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	To André Breton, who wrote that “perhaps our sole charge is the liquidation of a spiritual succession of which it is in the interest of each of us to renounce…” (Légitime Défense)
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TRANSLATOR’S FOREWORD


	 

	 

	☼

	 

	 

	The figure of Drieu La Rochelle looms over the twentieth century. He is perhaps one of its most original characters, fiercest opponents, and tragic victims. A man of brilliant and contradictory sensibilities, he is, in the words of Pierre Andreu, “one of the great prophets of our time.” It is perhaps right at once to say that he has never occupied a grand position in the public mind, although it is worth remarking upon the recent translation of Le faux belge into German, or the smattering of translations into Italian during the last decade. Nevertheless, it is proper to note that he is not a man who displayed a great zeal for public adulation. It is doubtful if he ever wrote a single word to suit the taste of the readership. As a socialist with no great love of the people and a Catholic who knew not to repent, it is in such contradictions that he is most human, perhaps atrociously so.

	It is not rare to hear one speak today of a twentieth century which is variously long or short, or against an “end” of history, or in other such terms. It is so in this sense that centuries have very little to do with the passing of years, but rather with the spirit of a certain age, corresponding more or less conveniently to a given period of time. Indeed, a century is no more than a clock striking midnight. Here however, it is something rather different. If we say the following works, or our author more generally, represent something centurial, we do not necessarily merely mean that they come from, and have shaped, the twentieth century. Rather, what we mean is that they are testaments to an expression of spirit associated with a moment in time. The spirit in question is that of the response of the nation to the birth of the world. 

	The two works which follow, including both the appendices and responses to the critics as published in their original pressing, are little known within France, and much less so without. The Young European, published first in the year 1927, is a novelistic work which counts a sister piece in Geneva or Moscow. The former recounts the life of a young European writer in the first decades of the twentieth century, that age which for some marked the beginning of an era, and for others, the end of a world. It is an age in which, if we allow ourselves to cite directly from Drieu himself, “tout est foutu” (“everything is fucked”). There is little sympathy to be had for any of the figures, perhaps least of all our protagonist, who is an ill-disguised representation of Drieu himself. It is for this that it is an honest book. Geneva or Moscow constitutes a philippic concerning the rise of the Bolsheviks and Americans, and moreover, what is to be done. It is no option to succumb to Moscow, nor to Washington, but rather, to create in Europe—Geneva—the empire which would stand among giants.

	The idea of Geneva is not a simple federation of Europe, and certainly has very little to do with that which calls itself the European Union. If one wishes to dabble in comparison, perhaps we can say what Drieu envisaged, much ahead of his time, was a concept similar to that known as Europe a Nation, promoted in the decades after the war by the Union Movement. The idea is the necessity of the unification of Europe, which acknowledges the reality of the death of the individual nations. The nation was only a historical footnote in the grand history of empire, to which the world was fast returning. The world at the time knew two polar empires, the USSR, which was in many senses indistinguishable from Russia, and simply the realization of the Russian genius in the age of the machine, and that of America, both of which presented a certain antagonism to Europe. The French word patrie is unhappily rendered in English variously as either homeland, or fatherland, and perhaps much more justly with a simple borrowing of the Italian patria as done by Ezra Pound in his 1912 essay on America. The term, though difficult to translate, is something which will undoubtedly be wordlessly clear to the reader. In any case, the verdict is one which engenders little debate in the coming essay, although in the collapse of the two polar empires in the years since, one is perhaps tempted to make the case that Drieu was wrong. Our idea of Europe today is one which is also particularly weak.

	We then ask, why Drieu? Why today? It is because we agree with the assessment of Andreu, that the intelligence of Drieu is that of a prophet? In the marches of the present system, one begins to sense the stirring of something new, perhaps something old reawakening, but in any case, something that is still yet to come. Many of the themes in the coming book will be familiar to its readers, even if the names are less so. Today one does not speak of Cabet, Louis Blanc, certainly not Renaudel, much less Boncour, in his day one of the grandest men of the French political scene. Who speaks still of Drieu?

	We still speak of Drieu. There is in him all of the French orgeuil of the interwar, the tatters of horizon blue and rose madder, the feverish genius which had known the end of a world. The content of The Young European is without time, even if its style is not, and the effect on the mind of the modern man is likely as grand as on that of a man of the last century. The content, however, is perhaps more germane to us than to him. This skeptical age does not even dignify itself with plaster upon concrete, but rather with glass and metal. Faceless towers rise among the dunes of the Rub’ al Khali, the petty sultanates of Insulindia. The dance halls do not seek to entice one by way of novelty, but rather by disgust. The beau monde no longer cloisters itself in the loges; they are upon the stage. A prophet indeed!

	As for Geneva or Moscow, our choices are perhaps not so simple. The dream of European federalism has been decried with various justification and righteousness by both left and right, as it has become the dream of tepid men, incapable of realizing their grand task. The necessity has become dire in almost relative proportion to its writ large ignorance. The task of our age is saying that we have been robbed the words by which to make ourselves known, by which to dare. Men speak a great deal; they have ceased to say very much. The words of Drieu do not merely speak, they say. Qualis artifex pereo.
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	“He who acts because it is his duty, not thinking of the consequences, is really spiritual and a true ascetic; and not he who merely observes rituals or who shuns all action.”
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THE YOUNG EUROPEAN


	 

	 

	☼

	 

	 

	I was born on the periphery of the earth, a place where all invasions come to an end.

	I would return often to this small western republic until I became twenty years of age. Yet, it was little more than a feint; even before I could invest much thought into it, the mystery of my birth uprooted any assuredness of identity. I cannot point to any precise place in Europe for my roots, maybe not even to a place on the earth. 

