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Description : Description du produitWidely considered as Chesterton's masterpiece, The Man Who Was
Thursday (1908) defies classification. Drawing on contemporary fears of anarchist conspiracies and bomb
outrages, thistext isfirmly rooted in itstime and place--turn of the century London--but it also defies
temporal boundaries. This critical edition includes several short related pieces, A Picture of Tuesday,
Introduction to the Book of Job, and The Diabolist, aswell asamap of contemporary London and detailed
explanatory notes.

Prsentation de |'diteurThis edition includes 10 illustrations. According to the author G.K. Chesterton, the
London of Gabriel Syme in The Man Who Was Thursday is not one of any particular realism; rather, it is, as
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the novels subtitle suggests, a nightmare, an imaginary world where policemen and anarchists alike wear
masks to hide their true facades and the road toward truth is scattered with enigmas. An early thriller first
published in 1908, The Man Who Was Thursday is full of quotable lines, a secret anarchist society and even
Christian alegory, whose inclusion comes from an author who struggled with depression and, later in life,
hisreligious beliefs..comin an article published the day before his death, G.K. Chesterton called The Man
Who Was Thursday "avery melodramatic sort of moonshine." Set in a phantasmagoric London where
policemen are poets and anarchists camouflage themselves as, well, anarchists, his 1907 novel offers up one
highly colored enigma after another. If that weren't enough, the author also throws in an elephant chase and a
hot-air-balloon pursuit in which the pursuers suffer from "the persistent refusal of the balloon to follow the
roads, and the still more persistent refusal of the cabmen to follow the balloon." But Chesterton is aso
concerned with more serious questions of honor and truth (and less serious ones, perhaps, of duels and
dualism). Our hero is Gabriel Syme, a policeman who cannot reveal that hisfellow poet Lucian Gregory is
an anarchist. In Chesterton's agile, antic hands, Syme is the virtual embodiment of paradox: He came of a
family of cranks, in which all the oldest people had al the newest notions. One of his uncles always walked
about without a hat, and another had made an unsuccessful attempt to walk about with a hat and nothing
else. Hisfather cultivated art and self-realization; his mother went in for smplicity and hygiene. Hence the
child, during his tenderer years, was wholly unacquainted with any drink between the extremes of absinthe
and cocoa, of both of which he had a healthy dislike.... Being surrounded with every conceivable kind of
revolt from infancy, Gabriel had to revolt into something, so he revolted into the only thing left--sanity.
Elected undercover into the Central European Council of anarchists, Syme must avoid discovery and save
the world from any bombings in the offing. As Thursday (each anarchist takes the name of aweekday--the
only quotidian thing about this fantasia) does his best to undo his new colleagues, the masks multiply. The
guestion then becomes: Do they reveal or conceal? And who, not to mention what, can be believed? As The
Man Who Was Thursday proceeds, it becomes a hilarious numbers game with a more serious undertone--
what happens if most members of the council actually turn out to be on the side of right? Chesterton's tour de
forceisathriller that is best read slowly, so as to savor his highly anarchic take on anarchy. --Kerry
FriedExtraitCHAPTER 1The Two Poets of Saffron ParkThe suburb of Saffron Park lay on the sunset side of
London, as red and ragged as a cloud of sunset. It was built of a bright brick throughout; its skyline was
fantastic, and even its ground plan was wild. It had been the outburst of a speculative builder, faintly tinged
with art, who called its architecture sometimes Elizabethan and sometimes Queen Anne, apparently under
the impression that the two sovereigns were identical. It was described with some justice as an artistic
colony, though it never in any definable way produced any art. But although its pretensions to be an
intellectual centre were alittle vague, its pretensions to be a pleasant place were quite indisputable. The
stranger who looked for the first time at the quaint red houses could only think how very oddly shaped the
people must be who could fit in to them. Nor when he met the people was he disappointed in this respect.
The place was not only pleasant, but perfect, if once he could regard it not as a deception but rather as a
dream. Even if the people were not artists, the whole was nevertheless artistic. That young man with the
long, auburn hair and the impudent facethat young man was not really a poet; but surely he was a poem.
That old gentleman with the wild, white beard and the wild, white hatthat venerable humbug was not really a
philosopher; but at least he was the cause of philosophy in others That scientific gentleman with the bald,
egg-like head and the bare, bird-like neck had no real right to the airs of science that he assumed. He had not
discovered anything new in biology; but what biological creature could he have discovered more singular
than himself? Thus, and thus only, the whole place had properly to be regarded; it had to be considered not
so much as aworkshop for artists, but as afrail but finished work of art. A man who stepped into its social
atmosphere felt asif he had stepped into awritten comedy.More especidly this attractive unreality fell upon
it about nightfall, when the extravagant roofs were dark against the afterglow and the whole insane village
seemed as separate as a drifting cloud. This again was more strongly true of the many nights of local
festivity, when the little gardens were often illuminated, and the big Chinese lanterns glowed in the dwarfish
trees like some fierce and monstrous fruit. And this was strongest of al on one particular evening, still
vaguely remembered in the locality, of which the auburn-haired poet was the hero. It was not by any means
the only evening of which he was the hero. On many nights those passing by hislittle back garden might
hear his high, didactic voice laying down the law to men and particularly to women. The attitude of women
in such cases was indeed one of the paradoxes of the place. Most of the women were of the kind vaguely
called emancipated, and professed some protest against male supremacy. Y et these new women would



