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SIGILLUM MEUM (LABOR, DISCIPLINA, MERCATUS)


MY SEAL (WORK, LEARNING, TRADE)


Biographical information – D. H. T. // Born in Belgium on January 27, 1975. French by nationality, having been living in France (Nice) since 1980. 1990s: First professional experience. First trading experience. Cultural association. Literary studies. From the 2000s and 2010s onward: Commercial agent (real estate, insurance, various products). Learning about forex. Management. Leadership skills. // Materialistic, rational and pragmatic. No political parties, no unions, no brotherhoods. Nevertheless, I do accept purely professional networks (business schools and their networks). Here are two things to keep in mind, as an obvious rule of thumb having stood the test of time: choosing only attractive professions; spending time only with people who recognize the fair value of your work.





A note to this edition


The current edition is available in English and made up of all the texts previously published by the author between 1992 and 2016, along with some other original texts, some of which have been the subject of online prepublications, written in 2016 and 2017.


2.0, between continuity and rupture compared to the great streams of literature of the twentieth century, is a novel the form of which can sometimes be like that of essays or theses, while mixing mythologies and modernity.


Mars Girl, as an action novel, presents itself as a parodistic tribute to American popular culture, and it inspired the same author who further drawn his comic book ZSF9IKN92, which transcends the topics covered in the scenario through an artistic approach in an old form, similar to fine art in stained glass.


Last Falls, as an essay about political fiction, lays down the theoretical bases for a nephilim trend, which, behind this updated biblical reference, is in fact an extreme left-wing way of thinking that is strongly characterized by antisocial individualism and the mysticism of subjectivity.


Posal, as a text related to personal development, proposes a pragmatic synthesis of what we can learn from professional experience and literary ideals, marking a key transition and helping us to understand the relationship between realism and authenticity.


Lastly, the annexes consist of three axes: political views, professional considerations and daily life, highlighting the professional report written by the author in the framework of a mission within a building materials company, as a marketing manager.


This book is more than a twenty-five-year progress report in terms of writing, having gone hand in hand with, as a counterpoint, a wealth of experience in the world of work, like a celebration of life and unique paths in all their complexity.





General preface


As I never miss an opportunity to remind us of that, in addition to my selling activities, primarily in real estate, including my management career, I have always felt the need to dedicate my free time to advancing my personal development across areas that aren’t directly connected with my preference for trade negotiation (literary studies, creative hobbies and self-study). And, in my own way, like others before me, I realized that all our efforts to explore our own personality for improvement could have beneficial effects on our professional life, which is always a big part of how well we do in finding interest in our private life from a personal point of view. These texts were written between 1992 and 2016 and are a clear testimony to this.


The notions of marks and mediations, suggesting the impersonal figure of the absent writer, highlight fictional narrative expressions, the creation of critical distance and the perspective of poetry writing in its various aspects: breaks with contemporary times (for example when sales representatives demonstrate curiosity, decide to go beyond advertising slogans, go back in time and take a step back), the redefinition of popular culture (with a parodistic dimension that echoes the vortex of a world where people travel a great deal, taking flights or going online), the balancing of political messages (because, instead of the sublimity of the left-right debate through respect for individuals and entrepreneurship, the misery in the world condemns us all to live under the tyranny of a left that loses itself in the welfare state and a right that reduces us to slavery).


Besides the mystical erosion of narcissism, the key issue in terms of relationships between men and women is broader than the heterosexuality of the male author, as I’m attracted to women in exclusive terms and in an on-going way – it has always been the case: this also relates to the majority of the population. These writings, in their various forms, can thus be understood as a plea for conservative thinking, in the shadows and in silence.


D. H. T.


Nice, French Riviera, May 2016





General introduction


Since the texts of this literary book develop, in a poetic, narrative or didactic manner, an individualistic and civilized approach of thought, speech and action, prudence dictates that we should make a distinction between narcissism defined as an excellent opportunity for self-criticism and critical thought (as shown in 2.0) on the one hand, and on the other hand the figure of who has come to be called, according to some commentators, the hated narcissistic pervert, who manipulates people in order to get from here to there, showing no compassion whatsoever.


It can be seen, therefore, that this introduction puts itself on the road towards a confrontation between references to the texts and our presence in the world in general, especially the world of work. Such a transition appears to be a way of measuring the gap between the field of literature and the professional sphere, before acknowledging their differences and their similarities (Posal is the logical outcome). Three preliminary remarks will precede the evocation and the denunciation of some defining characteristics of the narcissistic pervert, before addressing a variety of considerations concerning the emphasis on the critical reading of ideas, movements and critical approaches.


Firstly, insofar as opponents have experienced, at a certain point in their existence and despite themselves, that they were seen as bad people, manipulators would use role reversal to accuse opponents of behaving like manipulators. Secondly, jeopardizing individuals and perpetuating a situation of collective oppression is unfortunately the equivalent of a relentless hunt of public enemies, when confusion reigns and there’s a problem of interpretation. Thirdly, our legitimate fight against the updating of workplace violence and its weapons mustn’t hide the fact that, if workplace violence is indeed sometimes embodied by dangerous people, this also refers to organizational phenomena such as the problem of moral harassment in the workplace when individuals are victims of the group.


In addition to a blatant form of malevolence, which is expressed, for example, through unjustified criticism, abuses occurring from nonverbal communication (blurred eyes, grimaces and mimics instead of clear reactions) should alert us to potentially dangerous people. Recruiters who, while pouting, wrinkle resumes of candidates in their presence by giving the impression that they dry their hands show, in doing so, lack of respect for the candidates in question. That attitude is confirmed by the fact that the recruiters are unable to provide solid arguments when applications are rejected. Bad faith, in a case like this, is then to claim that the candidates are unable to get jobs because the resumes are supposedly badly presented, even though resumes aren’t the root of the problem because, to tough economic times, we can add that there’s sometimes a notion of deliberate harm based on irrational grounds.


Finally, one of the weak points of harmful people is their tendency to overestimate the naivety of other people, which is explained by the fact that, precisely, this kind of person isn’t mature enough to show empathy. Therefore these people imagine, wrongly, that the whole business goes unnoticed. Unfortunately, it’s difficult for the fight against such cases to be carried out when, either too lax or too complacent, the organizational policy encourage bad practices. It’s all the more difficult when the managers in question are acknowledged as major players and friends in a working environment and in education and training.


Anyone who may show an interest in going in the opposite direction, believing it’s important to get away from psychological violence perpetrated by bad managers, would pay the price of descending into the blindness of the union struggle and the alienation typifying it, giving us one more reason to justify the essential role of individualism and criticism in the reporting of serious assaults on the most fundamental civil liberties. It would be ideal to bring unhappy people together, whatever side of the political spectrum they come from, and take to the street, as mentioned in the chapter of the political essay dedicated to antisocialism, referring to a better world, but trade unions present more drawbacks than advantages when they lack vision in their very foundations. If we need reminding, it isn’t realistic, economically speaking, to want to reduce hours of work and increase wages: resources are becoming scarce and there are too many of us, so taxes on wealth, which already exist and are advocated on many sides, wouldn’t be enough to deal with the complexity of the problem of low income and everything that’s happening.


To be perfectly honest, if I can, in this introduction and in the appendices, get out of my chair on an exceptional basis, without excess and for illustrative purposes solely, I myself happened to encounter numerous difficulties on the labor market like so many other people. That doesn’t mean, of course, that I’m a building worker, but I’m not wealthy. I have worked for a long period of time as a sales representative and I have done it through efforts, which is why I have been successful, after a certain number of years, in accessing managerial positions in local agencies, before going beyond this and becoming ambitious for other achievements due to my own perseverance. While trade unionists adhere to a collaborative movement, I’m a supporter of individual action.


Why have I launched an online petition against trade unions, one may say, since that’s the case and I assume responsibility in all I do? This is simply because, beyond mass movements and the organizations involved, for a number of us there are cases where we like to show that what appears in our eyes as essential is very different: encouraging individuals and private initiative, in such a way that every individual can get better with everything through work. If business activities and management functions aren’t often perceived as dangerous, I don’t personally feel I’ve got to judge what others are doing, but I know from my own experience that anyone going into business must work upon oneself to persuade others of the benefits of products or services, not counting time (on many occasions, as a real estate sales representative I have grinded through eighty hour work weeks, not only because it was necessary but also through passion for my profession), before proving one can shoulder big responsibility in the interest of all, in a difficult and competitive world.


No one doubts hardship at work on construction sites, nevertheless, it has to be acknowledged that trade unions aren’t doing justice to people. What is also clear is that the petition isn’t intended to ban demonstrations, because it’s actually about putting restrictions on, given the need to ensure that the economy continues to operate with a view to achieving mutual benefit. In the context of the criticism of socialist governments one expects, it can be found, basically, in all chapters of Last Falls, certainly not as much as some people had hoped, although the space for this criticism isn’t fundamentally incompatible with the analysis of the parameters (neoliberal globalization, offshoring, sclerotic national politics and parliamentary careerism) that helps to explain the crisis in the job market and deserve a full debate.


As a reminder, antisocialism is a far left-wing thinking (namely a radically antiracist, anticolonial, anti-slavery and antisocial thinking), breaking with the whole of the political class as it currently stands in social democratic republics, including other left-wing movements and trade unions in this context. The atypical character of the commitment required is distinguished by both the resurgence of state control in some areas (with, for example, the return of capital punishment) and forms of radical individualism in some other areas (with, for example, the legalization of euthanasia for those who, asking how to end their lives, lawfully request such, without any risk of suicide contagion). This thinking, which is complex and combinatorial while remaining consistent, takes on a particular dimension in the context of rejections and singularities by integrating some aspects of classical liberalism (business), fascism (some degree of official political formalism against brotherhoods) and reactionary policies (the preservation of the identity of men and women, as well as of the traditional concept of marriage in legislation as a civilizational legacy). Consequently, members and supporters of political parties, trade unions or brotherhoods in the given context aren’t welcome, and their possible attempts to build consensus will be evaluated negatively.


Talking about non-starters and advertisements without any intentions of following through, having dealt with the problem of trade unions, we will now examine the problem of the weak right replacing the weak left: Juppé in France, for example. Of course, he’s just a consensual politician among many, and there are too many of them who don’t understand or don’t want to understand that, in politics, opposition groups are required in order to keep debates alive. Christian Combaz does well in speaking ironically about his “agnosticist Catholicism (and, while we’re at it, why not deal with Buddhist skinheads?)”


Otherwise, in theoretical terms, and Combaz takes care to indicate that, it would be interesting to improve understanding of common cultural paradigms, which would explain, for example, the possibility of a given form of agnosticism remaining heavily based on Catholic culture. With this, it can be considered that there would be Buddhist skinheads. Overall, it may well exist, since the history of the skinhead movement reveals that the latter is characterized by its variety and far from being limited to neo-Nazi groups, also including militants of the far left, antiracists or people described as apolitical. As for freemasons, who are supported by Juppé, unfortunately, it’s difficult to see them excluded, given the fact that they’re overprotected. It should be noted in passing that Zemmour or even Soral are imposters, as they don’t intend to prohibit freemasonry but to make it more transparent, as proposed by Sophie Coignard in a different context.


Another non-starter that can be mentioned is that of those who are disappointed by socialism, like Aude Lancelin, the author of Le Monde libre. In fact, it’s a question of reopening the debate on two views on the left: that of Bourdieu and that of captains of industry, as was the case with the reform initiated by Alain Juppé in 1995. This is a far cry from Trotskyist, anarchistic and situationist tendencies, which are about to become obsolete, gradually replaced by consensual anti-fascist movements, as is the case, for example, with Nuit Debout, with the support of Soros. Weakness is also noticeable among those fighting on the other side, as illustrated by Marine Le Pen. This is even more striking in the case of the resistance to the fact that there are pertinent critical axes that are common to extremists in both camps (left and right), partly because this isn’t to the liking of powerful interests from the point of view of centrists, Mafiosi and the French Republic, which is the age-old policy of “divide and rule”, defending privileges.


One can consider legitimate the views of Amaury Grandgil and his review of the book La Fachosphère pour les nuls by Dominique Albertini and David Doucet, because this criticism of the criticism leaves the door open to the soundness of the rejection of the social and republican model that supports the administration in a context in which capitalism coincides with neoliberalism, characterized by a totally open market, maximum exploitation of resources and a systematic decrease in labor costs. In that way, we should say that the line of thinking that calls into question the sustainability of this economic model goes beyond ideological allegiances.


Paradoxical though it may seem at first sight in this context, we see that it’s possible to find a number of commonalities between those who aren’t part of the bipolar centrist consensus, some of which can be identified as: extremists in both camps (left and right), religious persons of all confessions (both traditional and fighting against terrorist trends and other abuses), without forgetting traditional liberals and libertarians, who are justified in thinking that “it was better before for everyone”.


Indeed, in a globalized economy, the poorest populations in a given world region work hard to produce consumption goods that other people buy, being in another part of the world that is less poor, which allows them to make purchases with no guarantee of continuation. The time is long past when Ford was starting out, which was more in line with the traditional approach of capitalism that can be considered as more reasonable than neoliberal capitalism, since the problem is less that of capitalism than that of its evolution. On the one hand, the recognition of the psychological dimension of work constitutes substantial progress if we compare it to Taylorism but, on the other hand, the economic model underlying Fordism was more stable. In 2016, instead of this stability, we manage crisis. Let’s be realistic and face it, cynicism and unhappiness in politics don’t prevent us from enjoying the work we do: we need motivated people in order for our efforts to be successful in such an unstable environment.


In addition to exasperation taking over as a result of groups representing the far left who are ostensibly hostile to the police, we can argue that a different perspective is required, namely new points of convergence between extreme left-wing movements, extreme rightwing movements and individuals of all sides (all ethnic groups and faiths taken together) for the defense of the democratic State under the rule of law, against a common enemy: freemasons and mafia phenomenon in general. If the latter pose no special problem for a number of people, then it’s partly understandable that the proposed alliance against freemasonry (and, consequently, against the decadence of mores and against uncontrolled immigration, which is something worth thinking about) isn’t of interest to them, as they regard this alliance as a utopian fantasy that doesn’t inspire them. The fact remains that people in France demonstrate cowardice when they target veiled women.


Women, provided this doesn’t exceed the bounds of decency, should remain free to decide to dress like they wish, veiled or not. The Muslim religion, in righteousness and in a transparent way in terms of ideology, gives France an opportunity to combat decadence and start a debate on the alternatives while contributing to the campaign against terrorism, whereas freemasonry and its followers, who claim to represent anti-establishment in an informal way, striking a false note when compared to the rule of law, are a criminal organization that is a real danger from a legal point of view.


Freemasonry, as an obscure network of cronyism, rumors, calumnies and dishonest or unethical activity, constitutes a serious violation of public life and of the private life of decent people everywhere, while constituting also an obstacle to economic activity and to the job market due to unfortunate interactions, which are legally questionable, between initiation traditions and corrupt managerial practices. This indicates that freemasonry and all kinds of gangs should be prohibited, plain and simple, and that we should put freemasons to forced work, before considering introducing stronger measures, in order to send them a strong message in complete legality so that they become aware of public anger, and to liberate the country from their influence.


The criminal, unacceptable and absolutely reprehensible nature of freemasonry leaves no room for doubt (underground networking, cooptation, esoteric symbols, a culture of secrecy, threatening implications and their omnipresent influence in all areas of public and private life, disregarding the law). Furthermore, it’s advisable that someone should manage to show the true face of atrocious crimes (torture and murders of children), like those denounced in videos on the internet dealing with influence networks, and to bring to light the political dimension of this guilt. Would it be any wonder that these are mafia networks? Of course not.


However, this critical approach is often set in the perspective of the fervor of the Christian life. And yet it’s possible that someone might be against freemasonry while encouraging euthanasia, out of respect for those who decide to end their existence. It’s also clear that, after decades of a governance structure with a majority of freemasons, the debate over euthanasia has bogged down. It can thus be seen that disagreements arise between critics, the important thing being that everyone involved (the far left, the far right, religious people and independents) wants this kind of network to be banned (freemasons, Rotarians, Lions, the Order of Malta, the Opus Dei and so on) and irrevocably rejects it.


When one deals with such an unhealthy and unnatural organization (freemasonry), it comes as no surprise that one ends up with crazy counterproductive laws, such as same sex marriage. It’s too bad Soral doesn’t support a ban on this mafia network (freemasons), even though, at another level, he’s right when he speaks against same sex marriage. Let’s be clear on hostility, go the rest of the way and do it right. The French population would benefit from it. Further to that, I launched an online petition for the abolition of the Taubira law in 2013 and this petition springs from an independent initiative, which allows to collect signatures from various opponents sharing the same conviction.


All those opposed to same sex marriage are therefore welcome, whatever side they come from, provided that they share this conviction: the far left, the far right, the voters who are disillusioned by the current policy, traditional-minded believers (Jews, Christians, Muslims and so on) and others who simply think that France wouldn’t be such a bad place if we went back to a condition at least equivalent to prior to Hollande, which would be the beginning. In the same line of thinking, going back to the 1980s wouldn’t be so bad, compared with what the country is currently undergoing, where social democrats deal with matters related to same sex marriage while destitution is rising. When impoverishment descends, it’s important to remember that the main themes are as follows: stop uncontrolled immigration, which is in no one’s interest; support victims, whatever their skin color; support policemen, who have a difficult job.


Narcissistic perversity, moral harassment, corrupt trade unions, the political class’ inertia, terrorism, Islamophobia, the trivialization of racism, networking’s decline, the lack of recognition of the criminal nature of freemasonry, legal uncertainty over the problem of mafias, the decadence of mores, uncontrolled immigration, the powerlessness of policemen who lack capacity, world crisis and other anomalies, to all this we must add one of the latest examples to date, which will be used as a basis for concluding this introduction: the idea of a universal income. This is again another aberration resulting from neoliberalism and its supporters (on the left and right alike), who use all available means in trying to maintain the people in a state of subjection from a political and economic point of view, with the idea of creating generations of brain-damaged anthropomorphic sheep who can’t write nor read, nor speak, nor calculate, nor drive, nor work.


On the contrary, what is to be aimed at is full employment by simplifying dismissal procedures and abolish welfare payments, in order to favor hiring and high salaries, in addition to a greater level of autonomy and closer involvement in community life by enlightened individuals, with competencies and intelligence. With the advent of such a policy, we would put an end to the post-industrial synthesis between the degeneration of the left (mob democracy and thieves) and that of the right (market confiscation and pseudo elites), which would be replaced by a convergence between ethical standards advocated by the left and far left (work shouldn’t be deleted but improved) as well as by the right and far right (in the dual context of empowerment and relocation at all levels of the economy).


Faced with the aberrations of going beyond supposed divides, which lead to the loss of reference points and a situation where nothing changes, rehabilitating strong identities and strong oppositions would open the door for what hasn’t been done before from the perspective of large-scale politics, in order to contribute to a change: combining radical approaches in a political agenda according to the main courses of action, just as when various tools are being used drawn from the same toolbox depending on what we’re working on at a given point in time. For instance, that would mean promoting: Stalinism in defending public services, classical liberalism in abolishing the welfare state once and for all, reactionary forces in preserving the institution of marriage, Malthusian ecologism in controlling population growth, fascism in combating the mafia, libertarianism in arming citizens and anarchism in safeguarding individual rights in the private sphere. In other words: antisocialism.


Keeping in mind that this is about reviving the heritage of Heidegger’s thought through the double movement of political dissatisfaction and a passion for how the world should be, as the literature of the shadows, in deep silence, thus avoids causing tragedies, which is too present beyond literature, all that remains for us now is to continue the work, working on ourselves and working in the world with modesty, despite everything that is going on, where books are remaining with their readers, even and especially when they’re absent. Those who enjoy working as sales representatives, going out of their way to meet people, and those who enjoy reading, going out of their way to meet words, are all coming together in remembering the times when ancient merchants were sailing from military ports to reach other military ports, meet other warlike people and support a pacified climate through exchanges, being beneficial to all stakeholders at another level.


D. H. T.


Nice, French Riviera, October 2016





2.0 – Preface


Between 1992 and 2004 I wrote some unfinished texts, a part of them, now out-of-print, having been published by publishers in Nice, and the others, from 2001, unpublished. These texts precede my thriller Mars Girl, which broke my works on the Web. By reworking them in a final form, I wanted to tell the story of an intellectual evolution as if it were about a fiction, defining a narrative essay, between an essay and a novel. Esthetic, psychoanalytical and spiritual inspired, the approach moves from theory to imagination, with sometimes precise bibliographic references, especially in art criticism. It questions the individual as a problem, and contradictory faces philosophical trends, laying the groundwork for a poetic thought in progress. Words are the main characters, as traces of someone in the world.


