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‘T only did what I could,
no more than Icould...

— Claude Bernard (1878)






Preface
In 1960, 1961, and 1962, for personal reasons, or for reasons I
don’t know muyself, I began feehing old, and I began keeping
notebooks.

I'was nearing the age of sixty.

Soon I shall be sixty-seven and I have not felt old for a long
time. I no longer feel the need to write in notebooks, and those
that I did not use I’'ve given to my children.

Epalinges, 24 December 1969






First Notebook
1960






Saturday, 25 June 1960

It's been four days — from the twenty-first ~ since I finished a
povel, my hundred-eightieth-and-some, which I'd wanted to
be easy. But the first day that I began to write 1t, towards the
ninth or tenth page, I had the feeling that 1t was useless to'try.
to go on to the end, that I wouldn’t be able to make it come to
Tife

As T always am when I'm writing, I was alone in my study,
with the curtains drawn. I paced up and down five or six times,
and if they hadn’t seemed m some way human, I would have
torn up those few pages and waited a {few days before begin-
ning another book

That has happened to me two or three times m a year This -
time, T began to sob Then, without too much confidence, I
went back to my typewniter. Now I think it’s the best of the
Maigrets T will know when I begin the revision. Smce the
Cannes Festival, I've been wanting to write a novel that would
be fuil of sunshine and tenderness. I had one in mind, with the
characters and the background at hand I only wrote three
pages of that one It wasn’t about Maigret, and my principal
characters were in their thirties, I suddenly realized that n
Maigiet et les Vieillards, which 1 a way replaced this aban-
doned novel, T expressed the same tenderness, put m as much.
sunshine, but with characters who were all between seventy-
two and eighty-five years old

Well then! That 1sn’t at all the kind of thing I meant to put
m this notebook But I must begin somehow. I have neither
any ntention of writing my memoirs nor of keeping a journal
Do I want somehow to arrest the flow of life from time to
time? Not that either

I believe that in reality it’s much more childish than that,
that 1t stems from a time long ago From the age of seven or

11



eight, I’'ve been ntrigued by paper, pencils, erasers, and a
stationery store always fascinated me more than a candy store
or a bakery I loved the smell of it. A special kind of yellow
pencil, too hard to be used in school, scemed to me more
clegant, more arsstocratic than anything I could think of The
same way with certain papers, for instance a drawing paper
which was called, I think, Whatman paper and was used by
those of my mother's boarders who were studying to be mining
cngincers at the umiversity., They worked f{or three wecks or
months on the same sheet. At the end, when all the tracings
were retraced with India ik (the clegance, also, of those liftle
bottles!) they washed the much-used paper hike linen.

I suppose my passion for notebooks dates from that same
period, not for my school notebooks which seemed childish to
me, but for what were called student notebooks, square-ruled,
fat, with a red top stamn, bound 1n thick grey or tan canvas. 1
would slip into the students’ rooms to look at these, touch
them. Nearly all of them were filled with tiny, scarcely legible
writing, and scattered through them were geometric drawings
for the science courses, or pdrts of the human body for medical
studies

1 was about cleven years old, I think, when I finally bought
my first student notebook, knowing as httle as I know today
(forly-seven years afterwards) what T was going to put n 1t
My name on the first page, of course Then a few lines of
verse, several quotations taken from the writers whom I was
reading then I probably filled three or four pages that way,
with plenty of blank spaces between

At fifteen, anew notebook, and this time the poetry in it was
my own Two pages of 1t at most.

Third notebook at twenty-one This was the period when I
was writing stories for newspapers I wrote between three and
seven a day, to make a hiving In the evening, 1n my notebook,
I wrote ‘for myself’. I remember twenty stories which 1 must
have kept 1n some file, since after they were written I typed
them up

About the typewriter, it seems to me now that 1, who so
loved beautiful papers, notebooks 1n hard cover, pencils, pen-
holders, began at the age of siateen and a half to type because
12



it was expected at the paper where I was a reporter I got so
used to it that for years, even decades, I've been virtually in-
capable of writing by hand.

In 1940 1 bought other notebooks, at Fontenay-le-Comte,
where I spent part of the war By that time it was already
impossible to find real student notebooks of the kind that so
impressed me 1 my childhood No more canvas bindings. No
more red top stan.

This time, in 40, T wrote on the first page, n India ink, the
word Pedigree. Then, on the following page, I drew a sort of
genealogical tree of the Simenon famuily.

This notebook was intended for my son Marc, and I did not .
hope for any other children, because a radiologist had just told
me that I had a year, or two or three at most, to lIive.

Curiously enough, chance decreed that 1t should turn out
like the other notebooks. I wrote a certain number of pages mn
which I described my childhood and especially my family for
the benefit of my son who, according to the radiologist, would
have little chance of getting to know me (Marc was a year and
a haif old ) Claude Gallimard came to see me, bringing news of
Gide, whom he’d met several times m the Free Zone (In Nice,
1 think ) Claude had spoken to Gide of these notebooks Guide,
with whom I corresponded for several years, asked me to send
him one After which he wrote to advise me to abandon the
_pen and the first person and to type my life story like a novel.

The manuscript pages became Je me souviens

The typed text became Pedigiee,

Of the three or four notebooks I bought, only one and a half
were filled !

(I Just mentioned my correspondence with Gide It is almost
the only regular correspondence I have kept up with anyone.
And 1t was always Gide who invited my letters Actually, I
have never written letters unless I had to, and while I do have
some friends, I never write to them without some definite
reason As for my wife D, since we have never been apart she
hasn’t a single letter from me )

I return to the story of the notebooks From 1940 to 1960,
nothing Not even trivia Then, early this year, a telephone call
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to my friend and publisher Sven Niclsen to ask him to havea
dozen made for me They weren’t a total loss, but the shape
wasn’t long enough The corners were less rounded. The top;
stain wasn’t red For three months now these notebooks have
been in a drawer n my study and I fear my children’s covet-
ousncss, for my son Johnny shares my passion for paper.
pencils, etc

Am I trying once again to satisfy a youthful longing? That's
a real part of 1t It’s true that I have long dreamt of being
seated m a familiar study, surrounded by objects that I love,
and writing by hand That 1s how 1 imagined the life and work
of a writer

Actually, not only have I written most of my novels on the
typewriter (except, a few years ago, a sort of daily scribble, 1n
pencil, for non-Maigrets) but I have never Iived m my study, I
have never known the satisfaction of writing by hand.

Except when I was writing popular novels to learn my trade
and carn my hiving

Since I first tried my hand at creative writing, 1t has been a
laborious process, hours of anguish rather than euphoria The
more I wrote the more difficult 1t became, or, more exactly, the
more I got stage fright

Now this anxiety has reached such an intensity that I am
physically sick with 1t on the days that precede the begmmning
of a novel and on the first morning

T used to write my novels m three or four days (the popular
ones) —

Then twelve a year (at the time of the Maigrets)

Then s1x (for nearly twenty years).

Now 1t 1s down to four, because the older I get, the more
they exhaust me It is true that each time I struggle towards
greater concentration

(Gide asked me once how I managed, in the course of a
scene, to give simultaneously a sense of the present, the past, and
the future I answered him, truthfully, that this had been my aim
from my very first stories on In fact, one of these stories, M
Gustave, written m the notebook of my twenty-first or twenty-
second year, bears testimony to my endeavour to make time
merge m some wav I have never experimented I have never
14



tried out new styles as I went along 1 have always tried to - '

move forward slowly 1 the same direction )

Does all this explain why this morning I began to write mn
this notebook? Has 1t a more or less fixed goal? Like the
Pedigiee notebooks? I am thinking mostly of my children. I
am addressing them as much as I can Will they be curious to
- Lnow more about their father some day? I'm not sure. As for
. the pubhic.. Will anyone still be concerned about me and my
work 10 twenty, thirty years? I don’t know, of course. At any
rate, I don't mtend to pose for posterity On the contrary. I,
had rather destroy legends, get rid of all the ‘glamour’, all the
picturesqueness, to say

‘It's much simpler than that!’

No'-Whether I go on with this notebook, these notebooks,
or abandon them again; whether they are published one day or
whether they remain in one of my children’s drawers does not
matter to me .

I'm not making a confession I'm not explaming myself I'm
teling neither my life story nor anecdotes about people I've
Anown Nor have I any mtention of explamnng my ideas. If I
have any, I suppose they are in my novels, m which case,
that’s where people should look for them

To tell the truth, I feel an almost physical desire to be at my
desk, without anxiety, without the pressure of creation, of
working, of bringing: characters to Life. But to write just the
same Not to have to reread Not to have to WOITY Over cor-
recting sentences, their thythm, their life

To write for writing’s sake, which I once thought was the
writer's business, when I was twelve years old. And perhaps 1t’s
partly true. Only I'm not a writer I'm a novelst. And the
aovelist does not know the joy of writing

In short, the pleasure I offer myself, at fifty-seven, is, finally,
‘ from time to time, to write like a dilettante
thi che knew an old Italian mason who lived in Cannes. In

cning, coming home from his shop, or Sunday after
;:SSV he devoted and still devotes his free hours to bmldmg, in
housezrzngmdcét garden, ﬂ}e most outrageously elaborate
cast] castles, on a doll’s scale, on the scale of the sand
es that children build at the beach There are bridges join-
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ing the mmature houses, windmills, what not Perhaps some
day a cathedral a foot high correct in every detail?

A muason for others during the day, 1n the evening he relanes
(or takes his revenge) by beng a mason for himself, 2 mason
for pleasure, building buildings that serve no purpose.

Perhaps that's what I'm domg, If T sce my mason m Cannes,
I promise myself 1'll ask him how old he was when he began to

fill hus garden with bulldings It would be odd if he was a Intle
under sixty'!

Monday, 27 June 1960

Spent yesterday, a typical Sunday, with a Matclt photographer.
He’s here for four days, after which he will be jomed by a
journalist for what they call a feature story IU's the fourth that
Match has published i seven or eight years about me and my
fanmly. These two will be followed by Good Househecping,
then by an Englishman who wants to write I don™t know how
many articles

Every three or four months we open our doors to journahsts
this way, one after another They are almost always charming
intelligent people at first glance, and perhaps they really are
Whether they come from Fimland, Germany, or Italy. they
appear to be making an effort to understand They listen, take
notes, declare that they will make this one ‘different’, that they
will make 1t ‘true’.

Then, whether it is 1n Lakeville, 1n Cannes, or here, the
photographers ask us to take the same poses, in the same
spots, so much so that the children now know i advance just
what they must do

The journalists always ask the same quesfions Haven't they
read the articles their colleagues have published? Most of the
time they haven’t read my books either, or only a very few.

This has gone on for thirty years, and for thirty years I have
wondered if there are really any readers for these articles I
must believe there are, since the editors of newspapers and
:.spe;nally of magazines say they know just what their readers

an

16



So? Always the glass showcase, where 1 have never lived,
where 1 have never written a novel, although my friends of
long standing, the people who must know, say it’s true — and
say 1t o me — that they have seen me mside this cage. )

The legend has been established, once and for all, and what-
ever I do, whatever I say to those who interview me, it 1s this
legend that they publish It hardly matters what I have told
them during those two, four, or eight days. It hardly matters
what documents I've shown them It hardly matters that they
have sworn to me to tell the truth, and that they have sneered
at their colleagues

The article will be the same, with the same photographs, and
the same mistakes. For they even garble the name of the vil-
lage, the titles of the novels they mention And if it’s a matter
of figures, they multiply by five, by ten, when it’s not by a
hundred :

Tablets have just been discovered revealing, it seems, that
Herodotus did the same thing with history, and so, we already
knew, did Pliny.

' Won't my children and my grandchildren be tempted to be-
lieve, this legend too? This irritates me Wrongly, no doubt, for
what importance has it? ’
th}:iﬁgﬂﬁ: %f‘:rozii; 1irf ors1§ reastcn}t for these notebooks, for
others), m g suggests to me that there will be

» may not be to try to re-establish the truth. An ap-
broximate truth too, no doubt, since there i1s no other kind.
?’Zhat discourages me a little 1s my conviction that it will m-

rest no one,
va:::; epélg)::‘)grsv};g?; jtést harrcilved and, of course, takes ad- -
be printed that 1 alw g by han to take pictures. So now 1t will
ruled notcbo;ks 0 ays write my novels with a pen, 1n square-
. One myth supplants another!

Saturday, 2 July 1960

Last ni i
st night T was in a great hurry to sit down to this notebook

to
N;“l't ;e;med to me that T had a lot of things to writefin 1t.
» WIS morning, when T have all the time in the world, I
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find myself confronted with what 1 nearly a void My ideas
have evaporated, or rather they don’t scem important to me
any more To some extent that's the reason I have to write my
novels so quickly After a few days, what 1 call the state of
grace threatens to abandon me. and my characters whom }
believed to be very much alive the day before, suddenly have
become strangers

I have just spent nearly a week with the photographer and
cditor from Match, then with an English journalist.

The superiority of photographers 1o most journahists I've
often observed them when, at Cannes, for example, they
descend 1n 4 bunch, almost mn . swarm, on their vicim They
seem hard, cynical, almost cruel They often are — aren’t ‘ran’
shots demanded of them? They're used to all kinds of dramas
and, above all, to ali sorts of truths. Actually they do have n
good deal of contempt for their victims, A false smule, 2
studied pose, faked nonchalance, and phony sincerity don't
decerve them Perhaps that's the reason why they can appre-
ciate the truth better thap anyone clse So they really scem
grateful when you don’t try to fool them, to give them a
chance not to be tough

The Match photographer, who lived four or five days in the
bosom of my fammly, had not known me before he came but
left as an old friend The writer, theoretically more ‘cultured’,
but who managed to ask hundreds of impertinent questions,

cz‘lrne to do his work, no more, and add an article, a victim, to
his collection

Why do we receive them and give them our precious time

when we might be relaxing? Not for reasons of publicity, for
these always Inaccurate articles nisk wearing the reader out
and even, Iitt]e by Ittle, turning him agaimnst an author

Still less out of vanity. I don't mnd explamming myself to a
man who 1s trying to understand, and whose opmion means
something to me But that sspt the case with nmety-ninc per
cent of thoge Journalists, especially magazine cditors

Ifit’s 5 beginner, or a free-lance writer for whom this article
could be Important, I'm

Sure to remember my own beginnings
and give him his chance ’ ; )

But what about the others, go thoroughly

smug who tlhnk
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they know 1t all, that they are judges of everything, can solve
all questions? They arrive at an author’s house having recad
.only a few of his books, some time ago, or even having read
only one, on the tramn or the plane.

Each time. however, I have hope. A hope of finally correct-
g legends, destroying exasperating myths, getting rid of con-
tinuing untruths

There is none I always answer the same questions. And I
end up feeling sickened

‘How does the idea for a novel come to you? .. Then what
do you do? .. What time do you begin writing? ... On the
typewniter or by hand? ... How many hours a day? ... How
many days? ..

And now I, in turn, must ask myself a very disagrecable
question For thirty ycars now, since the beginning of the
Maugrets, I have given the same answers. For they have to be
the same If I were suddenly to declare (which would be un-
true) that I begin to write at midmght, or that I dictate, my old
answers would be printed just the same

... Names from the telephone book ... Index cards ... Out-
line on a yellow envelope ... the coffee I make in the kit-
chen .

1 follow this whole routine because I believe 1t 1s necessary if
I'm to set off the mechanism, so much so that 1t has become a
superstition. ..

And 1f, like the readers of magazines, I too am a victim of
legend? If I have begun to believe in 1t by the sheer force of
seemg 1t 1n print?

What stops me from writing at eight o’clock in the morming
mstead of at six or six thirty? From not writing a whole
chapter at a sitting?

The proof that it’s possible is that at Cannes, when I was con-
valescent and unable to follow my routine, I wrote Le Fuls
entirely by hand, several pages in the morning, several pages in
the afternoon, without worrying about the length of the chap-
ters and without making myself recopy them on the typewriter
afterwards to give my sentences a sterner rhythm. It wasn’t T

but my Wiff: who typed Le Fils, and this novel 1s no worse than
the rest Xt isn’t even different from them.
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Then why did I go back to my routine right afterwards?

Because of saying over and over that...

This bothers me I'm tempted to escape the rules I have
imposed on myself Isn’t it stupid not to dare?

The ritual I’ve adopted 1s as strict as the mass, I don’t know
why, and I've tried to eaplain 1t because I've been asked to do
SO

T’'ve succeeded so well at 1t, I’'ve proved so many times that it
was necessary to me that now each move has its logic which
I finally believe in myself. In spite of the precedent of Le
Fils

And this will go on until I begin to write anyhow, anywhere,
and on any paper — i mk, 1n pencil. or on the typewriter,
without thinking that for this reason the fire won’t 1gnite

Then I'll have to explain to the journalists . .

Why, Lord? What has this to do with them or with those
who read them? And above all, why should I concern myself
with 1t?

In three days, just the same, I will repeat the same story -
always a true story — to an Englsh journalist who will ask me
the everlasting questions for eight or ten days because he has
to write thirty columns It’s more exhausting to me than a
novel It gives me no satisfaction Nothing but irritation when,
later, 1 read the outcome of these mterviews

Why not have the courage to say no, to close the door?
Charles Chaplin does 1t more often than not Once or twice a
vear he receives journahsts for a very studied photograph. a
fan'.uly group, posed like a royal portrait

T've wondered if really he 1s so imdifferent to what the public
fﬁgsnkz :Sf 11111112;’ ::; 1env1ed him And now he 1s busy writing his

s volumes, without any interference from a
journalist.
}usstorx;': lf ot:l;l:ffomte of indifference He wishes to set down
gend, just like Gide and so many others

Which reminds me of one of
the first
if not the very first, when, questions Gide asked

at his i
first time _ suggestion, we met for the
‘Tell me, Simenon
’ at what
character?’ ’ pertod did you choose your
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Now I'm not sure if he said ‘choose’ or ‘fix’ I didn’t under-
stand him immediately.

‘My character?’

For a moment I wondered 1f he weren’t speaking of
Maigret, and I almost answered that he was not my character,
that Maigret was only an accident to whom I attached little
importance

No! He was talking about me. He explamned

‘Each of us, at one age or another, creates his character, to
which he remains more or less faithful.. .

This confused me a good deal I only understood what he
meant when I saw photographs of him at different periods It
was true From the age of eighteen or twenty, there were the
same poses, the same look as at sixty

Isn't that frightening? I haven't chosen any character I've

changed my attitudes a hundred times But I wonder now if 1t.

1sn’t, at least 1 part, because I've read n the papers that I work
in such-and such a way that I continue to do so

That depresses me It seems to me that I am obliged to . . .

One of these days I'll have to give myself a shake, not do
what 1s printed 1n the newspapers

In that case, 1t will be best to say nothing about it, so as not
to become 1mprisoned 1n a new legend

In fact, I'll have to cheat!

Saturday, 9 July 1960

Revision of my novel Maigret et les Vieillards finished.

.In five days. By working six or seven hours a day. Other-
Wise, say seven days at three hours a day, or twenty-one hours
of wrniting Add to that more than thirty hours to revise
The first Maigrets were revised in one day! I daren’t reread
them

All of yesterday, an English journalist who is here for sev-
eral days, and, during the afternoon and evening, often two of
them at once, Roger Stéphane, who wants to write a book on
me T talked nonstop. I tried to explain. to convince, and I
didn’t even convince myself. I should have the courage to
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refuse these mnterviews From hearing the same questions ashed,
from hearing myself talk as if aboul a ‘case’, 1 end by not
believing mn myself

1 always stress the role of intuition In good faith It's what]
believe m. But by talking about it periodically for hours ¢
days, I run the risk of becoming too conscious of 1t, or losi;
that very intuition .

On the other hand, should T, mstead of answering them, let
them write all their nonsense which irritates me 50?2

I would like to be able to be silent T am, for months of each
year, at least nine tenths of the time, then I allow mysclf to be
tempted by contacts I have nothing to gain by it T have every-
thing to lose.

Although I drank nothing but water and Coca-Cola all day
yesterday 1 find myself this morning with a bangover and
2 bad conscience, that sort of near-physical dcpression and
anxety of the drunkard

A moving letter from Miller 1n the mail He belicves in my
stability. He envies me He's probably right. But, by continually
furnishing reasons for this rather precarious balance, by analys-
g 1t, by dissecting oneself for the bencfit of others, doesn't
one risk going completely off the trach?

_To be silent, yes' But then one scems pretentious. And this
silence would require a good bit of arrogance, Like Monther-
lant’s, and I don’t have that

Quuet! I promised myself not to talk about these things any
more And here I am, after more than a week of interviews,

and ten mnutes before starting in agamn, with the neced to €3~
plam myself in writing! ...

Explam what? There 1s nothing to explain

Sunday, 10 July 1960

{vnit; f;:: T}llnl‘(lites’ as I do every Sunday morning, I'll be going
and then folr refn fo get th? papers at the Lausanne station,
Ouchy Trod a few minutes \‘valk on the shore of the lake at

y Tradition. The house is full of small traditions I think

I’
m the one who unimtentionally inculcates them m the chil-
22



dren. Isn't that a bit like a guardrail or the banisters on a
stairway?

Its possible that I'm repeating myself ~ I hate to reread.
Even, and above all, my novels. Revising them is torture. And
when a film 1s made from one of my books, if producer or
director wants my advice, I hardly can recognize the story he’s
talking about I have to ask my wife to reread the book for me
and then to remind me of this or that detail.

That’s not at all what I wanted to jot down before going out
Tt was only a sentence that struck me m my bath and which
will probably come back to me at the last moment Yesterday,
three people to question me, each one following his own
notion, which I'm unaware of. For example, the English
journalist (a former lawyer) observed me and asked questions
for two or three days and will continue for an indeterminate
number of days without my being able to guess what she has in
mind, the pomnt of view she’s taking, It’s a little like stretching
out on an operating table without knowing what operation the
surgeon 1s going to perform An unpleasant thought.

S, himself a novelist, a biographer, has come with a definite
idea, a character he has already decided on, and 1 sense that he
is determined for me to be this character. He scales down reality
to a point where it comcides with his point of view. He could
just as well write his book or his essay (?) in Paris without
having met me

) Stranger still was the one sandwiched between these two ses-
sions of questioning. A criminologist, a professor in the Law
Faculty of Portiers, a graphologist to boot, he came to inter-

view me for .. L’Echo de la Mode Each time I say some-
thing he declares.

‘That’s not for our audience . .’
quhat 1s for his audience? A few picturesque touches, care-

I}l3y arranged, a few anecdotes, also arranged

ut he announces that he will be :

] also writing {
crimimnology review. ® fora fow or
at!’\(1:1 this is a bit confused and reminds me of the Festival

annes. where from morning to mght I shook hands,

a .
: r'lswered questions, without knowing any more who was who or
what he was doing there.
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There are those, 1 know 1t from {riends who have been 1n my
position, whom this reassures, to whom this idea gives a sense
of their importance Not I. On the contrary If I had com-
plexes, and I can be sure I don’t, this would give me an n-
ferionity complex

Good! I'm getting to my little 1dea from the bathtub. Last
night, showing pictures to the Englishwoman (this gives me a
subject, a connection, mstead of talking 1n a void), I stumbled
on a pile of photos I took in Africa, while passing through the
Belgian Congo, from the Sudan to Brazzaville, around 1932 or
1933 Different races, different tribes, at different levels of
evolution At the time, I wrote several articles entitled ‘The
Negro’s Hour’ (published 1n the magazine Voila, which no
Ionger exists)

I got them out of the files But will I have the courage to
reread them? At that period, Paris was covercd with posters
for a film, Afiica Speaks It was made by the French govern-
ment to encourage enlistments i colonial troops

(Yesterday I observed to my Englishwoman that Kipling, on
a literary level, is a victim of political evolution. The Enghish
are distressed when you mention him It reminds them of their
pride mn the Victorian era, a state of mind for which they have
both nostalgia and a sense of sin )

This morning the radio announces serious' trouble in the
Congo The blacks are disarming white officers and throwing
them 1n prison The Belgians who live there are fleeing .

Troubles mm Cuba, also m Ttaly... Not to mention Al-
geria

I have a horror of wars, of cruelty m all forms Horror of
the use of force, of violence

But, Iistening to the radio this morning, I wondered if war
really 1s the result of ambition, of nationahism, etc

Or if 1t was not quite simply a necessity, not just of bio-
logical selection, but, for man, for survival? If wars, since the
earliest times, had not served, without man’s knowing 1t, to
produce types who are capable of endurance?

Certain American schools no longer begin teaching History
with the Egyptians, nor with the Sumerians, but with palaeon-
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tology, 1f not amoebas One’s perspective is changed by this.
Our revolutions and our wars diminish, are only a hittle ripple.

The white of today is only the result of many cross-breed-
ings of races. -

And 1f 1t were necessary, for the man of tomorrow, how
many other cross-breedings

This gives me or permits me a somewhat caustic serenity

Thursday, 14 July 1960

T had to glance at the last sentences written, otherwise I'd have
gone on about the same subject I was no longer sure of
whether I'd spoken of 1t here or to one of the journalists whom
1 saw afterwards. I'm surprised to realize how small 1s the
number of more or less original ideas — or 1deas we believe to
be original — that we carry with us through the years and
which are sometimes enough to furnish a whole lifetime

We shouldn’t even discuss them for we get nothing 1n return
but a certamn ridicule. The mandarins have raised barriers be-
tween different domams of the mind which it’s better not to
cross because the response is only shrugged shoulders Doc-
tors, for example, are the most susceptible to this If there 1s
anyone who tries everything, it 1s they. They paimnt (annual
salon of doctor-painters in Paris) or are art critics, often very
poor ones They discuss the theatre, hiterature, music In a
single year I've received four or five novels from doctors,
novels whose themes have nothing to do with medicine The
suggestion that literature 1s at least as complicated as medicine
would be poorly received by them But just dare to put forth an
idea on a medical subject.. In the Anglo-Saxon countries
they have invented, or rather adopted, the word ‘layman’,
previously used by priests, if I’'m not mistaken

However, the history of medicine is easier to study than that
of literature. Most of them don’t know 1t very well Many of
them don’t keep up with their colleagues’ work, and French
doctors, for example, almost purposefully ignore American

discoveries except- for those that have reached a point of
general and universal acceptance.
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Then I wonder 1f I'm not wrong, 1f all this isn’t normal, if 1t
1sn’t the biological law of natural selection. I sometimes reach
the pont of wondering if 1t 1sn’t out of a sort of cowardice that
1 condemn all show of power m my mnermost soul, and I
hesitate to talk as openly with my sons about 1t as I've been
domg here -

1 am certammly bringing them up like young anarchists.
Johnny already hates uniforms, war.

Am I right? Am I wrong? An 1dea came to me just now that
should be developed at length and better than I could do it, and
this idea reassures me.

Not altogether. Not too much It 1s too tempting to believe
what suits one’s temperament and mind

The history of the entire world, what is written, sculptured,
painted, digested 1 encyclopaedias, could actually be concen-
trated mn a few hundred men (who could be further reduced to
a few dozen), philosophers, scholars, artists, who are the land-
marks of our evolution and who are enough to give us a little
pride in our humanity, a little hope.

Power has always been aganst them, whether it was serving
religious 1deas, political, or patriotic. Almost all those to whom
we have erected statues were to some extent, at some period of
their lives, victims of force, of brutality, and the ideas which
incite these

So why should 1t be otherwise today? For three years I have
refused, even i more or less official ceremonies, to wear decor-
ations Don't these indicate that the powers consider you a
good servant? A good servant of force?

Trite, of course. But behind these clumsy sentences 1 feel
something that I haven’t managed to express. Nor 1s 1t 11 any
of my novels I avoid even alluding to 1t there, touching on any
1dea of this kind Not for fear of displeasmg, but out of mod-
esty, for fear, too, of seeming committed. In fact I'm not,
neither on one side nor on the other

The committed man, whatever he 15, makes me afraid,
makes me bristle I wonder if he is sincere And, if he appears
1o me to be so, I wonder if he 1s intelligent.

I only speak of this to my ten-year-old son. It doesn't 1n-
terest my cldest So much the better? Maybe.
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Still, I had a bad afternoon because of a word ill understood,
an intonation that changed my mood and. as a result, my
physical equilibrium.

Another word, perhaps, a look, a pressure of the hand,
would restore my well-being

Is it wrong to be so mvolved n the inner man, to want to
understand him, cure him, with such tenacity? Have we come
to a sort of sentimentality and was health, on the contrary,
rather 1n the untroubled brutality of what once was called the
hero?

Every day my paediatrician friends see the birth of infant
1diots, of Mongoloids, of monsters of all sorts who will remain
monsters and whom charitable institutions will pass back and
forth from one to another

Others display prodigies of skill, of devotion, create a
science almost, out of pure kindness to keep alive (?) impotent
old men who are a burden for family and for society.

Crimmology, m 1ts way ..

I believe in 1t I’'m one of those 1 feel that I am of the family
of those who devote their time to trying to better man's life, no
matter what man, no matter what human embryo, no matter
what offal.

Is this really a good? Doesn’t one risk creating an anxious,
self-pitying humamity, incapable of facing realities?

Will there be enough men to take care of others, to be re-
sponsible for them? Enough strong ones for all the weak?

Will there be any strong ones left at all?

All this, again, because of a small cloud n the conjugal sky!
- What would it be after a real argument?

Actually, I know the answer, because at least once I took my
pistol out of ifs case.

Sunday, 17 July 1960

Lots of people in the living room with the door open Thus has
gone on for three days. Good friends, however. Talk. Listen.
Talk My not drinking 1s no help, 1t goes to my head all the
same And later I'm ashamed of what I've said, of positions

29



I've taken or seemed to take. T have had enough of talking .
maybe also of hstening T would have liked to write at length
this morning, about Brisson, about Gide, about sincerity, about
small 1deas of no importance that have plagued me since yes-
terday Maybe I'll do 1t tomorrow. I hope so. Talk to myself, m
fact That way I have fewer complexes A rotten word which 1
detest.

Monday, 18 July 1960

A short respite before my guests come up and the Niclsens
arrive The latter don't tire me because with them I don’t have
to make any effort at conversation Yesterday, Pierre Benont
Thats a different matter, for he is devihishly <ly and at the
same time very sensiive I'm always afrad of hurting him,
and T have the feeling of talking on tiptoc In any case that has
Iittle to do with what I wanted 1o write.

I wrote four pages that I crossed out because there were too
many names, too many people who are still alive and whom 1
wouldn’t want to hurt.

In spite of the discrepancy between their public and private
Irves, T still question myself on their sincerity.

The question bothers me Others, much younger than T and
who have lived less, don't have such scruples and readily talk
about hypocrisy and cynicism

Put them 1n the presence of a human bemng and they flee hum
after a short contact

Not only have I scruples, but I don't understand For I don't
believe m force, physical or moral, nor in cynicism, nor 1n
calculation, at least not in the sense ntended by these people
of whom I've been talking,

I try to understand and I sce that 1it’s very hard Financiers?
Celebrities from Paris or London? Stars of Europe or Cali-
fornia? }éame, money, power, hfe. .

All this doesn’t exist, doesn’t exist n a state of nature After
all, they are only men, as vulnerable as the rest, 1f not more
S0

From this point of view I wonder how, why... How do
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they manage to write what they write, to believe, or seem to
believe, 1n what they would have us believe ...?

1 would like to call them decent men As decent as the
average labourer, as the conventional and often generous white-
collar worker.

However, they Teact to the Congolese crisis only in terms of
therr shareholdings 1n Katanga, or the Cuban crisis 1 terms of
their instinctive revulsion agamst Communism

They falsify everything, the Algerian war and internal poli-
tics Do they really see only what they want to see? Is 1t a
stram for them, and have they moments of doubt, when they
know that they shirk the truth?

Don’t their mterests force them mto convictions which seem
mcompatible with everything they know to be true?

They meet great doctors, biologists, lawyers who daily deal
with men as they really are.

How can they go on seeing man as he 1s not, seeing him as
he ought to be 1 the interest of their interests, so that their
own 1mage may stay untarmshed?

It’s too easy to see these people as all of a piece. T know they
are weak, riddled with complexes, that they are often afraid,
ashamed, that they seek reassurance

But my intelligence, because once more I must use terms
that everybody uses, furnishes me no satisfactory answer

For myself, the only possible approach 1s to write a novel, to
become, for the time being, the character, to feel as he feels I
have the impression, perhaps the illusion, that this gives me
more of the truth

I could have cited other names, other men whom I know as
well or as shightly. It happegs that these, here, have come 1n
contact with me 1n one of the rare periods when I haven’t put
up a fence around my hfe as a working novelist, and around
our family life.

The parade has gone on for two weeks I have a hangover
from it. It’s possible that I repeat myself — repeat myself often
Indeed I have always been astounded at the small number of
1deas — and can one even call them ideas — that a man collects
m fifty-seven years of life I'm not speaking of ideas one can
get from books, of course I'm speaking of those that have been
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digested, of what 1s left, of what has finally become part of
ourselves .

Is there really anything left?

A certamn attitude, perhaps, with me a curiosity which is
never satisfied, a desire to understand not explain, to fecl the
real man beneath men’s appearance.

I often have the impression that it would only take a httle
extra cffort to discover that I am hke them, that they are
like me, that 1t is only habuts, attitudes, words 1n which we
differ

Even if they upset and infuriate me. I love them, perhaps
because I feel they are weak.

But why the devil do these people censure, and why do
others, 1n turn, censure them?

Tuesday, 19 July 1960

The last ones have left and I’'m a Iittle ashamed of the relief
my wife and I feel For I really like them, these people who
came to share a moment n our life Some of them are friends
I have a deep affection for Sven Nielsen because I behieve I
understand lum Even the journalists when they've gone, leave
me with a pleasant memory )

Still, it 1s more and more disagreeable to sec our house
invaded, its thythm broken, people sitting in my chair (the
one m my living room where T watch television) and in my
wife’s

The obligation to speak, to listen, becomes almost unbearable
to me and perhaps 1t’s so I won't have to listen that I talk so
much

Is 1t age? Once I liked to be close to people, and the days
without visitors seemed empty and dull to me T would chase
around, to Montparnasse, to the Coupole, or what have you
That was the great era of Montparnasse I even had a bar in
my own house on the Place des Vosges (1925 or 1926) where I
officiated with professional flourish No doubt I had a reason
No children. Just my wife

Perhaps there was another reason too I was young, just
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arrived 1 Paris I had everything to learn I had discovered, or
believed I had discovered, that men reveal more of themselves
when they are having a good time than when they are at their
work I spent evenings and mights at dance halls, at cabarets,
looking, histening The later 1t grew, the more people who must
have been 1mpressive 1 their offices became accessible, often
pitiable ’

In my bar on the Place des Vosges, I forced cocktails on my
guests 1n order to produce more quickly the release that would
permit me to see them naked

But the evenings when I drank myself? Wasn't 1t just an
alibs then? And if, during the small hours of the morning, 1
arranged 1t so that several women were naked, was that just to
study the behaviour of the other males, or for my own satis-
faction?

I must speak of this sexual question, for others have spoken
of 1t (like P 1 the book he dedicated to me), and 1 my
opinton they have been completely mistaken.

I don’t intend to write a confession on this subject but to
express certain very simple truths

For the moment, what concerns me (not much, really, but
enough to get 1t off my chest) 1s this sort of instinctive with-
drawal, more into myself than into my family, into my house,
into certain rooms of that house, my irritation when my rou-
tine 1s interrupted. If 1t is age, too bad But I'm not sure that’s
it T was greedy for contacts up until until I met D 1in New
York in 1945 And I've become more and more miserly with
our intimacy The children enlarged the circle Echandens® 1s
arranged around us, according to the functions of each and all
of us T feel comfortable here I establish habits here Gomg
mto my study n the morning (not to work there, I'm not
speaking of the times of the novels), my eyes seek a certain
reflection on a piece of furniture, and a pencil out of place
bothers me. T am with the children. in thought, in the house I
know where each one is, what he’s doing

Don’t strangers have anything to teach me any more? Have
I no more curiosity? I have no 1dea, but 1sn’t it odd that I feel

* N
At the ime of writing, Simenon lived i the Chateau of Echandens, near
Lausanne.
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disturbed even by the children (and by the staff) if they burst in
when I'm alone with my wife, if for mnstance they come mto
my room when we’re having coffce after lunch?

D and I aren’t even talking; we’re looking through the
papers We pass them back and forth and it’s a half hour of
what at fifteen I called perfect happiness At that time too 1t
went with coffee and reading and additionally the eating of a
wartime pudding that 1 had concocted myself, since rationing
kept us hungry.

I continue to love people, to be curious about them, to
become passionately ivolved in their behaviour, in ther
‘motives’, but at the same time I have a passion for our little
family universe.

The respite will be short The nurse has left for a few days of
vacation One of the maids has had an operation. My wife is
without a secretary until August This means that T will not see
her except on the run, busy with her different functions. At
the weekend she will begin to pack, since we have promised
Johnny and Marie-Jo to take them to Venice for ten days

This trip will no doubt be pleasant I"'m loohing forward to it
as they are Nevertheless I feel a certain uneasiness about leav-
1ng the house

T've spent my life travelling, moving, changing my ambience,
my habits (except the ones that are connected with my work).
But now I hesitate to leave my shell. It was the same way in
Lakeville, m Carmel, 1 Tucson, in Florida

1 make my nest I settle down with my family and I hate to
leave until one day, without knowing why, I don't fecl at home
any. more and I take my little world elsewhere to start all over
again

1 wonder if when T take off that way 1t isn’t becausc of
people, neighbours, mtimates, all those whom you are forced
to become acquamnted with when you live somewhere You
spend a certain amount of time meeting them When I know
them all, when I can no longer step outside without being
spoken to, I leave

Is that the real reason? Are there others? The fact that
reality doesn’t Iast long, for example? I mean the time during
which one regards as real, as mmportant, as personal, certan
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walls, certain furniture, the colour of the curtams, the road to
town. .

There must be something to that, because each time I move I
get 1id of my furniture and most of the objects so as to start
again almost new, from scratch.

To start one’s hife over each time from scratch!

That’s almost the same muracle that each child brings us:
reliving the first years with him

There, perhaps (Pierre is thirteen months old), lies the ex-
planation I seek at random.

People who come steal a moment of life from me, leave a
hole.

Wednesday, 20 July 1960

I’ve thought for a long time, in fact since I began to observe
people, that T learn more about them when I talk than when I
histen If they speak. they generally repeat dicta which are al-
ways the same and which reflect the truth as they wish 1t were.
When I speak to them, when I try out different 1deas on them,
their reactions are much more revealing

1 just took this notebook to write that single paragraph,
which had been more pithy when I first thought of it and
which I wished to turn better. Now, there 1s sun 1 my study
this morning, for the first time in ten days. This delights me 1
am also delighted by ramn, and I delight in a spring that is
unlike any I have known since 1940

I could swear that for the two months of the invasion it
didn t rain once As I wrote in my last novel, 1t was the kind of
spring one remembers from childhood May and June of that
year were tragic The imvasion, the defeat, the retreat, fear,
and, no doubt, also a certamn shame (why?), refugees on the
roads, air raids. the uncertainty of tomorrow. Now, what re-
mans the most vivid in my memory 1s the sun. the colour of
the sky and the sea at La Rochelle, the smell of spring and of
the terraces T could swear, too. that I'm not the only one, that
for thousands of soldiers and of refugees the tragic has been
obhiterated, leaving only this impression of radiant life.
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For example, iymg in a field to escape strafing from a plane
which passed so low that my eyes met those of the pilot (he
didn’t fire), I discovered some wild plants that T had not seen
during years of life in the country, plants that T used to see as
a child when I went to play on the parade ground at Litge or
on the bank of the canal, plantain for example, others I don’t
know the name of which grew beside the railroad tracks, beside
Tivers and roads

For three months I have wanted to write a novel about this
period, about a refugee from Jeaumont separated from his
daughter and his pregnant wife by the bombardment of a train
(1t 1s cut 1n half, each half going its own way afterwards). Not
concerning himself with his family but with a warm female

lying near hum in a cattle car He i1s having an unexpected
holiday, in fact

One might say that the collective 15 quickly forgotten to aliow

only the mdividual to survive Which explains why history 1s
necessarily false

My son Prerre, at thirteen months, amazes me by his capacity
for wonder This would seem to confirm my theory of little
joys which 1s no doubt infantile, though I have continued to
mamtam 1t since I discovered it at twelve or thirteen A hun-
dred times a day he pomts to a picture, a flower, a piece of
furniture, the design m a carpet, a bedspread, and, as if n
ecstasy, gives an ‘Oh  !” of delight Everything 1s beautiful
Everything 1s a source of pleasurc

It was the first feeling he expressed, months ago Will 1t
last? T hope so Johnny, at ten and a half, still has the same
enthusiasm, with the difference that if there is a shadow m a

picture, 2 Iittle fault mn an object, a delay in expected joy. he
suddenly falls into despair

Prerre doesn’t see the shadows yet
I myself adjust to them

Same day, afternoon
Certain works can be written only by the young I wonder if
this 1s because they demand more energy — creative energy. In
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the long run, I think it is because they are affirmative works.
Later, one no longer affirms One asks questions. But are one’s
works less good? They are different

If I think this way,-1s it because I am reaching the age when
others have stopped writing novels? Are we mclined to believe
-1 perfectly good faith ~ what reassures us?

This bring me back to people’s good or bad faith I don’t
willingly believe 1n mtrinsic bad faith. This would demand, like
true evil, true vulgarity, more strength of character than I see
m man Man needs a certamn amount of self-respect. You
might say that he comes to terms with what 1s called his con-
science.

Later, if someone should read these lines, it 1s possible that
he will be amazed that at this moment I have preoccupations
which do not appear to be proportionate to reality

The Belgian Congo — Cuba — Algeria A heightened aware-
ness almost everywhere, in students (this delights me), threats
of war . 1if the event were to take place tomorrow, which 1s
not impossible, one would be tempted to say:

‘At the edge of cataclysm, a man asked questions about...

About very small things of a more or less personal order, 1
confess

I'm not the only one It has always been that way.

History happens every day and the importance of events
only becomes evident after the fact.

One doesn’t live with History, or rather one doesn’t live
History One lives his hittle personal life, or that of a group, or
of an instant of humanity, of an instant in the life of the
world

Besides, all these hittle questions which plague me have a
relation to what one calls the great questions of reality

In rereading the history of the scientific discoveries of the
last three or four centuries, especially all those in the field of
medicine and biology, I have been amazed to observe that they
almost all grew out of the patient observations of naturalists,
scholars depicted in popular 1illustrations as beings with wild
hair and armed with magnifying glasses, dedicating their lives

to a single species, almost always a very lowly one, a fly, a
mould, an oyster, a frog. .
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These scholars are the only ones whom I envy. True, just
Iike other men, they only rarely arrive at certaintics. The”
further they advance, the more their questions lead only to
other questions However, they do succeed in contributing one
solid little stone, one pebble of truth from which others will
build edifices of hypothesis 1 think of the rescarchers at the
University of Leiden, of the correspondence they exchanged
for two or three centuries, from country to country (often in
wartime), a few resolute men bent on enlarging their know-
Jedge of the nature of our species In spite of battles and block-
ades, the Royal Academy of London corresponded with schol-
ars m Pans and neither one nor the other were considered
tramors

Like the great naturalsts, I would hke to focus on certaun
human mechanisms Not on grand passions. Not on guestions
of ethics or morality

Only to study the mimor machmery which may appear
secondary. That 1s what I try to do in my books. For this
reason I choose characters who arc ordmary rather than ex-
ceptional men The too-intelligent man, the too-sophisticated,
has a tendency to watch himself hiving, to analyse himself,
and, by that very process, his behaviour 1s falsified

I devote myseif, in short, to the least common denommator

If T were capable of understanding snails or earthworms, 1
would be happy to write a novel about snails or worms, and I
would no doubt learn more about lifc and about man this way
than m drawing my characters from contemporary men

In mterviews, I often speak of the naked man in contrast to
the clothed man

What a dream to go back, if 1t were possible, like the biolo-
gist, to the unicellular organisms!

Pierre woke up and we went to do errands in town With the
three children Three and not four because Marc 1s married
Next there will be two left with us, then one, then.. It's true
that Prerre 1s only a little over a year old My mother will be
cighty next week 1 don’t know her well, and she knows me
still Tess

Isn't this nevitable since T left her when I was nineteen? We
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lived nineteen years together, durmg which I was first a baby,
then a little boy barely aware of the world, then a student more
mnterested mn his teachers and comrades than i his famaly, and
finally, at fourteen, fifteen years old, a secretive boy.

Isn’t it always this way? Marc too left at twenty Do I know
him any better than my mother knows me, although for those
twenty years I observed him as passionately as I observe his
brothers and his sister?

Of our children too, all we know is a moment, a fraction of
theirr development They, for thewrr part, only know of us the
person we are at a given period.

On that we judge each other

How not to be mustaken? Marc’s friends in Paris know a
man whom I can only guess at, and his wife too knows him
better than my wife and I, who raised him

The naturalist is luckier he can study within a species a
certain number, a great number, even generations.

As for us, we only know the second half of the generation
that precedes us and the first half of the one that follows us

As for our own generation, is it possible for us to see 1t with a
clear eye? One has only to look at old classmates or fellow
members of a regiment who meet and warm to each other
when their only shared pomt is having been born in the same
year in the same town, or of having passed eighteen months in
the same camp

A man who had seen four or five generations born and dead,
for example, would be interesting to listen to. On condition, of
course, of being able to understand him Wouldn't he risk hav-
ing himself locked up?

PS Perhaps it will be objected-that we have the lessons of
history at our disposal But history has only been lived and
Wntten by men who can draw on a maximum of eighty or
ninety years, Same for philosophers No, m the understanding
of man (the opposite of the so-called sciences) the experiences
of one and another cannot be placed end to end. They are
Superimposed. Perhaps each erases the preceding one To put
it another way, men cannot be added up. They replace each
other. So that isolation appears to be a miracle — or an acci-
dent, 1 the least agreeable sense of the word.
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Enough, poor Jo! It's time to go take a walk with the
children, who still thimk you have answers for all their
questions

21 July, mormng

Sun mn my study Gomg to go into town with Johnny and
Marie-Jo I've always loved the city in the morning, especrally
on a nice mornmg, when the shops are tidying up. It’s a httle
like 1 stage being set I remember pubs in Litge, on the Rue de
la Cathédrale, for example Sun on the sidewalk Inside, a
bluish shadow, and the waiter, not yet dressed for the day,
sweeping up the sawdust or spreading 1t afresh Smell of beer
Barrels of beer rolled on the sidewalk, and enormous brewery
horses which wait, sometimes striking the pavement with their
hooves. Therr conspicuously enormous stallion’s member
hanging almost to the ground

I'm begmning to understand why so many writers have kept
a notebook, a journal You write freely, without thinking of
the reader It’s chatting with yourself

You can allow yourself to be ridiculous Yesterday, for ex-
ample, I was thinking of Rembrandt I was reviewing in my
mmd some of his pictures And 1t wasn’t accident that these
images came to me I had just been recalling those men who, in
a very few centuries, had created biology, given new dimen-
sions to the world The father of Cartesianism foreshadowing
Darwin and Freud Perhaps Einstem too

Suddenly 1t seemed to me that these discoveries existed
seminally in the pictonial world of Rembrandt. His chiaroscuro
1s already a critique of pure reason Man no longer has definite
outlines For the first time the figure 1s not the essential ele-
ment It is part of a whole Space has more value than man

Are painters precursors? I have only to take a few steps, to
open a few works to find, on pages which I know, references
that would give some weight to this embryo 1dea Parallel, with
dates to support it, between certam works of art and certain
discoveries

I'm almost sure that 1t 1s the works of art that came first.
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Corot, van Gogh, Gauguin, then ‘the Impressionists .. The
Impressionists most of all, who placed man m a new context
The real (I mean what up to then passed for real) is closely
mixed with what yesterday was still unreal -

Didn’t Dostoevsky precede Freud? Freud himself said he
had read him and one may wonder 1if, without the Russian
writer, he would have created his new image of man

If that’s the way it 15, I'm behind the times Abstract art
would itself be a sort of precursor and 1t is a fact that it con-
firms scientific theories that are coming to hight Now, outside
of a few exceptions (why?) abstract pamting irritates me or
leaves me cold So I shall only be able, like so many others, to
go a little way down that road. And, if it’s the rule, a man
living in two hundred years, according to my hypothesis of
yesterday, would teach us nothing since he would stop after
having accompanied human evolution on his own bit of the
way

I say evolution I never dare pronounce the word ‘progress’,
for the same reason that I mistrust the word ‘happiness’ and
its opposite It seems to me that in the end everything is com-
bensatory.

Is a middle-class American who earns four hundred dollars
a month happier than the peasant of the Middle Ages? With
the monthly bills to meet, the necessity of buying what adver-
tising imposes on him, 1s he any less a slave?

Another embryo idea too, which 1s funny, or rather which
places me among the laymen, the dilettantes who adventure
nto forbidden territory. Four or five years at the umversity, a
few books — which are, after all, within anyone’s reach — a few
Courses which are only lectures, without contact, most often,
between the professor and the student, several hasty visits, for
future doctors, to hospital rooms, are enough to establish a
barrier that none can breach without bemg nidiculed

Too bad! T won't pay attention to it, at least in these note-
books. And what does 1t matter if someone says later that I
Was riding my hobbyhorse? Is it any better to play cards or
2’;}?{) an iron-ended stick and a hard little white ball, as in

Bacteriology, and especially virology, fascmate me. Even
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here, to be taken seriously (?), I would have to look at one of
the books I've made notes 1n, cite names, references. I don’t
want to clutter up my mind or my memory with what I know
15 at my disposal in my hibrary.

Well then, 1 have the impression that there 1s a tendency
(oh, barely perceptible!) towards the simplification of discases,
or, more cxactly, that some researchers are more or less con-
sciously moving towards a unity of disease.

The Greeks (it was not Hippocrates but, if I'm not mistaken,
his successors) have already said that there are no diseases but
only sick men

Then a number of diseascs, more and more serious, were
discovered and classified After the bacterra and Rickettsia,
the virus was arrived qt Eight-hundred-and-fifty-some at
the last census Now, scen through the electronic microscope,
they are all the same and one cannot distinguish one from
another

Forty-eight viruses just for infiuenza.

And all evolve New forms develop from cultures.

By dividing, does one not move towards simplification, to
arrive, perhaps, one day at that unity which some foresaw and
sought?

Hasn’t this unity almost been attamed 1n physics?

To arrive finally at one disease, Le Mal, Evil, or the destruc-
tive principle, but as many forms of thss illness as there are
invalids

For a number of years we knew only of four types of blood
~ 0, A, B, and AB Then the Rhesus factor was discovered. By
10w, seventeen or eighteen new subdivisions have been found,
and a haematologist told me recently that it 1s not impossible
that each person has a different type of blood.

At the same time, about forty per cent of specialists tend to

con:txdcr Virus as a chemical composition rather than as hving
matter.,

From there to thinkin
blood 1n the presence
ciple but which ig tran

Teactions, say 1, con
diseases . . .
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There is nothing scientific about this, obviously. But weren’t
the theories of a Paracelsus often even more hiterary?

It would be curious, intriguing, The mystic foresees science
as Confucius foresaw the composition of the atom.

Man first envisages unity. )

Then, forcing himself to divide, to partition, to multiply the
clements. .

And, by dint of dividing thus, returns to unity.

It is unimportant whether this 1s true or not. It dehghts me
And 1t gives me an mmpression of complicity with the world
that surrounds me. I should say of sohidarity, but I prefer com-
plicity.

It bothers me to belong to 2 human group, a nation, a race, a
society I feel more at ease mn thinking that I am part of a
vaster whole in which I am side by side with amoebas, on a
level if not of equalty, at least of ... I can’t find the word and
I won't stop for 1t.

A difference 1n time The happenstance of arriving at this or
that point on the curve I am a man but I could have been an
amocba. Difference of degree, then, in evolution.

It will be said that I haven't sufficiently digested reading 1
wasn’t prepared for. It's very possible So much the worse and

so much the better I say so much the better because I find it to
my profit

Noon I'm back from a short walk in town — and purchases, of
ft?urset!h— l:vxth the children. Each time I open this notebook
s with the infention of writing a sentence
stretch it out # or e Then 1
mMedxcine and social work, during these past years, have
m(zircdor less suppressed natural selection A new law has been
;i he to the famous Rights of Man- the Right to Life. The
) f t of the embryo to become a complete so-called being, at
mcydlccci)st. 1:;1d already one glimpses the Right to Health. Free
ne, free care foreshadow it, as free studies fore
1 , shad
the Right to Knowledge. o
S‘ZY{ Smt of claiming or receiving rights, won't man come to
" bcm all? What will be left of him, what will the human
ng be after several generations of no selection?

lo
b
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And, as for the Right to Health, what will happen on the
day, which seems near at hand, when worn-out organs, de-
ficient glands, will be replaced by other human organs?

Yesterday, at a medical convention that was held in Lon-
don, an expert {from the United States (I don’t like the word
‘expert’ which the newspapers and consequently the public to-
day apply to anyone with a diploma who enunciates any hypo-
thesis whatsoever), an American expert, that 1s, could say,
without rousing any protest that by about 1980 or 1990 med:-
cine will be able to practice prenatal selection of the mndividual,
i the embryonic state, that it will be possible to produce
human beings of superior mtelligence (by what criterion?) and
human beings who, totally fearless, will make ideal soldiers, all
muscle, and others .

So many centuries of effort to arrive at the ant!

Is this science’s answer, its solution, to the problem of
natural selection? The word ‘natural’ no longer applies since 1t
is a matter of a human, in some sense abstract, solution.

Thus frightens me as much as planned teaching, the school-
boy’s report book which, beginning with his twelfth year,
accompanies the future man, comments from teachers and
physicians who, at various stages, decide first the fate of the
child, then that of the young man, then that of the adult.
Custom-made competencies to fit the needs of the commumty,
taking natural aptitudes mnto account

This revolution — for 1t 15 one, and very much more mmpor-
tant, I think, than the French or the Russian Revolution - is
bemng accomplished under our eyes without arousing a single
protest

Social security is no less a revolution since it assumes that
man 1s neither free nor responsible for his own future The
community takes him in charge And, taking him in charge,
takes on, in all Jogic, rights over him Yesterday, in the French

Chamber, for the first time the principle of the suppression of
home distilleries wag discussed

This means in general that drunke
costing the State too much It also m
his apple trees no longer completely
he may not turn them into alcohol fo
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Aspirin also 1s dangerous for some peoplé. And so are fried
potatoes These are far-reaching things. I wonder if those who
decide these measures realize what they imply.

(I am always the first to deplore drunkenness, but 1sn’t it an
illness, both individual and social, which has only the vaguest
relationship with apples, plums, -and the wastes that these
home distillers transform? What frightens me — or makes
me laugh — or enrages me, I'm not quite sure — is the erosion
of certam basic principles that were in use for so long
and therr replacement by principles that are not yet written,
nor formulated, but which spring no less from measures

which, at first glance, appear to be only measures of a prac-
tical order.)

22 July 1960

The other day I spoke of evenings spent in dance halls and
cabarets, then of nights on the Place des Vosges. This was my
first contact with a world other than the one that was open to
me mn Liege. At that time I did not really know either the
country or the sea. The country only by having gone three or
four years for several weeks at a time to Embourg, where one
arnved by trolley, and which is now a suburb. The sea by hav-
Ing seen it twice from the Belgian coast I was a real city boy
then, used to pavements, houses touching one another, small
gardens separated by walls. ’
Et}-e:::n:: iit \I:/as in 1924 that I went to Bénouville, then to
Porque,ro?l that I spent three or four months there In 1925, at
of mor es, I discovered the life of the sea, of fish, of crabs.
o i v,vand Il.remember t:hat it made me dizzy and frightened
bt 1 das a little ike wine that was too strong. Above all,
1scovered was the mncessant struggle for life, how fish

Were always on th ;
e defensive or on the off indi
e -
pensable cruelty, nsive, nnate, indis

it rll)?;lixnelft year, I wanted to discover France, and I didn’t do
in alf t;1gl Ways or railroads. I wanted, as I've since tried to do
ngs, to look behund the scenes. It wasn’t as a sporting

eVent )
(it wasn’t one at that period) that I chose to follow rivers
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and canals from the North to the South and from the East to
the West.,

A little town, a village, are not the same seen {from the niver
or from the canal as they arc seen from the road. One secs
their true face, their most ancient one, this way.

My first boat was the Ginerte

A vyear later, I had my second boat built at Fécamp, the
Ostrogoth 1 brought 1t first to Paris, where I had it christened
(on a whim) by the priest of Notre Dame when we were an-
chored at the Vert-Galant * Then Belgium, Holland, Germany.

