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  Disclaimers


I, the undersigned, must inform the reader that this book was originally written in French. Therefore, after having read this beautifully and flawlessly translated book, should the reader experience dizziness, confusion, a craving for durian, an urge to bounce, a need to sing, unusual fatigue or tingling in the left pinky, the responsibility lies squarely with the translator, for none of the above were experienced when reading it in French. The only curious anomalies reported  by francophone readers was an increase in coffee consumption and a surprising urge to buy the author’s second book.



The author





I, the undersigned, solemnly swear that I have done my best to translate this book. I hereby wash my hands off its contents and wish you all the best at understanding certain passages which I myself have still not understood and over which the author and I had long and repeated discussions. (Sigh.) If at any time you feel any of the above-mentioned symptoms, I strongly urge you to find someone who has read the French version. When you do (and when you see the state of the person), I’m sure you will thank your stars for this English translation and its comparatively harmless effect!



On a serious note, I must confess that there are several words and expressions that don’t have an equivalent in English, which is why I couldn’t quite capture their beauty and nuances of meaning. Despite this shortcoming, I sincerely hope you appreciate this book.



The translator




  Chapter 1

The sentinel
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I sat a long while before my white page, not knowing how to express the murmurs of my heart, this little heart which has spoken to me so often and which I took so long… to listen to.

The sole obligation that man should have is to listen to his own heart. And perhaps thus will he be able to quench once and for all his eternal and secret thirst for felicity.

It has taken me so many years and unnecessary pains to realise that my heart, patiently ensconced in the oubliettes of my unconsciousness, was at the origin of the vast quantities of compassion (and of a love free of additives and artificial colouring), which were necessary to convince the human being that I am that there exists something unimaginable, made of beauty and love, of truth and joy, hidden behind this sad and evil lie which we call… life. Something which has the power to cure all childish pains, the tears of little girls, the fears of little boys, the wounds of war and love, secretly tortured children, violently hacked trees, and unjustly trampled flowers. Something which by its power of joy and love would erase from our obscure and mutilated memory the barbaric millennia that we have lived despite the promises of a better and divine world made by our men of science and religion. Something as simple as the caress of a raindrop or the smile of a butterfly, and at the same time as powerful as a ficus seed and all the suns of all the galaxies together.


And why not the end of our slavery to chrome-plated machines, to men in black ties, to administrative dictatorship, and the beginning of the freedom of our hearts which will burst into irrepressible laughter to make up for the millennia of comatose sleep which the evolutionary process had imposed upon them?


Oh, it would certainly be a world in which falsehood would shine by its absence, love would grip us with its power and joy would finally be something other than the miserable sum of our worldly pleasures. A world in which truth would be sovereign and beauty its beloved, in which a smile would be a legitimate declaration of love and where a ray of sunshine could be used as international currency. A world in which frogs would have the right to philosophise and men to breathe anything other than the poisoned molecules we breathe today. A world in which tears would be of joy, waves of tenderness, sentiments musical and rocks made of gentleness. A world in which our human clownery will forever be replaced by the dance of the wind and the song of the seasons. A world in which life would constantly renew itself and where death would be nothing but a sad, impossible and improbable legend.


In truth, it is probably easier for a penguin to sing opera than it is for me to describe the world of the future with the linguistic noise of mere words as my only means of expression.

My heart suggests that this future already exists and that it is not situated in time but rather in another “state of consciousness” (?!). My heart also informs me that the access to that future is guarded by a formidable sentinel who seems to have received the order (and the means) by the supreme Divinity to prevent all frauds, cheats, liars, hypocrites and other dignitaries of that family from immigrating into that immaculate future. Only a pure being seems to be able to traverse the doorway into this land of truth without… dying. 


I must confess that it is rather difficult to see this guard as anything other than a cruel and mortal enemy. And the efficiency and infallibility with which he does his work undoubtedly contribute to rendering him, to our eyes, about as agreeable as a thorn in the flesh. 


