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Jacques Ellul (1912-1994), historian, theologian and social philosopher, was among
the very first to look upon Technique as the key to our modernity. Because of the
gloomy picture he paints of a society delivering humanity up to the manipulations of
propaganda, state oppression and political illusion, this prophetic thinker has often
been accused of describing today’s world as little more than a wasteland. Yet hope
and liberty are at the very heart of all his thinking. This book tells the story of Ellul,
the anarchistic Christian, through a series of conversations where, for the first and last
time in his life, he bares his heart to reveal to us what is tantamount to an intellectual
legacy. It also gives us an overview of an immense lifework as yet insufficiently known.

Patrick Troude-Chastenet is a senior lecturer in Political Science at the Institut
d’Etudes Politiques in the University of Bordeaux in France. He has published three
books and numerous articles on Jacques Ellul. He is a member of the editorial board
of The Ellul Forum.
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From Chastenet’s Introduction
”I describe a world with no prospects, but I believe that God accompanies man

throughout his whole existence”. This is what Jacques Ellul told me one day. The
man who wrote La Foi au prix du doute (The price of faith is doubt) died with this
certitude on the 19th of May 1994 at his home in Pessac, just a few kilometers from
the Bordeaux campus.

Right to the very last his long illness was to provide an illustration of one of his
favourite themes namely that of the ambivalence of technological progress. It was
to prevent him from completing our last two interviews. He, who used to thank his
Maker continually for having given him an iron constitution and computer-like memory
suffered agonies at not being able to find the name of this or that poet or painter that
he had so loved. In the twilight of his life his body, which he had for so long overlooked,
claimed its due forcing itself in a myriad ways into our conversation. My maitre was
made of more than just his great intellect. Having to face this fact left me feeling very
uneasy.

I should point out that for more than ten years, no doubt out of a sense of propri-
ety, so-called personal questions, even the usual platitudes about general well-being,
had been singularly absent from our conversations. The name of the collection where
this book was originally to appear left no doubt as to the biographical nature of the
undertaking, but by tacit consent we were constantly putting off the moment when we
would leave the work and talk about the man.

It is probably not a coincidence that our relationship took a hew turn following the
death of his wife on the 16th of April, 1991. From that date on Jacques Ellul’s life was
never the same again. He was overcome by grief. For a while I thought he may never
be able to get over it He had covered the walls of his sitting-room with photos of his
wife, Yvette. This is where he used to receive all his guests. I think he was filled with
regret and felt that it was urgent that he bear witness to how important she had been
in his life. He wanted to convince me that his wife had shaped his destiny and that
without her he would never have achieved his life’s work.

I remember once when he handed back the manuscript of an introduction to his
ideas that I had written, having conscientiously corrected the misprints and spelling
mistakes, like the good teacher that he was, he turned to me and said : “That’s good
work but you haven’t once mentioned my wife.” I found this remark rather unjust since
I was presenting the work in an academic context, nevertheless I promised to repair
the oversight. In fact it wasn’t an oversight but a deliberate, admittedly debatable,
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decision on my part to treat the work without systematically referring to the author’s
life.

If one is to go by the definition given by the German philosopher Wilhelm Diltey
the work of a biographer is firstly to determine the objectives of the subject of the
biography and then use these to throw light on how he lived his life and did what he
did. There are extremely few lives that actually lend themselves to such a mechanical
approach but if one were to apply this method to Jacques Ellul one would have to say
that he always wanted to be a free man and a free spirit. Too bad if the word free has
become a hackneyed term today; there is no better word to describe the underlying
value that guided Ellul in all fields and in all circumstances.

Ellul cherished this freedom throughout his whole life having received it, as he said,
as his father’s legacy to him. Just six months before his own death, at an international
conference dedicated to his work, Ellul revealed to us that his father had bequeathed
him three guiding principle: never lie to anyone including yourself, be charitable to-
wards the weak and stand up to those more powerful than yourself.
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From the Interviews
Chapter One

Patrick CHASTENET - You seem to be the perfect personification of the old adage,
“no man is a prophet in his own country.” In your opinion, what explains your success
abroad and your belated popularity in France? Far from Paris, no salvation?

