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“The Lost 
Generation” Found 
through the Works 
of A Moveable 
Feast  
(a poem cycle) 
-Samantha Khoury 

 

 

Drink 

Bitter 

Sweet 

Ice 

Crunching 

The staleness of old whiskey lingers on my tongue 

And the stench of bar and old wine run through my veins and out my pores 

My grandfather once told me not to drink myself too much— 

Not to drink myself too much— 

The meaning behind that phrase was lost to me years ago, and I’m sure if he saw me now, 



he would die all over again from anguish and disappointment. 

Must 

Dirt 

Mold 

Dehydration 

The residue of a drowned life, 

in an empty cocktail glass. 

 
 
 
Hungry in Paris 
A short flânerie 
on an empty 
stomach with 
Hemingway & co. 
-Maximiliane 
Donicht 
 

 

 

Brasserie Lipp 

We sat down at a table right by the window staring at the illuminated beer keg, in a niche 

almost by ourselves, somehow feeling segregated from the other parties, right beside a door 

that seemed forever locked and was forever whistling with some kind of draft, and we couldn’t 

decide whether this was the worst or the best table they had given us. I traced the individual, 

halogen letters L I P P by eye. 

La Pagode 

An exercise Georges Perec describes in his work “W” is revisiting a dozen places that are 

important to him twice over a span of twelve years, writing a description of each place every 

time he sees it, sealing the descriptions, and so at the end holding a palpable evidence of how 

his memory and perception of the places have changed over time (Perec 48). According to the 

guidelines of this exercise, I created a hybrid exercise using Perec’s idea of describing the same 

place twice and observing how one’s perception of it has changed, but using as a variable not 



time, but Hemingway’s idea of a state of hunger. The first description of the Chinese Pagoda 

found in the seventh arrondisement of Paris was done with a satisfied stomach, the second, 

however, on an empty one. 

1. 

A building that carries spirit on its gable. One that has a face, and when you are facing it 

yourself, on a misty Parisian morning, you can almost hear a voice, too. The elegant woodwork 

and the pale colors of faraway lands mark this visitor, a foreigner, who dwells silently among all 

the Haussmannians… 

2. 

When the wind blows the mask shudders and the white linen strands covering it go bustling 

through the air as if they were beckoning me in. It is sharp and has edges, it will not back down, 

it fights, despite the band-aids that cover it like a mortal corpse, which it is not. 

According to Hemingway, in order to foster a healthy soul and a healthy perception, one has to 

be hungry, however: in order to physically survive, one has to eat, and one should cherish and 

live those meals according to the French culture.  To put it in Perec’s metaphor, Paris and its 

streets, which the Flâneur wanders, are then nothing more but the hollow paths of its 

inhabitants, who have eaten sparsely, creating a network of mostly small roads and passages. 

The Parisians are, so to speak, the worms in the table that is Paris, themselves creating the 

history of Paris and the map of Paris with their different kinds of hunger, be it political, 

spiritual, or virtual. 

 

A Good Café on 
the Place St. 
Michel: 
A Creative 
Experiment to 
Emulate 

 

Early in A Moveable Feast, Hemingway had decided to write one story about each thing he 

knew: “What did I know best that I had not written about and lost? What did I know about 



Hemingway’s 
Writing Style 
-Jessica Squires 

truly and care for the most?” While Hemingway found his answer in the Black River of 

Michigan, I found mine in Lambert’s Cove on the coast of Martha’s Vineyard. Through my 

creative project, I sought to emulate Hemingway's method and culture of writing.  For three 

consecutive days, I went to le Petit Cardinal Café, a modest establishment in the 5th 

arrondissement in which, at the time of my passing by, people could be seen reading Le Monde 

with a solitary glass of red wine on their tables. The music was soft, the waiter efficient, the tea 

sweet. 

I stayed for three hours my first visit, knowing I could not stop writing until I knew what would 

happen next in the story. It was easy to let my memory carry me away from Paris. I could 

imagine the story in my head before my hand could scribe the words. I sought to mimic 

Hemingway’s modest writing by using direct, declarative sentences that were true to the place. 

Like Hemingway, I started my story with “one true sentence” (A Moveable Feast, 22): The sand 

is hot in the sun.  Following Hemingway’s example, I did not think about my story after leaving 

the cafe: 

That way my subconscious would be working on it and at the same time I would be 

listening  to  other  people  and  noticing everything, I hoped; learning, I hoped; and I 

would read  so  that  I would not think about mywork  and  make  myself  impotent to 

do it. Going down the stairs when you had  worked well,  and  that needed luck as well 

as discipline, was a wonderful   feeling  and   I  was  free  then  to  walk  anywhere   in  

Paris (A Moveable Feast, 23). 

