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the sacred war
by René Daumal

Translated by Louise Landes-Levi
Ambala, Amsterdam, 1982

[n Memory oF Max

\

“Des que leurs visages furent tournés vers le dehors, les hommes
devinrent incapables de se voir eux-memes, et c'est notre grande
infirmité. Ne pouvant nous voir, nous nous imaginons. Et chacun, sc
révant soi-méme et révant les autres, reste seul derriére son visage.”

--Rene Daumal “L'Envers de la Tete"

“Rajana Minel Jihaldil ngghar ila l-jihadil Akbar"

--The Prophet




1 going to write a potI about war. 1t may not be a true
Aarnl

3 true war
it will be aboul &
pocm but i

e ric e ( SC if the true [)O{‘I were
It \;ql[l '30‘ }‘) [ - |ll l ( ”l. ST =~ t(' \\'ll[(:]] l](\ was
here, ."l(l { the rumo S prt’a(l 0 nto e Cr wd

i lolzg;a:cé“m sifence would develop, a heavy silence would

swell up. a silence thick with 1000 thunders.

' «: seer, he would see us;

neible we would see him, the poel; seer, , ] gt

o wc\:.\:;?x)lﬁ'pal: {n our poor shadows, we would \jﬂﬁh him to be
2:: real, we the sickly, we the troubled, we the anything-at-all.

He woulkl be here, exploding with the 1000 thunders of the
multitudé of cnemies contained within him -- for he contains
: - ls -

them, and he pleases them when he wan - '
incand‘:‘.sccnt with sorrow and sacred rage, and yet
peaceful, like an artisan, in the great silence he would open a little
faucet, the little faucet of the mill of words, j L
and from there he would lance a poem, a pocm from which
one becomes green,

That which 1 will make will not be a poet's true poetic
poem, for if the word “war” were said in a true poem —

then the war, the true war of which the poet would speak.,
the war without mercy, the war without compromise, would
trrevocably illumine itself in the interior of our hearts.

For in a true poem words mean what they say.

Neither will this be a philosophic discourse. Because to be
a philosopher, to lave truth more than oneself, it is necessary o
have died 1o error, it Is necessary to have killed the complaisant
traitors of dream and easy illusion. And this, this is the purpose
and end of the war, and the war has only begun, there are still
some traitors to unmask

And neither will this be a scientific work, because to be a
scientist, to see and love things as they are, it is necessary to be
onesclf, and to like to see oneselfl as one is. 1L is necessary to have
broken the mirrors which lie. it Is necessary to have Kilied with an
unpitving look the insinuating phantoms. And that is the
purpose and end of the war and the war has only begun, there are
still some masks to tear away,

And neither will this be an enthusiastic chant. For
enthuslasm is stable when god has arisen, when enemies are no
more than forces without forms, when the ringing of war rings to
break-up everything. and the war has only begun, we have not yet
thrown our hedding into the fire,

And neither will this be a magical Invocation, because the
magician tells his god: "Do that which pleases me” and he refuses
to make war with his worst enemy. if the enemy pleases him. And
nor will this be a believer's prayer. for, at his best, the believer
demands: "Do what you will,” and for that he had to put the iron
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and fire In the intestines of dearest encmy -

: which 1s the w
war, and the war has only begun: AN He e of

It will be a little of all this, a hope :
. e of ; s, pe and effort towards all
this. and it will also be a call to arms. A call which the play of

echoes will be able to réturn (o me -- and whicl 2
liepdly 1, perhaps, others

You now guess of which war [ wish to speak.

Of other wars. of those one endures, | will not speak. If |
spoke of them, it would be ordinary literature, a substitute, a
default, an excuse. As if 1 were to use the word “horrible” when [
did not have "goosepimples” on my skin, if 1 were to use the
expression “die to hunger® when [ had not yet stolen from the
storefronts, as thought 1 spoke of madness before | had tried to see
infinity through the key-hole. As if [ spoke of death, without
having fell my tonguc taste the salt of the irreparable. As certain
speak of purity, who have believed themselves superior to domestic
pork, as certain speak of liberty who adore and rethread their
chains. as certain speak of love, who love only the shadow of
themselves. Or of sacrifice who would not cut ofl their little finger
for anything. Or of knowledge who disguise themselves to their

own sight. As it is our greatest sickness to speak In order to see
nothing

This would be a powerless substitute, like old men and il
peaple who enthusiastically speak of blows given or recefved by
young people in good heaith;

Do 1 have the right to speak of this other war, that which
one does not enly endure. when it may not be irreparably It up
within me? When 1 am still in the skirmishes? Certainly, | rarely
have the right, but “rarely” the right, this also means, “Sometimes
the duty.” and above all, “the need” - [ will never have too many
allics.

