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Foreword

With Metamorphoses, stories and theater of our changing era, the reader holds a double volume in their hands, yet its purpose is singular. It is the product of one and the same impulse, one and the same tension toward whatever, in our age, resists clarity. The two books gathered here, Decalogical Revelation and Apotropaic Writings, are the two faces of the same mirror held up to modernity: one reveals its illusions, the other seeks to ward off its enchantments.

The first part, Decalogical Revelation, is an approach to a prism. Through ten narrative facets—from philosophical tale to theatrical scene to speculative short story—we explore the structures of imposture and simulacrum that underlie our daily lives. The book opens with the autobiography of a book, “Ecce Liber”, wandering from owner to owner, enduring the world’s follies like a secular Passion. We then encounter a lion transformed into an ant, a woman broken into four, a perfect puppet that is nothing more than a hoax, and a democracy reduced to reality television. Each story is a facet; each facet is an attempt to trace the contours of the imperfect polyhedron of our time.

The second part, Apotropaic Writings, is the response to that diagnosis. “Apotropaic,” from the Greek apotropaios, means “that which turns away misfortune.” After diagnosis comes the therapeutic gesture, or at least the attempt. If the first book laid bare the malaise of our era, this one brings together tales and plays that try to turn away bad fortune. It opens with a meditation on man who, far from being a sapiens, is only a viator, a fragile traveler. It explores the mechanics of voluntary servitude, the absurdity of intellectual fashions, and the possibility, at last, of re-enchanting the world, even if only through the silence of a barker or the fall of an iron giant.

Bringing these two works together is to propose a journey. A journey that moves from the off-frame to the tetraktys, as I wrote at the opening of the first book. It is to move from diagnosis to incantation, from satire to fable, from deconstruction to proposition. Imperfection, the theme that runs through these pages, is not a flaw to be corrected, but the very condition of being human. A pendulum works only if it swings from side to side. The sick body, the worn-out drawer-man, the pious old lady—all are imperfect, but it is in that imperfection that their truth lies.

This collection is not a manifesto. It is, I hope, an antidote. An antidote to the mediocrity all around us, to the arrogance of the age, to the emptiness of ready-made discourse. It is a call to the discerning eye, to the good soul who will know how to recognize in these stories—sometimes sharp, sometimes luminous—the beginnings of reflection. It is a theater of our changing age, with its tragedies and farces, its monsters and its unwilling heroes.

May the reader find in this volume something to sharpen their gaze and, as an old clockmaker once told a narrow-minded audience, understand that a balance wheel must move left and right for the mechanism of life to move forward.

May 15, 2026 — Jefferson City, Tennessee
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PART I  DECALOGICAL REVELATION













Introduction 
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Ceteris paribus sic stantibus. All things else being equal.

Many things escape our control, our understanding, when they are revealed to us, and this is undoubtedly for the best.

In geometry, forms are hierarchized, from the perfect to the imperfect. In literature, form and deformity are roughly the same matter.

As on Patmos for Saint John and his apocalypse, where both eschatology and redemption are concerned, revelations impose themselves upon us in a whole that is not organic, but neither is it disjointed. As with existence itself, which mixes paradises, hells, and purgatories and makes them immanent to the everyday, revelations are given to us pell-mell, in their vital oscillations.

But the decalogy is organized into stories, like existence, where one part leads to another. The decahedron, mutatis mutandis, gives way to the tetractys; a hierarchy emerges with its four plateaus and consequent levels of reading.

Viewed thus, our polyhedron is no longer a disparate and shaky product but responds to an organization that divides our ten stories into four common themes, and links them all together by way of metamorphoses and anamorphoses that underlie them.

1-4: Theme of the sham (“Ecce liber”; “From Lion to Mermecolion”; “Soliloquy of the Four-Headed Woman”; “Maximus”).

5-7: Theme of imposture (“Screen of Smoke”; “Moral Portrait of an Old Lady Greeting You”; “Farce and Gossip in the Confessional”).

8-9: Theme of the conceivable (“The Stock Market to the Rescue of the Humanities 2.0”; “The Return of the Golden Age”).

10: Theme of the plausible (“Demokratia”).

From a point to a line, from lines to a plane, from planes to the cosmos: such is the creative and functional beauty of the tetractys.

Against the ambient mediocrity, the arrogance of our era, tinged with irony, acrimony, hope, and the fabulous, at worst, Decalogical Revelation would need all the antiphons of historical, philosophical, sociological, and religious critiques to go unnoticed, and at best, the discerning eye of a few good souls to be judged by its peers.

Until then, and in spite of everything, let us hope that this challenge in the form of ten brief didactic-moral stories, combining anticipation, philosophical tales, libels, and plays, will still arouse in a few residual readers a sketch of reflection regarding the unease and emptiness of our time.
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THEME OF THE SHAM


1. ECCE LIBER [From Text to Context]
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Prologue

I am but an essay, a bit of unfinished story, the product of yet another graphomaniac. Looking at the senseless boustrophedon that I am, I wonder why I am painted in such a way, with so many regular letters? Besides, I will tell you that I begin with a T and end with an *r*, that is how it is, I did not choose it. So be it, but this time, what does the what am I matter.

