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‘All we have is our hlstory, and it does not belong to us.
— José Ortega y Gasset

‘Yes. They ll forget us. Such is our fate there isno

help for it. What seems to us serious, significant, very
important, will one day be forgotten or will seem
unimportant. And it’s curlous that ‘we can’t posmbly tell
what exactly will be | orta:
and what will seem pe
be that our pre
in tlme seem'-\- S




jety’s ‘sayable’ and our unsayable

e, egu]fbetwcends?:remediable. It was something we
nq fo us norrmll and 1 feel, deep inside, alone watching
q de. seerr:fn't think but only feel, deep
-‘asn?nd Cozllf/]less -
tlin:: Br e had had more than enOUgh. of Algeria, OAkS
e al‘ts‘ P Paris windowsills, the Petit-Clamart attack.
late pomb$ O“f aking up to the news of a coup by unknown
bidor' E"Oughohwt disrupted the march towards peace and
Dsjg eneiialtse:maination'. They had got used to the ideas of
Nugj, tself_ eendence and the legitimacy of the FLN, learned
h the mde:ames of its leaders, Ben Bella and Ferhat. Abb?s.
The 'tltl}feir desire for happiness and tranquility talllc?d V?rlth
One the introduction of a principle of justice: dec-olomza.ltl.on,
1and previously unthinkable. Howe\.fer,.they Stlll. exhlbljced
2s much fear as ever, or at best indifference, in relation
Sing 0 ‘the Arabs’, whom they avoided and ignored. They
2ed- could not be reconciled to sharing streets with individ-
it to uals whose brothers had murdered Frenchmen across
rere the Mediterranean. And the immigrant worker, when
>op he passed a French man or woman on the street, knew
not more quickly and clearly than they that he wore the face
101 of the enemy. That ‘Arabs’ lived in slums, laboured on
t to assembly lines or at the bottom of pits, that their October
in demonstratiomwas outlawed, then suppressed with the
yin lI)DOSt ¢xtreme violence, and that a hundred of them had
n- s::;eglmwn i.nto the Seine, not that we knew — this
i learned ‘t;)hbe in the nature of things. (Later, when we
e una o2t Pad happened on 17 October 1961, we were
nf-‘ nothing ¢ ;jey tWélat we had known at the time, recalling
o’ O Universit P Walmy weather and the imminent return
?e though e &?.:ate : fslt the unease of ot baving known,
;r keep US in the darlll | ;ilfi? press had done everything to

f there were no making up for



‘ _And try a : 4
gt ignorantc ar;its)llze:ccee bet:\’eenyOcStovl\)r:rf:IEh.t‘ We Cw;)fﬂ‘ﬂﬂ
es
WOUIS Zze:loggrians by Gaullist police and thee:to § i Wﬂ'?d
attac’ S OAS militants the following February ";ik "firls ‘i\m
nine dead crushed against the {'alllng‘s of the Chargy, ¢ gb‘”’ f
Métro station bore no comparison with the “nCOusz iﬁe baﬂl
dead of the Seine.) i ¢ : he

Nobody asked whether the Ev1a.n Accords were 3 td ¢ Ga\l

tory or a defeat. They prought relief and the beginnilc‘ But
of forgetting. We did not concern ourselves with w;: se gtif‘e
would happen next for the Pieds-Noirs and the Harl:l e
in Algeria, or the Algerians in France. We hoped t, is 2 i
to Spain the following summer —a real bargain, aCCOrgd“ mdvaﬂ
ing to everyone who'd been there. d ivas é

. ed

_ People were accustomed to violence and separati dn’re
in the world. East/West, Khrushchev the muZhikl; suas |
Kennedy the leading man, Peppone/Don  Camill ‘; i
JEC/UEC, L'Humanité/L'Aurore, Franco/Tito, Cath 0, or |
Commies. Under cover from the Cold War’ - ofs{ ente
i : y 4 elt \

lcalm. Outsu!e of union speeches with their codified vio- ;0?1

ence, they did not complain, having made up their mi a
to be kept by the state, listen to Jean No hupt s e
the radio each night cher moralize on say

y 4 :
anything. Wh ght, and not see the strikes amount © fro
e ﬁa 1 eI;}hey voted yes in the October referen- iy
’ s less from a : :

Republic through u]nivdesue to elect the president of the &
wish to keep de Gaulle ersal suffrage than from a secte or
end of time. president for life, if not until t th
W
tl

Meanwhj e
the transistcl)ll’c.:,\/‘:f: it,udled for our BAs while listening®
Marienbad, Bergma i t? see Cléo from 5 to 7, Last Year ¥
Léo Ferré, Barh n, Bufiuel and Italian films. Welo*
» Barbara, Jean Ferrat, Leny Escudero "



“Par atiop
Muzhik,
Camil,
Cathos/
they felt
fied vio-
'r minds
alize on
ount 10
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t of the

| secr ef

4 til the

- Nougaro. We read Hara-Kiri. We felt nothing
. common with the yé-yés, who said Hitler, never heard
ln})im’ and their idols, who were even younger than we:
;i (s with pigtails and songs for the school playground;
a boy who bellowed and writhed on the floor of the stage.
We had the feeling they'd never catch up to us. Next
m, we were old. Perhaps we too would die under

Claud

to the

de Gaulle.
But we were not adults. Sexual life remained clan-

destine and rudimentary, haunted by the spectre of ‘an
accident’. No one was supposed to have a sex life before
marriage. Boys believed their lewd innuendos displayed
advanced erotic science, but all they knew how to do
was ejaculate on an area of the girl’s body to which she
directed him, for the sake of caution. No one knew for
sure whether or not they were still virgins. Sexuality
was a poorly resolved matter on which girls held forth
for hours in residence rooms no boy was allowed to
enter. They did their reading, pored through Kinsey to
convince themselves of the legitimacy of pleasure. They
had inherited their mothers’ shame about sex. There
were still men’s words and women’s words. Girls did not
say ‘come’ or ‘cock’, or anything at all. They recoiled
from naming the organs except (o say ‘vagina’ or ‘penis’
in a special toneless voice. The boldest of them stole out
to see a counsellor at Family Planning, an underground
organizétion, and were prescribed rubber diaphragms
that they struggled to insert.

They had no idea that the boys they attended lectures
with were frightened of their bodies, that ifthey answered
their most innocent questions with monosyllables,
it was not from contempt but from fear. of the inber—
ent complications of their snap-jaw bellies. All th.mgs
considered, they preferred to quietly beat off at night.
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Having failed to panic in time, somewhere in a pipe.
wood or on the sands of the Costa Brava, one say time
stand still before a pair of underpants whose crotch hyg
remained spotless for days. ‘It’ had to be got rid of, one
way or another. Rich girls went to Switzerland, otherg
to the kitchen of an unspecialized, unknown WOmap
with a probe boiled in a stewpot. The fact of having reaq
Simone de Beauvoir was of no use except to confirm the
misfortune of having a womb. So, like sick people, three
weeks out of four girls took their temperatures to cal-
culate the risks, and lived in two different times. One
was everybody’s time, with class presentations and hol-
idays; the other, fickle and treacherous, liable to stop at
any moment, was the deadly time ruled by their blood.

In lecture halls, professors in neckties explained
writers’ works by way of their biographies. They said
‘Monsieur’ André Malraux and ‘Madame’ Yourcenar,
out of respect for the living persons, and taught us
only dead authors. We didn’t dare quote Freud, fear-
ing sarcasm and bad marks. We barely even mentioned
Bachelard and Studies in Human Time by Georges Poulet,
believed we showed great independence of mind by
declaring at the start of a presentation ‘labels must be
rejected’ or ‘Sentimental Education was the first modern
novel’. Friends gave each other books as gifts and wrote
dedications on the flyleaves. It was the time of Kafka,
Dostoevsky, Virginia Woolf, and Lawrence Durrell.

We discovered the nouveau roman of Butor, Robbe-
Grillet, Sollers, and Sarraute, which we wanted to like,
but it didn’t offer us enough help with our lives,

We preferred texts with words and sentences that
summarized existence, our own and those of delivery-
men and cleaning ladies in housing estates, from whom




et ourselves ap:frt because, unlike them, we ‘asked

elves questions. We needed words that contained
explanations of Fhe worlfi an‘d self, dictated morality:
lienation and its satellites ‘bad faith’ and ‘bad con-
science’s ymmanence’ and ‘transcendence’. We measured
everything in terms of ‘authenticity’. Were it not for fear
of quarrelling with our parents, who heaped opprobrium
in equal measure on divorcés and Communists, we
would have joined the Party. In a café one night, as one
sat amidst the noise and smoke, the entire setting abrupt-
Iy lost its meaning. One felt an outsider, without past or
future: ‘a useless passion’.

