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FORBIDDEN SCIENCE

“It is unusual for scientists to keep diaries and even
more unusual for them to make them public...”
remarks Jacques Vallee in this exposé of the meth-
ods of science as it deals with the challenge of
anomalous phenomena. Widely recognized for his
pioneering work in UFO research, Dr. Vallee
reveals what he uncovered as a young scientist when
he became involved in the mystery of unidentified
flying objects at the height of the U.S. Air Force
investigations in the mid-sixties.

From the extraordinary Socorro landing of 1964
to the notorious “Marsh Gas case,” Dr. Vallee de-
tails behind-the-scenes conversations and heated
debates among researchers. He describes the hopes
and fears he felt every day as new sightings were
reported and as he and his colleagues struggled to
develop research methodology for this new phe-
nomenon.

Going beyond his best-selling Alien Contact tril-
ogy. [ dimensions, C mzfrw:mtmm and Revelations,
Forbidden Science is also the richly personal story
of a young Frenchman fascinated with the stars
and the sky. Vallee becomes an astrophysicist and
computer scientist in the nascent French comput-
er industry, leaving France in 1962 for the United
States to pursue work in the early computer lan-
guages—and work with other scientists on the
phenomenon of unidentified flying objects.

When the Air Force funded a major university to
evaluate sightings of UFOs in 1967, Dr. Vallee
and his mentor, Professor J. Allen Hynek, were
part of the first briefing. Day by day he details in
this beautifully written ]nurm] how “the problem”
became not just a proliferation of sightings. but a
complex, layered public relations challenge. De-
bates developed not only on the study of these new

(continued on back flap)



phenomena, but on the way they werc caplained 10
the American people. Dr. Vallee reveals the process
by which major American scientists already h.ui
been led astray by the intelligence community ¢
carly as 1953, for reasons that had litde to do “uh
the pursuit of scientific knowledge.

Behind closed doors, and withour the knowl-
edge of the public, secret data and classified rec-
ommendations were evaluated and debated by
faceless analysts. “The problem” was never stud-
ied at the high intellectual level which a phenom-
enon rdulmg SO many known scientific values
would seem to demand. In the midst of a swirl of
media attention and public hunger to understand
UFO sightings, Dr. Vallee recorded in his diaries
not the cold, official face of science but the human
side of research, as a few [‘qu|.\|c C.igv]‘]}‘ tried to
meet the challenge of the unknown.

Moving beyond the question of the possible real-
ity of unidentified { lun‘;_‘uh]un a mystery he does
not claim to explain, Dr. Vallee asks, .-_’/ science refus-
es to deal with such topics, then what is science for?
Forbidden Science questions how we use scien-
tific research to describe anomalous phenomena
in the physical world and challenges us to face our
assumptions about ourselves and the tenuous con-
reality.
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Dr. Jacques Vallee is a lead-
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FOREWORD

[¢ is unusual for scientists to keep diaries and even more unusual for
them to make them public. While we know much about the intimate
lives and personal motivations of musicians, movie stars and literary
figures, the day-to-day life of scientists remains carefully veiled, as if sci-
ence somehow arose spontaneously by a process which superseded the
mere activities of mortals.

Like most of my colleagues, | have followed this rule of silence for
the lagt thirty years, never expecting that these Journas would be published
before my death. But | have finally decided that | had no right to keep
them private any more. Although they contain many passages that are very
persond and some that are painful, they also provide a primary source
about a crucia fact in the recent historical record: the appearance of new
dasses of phenomena that highlighted the readlity of the paranormal.
These phenomena were deliberately denied or distorted by those in
authority within the government and the military. Science never had far
and complete access to the most important files. This fact has been
dleged before, but never proven. The present book proves it.

Publication was not considered when the pages of these Journals
dowly accumulated in the form of copybooks, loose pages, letters and
margina notes. | smply regarded it as a ussful intellectual and spiritual
discipline to review for mysdlf the events of each period, if not those of
eech day. At firg this exercise helped me cope with the uncertainties and
the rapid changes in my life as a student in France. Later, when | moved
to the United States, the Journal became a confidant and, more impor-
tantly, an adviser, a crystal ball, atool to interrogate the future and to
explore its potential.

It turns out that the thirteen years covered here, from 1957 to 19609,
saw some of the most exciting events in technological history: the first
space adventures, the rise of the computer, the electronic revolution, the
invention of advanced software, the flight to the moon, the first detailed
Mages of other planets. As ayoung scientist | was aminor contributor to
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some of these events, an avidly interested observer of others. These devel-
opments which changed our world are well-documented in countless
books. Behind the grand parade of the visible breakthroughs in science,
however, more private mysteries were dso taking place. The paranormal,
with its claims and counter-claims about telepathy, dowsing, astrology,
healing and other effects was a matter of sharp debate and secret passion
among believers and skeptics. And there were even more exciting events
taking place: dl over the world people had begun to observe what they
described as controlled devices in the ky. They were shaped like saucers or
spheres. They seemed to violate every known principle in our physics.

Did these objects congtitute the first signd of imminent contact with
dien civilizations from outer space at a time when we were designing
our own space probes? Governments took notice, organizing task forces,
encouraging secret briefings and study groups, funding dassfied research
... and dl the time denying before the public that any of the phenomena
might be redl.

What the media and the scientific world were told by those responsible
for public welfare had little to do with what was happening. Anyone
reviewing that period and looking solely at the officid story will have
no chance of coming to grips with the truth about the unfolding dra-
ma. In fact, the major revelation of these Diaries may be the demon-
stration of how the scientific community was misled by the government,
how the best data were kept hidden, and how the public record was
shamel essly manipulated.

Witnesses of the strange occurrences numbered in the millions. But the
study of their observations had been forcefully driven underground. It had
turned into a fascinating discipline in a hypocritical modern world that
claimed rationa thought and open inquiry as its highest standard: it had
becomea Forbidden Science.

No reminiscences of that era can be credible unless they are sup-
ported by the daily record of conversations, meetings and research results
made by a participant in the actual events. | kept such a record and |
was such a participant, first as a direct witness to the phenomenon in
1955, then as a French Government astronomer, and later as a comput-
er scientist who played a significant role in detecting and publishing
some of the mgjor patterns behind the mystery and in arguing for its
redity. In that phase of my work | was a close associate of Dr. J. Allen
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Hynek, the man who was scientific consultant for the U.S. Air Force on
the UFO problem for nearly a quarter century, specificaly from 1947

to 19609.

Severd factors make it important to bring these notes, however per-
sond and fragmentary, to the attention of the public. Only one book
was published by a professiona historian who took an interest in the
field, but it is marred by distortions and errors of omission. And thereis
a growing misunderstanding of the actua role played by Dr. Hynek in the
study of unidentified flying objects.

Allen Hynek liked to remind us that beyond today's science there
would be a twenty-first century science that would have to take into
account phenomena that seemed paranormal to us simply because of
our parochia mental attitudes and the limitations of what he aptly caled
our cultural provincialism. | hope to bring him back to life here, adong
with Dr. James McDonald and other figures of that era.

