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			Preface to First Edition

			We must ask par­don of the pub­lic for of­fer­ing it this book, and give it due warn­ing of what it will find there­in.

			The pub­lic loves fic­ti­tious nov­els! this is a true nov­el.

			It loves books which make a pre­tence of in­tro­duc­ing their read­ers to fash­ion­able so­ci­ety: this book deals with the life of the street.

			It loves lit­tle in­de­cent books, mem­oirs of cour­te­sans, al­cove con­fes­sions, erot­ic ob­scen­i­ty, the scan­dal tucked away in pic­tures in a book­sell­er’s shop win­dow: that which is con­tained in the fol­low­ing pages is rigid­ly clean and pure. Do not ex­pect the pho­to­graph of Plea­sure dé­col­letée: the fol­low­ing study is the clin­ic of Love.

			Again, the pub­lic loves to read pleas­ant, sooth­ing sto­ries, ad­ven­tures that end hap­pi­ly, imag­i­na­tive works that dis­turb nei­ther its di­ges­tion nor its peace of mind: this book fur­nish­es en­ter­tain­ment of a melan­choly, vi­o­lent sort cal­cu­lat­ed to dis­ar­range the habits and in­jure the health of the pub­lic.

			Why then have we writ­ten it? For no oth­er pur­pose than to an­noy the pub­lic and of­fend its tastes?

			By no means.

			Liv­ing as we do in the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, in an age of uni­ver­sal suf­frage, of democ­ra­cy, of lib­er­al­ism, we asked our­selves the ques­tion whether what are called “the low­er class­es” had no rights in the nov­el; if that world be­neath a world, the com­mon peo­ple, must needs re­main sub­ject to the lit­er­ary in­ter­dict, and help­less against the con­tempt of au­thors who have hith­er­to said no word to im­ply that the com­mon peo­ple pos­sess a heart and soul. We asked our­selves whether, in these days of equal­i­ty in which we live, there are class­es un­wor­thy the no­tice of the au­thor and the read­er, mis­for­tunes too low­ly, dra­mas too foul-mouthed, catas­tro­phes too com­mon­place in the ter­ror they in­spire. We were cu­ri­ous to know if that con­ven­tion­al sym­bol of a for­got­ten lit­er­a­ture, of a van­ished so­ci­ety, Tragedy, is def­i­nite­ly dead; if, in a coun­try where castes no longer ex­ist and aris­toc­ra­cy has no le­gal sta­tus, the mis­eries of the low­ly and the poor would ap­peal to pub­lic in­ter­est, emo­tion, com­pas­sion, as forcibly as the mis­eries of the great and the rich; if, in a word, the tears that are shed in low life have the same pow­er to cause tears to flow as the tears shed in high life.

			These thoughts led us to ven­ture up­on the hum­ble tale, Sœur Philomène, in 1861; they lead us to put forth Ger­minie Lac­er­teux to­day.

			Now, let the book be spo­ken slight­ing­ly of; it mat­ters lit­tle. At this day, when the sphere of the Nov­el is broad­en­ing and ex­pand­ing, when it is be­gin­ning to be the se­ri­ous, im­pas­sioned, liv­ing form of lit­er­ary study and so­cial in­ves­ti­ga­tion, when it is be­com­ing, by virtue of anal­y­sis and psy­cho­log­i­cal re­search, the true His­to­ry of con­tem­po­rary morals, when the nov­el has tak­en its place among the nec­es­sary el­e­ments of knowl­edge, it may prop­er­ly de­mand its lib­er­ty and free­dom of speech. And to en­cour­age it in the search for Art and Truth, to au­tho­rize it to dis­close mis­ery and suf­fer­ing which it is not well for the for­tu­nate peo­ple of Paris to for­get, and to show to peo­ple of fash­ion what the Sis­ters of Char­i­ty have the courage to see for them­selves, what the queens of old com­pelled their chil­dren to touch with their eyes in the hos­pi­tals: the vis­i­ble, pal­pi­tat­ing hu­man suf­fer­ing that teach­es char­i­ty; to con­firm the nov­el in the prac­tice of that re­li­gion which the last cen­tu­ry called by the vast and far-reach­ing name, Hu­man­i­ty:—it needs no oth­er war­rant than the con­scious­ness that that is its right.

			
				Paris, Oc­to­ber, 1864.

			
		
	
		
			
				Second Preface

				Pre­pared for a post­hu­mous edi­tion of Ger­minie Lac­er­teux

			
			Ju­ly 22, 1862.—The dis­ease is grad­u­al­ly do­ing its work of de­struc­tion in our poor Rose. It is as if the im­ma­te­ri­al man­i­fes­ta­tions of life that for­mer­ly em­anat­ed from her body were dy­ing one by one. Her face is en­tire­ly changed. Her ex­pres­sion is not the same, her ges­tures are not the same; and she seems to me as if she were putting off ev­ery day more and more of that some­thing, hu­man­ly speak­ing in­de­fin­able, which makes the per­son­al­i­ty of a liv­ing be­ing. Dis­ease, be­fore mak­ing an end of its vic­tim, in­tro­duces in­to his body some­thing strange, un­fa­mil­iar, some­thing that is not he, makes of him a new be­ing, so to speak, in whom we must seek to find the for­mer be­ing—he, whose joy­ous, af­fec­tion­ate fea­tures have al­ready ceased to ex­ist.

			Ju­ly 31.—Doc­tor Si­mon is to tell me very soon whether our dear old Rose will live or die. I am wait­ing to hear his ring, which to me, is equiv­a­lent to that of a ju­ry at the as­sizes, an­nounc­ing their re­turn to the court room with their ver­dict. “It is all over, there is no hope, it is sim­ply a ques­tion of time. The dis­ease has pro­gressed very rapid­ly. One lung is en­tire­ly gone and the oth­er sub­stan­tial­ly.” And we must re­turn to the in­valid, re­store her seren­i­ty with a smile, give her rea­son to hope for con­va­les­cence in ev­ery line of our faces. Then we feel an un­con­quer­able long­ing to rush from the room and from the poor crea­ture. We leave the house, we wan­der at ran­dom through the streets; at last, over­done with fa­tigue, we sit down at a ta­ble in a café. We me­chan­i­cal­ly take up a copy of L’Il­lus­tra­tion and our eyes fall at once up­on the so­lu­tion of its last rid­dle: Against death, there is no ap­peal!

			Mon­day, Au­gust 11.—The dis­ease of the lungs is com­pli­cat­ed with peri­toni­tis. She has ter­ri­ble pains in the bow­els, she can­not move with­out as­sis­tance, she can­not lie on her back or her left side. In God’s name, is not death enough? must she al­so en­dure suf­fer­ing, aye, tor­ture, as the fi­nal im­pla­ca­ble break­ing-up of the hu­man or­gan­ism? And she suf­fers thus, poor wretch! in one of the ser­vant’s rooms, where the sun, shin­ing in through a win­dow in the slop­ing roof, makes the air as sti­fling as in a hot­house, and where there is so lit­tle room that the doc­tor has to put his hat on the bed. We strug­gled to the last to keep her, but fi­nal­ly we had to make up our minds to let her go away. She was un­will­ing to go to Mai­son Dubois, where we pro­posed to take her; it seems that twen­ty-five years ago, when she first came to us, she went there to see the nurse in charge of Ed­mond, who died there, and so that par­tic­u­lar hos­pi­tal rep­re­sents to her the place where peo­ple die. I am wait­ing for Si­mon who is to bring her a per­mit to go to Lari­boisière. She passed al­most a good night. She is all ready, in high spir­its, in fact. We have cov­ered ev­ery­thing up from her as well as we could. She longs to be gone. She is in a great hur­ry. She feels that she is go­ing to get well there. At two o’clock Si­mon ar­rives: “Here it is, all right.” She re­fus­es to have a lit­ter: “I should think I was dead!” she says. She is dressed. As soon as she leaves her bed, all the signs of life to be seen up­on her face dis­ap­pear. It is as if the earth had risen un­der her skin. She comes down in­to our apart­ments. Sit­ting in the din­ing-room, with a trem­bling hand, the knuck­les of which knock against one an­oth­er, she draws her stock­ings on over a pair of legs like broom­sticks, con­sump­tive legs. Then, for a long mo­ment, she looks about at the fa­mil­iar ob­jects with dy­ing eyes that seem de­sirous to take away with them the mem­o­ry of the places they are leav­ing—and the door of the apart­ment clos­es up­on her with a noise as of farewell. She reach­es the foot of the stairs, where she rests for an in­stant on a chair. The concierge, in a ban­ter­ing tone, as­sures her that she will be well in six weeks. She bows and says “yes,” an in­audi­ble “yes.” The cab drives up to the door. She rests her hand on the concierge’s wife. I hold her against the pil­low she has be­hind her back. With wide open, va­cant eyes she vague­ly watch­es the hous­es pass, but she does not speak. At the door of the hos­pi­tal she tries to alight with­out as­sis­tance. “Can you walk so far?” the concierge asks. She makes an af­fir­ma­tive ges­ture and walks on. Re­al­ly I can­not imag­ine where she pro­cured the strength to walk as she does. Here we are at last in the great hall, a high, cold, bare, clean place with a lit­ter stand­ing, all ready for use, in the cen­tre. I seat her in a straw arm­chair by a door with a glazed wick­et. A young man opens the wick­et, asks my name and age and writes busi­ly for quar­ter of an hour, cov­er­ing ten or more sheets of pa­per with a re­li­gious fig­ure at the head. At last, ev­ery­thing is ready, and I em­brace her. A boy takes one arm, the house­keep­er the oth­er.—Af­ter that, I saw noth­ing more.

			Thurs­day, Au­gust 14.—We have been to Lari­boisière. We found Rose qui­et, hope­ful, talk­ing of her ap­proach­ing dis­charge—in three weeks at most—and so free from all thought of death that she told us of a fu­ri­ous love scene that took place yes­ter­day be­tween a wom­an in the bed next hers and a broth­er of the Chris­tian schools, who was there again to­day. Poor Rose is death, but death en­grossed with life. Near her bed was a young wom­an, whose hus­band, a me­chan­ic, had come to see her. “You see, as soon as I can walk, I shall walk about the gar­den so much that they’ll have to send me home!” she said. And the moth­er in her added: “Does the child ask for me some­times?”

			“Some­times, oh! yes,” the man replied.

			Sat­ur­day, Au­gust 16.—This morn­ing, at ten o’clock, some­one rings the bell. I hear a col­lo­quy at the door be­tween the house­keep­er and the concierge. The door opens, the concierge en­ters with a let­ter. I take the let­ter; it bears the stamp of Lari­boisière. Rose died this morn­ing at sev­en o’clock.

			Poor girl! So it is all over! I knew that she was doomed; but she was so an­i­mat­ed, so cheer­ful, al­most hap­py, when we saw her Thurs­day! And here we are both walk­ing up and down the sa­lon, filled with the thought that a fel­low-crea­ture’s death in­spires: We shall nev­er see her again!—an in­stinc­tive thought that re­curs in­ces­sant­ly with­in you. What a void! what a gap in our house­hold! A habit, an at­tach­ment of twen­ty-five years growth, a girl who knew our whole lives and opened our let­ters in our ab­sence, and to whom we told all our busi­ness. When I was a bit of a boy I trun­dled my hoop with her, and she bought me ap­ple-tarts with her own mon­ey, when we went to walk. She would sit up for Ed­mond till morn­ing, to open the door for him, when he went to the Bal de l’Opéra with­out our moth­er’s knowl­edge. She was the wom­an, the ex­cel­lent nurse, whose hands moth­er placed in ours when she was dy­ing. She had the keys to ev­ery­thing, she man­aged ev­ery­thing, she did ev­ery­thing for our com­fort. For twen­ty-five years she tucked us up in bed ev­ery night, and ev­ery night there were the same nev­er-end­ing jokes about her ug­li­ness and her dis­grace­ful physique. Sor­rows and joys alike she shared with us. She was one of those de­vot­ed crea­tures up­on whose so­lic­i­tude you re­ly to close your eyes. Our bod­ies, when we were ill or in­dis­posed, were ac­cus­tomed to her at­ten­tions. She was fa­mil­iar with all our hob­bies. She had known all our mis­tress­es. She was a piece of our life, part of the fur­ni­ture of our apart­ment, a stray mem­o­ry of our youth, at once lov­ing and scold­ing and care-tak­ing, like a watch­dog whom we were ac­cus­tomed to hav­ing al­ways be­side us and about us, and who ought to last as long as our­selves. And we shall nev­er see her again! It is not she mov­ing about the rooms; she will nev­er again come to our rooms to bid us good morn­ing! It is a great wrench, a great change in our lives, which seems to us, I can­not say why, like one of those solemn breaks in one’s ex­is­tence, when, as By­ron says, des­tiny changes hors­es.

			Sun­day, Au­gust 17.—This morn­ing we are to per­form all the last sad du­ties. We must re­turn to the hos­pi­tal, en­ter once more the re­cep­tion hall, where I seem to see again, in the arm­chair against the wick­et, the ghost of the ema­ci­at­ed crea­ture I seat­ed there less than a week ago. “Will you iden­ti­fy the body?” the at­ten­dant hurls the ques­tion at me in a harsh voice. We go to the fur­ther end of the hos­pi­tal, to a high yel­low door, up­on which is writ­ten in great black let­ters: Am­phithe­atre. The at­ten­dant knocks. Af­ter some mo­ments the door is part­ly opened, and a head like a butch­er’s boy’s ap­pears, with a short pipe in its mouth: a head which sug­gests the glad­i­a­tor and the gravedig­ger. I fan­cied that I was at the cir­cus, and that he was the slave who re­ceived the glad­i­a­tors’ bod­ies; and he does re­ceive the slain in that great cir­cus, so­ci­ety. They made us wait a long while be­fore open­ing an­oth­er door, and dur­ing those mo­ments of sus­pense, all our courage oozed away, as the blood of a wound­ed man who is forced to re­main stand­ing oozes away, drop by drop. The mys­tery of what we were about to see, the hor­ror of a sight that rends your heart, the search for the one body amid oth­er bod­ies, the scru­ti­ny and recog­ni­tion of that poor face, dis­fig­ured doubt­less—the thought of all this made us as timid as chil­dren. We were at the end of our strength, at the end of our willpow­er, at the end of our ner­vous ten­sion, and, when the door opened, we said: “We will send some­one,” and fled. From there we went to the may­or’s of­fice, rid­ing in a cab that jolt­ed us and shook our heads about like emp­ty things. And an in­de­fin­able hor­ror seized up­on us of death in a hos­pi­tal, which seems to be on­ly an ad­min­is­tra­tive for­mal­i­ty. One would say that in that abode of agony, ev­ery­thing is so well ad­min­is­tered, reg­u­lat­ed, re­duced to sys­tem, that death opens it as if it were an ad­min­is­tra­tive bu­reau.

			While we were hav­ing the death reg­is­tered—Mon Dieu! the pa­per, all cov­ered with writ­ing and flour­ish­es for a poor wom­an’s death!—a man rushed out of an ad­join­ing room, in joy­ous ex­ul­ta­tion, and looked at the al­manac hang­ing on the wall to find the name of the saint of the day and give it to his child. As he passed, the skirt of the hap­py fa­ther’s coat swept the sheet on which the death was reg­is­tered from the desk to the floor.

			When we re­turned home, we must look through her pa­pers, get her clothes to­geth­er, sort out the clut­ter of phials, ban­dages and in­nu­mer­able things that sick­ness col­lects—jos­tle death about, in short. It was a ghast­ly thing to en­ter that at­tic, where the crumbs of bread from her last meal were still ly­ing in the folds of the bed­clothes. I threw the cov­er­lid up over the bol­ster, like a sheet over the ghost of a dead man.

			Mon­day, Au­gust 18.—The chapel is be­side the am­phithe­atre. In the hos­pi­tal God and the dead body are neigh­bors. At the mass said for the poor wom­an be­side her cof­fin, two or three oth­ers were placed near by to reap the ben­e­fit of the ser­vice. There was an un­pleas­ant promis­cu­ous­ness of sal­va­tion in that per­for­mance: it re­sem­bled the com­mon grave in the prayer. Be­hind me, in the chapel, Rose’s niece was weep­ing—the lit­tle girl she had at our house for a short time, who is now a young wom­an of nine­teen, a pupil at the con­vent of the Sis­ters of Saint-Lau­rent: a poor, weazened, pale, stunt­ed crea­ture, rick­ety from star­va­tion, with a head too heavy for her body, back bent dou­ble, and the air of a Mayeux—the last sad rem­nant of that con­sump­tion-rid­den fam­i­ly, await­ed by Death and with his hand even now heavy up­on her—in her soft eyes there is al­ready a gleam of the life be­yond.

			Then from the chapel to the ex­treme end of the Mont­martre ceme­tery—vast as a necrop­o­lis and oc­cu­py­ing a whole quar­ter of the city—walk­ing at slow steps through mud that nev­er ends. Last­ly the in­ton­ing of the priests, and the cof­fin la­bo­ri­ous­ly low­ered by the gravedig­gers’ arms to the ends of the ropes, as a cask of wine is low­ered in­to a cel­lar.

			Wednes­day, Au­gust 20.—Once more I must re­turn to the hos­pi­tal. For since the vis­it I paid Rose on Thurs­day and her sud­den death the next day, there has ex­ist­ed for me a mys­tery which I force from my thoughts, but which con­stant­ly re­turns; the mys­tery of that agony of which I know noth­ing, of that sud­den end. I long to know and I dread to learn. It does not seem to me as if she were dead; I think of her sim­ply as of a per­son who has dis­ap­peared. My imag­i­na­tion re­turns to her last hours, gropes for them in the dark­ness and re­con­structs them, and they tor­ture me with their veiled hor­rors! I need to have my doubts re­solved. At last, this morn­ing, I took my courage in both hands. Again I see the hos­pi­tal, again I see the red-faced, obese concierge, reek­ing with life as one reeks with wine, and the cor­ri­dors where the morn­ing light falls up­on the pale faces of smil­ing con­va­les­cents.

			In a dis­tant cor­ner, I rang at a door with lit­tle white cur­tains. It was opened and I found my­self in a par­lor where a Vir­gin stood up­on a sort of al­tar be­tween two win­dows. On the north­ern wall of the room, the cold, bare room, there are—why, I can­not ex­plain—two framed views of Vesu­vius, wretch­ed wa­ter­col­ors which seem to shiv­er and to be en­tire­ly ex­pa­tri­at­ed there. Through an open door be­hind me, from a small room in which the sun shines bright­ly, I hear the chat­ter­ing of sis­ters and chil­dren, child­ish joys, pret­ty lit­tle bursts of laugh­ter, all sorts of fresh, clear vo­cal notes: a sound as from a dove­cote bathed in the sun. Sis­ters in white with black caps pass and repass; one stops in front of my chair. She is short, bad­ly de­vel­oped, with an ug­ly, sweet face, a poor face by the grace of God. She is the moth­er of the Salle Saint-Joseph. She tells me how Rose died, in hard­ly any pain, feel­ing that she was im­prov­ing, al­most well, over­flow­ing with en­cour­age­ment and hope. In the morn­ing, af­ter her bed was made, with­out any sus­pi­cion that death was near, sud­den­ly she was tak­en with a hem­or­rhage, which last­ed some few sec­onds. I came away, much com­fort­ed, de­liv­ered from the thought that she had had the an­tic­i­pa­to­ry taste of death, the hor­ror of its ap­proach.

			
				Thurs­day, Oc­to­ber 21.
			

			

			In the midst of our din­ner, which was ren­dered melan­choly enough by the con­stant hov­er­ing of the con­ver­sa­tion around the sub­ject of death, Maria, who came to din­ner tonight, cried out, af­ter two or three ner­vous blows with her fin­gers up­on her fluffy blonde locks:—“My friends, while the poor girl was alive, I kept the pro­fes­sion­al se­cret of my trade. But, now that she is un­der ground, you must know the truth.”

			And there­upon we learned things con­cern­ing the un­hap­py crea­ture that took away our ap­petites, leav­ing in our mouths the bit­ter taste of fruit cut with a steel knife. And a whole strange, hate­ful, re­pug­nant, de­plorable ex­is­tence was re­vealed to us. The notes she signed, the debts she has left be­hind her at all the deal­ers, have the most un­fore­seen, the most amaz­ing, the most in­cred­i­ble ba­sis. She kept men: the milk­wom­an’s son, for whom she fur­nished a cham­ber; an­oth­er to whom she car­ried our wine, chick­ens, food of all sorts. A se­cret life of noc­tur­nal or­gies, of nights passed abroad, of fierce nympho­ma­nia, that made her lovers say: “Ei­ther she or I will stay on the field!” A pas­sion, pas­sions with her whole head and heart and all her sens­es at once, and com­pli­cat­ed by all the wretch­ed crea­tures’ dis­eases, con­sump­tion which adds fren­zy to plea­sure, hys­te­ria, the be­gin­ning of in­san­i­ty. She had two chil­dren by the milk­wom­an’s son, one of whom lived six months. Some years ago, when she told us that she was go­ing on a vis­it to her prov­ince, it was to lie in. And, with re­gard to these men, her pas­sion was so ex­trav­a­gant, so un­healthy, so in­sane, that she, who was for­mer­ly hon­esty per­son­i­fied, ac­tu­al­ly stole from us, took twen­ty franc pieces out of rolls of a hun­dred francs, so that the lovers she paid might not leave her. Now, af­ter these in­vol­un­tar­i­ly dis­hon­est acts, these pet­ty crimes ex­tort­ed from her up­right na­ture, she plunged in­to such depths of self-re­proach, re­morse, melan­choly, such black de­spair, that in that hell in which she rolled on from sin to sin, des­per­ate and un­sat­is­fied, she had tak­en to drink­ing to es­cape her­self, to save her­self from the present, to drown her­self and founder for a few mo­ments in the heavy slum­ber, the lethar­gic tor­por in which she would lie wal­low­ing across her bed for a whole day, just as she fell when she tried to make it. The mis­er­able crea­ture! how great an in­cen­tive, how many mo­tives and rea­sons she found for de­vour­ing her suf­fer­ing, and bleed­ing in­ter­nal­ly: in the first place the re­jec­tion at in­ter­vals of re­li­gious ideas by the ter­rors of a hell of fire and brim­stone; then jeal­ousy, that char­ac­ter­is­tic jeal­ousy of ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­body that poi­soned her life; then, then—then the dis­gust which these men, af­ter a time, bru­tal­ly ex­pressed for her ug­li­ness, and which drove her deep­er and deep­er in­to sot­tish­ness—caused her one day to have a mis­car­riage, and she fell half dead on the floor. Such a fright­ful tear­ing away of the veil we have worn over our eyes is like the ex­am­i­na­tion of a pock­et­ful of hor­ri­ble things in a dead body sud­den­ly opened. From what we have heard I sud­den­ly seem to re­al­ize what she must have suf­fered for ten years past: the dread of an anony­mous let­ter to us or of a de­nun­ci­a­tion from some deal­er; and the con­stant trep­i­da­tion on the sub­ject of the mon­ey that was de­mand­ed of her, and that she could not pay; and the shame felt by that proud crea­ture, per­vert­ed by the vile Quarti­er Saint-Georges, be­cause of her in­ti­ma­cy with low wretch­es whom she de­spised; and the lam­en­ta­ble con­scious­ness of the pre­ma­ture se­nil­i­ty caused by drunk­en­ness; and the in­hu­man ex­ac­tions and bru­tal­i­ty of the Alphons­es of the gut­ter; and the temp­ta­tions to sui­cide which caused me to pull her away from a win­dow one day, when I found her lean­ing far out—and last­ly all the tears that we be­lieved to be with­out cause—all these things min­gled with a very deep and heart­felt af­fec­tion for us, and with a ve­he­ment, fever­ish de­vo­tion when ei­ther of us was ill. And this wom­an pos­sessed an en­er­get­ic char­ac­ter, a force of will, a skill in mys­ti­fi­ca­tion, to which noth­ing can be com­pared. Yes, yes, all those fright­ful se­crets kept un­der lock and key, hid­den, buried deep in her own heart, so that nei­ther our eyes, nor our ears, nor our pow­ers of ob­ser­va­tion ev­er de­tect­ed aught amiss, even in her hys­ter­i­cal at­tacks, when noth­ing es­caped her but groans: a mys­tery pre­served un­til her death, and which she must have be­lieved would be buried with her. And of what did she die? She died, be­cause, all through one rainy win­ter’s night, eight months ago, at Mont­martre, she spied up­on the milk­wom­an’s son, who had turned her away, in or­der to find out with what wom­an he had filled her place; a whole night lean­ing against a ground-floor win­dow, as a re­sult of which she was drenched to the bones with dead­ly pleurisy!

			Poor crea­ture, we for­give her; in­deed, a vast com­pas­sion for her fills our hearts, as we re­flect up­on all that she has suf­fered. But we have be­come sus­pi­cious, for our lives, of the whole fe­male sex, and of wom­en above us as well as of wom­en be­low us in sta­tion. We are ter­ror-strick­en at the dou­ble lin­ing of their hearts, at the mar­velous fac­ul­ty, the sci­ence, the con­sum­mate ge­nius of false­hood with which their whole be­ing is in­stinct.

			

			The above ex­tracts are from our jour­nal: Jour­nal des Goncourts—Mé­moires de la Vie Lit­téraire; they are the doc­u­men­tary foun­da­tion up­on which, two years lat­er, my broth­er and I com­posed Ger­minie Lac­er­teux, whom we made a study of and taught when she was in the ser­vice of our ven­er­a­ble cousin, Made­moi­selle de C——t, of whom we were writ­ing a ve­ra­cious bi­og­ra­phy, af­ter the style of a bi­og­ra­phy of mod­ern his­to­ry.

			
				Ed­mond de Goncourt.

				Au­teuil, April, 1886.

			
		
	
		
			Germinie Lacerteux

		
	
		
			I

			“Saved! so you are re­al­ly out of dan­ger, made­moi­selle!” ex­claimed the maid with a cry of joy, as she closed the door up­on the doc­tor, and, rush­ing to the bed on which her mis­tress lay, she be­gan, in a fren­zy of hap­pi­ness and with a show­er of kiss­es to em­brace, to­geth­er with the bed cov­ers, the old wom­an’s poor, ema­ci­at­ed body, which seemed, in the huge bed, as small as a child’s.

			The old wom­an took her head, silent­ly, in both hands, pressed it against her heart, heaved a sigh, and mut­tered: “Ah, well! so I must live on!”

			This took place in a small room, through the win­dow of which could be seen a small patch of sky cut by three black iron pipes, var­i­ous neigh­bor­ing roofs, and in the dis­tance, be­tween two hous­es that al­most touched, the leaf­less branch of a tree, whose trunk was in­vis­i­ble.

			On the man­tel­piece, in a ma­hogany box, was a square clock with a large di­al, huge fig­ures and bulky hands. Be­side it, un­der glass cov­ers, were two can­dle­sticks formed by three sil­ver swans twist­ing their necks around a gold­en quiver. Near the fire­place an easy chair à la Voltaire, cov­ered with one of the pieces of ta­pes­try of checker­board pat­tern, which lit­tle girls and old wom­en make, ex­tend­ed its emp­ty arms. Two lit­tle Ital­ian land­scapes, a flow­er piece in wa­ter­col­ors af­ter Bertin, with a date in red ink at the bot­tom, and a few minia­tures hung on the walls.

			Up­on the ma­hogany com­mode of an Em­pire pat­tern, a stat­ue of Time in black bronze, run­ning with his scythe in rest, served as a watch stand for a small watch with a mono­gram in di­a­monds up­on blue enam­el, sur­round­ed with pearls. The floor was cov­ered with a bright car­pet with black and green stripes. The cur­tains at the bed and the win­dow were of old-fash­ioned chintz with red fig­ures up­on a choco­late ground.

			At the head of the bed, a por­trait in­clined over the in­valid and seemed to gaze stern­ly at her. It rep­re­sent­ed a man with harsh fea­tures, whose face emerged from the high col­lar of a green satin coat, and a muslin cra­vat, with wav­ing ends, tied loose­ly around the neck, in the style of the ear­ly years of the Rev­o­lu­tion. The old wom­an in the bed re­sem­bled the por­trait. She had the same bushy, com­mand­ing black eye­brows, the same aquiline nose, the same clear­ly marked lines of will, res­o­lu­tion and en­er­gy. The por­trait seemed to cast a re­flec­tion up­on her, as a fa­ther’s face is re­flect­ed in his child’s. But in hers the harsh­ness of the fea­tures was soft­ened by a gleam of rough kind­li­ness, by an in­de­fin­able flame of stur­dy de­vo­tion and mas­cu­line char­i­ty.

			The light in the room was the light of an evening in ear­ly spring, about five o’clock, a light as clear as crys­tal and as white as sil­ver, the cold, chaste, soft light, which fades away in the flush of the sun­set pass­ing in­to twi­light. The sky was filled with that light of a new life, adorably melan­choly, like the still naked earth, and so re­plete with pathos that it moves hap­py souls to tears.

			“Well, well! my sil­ly Ger­minie, weep­ing?” said the old wom­an, a mo­ment lat­er, with­draw­ing her hands which were moist with her maid’s kiss­es.

			“Oh! my dear, kind made­moi­selle, I would like to weep like this all the time! it’s so good! it brings my poor moth­er back be­fore my eyes—and ev­ery­thing!—if you on­ly knew!”

			“Go on, go on,” said her mis­tress, clos­ing her eyes to lis­ten, “tell me about it.”

			“Oh! my poor moth­er!” The maid paused a mo­ment. Then, with the flood of words that gush­es forth with tears of joy, she con­tin­ued, as if, in the emo­tion and out­pour­ing of her hap­pi­ness, her whole child­hood flowed back in­to her heart! “Poor wom­an! I can see her now the last time she went out to take me to mass, one 21st of Jan­u­ary, I re­mem­ber. In those days they read from the king’s Tes­ta­ment. Ah! she suf­fered enough on my ac­count, did mam­ma! She was forty-two years old, when I was born—pa­pa made her cry a good deal! There were three of us be­fore and there wasn’t any too much bread in the house. And then he was proud as any­thing. If we’d had on­ly a hand­ful of peas in the house he would nev­er have gone to the curé for help. Ah! we didn’t eat ba­con ev­ery day at our house. Nev­er mind; for all that mam­ma loved me a lit­tle more and she al­ways found a lit­tle fat or cheese in some cor­ner to put on my bread. I wasn’t five when she died. That was a bad thing for us all. I had a tall broth­er, who was white as a sheet, with a yel­low beard—and good! you have no idea. Ev­ery­body loved him. They gave him all sorts of names. Some called him Bo­da—why, I don’t know. Oth­ers called him Je­sus Christ. Ah! he was a work­er, he was! It didn’t make any dif­fer­ence to him that his health was good for noth­ing; at day­break he was al­ways at his loom—for we were weavers, you must know—and he nev­er put his shut­tle down till night. And hon­est, too, if you knew! Peo­ple came from all about to bring him their yarn, and with­out weigh­ing it, too. He was a great friend of the school­mas­ter, and he used to write the mot­toes for the car­ni­val. My fa­ther, he was a dif­fer­ent sort: he’d work for a mo­ment, or an hour, you know, and then he’d go off in­to the fields—and when he came home he’d beat us, and beat us hard. He was like a mad­man; they said it was be­cause he was con­sump­tive. It was lucky my broth­er was there: he used to pre­vent my sec­ond sis­ter from pulling my hair and hurt­ing me, be­cause she was jeal­ous. He al­ways took me by the hand to go and see them play skit­tles. In fact, he sup­port­ed the fam­i­ly all alone. For my first com­mu­nion he had the bells rung! Ah! he did a heap of work so that I should be like the oth­ers, in a lit­tle white dress with flounces and a lit­tle bag in my hand, such as they used to car­ry in those days. I didn’t have any cap: I re­mem­ber mak­ing my­self a pret­ty lit­tle wreath of rib­bons and the white pith you pull off when you strip reeds; there was lots of it in the places where we used to put the hemp to soak. That was one of my great days—that and the draw­ing lots for the pigs at Christ­mas—and the days when I went to help them tie up the vines; that was in June, you know. We had a lit­tle vine­yard near Saint Hi­laire. There was one very hard year in those days—do you re­mem­ber it, made­moi­selle?—the long frost of 1828 that ru­ined ev­ery­thing. It ex­tend­ed as far as Di­jon and far­ther, too—peo­ple had to make bread from bran. My broth­er near­ly killed him­self with work. Fa­ther, who was al­ways out of doors tramp­ing about the fields, some­times brought home a few mush­rooms. It was pret­ty bad, all the same; we were hun­gry of­ten­er than any­thing else. When I was out in the fields my­self, I’d look around to see if any­one could see me, and then I’d crawl along soft­ly on my knees, and when I was un­der a cow, I’d take off one of my sabots and be­gin to milk her. Bless me! I came near be­ing caught at it! My old­est sis­ter was out at ser­vice with the May­or of Lenc­los, and she sent home her wages—twen­ty-four francs—it was al­ways as much as that. The sec­ond worked at dress­mak­ing in bour­geois fam­i­lies; but they didn’t pay the prices then that they do to­day; she worked from six in the morn­ing till dark for eight sous. Out of that she want­ed to put some by for a dress for the fête on Saint-Re­mi’s day.—Ah! that’s the way it is with us: there are many who live on two pota­toes a day for six months so as to have a new dress for that day. Bad luck fell on us on all sides. My fa­ther died. We had to sell a small field, and a bit of a vine­yard that yield­ed a cask of wine ev­ery year. The no­taries don’t work for noth­ing. When my broth­er was sick there was noth­ing to give him to drink but lees that we’d been putting wa­ter to for a year. And there wasn’t any change of linen for him; all the sheets in the wardrobe, which had a gold­en cross on top of it in moth­er’s time, had gone—and the cross too. More than that, be­fore he was sick this time, my broth­er goes off to the fête at Clef­mont. He hears some­one say that my sis­ter had gone wrong with the may­or she worked for; he falls on the men who said it, but he wasn’t very strong. They were, though, and they threw him down, and when he was down, they kicked him with their wood­en shoes, in the pit of the stom­ach. He was brought home to us for dead. The doc­tor put him on his feet again, though, and told us he was cured. But he could just drag him­self along. I could see that he was go­ing when he kissed me. When he was dead, poor dear boy, Cadet Bal­lard had to use all his strength to take me away from the body. The whole vil­lage, may­or and all, went to his fu­ner­al. As my sis­ter couldn’t keep her place with the may­or on ac­count of the things he said to her, and had gone to Paris to find a place, my oth­er sis­ter went af­ter her. I was left all alone. One of my moth­er’s cousins then took me with her to Damblin; but I was all up­set there; I cried all night long, and when­ev­er I could run away I al­ways went back to our house. Just to see the old vine at our door, from the end of the street, did me good! it put strength in­to my legs. The good peo­ple who had bought the house would keep me till some­one came for me! they were al­ways sure to find me there. At last they wrote to my sis­ter in Paris that, if she didn’t send for me to come and live with her, I wasn’t like­ly to live long. It’s a fact that I was just like wax. They put me in charge of the driv­er of a small wag­on that went from Lan­gres to Paris ev­ery month, and that’s how I came to Paris. I was four­teen years old, then. I re­mem­ber that I went to bed all dressed all the way, be­cause they made me sleep in the com­mon room. When I ar­rived I was cov­ered with lice.”

		
	
		
			II

			The old wom­an said noth­ing: she was com­par­ing her own life with her ser­vant’s.

			

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil was born in 1782. She first saw the light in a man­sion on Rue Royale and Mes­dames de France were her spon­sors in bap­tism. Her fa­ther was a close friend of the Comte d’Ar­tois, in whose house­hold he held an im­por­tant post. He joined in all his hunt­ing-par­ties, and was one of the few fa­mil­iar spir­its, in whose pres­ence, at the mass pre­ced­ing the hunt, he who was one day to be King Charles X used to hur­ry the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest by say­ing in an un­der­tone: “Psit! psit! curé, swal­low your ‘Good Lord’ quick­ly!”

			Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil had made one of those mar­riages which were cus­tom­ary enough in his day: he had es­poused a sort of ac­tress, a singer, who, al­though she had no great tal­ent, had made a suc­cess at the Con­cert Spir­ituel, be­side Madame To­di, Madame Pon­teuil and Madame Saint-Hu­ber­ty. The lit­tle girl born of this mar­riage in 1782 was sick­ly and del­i­cate, ug­ly of fea­ture, with a nose even then large enough to be ab­surd, her fa­ther’s nose in a face as thin as a man’s wrist. She had noth­ing of what her par­ents’ van­i­ty would have liked her to have. Af­ter mak­ing a fi­as­co on the pi­ano at the age of five, at a con­cert giv­en by her moth­er in her sa­lon, she was rel­e­gat­ed to the so­ci­ety of the ser­vants. Ex­cept for a mo­ment in the morn­ing, she nev­er went near her moth­er, who al­ways made her kiss her un­der the chin, so that she might not dis­turb her rouge. When the Rev­o­lu­tion ar­rived, Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil, thanks to the Comte d’Ar­tois’ pa­tron­age, was dis­burs­er of pen­sions. Madame de Varan­deuil was trav­el­ing in Italy, whith­er she had or­dered her physi­cian to send her on the pre­text of ill health, leav­ing her daugh­ter and an in­fant son in her hus­band’s charge. The ab­sorb­ing anx­i­ety of the times, the tem­pests threat­en­ing wealth and the fam­i­lies that han­dled wealth—Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil’s broth­er was a Farmer-Gen­er­al—left that very self­ish and unlov­ing fa­ther but lit­tle leisure to at­tend to the wants of his chil­dren. There­upon, he be­gan to be some­what em­bar­rassed pe­cu­niar­i­ly. He left Rue Royale and took up his abode at the Hô­tel du Pe­tit-Charo­lais, be­long­ing to his moth­er, who al­lowed him to in­stall him­self there. Events moved rapid­ly; one evening, in the ear­ly days of the guil­lo­tine, as he was walk­ing along Rue Saint-An­toine, he heard a hawk­er in front of him, cry­ing the jour­nal: Aux Voleurs! Aux Voleurs! Ac­cord­ing to the usu­al cus­tom of those days, he gave a list of the ar­ti­cles con­tained in the num­ber he had for sale: Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil heard his own name min­gled with oaths and ob­scen­i­ty. He bought the pa­per and read there­in a rev­o­lu­tion­ary de­nun­ci­a­tion of him­self.

			Some time af­ter, his broth­er was ar­rest­ed and de­tained at Hô­tel Ta­laru with the oth­er Farm­ers-Gen­er­al. His moth­er, in a parox­ysm of ter­ror, had fool­ish­ly sold the Hô­tel du Pe­tit-Charo­lais, where he was liv­ing, for the val­ue of the mir­rors: she was paid in assig­nats, and died of de­spair over the con­stant de­pre­ci­a­tion of the pa­per. Luck­i­ly Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil ob­tained from the pur­chasers, who could find no ten­ants, leave to oc­cu­py the rooms for­mer­ly used by the sta­ble­boys. He took refuge there, among the out­build­ings of the man­sion, stripped him­self of his name and post­ed at the door, as he was or­dered to do, his fam­i­ly name of Roulot, un­der which he buried the De Varan­deuil and the for­mer courtier of the Comte d’Ar­tois. He lived there alone, buried, for­got­ten, hid­ing his head, nev­er go­ing out, cow­er­ing in his hole, with­out ser­vants, wait­ed up­on by his daugh­ter, to whom he left ev­ery­thing. The Ter­ror was to them a pe­ri­od of shud­der­ing sus­pense, the breath­less ex­cite­ment of im­pend­ing death. Ev­ery evening, the lit­tle girl went and lis­tened at a grat­ed win­dow to the day’s crop of con­dem­na­tions, the List of Prize Win­ners in the Lot­tery of Saint Guil­lo­tine. She an­swered ev­ery knock at the door, think­ing that they had come to take her fa­ther to the Place de la Révo­lu­tion, whith­er her un­cle had al­ready been tak­en. The mo­ment came when mon­ey, the mon­ey that was so scarce, no longer pro­cured bread. It was nec­es­sary to go and get it, al­most by force, at the doors of the bak­eries; it was nec­es­sary to earn it by stand­ing for hours in the cold, bit­ing night air, in the crush­ing pres­sure of crowds of peo­ple; to stand in line from three o’clock in the morn­ing. The fa­ther did not care to ven­ture in­to that mass of hu­man­i­ty. He was afraid of be­ing rec­og­nized, of com­pro­mis­ing him­self by one of those out­bursts to which his im­petu­ous na­ture would have giv­en vent, no mat­ter where he might be. Then, too, he re­coiled from the fa­tigue and sever­i­ty of the task. The lit­tle boy was still too small; he would have been crushed; so the du­ty of ob­tain­ing bread for three mouths each day fell to the daugh­ter. She ob­tained it. With her lit­tle thin body, fair­ly lost in her fa­ther’s knit­ted jack­et, a cot­ton cap pulled down over her eyes, her limbs all hud­dled to­geth­er to re­tain a lit­tle warmth, she would wait, shiv­er­ing, her eyes aching with cold, amid the push­ing and buf­fet­ing, un­til the bak­er’s wife on Rue des Francs-Bour­geois placed in her hands a loaf which her lit­tle fin­gers, stiff with cold, could hard­ly hold. At last, this poor lit­tle crea­ture, who re­turned day af­ter day, with her pinched face and her ema­ci­at­ed, trem­bling body, moved the bak­er’s wife to pity. With the kind­ness of heart of a wom­an of the peo­ple, she would send the cov­et­ed loaf to the lit­tle one by her boy as soon as she ap­peared in the long line. But one day, just as she put out her hand to take it, a wom­an, whose jeal­ousy was aroused by this mark of fa­vor and pref­er­ence, dealt the child a kick with her wood­en shoe which kept her in bed al­most a month. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil bore the marks of the blow all her life.

			Dur­ing that month, the whole fam­i­ly would have died of star­va­tion, had it not been for a sup­ply of rice, which one of their ac­quain­tances, the Comtesse d’Au­teuil, had had the fore­thought to lay aside, and which she con­sent­ed to share with the fa­ther and the two chil­dren.

			Thus, Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil es­caped the Rev­o­lu­tion­ary Tri­bunal by bury­ing him­self in ob­scu­ri­ty. He es­caped it al­so by rea­son of the fact that the ac­counts of his ad­min­is­tra­tion of his of­fice were still un­set­tled, as he had had the good for­tune to pro­cure the post­pone­ment of the set­tle­ment from month to month. Then, too, he kept sus­pi­cion at bay by his per­son­al an­i­mos­i­ty to­ward some great per­son­ages at court, and by the ha­tred of the queen which many re­tain­ers of the king’s broth­ers had con­ceived. When­ev­er he had oc­ca­sion to speak of that wretch­ed wom­an, he used vi­o­lent, bit­ter, in­sult­ing words, ut­tered in such a pas­sion­ate, sin­cere tone that they al­most made him ap­pear as an en­e­my of the roy­al fam­i­ly; so that those to whom he was sim­ply Cit­i­zen Roulot looked up­on him as a good pa­tri­ot, and those who knew his for­mer name al­most ex­cused him for hav­ing been what he had been: a no­ble, the friend of a prince of the blood, and a place hold­er.

			The Re­pub­lic had reached the epoch of pa­tri­ot­ic sup­pers, those repasts of a whole street in the street; Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, in her con­fused, ter­ri­fied rem­i­nis­cences of those days, could still see the ta­bles on Rue Pavée, with their legs in the streams of the blood of Sep­tem­ber flow­ing from La Force! It was at one of these sup­pers that Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil con­ceived a scheme that com­plete­ly as­sured his im­mu­ni­ty. He in­formed two of his neigh­bors at ta­ble, de­vot­ed pa­tri­ots both, one of whom was on in­ti­mate terms with Chaumette, that he was in great em­bar­rass­ment be­cause his daugh­ter had been pri­vate­ly bap­tized on­ly, so that she had no civ­il sta­tus, and said that he would be very hap­py if Chaumette would have her en­tered on the reg­is­ters of the mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty and hon­or her with a name se­lect­ed by him from the Re­pub­li­can cal­en­dar of Greece or Rome. Chaumette at once ar­ranged a meet­ing with this fa­ther, who had reached so high a lev­el, as they said in those days. Dur­ing the in­ter­view Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil was tak­en in­to a clos­et where she found two wom­en who were in­struct­ed to sat­is­fy them­selves as to her sex, and she showed them her breast. They then es­cort­ed her to the great Salle des Dec­la­ra­tions, and there, af­ter a metaphor­i­cal al­lo­cu­tion, Chaumette bap­tized her Sem­pronie; a name which habit was des­tined to fas­ten up­on Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil and which she nev­er aban­doned.

			Some­what pro­tect­ed and re­as­sured by that episode, the fam­i­ly passed through the ter­ri­ble days pre­ced­ing the fall of Robe­spierre. At last came the ninth Ther­mi­dor and de­liv­er­ance. But pover­ty was none the less a press­ing fact in the Varan­deuil house­hold. They had not lived through the bit­ter days of the Rev­o­lu­tion, they were not to live through the wretch­ed days of the Di­rec­to­ry with­out un­hoped-for suc­cor, mon­ey sent by Prov­i­dence by the hand of Fol­ly. The fa­ther and the two chil­dren could hard­ly have ex­ist­ed with­out the in­come from four shares in the Vaude­ville, an in­vest­ment which Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil was hap­pi­ly in­spired to make in 1791, and which proved to be the best of all pos­si­ble in­vest­ments in those years of death, when peo­ple felt the need of for­get­ting death ev­ery evening—in those days of supreme agony, when ev­ery­one wished to laugh his last laugh at the lat­est song. Soon these shares, added to the amount of some out­stand­ing claims that were paid, pro­vid­ed the fam­i­ly with some­thing more than bread. They there­upon left the eaves of the Hô­tel du Pe­tit-Charo­lais and took a small suite in the Marais, on Rue du Chaume.

			No change took place, how­ev­er, in the habits of the house­hold. The daugh­ter con­tin­ued to wait up­on her fa­ther and broth­er. Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil had grad­u­al­ly be­come ac­cus­tomed to see in her on­ly the wom­an in­di­cat­ed by her cos­tume and by the work that she did. The fa­ther’s eyes did not care to rec­og­nize a daugh­ter in that ser­vant’s garb and in her per­for­mance of me­nial oc­cu­pa­tions. She was no longer a per­son with his blood in her veins or who had the hon­or to be­long to him: she was a ser­vant; and his self­ish­ness con­firmed him so ful­ly in that idea and in his harsh treat­ment of her, he found that fil­ial, af­fec­tion­ate, re­spect­ful ser­vice—which cost noth­ing at all, by the way—so con­ve­nient, that it cost him a bit­ter pang to give it up lat­er, when a lit­tle more mon­ey mend­ed the fam­i­ly for­tunes: bat­tles had to be fought to in­duce him to take a maid to fill his child’s place and to re­lieve the girl from the most hu­mil­i­at­ing do­mes­tic la­bor.

			They were with­out in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing Madame de Varan­deuil, who had re­fused to join her hus­band at Paris dur­ing the ear­ly years of the Rev­o­lu­tion; at last they learned that she had mar­ried again in Ger­many, pro­duc­ing, as a cer­tifi­cate of her hus­band’s death, the death cer­tifi­cate of his guil­lotined broth­er, the bap­tismal name hav­ing been changed. The girl grew up, there­fore, aban­doned, with­out af­fec­tion, with no moth­er ex­cept a wom­an dead to her fam­i­ly, whom her fa­ther taught her to de­spise. Her child­hood was passed in con­stant anx­i­ety, in the pri­va­tions that wear life away, in the fa­tigue re­sult­ing from la­bor that ex­haust­ed the strength of a sick­ly child, in an ex­pec­ta­tion of death that be­came, at last, an im­pa­tient long­ing to die: there had been hours when that girl of thir­teen was tempt­ed to do as many wom­en did in those days—to open the door and rush in­to the street, cry­ing: Vive le roi! in or­der to end it all. Her girl­hood was a con­tin­u­a­tion of her child­hood with less trag­ic mo­tives of weari­ness. She had to sub­mit to the ill hu­mor, the ex­ac­tions, the bit­ter moods, the tem­pes­tu­ous out­breaks of her fa­ther, which had been hith­er­to some­what curbed and re­strained by the great tem­pest of the time. She was still doomed to un­der­go the fa­tigues and hu­mil­i­a­tions of a ser­vant. She re­mained alone with her fa­ther, kept down and hum­bled, shut out from his arms and his kiss­es, her heart heavy with grief be­cause she longed to love and had noth­ing to love. She was be­gin­ning to suf­fer from the cold void that is formed about a wom­an by an unattrac­tive, un­fas­ci­nat­ing girl­hood, by a girl­hood de­void of beau­ty and sym­pa­thet­ic charm. She could see that she aroused a sort of com­pas­sion with her long nose, her yel­low com­plex­ion, her an­gu­lar fig­ure, her thin body. She felt that she was ug­ly, and that her ug­li­ness was made re­pul­sive by her mis­er­able cos­tumes, her dis­mal, woolen dress­es which she made her­self, her fa­ther pay­ing for the ma­te­ri­al on­ly af­ter much grum­bling: she could not in­duce him to make her a small al­lowance for her toi­let un­til she was thir­ty-five.

			How sad and bit­ter and lone­ly for her was her life with that mo­rose, sour old man, who was al­ways scold­ing and com­plain­ing at home, af­fa­ble on­ly in so­ci­ety, and who left her ev­ery evening to go to the great hous­es that were re­opened un­der the Di­rec­to­ry and at the be­gin­ning of the Em­pire! On­ly at very long in­ter­vals did he take her out, and when he did, it was al­ways to that ev­er­last­ing Vaude­ville, where he had box­es. Even on those rare oc­ca­sions, his daugh­ter was ter­ri­fied. She trem­bled all the time that she was with him; she was afraid of his vi­o­lent dis­po­si­tion, of the tone of the old regime that his out­breaks of wrath had re­tained, of the fa­cil­i­ty with which he would raise his cane at an in­so­lent re­mark from the canaille. On al­most ev­ery oc­ca­sion there were scenes with the man­ag­er, wordy dis­putes with peo­ple in the pit, and threats of per­son­al vi­o­lence to which she put an end by low­er­ing the cur­tain of the box. The same thing was kept up in the street, even in the cab, with the driv­er, who would refuse to car­ry them at Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil’s price and would keep them wait­ing one hour, two hours with­out mov­ing; some­times would un­har­ness his horse in his wrath and leave him in the ve­hi­cle with his daugh­ter who would vain­ly im­plore him to sub­mit and pay the price de­mand­ed.

			Con­sid­er­ing that these di­ver­sions should suf­fice for Sem­pronie, and hav­ing, more­over, a jeal­ous de­sire to have her all to him­self and al­ways un­der his hand, Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil al­lowed her to form no in­ti­ma­cies with any­body. He did not take her in­to so­ci­ety; he did not take her to the hous­es of their kins­folk who re­turned af­ter the em­i­gra­tion, ex­cept on days of for­mal re­cep­tions or fam­i­ly gath­er­ings. He kept her close­ly con­fined to the house: not un­til she was forty did he con­sid­er that she was old enough to be al­lowed to go out alone. Thus, the girl had no friend­ship, no con­nec­tion of any sort to lean up­on; in­deed, she no longer had her younger broth­er with her, as he had gone to the Unit­ed States and en­list­ed in the Amer­i­can navy.

			She was for­bid­den by her fa­ther to mar­ry, he did not ad­mit that she would al­low her­self even to think of mar­ry­ing and de­sert­ing him; all the suit­ors who might have come for­ward he fought and re­ject­ed in ad­vance, in or­der not to leave his daugh­ter the courage to speak to him on the sub­ject, if the oc­ca­sion should ev­er arise.

			Mean­while our vic­to­ries were strip­ping Italy of her trea­sures. The mas­ter­pieces of Rome, Flo­rence and Venice were hur­ry­ing to Paris. Ital­ian art was at a pre­mi­um. Col­lec­tors no longer took pride in any paint­ings but those of the Ital­ian school. Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil saw an open­ing for a for­tune in this change of taste. He, al­so, had fall­en a vic­tim to the artis­tic dilet­tan­tism which was one of the re­fined pas­sions of the no­bil­i­ty be­fore the Rev­o­lu­tion. He had lived in the so­ci­ety of artists and col­lec­tors; he ad­mired pic­tures. It oc­curred to him to col­lect a gallery of Ital­ian works and then to sell them. Paris was still over­run with the ob­jects of art sold and scat­tered un­der the Ter­ror. Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil be­gan to walk back and forth through the streets—they were the mar­kets for large can­vas­es in those days—and at ev­ery step he made a dis­cov­ery; ev­ery day he pur­chased some­thing. Soon the small apart­ment was crowd­ed with old, black paint­ings, so large for the most part that the walls would not hold them with their frames, with the re­sult that there was no room for the fur­ni­ture. These were chris­tened Raphael, Vin­ci, or An­drea del Sar­to; there were none but chefs d’œu­vre, and the fa­ther would keep his daugh­ter stand­ing in front of them hours at a time, forc­ing his ad­mi­ra­tion up­on her, weary­ing her with his ec­stat­ic flights. He would as­cend from ep­i­thet to ep­i­thet, would work him­self in­to a state of in­tox­i­ca­tion, of delir­i­um, and would end by think­ing that he was ne­go­ti­at­ing with an imag­i­nary pur­chas­er, would dis­pute with him over the price of a mas­ter­piece, and would cry out: “A hun­dred thou­sand francs for my Rosso! yes, mon­sieur, a hun­dred thou­sand francs!” His daugh­ter, dis­mayed by the large amount of mon­ey that those great, ug­ly things, in which there were so many nude men, de­duct­ed from the house­keep­ing sup­ply, ven­tured up­on re­mon­strance and tried to check such ru­inous ex­trav­a­gance. Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil lost his tem­per, waxed wroth like a man who was ashamed to find one of his blood so de­fi­cient in taste, and told her that that was her for­tune and that she would see lat­er if he was an old fool. At last she in­duced him to re­al­ize. The sale took place; it was a fail­ure, one of the most com­plete ship­wrecks of il­lu­sions that the glazed hall of the Hô­tel Bul­lion has ev­er seen. Stung to the quick, fu­ri­ous with rage at this blow, which not on­ly in­volved pe­cu­niary loss and a se­ri­ous in­road up­on his lit­tle for­tune, but was al­so a di­rect de­nial of his claims to con­nois­seur­ship, a slap at his knowl­edge of art de­liv­ered up­on the cheek of his Raphaels, Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil in­formed his daugh­ter that they were too poor to re­main in Paris and that they must go in­to the prov­inces to live. Hav­ing been cra­dled and reared in an epoch lit­tle adapt­ed to in­spire a love of coun­try life in wom­en, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil tried vain­ly to com­bat her fa­ther’s res­o­lu­tion: she was obliged to go with him wher­ev­er he chose to go, and, by leav­ing Paris, to lose the so­ci­ety and friend­ship of two young kinswom­en, to whom, in their too in­fre­quent in­ter­views, she had part­ly giv­en her con­fi­dence, and whose hearts she had felt reach­ing out to her as to an old­er sis­ter.

			Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil hired a small house at L’Isle-Adam. There he was near fa­mil­iar scenes, in the at­mos­phere of what was for­mer­ly a lit­tle court, close at hand to two or three châteaux, whose own­ers he knew, and which were be­gin­ning to throw open their doors once more. Then, too, since the Rev­o­lu­tion a lit­tle com­mu­ni­ty of well-to-do bour­geois, rich shop­keep­ers, had set­tled up­on this ter­ri­to­ry which once be­longed to the Con­tis. The name of Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil sound­ed very grand in the ears of all those good peo­ple. They bowed very low to him, they con­tend­ed for the hon­or of en­ter­tain­ing him, they lis­tened re­spect­ful­ly, al­most de­vout­ly, to the sto­ries he told of so­ci­ety as it was. And thus, flat­tered, ca­ressed, hon­ored as a rel­ic of Ver­sailles, he had the place of hon­or and the pres­tige of a lord among them. When he dined with Madame Mu­tel, a for­mer bak­er, who had forty thou­sand francs a year, the host­ess left the ta­ble, silk dress and all, to go and fry the oys­ter plants her­self: Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil did not like them ex­cept as she cooked them. But Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil’s de­ci­sion to go in­to re­tire­ment at L’Isle-Adam was main­ly due, not to the pleas­ant sur­round­ings there, but to a project that he had formed. He had gone thith­er to ob­tain leisure for a mon­u­men­tal work. That which he had been un­able to do for the hon­or and glo­ry of Ital­ian art by his col­lec­tion, he pro­posed to do by his pen. He had learned a lit­tle Ital­ian with his wife; he took it in­to his head to present Vasari’s Lives of the Painters to the French pub­lic, to trans­late it with the as­sis­tance of his daugh­ter, who, when she was very small, had heard her moth­er’s maid speak Ital­ian and had re­tained a few words. He plunged the girl in­to Vasari, he locked up her time and her thoughts in gram­mars, dic­tio­nar­ies, com­men­taries, all the works of all the scho­liasts of Ital­ian art, kept her bend­ing dou­ble over the un­grate­ful toil, the en­nui and la­bor of trans­lat­ing Ital­ian words, grop­ing in the dark­ness of her im­per­fect knowl­edge. The whole bur­den of the book fell up­on her; when he had laid out her task, he would leave her tête-à-tête with the vol­umes bound in white vel­lum, to go and ram­ble about the neigh­bor­hood, pay­ing vis­its, gam­bling at some château or din­ing among the bour­geois of his ac­quain­tance, to whom he would com­plain pa­thet­i­cal­ly of the la­bo­ri­ous ef­fort that the vast un­der­tak­ing of his trans­la­tion en­tailed up­on him. He would re­turn home, lis­ten to the read­ing of the trans­la­tion made dur­ing the day, make com­ments and crit­i­cal re­marks, and up­set a sen­tence to give it a dif­fer­ent mean­ing, which his daugh­ter would elim­i­nate again when he had gone; then he would re­sume his walks and jaunts, like a man who has well earned his leisure, walk­ing very erect, with his hat un­der his arm and dain­ty pumps on his feet, en­joy­ing him­self, the sky and the trees and Rousseau’s God, gen­tle to all na­ture and lov­ing to the plants. From time to time fits of im­pa­tience, com­mon to chil­dren and old men, would over­take him; he would de­mand a cer­tain num­ber of pages for the next day, and would com­pel his daugh­ter to sit up half the night.

			Two or three years passed in this la­bor, in which Sem­pronie’s eyes were ru­ined at last. She lived en­tombed in her fa­ther’s Vasari, more en­tire­ly alone than ev­er, hold­ing aloof through in­nate, haughty re­pug­nance from the bour­geois ladies of L’Isle-Adam and their man­ners à la Madame An­got, and too poor­ly clad to vis­it at the châteaux. For her, there was no plea­sure, no di­ver­sion, which was not made wretch­ed and poi­soned by her fa­ther’s ec­cen­tric­i­ties and fret­ful hu­mor. He tore up the flow­ers that she plant­ed se­cret­ly in the gar­den. He would have noth­ing there but veg­eta­bles and he cul­ti­vat­ed them him­self, putting forth grand util­i­tar­i­an the­o­ries, ar­gu­ments which might have in­duced the Con­ven­tion to con­vert the Tu­i­leries in­to a pota­to field. Her on­ly en­joy­ment was when her fa­ther, at very long in­ter­vals, al­lowed her to en­ter­tain one of her two young friends for a week—a week which would have been sev­en days of par­adise to Sem­pronie, had not her fa­ther em­bit­tered its joys, its di­ver­sions, its fêtes, with his al­ways threat­en­ing out­breaks, his ill-hu­mor al­ways armed and alert, and his con­stant fault­find­ing about tri­fles—a bot­tle of eau de cologne that Sem­pronie asked for to place in her friend’s room, a dish for her din­ner, or a place to which she wished to take her.

			At L’Isle-Adam Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil had hired a ser­vant, who al­most im­me­di­ate­ly be­came his mis­tress. A child was born of this con­nec­tion, and the fa­ther, in his cyn­i­cal in­dif­fer­ence, was shame­less enough to have it brought up un­der his daugh­ter’s eyes. As the years rolled on the wom­an ac­quired a firm foothold in the house. She end­ed by rul­ing the house­hold, fa­ther and daugh­ter alike. The day came when Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil chose to have her sit at his ta­ble and be served by Sem­pronie. That was too much. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil re­belled un­der the in­sult, and drew her­self up to the full height of her in­dig­na­tion. Se­cret­ly, silent­ly, in mis­ery and iso­la­tion, harsh­ly treat­ed by the peo­ple and the things about her, the girl had built up a res­o­lute, straight­for­ward char­ac­ter; tears had tem­pered in­stead of soft­en­ing it. Be­neath fil­ial docil­i­ty and hu­mil­i­ty, be­neath pas­sive obe­di­ence, be­neath ap­par­ent gen­tle­ness of dis­po­si­tion, she con­cealed a char­ac­ter of iron, a man’s strength of will, one of those hearts which noth­ing bends and which nev­er bend them­selves. When her fa­ther de­mand­ed that she low­er her­self to that ex­tent, she re­mind­ed him that she was his daugh­ter, she re­viewed her whole life, cast, in a flood of words, the shame and the re­proach of it in his face, and con­clud­ed by in­form­ing him that if that wom­an did not leave the house that very evening, she would leave it, and that she should have no dif­fi­cul­ty in liv­ing, thank God! wher­ev­er she might go, with the sim­ple tastes he had forced up­on her. The fa­ther, thun­der­struck and be­wil­dered by this re­volt, yield­ed and dis­missed the ser­vant; but he re­tained a das­tard­ly sort of ran­cor against his daugh­ter on ac­count of the sac­ri­fice she had ex­tort­ed from him. His spleen be­trayed it­self in sharp, ag­gres­sive words, iron­i­cal thanks and bit­ter smiles. Sem­pronie’s on­ly re­venge was to at­tend to his wants more thor­ough­ly, more gen­tly, more pa­tient­ly than ev­er. Her de­vo­tion was des­tined to be sub­ject­ed to one fi­nal test; the old man had a stroke of apoplexy which left him with one whole side of his body stiff and dead, lame in one leg, and asleep so far as his in­tel­li­gence was con­cerned, al­though keen­ly con­scious of his mis­for­tune and of his de­pen­dence up­on his daugh­ter. There­upon, all the evil that lay dor­mant in the depths of his na­ture was aroused and let loose. His self­ish­ness amount­ed to fe­roc­i­ty. Un­der the tor­ment of his suf­fer­ing and his weak­ness, he be­came a sort of malev­o­lent mad­man. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil de­vot­ed her days and her nights to the in­valid, who seemed to hate her for her at­ten­tions, to be hu­mil­i­at­ed by her care as if it im­plied gen­eros­i­ty and for­give­ness, to suf­fer tor­ments at see­ing al­ways by his side, in­de­fati­ga­ble and kind­ly, that im­age of du­ty. But what a life it was! She had to con­tend against the mis­er­able man’s in­cur­able en­nui, to be al­ways ready to bear him com­pa­ny, to lead him about and sup­port him all day long. She must play cards with him when he was at home, and not let him win or lose too much. She must com­bat his wish­es, his gor­man­diz­ing ten­den­cies, take dish­es away from him, and, in con­nec­tion with ev­ery­thing that he want­ed, en­dure com­plaints, re­proach­es, in­sults, tears, mad de­spair, and the out­bursts of child­ish anger in which help­less old men in­dulge. And this last­ed ten years! ten years, dur­ing which Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had no oth­er recre­ation, no oth­er con­so­la­tion than to pour out all the ten­der­ness and warmth of a ma­ter­nal af­fec­tion up­on one of her two young friends, re­cent­ly mar­ried—her “chick,” as she called her. It was Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s de­light to go and pass a short time ev­ery fort­night in that hap­py house­hold. She would kiss the pret­ty child, al­ready in its cra­dle and asleep for the night when she ar­rived; she would dine at rac­ing speed; at dessert she would send for a car­riage and would has­ten away like a tardy school­boy. But in the last years of her fa­ther’s life she could not even ob­tain per­mis­sion to dine out: the old man would no longer sanc­tion such a long ab­sence and kept her al­most con­stant­ly be­side him, re­peat­ing again and again that he was well aware that it was not amus­ing to take care of an in­firm old man like him­self, but that she would soon be rid of him. He died in 1818, and, be­fore his death, could find no words but these for her who had been his daugh­ter near­ly forty years: “I know that you nev­er loved me!”

			Two years be­fore her fa­ther’s death, Sem­pronie’s broth­er had re­turned from Amer­i­ca. He brought with him a col­ored wom­an who had nursed him through the yel­low fever, and two girls, al­ready grown up, whom he had had by the wom­an be­fore mar­ry­ing her. Al­though she was im­bued with the ideas of the old regime as to the blacks, and al­though she looked up­on that ig­no­rant crea­ture, with her ne­gro jar­gon, her grin like a wild beast’s and her skin that left grease stains up­on her cloth­ing, as no bet­ter than a mon­key, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil com­bat­ed her fa­ther’s hor­ror and un­will­ing­ness to re­ceive his daugh­ter-in-law; and she it was who in­duced him, in the last days of his life, to al­low her broth­er to present his wife to him. When her fa­ther was dead she re­flect­ed that her broth­er’s house­hold was all that re­mained of the fam­i­ly.

			Mon­sieur de Varan­deuil, to whom the Comte d’Ar­tois had caused the ar­rears of salary of his of­fice to be paid at the re­turn of the Bour­bons, left about ten thou­sand francs a year to his chil­dren. The broth­er had, be­fore that in­her­i­tance, on­ly a pen­sion of fif­teen hun­dred francs from the Unit­ed States. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil con­sid­ered that five or six thou­sand francs a year would hard­ly suf­fice for the com­fort­able sup­port of that fam­i­ly, in which there were two chil­dren, and it at once oc­curred to her to add to it her share in the in­her­i­tance. She sug­gest­ed this con­tri­bu­tion in the most nat­u­ral and sim­ple way imag­in­able. Her broth­er ac­cept­ed it, and she went with him to live in a pret­ty lit­tle apart­ment at the up­per end of Rue de Clichy, on the fourth floor of one of the first hous­es built in that neigh­bor­hood, then hard­ly known, where the fresh coun­try air blew briskly through the frame­work of the white build­ings. She con­tin­ued there her mod­est life, her hum­ble man­ner of dress­ing, her eco­nom­i­cal habits, con­tent with the least de­sir­able room in the suite, and spend­ing up­on her­self no more than eigh­teen hun­dred to two thou­sand francs a year. But, soon, a brood­ing jeal­ousy, slow­ly gath­er­ing strength, took pos­ses­sion of the mu­lat­tress. She took of­fence at the fra­ter­nal af­fec­tion which seemed to be tak­ing her hus­band from her arms. She suf­fered be­cause of the com­mu­nion of speech and thought and rem­i­nis­cences be­tween them; she suf­fered be­cause of the con­ver­sa­tions in which she could take no part, be­cause of what she heard in their voic­es, but could not un­der­stand. The con­scious­ness of her in­fe­ri­or­i­ty kin­dled in her heart the fires of wrath and ha­tred that burn fierce­ly in the trop­ics. She had re­course to her chil­dren for her re­venge; she urged them on, ex­cit­ed them, aroused their evil pas­sions against her sis­ter-in-law. She en­cour­aged them to laugh at her, to make sport of her. She ap­plaud­ed the man­i­fes­ta­tions of the mis­chievous in­tel­li­gence char­ac­ter­is­tic of chil­dren, in whom ob­ser­va­tion be­gins with naugh­ti­ness. Once she had let them loose up­on their aunt, she al­lowed them to laugh at all her ab­sur­di­ties, her fig­ure, her nose, her dress­es, whose mean­ness, nev­er­the­less, pro­vid­ed their own el­e­gant at­tire. Thus in­cit­ed and up­held, the lit­tle ones soon ar­rived at in­so­lence. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had the quick tem­per that ac­com­pa­nies kind­ness of heart. With her the hand, as well as the heart, had a part in the first im­pulse. And then she shared the preva­lent opin­ion of her time as to the prop­er way of bring­ing up chil­dren. She en­dured two or three im­per­ti­nent sal­lies with­out a word; but at the fourth she seized the mock­ing child, took down her skirts, and ad­min­is­tered to her, not­with­stand­ing her twelve years, the sound­est whip­ping she had ev­er re­ceived. The mu­lat­tress made a great out­cry and told her sis­ter-in-law, that she had al­ways de­test­ed her chil­dren and that she want­ed to kill them. The broth­er in­ter­posed be­tween the two wom­en and suc­ceed­ed in rec­on­cil­ing them af­ter a fash­ion. But new scenes took place, when the lit­tle ones, in­flamed against the wom­an who made their moth­er weep, as­sailed their aunt with the re­fined tor­tures of mis­be­haved chil­dren, min­gled with the fiendish cru­el­ty of lit­tle sav­ages. Af­ter sev­er­al patched-up truces it be­came nec­es­sary to part. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil de­cid­ed to leave her broth­er, for she saw how un­hap­py he was amid this dai­ly wrench­ing of his dear­est af­fec­tions. She left him to his wife and his chil­dren. This sep­a­ra­tion was one of the great sor­rows of her life. She who was so strong against emo­tion and so self-con­tained, and who seemed to take pride in suf­fer­ing, as it were, al­most broke down when she had to leave the apart­ment, where she had dreamed of en­joy­ing a lit­tle hap­pi­ness in her cor­ner, look­ing on at the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers: her last tears mount­ed to her eyes.

			She did not go too far away, so that she might be at hand to nurse her broth­er if he were ill, and to see him and meet him some­times. But there was a great void in her heart and in her life. She had be­gun to vis­it her kins­folk since her fa­ther’s death: she drew near­er to them; she al­lowed the rel­a­tives whom the Restora­tion had placed in a lofty and pow­er­ful po­si­tion to come to her, and sought out those whom the new or­der of things left in ob­scu­ri­ty and pover­ty. But she re­turned to her dear chick first of all, and to an­oth­er dis­tant cousin, al­so mar­ried, who had be­come the chick’s sis­ter-in-law. Her re­la­tions with her kins­folk soon as­sumed re­mark­able reg­u­lar­i­ty. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil nev­er went in­to so­ci­ety, to an evening par­ty, or to the play. It re­quired Made­moi­selle Rachel’s bril­liant suc­cess to per­suade her to step in­side a the­atre; she ven­tured there but twice. She nev­er ac­cept­ed an in­vi­ta­tion to a large din­ner-par­ty. But there were two or three hous­es where, as at the chick’s, she would in­vite her­self to dine, un­ex­pect­ed­ly, when there were no guests. “My love,” she would say with­out cer­e­mo­ny, “are you and your hus­band do­ing noth­ing this evening? Then I will stay and eat some of your ragoût.” At eight o’clock reg­u­lar­ly she rose to go, and when the hus­band took his hat to es­cort her home, she would knock it out of his hands with a: “Non­sense! an old nan­ny-goat like me! Why, I fright­en men in the street!” And then ten days or a fort­night would pass, dur­ing which they would not see her. But if any­thing went wrong, if there was a death or sick­ness in the house, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil al­ways heard of it at once, no one knew how; she would come, in spite of ev­ery­thing—the weath­er or the hour—would give a loud ring at the bell in her own way—they fi­nal­ly called it “cousin’s ring”—and a mo­ment lat­er, re­lieved of her um­brel­la, which nev­er left her, and of her pat­tens, her hat tossed up­on a chair, she was at the ser­vice of those who need­ed her. She lis­tened, talked, re­stored their courage with an in­de­scrib­able mar­tial ac­cent, with lan­guage as en­er­get­ic as a sol­dier might use to con­sole a wound­ed com­rade, and stim­u­lat­ing as a cor­dial. If it was a child that was out of sorts, she would go straight to the bed, laugh at the lit­tle one, whose fear van­ished at once, or­der the fa­ther and moth­er about, run hith­er and thith­er, as­sume the man­age­ment of ev­ery­thing, ap­ply the leech­es, ar­range the cat­a­plasms, and bring back hope, joy and health at the dou­ble quick. In all branch­es of the fam­i­ly the old maid ap­peared thus prov­i­den­tial­ly, with­out warn­ing, on days of sor­row, en­nui and suf­fer­ing. She was nev­er seen ex­cept when her hands were need­ed to heal, her de­vot­ed friend­ship to con­sole. She was, so to speak, an im­per­son­al crea­ture, be­cause of her great heart; a wom­an who did not be­long to her­self: God seemed to have made her on­ly to give her to oth­ers. Her ev­er­last­ing black dress which she per­sist­ed in wear­ing, her worn, dyed shawl, her ab­surd hat, her im­pov­er­ished ap­pear­ance, were, in her eyes, the means of be­ing rich enough to help oth­ers with her lit­tle for­tune; she was ex­trav­a­gant in alms­giv­ing, and her pock­ets were al­ways filled with gifts for the poor; not of mon­ey, for she feared the wineshop, but of four-pound loaves which she bought for them at the bak­er’s. And then, too, by dint of liv­ing in pover­ty, she was able to give her­self what was to her the great­est of all lux­u­ries: the joy of her friends’ chil­dren whom she over­whelmed with New Year’s and oth­er gifts, with sur­pris­es and plea­sures of all sorts. For in­stance, sup­pose that one of them had been left by his moth­er, who was ab­sent from Paris, to pass a love­ly sum­mer Sun­day at his board­ing school, and the lit­tle ras­cal, out of spite, had mis­be­haved so that he was not al­lowed to go out. How sur­prised he would be, as the clock struck nine, to see his old cousin ap­pear in the court­yard, just but­ton­ing the last but­ton of her dress, she had come in such haste. And what a feel­ing of des­o­la­tion at the sight! “Cousin,” he would say piteous­ly, in one of those fits of pas­sion in which at the same mo­ment you long to cry and to kill your tyrant, “I—I am kept in, and—” “Kept in? Oh! yes, kept in! And do you sup­pose I’ve tak­en all this trou­ble—Is your school­mas­ter pok­ing fun at me? Where is the pup­py, that I may have a word with him? You go and dress your­self mean­while. Off with you!” And the child, not dar­ing to hope that a wom­an so shab­bi­ly dressed would have the pow­er to raise the em­bar­go, would sud­den­ly feel a hand up­on his arm, and the cousin would car­ry him off, toss him in­to a cab, all be­wil­dered and dumb­found­ed with joy, and take him to the Bois de Boulogne. She would let him ride a don­key all day long, urg­ing the beast on with a bro­ken branch, and cry­ing: “Get up!” And then, af­ter a good din­ner at Borne’s, she would take him back to school, and, un­der the porte-cochère, as she kissed him she would slip a big hun­dred-sou piece in­to his hand.

			Strange old maid. The bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ences of her whole ex­is­tence, the strug­gle to live, the nev­er-end­ing phys­i­cal suf­fer­ing, the long-con­tin­ued bod­i­ly and men­tal tor­ture had, as it were, cut her loose from life and placed her above it. Her ed­u­ca­tion, the things she had seen, the spec­ta­cle of what seemed the end of ev­ery­thing, the Rev­o­lu­tion, had so formed her char­ac­ter as to lead her to dis­dain hu­man suf­fer­ing. And this old wom­an, who had noth­ing left of life save breath, had risen to a serene phi­los­o­phy, to a vir­ile, haughty, al­most satir­i­cal sto­icism. Some­times she would be­gin to de­claim against a sor­row that seemed a lit­tle too keen; but, in the midst of her tirade, she would sud­den­ly hurl an an­gry, mock­ing word at her­self, up­on which her face would at once be­come calm. She was cheer­ful with the cheer­ful­ness of a deep, bub­bling spring, the cheer­ful­ness of de­vot­ed hearts that have seen ev­ery­thing, of the old sol­dier or the old hos­pi­tal nurse. Kind­heart­ed to ad­mi­ra­tion she was, and yet some­thing was lack­ing in her kind­ness of heart: for­give­ness. Hith­er­to, she had nev­er suc­ceed­ed in mov­ing or bend­ing her char­ac­ter. A slight, an un­kind ac­tion, a tri­fle, if it touched her heart, wound­ed her for­ev­er. She for­got noth­ing. Time, death it­self, did not dis­arm her mem­o­ry.

			Of re­li­gion, she had none. Born at a pe­ri­od when wom­en did with­out it, she had grown to wom­an­hood at a time when there were no church­es. Mass did not ex­ist when she was a young maid. There had been noth­ing to ac­cus­tom her to the thought of God or to make her feel the need of Him, and she had re­tained a sort of shrink­ing ha­tred for priests, which must have been con­nect­ed with some fam­i­ly se­cret of which she nev­er spoke. Her faith, her strength, her piety, all con­sist­ed in the pride of her con­science; she con­sid­ered that if she re­tained her own es­teem, she could be sure of act­ing right­ly and of nev­er fail­ing in her du­ty. She was thus sin­gu­lar­ly con­sti­tut­ed by the two epochs in which she had lived, a com­pound of the two, dipped in the op­pos­ing cur­rents of the old regime and the Rev­o­lu­tion. Af­ter Louis XVI failed to take horse on the Tenth of Au­gust, she lost her re­gard for kings; but she de­test­ed the mob. She de­sired equal­i­ty and she held par­venus in hor­ror. She was a re­pub­li­can and an aris­to­crat, com­bined scep­ti­cism with prej­u­dice, the hor­rors of ’93, which she saw, with the vague and no­ble the­o­ries of hu­man­i­ty which sur­round­ed her cra­dle.

			Her ex­ter­nal qual­i­ties were al­to­geth­er mas­cu­line. She had the sharp voice, the free­dom of speech, the un­ruly tongue of the old wom­an of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, height­ened by an ac­cent sug­ges­tive of the com­mon peo­ple, a man­nish, high­ly col­ored style of elo­cu­tion pe­cu­liar to her­self, ris­ing above mod­esty in the choice of words and fear­less in call­ing things bald­ly by their plain names.

			Mean­while, the years rolled on, sweep­ing away the Restora­tion and the monar­chy of Louis-Philippe. She saw all those whom she had loved go from her one by one, all her fam­i­ly take the road to the ceme­tery. She was left quite alone, and she mar­veled and was grieved that death should for­get her, who would have of­fered so lit­tle re­sis­tance, for she was al­ready lean­ing over the grave and was obliged to force her heart down to the lev­el of the lit­tle chil­dren brought to her by the sons and daugh­ters of the friends whom she had lost. Her broth­er was dead. Her dear chick was no more. The chick’s sis­ter-in-law alone was left to her. But hers was a life that hung trem­bling in the bal­ance, ready to fly away. Crushed by the death of a child for whom she had wait­ed for years, the poor wom­an was dy­ing of con­sump­tion. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil was in her bed­room ev­ery day, from noon un­til six o’clock, for four years. She lived by her side all that time, in the close at­mos­phere and the odor of con­stant fu­mi­ga­tions. She did not al­low her­self to be kept away for one hour by her own gout and rheuma­tism, but gave her time and her life to the peace­ful last hours of that dy­ing wom­an, whose eyes were fixed up­on heav­en, where her dead chil­dren await­ed her. And when, in the ceme­tery, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had turned aside the shroud to kiss the dead face for the last time, it seemed to her as if there were no one near to her, as if she were all alone up­on the earth.

			Thence­forth, yield­ing to the in­fir­mi­ties which she had no fur­ther rea­son to shake off, she be­gan to live the nar­row, con­fined life of old peo­ple who wear out their car­pet in one spot on­ly—nev­er leav­ing her room, read­ing but lit­tle be­cause it tired her eyes, and pass­ing most of her time buried in her easy-chair, re­view­ing the past and liv­ing it over again. She would sit in the same po­si­tion for days, her eyes wide open and dream­ing, her thoughts far from her­self, far from the room in which she sat, jour­ney­ing whith­er her mem­o­ries led her, to dis­tant faces, dear­ly loved, pal­lid faces, to van­ished re­gions—lost in a pro­found lethar­gy which Ger­minie was care­ful not to dis­turb, say­ing to her­self: “Madame is in her med­i­ta­tions—”

			One day in ev­ery week, how­ev­er, she went abroad. In­deed it was with that week­ly ex­cur­sion in view, in or­der to be near­er the spot to which she wished to go on that one day, that she left her apart­ments on Rue Tait­bout and took up her abode on Rue de Laval. One day in ev­ery week, de­terred by noth­ing, not even by ill­ness, she re­paired to the Mont­martre Ceme­tery, where her fa­ther and her broth­er rest­ed, and the wom­en whose loss she re­gret­ted, all those whose suf­fer­ings had come to an end be­fore hers. For the dead and for Death she dis­played a ven­er­a­tion al­most equal to that of the an­cients. To her, the grave was sa­cred, and a dear friend. She loved to vis­it the land of hope and de­liv­er­ance where her dear ones were sleep­ing, there to await death and to be ready with her body. On that day, she would start ear­ly in the morn­ing, lean­ing on the arm of her maid, who car­ried a fold­ing-stool. As she drew near the ceme­tery, she would en­ter the shop of a deal­er in wreaths, who had known her for many years, and who, in win­ter, loaned her a foot-warmer. There she would rest a few mo­ments; then, load­ing Ger­minie down with wreaths of im­mortelles, she would pass through the ceme­tery gate, take the path to the left of the cedar at the en­trance, and make her pil­grim­age slow­ly from tomb to tomb. She would throw away the with­ered flow­ers, sweep up the dead leaves, tie the wreaths to­geth­er, and, sit­ting down up­on her fold­ing-chair, would gaze and dream, and ab­sent­mind­ed­ly re­move a bit of moss from the flat stone with the end of her um­brel­la. Then she would rise, turn as if to say au revoir to the tomb she was leav­ing, walk away, stop once more, and talk in an un­der­tone, as she had done be­fore, with that part of her that was sleep­ing un­der the stone; and hav­ing thus paid a vis­it to all the dead who lived in her af­fec­tions, she would re­turn home slow­ly and rev­er­en­tial­ly, en­velop­ing her­self in si­lence as if she were afraid to speak.

		
	
		
			III

			In the course of her rever­ie, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had closed her eyes.

			The maid’s sto­ry ceased, and the re­main­der of the his­to­ry of her life, which was up­on her lips that evening, was once more buried in her heart.

			The con­clu­sion of her sto­ry was as fol­lows:

			When lit­tle Ger­minie Lac­er­teux ar­rived in Paris, be­ing then less than fif­teen years old, her sis­ter, de­sirous to have her be­gin to earn her liv­ing at once, and to help to put bread in her hand, ob­tained a place for her in a small café on the boule­vard, where she per­formed the dou­ble du­ties of la­dy’s maid to the mis­tress of the café and as­sis­tant to the wait­ers in car­ry­ing on the main busi­ness of the es­tab­lish­ment. The child, just from her vil­lage and dropped sud­den­ly in that place, was com­plete­ly be­wil­dered and ter­ri­fied by her sur­round­ings and her du­ties. She had the first in­stinc­tive feel­ing of wound­ed mod­esty and, fore­shad­ow­ing the wom­an she was des­tined to be­come, she shud­dered at the per­pet­u­al con­tact with the oth­er sex, work­ing, eat­ing, pass­ing her whole time with men; and when­ev­er she had an op­por­tu­ni­ty to go out, and went to her sis­ters, there were tear­ful, de­spair­ing scenes, when, with­out ac­tu­al­ly com­plain­ing of any­thing, she man­i­fest­ed a sort of dread to re­turn, say­ing that she did not want to stay there, that they were not sat­is­fied with her, that she pre­ferred to re­turn to them. They would re­ply that it had al­ready cost them enough to bring her to Paris, that it was a sil­ly whim on her part and that she was very well off where she was, and they would send her back to the café in tears. She dared not tell all that she suf­fered in the com­pa­ny of the wait­ers in the café, in­so­lent, boast­ing, cyn­i­cal fel­lows, fed on the re­mains of de­bauch­es, taint­ed with all the vices to which they min­is­tered, and cor­rupt to the core with pu­tre­fy­ing odds and ends of ob­scen­i­ty. At ev­ery turn, she had to sub­mit to the das­tard­ly jests, the cru­el mys­ti­fi­ca­tions, the ma­li­cious tricks of these scoundrels, who were on­ly too hap­py to make a lit­tle mar­tyr of the poor un­so­phis­ti­cat­ed child, ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing, with the crushed and sick­ly air, timid and sullen, thin and pale, and pitiably clad in her wretch­ed, coun­tri­fied gowns. Be­wil­dered, over­whelmed, so to speak, by this hourly tor­ture, she be­came their drudge. They made sport of her ig­no­rance, they de­ceived her and abused her creduli­ty by ab­surd fa­bles, they over­bur­dened her with fa­tigu­ing tasks, they as­sailed her with in­ces­sant, piti­less ridicule, which well-nigh drove her be­numbed in­tel­lect to im­be­cil­i­ty. In ad­di­tion, they made her blush at the things they said to her, which made her feel ashamed, al­though she did not un­der­stand them. They soiled the art­less­ness of her four­teen years with filthy veiled al­lu­sions. And they found amuse­ment in putting the eyes of her child­ish cu­rios­i­ty to the key­holes of the pri­vate sup­per-rooms.

			The lit­tle one longed to con­fide in her sis­ters, but she dared not. When, with nour­ish­ing food, her body took on a lit­tle flesh, her cheeks a lit­tle col­or and she be­gan to have some­thing of the as­pect of a wom­an, they took great lib­er­ties with her and grew bold­er. There were at­tempts at fa­mil­iar­i­ty, sig­nif­i­cant ges­tures, ad­vances, which she elud­ed, and from which she es­caped un­scathed, but which as­sailed her pu­ri­ty by breath­ing up­on her in­no­cence. Rough­ly treat­ed, scold­ed, re­viled by the mas­ter of the es­tab­lish­ment, who was ac­cus­tomed to abuse his maid­ser­vants and who bore her a grudge be­cause she was not old enough or of the right sort for a mis­tress, she found no sup­port, no touch of hu­man­i­ty, ex­cept in his wife. She be­gan to love that wom­an with a sort of an­i­mal de­vo­tion, and to obey her with the docil­i­ty of a dog. She did all her er­rands with­out thought or re­flec­tion. She car­ried her let­ters to her lovers and was very clever about de­liv­er­ing them. She be­came very ac­tive and ag­ile and in­gen­u­ous­ly sly in pass­ing in and out, evad­ing the awak­ened sus­pi­cions of the hus­band; and with­out any clear idea of what she was do­ing or of what she was con­ceal­ing, she felt a mis­chievous de­light, such as chil­dren and mon­keys feel, in telling her­self vague­ly that she was caus­ing some lit­tle suf­fer­ing to that man and that house, which caused her so much. There was among her com­rades an old wait­er, named Joseph, who de­fend­ed her, warned her of the cru­el plots con­coct­ed against her, and, when she was present, put a stop to con­ver­sa­tion that was too free, with the au­thor­i­ty of his white hairs and his pa­ter­nal in­ter­est in the girl. Mean­while Ger­minie’s hor­ror of the house in­creased ev­ery day. One week her sis­ters were com­pelled to take her back to the café by force.

			A few days lat­er, there was a great re­view on the Champ de Mars, and the wait­ers had leave of ab­sence for the day. On­ly Ger­minie and old Joseph re­mained in the house. Joseph was at work sort­ing soiled linen in a small, dark room. He told Ger­minie to come and help him. She en­tered the room; she cried out, fell to the floor, wept, im­plored, strug­gled, called des­per­ate­ly for help. The emp­ty house was deaf.

			When she re­cov­ered con­scious­ness, Ger­minie ran and shut her­self up in her cham­ber. She was not seen again that day. On the fol­low­ing day, when Joseph walked to­ward her and at­tempt­ed to speak to her, she re­coiled from him in dis­may, with the ges­ture of a wom­an mad with fear. For a long time, when­ev­er a man ap­proached her, her first in­vol­un­tary im­pulse was to draw back sud­den­ly, trem­bling and ner­vous, like a ter­ri­fied, be­wil­dered beast, look­ing about for means of flight. Joseph, who feared that she would de­nounce him, al­lowed her to keep him at a dis­tance, and re­spect­ed the hor­ri­ble re­pug­nance she ex­hib­it­ed for him.

			She be­came en­ceinte. One Sun­day she had been to pass the evening with her sis­ter, the concierge; she had an at­tack of vom­it­ing, fol­lowed by se­vere pain. A physi­cian who oc­cu­pied an apart­ment in the house, came to the lodge for his key, and the sis­ters learned from him the se­cret of their younger sis­ter’s con­di­tion. The bru­tal, in­tractable pride of the com­mon peo­ple in their hon­or, the im­pla­ca­ble sever­i­ty of rigid piety, flew to arms in the two wom­en and found vent in fierce in­dig­na­tion. Their be­wil­der­ment changed to fury. Ger­minie re­cov­ered con­scious­ness un­der their blows, their in­sults, the wounds in­flict­ed by their hands, the harsh words that came from their mouths. Her broth­er-in-law was there, who had nev­er for­giv­en her the cost of her jour­ney; he glanced at her with a ban­ter­ing ex­pres­sion, with the cun­ning, fe­ro­cious joy of an Au­vergnat, with a sneer­ing laugh that dyed the girl’s cheeks a deep­er red than her sis­ters’ blows.

			She re­ceived the blows, she did not re­pel the in­sults. She sought nei­ther to de­fend nor to ex­cuse her­self. She did not tell what had tak­en place and how lit­tle her own de­sires had had to do with her mis­for­tune. She was dumb: she had a vague hope that they would kill her. When her old­er sis­ter asked her if there had been no vi­o­lence, and re­mind­ed her that there were po­lice of­fi­cers and courts, she closed her eyes at the thought of pub­lish­ing her shame. For one in­stant on­ly, when her moth­er’s mem­o­ry was cast in her face, she emit­ted a glance, a light­ning flash from her eyes, by which the two wom­en felt their con­sciences pierced; they re­mem­bered that they were the ones who had placed her and kept her in that den, and had ex­posed her to the dan­ger, nay, had al­most forced her in­to her mis­for­tune.

			That same evening, the younger of Ger­minie’s sis­ters took her to the Rue Saint-Mar­tin, to the house of a re­pair­er of cash­mere shawls, with whom she lodged, and who, be­ing al­most daft on the sub­ject of re­li­gion, was ban­ner-bear­er in a sis­ter­hood of the Vir­gin. She made her lie be­side her on a mat­tress on the floor, and hav­ing her there un­der her hand all night, she vent­ed up­on her all her long-stand­ing, ven­omous jeal­ousy, her bit­ter re­sent­ment at the pref­er­ence, the ca­ress­es giv­en Ger­minie by her fa­ther and moth­er. It was a long suc­ces­sion of pet­ty tor­tures, bru­tal or hyp­o­crit­i­cal ex­hi­bi­tions of spite, kicks that bruised her legs, and pro­gres­sive move­ments of the body by which she grad­u­al­ly forced her com­pan­ion out of bed—it was a cold win­ter’s night—to the floor of the fire­less room. Dur­ing the day, the seam­stress took Ger­minie in hand, cat­e­chized her, preached at her, and by de­tail­ing the tor­tures of the oth­er life, in­spired in her mind a hor­ri­ble fear of the hell whose flames she caused her to feel.

			She lived there four months, in close con­fine­ment, and was nev­er al­lowed to leave the house. At the end of four months she gave birth to a dead child. When her health was re­stored, she en­tered the ser­vice of a de­pila­tor on Rue Laf­fitte, and for the first few days she had the joy­ful feel­ing of hav­ing been re­leased from prison. Two or three times, in her walks, she met old Joseph who ran af­ter her and want­ed to mar­ry her; but she es­caped him and the old man nev­er knew that he had been a fa­ther.

			But soon Ger­minie be­gan to pine away in her new place. The house where she had tak­en ser­vice as a maid of all work was what ser­vants call “a bar­rack.” A spend­thrift and glut­ton, de­void of or­der as of mon­ey, as is of­ten the case with wom­en en­gaged in the oc­cu­pa­tions that de­pend up­on chance, and in the prob­lem­at­i­cal meth­ods of gain­ing a liveli­hood in vogue in Paris, the de­pila­tor, who was al­most al­ways in­volved in a law­suit of some sort, paid but lit­tle heed to her small ser­vant’s nour­ish­ment. She of­ten went away for the whole day with­out leav­ing her any din­ner. The lit­tle one would sat­is­fy her ap­petite as well as she could with some kind of un­cooked food, sal­ads, vine­gary things that de­ceive a young wom­an’s ap­petite, even char­coal, which she would nib­ble with the de­praved taste and capri­cious stom­ach of her age and sex. This di­et, just af­ter re­cov­er­ing from her con­fine­ment, her health be­ing but par­tial­ly re­stored and great­ly in need of stim­u­lants, ex­haust­ed the young wom­an’s strength, re­duced her flesh and un­der­mined her con­sti­tu­tion. She had a ter­ri­fy­ing as­pect. Her com­plex­ion changed to that dead white that looks green in the day­light. Her swollen eyes were sur­round­ed with a great, bluish shad­ow. Her dis­col­ored lips as­sumed the hue of fad­ed vi­o­lets. Her breath failed her at the slight­est as­cent, and the in­ces­sant vi­brat­ing sound that came from the ar­ter­ies of her throat was painful to those near her. With heavy feet and en­fee­bled body, she dragged her­self along, as if life were too heavy a bur­den for her. Her fac­ul­ties and her sens­es were so tor­pid that she swooned for no cause at all, for so small a mat­ter as the fa­tigue of comb­ing her mis­tress’s hair.

			She was silent­ly droop­ing there when her sis­ter found her an­oth­er place, with a for­mer ac­tor, a re­tired co­me­di­an, liv­ing up­on the mon­ey that the laugh­ter of all Paris had brought him. The good man was old and had nev­er had any chil­dren. He took pity on the wretch­ed girl, in­ter­est­ed him­self in her wel­fare, took care of her and made much of her. He took her in­to the coun­try. He walked with her on the boule­vards in the sun­light, and en­joyed the warmth the more for lean­ing on her arm. It de­light­ed him to see her in good spir­its. Of­ten, to amuse her, he would take down a moth-eat­en cos­tume from his wardrobe and try to re­mem­ber a frag­ment of some part that had gone from his mem­o­ry. The mere sight of this lit­tle maid and her white cap was like a ray of re­turn­ing youth to him. In his old age, Jocrisse leaned up­on her with the good-fel­low­ship, the plea­sures and the child­ish fan­cies of a grand­fa­ther’s heart. But he died af­ter a few months, and Ger­minie had fall­en back in­to the ser­vice of kept mis­tress­es, board­ing­house keep­ers, and pas­sage­way trades­men, when the sud­den death of a maid­ser­vant gave her an op­por­tu­ni­ty to en­ter the ser­vice of Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, then liv­ing on Rue Tait­bout, in the house of which her sis­ter was concierge.

		
	
		
			IV

			Those peo­ple who look for the death of the Catholic re­li­gion in our day, do not re­al­ize by what an in­fi­nite num­ber of stur­dy roots it still re­tains its hold up­on the hearts of the peo­ple. They do not re­al­ize the se­cret, del­i­cate fas­ci­na­tion it has for the wom­an of the peo­ple. They do not re­al­ize what con­fes­sion and the con­fes­sor are to the im­pov­er­ished souls of those poor wom­en. In the priest who lis­tens and whose voice falls soft­ly on her ear, the wom­an of toil and suf­fer­ing sees not so much the min­is­ter of God, the judge of her sins, the ar­biter of her wel­fare, as the con­fi­dant of her sor­rows and the friend of her mis­ery. How­ev­er coarse she may be, there is al­ways a lit­tle of the true wom­an in her, a fever­ish, trem­bling, sen­si­tive, wound­ed some­thing, a rest­less­ness and, as it were, the sigh­ing of an in­valid who craves ca­ress­ing words, even as a child’s tri­fling ail­ments re­quire the nurse’s dron­ing lul­la­by. She, as well as the wom­an of the world, must have the con­so­la­tion of pour­ing out her heart, of con­fid­ing her trou­bles to a sym­pa­thet­ic ear. For it is the na­ture of her sex to seek an out­let for the emo­tions and an arm to lean up­on. There are in her mind things that she must tell, and con­cern­ing which she would like to be ques­tioned, pitied and com­fort­ed. She dreams of a com­pas­sion­ate in­ter­est, a ten­der sym­pa­thy for hid­den feel­ings of which she is ashamed. Her mas­ters may be the kind­est, the most friend­ly, the most ap­proach­able of mas­ters to the wom­an in their em­ploy: their kind­ness to her will still be of the same sort that they be­stow up­on a do­mes­tic an­i­mal. They will be un­easy con­cern­ing her ap­petite and her health; they will look care­ful­ly af­ter the an­i­mal part of her, and that will be all. It will not oc­cur to them that she can suf­fer else­where than in her body, and they will not dream that she can have the heartache, the sad­ness and im­ma­te­ri­al pain for which they seek re­lief by con­fid­ing in those of their own sta­tion. In their eyes, the wom­an who sweeps and does the cook­ing, has no ideas that can cause her to be sad or thought­ful, and they nev­er speak to her of her thoughts. To whom, then, shall she car­ry them? To the priest who is wait­ing for them, asks for them, wel­comes them, to the church­man who is al­so a man of the world, a su­pe­ri­or crea­ture, a well-ed­u­cat­ed gen­tle­man, who knows ev­ery­thing, speaks well, is al­ways ac­ces­si­ble, gen­tle, pa­tient, at­ten­tive, and seems to feel no scorn for the most hum­ble soul, the most shab­bi­ly dressed pen­i­tent. The priest alone lis­tens to the wom­an in a cap. He alone takes an in­ter­est in her se­cret suf­fer­ings, in the things that dis­turb and ag­i­tate her and that bring to a maid, as well as to her mis­tress, the sud­den long­ing to weep, or ex­cite a tem­pest with­in her. There is none but he to en­cour­age her out­pour­ings, to draw from her those things which the irony of her dai­ly life holds back, to look to the state of her moral health; none but he to raise her above her ma­te­ri­al life, none but he to cheer her with mov­ing words of char­i­ty and hope—such di­vine words as she has nev­er heard from the mouths of the men of her fam­i­ly and of her class.

			Af­ter en­ter­ing the ser­vice of Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, Ger­minie be­came pro­found­ly re­li­gious and cared for noth­ing but the church. She aban­doned her­self lit­tle by lit­tle to the sweet de­light of con­fes­sion, to the priest’s smooth, tran­quil bass voice that came to her from the dark­ness, to the con­ver­sa­tions which re­sem­bled the touch of sooth­ing words, and from which she went forth re­freshed, light of heart, free from care, and hap­py with a de­light­ful sense of re­lief, as if a balm had been ap­plied to all the ten­der, suf­fer­ing, fet­tered por­tions of her be­ing.

			She did not, could not, open her heart else­where. Her mis­tress had a cer­tain mas­cu­line rough­ness of de­meanor which re­pelled ex­pan­sive­ness. She had an abrupt, ex­clam­a­to­ry way of speak­ing that forced back all that Ger­minie would have liked to con­fide to her. It was in her na­ture to be bru­tal in her treat­ment of all lamen­ta­tions that were not caused by pain or dis­ap­point­ment. Her vir­ile kind­li­ness had no pity to spare for dis­eases of the imag­i­na­tion, for the suf­fer­ing that is cre­at­ed by the thought, for the weari­ness of spir­it that flows from a wom­an’s nerves and from the dis­or­dered con­di­tion of her men­tal or­gan­ism. Ger­minie of­ten found her un­feel­ing; the old wom­an had sim­ply been hard­ened by the times in which she had lived and by the cir­cum­stances of her life. The shell of her heart was as hard as her body. Nev­er com­plain­ing her­self, she did not like to hear com­plaints about her. And by the right of all the tears she had not shed, she de­test­ed child­ish tears in grown per­sons.

			Soon the con­fes­sion­al be­came a sort of sa­cred, idol­ized ren­dezvous for Ger­minie’s thoughts. Ev­ery day it was her first idea, the theme of her first prayer. Through­out the day, she was kneel­ing there as in a dream; and while she was about her work it was con­stant­ly be­fore her eyes, with its oak­en frame with fil­lets of gold, its ped­i­ment in the shape of a winged an­gel’s head, its green cur­tain with the mo­tion­less folds, and the mys­te­ri­ous dark­ness on both sides. It seemed to her that now her whole life cen­tred there, and that ev­ery hour tend­ed thith­er. She lived through the week look­ing for­ward to that longed-for, prayed-for, promised day. On Thurs­day, she be­gan to be im­pa­tient; she felt, in the re­dou­bling of her bliss­ful agony, the ma­te­ri­al draw­ing near, as it were, of the blessed Sat­ur­day evening; and when Sat­ur­day came and made­moi­selle’s din­ner had been hasti­ly served and her work done, she would make her es­cape and run to Notre-Dame de Lorette, hur­ry­ing to the pen­i­ten­tial stool as to a lover’s ren­dezvous. Her fin­gers dipped in holy wa­ter and a gen­u­flec­tion du­ly made, she would glide over the flags, be­tween the rows of chairs, as soft­ly as a cat steals across a car­pet­ed floor. With bent head, al­most crawl­ing, she would go noise­less­ly for­ward in the shad­ow of the side aisles, un­til she reached the mys­te­ri­ous, veiled con­fes­sion­al, where she would pause and await her turn, ab­sorbed in the emo­tion of sus­pense.

			The young priest who con­fessed her, en­cour­aged her fre­quent con­fes­sions. He was not spar­ing of time or at­ten­tion or char­i­ty. He al­lowed her to talk at great length and tell him, with many words, of all her pet­ty trou­bles. He was in­dul­gent to the dif­fuse­ness of a suf­fer­ing soul, and per­mit­ted her to pour out freely her most triv­ial af­flic­tions. He lis­tened while she set forth her anx­i­eties, her long­ings, her trou­bles; he did not re­pel or treat with scorn any por­tion of the con­fi­dences of a ser­vant who spoke to him of all the most del­i­cate, se­cret con­cerns of her ex­is­tence, as one would speak to a moth­er and a physi­cian.

			This priest was young. He was kind­heart­ed. He had lived in the world. A great sor­row had im­pelled him, crushed and bro­ken, to as­sume the gown where­in he wore mourn­ing for his heart. There re­mained some­thing of the man in the depths of his be­ing, and he lis­tened, with melan­choly com­pas­sion, to the out­pour­ing of this maid­ser­vant’s suf­fer­ing heart. He un­der­stood that Ger­minie need­ed him, that he sus­tained and strength­ened her, that he saved her from her­self and re­moved her from the temp­ta­tions to which her na­ture ex­posed her. He was con­scious of a sad sym­pa­thy for that heart over­flow­ing with af­fec­tion, for the ar­dent, yet tractable girl, for the un­hap­py crea­ture who knew noth­ing of her own na­ture, who was promised to pas­sion by ev­ery im­pulse of her heart, by her whole body, and who be­trayed in ev­ery de­tail of her per­son the vo­ca­tion of her tem­per­a­ment. En­light­ened by his past ex­pe­ri­ence, he was amazed and ter­ri­fied some­times by the gleams that em­anat­ed from her, by the flame that shot from her eyes at the out­burst of love in a prayer, by the ev­i­dent ten­den­cy of her con­fes­sions, by her con­stant­ly re­cur­ring to that scene of vi­o­lence, that scene in which her per­fect­ly sin­cere pur­pose to re­sist seemed to the priest to have been be­trayed by a con­vul­sion of the sens­es that was stronger than she.

			This fever of re­li­gion last­ed sev­er­al years, dur­ing which Ger­minie lived a con­cen­trat­ed, silent, hap­py life, en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to God’s ser­vice—at least she thought so. Her con­fes­sor, how­ev­er, had come grad­u­al­ly to the con­clu­sion that all her ado­ra­tion tend­ed to­ward him­self. By her glances, by her blush­es, by the words she no longer said to him, and by oth­ers which she made bold to say to him for the first time, he re­al­ized that his pen­i­tent’s de­vo­tion was go­ing astray and be­com­ing un­du­ly fer­vent, de­ceiv­ing it­self as to its ob­ject. She watched for him when the ser­vices were at an end, fol­lowed him in­to the sac­risty, hung on his skirts, ran in­to the church af­ter his cas­sock. The con­fes­sor tried to warn her, to di­vert her amorous fer­vor from him­self. He be­came more re­served and as­sumed a cold de­meanor. In de­spair at this change, at his ap­par­ent in­dif­fer­ence, Ger­minie, feel­ing bit­ter and hurt, con­fessed to him one day, in the con­fes­sion­al, the ha­tred that had tak­en pos­ses­sion of her for two young girls, who were his fa­vorite pen­i­tents. There­upon the priest dis­missed her, with­out dis­cus­sion, and sent her to an­oth­er con­fes­sor. Ger­minie went once or twice to con­fess to this oth­er con­fes­sor; then she ceased to go; soon she ceased even to think of go­ing, and of all her re­li­gion naught re­mained in her mind but a cer­tain far-off sweet­ness, like the faint odor of burned-out in­cense.

			Af­fairs had reached that point when made­moi­selle fell ill. Through­out her ill­ness, as Ger­minie did not want to leave her, she did not at­tend mass. And on the first Sun­day—when made­moi­selle, be­ing ful­ly re­cov­ered, did not re­quire her care, she was great­ly sur­prised to find that “her devo­tee” re­mained at home and did not run away to church.

			“Oho!” said she, “so you don’t go and see your curés nowa­days? What have they done to you, eh?”

			“Noth­ing,” said Ger­minie.

		
	
		
			V

			“There, made­moi­selle!—Look at me,” said Ger­minie.

			It was a few months lat­er. She had asked her mis­tress’s per­mis­sion to go that evening to the wed­ding ball of her gro­cer’s sis­ter, who had cho­sen her for her maid-of-hon­or, and she had come to ex­hib­it her­self en grande toi­lette, in her low-necked muslin dress.

			Made­moi­selle raised her eyes from the old vol­ume, print­ed in large type, which she was read­ing, re­moved her spec­ta­cles, placed them in the book to mark her place, and ex­claimed:

			“What, my lit­tle big­ot, you at a ball! Do you know, my girl, this seems to me down­right non­sense! You and the horn­pipe! Faith, all you need now is to want to get mar­ried! A deuce of a want, that! But if you mar­ry, I warn you that I won’t keep you—mind that! I’ve no de­sire to wait on your brats! Come a lit­tle near­er—Oho! why—bless my soul! Made­moi­selle Show-all! We’re get­ting to be a bit of a flirt late­ly, I find—”

			“Why no, made­moi­selle,” Ger­minie tried to say.

			“And then,” con­tin­ued Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, fol­low­ing out her thought, “among you peo­ple, the men are such sweet crea­tures! They’ll spend all you have—to say noth­ing of the blows. But mar­riage—I am sure that that non­sen­si­cal idea of get­ting mar­ried buzzes around in your head when you see the oth­ers. That’s what gives you that sim­per, I’ll wa­ger. Bon Dieu de Dieu! Now turn a bit, so that I can see you,” said Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, with an abrupt change of tone to one that was al­most ca­ress­ing; and plac­ing her thin hands on the arms of her easy-chair, cross­ing her legs and mov­ing her foot back and forth, she set about in­spect­ing Ger­minie and her toi­let.

			“What the dev­il!” said she, af­ter a few mo­ments of silent scru­ti­ny, “what! is it re­al­ly you?—Then I have nev­er used my eyes to look at you.—Good God, yes!——But—but—” She mum­bled more vague ex­cla­ma­tions be­tween her teeth.—“Where the deuce did you get that mug like an amorous cat’s?” she said at last, and con­tin­ued to gaze at her.

			Ger­minie was ug­ly. Her hair, of so dark a chest­nut that it seemed black, curled and twist­ed in un­ruly waves, in lit­tle stiff, re­bel­lious locks, which es­caped and stood up all over her head, de­spite the po­made up­on her shiny ban­deaux. Her smooth, nar­row, swelling brow pro­trud­ed above the shad­ow of the deep sock­ets in which her eyes were buried and sunken to such a depth as al­most to de­note dis­ease; small, bright, sparkling eyes they were, made to seem small­er and brighter by a con­stant girl­ish twin­kle that soft­ened and light­ed up their laugh­ter. They were nei­ther brown eyes nor blue eyes, but were of an un­de­fin­able, chang­ing gray, a gray that was not a col­or, but a light! Emo­tion found ex­pres­sion there­in in the flame of fever, plea­sure in the flash­ing rays of a sort of in­tox­i­ca­tion, pas­sion in phos­pho­res­cence. Her short, turned-up nose, with large, di­lat­ed, pal­pi­tat­ing nos­trils, was one of those noses of which the com­mon peo­ple say that it rains in­side: up­on one side, at the cor­ner of the eye was a thick, swollen blue vein. The square head of the Lor­raine race was em­pha­sized in her broad, high, prom­i­nent cheek­bones, which were well-cov­ered with the traces of small­pox. The most no­tice­able de­fect in her face was the too great dis­tance be­tween the nose and mouth. This lack of pro­por­tion gave an al­most apish char­ac­ter to the low­er part of the head, where the ex­pan­sive mouth, with white teeth and full lips that looked as if they had been crushed, they were so flat, smiled at you with a strange, vague­ly ir­ri­tat­ing smile.

			Her dé­col­leté dress dis­closed her neck, the up­per part of her breast, her shoul­ders and her white back, pre­sent­ing a strik­ing con­trast to her swarthy face. It was a lym­phat­ic sort of white­ness, the white­ness, at once un­healthy and an­gel­ic, of flesh in which there is no life. She had let her arms fall by her sides—round, smooth arms with a pret­ty dim­ple at the el­bow. Her wrists were del­i­cate; her hands, which did not be­tray the ser­vant, were em­bel­lished with a la­dy’s fin­ger­nails. And lazi­ly, with grace­ful sloth, she al­lowed her in­do­lent fig­ure to curve and sway;—a fig­ure that a garter might span, and that was made even more slen­der to the eye by the pro­jec­tion of the hips and the curve of the hoops that gave the bal­loon-like round­ness to her skirt;—an im­pos­si­ble waist, ab­surd­ly small but adorable, like ev­ery­thing in wom­an that of­fends one’s sense of pro­por­tion by its diminu­tive­ness.

			From this ug­ly wom­an em­anat­ed a pi­quant, mys­te­ri­ous charm. Light and shad­ow, jostling and in­ter­cept­ing each oth­er on her face on which hol­lows and pro­tu­ber­ances abound­ed, im­part­ed to it that sug­ges­tion of lib­er­tin­ism which the painter of love scenes gives to the rough sketch of his mis­tress. Ev­ery­thing about her—her mouth, her eyes, her very plain­ness—was in­stinct with al­lure­ment and so­lic­i­ta­tion. Her per­son ex­haled an aphro­disi­ac charm, which chal­lenged and laid fast hold of the oth­er sex. It un­loosed de­sire, and caused an elec­tric shock. Sen­su­al thoughts were nat­u­ral­ly and in­vol­un­tar­i­ly aroused by her, by her ges­tures, her gait, her slight­est move­ment—even by the air in which her body had left one of its un­du­la­tions. Be­side her, one felt as if he were near one of those dis­turb­ing, dis­qui­et­ing crea­tures, burn­ing with the love dis­ease and com­mu­ni­cat­ing it to oth­ers, whose face ap­pears to man in his rest­less hours, tor­ments his list­less noon­day thoughts, haunts his nights and tres­pass­es up­on his dreams.

			In the midst of Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s scru­ti­ny, Ger­minie stooped over her, and cov­ered her hand with hur­ried kiss­es.

			“There—there—enough of that,” said Made­moi­selle. “You would soon wear out the skin—with your way of kiss­ing. Come, run along, en­joy your­self, and try not to stay out too late. Don’t get all tired out.”