Jacques ELLUL - To a large extent my success abroad was due to the fact my book
on the technological society came out in America at a time when the Americans were
experiencing the sort of problems I was talking about. As far as France is concerned,
being provincial is always a determining factor if one wants a career as a writer or a
philosopher. Several years ago a Parisian journalist came home here to interview me
and asked: “But how can you be an intellectual if you live in the provinces?” That was
a very typical reaction ! Anyhow I’ve always been quite marginal in all the activities
I have been involved in.

I had a university career but did little work in my speciality. I am a Christian, but
being a Protestant I am in a minority religion and within Protestantism I belong to an
even smaller minority. Naturally I’ve always been on the side-lines because I’ve always
refused to join any of the mainstream political currents. Perhaps this has something to
do with my character. I have the habit of always starting by criticizing all the things I
like, which does not necessarily endear me to those who are close to me. Consequently
I don’t tend to criticize right-wing ideas or people since I have nothing in common
with them, but I do criticize the left because I have friends there and a certain affinity
for them. So it is obvious that I have always found myself alone and out of place…

Without God, does your-work still have a meaning?
Without God, my work would have an eminently tragic meaning. It would have

driven me to taking the same way out as Romain Gary: suicide. I describe a world
with no prospects but I have the conviction that God accompanies man throughout
history.

You are aware that some of your readers are atheists?
Yes, but I believe that what I have to say about Christianity is open to everyone

including non-believers. By that I mean that hope is transmissible, even without ref-
erence to a given God. Hope is the link between the two sides of what I write, which
communicate back and forth in a sort of dialectical exchange in which hope is both
the crisis point and the solution.
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Chapter Four
What is your earliest recollection?
It must have been in 1914 when I was two and a half. I was playing in the park,

the Jardin Public, and I remember being drawn towards the sound of music, military
music, when I saw some soldiers coming towards us carrying rifles and my mother
saying to me: “Look at them they are soldiers going off to the war”. Then I don’t really
know what got hold of me but I went over to a flower-bed picked a small bunch of
flowers and took it over to one of the soldiers and said: “Here soldier this is for you”.

I remember that he then took me in his arms and kissed me. Iwas extremely moved
by that procession. Naturally at that age I had no idea what war was but I did
understand that something extremely serious was going on…

You once described yourself as being “cold and calculating”. Is this true?
I would say so. Even though I am very moved by poetry for example. I am both

very passionate and very cold. I would describe myself as being cold insofar as I cannot
help distancing myself from events. When I take part in social gatherings I do so
wholeheartedly, I share the emotions of those who are close to me and afterwards I
“ponder the matter”. I try to analyse why certain things had been said and done.

What would you say has changed in your character over the years?
I have become more open towards other people this has happened under the in-

fluence of Christianity and of my wife. At sixteen I was a little brute interested in
absolutely no-one except my friend Farbos and I was an absolute glutton for work.
Work and books were my passion. You mustn’t forget I was an only child.

In your spare time did you have a typical loner’s activities?
Not as far as my taste for a good fight was concerned. But it is true that I did have a

hobby which was rather unusual for a antimilitary type like me (laughs). I would spend
whole afternoons making lead soldiers. I would take the little lead figures and work
on them with a soldering iron. Then I would paint them taking care to be absolutely
faithful to real-life uniforms because I was already deeply fascinated by history. I can
show you my collection, I still have it I believe it must be rather unique…

Do you see yourself as an austere and undemonstraive Calvinist?
First of all I am not a Calvinist. I am a follower of Karl Barth who was just the

opposite. He was joyful and warm-hearted. Calvin wanted to introduce an unshakeable
logic into a domain that I consider not as intellectual. I can’t go along with that.

But you were a Calvinist at the outset?
No. I was much more influenced by Luther and by Kierkegaard than I ever was by

Calvin. I’ve studied Calvin (Laughs). When I was reading theology I was landed with
the task of writing a critical summary of Book IV of the Christian Institutes. I read
the whole work and believe me I found it deadly boring. I have never been attracted
by that kind of rigour.

You would agree, wouldn’t you, that you are rather cold, even though this does not
stem from your spiritual convictions?

