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PART ONE

When I entered the court of the college, I immediately observed the
look, the beauty of a young boy. He was with the son of the friend I
accompanied and it is because of him that the headmaster seemed to
escort me. ‘I am delighted to show our house to the author of Amitiés
particuliéres (Special Friendships)’, this good priest had said to me. ‘But
special friendships do not exist in our place. We obtained this result by a
very simple means: by having confidence in the students, by enlarging
the discipline. Imagine that we allow the big boys to smoke!” And he
had lead us to the recreation court.



While my friend embraced his son, the other boy, a few steps away
from us, did not stop looking at me. He wanted to say to me that he
had got to know my name through his friend, that he had passionately
read the book, of which the memory had drawn me here, and that he
poured the consequences on me again. He had himself sat down in
profile, in order to not attract attention, but his green eye sparkled,
protected from his long brown hair. His complexion was pink and dim,
his nose fine and straight, his well-defined lips added to the softness of
his face. A red, cashmere sweater was tightly wrapped around his chest,
and his hands, tucked into his pockets, held the arch of his black trousers
at the bottom of his back. An imperceptible smile seemed to allude to
secrets that we already shared.

“You will have seen it, seen with your own eyes,” the headmaster
exclaimed, pointing at students: ‘they are smoking! Ah, these nice
children” And he dragged us along to the park, my friend and me.
‘Don’t judge me naive,” he continued: ‘the clandestine habit of smoking
with two was the opportunity for habits that were clandestine as well and
by far sadder. If you suppress one of them, you suppress the other ones.’
‘We needed to think of this,” I said. “The heroes of your book were
smoking in a conservatory. This detail touched me. What dramas
would be avoided with a little bit of common sense!” I shook my head
approvingly. However, the love of smoking was not always to blame for
the special friendships. On the road, I told my friend the recent tragedy
about which a young man from Bretagne had informed me and who,
having had a natural college as a theatre, clergymen as artisans and a
child as a victim, reminded me of the story that I had romanticized. But



probably one is more capable in a college at the Ile-de-France, where
there is the permission to smoke.

The first leaves unfolded themselves on the branches, the sun
mobhaired the water piece, the breeze brought us the scent of youth and
of hope. 1 retraced my footsteps to the court: I liked to confirm the
significance of a look and to show that I understood. Wasn’t the sound
of the bell going to abolish my calculations? Down there, the silhouette
in the red sweater stood out. I quickened my steps, though the
conversation rolled on about Teilhard de Chardin. My friend’s son
came back towards us. The other one was seen in front, leaning against a
tree, always his hands in his pockets. His green look seized me with the
same force. A hidden joy floated from it: he had received my answer.

II

During the return, my excitement amused my friend. To him it
seemed justified by this visit, made at the risk of a walk. Despite our
intimacy, I could not admit to him that I had decided upon a friend of
his son. How many novels of this genre had I lived in some minutes or
in some hours! But, most often, this look, which established a
complicity between a man and a boy, has as a comment the English
sonnet “Lost opportunities”: “My name is What could have been. My
names are also Never again, Too late, Goodbye.” If I believed in the
reality of the novel today, it is because I never captured a look like that:
it was not the one of opportunity, but of fate.



I did not forget the abyss that separated me from an unknown boy,
detained in a college. However, a chance remained to see him again. I
owed it to the headmaster, just like I owed him this encounter: he had
suggested me to assist at Mass next Tuesday. ‘There also, we have
changed a lot of things,” he had said to me. ‘The religious methods of
your youth ~ and mine ~ were miserable, and I am not surprised that
they often produced the opposite effect of what people were looking for.
Now, no more compulsory Mass during the week: who wants to, will go.
On Sundays, Communion who wants it. No more flowers on the altars:
these bouquets, these perfumes inspired sensuality. Quite right; a bit of
incense and not these clouds, where our young souls daydreamed.
Consequently, more of these painful scenes which have inspired you to
such beautiful... historical pages.” The word “historical,” pronounced by
him with irony, marked the distance between the dark era where one was
smoking in the conservatory, and the enlightened times where one is
smoking in the court. One would have said that it did not save me
anything to be drawn into the game, and, in fact, next Sunday, I would
play double or quit. ‘It’s Palm Sunday,” he had concluded, ‘you come in
handily.” I did not ask him if there were still palms.

I was certain of the victory: Love was on our side. This boy even
had the same age as this god ~ the age which the Greek named so well
“the hour”: the hour of the flower which opened itself up, of the fruit
which is ripe. At the expense of this appearance, all the creatures whom
I loved or desired, were “without appearance,” as Plato said; they were
without look, in comparison. By the way, the other looks, I had
provoked them. This one had badgered and conquered me. For the
moral of the good fathers, for the law of the world, it was me, the guilty



one, because I was, of how many radiances ! the best, and it is me who
had been induced in temptation. My book, sure, had initially played the
part of the tempter, but one can say of the tastes that have been
awakened by literature or by art like vocations: “You would not search for
me, if you had not found me.” After having searched all my life, I
eventually deserved to have found. A similar contest of circumstances
had not produced itself in vain. The faith that I had lacked to go and
discover the little Belgian of Jeunes proies (Young Preys), 1 would have it
to conquer this boy. By crossing the threshold of this college, it had
often seemed to me that something extraordinary was waiting for me
here: it was someone.

However, if there are the eloquent looks, not followed by
encounters, there are the intoxicating encounters without a next day. It
is the fate of love that I have determined the impossible. It is not, if it
finds thousands of ways to practice itself, and it is, if it cannot sing itself,
neither live itself. After the luminous antiquity, this love has expressed
itself distinguishedly only by a Michelangelo and a Shakespeare, while
our era has all in all the Calvinist confessions of guilt by André Gide, the
ergastularian lyricism by Genét and the texts which are not to be
published, like Hombres (Men) by Verlaine and the Livre blanc (White
Book) by Cocteau. These modern works have the wrong to describe acts
and not sentiments. I did not imagine singing the adventure that I
would hope to live, but I put it from now on under the protection of the
gods that I adore and in the grace of whom I intend to die: Apollo and
Priapus.



Priapus is the god of boys. It is he who, by revealing to them the
solitary pleasures, presides at their second birth ~ their real birth into
life. It is he who, by a brother’s hand, a cousin’s, a friend’s, let them
learn about mutual love, when it is not an uncle’s, a godfather’s, a family
friend’s, a confessor’s, a teacher’s, a servant’s or a stranger’s in a public
place. In the early days, this charitable care for the royal children was
reserved to the cardinal-prime ministers (Mazarin with Louis XIV,
Fleury with Louis XV). A few boys were initiated by a girl or a woman.
Venus, of whom Priapus was the son, as was Cupid, presented herself,
when, according to the Greek proverb “the little goat has become a
billy.” And that is all right, because Priapus is the god of boys of whom
Tibulle asks him the secret to seduce them, because “his competence
seduces all the beautiful ones.”

Seducing them is less difficult than loving them and than being
loved.

Les Amitiés particulieres were bathed in the lightness of Apollo, but
Priapus resided on the verge. His statue was veiled behind a curtain of
lilies. The blink that I had received from the boy with the green eyes,
was the blink of Les Amitiés particuliéres, but corrected by Priapus.

These truths reminded me, in contrast, of the words of His
Reverend Father about the benevolences of tobacco, smoked in public. I
had doubts about his naiveté, for other reasons than this. We had visited
the dormitory after the court, and I had noticed the strange position of
the beds: they were not face to face, on each side of the central aisle, but
turned against the wall. This invention of the good fathers honoured
their obsession with impurity better. For lack of being able to prevent



the calls from neighbour to neighbour, they had put an end here to
arranged on arranged. Our guide had made me notice that the
superintendant’s room did not possess a small hinged window onto the
dormitory and he had concluded in these terms, ‘One purifies everything
by trust.” The position of the beds proved that his trust had its limits,
but to a certain point he followed the advice of the Don Leon, hero of the
pederastic poem, attributed to Byron: “Close, close the eyes, oh
pedagogues! ~ Do not watch too close the sleep of your students.” 1
imagined the boy in the red sweater undressing this night in the
dormitory, and thinking of me in front of the wall. This wall, we were
to break it down.

The swaying of the car accompanied my reflections and my friend’s
peaceful speeches. In a loud voice, I had made some concerning the
dormitory. I added one about the cacophonies of morality and
education, ‘Everything has been summarized by this word of Voltaire,
“The Bucoliques ~ pederasty taught to youth.” One teaches it without
teaching it, because one would be ashamed to censor Virgil, but one
does, as if no schoolboy could be Alexis or Corydon.” “These verses by
Virgil did not influence my habits,” my friend said. ‘So far, my son also
resisted them. Undoubtedly, it is to take away from them the forbidden
fruit, that they are being kept on the programme. You laugh about the
good fathers, but they are on the right way. On the day that they will
talk about your books, like has been done already in the lyceums, they
will take away from you a part of your harmful effects.’

‘Maybe you are right. The real educators go ahead of the problems
and the interests of youth, instead of flying for them. Lately, in a



worldly institution in the neighbourhood, the philosophy teacher gave as
a choice, in French class, a psychological course either of the Amitiés
particuliéres, or of the Liaisons dangereuses (Dangerous liaisons). Out of
thirty-five students, thirty-one chose my book. And it is a mixed course.
“The truth is in operation. Nothing will stop it...,” as Zola said.’

In the dormitories of the big boys, the headmaster showed us with
conceit the photograph of father Teilhard de Chardin, pinned onto the
walls. ‘His works are in bad odour with Rome,” he said to us, ‘but we
permit our children to read them and even to admire them. That is part
of our liberal principles.” We held up this trick of the Church, which
served itself for this Jesuit to flirt with the young or to discuss with the
scientists, but which disapproves of it in order not to shock the
hypocrites. ‘I know someone,” I said, ‘to whom father Teilhard de
Chardin learned rosa “the rose”... and scientifically defined the ideal:
“The residue that still exists in the melting pot of a sincere soul, when it
has become conscious of itself.” ‘Admirable definition of faith!” ‘And of
pederasty.” ‘You return everything to that.” ‘I return everything to love
and for me, it is Greek. Pederasty is the most inexhaustible form of love,
because it is the love of youth. Even Don Juan would not be in love
with all women, while a pederast is theoretically in love with all boys.

Sweethearts with no amount who are never enough!’



Voltaire said. Don Juan can end up renouncing women and
become a monk; a real pederast stands in the breach until his last day.
Gide would not have had the courage to connect the Nobel prize with
his Corydon, but he declared that it was the most important one of his
works.” ‘Don’t you believe he was a bit senile then?” ‘A pederast is never
senile, for his life is a continuous battle, in which one has to conquer or
die. The homosexual who is not a pederast, and leads, in principle, a
calmer existence, because he is being tolerated by the laws, equally enjoys
a prolongation of youth, which the eugenicists explain in their own way.
I have known only one senile homosexual: the late cardinal... Sdill his
senility was sublimated and almost sanctified by homosexuality. He was
eighty-four years old at the death of Pius XII, which is more than Gide,
whose works he had made put on the Index. At the conclave, he
astonished his colleagues by asking them to vote for Merry del Val. This
cardinal, who had been his very special friend in his youth, and after
that, Secretary of State of the holy Pius X, was dead and buried since a
long time. They exerted themselves to refresh the memory of ..., but he
answered with stubbornness that he would vote for Rafael ~ Christian
name of his sweetheart ~ that Rafael was the most dignified one, that the
Holy Ghost was in favour of Rafael and that Rafael would be chosen.
Well, ... he had to pronounce urbi et orbi and the result of the election
on the balcony of the Saint Peter. If, in his insanity, he announced
Merry del Val, it would be the greatest homosexual scandal of the
Christian era. And that is what happened. But one had put a false
microphone in front of him and while he introduced the name of Merry
del Val into nothing, they blared Roncalli’s name into a real
microphone. It is notorious that nobody recognized the cardinal’s
voice... That’s how we have had John XXIII, instead of Rafael I. This



pope or antipope of Greek love is a good forerunner for the continuation
of the twentieth century.

I11

I was dreaming, waiting for sleep ~ I was dreaming my most
beautiful dream and I swore to myself to fulfill it. I invoked a small
statue of Love which was at the head of my bed. Companion of my
occupations and my journeys, this nice gilt bronze from the Renaissance
did not leave me. I saw a copy of the Love of Thespies in it, which had
charmed my youth. Now it had taken the form of a boy to whom I
could dedicate Asclepiad’s epigram: “If they would give you wings and if
you would hold bow and arrows, it is not Love whom they would tell
Cypris’ son, it is you.”

Despite everything, I was obliged to remember that I had a liaison
with a girl from Reims. Was I going to make a new wheat of Jeunes
proiest The boy with the green eyes and the number one hero of this
book, who had benefited from a funeral spell around a child’s corpse,
had nothing in common; but the young girl from Reims was as seductive
as the young Belgian # 2. However, this second episode had served me
as a lesson for the future and I did not propose a journey to Greece any
more to my young women readers. This one had come back from
Lesbos and from Cnide as well. She was wisely married and since then,
only occupied herself with her husband and her children. The girl from
Reims had introduced herself under other signs. She had a failed suicide



attempt at the start of vague university studies and had found the taste of
living again in my books.

While writing her story to me, just before summer began, she
added that she left for Switzerland, where she would spend the month of
July with her nanny ~ her father was a widower. I had thought it my
duty to comfort her. We exchanged, blow by blow, three or four letters,
of which each ran on for a very long time. Eventually, she asked me if
could call her one night on the telephone: she would have been “happy
to hear my voice.” I loved voices too much to not be curious for hers,
which stimulated me by an almost childish tone. Thus, while copying
myself, I renewed Georges’ scene when he was making love by telephone,

in la Fin des ambassades (the End of the embassies).

My piece of work had described a conversation of this sort about
the Parisian road-system; ours took place above the borders. The
distance which separated us, aroused the lust of our words. The
elongated silence where they resounded, the deafening echo that
prolonged them, made me admire the improved system of
telecommunications and of these devices, so often horrible, that one can
change them in “Mercury’s gallants.”

If Georges and Francoise had burst out in laughter at their second
attempt, we were less casual. We liked the game so much that we
repeated it a couple of times. Shall I say that these strange nights, spent
between lake Leman and I’Etoile, ended with a visit to Sodom? The girl
ignored the existence of this metropole and I guided her to the doors. 1
murmured to her: ‘Sodom, besides, it is Athens, Sparta, Babylon,



Alexandria, Rome, London, New York...” ‘And Montreux, because.. [
am there,” she said in a weak voice.

