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The founder of French existentialism, Jean-Paul Sartre (1905—1980) has
had a great influence on many areas of modem thought. A writer of
prodigious brilliance and originality, Sartre worked in many different
genres. As a philosopher, a novelist, a dramatist, a biographer, a cultural
critic and a political journalist, Sartre explored the meaning of human
freedom in a century overshadowed by total war.

Born in Paris, Sartre studied philosophy and psychology at the Ecole
Normale Supérieure, where he established a life-long intellectual partmer-
ship with Simone de Beauvoir. He subsequently taught philosophy in Le
Havre and in Paris. His early masterpiece, La Nausée (1938), explored the
themes of solitude and absurdity. A remarkable collection of short stories,
Le Mur(1939), further established his literary reputation. Conscripted into
the French Army in 1939, Sartre was captured in June 1940 and im-
prisoned in Stalag XIID in Trier. He soon escaped to Paris where he
played an active role in the Resistance. This experience of defeat and
imprisonment, escape and revolt served to push Sartre beyond the
flamboyant anarchist individualism of his early writings. L'Etre et le néant
(1943) is an elaborate meditation on the possibility of freedom. Les
Chemins de la berté (1945~49) is a trilogy of novels about the collective
experience of war. In 1944 Sartre abandoned his career as a philosophy
teacher. He was soon installed at the centre of Parisian intellectual life:
editing Les Temps modernes, a literary-political review, travelling the world,
quarrelling with Albert Camus, his erstwhile friend, and vigorously
defending the idea of the Soviet Union against its cold-war enemies. From
1944 untl 1970, when his eyesight began to fail, Sartre enjoyed an
immense international reputation as the most gifted, the most versatile
and the most outspoken literary intellectual of the age. In a gesture that
petfectly symbolized his audacity, he refused the Nobel Prize for
Literature in 1964. Fired by a passion for freedom and justice, loved and
hated in his own day, Sartre stands as the authentic modern successor to
Voltaire, Victor Hugo and Emile Zola.
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Introduction

I

JEAN-PAUL Sartre (1905—80) was a literary giant of his
time. His philosophical and literary works, complex and pro-
found, continue to attract passionate debate, while his novels
and plays have lost none of their fascination for a large audi-
ence across the world. Roads to Freedom was his major enter-
prise as a novelist; a three-volume sequence followed by the
unfinished fragment of a fourth that was never translated.

The Age of Reason was first published in 1945, the year of
France’s liberation from German occupation; The Reprieve
later in the same year; Iron in the Soul and two chapters of
Dréle & Amitié in 1949. Sartre then abandoned the project.
With the onset of the glacial era of the Cold War, his intense
preoccupation with contemporary politics and the dialectics
of history seems to have closed down the fictional chamber
of his exraordinarily fertile imagination.

The English titles of the first two novels reflect the French
originals exactly. L’ Age de raison picks up its double meaning
from the eighteenth-century Enlightenment, when the reign
of God was at last supplanted by rationalism. And indeed
Sartre’s characters acknowledge no meaning to human
existence outside of themselves and their own projects; for
them, as for the author, God is dead. But Sartre also points
the title at a phase of life. His ‘hero’, Mathieu, is reminded by
his conforming elder brother that he has reached, in his mid-
thirties, ‘the age of reason’ — to which Mathieu scornfully
retorts, ‘You mean the age of reconciliation’, the moment of
capitulation to bourgeois marriage, property, prudence and
bad faith.

The Reprieve (Le Sursis) refers to the false reprieve from
war granted to Europe by the Munich agreement of Septem-
ber 1938. As for the third novel, La Mors dans /'éme would be
more accurately rendeted as ‘Death’ — not ‘Iron’ — ‘in the
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Soul’. The overall title given to Sartre’s masterpiece, Roads s0
Freedom, loses some of the resonances of the original Les
Chemins de la liberté, a more faithful translation of which
might be ‘“The Ways of Freedom’. For Sartre ‘freedom’ is
only partly an end, a barricade to be stormed, it is also man’s
inescapable ontological condition, a permanent field of possi-
bilities. To render ‘Chemins’ as ‘Ways’ would be to retain the
sense of an odyssey while grasping also the ironic dimension
— for with ‘ways’ goes ‘waysides’, the places where we some-
times fall, or drop out while declaring ourselves to have
completed the journey.

The trilogy provides two obvious strands of continuity.
Certain characters, most notably Mathieu Delarue — born in
the same year as Sartre, 1905, and like Sartre a philosophy
teacher in a /ycde — progress from one volume to the next.
There is thus a cast of principals around whom a vast chorus
of subsidiaries, from humble soldiers to the great political
figures of the era, state their claims on the world. History
itself offers the second strand of continuity: the action of the
trilogy is condensed into a period of roughly two years, from
the summer of 1938 to the summer of 1940; from a Europe
at peace, the Europe of private lives and insular ambitions
(though the civil war in Spain was already flashing its warn-
ing to those who cared to look), to the collective catastrophe
of war, defeat and Nazi occupation which caught everyone in
its mesh.

For Sartre himself these events arrived as a catalyst, ab-
ruptly projecting him from philosophical speculation and
literary work among a circle of kindred spirits into the com-
pany of ordinary French workers, peasants and clerks whose
accepted lot was to endure, rather than to act upon events.
This discovery of the ‘other nation’ called into question his
own fastidious recoil from the compromises and demagogic
slogans of politics, setting in motion within Sartre an unre-
solved dialogue between the ‘pure’ claims of the intelligence
and the crude choices afforded by collective action. As nove-
list, playwright and journalist he wrestled with the dilemma
of ‘dirty hands’ — the title of his play Les Mains sales — though
the simple dualism between insular passivity and political
activism is complicated by a psychological question which
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haunts all his writing about war and armed Resistance: does
one enter the Party to change the world ~ or to lose oneself
in a comforting paternal embrace? Sartre tells us that to join
the Party and mos to join the class struggle represent two
forms of escapism. The central characters of Roads to Free-
dom, the apolitical Mathieu and the Communist Brunet, are
thus the protagonists in a specifically modern tragedy.

The structure of the trilogy represents a movement from
the private to the public domain. The characters of The Age
of Reason are only dimly aware of what lies beyond their
personal projects, love affairs and existential pains. Indeed
the first ten chapters are the work of an artful miniaturist,
not unlike the fableaux of an intimate stage play, as we dis-
cover what each member of a small circle nceds and fears
from the other. Dialogue is the crucial instrument of both
action and characterization, though Sartre also uses the re-
sources of prose to describe the resistant opacity of the
material universe and the hidden adventures of perception.
At the heart of every personal encounter is the awareness
that each self is the other for the person with whom he
shares a meal or shares a bed. In Sartre’s famous phrase, ‘hell
is other people’.

In The Reprieve, a panoramic and synoptic overview of
Europe writhing in anticipation of war, Sartre employs a
radically different literary technique. Whereas The Age of
Reason observes the classic unities of time, place and action,
Sartre now unveils the formidable resources of the modern
novel (and indeed the modern cinema — he knew his Eisen-
stein and Pudovkin) to move from one location to the next
with lightning rapidity, often in mid-sentence. What emerges
is a collective stream of consciousness fashioned out of a
mosaic of individual lives, each thrashing to be free of the
looming fatality which is war. This helplessness applies even
to the statesmen of Europe, with the single exception of
Hitler, the demon orchestrator of the apocalypse.

Sartre’s work as philospher, novelist, playwright and es-
sayist must be viewed as the motions of a multi-faceted talent
across a single, though immense, field of enquiry. The artist
and the philosopher remained inseparable; the first step to-
wards cognition was invariable recognition, the pinning
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down of concrete experience as a prelude to abstract deduc-
tion. In one sense Roads to Freedom is a first-class epic; in
another it is a fictional exploration of the phenomenology’
of freedom given philosophical form in Sartre’s Being and
Nothingness. Here three modes of consciousness are described,
starting from man’s initial sense of ‘otherness’ from every-
thing, human or inanimate, that he encounters. This gap is
what Sartre calls ‘freedom’, a source of anguish and alien-
ation, yet man’s distinctive faculty for fashioning a free life
out of a free will. Sartre’s fictional characters illustrate how
we take refuge from our anguish at our failure to absorb the
world, to be its sole subject, by trying to annihilate our free-
dom through inertia, passivity and cynicism — the syndrome
described by George Orwell’s ‘Inside the Whale’.

Sartre calls this refuge Being-in-Itself. Alternatively we
escape into a second posture of evasion, Being-for-Others,
desperately assimilating the prevailing conventions and con-
forming to the image expected of us. Sartre was a master
cartographer of the landscape of evasion, the flight from re-
sponsibility. The critic Henri Peyre compared his gift to that
of Stendhal, and indeed the entry for 26 February 1940 in
Sartre’s War Diaries indicates a debt:

Reread with deep admiration the first sixty pages of La Char-
treuse de Parme. Stendhal’s natural style, charm and liveliness of
imagination can’t be matched.

Men and women are ‘free’ whether they like it or not,
insisted Sartre. He rejected all determinisms, whether
Marxian, Freudian or behaviourist. Nor are freedom and
authenticity medals to be won in a single battle and there-
after worn on life’s tunic: each encounter is primary and
demands a new choice. Mathieu, for example, tends to regard
a good conscience as a faculty you fatten while waiting to
make the rea/ choices: too late he realizes that he has been
living a lie.

