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The prime importance of Simone de 
Beauvoir's work l i e s in the frank im
mediacy with which she has borne w i t 
ness to the world around her. A sen
s i t i v e observer of s o c i e t y , a t h i n k e r 
and at the same time a woman with an 
i r r e p r e s s i b l e zest f o r l i v i n g every 
day to the f u l l , she has captured, in 
her w r i t i n g , the movement of a great 
part of the twentieth century. And, 
in keeping with the three aspects of 
her p e r s o n a l i t y she has recorded her 
r e a c t i o n to anything she has found 
important in three d i f f e r e n t ways. 

She u s u a l l y deals with a question f i r s t 
in a f i c t i o n a l form, thus making her 
thought a c c e s s i b l e and a p p l i c a b l e to a 
wide p u b l i c . Then she researches and 
analyses the problem presenting her re
s u l t as an essay. F i n a l l y , she pub
l i s h e s her personal awareness and 
reactions in her memoi res. The t r e a t 
ment of o l d age--a theme which has run 
through her work si n c e the e a r l y 1940s 
- - i s no exception to the process l a i d 
out above. 

As we may expect from a w r i t e r who draws 
the theme and characters of her novels 
d i r e c t l y from her own experience—and 
modifies both as l i t t l e as she p o s s i b l y 
can w h i l e making her point--Beauvoir 
does not begin to think about o l d people 
u n t i l she f e e l s h e r s e l f to be aging. 
There are no e l d e r l y characters in the 
e a r l y novels. Those we f i n d in Les 
Bouches i n u t i l e s and Al1 Men are Morta1 
are c l e a r l y there because they are 
necessary to the moral issue at stake 
f o r the protagonist; they are not d e v e l 
oped as important characters in e i t h e r 
work. It is very i n t e r e s t i n g to note, 
however, that they are not present in 
the source m a t e r i a l : The author t e l l s 
us that she took the story from S i s -
mondi's I t a l i a n c h r o n i c l e s and indeed in 
the o r i g i n a l we f i n d mentioned only the 
poor, the c h i l d r e n and the women.(1) 
C l e a r l y Simone de Beauvoir wishes to 
make the point that s o c i e t y considers 
the aged useless and casts them o f f 
q u i t e e a s i l y . The Simone de Beauvoir of 
these e a r l y works is s t i l l young and so 
she thinks of old people only as an 
e s t a b l i s h e d part of s o c i e t y who hold a 
c e r t a i n c o l l e c t i v e p o s i t i o n as they wait 
to d i e ; yet she is already aware of 
t h e i r s i t u a t i o n . 

As the author gets o l d e r so her pro
t a g o n i s t s age a l s o . In The Mandarins 
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we see a number of middle-aged char
a c t e r s at a t u r n i n g point in t h e i r 
l i v e s which p r e c i p i t a t e s most of them 
i n t o an awareness of t h e i r advapcing 
years. 

Robert Dubreuilh at s i x c y is the o l d e s t 
of the c h a r a c t e r s . An author and 
p o l i t i c a l a c t i v i s t he i s conscious 
f i r s t o f a great urgency in h i s work, 
a f e e l i n g that time i s l a c k i n g (and 
t h i s a t t i t u d e i s one which S a r t r e 
shared at t h i s p e r i o d , we are t o l d ) . ( 2 ) 
Meanwhile h i s w i f e , a p s y c h i a t r i s t , 
observes f i r s t a p h y s i c a l change i n him: 

Suddenly, i t was p l a i n as day: he 
looked worn out. His eyes were 
bloodshot, h i s s k i n gray, h i s face 
p u f f y . " A f t e r a l l he i s n ' t young 
any more," I thought a n x i o u s l y , 
Oh, he s t i l l wasn't o l d , but 
nevertheless he couldn't a l l o w 
h i m s e l f h i s former excesses. The 
f a c t of the matter was, however, 
that he d i d work e x c e s s i v e l y , and 
indeed even more so than before, 
perhaps to prove to himself that 
he was s t i l l young.(3) 

Next she n o t i c e s a change in h i s a t t i 
tude: 

Now he f e e l s h i s age; he needs 
c e r t a i n t i e s , and in the immediate 
future.(h) 