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil was left alone. She placed her el­bows on her knees, stared at the fire and stirred the burn­ing wood with the tongs. Then, as she was ac­cus­tomed to do when deeply pre­oc­cu­pied, she struck her­self two or three sharp lit­tle blows on the neck with the flat of her hand, and there­by set her black cap all awry.

		
	
		
			VI

			When she men­tioned the sub­ject of mar­riage to Ger­minie, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil touched up­on the re­al cause of her trou­ble. She placed her hand up­on the seat of her en­nui. Her maid’s un­even tem­per, her dis­taste for life, the lan­guor, the empti­ness, the dis­con­tent of her ex­is­tence, arose from that dis­ease which med­i­cal sci­ence calls the “melan­cho­lia of vir­gins.” The tor­ment of her twen­ty-four years was the ar­dent, ex­cit­ed, poignant long­ing for mar­riage, for that state which was too holy and hon­or­able for her, and which seemed im­pos­si­ble of at­tain­ment in face of the con­fes­sion her wom­an­ly pro­bity would in­sist up­on mak­ing of her fall and her un­wor­thi­ness. Fam­i­ly loss­es and mis­for­tunes forcibly di­vert­ed her mind from her own trou­bles.

			Her broth­er-in-law, her sis­ter the concierge’s hus­band, had dreamed the dream of all Au­vergnats: he had un­der­tak­en to in­crease his earn­ings as concierge by the prof­its of a deal­er in bric-a-brac. He had be­gun mod­est­ly with a stall in the street, at the doors of the marts where ex­ecu­tors’ sales are held; and there you could see, set out up­on blue pa­per, plat­ed can­dle­sticks, ivory nap­kin rings, col­ored lith­o­graphs with frames of gold lace on a black ground, and three or four odd vol­umes of Buf­fon. His prof­it on the plat­ed can­dle­sticks in­tox­i­cat­ed him. He hired a dark shop on a pas­sage way, op­po­site an um­brel­la mender’s, and be­gan to trade up­on the creduli­ty that goes in and out of the low­er rooms in the Auc­tion Ex­change. He sold assi­ettes à coq, pieces of Jean Jacques Rousseau’s wood­en shoe, and wa­ter­col­ors by Bal­lue, signed Wat­teau. In that busi­ness he threw away what he had made, and ran in debt to the amount of sev­er­al thou­sand francs. His wife, in or­der to straight­en mat­ters out a lit­tle and to try and get out of debt, asked for and ob­tained a place as box-open­er at the Théâtre-His­torique. She hired her sis­ter the dress­mak­er to watch the door in the evening, went to bed at one o’clock and was astir again at five. Af­ter a few months she caught cold in the cor­ri­dors of the the­atre, and an at­tack of pleurisy laid her low and car­ried her off in six weeks. The poor wom­an left a lit­tle girl three years old, who was tak­en down with the measles; the dis­ease as­sumed its most ma­lig­nant form in the foul stench of the loft, where the child had breathed for more than a month air poi­soned by the breath of her dy­ing moth­er. The fa­ther had gone in­to the coun­try to try and bor­row mon­ey. He mar­ried again there. Noth­ing more was heard of him.

			When re­turn­ing from her sis­ter’s buri­al Ger­minie ran to the house of an old wom­an who made a liv­ing in those cu­ri­ous in­dus­tries which pre­vent pover­ty from ab­so­lute­ly starv­ing to death in Paris. This old wom­an car­ried on sev­er­al trades. Some­times she cut bris­tles in­to equal lengths for brush­es, some­times she sort­ed out bits of gin­ger­bread. When those in­dus­tries failed, she did cook­ing and washed the faces of ped­lars’ chil­dren. In Lent she rose at four o’clock in the morn­ing, went and took pos­ses­sion of a chair at Notre-Dame, and sold it for ten or twelve sous when the crowd ar­rived. In or­der to pro­cure fu­el to warm her­self, in the den where she lived on Rue Saint-Vic­tor, she would go, at night­fall, to the Lux­em­bourg and peel the bark off the trees. Ger­minie, who knew her from hav­ing giv­en her the crusts from the kitchen ev­ery week, hired a ser­vant’s room on the sixth floor of the house, and took up her abode there with the lit­tle one. She did it on the im­pulse of the mo­ment, with­out re­flec­tion. She did not re­mem­ber her sis­ter’s harsh treat­ment of her when she was en­ceinte, so that she had no need to for­give it.

			Thence­forth Ger­minie had but one thought, her niece. She de­ter­mined to res­cue her from death and re­store her to life by dint of care­ful nurs­ing. She would rush away from Made­moi­selle at ev­ery mo­ment, run up the stairs to the sixth floor four at a time, kiss the child, give her her draught, ar­range her com­fort­ably in bed, look at her, and rush down again, all out of breath and red with plea­sure. Care, ca­ress­es, the breath from the heart with which we re­vive a tiny flame on the point of dy­ing out, con­sul­ta­tions, doc­tor’s vis­its, cost­ly medicines, the reme­dies of the wealthy—Ger­minie spared noth­ing for the lit­tle one and gave her ev­ery­thing. Her wages flowed through that chan­nel. For al­most a year she gave her beef juice ev­ery morn­ing: sleepy­head that she was, she left her bed at five o’clock in the morn­ing to pre­pare it, and awoke with­out be­ing called, as moth­ers do. The child was out of dan­ger at last, when Ger­minie re­ceived a vis­it one morn­ing from her sis­ter the dress­mak­er, who had been mar­ried two or three years to a ma­chin­ist, and who came now to bid her adieu: her hus­band was go­ing to ac­com­pa­ny some fel­low-work­men who had been hired to go to Africa. She was go­ing with him and she pro­posed to Ger­minie that they should take the lit­tle one with them as a play­mate for their own child. They of­fered to take her off her hands. Ger­minie, they said, would have to pay on­ly for the jour­ney. It was a sep­a­ra­tion she would have to make up her mind to soon­er or lat­er on ac­count of her mis­tress. And then, said the sis­ter, she was the child’s aunt too. And she heaped words up­on words to in­duce Ger­minie to give them the child, with whom she and her hus­band ex­pect­ed, af­ter their ar­rival in Africa, to move Ger­minie to pity, to get pos­ses­sion of her wages, to play up­on her heart and her purse.

			It cost Ger­minie very dear to part with her niece. She had staked a por­tion of her ex­is­tence up­on the child. She was at­tached to her by her anx­i­ety and her sac­ri­fices. She had dis­put­ed pos­ses­sion of her with dis­ease and had won the day; the girl’s life was her mir­a­cle. And yet she re­al­ized that she could nev­er take her to made­moi­selle’s apart­ments; that made­moi­selle, at her age, with the bur­den of her years, and an aged per­son’s need of tran­quil­li­ty, could nev­er en­dure the con­stant noise and move­ment of a child. And then, the lit­tle girl’s pres­ence in the house would cause idle gos­sip and set the whole street agog: peo­ple would say she was her child. Ger­minie made a con­fi­dante of her mis­tress. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil knew the whole sto­ry. She knew that she had tak­en charge of her niece, al­though she had pre­tend­ed not to know it; she had cho­sen to see noth­ing in or­der to per­mit ev­ery­thing. She ad­vised Ger­minie to en­trust her niece to her sis­ter, point­ing out to her all the dif­fi­cul­ties in the way of keep­ing her her­self, and she gave her mon­ey to pay for the jour­ney of the whole fam­i­ly.

			The part­ing was a heart­break­ing thing to Ger­minie. She found her­self left alone and with­out oc­cu­pa­tion. Not hav­ing the child, she knew not what to love; her heart was weary, and she had such a feel­ing of the empti­ness of life with­out the lit­tle one, that she turned once more to re­li­gion and trans­ferred her af­fec­tions to the church.

			Three months had passed when she re­ceived news of her sis­ter’s death. The hus­band, who was one of the whin­ing, lachry­mose breed of me­chan­ics, gave her in his let­ter, min­gled with la­bored, mov­ing phras­es, and threads of pathos, a de­spair­ing pic­ture of his po­si­tion, with the buri­al to pay for, at­tacks of fever that pre­vent­ed him from work­ing, two young chil­dren, with­out count­ing the lit­tle girl, and a house­hold with no wife to heat the soup. Ger­minie wept over the let­ter; then her thoughts turned to liv­ing in that house, be­side that poor man, among the poor chil­dren, in that hor­ri­ble Africa; and a vague long­ing to sac­ri­fice her­self be­gan to awak­en with­in her. Oth­er let­ters fol­lowed, in which, while thank­ing her for her as­sis­tance, her broth­er-in-law gave to his pover­ty, to his des­o­late plight, to the mis­ery that en­veloped him, a still more dra­mat­ic col­or­ing—the col­or­ing that the com­mon peo­ple im­part to tri­fles, with its mem­o­ries of the Boule­vard du Crime and its frag­ments of vile books. Once caught by the blague of this mis­ery, Ger­minie could not cut loose from it. She fan­cied she could hear the cries of the chil­dren call­ing her. She be­came com­plete­ly ab­sorbed, buried in the project and res­o­lu­tion of go­ing to them. She was haunt­ed by the idea and by the word Africa, which she turned over and over in­ces­sant­ly in the depths of her mind, with­out a word. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, notic­ing her thought­ful­ness and melan­choly, asked her what the mat­ter was, but in vain: Ger­minie did not speak. She was pulled this way and that, tor­ment­ed be­tween what seemed to her a du­ty and what seemed to her in­grat­i­tude, be­tween her mis­tress and her sis­ters’ blood. She thought that she could not leave made­moi­selle. And again she said to her­self that God did not wish her to aban­don her fam­i­ly. She would look about the apart­ment and mut­ter: “And yet I must go!” Then she would fear that made­moi­selle might be sick when she was not there. An­oth­er maid! At that thought she was seized with jeal­ousy and fan­cied that she could al­ready see some­one steal­ing her mis­tress. At oth­er mo­ments, when her re­li­gious ideas im­pelled her to thoughts of self-sac­ri­fice, she was all ready to de­vote her ex­is­tence to this broth­er-in-law. She de­ter­mined to go and live with this man, whom she de­test­ed, with whom she had al­ways been on the worst of terms, who had al­most killed her sis­ter with grief, whom she knew to be a brutish, drunk­en sot; and all that she an­tic­i­pat­ed, all that she dread­ed, the cer­tain­ty of all she would have to suf­fer and her shrink­ing fear of it, served to ex­alt and in­flame her imag­i­na­tion, to urge her on to the sac­ri­fice with the greater im­pa­tience and ar­dor. Of­ten the whole scheme fell to the ground in an in­stant: at a word, at a ges­ture from made­moi­selle, Ger­minie would be­come her­self once more, and would fail to rec­og­nize her­self. She felt that she was bound to her mis­tress ab­so­lute­ly and for­ev­er, and she had a thrill of hor­ror at hav­ing so much as thought of de­tach­ing her own life from hers. She strug­gled thus for two years. Then she learned one fine day, by chance, that her niece had died a few weeks af­ter her sis­ter: her broth­er-in-law had con­cealed the child’s death in or­der to main­tain his hold up­on her, and to lure her to him in Africa, with her few sous. Ger­minie’s il­lu­sions be­ing whol­ly dis­pelled by that rev­e­la­tion, she was cured on the spot. She hard­ly re­mem­bered that she had ev­er thought of go­ing away.

		
	
		
			VII

			About this time a small cream­ery at the end of the street, with few cus­tomers, changed hands, as a re­sult of the sale of the re­al es­tate by or­der of court. The shop was ren­o­vat­ed and re­paint­ed. The front win­dows were em­bel­lished with in­scrip­tions in yel­low let­ters. Pyra­mids of choco­late from the Com­pag­nie Colo­niale, and cof­fee-cups filled with flow­ers, al­ter­nat­ing with small liqueur glass­es, were dis­played up­on the shelves. At the door glis­tened the sign—a cop­per milk jug di­vid­ed in the mid­dle.

			The wom­an who thus en­deav­ored to reestab­lish the con­cern, the new crémière, was a per­son of about fifty years of age, whose cor­pu­lence passed all bounds, and who still re­tained some de­bris of beau­ty, half sub­merged in fat. It was said in the quar­ter that she had set her­self up in busi­ness with the mon­ey of an old gen­tle­man, whose ser­vant she had been un­til his death, in her na­tive prov­ince, near Lan­gres; for it hap­pened that she was a coun­try­wom­an of Ger­minie, not from the same vil­lage, but from a small place near by; and al­though she and made­moi­selle’s maid had nev­er met nor seen each oth­er in the coun­try, they knew each oth­er by name and were drawn to­geth­er by the fact that they had ac­quain­tances in com­mon and could com­pare mem­o­ries of the same places. The stout wom­an was a flat­ter­ing, af­fect­ed, fawn­ing crea­ture. She said: “My love” to ev­ery­body, talked in a pip­ing voice, and played the child with the queru­lous lan­guor of cor­pu­lent per­sons. She de­test­ed vul­gar re­marks and would blush and take alarm at tri­fles. She adored se­crets, twist­ed ev­ery­thing in­to a con­fi­den­tial com­mu­ni­ca­tion, in­vent­ed sto­ries and al­ways whis­pered in your ear. Her life was passed in gos­sip­ing and groan­ing. She pitied oth­ers and she pitied her­self; she lament­ed her ill for­tune and her stom­ach. When she had eat­en too much she would say dra­mat­i­cal­ly: “I am dy­ing!” and noth­ing ev­er was so pa­thet­ic as her in­di­ges­tion. She was con­stant­ly moved to tears: she wept in­dis­crim­i­nate­ly for a mal­treat­ed horse, for some­one who had died, for milk that had cur­dled. She wept over the var­i­ous items in the news­pa­pers, she wept for the sake of weep­ing.

			Ger­minie was very soon en­snared and moved to pity by this wheedling, talk­a­tive crémière, who was al­ways in a state of in­tense emo­tion, call­ing up­on oth­ers to open their hearts to her, and ap­par­ent­ly so af­fec­tion­ate. Af­ter three months hard­ly any­thing passed made­moi­selle’s doors that did not come from Mère Jupil­lon. Ger­minie pro­cured ev­ery­thing, or al­most ev­ery­thing there. She passed hours in the shop. Once there it was hard work for her to leave; she re­mained there, un­able to rise from her chair. A sort of in­stinc­tive cow­ardice de­tained her. At the door she would stop and talk on, in or­der to de­lay her de­par­ture. She felt bound to the crémière by the in­vis­i­ble charm of fa­mil­iar places to which you con­stant­ly re­turn, and which end by em­brac­ing you like things that would love you. And then, too, in her eyes the shop meant Madame Jupil­lon’s three dogs, three wretch­ed curs; she al­ways had them on her knees, she scold­ed them and kissed them and talked to them; and when she was warm with their warmth, she would feel in the depths of her heart the con­tent­ment of a beast rub­bing against her lit­tle ones. Again, the shop to her meant all the gos­sip of the quar­ter, the ren­dezvous of all the scan­dals—how this one had failed to pay her note and that one had re­ceived a car­riage load of flow­ers; it meant a place that was on the watch for ev­ery­thing, even to the lace peignoir go­ing to town on the maid’s arm.

			In a word ev­ery­thing tend­ed to at­tach her to the place. Her in­ti­ma­cy with the crémière was strength­ened by all the mys­te­ri­ous bonds of friend­ship be­tween wom­en of the peo­ple, by the con­tin­u­al chat­ter, the dai­ly ex­change of the triv­ial af­fairs of life, the con­ver­sa­tion for the sake of con­vers­ing, the rep­e­ti­tion of the same bon­jour and the same bon­soir, the di­vi­sion of ca­ress­es among the same an­i­mals, the naps side by side and chair against chair. The shop at last be­came her reg­u­lar place for idling away her time, a place where her thoughts, her words, her body and her very limbs were mar­velous­ly at ease. There came a time when her hap­pi­ness con­sist­ed in sit­ting drowsi­ly of an evening in a straw arm­chair, be­side Mère Jupil­lon—sound asleep with her spec­ta­cles on her nose—and hold­ing the dogs rolled in a ball in the skirt of her dress; and while the lamp, al­most dy­ing, burned pale up­on the counter, she would sit idly there, let­ting her glance lose it­self at the back of the shop, and grad­u­al­ly grow dim, with her ideas, as her eyes rest­ed vague­ly up­on a tri­umphal arch of snail shells joined to­geth­er with old moss, be­neath which stood a lit­tle cop­per Napoléon, with his hands be­hind his back.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Madame Jupil­lon, who claimed to have been mar­ried and signed her­self “Wid­ow Jupil­lon,” had a son. He was still a child. She had placed him at Saint-Nicholas, the great re­li­gious es­tab­lish­ment where, for thir­ty francs a month, rudi­men­ta­ry in­struc­tion and a trade are fur­nished to the chil­dren of the com­mon peo­ple, and to many nat­u­ral chil­dren. Ger­minie fell in­to the way of ac­com­pa­ny­ing Madame Jupil­lon when she went to see “Bibi” on Thurs­days. This vis­it be­came a means of dis­trac­tion to her, some­thing to look for­ward to. She would urge the moth­er to hur­ry, would al­ways ar­rive first at the om­nibus of­fice, and was con­tent to sit with her arms rest­ing on a huge bas­ket of pro­vi­sions all the way.

			It hap­pened that Mère Jupil­lon had trou­ble with her leg—a car­bun­cle that pre­vent­ed her from walk­ing for near­ly eigh­teen months. Ger­minie went alone to Saint-Nicholas, and as she was prompt­ly and eas­i­ly led to de­vote her­self to oth­ers, she took as deep an in­ter­est in that child as if he were con­nect­ed with her in some way. She did not miss a sin­gle Thurs­day and al­ways ar­rived with her hands full of the last week’s desserts, and with cakes and fruit and sweet­meats she had bought. She would kiss the urchin, in­quire for his health, and feel to see if he had his knit­ted vest un­der his blouse; she would no­tice how flushed he was from run­ning, would wipe his face with her hand­ker­chief and make him show her the soles of his shoes so that she could see if there were any holes in them. She would ask if his teach­ers were sat­is­fied with him, if he at­tend­ed to his du­ties and if he had had many good marks. She would talk to him of his moth­er and bid him love the good Lord, and un­til the clock struck two she would walk with him in the court­yard: the child would of­fer her his arm, as proud as you please to be with a wom­an much bet­ter dressed than the ma­jor­i­ty of those who came there—with a wom­an in silk. He was anx­ious to learn the fla­geo­let. It cost on­ly five francs a month, but his moth­er would not give them. Ger­minie car­ried him the hun­dred sous ev­ery month, on the sly. It was a hu­mil­i­at­ing thing to him to wear the lit­tle uni­form blouse when he went out to walk, and on the two or three oc­ca­sions dur­ing the year when he went to see his moth­er. On his birth­day, one year, Ger­minie un­fold­ed a large par­cel be­fore him: she had had a tu­nic made for him; it is doubt­ful if twen­ty of his com­rades in the whole school be­longed to fam­i­lies in suf­fi­cient­ly easy cir­cum­stances to wear such gar­ments.

			She spoiled him thus for sev­er­al years, not al­low­ing him to suf­fer with a long­ing for any­thing, en­cour­ag­ing the caprices and the pride of wealthy chil­dren in the poor child, soft­en­ing for him the pri­va­tions and hard­ships of that trade school, where chil­dren were formed for a la­bor­ing life, wore blous­es and ate off plates of brown earth­en­ware; a school that by its toil­some ap­pren­tice­ship hard­ened the chil­dren of the peo­ple to lives of toil. Mean­while the boy was grow­ing fast. Ger­minie did not no­tice it: in her eyes he was still the child he had al­ways been. From habit she al­ways stooped to kiss him. One day she was sum­moned be­fore the ab­bé who was at the head of the school. He spoke to her of ex­pelling Jupil­lon. Ob­scene books had been found in his pos­ses­sion. Ger­minie, trem­bling at the thought of the blows that await­ed the child at his moth­er’s hands, prayed and begged and im­plored; she suc­ceed­ed at last in in­duc­ing the ab­bé to for­give the cul­prit. When she went down in­to the court­yard again she at­tempt­ed to scold him; but at the first word of her moral lec­ture, Bibi sud­den­ly cast in her face a glance and smile in which there was no trace of the child that he was the day be­fore. She low­ered her eyes, and she was the one to blush. A fort­night passed be­fore she went again to Saint-Nicholas.

		
	
		
			IX

			About the time that young Jupil­lon left the board­ing-school, a maid in the ser­vice of a kept wom­an who lived on the floor be­low made­moi­selle some­times passed the evening with Ger­minie at Madame Jupil­lon’s. A na­tive of the Grand Duchy of Lux­em­bourg, which sup­plies Paris with coupé driv­ers and lorettes’ wait­ing-maids, this girl was what is called in vul­gar par­lance: “a great bringue;” she was an awk­ward, wild-eyed crea­ture, with the eye­brows of a wa­ter car­ri­er. She soon fell in­to the habit of go­ing there ev­ery evening. She treat­ed ev­ery­body to cakes and liquors, amused her­self by show­ing off lit­tle Jupil­lon, play­ing pat-a-cake with him, sit­ting on his knee, telling him to his face that he was a beau­ty, treat­ing him like a child, play­ing the wan­ton with him and jok­ing him be­cause he was not a man. The boy, hap­py and proud of these at­ten­tions from the first wom­an who had ev­er tak­en no­tice of him, man­i­fest­ed be­fore long his pref­er­ence for Adèle: so was the new­com­er called.

			Ger­minie was pas­sion­ate­ly jeal­ous. Jeal­ousy was the foun­da­tion of her na­ture; it was the dregs of her af­fec­tion and gave it its bit­ter taste. Those whom she loved she wished to have en­tire­ly to her­self, to pos­sess them ab­so­lute­ly. She de­mand­ed that they should love no one but her. She could not per­mit them to take from her and be­stow up­on oth­ers the slight­est frag­ment of their af­fec­tion: as she had earned it, it no longer be­longed to them; they were no longer en­ti­tled to dis­pose of it. She de­test­ed the peo­ple whom her mis­tress seemed to wel­come more cor­dial­ly than oth­ers, and with whom she was on most in­ti­mate terms. By her ill-hu­mor and her sullen man­ner she had of­fend­ed, had al­most driv­en from the house, two or three of made­moi­selle’s old friends, whose vis­its wound­ed her; as if the old ladies came there for the pur­pose of ab­stract­ing some­thing from the rooms, of tak­ing a lit­tle of her mis­tress from her. Peo­ple of whom she had once been fond be­came odi­ous to her: she did not con­sid­er that they were fond enough of her; she hat­ed them for all the love she want­ed from them. Her heart was despot­ic and ex­act­ing in ev­ery­thing. As it gave all, it de­mand­ed all in re­turn. At the least sign of cold­ness, at the slight­est in­di­ca­tion that she had a ri­val, she would fly in­to a rage, tear her hair, pass her nights in weep­ing, and ex­e­crate the whole world.

			See­ing that oth­er wom­an make her­self at home in the shop and adopt a tone of fa­mil­iar­i­ty with the young man, all Ger­minie’s jeal­ous in­stincts were aroused and changed to fu­ri­ous rage. Her ha­tred flew to arms and re­belled, with her dis­gust, against the shame­less, brazen-faced crea­ture, who could be seen on Sun­day sit­ting at ta­ble on the out­er boule­vards with sol­diers, and who had blue marks on her face on Mon­day. She did her ut­most to in­duce Madame Jupil­lon to turn her away; but she was one of the best cus­tomers of the cream­ery, and the crémière mild­ly re­fused to close her doors up­on her. Ger­minie had re­course to the son and told him that she was a mis­er­able crea­ture. But that on­ly served to at­tach the young man the clos­er to the vile wom­an, whose evil rep­u­ta­tion de­light­ed him. More­over, he had the cru­el mis­chievous in­stinct of youth, and he re­dou­bled his at­ten­tions to her sim­ply to see “the nose” that Ger­minie made and to en­joy her de­spair. Soon Ger­minie dis­cov­ered that the wom­an’s in­ten­tions were more se­ri­ous than she had at first sup­posed: she be­gan to un­der­stand what she want­ed of the child—for the tall youth of sev­en­teen was still a child in her eyes. Thence­for­ward she hung up­on their steps; she was al­ways be­side them, nev­er left them alone for a mo­ment, made one at all their par­ties, at the the­atre or in the coun­try, joined them in all their walks, was al­ways at hand and in the way, seek­ing to hold Adèle back, and to re­store her sense of de­cen­cy by a word in an un­der­tone: “A mere boy! ain’t you ashamed?” she would say to her. And the oth­er would laugh aloud, as if it were a good joke.

			When they left the the­atre, en­livened and heat­ed by the fever­ish ex­cite­ment of the per­for­mance and the place; when they re­turned from an ex­cur­sion to the coun­try, laden with a long day’s sun­shine, in­tox­i­cat­ed with the blue sky and the pure air, ex­cit­ed by the wine im­bibed at din­ner, amid the sportive lib­er­ties in which the wom­an of the peo­ple, drunk with en­joy­ment and with the de­lights of un­lim­it­ed good cheer, and with the sens­es keyed up to the high­est pitch of jovi­al­i­ty, makes bold to in­dulge at night, Ger­minie tried to be al­ways be­tween the maid and Jupil­lon. She nev­er re­laxed her ef­forts to break the lovers’ hold up­on each oth­er’s arms, to un­bind them, to un­cou­ple them. Nev­er weary­ing of the task, she was for­ev­er sep­a­rat­ing them, lur­ing them away from each oth­er. She placed her body be­tween those bod­ies that were grop­ing for each oth­er. She glid­ed be­tween the hands out­stretched to touch each oth­er; she glid­ed be­tween the lips that were put forth in search of oth­er prof­fered lips. But of all this that she pre­vent­ed she felt the breath and the shock. She felt the pres­sure of the hands she held apart, the ca­ress­es that she caught on the wing and that missed their mark and went astray up­on her. The hot breath of the kiss­es she in­ter­cept­ed blew up­on her cheek. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly, and with a feel­ing of hor­ror, she be­came a par­ty to the em­brac­ing, she was in­fect­ed with the de­sires aroused by this con­stant fric­tion and strug­gling, which di­min­ished day by day the young man’s re­straint and re­spect for her per­son.

			It hap­pened one day that she was less strong against her­self than she had pre­vi­ous­ly been. On that oc­ca­sion she did not elude his ad­vances so abrupt­ly as usu­al. Jupil­lon felt that she stopped short. Ger­minie felt it even more keen­ly than he; but she was at the end of her ef­forts, ex­haust­ed with the tor­ture she had un­der­gone. The love which, com­ing from an­oth­er, she had turned aside from Jupil­lon, had slow­ly tak­en full pos­ses­sion of her own heart. Now it was firm­ly root­ed there, and, bleed­ing with jeal­ousy, she found that she was in­ca­pable of re­sis­tance, weak and faint­ing, like a per­son fa­tal­ly wound­ed, in pres­ence of the joy that had come to her.

			She re­pelled the young man’s au­da­cious at­tempts, how­ev­er, with­out a word. She did not dream of be­long­ing to him oth­er­wise than as a friend, or giv­ing way far­ther than she had done. She lived up­on the thought of love, be­liev­ing that she could live up­on it al­ways. And in the ec­stat­ic ex­al­ta­tion of her thoughts, she put aside all mem­o­ry of her fall, and re­pressed her de­sires. She re­mained shud­der­ing and pure, lost and sus­pend­ed in abysses of af­fec­tion, nei­ther en­joy­ing nor wish­ing for aught from the lover but a ca­ress, as if her heart were made on­ly for the joy of kiss­ing.

		
	
		
			X

			This hap­py though un­sat­is­fied love pro­duced a strange phys­i­o­log­i­cal phe­nom­e­non in Ger­minie’s phys­i­cal be­ing. One would have said that the pas­sion that was alive with­in her re­newed and trans­formed her lym­phat­ic tem­per­a­ment. She did not seem, as be­fore, to ex­tract her life, drop by drop, from a penu­ri­ous spring: it flowed through her ar­ter­ies in a full, gen­er­ous stream; she felt the tin­gling sen­sa­tion of rich blood over her whole body. She seemed to be filled with the warm glow of health, and the joy of liv­ing beat its wings in her breast like a bird in the sun­light.

			A mar­velous an­i­ma­tion had come to her. The mis­er­able ner­vous en­er­gy that once sus­tained her had giv­en place to healthy ac­tiv­i­ty, to bustling, rest­less, over­flow­ing gayety. She had no trace now of the weak­ness, the de­jec­tion, the pros­tra­tion, the supine­ness, the slug­gish­ness that for­mer­ly dis­tin­guished her. The heavy, drowsy feel­ing in the morn­ing was a thing of the past; she awoke feel­ing fresh and bright, and alive in an in­stant to the cheer of the new day. She dressed in haste, play­ful­ly; her ag­ile fin­gers moved of them­selves, and she was amazed to be so bright and full of ac­tiv­i­ty dur­ing the hours of faint­ness be­fore break­fast, when she had so of­ten felt her heart up­on her lips. And through­out the day she had the same con­scious­ness of phys­i­cal well-be­ing, the same brisk­ness of move­ment. She must be al­ways on the move, walk­ing, run­ning, do­ing some­thing, ex­pend­ing her strength. At times all that she had lived through seemed to have no ex­is­tence; the sen­sa­tions of liv­ing that she had hith­er­to ex­pe­ri­enced seemed to her like a far-off dream, or as if dim­ly seen in the back­ground of a sleep­ing mem­o­ry. The past lay be­hind her, as if she had tra­versed it, cov­ered with a veil like one in a swoon, or with the un­con­scious­ness of a som­nam­bu­list. It was the first time that she had ex­pe­ri­enced the feel­ing, the im­pres­sion, at once bit­ter and sweet, vi­o­lent and ce­les­tial, of the game of life bril­liant in its plen­i­tude, its reg­u­lar­i­ty and its pow­er.

			She ran up and down­stairs for a noth­ing. At a word from made­moi­selle she would trip down the whole five flights. When she was seat­ed, her feet danced on the floor. She brushed and scrubbed and beat and shook and washed and set to rights, with­out rest or re­prieve, al­ways at work, fill­ing the apart­ment with her go­ings and com­ings, and the in­ces­sant bus­tle that fol­lowed her about.—“Mon Dieu!” her mis­tress would say, stunned by the up­roar she made, just like a child—“you’re turn­ing things up­side down, Ger­minie! that will do for that!”

			One day, when she went in­to Ger­minie’s kitchen, made­moi­selle saw a lit­tle earth in a cigar box on the leads.—“What’s that?” she asked.—“That’s grass—that I plant­ed—to look at,” said Ger­minie.—“So you’re in love with grass now, eh? All you need now is to have ca­naries!”

		
	
		
			XI

			In the course of a few months, Ger­minie’s life, her whole life be­longed to the crémière. Made­moi­selle’s ser­vice was not ex­act­ing and took but lit­tle time. A whit­ing or a cut­let—that was all the cook­ing there was to be done. Made­moi­selle might have kept her with her in the evening for com­pa­ny: she pre­ferred, how­ev­er, to send her away, to drive her out of doors, to force her to take a lit­tle air and di­ver­sion. She asked on­ly that she would re­turn at ten o’clock to help her to bed; and yet when Ger­minie was a lit­tle late, made­moi­selle un­dressed her­self and went to bed alone very com­fort­ably. Ev­ery hour that her mis­tress left her at leisure, Ger­minie passed in the shop. She fell in­to the habit of go­ing down to the cream­ery in the morn­ing, when the shut­ters were re­moved, and gen­er­al­ly car­ried them in­side; she would take her café au lait there and re­main un­til nine o’clock, when she would go back and give made­moi­selle her choco­late; and be­tween break­fast and din­ner she found ex­cus­es for re­turn­ing two or three times, de­lay­ing and chat­ter­ing in the back-shop on the slight­est pre­text. “What a mag­pie you are get­ting to be!” made­moi­selle would say, in a scold­ing voice, but with a smil­ing face.

			At half past five, when her mis­tress’s lit­tle din­ner was cleared away, she would run down the stairs four at a time, in­stall her­self at Mère Jupil­lon’s, wait un­til ten o’clock, clam­ber up the five flights, and in five min­utes un­dress her mis­tress, who sub­mit­ted un­re­sist­ing­ly, al­beit she was some­what as­ton­ished that Ger­minie should be in such haste to go to bed; she re­mem­bered the time when she had a ma­nia for mov­ing her sleepy body from one easy-chair to an­oth­er, and was nev­er will­ing to go up to her room. While the can­dle was still smok­ing on made­moi­selle’s night ta­ble, Ger­minie would be back at the cream­ery, this time to re­main un­til mid­night, un­til one o’clock; of­ten she did not go un­til a po­lice­man, notic­ing the light, tapped on the shut­ters and made them close up.

			In or­der to be al­ways there and to have the right to be al­ways there, to make her­self a part of the shop, to keep her eyes con­stant­ly up­on the man she loved, to hov­er about him, to keep him, to be al­ways brush­ing against him, she had be­come the ser­vant of the es­tab­lish­ment. She swept the shop, she pre­pared the old wom­an’s meals and the food for the dogs. She wait­ed up­on the son; she made his bed, she brushed his clothes, she waxed his boots, hap­py and proud to touch what he touched, thrilling with plea­sure when she placed her hand where he placed his body, and ready to kiss the mud up­on the leather of his boots, be­cause it was his!

			She did the me­nial work, she kept the shop, she served the cus­tomers. Madame Jupil­lon rest­ed ev­ery­thing up­on her shoul­ders; and while the good-na­tured girl was work­ing and per­spir­ing, the bulky ma­tron, as­sum­ing the ma­jes­tic, leisure­ly air of an an­nu­i­tant, an­chored up­on a chair in the mid­dle of the side­walk and in­hal­ing the fresh air of the street, fin­gered and rat­tled the pre­cious coin in the ca­pa­cious pock­et be­neath her apron—the coin that rings so sweet­ly in the ears of the pet­ty trades­men of Paris, that the re­tired shop­keep­er is melan­choly be­yond words at first, be­cause he no longer has the chink­ing and the tin­kling un­der his hand.

		
	
		
			XII

			When the spring came, Ger­minie said to Jupil­lon al­most ev­ery evening: “Sup­pose we go as far as the be­gin­ning of the fields?”

			Jupil­lon would put on his flan­nel shirt with red and black squares, and his black vel­vet cap; and they would start for what the peo­ple of the quar­ter call “the be­gin­ning of the fields.”

			They would go up the Chaussée Clig­nan­court, and, with the flood of Parisians from the faubourg hur­ry­ing to drink a lit­tle fresh air, would walk on to­ward the great patch of sky that rose straight from the pave­ments, at the top of the as­cent, be­tween the two lines of hous­es, un­ob­struct­ed ex­cept by an oc­ca­sion­al om­nibus. The air was grow­ing cool­er and the sun shone on­ly up­on the roofs of the hous­es and the chim­neys. As from a great door open­ing in­to the coun­try, there came from the end of the street and from the sky be­yond, a breath of bound­less space and lib­er­ty.

			At the Château-Rouge they found the first tree, the first fo­liage. Then, at Rue du Château, the hori­zon opened be­fore them in daz­zling beau­ty. The fields stretched away in the dis­tance, glis­ten­ing vague­ly in the pow­dery, gold­en haze of sev­en o’clock. All na­ture trem­bled in the day­light dust that the day leaves in its wake, up­on the ver­dure it blots from sight and the hous­es it suf­fus­es with pink.

			Fre­quent­ly they de­scend­ed the foot­path cov­ered with the fig­ures of the game of hop­scotch marked out in char­coal, by long walls with an oc­ca­sion­al over­hang­ing branch, by lines of de­tached hous­es with gar­dens be­tween. At their left rose tree­tops filled with light, clus­ter­ing fo­liage pierced by the beams of the set­ting sun, which cast lines of fire across the bars of the iron gate­ways. Af­ter the gar­dens came hedgerows, es­tates for sale, un­fin­ished build­ings erect­ed up­on the line of pro­ject­ed streets and stretch­ing out their jagged walls in­to emp­ty space, with heaps of bro­ken bot­tles at their feet; large, low, plas­tered hous­es, with win­dows filled with bird­cages and cloths, and with the Y of the sink-pipes at ev­ery floor; and open­ings in­to en­clo­sures that re­sem­bled barn­yards, stud­ded with lit­tle mounds on which goats were brows­ing.

			They would stop here and there and smell the flow­ers, in­hale the per­fume of a mea­gre lilac grow­ing in a nar­row lane. Ger­minie would pluck a leaf in pass­ing and nib­ble at it.

			Flocks of joy­ous swal­lows flew wild­ly about in cir­cles and in fan­tas­tic fig­ures over her head. The birds called. The sky an­swered the cages. She heard ev­ery­thing about her singing, and glanced with a glad eye at the wom­en in chemisettes at the win­dows, the men in their shirt sleeves in the lit­tle gar­dens, the moth­ers on the doorsteps with their lit­tle ones be­tween their legs.

			At the foot of the slope the pave­ment came to an end. The street was suc­ceed­ed by a broad, white, chalky, dusty road, made of de­bris, old pieces of plas­ter, crumbs of lime and bricks; a sunken road, with deep ruts, pol­ished on the edges, made by the iron tires of the huge great wheels of carts laden with hewn stone. At that point be­gan the things that col­lect where Paris ends, the things that grow where grass does not grow, one of those arid land­scapes that large cities cre­ate around them, the first zone of sub­urbs in­tra muros where na­ture is ex­haust­ed, the soil used up, the fields sown with oys­ter shells. Be­yond was a wilder­ness of half-en­closed yards dis­play­ing num­bers of carts and trucks with their shafts in the air against the sky, stone­cut­ters’ sheds, fac­to­ries built of boards, un­fin­ished work­men’s hous­es, full of gaps and open to the light, and bear­ing the ma­son’s flag, wastes of gray and white sand, kitchen gar­dens marked out with cords, and, on the low­er lev­el, bogs to which the em­bank­ment of the road slopes down in oceans of small stones.

			Soon they would reach the last lantern hang­ing on a green post. Peo­ple were still com­ing and go­ing about them. The road was alive and amused the eyes. They met wom­en car­ry­ing their hus­band’s canes, lorettes in silk dress­es lean­ing on the arms of their blouse-clad broth­ers, old wom­en in bright-col­ored ging­hams walk­ing about with fold­ed arms, en­joy­ing a mo­ment’s rest from la­bor. Work­men were draw­ing their chil­dren in lit­tle wag­ons, urchins re­turn­ing with their rods from fish­ing at Saint-Ouen, and men and wom­en drag­ging branch­es of flow­er­ing aca­cia at the ends of sticks.

			Some­times a preg­nant wom­an would pass, hold­ing out her arms to a yet small child, and cast­ing the shad­ow of her preg­nan­cy up­on the wall.

			And ev­ery­one moved tran­quil­ly, bliss­ful­ly, at a pace that told of the wish to de­lay, with the awk­ward ease and the hap­py in­do­lence of those who walk for plea­sure. No one was in a hur­ry, and against the un­bro­ken hori­zon line, crossed from time to time by the white smoke of a rail­road train, the groups of prom­e­naders were like black spots, al­most mo­tion­less, in the dis­tance.

			Be­hind Mont­martre, they came to those great moats, as it were, those slop­ing squares, where nar­row, gray, much-trod­den paths cross and re­cross. A few blades of shriv­eled, yel­low grass grew there­about, soft­ened by the rays of the set­ting sun, which they could see, all ablaze, be­tween the hous­es. And Ger­minie loved to watch the wool-combers at work there, the quar­ry hors­es at pas­ture in the bare fields, the mad­der-red trousers of the sol­diers who were play­ing at bowls, the chil­dren fly­ing kites that made black spots in the clear air. Pass­ing all these, they turned to cross the bridge over the rail­road by the wretch­ed set­tle­ment of rag­pick­ers, the stone­ma­sons’ quar­ter at the foot of Clig­nan­court hill. They would walk quick­ly by those hous­es built of ma­te­ri­als stolen from de­mol­ished build­ings, and ex­ud­ing the hor­rors they con­ceal; the wretch­ed struc­tures, half cab­in, half bur­row, caused Ger­minie a vague feel­ing of ter­ror: it seemed to her as if all the crimes of Night were lurk­ing there.

			But at the for­ti­fi­ca­tions her plea­sure re­turned. She would go with Jupil­lon and sit up­on the slope of the em­bank­ment. Be­side her were fam­i­lies in­nu­mer­able, work­men ly­ing flat up­on their faces, small an­nu­i­tants gaz­ing at the hori­zon through spy­glass­es, philoso­phers of want, bent dou­ble, with their hands up­on their knees, the greasy coats char­ac­ter­is­tic of old men, and black hats worn as red as their red beards. The air was full of rich har­monies. Be­low her, in the moat, a mu­si­cal so­ci­ety was play­ing at each cor­ner. Be­fore her eyes was a mul­ti­col­ored crowd, white blous­es, chil­dren in blue aprons run­ning around, a game of rid­ing at the ring in progress, wineshops, cake shops, fried fish stalls, and shoot­ing gal­leries half hid­den in clumps of ver­dure, from which arose staves bear­ing the tri­col­or; and far­ther away, in a bluish haze, a line of tree tops marked the lo­ca­tion of a road. To the right she could see Saint-De­nis and the tow­er­ing basil­i­ca; at her left, above a line of hous­es that were be­com­ing in­dis­tinct, the sun was set­ting over Saint-Ouen in a disk of cher­ry-col­ored flame, and pro­ject­ing up­on the gray hori­zon shafts of light like red pil­lars that seemed to sup­port it trem­bling­ly. Of­ten a child’s bal­loon would pass swift­ly across the daz­zling ex­panse of sky.

			They would go down, pass through the gate, walk along by the Lor­raine sausage shops, the deal­ers in hon­ey­comb, the board cabarets, the ver­dure­less, still un­paint­ed ar­bors, where a noisy mul­ti­tude of men and wom­en and chil­dren were eat­ing fried pota­toes, mus­sels and prawns, un­til they reached the first field, the first liv­ing grass: on the edge of the grass there was a hand­cart laden with gin­ger­bread and pep­per­mint lozenges, and a wom­an sell­ing hot co­coa on a ta­ble in the fur­row. A strange coun­try, where ev­ery­thing was min­gled—the smoke from the fry­ing-pan and the evening va­por, the noise of quoits on the head of a cask and the si­lence shed from the sky, the city bar­ri­er and the idyl­lic ru­ral scene, the odor of ma­nure and the fresh smell of green wheat, the great hu­man Fair and Na­ture! Ger­minie en­joyed it, how­ev­er; and, urg­ing Jupil­lon to go far­ther, walk­ing on the very edge of the road, she would con­stant­ly step in among the grain to en­joy the fresh, cool sen­sa­tion of the stalks against her stock­ings. When they re­turned she al­ways want­ed to go up­on the slope once more. The sun had by that time dis­ap­peared and the sky was gray be­low, pink in the cen­tre and blue above. The hori­zon grew dark; from green the trees be­came a dark brown and melt­ed in­to the sky; the zinc roofs of the wineshops looked as if the moon were shin­ing up­on them, fires be­gan to ap­pear in the dark­ness, the crowd be­came gray, and the white linen took on a bluish tinge. Lit­tle by lit­tle ev­ery­thing would fade away, be blot­ted out, lose its form and col­or in a dy­ing rem­nant of col­or­less day­light, and through the in­creas­ing dark­ness the voic­es of a class whose life be­gins at night, and the voice of the wine be­gin­ning to sing, would arise, min­gled with the din of the rat­tles. Up­on the slope the tops of the tall grass waved to and fro in the gen­tle breeze. Ger­minie would make up her mind to go. She would wend her way home­ward, filled with the in­flu­ence of the fall­ing night, aban­don­ing her­self to the un­cer­tain vi­sion of things half-seen, pass­ing the dark hous­es, and find­ing that ev­ery­thing along her road had turned paler, as it were—wea­ried by the long walk over rough roads, and con­tent to be weary and slow and half-faint­ing, and with a feel­ing of peace at her heart.

			At the first light­ed lanterns on Rue du Château, she would fall from her dream to the pave­ment.

		
	
		
			XIII

			Madame Jupil­lon’s face al­ways wore a pleased ex­pres­sion when Ger­minie ap­peared; when she kissed her she was very ef­fu­sive, when she spoke to her her voice was ca­ress­ing, when she looked at her her glance was most ami­able. The huge crea­ture’s kind heart seemed, when with her, to aban­don it­self to the emo­tion, the af­fec­tion, the trust­ful­ness of a sort of ma­ter­nal ten­der­ness. She took Ger­minie in­to her con­fi­dence as to her busi­ness, as to her wom­an’s se­crets, as to the most pri­vate af­fairs of her life. She seemed to open her heart to her as to a per­son of her own blood, whom she de­sired to make fa­mil­iar with mat­ters of in­ter­est to the fam­i­ly. When she spoke of the fu­ture, she al­ways re­ferred to Ger­minie as one from whom she was nev­er to be sep­a­rat­ed, and who formed a part of the house­hold. Of­ten she al­lowed cer­tain dis­creet, mys­te­ri­ous smiles to es­cape her, smiles which made it ap­pear that she saw all that was go­ing on and was not an­gry. Some­times, too, when her son was sit­ting by Ger­minie’s side, she would let her eyes, moist with a moth­er’s tears, rest up­on them, and would em­brace them with a glance that seemed to unite her two chil­dren and call down a bless­ing on their heads.

			With­out speak­ing, with­out ev­er ut­ter­ing a word that could be con­strued as an en­gage­ment, with­out di­vulging her thoughts or bind­ing her­self in any way, and all the time re­peat­ing that her son was still very young to think of be­ing mar­ried, she en­cour­aged Ger­minie’s hopes and il­lu­sions by her whole bear­ing, her airs of se­cret in­dul­gence and of com­plic­i­ty, so far as her heart was con­cerned; by those mean­ing si­lences when she seemed to open to her a moth­er-in-law’s arms. And dis­play­ing all her tal­ents in the way of hypocrisy, draw­ing up­on her hid­den mines of sen­ti­ment, her good-na­tured shrewd­ness, and the con­sum­mate, in­tri­cate cun­ning that fat peo­ple pos­sess, the cor­pu­lent ma­tron suc­ceed­ed in van­quish­ing Ger­minie’s last re­sis­tance by dint of this tac­it as­sur­ance and prom­ise of mar­riage; and she fi­nal­ly al­lowed the young man’s ar­dor to ex­tort from her what she be­lieved that she was giv­ing in ad­vance to the hus­band.

		
	
		
			XIV

			As Ger­minie was go­ing down the ser­vant’s stair­case one day, she heard Adèle’s voice call­ing her over the ban­is­ter and telling her to bring her two sous’ worth of but­ter and ten of ab­sinthe.

			“Oh! you can sit down a minute, you know you can,” said Adèle, when she brought her the ab­sinthe and the but­ter. “I nev­er see you now, you’ll nev­er come in. Come! you have plen­ty of time to be with your old wom­an. For my part, I couldn’t live with an An­tichrist’s face like hers! So stay. This is the house with­out work to­day. There isn’t a sou—madame’s abed. When­ev­er there’s no mon­ey, she goes to bed, does madame; she stays in bed all day, read­ing nov­els. Have some of this?”—And she of­fered her her glass of ab­sinthe.—“No? oh! no, you don’t drink. You’re very fool­ish. It’s a fun­ny thing not to drink. Say, it would be very nice of you to write me a lit­tle line for my dearie. Hard work, you know. I have told you about it. See, here’s madame’s pen—and her pa­per—it smells good. Are you ready? He’s a good fel­low, my dear, and no mis­take! He’s in the butch­er line as I told you. Ah! my word! I mustn’t rub him the wrong way! When he’s had a glass of blood af­ter killing his beasts, he’s like a mad­man—and if you’re ob­sti­nate with him—Dame! why then he thumps you! But what would you have? He does that to make him strong. If you could see him thump him­self on the breast—blows that would kill an ox, and say: ‘That’s a wall, that is!’ Ah! he’s a gen­tle­man, I tell you! Are you think­ing about the let­ter, eh? Make it one of the fetch­ing kind. Say nice things to him, you know—and a lit­tle sad—he adores that. At the the­atre he doesn’t like any­thing that doesn’t make him cry. Look here! Imag­ine that you’re writ­ing to a lover of your own.”

			Ger­minie be­gan to write.

			“Say, Ger­minie! Have you heard? Madame’s tak­en a strange idea in­to her head. It’s a fun­ny thing about wom­en like her, who can hold their heads up with the great­est of ’em, who can have ev­ery­thing, hob­nob with kings if they choose! And there’s noth­ing to be said—when one is like madame, you know, when one has such a body as that! And then the way they load them­selves down with fin­ery, with their tralala of dress­es and lace ev­ery­where and ev­ery­thing else—how do you sup­pose any­one can re­sist them? And if it isn’t a gen­tle­man, if it’s some­one like us—you can see how much more all that will catch him; a wom­an in vel­vet goes to his brain. Yes, my dear, just fan­cy, here’s madame gone daft on that gamin of a Jupil­lon! That’s all we need­ed to make us die of hunger here!”

			Ger­minie, with her pen in the air over the let­ter she had be­gun, looked up at Adèle, de­vour­ing her with her eyes.

			“That brings you to a stand­still, doesn’t it?” said Adèle, sip­ping her ab­sinthe, her face light­ed up with joy at sight of Ger­minie’s dis­com­posed fea­tures. “Oh! it is too ab­surd, re­al­ly; but it’s true, ’pon my word it’s true. She no­ticed the gamin on the steps of the shop the oth­er day, com­ing home from the races. She’s been there two or three times on the pre­tence of buy­ing some­thing. She’ll prob­a­bly have some per­fumery sent from there—to­mor­row, I think.—Bah! it’s sick­en­ing, isn’t it? It’s their af­fair. Well! what about my let­ter? Is it what I told you that makes you so stupid? You played the prude—I didn’t know—Oh! yes, yes, now I re­mem­ber; that’s what it is—What was it you said to me about the lit­tle one? I be­lieve you didn’t want any­one to touch him! Id­iot!”

			At a ges­ture of de­nial from Ger­minie, she con­tin­ued:

			“Non­sense, non­sense! What do I care? The kind of a child that, if you blew his nose, milk would come out! Thanks! that’s not my style. How­ev­er, that’s your busi­ness. Come, now for my let­ter, eh?”

			Ger­minie leaned over the sheet of pa­per. But she was burn­ing up with fever; the quill cracked in her ner­vous fin­gers. “There,” she said, throw­ing it down af­ter a few sec­onds, “I don’t know what’s the mat­ter with me to­day. I’ll write it for you an­oth­er time.”

			“As you like, lit­tle one—but I re­ly on you. Come to­mor­row, then.—I’ll tell you some of madame’s non­sense. We’ll have a good laugh at her!”

			And, when the door was closed, Adèle be­gan to roar with laugh­ter: it had cost her on­ly a lit­tle blague to un­earth Ger­minie’s se­cret.

		
	
		
			XV

			So far as young Jupil­lon was con­cerned, love was sim­ply the sat­is­fac­tion of a cer­tain evil cu­rios­i­ty, which sought, in the knowl­edge and pos­ses­sion of a wom­an, the priv­i­lege and the plea­sure of de­spis­ing her. Just emerg­ing from boy­hood, the young man had brought to his first li­ai­son no oth­er ar­dor, no oth­er flame than the cold in­stincts of ras­cal­i­ty awak­ened in boys by vile books, the con­fi­dences of their com­rades, board­ing-school con­ver­sa­tion, the first breath of im­pu­ri­ty which de­bauch­es de­sire. The sen­ti­ment with which the young man usu­al­ly re­gards the wom­an who yields to him, the ca­ress­es, the lov­ing words, the af­fec­tion­ate at­ten­tions with which he en­velops her—noth­ing of all that ex­ist­ed in Jupil­lon’s case. Wom­an was to him sim­ply an ob­scene im­age; and a pas­sion for a wom­an seemed to him de­sir­able as be­ing pro­hib­it­ed, il­lic­it, vul­gar, cyn­i­cal and amus­ing—an ex­cel­lent op­por­tu­ni­ty for trick­ery and sar­casm.

			Sar­casm—the low, cow­ard­ly, de­spi­ca­ble sar­casm of the dregs of the peo­ple—was the be­gin­ning and the end of this youth. He was a per­fect type of those Parisians who bear up­on their faces the mock­ing scep­ti­cism of the great city of blague in which they are born. The smile, the shrewd­ness and the mis­chief of the Parisian phys­iog­no­my were al­ways mock­ing and im­per­ti­nent in him. Jupil­lon’s smile had the jovial ex­pres­sion im­part­ed by a wicked mouth, a mouth that was al­most cru­el at the cor­ners of the lips, which curled up­ward and were al­ways twitch­ing ner­vous­ly. His face was pale with the pal­lor that ni­tric acid strong enough to eat cop­per gives to the com­plex­ion, and in his sharp, pert, bold fea­tures were min­gled brava­do, en­er­gy, reck­less­ness, in­tel­li­gence, im­pu­dence and all sorts of ras­cal­ly ex­pres­sions, soft­ened, at cer­tain times, by a cat­like, wheedling air. His trade of glove-cut­ter—he had tak­en up with that trade af­ter two or three un­suc­cess­ful tri­als as an ap­pren­tice in oth­er crafts—the habit of work­ing in the shop­win­dows, of be­ing on ex­hi­bi­tion to the passers­by, had giv­en to his whole per­son the self-as­sur­ance and the dan­di­fied airs of a poseur. Sit­ting in the work­shop on the street, with his white shirt, his lit­tle black cra­vat à la Col­in, and his skintight pan­taloons, he had adopt­ed an awk­ward air of non­cha­lance, the pre­ten­tious car­riage and canaille af­fec­ta­tions of the work­man who knows he is be­ing stared at. And var­i­ous lit­tle re­fine­ments of doubt­ful taste, the part­ing of the hair in the mid­dle and brush­ing it down over the tem­ples, the low shirt col­lars that left the whole neck bare, the striv­ing af­ter the co­quet­tish ef­fects that prop­er­ly be­long to the oth­er sex, gave him an un­cer­tain ap­pear­ance, which was made even more am­bigu­ous by his beard­less face, marred on­ly by a faint sug­ges­tion of a mous­tache, and his sex­less fea­tures to which pas­sion and ill-tem­per im­part­ed all the evil qual­i­ty of a shrewish wom­an’s face. But in Ger­minie’s eyes all these airs and this Jupil­lon style were of the high­est dis­tinc­tion.

			Thus con­sti­tut­ed, with noth­ing lov­able about him and in­ca­pable of a gen­uine at­tach­ment even through his pas­sions, Jupil­lon was great­ly em­bar­rassed and bored by this ado­ra­tion which be­came in­tox­i­cat­ed with it­self, and waxed greater day by day. Ger­minie wea­ried him to death. She seemed to him ab­surd in her hu­mil­i­a­tion, and laugh­able in her de­vo­tion. He was weary, dis­gust­ed, worn out with her. He had had enough of her love, enough of her per­son. And he had no hes­i­ta­tion about cut­ting loose from her, with­out char­i­ty or pity. He ran away from her. He failed to keep the ap­point­ments she made. He pre­tend­ed that he was kept away by ac­ci­dent, by er­rands to be done, by a pres­sure of work. At night, she wait­ed for him and he did not come; she sup­posed that he was de­tained by busi­ness: in fact he was at some low bil­liard hall, or at some ball at the bar­ri­er.

		
	
		
			XVI

			There was a ball at the Boule-Noire one Thurs­day. The danc­ing was in full blast.

			The ball­room had the or­di­nary ap­pear­ance of mod­ern places of amuse­ment for the peo­ple. It was bril­liant with false rich­ness and tawdry splen­dor. There were paint­ings there, and ta­bles at which wine was sold, gild­ed chan­de­liers and glass­es that held a quar­tern of brandy, vel­vet hang­ings and wood­en bench­es, the shab­bi­ness and rus­tic­i­ty of an ale­house with the dec­o­ra­tions of a card­board palace.

