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THE FAREWELL CEREMONY

This is the first of my books—the only one no doubt—that you will not have read before it is printed. It is wholly and entirely devoted to you; and you are not affected by it.

When we were young and one of us gained a brilliant victory over the other in an impassioned argument, the winner used to say, “There you are in your little box!” You are in your little box; you will not come out of it and I shall not join you there. Even if I am buried next to you there will be no communication between your ashes and mine.

When I say you, it is only a pretense, a rhetorical device. No one hears it. I am speaking to no one. In reality it is Sartre’s friends that I am talking to—those who would like to know more about his last years. I have described them as I lived through them. I have spoken about myself a little, because the witness is part of his evidence, but I have done so as seldom as possible. In the first place because that is not what this book is about, and then because, as I replied to a friend who asked me how I was taking it, “These things cannot be told; they cannot be put into writing; they cannot be formed in one’s mind. They are experienced and that is all.”

This narrative is chiefly based on the diary I kept during those ten years, and on the many testimonies I have gathered. My thanks to all those whose written or spoken words have helped me to recount Sartre’s last days.

1970

Throughout his life Sartre never ceased calling himself into question; he did not underestimate what he called his “ideological interests,” but he did not wish to be wholly taken over by them. He often thought it right to “think against himself,” trying hard to “break bones inside his head.” The political upheavals of 1968, in which he was involved and which affected him deeply, led him to reflect upon the intellectual’s role and to modify his conception of it.

He often explained his views on this point. Up until that time Sartre had seen the intellectual as someone who was tormented by the contradiction between the universality of practical knowledge and the exclusiveness of the ruling class which had produced him—he was thus the incarnation of the guilty conscience as Hegel defines it, and soothing his conscience by his very awareness of its guilt, he felt that it allowed him to be on the side of the proletariat. Sartre now thought it was necessary to go beyond that stage. Against the classic intellectual he set up the new intellectual who endeavors to become integrated with the masses so as to bring about the triumph of true universality.

Sartre tried to follow this line of conduct even before he had distinctly formulated it. In the fall of 1968 he undertook the editing of Interluttes, a bulletin that circulated among the political activists. He had met Geismar several times and was keenly interested in his idea of publishing a paper in which the masses could speak. It came into existence however when Geismar joined the Gauche prolétarienne (G. P.) and he and the Maoists brought out La Cause du peuple. It had no owner, was written directly or indirectly by the workers, and was sold on the streets by the militants. Its aim was to give an idea of the struggles carried on by the working class in France from 1970 onward. It was often hostile to the intellectuals and, where Roland Castro’s trial was concerned, to Sartre himself.*

After certain articles in La Cause du peuple violently attacked the government, its first two editors, were arrested. Geismar and other militants suggested that Sartre should take their place. He agreed without hesitation, because he thought that the weight of his name might be useful to the Maoists. “I cynically tipped the scales with the fact that I was well known,” he said later during a lecture in Brussels. From that point on the Maoists were persuaded to revise their opinion of the intellectuals and their tactics toward them.

The first issue of La Cause du peuple edited by Sartre came out on May 1, 1970. The authorities did not attack him, but the minister of the interior ordered the seizure of each number at the printing plant. Fortunately, the printer managed to get most of the copies out and away before they were taken. The government then went after the vendors of the paper, who were brought before a special court and charged with reconstituting an organization that had been banned. However Sartre and I and several friends sold the paper in the heart of Paris without being seriously disturbed. One day the authorities grew tired of the pointless struggle and it began to be sold in the kiosks. An association of “Friends of La Cause du peuple” was formed, with Michel Leiris and myself at the head of it. Associations have to be declared, and an official receipt is delivered. This was at first refused to us and we had to appeal to the administrative court to get it.

In June 1970 Sartre helped to found the Secours rouge, an organization whose aim was to struggle against repression. The national steering committee, in a declaration largely written by Sartre, stated among other things:


Secours rouge will be a democratic, legally declared and independent association, its essential aim will be to ensure the political and legal defense of the victims of repression and to provide them and their families with material and moral support, no one being barred …

… justice and freedom cannot be defended without organizing solidarity among the people. Secours rouge, which arises from the people, will help them in their struggle.



The organization included the main leftist groups, Témoignage chrétien, and a number of well-known people. Its chief purpose was to resist the wave of arrests initiated by Marcellin after the dissolution of the G.P. A great many militants were in prison. What had to be done was to collect information on their cases and decide what action to take. Several thousand people belonged to Secours rouge, and primary committees were set up in various districts in Paris and in the provinces. The Lyons committee was the most active of those in the departments. In Paris the organization was particularly concerned with the difficulties of the immigrant workers. Although generally speaking the committees were politically eclectic, it was the Maoists who were the most active and who more or less took them over.

Although Sartre zealously carried out his tasks as a militant, he still spent the greater part of his time on his literary work. He was finishing the third volume of his great book on Flaubert. In 1954 Roger Garaudy had said to him, “Let us both work on one and the same character, with me explaining him according to Marxist and you according to existentialist methods.” Sartre chose Flaubert, whom he had treated very harshly in What Is Literature? but who had quite won him over when he read his correspondence. What he found most attractive in Flaubert was his exaltation of the imaginary above all other factors. At that time Sartre filled about ten large notebooks; then he wrote a thousand-page essay which he abandoned in 1955. He went back to work, completely recasting the book between 1968 and 1970. He called it The Family Idiot and he wrote it both eagerly and easily. “It was a question of showing a method and at the same time of showing a man.”

He explained his aims on several occasions. It was not a scientific work that he was concerned with, since he did not make use of concepts but rather of notions, a notion being a thought that includes the factor of time—the notion of passivity, for example. With regard to Flaubert he adopted an attitude of empathy. “To prove that any man is perfectly knowable so long as one uses the right method and possesses the necessary documents—that is my goal.” He also said, “When I point out how Flaubert does not know himself and how at the same time he understands himself very well indeed, I am showing what I call the experienced, the lived-through, aspect: that is, life lived in understanding with oneself, without any knowledge, any positively stated awareness being evident.”

His Maoist friends were more or less opposed to this undertaking. They would have preferred Sartre to write some militant treatise or a great novel designed for the people. But on this point he had no intention of yielding to any pressure whatsoever. He understood his comrades’ point of view, but he did not share it. “If I look at the subject matter,” he said, speaking of The Family Idiot, “I have the impression of an escape. If, on the other hand, I look at the method, I have a feeling of being here, in the immediate present.”