Certainly, like so many others, I am divided into chapters. In my case, it is into seven, varying according to length and taste. I tell an adventure story, but let us leave that aside and talk of something else, of my own story. It has something surprising about it if you look closely. I, too, can tell my story in chapters. I would like to share my memories with you and tell you how, by rubbing shoulders with six different owners, I survived six major obstacles. First, time, then a lake, a mountain, a sandstorm, madness, and finally death and oblivion. That is my strange story that I would like to tell you, chapter by chapter.

Chapter I

In the beginning, I conquered time because I was stolen from a neighborhood library, one Thursday by chance. I had a well-ordered existence, almost never borrowed, except by mistake or let us say out of desperation, for lack of anything better, at the whim of a not-very-extensive catalog. So, I had my habits, sometimes put back a little more to the left, sometimes a little more to the right of the central partition, but always on the third level of a gray and slightly wobbly shelf. These few weekly loans always returned me to said spot, without having been much leafed through, but rather dog-eared. When the day of my abduction arrived, I found myself at the bottom of an old backpack, in deep darkness. I had suddenly left the place of exhibitions and collections, now at the mercy of a thief and new owner about whom I knew nothing.

Going from what I am supposed to be to what I am not gave me food for thought, soon regretting the gregarious existence of my shelf. I must tell you that I stayed in that bag for at least a month, before undergoing a violent jolt. Emptied from the bag without the slightest regard and thrown to the floor like a filthy thing, my cover took quite a beating. Picked up by the spine, I felt myself being unglued; I thought I would succumb. Fortunately, in my misfortune, I landed with a toss of the hand near a corner by a window. I was not mistreated for weeks, when suddenly, for reasons beyond me, the man began to consult me one rather gloomy autumn evening. In one go, he finished the first chapter. Skeptical, he closed me with a hard snap on my cover. He did not seem to appreciate my inner demons. Despite everything, he had left me a note to indicate where he had left off. Without indiscretion, I could read: meet at the lake this Tuesday at two o'clock, followed by a phone number.

Chapter II

There are things that escape me about some people, like slips of the tongue or action. That of the same man who had scribbled this message of importance to him: that of a romantic rendezvous. So why not just take the paper that served as a bookmark without taking me along on his adventures? The fact remains that I was part of the party, this time tucked into a satchel. I feared the worst. Does one need someone like me in such circumstances? I do not think so; all this is outmoded. Come what may.

As we approached the lake in question, the atmosphere was tense: would she come, would she not? My owner was pacing in circles when finally the lady appeared, decked out for the occasion. The two lovebirds quickly boarded a boat to take a ride on the lake. When they were far enough from the shore, they embraced so tightly that, in their momentum, the boat rocked. In this abrupt movement, I slipped out of the satchel and found myself in a wicker basket placed on the edge of the canoe. One movement too many and the basket tipped overboard, and me with it. I drifted. Those two did not care; they were already rowing in the opposite direction. They had abandoned me to my fate, in the middle of a lake. It was thanks to a slight breeze that I ended up at the other end of this lake, stuck between two rushes anxious not to take on water.

The basket that served as my raft seemed to be sinking. In other words, for me, who is hydrophobic by nature, it was almost the end. In the depths of distress, sometimes a helping hand is found. In my case, it was a landing net that pulled me out of the dangerous aquatic environment. As soon as my vessel was drained, my savior the fisherman almost committed the irreparable by wanting to throw this vulgar catch into the reeds when suddenly, at the sight of me, he reconsidered. He grabbed me firmly and examined me from all angles, as if I were a newborn. I was in bad shape, damp all over. He did not care; he leafed through me from one end to the other, and contemplated words pell-mell from pages 30, 54, 78: “boat”, “hunter”, “basket”, without any other motive.

I do not know if the man was illiterate, or what do I know, a caveman, but this one lived reclusively in the woods, cut off from all contact. His house made of logs did not enchant me much for fear of dampness, among other things. Nothing of the sort, for he warmed me near a hearth, which did me a world of good. I was bloated but safe.

The days passed in this hovel, and the man did not speak since he lived alone. He went out very early in the morning, at dawn, to procure his daily sustenance and only returned home to eat and rest. Only, with the find that I was for him, all his attention had recently been riveted on me. Each day was a long ritual: he opened me, right side up, upside down, put his ear to me, looked at the letters, the words, the signs, particularly from chapter II, as if hypnotized.

Chapter III

Existence now flowed invariably, under the sway of this individual straight out of prehistory. Since not a word came out of his mouth, I cannot tell you more about him. I had nicknamed him Beta; it was a letter that suited him well. Physically, he was stocky and covered in hair; he seemed as solid as a millennial timber frame. His face was certainly fierce and stupid on occasion, but most often impassive. His attire, depending on the season, was an aggregate of animal skins or clothes made from all types of deciduous trees, which he knew like no one else.

