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Tfie Madness oftfie Day 


I am not learned; I am not ignorant. I have known 
joys. That is saying too little: I am alive, and this life gives 
me the greatest pleasure. And what about death? When I 
die (perhaps any minute now), I will feel immense pleasure. 
I am not talking about the foretaste ofdeath, which is stale 
and often disagreeable. Suffering dulls the senses. But this 
is the remarkable truth, and I am sure of it: I experience 
boundless pleasure in living, and I will take boundless 
satisfaction in dying. 

I have wandered; I have gone from place to place. I 



... 

have stayed in one place, lived in a single room. I have 
been poor, then richer, then poorer than many people. As 
a child I had great passions, and everything I wanted was 
given to me. My childhood has disappeared, my youth is 
behind me. It doesn't matter. I am happy about what has 
been, I am pleased by what is, and what is to come suits 
me well enough. 

Is my life better than other people's lives? Perhaps. I 
have a roof over my head and many do not. I do not have 
leprosy, I am not blind, I see the world -what extraordinary 
happiness! I see this day, and outside it there is nothing. 
Who could take that away from me? And when this day 
fades, I will fade along with it-a thought, a certainty, that 
enraptures me. 

I have loved people, I have lost them. I went mad 
when that blow struck me, because it is hell. But there was 
no witness to my madness, my frenzy was not evident; 
only my innermost being was mad. Sometimes I became 
enraged. People would say to me, "Why are you so calm?" 
But I was scorched from head to foot; at night I would run 
through the streets and howl; during the day I would work 
calmly. 

Shortly afterward, the madness of the world broke 
out. I was made to stand against the wall like many others. 
Why? For no reason. The guns did not go off. I said to 
myself, God, what are you doing? At that point I stopped 
being insane. The world hesitated, then regained its 
equilibrium. 

As reason returned to me, memory came with it, and 
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I saw that even on the worst days, when I thought I was 
utterly and completely miserable, I was nevertheless, and 
nearly all the time, extremely happy. That gave me somethi.ng 
to think about. The discovery was not a pleasant one. It 
seemed to me that I was losing a great deal. I asked myself, 
wasn't I sad, hadn't I felt my life breaking up? Yes, that 
had been true; but each minute, when I stayed without 
moving in a corner of the room, the cool of the night and 
the stability of the ground made me breathe and rest on 

gladness. 

Men want to escape from death, strange beings that 
they are. And some of them cry out "Die, die" because 
they want to escape from life. "What a life. I'll kill myself. 
I'll give in." This is lamentable and strange; it is a mistake. 

Yet I have met people who have never said to life, 
"Quiet!", who have never said to death, "Go away!" Almost 
always women, beautiful creatures. Men are assaulted by 
terror, the night breaks through them, they see their plans 
annihilated, their work turned to dust. They who were so 
important, who wanted to create the world, are dumfounded; 

everything crumbles. 

Can I describe my trials? I was not able to walk, or 
breathe, or eat. My breath was made of stone, my body of 
water, and yet I was dying of thirst. One day they thrust 
me into the ground; the doctors covered me with mud. 
What work went on at the bottom of that earth! Who says 
it's cold? It's a bed of fire, it's a bramble bush. When I got 
up I could feel nothing. My sense of touch was floating six 
feet away from me; if anyone entered my room, I would 
cry out, but the knife was serenely cutting me up. Yes, I 
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became a skeleton. At night my thinness would rise up 
before me to terrify me. As it came and went it insulted 
me, it tired me out; oh, I was certainly very tired. 

Am I an egoist? I feel drawn to only a few people, pity 
no one, rarely wish to please, rarely wish to be pleased, 
and I, who am almost unfeeling where I myself am 
concerned, suffer only in them, so that their slightest 
worry becomes an infinitely great misfortune for me, and 
even so, if I have to, I deliberately sacrifice them, I 
deprive them of every feeling of happiness (sometimes I 
kill them). 