The record stops twenty years ago, as | arrived in Californiawhere |
now live with my family. | have augmented it with an Epilogue that
brings the reader up to the present. Indeed, many important events that
have taken place in the intervening period throw new light on the theo-
ries | formed before 1969. Some of these theories have turned out to be
quite accurate; some were wrong, and the true facts were only reveded |at-
. Other facts are dill hidden. When they eventualy come to the surface,
as they must, it is my hope that this statement of the early years of our
research into Forbidden Science may serve to highlight their true sig-
nificance.

| fully recognize that this is only one man's perspective on a series of
very complex events. Because this book is a compilation of diaries, it
contains opinions that are no longer mine and judgments | now regret,
aong with much evidence of mistakes | made along the way. | owe many
thanks to Janine, to Richard Grossinger and especidly to Lindy Hough at
North Atlantic Books for their guidance in editing, pruning and stream-
lining the text. However it was not appropriate, of course, to change the
record. At this late date | can only beg the forgiveness of those who may

cel that my pen, often "hurriedly dipped in the inkwell of frustration,”
was overly rash.

Jacques Vdlee
San Francisco, January 1992.
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Pontoise. Chrisgtmas Eve 1957.

Never again will | wait for Philippe near my house on Saint-Jean
sreet. Such is the sudden redization that fillsmy mind, and these words
seem to match the color of my wall covered with red ivy, the color of
my whole childhood.

Philippe is a high school classmate, an old friend. When | lived here
in my parents house, my house, he used to come and pick me up every
morning precisdy at ten to eight, on the way to school. | would aready
be in the street, walking ever so dowly, to give him time to appear at
the turn beyond the grocery store. This went on for years, when we were
eight, when we were fifteen. The perspective of things changed gradual-
ly without our noticing it.

Now life is separating me from dl the things | have known. | sud-
denly redize that this little town where | grew up is no longer my town;
that | do not belong in the streets along which | walked in years past.
Philippe is going away to study for a bachelor's degree in physics, my
other friends are scattered far and wide. As for me, | am eighteen years old
now. | am dready forgetting the speeches of Cicero and the art of scaring
away the neighbor's cat with my slingshot. Only last week, in Paris, |
parted with my first mistress, a tiny girl from Britanny who cried at the
movies.

| am trying to enter the life of a scientist, of a man who peels apart
new concepts like the skins of an onion to remove each layer. Yet on the
other side, on the side of my ivy-covered wall, | have a hard time giv-
ing up the dingshot kid.

This anguish of a Christmas night filled with the books of old and the
tree of tradition, this anguish is born of sorrow. There was a need for
something that would mark the transition. Indeed everything will change
again: my father will not live long. A certain pain in my brother's voice,
2 pain he could not hide over the phone, was the signdl.
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I will not be very demonstrative when the end comes. But thisis
Christmas and the bells, the obsolete bells of nearby Saint Maclou, ring
a midnight, urging me to write.

Consider the whole existence of a man, with dl of the ramifications
that implies in the existence of others, in their minds, in their con-
sciousness: How can dl that be annihilated by more or less smple chem-
icd degradation of the cdls? | understand why people still need to erect
a God to store within it this kind of dilemma. Never again will | wait
for Philippe. And soon | will no longer see my father, my old father,
walking from one room to another in my old house. And my old house
on Saint-Jean street must disappear forever as well, with dl the stars that
are above and the trees around it. How am | expected to find a grave
big enough for dl that?

Paris 10 January 1958.

| spent New Year's Eve at the Mexican cafe, our Headquarters on
Place de la Contrescarpe. It is atiny square on the eastern edge of the
Latin Quarter, surrounded by quaint shops and picturesgue buildings,
home to tramps and winos. The whole gang was there, including Granville
and the Baron, my friend Claudine and others, unavoidable others. Now
classes are starting again a the Sorbonne.

My brother is amedica specidist. He has discussed our father's illness
with his colleagues in Pontoise: there is ho hope.

Paris 20 January 1958.

A frozen impression, a strange release My father is dead. Oddly, |
don't have the feding of having "lost" anything, of having less substance.
On the contrary, | have this absurd sense: | have come closer to acertain
redity. But here is the sorrow, to have lost in potential what | gained in
knowledge. The new emotions | have just gained are usdless.

After | watched him die, and kissed him, | went out into the street.
The firg snow had fdlen, in fine heavy layers, pure perfection against a
great blue silent ky. | was astonished at the sudden beauty of the world.

In today's society there can be no harmony among people like my
father, my brother, and me. We disagree visceraly on too many subjects,
from morality to music, or the war in Algeria. He was a stern conserva
tive and we yearn for change. That's normal, and dso cruel. The Norm
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excludes any tears: it rules, that is all.

Will things go the same way for me and my children? Probably. Unless
| find what | am looking for: well-defined substance, unbounded poten-
tid within mysdf. |Is that possible?

Back in Paris, at the student house where | live, | am pretending that
life carries me along normally. | have not taken anyone into my
confidence. | want to keep dl my strength for the future.

Paris 15 February 1958.

The French Astronomical Society has just published an account | sent
them of an unusual sighting of the firsg Sputnik. It's an observation | made
last year in Pontoise, from the terrace behind the house. The event took
place three months ago on Sunday, 24 November 1957 at 5:54 p.m.
Watching the object, probably part of the booster rocket, | found it sm-
ilar to Jupiter in apparent Sze and luminosity as it passed through Cas-
sopeia It got lost in the Southeast in less than two minutes.

Having heard that the booster of Sputnik had broken up into severa
pieces | waited for any other abject that might follow on a similar orbit.
Indeed at 6:10 p.m. | saw afaint luminous trail with the naked eye. It was
risng between the first two gars of the Big Dipper, in the direction of
Polaris. | looked at it with a telescope given to me by my uncle Mau-
rice, my father's brother. This instrument is an antique World War |
artillery refractor with a magnification of 25 which enabled me to see a
smal orange point at the tip of the trail. | lost it after about 15 seconds,
but the trail remained clearly visble in the sky and it drifted to the zenith
a 6:30 p.m. | sent an account of the whole thing to the French Astro-
nomical Society and to Paul Muller, head of the artificia satellite ser-
vice at Paris Observatory in Meudon. Now it turns out that another
amateur astronomer saw precisaly the same thing from Joinville, and our
two observations appear together in L'Astronomie.*

Paris 20 March 1958.

Theworld is changing. This city has been shaken by sudden political
upheaval. History is accelerating. | can fed it turning from its usua elu-
siveness to the consistency of aliquid or ajely. The Fourth Republic is
threatened from the Right, as a result of the lingering, impossible war
in Algeriawhere a large, conservative and increasingly militant French
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population remains. My friends among the students expect things to
turn nasty. Trucks covered with greenish-brown fabric are in evidence
throughout the Latin Quarter; jeeps equipped with radio transmitters
drive up and down the Boulevard Saint-Michel. | have just seen haf a
dozen trucks filled with gendarmes parked in front of the Pantheon.
They seem to be expecting a full-scae riot.

French democracy may be about to pay for al the mistakes it has
made over the years, especidly this stupid war. Like my fdlow students,
| am outraged at dl the lies pread by the bureaucracy, the censorship, the
denid of the tortures committed in North Africa by the French Army: our
country is engaged in the same kind of actions that we were taught would
forever designate the German Nazi to the shame of the whole world.
We wonder what this means for us. What kind of future are we studying
for?

Paris. 27 March 1958.

| just wrote aletter to my mother, who is now aonein that big house
my parents have rented in Pontoise for the last sixteen years:

| got back sy last Sunday on that excdllent train. | was back
exacdy at 9:30 p.m. Some thirty cops were stationed at the subway
entrance. They had machine guns and everything that is neces-
sary in order to kill people. They were systematically stopping
anyone who looked like an Arab.

