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				Preface

				
					The time will come when, despite our pain, we will be lighthearted, joyful, and truthful.

					—Albert Camus to Maria Casarès, February 26, 1950

				

				Maria Casarès and Albert Camus met in Paris on June 6, 1944, the day the Allies landed in Normandy. She was twenty-one; he was thirty. Maria was born in A Coruña, Spain, and arrived in Paris in 1936, when she was fourteen. Her father, Santiago Casares Quiroga, who had long served in the Spanish government in several capacities, including prime minister, during the Second Republic, went into exile when Franco took power. Much later, Maria Casarès would say that she was “born in November 1942, in the Théâtre des Mathurins.”

				Albert Camus, who was separated from his wife, Francine Faure, due to the German Occupation, had joined the Resistance. Of Spanish descent on his mother’s side, suffering from tuberculosis like Santiago Casares Quiroga, Camus was also in exile, from his native Algeria. In October of 1944, when Francine Faure could finally rejoin her husband, Maria Casarès and Albert Camus separated. But on June 6, 1948, they ran into each other again on the boulevard Saint-Germain, and from that day forward they were inseparable.

				This correspondence, uninterrupted for over a decade, demonstrates the undeniably irresistible nature of their love:

				
					We met, we recognized each other, we gave ourselves to each other, we succeeded in creating a burning love of pure crystal—do you realize how happy we are and what has been given to us?

					—Maria Casarès, June 4, 1950

					Equally lucid, equally sensible, capable of understanding everything and so of overcoming everything, strong enough to live without illusion, and bound to one another, by ties of the earth, intelligence, the heart, and our bodies, nothing can surprise us, I know it, nothing can divide us.

					—Albert Camus, February 23, 1950

				

				In January 1960, death would separate them, but by then they’d been together for twelve years, “always honest with each other,” united, passionate, sometimes far from each other, but living life to the full, together, every day, every hour, in the kind of truthfulness that very few people would have the strength to bear.

				The letters from Maria Casarès reveal the life of a great actress, her courage and weakness, her impossible schedule: radio broadcasts, rehearsals, performances (with all their vagaries), making movies. They also reveal the life of actors at the Comédie-Française and the Théâtre National Populaire (TNP). Maria Casarès acted with Michel Bouquet, Gérard Philipe, Marcel Herrand, Serge Reggiani, Jean Vilar, and she liked them all.

				Originally from Galicia, the actress was like the ocean: breaking, crashing, re-forming and starting over again with stupefying vitality. She lived through happiness and misery with the same intensity, experiencing everything deeply, completely.

				This way of life is obvious even in her spelling, which was corrected for clarity in the French edition—though the evidence of her intensity, her sentences tumbling forth, is apparent in the English too.

				The letters from Albert Camus are much more concise but impart the same love of life, his passion for the theater, his continual care for actors and their fragility. They also show us the themes that were so important to him: the profession of writing, his doubts, his relentless work as an author despite his tuberculosis. He speaks to Maria about what he is writing: the preface to The Wrong Side and the Right Side, The Rebel, Chronicles, Exile and the Kingdom, The Fall, The First Man. He never feels “up to the task.” She tirelessly reassures him, believes in him, in his works, but not blindly, because as a woman she knows that creation is the strongest force. And she knows how to say so with sincerity and true conviction.

				He writes to her on February 23, 1950: “What each of us does in our work, life, etc. we do not do alone. A presence that only we can feel is with us.” That will always remain true.

				How were these two beings able to get through so many years, amid the exhausting tension demanded by a life lived freely but tempered by respect for others, in which it was “necessary to keep going forward on the tightrope of a love devoid of all self-pride,”[*] without leaving each other, without ever doubting each other, with the same demand of openness? The answer is in this correspondence.

				My father died on January 4, 1960. In August of 1959, it seems they had managed to hold steady on that tightrope, never falling, until the end. She wrote to him:

				
					it seems useless to me to steal glances at the dreadful confusion of my inner landscape. What distresses me is the fact that I’ll never find the free time, intelligence, and strength of character I need to straighten things up a little in there, and I get sad when I think that I’ll inevitably die just like I was born—shapeless.

				

				He replied to her:

				
					If not a clear definition, it will be necessary to die unintelligible to oneself, shapeless. […]. But it may also be that clear definition, the imperturbable clarity of truth, is what death itself is. And in order to feel its heart, mystery is necessary, the obscurity of existing, the incessant call, the battle with oneself and others. Then it would be enough to understand it, and silently be in awe of its mystery and the contradiction—with the sole condition that we never stop fighting and understanding.

				

				I thank them both. Their letters make the earth more vast, space more luminous, the air lighter, simply because they existed.

				—Catherine Camus

				

				—

				So as not to breach the loyalty and fidelity my father taught me, I would like to thank my friend Béatrice Vaillant for the Benedictine work she has accomplished. She was the one who transcribed, dated (!!!), set down this correspondence day after day. She brought care, precision, and sensitivity to it that only her generous, selfless heart could bring.

			

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Maria Casarès, Résidente privilégiée, Fayard, 1980.

				

			

		

	
		
			Translator’s Note

			When I was approached to translate the correspondence between Albert Camus and Maria Casarès, I was at first delighted. After reading samples of the letters, though, I began to have reservations: the letters were so personal, so intimate. I felt a bit like an intruder. Was it fair to expose the private lives of such public figures, their insecurities, frustrations, moral dilemmas? And as Camus was one of my literary heroes, I wondered if I would discover things I simply did not wish to know!

			Of course, the letters had already been published in French, and to great acclaim. Several theater performances based on the letters drew crowds in Paris and at the Festival d’Avignon. There was even a documentary about the correspondence that aired on France’s TV5MONDE. Albert Camus and Maria Casarès were just as famous in Europe as Jean-Paul Sartre and Simone de Beauvoir.

			As I kept reading, the sheer beauty of the letters conquered my hesitations. The thoughts and feelings of both lovers were so insightful, especially because theirs was a truly complicated relationship. I felt that anyone who read these letters would be able to relate to them. And very few people can describe deep emotions better than Camus.

			There was another factor as well: Maria Casarès was extremely well-known in Europe but relatively unknown in the United States or even in Great Britain, and I felt her accomplishments should be made known to English-speaking readers. Despite being a Spanish immigrant who learned French as a teenager, she played all the most prestigious classical roles and was lauded as among the greatest “French” actresses of her time. (This is why her name is normally spelled the French way, rather than the Spanish “María Casares.”)

			As you might suspect, given the length of this book, the translation was a mammoth task: 865 letters spanning fifteen years. Hand-written. Kept by them both. The obvious enormity of the project, however, would soon seem less daunting than the translation challenges the letters posed.

			What is essential in any good translation is consistency of voice: Camus should sound like Camus and Casarès should sound like Casarès. As I ricocheted back and forth between the two distinct voices, it became clear to me, after a great number of letters, that this project presented the perfect opportunity to work with a cotranslator. It was my good fortune to enlist Cory Stockwell, whom I had gotten to know through lectures at the Alliance Française in Minneapolis, and with whom I knew I shared certain core sensibilities. After translating some forty books from the French, it would be my first time working with a cotranslator.

			One might assume that I would translate Casarès and Cory would translate Camus. But that assumption ignores the essential chameleonlike nature of translation. It also runs counter to my experience: because I had previously translated works by Camus—L’Etranger (Penguin UK, as The Outsider), Create Dangerously (Vintage USA), a graphic novel version of The Stranger (Pegasus Press, USA), and other shorter works—I had a deep understanding of his style. So Cory and I agreed that he would translate the letters from Casarès and I would continue with Camus. It was a method that would work well to maintain their distinct voices.

			As the translation progressed, we encountered gaps and references that we often couldn’t fill in or track down. Due to their rigorous schedules, the couple faced prolonged separations. Maria Casarès quickly became an international star of stage, screen, and radio, meaning endless rehearsals, performances, filming, and tours to South America, the Soviet Union, Scandinavia, and throughout Europe. Camus, meanwhile, had an exhausting round of lecture tours, both in the Americas and in Europe, and his tuberculosis forced him to spend extended periods of time away taking various cures. Then there were his trips to Algeria to see family, his mother in particular.

			By 1950, the lovers had a new, modern way of being together more often: commercial airlines. Telephones were also more widely available and finally entering the home. This meant more gaps in the correspondence. What was said when they spoke on the phone or were together? (We cannot know—but it was often fun trying to fill in the blanks!)

			The Language of Love

			“Mon cher amour” is how most of these letters begin. Readers familiar with French might be surprised that Camus often refers to Maria as “mon cher”—the masculine form—but this was common practice at the time, to abbreviate “mon cher amour.” Like many terms of endearment and affection in French, the phrase contains multiple shades of meaning. “Mon cher” might be translated as “my darling,” “my dearest,” “my love.” “Je t’embrasse” could mean you’re being hugged or kissed or embraced. Similarly, “Je t’attends” is not merely “I’m waiting for you,” but also “I miss you” and “I can’t wait to see you.” “Mon ami(e)” can mean friend, lover, boyfriend, girlfriend, or partner.

			To avoid excessive repetition, we have chosen translations that vary but are fitting to a particular context.

			There are also several titles of works by numerous authors referenced in a host of languages. If the foreign title is easily recognizable, we have not given the English translation alongside it. However, we have rarely translated any words or phrases that appear in a foreign language in the original French text, unless they were necessary for clarity. Both Camus and Casarès often use Spanish expressions. Casarès was, of course, a native Spanish speaker, and Camus also spoke Spanish, as his mother was of Spanish descent.

			But these are not merely love letters. Many were written during the Occupation, when Camus’s work in the Resistance kept him in constant danger. After the war ended, and they were reunited after a break of two years, they discuss their careers, tours, friends, and colleagues, giving us insight into their day-to-day lives. The letters are always touching, sometimes sad, and often very scathing or funny. Camus’s description of a trip to London to see a production of his play Caligula had me laughing out loud! Maria had a voracious appetite but struggled to gain weight. Camus continued smoking despite his tuberculosis, and Maria even offered him a cigarette holder as a gift one year. They picked out furniture and clothing for each other. Camus loved swimming and fishing. They were both incredibly well-read and discussed books by a host of foreign authors. Casarès was involved in politics, raising money for the Spanish in exile during the Franco regime. Camus helped her translate propaganda from Spanish to French. Casarès was the first to read anything Camus wrote, and he valued her opinion.

			We are privy to the most intimate fears, dreams, and thoughts of two world-famous personalities. We learn things we could not know any other way: their great love of the sea and nature, their desire for privacy, their love-hate relationship with Paris and high society, their reactions to critics and reviews. They have doubts and suffer from anxiety. They are more than their fame or public personas; they are human.

			Every year on June 6, the anniversary of the day they met, Camus sends Maria a ring—in French, “un anneau”—which is traditionally the term used to describe a wedding band.

			Camus’s wife, Francine Faure, had known about his relationship with Maria for many years. She suffered because of it, which caused him much guilt. Francine had always been prone to psychological problems, and at one point attempted to throw herself off the balcony of Camus’s house. He tells Maria that he will never leave Francine, and he will never leave his children, Jean and Catherine:

			
				Compared to you, the whole world is nothing but a pale shadow to me. With the exception of my children, the world could vanish, and that would change nothing. You alone are permanent, you alone fulfill me.

			

			Maria buys an apartment on the rue de Vaugirard, which becomes “their refuge” when together in Paris. Camus later buys a house in Lourmarin, in the south of France, as well as a studio in Paris on the rue de Chanaleilles, in the same building as his close friend the great poet René Char. (That studio and their friendship would become crucial to their story.)

			In one of his many extraordinary letters to her, Camus portrays their intimate relationship as transcendent:

			
				when you reach a certain degree of mutual passion, hearts meld together into something that can no longer be given a name, where boundaries disappear, and distinctions, and it makes you think of what eternity might be like, if that word could have a meaning. In the past, at the height of passion and pressure, I fought against you, against your presence in my life. And now, if I try to imagine this life without you, or when I’m living alone, I feel torn apart. It’s been a very long time since I stopped fighting against you, and I know that whatever happens, we will live and die together.

			

			But they were not destined to die together. On January 4, 1960, Albert Camus was killed in a car accident on the way back to Paris. His good friend Michel Gallimard was driving; their wives were in the back seat.

			When René Char learned of his death, he immediately went to Camus’s studio, found Maria’s letters, and brought them to her, so they “wouldn’t get into the wrong hands.”[*] A few years before Maria’s death in 1976, she gave all the letters to Camus’s daughter, Catherine, which is why they have survived today.

			Camus’s final letter to Maria, just a few days before that fatal accident, is chilling:

			
				December 30, 1959

				The last letter. Just to tell you I’ll be arriving on Tuesday, driving up with the Gallimards on Monday…. I’ll call you when I get there, but perhaps we could already agree to meet for dinner on Tuesday. Let’s say we’ll do that in theory, unless there are problems on the road.

			

			The sudden death of Albert Camus at the age of forty-seven, at the height of his creative powers, deprived the world of one of the greatest writers, philosophers, and intellectuals of the twentieth century. And it deprived Maria Casarès of her soulmate.

			—Sandra Smith,

			July 2025

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* L’Unique Maria Casarès by Anne Plantagenet (Editions Stock, Paris, 2021), pp. 202–203.
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			1. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*1]

			
				[June 1944]

				Chère Maria,[*2]

			

			I have a business meeting at 6:30 p.m. at the NRF [offices of the Nouvelle Revue française] with an editor from Monte Carlo. From the NRF we’ll surely go to the Cyrano, which is on the corner of the rue du Bac and the boulevard Saint-Germain.[*3] I’ll wait for you there until 7:30 p.m. At 7:30, I’ll be at the Frégate, on the corner of the rue du Bac and the quayside, where Marcel and Jean are meeting me.[*4] At 8:00, the normal meeting place is at the Voltaire, on the corner of the rue de Beaune and the quayside. But I think you know that.

			Forgive me for not being able to wait longer. Love,

			
				AC

			

			2. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				4:00 p.m. [June 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			I hoped to reach you now by calling you at home. But I don’t even have time. So, in between two meetings, I’m sending you this message. It means nothing, naturally. But I guess you’ll find it when you get home tonight and then you’ll think of me. I’m tired, I need you. But of course, I can’t say it this way: you would have to be in my arms.

			Good night, ma chérie. Sleep well, think of me as much as you can. I send you kisses until tomorrow.

			
				AC

			

			3. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday 10:00 [evening] [June 1944]

			

			I’ve just read your dedication, mon chéri,[*5] and now something is trembling inside of me. Even though I tell myself that sometimes people write such things on impulse, without actually meaning them—at the same time, I think there are certain words you wouldn’t write unless you truly felt them.

			I’m so happy, Maria. Is that even possible? What trembles within me is a kind of wild joy. Yet at the same time, there is the bitterness I felt after you’d gone, and the sadness of your eyes at the moment you left me. It’s true that what I keep of you always has the taste of happiness mixed with anxiousness. But if you love me as you’ve written, we must have something else. This is truly our time to love each other, and we must want it strongly enough and long enough to overcome everything.

			I don’t like the clear way of looking at things you claimed to have this evening. When someone has a soul, they tend to call what frustrates them lucidity, and what eludes them, truth. But that lucidity is just as blind as anything else. There is only one type of clairvoyance: the kind that wants to grasp at happiness. And I know that even though it might be very short-lived, endangered or fragile, happiness awaits us, if we reach out our hands. But we must reach out our hands.

			I’m looking forward to tomorrow, to you, to your dear face. This evening, I was too tired to talk to you about how I feel: my heart is overflowing with love for you. Something exists that belongs only to us, and a place where I can be with you effortlessly. These are the hours when I fall silent and when you doubt me. But that doesn’t matter, my heart is full of you. Goodbye, chérie. Thank you for the few words that have given me so much joy—thank you for your soul that loves, that I love. I kiss you with all my might.

			
				AC

			

			4. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				1:00 [in the morning] [June 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			I just got home; I’m not at all tired, and I’m filled with such a yearning to be near you that I really must go to my desk to talk to you as best I can. I didn’t dare tell Marcel [Herrand] that I didn’t feel like going out to drink his champagne. And you were with so many people! But after half an hour, I’d had enough, all I needed was you. I felt such love for you, Maria, all evening, whenever I looked at you, heard your voice, which for me has now become irreplaceable. When I went up to Marcel’s, I found some pages of the play. I can no longer read them without hearing you, that is my own way of being happy with you.

			I try to imagine what you’re doing and wonder in astonishment why you aren’t here. I tell myself that what is essential—the only essential thing I know, which is passion and life—would be if you came home with me tomorrow, so we might finish an evening together that we started together. But I also know that all that is in vain, apart from all the rest.

			But at least, do not forget me when you leave me. Don’t forget, either, what I spent so long telling you one day, at my place, before everything started. On that day, I spoke to you from the depths of my heart, and I want, I want so much, for us to belong to each other the way I told you and the way it should be. Don’t leave me, I can imagine nothing worse than losing you. What would I do now without your face and all its overwhelming features, without your voice and your body pressed to mine?

			And yet, that was not what I wanted to tell you today. Just your presence here, my desire for you, my thoughts about this evening. Good night, mon chéri. May tomorrow come quickly, and all the other days when you will belong more to me than to that damned play. I kiss you with all my might.

			
				AC

			

			5. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				4:00 p.m. [June 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			I don’t know if you will think of calling me. And I don’t know how to reach you at this time of day. Though I have nothing to tell you in particular, apart from the tide that has been carrying me since yesterday and my need for the trust and love that I have in you. It’s been so long since I’ve written to you!

			If you find this telegram when you get home tonight, call me. Don’t forget me between now and Saturday. Think of me all the time during those days. Tell yourself that I am near you at every moment. Goodbye, my love, my dearest love. I kiss you as I did yesterday.

			
				Albert

			

			6. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday 2:00 p.m. [July 1, 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			The trip was fine and without any problems.[*6] We took the train at 7:20 and kept going until 9:00, then walked for seven kilometers to avoid a railway yard that had been bombed the day before; at 11:00, we got back on a train until noon. We waited at Meaux for two hours until we could get another train. After a new change three quarters of an hour later, we arrived at 5:00. I was as tired as an old dog, but glad to have made it. I was offered a house with a wing that had been bombed in 1940, but the rest was habitable. But it was covered in dust, and it took forty-eight hours to clean it up with the help of a good local woman.

			Let me describe everything. The countryside is a valley with two hills covered in fields and average-sized trees. It’s cool here, you can hear the sound of water and smell the grass, there are cows, a few nice-looking children, and you can hear birds singing. If you climb up a little higher, you reach more open plateaus where you can breathe better. The village: a few houses and good people. As for the house, it is hidden in the middle of a rather large garden full of trees and the last roses of the season (they aren’t red). It stands in the shadow of the old church and the upper part of the garden is a sunlit prairie that reaches as far as the church’s flying buttresses. You can sunbathe there. I’m getting settled in a bedroom and office on the first floor. When that’s done, I’ll describe it to you.

			I think that at least, Michel [Gallimard], at least, might lodge with me. Pierre and Janine [Gallimard] will probably sleep elsewhere. I’m waiting impatiently for them to arrive to decide about all that and especially because I hope they’ll give me your news.

			I’m writing all this to you as clearly as I can because I think that you mainly want some precise information. But, my thoughts are very different: since Thursday evening, it’s you I am living with. I feel as if we didn’t say goodbye the way we should have, and this separation, amid so many uncertainties, beneath a sky full of dangers, is difficult for me to bear. My hope is that you will come. If you can make the trip by car, do; it will be easier. Otherwise, you will have to make the long journey I made. There’s also a bicycle, so I could go and meet you. Don’t forget your promise, mon chéri, that is what I am living on at this moment. I think I might be able to find peace in this place. With a few trees, the wind, a river, I’ll manage to recapture the internal silence I lost so long ago. But that won’t be possible if I must bear your absence, as I am drawn toward your face and my memory of you. I do not at all intend to play the despairing man or let myself go. Starting on Monday, I’m going to get to work, and I will work, that’s certain. But I want you to help me and I want you to come—I especially want you to come! You and I met and fell in love passionately, impatiently, dangerously. I regret nothing and I feel that these last days I’ve lived are enough to justify a life. But there is another way to love each other, a more secret kind of fulfillment, more harmonious, which is no less beautiful and which I know we are capable of. It’s here that we will find time for that. Don’t forget that, my little Maria, and keep that chance for our love alive.

			In a few hours you’ll be on stage.[*7] Today and tomorrow, my thoughts will be with you. I’ll be waiting for the moment when you sit down and say that it’s all wonderful; I’ll also look forward to the third act and the cry that I loved so much. Oh! Mon chéri, what a hard thing it is to be far from the thing one loves. I am deprived of your face, and there’s nothing in the world that I have cherished more.

			Write to me a lot, and often, don’t leave me alone. I’ll wait for you for as long as it takes; I feel I have infinite patience when it comes to you. Yet I also feel an impatience in my heart that wounds me, a burning desire to experience everything and devour everything, and that impatience is my love for you. Goodbye, my little conqueror. Stay close to me in your thoughts and come to me, come quickly, I beg of you. I send you my most passionate kisses.

			You can write to me as we agreed, care of Mme Parain, in Verdelot, Seine-et-Marne.

			
				Michel[*8]

			

			7. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Tuesday 4:00 p.m. [July 4, 1944]

				Mon chéri,

			

			I’m writing to you in the middle of the garden, surrounded by the group from Gallimard who are reading, sleeping, or getting baked by the sun. We’re all wearing shorts and short-sleeved shirts; it’s boiling hot, and the roses are shriveling in the sun.

			They wrote to you yesterday, and I assume they must have told you about their trip and the main details of settling in here—we’re leading a calm little life, so calm that I am having trouble finding a balance after leaving behind all that noise and furor. All day yesterday, I was tense and unhappy, incapable of doing or saying anything kind. So I worked, a lot and badly, refusing to go out. I thought about you with sadness, without the joy I always find when I’m with you. Only once, at 6:00 in the evening, did I take a few steps into the garden, alone (they had gone swimming). It was mild outside, with a light breeze; the church clock struck six times. It’s a time of day that I’ve always liked, and I liked it yesterday with you.

			They just brought me your letter; I can find no words to thank you. So now I finally have some real hope that you’ll be coming. I guess you’ll forget about the Palais-Royal. The war will be over in September, impossible to do anything serious between now and then. Drop everything and come. I’m also worried about how tired you are. Here, at least, you’ll be able to rest. When in love, it’s important to be able to make love with bodies that are rested and happy.

			Oh! It’s a very good thing that your theater is no longer open. Everything will start up again afterwards. But for the moment, you can see very well that everything is working out for us, so we’ll have time to love each other. All day yesterday, I too walked around carrying the anguish you spoke of. I didn’t dream about you, you weren’t in China; I only felt that deprivation, that shadow, like a spring [suddenly] disappearing. I felt dry and barren, incapable of feeling desire or love. But in fact, it was your letter I was waiting for, and now everything has returned to me, awareness, and the spring: your face. Oh! Mon chéri, come back very quickly so that all this is over. Today, I feel I have all the strength I need to overcome everything that could keep us apart. But come and stand before me, give me your hand, don’t leave me alone. I will wait for you, confidently and happily today, and I love you with all my soul. Goodbye, Maria, I kiss your beloved face.

			
				Michel

			

			8. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday 4:00 p.m. [July 6, 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			I just received your letter from Monday and Tuesday. It came just in time. I’ve been depressed for the last forty-eight hours. I felt alone, far away even from the people I’m with, a little like a bad dog. I’m living locked in my room under the pretext of working, though I am sometimes working, in a sort of rage, and the rest of the time walking up and down and smoking the cigarettes I have left. No, things are not going well at all. And yet this countryside is beautiful and calming. But my heart is no longer at peace, if it ever truly was.

			I am far away from everything, from my duties as a man, from my profession—deprived as well of the woman I love. That is what upsets me. I’ve been waiting for you to come. But it seems it will be next week. Well…! Oh! Mon chéri, don’t think I don’t understand. Everything is more difficult for you, and now I know that you will do everything in your power. What I’ve gained from the difficult days we’ve just spent together is my trust in you. I often doubted it. I was so unconfident that I thought you might even be fooling yourself about loving me. Since then, I don’t know what happened, but there was a bolt of lightning, something that ran through both of us, a look, perhaps, and now, I can still feel it, as strong as the soul: it binds us and keeps us together. And so I wait for you with love and trust. But I’ve spent months that were too difficult, too anxious, to not feel on edge. And I struggle to abide a feeling that ordinarily I would deal with calmly. Never mind, it will pass. I’m pleased by the news you’ve given me. Tell Jean and Marcel that I’m thinking of them and send my affectionate regards.

			I’m happy to know you’re all tanned and golden. Make yourself look beautiful, smile, don’t let yourself go. I want you to be happy. You’ve never been more beautiful than the night you told me you were happy (do you remember, you were with your friend). I love you in many ways, but especially that way—your face filled with happiness and the love of life that always overwhelms me. I was not made to love in a dream world, but at least I know how to recognize life wherever I find it—and I believe that I recognized it that first day when you were wearing your Deirdre costume, and I heard you talking to some impossible lover [on stage] above me.

			Do not attach too much importance to my groaning. I’m not happy I’ll have to wait another week before you come. But that isn’t what counts—what does count…but I wouldn’t know how to put it into words. Let’s wait a little.

			The sky is cloudy and it’s raining. I don’t hate that, but I often think of the light, which I can’t do without. We must go to Provence together, before going to the other places we love so much.

			Goodbye, Maria—wonderful—vibrant, I feel I could string together a heap of adjectives like those. I think of you constantly and love you with all my heart. Come quickly, don’t leave me so alone with my thoughts. I need your living presence and your body that moves me so often. You see, I am reaching out my hands to you; come to me, as quickly as possible.

			I kiss you with all my might.

			
				Michel

			

			9. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Friday evening. 11:00 [July 7, 1944]

			

			Tonight, I want to reach out to you because my heart is heavy and everything about life seems difficult to me. I worked a little this morning, not at all this afternoon. It’s as if I’ve lost my strength and forgotten what I need to do. I feel like this for hours, days, weeks—times when you could say that everything dies when you touch it. You know that feeling too. As for me, I’ve known for a long time that the moments when I want to turn away from everything are the most dangerous—when I feel like running away and living far from everything that might help me. And it’s because I know this that I am coming to you. If you were here, everything would be easier. But tonight, I feel certain you won’t be coming. For some time now, I feel as if I’ve lost everything. If you left me, all would be darkest night. In the meantime, I am hopeless, thinking I won’t see you again for a long while.

			Tonight, I wonder what you’re doing, where you are and what you’re thinking. I want to have the certainty of your thoughts and your love. I sometimes do. But what kind of love can anyone be sure of. A single gesture, and everything could be destroyed, at least for a moment. In the end, all it takes is someone who smiles at you and pleases you, and for a week at least now, there is no more love in your heart that I so jealously care for. What can be done about that but accept and understand and be patient. And who am I to demand so much from anyone. But perhaps it’s because I understand all the weaknesses that even a strong heart can have, perhaps that is why I have so many fears about being alone and the stupid separation that forces us to feed a carnal love with mere shadows and memories.

			Everyone else is asleep. I’m awake with you and feel my soul is as dry as all the deserts. Oh! Mon chéri, when will I feel the that rush of water again and hear its cry!

			I feel so awkward, so gauche, with this unused love that sits on my chest and oppresses me without bringing me any joy. I feel as if I’m no longer good for anything. I should immerse myself in what I’m writing, full of the novel and its characters, to immerse myself in them again. But I’m looking at them from the outside, I’m working in a distracted way, with my intelligence, and not for a single moment with the passion and fierceness I’ve always brought to what I love.

			I’m stopping this right away. I realize it’s a letter full of lamentations. And you and I have other things to do besides lament! When you feel your heart is empty, it’s better to remain silent. You are the only person [I know] today who I want to write to about such things. But that’s not a reason. It’s not a bad thing either, though. Up until now, you’ve loved what was the best in me. Perhaps that’s still not love. And perhaps you won’t truly love me until you love me with all my weaknesses and faults. But when and how long from now? It is also a wonderful yet terrible thing to have to love each other in the midst of danger, uncertainty, in a world that is crumbling and at a time in history when people’s lives count for so little. I’ll have no peace as long as I cannot see your face. If you don’t come, I’ll wait, but I’ll wait in despair, and with emptiness in my heart.