			Gar­net vel­vet lam­bre­quins with a fringe of gold lace hung at the win­dows and were eco­nom­i­cal­ly copied in paint be­neath the mir­rors, which were light­ed by three-branched can­de­labra. On the walls, in large white pan­els, pas­toral scenes by Bouch­er, sur­round­ed with paint­ed frames, al­ter­nat­ed with Prud’hon’s Sea­sons, which were much as­ton­ished to find them­selves in such a place; and above the win­dows and doors drop­si­cal Loves gam­boled among five ros­es pro­trud­ing from a po­made jar of the sort used by sub­ur­ban hair­dressers. Square pil­lars, em­bel­lished with mea­gre arabesques, sup­port­ed the ceil­ing in the cen­tre of the hall, where there was a small oc­tag­o­nal stand con­tain­ing the or­ches­tra. An oak­en rail, waist high, which served as a back to a cheap red bench, en­closed the dancers. And against this rail, on the out­side, were ta­bles paint­ed green and two rows of bench­es, sur­round­ing the dance with a café.

			In the dancers’ en­clo­sure, be­neath the fierce glare and the in­tense heat of the gas, were wom­en of all sorts, dressed in dark, worn, rum­pled woolens, wom­en in black tulle caps, wom­en in black pale­tots, wom­en in cara­cos worn shiny at the seams, wom­en in fur tip­pets bought of open-air deal­ers and in shops in dark al­leys. And in the whole as­sem­blage not one of the youth­ful faces was set off by a col­lar, not a glimpse of a white skirt could be seen among the whirling dancers, not a glim­mer of white about these wom­en, who were all dressed in gloomy col­ors, the col­ors of want, to the ends of their un­pol­ished shoes. This ab­sence of linen gave to the ball an as­pect as of pover­ty in mourn­ing; it im­part­ed to all the faces a touch of gloom and un­clean­ness, of life­less­ness and earth­i­ness—a vague­ly for­bid­ding as­pect, in which there was a sug­ges­tion of the Hô­tel-Dieu and the Mont-de-Piété!

			An old wom­an in a wig with the hair part­ed at the side passed in front of the ta­bles, with a bas­ket filled with pieces of Savoy cake and red ap­ples.

			From time to time the dance, in its twist­ing and turn­ing, dis­closed a soiled stock­ing, the typ­i­cal Jew­ish fea­tures of a street ped­lar of sponges, red fin­gers pro­trud­ing from black mitts, a swarthy mous­tached face, an un­der-pet­ti­coat soiled with the mud of night be­fore last, a sec­ond­hand-skirt, stiff and crum­pled, of flow­ered cal­i­co, the cast-off fin­ery of some kept mis­tress.

			The men wore pale­tots, small, soft caps pulled down over their ears, and woolen com­forters un­tied and hang­ing down their backs. They in­vit­ed the wom­en to dance by pulling them by the cap rib­bons that flut­tered be­hind them. Some few, in hats and frock­coats and col­ored shirts, had an in­so­lent air of do­mes­tic­i­ty and a swag­ger be­fit­ting grooms in some great fam­i­ly.

			Ev­ery­body was jump­ing and bustling about. The wom­en frisked and ca­pered and gam­boled, ex­cit­ed and stim­u­lat­ed by the spur of bes­tial plea­sure. And in the evo­lu­tions of the con­tradance, one could hear broth­el ad­dress­es giv­en: Im­passe du Dépo­toir.

			Ger­minie en­tered the hall just at the con­clu­sion of a quadrille to the air of La Cas­quette du père Bugeaud, in which the cym­bals, the sleigh-bells and the drum had in­fect­ed the dancers with the gid­di­ness and mad­ness of their up­roar. At a glance she em­braced the whole room, all the men lead­ing their part­ners back to the places marked by their caps: she had been mis­led; he was not there, she could not see him. How­ev­er, she wait­ed. She en­tered the dancers’ en­clo­sure and sat down on the end of a bench, try­ing not to seem too much em­bar­rassed. From their linen caps she judged that the wom­en seat­ed in line be­side her were ser­vants like her­self: com­rades of her own class alarmed her less than the lit­tle brazen-faced hussies, with their hair in nets and their hands in the pock­ets of their pale­tots, who strolled hum­ming about the room. But soon she aroused hos­tile at­ten­tion, even on her bench. Her hat—on­ly about a dozen wom­en at the ball wore hats—her flounced skirt, the white hem of which could be seen un­der her dress, the gold brooch that se­cured her shawl awak­ened malev­o­lent cu­rios­i­ty all about her. Glances and smiles were be­stowed up­on her that bod­ed her no good. All the wom­en seemed to be ask­ing one an­oth­er where this new ar­rival had come from, and to be say­ing to one an­oth­er that she would take their lovers from them. Young wom­en who were walk­ing about the hall in pairs, with their arms about one an­oth­er’s waists as if for a waltz, made her low­er her eyes as they passed in front of her, and then went on with a con­temp­tu­ous shrug, turn­ing their heads to look back at her.

			She changed her place: she was met with the same smiles, the same whis­per­ing, the same hos­til­i­ty. She went to the fur­ther end of the hall; all the wom­en looked af­ter her; she felt as if she were en­veloped in ma­li­cious, en­vi­ous glances, from the hem of her dress to the flow­ers on her hat. Her face flushed. At times she feared that she should weep. She longed to leave the place, but she lacked courage to walk the length of the hall all alone.

			She be­gan me­chan­i­cal­ly to watch an old wom­an who was slow­ly mak­ing the cir­cuit of the hall with a noise­less step, like a bird of night fly­ing in a cir­cle. A black hat, of the hue of charred pa­per, con­fined her ban­deaux of griz­zled hair. From her square, high mas­cu­line shoul­ders, hung a som­bre-hued Scotch tar­tan. When she reached the door, she cast a last glance about the hall, that em­braced ev­ery­one there­in, with the eye of a vul­ture seek­ing in vain for food.

			Sud­den­ly there was an out­cry: a po­lice of­fi­cer was eject­ing a diminu­tive youth who tried to bite his hands and clung to the ta­bles, against which, as he was dragged along, he struck with a noise like break­ing fur­ni­ture.

			As Ger­minie turned her head she spied Jupil­lon: he was sit­ting be­tween two wom­en at a green ta­ble in a win­dow-re­cess, smok­ing. One of the two was a tall blonde with a small quan­ti­ty of friz­zled flax­en hair, a flat, stupid face and round eyes. A red flan­nel chemise lay in folds on her back, and she had both hands in the pock­ets of a black apron which she was flap­ping up and down on her dark red skirt. The oth­er, a short, dark crea­ture, whose face was still red from hav­ing been scrubbed with soap, was en­veloped as to her head, with the co­quetry of a fish-wom­an, in a white knit­ted hood with a blue bor­der.

			Jupil­lon had rec­og­nized Ger­minie. When he saw her rise and ap­proach him, with her eyes fixed up­on his face, he whis­pered some­thing to the wom­an in the hood, rest­ed his el­bows de­fi­ant­ly on the ta­ble and wait­ed.

			“Hal­lo! you here,” he ex­claimed when Ger­minie stood be­fore him, erect, mo­tion­less and mute. “This is a sur­prise!—Wait­er! an­oth­er bowl!”

			And, emp­ty­ing the bowl of sweet­ened wine in­to the two wom­en’s glass­es, he con­tin­ued: “Come, don’t make up faces—sit down there.”

			And, as Ger­minie did not budge: “Go on! These ladies are friends of mine—ask them!”

			“Mélie,” said the wom­an in the hood to the oth­er wom­an, in a voice like a dis­eased crow’s, “don’t you see? She’s mon­sieur’s moth­er. Make room for the la­dy if she’d like to drink with us.”

			Ger­minie cast a mur­der­ous glance at the wom­an.

			“Well! what’s the mat­ter?” the wom­an con­tin­ued; “that don’t suit you, madame, eh? Ex­cuse me! you ought to have told me be­fore­hand. How old do you sup­pose she is, Mélie, eh? Sapristi! You se­lect young ones, my boy, you don’t put your­self out!”

			Jupil­lon smiled in­ter­nal­ly, and sim­pered and sneered ex­ter­nal­ly. His whole man­ner dis­played the cow­ard­ly de­light that evil-mind­ed per­sons take in watch­ing the suf­fer­ing of those who suf­fer be­cause of lov­ing them.

			“I have some­thing to say to you—to you!—not here—out­side,” said Ger­minie.

			“Much joy to you! Com­ing, Mélie?” said the wom­an in the hood, light­ing the stub of a cigar that Jupil­lon had left on the ta­ble be­side a piece of lemon.

			“What do you want?” said Jupil­lon, im­pressed, in spite of him­self, by Ger­minie’s tone.

			“Come!”

			And she walked on ahead of him. As she passed, the peo­ple crowd­ed about her, laugh­ing. She heard voic­es, bro­ken sen­tences, sub­dued hoot­ing.

		
	
		
			XVII

			Jupil­lon promised Ger­minie not to go to the ball again. But he was just be­gin­ning to make a name for him­self at La Bri­di­di, among the low haunts near the bar­ri­er, the Boule-Noire, the Reine-Blanche and the Er­mitage. He had be­come one of the dancers who make the guests leave their seats, who keep a whole room­ful of peo­ple hang­ing on the soles of their boots as they toss them two inch­es above their heads, and whom the fair dancers of the lo­cal­i­ty in­vite to dance with them and some­times pay for their re­fresh­ment to that end. The ball to him was not a ball sim­ply; it was a stage, an au­di­ence, pop­u­lar­i­ty, ap­plause, the flat­ter­ing mur­mur of his name among the groups of peo­ple, an ova­tion ac­cord­ed to salta­to­ry glo­ry in the glare of the re­ver­ber­a­tors.

			On Sun­day he did not go to the Boule-Noire; but on the fol­low­ing Thurs­day he went there again; and Ger­minie, see­ing plain­ly enough that she could not pre­vent him from go­ing, de­cid­ed to fol­low him and to stay there as long as he did. Sit­ting at a ta­ble in the back­ground, in the least bril­liant­ly light­ed cor­ner of the ball­room, she would fol­low him ea­ger­ly with her eyes through­out the whole con­tradance; and when it was at an end, if he held back, she would go and seize him, take him al­most by force from the hands and ca­ress­es of the wom­en who per­sist­ed in try­ing to pull him back, to de­tain him by wicked wiles.

			As they soon came to know her, the in­sult­ing re­marks in her neigh­bor­hood ceased to be vague and in­dis­tinct and mut­tered un­der the breath, as at the first ball. The words were thrown in her face, the laugh­ter spoke aloud. She was obliged to pass her three hours amid a cho­rus of de­ri­sion that point­ed its fin­ger at her, called her by name and cast her age in her face. At ev­ery turn she was forced to sub­mit to the ap­pel­la­tion of: old wom­an! which the young hussies spat at her over their shoul­ders as they passed. But they did at least look at her; of­ten, how­ev­er, danc­ing wom­en in­vit­ed by Jupil­lon to drink, and brought by him to the ta­ble at which Ger­minie was, would sit with their el­bows on the ta­ble and their cheeks rest­ing on their hands, drink­ing the bowl of mulled wine for which she paid, ap­par­ent­ly un­aware that there was an­oth­er wom­an there, crowd­ing in­to her place as if it were un­oc­cu­pied, and mak­ing no re­ply when she spoke to them. Ger­minie could have killed these crea­tures whom Jupil­lon forced her to en­ter­tain and who de­spised her so ut­ter­ly that they did not even no­tice her pres­ence.

			The time ar­rived, when, hav­ing en­dured all she could en­dure and be­ing sick­ened by the hu­mil­i­a­tion she was forced to swal­low, she con­ceived the idea of danc­ing her­self. She saw no oth­er way to avoid leav­ing her lover to oth­ers, to keep him by her all the evening, and per­haps to bind him more close­ly to her by her suc­cess, if she had any chance of suc­ceed­ing. Through­out a whole month she worked, in se­cret, to learn to dance. She re­hearsed the fig­ures and the steps. She forced her body in­to un­nat­u­ral at­ti­tudes, she wore her­self out try­ing to mas­ter the con­tor­tions and the ma­nip­u­la­tions of the skirt that she saw were ap­plaud­ed. At the end of the month she made the ven­ture; but ev­ery­thing tend­ed to dis­con­cert her and added to her awk­ward­ness; the hos­til­i­ty that she could feel in the at­mos­phere, the smiles of as­ton­ish­ment and pity that played about the lips of the spec­ta­tors when she took her place in the dancers’ en­clo­sure. She was so ab­surd and so laughed at, that she had not the courage to make a sec­ond at­tempt. She buried her­self gloomi­ly in her dark cor­ner, on­ly leav­ing it to hunt up Jupil­lon and car­ry him off, with the mute vi­o­lence of a wife drag­ging her hus­band out of the wineshop and lead­ing him home by the arm.

			It was soon ru­mored in the street that Ger­minie went to these balls, that she nev­er missed one of them. The fruit wom­an, at whose shop Adèle had al­ready held forth, sent her son “to see;” he re­turned with a con­fir­ma­tion of the ru­mor, and told of all the pet­ty an­noy­ances to which Ger­minie was sub­ject­ed, but which did not keep her from re­turn­ing. There­after there was no more doubt in the quar­ter as to the re­la­tions be­tween made­moi­selle’s ser­vant and Jupil­lon—re­la­tions which some char­i­ta­ble souls had hith­er­to per­sist­ed in deny­ing. The scan­dal burst out, and in a week the poor girl, be­rat­ed by all the slan­der­ous tongues in the quar­ter, bap­tized and salut­ed by the vilest names in the lan­guage of the streets, fell at a blow from the most em­phat­i­cal­ly ex­pressed es­teem to the most bru­tal­ly ad­ver­tised con­tempt.

			Thus far her pride—and it was very great—had pro­cured for her the re­spect and con­sid­er­a­tion which is be­stowed, in the lorette quar­ters, up­on a ser­vant who hon­est­ly serves a vir­tu­ous mis­tress. She had be­come ac­cus­tomed to re­spect and def­er­ence and at­ten­tion. She stood apart from her com­rades. Her unas­sail­able pro­bity, her con­duct, as to which not a word could be said, her con­fi­den­tial re­la­tions with made­moi­selle, which caused her mis­tress’s hon­or­able char­ac­ter to be re­flect­ed up­on her, led the shop­keep­er to treat her on a dif­fer­ent foot­ing from the oth­er maids. They ad­dressed her, cap in hand; they al­ways called her “Made­moi­selle Ger­minie.” They hur­ried to wait up­on her; they of­fered her the on­ly chair in the shop when she had to wait. Even when she con­tend­ed over prices they were still po­lite with her and nev­er called her “hag­gler.” Jests that were some­what too broad were cut short when she ap­peared. She was in­vit­ed to the great ban­quets, to fam­i­ly par­ties, and con­sult­ed up­on busi­ness mat­ters.

			Ev­ery­thing changed as soon as her re­la­tions with Jupil­lon and her as­sid­u­ous at­ten­dance at the Boule-Noire were known. The quar­ter took its re­venge for hav­ing re­spect­ed her. The brazen-faced maids in the house ac­cost­ed her as one of their own kind. One, whose lover was at Mazas, called her: “My dear.” The men ac­cost­ed her fa­mil­iar­ly, and with all the in­ti­ma­cy of thee and thou in glance and ges­ture and tone and touch. The very chil­dren on the side­walk, who were for­mer­ly trained to cour­tesy po­lite­ly to her, ran away from her as from a per­son of whom they had been told to be afraid. She felt that she was be­ing ma­ligned be­hind her back, hand­ed over to the dev­il. She could not take a step with­out walk­ing through scorn and re­ceiv­ing a blow from her shame up­on the cheek.

			It was a hor­ri­ble af­flic­tion to her. She suf­fered as if her hon­or were be­ing torn from her, shred by shred, and dragged in the gut­ter. But the more she suf­fered, the clos­er she pressed her love to her heart and clung to him. She bore him no ill-will, she ut­tered no word of re­proach to him. She at­tached her­self to him by all the tears he caused her pride to shed. And now, in the street through which she passed but a short time ago, proud­ly and with head erect, she could be seen, bent dou­ble as if crouch­ing over her fault, hur­ry­ing furtive­ly along, with oblique glances, dread­ing to be rec­og­nized, quick­en­ing her pace in front of the shops that swept their slan­ders out up­on her heels.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Jupil­lon was con­stant­ly com­plain­ing that he was tired of work­ing for oth­ers, that he could not set up for him­self, that he could not find fif­teen or eigh­teen hun­dred francs in his moth­er’s purse. He need­ed no more than that, he said, to hire a cou­ple of rooms on the ground floor and set up as a glover in a small way. In­deed he was al­ready dream­ing of what he might do and lay­ing out his plans: he would open a shop in the quar­ter, an ex­cel­lent quar­ter for his busi­ness, as it was full of pur­chasers, and of mak­ers of wretch­ed gloves at five francs. He would soon add a line of per­fumery and cra­vats to his gloves; and then, when he had made a tidy sum, he would sell out and take a fine shop on Rue de Riche­lieu.

			When­ev­er he men­tioned the sub­ject Ger­minie asked him in­nu­mer­able ques­tions. She want­ed to know ev­ery­thing that was nec­es­sary to start in busi­ness. She made him tell her the names of the tools and ap­pur­te­nances, give her an idea of their prices and where they could be bought. She ques­tioned him as to his trade and the de­tails of his work so in­quis­i­tive­ly and per­sis­tent­ly that Jupil­lon lost his pa­tience at last and said to her:

			“What’s all this to you? The work sick­ens me enough now; don’t men­tion it to me!”

			One Sun­day she walked to­ward Mont­martre with him. In­stead of tak­ing Rue Fro­chot she turned in­to Rue Pi­galle.

			“Why, this ain’t the way, is it?” said Jupil­lon.

			“I know what I’m about,” said she, “come on.”

			She had tak­en his arm, and she walked on, turn­ing her head slight­ly away from him so that he could not see what was tak­ing place on her face. Half­way along Rue Fontaine Saint-Georges, she halt­ed abrupt­ly in front of two win­dows on the ground floor of a house, and said to him: “Look!”

			She was trem­bling with joy.

			Jupil­lon looked; he saw be­tween the two win­dows, on a glis­ten­ing cop­per plate:

			
				Ma­g­a­sin de Gan­terie.

				Jupil­lon.

			

			He saw white cur­tains at the first win­dow. Through the glass in the oth­er he saw pi­geon­holes and box­es, and, near the win­dow, the lit­tle glover’s cut­ting board, with the great shears, the jar for clip­pings, and the knife to make holes in the skins in or­der to stretch them.

			“The concierge has your key,” she said.

			They en­tered the first room, the shop.

			She at once set about show­ing him ev­ery­thing. She opened the box­es and laughed. Then she pushed open the door in­to the oth­er room. “There, you won’t be sti­fled there as you are in the loft at your moth­er’s. Do you like it? Oh! it isn’t hand­some, but it’s clean. I’d have liked to give you ma­hogany. Do you like that lit­tle rug by the bed? And the pa­per—I didn’t think of that—” She put a re­ceipt for the rent in his hand. “See! this is for six months. Dame! you must go to work right off and earn some mon­ey. The few sous I had laid by are all gone. Oh! let me sit down. You look so pleased—it gives me a turn—it makes my head spin. I haven’t any legs.”

			And she sank in­to a chair. Jupil­lon stooped over her to kiss her.

			“Ah! yes, they’re not there any longer,” she said, see­ing that he was look­ing for her ear­rings. “They’ve gone like my rings. D’ye see, all gone—”

			And she showed him her hands, bare of the pal­try gems she had worked so long to buy.

			“They all went for the easy-chair, you see—but it’s all horse­hair.”

			As Jupil­lon stood in front of her with an em­bar­rassed air, as if he were try­ing to find words with which to thank her, she con­tin­ued:

			“Why, you’re a fun­ny fel­low. What’s the mat­ter with you? Ah! it’s on that ac­count, is it?” And she point­ed to the bed­room. “You’re a stupid! I love you, don’t I? Well then?”

			Ger­minie said the words sim­ply, as the heart says sub­lime things.

		
	
		
			XIX

			She be­came en­ceinte.

			At first she doubt­ed, she dared not be­lieve it. But when she was cer­tain of the fact, she was filled with im­mea­sur­able joy, a joy that over­flowed her heart. Her hap­pi­ness was so great and so over­pow­er­ing that it sti­fled at a sin­gle stroke the an­guish, the fear, the in­ward trem­bling that or­di­nar­i­ly dis­turb the ma­ter­ni­ty of un­mar­ried wom­en and poi­sons their an­tic­i­pa­tions of child­birth, the di­vine hope that lives and moves with­in them. The thought of the scan­dal caused by the dis­cov­ery of her li­ai­son, of the out­cry in the quar­ter, the idea of the abom­inable thing that had al­ways made her think of sui­cide: dis­hon­or—even the fear of be­ing de­tect­ed by made­moi­selle and dis­missed by her—noth­ing of all this could cast a shad­ow on her fe­lic­i­ty. The child that she ex­pect­ed al­lowed her to see noth­ing but it, as if she had it al­ready in her arms be­fore her; and, hard­ly at­tempt­ing to con­ceal her con­di­tion, she bore her wom­an’s shame al­most proud­ly through the streets, ex­ult­ing and ra­di­ant in the thought that she was to be a moth­er.

			She was un­hap­py on­ly be­cause she had spent all her sav­ings, and was not on­ly with­out mon­ey but had been paid sev­er­al months’ wages in ad­vance by her mis­tress. She bit­ter­ly de­plored hav­ing to re­ceive her child in a poor way. Of­ten, as she passed through Rue Saint-Lazare, she would stop in front of a linen-drap­er’s, in whose win­dows were dis­played stores of rich ba­by-linen. She would de­vour with her eyes the pret­ty, dain­ty flow­ered gar­ments, the piqué bibs, the long short-waist­ed dress­es trimmed with Eng­lish em­broi­dery, the whole doll-like cherub’s cos­tume. A ter­ri­ble long­ing—the long­ing of a preg­nant wom­an—to break the glass and steal it all, would come up­on her: the clerks stand­ing be­hind the dis­play frame­work be­came ac­cus­tomed to see­ing her take up her sta­tion there and would laugh­ing­ly point her out to one an­oth­er.

			Again, at in­ter­vals, amid the hap­pi­ness that over­flowed her heart, amid the ec­sta­sy that ex­alt­ed her be­ing, an­oth­er dis­turb­ing thought passed through her mind. She would ask her­self how the fa­ther would wel­come his child. Two or three times she had at­tempt­ed to tell him of her con­di­tion but had not dared. At last, one day, see­ing that his face wore the ex­pres­sion she had await­ed so long as a pre­lim­i­nary to telling him ev­ery­thing, an ex­pres­sion in which there was a touch of af­fec­tion, she con­fessed to him, blush­ing hot­ly and as if ask­ing his for­give­ness, what it was that made her so hap­py.

			“That’s all imag­i­na­tion!” said Jupil­lon.

			And when she had as­sured him that it was not imag­i­na­tion and that she was pos­i­tive­ly five months ad­vanced in preg­nan­cy: “Just my luck!” the young man re­joined. “Thanks!” And he swore. “Would you mind telling me who’s go­ing to feed the spar­row?”

			“Oh! nev­er you fear! it shan’t suf­fer, I’ll look out for that. And then it’ll be so pret­ty! Don’t be afraid, no one shall know any­thing about it. I’ll fix my­self up. See! the last part of the time I’ll walk like this, with my head back—I won’t wear any pet­ti­coats, and I’ll pull my­self in—you’ll see! No­body shall no­tice any­thing, I tell you. Just think of it! a lit­tle child of our own!”

			“Well, as long as it’s so, it’s so, eh?” said the young man.

			“Say,” ven­tured Ger­minie, timid­ly, “sup­pose you should tell your moth­er?”

			“Ma? Oh! no, I rather think not. You must lie in first. Af­ter that we’ll take the brat to the house. It will give her a start, and per­haps she’ll con­sent with­out mean­ing to.”

		
	
		
			XX

			Twelfth Night ar­rived. It was the day on which Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil gave a grand din­ner-par­ty reg­u­lar­ly ev­ery year. She in­vit­ed all the chil­dren of her own fam­i­ly or her old friends’ fam­i­lies, great and small. The small suite would hard­ly hold them all. They were obliged to put part of the fur­ni­ture on the land­ing, and a ta­ble was set in each of the two rooms which formed made­moi­selle’s whole suite. For the chil­dren, that day was a great fes­ti­val to which they looked for­ward for a week. They came run­ning up the stair­way be­hind the pas­try-cook’s men. At ta­ble they ate too much with­out be­ing scold­ed. At night, they were un­will­ing to go to bed, they climbed on the chairs and made a rack­et that al­ways gave Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil a sick headache the next day; but she bore them no grudge there­for: she had had the full en­joy­ment of a gen­uine grand­moth­er’s fête, in lis­ten­ing to them, look­ing at them, ty­ing around their necks the white nap­kins that made them look so rosy. And not for any­thing in the world would she have failed to give this din­ner-par­ty, which filled her old maid’s apart­ments with the fair-haired lit­tle imps of Sa­tan, and brought thith­er, in a sin­gle day, an at­mos­phere of ac­tiv­i­ty and youth and laugh­ter that last­ed a whole year.

			Ger­minie was pre­par­ing the din­ner. She was whip­ping cream in an earth­en bowl on her knees, when sud­den­ly she felt the first pains. She looked at her face in the bit of a bro­ken mir­ror that she had above her kitchen dress­er, and saw that she was pale. She went down to Adèle: “Give me your mis­tress’s rouge,” she said. And she put some on her cheeks. Then she went up again, and, re­fus­ing to lis­ten to the voice of her suf­fer­ing, fin­ished cook­ing the din­ner. It had to be served, and she served it. At dessert, she leaned against the fur­ni­ture and grasped the backs of chairs as she passed the plates, hid­ing her tor­ture with the ghast­ly set smile of peo­ple whose en­trails are writhing.

			“How’s this, are you sick?” said her mis­tress, look­ing sharply at her.

			“Yes, made­moi­selle, a lit­tle—it may be the char­coal or the hot kitchen.”

			“Go to bed—we don’t need you any more, and you can clean up to­mor­row.”

			She went down to Adèle once more.

			“It’s come,” she said; “call a cab quick. It was Rue de la Huchette where you said your mid­wife lives, wasn’t it? op­po­site a cop­per plan­er’s? Haven’t you a pen and pa­per?”

			And she sat down to write a line to her mis­tress. She told her that she was too ill to work, that she had gone to the hos­pi­tal, but would not tell her where, be­cause she would fa­tigue her­self com­ing to see her; that she would come back with­in a week.

			“There you are!” said Adèle, all out of breath, giv­ing her the num­ber of the cab.

			“I can stay there,” said Ger­minie; “not a word to made­moi­selle. That’s all. Swear you won’t say a word to her!”

			She was de­scend­ing the stairs when she met Jupil­lon.

			“Hal­lo!” said he, “where are you go­ing? go­ing out?”

			“I am go­ing to lie in—It took me dur­ing the day. There was a great din­ner-par­ty here—Oh! but it was hard work! Why do you come here? I told you nev­er to come; I don’t want you to!”

			“Be­cause—I’ll tell you—be­cause just now I ab­so­lute­ly must have forty francs. ’Pon my word, I must.”

			“Forty francs! Why I have just that for the mid­wife!”

			“That’s hard luck—look out! What do you want to do?” And he of­fered his arm to as­sist her. “Cristi! I’m go­ing to have hard work to get ’em all the same.”

			He had opened the car­riage door.

			“Where do you want him to take you?”

			“To La Bourbe,” said Ger­minie. And she slipped the forty francs in­to his hand.

			“No, no,” said Jupil­lon.

			“Oh! non­sense—there or some­where else! Be­sides, I have sev­en francs left.”

			The cab start­ed away.

			Jupil­lon stood for a mo­ment mo­tion­less on the side­walk, look­ing at the two napoleons in his hand. Then he ran af­ter the cab, stopped it, and said to Ger­minie through the win­dow:

			“At least, I can go with you?”

			“No, I am in too much pain, I’d rather be alone,” she replied, writhing on the cush­ions of the cab.

			Af­ter an end­less half hour, the cab stopped on Rue de Port-Roy­al, in front of a black door sur­mount­ed by a vi­o­let lantern, which an­nounced to such med­i­cal stu­dents as hap­pened to pass through the street that there was that night, and at that mo­ment, the cu­ri­ous and in­ter­est­ing spec­ta­cle of a dif­fi­cult la­bor in progress at La Ma­ter­nité.

			The driv­er de­scend­ed from his box and rang. The concierge, as­sist­ed by a fe­male at­ten­dant, took Ger­minie’s arms and led her up­stairs to one of the four beds in the salle d’ac­couche­ment. Once in bed, her pains be­came some­what less ex­cru­ci­at­ing. She looked about her, saw the oth­er beds, all emp­ty, and, at the end of the im­mense room, a huge coun­try-house fire­place in which a bright fire was blaz­ing, and in front of which, hang­ing up­on iron bars, sheets and cloths and ban­dages were dry­ing.

			Half an hour lat­er, Ger­minie gave birth to a lit­tle girl. Her bed was moved in­to an­oth­er room. She had been there sev­er­al hours, lost in the bliss­ful af­ter-de­liv­ery weak­ness which fol­lows the fright­ful agony of child­birth, hap­py and amazed to find that she was still alive, swim­ming in a sea of blessed re­lief and deeply pen­e­trat­ed with the joy of hav­ing cre­at­ed. Sud­den­ly a loud cry: “I am dy­ing!” caused her to turn her eyes in the di­rec­tion from which it came: she saw one of her neigh­bors throw her arms around the neck of one of the as­sis­tant nurs­es, fall back al­most in­stant­ly, move a mo­ment un­der the clothes, then lie per­fect­ly still. Al­most at the same in­stant, an­oth­er shriek arose from a bed on the oth­er side, a hor­ri­ble, pierc­ing, ter­ri­fied shriek, as of one who sees death ap­proach­ing: it was a wom­an call­ing the young as­sis­tant, with des­per­ate ges­tures; the as­sis­tant ran to her, leaned over her, and fell in a dead faint up­on the floor.

			There­upon si­lence reigned once more; but be­tween the two dead bod­ies and the half-dead as­sis­tant, whom the cold floor did not re­store to con­scious­ness for more than an hour, Ger­minie and the oth­er wom­en who were still alive in the room lay qui­et, not dar­ing even to ring the bell that hung be­side each bed to call for help.

			There­after La Ma­ter­nité was the scene of one of those ter­ri­ble puer­per­al epi­demics which breathe death up­on hu­man fe­cun­di­ty, of one of those cas­es of at­mo­spher­ic poi­son­ing which emp­ty, in a twin­kling and by whole rows, the beds of wom­en late­ly de­liv­ered, and which once caused the clos­ing of La Clin­ique. They be­lieved that it was a vis­i­ta­tion of the plague, a plague that turns the face black in a few hours, car­ries all be­fore it and snatch­es up the youngest and the strong­est, a plague that is­sues from the cra­dle—the Black Plague of moth­ers! All about Ger­minie, at all hours, es­pe­cial­ly at night, wom­en were dy­ing such deaths as the milk-fever caus­es, deaths that seemed to vi­o­late all na­ture’s laws, ag­o­niz­ing deaths, ac­com­pa­nied by wild shrieks and trou­bled by hal­lu­ci­na­tions and delir­i­um, death ag­o­nies that com­pelled the ap­pli­ca­tion of the strait-waist­coat, death ag­o­nies that caused the vic­tims to leap sud­den­ly from their beds, car­ry­ing the clothes with them, and caus­ing the whole room to shud­der at the thought that they were dead bod­ies from the am­phithe­atre! Life de­part­ed as if it were torn from the body. The very dis­ease as­sumed a ghast­ly shape and mon­strous as­pect. The bed­clothes were lift­ed in the cen­tre by the swelling caused by peri­toni­tis, pro­duc­ing a vague, hor­ri­fy­ing ef­fect in the lamp­light.

			For five days Ger­minie, ly­ing swathed and ban­daged in her bed, clos­ing her eyes and ears as best she could, had the strength to com­bat all these hor­rors, and yield­ed to them on­ly at long in­ter­vals. She was de­ter­mined to live, and she clung to her strength by think­ing of her child and of made­moi­selle. But, on the sixth day, her en­er­gy was ex­haust­ed, her courage for­sook her. A cold wave flowed in­to her heart. She said to her­self that it was all over. The hand that death lays up­on one’s shoul­der, the pre­sen­ti­ment of death, was al­ready touch­ing her. She felt the first breath of the epi­dem­ic, the be­lief that she was its des­tined vic­tim, and the im­pres­sion that she was al­ready half-pos­sessed by it. Al­though un­re­signed, she suc­cumbed. Her life, van­quished be­fore­hand, hard­ly made an ef­fort to strug­gle. At that cri­sis a head bent over her pil­low, like a ray of light.

			It was the head of the youngest of the pupil-as­sis­tants, a fair head, with long gold­en locks and blue eyes so soft and sweet that the dy­ing saw heav­en open­ing its gates there­in. When they saw her, deliri­ous wom­en said: “Look! the Blessed Vir­gin!”

			“My child,” she said to Ger­minie, “you must ask for your dis­charge at once. You must go away from here. You must dress warm­ly. You must wrap up well. As soon as you’re at home and in bed, you must take a hot draught of some­thing or oth­er. You must try to take a sweat. Then, it won’t do you any harm. But go away from here. It wouldn’t be healthy for you here tonight,” she said, glanc­ing around at the beds. “Don’t say that I told you to go: you would get me dis­charged if you should.”

		
	
		
			XXI

			Ger­minie re­cov­ered in a few days. The joy and pride of hav­ing giv­en birth to a tiny crea­ture in whom her flesh was min­gled with the flesh of the man she loved, the bliss of be­ing a moth­er, saved her from the nat­u­ral re­sults of a con­fine­ment in which she did not re­ceive prop­er care. She was re­stored to health and had an ap­par­ent plea­sure in liv­ing that her mis­tress had nev­er be­fore seen her man­i­fest.

			Ev­ery Sun­day, no mat­ter what the weath­er might be, she left the house about eleven o’clock; made­moi­selle be­lieved that she went to see a friend in the coun­try, and was de­light­ed that her maid de­rived so much ben­e­fit from these days passed in the open air. Ger­minie would cap­ture Jupil­lon, who al­lowed him­self to be tak­en in tow with­out too much re­sis­tance, and they would start for Pom­meuse where the child was, and where a good break­fast or­dered by the moth­er await­ed them. Once in the car­riage on the Mul­house rail­way, Ger­minie would not speak or re­ply when spo­ken to. She would lean out of the win­dow, and all her thoughts seemed to be up­on what lay be­fore her. She gazed, as if her long­ing were striv­ing to out­run the steam. The train would hard­ly have stopped be­fore she had leaped out, tossed her tick­et to the tick­et-tak­er, and start­ed at a run on the Pom­meuse road, leav­ing Jupil­lon be­hind. She drew near­er and near­er, she could see the house, she was there: yes, there was the child! She would pounce up­on her, snatch her from the nurse’s arms with jeal­ous hands—a moth­er’s hands!—hug her, strain her to her heart, kiss her, de­vour her with kiss­es and looks and smiles! She would gaze ad­mir­ing­ly at her for an in­stant and then, dis­traught with joy, mad with love, would cov­er her with kiss­es to the tips of her lit­tle bare toes. Break­fast would be served. She would sit at the ta­ble with the child on her knees and eat noth­ing: she had kissed her so much that she had not yet looked at her, and she would be­gin to seek out points of re­sem­blance to them­selves in the lit­tle one. One fea­ture was his, an­oth­er hers:—“She has your nose and my eyes. Her hair will be like yours in time. It will curl! Look, those are your hands—she is all you.” And for hours she would con­tin­ue the in­ex­haustible and charm­ing prat­tle of a wom­an who is de­ter­mined to give a man his share of their daugh­ter. Jupil­lon sub­mit­ted to it all with rea­son­ably good grace, thanks to divers three-sou cigars Ger­minie al­ways pro­duced from her pock­et and gave to him one by one. Then he had found a means of di­ver­sion; the Morin flowed at the foot of the gar­den. Jupil­lon was a true Parisian: he loved to fish with a pole and line.

			And when sum­mer came they stayed there all day, at the foot of the gar­den, on the bank of the stream—Jupil­lon on a laun­dry board rest­ing on two stakes, pole in hand, and Ger­minie sit­ting, with the child in her skirts, un­der the med­lar tree that over­hung the stream. On pleas­ant days, the sun poured down up­on the broad sparkling cur­rent, from which beams of light arose as from a mir­ror. It was like a dis­play of fire­works from the sky and the stream, amid which Ger­minie would hold the lit­tle girl up­on her feet and let her tram­ple up­on her with her lit­tle bare pink legs, in her short ba­by dress, her skin shim­mer­ing in spots in the sun­light, her flesh mot­tled with sun­beams like the flesh of an­gels Ger­minie had seen in pic­tures. She had a di­vine­ly sweet sen­sa­tion when the lit­tle one, with the ac­tive hands of chil­dren that can­not talk, touched her chin and mouth and cheeks, per­sist­ed in putting her fin­gers in her eyes, rest­ed them play­ful­ly on the lids, and kept them mov­ing over her whole face, tick­ling and tor­ment­ing her with the dear lit­tle dig­its that seem to grope in the dark for a moth­er’s fea­tures: it was as if her child’s life and warmth were wan­der­ing over her face. From time to time she would be­stow half of her smile on Jupil­lon over the lit­tle one’s head, and would call to him: “Do look at her!”

			Then the child would fall asleep with the open mouth that laughs in sleep. Ger­minie would lean over her and lis­ten to her breath­ing in re­pose. And, soothed by the peace­ful res­pi­ra­tion, she would grad­u­al­ly for­get her­self as she gazed dream­i­ly at the poor abode of her hap­pi­ness, the rus­tic gar­den, the ap­ple-trees with their leaves cov­ered with lit­tle yel­low snails and the red-cheeked ap­ples on the south­ern limbs, the poles, at whose feet the beanstalks, twist­ed and parched, were be­gin­ning to climb, the square of cab­bages, the four sun­flow­ers in the lit­tle cir­cle in the cen­tre of the path; and, close be­side her, on the edge of the stream, the patch­es of grass cov­ered with dog’s mer­cury, the white heads of the net­tles against the wall, the wash­er­wom­en’s box­es, the bot­tles of lye and the bun­dle of straw scat­tered about by the an­tics of a pup­py just out of the wa­ter. She gazed and dreamed. She thought of the past, hav­ing her fu­ture on her knees. With the grass and the trees and the riv­er that were be­fore her eyes, she re­con­struct­ed, in mem­o­ry, the rus­tic gar­den of her rus­tic child­hood. She saw again the two stones reach­ing down to the wa­ter, from which her moth­er, when she was a lit­tle child, used to wash her feet be­fore putting her to bed in sum­mer­time.

			“Look you, Père Re­malard,” said Jupil­lon from his board, on one of the hottest days in Au­gust, to the peas­ant who was watch­ing him—“do you know they won’t bite at the red worm worth a sou?”

			“You must try the gen­tle,” re­joined the peas­ant sen­ten­tious­ly.

			“All right, I’ll have my re­venge with the gen­tle! Père Re­malard, you must get some calf’s lights Thurs­day. You hang ’em up in that tree, and Sun­day we’ll see.”

			On the Sun­day Jupil­lon had mirac­u­lous suc­cess with his fish­ing, and Ger­minie heard the first syl­la­ble is­sue from her daugh­ter’s mouth.

		
	
		
			XXII

			On Wednes­day morn­ing, when she came down­stairs, Ger­minie found a let­ter for her­self. In that let­ter, writ­ten on the back of a laun­dry re­ceipt, the Re­malard wom­an in­formed her that her child had fall­en sick al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter her de­par­ture; that she had grown steadi­ly worse; that she had con­sult­ed the doc­tor; that he said some in­sect had stung the child; that she had been to him a sec­ond time; that she did not know what more to do; that she had had pil­grim­ages made for her. The let­ter con­clud­ed thus: “If you could see how trou­bled I am for your lit­tle one—if you could see how good she is when she isn’t suf­fer­ing!”

			This let­ter pro­duced up­on Ger­minie the ef­fect of a push from be­hind. She went out and in­stinc­tive­ly walked to­ward the rail­road that would take her to her lit­tle one. Her hair was un­combed and she was in her slip­pers, but she did not think of that. She must see her child, she must see her in­stant­ly. Then she would come back. She thought of made­moi­selle’s break­fast for a mo­ment, then for­got it. Sud­den­ly, half­way to the sta­tion, she saw a clock at a cab of­fice and no­ticed the hour: she re­mem­bered that there was no train at that time. She re­traced her steps, say­ing to her­self that she would hur­ry the break­fast and then make some ex­cuse to be giv­en her lib­er­ty for the rest of the day. But when the break­fast was served she could find none: her mind was so full of her child that she could not in­vent a false­hood; her imag­i­na­tion was be­numbed. And then, if she had spo­ken, if she had made the re­quest, she would have be­trayed her­self; she could feel the words up­on her lips: “I want to go and see my child!” At night she dared not make her es­cape; made­moi­selle had been a lit­tle in­dis­posed the night be­fore; she was afraid that she might need her.

			The next morn­ing when she en­tered made­moi­selle’s room with a fa­ble she had in­vent­ed dur­ing the night, all ready to ask for leave of ab­sence, made­moi­selle said to her, look­ing up from a let­ter that had just been sent up to her from the lodge: “Ah! my old friend De Belleuse wants you for the whole day to­day, to help her with her pre­serves. Come, give me my two eggs, post-haste, and off with you. Eh? what! doesn’t that suit you? What’s the mat­ter?”

			“With me? why noth­ing at all!” Ger­minie found strength to say.

			All that end­less day she passed stand­ing over hot stew­pans and seal­ing up jars, in the tor­ture known on­ly to those whom the chances of life de­tain at a dis­tance from the sick bed of those dear to them. She suf­fered such heartrend­ing agony as those un­hap­py crea­tures suf­fer who can­not go where their anx­i­ety calls them, and who, in the ex­trem­i­ty of de­spair caused by sep­a­ra­tion and un­cer­tain­ty, con­stant­ly imag­ine that death will come in their ab­sence.

			As she re­ceived no let­ter Thurs­day evening and none Fri­day morn­ing, she took courage. If the lit­tle one were grow­ing worse the nurse would have writ­ten her. The lit­tle one was bet­ter: she imag­ined her saved, cured. Chil­dren are for­ev­er com­ing near dy­ing, and they get well so quick­ly! And then hers was strong. She de­cid­ed to wait, to be pa­tient un­til Sun­day, which was on­ly forty-eight hours away, de­ceiv­ing the re­main­der of her fears with the su­per­sti­tions that say yes to hope, per­suad­ing her­self that her daugh­ter had “es­caped,” be­cause the first per­son she met in the morn­ing was a man, be­cause she had seen a red horse in the street, be­cause she had guessed that a cer­tain per­son would turn in­to a cer­tain street, be­cause she had as­cend­ed a flight of stairs in so many strides.

			On Sat­ur­day, in the morn­ing, when she en­tered Mère Jupil­lon’s shop, she found her weep­ing hot tears over a lump of but­ter that she was cov­er­ing with a moist cloth.

			“Ah! it’s you, is it?” said Mère Jupil­lon. “That poor char­coal wom­an! See, I’m ac­tu­al­ly cry­ing over her! She just went away from here. You don’t know—they can’t get their faces clean in their trade with any­thing but but­ter. And here’s her love of a daugh­ter—she’s at death’s door, you know, the dear child. That’s the way it is with us! Ah! mon Dieu, yes!—Well, as I was say­ing, she said to her just now like this: ‘Mam­ma, I want you to wash my face in but­ter right away—for the good God.’ ”

			And Mère Jupil­lon be­gan to sob.

			Ger­minie had fled. All that day she was un­able to keep still. Again and again she went up to her cham­ber to pre­pare the few things she pro­posed to take to her lit­tle one the next day, to dress her clean­ly, to make a lit­tle spe­cial toi­let for her in hon­or of her re­cov­ery. As she went down in the evening to put Made­moi­selle to bed, Adèle hand­ed her a let­ter that she had found for her be­low.

		
	
		
			XXIII

			Made­moi­selle had be­gun to un­dress, when Ger­minie en­tered her bed­room, walked a few steps, dropped up­on a chair, and al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, af­ter two or three long-drawn, deep, heart­break­ing sighs, made­moi­selle saw her throw her­self back­ward, wring­ing her hands, and at last roll from the chair to the floor. She tried to lift her up, but Ger­minie was shak­en by such vi­o­lent con­vul­sions that the old wom­an was obliged to let the fran­tic body fall again up­on the floor; for all the limbs, which were for a mo­ment con­tract­ed and rigid, lashed out to right and left, at ran­dom, with the sharp re­port of the trig­ger of a ri­fle, and threw down what­ev­er they came in con­tact with. At made­moi­selle’s shrieks on the land­ing, a maid ran to a doc­tor’s of­fice near by but did not find him; four oth­er wom­en em­ployed in the house as­sist­ed made­moi­selle to lift Ger­minie up and car­ry her to the bed in her mis­tress’s room, on which they laid her af­ter cut­ting her corset lac­ings.

			The ter­ri­ble con­vul­sions, the ner­vous con­tor­tions of the limbs, the snap­ping of the ten­dons had ceased; but her neck and her breast, which was un­cov­ered where her dress was un­but­toned, moved up and down as if waves were ris­ing and fall­ing un­der the skin, and the rustling of the skirts showed that the move­ment ex­tend­ed to her feet. Her head thrown back, her face flushed, her eyes full of melan­choly ten­der­ness, of the pa­tient agony we see in the eyes of the wound­ed, the great veins clear­ly marked un­der her chin, Ger­minie, breath­ing hard and pay­ing no heed to ques­tions, raised her hands to her neck and throat and clawed at them; she seemed to be try­ing to tear out the sen­sa­tion of some­thing ris­ing and fall­ing with­in her. In vain did they make her in­hale ether and drink or­ange-flow­er wa­ter; the waves of grief that flowed through her body did not cease their ac­tion; and her face con­tin­ued to wear the same ex­pres­sion of gen­tle melan­choly and sen­ti­men­tal anx­i­ety, which seemed to place the suf­fer­ing of the heart above the suf­fer­ing of the flesh in ev­ery fea­ture. For a long time ev­ery­thing seemed to wound her sens­es and to pro­duce a painful ef­fect up­on them—the bright light, the sound of voic­es, the odor of the things about her. At last, af­ter an hour or more, a del­uge of tears sud­den­ly poured from her eyes and put an end to the ter­ri­ble cri­sis. Af­ter that there was noth­ing more than an oc­ca­sion­al con­vul­sive shud­der in the over­bur­dened body, soon qui­et­ed by weari­ness and by gen­er­al pros­tra­tion. It was pos­si­ble to car­ry Ger­minie to her own room.

			The let­ter Adèle hand­ed her con­tained the news of her daugh­ter’s death.

		
	
		
			XXIV

			As a re­sult of this cri­sis, Ger­minie fell in­to a state of dumb, brutish sor­row. For months she was in­sen­si­ble to ev­ery­thing; for months, com­plete­ly pos­sessed and ab­sorbed by the thought of the lit­tle crea­ture that was no more, she car­ried her child’s death in her en­trails as she had car­ried her life. Ev­ery evening, when she went up to her cham­ber, she took the poor dar­ling’s lit­tle cap and dress from the trunk at the foot of her bed. She would gaze at them and touch them; she would lay them out on the bed; she would sit for hours weep­ing over them, kiss­ing them, talk­ing to them, say­ing the things that a moth­er’s bit­ter sor­row is wont to say to a lit­tle daugh­ter’s ghost.

			While weep­ing for her daugh­ter the un­hap­py crea­ture wept for her­self as well. A voice whis­pered to her that she was saved had the child lived; that to have that child to love was her Prov­i­dence; that all that she dread­ed in her­self would be ex­pend­ed up­on that dear head and be sanc­ti­fied there—her af­fec­tions, her un­rea­son­ing im­puls­es, her ar­dor, all the pas­sions of her na­ture. It seemed to her that she had felt her moth­er’s heart sooth­ing and pu­ri­fy­ing her wom­an’s heart. In her daugh­ter she saw a sort of ce­les­tial vi­sion that would re­deem her and make her whole, a lit­tle an­gel of de­liv­er­ance as it were, is­su­ing from her er­rors to fight for her and res­cue her from the evil in­flu­ences which pur­sued her and by which she some­times thought that she was pos­sessed.

			When she be­gan to re­cov­er from the first pros­tra­tion of de­spair, when, as the con­scious­ness of life and the per­cep­tion of ob­jects re­turned to her, she looked about her with eyes that saw, she was aroused from her grief by a more poignant cause of bit­ter­ness of spir­it.

			Madame Jupil­lon, who had be­come too stout and too heavy to do what it was nec­es­sary for her to do at the cream­ery, not­with­stand­ing all the as­sis­tance ren­dered by Ger­minie, had sent to her prov­ince for a niece of hers. She was the em­bod­i­ment of the bloom­ing youth of the coun­try, a wom­an in whom there was still some­thing of the child, ac­tive and vi­va­cious, with black eyes full of sun­light, lips as round and red as cher­ries, the sum­mer heat of her prov­ince in her com­plex­ion, the warmth of per­fect health in her blood. Im­pul­sive and in­gen­u­ous as she was, the girl had, at first, drawn near to her cousin, sim­ply and nat­u­ral­ly, obey­ing the law of at­trac­tion that draws the young to­ward the young. She had met his friend­ly ad­vances with the im­mod­esty of in­no­cence, art­less ef­fron­tery, the lib­er­ties taught by life in the coun­try, the hap­py fol­ly of a na­ture abound­ing in high spir­its, and with all sorts of ig­no­rant hardi­hood, un­blush­ing in­gen­u­ous­ness and rus­tic co­quetry, against which her cousin’s van­i­ty was with­out means of de­fence. The child’s pres­ence de­prived Ger­minie of all hope of re­pose. Mere girl as she was, she wound­ed her ev­ery minute in the day by her pres­ence, her touch, her ca­ress­es, ev­ery­thing in her amorous body that spoke of love. Her pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with Jupil­lon, the work that kept them con­stant­ly to­geth­er, the pro­vin­cial won­der­ment that she con­stant­ly ex­hib­it­ed, the half-con­fi­dences she al­lowed to come to her lips when the young man had gone, her gayety, her jests, her healthy good-hu­mor—ev­ery­thing helped to ex­as­per­ate Ger­minie and to arouse a sullen wrath with­in her; ev­ery­thing wound­ed that jeal­ous heart, so jeal­ous that the very an­i­mals caused it a bit­ter pang by seem­ing to love some­one whom it loved.

			She dared not speak to Mère Jupil­lon and de­nounce the lit­tle one to her, for fear of be­tray­ing her­self; but when­ev­er she found her­self alone with Jupil­lon she vent­ed her feel­ings in re­crim­i­na­tions, com­plaints and quar­rels. She would re­mind him of an in­ci­dent, a word, some­thing he had done or said, some an­swer he had made, a tri­fle for­got­ten by him but still bleed­ing in her heart.

			“Are you mad?” Jupil­lon would say to her; “a slip of a girl!”—“A slip of a girl, eh? non­sense!—when she has such eyes that all the men stare at her in the street! I went out with her the oth­er day—I was ashamed—I don’t know how she did it, but we were fol­lowed by a gen­tle­man all the time.”—“Well, what if you were? She’s a pret­ty girl, you know!”—“Pret­ty! pret­ty!” And at that word Ger­minie would hurl her­self, fig­u­ra­tive­ly speak­ing, at the girl’s face, and claw it to pieces with fran­tic words.

			Of­ten she would end by say­ing to Jupil­lon: “Look here! you love her!”—“Well! what then?” he would re­tort, high­ly en­ter­tained by these dis­putes, by the op­por­tu­ni­ty to watch the an­tics of this fierce wrath which he fanned with pre­tend­ed sulk­i­ness, and by the ex­cite­ment of tri­fling with the wom­an, whom he saw to be half in­sane un­der his sar­casms and his in­dif­fer­ence, stum­bling wild­ly about and run­ning her head against stone walls in the first parox­ysms of mad­ness.

			As a re­sult of these scenes, re­peat­ed al­most ev­ery day, a rev­o­lu­tion took place in that ex­citable, ex­treme char­ac­ter, which knew no mid­dle course, in that heart in which the most vi­o­lent pas­sions were con­stant­ly clash­ing. Love, in which poi­son had long been at work, be­came de­com­posed and changed to hate. Ger­minie be­gan to de­test her lover and to seek out ev­ery pos­si­ble pre­text for hat­ing him more. And her thoughts re­curred to her daugh­ter, to the loss of her child, to the cause of her death, and she per­suad­ed her­self that he had killed her. She looked up­on him as an as­sas­sin. She con­ceived a hor­ror of him, she avoid­ed him, fled from him as from the evil ge­nius of her life, with the ter­ror that one has of a per­son who is one’s Bane!

		
	
		
			XXV

			One morn­ing, af­ter a night passed by her in turn­ing over and over in her mind all her de­spair­ing, hate-rid­den thoughts, Ger­minie went to the cream­ery for her four sous’ worth of milk and found in the back-shop three or four maids from the neigh­bor­hood en­gaged in “tak­ing an eye-open­er.” They were seat­ed at a ta­ble, gos­sip­ing and sip­ping liqueurs.

			“Aha!” said Adèle, strik­ing the ta­ble with her glass; “you here al­ready, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil?”

			“What’s this?” said Ger­minie, tak­ing Adèle’s glass; “I’d like some my­self.”

			“Are you so thirsty as all that this morn­ing? Brandy and ab­sinthe, that’s all!—my sol­dier boy’s tap, you know—he nev­er drank any­thing else. It’s a lit­tle stiff, eh?”

			“Ah! yes,” said Ger­minie, con­tract­ing her lips and wink­ing like a child who is giv­en a glass of liqueur with the dessert at a grand din­ner-par­ty.

			“It’s good, all the same.” Her spir­its rose. “Madame Jupil­lon, let’s have the bot­tle—I’ll pay.”

			And she tossed mon­ey on the ta­ble. Af­ter the third glass, she cried: “I am tight!” And she roared with laugh­ter.

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had gone out that morn­ing to col­lect her half-year­ly in­come. When she re­turned at eleven o’clock, she rang once, twice! no one came. “Ah!” she said to her­self, “she must have gone down.” She opened the door with her key, went to her bed­room and looked in: the mat­tress and bed­clothes lay in a heap on two chairs, and Ger­minie was stretched out across the straw un­der-mat­tress, sleep­ing heav­i­ly, like a log, in the ut­ter­ly re­laxed con­di­tion fol­low­ing a sud­den at­tack of lethar­gy.

			At the noise made by made­moi­selle, Ger­minie sprang to her feet and passed her hand over her eyes.—“Yes?” she said, as if some­one had called her; her eyes were wan­der­ing.

			“What’s hap­pened?” said Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil in alarm; “did you fall? Is any­thing the mat­ter with you?”

			“With me? no,” Ger­minie replied; “I fell asleep. What time is it? Noth­ing’s the mat­ter. Ah! what a fool!”

			And she be­gan to shake the mat­tress, turn­ing her back to her mis­tress to hide the flush of in­tox­i­ca­tion on her face.

		
	
		
			XXVI

			One Sun­day morn­ing Jupil­lon was dress­ing in the room Ger­minie had fur­nished for him. His moth­er was sit­ting by, gaz­ing at him with the won­der­ing pride ex­pressed in the eyes of moth­ers among the com­mon peo­ple in pres­ence of a son who dress­es like a mon­sieur.