 

 

On Writing: 
A Conversation 
Between Ernest 
Hemmingway and 
Andre Breton 
-Chloe Elder 
 

 

Interviewer: Breton, what do you think? 

Breton: Truth is very important, Hemingway. Writing should expose everything. It should be a 

glass house with every action visible to the reader. Every detail is an important detail. Show 



everything in— 

Hemingway: Every detail? Well, I’ve noticed that if you, the writer, knows the truth it need not be 

explicitly written. I was writing this simple story titled “Out of Season,” when I discovered this. My idea 

is as follows: “You could omit anything if you knew that you omitted and the omitted part would 

strengthen the story and make the people feel something more than they understood” (Hemingway 

71). I knew that the story ended with the character hanging himself, but knowingly leaving this detail 

out of the story made it stronger.  

Breton: Why make a reader go searching for the truth behind locked doors? If you know the truth, it 

should be revealed in your writing. I don’t want to go searching for keys…keep your book ajar! (Breton 

18) 

Hemingway: So I suppose you indulge your reader in every detail even if it is monotonous and 

insignificant and dull?  

Breton: I do not claim to depict my life like a history book but I write all that I can discern from my life 

what has happened to me as my memory shapes it. My memory may recall a detail that will be placed 

lower on the hierarchy, maybe one that is higher, but it will place them all. Only then may one see the 

patterns and coincidences that survive the unstopping motion of your life. 

 

The Flâneur and 
the crowd 
-Ella Cooper 

 

 

In his chapter The Flâneur from The Arcades Project, Benjamin states that the flâneur, with 

each step “takes on greater momentum; ever weaker grow the temptations of shops, of 

bistros, of smiling women, ever more irresistible the magnetism of the next street corner” 

yet wants “nothing to do with the myriad possibilities offered to sate his appetite” 

(Benjamin et al, 417). Here Benjamin depicts the flâneur as being able to resist the many 

distractions and temptations of his urban experience, which is in contrast to how the crowd 

is unable to control itself. The crowd is “unable to resist any passing idea or, more 

particularly and because the intellect is all but obliterated, any passing emotion” and this 

“may even lead crowd members to sacrifice their personal interests - a further sign of 

irrationality” (Reicher, 6). In highlighting the ability of the flâneur to resist what is 

presented to him, Benjamin shows how the crowd’s power is belittled in contrast to the 



advantage that the flâneur has in being able to rationalise situations. 

… 

The way in which the flâneur deals with the opposing stimuli that he is constantly 

confronted with whilst always remaining alone in the crowd makes him a powerful force in 

his own right compared to the power that the crowd can have.  

Baudelaire is interested in the figure of the flâneur for his ability to make observations in 

motion and believes the representations which occur as a result to be particularly modern. 

Benjamin, whose circumstances gave him reason to be concerned with the concept of 

crowd influences, reinstated the Baudelairian vision of the flâneur (whilst not dismissing 

the role of the crowd) as a means of resistance to the idea that the crowd can hold all the 

power and have a positive influence.  

 

  



Breton 
Nadja 
Photomontage 
-Emmeline Butler 

 



An Atom Respiring 
at the Corner of 
your Lips, or 
Expiring 
Alena Mealy’s 
painting also 
included an X-Ray 
layer, which the 
scanner was 
unable to 
reproduce  

 
 
 
 
The Origins of 
'Nadja' 
- Jeffrey Mott 

 

 

 

All it said was: “to whom it may concern, whoever finds this page please return to 2 rue des 

Gravillers 75003, mailbox: Nadja.” It struck hit so hard that the cigarette that dangled from his 

lip fell into a puddle and sizzled out. He had once lived in that same building and was kicked out 

2 years ago. Taking this as a sign he picked up the book and flipped through its pages. 



 There were what looked like class notes on Hamlet, political philosophy and the French 

revolution. But as he read through, it all seemed like a dream. The dates and events that 

occurred in the 1790's didn't seem real. Was it her writing or Jeff's strange state of mind? 

Looking over toward the place Concord where the guillotine was placed, he tried to imagine 

the scene. It wasn't there, the words were so far removed from the actions that it was 

impossible for him to imagine, there are filters, barriers set up in place to hide the filth. 