Beta was survival, and survival was stupid. It consisted of managing his daily life according to erroneous principles or various superstitions. With him, everything was ritualized: his bowl, his straw mattress, his tools; each object was fetishized. Since he acted according to the iron laws of primitive materialism, he had fits of creativity that followed a purpose, a logic that was his own. One day, I was the victim of it. As his curiosity about me turned into obsession, he decided to subject me to an unprecedented operation. He had discriminated all the letters on my pages; he now knew them all. Words did not matter to him, only letters counted. Perhaps because he wanted to find himself a pastime. I do not know by what belief, he began to do something other than reproduce them. He grabbed a needle he had made from a bird's bone and hemp thread. Then, he turned the pages to chapter III, where he began to do something that, in the memory of books, one would not find. And for good reason, he amused himself by threading his needle and thread through the counters of the letters, that is, by piercing their bellies. He knew that with my font, eight letters lent themselves to his little game: a, b, d, e, g, o, p, q. So, he sewed from one page to the next, the objective being to go from one letter belly to another as if stringing pearls. Carrying out this task gave him indescribable joy, whereas his fit of madness was unbearable to me. Through his sordid game, I had been sewn over thirty pages.

The madman might have repeated the offense if not for a sudden denouement that would deliver me from his strange whims. Indeed, Beta did not suspect it, but men were on his trail, and that day, I would witness a real kill. First, his building was vigorously shaken with a sort of battering ram. When the entire edifice collapsed, he saw his tormentors who took aim at him. Beta did not understand that he was being summoned to surrender, and in a gesture of despair, he grabbed me before fleeing at a run. Those pursuing him riddled him with bullets. The impacts did not seem to stop him; he was certainly bloody but very quick to slip into the depths of the woods. The men behind, however, did not lose his trail, and Beta took the path of a mountain. He began to climb it by the steepest and rockiest side. His flight ended near a bush where he caught another bullet in his body and collapsed with a final rattle. I later understood, with the arrival of plainclothes police officers, that Beta was wanted and considered a dangerous madman to be shot. I will probably still have trouble understanding why he decided to take me with him in his flight. Was I so precious in his eyes that he acted in this way? Did he see in me some initiatory powers? The mystery will remain. As for me, I lay on the ground at the scene of the crime, stained with his blood on my cover. An officer picked me up, placed me under seal; I was thus destined to be examined.

––––––––
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Chapter IV

I SUDDENLY HAD THE clear impression of returning to civilization, if indeed it had begun with me. However, there is something disappointing about passing from the stage of nature to that of culture and vice versa, I would say.

The proponents of civilization all act by conditioned reflexes; they too are ritualized. At the police station, the thing is even more noticeable. Everything is subject to inspection: people, objects, products, everything. It was a strange moment for me; I was combed through with a fine-tooth comb, with a will to lift fingerprints all over me. It is true that I had been shaken up, but I did not see the point in examining me like a circus animal. After a few hours of analysis, nothing conclusive had been found about me. So, I was put away in one of those huge lockers. I was undoubtedly destined for a long hibernation, but I know this fate reserved for me and my kind well.

Thirteen months and eighteen days had passed when I emerged from my lethargy. During a spring cleaning, they decided my fate. A pot-bellied but pleasant-faced police officer asked his colleague: “What do we do with this?” The other replied: “Oh that, you can throw it away!” Freezing words making me think of an imminent end, but this time again, I escaped. “I'll keep it; it intrigues me,” the officer said softly. It was because in chapter III I had been sewn with thread that I aroused the curiosity of this man, a little more sensitive than average.

Serge was his name, and I sensed that this gentleman meant well for me. From the way he looked at me, I guessed his good intentions. He even set about undoing my stitches. I thank him still. It left some bruises, but it didn't matter; I could breathe again; there is nothing worse than a text without breathing, is there?

I then led a rather tranquil existence with my new owner and his small family, people who were all in all pleasant, not great friends of reading but good livers. Serge, since our meeting, had made a few forays into me and had read four chapters. I could not explain the reason: work, family, mind-numbing distractions, perhaps. However, it was after three years of inertia that his attention turned to me again, but why? I think it was a vacation departure that suggested to him to include me in the contents of his suitcase, like one object among so many others.

The destination was exotic; it was a camel trek in the desert, accompanied by Bedouins. I doubted somewhat the possibility of consulting me during this adventure. Deserts are hardly suited for it; the scorching sun, thirst, sand, nomadism, and night camps do not help matters. One imagines rather among the sentinels of the desert, anchorites and ascetics who are more inclined to aphorisms inherited from a millennia-old oral tradition and have more ear than eye quick to hear some distant vox clamantis in deserto.

And the experience was certainly disorienting
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