My work goes along well. | am studying hard for the Analysis
exams, and now it's only a question of spending more time with
the books and the homework problems. My goa is to pass the
written part in June.

I will make arrangements to spend more time with her at Easter. It
makes me sad to imagine her alone in Pontoise. She has dways looked a
the world through the eyes of a great lady. Sheis quick to assess people's
character, quick to rescue the lost child, to feed the poor beggar, to get
angry at injustice. She comes from an industrious family of Protestants
whose various branches extend dl over Europe. Her parents went broke
when the flood of 1910 wiped out their fur and pelt trading business.
She raised her thirteen brothers and sisters by hersdf, and there was no
opportunity for her to finish school. But her heart is as big as the whole
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world and her mind has the direct intuition that needs no schooling.

Recently | came across a picture of us taken when | was about eight
years old, on the terrace in Pontoise. My father is dressed in his Sunday
best, athree-piece suit and atie. My mother holds my hand. | lean againgt
thewadll, without a care in the world.

Paris 16 April 1958.

Normal work has become impossible, life is suspended. The Gov-
ernment has fallen. Socialist leader Guy Mollet warns of "a crisis of
Regime" and cdls for a new Popular Front, while powerful appedlsto a
neo-fascist "Comite de Salut Public” (Public Salvation Committee) are
heard from the Right. All this is drowned in idiotic commentaries by
our well-informed media: "the criss will be long and painful," a political
journalist has stated in dl seriousness; "the President expects to solve it
rapidly." The President in question is Monsieur Coty, a nice old man
who has never done anything rapidly in his life. | have heard another
politician, Le Troquer, adding ponderoudy that "depending on the cir-
cumstances, the crisis may be long or short." Only one thing seems clear
to me: if the Assembly does not come to some decision soon, time will
work in favor of an overthrow of the regime: we will either get General De
Gaulle, or a new Popular Front.

Paris May Day 1958.

The crigs has entered its fifteenth day. Fights have started. This after-
noon | found mysef on rue Mouffetard returning from a demonstra-
tion in protest of the execution of ayoung Algerian. The Latin Quarter
was full of sunshine. Around us the market was bustling with activity,
with its open-air displays of fruits and vegetables, the gdls sdlling meet and
fresh fish, flowers, ham and sausages. Suddenly, frantic screams made us
whirl around: A struggle was erupting. Foalishly, we were tempted to
watch and we came closer. A dozen men were engaged in abrawl in the
narrow street. One of them, a fdlow in his forties, produced a heavy
dtick and started swinging, but others jumped on him and the gtick rolled
awvay. As he freed himsdf, a gun in his hand caught the sun. Stunned, his
assailants took a hurried step back. We did the same, with that sick fed-
ing: who would catch the first bullet? | was less than ten feat away. He
turned and rushed ahead into the crowd.
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Someone yelled: "The cops!" The participants scattered down the
side streets.

Soon the entire area was surrounded, from the Gobelins to rue d’Ulm.
Police buses blocked every corner, machine guns and radio transmitters
in evidence. | saw a car and two motorcycles coming down the medieval
streets of Contrescarpe. We ran away from them towards Place Monge. A
helicopter flew low over the rooftops. Now there is a rumor that the
man was a provocateur, that he worked for the police, who were seeking
an excuse to come into the area in force.

A huge black bus full of cops, unable to wedge its way down the nar-
row street to the church of Saint-Medard, was forced to drive backwards
al the way up rue Mouffetard under the catcalls and the jokes of the
shopkeepers, the peddlers, the old women of the market.

The Latin Quarter, which has seen many a revolution down through
history, remains effervescent tonight. The helicopter keeps flying in nar-
row circles.

Paris. 12 May 1958.

Things are getting worse. A very bland politician named Pflimlin is
attempting to form a new Cabinet. The Far Right seems ready to take
drastic action to overthrow him and seize control. In our section of Paris
there is an intense war of the walls. Graffiti of both sides, childishly, cov-
er every fence, every available space. When we walk back from our evening
coffee at Contrescarpe we can't resist scribbling over the rightists' slo-
gans. Thus "Vive Le Pen" becomes "Vive Le Penis!" But we worry about
the future, even as we confidently sing "Fascism shall not pass!" People
look at the empty sky, naively expecting it to fill up at any time with
paratroopers from Algiers in full battle gear, red berets on their heads,
machine guns at the ready.

Paris. 13 May 1958.

The Prime Minister seems to have gained the upper hand: "It is an
insult to suggest that | would permit Algeriato be lost," he says. "Algeria
shall remain French."

In the meantime, back in Algiers, an anti-Government demonstration
initially scheduled for the middle of the afternoon has been delayed by two
hours to allow it to gain strength by merging with a rally planned for
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the same evening. The genera strike is beginning. French troops have
been ordered to remain in their quarters.

10:10 p.m. The creation of a Public Salvation Committee has just
been announced. Predictably, it is headed up by rightist General Mas-
su. The French who live in Algiers are taking to the street to greet
Soustelle, an ultra-conservative politician. The University isin such tur-
moil that normal studies are out of the question, many dasses have been
cdled doff, others are constantly disrupted by demonstrations and politi-
ca meetings.

Paris. 14 May 1958.

It is 9:40 am. Telephone communications between Algiers and Paris
have been cut off by the Government. Maritime shipping traffic is being
detoured to Tunisia. Severd people have been arrested in Paris. In the
Latin Quarter the excitement | witness is unprecedented. Thereis an air
of insurrection in every gathering.

Yederday | joined a demonstration in the courtyard of the Sorbonne.
Fine speeches were made, announcing great imminent movements on
the part of "The People" and "The Masses" But it was hard to find two
individuals in the crowd with the same interpretation of current events.
Pflimlin, who is till in charge of the Government, has banned al polit-
ica gatherings. De Gaulle is rumored to be in Paris, in an office located
on rue de Solferino.

Paris. 15 May 1958.

Like every French citizen | am staying close to the radio to follow
events in Algiers minute by minute. The Soviet Union has launched its
third Sputnik, but in the current political frenzy no one seems to care
that a magjor new step in the conquest of space has just taken place. The
satellite weighs a ton and a hdf, and the booster rocket isin orbit along
with it.

General Sdan has stunned the country by delivering a speech which
ended with "VivelaFrance! Vive I'Algerie Francaise! Vive De Gaulle!" In
Paris the government cdled this statement an "optica illusion.” But De
Gaulle has answered the cal by announcing that he was indeed reedy,
"asin 1945, to assume the widest responsihilities.” What we are seeing is
the unfolding of an obvious conspiracy to bring the General back to
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power, and to bury the Fourth Republic.

Paris. 27 May 1958.

It is 1:40 p.m. Planes carrying paratroopers and units of the Specid
Forces are said to have landed near Paris. The French fleet is in Algerian
ports. De Gaulle is definitdy in Paris. Pflimlin vanished during the night.
Has President Coty met with De Gaulle? There is talk of an insurrec-
tion in the Southwest.