Later he returned to the question in a lecture he gave in Brussels. “For seventeen years I have been harnessed to a work on Flaubert, a book that could not interest the workers because it is written in a complicated and certainly bourgeois style.… I am bound to it. That is, I am sixty-seven, I have been working on it since I was fifty, and I used to dream about it before that.… Insofar as I am writing about Flaubert I am an enfant terrible belonging to the bourgeoisie, a subject for reclamation.”

His basic idea was that at no matter what point in history and whatever the social and political context, it was still essential to understand people and that his study of Flaubert might be of use to that end.

Sartre was therefore quite satisfied with his various commitments when we returned to Paris in September 1970 after a happy stay in Rome. He lived in an austere little apartment on the tenth floor of a building in the Boulevard Raspail, opposite the Montparnasse graveyard and quite close to my place. He liked it there. He led a fairly even life that varied little from day to day. He regularly saw long-established women friends—Wanda K., Michèle Vian, and his adopted daughter, Arlette Elkaïm, at whose home he slept two nights a week. The other evenings he spent with me. We talked, and we listened to music. I had built up a large collection of records and I added to it every month. Sartre was much interested in the Viennese school, particularly Berg and Webern, and in some modern composers: Stockhausen, Xenakis, Berio, and Penderecki as well as many others. But he was always happy to go back to the great classics. He loved Monteverdi, Gesualdo, Mozart’s operas—above all, Cosí fan tutte—and Verdi’s. During these home concerts we would eat a hard-boiled egg or a slice of ham and drink a little Scotch. I live in what real estate agents call “an artist’s studio with loggia.” I spend my days in a big, high-ceilinged room; an inside staircase leads to a bedroom, which is connected to the bathroom by a kind of balcony. Sartre slept upstairs and came down in the morning to have tea with me. Sometimes, one of his friends, Liliane Siegel, would come and take him out for coffee at a little place near his building. He frequently saw Bost at my apartment in the evening, and quite often Lanzmann, with whom he had many ties in spite of certain disagreements about the Israeli-Palestinian question. He was particularly fond of Saturday evenings, which Sylvie† spent with us, and of lunchtime on Sunday, when we all three met at La Coupole. At long intervals we also met other friends.

In the afternoons I worked at Sartre’s place. I was waiting for Old Age to come out and thinking about one last volume of my memoirs. He was revising and correcting his portrait of Dr. Flaubert in The Family Idiot. It was a splendid autumn, blue and gold. The opening year promised very well.‡

In September Sartre took part in a great meeting organized by Secours rouge to denounce King Hussein of Jordan’s massacre of Palestinians. Six thousand people were present, including Jean Genet, whom Sartre had not seen for a long while. Genet was connected with the Black Panthers and had written an article about them in Le Nouvel Observateur. He was getting ready to leave for Jordan, where he wanted to stay in a Palestinian camp.

Sartre’s health no longer worried me, and had not for a great while now. Although he smoked two packs of Boyards a day his arteritis had not grown worse. It was suddenly, toward the end of September, that I began to be frightened.

One Saturday evening we had dinner with Sylvie at Dominique’s, and Sartre drank a great deal of vodka. Back at my studio he first dozed and then fell fast asleep, dropping his cigarette. We helped him up to his bedroom. The next morning he seemed to be perfectly well and went back to his own apartment. But when at two o’clock Sylvie and I went to fetch him for lunch, he bumped into the furniture at every step. When we left La Coupole he was staggering, although he had drunk very little. We took him to Wanda’s place in the Rue du Dragon in a taxi, and as he got out he nearly fell.

He had had fits of giddiness before this. When we were in Rome in 1968 his legs gave way when he stepped out of the car in the Piazza Santa Maria dei Trastevere to such an extent that Sylvie and I had to support him. I did not think it of much consequence, but I was surprised, since he had drunk nothing! Yet these disturbances had never been so marked as they were now, and I had a suspicion of their gravity. In my diary I wrote, “This little apartment, so cheerful since I came back, has changed its color. The pretty velvet-piled carpet brings mourning to mind. That is how life will have to be: with happiness and moments of delight when all goes well, but with the threat hanging there—life set between parentheses.”

As I copy out these lines I am filled with astonishment: how did I come to have that dark foreboding? I think that in spite of my apparent calmness, for more than twenty years I had never really stopped being on the watch. The first alarm was the attack of high blood pressure that had taken Sartre to the hospital just after his journey to the USSR in the summer of 1954. Then in the fall of 1958 I was extremely anxious.§ Sartre only just escaped a stroke. Since that time the threat was always there; the doctors had told me that his arteries and arterioles were too narrow. Every morning when I went to wake him I was impatient to make sure that he was breathing. I was not really worried; it was more an effect of the imagination, but it was one that meant something. These fresh disturbances compelled me to become fully and tragically aware of a frailty that in fact I had been conscious of all the time.

The next day Sartre had pretty well recovered his balance, and he went to see his usual physician, Dr. Zaidmann. He said that tests would be necessary, and he advised Sartre not to tire himself before he saw a specialist on the following Sunday. The specialist, Dr. Lebeau, would not be categorical. The lack of balance might be caused by trouble in the inner ear or in the brain. He called for an encephalogram, but it showed nothing abnormal.

Sartre was out of sorts. He had an abscess in his mouth and he felt the beginnings of flu. But it was with joy and delight that he delivered the huge manuscript of Flaubert to Gallimard on October 8.

The Maoists had organized a journey that would take him to Fossur-Mer and other industrial centers so he could study the workers’ living conditions and the nature of their employment. On October 15 the doctors forbade him to go. In addition to Zaidmann he had seen specialists who had examined his eyes, ears, skull, and brain—no less than eleven consultations. They had detected grave disturbances in the circulation in the left hemisphere of his brain (the hemisphere that has to do with speech) and a narrowing of the blood vessels. He was to smoke less and to undergo a series of drastic injections. In two months they would take another encephalogram. By that time he would no doubt be cured. But he was not to overdo things, above all, physically. In fact, now that the Flaubert was finished, there was no reason Sartre should tire himself. He read manuscripts and detective stories, and he dreamed vaguely of writing a play. In the course of that October he also wrote a preface for the catalog of Rebeyrolle’s exhibit, a show that Rebeyrolle called Coexistences. We were very fond of his painting. He had come to spend two days with us in Rome and we had the greatest liking for him. When we met his wife, a lively, amusing little Armenian, we had the same feeling for her. We saw them quite often in the years that followed. They were friends of Franqui, the journalist who had invited us to Cuba in 1960 and who had later gone into exile because he was opposed to Castro’s pro-Soviet policy.