This passion for writing has always been part of my experience. Professionally, my first business experiences date back to the early 1990s. During my spare time, I was also part of a collective of artists in this decade, before studying literature then management. As a salesman, I worked mostly in real estate. The unpredictable aspects of life nourished a rich and broken reflection, versatility being self-evident. If I hadn’t had the need to study and earn a living, I would have had more time to devote to writing, drawing and music, and my production would have been more important. But it allowed me to stand back, to think, to take decisive turns and to avoid duplication. I have no regrets.


D. H. T.


Nice, French Riviera, May 2013 and December 2014





2.0 – Prolog: Variations (2000)


The obvious fact of the light that his eye inhales in the silence of shapes holds its breath, looks for a support, with the sweat of the difficult plan of the woman architect on the checkerboard recomposed image after image, shade after shade, as a beautiful imaginary staircase from a dimension to another. He would have loved the drawing of these waves, as a spectral memory from an invitation to another within the waves into which no human look penetrates, he would have loved this soft whiteness in the trail of his certainties, but upstream, until the bitter dazzle of a ruined image under a shower of sun. Amazement, you who completely deliver them in the course of enactment, as a serial feast, a milky dance, make drunk his prayer.


They may run after the clouds which they read, as being blind and unaware of their own blindness, following the fall, the dust that vomits the spotless rivers, they may run from top to bottom, glittered to themselves, blinding, so sudden in front of space, so quick to give up to the appeal of vestiges and broken lines, to make rise the water of fountains, to get mad, to bite into black lines. To the memory of the female inhabitant only the regenerating, cosmic and thus unexpected madness of whom guides from one room to another, them visitors of the impossible and its building via pure reflections, fetal stainless steel in immersion, glass trance where their brightness is dying, before amnesia.


Convergence of three pillars beyond weaknesses returned, in their memory, to the flash of lightning of perfection, some quadrangular forms as witnesses dedicated to the sensualism of a round in ellipse, as the air figure, at the level of the iris, of a reconquered necessity. Its cylinders as offerings, its stellar lines as challenges in abysses. To drink night from the bottle of snowy blades that wind, to enjoy its own notches, as a sublimate internal violence when the fold is made palpitation, when the pyramid still holds its surface against the pressing rumor of its bases, and when bases become indefiniteness. Enigma of an interruption blurring tracks in the silence, he always looks for the vertical origins of the Nile.


Nothing ever gives as the unity of a kindly immovable object in the one-way expectation of the transparent day, and still to wonder about the power of the air, their rise along these towers, those even so desired by the eager tribes which their dreams arouse in them then outside them, stronger, faster, at the rate of the parade of the moment, the multiplicity of a photography come back from icebergs or legions of amnesia.


How can they make theirs such proliferation of gradually contradictory indications, how can they find the way back that leads from view to touch, how can they feed the gaping wound imposed on their perception by the movement of five sacred daggers supporting in front of them, such a tear, the inflexible power of a single face, how can they give a sense, here and now, to their own solitude?


It’s the wish shouted while flying by any surface that this penetration establishing it as the guard of a perspective in deployment, the dark scope, certainly, but the laugh, also, of these few mouths so wide open on the space which drinks their light irony, and they don’t stop it anymore, then, seeing things with a new eye, all buzzing suspended here and there to the circular horizons that dress space a little, converging parallel, matrix of base lines. Amazement, you who wake in them then outside them the desire of a monument when it’s still nevertheless the low forehead that dominates them, these fascinating beings that they would like to see increasing, unmasked amazement, will you pursue your reconversion of their cylinders in lines saturating the regular screens where diagonals slide, collide?


Sometimes, sobriety breaks dizziness when the latter becomes monotonous, because everything is dying, even dizziness, strips become black, distraught laughter, soft whiteness, a whole world of brightness in hibernation looking for, downstream, a temporary refuge, then, in a myriad of exits in the ambient rigidity, three-hundred and sixty degrees put in contribution, freedom, finally, gains through the bottom, whereas the ascent, always more difficult, more impenetrable, and the dizziness of the detail, as the rampart of the woman architect, motorizes them uneven, announces the yellow iron where the sharpness and the length get loose as a fragile boost, maintains them at a distance. The space takes shape in its nudity, makes slopes vibrate so fast as their eyelids: they never see their movement.


They riddles interrupted blurring iron, stainless steel, glass in the silence, he always looks for a sense in his solitude, him with no color, on the quay of a port, in a garden, a station hall. Anybody blows to hold since any relief runs aground on the liveliness of the bottom, from an illusion to another, its cylinders as the chinks, its stellar lines as a challenge in the obvious fact of the light, to the memory of the female inhabitant’s prison only the madness of which, as quadrangular forms, guides from a mirage to another.


Suite (2001). A first approach would lead to equate the contents of the work with the own library of the artist, the man, and to conclude from it that the idea of such a realization, a monumental library in the shape of an obliterated human face, was able to germinate only in the mind of a scholar. Even if, in this particular case, only the library as an artistic concept holds attention, it’s necessary to subscribe all the same partially to this idea because, in front of the monument or within it, always remains in the active look of the spectator an artist, a man to appropriate the work at the same time as he becomes the property of the latter. This spectator, feeling stronger thanks to the knowledge that he embraces looking around as to make the synthesis of his own knowledge, can as well find himself or not in the person of the sculptor.


So identifying one’s own mental space with the information networks that the impersonal absence of a face in perpetual expectation of redefining is protecting, namely the forehead of the square head, then the scale of the cultural base of language and thought shows itself. But who, in the alder of detail, knows the number of books that hide behind those presumed read when, coming and going with readers disrupting the order of the shelve from a consultation to the other one, the data circulate, mix, confuse the issue? Because if the building, which is apparently homogeneous when seen from outside, goes on in the complex architecture of the methods of classification, defining a semiological then semantic connection between the various works that constitute the object, it appears at the same time that the interactions caused by the relative anarchy of the human passage impede this connection until making every book read telling something else according to the neighborhood that the disorder creates.


We shall not forget this is an intelligent disorder, which authorizes exactly to let the clutch in on the question of the meaning, as significant is the inextricable character that promises a so ambitious confrontation. The meaning, according to the metaphor identifying, we shall have understood it, the contents of the cultural building with the complex whole human brain, will formulate in cognitive terms of entrance and exit, touching in real time the urban limits of the representation in this particular case. Among the comings and goings, those made within the building distinguish themselves from those who put in relation the latter with their environment.


Inside, of course, we have to read mentally or in a low voice, concentrating the information in its silent spirit, as an introspective exercise leading then to the illusion of tyrannizing the representation, thinking that the readers isolated in this statutory silence are individually the only and real center of thought of the square head. In fact, it only takes moving a little away from this viewpoint to notice that the contents, which is plural, is only made with relational units. But if, as a reader, the individual represents a unit among others, how can he define his relation with the nearby units who represent for example the people reading at the same table as he?


This relation, taking place in a space of signs, will persist on a metaphoric way, while maybe waiting for something better: as a place of awakening in the consciousness of the otherness, as far as we look in the book for what we can’t find in ourselves, the library arouses, as we can imagine it, a curiosity for the reading of other people, which is dual curiosity. From one book to another, we see in this way a number of transitions corresponding to so many problems. Fascinated by literary reading in front of a female reader absorbed by the economics, he likes to imagine what would be the sense of his reading if the title of the nearby work became that of his, to what extent he could consider the first one, how to write a book, like the dark side of the second, how to sell a book, and conversely. Of course, this image, in its simplification, gives only to glimpse all the subtlety of the links that it is up to each to develop, according to one’s availability, between the centers of interest of others and one’s own ones in a call, thus, for shift.


To summarize, the question would be: how can the reading of the person on the opposite side, of which we can get an idea only through the title of the work, enrich one’s own reading? This question doesn’t arise without a certain taste for fictional stories, in the name of the pleasure of which we adduce certain extrapolations, as far as the communication can always become established, and as far as this work on thought helps to be better situated or to repeat one’s connection to the world if such is the studied purpose. Who will deny that, surprised in one’s consultation by a look thrown on the cover of one’s closed view, one is brought to put in perspective the object of one’s own study, as a partial position occupied in the endlessness of knowledge?


One has still to imagine that the chain, once started, propagates infinitely, leaves multiple places, borrows various directions, implies gradually all the present readers in the library, activates a vast speculative, epistemological and cultural circuit where, in the principal silence, thought is vitality. Is the square head a brain only in the metaphor and doesn’t the latter, as a representation, find partially its limits in the fact that the attendance of books only belongs to spirits of flesh? It’s necessary to read again the definition of units because the reader enters and goes out of the library as he likes, what couldn’t be a matter of the power of a neuron, inevitably too much connected to the architecture to which it contributes. From this point of view, we rather have to deal with variable, commutative, exchangeable units of information susceptible of so many combinations as the complexity of a language allows it.


So the meaning, in terms of polysemy, among which each one would embody a minimal element, would suppose a syntax, which is an asymmetry and a functional disparity within a mutual and coherent chain. The image still raises problem. Nobody becomes confused with one’s reading, and the book that the reader reads doesn’t become confused with the latter. At the most there’s a dual connection, without the prospect of a symmetry, between containing and contents. If the book informs, brings a certain consistency, we become its raw and alive material, and it does channel and establish an informative frame. The book becomes the packaging of its reader, and the latter its contents.


The displayed image doesn’t stop breaking, decomposing into contradictory relations according to a cleanly unconscious logic: here the reality of the already structured human brain, there the metaphor of its materiality as a signifier whose signified would appear only at the time of the reading; here the chain of brains/readers as so many units of the mental organ of the square head, there a fluctuating tissue of information without any neuronal relevance; here an enter on a large scale, as a solution in the library, there an exit on a small scale, as a dissolution outside the latter. Units would find themselves, more than in the users passing through, rather in the shape of the librarians dedicated to the rational and normative organization of signs.


There’s another paradox, which is that of an already living brain, because human beings work in this library, and of an already informed brain, because one comes there to look for reading and not to make a contribution to books, but this brain is such that only a chaotic and undisciplined presence is missing to make it completely look like a mind that would be torn between abstraction and contingency. As a reminder of this opaque semantic nebula, indicated, in its surface, by the visible absence of any face, any definitive characterization, the computerization of the accessible data, bibliographical references, authors, titles, subjects, often illegible codes of shelf, identifies the frontal surface of the square head in the screen of the computer given to the user.


A strange analogy is outlined around the screen-making where seem to converge simultaneously the non-face of the head, in the loss of identity or otherness that it can symbolize, the loss of subjectivity operated by the computer network, as important data banks are available on the Internet, and objectification by means of a knowledge seen as an impersonal and reassuring lexical and syntactic technology. What is the strangeness of such an analogy? Its instability, the difficulty of always discerning the terms that compose it, entirely being in a constant stream of what everybody’s missing, among which, in no particular order: what the readers don’t understand, their question marks over the otherness of knowledge, the imperceptible speed of the operations made by machines to supply a wanted reference.


There’s an uncertain community between these various base lines, a community still being besides the strangeness in question, and which is reducible in the physical, metaphorical, one and plural place, but never without tears nor inconsequence, where absence, lack and their memory persist: the hollow of an inhuman face, that of the library as that of the IT screen but also that of everyone, whom nobody sees directly. Because between the various strata of the stream of what everybody’s missing and the violence of their contact point, as a brain unclearly mixing human flesh, signs and electricity in some monstrous but discreet fireworks, appears something as an exchange proposal and an obstinate refusal.


This link between sculptural and architectural elements, which are impenetrable while constituting an invitation to enter, and the problematic connection with representations, as an arduous cross-checking that the most complex adversity shows, this subtle and disturbing meeting means stating that, somewhere, somebody tries hard to give something for something else but that this something else, ironically, remains the same and that the exchange won’t happen, prevented by the return of an empty space, an interposed non-face. Thus an impossible exchange. Is the square head really the place of an equivalence, on the basis of a knowledge, between the brain of a man, the reader, and the brain of the machine, the computer of the library, in a synthesis illustrated, once and for all, by the impersonality of the square? Jean Baudrillard would conclude in these terms: "Nevertheless nothing is set yet. From this definitive equivalence come all the conflicting forms of the peculiarity of fate – all which takes place in this radical uncertainty and which makes of the impossibility of the exchange its rules of the game".





2.0 – Chapter 1: The Broken Mirror (1992-1994)


The constellation of looks can be so cruel, but one should never wish blindness for all that. Having started with poetry, he results here, in the middle of the most regular prose, intended to be read or not, with this peculiarity to write by improvising, without bringing any correction to his sentences. He thinks there are pre-creations as there are reproductions. Maybe his stories will be many, it depends on him. A plane which has been flying for a long time, that’s what best appears to define him, this plane being almost invisible, and a point of black and dense ink, which promises not to take off straight ahead. In fact, isn’t the reader himself at the same place, and isn’t he himself like the others looking forward to a continuation, to the end, or otherwise to a better writing? He will draw from the future the encouragements he needs to continue, not to stay at the same place, to make so that this point exploits its ink, has a death at the end, or at least some wrinkles, unless the decoration changes, in which case the ink of the point would be used more plastically.


This is the first chapter, but the construction of the book still can change, so one shouldn’t become too much attached to this kind of detail. One will have to be situated in a more subjective way. He always boasted that he was more logical than the others. He dismisses to subjectivity when one talks to him about his age. Why do people write? He thinks that there will be no first chapter, no more than there will be a last one. He saw some intelligent subjects coming up against the notion of present time. Present defines itself as an eternity. Past and future don’t exist. No need to go to psychiatry for so little. Just a curious paradox.


In his previous papers, he had raved. He gives himself the beginning of a paragraph to begin a new life, without clumsiness of style. No, the past and the future don’t exist. Yes, it’s disturbing for a quiet mind. But what does one say about some water which sleeps? He has the impression to hear that he’s one page old, but it doesn’t matter. He could tear what he finds badly written in his text, or correct it. Why doesn’t he write like the others, with drafts and uncountable corrections to finalize in several years a small head of work of patience? He’s lazy, and maybe it’s a disadvantage to admit it. He has the conviction, or rather a certain degree of conviction, to be able to create a certain way of expressing oneself, a literary place where any tasteless word is an excuse to do poetry. Isn’t the poetry this luxury in which one sees a parasitism of writing, this ornament which comes to fill by its sublime or otherwise mystic aspect the stylistic gaps of a paper? Why does one give so many explanations? The most commonplace errors will be corrected, those mostly owed to typing errors during a fight between the human being and the machine which very often gives up its masochism to express itself at the cost of its opponent, the boss of the game. That’s a bad start. On this matter, maybe it would be high time to put an end to animism. There’s no vital energy in the keyboard of a computer, or moreover in a rugby ball, which doesn’t complain about it for all that. Why does a refinement feature, literature depending a lot on keyboards, have to join to a spirit of rebellion against superior authorities? Would one have passed on a certain intelligence, a consciousness of freedom for example, in the most direct tool of modern thought, namely the object which he’s beating as he writes these lines? Everything is in him. He becomes enraged in front of his keyboard according to his challenge, to write a book unexpectedly, by using an object without which he wouldn’t have more than to write in the hand, what would correspond maybe better, moreover, to the type of writing than he appropriated, improvisation.


Animism is dead. Everything is in him. He defines the object, and the custom which he’s going to make of the aforementioned object defines itself with regard to this definition. It’s written in an old book of philosophy. No philosophy is new. Everything is said in the first words of humankind. What follows is only development, evolution as ideas go, deduction. He doesn’t want to make the error committed during the conception of his previous manuscript. He accumulated sentences, fragments of text, among which certain fates to understand the universe in a very condensed way. Miniaturized, annihilated complete encyclopedia. He wrote, loose, pornographic texts, poems, absurd, very poetic stories also. Why not allowing time to make things, why wanting to finish everything before nothing is begun? He flies, very far, very high a lot, but it’s necessary to him to learn to be above all.


His previous manuscript could have been entitled The Claws of soul and represents the dawn of his writing. It’s less by concern of precision than to give to his text a biblical dimension that he mentions it. He talks a lot about himself, but in the present text it’s an unreal himself, another one, a character of this narrative essay, not to be confused with a philosophic novel. One finds indeed a certain pedagogy there, what isn’t the subject of The Stranger by Camus for example. He likes very much the novels of his century, the twentieth, because they are success on the esthetic plan. The sentences are short as thrown darts, have a striking impact. Boris Vian is one of the masters of the kind, at least that’s his opinion. He wonders if these authors well understand their own novels, the impact which they can have, on the esthetic plan in particular. The presentation of a book has a lot of importance. A plastic cover, a plastic book, in which one can find the same charm as in abstract art, and sentences without verbs, dislocated. Here’s a narrative essay, with a completely imaginary character.


The work of satiric authors has a particular attraction, stronger than those who praise, those who admire publicly as in the previous paragraph. The serious authors are themselves to distinguish from accursed poets as far as they write without too much extravagance, poetry. A part of poetry was gobbled up by songs. A beautiful text of poetry isn’t inevitably a text of pure poetry anymore. Apollinaire's poetry is more modern than the poetry of most of the singers who succeeded him. By certain aspects, his performances remind those of Rabelais. Satiric works have a more immediate impact, with fewer repercussions in time than the others, a shorter life cycle. But they release an extraordinary energy and some succeed in captivating the interest beyond centuries, as those of Aristophanes. One could write a satire of Plato inspired by Aristophanes and by Voltaire by entitling it Dream and clouds. Pride, self-satisfaction and doubt as for the style qualifies him best at the moment.


He tells himself. He thinks that he’s going to write, or rather that he’s writing a book resolutely different from the books that he likes in reaction to love that he feels for them. Depression watches for him, but he knows that he’s soon going to go out of it. Its keeps an eye on him, but he thinks of possessing the way to escape in its excess strong influence. By rereading, because he rereads a lot all the same, he realizes that he doesn’t write so much to complain, contrary to what he had believed. And nevertheless, is the writing something else than a complaint, more or less painful, limited by references, among others signs of self-confidence?


He thinks that he’s going to commit a murder. Here’s the kind of reflection that his depression can inspire to him. However one can speak here about the testimony of a certain esthetic search which came to him when he imitated Marquis de Sade, even the Antichrist, as the author of a Last Gospel where get involved the most shocking words in philosophic considerations on psychopaths, as well as in surprising parallels between art and cannibalism. He thought that he would be welcome to commit a murder in this narrative essay, to bring the reader towards literary horizons of a tragic interest. There’s also his literary theory named integrated appearance, to discover.


If ever Umberto Eco's mad drive around Foucault’s pendulum materialized to appear for him, he would integrate it in the middle of his speech to enrich the latter of a new dimension. It’s all the secret of integrated appearance, about which he spoke in the central text of The Claws of soul, his first manuscript. If a more or less interesting object appears to his senses and to his understanding as he writes these lines, he can integrate it into his speech as ideas go. For example, he has been stolen some money by inattention. This incident so much marked him that it’s necessarily going to influence the course of his writing, even if he tries to cut himself in the development of the theme which he gave himself, because the words which he’s going to choose to use to this end are going to be only the product of the events of the reality which affects him in the fictitious world of literature.


The interest of integrated appearance as a theory is to allow literature to penetrate reality and vice versa, as to confuse these two worlds, from the principle according to which any paper, even of purely philosophic nature, is only the product of reality. It’s the conclusion which gets free of previous lines, although this theory of integrated appearance is thought of in first access as a sophisticated tour. That isn’t the case, or if it’s something it, the time required to verify what the situation is allows a development interesting enough to justify the credibility which he can grant to his theory. With this integrated appearance, no application of which he made in this text up to here, some other literary horizons are open, the novelty being nothing else that the last link of the chain of a development. It’s the fruit, at this stage of literature, of his spontaneous style, that others have already developed and that others will develop after him.


Literature was a cosmos which became very dense, at a certain stage of its evolution, to finally release a chaotic energy which should allow the elaboration of a new order. A female enthusiast of paranormal, met during his anti-Christian period, confided to him that the universe entered a big phase of transformation, what strengthened him in his rather fragile religious positions. He knows the respect that the scientific bodysuit of his time carries to paranormal disciplines but, without really subscribing to it, he thinks that the look of a category of intellectuals on the world can never be totally erroneous and can postpone from collectively accepted thesis only at the level of the use, which is enough in itself for determining the context of the whole thesis carried by a scientific or intellectual bodysuit. He means that the paranormal thesis about transformation of cosmos certainly finds itself in exact sciences, that he names so in a little bit simplistic way to well mark the contrast with paranormal. He doesn’t know if one can consider for example genetics as an exact science, but he’s persuaded that the period of genetic engineering corresponds in every respect to the big period of transformation about which the woman in question talked to him about, without any wanting to play with words.