			“You’re dressed up like the young man on the first floor!” she said. “I should think it was his coat. I don’t mean to say fine things don’t look well on you, too—”

			Jupil­lon, in­tent up­on ty­ing his cra­vat, made no re­ply.

			“You’ll play the deuce with the poor girls to­day!” con­tin­ued Mère Jupil­lon, giv­ing to her voice an ac­cent of in­sin­u­at­ing sweet­ness: “Look you, bibi, let me tell you this, you great bad boy: if a young wom­an goes wrong, so much the worse for her! that’s their look­out. You’re a man, aren’t you? you’ve got the age and the fig­ure and ev­ery­thing. I can’t al­ways keep you in lead­ing-strings. So, I said to my­self, as well one as an­oth­er. That one will do. And I fixed her so that she wouldn’t see any­thing. Yes, Ger­minie would do, as you seemed to like her. That pre­vent­ed you from wast­ing your mon­ey on bad wom­en—and then I didn’t see any­thing out of the way in the girl till now. But now it won’t do at all. They’re telling sto­ries in the quar­ter—a heap of hor­ri­ble things about us. A pack of vipers! We’re above all that, I know. When one has been an hon­est wom­an all her life, thank God! But you nev­er know what will hap­pen—made­moi­selle would on­ly have to put the end of her nose in­to her maid’s af­fairs. Why there’s the law—the bare idea gives me a turn. What do you say to that, bibi, eh?”

			“Dame, mam­ma—what­ev­er you please.”

			“Ah! I knew you loved your dear dar­ling mam­ma!” ex­claimed the mon­strous crea­ture em­brac­ing him. “Well! in­vite her to din­ner tonight. You can get up two bot­tles of our Lunel—at two francs—the heady kind. And be sure she comes. Make eyes at her, so that she’ll think to­day’s the great day. Put on your fine gloves: they’ll make you look more dig­ni­fied.”

			Ger­minie ar­rived at sev­en o’clock, hap­py and bright and hope­ful, her head filled with bliss­ful dreams by the mys­te­ri­ous air with which Jupil­lon de­liv­ered his moth­er’s in­vi­ta­tion. They dined and drank and made mer­ry. Mère Jupil­lon be­gan to cast glances ex­pres­sive of deep emo­tion, drowned in tears, up­on the cou­ple sit­ting op­po­site her. When the cof­fee was served, she said, as if for the pur­pose of be­ing left alone with Ger­minie: “Bibi, you know you have an er­rand to do this evening.”

			Jupil­lon went out. Madame Jupil­lon, as she sipped her cof­fee, turned to Ger­minie the face of a moth­er seek­ing to learn her daugh­ter’s se­cret, and, in her in­dul­gence, for­giv­ing her in ad­vance of her con­fes­sion. For a mo­ment the two wom­en sat thus, silent, one wait­ing for the oth­er to speak, the oth­er with the cry of her heart on her lips. Sud­den­ly Ger­minie rushed from her chair in­to the stout wom­an’s arms.

			“If you knew, Madame Jupil­lon!”

			She talked and wept and em­braced her all at once. “Oh! you won’t be an­gry with me! Well! yes, I love him—I’ve had a child by him. It’s true, I love him. Three years ago—”

			At ev­ery word Madame Jupil­lon’s face be­came stern­er and more icy. She cold­ly pushed Ger­minie away, and in her most dole­ful voice, with an ac­cent of lamen­ta­tion and hope­less des­o­la­tion, she be­gan, like a per­son who is suf­fo­cat­ing: “Oh! my God—you!—tell me such things as that!—me!—his moth­er!—to my face! My God, must it be? My son—a child—an in­no­cent child! You’ve had the face to ru­in him for me! And now you tell me that you did it! No, it ain’t pos­si­ble, my God! And I had such con­fi­dence. There’s noth­ing worth liv­ing for. There’s no trust­ing any­body in this world! All the same, made­moi­selle, I wouldn’t ev­er ’a’ be­lieved it of you. Dame! such things give me a turn. Ah! this up­sets me com­plete­ly. I know my­self, and I’m quite like­ly to be sick af­ter this—”

			“Madame Jupil­lon! Madame Jupil­lon!” Ger­minie mur­mured in an im­plor­ing tone, half dead with shame and grief on the chair on which she had fall­en. “I beg you to for­give me. It was stronger than I was. And then I thought—I be­lieved—”

			“You be­lieved! Oh! my God; you be­lieved! What did you be­lieve? That you’d be my son’s wife, eh? Ah! Lord God! is it pos­si­ble, my poor child?”

			And adopt­ing a more and more plain­tive and lam­en­ta­ble tone as the words she hurled at Ger­minie cut deep­er and deep­er, Mère Jupil­lon con­tin­ued: “But, my poor girl, you must have a rea­son, let’s hear it. What did I al­ways tell you? That it would be all right if you’d been born ten years ear­li­er. Let’s see, your date was 1820, you told me, and now it’s ’49. You’re get­ting on to­ward thir­ty, you see, my dear child. I say! it makes me feel bad to say that to you—I’d so much rather not hurt you. But a body on­ly has to look at you, my poor young la­dy. What can I do? It’s your age—your hair—I can lay my fin­ger in the place where you part it.”

			“But,” said Ger­minie, in whose heart black wrath was be­gin­ning to rum­ble, “what about what your son owes me? My mon­ey? The mon­ey I took out of the sav­ings bank, the mon­ey I bor­rowed for him, the mon­ey I—”

			“Mon­ey? he owes you mon­ey? Oh! yes, what you lent him to be­gin busi­ness with. Well! what about it? Do you think we’re thieves? Does any­one want to cheat you out of your old mon­ey, al­though there wasn’t any pa­per—I know it be­cause the oth­er day—it just oc­curs to me—that hon­est man of a child of mine want­ed to write it down for fear he might die. But the next minute we’re pick­pock­ets, as glib as you please! Oh! my God, it’s hard­ly worth while liv­ing in such times as these! Ah! I’m well paid for get­ting at­tached to you! But I see through it now. You’re a politi­cian, you are! You want­ed to pay your­self with my son, for his whole life! Ex­cuse me! No, thank you! It costs less to give back your mon­ey! A café wait­er’s leav­ings! my poor dear boy! God pre­serve him from it!”

			Ger­minie had snatched her shawl and hat from the hook and was out of doors.

		
	
		
			XXVII

			Made­moi­selle was sit­ting in her large arm­chair at the cor­ner of the fire­place, where a few live em­bers were still sleep­ing un­der the ash­es. Her black cap was pulled down over her wrin­kled fore­head al­most to her eyes. Her black dress, cut in the shape of a child’s frock, was draped in scanty folds about her scanty body, show­ing the lo­ca­tion of ev­ery bone, and fell straight from her knees to the floor. She wore a small black shawl crossed on her breast and tied be­hind her back, as they are worn by lit­tle girls. Her half-open hands were rest­ing on her hips, with the palms turned out­ward—thin, old wom­an’s hands, awk­ward and stiff, and swollen with gout at the knuck­les and fin­ger joints. Sit­ting in the hud­dled, crouch­ing pos­ture that com­pels old peo­ple to raise their heads to look at you and speak to you, she seemed to be buried in all that mass of black, whence noth­ing emerged but her face, to which pre­pon­der­ance of bile had im­part­ed the yel­low hue of old ivory, and the flash­ing glance of her brown eyes. One who saw her thus, her bright, sparkling eyes, the mea­gre body, the garb of pover­ty and the no­ble air with which she bore all the bur­dens of age, might well have fan­cied that he was look­ing at a fairy on the stage of the Pe­tits-Mé­nages.

			Ger­minie was by her side. The old la­dy be­gan:

			“The list is still un­der the door, eh, Ger­minie?”

			“Yes, made­moi­selle.”

			“Do you know, my girl,” Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil re­sumed, af­ter a pause, “do you know that when one is born in one of the finest hous­es on Rue Royale—when one has been in a fair way to own the Grand and Pe­tit-Charo­lais—when one has al­most had the Château of Clichy-la-Garenne for a coun­try house—and when it took two ser­vants to car­ry the sil­ver plat­ter on which the joint was served at your grand­moth­er’s—do you know that it takes no small amount of phi­los­o­phy”—and made­moi­selle with dif­fi­cul­ty raised a hand to her shoul­der—“to see your­self end like this, in this dev­il­ish nest of rheuma­tism, where, in spite of all the list in the world, you can’t keep out of draughts.—That’s it, stir up the fire a lit­tle.”

			She put out her feet to­ward Ger­minie, who was kneel­ing in front of the fire­place, and laugh­ing­ly placed them un­der her nose: “Do you know that that takes no small amount of phi­los­o­phy—to wear stock­ings out at heel! Sim­ple­ton! I’m not scold­ing you; I know well enough that you can’t do ev­ery­thing. So you might as well have a wom­an come to do the mend­ing. That’s not very much to do. Why don’t you speak to that lit­tle girl that came here last year? She had a face that I re­mem­ber.”

			“Oh! she’s black as a mole, made­moi­selle.”

			“Bah! I knew it. In the first place you nev­er think well of any­body. That isn’t true, you say? Why, wasn’t she a niece of Mère Jupil­lon’s? We might take her for one or two days a week.”

			“That hussy shall nev­er set foot here.”

			“Non­sense, more fa­bles! You’re a most as­ton­ish­ing crea­ture, to adore peo­ple and then not want to see them again. What has she done to you?”

			“She’s a lost crea­ture, I tell you!”

			“Bah! what does my linen care for that?”

			“But, made­moi­selle.”

			“All right! find me some­one else then. I don’t care about her par­tic­u­lar­ly. But find me some­one.”

			“Oh! the wom­en that come in like that don’t do any work. I’ll mend your clothes. You don’t need any­one.”

			“You!—Oh! if we have to re­ly on your nee­dle!” said made­moi­selle jo­cose­ly; “and then, will Mère Jupil­lon ev­er give you the time?”

			“Madame Jupil­lon? Oh! for all the dust I shall ev­er leave in her house again!”

			“Hoity-toity! What’s that? She too! so she’s on your black books, is she? Oho! hur­ry up and make an­oth­er ac­quain­tance, or else, bon Dieu de Dieu! we shall have some bad days here!”

		
	
		
			XXVIII

			The win­ter of that year should cer­tain­ly have as­sured Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil a share of par­adise here­after. She had to un­der­go the re­flex ac­tion of her maid’s cha­grin, her ner­vous ir­ri­tabil­i­ty, the vengeance of her em­bit­tered, con­tra­dic­to­ry moods, which the ap­proach­ing spring would ere long in­fect with that species of ma­lig­nant mad­ness which the crit­i­cal sea­son, the tra­vail of na­ture and the rest­less, dis­turb­ing fruc­ti­fi­ca­tion of the sum­mer cause in un­healthi­ly sen­si­tive or­ga­ni­za­tions.

			Ger­minie was for­ev­er wip­ing eyes which no longer wept, but which had once wept co­pi­ous­ly. She was al­ways ready with an ev­er­last­ing: “Noth­ing’s the mat­ter, made­moi­selle!” ut­tered in the tone that cov­ers a se­cret. She adopt­ed dumb, de­spair­ing, fu­ne­re­al at­ti­tudes, the airs by which a wom­an’s body dif­fus­es melan­choly and makes her very shad­ow a bore. With her face, her glance, her mouth, the folds of her dress, her pres­ence, the noise she made at work in the ad­join­ing room, even with her si­lence, she en­veloped made­moi­selle in the de­spair that ex­haled from her per­son. At the slight­est word she would bris­tle up. Made­moi­selle could not ad­dress an ob­ser­va­tion to her, ask her the most triv­ial ques­tion, give her an or­der or ex­press a wish: ev­ery­thing was tak­en by her as a re­proach. And there­upon she would act like a mad­wom­an. She would wipe her eyes and grum­ble: “Oh! I am very un­for­tu­nate! I can see that made­moi­selle doesn’t care for me any more!” Her spite against var­i­ous peo­ple vent­ed it­self in sub­lime­ly in­ge­nious com­plaints. “That wom­an al­ways comes when it rains!” she would say, up­on dis­cov­er­ing a bit of mud that Madame de Belleuse had left on the car­pet. Dur­ing the week fol­low­ing New Year’s Day, the week when all of Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s re­main­ing rel­a­tives and friends, rich and poor alike, climbed the five flights and wait­ed on the land­ing at her door for their turns to oc­cu­py the six chairs in her bed­room, Ger­minie re­dou­bled her ill-hu­mor, her im­per­ti­nent re­marks, her sulky mut­ter­ing. In­vent­ing griev­ances against her mis­tress, she pun­ished her con­stant­ly by a per­sis­tent si­lence, which it was im­pos­si­ble to break. Then there would be pe­ri­ods of fren­zied in­dus­try. Made­moi­selle would hear through the par­ti­tions on all sides fu­ri­ous ma­nip­u­la­tion of the broom and duster, the sharp, vi­cious scrub­bing and slam­ming of the ser­vant whom one imag­ines mut­ter­ing to her­self as she mal­treats the fur­ni­ture: “Oh! yes, I’ll do your work for you!”

			Old peo­ple are pa­tient with ser­vants who have been long in their ser­vice. Long habit, the weak­en­ing willpow­er, the hor­ror of change, the dread of new faces—ev­ery­thing dis­pos­es them to weak­ness and cow­ard­ly con­ces­sions. Not­with­stand­ing her quick tem­per, her prompt­ness to lose her head, to fly in­to a rage, to breathe fire and flame, made­moi­selle said noth­ing. She act­ed as if she saw noth­ing. She pre­tend­ed to be read­ing when Ger­minie en­tered the room. She wait­ed, curled up in her easy-chair, un­til the maid’s ill-hu­mor had blown over or burst. She bent her back be­fore the storm; she said no word, had no thought of bit­ter­ness against her. She sim­ply pitied her for caus­ing her­self so much suf­fer­ing.

			In truth Ger­minie was not Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s maid; she was De­vo­tion, wait­ing to close her eyes. The soli­tary old wom­an, over­looked by death, alone at the end of her life, drag­ging her af­fec­tions from grave to grave, had found her last friend in her ser­vant. She had rest­ed her heart up­on her as up­on an adopt­ed daugh­ter, and she was es­pe­cial­ly un­hap­py be­cause she was pow­er­less to com­fort her. More­over, at in­ter­vals, Ger­minie re­turned to her from the depths of her brood­ing melan­choly and her sav­age hu­mor, and threw her­self on her knees be­fore her kind heart. Sud­den­ly, at a ray of sun­light, a beg­gar’s song, or any one of the noth­ings that float in the air and ex­pand the heart, she would burst in­to tears and demon­stra­tions of af­fec­tion; her heart would over­flow with burn­ing emo­tions, she would seem to feel a plea­sure in em­brac­ing her mis­tress, as if the joy of liv­ing again had ef­faced ev­ery­thing. At oth­er times some tri­fling ail­ment of made­moi­selle’s would bring about the change; a smile would come to the old ser­vant’s face and gen­tle­ness to her hands. Some­times, at such mo­ments, made­moi­selle would say: “Come, my girl—some­thing’s the mat­ter. Tell me what it is.” And Ger­minie would re­ply: “No, made­moi­selle, it’s the weath­er.”—“The weath­er!” made­moi­selle would re­peat with a doubt­ful air, “the weath­er!”

		
	
		
			XXIX

			One evening in March the Jupil­lons, moth­er and son, were talk­ing to­geth­er by the stove in their back-shop.

			Jupil­lon had been draft­ed. The mon­ey his moth­er had put aside to pur­chase his re­lease had been used up as a re­sult of six months of poor busi­ness and by cred­its giv­en to cer­tain lorettes on the street, who had left the key un­der their door­mat one fine morn­ing. He had not pros­pered, in a busi­ness way, him­self, and his stock in trade had been tak­en on ex­e­cu­tion. He had been that day to ask a for­mer em­ploy­er to ad­vance him the mon­ey to pur­chase a sub­sti­tute. But the old per­fumer had not for­giv­en him for leav­ing him and set­ting up for him­self, and he re­fused point-blank.

			Mère Jupil­lon, in de­spair, was com­plain­ing tear­ful­ly. She re­peat­ed the num­ber drawn by her son: “Twen­ty-two! twen­ty-two!” And she said: “And yet I sewed a black spi­der in­to your pale­tot with his web; a vel­vety fel­low he was! Oh, dear! I ought to have done as they told me and made you wear the cap you were bap­tized in. Ah! the good God ain’t fair! There’s the fruit wom­an’s son drew a lucky num­ber! That comes of be­ing hon­est! And those two sluts at num­ber eigh­teen must go and hook it with my mon­ey! I might have known they meant some­thing by the way they shook hands. They did me out of more than sev­en hun­dred francs, did you know it? And the black crea­ture op­po­site—and that in­fer­nal girl as had the face to eat pots of straw­ber­ries at twen­ty francs! they might as well have tak­en me too, the hussies! But you haven’t gone yet all the same. I’d rather sell the cream­ery—I’ll go out to work again, do cook­ing or house­keep­ing—any­thing! Why, I’d draw mon­ey from a stone for you!”

			Jupil­lon smoked and let his moth­er do the talk­ing. When she had fin­ished, he said: “That’ll do for talk, mam­ma!—all that’s noth­ing but words. You’ll spoil your di­ges­tion and it ain’t worth while. You needn’t sell any­thing—you needn’t strain your­self at all—I’ll buy my sub­sti­tute and it shan’t cost you a sou;—do you want to bet on it?”

			“Je­sus!” ejac­u­lat­ed Madame Jupil­lon.

			“I have an idea.”

			Af­ter a pause, Jupil­lon con­tin­ued: “I didn’t want to make trou­ble with you on ac­count of Ger­minie—you know, at the time the sto­ries about us were go­ing round; you thought it was time for me to break with her—that she would be in our way—and you kicked her out of the house, stiff. That wasn’t my idea—I didn’t think she was so bad as all that for the fam­i­ly but­ter. But, how­ev­er, you thought best to do it. And per­haps, af­ter all, you did the best thing; in­stead of cool­ing her off, you warmed her up for me—yes, warmed her up—I’ve met her once or twice—and she’s changed, I tell you. Gad! how she’s dry­ing up!”

			“But you know very well she hasn’t got a sou.”

			“I don’t say she has, of her own. But what’s that got to do with it? She’ll find it some­where. She’s good for twen­ty-three hun­dred shin­ers yet!”

			“But sup­pose you get mixed up in it?”

			“Oh! she won’t steal ’em—”

			“The deuce she won’t!”

			“Well! if she does, it won’t be from any­one but her mis­tress. Do you sup­pose her made­moi­selle would have her pinched for that? She’ll turn her off, and that’ll be the end of it. We’ll ad­vise her to try the air in an­oth­er quar­ter—off she goes!—and we shan’t see her again. But it would be too stupid for her to steal. She’ll ar­range it some­how, she’ll hunt round and turn things over. I don’t know how, not I! but that’s her af­fair, you un­der­stand. This is the time for her to show her tal­ents. By the way, per­haps you don’t know, they say her old wom­an’s sick. If the dear la­dy should hap­pen to step out and leave her all the stuff, as the sto­ry goes in the quar­ter—why, it wouldn’t be a bad thing to have played see­saw with her, eh, mam­ma? We must put on gloves, you see, mam­ma, when we’re deal­ing with peo­ple who may have four or five thou­sand a year come tum­bling in­to their aprons.”

			“Oh! my God! what are you talk­ing about? But af­ter the way I treat­ed her—oh! no, she’ll nev­er come back here.”

			“Well! I tell you I’ll bring her back—and tonight at the lat­est,” said Jupil­lon, ris­ing, and rolling a cig­a­rette be­tween his fin­gers. “No ex­cus­es, you know,” he said to his moth­er, “they won’t do any good—and be cold to her. Act as if you re­ceived her on­ly on my ac­count, be­cause you are weak. No one knows what may hap­pen, we must al­ways keep an an­chor to wind­ward.”

		
	
		
			XXX

			Jupil­lon was walk­ing back and forth on the side­walk in front of Ger­minie’s house when she came out.

			“Good evening, Ger­minie,” he said, be­hind her.

			She turned as if she had been struck, and, with­out an­swer­ing his greet­ing, in­stinc­tive­ly moved on a few steps as if to fly from him.

			“Ger­minie!”

			Jupil­lon said noth­ing more than that; he did not fol­low her, he did not move. She came back to him like a trained beast when his rope is tak­en off.

			“What is it?” said she. “Do you want more mon­ey? or do you want to tell me some of your moth­er’s fool­ish re­marks?”

			“No, but I am go­ing away,” said Jupil­lon, with a se­ri­ous face. “I am draft­ed—and I am go­ing away.”

			“You are go­ing away?” said she. She seemed as if her mind was not awake.

			“Look here, Ger­minie,” Jupil­lon con­tin­ued. “I have made you un­hap­py. I haven’t been very kind to you, I know. My cousin’s been a lit­tle to blame. What do you want?”

			“You’re go­ing away?” re­joined Ger­minie, tak­ing his arm. “Don’t lie to me—are you go­ing away?”

			“I tell you, yes—and it’s true. I’m on­ly wait­ing for march­ing or­ders. You have to pay more than two thou­sand francs for a sub­sti­tute this year. They say there’s go­ing to be a war: how­ev­er, there’s a chance.”

			As he spoke he was lead­ing Ger­minie down the street.

			“Where are you tak­ing me?” said she.

			“To moth­er’s, of course—so that you two can make up and put an end to all this non­sense.”

			“Af­ter what she said to me? Nev­er!”

			And Ger­minie pushed Jupil­lon’s arm away.

			“Well, if that’s the way it is, good­bye.”

			And Jupil­lon raised his cap.

			“Shall I write to you from the reg­i­ment?”

			Ger­minie was silent, hes­i­tat­ing, for a mo­ment. Then she said, abrupt­ly: “Come on!” and, mo­tion­ing to Jupil­lon to walk be­side her, she turned back up the street.

			And so they walked along, side by side, with­out a word. They reached a paved road that stretched out as far as the eye could see, be­tween two lines of lanterns, be­tween two rows of gnarled trees that held aloft hand­fuls of bare branch­es and cast their slen­der, mo­tion­less shad­ows on high blank walls. There, in the keen air, chilled by the evap­o­ra­tion of the snow, they walked on and on for a long time, bury­ing them­selves in the vague, in­fi­nite, un­fa­mil­iar depths of a street that fol­lows the same wall, the same trees, the same lanterns, and leads on to the same dark­ness be­yond. The damp, heavy air that they breathed smelt of sug­ar and tal­low and car­rion. From time to time a vivid flash passed be­fore their eyes: it was the lantern of a butch­er’s cart that shone up­on slaugh­tered cat­tle and huge pieces of bleed­ing meat thrown up­on the back of a white horse; the light up­on the flesh, amid the dark­ness, re­sem­bled a pur­ple con­fla­gra­tion, a fur­nace of blood.

			“Well! have you re­flect­ed?” said Jupil­lon. “This lit­tle Av­enue Tru­daine isn’t a very cheer­ful place, do you know?”

			“Come on,” Ger­minie replied.

			And, with­out an­oth­er word, she set out again at the same fierce, jerky gait, ag­i­tat­ed by all the tu­mult rag­ing in her heart. Her thoughts were ex­pressed in her ges­tures. Her feet went astray, mad­ness at­tacked her hands. At times her shad­ow, seen from be­hind, re­mind­ed one of a wom­an from La Salpêtrière. Two or three passers­by stopped for a mo­ment and looked af­ter her; then, re­mem­ber­ing that they were in Paris, passed on.

			Sud­den­ly she stopped, and with the ges­ture of one who has made a des­per­ate res­o­lu­tion, she said: “Ah! my God! an­oth­er pin in the cush­ion!—Let us go!”

			And she took Jupil­lon’s arm.

			“Oh! I know very well,” said Jupil­lon, when they were near the cream­ery, “my moth­er wasn’t fair to you. You see, the wom­an has been too vir­tu­ous all her life. She don’t know, she don’t un­der­stand. And then, d’ye see, I’ll tell you the whole se­cret: she loves me so much she’s jeal­ous of any wom­an who loves me. So go in, do!”

			And he pushed her in­to the arms of Madame Jupil­lon, who kissed her, mum­bled a few words of re­gret, and made haste to weep in or­der to re­lieve her own em­bar­rass­ment and make the scene more af­fect­ing.

			Through­out the evening Ger­minie sat with her eyes fixed on Jupil­lon, al­most ter­ri­fy­ing him with her ex­pres­sion.

			“Come, come,” he said, as he walked home with her, “don’t be so down in the mouth as all this. We must have a lit­tle phi­los­o­phy in this world. Well! here I am a sol­dier—that’s all! To be sure they don’t all come back. But then—look here! I pro­pose that we en­joy our­selves for the fort­night that’s left, be­cause it will be so much gained—and if I don’t come back—Well, at all events, I shall leave you a pleas­ant mem­o­ry of me.”

			Ger­minie made no re­ply.

		
	
		
			XXXI

			For a whole week Ger­minie did not set foot in the shop again.

			The Jupil­lons, when she did not re­turn, be­gan to de­spair. At last, one evening about half past ten, she pushed the door open, en­tered the shop with­out a word of greet­ing, walked up to the lit­tle ta­ble where the moth­er and son were sit­ting half asleep, and placed up­on it, be­neath her hand which was closed like a claw, an old piece of cloth that gave forth a ring­ing sound.

			“There it is!” said she.

			And, let­ting go the cor­ners of the cloth, she emp­tied its con­tents on the ta­ble: forth came greasy ban­knotes, patched on the back, fas­tened to­geth­er with pins, old tar­nished louis d’or, black hun­dred-sou pieces, forty-sou pieces, ten-sou pieces, the mon­ey of the poor, the mon­ey of toil, mon­ey from Christ­mas-box­es, mon­ey soiled by dirty hands, worn out in leather purs­es, rubbed smooth in the cash draw­er filled with sous—mon­ey with a fla­vor of per­spi­ra­tion.

			For a mo­ment she gazed at the dis­play as if to as­sure her own eyes; then she said to Madame Jupil­lon in a sad voice, the voice of her sac­ri­fice:

			“There it is—There’s the two thou­sand three hun­dred francs for him to buy a sub­sti­tute.”

			“Oh! my dear Ger­minie!” said the stout wom­an, al­most suf­fo­cat­ed by emo­tion; and she threw her­self up­on Ger­minie’s neck, who sub­mit­ted to be em­braced. “Oh! you must take some­thing with us—a cup of cof­fee—”

			“No, thank you,” said Ger­minie; “I am done up. Dame! I’ve had to fly around, you know, to get them. I’m go­ing to bed now. Some oth­er time.”

			And she went away.

			She had had to “fly around,” as she said, to scrape to­geth­er such a sum, to ac­com­plish that im­pos­si­bil­i­ty: to raise two thou­sand three hun­dred francs—two thou­sand three hun­dred francs, of which she had not the first five! She had col­lect­ed them, begged them, ex­tort­ed them piece by piece, al­most sou by sou. She had picked them up, scraped them to­geth­er here and there, from this one and from that one, by loans of two hun­dred, one hun­dred, fifty, twen­ty francs, or what­ev­er sum any­one would lend. She had bor­rowed from her concierge, her gro­cer, her fruit wom­an, her poul­ter­er, her laun­dress; she had bor­rowed from all the deal­ers in the quar­ter, and from the deal­ers in the quar­ters where she had pre­vi­ous­ly lived with made­moi­selle. She had made up the amount with mon­ey drawn from ev­ery source, even from her poor mis­er­able wa­ter-car­ri­er. She had gone a-beg­ging ev­ery­where, im­por­tuned humbly, prayed, im­plored, in­vent­ed fa­bles, swal­lowed the shame of ly­ing and of see­ing that she was not be­lieved. The hu­mil­i­a­tion of con­fess­ing that she had no mon­ey laid by, as was sup­posed, and as, through pride, she had en­cour­aged peo­ple to sup­pose, the sym­pa­thy of peo­ple she de­spised, the re­fusals, the alms, she had un­der­gone ev­ery­thing, en­dured what she would not have en­dured to pro­cure bread for her­self, and not once on­ly, with a sin­gle per­son, but with thir­ty, forty, all those who had giv­en her some­thing or from whom she had hoped for some­thing.

			

			At last she had suc­ceed­ed in col­lect­ing the mon­ey; but it was her mas­ter and had pos­ses­sion of her for­ev­er. Her life thence­forth be­longed to the obli­ga­tions she had en­tered in­to with all these peo­ple, to the ser­vice her deal­ers had ren­dered her, know­ing very well what they were do­ing. She be­longed to her debt, to the sum she would have to pay ev­ery year. She knew it; she knew that all her wages would go in that way; that with the rates of in­ter­est, which she had left en­tire­ly at the dis­cre­tion of her cred­i­tors, and the writ­ten obli­ga­tions de­mand­ed by them, made­moi­selle’s three hun­dred francs would hard­ly suf­fice to pay the in­ter­est on the twen­ty-three hun­dred she had bor­rowed. She knew that she was in debt, that she should be in debt for­ev­er, that she was doomed for­ev­er to pri­va­tion and em­bar­rass­ment, to the strictest econ­o­my in her man­ner of liv­ing and her dress. She had hard­ly any more il­lu­sions as to the Jupil­lons than as to her own fu­ture. She had a pre­sen­ti­ment that her mon­ey was lost so far as they were con­cerned. She had not even based any hopes on the pos­si­bil­i­ty that this sac­ri­fice would touch the young man. She had act­ed on the im­pulse of the mo­ment. If she had been told to die to pre­vent his go­ing, she would have died. The idea of see­ing him a sol­dier, the idea of the bat­tle­field, the can­non, the wound­ed, in pres­ence of which a wom­an shuts her eyes in ter­ror, had led her to do some­thing more than die; to sell her life for that man, to con­sign her­self to ev­er­last­ing pover­ty.

		
	
		
			XXXII

			Dis­or­ders of the ner­vous sys­tem fre­quent­ly re­sult in dis­ar­rang­ing the nat­u­ral se­quence of hu­man joys and sor­rows, in de­stroy­ing their pro­por­tion and equi­lib­ri­um, and in car­ry­ing them to the great­est pos­si­ble ex­cess. It seems that, un­der the in­flu­ence of this dis­ease of sen­si­tive­ness, the sharp­ened, re­fined, spir­i­tu­al­ized sen­sa­tions ex­ceed their nat­u­ral mea­sure and lim­its, reach a point be­yond them­selves, and, as it were, make the en­joy­ment and suf­fer­ing of the in­di­vid­u­al in­fi­nite. So the in­fre­quent joys that Ger­minie still knew were in­sane joys, from which she emerged drunk, and with the phys­i­cal symp­toms of drunk­en­ness.—“Why, my girl,” made­moi­selle some­times could not for­bear say­ing, “any­one would think you were tip­sy.”—“Made­moi­selle makes you pay dear for a lit­tle amuse­ment once in a while!” Ger­minie would re­ply. And when she re­lapsed in­to her sor­row­ful, dis­ap­point­ed, rest­less con­di­tion, her des­o­la­tion was more in­tense, more fran­tic and deliri­ous than her gayety.

			The mo­ment had ar­rived when the ter­ri­ble truth, which she had sus­pect­ed be­fore, at last be­came clear to her. She saw that she had failed to lay hold of Jupil­lon by the de­vo­tion her love had man­i­fest­ed, by strip­ping her­self of all she pos­sessed, by all the pe­cu­niary sac­ri­fices which in­volved her life in the toils and em­bar­rass­ment of a debt it was im­pos­si­ble for her to pay. She felt that he gave her his love grudg­ing­ly, a love to which he im­part­ed all the hu­mil­i­a­tion of an act of char­i­ty. When she told him that she was again en­ceinte, the man whom she was about to make a fa­ther once more said to her: “Well, wom­en like you are amus­ing crea­tures! al­ways full or just emp­ty!” She con­ceived the ideas, the sus­pi­cions that come to gen­uine love when it is be­trayed, the pre­sen­ti­ments of the heart that tell wom­en they are no longer in undis­put­ed pos­ses­sion of their lovers, and that there is an­oth­er be­cause there is like­ly to be an­oth­er.

			She com­plained no more, she wept no more, she in­dulged no more in re­crim­i­na­tion. She aban­doned the strug­gle with this man, armed with in­dif­fer­ence, who, with the cold-blood­ed sar­casm of the vul­gar cad, was so ex­pert in in­sult­ing her pas­sion, her un­rea­son­ing im­puls­es, her wild out­bursts of af­fec­tion. And so, in ag­o­niz­ing res­ig­na­tion, she set her­self the task of wait­ing—for what? She did not know: per­haps un­til he would have no more of her.

			Heart­bro­ken and silent, she kept watch up­on Jupil­lon; she fol­lowed him about and nev­er lost sight of him; she tried to make him speak by in­ter­ject­ing re­marks in his fits of dis­trac­tion. She hov­ered about him, but she saw noth­ing wrong, she could lay hold of noth­ing, de­tect noth­ing; and yet she was con­vinced that there was some­thing and that what she feared was true; she felt a wom­an’s pres­ence in the air.

			One morn­ing, as she went down the street rather ear­li­er than usu­al, she spied him a few yards be­fore her on the side­walk. He was dressed up, and con­stant­ly looked him­self over as he walked along. From time to time he raised his trous­er leg a lit­tle to see the pol­ish on his boots. She fol­lowed him. He went straight on with­out look­ing back. She was not far be­hind him when he reached Place Bré­da. There was a wom­an walk­ing on the square be­side the cab­stand. Ger­minie could see noth­ing of her but her back. Jupil­lon went up to her and she turned: it was his cousin. They be­gan to walk side by side, up and down the square; then they start­ed through Rue Bré­da to­ward Rue de Navarin. There the girl took Jupil­lon’s arm; she did not lean on it at first, but lit­tle by lit­tle, as they pro­ceed­ed, she leaned to­ward him, with the move­ment of a branch when it is bent, and drew clos­er and clos­er. They walked slow­ly, so slow­ly that at times Ger­minie was obliged to stop in or­der to keep at a safe dis­tance from them. They as­cend­ed Rue des Mar­tyrs, passed through Rue de la Tour d’Au­vergne, and went down Rue Mon­tholon. Jupil­lon was talk­ing earnest­ly; the cousin said noth­ing, but lis­tened to Jupil­lon, and walked on with the ab­sent­mind­ed air of a wom­an smelling of a bou­quet, now and then dart­ing a lit­tle vague glance on one side or the oth­er—the glance of a fright­ened child.

			When they reached Rue Lamar­tine, op­po­site the Pas­sage des Deux-Sœurs, they turned. Ger­minie had bare­ly time to throw her­self in at a hall door. They passed with­out see­ing her. The lit­tle one was very se­ri­ous and walked slow­ly. Jupil­lon was talk­ing in­to her ear. They stopped for a mo­ment; Jupil­lon ges­tic­u­lat­ed earnest­ly; the girl stared fixed­ly at the pave­ment. Ger­minie thought they were about to part; but they re­sumed their walk to­geth­er and made four or five turns, pass­ing back and forth by the end of the pas­sage. At last they turned in; Ger­minie dart­ed from her hid­ing-place and rushed af­ter them. From the gate­way of the pas­sage she saw the skirt of a dress dis­ap­pear through the door of a small fur­nished lodg­ing-house, be­side a wineshop. She ran to the door, looked in­to the hall and could see noth­ing. There­upon all her blood rushed to her head, with one thought, a sin­gle thought that her lips kept re­peat­ing like an id­iot: “Vit­ri­ol! vit­ri­ol! vit­ri­ol!” And as her thoughts were in­stant­ly trans­formed in­to the act of which she thought, and her delir­i­um trans­port­ed her abrupt­ly to the crime she con­tem­plat­ed, she said to her­self that she would go up the stairs with the bot­tle well hid­den un­der her shawl; she would knock at the door very loud and con­tin­u­ous­ly. He would come at last and would open the door a crack. She would say noth­ing to him, not her name even. She would go in with­out heed­ing him. She was strong enough to kill him! and she would go to the bed, to her! She would take her by the arm and say: “Yes it’s me—this is for your life!” And over her face, her throat, her skin, over ev­ery­thing about her that was youth­ful and at­trac­tive and that in­vit­ed love, Ger­minie watched the vit­ri­ol sear and seam and burn and hiss, trans­form­ing her in­to a hor­ri­ble ob­ject that filled Ger­minie’s heart to over­flow­ing with joy! The bot­tle was emp­ty, and she laughed! And, in her fright­ful dream, her body al­so dream­ing, her feet be­gan to move. She walked un­con­scious­ly down the pas­sage, in­to the street and to a gro­cer’s shop. Ten min­utes she stood mo­tion­less at the counter, with eyes that did not see, the va­cant, wan­der­ing eyes of one who has mur­der in his heart.

			“Well, well, what do you want?” said the gro­cer’s wife testi­ly, al­most fright­ened by the bear­ing of this wom­an who did not stir.

			“What do I want?” said Ger­minie. She was so filled, so pos­sessed with the thought of what she want­ed that she be­lieved she had asked for vit­ri­ol. “What do I want?”—She passed her hand across her fore­head.—“Ah! I don’t know now.”

			And she left the shop, stum­bling as she went.

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			In the tor­ment of the life she was lead­ing, in which she suf­fered the hor­rors of death and of un­sat­is­fied pas­sion, Ger­minie, seek­ing to dead­en her ghast­ly thoughts, had re­mem­bered the glass she had tak­en from Adèle’s hand one morn­ing, which gave her a whole day of obliv­ion. From that day she had tak­en to drink. She had be­gun with the lit­tle morn­ing draughts to which the maids of kept wom­en are ad­dict­ed. She had drunk with this one and with that one. She had drunk with men who came to break­fast at the cream­ery; she had drunk with Adèle, who drank like a man and who took a base de­light in see­ing this vir­tu­ous wom­an’s maid de­scend as low as her­self.

			At first she had need­ed ex­cite­ment, com­pa­ny, the clink­ing of glass­es, the en­cour­age­ment of speech, the in­spi­ra­tion of the chal­lenge, in or­der to arouse the de­sire to drink; but she had soon reached the point where she drank alone. Then it was that she be­gan to car­ry home a half-filled glass un­der her apron and hide it in a cor­ner of the kitchen; that she had tak­en to drink­ing those mix­tures of white wine and brandy, of which she would take draught up­on draught un­til she had found that for which she thirst­ed—sleep. For what she craved was not the fevered brain, the hap­py con­fu­sion, the liv­ing fol­ly, the deliri­ous, wak­ing dream of drunk­en­ness; what she need­ed, what she sought was the neg­a­tive joy of sleep, Lethean, dream­less sleep, a lead­en sleep fall­ing up­on her like the blow of the sledge up­on the ox’s head: and she found it in those com­pounds which struck her down and stretched her out face down­ward on the waxed cov­er of the kitchen ta­ble.

			To sleep that over­pow­er­ing sleep, to wal­low, by day, in that mid­night dark­ness, had come to mean to her a truce, de­liv­er­ance from an ex­is­tence that she had not the courage to con­tin­ue or to end. An over­whelm­ing long­ing for obliv­ion was all she felt when she awoke. The hours of her life that she passed in pos­ses­sion of her fac­ul­ties, con­tem­plat­ing her­self, ex­am­in­ing her con­science, look­ing on at her own shame, seemed to her so ex­e­crable! She pre­ferred to kill them. There was noth­ing in the world but sleep to make her for­get ev­ery­thing—the con­gest­ed sleep of in­tox­i­ca­tion, which lulls its vic­tim with the arms of Death.

			In that glass, from which she forced her­self to drink, and which she emp­tied in a sort of fren­zy, her suf­fer­ings, her sor­rows, all her hor­ri­ble present would be drowned and dis­ap­pear. In a half hour, her mind would have ceased to think, her life would have ceased to ex­ist; noth­ing of her sur­round­ings would have any be­ing for her, there would be no more time even, so far as she was con­cerned. “I drink away my trou­bles!” she said to a wom­an who told her that she would wreck her health by drink­ing. And as, in the pe­ri­ods of re­ac­tion that fol­lowed her de­bauch­es, there came to her a more painful feel­ing of her own shame, a greater sense of des­o­la­tion and a fiercer de­tes­ta­tion of her mis­takes and her sins, she sought stronger de­coc­tions of al­co­hol, more fiery brandy, and even drank pure ab­sinthe, in or­der to pro­duce a more death­ly lethar­gy, and to make her more ut­ter­ly obliv­i­ous to ev­ery­thing.

			She end­ed by at­tain­ing in this way whole half days of un­con­scious­ness, from which she emerged on­ly half awake, with be­numbed in­tel­li­gence, blunt­ed per­cep­tions, hands that did things by force of habit, the mo­tions of a som­nam­bu­list, a body and a mind in which thought, will, mem­o­ry seemed still to re­tain the drowsi­ness and vague­ness of the con­fused wak­ing hours of the morn­ing.

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			Half an hour af­ter the hor­ri­ble meet­ing when—her mind hav­ing dab­bled in crime as if with her fin­gers—she had de­ter­mined to dis­fig­ure her ri­val with vit­ri­ol and had be­lieved that she had done so, Ger­minie re­turned to Rue de Laval with a bot­tle of brandy pro­cured at the gro­cer’s.

			For two weeks she had been mis­tress of the apart­ment, free to in­dulge her brutish ap­petite. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, who as a gen­er­al rule hard­ly stirred from her chair, had gone, strange­ly enough, to pass six weeks with an old friend in the coun­try; and she de­cid­ed not to take Ger­minie with her for fear of set­ting a bad ex­am­ple to the oth­er ser­vants, and arous­ing their jeal­ousy of a maid who was ac­cus­tomed to very light du­ties and was treat­ed on a dif­fer­ent foot­ing from them­selves.

			Ger­minie went in­to made­moi­selle’s bed­room and took no more time than was nec­es­sary to throw her shawl and hat on the floor be­fore she be­gan to drink, with the neck of the bot­tle be­tween her teeth, pour­ing down the liq­uid hur­ried­ly un­til ev­ery­thing in the room was whirling around her, and she re­mem­bered noth­ing of the day. There­upon, stag­ger­ing, feel­ing that she was about to fall, she tried to throw her­self on her mis­tress’s bed to sleep; but her dizzi­ness threw her against the night ta­ble. From that she fell to the floor and lay with­out mov­ing; she sim­ply snored. But the blow was so vi­o­lent that dur­ing the night she had a mis­car­riage, fol­lowed by one of those hem­or­rhages in which the life of­ten ebbs away. She tried to rise and go out on the land­ing to call; she tried to stand up: she could not. She felt that she was glid­ing on to death, en­ter­ing its por­tals and de­scend­ing with gen­tle mod­er­a­tion. At last, sum­mon­ing all her strength for a fi­nal ef­fort, she dragged her­self as far as the hall door; but it was im­pos­si­ble for her to lift her head to the key­hole, im­pos­si­ble to cry out. And she would have died where she lay had not Adèle, as she was pass­ing in the morn­ing, heard a groan, and, in her alarm, fetched a lock­smith to open the door, and af­ter­ward a mid­wife to at­tend to the dy­ing wom­an.

			When made­moi­selle re­turned a month lat­er, she found Ger­minie up and about, but so weak that she was con­stant­ly obliged to sit down, and so pale that she seemed to have no blood left in her body. They told her that she had had a hem­or­rhage of which she near­ly died: made­moi­selle sus­pect­ed noth­ing.

		
	
		
			XXXV

			Ger­minie wel­comed made­moi­selle’s re­turn with melt­ing ca­ress­es, wet with tears. Her af­fec­tion­ate man­ner was like a sick child’s; she had the same cling­ing gen­tle­ness, the im­plor­ing ex­pres­sion, the melan­choly of timid, fright­ened suf­fer­ing. She sought ex­cus­es for touch­ing her mis­tress with her white blue-veined hands. She ap­proached her with a sort of trem­bling and fer­vent hu­mil­i­ty. Very of­ten, as she sat fac­ing her up­on a stool, and looked up at her with eyes like a dog’s, she would rise and go and kiss some part of her dress, then re­sume her seat, and in a mo­ment be­gin again.

			There was heartrend­ing en­treaty in these ca­ress­es, these kiss­es of Ger­minie’s. Death, whose foot­steps she had heard ap­proach­ing her as if it were a liv­ing per­son; the hours of ut­ter pros­tra­tion, when, as she lay in her bed, alone with her­self, she had re­viewed her whole past life; the con­scious­ness of the shame of all she had con­cealed from Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil; the fear of a judg­ment of God, ris­ing from the depths of her for­mer re­li­gious ideas; all the re­proach­es, all the ap­pre­hen­sions that whis­per in the ear of a dy­ing agony had aroused a hor­ri­ble dread in her con­science; and re­morse—the re­morse that she had nev­er been able to put down—was now alive and cry­ing aloud in her en­fee­bled, bro­ken body, as yet but par­tial­ly re­stored to life, as yet scarce­ly firm in the per­sua­sion that it was alive.

			Ger­minie’s was not one of those for­tu­nate na­tures that do wrong and leave the mem­o­ry of it be­hind them, and nev­er feel a twinge of re­gret. She had not, like Adèle, one of those vul­gar ma­te­ri­al or­ga­ni­za­tions, which nev­er al­low them­selves to be af­fect­ed by any but an­i­mal im­puls­es. She was not blessed with one of those con­sciences which es­cape suf­fer­ing by virtue of mere brutish­ness, or of that dense stu­pid­i­ty in which a wom­an veg­e­tates, sin­ning be­cause she knows no bet­ter. In her case, an un­healthy sen­si­tive­ness, a sort of cere­bral ex­cite­ment, a dis­po­si­tion on the part of the brain to be al­ways on the alert, to work it­self in­to a fren­zy of bit­ter­ness, anx­i­ety and dis­con­tent with it­self, a moral sense that stood erect, as it were, af­ter ev­ery one of her back­slid­ings, all the char­ac­ter­is­tics of a sen­si­tive mind, pre­des­tined to mis­for­tune, unit­ed to tor­ture her, and to re­new day af­ter day, more open­ly and more cru­el­ly in her de­spair, the agony due to acts that would hard­ly have caused such long-con­tin­ued suf­fer­ing in many wom­en in her sta­tion.

			Ger­minie yield­ed to the im­pulse of pas­sion; but as soon as she had yield­ed to it she de­spised her­self. Even in the ex­cite­ment of plea­sure she could not en­tire­ly for­get and lose her­self. The im­age of made­moi­selle al­ways arose be­fore her, with her stern, moth­er­ly face. Ger­minie did not be­come im­mod­est in the same de­gree that she aban­doned her­self to her pas­sions and sank low­er and low­er in vice. The de­grad­ing depths to which she de­scend­ed did not for­ti­fy her against her dis­gust and hor­ror of her­self. Habit did not hard­en her. Her de­filed con­science re­ject­ed its de­file­ment, strug­gled fierce­ly in its shame, rent it­self in its re­pen­tance and did not for one sec­ond per­mit it­self the full en­joy­ment of vice, was nev­er com­plete­ly stunned by its fall.

			And so when made­moi­selle, for­get­ting that she was a ser­vant, leaned over to her with the brusque fa­mil­iar­i­ty of tone and ges­ture that went straight to her heart, Ger­minie, con­fused and over­come with blush­ing timid­i­ty, was speech­less and seemed bereft of sense un­der the hor­ri­ble tor­ture caused by the con­scious­ness of her own un­wor­thi­ness. She would fly from the room, she would in­vent some pre­text to es­cape from that af­fec­tion which she so shame­ful­ly be­trayed, and which, when it touched her, stirred her re­morse to shud­der­ing ac­tiv­i­ty.

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			The mirac­u­lous part of this dis­or­der­ly, aban­doned life, this life of shame and mis­ery, was that it did not be­come known. Ger­minie al­lowed no trace of any­thing to ap­pear out­side; she al­lowed noth­ing to rise to her lips, noth­ing to be seen in her face, noth­ing to be no­ticed in her man­ner, and the ac­cursed back­ground of her ex­is­tence re­mained hid­den from her mis­tress.

			It had, in­deed, some­times oc­curred to made­moi­selle in a vague way that her maid had some se­cret, some­thing that she was con­ceal­ing from her, some­thing that was ob­scure in her life. She had had mo­ments of doubt, of sus­pi­cion, an in­stinc­tive feel­ing of un­easi­ness, con­fused glimpses of some­thing wrong, a faint scent that elud­ed her and van­ished in the gloom. She had thought at times that she had stum­bled up­on sealed, un­re­spon­sive re­cess­es in the girl’s heart, up­on a mys­tery, up­on some un­light­ed pas­sage of her life. Again, at times it had seemed to her that her maid’s eyes did not say what her mouth said. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly, she had re­mem­bered a phrase that Ger­minie of­ten re­peat­ed: “A sin hid­den, a sin half for­giv­en.” But the thing that filled her thoughts above all else was amaze­ment that Ger­minie, de­spite the in­crease in her wages and the lit­tle gifts that she gave her al­most ev­ery day, nev­er pur­chased any­thing for her toi­let, had no new dress­es or linen. Where did her mon­ey go? She had al­most ad­mit­ted hav­ing with­drawn her eigh­teen hun­dred francs from the sav­ings bank. Made­moi­selle ru­mi­nat­ed over it, then said to her­self that that was the whole of her maid’s mys­tery; it was about mon­ey, she was short of funds, doubt­less on ac­count of some obli­ga­tions she had en­tered in­to long ago for her fam­i­ly, and per­haps she had been send­ing more mon­ey to “her canaille of a broth­er-in-law.” She was so kind­heart­ed and had so lit­tle sys­tem! She had so lit­tle idea of the val­ue of a hun­dred-sou piece! That was all there was to it: made­moi­selle was sure of it; and as she knew the girl’s ob­sti­nate na­ture and had no hope of in­duc­ing her to change her mind, she said noth­ing to her. If this ex­pla­na­tion did not ful­ly sat­is­fy made­moi­selle, she at­trib­uted what there was strange and mys­te­ri­ous in her maid’s be­hav­ior to her some­what se­cre­tive na­ture, which re­tained some­thing of the char­ac­ter­is­tic dis­trust of the peas­ant, who is jeal­ous of her own pet­ty af­fairs and takes de­light in bury­ing a cor­ner of her life away down in her heart, as the vil­lager hoards his sous in a woolen stock­ing. Or else she per­suad­ed her­self that it was her ill health, her state of con­tin­u­al suf­fer­ing that was re­spon­si­ble for her whims and her habit of dis­sim­u­la­tion. And her mind, in its in­ter­est­ed search for mo­tives, stopped at that point, with the in­do­lence and a lit­tle of the self­ish­ness of old peo­ple’s minds, who, hav­ing an in­stinc­tive dread of fi­nal re­sults and of the re­al char­ac­ters of their ac­quain­tances, pre­fer not to be too in­quis­i­tive or to know too much. Who knows? Per­haps all this mys­tery was noth­ing but a pal­try mat­ter, un­wor­thy to dis­turb or to in­ter­est her, some pet­ty wom­an’s quar­rel. She went to sleep there­upon, re­as­sured, and ceased to cud­gel her brains.

			In truth, how could made­moi­selle have guessed Ger­minie’s degra­da­tion and the hor­ror of her se­cret! In her most poignant suf­fer­ing, in her wildest in­tox­i­ca­tion, the un­hap­py crea­ture re­tained the in­cred­i­ble strength nec­es­sary to sup­press and keep back ev­ery­thing. From her pas­sion­ate, over­charged na­ture, which found re­lief so nat­u­ral­ly in ex­pan­sion, nev­er a word es­caped or a syl­la­ble that cast a ray of light up­on her se­cret. Mor­ti­fi­ca­tion, con­tempt, dis­ap­point­ment, self-sac­ri­fice, the death of her child, the treach­ery of her lover, the dy­ing agony of her love, all re­mained voice­less with­in her, as if she sti­fled their cries by press­ing her hands up­on her heart. Her rare at­tacks of weak­ness, when she seemed to be strug­gling with pains that stran­gled her, the fierce, fever­ish ca­ress­es lav­ished up­on Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, the sud­den parox­ysms, as if she were try­ing to give birth to some­thing, al­ways end­ed with­out words and found re­lief in tears.

			Even ill­ness, with its re­sult­ing weak­ness and en­er­va­tion, forced noth­ing from her. It could make no im­pres­sion on that hero­ic res­o­lu­tion to keep silent to the end. Hys­ter­i­cal at­tacks ex­tort­ed shrieks from her and noth­ing but shrieks. When she was a girl she dreamed aloud; she forced her dreams to cease speak­ing, she closed the lips of her sleep. As made­moi­selle might have dis­cov­ered from her breath that she had been drink­ing, she ate shal­lots and gar­lic, and con­cealed the fumes of liquor with their of­fen­sive odors. She even trained her in­tox­i­ca­tion, her drunk­en tor­por to awake at her mis­tress’s foot­step, and re­main awake in her pres­ence.

			Thus she led, as it were, two lives. She was like two wom­en, and by dint of en­er­gy, adroit­ness and fem­i­nine diplo­ma­cy, with a self-as­sur­ance that nev­er failed her even in the men­tal con­fu­sion caused by drink, she suc­ceed­ed in sep­a­rat­ing those two ex­is­tences, in liv­ing them both with­out min­gling them, in nev­er al­low­ing the two wom­en that lived in her to be con­found­ed with each oth­er, in con­tin­u­ing to be, with Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, the vir­tu­ous, re­spectable girl she had been, in emerg­ing from her or­gies with­out car­ry­ing away the taste of them, in dis­play­ing, when she left her lover, a sort of old-maid­ish mod­esty, shocked by the scan­dalous cour­ses of oth­er maids. She nev­er ut­tered a word or bore her­self in a way to arouse a sus­pi­cion of her clan­des­tine life; noth­ing about her con­veyed a hint as to the way her nights were passed. When she placed her foot up­on the door­mat out­side Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s apart­ments, when she ap­proached her, when she stood be­fore her, she adopt­ed the tone and the at­ti­tude, even to a cer­tain way of hold­ing the dress, which re­lieve a wom­an from so much as a sus­pi­cion of hav­ing aught to do with men. She talked freely up­on all sub­jects, as if she had noth­ing to blush for. She spoke with bit­ter­ness of the mis­do­ings and shame of oth­ers, as if she were her­self be­yond re­proach. She joked with her mis­tress about love, in a jovial, un­em­bar­rassed, in­dif­fer­ent tone; to hear her you would have thought she was talk­ing of an old ac­quain­tance of whom she had lost sight. And in the eyes of all those who saw her on­ly as Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil did and at her home, there was a cer­tain at­mos­phere of chasti­ty about her thir­ty-five years, the odor of stern, unim­peach­able virtue, pe­cu­liar to mid­dle-aged maid­ser­vants and plain wom­en.

			And yet all this false­hood in the mat­ter of ap­pear­ances was not hypocrisy in Ger­minie. It did not arise from down­right du­plic­i­ty, from cor­rupt striv­ing for ef­fect: it was her af­fec­tion for made­moi­selle that made her what she was with her. She was de­ter­mined at any price to save her the grief of see­ing her as she was, of go­ing to the bot­tom of her char­ac­ter. She de­ceived her sole­ly in or­der to re­tain her af­fec­tion—with a sort of re­spect; and a feel­ing of ven­er­a­tion, al­most of piety, stole in­to the ghast­ly com­e­dy she was play­ing, like the feel­ing a girl has who lies to her moth­er in or­der not to rend her heart.

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			To lie! noth­ing was left for her but that. She felt that it was an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty to draw back from her present po­si­tion. She did not even en­ter­tain the idea of an at­tempt to es­cape from it, it seemed such a hope­less task, she was so cow­ard­ly, so crushed and de­grad­ed, and she felt that she was still so firm­ly bound to that man by all sorts of vile, de­grad­ing chains, even by the con­tempt that he no longer tried to con­ceal from her!

