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NOTES 

 

¶ This translation is based on the 1979 first edition of 

Treatise. The modifications made by Jacques de Brethmas 

in the 2014 for the Kindle version of this text (still available 

on Amazon) appear in italics. 

¶ The original French title is : Traité de chasse au minet (Litt. 

A treatise on hunting cute adolescent boys).   

¶ A « minet è is a term given in the 70ôs to refer to young, 

beautiful, effeminate but not necessarily gay teen boys - in 

other words, a cutie or a twink. 

¶ The original 1979 Treatise is not divided into chapters.  
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I retrace step by step the road of our lives  

Thinking only of you, O my beloved child.  

Each mountain, each stone reminds me without ceasing  

That you lived here, O my dream child.  

 

It was on this rock, in front of the complicit sea,  

That your lips finally offered me their delights.  

That day, the sun, with its golden rays,  

Gently caressed your naked charms.  

 

I was caught in your clutches. I made of my love  

A great carpet of roses unrolled under your steps.  

You were all mine. I wanted this day,  

 

The most beautiful of our lives, would not end.  

I wanted to take you to that far away land  

That those who have no friends will never see.  

 

J.P.*  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

*  JdB in the Kindle version 
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1 

 

Paris 1976 

 

The game room is full of weird guys playing on pinball 

machines. No women. There are never any women in the 

arcade, go figure. All the blokes stomping and stamping their 

feet have one thing in common, in spite of their different 

appearances: they're lost.  

Nobody wants them. So they come here, to maintain this 

frightening dialogue with the machine. A machine is useful: it 

never says no, never sends you packing, you put a hundred 

francs in and it talks. It talks to you, to you, dickhead, you on 

whose passage everyone looks the other way; to you, 

dickhead, you that even the twenty-franc whore of the Rue des 

Martyrs doesnôt want.  

The little guy is hanging around, like me, from pinball 

machine to pinball machine, ostensibly looking at the games 

and, secretly, at the players. I go around, in the opposite 

direction, so as to find myself face to face with him.  

- Do you often come here?  

- Yeah, and you?  

- Yes, I do. I always meet a lot of funny people here.  

- Do you have a motorcycle?  

Smart guy. I have my helmet under my arm.  

- Will you take me for a ride? We can go to your place if 

you want.  

At least, this one isn't stuck. As soon as he arrives, he 

throws his clothes on the armchair. He hasnôt even checked 

why I have accepted his proposal. Whether they want to or 

not, boys understand at first sight. He was sure. He is proud to 

show himself. You can feel that he takes pleasure in feeling 

my gaze on his nakedness. He makes his body shimmer in the 
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sun in front of the window. He is neither beautiful nor ugly, he 

is just like the other thousand boys like him. He is sixteen 

years old, has very little hair but a huge cock, absolutely huge 

for somebody of his age. He knocks me over on the bed. No 

question of money with him. He proclaims it with some 

arrogance in his voice. He makes love because it gives him 

pleasure. You can feel that he is enjoying it. I find the 

nickname he still has today: "the bed breaker".  

His name is Ali, but he is not an Arab. His parents are. 

He is, moreover, a racist devil. Born in Aubervilliers, and 

proud of it. Moorish, certainly, he has their appearance, their 

stocky body, their curly hair, their mat complexion. But 

everything in the way he behaves is European: the language, 

the accent, the culture. He belongs to what is conveniently 

called "the first generation". He denies his roots, hates wogs. 

Monkeys in clothes, thatôs what they are. And let's not talk 

about the negroes: they should be kept on a leash.  

Ali is kind and affectionate. He takes the house chores to 

heart, sets the table, serves, carefully lines the cutlery up in the 

dishwasher, knowingly switches it on, listens to the murmur of 

the machine from askance, the way a painter would look at 

what he has just painted. He has a role to play, and he plays it 

seriously.  

 

He is the son of a rich family. His shoes are well 

polished, his pants impeccably creased and his tan jacket 

sparkles with Baranne. His hair are light blond and bright. He 

stops in front of all the sex shops, and his eyes sweep whatôs 

inside: he is much too young to enter. He systematically visits 

each and every porno theaters halls. No photo escapes his 

sagacity. I approach him. His chin and his throat shimmer with 

a subtle down, the color of the sun. He is sumptuous. Young 
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boys like that really make my days. The chicks in the film are 

spreading their pussies in the window.  

- Those porn moviesé They all look the same, I say.  

You rarely get an answer on the first try, but you mustnôt 

get discouraged. I stand in his way.  

- Do you often walk around here?  

- No, never, this is the first time. 

It's always the first time. The ice is broken, and so is the 

intimacy:  

- What's your name?  

- Pascal.  

- My name is Jacques. So, you've never been here before? 

You'll see, it's great, you meet a lot of fun people. Do you like 

meeting people?  

- It depends...  

It always depends. Don't panic, he is hooked. I 

ostentatiously place my helmet under my other arm.  

- Do you have a motorcycle?  

One to zero. Let's go through the formalities now.  

- Come on, let's go for a ride.  

It's not a suggestion, not even a question. It's a diktat.  

- Where do you want to go?  

- I dunno.  

The bike slides into the bus lane. He has proudly donned 

the passenger helmet. His slender legs are wrapped around the 

white plastic bags. As I accelerate sharply, he is forced to hold 

my waist tightly. The touch of his hands is delicious. Nothing 

is more convenient than those bus lanes. It's a pity so many 

buses use them, but despite this inconvenience, we gain some 

precious time. We are very quickly on the ring road. The bike 

goes up to one hundred and twenty kilometers per hour. He 

holds me energetically in his arms, glued to my back. I can 

feel his thighs pressing on my buttocks.  



18 
 

- You alright? I shout against the wind.  

