
We were supposed to meet at noon at the quays of  the Loire. 
I was going to leave with him. When I arrived at noon on the 
quay of  the Loire, he wasn’t quite dead yet. Someone had fired 
on him from a garden. I stayed near his body all that day and 
then all the next night. The next morning they came to pick him 
up and they put him in a truck. It was that night Nevers was 
liberated. The bells of  St. Etienne were ringing, ringing … Little 
by little he grew cold beneath me. Oh! how long it took him to 
die! When? I’m not quite sure. I was lying on top of  him … yes 
… the moment of  his death actually escaped me, because … 
because even at that very moment, and even afterward, yes, even 
afterward, I can say that I couldn’t feel the slightest difference 
between this dead body and mine. All I could find between this 
body and mine were obvious similarities, do you understand? He 
was my first love ….
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