I had to leave Paris on the first of August, and she returned to the
country on the last day of July. She came to see me between two trains.
I received her in the middle of my suitcases. Her face had a certain
grace, worth her voice, but I did not like her decolourized hair, her
painted nails, the cigarette in her beak, and her vulgar taste for whisky.
Once again I measured the trap of love relations, founded on the
exercises of the pen and on the disabilities of imagination. I knew that
she was there for only one hour, which was too much or not enough.
One hour of face to face, after three hours of whispering between Paris
and Montreux! It is the opposite of what should have been.

By far, we were isolated like in a black wood: the pleasure had been
reduced to the essence. Today, obliged to get used to our respective
persons, we had to proceed by all means to an adjustment. A man
provokes things with a boy, because he is “of his sort.” ‘Move on, move
on, ladies, you are not of my sort,” a pederast of the early days said to the
girls. ‘You bring me a leg-of-mutton-sleeve without sleeves,” the marquis
de Villette said to his chamberlain who brought him a girl instead of a
boy.

1 would reside too close to the enemy,’



a “Roman knight” said in an epigram to a little girl who offered
him “the reverse of the medal.” In spite of the liberties that we have
taken, my darling and I, I considered the fatal accomplishment of certain
acts like a forced labour. But by means of turning around her, I decided
to finish it: I put my lips on hers, which smelled like whisky.

Oh, surprise! She threw me a tongue, round and fleshy, a tongue
of which I would never have presumed the size and the strength in a
mouth so small, and endowed with such a tender voice. This
unexpected rape, this reversal of roles, chased away my concealments and
she guessed it. Continuing her role of Victorious Venus, she opened my
shirt, touched my chest, caressed my back, loosened my belt and paid me
off quickly. When I wanted to occupy myself with her, she smiled:
‘Don’t bother.’

She sat down in an arm chair, smoked a cigarette, took a draught of
whisky: ‘Ahl... you will not be able to call me like in Montreux; my
father watches me a lot. These country families!... You will write me
poste restante. Tonight, in my bed, I shall think of you.” She looked at
her watch and asked me to call a cab.

Started on the top of Paphos, our relations were dedicated to elapse.
Naples, Capri softened the look of this keen one. However, in Fiesole,
in the friendly house which is one of my home ports, I received a letter
from her that had been a new whiplash. She told me that she had had to
stay in bed as the result of a sprain; she had been paid a visit by a young
cousin of thirteen years old and had enjoyed herself by tempting him
with her propositions and her ways of behaving. She soon established
that he was excited; but he had crossed his legs to hide his agitation. I



was taken by such a mad joy,” she said, ‘that I pressed my face into the
cushion. Then I mused on what was our favourite distraction and asked
him point-blank ~ his point was burning, believe me! ~ if he knew the
use of it. After quite some hesitation, he confessed to me that he
dedicated himself to it every evening. You can guess in which state I was
~ and he as well. I forgot to tell you that he looks exactly like an angel.’

If I had not liked this feminine roar of laughter in front of Priapus,
I had tasted the conclusion, worth of the Art of being a grandfather:

What a promise on the bottom of the smiles of angels!

For me, their smile is a “promise of happiness,” definition of
beauty, according to Stendhal. He who does not have his source and his
end in the senses, is not happy, but the charm of childhood is to promise
before being able to keep. Still does it keep with pleasure, at an age
which the good people do not guess. The author of Lolita surprised
while exposing the existence of “nymphets.” The satyrics were the small
companions of the satyrs, Pan’s children, and, if the occasion were
offered, the Lolito’s would push aside the Lolita’s.

. What would become of the families,

If the hearts of young boys



Were made like those of the girls?

The knight de Boufflers, who was a pederast, seems to pose a
question there, which he had resolved: the hearts of boys are as
passionate as those of girls and their bodies more precocious and more
strenuous. In the area in which the girl from Reims wrote this letter to
me, | would have hesitated between her and her cousin. If he were of my
physical “sort,” she was of my ethical “sort.” She even represented
something more complete, despite de Villette’s word. Today, all girls
and all boys in the world have been obscured by one look: the look of
Love.

1A%

Pueri Hebracorum (A Hebrew young man)... Since how many years
have these words, sung by heavenly voices, not struck my ear? They
reminded me of the time when I went to the Easter ceremonies with my
father and mother, and of the more further time of my college, where,
like in this one, Palm Sunday was followed by the holidays. I looked for
the images of Saint Claude, in order to replace Georges and Alexander by
the man who I was and by the boy who served Mass ~ the boy for whom
I had come back. The headmaster stuck to his role: he had placed me in
the dress circle and a god had put this boy in the choir. There were no



flowers on the altar anymore, but the most beautiful of the flowers was
budding at the foot of the altar.

This already had allowed me to pick a look which sanctioned my
conquest. A transparent radiance showed the delicacy of his waist. In
the low neckline of the collar, a red tie was glittering, and he put the top
of his fingers on it while uniting his hands. I was sure that he wore this
garish tie especially for me, after the symbolism of Amitiés particuliéres,
because my friend’s son knew that I would be there. The day of the
Lord was the day of Love. My chair was the seat of Bacchus’ high priest
in the theatre of Athens: on each of the marble armrests, a Love with
huge wings, a Love this boy’s age, bended its knee to excite a fighting
cock. I ignored how things were going to happen, but they obeyed to
the laws of harmony which had been determined beforehand.

From time to time, I saw the headmaster’s eye on me. He spied on
the progress of my return to the ‘God of my youth.” I did not think
myself obliged to pretend murmurings and kept an academic attitude.
Nevertheless, even if I belonged to another religion, I would taste every
refinement that Catholicism gives to Greek love. For some plays, which
would have been provoked elsewhere by other motives, what training
college of Alexises and of Corydons is a religious college! It is not only
because of the possible fathers of Trennes, for the education by laymen
has its people; but because of the clergymen being approximately the
only men to really occupy themselves with boys, and the fact of really
occupying themselves with boys, creates amorous relations between men
and boys and, what is the most peculiar, between boys. It goes without
saying, in most of the cases, these relations remain on a spiritual level,



but is Greek love anything else than a virile spirituality, which sometimes
exceeds the attraction of the bodies and sometimes succumbs to it?

Pueri Hebraeorum... 1 left the chapel, a Palm branch in my hand.
It was the golden branch which would open forbidden doors for me.
However, I did not forget the word of the ancient fabulist: “The gods
were favourable to us, but fate was the opposite to us.” Would I have a
means to approach this boy and to put a note into his hand on which I
had written my address and my telephone number? The headmaster
addressed himself to us and apologized for taking away my friend from
me for a few moments to have a business conversation: the hour of fate

had rung.

I had observed the chapel; everybody was gone, except my
choirboy. I approached, mounted the stairs with difficulty: he finished
putting out the wax candles with a calculated slowness, as if he expected
me. He had left his radiance. He was alone. At the sound of my pace,
he turned his head lively and smiled at me. I moved up at the side, so
that I could not be seen from the outside, and gave him a sign to come
near. He came, redder than his tie, but in a determined way that I
admired. ‘Good morning!’ I said, shaking his hand. He introduced
himself. His Christian name, his name were soft and resonant as those of
loved ones. His voice was warm, well-pitched, a bit melodious. Our eyes
penetrated each other. “We do agree, don’t we?” I said. He confirmed. I
gave him the note. “You live in Paris?” “No, in X, near Versailles... After
having read your book, I wanted to write to you and I looked for your
address in the telephone book, but it was not in there.” I listened with
delight to this explanation. ‘I love you,” I murmured. ‘You know what



that means, to love?” ‘Yes, I do,” he said. ‘Since that I’'m a man, I have
asked life for a boy to love for life. You make me hit the goal of my life.’
I was not more surprised than he about my words. His hand was in
mine: he pressed my fingers. ‘Is it in my honour that you have put on a
red tie?” He smiled, ‘And it is for you that I served Mass.” “We don’t
play les Amitiés particuliéres.” ‘1 know, but one has to read it.” To mark
this encounter by another symbolic gesture, I offered him the silk
handkerchief that I had in my pocket. He put down a kiss on it. Then I
took him in my arms, behind the door leaf, and returned on his lips his

kiss on the handkerchief.

PART TWO

Much too early, I spied the entrances of the subway under the Place
de I'Etoile. He had rung me shyly, on Easter Monday, and we had
decided to see each other the next day. I feared that, at the last moment,
he would have hesitated to take the plunge.

My heart beat to break itself. In the middle of the crowd, a thin
silhouette, dressed in clear gray, detached itself. He did not have a coat,
for the softness of spring had begun, but he held an umbrella, like a
small gentleman. He had noticed me, blushed like in the chapel, and
hurried towards me. Our first good day outside the college. Our first



smile in freedom. We descended my avenue, talking about indifferent
things. In full daylight, I saw the grain of his skin, the down of his
cheeks, the curve of his eyelashes. I thought it a proof of good taste that
he had not put on a red tie again: he did need to display our banner; but
his almond green tie reminded of the colour of his eyes. He evaporated a
light fern perfume, like a memory of sweet lavender of the two heroes
whom he loved.

Soon we had arrived. He pushed the gate, followed the lane,
mounted the steps. There was nothing more than a high wall to separate
him from an event that would change his life and maybe mine as well.

I opened my door, I shut it again. We entered my office. “Today
you are with me,’ I said to him, ‘because you are mine forever.” I
advanced an arm chair to him and installed myself opposite him. With
pleasure I saw the glance that he cast around the room, making it clear to
me that he loved the ancient things and the antique art. ‘T surrendered
myself to you like I surrendered myself to no one,” I resumed. ‘And the
only thing I know about you is your name. Love, real love, does not
need any references. Yet, satisfy my curiosity a little.’

The first thing that he said to me was the most important one: he
left college and had been admitted again as a non-resident at the college
de X, where he had done almost all his studies. ‘One has to believe in
the gods!” I cried out. I went to search for the statuette of Love in my
room and gave it to him to kiss it: ‘It’s he who arranged everything. We
are under his protection. You have established it on Palm Sunday.’
‘Into the bargain, I was delighted to cheat the headmaster and the whole
association.” ‘You did not cheat them: you accomplished your duties and



you kept your feelings to yourself. Today, you don’t cheat your family
who believe you are with a friend, and you will not cheat them in the
things that concern only you... and me. Apart from that, you should
love your parents longer only for having made you as you are. Without
wanting to, they have put you outside the common and into a world that
is miraculous, when one avoids what is dangerous.” “They are intelligent.
The proof: it is my mother who made me read your book.” He spoke
these words without a smile.

His father, a bank manager, had had an argument with the
authorities of the college about a question of interests and, angry, had
decided to withdraw him immediately: “We are not very practising, but
he had expected that a year in a religious “kit” would do me good.” This
time, a smile accompanied his comment, ‘He has been right, hasn’t he?...
But if you had arrived eight days later...” ‘Not eight days, but half an
hour! The great things in life keep to coincidences as lightly and as
providentially.” His mother, who adored him, and his sister, three years
older than him, joined his gladness about his return into the father’s
house. ‘Beware!’ I said, ‘your sister will be your spy.” ‘Do not fear
anything: she does not occupy herself with my affairs, she has her girl-
friends and her flirts” ‘Don’t forget that our love, our happiness
depends on our secret. You don’t have the age of liberty yet, even if you
have intelligent parents. Don’t give them suspicions. We should not
grieve the people who love us. We shall not see each other as often as we
would want to and even as we could, for carefulness is necessary. But
time is our ally and Love is our god... Today, it is the first day of Love.’
“The second one,” he said. ‘The first one was the one of our first kiss.’
Charmed, I watched him from the corner of my eye, I have not



embraced you yet.” He rose to sit down on the carpet, next to me. “Our
first kiss,” I resumed, ‘we exchanged it in a chapel. That was not a
sacrilege, but a consecration.” He had closed his eyes, with his head
turned round on his shoulders. I kept observing him for a few minutes,
then bent down to him. His mouth came towards mine. His body came
towards my hand.

II

A letter! He had drawn our initials on the back of the envelope on
each side of the flap. On the left, the Christian names; on the right, the
names, united with each other by an arrow with two points. On the
envelope itself, he had only calligraphed my name, as if to preserve my
Christian name in his heart. The handwriting was closed, firm, small
enough; the capitals and the descenders of a rare elegance. I was
delighted by this all and by his idea to remind himself to me, but I was
anxious for what I was going to read. I found it imprudent to touch a
new keyboard. I reflected on the young readers who express their
emotions to me by neatly plagiarizing the letters of my books, without
their knowledge. It is true that none of them had been capable to write
to me what would have been possible. But I forgave him in advance: he
had wanted to transport les Amitiés particuliéres into life. I imagined the
notes of love that I had received and threw myself on this stream of the
Tender which returned from so far to water my grounds.



“My Beloved,

I'm only thinking of you and I'm only thinking of seeing you
again. My gestures are dictated by you. Your words, like your sweet
image, are engraved in me. I would like to be with you during all the
days of the holiday. Our separation exasperates me, but I know that we
will be compensated again for that by a friendship (a love) without end.

At this moment, | am in my bed and I have your precious
handkerchief in my left hand. At night I put it under my pajamas and
during daytime against my heart.

What a lovely afternoon it has been! One moment we were talking
to each other, the other we were hearing the desires of our souls (and of
our bodies) rising within us.

I cannot believe that a happiness like this happens to me. I think
that I am the toy of a dream. But when I carry your handkerchief to my
lips or to my eyes, I do not doubt anymore and my happiness is

complete.

Your fondness is the only thing that lives, excites me and sets me on
fire.

To your body and soul forever.”

The last two words were underlined. And there was this postscript:
‘I will always have your first kiss on my mouth.’



So much as I had feared a disappointment, so complete was my joy.
I had created a being, according to my ideal. But as this being had the
genius of love, he had made his own what he had received from me. If
he had taken from Amitiés particuliéres Alexander’s “always” ~ the most
beautiful word of love ~ it was to reflect the spirit with it and to confirm
the feeling with it. Just like I had conquered him by words, of which he
had succeeded to see the human truth, he had accomplished to conquer
me by words, where the god that was in him, appeared.

I loved the softness and the harmony of his style, which gave
evidence of a precocious taste for good reading matters. I loved these
amplifications, which shrouded confessions or hopes. 1 equally loved his
way of beginning a new paragraph to bring out certain sentences, like
poetic enjambements.