			Good night, my black and white.[*9] Do your best to stay close to me and forget my many demands and bad moods. Life is not easy for me at present. There are reasons why I’m not cheerful. But if your god exists, he knows that I will give everything I am and everything I have to press your hand once more against my face. I’ve never stopped loving you and waiting for you—even in the middle of this desert. Don’t forget me.

			
				Michel

				Saturday 9:00 [July 8, 1944]

			

			I’m rereading this letter this morning and I hesitate to send it to you. But in the end, I suppose it resembles me. People are forced to be who they are. This morning, things are neither better nor worse. We’re just leaving for a walk that will take all day and I must decide to send you my letter right away if I want you to have it by Monday.

			It’s dreary out, the sky is all gray. See you soon, my little conqueror. Think, think of me a lot, and love me as strongly and passionately as I love you.

			
				M.

			

			10. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Sunday [July 9, 1944]

				Mon chéri,

			

			Pierre [Gallimard], who will give you this message, is coming back to Verdelot on Thursday; the route he’s taking won’t be too tiring; he’ll explain it to you. I think that if you’re still intending to come in the middle of the week, that would be the best way. I’ll write you separately, but I don’t need to tell you that I’ll be waiting for you on Thursday. To return, if you must, the same route could get you back to Paris in half a day. See you on Thursday. I can’t wait to see you. And sending you a kiss.

			
				AC

			

			11. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday [July 10, 1944]

				My little Maria,

			

			I just received your letter; I was waiting for it for a long time. It always brings me joy because it comes from you and reassures me that you exist—and that there truly was something between us in a faraway time, when I was interested in a play you were acting in. At the same time, I was expecting to hear when you’re coming, but it’s not yet. By the time you get this letter, you will have already seen Pierre [Gallimard], whom I sent to you, but I’m guessing that now you won’t be able to come. Never mind! I’ll see you on Thursday.

			But if you only knew! My waiting, my impatience, my cold rages, and the desire that pushes me toward you—well! You aren’t ignorant of any of these things, and you know me well enough to imagine the things you don’t know. Every time you change your arrival to a later day, try to imagine what that day is like to me—perhaps that will make you decide. That said, I hope that your mother[*10] is not seriously ill. Since she must know I’m writing to you, tell her that I hope she’s feeling better (and in a sincere way). Tell her that I feel affection and respect for her, and that I don’t say so out of mere politeness. I would not wish to be the cause of friction between you two for anything in the world. Between people who love each other, is there not a place where they can always be together? Yet perhaps I’m getting involved in something that is none of my business.

			Since you aren’t coming, mon chéri, at least send me more precise details about your life, what you’re doing. Think about how the imagination works when we’re apart. Examples of questions that might occur to a heart in love: You’re going to Meudon: Where will you stay? With whom? What were you doing on Saturday at 6:00 p.m. on the rue d’Alleray, in the 15th arrondissement, which isn’t where you live, etc., etc. You see, my little Maria, everything that might occur to the mind of a man who is at a loose end, with free time, with nothing he can cling to but the passion he feels—passion he feels too strongly. Satisfy my desires in this: give me more details. Everything to do with you interests me. (You didn’t send me the reviews you promised me.) I’m waiting for you, you understand, waiting for you all day long; I don’t know how to shout it or say it to you anymore.

			I’m sorry things aren’t any better with Marcel [Herrand]. Perhaps it’s a moment that will pass. Marcel is disappointing but endearing. Perhaps he’ll understand and do what is necessary so that you feel at ease with him again.

			Keep me posted.

			What can I tell you about what we’re doing here? Janine and Michel [Gallimard] must have talked about it. At present, the three of us are on our own and we’re getting along extremely well. I’m doing the cooking. (I like that a lot.) I’m working a little, sleeping, wandering about. I feel much healthier, of course. But I guess it’s the kind of health that cows have, for example, and I’m not thrilled about it. I had my hair cut very, very short. I look awful but five years younger. You’re going to hate me, since you love long hair.

			Goodbye, my dearest love. How I wish I could say “see you soon.” I’ll look forward to Thursday, with all my heart, but I’m afraid it will be in vain.

			Don’t forget the man you’ve given so much to, and let me kiss you so you can feel all my desire and love.

			
				Michel

			

			12. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Wednesday [July 12, 1944]

				Maria chérie,

			

			I’m still hoping you’ll arrive tomorrow with Pierre [Gallimard]. If, however, you aren’t coming, I at least want you to have this letter and know how I am. I’m begging you to come and to understand that I need you. Even more than our love, I need your presence now. I’m feeling very low, in every way, and admitting that costs me a lot.

			I could tell you to think about the regrets we’d have if something happened to me and we’d let these days pass us by. These times are so uncertain; we don’t know what the future holds. We would think about all these hours now lost with tears and great anger. But there’s also something else: I find myself in crisis and filled with doubts in a way I haven’t for years. It seems natural for me to call out to you, and I’m not ashamed of that. Do not let that call go unanswered, because then I would be ashamed.

			I feel alone and abandoned; the past two or three days have been abominable. And on top of that, I’m obliged to make so much effort to help these two mad people whom we both love (I know that Janine wrote to you about everything). This makes the atmosphere even worse; and for me, who is already paying the price for all these months when I led a life you cannot truly understand, everything has become more difficult. Come, mon chéri, I’m begging you, come as quickly as you can—the impatience I felt to see you has changed into an obsession. It seems that I can hope for nothing more now than a bit of true happiness—and hope I might be able to find it. The rest will disappear when that happens. Goodbye, my love. I think I won’t write any more after this—my heart will feel too empty. I kiss you with all my soul.

			
				Michel

			

			13. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday [July 17, 1944]

			

			I haven’t written to you since Wednesday. I endlessly feel as though my heart is caught in a vise. I wanted to do what was necessary to rid myself of this obsession. Nothing worked. I spent two whole days in bed, unshaven, vaguely reading and smoking, lacking any motivation—the only hint I gave you about all that was in my letter of Wednesday. I thought I might receive your reply today. I told myself: “She’ll answer. She’ll find the words that will untie this thing that is so horribly knotted within me.” But you didn’t write.

			I don’t think I’ll send you this letter. I don’t want to write feeling the way I do. But I can’t help telling you that for more than a week, I’ve been in a state of a kind of repugnant unhappiness because of you, because you haven’t come. Oh! My little Maria, I truly believe you haven’t understood. You haven’t understood how deeply I love you, with all my might, all my intelligence and all my heart. You didn’t know me before, and that is undoubtedly why you couldn’t understand. Although one day, you talked to me about my cynicism, and there was some truth in that. But where has all that gone? If someone like Janine could read what I’m writing to you or hear the language I used the day when you doubted everything, she would be dumbfounded. And yet she assumes that I love you. But she doesn’t know, and neither do you, how passionately, how madly, and how much I need you. You haven’t realized that suddenly I’ve concentrated the kind of powerful passion on a single person that in the past I had unleashed a bit here and there, on a whim, and at every opportunity.

			And the result is a kind of monstrous love that demands everything, demands the impossible, and is more than you can possibly understand. For the idea that has been haunting me for a week, and is wrenching at my heart, is that you don’t love me. Because loving someone is not simply saying it or even feeling it, it is acting the way that love commands. And I know very well that the love that fills me would make me cross two oceans and three continents to be near you. Most of the obstacles have been removed for you; little was needed for that. But my idea—and how it pains me so much—is that you—you, you who are so passionate and so wonderful—lack the fire that would propel you toward me. Now this delay, and my anguish grows greater each day.

			You did write to me, that’s true—but no differently than you would to the people around me. And you also sent them your love and spoke to them the way you speak to me. So what’s the difference? The difference should have been that you would come despite all the obstacles, to press your face against mine and be with me, with me alone, you all alone and me all alone in the middle of this world, [spending] the days [together] that would have been the glory and justification of my entire life. But you didn’t come. The day approaches when I’ll return [to Paris], but you didn’t come. Do you understand what that means to me—Maria, mon chéri, my dear love? Do you realize that I have put the high standards I carry everywhere into this love, the standards that make me who I am? This love happened so quickly and today fills me completely. The idea that you love me a little, enough to think about writing to me, but not enough to forget everything else, not enough to tell yourself that just one hour with me is truly worth a whole day spent in the countryside with some society fool or other, well, that idea devastates me. I’ve been heartsick for a week and my pride is wounded, all of which I naively blame on you. I’ve thought about all sorts of things, made all kinds of plans. For two or three days now, I’ve been thinking about jumping on my bike and coming back to Paris. Just imagine: I told myself “I’ll leave at 6:00 and I’ll be able to kiss her at 11:00.” I can feel my hands trembling at the very idea. But if you don’t love me, what good would that do? I also wanted to push you away, but I can’t live without you now, and I think that for the first time in my life, I think I’ll be a coward. So, I just don’t know anymore. I stupidly put myself back in your hands. “She’s going to write to me!” That’s what it’s come to, and I swear I’m not proud of it. And I’m carrying all that within me, here with these three people who are tearing each other apart, who stupidly suffer and whom I must listen to, protect or console, along with all the burden of material issues, when I want to take refuge in the painful circle of our love and say nothing, but simply suffer in silence.

			And on top of that, I’m jealous, and as stupidly as possible. I read your letters and every man’s name causes my mouth to go dry. Because you only socialize with men. And that’s probably normal. That’s you, your profession, your life. But I’m not interested in a normal kind of love: my whole being longs for nothing but violent passion and cries from the heart. And that is undoubtedly not intelligent. But what good is intelligence to me now? You see, I’m putting all this down, in black and white, hiding nothing. But I’m still not stressing enough the passion or cries from my heart. For a week now, I’ve stayed silent, keeping it inside, keeping vigil, dwelling on it. But today, I who have always spent my life overcoming my demons, am their prey; I’m fighting my demons. Oh! Maria, Maria chérie, why have you left me like this, and why haven’t you understood?

			I’m going to stop; it’s better that I stop, isn’t it? You’ve had enough, perhaps; while I’m writing these lines, are you annoyed and wonder whether you still should come. Maybe it’s not worth the trouble. What would have filled me with joy a few days ago, you running toward me with all the strength of your love, oh! I’ve stopped hoping for that. And in truth, I don’t know what I want anymore. I’m floundering in unhappiness, I feel awkward and rather exhausted, I’m hurting, there it is, I’m terribly wounded. So much love, so many demands, so much pride for the two of us can’t lead to anything good, that’s obvious. Oh! Maria, incredible, forgetful Maria, no one will ever love you the way I love you. Perhaps you will realize that at the end of your life, after you’ve been able to compare, see, understand; perhaps you’ll think: “No one has ever loved me like that, no one.” But what use would that be if it isn’t [two illegible words]. And what will become of me if you don’t love me the way I need you to love me. I don’t need you to find me “appealing” or understanding or anything else. I need you to love me, and I swear that isn’t the same thing. This letter is never-ending. But it’s because there is something within me that never ends. Forgive me, my darling. I want all this to be nothing more than my imagination—but I truly think that no, my heart is not wrong. I don’t know what to do anymore, what to say. Of course, if you were here…But I’m going to leave soon. This separation was a terrible trap for our love. You fell into it. And I…I have never felt so helpless, so destitute. I send you kisses, but with tears I cannot shed, and which are choking me.

			
				A.

			

			14. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Tuesday 3:00 p.m. [July 18, 1944]

				Maria chérie,

			

			I just got your letter. I tried to call you but the line from Paris to Verdelot is down at the moment. So I must write to you as soon as possible to say what I want to tell you.

			I haven’t sent you anything since the letter you reproached me for. And yet I’ve written you insane letters that I’ve preferred not to send. The only thing you should know is that I’ve had an abominable week. But my opinion today is that it’s pointless to tell each other about our mutual unhappiness. There is only one way to make it all clear, and that’s with you standing beside me. So I want you to tell me (either in a letter or by saying you’re going to call; if the line has been repaired, then I’ll make it a priority to call you):

			1) If you intend and are able to come, yes or no.

			2) If yes, exact details of when you’ll come.

			If you can’t come, then it’s very simple: I’ll return to Paris within 24 hours. It’s not my health or my work that I love, it’s you. I know that I can’t wait any longer. You see how very clear everything is, and for the moment I’m very calm. As for all the rest, I don’t wish to apologize or protest about anything. But if you could try to listen carefully to the voice within me that has not ceased calling out to you for three weeks now, you’ll know that no one will ever love you the way I do.

			Goodbye my love. I’ll wait for your reply. In any case, I know that I will see you soon. The very idea makes my hands begin to tremble.

			
				Michel[*11]

			

			I’m sending this letter with a friend who’s leaving for Paris. You’ll have it faster that way.

			15. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday [July 20, 1944]

			

			Your voice this morning, your voice at last! And God knows how I love it and wished to hear it. But they weren’t the words I was hoping to hear in the depths of my soul. It was a voice that told me over and over again, in every possible way, even firmly, that I had to remain far away from you! And here I stood, without saying a word, my mouth dry, with all the love that I couldn’t tell you.

			16. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Friday 5:00 p.m. [July 21, 1944]

			

			I’ve only just been given your letter. However, you’ll see what I wrote to you. No one in the world could understand you better than I do. But no one in the world would revolt so strongly at the idea of losing you or renouncing our life together under the pretext that it is finite or dangerous. I’ve spent my life refusing to be resigned—my life has been made of choices that seemed essential to me and that I obstinately clung to. If I’d given in to doing what made you write to me, I would have left this world a long time ago, a world where I’ve earned nothing without effort, without sacrifice. And I will not change today, when you are here, when my heart is overflowing with tenderness and passion.

			I know very well that there are words I could simply say, and they would be enough. All I would have to do is turn away from that part of my life that restricts me.[*12] Those are words I will not say, because I made a promise, and because there are promises one cannot break, even when there is no love in them—and also because it would be cowardly to say those words at a moment when the person they would frustrate could not fight back and neither could I. Besides, I know that you wouldn’t ask me to. I know no other soul as deeply generous as yours. But as for me, well, I had to say these things, and now it is done.

			So the problem is always the same. But I don’t believe it is necessary to renounce anything—I don’t see why the end of the war would be the end of who we are. Once again, I have never known anything that wasn’t finite or dangerous. I attach no importance to anything that is not creation, or humankind, or love. But at least in those areas where I recognize myself, I have always done whatever was necessary to persevere to the end. I also know that sometimes people say: “Better to have nothing rather than feelings that aren’t perfect.” But I do not believe in perfect feelings or absolute lives. Two people who love each other must win their love, construct their life and their feelings, and not just in the face of [certain] circumstances, but also when facing all the things within them that restrict, maim, upset or weigh them down. Love, Maria, is not won by fighting the world but by fighting yourself. And you know very well, you who have such a wonderful heart, that we are our worst enemies.

			I don’t want you to leave me and sink into some sort of illusory abandonment. I want you to stay with me, I want us to continue living this moment of our love. And afterwards we must try to strengthen it even more. And in the end, set it free—and this time, with loyalty on both sides. That alone is noble, I swear to you, that alone is worthy of the irreplaceable feeling I have for you. I’m not very good at feeling sorry for myself, but when I think of the joy you gave me yesterday, and the misery I’ve been feeling this past hour…

			But what good does that do? I’ve ended up loving what is deformed and torn apart in this world. I swear to you that I am not giving up, and that my will is strong. I simply wanted to tell you that. You will do what you want. But whatever you do, I will not forget you. The image I have of you cannot fail to stay with me wherever I go. And whatever happens, if you leave, I will always regret not having done enough to give you a physical presence in my life—because I cannot find greatness outside of the physical and the present.

			I will continue to wait for you, and I will wait for you as long as life and love have a meaning for you and for me. But if you have loved me in the depths of your soul, even if only once, you will have understood that for me, waiting and solitude can be nothing but despair.

			
				AC

			

			17. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				[September 1944][*13] 6:00 p.m.

			

			I’m writing while waiting for you because I need to fight the anguish within me—the anguish of your delay and especially the anguish of my departure. To leave you? And it’s only been three months since I held you close to me for the first time. To leave you without knowing if I’ll see you again—but knowing that your way of life makes it impossible for you to join me—thinking of that makes me hurt so badly that nothing else exists anymore.

			Why are you late? Every minute that passes is lost from the few minutes we have left. It’s true you do not know that.

			But I already know. I am powerless against it—I must go away. In all of this, I have but one thought, my little Maria, and that is of you. But…

			18. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*14]

			
				Thursday [September 1944]

			

			It’s midnight. You won’t call me. I waited until now. I picked up the receiver three times to call you. But the idea that you’re tired, or that you might be asleep, or that you simply want to be left alone, paralyzes me. I waited for a message from you all day. But nothing came. I feel as if the entire world has gone mute. It would feel no worse if you had died.

			And now I’m thinking about the long day tomorrow that will be empty: empty without you there, and I feel my courage failing. Why write this to you? What could it change? Nothing, of course. In reality, you live a life that excludes me, rejects me, completely negates me. As for me, even amid my most serious activities, I hold a place for you. Today, I no longer have a place in your life. That is what I felt the other day, at the theater. That is what I am learning throughout these long days when you remain silent. Oh! I hate your profession and detest your art. If I could, I would tear you away from it and carry you off to a very faraway place, holding you close to me.

			But of course, I can’t. A few more months of this and you will have completely forgotten me. I need to continue to love you, even with an aching heart, though I want to love you with joy and eagerness. I’ll stop, mon chéri. This letter is pointless, I know that very well. But if it brings me a word, a gesture, your voice for a moment or two, I will be less stupidly unhappy than I have been for these past hours spent by this silent telephone. Can I still send you kisses believing that you want me to?

			
				Albert

			

			19. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*15]

			
				1:00 in the morning [September 1944]

			

			I suddenly hung up because my tears were choking me. I don’t think I was hostile toward you. Never has a man’s heart been so full of tenderness and despair. Wherever I turn, all I see is darkness. With you or without you, all is lost. And without you, I no longer have any strength. I think I want to die. I no longer have the strength to fight everything and myself, as I haven’t stopped doing since I became a man. I have enough strength to go to bed, that’s all. Go to bed and turn my head to the wall and wait for you. As for fighting against my illness[*16] and triumphing over my own life, I don’t know when I’ll recover the power to do so.

			Don’t worry, though. I imagine everything will work out. There’s your letter and all the rest, the faith I always have in you and my stubborn desire to see you happy. Farewell, my love. Don’t forget the man who loved you more than his own life. And do not be angry with me.

			
				Albert

			

			20. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				[Paris, October 1944] 1:30 p.m.

			

			Soon you’ll arrive and I’ll tell you as calmly as I can what I still want to tell you. Afterwards, it will be over. But I don’t want us to part looking sadly at each other, trying to convey, in vain, what cannot be conveyed.

			I spent the night wondering if you truly loved me or if it was only superficially, in a way that half fooled even yourself. But from now on, I won’t wonder about that anymore. I want to talk to you about us and about me—I’m going to try to make Francine happy.[*17] I find myself diminished in every possible way coming out of this relationship.

			Physically, I’m more exhausted than I let on; as for my feelings, I sense my heart is empty, broken, lacking in any desire. And so I have nothing more to ask, and I’ve experienced enough to truly accept a certain kind of renunciation. While living this life, my love for you will remain steadfast.

			My most honest and instinctive desire would be that after me, no man ever touches you. I know that isn’t possible. All that I might wish for is that you do not waste the marvelous thing you are—and that you give that gift only to someone who truly deserves it. And even then, since I cannot keep the place [in you] that I covet, I want you to keep a special place in your heart for me, a privileged place that at certain moments I’ve felt I deserved. It’s a poor thing to hope for, but it’s the only hope I have left.

			As for me, I’m in despair. All morning I’ve been on edge, feeling such bitter anguish at the idea that’s it’s over, really over, and that winter is approaching after the spring and summer when I’ve felt so passionate. Oh! Maria chérie, you are the only person who has made me cry. There are so many things that I will no longer be able to enjoy! The joys you have brought me will make any others I might experience seem feeble by comparison.

			I’m going to try to leave Paris and go as far away as possible. There are people and streets I can’t bear to see again. But whatever happens, don’t forget that there is one person in the world you can return to or come to at any time. There was a day when, from the depths of my heart, I gave you everything I own and everything I am. You will hold on to that until I leave this strange world that is beginning to exhaust me. My hope is simply that someday you will realize how very much I loved you.

			Farewell, my dear, dear love. My hand is trembling as I write this. Take care of yourself, keep yourself safe. Make sure you become someone great. My heart is breaking at the thought of all the times when you won’t be with me in the future. But if I knew you were a great artist, equal to what you are, or happy in your own way, I would forget about myself and would be content. I’d then believe that I did not diminish anything in you, and that this unhappy love has not harmed you. It’s another false consolation, but it’s the only one I have.

			Farewell again, ma chérie, and may my love protect you. I send you kisses, kisses for all the years without you, I kiss your dear face with all the painful and terrible love I have in my heart.

			
				A.

			

			21. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				November 21 [1944]

			

			Happy birthday, mon chéri.[*18] I wanted to send you all my joy at the same time, but it’s true that I can’t. I left you yesterday with a broken heart. I waited for your phone call in the afternoon, all afternoon long. In the evening, I understood even more how much you were no longer mine. There was something terribly knotted within me. I couldn’t speak.

			I feel terrible telling you all this while you’re so tired. I know very well that it isn’t your fault, but what can be done to fight the pain I feel when I confront everything that separates you from me. I told you: I would like you to live beside me, forever—and I know how absurd that is.

			Don’t worry about me too much, I’ll manage to get by. Be happy tonight. No one is twenty-two every day, or every year; I can tell you that because I’ve been feeling very old for some time now.

			I haven’t even told you how much I loved you in The Provincial Lady.[*19] You had such grace, passion, style.

			Yes, you can be happy, you are a great, a very great actress. And beyond all else that hurts me, I rejoice in that with you.

			
				Albert

			

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 Telegram. The Paris pneumatic post system was developed in 1866 and allowed for messages to be sent within the city via underground pneumatic tubes.

			

			
				*2 Albert Camus and Maria Casarès first met at the home of Michel and Zette Leiris during a performance of Pablo Picasso’s play Desire Caught by the Tail, on March 19, 1944. The writer asked the young actress, a former student at the Conservatory of Dramatic Art then under contract at the Théâtre des Mathurins, to play the role of Martha in The Misunderstanding. Rehearsals began and Camus was captivated by the actress. On the night of June 6, 1944, after an evening at the home of the director Charles Dullin, and the same day as the Allied troops debarked at Normandy, they became lovers. Since October of 1942, the young writer from Algeria had been living alone in mainland France: his wife, Francine, née Faure, a teacher in Oran, couldn’t join him because of the German occupation of the southern zone.

			

			
				*3 The Éditions de la NRF headquarters were located in the seventh arrondissement, on the rue Sébastien-Bottin, on the corner of the rue de Beaune and the rue de l’Université. In 1942, the NRF published Camus’s L’Étranger (The Stranger) and Le Mythe de Sisyphe (The Myth of Sisyphus); then, in May 1944, his plays Caligula and Le Malentendu (The Misunderstanding). On November 2, 1943, he became a member of the review panel, thus beginning his career as an editor and reviewer at the publishing house owned by Gaston Gallimard.

			

			
				*4 The actors Marcel Herrand (1897–1953) and Jean Marchat (1902–1966) had directed the Théâtre des Mathurins since 1939. The young Maria Casarès was the daughter of the former prime minister of Spain during the Second Republic. In exile in Paris with her mother since 1936, she was still a student at the Paris Conservatory when they gave her a one-year contract on October 1, 1942. Thus, at the age of twenty, she began her successful career as a great dramatic actress, playing the title role in Deirdre of the Sorrows by John Millington Synge in 1942. Her interpretation of the role was noticed—particularly by Camus, who saw a performance of the play in 1943. Later that year she performed in The Master Builder by Henrik Ibsen and Le Voyage de Thésée (The Voyage of Theseus) by Georges Neveux. Then, in the summer of 1944, she played Martha in The Misunderstanding by Camus, directed by Marcel Herrand, who was Jean Marchat’s partner and the young actress’s lover during those few months.

			

			
				*5 Readers with a knowledge of French may be surprised at Camus’s use of the masculine form when writing to Casarès, but it was apparently commonplace to do so at this time. [Trans.]

			

			
				*6 Feeling in danger due to his clandestine activities as the editor of the Resistance publication Combat, Camus had to leave Paris to take refuge. By train and bicycle, he traveled to Verdelot (Seine-et-Marne) to the home of his friend the philosopher Brice Parain, head of Gaston Gallimard’s editorial department, accompanied by two of Gallimard’s nephews, Pierre Gallimard (son of Jacques) and Michel Gallimard (son of Raymond), and Pierre’s wife, Janine (née Jeanne Thomasset).

			

			
				*7 Casarès was opening as Martha in Camus’s play The Misunderstanding, with Hélène Vercors (Maria), Marie Kalff (the mother), Marcel Herrand (Jan), and Paul Oettly (the old servant).

			

			
				*8 Camus will now sign his letters to Casarès as “Michel.”

			

			
				*9 Many photos of Maria show her wearing black against her very pale skin; hence the reference. [Trans.]

			

			
				*10 Gloria Pérez Corrales married Santiago Casares Quiroga, a lawyer from Galicia, on October 25, 1920, while she was an apprentice milliner in A Coruña. She gave birth to Maria on November 21, 1922. Exiled due to his important role in the government during the Spanish Second Republic, he moved his family to Paris in 1936. Maria lived in the same apartment as her mother, on the rue de Vaugirard, until her mother’s death in 1946. Her father, who lived in London for a while, also moved in there in 1945.

			

			
				*11 Camus began signing “Albert,” then changed it to “Michel.”

			

			
				*12 At the end of the war, Camus’s wife, Francine, and their two children, Catherine and Jean, were planning to join him in Paris. This letter likely refers to a conversation Casarès has had with him about this and his decision not to abandon his family, despite his love for her. [Trans.]

			

			
				*13 Camus returned to Paris on August 15, 1944. With his friend Pascal Pia, he began his involvement in the newspaper Combat. The first issue not published in the underground would appear on August 21. Immediately after the war, this newspaper would be the principal medium of his commitment [to politics].

			

			
				*14 Written on the letterhead paper of the newspaper Combat, 100, rue Réaumur, Paris.

			

			
				*15 Written on Combat letterhead.

			

			
				*16 It is unclear in the text whether Camus is referring to being heartbroken or to the fact that he actually had tuberculosis. [Trans.]

			

			
				*17 After two years of forced separation, at the end of 1944 Francine Camus left Oran to join her husband in Paris. Francine and Albert then continued to live in the studio at 1 bis, rue Vaneau, seventh arrondissement, which André Gide had rented to the young novelist.

			

			
				*18 Casarès, born on November 21, 1922, in A Coruña (Galicia), was celebrating her twenty-second birthday.

			

			
				*19 Ivan Turgenev’s one-act play, directed by Marcel Herrand at the Théâtre des Mathurins in 1944.
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			22. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*1]

			
				Tuesday [January 15, 1946]

				My little Maria,

			

			When I got back from my trip, I heard the terrible news[*2] from Oettly[*3] and I can’t help writing to tell you how painful and sad I felt. I suppose you don’t think I have the right to share your moments of happiness, but it seems I’ve kept the right to share your unhappiness and suffering, even from a distance. I know all too well the incredible anguish you must be feeling today, without any possible consolation.

			I had the kind of admiration and respectful affection for your mother that one has for people of a certain type: people who are truly made to live life. What has happened seems so unfair and so horrible to me!

			But what good is that! Nothing can, or could, replace the love the two of you shared. Part of the respect I had for you came from what I knew of that love. And I despair today in imagining the dismay and heartbreak you must be feeling. Yes, my entire heart is with you ever since I found out, and today more than ever I would give the best of what I have to be able to hold you with all my sadness.

			
				Albert

			

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 Maria had ended her relationship with Camus when his wife, Francine, returned to Paris at the end of 1944.

