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         ‘Even the most aloof, the most detached reader 
will be won over by this book’ 
Cosmopolitan
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘Intelligently naïve’ Marie Claire
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘Hector is a lovable character; put simply, one of us’ 
Rheinische Post
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘Unexpectedly cheering’ Independent 
         

         
              

         

         ‘Quite delightful’ Scott Pack
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘François Lelord favours an unashamedly simple style with short sentences and a naïve tone that soothe the reader like a summer breeze. Behind this, however, lie life’s great philosophical questions.’ 
Bücher 
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘Immerse yourself in a book that will give you wings: Hector  and the Search for Happiness.’ 
 Bild 
         
 
         
               

         
 
         ‘At the end of the book readers find themselves with a head full of amusing scenes and clever insights into what happiness really means. It is in this way that Lelord manages to reach the hearts of his readers.’ 
 Amazon customer 
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         ‘ALL we have to say to him is: “My dear doctor, you’re going to help us discover the secret of love.” I’m sure he’ll consider it a very noble mission.’
         

         ‘Do you think he’s up to it?’

         ‘Yes, I do.’

         ‘He’ll need persuading – you have the necessary funds.’

         ‘The most important thing, I think, is to make him feel he’ll be doing something worthwhile.’
         

         ‘So we’ll need to tell him everything?’

         ‘Yes. Well, not everything, if you see what I mean.’

         ‘I understand.’

         The two men in grey suits were talking late at night in a big office at the top of a tall building. Through the picture windows the bright city lights shone as far as the eye could see, but they didn’t take any notice of them.
         

         Instead they looked at some photographs they had taken from a file. They were glossy portraits of a youngish man with a preoccupied air.
         

         ‘Psychiatrist, what a strange occupation!’ said the older man. ‘I wonder how anyone can stand it.’
         

         ‘Yes, I wonder, too.’

         The younger man, a tall, strapping fell ow with cold eyes, replaced all the photos in the file, which was marked ‘Dr Hector’.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            HECTOR AND THE 
 CHINESE PICTURE
            

         
 
         ONCE upon a time there was a young psychiatrist called Hector.
         
 
         Psychiatry is an interesting profession, but it can be very difficult, and quite tiring as well. In order to make it less tiring, Hector had brightened up his consulting room with some of his favourite pictures. In particular, a picture he’d brought back from China. It was a large redwood panel decorated with beautiful Chinese characters – or, for those who like to call things by their proper names, ideograms. When Hector felt tired after listening to all the problems people talked to him about, he would look at the beautiful gilded Chinese script carved in the wood and feel better. The people sitting in the chair opposite him talking about their problems would sometimes glance at the Chinese panel. It often seemed to Hector that it had a calming effect on his patients.
         
 
         A few of them would ask Hector what the Chinese characters meant, and this embarrassed Hector because he didn’t know. He couldn’t read Chinese, still less speak it (even though he’d once met a nice Chinese girl, over in China). When you’re a doctor, it’s never very good to let your patients see that there’s something you’re not sure about, because they like to think that you know everything; it reassures them. And so Hector would invent a different saying each time, trying to come up with the one he thought would do most good to the person concerned.
         
 
         For example, to Sophie, a woman who had got divorced the previous year and was still very angry with the father of her children, Hector explained that the expression in Chinese meant ‘He who spends too long regretting his ruined crop will neglect to plant next year’s harvest’.
         
 
         Sophie had opened her eyes wide and after that she’d almost stopped talking to Hector about what a dreadful man her ex-husband was.
         
 
         To Roger, a man who had a habit of talking to God in a very loud voice in the street (he believed God talked to him, too, and could even hear his words echoing in his head), Hector said that the expression meant ‘The wise man is silent when communing with God’.
         