I was happier than I had ever been. After the day of the souls (and
of the bodies), it was the one of the spirits. Apart from that, isn’t it his
spirit which brought me the gift of his soul and of his body? Yes, me
too, for the first time, I gave myself with my entire body, with my entire
spirit, with my entire soul. When people are interested in adolescence,
they do not ignore that it offers hardly any spiritual approximations.
This is one of the motives which brings uncertainty with it, or which
softens the sadness of not being able to determine it: one has quickly
made the outline of the bodies, whether they be charming. Only my girl
from Reims had endured well, maybe thanks to the distance, but she did
not even hold the benefit of the pen: a boy degraded her with that. This

body, which was so charming, this soul, which was so ardent, this spirit,



which was so precocious, assured me that this really was the boy “to love

for life.”

Beyond the ideal that he embodied, he elevated himself to the
height of the archetype. But it was an archetype in the flesh. Thus, he
made me understand platonism, which certainly rested on love of the
bodies, and on love of the souls as well. In order to hide secrets, which
were not made for the trivial, one only spoke of the soul and one threw a
chaste or a disapproving veil on the body. But the body participated in
the games of the spirit. Plato delivers us his secret, besides his chastely
lascivious dialogues, in his epigrams, all pederastic. I quoted to myself
the most beautiful one from it, in memory of this kiss which reminded
me of the postscript: ‘My soul, when I embraced Agathon, was on my
lips. It had come there, the unhappy one, to pass into him.’

111

The pregnant fullness... On the pillow, a smile enlightened his face
~ the smile of pleasures he had shared, the smile of kisses we did not
count anymore. He crouched himself against me, saying, ‘My darling,
my darling!”

His flattering appearance, his spinning, suggested to me another
term, ‘You are my cat.’ He started laughing. ‘Do you know that I adore
cats? I have got a very small one. His name is Patrocle.” ‘Definitely, you
have nothing vulgar. I bet that never a cat has been called Patrocle.’



‘We are translating /7liade. 1 have been interested by the friendship of
Achilles and Patrocle. Considering myself rather like Achilles, I have
baptized Patrocle my companion.” He folded his eyes to add, ‘He is even
my bed companion.” ‘You have guessed the tie that united Achilles to
Patrocle, but which has not been revealed by /7liade. The Greek
friendship, like ours, does not have any restrictions. In Amours (Loves)
by Lucien de Samosate, translated by your servant, Achilles, who wept
over Patrocle’s death, regrets “the pious trade of his thighs.” It’s a verse,
drawn from a lost tragedy.’

He still smiled, ‘Patrocle loves to sleep on my thighs. He mounts
them, as soon as I am sitting at the table or at my desk.” ‘I adore cats and
I have had one who has been my passion. We prove that they are the
loved ones of passionate lovers and of stern scholars” ‘That is you, the
stern scholar?” ‘A great work condemns to a certain sternness; you will
see that I am a rather good moral teacher.’

To show it to him, I enquired if he did not abuse the sin that one
commits without any company. He indulged himself in it twice or three
times a week. That was less than the cousin of the young girl from
Reims. ‘From now on, I will not need it anymore,” he said with a smile.

I went to search for sweets and refreshments. As he had told me
that he loved tea, I put the kettle on. I displayed a place-mat on the tray
and some napkins, embroidered with roses, which I had bought in his
honour. Because I imitate the new Church by not putting flowers on
my altars, it was an occasion to tell him that the rose was the flower of
Greek love. A lover sent roses to his beloved one. ‘Here they are!’ he
said, covering his head with a napkin. He added, ‘My sister possesses



medical books, dealing with sexual questions, and I have read them.
What a difference between these things and love!” He enlarged his eyes
like he had done in the chapel, and repeated, ‘Love...” He proceeded,
“The pastors revealed to me that, what would attract me, was a sin; my
sister’s books, that it was a perversion; les Amitiés particuliéres, finally,
that it was love.’

He looked malicious, T'm sure that Georges and Alexander would
have been impure after their years of pure love, for it is not possible to
control the natural desires. What do you think of that?’ ‘If father
Lauzon had not entered the shed, when the two friends rolled themselves
there on the straw, I believe that the crystal of their purity would have
burst itself on that day. Which makes this story a love story...
‘Authentic, isn’t it?” ‘Certainlyl... it is that Georges, who was impure,
has purified himself because of Alexander. Love obliges one to become
the other. So it was normal that Georges became Alexander with a view
to please him, but it was also normal that Alexander became Georges.
Apart from that, he would not have loved him. As he ignored Georges’
world, even when he pretended to have an idea of it (“the things that you
do not need to know...”), he gave him a proof of mad and sublime love

by killing himself.’

‘I have wept about Alexander’s death,’ he said. ‘Aren’t you
embarrassed that so many boys weep over these pages? Boys and gitls...
my sister, for instance. Dad only occupies himself with finances and
hunting, but mum is also one of your admirers. Yesterday she talked
about you during dinner and inside myself I smiled. And I felt happy
about this smile.’



I admired him as much as I loved him. It is really in him that
childhood mixed itself with maturity. Like me, he was born what he was.
But he thought more naturally what had made us, which I would not
have thought at his age. I would not have had his liberty of spirit and
gestures. Nevertheless, while I had imagined at first that he was my
creation, I did not see in him a youthful and improved image of myself: I
loved him, because he was Love. And because he was Love, he was my
master.

So, could I be surprised of his answer, when I asked him who had
taught him... “the things you need to know” He looked surprised, ‘I
did,” he said. “You all alone?” ‘T all alone. One day, when I was almost
twelve, I felt something; I occupied myself with it. And that was that. 1
understood then what I have seen doing, a complete child, at the
communal school, where my father had put me one year ~ “to form me”
~ and, for the rest, I have seen doing it then by the small ones of the
secondary school. That consisted of introducing to themselves the rule
in the trouser leg, while looking like learning their lessons or doing one’s
duty. The frolicings of my friends have intrigued me, without making
me curious.’

It seemed to me that this “game of the rule” was unknown to the
students of the early days and I praised those of the Atomic Age for
having transformed the symbol of the virtues and of the scholastic
discipline into an instrument of pleasure. From now on, the rule must
be hung up on the full equipment of human desires, with the whip of
the flagellants and the dildo of the lesbians.



‘Later on,” he continued, ‘T surprised boys who exchanged a caress
beneath their desks. One Thursday, during a walk in the open air, I
found two boys in full exercise behind a hedge. I did not stop... nor did
they. The guts they had” ‘Impudence is not the privilege of the small
Frenchmen. The son of one of my friends, a student at an elegant
English college, confessed to me that many of his fellow-students, lords’
sons or others, masturbated quietly in full study. This already happened
in Roman schools, if we believe Juvénal about that.” “They won’t make
us translate this text in class.” ‘Certainly, but you will only see disguised
translations everywhere, like classic authors for the most part. The act of
these students, contemporary or Roman, ~ in Greek, literally, “to
secretly weaken oneself” ~ is being translated into “to take an effeminate
attitude” in the Life of Apollo of Tyane of the La Pléiade collection. God
knows if it is about the virile act par excellence! Our Aliborons of all
breeds conspire to hide the real face of antiquity to young people. At the
English universities they do respect Greek and Latin, maybe because the
Greek-Latin customs have been spread there more.’

When I announced to him that the time to leave was approaching,
he threw himself upon me with a kind of frenzy, ‘No, I don’t want to
leave you.” “We only seem to leave each other.” ‘And my holiday is over!
Maybe I won’t even have my Sundays off. How can I leave? His
repeated efforts seemed intended to conquer me and to convince me.
Never a flexible body like that had been so solid. Never more tender
youth had shown such strength.
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I received this new letter from him:

“My love,

I am always bored by not seeing you. I also write you this word,
and the idea that you will touch this paper, pleases me.

Last Sunday, I arrived at 8:30 am. My parents were not there yet.
Fortunately.

I found my school again. In the court I often reflect on another
court.

Yesterday, at the French explanation, we had a page from the book
Remorques (Trailers) (7). The only thing that I retained about the author,
is his Christian name (Roger).

Tomorrow, we will make the French composition and I will try to
be the first. That would be a nice comeback among my old friends. At
the next editing, I will tell you the subject, in order that you talk about
it, if you have the time. How I would like to read your text out loud!
for the best is being read in class.

I have begun with Mademoiselle de Murvill (Miss de Murville),
which delights me. Has the young Claude Photin been inspired to you
by someone?



As a result of your descriptions, I would like to walk with you
through the country, hand in hand. You know, in ..., where I go on
holiday, there are places of solitude, forests, picturesque locations, and it
would be marvelous to go there together in very fine weather.

Here, you made me long to be alone. Before we knew (loved) each
other, I only went out with friends. Now, it is a real torture for me to be
in their company and it is my pleasure to stroll, while dreaming of you.

Thousands of kisses...

P.S. Next Sunday, we will exchange our blood.”

My girl’s letters, I could have composed them all. This boy’s letters
had a grace and a power that only were his. I would not have changed a
word without destroying them. Each of his sentences expressed his
qualities and his virtues. The handwriting was even firmer than the first
time: the perspective of the mystical episode of Amitiés particuliéres that
he wanted to make relive, seemed to give him more energy. He only
used one of these amplifications that he seemed to be fond of, but it was,
like the ones before, the image of his chastity. His relative curiosity in
the small character of my second novel, proved his interest in my past:
“Claude Photin” had been one of the pale announcers of the archetype.
The stamp represented smiling eyes, with this caption: “Clarify yourself
better.” It was the first time that I noticed this stamp. And it was at the
moment when I bathed in the light of Love.



I let myself be stunned by his dream about ideal walks and what
more boyish the idylle has. But I knew well that, if the impossible love
cannot be this way in secret, it will stay this way in public. Last Sunday,
in my enthusiasm, I had planned to spend my holiday on the small
beach of Vendée. Thus, I could have had an excuse to get to know him
and to connect myself with his relatives. That could have given me a
foot in the place. On second thoughts, I expected this project to be
careless and unnecessary as well. We were dedicated to be alone for a
long time. I did not complain about it: no face would place itself
between us.

What he said to me at the moment of his return, was an appeal to
caution. The first time, I had accompanied him in a cab to the Gare des
Invalides, where he took his suburb train. The other day, the cabs being
unfindable as a result of a downpour, he had to make use of the
underground. [ regretted my disgust of cars, which forbade me to have
one. To resist these difficulties, I had subscribed to a company of radio
cabs. Thus, I was sure to be able to remove even to the boundaries of his
residence: we would be together for three quarters of an hour more.

It was not the only thing in everyday life in which he intervened: he
continued to improve my trousseau. For his delicate skin, I bought the
softest terry towelling towels and, bored by the lily white whiteness of
my family sheets, I piled the finest blue sheets, rose sheets, orange sheets
in my closet. I failed to have embroidered our two monograms in it, but
this pastiche of marriage seemed ridiculous to me. We were not
“married,” like I hear say sometimes to male couples. We did not try,
from then on, to imitate the famous “couples” ~ Oscar Wilde and



Douglas, Verlaine and Rimbaud. He was not an adolescent in search for
scandal or for Parnassus. We loved each other.
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We were on my bed, torso’s naked, our backs leaning against the
cushion. I was first, carving his left arm with a razorblade. He bent over
to suck the blood, as soon as a drop appeared. Then, he held his arm
towards me, but the fear of hurting him prevented me from supporting
with enough strength. He took the blade and, by one stab, made a thin,
red ray stream. [ enjoyed the bitter taste of this young blood. Moved,
we stayed immobile for a moment, one against the other. This rite
abolished my years and brought his age closer to me by a kind of
regeneration.

I went to look for a small bandage to tape to his arm. When I came
back, he had pulled the sheets over his head ~ my first blue sheets. 1
stretched out close to him underneath this poetic canopy. ‘Look how
beautiful this is!” he said. “We are in heaven.” His nudity, which was far
from heavenly, was even more attractive in this cerulean blue. I took
advantage of it.

Then, I spoke to him of the blue Grotto Cave of Capri, where
Tiberius was swimming with his favourites. This name of Capri pleased
him, on the strength of some titles of movies or songs. He had not read
my Exilé (Exile), nor several others of my books that were lacking in his



family library. I would offer them to him successively, the only present
which was allowed to me. He would say that he had bought them. It is
on books that he spent the biggest part of his pocket-money.

As our love was coming from a book, just like this scene of the
exchange of blood, I was keen on giving him the high references of this
love. Did not I have to continue my role as a pedagogue? It was proving
to him that Xenophon’s word is always true: “The pederast is part of

pedagogy.’

I opened the sonnets, composed by Michelangelo to the glory of
the young Tommaso de Cavalieri, and translated the masterpiece to him,
‘... With your mark within me, I go everywhere without fear, ~ Like the
one who has on himself charms or arms...”

[ said to him that I could apply these words literally: from then on,
he would be the secret weapon, the invisible harness, the magic charm,
which would make me brave in my career. ‘Everything is struggle,” I
added, ‘~ struggle between light and darkness, between beauty and
ugliness, between love and hate, between intelligence and stupidity,
between truth and hypocrisy, in short, between everything that you
represent and what the biggest part of society represents.’

I made him see that the Italian commentator of Michelangelo’s
poems called “absurd slander” what is especially so known about his
tastes. “The anger of conformism,’ I said, ‘does not admit that a great
man could be pederastic, while pederasty or, in a much broader way,
homosexuality, ~ sorry for this barbaric term ~ have illustrated all areas.
This prejudice does not date back to today. I have jumped at this



sentence of the very libertine Brantome: “Never a bastard nor catamite
was brave but Julius Cesar.” Did he ignore ancient history, the history of
the Middle Ages and the history of his time? To repeat this folly, one
should further ignore modern history. How many marshalls...!” Smiling,
he interrupted me, ‘It is you whom I love. I make fun of Cesar and of
marshalls.” ‘Don’t make fun of Napoleon, of Frederick of Prussia, of
Alexander of Macedonia... We must place heroic characters on the
fagade animation of our existence, not only to show to a vain people “the
great ancients,” but because a love, against which society is united,
obliges us to cultivate a certain heroism. The mere fact to accept this
love in our early youth is already a victory on prejudiced imbeciles. This
assertion of principle, wouldn’t it be against itself, has later been called to
renew itself constantly. The idiots talk about the “franco-freemasonry of
homosexuals,” but what is it in comparison with the freemasonry of anti-
homosexuals? Verlaine, who sang about pederasty, was right to say that
it is the love of the strong and of the strong. So it is natural that it would
have been practiced by Michelangelo.