His literary theories contribute, by their contents, to this fusion of theses on the evolution of universe. Integrated appearance, which illustrates in fact a certain halving theory, should engender some other interesting conclusions for the future of literature. Halving, which evokes the dialectical aspect of real speculative spirit, is confidentially connected to his literary theory. He caused before an example of analogy which can merge two domains resolutely in contradiction for some shape reasons. When he comes there, almost accidentally, to talk about genetic transformation by evoking a parallel between genetics and paranormal, he draws from unconscious the product of integrated appearance, namely the inevitable fusion of two domains. Here, there’s a double fusion between genetics and paranormal; at two levels. They verify both a universal upheaval and base themselves in the game of words established by their confrontation, the terms of genetic transformation.


According to the sense attributed to the new word, some won’t miss, with sharpness, to underline the lack of novelty of his theory. However he beforehand defined novelty as not being anything else than the most recent continuation of a long development from which bases already contain all which can be told, but in a so insufficient way for mind’s complexity that these bases are exactly going to arouse the development in question. Integrated appearance shouldn’t surprise an enlightened mind which beforehand acquainted with dialectic and sophists.


One has now sufficient elements to answer his poetic concerns of the previous pages. Still from the previously evoked game of words, he can indeed deduct the following theory, according to which art begins where sense doesn’t distinguish itself from shape anymore. Because here sense is nothing else than the fusion of two domains, paranormal and genetics, at the level of the expressed idea, and shape, the same fusion at words level independently or almost independently of their semantic contents, for words require a minimum of sense to articulate in this more and more surprising game of words. The most interesting fact is that one finds through this example sense and shape within a set where one isn’t going to finally distinguish them anymore, no more than one should distinguish the reality of a theory after the application, which he more or less deliberately didn’t make, of integrated appearance.


Finally, he realizes that his theory borrows a lot from a certain classic psychoanalysis. Indeed, he won’t miss to write that yesterday evening, by following a television program dealing with nuclear crime in former Soviet Union, he was upset by images showing a child affected by genetic transformations. He lets the reader make the connection between his words, more and more persuaded that universal revolution will be marked by the liberation of unconscious.


It took her a million years to become the dark side of the invisible moon she has always been, shining from the inside. Often he has so many ideas in mind that he doesn’t know where to begin, and he eventually forgets everything. That’s why he goes as far as writing all which occurs him. That’s all the secret of his improvised writing, been born as all the artistic movements from a pure necessity. He means that nothing of it which is artistic is basically determined by the work of reason, but by outer factors such as the material circumstances in which the artists evolve. The esthetic effect which produces the work of art appears then, once the work of the artist was finished and was presented to public. The ideological rationalism which shows a movement such as surrealism is on the whole only a varnish, an error as one finds there in all the systems produced by intellect. Finally while wanting to explore the unconscious the surrealists go away from it most, blinded by a political system appeared to compensate the lacks of self-confidence which characterizes them, what didn’t prevent André Breton from asserting his strong personality, strong personality and lack of assurance sometimes going of pair.


By comparing his own style to that of the other authors, he tries to determine what characterizes his artistic personality. His most recent conclusion is that his style is denser, less developed than that of the others. He thinks that when one begins to write, one tends to marginalize compared with the domain of literature. This reflection comes true for his anti-Christian period. Writing always hurt him. He always attached a lot of importance to his creation, for to consider it as his own Bible. At the beginning it was very hard for him to write and he crossed off a lot. He drafted an interpretative analysis of "Hotel California", the song of the Eagles. A psychedelic text. The raid of rock, a more laconic writing. He can, with his spirit of improvisation, start with the most over-subtle style and continue with the most concise style. He separated from this text, by perfectionism.


He thinks that the irregularities of his style caused by his anti-method are the testimony of a certain literary success. Finally literature reaches a degree of almost completed realism. One never thinks with the same vocabulary, one never adopts exclusively an attitude. What could be more profitable to literature than these irregularities which affect style, shape, even in a blatant, what could be a more artistic way than a shape which becomes the reflection of an idea expressed with the style of a theory? One plays the game of two mirrors which face each other. A literature, an art which allows to integrate the concept of infinity, that’s what promise the generations to come. That isn’t a utopia, that’s an observation based on the evolution of a work. He means that who knows well how to observe doesn’t need to look outside an answer maturely elaborated to one’s questioning. It’s up to every artist to be the last link of the next day, one’s work. A work of art is the healthiest way which is to reach eternity.


This last remark implies the fact that human being reproduces only according to his low concern to never die. He, for his part, opposes the fact of giving birth. One indeed never thinks enough of the being who receives it, in the sufferings which he risks to endure in a world where one wants to protect life at all costs, rather than to end it in the cases where it really becomes an unbearable burden. When he saw the child affected by genetic transformations evoked just now, he thought that only euthanasia could save him. He didn’t change his mind. He agrees euthanasia, which he considers as one of the most evolved inventions which are.


What he learnt to call the instinct of death was always very with him, because he always mentally suffered, although he wonders if this definition suits well in his case, because he also learnt that it was always difficult to separate body of mental. He always suffered, in any event, it in more or less strong degrees, with some moments of respite. One can note in this paragraph a certain difficulty, even a reluctance to define his suffering, because he’s finally afraid that it turns around against him. It’s a little the same problem as the animism before, in the fact of lending a certain consciousness to a sluggish shape or to an abstract concept, here suffering. It’s nothing else in fact that one’s own consciousness which one divides according to the principles of the ego and the other one.


The fact remains that he always partially refused life, endowed with an instinct of death almost dominating. Life is a fatal disease. However, his instinct of life must be rather strong, because after all he’s there, present on earth, and he goes on being there in good conditions, knowing deep inside of him that his life is worth being led. As a matter of fact, if he had only his instinct of death, he would be probably already no more in this world. He thinks however that his so strong instinct of death, due to an old suffering, is a treasure. It’s the essence of its thought, which relegated the will to live in the second rank, what deprives nothing of its power, in front of the spectacular appearance of the will to die, or more exactly the will to be dead.


It’s also low to be an artist to get eternity, but he judges the stage of the pure artist better than that of the father. The artist whom he defines, him, doesn’t wish eternity anymore. He’s already eternal. Life is a perpetual energy. Universe always existed. The division of time is artificial. It’s doubtless why the ego has to die. But how can’t one be the ego? He already knows that infinity exists, and he understood what infinity was. He’s a paradox.


He’s the intermediary between two periods which are in confrontation in an eternal tearing. How can one live in a period without thinking that it’s exactly at that time that something is going to take place? Here, it’s the ego and infinity, almost in equal strengths, that oppose within his personality, what brings him to define himself as a being of transition. But how to establish links between the diverse oppositions which govern him? Does the ego hold more instinct of death than instinct of life? What to say about infinity? He showed the immense value of the instinct of death. If the ego is connected with it, one shouldn’t think of annihilating it. In fact, it’s the end of his adolescence which he doesn’t wish because he considers himself as an adolescent in essence, a place of fertile confrontation for thought, for esthetics. In a sense, it’s death which he doesn’t wish. It doesn’t matter, he’s also eternal.


In this also as he has just betrayed, there’s an otherness which he takes with the fingertips, disgusted, as a dirty cloth. What’s other in him? Life or death? The death which he likes so much would be this other who he finds reluctant? And how to claim that he doesn’t like life? He understands better why he thought of murder. It’s the stage which comes after suicide. He wants to kill himself according to the instinct of death, but as this one restricts himself to the instinct of life which protects him, death wish becomes integrated into the other that he wants to kill while he gave up the idea of suicide. Being restricts not to be nothingness, and vice versa. That's infinity. The fight is so much completed that the opposite become confused, carrying in them nothing else than the reflection of the other one. Every being carries in one one’s own opposition. From this point of view, to take A = A as a basis of one’s logic means making an error. Being is different from being, because it’s lacking to being to be completely oneself to be equal to oneself.


He likes death, death is the other one because he’s alive, and he finds the other one reluctant. But he isn’t life, because life isn’t the ego. Thus he’s death, and life is the other one which he finds reluctant. However he likes life, because he’s alive, liking and being able to like life only as dead, liking death only as living. Thus he finds death reluctant because he’s dead, life because he’s alive, liking one and not liking the other one, alternately within the set he is, embracing the fight between life and death, being and nothingness, because he’s dead, being at first, then dead, before changing the order which has never taken place, where’s the necessary eternity and the spatiotemporal infinity of the universe which one can deduct from it, universe being only the projection of being in the mirror of nothingness which it needs to exist, being-universe being reflected in it to exist, because it’s only nothingness. He’s being as the ego, nothingness infinity. The fight is his essence, because he understands universe.


At first manner he finds the other one reluctant, because there isn’t enough beauty. Van’s To Hell with the ugly well illustrates this problem of the ugliness which surrounds beauty. It isn’t excluded to like the other one. On the contrary. There are beautiful mirrors. Generally it’s the case of beings who carry in them infinity, even if they don’t know it, even if they still have difficulty in imagining it. It’s up to the ego to determine what is beautiful for one. Here’s a proudly paradoxical and individualistic thought based on the concept of infinity.


He takes pleasure to settle down on a terrace, in Old Nice, to observe sat the slow scenes of a little bit dirty street, cars which make a way with great difficulty. It’s here, in Old Nice, that he came infinity in mind, to be reborn, to find an exit to his suffering. A favorable exit, which would allow him to keep his part of adolescence. That’s what he believes to have held of his interviews with some Buddhists of passage. One doesn’t adore a divinity but some vital, cosmic energies. It’s healthy and, in a sense, more subtle than the Christian religion, according to the followers. He believes enough that this philosophy changed for the better the life of a number of people.


He thinks that his century is the one of the devil, what carries him to grant a certain genius to the latter. Then he tends to see the devil everywhere, even where he isn’t necessarily, not only with Nietzsche and Sartre, but also in the mediatization of sadomasochism and, of course, in rock and in black metal scenes. Those who mock at his predictions today will experience the same fate as those who didn’t believe Noah or, by going back up farther in time, the inhabitants of Sodom, although he judges his words more realistic than prophetic. Barbary always comes after decline. The reign of Polanski’s Rosemary’s baby strides up.


His keyboard is in good shape. Every short period of stop, he dreads to be cured of the syndrome of writing, as if he was never going to write anymore. In front of him, his window shows him some sunny heads of palm trees, what reminds him that he isn’t far from the sea. Far off, a white building under a pale blue sky evokes for him the South. He needs to rest, before existing. He won’t be one of these weak authors, he won’t know their esthetic failures. The failure of the writer is to refuse his victories. He knows, he forgets, he begins again, and so go books. That’s the history of a book. But what is there in the book? Nobody will ever know it. He writes that he tells himself, and here he’s two. Two beings, two books. The book of the first one isn’t the one which addresses the reader. The second addresses the reader in the point to become the first one while the other one fades, but it’s the unknown book which concerns him most.


The ended, published book, is a being who isn’t itself anymore in to never have been it. This is when he realizes to have made live somebody else in passing next to his own existence, which remains without any definition. Just to think about something else, he locked himself with his musical instruments during a whole day. Music mutters around him. Finally he manages to play hard rock, a return to basics. His intention was different on the basis, he simply wanted to make noise, like an esthete. The influence always springs in extroversion. Underground rock is a music of impatient persons. Images stand out stronger than in literature. One puts fewer time to create, what suggests more at the public. Painting and music join to oppose literature, in the panoramic view which they offer of themselves. Drawing, comics books, music, one can contemplate the whole each of them there in one second. In a book it’s necessary to read everything. Classic, erroneous thesis. Literature is as eloquent as the other arts. All arts are made in the same mold, but come true in different dimensions. A line of brush, a note, a word, have each the same eloquence.


He doesn’t get lost in his reasoning. Everything is to be held, especially contradictions, which are the best elements of discussion. No way to discuss with whoever. He only speaks with himself. He will soak his literature with contradictions so that his self-portrait is faithful. He spells. Typing errors always annoy him so much. He would like to be nature. It looks like it never suffers. Even eliminated, it survives as concept, and one still suspect it of existing. That’s hope. Silence was made around him. He will end his recording tomorrow. He will still put more noise in it. There’s an infinite number of things which one can’t understand. He tries to understand, but he does it alone. To be should be enough to flatter his ego. That’s the main part. When he walks in the street, he overtakes the others. When they walk fast, he begins to run to overtake them. Running in the street is exhilarating. It’s a human landscape. A vegetable moves but has no legs to go to get it all wrong somewhere else. The old men walk slowly, become rotten plants. Philosophy console some of them. When one is conscious of everything, one eventually has self-awareness.


Everybody makes everything wrong. Communication is artificial. He tries to develop, by returning on what was said. He’s a ghost, the ghost of language. He haunts discussion, gossip. Then his obsession is justified. But he doesn’t need to justify anything. Why wouldn’t one make speak somebody else? A waste of time. If somebody followed him up to here, he must know that his book is only a long dialogue. Not a monologue. The present in front of past/future. Being in front of nothingness. Staged by the set of universal ego. It’s necessary to cut oneself in the work. He likes speaking. He has already written it. It’s necessary to use all the elements of this book by way of permanent reference. But which book?


His route evokes the infinite game of two exactly opposites mirrors. Both hands of the prayer are two strengths which oppose to infinity. Who understood Socrates understood him. Sade goes farther. Christian religion needed him to become aware of its own part of danger. Christian religion contributed to give birth to psychoanalysis, with its symbols, which one doesn’t always understand. Intellect doesn’t make logic. Logic comes from universe. Universe comes from body, unconscious. Intellect translates body, which doesn’t develop meanings itself. Man doesn’t know how to put himself instead of infinite universe. He announces the generation of the end. Because it’s at the end that infinity begins. In fact infinite universe doesn’t begin nor ever finishes. No need to worship the big-bang. And what if the number of big-bangs, in one second, was itself infinity? An instinct of modern man urges one to assimilate infinity to billion. The closest number to the infinity, the most intelligent also, is zero. That’s what he already thought as a child. He will never change, because his temperament is the one of eternal change.


He looks like nobody. He has in memory these terms of contempt, it looks like nothing. An object which looks like nothing is a beautiful object. That’s the kind of object that illustrates subject best. Here’s the success of a work of art, a subjective object. He loves short and concise books, he would like to write a long and complex book for the pleasure to muddle up the public. Nothing leaves totally unmoved. His book will look like nothing. He writes for a public who makes everything wrong. When he will have no more faith in what he writes, this dialogue will stop. A beautiful object looks like nothing. A beautiful subject looks like nobody. Disgust looks like something: ugliness. Ugliness doesn’t exist in material, it’s a concept. How can he admit it? Where’s going to get lost the one who deals with beautiful and sublime?


He writes the opposite of what he thinks, including in this sentence. To write is dangerous. It’s unconscious which extends beyond. His heart is full of hatred against those who understand nothing. One needs to teach everything to them. Even the most educated ones are nothing without their studies, for they are unfit of getting loose from their intellectual mechanisms. It’s a justifiable resentment, which protects him from ugliness. He won’t assimilate to this swarming mass which drinks some alcohol at night for it is bored in the daytime because of its stupidity. The only and healthy being, who doesn’t drink alcohol, comes up against intolerance. All this is without interest. The rejection of physical solitude, drink, the importance granted to age, such are the criteria of herd. The criterion of age is erroneous. The study of thought is accessible at any age, allowing the subject interested in it to develop an intense reflection. A being can’t be reduced to a number not concerning either one’s personality, or one’s subjective qualities. Let’s not talk about it anymore. His repartees are scathing, he’s proud of it. These people have only what they deserve, that is everything but him.


He offers a faithful portrait of himself. Some people will tell him and have already told him that he will finish alone. Because they imagine themselves that he’s alone without them. He still dares to hope that there aren’t only mediocre beings in this world. His life is enough for him, his own esthetic also, some inaccessible criteria to mediocre beings. Long live mirror. The storm calmed down, temporarily, to be reborn under another even more stormy shape. He went yesterday evening to a private viewing, squeezed the hand of the artist. How many hands, in the evening, pass by that of an artist who exposes? It’s hard to be reborn. The street inspires him. He found himself at dark night, by himself at the top of the museum, on the terrace. He was in the city. The guard believed in a suicide attempt. He left, gave himself dizziness. He found itself on the Walk. He likes Nice. He doesn’t want to make of his writing a too insoluble mystery. He will correct typing and style errors. Too bad for boldness.


At night, in one of the big plate glass windows of the museum, he sees hundreds of cars scrolling. Their lighthouses are pairs of falling stars in the space of the dark street. The music decentralizes him and makes him go off the rails on his machine. At home he does the disc jockey. As he does it at the same time as he writes, he has to double vigilance. What he writes is constantly overtaken, for he writes fast. With classical music, he makes fewer faults. John Cage died this summer. He would have come to Nice. He should stop this music. He’s preparing an even greater book. The noise of the keyboard becomes integrated into the music which he listens to. Remix. He tries to follow the rhythm. There are deletions in the screen. He painted a picture. When will it be time for sculpture?


His dilettante's status is the most enviable. He’s indeed in the position of the one who creates in an excessive way without becoming tired. What’s beautiful? One believes one can say that a thing is beautiful because a majority of people so decided on it. His screen. At least the deletions will go away. Public beauty is furthermore an illusion. A mass which agrees blindly on a non-developed idea. He’s the one who makes the beauty. Is beautiful what he finds beautiful, independently of what thinks of it his fellow man. Moreover absurd expression. He has no fellow man. He’s himself distant from himself. As for others, they aren’t even enough to be nothing. Nothingness is too high for them. He wants to knock fast, tries to end the sound of the amplifier without music. Here’s a writer who mixes beauty with the noise of his keyboard. That’s integrated appearance. He invented everything.


The suicide of some Parisian authors would cause his hilarity. Some others, on the contrary, assimilate love to mental health, as modern psychiatrists do, disturbed mentally, and among whom their direct ancestors, psychiatrists who made injections of mercury. If everybody thought like him, life would be intolerable? Why, isn’t that already the case? Nobody will ever think like him. One must annihilate all these ridiculous expressions which block language. He wants to define some complex feelings. In fact that isn’t the case. There’s no simpler concept than that understood in a feeling. He understands his feelings beyond words.


Nevertheless his errors are sometimes renewed. So he develops a feeling of restraint towards his writing, knowing that he non-stop exceeds the latter. He will correct his faults. He lives his book. He writes what he lives at the instant, in a system where the definitive version of the book differs from the original manuscript. Moreover, who before him really wrote what he lived just as he wrote, in a so intense a way? Because there’s nothing more intense that the thought of a rebel. Who will manage to feel concerned by the book will have met all the launched challenges. Only ego should concern everybody. Except the infinite ego which he evokes by drawing his portrait. Isn’t he unchanging?


He already has several works behind him. The last one is a collection of poems, without any punctuation, with anglicisms, without any search for rhymes, without any stanzas, a one shot. He leaves rhymes and stanzas to singers. Regrettably, the period is too lazy to welcome a fast-changing language. Who talks about the end of the world? He won’t correct his faults. But what book does he talk about? Not the one that the reader holds in the hands, otherwise it’s necessary to give up the reading. But what reading? Somebody else speaks. He’s somebody else. Being is different from the other one. Being is different from being. To write becomes almost a torture. It’s at least a constraint when he writes excessively. He will never be familiar to anybody. It’s about another one, mirrors which oppose. That’s all the secret of this book. Billions and infinity of ideas cross him without he notices it, and sometimes he holds none. The inspiration comes from all sides until paralyze writing.


Infinity seems so obvious that sometimes he doesn’t believe in it anymore. An infinity which goes out in the street and take the bus. Especially the bus. His music still shoots. A priori the time of the book isn’t real time. Now it's dark. And before? Literary reality makes absurd real-life experience. A matter of time? No. Night is only day continuation. The day of night. The book is a photography, a small-scale model. So the reader can hold reality in the hands as if he was divine. One self’s worship. He left a big white on his sheet, once more decentralized. Who knows what takes place between paragraphs? This writing moves forward slowly. He wants to end this book. His life is a radio. As art, the fruit of necessity. Sometimes there are big silences, and then that restarts. He lets a whole record go, or just some tracks, then he tries to move on. He imagines that the whole world listens to him. That's true.