Pontoise. 29 June 1958.

| have learned that | flunked General Mathematics. This throws my
life into further uncertainty. Ye passing this examination is a crucia reg-
uisite for me. Without it | can do nothing. All the recent palitical turmoil
in Paris, the demonstrations, the strikes, have not helped my studies;
neither has the life | have led, these lagt few weeks, with Claudine. She cre-
ates a feding of impossible nightmare. As dawn arrives, awesk whitish
daylight leaks into her room through the curtains. We wake up in the
low bed. | lose dl sense of time. Since the first day, there has been an
invisible barrier between us.

It was on Monday evening that | found out that | had failed, after a
huge scuffle to fight my way through the crowd of students and to get
near the posted results. | spent Tuesday night with Claudine. This time
| found her less tormented, more accessible. On the bedside table there
was a love letter in fine handwriting, addressed to her: "My Darling
Claudine ..." | did not read it, but | was indiscreet enough to glance at
the signature: it was from another woman who lives in the Midi.

Paris. 21 July 1958.

Finaly, De Gaulle is here. What seemed unthinkable has happened
quite naturally, in spite of dl the Leftists who were clamoring that his
return would surely trigger an insurrection, aterrible civil war. In fact, after
a few days of disorder, during which madness did rule and newspaper
headlines became huge, dl the politica parties have smply resumed their
old intrigues as if nothing had happened.

| saw Claudine on rue Monge.

"Dowe sy hello?' | asked her.

In response she simply gave me her hand.
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"You would come and have adrink with me, if you were atrue friend,"
| added.

We went to the corner bistro and we had a cup of coffee We were very
cdose again, very tender. The next morning we took the train and went to
Pontoise, where | now spend every week-end visiting Maman. My broth-
er was there; his children cheered up Claudine.

On Friday we had dinner with my friend Granville, who studies for a
degree in pedagogy. | was rather somber at first, but | soon found it fun-
ny to watch our strange bohemian group. We looked like the survivors of
awreck, aband of drifters united by their uncertain destiny. Claudine was
terribly out of place in her red party dress. Granville had plastered some
sort of white powder over his face. | was wearing a dirty old jacket. |
had been painting my wals dl day, fixing up as best | could the little
room into which | will soon be moving, at the other end of Paris. My
fingers were il spotted with paint. To make things worse we decided to
ed at afancy Chinese restaurant, where the waiters looked down on usin
disapproval. Yet | fdt this pantomime was a fitting way to bring to a
cdlose my two years of wandering in the old Latin Quarter, two years
devoted more to the vibrant streets than to serious study on the hard
benches of the Sorbonne.

When we got out of the restaurant we danced on the sidewak like
threeidiots, not caring about tomorrow. Ye later, on the Metro, Claudine
held my hand in a strange, serious, amost desperate way.

Paris. 7 August 1958.

My friend Marcel was right the other day when he asked me: "Why is
it so damned important for you to study science?' He was right, but
only in asking the question. It would be a drastic limitation to dedicate
myself exclusively to the study of science, like a priest dedicating himself
to God. | will indeed study science, but | will do it with the knowledge
that an appreciation for art, fantasy and sengitivity is not a "negative
trait” that | ought to suppress within mysdf.

During my first year at the Sorbonne | was frequently discussing
these lofty topics with a girl who had befriended me. One day she brought
agmdl package: "Thisisfor you," she sad. "It was among some books my
grandmother left when she died. | think you should haveit." It was His-
toireet Doctrinesdes Roset+ Croix, by Sedir (1932). | lost sight of thegirl,
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but | have treasured the book ever since, and it is with me now, a source
of inspiration and a tangible link to the deeper questions | long to explore.

| want to look behind the scenes of our human existence. Unfortu-
nately | have found no one who is able to answer my questions about for-
bidden things: What is research? Does it consist simply in tiring our
minds while looking for impossible solutions? Gould one find the ulti-
mate secret by simply giving up the search, satiated with the pointless,
superficial agitation of life, and looking instead at the infinite void
beyond it?

When we discuss love, sex and destiny Claudine cautions me: "You're
only nineteen. At twenty-two you will run the risk of discovering that you
have already known what most men only experience at thirty or even,
for most of them, never."

Funny how she still uses the formal vouswith me. Perhaps it is true
that | have been here, inside this particular body, for nineteen years. But
in reality | fed that | have always existed. My brother is a hard-boiled
physician, an agnostic and a cynic. But for his attitude towards life to
bejustified, the ancestral terrors | hear blowing through my soul would
have to stop, the universe would have to become limited, time finite.
Everything would have to die and go away.

Paris. 8 August 1958.

Who will tell me what death is?

My father has ceased to think, to hear and to see. In the last few
hours before he died he thought he heard music. He asked my mother if
it was a piece by Bach playing on the radio. But do | fed any call from
him? No: nothing but the whispers of eternity itself, which | cannot
hush within me. Night beckons to me in asimilar way, can | deny it? | can
almost hear the night, falling in fine drops around me, when | am hold-
ing Claudine's sleeping body against mine; and the starry night calls out
to me too, aliving mystery filled with other worlds. What is this attrac-
tion of nothingness we feel, beyond the fabulous amount of matter radi-
ating in the dark sky? So much substance, metals, energy, explosions,
just to create the tiny point of a star in my eye! Nature is multiplying
these orgies of time and distance beyond the understanding of my poor
human spirit, and to prove what? The existence of Nothingness?

Claudine, | sought the answer in your own life, in atenderness that re-
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mained beyond reach. This strange privilege you afforded me, giving
me your body without letting me touch your soul. . . . What were you
afrad of?

Paris 25 August 1958.

Now | have my own room in Paris, close to Porte Champerret. It is
one of the small rooms on the seventh floor of the building, under the
roof, which in more elegant times used to be alocated to the chamber-
maids of the bourgeoisie. The eevator only reaches to the sixth floor,
then | walk up one more levd up the servants dairs. Thisisatiny place,
bardly ten feet long and seven fegt wide, into which the dope of the roof
cutsan angle. But itismine. | am in bed at last, lying under ablue blan-
ket. Itis 10:20 p.m.

At first it was nothing but a dusty mess, to be truthful, my little
mansarde. | was thrilled two months ago when Claudine told me it was
available, because | have no money and | certainly cannot afford an
apartment or even a studio. | have made some improvements. a few dec-
trical connections, a movable lamp. | cleaned up thefloor, | installed a
small water tank above awash basin (there is no running water, no sew-
e | carry the waste water and empty it in the lavatory down the hall). |
put up shelves for my books. | nailed a piece of plywood to the wall and
| painted it black to serve as a chalkboard for math problems.

This part of the city was unfamiliar to me, but it is now coming dive
through many tiny scenes, as | wait for the 84 bus every day, or as | take
my breskfast at the Cafe des Sports.

On Wedneday | found a letter from Claudine, so unsure of hersdf. So
direct: "Pas ma fete a moi." Not my day. Write to me, she was asking.

Is there another levd of life and avareness? | have long been aware that
| could pass aimost at will from the plane of normal consciousness to
«. . another plane. There are dozens of examples: al those circumstances
when something like an electronic relay suddenly seems to close deep
indde me, when time Sarts flowing at a different speed, when new angles
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of redlity are revedled. My strengths become more clear then, my body
goes on automatic. The spirit flies off.

Whoever possesses this "other kind" of thought recognizes it at once.
It comes with the feding that we do not redly "exig" any more in this
world than a single note in a symphony exists, or a single spark in the
fireplace. We are both creators and tributaries of the universe we per-
ceive.