Sartre’s was an intelligence in constant motion, a mind
propelled by an avid sense of inquiry. Had he ‘frozen’ his
philosophy in the fashionable Left Bank cult of post-war
existentialism, his writing would not have continued to gen-
erate the vitally modern radioactivity that it sustained until
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blindness and illness finally robbed him of his powers in the
1970s. Already in Roads to Freedom we are forced to confront
the central question: can 2 man be ‘free’ if he suffers poverty
and exploitation, or if he witnesses the misery of others but
does nothing? And was Marx not right to dismiss ‘freedom’
as empty bourgeois rhetoric unless defined in terms of ‘free-
dom and necessity’, the central dialectic of history?

These were the great issues which in the post-war era
propelled Sartre towards revolutionary socialism (though
never into the Communist Party). The Reprieve and Iron in the
Soul chart the early stages of an intellectual journey which
was to culminate, twenty years later, in the Critigue of Dialect-
#cal Reason. En route he published his celebrated essay What is
Literature? (1948), in which he argued that literature should
be a weapon in the struggle for a society liberated from
exploitation. Writing is not action but a form of ‘secondary
action — action by disclosure’. A committed (engagée) liter-
ature will not act as a sedative, a syrupy diet of consolation,
but as an irritant, a provocation to change the world. Sartre’s
post-war politics led him into bitter conflict with erstwhile
friends, notably Albert Camus; and Raymond Aron, who
made Sartre the prime target of his polemic, The Opium of the
Intellectuals. “To merit the right to influence men who are
struggling,” Sartre rebuked Camus, ‘one must first participate
in the struggle.’

Yet an ironic paradox lurks at the heart of this secular
version of liberation theology. To close the painful gap be-
tween the self and the world, to eradicate that intolerable
‘lack’, men resort to varying strategies. In Sartre’s case — as
he pointed out — that strategy was writing. By exercising his
intelligence, by mastering the metaphysics of existence, by
attempting to understand everything, Sartre sought to ban-
ish his own sense of alienation. To ‘liberate’ the world you
have first to dominate it:

My ambition is myself alone to know the world . . . And, for
me, knowledge has a magical sense of appropriation. To know is
to appropriate.

It was the ultimate gambit of a short, ugly man who drank
and smoked heavily, while squinting from behind his glasses
with an all-secing octopus eye.
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In The Age of Reason the problem of Communism is a2 mere
speck on the lens; by the end of Iron in the Sosl it dominates
almost the entire field of vision. In the 1950s Sartre’s hostil-
ity towards American global ambitions and France’s stub-
born, rearguard colonial wars brought him close to the
Communists, but the Soviet repression of the Hungarian re-
volution in 1956 terminated the affair. Denigrated by the
‘Brunets’ of the Communist press as an agent of Wall Street
and a ‘hermetic philosopher’, Sartre replied in What is
Literature?: “The politics of Stalinist Communism is incom-
patible with the honest practice of the literary craft.” Stalin-
ism had replaced one form of alienation, one version of men-
dacity, with another. So it seems that Mathieu was right to
resist Brunet’s overtures, and right not to surrender himself
to the consolations of a secular church.

The literary style employed in The Reprieve was much in-
fluenced by the ‘stream of consciousness’ employed by John
Dos Passos, whose mammoth trilogy, USA, fascinated the
French writer. Writing in Atlantic Monthly in August 1946,
Sartre described the revelatory impact of Faulkner, Dos
Passos and Hemingway on his own generation. The last of
these reinforced his preference for a style which was lean and
hard rather than bloated or baroque; he despised decorative
displays just as he distrusted ‘art for art’s sake’.

From Dos Passos, with his ‘newsreel’ and ‘camera eye’
innovations, Sartre adopted strategies for weaving individual
consciousness in and out of the onrush of events, the colli-
sion of forces larger than any individual — though he stopped
short of the American writer’s unpunctuated collages. Here,
in Dos Passos’s Nineteen Nineteen, the camera eye travels to
Paris:

at the gare de I’Est they’re singing the International entire

the gendarmerie nationale is making its way slowly down

Magenta into stones whistles bits of iron the Intermational Mort

aux vaches Barricades we must build barricades . . . at a corner 1

run into a friend too Look out They’re shooting to kill and

it’s begun to rain . ..

This torrential impact is recaptured by Sartre in The Reprieve:
a prose-onslaught both mesmerizing and sometimes over-
taxing as huge, unbroken paragraphs bear down on the reader.



The cross-cutting begins in the first paragraph of the
novel, which introduces us in rapid succession to Mathieu in
France; to an incensed Czech nationalist, Milan, in the dis-
puted Sudetenland; and then to the ‘old gentleman’, the Brit-
ish Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain. Later we cut from
Milan and his wife Anna to an illiterate French shepherd,
Gros-Louis, adrift in Marseilles, searching for work and es-
caping from the draft and he knows not what. At another
juncture the Czech nationalist takes comfort in the thought
‘I'm not alone’ and immediately the French homosexual,
Daniel, hundreds of miles distant, reflects, ‘I’'m alone’. Later
these same two characters, entirely unknown to each other,
inhabit a single sentence: ‘Tears of rage welled into Milan’s
eyes, and Daniel turned towards Marcelle . . .” and then im-
mediately we are with the paralytic, crippled youth, Charles,
squirming on his back: ‘Where are they going to send us?’

Sartre’s collage technique can be an exasperating one, not
infrequently forcing us either to re-read the passage or lose
our way. Yet, possessed with his marvellous freedom of
manocuvre, burdened by none of the physical constraints of
the theatre, the novelist is perfectly endowed to break phys-
ical boundaries, to split and fuse the molecular structures
of individual lives, and to dramatize the mysteries of ‘the
moment’ ~ each clock unknown to the other yet joined by a
bondage as universal as the force of gravity. Sartre relished
the endowment.

In certain respects Sartre straddles the divide between the
coherent ‘realism’ of the eighteenth- and nineteenth-century
novel on the one hand and the modernist writing of the
twentieth century which has systematically fragmented
human experience into a sequence of random, often futile,
spasms. It was Samuel Beckett, another resident of Paris, who
remarked in his novel Mo/lpy that man is no more free than a
slave crawling east across the deck of a ship travelling west.
Sartre was always a faithful friend of experimental art and it
is significant that at the beginning of Irom in the Soul the
Spanish Republican Gomez visits the Museum of Modern art
in New York and singles out Klee, Rouault and Picasso as
the artists who ask ‘awkward questions’. Sartre had little
love for the facile productions of Communist ‘socialist real-
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ism’, with their archaic literary forms washed by sentimental
romanticism — Tchaikovsky in the steel works. Even so, he
entertained a certain hostility towards the ivory-tower avant-
garde, rejecting the surrealists’ convenient doctrine that true
revolt takes place within Fesprit or through scandalous
gestures.

A recurring theme in Sartre’s fiction and drama is the
pseudo-revolt of the wealthy boy who loves the poetry of
Rimbaud and regards himself as the pr1v1leged spmt above
the common herd. Such a character is Lucien in the story
Childhood of a Leader; such a character, also, is Philippe, who
first appears in The Reprieve and is seen again in Iron in the
Sou4l. ‘Je est un autre’ (‘I is another’), announced Rimbaud.
Sartre regarded such declarations, when taken on board by
spoiled fils  papa, as affectations designed to grease a sordid
flight from responsibility. His own fictional charactets are
entirely themselves. Nevertheless, Sartrean man and woman
are far from being in total command of their own capacities —
hence the rapid alternations between the ‘he’ and the ‘T,
between the character as subject and as object. ‘He heard
them moving to and fro ~ almost as though they’re in my
room.” It’s as if the character — a mere ‘third person singular’
to us, however deep our empathy — suddenly cries out from
the page.

Such changes of camera angle were not available in the
literary form that Sartre loved best, the theatre. Dramatic
writing allows the portrayal of people only by what they say
and do; they remain locked into the ‘third person singular’
even when they step front-stage and unburden themselves to
the audience. The theatre was a natural medium for an
existentialist philosopher who insisted that man /s, simply,
what he does — ‘L'homme n'est rien d'autre que ce qu'il se fait’.
Indeed Sartre continued to write stage plays after he aban-
doned fiction in 1949. The Flies, Dirty Hands, No Exit, The
Devil and the Good Lord and .Altona remind us of his brilliant,
yet always accessible, talent as a playwright.

Iron in the Soul marks a reversion to a more conventional
mode of fiction than The Reprieve. Despite occasional cross-
cutting and symbiotic fusions, we follow the story of the fall
of France in June 1940 through a succession of cleatly de-
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fined scenes which pay due respect to transitions of time,
geography and action. The outer world is once again on its
own conveyor belt. As Sartre extends the range of his narra-
tive to encompass the ordinary poilus, the short-legged, de-
moralized, khaki citizens of the Third Republic, he increas-
ingly resorts to the naturalistic tradition whose great French
precursor was Emile Zola. It is no challenge for Sartre to
reproduce the nuances of Parisian café life, but his mastery of
the argot and patois of stranded workers and peasants marks a
triumphal alliance of the ear and the imagination.

In the final section of Iron in the Soul, Sartre again adapts
form to content. We are now with the Communist militant
Brunet, viewing the prisoner-of-war camp exclusively as he
does. To seal us hermetically into Brunet, Sartre reverts to
the long, unbroken paragraphs — a tunnel of words and sen-
sations — inside which dialogue runs on continuously, one
speaker after another, like rain beating on a roof. Although
we can distinguish the comrades whom Brunet ferrets out
from the dispirited mass, it is Brunet’s assessment of them
that counts.