 
         Roger replied that this was all very well for the god of the Chinese people, but that he, Roger, was talking to the real God, and so it was only natural for him to speak loud and clear. Hector agreed, but added that, since God could hear and understand everything, there was no need for Roger to talk to Him out loud; it was enough just to think of Him. Hector was trying to save Roger from getting into trouble when he was out and about, and from being put in hospital for long periods. Roger said that he ended up in hospital so often because it was the will of God, and that suffering was a test of faith.
         
 
         On the one hand, Hector felt that the new treatment he’d prescribed Roger had helped him express himself more clearly and made him a lot more talkative, but, on the other, it didn’t make Hector’s job any less tiring.
         
 
         Actually what Hector found most tiring was the question of love. Not in his own life, but in the lives of all the people who came to see him.
         
 
         Because love, it seemed, was an endless source of suffering.
         
 
         Some people complained of not having any at all.
 
         ‘Doctor, I’m bored with my life; I feel so unhappy. I’d really like to be in love, to feel loved. It seems as if love is only for other people, not for me.’
         
 
         This was the sort of thing Anne-Marie would say, for example. When she had asked Hector what the Chinese expression meant, Hector had looked at her very carefully. Anne-Marie could have been pretty if only she’d stopped dressing like her mother and hadn’t focused all her energy on her work. Hector replied, ‘If you want to catch fish, you must go to the river.’
         
 
         Soon afterwards, Anne-Marie joined a choir. She started wearing make-up and stopped dressing like her mother all the time.
         
 
         Some people complained of too much love. Too much love was as bad for their health as too much cholesterol.
         
 
         ‘It’s terrible – I should stop; I know that it’s over, but I can’t help thinking about him all the time. Do you think I should write to him … or call him? Or should I wait outside his office to try to see him?’
         
 
         This was Claire, who, as can often happen, had become involved with a man who wasn’t free, and to begin with it was fun because, as she told Hector, she wasn’t in love, but then she did fall in love, and so did he. Even so, they decided to stop seeing each other because the man’s wife was becoming suspicious and he didn’t want to leave her. And so Claire suffered a lot, and when she asked Hector what the words on the Chinese panel said, he had to think for a moment before coming up with a reply: ‘Do not build your home in a neighbour’s field’.
         
 
         Claire had burst into tears and Hector hadn’t felt very pleased with himself.
         
 
         He also saw men who suffered because of love, and these cases were even more serious: men only find the courage to go to a psychiatrist when they’re very, very unhappy or when they’ve exhausted all their friends with their problems and have begun drinking too much.
         
 
         This was the case with Luc – a boy who was a bit too nice and suffered a lot when women left him, especially as he often chose women who were not very nice, probably because his mother hadn’t been very nice to him when he was little. Hector told him that the Chinese panel said: ‘If you are scared of the panther, hunt the antelope’. And then he wondered whether there were any antelopes in China. Luc replied, ‘That’s a rather bloodthirsty proverb. The Chinese are quite bloodthirsty, aren’t they?’
         
 
         Hector realised that it wasn’t going to be easy.
 
         Some people, very many actually, both men and women, complained that they used to be madly in love with someone (usually someone they were living with) but that they no longer felt the same way, even though they were still very fond of them.
         
 
         ‘I tell myself that maybe it’s natural after all these years. We still get on very well, but we haven’t made love for months … Together, I mean.’
         
 
         For these people, Hector had a bit of trouble finding a suitable meaning for the Chinese panel, or else he’d come up with clichéd expressions like ‘The wise man sees the beauty of each season’, which meant nothing, even to him.
         
 
         Some people complained of being in love, but with the wrong person.
         
 
         ‘Oh dear, I know he’ll end up being a disaster just like all the others. But I can’t help myself.’
         
 
         This was Virginie. She went from love affair to love affair with men who were very attractive to women, which was very exciting to begin with, but rather painful in the end. For her, Hector came up with: ‘He who hunts must start again each day, while he who cultivates can watch his rice growing’.
         
 
         Virginie said it was amazing how much the Chinese managed to say in just four characters, and Hector felt she was perhaps a little bit cleverer than him.
         
