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When you get off the tram at the Palmer Stop in Cenon, 

on a hill above Bordeaux, in southwestern France, just before 

the La Morlette shopping centre, and you walk down Charles-

de-Foucauld, a narrow, straight, one-way street, you find 

yourself in a cream-coloured neighbourhood of single-family 

homes crouching behind low walls and hedges. It is a frozen 

world of silence and cleanliness, where empty streets, lined with 

closed shutters and pulled curtains, run along deserted yards and 

gardens. A small, hurried housewife, a car suddenly racing by 

parked vehicles, or a moving djellabah shape, makes the stroller 

wonder if those were apparitions, once peace and quiet have 

returned. It is the same picture on every street, each stretching 

towards a multilane motorway with a monotonous hum that 

numbs the mind. 

There was no such neighbourhood here sixty years ago, at 

the end of WWII. Large wooded estates, held by the Bordeaux 

gentry, a legacy from the claret and triangular slave-and-sugar 

trades, had sprawled in all their splendour for centuries along 

the escarpment overlooking the Garonne River, and Bordeaux 

itself, with its harbour in the shape of a moon crescent. Time 

and again, orchestras and garden parties had resounded through 

those parks. But by the end of the German occupation, the 

palaces had suffered injury. Properties such as the Palmer and 

La Morlette estates had to be put up for sale. The Palmer estate 

was bought by the municipality and then resold, along with its 

centenary oak trees, to housing developers as reconstruction was 
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spurred by new, post-war laws, and people’s attachment to the 

land began to loosen. 

The eleven-hectare La Morlette estate was turned over to 

the Ministry of Education, which turned it into a young 

women’s training centre. This project was managed right after 

the war by Micheline Ponthier, a young and dynamic 

schoolteacher whose name might have been predestined. Three 

years later, she was put in charge of the new centre. She was 

barely thirty, with a full life already behind her—one that new 

duties could help forget. 

Proceeding along Charles-de-Foucauld Street and a little 

beyond, one reaches the abode of Mademoiselle Ponthier, who 

has since become Madame Hébert. Her white bungalow with a 

garage attached under the same red roof is barely visible, behind 

a small, beige wall and a dark bay-leaf hedge. In the back, on the 

garden side, are a sunroom and a spacious living room that 

appear to have been added on. Monsieur and Madame Hébert 

spent many happy years here together, watching their 

rosebushes grow. Monsieur Hébert, first-name Laurent, liked to 

sit on the little bench along the garden path, after his stroke. 

Many years earlier, the Minister of Education’s deputy had 

ended his inaugural speech for the training centre, embracing 

Miss Ponthier, declaring: “Mademoiselle, you are a very 

fortunate woman.” And indeed, four years later she 

compounded her luck by marrying Monsieur Hébert, her 

counterpart from the young men’s training college. At the 

beginning of their courtship, this widowed colleague had invited 

her to the movies “with no hidden motive.” During the 

projection he had simply taken her hand. 

Madame Hébert lives alone now. She is 93, and even 

though her occupations have become quite simple, they can 

easily keep her busy the whole day, but she sometimes manages 

to meet old friends to play Scrabble.  
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Her bedroom is the size of two little rooms that have 

been joined together. A prie-dieu, a precious legacy from her 

parents, now stands between the windows, where the dividing 

wall used to be. When she wakes up in the morning, 

Madame Hébert faces a large rococo mirror, framed with 

multiple smaller mirrors reflecting both the walls and the ceiling. 

It was quite a remarkable wedding gift. It might remind her of a 

mirror in her bedroom when she was a celibate schoolmistress. 

That one would reflect, from across her room, the oil refineries 

on fire in the middle of the night, at the mouth of the Garonne 

River, on the Gironde Estuary. Their bombardments had her 

running to the loo.  