- Iôm great.  

I take a ramp and leave the highway. The bike slows 

down, the wind stops being aggressive, the sliding sound of 

the wheels becomes muffled.  

- Here, we're close to my place, let's go for a drink, OK?  

Pure coincidence, of course. Phase one completed. Phase 

two can begin. He who does not say word consents. We throw 

ourselves in the ramp leading to the car park and dive into the 

basements. The sound of the exhaust pipes reverberates on the 

concrete. I have a hard-on and we are not in the elevator yet. 

He is a little uncomfortable and it shows; he is hiding in a 

corner of the cabin. I look at him right in the eyes, forcing him 

to smile and smiling back at him: itôs relaxing.  

- Whisky, beer, Coke or Orangina?  

- Coke.  

He is interested in the high fidelity system. He chooses a 

Pink Floyd record. The bass makes his guts tremble. I take out 

a doily and some nice glasses. He is impressed by the setting, 

he feels like a king, it will be easy.  

- How old are you?  

- Fourteen and a half.  

Phew! The risks you take when you flirt... I'm surprised, I 

thought he was sixteen. Youth is not as it used to be, my 

grandfather always said. Let's go with it. I opt for the direct 

method. At this age, it always works.  

- Fourteen years old... Those are great memories for me... 

I had a lot of fun when I was fourteen... I had just grown hair, 

I was so proud of it, I showed it to everyone! Do you have 

hair?  

I put emphasis on my question by looking at where his 

hair should be. 

- Of course I do, come on! 
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His answer is bold, but you can see the concern in his 

eyes. In the blink of an eye, his fears have become certainties. 

He is torn between fear and envy. Avoid fear, flatter envy, 

strike while the iron is hot.  

- How many do you have?  

- Quite a lot...  

- Let me see?  

- Oh, well...  

The very moment. I gently grab his belt and unbuckle it. 

His gesture to prevent me from doing so aborts in front of the 

obviousness of the moment. Like a curtain in a theater, his fly 

opens on a nice red underwear, an underwear barely 

containing something very hard.  

- You are disgusting! he says, while raising his ass to let 

me remove his belt.  

In only one gesture, I take his shoes off. Underpants and 

pants fly on the armchair. He is disarmed, like a small animal 

ready to fight back. Red as a peony, he buries his hands under 

his buttocks, undoubtedly to make himself believe that he 

wonôt be obliged to hide his weenie which is rising towards 

the ceiling. In any case, even though he is six months short of 

being in compliance with the Judeo-Christian law enforced all 

over Europe except France, he has been drastically well 

endowed by nature! How can we deny him the use of such a 

big tool? He is almost an adult in that matter! How can you 

believe that, with such a tool in your underwear, you can think 

about anything else!  

His lips are trembling, he is moved, disturbed. I 

understand him. Obviously, it is a first time for him. He must 

not be shocked. He would be traumatized, and remain so 

perhaps all his life. The first time must be the right time. I 

smile gently at him, pull his hands out from under him and 

gently draw him to me and cover him with big kisses. After a 
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few seconds, he accepts the game and returns my kisses. I 

slowly lead him towards the bed.  

According to the law, young people do not have any sex, 

so much so that the legislator can only charge two minors 

caught in sex-games with "mutual assault". Getting naked if 

you are 17 and 364 days old is not an indecent assault. The 

next morning, it becomes one. 

This castration that society reserves to our young 

adolescent boys and girls can be explained mainly by two 

parallel and competing motivations:  

1° to transfer the energy of the young people towards the 

bulimic assimilation of all things that are part of the education 

of tomorrowôs the productive citizens.  

2° starting from the principle that you have a better hard-

on at sixteen than at fifty, this moral castration that a society 

led by fifty -year-olds (the average age of the deputies) 

imposes on its under-18s is only the expression of the sordid 

jealousy of those who canôt have a hard-on anymore.  

As a consequence, children do not have any sex. They 

will get one when they turn eighteen, a shameful but inevitable 

gift. And they will still have to cope with the fact that they 

will be given, at the same time but under the table - since these 

are things we don't talk about - a completely obsolete manual, 

full of pitfalls, restrictions and prohibitions. If you want to 

comply to this manual, get married, don't make love 

voluptuously because this beautiful energy of yours will later 

be needed for your work and, in exchange, give birth to good 

lit tle workers and soldiers. If you donôt, you will have to pay 

the price. And thatôs expensive, very expensive. Lamentable 

proof of the failure of our civilization, where the power of 

money has become greater than the respect for the codes by 

which it defines itself. Everything is in appearances only, but 
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the pressure of nature is tearing apart this this beautiful 

packaging.  

 

One thing is sure, if the teen boys from the big estates 

and elsewhere could discreetly have sex with the partners of 

their choice, whether it be a guy or a girl - partners who are 

consenting, liberated and free of guilt - without having to hide 

in basements or parking lots like criminals, but in complete 

serenity, they would no longer have to resort to violence, take 

drugs to forget, go out and smash cars and buses up, or steal 

from grannies. Unfortunately, our society, in its greed for 

generosity, encourages films in which we learn how to steal 

and kill and heavily penalizes those films in which we learn 

how to love one another.  

I'm willing to bet that if you could rid a young 

Frenchman of his indoctrination and preconceived ideas and 

ask him if he prefers to receive a blow job or a nunchaku blow 

from the kids living in the opposite block, he wouldn't choose 

the nunchaku. 

Each one of us has a certain potential of energy to spend. 

Now, the problem consists in knowing if this energy must be 

spent in the street or in bed, in hate or in love.  

Between getting laid and fighting one another, our so-

called "right-thinking" Judeo-Christian society has, in the 

name of good morals, deliberately opted for the second 

solution.  

