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Biographie-Memoires, by Célestin Lainé (Neven Henaff)!

Translated from the French by Daniel Leach with Guillaume Legros
Annotated and with an Introduction by Daniel Leach

Daniel Leach, University of Melbourne
Guillaume Legros, B.A. (McGill), M.A. (Carleton)

Abstract

This publication makes available to both French- and English-speaking scholars the
autobiographical Biographie-Memoires of Breton nationalist and postwar exile in Ireland
Célestin Lainé (aka Neven Henaff), leader of the nationalist group Gwenn-ha-Du and later of the
Bezen Perrot from 1943 to 1945. The 65-page memoirs are presented scanned from the original
French manuscript, as well as in English translation complete with annotations and a 10-page
introduction. They detail Lainé's embrace of Breton nationalist militancy, commencing with his
earliest childhood recollections and terminating in the year 1931 following the establishment of
Gwenn-ha-Du. Although incomplete and by many measures imperfect, they form a valuable
addition to primary sources concerning the history of Celtic nationalism in general, and of
Breton militancy in particular.
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""When | was ready, then | would declare war"': The Biographie-Memoires of
Célestin Lainé (aka Neven Henaff). Introduction by Daniel Leach.

The adversary was thus clearly defined; that was key to the struggle [...] In the

meantime, it was pointless to talk about it, pointless to draw scorn and suspicion by

revealing my long-term projects. When | was ready, then | would declare war.?

So wrote Célestin Lainé (then known by his ‘Breton name' of Neven Henaff), recalling
his fateful decision in 1922 to engage in a career of militant opposition to French rule in Brittany,

at the age of fourteen. By the time these lines were composed years later, Lainé was regarded by
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most in his home country not as a nationalist liberator, but as an uncompromising and
enthusiastic Nazi collaborator who led scores of young Bretons into exile, to imprisonment, or
before a firing squad in the name of Breton independence and the perceived right to ally
militarily with any power that opposed Paris, however odious, immoral or reviled by the majority
of his compatriots.

These memoirs are presented here both in English translation and their original French. In
them Lainé tells his own tale of how he came to embrace Breton nationalist politics in general
and, perhaps most importantly, how he believed his personality and experiences led him onto the
militant path in particular. In their original form they comprise 65 typed or printed pages, and
detail Lainé's spiritual, intellectual and political evolution from his earliest recollections to his
posting to the French artillery school at Fontainebleu as a second-lieutenant in 1931, shortly after
the establishment of the small nationalist 'physical force' group Gwenn-ha-Du (White and
Black).

Apart from isolated remarks throughout
the text, these memoirs do not explore Lainé's
later, more overt nationalist militancy nor his
‘alliance’ with the Germans during the Nazi
occupation of France from 1940 to 1944
(Figure 1). References to the "Formation Jean-
Marie Perrot"”, better known by its Breton
name, the Bezen Perrot (which operated in a
counter-insurgency and auxiliary policing role
as a nominally Breton 'independent military
formation' under the command of the German
Sicherheitsdienst during those years) are

infrequent.® Terminating as these memoirs do

at the very beginning of the 1930s, there is also

no exploration of the subversive activities of Figure 1. Untersturmfihrer Célestin Lainé 'Neven Henaff' in
the SS uniform of the Bezen Perrot, 1944-5 ('Bezen Perrot
Gwenn-ha-Du throughout that decade, archivesy/Louis Feutren).

including the planning, execution and political ramifications of the destruction of the Franco-

Breton Union monument in Rennes in August 1932.
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What we do see here, however (albeit late in the document), is the establishment of
Gwenn-ha-Du as an organisation. Its slow and cautious evolution—in addition to Lainé's
growing distrust of Gwilherm Berthou, a nationalist associate—is evidence of the care, patience
and method the nationalist leader sought to apply to his political projects from the beginning of
the period covered. Scholars of the organisational lineage of Breton militancy will note Lainé's
unequivocal disavowal of any relationship to the group known as Kentoc'h Mervel (Sooner
Death), which earlier histories claimed he had established in concert with Berthou in 1929.

There is little doubt that Lainé was a singularly driven personality. The Breton
autonomist, author and fellow exile in Ireland Yann Fouéré remarked to me in interview in 2005
that the charismatic young nationalist leader had clearly possessed "un fil directe au Dieu le
Pére" (adirect line to God the Father).> Louis Feutren—Lainé's comrade in the Bezen Perrot,
close friend in Irish exile, and custodian of these and related papers after Lainé’s death—recalled
him as "brilliant. He was original. He was a good friend, and he helped everybody who needed

help. [...] He was a guru for younger people, like myself"®

(Figure 2). Throughout these
memoirs, the impression is created of a singularity of purpose; of a young man with an almost

messianic vision of his destiny as a soldier in the cause of Breton national liberation, through

which he progresses in a manner he perceives to be logical and unflinching. This is, of course, a
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Figure 2. The late Louis Feutren at his home at Bray, Co. Wicklow, Republic of Ireland, June 2005 (photo
by author).
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singularity of vision recalled a posteriori; retrospectively projected, perhaps, upon those
elements of Lainé's earlier life that support this interpretation of his development and influences.
Compromises, delays, and equivocations in the pursuit of this vision are presented as
concessions to others, the result of intercessions by loved ones, or the consequences of sheer
chance. Events that support Lainé's sense of his predestined role—even if entirely random, such
as the drunken prattle of a sailor at a railway station, or the chance encounter of an old
monument on a medieval battlefield—are elevated to manifestations of destiny; a destiny in
which, remarkably, Lainé appears to believe even more firmly after the war, with his nationalist
dreams in tatters, his memory cursed by the vast majority of his countrymen, and his projects
arguably further from realisation than ever before.

Even among Lainé's peers in the Breton nationalist movement, there appears to have been
little faith that the former militant leader would one day break his silence regarding the historical
events of the interwar and wartime periods. Consumed with questions of Celtic spiritualism (and
perhaps mindful of what Feutren informed me was "the taboo of the Druids against the written
word"),” Lainé had generally appeared willing to cede the writing of his own history to authors
such as Ronan Caerléon and Anna Youenou. When in 1977 he was at last motivated to take issue
with elements of Youenou's lengthy work Fransez Debauvais de Breiz Atao et les siens® in the
pages of the Celtic League journal Carn, the League's General Secretary Alan Heusaff noted
with evident interest that this was the "first time" Lainé had offered his own version of events,
and it was hoped he would go further.®

Early in the northern summer of 2005 | also interviewed Per Denez, a leading figure in
the Breton linguistic movement, at his second, seaside home east of St.-Malo, Brittany. He too
expressed disappointment that Lainé had not sought to explain, if not justify, his nationalist
activism, let alone his later collaboration with the Germans and its consequences. Denez believed
Lainé had a duty to Breton history, which he had abrogated by engrossing himself in esoteric
spiritual questions:

What | find extraordinary is that a man like him, who had some serious responsibility in
Breton history, in the Breton movement—he's the only one who took young people to
fight, and young people who died, also—that he would just forget all about that, forget
all, and just meddle with his silly ideas about religion and | don't know what else.™®

I acquired a copy of these memoirs from a family member of the Bretons in Ireland a

short time afterwards. However apposite Denez's characterisation of Lainé's religious ideas, we
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can now see that the nationalist leader had at the very least attempted to acquit his "serious
responsibility in Breton history", even if the document attached does not extend to that most
crucial period of wartime occupation, collaboration, and the activities of the Bezen Perrot.
Louis Feutren further informed me
during an interview conducted at his home in
Bray, County Wicklow, the Republic of Ireland
that same summer that he had many of the
former Bezen leader's papers in his possession,
and was authorised to keep, publish, complete
or destroy them as he saw fit.'* Feutren later
permitted me to employ some of this material,
including photographs of himself and fellow
Bezen members in SS uniform which had never
before been published (Figure 3). This was
done with the proviso that the images would be
credited to the '‘Bezen Perrot archives' and not
to himself, as he "disliked [his] name being
spotlighted".*? Two separate bequests were

later made of these holdings, it appears: the first

in 2008, while Feutren was still living, to the

. Figure 3. Oberscharfiihrer Louis Feutren 'Maitre' of the
Celtic and Breton Research Centre (CRBC) at Bezen Perrot, 1944-5 (Bezen Perrot archives, Louis Feutren).

the University of Western Brittany, Brest. The catalogue of these papers [PDF] mentions

memoirs in addition to correspondence and similar items. A very recent article by Sebastien
Carney focuses upon Lainé's relationship to the Breton language, making extensive use of a
number of his autobiographical writings held at the CRBC—including, evidently, a copy of those
reproduced here.** No doubt scholars of Breton and Celtic nationalism will continue to employ
these newly-available primary materials, and the memoirs attached here may be seen as a
contribution to that general effort.

A second bequest was made after Feutren's death in November 2009 to the National
Library of Wales. This excellent institution has long functioned as something of a de facto

Breton national repository as well, given that there is no official analogue in Brittany. It was here


http://www.univ-brest.fr/Recherche/Laboratoire/CRBC/photo/fonds%20d%27archives/lain%E9.pdf
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that | found a good number of the primary sources related to Breton nationalism of the 1930s and

'40s which appeared in my book Fugitive Ireland. Feutren's choice of the NLW was therefore a

sound one and not without precedent, and the catalogue of the papers bequeathed indicates that

many of them originated from Lainé, as well as other Breton nationalists in Ireland who had
belonged to, or been in some way involved with, the Bezen Perrot or the wartime Breton
movement.

Consideration in the last will and testament of a former wartime collaborator generated
controversy for the NLW, however, with Feutren's additional bequest of the sum of £300,000

exciting the attention of the press in November 2011. Welsh heritage minister Huw Lewis

declared, "l am [...] disappointed by the decision of the National Library to accept these funds
and do not believe that anyone in Wales would have challenged them if they had chosen not to
accept the bequest." He further hoped that the funding would go towards the creation of exhibits
that would "highlight the terrible impact of war, intolerance and fascism".**

Whether Breton nationalists of the wartime era were indeed fascists or national socialists
remains a point of debate. Nationalists insist they simply put Brittany first, and allied themselves
to the power most able to defeat and potentially dismember France, and thus deliver them
national liberation. Lainé himself addresses this point on p.107 of these memoirs, seeking to
suggest that the term ‘fascist' is one employed by his opponents to discredit the movement to
which he belonged. It must be noted, however, that he does not unequivocally refute the charge:

Our language became by necessity a language of dominators insufferable in good faith
by all French without exception, a language that made us be treated as enemies, what
modern language calls fascist. It is similar to the Middle Ages when each sought to
associate the identity of his enemies with Satan. Today Satan is fascism. The words have
changed but things are the same.

The record of Breton nationalist collaboration during the German occupation—both of
the SS-uniformed Bezen Perrot and other, smaller Breton collaborationist groups—is however
remembered by the majority of older Bretons with a blend of outrage and repulsion, whatever the
professed political motivations of those concerned. Had the Bezen and similar groups acted as a
body and purely in the Breton national interest, "guarding trains" or something similar as Feutren
claims was the original intention,* then its legacy might perhaps be viewed differently today.
Subject as they are to allegations that some among them participated in torture or even mass

executions of Resistance suspects, however, it is perhaps not surprising that in some Breton-


http://www.fourcourtspress.ie/product.php?intProductID=854
http://www.archiveswales.org.uk/anw/get_collection.php?coll_id=78499&inst_id%20=1&term=Heusaff%20%257C%20Alan%20%257C%201921-1999
http://www.guardian.co.uk/uk/2011/dec/02/welsh-library-accepts-nazi-collaborator-money
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speaking areas the older generation does not laud the struggle of nationalists in the name of
Brittany and freedom, but rather is said to remark, "Breizh Atav, mat da lav" (Breiz Atao, good to
kill).*®

As for Lainé himself, there is clear evidence here that his singular commitment to
militancy led him to adopt a political position predisposed to fascism, or at least an
accommodation with it. His rejection of intellectualism, his contempt for the "war of words" as

*17 are all indicative of the contemporary militant zeitgeist on

opposed to "action” and "Science
both extremes of right and left, born of the respect for physical force so brutally demonstrated in
the First World War, the Russian Revolution and Civil War, and (perhaps most influentially for
Lainé), in Ireland with the Easter Rising of 1916 and the Anglo-Irish War of 1919-21. Carney
notes too the impact upon Lainé of the novel L'Tle du Solitaire by Maurice Champagne (1924), in
which a scientist seeks to impose his will upon the world. "The young reader"”, Carney observes
of Laineé, "imagines [...] setting up a Breton state with the aid of a Breton army made all-
powerful thanks to science".'®

Coming to regard Germany as the power with greatest interest in defeating and
dismembering France further fuelled Lainé's fascistic drive, assisted also by connections with the
Alsatian and Flemish movements in France—themselves influenced by their Germanic cousins
across the Rhine.™® Acculturated as he was with traditional French germanophobia, the account
Lainé gives of his disconnection from France and subsequent attraction to Germany forms an
especially interesting theme in these memoirs, as the nationalist leader seeks to explain why he
felt France had forfeited his allegiance, while simultaneously refuting charges he was a German
stooge:

It is as unjust to call me an adept of a "German philosophy”, as it is to pretend that

Breton nationalism is a creation of Germany. If it is found that the Germans have thought

in @ manner analogous to mine, this proves at most our similarity. If it is found that we

and the Germans have fought the same enemies, this proves at most the concordance of
our interests.”

There is evidence here also of a casual anti-Semitism in Lainé's writing: a reference,
albeit brief, to students at the College of Sainte-Barbe during his stay in Paris, who were, he
writes, mostly “Parisians and Jews, clever as monkeys" (malins comme singes).?* He further
quotes a Breton priest who rants against the "Jewess" Saint Anne being accorded the status of

patron saint of Brittany, but this is presented almost in quizzical amusement, complete with
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"(sic)".?? By contrast, Lainé tells of a "Tunisian Jew" who joins Breiz Atao. He appears
surprised, certainly, if not somewhat amused by this adhesion (one can see many things at
Paris", he remarks), but there is no indication he opposed the man's admission on racial, religious
or other grounds.?® This, then, is no anti-Semitic diatribe along the lines of Mein Kampf. It is
certainly claimed, however, that Lainé denied the Holocaust in the decades after the war. "After
a while, one avoided the subject with him," notes historian and author Peter Berresford Ellis*
(Figure 4).

Figure 4. Neven Henaff (Célestin Lainé), late 1960s, around the time of his involvement with the
publication The New Celt (Brid Heussaff).

The manuscript itself is undated. Carney, in his recent article, cites the source of the copy now
held by the CRBC as "autobiographie 1946".%°> Other fragments of autobiography in that
collection, according to his references, are dated 1953 and even 1941. If one accepts these dates,
these memoirs were apparently composed before Lainé arrived in Ireland in December 1947,
while he and the inner circle of the Bezen Perrot were hiding in Germany. If so, it seems that the
nationalist leader was extremely conscious of his historical legacy, and sought to exercise some
measure of control over it at a remarkably early juncture... even if that effort cannot reasonably

be judged a success.
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Lainé died in Ireland in 1983, and it may be observed that the majority of the manuscript
is typed (complete with carets and corrections in ink), while middle sections appear to have been
printed by the type of dot-matrix printer in widespread use from the early to mid-1980s. It is
possible that all or parts of the text were typed (or retyped) later by someone other than Lainé,
perhaps at his dictation, or from a handwritten manuscript. There are repeated spelling mistakes
of organisations and personal names with which one assumes Lainé would be familiar, such as
Bleum [sic] Brug or Gerhart [sic] von Tevenar. There is also a page numbering error in the
original manuscript, which jumps from 22 to 24 with no loss in text.

As much as has been possible and practical, the sense, mood, tone and wording of the
French original have been preserved in the English translation. In this task | have once again
been ably and invaluably assisted by Guillaume Legros, who patiently assessed my efforts and
corrected them where necessary—which was often. His knowledge of the French education
system and its jargon was especially valuable, given that schooling and examinations form a
good part of the recollections here contained. | of course assume full responsibility for any and
all errors in translation, but these are very much first-draft writings, which Lainé doubtless would
have sought to rewrite and edit himself before publication. Where Lainé launches into turgid
lecturing, we have allowed him free rein. Where he refers to French gentlemen by the English
title "Mr.", we have allowed that to stand uncorrected, indicating as it perhaps does the impact of
decades of exile upon Lainé's thinking, even when writing in his native French. Whether such
errors appeared in the original manuscript or are the result of later mistakes in reproduction is
unknown. The poem 'The Universe' is attached scanned from the manuscript, as the original is in
English (see Appendix B). It is worth noting that the Heussaff sisters, Anna and Kintilla, told me
in an interview conducted in 2005 that their father Alan's conversations with Lainé (or Neven
Henaff, as they knew him) were commonly neither in French nor Breton but in English, owing,
they believed, to the many philosophical works Lainé was reading in that language at the time.?®

The Biographie-Memoires is neither an elegant nor even always a compelling document.
But for one who repeatedly rejected intellectualism; who no doubt shared (if not originally
inspired) Louis Feutren's consciousness of the Druids' literary "taboo"; who was criticised by his
peers for failing in his historical duty to account for his actions, it forms a significant and
valuable addition to the primary literature on Breton nationalism of the interwar period. As many

of those | interviewed in 2005 are now deceased—Per Denez; Louis Feutren; Brid Heussaff;
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even the stalwart Yann Fouéré, who passed away in 2011 at the age of 101—these memoirs of
Célestin Lainé, aka Neven Henaff, may contribute to an improved understanding of a tortured

period of Celtic and European history that is now rapidly fading from living memory.

Daniel Leach
Melbourne, December 2011
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Biographie-Memoires, by Célestin Lainé (Neven Henaff)

"Tell me how you became Breiz Atao." This is one of the first questions | am in the habit
of posing to young people who come to my door. The response is always interesting, as much for
the content as for the tone, the delivery and the attitude of the party concerned. In many cases,
this first inspection is enough to procure a sufficient idea of the utility of the potential initiate. |
do not know who it was who wrote that one cannot judge a person by a single act; it is truer still
regarding words said or even oaths uttered, and yet more again if it concerns declarations related
to that which the individual believes concerning political dogma or other things. It is also true,
however, that every act, desire, thought or physical particularity of a person embodies their entire
personality for those with keen eyes.

Those that I look for must have good eyesight; they will not therefore be indifferent when

I tell them how this happened to me.

nl

1. "Catholique et Francais toujours...”" (Well-known hymn)

From my youngest years | was taught that | had the glory to be French and the luck to be
Catholic; that all that was French was the most perfect from every point of view and that the
Catholic religion was the only true one.

Little by little I learnt that there existed scandalous French who were not Catholics and
unlucky Catholics who were not French, and even poor wretches (I dared not qualify them
otherwise) who were neither Catholic nor French. As for these latter, the grandest service one
could do them was to help them—Dby military force, if necessary—to elevate themselves to the
status defined above. It was in their interests, even if they did not realise it, and at the same time
increased the glory of France and of Catholicism. This was incontestably the will of the Good
Lord who wanted the best for everyone, as everyone knows. It was Progress. It was Necessary
and Inevitable, as History had taught from the time of Jesus Christ and Hugues Capet.? And the
planet would have attained perfection when all the non-adherents of France and of Catholicism
were assimilated, converted or exterminated. Such was the profound belief anyway—real even if
unconscious—of nearly all French Catholics. I learnt also that Frenchmen and -women spoke
French, and that they had a Tricolore® flag at home which they hung out on July 14th like my
grandfather did, on Joan of Arc Day like many more people did, or on both days like a much

smaller number of people did. Then Catholics said their prayers and committed sins, for which
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they obtained absolution by going to confession.

Even so, | quickly observed something quite obvious: most people in Ploudalmézeau’
communicated with each other by means of an incomprehensible language, and a good number
of them—even the cousins in my family—I was unable to talk to because they did not know
French. Their language was called Breton. Grandfather, grandmother, our aunts and my mother
spoke with each other in Breton. They even spoke it with each other in front of us. Each Monday
(which is the fair and market day in Ploudalmézeau), this intriguing language invaded the house
and the family so totally that | felt isolated and reduced to the sole society of my brothers. The
men of the countryside, moreover, wore wide hats with ribbons; the vast majority of the women
wore long shawls and white coiffes® like my grandmother and my aunts, but not like my mother.
This was the Breton costume. There were therefore many people in Ploudalmézeau who did not
speak French, did not dress like French people should and did not have a Tricolore flag at home.

"Grandfather, why do people speak Breton?"

"My little children, you must not speak Breton! It's the language of ignoramuses! Myself,
I didn't start to learn French until I was twelve years old and went to school, because my mother
didn't know a word of it. And I've had all my life to regret not knowing it well enough. Also, |
don't want you learning Breton, | forbid you to speak it, and to go out and play with the other
children here. Breton is the language of pigs.”

I therefore had the idea that there were various sorts of French, just as there were brown
cows, white cows and piebald cows. Ignorant French spoke Breton and dressed in Breton
fashion. They were in the majority in Ploudalmézeau but in the minority in Brest; they were the
peasants, the fishermen, the maids and the servants. Next, the French who had some education
were more or less magpies in their language and costume. Finally, the superior French, a
relatively rare species, were the French whose parents had prevented them from learning Breton
when they were young. But all were French because Ploudalmézeau was in France, as was Brest;
the same as Saint Lunaire, Papa's home region, and that of Nantes, my home town, and further
afield still.

Such was my national conception up to the age of six years, and it remains so for many of
my compatriots.

As concerned religion, I quickly saw that things were not as simple as | had been taught.

Was Grandfather Catholic? He refused to make the sign of the Cross, did not say his prayers and
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did not sin. How could one imagine that Grandfather could sin? Grandfather took me by the hand
to the strand at Treompan and to go see the boats at Porsall,® he lifted me up so I could pick
mulberries, he carried me on his back when I was tired and to go look for nests on the moors of
Lesvorn. Beside him one had nothing to fear, neither from people, cows nor dogs. He taught me
interesting things and amusing games. He always had sweets in his pocket. If a nightmare woke
me in the night he would come to lie beside me and could send me back to sleep without fear by
taking my hand. Never a threat, never a punishment, regardless of what | had done. It is clear that
in goodness he surpassed most of my relatives and the Good Lord, that unlike them he had
nothing in common with the gendarmes, the nettles, the dogs or the prickles. How could one
conceive that one such as this could be wicked, even for an instant? How could one conceive he
could sin? This was supported yet further by the fact that he had never needed to do penitence,
he never went to confession, nor even to church. Yet he was not a saint since he did not have the
golden circle around his head and he never wore the floating blue and red clothes which were the
costume of those Messieurs one could see on the stained-glass windows of the church in
Ploudalmézeau and even elsewhere. That was a little strange. It became agonising when | learnt
that the people who did not attend Mass and displayed contempt for priests were reprobates
destined to burn in Hell for eternity. My logic did not yet permit me to consider the case of
Grandfather individually from those anonymous reprobates in the catechism. This was for me a
worry and soon a torment. It was to me unbearable to know him to be in such great danger when
he himself had the air of ignorance about it. I did not want to leave for fear that the Good Lord
would take the opportunity to separate us. I made plans to convert him. I planned to say:
"Grandfather, you don't think of going to Hell, but even so, just think if it were true!" I was
timid, and dared not. This prolonged torment provoked my first revolt: "Oh well, | want to stay
with Grandfather! If the Good Lord is so nasty as to send him to burn with the devils, I'll say:
Then me too! Too bad for Heaven! | want to stay with Grandfather! I'll grab his hand hard and
we'll run so fast that the hottest flames won't catch us, and he'll whack the devils who get too
close and if they succeed in touching Grandfather I'll jump over them, I'll scratch them, I'll bite
them, I'll tear them to pieces! Between the two of us we'll account for them. If not, too bad! |
won't abandon you, Grandfather..."

One day all the same, | dared pose the question to my mother: "And is Grandfather not

coming to Mass?" The question visibly embarrassed her. She replied: "The Good Lord knows
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who is good and who is bad. He knows everything. He never makes mistakes, and he is truly
just. He will not punish those who have not been truly wicked." Whew! What a relief!
Grandfather will therefore be saved; it was impossible to find in him any more wickedness than
there was night in plain of day. Yes! But then...the catechism condemned to Hell those who
refused Mass and confession. Was the catechism therefore wrong? And if it were wrong on this
point, what was one to think of the rest? | was not a man to be able to live with compromises that
we somehow patch up gradually as they crack. | have since learnt that it is sufficient for the vast
majority of those who believe simply to be believers. They are happy again if they do not
voluntarily blind themselves in order to deny the crack.

I'll write no more on the subject of religion. This relationship to events, occurring before
my seventh year and so intensely lived that they have left me with such vivid memories today,
must suffice to convince that it is as unjust to call me an adept of a "German philosophy", as it is
to pretend that Breton nationalism is a creation of Germany. If it is found that the Germans have
thought in a manner analogous to mine, this proves at most our similarity. If it is found that we
and the Germans have fought the same enemies, this proves at most the concordance of our
interests. More than anything else, 1 am able to testify—and those who know me know this—that
considerations of political expediency would not lead me to distort my testimony, thereby
depriving this writing of the character that makes it most valuable to my own eyes. Because |

seek my brothers and my children; | seek my true fellows. How can they grow on a tree of lies?

2. You are Breton!

One fine afternoon we were in the cemetery at Ploudalmézeau when the bells started
tolling strangely. "It's war," my father said. "Let's go home."

"What's going to happen?"

"All the men will go as soldiers because the French are going to fight the Germans."

"Why?"

"Because they want to make war on us, they want to invade us, kill our people, burn our
houses, take our land and steal our money."

This was the first time I'd heard talk of the Germans in a concrete manner, but | knew
already that their country was far away and no danger directly menaced us.

In November we moved to Brest, to a little ground-floor flat on the rue de la République.
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| entered into a class of ten at the Lycée,” where it was my destiny to spend twelve years. Then
Papa went off to the war. It's no use telling what propaganda we made, and how | detested those
barbarian Huns who had already stolen Alsace-Lorraine from us, those repugnant, bloodthirsty
cowards, those frightful heretics who insulted the Virgin Mary, those hideous monsters who cut
the hands off little children, killing, pillaging and stealing, who had thrown back in victory our
heroes bathed in heavenly light, virtue and sacrifice, who were comforted and sustained by Joan
of Arc, the Good Lord, all the saints and the guarantee of Paradise.

It was the following year, my eighth, that my Breton question took a new step: | had
already learnt that our country was called Brittany, and that it was an old province of France,
among many others of similar sort; and that which was reputed to be French, beyond its intrinsic
superiority, was applicable to all of France, whereas that which was Breton, beyond its
despicable character, was confined to Brittany alone.

In our class, there was a wall map of France above the table, and | passed a good portion
of my time contemplating it. Maps have always interested me. Brest was marked upon it, but not
Ploudalmézeau, which caused me some disappointment. St.-Malo and Nantes were also marked,
as well as Brittany, a large word curving downward, commencing not far from Brest and
finishing below Rennes. Also near Nantes and the end of the word Brittany commenced a
smaller name, Anjou. This was a province smaller than Brittany. But was Nantes—which
seemed an equal distance between the two words—in Brittany or Anjou? Was | perhaps born in a
region that bore such a pretty name? Impossible to judge from the map. Strongly intrigued and
resolved to have a clear answer, | dared one day to ask my mother coming home from class:

"Mama, | was born at Nantes, right?"

"Yes," she said. "At Nantes, Quai de la Fosse."

"Is Nantes in Brittany, like Brest and St. Malo?"

"Of course,"” she replied in a convinced tone. "Nantes is in Brittany and you are Breton!"

"You are Breton!" That was the first time my mother had addressed that adjective to me
in person. It fell upon me like a stone into a pond. Until now, indeed, the adjective "Breton" had
served to characterise the Other: it was applied to the language that I did not speak, to the
costume that I did not wear, to the countryside and villages, to the peasants and the fishermen, to
the ignoramuses and hicks, to Others, that is to say, but not to Me... Me, was | not solely

French? Suddenly I was Breton as well? On reflection it seemed to me all my relatives must be
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Bretons too, just like grandfather and grandmother. That was logical, after all, since they knew
Breton, and grandmother and my aunts wore Breton costume. On the other hand there was no
real contradiction, since Brittany was only an old province of France. That all fit together nicely.
The sole novelty was that | was Breton too. But aside from the local character and the
subordination of the term Breton to the term French—the one reigning luminously over the
future and the other condemned to the ashes of the past, to the grandparents, to the "old"
province confined to ignorance and the vastness of the countryside, being in the "process of
disappearing”, an image of which was taking place right in our own family; and grandfather
found it good, and everyone was happy with it. Was it not Progress itself that was making us
Frenchmen, eternally superior?

Nevertheless, I had the key for what followed: | was Breton, and | certainly did not
despise myself. That which was Breton was not necessarily despicable. It was only

despised...maybe even just misunderstood? The door was open to all revisions.

3. Brittany is big!

Around 1917 was the height of the U-boat campaign. We lacked crews. The maritime
conscripts were retired from the front. My father, who was a sergeant and had been in the line
along the Somme and in Champagne, therefore returned to the Second Depot at Brest. A short
time afterwards he was demobilised, and received command of a very small and antiquated
example of a Brest Steamer, the Hoche, which did the twice-weekly service between Brest and
Chateaulin. It was interesting, this Hoche! It even had a little dinghy with an oar that Francis and
I would take down and paddle all over the first pool, then the second and the third and up to the
southern jetty facing the Santé, with no fear of being torpedoed. The dastardly Boche®
submariners wisely kept away from Goulet,” and anyway we knew how to swim... What
marvels were in those pools, above all around the month of May; mudcrabs which we caught
with a curved pin baited with a bit of rotten meat, big starfish which we snared with a boathook,
multicoloured jellyfish and all sorts of tiny, delicate and transparent marvels which we caught
with a bucket, mussels, barnacles covering the fixed moorings... We would descend into the
deckhouse with its two bunks, and from there we would go see the engineer, Mr [sic] Mahe,
covered in oil and grease, who polished his tiny machinery: the boiler, the grand cheval and the

10
l.

petit cheval.” The Hoche also piloted American ships. It was then that | ate for the first time
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snowy white American bread and chewed their chewing gum. | had seasickness several times,
one time above all near the main channel where we stayed several endless hours dancing along
the stationary hull of the battleship Pennsylvania. The Hoche had four or five hands, and all
knew how to make holes in American sacks and crates. We never lacked sugar, chocolate, flour
or petrol because my father was a good family man. The voyages to Chateaulin also brought
back meat, butter and eggs, because the merchant passengers who refused to sell these to the
crew soon found that unfortunate manoeuvres resulted in a chain falling on their panniers of eggs
or a muddy boathook in their pats of butter...

One time, during the holidays, we all went out onto the floatboard with my father. Up to
Landevennec we were accustomed to the spectacle. My mother was seasick, as usual. Thereafter,
the meeting of this river with the tide was a magnificent adventure. We would pass very close to
islands and nearly touch the high cliffs of bluffs. Further on we would pass between flowering
apple trees. Further still were pretty pastures with cows almost within reach. My father would
entrust me with the helm and I learnt how to steer between the red and black buoys. Then we
would pass the locks and debark at Port-Launay, or Milin Wern in Breton. We would eat and
stay at Mrs. Yvinec's place. In the evening we would cast out lines, and from the floatboard we
would reel them in full of eels. Hidden under a projection of the bridge there were also a
multitude of bizarre fish species that I'd never seen before, because they were freshwater fish—
the tide not rising above the lock. This was the result of a nocturnal and illegal haul by the
sailors, and of which my father had been well aware. Then we cast off lines and the Hoche
continued to Chateaulin where we offloaded the sacks of sugar, the crates of merchandise and the
barrels of petrol for the grocery store owned by Miossec. We headed back to Brest by night,
under the watchful eyes of the stars, and the Hoche carved a marvellous phosphorescent wake
through the calm sea. I had the honour of taking the helm and re-entering by the south channel,
guided by the white arc of the lighthouse beneath the castle...

And | was able to state one thing: this entire odyssey took place in Brittany. From the
other seacoast, as we called it at Brest, as far as Port-Launay and Chateaulin, Breton was spoken
also. Chateaulin figured on our maps at the Lycée. How! Throughout this long voyage, it was
only this little distance on the map. But Brittany was at least ten times bigger yet! | would never
have believed from maps that this was such a big country.

Little by little, my estimation of the worth of things Breton thereby modified itself.
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4. The Final War.

I was ten years old when the war came to an end. For quite a while we had known it was
won. One Thursday (?) morning, coming out of the Lycée, | passed by the Champ de Bataille
around eleven o'clock. One or two hundred people were gathered around the Dépéche.*! A gno'?
came out with the little blackboard and hung it up without haste, adjusted his spectacles
unhurriedly, pulled out his stick of chalk, read his paper and begin slowly to write. The people
spelled it out slowly and surely: The Ar-mis-tice has been signed. They wanted no more; the
women uttered unharmonious exclamations and some among them pulled out little Tricolore
flags which they waved ridiculously above their heads. The spectacle seemed to me in bad taste.
What effect could this have? | asked myself. Didn't they know that the war has been won for a
month or two already? Without doubt | had prayed with all my heart that the Boches would be
defeated, but this was already done and dusted. I returned home, then at 17 Place du Chateau,
and announced the news to my mother: "They've announced that the war is over."” She evinced
hardly any enthusiasm, nor even astonishment. What would that do, anyway? Everything
conspired to deceive me. How could the victory of our pure heroes, sustained by all the Saints
and the crushing of the Boches, those vile serpents, how could this event so colossal, upon which
everything had depended for years, simply pass by in so bland a manner? The sky hadn't fallen,
the earth hadn't trembled, the sea hadn't heaved and the era hadn't changed. There had been
nothing at all out of the ordinary. It appeared that the World Powers considered it negligible and
that it affected them not at all, yet at the same time this was nothing less than the Victory of
Justice, of Morality, Virtue, Heroism, Liberty, Democracy, the Minority Peoples, the Oppressed,
of France and its Allies, etc., etc., over their repugnant and dark antagonists. Did the Good Lord
by chance lose interest? Did it signify that this collection of all the Values of the World meant
hardly anything? | went to sit at my desk, by the window where | had beneath my gaze the Cours
Dajot, the basin of the nautical roads, the countryside of Plougastel and the Tle Ronde, past it the
countryside of the peninsula and, crowning it all, the three summits of Menez Hom. This was my
country. But, just like the Good Lord, it had not moved. | decided to act like them; I didn't want
to go down to the town and stayed that afternoon doing my homework in the house.

And then, who was going to bring us Peace, for the maintenance of which we had fought

so hard?
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It brought us new teachers. It sent away the Americans and all the throngs of Poles,
Kabylians*® and Portuguese who had accompanied them. It returned Alsace-Lorraine to us,
which ceased in the new maps to be an unfinished task, and made appear a multitude of new
states in Central and Eastern Europe. Any difference in language conjured up a State, which we
sang the praises and Resurrection of all the more as it consecrated the abasement of the ex-
empires of Germany, Russia, and the bonfire of Austria-Hungary. The new situation was
moreover more favourable to the projects of the heirs of the Capetians. That interested me
prodigiously.

The following year brought us President Wilson, who disembarked on the Cours Dajot. |
slithered my way to the front row in order to see this great man. After an hour of waiting a
covered car passed by in five seconds flat, followed by a great number of others. This glabrous
financier, that commercial grimace which he wanted to be a smile but which resembled a
ferocious rictus...that's it, Wilson? Decidedly | had no luck.

Another thing annoyed me greatly. Everyone said there would be no more war. "The war
to end all wars is over", wrote the Dépéche. Thanks to the League of Nations, war has become
impossible. If a State wants to make war, the whole World united will fall upon it; it would soon
be wiped out. Without doubt, without doubt! So then, had the World of Men taken its definitive
form? France would not enlarge itself any further, as it had without cessation since Hugues
Capet? History had finished, closed, buried, before attaining its goal? This was a novelty indeed,
but this mummification of the world was a negative novelty. What were they going to do now if
the Greatness of the Fatherland, Heroism and all the Virtues that had led us to Victory became
obsolete? And what would serve Justice if one could no longer combat Injustice? What would
we care about? Sport? That's pretty dull. Saying prayers? Not very exciting. Work? Without
doubt, but why? Cultivate the Arts? That's amusement for buffoons! Further the Sciences! Ha hal
It had the future within it but not, I thought, of the Pasteur-Vitamins kind, about which they kept
badgering us. Aviation didn't attract me; | would have needed a lot more: at least a trip to the
Moon or the planet Mars.

Meanwhile, and in spite of the SDN,** there was war in Ireland, war in Russia, war in
Turkey, war in Poland, war in China, then the Rif War; once more war in Syria, etc. "Prussian
militarism is the sole obstacle to World Peace™ proclaimed patriotic posters during the war (not

those of 1939, but of 1914). It seemed that all the evidence proved them wrong.
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5. Brittany should be independent.

Around my thirteenth birthday we spent our summer vacation at Porsall in a cottage on
the farm of our cousins the Kerjeans of Kerorlaes. One fine August day, around noon, as |
returned from the beach of Porz ar Vilin Vras, my mother came bearing a letter from her
husband. She said to me: "Your Papa's boat, the Orconera, has berthed at Bayonne for a few
weeks. You have already had all three prizes for excellence in your classes this year. Well, what
would you say if we went there? Then we could also go to Lourdes..." The most beautiful fairy
could have appeared to me and | would not have been more delighted. | paled horribly and could
not utter a single word, but | suppose my appearance served to inform her because she smiled
and continued, "All three of us will go; Francis and we two. Albert is too little; he'll stay at
Ploudalmézeau."

I was over-flowing with enthusiasm as ever | had been on the way back to Brest. Two
days later, around eight o'clock, laden with the multitude of packets and bags of provisions that
had to be part of every maternal voyage, we took our places in the BIG train whose manoeuvres
in the station | had been forced, since my fifth year, to content myself with observing form
above, perched on the boulevard's breastwork. What marvels! At Kerhuon, the viaduct above the
cove. At Landerneau, Mama showed us on the opposite bank of the Elorn the establishment of
the Calvary where she had been educated by the cloistered nuns. Then we passed close to a
Menez Hom grown enormous and menacing. How could it be the same we saw from Brest?
Further on the bridge at Lorient... By evening we were at Nantes. Mama showed us as we
travelled the house on the Quai de la Fosse where she had brought me into the world. "There, at
the corner of the street, above the pharmacy," and then the Church of Saint-Pierre (?) where |
was baptised. We left Nantes in darkness. Brittany had tired our curiosity. | slept badly. The next
day around noon we were in Bordeaux. Another change of train. | remember a sweltering heat as
we travelled across the interminable pine forests of the Landes. Finally, that evening, Bayonne.

My father had booked us two rooms at the Darbonnens'. They had a strange accent, and
their cooking was strange, too. For the first time | had lettuce, cucumbers, tomatoes... products
unknown to my familial cuisine and which did not agree with me at all. We went to Biarritz
where the sea was warm but very blue; the reddish sand and the khaki "boulders"” struck me as

strange and dirty, far from being worthy of their Breton homonyms. And then those teeming,
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clamorous crowds... We visited Pau and its castle which greatly impressed me. Naturally enough
Lourdes also, which disappointed me, except for the ascent up the funicular to the Pic du Ger,
but it had no snow. | wanted to go higher, where the snow would be...

The greater part of our meals in Bayonne we took on board. The chief mechanic had also
had his wife and two small girls join him. The chief mate was also joined by his wife. Everyone
ate together. One day, my father made the remark that everyone was Breton with the exception
of the chief mate's wife, and joked to her: "Brittany should be independent.” Everyone else
laughingly approved, and this woman retorted: "And Gascony too, therefore!"

But me, | did not laugh. That paternal remark fell upon a sensible point. It had profoundly
impressed me without my being able to determine whether | was at heart satisfied or scandalised.
Maybe the two together. But what were they to make of France, then? To be possessed of such
an idea, did it not already suppose that the work of the Capetians could be rolled back? Was it
not to respond "no™ to History, and even to Progress?

I had certainly not been capable of inventing this idea myself at this time. But here it was
sown, and although it shocked all my education, it felt so pregnant with consequences that it had
to be deepened further, if only to reject it definitively.

Instead of seeing it shrink, however, | saw it take form. I no longer despised that which
was Breton; | knew that we were worth as much as the Slovaks and Lithuanians. Did we not
officially welcome everywhere—and did I not welcome myself—the resurrection of all the
Smaller States? Had the war not itself been fought to liberate the little peoples, to permit them to
develop their cultures and their languages menaced by Germanisation, Russification... even
Anglicisation in Ireland... why not Gallicisation? It was undoubtedly at work in Brittany... It
was true that it was for the good of the country, but was that so certain after all? | had already
been obliged to admit that France was no longer the premier nation of the world in all domains.
And then if Breton was all the same the last heir of the Gauls, the last survivor of the combat of
Vercingetorix, shouldn't it then be delivered from this pitiless Caesar?™®

I did not know what to think anymore. In reality, my heart had already moved on, but all
my thoughts were to revise, all my education weighed upon my reason, which hesitated.
Deepening did not lead to firmer ground. One must look deeper still, but Good God! The
question was too important, and | would finish by having a clean breast.

Returning to Porsall we passed through Rennes. | knew this was the former capital of
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Brittany. This was the first time | set foot there. Waiting for the train to Brest, we went out onto
the Place de la Gare. It was sweltering hot. We sat ourselves on a bench. | tried to open my eyes
to penetrate this mysterious capital, but saw only the dusty boredom of the Avenue de la Gare,
and that badly because | suffered double conjunctivitis that my mother called a strike of the air in

the eyes, for which she knew no other remedy than patience.

