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			Preface 

			by André Bercoff

			Freedom, we sometimes forget, is only used if we do not use it. 

			From the agoras and ancient forums to the screens of social networks, the long murmur of the mind that questions, doubts, builds, destroys and constructs, measures and disproves, constantly pushing back its own limits, has been propagating since the dawn of time. At a time when a nurse, in a cry of anger, justified or not, calls a president of the Republic “scum” and when she is searched at home and indicted, this book is more than ever timely.

			Who are, indeed, these “enraged by freedom”? Daniel Cosculluela has inventoried, in the auriferous deposits of the French spirit, those who have more or less disappeared from textbooks and anthologies; those who remain in the Purgatory of rebels and the nameless, the forgotten and the proscribed, the swordsmen who, between the 16th and 20th centuries, more often knew prison than fortune, misery than glory, but whose works resound in incendiary fulgurations in the night of passivity, cowardice and abandonment. 

			Certainly, many of them were, at one time in their respective lives, as much celebrated as hated. But who remembers today, apart from a handful of assiduous readers, passionate researchers, specialized historians; who, today, still reads Laurent Tailhade or Gaston Couté, Zo d’Axa, Albert Libertad, Séverine or Henri Rochefort? This book is intended to be a book of discoveries and resurrections. That is why you will not find here Victor Hugo or Émile Zola, Georges Bernanos or Louis Aragon. These are not the forgotten ones of the paperbacks and other useful reissues. But would they have existed without the long cohort of pamphleteers, satirists and other spadassins of written cries that have always marked the history of the most beautiful word of all times and languages: freedom?

			In a France occupied by the commissars of the woke and the voltigeurs of the cancel culture, watched over by the pawns of communitarianism and the stooges of political correctness, in a time when Orwellian nightmares are becoming basic banalities, in an inverted world where, as Guy Debord wrote, the true is only a moment of the false, it is healthy to revive the most beautiful collective immunity, provided and reinforced by those who have a chuckle at everything. Of course, here and there, some authors have fallen into racist delirium or odious hatreds, but the ramblings of a life sequence do not prevent us from finding at other times the caustic lucidity of true visionaries. Before docently condemning the totality of a work, it is still important to immerse oneself in the spirit of the time, and not to examine a writing of 1823 with the glasses of 2023.

			Satire, satyre, it shoots: in all directions, on all tones, on all times. This anthology is of public health because it gives to hear voices which chose from the start to be beautiful and rebellious rather than ugly and remoches. The latter today inundate continuously some media with their gutter prose, their linguistic mediocrity and their baseness of thought. It is more important than ever to find, even if they are at the antipodes of our opinions and biases, the powerful radicalities of these dozens of musketeers of the pen and the word, who shine first of all by their talent of writing and their art to prick where it hurts. And all of them are careful not to forget their ancestor, several thousand years old, a celestial tramp in Athens, a marvelous Diogenes who, when confronted by Alexander the Great, said to him: “Get out of my sun”. Let us never forget that, from the Roman de Renart to the Fables of La Fontaine, from André Chénier to Julien Gracq, all cherish the form as being the bottom brought to the surface. An essential approach at a time when words have changed their meaning and the meanings of words.

			It has become obvious today, in a divided, communitarian, archipelagic, partitioned, even grand-replaced France for some, to notice the ravages of censorship, and especially of self-censorship, of sanitized language and vacuum confrontations. In this reign of generalized platitude and panic to use the real words to designate the real evils, while the street rumbles and disorder is disguised as order, it is high time to think aloud again and to find inspiration in these writers, journalists, poets, authors, priests, rentiers, workers, furious by lucidity, insurgent by intelligence, whose blazons are drawn up in this anthology, if only to reformulate the reasons for rebellion 

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Pierre Dominique rightly wrote that “polemics is a fight and the pamphlet is a weapon”.

			Etymologically, a pamphlet is “a leaflet” which means in Anglo-Saxon a leaflet that is held in the hand. In short, there is no difference in nature between polemic, a figure of speech and pamphlet. Nor between polemic and libel, which designates a more voluminous pamphlet, or polemic and satirical volume, which characterizes a work whose number of pages makes it worthy of a literary examination. In short, and Paul-Louis Courier underlines it in his Simple Discourse, the pamphlet is first and foremost a matter of style and the appellation cannot suffer from being measured by the number of pages, no matter what the small and timid minds say. He even says, horresco referens, that it is advisable to count among them Pascal’s Provincial Letters, “this divine masterpiece, however, are pamphlets, letters that appeared...” and whose grouping, historical distance and the dullness (some say the anachronism) of the subjects treated have made a textbook that is just right for teaching in high schools.

			In fact, there is no intellectual life, and therefore no life at all, without polemics, that is to say, without struggle and without action.

			The first manifestations of the satirical spirit can be observed in the mocking Athens where the cult of the God of derision, Dionysus, had taken deep roots. The tragedy of that time had nothing tragic about it and the name simply means goat, an animal whose skin was used to dress those who acted as satyrs during the Dionysian processions. These formed a choir, which accompanied a singer belching out songs of an insulting nature... and therefore satirical. Even as the tragic genre emancipated itself from the religious processions, it retained its original spirit, of which personal insult was the essence, as well as generalized mockery, and often its burlesque and licentious form. Nothing that society solemnly respected was spared, and from religion to social institutions, derision and public scorn were called upon received ideas and public order.

			Then came Rome, a nation of jurists daubed with the spirit of seriousness, where satire was born in its singular genre: “satira tota nostra est”, wrote Quintilian. With them, as with the Greeks, the theater was a popular institution, a state where the patrons assumed the expenses of the representations. The Romans also borrowed from the Greeks the use of the mask, which had itself succeeded to the most horrible daubings.

			It is to Ennius, whose work has not been preserved, that the Romans attribute the paternity of the genre. But it is with Horace that Roman satire, like Greek satire with Aristophanes, reaches its highest degree of perfection. Juvenal, Persia, Petronius and Lucian of Samosate, but also Apuleius, deserve to appear in the pantheon of the genre.

			Similarly in France, a country of Roman law and legists, satire became individualized while colonizing chansons de geste and mysteries, before blossoming into farces and sotties. The fabliau of the Middle Ages, composed by adventurous clerics, gallant knights or itinerant jugglers, is a tale composed in verse and often sung. The scenic art in its classical form has indeed disappeared with the fall of the Western Empire, leaving only these cultural entertainments. In the fourth century, Saint Augustine called them “nefaria” (harmful) and the councils of Narbonne (589) and Mainz (813) forbade them, describing them as licentious and impious.

			The capitulary of Childebert the Merovingian forbids spending the nights drinking, making rude remarks... and singing. This is confirmed by that of Childeric III, directed against those who compose and sing these songs to defame others. The nobility of satire has always been its censorship by the powerful of the day and their rivals.