However, Paul VI, a great purveyor of abstinence in the 

name of the Lord, was a connoisseur. The blows that made 

him famous when he was Archbishop of Milan were not 

precisely blown with an aspersorium. After a long period of 

teaching young nuncios the perfection of nature, did he not, in 

January 1976, in a bull whose name escapes me (this is not my 

passion), renew his anathema against all that was unproductive 
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sex, excommunicating in no particular order abortion, 

contraception, masturbation, divorce, homosexuality, 

pornography, etc...?  

Letôs try to put some order in his list. It can be divided 

into three chapters:  

1° abortion, contraception, divorce. These are, let us say, 

matrimonial problems, and claiming to regulate them does not 

seem to me to be something which is within the competence of 

a man who has taken a vow of celibacy.  

2° masturbation, homosexuality. Here, the pope cannot be 

accused of incompetence. Are these privileges reserved for 

ecclesiastics?  

3° pornography, industrial exploitation of sexuality, 

prostitution. Well, if there were fewer prohibitions in the first 

two chapters, this third one would fall into disuse.  

The nauseating conspiracy of the good French families 

pursues, voluntarily or not, a quite Machiavellian policy of 

disinformation. It skillfully uses the media to promote the 

shameful amalgam between the natural pleasure of sexuality 

and the excesses of a few unfortunate perverts. 

Unfortunately, just as we only hear about the rare planes 

that crash and never about the vast majority of those that 

arrive safely, the press only gives publicity to the sad cases in 

which nature and natural pleasure have been deviated from, 

keeps a shamefully modest silence about the freedom to 

dispose of one's body and to use it in harmony with nature, 

and is careful not to establish the gap, which is as clear as it is 

obvious, between the cloths and the napkins.  

Under these conditions, one can imagine that violence, 

the first possible outlet, has a bright future ahead of it. The 

children that we raise today in the fear and shame of sexual 

pleasure will constitute tomorrow a generation of badly-

fucked people, more frustrated than their fathers, even more 
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bitter, even more inclined to impose their castration on the 

society that they will receive from our hands, and also, in spite 

of all logic, even more astonished than we are to see their 

offspring taking refuge in violence.  

The freeloader, and especially the pederast, the one who 

initiates young people and reconciles them with their nature, 

has every chance of becoming the scapegoat of tomorrow. It 

will be worse than the religious wars, because this blacklisting 

that we are preparing today, unconsciously, will unite all 

denominations, all religions, all political opinions in the 

hatred and jealousy of the badly fucked. The pederast is an 

ideal victim for those intolerant, because no community, not 

even the homosexuals, will move a finger to defend him and 

plead for him to be understood and his usefulness to be 

recognized.  

 

And we pretend to be surprised to see so few young 

people in the churches? What is the point of singing rock 

masses if human nature has to be left at the door of the 

temple? Note that I am personally very pleased with this 

disaffection of young people from the Christian church. It 

shows that the church is beginning - at last - to appear clearly 

for what it has always been: an instrument of profitability for 

the masses. The Roman Catholic Church has outlived its 

founding masters, the aristocrats, by two centuries and its 

keystone, obscurantism, by almost a century. Attempts to 

resuscitate it through Victorianism and Puritanism in the 19th 

century were not successful.  

Yet I owe the church some wonderful emotions. I 

remember that Jesuit who told me, while he was buttoning up 

his cassock ñYou must come to confession tomorrowò when it 

would have been enough for him, in order to make me feel 
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less guilty, reassure me about my normality and help me 

convince myself that I was not a monster, to simply say to me: 

- It was fun, right? Are you coming back tomorrow?  

Oh, I had noticed that I was a bit of a freak around the 

edges, but I was far from being the only one. It took two days 

only for many of my comrades to "confess" the way I did. For 

these good priests, women were the devil. This meant that, 

paradoxically, I could indeed be a homosexual - without 

knowing it, though, but openly - and that if I wanted to make 

love to a girl, I would have to remain hidden.  

No, no, this does not explain that. My first homosexual 

memory dates back to the age of six, but it didn't become 

significant until I was twenty. One day, in kindergarten, the 

female teacher had my friend Jean-Michel - who had been 

guilty of I don't know what - climb on her desk and she took 

his pants off in order to spank him. As I was in the last seat of 

the class, (yes, so soon!), I only saw his buttocks, and I 

conceived a frustration that made me angry. As I believed for 

a long time that adolescence would put a stop to my passion 

for my classmates, I did not attach any particular importance 

to this memory. But one day, after I had, with great difficulty, 

finally admitted to myself that this taste would no longer pass, 

that I would have to live with it all my life, I recognized this 

distant event as having been a curtain raiser.  

It is not a book, but a library that you could write on the 

"causes" of homosexuality, and, still, you would not reach any 

defensible conclusion. The number of exceptions is, I know, 

equal to the number of explanations. The story of the 

possessive mother, of the absent father, can only be seriously 

considered as an element that has favored the evolution of 

certain dispositions. The root of the problem is and will 

remain a great mystery of nature. To want to explain 

homosexuality is as pretentious as wanting to demonstrate by 
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science why the oak leaf has seven lobes rather than four or 

six. What hinders the analysis of the thing are the prejudices 

that embarrass so many people. Whenever you deal with a 

truly liberated subject, you "discover" - as if by chance - that 

his first homophilic impulses go back to his earliest childhood. 

Deduce from this, if you like, that I consider myself liberated.  

I can without any problem spend the night with a woman, 

and whenever I can, I do. Iôm not looking for it, but if it 

happens, it happens (Why do my boyfriends bring their 

girlfriends to my house? To see what I can do with them, no 

doubt. Well, they have seen...). But the company of females 

becomes oppressive to me during the day. I get along better 

with a boy because I like him to be ready in ten minutes in the 

morning and I like him to have the habits and the hobbies that 

I have. And also, of course, because he gets me hard just by 

thinking about him, whereas a woman has to do some serious 

work to get that result. I canôt explain this small difference, 

and my claim is that it is inexplicable. 

