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I lift the receiver.
My mother demands explanations for my sudden departure. Yes, demands! 

Yet the whole family is used to them, and these are often exceeded by my 
uncontrollable and rude ill temper. No allusion to my sidekick. No one has 
yet made the connection between her disappearance from the Repos Fleuri and 
my departure. All the better. That leaves me time to consider what is going to 
happen next. I improvise by explaining that I am off for a break to Loupiac. 
I need to take important decisions and get my breath back. She thinks I am 
referring to Robin’s recent death, convinced, like the rest of the family, that his 
sudden death traumatised me. Her comfortable platitudes prevent her from 
imagining for a moment my relief at the present time and even more so the 
curative necessity to commit murder, vindictive and obsessive as I was until his 
death. In any case, I am well aware that I can reassure no one about my states 
of mind, I would be judged indecent. So I keep quiet … The truth is that only a 
moment ago I was indeed intending to spend a few days in Loupiac to consider 
whether to resign from my job. I hate my shitty job. And it would give me the 
opportunity to see Max again and look after the grapefruit tree.

What with all this, I forgot to make the compulsory introductions. My name 
is Alice, I am thirty years old. I deserve better than crying for a lover or killing 
myself by being shut away in a retirement home. Apparently, I am still young 
and pretty. Yet, people are always telling themselves, I’ll never grow old.

Because I deserve better.
So, in order to deserve it, I’m running away.

It is late summer at ‘Repos fleuri’, a retirement 
home for old ladies who have outlived their 
deceased husbands. One of them, Alphonsine 
Guerini, aged 89, cannot stand the hospice 
any longer. Then there is Alice, aged 3, who 
has come to visit her grandmother. Do the 
two women have nothing in common? Quite 
the contrary. Both of them have a lot to share, 
their hatred of the country, for instance. 
No sooner have they met than here they 
are, running away from Repos Fleuri, to one 
of Alice’s childhood homes, which actually 
happens to be in the country … In a few days, 
each of them will try and re-appropriate her 

life and memories because, as they put it, 
‘we aren’t living among women just to be 
broken down’. We discover the miserable life 
led by Alphonsine, married to a dignitary who 
went off hunting on Sunday and was a tyrant 
at home. We see Alice, a Parisian working 
in event management, whose lover has just 
died and who dreams of ditching everything, 
including her job. They are real warriors, these 
Amazons, who have but one alternative ‘to 
become Madame Bovary or to kill’ … They are 
against resignation to their fate, but very much 
in favour of the revolution—at 30 as much as 
at 89!
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My name is Alphonsine Guerini. I am 89 years old and I hate the countryside. 
I saved the life of a young girl who was about to do something irreparable. Her 
name was Alice. At the time I climbed into her car, that is all I knew about her. 
I didn’t know how old she was or where she lived, nor why she had considered 
taking pills.

I hate the countryside, and yet today, I am going back in the same daze as 
when I went there for the first time. The countryside is such a stultified and 
insipid landscape … And it is the same hackneyed stereotype as it was the first 
time round …

Lingering on a single image. No doubt the first colour photo I had seen 
in my life. A last clear one, as well. My husband, triumphant. And at his feet, 
a pig with its throat cut. My husband, his feet submerged in blood-soaked mud. 
There could be no more miserable panorama than that of ordinary life. My 
husband, the pig, the swine, a meeting, a first time. Throughout his life, or 
almost, he would cut the throats of pigs and kill wild boars so that in the end, 
in my eyes, he became an old, fat pig himself. And against a din of terrified 
screams, imploring vainly to prevent the death of the innocents, how many 
times had I hoped for his? I am not ashamed to say so.

Is there a duty of memory in marriage? I must admit that as for his death, 
I hoped for it. I would also prefer to forget him as well.

Animals scream against death long before the cold contact of the knife blade. 
It’s instinctive in them. They foresee the end even before they feel it across their 
hide. These pigs are such necromancers!

On that day, I was wearing a virginal white lace dress. It was Chantilly lace, if 
you please. It was a mild spring day. The rays of the sun pierced through my 
dress. The day could be seen passing in the chiselling of the fine fabric that lifted 
with the wind. Daisies swayed amidst the poppies that covered the meadows. 
A few white and red splashes in a meadow that I had barely contemplated so 
deeply was I thinking about what to expect. A little of the probable and so much 
of what was uncertain … Because happiness is always unnameable before it 
has been tasted. Even as early as this, I found the countryside uninteresting.

