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			Guy de Maupassant

			
				I

				The first artists, in any line, are doubt­less not those whose gen­er­al ideas about their art are most of­ten on their lips—those who most abound in pre­cept, apo­logy and for­mula and can best tell us the reas­ons and the philo­sophy of things. We know the first usu­ally by their en­er­get­ic prac­tice, the con­stancy with which they ap­ply their prin­ciples and the serenity with which they leave us to hunt for their secret in the il­lus­tra­tion, the con­crete ex­ample. None the less it of­ten hap­pens that a val­id artist flashes upon us for a mo­ment the light by which he works, ut­ters his mys­tery and shows us the rule by which he holds it just that he should be meas­ured. This ac­ci­dent is hap­pi­est, I think, when it is soon­est over; the shortest ex­plan­a­tions of the products of geni­us are the best, and there is many a cre­at­or of liv­ing fig­ures whose friends, how­ever full of faith in his in­spir­a­tion, will do well to pray for him when he sal­lies forth in­to the dim wil­der­ness of the­ory. The doc­trine is apt to be so much less in­spired than the work, the work is of­ten so much more in­tel­li­gent than the doc­trine. M. Guy de Maupassant has lately tra­versed with a firm and rap­id step a lit­er­ary crisis of this kind; he has clambered safely up the bank at the farther end of the mor­ass. If he has re­lieved him­self in the pre­face to Pierre et Jean, the last-pub­lished of his tales, he has also rendered a ser­vice to his friends; he has not only come home in a re­cog­niz­able plight, es­cap­ing gross dis­aster with a suc­cess which even his ex­treme good sense was far from mak­ing in ad­vance a mat­ter of course, but he has ex­pressed in in­tel­li­gible terms (that by it­self is a ground of fe­li­cit­a­tion) his most gen­er­al idea, his own sense of his dir­ec­tion. He has ar­ranged, as it were, the light in which he wishes to sit. If it is a ques­tion of at­tempt­ing, un­der how­ever many dis­ad­vant­ages, a sketch of him, the crit­ic’s busi­ness there­fore is sim­pli­fied: there will be no dif­fi­culty about pla­cing him, for he him­self has chosen the spot, he has made the chalk-mark on the floor.

				I may as well say at once that in dis­ser­ta­tion M. de Maupassant does not write with his best pen; the philo­soph­er in his com­pos­i­tion is per­cept­ibly in­feri­or to the storyteller. I would rather have writ­ten half a page of “Boule de Suif” than the whole of the in­tro­duc­tion to Flaubert’s Let­ters to Ma­dame Sand; and his little dis­quis­i­tion on the nov­el in gen­er­al, at­tached to that par­tic­u­lar ex­ample of it which he has just put forth, is con­sid­er­ably less to the point than the mas­ter­piece which it ush­ers in. In short, as a com­ment­at­or M. de Maupassant is slightly vul­gar, while as an artist he is won­der­fully rare. Of course we must, in judging a writer, take one thing with an­oth­er, and if I could make up my mind that M. de Maupassant is weak in the­ory it would al­most make me like him bet­ter, render him more ap­proach­able, give him the touch of soft­ness that he lacks and show us a hu­man flaw. The most gen­er­al qual­ity of the au­thor of “La Mais­on Tel­li­er” and Bel-Ami, the im­pres­sion that re­mains last, after the oth­ers have been ac­coun­ted for, is an es­sen­tial hard­ness—hard­ness of form, hard­ness of nature; and it would put us more at ease to find that if the fact with him (the fact of ex­e­cu­tion) is so ex­traordin­ar­ily def­in­ite and ad­equate, his ex­plan­a­tions, after it, were a little vague and sen­ti­ment­al. But I am not sure that he must even be held fool­ish to have no­ticed the race of crit­ics; he is at any rate so much less fool­ish than sev­er­al of that fra­tern­ity. He has said his say con­cisely and as if he were say­ing it once for all. In fine his read­ers must be grate­ful to him for such a pas­sage as that in which he re­marks that where­as the pub­lic at large very le­git­im­ately says to a writer, “Con­sole me, amuse me, ter­rify me, make me cry, make me dream, or make me think,” what the sin­cere crit­ic says is, “Make me some­thing fine in the form that shall suit you best, ac­cord­ing to your tem­pera­ment.” This seems to me to put in­to a nut­shell the whole ques­tion of the dif­fer­ent classes of fic­tion, con­cern­ing which there has re­cently been so much dis­course. There are simply as many dif­fer­ent kinds as there are per­sons prac­ti­cing the art, for if a pic­ture, a tale, or a nov­el is a dir­ect im­pres­sion of life (and that surely con­sti­tutes its in­terest and value), the im­pres­sion will vary ac­cord­ing to the plate that takes it, the par­tic­u­lar struc­ture and mix­ture of the re­cip­i­ent.

				I am not sure that I know what M. de Maupassant means when he says, “The crit­ic shall ap­pre­ci­ate the res­ult only ac­cord­ing to the nature of the ef­fort; he has no right to con­cern him­self with tend­en­cies.” The second clause of that ob­ser­va­tion strikes me as rather in the air, thanks to the vague­ness of the last word. But our au­thor adds to the def­in­ite­ness of his con­ten­tion when he goes on to say that any form of the nov­el is simply a vis­ion of the world from the stand­point of a per­son con­sti­tuted after a cer­tain fash­ion and that it is there­fore ab­surd to say that there is, for the nov­el­ist’s use, only one real­ity of things. This seems to me com­mend­able, not as a flight of meta­phys­ics, hov­er­ing over bot­tom­less gulfs of con­tro­versy, but, on the con­trary, as a just in­dic­a­tion of the van­ity of cer­tain dog­mat­isms. The par­tic­u­lar way we see the world is our par­tic­u­lar il­lu­sion about it, says M. de Maupassant, and this il­lu­sion fits it­self to our or­gans and senses; our re­cept­ive ves­sel be­comes the fur­niture of our little plot of the uni­ver­sal con­scious­ness.

				
					“How child­ish, moreover, to be­lieve in real­ity, since we each carry our own in our thought and in our or­gans. Our eyes, our ears, our sense of smell, of taste, dif­fer­ing from one per­son to an­oth­er, cre­ate as many truths as there are men upon earth. And our minds, tak­ing in­struc­tion from these or­gans, so di­versely im­pressed, un­der­stand, ana­lyze, judge, as if each of us be­longed to a dif­fer­ent race. Each one of us there­fore forms for him­self an il­lu­sion of the world, which is the il­lu­sion po­et­ic, or sen­ti­ment­al, or joy­ous, or mel­an­choly, or un­clean, or dis­mal, ac­cord­ing to his nature. And the writer has no oth­er mis­sion than to re­pro­duce faith­fully this il­lu­sion, with all the con­triv­ances of art that he has learned and has at his com­mand. The il­lu­sion of beauty, which is a hu­man con­ven­tion! The il­lu­sion of ugli­ness, which is a chan­ging opin­ion! The il­lu­sion of truth, which is nev­er im­mut­able! The il­lu­sion of the ig­noble, which at­tracts so many! The great artists are those who make hu­man­ity ac­cept their par­tic­u­lar il­lu­sion. Let us, there­fore, not get angry with any one the­ory, since every the­ory is the gen­er­al­ized ex­pres­sion of a tem­pera­ment ask­ing it­self ques­tions.”

				

				What is in­ter­est­ing in this is not that M. de Maupassant hap­pens to hold that we have no uni­ver­sal meas­ure of the truth, but that it is the last word on a ques­tion of art from a writer who is rich in ex­per­i­ence and has had suc­cess in a very rare de­gree. It is of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance that our im­pres­sion should be called, or not called, an il­lu­sion; what is ex­cel­lent is that our au­thor has stated more neatly than we have lately seen it done that the value of the artist resides in the clear­ness with which he gives forth that im­pres­sion. His par­tic­u­lar or­gan­ism con­sti­tutes a case, and the crit­ic is in­tel­li­gent in pro­por­tion as he ap­pre­hends and enters in­to that case. To quar­rel with it be­cause it is not an­oth­er, which it couldn’t pos­sibly have been without a totally dif­fer­ent out­fit, ap­pears to M. de Maupassant a de­plor­able waste of time. If this ap­peal to our dis­in­ter­ested­ness may strike some read­ers as chilling (through their in­ab­il­ity to con­ceive of any oth­er form than the one they like—lim­it­a­tion ex­cel­lent for a read­er but poor for a judge), the oc­ca­sion hap­pens to be none of the best for say­ing so, for M. de Maupassant him­self pre­cisely presents all the symp­toms of a “case” in the most strik­ing way, and shows us how far the con­sid­er­a­tion of them may take us. Em­bra­cing such an op­por­tun­ity as this and giv­ing ourselves to it freely seems to me in­deed to be a course more fruit­ful in val­id con­clu­sions, as well as in en­ter­tain­ment by the way, than the more com­mon meth­od of es­tab­lish­ing one’s own premises. To make clear to ourselves those of the au­thor of Pierre et Jean—those to which he is com­mit­ted by the very nature of his mind—is an at­tempt that will both stim­u­late and re­pay curi­os­ity. There is no way of look­ing at his work less dry, less aca­dem­ic, for as we pro­ceed from one of his pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies to an­oth­er the whole ho­ri­zon widens, yet without our leav­ing firm ground, and we see ourselves landed, step by step, in the most gen­er­al ques­tion­ing—those ex­plan­a­tions of things which reside in the race, in the so­ci­ety. Of course there are cases and cases, and it is the sa­li­ent ones that the dis­in­ter­ested crit­ic is de­lighted to meet.

				What makes M. de Maupassant sa­li­ent is two facts: the first of which is that his gifts are re­mark­ably strong and def­in­ite, and the second that he writes dir­ectly from them, as it were: holds the fi­nal, the most un­in­ter­rup­ted—I scarcely know what to call it—the bold­est com­mu­nic­a­tion with them. A case is poor when the cluster of the artist’s sens­ib­il­it­ies is small or they them­selves are want­ing in keen­ness, or else when the per­son­age doesn’t ad­mit them—either through ig­nor­ance, or dif­fid­ence, or stu­pid­ity, or the er­ror of a false ideal—to what may be called a le­git­im­ate share in his at­tempt. It is, I think, among Eng­lish and Amer­ic­an writers that this lat­ter ac­ci­dent is most li­able to oc­cur; more than the French we are apt to be misled by some con­ven­tion or oth­er as to the sort of feel­er we ought to put forth, for­get­ting that the best one will be the one that nature hap­pens to have giv­en us. We have doubt­less of­ten enough the cour­age of our opin­ions (when it be­falls that we have opin­ions), but we have not so con­stantly that of our per­cep­tions. There is a whole side of our per­cept­ive ap­par­at­us that we in fact neg­lect, and there are prob­ably many among us who would erect this tend­ency in­to a duty. M. de Maupassant neg­lects noth­ing that he pos­sesses; he cul­tiv­ates his garden with ad­mir­able en­ergy; and if there is a flower you miss from the rich par­terre you may be sure that it couldn’t pos­sibly have been raised, his mind not con­tain­ing the soil for it. He is plainly of the opin­ion that the first duty of the artist, and the thing that makes him most use­ful to his fel­low-men, is to mas­ter his in­stru­ment, whatever it may hap­pen to be.

				His own is that of the senses, and it is through them alone, or al­most alone, that life ap­peals to him; it is al­most alone by their help that he de­scribes it, that he pro­duces bril­liant works. They render him this great as­sist­ance be­cause they are evid­ently, in his con­sti­tu­tion, ex­traordin­ar­ily alive; there is scarcely a page in all his twenty volumes that does not testi­fy to their vi­va­city. Noth­ing could be fur­ther from his thought than to dis­avow them and to min­im­ize their im­port­ance. He ac­cepts them frankly, grate­fully, works them, re­joices in them. If he were told that there are many Eng­lish writers who would be sorry to go with him in this, he would, I ima­gine, star­ing, say that that is about what was to have been ex­pec­ted of the Anglo-Sax­on race, or even that many of them prob­ably could not go with him if they would. Then he would ask how our au­thors can be so fool­ish as to sac­ri­fice such a moy­en, how they can af­ford to, and ex­claim, “They must be pretty works, those they pro­duce, and give a fine, true, com­plete ac­count of life, with such omis­sions, such la­cunae!” M. de Maupassant’s pro­duc­tions teach us, for in­stance, that his sense of smell is ex­cep­tion­ally acute—as acute as that of those an­im­als of the field and forest whose sub­sist­ence and se­cur­ity de­pend upon it. It might be thought that he would, as a stu­dent of the hu­man race, have found an ab­nor­mal de­vel­op­ment of this fac­ulty em­bar­rass­ing, scarcely know­ing what to do with it, where to place it. But such an ap­pre­hen­sion be­trays an im­per­fect con­cep­tion of his dir­ect­ness and res­ol­u­tion, as well as of his con­stant eco­nomy of means. Noth­ing whatever pre­vents him from rep­res­ent­ing the re­la­tions of men and wo­men as largely gov­erned by the scent of the parties. Hu­man life in his pages (would this not be the most gen­er­al de­scrip­tion he would give of it?) ap­pears for the most part as a sort of con­cert of odors, and his people are per­petu­ally en­gaged, or he is en­gaged on their be­half, in sniff­ing up and dis­tin­guish­ing them, in some pleas­ant or pain­ful ex­er­cise of the nos­tril. “If everything in life speaks to the nos­tril why on earth shouldn’t we say so?” I sup­pose him to in­quire; “and what a proof of the em­pire of poor con­ven­tions and hy­po­cris­ies, ches rous an­tres, that you should pre­tend to de­scribe and char­ac­ter­ize and yet take no note (or so little that it comes to the same thing) of that es­sen­tial sign!”

				Not less power­ful is his visu­al sense, the quick, dir­ect dis­crim­in­a­tion of his eye, which ex­plains the sin­gu­larly vivid con­cision of his de­scrip­tions. These are nev­er pro­longed or ana­lyt­ic, have noth­ing of enu­mer­a­tion, of the qual­ity of the ob­serv­er who counts the items to be sure he has made up the sum. His eye se­lects un­err­ingly, un­scru­pu­lously, al­most im­pudently—catches the par­tic­u­lar thing in which the char­ac­ter of the ob­ject or the scene resides and, by ex­press­ing it with the art­ful brev­ity of a mas­ter, leaves a con­vin­cing, ori­gin­al pic­ture. If he is in­vet­er­ately syn­thet­ic he is nev­er more so than in the way he brings this hard, short, in­tel­li­gent gaze to bear. His vis­ion of the world is for the most part a vis­ion of ugli­ness, and even when it is not there is in his easy power to gen­er­al­ize a cer­tain ab­sence of love, a sort of bird’s-eye-view con­tempt. He has none of the su­per­sti­tions of ob­ser­va­tion, none of our Eng­lish in­dul­gen­cies, our tender and of­ten ima­gin­at­ive su­per­fi­ci­al­it­ies. If he glances in­to a rail­way car­riage bear­ing its freight in­to the Parisi­an sub­urbs of a sum­mer Sunday, a dozen dreary lives map them­selves out in a flash.

				
					“There were stout ladies in far­cic­al clothes, those middle-class good­wives of the ban­lieue who re­place the dis­tinc­tion they don’t pos­sess by an ir­rel­ev­ant dig­nity; gen­tle­men weary of the of­fice, with sal­low faces and twis­ted bod­ies and one of their shoulders a little forced up by per­petu­al bend­ing at work over a table. Their anxious, joy­less faces spoke moreover of do­mest­ic wor­ries, in­cess­ant needs for money, old hopes fi­nally shattered; for they all be­longed to the army of poor thread­bare dev­ils who ve­get­ate frugally in a mean little plaster house, with a flower­bed for a garden. …”

				

				Even in a bright­er pic­ture, such as the ad­mir­able vign­ette of the drive of Ma­dame Tel­li­er and her com­pan­ions, the whole thing is an im­pres­sion, as paint­ers say nowadays, in which the fig­ures are cheap. The six wo­men at the sta­tion clam­ber in­to a coun­try cart and go jolt­ing through the Nor­man land­scape to the vil­lage.

				
					“But presently the jerky trot of the nag shook the vehicle so ter­ribly that the chairs began to dance, toss­ing up the trav­el­ers to right, to left, with move­ments like pup­pets, scared grim­aces, cries of dis­may sud­denly in­ter­rup­ted by a more vi­ol­ent bump. They clutched the sides of the trap, their bon­nets turned over on to their backs, or upon the nose or the shoulder; and the white horse con­tin­ued to go, thrust­ing out his head and straight­en­ing the little tail, hair­less like that of a rat, with which from time to time he whisked his but­tocks. Joseph Riv­et, with one foot stretched upon the shaft, the oth­er leg bent un­der him and his el­bows very high, held the reins and emit­ted from his throat every mo­ment a kind of cluck which caused the an­im­al to prick up his ears and quick­en his pace. On either side of the road the green coun­try stretched away. The colza, in flower, pro­duced in spots a great car­pet of un­du­lat­ing yel­low, from which there rose a strong, whole­some smell, a smell pen­et­rat­ing and pleas­ant, car­ried very far by the breeze. In the tall rye the blue­bottles held up their little azuro heads, which the wo­men wished to pluck; but M. Riv­et re­fused to stop. Then, in some place, a whole field looked as if it were sprinkled with blood, it was so crowded with pop­pies. And in the midst of the great level, tak­ing col­or in this fash­ion from the flowers of the soil, the trap passed on with the jog of the white horse, seem­ing it­self to carry & nose­gay of rich­er hues; it dis­ap­peared be­hind the big trees of a farm, to come out again where the fo­liage stopped and parade afresh through the green and yel­low crops, pricked with red or blue, its blaz­ing cart­load of wo­men, which re­ceded in the sun­shine.”

				

				As re­gards the oth­er sense, the sense par ex­cel­lence, the sense which we scarcely men­tion in Eng­lish fic­tion and which I am not very sure I shall be al­lowed to men­tion in an Eng­lish peri­od­ic­al, M. de Maupassant speaks for that, and of it, with ex­traordin­ary dis­tinct­ness and au­thor­ity. To say that it oc­cu­pies the first place in his pic­ture is to say too little; it cov­ers in truth the whole can­vas, and his work is little else but a re­port of its in­nu­mer­able mani­fest­a­tions. These mani­fest­a­tions are not, for him, so many in­cid­ents of life, they are life it­self; they rep­res­ent the stand­ing an­swer to any ques­tion that we may ask about it. He de­scribes them in de­tail, with a fa­mili­ar­ity and a frank­ness which leave noth­ing to be ad­ded; I should say with sin­gu­lar truth if I did not con­sider that in re­gard to this art­icle he may be taxed with a cer­tain ex­ag­ger­a­tion. M. de Maupassant would doubt­less af­firm that where the em­pire of the sexu­al sense is con­cerned no ex­ag­ger­a­tion is pos­sible; nev­er­the­less it may be said that whatever depths may be dis­covered by those who dig for them, the im­pres­sion of the hu­man spec­tacle for him who takes it as it comes has less ana­logy with that of the mon­keys’ cage than this ad­mir­able writer’s ac­count of it. I speak of the hu­man spec­tacle as we Anglo-Sax­ons see it—as we Anglo-Sax­ons pre­tend we see it M. de Maupassant would pos­sibly say.

				At any rate I have per­haps touched upon this pe­cu­li­ar­ity suf­fi­ciently to ex­plain my re­mark that his point of view is al­most solely that of the senses. If he is a very in­ter­est­ing case this makes him also an em­bar­rass­ing one, em­bar­rass­ing and mys­ti­fy­ing for the mor­al­ist. I may as well ad­mit that no writer of the day strikes me as equally so. To find M. de Maupassant a li­on in the path—that may seem to some people a sin­gu­lar proof of want of cour­age; but I think the obstacle will not be made light of by those who have really taken the meas­ure of the an­im­al. We are ac­cus­tomed to think, we of the Eng­lish faith, that a cyn­ic is a liv­ing ad­vert­ise­ment of his er­rors, es­pe­cially in pro­por­tion as he is a thor­oughgo­ing one; and M. de Maupassant’s cyn­icism, un­re­lieved as it is, will not be dis­posed of off­hand by a crit­ic of a com­pet­ent lit­er­ary sense. Such a crit­ic is not slow to per­ceive, to his no small con­fu­sion, that though, judging from usu­al premises, the au­thor of Bel-Ami ought to be a warn­ing, he some­how is not. His base­ness, as it per­vades him, ought to be writ­ten all over him; yet some­how there are there cer­tain as­pects—and those com­mand­ing, as the house-agents say—in which it is not in the least to be per­ceived. It is easy to ex­claim that if he judges life only from the point of view of the senses many are the noble and ex­quis­ite things that he must leave out. What he leaves out has no claim to get it­self con­sidered till after we have done justice to what he takes in. It is this pos­it­ive side of M. de Maupassant that is most re­mark­able—the fact that his lit­er­ary char­ac­ter is so com­plete and edi­fy­ing. “Auteur à peu près ir­ré­proch­able dans un genre qui ne l’est pas,” as that ex­cel­lent crit­ic M. Ju­les Lemaitre says of him, he dis­turbs us by as­so­ci­at­ing a con­science and a high stand­ard with a tem­per long syn­onym­ous, in our eyes, with an ab­sence of scruples. The situ­ation would be sim­pler cer­tainly if he were a bad writer; but none the less it is pos­sible, I think, on the whole, to cir­cum­vent him, even without at­tempt­ing to prove that after all he is one.

				The lat­ter part of his in­tro­duc­tion to Pierre et Jean is less fe­li­cit­ous than the be­gin­ning, but we learn from it—and this is in­ter­est­ing—that he re­gards the ana­lyt­ic fash­ion of telling a story, which has lately be­got­ten in his own coun­try some such re­mark­able ex­per­i­ments (few vo­tar­ies as it has at­trac­ted among ourselves), as very much less prof­it­able than the simple epic man­ner which “avoids with care all com­plic­ated ex­plan­a­tions, all dis­ser­ta­tions upon motives, and con­fines it­self to mak­ing per­sons and events pass be­fore our eyes.” M. de Maupassant adds that in his view “psy­cho­logy should be hid­den in a book, as it is hid­den in real­ity un­der the facts of ex­ist­ence. The nov­el con­ceived in this man­ner gains in­terest, move­ment, col­or, the bustle of life.” When it is a ques­tion of an artist­ic pro­cess we must al­ways mis­trust very sharp dis­tinc­tions, for there is surely in every meth­od a little of every oth­er meth­od. It is as dif­fi­cult to de­scribe an ac­tion without glan­cing at its motive, its mor­al his­tory, as it is to de­scribe a motive without glan­cing at its prac­tic­al con­sequence. Our his­tory and our fic­tion are what we do; but it surely is not more easy to de­term­ine where what we do be­gins than to de­term­ine where it ends—no­tori­ously a hope­less task. There­fore it would take a very subtle sense to draw a hard and fast line on the bor­der­land of ex­plan­a­tion and il­lus­tra­tion. If psy­cho­logy be hid­den in life, as, ac­cord­ing to M. de Maupassant, it should be in a book, the ques­tion im­me­di­ately comes up, “From whom is it hid­den?” From some people, no doubt, but very much less from oth­ers; and all de­pends upon the ob­serv­er, the nature of one’s ob­ser­va­tion and one’s curi­os­ity. For some people motives, reas­ons, re­la­tions, ex­plan­a­tions, are a part of the very sur­face of the drama, with the foot­lights beat­ing full upon them. For me an act, an in­cid­ent, an at­ti­tude may be a sharp, de­tached, isol­ated thing, of which I give a full ac­count in say­ing that in such and such a way it came off. For you it may be hung about with im­plic­a­tions, with re­la­tions and con­di­tions as ne­ces­sary to help you to re­cog­nize it as the clothes of your friends are to help you know them in the street. You feel that they would seem strange to you without pet­ti­coats and trousers.

				M. de Maupassant would prob­ably urge that the right thing is to know, or to guess, how events come to pass, but to say as little about it as pos­sible. There are mat­ters in re­gard to which he goes in, as the phrase is, for say­ing much, but that is not one of them. The con­ten­tion to which I al­lude strikes me as rather ar­bit­rary, so dif­fi­cult is it to put one’s fin­ger upon the reas­on why, for in­stance, there should be so little mys­tery about what happened to Chris­ti­ane An­der­matt, in Mont-Ori­ol, when she went to walk on the hills with Paul Brétigny, and so much, say, about the forces that formed her for that gen­tle­man’s con­veni­ence, or those ly­ing be­hind any oth­er odd col­lapse that our au­thor may have re­lated. The rule mis­leads, and the best rule cer­tainly is the tact of the in­di­vidu­al writer, which will ad­apt it­self to the ma­ter­i­al as the ma­ter­i­al comes to him. The cause we plead is ever pretty sure to be the cause of our idio­syn­crasies, and if M. de Maupassant thinks meanly of “ex­plan­a­tions,” it is, I sus­pect, that they come to him in no great af­flu­ence. His view of the con­duct of man is so simple as scarcely to re­quire them; and in­deed so far as they are needed he is, vir­tu­ally, ex­plan­at­ory. He de­prec­ates ref­er­ence to motives, but there is one, cov­er­ing an im­mense ground in his ho­ri­zon, as I have already hin­ted, to which he per­petu­ally refers. If the sexu­al im­pulse is not a mor­al ante­cedent it is none the less the wire that moves al­most all M. de Maupassant’s pup­pets, and as he has not hid­den it I can­not see that he has elim­in­ated ana­lys­is or made a sac­ri­fice to dis­cre­tion. His pages are stud­ded with that par­tic­u­lar ana­lys­is; he is con­stantly peep­ing be­hind the cur­tain, telling us what he dis­cov­ers there. The truth is that the ad­mir­able sys­tem of sim­pli­fic­a­tion which makes his tales so rap­id and so con­cise (es­pe­cially his short­er ones, for his nov­els in some de­gree, I think, suf­fer from it), strikes us as not in the least a con­scious in­tel­lec­tu­al ef­fort, a se­lect­ive, com­par­at­ive pro­cess. He tells us all he knows, all he sus­pects, and if these things take no ac­count of the mor­al nature of man it is be­cause he has no win­dow look­ing in that dir­ec­tion and not be­cause artist­ic scruples have com­pelled him to close it up. The very com­pact man­sion in which he dwells presents on that side a per­fectly dead wall.

				This is why, if his ax­iom that you pro­duce the ef­fect of truth bet­ter by paint­ing people from the out­side than from the in­side has a large util­ity, his ex­ample is con­vin­cing in a much high­er de­gree. A writer is for­tu­nate when his the­ory and his lim­it­a­tions so ex­actly cor­res­pond, when his curi­os­it­ies may be ap­peased with such pre­ci­sion and promptitude. M. de Maupassant con­tends that the most that the ana­lyt­ic nov­el­ist can do is to put him­self—his own pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies—in­to the cos­tume of the fig­ure ana­lyzed. This may be true, but if it ap­plies to one man­ner of rep­res­ent­ing people who are not ourselves it ap­plies also to any oth­er man­ner. It is the lim­it­a­tion, the dif­fi­culty of the nov­el­ist, to whatever clan or camp he may be­long. M. de Maupassant is re­mark­ably ob­ject­ive and im­per­son­al, but he would go too far if he were to en­ter­tain the be­lief that he has kept him­self out of his books. They speak of him elo­quently, even if it only be to tell us how easy—how easy, giv­en his tal­ent of course—he has found this im­per­son­al­ity. Let us hasten to add that in the case of de­scrib­ing a char­ac­ter it is doubt­less more dif­fi­cult to con­vey the im­pres­sion of some­thing that is not one’s self (the con­stant ef­fort, how­ever de­lusive at bot­tom, of the nov­el­ist), than in the case of de­scrib­ing some ob­ject more im­me­di­ately vis­ible. The op­er­a­tion is more del­ic­ate, but that cir­cum­stance only in­creases the beauty of the prob­lem.

				On the ques­tion of style our au­thor has some ex­cel­lent re­marks; we may be grate­ful in­deed for every one of them, save an odd re­flec­tion about the way to “be­come ori­gin­al” if we hap­pen not to be so. The re­cipe for this trans­form­a­tion, it would ap­pear, is to sit down in front of a blaz­ing fire, or a tree in a plain, or any ob­ject we en­counter in the reg­u­lar way of busi­ness, and re­main there un­til the tree, or the fire, or the ob­ject, whatever it be, be­come dif­fer­ent for us from all oth­er spe­ci­mens of the same class. I doubt wheth­er this sys­tem would al­ways an­swer, for surely the re­semb­lance is what we wish to dis­cov­er, quite as much as the dif­fer­ence, and the best way to pre­serve it is not to look for some­thing op­posed to it. Is not this in­dic­a­tion of the road to take to be­come, as a writer, ori­gin­al touched with the same fal­lacy as the re­com­mend­a­tion about es­chew­ing ana­lys­is? It is the only na­iv­ete I have en­countered in M. de Maupassant’s many volumes. The best ori­gin­al­ity is the most un­con­scious, and the best way to de­scribe a tree is the way in which it has struck us. “Ah, but we don’t al­ways know how it has struck us,” the an­swer to that may be, “and it takes some time and in­genu­ity—much fast­ing and pray­er—to find out.” If we don’t know, it prob­ably hasn’t struck us very much—so little in­deed that our in­quiry had bet­ter be re­leg­ated to that closed cham­ber of an artist’s med­it­a­tions, that sac­red back kit­chen, which no à pri­ori rule can light up. The best thing the artist’s ad­viser can do in such a case is to trust him and turn away, to let him fight the mat­ter out with his con­science. And be this said with a full ap­pre­ci­ation of the de­gree in which M. de Maupassant’s ob­ser­va­tions on the whole ques­tion of a writer’s style, at the point we have come to today, bear the stamp of in­tel­li­gence and ex­per­i­ence. His own style is of so ex­cel­lent a tra­di­tion that the pre­sump­tion is al­to­geth­er in fa­vor of what he may have to say.

				He feels op­press­ively, dis­cour­agingly, as many an­oth­er of his coun­try­men must have felt—for the French have worked their lan­guage as no oth­er people have done—the pen­alty of com­ing at the end of three cen­tur­ies of lit­er­at­ure, the dif­fi­culty of deal­ing with an in­stru­ment of ex­pres­sion so worn by fric­tion, of draw­ing new sounds from the old fa­mil­i­ar pipe. “When we read, so sat­ur­ated with French writ­ing as we are that our whole body gives us the im­pres­sion of be­ing a paste made of words, do we ever find a line, a thought which is not fa­mil­i­ar to us and of which we have not had at least a con­fused presen­ti­ment?” And he adds that the mat­ter is simple enough for the writer who only seeks to amuse the pub­lic by means already known; he at­tempts little, and he pro­duces “with con­fid­ence, in the candor of his me­diocrity,” works which an­swer no ques­tion and leave no trace. It is he who wants to do more than this that has less and less an easy time of it. Everything seems to him to have been done, every ef­fect pro­duced, every com­bin­a­tion already made. If he be a man of geni­us his trouble is lightened, for mys­ter­i­ous ways are re­vealed to him and new com­bin­a­tions spring up for him even after nov­elty is dead. It is to the simple man of taste and tal­ent, who has only a con­science and a will, that the situ­ation may some­times well ap­pear des­per­ate; he judges him­self as he goes, and he can only go step by step over ground where every step is already a foot­print.

				If it be a mir­acle whenev­er there is a fresh tone the mir­acle has been wrought for M. de Maupassant. Or is he simply a man of geni­us to whom short­cuts have been dis­closed in the watches of the night? At any rate he has had faith—re­li­gion has come to his aid; I mean the re­li­gion of his moth­er tongue, which he has loved well enough to be pa­tient for her sake. He has ar­rived at the peace which pas­seth un­der­stand­ing, at a kind of con­ser­vat­ive piety. He has taken his stand on sim­pli­city, on a stud­ied sobri­ety, be­ing per­suaded that the deep­est sci­ence lies in that dir­ec­tion rather than in the mul­ti­plic­a­tion of new terms, and on this sub­ject he de­liv­ers him­self with su­per­lat­ive wis­dom. “There is no need of the queer, com­plic­ated, nu­mer­ous and Chinese vocab­u­lary which is im­posed on us today un­der the name of artist­ic writ­ing, to fix all the shades of thought; the right way is to dis­tin­guish with an ex­treme clear­ness all those modi­fic­a­tions of the value of a word which come from the place it oc­cu­pies. Let us have few­er nouns, verbs and ad­ject­ives of an al­most im­per­cept­ible sense, and more dif­fer­ent phrases vari­ously con­struc­ted, in­geni­ously cast, full of the sci­ence of sound and rhythm. Let us have an ex­cel­lent gen­er­al form rather than be col­lect­ors of rare terms.” M. de Maupassant’s prac­tice does not fall be­low his ex­horta­tion (though I must con­fess that in the fore­go­ing pas­sage he makes use of the de­test­able ex­pres­sion “styl­ist,” which I have not re­pro­duced). Noth­ing can ex­ceed the mas­cu­line firm­ness, the quiet force of his own style, in which every phrase is a close se­quence, every epi­thet a pay­ing piece, and the ground is com­pletely cleared of the vague, the ready-made and the second-best. Less than any­one today does he beat the air; more than any­one does he hit out from the shoulder.

			
			
				II

				He has pro­duced a hun­dred short tales and only four reg­u­lar nov­els; but if the tales de­serve the first place in any can­did ap­pre­ci­ation of his tal­ent it is not simply be­cause they are so much the more nu­mer­ous: they are also more char­ac­ter­ist­ic; they rep­res­ent him best in his ori­gin­al­ity, and their brev­ity, ex­treme in some cases, does not pre­vent them from be­ing a col­lec­tion of mas­ter­pieces. (They are very un­equal, and I speak of the best.) The little story is but scantily rel­ished in Eng­land, where read­ers take their fic­tion rather by the volume than by the page and the nov­el­ist’s idea is apt to re­semble one of those old-fash­ioned car­riages which re­quire a wide court to turn round. In Amer­ica, where it is as­so­ci­ated pree­m­in­ently with Hawthorne’s name, with Edgar Poe’s and with that of Mr. Bret Harte, the short tale has had a bet­ter for­tune. France, how­ever, has been the land of its great prosper­ity, and M. de Maupassant had from the first the ad­vant­age of ad­dress­ing a pub­lic ac­cus­tomed to catch on, as the mod­ern phrase is, quickly. In some re­spects, it may be said, he en­countered pre­ju­dices too friendly, for he found a tra­di­tion of in­de­cency ready made to his hand. I say in­de­cency with plain­ness, though my in­dic­a­tion would per­haps please bet­ter with an­oth­er word, for we suf­fer in Eng­lish from a lack of round­about names for the conte leste—that ele­ment for which the French, with their grivois, their gail­lard, their égrillard, their gaud­ri­ole, have so many con­veni­ent syn­onyms. It is an honored tra­di­tion in France that the little story, in verse or in prose, should be li­able to be more or less ob­scene (I can think only of that al­tern­at­ive epi­thet), though I hasten to add that among lit­er­ary forms it does not mono­pol­ize the priv­ilege. Our un­clean­ness is less pro­du­cible—at any rate it is less pro­duced.

				For the last ten years our au­thor has brought forth with reg­u­lar­ity these con­densed com­pos­i­tions, of which, prob­ably, to an Eng­lish read­er, at a first glance, the most uni­ver­sal sign will be their li­centious­ness. They really par­take of this qual­ity, how­ever, in a very dif­fer­ing de­gree, and a second glance shows that they may be di­vided in­to nu­mer­ous groups. It is not fair, I think, even to say that what they have most in com­mon is their be­ing ex­tremely lestes. What they have most in com­mon is their be­ing ex­tremely strong, and after that their be­ing ex­tremely bru­tal. A story may be ob­scene without be­ing bru­tal, and vice versa, and M. de Maupassant’s con­tempt for those in­ter­dic­tions which are sup­posed to be made in the in­terest of good mor­als is but an in­cid­ent—a very large one in­deed—of his gen­er­al con­tempt. A pess­im­ism so great that its al­li­ance with the love of good work, or even with the cal­cu­la­tion of the sort of work that pays best in a coun­try of style, is, as I have in­tim­ated, the most puzz­ling of an­om­alies (for it would seem in the light of such sen­ti­ments that noth­ing is worth any­thing), this cyn­ic­al strain is the sign of such gems of nar­ra­tion as “La Mais­on Tel­li­er,” “L’His­toire dune Fille de Fer­me,” “L’Ane,” “Le Chi­en,” “Ma­demois­elle Fifi,” “Mon­sieur Par­ent,” “L’Hérit­age,” “En Fa­mille,” “Le Bap­tème,” “Le Père Am­able.” The au­thor fixes a hard eye on some small spot of hu­man life, usu­ally some ugly, dreary, shabby, sor­did one, takes up the particle and squeezes it either till it grim­aces or till it bleeds. Some­times the grim­ace is very droll, some­times the wound is very hor­rible; but in either case the whole thing is real, ob­served, noted and rep­res­en­ted, not an in­ven­tion or a castle in the air. M. de Maupassant sees hu­man life as a ter­ribly ugly busi­ness re­lieved by the com­ic­al, but even the com­edy is for the most part the com­edy of misery, of avid­ity, of ig­nor­ance, help­less­ness and gross­ness. When his laugh is not for these things it is for the little saletés (to use one of his own fa­vor­ite words) of lux­uri­ous life, which are in­ten­ded to be pret­ti­er, but which can scarcely be said to bright­en the pic­ture. I like “La Bête à Maître Bel­homme,” “La Fi­celle,” “Le Petit Füt,” “Le Cas de Ma­dame Lun­eau,” “Tribuneauz Rustiques,” and many oth­ers of this cat­egory much bet­ter than his an­ec­dotes of the mu­tu­al con­fid­ences of his little mar­quises and baronnes.

				Not count­ing his nov­els for the mo­ment, his tales may be di­vided in­to the three groups of those which deal with the Nor­man peas­antry, those which deal with the petit em­ployé and small shop­keep­er, usu­ally in Par­is, and the mis­cel­laneous, in which the up­per walks of life are rep­res­en­ted and the fant­ast­ic, the whim­sic­al, the weird, and even the su­per­nat­ur­al, fig­ure as well as the un­ex­pur­guted. These last things range from “Le Horla” (which is not a spe­ci­men of the au­thor’s best vein—the only oc­ca­sion on which he has the weak­ness of im­it­a­tion is when he strikes us as emu­lat­ing Edgar Poe), to “Miss Har­riet,” and from “Boule de Suif” (a tri­umph) to that al­most in­con­ceiv­able little growl of Anglo­pho­bia, “Dé­cour­erte”—in­con­ceiv­able I mean in its ir­re­spons­ib­il­ity and ill-nature on the part of a man of M. de Maupassant’s dis­tinc­tion; passing by such little per­fec­tions as “Petit Sold­at,” “L’Aban­don­né,” “Le Col­li­er” (the list is too long for com­plete enu­mer­a­tion), and such gross im­per­fec­tions (for it once in a while be­falls our au­thor to go woe­fully astray), as “La Femme de Paul,” “Cháli,” “Les Soeurs Rondoli.” To these might al­most be ad­ded as a spe­cial cat­egory the vari­ous forms in which M. de Maupassant relates ad­ven­tures in rail­way car­riages. Nu­mer­ous, to his ima­gin­a­tion, are the pre­texts for en­liven­ing fic­tion af­forded by first, second and third class com­part­ments; the ac­ci­dents (which have noth­ing to do with the con­duct of the train), that oc­cur there con­sti­tute no in­con­sid­er­able part of our earthly trans­it.

				It is surely by his Nor­man peas­ant that his tales will live; he knows this worthy as if he had made him, un­der­stands him down to the ground, puts him on his feet with a few of the freest, most plastic touches. M. de Maupassant does not ad­mire him, and he is such a mas­ter of the sub­ject that it would ill be­come an out­sider to sug­gest a re­vi­sion of judg­ment. He is a part of the con­tempt­ible fur­niture of the world, but on the whole, it would ap­pear, the most grot­esque part of it. His cau­tion, his can­ni­ness, his nat­ur­al as­tute­ness, his stingi­ness, his gen­er­al grind­ing sor­did­ness, are as un­mis­tak­able as that quaint and bru­tish dia­lect in which he ex­presses him­self and on which our au­thor plays like a vir­tu­oso. It would be im­possible to demon­strate with a finer sense of the hu­mor of the thing the fatu­it­ies and dens­it­ies of his ig­nor­ance, the be­wil­der­ments of his op­posed ap­pet­ites, the over­reach­ings of his cau­tion. His ex­ist­ence has a gay side, but it is apt to be the mer­ci­less gaiety com­mem­or­ated in “Farce Nor­mande,” an an­ec­dote which, like many of M. de Maupassant’s an­ec­dotes, it is easi­er to refer the read­er to than to re­peat. If it is most con­veni­ent to place “La Mais­on Tel­li­er” among the tales of the peas­antry, there is no doubt that it stands at the head of the list. It is ab­so­lutely un­adap­ted to the per­us­al of ladies and young per­sons, but it shares this pe­cu­li­ar­ity with most of its fel­lows, so that to ig­nore it on that ac­count would be to im­ply that we must for­swear M. de Maupassant al­to­geth­er, which is an in­con­gru­ous and in­sup­port­able con­clu­sion. Every good story is of course both a pic­ture and an idea, and the more they are in­ter­fused the bet­ter the prob­lem is solved. In “La Mais­on Tel­li­er” they fit each oth­er to per­fec­tion; the ca­pa­city for sud­den in­no­cent de­lights lat­ent in natures which have lost their in­no­cence is vividly il­lus­trated by the sin­gu­lar scenes to which our ac­quaint­ance with Ma­dame and her staff (little as it may be a thing to boast of), suc­cess­ively in­tro­duces us. The breadth, the free­dom and bright­ness of all this give the meas­ure of the au­thor’s tal­ent and of that large, keen way of look­ing at life which sees the pathet­ic and the droll, the stuff of which the whole piece is made, in the queerest and humblest pat­terns. The tone of “La Mais­on Tel­li­er” and the few com­pos­i­tions which closely re­semble it ex­presses M. de Maupassant’s nearest ap­proach to gen­i­al­ity. Even here, how­ever, it is the gen­i­al­ity of the show­man ex­hil­ar­ated by the suc­cess with which he feels that he makes his man­nequins (and es­pe­cially his wo­mankins) caper and squeak, and who after the per­form­ance tosses them in­to their box with the ir­rev­er­ence of a prac­ticed hand. If the pages of the au­thor of Bel-Ami may be searched al­most in vain for a mani­fest­a­tion of the sen­ti­ment of re­spect, it is nat­ur­ally not by Mme. Tel­li­er and her charges that we must look most to see it called forth; but they are among the things that please him most.

				Some­times there is a sor­row, a misery, or even a little hero­ism, that he handles with a cer­tain ten­der­ness (Une Vie is the cap­it­al ex­ample of this), without in­sist­ing on the poor, the ri­dicu­lous or, as he is fond of say­ing, the bes­ti­al side of it. Such an at­tempt, ad­mir­able in its sobri­ety and del­ic­acy, is the sketch, in “L’Aban­don­né,” of the old lady and gen­tle­man, Mme. de Cadour and M. d’Apre­v­al, who, stay­ing with the hus­band of the former at a little wa­ter­ing-place on the Nor­mandy coast, take a long, hot walk on a sum­mer’s day, on a straight, white road, in­to the in­teri­or, to catch a clandes­tine glimpse of a young farm­er, their il­le­git­im­ate son. He has been pen­sioned, he is ig­nor­ant of his ori­gin, and is a com­mon­place and un­con­cili­at­ory rus­tic. They look at him, in his dirty farm­yard, and no sign passes between them; then they turn away and crawl back, in mel­an­choly si­lence, along the dull French road. The man­ner in which this dreary little oc­cur­rence is re­lated makes it as large as a chapter of his­tory. There is ten­der­ness in “Miss Har­riet,” which sets forth how an Eng­lish old maid, fant­ast­ic, hideous, sen­ti­ment­al and tract-dis­trib­ut­ing, with a smell of in­dia-rub­ber, fell in love with an ir­res­ist­ible French paint­er and drowned her­self in the well be­cause she saw him kiss­ing the maid­ser­vant; but the fig­ure of the lady grazes the far­cic­al. Is it be­cause we know Miss Har­riet (if we are not mis­taken in the type the au­thor has had in his eye), that we sus­pect the good spin­ster was not so weird and des­per­ate, ad­dicted though her class may be, as he says, to “haunt­ing all the tables d’hôte in Europe, to spoil­ing Italy, pois­on­ing Switzer­land, mak­ing the charm­ing towns of the Medi­ter­ranean un­in­hab­it­able, car­ry­ing every­where their queer little mani­as, their meurs de re­stales pétri­fiées, their in­des­crib­able gar­ments, and that odor of in­dia-rub­ber which makes one think that at night they must be slipped in­to a case”? What would Miss Har­riet have said to M. de Maupassant’s friend, the hero of the “Dé­couverte,” who, hav­ing mar­ried a little Anglaise be­cause he thought she was charm­ing when she spoke broken French, finds she is very flat as she be­comes more flu­ent, and has noth­ing more ur­gent than to de­nounce her to his com­pat­ri­ot on the steam­boat and to re­lieve his wrath in ejac­u­la­tions of “Sales Anglais”?

				M. de Maupassant evid­ently knows a great deal about the army of clerks who work un­der gov­ern­ment, but it is a ter­rible tale that he has to tell of them and of the petit bour­geois in gen­er­al. It is true that he has treated the petit bour­geois in Pierre et Jean without hold­ing him up to our de­ri­sion, and the ef­fort has been so fruit­ful that we owe to it the work for which, on the whole, in the long list of his suc­cesses, we are most thank­ful. But of Pierre et Jean, a pro­duc­tion neither com­ic nor cyn­ic­al (in the de­gree, that is, of its pre­de­cessors), but ser­i­ous and fresh, I will speak anon. In “Mon­sieur Par­ent,” “l’Her­it­age,” “En Fa­mille,” “Une Partie de Cam­pagne,” “Prom­en­ade,” and many oth­er piti­less little pieces, the au­thor opens the win­dow wide to his per­cep­tion of everything mean, nar­row and sor­did. The sub­ject is ever the struggle for ex­ist­ence in hard con­di­tions, lighted up simply by more or less polisson­ner­ie. Noth­ing is more strik­ing to an Anglo-Sax­on read­er than the omis­sion of all the oth­er lights, those with which our ima­gin­a­tion, and I think it ought to be said our ob­ser­va­tion, is fa­mil­i­ar, and which our own works of fic­tion at any rate do not per­mit us to for­get: those of which the most gen­er­al de­scrip­tion is that they spring from a cer­tain mix­ture of good hu­mor and piety—piety, I mean, in the civil and do­mest­ic sense quite as much as in the re­li­gious. The love of sport, the sense of de­cor­um, the ne­ces­sity for ac­tion, the habit of re­spect, the ab­sence of irony, the per­vas­ive­ness of child­hood, the ex­pans­ive tend­ency of the race, are a few of the qual­it­ies (the ana­lys­is might, I think, be pushed much fur­ther), which ease us off, mit­ig­ate our ten­sion and ir­rit­a­tion, res­cue us from the nervous ex­as­per­a­tion which is al­most the com­mon­est ele­ment of life as de­pic­ted by M. de Maupassant. No doubt there is in our lit­er­at­ure an im­mense amount of con­ven­tion­al blink­ing, and it may be ques­tioned wheth­er pess­im­ist­ic rep­res­ent­a­tion in M. de Maupassant’s man­ner does not fol­low his par­tic­u­lar ori­gin­al more closely than our per­petu­al quest of pleas­ant­ness (does not Mr. Rider Hag­gard make even his Afric­an carnage pleas­ant?) ad­heres to the lines of the world we ourselves know.

				Fierce in­deed is the struggle for ex­ist­ence among even our pi­ous and good-hu­mored mil­lions, and it is at­ten­ded with in­cid­ents as to which after all little testi­mony is to be ex­trac­ted from our lit­er­at­ure of fic­tion. It must nev­er be for­got­ten that the op­tim­ism of that lit­er­at­ure is partly the op­tim­ism of wo­men and of spin­sters; in oth­er words the op­tim­ism of ig­nor­ance as well as of del­ic­acy. It might be sup­posed that the French, with their mas­tery of the arts d’agré­ment, would have more con­sol­a­tions than we, but such is not the ac­count of the mat­ter giv­en by the new gen­er­a­tion of paint­ers. To the French we seem su­per­fi­cial, and we are cer­tainly open to the re­proach; but none the less even to the in­fin­ite ma­jor­ity of read­ers of good faith there will be a won­der­ful want of cor­res­pond­ence between the gen­er­al pic­ture of Bel-Ami, of Mont-Ori­ol, of Une Vie, “Yvette” and En Fa­mille, and our own vis­ion of real­ity. It is an old im­pres­sion of course that the satire of the French has a very dif­fer­ent tone from ours; but few Eng­lish read­ers will ad­mit that the feel­ing of life is less in ours than in theirs. The feel­ing of life is evid­ently, de part et d’autre, a very dif­fer­ent thing. If in ours, as the nov­el il­lus­trates it, there are su­per­fi­ci­al­it­ies, there are also qual­it­ies which are far from be­ing neg­at­ives and omis­sions: a large ima­gin­a­tion and (is it fatu­ous to say?) a large ex­per­i­ence of the pos­it­ive kind. Even those of our nov­el­ists whose man­ner is most iron­ic pity life more and hate it less than M. de Maupassant and his great ini­ti­at­or Flaubert. It comes back I sup­pose to our good-hu­mor (which may ap­par­ently also be an artist­ic force); at any rate we have re­serves about our shames and our sor­rows, in­dul­gences and tol­er­ances about our Phil­istin­ism, for­bear­ances about our blows and a gen­er­al friend­li­ness of con­cep­tion about our pos­sib­il­it­ies, which take the cruelty from our self-de­ri­sion and op­er­ate in the last re­sort as a sort of trib­ute to our free­dom. There is a hor­rible, ad­mir­able scene in “Mon­sieur Par­ent,” which is a cap­it­al ex­ample of tri­umphant ugli­ness. The harm­less gen­tle­man who gives his name to the tale has an ab­om­in­able wife, one of whose of­fens­ive at­trib­utes is a lov­er (un­sus­pec­ted by her hus­band) only less im­pudent than her­self. M. Par­ent comes in from a walk with his little boy, at din­ner­time, to en­counter sud­denly in his ab­used, dis­honored, deser­ted home, con­vin­cing proof of her mis­be­ha­vi­or. He waits and waits din­ner for her, giv­ing her the be­ne­fit of every doubt; but when at last she enters, late in the even­ing, ac­com­pan­ied by the part­ner of her guilt, there is a tre­mend­ous do­mest­ic con­cus­sion. It is to the pe­cu­li­ar vivid­ness of this scene that I al­lude, the way we hear it and see it and its most re­puls­ive de­tails are evoked for us; the sor­did con­fu­sion, the vul­gar noise, the dis­ordered table and ruined din­ner, the shrill in­solence of the wife, her brazen men­dacity, the scared in­feri­or­ity of the lov­er, the mere mo­ment­ary hero­ics of the weak hus­band, the scuffle and somer­sault, the em­in­ently un­po­et­ic justice with which it all ends.