 

 

II  

 

 

That morning, while going down to get my mail, I come 

face to face, in the concierge's lodge, with a young postal 

cyclist who was bringing a telegram. He had a thin oval face 

and soft cheeks with a subtle shimmering fuzz. I immediately 

feel that punch in the gut with which my nature is warning me 

that it wants him. He was totally out of breath because he had 

been running, but he nevertheless managed to blush even more 

when he noticed the penetrating gaze I was screwing into his 

eyes. We meet again in the elevator, me going back home, him 

delivering his telegram.  
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- What floor are you going to? I say, moving my hand 

past the buttons of the lift.  

- Third floor, sir.  

- Too bad. I'm going to the fifth! I whisper to him in 

order to put him on the right track.  

I push both buttons. These elevators are so fast... I just 

have the time to look at him, and him to blush again, and he 

literally escapes from the elevator on the third floor.  

- See you, sir!  

- See you!  

I arrive on the fifth floor, cursing myself. Letting such an 

opportunity slip away! You're getting old, I said to myself. 

Surely, he won't come back up. I should have told him:  

- Come after, I'll be waiting for you.  

I didn't. It was my fault. A little unconsciously, I go to the 

terrace. His bike is there, leaning against the privet of the 

garden. He reappears after a while, a small beret running far in 

front of my feet. He gets on his bike, starts to ride, stops and 

looks up while riding down the sidewalk. I make a sign; he 

answers. I raise my hand to make a more precise gesture, as if 

to say "come on up." Too late. He turns his head and 

disappears around the corner.  

I am enraged. Three years, I've been waiting to get a 

phone, but I still don't have one. We always make fun of the 

Belgians, but over there, they can get one in two daysô time. I 

run down to the bistro at the street corner. A token, please.  

- For a phoned in telegram?  

- To whom?  

I give my address.  

- Text?  

Quick, anything will do.  

- Dead grandmother, come urgently.  



27 
 

I go back home, heart beating fast. I go around in circles. 

I try to read a book, I can't, I look at the doorbell, which is 

making fun of me. It f inally rings. I open the door wide, my 

smile fades the way a vinyl record would in the middle of a 

concert.  

The telegraph boy has hailed cheeks with big, scattered, 

shaggy hairs all over them, like a steppe after an atomic 

explosion. I take the telegram, give him a franc. I feel like 

biting someone or something. I let the elevator go, call it back, 

get down, fly to the café. A token, please.  

- For a phoned in telegram?  

- To whom?  

I give my address once again.  

- Again?  

Damn, he recognized me.  

- Text?  

My head is empty.  

- Grandfather too.  

- My poor sir, we are such insignificant creatures, aren't 

we?  

- Well, yes indeed, we are.  

He really pisses me off, this one does. I dash up the stairs. 

I run in circles in the house. I will surely end up with a heart 

condition. I go to the terrace, look out into the street. That's 

him! By the time he takes the elevator, I have found a way to 

pick up the dead leaves that patience has scattered on the 

carpet, give myself a stroke of comb and a shot of cologne. 

When I open the door, I am vibrant, on the verge of 

disintegration.  

- I knew we would meet again...  

Ouch, I was too fast. He is even redder than before. It 

takes me a few seconds to realize that he is the one who came 
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too fast. He is so out of breath that he is leaning against the 

wall.  

- Come in for a while to catch your breath. 

The Auvergne bourrée: one step forward, two steps back. 

His mouth opens as if he was going to speak, but he says 

nothing. I'm troubled too, which is quite rare. It just shows the 

effect he has on me! He has entered. I close the door the way 

you would turn a page of a history book. He's in!  

- Beer, coke? Sit down, get rid of your jacket, you're 

sweating.  

He takes his jacket off. His shirt is open; I can see his 

naked chest. His name is Philippe. He is seventeen years old. 

Yes, he has problems with his father. Big ones, you could say. 

His father kicked him out because his new wife didn't want 

him. He had to drop out of high school, and take this job as a 

telegraph operator to survive. No, he doesn't have a home, he 

sleeps at the post office, on top of the mail bags, because they 

feel sorry for him. Yes, he has already been to Saint-Tropez. 

No, he didn't know that in Pampelonne, you could undress 

completely on the beach. No, he wouldn't mind, since we're all 

built the same. Yes, he has a big cock. He is laughing, there is 

nothing to be ashamed of! No, he doesn't mind showing it, in 

fact, he was going to ask if he could take a bath, because he is 

not allowed to wash at the post office. No, he is not wearing  

any underwear, because the only one he had was so dirty he 

had to throw it away. No, all in all, his cock isn't that big, but 

he's proud of it nevertheless, because it goes straight up, and 

he has a friend whose cock is crooked and it would really 

bother him if he had one like that.  

He finds the bathtub quite nice. Even at his parents' 

house, there wasn't one. There was only a shower. Your place 

is cool. He'd like to stay, if I don't mind. His straight cock is 

just right for me. Mine is just right for him. He enjoys it for a 
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long time. We exchange our impressions, then our sperm. He 

will stay four months, four short months of paradise. Four 

months during which our bodies and our spirits fed each other, 

devoured each other. Four months which were the beginning 

of a new life.  

One Saturday, he will not come back home. Neither will 

he on Sunday. Nor on Monday. On Tuesday, I go to the post 

office. His buddies are just coming back from the funeral. A 

truck... A drunk driver. No, no, he didn't suffer. It's always the 

best who... Did you know him? Ah! It was in your house that 

he...  