In March the days grew long and our winter clothes
too warm. It wasn't only summer that was on its way but
life itself, without shape or design. We walked to classes
repeating to ourselves: time is out of joint, life is a tale
told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. With
friends we discussed our preferred method of suicide:
with sleeping pills, in a sleeping bag, in the Sierra de

Guadalajara.

ours

On Sundays in the mid-1960s, our parents took
advantage of the student’s presence — home for the week-
end with laundry — to invite friends and family to a meal.
The table talk revolved around the arrival of a super-
market, the building of a public pool, the Repault 4L
and the Citroén Ami 6. Those who had televisions held
forth on the physical attributes of ministers and talk
show hostesses, discussing celebrities as if they ll.VCd
next door. The fact of having watched Raymond Oliver

: k flambé, a medical programme
prepare pepper stea ;
with Dr Igor Barrere and 36 chandelles appeared to gran
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them a superior right to speak. Before the Stiffeg NG 0
indifference of those who did not have teleViSion: ang {tb"’ 5
knew nothing about Zitrone, Anne-Marije peysSonanq eeﬁ)oe
the baby doll put through a meat grinder by Je 0p d:)tﬂeof;j
Christophe Averty, the others returned to subjectsan\ Se": tbu
common interest: the best way to prime rabbjt. the bengf £” pof :
fits of civil servants, and which local butcher g 0 Le“_
served the customer best. They spoke of the yeay 200&’ 4009 ;
calculated the age they would be and their chanceg - uﬂO‘
being alive. They took pleasure in imagining life o the gou b :
end of the century, with meals replaced by pills, robof the "Ot
doing all the work, and houses on the moon. They dig pirth
not talk for long, for no one cared how life would be in felt OV
forty years, see if we’re alive, for starters! pack t
With a sense of necessary sacrifice — for the guests, ﬁ retull
who raved about our studies, and our parents, who gave much
us pocket money and washed and ironed our clothes tell to
— of hours one could have spent reading 7The Waves by
Virginia Woolf or Jean Stoetzel’s Sociology and Social
Psychology, we joined the conversation awkwardly and
with good grace. We could not help but notice their way
of mopping gravy off a plate unti] it was clean, shak-
ing a cup to dissolve the Sugar, uttering the words ‘ 1§
high-ranking person’ with 2 hush of respect, and sud- lie 1
denly we saw the family miljey from the outside as a upg
closed world that was no longer ours, The jdeas that boy
possessed us were alien to illness and factory layoffs, sky
vegetables to be planted with the waxing moon, and all gir
the other subjects discussed at the table. Hence our deci- is |
sion not to talk about ourselves and our Studies, careful th
not to contradict them on any subject. T declare we B,
were unsure of getting a good job or teaching later might
demolish their beliefs, insult them and make Hicmidtbt H
our abilities. o
80
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pany was no longer enraged by memories

e Occupation and the bombing. No one revived

of “motions of yesteryear. When at the end of the meal

;l:):neone said, ‘There’s ar{other one the Krauts won't
mply quoting.

et they were si
For us t00, the great post-war Sundays, Fleur de Paris

and Le petit vin blanc belonged to another time, to child-
hood, which we had no desire to hear anything about. If
an uncle tried to bring it up, ‘Remember when I taught

ou how to ride a bike?’ we found him old. Immersed in
the voices, the words and expressions we'd heard since
birth but which no longer came to us spontaneously, we
felt ourselves drift on hazy images of other Sundays,
back to the times-before whose tales were told when we
returned to the table for dessert, out of breath from too
much play, and listened to the yarns no one bothered to

tell today.

The com

In this black-and-white photo, in the foreground,

lie three girls and a boy, on their stomachs; only their
upper bodies are visible. Behind them are two other
boys. One stands, leaning OVer, silhouetted against the
sky. The other, kneeling, appears to annoy onc of the
girls with his arm, which is extended. In the background
is a valley, submerged in 2 kind of mist. On the back of

the photo: University Campus. Vont-Saint-Aignan. June 63.

Brigitte, Alain, Annie, Gérald, Annie, Ferrid. ‘ ;
She is the girl in the middle, the most womanly.
Her hair is combed George Sand-style in flat bands on

either side of a centre parting. Her broad shoulders are
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bare, and her clenched fists emerge oddly frq
her torso. No glasses. The photo was taken
interval between the sitting of exams and the
ment of their results. It was a time of sleep
long discussions in bars, rented rooms in to
on naked skin, on the verge of reckless, to the Straj

. : ng
of La Javanaise. A time of deep sleeps in the afternogpg
from which she emerged with the guilty feeling of by,
ing removed herself from the world, as on the day whep
she awakened to learn the Tour de France and Jacqueg
Anquetil had passed hours before. She joined the party
and was bored. The girls on either side of her in the pho-
to belong to the bourgeoisie. She doesn't feel like one of
them. She is stronger and more independent. By spend-
ing too much time with them, accompanying them to
surboums, she feels she demeans herself. Nor does she
think she has anything in common, not any longer,
with the working-class world of her childhood and her
parents’ small business. She has gone over to the other
side but she cannot say of what. The life behind her is
made up of disjointed images. She feels she is nowhere,
‘inside’ nothing except knowledge and literature.

At this moment in time, no inventory could be made
of the girl’s abstract knowledge or of what she has read.
The degree in modern literature she is about to receive is
only a vague indicator of level. She is a voracious reader
of existentialism and surrealism, has read Dostoevsky,
Kafka, all of Flaubert, and is also passionate about new
writing, Le Clézio and the nouveau roman, as it only
recent books could provide an accurate view of the
here and now. e

It seems to her that education is more thap Jjust a way
to escape poverty. It is a weapon of choice agajnst stag-
nation in a kind of feminine condition that argyges her

m beneat

announc i
less nights
W, Caregge,
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the tendency to lose oneself in a man, which she
as eXperience(.i (cf. th§ school photo from five years be-
fore) and of which -she is ashamed. She feels no desire to
marry or have children. Mothering and the life of the
mind seem incompatible. In any case, she’s sure to be 3
pad mother. Her ideal is the union libre in the poem by
André Breton.

At times, she feels weighed down by the quantity of
her learning. Her body is young and her thinking is old.
In her diary she writes that she feels ‘hypersaturated
with all-purpose ideas and theories’, that she is ‘looking
for another language’ and ‘longs to return to an origi-
nal purity’. She dreams of writing in a language no one
knows. Words are ‘little embroidery stitches around a
tablecloth of night’. Other sentences contradict this lassi-
tude: ‘Tam a will and a desire’. She does not say for what.

pity’

She sees the future as a great red staircase, the one
in a Soutine painting reproduced in the journal Lectures
pour Tous. She cut it out and hung it on the wall of her
residence room.

She sometimes lingers over images of her childhood,
the first day of school, a funfair in the rubble, holidays
at Sotteville-sur-Mer, etc. She also imagines herself
in twenty years trying to remember the discussions of
today — everyone’s — on Communism, suicide, and con-
traception. The woman of twenty years from now is an
idea, a ghost. She will never live to be that age.

To see her in the photo, a handsome S(.)lld girl, one
would never suspect that more than anything, she fears
going mad. Only writing — or perhaps a man — lian.proa
tect her from that, if only momentarily. She begins

novel in which images past and present, h.er dre‘afnshat
night and visions of the future, alternate with an ‘I who
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is her double, detached from herself
She is convinced that she has no ‘personality,

There is no relation between her
though traces of the latter remain fixed ip rlstofy.
by the grey weather and sensation of ¢olq on Jing
(the miners’ strike), by clammy humidi One Wy
weekend (the death of Pope John XXIII), by a frien:,n
remark, ‘World war will begin in two days’ (the Cuba:
Missile Crisis), the night at a national students’ Unioy
dance that coincided with the coup d’état by Genery,
Salan, Challe, etc. The time of current even

£, no mop
than that of sensationalistic news items, which she dis-

credit. Comfortable with novelty, NCo consum

. they took pride in
using the vacuum cleaner and electric hair B
er. Curiosity prevailed over distrygt. e discoverel
the raw and the flambé, Steak tartypa et scove 5
spices and ketchup, fish fingers durpyives

and instang
O—
zen peas, hearts of palm, aftershaye, mash, fr
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h, and Canigou dog food. The traditional Coop and
listere shops m.ade way for supermarkets, where
customers delighted in touching the merchandise before

aying for it. We feflt free. We didn’t ask anyone for any-
thing. Every evening, the Galeries Barbés department
store welcomed buyers to a free country-style buffet.
young middle-class couples purchased distinction with
a Hellem cafetiére, Eau sauvage by Dior, a shortwave ra-
dio and hi-fi, venetian blinds, burlap wall-covering, a
teak living room set, a Dunlopillo mattress, a secretaire
or ‘bureau cabinet’, furniture whose names, until then,
they had only seen in novels. They frequented antique
shops, entertained with smoked salmon, avocado stuffed
with shrimp, meat fondues. They read Playboy, Lui,
Barbarella, Le Nouvel Observateur, Teilhard de Chardin,
Planéte. They daydreamed over listings for apartments
of grand standing with walk-in closets, in sparkling new
apartment buildings. Hiding their anxiety, they took
their first plane trip and were moved to see the green
and gold squares below. They lost their tempers with the
phone company because they were still waiting for the
service they’d ordered a whole year earlier. Others saw
no point in having a phone and continued going to the
post office, where the counter clerk dialed the number

they were calling and sent them to a booth.
People were never bored. They wanted the full bene-

fit of everything.