At Delfzyl, on the bank of the River Ems, I wrote my first
Maigret, there and at some other places, among them Stavo-
ren, where I spent the winter on board, two or three other
novels in the same series were written

But I didn’t mntend to tell here about my life at that period,
at least not today Agamn I only meant to put down a few
sentences

After my return to Parts, there followed a succession of trips
almost right up to the war Norway and Lapland in wnter,
then a long tour of Europe, Africa, in particular a route from
East to West, at the time a very difficult and complicated
undertaking, the United States, Panama, the equator, Tahuti,
New Zealand, Australia, India, etc Also Russia, Turkey,
Egypt .

Now I'm at the pomnt I was aimng at I was not in search of
the picturesque There’s Iittle of that in my novels. You can
count on your fingers my novels which I would call exotic.
Les Chents d Avienos set mn Turkey, Quartier Négre m Pan-
ama, Coup de Lune m Gabon, Quarante-Cing Degrés a I'Om-
bre covering the route from Matad: to Bordeaux, L’Ainé des
Ferchaux m the Congo, Le Ceicle de la Soif in the Galdpagos.
¥ may have forgotten some but not many Touriste de Bananes
in Tahiti, Long Couis a little bit of everywhere Still the exotic
element did not play any great part.

I maintain that when one lives m a place, a trec 1s a tree,
whether 1t’s called a kapok tree, a flame tree, or an oak

Local colour exists only for people who are passing through.
And T hate being a tourist

* A famous restaurant on the Ile de la Cité, on the Seine
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I'm not seeking the sense of being abroad. On the contrary. 1
am looking -for what 1s similar everywhere in man, for the
constant, as a scientist would say. ’

Above all I'm trying to see from afar, from a different point
of view, the little world where I live, to acquire points of com-
parison, of distance.

1 travelled at my own expense But since I knew several
newspaper or magazine editors, before I left I proposed to one
of them a series of six, eight, or twelve articles to be written
under contract, which would cover my expenses I did the
same when I travelled for nearly a year in the Mediterranean,
on my third boat, the Araldo.

Smce, 1n the past week, the Congo has figured so large in the
news (what style!) ~ it still does ~ I felt a curiosity, which T've
never had before, to read over the articles I wrote. I was sur-
prised at first to see that my style then was so full of sparkle,
much more brilliant than my style of today; and that fascinated
me, because for years my chief effort has been to simplify, to
suppress to make my style as neutral as possible in order to
_make it fit as closely as possible the thoughts of my characters.

~ What struck me most was that these hastily written articles,

with no philosophical or political intent, foresaw everything
that has since happened in Africa The very title could be used
today. ‘The Hour of the Negro’.

And the conclusion A film at that time was called Africa
Speaks. 1 took this title and added. ‘It Tells You: Shit!’

On Sunday, my publisher Nielsen and I debated whether to
Tepublish these articles, which would no doubt help people to
understand the African situation today. Sven had decided for
it. Finally, I said no

I am a novelist and want to be only a novelist Above all I
don’t want to give prominence to manuscripts I've dug out of a
firawer. The title of another series, on Eastern Europe, in 1933,
1s no less curious to read today: ‘Hungry People’ Then it was
audacious, almost a taboo subject.

Another series, ‘Furope 33’, was a panoramic view of Europe
during a moment of its history

‘Mare Nostrum’, a consideration of Latin—-Anglo-Saxon an-
tagonism Even then I was sometimes pulled to one side, and
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again to the other, which explamms how 1 was able to fcel my-
self American during ten years n the United States and retumn
to being more or less Latin n Europe

Eventually, 1n these articles and m others, I rid mysclf, m
advance, of what I didn’t want to put in my novels, the pictur-
esque, and also of some more or less philosophical or pohitical
cogitations

I didn’t do 1t on purpose. I mnstinctively adopted this hy-
gienic practice which I've consciously discovered only today

There 15 another series that I must reread 1n spite of my
horror of rereading myself It 1s called, T believe. ‘Police-
Secours’, a study of crime 1n Paris, taken by districts and writ-
ten for a daily with a large circulation

Now once more 1 find studies of the same kind in the very
professional Journal of Crinunal Law, Criminology and Police
Science, published by the Northwestern Umiversity School of
Law in the United States.

I'm not foolish enough to take myself for a prophet or a
phenomenon What I note, with satisfaction, I admit, 1s that
unconsciously I've steered my lifc in such a fashion that it has
served my function as a novelist, Iittle by little ridding myself,
m the form of articles, of what could not serve me and which
threatened to weigh me down

If T've just gone on at such length about 1t, 1t’s becausc it
explamns my need of these notebooks I no longer write articles
(nor stories, nor novellas) I'm incapable of it. I no longer think
that my fecling on this or that subject has any value what-
soever I would not dare make statements, as in ‘The Hour of
the Negro’, and finally my style has been ‘neutralized’, ‘toned
down’, to such an extent that outside of 2 novel it seems dull I
necd to advance ‘step by step’, slowly, by Iittle touches, with
backward glances, regrets, to wed the simplest states of mind
of my character with the simplest possible words The story,
the novella, demand plots, telescoping, and finally what 1s
called ideas, things that have become foreign to me

With these n.otebooks I have found the means of releasing
the overflow, in any case, that’s what I hope. Whether the
formula works (the term ‘formula’ 1s not correct here, since I

did 1t without conscious purpose and anyway all ths g only a
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hypothesis), I will only know afte1 T've written several novels.
It's taken me four pages to say such a simple thing'

Saturday, 23 July

1 was right not to get too excited over the Congolese affair
Last nught we learned that éverything was settled, not so much
by the offices of the UN as between the Congolese government
and an mnternational financial group that 1s largely American

For eight days now the papers — even those of the Tight ~
have been revealing financial combinations influencing the atti-
tudes of Belgium, of Katanga, etc. A few years ago, they
would not have mentioned them. This backstage activity was
then known only to some mtiates In France and m many
other countries this sort of thing 1s still kept secret from the
general public (in France, the affairs of the Sahara, Algeria,
etc, in England, ‘scandalous’ stories about the Court).

With regard to the Congo, one might say that an ingenuous
people suddenly refused to follow the rules of the game and
spilled the beans Naiveté or trickery, it makes little difference.

Previously, only a few people in the know. Then, 1 what is
called democracy, a few hundred

Suddenly the general public.

This last has largely become uninterested in (or mustrustful
of) religions Now also of politics. .

I'm delighted A Ittle worried at the same time. Who will
replace the Oracles?

The same people who applauded the implausible de Gaulle
were willing, for the space of three days, to risk a war n order
to defend the poor white victims of the wicked blacks

That reminds me, I don’t know why, of a comment I made
as I was reading medical reviews and medical works, French
as well as American or English There 1s no immediate con-
nection between the two subjects However, I think there is a
hidden connection.

Some physicians —~ the majority ~ and some professors use
the most technical language possible, as if this were the only
one that is scientific To the point where a doctor who 1s not



himself a speciahist does not understand half of the communi-
cations from this or that specialist.

T follow all this patiently. as best I can, because 1t fascinates
me. And I have come to observe that it 15 the best, the most
assured of the learned mnquirers who use the simplest language

I do not speak here of journals or popularizations, or cven
semi-popularizations, but of teats addressed to professionals

Men who have made mmportant discoverics, who have
shown ntuition, genus, have been able to express themselves
in terms that their little brothers the pseudo scholars consider
vulgar

Will we ever be through, or nearly through, with taboos,
with ‘initiates’, with the phony mysteries and phony science,
the phony good breeding an example of which was touted by
the magazines of this week with therr articles and photos of
the marriage of one of the daughters of the ‘pretender to the
crown of France’ with some Wurttemberger prince

T've always thought that what 1s needed in schools 1s a chair
of ‘demystification’ or demythification (neither of these two
words is 1n the dictionary but the second js in the process of
becoming popular, which worries me) which would teach how
to recognize accepted false values, ‘self-evident’ false truths,

etc , the whole jumble of conventions 1 which pitiable human-
ity flounders

Last evening I find, m the Presse Médicale, the most staid and
serious French medical review, the following caption: ‘World
Hunger’. The article deals with the production of vegetables,
fruits, and vines throughout the world, and the needs of popu-
lations. ]
It’s not just the pun which 1s a sign of the times * In 1933 I

wrote ‘Hungry People’ and not a specialist 1n Europe took my
articles seriously.

1 wish I Iiked the work of my friends who write I try to make
myself 1 try to pretend, for 1t’s rarely true Perhaps that 15 why
1 have few writer friends I have them only by chance Then I

* Translator’s note 1 French, ‘La Faim du Monde®, *World I unger,
sounds like *La Fin du Monde’, ‘The End of the World’
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like them as men, while regretting that 1 cannot admire them
professionally

1f 1 mvented subtitles to go at the head of each of these
notes, I sec that 1t would make a sort of dictionary: childhood,
blacks, travel, mspiration, doctors, friends . etc.

And if T started at a to get to z,-I'd be sure of forgetting
nothing

I sce too, with annoyance, that I use words here that I
never use 1 my novels because I don't trust them: abstract
words, vague or overfamiliar words, fashionable words. Put
another way, because I am trying to give voice to a few minor
ld;:;:ts, 1 adopt unintentionally the vocabulary of after-dinner
talk,

I even think I wrote ‘concept’ and ‘distingmished” . and
Yimportant’ 1n speaking of a doctor .. This mormng I had in
mind a dozen words that figure m these notes which 1 defy
anyone to find m my novels I've forgotten them. ‘Pistin-
guished’, probably ... and ‘exqusite!” ... tired words, which
help give shape to hollow ideas If that 1s the case — and I'm

very much afraid it 1s — I'm wrong to play with keeping this
notebook

Sunday noon

T want to tell it simply, without comment. Yesterday, D and 1
had an apéritif. We don’t do this often For several weeks she
has been on edge, because of the secretary, then because of one
of the muds, ctc. She 1s capable of enormous energy and she
can keep going for a certain length of time with two or three
hours of sleep a'night.

Yesterday was the last straw, on the eve, almost, of leaving
for vacation

I suggested to her that we go out in the evening, which is
"wy M
cw:n rarer for us than having an apéritif.
Go where?”

:I‘hcrc 15 only onc night club in Lausanne
l?:o, 1 only go out to go to someone’s house.”
ut we never go to anyone’s house unless we have to. She
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named two names. They were hardly what one would cail
friends.

And. for the first time, she said what I knew, or rather what
I suspected.

‘T need to talk to someone besides you’

She explained

‘You know everything I have to say before I can get my
second sentence out. And you dont talk to me about things
that. ~

She needed to be with other people in order to reassure her-
self

With me, no matter what I do, she somehow has the impres-
sion of inferiority.

Fifteen years of inferiority. . She needs to be heard by
others...

She telephoned to the two families in question, both were
out, as I had foreseen, on a Saturday evening

We stayed home

It was the children, finally, who made her relax, and we had
an agreeable hour or two of talk together (at least from my
pomnt of view).

T love her. D., you are touching But happy is what I want
you to be

Afternoon

Last evening my wife told me something I didn’t know My
eldest son, Marc, was married last April. on his twenty-first
birthday (with my consent) Johnny, who was then ten and a
half years old, said to his mother.

‘I don’t understand why Marc 15 getting married and going
to hive in Paris when he still has the chance to live X years
with Daddy.

I don’t know if he gave a number. If he did, D didn't tell
me. In Johnny’s mind, it wasnt so much the pleasure of hving
with me as the opportunity of knowing me and learning some-
thing from me

This explains to me why he dogs my footsteps, continually
asks permission to come into my study, follows me to town
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pertinent Good!) (The next page begms badly with a word
underlined )

‘Need for superiority Daes this explain the famous “age of
anxiety”? The mdividual 1s doomed to be the centre of his
world As a result he needs to feel he 1s an important part of
this world

‘Some kind of superiority 1s mdispensable to him. In primi-
tive society, in Africa or elsewhere, one finds the same thing-
the best hunter of a certain animal, the best fisherman, jumper,
runner, warrior, healer, singer, dancer, etc, etc In short, each
member of the tribe 1s the best something or other. And each 1s
the bravest

‘In Greece, the adolescent had to spend a year alone in the
mountains, feeding huimself by his own efforts, before he had
the right to the title of man In Africa one finds the same thing,
among the American Indians or elsewhere similar tests (includ-
ing the girl alone 1n the forest at the time of puberty).

‘The great schools today, Saint-Cyr, the Polytechnic. Cam-
bridge, West Point, have their tests which the newcomer must
undergo.

‘And each village 1n France or elsewhere has its best crafts-
man n this or that speciality, the best horseman, etc

‘There 1s the woman who makes the best soups, the one who
bakes the best cakes, the best dancer, and so on and so forth’

‘Industrialization has almost levelled professional superiorities
Substitutes have been tried in Russia Stakhanovism, in the
USA the best salesman, beauty contests, the most beautiful
legs, or the most beautiful harr Miss Orange or Miss What-
ever

‘This 1s artificial and everyone knows it Fach one seeks
another superiority deep within himself, and finds 1t only
rarely

‘Curious parallel the sons of Roman emperors of their own
free will tested themselves to establish personal superiority,

sayi'ng nothing to their fathers, they tested therr strength
against wild beasts in the arena
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‘Today, the children of important or rich people often race
cars or aeroplanes, etc’

‘In America doctors recommend that everyone have a “hobby”,
an interest outside his protession, 1f 1t 1s only collecting match-
books. It 1s less for relaxation than to establish a fecling of
superiority 1 some easy little domamn’

‘Christian society itself speaks of the most pious, the most
humble, the most charitable, the most worthy ..’

‘It 1s morc and more difficult for the masses. Superiority as a
worhman, as a bus driver? Nevertheless each year in France
someone 1s chosen the best truck driver And the oldest worker
in France, the one who has worked longest in the same plant!
Isn't this enough to explan why many people welcome a
declaration of war with relief? Don’t some men discover their
natural superiority in a catastrophe?

‘The American experiment 1s frightening Superiority of
money, of one’s automobile, of one’s club, of ‘status’ mis-
carries The man at the top pretends to believe 1 1t and to be

satisfied But at bottom he 1s not convinced The number of
psychoanalysts proves it.’

‘At school, in the street, between kids, there 1s superiority too.
Th‘c best marble player, the best runner, ball player. ..

At sinteen, the identical need!

And, at the summit of the hierarchy. the most powerful.

the one wl?o uses others best, who imposes his ideas, his pro-
ducts, or his will

‘Always the most

. .
. ?‘hc nostalgia of veterans, former noncoms. officers, gen-
rals, decorated with this or that, members of the Resistance

W 0 .
t&ho were nc?rly shot, who were prisoners, escapees ... Crea-
ton of societies. . . Parades, flags, flowers.. ’

N
0 . .
omymn(’tcr at what price, one day cach must have his superi-
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‘Above all the man, the male No matter how low he was on
the social scale, once at home he became all-powerful No one
argued the superiority of the Head of the Family. (And the
woman, the mother, also had her different superiority.)

“Today, governments. schools, etc, have been substituted for
the father, also propaganda, ncwspapers, radio, the movics,
television

‘He 1s no longer the one who knows best, the one who 1im-
poses hus will Coming home from the factory or office, where
he 1s nothing, he finds a fanuly where he still 1s nothing

“What 1s left between the two, on the way home, 1s the bar,
where he can still have his httle personal success — the best
drinker of pastis, or of red wine, the best pelota player . or
the funniest

‘But not the most gullible

‘His power has been taken from him He refuses the re-
sponstbility iflogically expected of hum.’

(Here I hesitate I'm a Iittle ashamed However, I'm transcrib-
mg. out of honesty [the most honest?], a defimtion which de-
fines nothing )

‘Education conscious or unconscious manipulation by one
generation through material, intellectual, and moral pressurc
to mode] the following generation according to the rules and
principles which. most often, the educators haven't themselves

followed, and of which they have sometimes recognized the
manity, if not even the danger’

(That’s exactly the kind of sentence T hate Too bad. I'll put it
down without elaborating on 1t because I'm waiting for the
surgeon who will tell me if T should have my appendin out or
not At fifty-seven, this would be my first operation and I ad-
mit that, having been raised mn a period when the operating
table still mspired awe by its very name. 1t’s not without some

anxiety that T'll lay myself down on one. I don't Iike the 1dea
of bemg put to sleep )

88



Thursday, 11 August

E-N-D. or nearly Soon Just a few words Our adventure, my
poor notebook, hasn’t been a long one, and the eleven other
brand-new notebooks will go to my children

Last night we went out, D. Aitken, her secretary, and I We
drank a bottle of champagne m a cabaret The only one in
Lausanne. An enjoyable evening )

Then, at three o’clock in the morning in our room, D. had
the courage to tell me what I already sensed and which has
occurred to me to write 1n these pages.

For example, that I have always said that I ought not to deal
in abstract 1deas, however simple

That the novel 1s my only tool, my only medmum.

That perhaps the trouble I had n writing the last one was
iaused by my preoccupations — the ones I've tried to get rid of

ere

That .. My God, that perhaps I was beginning to take my-
self seriously .. -

All that, T°d already thought it myself
I'm stopping now

‘You've got to the point of copying notes. .’
True!

But since there are a few pages left, I'm not copymng them,
only collecting them here in order that this monument to

natveté and pretension (even the word ‘monument’!) will to
some extent be complete

D. wiil read them

‘A man’s ambition for his children

:Need to make them chimb a ladder. -
Rai\’elloystthof thle)‘t_lme, however, 1t 1sn’t 1in terms of money.
o (unli amhmon to make a merchant, a financeer, etc, of
ihea") ss that 1s already the family profession —~ and even

‘Ij}o{r an3b1tron for power. A peasant will rarely say:
e will be a deputy, or a mmister...”

‘D
eeper. Unconsciously an
.
ness® y an ambition for usefulness, for great
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‘The reproach critics most often make 1s that I choose my
characters from people who are not civilized, and, as a result,
they seem to say, incapable of resisting their mstinct and pas-
sions Aren’t these critics the ones who think of themselves as
civilized because they have digested a few historical dates, won
some diplomas, also the ones who take our fleeting civilization
for definittve and our youthful morals for humanism?

‘Don’t biologists, for the most part, begin with the simplest
forms for their study of ife? And, today when the doctor and
the psychologist have new ways of looking at man, don’t they
too study the most Iimited forms?

‘I have observed, besides knowing 1t by my own experience,
that intellectuals, civilized or cultivated men, react to deep
Instincts and passions 1n the same way that others do The
only difference 1s that they feel 1t necessary to justify ther
attitudes

‘Lattle difference between the behaviour of a Napoleon and
any ambitious small-town man A matter of scale, of propor-
tion The fundamental elements are the same Balzac behaved
as naiwvely i private life as the simplest, the most elementary
of his characters

‘Rages, resentments, ridiculous petty imtrigues in a Hugo,
even a Pasteur I have seen the greatest doctors plotting shab-
bily to win a medal, a decoration, a chair at the Academy of
Medicine

‘No difference between basic behaviour, reactions to pas-
Sions, among primitive and cultivated man except that the
mechanism 1s complicated by more or less specious reasonngs,
by rationahizations (Memorial at Samt Helena) and by so-called
problems of conscience

‘Maurice acts exactly like his concierge or his wine mer-
chant, with the single difference that he gets a book or an
article out of what he considers his unworthiness. Idem for
Graham Greene and the others Freud m his private life 1s the
prototype of those he describes Same for Dostoevsky

‘The Greeks tragedians, Shakespeare, and all the other play-
wrights have done nothing but take passions 1n therr natural
state — the passions of the man m the street — and for the
purpose of highlighting, dramatizing, and amphfymg them
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have attributed them to kings, emperors, and other great per-
sonages

‘If T have chosen the limited man (not always See Le Prési-
dent, Le Fils, and other novels) it 1s just to avoid theatrical
explanations, artificial reactions created by education or cul-
ture

‘Behaviour is less falsified, more visible, purer, in the simple

‘Persistence in using words that no longer correspond to
concepts or scientific theories of the moment — or to the beliefs
of those who use them.

‘In particular, words borrowed from the religions — including
the most ancient and the most foreign

‘Haven’t we kept mainly the words that express a curse,
guilt, a prohibition, a punishment, etc ?

‘A whole heritage of terrors, from the most distant times,
maintamned by a hundred religions, which we preserve, which
we transmit through wordg, to our children at the same time
that — ronically — we try to give them the most rational and
scientific 1dea of the world.

‘So we extend thousands of years of terror!’

There! T've fimished my collage. Without rereading it. That’s
wiser

D 1s a courageous woman Operation with shght anaes-
thesia a bottle of champagne.

I don’t want to end at the bottom of the page.

‘Have you nothing to add?’

What’s the use?

‘No, Your Honour.’

All that’s left is to open the window.

Adios, notebook!
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- Sunday, 28 August 1960

I promised myself there wouldn’t be a second notebook This
morning writing in this one, without writing any number on
the cover, I tell myself again that there won’t be another per-
haps, but perhaps I'm not entirely sincere.

To tell the truth, I missed 1t And yet I've passed a part of
the time since Venice first m a chinic for a simple operation for
appendicitis, then 1 bed after I got home (a few hours later,
when I thought I had recovered) because of some virus

Then Bernard de Fallois, who has been working on his book
on me, without asking me stupid questions

But once back mm my study, I missed writing The study
seemed more empty to me This need to write here, no matter
what, may only come during those hours of the day when I'm
waiting for D. to finish working so that we can go out, or
simply waiting to be with her Will this be better next month
when she will have two secretaries instead of one? Man is not
made to live alone

Anyway, I promise not to put down the shghtest abstract
idea What T shall write — 1f I continue — I don’t know at all
No abstract 1deas, anyway. Otherwise, in the long run I would
have to think before I write, which goes agamst my principles
(Have T principles? They are attributed to me. People remimnd
me of pronouncements I made twenty or thirty years ago )

Today, I'm giving 1, really, to a kind of anger, a certamn
resentment. I believe I've spoken of all the journalists and
critics who have streamed through Echandens during the past
months

The first was a woman. L, a friend who 1s editor of a big
magazine She had telephoned asking permission to send one
of her writers to mnterview D immediately This was three days
before our departure for the Cannes Festival We didn’t want
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to refuse, and while we were getting ready for this departure,
fittings, luggage, mnstructions to the household staff, children,
etc, we had this charming woman and her photographer at
our heels from morning to night

On our return from Cannes, three weeks later, it was a cer-
tamn C, from another important weekly C stayed four or five
days — with his photographer. To both, I repeated that I re-
fused to talk about money, that I would not answer — nor
would my wife ~ any question on this subject

Before leaving, C read us his article, in which, 1n fact, there
was nothing about money I warned him agamst his editor,
who, I know, loves to raise such questions He made us every
promise imaginable

The two articles waited n type until the news (Brigitte Bar-
dot, Vadim, Distel, Yves Montand ..) left space for them and
as 1t happened this week both periodicals published their mter-
views at the same time

In one ‘The man who pumps billions from his mkwell * In
the other ‘The man who sold the television rights to Maigret
for a billion three hundred thousand francs’ And my wife
handles millions (daily, according to them). A thirty-six-room
chiteau!

I dont want to get up to copy the exact dates And m
one, our love becomes the panting romance of a popular
novel

Result begging letters begin to arrive There will be more
next week It 1s as regular as clockwork. If an article appears
m an English magazine, England ‘begs’ for two weeks. Profes-
sionals Sometimes, a year later, 1 get exactly the same letter
from people who forget that they have already written Then
1’s Sweden, Denmark, Italy . ..

Some readers are indignant at our boasting, sure that we are
the ones who talked complacently about our imcome

However, the figures are wrong C told me that they esti-
mated the amount of our BBC contract, which no one knows,
according to averages calculated as exactly as possible But
since this contract is a partnership contract, no one, not even
ourselves, can foresee what 1t will yield

What infuriates me is the rank prejudice shown by the
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owners of the big newspapers and magazines It’s a matter of
policy, the same 1n every country These people are almost all
great captamns of industry. They handle billions, not every year,
but every week They have five, six estates, country places,
town houses, yachts

For the most part they have inherited their fortunes all they
had to do was to increase them.

But each week they publicize the hugeness of the fees, or
income, of this star, that painter, that writer.

It’s a sort of alibi for them, an excuse. We act as lightning
rods No one speaks about them, about what they earn, what
they spend, but everyone knows the falsely astronomical fig-
ures of artists’ earnings

I think that 1f T were to read the two articles about us with
different names I would hate the people they were written
about

Is that the purpose? One begins to wonder. Upper-middle-
class jealousy?

When Buffet, by a miracle, after starving — I've starved too,
Iike Chaphn, like so many others, and I'm very glad of 1t —
when Buffet, at thirty, sells his canvases for two million bad
francs and buys a chiteau that 1s in fact quite dilapidated — the
papers positively organize campaigns agamst him.

Because he earns money, he can't be a real panter His
prices will go down He’s just about finished His downfall 1s at
hand

The public reads all this and passes on' This week, in the
eyes of thousands of people I pass for a lucky dog who piles
up royalties ~ a good thing I didn’t steal them ~ caring nothing
for the distress of so many homes, for the ill-housed, ill-fed,
the sick children and the old who are dying for want of care.

Not a word about forty years of efforts which were some-
times almost desperate. I am just a juggler. I've won 1n the
Iiterary lottery I'm a clever fellow or, at best, I've known how
to take advantage of human stupidity.

Raimu once spoke to me of his bitterness on this subject, and
I wrote a short article about it

1U's not the first time it's happened to me. Probably it’s not
the last. Must I close my door to journalists? That would be
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useless Three years ago, the representative of a big English
daily said to me

‘I’ve been particularly commissioned to ask you a question
about your income My editor msists If you don’t give me an
answer, I'll invent one and you can always sue me.’

I answered him:

‘I’'m so liftle mnvolved in money matters that I would have a
hard time telling you what I earn. I'm sorry for the people who
are so concerned ’

Which he translated 1n his article into something like*

‘Simenon told us that money 1s coming 1n so fast that he
can’t keep track of it .’

Disgusting, 1sn’t 1t? It 1s, however, what hterary history 1s
made up of, and we are judged by 1t.

An excellent lesson in humility, if I needed one, and which
should be enough to remove all desire to set down opinions
these notebooks I finally had a limited edition (two thousand
copies, I think) printed of a pamphlet ‘Le Roman de
PHomme’ (lecture at the Brussels Exhibition). I sent 1t, as a
token of friendship, to thirty friends and to those people who,
I know, follow my writing assiduously. I didn’t receive more
than five acknowledgements

My wife and I take pains to answer all letters I go through
all the manuscripts and books that are sent me. Often I read
them thoroughly And I write personally to the author

Nielsen did the publicity, less than usual, I suppose, because
of the small number of copies printed and also because the
edition was sold out For my novels, I recerve a great number
of press cippings For this little book, there was only one re-
view, or rather a single mention, 1n Paris-Presse. And even that
only quoted an anecdote about Charlie Chaplin It 1s now
gomg the rounds of papers, especially the English ones. About
the rest of it, nothing Yes: Paris-Presse says that this book, in
spite of its small number of pages, 1s packed with mtelligence.
Thanks

T was quite wrong m publishing 1t I didn’t want to do it. I
gave in when people wrote me about it from all over.
Serves me right!
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Wednesday, 31 August 1960
I had noted on a bit of paper:

Tepid fruit dish

Marsilly statue

Place des Vosges

First Move

The hundred days in Tucson

Nothing important Memories It will come back, no doubt.
For the moment, we’ve finished packing. D and I are gomg to
take a rest 1n Versailles for six days She’s the one who needs it
most As for me, after the operation, and especially after the
antibiotics, I would hike to get back in shape for work In a
hurry to plunge into a novel Now, all T can do 1s hope. We'll
be back around the 10th End of the month, the 29th, is
Johnny’s birthday and I can’t be working on a book then Wiil
I have time between the 10th and the 26th or 27th? It’s un-
likely.

We have the best-organized house there 1s But the better
organized we are, the less leisure we have because we become
slaves to routine We have to eat at an exact hour (give or take
five minutes) as 1n an army camp. The least ship-up, the least
whim, spoils everybody’s schedule

But to write a novel I need almost a month of peace without
any disturbances (seven to eight days of writing, 1t is true, but
to get into the mood and identify with my characters 1t takes
me longqr and longer I don’t believe it 1s age, weakness, drymg
up, but that 1t has more to do with my becommng harder and
harder to please There was a time — twenty-five years ago! —
when I used to say to myself ‘It’s good enough for the public’
Now, 1t’s no longer the public I'm preoccupied with Perhaps
I’'m wrong)

So, we'll just hope No journalists, friends, oblhigations And
not even world events must trouble me!

Each time I think T am ready, something makes me put it off

three days, then eight, and I end up letting my characters
evaporate :
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D struggles with the mail, the house, organmizes, smooths out
difficulties She exhausts herself so that nothing may bother
me, and seeing her struggle this way distresses me.

Besides, I am more and more the paterfamilias. I'm not

-sorry On the contrary I would like — like D. — to be with the
children all the ime And 1t’s the nurse and the staff who see
the most of them!

Well then! Plane at three o’clock. Versailles at about five
thirty Bringing a maid so that both of us will be free of cares
D 1s bringing her typewriter

This shouldn’t be taken for bitterness I was feeling low
when I thought I was writing less because I was beginnming to be
impotent This must be the thing that haunts all creative
people (I don’t like the word ‘artist’, which, Iike the word
‘poet’, seems pretentious, quamnt to me, and the term ‘creative
person’ even more so How to put 1t? How designate a profes-
ston which basically doesn’t exist?)

Summing up, I've decided, after a good deal of worry, that
1’s my external hfe, more complicated all the time, that keeps
me from writing as much as I used to do And maybe the fact
that my books are both shorter and simpler.

Pierre 1s playing under my wmdows I just went to look at
him

I want to go down to be with him D 1s in her boudoir and I
want to go up to see her Then to look for Marie-Jo, whom
I’ve barely seen today, then to go get Johnny from school Sol
feel guilty about spending a few minutes on these lines which
have no interest, no importance, except, perhaps, later for the
children

And this gets me to my note ‘The hundred days in Tucson’
But this morning, that would take me too far afield Maybe at
Versailles, where we’ll be on holiday? Holiday? In any case,
we'll both be there and Tl be able to talk to D at any hour of
the day without someone — other than the telephone — inter-
rupting, which rarely happens here To have a ten-minute con-
versation we have to take the car and drive somewhere!
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Saturday, 3 September
In Versailles since Wednesday for a conventional rest mn a
conventional hotel where, as 1 Venice, I find people domng
exactly the same thing I am.

I'm amazed to observe again what has struck me so often.
The lack of cleanliness, of real comfort in what are called
luaury hotels How can so many people be satisfied with this?
Some spend virtually their entire lives in such places Served by
strangers who come and go 1n your privacy by relays, appear
and disappear without your knowing their names. Is this a
personnel crisis, as the management claims? It’s possible

For a number of years already, mn France, in England, n the
Umted States and elsewhere, 1 have been appalled at certain
specimens of fauna in these places: valets, floor waiters,
chambermaids, especially the ones on might duty. Where do
they come from? One guesses at dreadful secrets They answer
you with surly or scornful indifference

What 15 there under these unmiforms of questionable cleanli-
ness, questionable as the armchairs, the draperies, the pantries
on each floor where our coffee or tea 1s prepared, among the
brooms and God knows what?

The public dreams of this luxury life, which few houscwives
would find acceptable in their own homes, with the negligence,
the lick-and-a-promise cleanliness

1 looked back at entries They don’t scem interesting any
more I'll explain the last When we were in Tucson waiting
for Johnny’s birth. we had to be separated from Marc for the
first time. who went ahead to Carmel-by-the-Sea 1 Califorma
Marc was ten years old He didn’t read French. My Enghsh
was still poor And he would have had trouble makmg out my
handwriting.

During the hundred and some days of this separation T
wrote lum a letter in English every morning on the typewriter.
racting my brams to mterest nm, each time trying to think of

a ‘joke' Although I was sure he never read these letters to the
end. Did he even open them?

I wonder if these notebooks will have the same fate I'm
probably wronp. since Johnny scems curious about everything T
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do and write Perhaps in the end they all will be nterested
my chatter?

Why do I want them to be? It won’t teach them anything,
except that I am much pettier than they may have mmagined

In fact, that’s just what I'd like to happen To be known
my natural stature, not as a father, not as a writer, but as a man
with all that the word implies. Isn’t that the best way to help
them 1f they need help some day?

‘My father was °’

No halo

‘My father was like me °

A httle less good I hope so

And now for those hundred days, which had nothing Napo-
leonic about them It was very hot 1n Tucson Those hundred
and some letters 1n a foreign language probably gave me more
trouble than the hardest novel Not to mention the pam of
separation

I'm coming to the lukewarm fruit dish, which no longer has
any importance and which came back to my mind, I don’t
know why That will be for tomorrow or another day. I'm
getting lazy and above all I see no reason — today, anyway — to
tell these tales with no beginning or end and giving the 1mpres-
sion, wrongly, of attaching importance to them.

Sunday, 4 September, a m

Recently one of the greatest French cancerologists died of
cancer, and up to the end his colleagues managed to hide the
nature of his illness from him, This doesn’t seem extraordin-
ary to me I've seen other doctors m simular situations And
probably it’s the same for everyone We are lucid, sometimes
perspicacious, even clamrvoyant about what concerns others
But the nearer people are to us, the more our judgement 1s
Iikely to be distorted I don’t think a healer has power over his
own

hD » last evening, reread my first notebook We talked about it
t

IS morning. I believe that | understand her better, or rather
that mn the future it will happen less and less often that I
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misunderstand her for short periods. It’s more difficult because
she lives not outside but inside me. Thank you, D. 1

Paradoxical. I think that conventions, basically, if one traces
them far enough, come from a need to be singular.

Example My grandfather was named Christian. He was no
more Catholic than any other person Average This name was
given him because mn Belgrum 1t is unusual, and his parents
must not have known that it meant Christian.*

My father, through a kind of famuly piety, gave this name to
his two boys, my brother and me

In turn, I gave this same name, also three times, to my three
male children, who will no doubt do the same thing with
theirs

Did my uncles do the same thing? I think.so So that one
day there will be dozens, perhaps hundreds of Simenons with
Christian as their given names

Not by choice By tradition And if they are asked why, they
will think that once upon a time 1t was a profession of faith

Idem In my parents’ house, each person’s birthday was cele-
brated the day before the actual day In order to avoid having
friends, acquaintances, congratulate before the family did.

I've continued the custom. My children will adopt 1t n
turn Then their grandchildren, but they will no longer know
why

Famulies invent traditions, transmit them. Nations too

How can one not deceive oneself when, centuries later, one
trics to explain them ‘logically’?

We create — create for others — obligations, which finally no
one dares to break.

Or even obligations which 1n turn threaten to become a matter
of morals In any case, a form of slavery.

One man’s singularity becomes, at a given moment, decades
or hundreds of years later, an mexplicable rite. Or an affecta-
tion. Only a few worc Eton ties at first It was a countersign
Then hundreds wore them, thousands, hundreds of thousands.

The fruit dish will come later It seems too long to explam I
would ke to note here only items of a few lines. And things as

* Translator’s note’ Simenon’s grandfather’s name was Christian, while
the Frenceh word mcaning Christian is Chrénien,
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badly written as possible so as to stay away from literature. As
I sometimes write to my friends, the style of my letters 1s 1n
mverse proportion to my friendshup With strangers, T am
careful With acquaintances, a Iittle less so With those whom I
really love, not at all Watching one’s language, whatever one
may say, distorts thought I prefer the approximate word, the
ordinary, the first at hand to the precise word which has
slowed down thought for even a few seconds and by that fact
has robbed 1t of spontaneity

I have some of the same feeling about my novels That’s
why 1t is so laborious for me to correct them One of the

reasons The principal reason bemng that once written they are
alien to me

Monday, 5 September 1960

I must get to 1t, just to be done with 1t, even though 1t now
seems to me without mterest 1 ask myself even why I made a
note here that I ought to talk about it.

I must have been a little over seventeen when 1 wrote two
pages under the title ‘Le Compotier Tiede’. Not a story, nor
altogether a prose poem One of those things one writes at that
age and gets published in Inttle magazines The ‘Compotier’
was also published 1 a fairly mmportant review 1n Brussels, La
Revue Sincére, and 1 was recently surprised to see in Schar-
baeck, T believe, a Rue Léon Debatty, named after 1ts editor So
T too against all T really thought I believed, I almost went the
way of the httle reviews

It doesn’t matter This worthless piece of writing still ought
to be (?) mn my file It would be easter just to msert 1t here but 1
hate the thought of digging up this sort of thing What 1s
important (in my eyes and actually more than it seemed a few
days ago) is the theme, the sunny courtyard of our house on
t}3c Rue de PEnseignement, m the morning, at around ten
o'clock, with my mother, n the kitchen, making preserves On
the table, in a shaft of sunshine, a dish of tepid stewed prunes
The smell all over the houge

I knew I was leaving, that all these things, including my
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mother, were already part of my past. It was a sort of good-bye
to my childhood. But my mother did not suspect 1t She
thought I would be there for a long time Only I myse}f knew
that the cords were cut.

To some extent that 1s the theme of all my novels. Reality
which trembles on the brink of unreality, makmg way for new
reality. Severed cords.

Now I would prefer to say severed umbilical cord. A feeling
I have again with every new departure. Because there is no
more substance to be drawn out. It has all been used up and
one must look for new substance elsewhere.

In psychology, the boy who stays with his mother 1s treated
as a neurotic In a lifetime, is there only one umbilical cord to
cut? To linger 1n a street, n a city, in a group, isn't that
neurotic too, and a weakness?

Someone searched for the reasons for my perpetual de-
partures in Pedigiee hatred of my background, neuroses, etc.
It’s so much more simple! Need of new nourishment, even if,
at certain moments, I’ve appeared to hate, or I've believed that
I hated, the environment I was leaving

I begin to regret having written Pedigiee, where everyone is
always finding wrong reasons for my behaviour. Behaviour
that they believe exceptional, even neurotic, when in my eyes 1t
IS quite natural

Each time I have settled down, 1 have thought 1t would be
for life. Fortunately, my imnstincts have been too strong for
me.

In Marsilly, when I moved into a small country house called
La Richardiere, my first home after the Maigrets, I was so
convinced that 1t was final that when 1 bought an enormous
stone statue from an antique dealer in La Rochelle (three
blocks on top of each other). an eighteenth- or mineteenth-
century virgin and child with the head missing, when I'd had it
set up 1n the woods a hundred yards from my window, I de-
cided 1t would be my tombstone

I left La Richardiere three years later, without having hived

there more than three or four months a year, for that was the
period of my trips to Africa and around Europe

Nevertheless T had electricity, runming water, heating, etc..
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etc, put in, planted trees, including walnut trees which would
take twenty years to produce their first crop.

There too I cut the cord. The umbilical cord

What was 1t I wanted to say about the Place des Vosges,
which was, before Marsilly, my first household? I've forgotten
There T had a bar bwilt in. The furniture was ultra-modern,
that 1s, Exposition des Aifs Décoratifs 1925. What original-
ity! . And every evening I used to go to Montparnasse as
young people went to Samt-Germain-des-Prés later I wore
elephant-leg pants 1n bows de rose colour, as people later
flaunted dirt and wore therr hair long No originality either
then or now

Like measles ~ or ‘mange’ for dogs It was nothing to be
proud of Should one be ashamed of 1t?

Mankind changes so little. And there 1s so little difference
between one man and another, between an adolescent and an
old man.

We are scarcely able to tell one Chinese from another. In the
Unuted States, they find 1t hard to distinguish the French from
Italians or Germans They are all Europeans

And we are all men.

If only one could remember that each time one meets with
another near-self. .

Stil at Versailles Life together, pleasant and gentle Hours
in which nothing much happens, or nothing happens at all and
which one remembers later nevertheless as one’s happiest
hours You will see, D You are still too young to know

Versailles, Wednesday, 7 September 1960

My dear Sigaux:
First because of your lette
siderate friendship, and als
just decided to do somet

rs and also because of your con-
o because of my trust 1n you, I have
hing that I always find unpleasant
When 1t 1s a matter of a book, a study in a review, or a critical
piece about myself, 1t 15 2 bit Iike going to see a film taken from
one of my novels I've seep only five or six of these films,
because it upsets me to see my characters changed by the direc-
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tor, the adapters, and the actors into bemgs who are strangers
to me

I react all the more so, nine times out of ten, when 1t con-
cerns my own person, my intentions, the mechanics of creat-
wity, etc .. Things that seem simple to me suddenly become
complicated, and to tell the truth I hardly ever recognize my-
self SoIam a poor judge, as must be the case for every writer
Moreover, as I said to Dr R when he came to see me for the
first time, 1t 1s not my business He very considerately asked
my permission to write the book T stressed that my authoriza-
tion was not needed, that anyone had the right to write such a
book, with the single condition of not putting words mm my
mouth that I had not said I also told him, at that time, that I
would not read his manuscript 1 have done so. I told you why.
And it matters very little that I was somewhat hurt, this does
not constitute a judgement on my part.

However, to you who know me well, who have wnitten
what I consider the best pages about me, T would like to give a
few impressions Please understand that I am not asking Dr R
to change anything n his text I am going to give 1t back to
Nielsen at lunch, without comment, leaving it up to hum to
decide if he wants to publish 1t or not So the notes mn the
margin are only a commentary that has no other purpose than
to give you some very personal impressions.

First, it appears that Dr R has taken a conventional pomnt
of view, I mean morally conventional, throughout This is
apparent particularly when he speaks of good and evil. of
sexuality, specifically of the wish or of the temptation to
murder '

Nowhere do I feel any of the biological understanding I
would have expected from a doctor. And he read ‘Roman de
I'Homme’, which does not appear to have enlighiened him as
to my intention, the intention which is the basis of all my
writings Tn fact, from the begmning from childhood. I have
never been revolted by poverty, by mediocrity, etc . (or very
hittle), but only by such morality and if T have, from the begm-
ning, tended to show man totally naked, it has been just be-
cause of this feehing Each stage is marked it seems to me, by a
greater detachment from this morality, a more direct approach
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I won't quarrel with his division into three periods But he
does not give their true meanmng to these periods Still less to
my mtentions But perhaps that indicates that my novels do
not clearly say what I wanted them to say

He did not understand one of the most 1mportant m my
eves. Lettre ¢ Mon Juge. Still less did he understand Di-
manche, where, like a Catholic petit-bourgeois, he sees the
praying mantis in the poor primitive child! Strictly speaking
that 1s his right, but 1t makes me gnash my teeth Have I made
myself so hittle clear on this point?

When, at my home, he asked me"

‘Could 1t be said that perhaps it all leads to God?’

I answered .

‘I wouldn’t say yes or no’

This he translated as

‘I wouldn’t say no’

And what God? We didn’t discuss that He places his own,
ex officio. as the goal of my preoccupations, as if a hundred -
others didn’t exast

The man who nterests me, the man who forever fascinates
me, 1s turned into just the conventional man I've always taken
such pans to escape

Do you understand what I mean, dear Sigaux? I don’t doubt
that he examined my work honestly. But he wasn't looking for
me Without wishing to, without knowing it, he was looking
for himself.

I don't blame him. Once more. 1t’s not my busmess And
perhaps after all, I'm the one who 1s wrong I have been given
an mmpression of myself and my work, and 1t 1s probab@\m-
evitable that I do not recogmize myself

But a few comments are stil to the point There are too
many scientific terms for my taste 1 too havé studied the
works he refers to and this can all be said much more simply.

This 1s a first impression I haven't been lint-picking. T read
it quickly This kund of thing is always difficult for me, as I
told you, which probably explains my severity. You would
have written difierently, wouldn’t you? And vou would have
written something different?

All the same, the work will probably have its uses, its
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readers All opinions are worth having And, I repeat, I am the
worst judge Once Anatole France mdignantly sent back the
portrait that the panter van Dongen had made of him. I won't
be so nidiculous And when I'm back on my feet I'll return to
my novels It 1sn’t healthy for a novelist to analyse himself,
still less so for him to discuss the opmions others have of
him.

Nielsen, however, will decide I am persuaded that he will
publish the work, not at the Presses, no doubt, which would
risk making the book look Iike a puff, but in one of his other
houses. That's up to him. And, for myself, I continue to re-
spect Dr R without bitterness Isn’t it also one of my themes
that no one knows his neighbour, or even those who are
dearest to him?

All that for your ears, my dear Sigaux, because I am fond of
you and because 1 know you understand me T'll be at Ver-
saillles with D untid Monday morning We are ‘incommum-
cado’, the two of us, domg nothmg at all, seemyg no one at all,
and if I don’t see R, 1t’s nothing personal I need to rest, and 1f
Lonce open my door  But T'll see you soon I hope so

My affectionate best wishes, and my wife’s

Yours
Georges Simenon

I won’t reread, otherwise I probably wouldn't send you this

letter, which T wanted to be spontaneous and totally frank.

Friday, 9 September

Out of lazmess, mstead of copying two or three passages I've
pasted 1n a photostat of my letter to Gilbert Sigaux on the
subject of Dr R ’s book about me Does this mean that I attach
much mportance to these detanls? It would be a mistake to
think so

I‘?or more than thirty years — more than forty — people have
\Yntten all that they wanted to about me 1n varrous pubhica-
Zons true and false, much more false than true And they go

n
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I have never made use of my right to answer. I haven’t sent -
any corrections Moreover, I have not, afterwards, discussed
their opintons with journalists. critics, etc 1 have said nothing
of N.. nothing of P. Others are now putting mn their oar. All of
them pretend to know me, decide ex cathedia on my most
intimate feelings, on my mstincts, on my opmions (which I
have never expressed).

Is 1t really surprising that I feel the urge to correct all this?
There 1s something to respect in every opmion. Perhaps there
is truth in what these people write. But 1sn’t there some chance
that some of my 1deas — about myself — are true too? I've only
raised a few minor pomts 1 my letter to Sigaux This may
help to fix the truth somewhere, msofar as a truth exists n
what concerns the individual. Enough on this subject, this
time, and I hope for a long time to come.

Yesterday we went to the Vlamincks’, at La Tourriliere, for
the first time since Viaminck’s death. The house has not been
made into a shrine One isn’t forcibly reminded of the absent
one The mother and daughters continue their quiet life It 1s
comforting, not sad, and I am grateful to Berthe for her atti-
tude There exist, then, also undemanding widows.

Saturday the 10th

Went to — restaurant just now, alone, since when we’re travel-
ling D doesn’t eat Junch Pale sun The restaurant bright, gay,
welcoming, with a pretty terrace facing the fence of the
chiiteau of Versailles Made you want to stop there, to eat
there. At just 12:30, buses filed past, some of them stopped,
from Belgium, Germany, England, even from Canada. Each
one disgorged 1ts cargo The tables were ready, and the meals,
arranged several months ago by agencies, planned meals

I'm not one of those who groan about the times. Actually, I
don’t think they're much different from any other As with
countrics, the differcnces are mostly on the surface. The

Romans knew about spas, the villas, and the traffic jams at
the city gates.

111



Day before yesterday, in an imterview televized in France,
Kennedy, candidate for the US presidency, fimished by say-
mg.

‘We sent you millions of tourists In return, you must send
us some French ones’

Not so that they may get to know the country. Not in order
to make contacts Tourism has become a question of com-
mercial balance

Once, there was Baden-Baden Other spas had their day
Then there were jokes about Switzerland, where a guide waited
for foreigners at the foot of each glacier.

Yesterday, n the French papers, it was announced that the
government was going to campaign for an increase in the con-
sumption of ice cream, mn order to absorb the overproduction
of milk

The arduous drive to get people to drink apple juice has
begun

Man 1s made to travel for financial reasons He 1s forced, or
almost, to buy a house or an apartment even 1if he 1s a nomad

He 1s forced to consume this or that. Gas must be burned and
automobiles must be sold

It 15 even announced, always officially

‘Next weekend there will be nmety deaths on the roads’

And the forecast 1s accurate within two or three

The Bible was concerned with the behaviour of each person,
with his food, his hygiene And in earher times, there were
great priests and sorcerers who performed the same role

Does the pubhc realize 1t? Today, people cannot be nnaware
that therr individualism 1s bemg scientifically hunted, that 1f his
means are increased, 1t 15 1n order to make hum consume more,

and, 1 the Iast analysis, to consume only what he is intended
to consume

This happens no lon
name of hygiene It’s
admutted as such

Man doesn't revolt Nine times out of ten, he submats.
One sheep . .. two sheep . three sheep .
He jumps

And, looking at the faces of the people whom the buses
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disgorge on Versailles, there 1s no reason to believe he 1sn’t
happy.

So?

Too bad about the tenth. He must jump too, and he can still
grumble, which 1s not yet wholly forbidden

Today 1s a beautiful day and on television I watch the end of
the Olympic Games in Rome where tens of thousands of
people — as centuries ago ~ are seated on the tiers.

Sunday the 11th

This morning, at Versailles, a Sunday morning like those I
recall m childhood memories From a distance of fifty years in
spite of all the discoveries, mnventions, styles, etc., very little
difference 1n the atmosphere of a small-town Sunday morning

Next day

Back home Versailles closed on an idiotic note And we would
have 1t that our passions and our acts depend on personality
alone! - when we don’t call 1t mtelligence — when the least
change mn outward atmosphere influences us The moon mad-

ness that the blacks in Gabon talk about may not be so stupid
after all.

20 September 1960

Changed the furmture in my study (English now, except for a
table, which I'm looking for), books mm place Threw out (or
rather sent to a hospital) a good third of my old books. Leav-
ing for Paris tomorrow. 1 read this passage from a piece mn
Newsweek of the 19th of September on Sydney Smith, Profes-
sor of Forensic Medicine at Edinburgh University — one of the
founders of modern forensic medicine ~ at the end of his
carcer

‘After a lifetime spent in the study of murder and murderers.
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does Sir Sydney have a theory about the kind of person who
kills? “In my recollection,” he writes, “they have been devord
of the characteristics they are commonly credited with, and
[are] quite ordinary individuals such as you and me™*

For thirty years 1 have tried to make 1t understood that
there are no criminals

Want to write a novel as soon as possible. If Professor A
will get r1d of my dizziness for me

25 September

Arrived at the house yesterday — once more — with the same
joy, the same sense of well-bemg, and a new regime The four
children are under the same roof all at once for several days,
the youngest not recogmizing the oldest D. perfect. Indeed, she
made 4 gesture that touched me (her gift, to Marc. of her car,
which she loves) But 1t’s something else, I don’t know what,
which grves me pleasure, which makes her closer to me.

About that, I don’t want to write Nor about anything else,
which means, I think, that a new novel 1sn’t far off. Providing
my head cold and dizziness f off Have rarely felt so clearly
as durmng this brief trip to Paris — a dress rehearsal, supper
afterwards, visit to the doctor, dinner at the Elysée Club with
friends ~ what a stranger I am to all that, only interested m
our Iittle family unjt And, when I have a desire to escape 1t, it
1s for an even more Linted unit. to be anywhere at all, mn a
hotel apartment, or on the sidewalks, with D The essential
unit. the couple. After which one gathers one’s chicks under
one’s wings

An amusing (?) 1dea came to me just now. At last report,
Prgfessor A drat, and he seems to me right, that the cause of
my recent troubles, minor dizziness, etc., could be an mfection
of the inner ear cajled Méniere’s syndrome

Now it so happens that among the recurring motifs which
are found m my novels, and which some people have tried to
eaplam by hook or crook, 1s a sudden sensation of unreahty of
the environment, of people, of the outside world, which one of
my characters experiences

114



If, some day, the critics learn that I was more or less subject
to attacks of Mémere’s disease, they would discover that this
sometimes causes such sensations.

From there, to conclude that ... It’s utterly idiotic. And I'm
aware that one could thus go on infinitely to make diagnoses
of books and authors

1 had this sensation of unreality even as a child. I'm sure
that every one of us has had it at one time or another n his
Iife I would swear that 1t 1s mherent in the human condition

But the critics wouldn’t Believe that Didn’t I react as they
do with regard to Balzac and to Cushing’s disease? So much

the worse for me Not to mention the fact that it hasn’t the
shightest importance.

27 September

Regret T wrote the preceding. Seems to me both pretentious
and forced But I promised myself neither to cross out nor to
tear out pages On the subject of A, I'm struck by his assur-
ance, and that of other top medical men. '

Is he, are they, really sure of themselves? Isn't this a pro-
fessional attitude which they find necessary to use with certamn
patients? Do they come to believe it themselves? I suspect so,
and thss fits in with what I've said about statesmen, politicians,
ctc They speak, make gestures, go and come as 1f ... But in
reality? A very small detail struck me At a certain moment,
A gave me his latest book, a big treatise which, I think, is
considered important by people in his field Apparently 1t was
to have me read a quotation of Méniére.

"You see that I too write my novels!”’ he then said tome mn a
voice 1n which I sensed some bitterness.

There was no doubt he would have traded his big treatise for
a few novels His colleague, Professor D, spends half his day
at hiterary tasks, the other half only at his scientific works

What does that prove? That they are not so casy in their
skins as they would like to appear. They do not believe in

themselves, or at least they don't belicve in themselves all the
time
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The more T know people the more T mistrust self-assurance,
I'would like to ask the Pope a few questions, eyeball to eyeball

Tomorrow Johnny's birthday. T see Tumacacori, Tucson,
twelve years ago, D and me cleven years ago It’s so much
more important than anything else. But that has no place here,
nor anywhere Basically, I'm talking about everything except
what I really have m my heart, because one cannot speak of
certain things without falsifying them.

Happy birthday, my dear old Johnny'! And Mare, and
Marie-Jo, and Ittle Pierre. And D, who wants so much to
make us all happy

One doesn’t find any of that m my novels, either

28 September

I know, Iike all men of my age, no doubt, how old a novelist 1s
by the meanmg he gives to the word ‘old’, or to the age of
someone he calls ‘old man’ In my first books, old men were
often scarcely more than forty-nine or fifty years old

But what young men cannot understand 1s that at fifty-
seven, or sixty, or seventy (I don't yet know) one has just the
same hopes that they have

Today, for example T had a twmge of the heart about Marc
and his wife leaving 1n a car for Paris with a little suitcase on
the baggage rack of the MG We too, D. and I, used to take
off that way, without preparation, for anywhere at all or
sometimes quite at random .

Now, the slightest whim, sometimes just to take a walk m
town, demands complete preparation, orders to give to every-
body 1n the household You would imagine - I used to imagie
1t 100 at one time — that after a certain age one settles down, 1s
almost without wishes, dislikes whims and the unforeseen
How mndignant one feels at the 1dea that a mother and father at
the age of Torty still make love!

They mmagine that We no longer have other satisfactions,
other desires than to €njoy a big house, have a comfortable Iife,
buy furniture and bictures But all this 15 only imposed on us
We submut to 1t The kids will realize one day all the desires
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held back because of them, without bitterness, only, sometimes,
with some sadness, a remembering of the time when it was
possible to make love any time, I was going to say any place,
without wondering 1f ... and if ..

It’s no use having an enormous house — and for work and
relative freedom of each it is indispensable that 1t should be so
- D. and I still have to make a great effort 1n order to be alone
together for a moment. I regret none of it, on the contrary
Each time I meet a bachelor of a certain age, a couple without
children, ageing or aged Bohemians, I can’t help feeling sorry
for them

And I know very well that one day, when all the children
have flown the nest, we will think nostalgically of our house
when 1t was so full. It is true that I will be really old then But
will I think myself old? T am beginning to wonder. My carcass
will have shrunk, surely. But will the rest change? For the
better? For the worse? If I live long enough I will know the
answer one day But it is not impossible that I will keep putting
it off until later, until so late that no one will be able to give it,
which would explain why we never have enough satisfactory
answers to these questions. So why ask 1t?

~

Saturday, 1 October 1960

I often say I'm apolitical, and I think it's true However, at
tl}n moment if I were a French national, it 1s probable that I'd
yield to the temptation to sign the manifesto of the 121 or 125,
the number doesn’t matter, which demands the right of deser-
tion for the soldier sent to Algeria and more or less forced to
commut acts agamnst his conscience. I envy a Iittle those who
have risked it and who are now suffering for it I hope that all
actors. authors, etc, will go on some sort of strike in sohidanity
with their colleagues who have been barred from television,
films. subsidized theatres — and worse. the teachers, who have
been hit even harder. All these things upset me. make me in-
dignant

I do nothing Not only, I'm sure, because T am not French,
but because, as always, 1 fecl that there is eaploitation for
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murky ends on both sides This is neither egoism nor, I'm sure,
concern for my peace of mind nor that of my family Nor 1s it
wisdom It 1s more an uneasiness that I feel in the face of a
certain kind of use of ideas, no matter how pure they are

At the same time I am aware of a feching I am ashamed of
but which I can do nothing against From the beginning of the
de Gaulle experiment, I was revolted by his conceit, by his
scorn of the opmion of others, by what he and his entourage
represent (theoreticians from the great schools who are obhiged
to reduce social problems to equations — all more or less tools
of the great banks and business groups), I have been revolted, 1
say, and also convinced that the experiment will inevitably end
in failure That must have been two years ago.