Novelist or playwright, the writer is sole creator (whatever
his debt to the living) of his characters. The novelist, how-
ever, can in addition play ‘God’ to his creations in one parti-
cular manner that Sartre vigorously rejected — by providing
them with a pre-set, unalterable nature, as if imprisoning
them in a plaster cast, and then shamelessly confiding this
image to the reader. In an essay on Frangois Mauriac, Sartre
insisted that the novelist must present his characters as free
people confronting choices of their own, with a latitude for
surprising both themselves and us —~ ‘an action related from
various points of view’. One can therefore read the entire
length of the trilogy without finding a sentence in which
Sartre sets any of his creations in a rigid mould.

The preferred technique is to allow them their own-inter-
nal reckoning. Thus Mathieu, waiting for captivity at the
hands of the Germans, reflects:

P've spent my life reading, yawning, tinkling the bell of my
own little problems, never managing to make a decision — only

to find that I bave decided, that I chose this war and this defeat . . .
Everything’s got to be done over again, and yet, there’s nothing
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that can be done. The two thoughts interpenetrated, cancelled
one another out. Only the unruffled surface of nothingness
remained.

The last two sentences remind us, however, that the author
lurks, huge and omniscient, behind his character’s ‘freedom’.
One also wonders how many people, even professors of
philosophy like Mathieu, ever summarize their own lives so
neatly.

Similar doubts arise from a passage in The Reprieve where
Sartre depicts the homosexual Daniel (who engineered the
break-up of Mathieu and Marcelle in The Age of Reason)
bored to death by Marcelle’s company at the seaside. As his
eye falls on a pretty youth digging in the sand (shades of
Thomas Mann’s Death in Venice), he is overcome with desire.
But he is also overcome with Sartrean phenomenology:

Oh, 19 be, like a tree, like the boy’s back . . . I am myself for all
eternity, homosexual, mean, coward. They see me — no, not even
that: i¢ sees me. He was the object of looking.

Given Sartre’s antipathy to definitive, god-like comment by
the author, one must assume that these reflections belong to
Daniel himself. But the phenomenology, strongly remini-
scent of the portrait of Antoine Roquentin in Nausea, Sartre’s
first and most artistically achieved novel, must suggest that if
Daniel is anyone’s ‘object’ he is Sartre’s.

Try as he may, the novelist cannot escape from his divine
burden; however generously he empathizes with his cre-
ations, breathing their oxygen, in the end both we and they
know only so much as he will allow us.

11

The Reprieve takes place during the eight days of September
1938 which culminated in the notorious Munich agreement
and the abject abandonment of Czechoslovakia to Hitler’s
Third Reich. On 24 September the French Minister of Nat-
ional Defence ordered all reservists possessing a white
mobilization order, or form numbered ‘2’, to report im-
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mediately to designated depots. Mathieu Delarue was one of
them.

The politics of the period were complicated. Hitler alone
was without scruples: his was the single-minded and diabol-
ical vision of the Thousand Year Reich. In Britain the Tory
appeasers — Chamberlain, Halifax, the Foreign Office — were
in the ascendant over the Churchillians. The Left was in
confusion, demanding collective security against Nazi expan-
sion but fearful that any war led by the Tories would be in
essence imperialist, a re-run of 1914, a new carnage conduc-
ted for the benefit of generals and armaments manufacturers
(indeed, this was George Orwell’s position at the time). In
France the Popular Front coalition which came to power in
1936 had tragically fragmented, the Communists having
broken with their Socialist and Radical partners over
France’s non-intervention in the Spanish Civil War. Unable
to hold his coalition together, the Socialist Premier, Leon
Blum, had resigned in favour of the anti-Communist Radical,
Edouard Daladier, who now depended on the support of
conservative elements for his parliamentary majority.

Sartre shows us Chamberlain and Daladier in action, de-
picting the French ieader as a crumpled figure with a dead
cigarette between his lips: ‘Daladier sank back and blurted
out “Go on,” with a limp wave of his hand.” Chamberlain is
the sentimental ‘old gentleman’, equally ill-suited to the task
of curbing Hitler.

Meanwhile the Czechoslovak leaders, Masaryk and Benes,
protest bitterly as their country is dismembered with the
loss of their vital military fortifications — the equivalent of
France’s Maginot Line. The Czechs would like to bring the
Russians into an anti-Nazi pact, but neither Chamberlain nor
Daladier will have it. ‘The nation of Saint Wenceslas, of
John Hus, and of Thomas Masaryk will not be a nation of
slaves,” protest the Czech leaders. But that is its fate: only
recently carved out of the defeated Austro-Hungarian
Empire by the Treaty of Versailles, independent, democratic
Czechoslovakia is doomed.

Does Europe care? Do the fictional characters of The
Reprieve care? They are not sure. The higher diplomacy takes
place on Olympus. Hitler must be stopped (perhaps) but no
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one (except Gomez) wants to fight. The prevailing mood is
one of helpless resignation — followed by euphoria when
Munich brings the ‘reprieve’. None is more hopeless than
the crippled youth, Charles. Evacuated by train under
gruesome conditions, mentally precocious yet physically de-
pendent, rising to a ghastly copulation with another supine
wreck, Charles is a bold and moving creation.

Mathieu Delarue is discovered holidaying at the seaside
with his pompous brother and rather sympathetic sister-in-
law, Odette. Without bitterness he reflects on his youth, his
leisurely enjoyment of tranquil times: ‘Time, peace — they
were the same. I had time enough.” But:

It was a spurious future, an imposture. He contemplated
those twenty years, like an expanse of sunlit sea, and he now saw
them as they had been: a finite number of days compressed be-
tween two high, hopeless walls, a period duly catalogued, with a
prelude and an end, which would figure in the history manuals
under the heading: Between the two wars.

But 1938 was not yet the atomic age; Mathieu could allow
himself a form of biological irony no longer available to us:

And even if they are massacted to a man, humanity will still
be up to strength; not an empty place, not one person missing
... Humanity will continue on its futile journey, the usual
people will ask themselves the usual questions and wreck their
lives in the usual way.

An important counter-point to Mathieu is Gomez, the
Spanish artist who had walked out on his wife and son,
Sarah and Pablo, to fight for the Republicans and has since
risen to the rank of general. Gomez has brought little Pablo
a soldier’s outfit: ‘He must learn to fight,” he tells his horri-
fied wife, Sarah, ‘otherwise he’ll become a mouse, like the
French.” Here Sartre points to the profound ambiguity in the
fighting hero: a good cause does not make a good man. ‘You
are evil, my poor Gomez, very evil,” Sarah tells him. Bored
by a week’s leave with his family, he makes contact with
Mathieu, travelling in a first-class carriage while reading the
Communist paper L’Humanité — a typical Sartrean touch.
Meeting Mathieu, he loses no time in seeking out a nightclub
with ‘music and women’. Gomez produces a photo of his
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Spanish mistress: she is fifteen. ‘But war matures them,” he
comments. ‘Here’s one of me in action.” Unlovable Gomez
may be, but his political vision is steady; he knows that
Hitler wants not just Vienna, Prague or Danzig, but all of
Europe.

Mathieu’s brother, Jacques, is an appeaser with a soft spot
for fascism and the ‘New Europe’, and as usual he plays back
Mathieu’s professed beliefs to discomfort him. You were
always so exact, cynical and analyticai, he remarks: “Then
comes war ... and my rebel, my plate-smasher, goes off
politely, without any hesitation.’

The question of pacifism is complicated in The Reprieve by
the covert sympathy that some of its proponents obviously
feel for Nazism — didn’t Hitler smash the Communists, the
Socialists and the trade unions? Sartre shows us a society
lady collecting signatures for a no-war petition; Zézette, the
confused wife of the working-class Communist, Maurice,
succumbs and signs. And then there is the utterly Sartrean
figure of Philippe, a well-off nincteen-year-old haunted by
his beloved mother’s re-marriage to a martinet General who
utterly despises the would-be poet and traumatizes the boy
with a few blows. To avoid the draft, Philippe runs away
with a volume of Rimbaud and a convenient wad of money:
‘Darling Mamma,” he writes in theatrical farewell, ‘this is the
age of murder; I choose martyrdom. I suppose you will suf-
fer: I should like to think so. Philippe.’

Philippe’s subsequent adventures are enthralling. A visit
to a forger for a new passport; an attempt to convert the
Communist proletarian Maurice to pacifism, after hearing
him make love to Zézette through a hotel bedroom wall; and
an attempt to lose his own virginity with a black prostitute
who artfully steals his trousers. Finally the desperate Philippe
- a physical coward who constantly protests ‘I'm no co-
ward!” - delivers a reckless pacifist speech at a railway station
and is rescued from the crowd by Mathieu, who doesn’t
know the boy but suffers no qualms about passing himself
off as a police inspector.

At the end of the novel Mathieu’s nemesis, Ivich, reap-
pears as he is about to leave his Paris apartment for the
military depot. He gives her the apartment and some money
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but won’t let her accompany him to the station because he is
due to say goodbye to another woman with whom he has
just spent the night; boarding the train he reluctantly tells the
other woman his name.

All of France, all of Europe, gathers round radio sets to
hear Hitler’s final ultimatum to Czechoslovakia: ‘Today I
march at the head of my people as their first soldier ...’
There will be a brief reprieve, but the die is cast. Eleven
months later Hitler will invade Poland and war will be
declared.