Fami

ar booklet Thoughts for 1955, the future
y and dirty work would be per-
formed by robots, and everyone w’ould have actc):etsst 1::
culture and knowledge. We werent sur;: 'how, ued .
st heart transplant i Bty ofdeath.
bring us one step Cl0S€T

In the popul
seemed bright. Heav
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The profusion of things concealed the Scarg;

ideas and the erosion of beliefs. ty of

Young teachers used the Lagarde et Michg
their own school days, gave out stars for
mance, and assigned term papers. They Joined yp;,
which asserted in every newsletter, ‘We have the Poy,
Rivette’s The Nun was banned, while er

rd fro

Sartre and de Beauvoir refused to appe
(but nobody cared). Worn-out values an
gered on. Later, remembering the nice

Nounours the bear saying Night-night, children, we would

feel that de Gaulle himself had tucked us into bed each
night.

mountains and up
led from the city
Nanterre, they sh

from valleys, Students were expel-
céntre to campuses in the hills. In
ared the same muq a5 new arrivals

The thing most forbidden, the Onewe’d never b eligaiad

ecame le al' . ’t
dare ask the doctor for a prescriptio. . oo e didn

Ml SPUons and; the  dogter
didn'’t offer, especially if one was

Dtmarrjeq _ that 1d
be indecent. We strongly sensed that With the piHoluife

good Perfoﬁ

g,
: er
Otica could j,
bought by mail order from the publisher Terraip Vagye
ar on televisi()n
d languages lin-
growly vojce of

~ Lemaire W

had just e
watched u
soldiers, ¢
thought ¢
intO ViCt()
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ever be the same again. We'd be so free in our

n ;
woul was frightening. Free as a man.

podies it

Young people all over the world were making them-
selves heard with violence. In the Vietnam War they
saw grounds for revolt and in Mao’s Hundred Flowers
reasons to dream. There was an awakening of pure
joy, expressed by the Beatles. Just listening to them,
you wanted to be happy. With Antoine, Nino Ferrer,
and Dutronc, zaniness was gaining popularity. Full-
fledged adults pretended to ignore it, listening instead
to the Tirlipot game show on RTL, Maurice Biraud on
Europe 1, and Saint-Granier’s minute of common sense.
They compared the beauty of the television newswomen
and discussed whether Mireille Mathieu or Georgette
Lemaire would be the new Piaf. The troubles in Algeria
had just ended. They were sick and tired of war, and
watched uneasily as Israeli tanks mowed down Nasser’s
soldiers, confused by the return of a question they had
thought settled, and by the transformation of victims

into victors.

Because summers had started to resemble each other,
and caring only for oneself was more and more of a drag;
because the self-realization imperative was taking us no-
where fast, by dint of solitudeand discussions in the same
cafés; because youth had come to feel like a vaguc and
cheerless time whose end we could not S€¢; and because
we'd noted the social superiority of couples over Sin-
gles — we fell in love more purposefully and, aided by:
moment’s lack of attention to the Ogino calendar, fou.n
ourselves married and soon to be parents. The meeting

Q7
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of an egg and a sperm hastened the unfolding _

vidual histories. People finished schoo] by tak-Of Ing;
as teaching assistants, part-time pollsters, and 8)0[,3
tutors. A term in Algeria or Sub-Saharan A fricgrtwate
community work on the state’s behalf wag tempﬁno dy
an adventure and a way of fixing a final deg 83

dline bef
one settled down. Org

Young couples with steady jobs opened bank ,,
counts and took out Cofremca loans to acquire frigg,,
with freezer compartments, dual-fuel ranges, etc, T
were surprised to discover that by the grace of Marriage,
they were poor in the face of al] they lacked, the cost of
which they’d never guessed, nor the necessity, which
now went without saying. Overnight they became aduylts
to whom parents could finally, without fear of rebuke,
impart their knowledge of practicalities: saving money,
caring for children, washing floors. How proud and pe-
culiar one felt to be called ‘Madame’ with a name not
one’s own. Sustenance, the twice-daily feeding circuit,
became an abiding concern. Diligently we began to pa-
tronize places we’'d never really gone before, the Casino
supermarket, the grocery section of Prisunic, and the
Nouvelles Galeries. The Vague desire for the carefree
kind of life we'd had before — to g0 to a film or out with
friends at night — dwindled with the arrival of the baby.
As we sat in the dark cinema, watching Agnés Vardas
s always on our mind, so little and $0

alone in his cradle, and we rushed to him the moment we
got in, relieved to see him breathing, Peacefully asleep
with his small fists closed. So we bought 5 television, thus
completing the process of social integratiop, On Sunday
afternoons, we watched 7pe Aeronayys and Bewitched:
Space shrank, time took on a regular rhythm, carved up

hey
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o work schedules, the day nursery, bath time, 7, Magi
Roundabout and Saturday shopping. We discovered gucz
ioys of order. Our melancholy at seeing a personal proj-
ect fade into the distance — painting, writing, or maIl)(inJ
music — was compensated by the satisfactions of contrib%
uting to the family project.

With a swiftness that astounded us, we were formin
tiny cells, impermeable and sedentary. Young couplei
and new parents were invited to each other’s homes.
Unmarried people, oblivious to monthly bills, tiny
Gerber jars, and Dr Spock, were viewed as an immature
species whose freedom of movement vaguely offended.

We never thought to assess our experience in the
light of world events or politicians’ speeches, but did
allow ourselves the pleasure of voting against de Gaulle.
Instead we chose a dashing candidate whose name some-
how plunged us back into the years of French Algeria,
Frangois Mitterrand. In the humdrum routine of per-
sonal existence, History did not matter. We were simply
happy or unhappy, depending on the day.

The more immersed we were in work and family, said
to be reality, the greater was our sense of unreality.

On sunny afternoons, from their benches in the par-k,
young women exchanged views on nappies and chil-
dren’s nutrition, while keeping an eye on the 'sanflbox.
The gossip and secrets of adolescence, when girls inter-
minably walked each other home, seemed very far in
the past. That life from before (three years ago at most)
seemed unbelievable. They regretted not having takci
en greater advantage of it. They had f:nterecjj t(l;e LaS\:S
of Worry over food, laundry, and c%uldhoo. 1seta;1 =
They had never imagined resembling their mo
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but now were picking up where they had e
possessed greater levity, offhandedness fostereq
Second Sex and the Moulinex Liberates Womay,

unlike their mothers, they denied the valy

ftoﬁ‘T

by 7,
advert. ;

|
¢ of thip

they nonetheless felt obliged to do without knowing whys

With the characteristic anxiety and fervour of youp
married couples, we invited the in-laws for lunch, to shoy
them how nicely settled we were (and with so much moy
taste than our siblings). After we’d had them admir
the venetian blinds, touch the velvet chesterfield, expe-
rience the power of the hi-fi speakers, and brought oy
the wedding dishes (though a few glasses were missing),
when everyone had found a place at the table and com-
mented on the proper way to eat fondue bourguignonne,
made from arecipe we'd found in £//e, the petit-bourgeois
conversation began, about work, holidays, cars, the
San-Antonio thrillers, the length of Antoine’s hair, the
ugliness of Alice Sapritch, the songs of Dutronc. There
was no escaping the discussion of whether or not it was
more cost-effective for married women to work outside
the home. We made fun of de Gaulle, Frenchman, I un-

derstand you! Vive le Québec libre! (as if being forced intoa
runoff by Mitterrand had unleashed the irreverence and
revealed the senility of the man Le Canard Epcpainé no
longer referred to as anything but ‘Charles Je Ballotté™).
We praised the intelligence and integrity of Mendes
France and speculated on the futures of Giscard d’Es-
taing, Defferre, and Rocard. The table byzzeq with
peacefully disparate and mocking Temarks, about the

12. ‘Charles le Run-offed’, more or less.
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bt yzes, Mauriac a.nd his’ stifled cluck of a laugh, the
oS of MalrauX (to think we’d once imagined him as the
revolutionary Cher-1, whereas now just seeing him in his
grenchcoat at official ceremonies could make anyone
stop believing in literature!).

