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CHAPTER ONE

“Fidelity is the noblest of sentiments. It
signifies the desire to renounce multiple joys and to dedicate
oneself only to the voluptuous pleasure of the man one loves. In a
way, you might call a kind of monastic vow; one either gets married
or one enters a convent.”

“The analogy is amusing,” the uncle remarked as
he carefully packed his pipe with a fragrant, yellowish tobacco,
crushing down the little fragments which tried to slip off the edge
of the bowl, then lit it and, drawing on it sent out a wreath of
smoke. Then he added: “You know, it's strange, but I feel that if I
were to be reborn and to live over again what I've already lived, I
should learn nothing new. Time passes and events are renewed; only
the actors are changed.”

“What a sudden bitter mood you have, my dear
uncle!”

“No, not bitterness, only skepticism.”

“About what?”

He raised his hand, then let it fall back on
the arm of his chair: “It was eight years ago that you told me of
your marriage, and today again it's one of my nephews who has just
come to me to talk about his projects. He intends to marry a young
girl of eighteen, who has spent thirteen of them in a convent. And
this poor Claude is not quite twenty.”

“Claude is getting married?” Therese
exclaimed.

“Yes, that young rascal with whom you used to
amuse yourself by fishing for crawfish not so long ago.”

“I guess people get married young these days,”
Therese observed.

“And he has chosen an admirable girl in which
real temperament can be distinguished. In spite of the clogs and
braided plaits which she affects, one can observe the legs of a
goddess, supple and well-muscled, rounded hips made for caresses, a
smooth flat belly that can produce many handsome children as soon
as she is taught how to make them! And add to that a high-set, firm
bosom with admirably-shaped globes.”

“A very lovely girl, from that description,”
Robert said.

“Well, look who's waking up!”

“I should be quite willing to teach her the
games of love, if it were only a question of that.”

“It's not for you to do that, my boy, but for
her husband, and you know him just as well as I do. He's a handsome
fellow, but entirely absorbed with his studies. His mother herself
avows that she's never yet heard a woman's voice asking for him on
the telephone and God knows how mothers instinctively find a
thousand ways to turn their sons into the very Casanovas of Paris.
What can one expect of such a marriage? Don't you fear that the
brutal revelation of fucking plunges young girls into a horrifying
situation, or perhaps compels them to a bestial set of gymnastics
out of which they cherish a secret reproach and hostility for their
initiator? And when that happens, farewell to conjugal
happiness!”

“That's true,” Robert said, as he nursed his
chin.

“In Sweden, older women teach young men to
fuck. Thus, when they marry, they have no doubts and fears, and
they are capable of edifying their young brides without terrifying
them. Yes, I feel that it's time to return to the era when morality
was far more pure and when love was respected at least as much as
fine cuisine.”

“What are you aiming at, Uncle? All this
prologue of yours is quite mysterious.”

“I had hoped you would comprehend. I haven't
said anything. I was only thinking that you would have much more
confidence in yourself, in Therese and even in Claude.”

“You mean that you want —”

“Why not?”

“You want me to lend my wife? But she's
faithful to me.”

“Who has spoken of fidelity?”

“I should never accept such a defilement.”

“Don't speak of defilement. What defilement,
indeed, can a youth of nineteen inflict when he offers his virginal
young body?”

“I don't want to be unfaithful to Robert,”
Therese interposed, comprehending at last this discussion of which
she was the chief topic.

“Is it infidelity to lend oneself to the
movement of life? That would be to believe that all the virtue of
love lies in the exclusiveness which the partner enjoys. Would you
call a soldier who fires on the enemy an assassin? Evidently not.
He is a man who has learned to defend his country when in danger.
In our case, it is not a case of a woman deceiving her husband, but
of a friend who renders service to a young household. The drama of
infidelity is really the ignorance of one of the partners who errs
concerning the sentiments of the other. But with you, there would
be nothing like that.”