This failure, for a time at least, for a short time I hope, is a
failure for France It can be seen today, it will be seen cven
more tomorrow 1n the United Nations if nothing unforeseen
happens

I love France. Of all countries, 1t 1s the one nearest to me,
although I do not belong to it and T don't go there regularly

So, I am surprised by myself, watching television, for ex-
ample, when I hope for a new failure of French policy, be-
cause 1t 1s de Gaulle’s policy.

Is 1t because I hope, m a more distant future, after God
knows what revolution, for a return to the past, a real success
for France? Isn’t 1t so that I'll be proven right? Or because I
rejorce at the failure of a man who 1s antipathetic to me, for
whom, however, I begm to fecl pity now that he is almost
alone?

I would like to be sure that these Iast hypotheses are not the
true ones.

-

Sunday, 2 October 1960

D and I, n the company of Pierre, have just made our tradi-
tional trip to the Lausanne station for the papers This morn-
g I want to tell a story, not because I attach importance to 1t,
but because 1t came to my mind just now while I was shaving,
and also because it’s 3 beautiful autump Sunday, sweetly fam-
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ilial, and then perhaps because 1 hope to begin a novel on
Tuesday or Wednesday, which I'm getting into Iittle by little,
because I don't want to go too fast, because the birth of the
characters must never be too thought out, or willed. I'm giving
myself a short respite An intermission.

The story has been told in the papers several times, but
never, if I remember correctly, in an exact way. And some-
times an attempt was made to connect 1t with the character of
Maigret, who must have been born ten years later.

I was a beginner, a reporter of the Liege Gazette. Every morn-
ing I used to write one of those daily columns like the ones
one sees published 1n italics 1n most of the provincial papers.
Maybe 1t was the Lausanne T1ibune that refreshed my memory
today. These little columns most often focus on local life, with
a bit of poetry, some facile and affected philosophy, some
irony, etc.

To ndicate clearly that my little corner in the Gazefte was
separate, my editor had proposed to call it ‘Outside the Hen-
house’ and to sign 1t ‘M. le Coq’.

I admit that at first I did not understand either the title or
the signature, which I changed later into Georges Sim, because
one of my colleagues told me that Le Cog was a collective
pseudonym for the editors

All this takes a long time to tell It seems to me that i a
novel 1t would be given only a sentence or two. It must have
been mn 1920, hence a httle more than a year after the Armus-
tice of 1919 and the hiberation of Belgilum About the war as it
had developed 1 France or elsewhere, those of us who lived
under the occupation more than four years knew only what
the Germans allowed us to know, plus a few OIeanmgs from the
Tare Dutch papers that got across the border from time to time.

At that period I liked to roam around City Hall, which, at
Litge more than any place else, is the real centre of the life of
the countryside. I wandered, sniffing the wind, eating cherries
In spring, later candy or biscuits that I kept in my pocket,
because 1 was always hungry T loved the noise, the bustle, the
colours, music I loved the little cafés of the neighbourhood

which smelled of gin and were frequented by Walloon poets
and actors from the local theatres

119



Professionally, I was obliged to be at police headquarters
behind City Hall every mornmng at eleven o’clock, where my
four colleagues and I would be given the daily reports.

Opposite, to the left of the staircase of City Hall, was
another station, and onc day, by chance, I saw three monu-
mental and very heavy cases mn the corridor which seemed to
me mysterious Who told me about them? I forget Still, 1
learned that these cases had been sent to the city of Liege by a
Belgian violmist living 1 Paris, and that they contamed a
complete collection of L'Illustration (the big magazme of that
time) of the time of the war, along with other reviews and
journals

The sender offered this documentation to his fellow citizens
and asked that 1t be placed 1n the public library

The cases sat there, unopened, for more than a year. Wasn’t
it important, for us who knew so little about the war, to be able
to consult these collections?

Soon, I was at the home of my editor-in-chief, Joseph
Demarteau, and I told him my plan. He approved of it
with a certam amount of hesitation, and he warned me
that if anything went wrong I could not make use of s
name

The next day, on a beautiful sunny morning like today, I left
the paper 1 the company of a linotypist who is still alive and
continues™o give me news of himself from time to time, he
pushing a handcart, I looking unconcerned A big wedding was
taking place, so there was much activity 1 the court of City
Hall

In a few minutes, my lnotypist, who was stronger than
average, put the three cases on the handcart without anyone’s
questioning hum. A half hour later they were m the hands of
the. head hibrarian of Chiroux, the kind Walloon poet Joseph
't\/rxenst, who had sent me his first books when I was a boy of
en

Two hours later the Gazetfe appeared with an enormous
headline across an entire page *

INDIFFERENT ADMINISTRATION
POORLY GUARDED CITY HALL
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The story was told 1n detail At five o’clock, I was called to
the office of the police chief, who told me there would be legal
proceedings, at the request of the alderman of Public Instruc-
tion and Fine Arts.

The next day, for fear of nidicule, the alderman withdrew his
complamt. He held it agamst me for a long tume. Later, when
he was a very old gentleman, I saw him during one of my trips
to Liege, and we talked, laughing about the famous cases

That 1s the only time that Joseph Demarteau sent me a box
of cigars, which I shared with my linotypist Why cigars? I
was seventeen years old and only smoked a pipe

For {orty-eight hours, or maybe a week, I was a sort of

celebrity But, of course, I was thinking much more of Roulet-
abille than of Maigret.

- 12 October 1960

Novel finished this morning Was goimng to be called Le Cau-
chemar Finally, 1t will have Betty as a title Working full tilt
for seven days Nothing else seemed mmportant to me This
morning, after writing the word ‘End’, it all seemed wasted,
almost absurd I wondered why in a few months people would
pay to read 1t And I dread the moment when I will have to
undertake the revision The tragedy, to use a grandiose word,

1s perhaps that between novels I can’t believe in the last one ..
Funny profession!

20 October 1960

On the subject of L'Owrs en Peluche. What I'm about to say is
at odds with the last entry It is a novel to which I attach a
certaun importance (or attached?) perhaps because 1 had the
impression of discovermng a little area of humanity that only
the psychiatrists had paid attention to Then, when de Falloss.
who scems to have understood all my books and who has read
them all, read it he said to me:

‘I followed the character [by followed he meant: I identified
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with the character] up to a httle before the end The three or
four final pages escaped me.’

Yesterday, young Mauriac, who also knows my work and
who has written some things about me which I find to the
point, wrote almost the same thing in Figaro, He saw the last
page as a concession, or a set piece. I, who never write to
critics to correct them or explain myself, almost sent him a few
words

For 1t 15 just the last three pages that are important and
which would explamn many crimes that are apparently inexplic-
able For a long time my character was obsessed by the desire
to throw in his hand, to get rid of his responsibilities, winle
remamning the centre of attention He needed to be a kind of
hero, needed to be questioned about himself, to be discovered
finally as not so simple as those around him thought

For a long time, he has not seen any other means of obtamn-
ing this result than suicide, a spectacular suicide, which would
Create excitement Then, at the moment when there seems to
be no other way out, he discovers the possibility of a substitu-
tion He can obtain the same result without dying and, thus, be
present at the upheaval that will follow The gesture will be
almost the same A difference of only a few centimetres 1n the
angle of the revolver It is another who will die And, as assas-
Sm, he has the same advantages as he would-have had as vic-
tim

This substitution seems to me to happen often and could be,
consciously or not, the basis of a great number of homicides
and crimes of passion

De Fallois and Mauriac do not understand The other critics
will not understand either, which means they do not under-
stand the meanmg of my novels Am I wrong 1 not explain-
Ing. m not dotting the s, m refusing to use a moralistic or

exegetic tone? I have the Impression that if I did so I would
betray my craft as novelist

This shouldn’t bother
discourages me

Wil they understand Betty? They will agam talk about the
sexuality in this novel when 1t 1s only secondary in my eyes
Mauriac mentions 1t 1n discussing L'Ours en Peluche where
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there can’t be more than thirty lines that have to do with sex-
ual Iife 1n all the novel!

I would like so much to be mdifferent to opmnion Entirely
indifferent I manage to be m what concerns me personally.
Not vet in what concerns my characters, as if, in my eyes, they
are more important than myself. ‘

Tomorrow Lyons. Crimmology Congress I'm curious to
know the level of these men who indirectly dispose of people’s

heads If I can judge by the works of some of them, 1t’s rather
frightening

27 October 1960

Three days at the Criminology Congress in Lyons Jurists, doc-
tors, psychiatrists, medical experts, social workers, chaplains,
policemen, each one well versed in his profession. Assuredly
professional conscientiousness (also many petty ambitions).
But an astonmishingly average level Each speaks his own lan-
guage and barely deigns to explain himself to the specialist
next to him.

As for the crimmal who, in the last analysis, 1s the founda-
tion of this activity . . .

He is exammed With a microscope, or a scalpel, or with
_theories. He is made to undergo somewhat ridiculous tests, like
those for the driver’s licence 1n some American states. And the
man? All these people function as members of their back-
ground, their class Once again, they examine And the ap-
pearance of a photographer interests them more than the re-
ports being made.

Too bad. I've already said that I have the same 1mpression m
politics In almost every area, in fact

I wasn’t an anarchist, nor of the Left On the contrary,
though poor I recognized the necessity of social classes with-
out bitterness.

It has been through getting to know — Iittle by little, from
close up, sometimes mtimately — those who govern, who lead,

who dispose, who decide, and who think professionally, that
T've begun to be frightened.
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If there were a scale to weigh men ..

I've followed the path opposite to tradition It is only as T've
grown older that I've become ‘against’. 1 would say almost
against everything.

Man remams for me I hope to be able to go on beleving 1n
him

Lazy days, loving and paternal Went to gather mush-
rooms, Johnny and I, and for two hours we were the same
age

Hurrying to revise Betty and to write another novel. I want
this one to be different It's a long time since I'd wanted to
write a different novel, to give another point of view, a less
tragic one — that’s not the exact word but I can’t find another
to fit Then, at the last moment, sometimes after an almost
ironic first chapter, as . La Vielle, in spite of myself I go back
to my habitual tone For a couple of hours or for several days
(?) I can see things differently, but I find myself back agan
with my customary point of view.

Are my thoughts beginning to run n circles?

Many joys, 1 any case, these days of intermission, with my
wife and my children Are there any others that are real? I
doubt 1t more and more and 1t 1s not — 1s no longer — unthink-
able for me that one day I may no longer be a novelist. Later,
of course. Much later, I hope But I think of it now without
terror

In the meantime I am as anxious as ever to write my next

novel — the one I would like to be, that I hope will be, different
Zut!

28 October 1960

Corrections to a few sentences written yesterday I'm trymg to
clarify my thought It’s not that I'm tortured by political mat-
ters But, once more, as in 1936, at the time of the Spamsh
revolution, then the war, the Liberation, I see how politics
mundates us agam and I fear the moment — aren’t we already
there? — when France will be divided mto camps agamn and
each will be forced, especially writers, to be ‘committed’
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What I wrote yesterday about my scant sympathie§ for the
Left at one time 1 my lfe, precisely when I had the most
reason to oppose the Right, capitalism, etc., 1s not quite exact
It was more scepticism (easy!) on my part Since there must be
a government, and since, after a while, one government is as
good as another. .

And also why ask the street sweeper or the village drunk
for his advice on foreign policy? - B )

I still behieved that evolution of human quality more or less
corresponded to a certain intellectual evolution

It was only later that I realized how rarely this 1s the case,
that the opposite 1s more likely to occur, that in raising himself
m the social scale man grows harder and ends, perhaps un-
consciously, by no longer perceiving anything but his own -
stinct. Not' to speak of the need for power, which becomes
overweening,

What criterion to use to weigh men, to judge them?

That’s what I meant yesterday, but which I beheve I ex-
plamned badly and which I still explain badly.

Today I always trust the simplest, the least evolved man,
most, the least provided with worldly goods who also, as the
Scriptures say, seems to me the nearest to . To what? Diffi-
cult to answer that question without gomng nto the domam of
morality And what morality? Based on what?

Even from the pomnt of view of a certain individual serenity
(not to say happmess), material evolution has failled Man
has lost his purity, which, if I were pushed to the wall,
I might finally call an ammmal one And I prefer the
cruelty which accompanies that purity sometimes to the con-
scious cruelty, studied, political, of the more highly developed
man

Is it because I have scarcely any of this in myself? I haven’t
yet come to an understanding of the place assigned to what 1s
called mtelhigence In any case to its power.

Sometimes 1t seems to me a sort of curse, since most often it
runs counter to all our instinets if not all harmony.



9 November 1960

Nothing special to say. Even nothing at all to say, anyway
anythig that 1s worth the cffort of writing. However, a dCSH'c_,
since this morning, to bring this notcbook up to date Is 1t
mmportant?

Fimshed the revision of Berty and am well enough satisfied
Why not admut  very well satisficd? Sharp desire to wnte
something clse, to change What I always promise mYSf3If for
the next novel 1 would like to be still capable of writing a
novel with an ntrigue, a plot, a host of characters But. when 1
begin, my microscope only takes in a tiny segment of human-
ity * 1 shall try again towards the end of the month after the
visit of Henry Miller, who 1s arriving tomorrow or the day
after by car.

Have S here, and half his book Much talk Much too
much I swear each time not to talk. Then the nced to con-
vince. .

The house 1s warm, well protected, folded in on tself An
anniversary that touched me more than the preccding oncs
the 15th of our meeting, D.’s and mine Fifteen ycars! 'I.'he
only years of my Ife I'd hke to rchve, Sainte-Margucrite,
New Brunswick, Florida. Arizona, Carmel, and finally th.c
house in Lakeville which I keep for no reason, out of senti-
ment Fifteen really full years, in every sense. And three more
children than at the start, not counting Marc’s boyhood and
adolescence

Ishall end up, I think, secing no one but my famuly. Too bad
if I've already said that and am repeating myself Other people
make me repeat myself even more by always asking me the
same question to which I think I must answer like a phono-
graph i

Growing friendship with J ohnny and, recently, with Marie-
Jo, who 1s becoming a most attractive person

A young Belgian, named N, just sent me his thesis on Soli-
tude in the Works of Simenon He isn’t the first to have writ-
ten on that subject. To my mund, they all deceive themselves 1

*1 hope 1t will be understood that this sentence is wromic and that I am
mocking myself when I speak of a microscope.
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am one of the least solitary of men, the least capable of living
alone

For example Miller, who 1s going to arrive with the two
friends he picked up on the way (lady friends?), at seventy or
seventy-two I don’t know what he’ll say to me this time but we
chatted at Cannes and he has written me since. He must have
Iived the whole of his Iife as a solitary. A vagabond, but a
vagabond open to all comradeships, friendships, enthusiasms,
loves. . He has children from three or four wives, and today
these women keep them from him At least that’s what I've
understood. That, to me, is real solitude But then, most often
1t 1s the solitude of those people who can only live surrounded
by others.

I'll know on Friday or Saturday if I'm right. One of his last
letters has a tragic tone.

I've known other men like him, happy Bohemians, and I've
seen them at seventy, some have commutted suicide

Nevertheless, I'm a Bohemian too, in my own way. 1 don’t
think that 1t’s ancient bourgeois instinct which forces me to
live otherwise, to have deep attachments — not roots, however,
nothing in depth With me 1t’s more a certain sense of animal
Ife

“You never talk about friendshup!’ S said to me

It’s true 1 looked at him a ULttle stunned If he had said
companionship, comradeship, accompliceship . But friend-
ship? This word means nothing to me.

He didn’t understand me, from his pomnt of view, while I
was astonished by his concept of man, of a humamty barely
twenty centuries old — when 1n my eyes it 1s at least a million
years old and when prchistoric man interests me much more
than contemporary man

When I admitted to him that I envied the gorilla family in
the equatorial forest, I must have sunk m his esteem, or else he
thought 1t was an affectation on my part

But the father gorilla fascinates me much more than Archi-
medes I am sure a day will come when the lessons we learn
will not begin arbitrarily either with Sumeria, or Egypt, or

Greece, but with a much longer and more important past
More beautiful, too.
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Monday, 14 November

Miller just left, in beautiful sunshine Fresh gay morning Be-
fore his arrival, I had meant to speak here of two things, of no
more 1mportance than others, except, perhaps, for my chil-
dren My daily schedule and my reading, about which so many
stupidities have been written I'll come back to them later. I
note 1t here, not to remind myself, simnce I don’t reread these
notes, but to date this preoccupation

(Apropos rereading, day before yesterday it happened that I
had to reread, for a new revised edition, two chapters of Three
Rooms in Manhatten 1n proof. Not happy with the style, but
how I was reminded of the begmning of my love for D.! What a
road travelled since, better, with romanticism, with nothing
forced or Iiterary! And how, with Oona Chaplin . But that
will come later )

So, four days with Henry Miller My fears proved ground-
less However, 1 was afraid when I saw him getting out with
two more or less parasitical ‘friends’, whom he soon got r1d of
by sending them to spend the day in Lausanne, and whom, in
spite of our polite nvitations, we didn’t see again until this
morning for therr departure

Four very full days, fruitful, I think D and I aren’t cut out
to accommodate a third party, but 1n spite of that, of all those
who have come here, he was the least cumbersome, the most
tactful, and the one who fitted into the household best. The
children adopted him at once

He 1s a pure soul Also a child, actually, in spite of his
seventy years Full of experiences, certainly, but always ready
to leap to the attack against husbands and agamst .. women
I shan’t put down any indiscretions here I have respect for my
guests and for anyone who confides in me But in the case of
Miller, he himself has written the truth about everything that
concerns him so one may talk about him

A Bohemian, certainly, a sort of anarchist, but mn the long
run, less so than I, who seem to be a bourgeois because of my
externally material life

Pure? In a sense He cannot refuse himself a toy, the first
woman he sees And he 1s mncapable of refusing her what she
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asks, iving with her, marrying her From which results a situa-
tion so tangled that he can hardly find a way out For he
cannot break with any of them either He does not cut ties He
remains bound to all these successive women, legitimate and
illegitimate He has children who go from one wife to another.

He loves these children But for a simple whim, he will
sacrifice them, send them back to therr mother or back to a
stepmother, take them back, send them off agam.

In another man, this could be odious. In him, no That 1s
why I wrote the word ‘pure’. He loves them. He contnues to
love, in his way, his wife or his successive mistresses It 1s the
organization of society that 1s at fault, not he.

Many pomts of contact outside of this question. I'll come
back to 1t perhaps. Not a moment of boredom during these
four days No weariness Joy, however, at being together again,
D and 1], n a house without strangers this morning

We are not good friends for others I think that one cannot
be part of a couple and have true friends The proof 1s that the
most solid friendships are those made during the war or m
great calamity — when there are no women

Saturday evening, a curious impression Dinner here with
Charlie and Oona Chapln, the Millers — and us. At the begin-
ning, Charhe tells stories, mimes, brithant, gay, amusmg Then
suddenly, to Miller and me, he admits

T always have to go mto my act, at least in the beginning,
first out of shyness, and then because I know 1t 1s expected of
me’

Not by us He realizes that He knew that about me But not
about Miller And, after dinner, there are the three men, not in
casy chairs, of which there are plenty in the drawing room, but
leaning on our elbows around the round table as if 1n a bistrot,
while D keeps Oona company 1n a corner

A parenthesis Oona 1s-one of the rare women, maybe the
only one, whom I would have married if I had met her before
D.

Also, I had to betray D last evening, and I ask her pardon
But first I must tell about it. Briefly, for what C Ch told us we

will also find in his book of Memoirs, now finished and nine
hundred pages long.

129

A P,



He tried to make us understand his reactions to the sudden,
cruel, pitiless turning agamst lum m the USA. (I wanted to
give the same feeling, four or five years ago, sn my book Le
Petit Homme d Arkhangelsk. on a lower level. of course)

Another parenthesss, because I am trymg to follow the
thread of thought rather than composing. Well before hnow-
ing Chaphn, mm Los Angeles, around 1947 or 1948, I already
had an idea on this subject which was not his, but which I
continue to consider good.

When he made his first films and for a long time afterwards.
Americans naturally (those who know them) believed that he
was mocking the little man (as clumsy, ridiculous, uscless and,
petty) They laughed They were enthusastic

Then they discovered, thanks to the critics and the reactions
in other countrics, that the Iittle man was the hero, that it was
the others who were ridiculous or odious They discovered an
anarchist! Whence their fury at having been duped. It was, for
them, hke a deception For years, they had applauded the
enemy of the system necessary to American civilization

This 1sn’t fully convincing Chaphn doesn’t believe too much
m it D've scen that this explanation does not satisfy him,
that he prefers the one he gives 1n his book, which will not
appear for a year: a certain speech during the war, m San
Francisco

I return to the three of us around the round table, to our
three faces, the two women in their corner, talking about chil-
dren. Oona indifferent to us, D. on the contrary, trying to
hear and understand.

Chaplin tells us his most moving experience An unmpor-
tant actor earning sixty-five dollars a week in Hollywood, he
becomes. from one day to the next, a star with millions He has
to go to New York He takes the train with his brother Sidney.
And, at the first stop, he sees a crowd which overflows the
station. He does not yet know it is for him. Music Officials
He is seized with panic. At the next station it's worse, then at
the third, and when he approaches New York the mayor asks
him to get off incognito at 125th Street n order to avoid the
crowd which is storming Grand Central and has got out of
control.
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The mayor and the chief of police come to meet hum, drive
him to the Plaza.

The same evening, when the crowd is looking for him. he
takes a walk 1n the streets without being recognized

‘Everyone knew me,’ he says, ‘and I knew no one. I had no
one to talk to!”

The crowd frightened hum. He felt hunted Solitude fright-
ened lim too. He was very young I think that this marked
him for life.

All thss, he told us m a soft, intense voice Oona wasn’t
histening :

T've heard 1t a hundred times'’

D tried to listen while talking about children and labour
pains.

The Chaplins, who had planned to leave at ten o’clock, left
at midnight Miller, very much moved, went back to the draw-
ing room with us, and we talked about 1t.

D. spoke the truth, calmly I don’t remember her words It is
no less significant that we have just been present at an act, that
there was a great deal of ‘showmanship’ in what we had just
seen of a Iife .

I was obliged, although I share her opinion, to contradict
her, brusquely, for the truth would have hurt Miller. To him, it
was one of the greatest evenings of his life

And he too brings a good deal of ‘showmanship’ to his life

To say 1t to him would not only be to hurt him but to take
from Tum a part of his self-confidence To take from him a
little of his faith. So that ‘there I was, m spite of myself, for
more than two hours (for this all ended at three 1 the morn-
mng) obliged to argue, against my convictions, agamst my wife,
whom I agreed with

I betrayed her 1n order not to hurt 2 man whom I admure. of
whom I have become fond. but who 15 nothing to me

Stupid, 1sn’t it? If only I had been able to give her a sign, let

her know I was lymg, that I was arguing agamst my own
convictions

For Chaplin continues his ‘act’ A different ‘act’, closer, very
close to himself, but different from reality all the same
All this 1s disconnected, on purpose
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Johnny understood Wonderful J ohnny!

I'll come back to 1t perhaps I must go wake D, who finally
agreed to lie down for an hour after sleeping three or four
hours a night for several days.

Good morning again, D. Good morning, my old Kay, whom
I never forget and who remains dear to me!

15 November 1960

Without needing to reread it, T know that everything I wrote
yesterday 1s almost true but not quite I would have liked to
make clear, through two lives, certain kinds of men who ‘take’
without giving, quite naturally, because they have remamed
children So cruel and egotistical, ike children That’s what 1s
called Bohemian.

And Ch Ch remains a Bohemian (in his soul) 1n spite of his
seven children with Oona, not counting Sidney

Amazng life Up to the age of fifty-five, he felt no need to
tie himself to anything or anyone He meets a kid of seventeen,
marries her, and here he Is, at seventy-one, father of seven
young children, the last of whom s six months old He loves
them He loves Oona He Joves his present life But

Same for Miller He 15 1n love agamn He 1s going to take her
to Spain or somewhere clse —~ he doesn’t yet know — a young
woman from Hamburg who has two children. His own? He
sent them back, not to therr mother, who no longer wants
them, but to his third wife, who may not want them n six
months ejther

T'don’t judge him. Once agamn, they are sincere, both of them

I feel I still haven’t expressed my thoughts, my feelings No
doubt 1t isn’t possible

17 November 1960

T,he 17th already! If T want to write a novel before Christmas,
1t’s ttime I hope to begm 1t the end of next week and I'll do my
shopping first.

Yesterday I recerved a telegram from Georges Charensol, of
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Nouvelles Littéraires, asking me urgently for an article on the
occasion of the Piix National des Letties which my friend
Blaise-Cendrars ought to receive next Saturday or Monday
unless there’s some last-minute manoeuvre. I said Yes, of
course I've sent an open letter, since I haven’t written any
articles for a long time, and I am ninety-nine per cent sincere
in it

As with the Grand Prix de la Ville de Pars, this prize 1s not
awarded until the wmners are dying and 1t is almost always
given to them on their deathbeds. Jean-Paul Fargue, Carco,
were m that condition Cendrars has been paralysed for more
than two years and if I haven’t gone to see him it 1s because,
according to what I'm told, he feels humihated i front of his
friends -

In my open letter, I speak of Henry Miller and of Chaplin.
Cendrars 1s a Bohemian too, a sort of perenmal anarchist, and
I would like to modify what I wrote day before yesterday on
this subject

All 1n all, these notebooks are like my novels I take up a
subject or a character in a novel It continues to pursue me
because I have the impression of not having gone to the end of
my thought, of having left 1t unfinished, or maccurate After a
certamn time, I take the subject or the character up agam in
another form

There are some I've taken up five or six times and I'm not
yet satisfied Some critics reproach me for 1t, or speak preten-
tiously of my ‘themes’ as if 1t were a matter of obsessions But
this 1s accepted 1n pamnters, who paint a Pietqd or a vase of
flowers twenty times over

I'm coming back to Miller, to Cendrars, to Chaplin. We
certainly belong to more or less the same family And now, not
speaking of them directly any more, I come to Bohemians in
general, to rebels, to marginal lives -

I've known many of them, in Montmartre, in Montparnasse,
n the South, then in Tahiti, in Greenwich Village It seems to
me that they become more and more numerous as man be-
comes more and more umiform, more and more domesticated,

and there are veritable colonies of them in Rome, for example,
and now in San Francisco
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But I am both very near and very far from them I share
therr anticonformism, most of their 1deas, their resentments.

Why do they trouble me? Because apparently I hive like a
bourgeois? I don’t think so It goes further I've spoken of
therr purity — an mfantile purity — and I have suspected for a
long time that they are not always the weak or the maladjusted
nor yet rebels by nature ’

Many of them have realized that weakness, apparent or real,
1s the best armour 1n a hard world Apparently unarmed, they:
get all the sympathy, all the help, all the indulgence They are
the ones whom the patrons not only adopt but seek out It's for
them that governments create useless positions or scholarships.

What is asked of them 1s to be awkward, ingenious, uncom-
promising They are that way with women, too, with their
children, in the sense that they accept no responstbility. no
rules

At bottom, there 1s no doubt very often a real weakness, an
authentic mfantiism Not always And that quckly turns mto
a comfortable pose

This pose, rightly, wrritates D., and I understand her Her
almost pathological sense of justice makes her bristle before a
certain tolerance which appears and which perhaps 1s un-
deserved

What am I doing, 1, in this brotherhood? It is simply that I
have, basically, the same anticonformism, the same tebellions
I am a true anarchist, I too, but because I live in a society,
because 1n spite of myself I profit by 1t, T consider 1t my duty to
follow 1ts rules Without believing mn them Without teaching
them to my children T follow them the more scrupulously be-
cause I do not believe in them, because that 1s my way of
‘paymg my share’

All this is still not to the point, 1 feel. I love these Bohemt-
ans whom I would call planned T am comfortable with them
There are almost fraternal bonds between us At the same time
they make me shudder as I must make them shudder. 1 reman
conscious of the part they play, almost sincerely, and this 1s
almost what constitutes the whole problem Like children. they
are marvellous actors And does one ever know where ‘acting’
begins and ends with a child?
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Apropos acting m my last Little chapter, D. made me notice
that T used the word wrong, that mn any case it 1s too strong.
She 15 right. I should have written® ‘X did lus act’ And still
this may be too strong. It 1s very difficult, above all with words,
to place a boundary between a man’s sincerity and mnsmcerity,
whether 1t 1s a matter of comedy, or tragedy, or of simple
convention I feel it. It triggers something inside me. But as for
saymng at what moment the mnsincere has begun, and to what
degree someone has left sincerity behind

That’s all for today, for this morning anyway, and I would
Iike to be as empty as possible to leave room for my next
novel.

Should I add a Iittle paragraph? Last evening, S. spoke on
television of his new novel He knows my work He 1s writing
a book on me. He told me, here, that his novel is directly
mspired by one of mine. The subject 1s the same. Same situa-
tion Central character almost i1dentical He added, still fhere,
that he was so aware of this that out of honesty he had put a
sentence from my book on the title page But now, on tele-
vision, he spoke of this case as a personal psychological dis-
covery. Desgraupes — unless it was Dumayet, I mix them up —
who knows my work too, did not bring 1t up either.

Bitterness? Honestly, no A shght deception, which 1s con-
nected with what I wrote above I am not weak enough I give
the impression of being strong and 1t is possible that I am to a
certain degree. .

Basically,- society avoids strong men They are distrusted
They are envied They are ignored The weak man makes
others feel good The strong man makes them ashamed

Sorry! I ought not to have spoken of that, but I know that
this will mterest Johnny, whom this question already bothers

and who 1s learning to take his responsibilities bravely, the
more bravely in that he believes in them no more than I do

24 November 1960

10 o’clock in the morning

A.httle note just for myself. I am supposed to be a strong man,
this 1s what they try to make me believe, what I appear to be,
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what I make myself believe T am, perhaps, while 1n fact T know
that strong men don’t exist. This week I was fwice {empted to
call for help. For nothing definite For nothing serious Only
the person I could have called was the one who had failed me
or whom I believed to have failed me This ought to be deleted,
I think. And besides 1t has no meanmg except for me. ‘He
who must be strong at any cost’ He who is condemned always

to be strong! Let's say no more about it. And excuse this weak-
ness

24 November 1960

5 o'clock in the afternoon

Al erased, as 1f by a wind Two-hour ride 1n the car, sfowly,
smoothly, over the httle roads and Iittle byways 1n the country.
D. asleep beside me three-quarters of the time, and Pierre, on
her knees, sleeping, looking contented as a bear cub in his
mother’s fur We didn’t exchange ten sentences It was enough
I know 1t I always know 1t And all the same, each time, I
despair

Everything begins anew and I am gomg to cleanse my
body of the whisky (I haven’t once overindulged) of this last
day.

Then a novel And our good life,

How easy and how difficult everything is at the same time!

And how much simpler 1t would be if we were never tempted
to judge
To live

Welcome, D ag they say in your country.

Thursday, 1 December

I find you again, old notebook friend, sooner than I would have
believed and than ] would have wished I was hoping not to
Seée you again until after the holidays, 1n 1961.

Yesterday, at about 3 45, 1 settled down 1n this same study,
the ‘Do Not Disturb’ on both doors, the coffee beside me, four
dozen new pencils freshly sharpened, a new pad too, of yellow-
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ish paper, and the brownish envelope with the names, ages,
addresses of my characters — a pile of raliway guides .. Cur-
tamns drawn, typewriter and pipes cleaned. . In short, my
routine which finally has become superstition

Eight to ten days of preparation, as usual, the most un-
pleasant, during which I'm 1 a bad temper I try out subjects,
characters, as one tries on garments in a store, or furnished
apartments . -

1 wrote the title Le Train Then ten lines, without convic-
tion Then I stopped and thought No panic, no anxiety, as on
other occasions when I felt that 1t didn’t go right In fact I
could have written this novel consciously as ‘homework, an
exercise Perhaps 1t wouldn’t have been bad? Perhaps the spark
would have come? )

I stopped because I realized that T was not writing this novel
out of need, but in spite of something, to prove to myself that I
was still capable of writing four novels a year But I have
written only three, L'Ows en Peluche, Betty, and Magiet et
les Viedlards Plus my Balzac broadcast, which took me more
than a month

I was writing out of fear. And the proof of it was that I had
chosen an easy subject, with predetermined action, dialogue,
and characters But not one substantial character who imposed
himself on me

Wasn't that cheating? I preferred to stop. The end of the
vear is always a pressured period, preparation for the holidays,
etc And a short stay on the Céte d’Azur planned for the
15th N

1 put my material away without depression. glad T hadn’t
pushed on at any cost I hope to write a novel in January,
perhaps a Maigret n order to get my hand in again

Certamly not a manufactured novel. (I will have to explain
some day why T don't consider the Maigrets, which are minor
works, to be manufactured.)

A httle shame, T admit. at D, the children, the staff, sceing
me coming out of my office before time. -

*No novel?’ )

But, the same cvening, on television (*Reading for Every-
body") there was a lady of fifty who just won the Prix Fentina -
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an mnkeeper by occupation Why do you writc? What inspires
you? Do you put yourself in your novels? Etc, ctc.

Then a mechanic of thirty, Bohemuan, attractive

Both of them just happen to write ... yes ... because. Its
hard, but 1t's fun . they will go on

I-was thunderstruck. Such frankness! It goes on every week
on the same programme, celebrities and non-celebritics who
talk about themselves and their work in a way that amazes
me

Do I too 2 I can't believe that T am Iike them, that I
write for the same reasons (eacept two or three of these col-
leagues whose words strike another note).

‘When will you start a new novel?’

‘Not for several weeks because that’s the time I have to stay
mn Paris for the launching of my book’

And that onec has talent and will be 1n the Academy.

I don’t believe 1n a priesthood But still —!

Stull . when I was starting out, at twenty-five, at thirty,
didn’t T answer 1 somewhat the same way, often out of mod-
esty, which falsified my interviews of that period?

Come on' Let’s be frank I had a certain cynicism and I was
capable of saymg of a novel that I thought had come out
badly

‘It’s gaod enough for the public anyway *

‘It's now that I get stage fright, that I have scruples Out of
respect for what?

I believe in art, to be sure It 1s the only human mamfesta-
tion that seems to me to be worthy of some pride But from
there to believing that my own work, the words I set down,
have importance .

Work well done? Certainly, I have a craftsman’s conscience

This 1s not enough to make one 1mpose on oneself the anguish
that T go through

To live with characters who

I think I know the explanation I am a happy man What-
ever one says and whatever I myself may have said 1 jest, I
don’t write to cure my complexes

When I was very young, I dreamed of leading several lives
at once One of my first heroes 1n a popular novel, whom I
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called Jarry, had been a real peasant in the country, a real
fisherman in Brittany, a man of the world in Paris, etc

I too have done everything, as an avocation, been fisherman,
farmer, horseman, sailor, etc. But 1t 1s in creating charactgrs
that I come closest to living a multiple Iife.

Each novel 1s an enrichment for me, an experience that I live.
If a problem bothers me, 1t is through one of my characters that-_
I find an answer.

I don’t escape myself . .I... ’

It’s complicated. There is no real reason, however, I should
hive eight days with all sorts of characters — 1 don’t say artifi-
cial ones — created for a specified action.

The Train started out with an idea One of my characters
was real and I was beginning to live mnside his skin The others,
to move the action forward, had to be less real, or at least more
schematic

I preferred to give this one up, and today I'm glad of it,
proud, though a bit lost to find myself free at the hours when I
should have been working

Once more I see that elderly innkeeper on television, so sure
of herself, so self-satisfied ... kmt three, purl two ... The diffi-
cult thing 1s to find the tone, she says .. Once the tone
comes. . And the needles click .. -

There’s a woman who’s happy without knowing it. The
young mechanic too.

‘What I came up with 1s, roughly speaking, to write on two
levels, the present and the past . . the story takes place mn the
present within twenty-four hours but 1s constantly interrupted
by flashes of the past, several pasts.. ’

Yes, indeed!

-

3 December 1960

I'have a dream which I shall probably never realize Still, I've
been playing with it for more than thirty years, nearly forty
years, it’s come back to me over and over, particularly each
time I’ve begun to see my next novel It is to write a picaresque
novel, a long story without head or tail, with stops, as in the
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course of a stroll, with characters who rise up and disappear
without reason, secondary stories which, in turn, introduce
others

I don’t think I'm capable of it In spite of myself, by mstinct
much more than by dogma or conviction, I tighten I cut short
I restrict myself, each fime, to a precise, Iimited universe. Is
this related to my phobia regarding crowds, which frighten me,
to an mstinctive reaction against disorder?

I've also dreamed of a house where nothing would have its
proper place, a changing house, changing according to my
mood or the moods of my family I have a sixteenth-century
Dutch panting, nothmg special, which shows the common
room of a country house, The men wear lace on therr doublets,
plumes on their hats, which mdicates that they are, as one used
to say, ‘well-born’ However, near the baby’s cradle and some
children playing, next to the laid table, a pig goes 1ts way, and
hens and roosters The bed 15 not far from the hearth where
the meal 15 cooking One feels that whoever wants {0 can come
and go and won’t disturb, that the house 15 open

In my early days n Paris, I had a friend from Ligge who got
there a Iittle before me, a pamter, who had settled on the Rue
de Mont-Cenis 1n a loft at the far end of a courtyard There,
too, there was only one room My friend was married. He had
a little girl However, sometimes there would be ten or fifteen
of us to feed (each one chipped 1n a few pennies to buy bread,
cold cuts, and red wine for everyone), to smoke, to drink, to
argue until three or four o’clock 1n the morning, sitting on the
floor or on the only bed .

You never knew beforehand whom you would find there, but
you knew that you would find someone It turned out badly
My friend died shortly after hig daughter (dead at seven or
erght years of age) of cirrhosis of the liver” And of all those I
knew there 1n these three or four years I know few who stayed
afloat They came to sad ends

Even then, observing them, I had the mmpression of bemng
able to diagnose each one, to foresee his fate

I'am against every estabhisheq order, aganst every imposed
disciphine

But I cannot live without order and discipline and there 1s
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no object on my desk that 1s not m 1ts place. I get up from my
armchair to pick up a tiny piece of paper on the carpet

Contradiction? I’'m not sure Protective wmstinct? It’s pos-
sible, for I may have just missed becoming a Bohemian.

Can I risk another hypothesis without seeming arrogant?”

I possess, I believe, a certam lucidity which makes me see
causes and effects at the same time. I know what picturesque
characters basically are and the fate that awaits them In
Montmartre and Montparnasse I met a good number of people
about whom I could tell the funniest stories, all true, as
Vlaminck used to.

Only, I also know the end of these stories, an end that is not
funny at all Vlaminck, sturdier than I, nearer to the truth, to a
certain health, could adjust both to the funny and to the tragic.

For me, the fun was wiped out.

No doubt that 1s why I will never write a picavesque novel

It would fail. One can write a book stuffed with dozens of
characters. Not with dozens of destinies

Or else I would have had to begin at twenty-five on a single
work — a hundred or a hundred and fifty volumes long

But jsn’t that just what I have done, more or less con-
sciously?

I had just finished the preceding note when 1t seemed false
to me, as almost always In a picaresque novel, what counts
most 1s the picturesque, the differences between men, the
warts, the crossed eyes, the stammers, the limps, the phenom-
ena of every kind Each thing that grafts itself onto man as
certain little white shells onto the mussel shell

It 1s the accidental. The fortuitous.

But, in spite of myself, I always come back, not to the differ-
ences, but to the resemblances.

1 couldn’t have written a hundred-volume work with a hun-
dred characters But perhaps a work in a hundred volumes
with one character.

Which 1s still not accurate, of course, but which appears to
me already more satisfactory

As for what that story is domng here, I don’t know I sud-
denly thought of it when I was dreaming after lunch, and
_ leafing through the papers, about writing the novel of a whole
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street, or of a large apartment building It would almost cer-
tamly be reduced to three or four characters'

We are going to take Plerre for a ride in the car, D. and I, as
in Carmel each afternoon we used to take Johnny, then, m
Lakeville, Marie-Jo The same actions The same peace The
same deep well-being

Sunday, 4 December 1960

Schedule! T haven't forgotten I had noted that rather as if to
remind myself of a hohiday assignment (though I never had to
do holiday assignments) and, since I thought of it, I might as
well get 1t off my mind There are many minor subjects that I
mention here 1n a few lines so as not to have to think of them
any more, as 1If it were exorcism

It’s somewhat i the same spirit that in 1941 or 1942 I wrote
Pedigree, to fimsh with my childhood remmscences once and
for all, my aunts, my uncles, etc , whom I’'m always tempted to
put mn my novels I'm not sure of it but I think this was suc-
cessful msofar as Pedigiee was concerned and that there 1s
very little in the novels that followed (at least consciously — 1
mean used consciously) from before 1918

Good! Schedule It's almost for myself that I do 1t Journal-
ists, colleagues, friends ask me what I do when I'm not writ-
g And as I only write sixty days out of the year . I don’t
know what to answer them It seems to me that I do nothing
and all the same I’'m always busy and often on the run

Once, younger, I rode horseback, or else, at Porquerolles,
for example, I went fishing in a boat I used to swim, I played
volley-ball I travelled ceaselessly. I entertained a lot I would
g0 anywhere at the slightest provocation

Now I feel I have become a stay-at-home, a stick-in-the-
mud, stdl ..

Furst the schedule of the year, which will be over in less than
a month and which 1s pretty much an average year What have
I done, grosso nmodo?

First, in January, I think, a case of grippe that kept me 1n
bed four or five days, then, for a week, I followed the debates
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of the Jaccoud affair,” which interested me less from a pro-
fessional pomt of view than from a human one. I wanted to be
sure that Jaccoud was indeed one of my characters

Then, about a week of coming and gomg back and forth
between Lausanne and Geneva, sometimes alone, sometimes
with D Afterwards, readng sixteen kilos of the dossier which
I'd had here for a month, which took up another week or
more Indirectly, and I insist on this word, a novel came out
of 1t which had nothing to do with the affair, a character who
resembled Jaccoud in no way, L'Ouis en Peluche. But let’s
follow the chronological order.

I had promised S a television show on Balzac. Not on his
work. which is not my business, but on the man. So I reread all
his published correspondence, making notes on it, and also the
works which told me about his .. schedule

A month? Six weeks? Almost Then a sort of rough draft of
one hundred and thirty to one hundred and forty pages which I
used as background for my improvisation in front of the
cameras Six or seven days’ more work Finally, when the gen-
tlemen came to film the broadcast, another five or six days of
work, alone or with them.

In March, the novel L'Ouis en Peluche As usual — eight
days to write it, several days of waiting, then a week to revise.

Now we come to April In May I had to be at Cannes, where
agamst my will I had agreed to be the President of the Jury of
the Film Festival Having accepted the presidency at Brussels,
because I am Belgian, and because the government wanted it, ¥
could not refuse Cannes

Few days’ trip to Paris for clothes and other things Then
the month of May, all or nearly all in Cannes, with several
days at the Bernard Buffets’ on the way back

Second novel After all this agitation, necessarily a Maigret
After abandoning another within the first day. I believe that 1
mentioned 1t elsewhere to emphasize that the Maigret, actually,
repeated the same tonality It was Maigret et les Vieillards

We decided to spend ten days, end of July. with the chil-
dren, except for Pierre, in Venice This represented several

*The sensational trial for murder of a distinguished Geneva lawyer.
Pierre Jaccoud
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hours alone with D. We have to steal them If she is m my
study with me, somebody bothers us every ten minutes, some-
times one of the children, sometimes a secretary or a maid

We mimpose the discipline of eating with the family on our-
selves, so we eat at children’s hours, hours as strict as those of
a boarding house. twelve thirty and, 1n the evening, quarter to
seven

Having sketched the year grosso modo, 1 will try to show a
day, since they are necessarily a good deal alike. I don’t speak
of the times when I'm writing novels, when the schedule never
varies '

Most often, when D comes to wake me with my tea (since
I'm not allowed coffee) Johnny has already left for school at
seven twenty.

It's Marie-Jo’s turn to get dressed, to decide what she will
wear, what she will eat, etc

Boule (the cook) comes up for the menu. The telephone
rings One of the secretaries arrives Errands must be assigned
to Alphonse (the chauffeur)

Three days a week, massage Three days without

If it’s a day with, D. spends from eight to nine having hers. I
from nine to ten

On a day without, T dress while the staff passes through the
boudoir and the telephone rings.

1 love thus hour. Pierre comes and crawls around our legs
Only, among so many comings and goings, it’s useless for me
to try to have a moment alone with D.

1 go down to my study at about mine fifteen Read the mail
Glance at the papers Light my fire I go upstairs again five or
SIx times during the morning

Often, a short walk to the wvillage to meet Pierre, who is
taking the air with his nurse

Then, almost always. something to do in Lausanne Even if
it 1sn’t necessary. T like towns in the morning Take photos to

be developed, buy this or that. books or records ... 1t doesn't
matter, ..

Return The study. Read the dailies or the weeklics.

Luncheon with the family. Then D comes to have her
coffee m my study.
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Day with errands or without errands? I mean for her. Pur-
chase of things for the children. undervear, dentist. doctor,
harrdresser.  If yes, 1 accompany her and I wait from store
to store which doesn't bother me. on the contrary

Return Read the afternoon paper. D downstairs with her
secretaries 1 agam i my study, where the children come to
sec me onc by one Reading. Medical reviews or others Or
else a few hines of some historical work, or 1 memoir. ..

And already its dinnertime Pierre 1 bed. Dinner over,
Marie-Jo goes up first and goes to bed. accompanied by her
mother. who tucks her 1n while 1 watch the television news
with Johnny.

At eight thirty I put Johnny i bed in my turn D. bricfs the
staff for the next day, sometimes goes down to dictate in her
office Then I watch television for a little 1f it's worth it. Most
often I read. skipping from onc to another.

I wait Around eleven or eleven thirty, D comes up and we
£0 to bed, after kissing the sleeping children

This seems very hittle set down that way, perhaps empty, all
the same there’s not a moment lost, so to speak, especially for
D.. who juggles time from morning to night.

Not once, this year, have we gone to the movies Nor to the
theatre. Nor to dinner in town .

Four or five times, around nine thirty, we have taken a break

and gone for a walk, arm-in-arm, on the Rue de Bourg,
window-shopping

Then, when a journahst asks us:

‘How do you spend your days?’

What to tell him?

Even this truth s only approximate And, if one subtracts
our trips, the novels, the peniods during which we have a visi-
tor in the house, how many days are left in the year?

Which do I Iike best? Two kinds. Those that I've just des-
cribed, and those that Wwe spend in Paris in Milan, in Florence,
or elsewhere (soon 1n Cannes!), D and I, above all when we
can avoid seeing other people Then I have her to myself.

Today. Sunday afternoon, she 1s 1n her office I m my study
Prerre 15 walking 1n the garden: the other two, with therr
friends. are playing music in the playroom A typical family
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Sunday. And perhaps, soon, I will be able to persuéde D togo
with me for a ride for half an hour That will make it a lucky
Sunday.

We didn’t do it on purpose, neither she nor I, loading our-
sclves with all this work, taking all these cares on our shoul-
ders, It 1sn’t a question of ambition or a question of money.
Letters ptle up They must be answered And these novels writ-
ten on this desk in eight days go from country to country, on
the radio, on television, 1n films, make so much to-do...

And readers demand to be told that.. tobetoldif.. tobe
sent this or that

Some ask for one or ten millions, or a house, or a car This
week someone demanded a cow from us!

But now, when I recall the time when I used to go horseback
riding or when I fished, or when I went one hundred kilo-
meters n the car to play golf and had guests almost every day,
those years seem to me a frightening void.

And the present years are too short and so fult

Had just written this schedule when I realized that it 1s only
valid for a rather short period Three years ago, for example, I
went twice 1n a week in the morning to do the marketing m
Morges I love markets. I rush to them each time I am n a
new country or in a new region After several months, when I
know everyone, I'm tired of it. It was the same thing with
Cannes, where, however, 1t lasted longer, because of the col-
our, the unique atmosphere.

All in all, from time to time, we adopt a new routme which
scems to us permanent

With fixed points 1n the schedule, however, which have been
the same everywhere we have hved, hike our Iittle rides in the
car, D. and I, and like our brief trips together

Same day, cvening

Each person tries so hard to exist' Tt is perhaps the epla-

nation of all human behaviour Each onc wants to be, from the
weakest, the most helpless child.

147



Monday, 5 December

A little phrase from last evening, though 1t isn’t very orignzal,
keeps runming through my head I think that if T rewrote ‘Le
Roman de I'Homme’ T would place this need to exst ahead of
fear Its importance 1s clear in criminology, for example, or mn
psychiatry and, I think, in psychoanalysis It would come be-
fore sexuality, becausc 1t may be one of the reasons for sex-
uality.

Never mind That's not my concern. In fact, T would like,
only for this notebook, to know shorthand, in order not always
to be slowed down by writing I think some author kept his
notes 1n shorthand, but I can’t remember which one. T took one
lesson in shorthand at about seventeen, when I was a reporter.
It was m the evening, 1n a dreary place, a class for mediocre,
slow, and also dreary adults, and I never went back

I come back to my vacation homework. I had said: schedule
That's done )

Now, the other chapter reading. If the idea came to me it
must have been when I was changing the arrangement of books
in the different libraries 1n the house, and I came upon a book
by Quéneau in which, somewhere, among many others, T listed
the books I would take to a desert sland. I had no recollection
of this Each week one gets such questionnamres. I answer,
because I don’t want to be hurtful to a journalist Briefly, Al-
most always m a word or two, for each question, on the ques-
tronnaire itself And behold, 1t winds up m a work published by
the Nouvelle Revue Francaise! (Parenthetically, I admire
Quéneau a great deal )

I've often been asked which books have had a formative
influence on me and I may not always have given the same
answer Because you can’t give an absolute truth in a few
words And one would get a false 1dea of my reading from

studying my hbrary Each time we've moved, I've sold a
quarter, sometimes half my books *

*The truth 1s I've only sold books at the begmning of my Paris career,
most of them first editions found in bookstalls during my adolescence
Afterwards, I gave them away or ¢ven threw them away (these weren’t first
editions any more!) They were replaced by others, then by others, and now
there are only books I keep for my children.
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For instance, I think I never mentioned that I read the
Comtesse de Ségur, or Jules Verne, which I did, however, like
all the children of my generation At what age? Very early,
surely Between eight and thirteen, probably, for at twelve I
was at Alexandre Dumas Pére, and so on to ... Paul de
Kock I also read several Fantomas, not many, with a certain
twinge, as 1f this were backsliding, and at about thirteen or
fourteen, after Fenimore Cooper and Walter Scott, the Rus-
sians, from Pushkin to Gorky through Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, and
above all Gogol, my favourite.

I never liked Turgenev Balzac before, durmg, and after, in
smaller doses That went by periods. Then there was, among
others, the period of plays all of Labiche, all of Augier,
all Alexandre Dumas Fils, -and even Meilhac and Halévy
Why?

Auguste Comte, around sixteen or seventeen (I’'m not men-
tionmng the authors I studied in school), and Dickens at the
same time as Shakespeare.

Among my friends, I was the only one who didn’t like Ana-
tole France and didn’t like any novels n yellow covers, which
later turned into novels 1n white covers I preferred Descartes,
Pascal, and above all Montaigne. who, for ten years at least.
was my bedside book

Hated Barrés and Bourget, whom I put on the same level as
Georges Ohnet or Jules Claretie.

Mad about Maeterlinck for two years.

Then even madder about Conrad and Stevenson (above all
the Stevenson of Tuamotu, of whom JI found footprmts later,
first 1n the Pacific, then in Monterey, in California, where one
can still see the house near the harbour where he lived).

At about twenty-three or twenty-four i Paris, I bought at
one swoop the entire Collection Budé Greek and Latin clas-
sics, m French, alas, since I only did a year of Latin before
branching off into the sciences. Ate them up greedily.

A httle later discovered Faulkner, Dreiser, Sherwood Ander-
son (whom I Iiked very much), then finally Dos Passos and ..
The Magic Mountain My greatest admiration for an Ameri-

can writer went to Mark Twain and to the customs officer of
the whale
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I read - and liked - Swann and Within q Budding Groye at
twenty-two, at the same time that I was discovering the first
translation of Freud,

For years, I devoured one to three books a day, from
Goethe (Dichtung und Wahrheit 1s my favourite) to Napo-
leon’s letters

Then suddenly, around the age of twenty-seven, I decided to
stop reading novels, except an occasional foreign one and the
classics It took an lness, 1n 1944, for me to reread from
beginning to end, m sequence, first all of Proust, then all of
Balzac, and later aj of Stendhal (whom I admire but who
makes me bristle, while Proust always charms me, and some-
times Claudel)

I must be forgetting some, but not a Iot, 1n any case not the
ones that count If 1 tiry to sum up, I find the greatest enthu-
siasm for the Russians, then for the English, the Americans,
the French coming last Why? I don’t know Perhaps because
they, are moralists rather than novelists Perhaps also because,
m Balzac 1n particular, money 1s the basis of most of the con-
flicts I prefer the soul, Protestant though 1t 15, of Melville

Read and reread the Bible and the Gospels many times, as
well as the Cuvil and Pena] Codes Reread them still in small
doses

Tried to read Gide, with whom I was to become friendly
Couldn’t Never told him o)

I read, less for my novels than out of curiosity, almost all
that has beep Wwritten about criminology and continue to read

This nterest EIows continually and 1 now devour American,
English, French, ang Swiss medical reviews I don’t read all of
them, of courge I don’t have the scientific background Many
things are beyond me, or, in order to understand them, I'd
have to do much research But I'm lazy,

It’s a curious enough mechanism that directs my present
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reading. I pass, for example and by chance, from a work on
prehistoric animals to a work on palacontology which suggests
several others, which 1n turn lead me to books on biology

On a tangent apropos of blood types I'm ofl on a study of
human races The connection 1s unexpected and my bookstore
1s always surprised by my orders, which aren’t suggested by the
preceding ones.

Actually, I know nothing I wander about 1 the knowledge
of others, trying to establish, for my personal use, some sort of
balance

By the same token I am not good at any sport because I -
have practised them all a little, in the same way that I know
nothing 1n depth because I go into everything as an amateur

Here and there, 1n all these works, in all these reviews, I am
seeking, ultimately, clues that will permit me to understand
man a little better.

And man today - this brings me to my little phrase of Jast
evening — is very troubled. He who has so much need of being
sees his sense of being diminishing as his knowledge of the
worlds grows The infinitely large or cosmic space on the one
hand The infinitely small on the other.

So here he is, caught between these two infinities, knowing
everything except the essential, which means knowing nothing,
contemplating innumerable worlds 1 which his place appears
more and more puny. N

Hasn’t 1t become obvious, from the arts, from the press,
from the mood of the people, that human bemngs are develop-
g a complex?

Man is no longer ‘the chosen® .. He isn’t even ‘the least of
these’ any more.

He makes use of physical laws that he does not understand
and he understands still less — less and less as medicine pro-
gresses — what goes on within himself.

One of my American friends, a doctor, editor ,of a medical
review, professor of medical history, has written a fascinating
book. The Antibiotic Saga It combines the history of the fight
against the viruses, the story of their discovery, and, msofar as
1t is known, the history of the viruses themselves
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I would have been 1mbued with the 1deas and prejudices of that
time

Of course, I am present and I have been present at events
from which I suffer or have suffered I have known two wars,
two occupations, which I consider worse than war. We have
known mass assassinations, whether in Germany, Poland, or
Hiroshima Today we are still experiencing political events
which even the least informed people suspect small imndecencies
or great ones, whether in the East, in the USA, 1n Africa, or
mn France. Have the human masses become better (this word
must be defined and stripped of its moral sense) and are the
leaders, politicians, financiers, or others, less self-interested
than before?

I don’t know at all. T don’t try to know It seems to me,
however, that — being what I am — I would have suffered a
great deal more in any other century than in this one. Even in
the Great Ages of History, in Egypt, in Greece or in Rome,
later 1n France, 1n Spain, m Florence or in Venice, n London
or in Amsterdam.

Have we become sentimental? And is that good or bad? Is it
a form of degeneration? Have we deviated from our origmns
and from human evolution and from laws unknown to us
which have imbued this evolution?