DaAvip CauTE
Quotations are from Jean-Paul Sartre: War Diaries. Notebooks

from a Phoney War, 1939—¢0. Trans. by Quintin Hoare. Verso,
1984.
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Friday, 23 September

Four-THIRTY in the afternoon in Berlin, three-thirty in Lon-
don. The hotel stood bleakly on its hill, a desolate, solemn
edifice with an old gentleman inside it. At Angouléme, Mar-
seilles, Ghent, and Dover, people thought: ‘What can he be
doing ? It’s past three o’clock, why doesn’t he come out?’ He
was sitting in the lounge behind half-closed shutters, his thick-
browed eyes staring into space, and his lips slightly parted, as
though he were recalling some ancient memory. He had
ceased to read; his hand - the freckled hand of an old man -
still grasping some typewritten sheets, hung loosely from his
knees. He turned to Horace Wilson and said:

‘What is the time?”

‘About half past four,” Horace Wilson replied.

The old gentleman lifted his big eyes, laughed a short, genial
laugh, and said: ‘It’s very hot.’

A crimson, crackling, glistening heat had descended upon
Europe: there was heat on men’s hands, behind their eyes, and
in their bronchial tubes: and they waited, sickened by heat and
dust and fear. In the vestibule of the hotel, journalists waited.
In the courtyard, three chauffeurs waited, motionless at their
driving wheels: on the far side of the Rhine, motionless in the
vestibule of the Hotel Dreesen, tall black-clad Prussians
waited. Milan Hlinka was no longer waiting. He had ceased to
wait two days ago, on that awful day, lit by a flash of certainty:
‘They’ve let us down!’ Then time flowed on once more in its
usual random fashion, individual days no longer seemed to
exist - there was nothing but next days, henceforward all days
would be next days.

At three-thirty Mathieu was still waiting, on the threshold
of a dreadful future: at the same moment, at four-thirty, Milan
no longer possessed a future. The old gentleman rose, walked
with stiff, pompous steps across the room, and said, ‘Geatle-
men!’ smiling affably: he laid the document on the table, and
smoothed out the pages with his closed hand: Milan was
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standing by another table: the outspread newspaper covered
the whole breadth of the waxzed cloth. For the seventh time
Milan read:

“The President of the Republic, in association with the
Government, had no alternative but to accept the proposals
of the two great Powers, concerning the basis of our future
attitude. There was nothing left for us to do, being now alone.’
Nevile Headerson and Sir Horace Wilson had gone up to the
table, the old gentleman turned to them, looking very elderly
and inoffensive, and said:

‘Gentlemen, this is what we must now do.”

And Milan thought:  What else could be done ?’ A confused
murmur drifted through the window, and he thought: ‘We
are now alone.’

A small squeaky voice rose up from the street: ‘Hitler for
everl’

Milan ran to the window.

‘Wait a moment!’ he shouted. ‘ Wait till I come down.”

There was a wild scurry down the street, and clattering of
clogs. At the far end of it, the urchin turned, groped in his
apron, and began to wave his arms. Two sharp thuds on the
wall.

‘It’s little Liebknecht,” said Milan, ‘he’s going his round.’

He leaned out: the street was as deserted as on a Sunday.
The Schoenhofs had bung out red and white swastika flags
from their balconies. All the shutters on the green house were
closed. And Milan thought: ‘We haven’t any shutters.’

‘We must open all the windows,” he said.

‘Why ?* asked Anna.

‘When the windows are shut, they aim at the window-
panes.’

Anna shrugged her shoulders:

‘In any case ...’

Songs and shouts burst in gusts into his room.

‘They’re still on the Square,’ said Milan.

He had laid his bands on the window-rail, and thought: ‘It’s
all over.” A tall man appeared at the corner of the street
carrying a rucksack and leaning on a stick. He looked ex-
hausted, two women were following him, bowed beneath
enormous bundles.
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‘The Jagerschmitts are coming back,” said Milan, without
turning round.

They had fled on the Monday evening, they must have
crossed the frontier during the night of Tuesday or Wednesday.
And now they were returning exultantly. Jigerschmitt went
up to the green house, and walked up the front steps. His face
was grey with dust and he was smiling stracgely. He felt in his
jacket pockets and produced a key. The women had put their
bundles on the ground and stood watching him.

“You come back when the danger’s over,’ shouted Milan.

‘Milan!’ said Anna briskly.

Jagerschmitt had raised his head. He saw Milan, and his
light eyes flashed.

‘You come back when the danger’s over.’

‘Yes, I come back,’ shouted Jigerschmitt. ‘And now - it’s
your turn to go.

He slipped the key into the lock, and opened the door: the
two women followed him in. Milan turned round:

‘Dirty cowards!” he said.

‘Don’t provoke them,’ said Anna.

‘Cowards,’ said Milan, ‘dirty Germaas. They were licking
our boots two years ago.’

‘Never mind. You shouldn’t provoke them.’

The old gentleman stopped talking : his mouth remained half-
open, as though silently expressing views on the situation. His
large round eyes were full of tears, he had raised his eyebrows,
and was looking questioningly at Nevile and Horace. They
said nothing ; Horace abruptly averted his head: Nevile walked
to the table, picked up the document, considered it for a
moment, then pushed it irritably aside. The old gentleman
wore an expression of perplexity; he opened his arms, in
token of his impotent goodwill. And he said for the fifth time:

‘I found myself faced by a quite unexpected situation: I
thought we should quietly discuss the proposals I brought
with me. ,..” And Horace thought: ‘The old fox! Where
does he get that grandfatherly voice?”> He said: ‘Very good,
sir: in ten minutes we shall be at the Hotel Dreesen.’

‘Lerchen has come,’ said Anna. ‘Her husband is in Prague:
she’s worried.’

‘Why doesn’t she come here?’
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‘She won’t feel much less worried,” said Anna, with a
curt laugh, ‘in the company of a lunatic like you, who stands
in the window and insults the people in the street.’

He looked at ‘her small head, delicate and serene, at her
drawn features, narrow shoulders, and swollen belly.

‘Sit down,’ he said. ‘I don’t like to see you standing.’

She sat down, and clasped her hands in front of her: a
man was brandishing newspapers, muttering: ‘Paris-Soir, latest
edition. Only two left — here you are.” He had shouted himself
hoarse. Maurice took the paper and read:

‘Prime Minister Chamberlain has sent a letter to Chancellor
Hitler, to which, it is intimated in British circles, the latter will
reply. The meeting with M. Hitler, which was to have taken
place this morning, is consequently postponed to a later
hour.’

Zézette looked at the paper over Maurice’s shoulder.

‘Anything new ?’ she asked.

‘No. Same old story.’

He turned over the page, and they noticed a blurred photo-
graph showing a kind of castle, 2 medievalized erection on the
summit of a hill, with towers, belfries, and hundreds of
windows.

‘It’s Godesberg,” said Maurice.

‘Is that where Chamberlain is ?* asked Zézette.

‘Apparently police reinforcements have arrived.’

‘Yes,’said Milan. “T'wo gendarmes. That makessix gendarmes
altogether. They’vebarricaded themselvesinthe police-station.’

A cartload of shouts poured into the room. Anna shivered;
but her face remained calm.

‘Should we telephone?’ said she.

‘Telephone?’

‘Yes. To Prisecnice.’

Milan showed her the newspaper without answering:
¢‘According to a dispatch from the D.N.B. dated Thursday, the
German population of the Sudeten regions have taken over the
maintenance of public order as far as the linguistic froatier.”

‘Perhaps it isn’t true,’ said Anna. ‘I was told that that had
only happened at Eger.’

Milan crashed a fist on to the table:

‘God Almighty! Must we ask for help again?’



He stretched out his hands; they were large, gnatled hands,
dotted with brown spots and scars: he had been a woodcutter
before his accident. He looked at them, and splayed his fingers,
saying:

‘“They may turn up. In twos or threes. There’ll be some
fun for five minutes or so.’

“There’ll be six hundred of them,’ said Anna.

Milan bent his head: he felt alone.

‘Listen,” said Anna.

He listened: they could be heard more cleatly now, they
must be on the march. Anger shook him: he could no longer
see clearly, and his skull ached. He went to the chest of drawers,
breathing hard.

‘What are you doing ?* Anna asked.

He was bending over one of the drawers, still breathing
hard. He bent down lower, and grunted, but did not reply.

‘ That’s unnecessary,’ she said.

‘What?’

‘You mustn’t. Give it me.’

He turned: Anna had got up, and was leaning against the
chair, looking quite composed. He thought of the child: and
he handed her the revolver.

‘Right,” said he. ‘I’ll telephone to Prisecnice.”

He went down to the ground floor, and into the school-
room, opened the windows, and picked up the telephone.

‘Give me the police-station at Prisecnice. Hullo!”

His right ear caught a dry zigzag crackle. His left ear heard
them. Odette laughed vaguely: ‘I have never really known
where Czechoslovakia was,’ she said, plunging her fingers into
the sand. After a2 moment or two there came the click of an
unhitched receiver.

‘Na?’ said a voice.

Milan thought for a moment. ‘I am asking for help.” He
gripped the receiver hard.

“This is Pravnitz,” he said. ‘I’'m the schoolmaster, twenty of
us here are Czechs, and there are three German democrats
hiding in a cellar, the rest are Henlein’s men: they’re officered
by fifty fellows of the Free Corps who crossed the frontier last
night, and have drawn them up in the square. The mayor has
joined them.’
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A silence followed, then the voice said insolently:

“Bitte ~ Deutsch sprechen.’

“Schweinkopf!” exclaimed Milan. .

He replaced the receiver, and limped upstairs again. His
leg was hurting him. He entered the room and sat down.

‘They’ve got there,’ he said.

Anna went to him and laid her hands on his shoulders:

‘Darling,’ she said.