He goes out in the street. It’s cold under his umbrella. Closed bakery. The music is meditative, Scandinavian, dark, urban. He likes beatboxes with their clear sound. Certain ardent supporters of jazz don’t understand this cold emotion. Where will it stop? He doesn’t want to force to act. Especially no system of action. Roar is intensity of being. This book is a trial of the intellect. He skinned it. Here one sees the really dialectical aspect of his work. That isn’t a dialogue anymore, that’s a bar. One doesn’t listen to each other anymore, one doesn’t even talk to each other, and each one goes according to this idea. Wrongly one appropriates the terms of multiple personality. That isn’t rather explicit. There’s the space of personality, but not the time. Home alone, personality is multiple simultaneously. He should put brackets, but his book would be full of it.


He’s the instigator of a third state. There was an open one. There was a closed one. He invented neither opened, nor closed. No intermediary, not half-opened. Because he talked about simultaneity, that isn’t either about open and closed at the same time. No mixture, no, a real full third state, with its own characteristics. That’s the big novelty of his thought. After the hyper-developed concept of dialectic, an explosion of this one with the appearance of a new element which questions inevitably the opposition governing the universal basic set. All which is imagined exists in the universe. Here’s the real imagination taking all its sense, by the power to conceive what’s inconceivable. Dialectic still exists. It’s going to oppose this third state which prevents it from existing, until integrate it by an abstract acrobatics, to generate a fourth state. No. It doesn’t make sense. Thus that’s perfect for imagination. States are going to multiply in infinity. The basic dialectic is enough to arouse infinity.


Back to more modest bases. This destruction was scheduled. He had to get there. Beautiful proof of altruism. That says it all. He should stop writing. That’s false. Intellect is an insoluble labyrinth, because it’s infinite. He knows that nobody is able to understand his work for the moment. He needs to listen to piano blues for hours to recover in context by hypnosis. He will know himself at the point to admit that he’s two. A look in the mirror. White tracks on face, a ritual. Imagination and tradition.


Transconceptualism was born. A thought of forgetting, been born to die, which doesn’t carry in itself the will to last. Eternity doesn’t last, it’s temporarily omnipresent. Transconceptualism is the illustration of a reality which will never be shared, the only reality which can be considered true. He himself forgets everything. A mess of plans, of dimensions. Philosophy of infinite ego. Not as this sold cowards' culture. Everything but not suffering. He talks about peace of mind. Thought will have to stay in him as blood in his veins. One is never too conscious. He wants to evolve till the end of his days, so quickly as until now. Alone in front of everything, at billions of mental years of the closest form of intelligence. His ego in front of everything, him in front of everything, and everything else behind. Without suffering anything else than his current suffering. Blood in his veins. He chose to live a life which is worth it up to the end. Brain, this reptile.


He has forgotten again what he wanted to write. Transconceptualism. Past again, impatience, the after, the next day, the daytime which he gave himself to finish. Only he can blame himself. With the glory to do it with an infinite consciousness. The music of sea, the music of summer. Summer which has just died with the first words of his papers. He writes too high. No. He writes too slowly, suddenly, yes. Wind fell. Transconceptual, what mixes so much different theories, to create nothingness again, to erase ignorance.


Always the same references, always the same nonsense. He will study everything. He goes far and he likes that. A student, finally. For any knowledge and more, for the best exclusively, so that universe feels comfortable with him, and vice versa. Universe isn’t an explanation of universe, even if all explanations are equal. Universe is all realities of universe seen through all explanations, all theories. Universe is any theory about everything, any wind, any word, any paper sheet, any poem about the color of eyes, any dog who crosses the street, and he who flies to exist, already so high that nobody sees him anymore.


When he will have stopped writing, he will doubtless still have things to be said that the limits of his work can’t contain. A day, a number of pages. Fast, to end. Dyslexia of fingers. As long as the words aren’t guessed, he can write anything. Repetitive music. Harmony with the music of his channel. Finally an artistic literature. The miracle of the century. A short life, to never reach the stench of the old men who decompose alive. Everything depends on music. The Bible flows into ink. One talks so little about the end of the world. Some poetry to reach the abstract era. The area. To understand everything. An element is enough. It’s a sample of the world. The era is the area. Space is time, because everything is included in the origin. As there is no origin, nothing is ever included. Everything is always included, and slowly takes shape the never-ending story of universe.


He could stop there. His multiple life will unite in the continuation of everything. He has forgotten again. The book is a piece of life. Literature, that’s reality. When one shall have stopped imagining stories, one shall eventually tell what is. Life knows falls before the last one. Transconceptual, the fall without any fall. The fall is because there’s no fall. A piece of life can stop where the taste of public finds nothing in its taste. So much the better. Such will be his fall.


Few things are enough so that he starts writing again. A book, an exit in the street. A reading about the rays of the sun reminds him his bad adventure in Spain. In front of a tunnel, too far from Barcelona, hitch-hiking to join Barcelona as if it was possible in one day. Finally, he climbs the hill. After an icy night. To enjoy the first rays of the sun. To do not go in Old Nice by rainy weather. The first four lines of a paragraph are the hardest to type. His papers will get lost. Duke Ellington, maybe too strong. He looks for the heat of a pub, around midnight. Why wouldn’t he go out anymore? Too much smoke. He tries to write the number of times of he doesn’t know what anymore. He likes drinking burning.


His paintings collapse on the ground of the room. He’ll buy something to fix them. Without bursting his eyes with that. He begins to know how to paint. He will make paintings as noisy as his music. The magic of first pieces. A look on arts which differ, doesn’t differ. There should be a third state. The dialectic is at the basis of everything. Everything mustn’t be shaded off. To proceed by elimination. Common places of language. He gets lost in his forgetting. Near the faculty. He dreams to show an example to students by clearing off on a pirate boat. He comes back from Spain where he led a revolution. He doesn’t know how many pages he can type in a day with the word processor. He comes back from Africa. The fallen times which have difficulty in dying, as the fluid clouds which survive in puddles. Something else forgotten, one thousand more which emerge.


The death of the software will be the end of his story. He listens to Jane’s Addiction. He asks too much to his memory. What he forgot will return to him by reading. Somebody else than him. To avoid abbreviating words in his poems. He will try. Already tired writing. He likes hard rock more and more. If he livened up a radio, he would be unable to make any comments. He still has forgotten something. He wants to collect everything in this book. He took the rhythm. Nothing is more valid than a purely personal remark. The studies and his education only taught him to repress his personal ideas, those who join no convention.


Aesthetically, what he likes most in a book is that the main part is said during the twenty first pages. The rest is only a commercial argument. An essence never gets lost, he doesn’t have to worry about his spiritual integrity. The laughter of children, outside, echoes this last reflection. It’s a race against paper sheet, the symbol of literary time. When will there be books which tell what time it is? Soon the reader can get into the work, sit down at the terrace of a bar, in front of a public clock, and see turning the needle which, slowly, injects some death in life. If humanity could survive, it would enter after a few centuries the era of personalized inventions. Science fiction always bases itself on the notion of survival of humanity. It represents the hope to see surviving this critical species, condemned in its essence. Appeared with romanticism. He likes his period, comfort, rock bands. He found a sense in the fact of buying records, a sense which is like faith.


Romantic people make mistakes with grace. Beauty is unique. If he drafts a preface, once his book is ended, he risks to define the latter around a central idea, not wanting to betray the whole meaning of his book. A way of very skillful selection. At the end of the book, he will have settled so many plans of selection, for the public, that he will be the only one to have really understood it. Everything is understood with the first word. But where would be the pleasure of reading? There is no continuity to be established in reasoning. It would be too systematic. That's why he has the feeling to contradict himself all the time. Music, painting, writing, similar? Where would be the interest? The interest must be discovered. Arts are multiple only to leave to eternity the care of revealing their identity. His book his nothing else but a long preface. To contradict oneself is to act accordingly. With him, the reproaches to contradiction lose the sense that they have never had.


In a song, emotion is more important than the meaning of words. One has to know how to measure the text and mix it with the instrumental. The general theme remains. Time isn’t for meanings anymore. That’s generally his conception of humankind, of songs in particular. The devil wants it, he got on Earth, and everybody applauds him. Followers speak about world peace. Their faith is sincere. The devil, who is nothing else than a degrading evolution, seized people. Honorable monks become rare more and more, because monks are less numerous than before.


The fate about the devil joined him, and nevertheless he fights. Life on earth is an occupation. An occupation of space, an occupation of time. It’s necessary to take care. Of one’s life, in one’s time, living one’s time and then be reborn somewhere else, supposedly. Non-existence, by nature, doesn’t exist. History, vital energies, that is what is lacking to those who try vainly to create life in laboratories. He’s going to spend his time to destroy what he built only in the eyes of those who understood nothing to his work. Life is the laboratory of the book. He will feel sympathy for the reader who will have recognized oneself in the latter. He doesn’t want to say bad things about rock music. He’s only noticing the presence of the devil. Less one notices his presence, better he gets into the system. And when the devil appears, he never goes away.


It started raining again. Writing becomes his daily torture. Then his keyboard gets better. He runs several mental mechanisms to express himself. Some of them oppose necessarily. A matter of vocabulary. He would like that everything is ended, his book, the planet, history, life. He refuses now to join a system into his life. Systems make him suffer. One can feel these effects in his last paintings. There’s a decline also, because he likes the first one more than the second one, and the second one more than the third one. The cycle of three periods came true. To find a word which he didn’t use becomes a delight during this period without any enjoyment. A better painting will be reborn for infinity.


The whole universe finds itself in a painting. To paint a picture is like creating the basic cell of a human being with all the complexity which that involves. It’s demiurgic. The artist makes what he wants, his will to paint being itself genetically programmed. Humankind is a race of robots. All his actions are scheduled. That’s why there are robots with a human face in science fiction. There’s no fate. When he enters the world of his book, the latter becomes his reality in some exclusive way. Only music brings him back to the other reality. But as being and the other one make only one, rhythm sends him back to the reality of the book because of an analogy with the rhythm of his keyboard. As if by chance, his last tracks look for their rhythm. He fears the worst. The voluntarily excessive distortion gives him the impression that rhythm goes away, as if he wanted to cut himself unconsciously from any means to reach any reality. Thirst of nothingness, instinct of death. He’s all dressed in black, he’s the widower of the goddess of nothingness. Today he met himself. He doesn’t manage to shake hands right with the same hand. That’s almost the case.


He’s exhausted. Writing makes him sick. The black fluid of ink becomes clearer on the paper, a part of it injects itself in his mental and poisons his life. This book will die with him. He will take his secret with him, this book which nobody will ever read. The letter to the poet is too long, as the tune of all these beings which failed and which, due to failing, cause tiredness. They will spend their whole life to fail and stay finally anonymous. He seems self-confident. His book is nevertheless the work of doubt. He’s going to be published, come what may. With the failure, the non-existent plane pursues its flight without any light. Here the doubt embraces him. What if he wasn’t published?


It’s too late to go and buy something to fix his paintings. He didn’t intend to go there, because of the rain. Especially because of the ink ration which he has to give to his paper sheet, today as the other days. Days are alike, and have at least that in common with the paper sheets that he slowly sees scrolling as so much time spent in the wilderness. Something to find, an analogy between writing and reality. His sheets acquire an identity, from the moment when he numbers them. It’s like a calendar from which one tears sheets away until the promised day. And later, nothing more? What about the exit of prison, having made the walls dirty with a calendar of fortune? Just repressed.


One has to annul reality, that’s the role of the writer, who gets lost between the walls of his intellectual labyrinth and the white spaces left between lines, to have a respite, to forget one moment this reality which makes that the enjoyment doesn’t last. Between the reality of the book and the reality of the world, the artist behaves like going out of prison. To avoid remaining in one or in the other one. The enjoyment comes from this moment of passage, this short moment of freedom which saddens the most aware, because the latter fast realizes that he goes out of the prison of the book only to enter the prison of the world, and vice versa.


He will never write about music anymore. He cuts himself so much in his work that he forgets his material context. Last year he travelled. The resurrection of romanticism, by analogy. To leave to avoid. What is well known is often badly understood. Nevertheless he doesn’t see here any possible nonsense. Would have he slid towards himself too much, to the point to lose any consciousness of any other one? Everything is clear for him, however unpleasant it might seem to romanticism. When one leaves, one always takes oneself with oneself, only ever forgotten luggage.


Departure for Copenhagen. He wants to avoid, he thus looks for nothingness, the empty face of his being. Four days hitch-hiking to get to destination, three others to come back. One week, the seven days of creation. In Copenhagen, a gigantic squat. The first and the last contact. He spends one day there, in vain or not, everything depends on the system, on the experience. The police isn’t supposed to enter. Cannabis is sold in complete peace. He’s disorientated. A bar. He takes place, observes the world discreetly. A conversation in English, a backgammon. Confidence gains him. All by himself again. This company makes solitude, except when one has self-awareness. Then one never feels alone, and one assumes the meetings, the girls. Everything is only realism. It’s like if he was on the road again. The evening. A walk around the squat. A river, a forest, some paths of ground among trees, some music, some bridges, some huts with graphs everywhere. An evening concert, a birthday party. In the afternoon, he arises. Collapses. He has the feeling of being two.


To leave the city. To go back to Nice. An inaudible recording of sounds taken during the trip, some works of art according to his criteria, the only valid ones. Now he remembers the road to Denmark. Crossing the German highway at night, a desert atmosphere, a cold desert one, a resolutely night-vision one. He finds the pleasure to write again. Parachuted by the local police at an unreal exit. Twenty minutes. Always colder. Suddenly, some laughter. A group of young people who walk towards the place where he congealed because of the cold. They get acquainted. He looks for a place to sleep. Crossing a forest after an excursion by the sea. Some fabulous trees, a spectral atmosphere. Finally something to eat. Nothing in his stomach for two days.


There were his trips in Paris. Two hours spent in a station, to slam everything, questioning the population of passage to be driven to the capital. A couple of young people from the sixteenth district agrees to drive him. He collapses on the back seat. The Door of Orleans, then the famous, beautiful or disreputable districts. Desire, everything to buy, nothing to spend. Air is heavy. Under the Eiffel Tower by night to take a look at trash cans, some baguettes as hard as the city. Some dreamlike nights again, some clear monuments like relief postcards. He heard that the singer of Treponem Pal records then in the United States with Ministry, that’s glory. The song of the cock under distortion, an industrial fowl. Some post-punk looking students snub him. They go to the nightclub, that’s expensive.


He wants to be interviewed as the Antichrist. A first newspaper refuses, the second asks him to go away, the third accepts but the interview won’t be published. The end of the world, his life, movies, his desire to kill, the liberation of body, the death of intellect as the reason of the extinction of humankind. Then, Spain. Near Lyon by night, driven again. On the road during fifteen hours non-stop. A guy in a hurry to join his wife. Nobody on the border. So much the better, he doesn’t have papers anymore. No more money, it goes without saying. The sea, some cliffs, some mountains, some brooks. Released in a station looking like the desert of Mexico. He won’t go to Portugal. A long-distance truck driver who speaks French. A station. To join Barcelona, the border, to go back to Nice.


Four days of cold and begging, some unknown places, some lost cities, some pubs where one hears Nirvana. Times mix. He sends flying on the ground an aggressive chap who annoys everybody at the counter. The aggressive chap’s going to call his friends. His friends clear off without him. Far from Nice, still four days to wait. Barcelona under the rain. To avoid customs officers. The train towards the border. At night in the scrubland, thirty borders on foot. Port Bou, he inhales Catalonia by the bay, thinks about Corsica. A night-delight. The border post, two foggy buildings, a hotel. He leaves the road to rush into the scrubland again. As a wolf, he skips into brambles. He lives a dream to compensate for the lack of sleep, free as a wolf without any necklace. The shadow of Dali glides over him. Only to walk towards Cerberus, he left Spain. In the morning, a cop asks him where he comes from. From Nice. On the way to Marseille, by train, where he meets a group of squatters. The last night before going back, in a house in ruin in the heart of a forest, in Valbonne, where he shares a sleeping bag with a girl, a student. Music is material. One has to know how to take it. My Bloody Valentine's devastating harmony plunders his last lines.


His purpose is to eliminate as many ideas as possible by congealing them in the paper. A memory is an idea, and vice versa. All which results from mental, and thus indirectly from body, is filtered by hands which execute spirit. Capital punishment, its death slowly. The trial is ended, the guillotine fell thousands of times, and the audience is still between the hands of the judge who doesn’t want to raise it. Public thinks about eternity. It’s universe in the right place. As released bodies, they will execute spirit with no end anymore, as if the latter became the most important one because of its death. Because everything is closed during feast days, feast days look like days of mourning. There’s always an ambulance which circulates in his residence. It comes to collect the leaky old men, every day, all day long. There he’s at the stage of a factory. His papers caught up the delay taken on his period. Spontaneously, he reproduced the progress of universe until present days.


There were timeless papers, modern papers. He invented a writing which, looking like himself, doesn’t take a stand. To write timeless is still to be situated with regard to time. Thus there’s no difference between modern papers and timeless papers. He writes in a reality where time loses all its meaning by taking it at the same time, but from time to time. He evolves neither in time, nor timeless, except any spatiotemporal system, what is readable in his writing which does the same too. He knows eternity. Spirit and body harmonize and don’t try to destroy each other anymore when the first one represents itself eternity, the infinity of the second one. Then each one of them becomes the mirror of the other one, face to face in universality recreated from days without any day before nor any day after.


The present day is always the mourning of the last day. One finds it in the consciousness of those like him who get dressed in black. He’s the only one to really get dressed in black. If black exists, nothingness exists. That’s the paradox which makes the infinity of universe. The others are only anticipating him, thus they are situated compared with him, who’s the center of everything, nothing and the rest, simultaneously and for all eternity, because he’s the one who chooses the convenient moment of anything.


According to the Buddhist followers whom he met, the first civilization would be idealistic, the second one materialistic and the third one spiritualistic. But philosophic teaching is only a suite of dogmas. So he always blamed philosophic studies for taking the same way as scientific studies. He likes poetic works about cosmos. They don’t take a moralizing tour. It’s indeed question of big and small, distant and close. Good and evil are excluded. To see farther, to see depths where there are some. Baudelaire and some others showed the natural separation of metaphysical values. So there’s a filiation between Sade and Baudelaire. He isn’t thrust into anything. He’s beyond any indoctrination, beyond everything and beyond nothing. In nothingness, black doesn’t even exist. Black opposes being while not being nothingness. Thus he is, dressed in black, beyond being and beyond nothingness.


Everything’s all right for him. These papers are only the conclusion of some bygone days. Didn’t anybody notice that he got several times, from the beginning of this chapter, to conclusions which could close the latter? A desire to finish it to dedicate himself to his real life. Of course, nobody noticed anything. His music is chaotic, he hears himself roaring. If he had granted somewhere else to the others the lucidity which the others have difficulty to show here, everybody would definitively have closed this book after the reading of the first word. With these others, there he’s conscious that if he wasn’t partially altruistic, he would be blind and deaf. The slightest evil brings him down. A materialistic civilization? The one of Marx? His own civilization would rather be a Nietzschean one, if he could make a choice. Concerning the ultimate civilization, it’s only what he wants to make it. Transconceptualistic. Bodystic. And, why not, spiritualistic? The civilization will change when his humor will do the same.


He tore his last painting. Having forgotten everything, then he only has to learn to become patient. He wouldn’t have gone until the limits fixed. He likes that things begin but he likes even more that they end, to allow a new start. Temporal length will only have affected the unspeakable, to which he leaves the care of qualifying itself. He wanted to show that it was possible to launch multiple ideas without being situated anywhere, what starts a permanent renewal. He wanted to dash into a critical study of his own lines. He would have talked about art, about dialectical mind, about integrated appearance, about transconceptualism. This too systematic attitude only confirmed his will to get loose from any system, to the point to refuse to enter an antisystematic system, what feeds his search which often has to turn back to reconsider its scattered bases.


Too bad for his improvisation method, which he still doesn’t know the limits of. There will be soon three civilizations in time and he’s convinced that there will be nothing beyond. His writing are only the beginning of an esthetic revolution. He wanted to convert his spirit to the paroxysm of these upheavals, it’s useless to underline there another effect of his impatience. Finally, nobody will ever really know who he was talking about in this book. Some indications which could help this way are the numerous allusions to his book. He feels attracted by Africa. One says that humankind was born over there. Humankind is African by nature, because it’s the case of music. He used theoretical aspect for purposes relative to shape. Sense stays this use for more ambiguous purposes. His book is a narrative essay, he’s the character. He didn’t write the book which the reader holds in hands, his mind is his decoration.