			Some­times, as she re­flect­ed up­on her plight, she was dis­mayed. The sim­ple ideas and ter­rors of the peas­antry re­curred to her mind. And the su­per­sti­tions of her youth whis­pered to her that the man had cast a spell up­on her, that he had per­haps giv­en her en­chant­ed bread to eat. Oth­er­wise would she have been what she was? Would she have felt, at the mere sight of him, that thrill of emo­tion through her whole frame, that al­most brute-like sen­sa­tion of the ap­proach of a mas­ter? Would she have felt her whole body, her mouth, her arms, her lov­ing and ca­ress­ing ges­tures in­vol­un­tar­i­ly go out to him? Would she have be­longed to him so ab­so­lute­ly? Long and bit­ter­ly she dwelt up­on all that should have cured her, res­cued her: the man’s dis­dain, his in­sults, the de­grad­ing con­ces­sions he had forced from her; and she was com­pelled to ad­mit that there had been noth­ing too pre­cious for her to sac­ri­fice to him, and that for him she had swal­lowed the things she loathed most bit­ter­ly. She tried to imag­ine the de­gree of degra­da­tion to which her love would refuse to de­scend, and she could con­ceive of none. He could do what he chose with her, in­sult her, beat her, and she would re­main un­der his heel! She could not think of her­self as not be­long­ing to him. She could not think of her­self with­out him. To have that man to love was nec­es­sary to her ex­is­tence; she de­rived warmth from him, she lived by him, she breathed him. There seemed to be no par­al­lel case to hers among the wom­en of her con­di­tion whom she knew. No one of her com­rades car­ried in­to a li­ai­son the in­ten­si­ty, the bit­ter­ness, the tor­ture, the en­joy­ment of suf­fer­ing that she found in hers. No one of them car­ried in­to it that which was killing her and which she could not dis­pense with.

			To her­self she ap­peared an ex­tra­or­di­nary crea­ture, of an ex­cep­tion­al na­ture, with the tem­per­a­ment of an­i­mals whom ill-treat­ment binds the clos­er to their mas­ters. There were days when she did not know her­self, and when she won­dered if she were still the same wom­an. As she went over in her mind all the base deeds to which Jupil­lon had in­duced her to stoop, she could not be­lieve that it was re­al­ly she who had sub­mit­ted to it. Had she, vi­o­lent and im­pul­sive as she knew her­self to be, boil­ing over with fiery pas­sions, re­bel­lious and hot­head­ed, ex­hib­it­ed such docil­i­ty and res­ig­na­tion? She had re­pressed her wrath, forced back the mur­der­ous thoughts that had crowd­ed to her brain so many times! She had al­ways obeyed, al­ways pos­sessed her soul in pa­tience, al­ways hung her head! She had forced her na­ture, her in­stincts, her pride, her van­i­ty, and more than all else, her jeal­ousy, the fierce pas­sions of her heart, to crawl at that man’s feet! For the sake of keep­ing him she had stooped to share him, to al­low him to have mis­tress­es, to re­ceive him from the hands of oth­ers, to seek a part of his cheek on which his cousin had not kissed him! And now, af­ter all these sac­ri­fices, with which she had wea­ried him, she re­tained her hold up­on him by a still more dis­taste­ful sac­ri­fice: she drew him to her by gifts, she opened her purse to him to in­duce him to keep ap­point­ments with her, she pur­chased his good-hu­mor by grat­i­fy­ing his whims and his caprices; she paid this brute, who hag­gled over the price of his kiss­es and de­mand­ed pour­boires of love! And she lived from day to day in con­stant dread of what the mis­er­able vil­lain would de­mand of her on the mor­row.

		
	
		
			XXXVIII

			“He must have twen­ty francs,” Ger­minie me­chan­i­cal­ly re­peat­ed the sen­tence to her­self sev­er­al times, but her thoughts did not go be­yond the words she ut­tered. The walk and the climb up five flights of stairs had made her dizzy. She fell in a sit­ting pos­ture on the greasy couch in the kitchen, hung her head, and laid her arms on the ta­ble. Her ears were ring­ing. Her ideas went and came in a dis­or­der­ly throng, sti­fling one an­oth­er in her brain, and of them all but one re­mained, more and more dis­tinct and per­sis­tent: “He must have twen­ty francs! twen­ty francs! twen­ty francs!” And she looked as if she ex­pect­ed to find them some­where there, in the fire­place, in the waste­bas­ket, un­der the stove. Then she thought of the peo­ple who owed her, of a Ger­man maid who had promised to re­pay her more than a year be­fore. She rose and tied her cap­strings. She no longer said: “He must have twen­ty francs;” she said: “I will get them.”

			She went down to Adèle: “You haven’t twen­ty francs for a note that just came, have you? Made­moi­selle has gone out.”

			“Noth­ing here,” said Adèle; “I gave madame my last twen­ty francs last night to get her sup­per. The jade hasn’t come back yet. Will you have thir­ty sous?”

			She ran to the gro­cer’s. It was Sun­day, and three o’clock in the af­ter­noon: the gro­cer had closed his shop.

			There were a num­ber of peo­ple at the fruit­wom­an’s; she asked for four sous’ worth of herbs.

			“I haven’t any mon­ey,” said she. She hoped that the wom­an would say: “Do you want some?” In­stead of that, she said: “What an idea! as if I was afraid of you!” There were oth­er maids there, so she went out with­out say­ing any­thing more.

			“Is there any­thing for us?” she said to the concierge. “Ah! by the way, my Pipelet, you don’t hap­pen to have twen­ty francs about you, do you? it will save my go­ing way up­stairs again.”

			“Forty, if you want—”

			She breathed freely. The concierge went to a desk at the back of the lodge. “Sapristi! my wife has tak­en the key. Why! how pale you are!”

			“It isn’t any­thing.” And she rushed out in­to the court­yard to­ward the door of the ser­vant’s stair­case.

			This is what she thought as she went up­stairs: “There are peo­ple who find twen­ty-franc pieces. He need­ed them to­day, he told me. Made­moi­selle gave me my mon­ey not five days ago, and I can’t ask her. Af­ter all, what are twen­ty francs more or less to her? The gro­cer would sure­ly have lent them to me. I had an­oth­er gro­cer on Rue Tait­bout: he didn’t close till evening Sun­days.”

			She was in front of her own door. She leaned over the rail of the oth­er stair­case, looked to see if any­one was com­ing up, en­tered her room, went straight to made­moi­selle’s bed­cham­ber, opened the win­dow and breathed long and hard with her el­bows on the win­dowsill. Spar­rows has­tened to her from the neigh­bor­ing chim­neys, think­ing that she was go­ing to toss bread to them. She closed the win­dow and glanced at the top of the com­mode—first at a vein of mar­ble, then at a lit­tle san­dal­wood box, then at the key—a small steel key left in the lock. Sud­den­ly there was a ring­ing in her ears; she thought that the bell rang. She ran and opened the door: there was no one there. She re­turned with the cer­tain­ty that she was alone, went to the kitchen for a cloth and be­gan to rub a ma­hogany arm­chair, turn­ing her back to the com­mode; but she could still see the box, she could see it ly­ing open, she could see the coins at the right where made­moi­selle kept her gold, the pa­pers in which she wrapped it, a hun­dred francs in each;—her twen­ty francs were there! She closed her eyes as if the light daz­zled them. She felt a dizzi­ness in her con­science; but im­me­di­ate­ly her whole be­ing rose in re­volt against her, and it seemed to her as if her heart in its in­dig­na­tion rose to her throat. In an in­stant the hon­or of her whole life stood erect be­tween her hand and that key. Her up­right, un­selfish, de­vot­ed past, twen­ty years of re­sis­tance to the evil coun­sels and the cor­rup­tion of that foul quar­ter, twen­ty years of scorn for theft, twen­ty years in which her pock­et had not held back a sou from her em­ploy­ers, twen­ty years of in­dif­fer­ence to gain, twen­ty years in which temp­ta­tion had nev­er come near her, her long main­tained and nat­u­ral virtue, made­moi­selle’s con­fi­dence in her—all these things came to her mind in a sin­gle in­stant. Her youth­ful years clung to her and took pos­ses­sion of her. From her fam­i­ly, from the mem­o­ry of her par­ents, from the un­sul­lied rep­u­ta­tion of her wretch­ed name, from the dead from whom she was de­scend­ed, there arose a mur­mur as of guardian an­gels hov­er­ing about her. For one sec­ond she was saved.

			And then, in­sen­si­bly, evil thoughts glid­ed one by one in­to her brain. She sought for sub­jects of bit­ter­ness, for ex­cus­es for in­grat­i­tude to her mis­tress. She com­pared with her own wages the wages of which the oth­er maids in the house boast­ed vain­glo­ri­ous­ly. She con­clud­ed that made­moi­selle was very for­tu­nate to have her in her ser­vice, and that she should have in­creased her wages more since she had been with her.

			“And then,” she sud­den­ly asked her­self, “why does she leave the key in her box?” And she be­gan to re­flect there­upon that the mon­ey in the box was not used for liv­ing ex­pens­es, but had been laid aside by made­moi­selle to buy a vel­vet dress for a god­daugh­ter.—“Sleep­ing mon­ey,” she said to her­self. She mar­shaled her rea­sons with pre­cip­i­ta­tion, as if to make it im­pos­si­ble to dis­cuss them. “And then, it’s on­ly for once. She would lend them to me if I asked her. And I will re­turn them.”

			She put out her hand and turned the key. She stopped; it seemed to her that the in­tense si­lence round about was lis­ten­ing to her and look­ing at her. She raised her eyes: the mir­ror threw back her face at her. Be­fore that face, her own, she was afraid; she re­coiled in ter­ror and shame as if be­fore the face of her crime: it was a thief’s head that she had up­on her shoul­ders!

			She fled in­to the cor­ri­dor. Sud­den­ly she turned up­on her heel, went straight to the box, turned the key, put in her hand, fum­bled un­der the hair trin­kets and sou­venirs, felt in a roll of five louis and took out one piece, closed the box and rushed in­to the kitchen. She had the lit­tle coin in her hand and dared not look at it.

		
	
		
			XXXIX

			Then it was that Ger­minie’s abase­ment and degra­da­tion be­gan to be vis­i­ble in her per­son­al ap­pear­ance, to make her stupid and sloven­ly. A sort of drowsi­ness came over her ideas. She was no longer keen and prompt of ap­pre­hen­sion. What she had read and what she had learned seemed to es­cape her. Her mem­o­ry, which for­mer­ly re­tained ev­ery­thing, be­came con­fused and un­re­li­able. The sharp wit of the Parisian maid­ser­vant grad­u­al­ly van­ished from her con­ver­sa­tion, her re­torts, her laugh­ter. Her face, once so an­i­mat­ed, was no longer light­ed up by gleams of in­tel­li­gence. In her whole per­son you would have said that she had be­come once more the stupid peas­ant girl that she was when she came from her prov­ince, when she went to a sta­tion­er’s for gin­ger­bread. She seemed not to un­der­stand. As made­moi­selle ex­pressed it, she made faces like an id­iot. She was obliged to ex­plain to her, to re­peat two or three times things that Ger­minie had al­ways grasped on the mer­est hint. She asked her­self, when she saw how slow and tor­pid she was, if some­body had not ex­changed her maid for an­oth­er.—“Why, you’re get­ting to be a per­fect im­be­cile!” she would some­times say to her testi­ly. She re­mem­bered the time when Ger­minie was so use­ful about find­ing dates, writ­ing an ad­dress on a card, telling her what day they had put in the wood or broached the cask of wine—all of which were things that her old brain could not re­mem­ber. Now Ger­minie re­mem­bered noth­ing. In the evening, when she went over her ac­counts with made­moi­selle, she could not think what she had bought in the morn­ing; she would say: “Wait!” but she would sim­ply pass her hand vague­ly across her brow; noth­ing would come to her mind. Made­moi­selle, to save her tired old eyes, had fall­en in­to the habit of hav­ing Ger­minie read the news­pa­per to her; but she got to stum­bling so and read­ing with so lit­tle in­tel­li­gence, that made­moi­selle was com­pelled to de­cline her ser­vices with thanks.

			As her fac­ul­ties failed, she aban­doned and ne­glect­ed her body in a like de­gree. She gave no thought to her dress, nor to clean­li­ness even. In her in­dif­fer­ence she re­tained noth­ing of a wom­an’s nat­u­ral so­lic­i­tude touch­ing her per­son­al ap­pear­ance; she did not dress de­cent­ly. She wore dress­es spot­ted with grease and torn un­der the arms, aprons in rags, worn stock­ings in shoes that were out at heel. She al­lowed the cook­ing, the smoke, the coal, the wax, to soil her hands and face and sim­ply wiped them as she would af­ter dust­ing. For­mer­ly she had had the one co­quet­tish and lux­u­ri­ous in­stinct of poor wom­en, a love for clean linen. No one in the house had fresh­er caps than she. Her sim­ple lit­tle col­lars were al­ways of that snowy white­ness that lights up the skin so pret­ti­ly and makes the whole per­son clean. Now she wore frayed, dirty caps which looked as if she had slept in them. She went with­out ruf­fles, her col­lar made a band of filth against the skin of her neck, and you felt that she was less clean be­neath than above. An odor of pover­ty, rank and musty, arose from her. Some­times it was so strong that Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil could not re­frain from say­ing to her: “Go and change your clothes, my girl—you smell of the poor!”

			In the street she no longer looked as if she be­longed to any re­spectable per­son. She had not the ap­pear­ance of a vir­tu­ous wom­an’s maid. She lost the as­pect of a ser­vant who, by dint of dis­play­ing her self-es­teem and self-re­spect even in her garb, re­flects in her per­son the hon­or and the pride of her mas­ters. From day to day she sank near­er to the lev­el of that ab­ject, shame­less crea­ture whose dress drags in the gut­ter—a dirty slat­tern.

			As she ne­glect­ed her­self, so she ne­glect­ed ev­ery­thing about her. She kept noth­ing in or­der, she did no clean­ing or wash­ing. She al­lowed dirt and dis­or­der to make their way in­to the apart­ments, to in­vade made­moi­selle’s own sanc­tum, with whose neat­ness made­moi­selle was for­mer­ly so well pleased and so proud. The dust col­lect­ed there, the spi­ders spun their webs be­hind the frames, the mir­rors were as if cov­ered with a veil; the mar­ble man­tels, the ma­hogany fur­ni­ture, lost their lus­tre; moths flew up from the car­pets which were nev­er shak­en, worms en­sconced them­selves where the brush and broom no longer came to dis­turb them; ne­glect spread a film of dust over all the sleep­ing, ne­glect­ed ob­jects that were for­mer­ly awak­ened and en­livened ev­ery morn­ing by the maid’s ac­tive hand. A dozen times made­moi­selle had tried to spur Ger­minie’s self-es­teem to ac­tion; but there­upon, for a whole day, there was such a fran­tic scrub­bing, ac­com­pa­nied by such gusts of ill-hu­mor, that made­moi­selle would take an oath nev­er to try again. One day, how­ev­er, she made bold to write Ger­minie’s name with her fin­ger in the dust on her mir­ror; Ger­minie did not for­give her for a week. At last made­moi­selle be­came re­signed. She hard­ly ven­tured to re­mark mild­ly, when she saw that her maid was in good hu­mor: “Con­fess, Ger­minie, that the dust is very well treat­ed with us!”

			To the won­der­ing ob­ser­va­tions of the friends who still came to see her and whom Ger­minie was forced to ad­mit, made­moi­selle would re­ply, in a com­pas­sion­ate, sym­pa­thet­ic tone: “Yes, it is filthy, I know! But what can you ex­pect? Ger­minie’s sick, and I pre­fer that she shouldn’t kill her­self.” Some­times, when Ger­minie had gone out, she would ven­ture to rub a cloth over a com­mode or touch a frame with the duster, with her gouty hands. She would do it hur­ried­ly, afraid of be­ing scold­ed, of hav­ing a scene, if the maid should re­turn and de­tect her.

			Ger­minie did al­most no work; she bare­ly served made­moi­selle’s meals. She had re­duced her mis­tress’s break­fast and din­ner to the sim­plest dish­es, those which she could cook most eas­i­ly and quick­ly. She made her bed with­out rais­ing the mat­tress, à l’Anglaise. The ser­vant that she had been was not to be rec­og­nized in her, did not ex­ist in her, ex­cept on the days when made­moi­selle gave a small din­ner par­ty, the num­ber of cov­ers be­ing al­ways con­sid­er­able on ac­count of the par­ty of chil­dren in­vit­ed. On those days Ger­minie emerged, as if by en­chant­ment, from her in­do­lence and ap­a­thy, and, putting forth a sort of fever­ish strength, she re­cov­ered all her for­mer en­er­gy in face of her ovens and the length­ened ta­ble. And made­moi­selle was dumb­found­ed to see her, all by her­self, de­clin­ing as­sis­tance and ca­pa­ble of any­thing, pre­pare in a few hours a din­ner for half a score of per­sons, serve it and clear the ta­ble af­ter­wards, with the nim­ble hands and all the quick dex­ter­i­ty of her youth.

		
	
		
			XL

			“No—not this time, no,” said Ger­minie, ris­ing from the foot of Jupil­lon’s bed where she was sit­ting. “There’s no way. Why, you know per­fect­ly well that I haven’t a sou—any­thing you can call a sou! You’ve seen the stock­ings I wear, haven’t you?”

			She lift­ed her skirt and showed him her stock­ings, all full of holes and tied to­geth­er with strings. “I haven’t a change of any­thing. Mon­ey? Why, I didn’t even have enough to give made­moi­selle a few flow­ers on her birth­day. I bought her a bunch of vi­o­lets for a sou! Oh! yes, mon­ey, in­deed! That last twen­ty francs—do you know where I got them? I took them out of made­moi­selle’s box! I’ve put them back. But that’s done with. I don’t want any more of that kind of thing. It will do for once. Where do you ex­pect me to get mon­ey now, just tell me that, will you? You can’t pawn your skin at the Mont-de-Piété—un­less!—But as to do­ing any­thing of that sort again, nev­er in my life! What­ev­er else you choose, but no steal­ing! I won’t do it again. Oh! I know very well what you will do. So much the worse!”

			“Well! have you worked your­self up enough?” said Jupil­lon. “If you’d told me that about the twen­ty francs, do you sup­pose I’d have tak­en it? I didn’t sup­pose you were as hard up as all that. I saw that you went on as usu­al. I fan­cied it wouldn’t put you out to lend me a twen­ty-franc piece, and I’d have re­turned it in a week or two with the oth­ers. But you don’t say any­thing? Oh! well, I’m done, I won’t ask you for any more. But that’s no rea­son we should quar­rel, as I can see.” And he added, with an in­de­fin­able glance at Ger­minie: “Till Thurs­day, eh?”

			“Till Thurs­day!” said Ger­minie, des­per­ate­ly. She longed to throw her­self in­to Jupil­lon’s arms, to ask his par­don for her pover­ty, to say to him: “You see, I can’t do it!”

			She re­peat­ed: “Till Thurs­day!” and took her leave.

			When, on Thurs­day, she knocked at the door of Jupil­lon’s apart­ment on the ground floor, she thought she heard a man’s hur­ried step at the oth­er end of the room. The door opened; be­fore her stood Jupil­lon’s cousin with her hair in a net, wear­ing a red jack­et and slip­pers, and with the cos­tume and bear­ing of a wom­an who is at home in a man’s house. Her be­long­ings were tossed about here and there: Ger­minie saw them on the chairs she had paid for.

			“Whom does madame wish to see?” de­mand­ed the cousin, im­pu­dent­ly.

			“Mon­sieur Jupil­lon?”

			“He has gone out.”

			“I’ll wait for him,” said Ger­minie, and she at­tempt­ed to en­ter the oth­er room.

			“You’ll wait at the porter’s lodge then;” and the cousin barred the way.

			“When will he re­turn?”

			“When the hens have teeth,” said the girl, se­ri­ous­ly, and shut the door in her face.

			“Well! this is just what I ex­pect­ed of him,” said Ger­minie to her­self, as she walked along the street. The pave­ment seemed to give way be­neath her trem­bling legs.

		
	
		
			XLI

			When she re­turned that evening from a chris­ten­ing din­ner, which she had been un­able to avoid at­tend­ing, made­moi­selle heard talk­ing in her room. She thought that there was some­one with Ger­minie, and, mar­veling there­at, she opened the door. In the dim light shed by an untrimmed, smok­ing can­dle she saw noth­ing at first; but, up­on look­ing more close­ly, she dis­cov­ered her maid ly­ing in a heap at the foot of the bed.

			Ger­minie was talk­ing in her sleep. She was talk­ing with a strange ac­cent that caused emo­tion, al­most fear. The vague solem­ni­ty of su­per­nat­u­ral things, a breath from re­gions be­yond this life, arose in the room, with those words of sleep, in­vol­un­tary, fugi­tive words, pal­pi­tat­ing, half-spo­ken, as if a soul with­out a body were wan­der­ing about a dead man’s lips. The voice was slow and deep, and had a far-off sound, with long paus­es of heavy breath­ing, and words breathed forth like sighs, with now and then a vi­brat­ing, painful note that went to the heart—a voice laden with mys­tery and with the ner­vous tremor of the dark­ness, in which the sleep­er seemed to be grop­ing for sou­venirs of the past and pass­ing her hand over faces. “Oh! she loved me dear­ly,” made­moi­selle heard her say. “And if he had not died we should be very hap­py now, shouldn’t we? No! no! But it’s done, worse luck, and I don’t want to tell of it.”

			The words were fol­lowed by a ner­vous con­trac­tion of her fea­tures as if she sought to seize her se­cret on the edge of her lips and force it back.

			Made­moi­selle, with some­thing very like ter­ror, leaned over the poor, for­lorn body, pow­er­less to di­rect its own acts, to which the past re­turned as a ghost re­turns to a de­sert­ed house. She lis­tened to the con­fes­sions that were all ready to rush forth but were in­stinc­tive­ly checked, to the un­con­scious mind that spoke with­out re­straint, to the voice that did not hear it­self. A sen­sa­tion of hor­ror came over her: she felt as if she were be­side a dead body haunt­ed by a dream.

			Af­ter a pause of some du­ra­tion, and what seemed to be a sort of con­flict be­tween the things that were present in her mind, Ger­minie ap­par­ent­ly turned her at­ten­tion to the cir­cum­stances of her present life. The words that es­caped her, dis­joint­ed, in­co­her­ent words, were, as far as made­moi­selle could un­der­stand them, ad­dressed to some per­son by way of re­proach. And as she talked on, her lan­guage be­came as un­rec­og­niz­able as her voice, which had tak­en on the tone and ac­cent of the dream­er. It rose above the wom­an, above her or­di­nary style, above her dai­ly ex­pres­sions. It was the lan­guage of the peo­ple, pu­ri­fied and trans­fig­ured by pas­sion. Ger­minie ac­cen­tu­at­ed words ac­cord­ing to their or­thog­ra­phy; she ut­tered them with all their elo­quence. The sen­tences came from her mouth with their prop­er rhythm, their heartrend­ing pathos and their tears, as from the mouth of an ad­mirable ac­tress. There were bursts of ten­der­ness, in­ter­lard­ed with shrieks; then there were out­breaks of re­bel­lion, fierce bursts of pas­sion, and the most ex­tra­or­di­nary, bit­ing, im­pla­ca­ble irony, al­ways merg­ing in­to a parox­ysm of ner­vous laugh­ter that re­peat­ed the same re­sult and pro­longed it from echo to echo. Made­moi­selle was con­found­ed, stu­pe­fied, and lis­tened as at the the­atre. Nev­er had she heard dis­dain hurled down from so lofty a height, con­tempt so tear it­self to tat­ters and gush forth in laugh­ter, a wom­an’s words ex­press such a fierce thirst for vengeance against a man. She ran­sacked her mem­o­ry: such play of fea­ture, such in­to­na­tions, such a dra­mat­ic and heartrend­ing voice as that voice of a con­sump­tive cough­ing away her life, she could not re­mem­ber since the days of Made­moi­selle Rachel.

			At last Ger­minie awoke abrupt­ly, her eyes filled with the tears of her dream, and jumped down from the bed, see­ing that her mis­tress had re­turned. “Thanks,” said made­moi­selle, “don’t dis­turb your­self! Wal­low about on my bed all you please!”

			“Oh! made­moi­selle,” said Ger­minie, “I wasn’t ly­ing where you put your head. I have made it nice and warm for your feet.”

			“In­deed! Sup­pose you tell me what you’ve been dream­ing? There was a man in it—you were hav­ing a dis­pute with him—”

			“Dream?” said Ger­minie, “I don’t re­mem­ber.”

			She silent­ly set about un­dress­ing her mis­tress, try­ing to re­call her dream. When she had put her in bed, she said, draw­ing near to her: “Ah! made­moi­selle, won’t you give me a fort­night, for once, to go home? I re­mem­ber now.”

		
	
		
			XLII

			Soon af­ter this, made­moi­selle was amazed to no­tice an en­tire change in her maid’s man­ner and habits. Ger­minie no longer had her sullen, sav­age moods, her out­breaks of re­bel­lion, her fits of mut­ter­ing words ex­pres­sive of dis­con­tent. She sud­den­ly threw off her in­do­lence and be­came once more an en­er­get­ic work­er. She no longer passed hours in do­ing her mar­ket­ing; she seemed to avoid the street. She ceased to go out in the evening; in­deed, she hard­ly stirred from made­moi­selle’s side, hov­er­ing about her and watch­ing her from the time she rose in the morn­ing un­til she went to bed at night, lav­ish­ing con­tin­u­ous, in­ces­sant, al­most ir­ri­tat­ing at­ten­tions up­on her, nev­er al­low­ing her to rise or even to put out her hand for any­thing, wait­ing up­on her and keep­ing watch of her as if she were a child. At times made­moi­selle was so worn out with her, so weary of this con­stant fuss­ing about her per­son, that she would open her mouth to say: “Come, come! aren’t you al­most ready to clear out!” But Ger­minie would look up at her with a smile, a smile so sad and sweet that it checked the im­pa­tient ex­cla­ma­tion on the old maid’s lips. And so she stayed on with her, go­ing about with a sort of fas­ci­nat­ed, di­vine­ly stol­id air, in the im­pas­si­bil­i­ty of pro­found ado­ra­tion, buried in al­most id­i­ot­ic con­tem­pla­tion.

			At that pe­ri­od all the poor girl’s af­fec­tion turned to made­moi­selle. Her voice, her ges­tures, her eyes, her si­lence, her thoughts, went out to her mis­tress with the fer­vor of ex­pi­a­tion, with the con­tri­tion of a prayer, the rapt in­ten­si­ty of a cult. She loved her with all the lov­ing vi­o­lence of her na­ture. She loved her with all the de­cep­tive ar­dor of her pas­sion. She strove to give her all that she had not giv­en her, all that oth­ers had tak­en from her. Ev­ery day her love clung more close­ly, more de­vout­ly, to the old maid, who was con­scious of be­ing en­veloped, em­braced, agree­ably warmed by the heat from those two arms that were thrown about her old age.

		
	
		
			XLIII

			But the past and its debts were still there, and whis­pered to her ev­ery hour: “If made­moi­selle knew!”

			She lived in the con­stant pan­ic of a guilty wom­an, trem­bling with dread from morn­ing till night. There was nev­er a ring at the door that she did not say to her­self: “It has come at last!” Let­ters in a strange hand­writ­ing filled her with anx­i­ety. She would feel of the wax with her fin­gers, bury the let­ters in her pock­et, hes­i­tate about de­liv­er­ing them, and the mo­ment when made­moi­selle un­fold­ed the ter­ri­ble pa­per and scanned its con­tents with the in­ex­pres­sive eye of el­der­ly peo­ple was as full of sus­pense to her as if she were await­ing sen­tence of death. She felt that her se­cret and her false­hood were in ev­ery­body’s hand. The house had seen her and might speak. The quar­ter knew her as she was. Of all about her, there was no one but her mis­tress whose es­teem she could still steal.

			As she went in and out, the concierge looked at her with a smile and a glance, that said: “I know.” She no longer dared to call him: “My Pipelet.” When she re­turned home he looked in­to her bas­ket. “I am so fond of that!” his wife would say, when it con­tained some tempt­ing morsel. At night she would take down what was left. She ate noth­ing her­self. She end­ed by sup­ply­ing them with food.

			The whole street fright­ened her no less than the hall and the porter’s lodge. There was a face in ev­ery shop that re­flect­ed her shame and com­ment­ed on her sins. At ev­ery step she had to pur­chase si­lence by grov­el­ing hu­mil­i­ty. The deal­ers she had not been able to re­pay had her in their clutch­es. If she said that any­thing was too dear, she was re­mind­ed in a ban­ter­ing way that they were her mas­ters, and that she must pay the price un­less she chose to be de­nounced. A jest or an al­lu­sion drove the col­or from her cheeks. She was bound to them, com­pelled to trade with them and to al­low them to emp­ty her pock­ets as if they were ac­com­plices. The suc­ces­sor of Madame Jupil­lon, who had gone in­to the gro­cery busi­ness at Bar-sur Aube—the new crémière—gave her bad milk, and when she sug­gest­ed that made­moi­selle com­plained about it, and that she was found fault with ev­ery morn­ing, the wom­an replied: “Much you care for your made­moi­selle!” And at the fish-stall, if she smelt of a fish, and said: “This has been frozen,” the re­ply would be: “Bah! tell me next, will you, that I let the moon shine on their gills, so’s to make ’em look fresh! So these are hard days for you, eh, my duck?” Made­moi­selle want­ed her to go to the Halle Cen­trale one day for her din­ner, and she men­tioned the fact in the fish-wom­an’s pres­ence. “Oho! yes, yes, to the Halle! I’d like to see you go to the Halle!” And she be­stowed a glance up­on her in which Ger­minie saw a threat to send her ac­count to her mis­tress. The gro­cer sold her cof­fee that smelt of snuff, rot­ten prunes, dried rice and old bis­cuit. If she ven­tured to re­mon­strate, “Non­sense!” he would say; “an old cus­tomer like you wouldn’t want to make trou­ble for me. Don’t I tell you I give you good weight?” And he would cool­ly give her false weight of the goods that she or­dered, and that he forced her to or­der.

		
	
		
			XLIV

			It was a very great tri­al to Ger­minie—a tri­al that she sought, how­ev­er—to have to pass through a street where there was a school for young girls, when she went out be­fore din­ner to buy an evening pa­per for made­moi­selle. She of­ten hap­pened to be at the door when the school was dis­missed; she tried to run away—and stood still.

			At first there would be a sound like that made by a swarm of bees, a buzzing and hum­ming, one of those great out­bursts of child­ish joy that wake the echoes in the streets of Paris. From the dark and nar­row pas­sage­way lead­ing to the school­room the chil­dren would rush forth as if es­cap­ing from an open cage, and run about and frol­ic in the sun­light. They would push and jos­tle one an­oth­er, and toss their emp­ty bas­kets in the air. Then some would call to one an­oth­er and form lit­tle groups; tiny hands would go forth to meet oth­er tiny hands; friends would take one an­oth­er by the arm or put their arms around one an­oth­er’s waists or necks, and walk along nib­bling at the same tart. Soon the whole band would be in mo­tion, walk­ing slow­ly up the filthy street with loi­ter­ing step. The larg­er ones, ten years old at most, would stop and talk, like lit­tle wom­en, at the portes-cochères. Oth­ers would stop to drink from their lun­cheon bot­tles. The small­er ones would amuse them­selves by dip­ping the soles of their shoes in the gut­ter. And there were some who made a head­dress of a cab­bage leaf picked up from the ground—a green cap sent by the good God, be­neath which the fresh young face smiled bright­ly.

			Ger­minie would gaze at them all and walk along with them; she would go in among them in or­der to feel the rustling of their aprons. She could not take her eyes off the lit­tle arms un­der which the school satchels leaped about, the lit­tle pea-green dress­es, the lit­tle black leg­gings, the lit­tle legs in the lit­tle woolen stock­ings. In her eyes there was a sort of di­vine light about all those lit­tle flax­en heads, with the soft hair of the child Je­sus. A lit­tle stray lock up­on a lit­tle neck, a bit of ba­by flesh above a chemise or at the end of a sleeve—at times she saw noth­ing but that; it was to her all the sun­shine of the street—and the sky!

			Grad­u­al­ly the troop dwin­dled away. Each street took some chil­dren away to neigh­bor­ing streets. The school dis­persed along the road. The gai­ety of all the tiny foot­steps died away lit­tle by lit­tle. The lit­tle dress­es dis­ap­peared one by one. Ger­minie fol­lowed the last, she at­tached her­self to those who went the far­thest.

			On one oc­ca­sion, as she was walk­ing along thus, de­vour­ing with her eyes the mem­o­ry of her daugh­ter, she was sud­den­ly seized with a fren­zied long­ing to em­brace some­thing; she rushed at one of the lit­tle girls and grasped her arm just as a kid­nap­per of chil­dren would do. “Mam­ma! mam­ma!” the lit­tle one cried, and wept as she pulled her arm away.

			Ger­minie fled.

		
	
		
			XLV

			To Ger­minie all days were alike, equal­ly gloomy and des­o­late. She had reached a point at last where she ex­pect­ed noth­ing from chance and asked noth­ing from the un­fore­seen. Her life seemed to her to be for­ev­er encaged in her de­spair; it would al­ways be the same im­pla­ca­ble thing, the same straight, mo­not­o­nous road to mis­for­tune, the same dark path with death at the end. In all the time to come there was no fu­ture for her.

			And yet, in the depths of de­spair in which she was crouch­ing, thoughts passed through her mind at times which made her raise her head and look be­fore her to a point be­yond the present. At times the il­lu­sion of a last hope smiled up­on her. It seemed to her that she might even yet be hap­py, and that if cer­tain things should come to pass, she would be. There­upon she imag­ined that those things did hap­pen. She ar­ranged in­ci­dents and catas­tro­phes. She linked the im­pos­si­ble to the im­pos­si­ble. She re­con­struct­ed the op­por­tu­ni­ties of her life. And her fevered hope, set­ting about the task of cre­at­ing events ac­cord­ing to her de­sire on the hori­zon of the fu­ture, soon be­came in­tox­i­cat­ed with the in­sane vi­sion of her sup­po­si­tions.

			Then the deliri­ous hope would grad­u­al­ly fade away. She would tell her­self that it was im­pos­si­ble, that noth­ing of what she dreamed of could hap­pen, and she would sink back in her chair and think. Af­ter a mo­ment or two she would rise and walk, slow­ly and un­cer­tain­ly, to the fire­place, toy with the cof­feepot on the man­tel­piece, and at last de­cide to take it: she would learn what the rest of her life was to be. Her good for­tune, her ill for­tune, ev­ery­thing that was to hap­pen to her was there, in that for­tune-telling de­vice of the wom­an of the peo­ple, on the plate on which she was about to pour the cof­fee-grounds. She drained the wa­ter from the grounds, wait­ed a few min­utes, breathed up­on them with the re­li­gious breath with which her lips, as a child, touched the pat­en at the vil­lage church. Then she leaned over them, with her head thrust for­ward, ter­ri­fy­ing in her im­mo­bil­i­ty, with her eyes fixed in­tent­ly up­on the black dust scat­tered in patch­es over the plate. She sought what she had seen for­tune-tell­ers find in the gran­u­la­tions and the al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble traces left by the cof­fee as it trick­led away. She fa­tigued her eyes by gaz­ing at the in­nu­mer­able lit­tle spots, and de­ci­phered shapes and let­ters and signs there­in. She put aside some grains with her fin­ger in or­der to see them more clear­ly and more sharply de­fined. She turned the plate slow­ly in her hands, this way and that, ques­tioned its mys­tery on all sides, and hunt­ed down, with­in its cir­cu­lar rim, ap­pari­tions, im­ages, rudi­ments of names, shad­owy ini­tials, re­sem­blances to dif­fer­ent peo­ple, rough out­lines of ob­jects, omens in em­bryo, sym­bols of tri­fles, which told her that she would be vic­to­ri­ous. She want­ed to see these things and she com­pelled her­self to dis­cov­er them. Un­der her tense gaze the porce­lain be­came alive with the vi­sions of her in­som­nia; her dis­ap­point­ments, her ha­treds, the faces she de­test­ed, arose grad­u­al­ly from the mag­ic plate and the de­signs drawn there­on by chance. By her side the can­dle, which she for­got to snuff, gave forth an in­ter­mit­tent, dy­ing light: it sank low­er and low­er in the si­lence, night came on apace, and Ger­minie, as if turned to stone in her agony, al­ways re­mained root­ed there, alone and face to face with her fear of the fu­ture, try­ing to de­ci­pher in the dregs of the cof­fee the con­fused fea­tures of her des­tiny, un­til she thought she could de­tect a cross, be­side a wom­an who re­sem­bled Jupil­lon’s cousin—a cross, that is to say, a speedy death.

		
	
		
			XLVI

			The love which she lacked, and which it was her de­ter­mi­na­tion to de­ny her­self, be­came the tor­ment of her life, in­ces­sant, abom­inable tor­ture. She had to de­fend her­self against the fevers of her body and the ir­ri­ta­tions from with­out, against the eas­i­ly aroused emo­tions and the in­do­lent cow­ardice of her flesh, against all the so­lic­i­ta­tions of na­ture by which she was as­sailed. She had to con­tend with the heat of the day, with the sug­ges­tions of the dark­ness, with the moist warmth of stormy weath­er, with the breath of her past and her mem­o­ries, with the pic­tures sud­den­ly thrown up­on the back­ground of her mind, with the voic­es that whis­pered ca­ress­ing­ly in her ear, with the emo­tions that sent a thrill of ten­der­ness in­to her ev­ery limb.

			Weeks, months, years, the fright­ful temp­ta­tion en­dured, and she did not yield or take an­oth­er lover. Fear­ful of her­self, she avoid­ed man and fled from his sight. She con­tin­ued her do­mes­tic, unso­cial habits, al­ways clos­et­ed with made­moi­selle, or else above in her own room. On Sun­days she did not leave the house. She had ceased to con­sort with the oth­er maids in the house, and, in or­der to oc­cu­py her time and for­get her­self, she plunged in­to vast un­der­tak­ings in the way of sewing, or buried her­self in sleep. When mu­si­cians came in­to the court­yard she closed the win­dows in or­der not to hear them: the sen­su­ous­ness of mu­sic moved her very soul.

			In spite of ev­ery­thing, she could not calm or cool her pas­sions. Her evil thoughts rekin­dled them­selves, lived and flour­ished up­on them­selves. At ev­ery mo­ment the fixed idea of de­sire arose from her whole be­ing, be­came through­out her body the fierce tor­ment that knows no end, that delir­i­um of the sens­es, ob­ses­sion—the ob­ses­sion that noth­ing can dis­pel and that con­stant­ly re­turns, the shame­less, im­pla­ca­ble ob­ses­sion, swarm­ing with im­ages, the ob­ses­sion that brings love close to the wom­an’s ev­ery sense, that touch­es with it her closed eyes, forces it smok­ing in­to her brain and pours it, hot as fire, in­to her ar­ter­ies!

			At length, the ner­vous ex­haus­tion caused by these con­stant as­saults, the ir­ri­ta­tion of this painful con­ti­nence, be­gan to dis­turb Ger­minie’s fac­ul­ties. She fan­cied that she could see her temp­ta­tions: a ghast­ly hal­lu­ci­na­tion brought the re­al­iza­tion of her dreams near to her sens­es. It hap­pened that at cer­tain mo­ments the things she saw in her room, the can­dle­sticks, the legs of the chairs, ev­ery­thing about her as­sumed im­pure ap­pear­ances and shapes. Ob­scen­i­ty arose from ev­ery­thing be­fore her eyes and ap­proached her. At such times she would look at her kitchen clock, and would say, like a con­demned man whose body no longer be­longs to him­self: “In five min­utes I am go­ing down in­to the street.” And when the five min­utes had passed she would stay where she was.

		
	
		
			XLVII

			The time came at last in this life of tor­ture when Ger­minie aban­doned the con­flict. Her con­science yield­ed, her will suc­cumbed, she bowed her head be­neath her des­tiny. All that re­mained to her of res­o­lu­tion, en­er­gy, courage, van­ished be­fore the feel­ing, the de­spair­ing con­vic­tion, of her pow­er­less­ness to save her­self from her­self. She felt that she was be­ing borne along on a re­sist­less cur­rent, that it was use­less, al­most im­pi­ous, to try to stop. That great pow­er of the world that caus­es suf­fer­ing, the malev­o­lent pow­er that bears the name of a god on the mar­ble of the an­tique tragedies, and is called “No Chance” on the tat­tooed brow of the gal­ley-slave—Fa­tal­i­ty—was tram­pling up­on her, and Ger­minie low­ered her head be­neath its foot.

			When, in her hours of dis­cour­age­ment, the bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ences of her past re­curred to her mem­o­ry, when she fol­lowed, from her in­fan­cy, the links in the chain of her de­plorable ex­is­tence, that long line of af­flic­tions that had fol­lowed her years and grown heav­ier with them; all the in­ci­dents that had suc­ceed­ed one an­oth­er in her life, as if by pre­con­cert­ed ar­range­ment on the part of mis­ery, with­out her hav­ing ev­er caught a glimpse of the hand of the Prov­i­dence of which she had heard so much—she said to her­self that she was one of those mis­er­able crea­tures who are des­tined from their birth to an eter­ni­ty of mis­ery, one of those for whom hap­pi­ness was not made, and who know it on­ly be­cause they en­vy it in oth­ers. She fed and nour­ished her­self on that thought, and by dint of yield­ing to the de­spair it tend­ed to pro­duce, by dint of brood­ing over the un­bro­ken chain of her mis­for­tunes and the end­less suc­ces­sion of her dis­ap­point­ments, she reached the point where she looked up­on the most tri­fling an­noy­ances of her life and her ser­vice as a part of the per­se­cu­tion of her evil ge­nius. A lit­tle mon­ey that she loaned and that was not re­paid, a coun­ter­feit coin that was put off up­on her in a shop, an er­rand that she failed to per­form sat­is­fac­to­ri­ly, a pur­chase in which she was cheat­ed—all these things were in her opin­ion due nei­ther to her own fault nor to chance. It was the se­quel of what had gone be­fore. Life was in a con­spir­a­cy against her and per­se­cut­ed her ev­ery­where, in ev­ery­thing, great and small, from her daugh­ter’s death to bad gro­ceries. There were days when she broke ev­ery­thing she touched; she there­upon imag­ined that she was ac­cursed to her fin­ger­tips. Ac­cursed! al­most damned; she per­suad­ed her­self that she was so in very truth, when she ques­tioned her body, when she probed her feel­ings. Did she not feel, in the fire in her blood, in the ap­petite of her or­gans, in her pas­sion­ate weak­ness, the spur of the Fa­tal­i­ty of Love, the mys­tery and ob­ses­sion of a dis­ease, stronger than her mod­esty and her rea­son, hav­ing al­ready de­liv­ered her over to the shame­ful ex­cess­es of pas­sion, and des­tined—she had a pre­sen­ti­ment that it was so—to de­liv­er her again in the same way?

			And so she had one sen­tence al­ways in her mouth, a sen­tence that was the re­frain of her thought: “What can you ex­pect? I am un­lucky. I have had no chance. From the be­gin­ning noth­ing ev­er suc­ceed­ed with me!” She said it in the tone of a wom­an who has aban­doned hope. With the per­sua­sion, ev­ery day more firm, that she was born un­der an un­lucky star, that she was in the pow­er of ha­tred and vengeance that were more pow­er­ful than she, Ger­minie had come to be afraid of ev­ery­thing that hap­pens in or­di­nary life. She lived in that state of cow­ard­ly un­rest where­in the un­ex­pect­ed is dread­ed as a pos­si­ble calami­ty, where­in a ring at the bell caus­es alarm, where­in one turns a let­ter over and over, weigh­ing the mys­tery it con­tains, not dar­ing to open it, where­in the news you are about to hear, the mouth that opens to speak to you, cause the per­spi­ra­tion to start up­on your tem­ples. She was in that state of sus­pi­cion, of shud­der­ing fear, of trem­bling awe in face of des­tiny, where­in mis­for­tune sees naught but mis­for­tune, and where­in one would like to check the cur­rent of his life so that it should not go for­ward whith­er all the en­deav­ors and the at­tacks of oth­ers are forc­ing it.

			At last, by virtue of the tears she shed, she ar­rived at that supreme dis­dain, that cli­max of suf­fer­ing, where the ex­cess of pain seems a satire, where cha­grin, ex­ceed­ing the ut­most lim­its of hu­man strength, ex­ceeds its sen­si­bil­i­ty as well, and the strick­en heart, which no longer feels the blows, says to the Heav­en it de­fies: “Go on!”

		
	
		
			XLVIII

			“Where are you go­ing in that rig?” said Ger­minie one Sun­day morn­ing to Adèle, as she passed in grand ar­ray along the cor­ri­dor on the sixth floor, in front of her open door.

			“Ah! there you are! I’m go­ing to a swell wed­ding, my dear! There’s a crowd of us—big Marie, the great bul­ly, you know—Elisa, from 41, the two Ba­diniers, big and lit­tle—and men, too! In the first place, there’s my deal­er in sud­den death. Yes, and—Oh! didn’t you know—my new flame, the mas­ter-at-arms of the 24th—and a friend of his, a painter, a re­al Fa­ther Joy. We’re go­ing to Vin­cennes. Ev­ery­one car­ries some­thing. We shall dine on the grass—the men will pay for the wine. And there’ll be plen­ty of it, I prom­ise you!”

			“I’ll go, too,” said Ger­minie.

			“You? non­sense! you don’t go to par­ties any more.”

			“But I tell you I’ll go,” said Ger­minie, in a sharp, de­cid­ed tone. “Just give me time to tell made­moi­selle and put on a dress. If you’ll wait I’ll go and get half a lob­ster.”

			Half an hour lat­er the two wom­en left the house; they skirt­ed the city wall and found the rest of the par­ty sit­ting out­side a café on Boule­vard de la Chopinette. Af­ter tak­ing a glass of cur­rant wine, they en­tered two large cabs and rode away. When they ar­rived at the fortress at Vin­cennes they alight­ed and the whole par­ty walked along the bank of the moat. As they were pass­ing un­der the wall of the fort, the mas­ter-at-arms’ friend, the painter, shout­ed to an ar­tillery­man, who was do­ing sen­try du­ty be­side a can­non: “Say! old fel­low, you’d rather drink one than stand guard over it, eh?”1

			“Isn’t he fun­ny?” said Adèle to Ger­minie, nudg­ing her with her el­bow.

			Soon they were fair­ly in the for­est of Vin­cennes.

			Nar­row paths crossed and re­crossed in ev­ery di­rec­tion on the hard, un­even, foot­print-cov­ered ground. In the spa­ces be­tween all these lit­tle roads there was here and there a lit­tle grass, but down­trod­den, with­ered, yel­low, dead grass, strewn about like bed­ding for cat­tle, its straw-col­ored blades were ev­ery­where min­gled with bri­ars, amid the dull green of net­tles. It was eas­i­ly rec­og­niz­able as one of the ru­ral spots to which the great faubourgs re­sort on Sun­days to loll about in the grass, and which re­sem­ble a lawn tram­pled by a crowd af­ter a dis­play of fire­works. Gnarled, mis­shapen trees were scat­tered here and there; dwarf elms with gray trunks cov­ered with yel­low, lep­rous-like spots and stripped of branch­es to a point high­er than a man’s head; scrag­gy oaks, eat­en by cater­pil­lars so that their leaves were like lace­work. The ver­dure was scant and sick­ly and en­tire­ly un­shad­ed, the leaves above had a very un­healthy look; the stunt­ed, ragged, parched fo­liage made on­ly faint green lines against the sky. Clouds of dust from the high roads cov­ered the bush­es with a gray pall. Ev­ery­thing had the wretch­ed, im­pov­er­ished as­pect of tram­pled veg­e­ta­tion that has no chance to breathe, the melan­choly ef­fect of the grass at the bar­ri­ers! Na­ture seemed to sprout from be­neath the pave­ments. No birds sang in the trees, no in­sects hummed about the dusty ground; the noise of the spring-carts stunned the birds; the hand-or­gan put the rustling of the trees to si­lence; the denizens of the street strolled about through the paths, singing. Wom­en’s hats, fas­tened with four pins to a hand­ker­chief, were hang­ing from the trees; the red plume of an ar­tillery­man burst up­on one at ev­ery mo­ment through the scanty leaves; deal­ers in hon­ey rose from the thick­ets; on the tram­pled greensward chil­dren in blous­es were cut­ting twigs, work­ing­men’s fam­i­lies idling their time away nib­bling at plea­sure, and lit­tle urchins catch­ing but­ter­flies in their caps. It was a for­est af­ter the pat­tern of the orig­i­nal Bois de Boulogne, hot and dusty, a much-fre­quent­ed and sad­ly-abused prom­e­nade, one of those spots, avari­cious of shade, to which the com­mon peo­ple flock to dis­port them­selves at the gates of great cap­i­tals—bur­lesque forests, filled with corks, where you find slices of mel­on and skele­tons in the un­der­brush.

			The heat on this day was sti­fling; the sun was swim­ming in clouds, shed­ding a veiled dif­fuse light that was al­most blind­ing to the eyes and that seemed to por­tend a storm. The air was heavy and dead; noth­ing stirred; the leaves and their tiny, mea­gre shad­ows did not move; the for­est seemed weary and crushed, as it were, be­neath the heavy sky. At rare in­ter­vals a breath of air from the south passed lazi­ly along, sweep­ing the ground, one of those en­er­vat­ing, life­less winds that blow up­on the sens­es and fan the breath of de­sire in­to a flame. With no knowl­edge whence it came, Ger­minie felt over her whole body a sen­sa­tion like the tick­ling of the down on a ripe peach against the skin.

			They went gay­ly along, with the some­what ex­cit­ed ac­tiv­i­ty that the coun­try air im­parts to the com­mon peo­ple. The men ran, the wom­en tripped af­ter them and caught them. They played at rolling on the grass. There was a man­i­fest long­ing to dance and climb trees; the painter amused him­self by throw­ing stones at the loop­holes in the gate­ways of the fortress, and he nev­er missed his aim.

			At last they all sat down in a sort of clear­ing un­der a clump of oaks, whose shad­ows were length­en­ing in the set­ting sun. The men, light­ing match­es on the seats of their trousers, be­gan to smoke. The wom­en chat­tered and laughed and threw them­selves back­ward in parox­ysms of inane hi­lar­i­ty and noisy out­bursts of de­light. Ger­minie alone did not speak or laugh. She did not lis­ten or look. Her eyes, be­neath their low­ered lids, were fixed up­on the toes of her boots. So en­grossed in thought was she that you would have said she was to­tal­ly obliv­i­ous to time and place. Ly­ing at full length on the grass, her head slight­ly raised by a ham­mock, she made no oth­er move­ment than to lay her hands, palm down­wards, on the grass be­side her; in a short time she would turn them on their backs and let them lie in that po­si­tion, seek­ing the cool­ness of the earth to al­lay the fever of her flesh.

			“There’s a lazy­bones! go­ing to sleep?” said Adèle.

			Ger­minie opened wide her blaz­ing eyes, with­out an­swer­ing, and un­til din­ner main­tained the same po­si­tion, the same si­lence, the same air of tor­por, feel­ing about her for places where her burn­ing hands had not rest­ed.

			“Come, old girl!” said a wom­an’s voice, “sing us some­thing.”

			“Oh! no,” Adèle replied, “I haven’t got wind enough be­fore eat­ing.”

			Sud­den­ly a great stone came hurtling through the air and struck the ground near Ger­minie’s head; at the same mo­ment she heard the painter’s voice shout­ing: “Don’t be afraid! that’s your chair.”

			One and all laid their hand­ker­chiefs on the ground by way of table­cloth. Eat­a­bles were pro­duced from greasy pa­pers. Bot­tles were un­corked and the wine went round; the glass­es were rest­ed against tufts of grass, and they fell to up­on bits of pork and sausages, with slices of bread for plates. The painter cut boats out of pa­per to hold the salt, and im­i­tat­ed the or­ders shout­ed out by wait­ers in a café. “Boum! Pavil­lon! Servez!” he cried. The com­pa­ny grad­u­al­ly be­came an­i­mat­ed. The open air, the patch­es of blue sky, the food and drink start­ed the gayety of the ta­ble in full blast. Hands ap­proached one an­oth­er, mouths met, coarse re­marks were whis­pered from one to an­oth­er, shirt sleeves crept around waists, and now and then en­er­get­ic em­braces were at­tend­ed by greedy, re­sound­ing kiss­es.

			Ger­minie drank, and said noth­ing. The painter, who had tak­en his place by her side, felt de­cid­ed­ly chilly and em­bar­rassed be­side his ex­tra­or­di­nary neigh­bor, who amused her­self “so en­tire­ly in­side.” Sud­den­ly he be­gan to beat a tat­too with his knife against his glass, drown­ing the up­roar of the par­ty, and rose to his knees.

			“Mes­dames!” said he, with the voice of a para­keet that has sung too much, “here’s the health of a man in hard luck: my­self! Per­haps it will bring me good luck! De­sert­ed, yes, mes­dames; yes, I’ve been de­sert­ed! I’m a wid­ow­er! you know the kind of wid­ow­er, raz­ibus! I was struck all of a heap. Not that I cared much for her, but habit, that old vil­lain, habit! The fact is I’m as bored as a bed­bug in a watch spring. For two weeks my life has been like a restau­rant with­out a pousse-café! And when I love love as if it had made me! No wife! That’s what I call wean­ing a grown man! that is to say, since I’ve known what it is, I take off my hat to the curés: I feel very sor­ry for them, ’pon my word! No wife! and there are so many of ’em! But I can’t walk about with a sign: Va­cant man to let. In­quire with­in. In the first place it would have to be stamped by M’sieu le Préfet, and then, peo­ple are such fools, it would draw a crowd! All of which, mes­dames, is in­tend­ed to in­form you, that if, among the peo­ple you have the hon­or of know­ing, there should hap­pen to be one who’d like to make an ac­quain­tance—vir­tu­ous ac­quain­tance—a pret­ty lit­tle left-hand­ed mar­riage—why she needn’t look any far­ther! I’m her man—Vic­tor-Médéric Gautruche! a home­body, a gen­uine house-ivy for sen­ti­ment! She has on­ly to ap­ply at my for­mer ho­tel, La Clef de Sûreté. And gay as a hunch­back who’s just drowned his wife! Gautruche, called Gogo-la-Gaiété, egad! A pret­ty fel­low who knows what’s what, who doesn’t beat about the bush, a good old body who takes things easy and who won’t give him­self the col­ic with that fish­es’ grog!” With that he took a bot­tle of wa­ter that stood be­side him and hurled it twen­ty yards away. “Long live the walls! They’re the same to pa­pa that the sky is to the good God! Gogo-la-Gaiété paints them through the week and beats them on Mon­day!2 And with all that not jeal­ous, not ug­ly, not a wife-beat­er, but a re­al love of a man, who nev­er harmed one of the fair sex in his life! If you want physique, par­bleu! I’m your man!”

			He rose to his feet and, draw­ing up his wa­ver­ing body, clad in an old blue coat with gilt but­tons, to its full height, re­mov­ing his gray hat so as to show his per­spir­ing, pol­ished, bald skull, and toss­ing his old plucked gamin’s head, he con­tin­ued: “You see what it is! It isn’t a very at­trac­tive piece of prop­er­ty; it doesn’t help it to ex­hib­it it. But it yields well, it’s a lit­tle di­lap­i­dat­ed, but well put to­geth­er. Dame! Here I am with my lit­tle forty-nine years—no more hair than a bil­liard ball, a witch­grass beard that would make good herb-tea, foun­da­tions not too sol­id, feet as long as La Vil­lette—and with all the rest thin enough to take a bath in a mus­ket-bar­rel. There’s the bill of lad­ing! Pass the prospec­tus along! If any wom­an wants all that in a lump—any re­spectable per­son—not too young—who won’t amuse her­self by paint­ing me too yel­low—you un­der­stand, I don’t ask for a Princess of Batig­nolles—why, sure as you’re born, I’m her man!”