I know nothing about that cither

I am happy to hve in our time and I am quite proud of 1t 1n
spite of 1ts imperfections because:

Even if brutahties are still committed daily, for the most
part brutality 1s condemned;

Even 1f man is not as free as he thinks, slavery has practic-
ally ceased to exist,

Even if questions of race and colour are often nothing but a
pohitical platform, hundreds of thousands of men sincerely be-
lieve that each human being 1s human,

Tens of thousands of young people, all over the world, re-

fuse to kill “legally’, refuse to learn to kill and prefer prison to
military service,

I many continue to kill amimals for pleasure or vamty. a

great number prefer to hunt with a camera, that 1s to study the
amimal world rather than to destroy it,
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The American commander who directed the attack on Hiro-
shima commutted suicide ten years later:

The pilot of the planc that dropped the bomb tried to
kill himself twice, and today, after having stolen the most out-
landish things, is committed to a psychiatric hospital (to be
accurate, he has just escaped).

The ‘strong’ have a bad conscience and to mamtain their
position are obliged to protect or pretend to protect the weah:

Even if social classes still exist, no one, n his heart of
hearts, believes 1in them any more,

One dares to speak or write without too much fear — of
ridicule or prison - things that once were only whispered, at
the risk of martyrdom, within certain religious and philo-
sophical sects;

Man 1 general has lost his pride and his self-sufficiency and
1s begmning to realize that he 1s not the lord of creation, made
n the image of a god, but a fraction of a whole which can only
be glimpsed by him;

The scientists, with every new discovery, admit that far from
advancing them, it causes them to retreat. in other words. m-
stead of leading to a conclusion, each new discovery poses new
questions;

The .

And many other reasons, 1f only small ones, throwing a
more or less dim hght.

There remain more “in spite ofs’. Why cite them, when they
still overwhelm us?

But those tiny lights growing ever more numerous, and scat-
tered over a continuously expanding part of the earth, are
enough to give me hope and even some pride

I believe 1n man

Even and above all if he seems to be going agamnst certamn
biological laws (or what appear to us as such) of natural selec-
tion and therefore the elimmation of the weak.

I believe in man even if my reason. .
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“ Sunday, 11 December 1960

D and I should leave for Cannes to see our doctor, who as a
rule gmives us an annual check-up But because D , especially in
the last few days, has had health troubles, we have been staying
m a Lausanne clinic since yesterday. D. 1s in the room I
occupied a few months ago when I was operated on Yester-
day, X-rays Tomorrow kidney and bladder tests, day after
tomorrow the stomach, Wednesday, etc. ~

My mother used to say to me, as I've told in Pedigree:

‘If you aren’t good and if you wear me out, they’ll have to
take me to the hospital ’

And she would talk to me about her ‘organs’. I held it against
her for a long time I no longer do because I understand that
these were the ideas, the terms, of her time and that lacking a
superior intelligence, she could not react otherwise.

Something 1s not as it should be mm D, something that sn’t
serious as blood tests show, but that has to be tracked down.

Not only in my mother’s time, but even i 1930, the_ great
doctors admitted that aside from a few exceptional cases
(mostly surgical) they could not cure but only help the patient
1o recover.

I am speakmg of the great ones, because the others, like
primitive sorcerers, solemnly played their role of omniscient
healer Some of these are still around.

Today, medicine often heals The strange thing 1s that some-
times it does not know why. It only knows how.

Some admit it. others don’t I knmow I am repeating
myself. I'm going 1n circles, with the intention of reaching the
core

Yesterday, this morning this afternoon, de Gaulle is speak-
mg in Algerrza The papers, and not only the French ones,
prawse lus high-mindedness, his clarity, his courage. etc But let
us read his speeches coldly. They are only chichés and false
Machiavellianism A pastiche There 1s fighting in the streets of
Algiers He has flattered this one and that one ~ for two vears
~ and deceived them all

Like the doctors in morning coats and top hats (they .are
gone now. for quite some time) in Harley Street.
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Something to talk about with Johnny, just now He's m-
trigued by 1t.

‘Suppose,’ I'll say to him, ‘he served them up the truth’

To make 1t clear, I'll tell him the almost infallible method, if
not of winning a woman, at least of making a friend of her:
tell her that she 1s exceptional, that she must have an intense
mner life, feel alien among others, etc No more difficult with a
man. he’s strong . a real male one knows onc can de-
pend on him .

No one accepts being hike others. No one accepts the
truth

Few newspapers, because of the lterary prizes, no doubt,
mention L'Ours en Peluche. Those who speak of 1t and praise
1t nevertheless rate it below what they call my great books Le
Président, Le Fils, for example.

But mn Le Président, there was still a part that was ‘con-
trived” I didn’t know how to be real from begmnning to end
Nor in Le Fils, in which there 15 still some of the conventional,
ready-made, artificial man

All this 1s linked together We use electricity, but as I was
walking in town day before yesterday I saw that almost every-
one is satisfied with a little yellow forty-watt light I had to
change all the bulbs in our room in the clinic to be able to see
Electricity may exist, but with our feclings we cling to gaslight
The same for the rest

We discover we discover  But, basically, we refuse to
adapt ourselves to those discoveries We hive ‘as 1if’ .. And to
change one small 1dea, one small.habit of the masses, takes
decades

All this 1s confused and doesnt mean much No more, to
me, than the war m Algeria What 1s important, at this
moment, are D ’s tests, her health, finding the cog that 1s out
of order and restoring balance as quickly as possible.

There are millions of us 1 the same condition and still the

papers thmk they thrll us by announcing catastrophes n
enormous headlines

My wife and my children
’ What good does 1t do me to get upset if man is not the way
I"d like him to be? (By what right? In whose name?)
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Four days ago for the first time I saw D. really sgﬁering,
giving 1n to suffering, without being able to comfort her That
upset me more than a war.

- 17 December 1960

Ouf! A week in the clmic with D., who took all the tests
imaginable I know that she entered against her will, and even,
for the first time, with superstitious fear, for many reasons
which T understand or guess She said nothing, showed nothmng
. of all this She was a brave girl, as they say in the Midi

And we left with a weight off our shoulders Nothing
organic. Metabolic troubles. Really exhaustion after a hectic,
sometimes agonizing year during which she was spared noth-
mg Now 1t 1s a question of patience and will. In three months,
I am sure, it will all be over. But we must be together more
often, the two of us.

A new period 1s beginning, full of promuse.

If only D weren’t so scrupulous and did not always want to
do everything for everybody, as 1f 1t were their due! I would
like to change this character trait of hers,-as if her character
weren’t a whole

Because they have created such a goodly number of these
Jansenists I have come to hate religious educators, I who hate
no one And all those ostentatiously well-meaning people who
do not suffer from their own scruples because these are only
superficial, but who often spoil the joy of others who feel more
deeply.

This leads us too far afield and I have always forbidden
myself to speak of religion. It is true that this is not so much a
matter of religion as of certain religious people

Not exactly true, insofar as I'm concerned, nor with regard
to D. It s truly Rehgion and Morality with capitals that
spoilled my adolescence, which perhaps left scars on a part of
my life, and which almost definitively handicapped D.

My God, how did anyone dare invent original sin?

I've tried to spare my children that. Have I succeeded? I
hope so.
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Marc 15 coming tomight, with his wife, for less than twenty-
four hours I'll go bring him from the station a hittle before
midnight, hike a guest.

When I became a father and a long time afterwards, T prom-
ised myself always to keep a room 1n my house for each child,
to keep the child from feeling cut off (I think I mentioned the
tepid fruit dish before, i which 1 dealt with this question mn a
pseudo-poetic form Scen from the point of view of the son,
since I was seventeen at the time). T was naive. Children
eventually need to feel themselves strangers in the paternal
house

I envy merchants, mdustrialists, certain craftsmen whose
skills can be passed on from father to son. Two generations,
sometimes three, work side by side.

It 1s 2 simphistic 1dea 1 hnow cases of this kind. But I don’t
know one that 1s without friction

So0? Why must we spend so much of our lives getting nid of
ready-made 1deas? Why don’t we teach cveryone, from chil-
dren to grown men, to face reality with equanmmity? Why
create false hopes, baseless enthusiasms, a whole mess of
fictitious feelings?

This 15 Iinked to what T wrote about religion

Why always turn your back on reality, by God!

Monday, 19 December 1960

I feel embarrassed. When 1 started this notebook I wondered if
I would let D reag It. as 1t went along Not as with my novels,
chapter by chapter ag they are finished, in order to discuss
them together But whenever she wanted

On the one hand, 1t would have bothered me to keep these
pages secret, since we hide nothing from each other On the
other, as I knew that T would speak about her or about the
children, T wag afraid that some of my notes would seem to
have been written with a purpose.

But that 1sn’t what has happened I don’t want to put any-
thing here that 1s not completely sincere, or to gloss anything
over, for example thoughts that might diminish me 1n the eyes
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of others or make me ridiculous, All the more reason for writ-
ing nothing here to please. g -

I pomnt out that D will have the right, if this notebook 1s
published some day, to suppress the passages in 1t that are’
about her I don’t want her to, or wish her to, but I insist on
giving her this liberty.

This said, let’s go back to the climic then, where she under-
went a certain number of pamful tests She 1s gomng to need to
keep, for a certain length of time, to a regimen of half-idleness
which, for her, 1s the worst thing of all.

Now this 1s the very moment when I feel a need to write
things about her which might seem adapted for the occasion.
That’s not the case If I note them today, 1t’s because, in the
clinic, T thought of her a great deal, about certain characteris-
tics of hers, because I made a sort of assessment and because I
must put 1t on paper before my ideas get out of focus

Two or three days ago I spoke of her Jansenism. What I said
1s both™true and false I could say that even after fifteen years
of intimate life with D every so often I can be wrong about
her, for a few hours or a few days, and always in the same
way Then I bristle and I suppose that I become pretty dis-
agreeable

What causes 1t? And why this consistency of error, its regu-
larity, as 1t were? I think I understand and I would ke to
explain

I'm apt to apply the word ‘perfectiomist’ to her. And 1t is
true that she is one Only, thuis word can be used for either
praise or blame In any event, it describes only part of her
character And the mystical leanings of a certain period, her
adolescence 1n particular, and the rebellions that preceded and
followed this mysticism, are not an adequate explanation
either.

I've met many people. I've known them, very well, all kinds
But I've never seen anyone as tortured as D. by the need to do
everything just right. Not only to do everything right, but to do
her utmost. And even more than her utmost.

A meed for intensity, in short A nced to excel, cven in the
smallest matters of daily life.

Also a need to exist, to be useful, if not indispensable. To be
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Marc 1s coming tonight, with his wife, for less than twenty-
four hours TII go bring him from the station a little before
midnight, like a guest.

When I became a father and a long time afterwards, I prom-
ised myself always to keep a room 1n my house for each child,
to keep the child from feeling cut off (I think I mentioned the
tepid fruit dish before, in which I dealt with this question mn a
pseudo-poetic form Seen from the pomt of view of the son,
smce I was seventeen at the time). I was naive. Children
eventually need to feel themselves strangers in the paternal
house.

I envy merchants, mndustrialists, certain craftsmen whose
skills can be passed on from father to son. Two generations,
sometimes three, work side by side

It is a simplistic 1dea. T know cases of this kind. But I don’t
know one that 1s without friction

So? Why must we spend so much of our Lives getting rid of
ready-made 1deas? Why don’t we teach everyone, from chil-
dren to grown men, to face reality with equanimity? Why
create false hopes, baseless enthusiasms, a whole mess of
fictitious feelings?

This 1s Iinked to what I wrote about religion

Why always turn your back on reality, by God!

Monday, 19 Decemnber 1960

I feel embarrassed When T started this notebook I wondered if
I would let D read 1t, as 1t went along Not as with my novels,
chapter by chapter as they are finished, in order to discuss
them together. But whenever she wanted

On the one hand, 1t would have bothered me to keep these
pages secret, since we hide nothing from each other On the
other, as I knew that | would speak about her or about the
children, T was afraid that some of my notes would seem to
have been Written with g purpose.

But that jsp’t what has happened I don’t want to put any-
thing here that 15 not completely Sincere, or to gloss anything
over, for example thoughts that mught diminish me 1n the eyes
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Enough! T'll end on a lighter note: Why isn’t she, why
aren’t we all, God Almighty?

And all her life she will be torn with angwish, other people’s
anguish and her own.

All her Iife she will eat her heart out, sure that she 1s n-
adequate to her task.

Agamst this, I'm helpless

21 December 1960

Even as a small child, as long ago as I can remember, I used to ~
become so emotional that I would sob all by myself or clench
my fists with rage, with helplessness — and this still happens to
me at fifty-eight. The human being is capable of the greatest
heroism, the greatest sacrifices He 1s capable of devoting his
entire life to the sole concern of making another being happy.
Is this not what is called love? And yet, he 1s incapable of
dommating an access of 1ll-humour caused by a trifle, a minor
untruth, a troubled night, a headache, a fleeting 1rritation

The same person who understood the other or others so
well, who at bottom still understands, suddenly becomes un-
reachable, gripped by a fixed idea, and there he 1s, unhappy
and humiliated, a victim of an objectless rage — or one whose
object is ridiculous.

If this happened only to the weak, the ignorant, the obtuse,
the violent-tempered Not so! it happens to the best.

This, perhaps, is what in my eyes gives the truest measure of
man And the most humiliating

In the same vein, man 1s capable of absolute sincerity and
cou,ntless are those who have preferred death to retraction. Yet
1 would bet that even these were not above petty deceptions.

22 December 1960

"In Le Fils T took an actuary as a character. These are un-
questionably the people who cast the coldest eye on human
life, passions, etc., since they study man only from the point of
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view of insurance companies So many chances for such an
mdividual to hive so many years, to have a fire, an automobile
accident, a personal tragedy . . calculated in figures

They don't, as for mstance many doctors do, read a paper at
the Academy of Medicine, write an article or a report fo.r a
journal, or present a daring hypothesis calculated to lend im-
portance to the author,

The actuary 1s a boring gentleman He may occasionally be
mistaken 1 a particular case Not too often Never in his
general forecasts, where 1t 15 not a matter of science but of
money, the sacred money of the companices

The world as seen by these people. No room for philosophy,
for feelings, no place at all for the approximate, for the
nuances of art A sort of X-ray of the world, of society,

All that has to be false And yet close enough to the truth,
since the estimates have to be more or less accurate

Good risk Poor risk Bad risk

In contrast to them, the psychologists, who, in place of
figures, use abstract terms It s true that psychologists, in their
turn, make tests, establish quotas, norms, apply them even fo
children

All this to lead up to a nomenclature No inchnation to
describe a state of mind, a psychological state. Only a timetable.
a schedule,

Woke at eight o’clock Melting snow, still white on the
fields There are workmen all over the house They have re-
Placed the floors 1 the diming room and in the playroom For
a week furnitore piled 1 the hall of the second floor and 1n the
drawing room ag f in preparation for an auction Now, a
cleaning tcam (of five or six) attacks the house floor by floor.

IS morning, 1t’s the turn of my study and the kitchen.

Three or four cups of tea.

I shave and take my bath, Iistening to the radio W_hlIe my
wife has her massage

Nine o’clock Massage until 9, 50. | dress, go down to read
the mail 1 one of the first-floor offices

In town with Marie-Jo Take the five prints that B Buffet

sent me for Christmas to the framer. Then send chocolates to
Someone who was left off the Iist Yesterday.
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Florist Sent flowers to different people . Lausanne for
Christmas The out-of-town ones were ordered yesterday by
telephone.

Stationers Buy paper for Christmas wrapping

Then, still with Marie-Jo, buy a present for her little friend.

Back at eleven thirty. The Christmas tree has come. We'll
trim 1t tomorrow when Johnny will be on vacation

Glance at papers. At 12.45 we go to lunch at the mn (for
lack of usable kitchen The whole household goes 1o teams)

When we get back I hight a fire . my former study on the
ground floor. Papers. Leave at three o’clock with D Errands 1
to the tailor to try on some smoking jackets

Then to some other place, to buy sheepskin jacket. D. during
this time is shopping for clothes for Pierre and underwear for
Marie-To We run mto each other from store to store the
length of the Rue de Bourg

Choose a present for 2 woman who just had a baby.

Buy a mackinaw for D.

When we get back, the upholsterer 1s finishing hanging the '
curtains returned from the cleaner, the carpet man brings back
the clean carpets too.

In the halls, on the stairs, we meet people we don't know.

The new jazz drums for Johnny have come and I spend an
hour putting them together, for there are always mysterious
things to fiddle with.

6 45 to the mn, where we all dine together, with the cook,
the valet, and one of the maids

Back again. News programme on French TV Put Johnny
to bed after having looked at his school drawings, which sur-
prise me

Another half hour of television, alone in the drawing room
Then rejomn D. in her officc Back to drawing room upstairs,
where we show the nurse our purchases for Pierre

That's all I forgot This morning T ordered holly and mistle-
toe. And this afternoon I bought myself some gloves

It 1s still snowing It may be a white Christmas.

This time that's really all We are gomng to go upstairs, kiss
the children. take a phenobarbital, and sleep. I haven't done
any thinking. I think of nothing The proof! Tomorrow
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waking at eight o’clock Tea. Bath. Drive D. to the hairdresser at
ten o'clock. T will probably do errands and 1n the afternoon 1
will put the hights up on the tree Then I'll watch the children
decorate 1t

I dont know just why, opening this notcbook with the idea
of writing* nothing, I thought of my actuary.

Incidentally Met Geraldime Chaplin, who 1s sixteen She

Was carrying Christmas packages. Everyone at her house has
the fiu

23 December
Hallelujah!

24 December
The Christmas spirit At last!

25 December

Is 1t from Epictetus? T think so Anyway, I'm too lazy to find
the source, less thap three yards from me ‘Of the ten evils we
fear, only one happens to us So, we will suffer nine times for
nothig * Very approximate quotation

A perfect Christmas, 1n spite of my fears One of the best,
the most perf ect, the most ‘complete’, )
Thank you, God!

And, last might. two good hours, real ones, with D That
makes up for everything

30 December 1960

10 o’clock in the mormng

Strange end of the ye
1 good shape T tog
theless . Three t
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changes In the evening, I go to sleep confident, D. in my arms,
sure that the release will come And mn the morming 1t begins
all over again

She’s trying, though If not, all would be grey, without a ray
of sun. The moment must not have come yet It can happen
soon, tomorrow, 1 ten days, and then our life will go back to
Its true rhythm She i1s worn out and, suddenly, without
cnergy, mncapable of taking things hightly.

We are all subject to this and at this very poimnt medical
seience, as a rule so cocksure, 1s the most helpless An infinj-
tesimal change 1n the quantity of such and such an acid and
our whole equilibrium 1s threatened. It has happened before
and I feel confident because I know she will respond suddenly.
In the meantime . . . .

The day I first met her, m New York, when, after our
luncheon at the Brussels, we went for a walk in Central Park,
she left me to do an errand, promising to meet me at the
Drake I wated for her for about an hour I didn't know her.

At first T read peacefully Then for the first time 1n my life T
felt a painful contraction in my breast and said to myself;

‘Maybe she won’t come.’

Smnce then, I have had that sensation again each time there
has been the shightest cloud between us

This time the cloud is not mental: it 1s neither misunder-
standing nor Irritation, none of the things that can separate,
for an hour, people who love each other

A chemical formula. A reaction which will come She is in
bed, this morning, which is best. Perhaps this afternoon? ...
Tomorrow? . .

I am going to the taillor with Johnny. There is snow. It is
freczing The sun 1s shining

Iam waiting

Soon, perhaps, to change my mood, 'l try to write, without
much conviction. on another subject. But for the moment
nothing outside of D is important T prefer that she should not

read this before the reaction has occurred Then she will be
able to smile about 1t with me,

Four oclock Success? Partial success? I should know that it
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1s not a question of hours but of weeks, and all the same 1
always count in hours

Instcad of going to bed as she meant to do at one point, D.
came to walk i the snow with Johnny and Marie-Jo. All four
in furred parkas in the white village, we must have made 2
winter scene for a calendar Now, I am going out agamn with

Prerre I have had cnough of my armchair by the fire. I need
air, cold, movement, activity.

Five o’clock I've been much more affected than I could have
beheved, yesterday and the day before, by pictures of the Bel-
gian troubles on television I don't feel myself any more Bel-
gian than French, American, or Swiss, I must alrcady have
said so Belgium 1s the country where, I think, I would lcast
Iike to live, while, 1f T had a preference (I haven't for the
moment), 1t 1s the only place that T would designate as the
‘resting place for my ashes’ I say ashes, for I want to be
cremated

The pictures of slow, silent crowds m the strects lined with
closed shutters recalled to me the strihe in my childhood which
I tried to describe 1 Pedigree And suddenly I feel very near,
very mvolved with these people (I speak of a social class that I
scarcely know, that I never was a part of, and which, actually,
I almost feared)

I also react to the events in Algeria, of course, and I am
distressed by the behind-the-scenes mtrigues there and m the
Congo

Last evening, however, i bed, I was tempted to make 2
gesture and only hesitated because it would have seemed
theatrical

In 1952 T had to be forced (correspondence proves it) to join
the Belgian Academy T only went near the place once On the
same trip, I was given the decoration of officer of the Order of
the Crown, as a surprise, and I swear T wasn't expecting 1t

The journalists thought I was moved while actually T was
upset, upset above all at having to say thanks. At the Brussels
Exhibition, for which I had reluctantly accepted the presidency
of the Film Festival, I was given another decoration, Com-
mander, I believe — I know nothing about it — of the Order of
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Leopold And this time I blushed, furiously, because I had been
given this distinction . at the distribution of the Festival
prizes, as 1f 1n payment for having accepted this boring job!

I don’t belong to any society. I have never been secretary,
treasurer, honorary president of anything whatsoever

I confess that I would like to send my resignation to that
academy of which I am only a nominal member, to send back
the two decorations which I have worn just once and, at the
same time, send back to France the Legion of Honour which I
was given when I was 1n New York (It was said that I had
solicited it. It has been said of others I know this i1s notso )

This 1s how things happened My friend Georges Charensol,
of the Nouvelles Littéraires, wrote me that he and his friends
had proposed me for the Legion of Honour; all he wanted me
{o do was to sign a form. On the face of 1t, 1t was an apphca-
tion But I would have rejected Charensol and my friends at
the Nouvelles Litté1au es by not signing

In short, I would like to be rid of these medals which were
given me by people whom I don’t respect, who represent a
world that has always been foreign to me.

I am tempted to send a telegram to La Wallone which is at
the head of the rebel movement of the Belgian people to tell
them that I am with them '

But these are theatrical gestures that go agamst my gram.
Where 1s freedom? And isn’t silence sometimes the more diffi-
cult option? .

1 begmn to understand a terrible saying of Léon Blum’s in the
French Chamber in 1936. ‘Bourgeors, I hate you!’

I know, I have met, I still meet here, 1n Paris, 1n Cannes, in
Venice, in Nice, in the luxury hotels, and 1n mght clubs the
people Léon Blum was speaking of and whom I knew only
shghtly at that period, because of whom there is fighting in the
Congo, 1n Algeria, 1n Cuba, and, in some measure, all over the
world, the people who are waiting for the end of the Belgian
crisis in the hope that the government will be ‘tough’ .

I even had one to dinner last week

And 1 believe that I hate them too

Or at least that I would hate them 1f I really thought them
capable of the Machiavelllamism of which they boast and if. in
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my heart of hearts because of the close view | get of them, 1
did not know that they are pitiable,

But that they should draw me nto their mner sanctums or
cover me with their hardware

I've given the medals I've recenved to my children to play
with and make fun of. T swear, no matter what the circum-
stances, never to accept another ribbon, another medal,
another title.

31 December 1960

Yesterday, 30 December 1960, when everywhere in the world
cavalry 15 motorized, and cven hearses, when horses are no
longer kept for the big White House parades (too cxpensive),
cte, etc, 1n 1960, yes, yesterday, 1 saw mounted police charge
a crowd with drawn swoi ds,

T saw them on television It happened in Brussels It was
sudden, anachronistic, a Detaille painting 1in motion

No doubt Algerian paratroopers” machine guns are snore
murderous, and even the so-called practice grenades

I would be surprised if those horsemen and those waving
swords did not stay n the minds of tens of thousands of
people who watched the spectacle on their screens hihe a sort
of nightmare

It 1s true that during the last war and after, torture was used
In a perfectly official way, as m the Middle Ages

However, the papers were amazed —~ and indignant - that
some people, white or black, were dismissed during the recent
and continuing troubles 1n the Congo.

I'm not speaking of us this morning, of D and me Chut!
-+ Who knows?  1'm walking on tiptoc. ..

1 January, 3-30 a m.

(}}]ood, excellent New Year's Eve All the staff out, including
the nurse, Pierre and Morie-Jo 1n bed Johnny with us at the
television until eleven thirty D and T to bed at two thirty
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Good awakening Good morning Johnny, Pierre, and I gomg
to Morges then Lausanne, while Marie-Jo paimts a canvas for
a present for her brother

Everyone out again Nana comes in and stays in the house
with Pierre while D , the two children, and I go to lunch at the
Lausanne-Palace. Almost perfect mood, perfect, finally, after a
threat of storm

It’s a lttle like the time between two seasons Such com-
parisons are overused, but one rediscovers them in experi-
encing them. Between our states of well-being — physical and
mental - and the states of the sky, there are analogies, above
all n the between-times, when the weather is neither good nor
bad, when 1t 1s nerther winter nor spring, neither summer or
autumn,

Everything can change in a moment in one direction or the
other. One feels worried, sometimes oppressed. Perhaps, after
all, the same laws govern these transformations. We make
artificial ones for each kind, for man, for the different races,
the different categories, the amimals, the vegetables, the planets,
when there is probably a certain unity that we miss

That’s encouraging If there 1s not yet secure, stable good
weather on the barometer this time, still, for as long as 1t lasts,
it promises that this will come soon

I'm beginning to relax. to think of my next novel. A Mai-
gret? A non-Maigret? I would prefer the latter but perhaps I'd
be playing safe to put off a real novel until March

The children have been delightful, all three, and Marc tele-
phoned us before going to spend New Year’s Eve with a friend
in Versailles.

D. was adorable. Should I say that my only fear 1s that she
became a Iittle too much so, too quickly? With each of my
little 1linesscs, flues, etc, the doctors got me up a day or two
too soon and I've had to go back to bed.

I don’t want that to happen to her When one has reached.,
as 1n her case, the depths of fatigue and inner discouragement
~ the kind when one blames oneself without wanting to admit
it — convalescence 1s slower than for a serious iliness.

I hope that hers will be rather pleasant, almost voluptuous

Now I am sure of a recovery. And it is because it 1s no
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which makes me think I don’t really know her, that there is an
nner hife 1n her which eludes me

Yesterday Pierre finally began to say ‘Daddy’ after having
fesisted 1t for so long, And, at the same time, as if it came to
him overnight, he calls everyone by name.

Soon, if 1 have the time, I want to talk about D.’s and the
children’s future when I am no longer here. The question is
Taised, in too brief g form, m my will I have a few Ittle

thoughts on the subject It 1s true that it will no longer be my
problem, -

Tuesday, 3 January 1961

11 o’clock n the mo; nng

It’s Taming The children are making music in the playroom.
Is m her boudoyr The secretaries are back in the office Life
has resumeq its normal course after the holidays

five or $1X kilometres from La Rochelle, one kilometre across
the fields from La Richardiere, where I had hved from 1932 tq
1935, 1f I'm not mistaken.

As always, the truth 1s more complex. I had been Iiving
hearly gy months of the year, sometimes more, in Porque-
rolles 1n 4 small house oddly flanked by a minaret, and it was
In that minaret overlooking the port that I had arranged my
Study 1 had 5 fishing boat, with a pointed bow, which T had
had buyjt m Cagncs-sur-Mer, S many nets as a fisherman, and
:}Sgllor who spoke pirate’s slang (of Neapolitan origin) named

ado

In 1935, returning from a trip around the world (or 19367), 1
fented and furnished, according to the taste of the decorators
of the period, a conventional modern apartment 1n Neuilly at 3
Boulevarg Richard-Wallace opposite the park of Bagatelle

T had also Tented the Chditeau de I Cour-Dieu, in the forest
of Orléans, near Ingrannes, Actually, 1t was the priory of a
Tuined Cistercian abbey. T hag taken my horses, sulky, bugpy,
cte, there

I had bought a clearing, a few kilometres away in the middle
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of the forest, with a dilapidated farm in it, with the idea of
building the house of my dreams there, a huge one-storey
house with a large interior court. stables, kennels, etc. I had
even rented a hunting preserve and I was organizing beats
twice a week.

Having wounded a young deer at the first beat and being
forced to finish 1t off, T gave up shooting. But I was obliged, by
coniract, to hold two beats every week.

What else was I domng at the same time? Today I am
flabbergasted by that dispersion which left me nothing but con-
fused memories Ah ves, I was dressing in English style, was
buying my hats in London wearing a bowler in the afternoon,
going to Le Fouquet’s and, in winter, in Paris, I did not miss
any chance to dress m tails and high hat. I was a member of
the Yacht Motor Club of France. the Escholiers. the Sporting
Club ..

I don’t recognize myself very well in this picture. I was even
wearing a pearl m my necktie!

One day, disgusted, unable to work in Pars, I left in a car
for the North of Holland to find a simple house somewhere
along the seashore where I could live like a peasant. I used to
say. I remember: the house one would have liked to be one’s
grandmother’s.

Travelled south, in short stages along the North Sea,
then the Channel. After Normandy, Brittany, the Vendée.
finally the outskirts of La Rochelle. which I had left five
years earher.,

And there, tears came to my eyes, as if I had returned to my
native land 1 looked for a house I found one. I bought it. I
began work on it. Tearing down walls, opening bricked-up
windows, once more I found that it was the remainder of an
old abbey, and there were niches for samts in what would be
my study.

I gave up Cour-Dien, byt I kept the clearing where the
workmen had not yet begun. I kept the apartment in Neuily
and ‘Les Tamaris® in Porquerolles.

Marc was born in Nieul 1n 1939 3 few months before the war,
and L who had looked so hard for a nest. I wondered where I
would ive when he was of school age I thought of everything,
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of cimate, of studies, of the university Of myself, who would
be getting old when he was twenty. (I'm there now!)

I decided that soon I would look for a house mn Aix-en-
Provence or near there. I would be two jumps from the sea,
from Porquerolles, in a region I loved, in a town of the size I
like, and where there are excellent educational facilities. At
least — I still hesitated ~ unless I took up residence m the
United States, for it appeared to me that the time had come
for a young man to be brought up in both the European and
the American way.

In September-the war broke out. In August 1940 I left for
the Vendée m order to rest after the fatigue and emotion of
working with refugees I didn’t yet know that I would never
return to Nieul, that later I would give it to my first wife, that
Marc was gomg to live at Fontenay-le-Comte first, three
months mm a house on the water front, two years in the
Chateau de Terreneuve, then in the woods at Samt-Mesmin-le-
Vieux, to end, with the Liberation, at Les Sables-d’Olonne.

After which several months in Paris, in my old lodgings at
the Place des Vosges which my friend Ziza had looked after,
and off to London, Canada, and the United States.

So that it was in Florida that Marc went to school for the
first time, then Arizona, then mn Califormia, and later m
Connecticut, where I finally bought Shadow Rock Farm, which
I'still own, and where we were to live for five years.

Marc did not come back to Europe, to Cannes, until he was
sixteen years old, with a brother and sister born 1 America.

Two years later, he continued his studies in Switzerland be-
fore settling 1n Paris and getting married there.

I foresaw everything except -

In the end. reality was not so far removed from my projects,
at least one of them

Will 1t be the same with all the plans that T want to make for
D. and for the other children, of which there are now three,
gncc I am no longer here, which will certainly happen some

ay.

It reassures me to try to imagmne them in such and such a

place, m a certun atmosphere At the same time it is partly a
matter of personal geography.
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Plato considered that the ideal city would have, I think (the
book 1s five yards from me, but, once more, I refuse to get up
to make sure of the number), five thousand mnhabitants

Doesn’t this correspond to a city of a hundred to a hundred
and fifty thousand mhabitants today, so long as it’s a univer-
sity town? It 1s because Lausanne fits this concept that I settled
here, and after four years I am still content with my choice

Shouldn't 1t be almost the same, after me, for the children?
With the difference that, since they will not be able to live in
such a large house, with as big a staff, distance from the town
would complicate the least detatls of life

If D and they decide to remain m Switzerland, on the
heights of Lausanne, near buses and trams, there are charming
villas and even apartment houses which simphfy life

For I am the onc who complicates 1t 1n this house, with my
work and my demands.

Will they want to stay in Switzerland? Myself, 1if T am still
here when the children are bigger, will I not wish to finish their
cducation in France?

Apart from this, life must be made pleasant for D, and I
fear the long distance from Paris, where we have most of our
friends -

Versailles? I've always dreamed of it But I've been there
recently. It has become a tourist town and the neighbourhood
1s inhabited by a restless crowd of snobs, as bad for the children
as the Cote d’Azur.

Aix-en-Provence again? Maybe Aren’t there arficlds, army
camps, and a great deal of tourism there too now?

If they need or want the South, I'd prefer Nimes, near
Montpellier and 1ts university Only for D. That’s far from
Paris, and even if only on busmess she will have to go there
often

There remains, as for Maigret, the Loire valley, Orléans or
Tours, Saumur, for example

Rouen 1s depressing and rainy Caen 1s too new a city, though
it offers the advantage of being near the sea

At the moment I mchne to the Loire valley, a big airy house
surrounded by a garden at the outskirts of the city

Vain speculation, I know, I've had some experience.
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Wherever they decide to go, wherever D. decides to take
them, I know they will be happy and I hope they will never be
sad thinking of me that they will say that I had a full life, that
they gave me all the happiness possible.

No museum of mementoes Nothing to make them sad On
the contrary Let them remember me almost as a clown and
sometimes, at meals, let them burst out laughing thinking of
me, as they do now

Loire valley? Lausanne? Nimes?

I'm entertaining myself, children, thinking of you, preferably
of you grown up, all adults, for I haven't the shghtest wish to
leave you and I hope to do 1t as late as possible

But I sketched many plans for Marc when I was only forty
Isn’t 1t fair that I should make some for you at almost fifty-
eight?

No! D is gomg to frown Let’s not talk about it any more
Long live Echandens and life 1n January 1961.

Who knows? Perhaps, after all, I shall see all my children
married and then we’ll have to find a house for two some-
where, and from time to time, my darling D, we will try, with
our old legs to climb the narrow staircase of your doll’s house
m Cagnes-sur-Mer. 1 doubt whether we shall get to that pomnt —
€xcuse me, that I'll come to that point, but I could always be
carried upstairs

Just now there may be fighting 1n Belgtum They may al-
ready be fighting there They are fighting in Laos, m Algeria, in
the Congo.

And I, nice and warm in my study, with the ram falling
outside as in my childhood, I’'m thinking of my old age

Wednesday, 4 January 1961, mor ning

It is sad to watch a being to whom one feels attached 1n every
fibre strugghing to regain her balance, her strength, her joy 1
living One knows, as doctors know it, that n the last analysis
this 1s finally only a question of chemistry, or glands, of a little
too much of this or of that, or too little, that, Iittle by little, the
lack or the excess will be remedied
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It’s a question of time, of groping, of keeping one’s peace of
mind, and, m a word, of confidence But it 1s just this confi-
dence that 1s almost impossible to achieve — otherwise, 1t would
be so easy

The patient — I do not say the sick man Or woman since
there 1s no true sickness to speak of — attributes his or her state
to different causes, most often moral ones He argues with
himself, lies to humself, a Lttle as if he didn't want to get well.
For to get well would be to agree, to admit to himself that all
his phantoms are imagmary.

A subtle shifting of reality takes place (for physical reasons)
and 1t 1s that reality which he begins to flee from So he sub-
merges himself, and when he comes to the surface, 1s tempted
to plunge back down agan

How to help her? Every word, every attitude, runs the risk
of being wrongly nterpreted. The other day I wrote that I was
walking on tiptoe

Yesterday, the day before, I believed that we were coming
back to the surface. This morning we have to begin all over
She 1s trymg, with all her strength But, farally, she is trying n
the wrong direction

The experience of earlier depressions 1s useless Each time
she loses all confidence Not her fault Because we are at the
mercy of a hundredth of a milligram of acid

In a few days I will smile about 1t and she will smile about
1f.

Last evening, on television, another charge by mounted police
mn Belgium And once again there 1s talk of separation between
Flemings and Walloons as at the time I was reporter on the
Gazette de Lidge This time the Socialists are at the head of
the movement Their leader 1s a certam Renard, editor of La
Wallone This Paper was almost a turning point for me, which
very few people know

I was working on a Catholic and conservative paper (it 1s no
longer so) near the Place Samt-Lambert because 1t happened to
be the first job on a paper T could find, on the day when I
suddenly degided, at the age of sixteen and a half, to become a
Teporter. To tell the truth, I had no idea of 1ts political colour.
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La Wallowe, at that period, was considered by conservative
people, including my parents, as a sort of emanation of the
Devil, and its edstors had the reputation of men who carried
knives between their teeth

Among them, I was friendly (in spite of the difference m
ages) with the editor-n-~chief, Is1 Delvigne, and a deputy of the
party called Troclet, who still wore a very Bohemian flowing
necktie

I was only a kid On the Gazette they were careful not to
entrust me with any tasks that had to do with politics except,
duning elections, the accounts of electoral specches by ou:
candidates

As 15 the rule, of all the journalists of Lidge we were the
worst paid (I noticed later that it 1s always the same the
further right a paper 1s, the less 1t pays 1ts staff, if 1t is Catholic
on top of that, you can starve).

One day Isi Delvigne took me aside and proposed that I
come to work for La Wallonie, not just as an editor, but with
the promise that when I was twenty-one I'd be listed among
their candidates for elections, local and provincial at first,
legislative Tater

It was an assured fortune and future At that peniod, in fact,
the parties of the Left m Belgium had few educated elements,
lacked cadres, as one says today, and I remember candidates
and even men elected to office who barely knew how to read or
write

For a long time I had wanted to become a novelst I had
published a first book: 4w Pont des Arches 1 had written a
second Jehan Pinaguet, which my editor-m-chief had for-
brdden me to pubhish (I had found a publisher, or rather a lady-
publisher, an older woman but very attractive, whom my youth
must have stimulated) because there was a priest who smacked
of heresy among 1ts characters

Politics? Laterature?

Did 1 really hesitate? Anyway, I was tempted The thought
of mampulating the masses, of speaking from the podium,
organizing impressive parades, fighting for a cause

I said No Without regret, T really believe It is none the less
true that one night, a httle drunk, crossing the Passerelle in a

v
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fog, and also in a poetic mood, I declared to my friend Lafnet,
who was taking me home:

‘At forty I shall be a minister or a member of the Academy!’

At fifty-eight I am neither one nor the other. For I nfeant
the French Academy, of course I wasn’t speaking seriously,
just metaphorically, since, a Belgian, I knew that the Qua:
Contt was closed to me

But a minister T would certainly have been at the specified
age 1f T had jomed La Wallonie and the party It happened to
several of my age group who were less well equipped than I

As to becommg an Academician, there 1s no question of
that, of course. I've expressed my opinions — sincerely ~ on this
subject as on that of decorations

I’'m happy I never became a munister, never dabbled in politics
wherever T was

But still that was a turning pomt, a decision which it was
necessary to make, at an age when I hadn’t the slightest
matarity I certamly did not weigh the pros and cons I fol-
lowed my instinct. The other way was easter and put an end to
my problems at the time

1 stayed on the pious Gazette until my military service,
which I got over with ahead of the draft, and at nineteen and a
half I went to Paris where, after some menial secretarial jobs, 1
was soon busy writing popular novels all day long under fifteen
or sixteen pseudonyms before taking my own name again

Yesterday there was fighting i Belgium, but no decisive
battle This disappoints me somewhat On the whole, my -
stinct enables me to foresee events quite accurately, I have had
proof of it recently n rereading my old reporting

Where I am invariably wrong 15 n my sense of timing
Events always take longer to nipen than I think

Perhaps it is the same for personal tragedies and even for
illnesses Whether it 15 a2 matter of nature, of men, of crowds,
it could be said that there IS 2 nearly immutable rhythm to
which T am not attuned, which T have a tendency to anticipate.

This is also true for D, with whom I become impatient
because she 1sn’t getting well when she has scarcely begun to
take care of herself and when she has to counterbalance more
than a year of worry and extreme fatigue
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The children dismantled the Christmas tree this morning,
with the same pleasure with which they had trimmed it, the
same impatience .

Pierre, who has been eating with us for three days only, has
proved the life and soul of the family table and meals have
become delightful.

~

Thursday, 5 January 1961

A relapse for D yesterday, suddenly, at the same hour as in
December. Same pams Same utter fatigue Fortunately less
crushing, perhaps because we know. I watch over her from
morning to might, look about fifty times a day into whatever
room she’s 1, not because of restlessness but -because I would
like to help her

Our five doctors have all been on vacation for the past eight
or ten days and are not coming back until next week Of
course they need a rest, like everyone, and much more than
most. .

But that doesn’t make 1t any less of a problem, linked to th
social problem of the organization that some day must be set
up, an entirely new organization, which is going to force
change on us, the older ones, but which appears indispensable
to me

I would be greatly upset to find myself in a clinic before a
more or less anonymous doctor ‘in possession of my file’. But
won't this be better than the present semi-anarchy? Three
times in-less than a year all our doctors were away when we
needed them, and their substitute would have been helpless
faced by a complicated problem on which he had no informa-
tion

D 1s m good spirits today Last evening, in the car, she told
me a little of what oppresses her, almost all of 1t, ;n any case
almost all she 1s aware of

For my part, I'm still puzzled I envy the clear minds of the
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, for whom man was so
simple They believed i mtelligence They believed mn primary
truth, m black and white, and were satisfied with caricatures
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{excuse mie with simplifications) almost as crude as the ‘Carac-
téres’ of La Bruyére.

Will we appear later as a grey turbid age, a time of gropings,
of restlessness, of unresolved questions? Who hknows? A
period of sick men which, n the quest for understanding of
Infe, will be brushed aside? .

In terms of art, the passion for wretchedness has already
been discussed T am afraid, sometimes, of creating such wilful
wretchedness or ‘morbidity’,

I'try to remain detached, objective, not to succumb to sentr-
mentality

What comforts me 15 that professional researchers, scien-
tists, arrtve at almost the same I was going to say conclu-
sions, when there are none Say at the same difficultics, at

the same doubts, at the same anxaieties as I do, even that last
word embarrasses me

Friday, 6 January 1961

Expecting Dr R , who 1s in a hurry to see the book he has
written about me published and who 15 also persuaded that he
has discovered some subtle or secret things He does not sus-
pect — and I shall not say 1t 1o him so as not to hurt him — that
I have the impression that all he writes about me diminishes
me I shall have to keep D, who 1s less patient than 7T, especi-
ally about what concerns me, from-speaking her mind too
openly It's all the more difficult since I am very fond of him
and admire his talent

Am I not a bit Iike Anatole France taking umbrage at his
portrait by van Dongen? But van Dongen was right.

What 1 would ke to set down this morning 1s this It 1s
probable, if some day T reread these notebooks, that T will find
the same subject taken up twice, twice 1n the same way. Loss
of memory?

Certanly 1 have Iess and less — 1 never had any ~ memory
for names or numbers As it happens, this is not a matter of
memory, I think But, for example, domng errands in town I
will say. T must make 4 note of this > Then, as I don’t attach
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any 1mportance to it, it will go out of my mind to return a
month or six weeks later At that moment, I wonder: ‘Haven’t
I written that already? Or did I only mean to?’ The opposite
can happen too

Same thing for my novels. Often a subject comes to my
mind, haunts me for two or three days, and all of a sudden,
when it takes shape and outlines itself, I am aware that I have
written the novel five, ten, or twenty years earhier, anyway that
I have used the theme

This morning, T don’t know why, perhaps because R.’s visit
reminded me of studies written on me which speak of my
sexualty 1n the falsest and most fantastic way, I wanted
to brmg up this question, quite simply and frankly, for if I
have a sense of ‘modesty in certain areas, I have none 1mn this
one

But haven’t I already done this? I don’t remember and I am
not going to leaf back through these pages to see In any case, 1
haven’t the time now Dr R 1s about to arrive and I have spent
a part of the morning, delightfully, walking to -Morges with
Johnny and Marie-Jo, buymng dessert for lunch and flowers for
the table -

It will come back to me It 1sn’t a matter of an account to
settle with critics who are too narvely Freudian, but a restate-
ment of a question that seems to me natural

In short, T consider myself a perfectly normal man in this
area. Which may surprise certam people, in that I never mix
sexuality, sentiment, and love

With one woman only, D, sex and love were merged, are
still merged With the others, no. And this is neither cynicism
nor vice I consider sexuality, all sexual acts, as natural and
beautiful

I have no need of more or less forced and artificial senti-
ment to stimulate myself.

I like to see the beautiful body of a woman and 1t matters
little to me whether she has this or that mentality, whether she
comes from this or that background A professional often gives

me more pleasure than anyone. Just because she does not force
me to pretend.

I will add that I feel for all women, when I take them, some
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sort of tenderness, what I would call human tenderness Ths is
not sentimental 1 do not ask myself questions about them 1
don’t feel compassionate about their Iives

It 1s a tenderness for the human being, for the species, for
the hiving flesh, for a body which, for a brief duration, in my
arms, represents all ife That I can produce in that body cer-
tamn vibrations delights me more than my own enjoyment, al-
though that enjoyment 1s more often necessary to me than I
might wish for my own peace of mind

During my first days in Paris, for example, I remember that
I would leave the arms of one woman at eleven o’clock 1n the
morning to go back to another only a few minutes later, and be
obliged to accost a professional or to go to a house of assig-
nation to begin all over again twice the same afternoon

Isn’t this natural? It has been written that I was questing for
the lost woman, the humiliated woman, the sinner, as for a
kind of redemption

Pure mvention If I slept more often with professionals or
demi-professionals than with others it 1s, first, because I am
revolted by the play-acting the others demand, by the wasted
time, by what I call the height of pretence Besides, the med-
dling jealousy of my wife scarcely permitted me affairs, or,
most often, even what are called adventures.

Also, when I think with nostalgia of any one woman I've
had, 1t 1s rarely to a woman whom I had to pay court to

D is not jealous She gives me complete freedom Less than
ever, however, have I any desire for another relationship

I make love simply, healthily, as often as necessary, but I'm
not in the grip of any compulsion. I am not driven by any
neurosis, only by a need

Perhaps some day T will agamn take up this subject. For the
moment 1t doesn’t seem necessary, but God knows what they
will yet find m writing about me and my novels

R 1s still here, off with my wife, chattering I have the 1m-
pression that everything I've written this mornmg 1s both true
and untrue The sexval need . the need of the act and
that sort of tenderness which I've spoken of I wonder if
this is not part of a need that is more difficult to communi-
cate, the need to penetrate humanity  This finally 1s reduced
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to an act that appears ridiculous but which is none the less
symbolic ..

This would explain why the personality of the partner (ex-
cept 1n the case of love) makes little difference, that on the
contrary this personality anecdotizes (?) the thing, that the
more ordmary the woman is, the more she 1s never-mind-what
woman, the more one can consider her as ‘woman’ and the
more the act takes on significance.

All this 15 in the unconscious, for I do not indulge in such
reasoning when I am confronted with a naked body.

Even nudity has a meammng Isn’t it a kind of return to in-
nocence? To undress a woman I1s also to rob her of the super-
imposed, the artificial, of all the ‘contrived’.

It 15 1n atself a sort of penetration, of communion, if one can-
call 1t that, An attempt, 1n any case. Always fruitless. Always a
fallure That 1s why one must continually begin all over again.
Can’t a miracle be produced?

The proof is that for me 1t has been produced.

Why, having found it, do I continue? Perhaps because at
twenty I clenched my fists at the thought that there were
women 1n the world whom 1 would never possess.

To touch, to absorb the world To possess it.

But all this 1s so approximate that it becomes almost as false
as what the critics write. Why the devil aren’t they content
with what I've said 1n my novels without trying to explain.
Anyway, if I haven’t done 1t myself, there 1s no possible ex-
planation.

Certain men have a mania for ‘stooping’ to women to raise
them to their level. -

How much simpler 1t would be if everyone, once and for all,
would feel equal to every other.

I can say that this 1s the case with me. I examine no one
Each necessarily has her own qualities, some of which are
clear to me, others of which escape me

1 have never stooped to anyone, not even, to return to the
preceding pages, to the last of the prostitutes (why the last?),
and that, no doubt, 1s why we have always had a good time

together, they and I, m giving each other, for better, for worse,
to the best of our abilities, pleasure.
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Ten o'clock n the evering ow things that scem important
to us at onc moment can be forgotien the neat! In the course
of a crossing from Austraha to Europe between 1930 and 1940
(I won’t be more definite since the person I'm speaking of is no
doubt married and has children, and surcly also a reputation) I
almost jumped overboard for a siateen-year-old Austrahan
girl

On another cveming, on the forward deck, T had a fist fight
with a young man who had ashed her to dance! She didn’t
speak a word of French At that period, T hadn't a word of
English The ship was English The mother and father were
travelling with the girl, and occupied the cabin neat to hers
But very carly in the mornming, very late at night, I found the
way to jom her, in pyjamas, in her cabm We did not make
love T was a grown man, a man of almost thirty-five. How-
ever, with the aid of a Iittle dictionary, T stammered out my
idioctes and I had decided to marry her once we arrived in
Europe

This scems to me unthinkable Not just my statc of mind,
but the risks I took 1n an ultra-puritanical setting

I only wrote to her once when she was in London. She
answered me once, too, poste restante. And T returned to my
own life She to hers. How near to tragedy I came 1n that
business' It took, just now, a map on television which re-
minded me of Australia, for that memory to come back to
me

But 1t was probably an important time 1n my hfe, for, from
that moment, T knew that onc day or another, 1n one way or
another, I would divorce my first wife. She was at the end of
her tether She knew this story For the first time, I think, she
felt dimly that I was a stranger to her, more exactly that she
was a stranger 1o me,

Who knows? Without her constant jealousy perhaps I
would have had morc adventures in the usual sense of the
term Those that I did have were only of an evemng's dura-
tion, a few hours, a few minutes, even with fricnds

Perhaps this permitted me to discover the sumple joy of lov-
mg with D.?

Another memory just came to me, very different, also the
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memory of a crossing, New York-Le Havre, or New York—-
Southampton, I don’t know any more, with D, this time, a
very gay, very happy crossing. The evening of the traditional
party on board, I was joking with a pretty woman and asked
her — without hope of her domg it — to come to my cabin.

I was with my wife, getting undressed, when she came mn
wearing an evening dress with several rows of flounces, of
which she opened the zipper, letting 1t fall at her feet, leavmg
her naked and pink.

An hour of pleasure enjoyed without afterthought, wﬂhout
complications And then when she had taken her pleasure
several times, as I was gomg to take mine, a hittle phrase mn-
spired by champagne and love:

‘For her .

To put 1t another way, she had understood that the essential
was for my wife. D will be able, of course, to suppress this
passage I don’t think she will do 1it, though And I am sure
that, for her too, it 1s a pure and joyful memory.

I don’t remember my partner any more at all, but I can
visualize her movements...

Nearly twenty years between the two crossings But, if 1
would like to relive the second, T have no desire to relive the
first, and 1ts very recollection troubles me )

This time, here is really a subject that I didn’t want to tackle
and T hope that tomorrow I won’t want to retouch it In search-
ing for a truer truth one risks bemng carried away. That is why,
n the last analysis, these notebooks are in danger of being less
close to the truth, in spite of my care for exactitude, than my
novels i whuch I force myself to include nothing of myself.

We took a walk in the snow, this afternoon, around the
village, D and I Then, the children not being home vet, I went
to meet them and found them with the nurse, noses and cheeks
red, walking fast in the snowstorm, with Pierre watching me
proudly.

We like, he and 1, to meet that way, as if by chance, in the
village or in the vicinity.

Does he know I'm looking for him? Is he looking for me

too? When he sees me, he puts on an mdifferent air but cannot
suppress a sly smile.
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A delightful game, in which Johnny and Marie-Jo jomn dur-
g the holidays

What a fine book one could make out of the day of a man,
an ordinary day'! How much life! But how much more diffi-
cult than a novel full of turmoil and passion’

Sunday, 8 January 1961

9 o'clock in the morning

Yesterday, 1n bed, thought of many things that I want to write
But now I am going to the station to get the papers with D
and the children I'll try later.

A margmal note, however An explanation I never try, in
these notebooks, to get to the bottom of a subject, nor to tell a
story completely Out of laziness? Maybe a little Above all
because I force myself to follow the thread of the thought as
faithfully as possible I would hike this to be a sort of short-
hand, or transcription of thought, with everything that 1s
caprictous and incomplete about 1t This is the only way to be
sincere I'm not concerned with style. On the contrary If I
can’t think of the right word for a moment, I don’t wait to find
it, that would seem artificial to me ~

Once, in Je me souviens, then i Pedigree, 1 proceeded
differently and I've never dared reread these books (it 1s true
that I never reread any of my books) for fear of finding them
frightfully Iterary Pedigiee especially It’s a little as if I were
watching myself write Here, writing has no mmportance and
I’'ve even thought of a dictaphone But then I would be afraid
of starting to make speeches or to listen to myself'!

It’s odd that animals which we consider nferior, insects for
example, possess more direct means of communication than
we do If thought, with all 1ts haziness, its hesitations, its
meanderings, could be projected! Speaking, and, even more,
writing, make 1t necessary to be precise and, in domng so, to

falsify.
3 o'clock in the afternoon

I came to this subject without meaning to and I would not feel
honest with myself if I evaded it However, I wouldn’t want
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this to take on the aspect of an examination of conscience, still
Iess a confession. On the other hand, 1t is indispensable that I
should be precise about the fact that when I speak of good or
evil I never refer to my entirely personal morality, which also
would be difficult, or too long and without interest, to define.

More than ever what I am going to write will be distorted by
the fact that m a few paragraphs I can only outline the large
clements of my thought, when to transcribe five minutes or an
hour of this thought completely would take thick volumes.

Not only because five minutes of my thought today involves
years of eaperiences, certain of which are forgotten, plus other
thoughts, events, facts, faces, words spoken or understood ..

I was speaking yesterday of a novel to be written on a single
day in the life of a man It might also be possible to write one
about five minutes 1n the Iife of his bram!

Enough! Often when I sce a fault, a failing, a weakness,
never mind the word, m one of my children, I keep myscif
from interfering by remembering that once I did the same
thing. What reason could T give for asking them not to go
through the same €xperience I have had, or to be more perfect
than 1?

I have always had a horror of the father image and mother
Image as they have a tendency to be created in families I do
ot want my children to bave a monolithic memory of me, or
to attribute to me qualitics that I do not have. On the contrary,
I'would like them to know the vulnerable man that I am, as
Vulnerable as they and perhaps more S0.

That's the point from which I took off last night in bed, and
my thought followed parallel Iines: one about faulls and one
about risks. I have not made a balance, T fell asleep before

coming to a conclusion, but T was no ess frightened by what I
discovered,

Suddenly, 1 blamed myself for h
about Marc when he was fourteen or fifteen years old - and
ven now that he s married and an adult, I will be just as
apprehensive abount Johnny when he reaches the age of im-

Prudence, moye stll, no doubt, about Maric-Jo Then, if T live
that long, it will be Picrre's turn,

Never, im I not the one for whom somecone should have

aving been so apprchensive
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I was passing this way one might at about ten o'clock 1 did
not see the famihar silhouette, but a splendid Negress, and
suddenly I felt that 1t was absolutely necessary for me to enter
and make love with her. I had never known a Negress.

I had only a small sum in my pocket I hesitated My father
was already sick, dymng A little while before, he bad given me
his watch, a silver watch with the arms of Belgium on 1t, which
he had won m a shooting match, for my father was an en-
thusiastic marksman (I still have three silver plates engraved
with the same arms, won in the same way).

Shamefacedly, I paid with the watch, and 1t was one of the
acts that I regret most, not for moral reasons, but because it
would mean so much to me to have this souvenir of my father,
who was to die a year later. At home, I was obliged to lie about
it Then to declare the loss of the watch to the police. And if it
had been found 1t might have had far-reaching consequences.

It 15 only a small example. At the same time, I spent evening
after evening all by myself in the most disreputable streets,
where I risked being beaten up at every corner

Later I did the same, almost all through my life, more out of
curiosity than desire. When I was living on the Place des
Vosges, as for instance around 1923-1924, the Rue de Lappe
and other streets around the Bastille were not tourist attrac-
tions the way they are today.

In the dance halls they would pull a knife for a Yes or a No,
and I have seen a woman’s throat cut beside me i a bar

At that time, my first wife was a painter and, to find models
for her, I would go there to look for them, late at night It was
a curious world and one found girls there who had arrived in
Paris from Brittany or Normandy only two months ago and
vwere already on the streets,

I took them home. Men would follow me from a distance
Some of them threatening me

During the same pertod T spent nights wandering, unarmed,
on the old defence worls which stdt existed, near La Villette, on
thc' Rue de Flandre, and the neighbourhood of the Canal
Saint-Martin held no secrets for me.