6. Breton, and not French!

From that point on things happened quite fast, and although the decision wanted no point
at which to emerge again, the times brought me new subjects of reflection and allowed my
conceptions otherwise to reorganise themselves. Now | was irritated when other persons, my
books, the class, the Dépéche or French literature expressed contempt for that which was Breton;
that is to say definitively to myself. This was quite frequent. As I found myself in a reactive
period, they made me more and more antipathetic, but I did not discuss it; I didn't know how to
discuss it; I hardly knew that one could discuss what one held in one's heart.

Also, I was not naturally bold; quite the contrary. As proud as | was, | was nevertheless
timid. My distrust towards my abilities at that time hardly permitted me to act alone on such a
question. It required an example to come from outside, an example in which I would recognise
myself. Then | would be free.

It came, this example, in the shabbiest circumstances, but what does it matter how the
match ignites the blaze?

The following year, which must have been the year 1922, a similar voyage— to Rouen
this time—had come about through similar circumstances and events because | had obtained the
prize of Honour of the City of Brest, conferred upon "the student of the third grade who displays
his moral worth". It was the return leg of this trip that produced the inevitable. The hazards of
travel deposited us in the middle of the night at a small station at Serquigny in Normandy.
Despite its Celtic name, this place had nothing either pleasant nor tempting. We had to wait for
quite a while in the company of half a dozen other travellers. Among these was a civilian in a
state of disordered dress, coarse, in a state of evident inebriation. He wore a sailor's cap, carried a
naval sack, and escorted a young girl of eight or ten years who whispered not a word. But what a
man! He banged on, gesticulated and did not stop shouting until the arrival of the train: "I'm

Breton, me! I'm from Saint-Malo! Breton and not French! Breton and not French!" An employee
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of the station, an open Breton-speaker in exile, attempted in vain to converse with him in Breton.
He tapped him on the shoulder: "Yes, chum! You're Breton, too? That's good! Me, I'm from
Saint-Malo! | don't speak brezonek,® but I'm Breton all the same; Breton and not French!" He
didn't stop expounding his credo, and | knew enough English from the Lycée to understand his
refrain. I can assure you it immediately made me perk up, and that these blows of the hedge-bill
severed my old worn-out lines. In three seconds | became free. The night was lit up and
Serquigny had deserved its name.

For a moment | could have embraced the man, if he had sobered up and washed, but for
the world I could not do anything—what am | saying? —I could not have even expressed a
remark and I indeed did nothing at all. Neither my mother nor anyone knew that | repeated, at the
same time scared and excited, "Breton and not French, Breton and not French". Did | not have
enough to do now, carrying this lamp through my memories, my education and my projects?

I was too busy living the moment to realize the eminently Celtic character of the show, a
station employee tenaciously pursuing his speech with this man in a language he did not
understand—this possessed drunk so warmly endorsing an interlocutor that he was not even
listening to—and a well-raised altar boy collecting religiously the gospel of the drunk... was it
highly sensible, ridiculous, crazy, or all these at once? Celtia is living still, you see, despite

Malmanche and Riou.’

7. Vigil.

In October 1922 at 14 years of age | returned thus to the class of Seconde™® armed with
what one calls political convictions. If they were political I couldn't say, but as far as convictions
went they were already solid since they had already begun to reorient my life and organise my
future projects. To start with, they made me leave aside the second offensive of my ecclesiastical
vocation through realisations, chief of which was that | was strongly attached to the World and to
Brittany in particular; second of which was that if | were to devote myself in totality to my new
radiant goal I had to conserve as much as possible my freedom of manoeuvre. What can | say?
You're Celt or you're not: it's all or nothing.

This personal Bretonism lived long enough that | can remember it well. The microscopes
of Poincaré, then the vigilant guardian of French unity, could not have uncovered the famous

Hand therein,® nor even a trace of the fingernail on the little finger of Germany, because | had
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retained intact all of the Germanophobia that he had inculcated in me. I didn't know at all about
Breiz Atao,? that Cyclops that had barely risen on my horizon and would fall upon my little
personality and assimilate it in a jiffy, upsetting all my plans... until later. | lived in myself,
building my plans and confiding them to no-one.

It may seem strange that during all this time | did not confide in anyone, even my mother.
This is because at first | was very shy and it cost me a lot to reveal my intimacy. Confession had
for me the character of a penance: the leap into this element of redemption was to me as
disagreeable as a dive into water, an aversion | inherited from my grandfather and my other
relatives who, all being sailors, found themselves sufficiently saturated with this liquid.
Moreover, | was already aware of the cost of confiding one's most delicate thoughts to someone
who does not feel the same way, and | could only suppose that this was the case since no one
around me seemed to manifest any reaction similar to mine.

This lack of external approbation did not affect me significantly and my convictions were
all contained within my self and not in Others; leaving aside the bare impossibility | was faced
with, I did not see the necessity of putting a salve on my solitude; doubtless, I could fathom that
other Bretons were built like me; and thus they could also find their mariner from St. Malo or
whatever else; then, when the time was ripe, we would meet and each would bring as a dowry his
life, his persona, and his means, such as they were.

In the meantime, | had to get organised as if | were the only member of my species. My
duty was thus to build up my power so that my will could be realised; one more motivation to be
the best at everything in my class.

While I could have been accused of being overly judgemental towards myself, I was
equally harsh toward those around me; and much good it did to me, as experience taught me later
on. First, the Breton people that | knew, that was all | knew. I knew instinctively that you
couldn't expect much from them, that, like the poor, they wanted things brought to them, and
first and foremost the most material of things. This instinct, | will not disavow it today. Our
Sovereign, the People's Will, wants to sell high, buy low, not pay taxes, be entertained once in a
while and live in quiet comfort. Dug out of Her hole, She is willing to make all the concessions,
all the sacrifices, including of Her Breton characteristics if not of French unity. To rely on Her to
support a movement of resistance to the State is already asking for much; to rely on Her to lead

an offensive against the State is a perilous delusion; the principles defended by Gandhi and
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others may obtain somewhere but in Brittany they are a dangerous mirage. | could see for myself
the importance of the State, | knew that we would never be able to accomplish anything in
Brittany without first acquiring a State.

To acquire a State, that meant to do away with the French State. But how could that be
done? As a good Celt, I could not even fathom that it could be possible to infiltrate it and then
destroy it. My solution was direct. | knew, from experience, that France, as much as she
pretended to be republican, was more than anything one and indivisible, the worthy daughter of
the vulture Hugues Capet; she would not let go of her prey until she exhausted all her energy; she
would always find Syrian-Vietnamese cases that she would support manu-militari until she
would be ejected in a dirty way.

The might we needed was the might that does not deceive, a real might, naked like Truth:
military might. Only this would deal with the issue and the sooner we got to it, the less we would
lose time, ink and spittle. And anyway, wasn't | just simply arguing for a rapid and lasting peace
just like France was offering Algeria and other places...

How to acquire this military might? There again my approach was not very democratic.
As alone as | was, | did not see myself as necessarily outclassed by the entire French Imperium.
Once | had gained access to the scientific means of the Solitaire of the similarly-named island,?
I knew that its entire immensity would not weigh much when confronted by me. I didn't think
any less of myself...! Thus Science to discover, Science to gather financial means and others,
Science to accomplish. In all ways and on all sides: Science.

This program was audacious—audacious and premature—nbut I set it in motion boldly.
Even though science did not hold much appeal for me, | abandoned, not without regrets, the
Arts; | restricted the subject of languages to what the program required from me and wrapped the
whole in a disdainful discretion directed at those close to me.

I did not, however, neglect the Popular Will. Once | had succeeded, when | had given my
compatriots a life as comfortable as the one they had but with the chance to be proud of
themselves and to grow the Breton way, freely, | knew that they would discover me as a great
man, a benefactor to the patrie, if not to humanity. In any case, this was nothing compared to the
difficulty of, first, defeating French power.

The adversary was thus clearly defined; that was key to the struggle; the means also.

Preparations were starting and would likely last for a long time. In the meantime, it was pointless
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to talk about it, pointless to draw scorn and suspicion by revealing my long-term projects. When
I was ready, then | would declare war.

And now that the pot was placed in the fire, as it were, one could occupy oneself with the

theory of manoeuvre.

8. The first toll of the bell.

The summer of 1922 had already provided me with something new: the discovery in the
attic of my aunts' house of a Franco-Breton dictionary by Troude that had belonged to my late
grandfather. Did Breton therefore have dictionaries like other languages? | had imagined it more
uncultured.

Reading the preface was for me very useful. As for the rest, it was only Breton-French!

I did not consider it necessary then for me to learn Breton; this was not indispensable in
order to combat France. My victory would assure the future of Breton and provide it with the
circumstances favourable to its expansion. If | failed it would be too bad. I would just disappear.
Others could start over, at least as long as Breton survived. As long as that was the case, there
was still hope.

This attitude lasted until the following year. At the recommencement of classes in
October 1923, | began learning Spanish as a second language. Our teacher was a woman, Mme
Dubreuil. She asked us one day who knew Breton. Of the twelve to fifteen or so students present,
there were only three or four who knew it, of which one was Jean Rohou. That pained me, and it
pained me even more that she declared she found it very good that a young man of our country
knew Breton.

Must it therefore be learned? After all, it could not be more complicated than learning
English or Spanish. Grandfather had started learning French at age twelve and | had turned
fourteen at school; but he, he'd had a schoolmaster to teach him. Where could one find a
schoolmaster who would volunteer to teach one Breton? Did such a person even exist? In any
case, | had to wait...

And then two arguments were slowly making their way through my brain. We always
heard it affirmed that Breton was disappearing. This process had the ability to wreck all my
plans. If I knew it, would it not still be living so long as | knew it myself? It depended upon me

to ensure that we did not see it disappear, to maintain its possibilities at least until my final hour.
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This was already a result.

And anyway | wanted to extend its reach. | wanted people not to abandon it; that is to
say, not do as | had done. | was exactly the bad example | sought to combat, in that | had not
relearnt Breton. This vexatious situation must not be prolonged, but I could not see the means by
which | could extricate myself from it. My light stock of Breton expressions was expanding only
with extreme slowness.

Desperate to find a solution | had recourse to maternal resources. One fine day at the end
of the year 1923 | found an opportunity to say to her: "Mama, see here! | want very much to
learn Breton, but I don't know how..." She must have already sensed this and provided me a
solution on the spot. She who never gave us money except for a single penny a week to hoard,
she offered me the inseparable largesse of a five-franc note and said: "Go to Derrien's place, rue
de Siam, and ask them for a book to learn it. Do you think such a book exists? Yes, probably...
and mind the change!" I'd never thought it was so simple. It was starting to get dark. | bounded to
Derrien's bookshop with a fear that they might already be closed. But not yet! Out of breath, I
detailed my request to the old lady. And yes, they had it! From a dark and dusty nook she
brought out not only one, but two, three, many volumes of different types. | chose a copy of
Vallée? and, seeing as it cost only three francs fifty, | was emboldened to acquire, despite my
mother's instructions, a venerable Divizot Gallek ha Brezonek? which cost then only ten
pennies.

| returned triumphant with my booty. My mother took the book, stopped at a Breton
phrase, spelt it out laboriously in a high voice, then, after a brief instant of perplexity concluded:
"Ah, yes! But it's bizarrely written and difficult to understand.” My mother spoke Breton
fluently, but had never learned to read it. With this discouraging judgment, she closed the book
and abandoned it entirely to me.

9. The second toll.

The newspaper read in our family was the illustrious Dépéche de Brest. | was greatly
interested in foreign affairs as viewed through this telescope. | thought almost exactly as its
directors did, as my conflict did not exceed the limits of Brittany. The rest of France and the
World were not affected by it. Resolved as | was to pursue the Breton State and the French

power that placed our culture in peril, | had kept my old attitude insofar as those problems that
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went beyond the Breton frontier were concerned. Like all French patriots, | was a furious
Germanophobe, a little pro-English on the surface with some hesitations, and pro-American with
a certain contempt doubled with a heap of jealousy. Altogether it was an unstable situation, and
is still so among many Bretons, even nationalists; in fact it evolved quite quickly.

America was withdrawing from the game, England was very prudent, only France
manifested a vigilant activity: she occupied the Saar and the Ruhr, stirred up the Poles and
Romanians against the Russians, fomented Little Ententes against all the defeated powers,
whined about the English profiteers who stole Mosul and Palestine, throughout Europe and
beyond. She was victorious, Ah, yes! She hadn't lost anything. She had acquired Alsace-
Lorraine, Cameroon, Togo, Syria and the continental suzerainty of Europe. Hugues Capet could
sleep peacefully.

Following her example, I concluded that foreign affairs could be interesting from a
Breton point of view, as at last, all being as it was, it was necessary to defeat France and the last
war proved that Allies were not useless, in fact they could even be necessary. And too bad for
Joan of Arc and Progress!

Which States could become our allies? Who had an interest in destroying French power?
Who would want to, and also be able to do it? A tour of France's neighbours wasn't very
encouraging. Switzerland and Belgium appeared to me to be excluded. The same was true for
Spain and Italy. England wouldn't want to anymore. Only Germany remained a possibility; she
had been well beaten, diminished, demilitarised, controlled and everything else; however she still
had to be regarded as a great power, because French patriots always had a strong fear about her
rising again; they still could not believe they had been victors; they kept repeating it to convince
themselves. In reality, and despite all their habitual bragging, they obscured the fact that they no
longer had the mettle to wrestle with Germany, that they had in one year lost the war of 1870 and
it would have taken much less, should they have been alone, to lose that of 1914 too. What about
the other powers? America seemed to me another world. Russia was the same. Patriotic posters
vilified, it is true, the famous Eye (of Moscow) along with that more celebrated Hand (of
Germany), but this eye was so far away! Decidedly, only Germany was left, and that was very
annoying as | continued to firmly detest her. It is more difficult to destroy a sentiment than an
argument, whether it's a matter of politics or religion. Was Germany not this nation that preyed

upon and sought to devour and Germanize smaller peoples? Happily between us and them there
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was France, sufficient buffer for a good long while. Later, we would see. And then, finally, the
danger of Germanization lay in a hypothetical future, whereas the peril of Gallicization
demanded an urgent solution. The Breton language and character were menaced with imminent
erasure; was this the act of France or of Germany? This elementary statement must lift all
doubts. | started to observe with attention all that happened in Germany, as one examines a viper
likely to bite one's enemy.

Here reason was a step ahead of the heart.

10. The third toll.

The school year 1923-24 was that of my preparation for the baccalaureate. This was the
first time that | went to confront my vast projects with the reality of the unknown Grand
Examinations, and | was stricken with a lively anxiety. If this first step was a misstep, what an
exterior handicap and, above all, an interior one! What would be left of my faith in myself? It
was obvious that all my efficiency, over the course of my life, would have been struck by a
coefficient of reduction, and I felt it keenly. Also, despite my very favourable situation in all
examination matters, | decided to neglect nothing in order to succeed and the Vallée newly
acquired did not suffer much from my assiduities.

One morning as we were in rows awaiting entry to class, the words of a discussion a few
paces from me met my ear.

"That's idiotic!" cried one.

"No," said the other.

"Brittany is French!"

"That's not what the Rennes people say."

They quietened down because our assistant-master, whom we had baptised "Melon", was
coming. | had jumped up as though I had been subjected to an electric charge. Before we entered
the classroom, I insinuated myself behind the second boy in line, who was a Kervella, and
therefore from Plougastell. "What did those people say who you were talking about just now?"

"That Brittany should be free."

"These are the people from Rennes?"

"Yes, there's a league at Rennes.” He knew no more and | added nothing.

I had then like-minded fellows! They had even created a league! Things were therefore
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more advanced than I had believed. It was necessary to see just how much. Indeed, if | was
admissible for the written exam that would take place at Brest, | would go to take the oral exam
at Rennes!

I was admitted, and my mother notified me that for the first time | would travel without
family escort. Furnished with a treasure of 150 francs, | left in the company of three other
schoolmates. We took lodgings together, at the Hotel de Brest, of course! The next day at 4pm
we were all received and | got the grade Assez Bien.?* Two of us were veterans of eighteen years.
They attributed our success to unnamed divinities to whom it was necessary to make a sacrifice
according to a certain rite that they already knew. Their assurance did not have too much trouble
in persuading us. These rites, of which | knew absolutely nothing, involved libationary stations
in all the appropriate locations and terminated with initiatory ceremonies in a temple to which
my fifteen and a half years forbade me access. Therefore | was able to quit them without notable
incident and reinstate my Catholic faith with my bed at the hotel. The next day, all light, all
pride, all eyes and ears, | went about the unknown city alone. | found three or four Celtic
inscriptions that to my great joy | stated to be such and even to understand, but not the least
symptom of the mysterious "League of Rennes". Despairing to learn any more, | retook the train
for Brest that night in the company of my schoolmate Jean le Rest, who had passed his oral exam
that day.

11. Breiz Atao!

After the long vacation at Ploudalmézeau, during which I had notably improved my
linguistic knowledge of Breton, | entered with certainty into the class of Elementary
Mathematics. The exam of which | had made a world of difficulties proved to be easy. | signed
up at the same time for a course in Philosophy.

Towards the end of November 1924 | overheard a discussion very similar to that of the
previous spring. This time the defender was a student of the Naval course: a ‘Flottard'® as we
called them. He had known of it longer than the schoolmate from primary school. He informed
me that the people at Rennes published a revue entitled Breiz Atao that one could buy at Robert's
place near the Old Theatre. As usual, | didn't pursue the matter openly any further but | was all
ajitter inside. Finally I was going to learn something about this mysterious "League of Rennes".

Being a part-boarder | had to wait until the following Thursday in order to pierce the
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great enigma. Believe me, hardly had eleven o'clock struck than I hurtled out of the Lycée and
ran straight down the rue d'Aiguillon to the place indicated. Robert's bookshop was a miniscule
boutique beside or near the Brasserie de la Marine. | had never remarked upon it before. Behold!
A sign in the window: "One can find here everything on Brittany, even on Bretons. One may
recognise them as they read Breiz Atao.: No doubt, that's it. | enter with my heart thumping and
make my request in my most natural tone which, considering the circumstances, was also the
most artificial. The little old fellow responds to me affirmatively, grabs an issue, rolls it up in
complete silence and envelops it in a piece of white paper. See me now on the street, my rolled-
up paper in my hand. I saw neither sky nor earth anymore, but only this white roll that possessed
me from my head to my feet. Never did a fairy ever feel more power from the wand in her hand.
So much power and also so much anxiety: that which is written inside, is it as good as | want it to
be? These people of Rennes, where no-one speaks Breton anymore, these people of Rennes who
want a free Brittany, do they understand by this a Brittany which makes a rightful place for the
Breton language? | want to be transfixed right away but I could not all the same unveil the
rolled-up paper in the street, in front of all these passers-by. No, no! Only at home! No spectators
to my triumphs or disillusions. This would avoid giving these anonymous souls the temptation to
pose as judges, of becoming those false creatures who pretend to be disinterested, those
impudent beings who pretend to be impartial, those injurious beings who usurp a position that
may only be occupied by the peers who have received you, and by the superiors who have been
elected by you... | hear my clogs clacking on the granite flagstones. I have therefore been
running for a while already? | dart into the rue du Chateau. | have wings. On gaining the rue
Traverse, | hear myself say: "My God! If it’s what I think it is, then it's my entire life that | hold
in my hands..." Did | speak, or has someone else spoken? | don't know. But now it is me who
responds with fervour: "Yes, it's true! It's my entire life that is in my hands!" | fly into the air. In
one breath | fly up the four floors that lead to the garret that | share with my brother Francis. |
install myself at my window. The sea, Plougastell and the Tle Ronde, Menez Hom, my country, is
there shining and free, before me, with me. It was the only company I could tolerate at such a
solemn moment. Trembling and feverish, | respectfully unfurl the rolled-up paper, murmuring
instinctive prayers as | do so. There is the cover, black and green on a white background. I open
it. My heart explodes in my chest... There it is! There it is! Breton on the first page! Nothing to
fear from here on! I don't try to read it, it would take too long. | leap ahead to articles in
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French... That's it! Exactly it. From end to end! God be praised!

A thunderbolt could have struck and I would not have noticed. But something stronger
than a thunderbolt came: a terse and threatening maternal order to come down to eat, and | tore
myself away from reading. Nevertheless | could not be prevented from rereading it five or six
times before evening.

And that is how, at the age of sixteen years, | made acquaintance with Breiz Atao.

12. First step.

Breiz Atao contained an exhortation to join its organisation, the Unvaniez Yaouankiz
Vreiz.?®

This appeal resounded within me like that of a trumpet of war: if it sounded assembly, it
had to be because plans were already being set in motion, and all that was needed was personnel
to engage in operations. On the one hand | was worried that joining such an organisation was
premature, and would sacrifice the greater part of my already established projects; but on the
other hand I strongly rejoiced to be able to gain time on my forecasts, since | knew how the clock
was ticking for the future of the Breton language. All must therefore be attempted in order to
transform this attempt into a victorious realisation. | did not consider for more than an instant,
and joined, together with ‘Flottard’, our senior member, Kervella, and a third schoolmate.

Many others approved of us joining, but they stole away, they wanted to wait. Their
reaction was incomprehensible to me. How could one not conduct oneself in accord with one's
beliefs? It took me a long time to realise that the immense majority of believers of all dogmas are
people who "believe to believe™ [croient croire], people for whom words stand on one foot and
actions on the other, the two feet never working together and revealing therefore their absence of
personality.

I joined therefore as a volunteer for the duration of the war.

To my great surprise we were not directed to a barracks, or even to any sort of technical
instruction. 1 had come well resolved to offer without hesitation at least one or two pints of my
blood, a foot, an eye, a hand, my complete obedience and my submission at all times. Instead of
this | was asked for a very modest sum of money, to peddle the journal, to wear a badge and to
attend "faithfully” meetings of a branch that in any case didn't yet exist. | was disappointed that

so little was demanded of me. And so, in order to be of service, | had to become the man in the
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crowd and seek out all occasions to do the old "have you seen?". This suits certain ages and
temperaments. As for me, it gave me a deep horror. Alas! I'd come to kill the Enemy, and fell
instead into a war of Words...

Far be it from me to pretend that the notion of making propaganda has no utility! But as a
new member, | had had a completely different utilisation in mind than being a recruiting
sergeant. Above all | had come to obey and to execute. | knew it was necessary, and | told myself
that the rest would come afterwards and | needed to have patience... a virtue with which I have
always been well endowed. With a deep sigh | forced myself to do that which was asked of me.
The young are so malleable... | remember still that one of the next few issues had expressed the
danger of not being able to continue appearing, apparently owing to lack of funds, at which |
donated all the money I had right there on the spot. It was a little more than eight francs, and |
was very annoyed to see that the French State took a significant percentage by way of the
postage stamp.

In short, it forced me to recognise that there was nothing here but democratic plans; that
IS to say to some extent, no plans at all. This absence of long-term plans had at least the
advantage of restoring the validity of my own, and leaving me free to plan for the major part of
my existence.

It was not long before familial vigilance discovered my pot of gold, as it were. My
mother read Breiz Atao and pronounced coram familia that it contained horrors to which she
could not subscribe, "because Papa was a volunteer of 1914 in order to defend France". But in
place of my condescension that she was in the habit of obtaining without great effort, she roused
the combativeness of a young cockerel. Her words and actions were a blasphemy in my
sanctuary. Whatever the penalty, | was resolved to treat her as an avowed foe if she did not cease
her offensive. She was struck dumb by the audacity and force of my response: "Enough jokes! |
myself heard Papa say that he had chosen the post in which he was mobilised!" This constituted
an attack on my father, who was present. He could not be bothered to deny it. I noted in his
silence the retreat of my mother, which was rather an effect of her surprise at my attitude.
Maternal sagacity meant she did not lose her head. In a softened tone she told me that if | tried to
receive this revue by post, | could receive it at the house, which was that of the whole family.
Wholly surprised and recognising that this constituted then an unhoped-for favour, | declared

that that would suit me a lot better, as the employee at the poste restante where | had to go to
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collect it under the name of the boarder 'Flottard' made unkind remarks each time on account of
my youth.

Thereafter | received Breiz Atao at my home, and my mother changed her policies
towards me. She gave me a little money. She told me | read too much, and didn't go out enough.
She encouraged me to go dancing at balls with my schoolmates. | went therefore to the Kursal-
Palace and to the Petit-Jardin a Recouvrance, but the brouhaha of these swarming assemblies
gave me no pleasure. | preferred the cinema, having always had a lively predilection for caverns,
vaults, churches and the Métro. But that's not where my mother wanted me to go. And her
money served my Breton aims. Her policy change came too late, as happens to all that France
becomes expert at... Therefore she combined her approach with careful attacks. She accused
Breton of causing me to neglect my other studies, because | swotted over my copy of Vallée for
half an hour every evening before bed. Here again she had no luck. On this terrain | was solid,
and my scholarly success could not be accused of wavering.

Eventually we received from Rennes the instruction to go see Drezen,?” then editor of
the Courrier du Finistére. Experienced, chatty, pleasant and not at all busy, he received me
always and | became very interested in his conversation. He had me buy Emgann Kergidu,® a
good book with many points of view, the Barzaz Breiz?® and the Histoire de notre Bretagne by
Madame de Guerny®® which stirred up my Francophobia, which otherwise had no need of
nourishment.

Drezen introduced me to Roparz Hemon,*! who had come as a young teacher of English
to the Lycée. Their personal actions and their commentary usefully completed for me what | read
in Breiz Atao. | learned to consider Ireland of heroic times as our ancestral sanctuary, and its
worthy modern descendant as the elder sister of our Brittany. | learned that our combat against
French influence was not isolated, that the Flemish in Belgium and the people in Alsace-Lorraine
were clearly more advanced in this than we were. If | applauded without reserve the efforts of the
Flemish as | did those of the Basques, the Corsicans and the colonial peoples, the fact that the
Alsatians and Lorrainers fought for their German culture shocked me at first, given that | was
saturated with Germanophobia! It required the intervention of logic aided by Breiz Atao to expel
the French influence from this last bastion that it still occupied within my sentimentality. |
dedicate this remark to my German friends, hoping that their pitiable foreign policy will derive

some benefit from it.
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In July 1925 I returned to pass my exams in Rennes. | finished up with Mathematics at
the same time with the grade Bien,** and Philosophy with the grade Assez Bien. This time I knew
where the 'League of Rennes' was located, and it became obvious why | had been unable to find
it the previous year: on the twisting rue du Vau Saint-Germain leant an old ramshackle house
whose entry gave on to a corridor as narrow as it appeared hostile. The darkness which reigned
in this corridor hid the secret of a shaky staircase leading to a nondescript landing. From this
landing led an uncertain number of sinuous passageways no wider than a man. One of these led
to several doors of mean appearance. The poorest among them, which had the air of a lumber
cabinet, had stuck to it a piece of paper on which one could read, valiantly inscribed in red,
"Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz", along with some complementary information. If my description
does not rigorously conform to the truth, may the Gods pardon me! Undeterred, | considered
these circumstances from the height of my recent university triumphs and, just like Monsieur
Clovis,® declared: "When I have succeeded, things will not be like this..." Then | knocked on
that door. | shook it a little bit. No response. | came back to try again three or four times. Wasted
effort. Had they enough money to rent the door, but not enough to rent the premises that must
exist behind it? | had to quit Rennes that year without having seen anything other than that shaky
door of my dear "League of Rennes"; a door the state of which justified quite well Breiz Atao's

incessant appeals for funds.

13. The war of independence.

There are times and places where the family abdicates its rights and duties regarding the
education of children. But in the society of the Breton petit bourgeoisie at the beginning of the
century, we had rather the opposite situation. Children were kept rigorously on a leash, and
youngsters, the eldest ones above all, were able to attain their independence only after an often
painful struggle. All things considered, this wasn't so bad. Weak characters were thereby
pulverised, becoming creatures at once domesticated, conformist, without initiative, and
completely designed to go and make up what is called good society. Others vaccinate themselves
in a combat against these benign adversaries, who do not seek to destroy them completely. They
emerge from this better armed for future combats against real enemies both within and without,
those who will not miss if they are given the chance. They are better prepared also in terms of

friendship, because the liveliest friendship is that which is born and evolved in the shadow of an
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enemy.

I am aware today, as | was at the time, of how much worry | was causing my mother. My
development appeared to her unsettling in certain regards. She was a little bit like a chicken that
had incubated a duck's egg. She consoled herself perhaps with the thought that | had been born
this way, and without doubt she loved me anyway. And | loved her ever more also. | bore the
worry | caused her, and felt a presentiment that | would be obliged to cause her still more. The
will of the Gods arrays us one against the other. We observed with anxiety the bad blood
growing between us but I didn't want to avoid it, and she did not capitulate anymore... Who
pretends that the goal of life is the pursuit of happiness?

The summer of 1925 was marked for me by two grand events. The first was a family trip
to the Tle d'Ouessant®* where we spent a week. The fantastically simple countryside of this great
island elevated to a superior power the impressions suggested by the spectacle of our Léonnais
Armorica,® with which I had been habituated since infancy. For the first time | understood the
face of the "ancient land of my fathers":* it ceased to me to appear banal, and truly I fell in love
with it; for the greatest part of my time there, | was busy making sketches that the French most
likely stole in 1944, along with all my personal possessions. This voyage also increased my
respect for the Breton language: four hours of ocean and the majestic swell of the Fromm-Veur
formed a barrier sufficient to preserve across this vast rift the character of another world, and in
this other world | found again the ancient language of my fathers. Here it was no more our dear
local language heard here and there and parish by parish as on the mainland. Here it crossed over
the Ocean and united foreign shores. Maps gave a false idea. One had to come here to understand
that, like Henri 1V looking upon the Chéateau at Nantes, | almost cried: "Zounds! The Dukes of
Brittany were not just petty nobles..." And it was no petty language, that which reigned upon the
Land and the Sea...

Towards the end of August | read in the Dépéche that there were to be great Breton fétes
at Kemper.®’ Such a desire compelled me to go, a desire so irresistible that I dared suggest to my
mother that we attend. Alas, the family refused; but, seeing my disappointment, my mother
thought that she would reward my university successes by allowing me to go alone—with a fifty
franc note...

I spent therefore five days in Kemper, attending religiously from start to finish all the

events of these "grand Breton festivals of the Queens of Cornouaille”, only having eyes for the
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spectacles of the program, enraptured by the variety of costumes and by the dances, biniou®*® and
Breton songs which | heard for the first time in my life. A chord resonated within me between
the confines of life and death. The goal was perceptible, after which it is desirable to die.
Perceptible but indefinable and unable to be located, well beyond those poor figures and that
teeming kermesse, ** who had not the least idea. In any case, you know if you have experienced it
yourself, and if you don't know, | won't try to describe it to you. Imagine the pleasant aspect of
the city dominated by Mount Frugy, traversed by the murmuring freshness of the Odet, perfumed
by flowering gardens at multiple points along the river and crossed by little bridges—Kemper
seemed to me like a delightful Breton paradise.

Upon my return to Ploudalmézeau, | tried very hard to impart my enthusiasm to my
family, and to evoke for them all of the splendours | had seen. But they bade me hush. It was of
interest only to me. I said nothing, noting with bitterness that | was becoming a stranger. What
could I do about it?

"My poor boy," my mother said to me one day, "what did you imagine would be there?
We are on this Earth in order to have a job, start a family, raise children..." | looked at her with
terror. Did she know what she was saying? Had she not therefore in times past, as a young girl,
imagined "anything else”, something indestructible that she had thought snuffed out within her
and sent back to another world, something else that she rediscovered with fear today in the eyes
of her first-born?

| regarded her with consternation, powerless to speak. Is it not such things that one signs
with blood and not with words? She must have sensed this herself, as my expression caused her
words to die on her lips. "Mama," I'd had the desire to cry, "Don't go any further; don't try to
start again; is it not enough for them that you'll be dead? Things aren't like this, don't you know!"
She knew it without a doubt, if at present she didn't know it very well. She saw me in danger,
daring not to begin again, not knowing what to do. Her fears directed her. After a silence she
cried, "Oh, my poor little one! These Breiz Atao will lead you to your end!"

"l don't think so, Mama," | responded, more to ease her worry, and | thought then: "What
do you mean my end? And anyway, what can | do about it all? What will be, will be, and that's
what I want! If my end must come with it, well... let it!"

Another time maternal jealousy prevailed over these Breiz Atao who stole children—until

the time when other mothers would in their turn insult these children... This argument had the
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result to anger me: "See here, Mama! Who do you take me for? If | have joined them, it's my
business alone! They had nothing to do with it, thank Goodness!"

She said to me again: "You’ll still have to drop these Breiz Atao before entering Naval
College."”

"Precisely,” I told her. "I have no desire to go to the Naval College."”

"What? What are you going to do?"

"Many of my schoolmates here are preparing for the Polytechnic. I think it's what I'm
looking for; to pursue applied sciences. Since one must have a "position” (thus showing my
acceptance of this dogma of the bourgeois catechism), | want one which, at the very least, is not
in the service of the France | wish to combat.”

"Hush your mouth, with your horrors! Don't you realise you'll harm your brothers who
are going to the Naval College?"

"My brothers are men enough to look after themselves. | ask no advantage of them, and
they demand none of me."

"And then you are all going to fight? You'll have the heart to kill your brothers?"

"See here, Mama! I'll obviously endeavour to spare them. But ask them the same
question. What do you want me to do if we engage in enemy camps?"

"Hush your mouth! Shame on you!"

"No mother, it pains me, that's for sure, but | feel no shame.”

"Shut up! Shut up!"

This type of encounter was to me rather disagreeable. To her also, no doubt.
Nevertheless, she was forced to come back to it:

"How can you become an engineer or scientist? There are no careers of this type in
Brittany, and we know nothing about this business here. At the Naval College, however, you can
go often to Brest, and at least that's a career we know about, we sailors."

"Yes, yes," | answered. "It's because we know that career so well that | don't want to do
it. Do you want me to describe to you how I'd be at age sixty? Look at all those old retired naval
officers: they're all the same. Elsewhere at least it's the unknown for us. Elsewhere it's possible
there will be what | seek.”

"You're dreaming! You'll only find worse!"

"I don't think so, Mama! | want to see first."
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"Hey, well,” she added, "you can do what you want, then. You'll have earned money, and
you enrol at the Naval College for only seven years."

"For only seven years..." | repeated after her. And | thought, "Seven years lost, seven
years of false habits, seven years of daily hypocrisy..."

I confronted them both together and announced coldly: "It's decided! I accept the seven
years of constraint since it's the best of what's left to me. Still, don't have any illusions about my
sentiments and wishes on the matter..." But this to them was immaterial. They had got what they
wanted. | had decided to cede on this whole affair. "Now that you are getting ready for the Naval
College," added my father, "you can't go on belonging to Breiz Atao. I'm going to write to that
Mr. [sic] Debauvais and get him to leave you alone!"*

"Don't bother," I told him. "I'll do it myself."” This I did, and | showed him the letter, in
which I assured Debauvais that | would continue to buy the journal issue by issue, as my
sentiments had not changed on this score, and that | would rejoin later. My parents realised that
they could not abuse their victory. My official divorce from Breiz Atao was enough for them. |
continued to associate with Drézen, and Riou the joyous bon-vivant, and Roparz Hemon.

In the course of the year 1926, | tried once or twice to have my parents reverse their
decision, to no avail. I resigned myself therefore, and prepared as best | could for the exam,
because it must either be done well, or not done at all... | obtained the prize for Excellence in the
entire class of the Fleet, and was admitted ninth—as an officer cadet, therefore—in the class of
1926 at the Naval College.

My parents were very satisfied; me too, but this satisfaction didn't last long. Hardly had
we begun our vacation at Ploudalmézeau than my brother Albert, my mother and | were
diagnosed with typhoid fever. We returned to Brest. The disease took its normal course. Albert
was the first to recover, but then my mother died in September, and this affected me greatly as,
despite everything, | was very much attached to her. Finally, I myself recovered.

I was strongly impressed at this time by a dream in which it was announced to me that |
would not enter the Naval College. This seemed to me absurd, since | had been accepted and was
now convalescing; absurd and contrary, since | had resigned myself to becoming an officer of the
navy. | told my grandmother about it as a thing of absurdity, and relegated it to the antechamber
of forgotten memories.

October came. My hair began to grow back. I learned to walk again. On the arm of my
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grandfather, | was able to go as far as the boulevard Thiers to watch from the Petit Pont as my
comrades in the class embarked. It was like a dream. The Naval College sent me the course and
scholastic material. | attempted to keep up to date.

At the end of October I could leap thirty centimetres. | presented myself at the College at
Lannion, whereupon | was soon sent to the Maritime Hospital. After a week, the doctors gave me
time off until the beginning of the year.

In January | returned to the Hospital where | was examined at leisure over the course of
three weeks of anxious waiting. They concluded finally that I was not yet strong enough to start
in the middle of winter and a whole trimester behind the others, and it would be wise for me to
defer until the following year, in which my place in the new class would be preserved. My
disappointment was strong: that was one year lost. But very quickly this resolved into a hope:
could my improbable dream come true?

The family could not object to my desire to go to Rennes to study so as not to lose a year.
I enrolled that February at the Faculty of Sciences in Mathematics and General Physics. In June
1927 | stood for the certificate in General Mathematics. This was the exam for which I was best
prepared, having behind me a year at the Fleet. This was also the one that could have turned out
worst for me: I only just passed, but | passed all the same. Armed with this success |
endeavoured to persuade my grandparents to continue paying for my studies. My financial needs
were reduced to a strict minimum, and those who know me are aware of what I'm talking about.
My grandparents also knew of my longstanding antipathy to the Naval College. They accepted.
May they be blessed!

As for my father, he took the most economic line: "l won't give you one more cent as I've
already said, and therefore I can ask nothing further of you." That was fair enough. And as he
forever kept his word on that score, no difficulty came between us thereafter.

I wrote therefore to the Naval College, renouncing my place in the incoming class of
1927. This brought happiness to another, not to mention to myself.

The Gods had decided that | was not going to the Naval College. They had granted me a
victory, costly it is true; but I had not expected it. | therefore learned to trust in them more in

future.
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14. Solitude at Rennes

When I entered the Faculty of Sciences at Rennes in February 1927, | had not yet
recovered my freedom of movement. The Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz did not get me back straight
away; nevertheless I considered myself as a de facto adherent.

The situation as it then stood was poor in terms of recruits. A student of medicine, not
very sociable and much older than me, was the only other adherent, to my knowledge.
Frequenting the Cercle Saint-Yves of Catholic students, I found that I was no longer able to make
friends with those who did not share my Breton convictions.

| frequented also the phantom courses of Leroux at the Faculty of Letters. A woman of
letters from Rennes, two churchmen and old, worthy Doctor Regnault made up the old guard in
the auditorium, the last to be there, the indefectible ones. One would think they had been there
for centuries. | associated with this glacial company, which eventuated in an exchange of polite
salutations. Classes were however very interesting, and gave me a first indication of what could
be a Celtic culture.

In short, my solitude would have been pretty much total, despite the existence of the
“League of Rennes", if Drezen had not sent me to Marchal.*?

I remember with gladness my discussions with Marchal, the founder of Breiz Atao. About
eight years my senior but always unbelievably student-like, he was at that time working at home
on completing his diploma in architecture. He would receive me cordially, without fuss, and
would lecture without interrupting his work. Marchal was a very intelligent man and a lively
talker. Thanks to him I became familiar with the already legendary beginnings of Breiz Atao, the
various housekeeping matters, the first polemics against Action francaise*® and Bleum [sic]
Brug,* good jokes about Poincaré's politics, and the tricks and dodges of French democracy. He
taught me to pour the wine of irony on the ice of my puritanism, and to present a somewhat more
viable aspect. He rejected all Catholicism, although he was imbued with Christian evaluations.
Knowing that | was myself a practicing Catholic, he brought this subject up with a laudable
discretion. Owing to him I began to become aware of a certain awkwardness regarding spiritual
questions: Christianity indeed offered me a general cosmology, but it was perfectly silent on the
subject of my Breton convictions, which possessed me to the roots of my existence. On the other
hand Breton patriotism procured for me the necessities of life, that is to say an enemy to

combat—not a familiar Satan who offers us spiritual combat, but a vast enemy demanding a real
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war. Breton patriotism also kept silent on the subject of Catholicism: it was well evident that one
could be Breton and nationalist no matter what one's religion. More dramatically, the Pope had
just condemned the nationalism of the Action frangaise. If | rejoiced over the difficulties that
befell those whom | regarded as the most intractable of French, I was not unaware that the
reasons adduced for this condemnation could very well be applied to Breton nationalism also,
whose obscurity alone kept it from a condemnation of like kind. In short, it was unfortunate that
Catholicism and Breton nationalism, tolerant of each other outside myself owing to their
reciprocal and voluntary ignorance, would blend together within my persona, at the expense of
my unity. Catholicism was fortified by its religious position, and had pretensions to holding
within itself the supreme power, but it had not managed to regulate the temporal domain of
Breton patriotism. This was in fact the master of my political position, and it pretended to
sovereignty: but it was impossible for me to give it the crown, because it could not administer
my religious domain, or even guide it, since it had raised up no such pretension nor offered any
general cosmology. It was this serious failure to provide a usable solution to the religious
problem that proved one of the principal stumbling blocks upon which Action francaise
foundered. Without grasping the solution entirely, | foresaw that it was going to turn out the
same for Breton nationalism, and my incapacity to solidly unify religion and politics, theory and
practice, the spiritual and the temporal, caused me a certain amount of intellectual distress. Yet,
thank God! They didn't fight each other. | had therefore the time to search for my solution which
at the first attempt could not be the habitual solution of mummification in the status quo. It's true
to say it was my Catholicism that was threatened: it had been cracked since a very early age and
although many times plastered over, it drew out a hidden inferiority born of many compromises
that doomed one in advance to defeat. The prolongation of its reign was maintained above all by
the incapacity of my Breton convictions to evolve into a religious system.