7



Yes. Despite the fact that I am Latin I am not demonstrative.
How do you account for this reserve?
I would say that it comes from the distance that existed in my feelings for my father.

He was always extremely kind with me but he was never demonstrative. I suppose I’ve
followed his example.

I can’t put my finger on it but I feel that you are leaving something out when you
describe the influence of your parents.

Perhaps I should have mentioned that my mother passed on her love of poetry to
me. Fortunately I always had intelligent teachers who let us choose our own recitation
texts. Mother, who adored poetry, always guided me towards the better poets. From
the age of six or seven I have had a taste for poetry. Poetry is the art form which
pleases me the most and in which I find deep meaning.

Have you ever thought of publishing your own poems?
No. I believe I’ve told you before if my heirs feel like publishing my note-books of

poems, if they feel it’s a good idea, they can. That is the wry I am. In poetry one
bares one’s soul and I don’t like baring my soul. [Forum editorial note: Some of Ellul’s
poems are published in this issue.]

For those of us who have read your “What I believe” it is clear that you do not like
confessions.

Quite honestly I have to tell you that I am not enormously interested in myself.
For example I’ve never been able to stand Proust’s style. All that business of writhing
tormented souls, tearing things to shreds, and going deeper ever deeper, it all leaves
me stone cold. I may not be demonstrative but I am very outward-looking.

But surely in order to understand others you must also understand yourself? Is
introspective work necessarily self-satisfying?

That is what I have always experienced, even in sociology. I watch a film or a T. V.
program and feel this or that about what I’ve seen. My feelings are spontaneous, I’m
a very good audience. It is afterwards that I start to turn it over in my mind.

I analyse my own feelings which I later transpose. I use myself as a model of the
average man, usually I react like any man in the street. I’m rarely mistaken, quite
simply because I’m well-equipped intellectually and that I don’t consider myself as
being different in any way…

Chapter Five
At what age did you discover the Bible?
I began reading the Bible at the age of seven or eight. It was a book that I found

fascinating. Of course there were lots of things I didn’t understand in it.
Don’t you think that that is rather normal for an eight-year-old?
It wasn’t the actual content that I had trouble understanding. In the version of the

Bible that we had at home some words were printed in italics. I asked my mother what
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that meant. She was unable to come up with an answer so she sent me off to a preacher
she knew. I took my Bible along to show him but he couldn’t give me an answer either.
I was very disappointed and put a second question to him.

There’s a passage in the Bible where God says he will spare all those he loves
for a thousand generations but those who sin against him he will punish for three
generations. I asked the preacher to explain to me how the calculation worked. What
happens if in the middle of the thousand generations one man should disobey, this
would imply that the next three generations should be punished, in which case what
happens to the remaining five hundred generations who were entitled to be spared?
He just stood there dumb struck, unable to answer this my second question. At which
point I felt extremely frustrated and I said to myself : “You’re going to have to manage
on your Own. Grown-ups simply don’t understand anything.” This episode pretty well
illustrates how I would read the Bible later on.

When and how did your conversion occur?
I would have preferred not to talk about that. When it did occur it was overwhelming

I would even say violent. It happened during the summer holidays. I was staying with
friends in Blanquefort not far from Bordeaux. I must have been seventeen at die time
as I had just taken my final exams at school. I was alone in the house busy translating
Faust when suddenly, and I have not doubts on this at all, I knew myself to be in the
presence of a something so astounding, so overwhelming that entered me to the very
centre of my being. That’s all I can tell you.

I was so moved that I left the room in a stunned state. In the courtyard there was
a bicycle lying around. I jumped on it and fled. I have no idea whatsoever how many
dozens of kilometers I must have covered. Afterwards I thought to myself “You have
been in the presence of God.” And there you are.

Could you physically see or hear this presence?
No. No words were uttered. I saw nothing. Nothing. But the presence was unbe-

lievably strong. I knew with every nerve in my body that I was in the presence of
God.

What happened to your usual critical faculties, which in any other situation would
make you doubt your first impression, would make you check again and search out any
counter-evidence? They didn’t come into play here, did they?