				When Thack­er­ay relates how Ar­thur Pen­den­nis goes home to take potluck with the in­solv­ent New­comes at Boulogne and how the dread­ful Mrs. Mack­en­zie re­ceives him, and how she makes a scene, when the frugal re­past is served, over the di­min­ished mut­ton-bone, we feel that the nota­tion of that or­der of misery goes about as far as we can bear it. But this is child’s play to the his­tory of M. and Mme. Cara­van and their at­tempt, after the death (or sup­posed death) of the hus­band’s moth­er, to trans­fer to their apart­ment be­fore the ar­rival of the oth­er heirs cer­tain miser­able little art­icles of fur­niture be­long­ing to the de­ceased, to­geth­er with the frus­tra­tion of the man­euver, not only by the grim re­sur­rec­tion of the old wo­man (which is a suf­fi­ciently fant­ast­ic item), but by the shock of battle when a mar­ried daugh­ter and her hus­band ap­pear. No one gives us like M. de Maupassant the odi­ous words ex­changed on such an oc­ca­sion as that; no one de­picts with so just a hand the feel­ings of small people about small things. These feel­ings are very apt to be “fury”; that word is of strik­ingly fre­quent oc­cur­rence in his pages. “L’Hérit­age” is a drama of private life in the little world of the Min­istère de la Mar­ine—a world, ac­cord­ing to M. de Maupassant, of dread­ful little jeal­ousies and in­eptitudes. Read­ers of a ro­bust com­plex­ion should learn how the wretched M. Les­able was handled by his wife and her fath­er on his fail­ing to sat­is­fy their just ex­pect­a­tions, and how he com­por­ted him­self in the sin­gu­lar situ­ation thus pre­pared for him. The story is a mod­el of nar­ra­tion, but it leaves our poor av­er­age hu­man­ity dangling like a beaten rag.

				Where does M. de Maupassant find the great mul­ti­tude of his de­test­able wo­men? or where at least does he find the cour­age to rep­res­ent them in such col­ors? Jeanne de Lamare, in Une Vie, re­ceives the out­rages of fate with a pass­ive forti­tude; and there is some­thing touch­ing in Mme. Ro­land’s âme tendre de cais­sière, as ex­hib­ited in Pierre et Jean. But for the most part M. de Maupassant’s heroines are a mix­ture of ex­treme sen­su­al­ity and ex­treme men­dacity. They are a large ele­ment in that gen­er­al dis­fig­ure­ment, that il­lu­sion de l’ig­noble, qui at­tire tant d’êtres, which makes the per­verse or the stu­pid side of things the one which strikes him first, which leads him, if he glances at a group of nurses and chil­dren sun­ning them­selves in a Parisi­an square, to no­tice primar­ily the yeux de brute of the nurses; or if he speaks of the long­ing for a taste of the coun­try which haunts the shop­keep­er fenced in be­hind his counter, to identi­fy it as the amour bête de la nature; or if he has oc­ca­sion to put the boulevards be­fore us on a sum­mer’s even­ing, to seek his ef­fect in these terms: “The city, as hot as a stew, seemed to sweat in the suf­foc­at­ing night. The drains puffed their pes­ti­len­tial breath from their mouths of gran­ite, and the un­der­ground kit­chens poured in­to the streets, through their low win­dows, the in­fam­ous mi­as­mas of their dish­wa­ter and old sauces.” I do not con­test the truth of such in­dic­a­tions, I only note the par­tic­u­lar se­lec­tion and their seem­ing to the writer the most apro­pos.

				Is it be­cause of the in­ad­equacy of these in­dic­a­tions when ap­plied to the long stretch that M. de Maupassant’s nov­els strike us as less com­plete, in pro­por­tion to the tal­ent ex­pen­ded upon them, than his contes and nou­velles? I make this in­vi­di­ous dis­tinc­tion in spite of the fact that Une Vie (the first of the nov­els in the or­der of time) is a re­mark­ably in­ter­est­ing ex­per­i­ment, and that Pierre et Jean is, so far as my judg­ment goes, a fault­less pro­duc­tion. Bel-Ami is full of the bustle and the crudity of life (its en­ergy and ex­press­ive­ness al­most bribe one to like it), but it has the great de­fect that the physiolo­gic­al ex­plan­a­tion of things here too vis­ibly con­tracts the prob­lem in or­der to meet it. The world rep­res­en­ted is too spe­cial, too little in­ev­it­able, too much to take or to leave as we like—a world in which every man is a cad and every wo­man a har­lot. M. de Maupassant traces the ca­reer of a fin­ished black­guard who suc­ceeds in life through wo­men, and he rep­res­ents him primar­ily as suc­ceed­ing in the pro­fes­sion of journ­al­ism. His col­leagues and his mis­tresses are as de­praved as him­self, greatly to the in­jury of the iron­ic idea, for the real force of satire would have come from see­ing him en­gaged and vic­tori­ous with natures bet­ter than his own. It may be re­marked that this was the case with the nature of Mme. Wal­ter; but the reply to that is—hardly! Moreover the au­thor’s whole treat­ment of the epis­ode of Mme. Wal­ter is the thing on which his ad­mirers have least to con­grat­u­late him. The taste of it is so at­ro­cious that it is dif­fi­cult to do justice to the way it is made to stand out. Such an in­stance as this pleads with ir­res­ist­ible elo­quence, as it seems to me, the cause of that salut­ary dif­fid­ence or prac­tic­al gen­er­os­ity which I men­tioned on a pre­ced­ing page. I know not the Eng­lish or Amer­ic­an nov­el­ist who could have writ­ten this por­tion of the his­tory of Bel-Ami if he would. But I also find it im­possible to con­ceive of a mem­ber of that fra­tern­ity who would have writ­ten it if he could. The sub­ject of Mont-Ori­ol is full of queer­ness to the Eng­lish mind. Here again the pic­ture has much more im­port­ance than the idea, which is simply that a gen­tle­man, if he hap­pen to be a low an­im­al, is li­able to love a lady very much less if she presents him with a pledge of their af­fec­tion. It need scarcely be said that the lady and gen­tle­man who in M. de Maupassant’s pages ex­em­pli­fy this in­ter­est­ing truth are not united in wed­lock—that is with each oth­er.

				M. de Maupassant tells us that he has im­bibed many of his prin­ciples from Gust­ave Flaubert, from the study of his works as well as, formerly, the en­joy­ment of his words. It is in Une Vie that Flaubert’s in­flu­ence is most dir­ectly trace­able, for the thing has a marked ana­logy with L’Edu­ca­tion Sen­ti­mentale. That is, it is the present­a­tion of a simple piece of a life (in this case a long piece), a series of ob­ser­va­tions upon an epis­ode quel­conque, as the French say, with the min­im­um of ar­range­ment of the giv­en ob­jects. It is an ex­cel­lent ex­ample of the way the im­pres­sion of truth may be con­veyed by that form, but it would have been a still bet­ter one if in his search for the ef­fect of drear­i­ness (the ef­fect of drear­i­ness may be said to be the sub­ject of Une Vie, so far as the sub­ject is re­du­cible), the au­thor had not elim­in­ated ex­cess­ively. He has ar­ranged, as I say, as little as pos­sible; the ne­ces­sity of a “plot” has in no de­gree im­posed it­self upon him, and his ef­fort has been to give the un­com­posed, un­roun­ded look of life, with its ac­ci­dents, its broken rhythm, its queer re­semb­lance to the fam­ous de­scrip­tion of “Brad­shaw,” as a com­pound of trains that start but don’t ar­rive and trains that ar­rive but don’t start. It is al­most an ar­range­ment of the his­tory of poor Mme. de Lamare to have left so many things out of it, for after all she is de­scribed in very few of the re­la­tions of life. The prin­cip­al ones are there cer­tainly; we see her as a daugh­ter, a wife and a moth­er, but there is a cer­tain ac­cu­mu­la­tion of sec­ond­ary ex­per­i­ence that marks any pas­sage from youth to old age which is a wholly ab­sent ele­ment in M. de Maupassant’s nar­rat­ive, and the sup­pres­sion of which gives the thing a tinge of the ar­bit­rary. It is in the power of this sec­ond­ary ex­per­i­ence to make a great dif­fer­ence, but noth­ing makes any dif­fer­ence for Jeanne de Lamare as M. de Maupassant puts her be­fore us. Had she no oth­er points of con­tact than those he de­scribes?—no friends, no phases, no epis­odes, no chances, none of the mis­cel­laneous re­m­plis­sage of life? No doubt M. de Maupassant would say that he has had to se­lect, that the most com­pre­hens­ive enu­mer­a­tion is only a con­dens­a­tion, and that, in ac­cord­ance with the very just prin­ciples enun­ci­ated in that pre­face to which I have per­haps too re­peatedly re­ferred, he has sac­ri­ficed what is un­char­ac­ter­ist­ic to what is char­ac­ter­ist­ic. It char­ac­ter­izes the ca­reer of this French coun­try lady of fifty years ago that its long gray ex­panse should be seen as peopled with but five or six fig­ures. The es­sence of the mat­ter is that she was de­ceived in al­most every af­fec­tion, and that es­sence is giv­en if the per­sons who de­ceived her are giv­en.

				The reply is doubt­less ad­equate, and I have only in­ten­ded my cri­ti­cism to sug­gest the de­gree of my in­terest. What it really amounts to is that if the sub­ject of this artist­ic ex­per­i­ment had been the ex­ist­ence of an Eng­lish lady, even a very dull one, the air of verisimil­it­ude would have de­man­ded that she should have been placed in a dens­er me­di­um. Une Vie may after all be only a testi­mony to the fact of the mel­an­choly void of the coast of Nor­mandy, even with­in a mod­er­ate drive of a great sea­port, un­der the Res­tor­a­tion and Louis Phil­ippe. It is es­pe­cially to be re­com­men­ded to those who are in­ter­ested in the ques­tion of what con­sti­tutes a “story,” of­fer­ing as it does the most def­in­ite se­quences at the same time that it has noth­ing that cor­res­ponds to the usu­al idea of a plot, and clos­ing with an im­plic­a­tion that finds us pre­pared. The pic­ture again in this case is much more dom­in­ant than the idea, un­less it be an idea that loneli­ness and grief are ter­rible. The pic­ture, at any rate, is full of truth­ful touches, and the work has the mer­it and the charm that it is the most del­ic­ate of the au­thor’s pro­duc­tions and the least hard. In none oth­er has he oc­cu­pied him­self so con­tinu­ously with so in­no­cent a fig­ure as his soft, bruised heroine; in none oth­er has he paid our poor blind hu­man his­tory the com­pli­ment (and this is re­mark­able, con­sid­er­ing the fat­ness of so much of the par­tic­u­lar sub­ject), of find­ing it so little béte. He may think it, here, but com­par­at­ively he doesn’t say it. He al­most be­trays a sense of mor­al things. Jeanne is ab­so­lutely pass­ive, she has no mor­al spring, no act­ive mor­al life, none of the edi­fy­ing at­trib­utes of char­ac­ter (it costs her ap­par­ently as little as may be in the way of a shock, a com­plic­a­tion of feel­ing, to dis­cov­er, by let­ters, after her moth­er’s death, that this lady has not been the vir­tu­ous wo­man she has sup­posed); but her chron­icler has had to handle the im­ma­ter­i­al forces of pa­tience and re­nun­ci­ation, and this has giv­en the book a cer­tain pur­ity, in spite of two or three “physiolo­gic­al” pas­sages that come in with vi­ol­ence—a vi­ol­ence the great­er as we feel it to be a res­ult of se­lec­tion. It is very much a mark of M. de Maupassant that on the most strik­ing oc­ca­sion, with a single ex­cep­tion, on which his pic­ture is not a pic­ture of lib­er­tin­age, it is a pic­ture of un­mit­ig­ated suf­fer­ing. Would he sug­gest that these are the only al­tern­at­ives?

				The ex­cep­tion that I here al­lude to is for Pierre et Jean, which I have left my­self small space to speak of. Is it be­cause in this mas­terly little nov­el there is a show of those im­ma­ter­i­al forces which I just men­tioned, and be­cause Pierre Ro­land is one of the few in­stances of op­er­at­ive char­ac­ter that can be re­called from so many volumes, that many read­ers will place M. de Maupassant’s latest pro­duc­tion al­to­geth­er at the head of his longer ones? I am not sure, inas­much as after all the char­ac­ter in ques­tion is not ex­traordin­ar­ily dis­tin­guished and the mor­al prob­lem not presen­ted in much com­plex­ity. The case is only re­l­at­ive. Per­haps it is not of im­port­ance to fix the reas­ons of pref­er­ence in re­spect to a piece of writ­ing so es­sen­tially a work of art and of tal­ent. Pierre et Jean is the best of M. de Maupassant’s nov­els mainly be­cause M. de Maupassant has nev­er be­fore been so clev­er. It is a pleas­ure to see a ma­ture tal­ent able to re­new it­self, strike an­oth­er note and ap­pear still young. This story sug­gests the growth of a per­cep­tion that everything has not been said about the act­ors on the world’s stage when they are rep­res­en­ted as either help­less vic­tims or as mere bundles of ap­pet­ites. There is an air of re­spons­ib­il­ity about Pierre Ro­land, the per­son on whose be­half the tale is mainly told, which al­most con­sti­tutes a pledge. An in­quis­it­ive crit­ic may ask why in this par­tic­u­lar case M. de Maupassant should have stuck to the petit bour­geois, the cir­cum­stances not be­ing such as to typi­fy that class more than an­oth­er. There are reas­ons in­deed which on re­flec­tion are per­cept­ible; it was ne­ces­sary that his people should be poor, and ne­ces­sary even that to at­ten­u­ate Ma­dame Ro­land’s mis­be­ha­vi­or she should have had the ex­cuse of the con­trac­ted life of a shop­wo­man in the Rue Mont­martre. Were the in­quis­it­ive crit­ic slightly ma­li­cious as well, he might sus­pect the au­thor of a fear that he should seem to give way to the il­lu­sion du beau if, in ad­di­tion to rep­res­ent­ing the little group in Pierre et Jean as per­sons of about the nor­mal con­science, he had also rep­res­en­ted them as of the cul­tiv­ated class. If they be­long to the humble life this be­littles and—I am still quot­ing the sup­posedly ma­li­cious crit­ic—M. de Maupassant must, in one way or the oth­er, be­little. To the Eng­lish read­er it will ap­pear, I think, that Pierre and Jean are rather more of the cul­tiv­ated class than two young Eng­lish­men in the same so­cial po­s­i­tion. It be­longs to the drama that the struggle of the eld­er broth­er—edu­cated, proud and acute—should be partly with the pet­ti­ness of his op­por­tun­it­ies. The au­thor’s choice of a mi­lieu, moreover, will serve to Eng­lish read­ers as an ex­ample of how much more demo­crat­ic con­tem­por­ary French fic­tion is than that of his own coun­try. The great­er part of it—al­most all the work of Zola and of Daudet, the best of Flaubert’s nov­els and the best of those of the broth­ers De Gon­court—treat of that vast, dim sec­tion of so­ci­ety which, ly­ing between those lux­uri­ous walks on whose be­half there are easy pre­sup­pos­i­tions and that dark­ness of misery which, in ad­di­tion to be­ing pic­tur­esque, brings phil­an­thropy also to the writer’s aid, con­sti­tutes really, in ex­tent and ex­press­ive­ness, the sub­stance of any na­tion. In Eng­land, where the fash­ion of fic­tion still sets mainly to the coun­try house and the hunt­ing-field, and yet more nov­els are pub­lished than any­where else in the world, that thick twi­light of me­diocrity of con­di­tion has been little ex­plored. May it yield tri­umphs in the years to come!

				It may seem that I have claimed little for M. de Maupassant, so far as Eng­lish read­ers are con­cerned with him, in say­ing that after pub­lish­ing twenty im­prop­er volumes he has at last pub­lished a twenty-first which is neither in­de­cent nor cyn­ic­al. It is not this cir­cum­stance that has led me to ded­ic­ate so many pages to him, but the cir­cum­stance that in pro­du­cing all the oth­ers he yet re­mained, for those who are in­ter­ested in these mat­ters, a writer with whom it was im­possible not to reck­on. This is why I called him, to be­gin with, so many in­ef­fec­tu­al names: a rar­ity, a “case,” an em­bar­rass­ment, a li­on in the path. He is still in the path as I con­clude these ob­ser­va­tions, but I think that in mak­ing them we have dis­covered a le­git­im­ate way round. If he is a mas­ter of his art and it is dis­cour­aging to find what low views are com­pat­ible with mas­tery, there is sat­is­fac­tion on the oth­er hand in learn­ing on what par­tic­u­lar con­di­tion he holds his strange suc­cess. This con­di­tion, it seems to me, is that of hav­ing totally omit­ted one of the items of the prob­lem, an omis­sion which has made the prob­lem so much easi­er that it may al­most be de­scribed as a short­cut to a solu­tion. The ques­tion is wheth­er it is a fair cut. M. de Maupassant has simply skipped the whole re­flect­ive part of his men and wo­men—that re­flect­ive part which gov­erns con­duct and pro­duces char­ac­ter. He may say that he doesn’t see it, doesn’t know it; to which the an­swer is, “So much the bet­ter for you, if you wish to de­scribe life without it. The strings you pull are by so much the less nu­mer­ous, and you can there­fore pull those that re­main with great­er promptitude, con­sequently with great­er firm­ness, with a great­er air of know­ledge.” Pierre Ro­land, I re­peat, shows a ca­pa­city for re­flec­tion, but I can­not think who else does, among the thou­sand fig­ures who com­pete with him—I mean for re­flec­tion ad­dressed to any­thing high­er than the grat­i­fic­a­tion of an in­stinct. We have an im­pres­sion that M. d’Apre­v­al and Ma­dame de Cadour re­flect, as they trudge back from their mourn­ful ex­cur­sion, but that in­dic­a­tion is not pushed very far. An aptitude for this ex­er­cise is a part of dis­cip­lined man­hood, and dis­cip­lined man­hood M. de Maupassant has simply not at­temp­ted to rep­res­ent. I can re­mem­ber no in­stance in which he sketches any con­sid­er­able ca­pa­city for con­duct, and his wo­men be­tray that ca­pa­city as little as his men. I am much mis­taken if he has once painted a gen­tle­man, in the Eng­lish sense of the term. His gen­tle­men, like Paul Brétigny and Gon­tran de Rave­nel, are guilty of the most ex­traordin­ary de­flec­tions. For those who are con­scious of this ele­ment in life, look for it and like it, the gap will ap­pear to be im­mense. It will lead them to say, “No won­der you have a con­tempt if that is the way you lim­it the field. No won­der you judge people roughly if that is the way you see them. Your work, on your premises, re­mains the ad­mir­able thing it is, but is your case not ad­equately ex­plained?”

				The erot­ic ele­ment in M. de Maupassant, about which much more might have been said, seems to me to be ex­plained by the same lim­it­a­tion and ex­plic­able in a sim­il­ar way wherever else its lit­er­at­ure oc­curs in ex­cess. The car­nal side of man ap­pears the most char­ac­ter­ist­ic if you look at it a great deal; and you look at it a great deal if you don’t look at the oth­er, at the side by which he re­acts against his weak­nesses, his de­fects. The more you look at the oth­er the less the whole busi­ness to which French nov­el­ists have ever ap­peared to Eng­lish read­ers to give a dis­pro­por­tion­ate place—the busi­ness, as I may say, of the senses—will strike you as the only typ­ic­al one. Is not this the most use­ful re­flec­tion to make in re­gard to the fam­ous ques­tion of the mor­al­ity, the de­cency, of the nov­el? It is the only one, it seems to me, that will meet the case as we find the case today. Hard and fast rules, à pri­ori re­stric­tions, mere in­ter­dic­tions (you shall not speak of this, you shall not look at that), have surely served their time and will in the nature of the case nev­er strike an en­er­get­ic tal­ent as any­thing but ar­bit­rary. A healthy, liv­ing and grow­ing art, full of curi­os­ity and fond of ex­er­cise, has an in­de­feas­ible mis­trust of ri­gid pro­hib­i­tions. Let us then leave this mag­ni­fi­cent art of the nov­el­ist to it­self and to its per­fect free­dom, in the faith that one ex­ample is as good as an­oth­er and that our fic­tion will al­ways be de­cent enough if it be suf­fi­ciently gen­er­al. Let us not be alarmed at this prodigy (though prodi­gies are alarm­ing) of M. de Maupassant, who is at once so li­centious and so im­pec­cable, but gird ourselves up with the con­vic­tion that an­oth­er point of view will yield an­oth­er per­fec­tion.

				
					Henry James.

				
			
		
	
		
			Short Fiction

		
	
		
			The Dead Hand

			One even­ing, about eight months ago, a friend of mine, Louis R., had in­vited to­geth­er some col­lege friends. We drank punch, and smoked, and talked about lit­er­at­ure and art, telling amus­ing stor­ies from time to time, as young men do when they come to­geth­er. Sud­denly the door opened wide, and one of my best friends from child­hood entered like a hur­ricane. “Guess where I come from!” he shouted im­me­di­ately. “Ma­bille’s, I bet,” one of us replied. “No,” said an­oth­er, “you are too cheer­ful; you have just bor­rowed some money, or bur­ied your uncle, or pawned your watch.” A third said: “You have been drunk, and as you smelt Louis’s punch, you came up to start all over again.”

			“You are all wrong. I have come from P—— in Nor­mandy, where I have been spend­ing a week, and from which I have brought along a dis­tin­guished crim­in­al friend of mine, whom I will in­tro­duce, with your per­mis­sion.” With these words he drew from his pock­et a skinned hand. It was a hor­rible ob­ject; black and dried, very long and look­ing as if it were con­trac­ted. The muscles, of ex­traordin­ary power, were held in place on the back and palm by a strip of parch­ment-like skin, while the nar­row, yel­low nails still re­mained at the tips of the fin­gers. The whole hand reeked of crime a mile off.

			“Just fancy,” said my friend, “the oth­er day the be­long­ings of an old sor­cer­er were sold who was very well known all over the coun­tryside. He used to ride to the sab­bath every Sat­urday night on a broom­stick, he prac­tised white and black ma­gic, caused the cows to give blue milk and to wear their tails like that of Saint An­thony’s com­pan­ion. At all events, the old ruf­fi­an had a great af­fec­tion for this hand, which, he said, was that of a cel­eb­rated crim­in­al, who was tor­tured in 1736 for hav­ing thrown his le­git­im­ate spouse head fore­most in­to a well, and then hung the priest who mar­ried them to the spire of his church. After this two­fold ex­ploit he went wan­der­ing all over the world, and dur­ing a short but busy ca­reer he had robbed twelve trav­el­lers, smoked out some twenty monks in a mon­as­tery, and turned a nun­nery in­to a har­em.”

			“But,” we cried, “what are you go­ing to do with that hor­rible thing?”

			“Why, I’ll use it as a bell handle to fright­en away my crid­it­ors.”

			“My dear fel­low,” said Henry Smith, a tall, phleg­mat­ic Eng­lish­man, “I be­lieve this hand is simply a piece of In­di­an meat, pre­served by some new meth­od. I should ad­vise you to make soup of it.”

			“Don’t joke about it, gen­tle­men,” said a med­ic­al stu­dent, who was three sheets in the wind, with the ut­most solem­nity. “Pierre, if you take my ad­vice, give this piece of hu­man re­mains a Chris­ti­an buri­al, for fear the own­er of it may come and de­mand its re­turn. Be­sides, this hand may per­haps have ac­quired bad habits. You know the pro­verb: ‘Once a thief al­ways a thief.’ ”

			“And ‘once a drunk­ard al­ways a drunk­ard,’ ” re­tor­ted our host, pour­ing out a huge glass of punch for the stu­dent, who drank it off at a gulp, and fell un­der the table dead drunk. This sally was greeted with loud laughter. And Pierre, rais­ing his glass, sa­luted the hand: “I drink to your mas­ter’s next vis­it.” Then the con­ver­sa­tion turned to oth­er top­ics, and we sep­ar­ated to go home.

			As I was passing his door the next day, I went in. It was about two o’clock, and I found him read­ing and smoking. “Well, how are you?” I said. “Very well,” he answered.

			“And what about your hand?”

			“My hand? You must have seen it on my bell, where I put it last night when I came in. By the way, fancy, some idi­ot, no doubt try­ing to play a trick on me, came ringing at my door about mid­night. I asked who was there, but, as nobody answered, I got back to bed and fell asleep again.”

			Just at that mo­ment there was a ring. It was the land­lord, a vul­gar and most im­per­tin­ent per­son. He came in without greet­ing us, and said to my friend: “I must ask you, Sir, to re­move at once that piece of car­ri­on which you have at­tached to your bell-handle. Oth­er­wise I shall be ob­liged to ask you to leave.”

			“Sir,” replied Pierre very gravely, “you are in­sult­ing a hand which is worthy of bet­ter treat­ment. I would have you know that it be­longed to a most re­spect­able man.”

			The land­lord turned on his heel and walked out, just as he had come in. Pierre fol­lowed him, un­hooked the hand, and at­tached it to the bell in his bed­room. “It is bet­ter there,” he said. “Like the Trap­pists’ memento mori, this hand will bring me ser­i­ous thoughts every night as I fall asleep.” An hour later I left him and went home.

			I slept badly the fol­low­ing night. I was nervous and rest­less. Sev­er­al times I awoke with a start, and once I even fan­cied that a man had got in­to my room. I got up and looked in the ward­robes and un­der the bed. Fi­nally, about six o’clock in the morn­ing, when I was be­gin­ning to doze off, a vi­ol­ent knock at my door made me jump out of bed. It was my friend’s ser­vant, half un­dressed, pale and trem­bling. “Oh, Sir,” he cried with a sob, “they’ve murdered the poor mas­ter.” I dressed in haste and rushed off to Pierre’s.

			The house was full of people, ar­guing and mov­ing about in­cess­antly. Every­one was hold­ing forth, re­lat­ing the event and com­ment­ing upon it from every angle. With great dif­fi­culty I reached the bed­room. The door was guarded, but I gave my name, and I was ad­mit­ted. Four po­lice of­ficers were stand­ing in the centre of the room, note­book in hand, and they were mak­ing an ex­am­in­a­tion. From time to time they spoke to each oth­er in whis­pers and made entries in their note­books. Two doc­tors were chat­ting near the bed on which Pierre was ly­ing un­con­scious. He was not dead, but he looked aw­ful. His star­ing eyes, his dilated pu­pils, seemed to be gaz­ing fix­edly with un­speak­able ter­ror at some­thing strange and hor­rible. His fin­gers were con­trac­ted stiffly, and his body was covered up to his chin by a sheet, which I lif­ted. On his throat were the marks of five fin­gers which had pressed deeply in­to his flesh, and his shirt was stained by a few drops of blood. At that mo­ment some­thing struck me. I glanced at the bed­room bell; the skinned hand had dis­ap­peared. Doubt­less the doc­tors had taken it away to spare the feel­ings of the people who came in­to the pa­tient’s room, for that hand was really dread­ful. I did not ask what had be­come of it.

			I now take a cut­ting from one of the next day’s pa­pers, giv­ing the story of the crime, with all the de­tails the po­lice could pro­cure. This is what it said:

			
				“A hor­rible out­rage was com­mit­ted yes­ter­day, the vic­tim be­ing a young gen­tle­man, Mon­sieur Pierre B—— a law stu­dent, and a mem­ber of one of the best fam­il­ies in Nor­mandy. The young man re­turned home about ten o’clock in the even­ing, he dis­missed his ser­vant, a man named Bon­vin, say­ing he was tired, and that he was go­ing to bed. To­wards mid­night this man was aroused sud­denly by his mas­ter’s bell, which was ringing furi­ously. He was frightened, lit a lamp and waited. The bell stopped for a minute, then rang again with such vi­ol­ence that the ser­vant, frightened out of his wits, rushed out of his room and went to wake up the con­ci­erge. The lat­ter ran and no­ti­fied the po­lice, and about fif­teen minutes later they burst in the door.

				“A ter­rible sight met their eyes. The fur­niture was all up­set, and everything in­dic­ated that a fear­ful struggle had taken place between the vic­tim and his ag­gressor. Young Pierre B—— was ly­ing mo­tion­less on his back in the middle of the room, his face liv­id, and his eyes dilated in the most dread­ful fash­ion. His throat bore the deep marks of five fin­gers. The re­port of Doc­tor Bourdeau, who was im­me­di­ately summoned, states that the ag­gressor must have been en­dowed with prodi­gious strength, and have had an ex­traordin­ar­ily thin and mus­cu­lar hand, for the fin­gers had al­most met in the flesh, and left five marks like bul­let holes in the throat. No motive for the crime can be dis­covered, nor the iden­tity of the crim­in­al.”

			

			The next day the same news­pa­per re­por­ted:

			
				“M. Pierre B——, the vic­tim of the aw­ful out­rage which we re­lated yes­ter­day, re­covered con­scious­ness after two hours of de­voted at­ten­tion on the part of Doc­tor Bourdeau. His life is not in danger, but fears are en­ter­tained for his san­ity. No trace of the guilty party has been found.”

			

			It was true, my poor friend was mad. For sev­en months I went every day to see him at the hos­pit­al, but he did not re­cov­er the slight­est glim­mer­ing of reas­on. In his de­li­ri­um strange words es­caped him, and like all in­sane people, he had an ob­ses­sion, and al­ways fan­cied a spectre was pur­su­ing him. One day I was sent for in great haste, with a mes­sage that he was worse. He was dy­ing when I reached him. He re­mained very calm for two hours, then all of a sud­den, in spite of our ef­forts, he sat up in bed, and shouted, wav­ing his arms as if in prey to mor­tal ter­ror: “Take it! Take it! He is strangling me! Help! Help!” He ran twice around the room scream­ing, then he fell dead, with his face to the ground.

			As he was an orphan, it was my duty to fol­low his re­mains to the little vil­lage of P—— in Nor­mandy, where his par­ents were bur­ied. It was from this vil­lage that he came on the even­ing when he found us drink­ing punch at Louis R.’s, where he had shown us the skinned hand. His body was en­closed in a leaden coffin, and four days later I was walk­ing sadly, with the old priest who had first taught him to read and write, in the little cemetery where his grave was be­ing dug. The weath­er was glor­i­ous; the blue sky was flooded with light; the birds were singing in the hedgerows, where we had gone so of­ten as chil­dren to eat black­ber­ries. I fan­cied I could see him again creep­ing along the hedge and slip­ping in through the little hole which I knew so well, down there at the end of the pau­pers’ plot. Then we used to re­turn to the house, with our cheeks and lips black with the juice of the fruit we had eaten. I looked at the bramble-bushes; they were covered with ber­ries. I mech­an­ic­ally plucked one and put it in­to my mouth. The priest had opened his brevi­ary and was mur­mur­ing his oremus. At the end of the av­en­ue I could hear the spades of the gravedig­gers, as they dug his tomb.

			Sud­denly they called to us, the priest closed his pray­er­book, and we went to see what they wanted. They had turned up a coffin. With a stroke of their picks they knocked off the lid, and we saw an un­usu­ally tall skel­et­on, ly­ing on its back, whose empty eyes seemed to be look­ing at us de­fi­antly. I had a queer sen­sa­tion, for some un­known reas­on, and was al­most afraid. “Hello!” cried one of the men, “look, the ruf­fi­an’s hand is cut off. Here it is.” And he picked up a big, dried-up hand, which was ly­ing be­side the body, and handed it to us. “I say,” said the oth­er man laugh­ing, “you would think that he was watch­ing you, and that he was go­ing to spring at your throat and make you give him back his hand.”

			“Come along,” said the priest, “leave the dead in peace, and close that coffin again. We will dig a grave some­where else for poor Mon­sieur Pierre.”

			Everything was fin­ished the next day and I set out for Par­is again, after hav­ing left fifty francs with the old priest for masses for the re­pose of the soul of the man whose grave we had dis­turbed.

		
	
		
			Doctor Heraclius Gloss

			
				
					I

					The Men­tal Fac­ulties of Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss

				
				Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss was a very learned man. Al­though no book of any de­scrip­tion writ­ten by him had ever ap­peared in the book­shops of the town, all the in­hab­it­ants of the eru­dite city of Bal­ançon re­garded Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss as a very learned man.

				How and of what was he a doc­tor? No one could say. No more was known than that his fath­er and his grand­fath­er had been called “Doc­tor” by their fel­low cit­izens. He had in­her­ited their title at the same time as he had in­her­ited their name and their pos­ses­sions: in his fam­ily one be­came “Doc­tor” from fath­er to son, just as, from son to fath­er, one was called Her­ac­li­us Gloss.

				But even though he pos­sessed no dip­loma signed and coun­ter­signed by every mem­ber of some il­lus­tri­ous Fac­ulty, Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us was, none the less, a very worthy and a very learned man. One had only to see the forty shelves loaded with books which covered the four pan­els of his vast study to be quite con­vinced that no more learned doc­tor had ever hon­oured the city of Bal­ançon. And, moreover, each time there was any men­tion of his name in the pres­ence of either the Dean or the Warden, these wor­thies were al­ways seen to smile mys­ter­i­ously. It was even ru­moured that one day the Warden had de­livered a long eu­logy on him in Lat­in be­fore the Arch­bish­op; and the wit­ness who told the story quoted be­sides, as un­deni­able proof, these few words which he had heard:

				
					
						Par­turi­unt montes, nas­cit­ur ri­diculus mus.
					

				

				It was said, too, that the Dean and the Warden dined with him every Sunday; and thus no one would have dared to dis­pute that Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss was a very learned man.

			
			
				
					II

					The Phys­ic­al Ap­pear­ance of Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss

				
				If it is true, as cer­tain philo­soph­ers claim, that there is per­fect har­mony between the men­tal and the phys­ic­al sides of a man and that one can read in the lines of the face the prin­cip­al traits of a char­ac­ter, then Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us was not cre­ated to give the lie to such as­ser­tion. He was small, alert and wiry. He had in him some­thing of the rat, the ant and the ter­ri­er: that is to say, he was the kind of be­ing which in­vest­ig­ates, gnaws, hunts and nev­er tires. Look­ing at him one could not un­der­stand how all the doc­trines which he had stud­ied could ever have found their way in­to so small a head, but one could ima­gine, on the oth­er hand, that he him­self could have bur­rowed his way in­to sci­ence and lived there nib­bling like a rat in a thick book.

				What was most pe­cu­li­ar about him was the ex­traordin­ary thin­ness of his per­son; his friend the Dean pre­ten­ded, per­haps not without reas­on, that he must have been for­got­ten for sev­er­al cen­tur­ies and pressed side by side with a rose and a vi­ol­et in the leaves of a fo­lio volume—for he was al­ways very smart and ad­dicted to scent. His face es­pe­cially was so like a razor blade that the side-pieces of his gold spec­tacles, jut­ting far bey­ond his temples, had the ef­fect of a great yar­darm on the mast of a ship.

				“If he had not been the learned Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us,” the Warden of the Fac­ulty of Bal­ançon de­clared, “he would cer­tainly have made an ex­cel­lent knife.”

				He wore a wig, dressed with care, was nev­er ill, loved an­im­als, did not de­test his fel­low men and ad­ored roast quails.

			
			
				
					III

					How Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Used to Spend His Days

				
				As soon as the doc­tor was up, washed and shaved, and had par­taken of a roll and but­ter dipped in a cup of chocol­ate fla­voured with vanilla, he went down in­to his garden. Like all town gar­dens it was not very big, but it was pleas­ant, shady, full of flowers, quiet and, one might al­most say, con­du­cive to thought. In short, if one tried to pic­ture the ideal garden for a philo­soph­er in search of Truth, one would get some no­tion of the one round which Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss took three or four brisk turns be­fore set­tling down to his daily lunch of roast quails. This little stroll, he used to say, was ex­cel­lent the first thing in the morn­ing; it quickened one’s cir­cu­la­tion, numbed by sleep, cleared one’s brain and toned up the di­gest­ive or­gans.

				After that the Doc­tor had his lunch. Then, as soon as he had drunk his cof­fee—which he did at one gulp, for he nev­er gave way to the sleep­i­ness pro­voked by the di­gest­ive pro­cess be­gun at table—he donned his big over­coat and went out. And each day, after hav­ing passed the Fac­ulty and checked the time by his clumsy Louis XV watch with that of the haughty dial of the uni­ver­sity clock, he dis­ap­peared in­to the Ruelle des Vieus Pi­geons, whence he emerged only to re­turn to his din­ner.

				What used Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss to do in the Ruelle des Vieus Pi­geons? What used he to do, in Heav­en’s name? Why, he sought philo­soph­ic truth there, and this was his way of do­ing so.

				All the book­sellers’ shops in Bal­ançon were col­lec­ted in this ob­scure and dirty little al­ley, and it would have taken years to read the titles alone of all the out of the way works which lay piled from cel­lar to at­tic in each of the fifty hov­els which com­prised the Ruelle des Vieus Pi­geons. Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss con­sidered the al­ley, its houses, its book­sellers and its books as his own par­tic­u­lar prop­erty. It of­ten happened that as some bric-a-brac mer­chant was on his way to bed, he would hear a noise in his at­tic and would creep stealth­ily up, armed with a gi­gant­ic old-fash­ioned torch, only to find Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss, bur­ied to his waist in a pile of books, hold­ing with one hand the re­mains of a candle which was melt­ing between his fin­gers, and with the oth­er hand turn­ing the leaves of some old ma­nu­script from which he hoped the Truth would spring. And the poor Doc­tor would be sur­prised to hear that the bel­fry clock had struck nine long since and that he would have to eat a de­test­able din­ner.

				He took his re­search ser­i­ously, did Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us.

				He had plumbed the depths of all philo­sophies, an­cient and mod­ern; he had stud­ied the sects of In­dia and the re­li­gions of the Negroes of Africa; there was no tribe, how­ever in­sig­ni­fic­ant, among the bar­bar­i­ans of the north or the sav­ages of the south whose su­per­sti­tions he had not soun­ded. But alas! alas! the more he used to study, to search, to in­vest­ig­ate and med­it­ate, the more un­de­cided he be­came.

				“My friend,” said he to the Warden one even­ing, “how much hap­pi­er than we are men like Colum­bus who launch them­selves across the seas in search of a new world! They have only to go straight ahead. The dif­fi­culties they have to face are no more than ma­ter­i­al obstacles which a stal­wart man will al­ways sur­mount; whilst we, tossed in­cess­antly on an ocean of un­cer­tainty, roughly car­ried away by a hy­po­thes­is like a ship by the North Wind, we sud­denly en­counter, as though it were a head­wind, an op­pos­ing doc­trine, which drives us back without hope to the port from which we star­ted.”

				One night when he was philo­soph­ising with the Dean he said to the lat­ter:

				“How right we are, my friend, to say that truth lives in a well. Buck­ets go down for fish, but they nev­er bring up any­thing but clear wa­ter. I will leave you to guess,” he ad­ded poin­tedly, “how I would spell the first word.”1

				It was the only pun he was ever heard to make.

			
			
				
					IV

					How Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Spent His Nights

				
				When Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us re­turned home he was gen­er­ally much fat­ter than when he went out, for each of his pock­ets—and he had eight­een of them—was stuffed with old books of a philo­soph­ic­al nature, which he had just bought in the Ruelle des Vieux Pi­geons; and the fa­cetious Rect­or would pre­tend that if a chem­ist had ana­lysed him at that mo­ment it would have been found quite two-thirds of the Doc­tor’s com­pos­i­tion was old pa­per.

				At sev­en o’clock Her­ac­li­us Gloss sat down to table and as he ate per­used the an­cient books which he had just ac­quired. At half-past eight he rose with dig­nity: he was no longer the alert and lively little man that he had been all day, but a ser­i­ous thinker whose brow was bent un­der the weight of deep med­it­a­tion, like the shoulders of a port­er un­der too heavy a load. Hav­ing thrown to his house­keep­er a majest­ic: “I am at home to no one,” he dis­ap­peared in­to his study, and once there sat down be­fore a desk heaped with books and … pondered. Truly a strange sight for any­one who could have seen in­to the doc­tor’s mind at that mo­ment—this mon­strous pro­ces­sion of con­trast­ing di­vin­it­ies and dis­par­ate be­liefs, this fant­ast­ic in­ter­la­cing of doc­trines and hy­po­theses. His mind was like an arena in which the cham­pi­ons of all the philo­sophies tilted against each oth­er in a co­lossal tour­na­ment. He am­al­gam­ated, com­bined, and mixed the old Ori­ent­al spir­itu­al­ism with Ger­man ma­ter­i­al­ism, the eth­ics of the Apostles with those of the Epi­cur­eans. He tried com­bin­a­tions of doc­trine as one ex­per­i­ments in a labor­at­ory with chem­ic­al com­pounds, but without ever see­ing the Truth which he so much de­sired come bub­bling to the sur­face; and his good friend the Warden main­tained that this philo­soph­ic truth, etern­ally waited, was very like a philo­soph­er’s stone—a stum­bling block.

				At mid­night the Doc­tor went to bed and his dreams when asleep were the same as those of his wak­ing hours.

			
			
				
					V

					How the Dean Placed His Hopes in Ec­lecticism, the Doc­tor in Rev­el­a­tion and the Warden in Di­ges­tion

				
				One even­ing when the Dean, the Warden and the Doc­tor were to­geth­er in the lat­ter’s vast study, they had a most in­ter­est­ing dis­cus­sion.

				“My friend,” said the Warden, “one ought to be an ec­lect­ic and an epi­cur­ean. Choose that which is good and re­ject that which is evil. Philo­sophy is a huge garden which ex­tends all over the world. Pluck the dazzling flowers of the East, the pale blos­soms of the North, the wild vi­ol­ets and cul­tiv­ated roses, make a nose­gay of them and in­hale its per­fume. If that per­fume is not the most ex­quis­ite that you could ima­gine, it will at least be a thou­sand times more agree­able and more fra­grant than that of a single flower—be its scent the strongest in the world.”

				“More var­ied, cer­tainly,” replied the Doc­tor, “but more fra­grant, no—not at least if one could but find the flower which com­bines and con­cen­trates in it­self the scents of all the oth­ers. For in your bou­quet you would not be able to pre­vent cer­tain smells from des­troy­ing each oth­er; and, in philo­sophy, cer­tain be­liefs from con­tra­dict­ing each oth­er. The truth is a one whole—and with your ec­lecticism you will nev­er ob­tain oth­er than a truth com­posed of frag­ments. I too have been an ec­lect­ic, but now I am an ab­so­lut­ist. What I de­sire is not a chance ap­prox­im­a­tion, but the ab­so­lute truth. Every in­tel­li­gent man, has, I be­lieve, the presen­ti­ment of it and on the day when he meets it on his path he will cry: ‘There it is at last!’ It is the same thing where beauty is con­cerned. In my own case I did not know love un­til I was twenty-five. I had seen pretty wo­men, but they had not stirred me. It would have been ne­ces­sary to take some­thing from each of them to form the ideal be­ing whom I dimly per­ceived, and even then, as with the bou­quet of which you spoke just now, I should not have ob­tained per­fect beauty—which is in­dis­sol­uble, like gold and the truth. But one day I at last met that wo­man; I knew that it was she and I loved her.”

				Some­what agit­ated, the Doc­tor paused, and the Warden looked to­wards the Dean with a shrewd smile. After a mo­ment Her­ac­li­us Gloss went on:

				“It is rev­el­a­tion that we must wait for. It was rev­el­a­tion which lit the way for the apostle Paul on the road to Dam­as­cus, and brought him to the Chris­ti­an faith. …”

				“Which, for you, is not the true faith,” in­ter­rup­ted the Warden with a laugh, “since you do not be­lieve in it. So rev­el­a­tion is no more sure than ec­lecticism.”

				“Par­don me, my friend,” re­tor­ted the Doc­tor. “Paul was not a philo­soph­er. He had only a half-rev­el­a­tion; but his mind could not grasp the ab­so­lute truth, which is ab­stract. But philo­sophy has pro­gressed since then, and on the day when some cir­cum­stance or oth­er—a book, or a word per­haps—re­veals the truth to a man en­lightened enough to un­der­stand it, it will sud­denly make everything clear and all su­per­sti­tion will van­ish be­fore it, as the stars van­ish at sun­rise.”

				“Amen!” said the Warden, “but to­mor­row a second man will be en­lightened and a third on the day after. Then they will hurl their rev­el­a­tions at each oth­er’s heads. Luck­ily, though, rev­el­a­tions are not very dan­ger­ous weapons.”

				“But don’t you be­lieve in any­thing then?” ex­claimed the Doc­tor, who was be­gin­ning to get angry.

				“I be­lieve in di­ges­tion,” replied the Warden sol­emnly. “I swal­low with in­dif­fer­ence every creed, dogma, mor­al­ity, su­per­sti­tion, hy­po­thes­is and il­lu­sion, just as at a good din­ner I eat with equal pleas­ure hors d’ouvre, soup, joint, ve­get­ables, sweets and dessert, after which I stretch my­self philo­soph­ic­ally on my bed, as­sured that my un­dis­turbed di­ges­tion will bring me pleas­ant sleep dur­ing the night and life and health on the fol­low­ing morn­ing.”

				“Take my ad­vice,” the Dean hastened to in­ter­pose, “and don’t let us push the com­par­is­on any farther.”

				An hour af­ter­wards, as they were leav­ing the house of the learned Her­ac­li­us, the Warden sud­denly began to laugh and said:

				“Poor Doc­tor, if the truth ap­pears be­fore him as the wo­man he loved did, he will be the most de­ceived man that the world has ever known.”

				And a drunk­ard who was mak­ing his way home with dif­fi­culty fell down from sheer fright when he heard the Dean’s bois­ter­ous laugh ming­ling its deep bass with the Warden’s pier­cing fal­setto.

			
			
				
					VI

					How for the Doc­tor the Road to Dam­as­cus Turned Out to Be the Ruelle des Vieux Pi­geons, and How the Truth Was Re­vealed to Him in the Form of a Met­em­psy­chosic Ma­nu­script

				
				On the 17th March in the year of grace 17—, the Doc­tor woke up in a fe­ver­ish con­di­tion. Dur­ing the night he had sev­er­al times in his dreams seen a tall white man, dressed in pat­ri­arch­al robes, who touched him on the fore­head with his fin­ger and spoke un­in­tel­li­gible words. To the learned Her­ac­li­us this dream seemed to be a very sig­ni­fic­ant warn­ing. But why a warn­ing and sig­ni­fic­ant of what? The doc­tor did not know ex­actly, but nev­er­the­less he was ex­pect­ant of some­thing.

				After his lunch he went as usu­al to the Ruelle des Vieux Pi­geons and just as it was strik­ing noon entered No. 31, be­long­ing to Nich­olas Bri­colet, out­fit­ter, deal­er in an­tique fur­niture, second­hand book­seller, and in his spare time cob­bler as well. The Doc­tor, as though moved by an in­spir­a­tion, climbed at once to the at­tic, put his hand up to the third shelf of a Louis XIII book­case, and took down from it a bulky parch­ment ma­nu­script, en­titled:

				
					
						My Eight­een Met­em­psychoses. An Ac­count of My Ex­ist­ences Since the Year CLXXXIV of the So-Called Chris­ti­an Era.

					
				

				Im­me­di­ately fol­low­ing this sin­gu­lar title was the fol­low­ing in­tro­duc­tion, which Her­ac­li­us Gloss de­ciphered forth­with.

				
					“This ma­nu­script, which con­tains the true story of my trans­mi­gra­tions, was be­gun by me in the city of Rome in the year 184 of the Chris­ti­an era, as stated above. This ex­plan­a­tion, destined to en­light­en man­kind on the al­tern­a­tions of re­appear­ances of the soul, is signed by me, this 16th day of April 1748, in the town of Bal­ançon, where I have been cast by the vi­cis­situdes of my fate.

					“Let any clear­headed man, in­tent upon the prob­lems of philo­sophy, scan these pages, and light will be re­vealed to him in the most start­ling way.