I came out of the muddy pit with the strength of 
maturity. What was I before? I was a bag of water, a 
lifeless extension, a motionless abyss. (Yet I knew who I 
was; I lived on, did not fall into nothingness.) People came 
to see me from far away. Children played near me. Women 
lay down on the ground to give me their hands. I have 
been young, too. But the void certainly disappointed me. 

I am not timid, I've been knocked around. Someone 
(a man at his wit's end) took my hand and drove his knife 
into it. Blood everywhere. Afterward he was trembling. He 
held out his hand to me so that I could nail it to the table 
or against a door. Because he had gashed me like that, the 
man, a lunatic, thought he was now my friend; he pushed 
his wife into my arms; he followed me through the streets 
crying, "I am damned, I am the plaything of an immoral 
delirium, I confess, I confess." A strange sort of lunatic. 
Meanwhile the blood was dripping on my only suit. 

I lived in cities most of the time. For a while I led a 
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public life. I was attracted to the law, I liked crowds. 
Among other people I was unknown. As nobody, I was 
sovereign. But' one day I grew tired of being the stone that 
beats solitary men to death. To tempt the law, I called 
softly to her, "Come here; let me see you face to face." 
(For a moment I wanted to take her aside.) It was a 
foolhardy appeal. What would I have done if she had 

answered? 

I must admit I have read many books. When I 
disappear, all those volumes will change imperceptibly; 
the margins will become wider, the thought more cowardly. 
Yes, I have talked to too many people, I am struck by that 
now; to me, each person was an entire people. That vast 
other person made me much more than I would have 
liked. Now my life is surprisingly secure; even fatal diseases 
find me too tough. I'm sorry, but I must bury a few others 

before I bury myself. 

I was beginning to sink into poverty. Slowly, it was 
drawing circles around me; the first seemed to leave me 
everything, the last would leave me only myself. One day, 
I found myself confined in the city; travelling was no 
longer more than a fantasy. I could not get through on the 
telephone. My clothes were wearing out. I was suffering 
from the cold; springtime, quick. I went to libraries. I had 
become friends with someone who worked in one, and he 
took me down to the overheated basement. In order to be 
useful to him I blissfully galloped along tiny gangways and 
brought him books which he then sent on to the gloomy 
spirit of reading. But that spirit hurled against me words 
that were not very kind; I shrank before its eyes; it saw me 
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for what I was, an insect, a creature with mandibles who 
had come up from the dark regions of poverty. Who was I? 
It would have thrown me into great perplexity to answer 
that question. 

Outdoors, I had a brief vision: a few steps away from 
me, just at the corner of the street I was about to leave, a 
woman with a baby carriage had stopped, I could not see 
her very well, she was manoeuvering the carriage to get it 
through the outer door. At that moment a man whom I 
had not seen approaching went in through that door. He 
had already stepped across the sill when he moved backward 
and came out again. While he stood next to the door, the 
baby carriage, passing in front of him, lifted slightly to 
cross the sill, and the young woman, after raising her head 
to look at him, also disappeared inside. 

brief scene excited me to the point of delirium. I 
was undoubtedly not able to explain it to myself fully and 
yet I was sure of it, that I had seized the moment when the 
day. having stumbled against a real event, would begin 
hurrying to its end. Here it comes, I said to myself, the 
end is coming; something is happening, the end is beginning. 
I was seized by joy. 

I went to the house but did not enter. Through the 
opening I saw the black edge of a courtyard. I leaned 
against the outer wall; I was really very cold. As the cold 
wrapped around me from head to foot, I slowly felt my 
great height take on the dimensions of this boundless cold; 
it grew tranquilly, according to the laws of its true nature, 
and I lingered in the joy and perfection of this happiness, 
for one moment my head as high as the stone of the sky 
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and my feet on the pavement. 

was real; take note. 