I was born by mistake in Rome, of a mother whose name was Borghese and 
a French father. I came from a family in which, strangely, women had quite a lot 
to say for themselves. Apparently, I may be descended from Pauline Borghese, 
so you see … Pomp and artifice are in my veins. The taste for independence as 
well …
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The vein just behind the ears is fairly vulnerable. That is the one that needs to be 
sliced through if the animal is not to struggle to the bitter end. If it is paralysed 
and can be turned on its back, the neck artery is in the perfect position. In the 
past, the knives were sharpened. Very quickly. Steel must be impatient. The 
choreography needs to be arranged to the millimetre.

When he kissed me in the church, his kiss was moist and fearful. He seemed 
to be afraid of being bitten. That was his sole mark of affection for the day. No 
night of love, he was too tired. Too drunk, above all. In the cool of the night, 
when the frail petals of the poppies had shrivelled, he was already snoring on 
my numbed arm. A thin trickle of dribble flowed into his brown beard, close 
cut for the occasion.

All cats are grey at night and all poppies are crimson.

Once an animal has been brought down, there should be no delay. The blood 
should then be collected in a brass bowl and stirred with the delicate amplitude 
of a female forearm. Because the splashes that soil are reserved for the women, 
once the throat has been successfully cut. It is the women who will make the 
black puddings, once the intestines have been cleaned for sausage casings. It 
is traditional for the men to do the slaughtering and for the women to clean up 
after them. 

I stroked his hair to the sound of the hooting owls. The window was half-
open. An acrid smell rose from the damp earth. It was the daisies, apparently … 
I swear to you that I would very much liked to have been loved. My intentions 
were pure, until that famous morning.

Above all, don’t throw out the heart. Keep it, either for the black pudding or 
for the dogs. It arouses them before the hunt. It gives them an appetite for it.

Finally, scrape the skin. Clean it. Burn the hairs off with a blow-torch unless 
this has been done already. Rinse in hot water. Fold the skin in four. That’s 
done.

Along the nerves that stood out on his strong neck, I drew exclamation marks 
that were strident with the cries of the rodents who fought in the meadow 
between the daisies and the poppies. He didn’t wake up. Instead, his nostrils 
blew an alcoholic mist. It is strange to discover an odour which you know will 
never release you. Close up, he wasn’t ugly. But he looked his best from afar 
and that is how he impressed me … Due to my scrutinising him attentively, 
I woke him up. That is when he went into action. He sniffed at my armpits. 
Noisily. Then my chest, the curve of my breasts. That is how he grabbed them, 
like fruits for squeezing at breakfast. Like a pig’s heart from which you squeeze 
the last drop of liquid.
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No waste, please. Do not discard the offal.

I didn’t cry out. I continued to study him, to examine all his actions and 
gestures. And soon his body was entirely tattooed with invisible punctua-
tion marks. The animals roared so that night. Oh, such languid exclamation 
marks …

He penetrated me.

Wash the intestines in hot water and stuff them with the flesh which must first 
be cut into tiny pieces. Above all, do not remove the fat. Do it well, the large 
intestines will be made into big sausages. The little ones will be kept for ordi-
nary sausages.

In the blue-black night of a dawn that was still uncertain, his eyes shone like 
the honed metal of the knives. My flesh bent but did not concede.

The intestines are normally robust. But if the membrane tears, just tie it in a 
knot, cut a piece off the intestine and place this empty casing over the spout of 
the sausage-maker.

Continue.
It wasn’t rape because I was expecting it.
(I think I am making you dream).
It had been arranged since my birth as a girl, I am telling you.
Continue. Don’t forget the brains.
Continue. Look, I’ve taught you the lesson of how to be a perfect wife.

There’s no need to feel sorry. At the end, he leapt up after wiping his sexual 
organ on a starched pillow slip embroidered with our two initials delicately 
entwined. (Do you remember the trousseaus of young married women and 
their candid probity?). The practised swiftness of this gesture made me realise 
that he was no beginner. In those days, this is what prostitutes and drunken or 
mentally deficient peasant-women were for. They were for taking virginity. As 
far as I was concerned, it had been done.

Arrange the hams in the troughs, cover them with coarse salt and massage 
them regularly. As for the sausages, hang them up on a string in the cellar so 
as to let them dry.

He finally left to hunt wild boar.
I never heard it cry out, that one.
A wild board must be brought down swiftly, like a tree struck by lightning. 
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Whereas a pig is killed. The pig is first chosen, then felt all over meticulously 
before being sacrificed. The flesh is worked, it is caressed. Only after this is the 
knife plunged in. The wild boar, on the other hand is not approached imme-
diately. Hours are spent in a hide waiting for it. It is desired and expected, it is 
even prayed for when one can no longer bear crouching in the undergrowth. It 
is waited for, I tell you. It comes or doesn’t come. It depends on whatever the 
animal wants to do.

One doesn’t win every time. Certain encounters can even prove fatal.