In the mouths of the middle-aged, allusions to the
war shrank down to personal anecdotes, full of mis-

Jaced vanity, which to those under thirty sounded like

drivel. We felt that’s what commemorative speeches and
wreaths were for. Names from the Fourth Republic,
Bidault, Pinay, brought nothing to our minds except
amazement at the loathing they still aroused (‘that bas-
tard Guy Mollet), from which we deduced that they'd
played a role of some importance. As for Algeria, now
transformed into mission territory, to the financial ad-
vantage of young teachers, the page had turned.

Contraception was too alarming a subject to broach
at family meals, and abortion a word that could not be

spoken.

We changed plates for dessert, quite mortified that
our fondue bourguignonie had not been greeted with the
expected congratulations, but with curiosity and com-
ments that were disappointing at best — considering the
trouble we'd gone to with the sauces — and even a touch
condescending. Coffee was served, the table cleared, and

a game of bridge setup- The whisky raised the volume of

' 's VoI i d his tongue. How
the father-in-law’s vo1c€ and thickene .
was it possible that people still said 7en thousand English

orative.) Generally, a secret agent, a spook; here
ti-OAS agencies who used methods that could not
l—

d by the police or the army.

13. (Slang, P&
meaning an
officially be us€
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0
Jumped into the Thames for not having 4 a‘mb\oc
amidst the new family, saw the faces glo?ped-“ : (fagfbego usicth
tentment, heard the baby crooning, wantinlng Wi c::‘ b‘esb’s Mif ¢
crib, and a sense of impermanence ﬂickerecgl llh frop, hi; W‘d mel i»
We were amazed to be where we were ang e haiou U bo;s 2 alcoﬂs«
we'd desired, a man, a child, an apartment  *\thy 5; i / of!
zbc 10,2 gfaﬂ
cbildt this %
P oy
i pfO ent

m

Cnloy ho?
In the photo, taken indoors, a close-up in by a teleP o
and white, a young woman and a little boy sit side-by- temporaa;

side on a single bed, fitted out with cushions to make 3 painte”
sofa. Behind them is a window with sheer curtains. Ap What_are
African artefact hangs on the wall. The woman wears looking™
an outfit in pale jersey, a twin set and a skirt just above aates the
the knee. Her hair, parted in dark asymmetrical bands, ]Ob-ln ff
accentuates the full oval of the face. Her cheekbones are Thet
lifted in a big smile. Neither her hairstyle nor her out- is alone
fit corresponds to the images one later saw of 1966 or For her
1967. Only the short skirt is consistent with the fash- speakiy
ion launched by Mary Quant. The woman holds the Pram,
child by the shoulder. He is bright-eyed, intelligent- Vietng
looking, and wears a turtleneck with pyjama trousers. havip,
He is talking and his mouth is open, revealing small transi
teeth. On the back is written Rue Loverchy, Winter 67. are
So the photographer, invisible here, is the student, the time‘.
flighty kid who in less than four years became a hus- hep ¢
band, father, and senior administrator in a city in the to tc
mountains. It is definitely a Sunday photo, for that is o b
the only day they can be together, and as lunch simmers t()lle
14. Referstoan obsctxrc anecdote related to the game of bridge, Whe(
and told as a cautionary tale to novice players f()r]

22




\etrical ban
1eekbonesir|
* nor her ot
w of 19660
/ith the fist
an holds i

intellige”
na 0 |
33“ng sm:é/’
win” fh¢

(a8 cantly on the stove, anc_l the babbli.ng child assem-
bles Lego blpcks, anfi the t01let' flusher is repaired while
Bach’s Musical Offering plays in the background, they
puild their common store of memory, consolidate their
sense, all in all, qf being happy. The photo plays a role
in this construction, anchoring their ‘little family’ in
the long term. It acts as a pledge of permanence for the
child’s grandparents, who will receive a copy.

At this precise moment of the winter of 1967-68, she
is probably not thinking of anything, absorbed in her
enjoyment of their self-contained unit of three, which
a telephone call or the doorbell would disrupt, and her
temporary discharge from tasks whose main object is the
maintenance of the unit, shopping lists, laundry counts,
what are you making for dinner tonight — an incessant
Jooking-ahead to the immediate future, which compli-
cates the exterior dimension of her duties, her teaching
job. In family moments she feels rather than thinks.

The thoughts she considers real come to her when she
is alone or taking the child for a walk in the pushchair.
For her, real thoughts do not concern people’s ways of
speaking and dressing, the height of pavements for the
pram, the ban on Jean Genet's The Screens, or the war in
Vietnam. They are questions about herself, being and
having, existence. Real thoughts plumb the depths of
transient sensations, impossible to communicate. These
are the things her book would be made of, if she had the
time to write, but she no longer even has time to read. In
her diary, which she rarely opens, as if it posed a threat
o the family unit and she were no longer entitled to an
inner life, she writes, ‘I have no ideas at all. T don't try
to explain my life anymore’ and ‘I'm a petite bourgeoise
who has arrived’. She feels she has deviated from her
former goals, as if her only progress in life were of the
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material kind. ‘I'm afraid of settling int, thidi
comfortable life, and afraid to have lived Withgmet o
aware of it Just as she makes thig Observat?ot iy
knows she isn't ready to give up the thingg thisn'.sh°
never includes, the living-together, the shareq fh layy
the apartment to which she eagerly returng aﬁerT]acy'
the sleeping side-by-side, the sizzle of the electric railss,
in the morning, the tale of The Three Lizsjp Pigs a o or
the repetition she believes she hates, which

. 1gh,
ties her doy
—all the things whose lack she felt when sh

e left for three
days to take the CAPESY, and which, when she imgy.

ines their accidental loss, make her heart grow heavy,
She no longer imagines herself lying on the bey,

Or as a writer publishing her first book. The future jg

laid out in precise material terms: a better job, promg-

tions and acquisitions, the start of maternelle for the child,
Theseare notdreams but concrete plans. Sh
its images of herself single, in the streets o
she has walked and in the rooms she has o

e often revis-
f cities where
ccupied - ina

lo see my past set down

on paper and in that way, be a5 | Am not’ and ‘There’

15. Certificat daptitude au professeur g |

enseignemen; du second degre, the
secondary teachers’ training cert; i

ficate Afte ;B4 ;
. ; ; r obtaining their
licence (equivalent ofa BA), applicants take 5 One-year ciurse,

follow.ved by a probationary year when they work as teachers in
training.

aty,
thip

Wig
loy,
the
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Wley asanaupi,
holiday in Ror:

orient myself in that direction’. In a Dorothea Tannin
Jinting she saw in a show three years before in Parisg

N bare_chested w.oman Stapds before a row of doors tha,t
stand ajar. The tltle. was Birthday. She thinks this paint-
ing represents her 'llfe and Fhat she is inside it, as she was
once inside Gone with the Wind, Jane Eyre, and later Nausea.
Wwith every book she reads, To the Lighthouse, Rezvani’s
Les Années-lumiére, she wonders if she could write her life
in that way 100.

She is visited by fleeting images of her parents in
the small Normandy town, her mother taking off her
work coat to go to evening prayer, her father coming up
from the garden with a spade over his shoulder, a slow-
moving world that continues to exist, more surreal than
a film and far removed from the world in which she lives,
modern and cultivated, forward-moving — towards what
is difficult to say.

Between what happens in the world and what happens
to her, there is no point of convergence. They are two
parallel series: one abstract, all information no sooner
received than forgotten, the other all static shots.

At every moment in time, next to the things it seems
natural to do and say, and next to the ones we're told to
think — no less by books or ads in the Métro than by
funny stories — are other things that society hushes up
without knowing it is doing so. Thus it condemns to
10nely suffering all the people who feel but cannot name
these things. Then the silence breaks, little by little, or
Suddenly one day, and words burst forth, recognized at
last, while underneath other silences start t0 form.

‘



Later, journalists and historians wou
the words of Peter Viansson-Ponté¢ ip J, MOnd: Tecy)
months before May '68: France is boreg/ It woulqg bea fey,
to find bleak photos of oneself; full of undatape g Oeasy
of Sundays in front of the TV watching A om

Id lOVe t

. nne‘Marie'
Peysson, and one would be sure things haq beep thy
way for everyone - frozen, uniformly grey. Ang telef

vision, with its fixed iconography and mj
actors, would institute a ne varietur versj
the unalterable impression that all of us h
teen to twenty-five that year and hurled ¢
the riot police, handkerchiefs pressed t
Bombarded by the recurrent camera i
pressed those of our own May ’68, neither momentoys
— the deserted Place de la Gare on a Sunday, no passen-
8€TS, No newspapers in the kiosks — nor glorious - one
day when we were afraid of lacking money, petrol, and
especially food, rushing to the bank to withdraw cash

and filling a cart to overflowing at Carrefour, from an
inherited memory of hunger.

nima] Cast of
On of evepy
ad been eigh-
obblestones 4
O our mouthg,
mages, we sup-

ould be quelled by the
authorities. But the Sorbonne clo N

sed, the Written exams
for the CAPES were cancelled, apg students clashed
with police. One night, we heard

. .breathless voices on
Europe 1. There were barricades In the Latin Quarter,
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» petrol, and
‘hdraw cash |
ur, froman

2 in Algiers ten years earlier, Molotov cpcktails and
S nded. N ow we were aware thaF something was hap-

ening and did not feel like returning to life as usual the
next day: We met by chance and talked, indecisive, and
then came together. We stopped working, for no spe-
cific reason and with no demands to make, but simply
because we'd caught the bug, and when the unexpected
suddenly occurs, there is nothing to do but wait. What
would happen the next day we didn’t know, or try to find
out. It was another time.