 
         Other people had found love, but worried about it even so.
         
 
         ‘We love each other, of course. But is he the right person for me? Marriage isn’t to be taken lightly. When you marry, it’s for life. And, anyway, I want to enjoy my freedom a bit longer … ’
         
 
         
         Hector generally asked these people to tell him about their mothers and fathers and how they got along.
         
 
         Other people wondered whether they could ever hope to find love, whether perhaps it wasn’t too good for them.
         
 
         ‘I can’t imagine anybody finding me attractive. Deep down, I don’t think I’m a very interesting person. Even you seem bored, Doctor.’
         
 
         At this point Hector woke up completely and said, no, not at all, and then kicked himself because the right thing to say would have been: ‘What makes you think that?’
         
 
         So a lot of people came to explain to Hector that love or lack of love prevented them from sleeping, thinking, laughing and in some cases even from living. And with this last category Hector had to be very careful, because he knew that love can make people kill themselves, which is a very foolish thing to do, so don’t ever do it and if you have thoughts about doing it go to see someone like Hector immediately, or call a close friend.
         
 
         Hector had been in love, and he remembered how much suffering love can cause: days and nights spent thinking about somebody who doesn’t want to see you any more, wondering whether it would be better to write, to call or to remain in silence, unable to sleep unless you drink everything in the mini-bar of the hotel room in the town you’ve come to in order to see her except that she doesn’t want to see you. Now, of course, this type of memory helped him to understand people who found themselves in the same situation. Hector also remembered the nice girls whom he had made suffer because of love and he wasn’t very proud of that. They had loved him and he had only liked them. Sometimes, he’d lived through both roles, victim and executioner, with the same girl, because love is complicated, and, what’s worse, it’s unpredictable.
         
 
         This type of suffering was now a thing of the past for Hector. (Or so he thought at the beginning of this story, but just wait and see.) Because he had a good friend, Clara, whom he loved very much and she loved him, and they were even thinking of having a baby together and of getting married. Hector was happy because in the end love affairs are very tiring, so when you find somebody you love and who loves you, you really hope that it will be your last love affair.
         
 
         The strange thing is that, at the same time, you wonder if it isn’t a bit sad to think that it will be your last love affair. You see how complicated love is!
         

      

      
    

  
    
       
         
            HECTOR LOVES CLARA

         
 
         ONE evening Hector arrived home, preoccupied with all the painful stories about love he’d heard during the day: situations in which one person loved more than the other, or both people loved each other but they didn’t get on, or they no longer loved each other but couldn’t love anybody else, and other permutations besides, because whereas happiness in love offers a beautiful, relatively unchanging landscape, unhappiness comes in many and varied forms, as a great Russian author once put it slightly better.
         
 
         Clara wasn’t home yet, because she always had meetings that finished late. She worked for a big pharmaceutical company, which produced many best-selling drugs. The big company enjoyed swallowing up smaller companies, and one day it even tried to devour a company larger than itself, but the larger company fought it off.
         
 
         Clara’s bosses were pleased with her because she was a very conscientious, hard-working girl, and they often asked her to stand in for them at meetings or sum up long reports for them, which they didn’t have time to read.
         
 
         Hector was happy to know that Clara’s bosses had faith in her. On the other hand he didn’t like her coming home so late, often tired, and not always in a very good mood. Because, although her bosses depended on her a lot, they never took her along to the really important meetings with the real big shots; they went to those on their own, and made out that they were the ones who had done all the work or come up with all the good ideas.
         
 
         What a surprise, then, when Clara arrived home with a big smile on her face.
         
 
         ‘Good day?’ asked Hector, pleased to see Clara looking so happy.
         
 
         ‘Oh, not great, too many meetings getting in the way of work. And everybody is in a panic because the patent on our leading drug has expired. So we can kiss our profits goodbye!’
         
 
         ‘But you look so happy.’
 