At the General Association of Students we had a reading room well provided with
newspapers and journals of all kinds. I read them assiduously and they in general agreed with my
opinion. The major fashion among students at that time was the Jeunesses Patriotes of Monsieur
Taittinger,*> which solicited me on several occasions as it did others: "It doesn't matter if you're a
Breton nationalist; if only to combat Communism, join like we all have!" | declined obstinately.
It wasn't enough that the JP deigned to ignore my Breton patriotism; and then I didn't especially

want to be like everybody else; and then also why would | combat Communism, which wasn't



82 Lainé (Henaff)

the cause of Gallicisation in Brittany, and which these people wanted to attack because they
believed it menaced the power of the "One-and-Indivisible"? On the contrary, this appeal and
others like it favourably disposed me towards the struggle of Communism: it sought to build an
international system in which, it was said, each nationality would be free to develop its own
language and culture; it formed a minority within the student herd that was considered
dishonourable, often in an unjust, even odious manner; their journal L'Humanité seduced me
with its direct audacity and its real combativeness resulted in prison sentences for its attacks on
the social forces that were also the oppressors of Breton culture. | was interested in the militant
character of its anti-militarism, in its bellicose pacifism, in its Christian materialism and its
Puritan amorality; its principles of economic and social organisation were not repugnant to me,
given my modest origins and chronic poverty. Enlightenment! Social justice! Abolition of family
and national privilege! All of this excited the brain. It wanted above all to realise in this world
the Kingdom of Jesus Christ that the Church taught can only be realised in the Other. It blended
well with my Christianity, and appeared to me to be its activist complement. Could it be here that
the synthesis | sought between Catholicism and Breton nationalism lay? In any case | became a
regular reader of L'Humanite; | deeply scorned the Jeunesses Patriotes whom I predicted would
succumb to that Fashion which had led them and would soon drown them in the vulgarity of
Numbers. Where are they today, these Jeunesses Patriotes? They are succeeded today by the
Boulangisme of de Gaulle.*® It's the type of thing of the French Right that revolves and returns
in forever-renewing organisations that betray the worry of its growing enfeeblement.

Marchal spoke to me also of unrealised dreams. Among other things, he showed me the
national dishonour that was the monument of Union between Brittany and France which sat in
the middle of our capital; a dishonour that would have to be swept clean before we could think of
setting our heads right. I fully agreed with this point of view.

"But how is it possible,” I asked him, "that it can still be there after sixteen years?"

"That's because no-one knows how to get rid of it.”

"Is anyone prepared to learn how?"

No-one he knew of was prepared to declare himself willing to undertake the task, but all
Breton patriots kept covering it with carefully renewed insults. It was still a war of Words.

We spoke also of the real war. The most compelling argument that had been hurled at us

since the beginning was that of the 250,000 dead Bretons of the French army, who were
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unhesitatingly transformed into 250,000 voluntary sacrifices to the solidity of the "One and
Indivisible". And to balance this heavy scale, what did we have to present? Nothing. Not one.
Not one Breton had taken up arms against France. Not one Breton had joined in Breton rebellion
in the face of threatened Gallicisation. This absence was much more serious than the presence of
the 250,000 on the other side; it indicated that we no longer had any Bretons who considered the
Gallicisation of their country an insupportable and mortal treatment, as Breiz Atao had put it, and
I at least thought they were right. What bad luck, I thought, that we had not been born earlier!
We could have done something like Pearse's men in Dublin*’ or like those of Casement with the
German army,*® or like those of Mac Bride among the Boers in 1900.° Wherever England had
been fought, the Irish had been there, and this conduct had rewarded them with a rich harvest of
young men, the glory of a victory against the British Empire and the possibility of developing
their language and their culture, which was in sum essential. But in Brittany what had been
done? Brittany had been absent in 1914, as it had been in 1870 when no-one had attempted a
rebellion, nor an alliance, nor even any dealings with the victorious Prussians. The occasion,
however, had been magnificent, and the time could not have been more favourable: where would
the Breton language be today had a Breton State declared its existence then? And if the effort
had not succeeded, it would at least have remained an example and a great encouragement for us,
for the future. Alas! In order to find the red proof of Breton patriotism, we have to go back, from
the hybrid plots of the Chouannerie backed by England to the conspiracy of the Fréres Bretons
allied to Spain, for which crime four Breton leaders were beheaded by the French at Nantes in
1720. "Are we preparing for the next occasion?" | asked Marchal.

No-one was preparing for it yet, but the "true Breiz Atao™ would not budge on the
principle. Always "principles"! Breiz Atao, like Marianne,* did it wish to be nothing but fodder
for lawyers? Do not think that I believe it to be useless to discuss such questions. Not at all. |
only say that I believe that action dominates words because it is more difficult for it to lie and,
therefore, generates greater credibility and thus greater efficacy. Do not think also that I
condemn the Breiz Atao of that time: its means were so reduced it could hardly be permitted to
act beyond its role as a teacher and hawker, and this at least it performed valiantly. In the end, we
must remember that in the beginning there was 'the Word'; Breiz Atao was therefore at its
beginning since it had the Word, and this Word had not yet been made Flesh...

The city of Rennes became my headquarters for the next two years. | felt the absence of
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the sea terribly, which, up until that point, | had never before lost sight of for more than a few
days. The sea in the landscape: that's a snatch of freedom on the limitlessness of the world; it's
also geometric simplicity and a straightness of horizon in place of the limitation and twists one
calls the terrestrial horizon. In Rennes | had the impression of being stuffed at the bottom of a
dusty basin, locked up in a hostile and consuming prison. Combined with the food of bad
restaurants and the remnants of my typhoid fever, this situation produced in me certain
circulatory problems which in turn translated spiritually into a certain repugnance towards this
city. Later it would be worse still at Paris, but it wasn’t up to me to determine the locations of my
sojourn.

Having left the view of the sea plains which is freedom, rectitude, purity and health, |
remained alone with the demon of limitation, tortuousness and ill health. One day when | was
prey to the latter, | happened to discover a modestly dissimulating nook which revived my
enthusiasm. This was the quarry in the hills of Coésmes. Protected by the thickets and trees that
grew on the ancient hillocks of excavated stones, the quarry where once was all movement and
toil had become the domain of a triumphant calm, of a deep pond which no wind could ripple, of
a silence which betrayed from time to time the croaking of a batrachian or the leap of a frog. I
would attend no future exam at Rennes without going the preceding afternoon to stretch for a
few hours beside that silent pond. When later | was menaced either by nervous exhaustion or by
the police, I would go there whenever | had the opportunity. | went there again in '44, just before
the Americans arrived, but then | had learned to recognise my hostess. The Lady of the Mine, the
Lady of the Grotto, Lady of the waters, of the silence and the woods, Lady of the shadow and of
modesty, never bargained with me over her Aid in times of worry or torment. She always
bestowed upon me peace of spirit and body, the necessary quietude and confidence without end.

If Rennes at first appeared to me as a city of demons, it was unjust for me to label it with
this sole characterisation. It appeared to me again under another aspect, that which | had
searched for in vain for the previous five years: Rennes was a Breton capital. The memory of the
Breton dukes was perceptible to me in the Porte Mordelaise through which they made their first
entry into the city, and in the Saint-Germain church in which | made my devotions. Then the
Palais des Etats de Bretagne with its sumptuous rich interior, precious shrine of the past of this
"province considered foreign”, jewel today profaned by the Chicanoux, a building sober and

pure, now sorely lacking the grand exterior staircase it had had in past times. Despite having
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totally submitted to the influence of French taste, like all its surroundings in the Place du Palais,
the fine arrangement and the sobriety of line in this ensemble testified to a destiny as a capital
from which the modern city was quite distant. Nevertheless, as the light rises above the heavy,
the mind has dominated matter and the feminine has survived the masculine, Rennes has
forgotten its Breton kings and dukes but it honours still those that are in its keeping. The Virgin
of Mont-Dol, protector of Nominog;*? the Virgin of Menez-Hom, protector of the king Grallon;*?
she is the High Queen before which the future sovereign, locked in the church of Bonne-
Nouvelle, would spend the eve of his coronation in a night of prayer above the city. The Rennais
themselves have not forgotten her. At this highest point above their city, they have lodged at the
summit of the belltower an enormous and brilliant statue of the Queen of the Heavens. It is she
who signals the city in the distance. Radiant and golden, she stands out from the background of
the sky which wraps her in a cloak of blue and white. It's a matter of taste, but there is no grander
image than that which the Bretons of yesteryear called Sulevia,** apart from the Sun itself

traversing the heavens.

15. First Congress.

A little before the end of the school year, | discovered in the Cercle Saint-Yves a
sympathetic peer. He was a student at the School of Fine Arts. He was a Breton-speaker from
Plouguerneau, an Armorican parish like Ploudalmézeau, from which it was seventeen kilometres
distant. He was a trainee of Abbé Perrot, the founder of Bleun Brug, who was then curate of that
parish. His parents were modest farmers of the field, who worked a small farm in the
countryside. The Abbé had noticed his aptitude in drawing, encouraged and mentored him, and |
even think that he was paying for his studies.

At the beginning of the vacation | went to see him at his family home, and he led me
straight to the Abbé. This little man had a look sparkling with goodwill, and radiated both a
simple purity and the solidity of a stone. He liked to talk pleasantries, laughed like a child and
possessed an immense indulgence for superficial things like all strong men. But | was of the age
and sensibility to perceive within him the immovability of a solid Breton faith and the
combativeness of a Celtic warrior. His great faith surpassed his logic, and his fearful
temperament gave him renown as a poor diplomat since he had the virtues of the anvil that calls

for the blows; but is it not on the anvil that arms are forged? | felt for him a strong affection from
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the first, and I am sure this was reciprocated. In my solitude I had found a Father! We both were
aware of certain differences for which we maintained a respect, because it is necessary for the
Son to differ from the Father, otherwise they would be the same Personality. From then my
bicycle hardly ever lay idle: I would have had to spend a lot of money if the bridges over the
Aber Benoet and the Aber Wrac'h had been toll bridges! His presence taught me as much as his
conversations, and soon | was going to Plouguerneau more to see him than to see my comrade.
The French who assassinated him with impunity in December 1943 knew well what they were
doing.

It was also around this time that | had a first glimpse of that which | consider Celtic in the
realm of literature. | say Celtic and not specifically belonging to the Breton language. Without
doubt I acknowledge that he who is Celtic only develops fully within his natural milieu, the
milieu of a Celtic language, but I cannot admit that some two hundred thousand blacks in the
United States who express themselves in Gaelic could have greater pretension to the title 'Celts’
than the majority of Irish and Scottish who have lost the language, let alone a good portion of
English, French and western Germans.

As recently as the preceding year, Roparz Hemon had given me a copy of the Vie de
Salaiin by Tanguy Malmanche, and the reading of this French translation impressed me deeply.
For the first time perhaps, the literary arts had spoken to me. Malmanche thereby obtained the
highest pedestal in my temple, and this consideration | had for him grew as | came to know his
other works, notably Gurvan, Ar Baganiz and Kou le Corbeau. In any case this is not adoration;
it's better, since | had some reservations. This unfamiliar atmosphere of French literature, this
complex of inflexible hardness and extreme sensibility often cloaked in a ferocious irony, this
complex of vivid imagination and fastidious good sense, this was "my" literary Celtism and |
was now able to relish it, more stripped back and older, in the Breton adaptations of Irish epic
tales published by Gwalarn.® I could now read the Breton without difficulty, and I hurled
myself avidly upon literature of this genre.

That summer was the first Congress of Breiz Atao, that at Rosporden in 1927, and for a
first attempt it was in all points remarkable. | made the voyage from Brest in the company of
Roparz Hemon. | was at once enthusiastic and a little anxious as to the results. While the
attendees peopled the local bistros where they gossiped a great deal and drank the same, | found

myself in the still-deserted great hall where | and Sohier™ painted the Breton flags modernised
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by Marchal, the making of which was so complicated, while Roparz Hemon surveyed the
premises alone. With some other party members of which the greater number have vanished
without trace, | participated in the service d'ordre®” and mounted guard overnight by the flags in
front of the hotel. The socialists were hostile towards us—they regarded us as reactionaries;
while most Catholics saw us as Communists. That's all we need say about the press that we had
in our country. The bishop of Quimper, old Adolphe, had presented us with difficulties at the last
minute by forbidding the curate from celebrating a mass to be sung on Sunday morning, which
he had agreed to do, in memory of the 250,000 Breton "victims" of the war. This then was only
celebrated as a low mass, after which | went to the Protestant service of the same intention led by
a minister who was a member of Breiz Atao. In short, everything went well, even the public
meeting with attendant debate.

In the course of this Congress, the Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz transformed itself into a
regular political party. After the examples of the autonomist parties in Alsace-Lorraine and
Corsica, it took the name Parti autonomiste breton, Strollad Emrenerel Vreiz.*® This didn't
please me much as | had never been an autonomist, but I had more confidence in men than
words; therefore this unfortunate name didn’t prevent me from joining on the spot.

I very much wanted to attend the final excursion to Douarnenez, but at the last moment
Yann Bricler® requested me to take a bicycle across town for him. This led me to stay by myself
at the railway station, and to be called an "old Chouan"® by some local lowlifes. | called back
“fransquillons"®* at them but the hostilities didn’t progress any further. This was still a war of
words.

The following evening I caught up with the excursioneers upon their return at Kemper,
and from there many of us left for the Congress of Bleun Brug at St. Pol de Léon, our "Kaer
Leon" (dear Léon). Awaiting a change of trains at Morlaix, | found myself for a moment on the
pavement in front of the Hotel Bozellec with one of the Alsatian delegates who was fairly close
to me in age, a student like myself and easily approached as a result. Like one of the Flemish
delegates, Franz Vildiers, then a lawyer of Antwerp, | found in him a head every bit the opposite
of a joker's, and I recall expressing to him my impression that we would meet again in our
struggle against France. This was Hermann Bickler. We would both be imprisoned by the French
during the winter of '39-40, he at Nancy and me at Rennes. Later he became my colonel while |

was a lieutenant commanding the Breton unit "Jean-Marie Perrot™ in the German army against
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France.®? The Congress of Bleum [sic] Brug at St.-Pol, although very theatrical and spectacular,
has left me with few memories. It was the big cask of weak beer alongside the bottle of whiskey
that was Breiz Atao. The Abbé Perrot and some of his colleagues strove ecclesiastically to
communicate to it a Breton character under the stern and disapproving eye of the All-Powerful
Bishop of Kemper. We could not help him in any way; we could only compromise him.

As an insipid spectator disengaged from the responsibility of being an actor, | gravitated
easily therefore to Roparz Hemon, Marchal and Sohier. If I'm not mistaken, it was with these that
dealings took place with a decorated Monsieur of Saisy de Kerampuil, who came up with the
splendid idea of a Breton Consortium directed by him, and within which he desired to include all
"Breton forces", including Breiz Atao. While he had well employed the impressive slogan "Unity
is Strength”, we remembered well that "gathering together makes a crab-pot of us"”, and the idea

of compromising Breiz Atao with brilliant fantasies without a future was unanimously rejected.

16. The Student Federation of Rennes.

Upon my return to school in November 1927, | was very surprised to meet at the Cercle
Saint-Yves several newcomers who wore the insignia of the party, the Hefivoud, which had been
the symbol of the Unvaniez Yaouankiz since 1920, and which differed only in its sense of
rotation from what would later be known as the redoubtable Hitlerian swastika. At the time it had
no other meaning, and this protective sign against Destruction, of which the ancient Celts had
made such great use, had long been and was quite logically the symbol of Breiz Atao.

It was the custom of the time for all members of a society to wear a badge near the heart,
or even a little higher than their hearts! All things considered, this exhibitionism was more
discreet than that of wearing coloured shirts with a Sam Browne belt that didn't support anything,
a custom that had come from the Mediterranean. People this way disposed attempted to
acclimatise this practice among us, and it affected everything between the two poles of our
world: namely Ireland and Prussia.

Beware of spectacular practices! | could not better compare their effects than to those of
alcohol. They intoxicate actors and spectators and make them enter into fictional worlds where
they must take care not to be abused, especially if one possesses an inflammable nature, a heart
peopled with desires, or a youth avid and inexperienced. In exceptional cases they can constitute

a good stimulant, but in repeated doses they can induce a divorce between imagination and
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necessity; they create worlds the least often in concurrence with the real world, falsifying all
experience, mixing errors and truths together inextricably. The spirit of good faith is soon lost,
distracting the compass with its good sense, distorting its view and its prophetic sense, and
stumbles in a lamentable manner in what it perceives to be its vocations, ending up in pessimism
or even nihilism. You, who are inflammable and true, be wary of deeds that lead to intoxication!
Keep always a good dose of irony to dissolve these deceiving varnishes that cover these idols.
Then you will see them naked, then you will deflate this skin pumped up with wind and you will
refine your sense of true beauty which is also the beautiful truth. And if you are men of courage
you will pursue it tirelessly come what may; your life will be a beautiful life, and a praise unto
eternity to the Creator-Creature. We may thank Jakez Riou for having applied this treatment to
polished idols. See that there remain semi-folkloric societies after "Gorsez digor", but see on the
other hand those that became Nominog after "Nominoe, ohé".®® Young people true and proud,
guard against this force-feeding as a spectator and above all as an actor. The world on the other
side of the railing or the balustrade may seduce you, but it has never given birth to anyone but
the species of men of which it has need—namely illusionists and comedians. Leave this realm to
those who by their nature will occupy it, or who will end up there through force of habit, which
is second nature. Let your only theatre be that of your life alone, let the world of your necessity
be at the same time the world of your illusions!

But this, this was then in the future. For the moment, | was overjoyed to have found like-
minded fellows whose presence produced in me a favourable milieu for the growth of my
polarity. Research into the opposing milieu as one observes in combat, marriage, physics and
chemistry reveals the index of an activity that has reached its effective maturity, an activity
having lost its ability to expand further. It is not wise to hitch the foal to the plough, to mix
young males and females, or to hook up a battery before it is fully charged...

In short, I enjoyed the company of my fellows, which indicated to me my capacity to
grow, and I asked no more of it. Since then, this phenomenon has seemed to me a problem quite
difficult: how can one make the poles of one sort connect during the process of growing when
the spontaneous reaction of one's maturity is to research the poles of the contrary sort? It's this
that seemed to me to suggest the intervention of an exterior force that I called the "spirit" and
which, along with energy and matter, formed the Three Aspects of Power. The spirit bringing us

together despite our similarities was the one held by Breiz Atao, Breton nationalism, the Celtic
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will. But from whence did it draw this power, since in transformations nothing is ever lost and
nothing is ever created, the spirit being subject like All Power to the grand Principle of
Conservation that is the expression of Eternity? Now, | believe | have resolved this problem. The
Celtic will unites men for life and for death, which is hardly the Cause of the Butchery. And that
is because no-one ever died for the Butchery. The power of Celtic patriotism springs from the
sacrifices of all those who have voluntarily given their care, their health, their decay and their
death since Vercingetorix and before to Les [sic] Jasson®® and after. That's why I introduce the
spirit, poorly defined by some under the term "vital energy", into the grand cycle of Power of
which energy and matter form the other two of the Three-Faces.

And now | return to my story.

We therefore were equally enchanted to find a small, permanent Congress of which the
kernel was constituted by my comrade of Plouguerneau, another from Kemper, Berthou of Saint-
Brieuc,® and me. As the rich attract loans, our kernel attracted members and soon we numbered
around twenty to twenty-five. What an exaltation of the sentiment of power! We resolved to
form a fully constituted and recognised group; we settled on the title of Federation of Breton
Students and placed ourselves under the suzerainty of Breiz Atao. The latter would issue
demands and we carried out an ardent propaganda among the students of the city of Rennes.
Berthou was the president, and | was the secretary.

This brave Federation of Breton Students of Rennes would suffer numerous eclipses.
Ours was the second of the same name, and would not be the last. They all slowly died as if it
were the fundaments of their core. And then, after several years, the high schools and colleges
sent to the university a new intake of freshmen who resuscitated it. The strength of Breton
nationalism was not sufficient to maintain a continuous fire, but only a series of flames.

The student from Kemper, who studied Medicine, became my particular friend. We went
around together whenever possible. He installed himself as my teacher of Breton conversation,
and refused to listen to me if 1 didn't express myself in Breton. This was still difficult for me.
Many times | asked him for the benefit of a little pause, but he was always intractable, albeit
smiling. | owe a great deal to him: it's thanks to him that | came to speak Breton fluently.

There were now three of us students who frequented the Celtic courses at the Faculty of
Letters and brought to them an element promising of the future. Joining myself and the student

from Kemper, there was a student of law from Daoulas named Le Bras, who afterwards became



Biographie-Memoires 91
an examining magistrate at Nantes, where | took up personal contact with him again in 1943 only
a short time before he was assassinated by the French. One day the professor declared before the
Old Guard that the work of all three of us demonstrated a good knowledge of the Breton
language; | was especially flattered because the other two were Breton-speakers from birth.

It was in the course of this year that | made the acquaintance of the two heads of Breiz
Atao: Mordrel and Debauvais, who were each eminent men in their own way.

Debauvais was a tenacious man, prepared for every misery; he had proven his capacities
in making for himself a good education when in fact he was of very modest extraction. This was
a man of good faith, gifted with solid good sense. He was also courageous and brave, assuming
every responsibility that others abandoned; little by little he took on all the extra tasks that were
left to him: administration, publication of the revue, research; each without recourse to financial
resources, to which his own were totally sacrificed. He possessed the principal virtue of the
director, well-grounded stability, which guarantees the continuity of an undertaking, without
which no tradition can establish itself. He became very quickly the political tiller, keeping Breiz
Atao on course in a manner beneficial to its independence in a milieu of compromises of all sorts
solicited from both Left and Right. | had perfect confidence in his direction, and in his efficacy
right up until his health condition deprived him of his faculties. Nevertheless Debauvais was a
simple man, kind, devoted to his work without weakness, capable of evoking a real affection—
and he had mine. His health, which he neglected completely in his service, never restored itself
following a year of prison which the French inflicted upon him on the eve of the war. He died
after a long illness in the spring of 1944, bestowing upon the Breton cause a contribution of
capital importance and a magnificent example which will bring forth fruit so long as there are
Bretons.

Mordrel®® was of an altogether different type, and made with Debauvais an excellent
team. Brilliant spirit, intelligent artist and dripping with assurance, he was what one might call
the mainsail of the ship Breiz Atao, of which Debauvais was the rudder. I always held a strong
admiration for his talents, and he exercised from the beginning a grand, seductive effect upon
me. But very quickly I learned to develop distrust of the application he gave his talents. So long
as Debauvais was around him to channel his energies, the result was a happy one. But deprived
of him, and also of Yann Bricler after he was assassinated by the French in 1943, Mordrel

became more dangerous than useful. As he is not yet dead, | speak of him in the past tense so as
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to ignore his conduct during the years '44 and '45.%

The year 1928 was also, if I'm not mistaken, the year of the trial of the Alsatians at
Kolmar.®® We were represented there by a lawyer from Kemper who came upon his return to
speak to our Federation. His comments were surprising: "In the end, look what words are! With
the French there’s no other thing to do. Only one route is possible: take up arms!"™ Of course he
was strongly applauded. That's apparently all he wanted because we never saw him again.

My feelings for Germany had by then significantly changed. From the stage of a foreign
power menacing a common enemy she was in the process of becoming a sympathetic power. The
film Metropolis had something to do with this. Although the social thesis of the film seems
questionable to me, its composition, so original compared to the rest of the shows available to us,
created in me an effect quite similar to the reading of the Vie de Salaiin and the epics of old
Celtic literature. This film was not by any means a first contact. In the eighth grade | had
received as a prize for excellence the Contes d'Autrefois, an adaptation for the young of the poem
of the Niebelungen, and reading it many times over had already impressed me deeply. Later, in
high school, | had seen my first German film, Siegfried, of which I had abundantly dreamed. |
must therefore admit that Metropolis was not an isolated case, but represented a Germanic
culture related to Celtic culture, and likely to satisfy the depths of my personality that France and
Latinity had not been capable of awakening. Thus was born in me the sense of Nordism.

Before the exams we decided to bring the activity of our Federation to a close with a
pilgrimage to the battlefield of Saint-Aubin-du-Cormier. We were about fifteen specimens, to
which were joined Marchal and Debauvais and three or four other "militants” from Rennes. The
"Petit Monsieur" dropped us at the station at Saint-Aubin just short of nine o'clock. After
enjoying at the Hotel de Bretagne the meal that was destined to become tradition, we went in a
troupe towards the moor of the Rencontre.

I was all eyes and ears following the tactical explications of Marchal and Debauvais after
La Borderie.*® This was the first time that I had consciously tread upon a place where people
had fought for my cause, and this was also the place where they had last done so.

The pilgrim who visits the Holy Land climbing the Mount of Olives could not
contemplate these sites with a more avid eye, and his heart could not be more ready than mine to
receive the miracle.

Thus this countryside so Breton, its crags, its moors, its meadows—its pine woods
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excepted—they had all been witness, they had seen undisguised the bloody fashion of the thread
of old Breton tradition. Four hundred and forty years had passed, and no-one had presented
himself to take up the kingdom of Nominoé. I scrutinised closely the face of the location in order
to catch a sign which showed that, even though this was our first visit, we were already
recognised as the chosen ones. Even if we were destined to fail, it could not ignore us because at
least we tried, and that would be our life. That had to be enough. This | foresaw. What | felt so
surely there was no need for me to seek approval for.

I strove therefore to impregnate myself with this landscape, which would be called to
play an important role in my life. The explications finished, I left the group to better, if I can put
it this way, get into the skin of things, and it's then that the miracle happened.

In the middle of the quartz rubble which is the rock of that country, I recognised
immediately the unexpected and familiar tones of my Léonnais granite. Out of curiosity |
isolated the small stone, laying bare the earth in which it was partially buried. "What a strange
shape,” | thought, then suddenly, "but it's the head of a cross, a granite cross!" As a faithful
reader of Danio's History of Our Brittany, | knew that two granite crosses had been erected on
the battlefield, which were thrown down during the French Revolution. In a flash I saw clearly
and enthusiasm overcame me. "D., E., F., C.,”® come here, come here! I've found a granite cross,
without doubt one of those thrown down during the French Revolution!" Debauvais and the
others came also. The stone passed from hand to hand in relative silence. Naturally it found itself
carried to the highest point in the vicinity, about a cable's length”* from the spot where | found it.
A guy from St.-Malo who’d come from there by bicycle said to us: "I know a bit about masonry.
Let’s buy some cement from the town, come back and cement the cross here.” That was done,
and it has stood there ever since.

Believe me when | tell you that everyone spread out over the vicinity and it was closely
investigated, contemplated and probed over each square metre, to no avail; no trace of another
granite pebble. It hardly matters. The properties of the miracle lie outside rules; would repetition
have lessened its miraculous character? All that we found was a snake that they killed right there,
believing they did right.

That afternoon we returned with the cement. The streams were dry. D., C. and | went to
look for water at the farm that was on the rise on the other side of the road. We found an old

peasant who had in earlier times done his military service at Guingamp, where he had learned a



94 Lainé (Henaff)

little Breton. He was happy to show off what he knew: he remembered that a bed was called a
gwele and a house ti, and that bread, meat, water and wine were bara, kig, dour and gwin. And
he gave us some of his cider to drink.

When the cross was cemented in place, we saluted its new career with the singing of Bro
Gozh, and we returned to Saint-Aubin. I remember still that while waiting the hour for the train
we visited the ruins of the castle under the guidance of an old Trégorroise living in the area, and
who was delighted to be able to converse in Breton with us. Decidedly Saint-Aubin-du-Cormier,
Loquelven am Marot [sic], were more Breton-speaking than we had imagined.

I was full of confidence in the fact of our Godsend; since that's what | thought then. Did
not all of us who were there then have the same will, the same age, pretty much the same
inexperience and the same possibilities? Were we not therefore equal, and did the happy omen
not apply itself to all of us equally? Since then experience has rudely learned to rectify my
beliefs on this point, and | have adopted the harsh but proud conviction that the Gods did not act
on a whim the day they placed across my path the ancient fallen cross of granite inscribed with

the name of Brittany.

17. The summer of 1928.

During the session of June 1928, I presented myself for certificates in rational mechanics
and general physics, and obtained both with distinction. | had also taken the course in differential
and integral calculus; nevertheless | thought it imprudent to prepare for three exams together, so
I saved the latter for the November session. Then | fled as soon as possible to the seaside.

I remember that one time, while returning to Rennes around this period, Roparz Hemon
announced to me that the first exam of the Simbol, precursor to today's Trec'h, was to take place
the next day. In memory of the "Symbole™, which in Breton-speaking areas primary school
teachers gave to those of their students to wear who had been caught speaking Breton, and for
which they were punished at the end of the day,”> Gwalarn had instituted an exam attesting to
the effective capacities of the candidate in both written and spoken language. Graduates had the
right to wear a badge by which they could recognise each other, but they had to commit to using
Breton only in their mutual relations, both written and oral. | had not prepared for this exam and
feared that I was still insufficiently articulate. However, at his insistence, | signed up and passed

in company with a half-dozen other young Gwalarnistes, among others Jestin and Corfa whom |
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thereby met. In addition to Roparz Hemon the examiners were Drezen and Riou. It seemed to me
that all the candidates were admitted. One bad aspect of this success was that I had two badges to
wear simultaneously. | had for the first time the regret of not keeping a commitment: I decided
that only one badge sufficed, and I chose the Simbol in place of the Hefivoud, not because it was
newer, but in fact because it was rarer and more difficult to obtain.

From Ploudalmeézeau | took up again my visits to Abbé Perrot, who soon engaged me for
the pilgrimage from Plouguerneau to Sainte-Anne-d'Auray on the 26th of July.

It was a delight to go with my comrades of Plouguerneau and about thirty peasants of
both sexes under the paternal direction of the Abbé. Breton was the sole language employed. We
filled two large motor coaches. The Abbé, who knew and loved his Brittany, had the art of
making this excursion a truly Breton pilgrimage. We stopped en route to admire ancient
churches, but also megaliths, castles, and landscapes. We made a stop at Folgoat, the heart and
sanctuary of Léon; at the castle of Kerjean, that marvel of the Breton Renaissance. We stopped at
Roc'h Trevezel to admire from the summit the vast plains of Léon that extended to the north as
far as the sea, and the broken landscape of the Poher which formed the horizon on the south.
Then we admired at Uhelgoat the heaps of titanic rocks, at Kelven the tower magnificent in its
solitude, at Bieuzy the rock cliffs that hang over the length of the Blavet. For the good Abbé, this
was part of the pilgrimage almost to the same extent as Keranna.”® Brittany and Saint Anne were
for him one and the same. And he was of the true Celtic tradition which, by means of the Hebraic
Anna, continued to adore the goddess Anu of the ancient Celts, the Danu of the Iroise
mythology, the Vieille-Mere, the Earth Mother, the Grandmother of the Gods and of Men. Just as
her effigy was once promenaded through the fields in her chariot, the 'Anureda’, we continue to
carry her in procession before gathering together the harvests that she brings each year to feed
her children. If Keranna is her sanctuary of preference, She is all of Brittany, She is the patrie
herself, present in all of her domain. As the sun set and we could see on the horizon the statue
that crowned her temple, goal of our voyage, we all rose together and the Breton hymn of Saint
Anne burst forth spontaneously from the general fervour... That evening we even participated in
her grand nocturnal procession and | carried in her honour one of the heavy banners from
Plouguerneau that we had brought with us. The following morning found us at the mass read by
the Abbé, then at his Breton sermon.

We returned home via Saint Rivoal and Saint-Kado. This was my first trip to the interior
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of the country outside of railway lines and | was again amazed, doubting not at all that | had
attained the very deepest basis of the Breton Personality.

Then there was the Congress of Breiz Atao at Chéateaulin, a very popular congress
attended by several hundred people, with an air of evolved maturity in comparison to that at
Rosporden the previous year. Foreign delegations were numerous. The Irish had sent an
authentically wild compatriot who wore a short kilt and played on the summit of Menez-Hom
some magnificent Gaelic melodies on the learned and complicated instrument that was the
"elbow" bagpipe. The Alsatians attended in such numbers that Action francgaise registered a
strong displeasure "at hearing German spoken to the very end of Finistére”. An enthusiastic
Corsican delegate made a speech in which he announced his intention to learn Breton, but | don't
know if he saw his intention through to execution. There were Breton dances and all sorts of
exhibitions culminating in that of the bard Fafich Gourvil, who seemed to me at that time
sympathetic; he has since been awarded the Legion of Honour and sings a completely different
tune.” The gendarmerie was also at the féte in the name of French law, according to which they
had determined that it was forbidden to display Breton flags in Brittany; they came militarily to
wrench the flag of the Congress from the window of the hall, and thereby installed it ever more
solidly in our hearts.

This Congress of Chateaulin was the most complete manifestation of Breton nationalism
I had attended. Along with the "youth of Breiz Atao™ had come the precursors of the first Breton
nationalist party, that of 1911. Le Mercier d'Erm’® was there, and made a speech. Maurice
Duhamel became part of the directing committee of Breiz Atao, and he acquainted us with his
leftist, federalist and democratic tendency to which we paid no heed but was nevertheless
welcomed, just like him, in the general enthusiasm of the event.”® It seems to me that it was at
this Chateaulin congress that the Central Committee of the National Minorities of France was
created, between the leaderships of the three autonomist parties: Alsatian-Lorrainer, Breton and
Corsican. This excellent institution needs to be resurrected as soon as possible.

After the Breiz Atao congress was held, as usual, the congress of Bleun-Brug. Then it was
necessary to return to the world of necessities and prepare ourselves for the return to school.

My intention was to prepare for general chemistry the following year. | had kept the best
piece until last, the term desired for my studies for the degree. To do this at Rennes required two

years; as | had no more than that to spare, I thought it better to be able to do it in one year, but
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that would oblige me to move to Paris. That would be an expensive year. With the aim of
decreasing the costs for my grandparents, | applied for and obtained a job as supervisor at the
college of Sainte-Barbe. Then I returned for the November session at the Faculty at Rennes, who
awarded me the certificate in differential and integral calculus.

Now licensed in mathematics, | returned to Paris, which was to be my scholastic

headquarters for some years to come.

18. The Sorbonne.

The students of the College Saint-Barbe constituted a very different milieu from the
relatively calm and docile scene of Breton high schools. The students were nearly all boarders,
and comprised mostly Parisians and Jews, clever as monkeys, very disrespectful and
undisciplined. In return for about five hours surveillance per day | had a small garret room
underneath the roof, free meals in the refectory and a stipend of sixty francs a month. This was
reasonable, but it was not possible to do much in the way of study because of the bad behaviour
of the students. The little ones under the age of fourteen were still easily managed through the
use of some terrorising looks. The older ones, who were preparing for their exams and of whom
many were my age or even older, did not cause me any undue difficulties either; they only had to
be left alone to do what they wanted on the sole condition that they were not noisy. The most
difficult were those in the third, second and first grade, who caused me some truly painful
ruckuses in their nervous hours, which were eleven o'clock in the morning and from two to six in
the afternoon. At these times they acted just like the mob. In the morning, they're not fully
awake, and one can do nearly anything without provoking much reaction. The worst time is the
afternoon after they're done digesting their lunch.

I had there a comrade, a colleague cross-bred from a Béarnais and a Basque, who outside
of his university activities was a teacher of French to a Japanese doctor of the traditional school
(Figure 5). This latter had come to Paris to study the methods of occidental medicine. | had fairly
regular interactions with both of them right up until the years preceding the war. | found they had
very interesting insights, above all of which was their conception of the fundamental unity of the
human individual, comprising his excremental products of all kinds, including his thoughts, his
beliefs, his children and his handwriting; a unity which one can more or less influence through

choice of "alimentation”, that is to say what he eats, the air he breathes, the milieu in which he
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Figure 5. Neven Henaff in Japan, c. early 1960s. Henaff visited the country as a result of his enduring
friendship with Georges Ohsawa, whom he first met in Paris in the 1930s. (Brid Heussaff).

lives, his reading, the sights he sees, his learning, religion, customs and all the diverse practices
that go into nourishing him.”

At the Sorbonne | took the course in general chemistry for my exam. My professors were
Auger, Urbain, Pascal and Mme Ramart. In addition | took the course in radioactivity taught by
Perrin and Mme Curie at the City of Paris Chemistry School, a course that interested me
immensely. | made the acquaintance of a German Swiss of my age, from whom | began to learn
German, the study of which appeared to me to be becoming very useful. But for the moment that
didn't go very far.

My true comrades, these | found at the Parisian section of the party which was quite
numerous, and where we talked well. It was here that | made the acquaintance of Mr Guiyesse
[sic] and his family,”® of Girard,”® and numerous others. Besides the Paris section, we had the
very nationalist Celtic Circle of the brave Mr Régnier, who gathered us together to learn Breton
songs to prepare for demonstrations, and also to learn Breton at the weekly course at the
Sorbonne taught by the Abbé Léon. This Abbé was very likeable. I will always remember the
particular devotion which this man from Trégor held for Saint Yves. He got very angry if anyone
made allusion to Saint Anne. "It's Saint Yves who is the patron of Brittany, and he alone! First of
all he is Breton, and then he did something for Brittany, he did! Who is this Saint Anne who

never set foot on our soil? This Jewess (sic) who has nothing to do with us neither here nor there!
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It's a grave error and an insupportable usurpation to bestow upon her patronage over Brittany!
Let's not be fooled!"

All of these things were already giving me much to do. It appears then that I did not
estimate it as sufficient, because | set to work with several specimens of my species in founding
a section of the Federation of Breton Students. A student from the teachers' college from Kemper
was our president and | was secretary. We entered into good relations with the Federation of
Rennes, which was still directed by Berthou. One of my good friends in this Federation was a
second-year student in the engineering college, the Ecole Centrale, named Le Nestic, like me an
assiduous member of the Section and of the Celtic Circle. One time he brought along two of his
freshmen who were of my age and to whom | was at once drawn. That's how | met my friends B.
and [missing] for the first time.

In addition to its twenty or so Breton members, our Federation received visits from young
foreign students such as are always to be found in Paris. One of these, a Hungarian named
Pardanyi, frequented us quite assiduously, and later wrote in his home country a very good thesis

on the Breton movement,® a thesis that Gerhart [sic]®* (Figure 6) later translated and had
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Figure 6. Célestin Lainé (I) and Dr. Gerhard von Tevenar on a Breton beach, 1938 (Trystan Mordrel).
published in both German and French during the war. Another was my colleague from the
College Sainte-Barbe. He was a Jewish Tunisian nationalist; he subscribed to Breiz Atao and
even joined it. One can see many things in Paris...

Our Federation even printed a bilingual poster, half in French and half in Breton, in order

to invite Breton students. But the posterage was so expensive that one night we went, the
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teachers' college student and I, to paste them up ourselves on the public placards in the student
quarter. They disappeared quite quickly; the professionals of the postering societies covered
them with other posters because we had not paid the customary tribute. Their own proper
racketeering functioned "freely". It was then that | formulated a consciousness of what real
liberty was... not the theoretical liberty to which everyone everywhere subscribes, but the
practical liberty which falls into two mutually-exclusive categories: the liberty of one signifies
the enslavement of others. Is not the liberty of democracy therefore, throughout the world, the
obligation of the least powerful to submit to the law dictated by the more powerful? It leaves you
the right in principle to protest that to which you submit, but what does this give you?
Everywhere and always, the problem of liberty is at root only a problem of power... It may not
be very pretty, but we expose ourselves to all sorts of unfortunate illusions if we consider things
otherwise. And it is considered by all bad form also to call by its true name the Sovereign of
democracy that is "Hypocrisy".

At meetings of our section | learned again that to lose illusions was often difficult but
always useful. Have you yourself not remarked that utility, and also truth, are nearly always the
fruit of suffering? And that a world that pretends to eliminate suffering, worry and misfortunes
thereby condemns itself to being only a world of illusions and errors?

This is how it happened: one time it was proposed to hold a public conference in the Salle
du Faubourg. Speaking in our name to all, Mr Guyiesse [sic] bid Mr Duhamel, of the directing
committee of Breiz Atao, our most experienced and most eloquent speaker, to come along and
speak. This man then issued the following objection: "After such publicity the Society of French
Composers will throw me out and I could lose the pension that they have to give me after a few
years." What? Do | understand this correctly? | could hardly believe my ears. One of our "great
leaders™ had objected to this because he could lose his hypothetical little pension from a French
society that was still some years off? That was then his measure of confidence in the Breton
movement for which he had made such eloquent appeals for the personal sacrifice of members?
This was the measure of the faith of this man, our "leader" who spoke so well? Alas! | was
brought pretty low by it... But | have never been of a pessimistic nature. | concluded very
quickly that 1 at least did not regard myself as being of that species, and that surely there would
be others like me. From that day, while continuing to admire the talents of this Monsieur, |

realised that which Gerhart would later formulate: "For us, intelligence is not a virtue." Today
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my experience would permit me to add to that: "They are rare and highly precious those in whom
intelligence is accompanied by virtue.”" | must declare, so as to anticipate the commentators, that
what we call virtue has nothing to do with the virginity of maidens or the innocence of
choirboys.