We who had never really come to terms with work-
ing and did not really want the things we bought, saw
ourselves in the students, only a few years young-
er, who threw cobblestones at the riot police. On our
behalf, they hurled years of censure and repression back
at the State, the violent suppression of the demonstra-
tions against the war in Algeria, the racist attacks, the
banning of The Nun, and the unmarked black Citroén
DS’s of the police. They avenged us for our fettered
adolescence, the respectful hush of lecture halls, the
shame we felt at sneaking boys into our residence rooms.
Our allegiance to the blazing nights of Paris was rooted
in our crushed desires, the degradations of submission.
We regretted we had not seen all this before, but felt

lucky it was happening at the start of our careers.
Suddenly, the 1936 we knew from family stories was

real.

We saw and heard things We had never seen or heard
in our lives, or even thought possible. Places sucl.l as
universities, factories, and theatres, who§ehfu;1ct}tc:n§
were determined by age-old rules and which admitte

i 1. There
i opulations, were now open toa :
svtl}t,aslieeiilﬁ:i? sllzpt, loved, did everything except the

9.7



0\
ing for whic i L
thl‘ng _h the place had been i aslo‘é Gf
tutional, sanctified Spaces were |, thin - chdeg ! (PTe
i
Professors and students, young anqg 1dng Of the 05 ‘Z)‘,sb’ ¢
) C
utives and manual workers Convergeq K/I“"Pany : of",g i, tbeh-lﬂ
hierarchies and distanceg dissolve ".lto 1 aculgusly‘ & “felt 2 %Or
were through with carefully phrageq remarvliords' o 9 {he aﬂd
and courteous language, measyreq tones apnqg csl efingg “’t:eﬂeﬂe 440
: : : : r '
cutions, the distance with which, we ngy, reahz(;uml d’SSOMloplu
: ; ) s,
people in power and thejr flunkies — ope needed;) ¢ elecuonscrow
watch Michel Droit — imposed theijr dominatioy, Livtl o€ e
voices spoke with brutal frankness and ¢y €ach ot pebre 30 1o
off with no apology. Faces expressed anger, contemp; turestge of!
and pleasure. The freedom of attitudes and energy of ith he €
bodies took one’s breath away. If this was revolutigy it kneW cho
started there, resplendent, in the €xpansion and relegse had tO bei
of bodies that settled themselves anywhere they wanted, longer o
When de Gaulle resurfaced — where had he been, we'd ply res
hoped he was gone for good — and spoke of chienlits with any casg,
a grimace of disgust, without knowing the meaning we one and ¢
saw the aristocratic disdain for revolt, which he reduced Labour a
to a word conveying both €xcrement and copulation, a to the lyc
bestial Squirming, the instincts broken free. slow, gre
shafted
We were unconcerned by the absence of an emer- tive allj
gent labour leader. With thejr paternalistic air, the Parti borne f
Communiste and union leaders continued to determine Workp;
needs and desires. They rushed to negotiate with the
government, which showed virtually no sign of life, as Exa,
if there were nothing better to be sought than increased gy |
r .
16. A French word dating back to Rabelais, generally meaning 2 0\"111
‘carnival’ or ‘chaos’. In de Gaulle’s Speech of 1968, he tatlon
pronounced the word as ‘chie-en-lit’, which resulted in a nOthit
scatological pun. ‘La réforme oui, la chie-en-Jjt non’, literally, Cr t
‘Reform — yes, shit the bed - no’, b > the
Um
P
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een’ We)d

it with |

!ning Wwe
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- emeéI”
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»rmine

th the
ife,

ng power and a lower retirement age. At the
o of the Gre.nelle. Agregmen’t, as we listened to them

Ompously‘outhne, 1r’1 wor S we'd forgotten three weeks
-arlier, the I.neasures to which the state had ‘consented’,
e felt 2 chill f:ome ove‘r us. We began to hope again
when the working-class ‘base’ rejected the abdication of
Grenelle and Mendeés France at Charléty Stadium. The
dissolution of the Assembly and the announcement of
elections plunged us into doubt again. When we saw the
sombre crowd unfurl down the Champs-Elysées with
Debré and Malraux, whose inspired and ravaged fea-
tures no longer saved him from servility, arm-in-arm
with the others in a false and cheerless brotherhood, we
knew the end had come. There were two worlds and we
had to choose between them; it was a fact that could no
longer be ignored. Elections were not a choice but sim-
ply restored the notables to their former positions. In
any case, 50 per cent of the young were not yet twenty-
one and couldn’t vote. The General Confederation of
Labour and the Parti Communiste ordered people back
to the lycées and factories. Their spokesmen with their
slow, gravelly faux-peasant diction had well and truly
shafted us. They were earning the reputation of ‘objec-
tive allies of the State’ and Stalinist traitors, an 1mage
borne for years to come by union repr esentatives in the

workplace, the target of all attacks.

urChaSI

ed, trains ran, gasoline flowed

' iday. ly July,
]1d again go on holiday. In ear .
o COlll's crgssing Paris by bus between train

stations felt the bump of cobbles, put back in place as if

i few weeks lat-
i ened. On their return a
nm:lling B::sg:g I:\ smooth tarred surface that no longer
er, they

b d beneath the wheels, and they wondered where
umpe

Exams were resum

pl'ovincial visito
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all the cobblestones had gone. Jt seep, d c?”
e

. )
happened in two months than in ¢h that 1i96ﬂ €’

€te . Moy PP 28"

but not ff)r us. We hadn’t hag time ton F:‘GWQUS ;e:‘id ‘.‘:Vﬂg;d wo?

some point we had missed Something ban}'thin& :\‘ ‘gtﬂft aﬂow' 1f(‘1
know exactly when — or perhaps we'g juist lm.“’e didn'l uﬂtil sed ap

et it happenl i @0 4 d Saf

Everyone had started to believe in a vj,

It was a matter of montbhs, a year at most. Thlient future_ tb"z)%tunate
heat up in the autumn, and the spring tog plelos Woylg ygp |
(until we eventually stopped thinking about’ it'a 5 (l;‘- Saig Now: eV1
coming across an old pair of jeans, we thougilt ‘Tl;te" come the ©
did May '68’). Some hoped and worked towarc'is ‘N;se works hohf
Redux’ and a new society. Others obsessively feared azz reality w x
resisted it, threw Gabrielle Russier in Prison, sniffed g the Crith‘lf
Leftists’ in all young men with long hair applauded the where 47¢ )
New anti-demonstration law and condemned every to functl.O]
thing. In the workplace, people fell into two categories, giving bis
the strikers and non-strikers of May, ostracized in equal We ha
measure. ‘May '68’ became 2 way of ranking individ- oceans, !
uals. When we met Someone new, we wondered which in every
side they’d been on, though no matter what the camp, Czechos
the violence had beep the same, and we forgave our- models i
selves nothing. world. T
We who had Temained with the Parti Socialiste Indix
Unifié to change society now discovered the Maoists Were ey
and Tx:otskyists, a vast quantity of jdeas and concepts Teprese
surfacing all at once Movements, books, and maga of hay;
zines popped up evef'ywhere, along with philosophers, SeXua]
critics, and sociologists: Bourdieu, Foucault, Barthes One pe
Lacan, Chomsky;, Baudrillarq, ilhelm Rejch. Ivan Onegel
Illich, 7e/ Qz:jel, strulctbural analysis, narratology; ec,olog}’- eopeh

From Bourdieu's Inberitors to the 1: : :
on sexual positions, everythingh;il\fgg tSWedlsh book Strikj,
Owards a new from
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ntelligence and the transformation of the world. Awash

7 languages hitherto unsef:n, we didn’t know where to
artand wondered how we'd remained unaware of it a]]
yntil now. In 2 month we made up for years of Jost time
it moved and reassured us to see de Beauvoir, in her tur—.
pan, and Sartre again, older but as pugnacious as ever
though they had nothing new to teach us. André Breton,
unfortunately, had died two years too soon. :

Now, everything once considered normal had be-
come the object of scrutiny. Family, education, prison,
work, holidays, madness, advertising, every aspect of
reality was questioned, including the one elaborating
the critique, who was ordered to probe his own origins,
where are you speaking from, comrade? Society had ceased
to function naively. Buying a car, marking a paper, and
giving birth all had meaning.