In spite of the trouble with his health, Sartre carried on his political activities. It was at this juncture that the police raided the plant of Simon Blumenthal, the printer of La Cause du peuple.

On October 21 Geismar was tried. At the rally to protest the arrest of the editors, Le Dantec and Le Bris, five thousand people had shouted “All out into the street on the twenty-seventh!” Several speakers had addressed the crowd, but only Geismar had been arrested, obviously because he belonged to the G.P. Furthermore, the demonstration of the twenty-seventh caused no bloodshed—the C.R.S. had used tear gas and the demonstrators had thrown a few bolts but no one had been hurt. Yet for all that a severe sentence was expected. Sartre had been summoned to give evidence. But rather than play the conventional part before a court of bourgeois justice, he preferred to go and talk to the workers at Billancourt. Management would not allow him into the works, and the Communist party had had a tract handed out at eight in the morning to warn the Renault workers against him. Perched on a barrel and using a megaphone he spoke outside, addressing a rather limited audience. “It is for you to say whether Geismar’s action is right or wrong,” he said. “What I want to do is to bear witness in the street because I am an intellectual and because I think the connection between the people and the intellectuals that existed in the nineteenth century—it didn’t always exist but when it did it got very good results—should be revived today. For fifty years the people and the intellectuals have been separated. Now they must be reunited—now they must make one single body.”

Sartre’s opponents did their best to make fun of his intervention. The Communists retorted that the connection between the people and the intellectuals was ensured because a great many intellectuals were members of the party. Meanwhile, Geismar was sentenced to eighteen months imprisonment.

Sartre shared in the setting up of a new paper, J’accuse, whose first number came out on November 1. The team who ran it—Linhart, Glucksmann, Michèle Manceaux, Fromanger and Godard among them—were all friends of his. The paper was not written by militants, but by intellectuals. Sartre wrote a few articles for it. Only two more numbers came out after the first: one appeared on January 15, 1971, the other on March 15. Liliane Siegel, under her maiden name of Sendyk, was the editor legally responsible for the publication. She kept the position when J’accuse merged and became La Cause du peuple—J’accuse. Since the government did not wish to arrest Sartre, it was she who twice appeared in the dock, with Sartre giving evidence in her favor.

Yet his health continued to worry me. When he was bored—and he forced himself to do a good many wearisome tasks—he drank too much. In the evening and even during the day he was often drowsy. Dr. Lebeau, whom he consulted on November 5, said that this sleepiness was caused by the medicines prescribed for his dizziness and he reduced the doses. On November 22 another encephalogram was taken and it was entirely satisfactory; shortly afterward Dr. Lebeau assured him that he was completely cured and that he was no more threatened with vertigo than anyone else. This pleased him very much, but one other anxiety still remained—his teeth. He was going to have to have a plate made and he dreaded it for obvious symbolic reasons and because he was afraid he would no longer be able to speak in public. As things turned out, however, the dentist did an excellent job, and Sartre’s mind was set at ease.

He was pleased with the publication of Contat’s and Rybalko’s book The Writings of Jean-Paul Sartre. He corrected the proofs of The Family Idiot. He was on the top of his form in December, when he presided over the coal mines trial.

I described this trial in All Said and Done, but since Sartre attached a great deal of importance to it, I should like to return to the subject here. In February 1970 sixteen miners were killed and many others wounded by a firedamp explosion at Hénin-Liétard. Since the Houillères, the state-owned coal mines, were obviously responsible, some unidentified young men threw Molotov cocktails into the offices of the management in retaliation, causing a fire. Without the slightest hint of proof the police arrested four Maoists and two former convicts. They were to be tried on Monday, December 14, and Secours rouge summoned a people’s court for Saturday, the twelfth, in the town hall of Lens.

The people’s court exposed the Houillères’ responsibility with the most startling clarity. Sartre summed up the proceedings in a powerful indictment that ended with these words: “I therefore put the following decision to you: the State-proprietor is guilty of the murder of February 4, 1970. The management and the engineers responsible for Pit 6 are those who carry out its orders. Therefore they are equally guilty of deliberate homicide. They deliberately preferred output to safety; that is, they set the production of material objects above the men’s lives.” On the following Monday the six alleged incendiaries were tried and acquitted.

A little before this Sartre had agreed to edit two other leftist papers in addition to La Cause du peuple: Tout, which was the mouthpiece of V.L.R., and La Parole du peuple.

1971

At the beginning of January there were two trials that attracted a great deal of attention, the one in the USSR, at Leningrad, and the other in Spain, at Burgos. On December 16, 1970, eleven Soviet citizens—one Ukrainian, one Russian, nine Jews—appeared before the Leningrad court. They had planned to hijack a plane in order to get out of their country, but there were leaks, and during the night of June 15–16, before they had begun to carry anything into effect, they were arrested in various cities. Two of them were sentenced to death—Kuznetsov, who had worked out the plot, and Dymschitz, the airline pilot who was to take over the controls once the crew had been tied up and put out of the plane. Seven of the accused were given ten to fourteen years of hard labor, and two others four and eight years.? On January 14, 1971, there was a great meeting in Paris to support them, and Sartre took part in it; Laurent Schwartz was also there, as well as Madaule and our Israeli friend, Eli Ben Gal. They all denounced the Soviet Union’s anti-Semitism.

At Burgos the trial was of Basques, members of the E.T.A. who were accused by Franco of plotting against the state. Gisèle Halimi was present as an observer, and she gave an account of the trial in a book published by Gallimard. She asked Sartre for a preface, and he readily agreed to write one. He gave an exact description of the Basques’ problem and an account of their struggle, referring especially to the history of the E.T.A. He spoke indignantly of the Franco government’s repression in general, and in particular of the way in which the Burgos trial had been conducted. Since he had a perfect example at hand, he took this occasion of amplifying an idea that was near to his heart: the conflict between an abstract universal—that upon which governments base themselves—and the particular, concrete universal as it is embodied by flesh-and-blood human beings. It was the second, he asserted, that was being supported by the rebellions of colored peoples, whether they were colonized from without or within; and it was the second that was truly valid, because it recognized men as they existed in their human condition, their culture, and their way of expressing themselves, and not as empty concepts.