			These fabliaux mock the ridiculousness of the time and mock the authorities and their processions of injustices and abuses. Those written in the langue d’oïl practice popular and bourgeois satire. They attack certain classes of society but do not name anyone, unlike the exuberant and independent troubadours, whose violence makes their verses weapons of war. Bertrand de Born is the one whose Sirventes are the most cruel, and he does not hesitate to attack Richard the Lionhearted, whom he calls “yes and no” to mock his indecision. So much so that Dante Alighieri scorned him in L’Enfer, so repugnant to the tortuous Florentine this intellectual stiffness. The summit of the satire of the Oc is reached with the denunciation of the crimes of the Rome of the North, that prostitute who, in the name of the Synagogue of Satan (i.e. the Vatican) and under the pretext of annihilating the Cathar heresy, unleashed the crusade against the independent Occitania, which they reduced to smoldering ruins at the cost of thousands of infernos, where the Perfect Ones (the most spiritually accomplished Cathars, believers, both men and women) died. In their merciless denunciation of the deceitfulness of the crusaders of the infamous Simon de Montfort, the poets of the South, such as Pierre Cardinal and Guillaume Figueras, took these heaps of rubble as their tribunes and elevated the invective to eloquence.

			But in the xi century, the satirical spirit is cramped in the framework of the fabliau, and here appears the satirical epic. The Romans de Renard illustrate this widening of the field of satire. The satirists disguised as fabulists use the animal support, which they stage to establish a general satire of the vices of the society, in a kind of “animal Iliad” (Léon Levrault) aiming at instructing the human kind.

			In various forms, since Reynard the fox, from the 11th to the 18th century, this epic has enjoyed an undiminished popularity. It is first and foremost about stigmatizing in the person of Isengrin, the wolf, the power and arbitrariness of the feudal baron, but also his pride and arrogance mocked by the intelligence of Reynard, the embodiment of the clergyman and, beyond that, of the bourgeoisie, which was born with an awareness of itself and its future. None of the institutions of the time is spared, neither the tournaments, courts of justice, relations of suzerain to vassal, nor the world of the convents and the clergy. Through the cat Tybert, pilgrimages and crusades are denounced; the funeral of the hen killed by Reynard is the occasion to denounce the miracles worked by this martyr. Messire chameau is the pope’s legate whose only merit is to say neither yes nor no. The spirit of chivalry, that pretentious ornament of feudalism, is also treated in a burlesque way.

			Then came Rutebœuf whose poems are versified pamphlets, in which this poet, who never let himself be bought, appears as a formidable polemicist, announcing the modern satire. Jean Clopinel, known as Jean de Meung, author of the second part of the Roman de la Rose, is his equal and disserts about everything in a sardonic and violent way in a jumble of eighteen thousand verses. Like Rutebœuf, he condemns the greed and the avarice of the bourgeois, the venality of the judges, the cowardice of the knights and the cunning of the fair sex. They claim the respect of the rights of nature, the equality of the citizens, the body of a nobleman “not being worth an apple more than the body of a cart driver, a clerk or a squire” and establish the true origin of the power: “They elected among them a big villain, the most solidly built that they found, the broadest of shoulders, the biggest, and they made him prince and lord”.

			From the 14th century to the Pleiades, we must mention Eustache Deschamps, Christine de Pisan and Alain Chartier. But they are moralists more than satirists. Villon brocaded this or that prosecutor or fat canon, but it is a personal satire, a settlement of accounts, in the form of a work of art. Marot, so delicate and courtier, master in writing roundels and other praises for beautiful ladies has, in his Enfer and his Epigrams, shown a sharp and sarcastic spirit. He scratches and throws some salt on the wounds but he is not mean and remains always light. His verses always seem to make bows.

			Du Bellay, the first, in the name of his friends, in the powerful manifesto that constitutes La Défense et illustration de la langue française, explicitly claims, by placing himself under the auspices of Horace, a satirical will.

			But the friends of Ronsard are too polite, the persiflage and the cruel irony which scatter their works allow them to seize all the vices and all the ridiculousness of a society but nothing more, or rather if, in his Discourses, Ronsard reveals himself redoubled polemicist; he excels in the invective and the art of caricature. His target: the pastors. It is because he engages under the banner of a party, or of an idea, the catholic party, and that he translates there a personal dimension which combines ardour and passion, that he achieves this objective.

			After Ronsard comes a collective work known as Satyre Ménippée (from the Roman name Ménippe), people of letters and people of the Church, Rapin, Gillot, Passerat, Pithou, Chrestien Durand and le Roy write, in a playful way, a charge against the leagueers of the Guise party, masters of Paris. They were Catholic but Gallic and did not want the kingdom of France to become a slave of Rome and a province of the Spanish Empire. La Satyre Ménippée is the burlesque report of the States General of 1593. It is also an energetic and caustic protest in favor of national interests. This text is contemporary with the work of Agrippa d’Aubigné, one of the first true French satirists.

			Vauquelin de la Fresnaye, a good Norman magistrate whose life ended at the dawn of the 18th century, tried to follow the precepts of the Pléiade, in small genres of which he composed five books of French Satires published in 1605. Pleasant satires which scratch or sting without hurting, as one chansonne people without ever nailing them to the pillory. Wise and quiet, this kind epicurean knows well that “it is a misfortune that satires”, but such is his duty and his Whip of satire looks like a “kind flageolet”.

			Next came Mathurin Régnier, whose Satires are only remembered, and Motin, Sigogne and Berthelot, with whom he spent his health and his money in taverns. Together they wrote the Cabinet satirique and other collections where contemporary morals are censured and the failings of the V.I.P. of the time are mocked.

			Saint-Amand and Dulorens, if they are not the most notorious in the genre, deserve to be cited and would be worth reading, if one were still reading and thinking. Scarron, whose models are the Spanish buffoon authors, has not fallen into oblivion thanks to the fact of having been the husband of one of the most famous mistresses of the Sun King, a fact more known than the Mazarinades and other Chagrined Epistles.

			Boileau-Despréaux will be launched by Furetière whose instinct of scandal had foreseen the success of satires in the play Sur la Misère et la Vénalité des gens de Lettres de Paris. After him, satire, which should have flourished after a fine example, declined. Certainly Molière did moral satire on stage, La Bruyère in his museum and La Fontaine in his menagerie, but the genre lost its bite. Regnard is certainly witty in his satire against husbands, Louis Petit, friend of Corneille in his General Satires and François Gacon in The Bottomless Poet, but the latter is as if kept on a leash.

			Jean-Baptiste Rousseau and Alexis Piron are more at ease in the Epigram, a kind of “light” satire very much in vogue in this polite age. In his Odes, Rousseau distilled venom or provoked laughter with elegance and tore his prey to pieces. Piron, Voltaire’s sworn enemy, is the king of epigrams, this shortened form of satire.

			Gilbert was a violent polemicist who attacked the Encyclopedists, the self-righteous of the time, whose ideas he did not share, neither in philosophy nor in literature. His masterly works, Mon Apologie and Le Dix-huitième Siècle, unjustly forgotten, testify with a terrifying realism to the decomposition of an era, of which the Great Revolution will be the culmination. And in this century of ardent struggle of which ours is the heir, it is a pity that literary history, like history itself, has been written by the victors, deliberately forgetful.