         ‘I’m happy to see you, my love.’
 
         And she began to laugh. You see, this was Clara’s way of jesting about love. Luckily, Hector was used to it and he knew that Clara really loved him.
         
 
         ‘Well,’ said Clara, ‘it’s true, but I’m also happy because we’ve received an invitation.’
         
 
         ‘We?’
 
         ‘Yes, well, you’re the one invited, but I’m allowed to go with you.’ Clara took a letter out of her briefcase and gave it to Hector. ‘They should really have posted it to you, but they’re aware by now that we know each other.’
         
 
         Hector read the letter. It was written by a man who was very high up in Clara’s company, one of the real big shots she didn’t meet very often. He said that he thought very highly of Hector (Hector remembered they’d shaken hands twice at conferences on psychiatry) and was relying on him to take part in a confidential meeting, where people from the company would ask his opinion on a very important matter. He hoped that Hector would agree to go, and repeated how much he appreciated his expertise.
         
 
         Together with the letter was another piece of paper showing the place where the meeting would be held: a very pretty hotel made of wood overlooking a magnificent beach with palm trees. The hotel was on a faraway island surrounded by a very blue sea. Hector wondered why they had to take them so far. It was perfectly possible to think at home in an armchair, but he told himself that this was the company’s way of making him feel that he was important to them.
         
 
         There was a third piece of paper telling Hector that in addition to the invitation he would of course be paid for giving his opinion. When he saw the amount, he thought he’d misread it and had added on an extra zero, but on rereading it he realised that he hadn’t, that it was right.
         
 
         ‘Hasn’t there been some mistake?’ Hector asked Clara.
 
         ‘No, that’s the correct amount. The others are getting the same – more or less what they asked for.’
         
 
         ‘The others?’
 
         She gave Hector the names of his fellow psychiatrists who had also been invited.
         
 
         Hector knew them. There was a very old psychiatrist with a bow tie who, as he grew older, had specialised in rich unhappy people (though he also occasionally saw poor people and didn’t charge them), and a jolly little woman who had specialised in people who had difficulty doing what people in love do, and were willing to pay crazy amounts of money in order to be able to do it.
         
 
         ‘Right, well, this will be a mini holiday for us,’ said Hector.
         
 
         ‘Speak for yourself,’ said Clara. ‘I’ll be seeing the same old faces I see at every meeting.’
         
 
         ‘At least we’ll be going away somewhere together for a change,’ said Hector.
         
 
         ‘We went to Italy recently!’
 
         ‘That was only because you had a conference there afterwards. Your job always determines everything.’
         
 
         ‘Would you prefer me to be a good little housewife and stay at home?’
         
 
         ‘No, I’d prefer you to stop letting yourself be exploited, and come home at a reasonable time.’
         
 
         ‘I bring you a piece of good news and you immediately start complaining!’
         
 
         ‘You’re the one who started it.’
 
         ‘No, I didn’t, you did.’
 
         Hector and Clara carried on bickering and went to bed without speaking to each other or kissing each other good night. Which just goes to show that love isn’t easy, even for psychiatrists. 
         
 
         
                

         
 
         During the night, Hector woke up. In the dark, he found his luminous pen, which allowed him to write at night without waking Clara up. He noted: Perfect love would be  never having arguments.
         
 
          
         He thought about it. He wasn’t sure.
 
         He didn’t feel he could call his statement a ‘lesson’. Wanting to give lessons on love seemed a bit ridiculous. He thought of ‘reflection’, but it was too serious for such a simple phrase. It was only a tiny thought, like a seedling that has just sprouted and nobody knows what it will be yet. There, he’d found it. It was a seedling. He wrote:
         
  
         
            Seedling no. 1: Perfect love would be never having  arguments.
            

         
  
         He thought for a little bit longer, but it was difficult as his eyelids kept closing. He looked at Clara who was sleeping.
         