The house is heavy with a great emptiness. The clothes I 

bought for him will be used to dress other boys who have lost 

their families. No matter what they will do, they will not 

replace him. Bodily matters are good in themselves; spiritual 

matters are even better. 

 

 

III  

 

 

The cute adolescent boy who lives in the rich XVIth 

district of Paris is a difficult but fascinating game. Emulating 

the Alexandre Peyrefittians and Marcel Guersant's dream 

children, he is notably characterized by a rich coat made of 

tweed or Woolmark. Apart from some major migrations, this 

type of game hardly ever leaves its relatively restricted habitat, 

limited in the south by the Seine, in the northwest by the Bois 

de Boulogne and in the northeast by the Champs-Élysées.  

The cute adolescent boy does not roam much outside, 

even in the summer. His homey habits make him go from his 

home to his pub and from his pub to his club with a quick step. 

His aversion to sunlight is such that he is frequently driven to 
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school, even if distances are short. To approach him is 

difficult if you want to catch him during his stealthy journeys 

from den to den, but he becomes more accessible when he is 

installed in a pub or a club, which are places roughly 

equivalent to what we here call a café. Like any game in its 

den, the young adolescent boy can be smoked out. Always 

short of cigarettes, he will gladly accept the "Benson & 

Hedges" that you will hand him while asking for a light 

(always make sure that you have this equipment ready and 

provided for). Talkative as he is, he will gladly engage in a 

conversation with you, if you have the wisdom to choose a 

subject that will allow him to shine and even make a dazzling 

impression on you. Tell him, for instance, that you have a 

medium-sized car: this will allow him to brag about his 

fatherôs Jaguar or Mercedes.  

The quality of its flesh, the flavor of its preparation make 

this game the essential element of any refined orgy. Its 

consumption is a pleasure that can be constantly renewed. The 

young adolescent boy smells of Lancôme soap down to the 

smallest corners of his anatomy ï an anatomy he will have 

politely prepared for you to use. He never has any of those 

organic smells or dubious pimples so unwelcome when one is 

having a really great time. Everything is refined right down to 

the packaging itself: you will never see any of those 

unattractive underwears slumped by their failing elastic, nor 

any of those dirty socks or clammy boots that you politely but 

firmly take out onto the terrace, wondering how you're going 

to convince their owner to take a bath.  

Having one of these quality adolescent boys on your list 

of achievements is the best guarantee against such 

inconveniences. Moreover, as he lives in a solemn and paneled 

family environment, he is thoroughly bored at home. Thatôs 

why he will gladly accept a companion who is a bit messy - 
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like you and me - as long as you don't let him know from the 

very first day that you get most of your fresh meat from 

Pigalle.  

Even if he is gay and has already accepted it, he is not 

worried about the future of his race. He knows that he will 

always have enough money to get through society's little 

pitfalls without any trouble. I do not share his euphoria. I often 

wonder if I would not have preferred to be a peaceful father 

eagerly waited upon by his charming family. I see this type of 

character sometimes as a model and sometimes as a ghost. A 

ghost because he is a cog in a machine that is beyond him, that 

condemns him to become the young dynamic executive who 

will drive a powerful car, one that will brings him luck - you 

know the advert Iôm referring to, the one in which you can see 

a Renault 14 driving in the sand without getting sandy, and 

parking on the beach without bothering anyone or without 

getting a ticket. When I compare myself to such a character ï 

a character so limited and, above all, so empty of 

unexpectedness and initiative ï I really enjoy my freedom. But 

when I see how his family tenderly welcomes him back home 

after a hard dayôs work, and when I compare this to the icy 

emptiness of the four walls that await me when I return home 

in the evening, this precious freedom becomes a ball and chain 

that I dread having to drag all my life. Ever more so as I am 

still at an age that makes me relatively desirable, but that 

wonôt last much longer...  

 

There are two kinds of young adolescent boys (we'll talk 

about the prostitutes later on):  

1° those who are looking for an experience.  

2° those who are looking for a friend.  

Those who are looking for an experience want to give an 

answer to the powerful coming from their body. Those who 
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are gay and do not know it yet will discover it on this 

occasion. Those who are not - unless they run into a bastard - 

will learn to respect those who are not like them. Those who 

won't have the courage to experience it will have ruined 

everything, be it the possibility of a revelation or the lesson 

from which they would have learned tolerance, whichever. 

The tragedy is that they will live their whole life with this 

awful prejudice of a love that could have been theirs.  

It is important to make people understand that those who 

have experienced this will have gained everything from it and 

lost nothing. Homosexuality is not something you catch. For 

many reasons. Have you ever wondered under what 

circumstances you caught your heterosexuality? Does a 

straight person even ask himself where and how he got his 

heterosexuality? 

Every heterosexual considers that his heterosexuality is 

innate, that it has always been in him, the same way he has 

always breathed and his heart has always been beating. And he 

is right. Why would he deny the fags a gift of nature that he 

takes for granted? 

You do not become gay if  you can do otherwise. You do 

not happily choose this difficult path, a path that will turn you 

into a pariah, an outsider, one that will force you to endure 

your fellow citizens' mockery and irony. The natural tendency 

has always been to take the easy path. Those who have chosen 

the other path have done so after a painful debate ï accepting 

oneself as a homosexual ï and it has led them to believe that 

their only possible place in society was that of an outcast. 

Some will even back away from such a commitment: they will 

believe they can choose the triumphant path and in doing so, 

will ruin their lives and the lives of their wives and children, 

all this because they didnôt have the courage to be who they 

were.  



33 
 

But the reverse is never true: you do not take a path 

strewn with thorns when you have a natural place on the easy 

path which runs parallel to it. And yet, so many fathers have 

accused me of perverting their sons, that sobbing boy I 

brought back to them after saving him from suicide and from 

the pimps! And yet, I wasn't asking for any gratitude in return. 