With age has come a sense of a l i m i t e d 
f u t u r e f o r o n e s e l f and an u n l i m i t e d 
f u t u r e in which one has no p a r t . 
Dubreuilh s t a t e s t h i s himself l a t e r : 

Robert nodded. "You're r i g h t ; 
something doesn't r i n g t r u e . And 

I ' l l t e l 1 you what i t i s : I'm too 
o l d . " 
"What's your age got to do w i t h 
i t ? " 
"I r e a l i z e only too w e l l that many 
of the things I once set s t o r e by 
are no longer important; I'm being 
led to want a f u t u r e very d i f f e r e n t 
from the one I used to imagine. 
Only I can't change myself, and 
therefore I see no place f o r my
s e l f in that f u t u r e . " ( 5 ) 

This awareness of h i s age creates in 
Robert Dubreuilh a double-sided c r i s i s 
of c r e a t i v i t y and a c t i v i t y . On the 
one hand he wants to accomplish as 
much as p o s s i b l e , on the other he 
f e e l s out of touch with h i s time 

("Let's say I have a dated youth.")(6) 
and t h i s brings a sense of f u t i l i t y 
which drains h i s d e s i r e to work. The 
problem i s an i n t e l l e c t u a l one, con
cerning the usefulness of a c e r t a i n 
course of a c t i o n at a time when he i s 
faced with defeat and o p p o s i t i o n and 
Dubreuilh's statement that he w i l l 
stop w r i t i n g and l i v e l i k e everyone 
e l s e is the r e f l e c t i o n of a temporary 
s t a t e of depression. He never s e r 
i o u s l y considers ceasing the a c t i v 
i t i e s that have been h i s l i f e . 

Anne, his w i f e , has a very d i f f e r e n t 
a t t i t u d e to her s i t u a t i o n . She per
s i s t s in the statement that her 
a c t i v e l i f e is drawing to a c l o s e and 
that a l l that remains f o r her to do is 
to k i l l time u n t i l her death. 

Reason s a i d to me, "My l i f e i s 



over." But against a l l reason, 
I s t i l l had a good many years to 
k i l l . ( 7 ) 

"She'd [Paule] be l i k e myself, 
l i k e m i l l i o n s of others: a woman 
w a i t i n g to d i e , no longer knowing 
she's l i v i n g . " ( 8 ) 

Although she d i s c l a i m s a l l coquetry, a l l 
i n t e r e s t in clo t h e s and s o c i a l occas
ions, nonetheless, she fears the loss 
of her looks most of a l l : 

. . . Old age i s awaiting me; 
there's no escaping i t . Even now 
I can see i t s beginnings in the 
depths of the mir r o r . Oh, I'm 
s t i l l a woman, I s t i l l bleed 
every month. Nothing's r e a l l y 
changed, except that now I know. 
I ran my f i n g e r s through my h a i r . 
Those white streaks are no longer 
a c u r i o s i t y , a s i g n ; they're the 
beginning. In a few years, my 
head w i l l be the colour of my 
bones. My face s t i l l seems smooth 
and f i r m , but overnight the mask 
w i l l melt, l a y i n g bare the rheumy 
eyes of an old woman. Each year 
the seasons repeat themselves; the 
wounds are healed. But there's 
no way in the world to h a l t the 
i n f i r m i t i e s of age.(9) 

It i s in the l i g h t of t h i s f e a r of o l d 
age and sense of f i n a l i t y that she 
allows h e r s e l f to enter wholeheartedly 
i n t o an a f f a i r . And she i s q u i t e 
conscious of her own i n t e n t i o n s : 

A f t e r years of abstinence, I had 

been hoping f o r a new love, and 
I had very d e l i b e r a t e l y brought 
t h i s one about. I had magnified 
i t out of a l l p r o p o r t i o n because 
I knew my l i f e as a woman was 
drawing to a close. ( 10) 