Madame Hébert’s career was sealed from the moment she 

received her primary-school diploma. From that day in June 

1928, when she was not yet twelve years of age, she had a plan 

she would never veer from, thanks to her teacher in Étauliers, 

her hometown, inland from the right bank of the Gironde. 

When she speaks of it, she spreads her arms as if to lay her life’s 

foundation on the table, clearly and firmly.  

This school scene in Étauliers is to be the starting point of 

her memoirs relating her professional life. She is determined to 

have them written down, all the more so because she needs to 

have her personal memories put in order. After her career ended 

and her husband died, she penned these thoughts:  

 
My memory is a labyrinth out of which I cannot escape. 
I need Ariadne’s thread to take me out of this devious 
maze, and finally find peace. 
 
Madame Hébert knows this statement is in contradiction 

with her peaceful neighbourhood. But she insists unequivocally, 

in spite of all she has done for young people, she still has 

“something to offer to future generations … on the 

psychological and historical levels.” 
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Madame Hébert pauses … as if her mind were going on a 

tangent…. Yes, she is back in Étauliers … her sisters are 

teaching her to read at age five … Little Poucet … and to sew. 

She complains about the cold when her mother wakes her up 

for school. Still no running water, no electrical power…. 

“Mother! Quick, my stockings!” Then she falls prey to both 

panic and self-control: “I’m going to be late! I’m going to be 

late!” Pale-faced and out of breath, she makes it to school, but is 

stopped dead in her tracks by the teacher’s eyes and finger: 

“You haven’t had your breakfast! Go back home!” … After 

school she retreats into the cool basement and scoops cream 

from the milk kept there to spread onto her bread, and grates 

chocolate over it—such a treat!  

But soon she leaves her dolls and rabbits behind to enter a 

boys’ school, where girls have just been allowed to study, in 

Blaye, on the Gironde Estuary, less than twenty kilometres 

away. She is taken in by an old widow living on a dreary street, 

who serves nothing but frugal dinners to Micheline and two 

schoolmates, Raymonde and Jeanne, before they go and weep at 

night with their noses stuck to the window. Her father comes to 

Blaye to collect goods Saturday mornings for his shop from the 

port’s docks, and to buy fish at the market. He takes her out the 

first Saturday only to have her pattering behind him, begging 

him to take her back. In the end, he gives in, and she is allowed 

to come home on weekends. But on Monday mornings, as she is 

led to the railway station, it is the same scene, trying to negotiate 

with her mother: “I promise you, I’ll sweep the kitchen floor, I’ll 

wash the dishes, I’ll do anything you want.” Blaye—a four-year 

exile.  

Next, Bordeaux. At Cheverus Primary High, the girls were 

in constant fear of being labelled bad pupils. The comments of 

that era still ring in her ears. They would rain haphazardly on the 

class: “My poor girl, your brain is made of gelatine!” On 
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Sundays, Micheline would take refuge at her cousins’ in 

La Bastide, on the right bank of the Garonne. And later, at the 

age of sixteen, when she boarded at the women’s teachers’ 

college, on the left-bank suburb of Caudéran, her outings were 

only allowed under the supervision of her guardians in loco 

parentis, a night watchman and his wife from downtown 

Bordeaux. This generous couple came to take her out once a 

month, to round off her Catholic education. Eventually, 

Micheline could leave the boarding school a few more hours a 

month, thanks to a Protestant schoolmate by the name of 

Gilberte who took her home to visit her parents, and her 

younger brother, Guillaume. 

After graduating from teachers’ college, Micheline found 

herself teaching in a primary school in the countryside, at 

Eyrans, within a stone’s throw of her birthplace, Étauliers. The 

year was 1936. She cannot remember her twentieth birthday. 

What fill her eyes now, instead, are maps hanging from the 

walls … the children’s smocks and clogs … purple ink in the 

porcelain inkpots … logs to bring in from the storehouse to 

light the fire half an hour before class … the stove pipe running 

across the ceiling…. And teaching three forms* in the same 

room….  

