
Delirium I – FOOLISH VIRGIN, INFERNAL SPOUSE 

!
!

Let us hear the confession of a companion in hell :  

« O divine Spouse, my Lord, do not refuse the confession of the most sorrowful 
of your servants. I am lost. I am drunk. I am impure. What a life ! 

Pardon, divine Lord, Pardon ! Ah ! Pardon ! What tears! And what tears again, 
later, I hope! 

Later, I will know the divine Spouse ! I was born His slave. – The other can 
beat me now ! 

At present, I inhabit the world’s depths ! O my friends !... No, not my friends… 
Never such ravings such torture… Is it stupid ! 

Ah ! I suffer, I cry ! I suffer truly. And yet all is permitted me, weighed down 
with the contempt of the most contemptible hearts. 

Well then, let us confide this thing, though we repeat it twenty times more – just 
as drearily, as insignificant! 

I am slave to the infernal Spouse, he who lost the foolish virgins. It’s indeed 
that very same demon. He is no spectre, he is no phantom. But I who have lost 
my wisdom, who am damned and dead to the world – they won’t kill me! – 
How can I describe him to you ? I dont know how to speak anymore. I am in 
mourning, I weep, I fear. A little freshness, Lord, if you please, if you would 
please! 

I’m a widow… – I was a widow... – why yes, I was very respectable once, and I 
am not born to be a skeleton !... – He was almost a child...His mysterious 
sensitivities seduced me. I forgot all my human tasks to follow him. What a 
life ! The true life is absent. We are not in this world. I go where he goes, I have 



to. And often he’s angry against me, me, poor soul. The Demon ! – He’s a 
Demon you know, he’s not a man. 

!
He says: “I don’t like women. Love must be re-invented, that’s certain. All they 
do is long for security. Once gained, heart and beauty are set aside : only cold 
disdain remains, the fodder of marriage, nowadays. Or else I see women, with 
the marks of happiness, whom I could have made into fine comrades, devoured  
by brutes as sensitive as pyres...” 

I listen to him, making infamy a glory, charm a cruelty. “I’m of a distant race : 
my forefathers were Scandinavian: they drilled their sides, drank their own 
blood. – I’ll make cuts all over my flesh ; I’ll tattoo myself, I long to be hideous 
as a Mongol: you’ll see, I’ll scream in the streets. I want to become mad with 
rage. Never show me gems, I’d crawl and writhe on the carpet. My fortune, I’d 
like to be stained with blood. I’ll never work… 

” On several nights, his demon seized me; we rolled about, I wrestled with him! 
– At night, often, drunk, he lies in wait in the streets or houses, to fright me to 
death. – “They’ll truly cut my throat ; it will be disgusting.” 

Oh, those days when he wants to walk with the air of crime !  

Sometimes he speaks in a kind of tender slang, of death which brings 
repentance, of the wretches who must exist, of painful toil, and partings that 
slash hearts. In the hovels we used to get drunk together, he would weep to see 
those around us, wretched cattle. He would help to their feet the drunks in the 
black streets. He’d a wicked mother’s pity for little children. – He’d go about 
with the air of a little girl on the way to her catechism. – He feigned all lighten 
of knowledge, commerce, art, medicine. – I followed him, I have to ! 

I could see the whole scene with which, in his mind, he surrounded himself : 
clothes, fabrics, furniture; I lent him weapons, another face. I saw all that 
touched him, as he would have created it for himself. When he seemed listless, I 
followed him, myself, in strange and complex deeds, far out, for good or ill : I 
was certain of never entering his world. How many hours of vigil, beside his 
dear sleeping body, questioning why he wanted to evade reality so deeply ! No 
man every wished for it so. I realised – without fearing for him – that he might 
well prove a serious danger to society. – He knows perhaps secrets for 
transforming life ? No, he only seeks them, I’d tell myself. Then, his charity is 
bewitched, and I’m its prisoner. No other soul would have had the strength —
strength of despair – to endure it – to be protected and loved by him !  



Besides, I could never imagine him with some other soul: we see one’s own 
Angel, never another’s – I think. In his soul it was as if I were in a palace, 
emptied so none as low as self can be seen: that’s it. Hélas ! I depended on him 
deeply. But what did he want with my dull cowardly existence? He made me no 
better, even though he failed to kill me! Sadly distressed, I sometimes said to 
him: “I understand you.” He shrugged his shoulders. 

« So, my grief endlessly renewed, finding myself even more missing in his own 
eyes – as in all those eyes that would have wished to stare at me, if had I not 
been condemned to be forgotten forever by all ! – I became ever hungrier for 
his kindness. With his kisses and friendly embraces, it was a sky, a darkened 
sky, which I entered, and where I would gladly have been left, poor; deaf, mute, 
blind. I was already used to it. I saw us as two good children, free to wander in 
the Paradise of sorrow. We agreed it. Deeply stirred, we toiled together. But, 
after a penetrating caress he would say: “How odd it will seem to you, when 
I’m no more, all you have been through. When you no longer have my arms 
beneath your neck; nor my heart to rest on, nor this mouth on your eyes. 
Because I must go far away, one day. And then, I must help others: it’s my duty. 
Though that’s scarcely appealing… dear soul...” Suddenly I saw myself, with 
him vanished, hunted by vertigo, hurled into the most frightful darkness: death. 
I made him promise never to leave me. He gave it twenty times, that lover’s 
promise. It was as frivolous as my telling him: “I understand.” 

Ah, I have never been jealous of him! He will never leave me, I think. To do 
what ? He knows no one; he will never work. He wants to live sleepwalker. 
Would his goodness and kindness alone grant him rights in the world of reality? 
At times, I forget the pitiful state into which I’ve fallen: he will make me 
strong, we shall travel, we’ll hunt in the deserts, sleep on the pavements of 
unknown towns, without cares or troubles. Or I will wake, and laws and 
customs will have changed – thanks to his magical powers – the world, 
remaining the same, will leave me to my desires, joys, nonchalance. Oh, will 
you grant me the life of adventures that exists in children’s books, to repay me, 
I’ve suffered so, will you ? He cannot. I ignore his ideal. He told me he had 
regrets, hopes : they can’t involve me. Does he talk to God? Perhaps I should 
address myself to God. I am in the deepest abyss, and no longer know how to 
pray. 

!
« If he explained his sadness to me, would I understand it any better than his 
raillery ? He attacks me, spends hours making me ashamed of all in this world 
that has the power to touch me, indignant if I weep. 



“ — You see that elegant young man, entering that fine and peaceful house: he’s 
called Duval, Dufour, Armand, Maurice, what I know? A woman devoted 
herself to loving this spiteful fool: she died; she’s certainly a saint in heaven 
now. You’ll kill me as he killed her. This is our fate, we charitable hearts…” 
‘Hélas, he had days when all human activity seemed to him a plaything of 
grotesque delirium : he would laugh horribly, longtime. – Then, he resume his 
pose of a young mother, a beloved sister. If he were only less savage, we would 
be saved ! But his sweetness too is deadly. I am submit to him. – Ah ! I am 
mad !  

‘One day perhaps he’ll miraculously vanish ; but I must know if he’s to attain 
some heaven, so I may glimpse my little friend’s assumption!’ 

What a funny ménage! 

!
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