In opposition to a centralizing, abstract socialism, Sartre asserted the value of “another socialism, decentralizing and concrete: such is the Basques’ particular universal, the one that the E.T.A. rightly set against the abstract centralization of the oppressors.” What should be done, he said, was to bring “socialist man” into being “on the basis of his land, his language, and even his old ways and customs restored. It is from that basis only that man will gradually cease to be the production of his own product and at last become the son of man.”

It was from the same point of view that two years later Sartre devoted an issue of Les Temps modernes (August-September 1973) to the claims of the Bretons, the Languedocians, and all the national minorities oppressed by centralism.

Geismar was imprisoned at the Santé. Although his was a comparatively favored form of confinement, he made common cause with the other political prisoners, who had begun a hunger strike to enforce their demand for more bearable conditions of imprisonment for the common-law convicts and for themselves. A few leftists decided to go on a hunger strike too, in order to support their claims. A priest with advanced views sheltered them in Saint Bernard’s Chapel in the Montparnasse railway station. Michèle Vian was one of the strikers, and Sartre visited them quite often. He went with them when, after twenty-one days, they broke off their fast and tried to have an interview with Pleven. Since they were too weak to go far, they were driven to the Place de l’Opéra and from there they walked to the Place Vendôme. They called at the ministry of justice, but Pleven refused to see them. Later he gave in, granting the prisoners who had taken part in the strike a special status and promising to improve the common-law convicts’ lot—a promise that was scarcely kept at all.

On February 13 Sartre let his Maoist comrades persuade him to take part in a rather foolish venture—the occupation of the Sacré Coeur. During a Secours rouge demonstration a V.L.R. militant named Richard Deshayes had been disfigured by a tear-gas grenade. In order to arouse public opinion the G.P. decided to occupy the basilica. They counted on Msgr. Charles’s consent. Accompanied by Jean-Claude Vernier, Gilbert Castro, and Liliane Siegel, Sartre went into the church—there were some worshippers present—and asked to see Msgr. Charles. The priest he spoke to said that he would pass on his request. A quarter of an hour went by and the priest did not come back. Then all the doors but one were closed and the demonstrators—a considerable number by now—saw that they were trapped. As the C.R.S. came in by the one door remaining open, hitting everyone without distinction, Castro and Vernier grasped Sartre and Liliane and hid them in a corner. Then they managed to get them out, made them get into Vernier’s car, and set them down at a café. When they came back a little later they said that the clash had been very violent. One young man had had his thigh pierced through by a railing spike. Sartre thought the whole thing lamentable—it could not but discourage the militants, who had already been severely knocked about at the end of a demonstration a few days earlier. On February 15 he and Jean-Luc Godard gave a press conference about the affair, and the papers devoted a great deal of space to it. On February 18 he withdrew from Secours rouge, in which he thought that the Maoists had become too powerful.a

A few days later the Guiot affair erupted. Guiot was a boy at a state secondary school, a lycée, who was falsely accused of hitting a policeman and who was arrested, allegedly in flagrante delicto. The other lycéens protested in force, and thousands of them sat on the sidewalk in the Latin Quarter, where a great number of police vans were drawn up. In the end Guiot was acquitted, but the atmosphere in the streets of Paris remained very tense. On all the walls there were huge photographs of the disfigured Deshayes. In the middle of March the leftists and Ordre nouveau came into extraordinarily violent conflict and many policemen were wounded.

Sartre followed all this turbulence and unrest closely. His health seemed very good. He went on correcting the proofs of The Family Idiot; he attended all the Temps modernes meetings, which took place in my apartment.

At the beginning of April we left for Saint-Paul-de-Vence. Sartre went by train with Arlette, and I drove down with Sylvie. The hotel where we stayed was at the entrance to the little town—a town crowded with tourists during the day but quiet in the mornings and evenings, when it was exactly like our cherished memory of it. Arlette and Sartre were in an annex, Sylvie and I in a little house at the bottom of a garden filled with orange trees. It had a big bedroom opening onto a very small terrace and an immense living room with white, roughcast walls and exposed beams; on the walls there were beautiful, vividly colored pictures by Calder. The room had a long wooden table, a couch, and a sideboard, and it gave on to the garden. It was there that I spent most of my evenings with Sartre, drinking Scotch and talking. We dined on a piece of dried sausage or a slab of chocolate, but for lunch I took him to the good restaurants in the neighborhood. Sometimes all four of us went together.

The first evening we were astonished by the huge illuminations on the hillside facing Saint-Paul: it was the greenhouses, brilliantly lit at night by electricity.

In the afternoon we often read on our own, or we went for walks, going back to the places we had liked. Among others we were happy to see Cagnes again and the charming hotel where we had had a delightful stay many years before. One afternoon we went to the Fondation Maeght, with which we were already familiar. They were having a Char exhibition, and the pictures grouped around his manuscripts and books were very beautiful—pictures by Klee, Vieira da Silva, Giacometti, and many by Miró, whose work became richer and richer the older he grew.

On the last day Sartre ordered aioli, and since there was no sun we ate it in the “chauffoir,” a pleasant, spacious room with an immense fireplace and many books. He left by train that evening with Arlette, and Sylvie and I drove off the next morning. Sartre had truly enjoyed this vacation.

He was very happy, too, to be back in Paris, where he received a huge case from Gallimard, full of copies of The Family Idiot—two thousand printed pages. He told me that it gave him as much pleasure as the publication of Nausea. It was most warmly and appreciatively reviewed at once.

At the beginning of May Pouillon told us of the death of the friend I called Pagniez in my memoirs. According to him, when Pagniez retired he was so bored that he let himself die. He had hepatitis, and it degenerated into cirrhosis of the liver. As Mme Lemaire had died a few years earlier, Pagniez’s death meant that the whole of one happy period of our past had finally vanished. But for a great while Pagniez had been a complete stranger to us, and we heard the news unmoved.

It was also at the beginning of May that Goytisolo telephoned Sartre and in a voice trembling with emotion asked him to sign an exceedingly violent letter of protest addressed to Fidel Castro on the subject of the Padilla affair. This affair had had various stages: (1) the arrest of Padilla, a poet very well known in Cuba, on the charge of sodomy; (2) a polite letter of protest signed by Goytisolo, Franqui, Sartre, myself, and some others; (3) Padilla was released and wrote an insane self-criticism in which he accused Dumont and Karol of being agents of the C.I.A. His wife also produced a self-criticism, stating that the police had treated her “tenderly.” These declarations aroused a great many protests. In Le Monde, Arcocha, our former Cuban interpreter, who had also chosen exile, said that Padilla and his wife must have been tortured to produce confessions of such a kind. In the background of all this loomed the sinister figure of Lyssendro Otero. In 1960 he had been with us during almost the whole of our journey; now he seemed to have culture in its entirety under his thumb. Goytisolo was of the opinion that Cuba was under the control of a veritable gang, all belonging to the police. We learned that Castro now looked upon Sartre as an enemy, and as being under the baleful influence of Franqui. In a speech he made at this period Castro attacked most of the French intellectuals: Sartre was unmoved, since he had no longer had any illusions about Cuba.

