
freckles added a certain childish appeal. He came round every Sunday, and Marie’s mother put on a wide lace
collar to receive him, and made a rich quatre-quarts cake with red-currant jam inside it. Gerard would talk of his
work, and his examinations, and his plans for the future, in an earnest but somewhat affected manner.
Marie just gazed at his face, and didn’t listen to a word he said. Such perfect beauty, she thought, has
something heartbreaking about it.
From this point forward things moved very fast indeed. There was the first dance together, in the big provincial
ballroom. They went out to the movies. They went for a walk in the rain. One day Marie’s mother said, with a
rather thin-lipped smile,
“It’s time we started on your trousseau, darling.”
Marie wanted to say no, wanted a period of respite in which to make up her mind, to suffer perhaps; but for a
moment she forgot her demands, dazzled by this brand-new mirage, the idea of promising another human being
possession of oneself.
So sheets piled up in the linen-cupboard, and nightgowns were sewn and trimmed with lace. Her mother
informed Marie, with some condescension, that everything was going extremely well, it couldn’t have fallen out
better, in fact: the two families’ fortunes were evenly balanced and—thanks to her own sensible investments—she
had been able to buy a perfectly enchanting house on the coast, which the newly-weds could use as a vacation
residence.
Marie agreed to all this without really taking it in. She even accepted the idea of having to live in a house that
had been bought without her knowledge or consultation. After all, she would be there with Gerard, and he would
be hers, and hers alone, and she would be alone there with him, so that at last some sort of reality would exist for
her. Things would regain their color, she would, at last, be able to see the faces round her—faces which hitherto,
through wilful and childish blindness, she had refused to look at. The happiness which she conjured up in her
mind was still a dream, but this dream was the last one. After her marriage she would be able to cope with her life
single-handed, and direct its course according to her own desires. She wandered through the garden, her hand
caressing the wan, flowerless rose-bushes, and on her face was that vague, dreamy expression which all young
fiancées wear.
Then, suddenly, after the whirlwind chaos of the last few days—the flowers, the gleaming silverware, endless
rings at the door-bell, congratulations, the church wedding, the vast banquet that took three full hours to get
through—it was evening, and there they were in the car outside their new house. The maid had turned every light
on to welcome them, so that it shone from top to bottom, like a dolls’ house or a Christmas tree.
Then came the silence, and an agonizing shock that echoed quietly through Marie’s mind in retrospect, like a
stone falling to the bottom of a very deep well, so that only a faint splash can be heard as it hits the water.
*
It had begun when he came out of the bathroom and bent over his suitcase, searching for something in it. Marie
felt as though she had suddenly woken up from a dream. But it’s true, she told herself. This is Gerard, he’s mine,
we’re married, he belongs to me!
And the young girl, so delicate and modest in her lace-trimmed nightgown, the sad-eyed young bride whose air
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of innocence had aroused such universal admiration among the wedding guests, now called out, in a voice that
was suggestive (to say the least),
“Hurry up, Gerard; I’m waiting.”
It was he who had blushed then, his beautiful features suddenly marred by anxiety and embarrassment, his lips
trembling. Ah, for a moment, a moment only, she had really believed it was true, that it was there, that this body
pressed against hers, this child’s face which had been, miraculously, reborn in the face of a man belonged to her,
Marie, for ever and ever. But she had waited, waited, her heart beating faster, while that faint moaning went interminably on. What high hopes she had as she lay there with Gerard’s face hidden in her shoulder; how impatient
she was to see what would come of this prolonged agony when, at last, it reached its conclusion! She paid no attention to the slight but persistent pain she felt, the involuntary flinching of her own body. She waited, holding her
breath—holding back, too, the barely articulate flow of words that formed itself somewhere deep in her throat—
Have you done it yet, Do you love me, Do you love me?—waited for Gerard to lift his head and reveal, in those
golden eyes of his, some sign of weakness, a sadness perhaps, which she (poor ignorant little combatant!) could
comfort.
But no, she had screwed her courage up to no purpose, he had no need of it. On the contrary, it was she who
had to let herself be comforted, and submit to the tender questioning of this boy whose face remained blank,
untouched by experience, whose beauty would never change.
There was only the ghost of a shadow under those laughing eyes, and only the faint swelling of his lower lip
hinted at a bite. His voice was the voice of a brother, whispering words that went back unchanged to one’s
childhood, to the uncomplicated friendship of wide beaches and big secluded gardens.
“Poor Marie,” he murmured, as though he had accidentally scraped her knee.