This enchanting character is born with us, infusing our first heartbeats with his presence, but he doesn’t die with us as he has been active since the beginning of time. In fact, he is so closely interwoven in the fabric of our being that most of the time his presence reflects but our own image. He has a thousand faces and as many voices but most often it is our voice and our face that he uses.


But his real talent lies in his capacity to reveal each thing in its true light. Our thoughts turn into clamour, our prayers into mockery, our joys to sorrows, our aspirations into desires, our hopes into despair, our health into incurable illness and our life into death. And so long as an obscure voice continues to whisper to each cell of our credulous body that this ephemeral moment stolen from eternity is the only life that exists and that it deserves, that fearsome sentinel, uncaring and devoid of all emotion, will relentlessly continue to render us physically non-existent. 

But however, and yet, I am certain that in the deepest reaches of man’s heart there lies concealed a burning, inexorable and constantly expanding drop of liquid GOLD. And just as no steel can stop a flow of lava, so too no obscure power can hinder or stop the luminous expansion of this radiant living gold. 


The day will surely come when for the first time man can sit around a fire of stars and laugh his liberty while the ecstasy of a golden joy will forever purge every atom of his body of the mortal shadow which believed itself to be eternal.


Thus will begin the story of life.


If today it is true that we no longer have the power to cover with one step the overwhelming distance which lies between us and our land of truth, it is equally true that nothing in the world has the power to prevent us from taking many small steps, one after another, in that direction.

My request to you, dear reader, is to allow me but the innocent pleasure of accompanying you for a small bit of the journey.

Preambulatory pause: Hello, I’m “Pause” and, like  most advertisements, I am neither useful nor instructive. I simply offer you a moment of relaxation and distracting entertainment which you are free to use if you please. However, should you wish to continue reading uninterrupted, the author heartily advises you to “fast forward” until “E. O. P.”, or end of pause, which marks the end of the digression. To all you readers who have ventured this far, thank you and happy reading. E. O. P.






  Chapter 2

Why?
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I don’t claim to be a writer, and neither do I claim to hold the key to the enigma that we are. Like you I am just another captive in this tiny planetary cell. I have a passport number to prove it and a death sentence to confirm it.

I have knocked on so many doors, attempted countless evasions and made just as many appeals in the hope that I could escape, be liberated, or simply be allowed to leave.

My ingenuousness alone matches my helplessness.

In vain have I wept my despair, howled out my solitude and cursed this injustice.


Having taken birth, I am condemned to life, or rather, I am condemned to death for having committed the crime (?) of being born. Without even being offered an explanation of my offense, no sooner had my lungs emptied of their amniotic fluid than the sentence dropped like a guillotine blade. No sooner into the world than my existence cried out: Why? “Why”… a word that I couldn’t yet pronounce, but it gripped me, and I would go on to spend my life trying to decipher it.

And when I was thus imprisoned, the incarcerating authorities apprised me of the rules and the code of conduct which, for some yet unexplained reason, it is my duty to follow: “You will be obliged to serve your ego, to follow your impulses, to obey your thoughts and to die without a fuss. Know also that should you attempt to transgress these obligations, the sentinels of fear will have no trouble whatsoever in reminding you that you are a mere mortal awaiting your hour.”

Alone and trapped in these few square metres of my skin, I distract myself as I can while I wait for death.

Alone in my cell, I dream of infinity and immortality.

Why, I beg to know, have we been lent time when we could have been given infinity? Why, I want to shout, do the bars of this dream separate us from that liberating infinity? Are we forever to be deprived of wonder and liberty, of blue skies and beauty?

So many of us are suffering and weeping in our square metre of skin. Is there no supreme divinity, which by the power of its love would absolve us of a crime we haven’t committed but for which we pay the ultimate price?

Are we eternally condemned to be the damned in the slums of a galaxy situated at the edge of infinity? With the sole raison-d’être of endlessly atoning for the sin of having once dared to be born?