			

			
				*2 Gloria, Maria’s mother, died on January 10, 1946, at the Curie Hospital in Paris, at the age of fifty-three.

			

			
				*3 The actor/director Paul Oettly (1890–1959), a friend of Camus’s and his wife’s uncle by marriage; he had played the role of the Old Servant in The Misunderstanding in 1944 and had directed Camus’s Caligula at the Théâtre Hébertot in September 1945. After the war, he also acted in several contemporary plays directed by André Barsacq at the Théâtre de l’Atelier. He was the son of Sarah Oettly, who ran the Panelier boardinghouse in Chambon-sur-Lignon (Haute-Loire), where Camus had spent more than a year, from the summer of 1942 until the autumn of 1943, to stay at a higher altitude because of his tuberculosis. Afterwards, Camus would spend more time in the area in 1947, 1949, 1951, and 1952.
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			While living in Paris with Francine and their twins, Camus, who had just enjoyed great literary success with his novel La Peste (The Plague), renewed his relationship with Maria Casarès on June 6, 1948, thanks to a chance meeting on the boulevard Saint-Germain.

			The actress then left Jean Bleynie, who came from a family of wine growers in Bordeaux. Bleynie was the lover she’d taken at the beginning of 1947, after her affair with the tempestuous Belgian actor Jean Servais (1910–1976).

			23. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Tuesday evening [July 27, 1948]

			

			I got back yesterday after traveling for two days, exhausted because I can’t seem to sleep anymore.[*1] I didn’t sleep any better last night, and tonight it’s so hot, there are so many crickets and stars that I have no hope of falling asleep. At least I can write to you…I have the impression that I sent you a few stupid lines while on the road. But I was in a strange state of mind, miserable each step of the way, yet overcome with happiness, as if the impossible had suddenly occurred. And speaking of the impossible, I realized this morning that one and a half months and 800 kilometers separated me from you, and it took every ounce of strength to overcome my despondency. I thought “I’ll write to her a lot,” and a little while ago I was walking alone, in the dark, on a little hill covered in almond trees, and it was such a beautiful moment, so sweet, even a little overwhelming, that I was overcome with a strong desire to share this countryside that I love so much with you, and it seemed impossible for me to truly write to you, speaking to you with all my heart and all my love.

			But I must try, and I will. Once I have rested a little, I’ll know better what I want you to do (I mean, write to me here or keep your letters). For the moment, all I can feel is my heart aching with a strange tenderness when I think about the time we just spent together, your serious demeanor, the weight of your body pressed against my arm as we walked through the countryside, your voice, and the storms. Above all, write to me, keep thinking about me. I know nothing beyond you, nothing except you, and I am powerless without you. Let us go on holding each other tightly and let us pray to your God that this embrace never ends. Or rather, let us do whatever necessary to make it happen; that will be safer. Goodbye, chérie, my sweet Maria, goodbye, night, feel the kisses I want to give you.

			
				A.

			

			See the Cadiz[*2] brochure, page 86, line 10 (including the lines that give the names of the characters).

			24. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday, July 31 [1948]

			

			I’ve been here for six days now, and I’m still not used to being without you. I feel as if I have lived alongside you for dizzying weeks only to be suddenly wrenched from you and thrown to the other end of France. I’m still so distraught I hardly have the clarity of mind to understand how stupid that is. I don’t belong here, that’s all I know. I belong with what I love. All the rest is vain or theoretical. A little while ago, on a walk, I was thinking about how stupid it was, too, to live with no word from you. If you and I love each other, we should speak to each other, support each other, act in each other’s best interest. That’s what being bound to each other means—and whatever we do, we will be bound until the very end. So write to me, write to me often, as long as you like. Don’t leave me alone, chérie. We are not always strong, or able to control our suffering, whatever you may think. At the moments when we feel most wretched, it is the strength of love alone that can save us from everything. And if I can feel you filling my heart from so far away, I can’t imagine what you must be feeling. Talk to me, tell me what you are doing, what you are feeling. What have you done during this deadly boring week? One other reason I hesitated about asking you to write to me was my desire not to pressure you, not to force you to think that I was waiting and that you had to write to me. In fact, don’t write to me on the days you don’t feel like it. But then again, why not pressure you a little. So write very soon, with all your heart. Send me details about your life. Help me to imagine you. Do you have a tan, are you so beautiful that my heart would melt? How are you wearing your hair?

			Ever since I got here, I’m struggling to express myself: I can’t find the words anymore. And I sense how badly I write to you. My only desire would be to stand silently, at your side, like at certain moments, or to wake up while you’re still asleep, and watch you, for a long time, waiting for you to wake up. That, my love, that was happiness! And it’s that very happiness I am still looking forward to.

			While waiting, the days pass slowly by. I get up early, take in the sun for a while, work all morning long, have lunch, read after lunch, work in the afternoon, and go for a walk in the evening with Pat, an old dog who’s become my friend; we walk over the dry hills, covered in very tiny white snails, beneath the beautiful sunshine. In the evening, I work a little more, go to bed early, and I sleep, I finally can sleep. So I no longer have that haggard look. Tanned and rejuvenated, I might, perhaps, look attractive to you now. The house is big, set deep in the countryside. (The village is two kilometers away.) Beautiful trees, cypresses, olive trees, a countryside so beautiful that it is oppressive, everything here speaks of beauty, I never stop thinking of you. Did I tell you that this is the land of Petrarch and his muse, Laura?[*3] “When she appears, I will be sated”! While waiting, it is my turn to be hungry and thirsty.

			Just now, the night was full of shooting stars. Since you have made me superstitious, I wished on a few of them and watched them trail away. I hope they descend where you are, as rain on your beautiful face, if you look up at the sky tonight. May they speak to you of fire, cold, arrows, velvet, may they speak to you of love, so that you stand tall, totally still, immobile, until my return, completely asleep, except for your heart, and I will awaken you once again…

			Goodbye, mon chéri, I will wait for your letter, wait for you. Take care of yourself. Take care of us.

			
				A.C.

			

			Domaine de Palerme, L’Isle-sur-Sorgue Vaucluse

			25. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday, August 5 [1948]

			

			Thank you, mon chéri. Yesterday I received the wonderful cigarette holder. I was very touched because it came from you. And I’m moved again every time I use it. But I was also rather embarrassed. I wanted some little unimportant thing from you. But you choose gifts in the Spanish way! Ah, I love your heart so much.

			I hope I’ll have a letter from you soon. I know nothing about what you’re doing. Not if you are now in Normandy, in the Eure, as I hope, nor if you are happy. Yesterday, I accompanied [René] Char to Avignon where he got the train to Paris.[*4] As for me…at least I’m working. That’s the only thing that unites me with you in a concrete way. I edited and changed [Le] Bagne de Cadix[*5] and am currently adding an act to it! but I’m not sure if it’s the right thing to do and it’s possible that once it’s finished, I might leave it the way it was. In any case, I will have settled the matter by August 10th. Then I’ll get going on the other play.[*6] Ah! I decided to return on September 10th instead of the 15th.

			I want you to send me your exact address in the Eure.[*7] For the moment, and to be safer, I’m writing to you at your home address, thinking my letters will be forwarded. But that’s time lost. Write, tell me everything you are doing and what is happening to my dear Natacha.

			This is a quick note because the postman is downstairs, waiting for me to give it to him. But I send you an enormous helping of gratitude, laughter, affection, intelligence, cries, waves, passion, and all the love you can bear. See you soon, mon chéri, I send you kisses, and kisses, and kisses…

			
				A.

			

			26. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Friday, August 6 [1948] (evening)

			

			Finally, they’re here! Oh, mon chéri, I needed to feel the joy, at first faint, then stronger, and finally immense at receiving your two letters at the same time, to be able to understand my state of depression, emptiness, and near anguish these past days.

			Yes, my love, whenever I have a minute of peace, I don’t wait, I write to you. Perhaps I shouldn’t, but if that’s bad, I hope “my God” forgives me, for I have suffered too much over your silence to think you might have been as unhappy as me, and to stand it. I know only too well that it is hard, very hard, to continually try to “imagine a heart.”

			But I won’t entirely do what you asked me to, unless you really need it. If I write to you whenever I feel the urge, you’ll get a letter at least once a day, but probably not more than that because I’m alone and free at night only when I go to my room. If that weren’t the case, and if I could spend my time the way I wanted, I would write to you constantly, since everything I see, everything I feel, leads me to you.

			So I must control myself; here is what I’m thinking, tell me if you agree. I will write to you every day, just as I have done since you left, one, two, ten pages or just a few words, and I’ll hold on to the letters. If you feel an urgent need to read them, let me know and I’ll send you everything right away. What do you think?

			But please don’t tell me it’s a stupid idea. Everything is stupid, really, but since that’s the way it is, and there’s nothing we can do about it, we should both try to make the best of it, so we don’t risk ruining everything by asking too much of a life…that is absurd?

			Now! Look at the progress I’ve made (50 hours out of 70)[*8] and follow my example!

			But let me get back to your letters.

			The happiness you give me by existing, by the sole fact that you exist (near or far), is great, but I must admit, it’s a little vague, a little abstract, and abstraction has never fulfilled a woman, at least not me. What can I say? I need your long body, your soft arms, your handsome face, the way you look at me that bowls me over, your voice, your smile, your nose, your hands—everything. And your letter too brought me something of your real presence, filling me with a sweetness I could never explain, especially since you thought to give me a rough idea of your days, the place where you’re living and the physical and emotional state you’re in. You can’t know what I would have given these last days to know a bit more, and to be able to imagine you a little, from morning till night, or even at a precise moment of the day.

			That’s why—you’ll say I’m rambling—if your feelings about me and my absence really are like mine for you—and I think they are—then I feel I can’t stay silent, during these long days that keep us apart, and leave you in total ignorance of everything that’s happening to me.

			Here is the first part of the correspondence I was supposed to give you later. I think it will clearly show you a detailed account of the life I’m leading. I’m not very sure about it, because I don’t dare read it over again for fear that I might hesitate about sending it to you, thinking it’s too silly, pointless, and unclear. But I don’t think I have the right to go back over what you normally should have gotten by now. Anyway, here is a brief outline of my austere life:

			
				Diet:— water

				— ten cigarettes a day

				— get up: 8:00

				— go to bed: midnight

			

			Activities in order of importance:

			
				1) taking care of my father[*9] all day long

				2) reading: finished War and Peace (what a book!)

				The Pléiades (admirable) (in just the right way)

				Demons[*10] (odd gibberish, brilliant perhaps but it didn’t hold my interest).

				3) taking care of Quat’sous,[*11] morning and evening.

				4) Going on “bike” rides.

				Morning at 10:00

				Evening at 6:00.

				5) Sleep.

				6) Eat.

			

			Today, however, I made an exception. I smoked 12 cigarettes, and between noon and 8:00 in the evening I stayed at Pressagny-l’Orgueilleux[*12] with Michel and Janine [Gallimard]. That’s where I found your two letters, among the others, in a package that Angeles[*13] forwarded to me through Janine, gathering dust there since Wednesday. The day seemed immediately wonderful to me; and as for them, I’d never loved them so much.

			We talked about you for a long time, about the famous cigarette holder, and Michel told me to tell you that you’re a…“knucklehead”? (I don’t remember his exact word) etc., etc. And then, after going for a walk to Claude and Simone’s place, we came back and played “domino-crosswords,” which evidently made Janine’s slight headache turn into a migraine and made my head ache a little too.

			My father isn’t any better. Every night his temperature goes up to 100º and if it gets any higher, he’s going to have to stay in bed. Even though this makes him furious, he shows it as little as possible and keeps his morale up or seems to. And I’m doing the same.

			I’m doing the same, but from time to time, when I find myself alone, I feel worried again and get a little overwhelmed. That’s another reason I want to stop myself from rereading the pages I’m sending you with this letter. My weaknesses will surely come through and I wouldn’t want you to worry for anything in the world. Believing I’ll be with you when you read these lines, I’ve left nothing out—even the unimportant things, and I’ve mixed everything up, even only half explaining certain facts, always counting on the idea that I’ll be with you to help you understand them.

			So read and don’t stop, and while waiting to hear what’s happening to me “verbally,” have fun correcting my grammar and speling [sic] mistakes.

			I love you.

			Right, mon chéri, I’m going to stop now. It’s late, and…the envelope will be too heavy.

			I can’t say goodbye to you. That means separation and I never want to be apart from you.

			I’m here, very close by, at every moment, thinking of you, praying to “my God” for our love, and wanting our love more than anything. I ask only one thing of you: to see me the way I see you and that it never ends.

			I love you and send you passionate kisses.

			
				Maria

			

			When I think of you with a tan, I could faint.

			The weather here is bad; I’m still a milky coffee color, more milky than coffee, and I’m wearing my hair either in a bun or in a long braid at the back, like the Chinese do. I get dressed up as little as possible.

			And I especially do not exist,

			I am waiting to exist,

			I am only a promise.

			27. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Tuesday, August 10 [1948]

				Mon chéri,

			

			Since I haven’t heard from you, I just called Janine [Gallimard] who told me that you haven’t yet received my letters. I am so sorry to have let you think I wasn’t writing. But as I wasn’t sure about the address in Giverny, I preferred writing to your home address, certain that the letters would be forwarded. And naturally, that caused a stupid holdup. I hope you did not doubt me during that time, and my letters, even though they are idiotic, would have told you how very close I’ve felt to you during these past days.

			Now you’ll write to me, won’t you? Write often if you can. Still one long month to go…Tell me what you are doing, what you are thinking, I need you to be open with me. Are you happy at Giverny, is your father well, comfortably settled in? How do you spend your days? As for me, I go swimming every afternoon in a large canal two kilometers from here. Its current is so strong that you can’t get back up to where you started. So you swim down the canal, carried along by the swift water and end up 500 meters farther away. You get back on the towpath. You dive in again and start all over. The rest of the time, I work. Today I’m finishing the edits on Bagne. Your role will be the daughter of the judge.[*14] I hope your father will forgive me for that. But don’t worry about anything, there haven’t been many changes. You’ll have a little more of the script to learn. Speaking of that, in an interview in Combat, they said you said that Le Bal [sic] de Cadix was an adaptation of my novel.[*15] All in all, the entire interview was really ridiculous!

			Tomorrow I’ll start working on the other play. That’s the only way I can imagine getting through this long month. I won’t have completely left you, and when I’m with you again, all I’ll have to do is give in to my yearning to be close to you. In the meantime, I’m living as if I were slightly deaf and nearsighted, having eyes only for the marvelous countryside I see before me. This room at the top of the house is a blessing. The view is so beautiful that I can find you there.

			But for now, above all, I am waiting for your letters. It’s been more than two weeks and I’ve had nothing from you. I try to imagine you, to conjure you from a distance. But it’s exhausting, and since I love you on this earth, it’s on this earth that I need you, not in my imagination. Let this month pass quickly, let us hold each other tightly once again, confident in us, until the very end—that is what I wish and desire. When I think of returning, something trembles within me…Write quickly, my love, come back soon and think of me, think about us as strongly as I do. Do not forget your “victory.” (It is mine, in theory, but I want so much for it to be yours!) Love me.

			
				A.

			

			28. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday, August 12 [1948]

			

			Oh! mon chéri, what joy yesterday. I received your letter when I got home in the evening. I’d gone to spend the day in the Vaucluse mountains, on an isolated plateau, bursting with warmth, cicadas, and dry bushes. On my way home, I wondered if your letter might be waiting for me (the mailman comes at noon). I found a pack of business mail and, when quickly leafing through it, I didn’t notice yours. At that moment I felt that walking all day had worn me out, and a kind of dryness overtook me. But then, once I’d gone up to my office, I found what I was waiting for. Your handwriting has gotten a little neater. I was expecting your messy downstrokes of the past. And here was shapely writing, neater, running from one end of the envelope to the other, looking resolute. My heart leapt. Alone in the silent office, with all the sounds of the night coming in through the window, I devoured your pages. Every now and again, my heart stopped. At other times, it beat along with yours, flowing with the same blood, the same warmth, the same profound joy. Naturally, I wanted to write to you at once, to ask for explanations of certain parts that completely confused me. But this morning, I realized it shouldn’t be done in a letter. When we’re together again, I’ll reread these pages in front of you and ask you to explain every word, like we used to do in school. What remains, this morning, of a bad night’s sleep, spent turning your words over in my mind, is a profound, liberating, grateful sense of joy. My love…But I want to reply without delay about at least one thing that depends on me. You told me of the joy you felt when I spoke to you about that part of my life you saw as out of bounds to you. Mon chéri, for you there are no walls, no secret gardens within me. You hold every key to every door. If I hadn’t spoken to you about it in the past, it was for two reasons. The first is because that part of my life is a burden to carry, and I didn’t want to complain. Appearances make it a little improper for me to talk about myself regarding that situation. Tonight, I understood that I could say anything to you, and from that moment on, I felt more liberated. The other reason concerns you.

			I believed it would be painful for you, that you’d prefer it if we banned the subject from our conversations. The fear of hurting you or upsetting you has not yet left me. Only you can free me from that.

			I’ll talk to you about that more when we see each other, and with less agitation than the other night, if I can. I would never wish to talk to you in a confused way: I want you to know me completely, with clarity and trust; I want you to know how very much you can depend on me, count on everything that is me. For as long as you like, and whatever happens between us, you won’t be alone. The best part of my heart will always stay with you.

			I’m worried by what you say about your father, and worried by your concerns. Maybe he’s just adapting to the new climate, and that’s why he’s getting worse? I hope so. In any case, let me know if there’s any improvement. Don’t forget. I love whatever you love, and I’m truly worried.

			I’m furious with myself for organizing things badly and leaving you without any news for so many days. I know how that feels and mixed in with the joy I’ve felt since last night, I now see the slump I’d been in until then. And I’m furious to have left you in the same state through my tactlessness; I thought I’d done everything to make you feel my thoughts were with you. Because I’d like, I want, to help you as you ask, even though many things (like the chaos of social obligations) also depend on you. And my main concern was not leaving you alone during these past few weeks. In any case, don’t forget to ask Angèle to forward your mail. There should be another letter addressed to the rue de Vaugirard[*16] (the one where I thank you for the splendid gift. My rapid reply to Michel on that subject was a way of letting you know I’d received it, as I was also writing to you separately).

			This letter is getting long. I’ll answer the other points from yours. For the moment, I agree to your system. I’ll write to you to ask you to send the rest of it. Let’s continue with fifty hours out of seventy. But don’t forget that my need for you cannot withstand any compromise. I also think about you, your body when it trembles. The way you resemble a frigate, your long black hair like a lifeline…you see, I’ve set sail. But I’m sinking as I write this, drowning in a sea of sweetness. My little Maria, mon chéri, it’s true that words are regaining their meaning, and life itself. If only I had your hands on my shoulders…

			See you soon, mon chéri, see you soon. September is coming, it’s the springtime of Paris, we are the kings of that city, the secret, happy kings, transported, if you wish, forever. Goodbye my black queen, I kiss you with all my heart.

			
				A.

			

			Here is some thyme that I picked on the mountainside yesterday to send to you. It’s the scent I smell in the air every day.

			29. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday, August 14 [1948]

			

			The mistral has come. It gusts and cleans everything, the sky, and the countryside. It twists the trees and vines. I’ve just been outside and could barely breathe. I love this wind, but I’ve come back to my room to rest a little near you. Mon chéri, ever since I got your letter, there’s a wonderful sweetness wherever I go. Perhaps I’m wrong, perhaps you feel cold and distant now, but you seemed so close and so tender in your letter that I can’t shake off the surprise and happiness it brought me. During these long days without you, I unconsciously imagined your heart was distant as well, and I carried within me a kind of suppressed unhappiness. That’s why I’d like you to write to me again as soon as you get this letter. If I’m counting correctly, it’s been more than a week since your two messages. If you think about what that week of silence means, perhaps you’ll find that I truly deserved to be sent what you wrote.

			Life goes by very slowly here and the days are all alike. I started my new play (La Corde [The Rope],[*17] is that a good title?) I put photos of my characters on the wall. I read their lives again. How extraordinary they are! You would need a very noble heart to not betray them. And when I think of the magnificent and “true” play that could come out of this, I feel anguished, and feel I won’t succeed. And yet, with this subject, I could do what might be my best work. Oh, to be a genius! How easy it would be then.

			I reread these pages and when I have nothing to do, or don’t want to do anything, I look at the Luberon mountains while smoking endless cigarettes, for I’m not as wise as you. I drink only water too, like you. And I go to bed relatively early since I’m more or less sleeping well again. But since I own a filtered cigarette holder fit for an American millionaire, I have the impression I’m allowed to smoke more, and it will do me less harm. And so I smoke, looking out at the mountain, watching night fall. I think about you. And that love surges within me like a tide. I love you, with all the depths of my being. I’m waiting for you with steadfastness and certainty, sure that we can be happy, determined to help you with all my might and to give you confidence in yourself. If you would help me a little, very little, it would be enough to let me move mountains.

			The wind is getting worse. It sounds like the waves on an enormous river in the sky. Oh, if only you were here, we’d go for a walk together! (Night is falling.) You see me only in cities, but I don’t go to nightclubs and I’m not accustomed to luxury. I like isolated farms, empty rooms, a secret life, real work. I’d be better if I lived that way, but I can’t live that way without the help of others. So we must resign ourselves, and you must love me with my imperfections, and we will continue to reign over Paris. But we absolutely must spend a week in the mountains, in the snow, in the most isolated place there is. I’ll hold you close to me there, my love…I can imagine the stormy nights. Let that moment come quickly! I’m already embracing you, with all the force of this endless wind.

			
				A.

				Sunday, 15

			

			Happy birthday, Maria. The weather is magnificent today. It’s a typical Assumption sky, in fact. You can rise up through it, surrounded by the dark-haired angels of love, in the glory of the morning. And I…I will salute you, the conqueror…

			30. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				[August 12–18, 1948]

			

			This is what I am obliged to do during my vacation![*18]

			My God, how I wish you could have been here with me to help! Would you believe that yesterday morning I received a letter from Mariano Miguel,[*19] Picasso’s secretary, asking me to write a short article, a call to the sympathizers of the Spanish Republic to help the refugees. This in the name of the Comité de Ayuda à los Refugiados Españolas, which I’m a member of; they intend to publish it in their Boletin.

			You know the horror and aversion I feel for that kind of thing, since I don’t know how to do it. So I rushed to my father, in tears, asking him to help me or rather to write it himself. All my begging was in vain, so I started working on it myself, after reading and rereading the three articles that had already appeared on the same subject signed by Picasso, the widow of Companys[*20] and the writer Corpus Barga.[*21]

			I don’t know how to pontificate, I don’t know how to speak, much less how to write. Besides, I have no patience for that kind of work. In one sitting, relying only on my feelings, I threw “it” down on paper, then ran straight back to my father, who at least agreed to suggest a few words I should use, which I then audaciously added, but limiting myself to changing the endings of the French equivalents I knew. As for his opinion about it all, I have no idea, but I hope he wouldn’t have let me publish something totally idiotic. Unable to delay sending this masterpiece, it was impossible for me to wait for your opinion and your edits; however, I’d still like you to tell me that it isn’t too stupid.

			It will give you a little additional translation work, but I hope it amuses you.[*22]

			Peace, solitude and a nice vacation have decidedly become my enemies.

			Though Gérard Philipe and his little group have left,[*23] Madame Nancy Cunnard [sic][*24] is still here: she’s a wrinkled old Englishwoman, as tall as a beanstalk, so skinny you want to cry, overly made up despite all good sense, and dressed like “dead leaves” with some curtain she found somewhere in an antique shop, her hair done like she’d been out in the rain and strong wind, wearing a light straw sun bonnet with an enormous brim, her arms covered in bracelets. She belongs to some sort of press organization, writes poetry when the mood takes her, and is the friend of Marcel Herrand, the “ardent comrade of us Spanish Republicans.” She has pounced on me like a true bird of prey.

			Sweetly, politely, but firmly, I tried to get her to leave, but as she didn’t seem to understand very well, one day I had Madame Baudy explain to her that I’d come here on vacation to rest and be alone. That time it was clear. So she didn’t insist, but on top of everything, she is “a great admirer of my talents” and is now sending me all the “reporters” who stop by her house, and, not wanting to be completely rude, I’m forced to be a model for all of them while they snap away at me to take my “photo” everywhere I turn.

			Besides, and to really put me in a good mood, the weather is bad, very bad, extremely bad, and even though every evening I stubbornly pin my hopes on the next day, the next day it’s even worse, if that’s possible.

			Ah! I forgot! Paul Raffi[*25] got wind of my address and through that managed to get my phone number. So…just picture it—but well, the world is a good place, because I’m reacting to all these setbacks with a kind of calmness, patience and smiling sweetness, truly! which I never, but never thought I was capable of.

			My father is doing better. Less fever, but more difficulty in breathing, and I must say that this weather isn’t helping at all.

			As for me, I’m ecstatic. I’m hearing from you regularly now, and every letter I get immerses me in a world of happiness that lasts for days.

			My life is the same and yet much busier since the “postal misunderstandings” are behind us and you’re close to me again. I talk to you, I read and reread your letters, I think up extraordinary plans, and in my little head I already have a schedule for this winter that is good, very good, I can assure you, having already imagined and reimagined it I don’t know how many times. Besides, in my plans, you are happy and smiling at me…So!

			I see that the “Bal” of Cadix has had many problems. First you told me that you added an act to it, which frightened me a little, I must admit. Then you told me that the changes were not significant and that I was to play the judge’s daughter (do I deserve that, or rather does he deserve that?). I must confess that I’m lost and don’t know what to think now; I already want to start getting seriously involved with “Victoria,” to be a little prepared on the day of the first rehearsal and consequently less nervous.

			Well, whatever you do, I know it will be good, because ever since I’ve known you, I feel deeply that you’d never say something at odds with who you are. And who you are is what I would have dreamt to be if I’d been born a man.

			Given that, how could I not love you? And now that I understand, after the profound revelation I was given, how could love not last until the end?

			My love, I’ve done a lot of thinking and come to the conclusion that the events we thought were bad were only destined to help us understand the true meaning of life and so bring us closer to each other. I was too young when I met you to truly grasp everything that “we” meant, and perhaps I needed to go away to battle life in order to find my way back to you, to give my life meaning.

			Now here I am, totally yours. Hold me close to you and never leave me. I’ll understand your temptations, if you face any, and I’ll also know how to tell you about mine so I can count on you to give me the strength to overcome them. When I think about it, when I try to imagine our future, I almost suffocate with happiness, and an immense fear clutches at my heart, unable to believe in so much joy in the world.

			
				August 13 [1948]

			

			Why did I get the crazy idea in my mind to reread what I wrote? I never do that, especially when I’m writing to you, and today, I don’t know why, I surprised myself by doing it.

			Obviously, it didn’t take me long to see how bad it was, but I didn’t tear up everything right away so I wouldn’t break my promise to send you everything I’ve written, that day you’d ask me to.

			So I left things as they were, but I really promised myself, firstly, not to start over again, and then to only ever talk to you about precise facts, abstaining from any comments and expression of personal feelings, especially the feeling or feelings I have for you. Don’t worry; I think that if I keep my first promise, as I want to, then the second promise will make more sense, and, consequently, won’t be kept.

			Ah! My love! I’d like to be a virgin for you, in body and spirit! I’d like to know a language never used before to speak to you!

			I’d like to be able to express the new feeling you made me discover in words! I’d especially like to be able to reveal my entire soul in my eyes and look at you forever, until I die!

			
				[August] 13, evening

			

			You tell me that you’re coming back sooner. You’ll be back on the 10th. That’s funny, because, thinking about the five days I’d have to spend in Paris without you, I’ve delayed my return, and thought I’d get back on the 15th. Whatever you do, always let me know so I can organize my life around yours. Having more free time than you at present, it’s easier for me, and I’m always happy to do it.

			Once in Paris, however, before we both get dragged into our respective or shared work, I’d like us to prepare and organize our life for the coming year.