No, really, nothing was pointing to a distinguished 

career—in a mansion. 

 

* 

 

Madame Hébert is proud of the mirror in her bedroom. 

Many of her staff and trainees clubbed together to present it to 

her when she married, but far be it from her to show conceit. 

Her faith demands humility, it keeps her on the right path. This 

does not mean that Madame Hébert does not pay attention to 

                                                 
* North American English: grades. 
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her appearance, for guests. She does it effortlessly, naturally, 

twirling her thick silver hair into a coil, somewhat loosely so it 

does not accentuate the long features of her face more than 

necessary. An unobtrusive necklace, and one or two rings, 

tastefully chosen together with a blouse and a jacket, will distract 

from her canes and walker. 

Madame Hébert’s day fills up quickly, with her household 

chores, her insurance forms, the follow-up to her donations to 

charities, and other administrative and medical business, nothing 

very complicated really, she knows this. Her afternoon is 

devoted to resting, after her homecare worker has left. She lies 

down in an electrically reclining armchair, in front of the TV, in 

the living room. After a few minutes of National Assembly 

debates, she is fast asleep. This type of nap is a dry run for her, 

she can tell, especially at the beginning, when she gently melts 

away into unconsciousness. She wonders sometimes whether 

this is how she will pass on. Her faith sustains her more than 

ever today, now that she is about to be rejoined, God willing, 

with her beloved husband. Every now and then, especially in 

times of setbacks, she feels under siege, and even defeated. 

However never, ever, has she given in to doubt, for this just 

cannot to be done. Still, true to herself, she will get to the 

bottom of things. In spite of the religious volumes in her half-

dozen bookcases; in spite of the lectures, the pilgrimages to 

Lourdes and to the Holy Land; and in spite of the televised 

rosaries and church services, she admits to being rather ignorant 

and unable to build an image of the ‘other side’ for herself. 

Silence, then, fills the room…. She purses her lips … barely 

moves her chin forward … and stares out into the beyond … 

while the pupils of her eyes mirror the darkness of the abyss … 

an unfathomable abyss. 

 

* 
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Étauliers—once again…. The Ponthier town shop … 

with its ironmongery, grocery, and haberdashery … an Ali Baba 

cave set right between Main Street and Church Street … 

between two little bridges … a moat-like brook flowing along its 

walls—1924…. A room, a bedroom … her bedroom … in a 

maze of nine bedrooms … with exhalations of carbide and 

turpentine snaking their way up the stairs…. Sleep is not 

coming … darkness is all around…. And so is a presence … a 

dark presence that is not a presence…. A vacuum in the mist of 

the void … boundless…. Up to where?... Endless … 

limitless … on and on … for eternity…. Darkness everywhere, 

to infinity … calling … sucking in … undoing … tearing off…. 

Emptiness and solitude—unbearable…. The unknown … the 

total unknown, with no point of reference, no landmark…. 

Time does not exist…. All is still, motionless…. And so are her 

eyes…. Two wide, dark eyes stare where space, the room, 

infinity come pouring in…. Two round eyes, wide open, 

imploring … desperately probing … probing far away … light 

years away, out there…. And a mouth, her mouth, ajar, frozen 

stiff…. Nothing coming through…. The ‘I’ has no place 

there … it dissolves…. A scream tears the night—her sisters in 

their nightgowns rush to the rescue, “Michou, Michou….” 
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The Ponthier Family Shop, Étauliers 
 
 

The episode recedes…. But then, later on, when her 

teacher moves on from “the causes and the roots” of the Great 

War, Michou is brought back to emptiness, the emptiness of the 

universe: the earth, the sun, the planets, the stars…. “How many 

planets are there? ... What are their names?” And the stars … 

millions of stars to imagine, to conceive of … and to find 

compatible with an array of questions and answers … 

compatible with the catechism that resounds all around the 

church, from pillar to pillar, every Thursday, Thursday after 

Thursday: “What is God? ... How many persons are there in 

God?... Where is God?... He is everywhere. Therefore He is 

here…. God created everything….”  
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 Stars…. Infinity…. Night…. The next bout of vertigo 

spins again through the night! “Michou, Michou, don’t weep, we 

are here….” The Alpha and the Omega merge again; she opens 

her eyes…. Being and Nothingness are here, palpable, within 

her, she feels them….  