“Certainly not. But that in itself is not a
reason to inaugurate this form of sexual education.”

“Would you rather have him pay to find
experience on the worn-out belly of a prostitute?”

“Of course not, I myself would never do such a
thing. I hold such women in such horror, and I cannot understand
what pleasure a man can find in fucking them.”

“Say what we will, it is only with a woman that
he can learn.”

“There are widows or divorcees.”

“I understand very well what you mean. A woman,
a divorcee, a young girl. You add the widow only for the sake of
your conscience. Thus, you take part with all the others in social
hypocrisy: you admit adultery, you do not care whether a young girl
will be turned from the proper path of righteousness, yet at the
same time you steadfastly hold that your wife must come a virgin-
to her marriage. Yes, all this is permitted a man, but when the
hour of marriage is at hand, it is often very severe in its demands
upon the spouse the man has chosen.”

“I didn't say that,” Robert retorted.

“If you would only look at things honestly, you
would arrive at the same conclusions as I do.”

“But there's no limit to all this idea of
yours! So why wouldn't you go ahead and say that my wife should
teach an entire classroom of young men how to fuck?”

“Ta ta ta, I know all these arguments which go
on endlessly and really have nothing to do with any one particular
case,” the uncle chuckled.

“I will admit, my uncle, that your ideas do not
lack logic, but they shock my own opinions.”

“Then you must look at things with a cold clear
eye. A week from now, and Claude will be your cousin. You do not
know his probity and his strength of character. Indeed, you may
fear being surpassed; you may think that this young man, out of his
own prowess, will replace you in your wife's heart.”

At this, Therese broke in: “How can anyone
imagine for a single moment that I could forget all the love my
husband showed me as he revealed sexual pleasure to me. Who, most
of all, could ever forget the four days and the four nights during
which he used all his self-control to quell his virility so that he
could at last prepare my senses towards the irresistible desire of
being mated?”

“In that case,” the uncle parried, “why does
your husband prevent you from having an adventure, if it would not
imperil your conjugal equilibrium?”

“Oh, I'm not a savage who looks his wife into a
cage so that I may assuage my own selfish passions,” Robert broke
in.

And Therese, blushing a little, added, “As for
myself, I think I am little too young to be an amorous initiatress,
and besides, I think I should be very awkward at it.”

“There are only you two of whom I could demand
such a thing,” the uncle declared. “You know my moral health, you
know that there can be no danger on my part in such an
arrangement.”

“That's true, my uncle.”

“And Therese, what is your reply?”

“You are more modern than I, my uncle.”

“No, I've simply reflected a good deal about
life, and I always concluded that most of our evils come from
hypocrisy.”

“That's for my wife to decide,” Robert
interposed, “since I cannot show myself to be jealous of a cousin
who in my opinion is still a child.”

Robert's uncle smiled and nodded: “I know
Therese. She is like all woman. She will never dare accept a
strange fuck for fear you will reproach her for it later.”

“She has nothing to fear on that score,” Robert
protested. “I am not inherently jealous. She may fuck whom she
pleases.”

“But it is difficult for me to see myself,”
Therese said slowly, “along with Claude in a bed. Yes, I've seen
him naked when we went to the beach. He took off his clothes so
that he could put on his swimming trunks, but certainly then no
image of desire ever troubled my gaze at him. I would find it very
difficult to create a fucking liaison between us.”

“It's an act of friendship that we ask of you,”
the uncle said heatedly. “Think to yourself that when you will hear
others speak of the happy union that Claude has made, you will know
that it is to you that he owes all this.”

“Couldn't another woman be found? Perhaps some
woman without any family ties or bonds [...]


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Newly translated from the French!
S sy

CARINAS
IINIERTAE
e oeaa vl





OEBPS/Images/carnin.jpg
Newly translated from the French!
S sy

CARINAS
IINIERTAE
e oeaa vl