			Then will come Voltaire and Rousseau, of whom no one doubts that they wrote some of the most beautiful satirical texts of the century, but also Beaumarchais, Chénier, Fréron, Rivarol, among the most known. Among the unknowns of true satire, we can count Suleau, the gavroche of the genre who persiflage the revolutionaries and falls, as a hero, at thirty years old and Champcenetz for whom the humor and the nose-thumbing magnify the courage he will show until under the knife of the Terror that he will face laughing.

			Under the First Empire, writers bowed to this “Robespierre on horseback” that only Châteaubriant dared to challenge with his Martyrs full of allusions, and his pamphlet on Bonaparte and the Bourbons. Then came the Restoration and Pierre-Jean Béranger, author of songs that made the throne and the altar tremble. At his side, after the days of 1830, the political satire is assumed by Hégésippe Moreau, Auguste Marseille Barthélémy who both die poor and are today unknown.

			The nineteenth century is the apogee of political satire and a great number of writers or journalists have recourse, to conduct their polemics, to satire and pamphlet. The one who is least thought of and whose power in the matter is the most accomplished, is without any doubt the great Hugo whose Châtiments are a splendor.

			This century, of which Léon Daudet said that it was stupid, is the one of the efflorescence of all the literary styles and of the spirit of revolt carried to the incandescence. It is true that in these years there were stakes perceptible by all in a world in perpetual movement, and that multiple ideologies competed the souls and the hearts. The Great European Civil War gave the first halt to the hectic intellectual life generated by the modernization of the old societies. The agony of satire had begun.

			But there is a name that we did not pronounce, not knowing what words to find to confess our admiration, that of the priest of Meudon, François Rabelais, one of the greatest satirists of all French literature. Let’s just read and reread him until we are intoxicated!

			This opus was thus composed according to my desires. Everything can lend itself to the most diverse and varied criticisms. Let’s not talk about the style, there is none. The choice of authors? Unfair, partisan, thoughtless. The choice of texts? Arbitrary...

			Moreover some authors, without valid reasons, are treated better than others. Important forts have been forgotten, very minor ones have been abundantly exposed.

			The place of satire and pamphlet in literary history is awkwardly described, if not totally obviated.

			So much the worse, I simply wanted to make known certain names that the Alzheimer memory of literary history has allowed to sink into oblivion. I also wished to make discover other ways of writing than those authorized by our contemporary lukewarmness. I dreamed that perhaps a certain freedom of thought and writing could be communicated to us through the discovery or rediscovery of texts and authors of the past.

			 

			I fully assume my choices and recognize that I had no vocation for literary accuracy and exhaustiveness. I said above according to which personal criteria, inevitably unfair, I made my choices. I also said that my tastes and convictions were the only reasons I could invoke.

			In short, I only have my sincerity. I believe that memory is life only if it irrigates thought. It becomes culture only by inspiring our acts, from the most secret to the most spectacular. Forgetting the past is a virtual lobotomization that turns men and peoples into mutant jellyfish.

			The jellyfish lives only to absorb its plankton, which it consumes by moving straight ahead, without deviating in any way, without accelerating or slowing down. It is the game, the prelude to memory, which founds humanity, gives it its diversity and complexity.

			This memory stored in books and old papers, we would like it to regain its true function as the backbone of intelligence and thought.

			 

			Daniel COSCULLUELA

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Agrippa d’AUBIGNÉ (1552-1630)

			The Condottiere of Letters
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			“Happy who, like the face

			Can show the heart to the sun!”

			 

			 

			These two lines of a sonnet eloquently express the main and truly characteristic trait of this powerful figure of the Huguenot party and of the literature of the 16th century. This man, who personifies this heroic century and its political and religious stakes, illustrates himself in this commitment of fidelity that he demonstrated on all the battlefields: theological, poetic, warlike and human.

			He was born on February 8, 1552 in the hotel Saint-Maury near Pons in Saintonge. His mother died while giving birth to him, which gave him the name Agrippa (aegre partus). He was the son of Jean d’Aubigné and Catherine de l’Estang, lords of Brie in Saintonge. His father, having married for the second time, married Anne de Limur who, having little regard for the orphan, had him entrusted to an uncle in the style of Brittany, Aubin d’Abbeville, judge in Archiac.

			It was through this intermediary that he found himself, as a child, in contact with the man who was to become his master, the Prince of Bearn, the future Henry IV. His family opted for the Huguenot faith spread in France by Calvin in his Institution of the Christian religion.

			He knows, and has been taught, that the Church is the synagogue of Satan, worshipping idols, corrupting true doctrine and selling indulgences, betraying evangelical simplicity for the sake of luxury and material wealth.

			At the age of eight he witnessed the persecutions at Amboise, saw the mutilated bodies of the supporters of the Reformation and heard his father say to him: “My child, your head must not be spared after mine to avenge these honorable leaders; if you spare yourself, you will have my curse.”

			As a precocious child, he was taught by renowned teachers, Mathieu Beroalde and Jean Morel. At the age of seven he read Hebrew, Greek, Latin and French; at eight he translated Plato’s Crito. Among his companions, Nicolas Gobelin, of the famous family, and Pierre de L’Estoile, the only papist among these Huguenots.

			But events tore him away from his studious life. An edict of May 1564 drove the reformed out of Paris. Beroalde took his students to Orleans where Agrippa found his father. He obtains from his father to give up his studies to take up the military habit. While defending the city, Jean d’Aubigné receives a wound from which he will die soon after. Agrippa is completely orphaned and has no other choice than to join his uncle, who has become his guardian. He was sent by his uncle to Geneva, the capital of the Reformation, to complete his education under the great scholar Theodore de Bèze, who instructed him in the spirit of sound doctrine. But for a thirteen year old child, the austerity of Geneva was not appealing.

			Moreover, he who thought he would enter the University because of his mastery of the required knowledge is relegated to the college:

			“This made him hate letters and take the studies in charge” and one often applies to him the ferule according to the rough morals of the time. To compensate, the love of a charming and learned young child, daughter of his host.

			But this was not enough to extinguish the nostalgia, and at the age of fifteen he ran away, on foot, and returned to Archiac. In spite of his tutor’s attempts to restrain him - he takes off his clothes every night - he runs away in his shirt and is taken in by the troops of the Prince of Condé, a Protestant warlord. He participates with enthusiasm and bravery in the campaign, is shocked by the treacherous murder of Condé, participates with a group of volunteers, of which he is the captain, in the guerrilla warfare, lives intensely the fights and gains a solid reputation of boldness and cold blood.

			But in winter, the campaign finished, he returned home. Shortly afterwards, the peace of Saint-Germain was signed, giving Protestantism its official place in the kingdom.

			D’Aubigné is eighteen years old, he is retired. At twenty, after being bored to death for two and a half years and having recovered his mother’s inheritance, the only possible solution is love.

			Love, and not women, because light women, easy ones he knew during the wars. And a love that is adoration. It will be Diane de Talcy with whom he travelled through the Pays du Tendre. The final destination will be disappointment in spite of all the sonnets, in the manner of Ronsard, that he dedicates to her:

			 

			“The heavens have made me happy to love in such a high place.”

			“My lady and her beauty, of man make me a dog...”

			 

			Then, the beautiful one having chosen another party he vituperates:

			 

			“I implore against you the vengeance of the gods

			Inconsistent perjurer and ungrateful adversary...”