			In practical terms, I thought we could live in a pretty “pied-à-terre” in the Hôtel de Chevreuse. As soon as I get to Paris, I’ll stop by to talk to the owner and rent the prettiest room with a bathroom they have there. The prettiest and the most private. As I’m somewhat wary of the prettiness and privacy a little apartment could provide, I’ve been happily imagining that we’d perhaps be allowed to arrange it and furnish it as we like, with things I’d bring in from outside. If this is possible, I’d simply like to know if you’d agreed with the idea and if you’d be able to give me free rein to take care of it on my own, because that would be a lot of fun (don’t worry about anything, I’d always ask your advice and follow it).

			Anyway, I’ll be immersing myself in the art of decorating this winter, given that I’m also setting up the apartment on the rue de Vaugirard.

			
				August 14 [1948]

			

			This morning I got your long letter of the 12th, your reply to mine—or several of mine, I don’t know what to call it anymore…Melted…Melted; I literally, simply melted! And melting, for me, must be translated as bliss. It left me almost dumbstruck and the look on my face made my father cry out, gently but firmly: “¡Ay! ¡que cara de tonta tienes hoy!”[*26]

			Besides, I can’t tell you what a flood of tenderness, love, warmth, happiness, desire your letter made me feel, because no words could ever tell you. So I’ll keep quiet…and hold back.

			Outside, the rest of the day was gloomy.

			Since we arrived, or rather, since the second day after we arrived, we’ve had Apocalyptic weather (Bible? Storms. Wind, rain, cold, and to change things up, rain, wind, cold, or cold, wind, rain). Today the sky, which was a drab deep gray this morning, gradually brightened up, and around 2:00, you could just about see the sun peeking through a soft veil—a pretty scene, but one that only contributed to spoiling my day and putting me in a state of intense rage.

			You know that I’d like to be very tan when we meet again, to please you. You know that to succeed at that praiseworthy goal, I need the sun and its rays…without clouds. Fine. When it rains, I give up on my Moorish beauty and rest and take care of myself, physically and intellectually, to bring you someone improved; but when the weather gets a little better, the idea of Arabia seizes me with greater force, and I go out to absorb what little sunlight I can find. That’s how I waste my day, because I don’t get tan, I don’t rest, and I don’t read.

			When evening comes, very, very late, after an endless afternoon, I’m furious about having done nothing and I’m in a bad mood.

			Besides, after finishing Demons (about which I retract what I said, having found the second part far superior to the first) and L’Histoire des Treize[*27] (Ferragus. La Duchesse de Langeais. La Fille aux yeux d’or)[*28] which I enjoyed a lot, I started reading the memoirs of the Cardinal de Retz. I’m on page 100, and let me ask you, in all honesty, how and why you consider this book something incredible.

			Obviously, I’m only on page 100, but I’m turned off by all these memoirs so much that I doubt I’ll get to the end.

			Cardinal de Retz strikes me as a “moral nouveau riche,” a man with above-average intelligence, but a very mediocre soul, with boring ambitions, and impotent, wishful ideas. A failure.

			I really can’t see how anyone could be passionate about the adventures and misadventures of this man.

			You’ll tell me that he talks about other people who are more attractive, and that it’s inspiring to get to know Mazarin better, for example. Agreed, but not thanks to a Cardinal de Retz. You’ll tell me that the style is very beautiful, and that there’s elegance in his words and thoughts, and in the actions of these people, which is truly pleasant to experience, especially now. Agreed, but even with all that, I prefer reading Les Liaisons dangereuses[*29] or any other book more or less from that period that brings me the same atmosphere and flavor.

			As for the historical or political interest, I can’t talk about that, it’s impossible for me to get involved, not being very interested in political plots and intrigues in general, and even less so in the people of that period, in particular as told by that gentleman.

			Well, I’ll try all the same to read it to the end, and perhaps the effort will manage to change my mind.

			For now, mon chéri, I’m going to bed. It’s too late and I’m letting myself go on a little.

			I love you and kiss you as always.

			
				Maria Victoria

				August 15, 1948. Evening

			

			Birthday! My birthday! Well! I was spoiled for my birthday!

			Got up this morning as always at 8:00, I was reading beside my window when, looking vaguely out at the road, what did I see!?

			Monsieur Paul Raffi, sitting at a table on the patio of the hotel, eating a big breakfast and keeping an eye out for something (me!?) near the windows of the house!

			Picture my amazement, my disgust, my anger! I rushed to my father’s room, so the two of us could try to find some way to avoid that man’s annoying presence for the whole day.

			As we found no way, after letting him hang around until 11:00 (I really had to get dressed), I went down in my most belligerent mood.

			He’d come to spend the day with us, it turns out—still modest, still self-effacing, still shy, still “hiding in the shadows,” tripping over himself, garbling his words, his thoughts, full of hangups; still ugly, repellant, sad and making everyone else sad. Perhaps I’m cruel, but I truly can’t stand him sometimes.

			After a cold greeting, I told him as clearly as anyone could that I wasn’t happy to see him, that he’d come at a bad time, as he always did, that I wanted to be alone and that, besides, as my father wasn’t well, it was impossible for me to have him stay for lunch.

			Since he wanted to leave immediately, despondent, I nevertheless agreed to have an aperitif with him, though I didn’t drink anything.

			After having exhausted all the “clichés” in our conversation, I led him to a subject that neither of us had ever discussed. We talked about us, and I took advantage to explain that he shouldn’t expect anything at all from me apart from what we already had. He fought, rebelled. He claimed there was no reason for that: “Why!?” he cried. “Because you’re ugly, boring, sad, with a weak body and soul, because you’ve only ever been a pest, Paul!”—that’s what I almost said to him. However, I managed to just say “Because I don’t love you and will never love you.”

			He left, his chin trembling, his eyes full of tears, asking me to spare him just a moment to see me in the afternoon. He’d moved me; I didn’t have the heart to say no.

			I agreed to meet him at 5:00. He was there at 4:30. His bus was leaving at 5:45, so I mustered all my patience for the hour and fifteen minutes I had to spend at his side, and I took him for a walk. He was awkward, tense, bitter and quite nasty. I tried to chat about something completely different, but this time he was the one who changed the subject. He wanted a clear, concise explanation.

			What could I tell him? Nothing worked, and finally, exhausted, I confided in him that I loved someone else, that this time I was deeply and truly in love and that I wanted that love to last my entire life. Then he started sobbing on a patch of grass at the side of the road. I calmly sat down near him, let the crisis pass, offered him a cigarette, and waited.

			He was already starting to ask questions. Who? Since when? etc.

			Even though I didn’t want to answer any of them—was that so unusual?—he guessed right away, and despite my total refusal to tell him if he was right or wrong, I think he held on to his first impression.

			We finally went back, to find, of course, that he’d missed his bus. So he had to walk to the Vernon [train station].

			He headed out on the road, and because everything had moved me a little, I went back to the hotel to get my bicycle, and once I’d caught up with him, I accompanied him to the entrance. He left me, his face still distraught, but a little calmer, saying: “My poor Maria! Whatever you do, you’ll never be able to stop me from following you around!”

			A splendid day and something splendid to look forward to, as you can see!

			
				August 16, 1948, evening

			

			I was hoping to have a letter from you today. It didn’t come and that’s quite normal: I’d already gotten one on Saturday. We’ll wait until tomorrow.

			How long my day seems!

			
				August 17, 1948

			

			Still nothing from you.

			We were spoiled today. The sky deigned to open from time to time to offer us a few rays of sun.

			Having put aside the Les Mémoires du Cardinal de Retz for later, I set about (alas!) reading To Have and Have Not by Hemingway; I certainly found some well-written pages but, my God, how dusty, dull, gloomy it all is, and it smells so much of rooms with peeling wallpaper, all of them a mess, with the odor of sheets, night sweats and dirty clothes! I don’t know if some of his characters, the special ones, “have some balls,” but I’m sure, at least, that if he wants us to believe in them more, he should show a little less of “his own.” That would be more modest.

			Emerging from that slightly steamy bath, I dug back into Balzac, and I’m now reading Curé de village, the most pleasant part of my days! What a lovely book!

			
				August 18, [1948] early morning

			

			I had to get up and move around a little. Some demon other than nostalgia and melancholy came to remind me of our long separation. But it would be very difficult to explain it all in a letter. What I can tell you is that it made me regret you being far away with such force that my mind and heart cannot stay calm.

			
				Later on

			

			Finally, a letter! A long, sweet letter, which—if you’d let me!—I wanted to take as a caress this morning. I rubbed it against me the way Quat’sous rubs against my hands. A beautiful title indeed, La Corde.

			A beautiful title and a beautiful play, I’m sure. That you doubt it is normal, and there would be no genius in you if you didn’t doubt. But as for me, I have the right to believe in it, blindly, and to have endless confidence in the work.

			Most importantly, don’t rush. Monsieur Hébertot[*30] will wait. Besides, I know Gérard[*31] will only be free next year from December to February; if you’re counting on him, it will be impossible to put on the play this year; it would be crazy to open for two months, because reopening never brings in as many people.

			So think about it, without worrying about deadlines and let it come when it wants, that’s all I ask of you.

			Mon chéri, this manuscript—it’s no longer a letter—is becoming endless. So I’m stopping, while sending you passionate kisses.

			I love you.

			
				Maria Victoria

			

			31. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				August 19 [1948]

			

			A quick note before leaving for Arles where I’ll spend the day. If you haven’t already sent me your letter, tell me the exact date you’ll be returning. We must start planning how we’ll meet. Should I pick you up? Will you come to me? Should we meet somewhere in Paris? We must think it over, and perhaps these next three weeks won’t seem so long. Because they are long, very long. Time is dragging so sadly by, I can’t bear to wait any longer. For three days it’s been gray and rainy. I’m getting pale, moping around and exhausted waiting to see you. At least when I sleep in the sun, I feel its warmth is you, and that I’m sleeping within you. I force myself to work, but I’m not writing anything good. I want autumn to come, quickly, quickly! Do you remember that rainy day on the Cours de [la] Reine? Water flowed down your face…Did you receive my poster where I pose like Humphrey Bogart? What are you doing today, at this very moment (eleven o’clock)? Are you thinking of me? Aren’t you tired of waiting? Most of all, send your letter, I can’t stand it anymore. I send you kisses, my love. Most of all, be happy and be beautiful!

			
				A.

			

			“I live deep within love, like a happy wrecked vessel.”[*32]

			32. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday [August] 21 [1948]

			

			Your letter at last, mon chéri, a letter that thrills me and fills me with joy. Between the first one and this one, the days have dragged, I wandered around, felt a bit lost. Yesterday, I took a long drive to the Alpilles. Toward evening, the beauty of this countryside is breathtaking. I looked for you there all day long, somewhat blindly, tormented by the need of your presence. The earth that I love was with me, and the person I loved was far away. As the day passed, I felt more and more lost, and when night began to rush down the hills, with their olive trees and cypresses, I felt a terrible sadness. I went home with that sadness, and I’d rather not tell you the thoughts that went through my mind. This morning, your letter pulled me out of that ugly abyss. I’m astounded every time you tell me you love me. I tremble while everything [around me] comes crashing down. And yet, I find a sign in your words that persuades me. Yes, it’s quite true that we are returning to each other, in a more profound, more honest way than before. We were too young (me as well, you see) and we are not too old to benefit from everything we know: and that’s wonderful.

			I’m going to try to reply to what you’ve said in order: 1) First of all, don’t worry about your Spanish article. No one could ask more of you. It is simple, dignified, and warm. To reassure you, I quickly translated it: you’ll see it sounds a little like Combat. 2) How the hell did you let Gérard, Nanard Cucy, the reporters and P[aul] R[affi] find you? 3) As for Raffi, the story about him left me with a painful impression. A man shouldn’t put himself in such situations. But I can’t blame him. He has many gifts and he wasted them because of absurd hangups. I find his personal life a horrible failure. That’s why he did what sensitive, weak men do in such cases: he linked his passions to what was inaccessible to avoid building something new because of the risk of another failure. His feelings for you are like fiction: objectively, he never thought he had a chance of having you, and that’s what feeds his illusions the most. But when a man of his age and intelligence gives in to fiction, it’s an infallible sign that he’s unhappy in other respects. And in the end, if he’s unhappy, he arouses compassion. At least where I’m concerned. It’s not the same for you, and I understand your impatience. However, don’t have too many regrets. If what I believe is true, then what you told him 1) was nothing he didn’t already know, 2) won’t discourage him.

			Enough about that.

			4) I’ll send you the changes to your part.[*33] I sent them to Paris to be typed up. In fact, I’d added a new act but then threw it out. I simply wanted to add the scene with the judge to the play, and I used your character. That gives you a little more of the script and also gives it a semblance of plausibility. I also made some additions that don’t concern your part, which I’ll show you.

			But everything I do at present repulses me. Even and especially La Corde (still the tentative title). Fortunately, you found the way to help me in that case. What you said encourages me to write to Hébertot and tell him I’m not sure I’ll be ready. That way, perhaps I’ll have more time and energy to raise it to the level I want for it. Thank you, mon chéri.

			5) I’m coming back by car on the 10th. I’ll arrive in Paris around the 11th (barring any breakdowns). If you want me to come to you at Giverny or Pressagny, let me know. Otherwise, we’ll meet in Paris: I’ll phone you when I arrive to find out where to meet. You may not have had the time to take care of the rooms at the Chevreuse. But we can ask them for some temporary accommodation (writing these words I can feel the pulse beating at my temples). Naturally, you can put in anything you like. Four walls and you, that’s my kingdom. Decorate the four walls and I’ll see traces of you there too.

			6) I’m glad you’re reading Le Curé du village. It’s the Balzac novel I like most: true grandeur. As for Retz, what you told me made me think. It’s been a long time since I read it: I liked its cynicism, it’s pitiless intelligence. But in the end, I know he had a rather base spirit. Your straightforward reaction makes me feel I should reread it. A failure! That’s quite possible. Hemingway? It serves you right! Why read phonies with no talent?

			I’ve kept precisely what I can’t tell you for last. But the nights are hot here and sometimes, standing by the window, I can breathe and calm down my heart that beats too quickly. I make wishes so that we might get up at the same time, and that across the thousand kilometers that separate us, both our desires may bring us together. Nothing is more beautiful, more proud and more tender than the desire I have for you…But you see, I must stop. It’s late and I wish you good night. Not without thanking you from the bottom of my heart for the joy that you bring me and the love that you give me. Soon, soon, my fierce beauty…How passionately I kiss you!

			[Camus’s translation of the Spanish article by Maria Casarès:]

			“I speak to all who, from the first day of our exile, have offered us fraternal sympathy, a warm welcome and swift, spontaneous help. I speak to you once more to remind you that all is not over, and that if, to some, the war in Spain might be an old, if not forgotten subject, the victims it has made, men, women, the elderly, children, exiled and scattered through all the countries who rose to welcome them, those victims still live in a tragic reality. The troubles throughout the whole world are today so great and so numerous, they multiply at such great speed, that anyone who is concerned about them cannot be interested in just one or even a few of them. Our duty consists of endlessly strengthening our will to forget nothing and to always keep our eyes open to the important events we have seen and the misery we have witnessed, either directly or indirectly.

			Forget nothing! Do not forget that the people for whom I am here asking your help were the first to fight and continue the fight for their freedom, which is not yet over. Do not forget that if they need our help today, it is because they chose the misery and humiliation of exile over the yoke of tyranny that rules their country.

			Do not forget that the fight continues, even if it is passive, and that to some degree each one of those men sacrificed a life of happiness, peace, and well-being to protect their rights as free men, to not give in, either for themselves or in front of the world. So help them in the great work they have begun, the work they have devoted themselves to, help them morally and materially, help them to live in every way possible. Never forget.”

			33. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				August 24 [1948]

			

			It’s late. I’m stopping my work, impatient with the need to write to you. Too many things are churning around inside me tonight, things I’d rather say with you standing before me, the night entirely ours, in a long conversation. I’ve never, or rarely, talked to you about my work. I’ve never talked to anyone else about it either. No one knows exactly what I want to do. And yet I have enormous plans. So ambitious that it sometimes makes my head spin. I can’t tell you about them here. I will if you ask me to. But what I can tell you is that with the play I’m in the middle of writing and the essay I’ll conclude afterward, I’m completing a part of my [collected] works[*34] that was intended to teach me my profession, and especially to pave the way for what will follow.

			Since The Stranger, which was the first part of the cycle, I’ve spent nearly ten years to get where I am. In my plan, it should have taken five years. But there was the war and more importantly my personal life. In a few months, I’ll have to begin a new cycle, freer, less controlled, more important as well. If I continue at the pace I’ve been going, I’ll need two lifetimes to do what I need to do (not everything is planned, don’t panic, but the subjects, the broad outlines…). Fortunately, this new beginning coincides more or less with our meeting. And I’ve never felt so strong and full of life. The deep joy that fills me could move mountains. You are helping me without knowing it. If you knew, you’d help me even more. That’s also why I need your help. And I felt it so strongly tonight that I felt I had to tell you. With my confidence in you, with the two of us joined together, I feel I could accomplish what I have in mind, in a resolute way. I dream of how productive I need to be…that alone can lead me where I want to go. Mon chéri, do you understand why I feel my heart is elated tonight, the place you now hold in it?

			Perhaps I’m wrong to write you this; it seems a bit idiotic to say it without forethought. Then again, perhaps you’ll understand what I mean. Who could live without giving himself the gift of a fantastic life! In the end, I’m a writer. And I truly need to talk to you about that part of me that now belongs to you, like all the rest.

			It might have been better to tell you about this in more detail. But we’ll talk more. Until then, please send me more of your letters. I can’t bear to wait until September 10th. I’m suffocating, mouth open, like a fish out of water. I’m waiting for the tide to come in, with the scent of the night and the salt in your hair. If at least I could read you, imagine you…Do you still love me, are you still waiting for me? Another two weeks. How will you look when you turn your face to me. As for me, I’ll be so overjoyed, I feel I won’t be able to stop laughing.

			Write, write, I’m waiting for you, I love you, I send you kisses.

			
				A.

				25 [August 1948]

			

			I’m rereading this letter this morning. These are thoughts that come at night, always excessive. If I’m sending them to you, it’s to keep our promise. But with the way I think in the morning, clearer and more humbly, I truly see what that means. It means that with you, I’ve found a meaning in life that I’d lost. You can need someone to be yourself. That is what usually happens. But I, I need you to be more than myself. That’s what I wanted to tell you last night, with the clumsiness of love. Forgive my handwriting. I lost my pen and I’m using a bad quill.

			34. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday 26 [August 1948]

			

			A note, mon chéri, a quick note to surprise you since you won’t expect a letter after the one from yesterday—to remind you that I exist, that I love you and that I’m waiting for you. As September 10th gets closer (the big day! the big day!) I tremble more and more, fearing that something might change, that you might follow some whim, that I’ll have to wait even longer.

			I’ve put all my energy into looking forward to that date. I haven’t any strength left to wait longer. Are you well, are you beautiful? Are you thinking about me? La Corde is coming along. And I wrote to Hébertot to ask for more time. Time, all I need is time, and I only have one life! I found a Stendhal line that applies to you [:] “But my own soul is a fire that suffers if it has no flames!”[*35] So be a flame! And I…I will burn.

			Write, tell me what you’re going to do, where to meet you, etc. For the first time, I’m thinking of Paris with tenderness and passion. Ah! Solitude!

			
				A.

			

			35. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				August 20 [1948] (Evening)

			

			Yesterday, I received the “photo” from the American newspaper that you sent me. In fact, the resemblance is extraordinary,[*36] and dangerous for me during your absences. If only they could show one of his movies in this damn boring backwater!

			Life here continues in the same way. I’m starting to become slightly annoyed by the different little habits I’m forming over the smallest daily details. I’m only beginning to notice them. There’s nothing in the world, I think, that gets me angrier than these “automatic actions”—they help free up the mind, perhaps, and allow you to act more quickly without forgetting anything, but I find them exasperating as soon as I notice them. So I have a little fun changing things up: I get undressed before preparing my father’s bed for the night, I have my bath before or after breakfast, I change the time and direction of my walks, etc.

			Yesterday afternoon, I went for a walk in the hills, to escape a little from the impression of the fenced-off fields I see from my window, to take in the panoramic view and get a change of scenery. I’ve never known anything as flat, as idiotically pretty, as calmly comfortable as this countryside. Nothing comes out of it, nothing good or bad. Nothing attracts the eye. Nothing shocks. Everything is where it should be. You could call it a “cozy corner,” the kind of place with furniture you can stretch out on, sit on, where the book you want to read is within reach, where you don’t have to make any effort whatsoever to lie down, sit down, read, or have breakfast. Everything is here, and because everything is here, you desire nothing. Or rather, you do—to leave. You want to leave.

			When I got back, I came across a rabbit. Something alive at last!

			Today, having learned that Janine was ill, I took my courage in both hands and headed there by bicycle. I spent the afternoon with them and Renée,[*37] Mario, and Yo Prassinos.[*38]

			My God! They too needed to have “a hole” in their life and the desire to fill it as well! I’ve always wondered how two people who love each other the way they do can agree and wish to have so many others around them. Now I’ve understood—they need people to look at their love so they can believe in their own existence, through the eyes of the people around them.

			Well, they’re really nice, and good friends and, personally, they are unimaginably good for me. Every time I spend a few hours with them, I leave feeling absolutely flush with vitality, compared to them.

			Ah, we must be together again and quickly! My emotional and physical state is beginning to become desperate; completely recovered from all my weariness (I never need to take a break as long as I’ve had a good rest), in great health, with new strength, teeming with hopes, desires, urges, fresh ideas, I can’t stand still anymore. I feel like I’m in a cage and waiting. I’m so restless!

			Let the 10th or 15th of September—and us—come quickly!

			
				August 22 [1948]

			

			Yesterday, I got the letter you sent me before you left for Arles. Unfortunately, I’d already sent mine to answer the questions you asked me. I think, though, that my information is clear enough and that even though I hadn’t yet known everything you wanted to know, through some miracle or other I answered all your questions. I have nothing else to say except that everything you want will be done.

			I’m beginning to sense that you’re impatient, nervous. You shouldn’t be, mon chéri. Time passes very slowly, it’s true, but it passes, and “our” day is getting closer. Obviously, I know from experience that the bad weather adds a lot to being melancholy. Just imagine! Ever since we’ve been here, we’ve had a total of four days of good sunshine, and even then I think I’m exaggerating. This morning, for example, we’ve had light rain that won’t stop, which means it will be one of those days when the heart weeps, despite all the hopes and joys that might be promised to it. At the beginning, I admit, there were things here that were discouraging and infuriating, but little by little you adapt, you enjoy it, and in the end you almost fall in love with it.

			Try it, you’ll see!

			Yesterday afternoon, I carefully reread Le Bagne de Cadix. If people don’t allow themselves to feel all kinds of feelings, if they aren’t staggered by this play, then we must despair of them, and no longer believe that any of them are sincere. I still fear a little the inclinations and abuses of our “great man of Marigny,”[*39] but whatever he does, it seems to me that it truly would take the greatest will in the world to destroy this work. Well, let’s hope that all your preparations go as best they can, and that you feel rested enough and energetic enough to fight—if necessary—and let’s make a wish that the Parisian mannequins find a heart, so they can listen, and don’t turn a masterpiece into a mere success.

			Sadly, I finished Le Curé de village. I then read The Pastures of Heaven.[*40] Despite his repetition, Steinbeck “bowled me over,” as usual; I always succumb to the immense tenderness that rises from his pages, and when I’m hooked, I can’t judge him anymore, and all I do is let myself become filled with emotion that only stops with the last line.

			Now I’ve gone back to Balzac and Le Médecin de campagne, but that I find boring.

			Today I’m expecting Jean Marchat, Louis Beydts and a boy who is “inseparable from Jean,” Antoine Salomon; they called me yesterday from Deauville to sweetly invite themselves to have lunch with us today. I can’t say that annoys me, but it does somewhat destroy my peacefulness, the same peacefulness that gives me the illusion of being close to you.

			On Tuesday, Michel, Janine, and Renée [Gallimard] will also come to have lunch with us, but I’m thrilled about that.

			On Wednesday, Pitou[*41] is arriving to spend a few days with us. I hope. Solitude is beginning to weigh on me, and though being with lots of people fills me with horror, I do crave the company of a friend who leaves me totally free to feel I’m close to you, but whose presence encourages me, a little, to get out and spend some of the intense vitality that takes over as soon as my fatigue disappears.

			That’s all, mon chéri. Now I’m going to do my duties as lady of the house. I’ll surely continue this letter tonight, but you can be certain there won’t be a second during the day when my whole being won’t be reaching out to you.

			I send you the kind of kisses I would like to give you and that I soon will. (I can feel myself trembling as I write this.)

			They’re gone now! Phew…Though they were very sweet and took great care not to disturb my sense of peace. With them, I felt the kind of respect that a quiet life instills in the heart of people who, willingly or not, interrupt that peacefulness, and that gave me secret pleasure.

			They did, however, arrive two and a half hours late, at 3:30. Last night, I’d contacted the owner, ordered a special menu, wines, liqueurs, etc. I’d reserved a table and asked the owner to be ready at 1:30.

			At 2:00, my father and I, sad and alone, sat down at an enormous table, where they’d refused to seat their regular customers. It was set for five people and laid out with all sorts of hors d’oeuvres. There was plenty of wine. We weren’t hungry and we only drank water. Imagine how that looked! Imagine how we looked! Imagine our state of mind! And on top of that, there was a steady drizzle that didn’t stop all day. At 2:30 a phone call! Delayed by a breakdown, they arrived…at 3:30!

			So we sat there and watched them eat their fine, copious lunch, after spoiling our own, as we hardly touched the food and didn’t much enjoy it. Well! It’s still a pleasure to see other people appreciate a good meal!

			At 5:00, I took them around my private property (the “wild grounds”). God! It was so beautiful in the rain! They’d come from Deauville, and I could see the envy on their faces.

			All the locals here, though, made sure they paid their respects to me in front of them. We then went to see Claude Monet’s house (from the outside), and I showed them the little lake he’d painted so many times. Under the gray sky and extremely soft sunlight, the lake took on extraordinary nuances, various shades of color, and since it was raining, no one was outside, and we could fully appreciate the absolute tranquility and solitude of the place. I think that today I understood the feeling people call “romantic” for the first time, and even though I don’t think it’s a very strong feeling, it seemed good to experience it every now and then.

			Next, they came up to my room, which also looked lovely, thanks to some miracle or other. Jean wanted your address. After thinking about it, it seemed normal for me to know it, so I gave it to him. Was I wrong to do that?

			They left, unwillingly, and I could see they were starting to feel a new affection toward me. It’s obvious that rest, solitude, being at peace with oneself—which I owe to you—good health, time, the prettiness of this countryside and especially the immense love that awakens every morning with me, in me, have brought me some sweetness, kindness, and peace that takes me far me from everything that isn’t us, and still allows me to welcome the most uninteresting people in a way that must seem rather pleasant, especially when they come from Deauville.

			I was reminded of my mother, while they were here. I could see they were at ease.

			Forgive me for going on about all that, but since I’m happy with myself for once, who else should I be telling?

			Besides, if that happens, I owe it to you. Standing before you and yearning for you, that’s when I respect myself. And that makes me very happy.

			I love you. I love you thanks to everything that is reasonable, and thanks to everything that is above and beyond all reason. My love.

			
				August 24 [1948]

			

			It’s really humid and dull. The sky has been dark all day. Four or five dim rays of sun came to give us a bit of hope, only to immediately snatch it away.

			Michel, Janine, and Renée came for lunch. My father was very tired; this stormy weather stifles him and wears him out. Michel didn’t seem as well as usual. I sensed he was uncomfortable and restless. But Janine was quietly yet remarkably furious about the rain and clouds and seemed full of life. Renée was calm and sweet, like Janine.

			After lunch, we took advantage of having a car and drove my father around to get to know the area a little. We went to see Monet’s lake with the water lilies. It was sad and depressing today. The light, or rather the absence of light, didn’t suit the lake at all, and it looked really silly there, beside the railroad tracks. Yes, it looked really “dumb,” and I resented it a lot for disappointing me. Then we left for Gisors, but discouraged by the flatness of the countryside, we decided to go home and have a little rest in the “wild grounds.”

			The others had some shopping to do at Vernon and left early.