					“For this reas­on I am go­ing to sum­mar­ise in a few lines the sub­stance of my story, which can be stud­ied be­low, how­ever little the read­er may know of Lat­in, Greek, Ger­man, Itali­an, Span­ish and French; for in the dif­fer­ent epochs when I have re­appeared as a hu­man be­ing, I have lived among di­verse peoples. Next I will ex­plain by what chain of ideas, what psy­cho­lo­gic­al pre­cau­tions and what mne­mon­ic devices I ar­rived at cer­tain in­fal­lible met­em­psy­chosic con­clu­sions.

					“In the year 184 I was liv­ing in Rome and was a philo­soph­er. As I was strolling one day along the Ap­pi­an Way the idea oc­curred to me that Py­thagoras might well have been like the still faint dawn of a great day soon to come. From that mo­ment I had but one de­sire, one aim, one con­stant pre­oc­cu­pa­tion—to re­mem­ber my past. But alas! all my ef­forts were in vain. There came back to me no memory of my pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ence.

					“Now, one day I saw by chance on the ped­es­tal of a statue of Jupiter which stood in my en­trance hall, cer­tain marks which I had carved there in my youth and which sud­denly re­minded me of an event long since for­got­ten. This was like a ray of light to me; and I real­ized that if a few years, some­times one night, even, were suf­fi­cient to ef­face a memory, how much more cer­tainly things ac­com­plished in pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ences and over which had passed the great sleep of in­ter­me­di­ate an­im­al lives, would dis­ap­pear from our re­mem­brance.

					“So I carved my own his­tory on stone tab­lets in the hope that fate would one day put them be­fore my eyes again and that for me they would act like the writ­ing on the ped­es­tal of the statue.

					“It happened as I wished. A cen­tury later, when I was an ar­chi­tect, I was in­struc­ted to de­mol­ish an old house on the site of which a palace was to be built.

					“One day the work­men un­der me brought me a broken stone covered with writ­ing, which they had found when pre­par­ing the found­a­tions. I set my­self to de­cipher it and as I was read­ing the life of who­ever had writ­ten the lines, there came back to me in an in­stant glim­mers of light from a for­got­ten past. Little by little day­light pen­et­rated my soul. I un­der­stood. I re­membered. It was I who had en­graved that stone.

					“But dur­ing this in­ter­val of a cen­tury, what had I done and what had I been? Un­der what form had I suffered? Noth­ing could teach me that. One day, how­ever, I had a clue, but it was so faint and vague that I dared not rely upon it. An old man, a neigh­bour of mine, told me that fifty years pre­vi­ously (just nine months be­fore I was born) much amuse­ment was caused in Rome by an ad­ven­ture which happened to the Sen­at­or Mar­cus Ant­onius Cor­neli­us Lipa. His wife, who was good look­ing and very per­verse, so it was said, had pur­chased from the Phoen­i­cian mer­chants, a large mon­key of which she be­came very fond. The Sen­at­or Cor­neli­us Lipa was jeal­ous of the af­fec­tion which his bet­ter half showed for this four-handed beast with the face of a man, and killed him. In listen­ing to this story I had a very vague idea that that mon­key was my­self and that in that form I had suffered for a long time as a pen­alty for some mor­al fall, but I gathered noth­ing very clearly or pre­cisely. How­ever, I was led to es­tab­lish the fol­low­ing hy­po­thes­is, which is at least quite plaus­ible.

					“To take the form of an an­im­al is a pen­ance im­posed upon the soul for crimes com­mit­ted as a hu­man be­ing. Re­col­lec­tion of high­er ex­ist­ences is giv­en to the beast in or­der to pun­ish him by the con­scious­ness of his fall. Only a soul which has been pur­i­fied by suf­fer­ing can re­gain hu­man form; it then for­gets the an­im­al peri­ods through which it has passed, since it is re­gen­er­ated and since such know­ledge would im­ply un­mer­ited suf­fer­ing. Con­sequently Man should pre­serve and re­spect the beasts, just as one re­spects a sin­ner who is ex­pi­at­ing his evil­do­ing, and also in or­der that oth­ers may pro­tect him when he in his turn re­appears in an­im­al form. This, in ef­fect, is ana­log­ous to the Chris­ti­an pre­cept: ‘Do not un­to oth­ers what you would not have done un­to you.’

					“The ac­count of my trans­mi­gra­tions will show how I had the good for­tune to re­dis­cov­er my memor­ies in each of my ex­ist­ences; how I tran­scribed the story anew, first on brass tab­lets, then on Egyp­tian pa­pyr­us, and at length, long af­ter­wards, on Ger­man parch­ment, such as I am us­ing today.

					“It re­mains for me to de­duce from this doc­trine its philo­soph­ic con­clu­sion. Every philo­sophy has been ar­res­ted be­fore the in­sol­uble prob­lem of the des­tiny of the soul. The Chris­ti­an dogma which pre­vails nowadays as­serts that God will bring to­geth­er the right­eous in Para­dise and will send the wicked to Hell where they will burn with the Dev­il. But mod­ern com­mon sense no longer be­lieves in a God with the coun­ten­ance of a pat­ri­arch shel­ter­ing the souls of the good un­der his wings as a hen shel­ters her chick­ens. Moreover, reas­on con­tra­dicts Chris­ti­an dogma, for Para­dise and Hell can­not be nowhere.

					“Since space, which is in­fin­ite, is filled with worlds sim­il­ar to our own; since by mul­tiply­ing the gen­er­a­tions which have suc­ceeded each oth­er since the be­gin­ning of this world, by those which have teemed in the in­nu­mer­able worlds in­hab­ited as our own is, one would ar­rive at a total of souls so su­per­nat­ur­al and im­possible—the mul­ti­plic­a­tion there­of be­ing in­fin­ite—that God would in­fal­libly lose his head—sound though it may be—and the Dev­il would be in the same case, thus pro­du­cing a griev­ous dis­turb­ance; since the num­ber of right­eous souls is in­fin­ite, just as the num­ber of wicked souls is in­fin­ite and space it­self is in­fin­ite: there­fore it would be ne­ces­sary to have an in­fin­ite Para­dise and an in­fin­ite Hell—facts which bring us to this: that Para­dise would be every­where and Hell every­where—that is to say nowhere.

					“Now Reas­on does not con­tra­dict the met­em­psy­chosic faith. The soul, passing from the snake to the pig, from the pig to the bird, from the bird to the dog, ar­rives at last at the mon­key and then at Man. The soul al­ways starts afresh when each new fault is com­mit­ted, up till the mo­ment when it achieves the ful­fil­ment of ter­restri­al puri­fic­a­tion which per­mits it to pass on to a su­per­i­or world. Thus it pro­gresses un­ceas­ingly from beast to beast and from sphere to sphere, go­ing from the most im­per­fect state to the most per­fect, in or­der to ar­rive at last in the plan­et of su­preme hap­pi­ness whence a fresh fault will again pre­cip­it­ate it in­to the re­gions of su­preme suf­fer­ing to re­com­mence its trans­mi­gra­tions.

					“The circle, that uni­ver­sal and fatal sign, en­closes then the vi­cis­situdes of our ex­ist­ences just as it gov­erns the evol­u­tion of worlds.”

				

			
			
				
					VII

					How One May In­ter­pret a Couplet by Corneille in Two Ways

				
				By the time the doc­tor had fin­ished read­ing this strange doc­u­ment, he was ri­gid with stu­pefac­tion. Then without any bar­gain­ing he bought it for the sum of twelve pounds and five­pence half­penny, al­low­ing the book­seller to pass it off on him as a Hebrew ma­nu­script re­covered from the ex­cav­a­tions at Pom­peii.

				The Doc­tor re­mained in his study for four days and nights, and by dint of pa­tience and with the help of dic­tion­ar­ies, man­aged to de­cipher, more or less suc­cess­fully, the Ger­man and Span­ish peri­ods of the ma­nu­script: for though he knew Greek, Lat­in and a little Itali­an, he was al­most en­tirely ig­nor­ant of Ger­man and Span­ish. At length, fear­ing that he might have grossly mis­in­ter­preted the sense, he begged his friend, the Warden, who was deeply versed in these two lan­guages, to cor­rect the trans­la­tion. This the lat­ter did with pleas­ure; but it was three whole days be­fore he could set him­self ser­i­ously to the task, be­cause every time he glanced through the doc­tor’s ver­sion he was over­come by a fit of laughter so pro­longed and so vi­ol­ent that twice he al­most had con­vul­sions. When he was asked the reas­on of this ex­traordin­ary hil­ar­ity he replied:

				“The reas­on? Well, there are three: firstly, the ri­dicu­lous face of my worthy col­league Her­ac­li­us: secondly, his equally ri­dicu­lous trans­la­tion, which is as much like the text as a gui­tar is like a wind­mill: and lastly, the text it­self, which is as queer a thing as one could pos­sibly ima­gine.”

				Oh, ob­stin­ate Warden! Noth­ing could con­vince him. The sun it­self might have come in per­son to burn his beard and his hair and he would have taken it for a candle. As for Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss, it need hardly be said that he was ra­di­ant, en­lightened, trans­formed. Like Pau­line, he kept re­peat­ing every oth­er mo­ment:

				“I see, I feel, I be­lieve, I am dis­il­lu­sioned.” And each time the Warden in­ter­rup­ted him to ob­serve that dis­il­lu­sioned could be writ­ten in two ways.2

				“I see, I feel, I be­lieve, I am among the de­luded.”

			
			
				
					VIII

					How, Just as One Can Be More Roy­al­ist Than the King and More De­vout Than the Pope, One Can Equally Be More of a Met­em­psy­chos­ist Than Py­thagoras

				
				Great as may be the joy of a ship­wrecked man who has drif­ted for long days and nights lost on the ocean on a fra­gile raft, without mast or sail or com­pass and without hope, when he sud­denly sights the shore which he has so long de­sired, such joy was as noth­ing com­pared with that which swept over Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss when, after be­ing for so long tossed by the surge of the philo­sophies on the raft of un­cer­tainty, he entered at length, tri­umphant and en­lightened, the haven of met­em­psy­chos­is.

				The truth of this doc­trine had struck him so for­cibly that he em­braced it at once even to its most ex­treme con­clu­sions. Noth­ing in it was ob­scure to him, and in a few days, by means of med­it­a­tion and cal­cu­la­tions, he reached the point of be­ing able to fix the ex­act date on which a man who died in such a year would re­appear on earth. He knew ap­prox­im­ately the time of all the trans­mi­gra­tions of a soul through the series of in­feri­or be­ings, and ac­cord­ing to the pre­sumed total of good or evil ac­com­plished in the last peri­od of its life as a hu­man be­ing, he could tell the mo­ment when this soul would enter in­to the body of a snake, a pig, a rid­ing horse, an ox, a dog, an ele­phant or a mon­key. The re­appear­ances of a giv­en soul in its su­per­i­or form suc­ceeded each oth­er at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals whatever might have been its pre­vi­ous sins. Thus the de­gree of pun­ish­ment, al­ways in pro­por­tion to the de­gree of culp­ab­il­ity, con­sisted, not in the dur­a­tion of ex­ile un­der an­im­al forms, but in the so­journ, more or less long, which the soul had to make with­in the body of an im­pure beast. The scale of beasts began in in­feri­or de­grees with the snake or the pig and ended with the mon­key “which is Man de­prived of speech,” said the Doc­tor: to which his worthy friend, the Warden, al­ways replied that by the same pro­cess of reas­on­ing Her­ac­li­us Gloss was noth­ing else but a mon­key en­dowed with speech.

			
			
				
					IX

					Ob­verse and Re­verse

				
				Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us was very happy dur­ing the days fol­low­ing his sur­pris­ing dis­cov­ery. He lived in a state of down­right ju­bil­a­tion, he was full of the glory of dif­fi­culties over­come, of mys­ter­ies un­veiled, of great hopes real­ized. Met­em­psy­chos­is en­com­passed him like the sky. It seemed to him that a cur­tain had been sud­denly torn down and that his eyes had been opened to things hitherto un­known.

				He made his dog sit at table be­side him, and in sol­emn tête-à-têtes be­fore the fire sought to dis­cov­er in the eye of the in­no­cent beast the mys­tery of its pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ences.

				He real­ized, how­ever, that there were two dark blots on his hap­pi­ness—the Dean and the Warden. The Dean shrugged his shoulders furi­ously every time Her­ac­li­us tried to con­vert him to the met­em­psy­chosic doc­trine, and the Warden an­noyed him with the most un­called-for jests. These lat­ter were quite in­tol­er­able. No soon­er did the Doc­tor be­gin to ex­pound his faith than the diabol­ic­al Warden in­stantly agreed with him; he pre­ten­ded he was an ad­ept listen­ing to the words of a great apostle and he in­ven­ted the most un­likely an­im­al gene­a­lo­gies for every per­son of their mu­tu­al ac­quaint­ance. Thus he would say that Laboude, the Cathed­ral bell­ringer, from the time of his first trans­mi­gra­tion could nev­er have been any­thing but a mel­on, and that since then he had scarcely changed at all, be­ing con­tent to ring morn­ing and even­ing the bell un­der which he had grown. He pre­ten­ded that the Ab­bé Ros­en­croix, seni­or cur­ate at St. Eu­lalie, had un­doubtedly been a de­struct­ive crow, for he had pre­served both its dress and its func­tions. Then, in­vert­ing the roles in the most de­plor­able man­ner, he would de­clare that M. Bo­caille, the chem­ist, was only a de­gen­er­ate ibis, since he was ob­liged to use an in­stru­ment to ad­min­is­ter a rem­edy so simple that, ac­cord­ing to Hero­dotus, the sac­red bird used to give it to him­self with no oth­er help than that of his long beak.

			
			
				
					X

					How a Moun­te­bank Can Be More Cun­ning Than a Learned Doc­tor

				
				Nev­er­the­less, Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us con­tin­ued his series of dis­cov­er­ies without be­com­ing dis­cour­aged. Hence­forth every an­im­al had a mys­ter­i­ous sig­ni­fic­ance in his eyes. He ceased to see the beast it­self in con­tem­plat­ing the man who was puri­fy­ing him­self in its guise; and at the very sight of this in­vis­ible sign of ex­pi­ation he would spec­u­late upon the past sins of the soul dwell­ing therein.

				One day when he was strolling in the Square at Bal­ançon, he saw a large wooden hut from which came the sound of ter­rible howl­ing, while on the plat­form a moun­te­bank in­co­her­ently in­vited the crowd to come and see the ter­rible apache tamer Toma­hawk or Rum­bling Thun­der. Her­ac­li­us, much im­pressed, paid the penny de­man­ded and went in. O For­tune that watches over great minds! Hardly had he entered the hut when he saw an enorm­ous cage on which were writ­ten words that flamed sud­denly be­fore his dazzled eyes: The Man of the Woods. The Doc­tor im­me­di­ately ex­per­i­enced that nervous shiver which ac­com­pan­ies a great men­tal shock, and, trem­bling with emo­tion, went near­er. He saw an enorm­ous mon­key sit­ting quietly on its pos­teri­or with its legs crossed like a tail­or or a Turk. Be­fore this su­perb spe­ci­men of man in his last trans­mi­gra­tion, Her­ac­li­us Gloss, pale with joy, stood lost in pro­found med­it­a­tion. After a few minutes, the Man of the Woods, divin­ing, without doubt, the ir­res­ist­ible sym­pathy sud­denly pro­duced in the heart of the Man of Cit­ies, who was stub­bornly star­ing at him, began to make such a fright­ful grim­ace at his re­gen­er­ate broth­er that the Doc­tor felt the hairs of his head stand on end. Then, hav­ing ex­ecuted a fant­ast­ic somer­sault ab­so­lutely in­com­pat­ible with the dig­nity of a man, even of a man com­pletely fallen in es­tate, the four-handed gen­tle­man gave way to the most un­seemly hil­ar­ity at the sight of the Doc­tor’s beard. The Doc­tor, how­ever, found noth­ing shock­ing in the gaiety of this vic­tim of former sins. On the con­trary he saw in it one sim­il­ar­ity the more with man­kind, a still great­er prob­ab­il­ity of re­la­tion­ship; and his sci­entif­ic curi­os­ity be­came so in­tense that he re­solved to buy this mas­ter of grim­aces, no mat­ter what the price, in or­der to study him at leis­ure. What an hon­our for him­self, what a tri­umph for the great doc­trine, if he suc­ceeded at last in get­ting in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with the an­im­al side of hu­man­ity, in un­der­stand­ing this poor mon­key and mak­ing the mon­key un­der­stand him!

				Nat­ur­ally enough the pro­pri­et­or of the me­na­ger­ie was loud in praise of his ten­ant: he was the most in­tel­li­gent, gentle, well-be­haved, lov­able an­im­al that he had ever seen in all his long ca­reer as a show­man of wild beasts; and to prove his word he went close to the bars of the cage and put his hand in­side. The mon­key promptly bit it—by way of a joke. Nat­ur­ally, too, the show­man de­man­ded a fab­ulous price. Her­ac­li­us paid it without ar­gu­ment. Then, pre­ceded by two port­ers bent double un­der the enorm­ous cage, the Doc­tor went off in tri­umph in the dir­ec­tion of his own home.

			
			
				
					XI

					In Which It Is Shown That Her­ac­li­us Gloss Was in No Way Ex­empt from All the Weak­nesses of the Stronger Sex

				
				But the near­er he got to his house, the slower he walked, for a prob­lem, very very much more dif­fi­cult than that of philo­soph­ic truth, was dis­turb­ing his mind—a prob­lem which the un­for­tu­nate doc­tor for­mu­lated thus:

				“By means of what sub­ter­fuge shall I be able to hide from my ser­vant Hon­or­ine the in­tro­duc­tion in­to my house of this hu­man be­ing in the rough?”

				Ah! the luck­less Her­ac­li­us, who un­daun­ted could face the for­mid­able shrugs of the Dean’s shoulders and the ter­rible chaff of the Warden, was far from be­ing as brave be­fore the out­bursts of his ser­vant Hon­or­ine. But why should the Doc­tor have been so afraid of this fresh­faced, pleas­ant little wo­man who seemed so brisk and so de­voted to her mas­ter’s in­terests? Ask why Her­cules dal­lied at the feet of Om­phale, and why Sam­son al­lowed De­li­l­ah to rob him of his strength and his cour­age, which, as the Bible tells us, were in his hair.

				One day, alas! when the Doc­tor was walk­ing in the fields, nurs­ing his des­pair over a great pas­sion wherein he had been be­trayed (for it was not without cause that the Dean and the Warden were so much amused on their way home on a cer­tain even­ing) he met at a hedge corner a little girl tend­ing sheep. The learned man, who had not al­ways and ex­clus­ively been search­ing for philo­soph­ic truth and who, be­sides, did not at that time sus­pect the great mys­tery of met­em­psy­chos­is, in­stead of pay­ing at­ten­tion to the sheep, as he cer­tainly would have done, if he had known facts of which he was then ig­nor­ant, began, alas! to chat with her who ten­ded them. Soon after he took her in­to his ser­vice and this first act of weak­ness led to fur­ther ones. He be­came one of his shep­herd­ess’ sheep him­self after a little while, and it was whispered that al­though this rus­tic De­li­l­ah, like the one in the Bible, had cut off the hair of the poor un­sus­pect­ing man, she had not on that ac­count de­prived his fore­head of all or­na­ment?

				Alas! what he had fore­seen came to pass and even ex­ceeded his ex­pect­a­tions. At the very sight of the in­hab­it­ant of the woods in his wire cage, Hon­or­ine aban­doned her­self to an out­burst of un­be­com­ing fury and hav­ing over­whelmed her mas­ter with a shower of most ill-sound­ing epi­thets, turned to let her an­ger fall upon her un­ex­pec­ted guest.

				But the lat­ter, doubt­less be­cause he had not the same reas­on as had the Doc­tor to hu­mour such an ill-mannered house keep­er, began to cry and howl and stamp and gnash his teeth: he clung to the bars of his cage in so furi­ous a man­ner, and ac­com­pan­ied his ac­tion with ges­tures so en­tirely in­dis­creet in the pres­ence of a per­son whom he was meet­ing for the first time that Hon­or­ine was forced to with­draw like a de­feated war­ri­or and shut her­self up in her kit­chen.

				And so, mas­ter of the field and de­lighted with the un­ex­pec­ted help with which his in­tel­li­gent com­pan­ion had fur­nished him, Her­ac­li­us car­ried off his prize to his study and in­stalled the cage and its oc­cu­pant in front of the desk in a corner by the fire.

			
			
				
					XII

					Which Ex­plains How Doc­tor and An­im­al Tamer Are in No Way Syn­onym­ous

				
				When began an ex­change of sig­ni­fic­ant glances between the two in­di­vidu­als who found them­selves to­geth­er, and each day for a whole week the Doc­tor passed long hours in con­vers­ing by means of his eyes (so, at least, he thought) with the in­ter­est­ing sub­ject which he had ac­quired. But that was not enough. What Her­ac­li­us wanted was to study the an­im­al at liberty, to sur­prise its secrets, its de­sires, its thoughts, to al­low it to come and go at will, and through the daily com­pan­ion­ship of a life of in­tim­acy, to watch it re­cov­er for­got­ten habits and thus to identi­fy by un­mis­tak­able signs the memory of a former life. But for this his guest would have to be free, that is to say, the cage would have to be opened. Now this un­der­tak­ing was simply a mat­ter of put­ting his fear aside. In vain the Doc­tor tried the in­flu­ence of per­son­al mag­net­ism, and then that of cakes and nuts. The mon­key star­ted play­ing tricks which made him nervous every time he came close to the bars of the cage. But one day he was no longer able to res­ist the de­sire which tor­men­ted him and he went brusquely for­ward, turned the key in the pad­lock, opened the door wide, and, trem­bling with emo­tion, stood back a little way await­ing the up­shot, which be it said, was not long in com­ing.

				The as­ton­ished mon­key hes­it­ated at first and then in one bound was out­side his cage and in an­oth­er on the table. In a second he had up­set all the pa­pers and books; then a third jump took him in­to the arms of the Doc­tor and the evid­ence of his af­fec­tion was so vi­ol­ent that if Her­ac­li­us had not worn a wig, his last hairs would un­doubtedly have re­mained between the fin­gers of his re­doubt­able broth­er. But if the mon­key was agile, the Doc­tor was not less so. He sprang first to the right, then to the left, slipped like an eel un­der the table, cleared the sofa like a hare and, still hotly pur­sued, gained the door and shut it quickly be­hind him. Then, pant­ing like a horse at the fin­ish of a race, he leant against the wall to save him­self from col­lapsing.

				Her­ac­li­us Gloss was pros­trate for the rest of the day. He felt thor­oughly up­set, but what prin­cip­ally con­cerned him was that he had ab­so­lutely no idea how he and his thought­less guest would be en­abled to leave their re­spect­ive po­s­i­tions. He brought a chair up to the door, for­tu­nately im­pass­able, and used the key­hole as an ob­ser­vat­ory. Then he saw O prodigy! O un­hoped-for hap­pi­ness! the for­tu­nate con­quer­or stretched on the sofa warm­ing his feet at the fire. In his first trans­port of joy the Doc­tor al­most went back in­to the room, but re­flec­tion checked him; and, as though guided by a sud­den light, he told him­self that star­va­tion would no doubt suc­ceed where kind­ness had failed. This time he was proved right and the hungry mon­key ca­pit­u­lated.

				In oth­er re­spects he was a good fel­low, that mon­key. Re­con­cili­ation was com­plete, and from that day for­ward the Doc­tor and his com­pan­ion lived like old friends.

			
			
				
					XIII

					How Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss Found Him­self in Ex­actly the Same Po­s­i­tion as Good King Henry IV Who, Hav­ing Heard Two Lead­ing Coun­sel Plead Their Case, Was of Opin­ion That Both Were Right

				
				Some time after this mem­or­able day heavy rain pre­ven­ted Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us from go­ing in­to his garden as was his cus­tom, and he spent the whole morn­ing in his study con­sid­er­ing his mon­key in a philo­soph­ic spir­it. The mon­key, perched on a writ­ing table, amused him­self by throw­ing pa­per balls at the dog, Py­thagoras, who was ly­ing stretched on the hearth rug. The doc­tor, mean­while, was study­ing the grad­a­tions and the pro­gress in in­tel­lect of de­classed men and com­par­ing the de­gree of sub­tlety dis­played by the two an­im­als which he had with him.

				“In the dog,” said the Doc­tor to him­self, “in­stinct still dom­in­ates, whilst in the mon­key reas­on pre­vails. The former smells, hears, and sees with those mar­vel­lous or­gans which for him are a good half of his in­tel­li­gence; the lat­ter, con­nect­ing one fact with an­oth­er, co­git­ates.”

				At this mo­ment the mon­key, made im­pa­tient by the in­dif­fer­ence and im­mob­il­ity of his en­emy who, with his head between his paws, was con­tent to lift his eyes oc­ca­sion­ally to­wards his se­curely placed ag­gressor, de­cided to come down and re­con­noitre. He jumped lightly from the table and crept quietly for­ward—so quietly in­deed that there was not a sound ex­cept for the crack­ling of the fire and the tick­ing of the clock which seemed to make a tre­mend­ous noise in the dead si­lence of the study. Then with a sharp and un­ex­pec­ted move­ment, he seized in both hands the fluffy tail of the un­for­tu­nate Py­thagoras. But the lat­ter, mo­tion­less up till that mo­ment, had fol­lowed every move­ment of the mon­key. His still­ness was only a trap to lure his hitherto un­as­sail­able ad­versary with­in reach. As soon as ever Mas­ter Mon­key, pleased with his trick, grabbed Py­thagoras’ tail, the lat­ter bounded up and be­fore the oth­er could es­cape, had fixed his strong teeth in that por­tion of his rival’s body which is mod­estly known as the ham. It is doubt­ful how the struggle would have ended had not Her­ac­li­us in­ter­vened, but when he had rees­tab­lished peace, he asked him­self, as he sat down again quite out of breath, wheth­er, all things con­sidered, his dog had not on this oc­ca­sion shown more cun­ning than the an­im­al com­monly re­ferred to as “Cun­ning Per­son­i­fied.” Her­ac­li­us re­mained plunged in deep per­plex­ity.

			
			
				
					XIV

					How Her­ac­li­us All but De­voured a Dish of Beau­ti­ful Ladies of a Past Age

				
				When lunch time came, the Doc­tor went in­to the din­ing room, sat down at the table, tucked his nap­kin in­to his coat, and set the pre­cious ma­nu­script open be­side him. But as he was about to lift to his mouth a little wing of quail, plump and sa­voury, he glanced at the holy book and the few lines on which his eyes fell glittered more ter­ribly be­fore him than did those fam­ous words sud­denly writ­ten on the wall by an un­known hand in the ban­quet­ing hall of the cel­eb­rated King Belshaz­zar.

				This is what the Doc­tor saw:

				“Ab­stain from all food which once had life, for in eat­ing flesh you are eat­ing your own kind: and he who, hav­ing fathomed the grand met­em­psy­chosic truth, kills and de­vours an­im­als that are nought else but men in their in­feri­or forms, shall be graded with the fe­ro­cious can­ni­bal who feasts upon his van­quished foe.”

				And on the table, fresh and plump, held to­geth­er by a little sil­ver skew­er and giv­ing out an ap­pet­ising smell, were half a dozen quails.

				The fight between mind and stom­ach was ter­rible, but be it said to Her­ac­li­us’ glory, it was short. The poor man, quite over­come and afraid lest he would not for long be able to res­ist such fear­ful tempta­tion, rang for his ser­vant and in a broken voice en­joined her to re­move forth­with the ab­om­in­able dish and to serve hence­forth only eggs, milk and ve­get­ables. Hon­or­ine al­most col­lapsed on hear­ing this sur­pris­ing state­ment. She would have pro­tested, but be­fore the in­flex­ible eye of her mas­ter she hur­ried off with the con­demned birds, con­sol­ing her­self, how­ever, with the agree­able thought that, gen­er­ally speak­ing, what is one per­son’s loss is not every­one else’s.

				“Quails, quails! What could quails have been in an­oth­er life?” the wretched Her­ac­li­us asked him­self as he sadly ate a su­perb cauli­flower à la créme, which seemed to him on this oc­ca­sion dis­astrously nasty. “What sort of hu­man be­ing could have been el­eg­ant enough, del­ic­ate and fine enough, to pass in­to the ex­quis­ite little bod­ies of these roguish, pretty birds? Ah, doubt­less it could only have been the ad­or­able little mis­tresses of by­gone times” … and the Doc­tor grew even paler at the thought of hav­ing eaten for his lunch every day for more than thirty years half a dozen beau­ti­ful ladies of a past age.

			
			
				
					XV

					How the Warden In­ter­preted God’s Com­mand­ments

				
				On the even­ing of this un­lucky day the Dean and the Warden came to talk for an hour or two with Her­ac­li­us in his study. The Doc­tor straight­way told them of his em­bar­rass­ing po­s­i­tion and ex­plained to them how quails and oth­er ed­ible an­im­als were now pro­hib­ited to him just as ham was to a Jew. Whereupon the Dean, who no doubt had had a bad din­ner, lost all con­trol and blas­phemed in such a ter­rible way that the poor Doc­tor, al­though he re­spec­ted him even while de­plor­ing his blind­ness, did not know where to hide him­self. As for the Warden, he en­tirely ap­proved of Her­ac­li­us’ scruples point­ing out to him that a dis­ciple of Py­thagoras who fed on the flesh of an­im­als would ex­pose him­self to the risk of eat­ing his fath­er’s ribs gar­nished with mush­rooms or the truffled feet of his an­cest­or; and he quoted in sup­port of his case the Fourth Com­mand­ment of the Chris­ti­an God:

				
					“ ‘Hon­our thy fath­er and thy moth­er that thy days may be long in the land …’ ”

				

				“It is true,” he ad­ded, “that I, who am not a be­liev­er, rather than let my­self die of hun­ger, would prefer to change the di­vine pre­cept slightly—or rather to re­place it by this:

				
					“ ‘De­vour thy fath­er and thy moth­er that thy days may be long in the land.’ ”

				

			
			
				
					XVI

					How the Forty-Second Read­ing of the Ma­nu­script Shed New Light In­to the Doc­tor’s Mind

				
				Just as a rich man can de­rive new pleas­ures and new sat­is­fac­tions from his great for­tune, so Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us, in pos­ses­sion of the in­es­tim­able ma­nu­script, made sur­pris­ing dis­cov­er­ies therein each time that he re­read it.

				One even­ing when he had fin­ished read­ing it for the forty-second time, a sud­den idea flashed upon him like light­ning. As we have already seen, the Doc­tor could tell ap­prox­im­ately at what date a man who had dis­ap­peared would end his trans­mi­gra­tions and re­appear in his first form. He was thus sud­denly thun­der­struck by the thought that the au­thor of the ma­nu­script might have re­gained his place in hu­man­ity. Then, as fe­ver­ishly ex­cited as an al­chem­ist who thinks him­self on the point of dis­cov­er­ing the philo­soph­er’s stone, he set to work on the most minute cal­cu­la­tions to es­tab­lish the prob­ab­il­ity of this sup­pos­i­tion and after sev­er­al hours of per­sist­ent work on ab­struse met­em­psy­chosic de­duc­tions, he man­aged to con­vince him­self that this man must be his con­tem­por­ary or at any rate be on the point of be­ing re­born to the life of reas­on. But Her­ac­li­us pos­sessed no doc­u­ment which in­dic­ated the pre­cise date of the great met­em­psy­chos­ist’s death and there­fore could not fix for cer­tain the mo­ment of his re­turn.

				He had hardly glimpsed the pos­sib­il­ity of dis­cov­er­ing this be­ing who in his eyes was more than man, more than philo­soph­er, al­most more than God, when he was con­scious of one of those pro­found emo­tions such as one ex­per­i­ences when one sud­denly learns that one’s fath­er, whom for years one had thought dead, is liv­ing and close to one. A holy an­chor­ite who had sus­tained him­self all his life on the love and re­mem­brance of Christ and who real­ised sud­denly that his God was about to ap­pear be­fore him, would not have been more over­come than was Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us when he had con­vinced him­self that he would one day meet the au­thor of the ma­nu­script.

			
			
				
					XVII

					How Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss Set About Find­ing the Au­thor of the Ma­nu­script

				
				A few days later read­ers of the Bal­ançon Star noted with as­ton­ish­ment on the fourth page of the pa­per the fol­low­ing ad­vert­ise­ment:

				
					Py­thagoras—Rome in 184—memory re­covered on the ped­es­tal of a statue of Jupiter—philo­soph­er, ar­chi­tect, sol­dier, work­man, monk, sur­vey­or, doc­tor, poet, sail­or—think and re­mem­ber—the story of your life is in my hands. Write H. G. c/o P.O. Bal­ançon.

				

				The doc­tor nev­er doubted that if the man whom he so eagerly de­sired to find happened to read this no­tice, in­com­pre­hens­ible to every­one else, he would at once grasp its hid­den mean­ing and put in an ap­pear­ance. So every day be­fore sit­ting down to his meal he went to the Post Of­fice to ask if there were any let­ters ad­dressed to H. G. and each time he pushed open the door on which was writ­ten “Let­ters, In­quir­ies, Pre­pay­ments,” he was ac­tu­ally more agit­ated than a lov­er on the point of open­ing his first let­ter from his mis­tress.

				But alas! day fol­lowed day and was des­pair­ingly like its pre­de­cessor: the clerk gave the Doc­tor the same an­swer each morn­ing; and each morn­ing the lat­ter re­turned home more gloomy and more dis­cour­aged. But the in­hab­it­ants of Bal­ançon, like every­body else in the world, were subtle, in­dis­creet, slan­der­ous and in­quis­it­ive, and soon con­nec­ted the sur­pris­ing no­tice in­ser­ted in the Star with the daily vis­its of the Doc­tor to the Post Of­fice. And then they asked them­selves what mys­tery there was in the af­fair and began to dis­cuss it.

			
			
				
					XVIII

					In Which Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Re­cog­nises with Amazement the Au­thor of the Ma­nu­script

				
				One night, be­ing un­able to sleep, the doc­tor got up between one and two in the morn­ing to re­read a pas­sage that he thought he had not quite un­der­stood. He put on his slip­pers and opened the door of his room as softly as pos­sible so as not to dis­turb all the “hu­man-an­im­als” who were ex­pi­at­ing their sins un­der his roof. Whatever had been the pre­vi­ous cir­cum­stances of these lucky creatures, they had cer­tainly nev­er be­fore en­joyed such per­fect peace and hap­pi­ness, for such was the kind­ness of heart of the good man that in his hos­pit­able house they found food, lodging and everything else. Without mak­ing a sound, the Doc­tor reached his study door and went in. Now Her­ac­li­us was without doubt a cour­ageous man. He was not afraid of spectres or ghosts; but how­ever fear­less a man may be, there ex­ist cer­tain ter­rors which, like can­non balls, will pierce the most in­dom­it­able cour­age. The Doc­tor stood trans­fixed, liv­id, hor­ror-stricken, his eyes hag­gard and his hair on end, his teeth chat­ter­ing and his whole body quiv­er­ing from head to foot in a dread­ful way, be­fore the in­com­prens­ible sight which con­fron­ted him.

				His lamp was alight on his table, and be­fore the fire, with his back turned to the door by which he him­self had entered, he saw … Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss, stu­di­ously per­us­ing his ma­nu­script. There was no pos­sible doubt. It was cer­tainly him­self. Over his shoulders was his own long silk dress­ing-gown em­broidered with large red flowers, and on his head was his Greek cap made of black vel­vet traced in gold. The Doc­tor real­ised that if this oth­er self of his were to turn round, if the two Her­ac­li­us’ were to see each oth­er face to face, he, who was shak­ing in his skin at that very mo­ment, would fall shriv­elled be­fore this re­pro­duc­tion of him­self. Then an­oth­er nervous spasm caused his hands to twitch, and the can­dle­stick which he was car­ry­ing fell to the floor with a crash that made him jump in ter­ror. His oth­er self turned sharply round and the pet­ri­fied Doc­tor re­cog­nised—his mon­key. For some seconds his thoughts whirled in his mind like dead leaves swept be­fore a hur­ricane, and then he was sud­denly over­whelmed by a sense of joy more vi­ol­ent than he had ever be­fore ex­per­i­enced, for he real­ised that this au­thor whom he had longed for as the Jews longed for the Mes­si­ah, was be­fore him. It was his mon­key. Nearly mad with hap­pi­ness, he dashed for­ward, seized the ven­er­able be­ing in his arms and em­braced him more pas­sion­ately than ever an ad­ored mis­tress was clasped by her lov­er. Then he settled him­self on the oth­er side of the fire­place and re­mained there gaz­ing at his com­pan­ion un­til day­light came.

			
			
				
					XIX

					How the Doc­tor Was Placed in a Ter­rible Di­lemma

				
				But just as the most beau­ti­ful sum­mer days are some­times ab­ruptly spoilt by a fear­ful storm, so the Doc­tor’s hap­pi­ness was sud­denly marred by a most aw­ful pos­sib­il­ity. He had found the be­ing for whom he had been search­ing, cer­tainly: but alas! it was only a mon­key. Without doubt they would be able to un­der­stand each oth­er, but they could nev­er con­verse. The Doc­tor fell back from heav­en to earth. Farewell to those long in­ter­views from which he had hoped to gain so much, farewell to that won­der­ful cru­sade which they were to have un­der­taken to­geth­er—the cru­sade against su­per­sti­tion! For, bat­tling alone, the Doc­tor would not pos­sess weapons ad­equate to over­throw the hy­dra of ig­nor­ance. He needed a man, an apostle, a con­fess­or, a mar­tyr—a role which could scarcely be filled by a mon­key! What was he to do? A men­acing voice rang in his ears—“Kill him.” Her­ac­li­us trembled. In a second he real­ized that if he killed the mon­key the soul thus freed would im­me­di­ately enter the body of an in­fant on the point of birth, and that it would then be ne­ces­sary to wait at least twenty years be­fore that in­fant reached ma­tur­ity, by which time the Doc­tor would be sev­enty. It was pos­sible, cer­tainly. But could he be sure of tra­cing the man? Moreover, his re­li­gion for­bade him to do away with any liv­ing be­ing un­der pen­alty of com­mit­ting a murder: there­fore, if he did this his soul would pass after death in­to the body of a fe­ro­cious an­im­al, as was de­creed for a mur­der­er. What did it mat­ter? Would he not be a vic­tim of sci­ence—of his faith? He seized an enorm­ous Turk­ish scim­it­ar which was hanging against some tapestry and, like Ab­ra­ham on the moun­tain, was about to strike, when a sud­den thought re­strained him. Sup­pos­ing this man’s sins were not yet ex­pi­ated, and sup­pos­ing his soul re­turned for a second time in­to the body of a mon­key in­stead of passing in­to that of a child? This was pos­sible, prob­able even, nearly cer­tain in fact. In thus com­mit­ting a fu­tile crime, the Doc­tor would con­demn him­self to a ter­rible pun­ish­ment without be­ne­fit­ing his fel­low-men. Worn out, he dropped back in­to his chair. Such long drawn out emo­tion had ex­hausted him, and he fain­ted.

			
			
				
					XX

					In Which the Doc­tor Has a Little Talk with His Ser­vant

				
				When he opened his eyes it was sev­en o’clock, and Hon­or­ine was bathing his temples with vin­eg­ar. The Doc­tor’s first thought was for his mon­key, but the an­im­al had dis­ap­peared.

				“My mon­key, where’s my mon­key?” he ex­claimed.

				“Yes, it’s about time we did talk about him,” re­tor­ted the ser­vant, who was also a mis­tress and was al­ways ready to lose her tem­per. “A bad thing for him to be lost, is it? A pretty creature, upon my word! He mim­ics everything he sees you do. Didn’t I find him try­ing on your boots the oth­er day? And then this morn­ing, when I picked you up here—and God knows what mad ideas you’ve got in­to your head lately—any­how they pre­vent your hav­ing a de­cent night’s rest—this wretched creature—dev­il, rather, in the form of a mon­key—had put on your skullcap and your dress­ing gown. He was look­ing at you and seemed to be laugh­ing, as though it was a huge joke to see a man who had fain­ted. Then, when I tried to get near, the brute went for me as though he wanted to eat me, but, thank heav­ens, I’m not frightened of him and I’ve got a good pair of hands. I fetched the shovel to him and I hit him so hard on his ugly back that he ran away in­to your room. He’s prob­ably up to some oth­er mis­chiev­ous trick there now.”

				“You hit my mon­key!” roared the ex­as­per­ated Doc­tor. “Un­der­stand this, my good wo­man, from now on­wards he’s to be re­spec­ted and waited on like the mas­ter of the house.”

				“Well, well, he’s not only the mas­ter of the house, he’s the mas­ter of the mas­ter, too, and has been for a long time past,” grumbled Hon­or­ine, as she went off to her kit­chen, con­vinced that Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Gloss was cer­tainly mad.

			
			
				
					XXI

					In Which It Is Shown That a Dearly-Loved Friend Can Light­en the Heav­iest Sor­row

				
				As the doc­tor had said, from that day on­ward the mon­key was really mas­ter of the house, and Her­ac­li­us be­came the an­im­al’s humble valet. He thought of him with in­fin­ite ten­der­ness for hours at a time, ac­ted to­wards him with the thought­ful­ness of a lov­er, lav­ished on him a whole dic­tion­ary of tender phrases, clasped his hand as one clasps that of a friend. When talk­ing to him, he looked earn­estly at him and ex­plained the points in his ar­gu­ments which might have been ob­scure. In fact he sur­roun­ded the creature’s en­tire life with gentle care and del­ic­ate at­ten­tion.

				But the mon­key ac­cep­ted it all as calmly as a god re­ceiv­ing the homage of its wor­ship­pers. Her­ac­li­us, like all great minds liv­ing in solitude, isol­ated by their sub­lim­ity above the com­mon level of fool­ish­ness of or­din­ary people, had up till then felt him­self alone. Alone in his work, alone in his hopes, in his struggles and his fail­ures, alone even in his dis­cov­ery and his tri­umph. He had not yet preached his doc­trine to the masses. He had not even been able to con­vince his most in­tim­ate friends, the Warden and the Dean. But from the day on which he dis­covered his mon­key to be the great philo­soph­er of his dreams, the Doc­tor felt less isol­ated.

				As he was con­vinced that all an­im­als were de­prived of speech only be­cause of past mis­deeds, and that as part of the same pun­ish­ment they were en­dowed with the re­mem­brance of pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ences, Her­ac­li­us be­came pas­sion­ately de­voted to his com­pan­ion, and in do­ing this con­soled him­self for all the misery he had en­dured. For, as a fact, the Doc­tor’s life had for some time past been grow­ing sad­der. The Warden and the Dean came to see him less fre­quently, and this made a large gap in his ex­ist­ence. They had even ceased com­ing to din­ner on Sundays since he had de­creed that no food which had once had life should be served at his table. This change of habit was a great sac­ri­fice, even for him, and now and again it as­sumed the pro­por­tions of a genu­ine grief, for he who had hitherto awaited so eagerly the pleas­ant hour de­voted to his lunch, now al­most dreaded its ar­rival. He would go sadly in­to his din­ing room real­iz­ing that now there was noth­ing to look for­ward to. Moreover, he was con­tinu­ously haunted by the thought of quails—a thought which plagued him with re­morse. But alas! it was not his re­morse for hav­ing eaten so many—it was, on the con­trary, his des­pair at hav­ing re­nounced them forever.

			
			
				
					XXII

					In Which the Doc­tor Dis­cov­ers That His Mon­key Re­sembles Him Even More Than He Thought

				
				One morn­ing the Doc­tor was woken up by an un­usu­al noise. He jumped out of bed, dressed hur­riedly and made for the kit­chen, from which came ex­traordin­ary sounds of shout­ing and kick­ing. For a long time past Hon­or­ine had been har­bour­ing in her mind black thoughts of ven­geance against the in­truder who had stolen her mas­ter’s af­fec­tion. At last the treach­er­ous wo­man, know­ing the tastes and habits of these an­im­als, had man­aged, by means of some trick or oth­er, to tie the poor mon­key firmly to the leg of her kit­chen table. Then when she was cer­tain that he was held fast she went to the oth­er end of the room and amused her­self by tempt­ing him with a feast cal­cu­lated to ex­cite his greed, and thus in­flic­ted on him the tor­tures of Tan­talus—tor­tures such as are re­served in Hell for the worst sin­ners of all. The per­verse house­keep­er roared with laughter and in­ven­ted fur­ther re­fine­ments of tor­ture such as would only oc­cur to a wo­man. The man-mon­key writhed in fury when sa­voury dishes were proffered from some way off, and in his rage at find­ing him­self tied to the leg of the heavy table, made hor­rible faces, thereby adding to the en­joy­ment of his bru­tal temp­tress.

				At last, just as the anxious Doc­tor ap­peared in the door­way, the vic­tim of this hate­ful trick made a tre­mend­ous ef­fort and suc­ceeded in break­ing the cords which held him. Had it not been for the hur­ried in­ter­ven­tion of the in­dig­nant Her­ac­li­us, heav­en knows what del­ic­acies would not have been gobbled up by this new four-handed Tan­talus.

			
			
				
					XXIII

					How the Doc­tor Real­ized That His Mon­key Had Shame­fully Im­posed Upon Him

				
				This time an­ger tri­umphed over re­spect; the doc­tor seized the mon­key philo­soph­er by the throat and dragged him howl­ing in­to the study, where he ad­min­istered the most ter­rible thrash­ing that the back of any met­em­psy­chos­ist had ever re­ceived.

				The mo­ment Her­ac­li­us’ tired arm re­laxed its hold on the throat of the wretched beast, who after all was only guilty of the same tastes as those of his hu­man broth­er, the mon­key freed him­self from the grasp of his out­raged mas­ter, jumped on to the table, seized the Doc­tor’s big snuff box which was ly­ing on a book and flung it, wide open, at its own­er’s head. Her­ac­li­us just had time to close his eyes and avoid the whirl­wind of snuff which would cer­tainly have blinded him. When he opened them the crim­in­al had dis­ap­peared, tak­ing with him the ma­nu­script of which he was pre­sumed to be the au­thor.

				Her­ac­li­us’ con­sterna­tion was in­des­cri­be­able. He dashed like a mad­man in pur­suit of the fu­git­ive, de­term­ined to re­cov­er the pre­cious ma­nu­script at no mat­ter what sac­ri­fice. He ex­plored the house from cel­lar to at­tic, opened all his cup­boards and looked un­der all the fur­niture, but his search re­vealed noth­ing. At last he went and sat in des­pair un­der a tree in the garden. Presently he be­came aware of light little taps on his head, caused, so he thought at first, by dead leaves broken off by the wind. But sud­denly he saw a little ball of pa­per rolling in front of him on the path. He picked it up and opened it. Mercy! It was a page of his ma­nu­script. Hor­ri­fied, he looked up and saw his ac­cursed mon­key calmly pre­par­ing fresh mis­siles of the same kind, with an ex­pres­sion of ma­lig­nant joy on his face that Satan him­self could not have out­done when he saw Adam ac­cept the fatal apple—that apple which, through­out the ages, from Eve to Hon­or­ine, wo­men have nev­er ceased of­fer­ing us. At the sight of this a ter­rible thought flashed through the Doc­tor’s mind and he real­ized that he had been de­ceived, tricked and mys­ti­fied in the most ab­om­in­able way by this hairy im­post­or who was no more the miss­ing philo­soph­er than he was the Pope or the Grand Turk. The pre­cious doc­u­ment would have dis­ap­peared al­to­geth­er had not Her­ac­li­us caught sight of a garden hose near at hand. He snatched it up and, work­ing it with al­most su­per­hu­man strength, gave the wretch such a totally un­ex­pec­ted bath that he began to jump from branch to branch with shrill cries. But the mon­key, dodging clev­erly to ob­tain a mo­ment’s res­pite, sud­denly flung the torn parch­ment straight in his ad­versary’s face, jumped down from the tree and fed to­wards the house. But be­fore the ma­nu­script had touched the doc­tor, the poor man had fallen on his back with his legs in the air, quite over­come with emo­tion. When he rose he had not the strength to avenge this new out­rage but crept with dif­fi­culty back to his study where he dis­covered to his joy that only three pages were miss­ing.

			
			
				
					XXIV

					Eureka

				
				A vis­it from the dean and the Warden re­stored him.

				All three talked for an hour or two without men­tion­ing met­em­psy­chos­is; but when his two friends were leav­ing Her­ac­li­us could not con­tain him­self any longer. While the Dean was strug­gling in­to his bearskin coat, he drew aside the Warden, of whom he was less afraid, and con­fided all his trouble to him. He told him how he thought he had found the au­thor of the ma­nu­script, how he had been mis­taken, how the wretched mon­key had played a most scan­dal­ous trick on him and how ut­terly in des­pair he felt. In fact, con­fron­ted with the ru­in of his il­lu­sions, Her­ac­li­us broke down com­pletely. The Warden, much moved, clasped him by the hand and was just about to speak when the Dean’s sol­emn voice call­ing out “Aren’t you ever com­ing, Warden?” boomed from the hall.

				“Come, come,” said the Warden, with a fi­nal clasp of the un­happy Doc­tor’s hand and the sort of smile with which one com­forts a child who has been naughty, “cheer up, my friend. Per­haps after all you’re the au­thor of the ma­nu­script your­self.”

				Then he went out in­to the dark street, leav­ing the as­ton­ished Her­ac­li­us on the door­step.

				The Doc­tor went slowly back to his study, mut­ter­ing from time to time:

				“Per­haps I am the au­thor of the ma­nu­script.”