  
         
            Seedling no. 2: Sometimes we argue most with the people  we love the most.
            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
 
            HECTOR AND CLARA GO TO THE BEACH
            

         
 
         ONE place on the island’s beach seemed to belong to a large family of little pink crabs that were constantly mounting or fighting each other. Hector watched them, and he very quickly understood that when they mounted each other it was the males mounting the females and when they fought it was the males fighting amongst themselves. And why were they fighting? To be able to mount the females, of course. Even for crabs, love seemed like quite a difficult thing, especially for the males that lost a pincer during a fight. It reminded Hector of something one of his patients had said to him about a woman he was very much in love with: ‘I would have done better to cut my arm off than meet her.’ He was exaggerating of course, especially as, unlike with crabs, an arm doesn’t grow back.
         
 
         ‘You like your little friends the crabs, don’t you?’
 
         It was Clara, who had arrived wearing a pretty white bathing suit. She had started to tan a little and to Hector she looked as appetising as a freshly picked apricot.
         
 
         ‘You’re crazy, be careful, people can see us! And so can the crabs!’
         
 
         Exactly! It was watching the crabs that had given Hector ideas, but he had also just noticed that the people from the company were looking in their direction. They were having a drink on the veranda of the hotel’s biggest bungalow, which was built on stilts. The sunset was magnificent, the waves breaking on the beach made a gentle murmur, Clara looked all golden in the setting sun and Hector thought: This is a moment of happiness. He had learnt that you mustn’t waste any of these.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         It gets dark very quickly in that part of the world, and everybody met for dinner in the big bungalow. And what was for starters? Crab!
         
 
         ‘We’re delighted you could all be here,’ said the very important man from the company, whose name was Gunther. He had a slight accent and broad shoulders. He was very tall, but came from a very small, very rich country specialising in chocolate bars and big pharmaceutical companies.
         
 
         ‘Yes, indeed!’ said his colleague, Marie-Claire, a tall redhead with a dazzling smile and magnificent sparkling rings.
         
 
         Hector had noticed she and Clara didn’t like each other very much.
         
 
         The old psychiatrist who had been invited didn’t respond; he was concentrating on his crab. He wasn’t wearing his bow tie and the strange thing was that in a polo shirt he looked even older. There’s a good piece of advice, thought Hector. When you get very old, always wear a bow tie. He began thinking about what to advise very old ladies. To wear a hat?
         
 
         
         ‘I’ve been here before,’ said Ethel, the woman who was an expert in love, ‘and I adored it.’
         
 
         And she mentioned the name of another big pharmaceutical company that had invited her to that same island, and Hector saw a touch of annoyance in Gunther’s and Marie-Claire’s smiles.
         
 
         But Ethel didn’t notice a thing. As previously mentioned, she was a jolly little woman who was always cheerful, which must have done the people who went to see her a lot of good.
         
 
         ‘Did you know the redness in crabs is sexual?’ she asked. ‘In proportion to their size, they are extremely well endowed!’
         
 
         And she gave her jolly laugh again. Hector noticed that the maître d’hôtel, a tall, Asian-looking fellow, had been listening and had given a faint smile.
         
 
         At either end of the table, there was a group of young men and women also employed by the company, and you could tell that some of the young men, and, of course, some of the young women, would one day be bosses.
         
 
         And it was one of the girls who smiled at Hector and said to him, ‘I really liked your last article. What you say is so true!’
         
 
         This was an article Hector had written for a magazine explaining why so many people needed to see psychiatrists.
         
 
         Hector said he was glad but, at the same time, he saw that Clara wasn’t altogether happy about his little chat with the young woman.
         
 
         
         Later, Clara whispered in his ear, ‘She’s always showing off, that girl.’
         
 
         The old psychiatrist had finished shelling his crab, and he began delicately eating the tiny pile of meat he had collected in the middle of his plate.
         
 
         ‘As methodical as ever, my dear,’ Ethel said to him, chuckling. ‘No pleasure without a struggle!’
         
