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Preface
Found object

It came in the mail, neatly packaged in 
bubble wrap.
Same brand, same size, the leather just as 
smooth but redder, softer, with a richer patina.
He’ll love it, I think. He may even prefer it.
He had just lost a little Hermès diary. Not as 
old as this one, but worn smooth and ageless 
by being handed from one pocket to another. 
Engraved with his initials, T.D., it was a kind 
of lucky charm to which he had a practical 
but also physical and sensual attachment.
As always when he loses something – and 
this is common enough – I had to help him 
look. Usually, I find it fairly quickly, be it his 

passport, keys, or cellphone. But this diary 
stayed lost. After a few days, T.D. had come 
round to the idea of buying a new one.
“I’m afraid we no longer do this leather.” The 
sales assistant was vaguely sorry, polite but 
firm. Others would make do with a grained 
or striated finish, or crocodile. T.D. never 
gives up. He found what he wanted on eBay’s’ 
“vintage leather goods” pages. Seventy euros. 
A few days later, it arrived. 
Obsession is a contagious illness. Left on my 
own, I decided to see if the object he found 
was the exact replica of the object he lost. So  
I examined it thoroughly. And then I opened 
it. The seller had removed the annual refill 
where the previous owner presumably 
noted his appointments, his invitations 
and his secrets. But there was still a little 
phone directory that had been slipped 
into the inside pocket. Mechanically, 
I started leafing through the pages. 
Presumably I hadn’t been concentrating, 
because it took me three pages for a 
name to stop me in my tracks: Cocteau! 
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It would be more honest to admit that 
I decided nothing. I didn’t choose this 
notebook. It came into my life. It imposed 
itself, imposed on me.
And now I am trapped, unable to resist 
the pull of these names, like a sniffer dog 
presented with the smell of the missing 
person: Go boy, find! 
I am committed even before I know who is 
behind this writing. Fascinated by their 
friends even before I know anything about 
their life, I am chasing after a ghost. I don’t 
yet know this person’s name, but these pages 
are like a keyhole through which I can observe 
a lost world, a world unlike any other.

Yes, “Cocteau: 36 Rue de Montpensier!”  
I remember the shiver, then that winded 
feeling: “Chagall: 22 Place Dauphine!” My 
fingers grew feverish: Giacometti, Lacan… 
and now a stream of names: Aragon, 
Breton, Brassaï, Braque, Balthus, Éluard, 
Leonor Fini, Leiris, Ponge, Poulenc, Signac, 
de Staël, Sarraute, Tzara. A twenty-page  
roll-call of the greatest artists of the post-
war years. Twenty pages I had to read again 
just to believe my eyes. Twenty stunning 
pages like a private directory of surrealism 
and modern art. Twenty pages caressed 
by my stunned gaze. Twenty pages that  
I barely touched, hardly breathing, fearing 
they might disintegrate, that this was just 
a dream. And, right at the end, to date this 
treasure, a calendar from 1952, proving that 
it was purchased in 1951. This was the last 
time I’d scold T.D. for losing something. 
Naturally, I had to know who noted these 
names – in brown ink. Who could have 
known and hobnobbed with these 20th-
century geniuses? A genius, obviously!


