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Like many professionals trained in the Law I enjoy reading. I believe that the
richness and complexities of people’s lives are well captured in certain pieces
of literature, be they the Russian classics, Shakespearean plays or Cortazar’s
creations. In particular, I remember being fascinated by “One Day in the Life
of Ivan Denisovich” of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn when I was very young. Later
in life, when I lived in Paris, I enjoyed Stefan Zweig’s “Vingt-quatre heures
d'une femme”. In their own ways, Ivan and Henriette represent a whole host
of things related to their respective culture, time, and space.

Because of the breadth of Yves’s activities and influence, I thought that
depicting his contribution to the development of our profession from a variety
of angles and in a literary fashion would be a nice gift. Some
characters, events and incidents are the product of my imagination so the
resemblance to actual events is coincidental.

This Liber Amicorum is a well-deserved symbol of our community’s
recognition to Yves, and I thank deeply Antonias and Eduardo for having
invited me to contribute.

He tossed and turned and had the impression it was finally dawn. Alas, it was
only three o’clock and outside it was still pitch dark. He ended doing what he
had been avoiding all night: he put on his slippers and robe and headed to his
desk. Although it would cost him later in the day, the truth was that he enjoyed
Working in the unique silence of the night and witnessing the start of a new
d"’Y_ all by himself. The window revealed the shiny streets from the persistent

nisian rain; although it had ceased minutes ago, he was sure it would
4company him throughout the morning. There were still two hours to go

¢fore the first signs of activity appeared, the mechanical brushes that cleaned
ap:;eets and the butcher who opened shop in the downstairs corner of the
ent he shared with Frangoise, his beloved wife of many decades.



Liber Amicorum pour YVes Derains

There were several reasons behind his slecplessm?ss, inc]udfng that, for the
first time in his career he was seriously coutemp.datufg preparing a diSSenting
opinion. There was also the discussion he had with his parfn.er th-e day before,
which was more important but less urgent than the decision in the highy
complex case he had been working on for th.e past three years, His c.:olleagues
on the arbitration panel felt comfortable with the draft of the decision s ;;
stood, and everyone was expecting his approval of the draft for prompt
notification to the parties. Yet he was convinced that there was something
wrong with the decision; he just didn’t know exactly where the problem Jajg
He knew, however, that this award would be of significant value in the
formation of the so-called jurisprudence constante in investor-State disputes
and he felt an awesome responsibility weighing down on him.! For the thirg
time, he set himself out to read the reasoning they had crafted on a specific
issue on the merits, but this time he decided to start from the beginning of the

entire 235-page opus.

It was closer to dawn now and he had made good progress, but he was feeling
a bit empty on his stomach. Near six o’clock he was happy to hear the familiar
footsteps heading in the direction of the kitchen to what he hoped was the
preparation of freshly brewed morning coffee. He thought it would not be
inelegant to have his first cup while he worked and join Frangoise later for
breakfast in a more civilized format, so he accepted his wife’s offer. He did
not want to lose momentum, as he wished to find the solution to his conundrum
on that very day.

Eurcka! He found what he was looking for at last. The issue that was
bothering him concerned the drafting of the basis for the decision on the first
claim. It was contained in a few paragraphs, and the cartesian in him did ot
feel at ease with the order in which the analysis was shaped; he was certain
that it was the reason why the award led to the wrong conclusion, He paused
for the last sip of coffee and felt more energized. Before he could start on the
proposal he was to submit to his colleagues, a discussion during a PIDA
workshop in Marrakesh years ago crept into his mind.
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