As well as everyday contacts and his leftist comrades, Sartre and I also saw various friends when the holidays were over and everyone was back in Paris. Tito Gerassi told us about the American underground. Rossana Rossanda described the ups and downs of her paper, Manifesto, which was to change from a weekly to a daily. Robert Gallimard let us know what was happening behind the scenes in the publishing world. We had lunch with Ali, the Egyptian journalist who had escorted us during our tour of his country in 1967. At the beginning of May we met our Japanese friend Tomiko again, and she told us about the long journey she had just made in Asia.

On May 12 Sartre took part in a meeting held before the Ivry town hall. Behar Behala, a somewhat feeble-minded immigrant, had stolen a pot of yogurt from a van; the police fired and wounded him seriously. After an investigation Secours rouge organized a demonstration against the police.

At this point Sartre was staying much of the time with me, because his elevator was out of order, and he found it very tiring to walk up ten flights of stairs. On Tuesday, May 18, as on all other Tuesdays, Sartre arrived at my place in the evening; he had spent the previous evening and night with Arlette. “How are you?” I asked in the ordinary, rather casual way. “Well, not so good.” And indeed his legs were giving way under him, he spoke indistinctly, and his mouth was a little twisted. I had not noticed that he was ailing the day before, because we had been listening to music and had hardly talked at all. But that evening he had reached Arlette’s in a bad way, and he had awakened this morning in the state in which I saw him now; obviously he had had a slight stroke during the night. I had dreaded an occurrence of this kind for a long while, and I had vowed I would keep my head. I forced myself to remember the case of friends who had gone through the same sort of trial and who had recovered perfectly. In any event Sartre was to see his doctor the next day, and that calmed me a little, but only a little. I had to make a great effort not to let my panic show. Sartre insisted upon drinking his usual dose of whiskey, so that by midnight he could not pronounce his words at all and found it very difficult to drag himself as far as his bed. All night long I struggled against anguish.

The next morning Liliane Siegel went with him to Dr. Zaidmann’s. He telephoned to tell me that all was well; he had a blood pressure reading of 180, which was normal for him, and he was going to start on a serious course of treatment right away. A little later Liliane, also speaking on the telephone, was less sanguine. According to Zaidmann the crisis was worse than that of October, and it was worrying that the anomalies should have come back so quickly. No doubt one of the reasons was that since March he had no longer been taking his medicines, and it had also been very bad for him to walk up ten flights of stairs every now and then. But the essence of the matter was that the blood had great difficulty in circulating in a certain area on the left side of his brain.

I went to see Sartre in the afternoon and I found him neither better nor worse. Zaidmann had strictly forbidden him to walk. Fortunately, his elevator had been repaired. That evening Sylvie drove us to my apartment and she stayed with us a while. Sartre drank nothing but fruit juice. She was horrified at his appearance. I imagine that although he may not have realized it, the stroke must have been a terrible shock; he looked quite prostrated. His cigarette kept dropping from his lips. Sylvie would pick it up and hand it to him; he would take it and it would slip out of his grasp. I do not know how many times the process was repeated during the course of that ghastly evening. Since there was no question of conversation, I put on records, among others Verdi’s Requiem, which Sartre was very fond of. “It’s most appropriate,” he murmured, chilling Sylvie and me through and through. She left shortly after this and presently Sartre went to bed. When he woke up it seemed to him that his right arm was so heavy and numb that he could scarcely move it. When Liliane came to fetch him for breakfast, she whispered, “I think he looks worse than yesterday.” As soon as they were gone I telephoned Dr. Lebeau at the hospital. He could not come himself, but he would send another specialist. I joined Sartre at his apartment and at half past eleven Dr. Mahoudeau arrived. He examined Sartre for an hour and he reassured me; the underlying perception was unaffected, the mind was unharmed, and the slight stammer came from the twist to his mouth. The right hand was weak. Sartre still found it difficult to hold a cigarette. His blood pressure was 140; this was a disturbing fall and it was caused by the medicines he was taking. Mahoudeau wrote a new prescription and advised the utmost care for the next forty-eight hours. Sartre was to rest a great deal and never be alone. If he did this, he would recover entirely in ten to twenty days.

Sartre had meekly submitted to all the examinations, but he refused to stay in his room. It was Ascension Day, and Sylvie did not have to go to her lycée. She drove us to La Coupole, where we all three had lunch. Sartre was distinctly better. Yet his mouth was still twisted. The next day, when he was lunching in the same place with Arlette, François Périer saw him, and coming to my table he said, “It’s odious, what’s happened to him, with that mouth all pulled sideways—it’s very serious.” Fortunately, I knew that this time it was not very serious. During the following days things went well, and on Monday morning Zaidmann said that presently Sartre would be able to stop the treatment, but he added that the subsequent return to normal life would take a long time, and he even told Arlette that perhaps Sartre would never be entirely cured.

Yet by Wednesday, May 26, when we spent the evening with Bost, Sartre had completely recovered the power of walking and speaking, and his good humor had come back. Laughing, I told Bost in front of him that I should certainly be compelled to wrangle with Sartre to keep him from drinking too much alcohol, tea, coffee, and stimulants. Sartre went upstairs to bed, and from the balcony that overhangs my living room he quietly sang, “I don’t want to grieve my Castor even to the slightest degree …”b It touched me deeply. And I was touched, too, when we were having lunch at La Coupole and he pointed out a dark-haired girl with blue eyes and a rather round face, asking, “Do you know who she makes me think of? You, when you were her age.”

His right hand was still weak. It was hard for him to play the piano, which he liked doing at Arlette’s, and it was hard for him to write. But for the moment that was of no great importance. Until he should start work again, he was correcting the proofs of Situations VIII and IX, and that kept him busy enough.