 
Nadja 
Revisited 
(2011) 
-Olivia Baes 

 
 
October 5, 2011 
Nadja is wearing thigh-high stockings over her jeans. The stockings seem to be more her 
jeans than her jeans. Those jeans are the same jeans she was wearing the first time we 
met, on Rue de Turenne, both looking at a pinstripe suit in the window of a store. She 
seemed to be waiting for something. She turned to me and said “Bonjour. I am waiting 
for the pinstripes to turn gold.” I wait with her, to see what will happen to this suit she 
has obviously sought out. In a moment, the sun enters our side of the street - and the 
pinstripes on that suit, which were gray, and slightly iridescent become a poignant gold 
with the sun's light. I look at her – she smiles. “Gold pinstripes. C'est lundi. Let's walk 
on.” We walk on. Her jeans are very ripped, very worn – it seems as though she has not 
thought to take them off for a long time. Perhaps not in months. Perhaps not in weeks. 
That is the same thing. She has kept them on, and they have become a part of her legs. 
As secretly worn as her legs. She now walks ahead of me; I look at the tag on the back, 
which seems to be ripped cleanly in half. It once said what I can only imagine to have 
been CHANEL, but only CHA remains. She says to me : “I thought myself a cat well 
before these jeans became the fur.” This is how she speaks. Now, we are in a taxi. There 
is a driver ; there is a meter. She looks at the meter: 7.20. She says: “My mother was 
born on the 20th of July. I always visit her because I find Paris to become very small 
when it is very hot. In October, it is too cold to leave Paris ; Paris is too large to leave ; 
the boundaries seem to expand with the cold. I would quite like it to snow, so that the 
boundaries melt again.” The taxi drives on, past 31 Rue Cambon. Nadja turns to look at 
the CHANEL boutique and says, in a rushed, frightful tone: “Not all cats are born there.” 



 
10.5.1 CHANEL storefront, 31 Rue Cambon 

“Not all cats are born there.” 

 
 
 
 
We Are Who We 
Haunt: An Essay 
on Surrealism 
-Kendrick Pratt 

 

 

 

The locations that Nadja and Breton visit together are both deliberate and coincidental. Breton 

uses examples of places that connect to the ambitions of his writing, but there is also the idea that he 

and Nadja are simply able to find these examples together because the city is entirely made up of these 

sights of repression. 

The boundaries between proper society and the individuals that exist outside this sphere are a 



furthering of the uncanny. He uses an image and explanation of the Porte Saint-Denis. Essentially, the 

only boundary for Breton is one that divides the repressed and the unrepressed. Like, the statue of 

Etienne Dolet, the monument is rundown and virtually ignored, which indicates that the general 

purpose of it has become commercially useless. However, it is also a gate between one world and 

another. It divides the excess, undesirable people and the suitable citizens of Paris. The “other” side is 

characterized by crime and prostitution. An individual is able to find a deeper reality simply through 

crossing the physical edge.  

 

  



Flaubert 

 
How to Write a 
Short Story: A 
Project 
-Marion Tricoire 

 
 
This project originated from Gustave Flaubert's Bouvard and Pécuchet. Having read 

and studied thoroughly the book, I became fascinated with their use of books for guidance on 

how to do things as diverse as growing melons, creating an ornamental garden, helping people 

through magnetic healing, writing or even turning tables. Bouvard and Pécuchet infallibly trust 

the guides they refer to, until the practice of whichever knowledge they attempt to master fails, 

forcing them to move to another topic in order not to set into question their whole system of 

thoughts and beliefs.  

I thought it would be interesting to try to be in their shoes for just a while, or close enough. 

Having tried to think of several things that would be interesting to experiment with the help of 

"How to…" guides, I came up with ideas such as translation or writing. Translation manuals are 

more often than not only manuals on what to do when one faces such and such difficulty. I 

wanted something that would actually lead me step by step, giving me precise practical advice. 

Writing was too broad a topic, I needed something that was constrained enough I could rapidly 

try it and see results. I remembered having heard of people learning to write short stories with 

guides. It reminded me a little bit of the prompts we were given in primary and middle school, 

and short stories definitely fitted my need for a "condensed" experiment. Ready to go to my local 

bookstore, I had second thoughts and realized that it could prove even more striking to use what 

most people use nowadays when they want to learn something: Internet. I really wanted to 

imagine what it would be to decide to become a writer out of the blue. My first move would 

probably to check it on the Internet. My research was more fruitful than I expected. Several 

hundred websites showed up, all with the same goal: making up for the lack of talent by a 

plethora of instructions. Unable to choose just one website, I selected several, from which I 

extracted some instructions I liked more than others, ended up with a melting pot from website 

such as howtowriteashortstory.net or writing101.com. The names alone made me dream, and the 

1990s design coupled with the abundance of advertisements for all kinds of things confirmed to 

me I was on the right track. 



… 

Indeed, one of the websites mentioned that the structure to follow as a novice writer was to start 

by putting a man up in a tree. I definitely considered myself a novice writer. The advice that 

followed was to throw stones at the man, and then let it down safely. 