			 

			He is unhappy and calls death for deliverance:

			 

			“The defeated horn surrenders and, tired of suffering,

			Open to the dart of death his trembling chest...”

			 

			Salvation comes to him from events. He escaped the Saint Bartholomew’s Day, the new massacre of the Innocents, having left Paris shortly before, at the head of a small troop, but events caught up with him. Henri de Navarre called him to his side with the title of squire.

			For four years he lived at court. This court, more than that of Charles IX, was that of Catherine de Medici, a ruthless queen mother to those who seemed to threaten the throne. It is from this stay in this court where corruption and crime, lust and intolerance cohabit, that his most beautiful indignations are born. Of this court, d’Aubigné writes “we wore daggers, chain mail and very often the cuirassine under the cloak”... almost always ready to cut each other’s throats. But he also plays his part, dissipates and indulges in gallantry and games of all kinds. He also writes gallant or satirical verses. Henri III succeeded his brother, who had died in strange circumstances, and the war resumed between the two parties. D’Aubigné took part first in the loyalist camp and then in 1576 in the Confederate army. The peace of Beaulieu that followed reinforced the freedom of Protestant worship everywhere except in Paris. The treaty was quickly broken and d’Aubigné resumed his independent and warlike life, enamelled with wounds and acts of bravery.

			This continued until October 1577 when the peace of Bergerac was signed. Henry of Navarre, realizing that his party could not win, signed the Edict of Poitiers which restricted the freedom of worship of the Reformed to one place per bailiwick. D’Aubigné could not accept this retreat, which offended his fiery character, and he wrote a farewell to his prince:

			 

			“Sire, your memory will reproach you with twelve years of my service, twelve plays on my stomach, it will make you remember your prison and that this hand which writes to you has deffected the locks, and has remained pure in serving you, empty of your beneficts and of the corruptions of your enemy and of you: By this writing it recommends you to God, to whom I give my past services and pledge those of the future, by which I will endeavor to make you aware that by losing me you have lost your most faithful servant.”

			 

			He was twenty-seven years old. His disappointment was such that he considered entering the service of Duke Jean-Casimir, an ally of the Reformed and leader of the Bavarian bands. By accepting the peace proposed by the king and Catherine (the Gorgon), Navarre abjured Protestantism, abandoned the people of God and endorsed the triumph of the “scarlet beast”, the Valois, stained with the blood of the Reformed. He legitimized, at worst, or seemed to ignore, at best, the depravities of this rotten court, gangrened of diviners and magicians, of whores and of sweethearts.

			Unable to bear this, he returns to his land and on his way crosses the path of a young girl of the religion, chaste and reserved. Having been introduced, he comes up against the strong prejudices in vogue at all times, on the difference of conditions: his nobility is too modest.

			Of these two years of retirement he says:

			 

			“I have neither gold nor estates, and both of them great desprise 

			And to the esgoisé fields of the worms I hoard”.

			 

			In fact, it is during this period that he wrote Les Tragiques. After these two years of solitary meditation, the king of Navarre calls him back to the court of Nérac “with caresses and expiatory promises” and the queen Marguerite welcomes him “in great familiarity”.

			And soon, with Catholic persecutions resuming, Navarre and his followers set out on the warpath again. On this path, d’Aubigné will be a marvelous leader of partisans, thwarting the pitfalls at the cost of often foolhardiness... and a total lack of scruples. Forced to commit himself elsewhere, in Flanders, the Catholic king is brought to deal, and the peace is signed at Fleix where Marguerite de Navarre has installed her court, and after agreement of the Protestant consistory convened a few kilometers away in the town of Sainte-Foy.

			It is in these times, that having “opportunely found in the Castle of Archiac the titles of his house”, he obtained from the tutor of his lady the consent to the marriage.

			This one is celebrated on June 6, 1583. In the meantime Diane, his unfulfilled love, had died and this disappearance inspired him to write this admirable eulogy of sublime love:

			 

			“Love that is only love, that lives without hope,

			Of myself in myself, by myself agitated,

			Who nacquit eternal alive to the eternity,

			Who surpasses in loving soul and knowledge,

			How close this love is to the Godhead!”

			 

			Otherwise he is confronted with the conjugal love which, beyond the quarrels due, among other things, to the jealousy of the wife and in the absence of the dizziness of the transports, brings him the happiness in the esteem and the security. He also brings him a small Agrippa.

			The return to the warlike life is done in 1585. The majority of the people remained Catholic and joined the League, instrument of the Guise and their dynastic ambitions. The Protestants felt that they were threatened.

			Navarre consulted the Protestant leaders at Guîtres near Coutras. D’Aubigné was on the side of the war: “If we arm, the King will esteem us; if he esteems us, he will call us; united with him, we will break our enemies’ teste.” This opinion won out and it was time. Henri III and the League signed the treaty of Nemours1. Reformed and moderate Catholics unite in a League of the Public Good.

			In this war, d’Aubigné won great victories. He seized Oleron and turned it into an imposing citadel. But he also experienced defeats and prisons. And he is troubled by the attempts of negotiations between Navarre and Medici. But soon Paris is in the grip of a guisard revolution and King Henri III is forced to take refuge in Chartres and then to submit. The Pact of Union between the League and the King was signed on July 21, 1588, in spite of the tears of rage of the King, who was forced to dismiss his favorite Épernon and all the loyal royalists. But the latter, shortly after, took revenge by having Henri de Guise, who had come to Blois for the States General, assassinated by his Forty-five (favorites and sweethearts). The same people executed the Cardinal of Guise, brother of the previous king. And if the king continued the war, he was both weakened by the desertion of many leaguers and eager to stop fighting to preserve his throne and Catholicism. He offered to meet with Navarre to discuss the terms of a peace. Very quickly a truce was concluded for one year. This raised d’Aubigné’s anger and he went to Maillezais in the Vendée, which he decided to fortify as an impregnable shelter. There he finds his wife and his family, increased by two boys and two girls and resumes Les Tragiques which he completes to compose in a climate of passionate overexcitement2.

			Meanwhile, Mayenne, Henri de Guise’s youngest son, had inherited his popularity. He was the king of the insurgent Paris, organized in a revolutionary commune. Mayenne was appointed Lieutenant General of the kingdom. On the other side, Henri III and Navarre solemnly allied themselves. Despite his repugnance for this unnatural alliance, d’Aubigné followed his master.

			The capital is surrounded and some skirmishes take place. Henri III was mortally wounded by a Jacobin monk, Jacques Clément. Before he died, he declared Navarre to be his successor and he found himself king sooner than he had thought and desired, and half seated on a wobbly throne.