He wanted to draw the portrait of ego. The sense of this work is only pure esthetics, what dismisses to shape. The latter borrows an aspect similar to philosophy, so that thought turns to beauty, to sit on the throne which it shouldn’t have left. Ego is abstracted, it’s at the same time a closed door. He widened its limits to the whole universe so that this impossible mixture discovers it under an esthetic day. The world can well die, beauty will survive.


Intellect is a labyrinth, one has to use it as such. The whole difficulty is to get loose from the false for systematic logic having dominated thought since its origins. That’s the revolution it was about up to here. Logic isn’t being the same any more at any time, it’s going to leave the field open for the principle of spontaneity and improvisation, which this beginning of chapter contains theory and use at the same time, via a sense and a shape which become mixed by merging several ways of thinking. Ego, always in the center of this fresco, translates the genesis of beauty, the only goal of thought, which doesn’t try anymore to determine why a thing is beautiful but only attempt to arouse beauty, turning away from a miserable world to contemplate a dreamlike world. Rise aims towards beauty. One is oneself when one is never the same. Only he exists. When narcissus will be faded, beauty will be reborn.


The rooms of the floor where he is, home alone, go on the some in the others, form a corridor. In the central room, showing a cupboard to an invisible public, because it’s the only present element of furniture, a cupboard with sliding mirror doors, and the dimensions of which could contain a human being, he’s going to touch the piece of furniture several times, to browse it with his hands up and down on the surface of the mirror, like a lizard on a window. Here’s a hard, smooth, white object, endowed with a length, with a width, with a height. With conviction, he describes the qualities of this object. Nevertheless he’s wrong. But he would like to be right. Because from whom come these qualities, otherwise from him who expressed them? If he wasn’t there, this object would have nobody to tell it what it looks like, nobody to tell it that it is there, that it exists. And, exactly, it exists only when somebody is there to tell it to it. Otherwise its existence would have no sense, and without any sense it wouldn’t exist. Sense isn’t a property of the object. One comes to give it to it.


The object isn’t conscious, he is. Not being an object, he gives himself his own sense. He exists by himself. He’s essential. For this object, and thus for the whole universe. Nevertheless he’s deceived by his power. If he knows that universe doesn’t exist, its senses are so much entailed that they persuade him of the opposite. Is a mind like his thus necessary to admit the truth, as long as he isn’t back to the illusion of the other minds? His existential pain makes him know the truth, this so perfect truth according to which there’s a truth neither for him nor for anybody, because nothing exists except himself. That's why he’s alone, why the others don’t know his truth, this truth which, even known by all, isn’t divided. They’re afraid of being alone, and live only to protect themselves from the only truth. He sees himself dying alone and great.


He leaves the cupboard, the room, walks in the corridor, looks behind the doors, calls the devils, ask them where they hide this evening. What a beautiful trap that this other room the lamps of which are so difficult to switch on, the walls of which hold him. But he will may pull all the curtains, if they want to hide they will find some other places. Maybe they’re even nobody but himself. He looks like a devil. He can give up his searches, sure of his discovery. He gets back to the room of the cupboard, which he approaches again.


Every minute is sensitive. In his state, his words can change overnight. It’s in the invasion of life that he discovers his artistic wealth. Eroticism, tiredness, sleeping, faith in oneself. The fact of sleeping shows how much life can be paradoxical. As he knows only appearances, day isn’t an eternity. Day differs from the idea which he has of it. Life is eternal, because life isn’t mortal by nature. He suffers from the existence of objects. The more there are objects, the less he has the feeling not to look like them. Tomorrow he can become mixed with this room. To be a piece of furniture.


This evening, he takes advantage of his solitude. Every word which he will say will reveal the events. It’s necessary to translate him, to understand him. As a writer. But he wants to be a speaker. One dreams about a previous life as one dreams about death. Before birth, suffering doesn’t exist. All his words are connected. As a teacher, he goes back on his teaching to better get rid of the lesson which he carries. None of the dimensions of language has to escape his speech. The latter will be self-aware. To make him exist. In his case, speech doesn’t kill. It makes him live. There’s no monologue, that's true. He speaks with his speech.


He’s the one who hates. What a relevance. Success consists in illuminating without giving anything from oneself. One is going to expect for his words as for food. But he must know. Is it thus necessary to make mistakes to learn to live? He has no convictions. That’s already a conviction. When one has a conviction, truth is exceeded. All the convinced are right. A convinced paranoiac is as well credible as the most convinced healthy mind. Astral skin is the symbol of suicide which ages. He sees himself as a Tibetan wise man.


If he’s afraid of looking like what he doesn’t like, the world lied to him about existence. Every two days, a sick person thumps people whom he meets. Those who warn of the danger one day become, the next day, those who hold the victim so that the sick person gives him knocks. Mailing is the confession to others of one’s uselessness in a non-existent world. There’s no reality. In this world, some subjects think that only a complex speech expresses some complex things. What a good thing that there were schools for their glory. To believe that the other one doesn’t understand, is to not understand the other one. The language has the power to redefine. Science forgot it not to sink into mockery.


He speaks as much as possible. One has to take many photos to feel reassured. He realizes to what extent, in his solitude, he speaks for the others. Why do the ropes of a guitar break themselves? Because of the distortions of the guitarist’s mind. One has to reach perfection where imperfection remains understood. That’s only a dream. To follow a way isn’t to understand everything. And when one follows a single way, one follows it during all one’s life. Indecision is trivial. To believe in the expression of one’s desires. That’s an ideal. He only has to keep silent if he decides to do it, and it’s like he had understood. By means of words, he realizes that he never reaches the world. Nevertheless everything is possible. But everything is so much. Truth avoids science.


When a time becomes eternal, the illusion of the world is broken. Due to staying in the same place, he loses his memories. If only he could see her, herself, somewhere else than in his dreams. A couple forgets so much that there are two that they eventually ignores themselves. That’s what explains children. The couple doesn’t know that they suffer. Concerning suffering, each one believes one knows it. Even couples. She and he will be pure lovers. He will be the lover of this woman until death to honor pure sexuality, will be sterilized for pure pleasure. Shame is the faintness of desire. He believed he could be persuaded that the others were wrong to keep silent about certain ideas. But first this should be important for them. There aren’t only identities among otherness. Others are imaginary when one can observe them. Nobody can observe, except nothingness.


When the idea exists, everything is said. It’s necessary to destroy the idea to think. It’s vain to try to distinguish talent from genius, because genius only distinguishes from itself. The world will see no inconvenience to allow demolishing it. His watch is broken, but that isn’t a choice. His alarm clock weakens. Is that really in spite of himself? He thinks of these dreams where, in a dark room, lamps refused to ignite. He hasn’t always been alone. Somebody shows him a white paper to talk to him about space by laughing. We don’t understand, we give some explanations. Happy is the one who ignores that the other one is inaccessible for one. There’s no possible analysis without any methodical narrative of reality. His devils look at him and tempt him to go to travel around the world. He will try to stand up facing nightmares. What is possible is only playful.


His action is a challenge, happiness and pride to have a groundless desire. Words are only the slaver of mind. He better understands why his speech looks for beauty. His own illusion replaces the one of the others. Who is happy to live can estimate to be right. Cynic people would be happier if they were only dogs. He wants to leave his solitude only to go to live alone. Culture, here are his devils. It looks for itself in him, who is persuaded that his soul has some entrails. After death, soul leaves for body the worms which ate it during life. To understand where his words come from, one has to die. Material and antimatter can finally unite. Their contact produces a big explosion. The shadows disappear.


Accused of witchcraft, he claims himself doctor. One also blames him for having corrupted the people. He answers that the people waited for him, his people, who are the people of the book. So he would be guilty of heresy by compromising centuries of religion to come, and would finish burnt. But he wishes to be crucified, so that his body wastes away outdoors. In the name of Rome, thus he will be crucified. Here’s the starting point of an intrigue the heirs of which, at this stage of the story, find themselves in a luxurious monastery, a domain of some rich bursars not working either in the name of Rome, or in the name of Christ, but in the name of the Nile and its judges, who are situated beyond divine. The second chapter will approach more in detail the mystic thoughts fed by the central character, always and never the same, during his retreat in the monastery, as well as the overtaking of mysticism by love for a woman, after the overtaking of narcissism by mysticism.


For the moment, by the window of his retreat, he launches some long contemplative looks on the trees of the park as far as the eye can see. It’s difficult to locate the place geographically. Judges and bursars keep the secret of their identity, describe the world according to their own thoughts, their own words, which still have no turned out connections with the knowledge which everyone can have about the world, its geography and its periods. Spatial vagueness and anachronisms maintain the myth, a myth which is going to continue up to the end because it will find some other generations of representatives who will agree to take over from it. This world, their world and the world of everyone but thus perceived with some different eyes, this world will be called the Old South. It will have some echoes at all the stages of a personal processing, a memory loss and an unconscious recollection.


He dedicates himself entirely to the writing of his book, with a certain drop arisen from his concentration, following the example of a sailor living only for dream even if he seems worried about the technical details of the journey. Since the window alternate the views on Iraq, the country of the Garden of Eden, and the cedars the foliage of which whips the air as a sail in the wide. He lives in a country similar to a ship, where the sky is always beautiful. His heart knows limits neither in space, nor in time. The park is immense. Foxes found refuge there.


This evening, the evening isn’t alike. The bursars meet to have dinner. Until now, he kept his solitary thoughts for himself. His colleagues don’t consider him yet as the dissident that he’s going to become, but as any other bursar among them. Then the bursar who distances himself from the others isn’t him, but the one that the others nicknamed the animal. Every human being is an animal. By this nickname, they underline the particular bestiality, or rather the excess of cruel humanity, which shows this colleague whose favorite pastime consists in torturing some human beings in a cage. The tolerance that the order shows in this respect is still a mystery. He had to return great services to the community to benefit from a so unhealthy and morbid privilege.


The other notable members of the order, whom it will be necessary to retain, are the leader, his rival and their servant, whom cowardice and duplicity are indeed due to the fact to agree to serve two rival parties just because they belong to the same order, pretending to ignore this internal rivalry. These three characters, besides himself, the hero or the antihero whom we don’t present anymore, and besides the animal, who has just made his entrance, will be simply named the leader, the rival and the servant. The leader and the rival hate each other. Their life depends on their mutual hatred. One might say as well that the double game of the servant seems to be like a talent for ubiquity. He can so poach in the park while having dinner at table. The atmosphere is dark, evoking the lugubrious depth of some old paintings. Knowing the hero devoted to the cause of the leader, contrary to the servant who serves everybody and whoever, the rival pursues only a single purpose, to kill gradually the hero, with a perfect courtesy. So the rival declares publicly he wants to give him a present. All gathered at the same table for this dinner, they applaud. The rival throws a bag on the plate of the hero, and opens it with a gesture of savagery and nobility, letting see the head of a beheaded fox.


The hero loses consciousness and wakes up in his bed. The next morning, he meets the servant in the inner courtyard of the monastery, while the servant comes to fill a barrel at the fountain situated in the middle of the courtyard. Being in the habit of listening to this empty being, weaker than his barrel and badmouthing as much as he wants, he just greets him with a nod and decides to let him talk. The servant, by returning him his salute, just tells him, with an empty look, that all this isn’t very important, that’s just the way things go.


The pond throws itself into the Nile. At the edge of the pond is the collection of the animal, his collection of human beings. Some people died in their cage, what inspires disgust. The rival and the animal have to be in collusion. He only has this pond to bathe. The ponds with mosquitoes of the animal confirm the interest of the latter for breeding. Otherwise, to bathe, it’s necessary to go to the Nile, too far from the monastery. The servant soon joins the two others at the pond, followed by the rival. The animal, him, never bathes. He maintains his collection at the edge of the pond. The hero suspects the servant of complicity with the two others, for the servant agrees to serve whoever and anything. The rival bathes dressed, according to a rite which he qualifies himself of Venetian, in touch with a sect infiltrated in the nobility to maintain terror in Venice. The rival says that the animal is a visionary. He can bathe for hours, always dressed, and while the animal gives some thrusts of a sword between the bars of the cage where are dying the elements of his collection. The servant observes the scene without wondering, tending to accept life in all its incongruity. This coward considers himself as a tolerant man.


The rival brings reports to the others the news of the day, which he knows from the leader himself. The last sessions of prayers attracted some noble persons of the other kingdoms. The hero considers that it doesn’t augur anything good. The order has nothing to do with courtiers who attend religious ceremonies with indifference to flatter the leader, to obtain from him the financial benefits which their king refused them. The animal retorts him that he talks to say nothing, as far as the business of the order doesn’t fascinate him more than the information given by the rival. The hero doesn’t raise this direct charge, he intends to specify that the secrets of the order fascinate him. The rival encourages then the hero to talk to them about his famous book. The latter would interest up to the judges of the Nile themselves. That is what means deforming reality, adds the animal. The hero answers that his book, once finished, will awaken the feeling of universality in the mind of the reader. The rival treats him of paranoiac. Shut up, says the animal to the servant who, being silent, indeed disturbs the noise because of his silence. Sigmund Freud admits his ignorance. He doesn’t know what it is.


The Venetian sect didn’t stop revealing its secrets. It’s only there in some strategic places. It chooses its stars, its heavens, its trees, and its people. It lives in the dens where bases its will, which precedes it in its power, the will to make what it wants with love. The future follower doesn’t go to the sect, the sect comes to find him. And this choice coincides so perfectly with his own intuition of universe that he has no more argument to resist it. Soon he can think only by its intermediary. The sect replaces the world, not to enslave it but supposedly to free it with the fulfillment of a new order. That’s the inconvenience of all the transformation systems. Their characteristics are admitted only at the end of a too long period. The sect doesn’t ignore, contrary to the rest of the world, its own derisory character. It doesn’t ignore what the others think, for the worse, of its rites.


A storyteller talks to the young villagers about this monk of another time, busy with the writing of some universal book. When the hero dies, the book isn’t finished and one ignores today if the purpose was reached. However one has some sources, from an unknown origin, having revealed the existence of this book and the monk at an indefinite time. However the document giving the evidence of this narrative is, according to the led studies, very old. And, as an extraordinary fact which interested a generation of scientists, this document would come from the oldest time of History. What is even more surprising is that the style of the aforementioned text contrasts totally with the one of the first known tracks of writing. The storyteller was never able to know the contents of it. He learnt his existence from a reliable scholar. He wasn’t unfortunately able to obtain any information about the place where is the manuscript, if it still exists, because the searches didn’t benefit from any financing anymore, like if some authorities had wanted to suppress the affair. The government refuses indeed to believe in the authenticity of the text, in spite of the justified protests of the researchers. The propaganda won. The following generations stopped being interested in it. It has to be at the moment in some archive library of which nobody takes care anymore.


At dinner time, under the torches of the big dining room of the monastery, is held the assembly which one doesn’t present anymore, around the table situated in the middle of the room. The rival, who always puts himself forward while the leader observes him, annoyed, since his corner of table, asks one of the dinner guests where he spent his day. The other one answers him that he was at the court of the kingdom, with some antique Greeks. But he wasn’t able to talk to them directly, because they conversed with the king. The hero finds that this dialogue is strange, with regard to the period in which he lives, to the context of the latter, to the kingdom, with an unspeakable feeling, one of these intuitions bringing who feels them to believe that there will be never words in language to express them, at the point of being automatically repressed in the part of madness which each one carries in oneself.


The leader speaks, interrupting the course of his thoughts. He talks to the hero. Why doesn’t one see the latter more often at the court? The animal, who always answers when one questions somebody else than him, asserts knowing the truth, the real story. The leader points out to him that he didn’t asked him anything. The truth, pursues the animal, is that nobody has ever seen the hero at the court. Well, says the leader, that’s true by well thinking of it. With argumentativeness, the rival claims to have seen the hero at the court and indeed several times. The hero grants that, after all, maybe he never went there. All these polite small talk isn’t important. Do these dinners always have to decrease him? Do thus take him for a conspirator? Never, answers another one, he doesn’t know whom anymore.


Yes, the hero was really at the court, confirms the servant, breaking his own silence. The whole kingdom was at the court the day of the crowning of the king. Thus it has no value, raises the leader, dissatisfied. Finally, the does the leader spends his whole life at the court to know that the hero never goes there? In any case, growls out the leader, he really mustn’t go there often so that one can doubt the fact that he never went there. What the hero sees himself is that the regular customers of the court are never at in all innocence.


That's true, approves the animal, able of impartiality in its spare time, even when it means contradicting oneself. They have all services to ask to the king. They indeed are the real conspirators, because they kill the king slowly. Services. They go to the court only to pump the fortune of the kingdom, as much as the noble persons of the other kingdoms attend the prayers of the monastery only to pump the fortune of the leader. The courtiers of any edges grow rich on the back of the regular and secular institutions to prepare a revolution which will place them at the head of kingdoms.


The leader bounces on the intervention of the animal to attack the rival. What about the Venetian sect? The rival defends himself, gets angry of the fact that the leader accuses him of using the sect to conspire against the government. And now, increases the animal, everyone carries the same charge against the hero whom the rival wants to introduce. They all tire him, exclaims the hero. They feign frankness between them to better hide their hypocrisy against him. He’s right, says the animal, he doesn’t need anything, he writes a book and has nothing to do with all their worldly life. Let it be, concludes the leader. Moreover, epilogues the rival, who has ever really seen the king? Nobody hears his question, which coincides with the noisy entrance of the novices who come to clear the first dishes.


The beaches of the kingdom line the Nile and the Rhine. All the legends of the world are born on the beaches of the kingdom. All the kings of the world were born there. The library of the kingdom counts more than a million works. All the literary genres are represented in it, art, philosophy, science, among which numerous works about time, which nobody ever reads. Everybody knows time. There is no science which has time as its only object. Physics uses time. Philosophy is interested in time, but philosophy isn’t a science. Novices read works about time. Monks reread them for purposes of teaching. Works about time are many but they all tell the same thing, because there isn’t much to say. To read one of them means reading all of them. Time is timeless. Everything ensues from this paradox. The parks and the gardens of the kingdom are populated with some several centuries old trees. The layout of the landscaped spaces comes from the dawn of thought.


What's the use of going to the library of the kingdom? He has himself a library containing all the works which he can dream about. He often works in it, at the same time as he devotes to the writing of the book. From now on the servant accompanies him in his searches. In fact, that’s some latent supervision, sponsored as well by the rival as by the leader. The searches of the hero are about to take a decisive turning point. He’s interested in time, further to the anecdote about the antique Greeks. While all the books of history are full of dates, he wonders to live in the only undated period of universe. No days, no months, no years, but times, periods, moments.


The only pondering over his library is enough to enlighten him. It’s the first time. Contrary to the works of the library of the kingdom, the books of his library aren’t classified in a chronological order but in an alphabetical order. So all the authors mix there, all the periods become muddled there, and he has the impression to be in front of the perfect image of his time. As everyone knows, writers are eternal, and involve with them in their never-ending story all the spatiotemporal context of their existence. He thinks that there must be a kingdom for writers. Nobody seems to wonder of the presence of some antique Greeks at the court. Here’s nevertheless an anachronistic fact. But what’s an anachronism at a period which has no real temporal definition? Jointly, it’s a question of discussing around connections between philosophy and literature. He has to become a writer himself to become eternal.


He believes he has a genius idea. Who before him thought of gathering all the great writers of every century? It joins the universal character of the book. His enthusiasm is such as he ventures to talk about it to the servant, who sleeps in the library. From now on he can’t suspect him of poaching in the park of the monastery anymore. He’s going to conclude his work. The great writers will have a dialogue with him, because he’s going to create a literary school. They have to go right now, they’re going to announce the news to the king. Followed by the still half calmed servant, the hero goes out of the library. Then they’re crossing a long corridor, walking on dogs’ carpets. Do the servant have correctly heard? Do the hero want to go to the court? He has to announce this piece of news. He made a great discovery. The king can’t receive him, objects the servant. The king is very too much busy. It doesn’t matter, he will go to the court and will disturb the king. Ok then, but he’s going to be disappointed.


The animal doesn’t know anything about this decision. They take a car and go directly to the court of the king. The green accesses of the palace are bounded by some hundred-year-old oaks and some bronze statues representing the former kings of the kingdom. They soon climb the marble staircase leading to the entrance of the building. The guards want to know what they want. The hero, having an important piece of news, wishes to see the king. Who is he to want to talk to the king personally? How? Don’t the guards recognize him? He’s one of the main bursars of the monastery dedicated to the cult of the judges of the Nile in the kingdom.


The guards consult one another. In this case, they’re going to introduce him to the king. They all trust him. One of them worked for the monastery before becoming a guard of the palace. He was as well treated and paid there as here. One asks him to wait one moment. The king is going to receive him, repeats one of the guards, this time by asking him to follow him after having gone out for a few minutes. The servant stays at the entrance of the palace.