	My mother died without telling me who my father was; she herself probably did not know. She was a petty bourgeois from Touraine and somewhat campestral. A woman rapacious for her own consideration, she had known since childhood that one only acquires her ends by way of money. Petite, entrancing, petty, with an unfailing astuteness, she feigned every gesture of eroticism; through liaisons with foreign lovers, she had amassed a solid fortune. When she became independent as she had always foreseen, she lived alone, with her eye on her purse, and occupied her time with keeping her garden. 

	Am I the son of an Englishman, or a Russian? Indeed, perhaps I am French. In any case, I am white.

	My mother journeyed often, albeit within a decided scope: Ostende in the north, San Sebastián in the south, Vienna in the east, London, in the west. I however spent the better part of my time engaged in studies in Paris, at the Lycée Janson-de-Sailly. Thereafter, I studied at Cambridge and then at Jena. I do not consider myself to be a cosmopolitan; indeed, I was always told that my intellect was decidedly French.

	Here and there, during my jaunts, I would visit one of those palaces, which had, even in those days, become little more than barracks, corrals in which the rich of the age would wait out their ends. I passed through so many people, into great landscapes of iron.

	I gave myself equally to pleasures and to sportsmanship: auto racing, polo, skiing, the hunting of exotic game, and adventures at the promise of great spoils. 

	At times I would jump into my car, and, accompanied by this or that chattering girl, I would find a bookseller from whom I would buy and read Bergson, Claudel, Gide and Barrès, D’Annunzio, Kipling, or Nietzsche. Until the early hours of the morning, the brilliant seduction of these fakirs would save me from that sleep I had come to despise as much as my feminine hangers-on. 

	When not occupied by such works, I would frequent the milieu of the painters. It was at that time that Montmartre was witnessing the birth of a sublime poetry, which married the painter’s brush with the domain of Heaven. 

	Indeed, I had so often asked myself, what am I? My voracious appetite stalked every reverie and every action. I have to this day a cigarette case on which I had engraved the following: “A meeting of Goethe and Napoleon. I shall not accept the diminution of either.” In those day, men still believed in the individual. 

	I overcame my boredom by ravaging across Europe, a continent that was for me a grand plaything, one that I wished dearly to break. 

	Suddenly, one evening, during a voyage to Deauville my Hispano-Suiza skidded into a ditch. I had heard the news that proclaimed war, and the end of vanity. I shirked the uncertainties of my civil status and enlisted immediately in the French infantry. I would see the front for the first time during the First Battle of Champagne in the winter of 1915. 

	It was here that I, for the first time, saw the common people. So often had I watched bellhops mingling pell-mell with peasants on the roadside until suddenly I was thrust into their ranks. I had become a ploughman, a gravedigger. Me! To think it was I who had only months prior walked among the quality of Europe! What possession had taken hold of me? Was it that of a captain, or of a demagogue? What atavism had weaved itself with my blood and this soil? In my regiment I was seen as somewhat of a spectacle, drawing the men to gather around me feverishly, friends and enemies alike. It was true no matter where I went, I drew them in without exception.

	The war presented me with an excuse, one where I was compelled to enter decidedly and willfully into this extravagance, this exuberance, into this ebullient overstepping, in which each year would overwhelm all that had come to pass before. Every era is an adventure—fitting then, for I am an adventurer. I know I was born for this age, our dear age. I had already come to know auto racing, cocaine, and mountain-eering—fickle excitements all. Yet, I found in this desolate and ghastly Champagne landscape the sport of Hell, which had for eons flickered just over the horizon.

	In this place there were infinite patrols, mines, a bestial and savage camaraderie, and a sordid glory. 

	I gorged myself on this earthly intoxication; the races of the continent howled their newfound genius, a frenzied intellect, uninterrupted in its railing, in its cursing, in its fear, which gnaws in the bellies of men. What I had exalted in my youth, I could finally see. I could distinguish it in my fists as clearly as I could my fingers. 

	The violence of man, it is for and into this we are born, just as a woman is born to rear. All else is a sickly detail, a trifle of a feverish imagination. I sensed in this the reality of my carnality I fell to rock bottom and embraced it with conviction. I knew I should have never left; man is a degenerate and nostalgic animal.

	It was through this bloodlust that I realized what I must do, a half-mystical impulse, which nourished by its own essence, broke free of carnality, and threw me, in pure palpitation, in pure spirit, into the most godless of exiles. Suddenly, I returned to those fragmented memories that surfaced often in my life when in such crises: my visit to a convent on an unkempt Hebridean isle, crouching in an alpine refuge, wandering the margins of Berlin one-night, contemplating Spinoza in his workshop. I had discovered solitude, the most terrible of impulses. 

	During three months of physical abjection, plagued by dysentery, in this army of peasants, clerks, and laborers, supervised by delirious intellectuals, throwing one man upon the other—as if they were cattle during transport, overseen by disoriented stationmasters—it was in these obscure massacres that I came to know a resolute clarity. I had become the eremite of the slaughterhouse. I wallowed through the muck with my head beneath my hood, in postures varying between shame and terror. I rejoiced in the breaking of every bond. I thought of that moment, a time when all forces in my person would be decoupled from one another, and in which all these spirits in my body were animated by powerful currents. 

	I would always carry in my bandolier small books of the most sublime and furious genius, produced by those great men who were separated as I was from women, from money, and from sustenance, books such as Pensées  and A Season in Hell.  Those hours were perhaps the most fervid cinders that burned in the blaze of my life. 

	With the end of the war, this fire would become muted, and I would become lethargic. The tension of my life was put to rest; I saw the civilized face of war and took a whiff of that ghastly odor that plagues every convent, the rancidity of lonely men. Democracy languished, a wounded brute thrashing stupidly and pitifully in the barbs of its entanglement. It was an imbecility through which the accumulated heritage of those old and perverted passions threatened to drag down with it the entire continent.