To the greatest artist of modern times, add Shakespeare, of whom
you will read the famous pederastic sonnets (“My friend and 1 are
nothing but a...”) and a third “great one,” Goethe, who wrote: “I love
boys, but I prefer a girl.” The restriction does not diminish the merit of
the confession. He precises, ~ what ranges him doubly on the same side
of the barricade, “And when I have enough of the girl, I treat her like a
boy.” ‘~ Oh! he said, shocked. And he shut my mouth with a kiss.

VI



“My darling,

Last Sunday, during the trip back, I must have looked awkward to
you, but I did not feel well. I replied to you at random. Was it the
nerve exhaustion? the warmth? It was so warm in that cab where the
driver was talking about accidents!

Again I took a glance at certain of my sister’s books ~ “the books of
perversions.” And I also opened and closed again soon a pornographic-
existentialistic novel which she bought. I thought of what you read to
me and of what you told me. That made me forget so many multi-
coloured follies and primary bestialities.

You will me tell about the love of the Great Alexander and of
Ephestion.

To your body and soul forever.
Your darling child.

P.S. Next Thursday at five o’clock I will telephone you.”

I was sensible for his delicacy: he apologized for things I had not
noticed. In my joy of this wandering to his quarters, how would I have
noticed that he “did not feel well”? I had pressed his burning hand
without realizing “that it was warm in that cab.” And it was his warmth
that penetrated me, when he pressed the palm of his hand against mine



or caressed my fingers as if to mould them. I guessed now what the
cause of his fever and his trouble was: the exchange of our blood, though
accomplished in a real symbolic way, had struck his imagination. Maybe
this is what inspired him for his moving autograph: “Your darling child.”
The term, which he had given me so softly, decorated both of us. But,
despite the title he gave to himself, I refused to consider my love for him
as an ambiguous fatherhood. I did not imagine a “marriage,” and
neither would I imitate these adoptive fathers, mocked by a Latin
epigram, who “say, during the day, ‘my son’, and at night, ‘my darling’.”

He asked me to talk to him about Alexander and Ephestion, to
chase the memory of these elucubrations, mentioned so well by him
primary. I found his reaction against a literature, recommended by the
intelligentsia of the ugliness and which would disgust pederasty, like the
drunken outcasts disgusted drunkenness, of the best sort.

It is the second time that he called me. So many things had
happened, since this Easter Monday, where he was still intimidated at
the end of the wire! However, as nothing came after his hello, I thought
of an interval and murmured, ‘Are you there?” ~ “Yes” 1 had
recommended him never to telephone me from his quarters, but he
spoke so low that I doubted that. He reassured me: he was in the post
office, in a booth. “The door is well-closed?” He gave me as evidence the
sound of this door which he opened and closed again. ‘Now I know that
we are téte-a-téte. I can contemplate you and say to you that I love you.
I only live for you.” The tone of this sentence did not make a simple
echo. ‘I speak to you with your blood and you speak to me with my



blood.” I stopped myself, hearing his silence. Finally, he said, in a
lowered voice ~ the voice which he had in bed, ‘My darling!” It seemed
to me that he plucked off this word of love on his lips, but I was jealous
that he delivered it to an anonymous instrument, in a public booth. I
was more reserved with him than with my girl from Reims. ‘On the
telephone,’ I said, ‘our moments will always be limited. It’'s me who is
going to break down... One... two... three.” ButI held the device and
did, ‘Hello" A silver hello answered me. Again I started to count,
‘One... two..." I let this ‘two’ endure, repeated it and added, hanging
up, ‘Three.’

“My darling,

Phoning you yesterday, I did your number again four times before
succeeding with it. My hands trembled, I was nervous, impatient. Oh,
yes, impatient! Impatient to hear your voice, impatient to hear the voice
of the Beloved. Apart from that, I could not have hung up the device
and you understood well. At the horrible click I started crying, but of
joy and happiness.

In French class, we studied a passage of a book of yours. Our
teacher read the “Visit to the Acropolis” to us, extract of Ambassades
(Embassies). Another sign of the gods: I was interrogated to explain this
text and was given a B for it.

In Latin, we translated a text from Caesar.

Thousands of kisses. See you next Sunday at three pm.



To Your Body and Soul Forever.”

One trait accentuated Caesar, like an illusion to our last intentions.
The initial of “Dimanche” (“Sunday”) was a capital and what a capital it
was! The big line which curved it, looked like a flag. A capital as well, it
adorned the four principal words of the final formula. [ was not
surprised to benefit from it, because I was the direct object of “forever”;

but if the soul had a right to it, the body had as well.

He continued not putting my first name on his envelopes and, if he
slipped it in a letter referring to a third party, he never pronounced it.
Me too, I never pronounced his, as it was an unspeakable secret. He did
not need a name, nor a first name: he was He.

VII

I did not go any further to his encounter than the Eroile, for he did
not arrive by underground anymore. He had told me that he would take
a cab to lose no time. I had proposed to him to pay his expenses, like
meeting his fantasies without drawing the attention of his family. He
answered me that he did not need money, his father being very generous.

‘Oh well,’ I said, Tl set you in gold.’

On his first visit, I asked him for a photograph, which he brought

to me last Sunday and which went back for a year. It was already in a



gold frame which he adored. He had himself made a new one and drew
it out of his wallet. He was in profile on it, with a charming smile of
youth and of joy, but I did not find without elegance the one where he
was more of a child, though he did not like it. ‘T have the look of a
chicken that leaves the egg,” he said. ‘It is the look that you had in the
recreation court: the look of someone who is waiting.” He showed the
recent image: ‘Here I'm no longer waiting: you arrived.”  “This
photograph will also have its frame. It will make the antithesis of the
former one. You will sparkle on my right and on my left, on each of my
bed head frames. You make me even more invincible...’

Which one to prefer in him: his desire or his pleasure? He made of
each of them something spiritual, where Priapus had as a father not
Bacchus, but Apollo. With him, I would have even wanted to surmount
the desire, so much did he swamp me even more with pleasure. His
kisses were, on their own, a lust. I did not get tired of them and he did
not get tired of giving them to me. One would have believed that the
kiss was invented by him and for him. ‘I searched what the taste of your
saliva was,” I said to him: ‘it tastes like myrtle. It is your natural perfume
and this should be the perfume of Love, because the myrtle was
dedicated to Venus. I discovered this little tree, when I was in Greece.’

We went back to Ambassades. When he repeated the compliments
of his teacher about my style to me, I gave them back and asked him if
he made himself a draft of his letters. ‘T only did once,” he said. ‘It was
so bad that I started again with the letter I worked on. I did not re-read
myself and, undoubtedly, there are spelling mistakes in it, for which I
apologize.” ‘You know how to write, because you listen to your heart.



You have jumped onto this secret frequency which immediately
distinguishes a race of spirits by the choice and the collection of words.’
‘For a writer, what is to know how to write?” “That is knowing when one
must open the Liztré (Dictionary of the French language. ]S)” ‘And
what is the way to perfect oneself in the art of writing?” “To only read
the great authors, but to read them with an open eye, like Voltaire did
with Corneille. I read and re-read Voltaire in the same way: in Candide,
which is the masterpiece of French prose, there are fifty omissions. But
one needs to be able to find them.” He looked at me with admiration:
“You correct Voltaire? ‘I have said it to you: to know how to write, one
needs to know how to read... and especially not read. On one single
page of no matter whom of our academics, there are more mistakes than
in the entire Candide. Let’s not talk about the other ones.” ‘A friend of
mum’s said to her that la Mort d’une mére (the Death of a mother) was
one of your most beautiful books and I am going to buy it.” ‘T’ll present
it to you next Sunday.” “Why? I am happy to enter the school library
and to say your name.’

I thanked him for his kindness and his diligence, but I expressed a
regret, ‘You will not read the only book that I would like to write and
that would be the history of our love. This would be “the literary
masterpiece of the XXth century,” because, according to Flaubert, this
masterpiece will be pederastic; but happiness does not write itself: it lives
itself.”  “You already wrote it, this masterpiece! It is called les Amitiés
particuliéres. Gide promised it immortality.” ‘A “special friendship” may
be the adventure of no matter what man in his youth, while, for us, it is
only the starting point. The love which I called impossible, is the point
of arrival. But impossible is neither French nor Greek. We belong to



the furthest past, for this love, made glorious by the Greek, has flowered
through all ancient times. And we belong to the centuries to come, for
one day it will be as free as it was in the early days. Meanwhile, people
can only live it in the catacombs, but we live it there in the light of the

Acropolis.’

VIII

“My darling,

Today we have made the Latin composition. The texts were for the
version: “The sincere tears of the actor Polus in the role of Electra,” after
Aulu-Gelle, and for the theme: “Prohibition for Roman women to drink
wine,” by Pliny the Ancient. This theme and this version were without
difficulties for me. I almost regretted it, for it would have been sweet for
me to enlighten my trouble while thinking of you, my love! Oh yes, my
love, my adored one!

The blood that we exchanged, makes my happiness more complete.
My slender, precious love, I kiss your palpitating eyes.

To immerse myself in the faith and the religion which are ours, I
have bought the burning sonnets of Shakespeare to the count of
Pembroke and I will read them, like you read the ones, no less
worshipping, of Michelangelo to Tommaso de’ Cavalieri. 1 will



strengthen myself by re-reading the pages of Georges and of Alexander,
of which I don’t say the author’s name.

To your body and soul forever.”

The orchestra of his youthful lyric accompanied my pace. All that
concerned us, remained present in his memory. In the letter that had
followed our exchange of blood, he did not make any allusion to it, even
if the memory had troubled him. And he talked again about it today.
Last Sunday, he made me see the small scar, like Alexander to Georges in
the greenhouse of the college. And I, I made him see the precious blade
which stained two more drops of blood.

On the Sunday after that, he considered, from behind my curtain,
the house on the other side of the street, ‘How I would love to live over
there!” he said. ‘I would observe you from my window.” ‘Yes, but it
would be more difficult for you to cross my door.’

The smiling photograph was in place in my room, like the former
one. At the foot of the first one, I had put the letters with the note. T re-
read some sentences of it, before I went to sleep: it was my evening
prayer. [ said to him that I looked forward to see the amount of his
messages grow. He made a gesture which went towards the ceiling and
towards the sky, “Within five or six years, there will be a top like this!’



The curtains were orange, but he preferred them to be blue. We
took the orange curtains away instantly. He dedicated himself to me in

blue.

He took the small sculpture of Love and gave it three kisses: on the
face, in the middle of the body, on the back. About the third kiss, I
asked him if he knew ~ and would he have known from another person
than me? ~ what the Romans called “the small crown of boys.” He
guessed it, but added chastely, ‘Oh!" that these too precise details
inspired him. ‘And do you know,” I added, ‘how the students at the
Sorbonne translate this expression, in a text by Apuleius, which they will
not let you translate in class anymore? It is about a horny servant who,
having exhausted the narrator of the story, offers him to restore him
puerile corollarium: “a supplement of childlike sweetness,” it has been
said in the Greek and Latin Romans by la Pléiade, which prints the
translation of the French universities. That’s the way Latin is translated
in our country in the XXth century.” ~ ‘Our Latin!” he said.

I did advise him no less than to buy a translation of the Sazyricon,
masterpiece of pederasty: “T'eachers at grammar schools say to me that
they see this book in the hands of a number of boys, like les Amitiés
particuliéres, thanks to the cheap editions. It is the very sign that the age
of Aquarius has begun ~ the age of Justice and of Ganymede.

The Satyricon should not be looked at as a sequence of spiritual
obscenities. It is also a book of love. The story of the young Giton and
his friend Encolpius was made to move us, and also to amuse us. The
lusts elaborately drip from these pages, but the tears do as well. I do not
know how many times Encolpius cries over Giton, whom he believed to



have lost in certain coincidences. = When their vessel is being
shipwrecked, they attach themselves to one another naked to die
together. I love this sentence: “We embraced our souls in our bodies.”
And you can certainly love it, you, who always talks about your soul, and
at the same time of your body.’

To “dip him into the faith and the religion that were ours,” I gave
him the daring translation of Michelangelo’s sonnets, indebted to the
late academic Paul Hazard, and lent him a little book which he would
hide easily: the translation, excellent this one, of Alcibiades, child ar
school, Italian scientific essay on pederasty, about which I was surprised
to see it ignored by Gide. I showed to him, on our blue sheets, a copy of
the original edition of the XVIIth century. Apollinaire indicates, in his
Enfer de la Bibliothéque nationale (Hell of the National Library), that in
the whole world only five or six of it are known. One would say a little
book of completely nothing, in the fine-grained calf leather of its
binding, and that’s a treasure. Regarding the translation, which is of the
end of the XVIIth century, I purchased it when I was almost fifteen.’
‘You were precocious,” he said. ‘I was innocent, but I had the desire to
know. This work caused sensations to me which I suppressed. My
purity was enlightened, like the character’s which represents me in /Jes
Amitiés particuliéres.”

He asked me if there were many pederastic works in the Hell of the
rue de Richelieu. I answered him that one of the most amusing ones,
which was attributed to an ignorant, had the title: Lettres amoureuses d’un
frére a son éléve (Amorous letters from a father to his pupil). This book,

seized under the second Empire, was printed again with a great deal of



noise under the third Republic by the anticlerical Library. But it is
hardly literature. “The most beautiful love letter that a man has written
to a boy,’ I said, ‘is the one of Epicurus to his love Pythocles: “Immobile,
[ shall wait for your lovable presence, your divine appearance...” And the
most beautiful love letters that a boy has written to a man, are yours.’

IX

This city telegram, ~ undoubtedly the first one that he sent to me,
for it had this post seal to explain the delay: “Found in the box,” ~
nevertheless reached me in time:

“Could you call me next Thursday at nine o’clock? I lost my
address book and I do not have your number anymore. Don’t have any
fear: I will be alone between nine and ten o’clock.

My darling, 1 have already read Alcibiade three times. It is
something marvelous. The author has a power to persuade, which is
absolutely honorable to the subject. I experienced and suppressed the
same sensations as you did.

Michelangelo’s poems resound in me like an echo of your voice.

Forever.

Your darling child.”