 
         The old psychiatrist replied without looking up from his plate, ‘As you well know, my dear, at my age everything is a struggle, alas.’
         
 
         And everybody laughed because he was the type of old-school psychiatrist who had a dry wit.
         
 
         His name was François, and Hector liked him very much.
         
 
         At the end of the meal, Gunther wished them all a very good night since tomorrow they were going to get up early for the meeting, and he added in Hector’s language, ‘The best advice is found on the pillow,’ apparently very pleased at having learnt this expression because Hector’s language was not Gunther’s mother tongue; in the small country he came from they spoke several languages.
         
 
         Much later, when Hector looked back on this whole affair and remembered ‘The best advice is found on the pillow’, he felt like laughing and crying at the same time.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
            HECTOR GOES TO A MEETING

         

         ‘WELL,’ said Gunther, ‘we are all here this morning because we need to pick your brains. Our company is working on the drugs of the future. But we are well aware that we will only maintain our dominant position in the market if our drugs are really useful to patients, and who is better placed to know about patients than you?’
         

         He talked a bit more about what wonderful people Hector, François – the old psychiatrist, and Ethel – the expert in love, were. Everybody had gathered, like at dinner the previous evening, in a big room made entirely of wood overlooking the beach.
         

         Hector looked out of the huge glassless windows. The sea was grey that morning under a cloudy sky, giving the palm trees a melancholy air. He had realised the day before that if you went from the beach across the sea in a straight line, in a few days you would reach China. And, as previously mentioned, Hector had once met a pretty Chinese girl, and sometimes he still thought about her. But of course it was Clara he loved.
         

         Actually, it was Clara who was talking now and projecting pretty pictures with a little computer.
         

         ‘This shows the increase in the consumption of antidepressants in Western countries …’
         

         
         People really did take a lot of them, more and more, and women twice as many as men.
         

         ‘But, even so, half of all depressive illnesses still go undiagnosed and untreated,’ Clara went on.
         

         It was true; Hector sometimes saw people who had suffered from depression for years without ever receiving treatment. On the other hand, a lot of people took antidepressants without really needing them. But of course the pharmaceutical company was less concerned about that.
         

         As he watched Clara, who was such a good speaker, so confident and so elegant in her white linen suit, Hector felt quite proud that a girl like her had chosen him out of all the men who chased after her. When he remembered all the effort he had put into it at the time, and the crabs fighting on the beach, he resolved to write in his notebook:
         

         
            Seedling no. 3: You cannot win someone’s love without a  fight.
            

         

         Clara talked about the new antidepressant the company would soon launch onto the market, which would be more effective and better tolerated than all the others. With this one even the most depressed people would be singing and dancing in the street.
         

         Gunther thanked Clara for her ‘brilliant contribution’ and Hector noticed this upset Marie-Claire, the tall redhead, a little bit. But, well, that’s the way it always is in companies.
         

         
         ‘We have talked about antidepressants,’ said Gunther, ‘to give you an idea of how we see the future. But, in reality, depression will soon be a thing of the past, from our point of view, in any case. It will soon be just a question of monitoring people.’
         

         The phrase ‘monitoring people’ sent a slight shiver down Hector’s spine, although Gunther wasn’t wrong.
         

         ‘… but depression is an illness,’ Gunther went on, ‘and people today don’t just want their illnesses cured, they want to be healthy, meaning they want to enjoy “physical and mental well-being”. Those aren’t my words – they come from the World Health Organization. In short, people want to be ha-ppy!’
         

         And Gunther let out a big booming laugh that showed off his splendid teeth. All the young people smiled.
         

         From time to time, the tall maître d’hôtel from the evening before and a young waitress in a sarong came in to serve them coffee, and Hector said to himself that they probably weren’t worried about being ‘ha-ppy’, but about feeding their families. He knew that the price of a room for one night in that hotel was equivalent to two months’ average wages in the country to which the island belonged and, at the same time, this provided jobs for a lot of people who could then support their whole family.
         