			Nervous, and somewhat oppressed by the almost solid air we were breathing this afternoon, I wanted to break loose and go for a walk, so Quat’sous and I happily set off. The rain made us turn around. A shame! My favorite places were quite beautiful in the mournful darkness.

			As usual, I thought about everything a little, but mostly about us. I thought a lot about when we’d be together again. If the bad weather keeps up in September, I’ll definitely go back on the 10th. But if the weather is nice after the next full moon (September 2nd), I might stay until the 15th. In that case, if you still like your idea of going back to Paris on the 10th, perhaps you could spend two or three days at Pressagny with the Gallimards, and we could then all go back together, you, me, and my father. What do you think?

			Your relationship with my father has become a little trickier over the summer, of course. This is why.

			For a long time now, I’ve led a secret life, first where my mother was concerned and then my father. Out of modesty, fear of their reactions, as well as a desire to spare them my complicated emotions, I always avoided involving them in my love life. That led me to more and more lies and complications that wore me out mentally and physically. Although you might not believe it, I don’t like lying in general; but I find dishonesty unbearable where you are concerned—even when you’re not directly involved.

			In Paris, my whole secretive side that hid something as true as “us” was already tormenting me, and here, that feeling grew.

			Yesterday I decided to take the bull by the horns and without waiting any longer, I started a conversation about it with my father. We exchanged words that seemed vague, but we understood each other well. It’s now clear to him that you and I love each other. It’s clear that I don’t want to lie to him anymore, but that I can’t tell him everything since he’s a man and I’m a woman. It’s obvious he finds it all madness, but he also knows he can’t do anything about it; and even if he could break us up, he’s not sure he would. Everything is out in the open, which lifted a heavy weight from my heart, and my conscience. I was uncomfortable, and now I feel lighter, freer, purer.

			I think that from now on, he’ll pretend not to know anything when he’s with you; maybe he’ll reveal it only through knowing glances. Anyway, I don’t know, but I’m a little worried about the stance he might take. It’s funny! I feel, though, that he’s happier and closer to me since yesterday!

			Mon chéri, my love, what wouldn’t I do for you! If you only knew the trust, truth, morality, and courage you give me! My God, my whole life will be too short to love you enough!

			I’m sad. No letter since Saturday. I’ll look forward to tomorrow. I kiss you with all my heart, all my soul, with everything. Maria.

			
				August 25 [1948]

			

			Today I had my ration of happiness! (Horrible expression, but fair.) I got the letter in which you replied to all of mine.

			1) Delighted you found the Spanish article good. I must say that I liked the translation.

			2) Your opinion about P[aul] Raffi seemed right to me, and I believe I love you even more—if that’s possible—after what you said. I love your soul. I’d kneel down before you, if you’d let me.

			3) Yes, send me the changes for my part so I can do it well before the fateful day. You were quite right to write to Hébertot. In a certain way, I’m so happy that you don’t feel “inspired.” It’s much better to put on La Corde (provisional title but beautiful) the following season.

			6) [sic] Before leaving Isle-sur-Sorgue, call me at Giverny (Eure) at 9. As I told you above, if the weather is really nice, I might stay until the 15th. If not, I’ll go back to Paris on the 10th. Thank you for permission to decorate our kingdom. From now on, oh my “kaid” I am in chains, your slave: body and soul.

			7) I totally agree with what you left for last and that you can tell me!

			I must leave you, my love. I’m going to pick up Pitou from the bus. See you tomorrow. I love you.

			
				August 27 [1948]

			

			My handsome, adored love, your last letter arrived at just the right time. I’d been thinking about our life together for a few days now. I’ve been questioning myself about you and realizing that there’s a large part of you that is still unknown to me, even foreign to me: your work, your hopes, your desires, your dreams. Up until now, we’ve devoured the days and the love that each hour has granted us, so we haven’t had time to look at each other, to see each other, to find each other. I was surprised I wanted to know you as a different you, wanted to help you, as much as possible. I’d already often felt the need to scold you when I saw you working too much and losing the greatest part of yourself, wearing yourself out with pointless, annoying things that are, more or less, imposed on you in Paris. I didn’t dare to. I feared displeasing you, pushing you, so I kept quiet. Then…everything happened too fast.

			I felt some anguish when I thought about all that. In our future, did you consider me worthy of knowing and sharing your joys and sorrows, your ambitions and disappointments, your dreams as a man, I mean, your secrets?!

			And then I get a letter in which you talk to me about your work…Oh, mon chéri, my beloved chéri, you could do nothing, nothing, that could warm my heart as much! I love you so much! You sense things so well!

			No, your “night thoughts” were not excessive. I would like you to have them from morning to night, and the next day. I’d like you to wake up with a new thirst for life, capable of living several lives at once.

			I know you would need at least two lifetimes to finish what you want to do, and that’s exactly why I’d like you to cling to the only one you’ve been given, so you don’t spread yourself too thin, not even to help people who have too many years left to live that they would never know how to fill.

			Well, we’ll talk about all that at length. My God, to think that soon I’ll be able to hear you for the first time, because, in fact, you still haven’t really talked to me…Ah! I’m feeling dizzy!

			The first part of the vacation has gone quite peacefully, but as the end approaches my patience is coming to an end, and I feel I can’t wait anymore. I’m like horses who are brought back to the stables. (Funny comparison.)

			I love you. I’m waiting for you. I’m not apart from you for even an hour. I live in you, through you, for you, I love you. I send you kisses,

			
				Maria Victoria

			

			36. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday, August 28 [1948]

			

			I thought I’d have your letter yesterday. But I must have been wrong. The mailman came, but without you. I wanted to write to you right away, but I fell into such a morose mood that I couldn’t. I told myself I’d have your letter today and that I’d happily answer you. The mailman came: still nothing. I’m very disappointed. Even though I told myself I could wait another day, and that I’d read your letter on Monday…nothing helped. And to make things worse, I’ve felt as right as rain until now, but today I have a fever, and I don’t know why.

			This letter has started out badly. The truth is, I can’t stand this separation any longer. When I’m feeling well, I work, I fill the days and they pass by. But today, I’m doing nothing; I’m dragging myself around, giving in to you and to a thousand thoughts.

			I’m tired and I’m afraid to wallow in this mood. This note is just to tell you the color of my day, my thoughts. It’s humid and hot. Today is a day for silence, for naked bodies, dimly lit rooms, and surrender. My thoughts are the color of your hair.

			On Monday, and after that, for a few more days, they’ll be the color of your eyes. Stay strong until that day, I beg of you. I send you all my love.

			
				A.

			

			Monday. Sick for two days. Some strange insect stung me. I had an anaphylactic reaction. Nice word that means I had bouts of sweating and shivering every hour. Today, they’re gone, the weather is superb and most importantly, most importantly, I’m all but sure I’ll get a letter from you in a little while. It’s been more than ten days! Chérie, can you feel what that means?

			37. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday, August 30 [1948]

			

			The joy of your letter, the joy of finding you, hasn’t changed. Thank you, mon chéri. Throughout all these days of silence, my doubts grew, and, against my will, I ended up stupidly tormenting myself. But a sentence from you, the sound of your voice I imagine behind that sentence—you, so alive, and peace returns at last.

			I too am in the best of health and feeling strong. We are finally going to live what is truly called life: to love, to create, to be passionate, together at last. Yes, I’m more and more impatient and nervous. I’m still someone who would go on swimming against the tide for a long time, waiting to find the wave he knows will carry him forward to a place where he can catch his breath and find new strength. I’m waiting for the tide.

			I’m glad you decided to speak to your father. I can guess what it means to him, and the last thing I’d want would be to upset him or cause him pain. But since we exist, since we have decided, fully consciously, to live out this love, the worst thing would be to mislead him. I’m incapable of that. I have too much respect and esteem for him, and I’d feel uncomfortable lying. Besides, I’m sure that if I talked to him sincerely, he’d find things more acceptable. But you’ve told me I shouldn’t do that, and you know him better than me. I’ll do what you think best and say nothing. But I feel better at the idea that he knows. With time, perhaps he’ll understand that I want nothing for you but what he wants. The two of us love you more than ourselves. I proved that by giving you up, a long time ago. But I know now that I’m proving it even more by seeing our love through to the end. Besides, I love you too much to not totally accept him. And he won’t have to see me unless he wants to.

			I’ll send you the changes for L’Inquisition[*42] tomorrow (that’s the title I’ve settled on). I need to go over them and tell you where I’ve added the new passages. I’m going to hear you, once more! I’m going to hear myself through your voice, as in the past. I haven’t walked by the [Théâtre des] Mathurins these past two years without my heart breaking. It was there that I experienced the greatest and most pure joy a man can feel. That’s why I never stopped feeling infinite gratitude toward you, not even when I hated you the most.

			I’ve been in the water a lot recently. Unfortunately, I can barely swim anymore. But I’m resigned to that now, though not long ago it made me furious. Perhaps with practice…We should go swimming in a pool this winter.

			Yes, we’re going to take the time to look at each other, find each other, understand each other. But there will be other moments, won’t there, moments when there is a surge, when happiness and passion rains down…The night is sweet, covered in the evening stars. Good night, Chérie! Ten more nights like this one and our exile will be over. I send you kisses for ten nights from now, from the depths of my heart.

			
				A.

			

			You’ll receive this letter around the 2nd. Write to me on the 3rd or 4th. I’ll have your letter (the last one!) around the 6th or 7th. Make sure you don’t forget. Ten days, it’s just too long.

			
				Tuesday [August 31, 1948]

			

			I couldn’t mail this letter yesterday (a flat tire). So I’m taking advantage to add a few words. I won’t send you the script changes. It would take too long to explain the places where they go and the deletions necessary in the rest [of the script]. I’ll be able to give you the details in person in about ten days, and you’ll have two weeks to memorize the new lines. Until then, don’t worry: the feeling of the role has not changed at all, so you can work on it as it is.

			I must mail this letter. Receive it with all my hope and love.

			
				A.

			

			38. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				September 3, 1948

			

			It’s been a long time since I wrote to you, mon chéri. The truth is, I don’t know what to say anymore. Everything I feel within me for you, I must say it now, shout it out to you. Our time together is too close for me to go on living apart from you, and even though the days seem more interminable than ever, each brings with it such a clear idea that I’ll soon be with you that the next day I find myself completely surprised not to have you standing before me. The methodical existence I built for myself while waiting for you is now nothing more than a machine gone haywire, and you’re not yet here so I can be myself again. In this kind of minor chaos, I try hard to do just one thing: make the time pass.

			I’m not reading anymore: I can’t read anymore.

			I don’t go for walks anymore: I feel that something might happen at the house while I’m away.

			I think about you, about us, about the days to come, I wait for the mail, I daydream, I organize, and every evening when I go to bed, I say to myself: “What! It’s still not the 10th?!”

			Fortunately, the news of your brief illness reached me when you were already better; I, however, had the honor of having bad indigestion (causes: sun and [swimming in] cold water after lunch) at the same time as you were having your anaphylactic attack; but I’ll tell you about that later.

			Pitou is here, and fortunately she wears me out physically, making me try to play tennis, go on walks, do some shopping, and go to Vernon from time to time.

			My father’s been doing better recently. We talked about you again, but I’ll explain that when we speak.

			Now, tell me if you want me to meet you in Paris or if you prefer to come and get us; tell me as soon as possible so I can arrange everything. The weather here is uncertain, rather bad, so I don’t care whether we leave on the 10th or the 15th.

			Ah, mon chéri, I’ll stop here. I’d rather wait to be with you to talk about everything and tell you what I want to. I only sent this note to tell you how much I’m looking forward to seeing you, how intensely I’m looking forward to it, how I only live for you. Don’t leave me before you get here. Keep me safe in you and come quickly. I love you.

			
				Maria

			

			Don’t forget to call me on your way or when you arrive in Paris. I’m always at home around dinnertime (8–10 o’clock) or lunchtime (1–2 o’clock unless I go to Pressagny).

			I’d like us to meet on our own, with no one else there, at least for the first half hour.

			39. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Saturday 4 [September 1948]

			

			I couldn’t write to you yesterday or the day before, mon chéri. The house was still full of people: Char and his friends the day before yesterday, then yesterday Grenier[*43] (you know, my teacher and mentor) arrived from Egypt with his family. My head was spinning. And on top of that it’s been pouring for forty-eight hours and still hasn’t stopped; the whole area is flooded, which makes day-to-day life more difficult. I was a taxi driver for those two days, continually. And I’d also gotten out of the habit of being with people; I’d gotten used to being alone with you, so sweetly and intensely, so I was ill at ease, tired and disorientated. Today peace has returned. And I’m going to spend part of the day with Grenier. The sky looks full of rain for many more days to come. But on Friday, I leave!

			Nevertheless, I thought about you almost all the time over the past two days. The weather was beautiful on Wednesday, for the last time. I went for a drive with Char up to the top of the Vaucluse mountain, at night. The Milky Way dipped into the valley, merging with the luminous mist that rose from the villages. Impossible to distinguish the light of the stars from the lights of man. There were villages in the sky and constellations in the mountains. The night was so beautiful, so vast, so sweet-smelling, that your heart felt as big as the world. And yet, you filled my heart. And I’d never thought about you with such freedom and joy.

			If the weather up north is the same as here, I doubt you’ll stay longer than the 10th. In any case, Michel sent me a letter (without me asking him anything) saying he won’t have a room free until the 15th. In any case, I’ll call you on the 8th or 9th before I leave. I so hate the telephone, and the idea that we’ll first be together on the phone bothers me.

			I’m coming back with my play only half finished. That bothers me. I don’t know why, but I’m counting on you to get me going on it again, and to help me. I’m waiting, that’s all I do, or almost.

			As for the unimportant things, I’m noticeably losing my tan. So you won’t have to be jealous of me. We’ll both be the color of the weather. I think about Paris, about autumn, well really, about us. This long separation is nearing its end. I don’t regret it. We wrote to each other, and I feel we’ve gotten to know each other better that way. We’ve let the hot lava and turbulence of the month of July recede. We can see more clearly. For me, the result is a love that is more intense, deeper, more patient and more generous. I love you and trust you. Now we will begin to live.

			See you soon, Maria. See you soon, mon chéri. I send you a long kiss.

			
				A.

			

			40. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				September 6 [1948]

			

			Grenier left two days ago; Bloch-Michel[*44] and his wife arrived yesterday. These past few days have been decidedly too busy. And even though I like them all very much, this chaos mostly prevents me from being alone with you. You walk beside me amid all this hustle and bustle. I think about the day I’ll return that is now approaching quickly. I’m still waiting, but this time I’m waiting for your last letter, which I assume I’ll get tomorrow or the next day. It hasn’t stopped pouring in three days. The weather was gloomy yesterday. Today, sun and clouds. Alas, my tan is completely gone: you won’t swoon but will stand tall when we meet. I love you tall and proud too.

			Because of these visits, I’ve more or less stopped working. I must do some when I get back. But I think about that with joy. You are the only thing in my life that does not interfere with my work: on the contrary, you help me. What have you been doing and how are you? I haven’t had any letters for so long and my stupid anxiety is starting to come back. As soon as I receive your letter I’ll be able to breathe again. I suppose you’ll also tell me what you’ve decided. And I’ll send you a note (the last one!) right away to tell you in detail what I’m doing.

			So this is my next-to-the-last letter. It brings you my trust and love, the joy I’ve felt in waiting for you; it reaffirms my need of you, the hope that I can help you as you wish, my desire, and the tenderness and surrender of all my being. Be happy and beautiful, calm, and peaceful for a while. There will be more shadows and storms. But the foundation, the hard, shining foundation, is now assured. What happiness, what pride, what courage that brings, mon chéri! I send you kisses, from closer now than ever…

			
				A.

			

			41. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				September 7 [1948]

			

			I got your letter yesterday, mon chéri. I understand why you have nothing more to say: the end is too near. So I’ll do as you do. This last message is to give you precise details. The best way for us to meet is in Paris. But perhaps I could spare you and your father a difficult journey. So this is what I’ll do. I’ll leave very early on Friday morning. I hope to be in Paris by evening. I will have called you around noon. I’ll also call you when I get there or on Saturday morning if I arrive too late. I’ll come to Giverny on Saturday. I’ll stop at Pressagny and call you from there, and you can meet me on the way. Does that work for you? I think that’s the best way around everything. We’ll go back the same day, of course.

			If you agree, all you need to do is wait. If there’s a change of plan, or if you decide on something else, tell Michel. I’ll call him on Thursday at noon and he can briefly tell me what’s happening. If he says nothing, it means you approve my little plan.

			That’s all. It’s over now. My heart is full to bursting. But I feel silent, as silent as a tomb. If I opened my mouth, everything would come pouring out. I send you a soft kiss…Looking forward to Saturday.

			
				A.

			

			42. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*45]

			
				[October 27, 1948]

			

			I’m sending you a bouquet of enthusiastic cheers. But it’s your author sending them, not to you, but to the torch, the dark flames, the dazzling face, I mean to Victoria, to whom I can at least tell that I admire and love, respectfully…

			
				AC

			

			43. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Christmas [1948]

			

			You’ve gone, my love, leaving me completely full of you, enveloped by you, wrapped around you. And I feared this Christmas meeting so much!

			And now you’re going so far away tomorrow, far away, but I’ll still feel your warm body next to me, wherever I go.

			I don’t love you in an “all-encompassing” way, but I can’t understand how the joy that your continual presence awakens in my heart is not enough to make me happy, or why there are moments when I resent myself for wanting more.

			But what can you do! When I’m home, next to the fireplace, like I am this very moment, how can I not feel the need for us to watch the fire together? When I read Tolstoy, discovering an entire world of wonder on every page, how can I do that without you, in the flesh, to share it with me? When I go out and something in the street or somewhere else shocks me, pains me or makes me laugh, how can I not look for the expression in your eyes? When I go to bed, how can I not feel you there? When someone speaks to me, how can I not think about your lips? When someone looks at me, how can I not think about your eyes. And your nose, your hands, your forehead, your arms, your legs, your body, your mannerisms, your smile?

			Ah, I’m starting to get aroused! But I understand myself. I’ve discovered the Marvelous, but can only have it when allowed, and at certain times! How could I not revolt!

			I want you everywhere, in every way, and entirely; and I want you forever. Yes, forever, and I don’t want to hear “if…” or “maybe” or “as long as…” I want you, I know that; it’s a need, and I’ll use all my heart, all my soul, all my will and even all my cruelty, if necessary, to have you.

			If you don’t agree, if you desire peace, if you’re afraid, tell me when you get back, then go away.

			Otherwise, I’ll see it through to the end. Perhaps I’ll lose your love. Well, too bad. I accept the risk. Perhaps the life I’m creating for myself will be only anguish and sadness. Too bad!

			You must choose now. It’s not too late, so tell me what you choose. That’s all I ask. The rest is up to me alone.

			I’m not being very clear, am I?…But I can feel that there’s something true in it all. Up until now, I’ve never done anything or even thought of any way to change our life. The fact that I can make certain decisions alone can change many things, believe me.

			So?

			I feel strong in my love for you, and capable of overcoming everything. The moment has come to choose between that and all the noble feelings of pity and generosity I’ve always allowed myself. The pull of weakness is very great, and I don’t see why I shouldn’t be able to compare it with the strength of my love, which is perhaps more appealing but more forbidden for that very reason. Someone is going to be unhappy, and in that case, I know it will be the person who also makes you unhappy. It’s a way to feel less guilty. That’s why I will never ask anything of you.

			As for me, I can’t live a life of sacrifice; it’s an honor, a type of happiness and wisdom I wasn’t given (the fairy who wasn’t invited). It dries me out and kills me. I must act and either win or lose.

			
				Sunday evening [December 26, 1948]

			

			Oh, since you left, how amazingly heavy time has been to bear, mon chéri. Heavy, full, surprising.

			I love you and I’m discovering it gradually, minute by minute, with astonishment that won’t fade. You can’t know: [I’m] like a young girl. Completely in love. Happiness, my love, this is happiness, here as if by a miracle, grace. It just happened, you know? And don’t ask me why or how. I don’t know. I know it’s there, with you, surrounding me and filling me, in this little nook where you left all your warmth.

			Where you and I are concerned, nothing else counts anymore; nothing and no one in the world, and if you live and if I live, we will always be us, despite time and space, ideas and other people, good health or bad.

			If you live…Oh my love, the other night, the idea that you could die came to me and, I swear to you, for a moment I no longer existed. That [feeling] was what I wanted, but it was difficult to achieve.

			It came quite honestly and quite simply, in a moment, and has been here for a few hours.

			I’m praying, oh yes! I’m praying for you, for us, with all my strength and all my soul so [that feeling] stays with me forever.

			I shouldn’t be talking to you about all this. Perhaps I’m upsetting you now, but do you understand? You needed to know, and I needed to tell you right away, in case [the feeling] went away.

			Even if you are distraught with unhappiness, hold me tightly against you, even in that very unhappiness, hold me tightly, very tightly and keep me very close.

			I’m happy, my love, because of you. I’ve waited for such a long time. I love you, I love you, I love you.

			
				M.

			

			Well?

			44. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Sunday 10 p.m. [December 26, 1948]

			

			A bad day. I arrived this morning unable to sleep. The plane flew among the stars, slowly. Above the Balearic Islands, the sea was full of constellations. I thought of you. And all day, there was an old woman in a hospital who didn’t know how close she was to death.[*46] Fortunately, my mother was there; she avoids everything through kindness and indifference (it was through her I learned that those feelings could happily coexist).[*47] This evening, I wanted to walk in the town, empty as always after 9 o’clock. And then rain, the way it falls here, intense and brief. In the empty city, I had the impression I was at the end of the earth. Yet it’s my city. Going back to my room (I’m staying at a hotel), I had the bizarre feeling I’d find you there and that something tremendous was finally beginning. But the room was empty, and I started to write.

			You haven’t left me since yesterday, I’ve never loved you so passionately, in the night sky, in the dawn hours at the aerodrome, in this city where I’m now a stranger, in the rain at the port…To lose you is to lose myself as well, that’s the reply I wanted to shout out to you since you asked me to.

			But I must sleep, I’m asleep on my feet. But at least I can tell you I’ve thought of you all day. I’m going to stay here until the next operation, in about ten days. Write to me, don’t leave me alone. I’ve been haunted by bad thoughts, an omen; I was disheartened at certain moments. Oh mon chéri, I need you so much. Yet there was also a lingering sweetness from carrying you [with me] this way, like there is tonight when I’m dying of weariness and tenderness. I hold you close, my love, very tightly, but making sure you can breathe, of course.

			45. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday 10 a.m. [December 27, 1948]

			

			I prefer not to reread what I wrote yesterday; I was exhausted and as melancholy as the streets of Algiers in the rain. This morning, the sun poured into my bedroom. I slept for ten hours with no dreams, the way you sleep after making love. And it’s a magnificent day in the city. Algiers is a city that’s best in the morning, I’d forgotten that.

			Today I’m going to have lunch at my mother’s, in the suburb where I spent my childhood.[*48]

			How was your lunch yesterday? I’d give one of my hands (I’m exaggerating) to go for a walk with you this morning by the sea, and to teach you to love what I love, dark daughter of the wind. Look, the sun is shining on my paper and I’m writing these words in the middle of a lake of gold. (Yesterday, I found this definition of the sun in a book: the ferocious golden eye of eternity. But it’s Rimbaud who’s right, eternity is the sea merging with the sun.[*49] You see, mornings in Algiers make me poetic.)

			My handwriting is getting smaller and worse. That must mean something. And yet I feel myself growing stronger, feel I have a new heart, and the most beautiful love. I wait patiently. Tonight, I’ll probably feel differently. While waiting, I have the greatest, most stubborn kind of confidence. It was Gustave Doré who said that where art was concerned, he had the patience of an ox.[*50] This morning, I’m an ox (well, not completely…) who’s in love…

			Have you at least written to me? As patient as I am, I’m still seething at the thought of our lost hours and days. I can’t think about our evenings in front of the fire without a pang in my heart. You can’t keep our fire burning when I’m not with you, that’s a foregone conclusion. Try anyway, and at least keep watch over our love. The Vestal Virgin look suits you. In a week, I’ll come and carry you away. In a week…now I’m impatient. Write me a long letter, send a bit of yourself to this city that awaits you, keep looking toward me, love me like you did at midnight on the 24th [Christmas Eve], and, if you are depressed, forgive me for being so alive this morning. But the sun and you…

			I kiss you, my love, with all my might.

			
				AC

			

			46. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Tuesday [December 28, 1948]

			

			A note, ma chérie, so this day does not end without writing to you. It’s late and I’m oddly tired, worn out rather, by a whole day of reliving memories, the neighborhood where I was brought up, forgotten relatives, a childhood friend I just had dinner with. I will be returning to Algiers as infrequently as possible. In a way, it’s wonderful, you’ll be able to take me to Brittany,[*51] which is so like the place where you were born. Fortunately, my mother is here, and I’d give a lot for you to meet her. Today, during lunch, your name was constantly on my lips. I wanted to talk to her about you, about us. What held me back was the idea of leaving her in peace, not troubling such a pure, good heart. And yet, I would have found a kind of freedom in confiding my joy and my pain to her. She is the only person to whom I want to reveal a bit of the profound love that makes my life what it is today. I’m not sure she’d understand it. But I’m sure she’d understand me, because she loves me.[*52] I don’t hesitate to tell you these things, even though I know they will cause you pain. But these things are true, and I can’t hide them from you. They also prove how I understand the part of you that you keep silent about. Insofar as anyone can share pain, my love, your pain is mine.

			It’s a beautiful day. But all I feel is the desire to leave, to flee, to finally be with you again. I haven’t stopped thinking about you, you are with me even when you don’t want to be. I have your picture in my room, and I’m constantly moved. Outside, everything reminds me of our life, and I’m also continually impatient.

			I was hoping for a letter from you today. But it’s too early and my mild disappointment this evening, finding my mailbox empty, is quite stupid. All I have left is to imagine you, which I’m trying to do. Very purely, though. Give up the body for a month and it leaves you for six months. That’s very true. But what terrifies me is the seventh month.

			You! I want to be with you so much. The sea is filling my heart. Good night, my love.

			
				Wednesday morning [December 29, 1948]

			

			A letter from you. You are wonderful to have written so soon to tell me what you’ve been doing. As always, I worry when you give me such great joy. You tell me not to ask the why or the how. But naturally, it’s the why and the how that I want to ask. You see, I’m an incorrigible fool. But that doesn’t prevent me from savoring immense happiness deep within me, happiness like yours. Mon chéri, tell me what all that means, if it’s the height of happiness people sometimes reach, and if it might last. The days here drag on; they remain alive only through you and the state of waiting I’m in. I need you to talk to me without holding back. We’ve reached a point where nothing can separate us, where we have finally yielded to each other. I have always desired—and passionately—to belong to you, with both my faults and my good qualities: totally.

			Today, you are the only person to whom I can, and wish, to open my heart. So every gesture, every cry, coming from you gives me almost painful joy: it seems that you too are giving yourself to me.

			Write to me, my love. Talk to me as if we were so close that our lips were touching. I miss you and love you.

			
				AC

			

			47. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Tuesday, no, Thursday 30 [December 1948]

			

			I don’t even know how I’m still alive.

			I received your first letter. You love me! That’s certain, because you wouldn’t worry about my state of despair or enthusiasm while reading your letters if you didn’t love me. And with your love as a certainty, what else could I hope for?

			Now don’t worry. I’m just in a mood to laugh with pleasure at your vitality that Algiers seems to push to the extreme. I’m in the mood to love you so much and so truly that everything you send me will be taken just as you intend.

			I’m happy, even though during the days and long nights when I can’t manage to sleep, I’m always thinking, sometimes unpleasant things. Yet that’s when I can savor this new happiness, free from folly and blindness; that’s when I see it’s true, because at this moment, nothing can destroy my exhilaration. No, [the feeling] is serious, clear-sighted and strong, and it makes me tremble with astonishment, fear and hope. It brings me passionate desire, and I feel I am a woman…your woman!

			How are you? How is this bad visit going? How is it turning out? Are you sad?