	Nations, orators, generals, and even my squadron mates had benefited from a misunderstanding. I had thought I was living my own sacrificial death of my own accord. I noted that where I had seen only fire, the others had reveled in the sweat of my services and boasted of my infatigable acquiescence. My praise was sung in letters from Paris, and my colonel and comrades took notice of my good standing. I, on the other hand, held my tongue; all would be decided in short order. 

	From that first night of my return, I had always gone willingly on patrols, risking my life more than I had ever done before. I slipped behind German lines and fell into enemy hands. I was overcome by a sensation of a sudden and wild joy. I was only twenty years old, and yet I had already known murder and prayer—what sprightly apparition would come to me next? I would seize my destiny gleefully, spin the world at my fingertips, and know every one of her faces. 

	The Germans thought of me as a benign figure and considered me one of the multitudes. Yet, I spoke German, as I speak all the languages of Europe, and so they made me an interpreter. It does not need to be said that it took me a mere six months to tame them and let their guard down. At my first chance I fled and took refuge in Switzerland. 

	I made a swift escape from the hospital in which I felt myself more prisoner than patient. To acquire a passport, I killed a man. Indeed, I had wished as well to see the difference it would make to kill a civilian. Fitfully I made my way across France while she was thinking of her enemies, and then on to America; France had not noticed my farewell. I had robbed the man who I killed, and in New York I was able to obtain more funds through an old friend of my mother’s. From here, I threw myself headlong into enterprise. I profited greatly in America, for money was to me valuable in a way that it was not to them.

	By this time, I had not seen a woman for some months. In my cramped office, however, every morning would enter a large girl. I had been in the company of severe men for so long that her presence stirred me profoundly—her great white body. She made me blush from ear to ear. I had always sought in the world that great white race indeed, I did not need to look at her face, for my eyes were immediately entranced. I took her in my arms and married her on the spot. That was the fashion of the age and the custom of the land. 

	Finally, I relieved myself of the atrocious severity that I had been accustomed for so long; step by step I was returning from my Orphic journey in a kingdom that was all too male. I gave myself to a life of common style: I ate; I slept; I had a child. This is how I took advantage of the war—through its contrast. Modern man succumbs so pitifully to ersatz and adornment, yet on the front, life bequeathed to me its attic grace, with all its flavor for a fleeting moment. Then something in me was profoundly altered; my life had donned a coy smile. To me bread, tobacco, the mouth of a woman, Sunday, getting sunburnt on Long Island, the cordial poetry of Whitman was all entrancing. In this lull of peace, I dined under the aegis of a benevolent God. A most mirthful communion!

	She had no face of which to speak, her traits served to elongate the lines of her body. I had not told her my story. Doubtless she had, or in any case, could have guessed at it, but women take the affairs of men to be trifling. A woman in love has more urgent matters to work herself up over. I gave to her all that precise and tender love which had existed only in Europe. My slavish labor in the shadow of Wall Street was my insurance against the conniving forces of the life I led. 

	I remember that first Saturday, where we made love until the early hours of the morning, played upon the divan, entwined, immense, necessary, continental, where we ignored the pain of that other continent.

	She gave me a healthy blond baby boy, which I took great pride for having accomplished, even though it had come to me so naturally. Then, I began to look around me.

	It was not long before I noticed that my lot had not changed dramatically from my time spent in the bloodied armies of Europe to the battle America was waging against nature.

	I worked the entire day in my office as if I were back on the front, and when I would leave my office, I would lose myself in the thronging and faceless tides of the city.

	The standstill of vehicles as I walked along Broadway was not so different from the convoys that inched toward Champagne or Artois, the skyscrapers seemed no higher than artillery shells in flight, and so too did this humanity lunge inchoate in its assault of this or that impregnable horizon, obeying through an unspoken order, dictated by an anonymous marshal. I was not even particularly impressed with the material dominance of the Americans; war had married me inexorably with the prestige of the masses. The seduction here was not in quantity, but in success; I had never seen such a prosperous crowd.

	Yet, they were only men, and I tired of them quickly. I turned and returned to the body of my wife, her limbs loosened by sport, calves, thighs, shoulders—I could scarcely demand more. I too partook of the sporting life, the Game of Yale and Harvard, I reveled in this carnal blooming; I loved the songs of the crowd, and their cries. 

	I was like Chateaubriand a century before me, I drank of the elan of this great land. Yet, little by little, I felt that I was drifting between opaque bodies, and that the inventive light that abounded in my mind did not seem any longer to redeem them. I began to feel an iron lattice separating me from the savannah, not much different to the barbed wire of Europe.

	1917 arrived, and with it, the shadow of the war crossed the Atlantic. I was no longer at ease in my new country.

	One night, I simply did not come home; my American character was born of my facetious gaiety, of a fleeting need for something different. The mask of this gaiety slips as well as my lust for freedom, and so I took off into the streets.

	I sought to lose myself in this ordered encampment of a city. I was once again a prisoner, one without a warden, wandering aimlessly though a mocking labyrinth. I found myself in a cabaret, enticed to enter for no one there seemed to speak English. I drank myself to folly. I began to speak, and then, nothing.

	Soon as I had come to, I found myself in a garret, alone. I could see with only one eye, though I could discern that the room was empty. With my fingers, I brushed against my bandaging. I waited. Much later, a man entered, a Russian. He explained to me in poor English that he and his comrades had saved me from the hands of the police; I had made quite a scene in the cabaret.

	It was not long before we found ourselves speaking of world affairs. He shot me an acidic glance, though he came to trust me.

	A few days thereafter, with the funds I had amassed from my meagre post, we took flight to Vladivostok, by way of San Francisco.