			Ger­minie seized Gautruche’s glass, half emp­tied it at a draught and held out the side from which she had drunk to him.

			

			At night­fall the par­ty re­turned on foot. When they reached the for­ti­fi­ca­tions, Gautruche drew a large heart with the point of his knife on the stone, and all the names with the date were carved in­side.

			In the evening Gautruche and Ger­minie were up­on the out­er boule­vards, near Bar­rière Roche­chouart. Be­side a low house with these words, in a plas­ter pan­el: Madame Mer­lin. Dress­es cut and tried on, two francs, they stopped at a stone stair­case of three steps lead­ing in­to a dark pas­sage, at the end of which shone the red light of an Ar­gand lamp. At the en­trance to the pas­sage, these words were print­ed in black on a wood­en sign:

			
				Ho­tel of the Lit­tle Blue Hand.

			

		
	
		
			XLIX

			Médérie Gautruche was one of the wench­ing, idling, vagabond work­men who make their whole life a Mon­day. Filled with the love of wine, his lips for­ev­er wet with the last drop, his in­sides as thor­ough­ly lined with tar­tar as an old wine cask, he was one of those whom the Bur­gun­di­ans graph­i­cal­ly call boy­aux rouges.3 Al­ways a lit­tle tip­sy, tip­sy from yes­ter­day when he had drunk noth­ing to­day, he looked at life through the sun­beam in his head. He smiled at his fate, he yield­ed to it with the easy in­dif­fer­ence of the drunk­ard, smil­ing vague­ly from the steps of the wineshop at things in gen­er­al, at life and the road that stretched away in­to the dark­ness. En­nui, care, want, had gained no hold up­on him; and if by chance a grave or gloomy thought did come in­to his mind, he turned his head away, ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion that sound­ed like psitt! which was his way of say­ing pshaw! and, rais­ing his right arm, car­i­ca­tur­ing the ges­ture of a Span­ish dancer, he would toss his melan­choly over his shoul­der to the dev­il. He had the su­perb af­ter-drink­ing phi­los­o­phy, the jovial seren­i­ty, of the bot­tle. He knew nei­ther en­vy nor long­ing. His dreams served him as a cash­box. For three sous he was sure of a small glass of hap­pi­ness; for twelve, of a bot­tle of ide­al bliss. Be­ing con­tent with ev­ery­thing, he liked ev­ery­thing, and found food for laugh­ter and en­ter­tain­ment in ev­ery­thing. Noth­ing in the world seemed sad to him—ex­cept a glass of wa­ter.

			With this drunk­ard’s ex­pan­sive­ness, with the gayety of his ex­cel­lent health and his tem­per­a­ment, Gautruche com­bined the char­ac­ter­is­tic gayety of his pro­fes­sion, the good hu­mor and the warm­heart­ed­ness of that free, un­fa­tigu­ing life, in the open air, be­tween heav­en and earth, which seeks dis­trac­tion in singing, and flings the work­men’s blague at passers­by, from its lofty perch up­on a lad­der. He was a house-painter and did let­ter­ing. He was the one man in Paris who would at­tack a sign with­out a mea­sure, with no oth­er guide than a cord, with­out out­lin­ing the let­ters in white; he was the on­ly one who could place each of the let­ters in po­si­tion in­side of the frame of a plac­ard, and, with­out los­ing an in­stant in align­ing them, dash off cap­i­tals off­hand. He was al­so renowned for fan­tas­tic let­ters, capri­cious let­ters, let­ters shad­ed in bronze or gold to im­i­tate those cut in stone. Thus he made fif­teen to twen­ty francs on some days. But as he drank it all up, he was not wealthy, and he al­ways had un­paid scores on the slate at the wineshops.

			He was a man brought up in the street. The street had been his moth­er, his nurse and his school. The street had giv­en him his self-as­sur­ance, his ready tongue and his wit. All that the keen mind of a man of the peo­ple can pick up up­on the pave­ments of Paris he had picked up. All that falls from the up­per to the low­er stra­ta of a great city, the strain­ings and drip­pings, the crumbs of ideas and in­for­ma­tion, the things that float in the sen­si­tive at­mos­phere and the brim­ming gut­ters, the con­tact with the cov­ers of books, bits of feuil­letons swal­lowed be­tween two glass­es, odds and ends of plays heard on the boule­vard, had en­dowed him with that ac­ci­den­tal in­tel­li­gence which, though with­out ed­u­ca­tion, learns ev­ery­thing. He pos­sessed an in­ex­haustible, im­per­turbable store of talk. His words gushed forth abun­dant­ly in orig­i­nal re­marks, laugh­able im­ages, the metaphors that flow from the com­ic ge­nius of crowds. He had the nat­u­ral pic­turesque­ness of the unadul­ter­at­ed farce. He was brim­ming over with amus­ing sto­ries and buf­foon­ery, rich in the pos­ses­sion of the rich­est of all reper­to­ries of house-painter’s non­sense. Be­ing a mem­ber of divers of the low haunts called “lists,” he knew all the new tunes and bal­lads, and he was nev­er tired of singing. He was amus­ing, in short, from head to foot. And if you mere­ly looked at him you laughed at him, as at a com­ic ac­tor.

			A man of his cheer­ful, hearty tem­per­a­ment suit­ed Ger­minie.

			Ger­minie was not a mere beast of bur­den with noth­ing but her work in her head. She was not the ser­vant, who stands like a post, with the fright­ened face and doltish air of ut­ter stu­pid­i­ty, when mas­ters and mis­tress­es are talk­ing in her pres­ence. She, too, had cast off her shell, fash­ioned her­self and opened her mind to the ed­u­ca­tion of Paris. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, hav­ing no oc­cu­pa­tion, and be­ing in­ter­est­ed af­ter the man­ner of old maids in what was go­ing on in the quar­ter, had long been in the habit of mak­ing Ger­minie tell her what news she had gleaned, what she knew of the ten­ants, all the gos­sip of the house and the street; and this habit of nar­ra­tion, of talk­ing with her mis­tress like a sort of com­pan­ion, of de­scrib­ing peo­ple and draw­ing sil­hou­ettes of them, had even­tu­al­ly de­vel­oped in her a fa­cil­i­ty of an­i­mat­ed de­scrip­tion, of hap­py, un­con­scious char­ac­ter­i­za­tion, a pi­quan­cy and some­times an ac­ri­mo­ny in her re­marks that were most re­mark­able in the mouth of a ser­vant. She had pro­gressed so far that she of­ten sur­prised Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil by her quick­ness of com­pre­hen­sion, her prompt­ness at grasp­ing things on­ly half said, her good for­tune and fa­cil­i­ty in se­lect­ing such words as good talk­ers use. She knew how to jest. She un­der­stood a play up­on words. She ex­pressed her­self with­out cuirs,4 and when there was a dis­cus­sion con­cern­ing or­thog­ra­phy at the cream­ery, her opin­ion was lis­tened to with as much def­er­ence as that of the clerk in the reg­istry of deaths at the may­oral­ty who came there to break­fast. She had al­so that back­ground of in­dis­crim­i­nate read­ing which wom­en of her class have when they read at all. With the two or three kept wom­en in whose ser­vice she had been, she had passed her nights de­vour­ing nov­els; since then she had con­tin­ued to read the feuil­letons cut by her ac­quain­tances from the bot­tom of news­pa­pers, and she had gath­ered from them a vague idea of many things and of some of the kings of France. She had re­tained enough of such sub­jects to make her de­sire to talk of them with oth­ers. Through a wom­an in the house who worked for an au­thor on the street, she of­ten had tick­ets to the play; when she came away she could re­mem­ber the whole play and the names of the ac­tors she had seen on the pro­gramme. She loved to buy bal­lads and one sou nov­els, and read them.

			The air, the keen breath of Quarti­er Bré­da, full of the verve of the artist and the stu­dio, of art and vice, had sharp­ened these tastes of Ger­minie’s mind and had cre­at­ed in her new needs and de­mands. Long be­fore her dis­or­der­ly life be­gan, she had cut loose from the vir­tu­ous com­pan­ion­ship of de­cent wom­en of her rank and sta­tion, from the wor­thy crea­tures who were so un­in­ter­est­ing and stupid. She had quit­ted the cir­cle of or­der­ly, dull up­right­ness, of sleep-in­duc­ing con­ver­sa­tions around the tea-ta­ble un­der the aus­pices of the old ser­vants of made­moi­selle’s el­der­ly ac­quain­tances. She had shunned the weari­some so­ci­ety of maids whom their ab­sorp­tion in their em­ploy­ment and the fas­ci­na­tion of the sav­ings bank ren­dered un­en­durably stupid. She had reached the point where, be­fore ac­cept­ing the com­pan­ion­ship of peo­ple, she must sat­is­fy her­self that they pos­sessed a de­gree of in­tel­li­gence cor­re­spond­ing to her own and were ca­pa­ble of un­der­stand­ing her. And now, when she emerged from her fits of brutish­ness, when she found her old self and was born again, in di­ver­sion and plea­sure, she must for her en­joy­ment have kin­dred spir­its of her own. She want­ed men about her who would make her laugh, noisy gayety, the spir­i­tu­ous wit that in­tox­i­cat­ed her with the wine that was poured in­to her glass. And thus it was that she sank to the lev­el of the ras­cal­ly Bo­hemia of the com­mon peo­ple, up­roar­i­ous, mad­den­ing, in­tox­i­cat­ing, like all Bo­hemias: thus it was that she fell to the lot of a Gautruche.

		
	
		
			L

			As Ger­minie was re­turn­ing to the house one morn­ing at day­break, she heard, from the shad­ows of the porte-cochère as it closed be­hind her, a voice cry: “Who’s that?” She ran to the ser­vants’ stair­case, but found that she was pur­sued, and as she turned a cor­ner on the land­ing the concierge seized her. As soon as he rec­og­nized her, he said: “Oh! is it you? ex­cuse me; don’t be fright­ened! What a gid­dy crea­ture you are! It sur­pris­es you to see me up so ear­ly, eh? It’s on ac­count of the thiev­ing that’s go­ing on these days in the cook’s bed­room on the sec­ond. Good night to you! it’s lucky for you I don’t tell all I know.”

			A few days lat­er Ger­minie learned through Adèle that the hus­band of the cook who had been robbed said that there was no need to look very far; that the thief was in the house, and that he knew what he knew. Adèle added that it was mak­ing a good deal of talk in the street and that there were plen­ty of peo­ple who would be­lieve it and re­peat it. Ger­minie be­came very in­dig­nant and told her mis­tress all about it. Made­moi­selle was even more in­dig­nant than she, and, feel­ing per­son­al­ly out­raged by the in­sult, wrote in­stant­ly to the cook’s mis­tress that she must put a stop at once to the slan­der­ous state­ments con­cern­ing a girl who had been in her ser­vice twen­ty years, and for whom she would an­swer as for her­self. The cook was rep­ri­mand­ed. Her hus­band in his wrath talked loud­er than ev­er. He made a great out­cry and for sev­er­al days filled the house with his project of go­ing to the com­mis­sion­er of po­lice and call­ing up­on him to ques­tion Ger­minie as to where she pro­cured the mon­ey to start the crémière’s son in busi­ness, as to where she pro­cured the mon­ey to pur­chase a sub­sti­tute for him, and how she paid the ex­pens­es of the men she kept. For a whole week the ter­ri­ble threat hung over Ger­minie’s head. At last the thief was dis­cov­ered and the threat fell to the ground. But it had had its ef­fect on the poor girl. It had done all the in­jury it could do in that con­fused brain, where, un­der the sud­den, over­pow­er­ing rush of the blood, her rea­son was wa­ver­ing and be­came over­cast at the slight­est shock. It had over­turned that brain which was so prompt to go astray in fear or vex­a­tion, which lost so quick­ly the fac­ul­ty of good judg­ment, of dis­cern­ment, clear-sight­ed­ness and ap­pre­ci­a­tion of its sur­round­ings, which ex­ag­ger­at­ed its trou­bles, which plunged in­to fool­ish alarms, pre­vi­sions of evil, de­spair­ing pre­sen­ti­ments, which looked up­on its ter­rors as re­al­i­ties, and was con­stant­ly lost in the pes­simism of that species of delir­i­um, at the end of which it could find noth­ing but this ejac­u­la­tion and this phrase: “Bah! I will kill my­self!”

			Through­out the week the fever in her brain caused her to ex­pe­ri­ence all the ef­fects of the things she thought might hap­pen. By day and night she saw her shame laid bare and made pub­lic; she saw her se­cret, her cow­ardice, her wrong­do­ing, all that she car­ried about with her con­cealed and sewn in her heart—she saw it all un­cov­ered, noised abroad, dis­closed—dis­closed to made­moi­selle! Her debts on Jupil­lon’s ac­count, aug­ment­ed by her debts for drink and for food for Gautruche, by all that she pur­chased now on cred­it, her debt to the concierge and the shop­keep­ers would soon be­come known and ru­in her! A cold shiv­er ran down her back at the thought: she could feel made­moi­selle turn­ing her away! Through­out the week she con­stant­ly imag­ined her­self stand­ing be­fore the com­mis­sion­er of po­lice. Sev­en long days she brood­ed over that word and that idea: the Law! the Law as it ap­pears to the imag­i­na­tion of the low­er class­es; some­thing ter­ri­ble, in­de­fin­able, in­evitable, which is ev­ery­where, and lurks in ev­ery­one’s shad­ow; an om­nipo­tent source of calami­ty which ap­pears vague­ly in the judge’s black gown, be­tween the po­lice sergeant and the ex­e­cu­tion­er, with the hands of the gen­darme and the arms of the guil­lo­tine! She, who was sub­ject to all the in­stinc­tive ter­rors of the com­mon peo­ple, and who of­ten re­peat­ed that she would much rather die than ap­pear be­fore the court—she imag­ined her­self seat­ed in the dock, be­tween two gen­darmes, in a court­room, sur­round­ed by all the un­fa­mil­iar para­pher­na­lia of the Law, her ig­no­rance of which made them ob­jects of ter­ror to her. Through­out the week her ears heard foot­steps on the stairs com­ing to ar­rest her!

			The shock was too vi­o­lent for nerves as weak as hers. The men­tal up­heaval of that week of agony pos­sessed her with an idea that hith­er­to had on­ly hov­ered about her—the idea of sui­cide. She be­gan to lis­ten, with her head in her hands, to the voice that spoke to her of de­liv­er­ance. She opened her ears to the sweet mu­sic of death that we hear in the back­ground of life like the fall of mighty wa­ters in the dis­tance, dy­ing away in space. The temp­ta­tions that speak to the dis­cour­aged heart of the things that put an end to life so quick­ly and so eas­i­ly, of the means of quelling suf­fer­ing with the hand, pur­sued and so­licit­ed her. Her glance rest­ed wist­ful­ly up­on all the things about her that could cure the dis­ease called life. She ac­cus­tomed her fin­gers and her lips to them. She touched them, han­dled them, drew them near to her. She sought to test her courage up­on them and to ob­tain a fore­taste of death. She would re­main for hours at her kitchen win­dow with her eyes fixed on the pave­ments in the court­yard down at the foot of the five flights—pave­ments that she knew and could have dis­tin­guished from oth­ers! As the day­light fad­ed she would lean far­ther out bend­ing al­most dou­ble over the ill-se­cured win­dow-bar, hop­ing al­ways that it would give way and drag her down with it—pray­ing that she might die with­out hav­ing to make the des­per­ate, vol­un­tary leap in­to space to which she no longer felt equal.

			“Why, you’ll fall out!” said made­moi­selle one day, grasp­ing her skirt im­pul­sive­ly in her alarm. “What are you look­ing at down there in the court­yard?”

			“Oh! noth­ing—the pave­ments.”

			“In Heav­en’s name, are you crazy? How you fright­ened me!”

			“Oh! peo­ple don’t fall that way,” said Ger­minie in a strange tone. “I tell you, made­moi­selle, in or­der to fall one must have a mighty long­ing to do it!”

		
	
		
			LI

			Ger­minie had not been able to in­duce Gautruche, who was haunt­ed by a for­mer mis­tress, to give her the key to his room. When he had not re­turned she was obliged to await his com­ing out­side, in the cold, dark street.

			At first she would walk back and forth in front of the house. She would take twen­ty steps in one di­rec­tion and twen­ty in the oth­er. Then, as if to pro­long her pe­ri­od of wait­ing, she would take a longer turn, and, go­ing far­ther and far­ther ev­ery time, would end by ex­tend­ing her walk to both ends of the boule­vard. Fre­quent­ly she walked thus for hours, shame­faced and mud-stained, in the fog and dark­ness, amid the in­iq­ui­tous and hor­ri­ble sur­round­ings of an av­enue near the bar­ri­ers, where dark­ness reigned. She fol­lowed the line of red-wineshops, the naked ar­bors, the cabaret trel­lis­es sup­port­ed by dead trees such as we see in bear-pits, low, flat hov­els with cur­tain­less win­dows cut at ran­dom in the walls, cap fac­to­ries where shirts are sold, and wicked-look­ing ho­tels where a night’s lodg­ing may be had. She passed by closed, her­met­i­cal­ly-sealed shops, black with bank­rupt­cy, by frag­ments of con­demned walls, by dark pas­sage­ways with iron grat­ings, by walled-up win­dows, by doors that seemed to give ad­mis­sion to those abodes of mur­der, the plan of which is hand­ed to the ju­ry at the as­sizes. As she went on, there were gloomy lit­tle gar­dens, crooked build­ings, ar­chi­tec­ture in its most de­grad­ed form, tall, mouldy portes-cochères, hedgerows, with­in which could be vague­ly seen the un­can­ny white­ness of stones in the dark­ness, cor­ners of un­fin­ished build­ings from which arose the stench of ni­tri­fi­ca­tion, walls dis­fig­ured by dis­gust­ing plac­ards and frag­ments of torn ad­ver­tise­ments by which they were spot­ted with loath­some pub­li­ca­tions as by lep­rosy. From time to time, at a sharp turn in the street, she would come up­on lanes that seemed to plunge in­to dark holes a few steps from their be­gin­ning, and from which a blast of damp air came forth as from a cel­lar; dark no-thor­ough­fares stood out against the sky with the rigid­i­ty of a great wall; streets stretched vague­ly away in the dis­tance, with the fee­ble gleam of a lantern twin­kling here and there at long in­ter­vals up­on the ghost­ly plas­ter fronts of the hous­es.

			Ger­minie would walk on and on. She would cov­er all the ter­ri­to­ry where low de­bauch­ery fills its crop on Mon­days and finds its loves, be­tween a hos­pi­tal, a slaugh­ter­house, and a ceme­tery; Lari­boisière, the Abat­toir and Mont­martre.

			The peo­ple who passed that way—the work­man re­turn­ing from Paris whistling; the work­ing­wom­an, her day’s work end­ed, hur­ry­ing on with her hands un­der her armpits to keep her­self warm; the street­walk­er in her black cap—would stare at her as they passed. Strange men act­ed as if they rec­og­nized her; the light made her ashamed. She would turn and run to­ward the oth­er end of the boule­vard and fol­low the dark, de­sert­ed foot­way along the city wall; but she was soon driv­en away by hor­ri­ble shad­ows of men and by bru­tal­ly fa­mil­iar hands.

			She tried to go away; she in­sult­ed her­self in­ward­ly; she called her­self a cow­ard­ly wretch; she swore to her­self that each turn should be the last, that she would go as far as a cer­tain tree, and that was all; if he had not re­turned, she would go away and put an end to the whole thing. But she did not go; she walked on and on; she wait­ed, more con­sumed than ev­er, the longer he de­layed, with the mad de­sire to see him.

			At last, as the hours flew by and the boule­vard be­came emp­ty, Ger­minie, ex­haust­ed, over­done with weari­ness, would ap­proach the hous­es. She would loi­ter from shop to shop, she would go me­chan­i­cal­ly where gas was still burn­ing, and stand stupid­ly in the bright glare from the shop win­dows. She wel­comed the daz­zling light in her eyes, she tried to al­lay her im­pa­tience by be­numb­ing it. The ob­jects to be seen through the per­spir­ing win­dows of the wineshops—the cook­ing uten­sils, the bowls of punch flanked by two emp­ty bot­tles with sprigs of lau­rel pro­trud­ing from their necks, the show­cas­es in which the liquors com­bined their var­ied col­ors in a sin­gle beam, a cup filled with plat­ed spoons—these things would hold her at­ten­tion for a long while. She would read the old an­nounce­ments of lot­tery draw­ings plac­ard­ed on the walls of a sa­loon, the ad­ver­tise­ments of “glo­ria”—cof­fee with brandy—the in­scrip­tions in yel­low let­ters: New wine, pure blood, 70 cen­times. For a whole quar­ter of an hour she would stand star­ing in­to a back room con­tain­ing a man in a blouse sit­ting on a stool by a ta­ble, a stovepipe, a slate, and two black tea-boards against the wall. Her fixed, va­cant stare would rest, through the red­dish mist, up­on the dark forms of shoe­mak­ers lean­ing over their bench­es. It fell and lin­gered heed­less­ly up­on a counter that was be­ing washed, up­on hands that were count­ing the re­ceipts of the day, up­on a tun­nel or jug that was be­ing scoured with sand­stone. She had ceased to think. She would sim­ply stand there, nailed to the spot and grow­ing weak­er and weak­er, feel­ing her courage van­ish from the mere weari­ness of stand­ing on her feet, see­ing things on­ly through a sort of film as in a swoon, hear­ing the noise made by the mud­dy cabs rolling over the wet pave­ments on­ly as a buzzing in her ears, ready to fall and com­pelled again and again to lean against the wall for sup­port.

			In her then con­di­tion of pros­tra­tion and ill­ness, with that se­mi-hal­lu­ci­na­tion of ver­ti­go that made her so timid of cross­ing the Seine and im­pelled her to cling to the bridge rail­ings, it hap­pened that, on cer­tain evenings, when it rained, these fits of weak­ness that she had up­on the out­er boule­vard as­sumed the ter­rors of a night­mare. When the light from the lanterns, trem­bling in misty va­por, cast its vary­ing, flick­er­ing re­flec­tion on the damp ground; when the pave­ments, the side­walks, the earth, seemed to melt away and dis­ap­pear un­der the rain, and there was no ap­pear­ance of so­lid­i­ty any­where in the aque­ous dark­ness, the wretch­ed crea­ture, al­most mad with fa­tigue, would fan­cy that she could see a flood ris­ing in the gut­ter. A mi­rage of ter­ror would show her sud­den­ly the wa­ter all about her, and creep­ing con­stant­ly near­er to her. She would close her eyes, not dar­ing to move, fear­ing to feel her feet slip from un­der her; she would be­gin to weep, and would weep on un­til some­one passed by and of­fered to es­cort her to the Ho­tel of the Lit­tle Blue Hand.

		
	
		
			LII

			She would then as­cend the stairs; that was her last place of refuge. She would fly from the rain and snow and cold, from fear, de­spair, and fa­tigue. She would go up and sit on the top step against Gautruche’s closed doors; she would draw her shawl and skirts close­ly about her in or­der to leave room for those who went and came up that long steep lad­der, and would draw back as far as pos­si­ble in­to the cor­ner in or­der that her shame might fill but lit­tle space on the nar­row land­ing.

			From the open doors the odor of un­ven­ti­lat­ed clos­ets, of fam­i­lies heaped to­geth­er in a sin­gle room, the ex­ha­la­tions of un­healthy trades, the dense, greasy fumes of cook­ing done in chaf­ing-dish­es on the floor, the stench of rags and the faint damp smell of clothes dry­ing in the house, came forth and filled the hall. The bro­ken-paned win­dow be­hind Ger­minie waft­ed to her nos­trils the fetid stench of a lead­en pipe in which the whole house emp­tied its refuse and its filth. Her stom­ach rose in re­volt ev­ery mo­ment at a puff of in­fec­tion; she was obliged to take from her pock­et a phial of melis­sa wa­ter that she al­ways car­ried, and swal­low a mouth­ful of it to avoid be­ing ill.

			But the stair­case had its passers, too: hon­est work­men’s wives went up with a bushel of char­coal, or a pint of wine for sup­per. Their feet would rub against her as they passed, and as they went far­ther up, Ger­minie would feel their scorn­ful glances rest­ing up­on her and fall­ing up­on her with more crush­ing force at ev­ery floor. The chil­dren—lit­tle girls in fan­chons who flit­ted up the dark stair­way and bright­ened it as if with flow­ers, lit­tle girls in whom she saw, as she so of­ten saw in dreams, her own lit­tle one, liv­ing and grown to girl­hood—she saw them stop and look at her with wide open eyes that seemed to re­coil from her; then the lit­tle crea­tures would turn and run breath­less­ly up­stairs, and, when they were well out of reach, would lean over the rail un­til they al­most fell, and hurl im­pure jests at her, the in­sults of the chil­dren of the com­mon peo­ple. In­sult­ing words, poured out up­on her by those rose­bud mouths, wound­ed Ger­minie more deeply than all else. She would half rise for an in­stant; then, over­whelmed by shame, re­sign­ing her­self to her fate, she would fall back in­to her cor­ner, and, pulling her shawl over her head in or­der to bury her­self there­in out of sight, she would sit like a dead wom­an, crushed, in­ert, in­sen­si­ble, cow­er­ing over her own shad­ow, like a bun­dle tossed on the floor which ev­ery­one might tread up­on—hav­ing no con­trol of her fac­ul­ties, dead to ev­ery­thing ex­cept the foot­steps that she was lis­ten­ing for—and that did not come.

			At last, af­ter long hours, hours that she could not count, she would fan­cy that she heard a stum­bling walk in the street; then a vi­nous voice would mount the stairs, stam­mer­ing “Canaille! canaille of a sa­loon-keep­er!—you sold me the kind of wine that goes to my head!”

			It was he.

			And al­most ev­ery day the same scene was en­act­ed.

			“Ah! there y’are, my Ger­minie,” he would say as his eyes fell up­on her. “It’s like this—I’ll tell you all about it. I’m a lit­tle bit un­der wa­ter.” And, as he put the key in the lock: “I’ll tell you all about it. It isn’t my fault.”

			He would en­ter the room, kick aside a tur­tle­dove with mangy wings that limped for­ward to greet him, and close the door. “It wasn’t me, d’ye see. It was Pail­lon, you know Pail­lon? that lit­tle round fel­low, fat as a mad dog. Well, it was him, ’pon my hon­or. He in­sist­ed on pay­ing for a six­teen-sous bot­tle for me. He of­fered to treat me, and I prof­fered him thanks. There­upon we nat­u­ral­ly con­soled5 our cof­fee; when you’re con­soled, you con­sole! and as one thing led to an­oth­er, we fell up­on each oth­er! There was a very dev­il of a car­nage! The proof of it is that that gal­lows-bird of a sa­loon-keep­er threw us out-o’-doors like lob­ster shells!”

			Ger­minie, dur­ing the ex­pla­na­tion, would have light­ed the can­dle, stuck in a yel­low cop­per can­dle­stick. By its flick­er­ing light the dirty pa­per on the walls could be seen, cov­ered with car­i­ca­tures from Chari­vari, torn from the pa­per and past­ed on the wall.

			“Well, you’re a love!” Gautruche would ex­claim, as he saw her place a cold fowl and two bot­tles of wine on the ta­ble. “For I must tell you all I’ve had in my stom­ach to­day—a plate of wretch­ed soup—that’s all. Ah! it must have tak­en a stout mas­ter-at-arms to put that fel­low’s eyes out!”

			And he would be­gin to eat. Ger­minie would sit with her el­bows on the ta­ble, watch­ing him and drink­ing, and her glance would grow dark.

			

			“Pshaw! all the né­gress­es6 are dead,” Gautruche would say at last, as he drained the bot­tles one by one. “Put the chil­dren to bed!”

			

			There­upon ter­ri­ble, fierce, ab­hor­rent out­bursts of pas­sion would en­sue be­tween those two strange crea­tures, sav­age ar­dor fol­lowed by sav­age sati­ety, fran­tic storms of lust, ca­ress­es that were im­preg­nat­ed with the fierce bru­tal­i­ty of wine, kiss­es that seemed to seek the blood be­neath the skin, like the tongue of a wild beast, and at the end, ut­ter ex­haus­tion that swal­lowed them up and left their bod­ies like corpses.

			Ger­minie plunged in­to these de­bauch­es with—what shall I say?—delir­i­um, mad­ness, des­per­a­tion, a sort of supreme fren­zy. Her un­govern­able pas­sions turned against them­selves, and, go­ing be­yond their nat­u­ral ap­petites, forced them­selves to suf­fer. Sati­ety ex­haust­ed them with­out ex­tin­guish­ing them; and, over­pass­ing the widest lim­its of ex­cess, they ex­cit­ed them­selves to self-tor­ture. In the poor crea­ture’s parox­ysms of ex­cite­ment, her brain, her nerves, the imag­i­na­tion of her mad­dened body, no longer sought plea­sure in plea­sure, but some­thing sharp­er, keen­er, and more vi­o­lent: pain in plea­sure. And the words “to die” con­stant­ly es­caped from her com­pressed lips, as if she were in­vok­ing death in an un­der­tone and seek­ing to em­brace it in the ag­o­nies of love.

			Some­times, in the night, she would sud­den­ly sit up on the edge of the bed, rest her bare feet on the cold floor, and re­main there, wild-eyed, lis­ten­ing to the things that breathe in a sleep­ing-cham­ber. And lit­tle by lit­tle the ob­scu­ri­ty of the place and hour seemed to en­vel­op her. She seemed to her­self to fall and writhe help­less­ly in the blind un­con­scious­ness of the night. Her will be­came as naught. All sorts of black things, that seemed to have wings and voic­es, beat against her tem­ples. The ghast­ly temp­ta­tions that af­ford mad­ness a vague glimpse of crime caused a red light, the flash of mur­der, to pass be­fore her eyes, close at hand; and hands placed against her back pushed her to­ward the ta­ble where the knives lay. She would close her eyes and move one foot; then fear would lay hold of her and she would cling to the bed­clothes; and at last she would turn around, fall back up­on the bed, and go to sleep be­side the man she had been tempt­ed to mur­der; why? she had no idea; for noth­ing—for the sake of killing!

			And so, un­til day­break, in that wretch­ed fur­nished lodg­ing, the fierce strug­gle of those fa­tal pas­sions would con­tin­ue, while the poor maimed, limp­ing dove, the in­firm bird of Venus, nest­ing in one of Gautruche’s old shoes, would ut­ter now and then, awak­ened by the noise, a fright­ened coo.

		
	
		
			LIII

			In those days Gautruche be­came a lit­tle dis­gust­ed with drink­ing. He felt the first pangs of the dis­ease of the liv­er that had long been lurk­ing in his heat­ed, al­co­holized blood, un­der his brick-red cheek bones. The hor­ri­ble pains that gnawed at his side, and twist­ed the cords of his stom­ach for a whole week, caused him to re­flect. There came to his mind, to­geth­er with divers res­o­lu­tions in­spired by pru­dence, cer­tain al­most sen­ti­men­tal ideas of the fu­ture. He said to him­self that he must put a lit­tle more wa­ter in­to his life, if he want­ed to live to old age. While he lay writhing in bed and ty­ing him­self in­to knots, with his knees up to his chin to lessen the pain, he looked about at his den, the four walls with­in which he passed his nights, to which he brought his drunk­en body home in the evening, and from which he fled in­to the day­light in the morn­ing; and he thought about mak­ing a re­al home for him­self. He dreamed of a room, where he could keep a wife, a wife who would make him a good stew, look af­ter him if he were ill, straight­en out his af­fairs, keep his linen in or­der, pre­vent him from be­gin­ning a new score at the wineshop; a wife, in short, who would com­bine all the use­ful qual­i­ties of a house­keep­er, and who, in ad­di­tion, would not be a stupid fool, but would un­der­stand him and laugh with him. Such a wife was all found: Ger­minie was the very one. She prob­a­bly had a lit­tle hoard, a few sous laid by dur­ing the time she had been in her old mis­tress’s ser­vice; and with what he earned they could “grub along” in com­fort. He had no doubt of her con­sent; he was sure be­fore­hand that she would ac­cept his propo­si­tion. More than that, her scru­ples, if she had any, would not hold out against the prospect of mar­riage which he pro­posed to ex­hib­it to her at the end of their li­ai­son.

			One Mon­day she had come to his room as usu­al.

			“Say, Ger­minie,” he be­gan, “what would you say to this, eh? A good room—not like this box—a re­al room, with a clos­et—at Mont­martre, and two win­dows, no less! Rue de l’Em­pereur—with a view an En­glish­man would give five thou­sand francs to car­ry away with him. Some­thing first-class, bright, and cheer­ful, you know, a place where you could stay all day with­out hat­ing your­self. Be­cause, I tell you I’m be­gin­ning to have enough of mov­ing about here and there just to change fleas. And that isn’t all, ei­ther: I’m tired of be­ing cooped up in fur­nished lodg­ings, I’m tired of be­ing all alone. Friends don’t make so­ci­ety. They fall on you like flies in your glass when you’re to pay, and then, there you are! In the first place, I don’t pro­pose to drink any more, hon­or bright! no more for me, you’ll see! You un­der­stand I don’t in­tend to use my­self up in this life, not if I know my­self. Not by any means! At­ten­tion! We mustn’t let drink get the bet­ter of us. It seemed to me those days as if I’d been swal­low­ing corkscrews. And I’ve no de­sire to knock at the mon­u­ment just yet. Well, to go from the thread to the nee­dle, this is what I thought: I’ll make the propo­si­tion to Ger­minie. I’ll treat my­self to a lit­tle fur­ni­ture. You’ve got what you have in your room. You know I’m not much of a shirk­er, I haven’t a lazy bone in my body where work’s con­cerned. And then we might look to not al­ways be work­ing for oth­ers: we might take a lodg­ing-house for coun­try thieves. If you had a lit­tle some­thing put aside, that would help. We would join forces in gen­teel fash­ion, and have our­selves straight­ened out some day be­fore the may­or. That’s not such a bad scheme, is it, old girl, eh? And you’ll leave your old la­dy this time, won’t you, for your dear old Gautruche?”

			Ger­minie, who had lis­tened to him with her head thrust for­ward and her chin rest­ing on the palm of her hand, threw her­self back with a burst of stri­dent laugh­ter.

			“Ha! ha! ha! You thought—and you have the face to tell me so!—you thought I’d leave her! Made­moi­selle? Did you re­al­ly think so? You’re a fool, you know! Why, you might have thou­sands and hun­dred thou­sands, you might be stuffed with gold, do you hear? all stuffed with it. You’re jok­ing, aren’t you? Made­moi­selle? Why, don’t you know? haven’t I ev­er told you? I would like to see her die and these hands not be there to close her eyes! I’d like to see it! Come now, re­al­ly, did you think so?”

			“Damna­tion! I imag­ined, from the way you act­ed with me, I thought you cared more for me than that—that you loved me, in fact!” ex­claimed the painter, dis­con­cert­ed by the ter­ri­ble, sting­ing irony of Ger­minie’s words.

			“Ah! you thought that, too—that I loved you!” And, as if she were sud­den­ly up­root­ing from the depths of her heart the re­morse and suf­fer­ing of her pas­sions, she con­tin­ued: “Well, yes! I do love you—I love you as you love me! just as much! and that’s all! I love you as one loves some­thing that is close at hand—that one makes use of be­cause it is there! I am used to you as one gets used to an old dress and wears it again and again. That’s how I love you! How do you sup­pose I should care for you? I’d like you to tell me what dif­fer­ence it can make to me whether it’s you or an­oth­er? For, af­ter all, what have you been to me more than any oth­er man would be? In the first place, you took me. Well? Is that enough to make me love you? What have you done, then, to at­tach me to you, will you be kind enough to tell me? Have you ev­er sac­ri­ficed a glass of wine to me? Have you even so much as tak­en pity on me when I was tramp­ing about in the mud and snow at the risk of my life? Oh! yes! And what did peo­ple say to me and spit out in my face so that my blood boiled from one end of my body to the oth­er! You nev­er trou­bled your head about all the in­sults I’ve swal­lowed wait­ing for you! Look you! I’ve been want­ing to tell you all this for a long time—it’s been chok­ing me. Tell me,” she con­tin­ued, with a ghast­ly smile, “do you flat­ter your­self you’ve driv­en me wild with your phys­i­cal beau­ty, with your hair, which you’ve lost, with that head of yours? Hard­ly! I took you—I’d have tak­en any­one, it didn’t mat­ter who! It was one of the times when I had to have some­one! At those times I don’t know any­thing or see any­thing. I’m not my­self at all. I took you be­cause it was a hot day!”

			She paused an in­stant.

			“Go on,” said Gautruche, “iron me on all the seams. Don’t mind me as long as your hand’s in.”

			“So?” con­tin­ued Ger­minie, “how en­chant­ed you imag­ined I was go­ing to be to take up with you! You said to your­self: ‘The good-na­tured fool! she’ll be glad of the chance! And all I shall have to do will be to prom­ise to mar­ry her. She’ll throw up her place. She’ll leave her mis­tress in the lurch.’ The idea! Made­moi­selle! Made­moi­selle, who has no one but me! Ah! you don’t know any­thing about such things. You wouldn’t un­der­stand if I should tell you. Made­moi­selle, who is ev­ery­thing to me! Why, since my moth­er died, I’ve had no­body but her, nev­er been treat­ed kind­ly by any­body but her! Who be­side her ev­er said to me when I was un­hap­py: ‘Are you un­hap­py?’ And, when I was sick: ‘Don’t you feel well?’ No one! There’s been no one but her to take care of me, to care what be­came of me. God! and you talk of lov­ing on ac­count of what there is be­tween us! Ah! made­moi­selle has loved me! Yes, loved me! And I’m dy­ing of it, do you know? of hav­ing be­come such a mis­er­able crea­ture as I am, a—” She said the word. “And of de­ceiv­ing her, of steal­ing her af­fec­tion, of al­low­ing her still to love me as her daugh­ter! Ah! if she should ev­er learn any­thing—but, no fear of that, it won’t be long. There’s one wom­an who would make a pret­ty leap out of a fifth-sto­ry win­dow, as true as God is my mas­ter! But fan­cy—you are not my heart, you are not my life, you are on­ly my plea­sure. But I did have a man. Ah! I don’t know whether I loved him! but you could have torn me to pieces for him with­out a word from me. In short, he was the man that made me what I am. Well, d’ye see, when my pas­sion for him was at its hottest, when I breathed on­ly as he wished me to, when I was mad over him and would have let him walk on my stom­ach if he’d want­ed to—even then, if made­moi­selle had been sick, if she had mo­tioned to me with her lit­tle fin­ger, I’d have gone back to her. Yes, I would have left him for her! I tell you I would have left him!”

			“In that case—if that’s the way things stand, my dear—if you’re so fond of your old la­dy as that, I have on­ly one piece of ad­vice to give you: you’d bet­ter not leave your good la­dy, d’ye see!”

			“That’s my dis­missal, is it?” said Ger­minie, ris­ing.

			“Faith! it’s very like it.”

			“Well! adieu. That suits me!”

			She went straight to the door, and left the room with­out a word.

		
	
		
			LIV

			Af­ter this rup­ture Ger­minie fell where she was sure to fall, be­low shame, be­low na­ture it­self. Low­er and low­er the un­hap­py, pas­sion­ate crea­ture fell, un­til she wal­lowed in the gut­ter. She took up the lovers whose pas­sions are ex­haust­ed in one night, those whom she passed or met on the street, those whom chance throws in the way of a wan­der­ing wom­an. She had no need to give her­self time for the growth of de­sire: her caprice was fierce and sud­den, kin­dled in­stant­ly. Pounc­ing greed­i­ly up­on the first com­er, she hard­ly looked at him and could not have rec­og­nized him. Beau­ty, youth, the phys­i­cal qual­i­ties of a lover, in which the pas­sion of the most de­grad­ed wom­an seeks to re­al­ize a base ide­al, as it were—none of those things tempt­ed her now or touched her. In all men her eyes saw noth­ing but man: the in­di­vid­u­al mat­tered naught to her. The last in­di­ca­tion of de­cen­cy and of hu­man feel­ing in de­bauch­ery—pref­er­ence, se­lec­tion—and even that which rep­re­sents all that pros­ti­tutes re­tain of con­science and per­son­al­i­ty—dis­gust, even dis­gust—she had lost!

			And she wan­dered about the streets at night, with the furtive, stealthy gait of wild beasts prowl­ing in the shad­ow in quest of food. As if un­sexed, she made the ad­vances, she so­licit­ed brutes, she took ad­van­tage of drunk­en­ness, and men yield­ed to her. She walked along, peer­ing on ev­ery side, ap­proach­ing ev­ery shad­owy cor­ner where im­pu­ri­ty might lurk un­der cov­er of the dark­ness and soli­tude, where hands were wait­ing to swoop down up­on a shawl. Be­lat­ed pedes­tri­ans saw her by the light of the street lanterns, an ill-omened, shud­der­ing phan­tom, glid­ing along, al­most crawl­ing, bent dou­ble, slink­ing by in the shad­ow, with that ap­pear­ance of ill­ness and in­san­i­ty and of ut­ter aber­ra­tion which sets the thought­ful man’s heart and the physi­cian’s mind at work on the brink of deep abysses of melan­choly.

		
	
		
			LV

			One evening when she was prowl­ing about Rue du Rocher, as she passed a wineshop at the cor­ner of Rue de Labarde, she no­ticed the back of a man who was drink­ing at the bar: it was Jupil­lon.

			She stopped short, turned to­ward the street with her back against the door of the wineshop, and wait­ed. The light in the shop was be­hind her, her shoul­ders against the bars, and there she stood mo­tion­less, her skirt gath­ered up in one hand in front, and her oth­er hand fall­ing list­less­ly at her side. She re­sem­bled a stat­ue of dark­ness seat­ed on a mile­stone. In her at­ti­tude there was an air of stern de­ter­mi­na­tion and the nec­es­sary pa­tience to wait there for­ev­er. The passers­by, the car­riages, the street—she saw them all in­dis­tinct­ly and as if they were far away. The tow-horse, wait­ing to as­sist in draw­ing the om­nibus­es up the hill—a white horse, he was—stood in front of her, worn out and mo­tion­less, sleep­ing on his feet, with his head and forefeet in the bright light from the door: she did not see him. There was a dense fog. It was one of those vile, de­testable Parisian nights when it seems as if the wa­ter that falls had be­come mud be­fore fall­ing. The gut­ter rose and flowed about her feet. She re­mained thus half an hour with­out mov­ing, with her back to the light and her face in the shad­ow, a threat­en­ing, des­per­ate, for­bid­ding crea­ture, like a stat­ue of Fa­tal­i­ty erect­ed by Dark­ness at a wineshop door!

			At last Jupil­lon came out. She stood be­fore him with fold­ed arms.

			“My mon­ey?” she said. Her face was that of a wom­an who has ceased to pos­sess a con­science, for whom there is no God, no po­lice, no as­sizes, no scaf­fold—noth­ing!

			Jupil­lon felt that his cus­tom­ary blague was ar­rest­ed in his throat.

			“Your mon­ey?” he re­peat­ed; “your mon­ey ain’t lost. But I must have time. Just now, you see, work ain’t very plen­ty. That shop busi­ness of mine came to grief a long while ago, you know. But in three months’ time, I prom­ise. Are you pret­ty well?”

			“Canaille! Ah! I’ve got you now! Ah! you’d sneak away, would you? But it was you, my curse! it was you who made me what I am, brig­and! rob­ber! sneak! It was you.”

			Ger­minie hurled these words in his face, push­ing against him, forc­ing him back, press­ing her body against his. She seemed to be rub­bing against the blows that she in­vit­ed and pro­voked, and as she leaned to­ward him thus, she cried: “Come, strike me! What, then, must I say to you to make you strike me?”

			She had ceased to think. She did not know what she want­ed; she sim­ply felt that she need­ed to be struck. There had come up­on her an in­stinc­tive, ir­ra­tional de­sire to be mal­treat­ed, bruised, made to suf­fer in her flesh, to ex­pe­ri­ence a vi­o­lent shock, a sharp pain that would put a stop to what was go­ing on in her brain. She could think of noth­ing but blows to bring mat­ters to a cri­sis. Af­ter the blows, she saw, with the lu­cid­i­ty of an hal­lu­ci­na­tion, all sorts of things come to pass—the guard ar­riv­ing, the gen­darmes from the post, the com­mis­sion­er! the com­mis­sion­er to whom she could tell ev­ery­thing, her sto­ry, her mis­for­tunes, how the man be­fore her had abused her and what he had cost her! Her heart col­lapsed in an­tic­i­pa­tion at the thought of emp­ty­ing it­self, with shrieks and tears, of ev­ery­thing with which it was burst­ing.

			“Come, strike me!” she re­peat­ed, still ad­vanc­ing up­on Jupil­lon, who tried to slink away, and, as he re­treat­ed, tossed ca­ress­ing words to her as you do to a dog that does not rec­og­nize you and seems in­clined to bite. A crowd was be­gin­ning to col­lect about them.

			“Come, old har­ri­dan, don’t both­er mon­sieur!” ex­claimed a po­lice of­fi­cer, grasp­ing Ger­minie by the arm and swing­ing her around rough­ly. Un­der that bru­tal in­sult from the hand of the law, Ger­minie’s knees wa­vered: she thought she should faint. Then she was afraid, and fled in the mid­dle of the street.

		
	
		
			LVI

			Pas­sion is sub­ject to the most in­sen­sate re­ac­tions, the most in­ex­pli­ca­ble re­vivals. The ac­cursed love that Ger­minie be­lieved to have been killed by all the wounds and blows Jupil­lon had in­flict­ed up­on it came to life once more. She was dis­mayed to find it in her heart when she re­turned home. The mere sight of the man, his prox­im­i­ty for those few mo­ments, the sound of his voice, the act of breath­ing the air that he breathed, were enough to turn her heart back to him and rel­e­gate her to the past.

			Not­with­stand­ing all that had hap­pened, she had nev­er been able to tear Jupil­lon’s im­age al­to­geth­er from her heart: its roots were still imbed­ded there. He was her first love. She be­longed to him against her own will by all the weak­ness­es of mem­o­ry, by all the cow­ardice of habit. Be­tween them there were all the bonds of tor­ture that hold a wom­an fast for­ev­er—sac­ri­fice, suf­fer­ing, degra­da­tion. He owned her, body and soul, be­cause he had out­raged her con­science, tram­pled up­on her il­lu­sions, made her life a mar­tyr­dom. She be­longed to him, be­longed to him for­ev­er, as to the au­thor of all her sor­rows.

			And that shock, that scene which should have caused her to think with hor­ror of ev­er meet­ing him again, rekin­dled in her the fren­zied de­sire to meet him again. Her pas­sion seized her again in its full force. The thought of Jupil­lon filled her mind so com­plete­ly that it pu­ri­fied her. She abrupt­ly called a halt in the vagabondage of her pas­sions: she de­ter­mined to be­long thence­forth to no one, as that was the on­ly method by which she could still be­long to him.

			She be­gan to spy up­on him, to make a study of his usu­al hours for go­ing out, the streets he passed through, the places that he vis­it­ed. She fol­lowed him to Batig­nolles, to his new quar­ters, walked be­hind him, con­tent to put her foot where he had put his, to be guid­ed by his steps, to see him now and then, to no­tice a ges­ture that he made, to snatch one of his glances. That was all: she dared not speak to him; she kept at some dis­tance be­hind, like a lost dog, hap­py not to be driv­en away with kicks.

			For weeks and weeks she made her­self thus the man’s shad­ow, a hum­ble, timid shad­ow that shrank back and moved away a few steps when it thought it was in dan­ger of be­ing seen; then drew near­er again with fal­ter­ing steps, and, at an im­pa­tient move­ment from the man, stopped once more, as if ask­ing par­don.

			Some­times she wait­ed at the door of a house which he en­tered, caught him up again when he came out and es­cort­ed him home, al­ways at a dis­tance, with­out speak­ing to him, with the air of a beg­gar beg­ging for crumbs and thank­ful for what she was al­lowed to pick up. Then she would lis­ten at the shut­ters of the ground-floor apart­ment in which he lived, to as­cer­tain if he was alone, if there was any­body there.

			When he had a wom­an on his arm, al­though she suf­fered keen­ly, she was the more per­sis­tent in fol­low­ing him. She went where they went to the end. She en­tered the pub­lic gar­dens and ball­rooms be­hind them. She walked with­in sound of their laugh­ter and their words, tore her heart to tat­ters look­ing at them and lis­ten­ing to them, and stood at their backs with ev­ery jeal­ous in­stinct of her na­ture bleed­ing.

		
	
		
			LVII

			It was No­vem­ber. For three or four days Ger­minie had not fall­en in with Jupil­lon. She went to hov­er about his lodg­ings, watch­ing for him. When she reached the street on which he lived, she saw a broad beam of light strug­gling out through the closed shut­ters. She ap­proached and heard bursts of laugh­ter, the clink­ing of glass­es, wom­en’s voic­es, then a song and one voice, that of the wom­an whom she hat­ed with all the ha­tred of her heart, whom she would have liked to see ly­ing dead be­fore her, and whose death she had so of­ten sought to dis­cov­er in the cof­fee-grounds—the cousin!

			She glued her ear to the shut­ter, breath­ing in what they said, ab­sorbed in the tor­ture of lis­ten­ing to them, pas­tur­ing her fam­ished heart up­on suf­fer­ing. It was a cold, rainy win­ter’s night. She did not feel the cold or rain. All her sens­es were en­gaged in lis­ten­ing. The voice she de­test­ed seemed at times to grow faint and die away be­neath kiss­es, and the notes it sang died in her throat as if sti­fled by lips placed up­on the song. The hours passed. Ger­minie was still at her post. She did not think of go­ing away. She wait­ed, with no knowl­edge of what she was wait­ing for. It seemed to her that she must re­main there al­ways, un­til the end. The rain fell faster. The wa­ter from a bro­ken gut­ter over­head beat down up­on her shoul­ders. Great drops glid­ed down her neck. An icy shiv­er ran up and down her back. The wa­ter dripped from her dress to the ground. She did not no­tice it. She was con­scious of no pain in any of her limbs ex­cept the pain that flowed from her heart.

			Well on to­ward morn­ing there was a move­ment in the house, and foot­steps ap­proached the door. Ger­minie ran and hid in a re­cess in the wall some steps away, and from there saw a wom­an come out, es­cort­ed by a young man. As she watched them walk away, she felt some­thing soft and warm on her hands that fright­ened her at first; it was a dog lick­ing her, a great dog that she had held in her lap many an evening, when he was a pup­py, in the crémière’s back shop.

			“Come here, Molosse!” Jupil­lon shout­ed im­pa­tient­ly twice or thrice in the dark­ness.

			The dog barked, ran back, re­turned and gam­boled about her, and at last en­tered the house. The door closed. The voic­es and singing lured Ger­minie back to her for­mer po­si­tion against the shut­ter, and there she re­mained, drenched by the rain, al­low­ing her­self to be drenched, as she lis­tened and lis­tened, till morn­ing, till day­break, till the hour when the ma­sons on their way to work, with their din­ner loaf un­der their arms, be­gan to laugh at her as they passed.

		
	
		
			LVIII

			Two or three days af­ter that night in the rain, Ger­minie’s fea­tures were dis­tort­ed with pain, her skin was like mar­ble and her eyes blaz­ing. She said noth­ing, made no com­plaints, but went about her work as usu­al.

			“Here! girl, look at me a mo­ment,” said made­moi­selle, and she led her abrupt­ly to the win­dow. “What does all this mean? this look of a dead wom­an risen from the grave? Come, tell me hon­est­ly, are you sick? My God! how hot your hands are!”

			She grasped her wrist, and in a mo­ment threw it down.

			“What a sil­ly slut! you’re in a burn­ing fever! And you keep it to your­self!”

			“Why no, made­moi­selle,” Ger­minie stam­mered. “I think it’s noth­ing but a bad cold. I went to sleep the oth­er evening with my kitchen win­dow open.”

			“Oh! you’re a good one!” re­tort­ed made­moi­selle; “you might be dy­ing and you’d nev­er as much as say: ‘Ouf!’ Wait.”

			She put on her spec­ta­cles, and hasti­ly mov­ing her arm­chair to a small ta­ble by the fire­place, she wrote a few lines in her bold hand.

			“Here,” said she, fold­ing the note, “you will do me the fa­vor to give this to your friend Adèle and have her send the concierge with it. And now to bed you go!”

			But Ger­minie re­fused to go to bed. It was not worth while. She would not tire her­self. She would sit down all day. Be­sides, the worst of her sick­ness was over; she was get­ting bet­ter al­ready. And then it al­ways killed her to stay in bed.

			The doc­tor, sum­moned by made­moi­selle’s note, came in the evening. He ex­am­ined Ger­minie, and or­dered the ap­pli­ca­tion of cro­ton oil. The trou­ble in the chest was of such a na­ture that he could say noth­ing about it un­til he had ob­served the ef­fect of his reme­dies.

			He re­turned a few days lat­er, sent Ger­minie to bed and sound­ed her chest for a long while.

			“It’s a most ex­tra­or­di­nary thing,” he said to made­moi­selle, when he went down­stairs; “she has had pleurisy up­on her and hasn’t kept her bed for a mo­ment! Is she made of iron, in Heav­en’s name? Oh! the en­er­gy of some wom­en! How old is she?”

			“Forty-one.”

			“Forty-one! Oh! it’s not pos­si­ble. Are you sure? She looks ful­ly fifty.”

			“Ah! as to that, she looks as old as you please. What can you ex­pect? Nev­er in good health—al­ways sick, dis­ap­point­ment, sor­row—and a dis­po­si­tion that can’t help tor­ment­ing it­self.”

			“Forty-one years old! it’s amaz­ing!” the physi­cian re­peat­ed.

			Af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, he con­tin­ued:

			“So far as you know, is there any hered­i­tary lung trou­ble in her fam­i­ly? Has she had any rel­a­tives who have died young?”

			“She lost a sis­ter by pleurisy; but she was old­er. She was forty-eight, I think.”

			The doc­tor had be­come very grave. “How­ev­er, the lung is get­ting freer,” he said, in an en­cour­ag­ing tone. “But it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that she should have rest. And send her to me once a week. Let her come and see me. And let her take a pleas­ant day for it—a bright, sun­ny day.”

		
	
		
			LIX

			Made­moi­selle talked and prayed and im­plored and scold­ed to no pur­pose: she could not in­duce Ger­minie to lay aside her work for a few days. Ger­minie would not even lis­ten to the sug­ges­tion that she should have an as­sis­tant to do the heav­ier work. She de­clared that it was use­less, im­pos­si­ble; that she could nev­er en­dure the thought of an­oth­er wom­an ap­proach­ing her, wait­ing up­on her, at­tend­ing to her wants; that it would give her a fever sim­ply to think of such a thing as she lay in bed; that she was not dead yet; and she begged that she might be al­lowed to go on as usu­al, so long as she could put one foot be­fore the oth­er. She said it in such an af­fec­tion­ate tone, her eyes were so be­seech­ing, her fee­ble voice was so hum­ble and so pas­sion­ate in mak­ing the re­quest, that made­moi­selle had not the courage to force her to ac­cept an as­sis­tant. She sim­ply called her a “block­head,” who be­lieved, like all coun­try-peo­ple, that a few days in bed means death.

			Keep­ing on her feet, with an ap­par­ent im­prove­ment due to the physi­cian’s en­er­get­ic treat­ment, Ger­minie con­tin­ued to make made­moi­selle’s bed, ac­cept­ing her as­sis­tance to turn the mat­tress­es. She al­so con­tin­ued to pre­pare her food, and that was an es­pe­cial­ly dis­taste­ful task to her.