That year also all my entourage banded together to urge me to enter the Ecole Centrale.
If I was, as was likely, admitted that year to the Chemistry general school, I would have to enter
the Centrale in the second year, so long as | passed the general exams in my first year. Doctor
Lorin of Ploudalmézeau, an old friend of my grandfather’s, pushed hard for this and was soon
seeing me as a big director of industry. My brother Francis, who was a major at the Naval
College, pushed for this also. My comrade Le Nestic promised me his courses from the first year,
and | was the schoolfellow of his two freshmen who also wanted to enter in the second year.
Myself, I was not displeased to quit the university path which | was afraid would be overly
theoretical, and | thought then that, above all, it was time to get my hands on practical matters,
on applied science, on real life, because | was not studying science for science's sake, but science
for power's sake, and it would not do therefore for me to lose sight of the "applications™ aspect,
nor of the "human" aspect, with which 1 would sooner or later tussle. Yet, I had no practical
experience, nor of people in real life, and the university path hardly promised to allow me to
acquire any. If only I had two lives in order to live the two paths! Alas! Life is limitation, and
each new realisation reduces also our virtualities. What unhappiness it is to be obliged to choose,
to limit oneself in the multitude of possible currents in the ocean of the world! I chose therefore
to cut myself off from the life of the scientist. In some rare, dark moments | have had cause to
doubt the price of my choice. But overall and today, even though | have lost everything during a
life lived at the very bottom of misery, a life that some are still threatening to take away, | do not
regret the choice that I made, the marvellous adventure that it bestowed on me and that will push
our work further. My other life would have been premature; it will be lived by others, and they
will have this opportunity, because | chose what I felt was the most immediately useful.

When my grandparents also joined in, | allowed myself to be convinced. | made it known
to them, however, that it would be impossible for me to remain a study monitor at college and
that | foresaw it would take at least two years of expensive study. These dear grandparents were
inexhaustible and promised me that they would take care of it. Did | not realise the aspirations of

their limited life like others will do for me? Perhaps this is the greatest love, the most egotistical
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and tyrannical of sentiments.

In June 1929 | obtained the certificate in general Chemistry with the Mention Assez Bien.
I made therefore my application to the Centrale as soon as | could, and I began to tackle the first-
year course of instruction on my own. This was a desperate race. Much of the material was
unknown to me. All that summer in Paris was spent in a wild tension in order to cram in an entire
course within ten to fifteen days, then to run to a professor's office for an exam, and from there to
another. | remember Vergne who interrogated me on Thermodynamics and Fluid Mechanics:
"Monsieur," I told him, "I must tell you that | was able to study thermodynamics but I did not
have time enough even to open your course texts on fluid mechanics, on which topic I am
therefore unable to answer you."

"Let's see about that," he said.

He posed me three questions on thermodynamics on which | managed very well, then
two others relating to fluid mechanics on which | was completely stumped.

"l see you spoke the truth,” he said to me, "but you're a strange one. This is easily the first
time that I've found a student who declares his areas of ignorance from the outset. I'm giving you
twelve out of twenty, that is to say you have not failed, but act no more like this. It will bring you
unhappiness. Goodbye!"

The architecture course that | had had time to fully understand brought me an eighteen,
and everything passed well up until the final exam on the machine course, on the eve of the
return to classes. This went catastrophically, and brought upon me the imprecations of Professor
Pillou who graded me an eight! | thought everything was lost. Nevertheless, | presented myself
the next morning at the deputy director’s office to receive the verdict. The courtyard below me
was full of hundreds of students who soon disappeared into the amphitheatre. Would it be the
same as the Naval College? At that moment the deputy director addressed me. He was a brusque
man. Brandishing the unlucky report from the previous evening, he began in such an aggressive
manner that I could only wait for an interruption in his discourse so as to express my regrets and
take my leave. But he did not cease and hope was reborn: "In any case your average grade is
thirteen and a half. Although this is poor, we have consented to offer you a chance. You must
pass these exams again in company with your comrades who are commencing their second year.
If your reports are then satisfactory, you will be admitted to the incoming class. Now, here's a

note of introduction for the Commandant of the second year, and you go and join the others in
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the amphitheatre. Go!"

None too proud, | found the Commandant, a very brave man who asked me if | knew
anyone in the intake. I named B. "It's impossible for me to place you in the same study hall with
him," he told me. "It's full. I'm going to put you in the next hall with twelve other young folks
who will quickly become your comrades. Are you lodging in the city?"

"No," I told him, "I'm the monitor at the College Sainte-Barbe, but | have to find a new
place.”

"The student house on the rue de Citeaux is full, but you have the possibility of lodging
here at the School in a communal dwelling where there are already a dozen students of the first
year. It's neither magnificent nor comfortable, but it's not expensive."

I thanked him sincerely. During the break at ten o'clock I looked for and found Le Nestic,
B. and L. They congratulated me and helped me in all the introductions. At midday | returned to
Sainte-Barbe to take my leave. The administration could not have been more charming.
Everyone complimented me and the Director gave me no difficulty in my abrupt departure. That
very evening | moved out, a frequent operation that was always very easy for me.

In the course of the first trimester we all passed those particularly terrible exams on the
subject matter of the first year. This time it was much better. In the machine course | even got a
fifteen, and Pillou gladly retracted his bad reports of the previous month. At results time at the
end of the trimester my average exceeded sixteen and | was close to thirtieth in the two-hundred-
plus students of my cohort. No-one could henceforth contest my quality as a Carré® of the

Centrale.

19. L'Ecole Centrale.

The two years which followed were from the Breton point of view but weaker repetitions
of the preceding year. | frequented the same places and the same persons with rather less
assiduity because the work at the Centrale gave me great pressure and left very little free time. |
studied there how to demolish the memory, and therefore the personality. With training | came
like others to learn in a few days, and soon in a few hours, the subject of a weekly question, an
unbelievable quantity of teachings which one would forget quickly and move on to the next. We
had no time to fully appreciate anything, we'd seen everything but it did not stay with us. We

learned everything, but assimilated nothing. | gained in any case a disliking for the forced
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learning of these Grandes Ecoles, where the predominant preoccupation with speed and output
forms these rapid, restless, mediocre and unprincipled men, often intelligent but rarely profound,
that our modern industrial civilisation needs so much. So many individualities oppressed and
crushed to the rhythm of jazz swing, whose noisy and hurried agitation leaves behind nothing but
the emptiness of the desert!

I'm reminded, however, that | replaced the Abbé Léon for some months in his Breton
course of the Celtic Circle at the Sorbonne. From student | had become the professor! I'm
reminded also of having become acquainted, thanks to our comrade Le Menn, with Celtic music,
in which I particularly enjoyed Irish melodies. Never had any music spoken to me like this, and
nothing I've heard since has replaced it in my passion. | must admit that, right from its first
measures, | am able to recognise the Irish character of an unknown melody by the ecstasy that
seizes me, and by the invincible solicitation which calls me to suspend all other activities on the
spot. Compared to this grand dame, whose simplicity allows us a glimpse of a refined culture,
and whose extreme originality amplifies upon a note of intimate resonance, the other Celtic
music forms—including Breton music—appear to me to be poor relations. It is the same with
music as it is with ancient literature, with the illuminated manuscripts, and with the Celtic
warrior traditions. Thus | am obliged to recognise in Ireland one of the poles of my Brittany.
This Irish orientation even led me to the course of Mademoiselle Sjoestedr [sic]®® at the
Sorbonne where, in company with two of my dear Breton friends, | began to learn Irish. Again |
had to limit myself, although never definitively renouncing it.

Le Menn even converted me to the cult of the biniou, to which I submitted in a small
crisis that lasted about six months.

During the vacation of summer 1930, | spent a training course of one month at the
laboratory of the Kuhlmann plant at Madeleine-lez-Lille. I made thus a first contact with these
people as lively as their country is discouraging, and among whom | would live for several years
sometime later. | profited from going to see the Abbé G.3* at his home, a personality as agreeable
as he was original, the veritable motor of the Flemish movement in the Nord department and
with whom | had been put in touch by Abbé Perrot. He took me for the first time to Belgium
where | attended with him the annual meeting of old Flemish combatants at Dixmude.
Difficulties arose between the Flemish nationalist crowd and the Belgian gendarmerie, who even

made a charge on horseback in order to clear a street. The actions and reactions were to me
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rather incomprehensible, because | did not have then a sufficient knowledge of the Germanic
temperament. Nevertheless | wrote for the first time an account of the happenings as an article
for Breiz Atao, which was published shortly thereafter.

| participated also in the congress of Breiz Atao at Saint-Brieuc. | was even instructed to
give an address summarising the activity of Breton students at Paris. During this congress |
cautiously felt out the terrain on the idea of a secret society designed to engage in action in the
Irish manner. This was the subject of a conversation between Berthou and myself at the end of
the congress. We decided to stay in contact, and each to explore his milieu.

| participated as well in a congress of Bleun-Brug at Guingamp, again in the company of
Abbé Perrot and my comrades from Plouguerneau. This congress finished with an excursion
along the Trégor coast, with which | thereby became acquainted.

It was then that notable events occurred in Breiz Atao. Under the influence of Duhamel, it
had been decided to buy the Commercial Printery of Brittany at Rennes so as to transform the
Bohemian nomad that had always been Breiz Atao into a modern political organ, with the
premises and base associated with any respectable financial entity. In order to buy it, we
established a building society called the Kevredad-kretaat evit adsevel Breiz,® to which |
subscribed without giving myself too many illusions. However it was useful as an experience, as
it persuaded me that a sincere enterprise rich in faith can barely continue to live in the hustle and
bustle of the world of business. Hopefully the younger generations won’t have to make the same
costly mistake in order to learn for themselves that which | advance here.

Then, still on that same path, Breiz Atao launched itself into electoral operations. It is true
that it could do this without contradicting its own principles, as was the case with the illogical
Action francaise. In short, it put up a candidate in the elections for deputy for Guingamp, and the
Directing Committee, under the influence of "leftist democratic” ideas, built thereupon a great
number of illusions. In that electoral race the solidly financed parties disburse money, lies,
alcohol, perfidies and disloyalties "de bonne guerre™ so as to intoxicate the Popular Sovereign. In
that vast pleasant and free fair the little voter that we call Quantity, but who is in fact Nullity,
erases what's left of an already mediocre understanding, indifferent to everything that is not his
own personal ease and immediate profit. We learnt at least that the democratic election is a
milieu where reigns illusion, corruption, hypocrisy, bigmouths, moneybags, and agents well

supported by the Bishop and the Government; a milieu that could not imagine producing a man
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who was sincere, poor or without the support of Paris, Rome, Moscow, New York or other
places. We countenanced, it is true, the support of Berlin, but alas it was very much the case that
we countenanced it for nothing. Our candidate, Goulven Mazéas, although a leftist and a
merchant of potatoes from Guingamp, obtained no more than a few hundred votes.

Meanwhile, the purchase of the printery that demanded extended payments, based on a
deal for which, I suppose, they had been had, as is usually the case with beginners dealing with
old business weasels, was causing them grave financial worries. Beware of finance practices!
Without fail they are mixed together, those who seek political success through the democratic
path—the path of lies and corruption which transforms everything in an unseemly melee, to the
great misfortune of the affair. The French State that we have known is a good example of this.
But the greatest unhappiness is still the rebound shock felt by those who participated. Never
adhere to the cult of the Golden Calf, even if this God possesses many seductions and its rites are
more varied and surprising than they appear at first sight. One cannot continually handle money
or bluff or any other thing, without some of it remaining stuck somewhere.

In short, this was the bankruptcy of the business-leftist direction of Breiz Atao, and as is
always the case in such instances, it resulted in disagreement. Some of those of the Duhamelite
tendency believed that a solution to the Breton question could not occur outside of a federalist
solution for all of Europe; a solution which, imposing itself little by little within France, would
finish by making the state recognise Breton issues as equal in law as any other national issues.
These were the "federalists first", and they spoke the language of Equality, democracy, Progress,
social justice, etc... all the leftist language that can be heard in similar milieux in France and
elsewhere, from the Christian Democrats to the Communists. The others were the "nationalists
first"; they believed that we must first of all look after the Breton state of affairs. If France and
others wanted federalism, very well! But that was their business, and we could not distract the
limited forces of Breton nationalism to this end. And if they didn't want federalism, we could not
accept placing the question on the backburner to await their pleasure. If the occasion arose to
impose a Breton federalist solution or not, accepted with goodwill or not, we would not be so
silly as to let that opportunity pass. What's more, we knew that a solution of equality was all the
same insufficient to halt the retreat of Breton in its current shabby state, to which it had been
pushed by many centuries of Gallicisation. To re-establish a more suitable situation, it was

necessary that the condition of Breton affairs be, not in equality, but in official and practical
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superiority to French concerns, in Lower Brittany at least.®® Without this superiority we could
only continue to die slowly since all the "supposedly apolitical™ attempts have shown what one
can expect from the popular will in the linguistic domain and the political domain: if a few
hundred cultivated people about whom we may speak of individually will learn or re-learn
Breton on their own, there are tens and hundreds of thousands who will abandon it, mindlessly,
and for whom the pressure from the French state, administration and culture is an argument of a
practical nature, sufficiently convincing. For the Breton issue, it was therefore necessary to have
a superiority or nothing. Our language became by necessity a language of dominators
insufferable in good faith by all French without exception, a language that made us be treated as
enemies, what modern language calls fascist. It is similar to the Middle Ages when each sought
to associate the identity of his enemies with Satan. Today Satan is fascism. The words have
changed but things are the same.

This dogmatic quarrel combined with the fear of having to assume the debts with which
the different enterprises had saddled Breiz Atao, debts the responsibility for which one side
sought to put onto the other but which, it is curious, no-one sought to affix to Duhamel, who
vanished surreptitiously declaring that his federalist conscience did not allow him to approve of
the nationalist venture, and commanded him to disengage his moral responsibility by yielding the
field freely, as a good democrat, to the nationalist tendency desired by the majority. Thus without
losing a penny he left, leaving Breiz Atao, its debts, the payment for the printery, the quarrel over
federalism, etc., in the good care of his colleagues.®’

Debauvais, although not having been the originator of all these cataclysms, accepted
responsibility for everything, disavowed nothing and took the nationalist direction. | remember a
congress, no doubt that of summer 1931, during which the Federalists who predominated in the
sections of Rennes and Guingamp rolled out a diatribe against Debauvais and the nationalist
direction, which prevailed in the sections of Paris and elsewhere. Tired of hearing these
jeremiads, I quit the Congress and left the hall followed immediately by several others and
finally by nearly all of the attendees; the quérémonieux®® had no more audience, and were not
able to conduct a single vote. We gathered together afresh however, and after the rejection of
many propositions—including one from Mordrel that we should put an end to Breiz Atao until
better times, a proposal that received only one vote in addition to his own—it was agreed to

adjourn the congress to Rennes. The same fruitless quarrels reigned in the house. It was there



108 Lainé (Henaff)

that | noticed Raymond Delaporte® for the first time, who seemed to me quite pleasant. All the
dogmatic clamour, complicated by an additional dissidence—that of Théo Jeusset's Breiz da
Zont™—plus a backdrop of alarm over the debts, seemed to me pointless and without
significance. I threw all my weight behind Debauvais, and with him Mordrel who also supported
him, because I had confidence in the man that | knew, and | had enough experience to relegate to
second place words, eloguence, dogmatic discussions and well-argued fine speakers of all types.

And | occupied myself with my guiding idea that had continued to grow since the
congress of Saint-Brieuc.

Having finished his studies, Berthou had taken up a position in Provence. From there he
entered into a fulsome correspondence, which quite surprised me. On my side | had recruited two
of my proven colleagues from Paris, who recruited a third according to a system of sponsorship
which maintained the secrecy of the business.®* But for his part Berthou had arranged with Théo
Jeusset and all of Breiz da Zont to be enrolled as a bloc into the secret society that Berthou had
baptised "Kentoc'h Mervel".*? | remarked to Berthou that it was quite illogical for an activist
secret military society to be constituted by a political party officially publishing a journal, and
leading a movement officially in concurrence with Breiz Atao. He tried to evade the question.
This made me for the first time mistrustful of him. I refused to give him our names and our
plans, so as to pledge us to Breiz da Zont. Despite my inexperience, it seemed to me obvious that
these people had no idea of, nor vocation for, what was required of a secret society.
Consequently it was a matter of urgency to break all relations with them before they learnt too
much about us. Our trio arranged therefore to dissolve little by little our links to their side, and
one fine day we declared that, for all sorts of reasons, we were quitting the risky domain of secret
societies. This must have taken place during the course of the year '31. | don't know what became
of Kentoc'h Mervel after that, except that it never grew beyond fancy words.

Consequently, and in full accord with Debauvais, | allowed my connections with the
leadership of Breiz Atao to fade little by little. The rupture was not to be abrupt. | remember
having attended the linguistic session of the first summer school at St. Goazec and having been
an examiner there during an examination that initiated a new intake of "Simbolistes". After this,
things visibly abated. | appeared no longer at Breton Congresses, notably not that at Landerneau,

which adopted the motions of our making; it was from Paris that the name of the Parti national
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breton®® had come, which could not invite any
ambiguity.

In July '31 | finished at the Ecole Centrale.
Quialified as an Engineer of Arts and Manufactures, |
passed again the obligatory military preparation
exams, as a result of which | was ordered to
undertake my military service in the French army in
October 1931, as a second lieutenant at the Artillery

School at Fontainebleu (Figure 7).

(end of manuscript)**

Figure 7. Sous-lieutenant d'artillerie and clandestine
head of Gwenn-ha-Du Célestin Lainé, 1931 ('‘Bezen
Perrot archives'/Louis Feutren).

Endnotes

! "Catholic and French forever..."

2 Duke (956-987) and later King of the Franks (987-996).

® The red, white and blue tricolour of the French Republic.

* Coastal town in the Breton region of Finistére. In Breton, Gwitalmeze.
® Elaborate feminine lace headwear for which Brittany is renowned.

® In French, Portsall, a seaside village near Ploudalmézeau.

" French equivalent of senior high school. Henaff appears here to be suggesting that his entire schooling
took place at the Lycée.

& A French pejorative term for Germans. From the dialectical word caboche, meaning ‘cabbage’ or
‘blockhead'.

® An area west of Brest.
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1% Literally "big horse" and "little horse".

" The offices of the local newspaper, the Dépéche de Brest et de I'Ouest (1866-1944).

2 "Gnome™?

13 Berbers from France's North African colonies.

 Société des Nations (League of Nations).

1> References both to the valorisation of Gaulish resistance to Roman imperialism that was fostered in
France after the defeat at Prussian hands in 1870, and to the interpretation of the Breton language as a
vestige of Gaulish rather than an import brought to Armorica by immigrant Britons. See Maryon
McDonald, "We are not French!": Language, culture and identity in Brittany, (London: Routledge,
1989), p. 102.

'8 The original is in English. Brezhoneg is Breton for the Breton language.

1 Tanguy Malmanche (1875-1953), Breton writer and dramatist; Jakez Riou (1899-1937), Breton author
and contributor to the journal Gwalarn.

'8 The penultimate class before graduation from a Lycée.

19 Reference to "la main d'Allemagne”, or the hand of Germany, said to have directed various acts of
espionage, sabotage, and treason against France.

20 Brittany Forever', Breton nationalist journal active from 1919 to 1939.

2! Reference to the novel L'Tle du Solitaire by Maurice Champagne, 1924. See also Sébastien Carney,
"Celestin Lainé et le breton: la langue pour le combat", La Bretagne linguistique, Vol. 16, Nov. 2011, pp.
151-197: p. 156; and Introduction, p. 45.

22 Adolphe Francois Marie Vallée, aka Fransez Vallée (1860-1949), Breton linguist and author, among
other works, of Lecons élémentaires de grammaire bretonne (Elementary lessons in Breton grammar),
published in 1902.

23 'Conversations in French and Breton', a work by L. Prudhomme published in 1857.

# Equivalent to cum laude, given to grade point averages of 13 out of 20.

% From "flotter", to float.

% 'Union of the Youth of Brittany".

2" Youenn Drezen (1899-1972), Breton nationalist writer and activist.

%8 The Battle of Kergidu' by Lan Inizan (1826-91), published in two volumes in 1877 and 1878.

#'Bards of Brittany' (1838), by Théodore Hersart de la Villemarqué (1815-95).


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Theodore_Claude_Henri,_Vicomte_Hersart_de_la_Villemarque
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% 'History of our Brittany' (1922), written by Jeanne de Guerny (1892-1944) under the nom de plume C.
Danio.

31 Born Louis-Paul Némo 1900, died Dublin, Ireland, 1978. Breton author, teacher and scholar, and
founder of the journal Gwalarn.

%2 Equivalent to magna cum laude, awarded to grade point averages of 15 out of 20.
% First king to unite all Franks (509-511 AD).

% In Breton Enez Eusa, a large island off the west coast of Brittany.

% éon is the westernmost of Brittany's nine historic provinces.

% A reference to Bro Gozh Ma Zadou, the Breton national hymn written by Taldir Jaffrennou in 1897 and
based on the Welsh Hen Wlad Fy Nhadau of 1856.

%7 Henaff uses the Breton spelling in place of the French Quimper.
% In Breton Kernev, another of Brittany's nine historic provinces.
% Breton bagpipes.

“ Dutch loanword meaning "church mass": a mass conducted on the anniversary of the founding of a
church to honour its patron saint.

“! Fransez 'Fafich' Debauvais (1902-44), Breton nationalist political leader and editor of Breiz Atao.

“2 Morvan Marchal (1900-63), Breton nationalist and designer of the Gwenn-ha-Du, the national flag of
Brittany, in 1923.

*'French Action’, right-wing monarchist and integral nationalist journal and political movement most
closely associated with Charles Maurras (1868-1952).

“ Bleun Brug, 'Heather Bloom', a Breton Catholic cultural association led by Abbé Yann-Vari Perrot.

“> Patriotic Youths', a fascist-inspired group founded in 1924 dedicated to combating communism and led
by Pierre Taittinger (1887-1965).

“® Reference to the career of General Georges Ernest Jean-Marie Boulanger (1837-91) and the
reactionary, military-led politics with which he became associated.

* Reference to Patrick Pearse (1879-1916) and the Irish nationalist Easter Rising of 1916.

“® Reference to the Irish Brigade raised by Roger Casement (1864-1916) in German prisoner-of-war
camps during the First World War.

*® Reference to the Irish Commando of John MacBride (1868-1916) in Boer service during the South
African War of 1899-1902.


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hen_Wlad_Fy_Nhadau
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% Royalist uprising in the northwest of France against the French Revolution from 1794 to 1800.
*! Feminine personification of the French State and its values.

%2 First Duke of Brittany (846-851 AD).

> Also known as Gradlon Mawr or Urban, a legendary king of Brittany circa the 5th century AD.
> Celtic goddess of the sun.

> 'Northwest', a Breton literary journal edited by Roparz Hemon from 1925 to 1944.

%8 Yann Sohier (1901-35), Breton nationalist and language activist. On the left wing of the nationalist
movement, he founded the journal Ar Falz ('The Sickle") from 1933.

> In the turmoil that characterised politics in France between the world wars, parties deployed their
strongest and fittest members to keep order at rallies and conventions. Opposing 'order services'
frequently clashed.

%8 'Breton Autonomist Party' in French and Breton respectively.

> An early adherent to Breiz Atao and cousin to Olier Mordrel. He would be assassinated by the
Resistance in September 1943.

% Chouan (originally "the silent one", or "owl"). Reference to the Royalist counter-revolutionaries who
opposed Republican forces in northwestern France. See note on the Chouannerie, p. 83.

® From the Flemish term franskiljons or 'little French'. The term became established in Belgium as a
pejorative for those Flemish who educated their children in French in order to achieve social
advancement. The influence of Flemish activism upon Henaff is here apparent.

% Bickler (1904-84) would become head of Section VI of the Reichsicherheitshauptamt (RSHA) at Paris
during the German occupation, responsible for the recruitment of collaborators to combat the Resistance
and Allied espionage. He evaded a sentence of death in absentia after the war and settled in the South
Tyrol, a German-speaking region of northern Italy.

% Literary works by Jakez Riou.

® Léon Jasson 'Gouez' of the Bezen Perrot, executed by French firing squad in 1946.

% Gwilherm Berthou (1908-51), Breton nationalist and later neo-Druidic bard.

% Qlier Mordrel (1901-85), Breton nationalist political leader, writer, author and architect.

®7 Henaff here makes reference to Mordrel's role in the French fascist government-in-exile run by Jacques
Doriot (1898-1945) in Germany towards the end of the war.

% Henaff prefers the Alsatian spelling over the French Colmar.
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% Arthur Le Moyne de La Borderie (1827-1901), Breton historian.
" These people are unnamed.
™ A naval term meaning a distance of 185 metres.

"2 For more on the symbole and the stigmatisation of Breton-speaking children in French schools, see Jack
E. Reece, The Bretons Against France: Ethnic Minority Nationalism in Twentieth-Century Brittany,
(Chapel Hill, NC: The University of North Carolina Press, 1977), p. 32.

™ A town in the Kernev region (in French, Sainte-Anne-d'Auray), which holds an annual festival in
honour of Saint Anne and is the principal destination of religious pilgrimage in Brittany.

™ Fafich Gourvil (1889-1984). Breton writer and specialist in Celtic literature. A longtime member of
Breton nationalist parties, he quit the PNB in 1938 as it drifted towards fascism. Active in the Resistance
during the Occupation, he is said to have been denounced to the Gestapo by Yann Bricler, and remained a
fierce critic of nationalist accommodations with the German occupiers.

7> Camille Le Mercier d'Erm (1888-1978), Breton nationalist, poet and historian. Organised the first
avowedly separatist Breton nationalist party in 1911, and edited its activist journal Breiz Dishual ('Free
Brittany").

"® Maurice Duhamel (1884-1940), Breton composer, writer and champion of the federalist tendency
within the Breton autonomist party.

" The doctor referred to is Georges Ohsawa, creator of the macrobiotic diet. Born Yukikazu Sakurazawa
in 1893, Ohsawa lived in Europe for several years before returning to Japan, where he was imprisoned for
his pacifist ideals. Henaff became an ardent disciple of Ohsawa's teachings on the yin and yang of food,
and contributed a chapter on the supposed dangers of Vitamin C to his book ...But | Love Fruits! (1984).

"8 Marcel Guieysse (1881-1967) and his daughter Denise. Breton nationalists later closely associated with
the Bezen Perrot. Marcel was sentenced to five years' imprisonment after the war.

™ Armand Girard, one of the three earliest members to join Henaff's Gwenn-ha-Du (White and Black) in
Paris in 1930.

8 Mikl6s Pardanyi. The thesis was published in Hungary as A breton kérdés (‘The Breton Question’) in
1937.

81 Gerhard von Tevenar (1912-43), German specialist in Celtic political affairs. Von Tevenar undertook
research trips to Celtic countries on behalf of the Abwehr, the intelligence service of the German military,
and wrote numerous reports on Celtic nationalist movements. He became a close friend of Henaff's, as is
suggested here by use (albeit misspelt) of his given name.

8 A Carré is a second-year student in elite French schools. First year students are known as Bizuths.

8 Marie-Louise Sjoestedt-Jonval (1900-40), French linguist and scholar of Celtic literature.

8 Jean-Marie Gantois (1904-1968), priest and Flemish nationalist, born at Watten in French Flanders.
Gantois learned Flemish at seminary school and founded the VIaamsch Verbond van Frankrijk (Flemish
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League of France), editing its journals Le Beffroi and De Torrewachter ('The Belltower' in French and
Flemish respectively). He was later sentenced to five years' imprisonment for collaboration.

8 'Building society for the elevation of Brittany".

% |ower Brittany (Breizh Izel or Basse Bretagne) forms the western half of the peninsula, and is the
region where Breton was traditionally spoken most widely. The eastern half, Upper Brittany (Breizh Uhel
or Haute Bretagne), is the region in which French or the local Romance dialect Gallo was traditionally
spoken.

8 Duhamel and Morvan Marchal founded the breakaway Ligue fédéraliste bretonne (Breton Federalist
League) in 1931 as an alternative to the integral nationalism espoused by Debauvais and Mordrel.

8 Under the French Ancien régime, a quérémonie was an order issued by an ecclesiastic judge to summon
an individual to court.

% President of Bleun-Brug and later head of the PNB from December 1940.

% Brittany of the Future', journal of the tiny Parti nationaliste intégral breton or Breton Integral
Nationalist Party. Its leader Théophile Jeusset (1910-68) linked Breton nationalism to overt anti-
Semitism, and later formed an equally-tiny Breton national socialist party along Nazi lines during the
German occupation.

%! This was the germ of Gwenn-ha-Du, and consisted of Fant Rozec 'Meavenn', Hervé '‘Bob' Helloco, and
Armand Girard (qv.).

% After the historic Breton ducal motto Kentoc'h Mervel Eget Bezafi Saotret, or 'Sooner Death Than To
Be Sullied'.

% 'Breton National Party' (PNB).

% Annotations by Daniel Leach, School of Historical and Philosophical Studies, University of Melbourne.
Translated from the French by Daniel Leach with Guillaume Legros, 2011.
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BIGGR;P.IE - MEMOIRES=.
1]
-"Racontez-moi comment vous étes devenu Breiz Atao". C'est une des
iﬁremiéres questions que ij'ai coutume de poser aux jeunes gens du
’portique, La réponse est toujours .intTéressante, tant par son con.-
tenu que pat le ‘ton,le débit et l'attitude de l'intéressé. Dans
beaucoup de cas,ce premier exameén procure une idée suffisante de
l'utilité de son noviciat éventuel. Je ne sais qui a écrit qu'on
ne peut juger une personne sur un acte; c'est encore plus vrai
quand il s'agit de paroles,voire de serments, et encore davantage
s'il s'agit de déclarations relatives 4 ce que l'individu pense
croire,qufﬂ s'agisse de dogmes politiques ou autres. Cependant il
est vrai aussi que tout acte,désir,pensée ou particularité corpo-
e relle d'une personne contient sa personnalité entiére pour celui
qui a de bons yeux. - B
Ceux que je cherche doivent avoir bonnec vue; il ne leur sera .onc
pas indifferent que je leur raconte comment cela m'est arrive.

. ' 1."Catholique et Francais toujours..." {cantique
; ien connu

Dés mon plus jeune &ge l'on m'enseigna que j'avais la gloire
d'étre francais et la chance d'étre catholique,que tout ce qui &tait
frangais était le'plus parfait 4 tous les points de vue et que la
religion catholique &tait la seule véritable,

Peu 2 peu j'appris qu'il existait de scandaleux frangais qui
n'étaient pas catholiques et de malchanceux catholiques qui n'étaient
pas fraﬁgais,qu'enfin de pénibles existences,que je n'ose qualifier
autrement,n'étaient ni catholiques ni frangaises. Quant 3 ces der-
nieres,le plus grand service qu'on put leur rendre)était de les

- aider - au besoin de les contraindre manu militari -3 s'élever dans
le sens ainsi défini.. C'était leur intér@t,méme s'ils ne s'en ren-
daient pas compte, en méme temps que la gloire croissante de la
France et du Catholicisme. C'était indiscutablement la wvolonté du
Bon Dieu qui veut le Bien comme tout un chacun le sait. C'é&tait le
Progrds. C'était Nécessaire et Inédvitable comme l'enseignait 1'His-
toire depuis Jésus-Christ et Hughes Capet. Et la plandte aurait
atteint sa perfection lorsque tous les non-adhérents A la France et

. au Catholicisme auraient &té assimilks,convertis ou exterminés. Telle
' est d'ailleurs la crayance profonde - réelle celle-1la méme lorsqu'in-
consciente - de presque tous les Frangais catholiques. J'appris |
encore que les Frangais parlaient frangais et avaient chez eux un
drapeau tricolore avec lequel ils pavoisaient soit au 14 juillet
comme grand-pére,soit 4 la féte de Jeanne d'Arc comme le plus grand
nombre,soit aux deux comhe un trés petit nombre.-Puis les Catholi-
ques .disaient leurs pridres et faisaient des péchés dont ils ob-
tenaient rémission en allant 4. confesse.

Toutefois je fis bien vite remarque d'une chose assez évidente:
la plupart des gens de Ploudalmezeau communiguaient entre eux au
moyen d'un langage incompréhensible et & bon nombre d'entre eux,
Bhe a des cousins de la famille, il m'était impossible de parler
parce qu'ils ne savaient pas le frang¢ais. Leur langage s'appelait
le breton. Grand-pére,grand'mére,nos tantes,maman parlaient avec J
eux en breton., Ils le parlaient méme quelquefoisfaévant nous{}entre
eux) Le lundi,qui est le jour de foire et de marché & Ploudalmezeau,
ce langage intriguant envahissait si totalement la maison et la fa=-
mille que je me sentais isolé et réduit & la seule société de mes
fréres. De plus,les hommes de la campagne portaient de larges cha-
peaux & rubans; l'immense majorité des femmes portaiemt de longs
ch@les et des coiffes blanches comme grand'mére et mos tantes,mais
pas comme maman. C'é&tait le costume breton. Il y avait donc beau-
coup de gens d Ploudalmezeau qui ne parlaient pas le frangais,ne
s'habillaient pas comme les Frangais et n'avaient pas chez eux de
drapeau tricolore.
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VAVEC MOI ET JE POUVAIS ME RENDORMIR SANS CRAINTE

-"Grand-pére, pourquoi qu'on parle breton?" - "Mes petits enfants,
il ne faut pas parler breton! C'est la langue des ignorants. Moi-

méme je n'ai commencé 4 apprendre ‘lg frangais qu'd douze ans en al-

lant d l'école parce que ma mére n'en a jamais su un mot,et toute
ma vie j'ai eu 4 regretter de ne pas le savoir assez bien. Aussi
Je ne veux pas que vous appreniez le breton, je défends qu'on vous
le parle, que vous alliez jouer avec les autres enfants d'ici;le
breton c'est la langue des cochons."

*

Je me fis donc 4 l1l'idée qu'il y avait plusieurs sortes de fraangaisg

¢ .ame il y a des véhes brunes,des vaches blanches et des vaches pie- |
noires; les frangais ignorants parlaient breton et sihabiilaiede méme.

Ils €taient la majorite & Ploudal.mezeau et la minorité 2 Brest;
c'étaient les paysans,les pécheurs,les bonnes et les domestiques.
Ensuite les frangais qui avaient de l'instruction étaient plus ou
moins pies ¥ dans leur langage et leur costume. Enfin les frangais
superieurs,espéce relativement rare,étaient les frangais que leurs
parents;avaient empeéchés dhpprendf&reton quand ils étaient petits,
Mai$ toys &taient frangais parce que Ploudalmezeau était en France,
comme aussi Brest,de m@me que Saint Lunaire,le pays de papa,ethue
Nantes ma 'ville natale,et bien plus loin encore.

Telle fut ma conception nationale jusqu'a 1'ige de six ans,telle

elle est restée pour beaucoup de mes compatriotes.

En ce qui concerne la religion je m'apperqgus tout aussi vite que
les choses n'étaient pas aussi simples qu'on me les enseignait.Grand-

pere était-il catholique? Il refusait de faire le signe de la croix,

ne disait pas de priéres et ne faisait pas de péchds. Comment con-

cevoir que grandpére put faire des péchés? Grand-pere me prenait par

la main pour aller d la gréve de Treompan et pour aller voir les
bateaux a4 Porsall,il me portait pour que je puisse attrapper les

mires,il me prenait sur son dos quand j'étais fatigué et pour aller

chercher des nids dans les landes de Lesvornjauprés de lui il n'y

avait rien 34 craindre des gens,des vaches ni des chiens;il m'appre-

nait des choses intéressantes; il avait toujours des bonbons dans
sa poche; si un cauchemar me réveillait la nuit il venait coucher

jamais une menace, jamais une punition,quoi que Jj'eusse fait...Il
est certain qu'en fait de bonté il surclassait de beaucoup mes pa=-

rents et le bon dieu, qu'd la différence de ces derniers il n'avait

rien de commun avec les gendarmes,les orties,les chiens ni les pi-
quants. Comment concevoir qu'un tel &tre put étre méchant,méme la
durée d'un clin d'oeil,comment concevoir gqu'il put faire un péché?

Ceci était encore appuyé justement par le fait qu'il n'avait jamais

besoin de faire pénitence,qu'il n'allait jamais 4 confesse ni méme

4 lt'église. Pourtant il n'était pas un saint puisqu'il n'avait pas
de cercle doré autour de la t8te et qu'il ne portait jamais les ve-

en tenant sa main;

te-ments flottants bleus et rouges qui sont le costume de ces Messieurs

comme on peut le voir sur les vitraux de l'église a Ploudalmezeau
et méme ailleurs. C'était un peu €trange. Cela devint angoissant
quand j'appris que les gens qui n'allaient pas & la messe et affi-
chaient du mépris pour les pr&tres étaient des réprouvés destines
d cuire dans l'enfer pour l'éternité. Ma logique ne me permettait
déji pas de considérerisolement le cas de grand-pére et celui des
réprouvés anonymes dans le catéchisme. Ce fut pour moi une cons-
ternation et bientdt un tourment. Il m'était insupportable de le
savoir en si grand danger alors gue lui-méme avait tout l'air de
l'ignorer.+¥Je fis des plans pour le convertir.” “++Je ne voulais
plus le quitter de peur que le Bondieu n'en profite pour nous se-
parer/"/ Je lui dirais; "Grandpére tu ne penses pas aller en enfer,
mais quand méme,pense un peu si c'était vrai!" J'étais timide et
Jje n'osais pas. Ce tourment prolcngé causa ma premiére revolte:
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"Hé bien je veux rester avec grand-pere! Si le Bon dieu est assez
méchant pour l'envoyer+avec les dlables je dirai: Alors moi aussi!
Tant pis pour le Paradis! Je veux reter avec grand-pere! Je cro-
cherai bien dans sa main et nous courrons si vite que les plus
mauvaises flammes ne nous attraperont pas et il tapera sur les
diables qui viendront trop preés ‘et s'ils réussissent a toucher a
grand-pére je leur sauterai dessus moi-aussi, je les grifferai, je
les mordrai, je les mettrai en pifces! A nous deux nous arriverons
bien 4 les &carter. Sinon,tant pis! je ne leur abandonnerai pas
grand-pére..." Un jour tout de meéme, j'osai poser la question &
ma mére; "Et grand-pére qui ne va pas & la mes 7" La question 1!
embarassa sensiblement. Elle me répondit:"Le Bondieu sait quels
sont les bons et les mauvais,il sait tout,il ne se trompe pas,et
il est vraiment juste;il ne punira pas ceux qui n'ont pas bté xxax-
menx de vrals méchants." Ouf! Quel soulagement! Grand-pere seralt
donc sauvé: il était impossible de trouver en lui plus de méchan-
ceté qu'il n'y a de nuit en plein midi. Oui! Mais alors...le caté-
chisme qui destinait 4 l'enfer ceux refusant messe et confesse,

le catechzsme se trompait donc? Et s'il se trompait sur ce point
que pouvait-on penser du reste? Car je n'étais pas homme a pouvoir
vivre sur' des compromis-que l'on repldtre tant bien que mal au fur
et 4 mesure qu'ils se fissurent. J'ai pourtant appris depuis que
cela suffit 4 1l'immense majorité de ceux qui croient &tre croyants.
Bien heureux encore s'ils ne s'aveuglent pas volontairement afin
de pouveir nier la fissure.

Je n'en écris pas davantage au sujet de la religion. Cette
relation d'événements,survenus avant ma septiéme année et si in-
tensément v€cus qu'ils m'ont laissé un souvenir aujourd'hui si wvi-
vant_.doit suffire 4 convaincre qu'il est aussi injuste de me trai-
ter d'adepte d'une "german phllosophy" qu'il l'est de pre dre
que le nat:onal:sme breton est une création de 1'Allemagn S'il
s'es rouvé que les Allemands et nous avons combattu les mémes en-
nemls; + S'il s'est trouve que des Germains ont pense d'une maniére
e 2 la meir® mienne, cela prouve tout au plus notre ressem-
blance cela prouve tout au plus la concordance de nos inté-
Plus qu'aucun autre sans doute ,je suis en mesure d'en’té—
moigher et ceux qui me connaissent savent bien \que des c0n51derat10n:
d'opportunisme pollthue ne m'induiraient pas a fausser mon témoi-
gnage,a enlever i cet écrit le caractére qui fait sa valeur 3 mes
propres yeux. Car je cherche mes fréres et mes enfants,je cherche
mes vrais semblables; comment pourraient-ils croitre sur un arbre
de mensonge? '

2., Tu es Breton!

Par une belle apreés-midi,nous €tions dans le cimetiére i Bloudal-
mézeau lorsque les cloches se mirent & sonner #&trangément. "C'est la
guerre” dit mon pére "rentrons d la maison."” -"Qu'est-ce qui va arri-
ver?" ="Tous les hommes vont partir soldats parce que les Francais
vont se battre contre les Allemands" -"Et pourquoi?" -"Parce qu'ils
nous font la guerre,qu'ils wveulent nous envahir,tuer les gens,briiler
les maisons,prendre nos terres et voler notre argent." C’était la
premidre fois que j'entendais parler des Allemands d'une maniére
concrite mais je savais d&jd que leur pays était loin et qu'aucun
dange:r ne nous menagait directement.