	I bore witness to an already ancient time. The crying of the Russian soldier had ravaged his empire; these people had done as I had done: they had relinquished a war which produced nothing, only serving to drive at the most profound duplicity of men. America and Europe, one would certainly vanquish the other. Americans were only Europeans who fled their continent to play their games of brutish abstraction more easily. Europeans envy them and wish only to follow suit. This war had been their last unique passion, and it had torn Europe at last from their mystical spasm.

	While the Americans cannonaded nature, Europeans, as it had so long been their custom, cannonaded one another. Come peacetime, the questions would be reduced to ones of canned goods and cheap cars.

	The Russian nation was absent from this sordid litany and would soon release their passion upon the world. Theirs was never a question of comfort, rather of beauty; this race of merry peasants would seek everywhere to foil this demonic machinery being built the world over.

	The blood of my dream, of everything I loved in life rushed to my head. To be killed for the glory of God and become one with Him is one of the purest intentions. Men are made to dance, to sing, and to sling their fists. Horses, dogs, women—they are only the naive companions of young warriors. I was convinced that this ideal of the steppe alone would do me good. The only joy offered to men here is the fury of health when one mounts their steed and cries after God. Here, my soul whips my body; it chases it through the tundra. My soul thirsts for my blood. O winds, O sun, lash my blood, make it rebound!

	My life had been vindicated insofar as a man who has not died could feel vindicated.

	I thought back, guffawing, remembering when I would read books and how struck with horror I was when I thought that someday I would only be able to write what I had read. Kind fate gave me the scribe’s chaos and so I felt perfectly alive. History bounded through Petrograd as if it were a lover scorned. The superficiality and cowardice of those unworthy masters was swept away in the blink of an instant. I do not deny that there is a charm in seeing men basking in their genius, in their calculated art; for this, one must not give a damn about comfort. I saw this great race drunk on their own blood.

	The land broke out in war, as in the epics of yore. All around me was there was frenzy. I fought in Poland, in Crimea—that was a real war. Light skirmishes and consistent massacres by nameless hands.

	One must kill with their own hand to understand life. The only life of which men are destined, I must repeat to you, is the shedding of blood, murder, and sex. All else is the end of a race and a form of decadence.

	Oh, of course I am exaggerating somewhat. I am, after all, a civilized man. As if I were a nauseous sailor, I would get seasick at a point in every voyage. So, one fine day, I pined for the new. I met Lenin along with so many others, and I too had been fooled; the revolution was not what we had hoped. These men thought only of making themselves Americans. However, like the Germans, in 1914, they had clumsily achieved their goal. 

	A handful of intellectuals sought to beat Rockefeller to the punch. They built their own form of Capitalism along with their own state trusts. They reigned over the people of Moscow, who were a handsome and savage people, would like negroes, fall into a clumsy lockstep. Those beautiful factories, those dreamed-of banks, slipped through their fingers like fine sand. Yet, they persisted, and everywhere in the land of Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy, and Gorky, those sages of the steppe, that terrible occidental discipline reared its head.

	I could have run. China, India, but it was all the same.

	I therefore decided to return to that sublime scheme that had taken this land: business. I did a deal with a group of Finns, and the money poured in. I only needed to flash it at the border to pass. Only then did I make my return to Paris.

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	
II


 LIVING TO WRITE


	 

	 

	☼

	 

	 

	This is how in the most vivid years of my youth I had flung myself into several projects without a resounding success. In each of these undertakings, as soon as I had begun, I would exhaust both myself and my subject, all of them only a means to an end, like stepping stones.

	Despite this, I was still so full of curiosity because I was a tireless adherent of life. I comforted myself by saying I had simply not yet found the proper way to love. Therefore, I had to shed sport, asceticism, and revolution, those foundational forms of physical boldness which held the most seductive sway over my soul.

	These evils were fixed by being lazy.

	For a long time, I did not know how to approach sloth, how to open myself to the magnanimity of laziness. As her broom took me, I was barely aware of what was happening to me. But this fog, which ambushed me in a moment of weakness, persevered, until I saw it not as an enemy, but as an initiation, an invitation toward something I slowly moved to. 

	I was engulfed in this stupor; no more could I move; no more did I wish to. I was eking out my existence on the money I had made in Finland. The world spoke to me in murmurs, “America,” “Russia,” but none of it came to me with great clarity. The peace consummated itself in suffocating war in Russia and in Europe.

	Love. In this age of adventure I had certainly loved. There was a woman between the two wars, between those two sweet solitudes; I am not talking about the American, but of a French woman, in a meeting place long forgotten. Indeed, I loved her dearly.

	Now, I loved no more. Love, like war, was over. From time to time, I would strike up conversation with a woman in a salon or on the street.

	I had done well to pick Paris to live out my lazy days. Paris is the end of everything; it is the end of the world. On the Place de la Concorde one can feel the blooming of an orchidaceous civilization that draws from the fruit of the earth to nourish the hearts of men. One becomes so transfixed by this exquisite sensation that the rot of our time becomes all the more unbearable. The beauty known by men is no more than an endless memory. At every corner, badly erased signs motion to us, in a silence all too bitter, that all of this charm is but that of an old woman grasping at her youth, for whom each of her wrinkles is a great defeat, and the interrogation of which corrupts us to the bottom of our hearts. I call beauty a certain drafting of all the forces of man, which cannot be fathomed by so many hollow men, who are but collectors of fragments of the human spirit, their intellects windswept by frivolous oblivion.

	Yet, when one walks the streets of Paris in their youth, their hands empty, between one’s fingers accumulates subtle filings of an ancient grace, which grows until it stops one from clenching a fist, that barbaric gesture that can only shatter. It is in this novel Venice beneath sheets of rain that a man may find himself at one of the last points in the world where we may still live according to the ancient way of life, where we create according to the divine sense of creation. We still create a couple of worthy paintings and dresses.  Yet, this is why this city is at the same time the height of our rot; the point of greatest senility, of the sharpest halt, of the deepest solitude; for lured by these swan songs of a doomed artistry, channeled by a too-fine nostalgia, here flexes and falters the only energy which this age knows to nourish: that of destruction.