I had no enemies. No one bothered me. Sometimes a 
vast solitude opened in my head and the entire world 
disappeared inside it, but came out again intact, without a 
scratch, with nothing missing. I nearly lost my sight, 
because someone crushed glass in my eyes. That blow 
unnerved me, I must admit. I had the feeling I was going 
back into the wall, or straying into a thicket of flint. The 
worst thing was the sudden, shocking cruelty of the day; I 
could not look, but I could not help looking. To see was 
terrifying, and to stop seeing tore me apart from my 
forehead to my throat. What was more, 1 heard hyena 
cries that exposed me to the threat of a wild animal (I 

think those cries were my own). 

Once the glass had been removed, they slipped a thin 
film under my eyelids and over my eyelids they laid walls 
of cotton wool. I was not supposed to talk because talking 
pulled at the anchors of the bandage. "You were asleep," 
the doctor told me later. I was asleep! I had to hold my own 
against the light of seven days-a fine conflagration! Yes, 
seven days at once, the seven deadly lights. become the 
spark of a single moment, were calling me to account. 
Who would have imagined that? At times I said to myself. 
"This is death. In spite of everything, it's really worth it. 
it's impressive." But often I lay dying without saying 
anything. In the end, I grew convinced that I was face to 
face with the madness of the day. That was the truth: the 
light was going mad. the brightness had lost all reason; it 
assailed me irrationally. without control, without purpose. 
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That discovery bit straight through my life. 

I was asleep! When I woke up I had to listen to a man 
ask me, "Are you going to sue?" A curious question to ask 
someone who has just been directly dealing with the day. 

Even after I recovered, I doubted that I was well. I 
could not read or write. I was surrounded by a misty 
North. But this was what was strange: although I had not 
forgotten the agonizing contact with the day, I was wasting 
away from living behind curtains in dark glasses. I wanted 
to see something in full daylight; I was sated with the 
pleasure and comfort of the half light; I had the same 
desire for the daylight as for water and air. And if seeing 
was fire, I required the plenitude of fire, and if seeing 
would infect me with madness, I madly wanted that madness. 

They gave me a modest position in the institution. I 
answered the telephone. The doctor ran a pathology 
laboratory (he was interested in blood), and people would 
come and drink some kind of drug. Stretched out on small 
beds, they would fall asleep. One of them used a remarkable 
stratagem: after drinking the prescribed drug, he took 
poison and fell into a coma. The doctor called it a rotten 
trick. He revived him and "brought suit" against him for 
this fraudulent sleep. Really! It seems to me this sick man 
deserved better. 

Even though my sight had hardly weakened at all, I 
walked through the streets like a crab, holding tightly onto 
the walls, and whenever I let go of them dizziness surrounded 
my steps. I often saw the same poster on these walls; it was 
a simple poster with rather large letters: You want this too. 
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Of course I wanted it, and every time I came upon these 

prominent words, I wanted it. 

Yet something in me quickly stopped wanting. Reading 
was a great weariness for me. Reading tired me no less 
than speaking, and the slightest true speech I uttered 
required some kind of strength that I did not have. I was 
told, "You accept your difficulties very complacently." 
This astonished me. At the age of twenty, in the same 
situation, no one would have noticed me. At forty, somewhat 
poor, I was becoming destitute. And where had this 
distressing appearance come from? I think I picked it up 
in the street. The streets did not enrich me, as by all rights 
they should have. Quite the contrary. As I walked along 
the sidewalks, plunged into the bright lights of the subways, 
turned down beautiful avenues where the city radiated 
superbly, I became extremely dull, modest, and tired. 
Absorbing an inordinate share of the anonymous ruin, I 
then attracted all the more attention because this ruin was 
not meant for me and was making of me something rather 
vague and formless; for this reason it seemed affected, 
unashamed. What is irritating about poverty is that it is 
visible, and anyone who sees it thinks: You see, I'm being 
accused; who is attacking me? But I did not in the least 
wish to carry justice around on my clothes. 