This a t t i t u d e would seem reasonable 
perhaps i f Anne Dubreuilh were the 
same age as her husband and i f , l i k e 
her f r i e n d Paule, she l i v e d f o r love 
and her a t t r a c t i v e n e s s to a lo v e r , but 
Anne i s a mere t h i r t y - n i n e years o l d 
and a suc c e s s f u l p r o f e s s i o n a l woman 
and a p s y c h i a t r i s t to boot. It i s 
true that she t r i e s to j u s t i f y her 
a t t i t u d e in terms of a r e f u s a l of 
compromise but a l l she does, in f a c t , 
i s r e a f f i r m her previous statements: 

I hasten to t e l l myself, "I'm 
f i n i s h e d , I'm o l d . " In that way, 
I cancel out those t h i r t y or 
f o r t y years when I w i l l l i v e , o l d 
and f i n i s h e d , g r i e v i n g over a 
l o s t past; I ' l l be deprived of 
nothing s i n c e I've already re
nounced eve r y t h i n g . There's more 
caution than p r i d e in my s t e r n 
ness, and fundamentally i t covers 
up a huge l i e : by r e j e c t i n g the 
compromises of o l d age, I deny 
i t s very e x i s t e n c e . Under my 
w i l t i n g s k i n , I a f f i r m the sur
v i v a l of a young woman wi t h her 
demands s t i l l i n t a c t , a rebel 
against a l l concessions, and d i s 
d a i n f u l of those sad f o r t y - y e a r -
o l d hags. But she doesn't e x i s t 
any more, that young woman; s h e ' l l 
never be born again, even under 



Lewis's kisses.(11) 

The discrepancy between the a t t i t u d e 
of a man of s i x t y and a woman twenty 
years younger i s f l a g r a n t . The man 
sees h i m s e l f i n terms of i n t e l 
l e c t u a l vigour and p o l i t i c a l relevancy; 
that i s , how usef u l he is to h i s s o c i e t y , 
w h i l e a woman of s i m i l a r education i s 
governed s o l e l y by the s t a t e of her sex
ual a t t r i b u t e s — her face and her f e r t i l 
i t y — t o the extent of ceasing t o con
s i d e r h e r s e l f a woman once she has 
passed the menopause. Her car e e r , her 
l i f e count f o r nothing in the face of 
her usefulness to a man—and t h i s in her 
own e s t i m a t i o n . 

Admittedly a woman i s made aware of her 
advancing age by the ph y s i c a l change 
w i t h i n h e r s e l f but the r e s u l t i n g denega-
t i o n of h e r s e l f and her achievements 
shown by Anne Dubreuilh are caused by 
the c o n d i t i o n i n g given to women that 
Simone de Beauvoir described p r e v i o u s l y 
in The Second Sex. 

A woman learns to de f i n e h e r s e l f in re
l a t i o n to a man and her s o c i a l status 
depends on h i s . Hence she sees h e r s e l f 
l a r g e l y in terms of her a t t r a c t i v e n e s s 
and s e x u a l i t y . When these are jeopar
d i s e d — b y loss of f e r t i l i t y and a g i n g — 
then she runs the r i s k of l o s i n g her man 
and w i t h him her p o s i t i o n i n the world. 
Anne is not c l e a r l y aware o f t h i s . A l 
though she sees the change in people's 
a t t i t u d e s to P a u l e — a woman alone i s 
pat r o n i s e d , a woman suspected of search
ing f o r a man is mocked, an e l d e r l y 

woman i s a mockery o f her own yo u t h f u l 
s e l f — s h e does not draw the obvious 
c o n c l u s i o n s . Her reac t i o n s and fears 
are born of her upbringing and con
d i t i o n i n g and they are a l l the more un
s e t t l i n g because Anne is a p s y c h i a t r i s t 
and yet does not recognise the source 
of her own t r o u b l e s . 

We see in Anne the beginnings of 
Dominique Langlois i n Les B e l l e s Images 
who, although she has a su c c e s s f u l ca
reer and i s at the top o f her p r o f e s s i o n , 
is unable to conceive of h e r s e l f as a 
whole person i f there i s no man whose 
l i f e she shares. Anne has the a t t i t u d e 
without, being aware of the repercus
s i o n s . Dominique is extremely aware of 
the s o c i a l pressure involved. Neither 
analyses the cause of her panic at the 
thought of growing o l d . 