“The bastards!’ said Milan. ‘They know what’s happened,
they just jeered at me.’

He pulled her between his knees. Her big belly touched
his.

‘Now we ate quite alone,’ said he.

‘I can’t believe it.

He raised his head slowly and looked her up and down; she
was steady and dependable when there was something to be
done, but like all women she always needed to confide in
someone.

“There they are,” said Anna.

The voices seemed nearer: they must be marching down the
main street. From a distance the jubilant shouts of a crowd
sound very like shrieks of terror.

‘Is the door barricaded ?”

‘Yes,” said Milan. ‘But they can always get through the
windows, or go round by the garden.’

‘If they come upstairs , . .” said Anna.

‘You needn’t be afraid. They can smash up everything,
I won’t lift a finger.’

He suddenly felt Anna’s warm lips against his cheek:
‘Darling, I know it’s for my sake.’

‘Indeed it isn’t. You are myself. It’s for the child’s sake.’

They started: there was a ring at the bell,

‘Don’t go to the window!’ exclaimed Anna.

He got up and went to the window. The Jigerschmitts had
opened all their shutters: the Hitler flag was hanging above
the door. As he leaned out he saw a tiny shadow.

‘I’m coming down,’ he cried,

He crossed the room.

‘It’s Marikka,’ he said.

He went downstairs, and opened the front door. Bangs,
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shouts, and music floated across the roofs: it was like a holi-
day. He eyed the empty street, and his heart turned over.

‘Why have you come here?’ he asked. ‘There’s no school
today.’

‘Mummy sent me,” said Marikka. She was carrying a little
basket, filled with apples and slices of bread spread with
margarine.

‘Your mother must be crazy: go home at once.’

¢ She said you wouldn’t send me back.’

She held out a sheet of paper folded into four. He unfolded
it and read: ‘Father and George are terrified. Please keep
Marikka uncil the evening.’

‘Where is your father ?’ asked Milan.

‘He’s behind the door, with George. They’ve got axes and
rifles.” And she added with a touch of importance: ‘ Mummy
sent me out by the yard, she said I should be safer here be-
cause you're sensible.’

‘Yes,’ said Milan. Yes, I'm sensible. All right, come up.’

Five-thirty in Berlin, four-thirty in Paris. Slight depression
in the north of Scotland. M. von Dérnberg appeared on the
staircase of the Grand Hotel, the journalists crowded round
him, and Pierryl said: ‘Is he coming down ?* M. von Dérnberg
had a paper in his right hand: he raised his left hand, and said:
‘It is not yet settled whether Mr Chamberlain will see the
Fiihrer this evening.’

‘It’s here,’ said Zézette. ‘I used to sell flowers here, on a little
green stall.”

‘Very nice too,’ said Maurice.

Obediently he inspected the pavement and the street, that
being what they had come to see, since lately she had begun to
talk about it. But it meant nothing to him. Zézette had let go
his arm, she was laughing to herself in silence, as she watched
the traffic gliding past.

‘Did you have a chair ?” Maurice asked.

‘Sometimes: a folding chair,’ said Zézette.

‘It can’t have been much fun.’

‘It was all right in the spring,’ said Zézette.

She was talking to him in an undertone, without looking
at him, as one talks to a sick person: and she had suddenly
begun to wriggle her shoulders and back in an affected sort of



way. She had ceased to be natural, and Maurice was getting
bored: twenty people were gathered in front of a shop-window,
he went up to them and peeted over their heads. Zézette re-
mained in a trance on the edge of the pavement: after a
moment she rejoined him and took his arm. On a bevelled
glass plaque stood twoscraps of red leather with red fluff around
them, rather like a powder-puff. Maurice burst out laughing.

‘What is it ?” whispered Zézette,

*Those shoes,” laughed Maurice.

Two or three heads turned round. Zézette said: ‘Shl” and
drew him away.

‘Look here, we aren’t in church,’ said Maurice.

However, he spoke in an undestone. People were padding
along the street, looking as if they were all acquainted, but not
uttering a word.

‘It must be five years and more since I was here,’” he whis-
pered.

Zézette pointed proudly to Maxim’s.

“That’s Maxim’s,’ she said, into the hollow of his ear.

Maurice looked at Maxim’s, and abruptly turned his head
away. He had heard about it, and a loathsome hole it was
where the bourgeois swilled champagne in 1914 while the
workers fell in battle. And he said between his teeth:

‘Filthy bourgeoisiel’

But he felt ill at ease, without quite knowing why. He
walked with a brisk, springy step: the passers-by looked so
fragile to him that he was afraid of bumping into them.

‘Maybe,’ said Zézette. ‘But it’s a fine street, don’t you
think ?*

‘I don’t go for it,” said Maurice. ‘Not enough air.’

Zézette shrugged her shoulders, and Maurice found himself
thinking of the avenue de Saint-Ouen: when he left his lodging
in the morning, the men passed him whistling, with satchels
on their backs, bent over the bandlebars of their bicycles. He
felt happy: some stopped at Saint-Denis, and others went on
farther, everybody was going the same way, the workers were
in motion. And he said to ézette:

“This is a bourgeois neighbourhood.’

They walked on a little way enveloped in a smell of face-
powder, then Maurice stopped and begged pardon.
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‘What did you say ?’ asked Zézette.

‘Nothing,’ said Maurice withembarrassment; ‘nothingatall.’

He bad bumped into somebody again: other people might
walk with their eyes on the ground, yet they always managed
to avoid each other at the last moment: it must be 2 matter of
habit.

‘Are you coming?’

But he no longer wanted to walk on, he was afraid of break-
ing something, and besides this street didn’t lead anywhere,
it had no direction, some people were making their way
towards the boulevards, others down to the Seine, and others
standing with their noses glued to shop-windows — eddies,
but no coordinated movements, a man felt isolated. He
reached out 2 hand, laid it on Zézette’s shoulder, and gripped
the yielding flesh beneath the fabric. Z&zette smiled at him,
she was enjoying herself, she eyed everything eagerly without
losing her air of assurance, swaying her small hips neatly as she
walked. He tickled her neck and she laughed.

‘Stop it, Mauricel” she said.

He liked the strong colours she put on her face - the sugary
white, and the ceimson on her cheekbones. From near by she
smelt of honey. He said to her in a low voice:

‘Are you enjoying yourself?’

‘I remember it all so well,” said Zézette with shining eyes.

He let go of her shoulder and they walked on in silence: she
had known many boutgeois, they came to buy her flowers, she
smiled at them, and indeed there were some who tried to be
familiar. He looked at her white neck, and an odd fecling came
over him, he wanted to laugh and cry at the same time.

‘Paris-Soir,’ cried a voice.

‘Shall we buy one?’

“There won’t be anything new in it.’

People thronged round the paper-boy, and silently snatched
the papers. A woman emerged from the crowd, in high-heeled
shoes and a ludicrous hat perched on the top of her head. She
unfolded the paper, and read it as she pattered off. Her
features suddenly sagged and she heaved a deep sigh.

‘Look at that woman,” said Maurice.

Zézette looked at her. ‘Perhaps her husband will be called

up.’
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Maurice shrugged his shoulders: it seemed odd that anyone
could be really unhappy in that hat and those alligator shoes.
‘Oh well,” he said, ‘her husband will be a bloody officer.’

‘Even if he is,’ said Zézette, ‘he can leave his skin behind
like our chaps.’

Maurice threw her a sidelong glance. ‘ You make me sick
with your bloody officers. Did they leave their skins behind
in1914?’

" “They certainly did,” said Zézette. ‘I thought lots of them
were killed.’

‘It’s the peasants who were killed, and then our lot,’ said
Maurice.

Zézette snuggled up to him. ‘Oh, Maurice,” she said. ‘Do
you really think there’s going to be a war?’

‘How can I tell?* said Maurice.

That morning he had been sure of it, and the chaps were
as sure as he was. They were on the bank of the Seine, looking
at cranes and the dredger, lads in shirt-sleeves, toughs from
Gennevilliers who were digging a trench for an electric cable,
and it was evident that war was on the way. After all, it
wouldn’t make much difference to the chaps from Genne-
villiers: they would be somewhere in the north, digging
trenches in the sunshine, in peril from bullets, shells, and
bombs, just as they were now in petil from earth-slides, falls,
and all the accidents of labour: they would wait for the end
of the war just as they waited for an end to their poverty. And
Sandre had said: ‘The chaps will do the job. But when we
come back, we shall keep our rifles.’

Just now he was no longer sure of anything: at Saint-Ouen
it was war all the time, but not here. Here was peace: shop
windows, displays of luxuries, coloured fabrics, mitrors, every
implement of civilized life. The people looked depressed, but
they were born that way. Why should they fight? They were
waiting for nothing, they had all they wanted. It must be
rather grim to hope for nothing except that life might continue
indefinitely in its present course.

‘The bourgeoisie don’t want wat,” observed Maurice sud-
denly. ‘ They are afraid of victory, because it would mean the
victory of the proletariat.’

The old gentleman got up and escorted Nevile Henderson
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and Horace Wilson to the door. He looked at them for a
moment with an air of deep emotion, he was very like all
those old gentlemen with rather worn-out faces who gather
round the newsvendors in the rue Royale and Pall Mall, and
ask no more than that their life should terminate as it had
begun. He thought of these old gentlemen, and of their
children, and he said:

‘Furthérmore you will ask M. von Ribbenttop if Chancellor
Hitler considers it desirable that we should have a last con-
versation before my departure, drawing his attention to the
point that an acceptance in principle would entail on M. Hitler
the necessity of putting fresh proposals before us. You will lay
particular stress on the fact that ] am determined to do all that
is humanly possible to settle the issue by means of negotiation,
as it seems to me incredible that the nations of Europe, who
do not want war, should be plunged into a bloody conflict over
a question on which agreement has to a large extent been
reached. Good luck.”