I was only asking the father to be fair minded and polite. If his 

son could live at home with him, he would stay there. And if 

he wanted to slit his wrists, it was because he thought that it 

was less difficult to do than having to bear the scene his father 

would make after finding out the truth about his sonôs nature. 

It is when boys need support the most, when they see that 

their lives will be difficult, that the precious family support is 

cowardly taken away from them. Reproaching a child for 

being what he is - that is, as he has been made - is to implicitly 

force him to run away or commit suicide. Almost knowingly. 

The tears shed by mothers in the police stations can only be 

seen as formalities when you have grasped the logic of the 

process. They are tears shed by the murderer over his or her 

victim.  

Yes, I am hard, very hard on those ñhomegrownò 

families. Hard, because I have met too many of these 

intelligent and beautiful boys - they had everything to succeed 

and yet wanted to destroy themselves because their parents 

had convinced them that they were monsters who had no place 

in their world. I am hard because I have calmed too many 

nervous breakdowns, too many hysteria and even epilepsies 

from boys who were liv ing in the fear of their fathers, from 

boys whose lives and thoughts had been ruined and polluted 

by the ghost, the omnipresent threat of a father whose violence 

appeared as a definitive obstacle to a peaceful life. I am hard 

because I have too often searched into these boysô wallets for 
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the razor blade they had just bought, perhaps with the 

intention of using it in my own bathtub. 

Yes, I'm hard because I risked to go to jail too often each 

time I went and explained all this to those stubborn families, 

families who were proud of their sublime stupidity and would 

look from far away in their kitchen as if I was a pile of 

garbage, and me trying to explain to them things as simple and 

beautiful as nature and love, and them threatening me to call 

the police and file a complaint if ñI didn't sign a confession,ò 

and they would go and fetch their dog to better convince me 

that I was a witch, and they would call the neighbors to beat 

me up and would look for my car to slash its tires, and me 

trying to reconcile them with their child so as to prevent him 

from committing a suicide that might, this time, be successful.  

There is an interesting parallel to draw here between the 

parents' tolerance towards their son's nature and their social 

situation. A rich family would turn a blind eye or, at best, 

cover up the matter, while a lousy one, or one who has just 

climbed one step up the social ladder, will be the meanest and 

the lousiest - the "tenement families" are an exception, they 

belong to a separate category.  

A father, following a denunciation, once arrived at my 

place at ten o'clock on a Sunday morning in order to fetch his 

17-year-old son who had spent the night in my bed.  

- Dear sir, I started when I was 15 with a toolbox on my 

back, and now, here I am... he told me, unwrinkling a suit 

which was completely obsolete in this day of heat wave.  

After twenty years of evening classes, during which his 

wife must have mourned quite a lot, he became a school-

locomotive instructor at the SNCF or something like that. Two 

of his children he got married before they turned twenty. We 

know what this kind of early marriage leads to, but we will 

excuse the protagonists of this kind of marriage which is, in 
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fact, an escape ï I knew that the neighbors already had to 

come and restrain the father who was beating the older sister 

up after he had knocked his wife down and sent her packing 

across the living room because she was trying to protect her. 

As a result, her son, a lovely boy and a wonderful lover by the 

way, had terrible epileptic fits each time he was thinking of his 

father while doing something forbidden ï terrible epileptic fits 

I had the greatest difficulty to control. It was necessary, at all 

costs, when we were making love or when he had to lie to be 

able to go out, to avoid the fatal thought that would trigger the 

dreaded convulsions.  

This boy, even though he was seventeen years old, was to 

give a detailed account of his whereabouts as well as give the 

identity and the address of the people he had been visiting, 

including his classmates. You can imagine the problems he 

had when dealing with our relationship...  

However, he could not imagine being without me in his 

life, even for a while. Everything he did was planned around 

me, directed towards me. By banishing me, his father 

prevented him from living, from breathing. And he thought he 

was a model father, a model educator - and his own child 

couldn't think about him without having an epileptic fit...  

The best lovers are often found in the large housing 

estates, the tenements. Their insane living conditions forces 

them to do ñanythingò they can to change, or to provoke, 

which often leads them to experience, or even have an early 

revelation of their homosexuality. And I am ready to assert 

that the "things" they do in my bed is worth the stolen cars and 

broken windows by which their little comrades, who do not 

have the honor to please me, distinguish themselves. Always 

because of these insane living conditions, the parents are 

easily satisfied with an evasive answer as far as their 

offspring's schedules are concerned. The classic "I went out 
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with my buddies" is almost always enough, even though it 

does not suit the upwardly mobile bourgeois of the SNCF. The 

lack of space in the tenements is indeed so stressful that a 

child going for a walk outside means more room and 

tranquility for those inside the apartments. This encourages 

the parents to be carefree...  

 

The rage to change or provoke can lead tenement boys to 

willingly have homosexual experiences, that is, if the 

conditioning of their environment does not compensate this 

inclination. It is a well known fact that the proletarian 

condition maintains, against the true interest of its 

protagonists, the taboos which govern those who are 

exploited. However, once he is out of his group, the tenement 

boy remains open and eager for any human contacts which are 

more gratifying than those he gets from his group of friends. 

Those contacts will make his life more exciting, a thing he 

cannot get from a well-groomed bourgeois. This is more or 

less a common characteristic of all the people from the 

suburbs, and especially from suburbs such as Sarcelles and the 

like. 

The dystopian landscape of the Orgues de Flandre, which 

is very close to my home, is a place my motorcycle knows 

quite well when I go hunting. As soon as I spot a pretty face 

gliding across the huge backdrops of cantilevered walls, I race 

through the waste-soon-to-be-grasslands toward the lucky boy. 