They said to me (sometimes it was the doctor, 
sometimes the nurses), "You're an educated man, you 
have talents; by not using abilities which, if they were 
divided among ten people who lack them, would allow 
them to live, you are depriving them of what they don't 
have, and your poverty, which could be avoided, is an 
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insult to their needs." I asked, "Why these lectures? Am I 
stealing my own place? Take it back from me." I felt I was 
surrounded by unjust thoughts and spiteful reasoning. 
And who were they setting against me? An invisible learning 
that no one could prove and that I myself searched for 
without success. I was an educated man! But perhaps not 
all the time. Talented? Where were these talents that were 
made to speak like gowned judges sitting on benches, 
ready to condemn me day and night? 

I liked the doctors quite well, and I did not feel 
belittled by their doubts. The annoying thing was that 
their authority loomed larger by the hour. One is not 
aware of it, but these men are kings. Throwing open my 
rooms, they would say, "Everything here belongs to us." 
They would fall upon my scraps of thought: "This is ours." 
They would challenge my story: "Talk," and my story 
would put itself at their service. In haste, I would rid 
myself of myself. I distributed my blood, my innermost 
being among them, lent them the universe, gave them the 
day. Right before their eyes, though they were not at all 
startled, I became a drop of water, a spot of ink. I reduced 
myself to them. The whole of me passed in full view before 
them, and when at last nothing was present but my perfect 
nothingness and there was nothing more to see, they 
ceased to see me too. Very irritated, they stood up and 
cried out, "All right, where are you? Where are you 
hiding? Hiding is forbidden, it is an offense," etc. 

Behind their backs I saw the silhouette of the law. 
Not the law everyone knows, which is severe and hardly 
very agreeable; this law was different. Far from falling prey 
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to her menace, I was the one who seemed to terrify her. 
According to her, my glance was a bolt of lightning and my 
hands were motives for perishing. What's more, the law 
absurdly credited me with all powers; she declared herself 
perpetually on her knees before me. But she did not let me 
ask anything and when she had recognized my right to be 
everywhere, it meant I had no place anywhere. When she 
set me above the authorities, it meant, You are not authorized 
to do anything. Ifshe humbled herself, You don't respect me. 

I knew that one of her aims was to make me "see 
justice done." She would say to me, "Now you are a 
special case; no one can do anything to you. You can talk, 
nothing commits you; oaths are no longer binding to you; 
your acts remain without a consequence. You step all over 
me, and here I am, your servant forever." Servant? I did 
not want a servant at any price. 

She would say to me, "You love justice." "Yes, I think 
so." "Why do you let justice be offended in your person, 
which is so remarkable?" "But my person is not remarkable 
to me." "If justice becomes weak in you, she will weaken 
in others, who will suffer because of it." "But this business 
doesn't concern her." "Everything concerns her." "But as 
you said, I'm a special case." "Special if you act - never, if 
you let others act." 

She was reduced to saying futile things: "The truth is 
that we can never be separated again. I will follow you 
everywhere. I will live under your roof; we will share the 
same sleep." 

I had allowed myself to be locked up. Temporarily, 
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they told me. All right, temporarily. During the outdoor 
hours, another resident, an old man with a white beard, 
jumped on my shoulders and gesticulated over my head. I 
said to him, "Who are you, Tolstoy?" Because of that the 
doctor thought I was truly crazy. In the end I was walking 
everyone around on my back, a knot of tightly entwined 
people, a company of middle-aged men, enticed up there 
by a vain desire to dominate, an unfortunate childishness, 
and when I collapsed (because after all I was not a horse) 
most of my comrades, who had also tumbled down, beat 
me black and blue. Those were happy times. 

The law was sharply critical of my behavior: "You 
were very different when I knew you before." "Very 
different?" "People didn't make fun of you with impunity. 
To see you was worth one's life. To love you meant death. 
Men dug pits and buried themselves in them to get out of 
your Sight. They would say to each other, 'Has he gone 
by? Blessed be the earth that hides us.'" "Were they so 
afraid of me?" "Fear was not enough for you, nor praise 
from the bottom of the heart, nor an upright life, nor 
humility in the dust. And above all, let no one question 
me. Who even dares to think of me?" 