And so one day when the pain was too great and the helplessness omnipresent, a little lamp was lit at the heart of the being’s depths. A little flame which seemed so frail and vulnerable within the black and starless night of my pain and solitude. Having lost, along with hope, the familiarity of light, it took me a moment to realise that this light was shining on something . . . a door. 

A door slightly ajar.

Perhaps this book is simply the chronicle of an escape?





  Chapter 3

Kanou
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One fine day, while I was wandering in the little forest which was impatiently awaiting the rainy season, I caught sight of a child crouched on the edge of the path. I approached and saw that he was busy carefully arranging a line of leaves across the path. He was, I realised, creating a safe corridor for a snail to cross the sandy stretch without scraping its belly. Plainly, the aim of this providential assistance was to save the lucky little creature a long, slow and laborious detour.

“Good morning”, I ventured, slightly surprised at finding him there since I never had visitors in my forest, let alone “little ones”.

“Good day,” he replied, as he placed the last leaf. He then rubbed his hands and addressed the snail: “There you go, it’s safe to cross now.”

I was about to ask him his name when he turned around and said with an open smile:


“I’m Kanou.”

And so I spent the rest of the afternoon by the side of the forest trail talking to this rather strange child about the innumerable marvels and secrets that our charming little forest graciously reveals from time to time. Despite the fact that I had never seen this little man before, I was in that shared moment seized by the doubtless impression that I already knew him intimately, and given my fiercely reclusive nature, I was surprised to find myself eagerly hoping to meet him as often as possible.


On my way home that evening I was far from imagining that he would eventually become a dear and life-changing friend.

The first noticeable thing about Kanou is undoubtedly his simple and poignant beauty. And then there’s his smile, a tribute to the wisdom of his words by the way it often appears after he has spoken.


To tell the truth, I don’t believe it’s possible to describe him perfectly without betraying reality, but a sketch I will attempt.

He seems to be around eleven years old. A pronounced yet discreet beauty works itself harmoniously into a slender body with finely sculpted muscles. He has dark wild curls. His demeanour is delicate, subtle and untamed all at once, marvellously accentuating his almost feminine features. As for his eyes, they are of an intense beauty and lucidity, but it is fairly hard to describe their colour since it seems to change from one day to the next, as if reflecting the varying states of the soul of this enigmatic child. But if one had to choose a predominant shade, I would say gold.


I can’t tell whether he’s from Asia or the Middle East, but it is impossible not to notice the profound and formidable princely air that emanates from this strange child. Is he perhaps a runaway from a palace teeming with pompous servants, guileful courtesans and sleeping sages? Or did he escape a paradise too dreary for a little god like himself, thirsting for laughter and gaiety? Blue blood or feisty divinity, one can perceive in the little one a hint of mischief, the heart of a rebel, and a good deal of roguish candour.

On the other hand, nothing at first gives away or even hints at his genuine wisdom. But Kanou has something that surpasses all the rest of his attributes in beauty and splendour, something which touches you and stirs the depths of your being. This child of felicity laughs like a true god. His laughter is unique and out of this world. In it one can recognise, amid other unknown things, gentleness, purity, simplicity and a joy so intense that it seems hardly able to contain itself in his little human body. Kanou’s laughter seizes your heart and spreads like wildfire in every atom of your being, leaving in its ravaging wake an ecstasy so intense that it would be hard to bear without the steady joy that accompanies it. 
    


Another more mysterious than unsettling characteristic of Kanou’s is that he “appears” rather than “arrives”. One never sees him arriving, so to speak, but suddenly one “finds” that he’s there or that he’s no longer there. Simply, discreetly and as if by magic he appears and disappears without making a sound or attracting attention. More than once, I’ve wanted to ask him how he “appears” as he does, but moments spent with Kanou are small privileged occasions of respite and provide a unique sense of well-being in
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