			 

			But France was predominantly Catholic and Henry, with political foresight, was preparing his conversion. This cannot be accepted by the rough and faithful d’Aubigné whose passion can be read in these words addressed to the new monarch:

			 

			“Sire,” he said to the king, who showed him his lip pierced with Chastel’s knife, “you have only renounced God with your lips, he has been content to pierce them, but when you renounce him with your heart, he will pierce your heart.” We know that this dark prediction will be fulfilled. Unable to serve a cause that is no longer his, he returns home where his wife and children await him... and his work in progress. In spite of everything, he will come back to the call of his king for the last fight he will lead in the white Cornette, an elite company. But any effort to avoid the conversion of Navarre was doomed to failure. The “necessity of the State” guided him and he abjured on July 25, 1593, allowing a general truce and his legitimization. The Catholic party recognized him and the Protestant disappeared. No more rights or security for the parpaillots, this is more than our author can tolerate. In this critical situation, D’Aubigné exposes, during the assembly of Sainte-Foy, his plan of organization. The king’s refusal to accede to the demands of his former co-religionists encouraged the papists to start massacring again. His wife died and in the face of this grief, to which was added the disappearance of two sons, he remained mute. But he is torn from his suffering by the assemblies that choose him to be one of the spokesmen of the Cause. He is the one that the king’s men call the “Goat of the Desert”3, and whose appearances are feared as they always express the stiffening of the Protestant party.

			The fight continued until the Edict of Nantes, which offered real guarantees to the Protestants but which D’Aubigné could not satisfy.

			So he returned to Maillezais where he finished writing the epic of the Tragiques and decided to write his memoirs which gradually became the Universal History.

			He rarely returned to Paris, but during his visits to the court, his satirical verve was sharpened and he was fed with everything that could reinforce his tools of destruction of the idolatrous cult that Catholicism remained for him. One will find these anecdotes in the Confession de Sancy and Les Aventures du baron de Faeneste.

			Nevertheless, he accepted, for two months, to teach the rules of tournaments, jousts and barrier fights.

			Back in Maillezais, he resumed his studious life, married his daughters, and wrote La Confession de Sancy in which he settled his account, announcing the encyclopedists, with charlatanism and Catholic paganism: the worship of saints multiplied like wedding bread by Jesus to diversify the sources of income, the adoration of stone or wooden idols, the sale of indulgences, the substitution of the gods and goddesses of paganism by the Virgin and other saints. He participated in the debate aimed at the reunification of the churches and defended the return to the doctrinal purity of the first centuries, which the papists could not accept. But little by little the Protestants submitted and these were hard years of disappointments that followed for d’Aubigné.

			And one morning, still in bed, he received the news: the king had been murdered by a blow to the throat. He immediately protests “that it was not in the throat, but in the heart, being assured that he was not lying”, remembering his terrible prediction. We are in 1610, Ravaillac has struck, his arm has been armed by the papists, but hadn’t Henri betrayed the cause of God?

			D’Aubigné was then 59 years old. It is in 1616, after multiple reworkings that Les Tragiques are finally published. This epic has seven books with significant titles: Misères! Princes, The Golden Room, The Fires, The Irons, Vengeance! Judgment !

			Some present an apocalyptic picture of the civil war, others attack, in a passionately satirical way, all the powers responsible for this infamy, and the last ones call upon the avenging God.

			There are nine thousand verses that make up this torrential and furiously current work.

			This role of opposition, D’Aubigné will accentuate it more and more during the regency of Marie de Médicis and the troubles that follow. Although she confirmed the Edict of Nantes, she distributed funds that dissolved the ties of those who supported the Cause of God. Many deserted. D’Aubigné is welded, he refuses everything: “I will have from the Queen what I desire, it is that she holds me for a good Christian and a good Frenchman”. But corruptions and cowardice prevail.

			Then d’Aubigné answers in a pamphlet: Les Aventures du baron Faeneste, matamore in which he caricatures the boastful and adulterated court man, chattering about his good fortunes and supposed exploits, cuistre and deserted by life. He opposes him the poet Énay, simple and determined.

			But life has worn him down with its bereavements and betrayals, including the denial of his son who abjures the faith, friends who move away and bend, and poverty which undermines him and pushes him to supplications at the court of Louis XIII which he finds repugnant.

			Then he sells his goods to the duke of Rohan and publishes the first two volumes of his Universal History which is immediately condemned. Deprived of his goods and of all freedom of action, he went to Geneva to escape the arrest warrant issued against him. He arrived there in 1620, “to take the bedside of his old age and his death”.

			He was received with extreme deference and married Renée Burlamachi. He composed two works, The Treaty of the civil wars which circulated under the cloak and supports that the war is necessary when it is of legitimate defense and the Treaty on the mutual duty of the Kings and the Subjects where he establishes the right to the revolt against the tyranny.

			The literary occupations and the tasks of fortification of Geneva, Bern and Basel which are entrusted to him nourish the last years of his life. He reached a kind of serenity that he expressed as follows:

			 

			“The sun only moves the hemisphere away from one point,

			It throws less ardor but as much light.

			I change without regret when I repent

			Of frivolous loves and of Jeun artifice.

			I love the winter that comes to purge my heart of vice,

			Like plague the air, the land of snakes.

			My leader bleached under the piled up snows

			The sun that heats them frozen,

			But can not dissolve them in the shortest of these months.

			Melt, snows, come down on my heart,

			That still he can’t light my ashes

			An inferno, as he made flames once!

			... Here are less pleasures, but here are less pains,

			The nightingale is silent, the Sirens are silent...”

			 

			He is 75 years old and a last adventure is offered to him. Richelieu enters in war against the pontifical and Spanish armies. The Constable Lesdiguières asks him about the dispositions of the Swiss cantons. Hope is born in him, he answers to this one: “I will take back joyfully my small sword that I put in the hook, and will force all the inconveniences of the exile, the storm, and the peaceful condition that I am, with the diligence and the vigor that can be”. His offer is accepted but the last ride will not take place.

			He wrote his last works, La Vie à ses enfants, histoire de la dernière guerre civile de France, La Création, a sort of long poem of twelve songs, and the Petites Œuvres meslées which he completed for a second edition.

			He also witnessed the debacle of the Protestant party, the Edict of Nantes emptied of its substance, the military places disappeared. The shadow of Rome spreads over the world and the light of the true faith flickers. Illnesses, companions of old age, crowded around his bedside. He struggles at first, regains his strength and persists in publishing his works, the greenness and Gallicisms of which annoy the severe Calvinist Geneva.

			But his strength is waning like a candle burns and one evening he answers his wife who offers him some food:

			 

			“My dear, let me go in peace, I want to go eat heavenly bread”.

			 

			He dies as he lived:

			 

			“... furious with holy love”.

			 

			His wish was granted on May 9, 1630 after he recited to his wife the verses of a Huguenot psalm:

			 

			“Here is the happy day

			That God has made to full desire,

			For us be joyful

			And let’s enjoy it!”

			 

			 

			

			
				
					1. It is said that the learner Navarre had such a strong emotion that a whole side of his moustache turned white.

				

				
					2. But also of rest because since the age of seventeen, and he has thirty-seven: “being able to say with truth that, except the times of disease and injury, he had not seen four days in a row without drudgery”.