I did the same thing in Montmartre and in the twentieth
arrondissement and 1 admit that to my human curiosily was
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almost always added a certain sexual excitement. I have made
love 1n the streets and the passageways where the unexpected
arrival of a policeman could have changed my futurc.

Much later, in Cairo, I was wandering alone at night (with a
revolver in my pocket) 1n the red-hght district, which was as
big as a Paris arrondissement, and I used to follow women
through the alleys to houses that I conld never have found by
myself

The same at Aswan, even in Panama, in Guayaquml, and
almost all over the world

I never had the sense of running risks It is only now, retro-
spectively, that I {eel fear

As I feel it m the parallel area of which 1 have spoken In
Liege, at the Gazette, I alrecady had the habit of borrowing two
or three months’ salary from the cashier and I wonder still
how, finally, I managed to repay .

In Paris I did the same thing, except that I had no salary.
Having earned by a miracle, the day before the rent was due,
the sum required to pay it, I would spend 1t in a night club 1
carned money fast enough, with stories and popular novels,
but even when the Maigrets brought me much more, when I
had several houses at once, a car, a chauffeur, etc., I was only
working to pay off debts

‘It’s the only way to make myself work,’ I used to say

Which was false, smce I still have a middle-class soul and
when I go several days without working I feel full of guilt, hike
a man who does not deserve the bread he eats

T've owed money all over town And I've seen too many
cases where that has led to serious compromises

Why did I have the luck fo get out of 1t?

If I saw one of my children acting that way, I would
shudder

Sometimes when 1t seemed to be provoking fate, 1t appeared
to me a natural act I've mentioned my affairr with a married
woman It has happened that I took her i her own house
when her husband, busy n a neighbouring room, was talking to
us through the half-open door

Isn't that a case where 1f there had been a tragedy I would
really have been the one responsible?
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The severity of American laws in seaual matters is well
known Well aware of 1it, onc evening when I was feeling good
I crossed the centre of the city from cast to west through the
most brightly ht, the busiest streets and avenues, 1n a taxi with
a woman, the two of us mn a position . .. which, aside from any
scandal, would have got us at least five years mn prison and
expulsion from the country afterwards

Agamn, 1 did not mean 1t as a challenge. I am, by nature, a
man who respects rules. If I do not believe in them, I pretend
that they must be followed out of respect for others And in
forty years' driving I have never had a single ticket, not even
for parking my car illegally.

1 believe that T am a decent man. anyway in the sense that I
gne to that word. 1 have become more and more scrupulous 1n
my own affawrs and T am rarely satisfied with myself.

That 1s the reason why there are few years in my life which
I can imagme reliving in a carefree way. 1 always feel unecasy
in remembering myself as I was thirty, twenty years ago, Will T
some day be ashamed of myself today?

When T sent out my first press copies (Le Pendu de Saint-
Pholien and M. Gallet, décédé) T was foolishly proud enough
to ugn those for the greatest writers and critics with only a
nidiculous and cocky “Cordially’. as if from one day to the next
I had become their equal

F've spoken of my suits cut in London, of the pearl in my
tic, of the apartment donc by a ‘decorator de luxe’ on the
Boulevard Richard-Wallace.

How, in spite of all that, did I manage to find my way? And
how many times, with the shehtest slip, could it have been a
catastrophe?

All the same I have achieved a certain balance. at least T
den't feel too ashamed of myself, I'm able, most often to look
nelf in the face

Then ¥ think of others, some of them for a time my friends,
my colleagues, or my relatives, who ended badly.

‘The responsthulity of purents we tafk <o much about today!
Would sy prents have been respomible if something bad had
happened to me? God hnows they took thyr roles serrously,
follwving to the letter the precepts of morality and relivion
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Me, I don’t presume any right to mterfere, except to speak
gently to them, and, as I do to Johnny, to tell them things of
the sort I tell here

I hope there won’t be other details coming back to me, as
with the preceding entry. There arc hundreds, buried i my
memory, I don’t want to tell them, or to remember them. Not
out of shame or embarrassment, but because they are without
interest and this would take on the tenor of a pose

Isn’t it simpler to say, without searching further.

‘T’'m only a man’

Either my children will understand or they will not I hope
they understand, although that assumes certamn risks I mean
that they must run some risks

Amen'!

I took a walk to the village with Johnny. We came back with
Pierre and the nurse, whom we met I played the drums i the
children’s playroom and they did not make fun of my clumsi-
ness but seemed rather troubled by it, they who have rhythm
under therr skins

Then an errand n town, to leave something at the labora-
tory When I got back. I found D at her typewriter A joyful
noise, which delighted me .

I want to raise my hand as 1f in school, to say that I've
forgotten an important detail and to ask permission to eaplam
It’s a matter of the question of drink, the question of alco-
holism There’s a great deal about 1t 1n my novels There are
legends on this subject I would like to take my bearings on
this That will be for tomorrow

Now I am going to listen to the results of the referendum
knowing that I will suffer, for I am persuaded that all the
phoniness we have watched m the last few weeks will bear
fruit, especially since fifty-five per cent of the voters are
women and they vote emotionally or sentimentally It’s none
of my busmess I am not French, I don’t even live m France
But when I speak of 1t, I still say, without bemng aware of 1t

‘At home!’

Even if it were happening 1n Chma I couldn't stop myself
from getting excited and agomizing over 1t Trickery on both
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sides, certamnly, and bad faith, and intrigues. There is neverthe-
less a certain tone, a certam conceit, a certain contempt for
men, of what those people call the mob, which makes me
shudder and want to fight Soon, in front of the television, my
toes will contract. And it 1s I who, when D gets indignant, tell
her that she will get over it 1n time, that she 1s not yet quite
grown up!

Is one ever quite grown up? For myself, the longer I live,
the more T doubt it And I don't hide 1t from my children and I
avoid saying to them.

‘When you’re grownup. .

‘Behave like a grown-up ...
~ If they took it into therr heads to do 1t?’

Monday, 9 January 1961

Last night, after a perfect day, followed by a marvellous hour,
a brutal, unexpected relapse for D I wanted to comfort her,
first tenderly, then by reasoning with her
» What did I say to provoke a painful crisis? I don’t know at
all -1 searched in vamm There she 1s, depressed, beaten, and
anything I say hurts or wounds her Words are like drops of
acid on a burn I must be quiet. And go on waiting
* Everything I've learned about men, rronically, 1s useless to
me when it is a matter of the one I love the most. I must be
" calm, not panic. I admit, however, that I am tempted to call
for help, that I need someone to reassure me, to take the situa-

tion in hand Alas! There is no one and she no longer has
confidence 1n doctors

Afternoon

The obsession of ageing 1've known it for several years Itis a
subject that has rarely been treated 1n depth, without romanti-
Cism, without sentimentality, even by doctors who have only
just now managed to invent gerontology.

- Goethe's Faust seems to me as false as the rest The only
sentence which struck me with 1its truth was Trotsky’s and I no
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longer know where to find it agamn At present I think I've
rounded the cape, at least if this 1sn’t only a remission.

It’s even more pathetic when one suffers from this obsession
falsely, m anticipation That’s the case with D at the moment,
and with her, I believe, 1t 1s not so much herself that she 1s
thinking of as of a certamn part she plays that she wishes to go
on playmg for ever, and which mdeed she plays admirably,
lover, mother, wife, mistress of the house, businesswoman

She 1s afraid that some day she will become to her children,
especially the youngest, only a kind of grandmother She 18
afraid of not fully playmg her triple part with me

Falsely, 1 repeat, because of I don’t know what, because of
an as yet unknown organic or metabolic trouble, probably,
which will have disappeared in a few weeks

In other words, 1n a few weeks she will be completely herself
again, with all her activity — and her physical well-bemng re-
stored.

Meantime, she refuses to believe 1t She is buried in her con-
viction of a defimite decline which medical opmion contradicts

She no more believes what I say than she does the doctors
I’'m sorry not to have recorded the telephone conversation she
just had with one of our medical men, a professor of the
Lausanne Faculty I am sure that 1f we played back the tape m
a few weeks we would both find 1t bigh comedy.

It’s tragic not to be able to help, not to be able to transmit my
trust, my certainty.

How approximate all this 1st Speaking of my novels, I have
said that T would like to write with a burin on copper, like an

engraver. In this case, 1t would take a scalpel to get to the
truth. .

10 January 1961

Day before yesterday, or yesterday. it doesn’t matter, I thought
of alcohol. I wasn't able to write what I had in mind at the
time and I'm domg 1t today ~ exactly as I thought of 1t day
before yesterday

There will be legends about this too Certain people have
seen me working on red wine, others on cider, or muscatel, on
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whisky, on grog, I don’t know what else, and for each 1t 1s an
eternal verity Those who have seen me drunk will always see
me as drunk, and the contrary 1s also true
That, precisely, 1s a question that has preoccupied me be-
cause, of all the dangers I have run, some of which I have
cited, this 1s undoubtedly the most serious It preoccupied me
so much that I have studied the question as only some special-
ists n Europe and in the United States have done, in medical
works as well as in reviews, and in the domain of criminology
too I could fill a notebook with statistics.
Why? Perhaps because I just missed becoming an alcoholic -
and the worst kind, the worst for me, I mean
When I was a child there was neither wine nor liquor 1n the
house, and when someone came to visit I had to run down to
the corner store to buy a decilitre (retail) of Cusenier. (?) My
father never drank, occasionally a bock, less than a pmnt of
light beer, on Sunday mornings, when he went to play cards
in the Café de la Renaissance. For a long time I went with
him
The words ‘He drinks’ were uttered in our house with con-
sternation For the strongest of reasons, my mother had a hor-
ror of alcohol. Her father was rumed by drunkenness, her
eldest brother, Léopold, became a sort of bum (an occasional
house painter, after umversity studies) of whom the family
was ashamed One sister, an alcoholic, died very young in an
insane asylum and another, my Aunt Maria, made such
‘Novenas’ that she had to be shut up m her room, from which
she managed to escape sometimes
Nothing of this on my father’s side. But hadn’t he some-
thing to be afraid of? Drink spoiled my father’s life too and
one could say that indirectly he died of 1t, but that is another
story
My first introduction to alcohol took place during the war
We were hungry Food was very madequate All this I've al-
ready mentioned. In ‘the sideboard’ there was a small decanter
contaming eau-de-vie meant to impregnate the circles of waxed
Paper with which jars of jam were covered
One day, at about the age of fourteen, alone in the house, I
drank a swallow, out of curiosity Then, as it gave me a feeling
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of well-bemng, I tried 1t agamn the next week, bemng careful to
replace what I had drunk with water, so that soon there was
nothing but water in the decanter. For a long time it was be-
Iieved 1n the house that the alcohol content had evaporated

I don’t think this incidént has anything to do with drunken-
ness, with the taste for alcohol, but that 1t was both the attrac-
tion of forbidden fruit and the need for a certain comfort m
my empty stomach

As a reporter, I eschewed drmking for a long time, until a
friend who worked 1n the front office of the paper took me for
a glass of ale to the Café de la Bourse at five o’clock. It was
strong beer, pale ale, served, as 1s the custom m Belgium, m
silver goblets, and I think that 1t was the goblet, with its rich
metal and 1its reflections, along with the cozy atmosphere of
the café, that seduced me more than the beer. In any case we
got mto the habit of gomng there at the end of each afternoon
and having a glass or two of pale ale

Next, at seventeen, I met the hittle group of painters and
‘poets’ of Lizge and we formed a sort of club, “The Keg’, which
I've had occasion to describe (particularly in Le Pendu de Saint-
Pholien) and where, at least once a week, we got drunk de-
liberately

Nevertheless, I felt no need to drink, and never did I go m’fo
a café alone, preferring to spend my money on cherries, in
season, or on pastry, preferring, when I had to go mto a public
establishment, a café-filtre dear to the people of Ligge (with
the filter m silver, agamn?)

It was m Paris that I began to see on my table at the ‘Diners
de Paris’ (3 50 francs for the meal, mcluding wine, Passage
Jouffroy) a small bottle of red wine whose contents couldn’t
have exceeded a quarter of a litre

For several years that was all I required except when, with
friends, we decided to have an orgy.

It was at Montparnasse that I began to drink more, because
it was the fashion, all the pamters of the period (except
Vlaminck) were heavy drinkers, while the American novelists
whom we were beginning to admire, Hemmgway, Stemnbeck,
etc, were even more so
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Actually at that time T drank mostly to do as the others did,
and when m 1925 or 1926 I took the second-floor apartment
on the Place des Vosges (up to then I only had lodgmgs on the
ground floor) I installed a superb American bar there, very
‘modern art’, where I officiated almost daily as barkeeper. That
was the period of complicated cocktails and I knew all the
recipes The biggest part of my ncome, obviously, went mto
hquor.

An anecdote, in passing One morning, at about eleven
o’clock, a painter friend brought one of his clients to see me, a
big wine merchant from Béziers Of course I went behind the
bar I served At the moment of leaving, I saw the merchant
coughmg, turnimng towards my friend, gomng through his
pockets, murmuring in an aside to him. Scarcely out of the
door, I found out afterwards, he said to my friend.

‘I think I did something stupid I didn’t dare pay...

The poor man bad thought I kept a commercial bar in my
house!

On board the Ginette, during my tour of France along the
canals and rivers, in the Midi, I used to fill a ten-litre demijohn
at pumps that looked like gas pumps I drank when I was
thirsty, never to get drunk.

On board the Ostiogoth, in Holland, 1t was rarely wine, too
expensive m that country (I had a barrel sent to me from
France at Stavoren), but from time to time a glass of gin

It was at about this time, and after my return, at Morsang,
still on board the Ostiogoth, that while writing the first
Maigrets I got the habit of working on wine From six n the
morning And as I was writing morning and afternoon, that 1s
to say three chapters a day

At Morsang, there was barrel in the fork of a tree next to the
boat The habit was formed. I went on like this untd 1945.
Wine, white at Concarneau (cider in the afternoon), red in
Paris or elsewhere, grog when I had a cold, brandy and water
at other times.

Once again, I was rarely drunk, but I needed, as early as the
morning, especially to write, 2 pick-me-up. I was persuaded in
good faith that 1t was impossible to write otherwise. And, away
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from work, I drank anything, apénitif, cognac, calvados, marc,
champagne. .

1 was not at all aware of being an alcoholic, but only a
temperamental fellow, and the fact is that my days were long
and full, that I was ntensely active. I travelled a lot and while
travelling I drank more

My lowest consumption of wine, a little before and during
the war, was about three bottles of Samt-Emuilion, which I con-
sidered very modest, since the farmers of the region (Samnt-
Mesmim) drank their eight to ten litres of white wine

In 1945 I left for the Unted States and I admit that I then
began to drink American style, no longer wine with my meals,
but before them, Manhattan after Manhattan, then dry Mar-
tint after dry Martini (with an onion, which is called 2
Gibson)

I began to have pamnful awakenings, hangovers, attacks of
gas pains during which I thought I was dying of angma
pectoris each time

With D, we had two or three months of wild hife, which 1
don’t regret and of which I often think nostalgically, but she
had the courage, from the beginning, to propose to me (which
meant to force me) to work . on tea The first novel written
on tea is Three Rooms in Manhattan written 1n a log cabin on
Lake Masson in the Laurentians in midwinter

We got around on skis We crossed the frozen lake in a car.
Logs blazed 1n an immense fireplace. I was sure I would never
come to the end of that book.

Trembling, D waited behind the door of my study (neither
she nor anyone else has ever seen me write a novel) listening to
the rhythm of the typewriter, and ceaselessly bringing me hot
tea I left the door half open, stuck my hand out, and grabbed
the cup without a word

She had reason to tremble, for if the experiment had failed I
would, 1n all probability, never have tried 1t again, and I would
be dead at this moment

We continued to drink pretty seriously from time to time
Then we cut the hiquor, allowing ourselves only beer (very
strong 1m Canada, also strong in the USA)

We had an occasional sherry or port, and finally, one fine
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day in Arizona, we decided to put ourselves on the wagon
(complete abstinence)

Not out of virtue Only because we knew that we were, both
of us, imncapable of stopping 1n time.

I am not trymng to write an edifying story and I don’t pre-
tend that I’m saved for good. Every two months, every three
months, we get off the wagon for an evenmng or for two or
three days, whether because of some occasion, a celebration, or
simply, T would say, out of hygiene, so that this does not come
to seem a deprivation, thus an obsession.

Wine or liquor, because of the fact that we are detoxified,
and because we have lost the habit, has much more effect on us
than it used to, and I have got drunk on two or three glasses.

The rest of the time there 1s no wine on the table, no beer,
nothing —~ water — Coca-Cola for me the rest of the day. And
we have managed, for example, when I was presiding over the
Film Festival of Brussels, then the one in Cannes, to get
through a luncheon banquet, three or four official cocktail
parties a day, without touching a drop of alcoholic beverage

We started our abstinence in 1949, which makes about
eleven years This does not keep me from considering myself
an alcohohic

I may add that in my current Iife the odour of alcohol has
become disagreeable to me and that I, who was a wine expert (I
bottled my wine myself and I bought from the wine-growers in
all the wine-growing regions of France), I have come to find the
first glass unpleasant, to barely appreciate the second, and to
drink the rest only out of habit

Few of my French friends understand 1t And I resent those

who have made drink the indispensable complement to every
friendly, worldly, or even official meeting.

11 January, 8 30

In an hour D and T are going to the radiologist for the last
test Radiology of the gall bladder Then the doctor will pore

olvcr a file as thick as a crimmal dossier May they find some-
thing!
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1 should add a note to what T wrote yesterday on alcoholism.
It 1s quite striking, T think, that I did not become truly alco-
holic with an alcoholic consciousness except in America, put
another way, after having drunk for morc than twenty years
and often having drunk much more than I did there

I'm speaking of a particular, almost permanent state, 1n
which one 15 dominated by alcohol, whether during the hours
one 1s drinking or during the hours when one 1s jmpatiently
waiting to drink, almost as pamfully as a drug addict waits for
his mnjection or his fix

If one has never known this experience, it is difficult to
understand American hife Not that everyone drinks, m the
sense m which my mother used this word, but because 1t 1s part
of private and public Iife, of folklore, you might say, as 1s
proved by the large, more or less untranslatable vocabulary,
most often in slang, that relates to drink

We knew that state, D. and I, only mtermittently, and I
admit that alcoholism for two, accompanied by love, by pas-
sion, by exacerbated sexuality, 1s not at all disagreeable, quite
the contrary

All of Iife 1s coloured by 1t. New York, for example, seems
made to be seen in this state, and then it 1s an extraordinary
New York and, strange as it may seem, comradely.

The crowds cease to be anonymous, the bars cease to be
ordinary 1ll-Iit places, the taxi drivers complaining or menacing
people It is the same for all the big American cities, Los
Angeles, San Francisco, Boston ... From one end of the coun-
try to the other there exists a freemasonry of alcoholics (like
the one that exists for Alcoholics Anonymous). ..

Then a couple lives folded 1n on itself. The hotel room be-
comes a home The bed takes an unexpected, unforeseen im-
portance, whether for sleeping, for making love, or for suffer-
mng The hours of the day are different from what they are for
most people, measured by successive drinks, a little as m a
convent they are marked by rehigious rites

I'm not exaggerating It 1s another world .in which certam
preoccupations disappear, where the order of mmportance of
things changes For two, T repeat, 1t’s marvellous And, because
it 1s marvellous, it 1s vital to leave it as soon as possible, for
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after a certamn time, as with drugs, this exaltation and privacy
become a hell Intoaication begins.

We fled in time, D and I We went on the wagon (the
wagon, that 1s to say the water cart from which at one time
drinking water was sold 1n the streets)

Nevertheless, I have a nostalgia for certain nights, certain
mornings on Samnte-Marguerite-du-Lac-Masson, for certain
days at the Drake in New York . We tried at Cannes, soon
after my return to Europe, to rediscover these sensations when
the occasion presented itself It wasn't the same thing.

Because we were 1 Europe? Because we had been detoxified
too long and for that reason the mornings after were too painful.

Or, agam, because we had acquired a sense of gwmlt? For
that too is a part of the problem. For twenty odd years in
France, until 1945, I drank without remorse, without seeing
anything wrong with 1it, I was going to say . quite the contrary.

In the United States I learned shame For they are ashamed
Everyone 1s ashamed I was ashamed like the rest Which con-
tributes to that sensation of solitude, of isolation, to a certain
withdrawing into oneself and at the same time to that soli-

darity with all other men A solidarity which 1s almost uni-
versal there.

12 January

Utterly overwhelmed I discover once more, with D., that
everything you know, everything you have learned, counts for
nothing, that the truth 1s always different But I wasn't far off
And God knows if my love .ought to have helped me in what I
dare not call my diagnosis. Impassible to talk about 1t here,
because the form 1s too specific T would need a novel, a trans-
position, which would be nearer to reahity than what I could
say here

This morning 1 almost wrote- Is she perhaps right 1n spite

of and n the face of everybody else? I didn’t because I feared
her reaction to this question when she read it.
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Friday, 13 January 1961

Yesterday T had my best (I hope our best) evening n the Jast
two years. Dimner téte a téte, slowly. quietly, at the Grappe
d’Or and, as happens to me rarely, I was in no hurry to leave
the table. Because of this, the Grappe d’Or, where we scarcely
ever go cxcept when we have to take out friends who are
passing through, has almost taken on, in my eyes. the aspect
of our dear Brussels in New York, where we saw cach‘ other
for the first time and where we go back so often on a pilgrim-
age.

I am happy, I am thinking about my novel, and we will be
able to escape for a few days, D and I It scems to me that this
will be our first real hohiday n a long, long time. We've earned
one.

14 January 1961

Last evening reccived and read the book that Bernard de
Fallois devotes to me It seems to me the best of those written
about me (including the less important studies) He speaks less
of me than of my work, which 1s a relief However, I always
feel the same embarrassment reading studies of this kind Of
course I believe in the importance of what I do, or I wouldn’t
have been writing for forty years But from my believing n 1t
to hearing someone else speaking of this importance, seri-
ously discussing this or that passage 1n a book .

Strange as 1t may seem, it’s unpleasant

From another point of view, 1t’s equally unpleasant to me
when my work 1s treated cavalierly

An hour later, D 1s reading the Fallois manuscript and is
overwhelmed by 1t I wouldn’t want the above note to be muis-
understood 1, too, was happy to see the mmportance of my
books to a fellow I'm very fond of.

Certainly, D. 1s capable of protecting my books, on my be-
half, not only from the material but from the Iiterary and
moral pomnt of view In my successive wills I've designated the
Société des Auteurs my executors, as a last resort, and for
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want of a better. (I bave a horror of the Gens de Lettres) I
must correct my will and write in de Fallois's name instead

The ‘embarrassment’ 1 mentioned earhier 1s not aimed at
him. Tt's what seems to me the natural reaction of any creative
person to an analysis of his work One 1s divided between
pleasure and pain. Difficuit to explain

It appears the three books will come out at the same fime,
This one, then Dr R.s, and finally the one by S, which I
haven’t read.

1 hope 1t will be de Fallois’s book that will receive the atten-
tion of critics and readers

What I'm most grateful for 1s that he doesn’t speak of me as
of a ‘phenomenon’, hasn’t tried to analyse the ‘creative mech-
anismy’, hasn’t looked for ‘sources’, but has tried to understand
a certain number of novels — and has understood them. When 1
say a certam number, T mean all my novels, for he read them
all scrupulously, some of them two or three times

Later, perhaps, I will be able to read this kind of work with-
out being thrown into a panic.

I mustn’t form an 1dea of myself yet, much less of what I
wrile, :

21 January 1961

In the middle of a novel: Magrer et le Voleur Paresseux
Today, page 100 I want to get rid of an idea that came to me
suddenly last might. I think that my work will have much less
mportance later than certam people would hike to think. I am
speaking very sincerely.

If that came suddenly to mind, it 1s because I had the im-
pression, 1 don’t know why, that 1 was mistaken in thinkmng
that T was at the beginming of a pertod, that T had in some way
found a certaan way of fecling, of penetrating man, of giving
importance to his surroundings and cven to the objects, etc., as

well as to a certain rhythm in my novels So I would have been
at the beginning of a period:

1930-1960. ... ..
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and that would have given a certain weight to my wniting But
if the opposite 1s true?

1930 e Coeeee e .. 21960

Well, too bad, I'll never know. All the same, 1t bothers me a
little and I mustn't work with any less faith i what I do.
Above all, now

23 January 1961

There now' Another novel finished Fecling of relief first, as
each time, because I got to the end, that I'm no longer at the
mercy of any touch of flu, any headache, any moment of dis-
couragement

And also, because once more I've done my job. Then, almost
at once, a wavering, a dull worry: readjustment to everyday
life Not disagreeable at all, though, rather the opposite.

Tomorrow mornng I shall be surprised not to be wakened at
six o’clock, not to have to build my fire, make my coffee, not to
follow the routine of work days And I will plunge joyfully
into the life of the house.

169th, 170th novel? I no longer know. So many figures are
published It 1s enough for me to ask D, who keeps the count
up-to-date The number doesn’t matter

Whatever 1t is, 1t suddenly seems to me ridiculous Less than
two hundred times, this impression that I've just described. -
It 1sn’t much when you think that I've been workmng at my
trade for about forty years How many times does one make
love 1n a lifetime? How many times does one get off a boat, 2
tram, a plane, does one make contact with a different world?

I envy pamnters They do many more canvasses than we do
novels Yet pictures are works that are just as complete, as
finished Why?

1 don’t yet know what I shall think of my last Maigret when
I revise it. It’s a farrly disorganized sketch, by design, two
stories that mtertwine, I don’t quite know why Some passages
will make the reader laugh I purposely put m a lot of light
touches And I wonder if I could have treated the same subject
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m one of my harder novels, if then it wouldn’t have been
unbearable, at any rate to many people.

That’s one thing that de Fallois, who is coming tomorrow,
understands very well — the first person who has, except D, of
course ~ that in Maigret I often take up subjects that are more
serious than those in my other books But in a playful manner
or, at least, with the poise of my police chief as a counter-
balance.

The nexat week a holhiday at last D and I will fly to Cannes,
where we will spend several days together. Quf!

And already I am thinking of writing, as soon as possible,
my second novel of the year, with another holiday 1n mind, in
Paris, probably I'd Iike that very much. Many books in order
to have these brief moments alone together, no matter where

If I took these holidays without having written first, I would
have thefeeling of not having earned them.

24 January 1961

As 1 foresaw, T woke up at six o’clock and couldn’t go back to
sleep By tradition, I went to the barber.

Last evening, happened to hear on television (heard, because
the pictures broke down) Giono talking about our profession I
haven’t read him As with other contemporaries, I once skim-
med through one or two of his books, but, from what I know
of him and his work, he 1s a writer whom I respect. (Not
responsive to his lyricism, personally, which 1s perhaps a lack
in me, T wonder if I wasn’t a httle jealous, before and during
the war when he was one of the novelists most popular with
the young He 1sn’t any more, but I'm not either End of paren-
thesis )

Giono said that he did not understand novelsts to whom
writing is a sort of agony In his eyes, this 1s a hangover of
romanticism The creator, he says, is like any craftsman, like a
shoemaker, and one cannot mmagine a shoemaker suffering
over making a shoe (The shoemaker 1s his analogy ) He added

that if writing were painful for him, he would have chosen
another trade
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I envy him The shoemaker, having finished his apprentice-
ship, 1s surc of being able to finish the shoe he has begun. There
1s a simple, known technique which he has learned There also
arc norms And everybody knows whether a shoe 15 successful
or not.

But with a novel? With any work of art?

So Giono 1s sure of himself. He is sure, in beginning a book,
that he will be able to get to the end and that he will succeed in
sayimng what he means, of getting the right vibration, the right
degree of emotion, of commumicating 1t on the right page, of
finding the words, the rhythm...

For me this 1s so miraculous that I never dare believe mn it

If 1t were a matter of a novelist working commercially
accordimng to proven formulas, this wouldn't bother me I didn’t
worry either when I was writing popular novels and adventure
‘novels, and I used to go to work whistling

So I find that not everybody suffers from stage fright By con-
trast, Maurice Chevalier, on television the night before, admit-
ted openly that for the past SIXty:SIX years he has always felt
his throat dry up and his knees weak when he went on stage

One 1s not necessarily right and the other wrong Just the
same, 1t bothers me.

Wednesday, 27 January 1961

Yesterday went to have a film screened, the film of the Balzac
television broadcast that I did about a year ago and which de
Fallois (who left last evening) had missed at the time Odd
mmpression Last year, seeing it on my own screen, I was pre-
occupied with knowmng if it had been cut much, if it held up, if
I hadn’t stammered, etc Yesterday, I realized that while I
can’t stand my photographs, even those taken by the best
photographers, because I don’t recognize myself in them, I
recognize myself very well on. the screen

This had never struck me, although I'm used to seeing my-
self 1in the movies or on television I think I understand The
still photo mevitably gives a false image The moving image 1s
much nearer to the truth
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The panting, the portrait, without showing the man in
movement, does not freeze him at a precise — hence artificial —
instant, but gives an illusion of time passing

Now, however, we have the moving pictures and voices of
men.

Would we have the same 1dea of a Hitler, a Mussolini a
Churchill, a Stalin, etc., without those pictures and voices?
Isn't our whole perspective on great men — or small — trans-
formed by them?

This presents another problem that I have not yet seen
raised, but which one day, will call for supplementary texts in
the Civil Code. Certain North Africans, for example, refuse to
allow themsclves to be photographed because they believe that
in this way a part of their soul 1s taken from them.

Without going that far, there 1s, 1t seems to me, a qucstion
of property. I'm not speaking of money. As to political men, the
pictures of their public life and their speeches pass mnto history.
But how about all the others whom radio and television inter-
view each day?

I'm lucky to own a print of this Balzac because I refused to
be paid for my work and they kindly offered me a copy That
is very unusual

So, here are a man's picture and voice which no longer
belong to him He has collaborated in a broadcast at a given
moment. In two years, mn ten. in fifty, in cntirely different
circumstances, 1n other perspectives, they can be used again
without the least authorization from him or his heirs.

Radio and television nctworks “thus possess a prodigious
capital over which there are no controls.

Tl take a case Day before vesterday, out of the years
literary broadcasts, a single sentence was taken from cach
wriler, a single sequence, and these extracts were shown back
to back. out of context. in a sort of symposium in which one or
another of them ran the risk of being misrepresented.

The papers complain that some people attack photographers
and break their cameras. But for an actress. for example. for
an sctor, for people from other professions, u sfofen picture,

tohen  extemporancously, can really be prejudicial. cven
tragie
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round man of letters’) and I understand my colleagues who
adopt it We are contmually asked for everything- interviews,
lectures, articles on everything under the sun, to preside over
juries, etc., and people, sometimes the government, are an-
noyed if we say no.

This time I have been asked to do something that tempts
me- a play for Eurovision planned to be produced the same
evenmg, at the same time, in different languages, 1 Paris,
London, Berlin, Stockholm, Copenhagen, etc Television has
fascinated me for nearly twelve years.

On the other hand. 1t’s not my trade. I'm afraid of failure.
I’'m afraid of the days or weeks of anxiety it would cause me.
I’'m wavering Will 1 allow myself to be persuaded? Or, more
honestly, will I give in to the temptation of trymg a medium
that 1s new to me? I was promising myself a novel at the
end of February or the beginning of March. I am going to
think about 1t for a week while I revise the last Maigret
and then be on my way to Cannes. If a subject comes to
me .

The same thing happened when the lllustrated London
News asked me for a long novella for its Christmas issue. I
answered .

‘I{ I find a subject in two days. yes. If not, no’

I wrote Sept Petites Croia dans un Carnet

We'll see if something will materialize this time or if, more
wisely, I'll stick to the novel.

D 15 better and better. I was counting on three more or less
difficult months of convalescence. She’s coming back to herself
with surprising speed. In the last analysis, with her, one
shouldn’t try to mterfere. Let her go along according to her
own logic, which 1s after all only nstinct.

4 Februay 1961

Revision finished on the 2nd Refused the television play Last
evening. Raoul Levy telephoned from Los Angeles. Purchase
of movic rights of Three Rooms in Manhartan. That 1s a film I
would bihe to sce made, and at the same time it makes me
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Third Notebook
1961-1963






Echandens, 11 February 1961

‘My beautiful new notebook’, as I used to say when I was still
in school. (I just came back from a walk with Pierre m the
sharp cold and my hands are still stiff. The logs are just begin-
nmg to burn Eleven thirty in the morning Marie-Jo has come
back from her music lesson and Johnny will be back at noon
D 1s 1n her boudoir.)

That's all, really, I just wrote all I have to say this mornmng
between the parentheses I wanted to begin Notebook III as
soon as we were back from Cannes (yesterday afternoon, but
the Nielsens were here waiting for us) and most of all to begin
1t mm a peaceful and joyful atmosphere.

Wrote nothing in Cannes Did nothing Good news about
D.’s health and mine (which wasn’t bothering me). Like certain
anmimals in spring, we both felt a sudden rush of health, of
cleanliness of body, and next week we will probably go to the
chnic for two or three days for a small correction D. neceds
after her last childbirth A stitch broke.

Finally saw P. after all the other doctors. Some day I must
write all 1 can on this subject, which I'm beginning to under-
stand,

So, back at the house, our own bed, my study, clear cool
weather, and we're going to a wedding this afternoon

Is 1t because of the mimosa, the orange trees, the flowering
almonds in the Midi? For me, whatever the weather 1s to-
morrow, spring has already begun.

Sunday, 12 February

Officially Y am fifty-cight years old. In reality I won't be until
tomorrow.
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So, yesterday we went to the w edding Mostly doctors, most
of them university professors, the bride being the daughter of a
professor. Among them a man of sixty-five, known around
the world as much for his writings as for his international
practice.

Two or three years ago, T think it was, he abandoned his
chair, his clinic, and his practice, because he became addicted
to drugs (morphine, according to what I was told). T expected
to find him physically and mentally diminished I spent more
than two hours 1n conversation with him Of all those present.
he was the most lucid, the most human

Did he notice that I wasn't drinking anything but water? I'I:n
sure of it Whenever he was offered a whisky, he would hesi-
tate and refuse most of the time During those two hours he
must not have had more than three drinks And I felt a sort of
question in his eyes.

For the past year he has been Iiving by himself most of the
time (he has a wife and a child), in a country house, to write a
work which will deal largely, he told me, with mnstinct and
intuition He asked my permission — as if he had to! — to show
me his manuscript.

This 15 a subject that has fascinated me for a long time and
which I've found worth researching in works of all kinds, m-
cluding those on primates, for example, and on the tramng of
wild animals

Some day I hope to have that man here 1n my study and to
falk with him at leisure I did not say to him yesterday. If I
had accepted a glass of that champagne or of that whisky
continually passed under my nose (though I had a long wait
for a glass of water, which was very difficult to get) I would
have taken a second, then a third, I would have begun to talk
volubly, and instead of leaving at nine o'clock I would have
been one of the last to leave — at four o‘clock 1n the morning,
no doubt. And Sunday in bed, sweating out my alcohol, with
palpitations

That’s the way 1t was during some twenty-four days of the
Cannes Festival.

‘You aren't drinking anything?’ people marvelled.

Oh no! Nor do I eat any of what 1s served at all those
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luncheons. dinners, and reccptions For years, however, T
thought that gastronomy was an essential part of my life

When he comes, shall I tell him that some day I may be
tempted to write, uninitiate that I am, a book on medicine and
doctors? T have been observing them since my mother’s house
was filled with them when 1 was barely six years old, first
medical students, then doctors from the neighbourhood, from
the countryside around, and finally the big guns of all kinds.

Is it accidental that more than eighty per cent of the fricnds
I've had, the people I've made companions of, belonged to the
medical world? When 1t has been called to my attention, and
when T’ve been asked the reason for my choice, I freely answer
that doctors and novelists have almost the same mterest mn
man, study him from the same angle.

But yesterday, watching those around me, I realized that this
is untrue.

The closest to myself was the man who was no longer
practising and who 1s gomng to write a book not on medicine or
his speciality, mn which he has made a2 number of discoveries,
but on instinct.

Is it necessary or indispensable that a man touch bottom at
least once 1n his life to become wholly a man?

Touch it lumself. Not just be present. ..

Seriously, if some day I no longer write novels, for lack of
creative energy, it 1s possible that I might try to write a book
on doctors. Hasn’t one of them just written a book about me?
And a psychiatrist like Delay an extensive work on André
Gide in which there is no question of psychiatry?

We promised Johnny to be back at mine thirty and we got
back at nine thirty sharp He was as happy as I to know that
his mother danced three wild Charlestons in succession, which
exhausted her seventeen-year-old-partner!

Today the whole family went for the papers. The house 1s
quiet Soon we will take a ride around the village, D and 1.

We won’t go to the clmic next week as I’d hoped, nor the
following, because the doctor won’t be free, so that my next
novel 1s postponed to about mid March. A novel on what? I

haven’t the least idea. I'm going to begin to empty myself, hitle
by little, to feel myself out.
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As almost always when I'm beginning, I promise mysclf an
optimistic novel I know what I mean. Not conventional opti-
mism A novel tasting of life Then, when 1t 1s finished ..

I'm thimking about a couple I've known for forty years
They have both struggied She must have had virtues, since he
used to love her and they were happy. At fifty, she became
another woman A caricature of herself, morally as well as
physically And at any shghtest difficulty, she falis 1lf. But he
goes along without a word, smiling ... Do some pecople laugh
at hum, taking hum for a fool or a simpleton? He surcly knows
it He pays no attention ... He is paying

He had ‘the other one’ for thirty years He s used to her
faults Which 1s the real woman, the one today or the former
one? Does he ask humself that question?

I don’t think he submuits silently just because it 1s the only
way to have peace I think it goes further than that, that he is
aware that this deterioration, which must have come about
imperceptibly, 1s part of a complex process, a sort of law ...

There used to be vaudeville skits about this sort of thing,
which made people laugh Now we try to understand and don’t
faugh any more

It 1s the same with all known and unknown laws in nature.
Man always submitted to them whether he liked it or not,
reconciled himself to them.

Today we no longer reconcile ourselves.

And I come back to medicine, which I hadn’t meant to say
any more on today. to heal or not to heal?

For the question 1s asked. I'm not talking abont finding the
remedy for this or that affliction. I'm talking about carmg for
and healing the individual, this individual, mn these circum-
stances, with the consequences that this entails . . .

1 just read a phrase of Littré’s Is it true or false?

‘Imagine how sad one must have been to have composed a
dictionary.’

Is there a hink between my different notes today? It doesn’t
matter Yesterday, at the wedding, few young people One,
however, who asked me, he too, for permission to come to sce

me He 1s the son of one of the most famous contemporary
orchestra conductors.
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He is twenty-five years old, pamnts, seems to be giddy, charm-
ing, and aggressive all at once. I wouldn’t be surprised 1f he
became a personage himself, but I foresee an eventful life, if
not a tragic one, for him At the moment he 1s engaged, in
love, full of life He behaves as 1f he needed someone to look
after him, or cajole him.

At his age I was already saying (and I've often repeated it
since) that a novelist must live to be an old man, as old as
possible, in order to see mankmd from every poimnt of view,
that of the adolescent, the old man It 1s even truer than I
thought One must have led a certain number of lives, been
present, from beginning to end if possible, at those experiences
which make up human life

Professor X said to me yesterday, on a parallel subject. ‘As
a young man one can express ideas It takes a lifetime to dis-
cover them’

To rediscover them, rather, even the simplest ones To ex-
periment with them, to feel them

It was only last week that I suddenly understood that one of
my good friends, also a doctor — another one! — could quite
easily become the character in L'Owurs en Peluche i spite of
his apparent stability. And he too, like my other friend, is
silent, silent with a wife who overflows with vitality. Smiling.

Always with a look of . I finally recognize these eyes,
which others accept so easily as serene, but which, it comes to
my mind, are the eyes Monsieur Monde had — when he came
back Didn’t I have that look myself for years? It 1s neither
tragic nor moving. It’s worse!

I'm very glad I went to New York! If I hadn’t gone, how
long could I have continued to have anything to write about?
Monsieur Monde . Le Cercle des Mahé . . Les Noces de

Potiers ... Bilan Maletras .. And then? The balance of
what?

13 February 1961

So, fifty-eight years old Sun Lovely birthday, flowery, affec-

%onate, leisurely, with an afternoon walk in Lausanne with
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The thought T write here 15 yesterday evening's Taking off
on some 1dea one wants to get rid of, there 1t 1s agam at the
end of the Iine 1n a different form.

We often joke about old men — or middle-aged men — saying
that whenever they get together they can't stop talking about
the good old days, about what they’ve lived through and ex-
perienced Now that 1 have been a muddle-aged man for some
time and many of my friends are really old men, I know the
truth

There’s no doubt we sometimes recall old times with a kind
of exuberance, but that’s only superficial talk after a good
dmner 1n good company

What an old man wants to know when he meets another 1s
whether the other has come to the same conclusions he has,
the same results, though of course the question 1s not put so
crudely It isn’t asked at all It’s the young men who ask ques-
tions or answer them.

They arrive by soundings, prudent, veiled. They are looking
for the flaw For they know that everyone has a flaw

A few words, certan silences, looks, are enough to mnform
the questioner and he rarely goes further, because what re-
mains to be said cannot easily be expressed in words. Or be-
cause words seem trivial or absurd

So many years . So many experiences, hopes, joys, pains,
springs, journeys, discoveries, doubts, successes

And what were they looking for?

Shall T be foolish enough to tell, when I'm still only a half-
oldster, won’t they, the real ones, accuse me of betraying the
brotherhood?

Like Diogenes, they were looking for a man Because one
would be enough' They have sought outside and inside them-
selves

If one of them, at the end of his search, finally found one —
even more 1f 1t were himself — T haven’t met him yet

That would change everything On that, one could build .

I don’t know not a moralty, which I don’t care for .
build a world, perhaps, which would really be made to our
measure?

Short of that, they speak in brief sentences that are non-
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comnuttal, that are Itke bait on a line, they watch, they smile,
they open or close their mouths, and from time to time one is
tempted to wink at the other.

Don’t primitive peoples express all these things — and much
better! — 1n their sculptures and masks?

Since last night a small machine weighing as hitle as a 4- CV
(and which may make no more noise) has been on its way to
Venus.

14 February 1961

(Children, I wouldn’t want you to imagine, because of yester-
day’s notes, for instance, that one day m February 1961 your
father thought of himself as an old man, or even felt old He
doesn’t at all, and I undoubtedly owe that to you, for by hiving
with you I am plunged 1nto youth once more If I'm talking
about old men, then, or middle-aged men, it’s because I am at
least halfway between them and you — more than halfway,
alas! — and I’m beginning to understand them while still able
to look at them from the outside Finally, I should say that I
am surely at the i1deal age to see both sides. How wonderful it
would be to stop time!)

Still on the subject of old men, there are some left — not for
long, though ~ who 1n my eyes belong to a particular species
which I always observe with curiosity mixed with some envy
They are country people from the httle villages, whom one
sees congregating at the fars or n the inns

They are eighty or more They all were babies at the same
time, went to school, to all the burials, all the marriages, all the
baptisms of the countryside together.

They remember their games together, their fights of other
days Therr Iife has passed in an enclosed world, which must
have been reassuring. And yet, looking at them closely, 1n spite
of their simplicity, their lack of philosophical curiosity, it
seems to me that I've found that same question in their eyes
that I was talking about yesterday.

Also, I wrote a sentence that doesn't really make sensc and I
want to correct 1t But I can’t see how to do it I spoke of
building a world made to our own measure This doesn’t stand

219



close exammation Build a world? Who? Us? How? Why?
And what 1s oy measure? Whose measure? The measure of
what? How did I fall into such bad writing? And yet, bchind
these clumsy words, 1 feel that there 1s something

Lumumba has been assassinated, I wonder 1f his death isn't
gomng to speed up the end of a certain soctety which I despise
Somewhere 1n this notebook I was wondering if cynical people
really exist, people strong enough to be cynical Is this one of
the proofs?

I’'m not sure yet Men are obliged to make themselves believe
that they are right, and they manage to do so without much
trouble From that point on, everything becomes easy, mciuding
a certain Machiavellianism which 1s more apparent than
real

The African business 1s no closer to me than other world
affairs and still Lumumba’s death makes me as sad as if he
were someone I knew well

Thursday, 16 February

My son Pierre has got into the habit of dropping 1n on me in
my study Yesterday he devoted himself to the inspection of
my drawers, respectfully, without touching anythmg At a cer-
tamn pomnt, when I was busy writing, he came to take my hand,
led me to a piece of furniture, and showed me a key that he
could not turn 1n the lock.

I discussed with D the changes necessitated by the ages of
the children. Johnny 1s inheriting Pierre’s room 1n the spring,
and vice versa We're putting in a bathroom for Johnny, who
then won't have to share his brother’s and sister’s, etc.

It’s ke a wave, advancing slowly, imperceptibly. All of a
sudden you see the landscape has changed. Difficulty of organ-
izing vacations that three children of diffetent ages can enjoy
equally And all these Iittle problems change from year to year

Delicious, almost complete relaxation Last night D. and 1
worked together on the translation of an article by Miller
about me More precisely, D. made a first draft and together
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we then tried to reproduce the spirit of the original No argu-
ments Everything very smooth

1 believe this is our first collaboration of this kind, since as a
rule each of us does his own clearly separate work. I was
delighted by it The crocuses are mn flower. Soon the tulips wall
be And I'm forgetting to think about my next book. Next
Tuesday I'm going to have a wisdom tooth pulled, because my
cheeks are too thick for the dentist {o work on it

Lessons with my daughter now, then to town with D Life is
beautiful

Friday, 17 February

Full of gentle euphoria. Then a letter from Marc, and here 1
am, suddenly anxious, upset. Why are we so apprehensive for
our children when they are becoming men white we had no
fear for ourselves as we rounded the same cape?

Isn’t 1t becanse of a retrospective fear which overcomes us at
the thought of all we risked without realizing it? T was a hun-
dred times mores foolhardy than he at his age, and I’'m no less
frightened by the least of his {ollies

I've seen young people become men in spite of and agamst
all odds. some of them, often. the very ones a psychological
observer would have classified as almost hopeless cases It is
also true that I've seen others who failed, and for almost as
long as T can remember, T have felt an anguish aver spoiled
hives, which made me invent and describe, when Y was four-
teen, maybe in 1917, the profession of ‘restorer of destinies’, a
sort of Maigret as doctor, psychsatrist, etc, a kind of consult-
ing God-the-Father, in fact, and I had no 1dea that this pro-
fession was actually in the offing, replaced that of confessor:
the psychoanalyst.

I just made a mistake. The expression 1 my childish mind
was not restorer but mender. ‘Mender of destinies!” If only
there were such a thing!

And my good friend Miller, who belicves me strong, in-
vulnerable, and who, mn his article, attributes to me serenity in
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the face of every test! In what concerns myself, perhaps. And
yet' When 1t 1s a matter of my wife, my children ..

Wasn’t 1 unconsciously thinking of that mmpossibly serenc
man, of that God-the-Father of my old dreams, when 1 spoke
the other day of the man without flaw?

End of my serenity for a few days Went out with Marie-Joe
and we got ready for her cighth birthday Just now we were
walking along gaily with our arms around cach other’s waists
lIike Iovers, on the Rue de Bourg, and I think she was happy to
see people turning to look

Three times since lunch have gone up to Johnny’s room,
where he had taken refuge to read, to tell him funny stories
found for him n papers and magazines This morning I went
to meet Pierre m the village, but because of the fog didn’t find
him.

Later on, how will those two find their way to be men? 1
hope to be still around, although I know now that a moment
comes when we are no help to our children - except to rescue
them when they've got themselves into trouble.

In an article on Gide I read that he always scemed a bit
stramned, tentative, that people who spoke forcefully Iike Mal-
raux or Saint-Exupéry, etc, impressed him, and he seemed to
envy them I knew him enough to know 1t’s truc But 1 also
believe that I know the reason for this reaction, He did not
affirm He doubted everything He hesitated to offer an opinion

And he regarded as wonders those men who knew every-
thing, decided everything without hesitation, as if they were in
possession of the truth.

I suddenly have the impression of knowing ham better, of
appreciating hum more than when we saw each other and
wrote to each other.

Monday, 20 February 1961

I may have found a subject for a novel, which is none other
than the one I failed at last year (beforc the Maigret), The
Tiamn, but written 1 the first person, which would change the
highting, the rhythm, and, except for the openimng, the story I
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must grope about for a few days to know if I'm getting into 1t
or not

Last evening, after a peaceful family Sunday, during which
only D. worked straight through, a passing remark of hers
amused me She had gone on dictating after dmnner. Towards
ten thirty she came upstawrs and jomed me m the drawing
room, exhausted As usual, she read the papers for a quarter
. of an hour for a change of pace But when she finished reading
them, she asked me quite naturally:

‘Can’t I read your notebook?’

‘But you read it three days ago.’

‘I thought you’d written in 1t since then ..’

It’s becoming a habit, then. And the fact 1s that I sometimes
want to write for the sake of writing, or rather of relating,
going over the small events of the past.

These have been so distorted in the press, or by my friends 1n
the telling, that they don’t correspond to any reality.

But last might I realized that the things I've done that have
taken on a quasi-legendary quality were done quite naturally,
quite logically. The very fact that they are too natural and too
logical makes them extraordinary To relate them in detail
seems to me long and tedious, yet if I abridge and simplify, T'll
fall into another sort of artifice.

The business of the canals, for example (and perhaps some-
day the one about the wolves), takes on an exaggerated im-
portance under a journalist’s pen, and also a meaning 1 don’t
recognize They talk about canal boats I have never had a
canal boat Before the Ostiogoth — a fishing cutter ten metres
long that I had built at Fécamp, and on board which I hived all
the time I was m Holland and 1n Germany — I did indeed travel
through the rivers and canals of France, but not in a canal
boat on board a five-metre mahogany craft that must have
been the hfeboat of a big yacht

Why the rivers and canals? I had been Iiving 1n France for
three years Outside Paris, I had made only a few trips to the
provinces I had observed that most of the cities and towns
faced not towards the road or railway, but towards the river,
the stream, or the canal, which is natural

The memory of the canal from Litge to Maestricht, opposite
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my Aunt Maria’s house at Coronmeuse, must have had some
mfluence too I always had wanted to travel around France by
navigable waterways

I wasn’t rich T must have been writing from forty to eighty
pages of a popular novel each day No question of buyng a
yacht No question, either, of sleeping 1n mns or hotels

It was almost a problem mn arithmetic. I looked for a good
fishing boat, which 1 found on sale at Sartrouville In order to
be able to sleep on 1t, I had the centre thwart removed, which
left a place to put two kapok mattresses at might I had up-
rights 1nstalled, and removable supports for a solid waterproof
awning with canvas curtamns on the sides, forming a regular
cabin

The boat was called the Ginerte and 1 didn’t unchristen 1t
But it was necessary to take the maid, Boule, who was then
twenty years old and 1s with me today, and my dog Olaf, a
slate-coloured Great Dane who measured seventy-five centi-
metres at the withers

I also had to take along my typewriter, supplies of paper, a
tent (for Boule, and for me to work mn i the mormngs), a
folding table, also folding chairs, pots, dishes All this wouldn’t
fit on board, so I bought a hight flat-bottomed barge three
metres fifty long, for which I got an awning made. So during
the trip the supplies followed m our wake

That was 1 1925 Camping wasn’t yet fashionable, still less
this style of navigation Alummmum motors didn’t exist in
Europe so I bought an outboard Archiméde, bronze and cast-
ron, that weighed more than forty kilos and could work up a
speed of about ten kilometres an hour.

We left, my first wife, Boule, the dog, the typewriter and I,
m March, by the Marne, then the canal from the Marne to the
Saéne, before sailing down the latter, the Rhone to Avignon,
and from there to Grau-du-Rou.

As a rule we would stop 1n the country 1n order to pitch the
tent 1n a meadow, near a wood 1if possible In the morning I
‘would work there Sometimes we would stay two or three days
n the same place

Sometimes we had to stop m a town, as for mstance at
Chélons and at Lyons To supply otr needs my typewriter had
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to turn out its daily pages So at five o’clock in the morning, I
had to put up my folding table on the dock and type there until
eleven in the moraing

As 1 tell 1t, this sounds Iike forced eccentricity when 1t was
only the logical outcome of a decision I had made... Same at
Grau-du-Ro1 Impossible to stay m port because of the mos-
quitoes and noise

It was in June, out of season (at that time'). I took the
Gmnette out to sea, opposite the beach, and I anchored
securely I continued to sleep aboard The tent, pitched on the
beach, served as a dining room, workroom (very early in the
morning, because of the heat), and as a bedroom for Boule

I like to have my coffee as soon as I get up Result. I would
blow a horn to signal Boule She, tray in hand, would go into
the water and wade out to the Gmnerre, where the waves would
be up to her breasts

If we went to the Casino at night, how to get back on board?
By stripping naked and swimming

There are a thousand details of this kind, improbable or
comical but, again, not forced.

This lasted six or seven months. Sometimes editors’ money
orders didn’t reach our next stop and we would have to wait,
living on our supplies

Along the Canal du Midi, I would occasionally arrive, at
nine at mght, at a village several kilometres inland, wearing a
bathing suit, because it was midsummer. I had come to buy

bread, canned goods, and the villagers wondered where on earth
I came from.

Again, this was i 1925

So no canal boat, no barge, nothing out of the ordmary
except the desire to see France in a certain way I was not
disappointed

Later people talked about my wolves as 1f I had a passion
for wild ammals It’s a great deal simpler than that. We were
m the garden of the French Embassy in Ankara when a sort of
tramp stuck his head over the wall, showed us a sack, and said

something in his own language. Chambrun, the ambassador,
translated for me:

‘He's just captured three young wolves.’
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‘And he wants to sell them?’

‘Yes.’

‘1 was very fond of dogs 1 immediatcly thought of crossing
German sheep dogs with wolves 1 bought the three hittle beasts,
which went to Istanbul in our sleeping car. At La Richardiere,
where I was then hiving. cages had to be built where the wolves
could live once they were grown. In the same way I had also
brought a Karabakh bitch there (I was told the word means
black head) - a very savage breed that herded huge flocks of
sheep 1n that part of the country.

The wolves grew The female had to be put to sleep when
she got a skin ailment that made her vicious, One of the males
was hurt and also had to be killed

The last of them lived for several years at La Richarditre
and used to follow me on a leash on my country walks —1n the
evening he played in my study There never was any cross-
breeding When I left for my trip around the world, the ser-
vants refused to take care of lnm 1n our absence and I sent him
to the Vincennes Zoo. I went to sec him a few times there and
we recognized each other

Nothing eccentric here, either. We were having coffec mn a
garden ... a tramp passed carrying a bag . . Wolves ... Why
not? And out of that 1t all grew.

Today I have something better than a boat or wolves. I have
children Quite naturally, logically too, my Iife revolves around
them and my wife

But on the day when I suddenly asked myself what I was
domg n America, this did not prevent me from deciding to
move my whole little world

And here we are In Switzerland! Why am I, a Belgian, a
French writer, with my Canadian wife, and my children who
were born 1n the United States, why are we in the Canton of
Vaud?

It 1s just as simple, just as logical, provided you don’t form it
mto something fanciful, aren’t looking for something pictur-
esque, for a good story, or, 1n other words, as long as journal-
1sts and biographers leave it alone.

Unfortunately, they don’t leave 1t alone, and the simplest
things become so false you could scream.
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Tomorrow I'm having a wisdom tooth pulled and I’'m nerv-
ous about 1t because up to now I haven't had a single tooth
pulled 1n at least twenty-five years. I'll take D. with me to the
dentist

Tuesday, 21 February 1961

Wisdom tooth pulled this morning, no pan, which proves once
more that . etc., etc Friday he’s taking out the one above it
Delicious harmony between D. and me We always live in
harmony, to be sure, and even ntensely so, but this time there
1s the kind of agreement between us that couples have who
walk thigh to thigh as if with a single movement. It’s very
pleasant

A while ago I was setting down my schedule Here’s another
example for this week Yesterday went with Johnny to buy
paper hats, harmonicas, etc, for Marie-Jo’s friends.

Tomorrow, Marie-Jo’s birthday. There will be some people
here whom D. and I will have to take care of, and I will have
to take a run into town to sign a paper at the notary’s.

Friday, taped terview for the Swiss radio 1n the morning
and second wisdom tooth in the afternoon

Saturday, dinner at Dr D’s, the psychiatrist who heads
Rives des Prangins, with another French psychiatrist.