			When she was pre­par­ing made­moi­selle’s break­fast and din­ner, she felt as if she should die in her kitchen, one of the wretch­ed lit­tle kitchens com­mon in great cities, which are the cause of so much pul­monary trou­ble in wom­en. The em­bers that she kin­dled, and from which a thread of suf­fo­cat­ing smoke slow­ly arose, be­gan to stir her stom­ach to re­volt; soon the char­coal that she bought from the char­coal deal­er next door, strong Paris char­coal, full of half-charred wood, en­veloped her in its sti­fling odor. The dirty, smok­ing fun­nel, the low chim­ney­p­iece poured back in­to her lungs the cor­rod­ing heat of the waist-high oven. She suf­fo­cat­ed, she felt the fiery heat of all her blood surge up­ward to her face and cause red blotch­es to ap­pear on her fore­head. Her head whirled. In the half-as­phyx­i­at­ed con­di­tion of laun­dress­es who pass back and forth through the va­por of their char­coal stoves, she would rush to the win­dow and draw a few breaths of the icy out­side air.

			She had oth­er mo­tives for suf­fer­ing on her feet, for keep­ing con­stant­ly about her work de­spite her in­creas­ing weak­ness, than the re­pug­nance of coun­try-peo­ple to take to their beds, or her fierce, jeal­ous de­ter­mi­na­tion that no one but her­self should at­tend to made­moi­selle’s needs: she had a con­stant ter­ror of de­nun­ci­a­tion, which might ac­com­pa­ny the in­stal­la­tion of a new ser­vant. It was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that she should be there, to keep watch on made­moi­selle and pre­vent any­one from com­ing near her. It was nec­es­sary, too, that she should show her­self, that the quar­ter should see her, and that she should not ap­pear to her cred­i­tors with the as­pect of a dead wom­an. She must make a pre­tence of be­ing strong, she must as­sume a cheer­ful, live­ly de­meanor, she must im­part con­fi­dence to the whole street with the doc­tor’s stud­ied words, with a hope­ful air, and with the prom­ise not to die. She must ap­pear at her best in or­der to re­as­sure her debtors and to pre­vent ap­pre­hen­sions on the sub­ject of mon­ey from as­cend­ing the stairs and ap­ply­ing to made­moi­selle.

			She act­ed up to her part in this hor­ri­ble, but nec­es­sary, com­e­dy. She was ab­so­lute­ly hero­ic in the way she made her whole body lie—in draw­ing up her en­fee­bled form to its full height as she passed the shops, whose pro­pri­etors’ eyes were up­on her; in quick­en­ing her trail­ing foot­steps; in rub­bing her cheeks with a rough tow­el be­fore go­ing out in or­der to bring back the col­or of blood to them; in cov­er­ing the pal­lor of her dis­ease and her death-mask with rouge.

			De­spite the ter­ri­ble cough that racked her sleep­less nights, de­spite her stom­ach’s loathing for food, she passed the whole win­ter con­quer­ing and over­com­ing her own weak­ness and strug­gling with the ups and downs of her dis­ease.

			At ev­ery vis­it that he made, the doc­tor told made­moi­selle that he was un­able to find that any of her maid’s vi­tal or­gans were se­ri­ous­ly dis­eased. The lungs were a lit­tle ul­cer­at­ed near the top; but peo­ple re­cov­ered from that. “But her body seems worn out, thor­ough­ly worn out,” he said again and again, in a sad tone, with an al­most em­bar­rassed man­ner that im­pressed made­moi­selle. And he al­ways had some­thing to say, at the end of his vis­it, about a change of air—about the coun­try.

		
	
		
			LX

			When Au­gust ar­rived, the doc­tor had noth­ing but that to ad­vise or pre­scribe—the coun­try. Not­with­stand­ing the re­pug­nance of el­der­ly peo­ple to move, to change their abode and the habits and reg­u­lar hours of their life; de­spite her do­mes­tic na­ture and the sort of pang that she felt at be­ing torn from her hearth­stone, made­moi­selle de­cid­ed to take Ger­minie in­to the coun­try. She wrote to the chick’s daugh­ter, who lived, with a brood of chil­dren, on a small es­tate in a vil­lage of Brie, and who had been, for many years, beg­ging her to pay her a long vis­it. She re­quest­ed her hos­pi­tal­i­ty for a month or six weeks for her­self and her sick maid.

			They set out. Ger­minie was de­light­ed. On their ar­rival she felt de­cid­ed­ly bet­ter. For some days her dis­ease seemed to be di­vert­ed by the change. But the weath­er that sum­mer was very un­cer­tain, with much rain, sud­den changes, and high winds. Ger­minie had a chill, and made­moi­selle soon heard again, over­head, just above the room in which she slept, the fright­ful cough that had been so painful and hard to bear at Paris. There were hur­ried parox­ysms of cough­ing that seemed al­most to stran­gle her; spasms that would break off for a mo­ment, then be­gin again; and the paus­es caused the ear and the heart to ex­pe­ri­ence a ner­vous, anx­ious an­tic­i­pa­tion of what was cer­tain to come next, and al­ways did come—rack­ing and tear­ing, dy­ing away again, but still vi­brat­ing in the ear, even when it had ceased: nev­er silent, nev­er will­ing to have done.

			And yet Ger­minie rose from those hor­ri­ble nights with an en­er­gy and ac­tiv­i­ty that amazed made­moi­selle and at times re­as­sured her. She was out of bed as ear­ly as any­body in the house. One morn­ing, at five o’clock, she went with the manser­vant in a chara­banc to a millpond three leagues away, for fish; at an­oth­er time she dragged her­self to the saint’s day ball, with the maids from the house, and did not re­turn un­til they did, at day­break. She worked all the time; as­sist­ed the ser­vants. She was al­ways sit­ting on the edge of a chair, in a cor­ner of the kitchen, do­ing some­thing with her fin­gers. Made­moi­selle was obliged to force her to go out, to drive her in­to the gar­den to sit. Then Ger­minie would sit on the green bench, with her um­brel­la over her head, and the sun in her skirts and on her feet. Hard­ly mov­ing, she would for­get her­self ut­ter­ly as she in­haled the light and air and warmth, pas­sion­ate­ly and with a sort of fever­ish joy. Her dis­tend­ed lips would part to ad­mit the fresh, clear air. Her eyes burned, but did not move; and in the light shad­ow of the silk um­brel­la her gaunt, wast­ed, hag­gard face stared va­cant­ly in­to space like an amorous death’s head.

			Weary as she was at night, no per­sua­sion could in­duce her to re­tire be­fore her mis­tress. She in­sist­ed up­on be­ing at hand to un­dress her. Seat­ed by her side, she would rise from time to time to wait up­on her as best she could, as­sist her to take off a pet­ti­coat, then sit down again, col­lect her strength for a mo­ment, rise again, and in­sist up­on do­ing some­thing for her. Made­moi­selle had to force her to sit down and or­der her to keep qui­et. And all the time that the evening toi­let last­ed she had al­ways up­on her lips the same tire­some chat­ter about the ser­vants of the house.

			“Why, made­moi­selle, you haven’t an idea of the eyes they make at each oth­er when they think no one sees them—the cook and the man—I mean. They keep qui­et when I am by; but the oth­er day I sur­prised them in the bak­ery. They were kiss­ing, fan­cy! Luck­i­ly madame here don’t sus­pect it.”

			“Ah! there you are again with your tale­bear­ing! Why, good God!” made­moi­selle would ex­claim, “what dif­fer­ence does it make to you whether they coo or don’t coo? They’re kind to you, aren’t they? That’s all that’s nec­es­sary.”

			“Oh! very kind, made­moi­selle; as far as that’s con­cerned I haven’t a word to say. Marie got up in the night last night to give me some wa­ter—and as for him, when there’s any dessert left, it’s al­ways for me. Oh! he’s very po­lite to me—in fact, Marie don’t like it very well that he thinks so much about me. You un­der­stand, made­moi­selle—”

			“Come, come! go to bed with all your non­sense!” said her mis­tress sharply, sad, and an­noyed as well, to find such a keen in­ter­est in oth­ers’ love-af­fairs in one so ill.

		
	
		
			LXI

			When they re­turned from the coun­try, the doc­tor, af­ter ex­am­in­ing Ger­minie, said to Made­moi­selle: “It has been very rapid, very rapid. The left lung is en­tire­ly gone. The right has be­gun to be af­fect­ed at the top, and I fear that there is more or less dif­fi­cul­ty all through it. She’s a dead wom­an. She may live six weeks, two months at most.”

			“Great Heav­en!” said Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, “ev­ery­one I have ev­er loved will go be­fore me! Tell me, must I wait un­til ev­ery­body has gone?”

			“Have you thought of plac­ing her in some in­sti­tu­tion?” said the doc­tor, af­ter a mo­ment’s si­lence. “You can’t keep her here. It’s too great a bur­den, too great a grief for you to have her with you,” he added, at a ges­ture from made­moi­selle.

			“No, mon­sieur, no, I haven’t thought of it. Oh! yes, I am like­ly to send her away. Why you must have seen, mon­sieur: that girl isn’t a maid, she isn’t a ser­vant in my eyes; she’s like the fam­i­ly I nev­er had! What would you have me say to her: ‘Be off with you now!’ Ah! I nev­er suf­fered so much be­fore on ac­count of not be­ing rich and hav­ing a wretch­ed four-sou apart­ment like this. I, men­tion such a thing to her! why, it’s im­pos­si­ble! And where could she go? To the Mai­son Dubois? Oh! yes, to the Dubois! She went there once to see the maid I had be­fore, who died there. You might as well kill her! The hos­pi­tal, then? No, not there; I don’t choose to have her die in that place!”

			“Good God, made­moi­selle, she’ll be a hun­dred times bet­ter off there than here. I would get her ad­mit­ted at Lari­boisière, dur­ing the term of ser­vice of a doc­tor who is a friend of mine. I would rec­om­mend her to an in­tern, who is un­der great obli­ga­tions to me. She would have a very ex­cel­lent Sis­ter to nurse her in the hall to which I would have her sent. If nec­es­sary, she could have a pri­vate room. But I am sure she would pre­fer to be in a com­mon room. It’s the es­sen­tial thing to do, you see, made­moi­selle. She can’t stay in that cham­ber up there. You know what these hor­ri­ble ser­vants’ quar­ters are. In­deed, it’s my opin­ion that the health au­thor­i­ties ought to com­pel the land­lords to show com­mon hu­man­i­ty in that di­rec­tion; it’s an out­rage! The cold weath­er is com­ing; there’s no fire­place; with the win­dow and the roof it will be like an ice­house. You see she still keeps about. She has a mar­velous stock of courage, prodi­gious ner­vous vi­tal­i­ty. But, in spite of ev­ery­thing, the bed will claim her in a few days—she won’t get up again. Come, lis­ten to rea­son, made­moi­selle. Let me speak to her, will you?”

			“No, not yet. I must get used to the idea. And then, when I see her around me I imag­ine she isn’t go­ing to die so quick­ly as all that. There’s time enough. Lat­er, we’ll see about it—yes, lat­er.”

			“Ex­cuse me, made­moi­selle, if I ven­ture to say to you that you are quite ca­pa­ble of mak­ing your­self sick nurs­ing her.”

			“I? Oh! as for me!” And Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil made a ges­ture in­di­cat­ing that her life was of no con­se­quence.

		
	
		
			LXII

			Amid Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s des­per­ate anx­i­ety con­cern­ing her maid’s health, she be­came con­scious of a strange feel­ing, a sort of fear in the pres­ence of the new, un­fa­mil­iar, mys­te­ri­ous crea­ture that sick­ness had made of Ger­minie. Made­moi­selle had a sense of dis­com­fort be­side that hol­low, ghost­ly face, which was al­most un­rec­og­niz­able in its im­pla­ca­ble rigid­i­ty, and which seemed to re­turn to it­self, to re­cov­er con­scious­ness, on­ly furtive­ly, by fits and starts, in the ef­fort to pro­duce a pal­lid smile. The old wom­an had seen many peo­ple die; her mem­o­ries of many painful years re­called the ex­pres­sions of many dear, doomed faces, of many faces that were sad and des­o­late and grief-strick­en in death; but no face of all those she re­mem­bered had ev­er as­sumed, as the end drew near, that dis­tress­ing ex­pres­sion of a face re­tir­ing with­in it­self and clos­ing the doors.

			En­veloped in her suf­fer­ing, Ger­minie main­tained her sav­age, rigid, self-con­tained, im­pen­e­tra­ble de­meanor. She was as im­mov­able as bronze. Made­moi­selle, as she looked at her, asked her­self what it could be that she brood­ed over thus with­out mov­ing; whether it was her life ris­ing in re­volt, the dread of death, or a se­cret re­morse for some­thing in her past. Noth­ing ex­ter­nal seemed to af­fect the sick wom­an. She was no longer con­scious of things about her. Her body be­came in­dif­fer­ent to ev­ery­thing, did not ask to be re­lieved, seemed not to de­sire to be cured. She com­plained of noth­ing, found no plea­sure or di­ver­sion in any­thing. Even her long­ing for af­fec­tion had left her. She no longer made any mo­tion to be­stow or in­vite a ca­ress, and ev­ery day some­thing hu­man left her body, which seemed to be turn­ing to stone. Of­ten she would bury her­self in pro­found si­lence that made one ex­pect a heartrend­ing shriek or word; but af­ter glanc­ing about the room, she would say noth­ing and be­gin again to stare fixed­ly, va­cant­ly, at the same spot in space.

			When made­moi­selle re­turned from the friend’s house with whom she dined, she would find Ger­minie in the dark, sunk in an easy-chair with her legs stretched out up­on a chair, her head hang­ing for­ward on her breast, and so pro­found­ly ab­sorbed that some­times she did not hear the door open. As she walked for­ward in­to the room it seemed to Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil as if she were break­ing in up­on a ghast­ly tête-à-tête be­tween Dis­ease and the Shad­ow of Death, where­in Ger­minie was al­ready seek­ing, in the ter­ror of the In­vis­i­ble, the blind­ness of the grave and the dark­ness of death.

		
	
		
			LXIII

			Through­out the month of Oc­to­ber, Ger­minie ob­sti­nate­ly re­fused to take to her bed. Each day, how­ev­er, she was weak­er and more help­less than the day be­fore. She was hard­ly able to as­cend the flight of stairs that led to her sixth floor, drag­ging her­self along by the rail­ing. One day she fell on the stairs: the oth­er ser­vants picked her up and car­ried her to her cham­ber. But that did not stop her; the next day she went down­stairs again, with the fit­ful gleam of strength that in­valids com­mon­ly have in the morn­ing. She pre­pared made­moi­selle’s break­fast, made a pre­tence of work­ing, and kept mov­ing about the apart­ment, cling­ing to the chairs and drag­ging her­self along. Made­moi­selle took pity on her; she forced her to lie down on her own bed. Ger­minie lay there half an hour, an hour, wide awake, not speak­ing, but with her eyes open, fixed, and star­ing in­to va­can­cy like the eyes of a per­son in se­vere pain.

			One morn­ing she did not come down. Made­moi­selle climbed to the sixth floor, turned in­to a nar­row cor­ri­dor in which the air was heavy with the odors from ser­vants’ wa­ter-clos­ets and at last reached Ger­minie’s door, No. 21. Ger­minie apol­o­gized for hav­ing com­pelled her to come up. It was im­pos­si­ble for her to put her feet out of the bed. She had ter­ri­ble pains in her bow­els and they were bad­ly swollen. She begged made­moi­selle to sit down a mo­ment and, to make room for her, re­moved the can­dle­stick that stood on the chair at the head of her bed.

			Made­moi­selle sat down and re­mained a few mo­ments, look­ing about the wretch­ed room—one of those where the doc­tor has to lay his hat on the bed, and where there is bare­ly room to die! It was a small at­tic room, with­out a chim­ney, with a scut­tle win­dow in the slop­ing roof, which ad­mit­ted the heat of sum­mer and the cold of win­ter. Old trunks, clothes bags, a foot-bath, and the lit­tle iron bed­stead on which Ger­minie’s niece had slept, were heaped up in a cor­ner un­der the slop­ing roof. The bed, one chair, a lit­tle dis­abled wash­stand with a bro­ken pitch­er, com­prised the whole of the fur­ni­ture. Above the bed, in an im­i­ta­tion vi­o­let-wood frame, hung a da­guerreo­type of a man.

			The doc­tor came dur­ing the day. “Aha! peri­toni­tis,” he said, when made­moi­selle de­scribed Ger­minie’s con­di­tion.

			He went up to see the sick wom­an. “I am afraid,” he said, when he came down, “that there’s an ab­scess in the in­tes­tine com­mu­ni­cat­ing with an ab­scess in the blad­der. It’s a se­ri­ous case, very se­ri­ous. You must tell her not to move about much in her bed, to turn over with great care. She might die sud­den­ly in hor­ri­ble agony. I sug­gest­ed to her to go to Lari­boisière—she agreed at once. She seemed to have no re­pug­nance at all. But I don’t know how she will bear the jour­ney. How­ev­er, she has such an un­lim­it­ed stock of en­er­gy; I have nev­er seen any­thing like it. To­mor­row morn­ing you shall have the or­der of ad­mis­sion.”

			When made­moi­selle went up to Ger­minie’s room again, she found her smil­ing in her bed, gay as a lark at the idea of go­ing away.

			“It’s a mat­ter of six weeks at most, made­moi­selle,” said she.

		
	
		
			LXIV

			At two o’clock the next day the doc­tor brought the or­der for her ad­mis­sion to Lari­boisière. The in­valid was ready to start. Made­moi­selle sug­gest­ed that they should send to the hos­pi­tal for a lit­ter. “Oh! no,” said Ger­minie, hasti­ly, “I should think I was dead.” She was think­ing of her debts; she must show her­self to her cred­i­tors on the street, alive, and on her feet to the last!

			She got out of bed. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil as­sist­ed her to put on her pet­ti­coat and her dress. As soon as she left her bed, all signs of life dis­ap­peared from her face, the flush from her com­plex­ion: it seemed as if earth sud­den­ly took the place of blood un­der her skin. She went down the steep ser­vants’ stair­way, cling­ing to the balus­ter, and reached her mis­tress’s apart­ments. She sat down in an arm­chair near the win­dow in the din­ing-room. She in­sist­ed up­on putting on her stock­ings with­out as­sis­tance, and as she pulled them on with her poor trem­bling hands, the fin­gers strik­ing against one an­oth­er, she af­ford­ed a glimpse of her legs, which were so thin as to make one shud­der. The house­keep­er, mean­while, was putting to­geth­er in a bun­dle a lit­tle linen, a glass, a cup, and a pewter plate, which she wished to car­ry with her. When that was done, Ger­minie looked about her for a mo­ment; she cast one last glance around the room, a glance that seemed to long to take ev­ery­thing away with her. Then, as her eyes rest­ed on the door through which the house­keep­er had just gone out, she said to made­moi­selle: “At all events I leave a good wom­an with you.”

			She rose. The door closed nois­i­ly be­hind her, as if to say adieu, and, sup­port­ed by Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, who al­most car­ried her, she went down the five flights of the main stair­way. At ev­ery land­ing she paused to take breath. In the vestibule she found the concierge, who had brought her a chair. She fell in­to it. The vul­gar fel­low laugh­ing­ly promised her that she would be well in six weeks. She moved her head slight­ly as she said yes, a muf­fled yes.

			She was in the cab, be­side her mis­tress. It was an un­com­fort­able cab and jolt­ed over the pave­ments. She sat for­ward on the seat to avoid the con­cus­sion of the jolt­ing, and clung to the door with her hand. She watched the hous­es pass, but did not speak. When they reached the hos­pi­tal gate, she re­fused to be car­ried. “Can you walk as far as that?” said the concierge, point­ing to the re­cep­tion-room some six­ty feet dis­tant. She made an af­fir­ma­tive sign and walked: it was a dead wom­an walk­ing, be­cause she was de­ter­mined to walk!

			At last she reached the great hall, cold and stiff and clean and bare and hor­ri­ble, with a cir­cle of wood­en bench­es around the wait­ing lit­ter. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil led her to a straw chair near a glazed door. A clerk opened the door, asked Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil Ger­minie’s name and age, and wrote for a quar­ter of an hour, cov­er­ing ten or more sheets of pa­per with a re­li­gious em­blem at the top. That done, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil kissed her and turned to go; she saw an at­ten­dant take her un­der the arms, then she saw no more, but turned and fled, and, throw­ing her­self up­on the cush­ions of the cab, she burst in­to sobs and gave vent to all the tears with which her heart had been suf­fo­cat­ed for an hour past. The driv­er on his box was amazed to hear such vi­o­lent weep­ing.

		
	
		
			LXV

			On the vis­it­ing day, Thurs­day, made­moi­selle start­ed at half-past twelve to go and see Ger­minie. It was her pur­pose to be at her bed­side at the mo­ment the doors were thrown open, at one o’clock pre­cise­ly. As she rode through the streets she had passed through four days be­fore, she re­mem­bered the ghast­ly ride of Mon­day. It seemed to her as if she were in­com­mod­ing a sick per­son in the cab, of which she was the on­ly oc­cu­pant, and she sat close in the cor­ner in or­der to make room for the mem­o­ry of Ger­minie. In what con­di­tion should she find her? Should she find her at all? Sup­pose her bed should be emp­ty?

			The cab passed through a nar­row street filled with or­ange carts, and with wom­en sit­ting on the side­walk of­fer­ing bis­cuit for sale in bas­kets. There was some­thing un­speak­ably wretch­ed and dis­mal in this open-air dis­play of fruit and cakes—the del­i­ca­cies of the dy­ing, the vi­aticum of in­valids, craved by fever­ish mouths, longed for by the death-agony—which work­ing­men’s hands, black with toil, pur­chase as they pass, to car­ry to the hos­pi­tal and of­fer death a tempt­ing morsel. Chil­dren car­ried them with sober faces, al­most rev­er­en­tial­ly, and with­out touch­ing them, as if they un­der­stood.

			The cab stopped be­fore the gate of the court­yard. It was five min­utes to one. There was a long line of wom­en crowd­ing about the gate, wom­en with their work­ing clothes on, sor­row­ful, de­pressed and silent. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil took her place in the line, went for­ward with the oth­ers and was ad­mit­ted: they searched her. She in­quired for Salle Sainte-Joséphine, and was di­rect­ed to the sec­ond wing on the sec­ond floor. She found the hall and the bed, No. 14, which was, as she had been told, one of the last at the right. In­deed, she was guid­ed thith­er, as it were, from the far­ther end of the hall, by Ger­minie’s smile—the smile of a sick per­son in a hos­pi­tal at an un­ex­pect­ed vis­it, which says, so gen­tly, as soon as you en­ter the room: “Here I am.”

			She leaned over the bed. Ger­minie tried to push her away with a ges­ture of hu­mil­i­ty and the shame­faced­ness of a ser­vant.

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil kissed her.

			“Ah!” said Ger­minie, “the time dragged ter­ri­bly yes­ter­day. I imag­ined it was Thurs­day and I longed so for you.”

			“My poor girl! How are you?”

			“Oh! I’m get­ting on fine­ly now—the swelling in my bow­els has all gone. I have on­ly three weeks to stay here, made­moi­selle, you’ll see. They talk about a month or six weeks, but I know bet­ter. And I’m very com­fort­able here, I don’t mind it at all. I sleep all night now. My! but I was thirsty, when you brought me here Mon­day! They wouldn’t give me wine and wa­ter.”

			“What have you there to drink?”

			“Oh! what I had at home—lime­wa­ter. Would you mind pour­ing me out some, made­moi­selle? their pewter things are so heavy!”

			She raised her­self with one arm by the aid of the lit­tle stick that hung over the mid­dle of the bed, and putting out the oth­er thin, trem­bling arm, left bare by the sleeve fall­ing back from it, she took the glass made­moi­selle held out to her, and drank.

			“There,” said she when she had done, and she placed both her arms out­side the bed, on the cov­er­lid.

			“What a pity that I have to put you out in this way, my poor demoi­selle!” she con­tin­ued. “Things must be in a hor­ri­bly dirty state at home!”

			“Don’t wor­ry about that.”

			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence. A faint smile came to Ger­minie’s lips. “I am sail­ing un­der false col­ors,” she said, low­er­ing her voice; “I have con­fessed so as to get well.”

			Then she moved her head on the pil­low in or­der to bring her mouth near­er to Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil’s ear:

			“There are tales to tell here. I have a fun­ny neigh­bor yon­der.” She in­di­cat­ed with a glance and a move­ment of her shoul­der the pa­tient to whom her back was turned. “There’s a man who comes here to see her. He talked to her an hour yes­ter­day. I heard them say they’d had a child. She has left her hus­band. He was like a mad­man, the man was, when he was talk­ing to her.”

			As she spoke, Ger­minie’s face light­ed up as if she were still full of the scene of the day be­fore, still stirred up and fever­ish with jeal­ousy, so near death as she was, be­cause she had heard love spo­ken of be­side her!

			Sud­den­ly her ex­pres­sion changed. A wom­an came to­ward her bed. She seemed em­bar­rassed when she saw Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil. Af­ter a few mo­ments, she kissed Ger­minie, and hur­ried­ly with­drew as an­oth­er wom­an came up. The new­com­er did the same, kissed Ger­minie and at once took her leave. Af­ter the wom­en a man came; then an­oth­er wom­an. One and all, af­ter a mo­ment’s con­ver­sa­tion, leaned over Ger­minie to kiss her, and with ev­ery kiss Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil could hear an in­dis­tinct mur­mur as of words ex­changed; a whis­pered ques­tion from those who kissed, a hasty re­ply from her who was kissed.

			“Well!” she said to Ger­minie, “I hope you are well tak­en care of!”

			“Oh! yes,” Ger­minie an­swered in a pe­cu­liar tone, “they take ex­cel­lent care of me!”

			She had lost the an­i­ma­tion that she dis­played at the be­gin­ning of the vis­it. The lit­tle blood that had mount­ed to her cheeks re­mained there in one spot on­ly. Her face seemed closed; it was cold and deaf, like a wall. Her drawn-in lips were sealed, as it were. Her fea­tures were con­cealed be­neath the veil of in­fi­nite dumb agony. There was noth­ing ca­ress­ing or elo­quent in her star­ing eyes, ab­sorbed as they were and filled with one fixed thought. You would have said that all ex­te­ri­or signs of her ideas were drawn with­in her by an ir­re­sistible pow­er of con­cen­tra­tion, by a last supreme ef­fort of her will, and that her whole be­ing was cling­ing in des­per­a­tion to a sor­row that drew ev­ery­thing to it­self.

			The vis­i­tors she had just re­ceived were the gro­cer, the fish-wom­an, the but­ter wom­an and the laun­dress—all her debts, in­car­nate! The kiss­es were the kiss­es of her cred­i­tors, who came to keep on the scent of their claims and to ex­tort mon­ey from her death-agony!

		
	
		
			LXVI

			Made­moi­selle had just risen on Sat­ur­day morn­ing. She was mak­ing a lit­tle pack­age of four jars of Bar pre­serves, which she in­tend­ed to car­ry to Ger­minie the next day, when she heard low voic­es, a col­lo­quy be­tween the house­keep­er and the concierge in the re­cep­tion room. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly the door opened and the concierge came in.

			“Sad news, made­moi­selle,” he said.

			And he hand­ed her a let­ter he had in his hand; it bore the stamp of the Lari­boisière hos­pi­tal: Ger­minie was dead; she died at sev­en o’clock that morn­ing.

			Made­moi­selle took the let­ter; she saw on­ly the let­ters that said: “Dead! dead!” And they re­peat­ed the word: “Dead! dead!” to no pur­pose, for she could not be­lieve it. As is al­ways the case with a per­son of whose death one learns abrupt­ly, Ger­minie ap­peared to her in­stinct with life, and her body, which was no more, seemed to stand be­fore her with the awe-in­spir­ing pres­ence of a ghost. Dead! She should nev­er see her more! So there was no longer a Ger­minie on earth! Dead! She was dead! And the per­son she should hear hence­forth mov­ing about in the kitchen would not be she; some­body else would open the door for her, some­body else would pot­ter about her room in the morn­ing! “Ger­minie!” she cried at last, in the tone with which she was ac­cus­tomed to call her; then, col­lect­ing her thoughts: “Ma­chine! crea­ture! What’s your name?” she cried, sav­age­ly, to the be­wil­dered house­keep­er. “My dress—I must go there.”

			She was so tak­en by sur­prise by this sud­den fa­tal ter­mi­na­tion of the dis­ease, that she could not ac­cus­tom her mind to the thought. She could hard­ly re­al­ize that sud­den, se­cret, vague death, of which her on­ly knowl­edge was de­rived from a scrap of pa­per. Was Ger­minie re­al­ly dead? Made­moi­selle asked her­self the ques­tion with the doubt of per­sons who have lost a dear one far away, and, not hav­ing seen her die, do not ad­mit that she is dead. Was she not still alive the last time she saw her? How could it have hap­pened? How could she so sud­den­ly have be­come a thing good for noth­ing ex­cept to be put un­der ground? Made­moi­selle dared not think about it, and yet she kept on think­ing. The mys­tery of the death-agony, of which she knew noth­ing, at­tract­ed and ter­ri­fied her. The anx­ious in­ter­est of her af­fec­tion turned to her maid’s last hours, and she tried grop­ing­ly to take away the veil and re­pel the feel­ing of hor­ror. Then she was seized with an ir­re­sistible long­ing to know ev­ery­thing, to wit­ness, with the help of what might be told her, what she had not seen. She felt that she must know if Ger­minie had spo­ken be­fore she died—if she had ex­pressed any de­sire, spo­ken of any last wish­es, ut­tered one of those sen­tences which are the fi­nal out­cry of life.

			When she reached Lari­boisière, she passed the concierge—a stout man reek­ing with life as one reeks with wine—passed through the cor­ri­dors where pal­lid con­va­les­cents were glid­ing hith­er and thith­er, and rang at a door, veiled with white cur­tains, at the ex­treme end of the hos­pi­tal. The door was opened: she found her­self in a par­lor, light­ed by two win­dows, where a plas­ter cast of the Vir­gin stood up­on an al­tar, be­tween two views of Vesu­vius, which seemed to shiv­er against the bare wall. Be­hind her, through an open door, came the voic­es of Sis­ters and lit­tle girls chat­ter­ing to­geth­er, a clam­or of youth­ful voic­es and fresh laugh­ter, the nat­u­ral gayety of a cheery room where the sun frol­ics with chil­dren at play.

			Made­moi­selle asked to speak with the “moth­er” of Salle Sainte-Joséphine. A short, half-de­formed Sis­ter, with a kind, home­ly face, a face alight with the grace of God, came in an­swer to her re­quest. Ger­minie had died in her arms. “She hard­ly suf­fered at all,” the Sis­ter told made­moi­selle; “she was sure that she was bet­ter; she felt re­lieved; she was full of hope. About sev­en this morn­ing, just as her bed was be­ing made, she sud­den­ly be­gan vom­it­ing blood, and passed away with­out know­ing that she was dy­ing.” The Sis­ter added that she had said noth­ing, asked for noth­ing, ex­pressed no wish.

			Made­moi­selle rose, de­liv­ered from the hor­ri­ble thoughts she had had. Ger­minie had been spared all the tor­tures of the death-agony that she had dreamed of. Made­moi­selle was grate­ful for that death by the hand of God which gath­ers in the soul at a sin­gle stroke.

			As she was go­ing away an at­ten­dant came to her and said: “Will you be kind enough to iden­ti­fy the body?”

			The body! The words gave made­moi­selle a ter­ri­ble shock. With­out await­ing her re­ply, the at­ten­dant led the way to a high yel­low door, over which was writ­ten: Am­phithe­atre. He knocked; a man in shirt sleeves, with a pipe in his mouth, opened the door and bade them wait a mo­ment.

			Made­moi­selle wait­ed. Her thoughts ter­ri­fied her. Her imag­i­na­tion was on the oth­er side of that aw­ful door. She tried to an­tic­i­pate what she was about to see. And her mind was so filled with con­fused im­ages, with fan­ci­ful alarms, that she shud­dered at the thought of en­ter­ing the room, of rec­og­niz­ing that dis­fig­ured face among a num­ber of oth­ers, if, in­deed, she could rec­og­nize it! And yet she could not tear her­self away; she said to her­self that she should nev­er see her again!

			The man with the pipe opened the door: made­moi­selle saw noth­ing but a cof­fin, the lid of which ex­tend­ed on­ly to the neck, leav­ing Ger­minie’s face un­cov­ered, with the eyes open, and the hair erect up­on her head.

		
	
		
			LXVII

			Pros­trat­ed by the ex­cite­ment and by this last spec­ta­cle, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil took to her bed on re­turn­ing home, af­ter she had giv­en the concierge the mon­ey for the pur­chase of a buri­al lot, and for the buri­al. And when she was in bed the things she had seen arose be­fore her. The hor­ri­ble dead body was still be­side her, the ghast­ly face framed by the cof­fin. That nev­er-to-be-for­got­ten face was en­graved up­on her mind; be­neath her closed eye­lids she saw it and was afraid of it. Ger­minie was there, with the dis­tort­ed fea­tures of one who has been mur­dered, with sunken or­bits and eyes that seemed to have with­drawn in­to their holes! She was there with her mouth still dis­tort­ed by the vom­it­ing that ac­com­pa­nied her last breath! She was there with her hair, her ter­ri­ble hair, brushed back and stand­ing erect up­on her head!

			Her hair!—that haunt­ed made­moi­selle more per­sis­tent­ly than all the rest. The old maid thought, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, of things that had come to her ears when she was a child, of su­per­sti­tions of the com­mon peo­ple stored away in the back­ground of her mem­o­ry; she asked her­self if she had not been told that dead peo­ple whose hair is like that car­ry a crime with them to the grave. And at times it was such hair as that that she saw up­on that head, the hair of crime, stand­ing on end with ter­ror and stiff­ened with hor­ror be­fore the jus­tice of Heav­en, like the hair of the con­demned man be­fore the scaf­fold in La Grève!

			On Sun­day made­moi­selle was too ill to leave her bed. On Mon­day she tried to rise and dress, in or­der to at­tend the fu­ner­al; but she was at­tacked with faint­ness, and was obliged to re­turn to her bed.

		
	
		
			LXVIII

			“Well! is it all over?” said made­moi­selle from her bed, as the concierge en­tered her room about eleven o’clock, on his re­turn from the ceme­tery, with the black coat and the sanc­ti­mo­nious man­ner suit­ed to the oc­ca­sion.

			“Mon Dieu, yes, made­moi­selle. Thank God! the poor girl is out of pain.”

			“Stay! I have no head to­day. Put the re­ceipts and the rest of the mon­ey on my ta­ble. We will set­tle our ac­counts some oth­er day.”

			The concierge stood be­fore her with­out mov­ing or evinc­ing any pur­pose to go, shift­ing from one hand to the oth­er a blue vel­vet cap made from the dress of one of his daugh­ters. Af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, he de­cid­ed to speak.

			“This bury­ing is an ex­pen­sive busi­ness, made­moi­selle. In the first place, there’s—”

			“Who asked you to give the fig­ures?” Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil in­ter­rupt­ed, with the haughty air of su­perb char­i­ty.

			The concierge con­tin­ued: “And as I was say­ing, a lot in the ceme­tery, which you told me to get, ain’t giv­en away. It’s no use for you to have a kind heart, made­moi­selle, you ain’t any too rich—ev­ery­one knows that—and I says to my­self: ‘Made­moi­selle’s go­ing to have no small amount to pay out, and I know made­moi­selle, she’ll pay.’ So it’ll do no harm to econ­o­mize on that, eh? It’ll be just so much saved. The oth­er’ll be just as safe un­der ground. And then, what will give her the most plea­sure up yon­der? Why, to know that she isn’t mak­ing things hard for any­body, the ex­cel­lent girl.”

			“Pay? What?” said made­moi­selle, out of pa­tience with the concierge’s cir­cum­lo­cu­tion.

			“Oh! that’s of no ac­count,” he replied; “she was very fond of you, all the same. And then, when she was very sick, it wasn’t the time. Oh! Mon Dieu, you needn’t put your­self out—there’s no hur­ry about it—it’s mon­ey she owed a long while. See, this is it.”

			He took a stamped pa­per from the in­side pock­et of his coat.

			“I didn’t want her to make a note—she in­sist­ed.”

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil seized the stamped pa­per and saw at the foot:

			
				“I ac­knowl­edge the re­ceipt of the above amount.

				
					Ger­minie Lac­er­teux.”

				
			

			It was a prom­ise to pay three hun­dred francs in month­ly in­stall­ments, which were to be en­dorsed on the back.

			“There’s noth­ing there, you see,” said the concierge, turn­ing the pa­per over.

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil took off her spec­ta­cles. “I will pay,” she said.

			The concierge bowed. She glanced at him; he did not move.

			“That is all, I hope?” she said, sharply.

			The concierge had his eyes fixed on a leaf in the car­pet. “That’s all—un­less—”

			Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil had the same feel­ing of ter­ror as at the mo­ment she passed through the door on whose oth­er side she was to see her maid’s dead body.

			“But how does she owe all this?” she cried. “I paid her good wages, I al­most clothed her. Where did her mon­ey go, eh?”

			“Ah! there you are, made­moi­selle. I should rather not have told you—but as well to­day as to­mor­row. And then, too, it’s bet­ter that you should be warned; when you know be­fore­hand you can ar­range mat­ters. There’s an ac­count with the poul­try wom­an. The poor girl owed a lit­tle ev­ery­where; she didn’t keep things in very good shape these last few years. The laun­dress left her book the last time she came. It amounts to quite a lit­tle—I don’t know just how much. It seems there’s a note at the gro­cer’s—an old note—it goes back years. He’ll bring you his book.”

			“How much at the gro­cer’s?”

			“Some­thing like two hun­dred and fifty.”

			All these dis­clo­sures, fall­ing up­on Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, one af­ter an­oth­er, ex­tort­ed ex­cla­ma­tions of stu­pe­fied sur­prise from her. Rest­ing her el­bow on her pil­low, she said noth­ing as the veil was torn away, bit by bit, from this life, as its shame­ful fea­tures were brought to light one by one.

			“Yes, about two hun­dred and fifty. There’s a good deal of wine, he tells me.”

			“I have al­ways had wine in the cel­lar.”

			“The crémière,” con­tin­ued the concierge, with­out heed­ing her re­mark, “that’s no great mat­ter—some sev­en­ty-five francs. It’s for ab­sinthe and brandy.”

			“She drank!” cried Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil, ev­ery­thing made clear to her by those words.

			The concierge did not seem to hear.

			“You see, made­moi­selle, know­ing the Jupil­lons was the death of her—the young man es­pe­cial­ly. It wasn’t for her­self that she did what she did. And the dis­ap­point­ment, you see. She took to drink. She hoped to mar­ry him, I ought to say. She fit­ted up a room for him. When they get to buy­ing fur­ni­ture the mon­ey goes fast. She ru­ined her­self—think of it! It was no use for me to tell her not to throw her­self away by drink­ing as she did. You don’t sup­pose I was go­ing to tell you, when she came in at six o’clock in the morn­ing! It was the same with her child. Oh!” the concierge added, in re­ply to made­moi­selle’s ges­ture, “it was a lucky thing the lit­tle one died. Nev­er mind, you can say she led a gay life—and a hard one. That’s why I say the com­mon ditch. If I was you—she’s cost you enough, made­moi­selle, all the time she’s been liv­ing on you. And you can leave her where she is—with ev­ery­body else.”

			“Ah! that’s how it is! that’s what she was! She stole for men! she ran in debt! Ah! she did well to die, the hussy! And I must pay! A child!—think of that: the slut! Yes, in­deed, she can rot where she will! You have done well, Mon­sieur Hen­ri. Steal! She stole from me! In the ditch, par­bleu! that’s quite good enough for her! To think that I let her keep all my keys—I nev­er kept any ac­count. My God! That’s what comes of con­fi­dence. Well! here we are—I’ll pay—not on her ac­count, but on my own. And I gave her my best pair of sheets to be buried in! Ah! if I’d known I’d have giv­en you the kitchen dish-clout, made­moi­selle how I am duped!”

			And made­moi­selle con­tin­ued in this strain for some mo­ments un­til the words choked one an­oth­er in her throat and stran­gled her.

		
	
		
			LXIX

			As a re­sult of this scene, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil kept her bed a week, ill and rag­ing, filled with in­dig­na­tion that shook her whole body, over­flowed through her mouth, and tore from her now and again some coarse in­sult which she would hurl with a shriek of rage at her maid’s vile mem­o­ry. Night and day she was pos­sessed by the same fever of male­dic­tion, and even in her dreams her at­ten­u­at­ed limbs were con­vulsed with wrath.

			Was it pos­si­ble! Ger­minie! her Ger­minie! She could think of noth­ing else. Debts!—a child!—all sorts of shame! The de­grad­ed crea­ture! She ab­horred her, she de­test­ed her. If she had lived she would have de­nounced her to the po­lice. She would have liked to be­lieve in hell so that she might be con­signed to the tor­ments that await the dead. Her maid was such a crea­ture as that! A girl who had been in her ser­vice twen­ty years! whom she had load­ed down with ben­e­fits! Drunk­en­ness! she had sunk so low as that! The hor­ror that suc­ceeds a bad dream came to made­moi­selle, and all the waves of loathing that flowed from her heart said: “Out up­on the dead wom­an whose life the grave vom­it­ed forth and whose filth it cast out!”

			How she had de­ceived her! How the wretch had pre­tend­ed to love her! And to make her ap­pear more un­grate­ful and more de­spi­ca­ble Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil re­called her man­i­fes­ta­tions of af­fec­tion, her at­ten­tions, her jeal­ousies, which seemed a part of her ado­ra­tion. She saw her bend­ing over her when she was ill. She thought of her ca­ress­es. It was all a lie! Her de­vo­tion was a lie! The de­light with which she kissed her, the love up­on her lips, were lies! Made­moi­selle told her­self over and over again, she per­suad­ed her­self that it was so; and yet, lit­tle by lit­tle, from these rem­i­nis­cences, from these evo­ca­tions of the past whose bit­ter­ness she sought to make more bit­ter, from the far-off sweet­ness of days gone by, there arose with­in her a first sen­sa­tion of pity.

			She drove away the thoughts that tend­ed to al­lay her wrath; but re­flec­tion brought them back. There­upon there came to her mind some things to which she had paid no heed dur­ing Ger­minie’s life­time, tri­fles of which the grave makes us take thought and up­on which death sheds light. She had a vague re­mem­brance of cer­tain strange per­for­mances on the part of her maid, of fever­ish ef­fu­sions and fran­tic em­braces, of her throw­ing her­self on her knees as if she were about to make a con­fes­sion, of move­ments of the lips as if a se­cret were trem­bling on their verge. She saw, with the eyes we have for those who are no more, Ger­minie’s wist­ful glances, her ges­tures and at­ti­tudes, the de­spair­ing ex­pres­sion of her face. And now she re­al­ized that there were deep wounds be­neath, heartrend­ing pain, the tor­ment of her an­guish and her re­pen­tance, the tears of blood of her re­morse, all sorts of suf­fer­ing forced out of sight through­out her life, and in her whole be­ing a Pas­sion of shame that dared not ask for­give­ness ex­cept with si­lence!

			Then she would scold her­self for the thought and call her­self an old fool. Her in­stinct of rigid up­right­ness, the stern con­science and harsh judg­ment of a stain­less life, the things which cause a vir­tu­ous wom­an to con­demn a har­lot and should have caused a saint like Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil to be with­out pity for her ser­vant—ev­ery­thing with­in her re­belled against a par­don. The voice of jus­tice, sti­fling her kind­ness of heart, cried: “Nev­er! nev­er!” And she would ex­pel Ger­minie’s in­fa­mous phan­tom with a piti­less ges­ture.

			There were times, in­deed, when, in or­der to make her con­dem­na­tion and ex­e­cra­tion of her mem­o­ry more ir­rev­o­ca­ble, she would heap charges up­on her and slan­der her. She would add to the dead wom­an’s hor­ri­ble list of sins. She would re­proach Ger­minie for more than was just­ly charge­able to her. She would at­tribute crimes to her dark thoughts, mur­der­ous de­sires to her im­pa­tient dreams. She would strive to think, she would force her­self to think, that she had de­sired her mis­tress’s death and had been await­ing it.

			But at that very mo­ment, amid the black­est of her thoughts and sup­po­si­tions, a vi­sion arose and stood in a bright light be­fore her. A fig­ure ap­proached, that seemed to come to meet her glance, a fig­ure against which she could not de­fend her­self, and which passed through the hands with which she sought to force it back. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil saw her dead maid once more. She saw once more the face of which she had caught a glimpse in the am­phithe­atre, the cru­ci­fied face, the tor­tured face to which the blood and agony of a heart had mount­ed to­geth­er. She saw it once more with the fac­ul­ty which the sec­ond sight of mem­o­ry sep­a­rates from its sur­round­ings. And that face, as it be­came clear­er to her, caused her less ter­ror. It ap­peared to her, di­vest­ing it­self, as it were, of its fear-in­spir­ing, hor­ri­fy­ing qual­i­ties. Suf­fer­ing alone re­mained, but it was the suf­fer­ing of ex­pi­a­tion, al­most of prayer, the suf­fer­ing of a dead face that would like to weep. And as its ex­pres­sion grew ev­er milder, made­moi­selle came at last to see in it a glance of sup­pli­ca­tion, of sup­pli­ca­tion that, at last, com­pelled her pity. In­sen­si­bly there glid­ed in­to her re­flec­tions in­dul­gent thoughts, sug­ges­tions of apol­o­gy that sur­prised her­self. She asked her­self if the poor girl was as guilty as oth­ers, if she had de­lib­er­ate­ly cho­sen the path of evil, if life, cir­cum­stances, the mis­for­tune of her body and her des­tiny, had not made her the crea­ture she had been, a crea­ture of love and sor­row. Sud­den­ly she stopped: she was on the point of for­giv­ing her!

			One morn­ing she leaped out of bed.

			“Here! you—you oth­er!” she cried to her house­keep­er, “the dev­il take your name! I can’t re­mem­ber it. Give me my clothes, quick! I have to go out.”

			“The idea, made­moi­selle—just look at the roofs, they’re all white.”

			“Well, it snows, that’s all.”

			Ten min­utes lat­er, Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil said to the driv­er of the cab she had sent for:

			“Mont­martre Ceme­tery!”

		
	
		
			LXX

			In the dis­tance an en­clo­sure wall ex­tend­ed, per­fect­ly straight, as far as the eye could see. The thread of snow that marked the out­line of its cop­ing gave it a dirty, rusty col­or. In a cor­ner at the left three leaf­less trees reared their bare black branch­es against the sky. They rus­tled sad­ly, with the sound of pieces of dead wood stirred by the south wind. Above these trees, be­hind the wall and close against it, arose the two arms from which hung one of the last oil-lamps in Paris. A few snow-cov­ered roofs were scat­tered here and there; be­yond, the hill of Mont­martre rose sharply, its white shroud bro­ken by oases of brown earth and sandy patch­es. Low gray walls fol­lowed the slope, sur­mount­ed by gaunt, stunt­ed trees whose branch­es had a bluish tint in the mist, as far as two black wind­mills. The sky was of a lead­en hue, with oc­ca­sion­al cold, bluish streaks as if ink had been ap­plied with a brush! over Mont­martre there was a light streak, of a yel­low col­or, like the Seine wa­ter af­ter heavy rains. Above that win­try beam the wings of an in­vis­i­ble wind­mill turned and turned—slow-mov­ing wings, un­vary­ing in their move­ment, which seemed to be turn­ing for eter­ni­ty.

			In front of the wall, against which was plant­ed a thick­et of dead cy­press­es, turned red by the frost, was a vast tract of land up­on which were two rows of crowd­ed, jostling over­turned cross­es, like two great fu­ner­al pro­ces­sions. The cross­es touched and pushed one an­oth­er and trod on one an­oth­er’s heels. They bent and fell and col­lapsed in the ranks. In the mid­dle there was a sort of con­ges­tion which had caused them to bulge out on both sides; you could see them ly­ing—cov­ered by the snow and rais­ing it in­to mounds with the thick wood of which they were made—up­on the paths, some­what tram­pled in the cen­tre, that skirt­ed the two long files. The bro­ken ranks un­du­lat­ed with the fluc­tu­a­tion of a mul­ti­tude, the dis­or­der and wa­ver­ing course of a long march. The black cross­es with their arms out­stretched as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of ghosts and per­sons in dis­tress. The two dis­or­der­ly col­umns made one think of a hu­man pan­ic, a des­per­ate, fright­ened army. It was as if one were look­ing on at a ter­ri­ble rout.

			All the cross­es were laden with wreaths, wreaths of im­mortelles, wreaths of white pa­per with sil­ver thread, black wreaths with gold thread; but you could see them be­neath the snow, worn out, with­ered, ghast­ly things, sou­venirs, as it were, which the oth­er dead would not ac­cept and which had been picked up in or­der to make a lit­tle toi­let for the cross­es with glean­ings from the graves.

			All the cross­es had a name writ­ten in white; but there were oth­er names that were not even writ­ten on a piece of wood—a bro­ken branch of a tree, stuck in the ground, with an en­ve­lope tied around it—such tomb­stones as that were to be seen there!

			On the left, where they were dig­ging a trench for a third row of cross­es, the work­man’s shov­el threw black dirt in­to the air, which fell up­on the white earth around. Pro­found si­lence, the deaf si­lence of the snow, en­veloped ev­ery­thing, and but two sounds could be heard; the dull sound made by the clods of earth and the heavy sound of reg­u­lar foot­steps; an old priest who was wait­ing there, his head en­veloped in a black cowl, dressed in a black gown and stole, and with a dirty, yel­low sur­plice, was try­ing to keep him­self warm by stamp­ing his great ga­loches on the pave­ment of the high road, in front of the cross­es.

			Such was the com­mon ditch in those days. That tract of land, those cross­es and that priest said this: “Here sleeps the Death of the com­mon peo­ple; this is the poor man’s end!”

			

			O Paris! thou art the heart of the world, thou art the great city of hu­man­i­ty, the great city of char­i­ty and broth­er­ly love! Thou hast kind­ly in­ten­tions, old-fash­ioned habits of com­pas­sion, the­atres that give alms. The poor man is thy cit­i­zen as well as the rich man. Thy church­es speak of Je­sus Christ; thy laws speak of equal­i­ty; thy news­pa­pers speak of progress; all thy gov­ern­ments speak of the com­mon peo­ple; and this is where thou castest those who die in thy ser­vice, those who kill them­selves min­is­ter­ing to thy lux­u­ry, those who per­ish in the noi­some odors of thy fac­to­ries, those who have sweat­ed their lives away work­ing for thee, giv­ing thee thy pros­per­i­ty, thy plea­sures, thy splen­dors, those who have fur­nished thy an­i­ma­tion and thy noise, those who have length­ened with the links of their lives the chain of thy du­ra­tion as a cap­i­tal, those who have been the crowd in thy streets and the com­mon peo­ple of thy grandeur. Each of thy ceme­ter­ies has a like shame­ful cor­ner, hid­den in the an­gle of a wall, where thou mak­est haste to bury them, and where thou castest dirt up­on them in such stingy clods, that one can see the ends of their coffins pro­trud­ing! One would say that thy char­i­ty stops with their last breath, that thy on­ly free gift is the bed where­on they suf­fer, and that, when the hos­pi­tal can do no more for them, thou, who art so vast and so su­perb, hast no place for them! Thou dost heap them up, crowd them to­geth­er and min­gle them in death, as thou didst min­gle them in the death-agony be­neath the sheets of thy hos­pi­tals a hun­dred years since! As late as yes­ter­day thou hadst on­ly that priest on sen­try du­ty, to throw a drop of pal­try holy wa­ter on ev­ery com­er: not the briefest prayer! Even that sym­bol of de­cen­cy was lack­ing: God could not be dis­turbed for so small a mat­ter! And what the priest bless­es is al­ways the same thing: a trench in which the pine box­es strike against one an­oth­er, where the dead en­joy no pri­va­cy! Cor­rup­tion there is com­mon to all; no one has his own, but each one has that of all the rest: the worms are owned promis­cu­ous­ly! In the de­vour­ing soil a Mont­fau­con has­tens to make way for the Cat­a­combs. For the dead here have no more time than room to rot in: the earth is tak­en from them be­fore it has fin­ished with them! be­fore their bones have as­sumed the col­or and the an­cient ap­pear­ance, so to speak, of stone, be­fore the pass­ing years have ef­faced the last trace of hu­man­i­ty and the mem­o­ry of a body! The ex­ca­va­tion is re­newed when the earth is still them­selves, when they are the damp soil in which the mat­tock is buried. The earth is loaned to them, you say? But it does not even con­fine the odor of death! In sum­mer, the wind that pass­es over this scarce­ly-cov­ered hu­man char­nel-house wafts the un­holy mi­as­ma to the city of the liv­ing. In the scorch­ing days of Au­gust the keep­ers de­ny ad­mis­sion to the place: there are flies that bear up­on them the poi­son of the car­rion, pesti­len­tial flies whose sting is dead­ly!

			

			Made­moi­selle ar­rived at this spot af­ter pass­ing the wall that sep­a­rates the lots sold in per­pe­tu­ity from those sold tem­po­rar­ily on­ly. Fol­low­ing the di­rec­tions giv­en her by a keep­er, she walked along be­tween the fur­ther line of cross­es and the new­ly-opened trench. And there she made her way over buried wreaths, over the snowy pall, to a hole where the trench be­gan. It was cov­ered over with old rot­ten planks and a sheet of ox­i­dized zinc on which a work­man had thrown his blue blouse. The earth sloped away be­hind them to the bot­tom of the trench, where could be seen the sin­is­ter out­lines of three wood­en coffins: there were one large one and two small­er ones just be­hind. The cross­es of the past week, of the day be­fore, of two days be­fore, ex­tend­ed in a line down the slope; they glid­ed along, plunged sud­den­ly down­ward, and seemed to be tak­ing long strides as if they were in dan­ger of be­ing car­ried over a precipice.

			Made­moi­selle be­gan to as­cend the path by these cross­es, spell­ing out the dates and search­ing for the names with her wretch­ed eyes. She reached the cross­es of the 8th of No­vem­ber: that was the day be­fore her maid’s death, and Ger­minie should be close by. There were five cross­es of the 9th of No­vem­ber, five cross­es hud­dled close to­geth­er: Ger­minie was not in the crush. Made­moi­selle de Varan­deuil went a lit­tle far­ther on, to the cross­es of the 10th, then to those of the 11th, then to those of the 12th. She re­turned to the 8th, and looked care­ful­ly around in all di­rec­tions: there was noth­ing, ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing—Ger­minie had been buried with­out a cross! Not even a bit of wood had been placed in the ground by which to iden­ti­fy her grave!

			At last the old la­dy dropped on her knees in the snow, be­tween two cross­es, one of which bore the date of the 9th and the oth­er of the 10th of No­vem­ber. All that re­mained of Ger­minie should be al­most in that spot. That ill-de­fined space was her ill-de­fined grave. To pray over her body it was nec­es­sary to pray at ran­dom be­tween two dates—as if the poor girl’s des­tiny had de­creed that there should be no more room on earth for her body than for her heart!

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Canon is the French word for can­non; it is al­so used in vul­gar par­lance to mean a glass of wine drunk at the bar.

			2. Bat­tre les mu­railles—to beat the walls—has a slang mean­ing: to be so drunk that you can’t see, or can’t lie down with­out hold­ing on.

			3. Lit­er­al­ly, red bow­els—com­mon slang for hard drinkers.

			4. Cuir is an ex­pres­sion used to de­note the er­ror in speak­ing, which con­sists—in French—in pro­nounc­ing a t for an s, and vice ver­sa at the end of words which are joined in pro­nun­ci­a­tion to the next word: e.g., il étai-z-à la cam­pagne for il était à la cam­pagne.

			5. In the slang vo­cab­u­lary, to con­sole one’s cof­fee means to add brandy to it.

			6. A né­gresse is a bot­tle of red wine, and, as ap­plied to that ar­ti­cle, morte (dead) means emp­ty.
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