				

				
					3. Nickname of which he will make his pseudonym when he will publish Les Tragiques.

				

			

		

	
		
			Jules BARBEY d’AUREVILLY (1808-1889)

			The prophet of despair or the Believer

			 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			 

			 

			Barbey, Jules, Amédée, was born in Saint-Sauveur-le-Vicomte in the Manche region in 1808. Born into a small and recent Norman nobility, very austere and deeply Catholic, he spent his childhood in his birthplace and then in Valognes (Manche) where he assiduously frequented an uncle, a doctor and liberal, who had a singular influence on him. However, his educational heritage, from which he would never free himself, was stiffened by etiquette prejudices, a demand for authentic greatness and a refusal of the artifices of “modernity”. This explains, as we shall return to, his eternal attachment to the haughty and singular dress of the previous centuries.

			After leaving school, the brilliant student he was undertook his humanities in Paris where he became friends with Maurice de Guérin. After obtaining his bachelor’s degree, he began his law studies in Caen in 1832. At first, the two friends created the Revue de Caen whose ambition was to awaken Normandy... but it did not survive its first issue.

			Barbey was then in reaction against the family, republican and liberal universe, and it is in such a state of mind that his first work Amour et Haine (a collection of political poems) appeared.

			He then returned to Paris, but, isolated and bored, he traveled for four years and then returned to the capital.

			He is no longer Barbey, but d’Aurevilly, a Catholic and royalist, and yet an unbridled dandy, frequenting the Tortoni and other honorable meeting places, and an impetuous chaser of damsels.

			He then started working for the Globe, then for the Débat, recommended by Chateaubriand, for the Constitutionnel, for La Revue de Paris and for the Presse d’Émile de Girardin.

			He then becomes the one he will remain: the ultra-mundane dandy and the royalist absolutist who renounces... alcohol and opium excesses. Freed from these addictions, he turns to new addictions, aesthetic, ideological... and therefore identity.

			His first writings that gave him access to success were occasional: Du dandysme et de George Brummele (1843), Une vieille maîtresse (1851), Le Chevalier des Touches (1854), Un prêtre marié (1865) and especially his famous collection of short stories Les Diaboliques (1874).

			This formidable, courageous and feared polemicist, theorist of dandyism, attacks Zola, Scribe and Renan, is stigmatized for immoralism and sadism. He is against the Academy and the “Great men of the dark day”: Cousin, Michelet, Sainte-Beuve and the fossils of the Revue des Deux Mondes, Flaubert, Hugo and his Misérables... He vomits the bourgeois...

			The journalism assures him a relative ease and he asserts himself as the most assured and complete critic of his time.

			His critical work is considerable, fruitful and varied. This literary monument, built stone by stone during a long career, was only revealed after the author’s death and thanks to Mrs. Louise Read who classified and exhumed his numerous writings which thus escaped the literary vault.

			Barbey d’Aurevilly had a high idea of criticism, even if it was not admitted in the heart of the muses. Novelist or critic, he is, like Balzac his alter ego, concerned with ethics more strongly than with art. In him also, the artist is always ready to yield to the moralist.

			But the one who evokes and illustrates it best is Léon Daudet, who placed Barbey very high: “My author, he said, is Barbey who breathes widely on a promontory, with well-punctuated sentences, ten lines long, where the incidents are solid branches that extend the trunk towards the sky. The syntax is an arborescence”.

			And Paul Bourget, who knew Barbey in his old age, said: “It is spoken Saint-Simon, an unheard-of prose of verve and color which sprang up before you, carrying in a jumble of succulent anecdotes and cruel epigrams, striking images and strong ideas, the most extraordinary verb that ever prodigious improviser put at his service.”

			He died as he had lived: with his head held high and his fist on his hip, perceived as an eccentric, whose thinking, like his dress, escaped the ordinary. He kept to the end the fashionable clothes of his youth and appeared in his eighties as he did in 1889, the year of his death, dressed like a dandy of 1830.

			 

			“The striking unity of Barbey’s personality,” writes Daudet, “made him enter into fame like a wedge in the log.”

			 

			A few quotes in conclusion:

			 

			“... passions always tend to diminish, while boredom always tends to increase.”

			 

			“It’s mostly what we don’t understand that we explain.”

			 

			“... in a society that is becoming more and more materialistic, the confessor is the doctor.”

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Zo d’AXA (1864-1930)

			The Musketeer of Anarchy

			 

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			 

			 

			Zo d’Axa, whose real name was Alphonse Gallaud4, was born in Paris on May 24, 1864. Young man from a good family, catholic, bourgeois and wealthy, he made mediocre studies, enters nevertheless in Saint-Cyr at seventeen years and joins the army under the colors of the hunters of Africa. The military aroma stinking up any self-respecting brain under any latitude, he quickly deserts. Generous by nature, he kidnapped his captain’s wife while leaving. His libertarian wanderings lead him first to Brussels where he learns journalism in the pages of the Nouvelles du Jour. Then he went to Switzerland with the pretty daughter of a Brussels pharmacist and to Italy where he replaced the apothecary’s daughter by a teacher’s daughter who was also pretty; good libertarian taste is necessarily internationalist. Amnestied in 1889, he returned to France and founded in May 1891 L’En Dehors - a weekly magazine that he defined by this epigraph: “The one that nothing enrolls and that an impulsive nature guides alone, this outlaw, this out of school, this isolated seeker of the beyond, is he not drawn in this word: L’En Dehors”. He signs for the first time this original pseudonym which will dress from now on all his life. This small newspaper would make any contemporary press owner blush with envy by the richness of its signatures which evokes the pantheon of letters. Georges Darien, Georges Lecourte, Henri de Régnier, Lucien Descaves, Octave Mirbeau, Camille Mauclair, Félix Fréron, Tristan Bernard, Ajalbert and Émile Verhaeren, Stuart Merill among others, the cartoonists Steinlein, Willette, Luce, Hermann-Paul, as well as the libertarian theorists Sébastien Faure and Charles Malato and Émile Henry, who threw the bomb at the Terminus restaurant, all collaborate in this little newspaper.

			This rebel by temperament, for whom “action is the sister of dreams”, is guided by a kind of irresistible instinct towards pamphleteering. Also L’En Dehors rushes into a merciless criticism of institutions and morals. But this criticism does not bother with jeremiads, and the roars of revolt have for condiment this irony of which Proudhon said that it was holy. At the head of his marvelous team, every week Zo d’Axa has a field day against bourgeois society “the great culprit inciting all crimes out of respect for prejudice”, the army “that ever cruel sacred beast with a thousand sharp horns made of sabers and bayonets”, the family, property, morality, religion, “a parliament that we esteem little, a justice that we suspect a lot, and a cowardly and thoughtless crowd”. However, the golden rule of the newspaper is “silence to the whiners and the hypochondriacs”. In the land of Voltaire, those who do not rebel against all injustices and submit, out of prudence, cowardice, interest or any false good reason, to the unacceptable and the absurd, deserve no compassion.

			The influence of this journal is prodigious and it leads resounding campaigns. This does not prevent fantasy. One day he wrote an article denouncing the evil stupidity of the duel, and the next day he confronted his collaborator Darien on the field to settle a philosophical quarrel. And after having given him a good blow with his sword, he asks him for a column for the next day’s issue. Affirming his faith in revolt, in a free and vagabond life, out of the “shores of the law”, he can only be labelled as an anarchist. We are mistaken, because he refuses any inféodation to any ideology, even if it is the one of the “Holy Anarchy”. For him, there is no chapel that is worth: “it is necessary to live from today onwards, and it is outside all the laws, all the rules, all the theories, even anarchist, that we want to let us go always to our pity, to our outbursts, to our pains, to our rages, to our instincts, with the pride of being ourselves.”