En novembre nous nous installimes 4 Breg dans un petit rez-de-
chaussée de la rue de la République. J'entrai en classe de dixiéme
au Lycée ol mon destin &était de passer douze -années. Puis papa partit
& la guerre. Inutile de dire quelle propagande nous était faite et
combien je détestais ces Huns barbares qui nous avaient déja volé
1'Alsace-Lorraine,ces laches répugnants,assoiffés de sang,ces affrew

he?et:ques qui insultaient la Sainte Vierge,ces monstres hideux qui
coupaient les mains des petits enfants, tualent,plllaient et volaient,
que repoussa1ent victorieusement nos héros nimbé€s de lumiére,de ver—

tu et d
Diet toas te5 81c8eEesenTertgs g% s0outenus par Jeanne d'Arc.le Bon
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-tu et de sacrifices réconfortés et soutenus par Jeanne d'Arc,le Eon.
Dieu, tous les Saints et l'assurance du Paradis,

Ce fut l'annea suivante, dans ma huitidme année,que ma question
bretonne fit un nouveau pas: J‘avals_ﬂéja appris que notre pays
s'appelait la Bretagne,que c 'était une ancienne province de la Francn
qui en comptait beaucoup d'autrés semblables,et que ce qui était re-
puté..frangais,outre sa superlorzte intrinséque,était général & toute
la France tandis que ce qui était réputé breton,outre son caractére
mdprisable,tait confinéd 4 la Bretagne.

Dans notre classe,il y avait une carte murale de France au dessus
du tableau et je passais une bonne partie de mon temps 4 la contem-
pler. Les cartes m'ont toujours IrmkXExessiE beaucoup intéressé. Brest

était marqué dessus mais non Ploudalmezeau ce qui me causait une
1égére déception. Y figuraient aussi Saint.Balo et Nantes,de méme
que Bretagne,un grand mot courbé desendant,qui.commengait non loin
de Brest et finissait au dessous de Rennes. Aussi prés de Nantes que
la fin du mot Bretagne commeng¢ait un nom plus petit,Anjou, c'était
celui d'gne province plus petite que la Bretagne. Mais Nantes,qui
paraissait a2 égale distance des deux mots,était-elle en Bretagne ou
en Anjou? Ne serais-je pas né dans un pays qui portait un si Joll
nom? Impossible d'en juger d‘apres la carte. Fortement intrigué et
résolu & en avoir le coeur net,j'osais un jour questlonner ma mére
en rentrant de classe: “Maman,Je suis né & Nantes,n'est-ce pas?"
"Oui,dit-elle 4 Nantes,quai de ia Fosse"- "Est-ce que c'est en Bre-
tagne comme Brest et Saint-Malo?" - "Bien sur,affirma-t-elle sur un
ton sans'réplique, Nantes est en Bretagne et tu es Breton!"

"Tu es Breton!" C'était la premiére fois que ma mére en personne
m'imposait ce qualificatif; il tomba sur moi comme un pavé dans une
mare,Jusqu'alors en effet,le quallflcatlf “breton“avait presque ser-
vi & caractériser mon non-Moi; il s'était appllque au langage que je
ne parlais pas,au costume que je ne portais pas,au sol et aux
villes,aux’ paysans et aux pécheurahux ignorants et aux ploucs,aux
Autres pour tout dire,mais pas a4 Moi...Moi, je n'étais donc pas seu-
lement Frangais? V011a que j'étais amxxi Breton aussi? A la réflexior
il m' apparut que mes parents &étaient eux-aussi Bretons,comme aussi
grand-pere et grand'mére. Aprés tout c'était assez logique puisqu'
ils savaient le breton et que grand‘mere et les tantes portaient le
costume breton. D'autre part il n'y avait pas contradiction puis-
que la Bretagne n'était qu'une ancienne provxnce franca:se. Tout se
raccordait suffisamment. La seule nouveauté,c'es& que J 'étais Breton
moi aussi. Mais outre le caractére local et subordonné du terme
breton par rapport au terme frangais,celui-ci appar%}ssalt comme ré-
gnant lumineusement sur L'avenir et l'autre comme repousse dans les
brumes du passé,dans les grands-parents,dans 1' "ancienne" province
dans les confins de l'1gnorance et les etendues de la campagne,somme
touteen voie de disparition" & l'image de ce gqui se passait dans
notre famlile ;jet grand-pére trouvait que c'était heureux,et tout le
monde s'en+itmmxaix satisfait, N'était-ce pas le Progr€s lui-méme qu:
faisait de nous des Frangais touJoursv%uperleurs?

Néanmoins . j'avais la clef pour la suite: j 'étais breton,et certes
je ne me méprisais pas. Ce qui était bretomn n' était plus necessaire-
ment méprisable., Il était seulement méprisé...peut-&tre méme mal
prisé? La porte était ouverte & toutes les révisions.

Fis Cést grand,la Bretagne!l

Vers 1917 battait le plein de la guerre sous-marine. On manquait
d'équipages. Les inscrits maritimes furent retiréds du front. Mon pér:
qui etait sergeant et avait été en ligne dans la Somme et en Cham-
pagne,revint donc au deuxiéme Dépot 4 Brest.Peu aprés il €tait démo=—
bilisé et recevait le commandement d'un tout petit et vetuste exem-

EéaéﬁﬁaﬁﬂebigsagﬁﬁigﬁpﬁﬂfieBﬁﬁaﬁﬁis’13 Hoche,qui faisait deux fois
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la semaine le service entre Brest et Chateaulin. Qu'il €tait inté-
ressant ce Hoche! Il avait méme un petit canot avec une rame que
nous décrochions Francis et moi et avec lequel nous nous promenions
4 la godille dans tout le premier bdssin,méme dans le second et le
troisiéme et jusqu'd la jetde sud en face de la Santé,sans aucune -
crainte de nous faire torpiller; les laches sous-marins boches de-
meuraient prudemment au large du Goulet et d'ailleurs nous savions
nager...Que de merveilles dans ces bassins,surtout vers le mois de
Mai; crabes de vase que l'on péche avec une épingle courbée boettée
d'un bout de charogne,grandes étoiles de mer que l'on dé&croche 3 la
gaffe,méduses multicolores et toutes sortes de petites merveilles
délicates et transparentes que l'on péche avec un seau,moules,balane
et incrustations garnissant les vieilles chaines des corps-morts,..\
A hord,nous descendions dans le rouf avec ses deux couchettes et de
14 nous allions voir le mécanicien,Mr Mahé,personnage plein d'huile
et de cambuis qui astiquait sa minuscule machinerie:la chaudiére,le
grand cheval et le petit cheval. Le Hoche allait aussi débarquer -
les navires américains. C'est alors que je mangeai pour la premiér
fois le  pain blanc neigeux des Americains et que je chiquai leur che
wing-gum, J'eus plusieurs fois le mal de mer,une fois surtout prés
de la grande passe ou nous rest@mes plusieurs mortelles heures d dan
ser le long de la ‘coque immobile du cuirassé Pennsylvania. Le Hoche
avait quatre ou cing matelots,et tous savaient faire des ponctions
aux caisses et sacs ameéricains. Jamais nous ne manquiAmes de sucre,de
chocolat,de farine,de pétrole car mon pére était un bon pére de fa-
mille. Les voyages & Chateaulin ramenaient aussi de la viande,du
beurre et des oceufs car les passagéres marchandes qui refusaient d'e
vendre 3 l'équipage avaient vite remarqué que de malencontreuses
manceuvres faisaient tomber une chaine dans leurs paniers d'oeufs

ou accrocher une gaffe vaseuse dans leurs mottes de beurre...

Une fois,pendant les vacances,nous partimes tous a4 l'aube avec
mon pére. Jusqu'a Landevennec nous étions habitués au spectacle.Ma
mére avait le mal de mer comme d'habitude.Ensuite la remontde de :.
cette riviére avec la marée était une aventure magnifique. Nous
passions tout prés d'iles et presque & toucher de hautes falaises de
roches. Plus loin nous passions entre les pommiers en fleurs. plus
loin c'étaient de jolies prairies avec des vaches qu'on eut cruescu-
‘a‘portée . de la main. Mon pére me confiait la barre et m'apprenai
4 me diriger entre les bouées rouges et noires. Puis on passait
1'écluse et on débarquait & Port-launay,en breton Milin Wern;on man-
geait et on couchait chez la mére Yvinec. Le soir on tendit des li-
gnes de fond et 4 l'aube on les releva pleines d'anguilles. Cachée
saus une bache sur le pohAt il y avait aussi une multitude de poisson
d'espéces bizarres que je n'avais jamais vues car c'étaient des ..
poissons d'eau douce,la marée ne remontant guére au dessus de l'éclu
-c'€tait le reésultat d'un coup de filet nocturne et interdit fait
par les matelots et dont mon pére avait bien entendu sa part. Puis
on larguait les amarres et le Hoche remontait jusqu'a Chateaulin ou
1'6n debarquait les sacs de sucre,les caisses de marchandises et les
flits de pétrole pour 1l'épicerie Miossec. On rentrait & Brest avec
la nuit,socus les veux des étoiles et le Hoche tragait un merveilleux
sillage phosphorescent dans la mer calme.J'avais eu la gloire de
tenir la barre pour rentrer par la passe sud en gouvernant dans le
secteur blanc du phare sous le chateau...

Et j'avais pu constater une chose: toute cette odyssée s'était
faite en Bretagne. De l'autre c5té de la mer,comme l'on dit 3 Brest
aussi loin que Pofr Launay et que Chateaulin on parlait aussi le bre
ton. Chateaulin figurait sur nos cartes du lypée. Comment! tout ce
long voyage,c'était seulement ce petit bout de distance sur la carte

Mais la Bretagne était au moins dix fois plus grande encore! Je n'au

rais jamais cru d'aprés les cartes que c'était déjd um si grand pays

Peu %ﬁeu se modifiait ainsi mon estimation des valeurs bretonnes.
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4, La Derniére Guerre.

J'avais dix ans lorsque .la guerre .s'acheva. Depuis longtemps ncu
savions qu'elle était gagnée. Un jeudi (?) matin en sortant du lycé
Jje passai par le Champ de Bataille vers onze heures. Une ou deux
centaines de personnes é&taient assemblées devant 1la Dépéche. Un gno
en sortit avec le petit tableau noir aux nouvelles et l'accrocha sa
hdte,ajusta impertubablement ses lunettes,tira son bout de craie,lu
son papier et se mit 4 calligraphaer lentement. Les gens épelaient
au fur et 4 mesure:L'Ar-mis-ticé-a-ete-signé. On n'en voulut pas
dlavantage; des femmes poussérent des vociférations peu harmonieuses
quelques-uns tirérent de petits drapeaux tricolores et les agitdren,
ridiculement au dessus de leurs tétes. Ce spectacle me parut de mau
vais golt. Quel effet cela peut-il avoir?me disais-je. Ignorent-ils
donc que la guerre est gagnée depuis un ou deux mois déja? Sans dou
j'avais prié de tout mon coeur pour que les Boches fussent battus,
mais c'était déja fait,cuit et servi. Je rentrai d la maison,alors
17 Tur du Chateau,et annoncait la nouvelle d ma mere:"Ils viennent
d'afficher & la Dépi&che que la guerre est finie." Elle ne témoigna
guére d'enthousiasme ni méme d'ftonnement. Qu'est-ce que cela pou=-
vait lui faire en.effet? Tout concourait & me decevoir. Comment 1la
victoire de nos purs héros soutenus par tous les Saints et 1l'écra-
bouillement des boches,des liches serpents,des Fomore,comment cet
événement si colossal en vue duquel tout avait été tendu depuis des
années,pouvait-il se passer d'une manidre aussi terne? Le ciel n'av:
pas bougé,la terre n'avait pas tremblé,la marde n'avait pas varié ei
le temps n'avait pas changé, il n'y avait eu aucun extra; il semblaj
que les Puissances du Monde lleussent 1l'eussent considéré négligeabl
et ne les affectant en rien,alors que ce n'était pourtant rien moins
que la Victo%re de la Justice,defla Morale,de la Vertu,de 1l'Héroisme,
de la Liberté,de la Démocratie,des Petits Peuples,des Opprimés,de 1z
France,de ses Alliés,etc.,.etc...sur leurs répugnants et ténébreux
antagonistes. Est-ce que par hasard le Bon Dieu s'en d€sintdressaiti
Signifiait-il ainsi que cet amas de toutes les Valeurs du Monde ne
diffdrait guére de zéro? J'allai m'asseoir & ma place de travail,
dans la fengtre d'ou j'avais sous les yeux le cours Dajob,les bassin
la rade,les terres de Plougastel et 1'Ile Ronde puis les terres de
la presqu'ile et, coiffant le tout,les trois sommets du Menez Hom.
C'était mon pays. Pas plus que le Bon Dieu,il n'avait bougé. je déci
dai de faire comme eux; je ne voulus pas descendre en ville et res-
tai cet aprés-midi 14 faire mes devoirs & la maison.

Et puis,qu'allait nous apporter la Paix pour le maintien de la-
quelle on avait tant combattu?

Elle nous apporta de nouveaux professeursjelle fit partir les Amé
ricains et toutes les cohues de Polonais,de Kabyles et Portugais qui
les avaient accompagnésjelle nous rendit 1l'Alsace-Lorraine qui cessa
d'étre une tiche violette sur les nouvelles cartes et fit apparaitre
une multitude d'états nouveaux dans le Centre et 1'Est de 1'Europe.
Toute différence linguistique faisait surgir un Etat dont on chantai
d'autant plus les louanges et la Résurrection qu'il consacrait l'a-
baissement des ex-empires d'Allemagne,de Russie et de feu 1'Autriche
Hongrie. La nouvelle situation était beaucoup plus favorable aux pro
jets des heritiers des Capetiens. Elle m'intéressait prodigieusemnt.

L8annee suivante nous amena le Président Wilson qui défila sur le
Cours Dajot. Je m'étais glissé jusqu'au premier rang afin de voir ce
grand homme. Aprés une heure d'attente passa en cing secondes une
auto découverte suivie d'un grand nombre d'autres. Ce financier 2
glabre,cette grimace commerciale qui eut voulu etre un sourireg:'e-
tait ca,Wilson? décidement je n'avais pas de chance.,.. +(EE qLi res

. - . , +
semblait bien plus a un rictus feroce})

Puis autre chose encore me contrariait beaucoup. Il n'y aura plus

ait-on partout. "La derniére des guerres est finie."

e,affirm
ggrgggff_ia Bépéche. Grace a la Société des Nations,la guerre est
eévenue impossible. Si un Etat veut faire la guerre le Monde entier
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coalisé lui tombera dessus; il sera aussitot éarasé. Sans doute,sans
doute! Mais alors,le Monde des Hommes avait pris sa forme defintive?
La France ne s'agrandirait plus comme elle le faisait sans cesse des
puis Hugues Capet? L'Histoire était;{inie,fermée,enterrée,avant d'a-
voir atteint son-but ? C'était une nouveauté en effet,mais une nou- .
veauté négative que cette momification du monde. Qu'allait-ongfaare’
désormais si la Grandeur de la Patrie,l'Héroisme et toutes les Ver- .
tus qui nous avaient men€s A& la Victoire venaient 4 se démoder? A
quoi  allait servir la Justice si l'on ne pouvait plus combattre 1'In-
justice? A quoil pourrait-on s'occuper? Faire du sport?C'est bien fade
Dire des priéres? C'est peu mouvement&! Travailler? Sans doute,mais
pourfuoi? Cultiver les Arts? C'est de l'amusement pour baladins! Ap-
profondir les Sciences? Hé,hé! Il y avait de l'avenir la-dedans,maig
je ne songeals guere au genre Pasteur-Vitamines bien que 1l'on nous
en rabattit les oreilles. L'aviation ne me tentait pas; il m'eut fal-
lu bien davantage; au moins un voyage a la Lune ouid la planete Mars.
En attendant,et malgré la S.D.N. il ¥y avait la guerre en Irlande,
la guerre en Russie,la guerre en Turquie,la guerre en Pologne, la
guerre én Chine,puis la guerre du Rif; encore la guerre en Syrie,etc.
"Le militarisme prussien est le seul obstacle 3 la Paix du Monde” pro=-
clamaient les affiches patriotiques de la guerre (pas celle de 1939,
celle de 1914)., Il fallait bien se rendre a l'évidence qu’on s'était
trompé.

5. La Bretagne devrait etre independente.

Vers ma treiziéme année nuus passimes les vacances d'été a Porsall
dans une maisonnette attenant 4 la ferme de nos cousins Kerjean du
Kerorlaes. Un beau jour d'aout,vers midi,comme je rentrais de la
gréve de Porz ar vilin vras,ma mére tenait a4 la main une lettre de
son époux. Elle me dit: "le bateau de papa,l'Orconera,est arrivé a
Bayonne pour quelques semaines.Vous avez encore eu tous les trois
dans vos classes cette année.Alors,qu'est-ce que tu penses si nous y
allions? Puis nous irions aussi a Lourdes..." La plus belle des fées
me fut apparue que je n'eusse pax &te plus charmé. Je dus pdlir af-
freusement et ne pus articuler une seule parole,mais je suppose que
ma vue suffit 4 la renseigner car elle sourit et continua "Nous irons
tous les trois, Francis avec nous deux. Albert est trop petit,il res-
tera a Ploudalmezeau."

Je nageais dans l'enthousiasme comme jamais je le fis pour ren-
trer 4 Brest. Le surlendemain matin vers huit heures,nantis de la
multitude de paquets et filets de provisions que comportait obliga-
toirement tout voyage maternel,nous prenions place dans le GRAND
train dont,depuis ma cinquildme annee, j'avais dG me contenter d'obser-
ver les manoeuvres en gare du haut des parapets du boulevard. Quelles
merveillesl'A Kerhuon,le viaduc au dessus de l'anse. A Landeneau
maman nous montra sur l'autre rive de l'Elorn 1'&tablissement du Cal
vaire ol elle avait eté &duquee chez les religieuses cloitrées. Puis
nous passimes pres d'un Menez Hom devenu énorme et menagant. Comment
pouvait-il étre le méme que celui que nous voyions de Brest? Plus
loin le pont de Lorient...Le soir nous étions & Nantes. Maman nous
montra au passage la maison du quai de la Fosse ol elle m'avait mis
au monde."1d Jce coin de rue,au dessus de la pharmacie.” et puis de
14 1'église Saint-Pierre (?) ol j'avais été baptisé. Nous quittames
Nantes dans la nuit. La Bretagne avait suffi d lasser notre curiosité
Je dormis mal. le lendemain vers midi nous étions a Bordeaux. Autre
changement de train. J'ai'souvenir d'une chaleur é&touffante en traver
sant les interminables bois de pins des Landes. Enfin le soir Bayonne

Mon pére nous avait retenu deux chambres chez les époux Darbonnens
Ils avaient un accent étrange et une cuisine de méme. Pour la premiér
fois je goutai 4 la salade,aux concombres,aux tomates,produits ignoré€ !
par la cuisine familiale et qui me réussirent fort mal. Nous allimes
a Biarritz oli la mer &tait chaude mais trop bleue; le sable roux et
les"rochers" kakis me paraissaient &tranges et sales,bien loin de va-|
loir leurs homonymes bretons. Et puis cette foule de touristes tassds'!
grouillants et criards...Nous visitimes Pau et son chateau qui me fit
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grande impression. Naturellement aussi Lourdes qui me dé;ut,i l'exclu
sion de l'ascension en funiculaire du Pic du Ger - mais il n'y avait
pas de neige; j'aurais voulu aller plus haut,ou il y avait de la nei-
ge... o T e

La plupart de .nos repas a Bayonne,nous les prenions 3 bord. Le che
mécanicien avait aussi fait venir sa femme et ses deux petites filles
Le second du navire €tait €galement doublé de sa femme. Tout ce monde
mangeait ensemble au carré. Un jour,mon pére fit la remarque que tout
ce monde était breton a l'exception de la femme du second et dit en
plaisantant 4 celle-ci:"La Bretagne devrait &tre indépendante" Le
resse de l'assistance approuva en riant et cette femme de rétorq:. 'r:
"Et la Gascogne donc!",

Mais moi, je n'avais pas ri. La remarque paternelle était tombée ,
sur un point sensible. Elle m'avait profiondément impressionné sans
que je puisse déméler si j'étais au fonc satisfait ou scandalisé.
Peut-etre bien les deux ensemble,comme la pucelle qu'on presse. Mais
la France alors,qu’'en faisaient-ils? Posséder une telle idée,n'était-
ce pas déjd supposer que l'oeuvre des Capétiens put reculer? N'était-
ce pas supposer de répondre par un "non"™ & 1'Histoire etfau Progrés?

Je n'hurais certes pas &té capable d'inventer cette id€e moi-meme
2 cette &poque. Majs voild qu'elle &tait semfe et encore qu'elle cho-
quat toute mon éducation,'je la sentais si grosse de conségquences qu'i:
fallait l'approfondir,ne fut-ce que pour la rejeter définitivemeamnt.

Cependant au lieu de la voir se ;rétracter,je la vis tout de suite
prendre de la consistance. Je ne meéprisais plus alors ce qui était
breton; je savais que nous valions bien les Slovaques et autres Li-
thuaniens. Ne se félicitait-on pas officiellement partout et ne me ;
félicitais-je pas moi-méme de la résurrection de tous les petits |
Etats? La guerre n'avait-elle pas été faite pour libérer les petits
peuples,pour leur permettre de développer leurs cultures et leurs
langues menacées par la germanisation,la russification...voire l'an-
glicisatioh en Irlande...pourquoi pas la francisation? Elle &tait
indubitablement & l'oceuvre en Bretagne...Il est vrai que c'était pour
le bien du pays,mais était-ce si sUr aprés tout? J'étais dé€ja bien
obligé d'admettre que la France n'était plus la premidre nation du
Monde dans tous les domaines. Et puis le breton &tait tout de m&me
le dernier héritier du Gaulois,le dernier survivant du combat de Ver-
cingétorix fallait-il encore aujourd'hui le livrer a l'impitoyable
Gésar? -

Je .ne savais plus trop que penser. En réalité mon coeur précedait,
mais toutes mes conceptions étaient 3 réviser,toute mon education
pesait sur ma raisom.qui hésitait. L'approfondissement ne menait pas
a un terain ferme. Il faudrait.encore chercher plus profondément,mais
bon Dieu! la question était trop importante et je finirais bien par
en avoir le coeur net. .

En revenant & Porsall nous passimes par Rennes. Je savais que c'e-
tait l'ancienne capitale de la Bretagne, C'était la premiére fois que

j'y mettrais les pieds. En attendant la correspondance pour Brest noug

sortimes sur la place de la Gare. Il faisait une chaleur étouffante.
Nous nous assimes sur un banc. J'essayais dfouvrir les yeux pour péné-
trer ce mystére capital mais je ne vis que 1l'ennui poussiéreux des
arbres de l'Avenue de la Gare,et encore fort mal car je souffrais vi-
vement d'une double conjonctivite que ma mére appelait un coup d'air
dans le§ yeux et pour lequel elle ne connaissait d'autre reméde que
la patience.

6. Breton,et pas Francais!

Dés lors les choses allérent assez vite et quoique la décision ne
voulut point sortir encore,le temps m'apportait de nouveaux sujets de
réflexion et permettait & mes conceptions deix organiser autrement.
Maintenant j'étais irrité lorsque d'autress personnes,mes livres de
classe,la Dépéche ou la littérature franjaise exprimaient du mépris

&
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a L'egprard de ce qui dtailt breLon,c'us&_ﬂ-dirv de moi-mBme en défini-
Live; cela était asser fréquent. Comme je me trouvais en pleine pério-
de rdactive ils me devenaient de 9195 en plus antipathiques,mais je

ne discutait pas; je ne savais pas discuter; Jje ne concevais gulre

que l'on put discuter de ce qui vous tient a»3 coeur.

Et puis je n'étais pas de naturel hardi,bien au contraire. Si fier
que je fusse, j'€tais non moins timide. Ma méfiance envers mes moyens
actuels ne m'eut guére permis de trancher seul d'une telle question.
Il fallait qu'un exemple vint de l'extérieur,exemple dans lequel je
ME reconnaitrais. Alors Jje ais libdré.

& Il vint,écet exemple,il vint dans les circonstances les plus miteus®
mias qu'importe l'allumette qui dé&clancha l'incendie

L'année suivante,qui devait #tre l'année 1922,un voyage similaire,
2 Rouen cette fois,fut amené par le retour de circonstances analogues
et accrues du fait que j'avais en outre obténu le prix d'Honneur de la
ville de Breest décerné "3 l'éldve des classes de troisiéme que signale
sa valeur morale”. C'est au retour de ce voyage que se produisit 1l'in-
évitable. Les hasards, des correspondances nous déposérent en pleine
nuit dans une petite gare de Normandie a Serquigny. Malgré son nom

bien celtique,ce lieu n'avait rien d'aimable ni de tentant., Il nous fallut
attendre assez longtemps en compagnie d'une demi-douzaine d'autres
voyageurs. Parmi eux se distinguait un civil débraillé,sale,en état
d'ébriété manifeste. Il portait une casquette de marin,un sac de mate-
lot et escortait une petite fille de huit & dix ans qui ne soufflait
mot. Mais pas l'homme! Celui-ci pérorait,gesticulait et ne cessa de
crier jusqu'ad l'arrivée du train: "Je suis Breton,moi! Je suis de
Saint-Malo! Breton et pas Franpais! Breton et pas Frangais!" Un em-
ployé de gare,candide bretonnant exild,tentait en vain de converser
avec lui en bBreton. L'homme lui tapait sur l'€paule: "Oui mon pote!l
Tu es Breton,toi aussi? C'est bien,ga! Moi je suis de Saint-Halo! I
dont speak brezonek,mais je suis Breton quand méme,Breton et pas
Frangais!". Il ne cessait pas d'émettre son Credo et je savais assez
d'anglais de lycée pour comprendre sa ritournelle. Veuillez croire
qu'elle m'avait tout de suite fait dresser l'oreille et que ces coups
de serpe tranchaient dans mes liens tout usés. En trois secondes Jtré-
tais devenu libre. La nuit s'dtait illuminée et Serquigny avait meriteé
son nom. y

Pour un peu j'aurais embrassd l'homme s'il eut &té dessaoulé et
lave mais pour rien au monde je ne l'aurais fait -que dis-je?-je n'au-
rais méme pas exprimé une remarque et je n'en fis rien en effet. Ni
ma mére ni personne ne-sut que je me répétais,en méme temps effrayé
et ravi, "Breton et pas Frangais,Breton et pas Frangais". N'avais-je
pas assez a faire désormais & promener cette nouvelle lampe & travers
mes souvenirs,mon éducation et mes projets? : :

Jidtais trop occupé 4 vivre la chose pour me rendre comte du carac=-
tére éminemment celtique du spectftle: cet employé de gare poursuiwvant
tenacement son discours a cet homme dans une langue qu'il ne compre-
nait pas - cet éthylique endiablé approuvant chaleureusement son in-
terlocuteur qu'il n'fdcoutait méme pas - et 1l'enfant de choeur bien
€levé recueillant pieusement l'évangile de l'ivrogne - était-ce hau-
tement sensé,ridicule,fou, ou bien le:tout & la fois? La Celtie est
tou jours vivante,voyez-vous,malgré Malmanche et Riou. :

7. Vigile. 4

En octobre 19222 je rentrai donc avec gquatorze ans d'Age en classe
de suefnd iuni de ce que l'on appelle des convictions politiques. Si
gllga étaicnt politiques je l'ignore,mais en fait.de convictions elles
ftaient dé3A solides puisqu'elles commencdrent aussitdt & orienter
ma vie ot & organiser mes projets d'avenir., Pour commencer,clles me
f'irent écartey la dguxiéme offensive de vocation tccldésiastique par |
les constatations,primo que j'dtais fort attachd® au Monde ot & la !

L)
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Bretagne en particulier,secundo que pour €tre a4 mCme de me consacrer
en totalitd & mon but luisant neuf il me fallait conserver le plus
possible de ma liberté& de manoeuvre. Que voulez-vous? on est Celte ou
on ne l'est pas: alors c'est tout ou rien=-.

Ce bretonnisme personnel vécut assecz langtemps pour que je m'en
souvienne bien. Les microscopes de Poincarré,alors le vigilant gar-
dien de l'unité frangaise, n'auraient pu y découvrir la fameuse Main,
pas méme une trace de l'ongle du petit doigt de l'Allemagne,car j'a-
vais conservé intacte toute la germanophobie que l'on m'avait incul-
quée. J'ignorais tout de Breiz Atao,ce Cyclope qui & peine levé sur
mon horizon se jeta sur ma petite personnalité et l'assimila en un
tournemain,bouleversant mes dispositions...en attendant la suite.Je
vivais en moi-méme,bdtissant mes projets.et ne les confiant & personne

Il peut sembler etrange que pendant tout ce temps je ne me sois
confl§ 4 personne,pas méme & ma mére. C'est ﬁue d'abord j'étais trés
timide et qu'il m'en coiitait beaucoup de dévoiler mon intimité. La
confessian avait vraiment pour moi le caractére d'une pénitence: ce
plongeon dans 1'élément rédempteur m'était aussi désagréable que de _ ;
me plonger dans l'eau,aversion héritée de mon grand-pére et de mes ;
autres parents qul,étant tous marins sa_trodi sut'fisamment saturés de
ce liquide. De plus, je savais déji ce qu'il en coute de confier ses
plus délicates pens€es d& quelqu'un qui ne ressent pas les choses comme)|
vous et j'avais tout lieu de supposer que ctétait bien le cas pulsquez
personne dans mon entourage ne paraissait manifester de réaction pa- |
ralléle 4 la mienne.

Cette absence d'approbation extérieure ne m'affectait d peu preés
en rien et mes convictions étaient toutes en moi et non dans les Au-
tres;sans parler d'ailleurs de l'impossibilité pour moi, je ne voyais
pas nécessité 3 porter remdde A ma solitude; sans doute je me figu-
rais bien qu'il y avait d'autres Bretons constitués comme moi; alors
ils trouveraient aussi leur marin de Saint Malo ou autre chosejpnis,
quand le temps serait venu,nous nous rencontrerions et chacun appor-
terait en dot sa vie,sa personne et ses moyens tels qu'il les aumit
batis.

En attendant, je devais m'organiser comme si j'étais le seul de
mon espéce. Mon devoir &tait donc d'amasser de la puissance pour que
ma volonté put se réaliser: motif supplémentaire pour m'appliquer &
devenir le premier en tout dans ma classe.

Si je me jugeai peu démocratzquement,J en fis de méme vis-a-vis de
mon entourage,et bien m'en prit,comme l'expérience me 1l'a enselgné
par la suite. D'aboxrd le peuple. breton que je connalssals,qui dtait
ma seule connaissance. Je sentais d'instinct qu'il ne fallait pas
lui demander grand'chose,que comme tous les pauvres il voulait au
contraire qu'on lui apporte,et dfabord les choses les plus matérielles
Cet instinct d'alors je n'ai pas 4 le renier aujourd'hui. Notre Sou-
veraine la Volonté Populaire désire vendre cher,acheter bon marché,
ne pas payer d'impdts,se distraire de temps 4 autre et vivre en quié- ;
tude confortable. Sortie de la,elle est pr2te 3 toutes les concessions|
et 4 tous les sacrifices,y compris celui des caractéristiques bretonne
aussi bien d'ailleurs que celui ie l'unité frangaise. Compter sur =
elle pour appuyer un mouvement de résistance & 1'Etat c'est déjd beau-
coup; compter sur elle pour mener une offensive contre 1'Etat est un
leurre funeste; les principes gandhistes et autres s'appliquent peut-
8tre ailleurs,mais en Bretagne ce ne sont que mirages dangereux. Je
pouvals constater moi-méme toute l'importance de l1'Etat, je savais
qu'on ne pourrait rien faire en Bretagne sans acquérir+l'Etat. i

Acquérir 1'Etat,c'est 4 dire écarter 1'Etat frangais. Mais comment |
l'écarter? En bon Celte je n'imaginais méme pas que 1l'on put 1'infil- .
trer pour le trahir. Ma solution fut directe. Je savais,et pour cause,
que la France,toute république qu'elle =zm prétendit etre,etalt avant
tout l'undindivisible,la digne fille du rapace Huges Capet; qu'eclle
ne licherait pas sa proie avant «'étre au bout de ses muyens,qu'elle

trouveryit . toujours des pr¢to\Lo~ syro=-victnamiens et qufelle les
& Tendiait mann n|111[.“=
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soutiendrait manu militari jusqu'a ce. qu'elle 501t+proprement €jectde-

La puissance qu'il fallait avoir,c'dtail la puissance qui ne trompe
pas,la puissance réelle nue comme la Vérite,la puissance militaire.
Celle-1A seule trancheraxt la question,et plus tdt on y viendrait,
moins l'on perdrait de temps,d'encre et de salive. D'ailleurs on m'ac-
cordera que c'était en vue d'amener une paix rapide et durable tout
comme que la France expédie en Algerie et autres lieux...

Comment acquérir cette puissance militaire? LA encore je Jjugeais
trés peu démocratiquement. M&8me seul je ne m'estimais pas nécessaire-
ment surclassé par tout 1'Imperium frangais., Si j'avais les moyens
scientifiques du Solitaire de 1'fle du m@me nom, je savais que toute
sa multitude pourrait ne plus peser grand'chose en face de moi. Je ne
m'estimais pas 4 moins..! Done la Science pour découvrir,la Science
pour rassembler les moyens,financiers et autres,la Science pour réa-
liser. De toutes manidres et de tous les cofés: la Science.

Ce programme était audacieux - audacieux et prématuré - mais je m'y
attelai rés'olument. Bien que les Sciences eussent peu d'attraits pour
moi, j'abandonnai,non sans regrets,les arts; je confinai le domaine

des langues a2 ce que les programmes exigeaient de moi et j'enveloppai
le tout d'une discrétion méprisante 4 L'egard de mon entourage.

Je ne négligeais cependant pas la Volonté populaire. Lorsque j'au-
rais réussi,lorsque j'aurais apporté 4 mes compatriotes une wvie tout
aussi confortable avec la possibilité d'@tre fiers d'eux-mfmes et de
g4 se développer dans le sens breton,c'est & dire librement,je savais
qu'ils me découvriraient un grand homme,un bienfaiteur de la patrie,
voire de l'humanité. De toutes fagons ceci n'était rien: comparé 2 1a
difficulté de vaincre d'abord la puissance frangaise.

L'adversaire &tait donc bien défini; c¢'était le principal pour pou-
voir combattre. Les moyens aussi. La préparation commengait et dure-
rait sans doute fort longtemps. D'ici 1l3,inutile d'en parler,inutile
d'éveiller la moquerie et la méfiance en dévoilant ‘mes projets & lon-
gue portée. Quand je serais pr€t,alors je déclarerais la guerre.

Et maintenant que la marmite était mise sur le feu.on pouvalt st'oc-
cuper de la théorie de la manoceuvre. . -

8.~ Le premier son des cloches.

L'été de 1922 m'avait encore apporté autre chose: la découverte
dans le grenier chez mes tantes d'un Dictionnaire Breton-?rancais de
Troude qui avait appartenu & mon arriére grand-pére. Ainsi donc le
breton avait des dictionnaires comme les autres langues? Je l'tavais
imaginé plus inculte.

La lecture de sa préface me fut fort utlle. Quant au reste, que

n'était-il francais-breton!

Je ne consxdera:s alors pas qu'il me fut necessaire d'apprendre le
breton:ce n'était pas indispensable pour combattre la France. Ma vic-
toire assurerait l'avenir du breton en lui apportant des circonstances
favorables A4 son expansion. Si j'échouais ce serait tant pis. On feraj
un trait sur moi. D'autres pourraient recommencer,au moins tant que *~
le breton vivrait.Jusque 1ld il y aurait encore de l'espoir.

Cette attitude dura jusqu'a l'annéde suivante. A la rentrée des

classes en octobre 1923 je commengai & apprendre l'espagnol comme se=-_ .

conde langue. Notre professeur était une femme,Mme Dubreuil. Elle nous
demanda un Jjour qui savait le breton. Sur les quelque douze 4 quinze
éléves que nous étions,il n'y en avait que trois ou quatre d le savoir
dont Jean Rohou. Cela me peinait et me peina d'autant plus qu'elle
déclara trouver trés bien qu'un jeune homme de notre pays siit le bre-
ton.

Fallait-il donc l'apprendre? Aprés tout ce ne devait pas &tre plus
sorcier que d'apprendre l'anglais ou l'espagnol. Grand-pére avait bien,

commencé d4 apprendre le frangais 4 douze ans et je venais d'en avoir
ih & 1l'école,mais lui il avait eu un maitre d'fcole pour le lui ap-

Hrnndro. Ot pouvait-on trouver un maitre d'ecole bLénévole pour approen-~
e
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; pour apprendre le breton? Cela ex%staiilil seulement? En tout cas il
! ffallait attendre...

Et puis deux arguments cheminaient petit & petit dans ma cervelle.
On affirmait toujours que le breton allait disparaitre. Ce phenoméne
eut &étéd de nature 4 faire dchouer tous mes plans. Si je le savais ne
serait-il pas toujours vivant tant que je le savais moi-méme? Cela
dependait de moi que je fusse assure¢ de ne point le voir disparaitre,
de maintenir ses possibilitds au moins Jjusqu'd ma dernifre heure. Ce
serait déj& un résultat. 5

Et par allleurs je voulais étendre son domaine., Je voulais que les
gens ne l'abandonnent pas, c'est 4 dire qu'ils ne- fassent pas conig
moi. J'étals preécisdment le mauvais exemple A& combattre tant que Jje
n'aurais pas rappris le breton. Cette facheuse situation ne devait
pas se prolonger mais je ne voyais pas de moyens actuels de m'en sor-
tir. Mon ldger stock d'expressions bretonnes ne s'accroissait qu'avec
une lenteur extréme.

Désespérant de trouver une issue j'eus recours aux ressources ma-
ternelles. Un beau jour de la fin de l'année 1923 je trouvai l'ecca-
sion de lui dire "Maman,voild! Je voudrais beaucoup apprendre le bre-
tonimais je ne sais comment faire..." Elle devait l'avoir dé jA ‘senti
et m'apporta une solution sur le champ. Elle qui ne nous donnait Ja-
mais d'argent qu'un sou par semaine a thésauriser, et encore fallait-
il lui avoir donné entidre satisfaction,elle me tendit la largesse
inespérable d'un billet de cinqg francs et me dit:"Va chez Derrien,rue
de Siam,et demande-leur un livre pour l'apprendre. -~ Tu crois que cela
existe? - Oui,probablement,...et veille A la monnaie!" Je n'aurais
pas pensé que c'é€tait si simple. Il commengait 4 faire sombre. Je bon-
dis jusqu'd Ya librairie Derrien avec la crainte qu'ils n'aient déja
fermé. Mais pas encore! Tout soufflant, j'exposai-ma requéte & la
vieille dame. Mais oui,elle avait cela! D'un recoin obscur et pousié-
reux elle extirpa non seulement un,mais deux, mais trois,mais beau-
coup de bouquins de différents types. Je choisis un exemplaire du ..
Vallée et comme il ne coiitait que trois francs cinquante je m'enhardis
4 acquérir,en sus des instructions maternelles , un venérable Divizou
Gallek ha Brezonek qui ne colitait alors que dix sous...

Je rentrai triomphant avec mon butin. Ma mére prit le livre,s'ar-
réta sur une phrase bretonne,l'épela péniblement & haute voix,puis
aprés un bref instant de perplexité conclut: "Ah oui! mais que c'est
bizarrement écrit et difficile d ‘comprendre!" car ma mdre parlait cou-
ramment le breton mais n'avait jamais appris 4 le lire. Sur ce Jjuge-
ment décourageant elle referma l'ouvrage et me l'abandonna en toute

propriété.

9. Le second son.

Le journal de la famille €tait l'illustre Dépiéche de Brest. Je m'in-
téressais beaucoup 2 la politique extérieure vue & travers ce tdles-
cope. Je Jugeais 2 peu prés exactement comme ses inspirateurs car mon
confilit n'excédait pas les limites de la Bretagne. Le reste de la
France et du Monde n'en &tait pas affecté. Bien résolu 4 chasser de la
Bretagne l'Etat e% la puissance frangaise qui mettaient notre culture
en péril,j'avais conservé mon ancienne attitude dés que le problémes
en jambaient la frontiére bretonne. Comme tous les patriotes frangais,
j'étais furieusement germanophob¥e,un peu pro-anglais en surface avec .
bien des rétic2nces et pro-américain avec up.certain mépris doublé de
beaucoup de jalousie. Toutefois c'dtait 13 une situation instable,
encore qu'elle soit celle de beaucoup de Bretons,meme nationalistes,
et de fait elle dvolua assez vite. .

L'Amérique s5e retirait du jeu,l'Angleterre &tait trés prudente,
seule la France manifestait une vigilante activité -~ elle occupait
farre et Ruhr,attisait Polonais et Roumains contre les Russes, fomen-
tait des Petitententes contre tous les vaincus,grognait contre ces
profiteurs d'Anglais qui nous avaient vulé Mossoul et la Palestine,
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mais dans toute 1'Europe et au deld. Elle était victorieuse. Ah oui!
Elle n'avait rien perdu. Elle avait acquis l'Alsace Lorraine,le Came-
roun,le Togo,la Syrie et la sizeraineté eontinentale en Europe. Hugues
Capet pouvait dormir tranquille., . . :

A son exemple je me pris A penser que l'extérieur pouvait &tre in-
téressant du point de vue breton,car enfin,tout compte fait,il stagis-
sait de vaincre la France et la derniédre guerre prouvait que des
Alli€s n'étaient pas inutiles,qu'ils pouvaient m8me &tre nécessaires.
Aprés tout tant pis pour Jeanne d'Arc et le Progrés!