A chance meeting | recently had with one of my neighbors, a strange
mystical man from the Middle East with an advanced degree in engi-
neering and a passion for ancient texts, makes me experience once again
this unusua ability of my mind. He noticed the urgency | was putting
into my work. He told me: "You seek to create in order to fulfill some-
thing within yoursdf. That's absurd, my friend. What is zero plus zero?
Instead you should create through the mere desire to create: inspiration
pure and simple. Never look at your own work. If you want to be a mas-
ter some day you must find pleasure in creating without having a precise
objective, without pursuing a rationa goal.”

Paris. 27 August 1958.

| am now reading abook called Mysterieux Objets Célestes,2 whichis
challenging the very depths of my mind. It was while browsing at the
Bazar de I'Hotdl de Ville department store that the title caught my eye. |
grabbed it immediately. At lagt, an intelligent book about flying saucers!
Ye | suppose that for those who are rooted in the ordinary world, it
does not matter if afew researchers have found that the immense contour
of other shapes, other civilizations, could be discerned beyond our world.

Will these strange events begin again soon? Deep within mysdf | pas-
sionately want them to wait for me, and to find me established in my
future life as a researcher. This is an ironic thought, knowing as | do
that | will probably die without seeing any solution to this immense
problem, or without being able to contribute to it.

On amore finite leved | have a new girlfriend named Juliette. Some-
thing tells me that some serious developments could take place between
us. Claudine has awakened my instincts in this domain where | was
blind, deaf and mute. Yé there has been nothing said between Juliette and
me, not even a hint of a flirting gesture. Only the atmosphere getting
heavier.

14



SUB-SPACE

Paris 1 September 1958.

My interest in "flying saucers' goes back to the Fdl of 1954 when
there was a deluge of sightings in France, and indeed throughout Europe,
from England to Italy. Every day the front page of al the newspapers,
from L'Auroreto France-Soir, carried big headlines and surprising claims
which the radio amplified with commentaries and on-the-air interviews.
My father, a respected magistrate, a former investigative Judge who had
been promoted to Paris as a Justice of the Court of Appeals, would scoff
at such reports: in his professon, he pointed out, he had become leery of
the wesakness of human testimony. Especidly that of experts.

Asakid | remember hearing one of the earliest French witnesses, arail-
road worker named Marius Dewilde, telling his story to radio broad-
cagter Jean Nohain in alive interview on the evening news: "l had gone
out to piss..." he bluntly told the whole nation. He had seen two little
robots next to a dark machine resting on the nearby railroad tracks. The
air police found traces of a large mass. A strange ray issued from the
object and paralyzed Dewilde. | believed his story at the time. | ill do.
During the three months the wave lasted | carefully gathered such clip-
pings and glued them into a fat copybook.

It was during the following year, a Sunday in May 1955, that |
observed aflying saucer over Pontoise.

My mother saw it first. She had been working in the yard, pulling
weeds and caring for her flowers. She was getting ready to put her tools
away to prepare the afternoon coffee, a sacred tradition in our family.
She had to scream to get our attention, because my father and | were
up in the attic, where he had his woodworking room. He was busy and
did not consider such an event significant enough for him to come down.
I rushed to awindow that had a Southern exposure but could see noth-
ing. | ran down three flights of tairs into the yard to join my mother, and
then | did seeit.

What | observed was a gray, metdlic disk with a clear bubble on top.
It was about the apparent Sze of the moon and it hovered silently in the
sky above the church of Saint-Maclou. | have no recollection of seeing it
go avay. My mother says it flew of, leaving a few puffs of white sub-
stance behind. Remembering the war years, she first thought they were
parachutes.
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| was leftwith the single strong impression that we must respond; that
human dignity demanded an answer, even if it was only a symbolic
acknowledgment of our lack of understanding. | realized then and there
that | would forever be ashamed of the human race if we simply ignored
"their" presence.

The next day | met with my closest friend Philippe at the College,
where we were "cramming" for the Baccalaureate examinations. He men-
tioned seeing the same strange object from his house, half a mile North
of my position, on higher ground. He had watched it through binoculars,
and confirmed my description.

My father was sternly opposed to our making any kind of report.
The family of a distinguished judge does not get his name into the papers
with some flying saucer story. What we had seen must be some kind of
new aircraft, he insisted, something explainable. | convinced myself that
he must be right.

Now Aime Michel has reopened the whole question: studying al the
sightings of 1954, he has found that they fell along straight alignments
that criss-cross the French territory. He cdls this pattern "orthoteny,"
from Greek words that mean "drawn along a straight line."

Paris. 9 September 1958.

| have written to Aime Michel. My letter begins:

| have just put down your book, and this is far from a gratuitous
act___ On every fundamental point you bring reason where the
best people who came before you gave us nothing but a multi-
plicity of excuses.

It is only with a few of his conclusions that | argue, when he despairs
of our position with respect to the beings who control the objects. | find
two arguments against this despair:

1. Faced with "orthoteny" (the fact that saucer sightings seem to
occur along straight lines), you compare us to an eight-year-old boy
standing before Einstein's blackboard. Yet the boy, when he grows
up to be thirty and is educated in math and physics, may be an
even greater genius____How can we believe that beings with the

degree of evolution we can reasonably ascribe to "them" would
not have methods of education superior to ours?
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Of course, in order to educate us, they would have to find us worthy
of a dialogue with them. When we probe their behavior, what do we
find? The gap between their knowledge and ours does not appear to be so
enormous. And they seem to reason aong a set of concepts anal ogous
to ours.

2. If we believe the flying saucer witnesses who speak of seeing
small hairy beings, we should aso beieve them when they claim
to have seen these same beings along with others who were mor-
phologicaly human. This implies a smilarity of level between us
and them. There are indeed differences, but mere "differences’
can be bridged. | am only a math student, and my nineteen years
do not give me that right to prophecy that some scientists are so
quick to dam for themsdlves. But it ssems to me that if we extrap-
olate our civilization by fifty or a hundred years, we could well
find round flying machines in our own future, as well as excursons
beyond the solar system.

I close my long letter by thanking Aime Michd for writing the book:
"It gives us a reason to face the problem. It enables us to begin valuable
research quietly. Serious work can start at last, because of you."

Paris. 13 September 1958.

How should one speak of a night of love? What is the use of words
beyond meaning? | only want silence, warm lingering rest. My room has
logt its arid, awkward face. Upon waking up, next to Juliette's long black
hair curling up over the blanket, | cagt anironic eye on theword " Ascese,"
asceticism, which | had painted on a curtain in purer, londier days. This
bed logt dl shape last night, this narrow single bed torn away by pas-
sion. Why should | describe our trust on paper, when | can dill tagte it on
my lips?

Paris. 16 September 1958.

There are diverse ways towards life. 1 need to find one, and | need
new ground on which to build, to open new roads: | must give free rein
to a new intelligence within mysdf. | am not spesking so much of build-
ing my own life as of achieving the final destruction of the lives of others
within mysdf. | long for the end of adolescence, that worthless tumult.
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How londly | have been dl these years!

Paris 21 September 1958.

Aime Michdl has answered me. He thinks that | underestimate the
problem of communication between us and X:

My book gives a mideading feding of smplicity because of the
restrictions | imposed on mysdf. There are some sightings, as
credible as those | have quoted, where the witnesses saw the object
disappear instantaneoudy without any spatia displacement. There
are others where a solid geometric object changed shape in a frac-
tion of a second. Can you imagine a pyramid turning into a cube?
Remember what Poincare said about the fundamental importance
of solid bodies in our logic.