				He made an­oth­er care­ful study of the way in which the doc­u­ment had been re­covered at each ap­pear­ance of its au­thor and then he re­called how he him­self had found it. The dream which had pre­ceded the happy day like a provid­en­tial warn­ing, the emo­tion he had felt on en­ter­ing Ruelle des Vieux Pi­geons—all this came back to him, clearly, dis­tinctly, sur­pris­ingly. And then he stood up, spread­ing out his arms as though he had seen a vis­ion, and cried in a re­sound­ing voice:

				“It is I! It is I!”

				A shiver seemed to pass through the whole house. Py­thagoras barked vi­ol­ently, the dis­turbed an­im­als sud­denly woke up and be­came so ex­cited that it seemed as though each one was bent on cel­eb­rat­ing in his own tongue the tre­mend­ous re­sur­rec­tion of the proph­et of met­em­psy­chos­is. Then, in the grip of an over­whelm­ing emo­tion, Her­ac­li­us sat down, opened the last page of this new Bible and rev­er­ently ad­ded to it the en­tire his­tory of his life.

			
			
				
					XXV

					“I Am That I Am.”

				
				From that day on­wards Her­ac­li­us was filled with tre­mend­ous pride. In the same way that the Mes­si­ah sprang from God the Fath­er, so he had sprung from Py­thagoras—or rather he him­self was Py­thagoras, for in the past he had lived in the body of that philo­soph­er. Thus his gene­a­logy could chal­lenge that of the most an­cient fam­il­ies of the no­bil­ity. He looked with su­preme con­tempt on all the great men in the his­tory of the race and their highest achieve­ments seemed as noth­ing be­side his. He in­stalled him­self in sub­lime isol­a­tion among his worlds and his an­im­als: he was met­em­psy­chos­is it­self and his house was its temple.

				He had for­bid­den both his ser­vant and his garden­er to kill nox­ious an­im­als. Cater­pil­lars and snails mul­ti­plied in his garden, and in the guise of enorm­ous spiders with hairy legs one­time mor­tals paraded their loath­some trans­form­a­tion on the walls of his study—a fact which made the of­fens­ive Warden say that if all cadgers, each changed ac­cord­ing to his kind, were to settle on the too sens­it­ive minded Doc­tor’s skull, he would still take good care not to wage war on the poor de­graded para­sites. Only one thing troubled Her­ac­li­us in this su­perb flower­ing of his hopes: this was the con­tinu­al spec­tacle of an­im­als de­vour­ing each oth­er—spiders ly­ing in wait for flies, birds car­ry­ing off the spiders, cats gob­bling up the birds, and his own dog Py­thagoras joy­fully mangling any cat which came with­in reach of his teeth.

				From morn­ing till night he fol­lowed the slow pro­gress­ive march of met­em­psy­chos­is at every de­gree in the an­im­al scale. He re­ceived sud­den rev­el­a­tions when he watched spar­rows peck­ing in the gut­ter: and ants, those cease­less farsee­ing work­ers, thrilled him in­tensely. In them he saw all the work-dodging, use­less people who, as an ex­pi­ation for their past idle­ness and non­chal­ance, had been con­demned to per­sist­ent la­bour. He re­mained for hours at a time with his nose on the grass watch­ing them and was amazed at what he saw. Then, like Nebuchad­nez­zar, he would crawl on all fours, rolling in the dust with his dog, liv­ing with his an­im­als, even grov­el­ling with them. For him, Man gradu­ally dis­ap­peared from cre­ation, and soon he was only con­scious of an­im­als. When he thought of them he felt that he was their broth­er; he spoke to no one but them, and when by chance he was forced to talk to men, he found him­self as help­less as though he was among for­eign­ers, and was shocked at the stu­pid­ity of his fel­low creatures.

			
			
				
					XXVI

					What Was Said at Ma­dame Labotte’s, the Fruit­er­er’s, 26, Rue de la Maraicher­ie

				
				Mdlle. Vic­toire, cook to the Dean of the Fac­ulty of Bal­ançon, Ma­demois­elle Ger­trude, ser­vant of the Warden of the said Fac­ulty, and Ma­demois­elle Ana­stas­ie, house­keep­er to the Ab­bé Beau­fleury, Curé of St. Eu­lalie—such was the re­spect­able co­ter­ie which happened meet at the counter of Ma­dame Labotte, fruit­er­er, 26 Rue de la Maraicher­ie, one Thursday morn­ing.

				These ladies, with their shop­ping bas­kets on their left arms and little white goffered caps posed coquet­tishly on their heads so that the rib­bons hung down their backs, were listen­ing with in­terest to Ma­demois­elle Ana­stas­ie who was telling them how the Ab­bé Beau­fleur­ry had that very morn­ing ex­or­cised a poor wo­man pos­sessed of five dev­ils.

				Sud­denly Ma­demois­elle Hon­or­ine, Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us’ house­keep­er, rushed in like a whirl­wind and sank in­to a chair, over­come by emo­tion. Then, when she saw that they were all thor­oughly in­trigued, she burst out:

				“No, it’s too much! Whatever hap­pens I’ll not stop any longer in that house.” And then she hid her face in her hands and began to sob. A mo­ment or two later, when she was a little calmer, she went on:

				“After all, it’s not the poor man’s fault if he’s mad.”

				“Who?” asked Ma­demois­elle Labotte.

				“Why, her mas­ter, Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us,” put in Ma­demois­elle Vic­toire. “So what the Dean said is true then—your mas­ter has gone queer in the head?”

				“I should just think so!” ex­claimed Ma­demois­elle Ana­stas­ie. “The Curé, talk­ing to the Ab­bé Ros­en­croix the oth­er day, de­clared that Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us was a prop­er rep­rob­ate, that he wor­shipped an­im­als, after the style of a man called Py­thagoras who, so it seems, was a heretic as wicked as Luth­er.”

				“What’s happened now?” in­ter­rup­ted Ma­demois­elle Ger­trude. “What’s the mat­ter with you?”

				“Well, just think,” said Hon­or­ine, dry­ing her eyes on the corner of her ap­ron, “for nearly six months now my poor mas­ter has been mad about an­im­als. He be­lieves that he has been cre­ated and placed in the world to serve them, he speaks to them as though they were sens­ible hu­man be­ings, and one would al­most be­lieve that he gets an an­swer from in­side them some­how. Any­way, yes­ter­day even­ing I saw that mice were eat­ing my pro­vi­sions and I put a mousetrap in the lar­der. This morn­ing I found I’d caught one. I called the cat and was just go­ing to give the little beast to him when the mas­ter rushed in like a mad­man. He snatched the trap out of my hands and let the brute loose in the middle of my pickles. And when I got angry he turned on me and treated me as one wouldn’t treat a rag and bone man.”

				There was a tense si­lence for some minutes and then Ma­demois­elle Hon­or­ine ad­ded:

				“After all, I don’t blame the poor man. He’s mad.”

				Two hours later the story of the Doc­tor and the mouse had gone the round of every kit­chen in Bal­ançon. At lunch­time all the bour­geois were telling it to each oth­er, and at eight o’clock M. le Premi­er re­peated it, as he drank his cof­fee, to six ma­gis­trates who had been din­ing with him. These gen­tle­men, seated in sol­emn at­ti­tudes, listened dream­ily, without smil­ing, but with grave nods of their heads. At el­ev­en o’clock the Pre­fect, who was giv­ing a party, was wor­ried with it in front of six minor of­fi­cials and when he asked the Warden for his opin­ion, the lat­ter, who was parad­ing his white tie and his propensity for mis­chief be­fore group after group of guests, answered thus:

				“After all, what does this prove, Pre­fect? Why, that if La Fon­taine were still liv­ing, he could write a new fable en­titled ‘The Philo­soph­er’s Mouse,’ which would end up—‘The more fool­ish of the two is not the one one thinks.’ ”

			
			
				
					XXVII

					How Doc­tor Her­ac­li­us Did Not Agree with the Dauph­in, Who, Hav­ing Saved a Mon­key from Drown­ing, Threw It Back Again and Went Off to Find a Man to Save In­stead

				
				When Her­ac­li­us went out the fol­low­ing morn­ing he no­ticed that every­one looked at him with curi­os­ity as he passed and that people turned to glance twice at him. At first all this at­ten­tion as­ton­ished him; he wondered what the reas­on of it was and thought that per­haps his doc­trine had spread without his know­ledge and that he was on the point of be­ing ap­pre­ci­ated by his fel­low cit­izens. He was sud­denly filled with a great ten­der­ness to­wards these people, whom he already saw as his en­thu­si­ast­ic dis­ciples, and he began to ac­know­ledge them by smil­ing right and left, like a prince among his people. The whis­per­ings that fol­lowed him seemed to him mur­murs of praise and he beamed cheer­fully at the thought of the im­min­ent con­sterna­tion of the Warden and the Dean.

				In this way he reached the Quai de la Brille. A few yards away a group of ex­cited chil­dren, roar­ing with laughter, were throw­ing stones in­to the wa­ter, while some sail­ors, loun­ging in the sun and smoking, seemed in­ter­ested in the game. Her­ac­li­us ap­proached and then sud­denly drew back as though he had re­ceived a heavy blow in the chest. Ten yards from the bank, sink­ing and com­ing up again by turns, a kit­ten was drown­ing. The poor little an­im­al was mak­ing des­per­ate ef­forts to re­gain the bank, but each time she showed her head above wa­ter a stone thrown by one of the urchins, who were en­joy­ing her agony, made her go un­der again. The wicked ras­cals vied with each oth­er and urged each oth­er on, and when a well-aimed shot hit the wretched an­im­al there were shouts of laughter and cries of joy. Sud­denly a glan­cing pebble hit the kit­ten on the fore­head and a trickle of blood ap­peared on her white fur. The tor­tur­ers burst in­to shouts of joy and ap­plause, which, how­ever, turned sud­denly in­to a ter­rible pan­ic. Liv­id, trem­bling with rage, up­set­ting all be­fore him and strik­ing out with his fists and feet, the Doc­tor hurled him­self among the brats like a wolf in­to a flock of sheep. Their ter­ror was so great and their flight so rap­id that one of them, dis­trac­ted with fear, threw him­self in­to the river and dis­ap­peared. Her­ac­li­us quickly un­buttoned his coat, kicked off his shoes and jumped in­to the wa­ter. He was seen to swim vig­or­ously for a mo­ment or two, catch hold of the kit­ten just as she was sink­ing, and re­gain the bank. Then he seated him­self on a stone and hav­ing dried and kissed the little be­ing whom he had snatched from death, he fol­ded her lov­ingly in his arms like a baby and without troub­ling about the child, whom two sail­ors were bring­ing to land, and quite in­dif­fer­ent to the din go­ing on be­hind him, he strode off to­wards his house, for­get­ting his shoes and coat which he had left be­hind him on the bank.

			
			
				
					XXVIII

					“This Story Will Show You That, if You Want to Save a Fel­low Creature from Blows and Be­lieve That It Is Bet­ter to Res­cue a Cat Than a Man, You Will Ex­cite the An­ger of Your Neigh­bours. All Roads Lead to Rome—But Met­em­psy­chos­is Leads to the Lun­at­ic Asylum.”—Bal­ançon Star

				
				Two hours later a huge crowd of shout­ing people was jost­ling and push­ing in front of the Doc­tor’s win­dows. Soon a shower of stones shattered the panes and the crowd was about to rush the doors when the po­lice ap­peared at the end of the street. Things gradu­ally be­came calmer and the mob scattered, but two po­lice­men re­mained out­side the Doc­tor’s house un­til the fol­low­ing day. The Doc­tor was in a state of ex­treme agit­a­tion the whole even­ing. He told him­self that the let­ting loose of the crowd on him was due to the un­der­hand threats of the priests and to the ex­plo­sion of hatred which al­ways her­alds the ad­vent of a new re­li­gion among the fol­low­ers of an old one. He raised him­self to the status of a mar­tyr and felt ready to con­fess his faith be­fore his ex­e­cu­tion­ers. He brought in­to his study as many an­im­als as the room would hold and dawn found him sleep­ing between his dog, a goat and a sheep, and clasp­ing to his heart the kit­ten which he had saved.

				A loud knock at his door awakened him, and Hon­or­ine showed in a sol­emn look­ing in­di­vidu­al, fol­lowed by two de­tect­ives, with the Med­ic­al Of­ficer of Health in the back­ground. The sol­emn in­di­vidu­al made him­self known as the Chief of Po­lice, and cour­teously in­vited Her­ac­li­us to fol­low him. Very much up­set, the lat­ter did so and was made to get in­to a car­riage which was wait­ing at the door. Then, sit­ting next the Chief of Po­lice, with the Med­ic­al Of­ficer and one de­tect­ive fa­cing him and the oth­er de­tect­ive on the box be­side the driver, Her­ac­li­us soon no­ticed that they were driv­ing down the Rue des Juifs, through the Place de l’Hôtel de Ville and the Boulevard de la Pu­celle. At last they stopped out­side a grim-look­ing build­ing on the door of which was writ­ten “Home for the Men­tally De­fi­cient.” The Doc­tor sud­denly real­ized the ter­rible trap in­to which he had fallen and the dev­il­ish cun­ning of his en­emies. Sum­mon­ing all his strength he tried to hurl him­self in­to the road, but two strong hands forced him back in­to his seat. Then began a ter­rible struggle between him and the three men in charge of him: he wriggled and twis­ted and kicked and bit, howl­ing with rage all the time. But at last he was over­powered, tied up, and car­ried in­to the fatal build­ing. Its door clanged be­hind him with an omin­ous sound.

				He was taken in­to a nar­row cell of a pe­cu­li­ar kind. The fire­place and the win­dows were barred, the bed and the sol­it­ary chair were at­tached to the floor by iron chains, and there was no piece of fur­niture which could be picked up and handled by the oc­cu­pant. As it turned out, events proved that these pre­cau­tions were by no means un­ne­ces­sary, for as soon as the doc­tor found him­self in these new sur­round­ings he gave way to the rage that was al­most chok­ing him. He tried to smash the fur­niture, to tear out the bars and to break the win­dows. Un­suc­cess­ful in this, he rolled on the ground and gave vent to such fear­ful cries that two men in blouses and uni­form caps hur­ried in, fol­lowed by a huge bald-headed man dressed in black. At a sign, the two men seized Her­ac­li­us and in an in­stant had him in a straight waist­coat; then they glanced to­wards the man in black. The lat­ter looked pens­ively at Her­ac­li­us for a mo­ment and then said:

				“Take him to the douche room.”

				Her­ac­li­us was car­ried in­to a large cold room in the middle of which was an empty bath. Still yelling, he was un­dressed and placed in this bath. Be­fore he knew what was hap­pen­ing, he was al­most suf­foc­ated by as hor­rible an ava­lanche of cold wa­ter as ever des­cen­ded on the back of any hu­man be­ing—even in the Arc­tic re­gions. Her­ac­li­us was com­pletely si­lenced. The man in black, who had been watch­ing him all the time, felt his pulse and said:

				“Give him an­oth­er one.”

				A second shower fell from the ceil­ing and the Doc­tor col­lapsed, chok­ing, to the bot­tom of his ice-cold bath. He was then picked up, wrapped in warm blankets and put to bed in his cell, where he slept soundly for thirty-five hours.

				He woke the fol­low­ing morn­ing with a steady pulse and a clear head. For some minutes he con­sidered the situ­ation and then he began to read his ma­nu­script, which he had taken care not to leave be­hind. The man in black presently ap­peared, and when lunch was brought they had it to­geth­er. The Doc­tor, who had not for­got­ten his cold bath, was very quiet and po­lite and made no ref­er­ence to the sub­ject which had res­ul­ted in such a mis­ad­ven­ture; but con­versed for a long time very en­ter­tain­ingly, in an en­deav­our to prove to his host that he was as sane as the sev­en sages of Greece.

				The man in black, as he was leav­ing, gave the Doc­tor per­mis­sion to take a stroll in the garden, which was a large one planted with trees. About fifty per­sons were tak­ing ex­er­cise there: some were laugh­ing, shout­ing and har­anguing each oth­er, oth­ers were grave and mel­an­choly.

				One of the first per­sons the Doc­tor no­ticed was a tall man with a long beard and white hair, who was walk­ing by him­self with his eyes on the ground. Without know­ing why, the Doc­tor felt in­ter­ested in the fate of this un­known man. Presently, the lat­ter raised his eyes and stared fix­edly at Her­ac­li­us. They ad­vanced, greeted each oth­er ce­re­mo­ni­ously and began to talk. The Doc­tor learnt that his com­pan­ion was called Dagobert Félorme, and that he was Pro­fess­or of mod­ern lan­guages at the col­lege of Bal­ançon. Her­ac­li­us did not no­tice any­thing wrong with the man’s mind and was won­der­ing what could have brought him to such a place when sud­denly the oth­er stopped, grasped Her­ac­li­us’ hand firmly and said: “Do you be­lieve in met­em­psy­chos­is?” The Doc­tor swayed and began to stam­mer an an­swer. Their eyes met and for some time the two of them stood star­ing at each oth­er. At last Her­ac­li­us was over­come by his emo­tion, and tears welled up in his eyes. He opened his arms and they em­braced. Then, con­fid­ing in each oth­er, they soon real­ized that they were in­spired by the same faith and im­preg­nated with the same doc­trine. There was no point on which they differed. But as this as­ton­ish­ing sim­il­ar­ity of thought began to be es­tab­lished, a feel­ing of pe­cu­li­ar un­eas­i­ness came over the Doc­tor, for it seemed to him that the more the stranger grew in his es­tim­a­tion, the more he him­self lost in his own. He was seized with jeal­ousy.

				Sud­denly his com­pan­ion ex­claimed:

				“Met­em­psy­chos­is—It is I. It was I who dis­covered the evol­u­tion of souls and who wel­ded the des­tinies of men. I was Py­thagoras.”

				The Doc­tor stopped dead, pale as a sheet.

				“Ex­cuse me,” he said, “I am Py­thagoras.”

				Once again they stared at each oth­er, and then the stranger spoke again.

				“I have been philo­soph­er, ar­chi­tect, sol­dier, la­bour­er, monk, math­em­atician, doc­tor, poet, sail­or, in turn,” he said.

				“So have I,” said Her­ac­li­us.

				“I’ve writ­ten my life’s his­tory in Lat­in, Greek, Ger­man, Itali­an, Span­ish and French,” cried the oth­er.

				“So have I,” answered Her­ac­li­us.

				Both stopped speak­ing and looked dag­gers at each oth­er.

				“In the year 184,” shouted the oth­er, “I lived in Rome as a philo­soph­er.”

				Then the Doc­tor, shak­ing like a leaf in a gust of wind, drew his pre­cious doc­u­ment from his pock­et and bran­dished it like a pis­tol un­der his ad­versary’s nose. The lat­ter sprang back.

				“My ma­nu­script,” he cried, and put out his hand to seize it.

				“It’s mine,” roared Her­ac­li­us, and with sur­pris­ing rapid­ity he raised the ob­ject of con­ten­tion above his head, changed it to his oth­er hand be­hind his back and did every sort of ex­traordin­ary trick with it to keep it out of his fren­zied rival’s reach. The lat­ter clenched his teeth, stamped his feet and roared: “Thief! Thief! Thief!”

				Then with a quick and cun­ning move­ment he man­aged to get hold of a corner of the pa­per which Her­ac­li­us was try­ing to keep from him. For some seconds they pulled hard and an­grily in op­pos­ite dir­ec­tions, and then, as neither would give way, the ma­nu­script, which might be de­scribed as form­ing a liv­ing hy­phen between them, ac­ted as wisely as the late King So­lomon might have done, by sep­ar­at­ing in­to two equal parts, with the res­ult that the two war­ri­ors sat down with un­ex­pec­ted sud­den­ness ten paces apart, each clutch­ing his half of the spoils of vic­tory between shriv­elled fin­gers.

				They did not move but sat star­ing at each oth­er like rival forces which, hav­ing gauged each oth­er’s strength, are loth to come to grips again. Dagobert Félorme began first:

				“The proof that I am the au­thor of this ma­nu­script,” he said, “is that I knew of it be­fore you.”

				Her­ac­li­us did not an­swer, and the oth­er went on:

				“The proof that I am the au­thor of this ma­nu­script is that I can re­peat it from end to end in the sev­en lan­guages in which it is writ­ten.”

				Her­ac­li­us did not an­swer—but he was think­ing hard. A re­volu­tion was tak­ing place in him. There was no pos­sible doubt—vic­tory lay with his rival. But this au­thor—whom at one time he had in­voked with all his pray­ers, raised his in­dig­na­tion now as a false god. For, as a de­throned god him­self, he re­vol­ted against di­vin­ity. Be­fore he had come to re­gard him­self as the au­thor of the ma­nu­script, he had longed to meet who­ever had writ­ten it, but from the day when he began to say: “It was I who wrote this. Met­em­psy­chos­is is I my­self,” he could no longer sanc­tion any­one usurp­ing his place. Like a man who would burn his house down rather than see it oc­cu­pied by someone else, he was pre­pared to burn both temple and god, to burn met­em­psy­chos­is it­self even, as soon as a stranger as­cen­ded the al­tar to which he had ex­al­ted him­self.

				And so, after a long si­lence, he said slowly and sol­emnly:

				“You are mad.”

				At this, his en­emy dashed at him like a lun­at­ic, and a fresh struggle more ter­rible than the first would have be­gun had not the guard­i­ans rushed up and re-im­prisoned these re­li­gious fan­at­ics in their re­spect­ive cells.

				For a month the Doc­tor did not leave his room. He passed his days alone with his head between his hands in pro­found med­it­a­tion. From time to time the Dean and the Warden came to see him and by means of clev­er com­par­is­ons and del­ic­ate al­lu­sions gently as­sisted the change that was tak­ing place in his mind. Thus they told him how a cer­tain Dagobert Félorme, pro­fess­or of lan­guages at the col­lege of Bal­ançon, had gone mad while writ­ing a philo­soph­ic­al treat­ise on the doc­trine of Py­thagoras, Ar­is­totle and Pla­to—a treat­ise which he had ima­gined he had be­gun un­der the Em­per­or Com­mod­us.

				At last, one beau­ti­ful sunny morn­ing, the Doc­tor came to him­self. Once more he was the Her­ac­li­us of the good old days. Warmly clasp­ing the hands of his two friends he told them that he had re­nounced forever met­em­psy­chos­is, ex­pi­ations in an­im­al form and trans­mi­gra­tions. Tap­ping him­self on the breast he ad­mit­ted that he had been en­tirely mis­taken. A week later the doors of the asylum were opened to him.

			
			
				
					XXIX

					How One Some­times Ex­changes Scylla for Charyb­dis

				
				Her­ac­li­us paused for a mo­ment as he was leav­ing the fatal build­ing and took a deep breath of the fine air of liberty. Then, with his brisk step of former days, he set off to­wards his house. After he had been walk­ing for above five minutes a street urchin saw him and at once gave a long whistle, which was promptly answered from a neigh­bour­ing street. A second urchin ap­peared and the first one poin­ted to Her­ac­li­us and shouted with all his might:

				“Here’s the an­im­al man come out of the mad­house.”

				Keep­ing close be­hind the Doc­tor they both began to im­it­ate with re­mark­able skill the noise made by every sort of an­im­al. Presently a dozen or more joined the first-comers and formed an es­cort to the ex-met­em­psy­chos­ist, as noisy as it was ob­jec­tion­able. One of them walked ten yards in front of the Doc­tor car­ry­ing a broom-handle on which he had fixed a rab­bit skin like a flag. Three oth­ers fol­lowed im­it­at­ing the roll of a drum, and then came the frightened Doc­tor; with his frock-coat tightly buttoned and his hat over his eyes he looked like a gen­er­al in the middle of his troops.

				After him came a whole horde of ragamuffins, run­ning, turn­ing cartwheels, yelling, bel­low­ing, bark­ing, mi­aw­ing, neigh­ing, moo­ing, crow­ing and in­vent­ing a thou­sand oth­er amus­ing things, to the great en­joy­ment of the towns­folk stand­ing at their doors. The be­wildered Her­ac­li­us quickened his pace still more. Sud­denly, a prowl­ing dog got between his legs and in a par­oxysm of rage the Doc­tor let fly such a ter­rif­ic kick at the poor beast (which he would formerly have wel­comed) that the lat­ter ran off howl­ing with pain. Such a tre­mend­ous din burst out all round that Her­ac­li­us lost his head and began to run as hard as he could, still fol­lowed by his in­fernal pro­ces­sion.

				The gang passed like a whirl­wind through the prin­cip­al streets and came to a stop out­side the Doc­tor’s house. See­ing the door ajar, he dar­ted through it and closed it be­hind him. Then, still run­ning, he went on up to his study. There he was greeted by the mon­key, who put out his tongue at him as a sign of wel­come. It was a sight that made him re­coil as though a ghost had ap­peared. For was not his mon­key the liv­ing souven­ir of all his mis­for­tunes, the cause of his mad­ness and of all the hu­mi­li­ations and out­rages to which he had been sub­jec­ted? He seized an oak stool which was handy and with one blow split the miser­able creature’s skull. The lat­ter dropped like a stone at the feet of his mur­der­er. Then, soothed at hav­ing car­ried out this ex­e­cu­tion, Her­ac­li­us sank in­to an arm­chair and un­buttoned his coat.

				When Hon­or­ine ap­peared she al­most fain­ted with joy at the sight of her mas­ter. In her de­light she sprang to­wards him and kissed him on both cheeks, for­get­ting the dis­tance that, in the eyes of the world, is sup­posed to ex­ist between the mas­ter and his ser­vant, in which, so it was said, the Doc­tor had already shown her the way. Mean­while, the mob had not dis­persed but was still cre­at­ing such a noise out­side the front door that Her­ac­li­us, much put out, went down in­to his garden. A hor­rible sight met his eyes.

				Hon­or­ine who, al­though she de­plored her mas­ter’s mad­ness, had wanted to give him a pleas­ant sur­prise for his home­com­ing, had watched like a moth­er over the lives of all the an­im­als in the place, so that, ow­ing to their nat­ur­al fecund­ity, the garden had the ap­pear­ance of the in­teri­or of Noah’s Ark when the flood sub­sided. For the garden was a con­fused mass of an­im­als, a ver­it­able swarm, be­neath which trees, shrubs, grass and earth had en­tirely dis­ap­peared. The branches were bent un­der the weight of whole re­gi­ments of birds, while un­der­neath them dogs, cats, goats, sheep, chick­ens, ducks and tur­keys, rolled in the dust. The air re­soun­ded with a clam­our of sound as loud as that made by the brats on the oth­er side of the house.

				Her­ac­li­us could re­strain him­self no longer. He snatched up a spade which had been left against the wall and like the two fam­ous war­ri­ors whose ex­ploits are de­scribed by Homer, sprang this way and that, hit­ting out right and left. Foam­ing at the mouth and with rage in his heart, he began a ter­rible mas­sacre of all his harm­less friends. Ter­ri­fied chick­ens hid un­der the walls and cats climbed up the trees. But he gave no quarter and the con­fu­sion was in­des­crib­able. When the ground was scattered with corpses he col­lapsed from sheer ex­haus­tion and slept on the field of carnage like a vic­tori­ous gen­er­al.

				Next day his ex­cite­ment had van­ished and he thought of tak­ing a walk round the town. But as soon as he left his door­step the street urchins, who had been ly­ing in wait for him, star­ted pur­su­ing him once more, shout­ing: “Oh! Oh! the an­im­al man! the friend of the beasts!” And they began to make the same noises as on the pre­vi­ous day, with plenty of ad­ded vari­ations.

				The Doc­tor went hur­riedly back: an­ger choked him and, since he could not vent it on men, he swore a deadly hatred and vowed war to the death against all an­im­als. From then on­wards he had only one de­sire, one aim, one cease­less pre­oc­cu­pa­tion—to kill an­im­als. He lay in wait for them from morn­ing till night; he stretched nets in his garden to catch birds and snares in the gut­ters to strangle the neigh­bours’ cats. Passing dogs were at­trac­ted by ap­pet­ising bits of meat placed in his half-open door—which al­ways shut quickly when a fool­ish vic­tim suc­cumbed to tempta­tion. Com­plaints were soon heard on all sides. The Chief of Po­lice came sev­er­al times in per­son to or­der him to stop his re­lent­less war­fare. He was in­und­ated with sum­monses, but noth­ing could ar­rest his ven­geance. At last there was gen­er­al in­dig­na­tion. A second ri­ot broke out in the town and he would without doubt have been lynched by the crowd but for the in­ter­ven­tion of armed force. All the doc­tors in Bal­ançon were summoned to the pre­fec­ture and de­clared un­an­im­ously that Dr. Her­ac­li­us Gloss was mad. For the second time he passed through the town between two po­lice­men, and saw the heavy door of the build­ing on which was writ­ten: “Home for the Men­tally De­fi­cient,” close be­hind him.

			
			
				
					XXX

					How the Pro­verb—“The Mad­der One Is, the More One Laughs”—Is Not Al­ways Quite True

				
				The next he went in­to the court­yard of the es­tab­lish­ment and the first per­son he set eyes on was the au­thor of the ma­nu­script on met­em­psy­chos­is. The two en­emies looked each oth­er up and down and then drew close. A circle was formed round them and Dagobert cried:

				“Here’s the man who wanted to steal my life’s work, who wanted to filch from me the glory of my dis­cov­ery.”

				A mur­mur passed through the crowd, and Her­ac­li­us answered:

				“Here’s the man who pre­tends that an­im­als are men and men an­im­als.”

				Then they both began to talk at once and be­came more and more ex­cited. As on the first oc­ca­sion, they soon came to blows, but the on­look­ers sep­ar­ated them.

				From that day on­wards each of them tried with amaz­ing per­sever­ance and tenacity to re­cruit fol­low­ers and soon the whole com­munity was di­vided in­to two rival parties. These parties were so en­thu­si­ast­ic, so vi­ol­ent and so ir­re­con­cil­able that if a met­em­psy­chos­ist happened to run across an ad­versary a ter­rible battle en­sued. To avoid these san­guin­ary en­coun­ters the Gov­ernor was ob­liged to ar­range sep­ar­ate hours of ex­er­cise for each fac­tion: for there had nev­er been such re­lent­less hatred between two rival sects since the quar­rel between the Guelphs and the Ghi­bel­lines. Thanks to this prudent ar­range­ment, how­ever, the chiefs of the hos­tile clans lived hap­pily—be­loved and listened to by their dis­ciples, obeyed and ven­er­ated.

				Some­times dur­ing the night the sound of a dog howl­ing and bark­ing out­side the walls would make Her­ac­li­us and Dagobert tremble in their beds. It was the faith­ful Py­thagoras who, hav­ing es­caped his mas­ter’s ven­geance by a mir­acle, had tracked him to the threshold of his new home and was try­ing to gain an en­trance to the house in­to which only men had the right to pass.

			
		
	
		
			On the River

			Last sum­mer I ren­ted a coun­try cot­tage on the banks of the Seine, sev­er­al miles from Par­is, and I used to go out to sleep there every night. After a while, I formed the ac­quaint­ance of one of my neigh­bours, a man between thirty and forty years of age, who really was one of the queerest char­ac­ters I have ever met. He was an old boat­ing-man, crazy on the sub­ject of boats, and was al­ways either in, or on, or by the wa­ter. He must have been born in a boat, and prob­ably he will die in one, some day, while tak­ing a last out­ing.

			One even­ing, as we were walk­ing along the banks of the Seine, I asked him to tell me about some of his naut­ic­al ex­per­i­ences. Im­me­di­ately his face lighted up, and he be­came elo­quent, al­most po­et­ic­al, for his heart was full of an all-ab­sorb­ing, ir­res­ist­ible, de­vour­ing pas­sion—a love for the river.

			“Ah!” said he, “how many re­col­lec­tions I have of the river that flows at our feet! You street-dwell­ers have no idea what the river really is. But let a fish­er­man pro­nounce the word. To him it means mys­tery, the un­known, a land of mirage and phant­asmagor­ia, where odd things that have no real ex­ist­ence are seen at night and strange noises are heard; where one trembles without know­ing the reas­on why, as when passing through a cemetery—and in­deed the river is a sin­is­ter cemetery without graves.

			“Land, for a fish­er­man, has bound­ar­ies, but the river, on moon­less nights, ap­pears to him un­lim­ited. A sail­or doesn’t feel the same way about the sea. The sea is of­ten cruel, but it roars and foams, it gives us fair warn­ing; the river is si­lent and treach­er­ous. It flows stealth­ily, without a mur­mur, and the etern­al gentle mo­tion of the wa­ter is more aw­ful to me than the big ocean waves.

			“Dream­ers be­lieve that the deep hides im­mense lands of blue, where the drowned roll around among the big fish, in strange forests or in crys­tal caves. The river has only black depths, where the dead de­cay in the slime. But it’s beau­ti­ful when the sun shines on it, and the wa­ters splash softly on the banks covered with whis­per­ing reeds.

			“In speak­ing of the ocean the poet says:

			
				
					“ ‘O flots, que vous savez de lugubres his­toires!
					

					Flots pro­fonds, re­doutés des mères à gen­oux,
					

					Vous vous les ra­con­tez en mont­ant les marées,
					

					Et c’est ce qui vous fait ces voix désespérées
					

					Que vous avez, le soir, quand vous venez vers nous.’3
				

			

			Well, I be­lieve that the stor­ies the slender reeds tell one an­oth­er in their wee, sil­very voices are even more ap­palling than the ghastly tra­gedies re­lated by the roar­ing waves.

			“But as you have asked me to re­late some of my re­col­lec­tions, I will tell you a strange ad­ven­ture that happened to me here, about ten years ago.

			“Then, as now, I lived in old moth­er La­fon’s house and one of my best friends, Louis Ber­net, who since has giv­en up boat­ing, as well as his happy-go-lucky ways, to be­come a State Coun­cil­lor, was camp­ing out in the vil­lage of C——, two miles away. We used to take din­ner to­geth­er every day, either at his place or at mine.

			“One even­ing, as I was re­turn­ing home alone, feel­ing rather tired, and with dif­fi­culty row­ing the twelve-foot boat that I al­ways took out at night, I stopped to rest a little while near that point over there, formed by reeds, about two hun­dred yards in front of the rail­way bridge. The weath­er was mag­ni­fi­cent; the moon was shin­ing very brightly, and the air was soft and still. The calmness of the sur­round­ings temp­ted me, and I thought how pleas­ant it would be to fill my pipe here and smoke. No soon­er said than done, and, lay­ing hold of the an­chor, I dropped it over­board. The boat, which was fol­low­ing the stream, slid to the end of the chain and came to a stop; I settled my­self aft on a rug, as com­fort­ably as I could. There was not a sound to be heard nor a move­ment to be seen, though some­times I no­ticed the al­most im­per­cept­ible rip­pling of the wa­ter on the banks, and watched the highest clumps of reeds, which at times as­sumed strange shapes that ap­peared to move.

			“The river was per­fectly calm, but I was af­fected by the ex­traordin­ary still­ness that en­vel­oped me. The frogs and toads, the noc­turn­al mu­si­cians of the swamps, were voice­less. Sud­denly, at my right, a frog croaked. I star­ted; it stopped, and all was si­lent. I re­solved to light my pipe for dis­trac­tion. But, strange to say, though I was an in­vet­er­ate smoker I failed to en­joy it, and after a few puffs I grew sick and stopped smoking. Then I began to hum an air, but the sound of my voice de­pressed me.

			“At last I lay down in the boat and watched the sky. For a while I re­mained quiet, but presently the slight pitch­ing of the boat dis­turbed me. I felt as if it were sway­ing to and fro from one side of the river to the oth­er, and that an in­vis­ible force or be­ing was draw­ing it slowly to the bot­tom and then rais­ing it to let it drop again. I was knocked about as if in a storm; I heard strange noises; I jumped up; the wa­ter was shin­ing and all was still. Then I knew that my nerves were slightly shaken, and de­cided to leave the river. I pulled on the chain. The boat moved along, but presently I felt some res­ist­ance and pulled harder. The an­chor re­fused to come up; it had caught in some­thing at the bot­tom and re­mained stuck. I pulled and tugged but to no avail. With the oars I turned the boat around and forced her up­stream, in or­der to al­ter the po­s­i­tion of the an­chor. This was all in vain, how­ever, for the an­chor did not yield; so in a rage, I began to shake at the chain, which wouldn’t budge.

			“I sat down dis­cour­aged, to pon­der over my mis­hap. It was im­possible to break the chain or to sep­ar­ate it from the boat, as it was enorm­ous and was riv­eted to a piece of wood as big as my arm; but as the weath­er con­tin­ued fine, I did not doubt but that some fish­er­man would come along and res­cue me. The ac­ci­dent calmed me so much that I man­aged to re­main quiet and smoke my pipe. I had a bottle of rum with me so I drank two or three glasses of it and began to laugh at my situ­ation. It was so warm that it would not have mattered much had I been ob­liged to spend all night out of doors.

			“Sud­denly some­thing jarred slightly against the side of the boat. I star­ted, and a cold sweat broke over me from head to foot. The noise was due to a piece of wood drift­ing along with the cur­rent, but it proved suf­fi­cient to dis­turb my mind, and once more I seized the chain and tugged in des­per­a­tion. I felt the same strange nervous­ness creep over me. The an­chor re­mained firm. I seated my­self again, ex­hausted.

			“Mean­time the river was cov­er­ing it­self with a white mist that lay close to the wa­ter, so that when I stood up neither the stream, nor my feet, nor the boat, were vis­ible to me; I could dis­tin­guish only the ends of the reeds and, a little farther away, the mead­ow, ashen in the moon­light, with large black patches formed by groups of Itali­an pop­lars reach­ing to­ward the sky. I was bur­ied up to my waist in some­thing that looked like a blanket of down of a pe­cu­li­ar white­ness; and all kinds of fant­ast­ic vis­ions arose be­fore me. I ima­gined that someone was try­ing to crawl in­to the boat, which I could no longer see, and that the river hid­den un­der the thick fog was full of strange creatures that were swim­ming all around me. I felt a hor­rible de­pres­sion steal over me, my temples throbbed, my heart beat wildly, and, los­ing all con­trol over my­self, I was ready to plunge over­board and swim to safety. But this idea sud­denly filled me with hor­ror. I ima­gined my­self lost in the dense mist, flounder­ing about aim­lessly among the reeds and wa­ter-plants, un­able to find the banks of the river or the boat; and I felt as if I should cer­tainly be drawn by my feet to the bot­tom of the dark wa­ters. As I really should have had to swim against the cur­rent for at least five hun­dred yards be­fore reach­ing a spot where I could safely land, it was nine chances to ten that, be­ing un­able to see in the fog, I should drown, al­though I was a fine swim­mer.

			“I tried to over­come my dread. I de­term­ined not to be afraid, but there was some­thing in me be­sides my will and that some­thing was faint­hearted. I asked my­self what there was to fear; my cour­ageous self railed at the oth­er, the tim­id one; nev­er be­fore had I so fully real­ised the op­pos­i­tion that ex­ists between the two be­ings we have in us; the one will­ing, the oth­er res­ist­ing, and each one tri­umph­ing in turn. But this fool­ish and un­ac­count­able fear was grow­ing worse and worse, and was be­com­ing pos­it­ive ter­ror. I re­mained mo­tion­less, with open eyes and strain­ing ears, wait­ing. For what? I scarcely knew, but it must have been for some­thing ter­rible. I be­lieve that had a fish sud­denly taken it in­to its head to jump out of the wa­ter, as fre­quently hap­pens, I should have fallen in a dead faint. How­ever, I man­aged to keep my senses after a vi­ol­ent ef­fort to con­trol my­self. I took my bottle of rum and again raised it to my lips.

			“Sud­denly I began to shout at the top of my voice, turn­ing suc­cess­ively to­ward the four points of the ho­ri­zon. After my throat had be­come com­pletely para­lysed with shout­ing, I listened. A dog was bark­ing in the dis­tance.

			“I drank some more rum and lay down in the bot­tom of the boat. I re­mained thus at least one hour, per­haps two, without sleep­ing, my eyes open, vis­ited by night­mares. I did not dare to sit up, though I had an in­sane de­sire to do so; I put it off from second to second, say­ing: ‘Now then, I’ll get up,’ but I was afraid to move. At last I raised my­self with in­fin­ite care, as if my life de­pended on the slight­est sound I might make, and peered over the edge of the boat. I was greeted by the most mar­vel­lous, stu­pendous sight that it is pos­sible to ima­gine. It was a vis­ion of fairy­land, one of those phe­nom­ena that trav­el­lers in dis­tant coun­tries tell us about, but that we are un­able to be­lieve.

			“The mist, which two hours ago hung over the wa­ter, had lif­ted and settled on the banks of the stream. It formed on each side an un­broken hill, six or sev­en yards in height, that shone in the moon­light with the dazzling white­ness of snow. Noth­ing could be seen but the flash­ing river, mov­ing between the two white moun­tains, and over­head a full moon that il­lu­min­ated the milky-blue sky.

			“All the hosts of the wa­ter had awakened; the frogs were croak­ing dis­mally, while from time to time a toad sent its short, mono­ton­ous, and gloomy note to the stars. Strange to say, I was no longer frightened; I was sur­roun­ded by a land­scape so ut­terly un­real that the strangest freaks of nature would not have sur­prised me at all.

			“How long this situ­ation las­ted I am un­able to tell, for I fi­nally dozed off to sleep. When I awoke, the moon was gone and the sky was covered with clouds. The wa­ter splashed dis­mally, the wind was blow­ing, it was cold and com­pletely dark. I fin­ished the rum and lay listen­ing to the rust­ling of the reeds and the mur­mur of the river. I tried to see, but failed to dis­tin­guish the boat or even my hands, al­though I held them close to my eyes. The dark­ness, how­ever, was slowly de­creas­ing. Sud­denly I thought I saw a shad­ow glide past me. I shouted to it and a voice re­spon­ded: it was a fish­er­man. I called to him and told him of my plight. He brought his boat along­side mine and both began tug­ging at the chain. The an­chor still would not yield. A cold, rainy day was set­ting in, one of those days that bring dis­aster and sad­ness. I per­ceived an­oth­er boat, which we hailed. The own­er ad­ded his strength to ours, and little by little the an­chor gave way. It came up very slowly, laden with con­sid­er­able weight. Fi­nally a black heap ap­peared and we dragged it in­to my boat. It was the body of an old wo­man, with a big stone tied around her neck!”

		
	
		
			At the Church Door

			He used to live in a little house near the main road at the en­trance to a vil­lage. After he mar­ried the daugh­ter of a farm­er in the dis­trict he set up as a wheel­wright, and as they both worked hard, they amassed a small for­tune. But one thing caused them great sor­row; they had no chil­dren. At last a child was born to them, and they called him Jean. They showered kisses upon him, wrapped him up in their af­fec­tion, and be­came so fond of him that they could not let an hour pass without see­ing him. When he was five years old a cir­cus passed through the vil­lage and pitched its tent on the square in front of the Town Hall.

			Jean had seen them and had slipped out of the house. After a long search his fath­er dis­covered him in the midst of the trained goats and dogs. He was sit­ting on the knee of an old clown and was shout­ing with laughter.

			Three days later, at din­ner time, just as they were sit­ting down to table, the wheel­wright and his wife dis­covered that their son was not in the house. They looked in the garden, and as they did not find him there, the fath­er went to the road­side and shouted with all his might: “Jean!”

			Night was fall­ing, and a brown­ish mist filled the ho­ri­zon, and everything re­treated in­to the dark and gloomy dis­tance. Three tall fir-trees close by seemed to be weep­ing. No voice replied, but the air was full of vague moan­ing. The fath­er listened for a long time, be­liev­ing that he could hear some­thing, now on his right now on his left, and he plunged wildly in­to the night, call­ing in­cess­antly: “Jean! Jean!”

			He ran on un­til day­break, filling the shad­ows with his cries, fright­en­ing the prowl­ing an­im­als, his heart torn by a ter­rible an­guish, so that at times he thought he was go­ing mad. His wife re­mained seated at the door, and wept un­til morn­ing. Their son was nev­er found.

			From that time they aged rap­idly in their sor­row, which noth­ing could con­sole. Fi­nally they sold their house and set out to look for their son them­selves. They ques­tioned the shep­herds on the hills, the passing trades­men, the peas­ants in the vil­lages and the au­thor­it­ies in the towns. But it was a long time since their son had been lost. Nobody knew any­thing, and prob­ably he him­self had now for­got­ten his name and his birth­place. They wept and lost all hope. Very soon their money was ex­hausted, and they hired them­selves out by the day to the farm­ers and innkeep­ers, dis­char­ging the most humble tasks, liv­ing on the leav­ings of oth­ers, sleep­ing out of doors and suf­fer­ing from cold. But as they be­came feeble from over­work, nobody would em­ploy them, and they were com­pelled to beg along the roads. They ac­cos­ted trav­el­lers with sad faces and sup­plic­at­ing voices, im­plor­ing a piece of bread from the har­vesters eat­ing their din­ner be­neath a tree, at mid­day in the fields. They de­voured it in si­lence, seated on the edge of the ditches. An innkeep­er to whom they re­lated their mis­for­tunes, said to them one day:

			“I also knew someone who lost a daugh­ter; it was in Par­is he found her.”

			Im­me­di­ately they set out for Par­is.

			When they reached the great city they were frightened by its size and by the crowds in the streets. But they real­ised that he must be amongst all these people, without know­ing how to set about find­ing him. Then they were afraid they would not re­cog­nise him, for they had not seen him for fif­teen years. They vis­ited every street and square, stop­ping wherever they saw a crowd gathered, in the hope of a chance meet­ing, some prodi­gious stroke of luck, an act of pity on the part of Fate. They would of­ten wander blindly ahead, cling­ing to each oth­er, and look­ing so sad and so poor that people gave them alms without be­ing asked. Every Sunday they spent the day in front of the churches, watch­ing the crowds go­ing in and out, and scan­ning each face for a dis­tant re­semb­lance. Sev­er­al times they fan­cied they re­cog­nised him, but they were al­ways mis­taken.

			At the door of one of the churches to which they re­turned most fre­quently there was an old man who sprinkled holy wa­ter, and who had be­come their friend. His own story was also very sad, and their com­mis­er­a­tion for him led to a great friend­ship between them. They fi­nally lived to­geth­er in a wretched gar­ret at the top of a big house, a great dis­tance out, near the open fields, and some­times the wheel­wright took his new friend’s place at the church, when the old man was ill. One very harsh winter came, the old sprink­ler of holy wa­ter died, and the par­ish priest ap­poin­ted in his place the wheel­wright, of whose mis­for­tunes he had heard.

			Then he came every morn­ing and seated him­self in the same place, on the same chair, wear­ing out the old stone column against which he leant with the con­tinu­al rub­bing of his back. He gazed fix­edly at every man who entered, and he looked for­ward to Sunday with the im­pa­tience of a school­boy, be­cause that was the day when the church was con­stantly full of people.

			He grew very old, get­ting weak­er and weak­er un­der the damp arches, and every day his hope crumbled away. By this time he knew every­one who came to Mass, their hours, their habits, and he could re­cog­nise their steps on the tiled floor. His life had be­come so nar­rowed that it was a great event for him when a stranger entered the church. One day two ladies came; one old and the oth­er young. Prob­ably a moth­er and daugh­ter, he thought. Be­hind them a young man ap­peared, who fol­lowed them, and when they went out he sa­luted them. After hav­ing offered them holy wa­ter he took the arm of the older lady.

			“That must be the young lady’s in­ten­ded,” thought the wheel­wright.

			For the rest of the day he racked his memory to dis­cov­er where he once had seen a young man like that. But the one he was think­ing of must now be an old man, for he seemed to have known him away back in his youth.

			The same man came back fre­quently to es­cort the two ladies, and this vague re­semb­lance, re­mote yet fa­mil­i­ar, which he could not identi­fy, ob­sessed the old man so much that he made his wife come to aid his feeble memory.

			One even­ing, as it was get­ting dark, the strangers entered to­geth­er. When they had passed, the hus­band said:

			“Well, do you know who he is?”

			His wife was troubled and tried, in turn, to re­mem­ber. Sud­denly she whispered:

			“Yes … yes … but he is dark­er, taller, stronger, and dressed like a gen­tle­men, yet, fath­er, he has the same face, you know, as you had when you were young.”

			The old man gave a start.

			It was true, the young man re­sembled him, and he re­sembled his broth­er who was dead, and his fath­er, whom he re­membered while he was still young. They were so deeply stirred that they could not speak. The three people were com­ing down the aisle and go­ing out. The man touched the sprink­ler with his fin­ger, and the old man who was hold­ing it shook so much that the holy wa­ter rained upon the ground.

			“Jean?” he cried.

			The man stopped and looked at him.

			“Jean?” he re­peated softly.

			The two ladies looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

			Then for the third time he said, sob­bing: “Jean?”

			The man stooped and looked closely in­to his face, then a re­col­lec­tion of child­hood flashed in his mind, and he replied:

			“Fath­er Pierre and moth­er Jeanne!”

			He had for­got­ten everything, his fath­er’s oth­er name, and that of his own birth­place, but he still re­membered these two words, so of­ten re­peated: “Fath­er Pierre; moth­er Jeanne!”

			He knelt down with his head on the knees of the old man and wept. Then he kissed his fath­er and moth­er by turns, while their voices were choked by joy un­lim­ited. The two ladies also cried, for they real­ised that great hap­pi­ness had come. They all went home with the young man, who told them his story.

			The cir­cus people had kid­napped him, and for three years he had trav­elled with them through many coun­tries. Then the com­pany broke up, and one day an old lady in a château gave a sum of money to ad­opt him, be­cause she liked him. As he was in­tel­li­gent, they sent him to school and col­lege, and, as the old lady had no chil­dren, she left her for­tune to him. He also had searched for his par­ents, but as the only thing he could re­mem­ber was the two names, “fath­er Pierre and moth­er Jeanne,” he could not dis­cov­er them. Now he was go­ing to be mar­ried, and he in­tro­duced his fiancée, who was as good as she was pretty.