In June he and Maurice Clavel set up the Libération press agency. They both signed a paper in which they set out the aims of the agency, which reckoned on being able to publish a news bulletin every day:


We all wish to create a new instrument for the defense of truth together.… It is not enough merely to know the truth; one must also make it heard. The Libération press agency means to be a new platform where journalists who want to say everything may speak to the people who want to know everything. It will give the people the right to speak.



At the end of June Sartre began to suffer cruelly from his tongue. He could neither eat nor speak without pain. I said to him, “Really, this is a horrible year; you have troubles all the time.” “Oh, it doesn’t matter,” he replied. “When you’re old it no longer has any importance.” “How do you mean?” “You know it won’t last long.” “You mean because one’s going to die?” “Yes. It’s natural to come to pieces, little by little. When you’re young, it’s different.” The tone in which he said this overwhelmed me; he already seemed to be on the far side of life. What is more, everybody noticed this detachment. A great many things seemed to leave him indifferent, no doubt because he was losing interest in his own fate. He was often if not sad then at least remote. I never saw him really cheerful except during our evenings with Sylvie. We celebrated Sartre’s sixty-sixth birthday in June at her place, and he was radiant.

He went back to his dentist and his pain stopped. At once the progress that he had made since May became apparent. Zaidmann acknowledged that he had entirely recovered. And several times Sartre told me that he was very pleased with his year.

Still, I felt very anxious leaving him. He was going to spend three weeks with Arlette and two with Wanda while I traveled with Sylvie. I liked these journeys, but parting from Sartre was always something of a wrench for me. This time we had lunch together at La Coupole, where Sylvie was to come for me at four o’clock. I stood up three minutes before the hour. He gave me an indefinable smile and said, “So this is the farewell ceremony!” I touched his shoulder without replying. The smile and the words stayed with me for a great while. I gave the word farewell the ultimate meaning it was to have some years later; but when that happened I was the only one to say it.

I left for Italy with Sylvie, and the next night we stayed at Bologna. In the morning we took the highway that led to the east coast. The landscape was drowned in a warm fog, and never in my life have I known such a feeling of absurdity and forsakenness. What was I doing here? Why had I come? My love for Italy soon seized me again, but every night before going to sleep I wept for a long while.

Meanwhile, Sartre was in Switzerland; from time to time a telegram told me that he was well. But when I reached Rome, where he was to join me, I found a letter from Arlette. On July 15 Sartre had had a relapse. On waking he realized what had happened, as he had the first time. His mouth was even more twisted than it had been in May, pronunciation was difficult, and his arm insensitive to heat and cold. Arlette took him to a doctor in Berne, and Sartre utterly forbade her to let me know. Three days later the crisis was over, but she had telephoned Zaidmann, who said, “His arteries must be very worn, for him to have spasms like that.”

I went to fetch him at the Termini Station. Before I caught sight of him he hailed me. He was wearing a light-colored suit and he had a cap on his head. His face was swollen—one of his teeth was abscessed—but he seemed in good health. We settled in our little apartment on the sixth floor of the hotel. It had a terrace which gave us a boundless view out over the Quirinal, the roof of the Pantheon, Saint Peter’s and the Capitol, whose lights we saw go out every night at twelve. That year, part of the terrace had been turned into a drawing room, separated from the open-air section by a glass screen, and we could sit there at any time. Sartre’s abscess went down, and he had no other trouble. He no longer seemed remote, and he was full of life and merriment. He stayed up until one in the morning and rose about half past seven. When I came out of my room toward nine I would find him sitting on the terrace, gazing at the beauty of Rome or reading. He slept for two hours in the afternoon, but he no longer had fits of drowsiness. In Naples with Wanda he had gone for long walks; among other things he had revisited Pompeii. In Rome we scarcely felt any desire to walk; without having to stir we were everywhere.

About two o’clock we would eat a sandwich near the hotel; in the evening we walked along to dine in the Piazza Navona or in a nearby restaurant. Sometimes Sylvie drove us to Trastevere or the Via Appia Antica. Sartre prudently put on his hat when he crossed a sunny stretch. He took his medicines regularly, drank a single glass of white wine at lunch, beer at dinner, and then two glasses of whiskey on the terrace. No coffee, and tea only for breakfast (in other years he had drunk an exceedingly powerful brew at five o’clock). He corrected the third volume of The Family Idiot and amused himself by reading gialli, Italian detective stories. From time to time we saw Rossana Rossanda, and one afternoon our Yugoslav friend Dedijer called on us.

Looking at Sartre as he was during this Roman vacation one would have given him twenty years of life to come. What is more, he reckoned on it himself. One day, when I complained that we always chanced on the same gialli, he said, “It’s natural. There’s only a finite number of them. You can’t hope to read new ones all through the twenty years to come.”

Sartre was still very well when he was back in Paris—his blood-pressure was 170 and his reflexes were good. He went to bed at about midnight and got up at half past eight, no longer sleeping during the day. His mouth was still very slightly paralyzed and this made it hard for him to chew and sometimes he lisped. Nor was he in complete control of his handwriting. But these things did not worry him. Once again he was paying the closest attention to people and events. He very much appreciated the cordial reception that the first two volumes of The Family Idiot had met with; he delivered the third to Gallimard and set about the fourth, in which he intended to study Madame Bovary. He read and carefully criticized the manuscript of my next book, All Said and Done, and gave me very good advice. In mid-November I wrote, “Sartre is so well that I have almost entirely stopped worrying.”

At the end of November, together with Foucault and Genet, he took part in a demonstration in the Goutte d’Or district to protest against the murder of Djelalli, a fifteen-year-old-Algerian. The concierge of his building had shot him down with a rifle on October 27; the boy made too much noise, he said. Then, not caring whether he contradicted himself or not, he stated that he had taken him for a thief.

Sartre walked along the Rue Poissonnière in front of Foucault and Claude Mauriac, who carried a banderole on which could be read an appeal to the workers of the district. The cops recognized Sartre and did not intervene. He made a speech, using a megaphone and announcing the setting up of the Djelalli Committee’s office. It would be available from the next day onward in the parish hall of the Goutte d’Or until another place could be found for it. The procession went on as far as the Boulevard de la Chapelle, Foucault speaking on several occasions. Sartre wanted to take his turn at the committee’s office, but when he and Genet had lunch together some days later, Genet advised against it, not considering him fit enough.