The hero, behind the guard, takes a walk in a one kilometer long corridor, at the end of which one bandages his eyes so that he ignores the way to be borrowed then. With his bandaged eyes, he has the impression to begin a vertiginous ascent. At the term of this ascent with some numerous forks, he hears a door opening and the noise of a crowd which pours. He enters a room. One makes him sit down in a cubicle and frees his eyes. He’s in a court, in the heart of a trial of which he’s the defendant. The judge speaks, smashes a skull with a mass. The white pieces scatter in the air and strike the public of the first rank, who collapses in a pool of blood.


Speaking belongs to the hero, come to the palace to talk to the king about an important business. No business is rather important for the king, but the judge can listen for the king to what the hero has to say which is so important, and deliver the message if necessary. The judge must know above all that his interlocutor is one of the main monastic dignitaries of the kingdom. He writes a book with some universal impact, having made the decision to establish a literary school with the greatest writers of every century alive at and susceptible to meet. He isn’t the first one, answers the judge. He isn’t the first victim of this illusion. He took for postulate the fact that writers are eternal, and that they can of this fact coexist within the same reality. But it’s fundamentally impossible because they all evolved in different dimensions. Furthermore, they can only offer of themselves in their period what their works left, some quotations. Finally, every writer is likened by the one who succeeds him in time. His project is thus impracticable.


Nevertheless, didn’t one see some antique Greeks at the court? He’d better forget these fables. Thinking to be some people of another period is fashionable. If he could give him a piece of advice, he’d better give up his idea of a literary school. If he doesn’t, some people less tolerant than him can take him for a madman, a mentally ill person. How can one explain that he’s in a court at the moment while he asked to see the king? With an informed smile, the judged explains that all this is only a direction displayed to detect a plot. The palace has some infallible means intended to identify those who want to attack the king. The hero was thus suspected, as are all the foreigners in the palace. The judge, who is also a doctor and the Secretary of hospitals, proposes him a simple consultation to be definitively sure of his physical and psychological health.


Instead of a consultation, he finds himself in a forced labor camp, at the edge of the Nile, breaking some stones. Avoiding the vigilance of the guards, he skips discreetly into the river and he lets himself go with the current. After one hour some Hebrew people, seeing him since their ship, believe he’s drowning himself and try to help him by means of a net, which he escapes, preferring to pursue his way. He having left in the morning, it takes him the rest of the day to go back upstream the confluence leading to the pond of the monastery, which he reaches at twilight.


At dinner time, talking to the other bursars about his misadventure, he receives from them no understanding and no solidarity, as he could expect it. The rival, who always puts some zeal to be the first one who speaks, greets with irony this day rich in events. The animal, more sober, already evokes the future reprisals of the court. The leader abounds in his sense. To escape voluntarily a therapeutic treatment ordered by the judge is to behave like a fugitive and thus to admit to be guilty of treason. The servant, him, looks down, hidden in his dumbness. What the monks make understand to the hero, it’s that he can count neither on their asylum nor on their protection. The policy of the judges of the Nile is to challenge neither the royal power nor their representatives.


The hero will have to avoid the kingdom before the latter finds him and submits him to justice. He will leave the monastery against his will. In spite of the obnoxious company of his colleagues, he appreciates life between these walls, with the surrounding park. His departure for a distant country looks irrevocable. The government will do everything to stop a plot project. Some mercenaries can defy the borders, some allied kingdoms can contribute to his capture. He sees at the same time in this exile an opportunity to realize his project of literary school. He won’t do that without a consequent personal fortune, the one have all the notables of his order and his row. But he won’t run away being seen and known by the other monks, dreading a treason from them. Under cover of darkness and the sleep of all, he silently goes out of the monastery, seizes a car and a harness of four horses, and leaves the domain as fast as he can.


One sees him a few days later, sat on a quay, as a witness of the activities of the main port of a Scandinavian kingdom. That’s what he’s doing every day, all day long, at the point that the workers already nickname him the ghost of the port. Later, in a pub, while he discusses with some sailors, the animal, just coming, enters and orders a blood test. The waitress comes with a syringe and makes herself an injection, so filling the glass of the animal. As the latter asks for more of it until he isn’t thirsty anymore, the waitress runs and eventually collapses, emptied. Then he cuts her in small pieces and tastes her. Satisfied, he goes out, leaving behind him a spotless table, without any track of his passage.


This firebrand doesn’t stop following him, comments the hero. That’s the real ghost. There is an urgency to keep on running away. But he won’t clear off again just like he did before, what's the use to leave a foreign kingdom for another one? He needs another exit. One of the sailors says that a storyteller, living in a village thousands of years far from there, knows the secret of time. If the hero knew the secret of time, he could get rid of the animal by congealing the latter between two seconds. Thus he would be thankful to his table companion for indicating him the road of this village. It’s straight on, answers the sailor.


While continuing to curse swarming humankind, he thinks of finding a way to leave these places. At the inn of the port, a diligence gets ready to leave in the direction of the mountain, where the village is situated. Maybe improvisation is going to save him. During the trip, before coming down to his stop, another traveler tells the hero that freedom makes smile. Then he as the impression to recognize Marquis de Sade. Later, having himself left the car, he runs after a thief who stole him some gold. There’s a thick fog everywhere in the relief. The hero moves forward by trying not to leave the road, but soon he crosses a river walking, dipped, gained by the cold. He finds the thief calmed at the foot of a dead tree, hurts him with a stone and gets back his gold. Farther, while the fog dissipated, he perceives on the road the corpse of the driver of the diligence. A family of shepherds, seeing him lost, offer him the board and lodging. After a night of rest hardly disturbed by some dreams of murders, of challenges launched to the totemic figures of civilization, of some black smoke inhaled in a macabre trance, but what's the use to rebel against humankind right in the middle nature, the next day he finds back the diligence and goes on his trip.


He drives so during numerous years before meeting the first building, some university which was built in the heart of the highest summits. He parks his car, gets down, crosses a corridor full of students, then enters a room at random and settles down. The professor teaches about the founder of the university, the master of time. The hero is near to his goal. To gain the village, he just has to continue to follow the road. He isn’t afraid anymore of the presence of the animal, who is doubtless dead. The secret of time will allow him to create his literary school, but to obtain it he will have to kill the storyteller. On the other hand, individuals like the leader and the rival never die. During his trip, he didn’t only drive. He also continued to draft his book.


From his arrival to the village, he comes up against some hostile crowd which surrounds him and prevents him from going farther than the main square. By way of intimidation, some of them knife some animals in front of him, and even a human being, probably a person sentenced to death. Unable to stand against this superiority in number, the hero has no other choice than to be lead in a prison, where he notices that, for lack of more interesting occupations, it’s scientifically possible to observe and to describe an insect for hours before crushing it, what summarizes well enough, altogether, the vanity of existence.


Instead of an insect, he kills the storyteller, also a prisoner, between four walls. The guard talks about the fulfillment of a prediction. One of the two prisoners had to die. The hero having been released after this act considered as convincing, one introduces him into one of the houses of the village, where waits for him a man similar to the storyteller. Didn’t he kill him at the moment? In fact, there were two storytellers in the village, the leader and his rival. The secret of time mustn’t be only possessed. One has to assimilate it. Rebel individuals embody safety against mass. Human beings have to die. A document, came from a distant period, talks about the hero. The students will soon learn it. The storyteller, in spite of the secret which he detains, has never understood time. But he knows that they always have been of the same period.


The hero returns to the university, finds the library and seizes the manuscript, which is only a poster published by the judge to price his head. Later, the storyteller admits he has never tried to read the text. It belonged to him to do it. All the inhabitants of the village obey their intuition, which guides them more than reason. They are spiritual beings. These mountains were the purpose of a quest, he ignored that but he still has to kill the second storyteller to break definitively the chains of the narrative. On the other side of the summit is the anti-village, situated in the anti-world. Only he, the hero, can evolve in both universes because he’s the only one to carry his own negation. It’s there, at the summit, that the hero precipitates the storyteller against his double, his antithesis, causing an explosion. This event has no expected effect. The villagers shout that’s a murder. He has to run away again. The news go fast. Knowing that he’s guilty of murder, his own kingdom doubles zeal to send some soldiers and auxiliaries of army on his tracks. A cave near the village hides an underground passage, like a neglected subway, which he discovers and which he borrows. Soon joined by a group equipped with torches and with firearms, he considers himself already trapped. They want to save him, are going to bring him to their village, another village situated some kilometers further, not in the anti-world, where no storyteller waits for him anymore. In fact both villages are in war. The newcomers appear as the allies of the hero, those who are going to help him to realize his project of literary school. This world is inconsistent, he has to forget everything. Everything is only sophism. Both villages are in war because there’s no history without any movement. His history imports more than anything. Thus he has to find a way to end it. The historic process is a parallel world which has basically never existed in their spirits. Regrettably they have the intuition of it and can define themselves only with regard to this intuition and to all that it involves, including time.


They reach the village, the second on his road, similar to the first one. They go out of the underground passage by a circular mouth. The leader of the group declares to go to the center and dismisses his people. They all part. At twilight, at the terrace of a bar of the main square, situated near a castle-fort dominating the landscape, the leader continues to inform his guest about what waits for him. He isn’t got out of trouble. Their enemies benefit from the support of the bursars of the Nile and from their kingdom. His prosecutors will do everything to capture him. He will leave the village and will borrow the underground passage until the border, which he will cross via the scrubland. The mountain road will lead him up to the next city. He will be by himself, armed, and will leave tomorrow. From the scientific center under their control, the other village having the university, they manage the operations intended to cover him. They practically ended the development of a weapon which should annihilate their enemies. The realization of this project required some important works of search and espionage. If he succeeds, maybe they won’t have time to use it anymore. It doesn’t matter. One should still take care.


After the dinner, the leader invites the hero to attend the last simulations of the weapon. The center appears as a gigantic modern building, where fuss numerous people dressed in white blouse. The leader ignores everything of the city where the hero has to go. Some old legends report its existence. The city, situated in a materially neutral zone, remains out of reach. Only he can reach it. Here they are in an office, where the leader settles down classifying some documents. His guest is going to wait in the corridor where he finds, surrounded by a group of scientists, the judge of the royal palace, the same who is at the origin of the hard labor. Choked, the hero comes back and see his guide to ask him for the explanation of this surprising presence. The other one answers him, smiling, that the center welcomes researchers of any horizons, and that the judge occupies there an important function within the medical department.


In the big simulation room, hundred people fuss on some sophisticated machines occupying all the space. He still thinks of the presence, in these places, of his sworn enemy. That’s absurd. How can he work in a center where one schedules the destruction of his own army? Is the leader a traitor? It has nothing surprising. He thinks of escaping the center to join at night the underground passage and rush to the neutral zone. Does this zone exist? Is it populated? Is there really a city? Don’t the scholars get lost in guesses on its subject? One had to lie to him. He’s going to be interned in the medical department, maybe forever.


His guide interrupts his reflections. He’s going to show him of what consists their weapon. He indicates him the various devices. This big screen is going to ignite later. It will offer them a panoramic view on the enemy village. The hero has already seen the zone of antimatter. It’s thanks to it that they’re going to destroy their target, under which they settled a subterranean platform, some works having required a big discretion. These enormous mechanical arms, which he perceives here to the left and there to the right, are connected with the platform. They will be activated by an engine, which command the other machines of the room. Once engine started up, the arms will lift the platform, so extracting the village from the ground, and throwing it in the zone of antimatter.


When the village will be destroyed tomorrow morning, he will be already far. But he will have to act without protesting, to be in compliance with all which will happen to him, without seeing anything else there than the process of his liberation. He’d better not imagine that he’s a victim of a treason because of the presence of the judge. Everything will be all right. Then the leader talks to the judge, letting him free to seize the prisoner. The male nurses go to him. The hero, perfectly quiet, feigns revolt not to arouse suspicions. The appearance of the judge in the center was enough to make him capitulate. The men give him the camisole while he struggles, succeed in evacuating him from the room, cross the corridor and precipitate him into a room where one attaches him to a bed. One makes him an injection. He loses consciousness, before waking up within the simulation room where one kidnapped him. He stands, attached in a transparent compartment, a few meters far from the ground. He observes all the merry-go-round of the technicians who always fuss on machines. He has the impression to be a part of the installation. He collapses for the second time.


He finds himself in the underground passage, where one threw him. He falls asleep for a long moment then resumes his road. He thinks with a good reason that he has been put in the right direction. While walking, he feels the effects of the injection becoming blurred too slowly. The underground passage is lit. He walks for hours. The end of the tunnel shows itself finally as he expects it least. Some bushes with warm colors hide partially the exit, marking a break between the faintness of the artificial light and the enjoyment of the rays of the sun. He thinks of having crossed there the longest and the most disheartening stage. That isn’t the case. In front of his eyes is the border hill, which is difficult to cross. He goes like a blind person, having some difficulty in following a straight line. Several times he thinks of having got lost. The reappearance of the road of the mountain, a few hundred meters away from his point of observation, reassures him. He lets himself slide along the slope, on the other side of the hill, to fall at the edge of a river where he quenches thirst. He has to climb the woody ascent of the other bank to be on the road again. He thinks that his adventure will end soon. Where the hell can go all these cars which overtake him?


Another walker questions him, asks him if he’s one of the competitors. The hero doesn’t answer, keeps on walking his way. What does mean this story about competitors? The other one insists, being himself a competitor in the race of the liberators of the neutral zone. Thus there are several liberators. Did he ignore it? Nevertheless, his shirt seems to indicate that he’s registered for the race. He didn’t notice that. His shirt has indeed what looks like a number of sports runner. There will be moreover more than one physical test. However, the first one who will reach the neutral zone will be the one who will eliminate all the others, and the latter will be condemned to live forever in the material zone. Thus it would be easy not to submit oneself to the tests, and to go directly to the neutral zone by following the road?


The other walker doesn’t understand what the hero means there with his question. Too bad for him. That’s his action plan. He meets again some other walkers. Some arbitrators gather them around a stage where they begin a keynote speech for the tests. That’s the way he goes to the neutral zone, paying price of a quiet boldness. Not being so much keen on sports, his sees the passage to the neutral as the reward which deserves every athlete having the ingenuity to arrange his efforts.


All this history tires him but he reaches his goal. He joins the city, which exists. One welcomes him there as a rescuer before accommodating him in some luxurious apartments. The neutral zone is a paradise, far from the lowness of humankind. His hope to create a literary school shows itself lesser there than his relief to have left a world without any interest for him. All of them wanted to end. What difference does it make for him? Everything will end well one day. He doesn’t even know the inhabitants of his new city, who he guesses as his fellow men with regard to a common contempt against human beings. As a new lord, he has a harem with thousand women in his palace with thousands of rooms, a building endowed with solid gold walls and grounds, a living museum. Some war paintings decorate the partitions, as symbols of victory and ascendancy. This city turns out to be a city of writers, philosophers and artists who reserved him a triumph, the triumph that he wanted. Everything is completed. Nostalgia, nevertheless, sometimes carries his steps to the borders of his former world.


One brings him out of the transparent compartment, in a trance, his soul waving like a shady puddle. One returns him to his room, the one of the injection which was made the day before. He thinks of the leader as a traitor, of the guide as cheat. The judge appears again one hour later with his medical group. How does the hero feel? One of them walks towards him, appears as the leader of the internal, asks him if he knows where he is. At the center, he answers, what seems to cause a faintness within the group. But how does he really feel? He isn’t sure about it, neither sad, nor euphoric, he has no hallucinations, and he’d like to know how long he’s going to stay here. One brings him his treatment, a liquid with a bitter taste. After the doctors have left, he waits on his bed, stretched out, motionless up to lunchtime. He has to escape from this place. That’s easy. He just has to go out of his room which gives onto the corridor, and from there to gain the exit. He will steal an electric motor car. He decides to wait during two days before leaving this temple of suffering, to observe the rhythm of the comings and goings. The treatment doesn’t act completely yet. He knows some moments of perfect well-being. Most of the time, he feels sick. He feels some unbearable impatience and some difficulties articulating words when he sometimes speaks. Psychiatry is only pressure, forbidding to think.


There are some other patients in the department. They have an entertainment, during the time of the execution of the warlike plan of the center. They can attend the destruction of the enemy village on some big screens. They see there some enormous arms bursting the ground to lift all the houses, put on their metallic tray. Then the arms comply, tilt the tray upright. The village pours in the zone of antimatter, disappears. Only the hero isn’t surprised. One of the patients notices it, approaches him. Beautiful fireworks, isn’t it? Not bad, he answers before going back to his room.


He wonders what the hell the judge can make. His room is white, squared, includes a single cupboard. He goes out again, still under the influence of the impatience which prevent him from staying for a long time in the same place. The corridor is a better point of observation. The organization of the center seems vague. The psychiatric department is next to the room of the big screens. He sits down on a chair. He doesn’t count the number of passages in one minute. Some patients who don’t stop roaming share the corridor with diverse employees. He recognizes the male nurse of the treatment. He’s the only one who took a seat, but the other one doesn’t notice it. This frequency of the comings and goings can be only profitable to his escape. In such a mass in movement, he will go even more unnoticed than hidden behind furniture or doors. The leader disappeared from the traffic. That’s a good thing. The next day, at twilight, he will leave after the last meal so that his absence won’t be noticeable at once.


He goes to the room of the screens. Some patients still watch there the vestiges of the former village. From now on there isn’t more than one single municipality. Nobody of the other camp seems to have survived. The male nurse of the treatment comes to find him. The judge is going to receive him later in the presence of the other doctors. They have already seen him this morning but this has nothing to do with it. He had just entered the department. Then it will be the usual daily interview. He has to stay visible. Where thus does the other one want him to go? The male nurse goes away.


He quick finds himself in the office of the judge, who is surrounded with about ten of internal. They doesn’t say anything. They wait that he speaks, without moving their eyes. He has the impression to be a gladiator in a bullring. The fact that some people are going to be looked of their own free will is unbelievable. Sometimes a question betrays their silence. He doesn’t want to betray himself. On the other hand, he can tell them everything because he’s going to escape. Does the hero know who is? Does the judge realize the question which he has just asked him? There’s a long silence. Some of them exchange some words of which he doesn’t understand anything. Suddenly an alarm rings in the corridor. They all get up and leave the office, except a single member of the team, who introduces himself to him as a spy, a sympathizer of his kingdom. Now a plot gets ready against the king, and his role here is to prevent its progress. He gives him a sheet which he takes out of his file, inviting him to read it.


They will use the madness of the king to take the power. The king will be interned in Venice. The people, as a victim of the propaganda, will show no sign of revolt in front of this political turnover. The judge declares himself, by the present document, responsible for the madness of the king, because the power has to belong to him. They will knock down the king. The plot is about to succeed. The judge will soon return to the kingdom, where he will set up a new government.


The hero thanks the spy for having given him this service. He’s going to escape from here, to go back to the kingdom and to read this sheet to the judges of the Nile, counting on their power and on their impartiality. So he can save the king, who will free him. The judge and the others return in the office. The test is positive, announces the spy. The judge rubs his own hands, declares to the hero that the latter is going to undergo an even more effective treatment than the precedent. A male nurse prepares a syringe. He jumps up, seizes the syringe and plants it in his forehead. He doesn’t want that the history repeats again and again. He just knocks the judge out with his head, goes out of the office and flees in the corridor. It isn’t foreseen, say the internal. It’s necessary to catch him up. He has already kicked down the exit and disappeared driving an electric motor car, carrying his plan out. To protect his flight, he decides to avoid the Scandinavian port, of which he learnt that the armies of his kingdom occupy it at the moment. Thus he crosses by Venice, the oriental door of the Nile. He thinks that it’s the place where the judge is going to lock the king. The hero has to be fast. The trip up to the kingdom is going to take several years. His safety depends on the safety of the king.


The first memory which he has of Venice is his wakening in a gondola. The sky is grey. The weather is cold. Where’s his electric motor car? He has the vague memory of a flight by night. His trip from the village to Venice had to take several years too. He followed the mountain road with multiple branches, pointing all the directions of universe, including the one of the neutral zone that he didn’t reach. Why didn’t he go there? A voice inside of him answers him that it was too late. Maybe he refused to follow the directives of a traitor. In fact he’s convinced that the neutral zone doesn’t exist. He goes out of the gondola to climb on the quay, then undertakes in the false labyrinth of the streets of Venice. The place San Marco is indeed indicated everywhere. He goes there. The ground is gleaming and the spaces are clear. It’s still early, this morning. Some tourists make a shy appearance. He thinks of having crossed the first stage in one night. He stops as high as the Bridge of the Sighs, the Sighs which contributed to make the water so green, which he stares by trying to guess some drowned persons there as he tries to guess some bones in the prisons. He doesn’t know where he abandoned his book. It doesn’t matter. It was important only during the confusion of this story. He walks up to the port and walks past the big hotels. A music seems to follow him from a window to another window, from a building to another building. Venice is an orchestra, every monument is a partition.