always pay to a man the extravagant compliment which no ordinary woman ever pays to him, that of
listening while he istalking. And Mr. Lucian Gregory, the red-haired poet, was really (in some sense) a man
worth listening to, even if one laughed at the end of it. He put the old cant of the lawlessness of art and the
art of lawlessness with a certain impudent freshness which gave at least a momentary pleasure. He was
helped in some degree by the arresting oddity of his appearance, which he worked, as the phrase goes, for all
it was worth. Hisdark red hair parted in the middle was literally like awomans, and curved into the slow
curls of avirgin in a pre-Raphaelite picture. From within this ailmost saintly oval, however, hisface
projected suddenly broad and brutal, the chin carried forward with alook of cockney contempt. This
combination at once tickled and terrified the nerves of a neurotic population. He seemed like awalking
blasphemy, a blend of the angel and the ape.This particular evening, if it isremembered for nothing else,
will be remembered in that place for its strange sunset. It looked like the end of the world. All the heaven
seemed covered with a quite vivid and pal pable plumage; you could only say that the sky was full of
feathers, and of feathers that almost brushed the face. Across the great part of the dome they were grey, with
the strangest tints of violet and mauve and an unnatural pink or pale green; but towards the west the whole
grew past description, transparent and passionate, and the last red-hot plumes of it covered up the sun like
something too good to be seen. The whole was so close about the earth as to express nothing but a violent
secrecy. The very empyrean seemed to be a secret. It expressed that splendid smallness which is the soul of
local patriotism. The very sky seemed small.l say that there are some inhabitants who may remember the
evening if only by that oppressive sky. There are others who may remember it because it marked the first
appearance in the place of the second poet of Saffron Park. For along time the red-haired revolutionary had
reigned without arival; it was upon the night of the sunset that his solitude suddenly ended. The new poet,
who introduced himself by the name of Gabriel Syme, was a very mild-looking mortal, with afair, pointed
beard and faint, yellow hair. But an impression grew that he was less meek than he looked. He signalized his
entrance by differing with the established poet, Gregory, upon the whole nature of poetry. He said that he
(Syme) was a poet of law, a poet of order; nay, he said he was a poet of respectability. So all the Saffron
Parkerslooked at him asif he had that moment fallen out of that impossible sky.In fact, Mr. Lucian Gregory,
the anarchic poet, connected the two events.It may well be, he said, in his sudden lyrical manner, it may well
be on such a night of clouds and cruel colours that there is brought forth upon the earth such a portent as a
respectable poet. You say you are a poet of law; | say you are a contradiction in terms. | only wonder there
were not comets and earthquakes on the night you appeared in this garden.The man with the meek blue eyes
and the pale, pointed beard endured these thunders with a certain submissive solemnity. The third party of
the group, Gregorys sister Rosamond, who had her brothers braids of red hair, but akindlier face underneath
them, laughed with such mixture of admiration and disapproval as she gave commonly to the family
oracle.Gregory resumed in high oratorical good-humour.An artist isidentical with an anarchist, he cried.

Y ou might transpose the words anywhere. An anarchist is an artist. The man who throws abomb is an artist,
because he prefers a great moment to everything. He sees how much more valuable is one burst of blazing
light, one peal of perfect thunder, than the mere common bodies of afew shapeless policemen. An artist
disregards al governments, abolishes all conventions. The poet delightsin disorder only. If it were not so,
the most poetical thing in the world would be the Underground Railway.So it is, said Mr. Syme.Nonsense!
said Gregory, who was very rational when anyone el se attempted paradox. Why do al the clerks and navvies
in the railway trains look so sad and tired, so very sad and tired? | will tell you. It is because they know that
the train is going right. It is because they know that whatever place they have taken aticket for, that place
they will reach. It is because after they have passed Sloane Square they know that the next station must be
Victoria, and nothing but Victoria. Oh, their wild rapture! oh, their eyeslike stars and their soulsagainin
Eden, if the next station were unaccountably Baker Street!lt isyou who are unpoetical, replied the poet
Syme. If what you say of clerksistrue, they can only be as prosaic as your poetry. Therare, strange thing is
to hit the mark; the gross, obvious thing isto missit. We feel it is epical when man with one wild arrow
strikes adistant bird. Isit not also epical when man with one wild engine strikes a distant station? Chaosis
dull; because in chaos the train might indeed go anywhere, to Baker Street, or to Bagdad. But manisa

magician, and hiswhole magic isin this, that he does say Victoria, and lo! it is Victoria. No, take your books
of mere poetry and prose, let me read atime-table, with tears of pride. Take your Byron, who commemorates
the defeats of man; give me Bradshaw who commemorates his victories. Give me Bradshaw, | say!Must you
go?inquired Gregory sarcasticaly.l tell you, went on Syme with passion, that every time atrain comesin |
feel that it has broken past batteries of besiegers, and that man has won a battle against chaos. Y ou say



contemptuously that when one has left Sloane Square one must come to Victoria. | say that one might do a
thousand things instead, and that whenever | really come there | have the sense of hair-breadth escape. And
when | hear the guard shout out the word Victoria, it is not an unmeaning word. It isto methecry of a
herald announcing conqguest. It isto me indeed Victorig; it isthe victory of Adam.Gregory wagged his
heavy, red head with a slow and sad smile.



