existence is incontestable. There is virtually no Parisian glance it fails to fouch at some
time of day; at the moment I begin writing these lines about it, the Tower is there, in front
of me, framed by my window; and at the very moment the January night blurs it,
apparently trying to make it invisible, to deny its presence, two little lights come on,
winking gently as they revolve at its very tip: all this night, too, it will be there,
connecting me above Paris to each of my friends that I know are seeing it: with it we all

comprise a shifting figure of which it is the steady center: the Tower is friendly.

The Tower is also present to the entire world. First of all as a universal symbol of
Paris, it is everywhere on the globe where Paris is to be stated as an image; from the
Midwest to Australia, there is no journey to France which isn't made, somehow, in the
Tower's name, no schoolbook, poster, or film about France which fails to propose it as the
major sign of a people and of a place: it belongs to the universal language of travel.
Further: beyond its strictly Parisian statement, it touches the most general human
image-repertoire: its simple, primary shape confers upon it the vocation of an infinite
cipher: in turn and according to the appeals of our imagination, the symbol of Paris, of
modernity, of communication, of science or of the nineteenth century, rocket, stem,
derrick, phallus, lightning rod or insect, confronting the great itineraries of our dreams, it
is the inevitable sign; just as there is no Parisian glance which is not compelled to
encounter it, there is no fantasy which fails, sooner or later, to acknowledge its form and

to be nourished by it; pick up a pencil and let your hand, in other words your thoughts,

wander, and it is often the Tower which will appear, reduced to that simple line whose
sole mythic function is to join, as the poet says, base and summit, or again, earth and

heaven.