The hero returns towards the place San Marco. Lost places eventually lose him too. He soon arrives in front of the Bell tower. He doesn’t want to rise up to the summit. The temptation of suicide is too strong over there. He remembers. He was at the same place in another life. In this other life, he attends a suicide, at the bottom of this tower. He sees a body falling. He catches it up. It’s a wooden model, which he drops on the ground. He runs away. Infinity is outlined in this story. A flight of pigeons returns him to real life. He has to find a means to leave Venice to gain the Nile. Later, everything will go fast. Why is the verb to hope so infrequent in the future? Because hope precedes future by nature. The sect holds Venice, reigns over the city in secret. He almost forgot it. The raid of the sect in his thoughts is going to pull a flood of imagination in reality. He knows that extraordinary things, or things wanting to be extraordinary, are going to mark once again his history according to their own will. Then he goes to the basilica San Marco, desert at the present time.


A monk is near the bench where he sits. He cleans different objects, methodically. The king, he exclaims when he sees the hero. He doesn’t understand. Does he speak about him? He asks it to him. The monk recognizes him, doesn’t he remember? Who else than him, the hero, could be the king of this story? There are the judges of the Nile, these beings beyond the divine for some people, fearing neither god nor man for the others, who think that divine is only the justification of the errors of human beings. He remembers, in another life, another world, another dream, these gigantic stony statues with heads of animals, the light of the glance of which, opposing or not opposing to their mineral constitution, making possible all the paradoxes. In front of these gods, who faded to break with human beings who became trivial, everything seems flat and without any interest. That’s the conception of divine as an animal, pet set up as a symbol of cult.


He remembers his history. He’s the sovereign of his kingdom, reigning over the latter since the death of his predecessor. Wanting knowledge more than power, he wants to see the judges of the Nile, so named because controlling everything on both sides of the big river. Besides the stony statues which represent them, one ignores where is situated their real existence. When he learns the truth, he loses his identity. He’s nobody anymore, because he discovered that to be somebody has no sense. It’s an illusion.


He isn’t the king anymore, everyone around him thinks that he became crazy. The people don’t know him. The shock could start a revolution. The judge, as the right hand of the former sovereign and being hostile to the new government, secretly pushes him aside from power by offering him a vast convent where he can study without disturbing the order of the kingdom. In fact, the judge became the boss of the kingdom, completely dedicated to the progressive announcement to people of his claimed madness. He needs however a valid reason, the symbolic key of definitive asylum. The business is difficult because the hero has some partisans, some noble persons disappointed by the judge and who hope for the cure of the king in their own interest. Among them, the rival tries to teach him his identity. He considers the rival as a source of knowledge, and invites him regularly to share his reflections among his other main partisans, the leader and the servant. The hero decides to interrogate the monk to know more about it. Then the latter blames him for not recognizing his own sovereign. Some other memories spring.


He incites Venice. He cut the throat of the narrator in a church, according to the story. Memories still kick down the doors of his memory. High treason is the reason the judge uses to raise the people against the hero. The judge knows his desire to end, in a visible contradiction with the projects of eternity of the kingdom. The judge sees rightly in his loss of identity the immaterial assertion of his being, his intention to join the neutral zone, the access of which could create a universal imbalance witch consequence would be the end of this story.


It’s necessary to go back even farther in time. The narrator creates the sect of Venice on some imaginary bases, so that the kingdom keeps on controlling its own opposition. The sect claims itself the opponent of the kingdom. Coming from the very kingdom, it keeps the latter forever shielded from any conflict, insuring its perpetuity. However, to check the policy of repression to which he opposes, the hero kills the narrator during his visit in Venice, province of the kingdom. He seizes the power, after the dissolution of the sect consecutive to the fusion of the murder and the presence of the judge in Venice. The people ignore the murder. Officially, it’s an accident. The hero has to replace the dead sovereign. According to the judge, he becomes a threat for the harmony of the kingdom.


As a cause of imbalance, he’s unbalanced by nature, what brings him to the judges of the Nile, who includes the part of perfection still missing in the realization of his neutrality. The rival tries to bring him back to his identity by a progressive initiation into the principles of the sect. He fails, because the hero flees towards the neutral zone. Regrettably, he can’t reach the latter and end this story. Nobody can die in his reality. The narrator didn’t die. Thus he’s the only one to live the imbalance of the kingdom, in conflict with the latter which protected its balance thanks to the immortality of its main elements. His history is an eternal restarting. This time, by a brilliant awareness, he can break the vicious cycle and dissolve it forever. And so he provokes the unpredictable by declaring himself the opponent of the narrator. The crowd evolves calmly around him on the place San Marco. The judge appears. They all let him come. He walks towards the hero. This time everything is ended. He’s going to find his function back at the top of the kingdom. An escort waits for them. Nevertheless he killed the narrator. There has never been any murder, objects the judge, and nobody died. The condemned person will be the hero, who will lose his identity by going to denounce the doctor to the judges of the Nile. The kingdom will pursue him as a criminal.


The servant welcomes them when they arrive at the royal palace, declares himself happy to see the king with a healthy mind again. The judge confirms that the treatments of the center were all good for him. Alone again with the hero, the doctor attacks again. Thus his opponent is persuaded that he’s going to behead him with the approval of the judges of the Nile. He will never succeed. The judge doesn’t suspect anything. He could kill the latter like he killed the narrator. But two murders at the same moment would verify the suspicions of the people. Furthermore, an execution on the ground of the kingdom wouldn’t have any chance to succeed without the assent of the judges of the Nile. Concerning the narrator, he understands why it’s impossible to get rid of him. He’s a being of pure invention. Thus he can never die. The doctor, who conceived him, believes he keeps the secret of his existence. If he manages to make his enemy condemned by the judges, nothing will prevent him from gaining the neutral zone anymore and this story will end.


In the throne room, he chases away the rival who usurped the royal seat during the absence of the sovereign, and orders the guards to watch that nobody disturbs him up to dinnertime. The kingdom of the Nile could be named differently. It doesn't matter more than that. He wants to end. Everything is only tiredness. Tiredness appears as the opposite of imagination. However, tiredness is everything except the opposite of imagination, because imagination comes indeed from tiredness. That’s why, besides, tiredness is the opposite of imagination, because a thing always comes from its opposite. Let be the proposition according to which a thing always comes from its opposite, this proposition comes from another proposition according to which a thing never comes from its opposite. So names have importance and have no importance.


If he describes the throne room as having the shape of a pavement the height of which is inaccessible to human being, it’s necessary to admit that, according to the logic of the moment, his considerations about the importance of names and the role of opposites come before his description of the throne room, what proves essence precedes existence, what is false, and then true. Because if truth isn’t falsehood, falsehood, as being the opposite of truth, is true. However if truth isn’t falsehood, falsehood isn’t truth. And because falsehood is true, falsehood isn’t false, and truth is true. But if falsehood isn’t false, truth is false. Thus falsehood is false. But if truth is false, falsehood is true. Moreover, it’s true that falsehood is false, thus false is true. Now, if truth is the opposite of falsehood, falsehood isn’t the opposite of truth. Because how could a thing be the same thing as its opposite? Consequently, if it’s true that falsehood is false, and so that falsehood is true, then truth as true is false. But truth, as the opposite of falsehood, can’t be falsehood, which is true. So, truth is neither false nor true, because its opposite falsehood is true by being false. In conclusion, only falsehood is true, truth is nothing, and the rest is false.


He’d better make a clean sweep of his history. Let the monastery disappear, as well as Venice, the kingdom of the Nile, the Scandinavian port, the mountains of the storyteller, the Seine, which is a vague tributary of the Nile, the Rhine, the Atlas and the Jura, and with them all the characters, the leader, the rival, the servant, the guards of the palace, the sailors, the driver, the traveler, the thief, the other leader, the villagers, the internal of the center, the Hebrew of the Nile as well as all the others except the judge, whom the staunch certainty to be and assurance to exist are enough for him to recreate in an instant all what the king has just brushed aside. Only the conviction of an individual persuaded to be and to exist, this to and against any contesting, allows this individual to assert himself as the least imaginary element of any story, and as a target to be shot down from the point of view of whom doesn’t want to believe in the story in question anymore.


Thus the moment of the dinner becomes the place of the confrontation between the judge, which maintains the existence of the other dinner guests, and the king, who tries to annul it. However the hero speaks to the others, because the fate of their existence doesn’t depend on his attitude towards them. The judge is the only one he has to attack. At the time of taking a seat, the explanation of his loss of consciousness consecutive to the head of the fox put on the table appears as a miracle or a fortunate coincidence. He sees himself in the center again, struck by the flash of lightning of consciousness which is going to allow him to end this part of the chapter. He sees himself again, a long time before, struck by the same flash of lightning presented as a guile against fate. He’s too much sure of his victory not to reveal it to his enemies. Thus he reveals his guile, the guile of the fox, and spills the beans. The head of the fox represents the beheaded judge, but as failure for the hero. The rival uses this means so that he recovers his identity. The hero becomes unable to believe in his victory. Thus he decides to speak as less as possible, knowing that the time and the space of this dinner are at the origin of the renewal of the cycle against his desire to finish it.


What does he have to do to insure his victory? He sees himself again at the previous time, speaking. What does he say? And if he doesn’t speak this time, will the others suspect something? In fact the others are nothing. The others are the judge, and only the judge. He is, through his system of psychiatric repression, the key of any existence. If the hero reveals his guile, the cycle will be renewed. If he keeps silent or says something else than previously, the cycle will also be renewed because the judge will suspect something. No. It’s impossible. He has already understood, since his arrival in the kingdom, that the assurance of his opponent was such as it was necessarily going to lose him. The victory of the hero has first to come through the expression of his desire, beyond any will. Thus he goes as far as being nothing, what is indescribable.


The judge, polarized on his being, sees himself falling in the nothingness which the hero offers of himself. Then the judge tries to turn away from him, what allows the king to eliminate one by one all the elements of the scene. Concretely, he doesn’t make anything. He lets thing goes. The judge is as a blind person, because the balance is destroyed. He finds no more opposition susceptible to help him to define himself. All his universe collapses, there’s only him. The hero could already consider himself as a winner, but it would be an error. That’s what lost him during the previous cycle, the assurance to win, this assurance which is nothing else than the will assimilated to the feeling to exist. So he stays in his state of nothingness up to the end. As a pure feeling, he doesn’t experience the slightest feeling anymore, because he isn’t anymore. Having formerly been an opposition, he became pure nothingness.


This state would still lose him if he didn’t hide at this time an influence of his consciousness on the balance of things. This nothingness is imaginary, which explains its strength. Against the illusion of being, he uses the illusion of nothingness. He sees himself endowed with a new material constitution. A change had to occur at a point of this story. He had to acquire the control of balance after an extraordinary split already assuring him a partial victory. The judge and the king are in the empty space. They don’t have the impression to fall because, in the empty space, space loses its sense. As he dominates the judge, he uses easily his own power of creation, able of revealing any object, a cupboard for example. He realizes the lack of imagination of his opponent. Having got the same power, what does he create from his part? He sets up the mechanism of his own irreversible loss. Thinking wrongly that this precaution is imperative, he chains him before informing him that he has to submit himself to the judgment linked to his project of plot.


He doesn’t remember the number of the judges of the Nile. They have to be about ten. In any case, they have heads of animals which, stemming from their stony body, look like some uprooted flesh. Their face pounds in the evening color, they inhale the mist, motionless by waiting for nothing. If twilight spreads out, they already embody black night until dawn. They’re only motionless representations, living for whom knows how to see them. The hero is born on a beach of the Nile, from the collapse of a sand castle. His birth has never taken place, because he doesn’t exist. He doesn’t exist either in front of the judges of the Nile, built for the glory of nothingness. There are the chained opponent, the judges of the Nile, the hero and nothing else. They’re in the empty space, don’t feel their fall. The empty space is immobility. Space has not grounds for being. He joins time in a motionless second. All the judges are only one and say the same thing at the same time. What does the hero want? He brings them a conspirator so that this one is judged. Does the hero have some proofs to justify what he says? Yes, he answers by taking the paper out of his pocket. Does he at least deserve to address them? He could turn them the question, but what importance?


The defendant is allowed to speak, the defendant explaining the accuser. The opponent, paler than a smoke of cigar, asks if he’s thus nothing to die. The answer of the hero isn’t less concise. The acts speak for themselves. A paper sheet is nothing, and he placed all his fate in a paper sheet. In the name of whom and that does he pronounce this opinion? He’s the king. It’s in his own name and in the name of his kingdom that he subjects them this man. He came to them to overcome, by challenging them, the threat which they represent. The judges collapse, in front of the rejection of their authority. The hero is the only judge, that’s what makes the judgement possible. Before, he had the power to reign, but he missed the power to decide and to apply decisions. He had reigned in the name of the judges over a vast world, being the slave of the power from whom he couldn’t move away without turning against his heels the dogs of suffering. At the moment he reigns over himself and over himself only, and needs nothing else. The system disappears in spontaneity. The kingdom doesn’t re-appear. He won. He doesn’t have more than to cut the head of his opponent. That’s what he’s doing.


To write a book, it’s necessary to put at first philosophy and literary critic in a trash can, to burn the latter and to scatter the ashes wherever. It’s so pleasant to improvise. He wants to give a work of life. He refuses artificial structures, the excesses of reasoning, the endless searches concerning the history of literature, the tormented questioning about the way of being situated compared with the others. Isn’t the one who makes every effort so that one’s work is completed, who looks for everything, who doesn’t stop questioning oneself before having written anything, isn’t that one the one who goes away the most from perfection? Classical would be, in a sense, the spontaneous expression of soul in a work of art, when classical people define themselves just like natural beauty even if the authors recognized as such miss this purpose, as far as the constraints that they stand out give to their works the appearances of natural beauty but aren’t the expression of this beauty. He wants, like Nietzsche, to see in his art the way to release himself from all the alienations of mind. His intellect intends to put him back on the right way, the one of constancy in the rite of writing and, via the rigor of the work, real love for life. Asceticism doesn’t bother the satisfaction of desire. It abounds in its sense.


One has to pass quickly on the claiming to write badly, to sell millions of copies, to mix places, characters, situations, past, present and future, to return freely to the processes of surrealism and new novel while denying their inheritance just because psychoanalysis has not grounds for being or just because unconscious wouldn’t exist, to attack Marxism without any argument but just for being in a bad mood, to confuse the techniques of story with their contents, to pretend supplying an intrigue where there isn’t any intrigue, to accuse the poet Hölderlin of having made some incestuous spirituality, to be photographed with dark glasses, to declare himself being a victim of the cruelty of women, to complain that the sky is grey, to grant to the correctness of words an exclusive importance by following the example of the sophist Prodicos, to tax André Breton of being a sub-follower of Lautreamont, to set spontaneity against automatism, to drink some clear water, to visit courtesans, to do some trade and doorstep selling, to do nothing, to give up doing nothing, to congratulate himself for that, to roar in the court, to learn to play harp, to piss in the public gardens of a tax haven, to give pleasure to the wife of an unreliable politician, to shoot some sports commentators, to return to the helm, to point his opponent, to go out victorious under applauses and to disappear.


He leaves the court. The others still look for him inside. He knows that they’re eventually going to forget him, too much busy with burning the rests of his opponent. From the past, he goes to the present. Leaves the court far behind him. Tries to make a way in the noisy old town with crowded shops, between the smells of merguez sausages and roast chickens. Finds nothing better, to refuse to give some coins to a beggar, than being thought as a member of the court. In the bar, there’s a lot of smoke. He pushes aside some chairs up to the table which he got. Some greetings, remarks, background music. Welcome among the living.


Nobody eats people here. One must say hello. The moralizing tone adapts badly itself to customs. Intelligence has to be pragmatic. What’s the definition of intellect? If he had known, he would never have started this career. And the other one, over there, always bawling. One can boast to have been there. Technology mustn’t replace art. These are cock-and-bull stories. Stupid like a painter, Duchamp was fed up with this expression. Having seen the work already carried out, one would better continue up to the end. Never, that’s just a joke. Contagion. Words. To go back to work at two. The places empty in a wink of eye. The microwave oven. Religion. Deaths. To fill pages. Like a big space where everything pours. A woman. Some rigor, that’s what is lacking in democracy facing the extremists. He was an iconoclast, he attacked preconceived ideas. Some of them don’t work today. Nervous for nothing. To have another coffee.


He wonders if he has some corrections to add at this stage, hesitates, doesn’t know if he has to delete or not the temporal vagueness created at some point, before entering the bar, then decides to cross besides, to assume disorder. The sailor, having traveled all around the world, remains sat on his bench, quiet, in front of the sea, him who saw cannibals, massacres of prostitutes, destroyed buildings, street battles, lost ships, grasshoppers invasions, possessed women, radioactive cities, children diving in swimming pools with either arms nor legs, genocides, sexual orgies, mirages in the desert, human flesh for sale, pouring rains, crashed planes, torrents, cyclones, droughts, epidemics, tournaments, collisions, oilfields, oil spills, initiation rites, satanic masses, volcanic eruptions, hostage-taking, rock paintings, herds of whales, rains of blood, elephants' graveyards, fields of sugar cane, nuclear missiles, ethylic comas.


The sailor dies having drunk some sea water in a bottle. It was a suicide, at the same time as a philosophic demonstration, a calculated hitch, and a regression towards childhood as well as an act of mockery, like a competition of spelling mistakes in a classroom. A sports commentator, having heard the only mention of the term of competition, crawls since the room of the court with a blood stained face, his hands on the breast. He finishes shooting him. He rereads himself a lot. He begins to have a brief breath. He should break off momentarily.


Fate defines the literary and artistic creation according to the measure of life. There’s no sublimation of real-life experience in a work of art. The writer is only trying to follow the complex logic of life which is inside him and which manages him, via the verb immortalized by and into the act of writing, not to propose it an alternative nor to substitute itself for it. Heroically, the individual overcomes suffering all on his own, without passing by the divan of a psychoanalyst or by another outside help. The author of whom one can say that he has a strong personality, an exceptional fate to be achieved, first knows a painful period when, under the influence of his burning desire of freedom, annoyed by the installation of proprieties and constraints, he decides to start literature, locks himself into a room and begins immediately to write. He tears some sheets away, arms himself with a pen and, without wondering one second what he’s going to write, puts it on the front page with the idea that the only possible result of this gesture will be a masterpiece. He will avoid media harassment and polite small talk, dedicating a loyalty to the world of ideas without any deflect, claiming the height of his ivory tower.


After having stopped his position, he goes back to his sheet and writes in several lines words such as they come to him, reread them, congratulates himself for having avoided the stumbling block of bibliographic anecdote, the narrative of the disappointments with which collide inevitably all the misunderstood noble heart beings. During this period he discovers to what extent it’s difficult to write, even if most of the books which he read, nevertheless some great classics, appear, from an outside point of view, to have been written easily. This difficulty annoys the investigation of his own internal life in which he’s engaged, while revealing him the confusion of his feelings and, as a reaction to the latter, the implementation of a strict psychological list only authorizing the individual to think according to the terms of the success of his work which, if it isn’t effective, becomes an abstract model to which he will have to conform.


From bad to worse, the poet is engaged in the excesses of intellect, of reasoning. He tries to become stronger via his conformity to the requirements of the concept he defined beforehand, which explains an irreproachable technical learning at the same time as, deep down in his heart, a systematic search for distance and peculiarity, a difficulty of emotional adaptation to circumstances and to subtleties of his personal evolution. From this point of view, adequacy to oneself establishes one of the first big trials in one’s life, and writing an initiatory way to deal with this test. Secondly, his style defines itself through a laborious work to reduce the language to the sovereign concept, the imperative. His universe, his ideal city, defines itself according to the only law and the strict law, with death penalty as the unique penalty planned by the system for the slightest failure. There are some good ideas, but they’re always excessive.


Unity of space and time eventually obsesses him, every unit having to stay at its only place. Politics feeds with physics, metaphysics with politics, and the will to be dead of metaphysics. Possessed by books like a mystic, he shares all his spare time between writing and reading, locks himself sometimes for several hours or, occasionally, for several days with some impressive literary or philosophic works. That’s how he joined the monastery. At least, that’s an explanation, after the one of the plot against the king. Narratives don’t always present the events seen under various angles. His learning of thought by reading and by writing made him, more than an enthusiast, a possessed person, a mystic, his own fiction. To be oneself one’s own fiction.