	Destruction! You ensconce yourself in vagueness; you allow us only to know the trifling details of your meaning. You are a goddess who tempts me, yet whose face I cannot see.

	In that moment, destruction descended upon my days as would an eager courtier in the morning descend into the city to fetch provisions. I began to hum.

	Every morning upon waking, sleep felt fuller than life. I would seldom finish my ablutions, becoming distracted by the surreal skin of these four walls of my lavatory pierced by a mirror which opened as though an infinite, perfectly round, and yawning maw. I ate. After I had eaten, I digested. With digestion, sleep came anew to me. Evening would already have been upon me. The evening hour brought with it the desire to write, yet it brought too a queer light which made me realize that to write underneath it would come at a loss.

	Instead, I flung myself through the streets, bounding in great waves as do the dreams of men, lashing at walls, tearing at the sky. The population of the night was different to that of the day, and freed from the oppressiveness of the sun, the city took on its own light. Finally, we can see one another. Look at me as I you. I am still looking for genius and love and my heed was paid to the multitudinous passers-by.

	Nothing could resist the lascivious complicity I displayed at every turn. The only veil was that of the arcade windows, through which the treasures of the storefront were offered to all. The world becomes brotherly in the covenant of riches. It is in vain that walls are built to enclose these windows, for nothing can anymore be hidden.

	The treasures of the new city aside, I could not escape from my solitude. I had become prisoner in a cell of my own making. I had money in my pockets and the wires of the telephone assured that I was still connected to the outside. In all circles of society we bid warm welcome to the soldier for he is a deserter, to the hermit for he haunts the city, and to the rebel for his pockets are empty save his matches. Yet how impossible to reach them, how impossible to squander this money which could buy for me friends and women. I meander the crowds denuded as those queer flâneurs of our day, who outstand so profoundly in our time of industry and diligence, those penniless vagabonds who bed upon park benches, their appetites sated by a bottle of meagre wine.

	At night, thick with creams and disguise, woman is born. To become this plaything of the night, she primps the day long. Through manicure and pedicure does she polish her horns.

	So too do the maneuvers of the banker take their crepuscular respite. Work may always continue the coming morning. It is during the somnolence of the day that one goes about the motions. At night, after millions of years, men partake of the fruits of their labor. 

	Bars and clubs are the nexus of nocturnal life; in the garçonnières where the workers make love, they foist upon their women coins eagerly as fatigue. Elsewhere, it is a kingdom of the idle—aunts exchanging petty gossip, dykes concocting convoluted plots. The opium lamp begins to flicker in the chiaroscuro of a million little idolatries.

	I saw a woman walking along the street; as her face became lit by the sickly neon so too did dark corners seem to appear in the depths of her eyes—suddenly she became perfectly illuminated by her man on the corner of the rue Royale; they absconded in each other’s arms, their triumph shone reflected on my face.

	I beheld as the nation prepared to eat. Dressed to the nines, they advance towards the table, a crowd of servants still ready to serve democracy.

	I dined alone in restaurants, for in spite of my money I could not find an apartment. Even if I had an apartment, I would not engage servants. Even if I engaged servants, I would go to a restaurant for dinner. 

	After dinner, I would smoke a cigar. The crowds would begin to think of the theaters.

	Upon the wall I surprised an entwined couple. I followed them to the music hall. The couple was already there, as they were upon each wall of the city. The couple is on stage. Driven by a thousand cogs, they embrace. The sticky kiss of cozenage. They die. Every night they die of fatigue.

	Or, perched high in the hangars of an arena, with the perspective of Sirius, I would watch a boxing match. In the ring, two little figures throw themselves upon one another. The spotlights, which so cruelly illuminate this miniature drama, dangle from this heavenly canopy as though the dozen eyes of a monstrous nocturnal scientist, surveying through a microscope. The crowd, thronging and prurient, seethes; it sees two armies. Indeed, to them, the pugilist conducts himself little differently than the soldier. It is agreeable to be safe from the blows of the ring.

	In the cinema, the masses gather in reverie, perfectly at ease. Against the wall of the screen moves a certain nostalgia. On the other side, perhaps it is freedom. No, it is the past. One watches a film as he thinks upon his youth, sat upon knees in tenebrous contemplation of their commonplace quality; loves and funerals. Only in dreams do they dare to kill and to burn.

	To see Melbourne and perish. “Hullo? Give me my antipode! Let us fulfil our duty to the very end. Hullo! Sydney? Mr. Brandbury? Did you sleep well? It is a lovely evening in Paris. And your sheep? The fire which has erupted at the Cinéma des Batignolles, can you contain it? Ah, all to the better! My homages to Mrs. Brandbury.” Every week I find this cavalier in his immobile gallop, the schedule of a postman, on the corner of the road.

	Secretaries, deaf and dumb, report in lockstep to the newspaper baron what infamous deed man has achieved that day. Connected by special wire to the world in its whole, his power is almost Catholic. Indeed, look at him! Coiffured in his antennae, he resembles a pope. He rubs his hands, and connives all. He concocts that which will be done by the men of tomorrow. His thoughts spar with eventuality. Alas, newspapers are printed in advance. Everything happens just as it was written.

	I eat anew and drink anew. I drink more. Alcohol bloats me, I swell up as though a great balloon—I am the world; full of myself! Were I to sneeze, I would expel through my nose more luminary phlegm than offers up this tired world. To deliver us from it all, we can but try to love. But woman is a presence which we cannot prove. I remained alone. I suspended that gesture which had become but shameful. I fell asleep. To dream would only bring me back to the past. I awoke. I arose and washed. I brought myself before my mirror, balancing on the balls of my feet, a juggler of stars. 