But don’t you realize, she thought, that I want you to be hurt, hurt and maybe sad? I could have taken anything
from you, anything that would have drawn us closer together, even if I suffered in the process.
But this gentleness of yours, the way you smile like a child and nibble your split lip, the terrible look of
apology in your eyes, as though you’d done something stupid you didn’t dare own up to …
Later Marie brooded over him as he lay in a deep peaceful sleep, staring at those closed eyelids (it was the first
time she had seen them closed) in helpless fury:
They promised you to me, she whispered, they gave you to me, why aren’t you mine, why? Her anguish
moved as it were on tiptoe, a burning progress, needle-sharp feet treading across her heart.
Morning came. Gerard stretched, smiled, jumped out of bed and—casually naked—went to the window, where
he stood breathing in the fresh air, flaring his nose like a cat, breathing short and fast. Then he turned and grinned
at his wife. He sang in the bathroom, and called out various diverting ideas for spending the day, at the top of his
voice. He came back in, went out again, returned once more. Marie’s huge pale eyes followed his movements. He
was a little embarrassed. When she failed to answer his countless questions, he knelt beside the bed and took her
in his arms.
“You just can’t imagine,” he said, “what it’s like not to be alone any more.”
She had a sudden resurgence of hope. She knew, too well, what being alone had meant: her mother’s indifference, a series of suspicious governesses, the white-faced little girl whose throat was constantly tightening in an
absolute determination not to cry, ever. She embraced him passionately and murmured, almost happy now,
“Oh my poor darling—”
But he got up at once, cheerful, laughing.
No, she thought, nothing is ended, it makes no difference. He has never experienced the choked-back tears, the
hidden desires and rages that filled my entire childhood. He simply finds it very pleasant to be married to a sweet,
gentle, charming girl like Marie.
*
Marie’s fleeting hope flickered and went out. It was to be rekindled many times during those first months of
marriage, only to be extinguished once more. It flared up every time Gerard took on that worried expression and
childish tone of voice, which she expected, hoped, to be able to melt into a flood of tears; every time they were
alone together and he spoke to her of his childhood; every time they returned together in the evening, to that
delightful house of theirs. She waited; and she was to go on waiting for a very long time.
Her superior education imposed restraints on her for a while. She did not scream or weep or wring those
elegant little hands of hers—the hands of a boarding-school miss, fit only for embroidery. But every morning, as
she gazed out across the sea she loved so dearly, the grayest, most beautiful sea in the whole world, she found the
desire for such excessive gestures growing stronger in her.
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Gerard would get up, innocently as ever, his beauty an unconscious insult, and go off crabbing.\fn{ I.e., hunting
He would emerge from the water laughing and dripping, the embodiment of simple and absolute
happiness.
How could I make him suffer? she wondered. She dreamed of spectacular suicides, planned last letters in
which all would be explained. But what?
One day, on the beach, she met a girl who had been in her class at school. Her name was Julia, and she, too,
was married. Marie’s mother, who had come to spend the day with her dear children, smiled at the sight of Julia’s
husband, a man of over forty who cut a mildly ridiculous figure in a bathing suit that was much too small for him.
“Poor Julia, she didn’t make a very good match, did she? You were much luckier, darling.”
Luckier? Marie thought. Why? This man might not be over-attractive, but he obviously loved Julia. He never
left her side, he was absorbed in her welfare. No doubt he worried about whether she loved him. Perhaps, two or
three times a day, he said,
“If only I were younger!” Perhaps he made Julia swear never to leave him. Happy Julia, Marie thought, while
at her side that bronzed and perfect body, covered with a faint golden bloom, lay stretched out on the sand.
At dinner, while Gerard was busy eating, and praising, the souffle (not a single ulterior thought in his head),
Marie sat brooding over those unhappy couples one sometimes saw at night, through the windows of strange
houses, having dinner in total silence. The husbands were plain, exhausted, and often going bald. They sat there in
dreadful old slippers, reading the paper, and replying with a mere grunt when their wives offered them a little
more fruit salad.
But at night, in their shabby bedrooms, where the wallpaper was patterned with huge mauve flowers or bronze
fans, they would at last confess to their wives (whose hands smelled from dishwashing) that their employers were
fed up with them, that they’d made fools of themselves at the annual railway workers’ dinner, or that they often
wondered whether, basically, they hadn’t failed in life. Then they would fall asleep, feeling that at least they
weren’t alone.