I very quickly realized that I was experiencing a conversion and that indeed I should
put it to the test to see if it held strong or not. So I set about reading antichristian
writers. By the time I was eighteen I had read Celsus, Holbachref EX “de Holbach Paul
Henri” and also Marxref EX “Marx Karl” whom I’d come across earlier. My faith did
not budge. It was for real.

At the moment that this “revelation ” occurred did it cross your mind that perhaps
your senses were playing tricks on you?

No. I was in excellent shape both physically and psychologically. I was well-balanced.
Of course I did entertain that possibility but finally I rejected it

Have you ever felt like writing about your conversion and how it happened?
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I have never written about it and have no intention of ever doing so. Once again, I
don’t like talking about myself. As I have already explained for my poems, they give
away too much about me. And I certainly wouldn’t like to behave like a second Claudel.
After all my conversion is a matter between me and God and it really isn’t anyone
else’s business.

Perhaps it’s because you are afraid of ridicule that you don’t -want to?
Don’t worry on that score. I’ve never been in the least afraid of ridicule.
From your description it was sudden, violent and disturbing. There was nothing of

the beatific illumination about what happened?
Certainly not. And it didn’t involve fear either but I was stunned. Meeting God had

brought a complete change in my whole being. To begin with this meant a re-ordering
of my ideas. I would have to think differently now that God was near me.

Following this “startling ” encounter I believe your actual conversion happened at a
much slower pace?

Yes, it was a process which went on for years. On the one hand I knew that I
had experienced something fundamental and unquestionable but on the other hand I
wanted to avoid God’s presence in my life. No doubt this has to do with my need for
independence. I didn’t want to have to depend on anyone in my life. What I hadn’t
understood was that faith can bring extraordinary freedom. For me Christianity was
a sort of orthodoxy, a moral constraint and not at all a sort of liberation.

You spoke of having to re-order the way you thought. Does this mean you already
had a structured mind at this stage?

I had an academic mind. In secondary school we didn’t do anything too fanciful,
believe me. I had done very well in my final year, majoring in the humanities. I had
studied metaphysics but that left me cold. Intellectually I was in good working order
but nothing more…

When and in what circumstances did you meet Bernard?
We were together from the beginning of the secondary school onwards. He was

already remarkably eccentric and untidy. I was fascinated by his brilliant mind but
was rather put off by his savage wit which frightened me somewhat. He was just tire
opposite of me. He did not work hard, he did not do well. We had nothing in common
until one day, during our freshman year at the university, he invited me to go camping
with him in the Pyrenees.

There were just the two of us, entirely by ourselves in our camp up in the mountains.
I was bedazzled to find myself with someone who was ten times more cultivated than
myself, who could talk about loads of writers I’d never even heard of and who miracu-
lously seemed to have found something in me that he appreciated. Perhaps it was my
gravity or perhaps my ability to listen. And goodness knows Bernard needed someone
to listen to him.(Laughs). After that we often went on camping holidays together and
became close friends.

What did you get out of this friendship?
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Charbonneauref EX “Charbonneau Bernard” taught me how to think and how to be
a free spirit Between the way I had been brought up by my father and the education I
had received at school I had the single track mind of the good student He got me out
of this mindset and taught me how to think critically. Among other things he taught
me, a confirmed city-dweller, to love nature and the countryside.

You were a self-confessed Protestant and he was rather antichristian?
Strictly speaking Bernard could not be described as antichristian. Tire Protestant

scouts had left a deep mark on him but from the very outset he always claimed to be
an agnostic and from that he never wavered even though he was to go through some
experiences which would bring him closer to Christianity.

Do you consider him as your intellectual equal?
Today the answer is yes, but for years he was my intellectual master. He was the

one who told me what to read and influenced my views on society. Make no mistake
about it he was the captain and I was an excellent first-mate.

Can you explain why his work has gone unrecognized?
As Bernard used to say “I attacked society at its most sensitive points. If you attack

society, society will hit back, the weapon it uses is silence.” I believe he was right
Can you tell me more about your activities during your student days?
I divided my time between attending classes, reading and working to keep myself.

I used to give private classes every evening for a couple of hours. From 1932 or 1933
onwards much of our time was taken up with meetings of the Bordeaux section of
the Friends of Espritref.EX “Esprit”. By then Bernard was studying History at the
university and we saw each other every day. We would organize camping holidays to
which we would invite along fellow students we found interesting.