And Monday I go with D. to the clinic, where she is having
a mor operation I'll stay with her for the three or four days
she needs to be there Tuesday, dentist Friday too And, if
everything 1s all right, the following Monday, novel Of which,
during all this time, I will think without thinking, trying to put
myself into a state of grace.

We've become so contented at home, so absorbed in our
routine, that a dinner Iike Saturday’s takes on the proportions
of an event.

There are people, especially in my field, who have dinner 1n
town every evening. I did once. It now seems horrfying to
me

Yesterday, on televiston once again they were discussing
today’s youth, who are represented o us as being different
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from the youth of any other time I don’t understand. It 1s the
lestmotiv of the newspapers, the radio . . One would think that
my whole generation, and even those who are in their forties,
were afraid of these emerging young as if they were afraid
of being brought to trial

Bad conscience? Maybe Not I I feel, perhaps wrongly, on
an equal footing with youth

They talk about scientific progress, technological progress, of
the conquest of space

The rhythm of these various progressions, like the growth of
populations, mevitably takes on an ever greater acceleration
But the discovery of Asia, then of America, were just as over-
whelming 1n their time as that of the planets —~ which has not
yet taken place

Fire, then gunpowder, brought about as much change for
young people as the atomic bomb,

They also talk about the transformation of traditional
morality, as if a traditional morality had ever existed — especi-
ally for the young!

More words What do they mean? That they no longer
marry for a dowry, become civil servants, wear a certain kind
of surt? Even that 1s false

They are trying to find their way as we have all tried to find
ours, and, as the young have always done, they mustrust the
soluttons that their clders tell them are final

What change 1s there 1 the basic instincts, common to all
men as to all animals to bare one’s claws, to conquer one or
more females, to reproduce, to raise offspring — and to eat, of
course?

Gide used to talk to me about how the novelist must remaimn
unattached Must not love (in depth), must not have children,
so as to dedicate himself to his art alone Must not worry
about money, he would have added if he’d dared, he who never
had to worry about 1t

Which 1s exactly the same as escaping (trymng to) from the
basic mstincts What 1s 1eft? Some words, some sentences, some
mental acrobatics, which to my mind 1s nothing

Was he aware of this i his last weeks when he was sur-
rounded by his daughter, of whom he had seen so Iittle, and
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his grandchildren? I recerved no letters during that period and
I don’t know anything about 1t A film shows him with chil-
dren on his lap But what was he thinking?

Yesterday again they declared that youth no longer reads.
Always the word ‘youth’. As if they were talking about a
homogeneous group. As if anyone knows what youth reads!
As 1f 1t were not as various as the rest of the population. What
about old age? Why not assume that it thinks this or that,
reacts in this or that way, reads this book and doesn’t ike such
films...

Is Mauriac representative of old age, or is it the serene
Rostand observing his frogs? Or, again, is 1t that stil curious
and lively André Siegfried, younger at eighty than so many
others at fifty? Or my worthy grandfather, in the old days,
sitting on the stoop of his hat shop on the Rue Puits-en-Sock?

After dreaming, one often has the impression of having had
that dream before, even several times. I have the same fecling
about writing these words, and I wonder if, rereading, I
wouldn’t find the same thoughts expressed two or three times
in the same terms It’s very possible, for my mind goes in
circles and I suppose I'm no exception How long 1t takes to
encompass the most modest subject! And how it always seems
we are rediscovering 1it!

Wednesday, 22 February

Re sex. Inexhaustible subject I've already written about 1t here.
I’d be curious to know what I would have written about 1t
twenty years, thirty years, forty years ago, what I shall write
(or would write) in ten, twenty, thirty years.

Desire to explain this need for ‘hight sex’, as one says ‘hight
conversation’.

For me, physical love with a beloved person has always
something serious, even dramatic about it. It ss akin to religion,
to worship It is a thing complete 1n itself, total.

I don’t dare say that it 1s ike my ‘difficult’ books as com-

pared to my Maigrets, but I'm tempted to make the compari-
son.
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Once, when T was voung, these hinds of adventures, more or
less without future. probably served some need to rcassure
myself. Such a woman, from such a background, apparently
maccessible, would allow herself to be had .. The distance
was bridged .

It's a long time since that has happened to me Why do I go
on? Why does it remam a near necessity for my stability? I've
written elsewhere on the subject 1 was asked to treat one of
the seven deadly sins for the radio, and I chose lust

‘A Pancgyric to Lust.” which never went out over the air,
needless to say If T remember correctly, I said that lust, pure
sexuality, was man's means of restormg himself at the springs
of vitality, Of finding the purity of childhood agdin

1 am stull of that opmion In our complicated society, n
which we are only pawns, the solace of being naked. of com-
mitting certain acts, without need of complication or eaplana-
tion, without sentimentahty,

Thus relates to what T was writing about the boat trips, about
the wolves, ctc . mn the context of the logic of my behaviour In
order not to feel a prisoner of socicty T nced to pat a passing
thigh, to make love without decluaring it. without passion, to
have sex on the spur of the moment, in my study or any place
clse. as it was once done, as it is stll done. in the equatorial
forest or m Tahitt T know whereof I speak I've been there

It puts all pretences i thewr place, all conventions Fne
minutes between two doors 1s enough to turn values upside
down

A great surpnise to me when T first came to Paris and 1n the
vears after that no women. whether ‘good’ or worldly, no
movie star, has as beautiful a body as certain professionals do
Not one of them could earn her living by making love

For me, 1t 1s a kind of righting of balance False values go
down, true ones go up ’

And above all, as with the Maigrets, 1t allows me to keep the
same separate place for love that 1 give my real novels No
comparison

D will understand It doesn’t matter if others don't. For a
long time now she has understood, but T have the impression
that for the first ime I have discovered a really satisfying
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answer to a question many people have asked me ~ but that
she and I have never needed to ask.
Because, mnstinctively, we have understood

- - Friday, 24 February

Hangover. Because I took a drink the other day when I came
out of the dentist’s office Again the next day And yesterday,
with my English Maigret, much too much. Today I'm Ickmg
my wounds hike an amimal Always this feeling of shame. Feel-
ing of melancholy. This 1s the only tune when I've known
what that word means In spite of 1t, gave two radio interviews
this morning

Also, as always, extreme sensuality. Once, 1 Paris, after a
fairly wild night (in 1952) while D. was packing the trunks for
our return to the United States, I called three or four women
to our apartment, one after another. That was sexuality m 1ts
natural state,

D. 15 in town I know where 1 know for how long. Its
barely twenty minutes since I woke up and already I feel quite
lost. I find the paper that she was reading during my siesta in
my study along with her cigarette butts. I look at the clock.

Saturday, 25 February

Yesterday morning, by accident, and without my expecting 1t
in the least, I lived through ten minutes that I think will re-
main in my memory as do certamn childhood scenes. I had a
hangover I was waiting for my two radio reporters at eleven
o’clock. I went into the garden and the sun was as warm as n
April or May. The blackbirds were hoppmg about. All the
Crocuses were 1n bloom, especially the yellow ones

Then, surprised, enchanted, I saw some tiny bees, so small
in fact that at first I took them for some other insect (there are
hives five hundred yards from our garden as the crow flies)

'I"hey were awkward, hesitant Some barely knew how to use
their wings. All the same they penetrated the flowers, bumping
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aganst the petals, hardly able to get out agan. T imagine they
were the first bees of the year — on their first excursion, just as
last year at the same time, also n the garden, Pierre tooX his
first steps.

1 finally located several larger, more practised bees, and I
wondered 1f they were not there to tcach the others, to show
them what had to be done.

I stayed a long time watching them and T treasure my
poignant memory of that clumsy ballet Soon 1 shall go to see
if they are back at work, if they have gained confidence and
skill But the same sun never shines twice

D not here Gone to the hairdresser and I had to wake up,
get up, alone

Is 1t possible that this can create such a void and make me so
restless?

Sundav, 26 February

Another beautiful Sunday Chuldren in the garden, D is dress-
mg and we are gomng for the papers in Lausanne

Dimner yesterday (which T found fascating) with a half-
dozen psychiatrists, among whom were the head of onc of the
most famous clinics, another who 1s the director of a prison-
asylum where four hundred crimimnals are held, and a third
who 1s the author of authoritative works — two others more
interested in psychotherapy.

Almost all of them were trying to reassure themselves, to be
sure they were on the night track, that they were doing a uscful
job Same look as the professor I spoke of earlicr

And for me too an occasion to reassure myself. More and
more, even from the beginning, my characters, to my mind. go
to a pomnt where the psychiatrists can take them over. I
mean that my patients, carried a few steps further, would be-
come theirs. And there 1s an overlappmg mm our hves, a com-
mon zone, where those patients are both mine and theirs I

take so-called normal men and carry them as far as possible
without reaching the pathological

In Case of Emergency was published when Jaccoud com-
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mitted (?) his crime and I was struck by the similarity of that
affair not only with that novel but with another one written
earhier. T followed the trial 1 studied his dosster in depth. Of
course I was not domg this for literary or journalistic pur-
poses.

Later, when I felt I understood, I wrote L'Owrs en Peluche,
in which 1 tried to set down that pdrt of the affair I felt no one
had understood

That was an extreme case, and in my heart I was not sure of
my interpretation The discussion yesterday fully reassured
me, and I was delighted, for, if I'm not mistaken about this
one, there’s a chance that many other characters of mine are
also true

Only one of the guests yesterday was making an effort to
shme All the others were trying trymg to what? Like me,
to reassure themselves Man needs the conviction that he 1s
domg something ‘worthwhile’, something ‘useful’, something
that couldn’t be done by somebody else.

This explams many disappointed hopes, many lives dedicated
to a very small segment of human activity — and many break-
downs when this conviction 1s suddenly shaken Man necds
faith, not m a god — unless to be told that he is right — but faith
1 himself

Many of these people envy me and often admit it. they
mmagme that a large audience is reassuring, whereas all they
have 1s the respect of certain of their ‘peers’ all over the world

Or therr titles and decorations, which, I think, have never
reassured anyone.

Monday, 27 February

Yesterday (after so many others) read a work on criminology
(American) tracing the defimtion of crime — and the criminal —
through the ages.

. 1 }\'onder if the essential characteristic of crime sn't its
xllogxc, which would explain why in the Middle Ages it was
attributed to demons takmg possession of a human being, and
Why today the psychiatrist 1s more and more often called in.
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But doesn’t psychiatry, the kind which is less concerned with
lesions and traumas than with behaviour, also go beyond
logic?

Following a recent acroplane crash, specialists i charge of
the nvestigation (which will take several months) have been
stressing that an aeroplanc is a man-made machine, that ar-
lines are managed by men, pilots are human beings, etc, con-
cluding that for this reason a certain percentage of errors and
failures 1s inevitable

Doesn’t the same thing apply to crime? And isn’t a certain
percentage of human beings almost incvitably destined to ...
etc

Lesson i humility for judges and moralists

Saturday, 4 March

A notion that seems new to me but which seems more and
more to have taken root in the minds of the masses: the right
to health Not just to medical care, which will soon be entirely
free, to hospitalization, etc, but to being cured For the doctor
1s expected to cure by hook or by crook and governments have
a mnistry of health, they recruit doctors, nurses, specialists
of all kinds It has become the most expensive picce of ad-
mistrative machinery.

I suppose that the sorcerer, precursor of the doctor, as still
today mn primitive tribes, was once a man who assumed power
for his own ends, hike chieftains, then kings, emperors, dicta-
tors The idea came not from the commumty but from an
individual.

When was this process reversed? Today it is the community
that demands doctors, teaches them, pays them.

Curiously, the number of doctors per patient 1s nearly the
same, 1t would appear, as that of sorcerers n the primitive
forest

In the most highly developed countries, one doctor to eight
hundred inhabitants Wasn’t there one sorcerer to a tribe and
weren’t those tribes made up of about that many mndividuals?

I am writing at Johnny’s bedside He’s had the flu since
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Monday with a pretty high fever, while my wife is in the clinic
where I go to see her, shuttling back and forth

Human values change with circumstances During the war
of 1914, Iife, the survival of a unit, often depended on a jack-
of-all-trades, a sort of tramp or 1gnorant woodsman who sud-
denly became more important than the officer or the specialized
soldier to the comfort-and morale of his comrades.

Suddenly the nurse has the same importance fo the in-
dividual To the pomnt where men of a certain age who are rich
enough to afford anything choose to marry theirs to assure
themselves care

I always hesitate to tell stories, above all about third parties.
However, these two seem to me so significant that I shall try to
tell them so that it won’t be possible to guess the identities.
They came to me firsthand and I know that all the details are
correct.

More than twenty-five years ago, a gynaecologist then in
fashion received a telephone call

“This 15 Mr So-and-So 1 should like to have an appointment
with the professor.’

“The professor does not see men.’

A quarter of an hour later, another telephone call.

“This 1s His Highness, Prince ..’

An internationally known name. A colossal fortune. The
professor recerved him The prince, already an old man — dead
today ~ eaplamned that he had two children by former wives
that he had just met a beautiful lower-class girl whom he’
\C\;;léd hike to marry, but by whom he first wanted to have a
N He was not sure that one of tus sons was his own (he was

rong about that, since the son resembles him unmustakably)
and this time he wanted to take all precautions. ,
w;‘:“;‘:t :i wtanted from the gynaccologist was this The young
e o‘u S]do efnter the clinic dur.mg her fertile period. The
o join her there and give semen for artificial m-

natton The woman was to stay mcommunicado for a

mc;l\xth N9 man was to go near her So that...
- ;}Su:;mh'out wa.itmg fo? an answer, the prince went to get
g woman in question from the waiting room.
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‘Examme her first, to make sure she can give me a child.”?

The doctor examined her from head to toc in on adjacent
office and discovered she had an atrophied uterus which ruled
out all hope of maternity. The young woman pleaded, wepl.
Her future was at stake

‘Please don't tell lum, I beg you.

Why give this information to an old man who, anyway,
already had two male heirs?

The gynaccologist said nothing The couple left, came back
three weeks later, was shut into one of the rooms, the prince
with a boitle which he was to fill

An hour passed. Suddenly the alarm bell rang through the
clinic Nurses rushed in, found the man naked on the bed,
the room n disorder. The woman also naked, neither of
them understanding what all the excitement was about The
prince had simply pushed the wrong button. He wanted to
sce the doctor The latter came, saw that the bottle was still
empty

‘T wanted to ask you 1f 1t matters if the sperm is mixed with
saliva.

The doctor shrugged ‘Not at all”

And the procedure continued The bottle was returned A
hittle later, the nsemination which could have no effect took
place Some time later, the prince telephoned from a forcign
capital to complam of the lack of results

‘Had you considered,” the doctor asked, ‘that you might be
the one who was deficient?’

1 forgot to say that in the course of the first conversation,
the prince had suddenly lowered his trousers and showed his
member to the doctor. who had said:

‘I examine women, not men.’

So he complained on the telephone:

‘But I showed you...

‘I can’t come to any conclusions by examning you It will
require an analysis , °

This was done The results were not promising.

‘Your spermatozoa are barely active. Many of them have no
tails, etc’

All this 1s entirely authentic. The prince married the young
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woman, who 1s a princess today and received in every court
that stil exists She did not have a child She 1s one of the best-
known women 1n the world and newspapers are continually
publishing her picture

The other story 1s also connected with gynaecology. It hap-
pened m another clinie, several years later. A couple mtro-
duced themselves. Also princely, belongmg to one of the
reigning famihies of Europe. This timé too 1t was a matter of
artificial msemination. But the husband, who was impotent,
could not be the donor. The couple asked if the procedure was

possible, and spoke of gomg to Rome to ask for the Pope’s
authorization.

‘You won’t get it ’

‘You don t expect me to take a lover . °

The couple msisted The doctor, to get rid of them, got out
of it with a vague promise Some time later, telephone call
from the wife :

T'm coming tomorrow morning Get everything ready.’

How to find a donor? The gardener? There wasn’t time to
make the necessary tests, Wassermann, etc. Some daiy the child
mught be called on to reign.

Th'e next morning the doctor got out of 1t by injecting some
physiological serum, counting on hearing nothing more of the
matter.

But six weeks Jater he recerved a telephone call from the
couple to thank him and congratulate him. The wife was well
and truly pregnant .

" In other 'words, before coming to the clinic she had taken
ﬁer Precautions, had had relations with a lover, and the arti-
cial msemmation was only an alib;!

Thus is a very, very great lady, an old woman today, about

whom there never has bee
n the slightest
an exemplary ife ghtest gossip and who leads

3
Aren’t thege stories rather extreme?

. m{dilzizuthﬁt without being maccurate I have shuffied the

and that ag so that n-ames cannot be attached to the people

when théscnyﬂzay, the interested parties are or will all be dead
The o bages are published, 1f they some day are.

orld closes 1ts eyes and behaves ‘as 1f’. These things
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didn’t happen today, to be sure, but dogsn’t the same thing
happen today 1in another sense? Must it go on for ever?

‘This week, three hundred children died dmly of starvation,
in onc small Congolese town Acroplanes are flying i dried
fish for them.

5 o'clock in the afternoon

Clinic Came back to sce the chuldren Accident on the road
Cychist knocked down by a car Saw another this morning at
the same spot.

Difficulty 1n harmonmizing the *pity for the masses’ so pecu-
liar to our times and our sense of responsibility, if not of guilt
about them (a New York financier talks to s psychoanalyst
about the starving people 1n India or China and makes a real
ncurosis of it), with the discoveries of biology.

Not a difficulty of personal morahty but of a way of life, of
behaviour which will harmomize with ‘biological 1avw’.

On the one hand our evolution moves in the dircction of the
mdividual, and our duties towards lnm

On the other, science moves n the opposite direction and
might arrive at a point of absolving Hitler,

Sentimentality? Instinct?

And our reason, which nught impel us to wipe out millions
of beings to preserve the species?

I write novels which I feel. I tell about men whom I try to
understand, and at the same time I wonder if this isn't a kind
of new romanticism, this time a romanticism of the masses,

which would be worse than romanticizing the individual, and
which could lead

Tea, now, with D, 1n our sunny room
Shit on abstract ideas]

Sunday, 5 March 1961

Another real Sunday, though at the chnic, with even a Sant-

Honoré with whipped cream for dessert, reminding me of my
childhood.
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At home this morning, Pierre pulled me mto a corner of the
room where 1 was changing and was annoyed because I
couldn’t understand what he wanted Finally he took me by
the hand and gave me the telephone receiver, saymg.
‘Mammat’

He wanted me to call his mother so that he could talk to her
and more especially hear her, and he got his wish.

He does not go mto his brother Johnny's room (Johnny has
the flu) but stands in the doorway This mormmng, however, he
purposely dropped some small object a foot or two inside the
door, then hesitated, jumped in to snatch it, the way you see
kids jump mto the river just at the edge.

Marie-Jo, who envies her brother for being m bed, constantly
touches him, hugs him surreptitiously, in the hope of catching
the flu.

I have watched the awakening of intelligence 1n each of my
four children Tt is so quick, so impressive, that one wonders
how such a progression can end .. 1n what we are

Why, when, how this halt, if not actual regression? We
should all become geniuses!

Wednesday, 8 Maich’

At home sipce Monday. More and more often a terrible temp-
tation comes over me not to write any more I’m speaking of

my novels, not these notebooks. And yet! Why not stop en-
tirely?

7

I comfort myself by saying to myself that in the two or three
years that this has been happenmng to me I’ve written novels
like Le Piésident, Le Veuf, La Vierlle, Berty . What dis-
courages me 1s that each time I decide to get to work, obstacles
arise. But before? Wasn’t it the same? Isn’t this the way it is
for everyone? Isn’t it an excuse, an alibi?

We shall see

To write with joy, what rubbish|
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Friday, 10 March

All night, then, T won’t begin my novel on Monday as 1
planned (why?) and 1t will probably not be —~ or may not be -
the novel T was trying to write around 20 March The idea
had already been ratthng around my head for some time At
the clinic, n particular, and since I've been thinking of it m
spite of myself and that's always bad

I've noticed that nothing i1s gained, quite the contrary, by
‘worrying” an idea We'll sec. It doesn’t really matter. My big-
gest mistake 1s announcing mn advance when 11l get to work,
as 1If 1 were ashamed of doing nothing,

It also serves as a kind of alibi. It’s a way of getting out of
invitations, of putting off demands for mterviews and appoint-
ments until later And when the moment comes, I'm ashamed
to back out.

This must have begun during the period when I was working
on assignment because 1 had to For a long ume I signed an
annual contract with Gallimard every year for six novels, be-
cause in terms of imcome that corresponded to my style of hife
The novels had to be done well within the year. I had to turn
them 1n on fiaed dates So I knew, in a less pressing way, the
difficulties that weighed so heavily on Balzac.

You could say that now that these difficulties no longer
exist, when wniting no longer has anything to do with my
material needs, I have instinctively kept the habit. I made it my
trademark then to get the manuscripts in before the deadlines,
never a late one

Today, 1t’s funny, I force myself to write them on the date I
have fixed for myself or that I have happened to mention to
someone else just to get rid of him

It's quite unexpected I have to take myself 1n hand when a
delay upsets me And if I become less prolific anyway? Any-
way, 1t doesn’t signify that I'm losing nterest 1n pcople, quite
the contrary.

Is 1t because I no longer have as much confidence in my
hittle discoveries, or because 1 judge people more severely, that
I reject some as unnteresting which I formerly would have
dehghted 1n?
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- In short, here I am on vacation again for ten days and I can
only hope that (furmg that time, at some moment or other, the
spark will come. ' .

So I'm still a wage earner. I revolted early against my par-

ents’ servitude and that of the people in my neighbourhood I
ran away from them to be free of 1t But I have ended up m a
voluntary servitude It doesn’t change anything to call it disci-
phine and, all things considered, 1t 1sn’t accurate It 1s almost a
conditioned refiex.
" Next week I shall give myself a little pleasure that T've
been promising myself for some time: go to the automobile
dealer in Geneva to buy a new car for D, who gave hers to
Mare.

A drive and a walk 1n Morges with Johnny First walk n the
garden with D.

I read an iterview 1n Newsweek with one of my Insh col-
leagues, Frank O’Conpnor, best known for his short stories,
whom I met ‘once upon a time’> while at Harvard for several
days for a seminar on novel-writing

‘The writer’, he said, ‘has to have a good streak of solid
selfishness to get his own work done He should throw his wife
out and make his children go out and work to support them-
selves at a really early age so he will be able to concentrate on
his own writing’

- If I write down that sentence 1t 1s because 1t sums up the
attitude of many writers, of artists in general, who pretend to
have a right to a life different from that of common mortals,
and who demand material aid, whether of their families, or
rich patrons, or governments, etc.

This coincides with Gide’s opinion, of which I believe I
spoke, that the life of a couple and the obligations created by a
famuly, thus paternity, are mcompatible with the profession of
writer

This contention has always irritated me, first because I think
that the artist 1s basically a man Iike any other, without special
rights (he 1s often a dangerous clement to established society,
but to my mind this 1s not a bad thing, rather the contrary,
though 1t explams the harsh measures of this society aganst
him, as for instance under almost all dictatorships), and then
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because the novelist, at least ~ 1 freely exempt the pure poet ~
nceds as total a knowledge of man as possible. '

Is that why I'm ncapable of reading certain books, highly
praused by critics? From the beginning T feel in them what 1
shall call an incomplete man, a man who does not accept his
responsibilitics and who, I'm sure, has chosen art — whether 1t
1s hiterature, painting, the theatre, or the cinema ~ only to
escape daily realities

At a mecting of the ‘Belletriens’ of Lausannc to which T was
mvited, onc of the provincial luminaries to whom 1 remarked
that I was domng certain things ~ receiving journalists, photog-
raphers, for example, though it meant being asked the same
questions over and over again — to wWhom I said, then, that I
did this so as not to hurt anyone’s fechngs, answered me with
assurance *

‘That’s where you make a mistake!”

But for an hour I had been listening to his quite tedious
lecturing and I had tried to answer his questions. I was in a
hurry to meet D at the clinic, where I knew she would be
worrymng What would this gentleman have said if I had not
gone to that meeting, or if T had left him in the midst of his
chatter?

In every book, n every work of art, I look for the man, and
I don’t think I'm alone 1n this The fuller a man’s Iife 1s, the
more complete it 1s, the more 1t covers the gamut of human
eaperience

Perhaps that’s why T hate the words ‘man of letters’, ‘htera-
ture’, ‘artist’.

‘T am a man and everything that that ...

An American university gave Frank O'Connor asylum, as
the kings of other times named a poet or playwright gentleman
of the bedchamber, or what have you, and as France now
appomts them curator of a museum or a library, or travelling
lecturer

Among modern writers, none of those, to my knowledge,
has given us an important work, while a Bernanos, for ex-
ample, had his six or seven children trailing behind him.

Enough! What 1s the use of discussing these things as if
pleading a case? Won’t we always end by believing 1n what
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suits us best personally? It’s for this reason that 1 can never

convince myself that any man 1s wholly msincere, even a poli-
tician.

Sunday, 12 March

A curious phenomenon For about a fortnight during which D.
was either at the chimc or convalescing here — and so, when 1
was more or less missmg her — I pondered the subject of a
novel that only half attracted me, which I resigned myself to
writing at the risk of stalimg after the first chapter, which
would no doubt have happened.

Yesterday, first day of reunion. We don’t need many ex-
ternal elements This morming, visit to the gynaecologist. A
drink in a bar, not for the sake of the drmk, but just to be
together, to be close mn the atmosphere of a charming httle
bar

In the afternoon, walk on Place Saint-Frangois and Rue de
Bourg Then, later, dinner alone together in a good restaurant,
television at home with Johany That’s all

But 1t was a perfect day, what I called a day of perfect
happiness when 1 was fifteen (then 1t was a matter of reading
alone 1 my corner, eating and drimking coffee and smoking
my pipe It was during the war. To eat, drink, and smoke were
'very important things)

Result- the novel in question dropped mto darkness and
another was born in my head and skin, full of warmth, of
animal tenderness .. Provided I am able to write 1t It 15 a
subject (like the other one) that I abandoned last year at almost
the same time for technical reasons, and I seem to have sud-
denly struck on the solution, a perfectly simple one

Man was not meant to live alone!

Just now, papers at the station, as every Sunday, with D
and the children In the afternoon, the two final world cham-
pronship hockey matches on television

We're talking about cars We are promising ourselves to be
extravagant at the Auto Show -~ we've earned 1t, haven’t we?

Still sunshune, the garden full of flowers, and I took 2 lot of
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photos of the children there yesterday. They will never hnow
what a state of cuphoria T wits in when I took them.

Tuesday, 14 March

My first contacts with psychoanalysis date from 1923 (?) when
Gallimard published Three Essays on the Theory of Sexuality,
and between 1927 and 1928 T must have bought Jonrnal Ps-
chanalytique d'une Pente Fille and then Leonardo da Viner and
a Memory of his Childheod.

I was then twenty when T discovered Freud. Since that time
I have read Adler, Jung, others, but I think I never allowed
myself to be influenced by their theories when I was writing my
novels as, for example, the American writers are today.

A psychoanalyst said to me recently that 1n his way he was a
novelist, adding that the discipline of his profession is some-
times Iess scientific than that of the novelst.

It doesn’t matter If I speak of it, it’s because it came up
vesterday n a television broadcast in which they resorted, as
usual, to the mother and father complexes

I wonder if 1t 1sn’t a matter of a certamn distortion or, more
precisely, i1f we haven’t been fooled by a label

The child who cannot break away from his mother — the one
who revolts aganst his father, or, on the contrary, needs his
exclusive protection, aren‘t they simply more afraid of life? I
mean natural life

T would like to propose a change of labels The more I ob-
serve men and the more of their confidences I hear, the more
the title of a bad novel my mother used to read comes back to
me* The Fear of Living

A different fear, ike the Freudian complex For some, fear
of the artificial Iife of society, the need to stay mn the primitive
cocoon, to return to passivity and the dream.

For others, on the contrary, fear of leaving the beaten path,
of finding onself suddenly off the track, of losing the support
and approval of society and so, fear of instinct, of the primi-
tive Iife we find within ourselves

with a simple change of words, Freudiamism and the
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theories that result from 1t lose, in my opinion, their somewhat
simphistically systematic character

I shall be told that the father and mother are only symbols.

All right! But even 1 these symbols the truth seems to me
simpler, more human At fifty-eight, I am frightened by the
number of people who are afraid of facing hfe squarely This
relates to similar thoughts I noted a few days ago

It’s a Little as if we were taught everything from childhood —
except how to live! Where would we find teachers?

Science has taken centuries to evolve rational nourishment
(?) for us, for the nursing child, and for the adult Nutrition
has become an entirely new branch of medicine — like the art
of agemg But what have those other doctors who are psy-
chologists, moralists, and philosophers evolved to satisfy our
other needs? I've known a few of them, three or four, and
they were afraid of the man 1n the street. .

As my psychoanalyst concluded the other day-

‘We teach our patients nothing It 1s they who teach us’

The ones on television yesterday, however, seemed rather
smug Of course they were aware of families, friends, and
acquaintances watching them on the little screen

15 March 1961

9.15 1n the motning

It’s odd how certain tastes persist for long years, even most of
one’s Iife, and how one finds them again passed on to one’s
children in one form or another.

Johnny loves to trace maps for his geography class, to wnte
the names on them, 1n careful lettermg He has just finished a”
notebook on Brazil for school which he worked on with posi-
tive ecstasy I have always loved cartography too

And this morning, while shaving, I planned to give myself
the pleasure of telling about my successive houses and of des-
cribing them, with a photograph of each pasted 1 the middle
of the page

It's childish, especially since I've never kept an album. T'll
have no time before my novel - if I write it — but I shall do 1t
some day. For the first stages, 1t may appear to duplicate
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Pedigree. In spite of what people think and what, out of laziness,
I have let them think, Pedigree 1s not really accurate I remem-
ber how m writing 1t I thought of a book of Gocthe’s which
mpressed me very much  Dichtung und Wahrhent . Fiction
and Truth .. Transposttion of truth.

Here, by contrast, I mtend to sct down some precise mnfor-
mation. For my amusement Anyway, it entertams me today,
which doesn’t mean that 1t will still entertamn me two weeks or
a month from now.

I realize, as I may already have noted, that 1f T have lived mn
many houses, I have never, outside of here, spent time in my
study except for the hours strictly necessary to write my
novels and before D, to get through the mail as quickly as
possible

I don’t think 1t’s just a question of age, of a lessening of my
curiosity Never mind This morning I'm gomg to do the last
clean-up on the manuscript of Maigret et le Voleur Paresseux,
which for me 1s 1n the nature of homework to be done i place
of an anticipated pleasure

Tomorrow, Auto Show Easter soon, already. which doesn’t
give me much time before starting my novel. Either I begin on
Monday, or once more I must postpone it.

25 March 1961

Novel finished Ouf'! Promised myself to fimsh it before the
holidays It’s done I suffered I failed with the same subject
last year It seemed easy and at the same time awkward Per-
haps, m the end, 1t will be understood. Euphoria? No! Ex-
haustion, like my character’s I am happy to have succeeded
In my own terms.

9 o’clock n the everung

It annoys me to see the best-intentioned people — above all the
best-intentioned — look for parts of myself in my novels

They don’t realize the harm they do me because they make
me conscious of a certan chemustry that I shouldn’t become
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aware of, and sometimes keep me from writing as I please.
How, out of what, a novel 1s made, 15 nobody’s business, and
especially its author shouldn’t know.

Sunday, 26 March
11 o'clock n the moining

Back to the mail. Played with the children. I find the above
notes 1 and 2, which are typical, alas, and furnish an example
of the effect of alcohol on me 1 was wntten after one whisky,
an hour after fimishing my novel, and 2 after several other
drinks _

It’s plan why I no longer have any right to drink. I came
near to self-pity — and now, the next day, I cringe, most of all
because it 1s those who are dear to me who mvariably get the
blame Without meaning to I have set down two fairly elo-
quent specimens, on which I needn't elaborate

This morning I am full of tenderness, but because I had o be
with the children ~ Johnny with his skates bought yesterday,
Marie-Jo with her scooter, Pierre, who has a substitute nurse —
Ishall not be able to go on the wagon until tomorrow.

Give myself a good cleaning!

Friday, 31 Maich
(Good Friday)

As foreseen, with my novel finished, I had two days of
enphoria. Then the corresponding let-down I've already
spoken of 1t It never fails I ought to be used to 1t and not be
bothered by 1t For three or four days, great fatigue and a kind
of depression. When I had promised myself such joy! Of
course 1t’s physical and now I’m back to my normal state

The Rolls delivered day before yesterday. I think I've
wanted 1t for a long time and was looking for good or bad
Teasons not to buy it Because of the snobbism attached to it
So much so that I drove 1t cautiously at first, almost fearfully,

as 1f it were some unknown monster An hour later, we under-
stood each other perfectly.
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Yesterday D.’s car came — almost a work of art.

Children on vacation. my mother here in the house Each
day I wait for D. to be free to go driving with me.

Next week, as usual, 111 begin the revision of Le Train.
Invariably also the same slight anxiety before a revision The
novel always seems bad to me. I change it. I cross out, Then.
Iittle by little. T get into the spirit of it again I hope it will be
that way this time too

Theoretically, T don't believe in the importance of anything
except Jove In fact, however, I panic — over a novel, of all
things, which 1s only words on paper. dusty copies of which
somecone some day. may find 1n an attic, shrugging his shoul-
ders.

Easter
1030 in the mornmsg

Easter morning family stvle Johnny, the only onc up, made a
scene, and that reminded me of my dramatic first communion
1t’s hard to be eleven vears old. to feel like both a child and 2
man at the same time It passed very quickly, and now he is
his delightful self, just a little sensitive in eyelids and heart, as
one 15 after crying

For the first time Picrre hunted coloured eges in his
mother’s boudoir, because 1t rained in the night and the grass 1s
still wet. Marie-Jo who loves to give presents, bought every-
body chozolate bunnies. oursehes included.

In o few munutes. in pale sunshine we leave in the car all of
us toeether, for the station - to get the papers, as we do every
Sunday Mare wished us a happy Easter by telezram.

Yesterday T happened on 2 sentence of Gide’s that ¥ recog-
nized. ‘Fannly. T hate you'” The counterpart of Léon Blum's
v.ords: ‘Bourgeois. T hate yout’

Poor Gide, vho, for fear of losing some small part of him-
self. hnd hus daughter brought up to believe he was a stranger —
v ho Lider suffered from his muhce - and who ended his days
with her. his <on-in-lav and hic grandchildren having himself
Simed o o doting erandpipa two or three months before his
desth!
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Kierkegaard, Nietzsche, assumed smular athitudes, out of
pride, 1 think, maybe from laziness, and hadn’t the luck to
recoup their losses

How good 1t 1s, and how 1t takes me back to real life, to have
a Johnny who makes a scene for us on Easter morning, a wife
who understands, a little chick to offer chocolate bunnies
knowing we won’t eat them, and a Pierre to hunt eggs for the
first time!

States have theirr compulsory mulitary service No one has
ever thought to mstitute an obligatory family service — if only
for a short term — so that all men would have to learn certain
elementary truths, acquire a base, as in learning Latin.

11 o’clock n the evening

Because 1t’s Easter and the staff has the day off, I just took the
dog out this evening, and was surprised to realize that it was
the first time 1n a long while. The first time n a long while,
too, that I've been out of the house walking in the evening —
we usually stay in behind closed shutters after mightfall.

Isaw the near-by café-bar with its reddish lights, like the little
cafés of my childhood 1n Ligge I saw the ill-Iit rectangle of a
window and felt as always the mystery of hidden lives. I
noticed a couple in the shadows .

There 15 much talk about the upheavals of the atomic age
We seek new truths, new bases for Iife But windows like these
are still the same 1n the time of electricity as they were 1n the
t}me of oil, of kerosene, or of gas. Couples too Noise and
lights of a tramn in the distance. A plane flew over, gomg to-
wards Comtrin, and 1t was only a buzzing, a very small hight 1n
the sky

I can’t believe the world has changed so much, and n Paris
m London, or even New York I've found the same Iights and
t}}e same evening shadows i the streets, the same smell of
night, the same echoes of human footsteps. At six in the morn-
Ing, there must still be httle boys walking fast, a shiver of fear
on therr skin, going to serve early mass

Yet how many mvestigations, probes, studies, researches, on
the new generation and the world of tomorrow!
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This afternoon the whole family went to the country to-
gether as I used to go to Chévremont with my parents on
Easter Day, when I was a child We would go there by tram
Today, we were m a car But we saw the same faces There
were the same sudden showers The air had the same taste of
grass and dust, and when we came back Pierre’s cheeks were
redder than usual because of the first spring sunshme, and he
was the way children always have been, shedding a few tears
of weariness.

8 April

" We've had a relative of my wife’s in the house for a week,
charming, tactful, nineteen years old, who took up as Inttle
space as a guest can She leaves tomorrow.

Ouf! Just by her presence she has managed to spoil my
Baster vacation — and the children’s because of that — which I
was so happy about

I can’t stand a strange presence n the house any more. It
shocks me to find her seated in my study, to see her at the
table, then, in the evening, i front of the television Suddenly I
become impatient, nervous, especially with the children

T feel-any presence as a violation of our intimacy And I
don’t think 1t’s a question of age I suppose 1t has to do with
the fact that I've always considered (actually, 1t began only
with D) that the couple, then the famuly, are the real human
cell, the true unity

It doesn’t matter how many strangers spend an hour or two,
the time of a meal or a chat, with us But I consider it an
attack on our mtimate life to meet one unexpectedly n a hall,
to find one seated mm ‘my’ armchair, or D’ or one of the
children’s If, on top of that, they'jom 1n the conversation .

However, I am full of good mtentions and I do my utmost
to make our relative happy here

Monday, I hope, I shall plunge into revision of Le Tramn
and, I also hope, recover
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Sunday, 9 April

Alone at last! And a lovely family Sunday. Oddly, I have
recently rediscovered odours, the vibrations of ordmnary things
as I felt them in my childhood and adolescence. Y'd lived for a
long time without feeling these small daily ecstasies

T used to seize passing mmpressions which remamed 1 my
mind, 1solated ones, which I probably didn’t enjoy much at the
time I percerved them Now, for the past few years, I have been
newly aware, as I was at fifteen, of a ray of sunshine, a scent,
the colour of a flower. .

At fifteen, 1t was intentional — I called it my theory of little
joys Now it 1s less conscious Perhaps it has to do with a state
of balance that allows me to enjoy time passing Or else with

the fact that I attach less importance to questions which from -

twenty-five to forty seemed vital to me

Not detachment My curiosity is no less. Hard to explamn
Each thing takes its place, 1t’s true value and, for example, 1t
delights me to see D. coming down the stone staircase mn a
certain housecoat, to smell the odour of earth and grass that
Johnny gives off when he comes in from the garden (as when
I used to come mn from playing at the water’s edge) ... a
look from Pierre .. Marie-Jo’s straw hat with the orange
Tibbon

In fact I'm happy to have an excuse for putting off our trip
to Paris Too many people are expecting us there Would
prefer to go elsewhere, 1t doesn’t matter where, even just
ten kilometres away with D. And to continue to mhale the
spring

For tomorrow morning, I promise myself the joy, in the
peace of my study, of beginning the revision of Le Tram, m
whxcll T've tried to put certain impressions I've set down above
For my hero, 1t took a war. And 1t didn’t last But who knows,
when he’s my age .. .?

One of these days I must talk about abstract art, because it
bothers me
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Monday 10 am.

Began the revision this morning ~ one chapler — and, as usual,
incapable of saying if T hike 1t or if I hate 1t. T will know after
three or four chapters, otherwisc at the end

If abstract art 1s preoccupying me, it’s not in an impersonal
way but very much because I feel involved All my life I've
been closer to painting than to Iiterature. From the age of
sixteen, my friends in Liége were painters, students, or former
students at the Beaux-Arts, Some are now teachers, but none
has really arrived as a painter

In Paris, at nincteen and a half, I met one of them agam
I've spoken of his studio at the foot of Sacré Coeur where
some of us used to go virtually every evening, (I remember 2
young man from a bourgeois family coming to ask my friend
to teach him — not how to paint, but how to handle colours He
had his own plan To do modern painting and make a lot of
money. But I recently learned that he is the guite famous
pamnter whose name never even struck me as familiar )

So from the time I arrived in Paris I often hung around
Montparnasse, Foujita, Vlaminck, Derain, Kisling, etc. who,
for the most part, became my friends I used to go to the shows
every week

My childhood was especially influenced by Impressionism
and Pomntillism (the gayest, happiest painting, where every spot
of hight 1s ike a song) and I'll gladly admit that my novels
reflected them.

I Iiked the Fauves, too — then the period of guitars,
matchboxes, grey packets of tobacco Matisse was one of my

gods
I saw life through those men, or rather I loved its surfaces as

they did

Later, at La Rochelle, then i the United States, I lost touch,
and today I find myself faced with abstract art, which baffles
me. Tt happens — rarely — that certain pamntings please me, but I
admut that I don’t understand them, that I mustrust them, that
I smiff them as if I were detecting a fraud

On the level of logic, these painters seem to be right At a
time when we are discoverng (?) the mechanics of the uni-
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verse, the atom, the genes, antimaticr, etc., perhaps it is
natural for painting to mterest atself in a dissociated world

Very well! But . Am I gong to object that art should be
difficult, that fraud has become too easy? Isn’t it just as easy to
make a chromo as today, let us say, to do tachisme?

Last night on the television screen, I saw faces of serious,
sincere pamters, and their words troubled me.

So? The roman nouveau, the novel that isn’t a novel of
which there 1s so much talk (I haven’t read any), 1sn’t 1t the
literary equivalent of such pamntmg?

1 would have liked to understand, to feel enthusiasm, not to
be reactionary I can’t manage it I doubt Ilook for reasons

The paraflels with panting in my work, m my hfe, have
suddenly stopped Is it the fault of painting or of me?

Tt ought not to bother me and I should go on my way with-
out askng questions That's what I try to do But in spite of
myself, more and more often, when I'm beginning a novel, I
hesitate I don’t like to be repetitious, I would like even less to
imitate current fashion — a question of principles.

Vlammck used to dismiss all abstract pamting with a shrug
and a laugh, but I’'m not sure that deep 1nside humself he didn’t
have doubts too.

Bernard Buffet 1s no less categorical, though he is only thirty-
two.

‘

At fifty-eight T am less sure of myself, less sure of being
right To the point where I go over my predecessors to reassure
myself, to see if one of them was able to understand up to the
very end

It 1sn’t a matter of following the movement or the surface I
said understand But not gently, imperceptibly becoming a
stranger 1 a world whose sap 1s continually renewed

Is this too ambitious? Perhaps Anyway, there is nothing
else to do but jog along quietly without wondering too much
where I'm going.

At ten years old, when I served at mass, each day I looked
with new eyes at the richly embroidered altar cloth, at the
comphlicated patterns, where I saw new images each time,
mainly very strange personages i

After so long a time, certan of these images still appear on
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my retina I've had the same experience with a crached, fly-
speched ceiling, and staring at certain <tones with odd ven-
mgs, or even just mn a pond where the reflections of clouds .
were distorted by the evening breeze

Last evening, on television, a connoisseur declared that ths
was how he looked at his favourite modern painting cach
morning, which was facing his bed.

In that casc

But where is creativity, if it 1s only a matter of giving the
viewer - or the reader ~ a point of departure for dreaming?

Friday, 14th

Fimished revision of Le Tram last evening, after four days, by
dint of eight to ten hours a day Impression? Less bad than I
feared Less good than I hoped? Maybe T haven’t any idea
Now the book must begin to hive its own life

Today 1t was photostated. Then it leaves for the publisher,
then the printer A cover will be suggested. It will come off the
presses It 1sn’t so much reviews I'm waiting for, It's a ripening
process that takes nearly two years Little by Ittle I shall see
the novel go into different languages, take different forms, and
then 1t will be filed away in my mind between this book and
that I have nothing more to do with 1t

It's taken me years to have an opinion on Thiee Rooms in
Manhattan, which will soon be coming back to me in the form
of a film

It’s raining Have done the errands Have listened to a friend
I'm very fond of talking endlessly about famous, rich, titled,
glamorous people Her husband 1s famous too Why do these
people interest her? I wonder At a certain point it irritated me
Just because I'm very fond of her, and my wife tells me that I
was a bit short I'm sorry.

But after finishing a hard job, hearing this talk about false
values has something depressing about 1t I needed peace and
mntimacy so much!

Next week, probably, I shall revise Je me souviens for a new
edition In the first one, I cut some passages from the manu-
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script that I considered too personal T'll see it there’s a way to
put them back .- '

This is a kind of work I'm not famihar with, the work of a
man of letters, which I'm not

This afternoon, on the other hand, I revised and corrected a
little ‘novel’ that Marie-Jo wrote as vacation homework. It was
delightful.

How much better it would be to spend even only forty-eight
hours with D., nobody else, no telephone, no mail, walking
unfamihar streets. eating anywhere, gomng to bed and getting
up any time' Real luxury! The only one virtually forbidden us
- or granted so sparingly! We end up loving n shorthand.

Saturday, 15 April 1961

Last night I almost forgot the lion’s socks — D. reminded me of
them when we went to kiss the children before gomng to bed
ourselves, That’s the first time this has happened to me

It made me think of the importance of traditions, of habuts,
of rituals We Iive 1n a period when nomadism reigns anew In
Russia, entire populations are dumped n Siberia In the
United States, factories, offices, and all who work 1 them are
shipped from New England to the South In France, heads of
businesses that leave the Paris area for the provinces are given
a bonus. Few people still know where they will be 1n ten, even
five years. Families separate

(It 1s curious to note that 1t 1s just at this moment when
furniture and objects of daily use are mterchangeable, mass
produced, that the purchase of an apartment is indirectly im-
posed, of a cell in a huge co-operative where the man who
occupres 1t has nothing to say, where he will have nothing to
say, where he will not really be the owner. To my mind, it’s a
cynical swindle.)

I have always thought that the human being needs the land-
marks which traditions are. As a child, I was impatient to
leave my family I pretended to be a rebel Qur way of life was
a burden to me

But I am still grateful to my mother for having, for example,
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taken me to market with her from the time | was three years
old I've hept a taste for markets for baskets filled with frut
and vegetables, for odours Later T took each of my own chil-
dren to market in turn One or another of them will probably
continue the custom,

These habits are a need so natural that children, even very
young oncs, demand them, each according to his temperament
Perhaps to reassure themselves? Probably. for the first ones
have to do with bedtime, always an anguish for them

Onc evening when Marc was two years old I told him a
story of a httle Chinese named Lt For years after. cach even-
ing T had to vent new adventures for Li. When I met D, he
asked her for a story too, so that for long time one or the
other of us gave him a dajly instalment cvery evening

For Johnny, the ceremony was just as complicated, but
different He was the most watchful, the most jealous of these
Inttle traditions, and he s very unhappy if one 1s forgotten 1
understand him al] the better since I am rather hike hin

Putting him to bed one evening. I put the socks he had just
taken off on the ears of his plush hon. This amused him That
was at least three years ago He s cleven Every evening I have
to cover the lion’s ears the same way.

And I must leave his door open just enough so that the
nurse can come m without touching 1t if he needs her. for he
likes to think I am the Iast to touch that door before he goes to
sleep .

There are passing traditions that last for several months or a
year, and others to which he remains attached

Marie-Jo seems less concerned with these trifles

Is that really truc? She has always had a more secret hfe
The entire house 15 her domain She may be found all by her-
self 1in the most unexpected places

In the morming she goes to the kitchen to prepare her
scrambled eggs, Daddy’s €ggs, made according to my recipe,
she says the ones the cook makes are not as soft

She can also be found the secretaries® office, working near
them Fmally she follows Pierre’s tracks, knows where he 1s at
each moment of the day So she has a whole personal hfe and,
I am persuaded, her own secret rituals
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At twenty-three months, Pierre has some too. After meals,
for example, he dawdles, eating his dessert i the dining room
while D and I go mto the drawing room and my adjacent
study. By the time Pierre gets there, I often have a newspaper
or a book m my hand, and my readmng glasses on. Pierre takes
these off and puts my other spectacles on my nose. If he sees
me without a pipe, he goes to get one from the rack, msists
that I fill and light 1t .

Finally he takes his mother by the hand, leads her to her
armchair m the drawing room Then me to my armchair. Then
the nurse to a chair which he has decided 1s hers.

If Marie-Jo and Johnny are there, they must sit down too, m
definite places

And then the bss .. bss . begins, a game he nvented a few
weeks ago He plays at fiying, his arms out like wings, running
around the centre table very fast imitating the noise of a bee

Useless to try to drop this ceremony. There would be tears
and we would have trouble getting him to sleep.

‘Bsss . Bsss, Mamma.’

After which he goes to bed humself.

I could cite other fads, for each of the four Four experi-
ences, then, with children of different temperaments We
haven’t discouraged them We haven’t mvented these rituals
for them They established them themselves, when they were
still young, when they could barely walk

Human groups, small or large, act in the same way. You
maght call it a need.

A holiday with bells ringing today, and festive meals, pro-
cessions, etc, which have more or less lost therr meanmg
Automobiles speed along the roads. Nomadism is reborn I am
sure that traditions are being established just the same, differ-

ent ones, but just as deep-rooted 1n those who follow them, or
will follow them

Fear of the void!

I forgot that every eveming m bed, Marie-Jo, for whom we
b‘ought a little plush monkey, for months, nearly two vears, if
T'm not mistaken, has demanded stories about her monkey,
named Bob But she has a very well-developed critical mind
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If the stories are not funny, she is so disapponted that
sometimes I spend more than an hour during the day on them.
Fmally I had to throw in the towel! She always sleeps with
Bob near her mn a doll's bed, though she has never played with
dolls, and she dresses him and makes clothes for him.

Johnny, at eleven, sleeps with a clown that was given him
eight or nine years ago 1n his arms, and his plush bear He1s so
attached to his clown that every time 1t 1s worn out or dirty D.
has to remake 1t with a new sponge rubber nside, so that it no
longer has 1ts original body.

For a few weeks Prerre has slept with a wooden cart and
horse 1n his bed He doesn’t ask for stories yet -

Monday, 17th

Our friend left this morning at eleven thirty. It’s one thing to
meet friends in Paris or elsewhere, to dine with them and pass
the evening, and another to see them here twenty-four hours
a day Then we realize how much separates us from them, our
almost complete lack of shared tastes It is a saddening experi-
ence
This afternoon between the time when I drove Marie-Jo and
D to the dentist and the time I had to get Johnny after school,
1 went mto a brand-new little coffee bar where I spent nearly
an hour all by myself playing the pinball machine

At the moment (mne thirty n the evening) television com-
mentators are still talking about the man shot into space last
week — who has come back If these pages arc read later, won’t
it seem odd that the day after this event I didn’t devote a single
line to 1t?

It affected me, certainly, even moved me, above all, the pic-
tures of the crowd m Moscow, but 1t remamned no less external
Why do I note 1t here today? I've forgotten, and I'm not going
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Wednesday, 18th

I wonder if pity (human, as we always call it), which has
replaced rehigious pity, born of Catholicism, 1sn't more likely
to generate stress, 1sn’t more traumatizing, both for the one
who feels 1t and the one who is 1ts object

Rehgious pity accepted evil, pain, misery as necessities and a
Christian’s duty was only to give ‘comfort’.

Today, man believes it 1s his duty to ‘suppress’ it. And I am
always the first to share this feeling More from a medical than
from a phulosophical pomnt of view.

Journalists, for example, are told to go after ‘blood and
gore’ Whether 1n the daily papers, the weeklies, on radio, on
television, 1n newsreels, everything 1s set up i such a way that
the reader or viewer will be m the middle of the action, mside
the skin of the victims.

Nowadays, 1n Europe and most of the developed countries,
no one can escape news broadcasts, even in the depths of the
countryside, and they affect women and children as well as
men

Here, grosso modo, except for unintentional omissions, Is a
summary of the past few days:

A man m space General rejoicing, while we begin to talk
about military possibilities and the vital necessity of colomzing
other planets eventually, to accommodate the surplus popula-
tion on our own which we won’t be able to feed

Bombs dropped on Cuba, and yesterday a landing on that
island. National funeral services for the first victims Anti-
aircraft on the rooftops. Tension between East and West and
possibility of world conflict.

Eichmann trial Photographs and films of German atrocities
rerun Three times a day we are shown piles of naked bodies,
children marching to the gas chamber, skeletal prisoners

The Sunday and weekly accidents i detail, of course. The
young bridal couple, leaving the wedding m a car, who drove

9(’[ a railroad bridge Seven young people in a car that crashed
mnto a tree .

The Congo troubles go on, cases of cannibalism are cited.
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subconsciously trouble man even more than those that concern
himself.

(Joys too At the parade in Moscow, there was more joy
over this triumph over space (?) than over some event that
might have touched each mdividual personally.)

All of this piled up, accumulated, overlapping, entering each
Iife.

There are not enough mental hospitals, and disease has be-
come more moral than physical

Is this attitude of man towards his fellows, towards his fate
and theirs, rooted 1n evolution, or isn’t it rather a passing style,
like romanticism?

Will we return to a cynical acceptance of the law of the
jungle and what seems to be biological law?

This bothers me. My mstinct is on the side of compassion
My reason sometimes pulls me i the opposite direction and
I'm not sure that this i1s not the condition of many men, and
an important cause of unbalance As I believe I have already
said, the world has a bad conscience and nsists on 1t, increas-
ing instead of placating 1t

The Fascists may not have been buried for ever, and who
knows i1f Rome will not return to life?

Same day, 6 o’clock in the evening

I yust reread the first fifty pages of Je mne souviens for the final
(?) edrtion (the title 1s not mine but my publisher’s, because I
was travelling across the Unmited States and he couldn’t reach
me 1 time) I just reread, I say, this text, which served as a
point of departure for Pedigree, and I’'m troubled

I wonder if my style wasn’t more intense, more hvely, than
today I worked faster, drinking a great deal of wine I find
little to correct — unless 1 rewrite everything. It’s loosely writ-
ten, often inaccurate, but I dare not touch it for fear of de-
molishing the whole thing

It also seems to me that I have already written many things
that T am rediscovering, hence that I repeat myself. Is this
mevitable? Is 1t the rule? Or do 1, after all, see the world
differently now, more maturely, or, on the contrary ..
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It’s because of my fear of this impression, which 1s depress-
g, that T always refuse to reread myself, even to correct
proofs In the case of Je me souviens it was necessary for
family reasons, because of the pcople I quote: which has not
prevented certain among them from bringing st agamst me

Marec, for whom I wrote 1t, since 1 had only that one child at
the time and had no hopes for more, has never read it. He 1s
twenty-two today. Could he have read 1t and not talked to me
about 1t for some rcason I don’t understand? One day he told
me he had skimmed over a few pages

Will the others read these notebooks later? Johnny, almost
certainly

Curious feeling, this noon, hearing him commg in from
school (his first day of Latin) shouting Rosa — the rose How
Iittle these things change — or rather how little men change — n
the mudst of so many changes in things!

D n town I decided not to go with her, not to wait for her
durmg her fittings I didn’t so as to stay here and work, and
now I feel a sort of emptiness, a lostness. a ‘hunger’

My dizzy spells have got better in the past few days I'd
rather not talk about that, nor about my shght depression,
rather not play at medical diagnosis

I thmmk that this morning again 1 wrote nonsense as I do
every time I take off on abstract ideas Why should I, when it
1sn’t my trade?

Wednesday, 19 April

As 1 foresaw, end of discouragement — touch wood ~ and end
of bad weather Yesterday seemed like autumn Now 1t’s spring
agan And I'm going out with D this morning and afternoon

Re Je me souviens, a few pages of which I'm revising before
gomg out. Yesterday a passage struck me and worried me as |
was going to sleep I speak somewhere of the country house, a
sort of grandmotherly house, which ‘we’ established so that
Marc could have a childhood mn 1t hke the one ‘we’ had
dreamed of having, far from town and artificiality

I wrote ‘we’ because this text was meant for Marc, who, I
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believed then, would grow up having hardly known me, since a
stupid or malicious doctor had told me I was doomed, so that I
expected lum to be raised by his mother.

But m reality, she never cared for the country, at least not as
long as I was living with her Her dream was to have a studio
m Montparnasse (she 1s a pamter) and her ideal of marriage
was to hive 1 a different house from her husband.

Nothing existed for her outside Paris, and she often re-
proached me for our travels, which kept her from painting, for
our moves to La Richardiere-and elsewhere, although the
largest and best-lit room was always reserved for her use

Isn’t 1t ronic that she now hives 1 that house 1n Nieul that I
gave her at the time of the divorce? I haven’t set foot m 1t
since T left 1t shortly after the arrival of the Germans I lived
there only about a vear, the time 1t took to get settled Marc
lived there no longer than that, and recently he spent a few
days there but didn’t like 1t, he thought La Rochelle ‘a hole’

Another memory comes back to me, equally ironic When
we first came to Paris, my first wife and I, we quickly became
aware that from a practical point of view we couldn’t both of
us embark simultaneously on careers of ‘serious art’ since
neither of us had any money and 1t would take a long time — if
ever — before we could make 1t pay.