His taste for the Alcibiade pleased me. 1 saw a new proof of our
brotherhood in it. After having been, like him, the young Alcibiades,
but without a tutor ~ and without a father of Trennes ~ I could say
again the hymn that the tutor Philotime started, when he succeeded in
seducing his pupil, ‘If there are other paradises, I'd like to give my part of
it, to enjoy yours.” Fortunately, Ferrante Pallavicini, author of this little
work, warns us that he has composed it ‘to make the children virtuous
and to save them from tutors who are sodomites.” The axe of pope
Urban VIII Barberini, wasting priest in bees, but in bees that were not
Attic Greek, put an end to this moralist’s career, by robbing us of the
sequel, which had to be ‘even more sensual’: le Triomphe d’Alcibiade

(Alcibiades’ Triumph).

Alcibiades! Ganymede! Giton! I did not need all these names to
add to my happiness, but they were its escort. It is to antiquity that I
owe my “my faith and my religion”: eventually, they have their perfect

disciple.

The next day, at nine o’clock, stretched out on my bed, I composed
his telephone number. I would have been impeded well, if someone else
had answered. He assured me that he was alone, in his father’s office. 1
indicated my number to him. ‘Ah!” he said, ‘how could I forget?” ~ ‘For
the first time, I speak with you in your house. It is a natural
consequence of our intimacy. Think of everything that these words
mean: ‘our intimacy’! I am your soul and your body. You are my soul
and my body. To hear you, I only have to listen to the beating of my
heart and to hear me, you only have to listen to the beating of yours.



We will never be separated. The dream, invented in the book which
made our love, will be accomplished.’

I appreciated the extraordinary silence with which he listened to
this sort of confessions. At my place, when I quoted verses to him or
nice sentences, he smiled, and sometimes roared with laughter. If it was
my own language, inspired by him, he kept silent, his eyes closed, like to
better indulge in contemplation or repeat my words internally. As I
imagined him from far, as if he were in my presence, I suddenly asked
him if his eyes were open or closed. He said, in another voice, ‘T have
my eyes full of tears.” ‘Of real tears?” ‘Of real tears!’

Would I have imagined that I could have such conversations over
the telephone? conversations made, more by silences than by words, and
where the abundance of tenderness provoked tears ~ ‘real tears’? “Our
intimacy,” which had a physical basis, had been purified by something
that went much further than the senses. I evoked my girl and, if these
luxurious memories did not please me at certain hours, how much would
I prefer this virginal discretion of a being who was still completely mine!

To unite his beauty with the one of my preferred poems, I arranged
them in his favour. Baudelaire’s Hymn that 1 sang in my bath, had
become his hymn, thanks to very small changes:

To my most beautiful one, to my most beloved

Who filled my heart with clarity,



To the angel, to the idol of flesh,

Greetings in immortality.

And thus for the other verses which had to pass from feminine to
masculine. He really was my joy and my sanity, like Tommaso de’
Cavalieri was for Michelangelo, who said to this adolescent, before
Baudelaire repeated it to a woman of easy virtue, ‘You are my peace, my
rest and my sanity.’

X

Sunday. A Sunday in pink sheets, to colour my lessons differently,
but it was me who received a lesson of love every time. There was always
a look, a gesture, a word with him to inscribe in the history books of the
temple of Love in Thespies. The severity towards my inclinations that I
had had for years, the faith in my ideal that I had kept despite the
deceptions, the hate of everything which was ugly, foolish, and vulgar
that I had cultivated, had obtained their reward. I loved as violently as
love is blind, and I loved in lucidity.

In view of making him share my admiration for the poet of poets, I
murmured in his ear la Mort des amants (the Death of lovers). He
remained like fainted under the beauty of these verses, then he embraced
me, ‘Before the death of lovers, there is the life of lovers.” I savoured



these words that prolonged the poem, and I took up my pedagogic role
again, "We talked about the style: let’s regret a flaw in this diamond of
the Fleurs du Mal (Flowers of Evil) which is for our poetry what Candide
is for our prose: “Viendra ranimer” (“Will come to restore”) ... rara. That
Baudelaire may forgive me and that Voltaire may support me!’

He counted on his fingers, ‘Petronius, Baudelaire, Voltaire...!' I
have authors to read, and Mr. Peyrefitte! But will I understand them like
I understand you?’ °If they were not as comprehensive as the brightness
of day, they would not be what they are. But, in Baudelaire there are
things that you are not able to admire yet. The experience of life and the
culture of poetry are needed to enjoy this quintessence of poetry and of

life.

What is interesting for us, is that he wanted to call his book /es
Lesbiennes (the Lesbians). The lesbians are the sisters of the Arcadians
that we are. Baudelaire was dismissed from the Lycée Louis-le-Grand
(Louis the Great Lyceum) on account of Arcadia. The official
commentators exert themselves, as usual, to deform or to veil this story.
The edition of the Pléiade indicates that he was expelled “for a futility
(refuse to reveal a note that a friend had passed on to him).” It is my
strong opinion that it is about a futility, but what was this note? What
was this friend?

It was a note which he tore up and which he ate up rather than to
hand it over. It was a friend with whom he had a special friendship and
that is where the pack saddle wounds the dnes fourrés (the furred donkeys).
He cleared the way for them, for he protested against “the scandalous
suspicions” of which he had been the object on behalf of his masters: one



seldom admits at this age and even need not admit, because one is the
weakest. But his fellow-students knew what to hold onto.’

In my library I looked for the book which is the proof of it and
which has as its author one of those, called Cousin. He talks about
“Baudelaire’s sudden disappearance before the end of their studies.”
And, from his own hand ~ one recognizes his calligraphy because of the
dedication ~ he has written above this sentence Virgil’s verse: Formosum
pastor Corydon ardebar Alexim (The shepherd Corydon burned with passion
for pretty Alexis), which is the device of pederasty. “That is what needs to
be demonstrated,” I added. ‘This document had to come to me. The
ball searches for the player.’

‘T love this name Alexis,” he said. ‘One would believe the
diminutive of Alexander.” ‘Corydon is the title of a book by Gide that
you will read. It is a puritan defense of homosexuality.” ‘T like Alcibiade
better. That one, that’s a defense of pederasty.’

His horror of the term homosexuality was equal to mine, but it is
not the time anymore to substitute another word for this monstrous
hybridization. It seems to have been made up to exclude what it can
indicate in certain beings of poetry and of grace. The minority of this
sort, that is represented by the pederasts, which means “lovers of boys,”
exactly search to sacrifice on these two altars. TodepacTNCG

He asked me what I thought of Proust and of Gide. ‘As writers or
as homosexuals?” ‘As homosexual writers.” 1 answered that their talent
had simplified the understanding and without doubt the spreading of

these customs. ‘However,” I went on, ‘Proust’s homosexuality was, in



principle, due to impotence and that’s a bit embarrassing. (He confesses,
in a letter, that making love causes to him “a weaker sensation than
drinking a glass of fresh beer” ~ the poor man!) And his eroticism
depended on psychiatry. His works, so interesting for the study of
homosexuality, have nothing to do with pederasty, strictly speaking, and
Sartre seemed to ignore the Greek, when he expands on “the pederastic
imperialism of Proust.” People are free to see in his works all the
imperialisms, except that one. It is that hardly any pederastic episode,
no less ridiculous than unlikely, sneaks into this ingenious show of
words.  Proust explains to us that M. de Charlus ~ his type of
homosexual hero ~ deprived of men by the war, “takes the habit and
then the taste of little boys.” It is like he says to us that a pederast,
deprived of boys “takes the habit and then the taste of men.” He forgets
that these tastes and these habits exclude each other. To give us an
example of this pseudo-metamorphosis, he shows us M. de Charlus with
“a child who is hardly ten years old,” without telling us what these
weddings of the sow and the little mouse could rightly have been.

He, Gide, was a pederast, but he is also different in another sense.
Indeed, he never practised, according to these terms, “love face to face,”
and he had this cry of indignation for one of his friends who, in Algiers,
confessed to him to sodomize the little Arabs: “What! you brutalize
them! Certainly, the brutality is to be outlawed (Byron had to let take
care of his French sweetheart of Athens, Nicolo Giraud, whom he had
hurt); but pederasty consists of possessing boys. As a result, what has
been said about Fontenelle, referring to philosophers of his century, ‘He
has been the patriarch of a sect of which he was not’, can be said about

Gide.’



I came back to Baudelaire for some of his youth verses of which I
pretended to reproduce the real meaning. They concern his boarding
school at Louis-le-Grand. First, there is talk of the heaven square of
desolations, of the sourish milk of studies, of the triumphal and rebellious
student, of pale adolescence.

And then the unhealthy evenings, the feverish evenings came
Which the amorous girls gave from their bodies
And made them, in the mirrors, ~ fruitless lust ~

Contemplate the ripe fruits of their nubility.

“What,” I said, ‘are these young ladies who come out of the forests
into a full lyceum, like female greyhounds in a cone game, in an era
where there were no mixed courts?’

He smiled, “There are lyceum students who think of girls; others of
boys... or of someone.” ‘Yes, but who could have inspired them an image
like that? Who among them has never seen a girl in a condition like
that, were she his sister? On the other hand, because all boys, isn’t it?
begin to be in love with themselves, they like to contemplate themselves
completely naked in the mirrors to get excited, like Narcissus, with a
fruitless lust. Cocteau describes us a similar scene in his Livre blanc
(White book). Let us put bravely into masculine what Baudelaire did not,



to not infringe upon the rule of variation of the masculine and feminine
rhymes and to not shock the schoolteacher Sainte-Beuve to whom this
poem is dedicated:

And then the unhealthy evenings, the feverish evening came,
Which the amorous boys gave from their bodies
And made them, in the mirrors, ~ fruitless lust ~

Contemplate the ripe fruits of their virility.

An unlikely image exchanges itself for a likely... and vigorous
image.” He burst out, ‘If you correct, not only the mistakes, but the
rhymes!...” “There aren’t mistakes in Baudelaire’s poetry, except for the
cacophonies (I have indicated one to you), repetitions, an unfortunate
not before and alternatively which modifies three epithets.’

Alcibiades’ kisses paid the governor Philotime even for his
pedanticness.

XI

“My darling,



How time flies, when one loves, like I love you! It seems to me that

I left you yesterday and it was already the day before yesterday.

These are the results of the essays. For French, I got an A and [ am
second; for Latin, I got an A and I am third; for Greek, A- and I am fifth
(excuse me). For English, I take the sixth place with an A. For maths, I
am seventh with an A.

In the library of the lyceum I borrowed a book about the treasures
of the Renaissance, illustrated by the sculptures of Pisano, Ghiberti,
Jacopo della Quercia, Nanni di Banco, Donatello, Brunelleschi, Luca
della Robbia, Desiderio da Settignano, Michelangelo. Some of these
works have especially tempted me: “Jesus and Saint John embracing each
other,” by Desiderio da Settignano, or the David and the Captives by
Michelangelo, which I looked at for at least a quarter of an hour.

To your body and soul forever.

P.S. T will call you next Thursday.”

I was delighted by his successes with the essays. His late return to
the lyceum made them absolutely deserving. To encourage him, I had
said to him that, the more one distinguished oneself from the others by
certain things, the more one had to exceed them in the things which one
had in common with them.

His place in maths, relatively good, reminded me that his father
wished him to have a career in the stock market. This career, natural for



a bank manager’s son, did not encourage me beyond measure, but I did
not judge it unpleasant that he would have a profession so different from
mine. At our last encounter, I asked him if he always mused to make the
palace of the stock exchange his Parthénon and he answered me, ‘T don’t
know anymore!’

On the telephone, he still talked about his book about the
Renaissance to me. I expressed the regret of not being able to offer him
one that allowed him to admire the artists of this period better. “The
beautiful books will be for later,” he said. He gave me other details of his
essays, ‘Even at this moment, it looks like I am preparing one. I take a
work-book, I open it on the slate and I pretend to write while listening
to you, so that the postal employee will not be surprised about my
regular visits.

Once again, there was this mutual silence, in which we listened to
each other so well. He broke it with a sad voice, ‘I think that you must
start to count one... two... three... There is this good woman who waits
in front of the cabin and who throws furious looks at me. While leaving
it, I am going to say very loud, ‘Roman women are not allowed to drink
wine!’

Very softly, he had said our password, ‘Next Sunday, three o’clock.’
But I did not see him that day. Quite often I rushed to the window, at
the sound of a pace in the corridor or of a cab which stopped in front of
the gate. But I did not have any anxiety: our love was beyond reach. 1
had told him not to worry too much for me if he were impeded, because
I comforted myself in his absence with a lot of work and my work too, it
was him. In fact, he was better than “my arms and my charms”: he



electrified and fertilized my spirit. I saw what the conjuring-book, which
I achieved to make exciting and which I would start to dictate at the
return, already owed him. Thanks to him, the perspective of the longest
and most difficult labours did not frighten me: I had “the sweet
travelling companion.”

He was even in my daily walk in the Bois. If there was a sunbeam
that gilded the branches, a squirrel that climbed a trunk, a bird that
charmed me with its trills, a perfumed expiration which caressed me near
a flowering tree, it was to him that I read these impressions again. And
during daytime I dreamed that he had described to me where we both
could go ‘in the places of solitude through a very fine weather.”

On Monday morning, a short telegram, stamped on Sunday,
notified me with delay that he went to his cousins for a birthday: “Letter
will follow.”

And the letter reached me on Tuesday:

“Last Sunday, if I were not with you by presence, 1 was there by
heart.

Several times, I removed myself to cry while thinking of you. Every
time, I said to myself, ‘At this moment, I should be with him, I should
be with the Beloved.” But, like you said to me, a missed rendezvous is
nothing, when one has a whole life of happiness ahead of oneself.

My darling, I call you next Thursday.



Next Sunday, we'll catch up on the lost time.

To your body and soul forever.”

On Thursday, his merry carillon resounded as soon as the morning.
He was alone in his where-abouts. He announced to me that after the
holiday, his sister and he would have a telephone in their rooms. While
waiting, he occupied ‘papa’s arm chair” He was in pajamas ~ in blue
pajamas. He just came out of his bath. I said to him that I loved his
flirtations, his purity, his pure nails, his shining teeth. I also love your
laugh,” I added: it does not cover your gums, like the one of so many
mouths that think they are pretty.” He repeated to me at what point he
had been unhappy last Sunday. ‘And I, I was happy, because | was with
you, without looking at your photographs. Our recent separations do
not matter: we will have to know long ones. By chance, I am in the
Parisian period of my work. But don’t forget that I write my books in
Sicily, because I find my “climate of inspiration” there. Apart from that,
my research for future works will demand stays in foreign parts that will
deport me from you, even when you will take part of my life. Let us
wisely exercise these trials. Our love will pay us a hundredfold. As a
result, more tears...’