Were these mixed-sex camps?
Of course.
What were your views on that matter?
Strange as it may seem Bernard who always seemed be rather lax was very straight-

laced on sexual morality and so was
I. As far as I was concerned it was out of the question to have a steady relationship

with a girl if I didn’t intend to marry her.
Indeed, but surely nobody even thought of you as being “lax” did they?
No. (Laughs). But then I suppose the fact that I didn’t have a cent to my name

was a bit of a godsend from that point of view too. While all my friends were able
to treat their girlfriends to dances or take them for coffee, there wasn’t the slightest
chance that I could do the same. I couldn’t even treat myself to such things I simply
had no money. I never tried to approach a girl and indeed I never met any gills.

Didn’t this make you feel frustrated?
No. I was happy with my private life, my reading and the more time went on the

more I withdrew into my books. It was my wife who got me out of that, but that was
much later on.
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Did you feel any antagonism towards people who were different zfrom you, did you
feel contempt for womanizers?

Not at all. My best friend at university a young man named Ldca, was an incredible
womanizer. He used to have a new girlfriend every three months, and that didn’t shock
me one bit. I was very strict with myself aS far as morals went but completely open
minded towards what others got up to. It was this attitude that enabled me to work
with delinquency prevention clubs in later years. Ldca was to become very useful to
me, he was an extremely good boxer, so after 1934 when the serious fighting began he
became my bodyguard. …

You just mentioned the strikes over Jeze Gaston! What happened exactly?
They happened in 1934 or 1935 shortly after Mussoliniref EX “Mussolini Benito had

invaded Ethiopia. Professor Gaston Jezeref EX ”Jtee Gaston” was defending the cause
of Ethiopia before the International Court of Justice in the Hague. This provoked an
incredible mobilisation of extreme right-wing students in all the law schools throughout
France, who called for the resignation of Jeze on the grounds that, in their view, fascist
Italy was acting within its rights.

In the turmoil I can still see myself grabbing demonstrators by their jacket lapels
out of the fray and asking them “But do you have the faintest idea who Jdzeref EX
“Jeze Gaston” is?”. They had no idea but kept on shouting “Jeze must go 1”. For me
that was quite a revelation into the base mentality of the masses.

In the end there were only three of us left standing against these baying hounds.
There was Henri ROdelref EX “RCdel Henri”, who was shot by the Germans during
the war. There was a girl, who looked as if she may be Dutch and who was trying to
curb the demonstrators. And there was me.

And who was the Dutch-looking girl?
She was my future wife. We married in 1937. She was a first year law student and I

was working for my doctorate. When we met she had already trained as a nurse. Her
father lived in South Africa and didn’t look after her at all. It was her grandfather
who had decided that she wasn’t strong enough to be a nurse, which was quite true.
On his advice she had turned to law, but that didn’t interest her at all.

Was she involved in politics?
Strictly speaking, no. She had leanings towards the Jeune Republiqueref EX “Jeune

Republique” movement but what really disturbed her deeply was crowd behavior. It
was enough for the crowd to shout against a man for her to leap at once to his defence.

Was she a Christian?
She had been an ardent Catholic. She was brought up by a former nun of an order

that had been secularized who was a most admirable woman indeed, and whom I came
to admire enormously later on. At about the age of eighteen she started asking herself
the usual questions one asks at that age so she sought out a chaplain to help her. He
listened to her very patiently with a gentle smile on his face then said : “My dear little
Yvette, I’ve already dealt with all your questions in the catechism class. Now you just
look back through what you learned and you’ll find all the answers.”
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Yvette stood up and said “Goodbye. You won’t be seeing me again.” That was how
she broke with Christianity as a whole, to the great sorrow of the former nun who had
brought her up.

Was that in Bordeaux?
Quite near, in Cadaujac. My mother-in-law lived in Paris. By the time I met Yvette

she had become antichristian and was very much under the influence of Nieztscheref
EX “Niezt-sche” Error! Bookmark not defined.. One day I had invited her to come
camping with me. There were three or four of us on that trip. I used to read the Bible
quietly in my comer. Now this intrigued her as she had never opened a Bible herself.
She then asked me to explain certain passages to her and that is how, thanks to the
Bible we became close. We would always read and discuss the Bible together from that
time on…

Chapter Six
Around 1930 when you organized your first camping expeditions in the Pyrenees

were you actually unaware of the Wandervogel” which after all had been in existence
for some time?