			When the two old people, in their turn, had re­lated their sor­rows and suf­fer­ings, they em­braced him again, and that night they stayed awake very late, for they were afraid to go to bed lest hap­pi­ness, which had evaded them so long, should aban­don them once more, when they were asleep. But they had ex­hausted the en­dur­ance of mis­for­tune, and lived hap­pily till the end.

		
	
		
			Lieutenant Laré’s Marriage

			At the very be­gin­ning of the cam­paign Lieu­ten­ant Laré took two guns from the Prus­si­ans. The gen­er­al said tersely: “Thanks, Lieu­ten­ant,” and gave him the cross of the Le­gion of Hon­our. Be­ing as prudent as he was brave, subtle, in­vent­ive, and very re­source­ful, he was placed in charge of some hun­dred men, and he or­gan­ised a ser­vice of scouts which saved the army sev­er­al times dur­ing re­treats.

			Like a tid­al wave the in­vaders poured over the en­tire fron­ti­er, wave after wave of men, leav­ing be­hind them the scum of pil­lage. Gen­er­al Car­rel’s bri­gade was sep­ar­ated from its di­vi­sion, and had to re­treat con­tinu­ously, tak­ing part in daily en­gage­ments, but pre­serving its ranks al­most in­tact, thanks to the vi­gil­ance and speed of Lieu­ten­ant Laré, who seemed to be every­where at once, out­wit­ting the en­emy, dis­ap­point­ing their cal­cu­la­tions, lead­ing the Uh­lans astray, and killing their out­posts.

			One morn­ing the gen­er­al sent for him.

			“Lieu­ten­ant,” he said, “here is a tele­gram from Gen­er­al de Lacère, who will be lost if we do not come to his help by to­mor­row at dawn. You will start at dusk with three hun­dred men, whom you will sta­tion all along the road. I shall fol­low two hours later. Re­con­noitre the route care­fully. I do not want to run in­to an en­emy di­vi­sion.”

			It had been freez­ing hard for a week. At two o’clock it began to snow, by the even­ing the ground was covered, and heavy snow­flakes ob­scured the closest ob­jects. At six o’clock the de­tach­ment set out. Two men by them­selves marched ahead to act as scouts. Then came a pla­toon of ten men com­manded by the lieu­ten­ant him­self. The re­mainder ad­vanced in two long columns. A couple of hun­dred yards away on the left and right flanks a few sol­diers marched in couples. The snow, which was still fall­ing, powdered them white in the dark­en­ing shad­ows, and, as it did not melt on their uni­forms, they were barely dis­tin­guish­able in the dark from the gen­er­al pal­lor of the land­scape.

			From time to time they hal­ted, and then not a sound could be heard but that im­per­cept­ible rustle of fall­ing snow, a vague and sin­is­ter sound, which is felt rather than heard. An or­der was giv­en in whis­pers, and when the march was re­sumed they had left be­hind them a sort of white phantom stand­ing in the snow, grow­ing more and more in­dis­tinct un­til fi­nally it dis­ap­peared. These were the liv­ing sign­posts which were to guide the army.

			The scouts slowed their pace. Some­thing was loom­ing up in front of them.

			“Swing to the right,” said the lieu­ten­ant, “that’s the woods of Ron­fi; the château is more to the left.”

			Soon the com­mand to halt was heard. The de­tach­ment stopped and waited for the lieu­ten­ant, who, es­cor­ted by only ten men, had gone to re­con­noitre the chateâu. They ad­vanced, creep­ing un­der the trees. Sud­denly they stopped dead. A fright­ful si­lence hovered about them, then, right be­side them a clear, mu­sic­al little voice broke the si­lence of the woods, say­ing:

			“Fath­er, we shall lose our way in the snow. We shall nev­er reach Blain­ville.”

			A deep­er voice replied:

			“Don’t be afraid, my child. I know the coun­try as well as the back of my hand.”

			The lieu­ten­ant said some­thing, and four men moved off noise­lessly, like phantoms.

			All at once the pier­cing cry of a wo­man rang out in the night. Two pris­on­ers were brought to him, an old man and a little girl, and the lieu­ten­ant, still speak­ing in whis­pers, cross-ex­amined them.

			“Your name?”

			“Pierre Bern­ard.”

			“Oc­cu­pa­tion?”

			“Comte de Ron­fi’s but­ler.”

			“Is this your daugh­ter?”

			“Yes.”

			“What does she do?”

			“She is a sew­ing-maid at the chateâu.”

			“Where are you go­ing to?”

			“We are run­ning away.”

			“Why?”

			“Twelve Uh­lans passed this even­ing. They shot three guards and hanged the garden­er. I got frightened about the child.”

			“Where are you go­ing to?”

			“Blain­ville.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause there is a French army there.”

			“Do you know the way?”

			“Per­fectly.”

			“All right. Fol­low us.”

			They re­joined the column, and the march across the fields was re­sumed. The old man walked in si­lence be­side the lieu­ten­ant. His daugh­ter marched be­side him. Sud­denly she stopped.

			“Fath­er,” she said, “I am so tired I can­not go any farther.”

			She sat down, shak­ing with the cold, and seemed ready to die. Her fath­er tried to carry her, but he was too old and feeble.

			“Lieu­ten­ant,” he said, with a sob, “we shall be in your way. France comes first. Leave us.”

			The of­ficer had giv­en an or­der, and sev­er­al men had gone off, re­turn­ing with some cut branches. In a mo­ment a stretch­er was made, and the whole de­tach­ment had come up.

			“There is a wo­man here dy­ing of cold,” said the lieu­ten­ant, “who will give a coat to cov­er her?”

			Two hun­dred coats were taken off.

			“Now, who will carry her?”

			Every arm was placed at her dis­pos­al. The girl was wrapped in the warm mil­it­ary coats, laid gently upon the stretch­er, and then lif­ted on to four ro­bust shoulders. Like an Ori­ent­al queen car­ried by her slaves she was placed in the middle of the de­tach­ment, which con­tin­ued its march, more vig­or­ously, more cour­ageously and more joy­fully, warmed by the pres­ence of a wo­man, the sov­er­eign in­spir­a­tion to which the an­cient blood of France owes so much pro­gress.

			After an hour there was an­oth­er halt, and they all lay down in the snow. Away off in the middle of the plain a huge black shad­ow was run­ning. It was like a fant­ast­ic mon­ster, which stretched out like a snake, then sud­denly rolled it­self up in a ball, bounded for­ward wildly, stopped and went on again. Whispered or­ders cir­cu­lated amongst the men, and from time to time a little, sharp, metal­lic noise re­soun­ded. The wan­der­ing ob­ject sud­denly came near­er, and twelve Uh­lans were seen trot­ting at full speed, one after the oth­er, hav­ing lost their way in the night. A ter­rible flash sud­denly re­vealed two hun­dred men ly­ing on the ground in front of them. A brief re­port died away in the si­lence of the snow, and all twelve, with their twelve horses, fell.

			After a long wait the march was re­sumed, the old man they had picked up act­ing as guide. At length a dis­tant voice shouted: “Who goes there?” An­oth­er voice near­er at hand gave the pass­word. There was an­oth­er wait, while the par­ley pro­ceeded. The snow had ceased to fall. A cold wind swept the sky, be­hind which in­nu­mer­able stars glittered. They grew pale and the east­ern sky be­came pink.

			A staff-of­ficer came up to re­ceive the de­tach­ment, but just as he was ask­ing who was on the stretch­er, the lat­ter began to move, two little hands opened the heavy coats, and a charm­ing little face, as pink as the dawn, with eyes more bright than the stars which had dis­ap­peared, replied:

			“It is I, Sir.”

			The de­lighted sol­diers ap­plauded, and car­ried the girl in tri­umph right in­to the middle of the camp where the arms were stored. Soon af­ter­wards Gen­er­al Car­rel ar­rived. At nine o’clock the Prus­si­ans at­tacked. At noon they re­treated.

			That even­ing, as Lieu­ten­ant Laré was drop­ping off to sleep on a heap of straw, ut­terly worn out, the gen­er­al sent for him. He found him in his tent chat­ting with the old man whom they had picked up dur­ing the night. As soon as he entered the gen­er­al took him by the hand, and turned to the stranger:

			“My dear comte,” said he, “here is the young man of whom you were speak­ing a while back. He is one of my best of­ficers.”

			He smiled, lowered his voice, and re­peated:

			“The best.”

			Then, turn­ing to the as­ton­ished lieu­ten­ant, he in­tro­duced “Comte de Ron­fi-Qué­dis­sac.”

			The old gen­tle­man seized his two hands:

			“My dear lieu­ten­ant, you have saved my daugh­ter’s life, and there is only one way in which I can thank you. … You will come in a few months’ time and tell me … wheth­er you like her. …”

			Ex­actly one year later to the day, in the Church of St. Thomas Aqui­nas, Cap­tain Laré was mar­ried to Ma­demois­elle Louise Hortense Geneviève de Ron­fi-Qué­dis­sac. She brought with her a dowry of six hun­dred thou­sand francs, and they say she was the pret­ti­est bride of the year.

		
	
		
			Simon’s Father

			Noon had just struck. The school-door opened and the young­sters streamed out tum­bling over one an­oth­er in their haste to get out quickly. But in­stead of promptly dis­pers­ing and go­ing home to din­ner as was their daily wont, they stopped a few paces off, broke up in­to knots and set to whis­per­ing.

			The fact was that that morn­ing Si­mon, the son of La Blan­chotte, had, for the first time, at­ten­ded school.

			They had all of them in their fam­il­ies heard of La Blan­chotte; and al­though in pub­lic she was wel­come enough, the moth­ers among them­selves treated her with com­pas­sion of a some­what dis­dain­ful kind, which the chil­dren had caught without in the least know­ing why.

			As for Si­mon him­self, they did not know him, for he nev­er went abroad, and did not play around with them through the streets of the vil­lage or along the banks of the river. So they did not like him much, and it was with a cer­tain de­light, mingled with as­ton­ish­ment, that they gathered in groups this morn­ing, re­peat­ing to each oth­er this phrase pro­nounced by a lad of four­teen or fif­teen who ap­peared to know all about it, so saga­ciously did he wink: “You know Si­mon—well, he has no fath­er.”

			La Blan­chotte’s son ap­peared in his turn upon the threshold of the school.

			He was sev­en or eight years old, rather pale, very neat, with a tim­id and al­most awk­ward man­ner.

			He was mak­ing his way back to his moth­er’s house when the vari­ous groups of his schoolfel­lows, per­petu­ally whis­per­ing, and watch­ing him with the mis­chiev­ous and heart­less eyes of chil­dren bent upon play­ing a nasty trick, gradu­ally sur­roun­ded him and ended by en­clos­ing him al­to­geth­er. There he stood amongst them, sur­prised and em­bar­rassed, not un­der­stand­ing what they were go­ing to do to him. But the lad who had brought the news, puffed up with the suc­cess he had met with, de­man­ded:

			“What is your name?”

			He answered: “Si­mon.”

			“Si­mon what?” re­tor­ted the oth­er.

			The child, al­to­geth­er be­wildered, re­peated: “Si­mon.”

			The lad shouted at him: “You must be named Si­mon some­thing! That is not a name—Si­mon in­deed!”

			And he, on the brink of tears, replied for the third time:

			“My name is Si­mon.”

			The urchins began laugh­ing. The lad, tri­umphantly lif­ted up his voice: “You can see plainly that he has no fath­er.”

			A deep si­lence en­sued. The chil­dren were dumb­foun­ded by this ex­traordin­ary, im­possibly mon­strous thing—a boy who had no fath­er; they looked upon him as a phe­nomen­on, an un­nat­ur­al be­ing, and they felt rising in them the hitherto in­ex­plic­able pity of their moth­ers for La Blan­chotte. As for Si­mon, he had propped him­self against a tree to avoid fall­ing, and he stood there as if para­lysed by an ir­re­par­able dis­aster. He sought to ex­plain, but he could think of no an­swer for them, no way to deny this hor­rible charge that he had no fath­er. At last he shouted at them quite reck­lessly: “Yes, I have one.”

			“Where is he?” de­man­ded the boy.

			Si­mon was si­lent, he did not know. The chil­dren shrieked, tre­mend­ously ex­cited. These sons of the soil, more an­im­al than hu­man, ex­per­i­enced the cruel crav­ing which makes the fowls of a farm­yard des­troy one of their own kind as soon as it is wounded. Si­mon sud­denly spied a little neigh­bour, the son of a wid­ow, whom he had al­ways seen, as he him­self was to be seen, quite alone with his moth­er.

			“And no more have you,” he said, “no more have you a fath­er.”

			“Yes,” replied the oth­er, “I have one.”

			“Where is he?” re­joined Si­mon.

			“He is dead,” de­clared the brat with su­perb dig­nity, “he is in the cemetery, is my fath­er.”

			A mur­mur of ap­prov­al rose amid the scapegraces, as if the fact of pos­sess­ing a fath­er dead in a cemetery made their com­rade big enough to crush the oth­er one who had no fath­er at all. And these rogues, whose fath­ers were for the most part evil­do­ers, drunk­ards, thieves, and harsh with their wives, hustled each oth­er as they pressed closer and closer to Si­mon as though they, the le­git­im­ate ones, would stifle in their pres­sure one who was bey­ond the law.

			The lad next Si­mon sud­denly put his tongue out at him with a wag­gish air and shouted at him:

			“No fath­er! No fath­er!”

			Si­mon seized him by the hair with both hands and set to work to kick his legs while he bit his cheek fe­ro­ciously. A tre­mend­ous struggle en­sued. The two boys were sep­ar­ated and Si­mon found him­self beaten, torn, bruised, rolled on the ground in the middle of the ring of ap­plaud­ing little vag­a­bonds. As he arose, mech­an­ic­ally brush­ing his little blouse all covered with dust with his hand, someone shouted at him:

			“Go and tell your fath­er.”

			He then felt a great sink­ing in his heart. They were stronger than he, they had beaten him and he had no an­swer to give them, for he knew it was true that he had no fath­er. Full of pride he tried for some mo­ments to struggle against the tears which were suf­foc­at­ing him. He had a chok­ing fit, and then without cries he began to weep with great sobs which shook him in­cess­antly. Then a fe­ro­cious joy broke out among his en­emies, and, just like sav­ages in fear­ful fest­ivals, they took one an­oth­er by the hand and danced in a circle about him as they re­peated in re­frain:

			“No fath­er! No fath­er!”

			But sud­denly Si­mon ceased sob­bing. Frenzy over­took him. There were stones un­der his feet; he picked them up and with all his strength hurled them at his tor­ment­ors. Two or three were struck and ran away yelling, and so for­mid­able did he ap­pear that the rest be­came pan­ic-stricken. Cow­ards, like a jeer­ing crowd in the pres­ence of an ex­as­per­ated man, they broke up and fled. Left alone, the little thing without a fath­er set off run­ning to­ward the fields, for a re­col­lec­tion had been awakened which nerved his soul to a great de­term­in­a­tion. He made up his mind to drown him­self in the river.

			He re­membered, in fact, that eight days ago a poor dev­il who begged for his live­li­hood had thrown him­self in­to the wa­ter be­cause he was des­ti­tute. Si­mon had been there when they fished him out again; and the sight of the fel­low, who had seemed to him so miser­able and ugly, had then im­pressed him—his pale cheeks, his long drenched beard, and his open eyes be­ing full of calm. The bystand­ers had said:

			“He is dead.”

			And someone had ad­ded:

			“He is quite happy now.”

			So Si­mon wished to drown him­self also be­cause he had no fath­er, just as the wretched man did who had no money.

			He reached the wa­ter and watched it flow­ing. Some fishes were rising briskly in the clear stream and oc­ca­sion­ally made little leaps and caught the flies on the sur­face. He stopped cry­ing in or­der to watch them, for their feed­ing in­ter­ested him vastly. But, at in­ter­vals, as in the lulls of a tem­pest, when tre­mend­ous gusts of wind snap off trees and then die away, this thought would re­turn to him with in­tense pain:

			“I am about to drown my­self be­cause I have no fath­er.”

			It was very warm and lovely. The pleas­ant sun­shine warmed the grass; the wa­ter shone like a mir­ror; and Si­mon en­joyed for some minutes the hap­pi­ness of that lan­guor which fol­lows weep­ing, de­sirous even of fall­ing asleep there upon the grass in the warmth of noon.

			A little green frog leaped from un­der his feet. He en­deav­oured to catch it. It es­caped him. He pur­sued it and lost it three times fol­low­ing. At last he caught it by one of its hind legs and began to laugh as he saw the ef­forts the creature made to es­cape. It gathered it­self up on its large legs and then with a vi­ol­ent spring sud­denly stretched them out as stiff as two bars. Its eyes stared wide open in their round, golden circle, and it beat the air with its front limbs, us­ing them as though they were hands. It re­minded him of a toy made with straight slips of wood nailed zig­zag one on the oth­er, which by a sim­il­ar move­ment reg­u­lated the ex­er­cise of the little sol­diers fastened there­on. Then he thought of his home and of his moth­er, and over­come by great sor­row he again began to weep. His limbs trembled; and he placed him­self on his knees and said his pray­ers as be­fore go­ing to bed. But he was un­able to fin­ish them, for such hur­ried and vi­ol­ent sobs over­took him that he was com­pletely over­whelmed. He thought no more, he no longer heeded any­thing around him but was wholly giv­en up to tears.

			Sud­denly a heavy hand was placed upon his shoulder, and a rough voice asked him:

			“What is it that causes you so much grief, my little man?”

			Si­mon turned round. A tall work­man, with a black beard and curly hair, was star­ing at him good-naturedly. He answered with his eyes and throat full of tears:

			“They have beaten me be­cause I—I have no fath­er—no fath­er.”

			“What!” said the man smil­ing, “why, every­body has one.”

			The child answered pain­fully amid his spasms of grief:

			“But I—I—I have none.”

			Then the work­man be­came ser­i­ous. He had re­cog­nized La Blan­chotte’s son, and al­though a re­cent ar­rival to the neigh­bour­hood he had a vague idea of her his­tory.

			“Well,” said he, “con­sole your­self, my boy, and come with me home to your moth­er. You’ll have a fath­er.”

			And so they star­ted on the way, the big one hold­ing the little one by the hand. The man smiled again, for he was not sorry to see this Blan­chotte, who by pop­u­lar re­port was one of the pret­ti­est girls in the coun­tryside, and, per­haps, he said to him­self at the bot­tom of his heart, that a lass who had erred once might very well err again.

			They ar­rived in front of a very neat little white house.

			“There it is,” ex­claimed the child, and he cried: “Mamma.”

			A wo­man ap­peared, and the work­man in­stantly left off smil­ing, for he at once per­ceived that there was no more fool­ing to be done with the tall pale girl, who stood aus­terely at her door as though to de­fend from one man the threshold of that house where she had already been be­trayed by an­oth­er. In­tim­id­ated, his cap in his hand, he stammered out:

			“See, Ma­dame, I have brought you back your little boy, who was lost near the river.”

			But Si­mon flung his arms about his moth­er’s neck and told her, as he again began to cry:

			“No, mamma, I wished to drown my­self, be­cause the oth­ers had beaten me—had beaten me—be­cause I have no fath­er.”

			A pain­ful blush covered the young wo­man’s cheeks, and, hurt to the quick, she em­braced her child pas­sion­ately, while the tears coursed down her face. The man, much moved, stood there, not know­ing how to get away. But Si­mon sud­denly ran up to him and said:

			“Will you be my fath­er?”

			A deep si­lence en­sued. La Blan­chotte, dumb and tor­tured with shame, leaned against the wall, her hands upon her heart. The child, see­ing that no an­swer was made him, replied:

			“If you do not wish it, I shall re­turn to drown my­self.”

			The work­man took the mat­ter as a jest and answered laugh­ing:

			“Why, yes, I wish it, cer­tainly.”

			“What is your name,” went on the child, “so that I may tell the oth­ers when they wish to know your name?”

			“Philip,” answered the man.

			Si­mon was si­lent a mo­ment so that he might get the name well in­to his memory; then he stretched out his arms, quite con­soled, and said:

			“Well, then, Philip, you are my fath­er.”

			The work­man, lift­ing him from the ground, kissed him hast­ily on both cheeks, and then strode away quickly.

			When the child re­turned to school next day he was re­ceived with a spite­ful laugh, and at the end of school, when the lad was about to be­gin again, Si­mon threw these words at his head as he would have done a stone: “My fath­er’s name is Philip.”

			Yells of de­light burst out from all sides.

			“Philip who? Philip what? What on earth is Philip? Where did you pick up your Philip?”

			Si­mon answered noth­ing; and im­mov­able in faith he de­fied them with his eye, ready to be mar­tyred rather than fly be­fore them. The school­mas­ter came to his res­cue and he re­turned home to his moth­er.

			For about three months, the tall work­man, Philip, fre­quently passed by La Blan­chotte’s house, and some­times made bold to speak to her when he saw her sew­ing near the win­dow. She answered him civilly, al­ways sed­ately, nev­er jok­ing with him, nor per­mit­ting him to enter her house. Not­with­stand­ing this, be­ing like all men, a bit of a cox­comb, he ima­gined that she was of­ten ro­si­er than usu­al when she chat­ted with him.

			But a fallen repu­ta­tion is so dif­fi­cult to re­cov­er, and al­ways re­mains so fra­gile that, in spite of the shy re­serve La Blan­chotte main­tained, they already gos­siped in the neigh­bour­hood.

			As for Si­mon, he loved his new fath­er very much, and walked with him nearly every even­ing when the day’s work was done. He went reg­u­larly to school and mixed in a dig­ni­fied way with his schoolfel­lows without ever an­swer­ing them back.

			One day, how­ever, the lad who had first at­tacked him said to him:

			“You have lied. You have no fath­er called Philip.”

			“Why do you say that?” de­man­ded Si­mon, much dis­turbed.

			The youth rubbed his hands. He replied: “Be­cause if you had one he would be your mamma’s hus­band.”

			Si­mon was con­fused by the truth of this reas­on­ing; nev­er­the­less he re­tor­ted:

			“He is my fath­er all the same.”

			“That may well be,” ex­claimed the urchin with a sneer, “but that is not be­ing your fath­er al­to­geth­er.”

			La Blan­chotte’s little one bowed his head and went off dream­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the forge be­long­ing to old Loizon, where Philip worked.

			This forge was en­tombed in trees. It was very dark there, the red glare of a for­mid­able fur­nace alone lit up with great flashes five black­smiths, who hammered upon their an­vils with a ter­rible din. Stand­ing en­vel­oped in flame, they worked like demons, their eyes fixed on the red-hot iron they were pound­ing; and their dull ideas rising and fall­ing with their ham­mers.

			Si­mon entered without be­ing no­ticed and quietly plucked his friend by the sleeve. Philip turned round. All at once the work came to a stand­still and the men looked on very at­tent­ively. Then, in the midst of this un­ac­cus­tomed si­lence, rose Si­mon’s pip­ing voice.

			“Philip, ex­plain to me what La Michaude’s boy has just told me, that you are not al­to­geth­er my fath­er.”

			“And why so?” asked the smith.

			The child replied in all in­no­cence:

			“Be­cause you are not my mamma’s hus­band.”

			No one laughed. Philip re­mained stand­ing, lean­ing his fore­head upon the back of his great hands, which held the handle of his ham­mer up­right upon the an­vil. He mused. His four com­pan­ions watched him, and, like a tiny mite among these gi­ants, Si­mon anxiously waited. Sud­denly, one of the smiths, voicing the sen­ti­ment of all, said to Philip:

			“All the same La Blan­chotte is a good and hon­est girl, stal­wart and steady in spite of her mis­for­tune, and one who would make a worthy wife for an hon­est man.”

			“That is true,” re­marked the three oth­ers.

			The smith con­tin­ued:

			“Is it the girl’s fault if she has fallen? She had been prom­ised mar­riage, and I know more than one who is much re­spec­ted today and has sinned every bit as much.”

			“That is true,” re­spon­ded the three men in chor­us.

			He re­sumed:

			“How hard she has toiled, poor thing, to edu­cate her lad all alone, and how much she has wept since she no longer goes out, save to church, God only knows.”

			“That is also true,” said the oth­ers.

			Then no more was heard save the roar of the bel­lows which fanned the fire of the fur­nace. Philip hast­ily bent down to­wards Si­mon:

			“Go and tell your mamma that I shall come to speak to her.”

			Then he pushed the child out by the shoulders. He re­turned to his work and in uni­son the five ham­mers again fell upon their an­vils. Thus they wrought the iron un­til night­fall, strong, power­ful, happy, like Vul­cans sat­is­fied. But as the great bell of a cathed­ral re­sounds upon feast days, above the jingling of the oth­er bells, so Philip’s ham­mer, dom­in­at­ing the noise of the oth­ers, clanged second after second with a deaf­en­ing up­roar. His eye on the fire, he plied his trade vig­or­ously, erect amid the sparks.

			The sky was full of stars as he knocked at La Blan­chotte’s door. He had his Sunday blouse on, a fresh shirt, and his beard was trimmed. The young wo­man showed her­self upon the threshold and said in a grieved tone:

			“It is not right to come this way when night has fallen, Mr. Philip.”

			He wished to an­swer, but stammered and stood con­fused be­fore her.

			She re­sumed.

			“And you un­der­stand quite well that it will not do that I should be talked about any more.”

			Then he said all at once:

			“What does that mat­ter to me, if you will be my wife!”

			No voice replied to him, but he be­lieved that he heard in the shad­ow of the room the sound of a body fall­ing. He entered very quickly; and Si­mon, who had gone to his bed, dis­tin­guished the sound of a kiss and some words that his moth­er said very softly. Then he sud­denly found him­self lif­ted up by the hands of his friend, who, hold­ing him at the length of his her­culean arms, ex­claimed to him:

			“You will tell your schoolfel­lows that your fath­er is Philip Remy, the black­smith, and that he will pull the ears of all who do you any harm.”

			The next day, when the school was full and les­sons were about to be­gin, little Si­mon stood up quite pale with trem­bling lips:

			“My fath­er,” said he in a clear voice, “is Philip Remy, the black­smith, and he has prom­ised to box the ears of all who do me any harm.”

			This time no one laughed any longer, for he was very well known, was Philip Remy, the black­smith, and he was a fath­er of whom they would all have been proud.

		
	
		
			A Family Affair

			The Neuilly steam-tram had just passed the Porte Mail­lot, and was go­ing along the broad av­en­ue that ter­min­ates at the Seine. The small en­gine that was at­tached to the car whistled, to warn any obstacle to get out of its way, let off steam, panted like a per­son out of breath from run­ning, and its pis­tons made a rap­id noise, like iron legs run­ning. The op­press­ive heat of the end of a sum­mer day lay over the whole city, and from the road, al­though there was not a breath of wind stir­ring, there arose a white, chalky, opaque, suf­foc­at­ing, and warm dust which stuck to the moist skin, filled the eyes, and got in­to the lungs. People were stand­ing in the doors of their houses in search of a little air.

			The win­dows of the steam-tram were down, and the cur­tains fluttered in the wind. There were very few pas­sen­gers in­side, be­cause on such warm days people pre­ferred the top or the plat­forms. The few in­side con­sisted of stout wo­men in strange toi­lettes, shop­keep­ers’ wives from the sub­urbs, who made up for the dis­tin­guished looks which they did not pos­sess by ill-as­sumed dig­nity; of gen­tle­men tired of their of­fice, with yel­low faces, who stooped with one shoulder high­er than the oth­er, in con­sequence of long hours of work bend­ing over the desk. Their un­easy and mel­an­choly faces also spoke of do­mest­ic troubles, of con­stant want of money, of former hopes that had been fi­nally dis­ap­poin­ted. They all be­longed to that army of poor, thread­bare dev­ils who ve­get­ate eco­nom­ic­ally in mean, plastered houses, with a tiny grass bor­der for a garden, in the midst of the dis­trict where rub­bish is de­pos­ited, on the out­skirts of Par­is.

			Near the door a short, fat man, with a puffy face and a big stom­ach, dressed in black and wear­ing a dec­or­a­tion in his but­ton­hole, was talk­ing to a tall, thin man, at­tired in a dirty, white lin­en suit all un­buttoned, and wear­ing a white Panama hat. The former spoke so slowly and hes­it­at­ingly, that oc­ca­sion­ally it al­most seemed as if he stammered; it was Mon­sieur Cara­van, chief clerk in the Ad­mir­alty. The oth­er, who had formerly been sur­geon on board a mer­chant ship, had set up in prac­tice in Courbe­voie, where he ap­plied the vague rem­nants of med­ic­al know­ledge which he had re­tained after an ad­ven­tur­ous life, to heal­ing the wretched pop­u­la­tion of that dis­trict. His name was Chen­et, and he had made the people call him Doc­tor, and strange ru­mours were cur­rent as to his mor­al­ity.

			Mon­sieur Cara­van had al­ways led the nor­mal life of a man in a gov­ern­ment of­fice. Every morn­ing for the last thirty years he had in­vari­ably gone the same way to his of­fice, had met the same men go­ing to busi­ness at the same time and nearly on the same spot, re­turned home every even­ing the same way, and again met the same faces, which he had seen grow­ing old. Every morn­ing, after buy­ing his half­penny pa­per at the corner of the Fau­bourg Saint-Hon­oré, he bought his two rolls, and then rushed to his of­fice, like a cul­prit giv­ing him­self up to justice. He got to his desk as quickly as pos­sible, al­ways feel­ing un­easy, as if ex­pect­ing a re­buke for some neg­lect of duty of which he might have been guilty.

			Noth­ing had ever oc­curred to change the mono­ton­ous or­der of his ex­ist­ence; no event af­fected him ex­cept the work of his of­fice, gra­tu­it­ies, and pro­mo­tion. He nev­er spoke of any­thing but of his du­ties, either at the Ad­mir­alty or at home, for he had mar­ried the por­tion­less daugh­ter of one of his col­leagues. His mind, which was in a state of at­rophy from his de­press­ing daily work, had no oth­er thoughts, hopes, or dreams than such as re­lated to the of­fice, and there was a con­stant source of bit­ter­ness that spoiled every pleas­ure that he might have had, and that was the em­ploy­ment of so many com­mis­sion­ers of the navy, “tin­men,” as they were called, be­cause of their sil­ver-lace, as first-class clerks and heads of de­part­ments. Every even­ing at din­ner he dis­cussed the mat­ter hotly with his wife, who shared his angry feel­ings, and proved to their own sat­is­fac­tion that it was in every way un­just to give jobs in Par­is to men who ought prop­erly to have been em­ployed in the navy.

			He was old now, and had scarcely no­ticed how his life was passing, for school had merely been ex­changed, without any trans­ition, for the of­fice, and the ush­ers at whom he had formerly trembled were re­placed by his chiefs, of whom he was ter­ribly afraid. When he had to go in­to the rooms of these of­fi­cial des­pots, it made him tremble from head to foot, and that con­stant fear had giv­en him a very awk­ward man­ner in their pres­ence, a humble de­mean­our, and a kind of nervous stam­mer­ing.

			He knew noth­ing more about Par­is than a blind man could know, who was led to the same spot by his dog every day. If he read the ac­count of any un­com­mon events, or of scan­dals, in his half­penny pa­per, they ap­peared to him like fant­ast­ic tales, which some press­man had made up out of his own head, in or­der to amuse minor clerks. He did not read the polit­ic­al news, which his pa­per fre­quently altered, as the cause which sub­sid­ized them might re­quire, for he was not fond of in­nov­a­tions, and when he went through the Av­en­ue of the Champs-Élysées every even­ing, he looked at the sur­ging crowd of ped­es­tri­ans, and at the stream of car­riages, like a trav­el­ler who has lost his way in a strange coun­try.

			As he had com­pleted his thirty years of ob­lig­at­ory ser­vice that year, on the first of Janu­ary, he had had the cross of the Le­gion of Hon­our be­stowed upon him, which, in the semi-mil­it­ary pub­lic of­fices, is a re­com­pense for the long and miser­able slavery—the of­fi­cial phrase is, “loy­al ser­vices”—of un­for­tu­nate con­victs who are riv­eted to their desks. That un­ex­pec­ted dig­nity gave him a high and new idea of his own ca­pa­cit­ies, and al­to­geth­er altered him. He im­me­di­ately left off wear­ing light trousers and fancy waist­coats, and wore black trousers and long coats, on which his “rib­bon,” which was very broad, showed off bet­ter. He got shaved every morn­ing, trimmed his nails more care­fully, changed his lin­en every two days, from a le­git­im­ate sense of what was prop­er, and out of re­spect for the na­tion­al Or­der of which he formed a part. In fact, from that day he was an­oth­er Cara­van, scru­pu­lously clean, majest­ic, and con­des­cend­ing.

			At home, he said, “my cross,” at every mo­ment, and he had be­come so proud of it that he could not bear to see oth­er men wear­ing any oth­er rib­bon in their but­ton­holes. He got angry when he saw strange or­ders, which “nobody ought to be al­lowed to wear in France,” and he bore Chen­et a par­tic­u­lar grudge, as he met him on a tram­car every even­ing, wear­ing a dec­or­a­tion of some sort or an­oth­er, white, blue, or­ange, or green.

			The con­ver­sa­tion of the two men, from the Arc de Tri­omphe to Neuilly, was al­ways the same. That day as usu­al, they dis­cussed, first of all, vari­ous loc­al ab­uses, which dis­gus­ted them both, and the may­or of Neuilly re­ceived his full share of the blame. Then, as in­vari­ably hap­pens in the com­pany of a med­ic­al man, Cara­van began to en­large on the sub­ject of ill­ness, as, in that man­ner, he hoped to ob­tain a little gra­tu­it­ous ad­vice, or even a con­sulta­tion if he were care­ful enough not to give him­self away. His moth­er had been caus­ing him no little anxi­ety for some time; she had fre­quent and pro­longed faint­ing fits, and, al­though she was ninety, she would not take care of her­self.

			Cara­van grew quite tender­hearted when he men­tioned her great age, and more than once asked Doc­tor Chen­et, em­phas­iz­ing the word “doc­tor,” wheth­er he had of­ten met any­one as old as that. And he rubbed his hands with pleas­ure; not, per­haps, that he cared very much about see­ing the good wo­man last forever here on earth, but be­cause the long dur­a­tion of his moth­er’s life was, as it were, an earn­est of old age for him­self. Then he con­tin­ued:

			“In my fam­ily, we last long, and I am sure that, un­less I meet with an ac­ci­dent, I shall not die un­til I am very old.”

			The of­ficer of health looked at him with pity, glan­cing for a mo­ment at his neigh­bour’s red face, his short, thick neck, his “cor­por­a­tion,” as Chen­et called it, that hung down between two flac­cid, fat legs, and the apo­plect­ic ro­tund­ity of the old, flabby of­fi­cial. Lift­ing the dirty Panama hat which he wore from his head, he said, with a snig­ger:

			“I am not so sure of that, old fel­low; your moth­er is as tough as nails, and I should say that your life is not a very good one.”

			This rather up­set Cara­van, who did not speak again un­til the tram put them down at their des­tin­a­tion. The two friends got out, and Chen­et asked his friend to have a glass of ver­mouth at the Café du Globe, op­pos­ite, a place which both of them were in the habit of fre­quent­ing. The pro­pri­et­or, who was a friend of theirs, held out two fin­gers to them, which they shook across the bottles on the counter, and then they joined three of their friends, who were play­ing at dom­in­oes, and had been there since mid­day. They ex­changed cor­di­al greet­ings, with the usu­al in­quiry: “Any­thing fresh?” Then the three play­ers con­tin­ued their game, and held out their hands without look­ing up, when the oth­ers wished them “Good night” and went home to din­ner.

			Cara­van lived in a small, two-stor­ied house in Courbe­voie, near the meet­ing of the roads; the ground floor was oc­cu­pied by a hairdress­er. Two bed­rooms, a din­ing room, and a kit­chen where men­ded chairs wandered from room to room, as they were wanted, formed the whole of their apart­ments, and Ma­dame Cara­van spent nearly her whole time in clean­ing them up, while her daugh­ter, Mar­ie-Louise, who was twelve, and her son, Phil­ippe-Au­guste, were run­ning about with all the little, dirty, mis­chiev­ous brats of the neigh­bour­hood, and play­ing in the gut­ters.

			Cara­van had in­stalled his moth­er, whose av­arice was no­tori­ous in the neigh­bour­hood, and who was ter­ribly thin, in the room above them. She was al­ways in a bad tem­per and nev­er passed a day without quar­rel­ling and fly­ing in­to furi­ous tem­pers. She used to apo­stroph­ise the neigh­bours stand­ing at their own doors, the ve­get­able venders, the street-sweep­ers, and the street-boys, in the most vi­ol­ent lan­guage. The lat­ter, to have their re­venge, used to fol­low her at a dis­tance when she went out and call out rude things after her.

			A little ser­vant from Nor­mandy, who was in­cred­ibly giddy and thought­less, per­formed the house­hold work, and slept on the second floor in the same room as the old wo­man, for fear of any­thing hap­pen­ing to her in the night.

			When Cara­van got in, his wife, who suffered from a chron­ic pas­sion for clean­ing, was pol­ish­ing up the ma­hogany chairs, that were scattered about the room, with a piece of flan­nel. She al­ways wore cot­ton gloves and ad­orned her head with a cap, or­na­men­ted with many col­oured rib­bons, which was al­ways tilted on one ear, and whenev­er any­one caught her, pol­ish­ing, sweep­ing, or wash­ing, she used to say:

			“I am not rich; everything is very simple in my house, but clean­li­ness is my lux­ury, and that is worth quite as much as any oth­er.”

			As she was gif­ted with sound, ob­stin­ate, prac­tic­al com­mon sense, she swayed her hus­band in everything. Every even­ing dur­ing din­ner, and af­ter­ward, when they were in bed, they talked over the busi­ness in the of­fice, and, al­though she was twenty years young­er, he con­fided everything to her as if she had had the dir­ec­tion, and fol­lowed her ad­vice in every mat­ter.

			She had nev­er been pretty, and now had grown ugly; in ad­di­tion to that, she was short and thin, while her care­less and taste­less way of dress­ing her­self hid the few, small fem­in­ine at­trib­utes which might have been brought out if she had pos­sessed any skill in dress. Her pet­ti­coats were al­ways awry, and she fre­quently scratched her­self, no mat­ter on what place, totally in­dif­fer­ent as to who might be there, out of a sort of habit which had be­come al­most an un­con­scious move­ment. The only or­na­ments that she al­lowed her­self were silk rib­bons, which she had in great pro­fu­sion, and of vari­ous col­ours mixed to­geth­er, in the pre­ten­tious caps which she wore at home.

			As soon as she saw her hus­band she got up, and said, as she kissed him:

			“Did you re­mem­ber Pot­in, my dear?”

			He fell in­to a chair, in con­sterna­tion, for that was the fourth time he had for­got­ten a com­mis­sion that he had prom­ised to do for her.

			“It is a fatal­ity,” he said; “in spite of my think­ing of it all day long, I am sure to for­get it in the even­ing.”

			But as he seemed really so very sorry, she merely said, quietly:

			“You will think of it to­mor­row, I daresay. Any­thing fresh at the of­fice?”

			“Yes, a great piece of news: an­oth­er tin­man has been ap­poin­ted seni­or chief clerk.” She be­came angry.

			“To what de­part­ment?”

			“The de­part­ment of For­eign Sup­plies.”

			“So he suc­ceeds Ra­mon. That was the very post that I wanted you to have. And what about Ra­mon?”

			“He re­tires on his pen­sion.”

			She grew furi­ous, her cap slid down on her shoulder, and she con­tin­ued:

			“There is noth­ing more to be done in that hole now. And what is the name of the new com­mis­sion­er?”

			“Bonas­sot.”

			She took up the Nav­al Year Book, which she al­ways kept close at hand, and looked him up:

			
				“ ‘Bonas­sot—Toulon. Born in 1851. Stu­dent-Com­mis­sion­er in 1871. Sub-Com­mis­sion­er in 1875.’

			

			Has he been to sea?” she con­tin­ued, and at that ques­tion Cara­van’s looks cleared up, and he laughed un­til his sides shook.

			“Just like Bal­in—just like Bal­in, his chief.” Then he ad­ded an old of­fice joke, and laughed more than ever:

			“It would not even do to send them by wa­ter to in­spect the Point-du-Four, for they would be sick on the Seine steam­boats.”

			But she re­mained as ser­i­ous as if she had not heard him, and then she said in a low voice, while she scratched her chin:

			“If only we had a deputy to fall back upon. When the Cham­ber hears all that is go­ing on at the Ad­mir­alty, the min­is­ter will be turned out—”

			She was in­ter­rup­ted by a ter­rible noise on the stairs. Mar­ie-Louise and Phil­ippe-Au­guste, who had just come in from the gut­ter, were giv­ing each oth­er slaps all the way up­stairs. Their moth­er rushed at them furi­ously, and tak­ing each of them by an arm, she dragged them in­to the room, shak­ing them vig­or­ously. But as soon as they saw their fath­er, they rushed up to him. He kissed them af­fec­tion­ately, and tak­ing one of them on each knee, he began to talk to them.

			Phil­ippe-Au­guste was an ugly, ill-kempt little brat, dirty from head to foot, with the face of an idi­ot, and Mar­ie-Louise was already like her moth­er—spoke like her, re­peated her words, and even im­it­ated her move­ments. She also asked him wheth­er there was any­thing fresh at the of­fice, and he replied mer­rily:

			“Your friend, Ra­mon, who comes and dines here every Sunday, is go­ing to leave us, little one. There is a new seni­or head-clerk.”

			She looked at her fath­er, and with a pre­co­cious child’s pity, she said:

			“So some­body has been put over your head again!”

			He stopped laugh­ing and did not reply. Then, in or­der to cre­ate a di­ver­sion, he said, ad­dress­ing his wife, who was clean­ing the win­dows:

			“How is mamma, up there?”

			Ma­dame Cara­van left off rub­bing, turned round, pulled her cap up, as it had fallen quite on to her back, and said, with trem­bling lips:

			“Ah! yes; let us talk about your moth­er. She has cre­ated a pretty scene. Just think that a short time ago Ma­dame Le­baud­in, the hairdress­er’s wife, came up­stairs to bor­row a pack­et of starch from me, and, as I was not at home, your moth­er called her a beg­gar wo­man, and turned her out; but I gave it to the old wo­man. She pre­ten­ded not to hear, as she al­ways does when one tells her un­pleas­ant truths, but she is no more deaf than I am, as you know. It is all a sham, and the proof of it is, that she went up to her own room im­me­di­ately without say­ing a word.”

			Cara­van, taken aback, did not ut­ter a word, and at that mo­ment the little ser­vant came in to an­nounce din­ner. In or­der to let his moth­er know, he took a broom-handle, which al­ways stood hid­den in a corner, and rapped loudly on the ceil­ing three times, and then they went in­to the din­ing room. Ma­dame Cara­van, ju­ni­or, helped the soup, and waited for the old wo­man. But she did not come, and the soup was get­ting cold, so they began to eat slowly, and when their plates were empty, they waited again. Then Ma­dame Cara­van, who was furi­ous, at­tacked her hus­band:

			“She does it on pur­pose, you know that as well as I do. But you al­ways up­hold her.”

			In great per­plex­ity between the two, he sent up Mar­ie-Louise to fetch her grand­moth­er, and sat mo­tion­less, with his eyes down, while his wife tapped her glass an­grily with her knife. In about a minute the door flew open sud­denly, and the child came in again, out of breath, and very pale, and said quickly:

			“Grandmamma has fallen down on the ground.”

			Cara­van jumped up, threw his table-nap­kin down, and rushed up­stairs, while his wife, who thought it was some trick of her moth­er-in-law, fol­lowed more slowly, shrug­ging her shoulders, as if to ex­press her doubt. When they got up­stairs, how­ever, they found the old wo­man ly­ing at full length in the middle of the room, and when they turned her over they saw that she was in­sens­ible and mo­tion­less. Her skin looked more wrinkled and yel­low than usu­al, her eyes were closed, her teeth clenched, and her thin body was stiff.

			Cara­van kneeled down by her and began to moan:

			“My poor moth­er! my poor moth­er!” he said. But the oth­er Ma­dame Cara­van said:

			“Bah! She has only fain­ted again, that is all, and she has done it to pre­vent us from din­ing com­fort­ably, you may be sure of that.”

			They put her on the bed, un­dressed her com­pletely, and Cara­van, his wife, and the ser­vant began to rub her, but, in spite of their ef­forts, she did not re­cov­er con­scious­ness, so they sent Ros­a­lie, the ser­vant, to fetch “Doc­tor” Chen­et. He lived a long way off, on the quay go­ing to­ward Suresnes, and so it was a con­sid­er­able time be­fore he ar­rived. He came at last, how­ever, and, after hav­ing looked at the old wo­man, felt her pulse, and aus­cultated her, he said:

			“It is all over.”

			Cara­van threw him­self on the body, sob­bing vi­ol­ently. He kissed his moth­er’s ri­gid face, and wept so that great tears fell on the dead wo­man’s face, like drops of wa­ter. Nat­ur­ally, Ma­dame Cara­van, ju­ni­or, showed a dec­or­ous amount of grief, uttered feeble moans as she stood be­hind her hus­band, and she rubbed her eyes vig­or­ously.

			But, sud­denly, Cara­van raised him­self up, with his thin hair in dis­order, and, look­ing very ugly in his grief, said:

			“But, are you sure, doc­tor? Are you quite sure?”

			The med­ic­al man stooped over the body, and, hand­ling it with pro­fes­sion­al dex­ter­ity, as a shop­keep­er might do, when show­ing off his goods, he said: “See, my dear friend, look at her eye.”

			He raised the eye­lid and the old wo­man’s look re­appeared un­der his fin­ger, al­to­geth­er un­altered, un­less, per­haps, the pu­pil was rather lar­ger, and Cara­van felt a severe shock at the sight. Then Mon­sieur Chen­et took her thin arm, forced the fin­gers open, and said, an­grily, as if he had been con­tra­dicted:

			“Just look at her hand; I nev­er make a mis­take, you may be quite sure of that.”

			Cara­van fell on the bed, and al­most bel­lowed, while his wife, still whim­per­ing, did what was ne­ces­sary.

			She brought the night-table, on which she spread a table-nap­kin. Then she placed four wax candles on it, which she lighted; then took a sprig of box, which was hanging over the chim­ney glass, and put it between the candles, in­to the plate, which she filled with clean wa­ter, as she had no holy wa­ter. After a mo­ment’s rap­id re­flec­tion, she threw a pinch of salt in­to the wa­ter, no doubt think­ing she was per­form­ing some sort of act of con­sec­ra­tion by do­ing that. When she had fin­ished the set­ting which is sup­posed to be ap­pro­pri­ate to Death, she re­mained stand­ing mo­tion­less, and the med­ic­al man, who had been help­ing her, whispered to her:

			“We must take Cara­van away.”

			She nod­ded as­sent, and, go­ing up to her hus­band, who was still on his knees, sob­bing, she raised him up by one arm, while Chen­et took him by the oth­er.

			They put him in­to a chair, and his wife kissed his fore­head and then began to lec­ture him. Chen­et en­forced her words, and preached firm­ness, cour­age, and resig­na­tion—the very things which are al­ways want­ing in such over­whelm­ing mis­for­tune—and then both of them took him by the arms again and led him out.

			He was cry­ing like a big child, with con­vuls­ive sobs; his arms were hanging down and his legs seemed use­less; he went down­stairs without know­ing what he was do­ing, and moved his legs mech­an­ic­ally. They put him in­to the chair which he al­ways oc­cu­pied at din­ner, in front of his empty soup-plate. And there he sat, without mov­ing, with his eyes fixed on his glass, so stu­pefied with grief that he could not even think.

			In a corner, Ma­dame Cara­van was talk­ing with the doc­tor, and ask­ing what the ne­ces­sary form­al­it­ies were, as she wanted to ob­tain prac­tic­al in­form­a­tion. At last, Mon­sieur Chen­et, who ap­peared to be wait­ing for some­thing, took up his hat and pre­pared to go, say­ing that he had not dined yet; whereupon she ex­claimed:

			“What! You have not dined? But stop here, doc­tor; don’t go. You shall have whatever we can give you, for, of course, you will un­der­stand that we won’t eat much.” How­ever, he made ex­cuses and re­fused, but she per­sisted, and said:

			“You really must stop; at times like this people like to have friends near them, and, be­sides that, per­haps you will be able to per­suade my hus­band to take some nour­ish­ment; he must keep up his strength.”

			The doc­tor bowed, and, put­ting down his hat, said:

			“In that case, I will ac­cept your in­vit­a­tion, Ma­dame.”

			She gave Ros­a­lie, who seemed to have lost her head, some or­ders, and then sat down, “to pre­tend to eat,” as she said, “to keep the ‘doc­tor’ com­pany.”

			The soup was brought in again, and Mon­sieur Chen­et took two help­ings. Then there came a dish of tripe, which ex­haled a smell of onions, and which Ma­dame Cara­van made up her mind to taste.

			“It is ex­cel­lent,” the doc­tor said, at which she smiled, and, turn­ing to her hus­band, she said:

			“Do take a little, my poor Al­fred, only just to get some­thing in­to your stom­ach. Re­mem­ber that you have got to pass the night watch­ing by her!”