Horace and Nevile bowed and went downstairs, the cere-
monious, nervous, tired, suave voice still ringing in their ears,
and Maurice looked at the flabby, worn, civilized flesh of the
old men and women all around him, and he thought with
disgust that they would be better for a little bloodletting.

They must be bled: it would be a nastier process than
squashing slugs, but there was no help for it. The machine-
guns would rake the rue Royale, which would lie desolate
for several days, windows broken, star-shaped smashes in the
shop-fronts, the tables outside the cafés scattered in a litter
of glass: aeroplanes citcling overhead above the corpses. Then
the dead would be removed, the tables picked up, the glass
replaced, and life would resume its course, sturdy citizens with
strong red necks and leather jackets would repopulate the
street. That indeed was what had happened in Russia, Maurice
bad seen photographs of the Nevsky Prospect: the proletariat
had taken possession of that resplendent avenue and were
walking up and down it, no longer dazzled by the palaces and
the great stone bridges.

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Maurice with confusion.

He had swung his elbow into the back of an old lady,
who was eyeing him indignantly. He felt tired and depressed:
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beneath the great advertisements on the hoardings, under the
blackened gold letters on-the balconies, among the con-
fectioners’ and bootmakers’ shops, in front of the columns of
the Madeleine, it was impossible to imagine any other crowd
than this - old ladies trotting on their way, and children in
sailor suits. The melancholy, golden light, the smell of per-
fume, the overpowering buildings, the honeyed voices, be-
mused and anxious faces, the bleak shuffling of footsteps on the
asphalt, all this was self-consistent, all this was resa/: the
Revolution was nothing but a dream. ‘I oughtn’t to have
come,’ thought Maurice, with a malicious glance at Zézette,
“This is no place for a proletarian.’

A hand touched his shoulder: he blushed with pleasure as he
recognized Brunet.

‘Good morning, young fellow,” said Brunet with a
smile.

‘Morning, comrade,’ said Maurice.

Brunet’s fist was as hard and horny as his own, and it had
a powerful grip. Maurice looked at Brunet, and burst into a
hearty laugh: he imagined all the chaps around him, at Saint-
Ouen, Ivry, Montreuil, in Paris itself - at Belleville, Mont-
rouge, and La Villette, squaring their shoulders and preparing
for the fray.

‘What are you up to here?’ asked Brunet. ‘Are you out of
work ?’

‘It’s my paid holiday,’ explained Maurice with some embar-
rassment. ‘ Z&zette wanted to come because she used to work
here once.’

‘Ah, here’s Zézette,” said Brunet. ‘Hello there, comrade
Zézette.”

‘It’s Brunet,” said Maurice.  You saw his article this morn-
ing in the Huma.’

Zézette looked boldly at Brunet, and gave him her hand.
She was not nervous of men, whether they were bourgeois,
or big noises in the Party.

‘I’'ve known him from a lad,” said Brunet, pointing to
Maurice. ‘He was with the Red Falcons, one of the singers,
and I never heard such a voice. In the end it was agreed that
he should only pretend to sing during the processions.’

They laughed.
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‘Well?* said Zézette. ‘Is there going to be a war? You
ought to know: you’re in a position to hear what’s going on.’

It was a silly question, a woman’s question, but Maurice
was glad she had asked it. Brunet looked serious.

‘I don’t know if there’s going to be a war,’ he said. ‘But
anyhow we mustn’t be afraid of it: the working classes ought
to realize that it can’t be avoided by concessions.’

He talked well. Zézette gazed at him with trustful eyes, and
smiled softly as she listened. Maurice was annoyed: Brunet
talked like a newspaper, and said no more than appeared in
newspapers.

‘Do you think Hitler would cave in if we showed him our
teeth P’ asked Zézette.

Brunet had assumed an official expression, he did not appear
to understand that he was being asked his personal opinion.

‘Quite possible,” he said. ‘Besides, whatever happens, the
U.S.S.R. are with us.’ :

‘It’s only to be expected,” thought Maurice, ‘that the Party
nobs shouldn’t feel inclined to give their views on demand
to a paltry mechanic from Saint-Ouen.” None the less, he was
disappointed. He looked at Brunet, and all his satisfaction
vanished: Brunet had strong peasant’s hands, a powerful jaw,
and purposeful eyes: but he was wearing a collar and a tie, a
flannel suit, and seemed at ease among these bourgeois.

A dark window mirrored their reflections: Maurice saw a
woman without a hat, and a tall strapping fellow with a cap
on the back of his head, bursting out of his jacket, talking to a
gentleman. However, he remained standing, with his hands
in his pockets, he couldn’t make up his mind to leave Brunet.

‘Are you still at Saint-Mandé ?” asked Brunet.

‘No,’ said Maurice. ‘Saint-Ouen. I’'m working at Flaive’s.’

‘Ah? I thought you were at Saint-Mandé. Fitter ?’

‘Mechanic.’

‘Good,’ said Brunet. ‘Excellent. Well. .. ’bye then, com-
rade.’

“’Bye, comrade,’ said Maurice. He felt ill at ease and vaguely
disappointed.

“’Bye, comrade,’ said Zézette, with a toothy smile.

Brunet watched them move off. The crowd had closed upon
them, but Maurice’s huge shoulders emerged above the hats.
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No doubt he had an arm round Zézette’s waist: his cap was
close to her tousled hair, and with heads together, they sped
through the throng. ‘A good chap,” thought Brunet. ‘But I
don’t like the floozie.” He walked on with a serious air, con-
scious of a twinge of remorse. ‘What answer could I give
him?’ he thought. At Saint-Denis, Saint-Ouen, Sochaux,
Creusot, hundreds of thousands of them were waiting, with
the same anxious, confiding look in their eyes. Hundreds of
thousands of heads like that one, good round solid heads,

rough-hewn, cropped heads, the heads of true men, had tuxned
towards the east, to Godesberg and Prague and Moscow.
What answer could be given to them ? There was nothing to be
done now except to protect them, protect their slow tenacious
minds against all the bastards who try to muck up their think-
ing. Today he had to sec old Mother Boningue, tomorrow
Dottin, secretary of the Teachers’ Union, and on the following
day the Pivertistes: such was his lot: well, he would go from
one to the next, and try to soothe them all. Mother Boningue
would look at him with velvety eyes and talk to him about ‘the
horror of shedding blood’, waving idealist hands. She was
a large woman of about fifty, with a florid complexion, white
down on her cheeks, short hair, and a suave, priest-like ex-
pression behind her spectacles: she wore 2 man’s jacket, with
the ribbon of the Legion of Honour in the lapel. ‘I shall say:
Women always get it wrong: in 1914 they bundled their men
off to the front, when they should have lain down on the rails
to prevent the train from starting, and now whea there might
be some sense in fighting, you’re founding peace leagues and
doing all you can to break your men’s morale.” Maurice’s face
reappeared before his vision, and Brunet shrugged his shoul-
ders angrily. ‘One word, just one word, does help them
sometimes, and I couldn’t think of one.” Bitterly he thought:
‘It was that girl’s fault, girls have a knack of asking silly
questions.” Zézette’s floury checks, her lewd little eyes, her
vulgar scent: they would go about collecting signature after
signature, gently persistent; corpulent Radical doves, Trot-
skyist Jewesses, Oppositionists of the S.F.I.O., so utterly
barefaced that they would descend upon an old peasant
woman in process of milking a cow, thrust a fountain-pen
into her large damp hand and say: ‘Sign there, if you are
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against war.” No more war. Negotiations, not war. Peace first. And
what would Zézette do, if she were suddenly offered a foun-
tain-pen ? Had she retained sufficient class reflexes to laugh at
these large benevolent ladies ? She had dragged her man into
the fashionable districts, she was looking excitedly into the
shop windows, and she had plastered her cheeks with make-up.
. . . Poor chap, it would be 2 bad job if she hung round his
neck to stop him going. That would be too much. . . . (Intellec-
tual. Bourgeois.) 1 can’t stand her because she plasters her face
and bites her nails. (Inte/lectual. Bourgeois.) Still, all the com-
rades can’t live without sex. He felt tired and sluggish; all of a
sudden he thought: I criticize her for making herself up,
because I don’t like cheap makeup. Like them. He ought to
like them, one and all, men and girls, without distinction. And
be thought he shouldn’t even want to like them, he should
do so as naturally as he breathed. (Intellectual. Bourgeois. Per-
petual isolation.) No use, we shall never share the same mem-
ories. Joseph Mercier, aged thirty-three, congenital syphilitic,
Professor of Natural History at the Lycée Buffon and the
Collége Sévigné, was walking up the rue Royale, sniffing,
and from time to time sucking his lips with a faint damp smack;
he had his usual pain in his left side, he felt wretched, and he
was wondering whether the salaries of mobilized officials
would be paid. He looked at his feet to avoid all those merci-
less faces, and bumped into a tall red-haired man in a grey
flannel suit who jostled him against a shop window. Joseph
Mercier looked up and thought: ‘Hulking brute!” He was a
proper human wall, one of those callous, cruel brutes, like
that hulking boy Chamerlier in the elementary mathematics
class who snapped fingers in his face at school, one of those
types who never question anything, least of all themselves,
who are never ill, never suffer from nerves, take women and
life as they come, and march straight to their goal, shoving all
who get in their way against shop windows. The rue Royale
flowed quietly towards the Seine and Brunet flowed along
with it, someone had bumped into him, he noticed an emaci-
ated creature with a corroded nose, a bowler hat and a tall
celluloid collar, making its escape, he thought of Zézette and
of Maurice, and all the old familiar anguish came back into
his mind, his shame at the memories for which he ¢ould never
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make amends, the white house on the banks of the Maene, his
father’s library, his mother’s tapering, perfumed hands, which
set him apart from them for ever.