Quels Etats pouvaient devenir nos alliés? Qui pouvait avoir intédrét
4 abattre la puissance frangaise? Qui voudrait et aussi pourrait le
faire? Le tour des voisins de la France n'était pas trés encourageant.
La Suisse et la Belgique me semblaient exclues, De méme l1'Espagne et
l'Italie. L'Angleterre ne le voulait plus. Seulé 1l'Allemagne restait
possible; elle avait &€té bien battue,diminude,démilitarisée,controléde
et tout et tout; cependant elle devait contenir une grande puissance
car les patriotes frangais avaient toujours une peur bleue de son re-
lévemént; ;ils n'en revenaient pas d'avoir été viainqueurs; ils se le
répétaient bien fort pour s'en convaincre. En réalite€ et malgre toutes
leurs vantardises habituelles,ils se rendaient obscuredment compte qu'ils
n'étaient plus de taille & lutter avec l'Allemagne,qu'ils avaient mis
un an 34 perdre la guerre de 1870 et beaucoup moins s'ils avaient dt¢
seuls,d perdre celle de 1914, Et parmi les autres puissances? L'Ame’-
rique me paraissait d'un autre monde. La Russie de méme. Des affiches
patriotiques vilipendaient il est vrai le fameux Oeil (de Moscou) a
cHbté de la plus célébre Main (de l'Allemagne) mais cet oceil dtait si
loin!...Deécidément il ne restait que 1'Allemagne,et c'€tait bien en=-
nuyeux car je continuais d4 la détester ferme. Il est plus difficile
de détruire un sentiment qu'un argument,tant en matiére de politique
que de religion. L'Allemagne n'était-elle pas cette nation de proie
qui ne cherchait qu'd dévorer et germaniser les petits peuples? Heu-
reusement qu'entre elle et nous il y avait la France,tampon suffisant
pour un bon bout de temps. Aprés,on verrait. Et puis,enfin,le danger
de germanisation était un futur hypothedtique, tandis que le péril de
francisation exigeait une solution urgente. La langue et les carac-
téres bretons menacés de prochaine disparition,l'€taient-ils du fait
de la France ou de celui de 1'Allemagne? Cette dldmentaire constata-
tion devait lever tous les doutes. Je commengai & observer avec atten-
tion ce qui se passait en Allemagne comme vous examineriez une vipére
susceptible de mordre votre ennemi.

Ici la raison avait le pas sur le coeur.

10. Le troisiéme son.

L'année scolaire 1923-24 fut celle de .ma préparation au baccalau-
rdat. C'était la premiére fois que j'allais confronter mes vastes
projets avec la réalité des Grands Examens inconnus et.j'en eprouvais
une vive anxiété. Si ce premier pas €tait un faux-pas,quel handicap
extérieur et surtout intérieur! Que serait-il restd de ma foi en moi-
méme? Il est certain que toute mon efficacité au.cours de ma vie eut
été frappée d'un coefficient de réduction et je le sentis fort bien.
Aussi,malgré ma situation trés favorable dans toutes les matiéres de
l'examen, je décidai de ne rien négliger pour réussir et le Vallée nou-
vellement acquis ne souffrit pas trop de mes assiduités.,

Un matin que nous étions en rangs pour entrer a l'étude,les paroles
d'une discussion s'élevant 4 quelques pas.de moi me parvinrent & 1l'o-
reille, "Cl'est idiot" criait l'un. -"Non" disait l'autre. -"La Breta-
gne est frangaisel" -"Ce n'est pas ce que disent des gens de Rennes"
Ils se turent car notre répétiteur que nous baptisions "Melon"arrivait
J'avais bondi comme sous une décharge électrique. Pendant le mouvement
d'entreée en €tude, je me faufilai auprés du second,qui était un Ker-
vella,par cons€quent de Plougastell. "Qu'est-ce que disaient.ces gens’
dont tu parlais tout a l'heure?" -"Que la Bretagne devrait &tre libre.
-"Ce sont des gens de Rennes?" - "Qui,il y a une ligue a Rennes." )



128 Lainé (Henaff)

BIOGRAPHIE - MEMOIRES. 14 =

Il n'en savait pas davantage et je n'ajoutai rien.

Jravais donc des semblables! Ils constituaient mEme une ligue! Les
choses &taient done plus avancées que je ne l'avais cru. Il faudrait
voir cela. Justement,si j'étais admissible d4 l'écrit qui se passait a
Brest,j'irais passer l'oral d4 Rennes!

Je fus admissible et ma mére me notifia que pour la premiére fois
je voyagerais sans escorte familiale. Muni d'un trésor de cent cin-
quante francs,je partis en compagnie de trois autres camarades. Nous
primes logement ensemble,d 1'Hotel de Brest bien entendu! Le lendemain
4 16 heures nous étions regus tous les quatres et j'avais la mention
Assez Bien. Deux d'entre nous étailent des vétérants de dix-huit ans,
I1s rapportaient notre succés 4 des divinités innomges auxquelles il
convenait de sacrifier selon un certain rite qu'ils connaissaient déja.
Leur assurance autorisd€e n'eut pas trop de peine 4 nous persuader. Ces
rites,que J'ignorais totalement,comportaient des stations libatoires
dans tous les locaux approprids et se terminaient par des cérémonies
initiatiques dans un temple dont mes quinze ans et demi m'interdisaien
l'accés. Alinsi pus-je les quitter sans incident notable et réintégrer
ma foi catholique avec mon lit 4 l'hotel. Le lendemain apxmzxmidt,tout
léger,tout fier,tout- yeux et tout oreilles, j'errai seul 4 travers la
ville inconnue. J'y relevai trois ou quatre inscriptions celtiques
qu'd ma grande joie je constatai étre 2 mféme de comprendre,mais pas le
moindre sympt&me de la mystérieuse "Ligue de Rennes". Désespérant d'en
apprendre davantage,je repris dans la nuit le train pour Brest en com-
pagnie de mon camarade Jean le Rest, qui venait de passer son oral ce
jour-143.

11. Breiz Ataol

i

Aprés les grandes vacances d& Ploudamézeau pendant lesquelles j'avai:
notablement accru mes connaissances linguistiques bretonnes, j'entrai
avec assurance en classe de Mathématiques Elementaires. L'examen dont
je m'etais fait un monde de difficultds s'était aveéré facile. Je m'ins-
crivis donc en méme temps au cours de Philosophie.

Vers la fin de Novembre 1924 j'entendis une discussion trés sem-
blable 4 celle du printemps précédent. Cette fois le défendeur d&tait
un él2ve des cours de Navale,un Flottard comme nous disions. Il en sa-
vait plus long que le camarade de Premiére. Il m'apprit que les gens
de Rennes publiaient une revue intitulée Breiz Atao que 1l'on pouvait
acheter chez Robert prés du Vieux Théatre. Comme d'habitude je ne me
livrai pas davantage mais je trépignais intéerieurement. Enfin j'allais
apprendre quelque chose de cette mystérieuse "Ligue de Rennes"!

Etant demi-pensionnaire il me fallut attendre au jeudi suivant pour
percer 3 jour la grande énigme. Croyez bien qu'd peine onze heures
sonné, je me précipitai hors du lycée et parcourus d'un trait la rue
d'Aiguillon jusqu'd l'endroit indiqué. La librairie Robert &tait une
minuscule boutique attenmant ou presque 3 la Brasserie de la Marire.
Jamais auparavant je ne l'avais remarquée. Tiens,tiens! Un carton & la
vitre: "On trouve de tout en Bretagne,méme des Bretons. On les recon-
nait 4 ce qu'ils lisent Breiz Atao.". Aucun doute,c'est 1a., J'entre
le coeur battant et je fais ma demande demon ton le plus naturel qui
dans la circostance,était aussi le plus artificiel. Le petit vieux me
répond affirmativement,atteint un numeéro,le roule en toute quiétude
et l'enveloppe d'un papier blanc, Me voici 4 la rue,mon rouleau & la
main. Je ne vois plus ni ciel ni terre mais seulement ce rouleau blanc
qui me posséde des pieds 4 la téte. Jamais aucune fée n'a senti autant
de pouvoir dans la baguktte qu'elle tenait & la main. Tant de pouvoir
et aussi tant d'anxiétés ce qui est écrit 1la dedans,est-ce bien ce
que je veux? Ces gens de Rennes ot 1'on ne parle plus le breton,ces
g?ns de Rennes qui veulent une Bretagne libre,entendent-ils bien par
la une Bretagne faisant la bonne place ad 1a langue bretonne? Je veux
€tre fixé tout de suite mais je ne puis tout de méme pas déflorer le
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rouleau dans la rue,devant ces passants étrangers.Non,non! A la maison
seul! Pas de spectateurs contraints de mes triomphes ou désillusions.
Evitons 4 ces anonymes la tentation de se poser en juges,de devenir
ces 8tres faux qui prétendent -au désintéressement,ces Etres impudents
qui prétendent 4 l'impartialité,ces é&tres.injurieux qui usurpent une
place que seuls peuvent occuper les pairs qui wvous ont regu .xXx et les
superieurs que vous avez élus...J'entends mes sabots qui claquent sur
les dalles de granit. Je courais donc depuis un instant d€ja? Je me
lance dans la rue du Chateau. J'ai des ailes. En franchissant la rue
Traverse je m'entends dire: "Mon Dieu! Si c'est ce que Jje pense,alors
c'est toute ma vie que je tiens 1la entre mes mains..." Ai-je parlé ou
a-ton parlée? Je ne sais., Mais maintenant c'est moi qui réponds aveco
ferveur:"Oui,c'est vrai! C'est toute ma vie qui est 13 entre mes maind
Je vole dans les airs. D'une haleine je franchis les quatre &tages qui
conduisent 2 la chambre-mansarde que je partage .avec mon frére Francis
Je m'installe dans ma fenétre 4 moi. La Mer,Plougastell et 1'ile Ronde
le Menez Hom,mon pays est 1la luisant et dégagé,devant moi,avec moi., Il
est la seyle compagnie que tolére une heure aussi solennelle., Trem-
blant ‘et Qiévreux,Je d€ploie respectueusement le rouleau en murmurant
des priéres machinales. Voild la couverture,noir et vert sur fond
blanc. Je la tourne. Mon coeur saute dans ma p01trine...¢a Yy estlicga y
est: du breton das la premi2re page! Rien A craindre dé€sormais! Je
n'essaie pas de le lire,ce serait trop long. Je saute aux articles en
frangais...C'est cela! Exactement cela. D'un bout 2 1l'autre! Dieu soit
lou€! ? } s

Le tonnerre eut pu tomber que je n'en aurais fait aucun cas. Mais
il ¥y eut plus fort que le tonnerre: un ordre maternel8et comminatoire
m'enjoignit de descendra-pour manger et m'arracha 3 ma lecture. Toute-
fois il ne put m'empécher qu'avant le soir je ne l'eusse bien réitérée
cing ou six fois.

Voild comment, A 1'4ge de seize ans révolus,ae fis }a .connaissance

de Breiz Atao.

12. Premier pas.'-

Breiz Atao contenait l'exhortation d'adhdrer 3 son organisation,
1'Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz.

Cet appel retentit en moi comme celui de la trompette guerrlére*
3i l'on sonnait le rasaemblement c'est que les plans étaient au point,
c'est qu'il ne manquait plus que du personnel pour engager les opéra-
tions. D'un c6té j'avais l'ennuk d'#dtre appelé A une utilisation
prématurée qui sacrifiait la plus grande partie de mes projets &ta-
blis,mais de l'autre je me réjoulssals fort de voir gagner du temps
sur mes prévisions car je n! ignorais pas combien le temps pressait
pour l'avenir de la langue bretonne. Tout devait donc-8tre tenté pour
transformer sa tentative en réalisation victorieuse. Je ne balancgai
pas un instant et adhérai en compagnie du Flottard notre doyen,de
Kervella et d'un troisi2me camarade.

Plusieurs autres nous apﬁ%uvalent mais ils se dérobalent ils vou-
laient attendre} leur reactlon m'était incompréhensible. Comment ne
pas se comporter en accord avec ses croyances? Il m'a fallu longtemps
pour réaliser que l'immense majorité des crdyants & tous dogmes sont
des gens qui "croient croire", des gens dont les 'parcdles vont sur un
pied et les actions sur un autre,les deux pieds n'allant pas ensemble
et révélant ainsi le manque d'existence de leur personnalité.

J'adhérai dth zomme un volntaire qui s'engage pour la durée de la
guerre. -t _ ' ' .

A ma grande surprise nous ne flmes pas dirigés sur la caserne ni
méme sur aucune espéce d'instruction technique. J'étais venu bien
résolu 4 offrir sans barguigner au moins une ou deux pintes de mon
sang,un pied,un oeil,une main,mon obéissance entiére et ma soumission
de tous les instants. Au lieu de cela on me tapait d'une trés modique
somme d'argent,on me demandait de faire le camelot d'un journal, de
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porter un insigne et d'assister "fidélement"aux réunions d'une section
qui d'ailleurs n'existait pas. J'étais dépu d'8tre estimé A si peu.

Et puis,pour bien faire ce service, j'aurais dii devenir l'homme de 1la
foule ot rechercher toutes occasions de faire le "m'as-tu vu", Cela
convient & certains ages et . & certains tempéraments. Moi je l'avais

en profonde horreur. Hélas! J'etais.venu pour trucider 1'Ennemi et je
tombails dans une erre de Mots... :

Loin de moi deepretendre que la propagande n'a pas d'uftilité!Mafs
en adhérant,j'avails eu en vue une toute autre utilisation que celle
de sergent recruteur. Toutefois je_ venais pour obéir et exécuter. Je
savalis que ceci 6talt nécessaire, je me dis que le reste viendrait par
la suite et qu'il fallait avoir de la patience,vertu dont j'ai tou-

. jours €té assez bien pourvu. Avec un profond soupir je m'efforgai

donc de faire ce que l'on me demandait. La Jjeunesse est si malléable. .
s Il me souvient encore qu'un des numéros suivants ayant exprimé la
R paraitr&enace deplus pouvoir continuerifauts de fonds, j'expédiai sur-le-
champ tout l'argent que Jje possfdals en propre. €'était un peu plus
de 'huit francs et je fus fort vexf de voir 1l'Etat frangais m'en pre-
lever 'un ﬁourcentage important pour le timbre.

Bref,il me fallut reconnaitre qu'il n'y avait 18 que des plans daé-<
mocratiques,c'est A dire en un certain sens pas de plans du tout. U =
Cette absence de projets A4 longue portée avait du moins l'avantage de
restituer leur validitf aux miens en me laissant disposer de la ma-
jeure partie de mon existence. ;

La vigilance familiale ne fut pas long i d€couvrir le pot aux roses
Ma mdre lut les Breiz Atao et prononga coram familia qu'ils conte-
naient des horreurs auxquelles on ne pouvait pas souscrire "car papa
&tait volontaire en 1914 pour défendre la France". Mais au lieu de ma
condescendance qu'elle était habitufe 3 obtenir sans grand'peine,elle
souleva d'un coup la combativitf d'un jeune coq. SeS propos availent
&t€ un blasphdme dans mon sanctuaire. Quoique fort peiné j'étaisire-
solu & la traiter comme ennemie déclarée si elle ne cessait son offen-
sive. Elle demeura interdite detidaudace et de la vivacité de ma ré-
ponse: "Pas de blagues! j'ai moi-méme entendu papa dire qufil l'avait
fait pour choisir le poste dans lequel il serait mobilisdt" Ceci deé-
viait l'attaque sur mon pére qui €tait présent. Il ne voulut pas pren-
dre la peine de mentir. Je rapportai & son silence la retraite de ma
mére qui fut plutdt l'effet de sa surprise devant mon attitude. La
sagesse maternelle ne perdait toutefois pas le nord. D'un ton radouci
elle me dit que si je tenais & recevoir cette revue par la poste, je
pourrais la recevoir a la maison,qui était celle de toute la famille.
Tout surpris et reconnaissant de ce que J'interprétais alors comme
une faveur inespérée, je déelarai que cela m'arrangeait beaucoup,rap=-
port a l'employé de la poste restante oll j'allais la retirer au nom
du Flottard pensionnaire et qui me faisait chaque fois des remarques
d€sobligeantes d cause de ma jeunesse,

Désormais je regus donc Breiz Atao 3 la maison et ma m2re changea
de politique & mon égard. Elle me donna un peu. d'argent. Elle me dit
que je lisais trop,que je ne sortais pas assez., Elle m'encouragea &
aller danser dans les bals avec mes camarades. Je fus donc au Kursal-
Palace et au Petit-Jardin 34 Recouvrance mais le brouhaha de ces assem-
blées grouillantes ne me causait aucun plaisir. Je préférais le ciné&-
ma,ayant toujours éprouvé une vive prédilection pour les souterrains,
les vofites,les églises et le métro. Mais ce nfétait pas 13 ce gque vou-
lait ma m2re. Et son argent servait 4 mes buts bretons. Son changement
de politique venait trop tard,comme tous ceux dont la France s'est
fait une specialité...Alors elle doubla sa politique de prudentes atta.
ques. Elle accusa le breton de nuire 4 mes autres &tudes car je po-
tassais mon Vallé&e une demi-heure chaque soir avant de m'endormir. L&
encore elle n'eut pas de chance. Sur ce terrain j'étais solide et mes
succés scolaires n'accusaient aucun fléchissement.

ltidee

fermement
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Bientot nous vint de Rennes l'avis d'aller voir Drezen,alors redac-
teur au"Courrier du Finistere®. Experimenti,grand causeur,plaisant et
peu occup€,il me recevait toujours et je prenais beaucoup d'intéret
& ses entretiens. Il me fit acheter "Emgann Kergidu",un bon livre a
beaucoup de pointa de vue,le Barzaz Breiz et"IHistoire de notre Bre-
tagne" de Madame du Guerny qui attisa fortement ma francophobie,la-
quelle n'avait pourtant pas besoin d'aliments.

Drezen m'introduisit auprdés de Roparz Hemon qui venait d'arriver
comme jeune professeur d'Anglais au Lycée, Leur action personnelle et
leurs commentaires completaient utilement pour moi la lecture de
Breiz Atao. J'appris & considérer l'Irlande des temps héroiques comme
notre sanctuaire ancestral et sa digne descendante moderne comme la
soeur ainde de 1l+Bretagna. J'agyris que notre combat contre 1l'influ-
ence francaise n'dtait pas isolé,que Flamands de Belgique et Alsaciens
Lorrains £taie1t nettement plus avancés que nous. Si j'applaudis sans
réserves aux efforts des Flamands comme 3 ceux des Basques,des Corses
et des peuples coloniaux, le fait que les Alsaciens-Lorrains combat-
taient pour leur culture allemande me choqua au premier abord, tant
j'avais 4% saturé de germanophobie! Il me fallut l'intervention de
la logique gidée de Breiz Atap pour expulser 1l'influence frangaise du
dernier bastion qu'elle occupat encore dans ma sentimentalité, Je dé-
die cette remarque 4 mes amis allemands,souhaitant que leur pitoyable
politique 6trangére en tire quelque profit.

En juillet 1925 je retournai passer mes examens & Rennes, J'y dé-
crochai en méme temps Hathématiques avec mention bien et Philosophie
avec mention assez bien. Cette fols je savails ol gitait la "Ligue de
Rennes" et il me fut loisible de réaliser que je n'aurais jamais pu
la découvrir l'an passé: sur la tortueuse rue du Vau Saint-Germain se
penchait une vieille batisse dont l'entrée abritait un corridor aussi
étroit qu'hostile, L'obscurité rignant dans ce corridor garantissait
le secret d'un escalier branlant menant a un palier quelconque. Sur
ce palier débouchait l'incertitude de plusieurs couloirs sinueux de _.
largeur d'homme., L'un d'entre eux menait A diverses portes de chétive
apparence. La plus pauvre d'entr'elles,qui avait tout 1l'air d'une por-
te de placard-débarras,portait un papier sur lequel on pouvait lire,
vaillanfent inscrit en rouge, "Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz" avec quelques
indications complémentaires. Si ma description n'est pas rigoureuse-
ment conforme,que les dieux me pardonnent! Nullement effrayé, je con-
sidérai ces circonstances en récent triomphateur universitaire et,a
l'instar de MBnsieur Clovis, je pronongai: "Quand j'aurai réussi,les
choses ne se passeront pas comme cela...". Puis je frappai sur cette
porte. Je l'ébranlai quelque peu. Aucune réponse. Je revins trois ou
quatre fois. Peine perdue. Avaient-ils eu assez d'argent pour louer
la porte mais pas assez pour louer le local qui devait exister derrié-
re? Il me fallut quitter Rennes cette annfe-la sans avoir vu autre
chose que la porte branlante de ma chére "Ligue de Rennes",porte dont
1'état justifiait assez les incessants appels de fonds de Breiz Atao.
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13. La guerre d'Indépendance.

IIl est des épojues et des milieux ou la famille abdique ses droité et ses
devoirs dans l'éducation des enfants. Mais dans la sociéts des petits bourgeais
br.etonﬁf.l du début de ce siécle, c'était plutdét le contraire qui avait lieu. Les
enfants: e*'.:aient rigoureusement tenus en laisse et les jeunes gens, surtout les
ainés, n'arrivaient & conquérir leur indépendance qu'apreés une lutte souvent
pénible. A tout prendre, ce n'était pas si mauvais. les caractéres faibles y
étaient pulvérisés, devenalent des é&tres domestiqués, conformistes, érivés
d'initiative, tout désignés pour aller constituer ce q;.:'nn appelle la bonne
soclété. Les autres se vaccinalent dans un combat contre des adversaires
bénins qui évitaient de les écraser totalement. Ils en sortaient mieux armés
pour les combats futurs contre les vrais ennemis du dedans et du dehors, ceux
qui ne les rateront pas s'ils peuvent en saisir l'occaslon. Mieux préparés aussi
en vue de l'amitié, car l'amitié la plus vive est celle-14 qui nait et évolue
dans l'ombre d'un ennemi.

Je me rends compte aujpurd'hui et n'ignorais pas a 1l'époque le souci que
je causais & ma mére. Mon développement lui paraissait inquiétant A certains
égards. Elle était un peu comme une poule qui a couvé un oeuf de cane. Elle se
reprochait peut-&tre de m'avoir ainsi fabriqué et m'en aimait sans doute
d'autant plus. Bt mol je l'aimais aussi. Je souffrais du soucl que je lui causails
et pressentais étre obligé de lul en causer bien davantage. La volﬁnté des

Dieux nous dressait l'un contre l'autre, Nous observions avec anxiété le malheur
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crolssant entre nous mais Je ne voulais pas l'éviter et elle ne capitula pas

*pon plus... Qui prétend que le but de la vie est la recherche du bonheur ?

L'été de 1925 fut marqué pour moi par deux grands événements. Le premier
fut un voyage familial & 1'ile d'Ouessant ol nous passAmes une semaine. Le
f;aysage fantastiquement simple de cette grande ile élevait A une puissance
supérieure les impressions suggérées par le spectm:-le de notre armorique
léonn.niltse auquel j'étais habitué depuis mon enfance. Pour la premiére fols je
c::mpri;s le visage du "vieux pays de mes péres” : Il cessa de me paraitre banal
et bien ;ntendu J'ex;, tombal amoureux ; la plus grande partie de mon temps, je
l'employal & faire des croquis que les Frangais ont di voler en 1944 avec tout
ce qui m'était personnel. Ce voyage accrut aussi mon respect pour la langue
bretonne : quatre heures d'océan et la houle majestueuse du Fromm-Veur étaient
une barriére suffisant A assurer & ce vaste rivage le caractére d'un autre
monde et dans cet autre monde je retrouvais encore la vieille lankue de mes
péres. Ici elle n'était plus nntre; chére langue locale étendue de proche en
proche et de paroisse en paroisse comme sur la Grande-Terre. Ici elle enjambait
1'0céan et réunissait des rivages étrangers. Les cartes en donnent une idée
fausse. I1 faut y é&tre allé pour comprendre qu'd l'instar d'Henri IV contemplant
le ChAteau de HNantes Jje faillis m'écrier, "Palsambleu ! Ce n'étaient pas de
petits sires que les Ducs :19 Bretagne...", et ce n'était pas une petite langue,
celle-1a qui régnait sur la Terre et la Mer...

Vers la fin du mois d'aocit je lus sur la Dépéche qu'il y aurait de grandes
fétes bretonnes A Kemper. Une telle envie me prit d'y assister, une envie si
irrésistible que j'osai suggérer & ma meére d'y aller. Hélas, la famille refusa ;
mais voyant ma déception, ma mére se crut tenve d'accorder &4 mes succés

universitaires la faveur d'y aller seul - avec un billet de cinquante francs -
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Je passail donc cing jours & Kenl-:;er. aésist;nt religieusenent de bout en bout A
toutes les séances des "grandes fétes bretonnes des Reines de Cornouaille®,
solitaire n'ayant d'yeux que pour les spectacles du programme, ravi par la
variété des costumes et par les danmses, binious et chansons bretonnes que
j'ent'endnis pour la premiére fois de ma vie. Une corde résonnait en moi sur les
confins de la viz et de la mort. Le but était perceptible, aprés lequel il est
désir‘able gle mourir. Perceptible, mais non définissable ni localisable, bien au-
deld de c!es-_ pauvres figurants et de cette grouillante kermesse, qui n'en
avalent pas la moind.t‘le idée.' Enfin, vous savez, si vous 1l'avez vous—méne
¢prouve, et si vous ne le savez pas, je ne peux pas vous le décrire. Joignez-y

le plaisant aspect de la ville dominée par le mont Frugy, traversée par ‘la

fraicheur murmurante de 1'Odet, embaumée par les jardins fleuris qui longent la

riviére aux multiples et réjouissants petits ponts - Kemper m'apparut comme un
sourire du p:;:adis breton. ’

A mon retour & Ploudalmézeau, je tentai bien entendu de faire partager mon
enthousiasme & ma famille et d'évoquer pour elle autant que pour moi toutes les
splendeurs que j'avais vécues. Mais on me pria de me taire. Cela n'intéressait
que mol. Je me tus, constatant avec amertume que je devenais un étranger. Hais
que pouvais-je y faire ?

"Hon pauvre garcon” me dit ma mére en un jour de confidence, qu'est-ce que
tu vas imaginer la ?" "Nous sommes sur la terre pour avoir une situation,
fonder une famille, élever des enfants..”. Je la contemplal avec terreur.
Pouvait-elle penser ce qu'elle disait 1a ! H'avait-elle donc pas jadis, jeune
fille, imaginé aussi “"autre chose®, autre chose d'indestructible qu'elle avait

cru étouffer en elle et refouler dans un autre monde, autre chose qu'elle

retrouvait aujourd‘hui avec crainte dans les yeux de son premier-né ?
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Je la regardais a.;rec effroi sa.ns. pnwoir: rign proférer, H'étaient-ce pas 1A des
choses que l'on signe avec du sang et non avec des mots ? Elle-méme dit le
sentir car mon regard fit expirer la parple sur ses lévres. "Naman" aurais-je
eu envie de lul crier "ne va pas plus loin ; n'essaye pas de recommencer; ne
leur Jsuffit-il donc pas que tu scis morte ? Les choses ne sont pas ainsi, tu le
sais !.." Elle l'avait su sans uucun' doute, & présent 911; ne le savait plus
trés bien.éﬁlle me voyait en danger, n'osait plus refaire, ne savait plus quoi

(]

faire. Ses'craintes la dirigeaient. Aprés un silence elle s'écria "0 mon pauvre

petit, ces Breiz Atao v;:.\nt te ;;und.uire & ta perte! - “Je ne crois pas, maman”
lui répondis-je, plutét pour la tranquilliser, et Jje pensais alors :
"Qu'appelles-tu ma perte ? Et d'ailleurs qui puis-je 7 Il faut et je veux que
cela soit ! Si ma perte doit venir avec, hé bien... qu'elle vienne !"

Une autre fois la jalousie des méres l'emportait contre ces Breiz Atao qui
lui dérobaient son enfant - en attendant que son enfant n'essuie 4 son t‘nur les
injures d'autres meéres... - Cet argument avait le don de me fAcher : "Voyoms,
maman ! Pour qui me prends-tu ? Si je les ai jolnts c'est mon affaire A mloi
seul ! Eux n'y sont pour rien, Dieu merci!"

Elle me dit encore : "Il faudra blen que tu laisses ce Breiz Atao pour
entrer & 1'Ecole Navale!
= "Justement, lui dis-je, je n'ai‘ aucune envie d'aller a Navale."

- "Comment? Que voudrais-tu faire?"
- “Plusieurs de mes camarades ici préparent Polytechnigue. Je crois que c'est
cela que je cherche, la vole des sciences appliquées. Puisqu'il faut avolr une

situation (j'admettais alors ce dogme de l'évangile bourgeois) j'en veux une

qui, du moins, ne soit pas le service de la France que je veux combattre.”



136 Lainé (Henaff)

BIOGRAPHIE - NENOIRES. o LT o

- "Tais-tol avec tes horreurs! Ne penses-tu pas que tu vas nuire & tes fréres

i qui’ eux vont falre Favale?"

- "Mes fréres sont assez hommes pour se conduire tout seuls. Je ne leur
demande aucun compte "et ils ne m'en demandent -pas davantage".

I - "Etﬂ alors vous allez vous battre ? Tu aurais le coeur de tuer tes fréres 7"
- "Voyons, maman ! Bien sir que je tAcherai de les épargner. Mais pose-leur

adssilln m¢me question. Que veux-tu que j'y fasse si nous nous engageons dans

des campslént_.temls i
-~ “Tais~tol ! Tu devrais avoir honte."
- "Hon maman, cela me peine, bien sir, mais je n'en ai pas de honte.”
- “Tais-tol ! Tais-toi I _

Ce genre d‘éntret:iens m'était peu agréable. A elle aussi sans doute.
Toutefois elle était bien obligée d'y revenir : ’
- "Que veux—tt; aller faire ingénieur ou savant 7 Il n'y a pas de carriére de ce
genre en Bretagne et nous ne connaissons rien de ces occupations. A Navale au
contraire, vous pourrez étre souvent & Brest et c'est ume carridre que nous
connaissons du moins, nous autres marins.”
- *0ui, oui ™ lul répondis-je, "c'est aussi’ parce que nous la connaissons trop
bien que je n'en veux pas. Veu:.z—tu que je te décrives comment Jje serais a
I1s sont

soixante ans 7 Regarde ces vieux officiers de marine en retraite
tous pareils, Ailleurs du moins c'est 1'inconnu pour nous. Ailleurs il est
possible qu'il y ait ce que je cherche."

- *Ty te fais des illusions ! Tu ne trouveras que pire !"

- "Je ne crois pas, maman ! Je veux d'abord chercher."
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- "Hé bien,” ujuutla t-elle "tu pﬁurras .ainré_ faire ce que tu voudras : Tu auras
gagné de l'argent et tu ne t'engages A& Favale que pour sept ans.”
= "... Que pour sept ams..." répétai-je aprés elle. Et je songeals : "Sept ans de
perdus pour la suite, sept ans de fausses habitudes, sept ans d'hypocrisie
quotidienne...

Je les réaffrontai tous deux ens;emble et leur annonqai. froidement :
“C'est enténdu ! J'accepte les sept ans de contrainte puisque c'est 1d ce qui me

reste de Emeﬂleur. Toutefols ne vous faites pas d'illusions quant A mes
sentiments e.t 4 mes vnllonfés...' " Nais cela leur était peu de chose. Ils avaient
obtenu ce qu'ils voulaient.

J'avals décidé de céder toute cette ligne. - "Maintenant que tu prépares
Havale,” ajouta mon pére, "tu ne peux pas continuer a faire partie de Breiz
Atag. Je vails écrire & ce Mr Debauvais qu'il te laisse tranquille ™
- "Ne prends pas cette peine." lui dis-je, “Je vais le faire moi-meme.:‘ Je le
fis, et lui nmontral la lettre dans laquelle j'assurais em outre que je
continverais & acheter la revue au numéro, que mes sentiments ne variaient pas
d'une ligne, et que je rejoindrais plus tard. Mes parents se rendalent compte
qu'il ne fallait pas abuser de leur victoire. Mon divorce officiel d'avec Breiz
Atao leur suffisait. Je continuai a fréquenter Drézen, et Riou le joyeux vivant,

et Roparz Hemon.

Au cours de l'année 1926, j'essayal encare une fois ou deux de faire

.

revenir mes parents sur leur décision. Rien n'y fit, Je me résignai dopc et me
préparai de mon mieux en vue de l'examen car il faut bien faire ou ne rien
faire... J'obtins le prix d'Excellence de la classe de Flotte et fus adnis

neuviéme, donc commissaire, dans la promotion 1926 de 1'Ecole Havale.
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Mes parents étaient trés satisfaits ; mol aussi ; mals cette satisfaction
ne dura guére. A peine arrivés pour les vacances & Ploudalmézeau, mon frére
Albert, ma mére et mol fimes reconnus- atteints de fiévre typhoide. Nous
rentrdmes & Brest. La maladie suivit son cours habituel. Albert guérit, le
pre:niler. Puis ma mére mourut en septembre et cela m'affecta beaucoup car
malgré tout je lui é&tait fort attaché. Enfin Je guéris'; moi-méme.

. ‘.Te fug'a fort impressionné & cette époque par un réve dans lequel il m'&tait
annoncé qué j.e n'entrerais pas a L'Ecole Havale ; cela me parut absurde puisque
J'étais requ et maintenant en c‘anvalescem:;e ; absurde ;et contrariant parce que
Je m'étals résigné a devenir officier de marine. Je le racontai & ma grand-mére
a titre d'absurdité et le rélégual dans l'antichambre aux oublis.

Octobre arriva. Mes cheveux commengalent & repousser. Je réapprenais &
marcher. Au bras de grand-pére, je pus aller jusqu'au boulevard Thiers assister
d'en haut & i'embarquement de mes camarades de promotion sur le Peti’é Pont,
C'était comme dans mon réve. Pourtant, de 1'Ecole Havale, on m'envoyait les
cours et le matériel scolaire. Je tAchais de me tenir au courant.

En fin octobre je pouvais sauter trente centimétres. Je me présentai a
1'Ecole & Lanninon d'ou je fus aussitét expédié sur 1'Hépital maritime. Au bout
d'une semaine, les médecins m'ajournérent jusqu'dprés le premier de l'an.

En janvier Je retournal & 1'Hépital od je fus examiné A& loisir pendant
trois semaines d'incertitude. Ils conclurent enfin que je n'étais pas encore
assez fort pour démarrer en plein hiver avec un trimestre de retard sur les
autres et m'ajournérent fort sagement & l'année suivante ol je conserverais mon
rang dans la nouvelle promotion. Ma déception fut vive : Ce serait un an de
perdu. Mais bien vite elle se résolut en espoir : Mon réve invraisemblable

pourrait-il étre vrai ?
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La famille n;z put rien objebter A mon désir d'aller étudier A Rennes pour
ne -pas perdre une année, Je m'inscrivis en-. février & la Faculté des Sclences
_ pour Mathématiques et Physique Générales. En Jjuin 1927 je me présental au
certificat de Mathématiques générales. Ce fut l'examen auquel j'arrivai le _mieux
prép&ré. -ayant derriére mol une année de Flotte. Ce fut aussi celul qui faillit
le plus mal tournmer : J'y fus requ d.;: justesse - mais re(;u' tout de méme. Armé
de ce sucéés J'entrepris de persuader mes grands-parents de coatinuer & payer
mes Iét‘.ud.e-.i. Mes besoins financilers furent réduits au strict minimum et ceux
qui me cm;naissent .savent “ce que cela wveut dire. Mes grands-parents
connalssaient aussi mon antipathie de longue date pour 1'Ecole HNavale. Ils
acceptérent. Qu'ils soient loués !

Quant & mon pére, il prit la chose trés économiquement : -"Je ,ne te
donnerai plus un sou comme je te 1l'ai déja dit, et par suite je n'ai plus de
comptes & te demander." Cela était correct. Et comme il S'en tint toujours A sa
parale, aucune difficulté ne surgit entre nous par la suite.

J'écrivis donc & 1'Ecole Havale que je renongais & ma place dans sa
promotion 1927. Cela fit un heureux de plus, sans parler de moi-méme.

Les Dieux avaient décidé que je n'irais pas A FKavale. Ils m'avaient
apporté une victolre, durement payée il est vrai; mais sur laquelle je ne
comptais déjd plus. Ainsi apl;ris—Je a4 leur témoigner plus de confiance a

1'avenir.
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14. Solitude A  Rennes.

Larsque j'entrai & la Faculté des Sciences de Rennes en février 1927, je

n'.nvai.g pns! encore conquis ma liberté de mouvements. L'Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz
i

ne me récu;nér.a donc pas tout de suite ; toutefols je me considérais comme un

adhérent de fait. '

Le milieu était alors pauvre en recrues. Un étudiant en médecine, peu
liant et be-aucuup plus 4gé que mol, était l'unique adhérent A ma connaissance.
En fréquentant le Cercle Saint-Tves des étudiants Catholiques, j'expérimantai
ne pouvoir déja plus me faire des amis hors de mes convictions bretonnes‘.

J'allais 'aussi hanter les fantomatiques cours de Leroux & la Faculté des
Lettres. Une femme de lettres rennaise, deux ecclésiastiques et le bon vieux
Docteur Regnault constituaient la vieille garde de l'auditoire, la seule qui tint
encore, l'indéfectible. On pouvait penser qu'elle tenait depuis des siécles. Je
m'adjoignis A cette glaciale compagnie ‘dont les relations se bormaient &
l'é¢change de salutations p&lies. Les cours étalent pourtant trés intéressants et
me donnérent une premiére idée de ce que devait étre ume culture celtique.

Bref, ma solitude eit &té & peu prés totale malgré le fait de la "ligue de
Rennes" s'il n'y avait pas eu Marchal auquel Drezen m'avait adressé.

Je me souviéns avec reconnalssance de mes entretiens chez Marchal, le
fondateur de Breiz Atao. D'environ huit ans mon ainé mais toﬁjuurs
incroyablement estudiantin, 11 travaillait alors chez lui & son projet de

dipldme d'architecte. I1 me recevait cordialement, sans fagons, et m'instruisait
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sans interrompre son travail. Marchal le:slt un homme fort intelligent et un
causeur trés vivant. Grice & lui je me familiarisai avec les débuts déja
légendaires de Breiz Atao, les petits coétés de la vie de la maison, les
premiéres polémiques avec l'Action Frangaise et le Bleum Brug, les. bonnes
blag;es de la politique Poincaré et les roueries de la démocratie frangaise. Il
m'apprit & verser le vin de lironie sur la glace de mon puz;itanisme et A
I;ireselnter iun aspect vn peu plus vivable. Il repoussait tout catholicisme
quoiqu'il '{filit imbibé. d'évaluations chrétiennes. Me sachant catholique
pratiquant, i1 n'abordait d'ailleurs ce sujet qu'avec une louable discrétion.
C'est auprés de lul que je commengai A& prendre conscience d'une certaine géne &
mes entcur'nuras spirituelles : le christianisme m'offrait bien-une cosmagonie
générale mais il se talsait parfaitement au sujet des convictions bretonnes qui
possédajent jusqu'aux racines de mon existence. D'autre part le patr?.ntisme
breton qui :;e procurait ce qu'il faut pour vivre, c'est & dire un ennemi &
combattre - non pas un Satan familier qui ne nous offre qu'un combat spirituel
mais un vaste ennemi exigeant une vrale guerre - le patriotisme. breton se
taisalt non moins parfaitement au sujet du catholicisme ; 11 était bien évident
que l'on pouvait 2tre breton et nationaliste avec n'importe quelle appartenance
religieuse. Fait plus grave, le Pape. venait de condamner la nationalisme de
1'Action francaise. Si je me réjouissais des difficultés survepnant & ceux que
j'estimais les plus intraitables des Francals, je n'étais pas sans ignorer que
les attendus de la condamnation pouvalent trés bien s'appliquer au nationalisme
breton que seule son obscurité préservait de semblable sort. Bref, il était
facheux que le catholicisme et le nationalisme breton, se tolérant en dehors de
moi par ignorance volontaire et réciproque. se raccordassent sans plus dans ma

personne pour se la partager au grand dam de mon unité. Le catholicisme était
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fortifié dans la position religieuse et éré:t_endait détenir la puissance supréme

mais 1l n'arrivait pas A réglementer le domaine temporel du patriotisme breton.

Celui-ci était le maitre en fait de ma pasition politique et y prétendait A la
souveraineté ; mais 1l m'était impossible de lui domner la couronne car il ne
pouvait pas administrer mon domaine religleux, pas méme‘ le chaperonner wu
qu'il n'y élevait aucune prétention et n'offrait aucune cosmogonie générale.
IC"est ce g.pave manque & donner une solution convenable au probléme religieux
qui fut l'ui[n des principaux écueils sur lesquels sombra 1l'Action frangaise. Sans
entrevoir dt; solution.‘i Je p;‘essentais qu'il en irait de méme avec le
nationalisme breton et mon incapacité & unifier solidement religion et
politique, ‘théorie et pratique, spirituel et temporel, me causait un certain
embarras intellectuel. Enfin, Dieu merci ! ils ne se combattalent pas. J'avais
donc le temps de chercher ma solution qui d'emblée ne pouvait pas étre la
solution habituelle de momification dans le statu quo. A vral dire, c'et::it mon
catholicisme qui était menacé ; il s'était fissuré dés mon plus jeune Age et
bien qu'abondamment replAtré, 11 trainait 1'infériorité cachée de maints
compromis qui le voualent d'avance a la défaite. La prolongation de son régne
tenait avant tout A 1'incapacité de mes convictions bretonnes a évoluer en
systéme religieux.