			He held out his plate, do­cilely, just as he would have gone to bed if he had been told to, obey­ing her in everything without res­ist­ance and without re­flec­tion, and, there­fore, he ate. The doc­tor helped him­self three times, while Ma­dame Cara­van, from time to time, fished out a large piece on the end of her fork, and swal­lowed it with a sort of stud­ied in­at­ten­tion.

			When a salad bowl full of ma­car­oni was brought in, the doc­tor said:

			“By Jove! That is what I am very fond of.” And this time Ma­dame Cara­van helped every­body. She even filled the chil­dren’s sau­cers, which they had scraped clean, and who, be­ing left to them­selves, had been drink­ing wine without any wa­ter, and were now kick­ing each oth­er un­der the table.

			Chen­et re­membered that Rossini, the com­poser, had been very fond of that Itali­an dish, and sud­denly he ex­claimed:

			“Why! that rhymes, and one could be­gin some lines like this:

			
				
					‘The Maes­tro Rossini
					

					Was fond of ma­car­oni.’
				

			

			Nobody listened to him, how­ever. Ma­dame Cara­van, who had sud­denly grown thought­ful, was think­ing of all the prob­able con­sequences of the event, while her hus­band made bread pel­lets, which he put on the table­cloth, and looked at with a fixed, idi­ot­ic stare. As he was de­voured by thirst, he was con­tinu­ally rais­ing his glass to his lips, and the con­sequence was that his senses, already rather up­set by the shock and grief, seemed to dance about vaguely in his head, which was heavy from the la­bor­i­ous pro­cess of di­ges­tion which had be­gun.

			Mean­while, the doc­tor, who had been drink­ing away stead­ily, was get­ting vis­ibly drunk, and Ma­dame Cara­van her­self felt the re­ac­tion which fol­lows all nervous shocks. She was agit­ated and ex­cited, and al­though she had been drink­ing noth­ing but wa­ter, she felt her head rather con­fused.

			By and by, Chen­et began to re­late stor­ies of deaths, that ap­peared funny to him. In the sub­urbs of Par­is, which are full of people from the provinces, one meets with the in­dif­fer­ence to­ward death, even of a fath­er or a moth­er, which all peas­ants show; a want of re­spect, an un­con­scious cal­lous­ness which is com­mon in the coun­try, and rare in Par­is. Said he:

			“Why, I was sent for last week to the Rue du Puteaux, and when I went, I found the sick per­son (and there was the whole fam­ily calmly sit­ting near the bed) fin­ish­ing a bottle of li­queur of an­i­seed, which had been bought the night be­fore to sat­is­fy the dy­ing man’s fancy.”

			But Ma­dame Cara­van was not listen­ing; she was con­tinu­ally think­ing of the in­her­it­ance, and Cara­van was in­cap­able of un­der­stand­ing any­thing.

			Soon Ros­a­lie served cof­fee, which had been made very strong, to keep up their cour­age, and as every cup was well dosed with cognac, it made all their faces red, and con­fused their ideas still more. To make mat­ters still worse, Chen­et sud­denly seized the brandy bottle and poured out “a drop just to wash their mouths out with,” as he termed it, for each of them. Then, without speak­ing any more, over­come, in spite of them­selves, by that feel­ing of an­im­al com­fort which al­co­hol af­fords after din­ner, they slowly sipped the sweet cognac, which formed a yel­low­ish syr­up at the bot­tom of their cups.

			The chil­dren had gone to sleep, and Ros­a­lie car­ried them off to bed. Then, Cara­van, mech­an­ic­ally obey­ing that wish to for­get one­self which pos­sesses all un­happy per­sons, helped him­self to brandy again sev­er­al times, and his dull eyes grew bright. At last the doc­tor rose to go, and seiz­ing his friend’s arm, he said:

			“Come with me; a little fresh air will do you good. When you are in trouble, you must not stick to one spot.”

			The oth­er obeyed mech­an­ic­ally, put on his hat, took his stick, and went out, and both of them went arm-in-arm to­ward the Seine, in the star­light night.

			The air was warm and sweet, for all the gar­dens in the neigh­bour­hood are full of flowers at that sea­son of the year, and their scent, which is scarcely per­cept­ible dur­ing the day, seems to awaken at the ap­proach of night, and mingles with the light breezes which blow upon them in the dark­ness.

			The broad av­en­ue, with its two rows of gaslamps, which ex­tend as far as the Arc de Tri­omphe, was deser­ted and si­lent, but there was the dis­tant roar of Par­is, which seemed to have a red­dish va­pour hanging over it. It was a kind of con­tinu­al rum­bling, which was at times answered by the whistle of a train at full speed, in the dis­tance, trav­el­ling to the ocean through the provinces.

			The fresh air on the faces of the two men rather over­came them at first, made the doc­tor lose his equi­lib­ri­um a little, and in­creased Cara­van’s gid­di­ness, from which he had suffered since din­ner. He walked as if he were in a dream; his thoughts were para­lysed; al­though he felt no great grief, for he was in a state of men­tal tor­por that pre­ven­ted him from suf­fer­ing, and he even felt a sense of re­lief which was in­creased by the warm scent of the night.

			When they reached the bridge, they turned to the right and faced the fresh breeze from the river, which rolled along, calm and mel­an­choly, bordered by tall pop­lar-trees. The stars looked as if they were float­ing on the wa­ter and were mov­ing with the cur­rent. A slight, white mist that floated over the op­pos­ite banks filled their lungs with a sen­sa­tion of cold, and Cara­van stopped sud­denly, for he was struck by that smell from the wa­ter, which brought back old memor­ies to his mind. For sud­denly, in his mind, he saw his moth­er again, in Pi­cardy, as he had seen her years be­fore, kneel­ing in front of their door and wash­ing the heaps of lin­en, by her side, in the little stream that ran through their garden. He al­most fan­cied that he could hear the sound of the wooden beetle with which she beat the lin­en, in the calm si­lence of the coun­try, and her voice, as she called out to him: “Al­fred, bring me some soap.” And he smelled the odour of the trick­ling wa­ter, of the mist rising from the wet ground, of the heap of wet lin­en which he should nev­er for­get, the less that it came back to him on the very even­ing on which his moth­er died.

			He stopped, para­lysed by a sud­den feel­ing of an­guish. It was like a beam of light il­lu­min­at­ing all at once the whole ex­tent of his mis­for­tune, and this meet­ing with vag­rant thoughts plunged him in­to a black abyss of ir­re­medi­able des­pair. He felt heart­broken at that etern­al sep­ar­a­tion. His life seemed cut in half, all his youth gone, swal­lowed up by that death. All the former life was over and done with, all the re­col­lec­tions of his youth­ful days would van­ish; for the fu­ture, there would be nobody to talk to him of what had happened in days gone by, of the people he had known of old, of his own part of the coun­try, and of his past life; that was a part of his ex­ist­ence which was gone forever, and the oth­er might as well end now.

			Then the pro­ces­sion of memor­ies came. He saw his moth­er as she was when young­er, wear­ing well-worn dresses, which he re­membered for such a long time that they seemed in­sep­ar­able from her. He re­col­lec­ted her in vari­ous for­got­ten cir­cum­stances, her sup­pressed ap­pear­ance, the dif­fer­ent tones of her voice, her habits, her mani­as, her fits of an­ger, the wrinkles on her face, the move­ments of her thin fin­gers, and all her well-known at­ti­tudes, which she would nev­er have again, and clutch­ing hold of the doc­tor, he began to moan and weep. His flabby legs began to tremble, his whole stout body was shaken by his sobs, all he could say was:

			“My moth­er, my poor moth­er, my poor moth­er!”

			But his com­pan­ion, who was still drunk, and who in­ten­ded to fin­ish the even­ing in cer­tain places of bad re­pute that he fre­quen­ted secretly, made him sit down on the grass by the river­side, and left him al­most im­me­di­ately, un­der the pre­text that he had to see a pa­tient.

			Cara­van went on cry­ing for a long time, and then, when he had got to the end of his tears—when his grief had, so to speak, run out of him—he again felt re­lief, re­pose, and sud­den tran­quil­lity.

			The moon had ris­en and bathed the ho­ri­zon in its soft light. The tall pop­lar-trees had a sil­very sheen on them, and the mist on the plain looked like float­ing snow. The river, in which the stars were no longer re­flec­ted, and which looked as if it were covered with moth­er-of-pearl, flowed on, rippled by the wind. The air was soft and sweet, and Cara­van in­haled it al­most greed­ily, think­ing that he could per­ceive a feel­ing of fresh­ness, of calm and of su­per­hu­man con­sol­a­tion per­vad­ing him.

			He really tried to res­ist that feel­ing of com­fort and re­lief, and kept on say­ing to him­self: “My moth­er, my poor moth­er!” He tried to make him­self cry, from a kind of con­scien­tious feel­ing, but he could not suc­ceed in do­ing so any longer, and the sad thoughts which had made him sob so bit­terly a short time be­fore had al­most passed away. In a few mo­ments he rose to go home, and re­turned slowly, un­der the in­flu­ence of that se­rene night, with a heart soothed in spite of him­self.

			When he reached the bridge, he saw the last tram­car, ready to start, and the lights through the win­dows of the Café du Globe, and felt a long­ing to tell some­body of the cata­strophe that had happened, to ex­cite pity, to make him­self in­ter­est­ing. He put on a woe­ful face, pushed open the door, and went up to the counter, where the land­lord al­ways stood. He had coun­ted on cre­at­ing an ef­fect, and had hoped that every­body would get up and come to him with out­stretched hands, and say: “Why, what is the mat­ter with you?” But nobody no­ticed his dis­con­sol­ate face, so he res­ted his two el­bows on the counter, and, bury­ing his face in his hands, he mur­mured: “Good heav­ens! Good heav­ens!”

			The land­lord looked at him and said: “Are you ill, Mon­sieur Cara­van?”

			“No, my friend,” he replied, “but my moth­er has just died.”

			“Ah!” the oth­er ex­claimed, and as a cus­tom­er at the oth­er end of the es­tab­lish­ment asked for a glass of beer, he replied: “All right, I’m com­ing,” and he went to at­tend to him, leav­ing Cara­van al­most stu­pefied at his want of sym­pathy.

			The three dom­ino play­ers were sit­ting at the same table which they had oc­cu­pied be­fore din­ner, totally ab­sorbed in their game, and Cara­van went up to them, in search of pity, but as none of them ap­peared to no­tice him, he made up his mind to speak.

			“A great mis­for­tune has happened to me since I was here,” he said.

			All three raised their heads slightly at the same in­stant, but kept their eyes fixed on the pieces which they held in their hands.

			“What do you say?”

			“My moth­er has just died.”

			Whereupon one of them said: “Oh! By Jove!” with that false air of sor­row which in­dif­fer­ent people as­sume. An­oth­er, who could not find any­thing to say, emit­ted a sort of sym­path­et­ic whistle, shak­ing his head at the same time, and the third turned to the game again, as if he were say­ing to him­self: “Is that all!”

			Cara­van had ex­pec­ted some of those ex­pres­sions that are said to “come from the heart,” and when he saw how his news was re­ceived he left the table, in­dig­nant at their calmness be­fore a friend’s sor­row, al­though at that mo­ment he was so dazed with grief that he hardly felt it, and went home.

			His wife was wait­ing for him in her night­gown, sit­ting in a low chair by the open win­dow, still think­ing of the in­her­it­ance.

			“Un­dress your­self,” she said; “we will talk when we are in bed.”

			He raised his head, and look­ing at the ceil­ing, he said:

			“But there is nobody up there.”

			“I beg your par­don, Ros­a­lie is with her, and you can go and take her place at three o’clock in the morn­ing, when you have had some sleep.”

			He only par­tially un­dressed, how­ever, so as to be ready for any­thing that might hap­pen, and after ty­ing a silk handker­chief round his head, he joined his wife, who had just got in between the sheets. For some time they re­mained side by side, and neither of them spoke. She was think­ing.

			Even in bed, her night­cap was ad­orned with a pink bow, and was pushed rather over one ear, as was the way with all the caps that she wore. Presently, she turned to­ward him and said:

			“Do you know wheth­er your moth­er made a will?”

			He hes­it­ated for a mo­ment, and then replied:

			“I—I do not think so. No, I am sure that she did not.”

			His wife looked at him, and she said, in a low, furi­ous voice:

			“I call that in­fam­ous; here we have been wear­ing ourselves out for ten years in look­ing after her, and have boarded and lodged her! Your sis­ter would not have done so much for her, nor I either, if I had known how I was to be re­war­ded! Yes, it is a dis­grace to her memory! I daresay that you will tell me that she paid us, but one can­not pay one’s chil­dren in ready money for what they do; that ob­lig­a­tion is re­cog­nized after death; at any rate, that is how hon­our­able people act. So I have had all my worry and trouble for noth­ing! Oh, that is nice! that is very nice!”

			Poor Cara­van, who felt nearly dis­trac­ted, kept on say­ing:

			“My dear, my dear, please, please be quiet.”

			She grew calmer by de­grees, and, re­sum­ing her usu­al voice and man­ner, she con­tin­ued:

			“We must let your sis­ter know to­mor­row.”

			He star­ted, and said:

			“Of course we must; I had for­got­ten all about it; I will send her a tele­gram the first thing in the morn­ing.”

			“No,” she replied, like a wo­man who has fore­seen everything; “no, do not send it be­fore ten or el­ev­en o’clock, so that we may have time to turn round be­fore she comes. It does not take more than two hours to get here from Char­enton, and we can say that you lost your head from grief. If we let her know in the course of the day, that will be soon enough, and will give us time to look round.”

			But Cara­van put his hand to his fore­head, and in the same tim­id voice in which he al­ways spoke of his chief, the very thought of whom made him tremble, he said:

			“I must let them know at the of­fice.”

			“Why?” she replied. “On such oc­ca­sions like this, it is al­ways ex­cus­able to for­get. Take my ad­vice, and don’t let him know; your chief will not be able to say any­thing to you, and you will put him in­to a nice fix.”

			“Oh! yes, I shall, in­deed, and he will be in a ter­rible rage, too, when he no­tices my ab­sence. Yes, you are right; it is a cap­it­al idea, and when I tell him that my moth­er is dead, he will be ob­liged to hold his tongue.”

			And he rubbed his hands in de­light at the joke, when he thought of his chief’s face; while the body of the dead old wo­man lay up­stairs, be­side the sleep­ing ser­vant.

			But Ma­dame Cara­van grew thought­ful, as if she were pre­oc­cu­pied by some­thing which she did not care to men­tion. But at last she said:

			“Your moth­er had giv­en you her clock, had she not; the girl play­ing at cup and ball?”

			He thought for a mo­ment, and then replied:

			“Yes, yes; she said to me a long time ago, when she first came here: ‘I shall leave the clock to you, if you look after me well.’ ”

			Ma­dame Cara­van was re­as­sured, and re­gained her serenity, and said:

			“Well, then, you must go and fetch it out of her room, for if we get your sis­ter here, she will pre­vent us from hav­ing it.”

			He hes­it­ated: “Do you think so?” That made her angry.

			“I cer­tainly think so; as soon as it is in our pos­ses­sion, she will know noth­ing at all about where it came from; it be­longs to us. It is just the same with the chest of draw­ers with the marble top that is in her room; she gave it to me one day when she was in a good tem­per. We will bring it down at the same time.”

			Cara­van, how­ever, seemed in­cred­u­lous, and said:

			“But, my dear, it is a great re­spons­ib­il­ity!”

			She turned on him furi­ously.

			“Oh! In­deed! Will you nev­er al­ter? You would let your chil­dren die of hun­ger, rather than make a move. Does not that chest of draw­ers be­long to us, since she gave it to me? And if your sis­ter is not sat­is­fied, let her tell me so, me! I don’t care a straw for your sis­ter. Come, get up, and we will bring down what your moth­er gave us, im­me­di­ately.”

			Trem­bling and van­quished, he got out of bed, and began to put on his trousers, but she stopped him:

			“It is not worth while to dress your­self; your un­der­clothes are quite enough; I mean to go as I am.”

			They both left the room in their nightclothes, went up­stairs quite noise­lessly, opened the door, and went in­to the room where the four lighted tapers and the plate with the sprig of box alone seemed to be watch­ing the old wo­man in her ri­gid re­pose; for Ros­a­lie, who was ly­ing back in the easy-chair with her legs stretched out, her hands fol­ded in her lap, and her head on one side, was also quite mo­tion­less, and snor­ing with her mouth wide open.

			Cara­van took the clock, which was one of those grot­esque ob­jects that were pro­duced so plen­ti­fully un­der the Em­pire. A girl in gilt bronze was hold­ing a cup and ball, and the ball formed the pen­du­lum.

			“Give that to me,” his wife said, “and take the marble top off the chest of draw­ers.”

			He put the marble on his shoulder with a con­sid­er­able ef­fort, and they left the room. Cara­van had to stoop in the door­way, and trembled as he went down­stairs, while his wife walked back­ward, so as to light him, hold­ing the can­dle­stick in one hand and the clock un­der her oth­er arm.

			When they were in their own room, she heaved a sigh.

			“We have got over the worst part of the job,” she said; “so now let us go and fetch the oth­er things.”

			But the draw­ers were full of the old wo­man’s wear­ing ap­par­el which they must man­age to hide some­where, and Ma­dame Cara­van soon thought of a plan.

			“Go and get that wooden box in the pas­sage; it is hardly worth any­thing and we may just as well put it here.”

			And when he had brought it up­stairs, the change began. One by one, she took out all the col­lars, cuffs, chemises, caps, all the well-worn things that had be­longed to the poor wo­man ly­ing there be­hind them, and ar­ranged them meth­od­ic­ally in the wooden box, in such a man­ner as to de­ceive Ma­dame Braux, the de­ceased wo­man’s oth­er child, who would be com­ing the next day.

			When they had fin­ished, they first of all car­ried the draw­ers down­stairs, and the re­main­ing por­tion af­ter­ward, each of them hold­ing an end. It was some time be­fore they could make up their minds where it would stand best; but at last they settled upon their own room, op­pos­ite the bed, between the two win­dows. As soon as it was in its place, Ma­dame Cara­van filled it with her own things. The clock was placed on the chim­neypiece in the din­ing room. They looked to see what the ef­fect was, and were both de­lighted with it, agree­ing that noth­ing could be bet­ter. Then they got in­to bed, she blew out the candle, and soon every­body in the house was asleep.

			It was broad day­light when Cara­van opened his eyes again. His mind was rather con­fused when he woke up, and he did not clearly re­mem­ber what had happened for a few minutes; when he did, he felt it pain­fully, and jumped out of bed, al­most ready to cry again.

			He very soon went to the room over­head, where Ros­a­lie was still sleep­ing in the same po­s­i­tion as the night be­fore, for she did not wake up once dur­ing the whole time. He sent her to do her work, put fresh tapers in the place of those that had burned out, and then he looked at his moth­er, re­volving in his mind those ap­par­ently pro­found thoughts, those re­li­gious and philo­soph­ic­al com­mon­places, which trouble people of me­diocre minds in the face of death.

			But he went down­stairs as soon as his wife called him. She had writ­ten out a list of what had to be done dur­ing the morn­ing, which rather frightened him when he saw it.

			
				
						
						Lodge a de­clar­a­tion of death at the Town Hall.

					

						
						See the cor­on­er.

					

						
						Or­der the coffin.

					

						
						Give no­tice to the church.

					

						
						Go to the un­der­taker.

					

						
						Or­der the no­tices of her death at the print­er’s.

					

						
						Go to the law­yer.

					

						
						Tele­graph the news to all the fam­ily.

					

				

			

			Be­sides all this, there were a num­ber of small com­mis­sions; so he took his hat and went out. As the news had got abroad, Ma­dame Cara­van’s fe­male friends and neigh­bours soon began to come in, and begged to be al­lowed to see the body. There had been a scene at the hairdress­er’s, on the ground floor, about the mat­ter, between hus­band and wife, while he was shav­ing a cus­tom­er. While busily knit­ting the wo­man had said: “Well, there is one less, and one as great a miser as one ever meets with. I cer­tainly was not very fond of her; but, nev­er­the­less, I must go and have a look at her.”

			The hus­band, while lath­er­ing his cus­tom­er’s chin, said:

			“That is an­oth­er queer fancy! Nobody but a wo­man would think of such a thing. It is not enough for them to worry you dur­ing life, but they can­not even leave you in peace when you are dead.”

			But his wife, not put out in the least, replied: “I can’t help it; I must go. It has been on me since the morn­ing. If I were not to see her, I should think about it all my life, but when I have had a good look at her, I shall be sat­is­fied.”

			The knight of the razor shrugged his shoulders, and re­marked in a low voice to the gen­tle­man whose cheek he was scrap­ing:

			“Now, what sort of ideas do you think these con­foun­ded fe­males have? I should not amuse my­self by in­spect­ing a corpse!”

			But his wife heard him, and replied very quietly:

			“But I do, I do.” And then, put­ting her knit­ting down on the counter, she went up­stairs, to the first floor, where she met two oth­er neigh­bours. These had just come, and were dis­cuss­ing the event with Ma­dame Cara­van, who was giv­ing them the de­tails. Then the four went to­geth­er to the mor­tu­ary cham­ber. The wo­men went in softly, and, one after the oth­er, sprinkled the bed­clothes with the salted wa­ter, kneeled down, made the sign of the cross while they mumbled a pray­er, then got up, and, open-mouthed, re­garded the corpse for a long time, while the daugh­ter-in-law of the dead wo­man, with her handker­chief to her face, pre­ten­ded to be sob­bing piteously.

			When she turned to walk away, whom should she per­ceive stand­ing close to the door but Mar­ie-Louise and Phil­ippe-Au­guste, who were curi­ously tak­ing stock of things. Then, for­get­ting to con­trol her tem­per, she threw her­self upon them with up lif­ted hand, cry­ing out in a furi­ous voice: “Will you get out of this, you brats.”

			Ten minutes later, go­ing up­stairs again with an­oth­er con­tin­gent of neigh­bours, she prayed, wept pro­fusely, per­formed all her du­ties, and again caught the chil­dren fol­low­ing her up­stairs. She boxed their ears soundly, but the next time she paid no heed to them, and at each fresh in­flux of vis­it­ors the two urchins fol­lowed in the wake, crowded them­selves up in a corner, slav­ishly im­it­at­ing everything they saw their moth­er do.

			When af­ter­noon came round the crowds of curi­ous people began to di­min­ish, and soon there were no more vis­it­ors. Ma­dame Cara­van, re­turn­ing to her own apart­ments, began to make the ne­ces­sary pre­par­a­tions for the fu­ner­al ce­re­mony, and the de­ceased was left by her­self.

			The win­dow of the room was open. A tor­rid heat entered along with clouds of dust; the flames of the four candles were flick­er­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the corpse, and upon the cloth which covered the face, the closed eyes, the two hands stretched out, small flies alighted, came, went, and buzzed up and down in­cess­antly, be­ing the only com­pan­ions of the old wo­man dur­ing the next hour.

			Mar­ie-Louise and Phil­ippe-Au­guste, how­ever, had now left the house, and were run­ning up and down the street. They were soon sur­roun­ded by their play­mates, and by little girls, es­pe­cially, who were older, and who were in­ter­ested in the mys­ter­ies of life, and asked ques­tions in the man­ner of per­sons of great im­port­ance.

			“Then your grand­moth­er is dead?”

			“Yes, she died yes­ter­day even­ing.”

			“What does a dead per­son look like?”

			Then Mar­ie began to ex­plain, telling all about the candles, the sprig of box and the ca­da­ver­ous face. It was not long be­fore great curi­os­ity was aroused in the breasts of all the chil­dren, and they asked to be al­lowed to go up­stairs to look at the de­par­ted.

			Then Mar­ie-Louise ar­ranged a party for the first vis­it, con­sist­ing of five girls and two boys—the biggest and the most cour­ageous. She made them take off their shoes so that they might not be dis­covered. The troop filed in­to the house and moun­ted the stairs as stealth­ily as an army of mice.

			Once in the cham­ber, the little girl, im­it­at­ing her moth­er, reg­u­lated the ce­re­mony. She sol­emnly walked in ad­vance of her com­rades, went down on her knees, made the sign of the cross, moistened the lips of the corpse with a few drops of wa­ter, stood up again, sprinkled the bed, and while the chil­dren all crowded to­geth­er were ap­proach­ing—frightened and curi­ous, and eager to look at the face and hands of the de­ceased—she began sud­denly to sim­u­late sob­bing, and to bury her eyes in her little handker­chief. Then, in­stantly con­soled on think­ing of the oth­er chil­dren down­stairs wait­ing at the door, she with­drew in haste, re­turn­ing in a minute with an­oth­er group, and then a third; for all the little ruf­fi­ans of the neigh­bour­hood, even to the little beg­gars in rags, had con­greg­ated in or­der to par­ti­cip­ate in this new pleas­ure. Each time she re­peated her moth­er’s grim­aces with ab­so­lute per­fec­tion.

			At length, how­ever, she tired of it. Some game or an­oth­er at­trac­ted the chil­dren away from the house, and the old grand­moth­er was left alone, for­got­ten sud­denly by every­body.

			A dis­mal gloom per­vaded the cham­ber, and upon the dry and ri­gid fea­tures of the corpse the dy­ing flames of the candles cast oc­ca­sion­al gleams of light.

			To­ward eight o’clock, Cara­van as­cen­ded to the cham­ber of death, closed the win­dows, and re­newed the candles. On en­ter­ing now he was quite com­posed, evid­ently ac­cus­tomed to re­gard the corpse as though it had been there for a month. He even went the length of de­clar­ing that, as yet, there were no signs of de­com­pos­i­tion, mak­ing this re­mark just at the mo­ment when he and his wife were about to sit down at table. “Pshaw!” she re­spon­ded, “she is made of wood; she will keep for a year.”

			The soup was eaten without a word be­ing uttered by any­one. The chil­dren, who had been free all day, were now worn out by fa­tigue and were sleep­ing soundly in their chairs, and nobody ven­tured to break the si­lence.

			Sud­denly the flame of the lamp went down. Ma­dame Cara­van im­me­di­ately turned up the wick, a pro­longed, gurg­ling noise en­sued, and the light went out. She had for­got­ten to buy oil dur­ing the day. To send for it now to the gro­cer’s would keep back the din­ner, and every­body began to look for candles. But none were to be found ex­cept the night lights which had been placed upon the table up­stairs, in the death-cham­ber.

			Ma­dame Cara­van, al­ways prompt in her de­cisions, quickly dis­patched Mar­ie-Louise to fetch two, and her re­turn was awaited in total dark­ness.

			The foot­steps of the girl who had as­cen­ded the stairs were dis­tinctly heard. Then fol­lowed si­lence for a few seconds, and then the child des­cen­ded pre­cip­it­ately. She threw open the door af­frighted, and in a choked voice mur­mured: “Oh! papa, grandmamma is dress­ing her­self!”

			Cara­van bounded to his feet with such pre­cip­it­a­tion that his chair rolled over against an­oth­er chair. He stammered out: “What! What do you say?”

			But Mar­ie-Louise, gasp­ing with emo­tion, re­peated: “Grand—grand—grandmamma is put­ting on her clothes, and is com­ing down­stairs.”

			Cara­van rushed boldly up the stair­case, fol­lowed by his wife, dumb­foun­ded; but he came to a stand­still be­fore the door of the room, over­come with ter­ror, not dar­ing to enter. What was he go­ing to see? Ma­dame Cara­van, more cour­ageous, turned the handle of the door and stepped for­ward in­to the room.

			The room seemed to be dark­er, and in the middle of it, a tall ema­ci­ated fig­ure moved about. The old wo­man stood up­right, and in awaken­ing from her leth­ar­gic sleep, be­fore even full con­scious­ness had re­turned to her, in turn­ing upon her side and rais­ing her­self on her el­bow, she had ex­tin­guished three of the candles which burned near the mor­tu­ary bed. Then, re­cov­er­ing her strength, she got out of bed and began to look for her things. The ab­sence of her chest of draw­ers had at first giv­en her some trouble, but, after a little, she had suc­ceeded in find­ing her things at the bot­tom of the wooden trunk, and was now quietly dress­ing. She emp­tied the dish­ful of salted wa­ter, re­placed the box which con­tained the lat­ter be­hind the look­ing-glass, ar­ranged the chairs in their places, and was ready to go down­stairs when her son and daugh­ter-in-law ap­peared.

			Cara­van rushed for­ward, seized her by the hands, and em­braced her with tears in his eyes, while his wife, who was be­hind him, re­peated in a hy­po­crit­ic­al tone of voice: “Oh, what a bless­ing! Oh, what a bless­ing!”

			But the old wo­man, not at all moved, without even ap­pear­ing to un­der­stand, as ri­gid as a statue, and with glazed eyes, simply asked: “Will din­ner soon be ready?”

			He stammered out, not know­ing what he said:

			“Oh, yes, moth­er, we have been wait­ing for you.”

			And with an alac­rity un­usu­al in him he took her arm, while Ma­dame Cara­van the young­er seized the candle and lighted them down­stairs, walk­ing back­ward in front of them, step by step, just as she had done the pre­vi­ous night, in front of her hus­band, when he was car­ry­ing the marble.

			On reach­ing the first floor, she ran against people who were as­cend­ing. It was the fam­ily from Char­enton, Ma­dame Braux, fol­lowed by her hus­band.

			The wife, tall and fleshy, with the stom­ach of a vic­tim of dropsy, opened wide her as­ton­ished eyes, ready to take flight. The hus­band, a shoe­maker and so­cial­ist, a little hairy man, the per­fect im­age of a mon­key, mur­mured, quite un­con­cerned: “Well, what next? Is she re­sur­rec­ted?”

			As soon as Ma­dame Cara­van re­cog­nized them, she made des­pair­ing signs to them; then speak­ing aloud, she said: “Mercy! How do you mean! Look there! What a happy sur­prise!”

			But Ma­dame Braux, dumb­foun­ded, un­der­stood noth­ing. She re­spon­ded in a low voice: “It was your tele­gram which made us come; we be­lieved it was all over.”

			Her hus­band, who was be­hind her, pinched her to make her keep si­lent. He ad­ded with a ma­lig­nant laugh, which his thick beard con­cealed: “It was very kind of you to in­vite us here. We set out in post-haste”—a re­mark which showed clearly the hos­til­ity that for a long time had reigned between the house­holds. Then, just as the old wo­man had ar­rived at the last steps, he pushed for­ward quickly and rubbed against her cheeks the hair which covered his face, bawl­ing out in her ear, on ac­count of her deaf­ness: “How well you look, moth­er; sturdy as usu­al, hey!”

			Ma­dame Braux, in her amazement at see­ing the old wo­man alive whom they all be­lieved to be dead, dared not even em­brace her; and her enorm­ous bulk blocked up the pas­sage and hindered the oth­ers from ad­van­cing. The old wo­man, un­easy and sus­pi­cious, but without speak­ing, looked at every­one around her. Her little gray eyes, pier­cing and hard, fixed them­selves now on the one and now on the oth­er, full of thoughts which could be read by her em­bar­rassed chil­dren.

			Cara­van, to ex­plain mat­ters, said: “She has been some­what ill, but she is quite bet­ter now—quite well, in­deed, are you not, moth­er?”

			Then the good wo­man, stop­ping in her walk, re­spon­ded in a husky voice, as though it came from a dis­tance: “It was cata­lepsy. I heard you all the while.”

			An em­bar­rass­ing si­lence fol­lowed. They entered the din­ing room, and in a few minutes sat down to an im­pro­vised din­ner.

			Only Mon­sieur Braux had re­tained his self-pos­ses­sion; his gor­illa fea­tures grinned wickedly, while he let fall some words of double mean­ing which pain­fully dis­con­cer­ted every­one.

			But the bell in the hall kept on ringing every second; and Ros­a­lie, who had lost her head, came look­ing for Cara­van, who dashed out, throw­ing down his nap­kin. His broth­er-in-law even asked him wheth­er it was not one of his vis­it­ing days, to which he stammered out, “No, a few mes­sages; noth­ing of im­port­ance.”

			Next, a pack­et was brought in, which he began to open without think­ing, and the death an­nounce­ments, with black bor­ders, ap­peared. Red­den­ing up to the very eyes, Cara­van closed the en­vel­ope, and pushed it in­to his waist­coat pock­et.

			His moth­er had not seen it! She was look­ing in­tently at her clock, which stood on the man­tel­piece, and the em­bar­rass­ment in­creased in midst of a gla­cial si­lence. Turn­ing her wrinkled old witch’s face to­ward her daugh­ter, the old wo­man, from whose eyes flashed fierce malice, said:

			“On Monday bring me your little girl. I want so much to see her.”

			Ma­dame Braux, her fea­tures il­lu­min­ated, ex­claimed: “Yes, moth­er, I will,” while Ma­dame Cara­van, the young­er, be­came pale, and seemed to be en­dur­ing the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing agony. The two men, how­ever, gradu­ally drif­ted in­to con­ver­sa­tion, and soon be­came em­broiled in a polit­ic­al dis­cus­sion. Braux main­tained the most re­volu­tion­ary and com­mun­ist­ic doc­trines, ges­tic­u­lat­ing and throw­ing about his arms, his eyes gleam­ing in his hairy coun­ten­ance.

			“Prop­erty, sir,” he said, “is a rob­bery per­pet­rated on the work­ing classes; the land is the com­mon prop­erty of every man; hered­it­ary rights are an in­famy and a dis­grace.” But, hereupon, he sud­denly stopped, hav­ing all the ap­pear­ance of a man who has just said some­thing fool­ish: then, re­sum­ing, after a pause, he said in softer tones: “But, I can see quite well that this is not the prop­er mo­ment to dis­cuss things.”

			The door was opened, and “Doc­tor” Chen­et ap­peared. For a mo­ment he seemed be­wildered, but re­gain­ing his com­pos­ure, he ap­proached the old wo­man, and said:

			“Ah, ha! mamma, you are bet­ter today. Oh! I nev­er had any doubt but you would come round again; in fact, I said to my­self as I was mount­ing the stair­case: ‘I have an idea that I shall find the old wo­man on her feet once more.’ ” Then he tapped her gently on the back: “Ah! she is as sol­id as the Pont-Neuf, she will bury us all out: you will see if she does not.”

			He sat down, ac­cep­ted the cof­fee that was offered him, and soon began to join in the con­ver­sa­tion of the two men, back­ing up Braux, for he him­self had been mixed up in the Com­mune.

			Now the old wo­man, feel­ing her­self fa­tigued, wished to leave the room, at which Cara­van rushed for­ward. She thereupon looked him in the eyes and said to him:

			“You must carry my clock and chest of draw­ers up­stairs again without a mo­ment’s delay.”

			“Yes, mamma,” he replied, stam­mer­ing; “yes, I will do so.”

			The old wo­man then took the arm of her daugh­ter and with­drew from the room. The two Cara­vans re­mained rooted to the floor, si­lent, plunged in the deep­est des­pair, while Braux rubbed his hands and sipped his cof­fee, glee­fully.

			Sud­denly Ma­dame Cara­van, con­sumed with rage, at­tacked him, ex­claim­ing: “You are a thief, a scoun­drel, a cur. I would spit in your face, if—I would—I—would—” She could find noth­ing fur­ther to say, suf­foc­at­ing as she was with rage, while Braux still sipped his cof­fee, laugh­ing.

			His wife, re­turn­ing just then, rushed at her sis­ter-in-law, and both—the one with her enorm­ous bulk, the oth­er, epi­leptic and spare—with angry voices and hands trem­bling, hurled wild in­sults at each oth­er.

			Chen­et and Braux now in­ter­posed, and the lat­ter, tak­ing his bet­ter half by the shoulders, pushed her out of the door in front of him, shout­ing:

			“Get out, you ass: you make too much noise.” Then the two were heard in the street quar­rel­ling with each oth­er, un­til they had dis­ap­peared in the dis­tance.

			Mon­sieur Chen­et also took his de­par­ture, leav­ing the Cara­vans alone, face to face. The hus­band fell back in his chair, and with the cold sweat stand­ing out in beads on his temples mur­mured: “What on earth shall I say at the of­fice?”

		
	
		
			Boule de Suif

			For sev­er­al days in suc­ces­sion strag­gling rem­nants of the routed army had passed through the town. They were not the reg­u­lar army, but a dis­join­ted rabble, the men un­shaven and dirty, their uni­forms in tat­ters, slouch­ing along without re­gi­ment­al col­ors, without or­der—worn out, broken down, in­cap­able of thought or res­ol­u­tion, march­ing from pure habit and drop­ping with fa­tigue the mo­ment they stopped. The ma­jor­ity be­longed to the mi­li­tia, men of peace­ful pur­suits, re­tired from busi­ness, sink­ing un­der the weight of their ac­coutre­ments; quick-wit­ted little mi­li­tia­men as prone to ter­ror as they were to en­thu­si­asm, as ready to at­tack as they were to fly; and here and there a few red trousers, rem­nants of a com­pany mowed down in one of the big battles; sombre-coated ar­til­lery­men, side by side with these vari­ous uni­forms of the in­fantry, and now and then the glit­ter­ing hel­met of a heav­ily booted dra­goon who fol­lowed with dif­fi­culty the march of the light­er-footed sol­diers of the line.

			Com­pan­ies of franc-tireurs, hero­ic­ally named “Avengers of the De­feat,” “Cit­izens of the Tomb,” “Com­pan­ions in Death,” passed in their turn, look­ing like a horde of ban­dits.

			Their chiefs—formerly drapers or corn-deal­ers, re­tired soap-boil­ers or su­et-re­finers, tem­por­ary her­oes, cre­ated of­ficers for their money or the length of their mous­taches, heaped with arms, flan­nels, and gold lace—talked loudly, dis­cussed plans of cam­paign, and gave you to un­der­stand that they were the sole sup­port of France in her death-agony; but they were gen­er­ally in ter­ror of their own sol­diers, gal­lows birds, most of them brave to fool­hardi­ness, all of them giv­en to pil­lage and de­bauch­ery.

			Re­port said that the Prus­si­ans were about to enter Rouen. The Na­tion­al Guard, which for two months past had made the most care­ful re­con­noitre­ings in the neigh­bour­ing wood, even to the ex­tent of oc­ca­sion­ally shoot­ing their own sentries and put­ting them­selves in battle ar­ray if a rab­bit stirred in the brush­wood, had now re­tired to their do­mest­ic hearths; their arms, their uni­forms, all the mur­der­ous ap­par­at­us with which they had been wont to strike ter­ror to the hearts of all be­hold­ers for three leagues round, had van­ished.

			Fi­nally, the last of the French sol­diery crossed the Seine on their way to Pont-Aude­mer by Saint Sever and Bourg-Achard; and then, last of all, came their des­pair­ing gen­er­al tramp­ing on foot between two or­der­lies, power­less to at­tempt any ac­tion with these dis­join­ted frag­ments of his forces, him­self ut­terly dazed and be­wildered by the down­fall of a people ac­cus­tomed to vic­tory and now so dis­astrously beaten in spite of its tra­di­tion­al bravery.

			After that a pro­found calm, the si­lence of ter­ri­fied sus­pense, fell over the city. Many a ro­tund bour­geois, emas­cu­lated by a purely com­mer­cial life, awaited the ar­rival of the vic­tors with anxi­ety, trem­bling lest their meat-skew­ers and kit­chen carving-knives should come un­der the cat­egory of arms.

			Life seemed to have come to a stand­still, the shops were closed, the streets si­lent. From time to time an in­hab­it­ant, in­tim­id­ated by their si­lence, would flit rap­idly along the pave­ment, keep­ing close to the walls.

			In this an­guish of sus­pense, men longed for the com­ing of the en­emy.

			In the lat­ter part of the day fol­low­ing the de­par­ture of the French troops, some Uh­lans, ap­pear­ing from good­ness knows where, tra­versed the city hast­ily. A little later, a black mass des­cen­ded from the dir­ec­tion of Sainte-Cath­er­ine, while two more in­vad­ing tor­rents poured in from the roads from Darnétal and Bois­guil­laume. The ad­vance guards of the three corps con­verged at the same mo­ment in­to the square of the Hotel de Ville, while bat­talion after bat­talion of the Ger­man army wound in through the ad­ja­cent streets, mak­ing the pave­ment ring un­der their heavy rhythmic tramp.

			Or­ders shouted in strange and gut­tur­al tones were echoed back by the ap­par­ently dead and deser­ted houses, while from be­hind the closed shut­ters eyes peered furt­ively at the con­quer­ors, mas­ters by right of might, of the city and the lives and for­tunes of its in­hab­it­ants. The people in their darkened dwell­ings fell a prey to the help­less be­wil­der­ment which comes over men be­fore the floods, the dev­ast­at­ing up­heavals of the earth, against which all wis­dom and all force are un­avail­ing. The same phe­nomen­on oc­curs each time that the es­tab­lished or­der of things is over­thrown, when pub­lic se­cur­ity is at an end, and when all that the laws of man or of nature pro­tect is at the mercy of some blind ele­ment­al force. The earth­quake bury­ing an en­tire pop­u­la­tion un­der its fall­ing houses; the flood that car­ries away the drowned body of the peas­ant with the car­casses of his cattle and the beams torn from his rooftree; or the vic­tori­ous army mas­sac­ring those who de­fend their lives, and mak­ing pris­on­ers of the rest—pil­la­ging in the name of the sword, and thank­ing God to the roar of can­non—are so many ap­palling scourges which over­throw all faith in etern­al justice, all the con­fid­ence we are taught to place in the pro­tec­tion of Provid­ence and the reas­on of man.

			Small de­tach­ments now began knock­ing at the doors and then dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the houses. It was the oc­cu­pa­tion after the in­va­sion. It now be­hooved the van­quished to make them­selves agree­able to the vic­tors.

			After a while, the first alarms hav­ing sub­sided, a new sense of tran­quil­lity began to es­tab­lish it­self. In many fam­il­ies the Prus­si­an of­ficer shared the fam­ily meals. Not in­fre­quently he was a gen­tle­man, and out of po­lite­ness ex­pressed his com­mis­er­a­tion with France and his re­pug­nance at hav­ing to take part in such a war. They were grate­ful enough to him for this sen­ti­ment—be­sides, who knew when they might not be glad of his pro­tec­tion? By gain­ing his good of­fices one might have few­er men to feed. And why of­fend a per­son on whom one was ut­terly de­pend­ent? That would not be bravery but temer­ity, a qual­ity of which the cit­izens of Rouen could no longer be ac­cused as in the days of those hero­ic de­fences by which the city had made it­self fam­ous. Above all, they said, with the un­as­sail­able urban­ity of the French­man, it was surely per­miss­ible to be on po­litely fa­mil­i­ar terms in private, provided one held aloof from the for­eign sol­dier in pub­lic. In the street, there­fore, they ig­nored one an­oth­er’s ex­ist­ence, but once in­doors they were per­fectly ready to be friendly, and each even­ing found the Ger­man stay­ing longer at the fam­ily fireside.

			The town it­self gradu­ally re­gained its wonted as­pect. The French in­hab­it­ants did not come out much, but the Prus­si­an sol­diers swarmed in the streets. For the rest, the blue hus­sar of­ficers who trailed their mighty im­ple­ments of death so ar­rog­antly over the pave­ment did not ap­pear to en­ter­tain a vastly deep­er grade of con­tempt for the simple towns­folk than did the of­ficers of the Chas­seurs who had drunk in the same cafés the year be­fore. Nev­er­the­less there was a some­thing in the air; some­thing subtle and in­defin­able, an in­tol­er­ably un­fa­mil­i­ar at­mo­sphere like a widely dif­fused odour—the odour of in­va­sion. It filled the private dwell­ings and the pub­lic places, it af­fected the taste of food, and gave one the im­pres­sion of be­ing on a jour­ney, far away from home, among bar­bar­ous and dan­ger­ous tribes.

			The con­quer­ors de­man­ded money—a great deal of money. The in­hab­it­ants paid and went on pay­ing; for the mat­ter of that, they were rich. But the wealth­i­er a Nor­mandy trades­man be­comes, the more keenly he suf­fers at each sac­ri­fice each time he sees the smal­lest particle of his for­tune pass in­to the hands of an­oth­er.

			Two or three leagues bey­ond the town, how­ever, fol­low­ing the course of the river about Crois­set, Diep­ped­alle or Bies­sard, the sail­ors and the fish­er­men would of­ten drag up the swollen corpse of some uni­formed Ger­man, killed by a knife-thrust or a kick, his head smashed in by a stone, or thrown in­to the wa­ter from some bridge. The slime of the river bed swal­lowed up many a deed of ven­geance, ob­scure, sav­age, and le­git­im­ate; un­known acts of hero­ism, si­lent on­slaughts more per­il­ous to the doer than battles in the light of day and without the trum­pet blasts of glory.

			For hatred of the Ali­en is al­ways strong enough to arm some in­trep­id be­ings who are ready to die for an Idea.

			At last, see­ing that though the in­vaders had sub­jec­ted the city to their in­flex­ible dis­cip­line they had not com­mit­ted any of the hor­rors with which ru­mour had ac­cred­ited them through­out the length of their tri­umph­al pro­gress, the pub­lic took cour­age and the com­mer­cial spir­it began once more to stir in the hearts of the loc­al trades­people. Some of them who had grave in­terests at stake at Havre, then oc­cu­pied by the French army, pur­posed try­ing to reach that port by go­ing over­land to Dieppe and there tak­ing ship.

			They took ad­vant­age of the in­flu­ence of Ger­man of­ficers whose ac­quaint­ance they had made, and a pass­port was ob­tained from the gen­er­al in com­mand.

			Hav­ing there­fore en­gaged a large di­li­gence with four horses for the jour­ney, and ten per­sons hav­ing entered their names at the liv­ery stable of­fice, they re­solved to start on the Tues­day morn­ing be­fore day­break, to avoid all pub­lic re­mark.

			For some days already the ground had been hard with frost, and on the Monday, about three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, thick dark clouds com­ing up from the north brought the snow, which fell without in­ter­mis­sion all the even­ing and dur­ing the whole night.

			At half past four the trav­el­lers were as­sembled in the court­yard of the Hotel de Nor­man­die, from whence they were to start.

			They were all still half asleep, their teeth chat­ter­ing with cold in spite of their thick wraps. It was dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish one from an­oth­er in the dark­ness, their heaped-up winter cloth­ing mak­ing them look like fat priests in long cas­socks. Two of the men, how­ever, re­cog­nized each oth­er; they were joined by a third, and they began to talk. “I am tak­ing my wife with me,” said one. “So am I.” “And I too.” The first one ad­ded: “We shall not re­turn to Rouen, and if the Prus­si­ans come to Havre we shall slip over to Eng­land.”

			They were all like-minded and all had the same pro­ject.

			Mean­while there was no sign of the horses be­ing put in. A small lan­tern car­ried by a host­ler ap­peared from time to time out of one dark door­way only to van­ish in­stantly in­to an­oth­er. There was a stamp­ing of horses’ hoofs deadened by the straw of the lit­ter, and the voice of a man speak­ing to the an­im­al and curs­ing soun­ded from the depths of the stables. A faint sound of bells gave evid­ence of har­ness­ing, and be­came presently a clear and con­tinu­ous jingle timed by the move­ment of the beast, now stop­ping, now go­ing on again with a brisk shake, and ac­com­pan­ied by the dull tramp of hob­nailed sabots.

			A door closed sharply. All sound ceased. The frozen trav­el­lers were si­lent, stand­ing stiff and mo­tion­less. A con­tinu­ous cur­tain of white snow­flakes glistened as it fell to the ground, blot­ting out the shape of things, pow­der­ing everything with an icy froth; and in the ut­ter still­ness of the town, quiet and bur­ied un­der its winter pall, noth­ing was aud­ible but this faint, flut­ter­ing, and in­defin­able rustle of fall­ing snow—more a sen­sa­tion than a sound—the in­ter­ming­ling of eth­er­e­al atoms seem­ing to fill space, to cov­er the world.

			The man re­appeared with his lan­tern, drag­ging after him by a rope a de­jec­ted and un­will­ing horse. He pushed it against the pole, fixed the traces, and was oc­cu­pied for a long time in buck­ling the har­ness, hav­ing only the use of one hand as he car­ried the lan­tern in the oth­er. As he turned away to fetch the oth­er horse he caught sight of the mo­tion­less group of trav­el­lers, by this time white with snow. “Why don’t you get in­side the car­riage?” he said, “you would at least be un­der cov­er.”

			It had nev­er oc­curred to them, and they made a rush for it. The three men packed their wives in­to the up­per end and then got in them­selves, after which oth­er dis­tinct and veiled forms took the re­main­ing seats without ex­chan­ging a word.

			The floor of the vehicle was covered with straw in­to which the feet sank. The ladies at the end, who had brought little cop­per char­coal foot-warm­ers, pro­ceeded to light them, and for some time dis­cussed their mer­its in sub­dued tones, re­peat­ing to one an­oth­er things which they had known all their lives.

			At last, the di­li­gence hav­ing been fur­nished with six horses in­stead of four on ac­count of the dif­fi­culties of the road, a voice out­side asked, “Is every­body here?” A voice from with­in answered “Yes,” and they star­ted.

			The con­vey­ance ad­vanced slowly—slowly—the wheels sink­ing in the snow; the whole vehicle groaned and creaked, the horses slipped, wheezed, and smoked, and the driver’s gi­gant­ic whip cracked in­cess­antly, fly­ing from side to side, twin­ing and un­twin­ing like a slender snake, and cut­ting sharply across one or oth­er of the six hump­ing backs, which would thereupon straight­en up with a more vi­ol­ent ef­fort.