L i k e her characters Simone de Beauvoir 
is very conscious of her advancing years 
and t h i s consciousness together with a 
d i s t a s t e f o r the thought of being o l d 
were present already when she h e r s e l f 
was barely f o r t y . (The second part of 
The Force of Circumstance is punctuated 
r e g u l a r l y by the statement "I am g e t t i n g 
o l d " ) . Her symptoms and ac t i o n s were 
s i m i l a r to those of Anne D u b r e u i l h — a t 
t h i r t y - n i n e she began an a f f a i r with 
Algren and followed i t with another at 
the age of f o r t y - f o u r with Claude 
Lanzmann--but her own presentation of 
her s i t u a t i o n is much c l e a r e r than any 
she put in her novels. It i s funda
mentally the same s i t u a t i o n , however, 
and nowhere does she seem to f i n d i t 



strange that she should consider her 
l i f e drawing to a c l o s e at an age when 
a man would be considered in h i s prime. 

The major d i s c u s s i o n of the problem 
comes in The Force of Circumstance 
which opens with a young person's 
view of o l d people--"Young women have an 
acute sense of what should and should 
not be done when one is no longer 
young."(12)This is the censorship we 
have seen in Nadine and we r e a l i s e that 
the prudence Anne Dubreuilh ascribed to 
h e r s e l f is one that Simone de Beauvoir 
is p r a c t i s i n g in r e a l i t y . It i s 
strange to read from the pen of the 
author of The Second Sex: 

Now, at f o r t y - f o u r , I was r e l e 
gated to the land of shades; y e t , 
as I have s a i d , although my body 
made no o b j e c t i o n to t h i s , my 
imagination was much less resigned. 
When the opportunity arose of com
ing back to l i f e , I seized i t 
gladly.(13) 

Here she i s f a l l i n g i n t o the a t t i t u d e of 
which she is so conscious e l s e w h e r e — 
that of assessing her whole l i f e in 
terms of her s e x u a l i t y . Within the 
context of French s o c i e t y — a s indeed we 
see in The Mandarins and l a t e r in Les 
B e l l e s I m a g e s — i t i s extremely d i f f i c u l t 
f o r a woman to l i v e in a way that i s not 
to a c e r t a i n extent d i c t a t e d by her 
appearance. And we see to our s u r p r i s e , 
and to Simone de Beauvoir's own, that 
she has not been able to f r e e h e r s e l f 
of such c o n d i t i o n i n g with regard to 
h e r s e l f . Concerning El s a T r i o l e t she 

wr i t e s : 
At the time, I s a i d to myself: 
"But she's wrong. An o l d woman 
i s n ' t the same as an ugly woman. 
She'vs j u s t an o l d woman! In the 
eyes of o t h e r s , yes; but f o r one
s e l f , once past a c e r t a i n stage, 
the looking g l a s s r e f l e c t s a d i s 
f i g u r e d face. Now I understood 
her. (14) 

The m i r r o r i s the f o c a l point that 
brings home once again the discrepancy 
between s e l f and other. For Beauvoir, 
and l a t e r for. the n a r r a t o r of "The Age 
of D i s c r e t i o n , " ( 1 5 ) t h e s e l f is a young 
woman. When she stops to t h i n k she 
r e a l i s e s that her a t t i t u d e to the world 
has changed but s t i l l her perception of 
h e r s e l f i s the one she had at the time 
of grea t e s t a c t i v i t y , g r e a t e s t accom
plishment. She w r i t e s : 

Old age. From a d i s t a n c e you take 
i t to be an i n s t i t u t i o n ; but they 
are a l l young, these people who 
suddenly f i n d that they are old.(16) 

The t r a n s i t i o n i s a period where the 
changes are ignored, brushed a s i d e , 
avoided. Beauvoir h e r s e l f managed to 
do t h i s with the help of Lanzmann: 

Lanzmann's presence beside me freed 
me from my age. F i r s t , i t did away 
with my a n x i e t y a t t a c k s . Two or 
three times he caught me going 
through one, and he was so alarmed 
to see me thus shaken that a command 
was e s t a b l i s h e d in every bone and 
nerve of my body never to y i e l d to 
them; I found the idea of dragging 
him already i n t o the horrors of de-



d i n i n g age r e v o l t i n g . And then, 
h i s p a r t i c i p a t i o n revived any i n 
t e r e s t in everything.(17) 
When I had f i r s t known him 
[Lanzmann], I was not yet r i p e 
f o r o l d age; he h i d h i s approach 
from me. Now I had found i t a l 
ready e s t a b l i s h e d i n s i d e me. I 
had s t i l l the strength to hate 
i t , but no longer to despair.(18) 