We had to know everything about the planet, the
oceans, the crime of Bruay-en-Artois. We had a stake
in every struggle, Allende’s Chile, Cuba, Vietnam,
Czechoslovakia. We evaluated systems and looked for
models in an all-encompassing political reading of the
world. The key word was ‘liberation’

whether or not they were intellectuals,

were entitled to speak and be heard. 'They.needed only
represent a group, a conditioq, an injustice. Tl}l,e fact
of having experienced something as a woman, nomo-
sexual, class defector, prisoner, farmer, or miner g;v?
one permission 0 speak in the frstperson: o ﬂlltn;. 2

oneself in collective terms brought a certain 'etxat Ly 101:1.
People SPOntaneoUSIY took the floor, prostitutes an

e _ Charles Piaget, the factory W9rker
:'tnkuigipw:::l:etter known than the psychologist of
rom ;

Individuals,
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the same name whom our teach

in Philosophy class [never Suspecting b, o i
name Piaget would mean nothing to g b e dy, th:

. d . . . d lux“r
eller advertised in magazines at the hall‘dresser' ]YJew\
8},

€rs haq harp, d
|

Boys and girls were together ever
giving, compositions, and school pi
of the past, numerical scores replaced with letterg i
A to E. Students kissed and smoked in the SChoolya(: i
declared essay topics retarded or cool! '

We experimented with structural grammar,
fields, isotopes, and Freinet’s Modern Schoo] Movemem,
We abandoned Corneille and Boileau for Boris Vian,
Ionesco, the songs of Boby Lap

ointe and Colette Magny,
Pilote magazine and comic books. We would make

pupils write a novel or a diary, emboldened by the hos-
tility of colleagues who in 68 had holed up in the saff
room and those parents who decried us for teaching

Catcher in the Rye and Les petits-enfants du siécle.
We emerged in an altere

d state from two-hour de-
bates on drugs, pollution, or racism, and in our heart
of hearts felt we'd taught the students nothing. Were we
not pedalling next to the bicycle

? And for that matter, was
school ofany use at a]]? No sooner had we addressed one

into our heads.

YWwhere Now, py,
(X
naforeg Were thin
§

€manj,

way, we felt we had nothing

Y trying everything.
1968 was the first year o e .

fthe world.
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: .4 how little we’d thought about hj

\) reeilrﬂ::d a half. His death ke thfel 1:1?;?}31: e
[})’efo re May '68, years that were far behind us now i

Yet as the days went by, marked by the ri.n in

of school bells and the voices of Albert Simon gang
Madame Soleil on Europe 1, bavette steak with fries on
gaturdays, Kiri the Clown and Annik Beauchamps’ A
Minute for Women in the evenings, we perceived no evo-
lution. Perhaps in order to feel it, one needed to stop for
2 moment, for example, to gaze at the tableau formed by
the lycée students sitting on the ground, in the school-
yard, in the sun, after the death of the factory worker
Pierre Overney, killed by a security guard at Renault. It
was a moment whose distinct flavour was that ofa March
afternoon, or so we'd thought, but which became, when
the time behind us had turned into history, an image of

the first sit-in.

The shames of yesteryear no longer prevailed. People
made fun of guilt, we are all Judeo-cretins, denounced sex-
ual frustration; uptight was the ultimate insult. Parents
magazine taught frigid women to stimulate themselves
with their legs spread in front of a mirror. In a leaflet dis-
tributed in lycées, Dr Carpentier encouragec.i students to
masturbate to fight boredom in class. Touching between
adults and children was exonerated. All that had been

forbidden, unspeakable, was Nnow recommended. We
]s onscreen but held our breath

got used to seeing genita —
to contain our emotion when Marlon Brando Sf)dom
ur erotic skills we

. ; :der. To improve O
[eeinaen SChlmldesrwedish book with photos of all the

bought the little red W
s to see Anatomy of Love. We
possible positions: byl day. But we could

] ; threesome one ;
considered having 2 ed to be considered
not bring our
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indecent exposure, walk nakeg In fropg
The discourse of Pleasure re o

igned ® Chy
to feel pleasure while reading, Wl‘itirslzpl;em, Yoy,
defecating. It was the alpha and the King ,

activities, OB of hubr:t:' A WZ
l hat

o

We reflected on our lives as Women, realj ad ’
we'd missed our share of freedom — sexual, creazte-d the Elone
any other kind enjoyed by men, We were ag sh;t‘;e' . it W2

by the suicide of Gabrielle Russier as by thyt of ; l;::d (hat

lost sister, and were enraged by the guile of POmpidoi ab0
who quoted a verse by Eluard that nobody understoo& Jets
to avoid saying what he really thought of the case, The mal
Women’s Liberation Movement had arrived in the proy- cor
inces. Le Torchon Brille was on the newsstands. We regg act!
The Female Eunuch by Germaine Greer, Sexual Politicy asf
by Kate Millett, Stifled Creation by Suzanne Hérer and an
Jeanne Socquet with the mingled excitement and power- to¢
lessness one feels on discovering a truth about oneself pe
in a book. Awakened from conjugal torpor, we sat on fa
the ground beneath a poster that read A woman without D
a man is like a fish without 4 bicycle and went back over u
our lives. We felt capable of cutting ourselves loose from a
husband and kids, and writing crudely. Once we were L
home again, our determination faded. Guilt welled up. k
]

We could no longer see how to liberate ourselves, how 0
go about it, or why we should. We convinced ourselves
that our man was neither a phallocrat nor a macho. We
were torn between discourses, between those that advo-
cated equal rights for the sexes and attacked patriarchy,
and those that promoted everything feminine: periods,
breast-feeding, and the making of Jeck soup. But for the
first time, we envisaged our lives as 3 march towards
freedom, which changed a great many things. A feeling

1N 4



sat on
without
k over L

; ﬁ'Oﬂl
were

,mmon {© women was On its way out, that of natura]

we would not remember the day or the month, only
(hat it was spring and that we had read in Le Noyvel
Observateur the names of 343 women who stated they’d
had illegal abortions — so many, yet we'd been so
alone with the probe and the spurting blood. Even if
it was frowned upon, we added our voice to the others
that called for free access to medical abortion and the
abolishment of the law of 1920. We reproduced leaf-
lets on the lycée photocopier and slipped them into
mailboxes after dark. We went to see Histoires d’A, es-
corted pregnant women to a private apartment where
activist doctors performed free abortions by vacuum
aspiration. A pressure cooker to disinfect the equipment
and a bicycle pump with reversed valve was all it
took. Dr Karman had made it simpler and safer to
perform the work of the backstreet abortionists — Jes
faiseuses danges, ‘angel-makers’. We provided addresses
in London and Amsterdam, exhilarated to be working
as if renewing our ties with the Resistance
and the suitcase-carriers of the Algerian War. The
lawyer Giséle Halimi was radiant in the glare of ﬂa§h—
bulbs on leaving the Bobigny trial after .defendm.g
Djamila Boupacha. She too was the incarnation of thl;
tradition, just as the supporters of Let Them lerue. an
Professor Lejeune, who displayed fgetuses on television
" ented Vichy. One Saturday
to horrify people, repres : =
{ us demonstrated impatiently

usands ©O -
afternoon tho We raised our eyes

. der a blazing sun.
X)lttl;leb:;:;edr;sl:;ky of the Dauphiné and told ourselves

blood-
i top thousands of years of
: V:fsduge:t)h‘slso? “Sronl:en. So who could forget us?
soake

undercover,
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Individuals made the revolyt;
ing to their age, occupation, soc
old feelings of guilt. People relu :
to party and enjoy themselves, to enlighten Sef:lls
for one must not die Stupid. Some smokeq grasg livede-s'
communes, established themselvesg g factor y ersm
Renault, went to Kathmandu, Wwhile others Spent aWe;:

in Tabarka, read Charlic Hebdp, Fluide Glacial, LEg,
Savanes, Tankonalasanté, Méral Hurlant, L G

ueyle
stuck flower decals on their car doors, ang

and the little girl

?n to Meagy, Ve
1a] clagg imerestscord\
Ctantly Obe}’edt ' g

he,

ey
Ouveyy,

in thej,
blll'ned

els of existence in space

he Peasantry, India or the
iration to purity:.

and time, in the €xotic or t
Cévennes. There wag an asp

Short of leaving
to live in the country (3

beaches where ik
OVinceg, flat ang disfigured
€ other hanqg, they credited
€IS in arig lands ynchanged

tan stupid, and the home pr
by industrialization. On th
with authenticity poor farm
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. Those who wanted to make History ad-
fhsed nothing sO much as its erasure through the return
,f s¢asons and immutability of gestures, and from these
mers bought an old hut for a song.

for centuries

game far

Or they spent their holidays in an Eastern bloc coun-
ry. In the grey streets with shattered pavements, among
the state-run shops with their penurious no-name stock,
wrapped in coarse grey paper, under naked bulbs dan-

ling from the ceilings of apartments lit only at night,
they feltthey were back in the slow and graceless post-war
world of consummate lack. It was a sweet and inexpress-
ible feeling. Yet they would never have wanted to live
there. They brought back embroidered blouses and raki.
They wanted the world to always have countries
devoid of progress to take them back in time this way.