	Such was my life, such was my sloth. I ate, I drank, I made brutal love, I slept. In the depths of an irresponsible animality, my soul regained its sure footing in the seeking of its most intimate freedom.

	Yet, I found myself lamenting—I was afraid of my own abandon. I had only ever denounced the embarrassment of my age, but I had never started my attack on life.  

	These years upon which I darkened my name among a thousand others, as though on a wall without answer, were it they who carved this hole at the heart of my youth? Were it they who were guilty for the pallidness, the dulling of my senses, of the increasing automation of everything around me, and of the paradoxical stillness which followed in its footsteps? 

	I have a great deal to say to this effect, starting with those things which were closest to me. My personal story intersects of course with those difficulties most common to us. During this period, the birth of laziness, my heart swirled in confusion as to the meaning of my symptoms. 

	Thus, I asked of myself, “Why are you being deported from people and things? Who hath wrought in you this languorous destruction of your social character? What does it mean, this irredeemable delay of your hand, of your tongue? This silence and this solitude, what does it mean?” 

	Thus I responded, “I know from where it springs. It has been quite some time since my conduct has known such strangeness. Lo, I hide in a corner for I am simmering, I am concocting, and taking shape over a slow burn. There is something which is worrying me, something which has always worried me.” 

	Thus did I make my mistake, speaking in this way, not yet thinking I was referring to the obscure thrust of my father which I did not know then how to discern, but which today I call by this magnificent name of sloth. Yet in my inertia I saw but the harbinger of the reappearance in my consciousness of that ancient inclination I had thought long forgotten. It is true that a certain temptation has always lurked in my wake, fomenting, conspiring against my shadow as against my blood, and in the manifestation of this temptation was the answer to the torturous stillness adopted by my life. 

	As a child I first came to know languor. Even in my youngest years, I would run from other children and fall into a book. The love of books is a remnant of our attachment to idols. Idols were those objects fashioned by the caresses of the hands of men. What one calls worship is but to commune through a certain viscerality with those spirits who inhabit objects men of a lesser intellect would denounce as inanimate. Thus I read; I flipped the pages. From then on, I followed my most base instincts, which were as abundant and vague as could be. I read poorly, gluttonous, not stopping to chew, and I let life surpass me, believing foolishly I could keep abreast through sorcerous trickery. 

	The arrival of puberty forced me even more profoundly into the chair of the library. There I nurtured in myself a vision of the world which was almost white; I had turned now to the more precise art of eliciting apparitions. 

	Whenever I tore myself from my books, it was only because of a passage in such a book which had prompted me to do so. Such honeyed words of ambition, action, of enjoyment; I closed my books thus and thought of bringing the world to heel. 

	As did the reign of habit bring me back to these first days, I became afraid and felt the cold grip of a vice clamping down upon me. Indeed, in that day, the notion that literature was a rotten art came from nowhere else than literature itself. 

	It seemed I was finally beginning to drift free of it all, thanks in large part to my money. The family coffers began to furnish cars and voyages, mistresses and comrades. Everything had been arranged so that I may have been infinitely distracted, and seldom alone. It was my new habitude, contrary and yet comforting; easy, in any case, to be so lavishly occupied. 

	Yet I could not have been rid of it so expediently. The venom which had remained in my veins reared its head in the form of another malady. After reading, it was writing. Previously, as I had read, assailed by this fury which blackens white, I had scribbled in the margins of my books every exclamation and stammering issue from my juvenile intellect. It was then but a gesture which escaped from me, a spasm of the body sprung forth as the riotous crowd charges the police barricade. If we are at an instant unaware, such an instinct does not allow us to remain so. That incipient instinct blossomed over the span of but days into an ambition which knew already the object of its lust.

	With such ardor did I soak my pen in ink. My books spread before me, I laid upon them reams of paper. I was poised to write. Yet, how does on write? Ha! I had learned to walk, I had learned to make love. All I required was but to direct my intellect so that it spilled itself upon the page. As soon as I had closed a book, having felt the writing of another man, caught in the rhythm of his voice, I would drag myself a few pages further. I moved forward a few lines, and all of a sudden, I was in the middle of the page; it was as if I had been delivered to a desolate square in a hostile city, and all the windows of the square shuttered, an oppressive sun hanging limp in the pale sky.

	“Ah yes! I forgot. Yesterday rose such a thought to my brain as would an aneurism. I was exultant, and perfectly congested. Yet voilà! Had it passed? If so, it is still on my tongue. There it is! No.”

	I wrote half of a page and tore myself away, exhausted. I could not so long wait; alas, there was much paper to be blackened.

	So soon did I fatigue, did I bore, and was delivered to my pleasures by blessed frivolity. Yet these pleasures had become decidedly tainted that now in calling upon them, they reared a twisted countenance. Regret, perhaps indeed remorse, ran after me and chased me down. To keep it at bay I promised to sacrifice to it all that sated it, this desire, chimeric, which oriented itself toward enjoyments increasingly remote and improbable.

	Contrary feelings began to abound in me, in the midst of which I took much time to right myself; at times I wished to write, at times to live. I saw these ideas as two opposing camps‚ between which I flitted. Sometimes, when I threw myself down before my paper, I was overcome by such rapture that I would have declared living was indeed but to write. This Elysium would fade in the coursing seconds—my hand, abandoned by its master, would flop on the page in confused contortion. I would fall back into spite, and send myself out on a walk. Little by little in the back of my head did the manège assemble itself.