         He also noticed that every time the young girl came in, the old psychiatrist, François, followed her tenderly with his gaze. And when she left François looked a little sad. Hector thought that one day he would be like François, and that made him feel a little sad, too.
         

         
         ‘They’re right to want to be happy,’ said Ethel. ‘That’s what life is all about!’
         

         Ethel herself always looked happy – anyone would think she secreted the company’s new antidepressant in her own brain. During the night, Hector had gone out onto the balcony for a breath of fresh air and had seen a tall figure coming out of Ethel’s bungalow.
         

         ‘Well,’ said Gunther, ‘I think we all agree with that evaluation of happiness. So, what is it in your opinion, besides illness, accidents and financial problems, that most stops people from being happy?’
         

         There was a long silence. You could tell that everybody had ideas, but nobody dared to be the first to speak. Hector hesitated, because he wondered whether it was a good idea to bring up his idea without first having spoken to Clara about it, since this meeting was important to her and he had to consider her, too. But he had his own opinion about what stopped people from being happy.
         

         ‘Love.’

         Everybody looked at the old psychiatrist, François. It was he who had spoken. As previously mentioned, Hector liked him a lot.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
            HECTOR HEARS ABOUT LOVE

         

         OLD François looked out to sea as he spoke, as though the sight of it inspired him. And everybody listened in complete silence.
         

         ‘Love,’ he said, ‘a sickness of the body to which the  mind consents. Not my words, unfortunately. Love certainly provides our greatest joys, although that word is inadequate; our greatest ecstasies, we might say. That movement towards the other, that moment when our dream becomes reality, that state of grace where at last we think of something other than ourselves, that meeting of bodies that makes us immortal, for a few moments at least, that transformation of the everyday in the presence of the loved one, ah … When their face is engraved on our heart, except that sometimes …’ He sighed. ‘Because love brings such suffering, oceans of suffering … spurned love, loving too much, a lack of love, the death of love, alas … 
         

         
            
               ‘What is left of our loving ways?
               

               What is left of those sunny days …
               

               Faded joys and windswept tresses
               

               Stolen kisses and caresses
               

               What is left of the love we knew?
               

               Tell me now I beg of you …’
               

            

         

         
         He finished the song, and Hector saw to his great surprise that Clara’s eyes were glistening with tears. Old François suddenly noticed that everyone looked full of emotion, and he seemed to rouse himself.
         

         ‘Forgive me, my friends, I got a little carried away; I just wanted to answer your question about what can make people unhappier.’
         

         There was a brief silence. Gunther smiled and took the floor again. ‘Thank you for your very remarkable rendition. Listening to you makes me feel as if I am truly hearing the language of love!’
         

         In the meantime, the young girl in the sarong had returned, this time carrying a tray of fruit juice, and again old François followed her with forlorn eyes.
         

         ‘And now,’ Gunther went on, ‘I turn to you, dear Ethel. I’d like to hear your opinion, which, I believe, is different.’
         

         ‘Yes, it certainly is!’ She turned to the old psychiatrist. ‘My dear François, you painted a marvellous, if somewhat sad, portrait of love for us. But, after all, how dreary life would be without love! It is love that transports us, that fills us with joy! Love turns life into one long adventure, every encounter is a dazzling experience – well, not always, of course, but in actual fact, it is our less successful love affairs that enable us to appreciate the others. I think love protects us from one of the biggest problems facing the modern world: boredom. Because, well, the lives we lead are so safe – I mean in our countries, of course – that love is the only adventure we have left. Hurrah for love, which keeps us forever young!’
         

         
         And, indeed, when you looked at Ethel, who was no longer exactly young but who had such a youthful air, you said to yourself that love certainly seemed to agree with her.
         

         Gunther appeared delighted. ‘Ah,’ he said, ‘what a joyous description of love you have given us, dear Ethel. And how joyful love is, to be sure! Speaking of which, if you’ll allow me …’
         

         Gunther rose to his full height and began singing in a fine bass voice. 
         