She remembers becoming aware that she was an 

‘accident’. She was born after her father’s medical discharge 

from the war, after he and her mother had ceased to conceive 

children fourteen years earlier, in 1902. “One more” … that is, 

an addition to the three sisters and a maid, and one lone 

brother.... The maid was only thirteen when the father hired her; 

she had high cheekbones and stayed for nearly thirty years. But 

Micheline was still unaware of another form of chance—or was 

it destiny?—that kept her safely from the Spanish flu.  

When she did occasionally take ill, she did not want them 

to call the doctor—only the teacher and the priest could clarify 

all this for her. And so, on it went, Thursday after Thursday, 

week after week, she made the priest’s dogmas her own, 

reminding her of her place and showing her the logic of it…. 

Michou took her first communion in 1927. She 

remembers it to this day: it was around the time Thérèse de 

Lisieux was canonized. She can see herself, with the other little 

girls, throwing rose petals in front of the procession of the 

Blessed Sacrament. 

 

* 

 

All of this is lying around, here and there, in two or three 

rooms, in photo albums, in envelopes, and in shoeboxes. There 

are no photos of Micheline as a baby, nor of her first 

communion. She still feels a sense of loss—to this day. Black-

and-white photos of her appear only after several pages of her 

sisters posing, first only one, Aline, then two, with Marcelle, and 
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later all three of them, with Cécile, wearing muslin flower 

dresses, holding musical instruments or showing off 

wristwatches. Photos of their parents are rare—they were 

married at seventeen and twenty-eight; they look like bronze 

sculptures, the father sporting a walrus moustache and a boater 

hat, and the mother nearly always sitting. The brother, Rémy, 

appears in the albums only when he is around age fifteen, posing 

placidly, as if for a painting, with his Moroccan guest in a Spahi 

uniform; on other occasions, another stranger stands behind 

him, both of them stiff and inexpressive. Rémy’s 1941 ID shows 

his height as 1.61m tall.* 

Other pictures, of the grandchildren and great-

grandchildren of Madame Hébert’s husband, need to be filed. 

Some lie right there, on the dining room table; she walks by 

them every day. She will organize them soon in the new albums 

ready and waiting. She likes to see her great-grandchildren smile 

at her—it feels good to be loved. 

Madame Hébert spends a good deal of time with her 

house help. She likes these young women. ‘Young’ in a manner 

of speaking—it is all relative. These mature women descend 

from the generations of young women she guided with so much 

devotion. She cannot help but observe and assess them, in her 

own way, always as the principal of a training college. It takes 

place most of the time in the kitchen, a small room with orange 

walls from the sixties, where barely four people can sit under the 

gaze of a crucifix. She listens to her helpers, sometimes looking 

over the rim of her spectacles, with her piercing almond-shaped 

eyes. 

The other day, she had a good discussion on fasting, with 

Fadila, the Moroccan helper, the one who parks her white 

Mercedes in front of the little gate, and does the morning 

chores. Madame Hébert likes to learn about Islam, it is a 

                                                 
* 5 feet 3⅓ inches. 
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beautiful thing, and she says so as she bows her head. She is 

doing her best to practice tolerance, above all. Religion does not 

kill; on the contrary, it draws people together, and the proof of 

this is her conversations with Fadila. It is through Christ that 

she can accept the other. When France was liberated, she was 

appointed to Purge Commissions and disciplinary committees 

concerning religious interference in the educational system. This 

may be how Madame Hébert was able to create a new picture of 

Catholicism and tolerance for herself. 

