
Excerpts from Novels in Three Lines by Félix Fénéon, translated by Luc Sante 

 

Background: Novels in Three Lines collects more than a thousand true news items 

that appeared anonymously in the French newspaper Le Matin in 1906. 

 

 

“If my candidate loses, I will kill myself," M. Bellavoine, of Fresquienne, Seine-

Inferieure, had declared. He killed himself. 

 

There is no longer a God even for drunkards. Kersilie, of St.-Germain, who had 

mistaken the window for the door, is dead. 

 

Lit by her son, 5, a signal flare burst under the skirts of Mme. Roger, of Clichy; 

damages were considerable. 

 

Reverend Andrieux, of Roannes, near Aurillac, whom a pitiless husband perforated 

Wednesday with two rifle shots, died last night. 

 

Again and again Mme Couderc, of Saint-Ouen, was prevented from hanging 

herself from her window bolt. Exasperated, she fled across the fields.  

 

Nurse Elise Bachmann, whose day off was yesterday, put on a public display of 

insanity. 

 

A complaint was sworn by the Persian physician Djai Khan against a compatriot 

who had stolen from him a tiara. 

 

A dozen hawkers who had been announcing news of a nonexistent anarchist 

bombing at the Madeleine have been arrested. 

 

A certain madwoman arrested downtown falsely claimed to be nurse Elise 

Bachmann. The latter is perfectly sane. 

On Place du Pantheon, a heated group of voters attempted to roast an effigy of M. 

Auffray, the losing candidate. They were dispersed. 

 

 

 

 



Curriculum by Sejal Shah 
 

 

Area Studies 

 

The map was printed on a handkerchief. It is a map of a place that no longer exists. British East 

Africa. On a handkerchief—you can hold the Republic of Tanganyika near your nose! Around 

the carved-out section of Africa float pictures, symbols: a rhinoceros, a bird you cannot identify. 

Strangely, we had two maps, nearly identical, except that the print on the handkerchiefs, the 

outlines of the place were slightly blurry; neither was perfect. I was always thinking about 

stretching these handkerchiefs, ironing them, framing them for a present for our mother who was 

from there, but nothing came of that. I was a child who wanted perfect. They were hers so it 

would have been giving something of hers back to her; what kind of gift is that? A good one or a 

sad one, or both? I never did it. I still find them from time to time.  

 

 

Women’s Studies 

 

Three embroidered cream-colored cloths or are they two, float in the kitchen. They are not 

framed the way stitching, cross-stitching, and needlepoint are framed in other people’s front 

hallways and parlors and living rooms and above stairs. They are not framed at all. They are not 

letters, pilgrim blue. They are not a repetition of vowel sounds, of consonants. They do not 

linger. They are flowers and they curl. They taunt me: What was it that I meant to do? To frame, 

to frame, to hang up. Nothing done. Were they part of what women had to do to show some sort 

of mastery over the smallest surface? I will never embroider like that. We had latch hook, just 

hours of watching The Guiding Light and All My Children and hooking. The ugliest designs and 

colors until some design: oversize red and blue mushrooms in a field grew, mold-like, in shag-

rug splendor.  

 

 

Visual Studies 

 

My friend Anne says use the old frames and wear them. Replace the lenses. I, too, wear glasses; 

this is one way I know I belong to my family since I don’t really resemble them. They are my 

mother’s cat-eyeglasses, from the sixties; or maybe it was the seventies. They are broken and I 

cannot bear to get rid of them. I keep them in the blue-and-white flowered glasses case she 

always used. I keep them in a wooden box that says Buffalo Baking Powder Company and that I 

bought one summer, at an antique fair. I was not even twenty-five. What did I know then of the 

way things break down? Of the way I would and one day did. I want to believe I will wear her 

glasses one day. I keep thinking about these objects that have no particular use, how I study 

them: two handkerchief maps of an area now called something else; pale, needlepointed flowers 

(unframed); spectacles with black and gold rims, a relic signifying forthcoming absence, these 

glasses of a mother I will lose one day. 