	During my frivolous years of adventure, the period of 1912 to 1922, I had believed myself cured. Free of guile, sailing to America, I had written something which at the time I had seen but as a trifle—a long prayer, a farewell to war, to death, to solitude, a poem to the purity of my young beast. Now I was in Paris, inert, a capsizing vessel, overcome by a flabbiness of spirit which at times appeared to me salacious, an Attic sloth not dissimilar to those Saturdays on Long Island, a convalescence of my epicurean faculties, yet one which began to mock itself, for I recognized in it but the ebbing resurgence of my old haunting by the virile and the petty. 

	Indeed, what came back to me was the desire to write. Modest did it appear at first; coy, as if able to ignore the transgressions of those guileless years. This last frivolity had constrained me for such a time, before I came to find my respite. The waft of ink came to consume my life. Again did the relationships of my life seem to demand a disposition which I could no longer muster. I was malnourished, yet my blood burned. I was however a man who could not write in ink alone. I did not know it possible to write about something other than oneself. I could not see further than the point of my own nose; I was inert, as though the spectacle of the world had ensnared all my faculties. I did not look at others with more than a glance, for it was what was in me that enthralled me. Yet, because of this very attentiveness to myself, I was immobile; my pen scraped but cold and barren ground, the well having run dry. I had chained myself in this vicious circle to the point of becoming mortal. For to write I had sought my life, yet in seeking it, I could no longer write it. 

	Around me, under my vague and distracted gaze, did the world come to rest. Perhaps it was a symptom of the times, though I felt profoundly that all the failure of mine came but from myself.

	Yet, I thought back to how for several years I had lived and had forgone my vices. Perhaps I could draw from these rich years a force by which I could do battle against the sludge of our epoch. Could I not simply recall my past? Indeed, if I could not live, perhaps I could break this calcification of spirit thusly; I would write my life to escape this horrible alterity.

	At first returning to my virile years gave me pause. Was I not but mocking myself, my own present sterility, in writing that which was no longer? Suddenly did I recall those pages scrawled on the boat to America, by that deserter of the European trenches. They were easily found, for in my foresight I had decided to hide them away. So was I comforted by this ancient phantom coursing in my veins. So was I obliged to write this past. Thus I invented a being entirely distinct from my own who I erected upon the page, wrestling with the confusion of this fulgurous creation, with my own social individuality. 

	Joy rushed to my heart. I ran headlong from the terror and loneliness which had so long dogged me, for I dared not be a martyr. I ceded all to the fear of being forgotten, walled alive in a passion which, behind my invented pretexts, came to efface the solidity of my world. I strove to ward away the silence which had, as though a mist, settled upon the world.

	However, in the movement of my arm across my paper there came to me the reconnaissance of a certain passion; a furious ardor which wished to enlighten the cimmerian stage of the world. I had been called to spew violently upon the page the benevolence which augurs with cursive hand the figure of things to come. Indeed oft did this cabotinage drive me to my window, screaming, flailing my arms in ambulant madness, wishing to fling myself into the throng below, for at times one could see no other option faced with the horrors that streamed from my pen.

	I tried to assuage myself somewhat. A certain playfulness began to make itself known; after all which had rotten and fallen away, it was still fun to disturb the settled.

	Then there was tenderness. I let myself be told that it would be sweet to recite to an admired friend a poem written in blood. In what blind passion did I partake in such fancy. 

	I was writing a book. I sang of the harsh and obscure chant of my years lost in crowds and among continents. 

	Thus was the vein exhausted. I had not said everything, and what I had already said could have been said again, but I am not of an insistent character. Already the people of Paris came to regard me as a writer, and they looked me over as though an intellectual. Yet God knew my work was but slipshod.

	No, I was not a writer. 

	I fell back listlessly into the doldrums. I began to wonder why these fits of writing came to me only ever so, as brief episodes of a dazzling but short-lived genius, and not by the staid hand of a consummate mind. I was not writing about myself, I started to realize, but about my past. Yet I had guarded in my mind this idea that I was indeed writing myself, this anemic being which still languorously promenaded the Parisian streets, for I was of the mind that one could write only with their life, and thus, with their blood. I wished to spill my blood in writing as I had done thus far in war, in love, and in revolution; brutally, primitively, and directly. I knew little of the art of transpositions, the art of deliverance which one comes to know but through pain, which compels one little by little to renunciation.

	Oh well! I was to do it as I had done everything to that point in the grand scheme. Much later, having wrested from myself the genius of a hundred pages, I would bitterly note the following:

	“If this is writing, this is vile; it is a performance of my own misery, a contorted and theatrical exorcism. I am the brothel-keeper of my own degraded charms.

	“I have been waiting for two years, without doing much of anything. Yet now, I come to rejoice at every tiny movement. Duplicity. I was wasting time, staring at the calcifying contents of my inkwell.

	“How does one wring life from naught? Indeed, perhaps there is absolutely nothing. It is from this nothingness that I came to blacken the page. I waited, pen poised above paper, and in my waiting would fall small droplets of ink upon the blank page, dancing and forming mocking little figures. To write, I had forgone living, and only to exclaim as much in writing.

	“I had become incapable of writing myself, of being worthy of being written about: neither a fakir nor Lothario; neither an orator nor defiler of hushed words; neither pious nor profane; neither brave nor cowardly.

	“Indeed, what then to complain about? Is the life of the normal man not one seen as worthy by most men, normal or otherwise? It seems to the good reader perhaps that this is all the mere invention of a character, the imagination of this man. You must not chain me in such shackles. If I am a mere masquerader, I will not ask therefore of money nor consideration. I know that I cannot exert sway over the world by the mere residue of my destiny.

	“Doubtless have I my betters in this dubious trade of smuggling between reverie and action to which one gives the name of writing. Yet, to the lyric poets who had but their own narrow days, or to ‘analytic’ writers who content you with but a thin slice of their own pallid comportment, I say that they did not go far enough into the hostile land of their own self. You went no further than a timid dog who dares not tug further than the end of its chain. Your lives are not exemplary! It cannot be forgiven that your lives let themselves so easily be separated from your works. What good is it to know beauty, if one is not the first to know it, if one cannot descend from their ivory tower and cut the fog that dares to suffocate them?”