Madame Hébert now embodies tolerance itself: “I say, 

Yann, if you are happy with her….” For Yann, the eldest of her 

grandsons, had made up his mind to leave his wife for another 

one; it had been a question of happiness, a matter of health. 

And now, she has to make up her mind on the protocol for the 

photos in the albums. She wants to set them out in her own 

way, before passing them on to her grandchildren. “And after, 

well … they can burn them….” 

To unscramble her memory, and maybe to match her 

husband’s biography and dot the i’s of her own life story, 

Madame Hébert had decided to hire a ‘ghostwriter’, but the final 

product failed to satisfy her: one hundred and one pages for a 

life, her life, filled with emptiness and clichés. She wrote a few 

comments in the margins. Each time she leafs through it, she 

wants to change the phrases, cut out the repetitions, and 

possibly get rid of the administrative jargon. But something else 

makes her sigh. Everything is there, except what is not. It should 

all be redone. But then, when would she find the time to file the 

photos in the albums? She knows she does not have many years 

left, and the thought of it keeps her from getting hold of herself 

and make decisions.  

It is not always easy to identify the turning points of a life, 

the moments when a decision or resolution sows sorrow, bliss, 

or freedom. Her memoirs, for example, relate the impotence she 
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felt at the time of the student revolts of 1968 and 1972. Had her 

lack of action been a matter of tolerance, irresolution, or rather, 

the result of some political scheme on the part of her male 

counterparts? 

When the day comes to an end, when it is evening and she 

returns to her bedroom, tired and alone, before it all becomes 

dark again, she has no trouble blocking out the echoes of her 

past life. Rather, it is at night, when she wakes up, her 

shoeboxes a few paces away, that everything comes back to her. 

 

*   *
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CHAPTER SUMMARY 
ca. 47,000 words; 2 maps, 20 sketches, 7 photos, 18 letters or 

extracts, 1 poem. 
=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-= 

 
PART I     –     THE ROAD TO St JAMES 
 
1. Home and Church (Southwestern France : Cenon, January, 

2010; Étauliers, Blaye, Bordeaux, 1916-36) 
2. Contrasts (Cenon, January, 2010; Étauliers, Bordeaux, 

Northern Spain, 1936) 
Madame Micheline Hébert is 93-years old. She lives alone in a 
suburb bungalow. Her only social relations are her homecare 
workers and her Scrabble partners. Eternity is getting closer but 
she cannot envision it – when her daily routine is over, she can 
only focus on the past, on her Catholic childhood, on her career 
as the head of a women’s training center, and over and over, as a 
sort of obsession, on a decision she made sixty years earlier. 
(Sketches: her birthplace, her first teacher’s posting; her 1933 
photo.) 
 
3. The Conformist (Cenon, January, 2010; Eyrans, Paris, 

Bourg-sur-Gironde, Blaye, Royan, 1937-38) 
4. Adjustments (Cenon, January, 2010; Eyrans, 1939) 
5. A Lingering Burden (Eyrans, Étauliers, Bordeaux, 1939-

40; Cenon, 2010) 
Madame Hébert’s respect for rules and customs has always kept 
her away from men. This deliberate behavior resurfaces with the 
obsessive memories of a betrayal. War did not require any 
decision from Madame Hébert but it showed her how intensely 
life could be lived, beyond mediocrity, in spite of rules or 
customs. As she failed to exorcise her obsession through a first 
biography, she has called on the narrator to write a new one so 
she can bequeath a lesson to future generations. (Private 
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correspondence on the beginning of the war; sketch: Micheline 
meets the first Germans.) 
 