			And when are you coming back to me? It’s so long, it’s so hard! Why do these days without you feel much longer than the ones I spent at Giverny, and why, in the end, does missing [you] manage to make me happy? When you left, why did you suddenly leave life stirring within me, like a child I would carry with such pride!? Why all that, and suddenly, not before or after—or ever?

			A miracle? Grace?

			I had a dream (forgive me). I dreamt I was kneeling, and everything above the altar of my faith spoke with your voice. You, whom I will never doubt.

			And yet, everything is against us, everything, I know it more now than ever, and even though I turn the problem over and over in my mind, I can’t manage to come up with a solution. So I start again, and those are my nights since you left.

			Ah, come quickly, and now that I have unlimited trust in you, in me, in us, while nestled between your long legs, perhaps you’ll teach me how to trust in life!

			So everything will happen by itself…And I will lead you through the wind, the driving rain, the rose windows of the waves with the scent of kelp, and I will make you understand “you awful still-water lover burnt by the sun”: I will make you understand and love the infinite movement [of the sea] completely wet, salty, where one can only live in the past, because a moment is fleeting, inaccessible.

			I love you. Write to me. Kiss your mother for me without telling her why.

			I love you, come back to me as soon as possible and be calm, at peace. I’m very close, very close to you, completely with you. Wise. Serious. Trembling and…warm! Yes, warm as well, and I can tell you that because I’m also an ox.

			Good night.

			
				M.

			

			48. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*53]

			
				[December 31, 1948]

			

			Happy New Year am with you, Albert

			49. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Friday 10:00 [December 31, 1948]

			

			I just received your telegram, mon chéri. I too hope this never ends. This year is beginning with happiness and beauty, for you have given me so much as never before. Even though apprehension always lies at the heart of my greatest joys, it is very true that this time I am giving myself to you, thinking of nothing but this happiness that now exists between us. Is it possible that we can finally truly support one another! If so, I feel there would be no limit to my strength. And, for everything I want to do, I need endless strength.

			All of this, which astounds me, nevertheless seems natural in the end. You are the best of what I have within me, it’s you that I return to, and with all our differences, we are so alike, so sympathetic to one another and so intimate (in the best sense of the word) that even an excess of passion or rage could not destroy a love that is stronger than us. We just needed to acknowledge it. And we must continue to do so. Whatever happens, there will be this intensity, an intensity so profound that nothing could truly disrupt it.

			I’m putting all this badly because I’m disorientated here, bizarrely inept, incapable of doing anything. I think I need you. I can’t even write anymore. I dream, and often. I mostly dream about you beside me, and of the time when we won’t have to talk about this love anymore. Yes, I want us to stop talking about it; I’d like it to become so embedded in our lives, so at one with our breathing…to love the way we breathe, yes. And to live and fight together, with certainty. Chérie, I thank you so much for what you give me, and I would so like to increase and strengthen the happiness you tell me you feel…

			But I’ll stop. Happy New Year, my love! Years together, and may I not die far away from you…I have an idiotic desire to cry, but only out of an excess of life. I hold you close, for a very long time,

			
				Albert

			

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 Camus had just joined his family on L’Isle-sur-la-Sorgue, where he rented the Domaine de Palerme for the summer. (René Char was his neighbor.) It was there that he was putting the finishing touches on his play L’Ếtat de siège (State of Emergency), born out of a project with Jean-Louis Barrault, as well as his own reflections on The Plague; at this time, he also wrote “L’Exile d’Hélène” (“The Exile of Helen”) for the literary magazine Les Cahiers du Sud, later published in L’Ếté (Summer) in 1954.

			

			
				*2 The place where the action in State of Emergency takes place.

			

			
				*3 Petrarch (1304–1374), born into a Florentine family in exile, traveled for several years to Fontaine-de-Vaucluse (known in the past as Vaucluse) on the banks of the Sorgues river, seven kilometers from L’Isle-sur-la-Sorgue. He had met Laura, his muse, a few years earlier in Avignon.

			

			
				*4 René Char and Camus met in 1946, at Gallimard, at the launch of Char’s Feuillets d’Hypnos (Leaves of Hypnos), part of the series Espoir (Hope), which Camus was editing. The two writers became great friends, in particular because of their mutual attachment to the Vaucluse and Luberon regions.

			

			
				*5 Provisional title of State of Emergency.

			

			
				*6 Les Justes (The Just Assassins).

			

			
				*7 Casarès and her father had been staying at the Baudy Hotel in Giverny since July 31, 1948. Gérard Philipe joined them for a few days. It was during this stay that Maria kept a logbook, part of which reveals her feelings for Camus. It was published in Javier Figuero and Marie-Hélène Carbonel, Maria Casarès, l’ètrangère (Maria Casarès, the Stranger) (Fayard, 2005), pp. 367–372.

			

			
				*8 Probably a reference to how often they will write to each other. [Trans.]

			

			
				*9 Santiago Casares Quiroga (May 8, 1884–February 17, 1950). A lawyer by trade, he became very active in the political movement in Galicia that led to the proclamation of the Second Republic in Spain in April 1931. After having occupied several ministerial posts, he served as prime minister of Spain from May 13 to July 18, 1936. He had tuberculosis, and after three years of exile in England, he moved to Paris permanently in June 1945, in the same apartment as his wife and daughter and Enrique López Tolentino—his wife’s lover and Maria’s friend. As this situation was rather awkward, he left the apartment in February 1948 at Maria’s request.

			

			
				*10 War and Peace by Leo Tolstoy (1865), The Pleiades by Gobineau (1874), and Demons by Dostoyevsky (1872). Camus would adapt Demons for the stage in 1959 under the title Les Possédés (The Possessed).

			

			
				*11 Casarès had kept Quat’sous, her dog, after filming Robert Bresson’s Les Dames du bois de Boulogne in 1945.

			

			
				*12 Claude Gallimard (Gaston’s son) and his wife, Simone, were staying at the Gallimard family’s property in Pressagny-l’Orgueilleux, on the banks of the Seine, about twelve kilometers from Giverny.

			

			
				*13 Angeles Arellano de Jiménez (known as Angèle) and her husband, Juan Ramón Jiménez, were Casarès’s housekeepers. Introduced to her by Enrique López Tolentino, they began working for her a little while after Gloria’s death and moved into the apartment on the rue de Vaugirard in February 1948.

			

			
				*14 Casarès had a success playing Victoria, the daughter of the judge, in State of Emergency when it was produced by the Compagnie Renaud-Barrault at the Théâtre Marigny in October 1948. Victoria was also the actress’s middle name, and she often signed her letters with the two initials MV.

			

			
				*15 “It must be clear that, despite what is being said, State of Emergency is in no way an adaptation of my novel [The Plague],” Camus wrote in a “Notice” to the original edition of State of Emergency (Gallimard, November 20, 1948).

			

			
				*16 When they arrived in Paris in 1936, Casarès and her mother lived at 148 bis, rue de Vaugirard, at the Hôtel Paris–New York, before renting an apartment at number 148, in the same street, in about 1940.

			

			
				*17 The title originally considered for The Just Assassins.

			

			
				*18 Maria Casarès is talking about an article in Spanish, dated August 12, 1948, included in the first three pages of this letter.

			

			
				*19 Mariano Miguel Montanés.

			

			
				*20 Lluís Companys i Jover (1882–1940) was a Catalan lawyer and politician. President of the Generalitat de Catalunya in 1934, he was imprisoned for having declared the sovereignty of Catalonia in the heart of the Spanish Federal Republic. Freed in 1936, he went into exile in France after the Civil War but was then handed over to Franco’s military dictatorship by the Gestapo and executed at Montjuïc in Barcelona.

			

			
				*21 Andrés Garcia de la Barga (1887–1975), known by the pseudonym Corpus Barga, was a Spanish poet and essayist and an important figure in the Republican cause. After going into exile in France, he settled in Peru in 1948.

			

			
				*22 Camus’s mother was of Spanish descent, and he knew the language. [Trans.]

			

			
				*23 Gérard Philipe (1922–1959) had his first theatrical success while still a student at the Paris Conservatory, playing the role of the Angel in Sodome et Gomorrhe by Jean Giraudoux in 1943. Camus gave him the role of the Emperor for the stage play of Caligula in 1945. He was Casarès’s friend as well as her lover for a brief time during the filming of La Chartreuse de Parme in Italy in 1947. They acted together in December 1947 at the Théâtre des Noctambules, in Les Épiphanies by Henri Pichette, directed by Georges Vitaly, and from 1954 onward at the TNP (Théâtre National Populaire) and at Jean Vilar’s Avignon Festival.

			

			
				*24 Nancy Cunard (1896–1965), an English writer who settled in France in 1920 and was in modernist literary and artistic circles (she was Louis Aragon’s partner) and spent her entire life committed to the fight against racism and fascism.

			

			
				*25 Paul Raffi was a childhood friend of Camus’s in Algeria who worked with him to create the Théâtre du Travail (1935).

			

			
				*26 “Oh! How ridiculous you look today!”

			

			
				*27 History of the Thirteen, a three-part novel by Balzac, published in 1833–1834.

			

			
				*28 These are all sections of History of the Thirteen. [Trans.]

			

			
				*29 A novel by Pierre Choderlos de Laclos, published in 1782. [Trans.]

			

			
				*30 Jacques Hébertot (1886–1970), whose real name was André Daviel, was a journalist and theater director. In 1940, he took over the Théâtre des Arts, renaming it the Théâtre Hébertot, where plays by Jean Cocteau, Jean Giraudoux, and Henry de Montherlant were staged…as well as Camus’s Caligula (1945), with Gérard Philipe, Michel Bouquet, and Georges Vitaly.

			

			
				*31 Gérard Philipe, who was expected to act in The Just Assassins.

			

			
				*32 “Je vis, au fond de lui, comme une épave heureuse.” from René Char, “Allegéance” (Fureur et mystère, 1948). [Trans.]

			

			
				*33 In State of Emergency.

			

			
				*34 The two cycles dedicated to the absurd and to revolt; the play The Just Assassins belongs to the revolt cycle.

			

			
				*35 Quotation from a letter by Stendhal to his friend Domenico di Fiore dated November 1, 1834, used by Camus in his preface to the republication in 1958 of L’Envers et l’endroit (variously translated as The Wrong Side and the Right Side and Betwixt and Between), a collection of essays first published in by Edmond Charlot in 1937, and then Gallimard in 1958.

			

			
				*36 The resemblance between Camus and Humphrey Bogart.

			

			
				*37 Probably Renée Thomasset, the future wife of Robert Gallimard (1952) and the sister of Jeanne Thomasset (the wife of Michel Gallimard).

			

			
				*38 Mario Prassinos (1916–1985) was born in Turkey to a Greek family that immigrated to Paris at the beginning of the 1920s. He was a painter and illustrator, and close to the Gallimards and to Raymond Queneau. He famously created numerous covers for the Nouvelle Revue française. He married Yolande Borelly (called Yo) in 1938; they had a daughter, Catherine, in 1946. He became friends with Camus and Sartre during the Occupation.

			

			
				*39 The actor and director Jean-Louis Barrault (1910–1994), who created the Compagnie Renaud-Barrault with his wife, Madeleine Renaud (1900–1994); it was then housed in the Théâtre Marigny, in 1946 where they notably hired Pierre Bertin, Jean Desailly, Simone Valère, Pierre Renoir, etc.

			

			
				*40 A collection of short stories by John Steinbeck, published in French by Gallimard in 1948.

			

			
				*41 Mireille Dorion, known as Pitou, was an old school friend of Maria’s.

			

			
				*42 Another provisional title for State of Emergency.

			

			
				*43 The writer Jean Grenier (1898–1971), Camus’s former philosophy teacher at the Lycée d’Alger who remained his friend. His works, mainly published by the Nouvelle Revue française, would have a strong influence on Camus’s works. Jean Grenier was then teaching in Egypt. After the war, he was the arts critic for Combat.

			

			
				*44 The lawyer and writer Jean Bloch-Michel (1912–1987), a friend of Camus’s who took charge of financial matters for Combat.

			

			
				*45 A card accompanying a bouquet of flowers sent for the premiere of State of Emergency at the Théâtre Marigny, in which Casarès played Victoria; also starring Pierre Bertin, Madeleine Renaud, Pierre Brasseur, Marie-Hélène Dasté, Simone Valère, Jean Desailly, and Jean-Louis Barrault, who also directed. Vincent Auriol, François Mitterrand, André Breton, Paul Claudel, Jean Cocteau, Jean-Paul Sartre, Pablo Picasso, and Kees van Dongen all attended the performance. But the critical reception of the play was not favorable, as Camus was considered a philosopher and an ethical thinker and not a true dramatist.

			

			
				*46 Camus had gone to Algeria to see his maternal aunt, Antoinette Acault, who had had an operation.

			

			
				*47 Readers of The Stranger will note how statements such as this apply to Camus’s main character, Meursault, regarding his relationship to his mother. [Trans.]

			

			
				*48 The Belcourt area, where Camus’s mother, Catherine Hélène Sintès Camus, settled with her children and their grandmother Sintès settled in 1921 (at 93, rue de Lyon).

			

			
				*49 Arthur Rimbaud, “Eternity.” in the collection Une Saison en enfer (A Season in Hell): “Elle est retrouvée! / Quoi?—L’éternité. / C’est la mer allée / Avec le soleil” (She is found again! / What?—Eternity. / It is the sea merging / With the sun”), the first and last stanzas of the poem. [Trans.]

			

			
				*50 Camus cites this saying of Doré’s again in his Carnets (Notebooks) (II, Folio, 2013, p. 101); it’s cited in a letter from van Gogh to his brother, Theo, dated October 28, 1883.

			

			
				*51 Camus is referring to Camaret-sur-Mer, in the Finistère region, where Maria and her mother went for the first time in 1937. It reminded them of the Atlantic coastline of their dear Galicia.

			

			
				*52 This entire section sheds light on Camus’s relationship with his mother as portrayed in The Stranger. [Trans.]

			

			
				*53 A telegram.
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			50. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Saturday evening [January 1, 1949]

			

			Here I am, “consenting,” and speaking to you with “my lips close to yours.”

			Only (I feel like laughing with happiness) there are too many [feelings], and they’re too deep and too confusing. But don’t worry: all these things that are churning around in me—the old and the new, both at the same time—jumble together and merge, but I feel them melting, full of sap, and I can’t imagine they could suddenly disappear.

			Oh, I’m afraid, me too, horribly afraid, and if you could see me all withdrawn into myself, guarding, even hiding this newly discovered treasure, I think you’d feel the enormity of this sudden change in me and you’d fear less.

			Besides, it’s obvious, apparently. But I’m afraid—I don’t know why—and for the first time in my life I lower my eyes when someone looks at me too long.

			As for knowing why or how, I’m waiting, my love, for us to find out together. If you hold me deep inside you, as you will, I might finally be totally transparent.

			And it’s the same with everything; I look at everything and everyone as through a veil, with more sympathy, perhaps. And I love the things around me more, that’s all there is to it. As for us, my life is all about us, and everything in my life is now love. An example, a detail, separate from anything else, to show you [what I mean]: I was surprised to find myself wanting to have your child and for you to be with me when I give birth.

			Oh, no, don’t worry! I quickly scolded myself. That can’t happen, all I felt was a heavy, but very sweet, sadness.

			Don’t talk to your mother about anything. She’s too far away and it would only upset her, loving you the way she does.

			And above all, mainly don’t talk to anyone else about us. I’m afraid.

			Wait and you’ll talk to me about me, about us. No one else in the world could listen to you better.

			My love, think about it carefully. Yes, we’ve reached the point where nothing could ever separate us again, the point where we have yielded to each other, but before we commit, think about it. That way you’ll never have to regret making a reckless decision like you once did.

			It’s so serious and we have so much against us, so much. Come back quickly and pull me out of this anguish that takes over when I’m alone and thinking about us.

			Come quickly. I’m waiting for you, longing for you, and I pray, I pray, I pray.

			I hold you very close and kiss you, I love you.

			
				M.

			

			Write to me. You can’t know the happiness that your cherished writing brings me. Your writing is the look in your eyes and a certain way you smile.

			I got your roses. I was expecting them, but they suddenly filled the whole house; they made my bedroom seem festive. Much more than I had hoped.

			51. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				January 1 [1949]

			

			The year is beginning and I can’t hold you in my arms, my love; never have I felt your absence so bitterly. It’s true that you haven’t written to me and I’m questioning myself about you endlessly. If I hadn’t had your letter, your telegram, and the impact they had on me, I’d feel very low. I hope you’ve written to me since then, so I’ll be with you again.

			They’re operating on my aunt[*1] for the second time on Tuesday or Wednesday. I could leave two days after that. So I’ll be in Paris by the end of the week, at the latest. Taking the night flight. I’ll arrive at Orly very early and wait until you’re up before coming to see you. I’ll be so emotional in that elevator…I feel as if I’ll be meeting you for the first time.

			Did you think about me, yesterday at midnight? I thought about you with all my might, reaching out toward you with all the intensity of love. I had dinner with one of my cousins, at his club. There was a young woman there who really annoyed me. Seeing that I didn’t react to her, she took—dare I say it—the bull by the horns. She seemed to find it inconceivable that a man might prefer to be alone at a party on New Year’s Eve.

			It was inconceivable, however, and I didn’t want to be alone at all. I wanted to be with you. I wanted to feel your hands on my shoulders. Finally, I managed to discourage this Sister of Charity. And at midnight, alone at the bar, with the lights turned off, I drank my brandy with you, full of love and sadness. You see, I was in a sentimental mood. But there was also a wonderful sweetness in feeling you were with me. And then I went home, feeling warm, beneath a sky full of enormous stars. If you write to me, tell me what you did that night, thousands of miles away, and alone, weren’t you?, as I was.

			Today things aren’t going as well. I’m anxious to come home and be with you. It seems that any of these fleeting hours could destroy what I hold most dear in the world. It seems that Paris—which today feels like the teeming port of life where I want to immerse myself—might become a deserted island, in a second, if you were far away. It’s all stupid and makes no sense. But I’m feeling worse and worse here, and I absolutely must be with you, and be myself again. Until I leave for South America,[*2] I want to absolutely retreat from “society” and live only with who you are, and who I am.

			This letter is idiotic. But perhaps you might feel something of the endless love that makes me feel alive at last. Write, won’t you, so I’m set free and less troubled by my anxieties. And until then, keep me close to you, in front of that fire I’m thinking about. I kiss you and miss you.

			
				A.

			

			52. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				January 2 [1949]

			

			I can’t wait to see you. I’m looking forward to your letter. And never before this evening have I felt the emptiness I carry when you aren’t with me. Nothing, nothing means anything to me anymore. And wherever I go in this country where I left so much of myself (imagine you’d lived in Spain until you were twenty and then went back there), I find myself a spectator, detached, distracted, and incapable of caring. I no longer know how to live.

			53. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Monday evening [January 3, 1949]

			

			Mon chéri, when I got home tonight, I was happy to find your two letters (from the 31st and 1st), to warm my heart a little.

			Until today I’d remained in exile, far from “society,” but alas! Today I had to step into the world for a radio program in the afternoon and then I performed in the evening. And in a few hours, everyone managed to hurt me in every way possible.

			Only the audience for State of Emergency was kind; but the others…They couldn’t have done it better if they’d discovered my happiness and all ganged up to destroy it.

			Well! Two more days on the radio, then tranquility, peace, until the 14th (another performance) and…you.

			Oh, yes! You. If you only knew how nostalgic I feel and yearn for your presence, and how alone I feel! Tonight, mon chéri, I want so much to lean against you and cry with you. I want to curl up against you so much, to feel so small. Here I am, so small and alone without you. And humiliated, horribly humiliated.

			But never mind.

			I wasn’t alone on New Year’s Eve. I spent the evening at my father’s, with him and Pitou, until a quarter past midnight.

			We had the radio on. Radio Espagne. And while waiting for the twelve chimes of the clock from the Ministry of the Interior (Puerta del Sol), we first had to listen to a speech by Franco, and then, to feel heavenly again, “La Vie en rose” sung by Édith Piaf.

			I felt sentimental, but happy, patient, good, and reconciled. Papa was very tired that night and I did my best to amuse him. During all that time you didn’t leave me for a second, and when it was midnight I was concentrating so hard on making my resolutions that I got mixed up with my grapes and ate sixteen instead of twelve,[*3] I don’t really know how, to the great despair of my father who was afraid I’d stop breathing while Mireille[*4] and Angèle laughed.

			When I finished, my eyes were full of tears, revealing something else that silenced them all.

			Then I went back into my private room with you.

			That was my New Year’s Eve.

			Oh Friday and Saturday come quickly! How slowly time passes. I too feel worried at the thought of seeing you again, as if something very serious is going to happen. But don’t think about it too much. You might be disappointed and that would be terrible. You must know that I’ll reveal myself to you completely, just as I am?

			Tell me, who is this “persistent” woman who so wanted you to spend New Year’s Eve with her?

			I love you. Come to me. Help me live well. Protect me too. Give yourself to me and hopefully I’ll be able to protect you as well. I’m pressing my body tightly against yours.

			
				M.

			

			54. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday 3 [January 1949]

			

			I’ve only just received your letter of Thursday. I knew that the holidays and the closed post offices had something to do with it, but I’ve been nervous these past few days. Yesterday, when I got back here, I started writing you a rather crazy letter. But then I decided to go to bed and wait. During that time, my reward was on its way [to me]. It was here this morning.

			Of course you didn’t write to me between Sunday and Thursday. But it was worth waiting so long for a letter that brought me so much joy. There are things that you write, sometimes without really knowing it, that do more for my love than all the grace from heaven.

			But I’m writing this very quickly to tell you this: the second operation has been put off for at least a week and I’m going to leave without waiting for it to take place. The doctor assures me that it will be a success, that is to say, the unfortunate woman will have two or three years reprieve. All she wanted was to see me, and she herself encouraged me to leave (she doesn’t know what’s wrong with her). I’m going to try to make some reservations and I might arrive at the same time as this letter. I’ll call you, in case you feel like going out on the ocean that day. In truth, I can’t stay here anymore; I’m seething and have only one thought: you.

			I’m coming back with precise plans: us, first of all, and then my work. I must finish my play and essay[*5] before May. Help me with that. You can, by keeping me on track, giving me a nudge when I let myself become unfocused. I want to avoid everything else, apart from that, for as long as it takes.

			I love you. So beautiful and serious! I want so much to see you right now. I’m thinking about the movie I liked you so much in: the most beautiful of faces, a soul you could see, suffering…yes, how beautiful you were! You know how to be so beautiful at times, with me, at that moment when there is no happiness, no unhappiness, just love and its silence. Like the beaches you love where the sky is endless.

			I love you. This, I hope, is my last letter. We’re going to live as one person. I’ll feel so strong and happy after that. And how tightly I’ll soon be holding you.

			
				A.

			

			I’ll be thinking about you all evening during the monthly performance of State of Emergency.[*6] I read in the papers that it will be replaced by a play by Marcel Achard. I hope they’ll have it performed quarterly.

			55. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*7]

			
				January 5, 1949

			

			THURSDAY UNLESS THERE’S BAD WEATHER. ALBERT.

			56. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*8]

			
				[mid-January 1949]

			

			Thank you, my love, for having been my Victoire right until the end, and so wonderfully!

			57. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus[*9]

			
				[mid-February 1949]

			

			[on the back:]

			Mademoiselle Maria Casarès requests the pleasure of the company of Monsieur Albert Camus on the occasion of her “Housewarming”

			[on the front:]

			that will take place at 148, rue de Vaugirard, 7th floor.

			
				SANTIAGO CASARÈS QUIROGA

			

			on Monday, February 21, at 7 o’clock (strictly private). Dress: Smart casual.

			58. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*10]

			
				[February 21, 1949]

			

			Housewarming roses. A.

			59. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Monday 10 o’clock [March 7, 1949]

				My darling love,

			

			Since Saturday night I’ve been plagued by bad thoughts and even worse visions. I wanted to call you yesterday morning from Le Bourget.[*11] But it was ten o’clock and I was afraid to wake you. Last night, I wanted to write to you when I got home. But it was late, I was tired, and I was afraid to allow myself too much time to complain. I want you with me, in my heart, at this very moment, and in the end, that’s the only thing that’s important to say.

			It would be best to give you a report about my little trip. This is a letter that requires no reply, so can fortunately refrain from being personal. So! Here we go! I got to London on Sunday; it was snowing, and the city was absolutely deserted. I was met by Dadelsen,[*12] an old friend, and the director, accompanied by his two actors, a delicious Caesonia and a Caligula whom I noticed happened to look like an ice cream vendor (you know, from behind those little carts). Then on to a Greek restaurant, where we dove into Greek food, which is (generally speaking) bad, and when prepared in the English way, made it even worse. I went to the hotel (satisfactory) to rest my tormented stomach. I thought nostalgically of the Granada, whose chef is a virtuoso compared to these London poisoners. Then the rehearsal. The theater is like something from La Villette.[*13] But it is avant-garde, which is its saving grace.

			Once there, I had a few surprises. Scipio had a misshapen spine that made him look disabled. The old senator had one hand that was paralyzed. Cherea was wearing a cherry-red toga, Caesonia a transparent dress from the Folies-Bergère that revealed her legs right up to her delta of delights (as it’s called in The Thousand and One Nights). On the stage there was a full-length statue of Pericles that was two or three meters high and an oval mirror that must have come from Barbès,[*14] in a style taken right out of the subway. And to top it all off, many cloaks were draped around him. The Rome of the Caesars was furnished and dressed as if bought from the flea market at the Porte de Saint-Ouen.

			They begin, and I start to understand that everything makes sense. Caligula, if not an ice cream vendor by day, should have sold shish kebabs on the boulevard des Chasseurs in Oran, or brushes on the boulevard Voltaire, or been a sex tourist guide in the Barrio Chino.

			The Byronian emperor came up to my shoulders; he had greasy, curly hair, was visibly sweating, and had padding around his stomach. It’s Nero, after eating a meal in the ancient Greek way. He has passion, but no style. He acts using instinct, as they say, which means he doesn’t understand a word of his script. And on top of all that, as he is Greek, he has an accent that Dadelsen tells me is unusual.

			After that, I thought I was resigned to anything. How naive! I hadn’t foreseen the ballets. For there are ballets. When Caligula takes Mucius’s wife away, because it’s in his nature to do so, three dancers, half Abyssinian, half Franciscan, mime love on the stage in thirty-two positions; they grab each other’s thighs, and with their backs to the audience, rub their butts against each other. In the second act, Caligula dressed as Venus performs a ballet with the same foot soldiers (imagine a donut seller dancing with falsies) and has his ass grabbed by the honorable troupe. This last blow having done me in, I left to get a scotch. But it was too late and there was only coffee, which I drank to forget, and which prevented me from sleeping part of the night. To finish me off, I was dragged back to the Greek restaurant, which kept me up for the other part of the night. I slept for one hour, dreaming of hideous ballets where I was dancing with King George VI. The worst part is that on Tuesday evening an audience of ambassadors and elegant high-society women are invited to watch these very French audacities to get an idea of the French theater. I’ll be there, dreaming of only one thing: to disappear, until it’s time to get on the plane.

			I’m dreaming of something else, naturally, but I’m waiting until I return to tell you about it. My report is finished. Every time I leave you, I feel anguished and a trembling deep in my heart. Where are you? Where are you, my love? You can’t wait to see me, can you? the way I can’t wait to see you, with the same strong and lasting loyalty, with fear and certainty. There is a sea between us until Sunday. But I actually feel I’ve brought you with me, you haven’t left me. Until Wednesday, ma chérie. See you soon, port, pasture, prairie, pastry, pirogue…I hold you close, pressing you tightly against me…

			
				A.

			

			I’m staying at the Basil Street Hotel. Knightsbridge London. But you won’t have the time to write to me. I’m on my way back.

			60. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				[June 21, 1949]

			

			Forgive me. Forgive me, mon chéri. Your handsome, tired face. Sleep, sleep peacefully. You can find peace, you have a right to it.

			Forgive me for being so mean. So mean…How can that be? With you, my life?