He points out that there are some domains in which no one will ever
do better than man, not even God if He exids. Mozart's oboe and clarinet
concerto, for instance. "There are human absolutes,” he says.

By theway, dlow someone who was your age when you were born
to give you some advice: you have a remarkably gifted mind. Do
not let yourself get abused by the idea of "getting to the bottom of
things," which is only amirage. Cultivate your mind like a flower
but be careful: the pavot is a flower.

Pontoise. 12 October 1958.

The qudifying examinations come two days from now. | have anoth-
er shot at General Mathematics. When | read dl this again later, | am
not sure | will remember my obscure battle against the wind and the
mud, the stupid fight in which | am now engaged as | try to get out of the
quicksand of these studies.

Today | have given mysdf solemn ingtructions for the creation of a new
being. In two days | will go to this exam, this last fight. Do not be con-
cerned with it. Born from me, leave me quickly. Bury me deep within the
memory of Granville, Claudine and my other friends. | will be at ease
there. Be free and go, asalittle Sphinx who dready bitesand flies. | do not
understand your enigma, but | believe in an escape towards the new
dimension you represent.
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Paris 17 October 1958.

| took the Generd Mathematics examinations on Tuesday and Wednes-
day. | spent both nightsin chaste, peaceful degp near my "sse™ Claudine.
Everyone says that the examination was tougher than at the June ses-
sion, when | failed.

Pontoise. 27 October 1958.

Success! | have passed the test. Egotidticaly, | savor thisvictory. | fed
that | now belong to a new world, and | am proud of it. It is the same
happiness | experience when | am patiently scanning the craters of the
moon, or watching whirling counters in the physics lab and when | think
of dl the people whose lives are confined to the weekly movie, the soccer
game and the nearest bistro. My inner happiness doesn't come from
being different from them, and | certainly do not fed superior to them.
But | am proud to have gained a wider vantage point on the world.

Paris 12 November 1958.

My next god: a bachelor's degree in science. How can | describe our
crowded lecture rooms at the Sorbonne? Four hundred seats and eight
hundred students, people sitting on the ledge of the windows, on the
dars? How can | describe thiswretched French University system, againgt
the backdrop of our continuing colonia wars which consume most of the
available funds the government should be putting into education and
the modernization of this old country?

Our generation will have to re-invent everything. Centuries of civi-
lization and philosophy seem of little help here. Contemporary artists
from Varese to Pierre Schaeffer and from Dali to Miro have aready
destroyed the old standards and the old mordity, bringing the blagt of their
dynamite dl the way into the exploded language, freeing up design and
painting, yet science il follows the ancient models. It too will have to be
shaken up. Then everything will have to be rebuilt within a society that
doesn't provide us with any useful models.

Paris. 13 November 1958.

A kind of quiet harmony is spreading around me. Perhaps it comes
with the fog over Paris, which drowns the trees and the car headlights; or
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with the emotion in a friend's handshake in a Paris cafe, or the fdl of
dead leaves swinging al the way down to the wet pavement like ajazz
melody. Perhaps it comes with the words of scientific redlity exchanged
among young men in impeccable white coats in the corridors of the
Radium Institute, where | now attend some of the lectures.

There are many lessons to be drawn from ancient Magic. For we are
il in the Dark Ages. Consider our churches, our Lords! Look at the
safs here, the Baroness passing by in her beautiful coach, our men-at-arms
swinging their sticks! See our fortresses, our quaint coins, our narrow
minds! See the little compartments of our science humbly growing in
the midgt of public indifference. The only new fact is the uncontrolled use
of this science by the government and the military. The wise men of the
Middle Ages, at least, knew how to hide their discoveries behind obscure
Latin paragraphs. 1f necessary they took them into their graves.

| spent along time talking to Claudine the other evening, in an ugly
bistro on rue Saint Jacques. The place looked like the inside of a sub-
marine. But we were warmly squeezed againgt each other, like good close
friends.

Paris. 22 November 1958.

Thelittle cafeis very poorly lit. We have made it our headquarters
because we are used to the fare. We bring along our mistresses, the girls
bring their lovers on the back seet of little Italian motorcycles caled "scoot-
ers." Weare these peculiar, privileged crestures, etudiants. We havefriends
who arrive from Japan or China. They speak dowly, with the peculiar
tone of voice that becomes those who have travelled far in spite of them-
sdves, and have seen much. They play absent-mindedly with the match-
boxes left on the table, they drain their cup of coffee, and go back to the
Sorbonne to apply for another travel grant. There is nothing here of the
intense discussions | used to have with Granville and with Marcel, from
which arose something mystical. Instead we confront serious, rational
ideas. Coffee and conversation are thick with the dust of learning.

Occasiondly | drag Claudine here, literdly, by the hood of her white
and blue coat. Sheis older than | am. Shelaughs at being treated like a
kid. | write lyricd things, strange poems. People tell me I'm young, with
the tone of an insult. Since | am aways hungry (at the student restaurant
they serve us pure shit), | stay here to fool my stomach with coffee and to
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work on topology problems. | draw funny shapes on ashtrays. My heart
isnt in dl this. | am growing tired of dl the silliness of Paris.

Paris. 5 December 1958.

Instead of promoting mass communications one should isolate each
man, isolate him inside himsdf, in order to build up his spiritua life.
How usdless, dale and empty is the intellectual life of this famous Rive
Gauche! How flat are the sex stories, how uniform are dl these "origi-
nal" people, gossiping about the obsolete Absol ute!

Pontoise. 13 December 1958.

Since the death of my father dmost a year ago, Maman has been liv-
ing in this large house on Saint-Jean street. Her neighbors are provin-
cid bourgeoi seswho share nothing of her enthusiasm for gpace exploration.
The other day she heard on the radio that a team of English astronomers
hed bounced a signd off the moon. "Hello!" They said. "Helo!" answered
the lunar surface a few seconds later. When Maman told her neighbor she
had heard the exchange the lady looked at her skepticaly: "My good-
ness," she said, "you must be spending al your time at that window!"

Pontoise. 14 December 1958.

Sowly, | am beginning to understand the fedings of people, | appre-
ciate better their complexity. Could | have been touched? No, who could
be touching me? Juliette has disappointed me, and Claudine is "just a
friend." But | am beginning to understand those who love and to redize
the complexity of the relationship between spiritud and physicd plessures.
| seek the terrestrial foods, without flaw or complication or pretense.

Paris. 16 December 1958.

Now | am fed up with our little group which aways meets at the
same cafe near Port-Royal. Fed up with the people themselves, their
humorless lives, their habit of talking forever about the same meaningless
details of their petty lives. | want to move away.

Every chance 1 get 1 rush to alittle open-air bookshop on the Boule-
vad des Italiens which sdls used science fiction. | devour everything,
'om Van Vogt to Heinlein and from Jimmy Guieu to ASmov.
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Paris. 22 December 1958.

Everything seems to confirm a single observation: we are living fake
lives, absurd lives in today's cities. Nothing actually exigts of these so-
cdled "acts' and "opinions' of ours. Truly important decisions are made
beyond our observation, beyond the control of ordinary citizens. Every-
thing we see is fake, a sage drowned in movie fog. We come and go like
puppets in search of their own strings.

| long to send this message to awiser man somewhere in time, far
away: "You should know that down here we are managed, surveyed, and
classfied like insects by police and publicity men, or simply by the
mechanica stupidity of our own bureaucracy."

