of it, half solidified, almost became a thing; each one was In the
way in the root and the whole stump now gave me the impres-
sion of unwinding itself a little, denying its existence to lose itself
in a frenzied excess. | scraped my heel against this black claw:
I wanted to peel off some of the bark, For no reason at all, out
of defiance, to make the bare pink appear absurd on the tanned
leather: to play with the absurdity of the world. But, when 1
drew my heel back, I saw that the bark was still black.

Black? I felt the word deflating, emptied of meaning with
extraordinary rapidity. Black? The root was ot black, there was
no black on this piece of wood—there was . - . something else:
black, like the circle, did not exist, I looked at the root: was it
more than black or abmost black? But soon stopped questioning
myself because I had the feeling of knowing where I was. Yes,
I had already scrutinized innumerable objects, with deep uneasi-
ness. [ had already tried—vainly—to think something about them:
and | had already felt their cold, inert qualities elude me, slip
through my fingers, Adolphe’s suspenders, the other evening in
the “Railwaymen’s Rendezvous,” They were not purple. I saw the
two inexplicable stains on the shirf. And the stone—the well-
known stone, the origin of this whole business: it was not . ., .
I can't remember exactly just what it was that the stone refused
to be. But I had not forgotten its passive resistance. And the hand
of the Self-Taught Man; I held it and shook it one day in the
library-and then I had the feeling that it wasn’t quite a hand.
I had thought of a great white worm, but that wasn’t it either.
And the suspicious fransparency of the glass of beer in the Café
Mably. Suspicious: that's what they were, the sounds, the smells,
the tastes, When they ran quickly under your nose like startled
hares and you didn’t pay too much attention, you might believe
them to be simple and reassuring, you might believe that there
was real blue in the world, real red, a real perfume of almonds
or violets. But as soon as you held on to them for an instant, this
feeling of comfort and security gave way o a deep uneasiness:
colours, tastes, and smells were never real, never themselves and
nothing but themselves. The simplest, most indefinable quality
had too much content, in relation to itself, in its heart. That black
against my foot, it didn’t look like black, but rather the confused

effort to imagine black by someone who had never seen black
and who wouldn’t know how to stop, who would have imagined

an ambiguous being beyond colous. It looked like a colour, but
also . . . like a bruise or a secretion, like an oozing—and something
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else, an odour, for example, it melted into the odour of wet
earth, warm, moist wood, into a black odour that spread like
varnish over this sensitive wood, in a flavour of chewed, sweet
fibre. 1 did not simply see this black: sight is an abstract inven-
tion, a simplified idea, one of man’s ideas. That black, amorphous,
weakly presence, far surpassed sight, smell and taste. But this
richness was lost in confusion and finally was no more because
it was too much. _

This moment was extraordinary. 1 was there, motionless and
icy, plunged in a horrible ecstasy. But something fresh had just
appeared in the very heart of this ecstasy; I understood the
Nausea, I possessed it. To tell the truth, I did not formulate
my discoveries to myself. But I think it would be easy for me
to put them in words now. The essential thing is contingency. ‘I
mean that one cannot define existence as necessity. To exist is
simply #o be there; those who exist let themselves be encountered,
but you can never deduce anything from them. I believe there
are people who have understood this, Only they tried to over-
come this contingency by inventing a necessary, causal being.
But no necessary being can explain existence: contingency is not
a delusion, a probability which can be dissipated; it is the abso-
lute, consequently, the perfect free gift. All is free, this park,
this city and myself. When you realize that, it turns your heart
upside down and everything begins to float, as the other evening
at the “Railwaymen’s Rendezvous”: here s Nausea; here there is
what those bastards—the ones on the Cotean Vert and others—try
to hide from themselves with their idea of their rights. But
what a poor lie: no one has any 1ights; they are entirely Free, like
other men, they cannot succeed in not feeling superfluous. And
in themselves, secretly, they are superfluous, that is to say, amor- ﬂj
phous, vague, and sad. e

How long will this fascination last? I was the root of the
chestnut tree. Or rather I was entirely conscious of its existence.
Still detached from it—since I was conscious of it—yet lost in if,
nothing but it. An uneasy conscience which, notwithstanding,
let itself fall with all. its weight on this piece of dead wood. Time
had stopped: a small black pool at my feet; it was ionssibIe
for something to come after that moment. T would have liked to
tear myself from that atrocious joy, but I did not even imagine
it would be possible; I was inside; the black stump did wot move,
it stayed there, in my eyes, as a lump of food sticks in the W?nd-
pipe. I could neither accept nor refuse it. At what a cost did I
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