She says that she does not d e s p a i r , but 
the v i o l e n c e of her r e a c t i o n b e l i e s her 
words. Her a t t i t u d e to her face i s but 
one example: 

I o f t e n stop, f l a b b e r g a s t e d , at 
the s i g h t of t h i s i n c r e d i b l e thing 
that serves me as a face....I had 
the impression once of c a r i n g very 
l i t t l e what kind of f i g u r e I cut. 
In much the same way, people who 
enjoy good health and always have 
enough to eat never g i v e t h e i r 
stomachs a thought. While I was 
able to look at my face without 
d i s p l e a s u r e I gave i t no thought, 
i t could look a f t e r i t s e l f . . . . Per
haps the people I pass in the 
s t r e e t see merely a woman in her 
f i f t i e s who simply looks her age, 
no more, no l e s s . But when I look, 
I see my face as i t was, attacked 
by the pox of time f o r which there 
i s no cure.(19) 

From the o u t s i d e , the change in her 
appearance i s normal, f o r h e r s e l f i t is 
the i n d i c a t i o n of approaching death. 
A l l her l i f e Simone de Beauvoir has been 
haunted at i n t e r v a l s by the metaphysical 

e f f e c t s w i t h i n her own l i f e but now 
death is a perpetual companion: 

Death i s no longer a b r u t a l event 
in the f a r d i s t a n c e ; i t haunts my 
s l e e p . Awake, I sense i t s shadow 
between the world and me: i t has 
already begun. That i s what I had 
never foreseen: i t begins e a r l y 
and i t erodes.(20) 

The idea that she i s f i n i t e changes the 
author's a t t i t u d e to the world. She is 
being detached from a c t i v i t i e s she en
joyed because she w i l l not do them 
again, from places she loved because 
she w i l l not see them again, from taking 
a c t i o n against things because the r e v o l t 
w i l l soon be f o r g o t t e n . Because her 
futu r e is l i m i t e d and other people w i l l 
occupy her world there seems l i t t l e 
point in shaking o f f the apathy she 
f e e l s towards the time that i s l e f t . 
Beauvoir transmits her emotion with 
great power and the p i c t u r e she 
paints is d o l e f u l indeed.(21) The 
world has disappointed her; she no 
longer has time e i t h e r to change i t or 
to change her commentary upon i t and 
her personal f u t u r e f r i g h t e n s her. 
Her reactions are complex as she 
struggles simultaneously against the 
b r e v i t y of her f u t u r e and the period 
of w a i t i n g before death: 

Memories grow t h i n , myths crack 
and p e e l , p r o j e c t s rot in the bud; 
I am here, and around me circum
stances. If t h i s s i l e n c e i s to 
l a s t , how long i t seems, my short 
f u t u r e . 



And what threats i t includes! The 
only thing that can happen now at 
the same time new and important is 
misfortune. E i t h e r I s h a l l see 
S a r t r e dead, or I s h a l l d i e before 
him....Sometimes 1 want to f i n i s h 
i t a l l q u i c k l y so as to shorten 
the dread of w a i t i n g . 

Yet I loathe the thought of a n n i h i 
l a t i n g myself q u i t e as much now as 
I ever did.(22) 

The only a l l e v i a t i o n of her anguish 
Simone de Beauvoir f i n d s is in her w r i 
t i n g . At f i r s t she f e l t a growing 
sense of urgency,(23) then the simple 
t h e r a p e u t i c need to write(2h)and f i n a l l y 
she f i n d s that in w r i t i n g she transcends 
time--not in a b e l i e f in the immortality 
of the p r i n t e d word but in the work i n 
volved in making a book: 