A l'Assoclation Générale des étudiants nous avions un c;a.binet de 1e1l:;ture
bien pourvu de journaux et de revues de toutes saortes. Je les lisais avec
assiduité et ils confirmalent en général dans mon opinion. La grinde mede
parmi les étudiants était alors aux Jeunesses Patriotes de Monsieur Taittinger,
4 plusieurs reprises je fus sollicité comme tous autres :"Ca ne fait rien que tu
sois nationaliste breton ic'est seulement pour combattre le communisme, adhére

pour faire comme nous tous !" Je me récusals obstinément : Ce n'était pas
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suffisant que les T P daignasse-nt igt;a‘:'el: mon patriotisme breton; et puls je
ne - tenals pas spécialement & &tre comme .tout le monde ; et puis pourquoi
irais-je combattre le communisme qui n'était pas cause de la francisation de la
Bretagne, et que ces gens voulalent atteindre parce qu'ils l'estimaient menagant
pourdla Ipuissance de 1'Unéindivisible ? Bien au contraire, ce motif et d'autres
encore me disposaient favorablement & son endroit : I1 bAtissait un systeme
-interlna.tiul;‘.lal dans lequel, disalt-on chaque nationalité pouvait librement
développer! sa langue et sa culture ; 11 était le fait d'une minorité honnie par
le troupeau Iestud!.antin'l - et s'auvent d'une maniére injuste, volre odieuse - ;
leur journal 1'Humanité me séduisait par sa hardiesse directe et sa combativité
réelle récoltant des peines de prison dans ses attaques contre les puissances
sociales qui étalent aussi les oppresseurs de la culture bretonne; J'étais
intéressé par le caractére militant de son antimilitarisme, par' son pacifisme
belliqueux, son matérialisme chrétien et son amoralisme puritain ‘ ; ses
principes d'organisation économique et sociale ne répugnaient pas & ma modeste
extraction et & ma pauvreté chronique. Lumiére ! Justice sociale ! Abolition des
priviléges de familles et de nations ! Faveur aux plus éprouvés des individus
et des peuples ! Tout ce qu'il faut pour échauffer la téte. I1 voulait somme
toute réaliser dans ce monde le Royaume de Jésus-Christ que l'Eglise enseignait
devoir étre réalisé dans l'autre. I1 faisait bon ménage avec mon christianisme
et m'apparaissait comme son complément activiste. Serait-ce 1a la syntheése
recherchée entre le catholicisme et le nationalisme breton ? En tous cas je
devins un lecteur régulier de 1'Humanité ; Jje méprisais profondément ces

Jeunessés Patriotes que-je prévayails devoir succomber & la Mode qui les avait

amenées et les noyait bien vite dans la vulgarité du Nombre.
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Ou sont aujourd'bul ces Jeunesses Patrictes ? Elles succédalent au Boulangisme

de De Gaulle. C'est le sort de la Droite Frangaise de se tourner et retourner
dans des organisations toujours nouvelles qui trahissent 1l'inquiétude de son
affajblissement croissant.
: Marchal m'entretenait aussi des réves irréalisés. Entre autre, il m'exposa
la honte naticnale que constituait eﬁ ple.ne -:apitale bret'onne le monument de
* 1'Taion d.q la ‘Bretagne & la France, honte qu'il fallait commencer par laver
avan;: de éunger & redresser la téte. Je partageals pleinement ce point de vue,
— “Mais conu;ent sé fai.t—i.l. "Jui demandais-je,"qu'il soit encore 1A depuis seize
ans ?% "C'est que personne ne savalt comment faire pour 1l'expulser. -"Bst-ce que
l'on se prépare & savoir ?* Non personne A sa connaissance ne s'y préparait ce
qui s'appelle se préparer, mais tous les patriotes bretons le couvralent
d'injures soigneusement renouvelées. A force d'en parler... C'était encore la
guerre des Nots. :
Nous parlions aussi de la vraie guerre. L'impressionnant argument que l'on
‘nous langait partout dés l'abord, c'était celui des 250.000 morts bretons de
l'armée frangaise que l'on n'hésitait jamais & transformer en 250.000 sacrifices
volontairement offerts & la solidité de 1'unéindivisible. Bt pour équilibrer ce
_pesant plateau, qu'avions-nous A présenter ? Rien. Pas un. Pas un Breton n'avait
pris les armes contre la Fr;nce. Pas un Breton n'avait signé la- rébellion
bretonne face & la francisation menagante. Cette absence était beaucoup plus
grave encore que la présence des 250 000 de l'autre bord : elle traduisait qu'il
n'y avait plus un Breton & considérer la francisation de son pays comme un
traitement insupportable et mortel, selon ce qu'imprimait pourtant Breiz Atao

et 11 avait raison, je le savais, moi du moins. Quel malheur pensais—je, que

nous ne fussions pas nés plus tét ! Nous aurions fait quelque chose comme les
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hommes de Pearse A Dublin ou comme ceux ds;,Casement avec l'armée allemande ou
comme c¢eux de Nac Bride parmi les Boers en 1900, Partout ot l'on avait
combattu l'Angleterre, les Irlandals avalent été présents, et cette conduite
leur avait valu de riches moissons de jeunes hommes, la gloire d'une victoire
contr'e 1'Empire Britannique et la possibilité de développer leur langue ef leur
culture, l'essentiel en somme. Mais en Bretagne qu'avait-on fait ? La Bretagne
1‘1‘at1m;mle z.ivai‘c été absente en 1914 comme elle l'avait é&té en 1870 ou personne
n'avait tel.i;té‘ ni rébellion ni alliance ni méme tractation avec les Prussiens
victorieux. Cependant l'occasion avait été magnifique et 1'4poque on ne peut
plus favorable : Ou en serait aujourd‘hui la langue bretonne si un Etat Breton
avait alors été appelé A l'existence ! Et si l'affaire n'avait po.;s reussi, il en
serait au moins demeuré un exemple et un grand encouragement pour nous, pour
le futur. Hélas! Pour trouver la rouge présence du patriotisme breton, il
fallait remo:;ter a4 travers les hybrides complots de la chouannerie soutenus
par l'Angleterre jusqu'a la conjuration des Fréres Bretons alliés & 1'Espagne,
crime pour lequel quatre chefs bretons avaient été décapités par les francais a
¥antes en 1720, “"Est-ce que l'on se prépare en vue de la prnchaiﬁe occasion ™™
demand;!is-je 4 Marchal.

Fon on ne s'y prépara.it. pas encore mals les "vrais Breiz Atac" ne
bronchaient pas sur le principe. Toujours les "principes" ! Breiz Atao comme
Harianne, était-il voué & n'dtre que la pAture des avocats ? H'entendez point
par 14 que j'estime inutile de parler de ces questions. Point du tout. J'esprime
seulement que l'action domine la parole parce qu'elle ment plus difficilement et
évellle de ce fait davantage de crédibilité donc d'efficacité. N'y voyez point
non plus un bldme au Breiz-Atao d'alors : Ses moyens si réduits ne 'lui

permettalent guére de sortir du réle d'instituteur-camelot et cela du moins il
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le faisait vaillamment. Enfin nous ne. <.1evc.:n_ns pas oublier qu'‘au commencement
était le" Verbe" ; Brelz Atao se trouvait donc dans son commencement puisqu'il
avait le Verbe, et que ce Verbe ne s'était pas encore fait Chair...

La ville de Rennes devenait pour deux années mon quartier général. J'y
resseﬂntis' péniblement 1'absence de la mer que je n'avals Jemis perdue de vue
jusqu'alors, si ce n'est pour un maximum de quelques jours. La mer dans le
is.ays&ge, c'_Est une'échappée de liberté sur 1'illimité du monde ; c'est aussi la
simplicité !gé.amétrique et la droiture de l‘horizon au lieu de la limitation et
des tortuosités de ce c]ue l‘l:m: appelle un horizon terrestre. A Rennes j'avais
1'impression d'&tre étouffé au fond d'une cuvette poussiéreuse, enserré dans une
prison has;.ile et dévorante. Combiné & la nourriture des restaurants pauvres et
aux traces de ma typhoide, ce milieu me procura quelques troubles circulatoires
qui se traduisirent spirituellement par une certaine répugnance envers cette
ville. Plus t;rd ce fut pire encore A& Paris mais il ne dépendait pas de' moi de
fixer les lieux de mon séjour.

Ayant quitté la vue de la plaine marine quli est liberté, droiture, pureté
et santé, je restais avec le seul démon limitateur, tortueux et malsain. Un jour
que j'étais en proie‘ad ce dernler, il m'arriva de découvrir un coin de pays
modestement dissimulé qui suscita mon enthousiasme. C'était la carriére des

" buttes de Coésmes. Protégée 'pa.r ses bosquets et ses 'arbres qui poussent sur
d'antiques monticules de déblais, la carriére ou tant jadis l'on s'agita et l'on
peéina est devenue le domaine du zalme triomphant , d'un étang profond que ne
ride aucun vent, d'un silence qu'accuse de temps A autre le coassement d'un
batracien ou le saut d'une grenouille. Je ne passail plus aucun examen & Rennes
sans aller l'aprés-midi précédente m'étendre quelques heures au bord de son

étang muet, J 'y fus toutes fols que j'en eus le loisir lorsque me menacaient la
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nervosité et la police. J'y fus encore en‘44 peu avant l'arrivée des américains
mais alors j'avals appris A reconnaitre mon:-hétesse. Dame de la Mine, Dame de
la grotte, Dame des eaux, du silence et des bois, Dame d'ombre et de modestie,
jamais elle ne me marchanda son Bon-Secours dans l'inquiétude et les tourments.
Tou:ohrs elle me dispensa la paix de l'esprit et du corps, la quiétude
nécessaire et la confiance dans 1'issue.

?1 Re;'mes n'apparut d'abord comme la ville du démon, il me serait injuste
de lui déc.eim'er ce seul témoignage. Elle m'apparut encore sous un autre aspect,
celui que j'avails cherché en vain cinq ans auparavant : Renmnes fut une capitale
bretonne. Le souvenir des ducs bretons me fut perceptible dans la Porte
Mordelaise par laquelle ils faisalent leur premiére entrée daﬁs la ville, et
dans l'église Saint-Germain que Jj'élus pour mes dévotions. Puis le Palais des
Etats de Bretagne, somptueuse richesse intérieure, chadsse précieuse du passé de
la “prowince 'reputee étrangere”, joyau aujourd'hul profané par les Chl::a.ncux.
batiment saobre et net auquel fait grand défaut l'escalier extérieur qu'il eut
jadis en fagade. Quoiqu'ayant fortement subl 1'influence du goit francais comme
tout son entourage de la place du Palais la belle ordonnance et la sbbriété de
lignes de cet ensemble témoignent d'un destin de capitale dont la ville moderne
est bien loin. Toutefols, comme le léger surmonte le. lourd, l'esprit a dominé la
matiére et le féminin a survécu au masculin : Rennes a oublié ses rois et ducs
bretons mals elle honore toujours celle qui les a en sa garde. Vierge du Mont-
Dol protectrice de HNomince, Vierge du Menez-Hom protectrice du ro:. Grallonm,
elle est la Haute Reine devant laquelle le futur souverain enfermé dans l'église
de Bonne;chvelle passait a la veille de son courcnnement une nuit de priére
au-d:ssus de la ville. Les Rennais ne l'ont pas oublige. En ce point le plus

haut de leur cité, ils ont juché au sommet du clocher une énorme et brillante
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statue de la Reine des Cieux. C'es;; el-le qui signale au loin la wille.
Rayonnante et dorée, elle se détache sur .le fond du ciel qui lui fait un
manteau bleu et blanc. Question de goit prés, 11 n'y a pas plus grandiose image
de Celle que les Bretons de jadis appelaient Sulevia, mis A part le Soleil lui-

méme traversant les cieux.
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15. Premiers Congrés

Peu avant la fin de l'année scolaire, je découvris au Cercle Saint-Yves un
contemporain sympathisant. C'était un étudiant aux Beaux-Arts., I1 était
bretonnant, de Plouguerneau paroisse armoricaine comme Ploudalmezeau qui en est
€loigné de dix-sept kilométres. C'était un poulain de 1'Abbé Perrot fondateur du

! ;

Bleun—Brug.! alors vicaire dans cette paroisse. Ses parents étaient des
cultivateurs du rang I.e plus modeste, exploitant une petite ferme dans 1la
campagne. L'abbé avait remarqué ses aptitudes aﬁ dessin, l'avait encourage,
protége, et il me semble méme qu'il lul payait ses études.

Des le début des vacances je m'en fus le voir chez lui et il me mena taut
droit & 1'Abbé. Ce petit homme au regard pétillant de bienveillance rayonnait
une pureté si'mp}.e et la fermeté du roc. Il aimait & plaisanter, riait comme un
enfant et possédait une immense indulgence pour les choses superficielles
comme tous les hommes forts. Mais j'étais en Age et en état de sentir 1a-
dessaus l'inébranlabilité d'une solide foi bretonne et la combativité d'un
guerrier celte. Sa grande foi dépassait sa logique et les tempéraments
craintifs le reéputaient mauvais diplomate car il avait les vertus de l'enclume
qui appelle les coups ; mais n'est-ce pas sur l'enclume que se forgent les
armes 7 Je lui vouai d'emblée une vive affection et je suis sir que ce fut
réciproque. Dans ma solitude j'avals trouvé un Pére ! Tous deux nous avions le
sentiment de certaines différences dont naous conservions le respect car il ‘est
nécessaire que le Fils différe du Pére, sans quoi ils seraient une méme
Personnalité. Dés lors ma bicyclette ne chéma guére ; j'aurais eu bien de

1

l'argent & débourser si les ponts sur 1'Aber Benocet et l'Aber Vrac'h avaient &té
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des ponts & péage ! Sa présence n'instruisait autant que ses entretiens et
bieﬁtc‘it j'allai & Plouguerneau plus pour le voir que pour volr mon camarade.
Les Frangais qui l'ont impunémént assassiné en décembre 1943 savalent fort ce
qu'ils faisaient.

C'est aussi vers cette époque que Jj'eus un premier apergu de ce qui
m'apparait celte en fait de littérature. Je dis celte et non point de langue
b;‘et‘anne. -:Sans doute jé pruféése que ce qui est celte ne se développe
convena.b}.en::ent que dans son milieu naturel, le milieu de la langue celtique,
mals je ne puis admettr'e que les quelque deux cent mille noirs des Etats-Unis
qui s'expriment en galéique alent plus de titres & se prétendre celtes que la
mﬁjorité des Irlandais et Ecossals qui l'ont désappris, volre qu'une bonne
partie des Anglais, des Frangais et des Allemands occidentaux.

 Dés l'amnée précédente, Rc-'nparz Himon m'avait fait cadeau d'un exemplaire
de la "Vie de Salaiin® par Tanguy Malmanche et la lecture de cette traduction
frangaise m'avait produit une impression profonde. Pour la premiére fois peut-
&tre, l'art littéraire m'avait parlé. Halmanche obtint ainsi le plus haut
piédestal de mon temple et cette considération s'accrut encore quand je connus
ses' autres oeuvres notamment ‘Gurvan, Ar’ Baganiz et kou le Corbeau. Ce n'est
tau.'tefcis pas une adoration ;,c'est mieux, car j'y fals mes réserves. Cette
Q\tmosphére inhabituelle & la littérature frangaise, ce complexe d'inflexible
duretée et de sensibilité extréme, souvent revétu d.‘une ironie féroce, ce
complexe d'imagination fulgurante et de bon sens pointilleux, c'était cela "mon"
celtisme littéraire et je pouvals maintenant le goiter, plus dépouillé et plus
ancien, dans les adaptations bretonnes des récits épiques irlandais publiées
par Gwalarn. J'é¢tals maintenant & méme de lire le breton sans difficultés et me

précipitais avidement sur la littérature de ce genre.
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Cet été-la eut lieu le premier Cong‘reg de Breiz Atao, celui de Rosporden
en 1927 et pour un coup dessal ce fut de tous points remarquable. Je fis le
voyage depuis Brest en compagnie de -Roparz Hemon. J'étais & la fois
enthausiasmé et un peu anxieux quant aux résultats. Tandls que les arrivants
peuplaient les bistrots circumvoisins ou l'on parlottait ferme et buvait de
méme, Je me vois dans la grandel salle encore déserte ol je m'employai avec
Sbhie:; a p!'ainclre ces drapeaux bretons modernisés par Marchal et de facture si
cclmpliquée,‘: t:.andis que Roparz Hemon -arpentait solitairement le local. Avec
quelques autres contemporains dont la plupart ont disparu sans laisser de
traces, je participai au service d'ordre et montali ma premiére garde de nuit
autour des.drapeaux devant 1'hétel. Les socialistes nous étaient hostiles ; ils
nous cataloguaient de réactionnaires ; la plupart des catholiques voyaient en
nous des communistes, C'est assez dire la presse que nous avions dans le pays.
L'évéque de Ezuimper, le vieil Adolphe, nous avait suscité des difficultés de
derniére heure en interdisant au curé qul l'avaif accepté de célébrer une messe
chantée, le dimanche matin, & la mémoire des 250.000 Bretons “victimes" de la
guerre. Ce ne fut donc qu'une messe basse, aprés laquelle j'allai au service
protestant que fit 4 la méme intention un- ministre adhérent A Breiz Atao. Bref
tout se passa bien, méme la réun.i.un publique et contradictoire.

Au cours de ce Congrés, 1'Unvaniez Yaouankiz Vreiz se transforma en parti
politique comme-les-autres. A l'exemple des partis autonomistes alsacien-
lorrain et corse, elle prit le nom de "parti autonomiste breton, Strollad
Emrenerel Vreiz". Cela ne me plaisait guére car je ne fus jamals autonomiste
mais j'avais plus de confiance dans les hommes que dans les mots ; ainsi ce

nom facheux ne m'empécha pas d'y adhérer sur-le-champ.
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J'aurais bien voulu aﬁistér a l“elxmj-rsion finale & Douarnenez mals au
dernier moment Yasn Bricler me chargea de faire pour lui l'expédition d'un
vélo. Cela me valut de rester 4 peu prés seul dans la gare et de me faire
traiter de "vieux chouan" par quelques vauriens du crd. Je les traitai de
"fransquillons” et les hostilités n'allérent pas plus loin. C'était toujours la
guerre des mots.

, Le fl.endemain soir je rattrapal les excursionnistes & leur retour a
Kemper et gde' 1& nous partimes & plusieurs pour assister au Congrés du Bleun
Brug & St Pol-de-Léon, notre "Kaer Leon". En attendant la correspondance &
Morlaix, je me trouvai un instant sur le trottoir devant 1'hétel Bozellec avec
un des dél.égués alsaciens qui était 4 peu prés de mon Age, étudiant comme moi
et par suite abordable. De méme qu'a l'un des délégués flamands Franz Vildlers,
depuis avocat & Anvers, je lui trouvais une téte qui annongait tout le contraire
d'un farceur ‘et je me rappelle lul avoir exprimé mon impression que nous n-nus
rencontrerions encore dans notre lutte contre la France., C'était Hermann
Bickler. Tous deux nous fimes emprisonnés par les Frangais pendant 1'hiver 39-
40, lui & Nancy et mol & Rennes. Plus tard il fut mon colonel tandis que
*J*étais lieutenant commapdant la formation bretonne “Jean-Marie Perrot" dans
l'armée allemande en guerre contre la France. Le Congrés du Bleum-Brug & St
Pol, quoique plus théAtral et spectaculaire, m'a laissé peu de souvenirs. C'était
la grosse futaille de petite biére & coté du flacon d'eau-de-vie de Breiz-Ataa.
L'Abbé Perrot et quelques uns de ses collégues s'efforcaient ecclésiastiquement

& lul communiquer un caractére patriote breton par-dessous l'oeil rébarbatif et

méfiant du Trés-Puissant BEvéque de Kemper. Nous ne pouvions l'aider en rien ;

nous ne pouvicns que le compromettre.
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En fade spectateur dégagé de to;zige -responsabilité d'acteur, je gravitai
donc agréablement autour de Roparz Hemon, de Harchal, de Schier. Si je ne me
trompe, c'est 1a qu'eurent lieu des tractations avec un Monsieur décoré de
Saisy de Kerampuil qui détenait l'idée mirifique d'un Consortium Breton dirigé
par lui et dans lequel il elGt été désireux d'inclure toutes 1les “forces
bretonnes" y compris Brelz-Atao. Mails 11 eut beau agiter l'impressionante
d'evis:a "1'Union fait la- Force® nous n'ignorions pas non plus que "le
Hassemblemieni_; fait le Panier de crabes" et il fut unanimement refusé de laisser

comprometire Breiz-Atao 'dans ces brillantes fantaisies sans avenir.
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16. La Fédération des Etudiants de Rennes.

A la rentrée de novembre 1927, j'eus la grande surprise de rencontrer au
Cercle Saint-Yves plusieurs nouveaux venus portant l'insigne du parti, 1'hevoud,
qui était depuis 1920 l'insigne de l'Unvaniez Yaouankiz et ne se différenciait

E q'ue.plar lei' sens de rotation de ce qui plus tard fut connu comme la redoutable
- croix ga.mi:nee hitlérienne. Alors il n'y avait pas d'squivoque et ce signe
protecteur contre la Destruction, dont les anciens Celtes avalent fait un si

grand usage, fut toujours et fort logiquement le signe de Breiz Atao.

Il &tait de coutume A cette époque que tout membre d'une société
quelconque portat un insigne voisin du coeur, et méme du coeur un peu haut,
bien entendu ! A tout prendre, cet exhibitionnisme était plus discret que celui
des _chemises'de couleur, avec baudrier pour ne rien soutenir, coutume venue de
la Méditerrannée. Les gens orientés dans ce sens tentérent de l'acclimater chez
nous et elle exerca ses ravages jusqu'aux deux pdles de Notre monde, j'al nommé

l'Irlande et la Prusse.

. Attention aux pratiques spectaculaires ! Je ne saurais mieux comparer
leurs effets qu'a ceux de l'alcogl. Elles enivrent acteurs et spectateurs et les
font pénétrer dans des mondes fictifs dont 11 faut bien se garder d'abuser
surtout si l'on posséde un naturel inﬂammable., un coeur peuplé de désirs, une
Jeunesse avide et ik’xpérimentée. A 1'état d'exceptions elles peuvent constituer
un bon stimulant mais & doses répétées elles peuvent provoquer le divorce
entre l'imagination et la nécessité ; elles créent des mondes le plus souvent
en concurrence avec le monde réel, faussant toutes les expériences, mélangeant

inextricablement erreurs et vérités. L'esprit de bomme foi ne peut bientét plus
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s'y reconnazitre, il affole la boussole c{e _scm bon sens, trouble sa vue et son
sens prophétique, erre lamentablement dans ce qu'il croit étre ses vocations et
finit dans le pessimisme voire le nibilisme. Vous qui étes inflammables et
droits, méfiez-vous des procédés qui provoquent l'enivrement ! Gardez-vous
toujours une bonne dose d'ironie pour dissoudre les vernis trompeurs qui
enrobent les idoles. Alors vous les verrez dans leur nudité, alors se
déguxffleraé ce qui est baudruche gonflée de vent et vous affinerez votre sems
pour la '&:érita‘ble beauté qui est aussi la belle vérité. Et sl vous étes des
hommes de courage vcms‘ la poursulvrez inlassablement coite que coite ; votre
vie sera une belle vie et une louange dans l'éternité pour le Createur-Créature.
Remercions Jakez Riou d'avoir appliqué ce traitement aux idoles vernissées.
Voyez ce qu'il reste des sociétés similifolkloriques aprés “Gorsez digor" mais
voyez par contre ce que devient Nominoe aprés "Nominoé, ohé". Jeunes gens
droits et fi;ars. gardez-vous du bourrage de cradne comme spectateur et encore
plus comme acteur. Le monde quli est de l'autre cété de la rampe ou de la
balustrade peut séduire, mais il n'a jamais formé que l'espéce d'hommes dont il
a besoin, c'est-a-dire des illusionistes et des comédiens. Laissez ce lieu a
ceux qul vont l'occuper par la vertu de. leur nature ou quli s'y trouvemt par
suite de l'accoutumance qui est .une seconde nature. Que votre seul théatre soit
celui de votre seule vie, que le monde de votre nécessité soit en méme temps le
monde de vas illusions !

Mais cela, c'était alors le futur. Pour le moment, j'étais tout a4 la joie
d'avoir trouvé des semblables dont la présence me procurait un milieu favorable
a l'accroissement de ma polarité. La recherche du nmilieu opposé comme on
l'observe dans le combat, le mariage, la physique et la chimie est 1‘indice

d'une activité parvenue a sa maturité efficace, d'une activité ayant perdu la
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faculté de croitre. Il n'est pas sage d'atteler le poulain & la charrue, de méler
jeunes males et femelles, de mettre en utilisation un accumulateur dont la
charge n'est pas achevée... i

Bref, Jje me réjouissais de la compagnie de mes semblables, ce qui
témoignait de mes capacités & croitre, et n'en demandais pas plus. C'est depuis
que ce phénoméne m'est apparu comme un probléme assez ardu : Comment peut-il
so.a faire cilue pendant le processus de croissance les péles de méme ‘nom se
contactent :albn:." qu.e Ln ‘ﬁaeficn .spontanée de leur maturité est la recherche du
'palé de nom cnntfa.ire '? Clest 1a qu'il me semble devoir é&tre convenable de
supposer 1'intervention d'une .puissance extérieure que J'appelle "esprit" et qui,
avec l'énergie et la matiére, constitue les Trois Aspects de la Puissance.
L'esprit qui nous réunissait malgré notre similitude, c'était celul que détenait
Breiz Atao, }e nationalisme breton, la volonté celte. Mais d'od tirait-il ce
pouvoir car daps les transformations rien ne se perd et rien ne se creée,
l'esprit étant soumls comme Toute Puissance au grand Principe de Conservation
qui est l'expression de 1'Eternité 7 Aujourd‘hui il me semble avoir résolu ce
probléme. La volonté celte réunit des hommes pour la vie et la mort, ce que ne
fait guére la Cause de la charcuterie. Et cela vient de ce que personne n'est
'mnr% pour la Chﬁrcuterie. La .puissance du patriotisme celte provient des
sacrifices de tous ceux qui lul ont volontairement donné leur souci, leur sante,
leur déclin et leur mort depuis Vercingétorix et avant jusqu'a les Jasson et
aprés. C'est ainsi gque j'introduis 1'esprit, mal défini par certains sous le
terme d"™énpergie vitale", dans le grand cycle de la Puissance dont 1'énergie et
la matiére sont deux des Trols-Visages.

Cette fois je reviens A mon histoire.
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Donc nous fimes égalemel;t em;l:m‘a:mges de trouver un petit Congres
permanent dont le noyau fut constitué par. mon camarade de Plouguerneau, au
autre de Kemper, Berthou de Saint-Brieuc et moil. Comme les riches attirent les
préts, notre noyau attira les adhésions et bilentdt nous nous trouvdmes au
nombre de vingt & ving-cing. Quelle exaltation du sentiment de puissance ! Hous
résolimes de fonder un groupe constitué et reconnu ; nous relevdmes le titre de
F'édérlation;: des Etudlants Bretons et nous plagdmes sous la suzeraineté de
Breiz—htac:;! Celui-ci nous donnait les directives et pous lui falsions une
ardente propagande pan;i les étudiants et dans la ville de Remnmes. Berthou fut
le président et moi le secrétaire.

Cette brave Fédération des Etudiants Bretons de -Remmes devait subir
plusieurs éclipses. La nétre était la deuxiéme du nom et ne fut pas la
derniere. Toutes, elles moururent lentement lorsque s'en allaient les
déterminants de leur noyau, Et puls, aprés quelques années, les Lycées et
Colléges déléguaient & 1'Université une nouvelle bordée de bizuths qui la
ressuscitalent. La puissance du patriotisme breton n'était pas suffisante a
entretenir un feu continu mais seulement une série de flambées.

Le Kemperois qui préparait Médecine devint mon ami particulier. Hous
sortions ensemble le plus possible. I1 s'institua mon professeur de
conversation bretonne et refusait de m'entendre si je ne m'exprimais pas en
breton. C'était encore difficile pour moi. Plusieurs fois je lul demandai la
grice d'une petite pause mails il fut toujours intraitable quoique souriant. Je
lui en al beaucoup de reconnaissance : c'est gréce a lui que j'arrival a parler
couramment le breton.

Hous étions maintenant trois étudiants & fréquenter régulidrement les

cours de Celtique de la Faculté des Lettres et a y apporter un élément
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prometteur d'avenir. Au kemperuis.et a ﬁc;i g'était adjoint un étudiant en Droit
de Daoulas, un nommé Le Bras qui fut depuls juge d'instruction & Fantes ou je
repris personnellement contact avec lui en 1943 peu de temps avant qu'il ne
fut assassiné par les Frangails. Un jour le professeur déclara devant la Vieille
Garde que nos devoirs témoignajent tous trois d'une bonne connaissance de la
langue bretanne ; j'en fus particuliérement flatté car les deux autres, étaient
br"etm}nantag: de naissance.

Clest ‘fnu-_ cours de cette année~lA que je lial connaissance avec les deux
sommets du Breiz-Atao &'alurs ; Mordrel et Debauvais, qui furent deux hommes
éminents chacun & sa maniére. _

Debauvais &tait un homme tenace, prét & toutes les miséres, et avait
prouvé ses capacités en se faisant lui-méme une bonne instruction car il était
de trés petite extraction. C'étalt un homme d'une grande foi, doué d'un sclide
bon sens. De plus courageux et brave, assumant toutes les responsabilités
lorsque les autres se ﬁémbaient ; peu & peu 1l se chargea de tous les pensunms
qu'on lui laissait, l'administration, la publication de la revue, la recherche si
ingrate des ressources financiéres auxquelles les siennes propres étaient
totalement sacrifiées. Il possédait la principale des vertus du réalisateur, la
stabilité fonciére, qui garantit la continuité l'ceuvre bors de laquelle aucume
tradition ne peut se constituer. Il devint bien vite le gouvernail ;:olitique‘
veillant au maintien de la ligne de conduite de Breiz-Atac d'une maniére fort
bheureuse pour son indépendance au milieu des compromissions de toutes sortes
qui nous sollicitaient de la gauche et de la droite. J'al eu parfaite confiance
en sa direction, et en son efficacité Jjusqu'a ce que 1'6tat de sa santé le
privit de ses moyens. Au demeurant Debauvals était un homme simple,

bienveillant, sans faiblesse dévoué & son oeuvre, capable d'éveiller une
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véritable affection - et il a eu la mienne. Sa santé qu'il négligea complétement
pour son service ne se rétablit jamais de 1'année de prison que les Francais
lui infligérent A la veille de la guerre. Il mourut aprés une longue maladie au

printemps de 1944 flaissant 4 la cause nationale bretonne une contribution
d'importance capitale et un exemple magnifique qui fructifiera tant qu'il y aura

des Bretons.

}(nrd:{el était d'un genre tout-a-fait différent et constitua avec Debauvais
une excel].!enz‘.e équipe.: Esprit brillant, artiste intelligent et ruisselant
d'assurance, il fut si 1l'on peut dire la grand'voile du navire de Breiz-Atao
dont Debauvais fut le gouvernail. J'éprouvai toujours une vive admiration pour
ses talent‘_-: et il exerca d'abord sur moi un grand effet de séduction. ](ai;.s bién
vite il me fallut apprendre & développer de la méfiance envers l'application
qu'il ferait de ses talents. Tant que Debauvais put jouer auprés de lui le réle
d'une digue c;nalisante, le résultat fut heureux. Privé de celui-ci et aussi de
Yann Bricler qul fut assassiné par les Francais en 1943, Mordrel devenait plus
dangereux qu'utile. Bien qu'il ne soit pas mort, je parle de lui au passé afin
d'ignorer sa conduite pendant les années 44 et 45.

L'année 1928 fut aussi si je ne me trompe l'année du procés alsacien &
Kolmar. Nous y fimes représentés par un avocat de Kemper qui eut A son retour
l'occasion de nous parler dans le sein de notre Fédération. Ses commentaires
d'avocat furent surprenmants : -"Tout cela, voyez-vous ce sont des mots ! Avec
ces Frangais il n'y a rien & faire. Une seule conduite possible : "Prendre les
armes !" Bien entendu il obtint un vif succés d'applaudissements. C'était

apparemment tout ce qu'il désirait car nous ne le revimes jamais plus par la

suite.
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Mes sentiments & 1l'égard de l'Allelmagne s'étaient alors notablement
modifiés. Du stade de puissance éirangére menagant un ennemi commun elle était
en train de passer A celul de puissance sympathique. Le film "Metropolis” y fut
pour quelque chose. Blen que la thése sociale du film me parait sujette a
caution, sa facture si originale parmi les spectacles & notre portée me
produisit un effet assez amalogue & la lecture de la "Vie de Salain* et des
épqpél&s deg' la vieille littérature celtique. Ce film n'était d'ailleurs pas un
premier cd!n‘te;nct. En cla‘ase de huitiéme j'avals eu comme prix d'excellence les
“Contes d'Autrefois”, une adaptation pour la jeunesse du poéme des Nighbelungen,
;at sa lecture maintes fois répétée m'avait déja causé une impression profonde.
Plus tard ;au Lycée j'avals vu mon premier film allemand , " Siegfried”, dont
j'avais copieusement révé. Il -me fallut donc admettre que "Metropolis" n'était
pas un cas isolé mais représenﬁtnit une culture germanique parente de la culture
celtique et s‘usceptible de satisfaire ma persaonnalité profonde que la France et
la latinité avaient été incapables d'éveiller. Ainsi naquit en moi le sens du
nordisme.

Avant les examens nous déciddmes de cléturer l'activité de notre
Fédération par un pélerinage au champ de bataille de Saint-Aubin du Cermier.
Fous étions une quinzaine de spécimens auxquels s'étalent adjoints Marchal et
Debauvais avec trois ou quatre autres "militants” de Rennes. Le "Petit Monsieur®
nous débarqua vers neuf heures & la station de Saint-Aubin, Aprés avolr
comandé & 1'Hétel de Bretagne le repas destiné a devenir de tradition, nous

" nous rendimes en troupe vers la lande de la Rencontre.
J'étais tout yeux et tout oreilles pour sulvre les explications tactiques

de Xarchal et Debauvais d'aprés La Borderie. C'était la premiére fois que Je
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foulais consciemment ‘1:|n lieu oi l'on avalt combattu pour ma cause, et ce lieu
était aussi celui od, pour la derniére fois, on avait combattu pour elle.

Le pelerin de Terre Sainte gravissant le mont des Oliviers ne pouvait
con.templer les lieux d'un oeil plus avide et son coeur n'etait pas plus pret
que le mien & accueillir le miracle. ‘

Ainsi ce paysage si breton, ces rochers, ces landes, ces prairies - sinon
ces bois ?e pins - ils avajent été témoins, ils avalent yu dénouer de fagon

sanglante fgle fil de la vieille tradition bretonne. Quatre cent quarante ans
venaient de i:asser. et :personne ne s'était présenté pour relever le royaun; de
Hominoe. Je scrutals ardemment le visage des lieux pour y surprendre le
tressaille-ment qu'ilne pouvait méme avoir en recevant notre premiére visite, &
nous, si nous étions véritablement ceux-la. Méme si nous étions destinés &
échouer, il ne pouvait pas ignorer qu'au moins nous le tenterions et que ce
serait notre vie. Cela devait suffire. Je le pressentais. Si sirement que jJe
n'éprouvais aucun besocin de me faire approuver. I

Je tac.ha.is donc & m'imprégmer de ce paysage qui était appelé 4 jouer un
réle important dans ma vie. Les explications terminées je quittai la troupe
pour mieux &tre, si je puis dire, dans lav peau des choses et c'est alors que le
miracle se produisit :

Au milieu de pierrailles‘ quartzeuses qui sont la roche du pays, je
reconnus tout & coup l'aspect inattendu et familier de mon granit léonais. Par
curiosité j'isolai le caillou, le déchaussement de la terre ou il était
partiellement engagé. "Quelle dréle de forme" pensai-je, puis tout-a-coup :
"Mails c'est la téte d'une croix, d'une croix de granit ' En fidéle lecteur de
1'Histoire de Bretagne Danio, je savais que sur le champ de bataille avaient é&té

érigees deux croix de granit qui furent abattues par la Révolution francaise.
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D'un coup Jje vis clair et 1'enthuusia51;1e .me submergea. - “D.,E.,F.C., venez,
venez ! J'al trouvé ume croix de granit, sans doute une de celles que la
Révolution frangaise a abattues !" Debauvais et les autres vinrent aussi. La
pierre passa de mains er mains dans un silence relatif. Tout naturellement elle
se trouva portée au point le plus haut du voisinage, dmoins d'une encdblure du
lieu ot je la découvris. Un Malouin nommé Pipard qui était venu de Saint-XNalo a
bicys%ette pnus dit : ~"Noi j'ai 1'habitude de magonner. Ce midi nous achéterons
du ciment ;u_buugg et nous reviendrons cimenter la croix ici.” Ce qui fut fait,
la ai elle est depuis. ' -

Veuillez croire que tous se répandirent dans le voisinage et qu'il fut

considére, Ecntemple et fouillé sur chaque métre carré, mais sans succés : Pas
trace d'autre caillou granitique..Je ne le regrettai point. Le prapre du miracle

étant de sortir des régles ; la répétition n'amoindrit-elle pas le caractére
miraculeux ?.. Tout ce que l'on trouva,ce fut un serpent qu'ils
tuerent sur place,croyant bien faire.

Lt'apres midi nous revinmes avec le ciment. Les ruisseaux
etaient secs. D. C. et moi allames chercher de l'eau dans la

ferme qui est sur la hauteur de:l'autre cote de la route. Nous
¥y trouvames un vieux paysan qui avait jadis fait son serwice a
Guingamp, ou il avait appris quelque peu de breton; il fut heu-
reux de nous etaler ses connaissances; il se souvenait que 1lit

se disait "gwele" et maison-"ti", que pain, viande, eau et vin

se disaient bara, kig, dour et gwin. Et il nous fit boire son
cidre.

Une fois la croix cimentee, nous saluames sa nouvelle carriere
d'un‘chant de Bro Goz et nous rentrames a Saint-Aubin. Il me sou-
vient encore qu'en attendant l'heure du train nous visitames les
ruines du chateau sous la conduite d'une vieille Tregorroise fixee
dans le pays et qui fut ravie de pouveir s'entretenir en breton
avec nous. Decidement Saint-Aubin du Cormier, Loquelven am Marot,
etait plus bretonnant que nous ne l'imaginions,

J'etais plein de confiance du fait de notre trouvaille; car
alors je pensais ainsi. N'avions-nous pas tous l1a, la meme volon-
te,le meme age, a peu pres la meme inexperience et les memes possi-
bilites? N'etions-nous donc pas egaux et l'heureux augure ne s'ap-

pliquait-il pas a nous tous egalement? Depuis, 1'experience m'a

rudement appris a rectifier mes ¢royances sur ce point, a adopter
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la dure mais fiére conviction que les Dieux n'agirent point par
caprice le jour ol ils placérent sur mes pas l'ancienne croix

de granit abattue avec le nom de la Bretagne.

17.- L'éte de 1928.

A la session de juin 1928, je me présentai aux certificats
de Mécanique rationnelle et Physique génerale et les obtins tous
les deux avec mention..J'avais aussi suivi les cours de calcul
différentiel et intégral; tuftefois j'estimais imprudent de pré-
parer les trois examens enscmble et réservai$ ce dernier pour la

" session de novembre. Puis je m'enfuis aussitdt vers la mer.

IIl he souvienk qu'une fois,rentrant de Rennes vers cette épo-
que, Roparz Hemont m'annonga qu'aurait lieu le lendemain le premier
examen du Simbol,preécurseur de l'actuel Trec'h. En souvenir du
"Symbole" que dans les pays bretonnants des instituteurs donnent
4 porter 4 ceux de leurs éléves qu'ils surprennent & parler breton
ce pour quoi ils sont punis en fin de journéde, Gwalarn avait ins-
titué un examen permettant de s'assurer des capacitéds effectives
du candidat, tant dans la langue écrite que dans la langue parlce.
Les lauréats avaient le droit de porter un insigne grice auquel
ils se reconnaitraient et on leur délivrait ce Simbol moyennant
engagement de n'utiliser que le breton dans leurs relations mu-
tuelles écrites et orales. Je n'étais pas préparéd 4 1l'examen et
craignais d'&tre encore insuffisamment docte. Cependant, sur ses
instances, je m'inscrivis et passai en compagnie d'une demi-dou-
zaine d'autres jeunes Gwalarnisfes, entre autres Jeostin et Corfa
dont je fis alors la connaissance. Outre Roparz Hemon les exami-
nateurs étaient Drezen et Riou. Il me semble que tous les candi-
dats furent admis. Un mauvais cété de ce succés est que cela fai-
sait deux insignes d porter simultanédment. J'eus pour la premiére
fois le regret de ne pas tenir un engagement.: je décidai qu'un
seul insigne me suffisait et j'élus le Simbol & la place de 1'He-
voud, non parce qu'il était plus nouveau mais siirement parce qu'il
était plus rare et plus difficile & obtenir.