			I love you so much. I’m so very unused to loving this way. I’m so overwhelmed by this rage; it is sometimes sweet and sometimes violent and it seizes control of me more each day and leads me…where? I’m almost afraid of it. If you suddenly were gone, if you had died, if I had to live with the idea that you don’t exist anymore, what would happen? Tonight I’m thinking about that constantly, and I’m filled with such a feeling of dizziness that, if it wouldn’t wake you up, I think I’d get dressed and head straight to you; for you are the only one who can console me.

			My love, this coming week. These days that will pass by without you. These months when you won’t be here to bring me calmness and hope. Ah, how hard it is!

			Take care of yourself. Take good care of yourself. In joy or in pain yet always happy because of you, I need your presence so much, I need your smiles, the laughter, the confidence you give me, the sadness and anger you bring me.

			Oh yes, now I know more than ever just how, and to what extent, I love you. I finally feel this love that goes beyond two people and carried within it all the riches and all the miseries of the Universe. I anticipated it, even came close to it; but today it is here, truly here, it exists; you could touch it.

			And I’m afraid, suddenly. I can tell that to you as my friend (as well), I’m terribly afraid. I even try to fight, to fight as if I’d been caught in a trap. There is something in me that revolts, that rejects, that doesn’t want to yield.

			Listen to me. I’ve loved, I’m sure I’ve loved, but never, never before have I given more than I wanted to. And now, when it’s too late to offer everything because you can’t accept it all, because there’s nothing you can do about it, here I am, despite myself, completely open, defenseless, devoid of self-interest. This is the trap meant for me, and maybe there’s something in me that wants to rebel against it. Or maybe a certain desire for solitude. But no, you give me both solitude and freedom.

			I don’t know and I don’t want to find out. What good would it do? It would be pointless, and everything would be lost (or won?) in advance. Questions like how and why crumble at the very idea that you’ll be gone, that you’re off somewhere to laugh or suffer…especially suffer, far away from me, and that I won’t be there to try—so awkwardly—to look at you lovingly. Ah, I’m in so much pain!

			But why am I in so much pain? Two and a half months pass rather quickly, and afterwards, you’ll be here, close enough to touch, almost. Chéri! Can you feel my heart beating within you? Can I hope to bring you sweetness, fulfillment, new strength? If only you knew…What kind of abominable God puts a chasm that can never be filled between two people who love each other so much and are so close to one another? Why am I not allowed to know if the immense tenderness that fills my heart tonight is making its way to you, surrounding you, lulling you, bringing you sleep that is as good, calm, and sweet as the death of a saint? Why leave us here to shout without making a sound, to gesture in the dark? Why? For whom?

			For the other person perhaps. For you. To be able to find you on this earth, to know how to, because how would I have recognized you if you weren’t the only person with whom I was sure I could find myself again, in solitude, beyond your solitude and mine, in the understanding that you had of me and I had of you, instinctively, from the very first moment.

			Oh yes, that’s it! I realize now how much I always felt myself with you, during your hours of despair and isolation. I truly found you, so easily, so suddenly. I had a sort of premonition about the universe; suddenly it seemed that the circle was closing because of us, closing around us, and everything was becoming clear. It wasn’t even a vision, but a kind of sudden flash of insight, so good, so complete, so deep…

			You’re going to think I’m crazy or idiotic when you read this letter tomorrow.

			Of course. Only, my heart was too heavy tonight to go to bed without talking to you, and I thought I would feel better if I told you what was going on in my head. And I do, in fact. Much better.

			Don’t laugh too much. I assure you that I simply wanted to say that I love you and that I didn’t really know how to go about it; so I decided to tell you what was going on in my head…Yes. Thinking out loud with you. I’ve never dared do that in your presence because I didn’t want to annoy you. But from now on, until August, I’m going to have such a good time [doing that] in my diary!…And how it makes me laugh knowing you’ll be obliged to read it!

			So, mon chéri, I leave you with a kiss, as you’ll see in a moment…

			
				M.V.

			

			61. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Paris, June 23 [1949] evening

			

			This isn’t the first time I’m writing to you since you left, and I’ve already told you many things, but you won’t know about them until…so much later. I’ve been brave, very brave until tonight. Pitou and I walked a lot when you left us, and still I was brave. I was well and truly numb, asleep in a shell I’d made for myself to keep it together. It was only when I got back that I nearly broke down. But I kept going, kept going, until I got in bed—and there, everything suddenly made me break down, and it lasted a very long time.

			This morning, I still woke up “dead,” so to speak, feeling nothing, but gradually everything led me back to you, and I lived again, in fits and starts, feeling pangs of emotion.

			I stretched out in the sun for a long time. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Verdelot.[*15] The sun and the balcony, perhaps, and you—gone. Verdelot. Is it possible you didn’t feel it in your heart as well? Yet there was something correct in your disillusionment, something that won’t happen anymore, because there was a hint of frivolity in my decision to act that way, to refuse to join you at that time, and that no longer exists today. That hint of frivolity I called the “love of the myth” no longer means anything.

			Your presence, you, your body, your hands, your handsome face, your smile, your wonderful bright eyes, your voice, your body next to mine, your head against my neck, your arms around me, that’s all I need now.

			Something from you: your little note that I got tonight, ah, it brought me so much joy and pain; and I kissed it without knowing why, simply, without sentimentality, almost with desire, because it came from you, and I could touch it.

			Nevertheless, mon chéri, I’m trying to steel myself with courage and patience—I think July will be the hardest month. It will be the first, when hope is still difficult to embrace and when I’ll have no word from you, but I assure you I’m completely determined to hope and wait for your first letter. That will make the time pass.

			As for the pain, it’s fine, don’t worry. I’m so low, so unhappy at this moment, with nothing of you, not even your things, your friends, nothing. I feel too full of the love you left in my care, so rich but so heavy that I’m choking and dying as I wait for the moment you’ll come back to free me. You might find me asleep when you get back, accustomed to feeling dead, lifeless. Will you have enough strength to awaken me? Could you be my Prince Charming again?

			In the meantime, don’t forget that I need you to come back, so come back to me, peaceful, healthy, rested, and happy. Take good care of yourself, my love. Take care of yourself like never before. That’s the greatest proof of love you can give me. You know? I wasn’t hungry today and even though I couldn’t eat a single thing at lunchtime (I sometimes even skip a meal), this evening I scolded myself and ate a decent dinner.

			It’s late now and I’m going to bed; but it’s hard for me to leave you. I’ve been talking to you for a long time (see the journal), but I’m so torn up at the idea that this is the last letter before the distance, before the solitude…

			What can I do so you hear my cry of love, so it resonates and echoes throughout my ocean until the moment when you jump from the other side to come back quickly to me through your dear writing.

			Don’t forget me—never forget me. Live as much as you’d like but a life that will not only be yours. I have faith, my love, total faith in you, in you alone. I love you,

			
				M.

			

			62. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Friday [June 24, 1949]

				Mon chéri,

			

			I arrived last night at 6 p.m.[*16] after a twelve-hour trip, without any incidents. Only my heart felt a little more pain with every town that passed by. I didn’t sleep well, tormented by horrible visions. And today I’m in the depths of depression. I’ll try to cheer up. Fortunately, there’s the countryside. You’re wrong to be jealous of it. What I adore in it is the same thing I adore in you: a force that is somber and bright, impetuous tenderness, dark vines, mysterious nights, and the cypress trees, supple and tall, like you. Today the wind is blowing.

			I hope to find a bit of peace on the sea, during these long days. But I know where I’ll find true peace—my body against yours, alone in the world, in eternal love. During these coming months, I at least want to find the strength I need to make that love triumph. And I’ll use everything in my power to do that.

			In the meantime, I think about you, about Paris, about the happy days whose memory never leaves me. Those are the things that help me to live, to go on, to look forward to being with you again. They give me life. All the rest is simply noise and torment, like the days of madness when we tore each other apart, leaving me haunted and terribly wounded.

			Write to me—and longer than I have the strength to do today. Love me, love me in spite of the whole world, in spite of you and me—that’s how I love you. I thirst for you so much! And for the moment, that love is nothing but burning pain and fits of rage. But the hours of tenderness will return, mon chéri. Tenderness must last forever now.

			I hold you close, close, my love, I already miss you. I hold you close in anguish and eagerness, but with all my being.

			
				A.

			

			63. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Sunday [June 26, 1949]

				My love,

			

			Two more days that bring me closer to the separation I can’t imagine.[*17] Two difficult days interrupted by miserable nights full of bad visions. I’m suffocating, literally. Your words continue to pursue me, the anguish of leaving, and especially, the lie—for this is a false life and sometimes I want to scream.

			Fortunately, your letter came at my worst moment. And I was lifted by the love, the tenderness, the gratitude I have for you. Yes, we need courage and strength. Don’t die, don’t let the passion within you die. I’ll try to get my breath back over there, and passion, and strength—and I’ll come back with the energy we need to remain the best of what we are. I’ll come back, mon chéri, to you, to your face.

			Your body…I’m eaten up with desire at certain times. But it’s a desire that does not simply stop at making love with you; it goes deeper, toward what is the most secretive and greatest within you, and what I constantly thirst for.

			Your letter kept me going, meanwhile, until this morning. But this morning, I thought it would be the last letter of yours I’d read for many long weeks. And I was distraught. Deprived of you, I am lost. Yet I must overcome this horrible depression. The sea will help me. I’m a little ashamed of myself, of feeling so cowardly and weak. You’ll find me better, stronger, able to fight for you and for me. But I don’t want to talk about coming back anymore.

			My dearest love, I think about your happy face: that is my true strength, and my hope. Watch over us, be beautiful, bright, strong. Prepare yourself for happiness, that is the only obligation we have. And don’t ever push me away again. Surrender to me, not the way people surrender to some superhuman destiny, but the way one surrenders to a man, with his strengths and weaknesses. Wait for me, I place everything in your hands while we are apart: myself, our love—and with the most blind trust.

			I cling to you despairingly, unable to tear myself away from you, or from the place where you breathe. See you soon, very soon, my love.

			
				A.

				Monday [June 27, 1949]

			

			A quick note at the last moment to give you some good news. The ship is making a stopover at Dakar around July 6th. You can write to me at the following address:

			A.C., on board the French steamship Campana, care of the Société des Messageries du Sénégal, 35 boulevard Pinet Laprade, Dakar.

			Calculate any flight delay and send me a long, a very long letter that can fill the two weeks of silence that will follow. I’ll most likely be able to write to you too. Don’t pay any attention to the crazy letters I send you—except for the love in them. Once on board, I’ll be unhappy in a more dignified way—and I’ll write you in a better way. Goodbye, my love. I’m crossing out what’s above and means nothing on paper. It’s your presence I need and miss.

			64. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès[*18]

			
				[June 30, 1949]

			

			Leaving write Dakar watch over us I kiss you with all my might Albert.

			65. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Thursday, June 30 [1949] (evening)

			

			Mon chéri: The same words are everywhere: “Write to Dakar—Write to Dakar—Write to Dakar.”

			My poor love! The day after I sent you the only letter I could address to Avignon, I learned that you were stopping at Dakar and that we could correspond during the stopover. I couldn’t reach you to warn you, so I spent days hoping you would find that out and do what was necessary. I didn’t dare write to you, fearing your departure might be on the 28th. You found out in time, that’s wonderful, but why this anguished insistence that I write you? What are you afraid of? My love! Your letters are so heartbreaking, so overflowing with passion and anguish. Is it because of this terrible silence imposed on me? But listen! Listen well. Don’t move anymore, and there, in the middle of that immense sea that surrounds you—my sea—listen to me. I love that ocean too much for it to betray me, to remain deaf to my cries, and if you can rid yourself of all the thoughts that I, sadly, made you have, if you reject all the horrible visions I caused you to imagine, if you close your ears to the cruel things I said, if, in the end, you turn toward the water, naked, where I was formed, you’ll hear me shout out my love to you as never before when we were together. Stop tormenting yourself, mon chéri. I know only too well the hell that horrible visions lead to and can’t bear that you might be living that hell. Push all that far away. Don’t add another kind of suffering to mine, as it’s already so heavy to bear.

			The sea is before you. See how heavy, dense, rich and strong it is; see how it lives, with terrifying power and energy, and remember that, through you, I have become a bit like the sea. Know that when I feel sure of your love, I don’t envy the sea for being so beautiful: I love it like a sister.

			If I sometimes feel weak, unhappy, barren, it’s only because I start to doubt; but with you loving me, you close to me, my life is full, justified. During these two long months, I’m the one, mon chéri, I alone must revitalize my strength, so I never worry again. As for you, you must simply love me, love me a lot; and it’s all I need to feel myself as great, as vast, as alive as this ocean, as the universe; it’s also all I need to look happy, the way you love it. Our triumph, our victory comes from that alone, and nowhere else.

			I’ve been through many emotional states since you left. You’ll get to know all of them, more or less clearly, when you read our diary. I write to you every night and I don’t think I’ve ever spoken more sincerely.

			I’ve had highs and lows; I still do; but apart from one day and a few moments here and there at the beginning of our separation, never has a bad thought crossed my mind.

			On the contrary, I can’t think of the long days to come, days that will pass, without physically feeling my heart ache, and it seems difficult to overcome that. Yet I’m making a considerable effort to do just that, because I can’t let myself slip into that mire when there is you, us and what comes after. I must react and find things that can best pull me out of my gloomy lethargy interspersed with such intense anguish. I obviously can’t stand people or their company, so I run away from them or discourage them. Only Pitou stays close to me, loyal.

			It’s been difficult to read, even though, to my great joy, for two days now it’s becoming easier. So I’ve chosen my friends: the sun, the open air, and the water. When I stay home, I spend my life on the balcony; when I feel like going out, I walk along the quayside or go to Joinville with Mireille. We hire a dugout canoe, row up the Marne, and spend hours and hours on the water, sleeping, rowing, swimming, and eating sandwiches. I quickly turned reddish brown, and when I come back from one of these excursions I bring a rush of life with me. Alas! That feeling does not come alone; it brings with it a whole flock of urges, forces, heat, desires, and then…! I’m so surprised that I can’t sleep (don’t laugh!), and endlessly prowl around like a beast in a cage! And it’s a very strong [feeling], mon chéri! It makes my stomach ache! Such an odd thing!

			Well! That’s my life on the whole. As for projects, I’m still at the same point. Orphée[*19] is being made, but I don’t have details about filming yet. No news from Hébertot, fortunately! Papa’s doing a bit better these past few days; the doctor’s supposed to come on Monday, and depending on what he advises, we’ll make some decisions about the summer. I hope that things are more settled in my next letter.

			My next letter. To think that you won’t get it until the 20th, or even later!…My God, is all this a test? I don’t know, my love, but if it is, it’s turning out to be quite enough. I turned down a tour in Egypt today. Whatever happens happens: I can’t willingly inflict another separation of two and a half months on us; I can’t breathe just thinking about it.

			No. Together, my love, close to each other, always. What does life have in store for us? God only knows; but as for me, I now know that whatever life wants to dole out, I’ll live it all by your side.

			See you soon, my handsome love? When can I say I’ll soon be in your arms? Oh, my love, never have I loved anyone else, never. Never have I felt the unbearable need for someone’s presence at every minute. Your body against mine, your arms around me, your scent, your look, your smile, your face—your handsome, beloved face, which I could describe, in every detail, but which I can’t imagine anymore, I can’t, it’s horrible! It seems blurred and is lost when it moves. What atrocious torture! Ah! If I just had your face here before me, everything else would disappear.

			See you soon, mon chéri, I’m looking forward to your beautiful, neat handwriting. I’m pulling myself away from you, as always; I can’t find enough strength to stand our long separation. I love you. Live. Be as happy as possible. You are in the middle of the sea; how happy you can be if you want it, my darling! Forgive me; I believe in you and love you with all my soul. I hold you close, very close. Here I am, guarding our desire better than my life, and ready for the intense happiness of holding you close one day. Go. I am near you, with you, and at this moment, I am in ecstasy over the exuberance of the sea in you. Go, go; you have all my trust.

			Take good care of yourself; you carry all my hope within you. I’m yours

			
				Maria

			

			66. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Wednesday, June 1 [sic] [1949]

			

			Night is falling, my love, and this day that is ending is the last when I can still breathe the same air as you. This week has been terrible, and I thought I’d never get through it. Now I’m leaving. And I tell myself that I still prefer solitary suffering and the freedom to weep if I feel like it. I also tell myself that it’s time to take what is coming with the strength that will finally overcome that suffering. What makes everything difficult is your silence and the panic it brings me. I’ve never been able to bear your silence, whether it’s this or a different kind: your stubborn expression and your impassive face, all the hostility in the world showing between your eyebrows. And even today I imagine you hostile, or a stranger, or turning away from me, or obstinately rejecting the surge [of love] that fills me. So I want to forget all that for a few minutes and talk to you again before I fall silent for many long days.

			I leave everything in your hands. I know there will be highs and lows during these long weeks. At the heights, life wins over everything; in the valleys, there is blind suffering. What I ask of you is that whether alive or withdrawn, you protect the future of our love. What I wish, more than life itself, is to come back to your happy, confident face, determined to be victorious with me. I’ll already be at sea when you get this letter. The only thing that allows me to bear this separation, this separation and suffering, is the trust I now have in you. Any time I can’t go on anymore, I’ll entrust myself to you—without hesitation, without questions. As for the rest, I’ll live as best I can.

			Wait for me the way I’m waiting for you. Withdraw into yourself only when you have no other choice. Live, be dazzling and curious, seek out beauty, read what you like, and when it’s time to pause, think of me as I will always be thinking of you.

			I now know more about you and about me than I realized. And I know that losing you would mean dying in a way. I don’t want to die, and you must also be happy stay strong. Though the road ahead is so hard, and terrible, we must take it.

			Goodbye, my love, my adored child, goodbye, both harsh and sweet, so sweet when you want to be…I love you without regrets and without holding back, with a great, clear passion that fills me entirely. I love you the way I can feel myself live, sometimes, at the summit of the world, and I long for you with the kind of tenacity that could last ten lifetimes, a tenderness that that will never run dry, my great luminous desire, the terrible thirst I have for your heart. I hold you close, press you tightly against me. Goodbye, once more, your absence is cruel, but all the happiness in the world is worth less than suffering with you. When I again have your hands on my shoulders, I’ll be rewarded at once for everything. I love you, miss you, no longer in victory, but in hope. Ah! It’s so hard to leave you, your dear face will again fade into the night, but I’ll find you once more in this ocean you love, at the time of evening when the sky takes on the color of your eyes.

			Goodbye, my heart is full of tears, but I know that in two months, true life will begin—I wish I could be kissing your lips.

			
				A.

			

			67. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				July 5 [1949]

			

			Until today I’ve written only in my journal—but I’ve done it faithfully, every evening, thus finishing the day near you. I’ve simply added the details of every monotonous day, but I wrote only for you, led by you, colored by you. My leaving was a wrench, and I would have preferred not to write about the terrible pain and kind of cowardice I felt. When the land separated us, and later, after Gibraltar, when the coast of Spain and with it, Europe, were in the distance, I was misery itself. But in two days we’ll be in Dakar, and I’ll be able to mail you a letter. We’ve been at sea, on your ocean, for two days. The water is no longer blue, but green. At noon, beneath a vertical sun, round and pale and enveloped in mist, we passed the “Tropic”; and sailing toward Dakar, for the first time, I had the impression I was heading toward you, and toward the letter I hope for. This long silence, this depressing lack of understanding, will end. May my letter also bring you hope and life and trust; may it let you hear me calling out to you, chérie, with a love as great as this tireless sea that has been with me for so many days. I mustn’t forget: I’m not arriving in Rio on the 20th but on the 15th. Take account of the flight delays and write, please, so your letter is waiting for me and travels with me. That way, we won’t have had the twenty days of silence that I feared so much. And I’ll write back to you immediately. But I don’t need to tell you that!

			Life on board is monotonous, as you can imagine. I have a plain, empty cabin, but I like such cells and bareness. I can’t imagine life any other way without you. I get up at 7:00. I go to look at the morning sea, have breakfast, take a bath, go to the swimming pool (wide enough for three breaststrokes and with water up to your waist); I sunbathe, then I work. I have something more to eat, look out at the sea at noon, sleep a little, work, have dinner and end the day in front of the sea. The weather’s been beautiful, the sea has been calm, until Gibraltar. I like the coming and goings at sea: a fisherman’s sail, or a group of dolphins, free and proud. Sometimes a movie: a third-rate American film I walked out on after fifteen minutes. And the conversation. Don’t worry, we’re not spoiled by pretty women. At my table: a professor from the Sorbonne, a young man from Argentina, and a young woman who’s going to join her husband. We make small talk, smile, and go our own way.

			The young woman confides in me. People are drawn to confide in me, which is quite unfortunate when their secrets are so banal.

			I did what you asked: I took care of myself. In the early days, it was enough to lie down and sleep during the day. I was exhausted, almost falling asleep while I was eating. But with swimming, the sun, sleep, the boredom on the ship, and my good behavior (no alcohol), everything fell back into place. I’m newly tanned, wearing light-colored clothes, and I wonder if perhaps you’d find me attractive now. But I try not to tell myself such things; your absence makes me ill. I constantly imagine what this trip would be like if only you were here. You, the sea around us, far from the world and its noise, in the wonderful silence of the night, and everything would be different. But that kind of imagining hurts. It also awakens a desire in me, which I sometimes want to stifle.

			In the meantime I’m here, before this sea, and it alone helps me bear everything. When day breaks on this immense ocean, when the moon casts a milky river whose thick waters roll toward the ship, or when the morning sea is covered in foamy crests, it is then, on the bridge, that you come to me. And every day, my heart swells like the ocean itself, full of this tormented, happy love that I prefer to life itself. You are with me, docile, yielding as I am, and then, I can’t bear loving anymore. Over there it will be even more difficult. But everything will pass quickly, chérie, we’ll be together again.

			In the meantime, I’m looking forward to that time, and to your letters. Write me in detail, tell me what you’re doing, what you’re becoming, what you’re thinking. Don’t forget my trust, and that your trust is the only way to respond to it. Tell me everything, leave nothing out, even things that might hurt me. There is nothing about you that I can’t understand, that my heart cannot welcome. I now know that I’ll love you until the end, despite the pain. I’ve never judged you or hated you. I’ve only ever known how to love you, and I’ve done so with all my might and my experience, with what I know and what I’ve learned. It’s only me I sometimes hate, when I see you’re unhappy or hostile. That’s what you should remember. The image I carry of you has now survived much sadness and much joy. That won’t change. Your dear face belongs to me, it’s the most precious thing I will have kept, and received, in this life. Wait for me, my love, my wild one. You are with me, tonight, as always. I’m choking with the many tears welling up as I write to you. But I’m imagining your smile—and I can also see it on the photo before me, and I pull myself together and hope. My thirst for happiness is very strong. But the happiness you bring me makes up for everything. Where are you, my love. I wander along this sea that separates us, I call out to you and hope that you hear me, and I hope my cries will at last overcome your unhappiness. I kiss you from far away, from farther and farther away! Don’t forget that I’m not leaving you, that I’m following your every footstep, and that I’m watching over you, and am close to you.

			
				A.

				July 6 [1949]

			

			Day has dawned on a metallic sea with blinding flashes of light. The sun has turned liquid throughout the entire sky. The warmth, humid and dank, is painful. We’re approaching Dakar. I woke up with you. I hope to go to sleep tonight with your letter. Here is mine, at least, as I wrote it yesterday, all at once, my heart pounding. I want it to help you preserve our love, and I want you to read it with the tenderness and respect that sometimes comes to me at the height of my passion for you. I place all the kisses in the world at the end of this page. See you soon, chérie.

			
				A.

			

			68. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Monday, July 11 [1949]

				Mon chéri,

			

			I received your letter only this morning, and with it, a whole wave of life and love. I’d been waiting for it, waiting patiently since Friday, and while hoping that it might get to me as soon as possible, I savored the waiting that added a very sweet end to each of my days. And I consoled myself, thinking that the later I’d read it, the shorter would be the silence I’d have to bear afterwards, until the 25th. Nevertheless, this morning I began to worry—what if you couldn’t mail it!—and then it came to calm me, to reawaken me to life, to bring that expression of happiness to my face that you so love. Because not only is it here, before my eyes, heaving with your warm, neatly written words, but it tells me the next one will come five days sooner, at the beginning of next week.

			Now here you are, you’ve scored a goal, one of your goals—a long one, from the other end of the pitch. Enjoy your trip! I’m here, again, very close in these unknown lands, in a language that’s similar yet foreign, in this atmosphere that is no longer my own, far from Europe and far from my sea. I’m…in the air, in the sun, in the rain, in the fire, in everything I’d love if I were close to you, in everything because I love everything when you’re by my side.

			This letter must reach you by the 15th, so I have to mail it before this evening; I’ll be as brief as possible, even though that seems very difficult.

			Work: Orphée is being made. It’s been decided. As soon as I got confirmation, I called Hébertot. I’ll have to be away from Paris, as agreed, for two or three weeks at most, probably around September. The dates haven’t been absolutely set yet. The master has been very kind, apologized for not being able to give me more precise details about rehearsal dates, told me about renewing his relationship with Gérard regarding Yanek,[*20] and we left it at that. Feeling deflated!

			A new project has also come up that I must talk to you about. Kellerson[*21] wants to revive The Misunderstanding with the same cast and me in the role of Martha. He wanted to start rehearsing right away and open the show at the beginning of the season, but apart from me being very busy then, it seems it’s already quite annoying that Caligula[*22] will be revived, without adding a third play to the “Camus Festival 1949.” So I said I wouldn’t do anything without your consent; and as he was pushing me to convince you to accept his project, I told him I’d never advise you to do anything that might not be in your best interest, not even to appease him. Could you please tell me what you think as soon as possible, so I can give Kellerson the final word?

			That’s all where work is concerned. For the moment, I’m doing radio shows. They’re a great help financially: I no longer need to worry about money, at least until the summer. But what a pain! And those tiny recording studios! At the moment, we’re recording: Odette Joyeux, Reggiani, Périer[*23] and me. It’s a play by Joyeux that’s poorly constructed; it’s long in parts but with many good features. It’s not the kind of script I like, but I think it contains some very good things.

			Plans for summer vacation: the doctor came. Papa’s doing much better, but for the moment he’s not allowed to go on a long trip. Consequently, if he continues to improve, he, Pitou and I will all leave for Ermenonville, where we’ll stay until the end of August (unless you come back before then), and if the doctor then confirms he’s strong enough to take the train, I’ll bring him to the Midi, where I’ll get him settled and he can stay as long as necessary.

			In any case, we’re staying in Paris for the moment, and most likely until the end of July. Just for your information and your little imagination.

			Life outside: monotonous. I’ve hardly gone out since you left. You’ll find the details about daily life in my diary when you get back; I write in it faithfully every evening and it does me the greatest good. In general, my time is spent sunbathing on the balcony (my “deck”) and reading.

			Sometimes I spend the day on a dugout canoe on the Marne; sometimes my daily routine is broken up by radio shows. If I must attend meetings, I arrange it so they’re between 6 and 8 o’clock, at home, and if I go to shows, I go in the evening.

			I go to bed early and fall asleep very late (around 2 in the morning). I usually wake up around 9. And I go for a walk along the quayside almost every morning.

			Reading. Tolstoy’s Journal, Le Mas Théotime,[*24] Comment finit l’amour [The End of Love]…(Tolstoy). All the plays that await my good intentions and already form a veritable little stack.

			Performances. Very few and the most striking: Anna Magnani in The Honorable Angelina[*25] and Piaf.

			Entourage. Limited. I see Pierre [Reynal][*26] a little, Mireille [Dorian] a lot, but we don’t speak much.

			Papa, naturally, who is quite lively and whose presence alone helps me more than all the rest, even though we don’t often have much in common to talk about.

			Juan, Angeles and their niece Incarnacion, so silent you’d think she was mute.

			Other: work, radio, coincidences.

			Robert [Jaussaud][*27] called me from Cannes to say: “Write to Dakar.” I’d already sent the letter, but I was grateful for the warmth he placed in my heart. I definitely like him a lot.

			I had lunch with Michel and Janine [Gallimard] who were adorable and kind.

			Char sent me his latest book, Claire,[*28] with a warm dedication that moved me.