... 

Up and Down 
 
 

- Will you please come down this tree, Julian? 
 
This time, Caroline shouted rather than asked. It was the third time she was repeating the exact same 
sentence and it was getting old very fast. Facing her brother’s silence, she tried it a fourth time – in vain. 

  



 

 

Charef + Flaubert 

 
Social 
Determinism in 
Sentimental 
Education and Tea 
in the Harem  
-Noémie 
Bodnarova 

 

 

Gustave Flaubert’s Sentimental Education set in 19th century high bourgeois Parisian society, 

and Mehdi Charef’s Tea in the Harem, which is situated in the most impoverished parts of Paris 

inhabited by Algerian immigrants in the second half of the 21st century may seem to have little in 

common. However, despite their different historical, cultural, economic and social background they 

share a profound theme, which underlies the entirety of both novels. In these diverse works both 

authors purport the idea that personal tragedy and social determinism go hand in hand.  

Both protagonists, Frédéric and Majid share a contempt for the society they are surrounded by, 

nevertheless, after their own ideals have been disappointed, they become the exemplary 

representatives of their society. It seems as if the fatal wound they have received from life has 

predetermined them to become the products of their social milieu, which they loath. Their own 

unhappiness makes them uncaring about others, as compensating for their loss becomes their major 

concern. This way they become part of their society, which is governed by self-interest. 

Moreover, they do not only become the product of their society, but in a sense they become the 

product of the major wound they have received. Both of them strike back at the others by the very 

same way they have been “struck”: The reason for Frédéric’s disappointment in life is the loss of hope 

that he will ever be able to freely enjoy mutual love and happiness with Madame Arnoux; and in turn he 

creates the loss of very similar hopes to Rosanette. Rosanette grows strongly attached to him and she 

hopes of having a happy family life with Frédéric, however Frédéric leaves her for the wealthy Madame 

Dambreuse. Charef conveys the idea that his protagonists’ unhappiness stems from the disastrous living 

conditions of poverty, filth and violence, while on the other hand they themselves contribute to 

fostering such living conditions for others – they burn cars, destroy, engage in human trafficking, they 

make the lives of others even more miserable. In both novels the development of the protagonists is 

underscored by a central disappointment, which leads them to lose the better part of their character 



and become just like their social environment. This message purported by both novels is rather 

pessimistic, however, at the ends of the it is indicated that there still may be hope – hope that the 

individual might be able to free himself/herself from following along the trails that he/she has been 

‘predestined’ to follow. At the end of both novels the protagonists make a move against the flow– 

Frédéric renounces the privilege of being a husband of a wealthy woman and leaves Madame 

Dambreuse, and Majid does not run away from the police, but instead sits in the stolen car and waits 

for the police to come and arrest him. Both these acts imply a change in the thinking of the 

protagonists, and the reader remains wondering, if this is a radical change, the beginning of the 

protagonists’ freeing themselves from the grip of the society. The open endings of both novels restore a 

hope in the reader that maybe the determinism is not absolute.  

 
 
 
Paris and 
Prostitution’s 
Effects in Flaubert 
and Charef 
-Alex Kerr 

 

 

Despite the differences in appearance and quality of life, both women can hardly stand the 

existence that they lead. Solange states, “ I don’t feel anything anymore…whatever I’m doing… 

And when it all gets to me, I just want to die”(Charef 63.) Suburban whores are not the only 

ones privy to suicidal thoughts; Rosanette hints that she once attempted suicide, but quickly 

covers up the revelation. This confession takes place when Rosanette and Frédéric leave Paris 

for Fontainebleau, again providing the evidence that when travelling outside of Paris to the 

suburbs and places relatively near to the city, we are shown the reality of the situation.  Also 

occurring outside of Paris and proving to be a defining moment of Sentimental Education, 

especially in regards to prostitution, is the discussion between Frédéric and his best friend 

Deslauriers about their lives upon reflection. “ [He] and his friend from boyhood Deslauriers 

agree that the best moment of their lives was when as naïve adolescents they were turned 

back in mockery from the local brothel, thus leaving their fantasies of splendid erotic 

fulfillment untarnished by sordid reality”(Alder 23.) It was because the two boys did not enter 

the brothel-one outside Paris-that they were able to hold onto their illusions for a while longer.  

…In order to escape the influence of prostitution via Paris, it is necessary for individuals to 

move themselves far away from the city. We see this in Sentimental Education yet again in 



Fontainbleau, because despite Rosanette’s confession, when they are out in the country, 

Rosanette is not a prostitute, she is Frédéric’s mistress, taken on vacation. In Tea in the Harem, 

Charef also describes this necessity through the mention of Madeleine… 

 