We discussed 1t calmly We weighed the chances each of us
had of ‘making 1t And decided, with utmost gravity, that for _
three years I was not to write seriously but keep the pot boiling
(with short stories, popular novels) while she would try her
luck at painting. If she got somewhere, I was to efface myself If
not, it would be my turn to try

So she had canvasses, easels, paints, models We rented a
room at Bernheim’s for a show, then for another

My self-effacement went beyond the three years, up to the
start of the Maigret series, and even, you might say, until the
end of the Maigrets, simce I consider these as semi-potboilers

If she had -achieved success at that time, what would have
happened? I wonder and tremble. I am scrupulous by nature,
and Ilfthmk I might have kept to our agreement and effaced
myse -

I never talked about it. Nor about Nieul. Or about the fact
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that 1t was for her sake that.I settled in Paris in 1935 or 1936,
Boulevard Richard-Wallace, 1n an apartment that I considered
hers, and where I always felt like a visitor

This makes me realize even more the near impossibility of
being entirely sincere m writing notebooks like these I’'m not
distorting anything I'm not mventing anything But sometimes
I’'m msincere by omission, for fear of the consequences

Often I feel I would like to write

‘Today I made love to So-and-So

Because 1t would set the tone of the day Because these acts
are part of the whole But even if I left out names, abbrevi-
ations would make 1t possible for someone to guess who was
meant These women will have children some day, perhaps
Some of them already have Or else they will fall in love Have
I the night to upset someone just to mdicate the tone of a
day?

Others don’t have such scruples, neither Gide nor Jouhan-
deau, for example, and I am tempted to envy them At the
same time, 1t seems to me that they are the ones whose sin-
cerity 1s most suspect, because they give 1n to the temptation of
playing a part and making others play parts

In preparing this new edition of Je me souviens I could re-
establish the truth by putting ‘I’ 1n place of ‘we’ But would this
be the decent thing to do? And wouldn’t people believe it was
done out of shabby revenge or resentment?

Tonight, Russian ultimatum to the Americans on Cuba

America’s reply Cessation of peace talks m Laos It’s too
much Personally, I no longer react, I can no longer get ex-
cited, even feel interested Doesn’t the public feel the same? I
hope so It would contradict what I wrote yesterday on this
subject, but so much the better

Only 1n that case, i1f I were 1n the place of those who govern,
I would begin to fear that after long apathy there might be
danger of a terrible reaction

Aren’t there signs of this in France, where de Gaulle has put
public opmion to sleep, hypnotized the Parliament?

k]

We speak of millionaires, billionaires The papers like to cite
figures And they mean nothing
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At one time, a man owned large flocks or small ones, or
such-and-so many women, such-and-so many palaces, or even
reigned over a huge or not so huge country Or so much land,
so many farms, so many slaves, so many serfs (so many souls,
as they said 1 Russia).

Then he received so much mcome.

It’s only in the past century, quite recently, that we’ve talked
m millions, only since most of the world’s currencies have be-
come staﬂble

What 1s a millionaire today? In what? In old francs? In new
francs? In marks? In dollars? In pounds sterling? It ranges all
the way from poverty to real riches So-and-So earns so much
per film. Before or after taxes? There too the amount can
range from one to several digits How many servants has he?
But real dollar millionaires in the United States have only a
housekeeper, while Iira millionaires in Italy have a dozen and
live 1n historic palaces .

We go on talking about money out of habit, tradition, when
money no longer represents anything real, much less anything
stable We mught as well count 1n cowries or in beans, Yet it’s
i the name of these cowries that people uphold this policy or
that, and mcite if not massacres — for the present — at least
good-sized killings.

Besides that, reading the classified advertisements i the
French, American, Swiss, English, no matter what papers, is
depressing :

‘Discreet loans to civil servants, no formalities °

‘Two rooms with kitchen 1n a pleasant suburb .

‘Credit facilities ...’

‘Twenty per cent discount on all merchandise. .’

Millions and hundreds of mllions of people for whom
‘every penny counts’, each franc or each cent, are looking for

lodgings, food, clothing, with incomes that won’t cover all
these needs at once

‘Mamma, my shoes leak .. ’
T knew how that was in my childhood

‘T1 buy you new ones next month This month your father
needs trousers. . °

There aren’t enough cowries.
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Today, civil servants are protest-marching n the streets of
Paris For two weeks the teachers were on strike. They
threaten to go out agam

There aren’t cnough cowries for ¢verybody.

Besides, when people have them they buy what they need.
When they buy, prices go up When prices go up..

And then, who would be rich if there were no poor people?

24 Apri

Since Friday, more ‘historic’ days and mghts, not only m
Cuba, Laos, the Congo, or Angola, but 1in France and Algeria
Uprisings Even the word ‘revolution’ 1s spoken And last night,
while tanks patrolled Paris, arms were distributed to the popu-
lace

1 listen to the radio hourly, as everybody does My reaction?
I admit to a certain satisfaction because events prove I wasn't
mistaken 1n what I foresaw, so my judgement 1sn't so far
wrong

We were gomg to spend ten days in Paris after the revision
of my last novel Our suite was reserved at the Georges V and
engagements were made with friends We hesitated gave up
the trip at the last minute and arc glad of it. Not because of
personal danger, but rather for fear of being separated from
our children, knowmg they would be worried here with us
there

One sometimes wonders what So-and-So was doing during
the Three Glorious Days or the Commune ..

As for us, Friday evening we had some friends in, people
who on the face of it shouldn’t have been very entertamng
two professors from the Faculty of Medicine and two psychi-
atrists We spent one of the pleasantest evenings we’ve had at
Echandens

We are often bored by people who are supposed to be bright
or witty At our house they can turn mto dead weights. and
we’ve passed tedious hours with them.

On Saturday, from seven thirty to four in the morning we
had a bit of everything Some serious discussions which I'll
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remember. And also, some almost childlike garety. one of the
psychiatrists (whose life has not been an easy one) at the piano,
a professor at the drums, delighted to take our Johnny’s place,
another, his shirt pulled out of his pants and his socks pulled
up over them, did Russian dances with me, while the head of
the sanatorium played the triangle A sort of gaiety that 1
haven't experienced mn a long time. I went so far as to give a
mock striptease ..

Then stories, not just funny ones, but all true, throwing un-
expected lights on human nature

If students had appeared that night at our house, they would
have been dumbstruck, probably, because the minimum age ol
the men was fifty As it happened, each of the women, whether
pretty or interesting, was a true wife and lover, 1n love with
her husband

Generals were invading Algeria Another general, raised to
power by them, accused them of treason...

We were having a jolly time putting everything in perspec-
tive, which 1s not necessarily the one History will choose for
1t

We found this morning that for the first time, yesterday,
French television broadcast all night appeals from de Gaulle,
Debré, Malraua, etc, who all look like very small men to me

Will History think otherwise? Will they be turned nto
heroes? It’s possible. In that case, all of History will have to be
revised

As for us, we went to bed early, D and I, stiff and exhausted
by our unaccustomed frolics

And this evening we’re going to play bridge at another
medic s house.

Unawareness”? Lack of sense of proportion?

In my opinion, 1t’s the opposite

Generals explain themselves, posing as heroes One and all,
one against all, they try to rouse the rabble Suddenly they
z}ppeal to the very people they usually despise and consider
mconsequential

My impression as a distant but contemporary witness? OF

being present not at a tragedy, nor even at a comedy of
character, but at a vaudeville skit
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Too bad men have to dic. for whom these gentlemen don't
care a shit,

I'm gong to try to telephone Mare, who 1s there That’s my
only worry Let's hope he 1sn’t ‘dope’ enough, as D. says, to
get mvolved

I'd rather know that, hke us, he did a striptease and danced
Cossack dances between two discussions of biology.

Wednesday, 26 April 196]

Last night, m the course of two or three hours — in onc hour.
in fact ~ the famous revolt of the generals, which we have been
told of in dramatic tones for the past four days, collapsed with
only a few shots fired three policemen wounded, we're told
But, we had been told previously, the ‘crimmal’ generals were
the leading lights of the army, specialists in psychological war-
fare, whom de Gaulle, at onc time, chose for his most delicate
MISSIONS

So for threc or four days airficlds were closed, the people
were told to be ready to intervenc. Volunteers were given uni-
forms and arms, specialists called up. Paris was overrun by
armoured units recalled from Germany Last night T heard
from Paris that a pass was required for travelling the roads of
France

Finally de Gaulle assumed complete control.

In an hour . With no real fighting!

T would do better to write nothing about 1t, not to be like the
armchair strategists or prophets of the Café du Commerce,
when actually T know nothing Do contemporaries ever hnow
the truth about what 15 happenmmg? No more than judges or
the public know of a court trial Each has his small piece of the
truth

Later, memoirs will be published, white papers Even m
these there 1s only fragmentary or distorted truth, so that His-
tory 1s scarcely better served

But quite possibly I'm wrong This morning my feeling 1s
still that of great fraud I know some of the protagonmists Was
it a matter of nflating a harmless uprising so as to seize the
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powers de Gaulle has always dreamed of? Of putimg an end
to the protests of government employees and workers who
were marching 1 the streets and threatening the government
last week?

When the danger 1s past, will de Gaulle keep these emer-
gency powers and use them against non-rebels?

This morning we are told 1t 1s all over. T wonder if 1t 1sn’t
just beginning And 1if the people aren’t going to question
many things, if they won’t suspect many mystenes m this
event, as I do

The reaction may be long-lasting The cry ‘Down with
Fascism!’ has been heard

Do people realize that 1t 1s the Debrés, the Freys, etc., with
their tdea of a ‘single’ party, of a ‘great traditional party’, who
are the Fascists in this affair?

Up to a cerfain pomnt the deception 1s a common one 1 -
times like these, and that’s why I do not hope for a return to
normal m the near future Nevertheless it seems to me that all
- this false glory, all this strictly verbal grandeur 1s doomed and
will be swept away

I even wonder 1if there 1sn’t real revolution m the air, just the
thing they wanted to suppress or avoid

Tomorrow there will be an appeal for calm i the name of
the negotiations at Evian or elsewhere. Then 1t will be another
pretext, the prestige of France, the arrival of the Xennedys,
the difficulties 1 Otan, what have you

In the meantime, I am returning to my revision of Je me
souviens, which I hope to fimish today, regret time spent listen-
ing to this rather distorted news, trymg to understand, to come
to a conclusion

Once more, i1t’s not my department I hate politics, but, like
Romain Rolland’s Clérambault, an antimilitarist who surprised
himself by falling mto step with a military band in August
1914, T respond 1 spite of myself because I always have a
confused hope that the politicians are gong to bite the dust,
that the people will finally see the Iight and sweep them
out

To be replaced by what? By others, to be sure. History shows
us that, So? What good 1s 1t to rejoice or mope?
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Be satisfied with plymng your trade and telling stories, with
busymg yourself with man, not men

27 April 1961

I know I’'m wrong, my children, that later, when you come
across the words ‘politics’ on these pages, yowll smile mndul-
gently.

‘There goes Daddy, off the track agam’

But now Johnny, at least, who follows the news on television
with me, has the same reactions On certain evenings I can feel
him boiling with rage, and on certain others, like yesterday and
the day before, the enormity of what he hears plunges him nto
a sort of discouraged dejection

Isn’t there anyone m France to write a new J'accuse? I
admit I've wondered 1if I could resist the temptation, if I were
French

All politics irritate me, certamly, since a just and satisfymng
system has yet to be found

But 1n the circumstances, 1t 1s no longer simply a matter of
politics It 1s a matter of a man who sets himself up, and whom
others set up as an example and who strikes me as a real
Tartuffe I would like to have the time, the patience, the
mchnation to compare his contradictions listed i facing
columns

He was the one who once upon a time proclaimed the right
to rebellion, the right to individual action, to the use of plastic
bombs, to gunfire or knife fighting 1n the Métro, and 1t was he
agam who spoke of the Algerian rebellion with complete scorn
for three years

And when I say complete He has just faced a coup d’état
himself — a rather modest, desperate one — and already he 1s
announcing a merciless purge, recalling another purge to us,
over which he presided and which must have caused nearly as
many deaths in France as the German repression during the
war if not more.

Now, on the pretext of these days m Algiers (the third or
fourth time, if you count the one that put him m power, with
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the same men acting for him this time), now, I repeat, that he
has complete authority, he has no mtention of giving it up and
announces that freedom cannot be defended i a modern
country . .except by the restriction of freedom.

This is not what horrifies me most It 1s the man himself, his
attitude, his insolent pride, his contempt for man and man’s
efforts, for everything that man has done over the centuries
that he 1sn’t ashamed of or that makes him think there may be
some hope for the future of the species

The Grandewr which he talks about so much 1s the narrow-
est nationalism, the most 1nflated and the most aggressive, 1t 1s
the pomp, the costumes, the uniforms, the parades, the stage
sets, and a protocol that totally amazes me unknown in the
most royalist countries, 1t should make the world laugh.

He backs and fills He makes the country wait until the day
when he solemnly decides to pronounce an oracle And the
words change meaning each time

Deep contempt for all men, including those who surround
him. It 1s true that he chooses these from among the least
mteresting

Yet he 1s held up as an example A whole generation hears
of his glory, his intelligence, his force of character, his historic
consciousness

He has done none of what he said he would. He has dis-
apponted all expectations and no one calls him to account for
1t

There he 1s, a living anachronism, pretending to know every-
thing and manage everything himself, according to his own
lights

He refuses to receive professors, unions, but he surrounds
himself with bank presidents and presidents of big companies,
who have never had it so good

He speaks ‘to the French’ but the French he speaks to are
not the people, whom he looks down on from a great height.
they are the representatives of great private interests, the re-
ligious orders, the young people who have been behind every
thrust of extreme nationalism from the days of Balzac and
ever since .. why not say for ever?

La Frirance ... which the world needs, which, with its forty
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million mhabitants, 1s once more going to restore order to a
mad world ..

La Friiance which is to say de Gaulle, who tosses off
advice to other nations, and sometimes deigns to recerve heads
of states with two or three hundred nullion souls from the top
of the statrcase of the Elysée Palace

He lics, he contradicts himself, he beats about the bush, he
glowers or blesses with the face of a sad clown, and there 1s no
one who dares burst out laughing or write a J'accuse

How long will this go on? 1 don’t know. 1 think of the real
men, the ones who work in silence and who do not believe
themselves nfallible, who doubt. who go forward one step at a
time and help mankind advance n every area of knowledge.

His presence 1s an msult to them.

Surely I am not the only one who thinks so I wonder if, n
the light of recent events, of which we are given only a dis-
torted and rather mysterious version, we shall not see popular
uprnisings as they have happencd time and again in the course
of History

1 am not hoping for trouble I am a man of peace For the
sake of man's digmity, however, 1 would welcome a popular
movement that would put both this madman with his arms
raised 1n a2 V and the hittle band of ambitious idiots who sur-
round him and are trymg to drag us back a century back n
their proper places

Smile 1f you like, children You will see that in every man
there is an ancient spring of 1dealism - even political 1dealism
— which sometimes breaks through his calm

But I am a man of serenity. And I have rarely felt so much a
man of the people as I do today.

5 o'clock in the afternoon

Henry Miller spent the day at my house He’s in Lausanne
looking for a home, a ‘place to live’. He vacillated between
Switzerland, Portugal, Ttaly, the Bahamas, etc He had to take
mto account, as I do, schools for his children and those of his
companion That reminds me of when D. and I were unde-
cided 1 the same way
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Muller 1s seventy years old I hope that when I'm his age I'll
stdl want to move, with the same problems and the same
pleasure as evet.

Sent Je me souviens off to the publisher. Tomorrow, photo-
grapher Some other obligations in the next few days, then go
somewhere, doesn’t matter where, with D Maybe to Berne?

We needn’t go far. On occasion we've quite happily gone to
spend no more than forty-eight hours alone together .
Lausanne

The sun 15 shining The grass in the garden 1s being cut, the
last rams have made it as tufted as Johnny’s mop, which I love
to tousle Pierre is learning new words every day. He juggles
with hfe He tries everything Why do we lose this faculty?
When there 1s always something new to learn, to feel? There

must be a reason, which 1sn’t agemng, and which we haven’t yet
found.

28 April 1961

A rather mtrigning 1dea of Teithard de Chardin’s, which 1
condense and simplify Humanity is only just beginning its
youth

) Ageing 1s slowing of the rhythm of hife, of activity, shrink-
ing

But humanity 1s multiplying at an accelerated rhythm, same
for discoveries So humanity 1s still emerging from childhood.

Even stranger that, though man grows old and dies, human-
1ty should follow the opposite course.

I think T understand, however, another 1dea of Teilhard de
Chardin’s which attracts me less the real function of man is
not to be an individual, but little by hittle to become mtegrated
Imto a new field of action, a great body mnto which each would
melt and which would itself have its own personahity.

What astonishes me 1s that today one reads discussions of this
kind not just m specialized reviews, but n the big-circulation
weekhies, the same ones that now deal mainly with Iliterature,
bamting, music, or avant-garde cinema, as if there were no
general public any more, only ntellectuals.
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In my youth I had a certain number of friends who became
‘intellectualized’ this way. Without exception, all of them were
failures later As if this “intellectuahzation’ were an mcapacity
to adapt to life

They thought about hife instead of living it.

Among stripteasers there are a fair number, not only of
women with bachelor’s degrees. but of women who have gone
on to post-graduate study Are they most themselves at their
studies (for their pleasure, so called) or when they undress 1n
public?

Many books are published currently, especially n Italy,
which consist largely of photographs. The Bible 1n particular
The fashion began m France. But it was one of my boohs.
published about 1931, that was used for the first experiment.
The idea wasn’t mine but that of a young man named Jacques
Haumont who, I think. mnvested his inheritance in the venture

The series was called Phototear The first and only volume
was a long novella of mine, La Folle d'Itteville, and the photo-
graphs by Germame Krull were as important as my words

I wrote four or five others at Morsang on board the Ostro-
goth after 1 came back from Holland, while waiting for the
publication of the first Maigrets In one morning, I wrote the
forty-five typed pages Haumont came to lunch at noon I read
him the novella as T corrected 1t No other revision

Haumont went into bankruptcy and, with my consent, gave
the unpublished novellas to Gallimard, who published them 1n
a collection edited by Paul Morand, Les Chefs-d'Oeuvre de la
Nouvelle

No one gives credit to Haumont, who 1nvented too soon a
form that is flourishing today As Balzac mitiated the formula
of La Pléiade and broke his back doing it.

T wouldn’t dare reread those novellas 1 wrote in three hours
on the deck of my boat and revised in haste while having an
apéritif m the sun How little awareness T must have had! Or
how little faith in and respect for ‘Literature’?



Sunday, 30 Aprd 1961

Back with ‘the papers’. Stormy, unpleasant weather. Showers

When we settled at Echandens, we did what we had done in
Lakeville had swings and gymnastum gear set up for the chil-
dren at the back of the garden All last summer, Pierre (he will
be two vears old in three weeks) would see his brothers, his
sister, and therr friends use them But he used to circle them at
a distance, he never came closer.

A month ago, at the beginming of spring, I had a swing with
a back and a belt put up for him, but he only looked at 1t,
shaking his head 1n refusal For four weeks he looked at this
apparatus distrustfuily.

Not until day before yesterday did he decide to sit mn 1it,
though refusing to be swung Yesterday, he could be gently
pushed

It was almost the same thing with his rocking horse He
loved it from the first day — wanted to have 1t 1n bed with him
- but it took almost a month for him to get on 1t.

Since he has been eating things other than muilk, he has had
the habit of smelling each new food with the same distrust, of
turning 1t over and over for a long time, examning 1t before
putting 1t 1 his mouth.

This reminds me that my three other children were no
different Children are said to be reckless because they play
with matches, touch electric outlets, etc But these objects look
passive and harmless

On the contrary, if I can judge by my own, the child 1s as
careful, as distrustful as an amimal I would even say fearful
His attachment to his parents has a good deal of fear m it, fear
of bemng left by himself.

Why does he become reckless at a certain age? (Not al-
ways') I thimk 1t 1s because he wants to impress other children,
or grown-ups, or even himself I should not be surprised if he
became aggressive mn proportion to his fear. I could swear, for

example, that Marc was always afraid of his big motorcycle, as
I always felt a bit afraid with automobiles.

Physical courage, when 1t isn’t a matter of fighting for one’s
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skin, may very well be an artificial sentiment that anmimals
don’t know, since they never run unnccessary risks

All the same, st theie another kind of courage, moral
bravery? After the security furnished by its parents, doesn’t the
child or the adolescent seek the same thung in groups?

So without really wanting to I come back to a subject that
I've smffed around scveral times, and I don't hike the conclu-
sion I'm tempted to come to, because it 1s the negation of the
individualism I care so much about.

Essentially, then, 1s man gregarious out of fear?

How many people Iive alone, arc able to hive alone, by in-
clination, by destiny? Isn't love most often a way of escaping
solitude and 1ts terrors?

Strong men, paratroopers, for instance, act as a group; one
could even say a group that draws closer together as its mem-
bers become more aggressive and more brutal.

The war hero 1s a group hero And knowing this, the phil-
osopher who moves agamst the current of his times or ahead
of 1t, the avant-garde artist, almost always heeps 1n touch with
several of his own kind

The truly isolated man, the hermut by nature, is very rare,
and psychiatrists consider him a pathological case.

If this 1s true, 1if man mstinctively moves towards the herd,
towards rule, towards obedience. These past days I've been
irritated by propaganda, which begins pouring in on us m the
mornmg and goes on all day in all forms But the propaganda
of the past 1n the form of daily masses, which even kings could
not escape, the sermons, the confessions ..

From this pomt of view, why such horror at the thought of
the world of today and tomorrow in so many mformed minds
who panic at the thought of mass civilization, mechamzation,
standardization, which 1s actually hardly more advanced than 1t
was 1 the Iife of the Middle Ages? Didn’t serfs, peasants, take
comfort from living more or less peacefully mn the shadow of
the castle, which offered them a refuge in time of danger?

If the child 1s naturally fearful ..

Are there any real exceptions? Yet I see men who mouth
the word ‘hberty’ accepting posts, honours, ridiculous titles,
gilded medals, cattle-show ribbons.
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A Blaise Cendrars .. A Henry Miller ... Other people 1
know who have had the reputation of being real wild men,
wholly pure, spend a good part of their hives seeking each
other out for reassurance Blaise Cendrars accepted a most
belated medal on his deathbed. Miller wears the rosette of the
American Academy on his sports jackets

Tsn't 1t pitiful how, begmning with nothing but a swing. a
simple parental observation, 1n spite of myself I come back to
one of the three or four ideas I'm always circling around like a
circus horse?

Aren’t our little habits, our manias, also a way of reassuring
ourselves?

We speak of man as if he existed in the individual state.
What if there were only men, a mixture of men, much more
hke each other than they first seem to us, a sort of human
caviar which. .

Come on'! I'm off agam And living, then? What do these
ratiocinations have to do with life? And the papers I'm going
to read? And the television I'll be watching tonight? And the
rage that comes over me as I listen ..

In ten minutes we’ll sit down to our meal and Pierre will
watch the door until every one of the family 1s 1 his place in
the dining room

For hun, the unit now is the famuly, unftil it becomes the
school, the regiment, the office, the political party, the country,
Europe

How I wish the unit were man!

3 May

Day before yesterday morning in my study, a bumblebee flew
m clumsily, beating against the three windows, passing close to
my head each time I know they don’t sting But was it a
hornet? Still, I know the difference. But I kept dreadmng some
unpleasant contact and suddenly I decided to kill 1t. Because I
wasn’t sure. And because I wasn't used to 1t

For similar reasons people have slaughtered snakes that are
useful and harmless, other animals, screech owls, bats, etc.,
which are now greatly missed, accordmmg to zoologists.



Gide used to say to me, speaking of my son, that I should be
sure to teach him natural sciences, especially about plant hife,
the study of which had always delighted him

Alas, T never studied botany because mm my time 1t was
largely a science of nomenclature T've studied very lhittle
zoology Johnny 1sn't studying 1t at all in school - at least up
to now

1 feel remorseful at having killed this bumblebee, which had
only a few days or hours to live

The same evening. on television Night and Fog, a docu-
mentary on Nazi concentration camps, crematory furnaces,
and gas chambers, piles of naked corpses, elc

Doesn’t the one eanlain the other? The same fear, the same
1gnorance, the same disgust

Yesterday, i a rage, Johnny called me a bastard As I promised
myself T would, T have taught him not to ‘respect’ me as my
mother nsisfed on my respecting her, on my respecting my
uncles and aunts, grown-ups stitutions An hour later, poor
Johnny was very sad T was too T still am, a bit. However, for
him the word means nothing It is an outlet for rightcous
wrath I had becn fooled by his sister’s ar of innocence and
had scolded him unfairly. Today we both wanted to ask cach
other’s forgiveness

A holiday Gomg to Geneva, D and 1 Lunch alone together
somewhere Ouf!

: Wednesday, 3 May 1961

Yesterday was a better day than T expected Not only did D
and 1 enjoy 1t, but everything fell mnto place for us, everything
went well, it was as 1f we were juggling life and dropping
nothing _ .

Found the English desk I've been looking for for six months
1n an antique shop, even more perfect than I'd dreamed, also a
unique armchair, and the English dining set thg}t we’d given up
on into the bargam

Scarcely back at the house, two phone calls for D both on
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business, both successful A day that will figure mn our mtan-
gible album of memories And for me, another opportunity to
appreciate, vividly and mn depth, D.’s maternal quality, her
amazing patience In a single day, she was compamion, busi-
nesswoman, buddy, mistress, mother, I don’t know what not

In the evening, alone with Johnny, tender and troubled.

‘Did 1 hurt your feelings yesterday?’

I admuitted he had

‘Mostly because I understood that you couldn’t help it, and I
was afraid for you...’

He understood It was the ‘bastard’ that most perturbed him
Like his mother, he needs to explain, not to leave anything n
the dark = )

‘You know 1 school we don’t mean anything by that, it’s a
word we use all the time, It’s not even as strong as “idiot” or
“imbecile”. . °

Dear Johnny, who forgets that mn all of his rages he calls me
an wdiot or an 1mbecile!

As for Pierre, here he is 1n his turn, in love with his mother,
unwilling to let go of her in the evenings, mventing pretexts as
cleverly as Marie-Jo He doesn’t go to sleep before nine thirty,
after exhausting all the resources of his imagmation

I'm already beginning to-feel the itch to write a new novel. A
party at the school n the course of which Johnny is to play the
part of a Chinese and be carried on a shield by his school-
mates.

D.’s birthday the 14th. The 23rd or 24th ~ I never remember

my children’s birthdays — Pierre’s second birthday Life is
lovely and good.

Friday, 5 May 1961

All night ~ let's try to talk about this damned question of
money. Each time I begin to write in this notebook my dream
1s to do 1t lazily, sometimes elaborating a detail, following the
course of my thoughts without haste _I never manage it I
always ‘work small’

I don’t think 1t’s laziness, although 1 can’t stand sitting too
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long at my desk. It's more a sort of reticence that keeps me
from giving too much importance to a reflection, a detail. It's
the same for my books, whose brevity 1s the despair of my
Enghsh and American publishers (they often have to publish
two novels i onec volume). I condense n spite of myself and |
am remforced 1n 1t by my apprenticeship in the popular novel,
in which there must always be movement, where 1t 1s forbidden
to Icave the slightest space for boredom

The question of money has occupied, and occupies, very
little place in my Ife, although 1t had such a great onc in
Balzac’s or Dostocvsky's, to whom I should never thmk of
comparing mysclf

From the beginning, I've wanted 1t, so as to be frec of certain
worries, and especially not to have to count it. To buy without
asking the price To hive without knowing what lhife costs It
was already a dream 1 my childhood, 1n a house where calcu-
lations went on from morning to night

But T don’t keep 1t I don’t hoard 1t 1 have always said that
money 1s only stored-up man, since a given sum represents so
many hours of labour, thus so many hours, so many days, so
many months, of human hves

From there to keeping these symbols of life n a safe . It
horrifies me. To such a pont that T have often made enough
crazy purchases to find myself broke agamn and forced to work

I have a horror of capitalism It seems revolting to me that
money should earn money

That’s all It scems to me that T had a lot to say on this
subject, and I see I've already exhausted 1t For today, any-
way

I'm not afraid of going back to a way of life T knew in my
childhood, of living 1n a small apartment or 1n a httle house m
the country and, if no one wants to read me any more, of

working at a publisher’s, at no matter what, ke so many
former colleagues

However, I should not like to have my children suddenly n
straitened circumstances, having to account for francs and
centimes

‘No, Pierre, that’s too expensive  °

Or. ‘We can’t afford that.’
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Which doesn’t mean 1t couldn't happen, since life has rarely
been so fluctuating and unpredictable as it 15 today.
I shall have done what I could.

4pm

Having a half-siesta just now on the drawing room sofa and
allowing my thoughts to wander n the grey of a ramny day, 1
arrived not so much at ideas as at preoccupations that I don't
like very much

Did 1t begin with the question of Algeria? There is a lot of
talk about specific mentahties, the mentality of the French
colomals 1 Algeria, the ‘officer mentality’, or the ‘unit men-
tality’, etc . and among so many people who don’t under-
stand each other there no doubt are a majority of men who
honestly believe 1n their cause °

In the United States I knew the ‘McCarthy mentality’ and
the ‘egghead mentality® and now there is that of the new estab-
hishment as opposed to the old, the Pentagon, the CI A, and so
forth

In Je me souviens I tried to give an idea of the Brull clan
and the Simenon clan Though I revolted agamst both, there is
no doubt that I remain marked by them, that I sometimes, as
today, react as a function of my education

In the same way I rebelled agamst the Christian Brothers
whose pupil I was, less aganst the Jesuits, and this rebellion
left its mark I have often said that the cult of the Virgmn
changed the behaviour of men towards women

In this way I could go back to a number of themes which
recur m my mund and, i spite of myself, rule my actions or
my thought ‘Laziness is the mother of. ’ ‘Man must earn

his bread by the sweat of his brow ...’ ‘Only the bread one has
earned tastes good .

The words ‘idle hour’
beautiful than an 1dle hour!

Thus we more or less submit to the imperatives of the clan,
the race, the famuly, education, environment

I was a jingoist in 1914-18, a pseudo-anarcist mn the fol-
lowing years, though these were spent at the very Catholic

as if there were anything more
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Gazctte de Licee, 1 100k on the style of life of postwar Mont-
parnasse (1921-30) and of the punters who peopled that
section,

I saw hfe as a swlor when | bved aboard my boats, asa
Pariston in Paris, a Southerner in the Midi

In the United States 1 judped the pohlitical hie and customs
from the point of view of Amercans, and T scarcely recor-
mized France when I came back

Just now, on my sofa, I began to snule at my cult of person-
ality, of the mdividual What ndividual, 1f a trfle can change
him? ‘Conditioming’ — Pavlovs, and that of the present-dey
Russians = 15 1t as theorctical s we would ke to believe?

I've seen my wife give birth ‘pamlessly’ thanks to condition-
mg, and today in Moscow major operdtions are performed
without anaesthesta.

What mdwidual? I what T do i< the sum of my acquired
reflexes, plus what has influenced me plus what has stuck to me
and somectimes reappears unconsciously, what 1s left of me?

I observe my children At the moment they scem original to
me But when I see an old photo of them a few years bach,
they look to me stil unformed, and I have the feeling that
their personalities only came to them later.

What 1s left of me, of others?

Tonight we arc dining at the house of some friends. medics,
as usual Monday. three days of holiday together. End of the
month, end of various engagements, and, I hope, a novel

Between the last one and the one to come I will have had
three days of vacation alone with D

Sunday, 7 May

Dined at our friends’, yesterday, with a physicist (should 1 say
atomicist?) professor at the CERN [European Council for
Nuclear Research] mm Geneva, world-famous, 1t seems, who
wanted to meet me I understood at once why He 1s crazy
about detective novels and . . science fiction He devours
them Very proud of having his friends call him Nero Wolfe,
the hero of my colleague Rex Stout,
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(He 1s only fifty-four but seemed to me older than I am. This
now happens frequently I meet people who appear heavier,
more serious, more established, more mature, and I am sur-
prised that they are younger. Is it possible that I'm mustaken
and that they, from their pomnt of view, have the same impres-
ston?)

He 15 from the Baltic region, like Keyserling, whom he re-
minded me of a little, like him speaks several languages per-
fectly, has lived in Germany, mn the United States, in Paris,
now for seven years in Geneva Often goes to MIT. His wife,
German, twenty years younger than he, has lived in Paris too,
then was seven or eight years with the Mayo brothers in Min-
nesota. This kind of couple turns up more and more fre-
quently.

He confirmed certain impressions I had which were based on
nothing definite. Oppenheimer. he tended to play Mahatma
Gandhi more and more, a scientific romantic Braun. a scien-
tist with a flair for publicity.

In scientific circles, he told me, each one knows his precise
niche 1n the hierarchy. No argument possible, for this niche is
decided by precisely measurable work. Art and medicine are
debatable, have an area of impression.

He found my first book on a bench on the Champs-Elysées
when he was fifteen, and since then has read all of them. I feel
it was true But I found no echo n his conversations as I do
with doctors ‘and psychiatrists It 1s Maigret who mamly in-
terests him

He 15 the sort of man who speaks with apparent abandon,
with a certamn humour, and who 1s then suddenly silent for a
long moment, as if the conversation were no concern of his

He wanted to have me meet other scientists m Geneva,
where they are coming m growing numbers, either as residents
or passing through. I don’t yet know if these circles will in-
terest me I don’t feel comfortable in them.

We talked about the mean age at which man gives the best of
himself 1 art or sciences, and also i politics. According to
statistics, this age 1s much later than one would think (re-
assuring!') T've already mentioned this. But, according to him
and he should know, this is not true for the sciences It i;
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considered the rule that a physicist or mathematician who
hasn’t made any discovery by thirty will never make any.

Which brings science closer to poetry.

‘In some respects we are poets,’ he told me.

No mterest mn the mfluence of scientific discoveries on phil-
osophy, on the history of human thought

“That doesn’t concern us Up to others to draw conclustons.’

Which must give a certain seremty.

This morning, a gay, clear sun.

Sunday, 14 May

Yesterday D 's birthday A perfect day for me and the chil-
dren About D, I'm not so sure She 1s much more sensitive
than I to the least shadow, to a trifle, which can easily spoil
her pleasure Our three days m Berne were so good that I
dream about them Nothing out of the ordinary. Just bemng
alone together, with no cares, without interruptions every
moment. Walks in streets that can hardly be called pictur-
esque, that was enough for us, as was a lazy visit to the
museum of natural history. Yesterday dehvery of the clegant
English desk (late eighteenth century) that I finally found for
my study, which 1s not complete and of uniform style. I am
writing on it for the first time, a Iittle mtimidated by 1t It faces
two ways, has fifteen drawers, and, like a child, I'm putting off
until tomorrow — or until this afternoon — the pleasure of
stowmg my things away in them
New dinmg-room furniture too, in the same style.

16 May

Yesterday, ‘punishment day’ as the Americans say In bed unti
noon, headache However, I hadnt overdone it much. Almost
nothing 1s now too much for me Was 1t in the United States
that I learned the shame that weighs me down the day after?
A pamnful day. Total discouragement Not in front of the chil-
dren' )
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Today I returned to my normal activities, 1 am busy with
Friday’s dinner, with Pierre’s birthday, tried on two sports
coats

The papers have me bemng considered for the Nobel again.
This 15 begmning to exasperate me. One year I'm called the
favourite, another, an outside chance. And this has gone on
for more than six years I've asked nothing. I don’t ask for
anything. Let them f. off and leave'me in peace. The Nobel
would have given me pleasure a few years ago. Now I'm not
sure I would accept 1t

Hope to write a novel 1n the first days of June but haven’t
the least 1dea of the subject, or even the tone. However, I'd
better write it. I feel the need. We’ll see if between now and
then T'll have an mspiration (That’s the wrong word, of
course But what other can I use?)

I would like a quiet story, almost serene, with lots of sun,
hittle touches of colour, a waxed staircase, patches of .shade,
and reflections

Yesterday, Johnny gave me his latest French composition to
read There were odours in 1it, sounds, little joys, as in my
novels He i1sn’t imitating me. He hasn’t read me enough for
that Say rather that he 1s attracted by the same.things that I
am, by the savoury, incidental aspects of life For example, he
Sees a grocer in front of hus 1ron blind, smells the odour of the
bakery )

To please his teacher, he added one or two conventional
pieces of ‘fine writing’, but in his revision he cut them out. He’s
a good cub

I'would like to say many things about my four children But
it will be long T'll wait for another day.

As for D., two mights ago I saw her as she was in 1945, with
her face so puzzled and touching, especially her eyes I must
always remember to see her this way, which is her real self. I
know it I’m sure of 1t

Sometimes I forget, I doubt ~ but never for long. She 1s a
real woman, and I think back to the two of us, naked, walking
m the moonlight at Tumacacori, after crossing a flooded
an:oyo We undressed to ford the water. (There were no
bridges) Why get dressed again when there wasn’t another
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human being for miles around? That was the nearest we came
to nature. We were hke a pair of coyotes, and real coyotes
must have been watching us

Too bad onc can’t morc often... Too many obligations,
bondages, though this 1s neither by desire nor by ambition, but
because these obligations pile up, because one doesn’t want to
cause trouble, fear that. .

The main thing 1s never to lose sight of the fact that all that
counts for nothing, to remember the naked couple n the
desert, to know that 1t 1s still the same couple, plus the httle
ones — one of whom has alrcady left the nest.

Sunday, 21 May 1961

The papers are {ull of articles on the responsibility of parents
mn the education of children And the State, which has become
almost all-powerful and substitutes 1tself for the individual m
most realms, msists on this responsibility too

By temperament, by taste, T am a ‘child lover’, if I can put it
that way, meaning that I devote a good part of my time and
attention to them Not only with the passion of a father but
with that of a collector (I envy my neighbour Charles Chap-
Iin’s collection?)

However, while I do my utmost for mine, I still haven't that
sense of responsibility Still less am I tempted to follow the
rules and theories of education which are adopted in rapid
succession

Friday we had twenty doctors here, several of whom were
quite famous professors at the medical school, and a number
of whom were paediatricians I was comforted to sec that most
of them, and especially the best, those who have remamned
most simply human, rejected this sense of responsibility as I do
-~ which did not prevent them, agamn like me, from feeling
anxious and often tormentcd

(Just interrupted by D Don’t hold it against her, on the
contrary But am gomg to have trouble returmng to my tramn
of thought, if thought there was!)

They think that no one can foretell what will have mnfluence
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in the Life of a chuld Each 1s a different being, and what will
mark one will leave another indifferent All the rules of psy-
chology are false I have seen Marc, Johnny, Marie-Jo SlflCCeS-
sively at the age Pierre is now, and not one has reacted in the
same way as the others.

Mare, for example, who seemed the most attached to me, al-
most alarmmgly so, who never raised his voice, never pro-
tested, never stood up to anyone, 1s without question the one
of the four who 1s least mfluenced by me I could be wrong,
since at twenty-one, twenty-two, his development is not com-
plete, and the others’ has barely begun -

Johnny has sudden gusts of rebellion, stands up to me as an
enemy for a few minutes or a few hours, but I have an impres-
sion that 1t's more a rebellion against himself, that he 1s too
much 1dentified with me.

As for Marie-Jo, I hardly know her, for, since her birth, I
have felt the presence of a woman, a different bemg. Does she
resemble her mother? That’s a game I refuse to play, which in
most families becomes the bane of children’s existence. Of
course, they have something 1 them of their parents and their
grandparents and their great-grandparents But first of all, they
are a unique combination

Why wish to assimilate them to one of two clans? For that
1s what happens In each couple — the most loving — a struggle,
the struggle of the clans, goes on, Iike social or tribal struggles
And cach one, the father and the mother, once in possession of

a child, tries to turn it into an ally, to assimlate 1t to his
clan

‘He has eyes hike ..
‘And as for his personality °’
Documents, family photos, old stories, more or less exag-

gerated, are used in evidence In spite of himself, each of the

parents treats the child according to whether he belongs to (or
resembles) this or that clan.*

The other day it seemed to me that I had a great deal to say on

this subject. But I'm already fimished It’s unclear No 1idea
emerges

* * - .
) This 15 obviously becausc each one is trying, unconsciously, to survive
wself , .
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A quiet Pentecost, grey, with an occastonal ray of sun The
children are playing n the garden. Downstairs, D. 1s receiving
an kngush publisher who came to see her between two planes

While reading papers and magazines I am thinking of my
next book.

Monday, 22 May

What a queer profession ours 1s! Can 1t be called a profession?
There are moments when 1t 1s more like a vice, for which one
has a bad consctence and wants to excuse onself.

During the wniting days 1t’s all right Even strangers realize
you're working and respect your solitude But between novels?
Those who are amazed by my writig three to six novels a year
are also astonished when I'm not always available, ke a
worker on holiday

It's true for those near me, too, almost true, sometimes true,
and I understand 1t. They are so much in the habit of seeng
me lead a Iife like everyone else’s that though they know I ‘also’
work, when I am not 1n the middle of a book, they forget 1t.

But I shouldn’t just have said ‘also’, but rather ‘especially’,
for with a novel, aside from the anguish over the first chapters,
the actual wrniting 1s a deliverance, while the gestation 1s m-
variably pamnful. No one, myself included, knows when this
gestation begins And I'm the first not to want the whole
family to walk on tiptoe because Daddy 1s ‘thinking’ Like
Maigret, I don’t think But good God, how laborious 1t some-
times 1s!

If I happen to need a lesson 1n humility, I have only to think
of my first wife’s grandfather I didn’t know him I never ex-
actly knew 1f he was a workman or a foreman i the big
foundry at Seramng He must have been quite a character, be-
cause at a certain point in his life he left for Valenciennes with
his wife and half a dozen children to become a lay clerk 1n a
church -

One day, if my understanding 1s correct, he mvented a pro-
cess for scaling boilers The patent earned him & certan
amount of money.
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From that time to s death ~ he died quite old = he spent
s hfe sitting in an armchair, t/unking, demanding silence
around him.

Since he had become an nventor, he was mventing. And, as
I said carlier speaking of myself, 1sn’t the essential moment in
mvention as in literature that of conception?

He mvented nothing clse. Forty years of thinking .. of

nothing Wath his fanuly walking respectfully on tiptoe m the
fear of spoiling a miracle!

Tuesday, 23rd

People - including the most serious socrologists and, for differ-
cnt reasons, psychoanalysts — talk a lot about woman’s mcreas-
ngly important place mn society, and of the tendency of man,
in leading countries like the USA more than others, to a sort
of resignation, of self-effacement of the male.

Certainly the suffragettes of day before yesterday, who can
stilt be seen 1n old newsreels, looking ridiculous, could never

have dreamed of a more rapid transformation of customs and
Taws,

Is it chance that this 1s the time when science is succeeding
in artificial insemination, that it 1s on the point of bemg able to
preserve sperm indefinitely, and that we are 1n sight of the ‘test-
tube baby"?

1t is not becanse of the new emergence (or aggressiveness) of
the female clement that scientists are carrymng on research m

this direction. It is the result of other research of a purely
biological order. Chance, then, in that area.

But don't things happen as if. .

As if humanity, foresceing the more or less imminent reign

of the female, 15 arranging things in such a way as to make
this reien poswible and absolute?

Wouldn't that be funny?

Some tribes m the distant past of the world, and even some

teday 1n o few remote places, have known such a state. Who
Faows whether ot the beginning of human life .

.

But why, <uddenly. has man, i two or three decades,
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abandoned the prerogatives that he formerly held so fiercely?

For 1t scems to me not only that he has abandoned them, but
that 1t is he who cedes ground before being attached.

To put it another way, woman 1sn't taking over occupied
territory but is simply occupying a place that has been vacated

Curious and amusing

Especially since this development runs parallel to what 1s
happening among the races: some, all-power{ul yesterday, are
inviting those who were then considered nferior to pick up the
torch,

All this is very good. since it is And 1t is, perhaps more tha.n
the atomic bomb and flights 1nto space, the major characteristic
of our cra.

Wednesday, 24th

Re - for 1 have the mmpression that I've already set down
similar reflections once or twice Yesterday went to Béthusy
School, where Johnny was i a play with his schoolmates, both
boys and giris.

Found there some of the same atmosphere as in schools 1
the United States where the child feels completely at home,
where constramnt 1s at a mmimum. What struck me was the
freedom in relationships between boys and girls.

When I was 1n school, the 1dea of coeducation was thought
monstrous To such an extent that our relations with Iittle girls
were very distant Only country children and what were then
" called children of the people, the ‘street kids’ as my mother
used to say, had easy access to precocious sexual relationships

Johnny, who makes no secret of it, has already had some
superficial experiences Marc, whose puberty was later, never-
theless began at around fourteen And from sixteen on, he
Iived 1n a world in which sexual acts were not taken too seri-
ously. )

What strikes me is that m spite of that, young people, those
young girls who know neither continence nor the mystery of
sexuality, are scarcely less sentimental than we were.

People talk about their cynicism, thejr disenchantment,
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when this last word in particular would better suit the snobbism
of the end of the last century and the beginning of this one.

Couples form . and break up. They know passion, jealousy,
tenderness

In short, I don’t see anything basically different, and th.is
amazes me, for doesn't 1t prove that love is probably rooted in
our nature? They get married so young. They set up house-
keeping They live the best they can, side by side.

Raised 1 another period, I have a deep mnate need for
‘exclusivity’, not just in the present but in the past of the
woman This need, n man, existed for centuries if not thou-
sands of years, and feminine virginity was almost an institu-
tion

Today 1t has no more importance. It does not scem that men
suffer from it And woman?

Never mind. This 1s another subject that T don’t want to get
mto, noting only that so-called modern life, sexual famiharity,
has changed nothing in love, and that the couple, up to the
present, anyway, remains the basic cell

This seems to contradict what I wrote yesterday, but 1 can’t
help 1t

I'd like very much to go back to school! ...

Thursday, 25th

Pm often reproached for my pessimism about human nature
and 1ts mitations God knows, however, that 1 always give a
man a chance, that I always see hum first with sympathy, even
enthusiasm

Tve spoken here of a doctor, a professor on the Faculty,
whom T had alone here 1 my study, of our exchange of looks,
of a sort of immediate and almost accomplicelike understand-
mg

He came yesterday. He 1s writing a book of memoirs I soon
saw that beneath the surface he harboured certain resentments
he wanted to air, certain more or less conscious selfish motives
and small vanities which I would have preferred not to know
about The man is no less sympathetic to me. I am tempted to
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add. on the contrary. However, some day I would wish not to
be disappointed, to like and admire one hundred per cent! ...

Have I spoken of those other doctors, mostly paediatricians,
at our last party? One of them struck me by the intensity of
his curiosity about human nature, by the enthusiasm he
brought to understanding it. I see him again, gomng from group
to group, listening avidly, and from the little he said I under-
stood that of all of them, he was the most up-to-date on all the
Iatest works 1n the medical field, including those only remotely
connected with his speciality.

Why did I have the impression that he had some secret
which gave him a tragic look?

Yesterday I learned that, while still a student, he was caught
stealing — small thefts — sometimes bars of chocolate from
newspaper kiosks He is a true kleptomaniac, a clinical case.

He was treated as such All the same, after a few years, he
had to move to another city. And in the one where he pres-
ently Iives, he has relapsed He does not steal valuable objects
It is the act that 1s important He knows it, and cannot cure
himself -

For two years, though, he has not been caught. Has he got
control of himself? If so, 1s he like a reformed alcoholic Who
knows that a single drink could plunge him back into disaster’

Now I understand better why his look struck me, and his
bashful allusions to certain of my characters

T'll probably see him again Will I be disappointed agam? Or
must I repeat to myself — only theoretically! — that it’s wrong
of me to give every man, each man, the advantage of a preju-
dice in his favour?

Good day, aside from that Especially with D ‘It 1s not good
that the man should be alone > And I never feel that I am alone
for an imstant.

Tomorrow, Pierre’s second birthday He is waitmg for his
cake with two candles with smiling and shightly greedy im-
patience
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Saturday, 3 June
10:30 in the moining

Terrible panic. T would like to begin a novel this afternoon. I've
been getting ready for it for two weeks The last ten days I've
lived with my characters, mn their ambiance. I’ve just sharpened
my four dozen new pencils and my hand 1s trembling so that
I've taken a half-tablet of belladénal.

Will T make it? I'll know this afternoon For the moment
I'm 1 a panic, and as usual I am tempted to put 1t off until
later, or else not to write it at all, or make do with a restful
Maigret.

I'm going out for-my traditional walk, and when I get back
T'll know a little more It’s a grey day, almost cold. Kennedy 1s

going to Vienna, where he 1s to meet Khrushchev. It's very
Important to world peace, butIsay f  it!

Saturday, 10 June 1961

. 9:30 in the morning
Novel finished.
Ire-enter life

Tuesday, 13 June 1961

Saturday, celebrated the end of the novel with D with loving
and passionate fireworks. It 1s marvellous to find the wife and
the female in the same woman. And the pal, because, as
usual, in_the night club where we went I took the telephone
numbers of three performers. Four, to be exact. Which embar-
rasses me

Because T don’t really want them that much. I shall go to seé
them to set my mind at rest, so as not to be left with the itch of
desire I shall enjoy 1t much less than with my wife, Still, a
necessary hygienic measure In this way dreams and vague
urges are purged which I believe poison most marriages. Per-

haps I shall telephone No. 1 soon I have to push myself to do
it
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1 am being given, I am obhged to accept, a literary award at
fifty-eight' And I can’t refuse. It carries no prestige, since it 1s
unknown, and no doubt it was specially created for me This
one 1s given septenmally by the province of Liege, which has
had many mteresting or 1llustrious (?7) men, but never a novel-
ist. T am obliged to accept As I was obliged to accept 2 seat 1
the Academy of Languages, etc, etc And the decorations that
have twice unexpectedly been bestowed on me

So, later, they will be able to say — they will say — that I was
a worthy citizen who . and that...

What to do? Refuse? So lend importance to what has none?

More touching 1s the idea of the city of Litge giving my
name to the public library in my neighbourhood. I shall attend
the opening ceremony. Until the age of eighteen, all my read-
ing was 1n public libraries, and I feel great gratitude to them

If some day my name should be given to a street 1n my native
city, let 1t not be the Rue Pasteur where I spent my childhood
years, but the Place du Congrés nearby, where I played my first
games It 1s a square where modest people live, far from the
centre of town, and I spent wonderful hours there I do not
wish for 1t

6 o'clock in the afternooh

Went. Didn’t enjoy it Odd idea to inoculate myself in this way
agamnst future urges!

Last Saturday at this time I was triumphant over finishing
my book I've had a happy week.

Today, battered, discouraged We had a fierce fight over
nothmg, over a misunderstanding, D and 1. She too 1s miser-
able and I can do nothing but be quiet and wait It is one thing
to understand mankind and another to understand those near
to one. It seems that at some pomt I failed muserably. On only
one point, 1t 1s true, as if there always had to be a spot of
shadow 1n the picture, no matter what Poor us!
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20 June 1961

Calm, sweet, reassuring day yesterday, in perfect harmony
with D. This afternoon I hope to begin the revision of La
Porte, but so far thus morning I feel quite lazy. Weather beauti-
ful and warm.

Last night, gomg off to sleep, a rather absurd idea came to
me It 1s quite unlikely that I shall be remembered in the futur_e
as what 15 called a great writer T know the value of my contri-
bution, my limits, which are of the modest sort However, any-
thing is possible It 1s just this possibility that troubles me.

I remembered a sentence of Talleyrand’s, I beheve, but which
I’'m not gomng to take the trouble to look up. In substance:
‘Nations would be terrified 1f they knew by what small men
they are ruled .’

Isn't what is true m politics also true in other areas? Sup-
pose that I should be classed among the great writers some
day* would they realize what a small man I am, with all the
weaknesses, all the temptations, all the ridiculousness of which
those who make up the crowd, the common man, 1magine that
others are exempt from?

Happily, the prospect 1s improbable. I should have the feel-
ing of a hoax.

I have known two men who believed themselves or knew
themselves to be great men, behaved as such, without shame:
Anatole France and André Gide.

What struck me about them was the care they exerted to
dppear as they were thought to be They lived for their image —
and not their own lives This greatly disillusioned me at the

tme, and I wasn't surprised to see theiwr stature diminish
Iater.

23 June

Revision of La Porte finshed m four days I go from the
heights to the depths. Fumally T no longer know I'll begin at

once to live in the neat novel, n the hope of succeeding at
samething, of attaining I don't know what.
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In the meantime, I'm going to pick up D. and buy some
kitchen chairs.

25 June 1961

Sunday! A real one, as mn a picture book. The first of the
summer. Warm, bright, rumbling with the departure of the
Tow de France for Rouen I feel calm, relaxed, breathing n
the small joys of a family Sunday, and I feel very close to
everyone, understand everyone

Have no desire to write m this notebook I do 1t as a duty. It
would be unfair not to put down anything but troubled or
anxious days

But I'm afraid I see a certain tendency in myself to note
these moments especially Happy hours, hours of complete
harmony, 1t seems enough to hive them and there 1s no tempta-
tion to set them down 1n a notebook With the ultimate result
that this would be a very unfaithful murror, showing nothing
but shadows

Many tender thoughts of D I marvel at this conscientious-
ness that keeps her gomng from the time she gets up, this need
for perfection which sometimes irritates me but at other times,
like today, I understand better

Tomght she got up to write down things to be done m the
house during our vacation. As for me, sometimes, 1 an other-
wise empty day, the fact of bemng obliged to do an errand m
town 1s enough to darken my mood.

She has neither idle days nor idle hours She is Iike the
spring in a mechanism that becomes more and more compli-
cated and eats away at her from morning to night

Tt 1s easy to tell oneself that this 1s her own need. How much
effort, great and small, humanity patiently expends, knowng
that in the end . And not only man, but all of nature, every-
thing that Iives, no doubt some time or other science will tell
us that this 1s what we owe our life to

An immense and marvellous machine that has run this way
since . must one count by billions of years? . . Or even
more?
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To go where? -

I'don’t find that an anguishing question — not today — and I
am content to marvel, to be. I and mine This hittle cell among
all the other little cells that gravitate like ours 1n the infinity of
time and space.

At noon, Sunday dinner. Roast beef, as 1n that other little
cell where I spent my childhood, as m the cell m Ottawa, with
other parents, other brothers and sisters, where D spent hers

A new whole, made with pieces of other wholes, which 1n
turn

3 o’clock in the aftetnoon

This could be entitled ‘You can’t have everything’.

When I was very young, like my son Johnny, I had a
Passion for beautiful paper, beautiful printing, handsome lay-
outs, editions that were not vulgarly elaborate but of a simple
and noble design. (From the tume I was fifteen to mineteen the
greater part of my pocket money went to booksellers, and
later, at about twenty-one or twenty-two, mn Pams, I sold my
first editions of Balzac, Hugo, Bourdaloue, etc, bought during
my adolescence and lived off the proceeds.. )

Having become a novelist, one might think I could have had
the pleasure of seemng my own works well printed. Isn’t it
Paradoxical that for the launchmg of Maigret, 1 mitiated the
Six~-franc book (the wsual book was then sold for twelve francs),
badly printed, on bad paper that yellowed 1n a year?

The public T then reached, the public I wanted to reach, the
argest possible, I've since kept, so that I am doomed to see my
books come out in rather cheap form

Yesterday 1 was brought two beautiful works, handsomely
designed and produced But they are printed m editions of one
or two thousand which won’t be read, but will stay on library

shelves I'm not complaming I've had what I wanted But all
the same, sometimes I'd like . . .

But T certamnly would have been indignant 1f at siateen

someone had told me on what paper and how I would be
printed.
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The children are playing m the garden Birds are flying
through the fountain to cool off Below me, I hear D dictat-
mg.*

I'm going to read onc of these books in the coolness of my
study, books so carefully designed as to mahke me fecl ashamed

28 June

Strange! I've never written about the war of 1939 (except Le
Clan des Ostendais, which 1s rather special). Now, just two
months ago, I wrote Le Train, which plunged me back mto the
atmosphere of the exodus The novel is still being serialized
and 1sn’t even 1n the bookstores yet when here we are, storing
provisions again as we did in 1914 and 1939. This time on thF
advice of the Swiss government, which wants to avoid panic
buying.