			Im­per­cept­ibly the day grew. The airy flakes which a trav­el­ler—a true-born Rouen­nais—likened to a shower of cot­ton, had ceased to fall; a dirty grey light filtered through the heavy thick clouds which served to height­en the dazzling white­ness of the land­scape, where now a long line of trees crus­ted with icicles would ap­pear, now a cot­tage with a hood of snow.

			In the light of this mel­an­choly dawn the oc­cu­pants of the di­li­gence began to ex­am­ine one an­oth­er curi­ously.

			Right at the end, in the best seats, op­pos­ite to one an­oth­er, dozed Ma­dame and Mon­sieur Loiseau, whole­sale wine mer­chant of the Rue Grand Pont.

			The former sales­man of a mas­ter who had be­come bank­rupt, Loiseau had bought up the stock and made his for­tune. He sold very bad wine at very low prices to the small coun­try re­tail deal­ers, and en­joyed the repu­ta­tion among his friends and ac­quaint­ances of be­ing an un­mit­ig­ated rogue, a thor­ough Nor­man full of trick­ery and jovi­al hu­mour.

			His char­ac­ter for knavery was so well es­tab­lished that one even­ing at the Pre­fec­ture, Mon­sieur Tour­nel, a man of keen and trenchant wit, au­thor of cer­tain fables and songs—a loc­al celebrity—see­ing the ladies grow­ing drowsy, pro­posed a game of “L’oiseau vole.”4 The pun it­self flew through the pre­fect’s re­cep­tion rooms and af­ter­wards through the town, and for a whole month called up a grin on every face in the province.

			Loiseau was him­self a noted wag and fam­ous for his jokes both good and bad, and nobody ever men­tioned him without adding im­me­di­ately, “That man, Loiseau, is simply price­less!”

			He was of me­di­um height with a bal­loon-like stom­ach and a rubi­cund face framed in grizzled whiskers. His wife—tall, strong, res­ol­ute, loud in voice and rap­id of de­cision—rep­res­en­ted or­der and arith­met­ic in the busi­ness, which he en­livened by his jol­lity and bust­ling activ­ity.

			Be­side them, in a more dig­ni­fied at­ti­tude as be­fit­ted his su­per­i­or sta­tion, sat Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon, a man of weight; an au­thor­ity on cot­ton, pro­pri­et­or of three spin­ning factor­ies, of­ficer of the Le­gion of Hon­our and mem­ber of the Gen­er­al Coun­cil. All the time of the Em­pire he had re­mained lead­er of a friendly op­pos­i­tion, for the sole pur­pose of mak­ing a bet­ter thing out of it when he came round to the cause which he had fought with po­lite weapons, to use his own ex­pres­sion. Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon, who was much young­er than her hus­band, was the con­sol­a­tion of all of­ficers of good fam­ily who might be quartered at the Rouen gar­ris­on. She sat there op­pos­ite to her hus­band, very small, very dainty, very pretty, wrapped in her furs, and re­gard­ing the lam­ent­able in­teri­or of the vehicle with des­pair­ing eyes.

			Their neigh­bours, the Count and Count­ess Hubert de Bréville, bore one of the most an­cient and noble names in Nor­mandy. The Count, an eld­erly gen­tle­man of dig­ni­fied ap­pear­ance, did all in his power to ac­cen­tu­ate by every ar­ti­fice of the toi­let his nat­ur­al re­semb­lance to Henri Quatre, who, ac­cord­ing to a le­gend of the ut­most glory to the fam­ily, had hon­oured with his roy­al em­braces a Dame de Bréville, whose hus­band, in con­sequence, had been made Count and Gov­ernor of the province.

			A col­league of Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon in the Gen­er­al Coun­cil, Count Hubert rep­res­en­ted the Or­léan­ist fac­tion in the de­part­ment. The his­tory of his mar­riage with the daugh­ter of a small trades­man of Nantes had al­ways re­mained a mys­tery. But as the Count­ess had an air of grandeur, un­der­stood bet­ter than any­one else the art of re­ceiv­ing, passed even for hav­ing been be­loved by one of the sons of Louis Phil­ippe, the neigh­bour­ing no­bil­ity bowed down to her, and her salon held the first place in the county, the only one which pre­served the tra­di­tions of old-fash­ioned gal­lantry and to which the en­trée was dif­fi­cult.

			The for­tune of the Brévilles—all in Gov­ern­ment Funds—was re­por­ted to yield them an in­come of five hun­dred thou­sand francs.

			The six pas­sen­gers oc­cu­pied the up­per end of the con­vey­ance, the rep­res­ent­at­ives of rev­en­ued so­ci­ety, se­rene in the con­scious­ness of its strength—hon­est well-to-do people pos­sessed of Re­li­gion and Prin­ciples.

			By some strange chance all the wo­men were seated on the same side, the Count­ess hav­ing two Sis­ters of Mercy for neigh­bours, wholly oc­cu­pied in fin­ger­ing their long ros­ar­ies and mum­bling Pa­ters and Aves. One of them was old and so deeply pit­ted with the small­pox that she looked as if she had re­ceived a charge of grapeshot full in the face; the oth­er was very shad­owy and frail, with a pretty un­healthy little face, a nar­row phthis­ic­al chest, con­sumed by that de­vour­ing faith which cre­ates mar­tyrs and ec­stat­ics.

			Seated op­pos­ite to the two nuns were a man and wo­man who ex­cited a good deal of at­ten­tion.

			The man, who was well known, was Cor­nu­det, “the Demo­crat,” the ter­ror of all re­spect­able, law-abid­ing people. For twenty years he had dipped his great red beard in­to the beer mugs of all the demo­crat­ic cafés. In the com­pany of kindred spir­its he had man­aged to run through a com­fort­able little for­tune in­her­ited from his fath­er, a con­fec­tion­er, and he looked for­ward with im­pa­tience to the Re­pub­lic, when he should ob­tain the well-mer­ited re­ward for so many re­volu­tion­ary draughts. On the Fourth of Septem­ber—prob­ably through some prac­tic­al joke—he un­der­stood that he had been ap­poin­ted pre­fect, but on at­tempt­ing to enter upon his du­ties the clerks, who had re­mained sole mas­ters of the of­fices, re­fused to re­cog­nize him, and he was con­strained to re­tire. For the rest, he was a good fel­low, in­of­fens­ive and ser­vice­able, and had busied him­self with in­com­par­able in­dustry in or­gan­iz­ing the de­fence of the town; had had holes dug all over the plain, cut down all the young trees in the neigh­bour­ing woods, scattered pit­falls up and down all the high roads, and at the threatened ap­proach of the en­emy—sat­is­fied with his pre­par­a­tions—had fallen back with all haste on the town. He now con­sidered that he would be more use­ful in Havre, where fresh en­trench­ments would soon be­come ne­ces­sary.

			The wo­man, one of the so-called “gay” sis­ter­hood, was noted for her pre­co­cious stout­ness, which had gained her the nick­name of “Boule de Suif”—“ball of fat.” She was a little roly-poly creature, cush­ioned with fat, with podgy fin­gers squeezed in at the joints like rows of thick, short saus­ages; her skin tightly stretched and shiny, her bust enorm­ous, and yet she was at­tract­ive and much sought after, her fresh­ness was so pleas­ant. Her face was like a ruddy apple—a pe­ony rose just burst in­to bloom—and out of it gazed a pair of mag­ni­fi­cent dark eyes over­shad­owed by long thick lashes that deepened their black­ness; and lower down, a charm­ing little mouth, dewy to the kiss, and fur­nished with a row of tiny milk-white teeth. Over and above all this she was, they said, full of in­es­tim­able qual­it­ies.

			No soon­er was her iden­tity re­cog­nized than a whis­per ran through the ladies in which the words “pros­ti­tute” and “pub­lic scan­dal,” were so con­spicu­ously dis­tinct that she raised her head and re­tali­ated by sweep­ing her com­pan­ions with such a bold and de­fi­ant look that deep si­lence in­stantly fell upon them, and they all cast down their eyes with the ex­cep­tion of Loiseau, who watched her with a kind­ling eye.

			How­ever, con­ver­sa­tion was soon re­sumed between the three ladies, whom the pres­ence of this “per­son” had sud­denly rendered friendly—al­most in­tim­ate. It seemed to them that they must, as it were, raise a ram­part of their dig­nity as spouses between them and this shame­less creature who made a traffic of her­self; for leg­al­ized love al­ways takes a high hand with her un­li­censed sis­ter.

			The three men too, drawn to one an­oth­er by a con­ser­vat­ive in­stinct at sight of Cor­nu­det, talked money in a cer­tain tone of con­tempt for the im­pe­cuni­ous. Count Hubert spoke of the dam­age in­flic­ted on him by the Prus­si­ans, of the losses which would res­ult to him from the seiz­ing of cattle and from ruined crops, but with all the as­sur­ance of a great landed pro­pri­et­or, ten times mil­lion­aire, whom these rav­ages might in­con­veni­ence for the space of a year at most. Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon, of great ex­per­i­ence in the cot­ton in­dustry, had taken the pre­cau­tion to send six hun­dred thou­sand francs across to Eng­land as pro­vi­sion against a rainy day. As for Loiseau, he made ar­range­ments to sell all the com­mon wines in his cel­lars to the French com­mis­sion of sup­plies, con­sequently the Gov­ern­ment owed him a for­mid­able sum, which he coun­ted upon re­ceiv­ing at Havre.

			The three ex­changed rap­id and am­ic­able glances. Al­though dif­fer­ing in po­s­i­tion they felt them­selves broth­ers in money, and of the great free­ma­sonry of those who pos­sess, of those who can make the gold jingle when they put their hands in the breeches-pock­ets.

			The di­li­gence went so slowly that by ten o’clock in the morn­ing they had not made four leagues. The men got out three times and climbed the hill on foot. They began to grow anxious, for they were to have lunched at Totes, and now they des­paired of reach­ing that place be­fore night. Every­body was on the lookout for some inn by the way, when the vehicle stuck fast in a snow­drift, and it took two hours to get it out.

			Mean­while the pangs of hun­ger began to af­fect them severely both in mind and body, and yet not an inn, not a tav­ern even, was to be seen; the ap­proach of the Prus­si­ans and the pas­sage of the fam­ished French troops had frightened away all trade.

			The gen­tle­men for­aged di­li­gently for the pro­vi­sions in the farms by the road­side; but they failed to ob­tain so much as a piece of bread, for the mis­trust­ful peas­ant hid all re­serve stores for fear of be­ing pil­laged by the sol­diers, who, hav­ing no food sup­plied to them, took by force everything they could lay their hands on.

			To­wards one o’clock Loiseau an­nounced that he felt a very de­cided void in his stom­ach. Every­body had been suf­fer­ing in the same man­ner for a long time, and the vi­ol­ent long­ing for food had ex­tin­guished con­ver­sa­tion.

			From time to time someone would yawn, to be al­most im­me­di­ately im­it­ated by an­oth­er and then each of the rest in turn, and ac­cord­ing to their dis­pos­i­tion, man­ners, or so­cial stand­ing, would open their mouth nois­ily, or mod­estly cov­er with the hand the gap­ing cav­ity from which the breath is­sued in a va­pour.

			Boule de Suif had sev­er­al times stooped down as if feel­ing for some­thing un­der her skirts. She hes­it­ated a mo­ment, looked at her com­pan­ions, and then com­posedly re­sumed her former po­s­i­tion. The faces were pale and drawn. Loiseau de­clared he would give a thou­sand francs for a ham. His wife made a faint move­ment as to protest, but re­strained her­self. It al­ways af­fected her pain­fully to hear of money be­ing thrown away, nor could she even un­der­stand a joke upon the sub­ject.

			“To tell the truth,” said the Count, “I do not feel quite my­self either—how could I have omit­ted to think of bring­ing pro­vi­sions?” And every­body re­proached them­selves with the same neg­lect­ful­ness.

			Cor­nu­det, how­ever, had a flask of rum which he offered round. It was coldly re­fused. Loiseau alone ac­cep­ted a mouth­ful, and handed back the flask with thanks say­ing, “That’s good! that warms you up and keeps the hun­ger off a bit.” The al­co­hol raised his spir­its some­what, and he pro­posed that they should do the same as on the little ship in the song—eat the fat­test of the pas­sen­gers. This in­dir­ect but ob­vi­ous al­lu­sion to Boule de Suif shocked the gentle people. Nobody re­spon­ded and only Cor­nu­det smiled. The two Sis­ters of Mercy had ceased to tell their beads and sat mo­tion­less, their hands bur­ied in their wide sleeves, their eyes ob­stin­ately lowered, doubt­less en­gaged in of­fer­ing back to Heav­en the sac­ri­fice of suf­fer­ing which it sent them.

			At last, at three o’clock, when they were in the middle of an in­ter­min­able stretch of bare coun­try without a single vil­lage in sight, Boule de Suif, stoop­ing hur­riedly, drew from un­der the seat a large bas­ket covered with a white nap­kin.

			Out of it she took, first of all, a little china plate and a del­ic­ate sil­ver drink­ing-cup, and then an im­mense dish, in which two whole fowls ready carved lay stiffened in their jelly. Oth­er good things were vis­ible in the bas­ket: pat­ties, fruits, pastry—in fact pro­vi­sions for a three days’ jour­ney in or­der to be in­de­pend­ent of inn cook­ery. The necks of four bottles pro­truded from between the par­cels of food. She took the wing of a fowl and began to eat it dain­tily with one of those little rolls which they call “Re­gence” in Nor­mandy.

			Every eye was fixed upon her. As the odour of the food spread through the car­riage nos­trils began to quiver and mouths to fill with wa­ter, while the jaws, just be­low the ears, con­trac­ted pain­fully. The dis­like en­ter­tained by the ladies for this aban­doned young wo­man grew sav­age, al­most to the point of long­ing to murder her or at least to turn her out in­to the snow, her and her drink­ing-cup and her bas­ket and her pro­vi­sions.

			Loiseau, how­ever, was de­vour­ing the dish of chick­en with his eyes. “Ma­dame has been more prudent than we,” he said. “Some people al­ways think of everything.”

			She turned her head in his dir­ec­tion. “If you would care for any, Mon­sieur—? It is not com­fort­able to fast for so long.”

			He bowed. “By Jove!—frankly, I won’t re­fuse. I can’t stand this any longer—the for­tune of war, is it not, ma­dame?” And with a com­pre­hens­ive look he ad­ded: “In mo­ments such as this we are only too glad to find any­one who will ob­lige us.” He had a news­pa­per which he spread on his knee to save his trousers, and with the point of a knife which he al­ways car­ried in his pock­et he cap­tured a drum­stick all glazed with jelly, tore it with his teeth, and then pro­ceeded to chew it with sat­is­fac­tion so evid­ent that a deep groan of dis­tress went up from the whole party.

			Upon this Boule de Suif in a gentle and humble tone in­vited the two Sis­ters to share the col­la­tion. They both ac­cep­ted on the spot, and without rais­ing their eyes began to eat very hur­riedly, after stam­mer­ing a few words of thanks. Nor did Cor­nu­det re­fuse his neigh­bour’s of­fer, and with the Sis­ters they formed a kind of table by spread­ing out news­pa­pers on their knees.

			The jaws opened and shut without a pause, bit­ing, chew­ing, gulp­ing fe­ro­ciously. Loiseau, hard at work in his corner, urged his wife in a low voice to fol­low his ex­ample. She res­isted for some time, then, after a pang which gripped her very vi­tals, she gave in. Whereupon her hus­band, round­ing off his phrases, asked if their “charm­ing fel­low-trav­el­ler” would per­mit him to of­fer a little some­thing to Ma­dame Loiseau.

			“Why, yes, cer­tainly, Mon­sieur,” she answered with a pleas­ant smile, and handed him the dish.

			There was a mo­ment of em­bar­rass­ment when the first bottle of claret was un­corked—there was but the one drink­ing-cup. Each one wiped it be­fore passing it to the rest. Cor­nu­det alone, from an im­pulse of gal­lantry no doubt, placed his lips on the spot still wet from the lips of his neigh­bour.

			Then it was that, sur­roun­ded by people who were eat­ing, suf­foc­ated by the fra­grant odour of the vi­ands, the Count and Count­ess de Bréville and Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon suffered the ag­on­ies of that tor­ture which has ever been as­so­ci­ated with the name of Tan­talus. Sud­denly the young wife of the cot­ton man­u­fac­turer gave a deep sigh. Every head turned to­wards her; she was as white as the snow out­side, her eyes closed, her head fell for­ward—she had fain­ted. Her hus­band, dis­traught with fear, im­plored as­sist­ance of the whole com­pany. All lost their heads till the eld­er of the two Sis­ters, who sup­por­ted the un­con­scious lady, forced Boule de Suif’s drink­ing-cup between her lips and made her swal­low a few drops of wine. The pretty creature stirred, opened her eyes, smiled and then de­clared in an ex­pir­ing voice that she felt quite well now. But to pre­vent her be­ing over­come again in the same man­ner, the Sis­ter in­duced her to drink a full cup of wine, adding, “It is simply hun­ger—noth­ing else.”

			At this Boule de Suif, blush­ing vi­ol­ently, looked at the four starving pas­sen­gers and faltered shyly, “Mon Dieu! If I might make so bold as to of­fer the ladies and gen­tle­men—” She stopped short, fear­ing a rude re­buff.

			Loiseau, how­ever, at once threw him­self in­to the breach. “Parbleu! un­der such cir­cum­stances we are all com­pan­ions in mis­for­tune and bound to help each oth­er. Come, ladies, don’t stand on ce­re­mony—take what you can get and be thank­ful: who knows wheth­er we shall be able to find so much as a house where we can spend the night? At this rate we shall not reach Tôtes till to­mor­row af­ter­noon.”

			They still hes­it­ated, nobody hav­ing the cour­age to take upon them­selves the re­spons­ib­il­ity of the de­cis­ive “Yes.” Fi­nally the Count seized the bull by the horns. Ad­opt­ing his most gran­di­ose air, he turned with a bow to the em­bar­rassed young wo­man and said, “We ac­cept your of­fer with thanks, ma­dame.”

			The first step only was dif­fi­cult. The Ru­bicon once crossed, they fell to with a will. They emp­tied the bas­ket, which con­tained, be­sides the pro­vi­sions already men­tioned: a pâté de foie gras, a lark pie, a piece of smoked tongue, some pears, a slab of ginger­bread, mixed bis­cuits, and a cup of pickled onions and gher­kins in vin­eg­ar—for, like all wo­men, Boule de Suif ad­ored pickles.

			They could not well eat the young wo­man’s pro­vi­sions and not speak to her, so they con­versed—stiffly at first, and then, see­ing that she showed no signs of pre­sum­ing, with less re­serve. Mes­dames de Bréville and Car­ré-La­madon, hav­ing a great deal of sa­voir vivre, knew how to make them­selves agree­able with tact and del­ic­acy. The Count­ess, in par­tic­u­lar, ex­hib­ited the ami­able con­des­cen­sion of the ex­tremely high­born lady whom no con­tact can sully, and was charm­ing. But big Ma­dame Loiseau, who had the soul of a gen­darme, re­mained un­moved, speak­ing little and eat­ing much.

			The con­ver­sa­tion nat­ur­ally turned upon the war. They re­lated hor­rible deeds com­mit­ted by the Prus­si­ans and ex­amples of the bravery of the French; all these people who were fly­ing ren­der­ing full homage to the cour­age of those who re­mained be­hind. In­cid­ents of per­son­al ex­per­i­ence soon fol­lowed, and Boule de Suif told, with that warmth of col­our­ing which wo­men of her type of­ten em­ploy in ex­press­ing their nat­ur­al feel­ings, how she had come to leave Rouen.

			“I thought at first I should be able to hold out,” she said, “for I had plenty of pro­vi­sions in my house, and would much rather feed a few sol­diers than turn out of my home and go good­ness knows where. But when I saw them—these Prus­si­ans—it was too much for me. They made my blood boil with rage, and I cried the whole day for shame. Oh, if I had only been a man!—well, there! I watched them from my win­dow—fat pigs that they were with their spiked hel­mets—and my ser­vant had to hold my hands to pre­vent me throw­ing the fur­niture down on the top of them. Then some of them came to be quartered on me, and I flew at the throat of the first one—they are not harder to strangle than any­one else—and would have fin­ished him too if they had not dragged me off by the hair. Of course I had to lie low after that. So as soon as I found an op­por­tun­ity I left—and here I am.”

			Every­body con­grat­u­lated her. She rose con­sid­er­ably in the es­tim­a­tion of her com­pan­ions, who had not shown them­selves of such vali­ant mettle, and listen­ing to her tale, Cor­nu­det smiled the be­nig­nant and ap­prov­ing smile of an apostle—as a priest might on hear­ing a de­vout per­son praise the Almighty; demo­crats with long beards hav­ing the mono­poly of pat­ri­ot­ism as the men of the cas­sock pos­sess that of re­li­gion. He then took up the par­able in a di­dact­ic tone with the phras­eo­logy culled from the no­tices pos­ted each day on the walls, and fin­ished up with a flour­ish of elo­quence in which he scath­ingly al­luded to “that black­guard Badinguet.”5

			But Boule de Suif fired up at this for she was a Bona­partist. She turned upon him with scar­let cheeks and stam­mer­ing with in­dig­na­tion, “Ah! I should just like to have seen any of you in his place! A nice mess you would have made of it! It is men of your sort that ruined him, poor man. There would be noth­ing for it but to leave France for good if we were gov­erned by cow­ards like you!”

			Cor­nu­det, noth­ing daun­ted, pre­served a dis­dain­ful and su­per­i­or smile, but there was a feel­ing in the air that high words would soon fol­low, whereupon the Count in­ter­posed, and man­aged, not without dif­fi­culty, to quiet the in­furi­ated young wo­man by as­sert­ing au­thor­it­at­ively that every sin­cere opin­ion was to be re­spec­ted. Nev­er­the­less the Count­ess and the man­u­fac­turer’s wife, who nour­ished in their hearts the un­reas­on­ing hatred of all well-bred people for the Re­pub­lic and at the same time that in­stinct­ive weak­ness of all wo­men for uni­formed and des­pot­ic gov­ern­ments, felt drawn, in spite of them­selves, to this wo­man of the street who had so much sense of the fit­ness of things and whose opin­ions so closely re­sembled their own.

			The bas­ket was empty—this had not been dif­fi­cult among ten of them—they only re­gret­ted it was not lar­ger. The con­ver­sa­tion was kept up for some little time longer, al­though some­what more coldly after they had fin­ished eat­ing.

			The night fell, the dark­ness grew gradu­ally more pro­found, and the cold, to which di­ges­tion rendered them more sens­it­ive, made even Boule de Suif shiver in spite of her fat. Ma­dame de Bréville thereupon offered her her char­coal foot-warm­er, which had been re­plen­ished sev­er­al times since the morn­ing; she ac­cep­ted with alac­rity, for her feet were like ice. Mes­dames Car­ré-La­madon and Loiseau lent theirs to the two Sis­ters.

			The driver had lit his lan­terns, which shed a vivid light over the cloud of va­pour that hung over the steam­ing backs of the horses and over the snow at each side of the road, which seemed to open out un­der the shift­ing re­flec­tion of the lights.

			In­side the con­vey­ance noth­ing could be dis­tin­guished any longer, but there was a sud­den move­ment between Boule de Suif and Cor­nu­det, and Loiseau, peer­ing through the gloom, fan­cied he saw the man with the beard start back quickly as if he had re­ceived a well-dir­ec­ted but noise­less blow.

			Tiny points of fire ap­peared upon the road in front. It was Tôtes. The trav­el­lers had been driv­ing for el­ev­en hours, which, with the four half-hours for food and rest to the horses, made thir­teen. They entered the town and stopped in front of the Hôtel du Com­merce.

			The door opened. A fa­mil­i­ar sound caused every pas­sen­ger to tremble—it was the clink of a scab­bard on the stones. At the same mo­ment a Ger­man voice called out some­thing.

			Al­though the di­li­gence had stopped, nobody at­temp­ted to get out, as though they ex­pec­ted to be mas­sacred on set­ting foot to the ground. The driver then ap­peared hold­ing up one of the lan­terns, which sud­denly il­lumined the vehicle to its farthest corner and re­vealed the two rows of be­wildered faces with their open mouths and startled eyes wide with alarm.

			Be­side the driver in the full glare of the light stood a Ger­man of­ficer, a tall young man ex­cess­ively slender and blonde, com­pressed in­to his uni­form like a girl in her stays, and wear­ing, well over one ear, a flat black wax-cloth cap like the “Boots” of an Eng­lish hotel. His pre­pos­ter­ously long mous­tache, which was drawn out stiff and straight, and tapered away in­def­in­itely to each side till it fin­ished off in a single thread so thin that it was im­possible to say where it ended, seemed to weigh upon the corners of his mouth and form a deep fur­row in either cheek.

			In Alsa­tian-French and stern ac­cents he in­vited the pas­sen­gers to des­cend: “Vill you get out, chen­tle­men and laties?”

			The two Sis­ters were the first to obey with the do­cil­ity of holy wo­men ac­cus­tomed to un­fal­ter­ing sub­mis­sion. The Count and Count­ess ap­peared next, fol­lowed by the man­u­fac­turer and his wife, and after them Loiseau push­ing his bet­ter half in front of him. As he set foot to the ground he re­marked to the of­ficer, more from motives of prudence than po­lite­ness, “Good even­ing, Mon­sieur,” to which the oth­er with the in­solence of the man in pos­ses­sion, vouch­safed no reply but a stare.

			Boule de Suif and Cor­nu­det, though the nearest the door, were the last to emerge—grave and haughty in face of the en­emy. The bux­om young wo­man struggled hard to com­mand her­self and be calm; the demo­crat tugged at his long rusty beard with a tra­gic and slightly trem­bling hand. They sought to pre­serve their dig­nity, real­iz­ing that in such en­coun­ters each one, to a cer­tain ex­tent, rep­res­ents his coun­try; and the two be­ing sim­il­arly dis­gus­ted at the servile read­i­ness of their com­pan­ions, she en­deavored to show her­self prouder than her fel­low trav­el­lers who were hon­est wo­men, while he, feel­ing that he must set an ex­ample, con­tin­ued in his at­ti­tude his mis­sion of res­ist­ance be­gun by dig­ging pit­falls in the high roads.

			They all entered the huge kit­chen of the inn, and the Ger­man, hav­ing been presen­ted with the pass­port signed by the gen­er­al in com­mand—where each trav­el­ler’s name was ac­com­pan­ied by a per­son­al de­scrip­tion and a state­ment as to his or her pro­fes­sion—he pro­ceeded to scru­tin­ize the party for a long time, com­par­ing the per­sons with the writ­ten no­tices.

			Fi­nally, he ex­claimed un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously, “That’s all right,” and dis­ap­peared.

			They breathed again more freely. Hun­ger hav­ing re­as­ser­ted it­self, sup­per was ordered. It would take half an hour to pre­pare, so while two ser­vants were ap­par­ently busied about it the trav­el­lers dis­persed to look at their rooms. These were all to­geth­er down each side of a long pas­sage end­ing in a door marked “Toi­let.”

			At last, just as they were sit­ting down to table, the innkeep­er him­self ap­peared. He was a former horse-deal­er, a stout asth­mat­ic man with per­petu­al wheez­ings and blow­ings and rat­tlings of phlegm in his throat. His fath­er had trans­mit­ted to him the name of Fol­len­vie.

			“Ma­demois­elle Eliza­beth Rous­set?” he said.

			Boule de Suif star­ted and turned round. “That is my name.”

			“Ma­demois­elle, the Prus­si­an of­ficer wants to speak to you at once.”

			“To me?”

			“Yes, if you really are Ma­demois­elle Eliza­beth Rous­set.”

			She hes­it­ated, thought for a mo­ment, and then de­clared roundly: “That may be, but I’m not go­ing.”

			There was a move­ment round about her—every­body was much ex­er­cised as to the reas­on of this sum­mons. The Count came over to her.

			“You may do wrong to re­fuse, ma­dame, for it may en­tail con­sid­er­able an­noy­ance not only on your­self but on the rest of your com­pan­ions. It is a fatal mis­take ever to of­fer res­ist­ance to people who are stronger than ourselves. The step can have no pos­sible danger for you—it is prob­ably about some little form­al­ity that has been omit­ted.”

			One and all con­curred with him, im­plored and urged and scol­ded, till they ended by con­vin­cing her; for they were all ap­pre­hens­ive of the res­ults of her ob­stin­acy.

			“Well, it is only for your sakes that I am do­ing it!” she said at last. The Count­ess pressed her hand. “And we are most grate­ful to you.”

			She left the room, and the oth­ers agreed to wait for her be­fore be­gin­ning the meal. Each one lamen­ted at not hav­ing been asked for in­stead of this hot­headed, vi­ol­ent young wo­man, and men­tally pre­pared any num­ber of plat­it­udes for the event of be­ing called in their turn.

			At the end of ten minutes she re­turned, crim­son with rage, chok­ing, snort­ing—“Oh, the black­guard; the low black­guard!” she stammered.

			They all crowded round her to know what had happened, but she would not say, and the Count be­com­ing in­sist­ent, she answered with much dig­nity, “No, it does not con­cern any­body! I can’t speak of it.”

			They then seated them­selves round a great soup tur­een from which steamed a smell of cab­bage. In spite of this little contretemps the sup­per was a gay one. The cider, of which the Loiseaus and the two nuns par­took from motives of eco­nomy, was good. The rest ordered wine and Cor­nu­det called for beer. He had a par­tic­u­lar way of un­cork­ing the bottle, of mak­ing the li­quid froth, of gaz­ing at it while he tilted the glass, which he then held up between his eye and the light to en­joy the col­or; while he drank, his great beard, which had the tints of his fa­vour­ite bever­age, seemed to quiver fondly, his eyes squint­ing that he might not lose sight of his tank­ard for a mo­ment, and al­to­geth­er he had the ap­pear­ance of ful­filling the sole func­tion for which he had been born. You would have said that he es­tab­lished in his own mind some con­nec­tion or af­fin­ity between the two great pas­sions that mono­pol­ized his life—Ale and Re­volu­tion—and most as­suredly he nev­er tasted the one without think­ing of the oth­er.

			Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Fol­len­vie dined at the farther end of the table. The hus­band—puff­ing and blow­ing like an ex­ploded lo­co­mot­ive—had too much cold on the chest to be able to speak and eat at the same time, but his wife nev­er ceased talk­ing. She de­scribed her every im­pres­sion at the ar­rival of the Prus­si­ans and all they did and all they said, ex­ec­rat­ing them in the first place be­cause they cost so much, and secondly be­cause she had two sons in the army. She ad­dressed her­self chiefly to the Count­ess, as it flattered her to be able to say she had con­versed with a lady of qual­ity.

			She presently lowered her voice and pro­ceeded to re­count some rather del­ic­ate mat­ters, her hus­band break­ing in from time to time with—“You had much bet­ter hold your tongue, Ma­dame Fol­len­vie,”—to which she paid not the slight­est at­ten­tion, but went on.

			“Well, ma­dame, as I was say­ing—these men, they do noth­ing but eat pota­toes and pork and pork and pota­toes from morn­ing till night. And as for their habits—! Sav­ing your pres­ence, they make dirt every­where. And you should see them ex­er­cising for hours and days to­geth­er out there in the fields—It’s for­ward march and back­ward march, and turn this way and turn that. If they even worked in the fields or men­ded the roads in their own coun­try! But, no, ma­dame, these sol­diers are no good to any­body, and the poor people have to keep them and feed them simply that they may learn how to murder. I know I am only a poor ig­nor­ant old wo­man, but when I see these men wear­ing them­selves out by tramp­ing up and down from morn­ing till night, I can­not help say­ing to my­self, if there are some people who make a lot of use­ful dis­cov­er­ies, why should oth­ers give them­selves so much trouble to do harm? After all, isn’t it an ab­om­in­a­tion to kill any­body, no mat­ter wheth­er they are Prus­si­ans, or Eng­lish, or Poles, or French? If you re­venge your­self on someone who has harmed you, that is wicked, for you are pun­ished; but let them shoot down our sons as if they were game, and it is all right, and they give medals to the man who kills the most. No, no, I say, I shall nev­er be able to see any rhyme or reas­on in that!”

			“War is bar­bar­ous if one at­tacks an un­of­fend­ing neigh­bour—it is a sac­red duty if one de­fends one’s coun­try,” re­marked Cor­nu­det in a de­clam­at­ory tone.

			The old wo­man drooped her head. “Yes—de­fend­ing one­self, of course, that is quite an­oth­er thing; but wouldn’t it be bet­ter to kill all these kings who do this for their pleas­ure?”

			Cor­nu­det’s eyes flashed. “Bravo, cit­ize­ness!” he cried.

			Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon was lost in thought. Al­though he was an ar­dent ad­mirer of fam­ous mil­it­ary men, the sound com­mon sense of this peas­ant wo­man made him re­flect upon the wealth which would ne­ces­sar­ily ac­crue to the coun­try if all these un­em­ployed and con­sequently ru­in­ous hands—so much un­pro­duct­ive force—were avail­able for the great in­dus­tri­al works that would take cen­tur­ies to com­plete.

			Loiseau mean­while had left his seat and gone over be­side the innkeep­er, to whom he began talk­ing in a low voice. The fat man laughed, coughed, and spat, his un­wieldy stom­ach shak­ing with mirth at his neigh­bour’s jokes, and he bought six hogsheads of claret from him for the spring when the Prus­si­ans would have cleared out.

			Sup­per was scarcely over when, drop­ping with fa­tigue, every­body went off to bed.

			Loiseau, how­ever, who had no­ticed cer­tain things, let his wife go to bed and pro­ceeded to glue first his ear and then his eye to the key­hole, en­deav­our­ing to pen­et­rate what he called “the mys­ter­ies of the cor­ridor.”

			After about an hour he heard a rust­ling, and hur­ry­ing to the key­hole, he per­ceived Boule de Suif look­ing ampler than ever in a dress­ing-gown of blue cashmere trimmed with white lace. She had a candle in her hand and was go­ing to­wards the door at the end of the cor­ridor. Then a door at one side opened cau­tiously, and when she re­turned after a few minutes, Cor­nu­det in his shirtsleeves was fol­low­ing her. They were talk­ing in a low voice and presently stood still; Boule de Suif ap­par­ently de­fend­ing the en­trance of her room with much en­ergy. Un­for­tu­nately Loiseau was un­able to hear what they said, but at last, as they raised their voices some­what, he caught a word or two. Cor­nu­det was in­sist­ing eagerly. “Look here,” he said, “you are really very ri­dicu­lous—what dif­fer­ence can it make to you?”

			And she with an of­fen­ded air re­tor­ted, “No!—let me tell you there are mo­ments when that sort of thing won’t do; and be­sides—here—it would be a cry­ing shame.”

			He ob­vi­ously did not un­der­stand. “Why?”

			At this she grew angry. “Why?” and she raised her voice still more, “you don’t see why? and there are Prus­si­ans in the house—in the next room for all you know!”

			He made no reply. This dis­play of pat­ri­ot­ic prudery evid­ently aroused his fail­ing dig­nity, for with a brief kiss he made for his own door on tip­toe.

			Loiseau, deeply thrilled and amused, ex­ecuted a double shuffle in the middle of the room, donned his night­cap, slipped in­to the blankets where the bony fig­ure of his spouse already re­posed, and wak­ing her with a kiss he mur­mured: “Do you love me, darling?”

			The whole house sank to si­lence. But anon there arose from some­where—it might have been the cel­lar, it might have been the at­tics—im­possible to de­term­ine the dir­ec­tion—a rum­bling—son­or­ous, even, reg­u­lar, dull, pro­longed roar as of a boil­er un­der high steam pres­sure: Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie slept.

			It had been de­cided that they should start at eight o’clock the next morn­ing, so they were all as­sembled in the kit­chen by that hour; but the di­li­gence, roofed with snow, stood sol­it­ary in the middle of the court­yard without horses or driver. The lat­ter was sought for in vain either in the stables or in the coach­house. The men of the party then re­solved to beat the coun­try round for him, and went out ac­cord­ingly. They found them­selves in the pub­lic square with the church at one end, and low-roofed houses down each side in which they caught sight of Prus­si­an sol­diers. The first one they came upon was peel­ing pota­toes; farther on an­oth­er was wash­ing out a barber’s shop; while a third, bearded to the eyes, was sooth­ing a cry­ing child and rock­ing it to and fro on his knee to quiet it. The big peas­ant wo­men whose men were all “with the army in the war” were or­der­ing about their do­cile con­quer­ors and show­ing them by signs what work they wanted done—chop­ping wood, grind­ing cof­fee, fetch­ing wa­ter; one of them was even do­ing the wash­ing for his host­ess, a help­less old crone.

			The Count, much as­ton­ished, stopped the beadle, who happened to come out of the priest’s house at that mo­ment, and asked the mean­ing of it all.

			“Oh,” replied the old church rat, “these are not at all bad. From what I hear they are not Prus­si­ans, either; they come from farther off, but where I can’t say; and they have all left a wife and chil­dren at home. I am very sure the wo­men down there are cry­ing for their men, too, and it will all make a nice lot of misery for them as well as for us. We are not so badly off here for the mo­ment, be­cause they do no harm and are work­ing just as if they were in their own homes. You see, Mon­sieur, the poor al­ways help one an­oth­er; it is the big­wigs who make the wars.”

			Cor­nu­det, in­dig­nant at the friendly un­der­stand­ing es­tab­lished between the vic­tors and the van­quished, re­tired from the scene, pre­fer­ring to shut him­self up in the inn. Loiseau of course must have his joke. “They are re-pop­u­lat­ing,” he said. Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon found a more fit­ting ex­pres­sion. “They are mak­ing re­par­a­tions.”

			But the driver was nowhere to be found. At last he was un­earthed in the vil­lage café hob­nob­bing fraternally with the of­ficer’s or­derly.

			“Did you not have or­ders to have the di­li­gence ready by eight o’clock?” the Count asked him.

			“Oh, yes, but I got an­oth­er or­der later on.”

			“What?”

			“Not to put the horses in at all.”

			“Who gave you that or­der?”

			“Why—the Prus­si­an com­mand­ant.”

			“Why?”

			“I don’t know—you had bet­ter ask him. I am told not to har­ness the horses, and so I don’t har­ness them—there you are.”

			“Did he tell you so him­self?”

			“No, Mon­sieur, the innkeep­er brought me the mes­sage from him.”

			“When was that?”

			“Last night, just as I was go­ing to bed.”

			The three men re­turned much dis­con­cer­ted. They asked for Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie, but were in­formed by the ser­vant that on ac­count of his asthma he nev­er got up be­fore ten o’clock—he had even pos­it­ively for­bid­den them to awaken him be­fore then ex­cept in case of fire.

			Then they asked to see the of­ficer, but that was ab­so­lutely im­possible, al­though he lodged at the inn.

			Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie alone was au­thor­ized to ap­proach him on non­mil­it­ary mat­ters. So they had to wait. The wo­men re­turned to their rooms and oc­cu­pied them­selves as best they could.

			Cor­nu­det in­stalled him­self in the high chim­ney-corner of the kit­chen, where a great fire was burn­ing. He had one of the little cof­fee-room tables brought to him and a can of beer, and puffed away pla­cidly at his pipe, which en­joyed among the demo­crats al­most equal con­sid­er­a­tion with him­self, as if in serving Cor­nu­det it served the coun­try also. The pipe was a su­perb meer­schaum, ad­mir­ably col­oured, black as the teeth of its own­er, but fra­grant, curved, shin­ing fa­mil­i­ar to his hand, and the nat­ur­al com­ple­ment to his physiognomy. He sat there mo­tion­less, his eyes fixed al­tern­ately on the flame of the hearth and the foam on the top of his tank­ard, and each time after drink­ing he passed his bony fin­gers with a self-sat­is­fied ges­ture through his long greasy hair, while he ab­sorbed the fringe of froth from his mous­tache.

			Un­der the pre­text of stretch­ing his legs, Loiseau went out and palmed off his wines on the coun­try re­tail deal­ers. The Count and the man­u­fac­turer talked polit­ics. They fore­cast the fu­ture of France, the one put­ting his faith in the Or­léans, the oth­er in an un­known sa­viour, a hero who would come to the fore when things were at their very worst—a Du Guesclin, a Joan of Arc per­haps, or even an­oth­er Na­po­leon I. Ah, if only the Prince Im­per­i­al were not so young! Cor­nu­det listened to them with the smile of a man who could solve the riddle of Fate if he would. His pipe per­fumed the whole kit­chen with its balmy fra­grance.

			On the stroke of ten Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie made his ap­pear­ance. They in­stantly at­tacked him with ques­tions, but he had but one an­swer which he re­peated two or three times without vari­ation. “The of­ficer said to me, ‘Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie, you will for­bid them to har­ness the horses for these trav­el­lers to­mor­row morn­ing. They are not to leave till I give my per­mis­sion. You un­der­stand?’ That is all.”

			They de­man­ded to see the of­ficer; the Count sent up his card, on which Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon ad­ded his name and all his titles. The Prus­si­an sent word that he would ad­mit the two men to his pres­ence after he had lunched, that is to say, about one o’clock.

			The ladies came down and they all man­aged to eat a little in spite of their anxi­ety. Boule de Suif looked quite ill and very much agit­ated.

			They were just fin­ish­ing cof­fee when the or­derly ar­rived to fetch the two gen­tle­men.

			Loiseau joined them, but when they pro­posed to bring Cor­nu­det along to give more solem­nity to their pro­ceed­ings, he de­clared haught­ily that noth­ing would in­duce him to enter in­to any com­mu­nic­a­tion what­so­ever with the Ger­mans, and he re­turned to his chim­ney-corner and ordered an­oth­er bottle of beer.

			The three men went up­stairs, and were shown in­to the best room in the inn, where they were re­ceived by the of­ficer lolling in an arm­chair, his heels on the chim­neypiece, smoking a long por­cel­ain pipe, and ar­rayed in a flam­boy­ant dress­ing-gown, taken, no doubt, from the aban­doned dwell­ing-house of some bour­geois of in­feri­or taste. He did not rise, he vouch­safed them no greet­ing of any de­scrip­tion, he did not even look at them—a bril­liant sample of the vic­tori­ous mil­it­ary cad.

			At last after some mo­ments, wait­ing he said: “Vat do you vant?”

			The Count ac­ted as spokes­man.

			“We wish to leave, Mon­sieur.”

			“No.”

			“May I take the liberty of ask­ing the reas­on for this re­fus­al?”

			“Pe­cause I do not shoose.”

			“With all due re­spect, Mon­sieur, I would draw your at­ten­tion to the fact that your gen­er­al gave us a per­mit for Dieppe, and I can­not see that we have done any­thing to jus­ti­fy your hard meas­ures.”

			“I do not shoose—dat’s all—you can co town.”

			They all bowed and with­drew.

			The af­ter­noon was miser­able. They could make noth­ing of this caprice of the Ger­man’s, and the most far­fetched ideas tor­tured their minds. The whole party re­mained in the kit­chen en­ga­ging in end­less dis­cus­sions, ima­gin­ing the most im­prob­able things. Were they to be kept as host­ages?—but if so, to what end?—or taken pris­on­ers—or asked a large ransom? This last sug­ges­tion threw them in­to a cold per­spir­a­tion of fear. The wealth­i­est were seized with the worst pan­ic and saw them­selves forced, if they val­ued their lives, to empty bags of gold in­to the ra­pa­cious hands of this sol­dier. They racked their brains for plaus­ible lies to dis­semble their riches, to pass them­selves off as poor—very poor. Loiseau pulled off his watch-chain and hid it in his pock­et. As night fell their ap­pre­hen­sions in­creased. The lamp was lighted, and as there were still two hours till sup­per Ma­dame Loiseau pro­posed a game of thirty-one. It would be some little dis­trac­tion, at any rate. The plan was ac­cep­ted; even Cor­nu­det, who had put out his pipe from motives of po­lite­ness, tak­ing a hand.

			The Count shuffled the cards, dealt, Boule de Suif had thirty-one at the first deal; and very soon the in­terest in the game al­layed the fears that be­set their minds. Cor­nu­det, how­ever, ob­served that the two Loiseaus were in league to cheat.

			Just as they were sit­ting down to the even­ing meal Mon­sieur ap­peared and said in his husky voice: “The Prus­si­an of­ficer wishes to know if Ma­demois­elle Eliza­beth Rous­set has not changed her mind yet?”

			Boule de Suif re­mained stand­ing and turned very pale, then sud­denly her face flamed and she fell in­to such a par­oxysm of rage that she could not speak. At last she burst out: “You can tell that scoun­drel—that low scum of a Prus­si­an—that I won’t—and I nev­er will—do you hear?—nev­er! nev­er! nev­er!”

			The fat innkeep­er re­tired. They in­stantly sur­roun­ded Boule de Suif, ques­tion­ing, en­treat­ing her to dis­close the mys­tery of her vis­it. At first she re­fused, but presently she was car­ried away by her in­dig­na­tion: “What does he want?—what does he want?—he wants me to make love to him!” she shouted.

			The gen­er­al in­dig­na­tion was so vi­ol­ent that nobody was shocked. Cor­nu­det brought his beer glass down on the table with such a bang that it broke. There was a per­fect ba­bel of in­vect­ive against the drunk­en lout, a hur­ricane of wrath, a uni­on of all for res­ist­ance, as if each had been re­quired to con­trib­ute a por­tion of the sac­ri­fice de­man­ded of her. The Count pro­tested with dis­gust that these people be­haved really as if they were early bar­bar­i­ans. The wo­men, in par­tic­u­lar, ac­cor­ded her the most lively and af­fec­tion­ate sym­pathy. The nuns, who only ap­peared at meals, dropped their eyes and said noth­ing.

			The first fury of the storm hav­ing abated, they sat down to sup­per, but there was little con­ver­sa­tion and a good deal of thought­ful ab­strac­tion.

			The ladies re­tired early; the men, while they smoked, got up a game of écarté, which Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie was in­vited to join, as they in­ten­ded pump­ing him skil­fully as to the means that could be em­ployed for over­com­ing the of­ficer’s op­pos­i­tion to their de­par­ture. Un­for­tu­nately, he would ab­sorb him­self wholly in his cards, and neither listened to what they said nor gave any an­swer to their ques­tions, but re­peated in­cess­antly, “Play, gen­tle­men, play!” His at­ten­tion was so deeply en­gaged that he for­got to spit, which caused his chest to wheeze from time to time; his wheez­ing lungs run­ning through the whole gamut of asthma from notes of the pro­found­est bass to the shrill, hoarse crow of the young cock.

			He re­fused to go to bed when his wife, who was drop­ping with sleep, came to fetch him. She there­fore de­par­ted alone, for on her de­volved the “day duty,” and she al­ways rose with the sun, while her hus­band took the “night duty,” and was al­ways ready to sit up all night with friends. He merely called out, “Mind you put my egg flip in front of the fire!” and re­turned to his cards. When they were con­vinced that there was noth­ing to be got out of him, they de­clared that it was high time to go to bed, and left him.

			They were up again pretty early the next day, filled with an in­def­in­ite hope, a still keen­er de­sire to be gone, and a hor­ror of an­oth­er day to be got through in this hor­rible little inn.

			Alas! the horses were still in the stable and the coach­man re­mained in­vis­ible. For lack of some­thing bet­ter to do, they sadly wandered round the di­li­gence.

			Lunch was very de­press­ing, and a cer­tain chil­li­ness had sprung up with re­gard to Boule de Suif, for the night—which brings coun­sel—had some­what mod­i­fied their opin­ions. They were al­most vexed with the girl now for not hav­ing gone to the Prus­si­an secretly, and thus pre­pared a pleas­ant sur­prise for her com­pan­ions in the morn­ing. What could be sim­pler, and, after all, who could have been any the wiser? She might have saved ap­pear­ances by telling the of­ficer that she could not bear to see their dis­tress any longer. It could make so very little dif­fer­ence to her one way or an­oth­er!

			But, as yet, nobody con­fessed to these thoughts. In the af­ter­noon, as they were feel­ing bored to ex­tinc­tion, the Count pro­posed a walk round the vil­lage. Every­body wrapped up care­fully and the little party star­ted, with the ex­cep­tion of Cor­nu­det, who pre­ferred sit­ting by the fire, and the two Sis­ters, who passed their days in the church or with the curé.

			The cold—grown more in­tense each day—nipped their noses and ears vi­ciously, and the feet be­came so pain­ful that every step was an­guish; but when they caught sight of the open stretch of coun­try it ap­peared to them so ap­pallingly lugubri­ous un­der its il­lim­it­able white cov­er­ing that they turned back with one ac­cord, their hearts con­stric­ted, their spir­its be­low zero. The four ladies walked in front, the three men fol­low­ing a little be­hind.

			Loiseau, who thor­oughly took in the situ­ation, sud­denly broke out, “How long was this damned wench go­ing to keep them hanging on in this hole?” The Count, cour­teous as ever, ob­served that one could not de­mand so pain­ful a sac­ri­fice of any wo­man—the of­fer must come from her. Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon re­marked that if—as there was every reas­on to be­lieve—the French made an of­fens­ive coun­ter­march by way of Dieppe, the col­li­sion could only take place at Tôtes. This re­flec­tion greatly alarmed the oth­er two. “Why not es­cape on foot?” sug­ges­ted Loiseau. The Count shrugged his shoulders. “How can you think of such a thing in this snow—and with our wives? Be­sides which, we should in­stantly be pur­sued, caught in ten minutes, and brought back pris­on­ers at the mercy of these sol­diers.” This was in­con­test­able—there was noth­ing more to be said.

			The ladies talked dress, but a cer­tain con­straint seemed to have ris­en up between them.

			All at once, at the end of the street, the of­ficer came in sight, his tall fig­ure, like a wasp in uni­form, sil­hou­et­ted against the dazzling back­ground of snow, and walk­ing with his knees well apart, with that move­ment pe­cu­li­ar to the mil­it­ary when en­deav­our­ing to save their care­fully pol­ished boots from the mud.