Gerard, on the other hand, needed no one’s help before he went to sleep. Being an orphan, he seemed to have
developed a natural habit of self-sufficiency. A day came when Marie watched him settle down in bed, and pick
up a book, as he always did; only this was the last time she would see it. She moved about the room, brushing one
or two objects with the tips of her fingers. He looked up, briefly, and said,
“Anything you need?”
Those were the last words she heard him speak, ever.
*
Marie loved the shabby ugliness of the room. She felt herself mistress of any conceivable situation that might
crop up between those four cold white walls, in that bare and silent apartment. She drew the curtains (the landscape of roofs outside had been none of her choosing: she rejected it) and bustled noiselessly to and fro, arranging
various ugly, useful objects with a sort of near-cruel precision, her hands imperious, authoritative. She lit the little
spirit-lamp, and put the teapot on the table. It was cracked, with a sad Japanese look about it.
The man she was waiting for must, at this very moment, be hesitating outside the door or at the street-corner,
uncertain whether to impose on her once again the burden of his lassitude, a weak man’s despondency. But she
knew he would come in the end, overcome by his need for her, convinced that it was his duty to show himself
grateful.
Unless, that is, he had actually met with success?
A momentary stab of panic shot through her, which the entry of the boy—one couldn’t really call him a man—
at once dispersed. Those hunched shoulders, that uncertain expression, even the creased line of the cheek—the
bitter, futile line so characteristic of failures and old maids—all held such explicit promise of failure, weakness,
and surrender that Marie realized how idle her fears had been.
He would never escape her. She stood by the window waiting for his long, plaintive sigh, the signal for her to
go and take him by the shoulders, and reassure herself that everything was going the way she wanted it.
“All the same,” she said, a little more vehemently than she intended, “you know quite well that going the
rounds like this isn’t getting you anywhere. You wear yourself out, and raise a lot of false hopes. Why don’t you
stop worrying and just stay here—paint when you want, and how you want, without anything to bother you …”
Gently he yielded to her pressure, laid his hand on her all-too-ready shoulder.
“You think I should?”
“Of course you should. I’m lucky enough to have some money of my own, so why shouldn’t you have the
benefit of it? Don’t tell me you want to work—or that you’re ashamed of taking money from me. You’re not, are
for crabs.}
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you?”
“No,” he said, dubiously.
He would never admit it, but in fact it was true. The first time she had given him money, casually, yes, but with
a touch of firmness too, he had not been able to stop himself blushing. But he had accepted it, and he sensed that
he would go on accepting it, that his efforts to break free would steadily dwindle, that in the end he would—just
as she wanted—become helplessly dependent on this easy source of income.
“All the same,” he muttered, “I’ll have another look round tomorrow.”
“Certainly not,” Marie said, placidly, “I don’t want you to tire yourself out. The day after tomorrow—if you’re
still all that keen on it.”
Once more he yielded, trying to make Marie’s embrace, her gentle yet somehow chilly eyes, provide him with
the familiar worthless excuse:
“Do you love me?” he asked her.
“Yes,” she said, and could not tell if she was lying or not.
She had suffered; and in this distant room where she sought refuge she continued to suffer. She had told this
feeble youth she loved him; but she was still suffering as she cradled his miserable head on her shoulder. She
knew, too, that everything she had abandoned was precious to her, and now forever irreplaceable.
But something had come to a head in her that had never been there before, something which demanded
unhappiness, imperfection, suffering, something which guaranteed that every minute she now lived was hers,
completely and utterly.
Others might call this element mere egotism; she preferred to think of it as human awareness.
95.72 The Milka Cow\fn{by Bessora (1968- )} Brussels, Belgium (F) 2
A Boeing 747 is resting in the courtyard of my hut.
What a surprise I got as I was getting ready to go feed my goats. It must have fallen during the night, right in
the middle of the sleeping hens. A silent crash, so as not to disturb my alarm clock roosters. Imagine roosters that
would no longer crow to announce the sunrise, but rather to foretell falling planes.
It’s an Air Afrique Boeing.
Its fall was so delicate that it is hardly damaged.
Careful and cautious, I walk around the aero-vessel. After going around it four times, I call to my dancers who
are still practicing in the exercise room, in the basement of our shack; they’re working on the choreography for
our next show.
Armed with pink and mauve tutus, sandpaper, brushes, gold paint, and stepladders, we launch the attack. The
aeroplane door opens without difficulty. No one inside. The aeroplane is fixed up like a suite in a thirteen-star
hotel: a billiard table, a pool, a double-door refrigerator, and red velvet from floor to ceiling. There is even an
exercise room full of mirrors and orange mattresses: this is where we’ll rehearse our ballets.