Same lists as before noodles, oil, sugar, tea, coffce, soap
T'm adding razor blades and nails because I remember the diffi-
culty n finding the smallest nail around 1942! And thread!
This afternoon I went to buy tin boxes, ike biscuit boxes. They
are already hard to find

So history repeats 1tself Not to the end, I hope Next week
we leave for the mountans, and for the first time we shall take
Picrre, who has never spent a nmight away from home S0 he's
gomg to rub elbows with the outside world, experience the
comings and goings of a big hotel.

Preparing for our departure, D 1s jugghng with the house
hold, furnace men, paimnters, carpet layers, cleaners 1 don'
understand how she keeps it all in her head Not to mention
the fact that the whole family needs summer clothing staff
vacations must be arranged, etc.

And here’s the nusance of supplies-on top of all the rest!
Which makes the other worries a little less urgent, a httle less
real Suddenly we remember the basic needs, and the gasolne,
the candles that must be thought of take on more importance
than the refrigerator and our many conveniences.

In about 1944 I bought very dearly a cask of carbide that

*nto a dictaphone, as she always does i the absence of secretaries
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came 1 most handy when the electricity was cut off m the
Vend¢ée.

A story comes back to me which I've never told Right from
the beginming of the war I dreamed of getting back to the free
zone Not out of patriotism. More because the atmosphere of
occupation was stifling to me Because Marc was then a baby,
and because of my duties at the reception centre, I could not
leave at once, and later 1t became very difficult.

One day I met a friend whose activities I had never exactly
known. Married to an Englishwoman, he went back and forth
between Berlin and Madrid by car, provided with all the passes
in the world, and I was told that he had an easy access to
Hitler as to the English and American ambassadors m Spam. 1
don’t know what became of him

So I mentioned to him my wish to go to the free zone and he
promised me a pass for my car. I laid in supplies of gasoline;
litre by litre, m exchange for butter As there were no shortages
in the Vendée, I 1aid in a ham, butter in jars, rice, etc., etc My’
¢ar not bemng large ehough to hold all this, I rented from a
garage owner n Fontenay-le-Comte —~ I swear this 1s true —
the truck used to carry the dead from one city to another

Weeks later, my friend, unable to obtain my pass, lent me

the licence plate of his own car for-a week, and I had it affixed
on mine.

We disinfected the truck-hearse We spent the night loading
1t We decided to leave at six in the morning

At six o’clock T started the engine, and while awaiting the
others I turned on the radio.

It was to learn that the Germans had just entered the free
Zone that very might. There was no longer any reason for leav-
ing

I emptied the truck, the car . . and, of course, returned to
my {riend his magic plate, which had been of no use to me.

This sounds like fiction, or edited fact. All the details are
true, however,

The people of Fontenay wondered why I hadn't left To
eachange occupation for occupation . . -

Later, after the Liberation, T left for the United States, where
I stayed more than ten years, and where I was to micet my wife.
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30 June 1961

I have so much hatred - or rather distrust — for the word
‘author’, for the telling phrase, for slowly simmered 1deas that
have to be phrased ‘ust right’, that for a full week I've been
ashamed of myself.

For the first time 1n one of my novels I used a phrase of ths
kind, not a very original one, and I haven’t had the courage to
cut it. I hesitated I thought of it mn bed

While the manuscript was bemng photostated, I very nearly
went down m order to cut the precious phrase Now the text
has gone to the publisher and I'm still bothered What is it? A
small thing, really. In an argument between a husband and wife,
a half-sentence saying approximately. working people rarcly
worry beyond thewr immediate chores.

That’s all I left it. I hold 1t agamst myself, because 1t 15 a:]
intervention by the author, it’s mtruding an 1dea that so't
worth expressing I promise myself to cut 1t when I receive the
proofs for the last corrections I would have made a terrible
playwright

So I'm not exempt, as I'd like to be, from a certan smug-
ness, and 1n a short text that I wrote for a radio broadcast, for
I don’t know which friend’s anniversary, I put down a sef-
tence that I had the weakness to believe important

“The only thing that life has taught me, as 1t has taught 0
many others, 1s that man 1s worth much more than he thinks,
whether of others or of himself.’

That doesn’t amount to much, one way or the other! But
it’s better to write a novel without gems from the author or
pseudo-philosophical thoughts!

A beautiful day, lummous and warm Last night, a farry-tale
hour We are getting ready for the holiday D. 1s on edge In2
month all this will have disappeared nto the past

One might say we use our time to manufacture memories as
if only the present didn’t count Always horrified by the im-
portance we attach to the past and the future and the shght
importance we give the present

Wonder 1f 1t exists I don’t believe I'm far off 1n saying that
scientifically, biologically, the answer 1s no.
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An hour later ~ went to play with Pierre and Marie-Jo in the
garden And suddenly, because of what I wrote just now,
something struck me I don’t know yet if there’s truth m 1t or
not In my popular novels, then in the first Maigrets, and even
Inmy first non-detective novels, I almost always wrote 1n the
-Present
Little by hittle T began to use the past (for which 1 have been

mlll;h Teproached) and only later was 1t called flashback
ut

1t wasn't planned on my part. It didn’t help the story,
which was only further con

nplicated by 1t, quite the contrary

thlt I suddenly ask myself is if I didn’t use this device almost

Instinctively, out of ntuition, feeling that the only way to give

Weight to an hour o an event was to give it through a
memory, that 15 to say by means of the past

In the present, 1t remained msubstantial, mmcomplete. Each

thing takes op its real Iife only with recall, the unconscious
filter of memory,

I.n fmy Case, 1t never was
8 18 the first time 1
T've found 5 Justificatio

a device on my part, a method.
ve thought about it this way and that
n for what was purely instinctive.

3 July

AT ot de France Sunday. Yesterday read a book by Astier de
la Vigerie | Sept Fois Sept Jours. Glad it didn’t come out be-
fore 1 wrote Le Train However, 1t 1sn’t a novel. Astier is more
Preoccupied with politics

But, as 1n e Tramn, Y find 1n it a sort of rehef at the moment
of downfal,

as if in losing a hife that weighed on him. or for
“’_hlch he no longer had any taste, he discovered a new reality,
his Own at the same time as objective reality.

Like my character in Le Train, hke everybody, no doubt. his
Teeeptivity to the external world is much greater in difficult or
tragic moments.

Out of this very simple and rather trite idea, what is called
MY atmosphere was born What is true in time of war, in mass

C2tastrophe, is true at o personal level, of drama which does
gol affect milhions of men.
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T liked the book very much T shall see d’Astier, who wants
to see me too We have certam positions 1n common, including
our reaction when the war was over and we hoped things
would change, were sure of i, and then we saw the world go
back to its egoistic concerns

In any case this book once again showed me the dangers of
reading for the novehst. If T had read this book six months
earlier, I might not have written Le Tram, or T would have
written 1t differently, afraid to follow another’s path.

The two books are as different as possible, one about an
ordmary, mediocre man to whom almost nothing happens and
who allows himself to be carried along by the current, the
other about a man of action who 1s one of the pcople who
started the Resistance

Curious how, in the end, they aren’t so {ar {rom cach other.

And now, the papers

D has to clear away her mail before beginning the packing
and she dictates ceaselessly I'm doing nothing

T enjoy playing golf and I've already got out my clubs and
have been trying them out mn the garden.

3 July

Hemingway died yesterday 1 suppose he committed suicide
because he was 11l I feel upset by it 1 never met him I read
Iittle of him Nevertheless he was one of those with whom I
felt a bond

I keep a rather curious memory of him. When 1 moved to
Lakeville, my lawyer was also the lawyer of the first or second
Mrs Hemingway He gave me one of my novels bearing the
date 1934, on the first page of which Hemingway had written
his name and address And 1t was at about that period that I
was reading him

D finished her work last night, or rather tomght, and this
mornimg she is already m town doing errands I'm hanging
around the house warting to leave It’s very hot This morning
Prerre has his first girl friend, his own age or a little younger,
the daughter of a temporary housckeeper
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Since she is Italian, he uses the few Spamish words he has
learned at meals, where we are waited on by a Spanish maid
He is already putting on protective airs To see them, one
would call them a couple, a little female and a young male.

4 July

This morning at eight o’clock 1t was announced again that
Louis-Ferdinand Céline was gravely 11l The same radio station
announced at eight thirty that he died on Sunday and that he
was buried this morning

One might say that his career ran in every way counter to
that of Hemungway. I wonder which of the two will endure ~
unless both of them do. I never met Céline either. I know very
few of my colleagues, and those I do know I know by chance
rather than by choice i

But chance has it that the ones who become more or less
friends aren’t always the ones I admire most I say more or
less because I have no real friends. I have a wife. I think you
have to choose Or rather that one 1s a friend type or a couple
type. One can also, ike Céline, be a solitary type, I think

Can’t these be recogmized by a certamn tone mn thewr work?

- Don’t they give themselves to 1t more than the others, more

obstinately, in any case? Always, 1t seems to me, with a note of
bitterness, which hurts me. If I often bappen to admire the
works of these solitaries — 1n all the arts, past as well as present
~ still I never feel on equal footing with them.

Same day, 3 a m.

Among the stupid things the papers publish on the (probable)
suicide of Hemingway there 1s one that strikes me Almost
everybody considers this end as almost predestined. Given the
writer’s temperament, he must have reacted this way to a
threat of slow death, progressive decline.

But less than a year ago, another writer, Blaise Cendrars,
died, whose character and myth rather resembled Hemingway’s

303



Cendrars too travelled all over the world looking for adven-
ture, he too celebrated the brutal joys and fearless male nobility
m his books

However, he chose an opposite solution Far from commut-
ting smeide, he hived for several years, 1ill, paralysed, strugghng
agamst his disease with tenuaeity, and they say (?) that he re-
fused all medications which could have lessencd his suffering
in order to reman lucid in spite of cverything. I believe 1t. It
would be like lum For I knew him well.

Today I'm thinhing a good deal about those two men with
parallel Iives and different cnds

It's a lesson for the psychologist A given man, with a given
character, 1n given circumstances, does not necessarily react
according to a given logic

Unless there is a Hemmgway logic and a Cendrars logic
applying to ecach mn the same circumstances

As to knowing which of them chose the easier solution

17 July 1961

Burgenstock., So this 15 holiday homework, almost in mid-
holiday We have been here ten days with_the three children

(first time Picrre has bheen away from /}M the first
day. as we dud 1a7 i Tenice, we X ., % »ine nearly
astigid as the @ ¥ © k o

Wherever we : . we keep - even for
three days, as 1v;- €, we " that we

£Aallanr alasAnt | RS & PO



At twenty, I went to night clubs, and all the places where
people play, to observe them I was looking for what I called
the ‘common denominator’. I pretended that men could be
known better by seemg them at play than at their everyday
occupations.

I still think so My neighbours here, as mn Venice and else-
where, are almost all important people in one field or another,
and theirr employees must tremble before them. Here, they play
with a little ball, stammer in front of their tennis, or golf, or
swimming teachers )

T’ve always believed, too, that one knows someone only after
seemg him naked I have gone to bed with women not because
I desired them but so as to see them naked, with the little flaws
m their skins, their cracks, their bulges, their faces bare of
make-up

It isn’t a need to debase, to depoeticize. On the contrary! A
need for the real, a contact with the real person. One knows a
man better after having seen him make love

It’'s not so much a matter of taste that we stay in these
‘palaces’, and I often envy those who go to the more simple
inns I'd prefer to meet ordmary people without fuss, and
that’s why I like bistros so much.

But I confess my hatred for the WC at the end of the hall,
the bathroom on the landing, etc. And the telephone facilities,
the mail, the service, are indispensable to us.

I regret 1t for my children, who consider 1t quite natural to
have service at their disposal whether at home or travelling,
and I must bite my tongue not to make the ridiculous remark

‘When I was your age

It 1sn’t their fault, but mme Here we are together with them
from morning to night, and I am discovering many things I
would like to be perfect and never rritated, and above all not
to go against my own principles, as happens to me all the
time

Because of the framework of conventions, I've turned out
little conformists 1n spite of myself. Out of fear of annoymng
the neighbours, shocking them, etc

The Americans have found a solution to this problem The
richest of them take their vacations in what they call camps,
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log cabins out 1n the wilds, far from any facilities, where they
do their own cooking and housework

This 1s the greatest luxury to them, to be without telephones,
without mail, and the ne plus uitra 1s to find a spot by one of
the Canadian lakes which can be reached only by helicopter.

Impossible here It s true that there are bathrooms and every
comfort 1n these camps In New England, however, a few miles
from Boston, some of them spend their summers 1n bungalows
with nerther runming water nor electricity Would I be able to
do 1t? Or my children?

Another of my 1deas that have never changed, that I've had
since adolescence A man can be content with the necessary,
with the indispensable, and be almost happy But when one
gets mto the realm of the superfluous, luxury or near luxury,
there are no Iimits, therefore no satiety, no satisfaction

And we are 1n a period when the superfluous has become
necessary to everyone, or almost Doesn’t this explain many of
the anxieties that we hear so much about, especially in the
most highly developed countries, and even certain 1llnesses —
not just mental ones?

Enough' We were to spend the day on the lake but the rain
stopped us, and as in Lausanne or elsewhere I drove D. to the
hamrdresser Just now 1t’s Johnny’s turn Waiting for him, ping-
pong I too play with little balls, and it relaxes me, like playing
with a new pair of breasts

18 July

A sigmificant detail comes back to me as I look through press
chippings, which T always find more or less irritating Someone
who saw these notebooks (didn’t read them — saw them — and
only because he wanted to know my handwriting) wrote in
effect

‘Stmenon only writes on one side of the page in the note-
books he keeps, which is revealing.’

Revealing of what? Does he see in it an intention of publica-
tion, texts to be sent for composition being written only on one
side of the page? It’s much simpler than that If T only write
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on the recto, it’s because in a notebook it is uncomfortable to’
write on the verso because of the bulge it forms, and besides it
is unpleasant to see the writing through the transparency of
the preceding page What use 1s there m explaming such
natural things to a journalist?

27 July 1961

End of vacation tomorrow. For three weeks we have hived the
formal life of big hotels Bath Luncheon. Golf, sometimes
ping-pong with the children Bowling. In the evening, half an
hour of dancing with Marie-Jo, one evening, hours of dancing
with D as if we were alone in the world

After a week, decided to take golf lessons agam. For two
weeks I was the muddle-aged gentleman whom a pro tried in
vain to teach the natural movements of childhood, and whom
he encouraged with positive tenderness.

There must have been several millions of us in the world at
the same moment, people of my age or older, who were thus
relearning some game with humility: golf, tennis, swimming,
riding (under the interested eye of a ‘monitor’).

Some of these pupils are famous or important people feared
by thousands of clerks and workers Others have risked ruin in
the casinos, or have been ruined, by watching a little ball seek-
ing its hole. 7? 217 8? Good luck or bad.

A whole industry, perhaps the most important in the world,
has been built on this need for play in every sense: need to
recover the movements of the child or the African native’s
faith 1n luck. No doubt it’s a good thing, a real need.

Friday I shall be at home in my study. I promuse myself to
continue to play golf That was good for me. I have never felt
so well. T know that it will take a lot of will-power for me to

continue, to believe in 1t, to make it the important hour of my
day. However ..
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Sunday, 30 July

Home!' Since Friday For the first time a bit awkward around
the house Pulling the wrong drawer, for instance. And not
knowing just how to fill time Realize that basically the sched-
ule was and 1s going to be as artificial here as there, with the
difference that here 1t 15 considered important, as ‘work’. Be-
lieve 1 found a subject for a novel yesterday, a Maigret, but
don’t want to hurry myself and first want to play a few games
of golf, for discipline and health Almost to prolong my holi-
day This morning haven’t followed the Sunday schedule but
walked 1n the Morges park where at one end campers are
crammed together, more crowded on top of each other than m
Paris apartments And smce they all have radios, and some
television . But didn’t we do the same?

Thursday, 3 August 1961

For several weeks Iittle desire — and agamn today — to write in
this notebook. I don’t think this has only to do with the holi-
day mood which I've been 1n for the first time 1n years.

For about two years, 1f my health hasn’t been really bad, I've
often felt tired and especially dizzy, more exactly, I've had
dizzy spells (Méniere) for which I was treated. These discom-
forts suddenly disappeared almost at the moment when I
was writing Le Train. All at once I recovered a taste for
physical Iife, for exercise, and my study stopped being a sort of
refuge

What connection with these notebooks? Did I write here
only when I felt under par, threatened? 1 don’t know Diag- °
nosis 1s delicate On the other hand, I have never had siich an
urge to work, to write Three novels by the first of July, and I
1tch to get into another

So there 1s a marked difference between my need to write my
books and the need to write 1n these notebooks On the one
hand, better health makes me write more On the other, this
mmprovement almost takes away the need to write

This 1s the truth today, but what will be the truth tomorrow?
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Golf yesterday. Golf the day before. Golf this afternoon
with D. I'm enjoying 1t. Even if I play badly.

8 August

I have the impression that we’re very much on the wrong track
m our explanations of bacteria, microbes, viruses, etc (includ-
mg the latest theories on interferon) and that some day quite
soon all this rubbish will seem ridiculous

On that day, will cancer seem no more frightening than
tuberculosis and syphilis have become?

Tuesday, 16 August 1961

Day before yesterday my wife cleaned my pipes, yesterday, my
typewriter In the evening I carefully arranged my accessories
mm my study, as a circus acrobat takes care of his gear and
checks it, as a magician fills the pockets of his suit.

This morning at six o’clock, for the hundred and eightieth
time approxmmately — people find this figure enormous, 1t
seems ridiculous to me when I think that I am fifty-eight and
have done nothing else 1n my hfe! — this morning, I repeat, I
went down to do my number.

Coffee ‘Do not disturb’ on both doors, etc An hour after-
wards, with five pages written, I stepped off the runway. It's by
design I've used these circus and music-hall terms. I was
wrong, 1t would seem, i wanting to write this novel somewhat
as a performance.

I've already written three this year. I dreamed of writing five
or six, as I used to, and, 1n my mind, it was a way of proclaim-
mg that I'm not getting old, that I'm still 1n good form. (At the
same age that I am today, Chevalier, as 1f i defiance, gave a
solo performance for an hour and a half)) I had all the best
reasons for not beginning this novel Holidays, first of all, the
children’s, everybody’s, the atmosphere of vacation to which I
am not immune, telephone calls, unexpected visits from
friends Then, perhaps above all, a mad desire to play golf until
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I'm sick of it, to spend myself physically, since this was so
good for me i Burgenstock. I wanted to write mn spite of
everything, to get five or six done by the end of the year, and
it’s too bad about me

I forgot Berlin, the Berlin crisis as they say, and the threats
of international conflict I admut that after two wars, two occu-
pations, twenty threats of universal explostion, this reason was
not uppermost 1n my mind, though to listen to the radio and
television one necessarily has a doomed feeling of uneasiness
and unimportance.

Still, T wrote Il Pleut, Beigére just as war was declared m
1939 to prove to myself that life goes on It went on. Not for
everyone, alas!

Basically, threats of catastrophe rather stimulate me to write
~ as bombardments help me sleep ~ as a way of detachment,
because personal life must go on

Strange that I could detach myself from catastrophe but
vacation should affect me

It was a Maigret, but a Maigret that could have been a very
short novel I'll probably return to the subject when it has
cooled off.

I think I know the truth of this faillure D recently turned
up some stories written some twenty years ago, and God
knows why, probably because I forgot them, they had remamed
unpublished T had the bad 1dea of rereading them, since people
are always asking me for stories and novellas for newspapers
and magazines and I can no longer write them. Question of
wave-lengths, as they say today. And for once the expression
is right I think too novelistically to write short stories any
more

Whatever 1t 1s, this reading disturbed me 1 suddenly realized
that Iike a painter I've had my ‘periods’ And the period of
these stories corresponds to the Fauve period of the painters
T've known, Vlaminck, Derain, etc T found an Impressionism,
or more exactly an Expressionism, of which I'm no longer
capable, a jumble 1n words, in sentences, 1n images, which sud-
denly discouraged me

Do my painter friends, when they approach sixty, have the
same feeling as they arrive at a period which people call neo-
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classical? Did they take it for a weakness, a possible mpo-
tence, a lack of daring, a lack, certamly, of youth? I have
Deramn in particular 1n mind Picasso is the only one of the
group to have followed the opposite course, and I wonder if it
150°t out of cleverness

Anyway, my Maigret of this morning — Maigret et FHon-
néte Homme, which I almost called Maigret et I Assassin Con-
sciencieux — suddenly seemed flat, heavy, and slow, without
sparkle,

I wasn’t too upset, contrary to what usually happens m these
cases We were to play golf I played badly. This afternoon 1
went to see some girls, without enjoyment. On the other hand,
I had the pleasure of finding an Egyptian scarab that was
missing from D.’s necklace, and I was happy about that.

So here I am at leisure for a time. Golf? I hope so And
above all, nothing intellectual I have a bellyful of the intel-
lectuality into which people — or the emptiness of hife n my
study ~ plunge me 1 spite of myself

Do anything at all, but do something, and be done with this -
need to analyse once and for all

Live quite simply Like someone who isn’t a novelist. Even,
if possible, like an imbecile.

Friday, 25 August

Golf every morning Then more holidays until the children's
are ended Although D. and I scarcely speak on the links, each
of us pursuing his little white ball, there are few places where T
feel so close to her

On this subject, a small - very small! - idea 1s going around
in my head It isn't the key to any serious problems, but J
wonder if it wouldn’t open certain doors

Like everybody elsc. I've had successive, changing opmions
about love, not only the love of the couple, but the love of
children, friendship, even the kind of love that some devote to
a collective or an 1dea, to the fatherland, for example, or a
party, or a regiment

I devoured Freud mn 1923 or 1924, then his disciples, and I
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continue to read with great interest the works of Jung, who
extended this notion of love to the tribe, even to the species

And now I end by wondering if all that, romantic love,
passionate love, sexual love, love of the child or of the mother,
patriotism, etc, can’t be traced back to one elementary idea, to
a minute common denominator that could be expressed as fol-
lows. the essential, vital need of every human being, strong or
weak, to rely on someone or something, to have confidence in
a single bemg

A single being! With certamty Whom one doesn’t doubt
And one 1s saved

Mother, fiancée, lover, bride. For some the friend.
And finally, 1f there 1s no person, a group or an idea. the
regiment, the party, the fatherland.

Give me a place to stand and .

If 1t 1s true in physics, why shouldn’t it be true in psy-
chology?

What strikes me 1s that the deceived child and the deceived
patriot, the duped lover and the duped partisan react mn the
same way, use the same terms to express their resentment,
sometimes commit the same spectacular desperate acts.

. .on whom one can count ... a person or idea. I prefer the
person to the 1dea and I prefer the female for the male, and for
the female her male

Happyiishe. Happyisshe ..
Happy am I'!

Saturday, 2 September

End of holiday. Two months of golf, with gritted teeth, as 1if
my life depended on 1t and sometimes with the same panicky
fear as when I start a novel I went back to 1t passionately and
this morning, having a last round before taking up again our
usual life, T felt a kind of nostalgia

I rarely give myself to any activity other than my literary
activity n this way On the one hand, 1t was a question of
health I rediscovered a physical life that I haven’t enjoyed for
a long time On the other hand, and above all, T feel wondér-
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fully happy with D. 1n a place where no one disturbs us and we
stroll along side by side

Now I go back to my study, where I have only been a visitor
recently. I wonder 1f I’'m goimng to be able to write agan. For
weeks, I've felt guilty Feeling of playing nstead of domng my
work.

Surely and always this has to do with the fact that I was
born among the common people and I learned that one must
earn one’s bread by the sweat of one’s brow However, 1f I were
a cvil servant, if I were Maigret, I would be retired

Now I'm in a rush to reassure myself, to prove to myself
that T can still write. I'm gomg to spend laborious hours and
days until one or two chapters are written There is rattling
around 1n my head a Maigret that I tried to get on paper
before, when I came back from Burgenstock Sometimes I'm
tempted to choose another subject, sometimes it comes back to
me msistently I don’t know yet what I'll do First, 1t’s impor-
tant to put myself 1n a state of grace.

In any case, two good months, 1 spite of guilt. Weren't
they, D ? Monday the children will be 1n school, the factory
will be working full tilt on the ground floor, and I'll be doing
my best here to go back to bemng a novelist As if, really, that

were any more important than hitting a little white ball and
walking over the grass

Monday, 11 September 1961

Novel finished at nine forty-five. Unable to say if it’s good or
bad In a hurry to reread 1t. Going to play golf first

Saturday, 23 September 1961

Suddenly an urge to speak of a lot of things here, to write at

great length of things good and bad Sweet and a little bitter. It
will come tonight or tomorrow. I don’t know.
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Ten nunutes later

Is 1t laziness or reticence? Each time I open this notebook I
feel overcome with something like dizziness, and nstead of
writing quietly what I meant to write, I hedge, I leave it mn a
sort of shorthand

For example, T wanted to tell in detail what has just hap-
pened to D For more than two weeks, while I was writing my
novel, then when we had our friend Sigaux here for three days,
then during my revision, she was living a life that was removed
from - though so close to! — mine

I found her nervous, absent-minded At a certain pomt I
seriously thought that she found my novel bad (a simple
Maigret) and didn’t dare let me know. I kept telling myself
that one day it would happen. that the spring would snap, that
my sentences would no longer make any sound In short. I was
spying on her and I was worried I even wondered 1f she
wasn’t beginning another depression like last year’s

Evening before last, she went down to put her office in order
before we went to bed She knew I was in a hurry to go to
sleep But I heard her call on the extension, then, for more
than twenty minutes, the green light on the telephone was
1it

I came close to feeling resentment I remembered the tele-
phone call to our friends the Martinons when she was at her
worst I looked into my own heart . Suddenly she signalled
me to pick up the receiver.

‘I have just got the best news of my life... Do come down-
stairs a moment ’

I had guessed nothing And suddenly I learned that for more
than two weeks she had been keeping it from me that a doctor
believed that Marc had pericarditis, all the time, unknown to
me, decerving me 1n order to make long-distance calls, she had
had him get tests by professors and doctors 1in Paris, then in
Cannes Her last call, in response to a letter in code, was to a
cardiologist in Cannes, who entirely reassured her.

Two years ago both of us lived through the same story with
Pierre when his Iife was 1n danger We almost sneaked him to
Lyon, hike thieves We waited day after day But there were
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two of us then, and we didn’t have to hide anything {rom each
other. But I was scarred by 1t for more than a year.

I have been the centre of a conspiracy of silence, so much so
that I speak of it now with a sort of detached stupor. 1 Tived
through a drama without knowing 1t. I didn’t learn of 1t until
the moment of the happy ending.

I knew that D. considered Marc as her son I just now felr it.
It has been her turn to be thoroughly shaken, and for two days
now she has had a hard time recovering from the shock.

As for me, outside of a warm wave of tenderness, a curious
sense of having remaned offstage this way, of having known
nothing, of having behaved the same as usual, of having sus-
pected D of heaven knows what when this conspiracy had
only my peace of mind m view.

All that over a Maigret which, after all, may be no good.
For I begin to have doubts. Or rathér .. But we are going out
tonight, D. and I, and the rest will follow another time, if I can
serew up the courage or if I still remember 1t — 1t concerns the
‘bitter’ part announced in the inventory. I'm gomg upstairs to

dress and we are gomng to a fashion show at the Hétel Beau-
Rivage, which may beYun

Sunday afternoon

Yesterday morning I promised. some sweet and a little bitter.
I've wnitten the sweet, though perhaps unable to express all the
tenderness 1 feel.

The rest 1 still more hazardous, for if I don’t give cach word
its chact weight, if T don’t encompass my thought with pre-
ciston, 1 risk falhing into the grotesque or the melodramatic

Also, this is not a matter of thoughts, properly speaking, but
of vague ideas, barcly formed sentiments which come to me
from time to time ~ quute often in these last months — and if T
finalty speak of them here, it’s so that the children ~ my own,

of course ~ will one day learn why T am occasionally more
irritable with them than 1 would like

In a few months T shall be fifty-nine, nearly sixty. T feel in
pood physieal form, especially since I've taken up golf again —
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and intellectually, too, msofar as I've ever been 1 any mtel-
lectual form at all

Always when Maigret announces his retirement for three
years hence — because he 1s fifty-two and retirement age for a
police chief 1s fifty-five — I myself feel that I also want to
retire

Not to stop working, though Not to stop writing. I have
written for more than forty years. At the beginning, when I
wrote popular novels for money, I turned out eighty pages 2
day Then I wrote both as a job and for pleasure Then, finally,
for myself, out of personal necessity. I’'ve often said so.

Only my novels are not all there 1s Little by Iittle, something
more and more important, something almost obsessive, has
been engrafted onto these, which 1s a full-ime occupation for
my wife and two secretaries. At Echandens we have a whole
floor of offices, and that’s not too much.

D takes care of all this, of course, but this business stil
dominates our life, our schedule, our comings and gomngs, etc
I sometimes say to myself that I have reached the age when a
man who has worked hard finally has the right to live for
himself, 1n his own way, according to his own tastes ..

Then, really, I have a more or less vague wish to retire For
example, T should Like to Iive 1n the real country, grow apples,
plums, tend espaliers, have chickens, etc I've had them before
I quickly had enough of them. It is probable that I'd have
enough of them as quickly agan . I should like .. to get
away from the Simenon business, from the mail, from the €Xx-
ploitation of my work. And it’s impossible

We've worked a lot First 1, then my wife, especially she, t0
escape from the author’s being exploited by publishers Result
everything 1s negotiated from here, tfranslations, radio, movie
rights, serial nights, television ... We are constantly answering
letters. And the work cannot be done from some other place It
would be giving up a struggle when we have won it, for the
only way would be either to take on an agent, who would spoil
everything, or to sell rights to publshers.. .

I'm trying to follow my thought, and I see that it is twofold,
that what I have just said 1s true, but that perhaps it begs the
question When T speak — smiling, I assure you, children - of
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retinng from business, I ‘also have m mind another aspect
of my professional life To speak frankly, I am not only a
writer — I am not so much a writer, perhaps — as a kind of
star

It 1s the star that the magazines and papers talk about most,
and not about the content of my books If I hadn’t written
nearly two hundred, if there were no star performance, no
doubt I would be left in obscurity -

Is that what T'm tired of? Certainly, in part And of wniting
at my determined, obsessive pace, which is, however, my very
own

I should like. in a simple house, after cultivating my gar-
den, to write, by hand, a few pages now and then without
worrying about whether they would become a novel

Or rather, for some years T have wanted to write a long
novel with no begmning or end  I'll never do 1t. If I were in
the house of which I've just written, I’d soon hire a gardener, .
enlarge the premises, and soon we would have a staff of ten
and four cars agan . . .

There 1s nothing serious m all that, a dream that everyone
has, T think, when turning sixty?

Playing golf almost every day, I realize one of these dreams
T do 1t guiltaly, to be sure, as 1f I were stealing time I should
Iike .., everything and nothing!

At bottom, at the very bottom. I wonder if the truth isn’t
that Y really don't much believe 1n my work any more But it
8n’t a question of pride If 1t isn’t important, if it isn’t worth
the trouble, what’s the point of having adapted my whole life
to1t, and continuing to do so?

For the thythm of the house, the life of my children, every-
thing around us depends on my work It produces articles —
mostly about our life, even more than about my books — some
Sympathizing books, letters from readers, above all from
spongers

It furnishes us with a great deal of comfort, but with a hittle
flarr the same amount of industry in any other business or
enterprise would have made us richer still If my work doesn’t
exist, T have created a market of fools And it is just this
question that I ask myself more and more often
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For a year, when 1 had the dizzy spells, I thought about ‘
stopping working, writing, because of my health, and this
wasn’t too tragic because I considered myself something of an
mvalid

Today, when I feel in good shape, I sometimes say to myself
that 1f I were to stop writing, except for myself

For myself! An expression I was already using at sixteen,
when I was a young reporter. To write for myself, that s to
say regardless of all the rules, all the forms, all idea of publca-
tion Would I really write? Without wanting to, without know-
mg 1t, wouldn’t I come back to the same old treadmill on
which, in spite of myself, I grind out my works, hike a crafts-
man who repeats the same movement over and over?

Discouragement? No Disappomtment? Perhaps a little
Much has been given me, but little of what I hoped for. Next
month I shall write another novel along the same lines, mine,
always trying to push on a Iittle further.

I'm the one who chose this way, because I believed mn 1t
Basically I still do But this simplicity, this starkness, this wil-
ful absence of origmalty, of brio, of obvious ‘art’, how can I
expect people to understand 1t?

Perhaps some day I’ll tear up these two pages I should ke
to have my children read them, however, for they will then
forgive me certain moments of 1ll-temper that are not charac-
teristic of me, certain impatient reactions that make me
ashamed. Isn’t 1t ridiculous at my age, when I’'m supposed to
be a man, to play the frustrated writer and threaten to give it
all up?

Retire! I know I never will, or rather I hope not, for a grave
threat to my health 1s the only thing that could force me.
Acceptmg this, from time to time, alone in my corner, I
grumble, like Maigret, and I dream of s little house 1n
Meung-sur-Lowre, of his strawberry plants, his espahered
apples, his chickens on the manure heap, and his fishing

ole.

i Forgive me, D., you who carry the weight of the ‘Stmenon
business’ on your shoulders (plus the ‘Simenon family’') this
moment of defeat or of romantic reverie. Do you remember?
At Bradenton Beach there was no office We went fishing to-
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gether, any time, and we went swimming naked at midnight in
the Gulf of Mexico. . No office? I forget the telephone ce}lls
to London, Paris, the money worries.. Come on! I’'m going
down to sec you and we’ll play Bradenton Beach in the gar-
den With three children around us, who give me so much
joy

And too bad if in twenty years, m thirty, my novels are
mouldering 1n attics Too bad if people are beginning to con-
sider me a phenomenon from the era between the two wars, a
sort of freakish excrescence of literature.
Let's go ont Tomorrow, 1n two weeks or a month, I won’t
think about it any more. Above all, when you read these pages,
understand the meaning of the words, try to grasp the nu-
ances, say to yourself that all this 1s msubstantial, fleeting, and
that I’'m already looking back at it with a smuile. Besides, 1

never have stopped smiling, for, as you know, I never take
myself too seriously.

Courage!

5 o'clock

T just took a walk in the garden with D. and hit a few golf
balls Actually, this week T’ve revised my last Maigret in three
days Is that what depressed me? No, 1t goes back further But
1's true that T didn’t feel the spark 1n revising.

It seemed pallid to me, a httle flat. The next day I wrote a
SONg mn one morning, a bit as at Cannes, where, in an hour, I
wrote a ballet, La Chambie, for Roland Petit

This time 1t was putting words to the music the BBC is
using as a theme for the Maigret series. It was great fun doing
M T'm waiting impatiently to know if it's all right, for I'm
quite ignorant about such things.

Atany rate, I spent an enjoyable morning, Maybe I'm wrong
to keep away from everything that isn't my own work, mean-
ing my novels, with the result that T feed too much on mysclf.
Is this true? 1 no longer know, for T'm less and less interested
in any thing that isn t that work, and above all in anything that
in't 1y Shall 1 end up by living only for us? Its not impos-
sible. Tor my neat novel 111 try to break the pattern, writing by
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hand, regardless of the time, letting D. type my text instead of
doing it myself.

This was done for Le Fils because I was convalescent. It’s a
bit as 1if 1 were trymg to escape, without knowing precisely
from what: from rules I set myself, or rather habits which
have almost unconsciously become rules, and which sometimes
make me fearful or obsess me.

Oh, to hell with 1t!

Monday, 25th

Fortunately, T don’t reread myself I have a horror of reread-
ing myself, even more so this notebook With what joy would I
tear out the two pages from yesterday! Words give not just
undue importance but duration to vague passing thoughts

I wonder 1f my discontent with myself doesn’t proceed, at
least 1 part, from the fact that I had to reread myself last
week Not just to myself, but spoken aloud, alone m front of a
microphone in a glass cage, with technicians who nodded their
heads from the other side of the enclosure.

It was for a record Passages were chosen for me, one from
Pedigree, the other from ‘Roman de 'Homme’, and while I
was reading I was seized with the urge to change everything, to
cross 1t all out, I was ashamed of the imperfections m my
text

And to think that those who will listen to the record will
believe that 1 revel in my prose! 1 left furious with myself.
Why did I accept this chore? First, because I didn’t realize.
Then because it belongs with the rest. As it is, T accept only the
mimmum of outside demands on the writer. How do those
others, who are contmually pushed before the public eye, man-
age to keep 1t up? I wonder

Last night, in bed, thought of that famous rambling novel

. which T'll never write Agamst my wishes! Because, once
for all, I've chosen a way which keeps me going in the same
direction, leaving no room for fantasy. I'm wrong to persist in
revolting agamnst this discipline, though only occasionally. I
don’t know where I'm headng, but I follow the thread Too
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bad 1if others get tired of 1t, if it seems monotonous Or facile 1

was gomng to write that 1t’s none of my doing Anyway, 1t’s t0o
Iate to change

Wednesday, 27th

Still m periods of sulks. It makes me think how often we
judge someone after a single meeting, without asking ourselves
whether this person 1sn’t gomg through a more or less excep-
tional phase My present mood, for instance, is not my habitual
mood I know that in a few days, perhaps 1 twenty-four
hours, 1t will have changed

There are other cycles, for example, for three months I have
Iived a largely physical existence, amazed to be rid of my dizzy
spells (which I rediscovered, or rather which rediscovered me
today) and playing golf as if my life depended on 1t.

In these three months I haven’t read one of the medical
reviews which I habitually devour the moment they arrive, and
which are piling up on their shelves

Yesterday, for the first time, and because of what Sigaux
sard to me about 1t last week, I opened the definitive edition of
the Goncourt Journals, the earlier edition of which disap-
pointed me Will this one also be disappointing? I read avidly,
but also with 1rritation. Faced with all those stories about men
of letters I feel so hittle the man of letters Why not consider
myself as a craftsman and be satisfied? It’s so much more in
character And wasn’t the craftsman’s Iife what I dreamed of
from twelve to sixteen?

I'm beginning, very vaguely, to feel the next novel sprouting
- I hope to write it when I get back from Belgium — this too
has something to do with my mood. Poor D. watches me out
of the corner of her eye in these moments and doesn’t know
what to say, she’s so afraid of irrtating me. It's true that this
mornimg I lost my temper over nothing, because I was clumsy
at golf

I hope my neat novel, still so nebulous I hardly know any-
thing about it, takes shape quickly!
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29 September 1951

Johnny's birthday. He 1s extraordmary. He is the only onc to
understand my depression — which, really, 1s only physical, in
spite of appearances Just now I told him the story of the man
sitting on the sidewalk at night howling like a dog at the moon
Questioned by a passer-by, he only howled:

‘I'm fed up with myself.

That didn’t surprisc Johnny, who admitted to me that this
happens to him too, but that 1t would be hard to make his
mother understand.

* Asif women didn’t have their bad times too!

Therr advantage 1s that 1t happens on a fixed date so that it's

anticipated, Each month they have this safety valve!

4 October

Returned to the somewhat withdrawn but soft and almost vol-
uptuous life in my study where everything will be perfect when
it 1s time to light the fires. Attempt to get to the end of the
Goncomt Journals Have finished only the first volume and
am as nauscated as when I read the first version twenty or
thirty years ago. :

It 1s one of the most depressing works I know, and m spite
of that, once nto it one goes on with simultancous guilty con-
science and pleasure These malicious bits of gossip about per-
sonalities of the period, famous or not, remind one of today’s
reporting, and paradoxically, Goncourt was already complain-
ing of this sort of low journalism, as he calls 1t

He reports, probably with exactitude, sentences picked up at
dinner tables, and pretends this 1s the way to depiét a man
Other people’s mediocrity, il health, dechine are what attract
him.

Yes, everything 1s paradoxical, the ridiculous pretension to
aristocracy, to artistic writing, to sophisticated taste in pamting

.. no to mention the knick-knacks, all that chinoiserie he
delights in ... He thought he was creating a movement and he
was only following the fashions of his times. He knew Manet,
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Degas, etc But his gods in pamting were the worst painters of
the period He demied the talent of Ingres, Delacroix, Courbet,
etc. He saw nothing at all in Impressionism, which was emerg-
mg around him Only Savarin is great! .. Maupassant is
nothing but a little monster and a charlatan... One could add
examples ad infinitum.

Still, one reads on with curiosity because we learn of certain
eccentricities, certain bedside secrets of great men of the
pertod as today we learn about ours in the weeklies.

Two passages struck me, Berthelot announcing, around
1865, that within a century science would unriddle the atom. -
' Claude Bernard making the same prediction about the living

cell They weren’t far wrong. -
Would like to get this over with It’s somewhat like an
enema and may help my health
Next week Litge What I look forward to most 1s to show
-D. the chapel 1n the Bavitre hospital where I served at Mass
Provided I won't feel disappointed
No golf these days. No desire for physical life.

Sunday, 8 October

Bad cold or slight grippe which I’'m trying to get rid of before
the trip to Litge and Germany, Wednesday Living in my
study and still immersed in the four fat volumes of the Gon-
cowrt Journals, which irritate me and which I want to be done
with,

I'm 1n the middle of the third volume More than a volume
and a half to go, but 1t becomes more and more unpleasant. At
sixty-five. with his friends old, sick, or dying, he no longer
talks about anything but decrepitude and death

At times I wonder if I'm the one who 1s abnormal For after
all, his portrait of literary society 1s pretty much the same as
today’s. My author or playwright friends meet each other at
all the gatherings the suppers, the receptions 1 only sec them
by chance every other year or s0O, and have less and less desire
to talk things over

There was a time when I had an overwhelming need to be in
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contact with people, to go out, to talk, but I've always pre-
ferred people of other professions or even the man 1n the
street More and more I get a feeling of laziness at the thought
of what 1s called conversation, perhaps because I know 1n ad-
vance what 1s goimng to be said to me, and that I am going to
repeat myself with more or less smugness and be ashamed of 1t
afterwards.

What'’s the use? It 1sn’t a question of age, or else I was old
at forty I prefer to live with my own family, and a few con-
tacts at long intervals are amply sufficient for me

Is that good? Is it bad? I don’t know. In any case, I can’t
seem to understand how people could meet for years — intelli-
gent people, some truly superior — every week m the same
setting to exchange the words one finds precisely noted m the
Journals and which were selected as most interesting

My God, what were the rest like? Last year, the year before,
I Iived a week 1n Paris in this milieu Every day, lunch, dinner,
or supper with people the papers talk about How much a
stranger, how 11l at ease I felt! I learn more about men observ-
mg my children for an hour than 1 hstenmg to those people
for three or four evenings And how much better I feel spend-
g my evenings with D, even when we say nothing! Or when
we go for our ride 1n the car in the afternoon!

Why did a Flaubert, a Zola, a Daudet, loaded with work -
and, m Daudet’s case, happy with his family — feel the need to
rush together at each other’s houses, or at the house of some
princess, banker, whoever, as if they needed to reassure them-
selves of their importance or fame?

In 1885 they were already talking about — not the Nouveau
Roman, as today, but, in the same sense, the Roman Nouveat
Rosny discussed concrete and abstract art (in Literature, not
painting).

Then, i 1889, Goncourt, having stopped writing himself,
announced that the novel was dead, that the form was defin-
itely exhausted, that something else must be found! How diffi-
cult 1t is to grow old!
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Remarks made 1 1890 that could no doubt be heard in
1820, 1760, etc., etc. -

‘Respectable women today look like. ..

or. ‘behave hke...’

‘Youth no longer knows how to laugh ... ... no longer
respects anything ° ‘. youth today i1s made up of old
men...

‘The decadence of the press, the vulgarity, the dishonesties
of journalists . . > (in the seventeenth century, of gazetteers)

‘The noise, the hurry, the hectic atmosphere of Paris ...
‘the exhausting pace of modern life . . .’

We go on repeating! And our sons and grandsons will go on
Iepeating!

19 October 1961
Came back evening before last two days ahead of schedule Do

I get tired of travelling? 1 was happy to be home again, especi-
ally to be with the children Now I'm anxious to write, in a

7

couple of weeks probably, the novel that came to me in the car-

between Aix-la-Chapelle and Cologne.

In Litge, at night, a curious feeling seeing the same windows
I used to look at at fifteen or sixteen, with their faintly lit
shades permitting one to guess at the intimacy of family life
withm — and which used to fill me with a panicky urge to
¢scape

Finding them again, unchanged, 1 was almost afraid of be-
coming caught in a trap. Why there and not somewhere else?
Then, however, Litge gratified all my wishes. One might say
P've always run away from my youth This time I went on
purpose, to find it again at the chapel of the Bavi¢re hospital
where I served at Mass, in the Ursuline convent where we used
to go Sundays to visit an aunt who was a nun, in certain streets
where T used to walk, dreaming ambitiously of the future. But
this pilegrimage was less for myself than to give D. a sense of
my childhood.



Sunday, 5 Novembet

My novel 1s coming closer These last weeks no wish to write
m this journal (?), which suddenly seems vain and pretentious
to me Yesterday, sixteenth anmversary of our meeting, of our
life together, D ’s and mine That 1s so much more important!
Delighted that the children took part in this celebration, that
they understand the importance of it for our hftle human
group — and that for two or three years now we have replaced
our individual birthdays with this anmiversary as a couple

Odd that I, furious mdividualist that I am, have not only
accepted but passionately desired this cell, further enlarged by
children ~ so long as these children need us, oughtn’t I to
understand, by this fact, that others accept — need — those
larger cells that have always horrified me- the village, the
province, the country, or a religion or party?

I realize quite well that I am stubborn on this pomnt, that I
will be to the end a man for the couple, the male and female 1n
the jungle

Sunday, 18 November 1961

One more' Finished a new novel on Friday, Les Auties, which
I haven’t had the courage to type each morning as I usually
do Two sessions a day, writing by hand. D. 1s gomg to type
1t

Sunday, 17 December 1961

I would hke to note — as on a calendar — next to the past
days: .
nothing
nothing
nothing
nothing
nothing
Tsn’t this a good sign? I think so No desire to write Every-
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day hfe D. and I spent a few days in Malan, s0 as to sleep
peace Now she 15 typmg my novel. I will revise 1t between
holidays. Christmas soon Spent much time agreeably, getting
ready for st. A Iittle room downstairs 1s full of packages. .

The publication of Betty, coincidental with the end-of-the-
" Year prizes, passed unnoticed That hurts me a little, not for
me but, I was about to write, for her.

It’s a little as 1f she had not been given the chance to begin
her mdependent existence. I don't attach too much importance
to1t. A twinge only because this novel marked a convalescence
that was both physical and to some extent moral (end of dis-
couragement, anxiety)

What was the pomt of all that?

December 17th nothing:

It's-simpler. And 1t means, all in all, happy days without
history .
(Does that mean that I was less happy or more tormented or

. ¢fc, etc., when I wrote i these notebooks almost every
day? I don’t think so)

Monday, 22 January 1962

These past few days I've come very near to destroying these
notebooks. I'm a bit ashamed of them. I wonder what forced
me to write them

Did 1t correspond to a period of rather poor health? The
fact is that for almost two years I haven’t felt at home in my
skin, to use an expression I've often applied to my characters,
with frequent dizzy spells at certain times of the day If 1
baven’t entirely got rid of them, I feel better, no longer wor-
ried Have I simply passed through a sort of change of ife?

Whatever 1t was, I think with a certain embarrassinent of
these notebooks whose pages I've been pleased to blacken
What have T really said? I don’t know and T dont want to
know.

What would humiliate me most would be to have uncon-
sciously wound up taking myself seriously. Is this the case?
Have I fallen into the trap of so many of my colleagues whom
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I sce pontificating on television and in the columns of the
newspapers, on literary juries, and clsewhere?

If so, I hope it's over and over for good now that I've re-
gamned my balance.

As for not destroying these pages . I'm certam it’s not
because I attach importance to whatever comes from my pen

But primarily, some day this may show my children that I've
had my weaknesses like everybody else, then who knows if,
tempted to fall into the same pit again, it won't be cnough to
cast my eyes over a few of these pages to cure myself?

I'm not sure of anything, but if I had to makec a quast-
medical diagnosis T would say that for about a year and a half
I haven’t been altogether myself, that I allowed myself to be
troubled by various questions ~ agemng, for example — to which
there 1s no answer, and that finally, instead of keeping to my
profession of novelist, T have not always avoided the tempta-
tion to philosophize

This love for the four walls of my study, for long solitudes
with my books, 1s not Iike me, and T am almost certam that 1t
had a basis of anxiety.

Grippe — a very slight grippe, almost a voluptuous one — has
kept me from writing my first novel of the year m January In
contrast to what happened last year, or what might have hap-
pened, this didn’t bother me I'll begin at the end of the month

To give each thing its due importance Have 1, at long last,
got there? I hope so, and if I don’t write “The End’ here 1t’s
more because of superstition, because I believe I really am
cured

Living without notebooks and without murrors, except for
shaving!

So long as I haven’t made my family suffer during this time
And if I've upset them, ask their pardon!

ps If some day I add something to these notes, I promise to
put 1t m context, to write at the top ‘Second Crisis’ — or
‘Relapse’.
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Sunday, 10 February

Oh no! I'll write nesther ‘Second Crisis’ nor ‘Relapse’. 1 even
wonder if I ought not to write ‘End of Crisis’ or, in case 1
should go on with these notebooks, “Family Chronicle’

Events that are important only to us but that are of the first
order have just come to a head 1n the last three days, and I'm
not sure if the preceding year wasn’t disturbed for me by un-
conscious anticipation of them.

We just decided, suddenly, n a few hours, D. and 1. not
only to leave Echandens but to build — an 1dea that has often
tempted me 1n the course of my life. The next day, we had
already chosen land, an architect, and we go to the notary on
f;?oglday the 12th, the day of my official birthday, my fifty-

nth,

A new house, from top to bottom, made for us, conceived
for us, for our life and our children’s.

I'm very excited about 1t, too much so to talk about 1t now
But, once more, 1f T had to make a diagnosis, I wouldn’t dis-
C':lrd the idea that all the fermentation of the past twelve to
eighteen months reflected 1n these notebooks had this uncon-
Scious need for renewal as 1ts deepest source. '

We'll see if I’ve succeeded.

Friday, 16 March 1962

La Belle Epoque’ That s an irrelevant aside No doubt 1t’s been
said a hundred times. T just felt it very strongly, which 1s not
the same thing Just now. putting Johnny to bed, I was looking
at the Canal Saint-Martin by Bernard Buffet in his room.

Today it gives the impression of a venerable old Paris, senti-
mental, picturecsque But 1n fact 1t 1s the picture of an iron
footbridge across the hard metallic gates of a lock. a canal in
straight lines Six-storey houses Two with eight storeys A
century ago, this was still countryside. Footbridge, lock, ejght-
storey buildings must then have passed for the height of mod-
erimsm, of the ‘hfc of tomorrow’. )

When I was a child, what was called ‘la Belle Epoque’ was
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the Sccond Empire. When I was twenty, 1t was the period of
1900 to 1914 ‘Before the war’ they said, too

Now, ‘la Belle Epoque’ 1s the one I hived as a young man,
1925-1930.

It has even begun to extend to 1939 And young people who
say ‘before the war® mean the Second World War.

And people talk about the cruelty, the inhumanity, the im-
placability of ‘the machme’ as once they talked about the first
trains, the first cars, the first acroplanes, which we feel so
sentimental about today.

As the ‘terrible’ skyscrapers in New York will make us
sentimental in a few years, will appear as gently, humanly
picturesque to us as the ron footbridge and the six- or eight-
storey houses on the Canal Samt-Martin.

This for my children, who will one day smile at our aerolites
and the httle metal spheres we send 1nto space — which to them
will be the suburbs of the earth

Odd that officials, chiefs of state, continue to hve and to
receive one another in the palaces of another cra, the Kremlmn,
Versailles, the Elysée, the White House, Buckingham Palace
.. asif they wanted to escape into the picturesque, however
provisional, preferring the very old which, by virtue of its
antiquity, has become ‘noble’

There are always people around us who live in ‘la Belle
Epoque’.

12 April 1962

A week of television Saw part of a Buiiuel film, among others
Marvellous 1mages Thought of Gerelhrode (?), who just died
There are two kinds of artists Total rebels, the irrational ones,
who are against everything without distinction, and others who
arrive at a certain acceptance without being duped Curious
that all those in the first category whom I've met are psychi-
atric cases So? Where does that put acceptance?

330



Friday, 15 February 1963
9.30 in the morning|32nd day

A whole month, my darling. Thirty-one days we have been
apart And 1, from the first heart-rending day, I've had the
lemptation to take this notebook up again and write in 1t every
morning and night

If T haven’t done $0, it’s because 1t would have been too sad,
and these sadnesses must leave no traces behind them, no
scars. No, later I only want to remember your courage, and
also the rediscovery I have made of you, which may fill this
emptiness I struggle against,

Not a true void, since I feel myself nearer to you than ever
It 1s rather a physical emptiness I strive to fill by occupying my-
self with the children and, on a miore modest scale, with the
house, warting for the time to hurry to Prangins. Now I can tell
You ~for when you read this short note you will be well again —
1t has often been difficult for me to keep up a show
' (Furst mterrupted by your telephone call, then by a journal-
ist. 'm beginnmg again at eleven fifteen )

--of good humour T haven't even the right to talk to you
about your return, for I feel that you exert all your strength
Dot to Precipitate it, and I don’t want to make your task even
Mmore difficult

Actually this note js useless I am sure you are going
through the same trials that I am, that you too, at certain
hours, have to make an effort not to weep and that you can’t
always keep your voice steady, even on the telephone — and
You have to force yourself to smile when we leave each other
at five o’clock

This separation wasn’t necessary to prove to us that we need
to be together For a month I have lived in a world that seems
artificial to me I know that it’s the end.

Another few days, a week or ten days, perhaps, if not less I
won’t ask you agam if the doctor has been to see you, because
you would come to share my impatience and would lose the
benefit of the enforced rest.

You have been good, my D Courageous

And never for a moment have you lost your sweetness. I've
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seen adorable, touching sides of your nature that I don't be-
lieve I've appreciated before.

It’s not a new life we're about to begin, of course, since all
that has gone before has been good too, seventeen years, al-
most eighteen of happiness.

But we'll fit together better than ever, more warmly, 1n every
curve and corner? Come quickly! I am greedy for you. in
every sense You caught me off guard this mornmg on the
telephone, and I told you the truth about what I was doing, but
1 won’t show you these lines until you return.

It has been hard, very hard, the hardest test of my hfe But
I know 1t was worth it, that 1t 1s worth 1t, and that our Iife
together will be fuller than ever

Soon, then, my D. Soon, dear girl whom I love and whom I
keep lovingly and passionately within me

End of the Third Notebook



More about Penguins
“and Pelicans

Pengunews, which appears every month, contains
details of all the new books 1ssued by Penguins as
they are published. From time to time it 18
supplemented by Penguins in Print, which 1s a
complete Iist of all available books published by

Penguins. (There are well over four thousand of
these) -

A specimen copy of Penguinews will be sent to you
free on request, and you can become a subscriber for
the price of the postage For a year’s 1ssues

(including the complete lists) please send 30p if you
live 1n the United Kingdom, or 60p 1f you hive
elsewhere Just write to Dept EP, Penguin Books Ltd,
Harmondsworth, Middlesex, enclosing a cheque or
postal order, and your name will be added to the
mailing list.

Note. Penguinews and Pengians i Prinf are not
available in the U.S.A or Canada
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The Fifth Sunenon Omnibus

Maigret’s Boyhood Friend
Big Bob
November

Georges Stmenon

Léon Florentin had been Maig:et’s Boyhood Fiiend, they
had been at school together but had only met once since |
leaving until Léon called on Maigret to unravel the
mysterious death of his mistress. The affair held a surprise
for both of them.

Bob was a happy man, so full of joie de vivre he had no
reason to want to die, but, the point about Big Bob 1s —
was his death an accident or suicide? As the story unfolds
poignantly, the grim and tragic solution is revealed.

November 1s a dismal month and so are the Le Cloanec
famly. It is not a happy fanuly. Mother drinks, father 1s
sullen and ill-tempered and the children have their own
painful adolescence to live through. Only the maid,
Manuclla, adds gaiety to the household and 1t 1s she, and
the events that surround her, that alters the course of their
lives

Also Available
The Sixth Simenon Ommbus

Not Jor sale nt the U.S.A. o1 Canada



Some of the Simenon crime
available in Penguins:

Maigret Meets a Milord -
Maigret and the Hundred Gibbets
Magret and the Enigmatic Left
Maigret Stonewalled

Maigret at the Crossroads
Maigret Mystified

Also available (Not for sale in the U.S.A, or Canada)

Maugret’s First Case

The Blue Room

The Fatc of the Malous
Maigret Goes Home
Sailor’s Rendezvous

The Stain on the Snow
The Window Over the Way