It was a lovely, golden evening, of atrue September vintage.
Stephen Hartley, leaning over the balcony, murmured: ‘The
vast slow eddies of the vesperal crowd.” Hats - a sea of felt,
with a few bare heads afloat among the billows - ‘like gulls’,
he thought: two fair heads, and a grey head, a fine, conspicu-
ously red cranium already slightly bald. ‘A French crowd,’
thought Stcphen, with a touch of emotion. A little crowd of
heroic little old men. He would write: ‘The French crowd
awaits events with calm and dignity.” A heading for the New
York Herald, in heavy type: ‘I have felt the pulse of the French
people.’ Little men, not too clean, interspersed with large
feminine hats, a silent crowd, serene and rather shabby, gilded
by that hour: the calm of a Paris evening between the Made-
leine and the Concorde. He would write: * The face of France’
- ‘The eternal face of France.” Shuffling feet, decorous whis-
pers of astonishment - no, astonishment was rather too strong
a word: a tall red-haired, slightly bald Frenchman, serene as a
sunset, gleams of suashine in the windows of the passing cars,
bursts of voices: sparkles of voices, said Stephen to himself.
And he thought: ‘My article is written.’

“Stephen,” said Sylvia, addressing his back.

‘I’m busy,’ said Stephen curtly, without turning round.

‘But you must answer me, dear,’ said Sylvia; ‘there are only
first-class berths left on the Lafayette.’

‘Take firstclass, take a luxury cabin,’ said Stephen. ‘The
Lafayette is very likely the last boat that will sail for America
for a long while.’

Brunet walked quictly on, breathing in the smell of face-
powder, he looked up and noticed some tarnished gilt letters
affixed to a balcony: war had come: it was there, in the depths
of that luminous haze, inscribed for all to see on the walls of
that frail city: it was an arrested explosion that had split the
rue Royale: people passed and did not see it: but Brunet saw
it. It bad always been there, but people were not yet aware of
it. Brunet had thought: ‘The sky will fall upon our heads.’
The city was in the act of falling, he had seen the houses as
they really were; petrified collapse. Above that elegant shop
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were tons of stone, and each stone, interlocking with the rest,
had been falling steadily for fifty years past; a heavier thrust,
and the columns would swell and reel and splinter into gashes;
the plate-glass window would be smashed; cartloads of stone
would hurtle into the cellar, and overwhelm the stores of
merchandise. They have ten-thousand-pounder bombs. Bru-
net’s heart contracted: just now, upon those symmetrical
fagades, there had been a human smile shining through the
powdered gold of evening. It had vanished: a hundred tons
of stonc: men wandering about among poised avalanches.
Soldiers among the ruins — he would be killed, perhaps. He
saw the blackish furrows on Zizette’s plastered cheeks. Dusty
walls, blank walls with yawning gaps in them, strips of blue
and yellow paper dangling here and there, and leprous patches
everywhere: red tiles among the wreckage, upthrusting weeds
between the flagstones. Then lines of timbered huts; encamp-
ments. In time vast monotonous barracks would come into
being, like the buildings on the outer boulevards. Brunet
shuddered: ‘I love Paris,” he thought with anguish. The vision
vanished, and the city encompassed him once more. Brunet
stopped: he was overwhelmed by a vague feeling of defeatism,
and he thought: ‘If only there were no such thing as war! If
only war need not exist!” And he gazed avidly at the great
arched gateways, Driscoll’s glittering shop window, the royal-
blue hangings of the Brasseric Weber. Then he felt ashamed,
walked on, and thought: ‘I am too fond of Paris.” Like
Pilniak, in Moscow, who had been too fond of ancient churches.
The Party rightly distrusts intellectuals. Death is imprinted
upon man, and ruin upon objects; other men will come and
rebuild Paris, and rebuild the world. I shall say to him: ‘So
you want peace at any price?’ I shall speak gently, looking
straight into his eyes, and I shall say: ‘Women must not be
allowed to interfere with us. This is not the moment to pester
men with their follies.’

‘I wish I were a man,’ said Odette.

Mathieu raised himself on one elbow. He was already
deeply tanned. Smiling, he asked: ‘So that you might play at
soldiers ?’

Odette blushed. ‘Oh no,’ she retorted. ‘But I find it silly to
be 2 woman at this moment.’
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‘It can’t be very comfortable,” he agreed.

She looked, as she often did, like a parakeet: the words she
used always came back against her. And yet she felt that
Mathieu could not justly have found fault with her, if she had
been able to convey her real meaning: the point was that men
always upset her when they talked about war in her presence.
They were not natural, they displayed too much assurance,
as though they wanted to make her understand that this was
a man’s affair, and yet they always looked as though they
expected something from her; a sort of judgement, because
she was a woman and could not fight, and because she remained
above the fray. What could she say to them? Stay ? Go ? It was
not for her to decide, just because she could not go. Perhaps
she ought to say: ‘Do what you wish.” But what if they had
no preference? She stood apart, she pretended not to under-
stand them, she produced coffee and liqueurs for them, and
listened to their heated talk. She sighed, picked up a handful of
sand, and let it trickle, warm and white, on to her tanned leg.
The beach was deserted, the sea sparkled and rustled. On the
wooden balcony of the Provengal three young women in beach
trousers were having tea. Odette closed her eyes. She lay on
the sand, enveloped in a dateless, ageless heat: the heat of her
childhood days, when she closed her eyes, lying on that same
sand, and played at being a salamander in the depths of a huge
red-blue flame. The same heat, the same damply caressing
swim-suit — which always seemed to be steaming in the sun-
shine; the same scorching sand against the back of her neck:
in other years she melted into the sea and sky and sand, she
no longer distinguished the present from the past. -She sat up,
wide-eyed: today there was a real present: there was a pain in
the pit of her stomach: there was Mathieu, tanned and naked,
sitting cross-legged on his white wrap. Mathieu was silent.
She would so have liked to be silent too. But if she did not
force him to speak to her directly, she lost him: he would
politely acquiesce, just so far as to make a little speech in his
resonant, rather rasping voice, and then he was off, leaving his
body in pledge, a very lithe, athletic body. If only he had been
absorbed in pleasant thoughts: but he looked straight ahead
with a heartrending expression on his face, while his large
hands were busily constructing a sand pie. The pie dissolved,
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and the hands unweariedly remoulded it: Mathieu did not
once look at his hands: at last she could bear it no longer.

‘You can’t make pies with dry sand,” said Odette. ‘Even
children know that.’

Mathieu burst out laughing,

‘What are you thinking about?’ asked Odette.

‘I’ve got to write to Ivich,” he replied, ‘and I don’t know
what to say.’

‘I’'m surprised at that,” she answered with a short laugh.
‘You send her pages.’

‘I know I do. But some fools have frightened her. She has
taken to resding the newspapers and she doesn’t understand
what’s going on: she wants me to explain. It’s going to be an
awkward business. She mixes up the Czechs and the Albanians,
and she thinks that Prague is by the sea.’

‘How very Russian,’ said Odette drily.

Mathieu grimaced and did not answer, and Odette began to
feel hostile. He added with a smile: ¢ What complicates every-
thing is that she’s furiously angry with me.’

‘Why?’ she asked.

‘Because I'm French. She was living quietly among the
French, and here they are suddenly proposing to go to war.
She thinks it’s abominable.’

‘Well, really!’ said Odette indignantly.

Mathieu assumed a bland expression. ‘Put yourself in her
place,’ he said quietly. ‘She disapproves of us because we are
putting ourselves in a position where we risk being killed or
wounded! She regards the wounded as tactless sort of people
because they force us to think of their bodies. That’s what she
calls physiological, and she hates anything physiological, both
in herself and others.’

‘Little darling,” murmured Odette.

‘She’s quite sincere,” said Mathieu. ‘She fasts for days
together, because it disgusts her to eat. When she feels sleepy
at night, she drinks coffee to wake herself up.’

Odette did not answer: she thought, ‘A good spanking is
what she wants.” Mathieu was shuffling sand about with a
sentimental sort of air: ‘Never eats, eh ? But I’m sure she keeps
pots of jam hidden in her room. Men are too silly.” Mathieu
had gone back to making sand-pies: he was off again, God

23



knew where, nor for how long: ‘I eat red meat, and sleep when
I feel sleepy,” she thought bitterly. On the balcony of the
Provengal the band was playing the Sérénade Portugaise. There
were three musicians. Italians. The violinist wasn’t too bad:
he closed his eyes when he was playing. Odette felt quite
moved: music in the open air always sounded strange, so
slight and drawn out. Especially at such a moment: a vast
tonnage of heat and war weighed heavily upon sea and sand,
and here were these mouselike noises mounting up into high
heaven. She turned to Mathieu, and was on the point of saying
to him: ‘I like that tune.” But she did not: perhaps Ivich
detested the Sérénade Portugaise.

Mathieu’s hands stopped moving, and the sand pie collapsed.

‘I like that tune,’ he said. ‘ What is it?’

‘It’s the Sérénade Portugaise, said Odette.