On Saturday, a telegram:

“My tender sweet love,



Why am I still being forced to write you? I awaited this Sunday as
a day of happiness and it will only be the one of our shared sadness.
Why is the weather fine? It is because of the sun that it will be forbidden
for me to go to you tomorrow. Tonight we leave for X.

My darling, forgive me for having believed last Thursday that I
would be free. I did not know then what my parents would decide.

I love you... In perpetuum.”

What deprived me of him was a family property in Oise. I knew
that we would regularly suffer from that in the fine season and even in
the winter, because it was close to a reserved part of the wood where his
father hunted. After having been lavish with advices about patience, I
had to follow them.

XII

To the pleasure of seeing him again in this beginning of June, the
one of celebrating his birthday ~ ‘our first birthday’ ~ was added. When
he quoted this word of the end of Amitiés particuliéres to me, 1 said to
him that we were Georges’ and Alexander’s revenge ~ Georges in his
autumn and Alexander raised from the dead in his spring. I admired the
delicacy which made him protest: nobody, not even he, had the right to
appropriate illegitimately in Georges the memory of Alexander; he



pleased himself to play with it. I embraced him: ‘You don’t need
anybody’s halo.” He showed the frames of his photographs.

His mother had given him a grey gold watch extra plate. ‘I, I cover
you with gold, but this gold stays with me. A handkerchief and books
would have been my only presents.” 1 added one to them, discrete to
liking: an old coin of the young Nero, with the inscription “Prince of
youth.”

The warmth made his pajamas annoy him. To walk about in the
apartment, he rolled up a silk handkerchief in living colours that I had
brought from Bangkok, around his waist. ‘In the Far East,” he said, ‘are
there boys everywhere there ready to make love?” ‘Boys and girls. The
little Thai girls of the bathing houses are of an unimaginable refinement.’
‘My sister is busy reading Jeunes proies and said to me that you are
converted to the love of girls. I laughed in my sleeve.” ~ ‘T don’t need to
be converted; it is always the same god that I adore in a different way. I
could be in love with certain mothers because of their sons. But what
proves that I am, strictly speaking, a pederast, is that the love of a son
would never make me fall in love with the father.” He started laughing,
‘All in all, the girls and the women are your favourite sins. To me, my
mother and apart from her, my sister, these are funny beings.” This
word reminded me of an anecdote from my journey.

One evening, in Bangkok, close to a temple where I had just
assisted their prayers, two young Buddhist monks in saffron-coloured
robes proposed to me in English to visit the quarter of their religious
university. During this visit, which only had as interest their company,
the night had fallen. To finish, they took me to their pavilion. On each



side of the door, a big clay water jar contained the water which was
destined to drink and to wash with. The friends of my two guides
received me, smiling. They studied the sacred books, in the glow of
small candles; in the rooms, unrolled mats served for beds, blankets
serving for sheets. As I showed them some sympathy, they invited me to
spend the night with them. A mat and a blanket already unfolded
themselves for me. In the semidarkness, I interrogated these illegible
loved ones. Was this about a mystic night or did they have hidden
agendas which I could not have honoured? There were six of them. I
ignored the sort of reputation the French had in the Buddhist
monasteries. | had been told about the adventures of doctors in the
international mission with the nomads of Afghanistan and who did not
get off well there. The insistence of my Buddhist monks was flattering,
but I followed Zarathustra’s prescription: “If in doubt, do abstain!”

One of them showed me out of the hurdle of the university to the
boulevard. I rattled with him while waiting for a car. To clarify my
religion, I asked him if it were permitted to Buddhist monks to have
affairs with women. At this word, he choked with laughter, ‘Women,
women!” Clearly, I had evoked to him what was the most absurd thing in
the world. His laughter deserved the term Homeric, if it had not been
Buddhique. Fortunately, a cab arrived ~ one of these small Thai cabs,
open to all winds and which run off like arrows. Otherwise, my monk
would have died of a convulsive laughter, saying, ‘Women, women!” He
accepted a penny for the temple and disappeared into the lane of the
university.



This Oriental’s attitude was approved by my student. It was not
the moment to tell him about the girl from Reims. Nevertheless, I
declared that one did not have to reason about women after Alphonse
Allais’ humoristic example: ‘If you must write: “Three hundred and sixty
five women and one little boy, aged one, have come,” you must put
“venus” (= come) in masculine, because this one-year-old little boy, he
alone, counts for more than the three hundred sixty five women. ‘You
see!” he cried out, even grammar is pederastic.” ~ ‘Grammar has been
made by men. Except for this point, the ideal is to reconcile the two
tastes, in the way of the ancients. After Baudelaire, ‘to love intelligent
women is a pederast’s pleasure’, but they return it well to us. And the
intelligent women are more and more numerous. Also the girls, not
necessarily lesbian, but pederasts by body and spirit.” “What do you call
pederasts by body?” ‘Girls who let do what Goethe did do to them...
and Apuleius. For them, it is not a simple means to remain virgins and
for young men it is not one to be pederastic. All that prepares the fathers
and the mothers of the future.’

Every time, the announcement of the moment of leaving caused
desperate whims with him. No proof of his love was dearer to me than
these displays of his strength. And then, during the cab trip, the pressure
of his hand prolonged them.

XIII



On Thursday he called me from his where-abouts, on the return of
his horse lesson. His voice seemed shrill enough to me, so he was not
alone. Suddenly, he had changed the range of his voice, ‘Someone is
approaching. I see you next Sunday.” This alarm put us back into the
secretive mysteries of college.

The hope of Sunday seemed dubious to me, when I received a
telegram on Saturday:

“... Too bad! tomorrow, uncle, aunt, cousins (what a bore!) will
come to see us before the holiday, for the closing of our house in Oise.
Every year, it is the same. I am disgusted with these people who impede
me to go to you.

I have tried everything to stay free, but my parents did not give in.
I told them it was the celebration of a friend who invited me. They
answered me that I only had to apologize.

What a waste of happiness! Instead of being with the Beloved, I
shall be bored with indifferent, blessed parents. I will be unpleasant, I
will say no hello nor goodnight. Don’t judge me disgusting and
childish. I want to show that I love... my friends.

I have read [’Exilé de Capri (The Exile from Capri) and Jeunes proies,
one in one day and the other one in one night ~ so much the worse if
my duties and my lessons have suffered from it. I have been moved
almost as much while reading Jeunes proies as 1 was while reading les



Amitiés particuliéres and 1 have wept over Philippe’s and Irene’s death.
Like I love Jacques too for his affections and for his character!...

I would have a thousand things to say to you about these two books
and for the two of us, but I prefer to say to you: To your body and soul.”

I could not blame him for tears that were a tribute to my pen. The
subjects of these works were made for him. I saw him moved exactly by
the feminist episode of Jeunes proies, which he had ridiculed the other
day. I was not surprised that he had wept over the young Belgian’s
death, because this boy and he were of the same quality. Otherwise, I
promised myself to explain to him [Exilé de Capri, of which the
“character” was attractive, but the “affections” questionable and an
example not to follow.

His furies with regard to his relatives did not startle me. I had too
much confidence in his common sense. We had abandoned the plan to
meet on the Vendee beach, but his parents had changed theirs: they
would go to Deauville. What a jump from a remote hole to an elegant
station! (His mother had inherited significantly and his father had made
fortunate speculations.) It seemed that Deauville would not provide us
with the advantage of an excuse to spend our days together. ‘Next year,’
I had said, T'm sure that we will have the occasion to join our holiday.
One entire year of being clandestine will have formed a current that will
bring us there where we shall want to be.’



I waited for his call on Thursday, but, the other day, a telegram
came to me: John the Good’s stupid physiognomy, that adorned one of
the stamps, did not announce anything good to me:

“Last Sunday, after lunch, I suddenly felt feverish. I informed my
mother about it, who said she would take my temperature. It turned out
that I had 38, which is not enormous. But I had to spend the afternoon
in bed. Apart from that, it was my unique consolation for not being
with you. The noise and the people exhausted me and finding me alone
with your thought, cheered me up a lot.

The next day, on our return from the country, our doctor visited
me and established that I had laryngitis; undoubtedly, I caught it at the
lyceum, for several of my friends were affected by it. He prescribed me a
week of rest in my room. There is our beautiful Sunday, brought in
jeopardy by my fault and I am mad for being ill.

My love, I see you at this moment, your head slightly inclined, your
hands feverish like mine, sitting on your bed or in your arm chair, the
way | love you.

I am being nursed, by turns, by my mother, my sister and our
nanny. I shall take advantage of the absence of my angels to send this
letter.

To your body and soul.

P.S. T hope to phone you tomorrow.”



This small illness, which was worth such active care for him,
brought him back to his age. He was no longer an adolescent for whom
life had no secrets, but a child who was tucked in in his bed ~ a bed
which certainly did not have blue or rose blankets. Inside me, I felt a
chord vibrating that I had pretended to ignore and that had to be called
paternal. It is me who would have loved to take care of him and I
convinced myself that he would have been better more quickly. Thus, I
echoed to his expression: “Your darling child.” He had become this by
his angina.

He was not able to phone me and a telegram, “entrusted to his
Spanish nanny,” gave notice to me that he was not allowed to leave on
Sunday:

<«

I will stay with the photographs that I have of you; but can
they compensate your presence?...”

Poor photographs that he had of me, cut out of the newspapers and
the weeklies! When he asked me for one to frame and to put close to his
bed, I said to him that this would unnecessarily startle his relatives: he
was allowed to read me, but not to take me as a patron saint.



On Tuesday, he called me at last. He had returned from the
lyceum. He expressed his joy to talk to me, to be better, to have a good
mark in Greek class. He had bought the Art daimer (Art of loving) by
Ovid, in an edition that I had offered. ‘Did you put a work-book on the
slate, to look like you are writing?” ‘I already have written an entire page
in it. It is a poem by Apollinaire which applies in advance to our
appointment on Sunday.” He lowered his voice to read, with inflections
which only belonged to him,

“.. My mouth will have breaths from hell.

My mouth will be a hell of softness and seduction to you...”

I thanked him for dedicating this verse to me, like I dedicated other
ones to him. Our spirits, our hearts, were unanimous.

X1V

The art of loving? Easy thing for him, because he was Love. A
delicious victor, he reigned again with me. Now it was Love without
veils, now Love dressed in a shawl; Love foolishly raised, or Love,
slumbering; Love, standing, Love sleeping; Love on the right side, Love
on the left side; Love flat on the belly, Love on the knees, but not to beg



for grace; Love with the arrow and Love with the quiver. Our gestures
were complementary. My thoughts, he surmised them, eyes closed, by
the skin. He offered an inexhaustible field with caprices of imagination.
His beauty and his grace allowed to dare everything without neglecting
the ethic laws.

This Sunday, we had talked again about the holiday that was very
near and that would separate us, and I unrolled before him further
horizons which would bind us. I said to him that one of my big plans,
postponed from year to year by the succession of my Hercules works,
was le Voyage d’Alexandre (Alexander’s Journey) ~ Alexander the Great ~
and that my dream from now on was to take him with me. So, I would
wait till this was possible. We would let live again in our way Alexander
and Ephestion. Fabulous track! Pella and Macedonia, where the hero
was born; Troy, where he celebrated the memory of Achilles and
Patrocles; Tyre (“sacred Tyre, the most fortunate of isles, perfumed
garden of boys!” an epigram by Méléagre said); the oasis of Jupiter
Ammon; Babylon, Persepolis, India, Afghanistan, without the nomads,
Samarcanda. Journey through time, like through nations. Journey
through civilizations where Greek love sometimes is bolder than in the
West. A spiritual ambassadrice of France mentioned to me that, in a
cafe of a Hindu town, she had seen boys, with green turbans on their
heads, listen to the politenesses of big merchants. But she saw them
through the openings of a screen which had been erected in front of her,
to not arouse suspicion to these sophisticated people. “Women, women!’



He asked me if pederasty came from the Orient. ‘It comes from
everywhere,’ I said. ‘It has been found in all nations and, by a false
primness, each one has thrown back the origin on its neighbours.

The Greek confirmed to have learned it from the Persians or the
Egyptians, like the Romans subsequently say to have got it from the
Greek. It is not the Europeans who spread it in America, for the Indians
practised it, nor in China, for the Chinese could have invented it. In the
XVth century, an Italian poet of Latin speech, complained that the
French, “powerful by the member,” monopolized the Florence boys.
This poet ~ Beccadelli, nicknamed the Palermitan ~ is contemporary
with Louis XI and it is generally confirmed that the French ignored ‘the
[talian ragout’ up to the expedition of Charles VIII. To have nothing to
reply through the centuries and the borders, that is doing like Benvenuto
Cellini with his Parisian judges. They asked him if it were true that he
had treated his mistress ‘the Italian way’ ~ futility that could lead to the
funeral pyre, like pederasty. He said that he did not know from what he
turned around: that it was undoubtedly ‘the French fashion.’

‘Even in Florence, this great artist had been accused of pederasty
before Cosme de Médicis and his answer was still funnier. ‘May it please
God!” he cried out in the middle of laughter, ‘for this is what Jupiter did
to Ganymede in Heaven and what the emperors and kings do on earth!
The man of nothing that I am, could he and would he know how to do
such an admirable thing?” Which proves that pederasty comes before the
Olympus.’



XV

He was on holiday, since the last days of June. His three months of
the lyceum had not allowed him to have a price. The “price of kissing,”
in the early days melted in Megara by the pederast Diocles, is not being
granted anymore. It was the price that young boys disputed on the lips
of virtuous men, and the victor, Theocritus, tells us, “returned to his
mother, loaded with wreaths.”

He did not need to leave until the midst of July, but I did not take
advantage of his freedom to not raise suspicion. There was not any
reason for being a regular visitor, except for “his friends.” Apart from
that, matches absorbed him. The programme of his holiday underwent
new changes. For lack of places in the Deauville hotels, his relatives had
hired a villa near Saint-Malo.

It is he who had asked me a supplementary encounter for
Thursday. In the morning, a telegram showed up to me as a bad herald:

“To my only Beloved,

[ am truly sad to tell you that my tailor will need me at six o’clock.
I have tried in vain to postpone this trying on, but Mr. X is very
occupied at the moment.