Sowly, revalt after revolt, torture after torture, this earth will eventudly
emerge into its true history. In the meantime | am eager to learn what is
outside dl these events, | want to see the mechanism beyond time itsdlf.

Paris. 6 January 1959.

Juliette wrote to me today: "Do not wait for me tonight, or tomorrow,
or ever. It istoo hard for me to start again, to rebuild something."

| fet deeply hurt. Everything seemed to be collapsing. But the storm
has now swept the sky clean.

3

Paris. 10 February 1959.

A proposal: To go straight ahead, wisdy and quietly, without jeal-
ousy or hate ... To wak through ones life in long equa steps. To put
everything we are, epecialy our love, into our gestures.

At night | try unsuccessfully to travel in spirit through the whole
night of Paris: | am quickly brought back to redlity when a ten-ton truck
rumbles down the canyon at the base of this huge building; in the next
block atal chimney throws up torrents of black smoke; hideous yellow
dogs, taking hideous old ydlow ladies on a routine walk at the end of a
leash, piss dl over my scooter parked on the sidewalk . .. | have to pull my
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thoughts away from these sordid scenes.

| drape the covers over the shoulders of the girl deeping next to me.
We commune in warmth and tenderness. Some day we will leave this
city for a place where we will no longer be cut off from nature.

Janine is a schoolteacher from Normandy studying for a Master's
degree in child psychology under Professor Piaget. She has moved into the
room next to mine, a pretty brunette with green laughing eyes. For some
reason she thought | worked as a photographer. We happen to own the
same records, easily heard through the thin wall at night. We made love
for the first time aweek ago, and we have been together since.

Paris. 28 February 1959.

Without forethought | have started to write anove | cdl The Praxiteles
Network. It has to do with the adventures of a group of kids amidst the
ruins left by war. The idea came over dinner with Granville, who told
me of "something silly he was writing for a publisher, hoping to make a
few francs." | decided to do the same for fun, without any plan. | am
letting the story develop. A year ago | found it hard and painful to write.
| am surprised to see how much easier the process is becoming.

The other day | found a note from Janine under my door:

| went away from your room utterly distressed, probably because
what you say resonates deeply within me. You will get through
because you see things, not in terms of yourself but in a detached,
impersonal way. | have not reached that point yet. | fed | will
only be able to achieve this after resolving some conflicts that |
do not master, because | don't know where they come from.

Paris. 2 March 1959.

| am in love with her. | was speaking of a high point, of new horizons,
yet | waan't even able to see the landscape. Now | fed like apilot in flight
who suddenly breaks through the clouds and watches the sunshine illu-
minating some wonderful idand below....

we are crazy. We are two crazy lovers. Janine has set a new machine

Into motion within me. She is holding my life on the highest wing of
the storm.

I have finished and set aside the manuscript of The Praxiteles Net-
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work. | have begun with even greater enthusiasm a science-fiction novel
called Sub-Space3 | condense my current life within it: in the middle of
a big stupid city there are people who love and search; they are forced
to go beyond the limits of the world both outside and within themsdves.
It's afun process, because the story writes itsdf in fury and disorder, car-
rying me a agalop pace. When | see anew protagonist, he often moves
without warning out of the context | had prepared for him. | am just as
unable to say what my character Alexis Nivgorod will do in fifteen pages
aswhat | will do in thirty years.

Janine poses a deep question to me. She is carrying within herself a
powerful secret anguish. Our love goes fagter than light.

At night the glow of the record player scatters iridescent droplets al
around my room, and over the night shirt of smple white fabric she has
dropped on the dark red carpet.

Paris. 13 April 1959.

The weather has turned hot and heavy. | have to day in Paris to study
in the midst of mirages. The random notes | write down in these pages are
only useful because they provide me with a standard, a reference point
among dl the illusions.

It is so hot today that the asphalt melts, sticking to the feet and to the
mind like caramel candy. The ugly buildings, with their rococo style, seem
to crush our lives under the weight of their dripping ornaments. Dust is
flying, soft and sour, over Place du Chatelet. Tourigts stare at the column
through their binoculars. Who needs science fiction? No telepathic Martian
with green tentacles will ever be more weird than they are. This city is
only livable when you wak along with blinders on, going about your own
business. Yaou pay a high price for trying to get out of the maze, to think dif-
ferent thoughts, to discover an aternative to common customs.

Within French society are lines of equi-stupidity which cannot be
crossed without much pain and a huge energy quantum. Thisis an atro-
cious, absurd, unjust system.

In the meantime | am within it, whether | like it or not. | have no
choice but to get a bachelor's degree, sitting on the benches of the Sor-
bonne next to a few battalions of armored girls from the Catholic Center
and a bunch of stubborn, narrow-minded felows whose sole ambition is
to graduate quickly to earn more money and buy bigger cars. Fortu-

24



SUB-SPACE

nately | have the greatest teachers | could hope for: the whole Bourbaki
school of mathematics® has come back to Paris now that the old guard of
French academics has died off. Thus | study under Godement in Anayss,
Chevalley in S Theory; ateam of internationaly known mathematicians
has decided to train the mass of the younger students like me rather than
concentrating on a smal group of higher graduates. They are an exciting
Faculty, but | am tired: | haven't had a vacation in three years.

Pontoise. 25 April 1959.

| just saw a movie about volcanoes directed by Tazieff. It contains a
strong, appeding idear No point on earth isimmune to a sudden eruption.
In space the most ambitious redlizations of Man only rest on athin lay-
er of the planet; in time they can be encompassed within the first page of
the topmost book in a pile of volumes as tall as the Eiffd Tower. | do
like this idea. It satisfies me to think that the Arc de Triomphe, for
instance, that "bearer of eternal symbols' of military glory and horrible
death is actually resting on the original boiling magma of the planet
which makes a mockery of this exdted hoax. Thought and sex are the only
human activities which are not totally ridiculous. As soon as man makes
a gesture which is not intended for love or for discovery he is nothing
but adirty little beast, aswindle, a pest unto the universe.

Pontoise. 1 May 1959.

Fantasy aone is what should drive me forward. It is a tumultuous
torrent, but my boat is sturdy enough not to capsize within it.

I had forgotten what Spring could be in blessed 1le-de-France, with
these towering branches in bloom, these multiple levels of sumptuous
colors in the leaves around us, and the mgegty of the huge pine tree in the
neighbor's yard.

There is a song by Jacques Douai:

Que sont mes amis devenus

Quej'avaisde s prestenus,
Et tant ames?

(What has become of my friends,
Thosel loved sodearly,
And held so close?)

25



FORBIDDEN SCIENCE

My friends have melted away in the breeze, in the mud of the fields,
the sand of holiday beaches.

Pontoise. 13 May 1959.

At twenty years of age my contemporaries are attracted by powerful
myths: the myth of intellectual comfort, of material riches, of a "career
path" to success and respectability among the bourgeois, leading to qui-
et retirement. At forty their minds are sclerosed. Rare are those who keep
a strong spirit till the end. | think of my father as an exception. His spir-
it came through in the way he would open a book by Barbey d'Aurevil-
ly, the way he taught me the difference between oak leaves and aspen
leaves as we walked through the woods.