Completely unaware. Our goal was simply to get closer to nature and to enable
young city-dwellers to come and live in the countryside. This corresponded deep-down
to what we were and to our own experience.

Wasn’t there something of a initiation rite in what you were doing which could be
compared with the ideology of those German youth movements?

No, we did not share the same ideology. But it is true that we required anyone who
wished to take part in our camping expeditions to be able to spend a weekend alone
in the mountains. No-one actually did that however I As for the rite of diving into
ice-cold water, that was something we had already been doing for a long time, from
the time of the Protestant post-scout movement in fact. We took those scouts who
were able to stand an extremely tough existence. Among other things they had to go
though there was the what we idiotically called “the drawing of lots” every morning
which involved diving completely naked into one of the lakes in the Vosges.

Were you all around the same age?
Paulo Breitmayerref EX “Breitmayer Paulo was the eldest. Then there were two

or three boys of my age, that is to say less than twenty. One of those was Pierre
Fouchienef EX ’Touchier Piene” who was later to become a remarkable pastor. We
were the organizers of this movement which was supposed to be anti-boy scout. We
would perform some of the scout rituals backwards. For us the scouts were far too
disciplined and far too likely to become a youth movement in the service of the State.
Whereas what we were proposing was totally anarchistic. I can still remember some of
the things we got up to at night that were extremely funny.
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Can you give me an example?
Certainly. Two or three of us would decide to create havoc throughout the camp. We

would start by pulling up all the tent pegs so that the tents collapsed on their sleeping
inhabitants. we would walk twenty-five kilometers through the mountains because we
wanted to get to such and such place.

So this was in no way linked to a belief in physical effort or a glorification of virile
strength?

Not at all. Not at all. Absolutely not. We never ever held that kind of belief. Char-
bonneauref EX “Charbonneau Bernard” was always saying to anyone who would listen
to him that he did whatever he pleased. Of course this quest for what pleased him
could entail the most incredible marches through snowflows high up in the mountains.

I believe you attended a Nazi meeting in the thirties. Is that right?
Yes, I went to Germany for the first time in 1934.1 went again in 1935 when I

attended a Nazi gathering in Munich.
Had this any connection with your activities in the personalist groups?
Not at all I had been invited to Germany by some Protestant associations.
So how did you wind up attending a Nazi meeting?
I went out of curiosity. There were such meetings taking place all over at that time,

you know.
Did these meetings give you food for thought for your later work on propaganda?
Absolutely. It was fascinating to see how easily a crowd could be whipped up and

welded into a single unit… No-one, absolutely no-one, had any individual reactions
left.

Was this a Protestant scout movement?
No it was rather a Protestant anti-scout movement. (Laughs)
Did you have a uniform?
Absolutely not. The scouts made a ritual of raising the flag. So we performed a

mock ceremony for the lowering of the flag.
Did Bernard Charbonneauref EX ”Charbonneau Bernard” come along with you?
No. He had once been a scout but after that he refused to let himself be dragooned

into any organized group whatsoever.
So at the same time as you were attending the anti-scout camps and you were

also attending those of Bernard Charbonneauref EX “Charbonneau Bernard”. Did he
attach any importance to tests of endurance?

He didn’t devise endurance tests specifically. Our endurance was tested by the
activities we indulged in. For instance

What about you? Did you get caught up in the crowd reaction at that instant?
No, but it was difficult not to raise my arm in the general salute. We did get lots

of funny looks but somehow managed to contain ourselves nevertheless…
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Chapter Seven
What did you actually do in the Resistance?
I was never involved in any fighting. Basically I did relief and liaison work We were

able to help a good number of Jewish families from our area. We also worked with
friends from Poitiers who redirected “deliveries” from Paris to us from time to time.
Despite being very run down our home was very large so we were able to house anyone
who turned up: French resistance-workers, escaping Spaniards and even three Russian
refugees from prison camps in Germany.