Three dancers in mauve tutus offer to clean off the logo: they rub it with the sandpaper, and little by little Air
Afrique disappears. Two dancers in pink tutus then paint gold curlicues where the defunct logo had been. Soon the
new name of our airline sparkles in the light of the rising sun:
Lili’s Girls Airways.
The painting work is finished off with a hair dryer. Babyliss. 1,600 watts.
Immediate boarding.
My pink and mauve dancers leap into the blue pool where a few half-peeled oranges are floating. I make my
way to the cockpit because I’m the captain. A bunch of bananas, solidly buckled into its seat, will be my copilot.
Destination Yaounde.
I turn an old monkey wrench in the ignition of my plane and contact is made. I’m rolling. I run over one hen, I
run over two hens, I spare one rooster, and here I am flying while the sun—which has just barely risen—goes
back to bed already because it suffers from hypersomnia. In the pool, les Girls pop champagne corks and shout
that I’m really fantastic.
I’m fantastic all right. They finish peeling the oranges. My copilot tells me about a goat hung up on the landing
gear.
Having just barely set, the sun rises again because it suffers from insomnia.
I land. So does the goat. But I made a mistake in the itinerary: the bunch of bananas led me into error in our
flight path. We are not in Yaounde; I’m rolling down a highway, in the left lane. It’s snowing: we’ve made our
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way to a hemisphere north of the equator.
Good gravy!
Good grief!
Good God!
Goddamn copilot in gardening gear!
Soon a sign tells me that Geneva is only fifty-seven kilometers away. Soon again, a black BMW lets me know
that I’m heading the wrong way. Another few minutes and I come upon a beetle, a ladybug. It invites me to pass
the guardrail by nicely flashing its lights at me.
I steer right, I steer left, I lose one wheel, I lose two wheels, but I can’t manage to get back on the right side of
the roadway.
With my wheels lost, I’m now sliding along on my belly, right along the asphalt. My aeroplane is scraping
along and giving off a huge cloud of smoke and sparks.
It looks like fireworks.
I’m sliding along, I run over one Mercedes, I run over two Mercedes, I spare a Ferrari, and now the sun is done
with its insomnia and heads back to bed. In the pool, les Girls are playing billiards and shouting that I’m fantastic,
but they have no more oranges left to peel. I toss bananas at them. I’m fantastic, all right.
A blue sign tells me that the next exit from the highway will be at Nyon. I’m on it. My wounded plane leaves
the highway. It’s bleeding from its scraped belly.
Luckily I come upon a nurse who was waiting for me, just for me, not the bananas, at a deserted intersection. A
strip of gauze here, a bandage there, without forgetting the Mercurochrome, and we’re off again. Beforehand, the
nurse points out the way to Yaounde.
“How can I get to Yaounde?”
He suggests going through Zermatt.
“You go past a cow from Freibourg, a cow from Vaud, a Milka cow, and you’re there.”
I tip my hat.
In the pool, the bananas are howling about how painful it is to be peeled alive, without anesthesia, without
analgesics, without an epidural. My dancers sing them the praises of old-fashioned peeling, the dangers of
anesthesia, analgesics, and epidurals.
Here I am in the mountain pasture in the midst of its green meadows and its black-and-white cows from
Freibourg. There is even a brown-and-white cow from Vaud. There is also a purple-and-white Milka cow. I run
over a chalet, I run over two chalets, I spare a hotel, and finally there’s Yaounde.
Everyone gets off: me, my girls, the pool, the billiard table, and the double-door fridge. The banana skins float
in the swimming pool, bloody with orange juice.
We come across a wine-maker shearing a sheep. He joins us because he has always dreamed of being a cabaret
dancer. He brings along white wine, ingredients for Chinese fondue, and his white sheep’s merino wool. We come
across a Mamiwatta along the hillside: the mermaid is milking a cow in no one’s field. We invite her to join us
because, truthfully, we are really lacking in fish, and we need protein to balance our diet. The fish-woman refuses:
she once took part in a luncheon on the grass and, to tell the truth, she’s not too interested in a repeat performance.
“There are certain experiences one should not repeat,” she says.
I argue.
She resists.
I argue.
Finally she abandons her milk at the cow’s udder and the cow in no one’s field because, deep down, she has
always dreamed of feeding dancers.