I look for the 3-B-7 staircase. It doesn't exist. We talk about 

life in this megalopolis, its leaning walls, how sad it is at 

night, the stupidity of the chicks, that of the boys as well. 

Fighting and stealing are the only things they have in mind. 

He would like something else. I propose it to him 

immediately. Usually, it's a win, unless a friend comes along 

and disturbs our conversation. The boy is concerned, at the 
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beginning, wonders if our departure on my two-seater 

motorbike will be discreet enough. Later, if my frequentation 

is to his taste, he will ask me to slowly ride past his friends in 

order to show off a little. He will sleep with me once, twice, 

ten times, six months, a year. Yet none of this will incline him 

towards homosexuality or pederasty if his deepest nature does 

not push him towards it.  

I am saying this and I can prove it. I have lived twice in 

my life with two boys, for more than a year. Both of them had, 

when we met, a common point: they were homeless because 

of a separated family for the first boy, and alcoholism for the 

second. Now they have two things in common: both have a 

good job and both are married. One has two children. Their 

wives both know about our common past. They are grateful to 

me because my darlings have become their husbands. I am the 

best friend of both families. They consult me almost 

systematically for every important decision: the choice to 

move outside Paris, the purchase of a car or a shop. Their 

children call me "uncle". I wish I were not given so much 

importance, and I keep urging them to take complete control 

over their lives. I am the father they wished for and didn't 

have.  

Thereôs some good and some bad in the paternalistic 

satisfactions I have experienced. Each one cost me much 

much more than a child would have, if that child had been 

mine. The families who had abandoned them kept receiving 

their family allowances but in the meantime I was the one 

spending his own money and raising offsprings which were 

not even mine. I was not even allowed to claim them as my 

dependents on my tax return.  

As of now, I am single and I am subconsciously looking 

for a boy who needs me, because I need him. I want to give 
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him the best of myself in exchange for the best of himself, for 

his presence, his tenderness. Why don't I get married, then?  

Because thereôs no way I could become a cog in a society 

that overwhelms me and leads me astray. I cannot cope with 

the well-regulated family life forced upon me by the way the 

city is organized. I only work three and a half days a week, 

and I want to enjoy every last drop of freedom this opportunity 

gives me. I work on weekends while the hectic, violent 

rednecks take over the city. I go to the country on Monday and 

I ride on empty highways. I shop on Tuesdays and the shops 

are not crowded. I go to the movies on Thursdays when the 

theaters are empty. Being a sheep in the flock... no, anything 

but.  

Iôd rather sell myself to the devil than sign a lifetime 

contract which would forbid me from having sex with people 

who want me.... Me? Becoming this magnificent head of the 

family - remember the adverts? - but being the prisoner of my 

own life, wearing my Joe Average suit with its compulsory 

briefcase, pulling my last-model-better-than-the-neighbor's car 

into the garage of my industrial house, under the admiring eye 

of my slim blond wife, my three kids, my dog, my canary and 

my mother-in-law... (the goldfish couldn't make it to the 

window, but mother-in-laws never appear on advertisements), 

who could believe this? Who could be dumb enough to think 

that he would be able to do the same thing all his life?  

 

Do you really believe that you have found, at twenty, the 

person with whom you will always want to be at sixty? A few 

statistics: out of ten marriages in which the average age is less 

than twenty-five, seven are bound to divorce within five years. 

Three do not make it up to the end of the year. But six out of 

ten divorces discard children who may one day be mine. Out 

of the ten boys I see, seven come from broken homes, homes 
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where life is unbearable (alcoholism) or homes where 

incomprehension reigns (because of incurable stupidity). 

By dint of searching for their place in a world that does 

not want them, in the arms of someone who really loves them,  

they decide or are led by circumstances to experiment with 

me. This need to flee from arbitrariness, stupidity and hostility 

broadens their minds to something that appears to them, 

perhaps temporarily, but in any case profoundly true and 

necessary to their equilibrium: the love I have for them.  

Because, for me, to love a young boy is not, as his father 

would understand it, to bend him and mutilate him morally if 

necessary in order to make him fit into an average jerk's mold 

which is not, thank God, necessarily the one that suits him. To 

love him means to awaken him to all that is good and all the 

things that are consequently hidden from him. It means 

introducing him to the pleasures of the body that has been 

given to him, making him vibrate in my hands the way a 

violinist would make love to his instrument. It means 

extending the horizon of his sensibility in order for him to 

become a complete, liberated and fulfilled man. It means to 

allow him to explore all the resources of his personality in 

order for him to find his true calling, the job he will have 

because he likes it and which, as a result, will not be a job 

anymore. It means trying to make sure that he will not be, in 

his life, the human robot that his father was, a slave of pro-

natality propagandists such as Debré, Mirguet, and other 

minions of this man-machine society.  

The pederast's own interest in loving a young boy is to 

make him be his own self, to cleanse him from the inhibiting 

moral pollutions which have been assailing him as soon as he 

was able to utter his first words, to cure him from the man-

machine virus while it is still time, to exorcise the vaccinations 

he has had to endure so as to prevent him from being 
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contaminated by freedom, the desire for an intense life, by the 

nature and love. To love a young boy is to give him what is 

necessary to prepare him to LIVE instead of existing.  

Why does society make them feel guilty about this thing 

(among others) which is so necessary to the psychic balance, 

to the metabolism: sex? Is it to make them whole men or 

perfect slaves? Is everything meant to be productive or not to 

be, including love?  