As a counterpoint, some other memories stream, of separate plans of consciousness, neuroleptics, mind poisons, remarkable cities, archaic wisdom, new claws of soul, hallucinations, suicides down from buildings, stays in Paris, in Barcelona, in Amsterdam, in Copenhagen, last gospels, antichristian ideas, new pilgrimages, returning to reassurance, boxes full of books thrown at night in the Mediterranean Sea aboard the ferry between Nice and Corsica, Fellini’s Dolce Vita watched several times a day during the holidays, corridors of empty rooms with a cupboard as only piece of furniture, messianic texts, minimalist piano, works of James Joyce, implication in carnal material.


The author out of breath. The customers of the bar go back to their work. To go faster than the watch. If possible, to delay time. He found his method of writing. The return to logos. The trader puts a veil of mystery on the products which he sells. What interests him is the rhythm. It’s difficult to intend to fill all the pages with this rhythm. Everything is in the rhythm. A researcher claims to have drunk some dinosaur soup. As an answer to a mail, they will find his absence. He speaks but it’s only a diversion. He scrutinizes his own silence deep inside the intrigue. More interested to know who he is than to know where he is with what he’s doing there. The depths of the intrigue. There are no differences between personal pronouns anymore. To exhaust all the syllogisms. To think about Spain because of castles, always with a taste for immoderation.


To write a book, it’s necessary to put at first philosophy and literary critic in a trash can, to burn the latter and to scatter the ashes wherever. The number of desirable objects multiplies. What for common people is called everyday life, no more and no less, with its advantages, its inconveniences, its hours of glory, its hours of opprobrium, its walkabouts and its time in the wilderness. It’s so pleasant to improvise. He hasn’t just put the straitjacket. He wants to give a work of life. What to say about mythomanics, followers? He refuses artificial structures, the excesses of reasoning, the endless searches concerning the history of literature, the tormented questioning about the way of being situated compared with the others. He still thinks about it with the same words, as just now.


He hates human beings. For Nietzsche, divine and blank page, a matter of absence. She’s a Buddhist. They speak. He appropriates verb. Language has his name. Art foundry. The nobility of bronze. All this has a meaning. The important isn’t that there is one but to know the secret. To go back to the word love. What are the limits of art? He often asked himself the question. To know everything is to have nothing more to live. To confuse literature and music, against Wagner. Under the torture of silence. Always defending himself. He doesn’t give it to you in the middle. The middle is all. Not to be afraid of losing the course. To be afraid under the clouds, which weigh as a threat.


That’s really true, he thinks all by himself. His thought embraces all the dimensions of language. He would reject punctuation if the medium of his writing was a harem. He goes to the sauna. A desire to transpire. Thus he goes there of his own free will. The Platonist imagines himself as a slave of his body. Poor Platonist. It’s difficult to stay in the air up to the end. They will do it, they are young people full of resources. To write carefully, the hope to feed an ambition. They are still many. When we think that this woman is a psychiatrist. Impossible writing. Impossible lie. Lie can light a lot of truths.


Why is he still defending himself? The intruder word of the text. Nevertheless there’s a reason, a dimension where all dimensions join. Can one talk about darkness without going to the other side? According to Plato, mirror is a space. He’d like to live with a bitch but would fast get tired of it. Then only one day. She says that she doesn’t smoke. It’s great, it’s modern, and it’s beautiful. He will go back to this zone. He progressed a lot today. Thank you for wanting to mean something. This writer suggests the order of the world in his incompleteness. He thinks of not being afraid of anything anymore. His darling, this bitch, is a beautiful woman. He’s eventually going to shoot his own head. She sucks him. In the arms one of the other, very strong. To defend oneself justifying oneself, even when nobody questions his credibility.


How can one talk about life? The rest on laurels, an art which gets lost. Now he’s situated beyond sense. Did he exceed divine? Divine maybe not, but a certain idea of divine. It’s difficult to make one’s day in this world. They are courageous. They are great. Romain Rolland was there. To do not rest on one’s laurels to avoid creasing them. To know where he is at this stage. To remain coherent dialoguing. To push aside the weakest words, a permanent test. Words stay alive. Sometimes it’s good to feel in osmosis with the comfort of one’s education. A declension. Not bad. To come to the point. It’s difficult to learn how to drive, to learn how to live. The hour to retire didn’t come yet. The words drive crazy.


To give to see what takes place in his head and occurs him. The others would be afraid. No. That’s impossible. Revolt can prevent from writing. To replace writing by a woman. She stands on a cliff, dressed in a long black coat. Her long dark hair, her hot breasts. His head against her. His claws against her stomach. He looks for her. Comes up against his own barriers. Her love. Always beyond his limits. What he wants, always beyond what he possesses himself. He dreams about a writing of pleasure. The pleasure to let itself be deconstructed. He ignores why he thinks with terms of pain, but he knows pain. Conciseness looks after him. Conciseness in brief, in a sentence, that would be his slogan. One takes coherence as a starting point.


He dreams about a writing which lets itself be anonymously deconstructed. To make so that writing isn’t a prison anymore. Art doesn’t have to be useful. He wants to commit suicide. Robert Malaval. The paradox of desire of glory. Authentic in spite of worship. The applauses as a drug. To give much of one’s time. Nature is a question, human beings claim to answer it. There is some for all the tastes, for all the agonies. Few colors in this book. Soon the starting point. But what do all of them have against pain? The keyboard of his computer, a sculptural approach of the verb. If she didn’t like to be humiliated, he would stop. It’s all about what takes place in the head of the opposite side. The name of the public is the opposite side. Just before passing through forgetting. To resurface. To be back. Another time in the wilderness. The sailor wants to be buried in the sea. Always lost in the sea, Noir Désir. The painter talks about his cats. The cat from Egypt. He went to Egypt. A sentence to be ended. What a relief. Maybe it’s necessary to resume everything since the beginning, and after that the story really begins, yes just after that.


To go back to sensitive realities then, again, to be allowed to derive in one’s internal life. A literary time different from real time, without lingering too much over the question. The inflexible relativity of time. To change the shape from a context to the other one. The origin of the temporal vagueness of later and now on. Everything converges in a lost point of imagination. To name the author Socrates just to give him a name, Socrates either any name of horse or bird. The one who thinks too much goes away from sensitive realities and when, sooner or later, one has to go back there, what for common people is called everyday life, no more and no less, with its advantages, its inconveniences, its hours of glory, its hours of opprobrium, its walkabouts and its time in the wilderness, becomes for him a descent into hell. He just tries to follow his own nature with a minimum of directives, his natural limits.


The waitress of the bar brings some additional coffees to the table of the storyteller, then withdraws. Those who don’t work today see at the same time the last customers who return to their obligations and from whom they hear disappearing, in the streets of the old town, the last roars of laughter and greetings. The tables are cleared. Having cleaned the room up, at the peaceful time which succeeds the closure of the doors, one invites him nodding to pursue his narrative.


The major part of the events which are going to follow, marking the end of this first chapter, always takes place in the kingdom of the Nile, that is in Egypt, a mythological Egypt of which the borders, one has already seen it, take liberties with geographical science. The story, at this stage, is interested in three royal generations. These sovereigns of the sacred river, the storyteller will name them the first Pharaoh, the second Pharaoh and the third Pharaoh, or the founder, the hero and the successor. One shall speak especially about the second one, less about the first one and even less about the third one. This hero, whose one already talked about, also known as a king, an erudite monk, a conspirator and usurper, a murderer, a fugitive, a metaphysical and iconoclastic entity, will reveal his story under new facets. So the public will take advantage of a different lighting on the actions and the statements of the previous pages, will be able to interpret the story with a more sharpened and more informed look thanks to the additional dimensions which open to him.


Born from a grain of salt and a grain of sand, he remembers his birth in a lake. Under the shape of a tiny piece of his creator’s imagination, here he’s thrown to take shape by going down the Nile. Sudan. Nubia. Egypt. The suburbs of Memphis. It’s impossible to estimate the duration of his journey between his starting point and his place of destination. He feels the moment of his birth as an immense awareness within pure life, this inalienable strength which continues beyond centuries to give to everything its reason for being. He remembers a disturbing endlessness. At his origin, where he makes only one with the springs of the river, his spirit in its extreme density reigns within a total darkness, equal to the ignorance of his future.


The beginning of his history, having crossed this first formative period, corresponds to the term of this long journey through Africa giving him human shape. His memory can only hold some fragments of it, which he isn’t certain that they kept their original purity. Like at the end of a long night of sleep, then he opens his eyes for the first time, and for the first time it’s given to him to see something else than the abstractions based in the comfort of eternity, in the forgetting of time.


Out of breath, he becomes used to his body. His soul loses itself in the sky which still sparkles with uncountable lights over him. Gradually, he realizes that he finally separated from the Nile, not knowing where he is. He feels his back crushing some plants and sinking into wet ground. The coolness of the air seizes his members. The wind is low. Moments pass. The night noises bustle all together. From the nearby palm grove, some singings of insects come to him. It must be approximately four o'clock in the morning. The speed with which he passes from a state of consciousness to the other one doesn’t surprise him more than the fact of having a body, as if somebody had warned him of this change a long time before. Laid in the ground just at a step from the river, he doesn’t think either about danger or fear.


He feels rather the pleasure of his new embodiment. Finally he can touch the ground and so darken his hands, get them dirty, feel its humidity filled with life, touch plants also, follow their shape with fingertips and, by pressure, make sap spring. He inhales the night air, of which his lungs appreciate the purity and the rest of his body endures the freshness. A work of life. The ground between the hands of the artist. At the same time as his eyes become used to real darkness, not similar to the one that he knew, the sharps of the world which surround him show themselves more and more to them to create some dreamlike images inside of him.


He sees the dark outlines of palm trees tearing the bottom of the blue and black sky. He invents in spite of himself some extraordinary and often terrible silhouettes, nevertheless looking like these shapes, going as ideas go, from which the logic escapes him for the most important part of them. He sees some gigantic bats describing circles over his body, passing near him from time to time, touching him by leaving their very shrill shouts, repeating this merry-go-round during a rather long time, until one of them takes a little piece of his flesh after an ultimate passage.


Then he sees them quarrelling for this scrap in the air, turns his back to the sky not to attend this slaughter, not to undergo it. Fear. The moment before, serenity. Everything changes abruptly. The distant masses seem to stir, encouraging the winged monsters to pursue their fight. A relapse. The refusal of human dimension. Did he really take up his own body at this moment? He perceives the world as if he had always known it, as if he had made it himself. Entailed by the desire to live, he pushes aside from his thought the idea that what he discovers is only an illusion, the one of the writer at work. He refuses this idea. Always on the alert. Always led by the conviction to be in the center of all situations.


He sinks into the ground. He knows that imagination becomes reality. The fruit of his imagination was never less tangible than these heads of palm trees. Where the hell do these bats can come from? So it takes night only a few minutes to break the peace of his exit of the Nile. The pain that he feels in front of his torn away flesh is more than from a nightmare. He completely took up his definitive shape, only having the last hours of this night to finish becoming used to it, less frightened by the bats than by the uncertainty of their origin.


He comes from a timeless state of consciousness, in which he lives nothing. At the most he attends, with a voluntary powerlessness, the creation of his body according to the current of the river to Egypt. These bats. Strange. He can’t talk about a long experience. He feels, within a few minutes in contact with the ground, the air and the night forms, the forces coming from the inside revealing him, beyond words, the stakes of his existence as so many meanings of the events which he’s going to have to cross. His reaction to the appearance of the flying monsters means for him a shape of anxiety due to a drift of consciousness that it’s still difficult for him to explain in a few words.


He doesn’t understand the tolerance of creation in front of monstrousness. He begins to realize, in the depths of his intuition, like reaching with look the darkness of a well in the middle of the world of objects and beings flooded by daylight, the embarrassment caused by the discovery of a defect in the nature of his own creator who he considered as being perfect. He lived nothing yet but already knows contradiction, mindless knowledge, belonging to his instincts, similar to the fact that one could name the science of animals, all the secrets which they manage to share with their environment without ever turning to analysis. The heads of palm trees in the lower zone of the night sky give some assurance to his imagination, entirely linked to the peaceful and harmless desire to end this night in the pleasure of dreams, to which he even assimilates the appearance of the bats.


What a beautiful interpretation. To think that everything's fine in the world, that there’s nothing to transform, that things were conceived to form a paradisiac set, from which evil is excluded, where every element carries out with bliss what it’s intended, without ever wondering, protected by eternity. To think that evil doesn’t exist. To even not conceive that evil can mean something. Does his failure on this bank aim at dissuading him from subscribing to such faiths? That’s what he tries hard to think, with his convulsive fingers, pushed in the ground, as rooted, and the palm of every hand trying to press the ground until breaking itself, opening his face, devouring blackness and humidity, the rest of his body being completely dedicated to this incomprehensible effort.


Because there’s even worse than that. And blood. Blood which keeps on raining. Blood which falls on him by nets. The bats which he guesses more and more numerous. Some others took part in the slaughter. Shouts. They kill each other. He hears the fall of the losers in the river. He can’t imagine that all this is a part of a plan. It’s against any healthy expectation. It isn’t natural. Animals, to a certain extent, need to kill to survive. But it isn’t comparable to such an appearance of criminal enjoyment. They don’t even quarrel for his body. They took him a little piece of flesh to draw his attention on the unbearable meaning of their bloody merry-go-round. He thinks, while trying to lock himself into the refusal to this respect, this is only about an outside and dark intervention, the entrance of a second consciousness, a double personality.


It’s nevertheless the truth. How can he give it a name? How can he deny that this massacre, which the night sky is the backdrop of it, is only an introduction, and that some horrible things do exist in the depth of his soul? He tries to resist while knowing that the effort is too important. Torn flesh. Pain. His right hand bleeds abundantly. He eventually gives up. Partially. With a movement he finds his initial position. There are no more than two bats. Murder. The last one. A macabre duel. An evil against another one. At this stage, they can’t attack what’s good anymore. Good things don’t mean anything anymore. He suffer especially as he sees in this scene the fall into pleasure considered as a supreme good thing, and this fight as the will of exclusion which implies such a state of mind.


If they could speak, in their mouth the word good would be only a ghost. He has the impression that they’re still there. With its torn wings, the ultimate loser eventually crushes on the ground, a few meters away from his wound. A blood explosion. One again. He has much of it everywhere on him. He can’t get up so much pain is heavy. He’s like being resigned to die. The shower completely goes out. Confusion of everything. Ideas are made shape to make him go out of depth. Then he tries to break the silence, to call for help, to ask the sky for some explanations. Suddenly, the vision of a lust scene with a warrior woman. Impossible to estimate the time between his faint and the second opening of his eyes. Where do the water of fountains go? His cured wound. Marked by this experience. It’s difficult for him to maintain control over his words while remembering them. He’s going to know some other comparable moments. He doesn’t want to talk about it otherwise than in these terms. Any will which would oppose it would remain powerless. To return to this reality.


The monster disappeared. He sees himself crawling in the palm grove. Doesn’t remember why he decided to leave behind him his starting point in existence. It’s cold. It isn’t more than half an hour since the beginning. Night still has time in front of it. He isn’t going to stop. Goes following his instinct, like an animal, to the place where the strange phenomena which he attended have to give a continuation. The trunks of palm trees seem uncountable to him. With his bloody hands, he pushes aside the brambles in the bushes which he crosses. Like an animal. Due to running on the ground, condemned to walk on all four with the fear of being seen, and thus with the natural recognition of another consciousness than his own one, he eventually loses courage. Stops at the foot of a trunk. Seated. Curled up to stand temperature. Trying hard to believe in the heat of his breath.


The singing of the insects. Completely switched off. He nevertheless heard it from the river bank. Some hallucination? No. He hears it resuming. The air is icy, but the insects sing. He feels some bodies touching him, moving fast. They try to cross him. The insects. He has a doubt. The sound becomes intensified when these mysterious arrows touch his skin. Everything seems irregular. Like if the infernal spirit which was engaged in him had affected reality to the most elementary natural laws. Everything went so fast. Even what’s not moving becomes aggressive there.


He waits for something. He still doesn’t know what it is. Time goes by slowly. Assaulted by the cold and by the anxiety to hear them sing. He thinks through riddles, suffering to have no outside help at his disposal, nor even a memory with a return that could relieve him a little in this expectation. The shift isn’t longer than a flash of lightning. That’s his revolted thought. He’s gained by impatience. The omnipotence of desire. Then he sees some lights far off moving towards his statue-like body. Here he could accept everything. A caravan of dark silhouettes which gain him. They’re numerous, armed with torches, dressed in thick sheets which make visible a dark spot instead of their face. Low heads. They move forward slowly. Although most of them aren’t carrying anything heavy, they’re in their walking like slowed down by a weight too important for her shoulders.


They see him. The one who walks at the head of the others comes to him. It’s impossible, in spite of torches, to say if it's true, but her insistence reminds him that she stares at him. She makes a sign to make approach one of her following ones, who carries a big bag full of sheets similar to those in which they’re dressed. She takes one untidily and throws it to her feet. He get up weakly having seized the garment, and puts it on him. When she sees him dressed like the others, with a sign she orders him to line up behind her, next to the one who carries the bag.


He feels less cold. He follows the others silently, managed by the walking of the one who’s held at the head, as pushed by the dressed up crowd which precedes him. Slowly. With difficulty. A low head. Like the others. His sadness isn’t equal to theirs. For they are saddened, what he doesn’t know. He still has to learn everything to be really one of them. His unisex garment, which isn’t only useful for him against the cold, being helped by the torches lighting their procession, has moreover for him the function to hide shamefully his sexual difference compared to his colleagues. After about twenty minutes of walking in the palm grove, they arrive in a clearing in the middle of which a big fire makes them feel a considerable rise of the temperature when they arrive. About fifty statues, arranged in circle a few meters away from the fire, do represent by their presence an incitement to join the accesses of this circle.


Obeying a movement of the mistress, everybody imitates them by sitting down so as to form a bigger circle around theirs, straight on the hot sand. He begins to sweat. But it seems to be forbidden to undress at the moment, according to what he can observe watching some behavior of the following ones. Later, at dawn, he will benefit completely, in debauchery, of the nudity of these young women, from twenty to forty years old, with a dark hair, a brown skin and some generous curves. Still nobody speaks. The singing of the insects, distant, gets mixed with the crackling of the burning wood, where all the torches were thrown. The general attention returns to the mistress of ceremony, who begins the keynote speech. Unsurprisingly, he hears a feminine voice go out of the total darkness reigning over her face.


They are gathered with him. Gathered to praise the devil to satisfy their desires in spite of all the theistic cults which enslave earth on the way of duty. To celebrate the hour of the destruction of this slave kingdom and with it of the ideas of beautiful, good and truth which it uses to this shameful end. To formulate the prayers of appropriation of the wealth of the others. To throw a curse on the doctrines opposed to the self-fulfillment of bestiality. To give the reign to the soul which took place in the darkness by letting speak the direct servants of the Lord, the Baal come from Canaan land to unstitch in blood the vagina of virgin women. To celebrate the cult of contradiction, based on the revelation made to the seer after the fulfillment of the act of faith negation. To send to the young woman the formulae of corruption wish.


They are gathered with him. Gathered to proclaim the dilapidation of the divine. To give into the drunkenness of flesh together with the man who joined their procession. To practice sexual violence on one of them, chosen by the fate, while making her recite the verses of the believers’ praises, before cutting her tongue and throwing the latter to the fire. To assert that earth has to be the place of all injustices, as a sacrifice to sensual delight which is the only one to end pain, and so to stand against the aberration of heaven which would want to transform earth into the base of its non-existence. To blaspheme around the fire. To watch pissing their mistress, the whore of the devil, named so by the very devil thanks to whom they receive his message which gives them all the wealth of earth. To burst the eyes of a pig, a symbol of the divine pantheon, to cook it alive and to eat it as if the death of the kingdom of Egypt depended on it.


They are gathered with him. Gathered to call collapse on the kingdom of Egypt by the offensive of the nearby kingdoms. To elect in the man who comes back victorious of the fight the slave of their desire to humble all the representatives of his sex. To send finally ten times to every Baal the praises which they send to the sovereign of their pantheon, so that prospers their life and their cult with wealth and lust until the decay of flesh after which the devil, their Lord, will take his reign having opened them the doors of nothingness.
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