In the early 1970s, on summer evenings when the
air was heady with the aromas of dry earth, thyme,
brochettes, and ratatouille (one couldn’t forget the vege-
tarians), strangers gathered around a big farm table
bought from a bric-a-brac trader for barely a thousand
francs. The Parisians revamping the house next (.ioor,
backpackers, hiking and silk-painting enthusiasts,
couples with and without children, shaggy men, fergl
teenage girls, mature women in Indian dresses, I'Ctl-f:
cent at first despite the familiar 7 (used as a matter o
course), struck up conversations on colour additives

) : 1 and body work, anti-
and hormones in food, s€x0l08Y
: .sres technique, the Rogers method,
gymnastics, the Mezier : s i
s pirth without violence, homeopathy
yoga Leboy s i Lip, and René Dumont. They
and soya, autogestion, p:
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wondered if it was preferable to sep
or to school them at home, whether
der was toxic, yoga and group therap
workday utopian, and if women sho
with men, or equality within differ
the best ways to eat, be born, raj
ness, teach, live in harmony with oneself apq T
with nature, and how to escape society. Hoy ¢, exers.
oneself, with pottery, weaving, guitar, jewellery, theﬁ’t’:ss
and writing. A vague and immense desire to ¢y, w:'
in the air. Everyone claimed to be devoted to ap artisﬁ:
activity, or planned to be. All activities were €qual, they
agreed, and instead of painting or playing the

ﬂute, One
could always create oneself through psychoanalysis,

d Chlldr
Ajax S¢
Y usefy
UId demand
€
ence.. They reg:‘:‘lvlty
Se Chlldren’ r ed

€n to
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l, d tw0~h0

Schy
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All the children were put to bed in the same room apg
ordered for the sake of form ‘not to turn the place intoa
pigsty’. They wreaked havoc with unbridled joy, while
the adults drank the moonshine brought by the farmer
next door — he’d been invited for the apéro only - and
talk moved towards brooding sexual questions, were we
straight or gay, the first orgasm, confessions. The feral
girl declared I love to shit’ Together on that summer
evening, these unrelated individuals, cut adrift from
family meals and their loathsome rituals, had the exhil
arating sense of opening to the world in all its diversity

as if they were leenagers again, ;
No one thought of bringing up the war, or Auschwit
and the camps, or the troubles in Algeria (‘case closed )

turies of peasant life, w
fragrant breeze of ¢
1973, nothing had

. the
hose presence one sensed in !

he garrigue, anq that night in Augss
changed.

omeone started Playing the guitar, singing Maxim®
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Now
was a c€
or not, ¢
price of
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Motte.
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;ame I‘()Om an d
he place Into;
lled joy, whik

by the farmer
ro only - and

ions, were
ns. The ferd
that sum®

adriff fr qﬂl

iies der’s Comme.  un arbre dans la wille, the
e ay an's Duerme negrito. The others listened, eyes
Qllllapd They would bed down at random on cots in the
lowefe"; gilkworm farm, unsure of whether to make love
fo-rtrthe neighbour to the right or the one to the left, or
x;th o-one at all. Before deciding, they were overcome
ith sleep: euphoric and reassured as to the value of the
lifestyle they'd paraded for each other all evening, so far

removed from that of the ‘Neanderthals’ crammed into
the campsites down at Merlin-Plage.

Now society had a name, ‘consumer society’. This
was a certainty, an irrefutable fact whether we liked it
or not, and there was no going back. An increase in the
price of petrol briefly terrified us. Spending was in the
air. There was a resolute appropriation of leisure goods:
two-door fridges, gleaming RS5s bought on impulse, a
week at the Club Hoétel in Flaine, a studio in La Grande-
Motte. Television sets were turned in for newer models.
The world looked more appealing on the colour display,
interiors more enviable. Gone was the chilly distance of
black-and-white, that severe, almost tragic negative of

daily life.
Advertising provided models for how to live, behave,
ty’s cultural educa-

and furnish the home. It was socie! o
tor. Kids requested fruit-flavoured Evian water (‘/Evian

fruité, c'est plus musclé v), Cadbury cookies, Nutella, a slot-
load portable record player for listening to songs from
the Aristocats and La Bonne du curé, remote-controlled cars
and Barbie dolls. Parents hoped that all the things they

17. ‘Fruit-flavoured Evian water makes you stronger.



gave their kids would d m from
when they were older. And we

eter the

who seriously examine

d the danger
: our students; we who

0
s Tt
assigned the

S of adye i
tOpic ‘DOQ
haPPl'ness?', 5
O-Cassette Playel;gh‘&
Wwith 3 sense o' M
For us and by i llsmg

» @ Grundig raqj
per-8 camera,
modernity to intelligent ends,
sumption was purified.

The ideals of May 168 were being transformeq ;
objects and entertainment. Dt

g (bell—bottoms, tank tops, and clogs),
our reading (Le Noyye] Observdl‘é’ur), our (ilt’ra e (at nu-
clear energy and detergents in =

the ge
(hippies), we felt we were }; a), our acce

ptance
3 i € hip to our timeg and therefore
sure of being right in every Circumg;

an s
and the middle-aged were from anoth ¢¢. Our paren

€ time, not Jeast in
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nce on trying to understand the young.
opinions and advice as pure informa-

1d never grow old.

ir vE inSiS":e
vd:’?took fher
on And we Wou
tl .

The film’s first image is that of a door standing ajar (it
is night). It closes and reopens as a little boy comes hur-
ling out. He stops short, undecided, blinking. He wears
.n orange jacket and a hat with earflaps. Then a smaller
boy appears in a blue hooded anorak with white fur
trim. The older child moves restlessly while the other
stands frozen, transfixed, as if the film had stopped. A
woman enters, wearing a long brown fitted coat, her face
hidden by the hood. She carries two cardboard boxes
stacked one on top of the other. Grocery items protrude
at the top. She pushes the door closed with her shoul-
der. Disappears from the frame, reappears without the
boxes and removes her coat, which she hangs on a ‘par-
rot’ coatrack. She turns towards the camera with a quick
smile, and then looks down, dazzled by the brightness
of the magnesium lamp. She is verging on skinny, wears
little make-up, brown Karting trousers — close-fitting,
no fly — and a brown-and-yellow-striped jumper. Her
light brown shoulder-length hair is pulled back wi.th
a barrette. There is something ascetic and sad, or dis-
enchanted, in her expression. The smile comes t00
late to be spontaneous. Her gestures Trigeci:i?;r:zli;l:’:
ness of manner and/or nervousness:

returned, and stand in front of her. None of the tl?ree
knows what to do. They move their arms and legs 1n a

group facing the camera, which they gaze at, their eyes
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The film’s first image is that of a door standing ajar (it
"Mmey . i« night). It closes and reopens as a little boy comes hur-
g (ling out. He stops short, undecided, blinking. He wears
an orange jacket and a hat with earflaps. Then a smaller
Irst t boy appears in a blue hooded anorak with white fur
WaH: trim. The older child moves restlessly while the other
i eq stands frozen, transfixed, as if the film had stopped. A
Jector woman enters, wearing a long brown fitted coat, her face
zed by hidden by the hood. She carries two cardboard boxes
' ney stacked one on top of the other. Grocery items protrude
'even- at the top. She pushes the door closed with her shoul-
orthe der. Disappears from the frame, reappears without the
hoto- boxes and removes her coat, which she hangs on a ‘par-
d us, rot’ coatrack. She turns towards the camera with a quick
and smile, and then looks down, dazzled by the brightness
ady of the magnesium lamp. She is verging on skinny, wears
ice little make-up, brown Karting trousers — close-fitting,
get no fly — and a brown-and-yellow-striped jumper. Her
- light brown shoulder-length hair is pulled back with
' a barrette. There is something ascetic and sad, or dis-

enchanted, in her expression. The smile comes too
neous. Her gestures reflect an abrupt-

ness of manner and/or nervousness. The children have
returned, and stand in front of her. None of the three
knows what to do. They move their arms and legs in a
group facing the camera, which they gaze at, their eyes

late to be sponta
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Now accustomed to the Violent light
might almost say they're POsing f5, a
stop being taken, The bigger bo

tesque military salute, moyth in
The camera Jumps to e

returning from buyi
whom she’d collecteq after school, T
reads Family Life 72_773 Only he do

breakfast, choosing the children’s clothes, laundry,

lunch, grocery shopping €Xcept for the bread, which he
brings home after work — reveals:

a wide range of tagks
frequent visits to co




Ghe experiences her job as continuous imperfection,
, sham. She writes in her diary ‘Being a teacher tears
me apart.’ Her energy and desire to learn and try new
things is boundless. She remembers writing at twenty-
iwo, ‘If by twenty-five I haven't fulfilled my promise of
writing a novel, I'll commit suicide.” Would she be hap-
pier with another kind of life? The question obsesses
her. She wonders to what degree it is a product of May
68, which she feels she missed, having been — already —
too settled at the time.