6. A Messenger’s Hazards (Cenon, January, 2010; Bordeaux, 

1961, 1951) 
Fascinated by the power of sixty-year old memories, the narrator 
is drawn into a similar situation as Madame Hébert’s by a 
flashback of his own repressed memories, making him a traitor 
in spite of himself as he realizes his reaction is more a human 
trait than a flaw of character. The shock of the death of Madame 
Hébert’s grand-son makes her depressed; this will give her a 
deeper perspective on her life. 
 
7. Tenants with Boots (Eyrans, Étauliers, Bordeaux, 1940-41) 
Madame Hébert refocuses her life story: As a new, rigid world 
spreads into her parents’ home, she is concerned about the 
mediocrity of her life in her microcosm. An operation that 
almost costs her life has her change her routine and sets her on 
a life-changing course. (Micheline’s 1940 photo taken by a 
German tenant.) 
 
 
PART II     –     THE SPELL OF A MEDICAL WAND 
 
8. A Stand-Offish Customer (Le Pontet-d’Eyrans, Bordeaux, 

Eyrans, 1941-42; Cenon, February 2010; Étauliers, 1942) 
Micheline meets Jacques, the new country doctor, the son of a 
Protestant minister, at the local inn. She becomes more involved 
at her school, succeeds at new initiatives, and expects the doctor 
to propose. Madame Hébert has difficulty describing Jacques to 
the narrator; the only sign she can (chooses to?) pick is the 
physical/literal union of both her hand and the doctor’s by a 
man of faith – she makes no issue of the fact that the man of 
faith is dying. (Sketch: the inn.) 
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9. Triggering a Curse (Le Pontet-d’Eyrans, Étauliers, Eyrans, 
1942-43) 

Jacques remains aloof; Micheline has doubts about her dream 
and tries to make sense of her parent’s doublespeak. Life goes 
on, as quiet as ever (as two survivors of one the most daring 
raids of WWII sneak by at night [12 December 1942]). A serious 
illness (of a speech organ – pneumonia) brings Jacques closer to 
Micheline, they declare their fondness for each other (Madame 
Hébert never uses the word ‘love’), it is the end of loneliness, 
they make plans by an old windmill (with no sails). (Sketch: the 
windmill.) 
 
10. The Return of Bygones (Eyrans, Saintes, May-June 1943) 
Parents oppose the wedding – unless the other child converts. 
The lovers become hostages of their loyalties. Micheline reviews 
the financial feasibility of the project, has concerns about 
abandoning her career. (Letters from Jacques’ mother and from 
Micheline’s cousin.) 
 
11. In the Guillotine’s Shadow (Bordeaux, June 1943) 
From now on, any decision is a betrayal. Micheline decides to 
explore converting but her body revolts, she sees warning signs, 
and reverses her decision (with the help of Catholic friends). She 
submits to a priest who has her break off the relationship—she 
will never see her lover again. Madame Hébert still feels today 
the pain of her counter-decision. (Sketch: the train station where 
Jacques was with Micheline for the last time; the crossing of the 
Garonne River—the turning point in Micheline’s life.) 
 
12. Beyond Death (Étauliers, La Réole, June-July 1943) 
Micheline fights depression by praying and by finding 
justifications for her reversal. Her family’s speculations are more 
than she can bear and she considers going into exile. 
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13. A Holding Pattern (Lourdes, July-August 1943) 
Micheline volunteers to evacuate children out of a bombed out 
neighborhood. At 26, she is appointed warden of a children’s 
health-and-boarding center, managing a staff with more or less 
legal backgrounds. She makes two friends. (Sketch: the health-
and-boarding center; Micheline’s 1943 photo with her staff.) 
 
14. Three Spots (Lourdes, August-December 1943) 
Jacques blames himself and writes to Micheline. She declines 
starting over: they have to sacrifice not just in the name of 
Christ, but also in the name of their own faiths. (Sketch: 
Micheline rushes to her room with Jacques’ letter; Jacques’ 
letters.) 
 