The w r i t e r nevertheless has the 
good fortune to be able to escape 
hi s own p e t r i f a c t i o n at the moments 
when he is w r i t i n g . Every time I 
s t a r t on a new book, I am a begin
ner again. I doubt myself, I grow 
discouraged, a l l the work accom
p l i s h e d in the past i s as though i t 
never was, my f i r s t d r a f t s are so 
shapeless that i t seems impossible 
to go on with the attempts at a l l , 
r i g h t up u n t i l the moment—always 
impercep t i b l e , there, too, there 
i s a break—when i t has become im
p o s s i b l e not to f i n i s h i t . Each 
page, each sentence, makes a f r e s h 
demand on the powers of invention 
and requires an unprecedented 

choice. Creation is adventure, i t 
i s youth and l i b e r t y . ( 2 5 ) 

But the problem l i e s in the l a s t sen
t e n c e — t h e act of c r e a t i o n i s an ad
venture, i t is youth and freedom—and 
whether an o l d person i s able to con
tin u e to invent and c r e a t e . A f t e r a l l 
Beauvoir w r i t e s immediately before 
t h i s passage "To grow o l d i s to set 
l i m i t s on o n e s e l f , to s h r i n k " and once 
one is defined can one surpass o n e s e l f ? 
This i s the question p o s i t e d in "The Age 
of D i s c r e t i o n . " The n a r r a t o r of the 
s t o r y i s a l i t e r a r y c r i t i c whose new 
book has j u s t been adjudged a r e p e t i t i o n 
of her e a r l i e r work. Her husband is a 
s c i e n t i s t who has not had an i n n o v a t i v e 
idea f o r f i f t e e n years. The s t o r y i s 
somber but the n a r r a t o r is more recon
c i l e d to her f a t e than Beauvoir was in 
The Prime of L i f e . The message would 
seem to be that one should keep an 
i n t e r e s t in something and that one 
should 'reduce the s c a l e of one's pro
j e c t s and enjoy every day as i t comes: 

Do not look too f a r ahead. Ahead 
there were the horrors of death and 
f a r e w e l l s : i t was f a l s e t e e t h , s c i 
a t i c a , i n f i r m i t y , i n t e l l e c t u a l bar
renness, l o n e l i n e s s i n a strange 
world that we would no longer under
stand and that would ca r r y on w i t h 
out us. S h a l l I succeed in not 
l i f t i n g my gaze to those horizons? 
Or s h a l l I learn to behold them 
without horror? We are together: 
that is our good for t u n e . We s h a l l 
help one another to l i v e through 
t h i s l a s t adventure, t h i s adventure 



from which we s h a l l not come back. 
W i l l that make i t bearable f o r us? 
I do not know. Let us hope so. We 
have no choice in the matter. ( 2 6 ) 

Given the v i o l e n c e of the upheaval i n 
her personal l i f e , and given her aware
ness of the p r o b a b i l i t y that her s i t u a 
t i o n i s common to many, i t i s not sur
p r i s i n g that Beauvoir should set out to 
document her experience and present her 
f i n d i n g s to the p u b l i c . The r e s u l t is 
The Coming of Age. Just as she explored 
her female c o n d i t i o n to produce The 
Second Sex at a time when women desper
a t e l y needed help to slough o f f t h e i r 
i n f e r i o r p o s i t i o n in s o c i e t y , so now, at 
a time when the number of o l d people i n 
the western world i s i n c r e a s i n g w h i l e 
the respect paid to experience diminishes 
because of t e c h n o l o g i c a l advance, she i s 
in a s i t u a t i o n which enables her to 
present the case of the e l d e r l y both 
from i n s i d e and out. This o p p o s i t i o n 
of s e l f and other gives i t s form to her 
t h e s i s f o r she o f f e r s a p i c t u r e of the 
general s i t u a t i o n and a l s o the intimacy 
of a number of case h i s t o r i e s . 