			But at that time the anarchists wanted to confront society with their fists, and the dynamite fairy was the sister of the revolution fairy. And when L’En Dehors comments on the exploits of Ravachol and his friends in an article entitled “Whose fault is it?”, and then opens a subscription “so as not to let starve to death kids whose fathers are relentlessly beaten by society because they are rebels”, the trials follow one another.

			Arrested, Zo d’Axa is locked up, incommunicado, in Mazas. No lawyer, no visitors. He refused to answer or sign anything. After a month of this regime, he was released on provisional liberty, “our poor liberty, always provisional”, and resumed his place at L’En Dehors.

			Faced with new lawsuits, he went into exile in London where he had the misfortune to fall in the middle of a socialist congress where “it was a question of parley, not action”. Spleen-stricken, he fled to Holland and hired himself on a barge that took him to Mainz by the Rhine. He then went to the Black Forest where he mingled with the lumberjacks. Then he went to Milan and attended an anarchist trial: “It is said that Milan is a small Paris. The Milanese magistrates think so; at least on one point, they are repugnant just like their Parisian colleagues. Isn’t the magistracy the same everywhere? And can it be otherwise? It is even undoubtedly the reason which makes that through all the countries the memory of the fatherland remains to you: it goes up like a nausea when one sees the vileness of a judge”.

			As a result, he was arrested in the middle of the night and they wanted to take him to the police station on foot. “In this case, he explains, you will carry me, and, of force”. He will say later: “but also could I show myself in such company? All these people smelled of the prefecture from afar. And if, on the way, one had crossed some night owl I would rather have shouted to avoid the worst confusion, to at least rehabilitate me in the eyes of the passer-by, I am not a policeman, I am a criminal!”

			 

			As a result, Zo d’Axa was expelled from Italy. In Trieste, which he had reached on foot, he embarked for Piraeus with Italian deserters and organized a riot with them on board the ship. He was in Greece where he slept in the ruins of the Parthenon; the East attracted him and he wanted to go to Constantinople. He passed the Dardanelles and it was Kavala and Mytilene, “formerly Lesbos, which became virtuous in old age, and it is much less picturesque”, then Smyrna and finally Jaffa on January 1st, 1893. He was arrested when he disembarked, kept in custody, in a cell, at the French consulate. He escaped and took refuge in the British Consulate, which was considered inviolable... except for him. Thrown in irons on the ship La Gironde, he was the object of unhealthy curiosity from the passengers who asked him: “Scoundrel, what did you do?” He replied: “I  cut an old woman into thirteen pieces and it gave me a headache!”

			In Paris, Zo d’Axa was sentenced to eighteen months in Sainte-Pélagie. Having refused to sign a petition for pardon, he was released on July 1st, 1894, for the national funeral of President Sadi Carnot, who had been liquidated by the anarchist Caserio. Waited for by plainclothes cops at the exit, he refused to leave the prison. He is expelled. Picked up, he is put on the violin at the police station of the street Cuvier. He escaped and, as in the Brassens song, the good people tried to arrest him and succeeded. He spent twenty-four hours in the police station and was released. He published De Mazas à Jérusalem (From Mazas to Jerusalem), which he had written in prison and in which he recounted his odyssey. Adolphe Retté wrote the following about this diary: “A diary,” he wrote, “appeared (a long time ago), a whip in which bells tinkled with sobbing laughter, slammed, toupilla magistracy and legislature, High Brass of the States-Majors and Lowers of the Banks, leaders and leaders, marked the obscene backside of the bourgeoisie with red. The Outside was, which made the spinning tops waltz under starlight. Zo d’AXA, this strange man, happy to be himself, without party label, without political connections, this anarchist could not tolerate himself for long...”.

			He is riddled with debts and in spite of the success of the work before which all the critics bowed5, somewhat disillusioned by the denial of certain collaborators and deprived of the means necessary to the resumption of the newspaper, he decided to remain silent and to start again to travel. In this he is faithful to the conclusion of his book: “For quite a long time men have been made to travel by showing them the conquest of the sky. We no longer want to wait until we have conquered the whole earth. Let us each walk for our joy. And if there are still people on the road, if there are beings that nothing awakens, if there are born slaves, undecayed peoples, too bad for them! To understand is to be in the vanguard. And the joy is to act. We do not have time to mark the step: life is short. Individually we run to the assaults that call us. One spoke about dilettantism. It is not free, this one, not platonic: we pay... and we start again”.

			This trimardeur who never believed in the promises of the fairy anarchy but never flinched when he was assimilated to the companions, is reproached by them, supreme insult, to be an intellectual and an aristocrat.

			The latter do not accept that he shares equally his contempt between the masters and the slaves and proclaims, quoting Carlyle, “I vomit the ruling classes and the ruled classes disgust me. This trifler, this haughty rebel for whom morality is a chapter of aesthetics, renounces a battle judged sterile and will wander for a few years in the universe where he walks “his tawny goatee and his ironic and clear gaze” (Léo Campion). And then in 1898 comes the Dreyfus Affair, the Affair that opens two years of ferocious struggle. France was in turmoil. People are for or against, no middle ground. Zo d’Axa emerges from his tower of silence, caught up like the others in the great drama. The difference is that he does not take sides: “If this man was not a traitor, he was a captain. Let’s move on.”

			 

			And he launches his Feuille to all the winds of revolt. Written by him alone, it is illustrated by Steinlein, Luce, Auquetin, Willette, Hermann-Paul, Léandre or Couturier. And each one hits the nail on the head, like a paving stone in the frog pond. He scourges the sheep of Boisdeffre, the forgers of the General Staff in En Joue... Faux. He attacks the children’s prisons in Enfants Martyrs, a biribibi of children devoted to penal colonies. He scathes the vulgar public and the tabloid press in Dix Assassinats pour un Sou. He denounces the profit-hungry landlords in On Détrousse au coin des Lois. And the honest worker, the proletarian with the calloused hands of all the socialist and anarchist schools is not spared, not more than the “rhetoricians of the Social, promising future well-being”. “We would fail in our pleasure if, after having properly saluted the judiciary and the army, we did not hasten to bow to the people, with all available respect. That the landlords are chauvinistic, in the name of their tenement houses; that the financiers praise the army that stands guard in front of the Caisse; that the bourgeois acclaim the flag that covers their merchandise, is effortlessly explained. Even that some, half-philosophers, people of calm and tradition, numismatists or archaeologists, old poets or prostitutes, prostrate themselves before the force, it is still understandable, but that the ilots, the mistreated, the Proletariat, are patriots, why then? It is the unbreakable slouching of the mass of the exploited that creates the growing and logical ambition of the explorers. Whether he is from the mine or the factory, the Honest Worker, this sheep, has given the scabies to the flock. To educate the people! What will it take? His misery has taught him nothing. The victim becomes an accomplice. The unhappy one speaks about the flag, beats his chest, takes off his cap and spits in the air: I am an honest worker! It always falls on his nose”.