Six-ten at Godesberg. The old gentleman waited. At
Angouléme, Marseilles, Ghent, and Dover, they were thinking
to themselves:  What is he doing ? Has he come down? Is he
talking to Hitler?” Perhaps even then the two of them were in
process of arranging a settlement. So they waited. In the draw-
ing-room with the half-closed shutters the old gentleman
waited. He was alone; he belched, and walked towards the
window. The hill sloped down to the river, green and white.
The Rhine was black, like a tarred road after rain. The old
gentleman belched again, there was a sour taste in his mouth.
He began to drum on the window, and scared flies darted
round him. It was a white and dusty heat, a pompous, scepti-
cal, antiquated heat, a high-collared heat of the time of Freder-
ick II: and in the midst of it an elderly Englishman was waiting
wearily, an elderly Englishman of the time of Edward VII,
while all the rest of the world belonged to 1938. At Juan-les-
Pins, at five-ten on 23 September 1938, a large lady in a white
linen frock sat down in a deck-chair, took off her blue spec-
tacles and began to read the paper. It was the Petit-Nigois,
Odette Delorme could read the large type headline; ‘Keep
calm’, and, with an effort, she deciphered the sub-title: ‘Mr
Chamberlain sends a message to Hitler.” And she said to her-
self: ‘Do 1 really hate war?” And she thought: ‘No, not all the
way.’ For if she had done, she would have leapt out of her
chair, rushed to the railway-station crying: ‘Don’t go! Stay at
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home!’ She saw herself for an instant erect, arms outstretched,
and crying out, ‘Don’t go!’ and she felt dizzy. Then she
reflected with relief that she was incapable of so gross an indis-
cretion. Not all the way. A decent woman, a Frenchwoman,
sensible and discreet, with many duties, with one particular
duty never to think anything out for herself. At Laon, in an
ill-lit room, a frantic girl rejected war with her whole being,
blindly, doggedly. Odette said: ‘ War is a dreadful thing!’ and
she added, ‘I keep on thinking of the poor fellows who must
go.” But she really had no thoughts as yet, she waited placidly:
she knew she would soon be told all that she must think and
say and do. When her father had been killed, in 1917, people
bad said to her: He was a fine fellow, you must be brave; she
had very soon learnt to wear her mourning veils with a sort of
jaunty melancholy, and look at people with the ingenuous eyes
of a war-orphan. In 1924 her brother had been wounded in
Morocco, he had come back lamed, and people used to say to
Odette: ‘He’s a fine fellow, you must be careful not to pity
him’; and Jacques had said to her, a few years afterwards:
‘It’s very odd, I thought Etienne had more strength of mind,
he has never got used to his disability, he has grown em-
bittered.” Jacques would go, Mathieu would go, and all would
be well, she was sure of that. For the moment the newspapers
still wavered: Jacques said: ‘It would be a silly war’, and
Candide said: ‘We are not going to war because the Sudeten
Germans want to wear white stockings.” But very soon the
country would come together into one vast chorus of approval:
the Chambers would unanimously approve the Government’s
policy, the Jour would sing the praises of our heroic poilus.
Jacques would say to her: ‘The workers are splendid’: the
passers-by would smile in sanctimonious complicity: it would
be war, Odette too would approve, and start knitting woollen
helmets. He was there, he appeared to be listening to the music,
he knew what he really ought to think, but he did not say it.
He wrote letters twenty pages long to Ivich to explain the
situation. To Odette he explained nothing at all.

‘What are you thinking about?’

Odette started. ‘Nothing . . . nothing at all.”

‘You don’t play fair,” said Mathieu. ‘I answered your
question.’

23



She bent her head and smiled: but she did not want to talk.
He appeared to be quite alert at the moment; he was looking
at her.

‘What’s the matter ?* she asked in a tone of annoyance.

He did not answer. He laughed with an air of surprise.

‘Have you just noticed I exist?’ said Odette. ‘I suppose it
gave you quite a shock. Is that it?* "

When Mathieu laughed, he screwed up his eyes, and looked
like a Chinese child.

‘Do you suppose you can escape notice?” he asked.

‘I’m not very exciting,” said Odette.

‘No. Nor very communicative either. Added to which you
do what you can to help people to forget you. Well, you don’t
succeed; even when you’re absolutely quiet and withdrawn,
look at the sea, and keep as quiet as 2 mouse, it is obvious that
you are there. It just happens like that. On the stage they call
it “presence’: some actors have it, and some haven’t. You
have.’

Odette flushed. ‘You have been spoilt by your Russian
friends,” she said quickly. ‘Presence must be a very Slavic
quality. But I don’t think it’s in my line.’

Mathieu eyed her gravely.

‘What exactly is in your line ?* he asked.

Odette felt her eyes getting a little out of control, and begin
to flutter in their sockets. She steadied them, and fixed her
gaze on her bare feet with their lacquered nails. She did not
like discussing herself.

‘’m a bourgeois,” she said gaily. ‘A French bourgeois,
nothing very interesting.’

This was obviously not conclusive enough, so she added
forcibly, to clinch the conversation: ‘A nonentity.’

Mathieu did not answer. She looked at him out of the
corner of her eye: his hands were scraping up the sand again.
Odette wondered what kind of brick she had dropped. In any
case, he might have protested a little, if only from politeness.

Ina moment or two she heard his rich, husky voice: ‘It must
be rather trying to feel a nonentity, eh?’

‘One gets used to it,” said Odette.

‘I suppose so. I haven’t yet.’

‘But you aren’t a2 nonentity,” she said briskly.
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Mathieu stared at his sand-pie. This time it was an excellent
and solid pie. With a blow of his hand he swept it into ruin.

‘We are all nonentities,” he said, and laughed.

‘How depressing you are,” said Odette.

‘Not more so than other people. These threats of war have
got on all our nerves a bit.’

She raised her eyes and was about to speak, but was met
by a calm affectionate look. And she was silent. Nonentities:
a man and a woman looking at each other on a beach. And
war was there, all round them: it had entered into them, and
transformed them into the semblance of everybody else. He
feels he’s a nonentity, he looks at me, and smiles, but it’s not
me he’s smiling at, it’s a nonentity. He demanded nothing of
her, except to be silent and anonymous, as usual. Better say
nothing: if she had said to him: ‘You aren’t a noneatity, you
are handsome, strong, romaatic, not at all like anybody else’ -
and if he had believed it, he would then have slipped between
her fingers, and drifted away into his dreams, he would per-
haps have fallen in love with another woman, that Russian
girl, for instance, who drank coffee to keep herself awake. A
stab of pride stirred her into speech. ‘It will be dreadful this
time,” she said rapidly.

‘It will be flat folly,” said Mathieu. ‘They’ll destroy
everything within reach. Paris, London, Rome. . . . Just
imagine the result!’

Paris, Rome, London. And Jacques’s white and homely villa
by the seashore. Odette shuddered: she looked at the sea. The
sea was now no more than a glittering expanse of vapour: a
water-skier, tanned and naked, crouched forward, sped past,
towed by a motor-boat. No human agency could destroy
that luminous sheen.

‘That at least will be left to us,’ she said.

‘What?’

‘That — the sea.’

Mathieu shook his head. *No,’ he said. ‘not even that.”

She looked at him with surprise: she did not always quite
understand what he meant. She thought of asking him, but
suddenly she felt that she must go. She leapt to her feet, put on
her sandals, and flung her wrap round her.

“What are you doing ?* asked Mathieu.
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‘I must go,’ she said.

‘Did it suddenly come over you?’

‘I’ve just remembered that I promised Jacques some a//lo&
this evening. Madeleine won’t be able to manage it by
herself.’

‘You never stay long in the same place, anyway,” said
Mathieu. ¢ Well, I shall have another swim.’

She walked up the sandy steps, and when she reached the
terrace she turned. Mathieu was running down to the sea.
‘He’s right,” she thought. ‘I’'m fidgety. Always on the move,
always making a fresh start, always trying to get away from
something.” As soon as she felt she liked a place a little, she
became uneasy, she felt guilty and insecure. She looked at the
sea, and thought: ‘I’m always afraid.” Behind her, a hundred
yards away, there was Jacques’s villa, a buxom Madeleine, the
ailloli to be made, reasons for living, meals: she walked on.
She would say to Madeleine: ‘How is your mother today?’
And Madeleine would answer, with a faint sniff: ‘Just about
the same,’ and Odette would say: ¢ You must make her a little
soup, and take some of the white of the chicken ~ cut a wing
off before you serve it, she’ll like that,” and Madeleine would
answer: ‘Indeed she won’t touch anything, madame.’ But
Odette would take the chicken, and she herself would cut off
a wing, and that would be a reason for being alive. ‘Not evea
that!’ She threw a final glance at the sea. ‘He said: “Not even
that™.” And yet it was so geatle, so like the sky upside down,
what could they do to damage it? Oily, viscous, coffee-hued,
flat, monotonous, the sea of every day, smelling of iodine and
medicaments, their sea, their breeze, at a charge of a hundred
francs a day: he raised himself on his elbows and looked at
the children playing on the grey sand, little Simone Chassieux
laughing and limping about, her left leg clamped into an
orthopaedic boot. Near the stairway there was a small boy
he did not know, a new arrival, no doubt, fearfully emaciated,
and with enormous ears; he had put a finger in his nose and
was gravely eyeing three little girls who were making sand-
pies. He hunched his narrow, pointed shoulders and flexed his
knees, but his bulbous torso remained as rigid as stone. Cor-
sets, of course. Tuberculous scoliosis. ‘ He must be crazy into
the bargain.’
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