What she f i n d s i n others r e i n f o r c e s the 
experience she has already depicted in 
her novels and her memoi res--except that 
most people do not have the f i n a n c i a l and 
i n t e l l e c t u a l p r i v i l e g e s which enable them 
to fend o f f the anguish as w e l l as Beau

v o i r has been able to do. And we have 
f e l t the trauma she has undergone. What 
then of the others? So she looks at so
c i e t y in the l i g h t of t h i s problem--as 
she has many times before in her l i f e 
when f a c i n g some scandalous event—and 
comes to the conclusion that something 
is badly wrong in s o c i e t y when the vast 
majority of people are deprived of t h e i r 
usefulness as c i t i z e n s and thus, f r e 
quently, of t h e i r self-image and s e l f -
esteem a mere two-thirds of the way 
through t h e i r l i v e s . We remember the com
ment concerning retirement in "The Age of 
Di s c r e t io n " : 

R e t i r e d : i t sounds rather l i k e re
j e c t e d , tossed on to the scrap heap. 
The word used to c h i l l my heart. . . 
I have crossed other f r o n t i e r s , but 
a l l of them less d i s t i n c t . This one 
was as r i g i d as an iron curtain. ( 2 7 ) 

Once again Simone de Beauvoir has been 
s e n s i t i v e to a problem, the e x p l o r a t i o n of 
which serves many people beside h e r s e l f . 
Once again she t r a n s l a t e d f i r s t i n t o the 
impersonality of f i c t i o n f e e l i n g s that 
she was l a t e r prepared to discuss per
s o n a l l y . Having thus brought a given 
s i t u a t i o n to the a t t e n t i o n of her readers 
and prepared the ground, she has again 
provided a valuable c o n t r i b u t i o n to the 
understanding of an abusive s i t u a t i o n . 
She may not t h i n k that w r i t i n g j u s t i f i e s 
her existence ( 2 8 )but many of her readers 
would c e r t a i n l y disagree with her. 



NOTES 

1. J.L.C. Stsmonde de Sisroondi, Hjstoire des republlques Jtaliennes du 
Woven Age (Paris, 1809), Vol. *t, pp. 264-5-

(1305-6) However, Tolosato des Ubertl and Agnello Gugllelmini, 
rectors of the besieged town, beginning to run short of food, 
forced the poor, the children, widows and almost a l l low class 
women to leave Plstola. It was a terrible sight for the 
citizens to see their womenfolk escorted to the gates of the 
town, left in the hands of the enemy and to see the gates 
closed behind them. (p. 26k, my translation) 

2. Force of Circumstance, trans. Richard Moisard (London, 1968), p. kkh. 
All further references will be to this edition. 

3. The Mandarins, trans. L.M. Ffredman (Cleveland and New York, 1956), 
p. 212. A l l future references will be to this edition. 

4. Ibid. . P- 223. 5- Ibid., . P- 436 

6. Ibid. . P- 353- 7- Ibid., . p. 80. 

8. Ibid. . P- 447. 9. Ibid., , P-86. 

10. Ibid. . P- 529. II. Ibid., . P-537 

12. Force of Circumstance, p. 29t. 13. Ibid. 

14. Ibid. , P- 493. 

15. The Woman Destroyed, trans. Patrick O'Brian (New York, 1969), P- l * * -

In earlier days I never used to worry about old people: I looked 
upon them as the dead whose legs s t i l l kept moving. Now I see 
them—men and women: only a l i t t l e older than myself. 

16. Force of Circumstance, p. . 672. 17. . Ibid., p. 297. 

18. Ibid. , p. 480. 19. , Ibid., pp.672-3. 

20. Ibid., , p. 673. 21 . Force of Circumstance 

22. Ibid., pp. 673-4. 
pp. 669-74. 

23. Ibid., , p. 444. 24. Ibid., p. 666. 

25. Ibid., p. 671. 26. Ibid., p. 85. 

27- The Woman Destroyed, pp. 14-15. 

28. Force of CIrcumstance, p. 666. 

Despite this undertow of disenchantment, though a l l idea of duty, 
of mission, of salvation has collapsed, no longer sure for whom or 
for what I write, the ac t i v i t y is now more necessary to me than 
ever. I no longer believe it to be a " j u s t i f i c a t i o n , " but without 
it I should feel mortally unjustified. 

DEAR DOUR 

May I avenge Dear Dour 
In poverty? 
Would the winds of the last rebellion 
Muster the sea? 

Shall 1 blow my steam in the a i r 
T i l l snow f a l l s down hot? 
May 1 avenge Dear Dour? 
I may not. 

Jean H?1labold 