After this regretful news, here is one that will make it good: we will
not go to Saint-Malo until July 30th. So, I shall leave almost the same
day that you will, my darling.

My love, next Sunday, at five o’clock, I will be close to you and be
sure that you will not receive a telegram on Saturday.

Shit! it is nine thirty. I have exactly the time to put on my dressing
gown, to comb my hairs in a sec and to go downstairs for breakfast.

I embrace my god and my idol most fiercely.”

This draft of him at his awakening did not rob me of a movement
of regret. What! he sacrificed me to his tailor! But was it not initially in
my honour that he made himself more elegant? His outfit was really a
secondary thing, in comparison with what he was. And since he was
with me, it became him more and more. If nothing could “compensate
his presence,” his messages forbade me to complain. I loved them so
much that I begged him not to use them as an excuse to exchange them
with our appointments. Ah, well, since a short time I had a third
photograph which served to multiply the illusion of seeing him. It kept
me company during the day, for it was on my desk. Gold also glittered
around it. It was my “golden boy” ~ aureus puer ~ like the beloved one

of Tibullus.

This image pleased me particularly. He confessed all his secrets on
it in his veiled look, in his lips which were ajar, in his craving pose. I was
so struck by it that I had told him not to order other prints. There, he



was not his parents’ son anymore, nor his sister’s brother. But had he
ever been the child of the hearts of good parents?

On Sunday, after our lusts, ordinary and extraordinary, I explained
to him what he was for me. He was a boy, he was the boy and he was all
boys together. He did not only have all the charms, but all the qualities.
He incarnated what the Greek indicate by the word Kaloskagathos ~
“beautiful and good.” kahog « oyabog

‘At the lyceum, the day before yesterday,” he said, ‘the Greek
teacher explained exactly the meaning of this word to us, talking to us
about ephebes, and he did not take his eyes off of me.” “There are
teachers who do not have their eyes in their pockets, without being
fathers of Trennes. The place where the Oxford teachers go to look at
the students bathing in the river in the nude, is called “Parson’s
pleasure.”’

It looked like L’Exilé de Capri really had impressed him. This man,
who lived by virtue of his tastes to face society, seemed captivating
enough to him. I seized this opportunity to diminish his enthusiasm:
‘Fersen’s life is picturesque and instructive; but, even besides his
temporary adversities and his tragic end, it is the example of a life of
failure. He did not know love, he made it. It is therefore that I accepted
Cocteau’s preface, which is an unjust stab at the character, but which
contains this admirable word: “Eros without wings,” like Victory that the
Athenijans had chained on the Acropolis, so that she could not fly away.
Nothing demonstrates better the difference between Love and loves.”



He was a dreamer, ‘Are you sure that Cocteau should have known
what he wanted to say? If he had believed to disregard Jacques by
cutting his wings at this way of love, he confesses that one can hold on
there to the point of chaining him. Which proves, like the author of
Amours singuliéres (Peculiar loves), ~ my latest lecture ~ said, that “Love
is always Love.”

XVI

He had hoped to come the next Thursday, but his sister had invited
friends in the country and had asked him to stay.

When he telephoned me to reassess this new mishap, he restarted
his sharp, anti-family criticism. I said to him again that we had our
obligations towards our relatives, even if we secretly are strangers to
them, and towards our equals, even if we are very unequal to them. The
finest of the finest is the contrary of the “revolt” and other contemporary
literary formulas. We are in the world to enjoy life; well, to enjoy life,
one needs to play with society. ‘Do you believe that I would enjoy life,
when I am far away from you?” he said. “You know that we are never far
away from each other. Our love, though fixed, so be it, has wings, but
not the “wings of a butterfly” of the “Cupid of the flour confectioners,”
which Baudelaire made fun of. Equal to the Love of the Greeks, its big
wings carry us. We are floating above families, centuries and laws.” He
listened like he knew how to listen and said to me, satisfied, ‘Oh well! I
will try to amuse myself next Sunday.” I added this comment, ‘Gide



wrote: “Families, I hate you!,” but, more maliciously, he spent his life in
the bosom of families, especially when they were numerous. Maybe, the

sinister poet is the enemy of the families; the enlightened pederast is their
friend.’

He was sweetly delicious in his shantung costume which he used
for the first time for me. These bright trousers showed his shapes even
better than his black trousers, which had attracted my eyes in the court
of the college. I congratulated him, ‘A boy or a girl must show his or her
shapes. This is a reply to the hypocrisy of our civilization. The b/ue
jeans, the shriveled and short skirts make our cities less sad. But the
superiority of boys is to not deceive. Young people have said to me to
have become pederasts by touching bra’s and girdlettes all the time.
They aspired to nude that does not hang down. “When my sister puts
on a pair of trousers, it is a disaster; nevertheless, she is very pretty.” The
Syracusans, experts in beauty, had erected a temple to Venus Kallipygos,
Venus “with the beautiful buttocks,” - #he temple of Greece.

To whom [ would have had more devotion,

said La Fontaine, who undoubtedly was a pederast, like Moliere.
‘La Fontaine took such an interest in childhood! But Moli¢re! for
example!’



I looked for the text of his biographer Grimarest, who viciously
helps us out: “He observed the young Baron (the actor, then aged
twelve) during supper and he made him lay down with him to have more
time to get to know his feelings by conversation, in order to place more
surely the good which he wanted to do to him. My student quoted
Moli¢re himself:

“Ob! in what courteous terms these things have been put!”

‘And,’ I said, continuing the lecture, ‘the good that Moli¢re did to
Baron displeased his wife.” This is what happened to Demosthenes,
when he sheltered the young Cnosion under the conjugal roof, and this
is what happened to Verlaine, when he sheltered the young Rimbaud.
For the rest, Grimarest assures us, like an official historian of today
would do, that Moli¢re “loved the good manners” and “shaped Baron’s.”
However, he added that his wife gave the little comedian a box on the
ear one day and that “a lot of bad reasons were given for it, even spicy
ones”... Let us pay a tribute to the compliance or the naiveté of the
spouse who waited two years to explode. But the children of this era
often were, they too, of a naiveté that did allow things, hence maybe
Moliere’s word: “There are no children anymore.” A page of the duke of
Créqui, ambassador of France in Rome, said to his fellow travellers, after
a shelter for the night, ‘T had a good laugh: so and so, who slept with me,
took me for a woman all night long.’



He asked me if Greek love did not equally contain a part of naiveté:
“When the tutor of your Alcibiade convinces this beautiful boy to give
himself to him to have the innate science, this one is really kind to
believe him. And you said to me that in fact, the real Alcibiades had
hoped to acquire by this means Socrates’ wisdom.” ‘Allow pederasts, like
all men, to tell some false rumours. I do not want to overwhelm you
with the Italian poets of the XVth century, but still there is one, Pacifico
Massimi, who must come to the rescue. Like this Beccadelli I told you
about lately, he has written in Latin to “challenge honesty” better, but
was no less protected by Sixtus IV, one of the great pederast popes. He
reports to us, in a collection, dedicated to a bishop and completed by
dithyrambs on this pope, that “According to the public noise, one
enlarges his penis by having penetrate oneself from behind” (alias
‘sodomize’) and that, “Every boy, desiring that his will grow bigger ~
And will fill his hand,” ~ This trust increases the number of catamites.”

He frowned to declare that the Greek seemed more delicate to him.
‘Don’t lend too many virtues to them,” I replied. “The Muse garconnaire
(Boyish Muse) by Straton of Sardes, which I will translate to you one day,
(it is lacking in the collection of the Universities of France, you doubt
that well), will prove to you that they were worth giving his name to
pederasty. It is about a work of decadence here, but the anthology
would also be rich with the authors of the classic era. What do you
think of Aristophanes praising the boys of the good old days who “wiped
out the print of their buttocks in the sand of the gymnasium to not leave
it to their lovers”? 1 would say with Nietzsche, “Oh! these Greeks, how
they knew how to livel... Adoring the appearance, believing in the
form!...” and in the most adorable forms.’



XVII

Fortunately, his invisible presence was as radiant as I told him it
was, for this month of hobbies would dupe him more than his months of
studies. With his mother and his sister, he led an existence of chevaux-
vapeur (horsepowers) between Paris and their suburb, between their
suburb and their country house, between cousins, uncles and aunts, who
loomed up from all sides. On the telephone I followed his exhausting
races, his latest purchases and finally, the preliminaries of the luggages,
where records and books kept their places. The hopes of an ultimate
encounter were frustrated. Even the correspondence confined itself to a
telegram:

“My darling,

I’m writing you before I leave. What a day I had, last Sunday in ...!
I forgot your advice there. One of my cousins had brought a girl of
fifteen years old, foolish and pretentious, who imagined “to conquer
me.” She was on my heels everywhere and bored Patrocle. She has been
so horrible that I have given her a box on the ear.

In the afternoon, I went for a walk with Patrocle, leaving my
charming company there. I returned just before dinner; then I reached
my room, where I dived into Baudelaire’s verses... and into some pages
of a contemporary writer of prose.



Thousands of kisses, my darling.”

When I read under his hand or heard on his lips: ‘my darling’, it
seemed to me to only have been created to read and hear those words of
this being. If I had needed to copy his letters, it is them that I would
have reproduced with the greatest pleasure. They called to mind for me
his way of pronouncing them and the delicious or profound sense he
gave to them. Also, I did not want to reproach him for these obstacles
which had brought me to having just enough to be able to live. Even in
freedom, he was not free.

I was keen on taking him with me on holiday somehow. My
epistolary treasure was too voluminous and I would not have known
which to choose. His photographs were inconvenient. I had also asked
him one of a small size and he had sent it to me. It was the fourth one I
had of him. Under each one, I could have drawn an inscription, put by
Bellini on the portrait of a young boy: Non fuit aliter ~ “He was not

different.”

This photograph already showed him on holiday: he laughed on it
with all his teeth and his chest trembled in the open collar of his dickey.
‘You are going to have there a frame even more precious than the other
ones,” | had told him on the telephone. ‘A back of ivory will be added to

the usual rim.

You will be like Pelops, Neptune’s beloved, who had an ivory
shoulder. You will be like the Jupiter of the Olympic, who was gold and



of ivory, and on the thumb in which Phidias engraved the name of the
boy he loved. You will be chryselefantine Love.” To this erudite
madrigal, his answer had been this long silence which delighted me and
of which the thoughts after that had this summary so softly, My
darling.’

XVIII

While my heart was flying to Saint-Malo, the young girl from
Reims, returning from Switzerland, was flying to me. Her letters, with
heights and lownesses, had continued to impose her commerce on me.
Nevertheless, our nocturnal conversations between Paris and Montreux
had not recurred: my telephone was not for her anymore. She arrived,
like last year, the day before my departure ~ and the day after he had
left. I did not have the impression to betray him, not because she was a
priority, but because it was about quite different things.

However, 1 did not feel at ease with my visitor. First, I had
suggested to confess the truth to her. She was made to taste a private
statement like that. I would never have delivered my secret to a Paris
girl, but this one lived in the heart of her province. Then I said to myself
that there was not any necessity to fail to the rules of discretion with the
one who was here. Eventually, I decided to rely on destiny. I had
withdrawn the photograph which decorated my desk and the two which
were at the head of my bed, but I had left the new one, freshly framed,
on the dresser of my room. If we should go into this room and this



image would be noticed, I would explain. I had ordered to put orange

blankets on the bed.

As the conversation took place, my embarrassment seemed to
disappear. One more year had not diminished my correspondent’s
charms. Switzerland had given her a rose complexion, had gilded her
hair.  ‘Our annual encounter...,” she said. The memories of the
preceding one reappeared with enough strength to make me guess that
we would go as far as the room. But I wanted to amuse my desire. [
spoke to her of my work in progress; of Naples, where I would be the
next day; of Pouzzoles, of which the baths steeled me every summer for
my battles, like the emperor Frederick II leaving for the crusade; of
Florence and of Fiesole, my latest stopping places. She listened without
hearing, through the clouds of her cigarette. I used her Christian name
and she called me ‘sir” When she suddenly called me by my first name,
I had the same sensation as when she had forced her tongue into my
mouth. ‘You have had a thousand things to think of and to do during
one year,” she said, ‘but I, who have almost nothing to do, I am obliged
to think of the only thing that I have been waiting for since a year.” She
stood up, bent over me and nibbled at my ear. “Where is your room?’
she murmured.

It was not the orange blankets that attracted her glance: the small,
gold and ivory frame had produced the effect of a lover. “Who is this
boy?” “The boy of my life” ‘Oh!.. He is beautiful... One of your
readership? “Yes, my high school student.” ‘He rings you?” ‘From time
to time.” ‘He writes you? ‘Sometimes.” I did not need to reveal
everything.



She leaned her elbow on the marble shelf and contemplated the
laughing face. ‘He came... into this bed?” I did not reply. “You are
lucky... and he too. I would have loved to be a boy... and the boy of
your life.” I kissed her and pushed her to the bed. ‘No,” she said, ‘T will
not take his place. Let us stay in front of the photograph. Let us love
each other... love me... while watching him.’

PART THREE

A few days after my installation at Pouzzoles, this letter from Saint-
Malo reached me:

“My darling,

I would have wanted to write you immediately, but every time I
had an impediment.

My room is very nice. It has been furnished in Louis XV style, like
the whole villa. T have a balcony on the lake, where I can install Patrocle.

Since Wednesday, the weather is fine. We have made
acquaintances with our neighbours. They are English people who have a



son my age. He is very good at tennis. In the mornings, I mount my
horse with him along the lake. It is wonderful to gallop on the shore of
the water and even a bit in the water.

I’'m only talking about myself. Did you have a good journey? Are
the little Italians beautiful too? I love you.

I hope to write you longer tomorrow. It is one o’clock. I'm being
called for breakfast. I am still in my swimming shorts, my feet in sandals
full of sand, and need to put on a decent suit again.

To your body and soul.

P.S. A card soon, I beg you.”

From a far beach, the emanations of true love arrived to me. I had
the illusion of seeing him in swimming shorts, returning from the beach,
like I saw him in pajamas in one of his other letters and, one morning,
on the telephone. His sentence about the “little Italians” showed his
understanding for all that we implied. I kissed his photograph, which
had inspired this observation to the cameriera of the hotel, ‘It’s your son,
isn’t it? How he does resemble you!” Unconcious tribute to the miracles
of love. ‘My beautiful “me” ~ you! Carlos Herrera said to Lucien de
Rubempré.