The first anathema against homosexuality comes from 

Moses. It should be noted, however, that Moses didn't give a 

damn about how his people fucked, except that his people he 

was in charge of were puny, that he was threatened from all 

sides and that he urgently needed toy soldiers. We have here 

the first case in history of an enslavement of sexuality in order 

to fulfill a materialistic end. One still knew however, in those 

remote times, how to take advantage of life, since the Greeks, 

in spite of a certain ethic of the thing which is too often 

ignored, had for love in the largest sense of the term, a taste 

whose memory crossed the centuries. The Romans, who were 

decadent people respectful of their own decadence, discarded 

the rules by which the Greeks ennobled a love that has kept 

their name.  

The Middle Ages is a period that can be described as 

ecological. You only had a body and it was yours to use. But 

the Church was gradually becoming the self-punishing 

instrument that the aristocracy thought could be used instead 

of force in order to enslave the masses. A faith based on panic 

was thus established, along with its demonic specters and 

sulfurous smells. It had the advantage of replacing, without 

cost but also with profit, a whole army of soldiers who 

exercised a rigorous control over any waste of human energy. 

But nature has roots so deeply planted into man that more than 

a few generations would be required for them to be uprooted. 
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Homosexuals were burned in public places because they had 

committed the sublime sin, the abomination of all 

abominations, the symbolic apotheosis of what is forbidden: 

sodomy. Graphics (frescoes, stained glasses) and symbols 

were used to teach a people that was carefully bathed in a sea 

of illiteracy and obscurantism. One of the symbols of the devil 

was the inversion, a crude symbol of Manichaeism. Everything 

that was "upside down" was demonic. The upside down cross, 

the possessed (hanged by the feet), puking, all of these were a 

call to the devil. From there, it was easy to associate sodomy 

to a diabolical inversion... The Church, where the number of 

celibates generated a plethora of practitioners, had 

undoubtedly not asked for such a condemnation, but popular 

silliness provided for it...  

The bisexual nature of man was not contested at all in 

those times, and that this fact is unknown to us nowadays is 

quite a pity. Faggots were burned for the same reason thieves 

had their hands cut off: because they had committed the 

ultimate sin, "inversion". But popular consensus ignored the 

process of intention: the attraction to young boys was 

recognized as a natural inclination and was as renowned as the 

attraction to gold or jewels. You were allowed to use it, but 

not to abuse it, just as you could use wealth as long as you did 

not steal it. The Koran forbids "spreading the seed," the 

Gospel is wisely silent regarding this matter.  

Alas, only money has kept its power intact until today. 

Regarding sex in general, and that of young boys in particular, 

the Christian society has become, and this was the aim they 

were looking for: self-punitive. The non-conforming element 

is automatically rejected by the well-regulated machine. All 

you have to do is pick it up and make an example of it. There 

is only room for well-machined cogs. The system has become 

so perfect that any non-conforming element, if it does not fit 
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in, will self-destruct. Better than self-punishing, the system 

has become... self-cleaning, the way a beautiful oven would.  

The rules do not apply to our leaders: that is a fact that is 

deeply rooted in the past. Henri III, king and pederast by 

divine right, filled his court with "mignons" (etymological root 

of our "minet", although these mignons were savage brigands 

the way a housewife-parachutist is). In the evening, Henri was 

flirting queerly downstairs, and the royal frolics were 

therefore transported to the Tuileries garden, where the 

common people had the opportunity to see their king acting as 

a queen. Hence the expression... (Yes, I know, thatôs bad joke, 

but I couldnôt resist the temptation). The king has disappeared, 

the palace has burned down, but the garden has remained - an 

astonishing tradition, since fags are still flirting there, four 

centuries later. 

Ah! the Tuileries... traditionally set around the Orangerie, 

with a recent extension on the river bank below. If one had to 

illustrate the aberration and the imbalance that society inflicts 

on today's homosexuals, one should go to the Tuileries to 

make the necessary scientific observations. They come there 

because they can't stand going in circles at home. As a result, 

they plunge into the subway and emerge at the Concorde with 

the insane and disappointed hope that they will find today the 

friend of their life. Dressed in their best clothes, the ones that, 

in my opinion, make them look as stupid as can be, they walk 

around the Orangerie, almost always clockwise. Their walk is 

fast, their head carriage haughty, their expression disdainful. 

I'm a star and I'm not looking at anyone. I am sure that 

everyone is turning their head as I pass. This one is too small, 

that one too big. This one has a shirt I don't like, and that one 

has a beard which is far too unkempt and the one over there as 

a mole on his cheek 
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You will never please them, because you do not look like 

the lover of their dreams. Especially me, with my blue jeans, 

my biker jacket and my helmet under my arm. No one among 

them is the Prince Charming they all came looking for. Okay 

now, let me try my lucké Well, this one is neither too 

common nor too queer; he seems to have the right age. The 

texture of his clothing is good: what we have here is a 

ñminet,ò one from a good family.  

- Do you often come here?  

He saw me approaching. He already knows what I'm like. 

He turns his head the other way. It would be too much of an 

honor to start having a little conversation with me. What about 

that other one?  

- Excuse me.... Didn't we meet last week at the...  

A shrug. One more.  

- Got a light?  

- Yes, but if you want more, you are wasting your time...  

An answer, even a mean one, is so rare. Let's dig in.  

- Let's see, you came here to meet someone, right? 

Otherwise, you wouldn't be here, would you? So why give me 

the cold shoulder?  

- Look, you're bugging me off. Leave me alone.  

That's what you get for approaching too close to the truth. 

He's beautiful and he is alone. After walking around the 

Orangerie about thirty times, he will leave, just as beautiful, 

and even more alone. Having been attacked so many times, 

everything threatens him. And having been alone for so long, 

he has built around himself a universe of objects and gadgets ï 

hence his coquetry, among other things. As a consequence, my 

attire, which is too common, does not belong to what he 

believes to be his kind.  

I have known such a person: he would speed up so madly 

when I was approaching him that I would stop while he was 