Here we are in Kribi.
We come across a crazy man, clairvoyant but invisible. He’s catching a shrimp and smoking two or three pipes.
We stay there, looking at him.
“What are you looking at me for?” he asks us.
We tell him, here we are, every last one of us. Yep, we’re here to look at him whether he likes it or not. We’ll
stay as long as we want. He replies that we don’t have the right. No, really, we don’t have the right, especially
because as we don’t have a visa or a residency card in order to watch him catch his shrimp and smoke his two or
three pipes.
We say that it’s true, that we don’t have a residency card, but that we will stay here whether he likes it or not,
and if he doesn’t agree, we’ll even go on a hunger strike. That way he can keep his shrimp all to himself over
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there.
We look at him.
We look at him.
He begs us to leave.
We agree, but only if he joins us in our clandestine nomadism. We need a clairvoyant, invisible crazy man to
swell the ranks of our ballet troupe. He says that he would like to because, in reality, he has always dreamed of
dancing, but he doesn’t know anything about the ndombolo or the entrechat. And, he assures us, he is not a girl.
It doesn’t matter, we reply, we take boys. But if he really insists, we can get rid of his testicles for him and
replace them with ovaries.
He says he’ll think about it. He abandons his shrimp, keeps his two or three pipes and joins us.
We go. We go. We go.
There were eight of us when we left, but with quick reinforcements, there were 500 of us when we arrived at
Port-Gentil.
There two barefoot men, one a clubfoot, are seated on a bench in front of Saint Louis’s Church. They invite us
to pass the time with them, apologizing for not wearing shoes and for having one clubfoot out of four. We excuse
them all the better since we can understand them: Mamiwatta has no feet, the wine-maker removed his boots, the
crazy man is wearing cheap sandals, my dancers and I are sporting pink and mauve ballet slippers. Repeto brand.
Size 7.
The two men with four feet, one a clubfoot, tell us how they escaped from a psychiatric hospital that doesn’t
really exist. Within the walls of this imaginary institution, they were shoemakers; but after manufacturing so
many pumps, mules, espadrilles, and other Turkish slippers, it turned out that they could no longer stand shoes.
They decided to bare their four feet, including the clubfoot, and wander the halls of their asylum shoeless.
“Kind of like your pool table and your fridge,” they state.
One day they decided to escape from the asylum. They stole some belled Turkish slippers from the shoemaker’s shop and fled, hoping not to be noticed since they were wearing shoes. Twelve kilometers and as many
blisters later, they took off their slippers because their feet hurt. They went on without shoes. The cement burned
the soles of their feet, and drops of hot tar sometimes attacked their ankles. They walked to Saint Louis’s Church,
where, ever since, they’ve been praying to the Lord to send them shoes. But God sent them 500 dancers instead.
“Join us and there will be 502 of us in the dance,” I propose to them.
They enroll in our formation because they too have always dreamed of dancing in cabarets.
We head off toward Yaounde where our plane awaits us. Suddenly it appears and we witness—live—its strange
disappearance: the wine-maker’s sheep and Mamiwatta’s cow take over the aero-vessel’s controls; the Boeing 747
takes off for the magma at the center of the earth. As if it weren’t hot enough already.

Holy Trinity (Anglican) Church, Brussels, Belgium
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The Cathedral of St. Michael and St. Gudula, Brussels, Belgium
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The Cathedral of Our Lady, Antwerp, Antwerp Province, Belgium

The Basilica of the Holy Blood, Bruges, West Flanders Povince, Belgium
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The Collegiate Church of St. Gertrude, Nivelles, Waloon Brabant Province, Belgium

The Cathedral of St. Paul, Liège, Liège Province, Belgium
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The Cathedral of St. Mary Magdalene, Tournai, Hainaut Province, Belgium

The Cathedral of St. Alban, Namur, Namur Province, Belgium
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The Church of St. Christopher, Charleroi, Hainut Province, Belgium

The Cathedral of St. Bavo, Ghent, East Flanders Province, Belgium
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The Cathedral of Our Lady, Antwerp, Antwerp Province, Belgium: three views
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The Cathedral of St. Peter, Louvain, Flemish Brabant Province, Belgium: two views & the renovated choir
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The Cathedral of St. Quentin, Hasselt, Limburg Province, Belgium: two views
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The Cathedral of St. Martin, Arlon, Luxembourg Province, Belgium: four views
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The Church of St. Catherine, Hoogstraten, Antwerp Province, Bengium
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