It was he who showed me how to make a slingshot, bows and arrows
out of branches of hazelnut tree, whistles out of reeds. He had grown
up between Caen and Cerences. He knew al the tricks of the clever Nor-
man farmers.

Once he took me above the Pontoise railroad station, along the road
to Rouen, to show me some large flat stones buried in the fields. They
were the remains of an older highway: the road built by Julius Caesar
when he crossed the Oise on his way to Great Britain, nearly two thou-
sand years ago. From these trips with him | learned about the depth of
time and the widely scattered wonders covered with moss and weeds,
just waiting to be discovered and pulled out.

The changes of the post-war period took my father by surprise. He was
shocked by the selfishness of politicians, the brash explosion of the media
He regarded the new movies as a social evil. French society was shaking
free of its older models: the songs became irreverent, the moral refer-
ences imposed by the established order collapsed. A free-thinker, a fer-
vently independent mind, deeply devoted to the ideals of the Republic (a
framed Declaration of the Rights of Man was hanging on the wall behind
his desk), he was not part of the traditional Old France of religion and
wealth. Yet when | confronted him about the stupidity of the Algerian war,
as my brother before me had confronted him about France's attempts
to keep its colonies in Indochina, he sought refuge in simple-minded
slogans ("My country is never wrong") which infuriated me.

It is very important to refuse to take any of the predetermined paths
society offers us. There are no predetermined paths in nature, only rela-
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tivity of directions and goas. True initiation deds with the Whole, and
with love.

What is Destiny? Are some individuals just carried along by events,
while others spin around in narrow circles, unable to find a solution to the
smplest problems? Events do happen at the right time if one knows how
to place himsef at the spot where their greatest probability of happening
lies. Destiny might simply be a measure of this ability.

Paris. 5 September 1959.

These pages are nothing but a schoolboy's notebook, in the strange
classroom we cdl life.

Over the bridge a Bezons, the huge deserted bridge, twilight made the
ky gray and mauve as | was riding through tonight on my way home.
The wide road swept up and | could see nothing beyond it, only the tall
sreet lights flooding the wide pool of asphalt, thin lines of sodium over
the moribund Summer. Suddenly this huge bridge appeared to me as a
fine and rich thing, a novel image of beauty. | fdt the approach of Win-
ter. Under the rain or under the nourishing fog the most ordinary objects
suddenly seem able to meditate and resonate beyond our wildest thoughts.

Life in my little room is reduced to bare threads. | have passed a new
batch of examinations. | will gladly wak away from the Sorbonne, clutch-
ing my science diploma. Janine only comes to see me in the evening,
when she mends my unstable existence. She has completed her Magter's
degree in psychology, and the Administration has reassigned her to a
school in Amiens. Emotionally, we are both ready to leave Paris behind.
Already, she has moved her things out of her own room.

My thoughts are dready shifting to the flat landscapes of the North of
France, to the city of Lille where we have dready made a few quick explo-
rations together. Lille is not too far from Amiens. Janine will be able to
come and visit me often. | relish the idea of moving to a city where | do
not know anyone, where nobody expects me to be. | like the sad, gray,
quiet suburbs of Lille and its smdl, one-dome observatory where | will be
studying towards a Master's degree next year. In Paris they teach astron-
omy without ever showing you the sky. The lecture hdls are crowded
with hundreds of students who have no interest in the subject but need
the credits.

| was created in the form of aman. This is supposed to be obvious:. "I
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am aman.” Yd there is an infinite distance between "me" and "the man
I am." We can only shape our life through the control of everyday acts,
with that fine knowledge of the structure of destiny which is provided by
the constant proximity and vibrant awareness of death.

Science, too, is supposed to be obvious. But it is nature which is
important, not science. Physics is nothing but a usar's manual, a cookbook
based on a narrow conventional language. Physics is a confession of
weakness. | can only believe in smple, beautiful things. Why do they
show us science as such a complicated structure? There is nothing very
complicated in the world, only states of mind which get in the way and
complicate smple things.

Paris. 24 September 1959.

Today is my twentieth birthday.
I am only myself when | am with you.

Paris. 8 October 1959.

Alone in my room, | wait for Janine. Winter is coming, my winter.
This city is moribund, except for two movies by Ingmar Bergman that
have just been released. It is odd, how his songs of death are supplying the
only spark of life in these dull gray buildings, these idle masses of stone.

Lille. 24 October 1959.

Childhood: the spring itsdlf is forgotten when we can see the river
rolling aong. Ye it is the same water, in color and in taste. The memo-
ries of man, as far back as he goes, are log in question marks. And the very
source of being, one's origin, remains as exciting a mystery as the sate that
follows death.

The records of our ancient dreams are the most fascinating of dl bed-
side books. They paste an ironic smile over today's freshly hatched plans.
| was born in an interesting year, 1939, a point of low birth rate for the
French nation because of the combined effects of brewing international
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tension and the lack of marriageable males, a long-term consequence of
the massive killings of the First World War. It was in 1939 that the first
digita computer was demonstrated,® and that Roosevelt learned from
Eingtein's secret letter that an atom bomb could be designed and built.

Even the timing of my birth, on 24 September, was poorly chosen.
The Second World War had been declared just three weeks previoudy.
German planes were preparing future campaigns by executing bombing
raids against strategic objectives. Pontoise was high on the list. It had
both a highway bridge and a railroad bridge, and held the key to Nor-
mandy. The Luftwafe was pounding away at the little town. The midwife,
who lived on the other side of the river, was unable to come. It was the
doctor who delivered me amidst the sound of the first air strike. My
father was fifty-five, my mother was thirty-nine, and | had a brother
who was finishing High Schoal.

A few short months, and the invasion of Hitler's Panzers came from
the East and the North. A great panic swept the French population into
amad exodus. My parents left Pontoise on 10 June 1940 to seek refuge
among our cousins in the ssfer province of Normandy, where they spent
severd months. | naturally have no memory of it. One day a former
neighbor who was passing through Normandy told my parents what had
happened to the fourth-floor apartment where they lived, and where | had
been born: the Germans had entered Pontoise on June 11th. The day
had been marked by numerous incidents. It was aleged that a sniper
had hidden himself in the attic of our building. Wehrmacht soldiers
rushed in and threw incendiary devices into every apartment, then they
just watched the whole structure turn into ashes. Thefire destroyed my
parents small treasure: a few pieces of furniture, many books; but we

had escaped with our lives. Amidst the great tragedy of Europe that was
known as being lucky.

When they returned to Pontoise they rented a smal house on the
hill that overlooked the river, a rocky escarpment where medieval walls
usd to defy the invasions. A little knowledge of history would have dis-
couraged such a move. The medieva fortified site of Pontoise was the
birthplace of alchemist Nicolas Flamel. It was once so prominent and
wedthy under the banners of Saint Louis, the White Queen and Philippe-
Auguste that its cathedral was larger than Notre-Dame in Paris, but it
was consistently attacked throughout the centuries because of its key
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position on the river. Every invader since Julius Caesar had crossed the
Oise at that spot. The British and the Americans now needed to destroy
the bridge to cut off Hitler's forces from their reinforcements. They
bombed the river, reducing many houses in the vicinity, including the
one we rented, to mere dust.

I remember my mother picking me up in her arms and walking
through the rubble. | stared at a door frame till standing amidst the
destruction: it was dl that was left of our previous home. Fortunately,
just the day before, we had been evicted by 