	Thus I realized that to embrace writing, one needed to take in stride all the awkwardness and cruelties to the self and the work. In spite of, though perhaps owing to the torrent I unleashed upon my being in consideration of all its shortcomings, I began to flourish. Laziness was no longer a hindrance; it was a sickly flower which had not known how to bring itself to bloom. All what guided this blossoming slow and sure was the ambulant haze of those days in which my senses seemed at once to thicken; drunkenness, lusts, wanderings of all kinds, eternal somnium; as well as a sense of lucre and avarice which made me a writer. In these moments my thought coursed from this its grand current through small canals, irrigating parsimonious gardens in which did bloom and grow banal flowers beneath the ink-stained fingers of men. Doubtless is it necessary to think in order to write, but likewise must one cast themselves at times adrift.

	Finally I became incapable to bear writing, inhibited by writing itself. It seemed to me that, in my dissatisfaction with what I created, as with so many other domains of life, so too I now wished to give up writing. “I shall finally let this young plant partake of the dark humus. I am finally becoming noble. I think for its own sake.”

	Yet, at times, a certain fear would return to me. I would see myself being torn from the world, and I would wield this fear in reproach of myself. So did I lament, “I am no good at anything.”

	 I shall always regret this most sordid speech, which refuses the most radiant of life of which I know myself capable.  How did I not know instead to have cried “I am good but to myself”? Such a cry would have abated the glorification of selfishness to which I had so often succumbed. For what had begun to stir in me was no longer the social individual; it was a nascent soul. An obscure kingdom vaster than all that in the world of men was coming to fruition in me.

	I had nonetheless discovered that my desire to write was the echo of a long abandon to the picturesque which sustained insult and scorn from all sides. I wished to be the writer in the sense that I had wished to be the soldier, the businessman, the monk, or the people’s commissar.

	I was however no longer at an age in which this physical fury could suffice me. I knew that war as a way of living and of dying had become impossible in the face of technologization; men died too numerous and too swiftly. In our age even revolutions ended with accords. Cowards and actors made pacts with the enemies of their “doctrines.” As for sport, beyond the necessities of hygiene—and so broadly as reason conceives this care to belong to the realm of “personal aesthetics”—it could only carry a symbolic value. Sport is only the foreshadowing of a spiritual discipline, it is not and cannot be such a discipline in and of itself. Above it is a passion quite unlike any other, though which makes itself known in whispers elsewhere than its realization; ambition, asceticism and all which efface those modern ferments; concurrence, delirium of record, the illusion of money. As for asceticism, I had come to know in Champagne that it could be but a fleeting and degraded element of my comportment. 

	When I cried out, “I shall eat but insects!”, I had imagined it all, letting myself be drawn by wistful currents of city streets and country roads, a wandering beggar, naked and dispossessed of everything. But in asceticism, it is possible to forget to nourish the world and to let it rot, which is unsupportable and utterly revolts me. No, asceticism can be but to introduce at moments a certain ballast into the hours of hygiene and sport. 

	The only complete ideal is the chimera of saint and hero, God and man.

	In business and money, this mangled heroism has come to know its finest expression in our rotten century.

	I had never known ambition. It appeared to me first in Champagne, as I enchanted the trenches merely in flitting between them and charmed the crowds as the psylle charms his snake.

	Still, I only knew how to approach life with an incomplete and blind grasping. When each moment of clarity passed, I was overcome by a childish worry that it was gone forever. I had still at my feet the hindrance of a coarse divergence; action and reverie. I could imagine but an alteration; I had not yet the means to bring them together and lamented the mediocrities which had been borne of this spasmodic process of mine; action had been reduced to bondage, and all dreaming of mine extinguished itself hastily in writing. 

	I was still prey to avarice. 

	Yet action and dream, when one presses upon them, hasten to one another to consummate themselves in freedom.

	Would not the day still arrive, in which I would know and comport myself with all liveliness? One can live for innumerable days with one’s back to the frontier post of the promised land.

	Alas did I hesitate. I thought to throw myself again into some action, to flee to China, or to some far-flung fiefdom so that I may have set up an enterprise. To consult the example of poor Rimbaud would have immediately disillusioned me from such flights of fancy; had he not so easily confused the idolatry of money with holiness? Today knows this confused penchant of men to throw themselves into business as they would they have once locked themselves away in a convent; in the desperate hope of dissuading themselves of their nature, of overcoming their manly folly in the wearing of brodequins and the calculated exigencies of industrial discipline.

	Indeed, I had also the chance to perhaps enflame a jolly little fascism in Portugal.

	In the moment of unpacking my suitcase, alone in my apartment in Paris, on a table I saw an unfinished sentence, lying as would a lover on the edge of a bed, who silently begs to fall, greeting sleep and death.
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	Gradually did come the time of plentitudes. My soul would become nothing more than a listless pulp. Distinctions would be shed as though a stifling cocoon. 

	And the desire to write, which, though making itself known in new coyness, did not bring me to deliverance.

	One day in the street, after a great personal sadness and seeing as I had already been walking for some time, I was struck by epiphany; I wished still to write, but not to write about myself. I would reach outwards, and what I grasped would be written, and it would ring out like a folk chant through the suburb in which I was that day prowling. All of a sudden I was overcome by abandon, for had I not done that which I had so long endeavored to do? Had I not found an exit from myself, a way in which to shed this calloused and beaten bark, blackened by those superficial trimmings, which like ivy splayed themselves across the skin of my soul? I had found freedom from the wanton ambitions, concupiscence, shyness, and other vainglorious embellishments of men.
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