De Ploudalmezeau je repris aussitot mes visites & 1'abbé Perrot
qui m'embaucha bient8t pour le pélerinage de Plouguerneau & Sainte-
Anne-d'Auray le 26 juillet. '

Ce fut un enchantement de partir avec mes camarades de Plouguer-

neau b oune trentaine de paysans des deux sexes sous la paternelle
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direction de¢ L'abbd. Le breton &tait la seule Langue employéb.
Nous remplissions deux grands autccdr5.” L'abbé,qui connaissait

et aimait sa Bregagne,avait l'art de faire de ce pélerinage un

vrai pélerinage breton. Nous arrfitions en route pour admirer los
anciennes églises,mais aussi les mégalithes,les chdteaux,les pay-
sages. Nous fimes halte au Folgoat,le coecur et sanctuaire du

Léon au chateau de Ker jean,cette merveille de la Renaissance bre-
tonne. Nous arretdmes au Roc'h Trevezel pour admirer du sommet

les vastes plaines l€éonaises qui s'étendent au nord jusqu'a la mer
et le paysage tourmente du Poher qui ferme l'horizon du sud. Puis
nous adqirimes au Uhelgoat les entassemé;ts de roches titanesques,
a Kélveﬁ la tour magnifique dans sa solitude, 4 Bieuzy les falaises
de roché qui surploibent le cours du Blavet. Pour le bon abbe cela
faisait partie du pélerinage presque au méme titre que Keranna. La
Bretagne et Sainte Anne pour lui c'€tait tout un. Et il était dans
la vraie tradition celtique qui, & travers l'hébraique Anna, conti-
nue a adorer la déesse Anu des anciens Celtes, la Danu de la mytho-
logie iroise, la Vieille-Mére, la Terre natale, la Grand'Mare des
Dieux et des Hommes. Comme autrefois l'on promenait son effigie
parmi les,champs sur son char 1' "Anureda", nous continuons a 1la
porter en procession avant d'aller récolter les moissons qu'elle
porte chaque annde pour nourrir ses enfants. Si Keranna est son
sanctuaire de prédilection, Elle est toute la Bretagne, Elle est la
Patrie elle-méme, présente sur tout son domaine. Lorsqu'au soleil
couchant nous agppergumes & l'horizon la statue qui couronne son
temple, but de notre voyage, tous se levérent ensemble et le canti-
que gMe breton 4 Sainte Anne jaillit spontanédment de la ferveur gé-
nérale...Le soir méme nous participions & sa grande procession noc-
turne et je portais en son honneur une des lourdes banniéres de
Plouguerneau que nous avions emmendes avec nous. Le lendemain mati
nous trouva 4 la messe de l1l'abbé, puis 4 son sermon breton.

Nous revinmes par Saint Rivoal et Saint-Kado. C'était mon pre-
mier voyage a4 l'interiur du pays en dehors des lignes de chemin de
fer et j'en revins émerveillé, ne doutant pas d'aveoir atteint le
fond de la Personnalité bretonne.

Puis il y eut le Congrés de Breiz Atao 4 Chateaulin, congrés tré
peupl€ suivi par plusieurs centaines de personnes et qui donnait un
impression de maturité évoluéde par rapport a celui de Rosporden 1'a

née précédente. Nombreuses &dtaient les délégations étrangéres. Les
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Irlandais avaient amend un compatriote sauvage authentique qui pe
Lail Lla ¢ourte jupe et joua sur Le-sommet du Menez=Hom de magnili-
ques mélodies g_.',-"aéliquu:i avece cel instrument savant el compliqud
qu'est la cornemuse "a coude". Les Alsaciens dtaient venus assez
nombreux pour que l'Action [rancaise témoignat d'un vil déplaisir
"3 entendre parler allemand jusqu'au fond du Finistére". Un enthot
siaste délégue corse fit une allocution dans laquelle il annonga
son intention de vouloir apprendre le breton mais je ne sais pas
s'il mit son intention & exécution. Il y eut des danses bretonnes

et toutes sortes d'exhibitions jusqu'a celle du barde Fanch Gourvi

. qui me parut alors sympathique; depuis il a eu¥ la Légion d'Honneu

et'a chanté tout autre chose. La gendarmerie fut aussi de la féte
au nom'dg la Loi frangaise de laquelle ils avaient extrait qu'il
€tait interdit dfarborer des drapeaux bretons en Bretagne; ils vin
rent enlever militairement le drapeau du congrés de la fenéftre de
la salle et l'installérent d'autant plus solidement dans les coeur

Ce congrés de Chateaulin fut la manifestation la plus totale du
nationalisme breton 3 laquelle il m'ait été donné d'assister. A
c3té des "jeunes de Breiz Atao" étaient venus se ranger les précur
seurs du, premier parti nationaliste breton, celui de 1911. Le Mer-
cier d'Erm était 14 et nous fit une allocution. Maurice Duhamel
entrait dans le comité directeur de Breiz Atao et lui communiqua
une tendance gauchiste,fédéraliste et démocratique & laquelle nous
ne pXrétidmes d'abord aucune attention et qui fut accueillie comme
lui-méme dans l'enthousiasme général. Il me semble que ce fut & ce
congrés de Chateaulin que fut créé le comité central des Minorités
Nationales de France entre les directions des trois partis autono-
mistes alsacien-lorrain,breton et corse. Cette excellente insti-
tution sera a ressusciter dés que possible.

Aprés le congrés de Breiz Atao eut lieu comme d'habitude le con-
grés du Bleun-Brug. Puis il fallut revenir au monde des nécessité:
et se préparer pour la rentrée.

Mon intention était de préparer Chimie genhérale l'annde suivante
J'avais gard€ pour la fin le principal morceau, le terme désiré de
mes études de licence. Sa préparation 4 Rennes demandait deux ans;
comme je n'avais plus que lui & décrocher, je pensais bien pouvoir
le faire en un an mais cela m'obligeait & me rendre a Paris. Ce
serait une année financiérement cofiteuse. Dans le but de diminuor
les frais pour mes grands-parents, je sollicitai et obtins un PoOstL

de surveillant au collége Sainte-Barbe. Puis Je retournai i la
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session de novembre de la Facultd de Rennes qui me décerna le corti
ficat de Calcul ditférentiel et intépral.

Maintenant licencie en Mathematiques, je rejoignis Paris qui de-

. . - . i .
venait pour plusieurs années mon quartier genéral scolaire.

18.- La Sorbonne.

Les éléves du Collége Saint-Barbe constituaient un milieu fort
différent du milieu relativement calme et docile des lycées bretons
les éléves &taient presque tous pensionnaires et comprenaient une
majorité'de Parisiens et de Juifs, malins comme singes, trés irres-
pectmeuxéet indisciplinés. Moyennant environ cinq heures de sur-
veillance par jour j'avais une petite chambre mansarde sous les
toits, me; repas gfatuits au refectoire et une soixantaine de franc:
par mois. C'était honn€te mais il n'était pas possible de faire
grandSEhpse en étude A4 cause de la malignité des eléves. Les petit
au-dessoﬁs de quatorze ans étaient encore d'un maniement facile
moyennant quelques allures terrorisantes. Les grands,qui prépa-
raient des examens et dont plusieurs avaient mon 8ge et meme davan-
tage,ne c%usaient pas non plus de difficultés; il suffisait de les
laisser faire ce qu'ils voulaient sous la seule condition de ne pas
8tre bruyants. Les plus difficiles étaient ceux des classes de tro:
siéme,seconde et premiére qui me valurent quelques pénibles chahuts
dans leurs heures nerveuses qui sont onze heures du matin et de deu:
4 six l'apres-midi. En ceci ils se comportent exactement comme le
populaire. Le matinbéégcgggt mal éveillés et l'on peut presque tout
faire sans entrainer/de réaction. Le mauvais moment est l'apres-
midi lorsqu'ils en ont fini avec leur digestion.

Je me fis 14 un camarade, un collédgue matin€ de Béihais et de
Basque qui en dehors de son activité universitaire était le pro-
fesseur de frangais d'un meédecin japonais de l'école traditionnelle
Celui-ci €tait venu étudier 3 Paris les méthodes de la médecine oc-
cidentale., J'ai entretenu des relations assez suivies avec eux
deux jusque dans les années qui ont préocéde la guerre. Je leur doi
beaucoup d'apergus trés intéressants et avant tout la conception de
1'unité fonciére de 1l'individu humain y compris ses excréments de
toute nature tels ses pensées, ses croyances, ses enfants et son
dcriture, unité sur laqﬁelle on peut agir plus ou moins par le choi
de son "alimentation", c'est a dire ce qu'il mange,l'air qu'il res-
pire, le milieu ol il vit, les lectures, spectacles,enseignements,

relijgions,coutumes et pratiques diverses qui concourent a ltalimen-
ter.



Biographie-Memoires 167

BIOGRAPHLIE - MEMULRES. S5h4%*

A la Sorbonne je suivais les cours de Chimie géndrale pour mon
examen. Mes professeurs-y furent-Aoger, Urbain, Pascal et Mme Ra
mart. De plus™je suivais a Il'Ecole de Chimie de la Ville de Pari
les cours de Radioactivité de Perrin et de Mme Curie, cours qui
m'intéressaient prodigieusement., J'y fis la connaissance d'un
Suisse alemanique de mon fge avec lequel je commengai & apprendre
l'allemand dont l'€étude m'apparaissait devoir étre fort utile. Ma
pour le moment cela n'alla pas trés loin.

Mes véritables camarades, je les trouvai & la section parisien:
du parti qui était fort nombreuse et ol l'on parlait bien. C'est |
que Jje fis la connaissance de Mr et de~la famille Guiyesse,de Gir:z
et, de nombreux autres. A c6té de la section de Paris, il y avait
le tré; nationaliste Cercle Celtique du brave Mr Reégnier qui nous
réuniss#it pour épprendre les chants bretons en vue de ses exhibi-
tions et aussi pour apprendre le breton & ses cours hebdomadaires
de la Sorbonne professés par l'abbé Léon. Cet abbé était trés sym
pathiqﬁe. Je me souviendrai toujours du culte particulier qu'en
tant que Tregorrois il vouait & Saint Yves. Il se fachait tout
rouge si quelqu'un faisait allusion 4 Sainte Anne:"C'est Saint Yve
qui est le patron de la Bretagne, et lui seul! D'abord il est bret
et puis.il a fait quelque chose pour la Bretagne,lui! Qu'est-ce
aue cette Sainte Anne qui n'a jamais mis le pied chez nous? Cette
“uive (sic) qui n'a rien & faire avec nous ni de prés ni de loin!
"C'est une grave erreur et une usurpation insupportable que son
Prétendu patronage sur la Bretagne! Ne nous'y trompons pas!..."

Tout ceci me donnait déja pas mal d'occupations. Il faut croir
que je ne l'estimais pas sdffisant car je m'employai avec plusieur:
specimens de mon espdce+d fonder une section de la Fédération des
Etudiants Bretons. Un Normalien de Kemper fut notre président et Jj¢
fus secrétaire. Nous entretenions de bonnes relations avec la Féds
ration de Rennes que continuait d diriger Berthou. Un de mes bons
amis dans cette Fedération fut un Centralien de 2e année nommé le
Nestic, comme moi assidu de la Section et du Cercle celtique. Il
amena une fois deux de ses bizuths bretons qui avaient mon dge et
gXEXXXXIRZX ves lesquels je me sentis tout de suite fort attiré€.
C'est ainsi que je rencontrai pour la premiére fois mes amis B. et

En dehors de sa vingtaine de membres bretons, notre Fédération
regut la visite de jeunes étudiants étrangers comme il s'en trouve
toujours & Paris. L'un d'entre eux, un Hongrois nommé Pardanyi,

nous fréquenta assez assidiment et fit plus tard dans son pays une
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trés bonne thése sur lo¢ mouvement breton, thése que Gerhart tradui-
sit plus tard et fit publier en allemand et en frangais pEndant-la
guerre. Un autre €tait mon colléguec au Collége Sainte Barbe.C'd&taj
un Juif nationaliste tunisien.; il s'abonna & Breiz Atao et souscri
vit méme pour lui. On peut voir beaucoup de choses & Paris...

Notre Feédération fit méme imprimer une affiche bilingue mi-parti
gR breton et francais pour inviter les étudiants bretons. Mais 1'af
fichage en revenait si cher que nous alldmes une nuit, le Normalier
et moi, les coller nous-mémes sur les placards publics dans le quar
tier des étudiants. Elles disparurent presque aussitdt: les pro-
fessionnels des sociétés d'affichage les recouvrirent d'autres af-
fiches ?arce que nous ne leur avions pas payé le tribut coutumier.
Leur racketxing 4 eux fonctionnait"librement". Clest 1a que Jje pri
conscienc; de ce éu'est la vraie liberte, non pas la Liberté thédo-
rique que l'on inscrit partout, mais la liberté pratique qui s'abat
sur deux cate€gories ennemies, la liberté des uns qui signifie l'es-
clavage‘des autres. Qu'est la liberte en démocratie sinon, comme
partout ailleurs, l'obligation pour les moins puissants de subir la
loi dict€e par les plus puitssants? On vous laisse en principe le
droit de protester en vous soumettant, mais 3 quoi cela avance-t-il
Partout eL toujours le probléme de la liberté n'est au fond qu'un
probléme de puissance...Ce n'est peut-&tre pas trés joli mais 1'on
s'expose @ toutes sortes de néfastes illusions si l'on veut consi-
dérer les choses autrement. Et il est mal considéré d'en convenir
comme aussi de nommer par son nom le Souverain de la démocratie qui
est "Hypocrisie®,

Aux réunions de la section j'appris encore a perdre des illusion
ce qui est souvent pénible mais toujours utile. N'avez-vous pas
remarqué que l'utilité, comme aussi la vérité, sont presque tou:
Jours les fruits d'une souffrance? Et qu'un monde qui prétend/gli—
miner la souffrance, l'inquiétude et les malheurs se condamne par’
1a-méme 4 n'Etre qu'un monde d'illusions et d'erreurs?

Voici comment la chose se produisit: il fut une fois question de
faire une conférence publique 4 la Salle du Faubourg. Parlant en
notre nom i tous, Mr Guyiesse pria Mr Duhamel, du Comite directeur
de Breiz Atao, notre orateur le plus habile et le plus €loguent,
d'y prendre la parole. Celui-eci s'y récusa: -"Aprés une telle pu-
blicité la Société des Compositéurs frangais pourrait m'exclure et
Je perdrais la pension qu'elle doit me donner dans quelques années.’

Comment? Avais-je bien entendu? Je ne pouvais en croire mes oreille:
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/notre "cheg"

/ donc

Un de nos"granﬁ chefs" se récusait parce qu'il pourrait y perdre
une petite pension hypotﬂéﬁique d*une socidtd frangaise dans un
délai de plusieurs années? Clétait cela la mesure de sa confiance
dans le mouvement breton pour lequel il faisait de si éloquents
appels aux sacrifices personnels des adhérents? C'était 1ld la mesu
e lu foi de cet homme/qui parlait si bien? Hélas! J'en tombai de
plusieurs coudees...Mais je n'ai jamais &té de nature pessimiste.
Je conclus bien vite que moi du moins je ne pensais pas &tre de
cette espece et que slrement il y en avait d'autres comme moi. De
ce Jjour, tout en continuant d'admirer les talents de ce Monsieur,
Jje réa;isai ce que Gerhart devait formdler plus tard: " Pour nous,
1'inteiligence n'est pas une vertu". Aujourd'hui mon expérience
me permet méme d'y ajouter" Ils sont rares et hautement précieux
ceux chez qui l'intelligence accompagne la vertu." Il me faut tou-
tefois,afin de prévenir les commentateurs, déclarer que ce que nou:
appelons vertu n'a rigen & voir avec la virginité des pucelles ni
l'innocence des enfants de choeur.

Cette annfe-ld aussi tout mon entourage se ligua pour me faire
prendre la décision d'entrer d 1'Ecole Centrale. Si j'étais, comme
probable; regu cette annéde-la 4 Chimie générale, je pouvais entrer
en seconde année de Centrale & condition de satisfaire aux examens
g€néraux de premiére année. Le Docteur Lorin de Ploudalmezeau
vieil ami de mon grand-pére, y poussait ferme et me voyait bientdt
en gros directeur d'industrie. Mon frére Francis,qui €tait major de
1'Ecole Navale,y poussait aussi. Mon camarade Le Nestic me promet-
tait ses cours de premiére annéde et je serais le condisciple de ses
deux bizuths qui allaient eux aussi entrer en seconde année. Moi-
méme je n'étais pas faché de quitter la voie universitaire qui
m'effrayait un peu par son cdté tout théorique et je pensais alors
qu'il était tout de méme temps de mettre les mains 4 la pratique,

a la science appliquée, a4 la vie réelle, car je ne faisais pas la
science pour la science, mais la science pour la puissance et il

ne me fallait/pas perdre de vue le cété "applications" ni le cdté
"humain" avec lesquels il faudrait bien t8t ou tard en débattre.

Or je n'avais aucune expérience de la pratique ni des hommes dans
la vie réelle et la voie universitaire ne me promettait guéere d'en
acquérir. Si seulement j'avais eu deux vies pour pouvoir vivre les
deux voies! Hélas! la vie est limitation et chaque nouvelle réali-
sation coupe aussi dans nos virtualités. Quel malheur que d'é&tre

obligé de choisir, de se refuser 4 la multitude des flux possibles



170 Lainé (Henaff)

B1OGRAPHIE - MEMOLRES. 7%

/comme

de l'ocean du moade! Je choisis donc de m'amputer d'une vie de
savant. Il m'est arrivé 5”quelqué§:;;;es heures sombres de douter
de la valeur de mon choix. Mais.au total et aujourd'hui, bien quc
Jjlaie tdut perdu fors une vie au fond de la misére, et encore me
recherche-t-on pour me l'enlever, je ne regrette pas le choix que

Jj'ai fait, la merveilleuse aventure qu'il m'a valu et qui poussera

notre ceuvre plus avant. Mon autre vie eut été prématurce; elle

sera vécue par d'autres, et ils le pourront parce que J'ai alors
choisi ce que je sentais/le plus immédiatement utile.

Lorsque mes grands-parents se mirent aussi de la partie, je me
1aissaifconvaincre. Je leur représentai'toutefois qu'il me serait
impbssiple de rester surveillant de collége et qu'il me fallait
prevoir au moins deux annf€es d’ggﬂggs coliteuses. Ces chers grands-
parents furent inépuisables et me promirent de s'en charger. Ne
réalisais-je pas les aspirations de leur vie limitée comme d'autres
le feront pour moi-m€me? Peut-&tre est-ce 14 le plus grand amour,
le plus égoiste et le plus tyrannique de tous les sentiments.

En juin 1929 j'obtins le certificat de Chimie générale avec men-
tion assez bien. Je fis donc aussitét ma demande d'admission &
Centrale et me langai seul dans l1l'étude des cours de premiére annde
Ce fut une course désespeérée. Plusieurs matiéres m'étaient complé-
tement inconnues. Tout 1'été se passa 4 Paris dans une tension
effrénée A encaisser un cours en dix & quinze jours pour courir &
l'examen chez le professeur et de 13 4 un autre. Je me souviens
de Vergne qui interrogeait en Thermodynamique et Mdcanique des
fluides:-"Monsieur,lui dis-je,il me faut vous déclarer que j'ai pu
étudier la thermodynamique mais que le temps m'a manqué pour seu-
lement ouvrir votre cours de mécanique des fluides sur lequel je ne
saurais vous rédpondre." - "Voyons cela" dit-il. Il me posa trois
questions sur la thermodynamique desquelles je me tirai fort bien,
puis deux autres relatives A4 la mecanique des fluides sur lesquelle
Je séchai completement."Je vois que vous avez dit vrai,me dit-il,
mais vous étes étrange. C'est bien la premiére fois gue je trouve
un éléve qui me déclave d'entrée ses impasses. Je vous mets douze
sur vingt,c'est 4 dire ce qu'il faut pour ne pas ftre é&liminé,mais
n'agissez plus ainsi. Cela vous porterait malheur. Au revoir!" Le
cours d'architecture que j'avais eu le temps d'approfondir me valut
un dix-huit et tout se passa convenablement jusqu'd 1l'ultime examen
sur le cours de machines,la veille de la rentrée des classes. Celui-

ci fut catastkrophique et me valut les imprécations du professeur
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Pillou qui me colla un huit! Je pensais que tout était perdu. Néa
moins e me rendis le leA&emain ﬁgf;;-chez le sous-directeur pour
recuerillir le verdict. La cou} au-dessous de moi s'emplit de cen-
taines d'éléves qui disparurent bientdt a4 l'amphi.Serait-ce comme
pour l1'Ecole Navale? A ce moment le sous-directeur me convoqua.
C'était un homme brusque. Il démarra d'une maniére si aggressive !
brandissant la note malencontreuse de la veille que je n'attemndai:
plus qu'une interruption de son discours afin de lui exprimer mes
regrets et prendre congé. Mais il ne cessait pas et l'espoir re-
naquit:..."Toutefois votre moyenne générale est treize et demi.
Quoique ce soit faible nous avons cons;nti 4 vous conserver une
ch;nce; Vous allez repasser ces examens en compagnie de vos cama-
- rades qui commencent leur deuxiéme annéde. Si vos notes sont alors
suffisantes,vous'serez admis dans la promotion., Maintenant voici v
mot d'introduction pour le Commandant de seconde annde et vous
allez rejoindre les autres & l'amphithéatre. Allez!" Pas trop fier
je m'en fus trouver le Commandant, un trés brave homme qui me de-
manda si je connaissais quelqu'un dans la promotion. Je lui nommai
B. -"I1l m'est impossible de vous placer dans la méme turne que lui
me dit-il,elle est compléte; je vais vous mettre dans la turne
voisine avec douze autres jeunes gens qui deviendront vite vos
camarades. Etes-vous logé en ville?"-"Non,luidis-je,je suis sur-
veillant au Collége Sainte Barbe mais il me faut a présent quitter
cette place."-" La-maison des éléves rue de Citeaux est compléte,
mais vous avez la possibilité de loger ici & 1'Ecole dans un local
commun ol se trouvent déjd une dizaine d'éléves de premilre année.
Ce n'est ni magnifique ni comfortable, mais ce n'est pas cher."
Je le remerciai sincérément; A la récréation de dix heures je cher
chai et trouvai Le Nestic, B.et L. Ils me félicitérent et m'ai- =
dérent dans toutes les présentations. A midi je retournai & Sainte
Barbe pour prendre cong€. La direction fut on ne peut plus char-
mante .Tous me complimentérent et le Directeur ne me fit aucune
difficulté pour mon départ brusque. Le soir méme je fis mon démé-
nagement,opération fréquente qui toujours me fut trés facile.

Dans le courant du premier trimestre nous repassames tous en-
semble ces terribles examens particuliers sur l'enseignement de
premidre année. Cette fois ce fut beaucoup mieux. En cours de ma-
chines j'eus meme un quinze et Pillou voulut bien retirer ses malé
dictions du mois passé. Au classement de fin du trimestre ma

moyenne dépassait seize et j'étais & peu pres trentiéme sur les
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Jrapides,

deux cents et quelques éléves de la promotion. Personne ne pouvait
désormais contester ma qualité de Carr€ de Centrale.

[

19. L'Ecole Centrale.

Les deux anndes suivantes furent au point de vue breton des répé
titions affaiblies de l'année précédente. Je fréquentai les mémes
lieux et les memes personnes avec toutefois moins d'assiduité car
le travail 4 Centrale se faisait & haute pression et laissait fort
peu de temps libre. Je pus y étudier comment on peut démolir la
mémoire,donc la personnalité. Avec de l'entrainement j'arrivai comn
les autres 2 apprendre en quelques jour;-et bientot en quelques
heu;es ie sujet d'une colle hebdomadaire, une incroyable quantité
d'enseignement que l'on oubliait tout aussi vite pour passer 4 la
suivante. On n'avait le temps de rien approfondir, ¢n avait tout vu
mais il n'en restait rien. On avait tout appris mais rien assimilé.
J'y gagnai en tout cas le mépris de l'enseignement forcené de ces
Grandes Ecoles od la préoccupation prédominante de la vitesse et du
rendement forment ces hommes/agités, médiocres et sans scrupules
souvent intelligents mais rarement profonds que necessite notre ci-
vilisation industrielle moderne.Que d'individualités pressurées et
broydes d& un rythme de jazz swing dont l'agitation bruyante et af-
fairéqﬁe laisse aprés elle que le vide du désert!

Il me souvient pourtant d'avoir remplacé gquelques mois 1'abbé
Léon au cours de breton du Cerle celtique & la Sorbonne. D'&léve
j'étais devenu professeﬁr! I1 me souvient aussi d'avoir fait con-~
naissance, grice 4 notre camarade Le Menn, avec la musique celtique
au sein de laquelle je distinguai tout spécialement les melodies
irlandaises. Jamais auchne musique ne m'avait parlé comme celle-la
et rien de ce que j'ai entendu n'a pu la remplacer dans ma ferveur.
T1 me faut bien constater que dés les premidres mesures, je recon-
nais le caractére irlandais d'une mélodie inconnue au ravissement
qui me saisit, & la sollicitation invincible dont l'appel m'oblige
a suspendre sur le champ toute occupation etrangére. Auprés de cett
grande dame dont la simplicité laisse entrevoir une culture raffine
et dont l'extréme originalité se brode sur une note de résonnance
intime,les autres musiques celtiques, y compris la musique bretonne
m'apparaissent comme des parentes pauvres. Il en est de la musique
comme de la literature ancienne,de la décoration des manuscrits et
des traditions guerriéres celtiques. Ainsi suis-je obligé de recon-

naitre dans l'Irlande un des pSles de ma Bretagne. Cette orientatic
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irlandaise m'emmena méme aux cours de Melle Sjoestedr & la Sorbon
ou en compagnie de deux tliers amisi.bretons, je commengai a appren
l'irlandais. L3 encore j'ai di me limiter quoique je n'y aie jama
définitivement rénoncée.

Le Menn me convertit méme au culte du biniou dont je subis une
petite crise qui dura environ six mois.

Pendant les vacances de 1'été 1930, j'allai faire un stage d'w
mois au laboratoire de l'usine Kuhlmann a4 la Madeleine-lez-Lille.
Je pris ainsi un premier contact avec ce peuple aussi bon vivant
que son pays est désesperant et parmi lequel il me serait donné de
vivre plusieurs années par la suite. Jfen profitai pour aller voii
chez léi 1'abbé G.,personnalité aussi agreéable qu'originale, le
féritablg moteur‘du mouvement flamand dans le Nord et dont j'avais
fait la connaissance par l'entremise de l1'abbé Perrot. Il m'entrai
na pour la premilre fois en Belgique ol j'assistai avec lui au ras
semblement annuel des anciens combattants flamands & Dixmude. Des
difficultds s'élevérent entre la foule nationaliste flamande et la
gendarmerie belge qui dut méme effectuer une charge a4 cheval pour
dégager une.rue.lLes actions et réactions me furent peu compreéhen-
sibles car je n'avais pas alors une connaissance suffisante du tem
pérament germanique. Néanmoins j'écrivis pour la premiére fois un
article de compte-rendu que Breiz Atao inséra tout aussitdt.

(Je-parsieipai—eneere~a—un-eong?ee-du-B&eun-Brug)

Je participai aussi au congrés de Breiz Atao 4 Saint Brieuc. On
m'y imposa méme dy prendre la parole pour un compte-rendu de l'act
vité des Etudiants bretons de Paris. Pendant ce congrés je tdtai
precautionneusement le terrain pour 1'idée d'une soci€té secréte
destinée d engager l'action a la maniére irlandaise. Ce fut 4 la
fin du congres l'objet d'une conversation entre Berthou et moi.
Nous decidames de rester en rapports et d'explorer chacun notre

‘milieu.

Je participai encore a un congrés du Bleun Brug d Guingamp, tou-
Jjours en compagnie de 1l'abb€ Perrbt et de mes camarades de Plou-
guerneau. Ce congrés se termina par une excursion surle littoral
trégorrois avec lequel je fis ainsi connaissance.

Alors se produisirent de notables événements au sein de Breiz

_Atao. Sous l'influence de Duhamel, il avait été décidé d'acheter
1'Imprimerie Commerciale de Bretagne a Rennes afin de transformer
le nomade bohéme qu'avait toujours é&té Breiz Atao en organe poli-

tique moderne et fonctionnarisé possédant pignon sur rue comme tou!
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pouvoir financier respectable. On €tablit pour l'acheter une so-
ciété par actions, la Kevredad-krctaat-evit adsevel Breiz, i la-
quelle je payai une action sans me-raire beaucoup d'illusions. Ce-
pendant il était utile de faire l'expérience pour se persuader
qu'une entreprise sincére et riche de foi ne peut gu€re continuer
& vivre dans un milieu de business affairiste. Souhaitons que les
nouvellés générations n'aient pas besoin de refaire cette coﬁteuse
expérience pour se convaincre de ce que j'avance ici.

Puis, toujours dans la méme voie, Breiz Atao se langa dans 1'opé
ration électorale. Il est vrai qu'il pouvait le faire sans infliger
un démenti & ses principes comme ce fut le cas de 1'illogique Ac-
tion ?réﬁgaise. Bref, il fut presenté un candidat député dans une
élection § Guingaép et le Comitd directeur oli régnait. 1l'influence
"gauche démocfatiéue“ batit la-dessus beaucoup d'illusions. Dans
cette course & l'électhn:@ﬁ]les partis solidement financés dépen-

sent en argent,en mensonges, en alcool, en perfidies et déloyaute%

"de bonne guerre" afin de saouler le Souverain populaire. Dans

cette vaste foire plaisante et gratuite. le petit électeur que l'on

Béptise Quantité et qui w¥est mme Nullité achdve de tournebouler

soh-entenQQire déja si médiocre et au fond indifférent d tout ce

-qui'h'esf'pas sa commodité et son profit immédiats. Nous y apprimes

du moins qué l'election democratique est un milieu ol régnent
1'illusion, la corruption, l'hypocrisie, les grandes gueules,les
richards, les agents bien sustentés de 1'Ev§ché et du Gouvernement,

un milieu que ne peut penser 4 aborder un homme sincére, pauvre et

‘'sans appui de Paris, Rome, Moscou, New York ou autres lieux. On

nous prétait il est vrai l'appui de Berlin mais hélas c'était bien
le cas de dire qu'on nous le prftait gratuitement. NofrelcanQidat,
Goulven Mazeas,quoique homme de gauche et commergant en pommeg de

terre a Guingamp n'obtint que quelques centaines de voix.

D'autre part,l'achat de 1l'imprimerie qui‘prévoyait des payements
gchelonnés et dans lequel je suppose qu'ils avaient &té roulés
comme le sont d'ordinaire les débutants par les vieux renards affai
ristes,leur causait de graves soucis financiers. Attention aux pra-
tiques financidres! Ils y sont immanquablement m&lés, ceux qui cher

chent le succés politique par la voie démocratique - la voie du

‘ménsonge et de la corruption qui transforment tout en foire d'em-

poigne pour le plus grand malheur de l'affaire. L'Etat frangais que
nous avons connu en fut un bon exemple.Mais le plus grand malheur
est encore le choc en retour sur ceux qui s'y sont adonnés. N'ad-

hérez jamais au culte du Veau d'or,quoique ce Dieu possé&de beaucoup
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de se€ductions et que ses rites soient bien plus varids et surpre-
nants qu'il ne paraisse au premier aberd. On ne manie pas conti-
nuement l'argent non plus que- le bluff ou toute autre chose sans
qu'il vous en reste quelque chose de colléd quelque part.

Bref,ce fut la banqueroute de la direction affaiﬁgsgauchiste d
Breiz Atao et comme toujours en pareil cas, la dispute s'y mit.Que
ques=uns poussant dans le sens duhamélien considéraient qu'une so-
lution de la question bretonne ne pouvait sortir que d'une solutio
fédéraliste préliminaire pour toute 1'Europe., solution qui, s'im-

posant peu a4 peu & la France,finirait par fairelfonnaitre 1'état d

choses breton comme &égal en droit 4 n'importe quel autre état de

choses' national. C'étaient les "féderalistes d'abord" et ils par-
laient?Le langage de 1'Egalité, démocratie, Progrés, justice social
etc...toﬁt ce laﬁgage gauchiste que peuvent entendre les milieux
correspondants en France et ailleurs depuis les démocrates chre-
tiens jusqu'aux communistes. Les autres &taient les "nationalistes
d'abora“; ils soutenaient que nous devions d'abord veiller aux af-
faires de 1l'é&tat de choses breton. Si la France et les autres vou-
laient du fédéralisme,tré&s bien! mais c'était leur affaire pour la
quelle nous ne devions pas distrai?e'les forces si restreintes du
nationalisme breton. Et s'ils n'en voulaient pas nous ne pouvions
accepter de mettre la question bretonne en veilleuse en attendant
leur bon plaisir. Au cas ol l'occasion se fut presentée d'imposer
une solution bretonne fédéraliste ou non, acceptfe de bon gré ou
non,nous ne serions pas assez bftes pour la laisser passer. De plu.
nous savions qu'une solution d'égalité était méme insuffisante a
empécher le recul du breton dans l'état de délabrement ol l'avaien
pouss€ plusieurs siéclee de francisation. Pour rétablir convenable-
ment la situation il était nécessaire que 1l'état de choses breton
eut, non pas 1l'égalité, mais la supériorité officielle et pratique
sur l'€tat de choses frangais,en Basse Bretagne tout au moins. San:
cette supériorité on ne pouvait que mourir & petit feu car toutes
les tentatives "prétendues a-politiques" ont démontré ce que l'on
peut attendre de la volonté populaire dans le domaine linguistique
comme dans le domaine politique: si quelques centaines de gens cul-
tives pour lesquels on¥% peut parler de volonté apprennent ou reap-
prennent individuellement le breton, ce sont dans le méme temps de::
dizaines voire des centaines de mille qui 1'abandonnent, pour les- i
quels il n'y a pas de volonté et pour lesquels la pression de 1€tz

de l'administration et de la culture francaises sont arguments

d'ordre pratique suffisamment convaincants. Pour l'état de choses’ |
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breton il fallait donc la supériarité sinon ce n'€tait rien. Notre
langage devenait par nécessité un-langage de dominateurs insup?or_
table de bon gre pour tous Les~Fraﬁgais sans excéption, un langage
qui nous ferait traiter en ennemis, ce qui dans la langue actuelle
Q'appelle fasciste. C'est comme au moyen &ge ol chacun s'appliquait
4 démontrer 1'idendite de ses ennemis avec Satan. Aujourd'hui Sa-
tan c'est le fascisme. Les mots ont changé mais le# choses en sont
au méme point.

Cette querelle dogmatique se combinait 4 la crainte d'avoir &
supporter les dettes que les différentes entreprises avaient values
4 Breiz Atao, dettes dont 1es uns rejet&ient la reSponsabiiité sur
lesraut+es mais, ce qui est curieux, personne ne 1es rejeta sur
Duhamel qul st ecllpsa subreptlcement ern declarant que sa conscience
fédéraliste ne lui permettait: plus d'approuver l1t'affaire nationa-
liste et lui commandait de dégager sa reSponsablllté morale en lais-
sant le:champ libre, en bon démdcrate; a 1a tendance nationaliste
voulue_ﬁar la majorité. Ainsi laissa-t- 11 sans y perdre un sou,
Breiz Atao, les dettes, le payement de l;lmpr1mer1e, la querelle
du fédéralisme, etc..., aux bons'sbiﬁs de ses collégues.

Debauvais, quoigque n' ayant pas été a 1'or1glne de tous ces c¢ata-
clysmes, revendiqua tout, ne renia rien et pr:t la direction natio-
naliste. Je me souviens dfun congres, sans doute dans 1'été de 1931

. ol se déroula une diatribe de Fedérallstes qui predomlnaient aux
sections de Rennes et Gulngamp contre Debauvals et la dlrectlon
nationaliste qui prévalait & 1a sectxon de Parls et allleurs. Lassé
dtentendre ces jérémiades, je quittai le Congrés et sortls de la
salle immédiatement suivi de plusieurs autres et finalement de 1la
presque totalité de l'aSSLStance, les quérémonleux n' eurent plus
d'auditoire et il ne put y avoir aucun vote. On se réunit cependant
4 nouveau et aprés le rejet de plusieurs propositions dont une de
Mordrel proposant de mettre fin & Breiz Atao en attendant des temps
meilleurs, proposition qui ne recueillit qu'une wvoix en dehors de
la sienne, il fut convenu d’aJourner le congrés a Rennes. Les mémes
vaines querelles régnérent dans la malson. Clest 1a que je remar-
guai pour la premiére fois Raymond ﬁelaporte qui ﬁé parut alors
sympathique. Toutes ces clameurs dogmatiques, compliquées d'une
dissidence supplémentaire, celle des Breiz da Zont de Théo Jeusset,
et d'un arriére-train de frousses des dettes, me paraissaient vaines
et sans portée. Jsémployais tout mon poids 4 soutenir Debauvais, et
avec lui Mordrel qui l'appuyait, parce que j'avais confiance en
l'homme que je connaissais et.éue j'avais assez d'expérience pour
reléguer en second lieu l'importance des mots, éloquences, discus-

sions dogmatiques et bons orateurs bien adg. 3
AN
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ot bons orateurs bien argumentés de toute espéce.

Et je m'occupais a4 mon.idée dirigeante qui avait fructifié der
le congrés de Saint Brieuc.

Berthou ayant termine ses ftudes était parti occupexline situat
en Provence. De 1la il entretenait une grande correspondance, dont
j'étais assez surpris. De mon coté j'avais recruté deux de mes co
légues €prouvés de Paris, qui recrutérent un troisiéme selon un s
téme de parrainage qui devait assurer le secret de la chose. Mais
par ailleurs Berthou s'était arrangé avec Théo Jeusset et tous le
Breiz da Zont se trouvérent enrolés en bloc dans la société secred

que Berthou avait baptisée"Kentoc'h Memvel". Je fis remarque & Be

" thou qu'il était assez illogique qu'une sociéte militaire secréte

activisSte fut constituée en parti politique publiant officielleme:
un journal ;t menant un mouvement officiel de concurrence & Breiz
Atao. Il essaya d'éluder la question. Ceci pour la premiére fois
me rendit méfiant 4 son égard. Je me refusai & lui faire connaitr
nos noms et nos espoirs ainsi qu'a s'inféoder & Breiz da Zont. Ma:
gr€ mon inexpérience, il me fallait bien constater que ces gens
n'avaient aucune idée ni vocation de ce que devait Etre une sociéi
secréte. En conséquence, il é&tait urgent de rompre toute relation
avec eux avant qu'ils n'en sachent trop sur nous. Notre trio s'ar-
rangea donc pour dissoudre peu a peu nos liens de ce cdte, et un
beau jour nous declarames que, pour des raisons de toutes espéces,
nous quittions le domaine risquant des sociétés secrites. Ceci dut
avoir lieu au courant de l'anné€e 31. J'ignore ce que devint Kentoc
Mervel par la suite, sauf que Jjamais elle ne se dégagea des langes
des belles paroles.

Conséquemment,et en plein accord avec Debauvais, je détendis
peu d& peu mes liens avec la direction de Breiz Atao. La rupture ne
devait pas &tre brusque. Je me souviens d'avoir assisté aux assise
linguistiques de la premiére école d'été a St Goazec et d'y avoir
été examinateur au cours d'un examen qui promut une nouvelle bordé
de symbolistes. Puis cela alla s'affaiblissant visiblement. Je ne
parus plus aux Congrés Bretons, notamment pas i celui de Landernea
qui adopta les motions de notre facture; c'était de Paris qu'était
issu le nom de Parti national breton, qui ne devait pas préter a
équivoque.

En juillet 31 j'en terminai avec l1'Ecole Centrale. Diplomé Ingé:
nieur des Arts et Manufactures, Jje passai encore les examens de la
préparation militaire obligatoire, en suite de quoi Jje fus convoqu:
d venir faire mon service militaire dans l'armée frangcaise en octo-

beti? £84, comme sous-lieutenant a4 1'Ecole d'Artillerie de Fontainc
bleau.

( Fin du manuscrit \ *



178 Lainé (Henaff)
Appendix B: Poem ""The Universe™

iy

-

THE UNIVERSE

An end to Number

A start to Time

A limit to Space -
The one and same tale

It.was old when it was new

And always new on growlng old;
Never will be what was before
Yet always is the same old thing,
Becoming, never recurring.

Space and Time together m wb-l.h.(h%
Hand in hand through the galaxies
Ageless Time dewouring 3

Limitless Space providing

Centre here, Present new.

As far from us the end of Space

As were the start in Age's race

We push them back, they both receds,
They both wvanish smidst the night
0f the Faraway and Long Past.

As well as Spaos and Time = Number
This we oan prove: it has no end.
We push it back as much we want,
Ag far and long as may plesse us,
But this we know: it has no end.

We, orumbs of Space Number and Age,

‘Yo new when new and old vhen old,

For long we looked to Number's end,

Still longer looked for the sturt of Time,
Yg,t Some XOAM assert that Space is closed!

As big as we make it

As small as we take it

It has endless complexity
Yet so wonderfully simple
In its three personalities

hE)f Number Time and Space.

P

Neson —H%j}:]l , t?
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Figure 1. Breton exiles in Ireland bear a wreath for Roger Casement upon the return of his remains from
Britain, March 1965. (I-r) Louis Feutren, Neven Henaff, Alan Heusaff, Yann Goulet (Brid Heussaff).
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Figure 2. The late Breton linguist Per Denez at his home at St-Benoit-des-Ondes, Brittany, June
2005 (photo by author).
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Figure 3. The late Breton historian and autonomist Yann Fouéré in his study at St.-Brieuc, Brittany, June
2005 (photo by author).

S |
Figure 4. Lainé family memorial plinth, Brittany. 'In honour of C.F.E. Lainé, Celtic druid who died in
Ireland, 1908-1983'. At his request, Lainé's ashes were scattered over the medieval battlefield of St.-
Aubin-du-Cormier near Rennes. (Brid Heussaff).
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