She got strangely worked up. She exalted me, but 
only to raise herself up in her turn. "You are famine, 
discord, murder, destruction." "Why all that?" "Because I 
am the angel of discord, murder, and the end." "Well," I 
said to her, "that's more than enough to get us both locked 
up." The truth was that I liked her. In these surroundings, 
overpopulated by men, she was the only feminine element. 
Once she had made me touch her knee-a strange feeling. 
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I had said as much to her: "I am not the kind of man who 
is satisfied with a knee!" Her answer: "That would be 
disgusting!" 

This was one of her games. She would show me a part 
of space, between the top of the window and the ceiling. 
"You are there," she said. I looked hard at that point. "Are 
you there?" I looked at it with all my might. "Well?" I felt 
the scars fly off my eyes, my sight was a wound, my head a 
hole, a bull disemboweled. Suddenly she cried out, "Oh, I 
see the day, oh God," etc. I protested that this game was 
tiring me out enormously, but she was insatiably intent 
upon my glory. 

Who threw glass in your face? That question would 
reappear in all the other questions. It was not posed more 
directly than that, but was the crossroads to which all 
paths led. They had pointed out to me that my answer 
would not reveal anything, because everything had long 
since been revealed. "All the more reason not to talk." 
"Look, you're an educated man; you know that silence 
attracts attention. Your dumbness is betraying you in the 
most foolish way." I would answer them, "But my silence 
is real. If I hid it from you, you would find it again a little 
farther on. If it betrays me, all the better for you, it helps 
you, and all the better for me, whom you say you are 
helping." So they had to move heaven and earth to get to 
the bottom of it. 

I had become involved in their search. We were all 
like masked hunters. Who was being questioned? Who 
was answering? One became the other. The words spoke 
by themselves. The silence entered them, an excellent 
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refuge, since I was the only one who noticed it. 

I had been asked: Tell us "ju.st exactly" what happened. 
A story? I began: I am not learned; I am not ignorant. I 
have known joys. That is saying too little. I told them the 
whole story and they listened, it seems to me, with interest, 
at least in the beginning. But the end was a surprise to all 
of us. "That was the beginning," they said. "Now get down 
to the facts." How so? The story was over! 

I had to acknowledge that I was not capable of forming 
a story out of these events. I had lost the sense of the 
story; that happens in a good many illnesses. But this 
explanation only made them more insistent. Then I noticed 
for the first time that there were two of them and that this 
distortion of the traditional method, even though it was 
explained by the fact that one of them was an eye doctor, 
the other a specialist in mental illness, constantly gave our 
conversation the character of an authoritarian interrogation, 
overseen and controlled by a strict set of rules. Of course 
neither of them was the chief of police. But because there 
were two of them, there were three, and this third remained 
firmly convinced, I am sure, that a writer, a man who 
speaks and who reasons with distinction, is always capable 
of recounting facts that, he remembers. 

A story? No. No stories, never again. 

LaFo[ie cfuJour 


Je ne suis ni savant ni ignorant. J'ai connu des joies. 
C'est trop peu dire: je vis, et cette vie mefait le platsir le plu.s 
grand. Alors, la mort? Quand je mourrai (peut-etre tout d 
l 'heure), je connaitrai un plaisir immense. J e ne parle pas de 
l'avant-gout de la mort qui est fade et souvent desagreable. 
Souffrir est abrutissant. Mais telle est la verite remarquable 
dont je suis sur: jeprouve d vivre un plaisir sans limites et 
j'aurai d mourir une satisfaction sans limites. 

J'ai erre, j'ai passe d'endroit en endroit. Stable, j'ai 
demeure dans une seule chambre. J'ai ete pauvre, puis plu.s 