I do not know whether Sartre was aware of this unfitness, but suddenly, during the evening of December 1, he said to me, “I’ve used up my store of health. I won’t live beyond seventy.” I protested. He went on, “You told me yourself that people find it hard to recover from a third stroke.” I could no longer remember having said that; no doubt it had been a warning against possible overindulgences. “The ones you’ve had were very slight,” I said. He continued, “I’m afraid I shan’t finish the Flaubert.” “Does that grieve you?” “Yes, it does.” And he spoke to me about his funeral. He wanted a very simple ceremony, and he wanted to be cremated. Above all, he did not wish to be buried in the Père Lachaise graveyard between his mother and stepfather. He hoped that a great number of Maoists would follow his coffin. It was not often that he thought about it, he told me, but think about it he did.

On this subject, fortunately, his mood was changeable. On January 12, 1972, he said to me, with a happy look, “Perhaps we’ll live a great while yet.” Now and then he would make a laughing allusion to his “miniplegia,” but he did not think that he was in any danger.

1972

As Pleven’s promises about changing the prison system had not been kept, Sartre decided to give a press conference at the Ministry of Justice. On January 18, 1972, he and Michèle Vian went to the Continental Hotel to meet members of Secours rouge and some of their friends—Deleuze, Foucault, and Claude Mauriac. Two radio cars, from Radio Luxembourg and Europe 1, were there. The delegation moved off to the Place Vendôme and made their way into the Ministry of Justice. Foucault spoke and read the report sent by the prisoners at Melun. There were cries of “Pleven resign. Pleven to the black hole. Pleven murderer.” The C.R.S. dispersed the meeting. They arrested Jaubert, a journalist who tried to intervene when an immigrant was being clubbed and who was so savagely beaten up that he had to be taken to a hospital.c

Sartre and Foucault stepped in to have him released. From the ministry the demonstrators went on to the Libération press agency; here there were about thirty militants and journalists who had not been at the Place Vendôme, and among them was Alain Geismar, who had just come out of prison. Sartre sat at a table next to Jean-Pierre Faye. He gave an amusing account of what had happened: “The C.R.S. were not particularly brutal,” he said, “but they were not particularly gentle either: their usual selves.” When he had finished, the meeting broke up and he went home.

One undertaking that he agreed to with a great deal of amusement was the film that Cantat and Astruc made of him. He was surrounded by his Temps modernes colleagues,d and in reply to their questions he talked and recounted his life. The filming usually took place in his apartment, sometimes in mine. It was perhaps a little monotonous, seeing him always engaged with the same questioners, but it was because he was so used to them that he expressed himself so freely and naturally. He was full of life and merriment—at his best. He had not written a sequel to The Words for fear of hurting Mme Mancy and because he had been taken up with other work: in that book he had spoken of his mother’s remarriage, his inner break with her, his relationship with his stepfather, his life at La Rochelle, where, classed as a Parisian and more or less cold-shouldered by the other schoolboys, he had learned about loneliness and violence. When he was eleven he had all at once realized that he no longer believed in God; and at about fifteen, earthly immortality had taken the place of everlasting afterlife for him. It was then that he had been seized by what he called “the writing neurosis”; and under the influence of the books he read he began to dream of fame, which at that time he associated with phantasms of death.

He described his friendship with Nizan and their rivalry, and his discovery of Proust and Valéry. It was at this period, near the age of eighteen, that he began to write down his ideas, alphabetically in a notebook he had found in the métro, put out by the manufacturers of the Midy suppositories. The main idea was already that of freedom. Then he gave a short account of his happy years at the Ecole Normale, and he told how he and his friends had mildly persecuted conservative, pious youths. He had come to philosophy through a reading of Bergson, and since then it had remained essential for him: “What binds everything I do together is philosophy.”

He spoke of his stay in Berlin and Husserl’s influence on him; of his calling as a teacher, his intense dislike of growing up, the neurosis caused both by this dislike and by his experiments with mescaline, which were connected with his researches into the imaginary. He also explained what Nausea and the tale “The Wall” meant to him.

The conversation then moved on to his time in Stalag XII D, the production of Bariona, his return to Paris, and The Flies. Then to the vogue of existentialism, the attacks directed against him at the end of the forties, the meaning of literary commitment, and his political attitudes—his joining the R.D.R.,e his breaking with it, his decision to move closer to the Communists in 1952 because of the sinister wave of anti-Communism that was sweeping France, and especially because of the case of Duclos and the carrier pigeons. He mentioned de Gaulle, “a baneful figure in History,” and he cried out against the abject nature of present-day society.

He spoke of the way in which he had always been concerned with ethics and of his pleasure in finding these same preoccupations, in another form, among his Maoist friends, who linked ethics and politics. He defined his moral views at length: “Fundamentally the problem for me was to know whether to choose politics or ethics or whether politics and ethics were one and the same thing. Now I have come back, perhaps somewhat richer, to my original position—setting myself at the level of the masses’ action. At present there is a moral question almost everywhere, a moral question that is none other than the political question; and it is on this plane that I find myself wholly in agreement, for example, with the Maoists.… Fundamentally I have written two ethics, one between 1945 and 1946, completely misled … and then some notes round about 1965 on another system of ethics, with the problem of realism and that of morals.”

In the end he went back to a subject which he thought of the very first importance—the antithesis between the classical intellectual and the new intellectual that he had now elected to be.

The film was not yet finished when, on February 24, a Belgian friend, a lawyer named Lallemant,f had Sartre invited by the young barristers of Brussels to give a lecture on repression. We left about one o’clock in the afternoon, taking the autoroute. Sylvie drove. It was a fine sunny day and we stopped in a rest area to eat the croissants and ham that she had prepared. We reached Brussels at half past five and straight away we found the hotel, where rooms had been reserved for us. When we had settled in we went to have a drink at the bar, where Lallemant and Verstraeten joined us.g Verstraeten still had his fine blue eyes, but he was so thin that he looked like Conrad Veidt. We had dinner with them and some other friends at Le Cygne, on the Grand Place, a square that we admired all over again. We strolled for a while in the little streets nearby and then we set off for the Palais des Congrès.

At once we saw that the audience was entirely middle-class—it was obvious that the elaborately dressed women had just had their hair done. Sartre had given up ties and regular suits since 1968, and that evening he was wearing a black pullover, which was looked upon with disapproval. In fact he had nothing in common with these people, and we could not quite understand why Lallemant had invited him.