 

 

 



Sticks by George Saunders 

  

  

 

Every year Thanksgiving night we flocked out behind Dad as he dragged the Santa suit to the 

road and draped it over a kind of crucifix he'd built out of metal pole in the yard. Super Bowl 

week the pole was dressed in a jersey and Rod's helmet and Rod had to clear it with Dad if he 

wanted to take the helmet off. On the Fourth of July the pole was Uncle Sam, on Veteran’s Day 

a soldier,  on Halloween a ghost. The pole was Dad's only concession to glee. We were allowed 

a single Crayola from the box at a time. One Christmas Eve he shrieked at Kimmie for wasting 

an apple slice. He hovered over us as we poured ketchup saying: good enough good enough 

good enough. Birthday parties consisted of cupcakes, no ice cream. The first time I brought a 

date over she said: what's with your dad and that pole? and I sat there blinking. 

 

We left home, married,  had children of our own, found the seeds of meanness blooming also 

within us. Dad began dressing the pole with more complexity and less discernible logic. He 

draped some kind of fur over it on Groundhog Day and lugged out a floodlight to ensure a 

shadow. When an earthquake struck Chile he lay the pole on its side and spray painted a rift in 

the earth. Mom died and he dressed the pole as Death and hung from the crossbar photos of 

Mom as a baby. We'd stop by and find odd talismans from his youth arranged around the base: 

army medals, theater tickets, old sweatshirts, tubes of Mom's makeup. One autumn he painted 

the pole bright yellow. He covered it with cotton swabs that winter for warmth and provided 

offspring by hammering in six crossed sticks around the yard. He ran lengths of string between 

the pole and the sticks, and taped to the string letters of apology, admissions of error, pleas for 

understanding, all written in a frantic hand on index cards. He painted a sign saying LOVE and 

hung it from the pole and another that said FORGIVE? and then he died in the hall with the 

radio on and we sold the house to a young couple who yanked out the pole and the sticks and 

left them by the road on garbage day. 

 

In the contributor's notes in "Story" magazine, George Saunders writes, "For two years I'd been 

driving past a house like the one in the story, imagining the owner as a man more joyful and self-

possessed and less self-conscious than myself. Then one day I got sick of him and invented his 

opposite, and there was the story." 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Huntress by Sofia Samatar 
 
 
For fear of the huntress the city closed like an eye. Only my window stayed open, because, as 

a foreigner, I didn’t know better. In the morning, poor children would scrub the stains from the 

roofs. Now the rain-dark head came down and rested on the dome of the embassy. 

The moon shed feathers of light, as if molting. In the morning the eaves would drip with pinkish 

foam. A stench of fur came in at the window. I went to slam it shut, but instead I stood there, 

fingers gripping the edge of the frame. I closed my eyes in the searching heat. All over the city 

people were taking shelter in their cellars and under their beds. Once there were two children and 

they were the only ones on their block who kept the passion for monsters after they grew up. 

The only ones. Why should that be? Our dad used to tell us stories of camel herding. He would 

scare us by mimicking the sound of a lion. This lion didn’t sound like any lion from movies or 

games or anything. It had a whining hunger. It was a tenor lion. 

Her prowler’s voice, surprisingly high and small. Like a question. All over the city people were 

covering their heads. The leaves outside my window shrank and smoked. Exiles and insomniacs 

share this feeling: that each is the only one. 

I feel like I’m turning into this fierce person. A taskmaster to myself, like a ballet dancer or a 

monk. Are monks happy? No, they are not interested in that category of feeling. But I’m 

supposed to be. I’m an American. 

The Huntress left dark patches wherever she passed. She left a streak. In the morning, the hotel 

staff would find me unconscious, gummed to the floor. The proprietor weeping, for nothing like 

this had ever happened in his establishment, nothing. Had I not read the instructions on the desk? 

The fierceness can be seen around the mouth. I compress my lips when I’m thinking. Our dad 

was the same way. 

In the morning the staff would run me a bath. Now the Huntress bent to my window, but she was 

not there to feed. She was there as a witness. 
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