			 

			THE HONEST WORKER ONLY GETS WHAT HE DESERVES

			 

			But his masterpiece? It is the election of the candidate of The Leaf: “I always believed that abstention was the silent language which it was advisable to use to indicate its contempt of the laws and their makers. To vote, I said to myself, is to become an accomplice. You take your share of the decisions. One ratifies them in advance. You are part of the gang and the herd.

			How can one refuse to bow to the legislated Thing if one accepts the principle of the brutal law of numbers? By not voting, on the contrary, it seems perfectly logical to never submit, to resist, to live in revolt. One has not signed the contract. By not voting you remain yourself. One lives as a man that no Tartempion should boast of representing. We disdain Tartalacreme. Only then one is sovereign, since one has not crossed out one’s right, since one has not delegated anyone. One is master of one’s thoughts, aware of a direct action. One can disregard talk. One avoids this idiocy of asserting oneself against parliamentarism and electing, at the same time, the members of the parliament”.

			And he adds that he was wrong, because the foreigner is watching and that the duty of good Frenchmen is to elect a parliament worthy of the greatness of the country. And to present the most qualified of the candidates: the null donkey, since he will count all the blank and null ballots.

			 

			Here is his program poster:

			 

			Citizens,

			You are being deceived. You are told that the Chamber composed of

			fools and crooks did not represent the majority of voters.

			This is not true!

			A chamber of jocular deputies and rigging deputies represents,

			on the contrary, wonderfully, the voters that you are.

			Don’t protest: a nation gets the delegates it deserves.

			Why did you name them?

			The room represents the whole.

			It takes fools and cunning, it takes a parliament of ganaches

			and Robert Macaire to personify at the same time all the professional voters and the depressed proletarians.

			And that’s you!

			Vote, voters! Vote, the parliament comes from you. One thing is,

			because it must be, because it cannot be otherwise.

			Make the room in your image. The dog returns to his vomit.

			Go back to your MPs.

			 

			DEAR VOTERS

			Vote for them! Vote for me!

			I am the Beast that the Beautiful Democracy needs.

			Vote for me!

			 

			On the day of the election, Zo d’AXA travels around Paris walking the White Donkey. We sing:

			“It’s a donkey, a donkey, a donkey, 

			we need a donkey”.

			 

			The aliboron candidate was arrested by the police under the jeers of the crowd and taken to the pound. Zo d’Axa then abandoned him, saying “it doesn’t matter anymore, he is now an official candidate”. And in The Leaf entitled “He is elected”, he writes:

			“In connection with the elections in France, the gazettes of the whole world have, without malice, brought together the two notorious facts of the day. In the morning, at about nine o’clock, Mr. Félix Faure went to vote. In the afternoon, at three o’clock, the White Donkey was arrested.

			I read about it in three hundred newspapers. The Argus and the press mail cluttered me with their clippings. There were some in English, in Wallachian, in Spanish; still I understood. Every time I read Felix, I was sure they were talking about the donkey.

			And the last issue of The Leaf is a kind of testament. It is entitled La Dernière aux Anarchistes. About the explosion of a powder magazine in Toulon, Zo d’Axa remarks that the efforts of the dynamiters look pitiful next to this firecracker and he shouts to those who do not disarm: “no more chapels, systems and theories, the individual above all!”

			And he concludes: “It is immediately that they want to live; it is the hour that they free themselves from the guardianships, and from the words of order. Each one its road. During all the events, apart from all the parties, they launch the cry of revolt”.

			For Zo d’Axa is tired of “the inert and spineless masses cooking in the pot of servitude” (Victor Méric). Too bad for the individual if he gets stuck in the quicksand of stupidity and ignorance. This philosophy has its requirements which put off those who revere the cloud makers of the singing tomorrows. This approach is not made for the “palates of cream-licking children” (Jean Richepin). D’Axa has said all he has to say and he is on the move again. He travels the world again, from the Americas to China, from Japan to India and Africa. He lives in a barge on the rivers and canals. Disdainful of artificial cities, he avoided people but ended up stranding in Marseille where he spent his last years. He was often seen riding his bicycle and, for twenty years, convinced that men everywhere were equally duped and despicable, he kept silent. Carrying a rolled-up blanket on his shoulder, he throws it down at each stop and lies on it, disdainful of hotel rooms. A true vagabond.

			When the great planetary massacre broke out, when the teachers of the old workers’ movement, who took him as a dilettante, shamefully betrayed the revolutionary cause, he did not change, faithful to defeatism. The Russian revolution and the Bolshevist dictatorship, a sham of bourgeois oppression, did not fool him. While in Paris in 1921, he replied in Le Journal du Peuple to a journalist who accused him of denial (suspected him of having denied himself): “Keeping silent would perhaps not be enough to preserve me from the honor of appearing as a repentant. The silence, broken for a moment, will be light to me just now to be modestly naked. The last friends of L’En-Dehors and La Feuille know the meaning of a past that the present does not intend to deny. For a long time, against the ugliness of time, we reacted together. We were called anarchists, the label did not matter. In short, there are only two parties: wolves and dogs forever hostile. And not only two parties: two instincts, two ways of feeling. Yes, I was writing for pleasure, the pleasure of saying what I thought, in fact what I still feel.

			What is it then to live, if not to spend according to its nature, a moment? I like the morning on the roads near or far, and without pen, without other ambition or goal than to understand the clear day outside the floating mirages, outside as well as always, the sheets of writings near. 

			Pallor of the words. I hardly indicate, fast... at least not a false nose, it’s embarrassing. In the small happiness of birth, absurd and convenient privilege, the capitalist society, before the final bankruptcies, exempts me some pecuni. I use the last assignats to the walks which still please me. And to displease does not displease me.

			Too bad, and damn for those who suspect that a glimmer of freedom modifies the substance of my thought. It accentuates the nuances...

			... The only certainty is to Live and without waiting. So let’s live: action, word or silence. A matter of time, an individual case. And as little foolishness as possible.”

			 

			It is suggested to him to take again his pen, he answers that he does not care about the future and about “the tomorrows which will be in centuries”, “the promised Land will be the one where we will rot”.

			Until his last day, at the end of August 1930, he will live, “caring very little about the suffrages of fame, strong of the only esteem of some friends”. He who wrote that “the escapee from the social galleys, who would no longer climb into the flagged ships of religion and the fatherland, would not embark either on the rafts, without cookie, of the humanitarian Medusa”, kept his word all his life of rebel.

			He left us a precious message that only those who survive under the rubble of contemporary stupidity understand: “to circulate a little by the world, to glimpse the thickness of the masses, to find everywhere flourishing the same transposed duperies, the beliefs and the fetishisms rooted to the bone, it is true, did not lead me to edifying illusions. To breathe, to breathe elsewhere. To be nothing in the vain business. Lamp of pure air, wind from the sea. And undoubtedly nomadic.

			What is it to live, if not to spend, according to its nature, a moment?”

			 

			 

			

			
				
					4. He would be the direct descendant of the famous navigator La Pérouse.

				

				
					5. Clémenceau wrote: “From Mazas to Jerusalem is a beautiful lesson in disrespect.”
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