[ will therefore try to speak of the sacred war

May it light itself in an irreparable way. It kindles itself
quite well, at times, but not for very long. At the first appearance
of victory, | admire my triumph, 1 play the generous one, and |
pacify the enemy. There are traitors in the house, but they have
the appearance of friends, it would be so unpleasant to unmask
them. They have their places by the hearth, their rocking chairs
and their slippers, and they come when 1 am drowsy, offering me a
compliment, a palpitating or funny story., flowers and delicacies,
and now and then a beautiful feathered hat. they speak in the
firet person. it is my voice that [ believe to hear, it s my voice |
believe to transmit; "fam........... I hnow......... Fwish......... Lies.
Lies grafted to my flesh, abscess that cries to me: “Don’t destroy
us, we are of the same blood,” blisters which burst: "We are your
sole good, your only ornament, continue therefore to nourish us,
it doesn't cost you so much!”

And they are numerous and they are charming, they are
pitiable, they are arrogant. they blackmail, they form a coalition
but these barbanans respeet nothing, nothing true. 1 want to say.




: screwed tight with
ore .rvthing else, they arc screwe
bc('au‘sc.“ ll)dt(;]r;hlcc:‘tgthcm that | seem to be, it is they who take
resp?(:l.* ‘Afld hold they keys to the closet of masks. They tell me:
u\:; spl:(l)tl;‘“ vou, without us, how would you appear in this nice
“We ¢ 0 R

world?” O sooner nude like a larval |

3 steal everything from me, Afterward, they
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o {ve you value. And you wish to assassinate us! But it Is

):o::'r:;ff %gu lilccratc when you push us away. when you wickedly
t:?p us on our sensitive nose; we arc your goad friends.

ible pity, with her indifferences, comes to weaken
me. Ag;\ir‘:cslth;);: phlan-toms. all the light! That I Hg})‘t the lamp,
and you, you are quiet. that [ open an €yc and you dxsappt:ar. for ]
you are of sculpted void. of made-up nothingness. Agfuns.t you the
war of outrage. No pity. no tolerance. One right only: the right to

be more.

But now, it is another time. they feel discovered. And so,
they try to reconciliate. “In fact, it is you who are master. But
what is a master without servants? Keep us in your maodest
places, we promise to help you. Look, for cxamplg.leaglne you
wish to write a poem. How will you do it without us?

Yes, rebels, one day [ will put you in your places. I will bend
you beneath my voke, | will nourish you with hay, and thrash you
cach morning. But as long as you suck my blood and steal my
words, O Sooner to write poems no more.

Sce the pretty peace that is proposed to me. Close your
eves in order to not see the crime. Agitate oneself from morning to
night in order not to sce death always vawning. Believe vourself
victorious before having fought, Peace of lies! Adjust to one's
cowardices, because everyone is adjusted to them. Peace of the
vanquished! A little filth, a little wine-bibbing, a little blasphemy
beneath the words of the spirit, a little masqueérade. of which one
makes a virtue, a little laziness and dream, and even a lot if one is
an artist, a little of all that and surrounding it, a whole
confectionery of beautiful words, this is the peace that is proposed
ta us. Peace of salesmen! And to safeguard this shameful peace,
one would do anyvthing, one would make war with his fellows. For
there is an old and sure receipt to conserve one's peace at all
times. it is always to accuse the others.

You now know that I wish to speak of the sacred war.

He who has declared this war within himself is in peace
with his fellows, and, although he is the field of the most violent
battle, within his interior reigns a peace more active than all wars.
And the more that peace reigns in his interior, In the central

silence and solitude, the more rages the war agains
lies and innumerable illusion. ar st the tumult ok

In this vast silence, heavy with tl '
; S Vas . heavy 1¢ cries of war, hidden
:mn- _thc outside by the fleeting mirage of time, the eternal victor
tllcaf‘: the vmccs‘of' other silences. Alone. having dissolved the
usion of not being alone, alone he is no longer the only one to
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pe alone: But | am separated fr

phantoms which I must annihilate. &':y';‘gr“ebga tt:cse armies of
the citadel, on the ramparts, may I be torn do Y Install myself in,
that the tumult will not enter the Royal Chamb‘f.r1 to'the bone, 50

“But should 1 kill?" asks Arju -

the tribute to Caesar?” asks anﬁg,cr,‘a__u}:“‘l‘{ﬂ"?to{s. Should | pay
you are a killer, you don't have any choice. But § ¢ y‘:ij'»t\‘vercd. i
reddened with the blood of the enemies, don't let one dr e
on the Royal Chamber where the immobile victor awa;t;o ?,sg’lal"tcr
is answered, "but don't let Caesar cast a single g|an‘c ay,” it
Royal Treasure.” ¢ on the

And [ who have no other arm in this world of Caesar, than

the word. 1, who have no other money in the world of Caesar will |
speak? :

I will speak to call myself to the Sacred War. I will speak to
denounce the traitors whom | have nourished. 1 will speak so that

my words shame my actions, until the day when peace, armored
in thunder, will reign in the chamber of the eternal victor.

And because | have used the word war, and that this word
today is no more a simple sound that educated people make with
their mouths, because it is now a serious word, heavy with

meaning, you will know that | speak seriously and that these
words are not vain sounds that | make with my mouth.

Paris, Spring 1940
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