These three guys had crossed the whole of Germany and the whole of France and
it was my job to get them into fit condition. They were as nice as could be. It brings
a lump to my throat when I remember our first evening meal together. My wife had
served them soup and invited them to start. All three of them had their heads bowed
and their hands joined. They only began their meal when they had finished grace and
crossed themselves with a flourish. This had me flabbergasted I can tell you. These
were members of the Komsomol. We got on extremely well together all the time they
stayed with us the only thing that bothered us was their complete lack of sense of
danger. They were tall and blond so they were recognizable from miles away and these
silly fools roamed all over the place.

The reason we had so many people coming through our house was that it was
situated only a few hundred meters from the demarcation line. I spent most of my
time helping people get across into the free French zone. I was in cahoots with an
organization thatdealt in forged papers. So I was able to provide a whole series of
people with forged identity cards or forged ration books.

I was also in contact with three neighbouring maquis in Pellegrue, Frontenac and
Sauveterre-de-Guyenne and was able to transmit messages from one to the others.

So you were a go-between, in fact?
Yes I was. I was there to warn them of any danger as well. One day a German

motorized company came and camped for a while in our garden. When I saw them
preparing to head off towards Pellegrue I leapt on my bike. Since I knew all the side
roads I managed to get to the maquisards to warn them just in time.

Was anyone aware of your clandestine activities?
Yes. Of course. Whenever the gendarmes came to make inquiries about us the mayor

would always answer : “No you’ve got nothing to worry about with the Elluls. I’ve got
nothing on them. They are O.K.” And nothing more came of it. Now the mayor was
a wily old peasant. He knew perfectly well what we were up to but always covered for
us. I never talked to anyone in the village about things but everybody knew. Moreover
just before the Germans began their retreat some of the older inhabitants of Martres
came to see me to offer their services. Their rifles dated back to the first world war
but they wanted to join the fray.

Was it because of your convictions about non-violence that you didn 7 take up arms?
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I didn’t have a theoretical position on the subject. At the end of 19431 had brought
several young people to live with us who were coming to the end of their studies. We
came to the conclusion that it would be better if we were armed. I got in contact with
the network that provided forged documents but was never able to track down any
weapons. That’s all there is to it. Had we been able to lay hands on some revolvers or
tommy-guns no doubt we would have joined the maquis in Sauveterre. I was perfectly
well aware that if I got involved in the fighting I would be crossing over into the realm
of necessity but if I had to I was quite prepared to give up my liberty…

Chapter Nine
Locally I believe you are very much involved in the prevention of juvenile delin-

quence?
Yes indeed, this is all due to a meeting I had with Yves Charrierref EX “Chanier

Yves” in 1958. He came to me asking for legal and spiritual advice. He had been working
as community instructor with a public organization and he felt that very little could
be achieved for maladjusted boys by keeping them in institutions. In other words, he
wanted to work with young delinquents, not in an enclosed environment, but in their
natural surroundings : the street. We therefore founded the Prevention Club in Pessac
and I worked there with Yves until he died in 1969 as a result of a diving accident.

Concretely, what was your role?
Basically I was an intermediary. I was a buffer between Charrier, the police, the

courts and the Social Services Department who paid his salary but wanted assurances.
Actually I was the local personality who was there as a sort of caution for the running
of such a marginal club. At that time in France there were no more than two or three
such experiments being carried out

Do you have any direct contact with these youngsters?
Yes, I often went to the club and they knew that I was ‘The boss” as they would say.

I was very well received by these young people who could in fact be very violent. I never
had any problems. Something quite extraordinary happened as the deviant behaviour
changed pattern from bomber jackets to the beat generation to drug addicts, some of
them asked Charrierr if he knew of someone who could explain the Bible to them. So
once a week I gave Bible classes for thirty or so misfits who I must say turned up very
regularly.

Was Charrier a Christian?
Not explicitly ! Whenever I asked him about it he would always say, “Look, I’ll look

after doing what has to be done and you can do the believing for. me.”. (Laughs) He
wasn’t a Christian but he behaved as a Christian should.