			Current events. The Tour de France continues in its noisy, crowded, dense, hot way, as usual. Only one difference: you can’t get some peace anymore even if you come in last. [The newspaper] L’Humanité offered a prize to whoever came “ultimo” in Spain. Judge how welcoming these gentlemen are across the border!

			The papers talk about nothing but the Tour de France and the Joanovici[*29] trial. Besides that, a strange storm in Portugal and a few other human-interest stories: children who continue to kill their mom or dad.

			Me: judging from the faces of the people I meet, I’ve never been so beautiful. “And what a difference! Like night and day.” That’s nice for [how I looked] before. Even Roger Pigaut,[*30] whom I saw a few days ago, couldn’t get over it yesterday on the rue François I[*31] ; I don’t understand. It must be my tan.

			So much for what’s happening outside. As for what’s going on inside, that’s more complicated; but I won’t go into it, it would take too long.

			There are highs and lows. More lows. Now I think I’ve reached a more manageable state of mind that consists of a kind of resignation.

			Your absence, and the wounds opened so deep within me by the heartbreak of our last days—how deep I don’t even know—nearly made me go crazy. But little by little, everything has calmed down, and now everything seems to be getting back to normal. The wounds are still ready to reopen; I feel them at the slightest disturbance, painful visions still haunt me from time to time, but I’m definitely making progress: I’m opening myself up a little to life, I’m no longer shutting myself away, obsessed with my sadness, incapable of breathing outside, choking; and when a dangerous image crosses my mind, I no longer feel that terrible rumbling, that revolt, that nastiness that was added to my pain and made me horrible to look at. I still haven’t managed to feel content, but I sense an opening up that allows good air to enter my lungs. Ah yes! I’m better!

			Daytime is easy. The sun shines and burns everything in me and I no longer exist; but what feels the most painful, far from you, are the evenings, the best time of day, our “best time of day,” when I begin to blossom like a night flower; and the night, until falling asleep. Oh, the night! Those are the moments when I throw myself into books. It’s the only distraction I can accept. I fear other distractions too much, for now, and don’t want them.

			The early mornings are grim and difficult; as soon as I wake up, I head for the quayside, and that does me good.

			That’s all, my love. And you? Tell me. Tell me quickly. Tell me everything. Are your lectures written? Are you ready for everything? Oh my love, how I wish I could be near you, to follow you, to count on you! You ask for my trust. You’ll read my diary. Never have I been as sincere, you know? I’d send it to you now if it weren’t so heavy. There’s nothing you can’t already know, even far away from me. Whether it’s good or bad, in sadness or in joy, your presence is felt everywhere; there’s not a moment of my life when you aren’t there, I swear it.

			Good, I’m leaving you. Tearing myself away from you, rather. Write. Tell me. Every detail cheers me up; it’s difficult to imagine you in those mysterious places, and everything you tell me is precious. You. What you’re thinking. What you’re doing. What you want. Everything.

			I miss you. I love you. I kiss your whole face, your entire burning body, I put my arms around your neck and that’s where I stay

			
				M.

			

			PS—In principle, I’d promised to go to the Festival Maudit[*32] in Biarritz for four days at the end of the month; I’ve no desire at all to go, despite the wonderful dress made for me for the occasion, and the closer it gets, the more I feel a terrible sickness rising in me that would prevent me from going. Tell me what to do.

			69. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				July 14, 1949

				Mon chéri,

			

			It’s Bastille Day! The sky is cloudy, it’s humid and still hot. Even so, it’s less oppressive than the past few days. “The Marseillaise” is everywhere, and happy people, women in full light skirts, men in shirtsleeves, “lazing about,” people on vacation, dancing, paper lanterns, flags, tandems, etc. At my house, there’s melancholy, the memory of another July 14th, but joy as well, hope, immense love, satisfaction, life.

			The days pass by slowly, seemingly all the same. My schedule doesn’t change. Maybe I’m going out a little more at night since the heat is too overbearing to walk during the day. Since you left, I’ve only had a few beers, grapefruit juice, four “vodkas” at a dinner at the Gracqs’ place,[*33] and water—not even a drop of wine, except, of course, a few sips with cheese when I have some, but only when it’s so ripe that there are maggots in it. I’m looking forward to your next letter, and whether in joy or pain you’re always with me. I feel more and more like an animal, though not completely domesticated. Physically, the habit of being naked almost all day, the sun on my skin, feeling lazy, stretched out, repressing my desires, all that has brought me the kind of freedom, tranquility, and confidence in how I move that’s only found in wild animals. I move well, with relaxed, precise, sudden movements, and only when strictly necessary. I become aware at those moments and feel I’m beautiful. I say this simply to satisfy your imagination, so you can picture me a little when you think of me.

			Within myself, faithfully—and with rare sensitivity—I follow the changing weather. And the storm that’s been hovering over Paris these past few days had a great effect on my well-being and I’ve been through much anguish, of a…metaphysical type??? Last night, the sky was a bit clearer. Today it’s heavy but no longer mind-numbing. Life immediately surged up in me, unceremoniously and without moderation, as always. Ah, coming home yesterday, at night, through Paris! The wind, the Seine, the moon full to bursting, beauty everywhere around me, with you, heavy within me yet light with the happiness you give me, with my hope, unnerving, and radiant with the intense desire you arouse in me! Ah, to walk across the city that I love so much, carrying you with me! Feeling the cool night breeze through my blouse, on my skin. Desiring your arms. Thirsty for your mouth, and water. Thirsty for the coolness mixed with the memory of the moistness of your lips! Ah, these moments of overwhelming sumptuousness! How terrible and wonderful it is, both at once, and how I’d like to be strong enough to continually bear this mood until you return!

			My goodness! I’m becoming poetic! I didn’t mean to; I simply wanted to tell you the good and obsessive thoughts you left in me, how my entire being reaches out toward what has been and what awaits me. It’s so good! You’ve made me so beautiful! What can I say: you need to know that!

			I wondered if all this wasn’t a result of the moment, the atmosphere, and if in a certain way you were still somewhat a stranger. But after thinking it over, I realized that you were, in fact, the source of all my desires; and if I imagined someone standing before me, wanting to take me, someone I knew or didn’t know, all I’d do would be to immediately withdraw into myself. Yes, you’re really the only one, you alone.

			I couldn’t live without you anymore, or with the idea that you might be a stranger to me. I couldn’t bear a true separation anymore, and even if it happened, if it came to me with a beautiful face, a great, generous, flattering face, I’d still rather have you close to me, even if I became ugly, diminished, humiliated, mean. If our love risked dying, fading, I’d prefer we kill it with our own hands rather than abandon it, even to boost my own self-esteem while losing the meaning of my life. The ideas I’ve sometimes thought of now seem stupid, empty, vain, foolish.

			I just got a copy of The Wrong Side and the Right Side, which I hadn’t read.[*34] Why do you think it’s bad? It’s young, a bit confusing, sometimes vague, quite interesting for an impartial reader, but it contains pages of a rare beauty and unrepressed desire that are extremely moving. It was in this work, more than anywhere else, that I realized you were full of life, and if you find the time, your novel will be as great as War and Peace.[*35]

			Personally, I’m a bad judge, because the whole time I was reading it, I felt you were talking to me. One question: have you ever really experienced poverty? It always seems you were born with everything you need and plenty more. What a difference from Guilloux![*36]

			Moving on to the news. My work schedule has truly changed along with my personal plans that depended on it. I’m no longer going to Nice; all the exterior shots of my movie will be in Paris or the outskirts. I let the master[*37] know about this; he made fun of me, was extraordinarily kind, and shared some other quite welcome news: he’s no longer starting the season with Caligula but with another play he hadn’t talked to me about. I’m meeting him next week to discuss the contract. I’ll have to be assertive, to get him to listen to my reasons with the respect they deserve. It seems rehearsals will run from around September 5th until about the end of October. Who’s in it? I don’t know, because, unfortunately, Gérard [Philipe] is making his movie so he’s not available.

			That’s all! And “stage fright” again. How will it be received? Will it be a success! The script is so beautiful, but can anyone trust my judgment, because while I certainly don’t like the theater as a means of expression, I’m not intelligent enough to give a definite opinion on what I don’t like. So how can I know if a stage play is good or bad? And besides, all that means nothing. Who, today, can predict whether a play will be successful or not? Who? And even if it’s a flop, what’s the difference? The important thing is that it’s a success to us, and that as it stands the performance and casting remain faithful and do not betray [the author].

			Well, we’ll just have to see!

			Otherwise, I’ve definitely given up my plan for the long, boring trip to Biarritz.

			As for the rest, no change. Papa is getting better all the time, and we’re hoping he’ll be able to, and want to, go to the countryside. Orphée will start only around September 5th or 15th. I continue with my radio shows. I read, take walks, see few people other than my close friends. Highs and lows. Everywhere, at every moment, no matter my mood, I love you. I’m missing you. You will be here soon; your letters are here for now. Chéri, when you write, give me a little hint about your schedule, so that I know, even vaguely, where you are. Don’t forget to tell me your impressions and how you’re welcomed and about your lectures. And tell me about your free time. Tell me about yourself tirelessly, even about things and moments when you’re far away, when I’m not with you. Imagine I’m totally ignorant about everything around you and send me details that can keep me going, so I can imagine what you’re doing.

			This morning, Pitou brought me a review of The Misunderstanding from El Mundo Argentino of June 8, 1949. An excellent, intelligent review that I’ll keep and show you when you get back if you haven’t already seen it. There’s also a photo of you—less excellent.

			I love you. I love you. I love you. Write to me as much as possible, but only when you feel like it. I love you. I’m holding you tightly—and too bad if I suffocate.

			
				M.

			

			PS—I’ll translate the review into French and send it to you with my next letter.

			70. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Thursday, July 14 [1949]

				In the outskirts of the town of Victoria (oh yes)

				Mon chéri,

			

			We’ll arrive in Rio tomorrow so I can finally get a letter to you. I’m writing to you on a radiant morning. The sea is yellow and blue and everything conspires to make me regret leaving. The weather’s been bad, though, for the past few days: rain, wind, swelling waves. But even like that I love the sea, and I’ve spent many long hours beside it. I got your letter in Dakar and it accompanied me here, keeping me alive, truly. The night I received it was the first night I slept really well. Besides, night in Dakar was like dreaming awake. We were on the quayside at ten in the evening when I was given your letter. I read it and then went into the city, somber and strange. Cafés with intensely bright lights surrounded by immense swaths of darkness. Tall African men dressed in sumptuous blue robes and women in traditional multicolored dresses, wandering around like me. I got lost in far-flung places, where the Africans watched me pass in silence. I thought of you and felt I was at the ends of the earth. Amid all this, the only thing I recognized was the scent of Africa, the scent of poverty and neglect. At two o’clock I returned to the ship, and in the morning I woke up on the endless sea we’ve been sailing on ever since.

			So much for external events. Life on board is boring. It’s run like a convent. Only the sea changes. I’ve spent most of my time with the sea. Near you. In the evening, I summed up my day in my notebook. But what was there to sum up? Since the notebook is only an account of events, and there are no events, you’ll find it quite meager. But it’s true that I can write you about the rest, answer you, call out to you.

			You were surprised about my repeating “Write to Dakar.” And it’s true that it would have been enough to say it just once. You’ve never kept me waiting, ever since we found each other again. But I think I was a little crazy all those days. I don’t know if you truly realized the state in which those last days in Paris left me. I left completely lost, my heart broken, and in the kind of pain that makes you want to scream. I felt as if I were covered in wounds; I didn’t know where to hide or take shelter anymore. I was expecting good to come from you since evil had come from you. I was waiting for the letter to Dakar and of course I demanded it in an unreasonable way. But reason…!

			At least the long days at sea calmed me. They untied the painful knot inside me, healed the worst of my wounds. I’m simply astonished that I couldn’t shake off a kind of sadness that left me no peace. I lack a kind of courage and strength. It was as if an essential resilience I thought I possessed were missing, one that could at least replace the courage I lacked, so I could move forward. But I suppose all that will pass, and I’ll return with all my strength intact.

			Return. I picture you tanned, brilliant, shimmering with life, and I want to regain my energy so my return will be as it should: an upheaval of the body and soul, the satisfaction of endless hunger. But weeks still separate us. We must claw away at these days, one by one. Then we’ll be rewarded. I’m happy you turned down Egypt, egotistically happy. I know you needed it, which might complicate things. But two more months of separation would be far too much pain, a kind of persecution I wouldn’t have the courage to bear. Thank you; I love you for having done that.

			Goodbye, my love. The sea before me is calm and beautiful—like your face at times, when my heart is at peace. Do you remember last Bastille Day? This one will be lonely: I’ll think of Paris. We sometimes hated it but it’s the city of our love. When I once again walk along its streets and quaysides with you beside me, it will be the cure for a long illness—an illness as cruel as being apart. But until then, I long for you, with as much anxiety as joy, in love, as they say. But my love for you is full of cries. It is my life, and beyond it I am merely a dead soul. Support me, be there for us, watch over us, and remember that I hold you close every evening, as I did in our happy times, with all my love and tenderness.

			
				A.

			

			71. Albert Camus to Maria Casarès

			
				Rio

				Sunday, July 17 [1949]

				My love,

			

			I was terribly disappointed when I arrived on Friday and didn’t find your letter. But it came yesterday, and I could finally sense you, a little, beyond my own imagination. I suppose that before writing to you from my heart, I should answer your questions.

			1) Happy that Orphée is being made. Less happy about the exterior shots in September. But we can’t do anything about it, and the most important thing is that your financial situation has sorted itself out a little.

			2) Tell Kellerson he must wait until the end of the season or the beginning of the next one. It’s in his best interest, above all. Then in mine. One play should be quite enough. In the state of mind I’m in, I already feel incapable of returning to the public arena with all it entails.

			3) I’ve noted that you’ll be in Paris until the end of July and in Ermenonville the whole month of August.

			4) I have no opinion about Biarritz. I’m not aware of either the pros or cons for you. And in the end, you must decide based on that. It’s a personal choice. But as for me, I have only one desire where you’re concerned when I’m not with you: knowing you’re in a double-locked room, alone, until I arrive. Since I understand that desire is unreasonable, I’m resigned to the fact that you go out…And that’s all I can do. Anyone who hasn’t dreamed of a perpetual prison for the one he loves hasn’t really been in love.

			5) There are always things in your letters that haunt me. Why “others (people you meet): work, radio, coincidences.” I don’t like coincidences. And why “Oh, the night! Those are the moments when I throw myself into books. It’s the only distraction I can abide. I fear other distractions too much, for now, and don’t want them.” What are you afraid of? And can’t you see that your fear makes me more afraid, which is a hundred times more difficult and painful! But perhaps I’m wrong; perhaps you didn’t mean anything, so you must forgive me. My heart is terribly tormented since I left and nothing can change that, not the countryside, not people, not work. Longing for you, worried, foolishly sad, I don’t know what’s happening and I’m not proud of myself. But I love you and I need your tenderness and understanding. Your whole letter is so good, so satisfying, so full of what I love in you, that I simply must shout out my love to you. I’m doing that now, certain that you’ll take me in, even if I’m foolish and weak.

			But I’d better give you the details you asked for. We arrived on Friday, at dawn. The bay was marvelous. I’ll spare you the descriptions that you’ll find in my notebook. We’d barely anchored when the journalists came on board. Photos, questions about Existentialism; Brazil is like every other country, in this respect. Then they tugged us to the quayside. As soon as we disembarked, it was a whirlwind. In no particular order: lunch with a writer whose first name is Anibal[*38] ; a reception in the afternoon with the translator of Molière who added an act to Le Malade imaginaire, a play that had the disadvantage of not taking up an entire evening; a Polish philosopher, boring as hell; biologists; and Black actors who want to stage Caligula with an all-Black cast. Dinner with a diabetic Catholic poet and a businessman in an enormous Chrysler driven by a uniformed chauffeur, who sadly said over and over again “We’re poor people, miserable. There’s no luxury in Brazil.” I wrote down the whole scene. Saturday, lunch at the home of a novelist/translator/art critic where I met novelists, journalists, etc., etc. And I’m not even giving you all the details, of course! I despise this kind of life, and it’s the last time I’ll let myself fall into the trap. I’m staying at the French embassy in a wing that is totally empty. I’d been taken to the most luxurious hotel in the city, in the American style, a kind of caravansary full of ultra-rich foreigners. I refused in horror. And I’m proud of myself for that. I have a room with a bathroom and a balcony that overlooks the bay—a butler who wants another career but can’t decide whether to be a boxer or a singer—and a bed without box springs. I’m more or less sleeping on a wooden board.

			But I’m majestically peaceful. And I need that here.

			As for the rest, there’s the city, wedged between the mountains and the bay, swarming with people at times, languishing at others. The nights are beautiful. For miles, all along the bay, lovers sit on the parapets. I sometimes watch them. Last night, I went out with a Black actor[*39] to a dance where they do the samba. Very disappointed by the way they danced: as if they were tired, with little rhythm and rather ungracefully. You dance ten times better.

			The night before, I also saw a “macumba.” You can read about it. It’s a ceremony with dances and chants. The Black population here merged Catholicism with an African religion and pay homage to “saints” like Saint George, for example, but in their own way: they invite the saint to descend to them. Imagine being in a kind of clay hut at night, singing and chanting until everyone falls to the ground, shocked into a terrifying fit. I left horrified but fascinated.

			But I’ll be more precise: I get up at 8 o’clock. I work in the morning (notebook and various other things). Lunch with someone. Afternoon: walks in the city and outskirts. Dinner with people. After dinner, tourist attractions. Go to bed between midnight and two o’clock. I read Don Quixote before falling asleep.

			My schedule. First lecture: Rio on Wednesday the 20th.

			On Thursday, I’m leaving for Recife and Bahia in the north (buy a map), two lectures, and coming back on Monday the 25th. Second lecture in Rio that week. At the end of the week, I’m heading south, São Paulo and Porto Alegre. Lectures. Return in the middle of the following week. Third lecture in Rio. A few days later, leave for Uruguay. After that, I don’t know. But you should still write to Rio. Just write a lot if you can. I need oxygen to breathe here. And when you’re silent, I gradually fade away.

			So perhaps now is the time to let my heart speak. Yesterday, at the dance, I thought there was nothing I liked anymore. Apart from you, nothing that really interests me. I note everything I see, I try to participate in my life, I make an effort to write you regularly, to tell you about this trip, I apply myself conscientiously, but all the while I can’t stop shaking with such painful impatience that it makes me flee or push away everything around me. I’ve never been like this. Even in my worst moments, I used to have a reserve of strength and curiosity. And you know quite well that I hate complaisance. But reasoning does nothing, it’s all stronger than me. I wonder if it might be physical. The climate, oppressive and humid, makes me tired. I’ve lost the tan I had on the ship, and I don’t feel very well—worse than when we disembarked, in any case. Everything feeds the distraction I feel inside me, at every moment, an evil vacuum that makes me turn away from everything. Then I think about you, about us. I think about what you’re doing, what you said.

			It’s an intense, painful knot where a thousand things come together. So I wait for it to pass. It’s what I always do, though, and it’s wrong of me to tell you. But who else in the whole world would I tell? I miss you, I miss the peacefulness of the evening, I miss our special time of day, the oblique light, the pause between day and night. Peace will surely come. But I can’t imagine any peace other than our two bodies intertwined, our eyes revealing ourselves to each other—you are my only homeland now. Wait for me, mon chéri. Write to me, write everything you can. So many seas stand between us. How can I find you? How can I reach you? How can I heal the pain that suffocates me without you? I hold you close, my one and only love, I hold you tightly to me. The days pass by, but so slowly, like the nights of insomnia, and I can’t bear it anymore. Write.

			
				A.

			

			72. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			Forgive me if there is no reason to write this letter.

			
				Monday, July 18, 1949

				Mon chéri,

			

			I got your letter of the 14th this morning, before going boating on the Marne, and I was overwhelmed. At first glance, I couldn’t figure out what it was that caused the pressing, intense uncertainty that stayed with me all day long. I looked; I remembered your words, your sentences, turned them over and over in my mind, and in the end I convinced myself that I felt the same sadness you did, the sadness in every line of your letter. When I got home tonight, I read it again; then I reread the others, the earlier ones, and came to an answer that horrified me, though founded on no facts.

			I decided to write to you right away; if I’m wrong, forgive me; but if there’s the least bit of truth, my love, in what urges me to write to you, in the name of what you love most in life, listen to me.

			In the first letters I got from you after you left, you often relied on strength, new energy, to make our love triumph. When I read those letters, all I wanted to hear was a true need for moral and physical health, which I more or less couldn’t see because of my unbelievable attitude. You wanted to come back to me rested, cleansed, stronger, to have guarantees of happiness at hand that you’d offer me. That’s what I understood, and I loved you for that. I also thought a lot about the crazy resolutions we made in a moment of despair. (I perfectly understand the state you were reduced to, before you left); but I didn’t imagine for a second that once you were back to yourself you might dwell on such aberrations, if they still existed.

			Then your letter from Dakar arrived. It was just what I expected. A cruise should be a digression in which you absorb only what you love or choose to take in for a while; in a certain way, you’re outside your own life—it’s a respite from the world, a world you’ll return to only at the end of the journey, on dry land. I felt you were more relaxed and still convalescing, a bit calmer, ready to choose the good, sweet path I hoped you would, somewhat melancholic and nostalgic but peaceful.

			So now, about your last letter. The journey was too short, as I’d feared, and land appeared on the horizon with its passenger still in bad shape. Life begins again. The wheel turns, with all its terrible problems. It’s harrowing, agreed; but why do you find it sad? And what extraordinary strength and superhuman energy are you looking for, beyond what people always need to live?

			My love, my dearest love, I’m begging you, if there is some truth in the ideas that haunt me at this very moment, if the courage you lack might be used to destroy something, I’m begging you, stop!

			There is nothing for us to do, nothing we can do, nothing we should do except love each other, in our own world, far from everything, on our island, and support one another so our love will triumph in silence, through its own strength, its own energy. Then, and then alone perhaps, will we have the right to allow our love to shine, in full view of everyone (though what would that add to it?). If that moment should come, it will happen on its own, don’t worry, it will happen to us quite simply, without requiring any battle, without bringing suffering or sadness to anyone.

			For the moment, we’re paying. We’ve both committed a great sin, if sin exists. We’ve pretended to love, we even believed it ourselves, we’ve accepted as authentic the mirage of love, through carelessness, perhaps, possibly through scorn and impatience, through lack of faith as well.

			For that, we must pay, and before reaching our paradise, we must earn it. Perhaps one day we’ll be allowed to step into our heaven: great love can create so many miracles!

			Until then, it will be hard, I know that and so do you. For the moment, it’s easy for me to imagine the openness and goodness between us; but I know the time will come when your presence and the importance of your other life will make me bitter, evil, egotistic, unfairly rebellious, cruel, and will shut me out from our love. That’s when I’ll expect you to help me, and I know too well that the task won’t be easy, but you’ll emerge victorious, if you love me; you’ve already done it several times. I’ll try to behave in the same way. That’s why we must join all our energy and strength, solely for that, and we must do so in joy and hope.

			Listen to me, mon chéri; open yourself entirely to me. I don’t know how to express myself; I don’t know how to speak and even less how to write, but I feel everything I’m telling you here so deeply that it must be obvious and touch you. I’m speaking with my entire soul on my lips, after having thought a great deal. I’ve dreamed of a life with you, and I swear it would cost me so much to give that up; but you must believe me precisely because that idea is so painful to me. If you’re thinking of my happiness, tell yourself there is something far worse than suffering that I can or might feel in our situation: it’s the atrocious distress I’d live through if I knew you were at odds with your conscience, half destroyed and grasping at a love unearned, a love where I’d feel like a stranger and a criminal.

			No, please, forget everything I might say, close your ears on the day when I might shout out evil things again, love me strongly, strongly, and prepare yourself peacefully, in the light of the life we’ve been given to share and whose fate we must accept without flinching. That’s how I’ve loved you. That’s how I’ll always love you, and if you want to see me happy and great, even if only at certain moments, that’s the only path for you to take. I love you.

			
				Maria

			

			73. Maria Casarès to Albert Camus

			
				Sunday, July 24 [1949] (evening)

				Mon chéri,

			

			Only yesterday did I get your letter of the 17th. I’d already started to waste away, shrivel up, turn as dry as the driest desert. It arrived at the critical moment, and the joy of getting it, of finally being able to cede my imagination to detailed facts, in a more familiar context, at first blinded me to the point where I couldn’t see your pain. But I’ll go in order, otherwise I’ll never finish.

			Going in order! That’s not easy.

			A month has already gone by since you left, and we must wait at least another month until you return. Fortunately, hope makes the days seem shorter, and your letters give a purpose to the weeks.

			When I think about writing you, I realize the chaos I’m in. I don’t know where I am anymore. I spend my days with you. I think about you constantly. You are with me through everything that happens, and in the evening I repeat everything about my solitary life in my diary, in secret. Even when I have nothing to tell you, I jot anything that goes through my head (and elsewhere) into my notebook, any which way (the second one already!). I talk to you about all sorts of things, because I feel closer to you when I’m writing.

			As a result of all that, it’s nothing but total confusion when it comes to sending you my latest news, plans, etc., because I’m constantly wondering if my impression of having “already said that” is true or false. Well, briefly, I’ll try to tell you the latest news so I can then reply to your long letter.

			1) Plans: Recently, Papa, who’d been very well for ten days, suddenly got a fever, no idea why. His temperature is dropping, but my hope of leaving to spend some time in Ermenonville is very up in the air.

			2) I refused to go to Biarritz on the pretext of an urgent trip to Switzerland for personal reasons. (By the way, I really like your idea of a perpetual prison, and for the moment, until your return, I feel no desire to revolt.)

			3) I had breakfast with Cocteau. We start filming Orphée around September 12th or 15th.

			4) I haven’t seen Hébertot yet; he didn’t call me. Serge Reggiani, who I’m currently doing a radio show with, hopes to be able to act in your play and even announced it in an interview; but he doesn’t want to say anything to the master before being absolutely certain.

			News:

			1) The Tour de France has ended. I think Coppi won it.[*40]

			2) Joanovici was sentenced to five years in prison and all his assets, up to fifty million, will be confiscated. He looks awful.

			3) Abetz[*41] was sentenced to twenty years hard labor.

			4) Young children continue to gradually exterminate your generation.

			Everyday life. Monotonous. Radio shows. Out on my “deck.” The Marne. (The only event: lunch with Cocteau.) More and more frequent walks in Paris. Reading. After the 27th, I won’t see anyone but Pitou because I think I’ll ban the telephone and tell everyone I’ve gone to Switzerland. State of mind. Better. I am all love and nothing but love and although the days feel long, they seem more bearable. It will be even better in August.

			And that’s all about me and my life as “Sleeping Beauty.”

			Now about you and your letter.

			1) I’m very unhappy to learn I arrived too late to welcome you to Rio. I wrote as soon as I heard you were getting there on the 15th, but I’m paying for not knowing how long the trip would take.

			2) Since Caligula is no longer on, should I still send your answer to Kellerson about The Misunderstanding?

			3) Oh! My love, I’m begging you, stop looking in my poor awkward sentences for a hidden and demonic meaning they were never meant to have.

			The others (people I meet), in my letters, they are simply other people, I mean people I don’t really know well—examples: Lucien Nat, Fernand, Fabre, Jacqueline Morane,[*42] etc., etc., everyone I happen to see and exchange a few words with.

			Coincidence, which you love so little, has so far led me only to meet totally indifferent people, whom I encounter by chance in the street or at the theater.

			Examples: [Julien] Gracq, Placide (the country girl from Angeles), Jean-Jacques Vierne,[*43] etc., etc.

			And I cry “Oh, the night!” because at night there is no more sun, no more work, no more noise, no one around me, and then, faced with your absence, I can no longer prevent everything I’ve carried locked up in me, buried deep inside me during the day, from emerging and flitting around me in a kind of frantic “macumba.” “Oh, the night!” because at night especially I feel terrified by my loneliness and my desire.

			As for distractions other than books, I didn’t want any when I was writing to you because they all led back to you and the feeling of your absence in such a vivid and painful way.
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