Without much animation Sartre read his piece on Class Justice and People’s Justice. In France, he said, “there exist two kinds of justice: the one, which is bureaucratic, is used for binding the proletariat to their proletarian state; the other, which is untamed, is the deep thrust by which the proletariat and the plebs just assert their freedom against proletarization.… The source of all justice is the people.… I have chosen the People’s Justice as the deepest and the only true form.” He went on, “If an intellectual chooses the people, he must know that the time of signing manifestoes, of placid protest meetings, or of articles published in reformist papers is over. His duty is not so much to speak as to try, by the means that are at his disposal, to give the people the right of speaking.” With this he explained the nature of La Cause du peuple and of the part he himself played on the journal.

To demonstrate the false direction of bourgeois laws he quoted the cases of Geismar and Roland Castro and the affair of the Friends of La Cause du peuple. He described the prison system—a system that had continually worsened during the past ten years, and he denounced the heavy pressure that was brought to bear on the judges.

All this floated over the heads of his listeners. There were a few relevant questions asked by leftists, and a great many foolish ones that Sartre answered in an offhand way. The only cheerful thing in this meeting was the sight of Astruc, creeping along the ground with his camera to film Sartre as he talked; his trousers drooped and his bare bottom appeared. The front row of the audience found it very hard to keep their faces straight.

As everybody was leaving, a woman looked at Sartre and said angrily, “It wasn’t worth dressing up,” and another, “When you speak in public you make an effort; you put on proper clothes.” At Erasmus’s charming, well-furnished house, where the young barristers were giving a cocktail party, the theme was taken up again by another member of the audience. This one attacked Sartre directly. She had raised herself from the working to the middle class, she said, and the first thing workers did who had risen like this was to wear a tie.

The next day Sartre went back by train with Arlette, who had arrived shortly before dinner; and I by car with Sylvie.

In Paris we learned of the murder of Overney. It was the tragic end of a long story. There had been arbitrary dismissals at the Renault works, dismissals that had in fact a political motive, and two of the workers who had lost their jobs, the Tunisian Sadok and the Portuguese José, began a hunger strike; the Frenchman Christian Riss joined them. They found refuge in a church in the Rue du Dôme at Boulogne. Late in the afternoon of February 14 Sartre went to the Renault workshops on the Ile Seguin in order to talk with the workers. He got in secretly by means of a van, together with the singer, Colette Magny, some members of the Gacem Ali committeeh and a few journalists. They handed out tracts protesting the dismissal of militant Maoists, particularly those who were on the hunger strike, but they were brutally expelled by the security men. Sartre spoke about the event at a press conference: “We went to Renault’s to talk to the workers. Since Renault has been nationalized one should be able to walk about there freely. We were unable to speak to the workers. That proves that Renault equals fascism. When the security men saw that there were no longer any workers to defend us, they grew violent. Several people were savagely struck and a woman was thrown downstairs.”

Every day since the end of January, Maoist militants at the Emile Zola gate of the Billancourt works had been distributing the tracts of the Comité de lutte Renault. On February 25 they called for a demonstration against the dismissals, and against unemployment and racism, that evening at Charonne. Among them was Pierre Overney, who had been dismissed by Renault a year earlier and who now drove the delivery van for a laundry. The eight uniformed security men guarding the entrance were on edge, for it was the time when the workers were beginning to come out and the gate was open. There was an argument between Maoists and guards and then a scuffle. A man in civilian clothes was watching the scene from a sentry box. As the Maoists moved forward a few steps into the works he shouted, “Get the hell out of here or I’ll fire.” Overney, who was six feet from him, fell back. Tramoni pulled the trigger; the shot misfired. He pulled it again, killing Overney. Then he fled into the factory.

After this murder there were demonstrations and outbreaks of violence on the part of the workers, and fresh dismissals on the part of the management. Sartre went to carry out an inquiry in front of the Renault works. “You feel you have to make an inquiry yourself?” asked a journalist. “You don’t have confidence in official justice?” “No, none at all.” “And what do you think about the Communist party’s attitude?” “It’s absurd. They tell you ‘The fact that theyi kill one another is a proof that they’re accomplices.’ That seems to me a pretty unsound argument. It is rather the Communists who are in league with the government against the Maoists.”

On February 28 Michèle Manceaux drove Sartre and me over to join in a great demonstration organized to protest against Overney’s murder. There was an enormous crowd. We did not stay long because Sartre had difficulty in walking. I was not able to go to the funeral with him because of a meeting of Choisir.j We went with Michèle Vian. His legs did not allow him to follow the coffin all the way, but he was deeply impressed by the huge gathering. Never since May 1968 had the new revolutionary left wing brought so many people into the streets of Paris. According to the papers there were at least two hundred thousand, and they all spoke of a revival of leftism and emphasized its importance.

Yet Sartre did not approve of the kidnapping of Nogrette, the man in charge of dismissals at Renault: the Nouvelle Résistance populaire (N.R.P) had abducted him by way of retaliation a few days after the murder. With considerable uneasiness he wondered what kind of a statement he would make if he were ever asked for one. The kidnappers were uneasy too. They quickly released Nogrette, without having made any claim.

The N.R.P was the militant side of the Gauche prolétarienne, and it had survived it by going underground. After the kidnapping of Nogrette it was at the parting of the ways: either it must launch itself wholeheartedly into terrorism or it must cease to exist. It revolted against terrorism and chose the second solution. A little later, this brought about the disappearance of Secours rouge; the organization had in fact come under the control of the Maoists, and once they had decided to disperse they lost all interest in it.k

It was at this period that Sartre wrote a preface for Michèle Manceaux’s Les Maos en France, a book that contained her interviews with some of their leaders. In this preface he explained how he looked upon the Maoists and the reasons for his agreement with them. “The Maoists’ regard for spontaneity,” he said, “means that revolutionary thought arises from the people and that the people alone carry it into its full growth and extent by means of action. The people do not yet exist in France, but wherever the masses move on to praxis they are already the people …” He particularly stressed the ethical dimension in the Maoist attitude. “Revolutionary violence is immediately ethical because the workers become the subjects of their own history.” According to the Maoists, said Sartre, what the masses wanted was freedom, and it was this desire that turned their actions into festivities—the sequestration of the employers in factories, for example. The workers were trying to build up an ethical society, that is, “one in which man, set free from his alienation, may discover himself in his true relation with the group.”

Violence, spontaneity, morality: these were the three immediate characteristics of Maoist revolutionary action. Their struggles were less and less symbolic and circumstantial and more and more realistic. “With their antiauthoritarian praxis the Maoists show themselves as the only revolutionary force capable of adapting itself to the new forms of the class war in the period of organized capitalism.”

Meanwhile, although he rejected the role of the classical intellectual, Sartre had not given up signing manifestoes when he was asked
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