15. A Sigh (Cenon, February 2010; Royan, 1945) 
Madame Hébert has now unburdened herself better than for her 
first biography, she can hope in redemption. (Sketch: Royan in 
1945.) 
 
PART III     –     THE PALMS 
 
16. Redemption (Bordeaux, Cenon, Copenhagen, 1944-52) 
WWII is wrapping up, Micheline devotes herself to the 
reconstruction of the educational system. A recently widowed 
colleague, Laurent Hébert, puts his experience to use in helping 
her succeed. They find common points and start going out. 
(Sketches: the La Morlette training center; Micheline and 
Laurent meeting.) 
 
17. The Right Path (Bordeaux, Cenon, Bagnères-de-Bigorre, 

July 1952; Bordeaux, 1959) 
Both Laurent, a former WWI frontline courier, and Micheline 
decode each other’s chaste linguistic signals; they acknowledge 
each other’s past loves and lives, and conclude they may be 
united in holy matrimony. An orphan girl tells Micheline she 
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may have a constructive role to play in the life of Laurent’s adult 
daughter. (Sketch: Micheline and Laurent in a park where he 
tells her a key line.) 
 
18. New Resistance (Bordeaux, Cenon, Barèges, August-

December 1952) 
Laurent’s daughter, who is only eight years younger than 
Micheline, is opposed to his remarriage. Micheline and Laurent 
support each other, they unite and seize freedom. (Laurent’s 
correspondence; Mr. and Mrs. H’s photos.) 
 
19. Taking the Biscuit (Cenon, 1953-92) 
Laurent’s daughter accepts Micheline as step-mother. Micheline 
convinces herself that Laurent’s grandchildren can be also hers. 
Micheline works harder than ever at the development of a 
young women’s training center in a castle setting. Both 
Micheline’s and Laurent’s careers are crowned with recognitions, 
but soon sickness and death take away Laurent, the old soldier 
who had her realize sacrificing Jacques was uncalled for. 
Madame Hébert pays homage to the gentleman her husband 
was. She does not make an issue of the fact he had himself 
buried with his first wife. (Poem to Laurent. Sketches: the new 
training center and remembering Laurent.)  
 
20. Another Path (Cenon, February 2010) 
 
Madame Hébert and the narrator wrap up their interviews. 
While She finds herself alone again, the narrator discovers the 
spirit of his memories opposing Madame Hébert’s, in spite of a 
common thread linking them: as suggested earlier (chap. 6), the 
narrator is himself the product of a bi-denominational union 
going back to well before Micheline’s drama and proving that 
when there is a will there is a way. (Madame Hébert’s photo, 
February 2010.) 
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EPILOGUE     –     THE RETURN OF THE TIDE 

(Cenon, Dax, 2011) 
Madame Hébert’s cathartic exercise has failed: her 1943 decision 
boomerangs on the reading of her new biography. Symbols take 
their revenge with the malfunctioning of an automatic door that 
sends her to hospital. She starts doubting her freedom of choice, 
denigrating herself as an individual while this is precisely what 
characterizes her life as genuine. As a testimony of unfulfilled 
love and existential inquiries, Madame Hébert’s life turns into a 
20th cent. delayed-action tragedy petering out in solitude, in a 
convalescing home. (Sketch: the abandoned manuscript of 
Madame Hébert’s second biography reflecting the moon in her 
dark, empty home.) 
 
POST-EPILOGUE – NATURE BEARS WITNESS 

(Eyrans, June and October 2012) 
The narrator submits the manuscript’s corrections to Madame 
Hébert. She takes an opposite perspective, the story is in 
jeopardy. The narrator defends his work, accepts changes, and 
makes a final investigation. Madame Hébert will have herself 
buried in her parents’ tomb—55 km from Jacques’ tomb and 55 
km from Laurent’s tomb (verified on the Internet Michelin site). 
(Photo of two small blooming rosebushes at the foot of the old 
windmill where Jacques and Micheline used to meet.) 
 

* 