I believe Yves Charrier took great personal risks, and to his cost, by physically
confronting hooligans.
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How did he cope with drug addicts?
Chanier had less success with the new style delinquants than with the black-

leatherjacket brigade. He once said to me : “When all is said and done, what can I do?
I know a young boy who lives in the basement of a tower block in Burck. He spends all
day on a mattress on the floor. There are some girls who bring him food but he does
nothing, simply nothing”. In other words Charrier felt he could only do something
with deliquants whose delinquency took an active form. As he often explained to me :
“They have bags of energy but they bum it all up in deviant behaviour. What I do is
to try to get them to channel it into doing something good”. With lethargic, indolent
youngsters he didn’t know where to start

Has the Prevention Club survived his death?
Yes. After his death I took over the directorship of the club which was not easy.

Then I found an excellent instructor, Luc Fauconnet, who was almost the complete
opposite of Chairier, but who was the sort of person who could deal with this new type
of misfit. He was a man of words. And it’s true that drug addicts, although they are
very sluggish in behaviour, can be immensely talkative. The most difficult part, as the
new director told me, was that they wanted to start talking at two in the morning.

Chapter Ten
If you had to sum up in a few words what your wife has brought you, apart from

her love, what would you say it was?
I think I can answer that question by quoting something she said herself. We were

not yet engaged but were seeing a great deal of each other and I was preparing for the
agregation exam at the time when she said to me: “Do you realize that if you go on
like this you’ll end up being nothing more than a bookworm?”

I replied that I couldn’t really see what else there was to do, to which she replied :
“But you must live your life !” I was completely baffled by that because I had no idea
what living actually meant

That is what she did for me. She helped me learn to live. This meant that I learned
to relate to others. I wouldn’t say that before knowing her I was completely insensitive
to the simple pleasures of life, but with her I learned to appreciate and enjoy so many
things. She also taught me to listen. That is something I didn’t know how to do. That’s
absolutely true. Being a teacher by nature I was someone who talked and who didn’t
listen (Laughs)

Learning to listen was useful to me in my job and even more so forme as a Christian
and the work I had to do there. She used to say to me, “You can’t be a good Christian
if you don’t listen to other people. How can you help people to understand if you don’t
listen to their problems and questions?”
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Obviously, and I don’t want this to be taken as a criticism, I had been modeling my
attitudes on those of my friend Charbonneau. He was completely impervious to other
people’s questions too. He would air his own views without a thought for what others
might think. I was rather like that when I was twenty.

So your wife was able to change your character?
She changed my whole way of being. After that receiving people and listening to

them became a very important part of my life…
What were your wife’s interests and her tastes when you first met her? Which of

her passions did she pass on to you?
What she passed on to me was more a certain sensitivity that she possessed than

her position on different matters. She was extraordinarily sensitive to atmosphere.
Sometimes when we were in a group she would pick up any feelings of unease or
tensions between various people there. As for me as long as I was talking I never
noticed if anything was the matter. I was completely oblivious of anything else going
on.

It was very important for her that the relationships of those people around her
should be free-flowing both with her and between themselves. She found it very hard
to stand the roughness of exchange that had always existed with my old friends. We
could be very violent in our arguments and then be the best of friends when it was
over. She would defend her ideas with much more delicacy…

What do you regret most in your life?
This is going to sound very pretentious but I don’t really regret anything. Nothing

apart from having been a little impatient with my wife towards the end of her life.
Otherwise I regret nothing in my life, even if I have sinned. I’m not a saint.

I was thinking in terms of what you would have liked to have done or to have seen
achieved. Or of an area which may have disappointed you?

First of all there are books that I would have liked to have written and that I never
got round to. For example I would really have liked to write a book about what the
sea has meant to me. Next I regret having several hundred unfinished poems that I
can’t be bothered to go back to. I criticize myself for that sometimes.

So that is what you regret about writing. Are there any regrets concerning your life
as a man of action or simply your life as a man?

I don’t regret much in fact. Perhaps I focused too much on my self that is true. I
always succeeded what I wanted to succeed in. Perhaps I didn’t help others enough.
Although I do know that my students appreciated me, liked me and I helped them to
the best of my ability. I don’t judge myself severely even though I wasn’t always what
I should have been as far as my wife was concerned.
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