She has started to imagine herself outside of conjugal
and family life.

Her student years are no longer an object of nostalgic
desire. She sees them as a time of intellectual gentrifica-
tion, of breaking with her origins. Her memory goes
from romantic to critical. Scenes from her childhood
often return, her mother shouting /ater you'll spit in our
faces, boys wheeling around on Vespas after Mass, her-
self with the curly perm (as in the photo taken in the
school garden), or with her homework spread out on
the greasy oilcloth-covered table, where her father liked
to ‘rustle up a snack’ (words return too, like a forgotten
language), and the things she read (Confidences, romances
by Delly), the songs of Mariano, memories of academic
excellence and social inferiority (the part of the pho-
tos that cannot be seen), all the things she has buried

as shameful and which are now worthy of retrieval,
in the light of intelligence. As her memory
is gradually freed of humiliation, the future again be-
comes a field of action. Fighting for women'’s r1ght§ to
abortion, against social injustice, a'md understandmgt
how she has become the woman she is today, are all par

of the same endeavour.

unfolding,
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Among her memories of the

Years : PC
gone by, she finds none she considers ¢, gfelaat }{ave iug Ala‘?e il
happiness: N imag, of bef(;at g
the winter of 1969-70, black and white becay, of tﬁ;Pid'
livid sky, and the abundant snow that cfy, 3¢ of the po
; Dg to the
ments in grey patches unti] April; she hunteq It’ave‘ gpe'
down on purpose and smashed them With hep bOO:‘Cm {661535
help destroy that endless winter, which she associ:tlo \ Cond1
with the fire at the Saint—Laurent-du—Pont dance py); : jikely 1
the Isére, only partly consumed that year ang burpeq o uﬂper1
the ground the following winter gty
in the main square in Saint—Paul-de—Vence, Yves die-
Montand Playing pétangue in a Pink shirt, with g p; of
a potbelly, pacing around after every shot, pleased ang
Smug, and eyeing the tourists herded behind barriers, o
a safe distance; it was the Summer that Gabrielle Ryssier Tk
was thrown in prison and killed herself on returning to to he
her apartment But t
the thermal park of Saint—Honoré~les—Bains, the pool 14
Wwhere the children sajleq toy boats; the Hotel du Parc, envi
where she lived with them for three weeks, and later obje
confused with the boarding-house in Robert Pinget’s mer
book Someone. rest
nab
In the unbearable part of memory, the image of her ang
father dying, of hjs €orpse in the syit he’d worn only ties
once, to her wedding, carried down from the bedroom Poj
in a plastic dustcover because the Stairs were too narrow Su‘
for a coffin (
an
Pohtl.cal eYents remfaln as detaijls only: op TV, during Pr
the presidential campaign, the Pairing of Mendés France We
and Defferre, an appalling Spectacle, apg she’d thought th
‘But why didn’t Mendeés F rance run fo, election alone” %
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er scratching his nose during his last speech
second round, and her feeling that because
for everyone to see, he'd be defeated by

efore fhe
Ofthat gesturC,

Pompidou.

She does not feel any particular age, though certainly
feels ayoung woman’s arrogance vis-a-vis older women,
2 condescension towards the post-menopausal. It is un-
jikely she will ever be one of them herself. She is
unperturbed when someone predicts that she will die at
fifty-two. It seems to her an acceptable age at which to

die.

There were rumours of agitation; things were going
to heat up the following spring and in the autumn too.
But they never did.

There were committees of lycée students, autonomists,
environmentalists, anti-nuclear activists, conscientious
objectors, feminists, gays, all the causes blazed but never

merged. Maybe there were too many convulsions in the
rest of the world, from Czechoslovakia and the intermi-

nable Vietnam to the massacre at the Munich Olympics,
¢ another in Greece. The authori-

ties and Marcellin quietly repressed ‘Leftist act1v1.ty’.
Pompidou, whom we'd thought only had haemorrhmd.s,
suddenly died. Union posters in the staff room again
announced that the strike of such-and.—such a Qa.y to’
protest the ‘deterioration of o?r working cc?ndm.onz
would ‘force the state to retreat’ The way wccal 1ma.g1ner
the future was limited to marking out the holidays in ou

o school year started. .
diaries once the Hebdo and Libération sustained our

Reading Charlie

and one junta afte
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belief in belonging to a commuypj fsed
Jouissance and working, in Spite of Of; TeVol. i 1’9 g 3?
, eVeryh: ol Y 8% b
new May '68. Yihing (o o B 00" e
ardai f‘c‘:{, AL 3 (0 S
The ‘Gulag’ brought to light by So] h ‘ij“h rﬂglée ari
hailed as a great revelation, Spawned conzf e,nitsyn, 4 Asse‘g ner }
nished the revolutionary horizon. All 0\‘::10!1 dt:: Placc N2 de,
fellow with an atrocious smile looked oyt of: the City, . Sinl{oappearc
the eyes of passersby and said ¥y, money z,melr’OSter ingg ﬁfsurban a::
the end we left things up to the Union of the Lz“‘fts e Ty 4 ts 00 12 ;
joint programme, which, after all, we’d nevey se::;nd it,s :: annOY:;
now. Between 11 September 1973, when we march:(?t-" hiloSOP
the anti-Pinochet demonstrations after the assagsipgs ; gfoke for :
of Allende, while the Right rejoiced in the eng of ‘the :m fused 1O P*
fortunate Chilean business’, and the spring of 1974 wh:; fasur® i
we watched the televised debate between Mitterrang inalon®
and Giscard d’Estaing, presented as a great evep
we'd ceased to beljeve there would ever be another, Lightr
May ’68. In the following springs, because of balmy rain pation ¢
in March or April ¢MErging one evening from a parent- billooar
student-teacher meeting, we'd have the sense that some- missed
thlf}g could happen, and Just as soon feel that it was just token ‘c
an illusion. Nothing happened in the spring anymore, once be
either in Paris or in Prague. We wer
Under G’iscard We would live in an ‘advanced lib- breast
]?tr::azocwt);. Nothing was political or social anymore We
moder:irgf l};e?;l(:eg ;‘n(z‘l :;it lE;rer}’t’hir_lg had todo with ers th
lieved that a $OcCiety so named lwemll g g e
ould be the one to grant Dew y
the&eth;egreateft Possible numpey of rights and objects Oneg,
re not especj
turned off the T\f onalg e e we;saehoiad Othey




tightly pursed as a ht?n’s rear efld, were shaken by the
pew voting age of eighteen, divorce by mutua] con-
cent, and debate on the abortion law. We nearly wept
with rage to see Simone Veil defend herself alone in the
Assemblée against frenzied men of her own camp, and
placed her in our personal Pantheon, next to the other
Simone, de Beauvoir, though were distressed by her
first appearance on television, in an interview, sporting
a turban and scarlet fingernails, fortune-teller style (it
was too late, she shouldn’t have done it), and ceased to
be annoyed when students confused Veil with a woman
philosopher we occasionally quoted in class. But we
broke for good with the elegant president when he re-
fused to pardon Ranucci, sentenced to death at the height
of a summer without a drop of rain — a scorcher, the first
in a long time.

Lightness, nods, and winks were in, moral indig-
nation out. We amused ourselves reading the film
billboards for Suck Divas and Little Wet Panties, and never
missed a chance to see Jean-Louis Bory in the role of
token ‘queen’. It seemed inconceivable that 7he Nun had
once been banned. Still, it was hard to admit how shaken
we were by the scene in Going Places when a woman's
breast is suckled by Patrick Dewaere instead (?f her baby.

We exchanged the words of current morality for oth-

i iours, and feelings in
easured actions, behav1ou‘ , al elin
fgtial ustration’ and ‘gratification. The

4 fr
terms of pleasure ‘Jaid-back’, and feeling good about

new way of being was S5
oneselfya mixture of self-assurance and indifference to
’ .

others.
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