         
            
               ‘L is for the way you look at me
               

               O is for the only one I see
               

               V is very, very extraordinary
               

               E is even more than anyone that you adore …
               

               Love is all that I can give to you
               

               Love is more than just a game for two …’  
               

            

         

         All the women round the table suddenly seemed mesmerised by Gunther’s (very good) rendition of Nat King Cole. He had even acquired the self-assurance, easy smile and smouldering gaze of a real crooner, and Hector felt a pang of jealousy. He glanced at Clara but, amazingly, she seemed indifferent to Gunther’s performance; in fact she looked a little annoyed, which made Hector love her all the more.
         

         When he had finished, everybody applauded, even Hector, who regretted his pang of jealousy and who, with Clara’s career in mind, didn’t want to give a bad impression.
         

         
         ‘Thank you, my friends,’ said Gunther. ‘I’m sorry, I still don’t know any love poems in French, but next time you can depend on me! And now you, dear Dr Hector, what do you think about love?’
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
            HECTOR TALKS ABOUT LOVE

         

         HECTOR was embarrassed. He agreed with both François and Ethel. Depending on the day – and who he had listened to during the day – he could have sung an ode to love or, on the contrary, wished someone would hurry up and invent a vaccine against it. But in a meeting it isn’t exactly impressive just to say you agree with what has already been said, because meetings are also occasions for showing off. And so Hector thought for a moment, and began.
         

         ‘I think what both my colleagues have said about love is very true. Love is the source of our greatest joys and love is the cause of our deepest misfortunes.’
         

         Hector noticed Clara was watching him, and was surprised to see she looked a little sad. Had François’s song affected her to that extent? He went on.
         

         ‘But, listening to my patients, I often say to myself that the main difficulty with love is that it is involuntary. We fall in love or stay in love with people who are unsuitable or who no longer love us and, conversely, we feel no love towards people who would be very suitable. Love is involuntary, that’s the problem. Our personal histories prepare us to be attracted to people who unconsciously evoke emotions from our childhood or adolescence. I love you because unwittingly you provoke the same feelings in me as Mummy or Daddy, or my little brother or sister, or the opposite feelings, for that matter. And then there are the circumstances of our meeting. We all know that people fall in love more easily when they are already troubled by another emotion – surprise, or even fear or compassion’ – an image flashed through his mind of tears streaming from pretty almond-shaped eyes, one evening in a taxi – ‘because we know that any intense emotional state greatly increases the risk of falling in love. And we could also speak of the role music plays in the early stages of love, only I don’t sing nearly as well as François, so I am not likely to move you to tears!’
         

         They all laughed, which was good, because, although it wasn’t obvious on the surface, François’s speech had upset everyone a little.
         

         ‘But I can recite a few verses,’ Hector went on. ‘Phaedra is about to marry Theseus; everything is wonderful until her future son-in-law Hippolytus, Theseus’s son, turns up and disaster ensues! 
         

         
            
               ‘I blushed and went pale when first I saw him,
               

               My mind was troubled, my eyes grew dim,
               

               Love-struck I was unable to draw breath,
               

               My body burned, I felt close to death. 
               

            

         

         ‘And, like poor Phaedra, we fall in love not with who we want to fall in love with, but with who moves us, and sometimes it is the last person we should fall in love with. Our involuntary choice is not always the right one, and sometimes it is actually the worst one, hence our suffering. And then, of course, there is the completely different situation of the loving couple where, over the years, the love they once felt for each other fades and they can’t go on. They feel their love dying, but are unable to bring it back to life.’
         

         As he spoke, Hector noticed that Gunther and his colleague were watching him with special interest, which made him shudder, because he thought they looked a bit like cats sizing up a particularly appetising mouse. Suddenly he was certain these two had plans concerning him, and he wondered whether Clara knew.
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