His holiday letters would even be the more valuable to me as the
joy of writing him was measured to me. I restricted myself to rare cards,
signed Georges, Christian name which was precious to us and which was



presumed to be the name of one of his friends. It is true that we were
not separated for long. As he would come home at the end of
September, I had decided to advance my return to this date.

“My darling,

I take advantage of the night to join you again. During the day, I
have to go out with my parents, with my sister and with my English
friend. Sometimes, when we stop in a bar or in a café, I contemplate
sending you a postcard; but the address would draw attention.

My handwriting is horrible, for I am in bed. I'm sorry. My eyes
are pricking as well and I do not want that, at the start of the new
schoolyear, you will find me tired. Here, I go to bed very late and I rise
very early for the equitation.

To you forever.”

This letter had crossed my first card from Naples. I had chosen the
Greek bas-relief of the National Museum where Love is seen erect
besides Paris and Venus sitting close to Helen. The names of the
characters have been engraved in it, but Paris figures here under
Alexander’s name, as precious to us as the name Georges.

This bas-relief had reminded me of a Latin poem, Callypigia, found
during the Revolution in the library of the Benedicts of Saint-Germain-



des-Prés. It unmasks to us how Venus obtained the price of beauty: her
two rivals did not show their fronts to Paris, but, instead, the goddess of
love showed to him and even gave him her behind. Ida’s apple, like the
one of earthly paradise, according to certain exegetes, was the symbol of
another apple species.

“My darling,

I have had my greatest pleasure since the beginning of the holiday,
from receiving your card. What has not been said on it, has been added
by the illustration.

Are you thinking of me, my darling? What a question! I am
waiting with impatience for the start of the new school year. Every
minute brings me closer to you and to my love.

A few details about my English friend. He is a Londoner, fair,
handsome enough. His name is Johnny. He speaks French very well.
His mother is a Frenchwoman. In the tennis club, where we have been
inscribed for the month of August, we got to know boys and girls who
have villas like we have and whom we visit. In the mornings, after
having galloped on my horse, we bath in corners where there is nobody.

To write you from so far away, I have the impression that my letter
will never stop travelling.

To your body and soul.”



By talking to me again about tennis and about his English friend,
he reminded me of the hero of [’Exilé de Capri. In this same gulf of
Jersey, Jacques d’Adelsvard-Fersen, a young boy, had played tennis with
a small Englishman who sent him back his smile instead of the shuttlecock -
a shuttlecock that was only there for the rhyme. But I managed to evoke
other characters: from my hotel, I had the hill of Baies in front of me,
where Adrien died. It had been difficult for me, this year, to not feel
close to Antinous. I sent a card of his statue in the museum of Naples to
Saint-Malo. This image would serve as a substitute for the bas-relief of
Alexander and of Love.

Before leaving Pouzzoles, I went to Cumes. It is one of my
favourite places in Campania. Petrone opened his veins there while
having read to him “no speeches about the immortality of the soul, but
light verses.”

Since my last visit, the baptistery that marked the capture of the
temple of Jupiter by the Christians, had been erected. I stretched out in
the shadow of an oak, on the tiles of this temple. I thought I perceived
in the sky the enormous head of the god whom had been discovered in
this region and who dominates the hall of the Neapolitan museum. He
promised me Ganymede forever.

The acropolis of Cumes, a Greek town, impersonated today the
acropolis of Athens, to explain my presence on the ideal heights of Greek



love. I murmured the name of the being that incarnated this love for
me. | had plucked in his honour a branch of myrtle. If I reflected on
this golden branch, in this Virgilish atmosphere, it was not with the
palm branch of Palm Sunday anymore. My young wizard had
effectuated the metamorphosis. The shining leaves brought me the
perfume of his kisses. This daydream charmed me until the evening,.

Descending, I went to wander in the neighbourhood of the Sibylle,
who had no visitors anymore. And in her cave, I cried out the name that
I had whispered on the acropolis. This place of darkness has been less
made for the mysteries of Apollo than for the mysteries of Priapus, of
whom Petronius speaks. But weren’t they our two divinities?

Filled with a divine breath, I dared write him a real letter. It told
him of this day in a schoolboyish style. The ulterior motives completely
deserved this.

II

I did not make my stay on Capri usual. All my preoccupations
being to receive his messages, too many addresses could have confused
him. I had also indicated to him beforehand the only two between
which I would be divided: Fiesole was the second one.

At the railway station of Florence, the son and the daughter of the
brotherly friend of whom I was the host were waiting for me. They were
the image, contrary to my secret life, of a family life responding to



Horace’s verse on “the marble threshold of the friend whom has to be
respected.”

On the morning of August 17th, a telegram from Sain-Malo was
handed over to me:

“Think of you a lot. Wish you a happy birthday. Greetings.”

I pressed this yellow report against my heart. The words had been
written by hand in capitals, as to reveal the significance by it. Never had
wishes moved me before. The boy who announced them to me, was the
most fulfilled one of all my wishes.

In the evening, I had a telegram from Reims. This memory of my
girl could only move me: she had written me at Pouzzoles and I had not
answered her. The boy of my life and my girl of one year seemed united
around me in Toscane, in an unpublished story by Boccace.

The next day, I thanked, by a card of my hotel villa, him whom I
loved. To alternate the handwriting, I had used a fountain-pen with a
big pen. And I signed with a feminine Christian name ~ “George’s
sister.”

The day after the next day, my luck was at its climax, by reading his
first letter, sent from Fiesole.



“My darling,

The air of Cumes revives me and gives me new forces, forces to love
you and to adore you.

I feel my love like a cup which runs over.

I have read the story of your visit to the Sybille with pleasure and
delight.

At first, seeing an express letter, I feared an accident. How
feverishly I uncapped the envelope! and how lovely it was to be soothed!

Your card of Antinous is on my night table. Johnny noticed it and
wanted to read it. You doubt well that I forbade him to do so. We had
an argument, but it did not have any consequences. I was happy to fight
for Antinous.

Since a couple of days, it has been blowing hard and the sky is grey.
Daddy has taken a leap to Paris and will come back the day after
tomorrow. We will visit the English isles of the coast.

To your body and soul forever.”

This letter was dated August 17th: he had written me two times
that day, in order to be better with me.

His heart was on its guard in the smallest things. In Paris, I had
made fun of his craze for telegrams, not without telling him that it was



useful to me: ‘You imitate the elegant Italians, who only send espressi. It
is a manifestation of the national taste for the superlative.” ‘And for you,
I shall not use the superlative?” he had cried out. Well, I had posted my
letter from Pouzzoles by espresso, which told him of my departure:
instead of smiling about this ‘superlative’, he had had the reaction of a
tender heart which, in front of an unusual way of corresponding, feared a
bad message.

On the Antinous of Naples, I let follow the David of Florence. A
card of this sculpture that he had liked, would remind him of the verses
of its maker to Tommaso de’ Cavalieri. I added a discreet comment to
my short lines, which he would know noticing: I traced in ink all the r’s,
calling to mind my Christian name, in the reports printed on the back -
Firenze, Alinari, cartolina, etc.

Because I was condemned to pleasantry, his letters remained our
lovesong, as he wrote them for two. I only had to recite poems to myself
during my walks. They were the most beautiful ones of his sentences
which I made resound among the pine trees and the cypresses of the
Fiesole hills. I would have engraved them on the white marble plate, just
like Virgil’s verses had been in the circular wall of Cumes.
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The envelope had the stamp of Rennes.



“My darling,

Yesterday, | have had some difficulties and mum has called a
doctor. He has stated that I suffered from an appendicitis and that I
needed to have myself operated urgently. So, I am in a room of a clinic
in Rennes. I am a bit afraid. This has been so fast! Yesterday, I was still
at home and tomorrow I am going to be operated.

I hope that the scar will not show too much.

I shall leave in five days, that is to say Tuesday, but I will not be
able to walk until Friday. My hand is trembling and it hurts writing
you.

My darling, I shall entrust this letter to my nurse.

I love you.”

This message, which would not have alarmed anyone, overwhelmed
me. For his angina, I had a fatherly shiver; now I was very sorry. I knew
well that an appendicitis operates itself as easily as an angina heals itself;
but this word “urgently” had a very tragic effect in my view. His “fear”
looked like a presumption to me. Our bliss had been too big to not be
condemned to perish. My hand was trembling while reading and re-
reading these lines, like his had trembled while writing them.

The self-confidence with which he talked about his coming
departure, clearly reflected the surgeon’s self-confidence. But if there



had to be here a sole case where official optimism was deceived, I
convinced myself that it would be this. I would have wanted to call my
doctor and he was on holiday. I would have wanted to call Rennes, but
what was this clinic? I would have wanted to call Saint-Malo, but would
not they be surprised at a concern like that from Georges? Apart from
this, on the date that I received this letter, the operation had taken place:
the die had been cast. His flirtation about the subject of the scar made
me smile sadly. I was surprised to have been so calm these last few days,
when he was busy suffering, maybe dying.

The letter had been brought to me in the big foyer of the hotel. It
is there that I worked with a joy that had just disappeared. I rose,
gathered my papers and went to stretch out on my bed to give course to
my tears.

I interrogated the small photograph, but I did not interrogate fate
anymore. [ reflected on the remarks of some of my students: ‘So you
never describe anything else than heterodox and sublime passions that
end badly?’ I would not describe the one that had marked my zenith, for
I would not survive it. The being that had let me taste it, would not die
alone. From the moment on that we had been created for each other,
and that we could not live without each other, we would go both, just
like he had wished to, “into a place of solitude,” supremely and
definitely.

The continuation of the holiday, the memories of the months gone
by, the perspectives of the return only appeared to me through the lights
of autumn, announcers of the decline. I contemplated this sudden
change with a Roman serenity. If I were ready to imitate Fersen, it was



not, like he, out of dislike for lusts, in the failure of ambitions and the
emptiness of the heart. But I would not be Georges de Sarre acting like
killing himself after Alexander’s death. I was not fifteen anymore. This
time, the exchange of blood would not have been purely symbolic. In
my blotting-pad was the envelope containing the blade that had served
to cut our veins: it was like the note of this exchange.

I thought of Verlaine, singing of Lucien Létinois’ death, this child
whom he had known in a pious college and who had been his bitter
delight. 1 would not sing of anything, nor of anyone. I had a secret joy
to say to myself that nobody would know the motives of this premature
departure to another world. I would burn letters and photographs by
way of funeral pile. The temple that I had erected would not leave any
traces. | did not examine the means of leaving: it was enough to me to

have decided it.

Almost calmed down by this decision, I came back on the big day.
I would have judged it improper to show to my guests a melancholy that
was not customary to me. From then on, I did not see the necessity to
modify my occupations and put myself to work again. The more air I

had absorbed, the more detached I felt.

[ only kept an eye on the mail by habit. The silence that thickened
itself, strengthened my prognoses and my resolution. The calculation of
the dates revealed something else to me that connected us weirdly. His
letter, dated 18th and arrived on the 20th ~ it is the first time that
Italian mail had been so fast ~ proved that his difficulties had started on
the 17th, day of his telegram of vows and happy variations on “the air of



Cumes.” My birthday, which had been worth his declarations of his
fondness to me, had coincided with the symptoms of his disease.

We had not consulted the stars to love each other: I had not
searched what similarities he could have there, according to the omens,
between Gemini which was his sign, and my birth Leo. Nothing had
been needed to explain to me what was unique. Gemini had become my
own sign to mingle us eternally.

1A%

On August 30+, I had my biggest joy since the start of the holiday -
my biggest joy since our meeting in the chapel of the college. “How
feverishly I unsealed the envelope!” But I only needed to see it to come

back to life.

“My darling,

On David’s card, I immediately observed the cunning in
connection to the so precious “r,” because coming from a so beloved
Christian name.

My operation has succeeded very well. I am already walking. This
morning, my nurse has made me do the stroll of the park of the clinic,
which is very beautiful.



Bravo for the pen trick, on your card of the 18th! You have traced
certain letters exactly like my sister. I have not had any trouble to
decipher the handwriting, unjustly qualified as illegible, and I did not
read it two times to understand it, but five times for pleasure.

Having had many visits, I have not been able to write to you until
the end of the day. You will read my letter on Wednesday or Thursday,
when I will be in Saint-Malo. Our journey to the Channel Islands has
been canceled.

Do you know that, right at the moment they put me to sleep, I
have whispered your name? But then the doctor told me to have heard
nothing. Fortunately! What would he have imagined? “This boy thinks
of Mr Peyrefitte while having himself operated!”

To your body and soul forever.”

Never had his formula of confirmation gone more into my heart. I
had never imagined a more complete answer. The fear of losing him had
made me know really what he was for me.

He proved to me what I was for him by explaining my card before
saying a word about his operation. But what other proof, even more
exquisite, this thought of his very last seconds of lucidity! As he was “my
arms and my charms,” I had been his mascot. I had said his name in the
ruins of Cumes and he had pronounced mine in a clinic in Rennes. I
covered his photograph and the small sculpture of Love with kisses. Our
god continued to protect us.



Georges, amicably, thought himself being allowed to telegraph to
Saint-Malo.

“My darling,

I have received your vow for a quick recovery and I thank you. I
am in a very good condition. Yesterday, I spent the afternoon on the
beach. This morning, the doctor took the thread away. I did not feel
anything. They allow me everything, except for the swimming-pool by
the sea. Patrocle was bored during my absence. The only distraction he
had was the daily visit of my English friend.

The weather is splendid, at this beginning of September. At night,
I am being rocked by the sound of the waves, which are breaking on the
sand and which are beating in the creeks, and Patrocle, white and warm

ball, huddles up at my feet.

My love, the end of the holiday is not far away. Soon I will be with
you.

Body and soul.”

To which of these letters give the palm? Which one crown with
myrtle and with laurel? Every time there was a phrase, a description
worth our temple, which was erect “forever.”



PART FOUR

Since the day after my return, in Paris, I heard him on the
telephone. The words pushed each other aside on my mouth. He only
had to say and to say again to me ‘my darling.” Then, like every time, we
listened to each other palpitating in silence. Eventually, he had to be
informed what pleasure his messages had done to me, what had been my
regrets for not being able to express sufficiently to him what ‘fear’ I had
had ~ without adding to what degree ~ when I got to know that he was
being operated. He was doing extremely well and this accident was only
a memory. He went to school again, but would only work in hope for
the day of rest ~ for the day of Love.

Me too; I was back 