			In passing the ladies he bowed, but only stared con­temp­tu­ously at the men, who, be it said, had the dig­nity not to lift their hats, though Loiseau made a faint ges­ture in that dir­ec­tion.

			Boule de Suif blushed up to her eyes, and the three mar­ried wo­men felt it a deep hu­mi­li­ation to have en­countered this sol­dier while they were in the com­pany of the young wo­man he had treated so cava­lierly.

			The con­ver­sa­tion then turned upon him, his gen­er­al ap­pear­ance, his face. Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon, who had known a great many of­ficers and was com­pet­ent to judge of them as a con­nois­seur, con­sidered this one really not half bad—she even re­gret­ted that he was not French, he would have made such a fas­cin­at­ing hus­sar, and would cer­tainly have been much run after.

			Once in­doors again, they did not know what to do with them­selves. Sharp words were ex­changed on the most in­sig­ni­fic­ant pre­texts. The si­lent din­ner did not last long, and they shortly af­ter­wards went to bed, hop­ing to kill time by sleep­ing.

			They came down next morn­ing with jaded faces and ex­as­per­a­tion in their hearts. The wo­men scarcely ad­dressed a word to Boule de Suif.

			Presently the church bell began to ring; it was for a christen­ing. Boule de Suif had a child out at nurse with some peas­ants near Yvetot. She did not see it once in a year and nev­er gave it a thought, but the idea of this baby which was go­ing to be bap­tized filled her heart with sud­den and vi­ol­ent ten­der­ness for her own, and noth­ing would sat­is­fy her but that she should as­sist at the ce­re­mony.

			No soon­er was she gone than they all looked at one an­oth­er and pro­ceeded to draw up their chairs; for every­body felt that things had come to that point that some­thing must be de­cided upon. Loiseau had an in­spir­a­tion: that they should pro­pose to the of­ficer to keep Boule de Suif and let the rest go.

			Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie un­der­took the mis­sion, but re­turned al­most im­me­di­ately. The Ger­man, who had some know­ledge of hu­man nature, had simply turned him out of the room. He meant to re­tain the whole party so long as his de­sire was un­sat­is­fied.

			At this Ma­dame Loiseau’s ple­bei­an tend­en­cies got the bet­ter of her. “But surely we are not go­ing to sit down calmly here and die of old age! As that is this har­lot’s trade, I don’t see that she has any right to re­fuse one man more than an­oth­er. Why, she took any­body she could get in Rouen, down to the very cab drivers. Yes, Ma­dame, the coach­man of the Pre­fec­ture. I know all about it. He buys his wine at our shop. And now, when it lies with her to get us out of this scrape, she pre­tends to be par­tic­u­lar—the brazen hussy! For my part, I con­sider the of­ficer has be­haved very well! He has prob­ably not had a chance for some time, and there were three here whom, no doubt, he would have pre­ferred; but no—he is con­tent to take the one who is pub­lic prop­erty. He re­spects mar­ried wo­men. Re­mem­ber, he is mas­ter here. He had only to say ‘I will,’ and he could have taken us by force with his sol­diers!”

			A little shud­der ran through the oth­er two wo­men. Pretty little Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon’s eyes shone and she turned rather pale as though she already felt her­self for­cibly seized by the of­ficer.

			The men, who had been ar­guing the mat­ter in a corner, now joined them. Loiseau, foam­ing with rage, was for de­liv­er­ing up “the hussy” bound hand and foot to the en­emy. But the Count, com­ing of three gen­er­a­tions of am­bas­sad­ors, and gif­ted with the physique of the dip­lo­mat­ist, was on the side of skill as op­posed to brute force.

			“She must be per­suaded,” he said. Whereupon they con­spired.

			The wo­men drew up closer to­geth­er, voices were lowered, and the dis­cus­sion be­came gen­er­al, each one of­fer­ing his or her ad­vice. Noth­ing was said to shock the pro­pri­et­ies. The ladies, in par­tic­u­lar, were most ex­pert in fe­li­cit­ous turns of phrase, charm­ing sub­tleties of speech for ex­press­ing the most tick­lish things. A for­eign­er would have un­der­stood noth­ing, the lan­guage was so care­fully veiled. But as the slight coat­ing of mod­esty with which every wo­man of the world is en­vel­oped is hardly more than skin deep, they ex­pan­ded un­der the in­flu­ence of this equi­voc­al ad­ven­ture, en­joy­ing them­selves tre­mend­ously at bot­tom, thor­oughly in their ele­ment, dab­bling in sen­su­al­ity with the gusto of an epi­cur­ean cook pre­par­ing a tooth­some del­ic­acy for some­body else.

			The story fi­nally ap­peared to them so funny that they quite re­covered their spir­its. The Count in­dulged in some rather risky pleas­ant­ries, but so well put that they raised a re­spons­ive smile; Loiseau, in his turn, rapped out some de­cidedly strong jokes which nobody took in bad part, and the bru­tal pro­pos­i­tion ex­pressed by his wife swayed all their minds: “As that is her trade, why re­fuse one man more than an­oth­er?” Little Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon seemed even to think that in her place she would re­fuse this one less read­ily than an­oth­er.

			They were long in pre­par­ing the block­ade, as if against an in­ves­ted fort­ress. Each one agreed upon the part they would play, the ar­gu­ments they would bring for­ward, the man­oeuvres they would ex­ecute. They ar­ranged the plan of at­tack, the stratagems to be em­ployed, and the sur­prises of the as­sault for for­cing this liv­ing cit­adel to re­ceive the en­emy with­in its gates. Cor­nu­det alone held aloof, com­pletely out­side the af­fair.

			They were so pro­foundly oc­cu­pied with the mat­ter in hand that they nev­er heard Boule de Suif enter the room. But the Count breathed a low warn­ing “Hush!” and they lif­ted their heads. She was there. The talk­ing ceased ab­ruptly, and a cer­tain feel­ing of em­bar­rass­ment pre­ven­ted them from ad­dress­ing her at first, till the Count­ess, more versed than the oth­ers in the du­pli­cit­ies of the draw­ing room, asked how she had en­joyed the christen­ing.

			Still full of emo­tion at what she had wit­nessed, Boule de Suif de­scribed every de­tail—the peoples’ faces, their at­ti­tudes, even the ap­pear­ance of the church. It was so nice to pray now and then, she ad­ded.

			Till lunch­eon, how­ever, the ladies con­fined them­selves merely to be­ing agree­able to her in or­der to in­crease her con­fid­ence in them and her do­cil­ity to their coun­sels. But once seated at the table, the at­tack began. It first took the form of a des­ultory con­ver­sa­tion on de­vo­tion to a cause. Ex­amples from an­cient his­tory were cited: Ju­dith and Holofernes, and then, without any ap­par­ent con­nec­tion, Lu­cre­tia and Sex­tus, Cleo­patra ad­mit­ting to her couch all the hos­tile gen­er­als, and re­du­cing them to the servil­ity of slaves. Then began a fant­ast­ic his­tory, which had sprung up in the minds of the ig­nor­ant mil­lion­aires, in which the wo­men of Rome were seen on their way to Cap­ua, to rock Han­ni­bal to sleep in their arms, and his of­ficers along with him, and the phalanxes of the mer­cen­ar­ies. The wo­men were men­tioned who had ar­res­ted the course of con­quer­ors, made of their bod­ies a ram­part, a means of dom­in­at­ing, a weapon; who had van­quished by their hero­ic em­braces be­ings hideous or re­puls­ive, and sac­ri­ficed their chastity to ven­geance or pat­ri­ot­ism. They even talked in veiled terms of an Eng­lish­wo­man of good fam­ily who had her­self in­ocu­lated with a hor­rible con­ta­gious dis­ease, in or­der to give it to Na­po­leon, who was saved mi­ra­cu­lously by a sud­den in­dis­pos­i­tion at the hour of the fatal meet­ing.

			And all this in so dis­creet and mod­er­ate a man­ner, with now and then a little burst of warm en­thu­si­asm, ad­mir­ably cal­cu­lated to ex­cite emu­la­tion. To hear them you would have fi­nally come to the con­clu­sion that wo­man’s sole mis­sion here be­low was to per­petu­ally sac­ri­fice her per­son, to aban­don her­self con­tinu­ally to the caprices of the war­ri­or.

			The two Sis­ters ap­peared to be deaf to it all, sunk in pro­found thought. Boule de Suif said noth­ing.

			They al­lowed her all the af­ter­noon for re­flec­tion, but in­stead of call­ing her “Ma­dame,” as they had done up till now, they ad­dressed her simply as “Ma­demois­elle”—nobody could have said ex­actly why—as if to send her down a step in the es­teem she had gained, and force her to feel the shame of her po­s­i­tion.

			In the even­ing just as the soup was be­ing brought to the table Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie made his ap­pear­ance again with the same mes­sage as be­fore: “The Prus­si­an of­ficer sends to ask Ma­demois­elle Eliza­beth Rous­set if she had not changed her mind.”

			“No, Mon­sieur,” Boule de Suif replied curtly.

			At sup­per the co­ali­tion weakened. Loiseau put his foot in it three times. They all racked their brains for fresh in­stances to the point, and found none, when the Count­ess, pos­sibly without pre­med­it­a­tion and only from a vague de­sire to render homage to re­li­gion, in­ter­rog­ated the older of the two Sis­ters on the main in­cid­ents in the lives of the saints. Now, sev­er­al of them had com­mit­ted acts which would be coun­ted crimes in our eyes, but the Church read­ily par­dons such mis­deeds when they are ac­com­plished for the glory of God or the be­ne­fit of our neigh­bours. It was a power­ful ar­gu­ment, and the Count­ess took ad­vant­age of it. Then by one of those ta­cit agree­ments, those veiled com­plais­ances in which every­one who wears ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al habit ex­cels, or per­haps simply from a happy want of in­tel­li­gence, a help­ful stu­pid­ity, the old nun brought for­mid­able sup­port to the con­spir­acy. They had ima­gined her tim­id; she proved her­self bold, verb­ose, vi­ol­ent. She was not troubled by any of the shilly-shal­ly­ings of ca­su­istry, her doc­trine was like a bar of iron, her faith nev­er wavered, her con­science knew no scruples. She con­sidered Ab­ra­ham’s sac­ri­fice a very simple af­fair, for she her­self would have in­stantly killed fath­er or moth­er at an or­der from above, and noth­ing, she averred, could dis­please the Lord if the in­ten­tion were com­mend­able. The Count­ess, tak­ing ad­vant­age of the sac­red au­thor­ity of her un­ex­pec­ted ally, drew her on to make an edi­fy­ing para­phrase, as it were, on the well-known mor­al max­im: “The end jus­ti­fies the means.

			“Then, Sis­ter,” she in­quired, “you think God ap­proves of every path­way that leads to Him, and par­dons the deed if the motive be a pure one?”

			“Who can doubt it, Ma­dame? An ac­tion blam­able in it­self is of­ten rendered mer­it­ori­ous by the im­pulse which in­spires it.”

			And she con­tin­ued in the same strain, un­rav­el­ling the in­tric­a­cies of the will of the Almighty, pre­dict­ing His de­cisions, mak­ing Him in­terest Him­self in mat­ters which, of a truth, did not con­cern Him at all.

			All this was skill­fully and dis­creetly wrapped up, but each word of the pi­ous wo­man in the big white cap made a breach in the in­dig­nant res­ist­ance of the cour­tes­an. The con­ver­sa­tion then glan­cing off slightly, the wo­man of the pen­dent ros­ar­ies went on to speak of the re­li­gious houses of her Or­der, of her su­per­i­or, of her­self and her fra­gile little com­pan­ion, her dear little Sis­ter St. Nice­ph­ora. They had been summoned to Havre to nurse the hun­dreds of sol­diers there down with small­pox. She de­scribed the con­di­tion of these poor wretches, gave de­tails of their dis­ease; and while they were thus stopped upon the road by the whim of this Prus­si­an, many French sol­diers might die whom per­haps they could have saved. That was her spe­cialty—nurs­ing sol­diers. She had been in the Crimea, in Italy, in Aus­tria; and re­lat­ing her cam­paigns, she sud­denly re­vealed her­self as one of those Sis­ters of the fife and drum who seem made for fol­low­ing the camp, pick­ing up the wounded in the thick of battle, and bet­ter than any of­ficer for quelling with a word the great hulk­ing un­dis­cip­lined louts—a reg­u­lar Sis­ter Ra­ta­plan, her rav­aged face all pit­ted with in­nu­mer­able holes, call­ing up an im­age of the dev­ast­a­tions of war.

			No one spoke after her for fear of spoil­ing the ex­cel­lent ef­fect.

			Im­me­di­ately after din­ner they hur­ried to their rooms, not to re­appear till pretty late the next morn­ing.

			Lunch­eon passed off quietly. They al­lowed the seed sown yes­ter­day time to grow and bear fruit.

			In the af­ter­noon the Count­ess pro­posed a walk, whereupon the Count, fol­low­ing the pre­con­cer­ted ar­range­ment, took Boule de Suif’s arm and fell be­hind with her a little. He ad­op­ted that fa­mil­i­ar, pa­ternal, some­what con­temp­tu­ous tone which eld­erly men af­fect to­wards such girls, call­ing her “my dear child,” treat­ing her from the height of his so­cial po­s­i­tion and in­dis­put­able re­spect­ab­il­ity.

			He came to the point without fur­ther pre­amble. “So you prefer to keep us here ex­posed like your­self to all the vi­ol­ence which must in­ev­it­ably fol­low a check to the Prus­si­an arms, rather than con­sent to ac­cord one of those fa­vours you have so of­ten dis­pensed in your time?”

			Boule de Suif did not reply.

			He then ap­pealed to her kind­ness of heart, her reas­on, her sen­ti­ment. He knew how to re­main “Mon­sieur le Comte,” yet show­ing him­self at the same time chiv­al­rous, flat­ter­ing—in a word, al­to­geth­er ami­able. He ex­al­ted the sac­ri­fice she would be mak­ing for them, touched upon their grat­it­ude, and with a fi­nal flash of roguish­ness, “Be­sides, my dear, he may think him­self lucky—he will not find many such pretty girls as you in his own coun­try!”

			Boule de Suif said noth­ing and re­joined the rest of the party.

			When they re­turned, she went straight to her room and did not come down again. The anxi­ety was ter­rible. What was she go­ing to do? How un­speak­ably mor­ti­fy­ing if she still per­sisted in her re­fus­al!

			The din­ner-hour ar­rived, they waited for her in vain. Mon­sieur Fol­len­vie, en­ter­ing presently, an­nounced that Ma­demois­elle Rous­set was in­dis­posed, and that there was con­sequently no need to delay sup­per any longer. They all pricked up their ears. The Count ap­proached the innkeep­er with a whispered “All right?”

			“Yes.”

			For pro­pri­ety’s sake he said noth­ing to his com­pan­ions, but he made them a slight sign of the head. A great sigh of re­lief went up from every heart, every face lit up with joy.

			“Saper­li­po­pette!” cried Loiseau, “I will stand cham­pagne if there is such a thing in this es­tab­lish­ment!”

			Ma­dame Loiseau suffered a pang of an­guish when the innkeep­er re­turned with four bottles in his hands. Every­body sud­denly turned com­mu­nic­at­ive and cheer­ful, and their hearts over­flowed with pruri­ent de­light. The Count seemed all at once to be­come aware that Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon was charm­ing; the man­u­fac­turer paid com­pli­ments to the Count­ess. Con­ver­sa­tion be­came lively, sprightly, and full of sparkle.

			Sud­denly Loiseau, with an anxious ex­pres­sion, raised his arms and shouted: “Si­lence!” They all stopped talk­ing, sur­prised and already ter­ri­fied. Then he listened in­tently, mo­tion­ing to them to be si­lent with his two hands, and rais­ing his eyes to the ceil­ing. He listened again, and re­sumed in his nat­ur­al voice: “It is all right. Don’t worry.”

			They did not un­der­stand at first, but soon a smile spread over their faces.

			A quarter of an hour later he began the same com­edy, and re­peated it fre­quently dur­ing the even­ing. He pre­ten­ded to be ques­tion­ing someone on the floor above, giv­ing ad­vice in double-mean­ing phrases which he drew from his rep­er­tory as a com­mer­cial trav­el­ler. At times he would as­sume an air of sad­ness, and sigh: “Poor girl”; or he would mut­ter between his teeth with a furi­ous air: “You swine of a Prus­si­an!”—Some­times, when least ex­pec­ted, he would shout in res­on­ant tones: “Enough! Enough!” adding, as though speak­ing to him­self, “if only we see her again; if the scoun­drel does not kill her!”

			Al­though these jokes were in de­plor­able taste, they amused every­one and hurt nobody, for, like everything else, in­dig­na­tion is qual­i­fied by cir­cum­stances, and the at­mo­sphere about them had gradu­ally be­come charged with ob­scene thoughts.

			By the time they reached dessert the wo­men them­selves were in­dul­ging in de­cidedly risky wit­ti­cisms. Eyes grew bright, tongues were loosened, a good deal of wine had been con­sumed. The Count, who, even in his cups, re­tained his char­ac­ter­ist­ic air of dip­lo­mat­ic grav­ity, made some highly spiced com­par­is­ons on the sub­ject of the end of the winter sea­son at the Pole and the joy of ice­bound mar­iners at sight of an open­ing to the south.

			Loiseau, now in full swing, rose, and lift­ing high his glass of cham­pagne, “To our de­liv­er­ance!” he cried. Every­body star­ted to their feet with ac­clam­a­tion. Even the two Sis­ters of Mercy, yield­ing to the so­li­cit­a­tions of the ladies, con­sen­ted to take a sip of the ef­fer­ves­cing wine which they had nev­er tasted be­fore. They pro­nounced it to be very like lem­on­ade, though the taste was finer.

			“What a pity there is no pi­ano,” said Loiseau as a crown­ing point to the situ­ation, “we might have fin­ished up with a quad­rille.”

			Cor­nu­det had not uttered a word, nor made a sign of join­ing in the gen­er­al hil­ar­ity; he was ap­par­ently plunged in the gravest ab­strac­tions, only pulling vi­ciously at his great beard from time to time as if to draw it out longer than be­fore. At last, about mid­night, when the com­pany was pre­par­ing to sep­ar­ate, Loiseau came stum­bling over to him, and dig­ging him in the ribs: “You seem rather down in the mouth this even­ing, cit­izen—haven’t said a word.”

			Cor­nu­det threw up his head an­grily, and sweep­ing the com­pany with a flash­ing and ter­rible look: “I tell you all that what you have done today is in­fam­ous!”

			He rose, made his way to the door, ex­claimed once again, “In­fam­ous!” and van­ished.

			This some­what dashed their spir­its for the mo­ment. Loiseau, non­plussed at first, soon re­gained his aplomb and burst in­to a roar of laughter. “Sour grapes, old man—sour grapes!”

			The oth­ers not un­der­stand­ing the al­lu­sion, he pro­ceeded to re­late the “mys­ter­ies of the cor­ridor.” This was fol­lowed by an up­roari­ous re­viv­al of gaiety. The ladies were in a frenzy of de­light, the Count and Mon­sieur Car­ré-La­madon laughed till they cried. They could not be­lieve it.

			“Do you mean to say he wanted—”

			“I tell you I saw it with my own eyes.”

			“And she re­fused?”

			“Be­cause the Prus­si­an was in the next room.”

			“It is in­cred­ible.”

			“As true as I stand here!”

			The Count nearly choked; the man­u­fac­turer held both his sides.

			“And you can un­der­stand that he does not quite see the joke of the thing this even­ing—oh, no—not at all!”

			And they all three went off again, breath­less, chok­ing, sick with laughter.

			After that they par­ted for the night. But Ma­dame Loiseau re­marked to her hus­band when they were alone that that little cat of a Car­ré-La­madon had laughed on the wrong side of her mouth all the even­ing. “You know how it is with these wo­men—they dote upon a uni­form, and wheth­er it is French or Prus­si­an mat­ters pre­cious little to them. But, Lord—it seems to me a poor way of look­ing at things.”

			All night the dark­ness of the cor­ridor seemed full of thrills, of slight noises, scarcely aud­ible, the pat­ter­ing of bare feet, and creak­ing that was al­most im­per­cept­ible. Cer­tainly nobody got to sleep un­til very late, for it was long be­fore the lights ceased to shine un­der the doors. Cham­pagne, they say, of­ten has that dis­turb­ing ef­fect; it makes one rest­less and wake­ful.

			Next morn­ing a bril­liant winter sun shone on the dazzling snow. The di­li­gence was by this time ready and wait­ing be­fore the door, while a flock of white pi­geons, muffled in their thick plumage, strut­ted sol­emnly in and out among the feet of the six horses, seek­ing what they might de­vour.

			The driver, en­vel­oped in his sheep­skin, sat on the box smoking his pipe, and the ra­di­ant trav­el­lers were busily lay­ing in pro­vi­sions for the rest of the jour­ney.

			They were only wait­ing now for Boule de Suif. She ap­peared.

			She looked agit­ated and down­cast as she ad­vanced tim­idly to­wards her fel­low trav­el­lers, who all, with one move­ment, turned away their heads as if they had not seen her. The Count, with a dig­ni­fied move­ment, took his wife by the arm and drew her away from this con­tam­in­at­ing con­tact.

			The poor thing stopped short, be­wildered; then gath­er­ing up her cour­age she ac­cos­ted the wife of the man­u­fac­turer with a humble “Good morn­ing, Ma­dame.” The oth­er merely replied with an im­per­tin­ent little nod, ac­com­pan­ied by a stare of out­raged vir­tue. Every­body seemed sud­denly ex­tremely busy, and they avoided her as if she had brought the plague in her skirts. They then pre­cip­it­ated them­selves in­to the vehicle, where she ar­rived the last and by her­self, and re­sumed in si­lence the seat she had oc­cu­pied dur­ing the first part of the jour­ney.

			They af­fected not to see her, not to re­cog­nize her; only Ma­dame Loiseau, glan­cing round at her with scorn and in­dig­na­tion, said half aud­ibly to her hus­band, “It’s a good thing that I am not sit­ting be­side her!”

			The heavy con­vey­ance jol­ted off, and the jour­ney re­com­menced.

			No one spoke for the first little while. Boule de Suif did not ven­ture to raise her eyes. She felt in­censed at her com­pan­ions, and at the same time deeply hu­mi­li­ated at hav­ing yiel­ded to their per­sua­sions, and let her­self be sul­lied by the kisses of this Prus­si­an in­to whose arms they had hy­po­crit­ic­ally thrust her.

			The Count­ess was the first to break the un­com­fort­able si­lence. Turn­ing to Ma­dame Car­ré-La­madon, she said, “You know Ma­dame d’Etrelles, I think?”

			“Oh, yes; she is a great friend of mine.”

			“What a charm­ing wo­man!”

			“Fas­cin­at­ing! So truly re­fined; very cul­tiv­ated, too, and an artist to the tips of her fin­gers—she sings de­light­fully, and draws to per­fec­tion.”

			The man­u­fac­turer was talk­ing to the Count, and through the rattle of the crazy win­dowpanes one caught a word here and there; shares—di­vidends—premi­um—set­tling day—and the like. Loiseau, who had ap­pro­pri­ated an old pack of cards from the inn, thick with the grease of the five years’ rub­bing on dirty tables, star­ted a game of bezique with his wife. The two Sis­ters pulled up the long ros­ar­ies hanging at their waists, made the sign of the cross, and sud­denly began mov­ing their lips rap­idly, faster and faster, hur­ry­ing their vague babble as if for a wager; kiss­ing a medal from time to time, cross­ing them­selves again, and then re­sum­ing their rap­id and mono­ton­ous mur­mur.

			Cor­nu­det sat mo­tion­less—think­ing.

			At the end of the three hours’ steady trav­el­ling Loiseau gathered up his cards and re­marked fa­cetiously, “It’s turn­ing hungry.”

			His wife then pro­duced a par­cel, which she un­tied, and brought out a piece of cold veal. This she cut up in­to thin, firm slices, and both began to eat.

			“Sup­pos­ing we do the same?” said the Count­ess, and pro­ceeded to un­pack the pro­vi­sions pre­pared for both couples. In one of those ob­long dishes with a china hare upon the cov­er to in­dic­ate that a roast hare lies be­neath, was a suc­cu­lent se­lec­tion of cold vi­ands—brown slices of juicy ven­ison mingled with oth­er meats. A de­li­cious square of Gruyère cheese wrapped in news­pa­per still bore im­prin­ted on its dewy sur­face the words “Gen­er­al News.”

			The two Sis­ters brought out a saus­age smelling of gar­lic, and Cor­nu­det, plunging his hands in­to the vast pock­ets of his loose great­coat, drew up four hard-boiled eggs from one and a big crust of bread from the oth­er. He peeled off the shells and threw them in­to the straw un­der his feet, and pro­ceeded to bite in­to the egg, drop­ping pieces of the yolk in­to his long beard, from whence they shone out like stars.

			In the hurry and con­fu­sion of the morn­ing Boule de Suif had omit­ted to take thought for the fu­ture, and she looked on, furi­ous, chok­ing with mor­ti­fic­a­tion, at these people all munch­ing away so pla­cidly. A storm of rage con­vulsed her, and she opened her mouth to hurl at them the tor­rent of ab­use that rose to her lips, but she could not speak, suf­foc­ated by her in­dig­na­tion.

			Nobody looked at her, nobody thought of her. She felt her­self drown­ing in the flood of con­tempt shown to­wards her by these hon­est scoun­drels who had first sac­ri­ficed her and then cast her off like some use­less and un­clean thing. Then her thoughts re­ver­ted to her great bas­ket full of good things which they had so greed­ily de­voured—the two fowls in their glit­ter­ing coat of jelly, her pat­ties, her pears, her four bottles of claret; and her fury sud­denly sub­sided like the break­ing of an over­strung chord and she felt that she was on the verge of tears. She made the most strenu­ous ef­forts to over­come it—straightened her­self up and choked back her sobs as chil­dren do, but the tears would rise. They glittered for a mo­ment on her lashes, and presently two big drops rolled slowly over her cheeks. Oth­ers gathered in quick suc­ces­sion like wa­ter drip­ping from a rock and splashed on to the ample curve of her bos­om. She sat up very straight, her eyes fixed, her face pale and ri­gid, hop­ing that nobody would no­tice.

			But the Count­ess saw her and nudged her hus­band. He shrugged his shoulders as much as to say, “What can you ex­pect? It is not my fault.” Ma­dame Loiseau gave a si­lent chuckle of tri­umph and mur­mured, “She is cry­ing over her shame.” The two Sis­ters had re­sumed their de­vo­tions after care­fully wrap­ping up the rem­nants of their saus­ages.

			Then Cor­nu­det, while di­gest­ing his eggs, stretched his long legs un­der the op­pos­ite seat, leaned back, smiled like a man who has just thought of a cap­it­al joke, and began to softly whistle the “Mar­seil­laise.”

			The faces clouded; the pop­u­lar air seemed un­pleas­ing to his neigh­bors; they be­came nervous—ir­rit­able—look­ing as if they were ready to throw back their heads and howl like dogs at the sound of a bar­rel or­gan. He was per­fectly aware of this, but did not stop. From time to time he hummed a few of the words:

			
				
					Amour sac­ré de la patrie,
					

					Con­duis, sou­tiens nos bras vengeurs,
					

					Liber­té, liber­té chérie,
					

					Com­bats avec tes défen­seurs!
				

			

			They drove at a much quick­er pace today, the snow be­ing harder; and all the way to Dieppe, dur­ing the long, dull hours of the jour­ney, through all the jolt­ing and rat­tling of the con­vey­ance, in the fall­ing shades of even­ing and later in the pro­found dark­ness of the car­riage he con­tin­ued with un­abated per­sist­ency his venge­ful and mono­ton­ous whist­ling; for­cing his wear­ied and ex­as­per­ated fel­low trav­el­lers to fol­low the song from end to end and to re­mem­ber every word that cor­res­pon­ded to each note.

			And Boule de Suif wept on, and at times a sob which she could not repress broke out between two couplets in the dark­ness.

		
	
		
			Les Dimanches d’Un Bourgeois

			
				
					I

					Pre­par­ing for Ex­cur­sions

				
				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, born in Par­is, hav­ing failed in his stud­ies at the Collège Henri IV, ob­tained em­ploy­ment in a gov­ern­ment de­part­ment through the in­flu­ence of one of his aunts, who kept a ci­gar store where a chief clerk of the de­part­ment bought his sup­ply of to­bacco. He ad­vanced very slowly and would per­haps have died a fourth-class clerk, had it not been for the be­ne­vol­ent Provid­ence that watches over us all.

				When he was about fifty-two years old, he had only be­gun to ex­plore, as a tour­ist, that re­gion of France which lies between the for­ti­fic­a­tions of Par­is and the provinces prop­er. The his­tory of his pro­mo­tion may be of use to a great many clerks, just as the de­scrip­tion of his out­ings may help a num­ber of Parisi­ans to plan their own trips, thus be­ing able to avoid cer­tain mis­haps which be­fell him.

				In 1854, M. Pa­tis­sot was mak­ing only eight­een hun­dred francs a year. His pe­cu­li­ar dis­pos­i­tion rendered him un­pop­u­lar with his su­per­i­ors, who let him linger in an etern­al and hope­less ex­pect­a­tion of the clerk’s ideal, an in­crease of salary.

				Though he worked con­scien­tiously, he did not know how to push, be­ing, he said, too proud to do it. His pride con­sisted in re­fus­ing to bow and scrape be­fore his su­per­i­ors, after the man­ner of some of his fel­low-work­ers whom he de­clined to name. He used to add that his blunt­ness em­bar­rassed many per­sons, for, like all the rest, he cri­ti­cised in­justice and the fa­vor­it­ism that was shown to out­siders, strangers to the de­part­ment. But his in­dig­nant voice nev­er passed the door of the little box in which he worked.

				First as a clerk, then as a French­man, and fi­nally as a man of or­der, he ad­hered from prin­ciple to all es­tab­lished forms of the gov­ern­ment, hav­ing a re­li­gious rev­er­ence for power when it be­longed to oth­ers than his own chiefs.

				Every time he found the chance, he would stand where he could see the Em­per­or pass, that he might have the hon­or of rais­ing his hat, and he would de­part very proud at hav­ing bowed to the Chief of the State.

				After re­peatedly con­tem­plat­ing the sov­er­eign, he fol­lowed the ex­ample of a great many of his fel­low-cit­izens: he copied the cut of his Majesty’s beard, of his coat, his style of wear­ing his hair, his walk, even his man­ner­isms—how many men in every coun­try seem re­pro­duc­tions of the reign­ing sov­er­eign! In­deed, he did re­semble Na­po­leon III slightly, but his own hair was black, so he dyed it. The like­ness then was strik­ing, and when he chanced to see in the street a man who also re­sembled the im­per­i­al per­son, he would feel jeal­ous and eye him dis­dain­fully!

				This de­sire of aping some dis­tin­guished per­son grew to be a mania with him, and hav­ing heard an ush­er of the Tu­iler­ies im­it­ate the Em­per­or’s speech, he, too, gradu­ally ad­op­ted the in­ton­a­tion and stud­ied slow­ness of his Majesty’s voice.

				He be­came so iden­ti­fied with his mod­el that they could eas­ily have been mis­taken for each oth­er; many per­sons in the de­part­ment, even high of­fi­cials, began to no­tice the like­ness, and re­garded it as un­seemly and even vul­gar. They spoke of it to the min­is­ter, who summoned the clerk be­fore him. But when he laid eyes on the Em­per­or’s coun­ter­part he burst out laugh­ing and re­peated sev­er­al times: “This is funny, really, very funny!” His words were noised around, and the fol­low­ing day Pa­tis­sot’s im­me­di­ate chief pro­posed his sub­or­din­ate for an in­crease in salary of three hun­dred francs, which was im­me­di­ately gran­ted. From that time, he was pro­moted reg­u­larly, thanks to his simi­an fac­ulty of im­it­a­tion. His chiefs even went so far as to ima­gine that some high hon­or would come to him one day, and ad­dressed him with de­fer­ence.

				But when the Re­pub­lic was pro­claimed it brought dis­aster. He felt ab­so­lutely crushed and lost his head; he stopped dye­ing his hair, shaved off his im­per­i­al and had his hair cropped close, thus ac­quir­ing an in­of­fens­ive and be­ne­vol­ent ex­pres­sion that was most un­com­prom­ising.

				Then his chiefs sought re­venge for the long time he had im­posed on them, and, hav­ing be­come Re­pub­lic­ans through the in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion, they per­se­cuted him and delayed his pro­mo­tion. He, too, changed his polit­ic­al faith, but as the Re­pub­lic was not a liv­ing be­ing to whom one might bear a like­ness and as its pres­id­ents fol­lowed one an­oth­er in rap­id suc­ces­sion, he found him­self in a pre­dic­a­ment, and felt thwarted in his in­stinct of im­it­a­tion, be­cause his at­tempt to copy his latest ideal, M. Thiers, had ut­terly failed. His pe­cu­li­ar fancy, how­ever, led him to seek con­tinu­ally a new mani­fest­a­tion. He re­flec­ted long and earn­estly, and one morn­ing ap­peared at the of­fice with a new hat, the right side of which was dec­or­ated with a tiny tri­col­or rosette. His col­leagues were as­ton­ished and laughed over it for days. But the grav­ity of his bear­ing fi­nally awed them, and again his chiefs felt wor­ried. What mys­tery lay be­hind this rosette? Was it only a mani­fest­a­tion of pat­ri­ot­ism, the con­firm­a­tion of his ad­her­ence to the Re­pub­lic, or was it the secret sign of some power­ful as­so­ci­ation?

				As he wore it so per­sist­ently, his col­leagues thought he must have some oc­cult and power­ful pro­tec­tion. They de­cided that at all events it was wise to be on guard, es­pe­cially as the un­ruffled calmness with which he re­ceived their pleas­ant­ries in­creased their ap­pre­hen­sions. They treated him with great re­gard, and thus his sham cour­age saved him, for on the first day of Janu­ary, 1880, he was ap­poin­ted head-clerk.

				His whole life had been spent in­doors. He had re­mained single for love of tran­quil­lity, as he hated noise and mo­tion. He spent his Sundays read­ing tales of ad­ven­ture and rul­ing blot­ters, which he used to present to his col­leagues. In his whole life he had taken but three va­ca­tions of a week each, in or­der to move to new quar­ters. Once in a while, on a hol­i­day, he would take an ex­cur­sion-train to Havre or to Dieppe, to ex­pand and el­ev­ate his soul by con­tem­pla­tion of the ocean.

				He was full of that com­mon sense which bor­ders on stu­pid­ity. For a long time he had been liv­ing quietly and eco­nom­ic­ally, tem­per­ate out of prudence, con­tin­ent by tem­pera­ment, when sud­denly he was seized with a sick­en­ing ap­pre­hen­sion. One even­ing in the street he had an at­tack of dizzi­ness that made him fear a stroke of apo­plexy. He betook him­self to a doc­tor, and re­ceived for five francs the fol­low­ing dia­gnos­is:

				
					“Mr. Pa­tis­sot, fifty-two years old, a clerk, single. Full-blooded tem­pera­ment, threatened with apo­plexy. Appic­a­tions of cold wa­ter, a mod­er­ate diet, plenty of ex­er­cise.

					
						“Mon­tel­li­er, M.D.”

					
				

				Pa­tis­sot al­most col­lapsed, and dur­ing the whole of the fol­low­ing month he worked in his of­fice with a wet tow­el wrapped around his head like a turban, from which drops of wa­ter fell fre­quently on his work, com­pel­ling him to be­gin it all over again. Every little while he would read over the pre­scrip­tion in the hope of dis­cov­er­ing some hid­den mean­ing, and tried to fix upon the kind of ex­er­cise that would in­sure him against apo­plexy.

				He con­sul­ted his friends, to whom he showed the fatal pa­per. One of them sug­ges­ted box­ing. He at once hunted up an in­struct­or, and re­ceived the very first day an up­per­cut which dis­gus­ted him forever with this health­ful form of ex­er­cise. Fen­cing stiffened him so that he could not sleep for two nights, and the ex­er­tion of single­stick al­most killed him. Sud­denly he had an in­spir­a­tion. It was to take long walks on Sundays in the sub­urbs of Par­is and in those parts of the city that were un­known to him.

				The thought of the means of pro­cur­ing a prop­er out­fit for these trips filled his mind dur­ing a whole week. And on Sunday, the last day of May, he began his pre­par­a­tions. After read­ing all the queer ad­vert­ise­ments that are dis­trib­uted in the streets by a lot of poor, half-blind, or limp­ing creatures, he went to vari­ous shops just to look around, in­tend­ing to pur­chase some time later. He first entered a so-called Amer­ic­an shoe-shop and asked to see some thick walk­ing shoes. The clerk brought out some con­triv­ances that looked like iron­clad battle­ships, brist­ling all over with nails, and ex­plained that they were man­u­fac­tured from the hide of the Rocky Moun­tain bisons. He was so car­ried away with them that he would gladly have bought two pairs. But one suf­ficed and he laid down the money and de­par­ted, car­ry­ing the bundle un­der his arm, which grew lame from the ex­er­tion.

				He bought a pair of cor­duroy trousers such as car­penters wear, and also heavy lin­en gaiters that reached to his knees. He still needed a knap­sack in which to carry his pro­vi­sions, a field glass to re­con­noiter dis­tant vil­lages perched on the slope of the hills, and an ord­nance map for ref­er­ence, so that he would not have to ques­tion the peas­ants work­ing in the fields.

				Then, to be able to en­dure the heat, he re­solved to buy a light alpaca coat, ad­vert­ised by the well-known firm of Ram­inau, at the bar­gain price of six francs fifty.

				He went to the shop, and a tall young man with rosy fin­ger­nails, bushy hair, and a pleas­ant smile, showed him the de­sired gar­ment. It did not con­form to the state­ments of the ad­vert­ise­ment. Pa­tis­sot in­quired hes­it­at­ingly: “Will it really wear well?”

				The young man sim­u­lated per­fectly the em­bar­rass­ment of an hon­est sales­man who does not wish to de­ceive a cus­tom­er and, lower­ing his voice in a con­fid­en­tial man­ner, he said: “Dear me! Mon­sieur, you must un­der­stand that for six francs and a half we are un­able to fur­nish an art­icle like this, for in­stance,” and he held up a coat very much bet­ter than the oth­er.

				After look­ing it over, Pa­tis­sot asked the price: Twelve francs fifty. It was a tempta­tion. But be­fore mak­ing up his mind, he again ques­tioned the clerk, who was watch­ing him nar­rowly: “Then you guar­an­tee this one? Is it really good?” “Yes, it’s quite good, but of course it mustn’t get wet! If you want good qual­ity you have it right here, but, there are coats and coats. It is first-rate for the price. Twelve francs fifty, of course, is very little. Nat­ur­ally, a coat for twenty-five francs would be much bet­ter. For this amount you get a very su­per­i­or art­icle, just as strong as cloth and more dur­able. After a wet­ting, a little press­ing will make it come out like new; it nev­er fades and is warm­er yet light­er than cloth.” And he held up the goods, crump­ling, shak­ing, and stretch­ing it, to show its ex­cel­lent qual­ity. He spoke con­vin­cingly, dis­pelling the cus­tom­er’s doubts with word and ges­ture. Pa­tis­sot bought the coat, and the pleas­ant sales­man tied the bundle, still laud­ing the value of the ac­quis­i­tion. When the pack­age was paid for he sud­denly stopped talk­ing, and with a su­per­i­or smile, bow­ing pleas­antly while hold­ing the door, he watched his cus­tom­er de­part, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, laden with bundles, try­ing in vain to raise his hat.

				At home Pa­tis­sot stud­ied his map and tried on his iron­clad boots which felt as heavy as skates. He slipped and fell, and vowed he would be more care­ful in the fu­ture. Then he laid out his pur­chases on a chair and con­tem­plated them a long while, fi­nally re­tir­ing to his bed, pon­der­ing: “How strange I nev­er thought of tak­ing out­ings be­fore!”

			
			
				
					II

					Pa­tis­sot’s First Out­ing

				
				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot worked list­lessly dur­ing the whole week, dream­ing of the out­ing he had planned for the fol­low­ing Sunday. He was seized with a sud­den long­ing for the coun­try, for green trees, and the de­sire for rus­tic scenes that comes to every Parisi­an in the spring­time took pos­ses­sion of his whole be­ing.

				He re­tired early on Sat­urday night, and was up with the dawn.

				His win­dow opened on a dark and nar­row court­yard, a sort of shaft, through which floated up all the dif­fer­ent odors of the needy fam­il­ies be­low.

				He im­me­di­ately glanced at the small square of sky that ap­peared between the roofs, and saw that it was of a deep blue and filled with sun­shine.

				Swal­lows dar­ted through it con­tinu­ally, but their flight could be watched only for a second. He thought that from such a height they surely were able to see the coun­try, the green fo­liage of the wooded hills, and great stretches of ho­ri­zon.

				An in­sane long­ing came to him to wander among the cool leaves. So he dressed him­self quickly, drew on his heavy boots, and spent a great deal of time la­cing the leg­gings, which were new and strange to him. After strap­ping his knap­sack to his back (it was filled with meat, cheese, and bottles of wine, for the un­ac­cus­tomed ex­er­cise was sure to sharpen his ap­pet­ite), he star­ted, a stick in his hand. He ad­op­ted a well-marked gait (like a sol­dier’s, he thought), whist­ling lively airs that lightened his step. People turned around to gaze after him, a dog barked at him, and a cab­man called out: “Good luck, Mon­sieur Du­mo­let.” But he paid no at­ten­tion to them, and marched along briskly, proudly swinging his stick.

				The city was awaken­ing in the sun­light and the warmth of a fine spring day. The fronts of the houses shone brightly, ca­nar­ies warbled in their cages, and a joy­ous­ness filled the air, light­ing up the faces of the pass­ersby with an ex­pres­sion of uni­ver­sal con­tent­ment with all things.

				He walked to­ward the Seine to take the boat for Saint-Cloud. Amid the star­ing curi­os­ity of the pass­ersby, he fol­lowed the Rue de la Chaussée d’An­tin, the boulevard, and the Rue Roy­ale, men­tally com­par­ing him­self to the Wan­der­ing Jew. In cross­ing a gut­ter he slipped on the nails of his shoes and fell to the ground with a ter­rible rat­tling in his knap­sack. A passerby helped him to his feet and he re­sumed his walk at a slower pace. When he reached the river he waited for a boat.

				He watched it ap­proach un­der the bridges, look­ing very small at first, then lar­ger, till it fi­nally as­sumed in his mind the pro­por­tions of an ocean steam­er, com­ing to take him for a long trip across the seas, to vis­it un­known na­tions and to see un­fa­mil­i­ar sights. The boat came along­side the land­ing, and he went aboard. Wo­men in their Sunday clothes, with big red faces, were seated every­where, ar­rayed in gor­geous gowns and gay rib­bons.

				Pa­tis­sot walked to the bow and stood there, with legs apart, like a sail­or, to cre­ate the im­pres­sion that he was used to steam­ers. But as he feared the pitch­ing of the boat, he res­ted on his stick, so as to be sure of keep­ing his equi­lib­ri­um.

				After passing the Pont-du-Jour, the river widened, flow­ing calmly un­der the dazzling sun­light; then, after passing between two is­lands, the boat turned a wooded hill where a great many little white houses peeped through the fo­liage. A voice shouted Bas-Meud­on, Sèvres, Saint-Cloud, and Pa­tis­sot landed.

				On the quay, he re­opened his map, in or­der to avoid mak­ing any pos­sible mis­takes. Everything was quite clear, how­ever. He had only to fol­low a road that would take him to Celle, where he would turn first to the left, then a little to the right, and af­ter­ward would reach Ver­sailles just in time to vis­it the park be­fore din­ner.

				The road was hilly, and Pa­tis­sot puffed and blew, crushed by the weight of his pro­vi­sions, his legs sore from his gaiters, and his thick shoes feel­ing as heavy as cast-iron. Sud­denly he stopped with a ges­ture of des­pair! in the flurry of his de­par­ture he had for­got­ten the field glass!

				At last he reached the woods. Then, not­with­stand­ing the ter­rif­ic heat, and his per­spir­ing brow, and the weight of his har­ness and the jerkings of his knap­sack, he star­ted on a run or rather on a trot to­ward the green trees, like some old, worn-out nag.

				He entered the de­li­ciously cool shade and gazed ten­derly at the thou­sands of little flowers that grew by the way­side; they looked very del­ic­ate on their long stems and were all dif­fer­ent, some yel­low, some blue, some lav­ender. In­sects of vari­ous col­or­ings and shapes, long, short, of won­der­ful build, mon­sters both tiny and fear­ful, were as­cend­ing with dif­fi­culty the blades of grass, which bent un­der their weight. And Pa­tis­sot began to ad­mire cre­ation sin­cerely. But be­ing ex­hausted he sat down.

				He wanted to take a bite. But on ex­amin­ing his pro­vi­sions, he was amazed at their con­di­tion. One of the bottles had been broken in his fall and the con­tents, un­able to find an out­let through the oil­cloth, had made a wine soup of his food.

				How­ever, he man­aged to eat a slice of cold leg of mut­ton, care­fully wiped off, a slice of ham, sev­er­al crusts of bread, soaked and red, and he quenched his thirst with some fer­men­ted claret that was covered with an un­ap­pet­iz­ing pink foam.

				After rest­ing nearly two hours, he again con­sul­ted his map and went on his way.

				In time, he found him­self at an en­tirely un­ex­pec­ted cross­road. He looked at the sun, tried to loc­ate him­self, re­flec­ted, stud­ied the mul­ti­tude of fine cross­lines on his map that rep­res­en­ted the roads, and fi­nally reached the con­clu­sion that he was lost.

				Be­fore him lay a most al­lur­ing path, specked with drops of sun­shine that il­lu­min­ated the white dais­ies hid­den in the grass. It seemed end­less, and was quite still and deser­ted.

				A sol­it­ary bumble­bee frol­icked around, now and then light­ing on a flower, to leave it al­most im­me­di­ately for a new rest­ing-place. Its fat body, sup­por­ted by tiny trans­par­ent wings, looked like brown vel­vet streaked with yel­low. Pa­tis­sot was watch­ing it with keen in­terest, when some­thing stirred at his feet. At first he was frightened and jumped aside, but stoop­ing care­fully, he saw that it was a frog no lar­ger than a nut, which was mak­ing gi­gant­ic leaps.

				He bent down to catch it, but it slid between his fin­gers. Then, with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions, he crawled to­ward it on his hands and knees, ad­van­cing very slowly, and look­ing like a tre­mend­ous wad­dling turtle, with his knap­sack on his back. When he was near enough to the little creature, he pre­pared his at­tack, threw out both hands, fell flat on his nose in the grass, and picked him­self up, clutch­ing two hand­fuls of dirt but no frog. He looked for it a long time, but in vain.

				As soon as he was on his feet, he per­ceived, at a great dis­tance, two fig­ures com­ing to­ward him and mak­ing signs. A wo­man was wav­ing a para­sol and a man in shirtsleeves was car­ry­ing a coat over his arm. Then the wo­man began to run, call­ing out: “Mon­sieur! Mon­sieur!” He wiped his brow and replied: “Ma­dame!”

				“Mon­sieur, we are lost, pos­it­ively lost,” said the lady, as she ap­proached him.

				A feel­ing of shame pre­ven­ted him from mak­ing a sim­il­ar con­fes­sion and he gravely as­ser­ted: “You are on the road to Ver­sailles.”

				“What, on the road to Ver­sailles? Why, we are go­ing to Rueil,” said she.

				He was taken aback, but nev­er­the­less replied calmly: “Ma­dame, I will prove to you with my map that you are really on the road to Ver­sailles.”

				The hus­band ap­proached. He wore a hope­less, dis­trac­ted ex­pres­sion. His wife, a young and pretty bru­nette, grew furi­ous as soon as he drew near. “Now see what you’ve done! Here we are at Ver­sailles. Please look at the map that Mon­sieur is kind enough to show you. Are you able to read? Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! how stu­pid some people are! Didn’t I tell you to take to the right? But you wouldn’t listen, no, you think you know everything!”

				The poor fel­low seemed ex­ceed­ingly dis­tressed, and replied: “But, my dear, it is you—”

				She re­fused to let him con­tin­ue and began to re­proach him with all the mis­for­tunes of all their life, from their mar­riage to that mo­ment. But he kept cast­ing des­pair­ing glances to­ward the woods, anxiously scan­ning the path and ut­ter­ing from time to time a pier­cing sound some­thing like a single word, Tu­it. This did not ap­pear to dis­turb his wife, but it filled Pa­tis­sot with as­ton­ish­ment.

				Sud­denly the young wo­man, turn­ing with a smile to the chief clerk, re­marked: “If Mon­sieur will per­mit us, we will ac­com­pany him, so as to keep from get­ting lost and be­ing ob­liged to sleep in the woods.”

				As Pa­tis­sot could not very well re­fuse, he bowed with a heavy heart, tor­tured with ap­pre­hen­sion, and not know­ing where he could lead them.

				They walked a long while; the man was con­tinu­ally cry­ing: Tu­it; and at last dark­ness settled. The veil of mist that hov­ers over the coun­try at dusk slowly des­cen­ded and the de­light­ful cool­ness which fills the woods at night­fall lent a pe­cu­li­ar charm to the at­mo­sphere. The young wife had taken Pa­tis­sot’s arm, and her red lips ad­dressed con­tinu­al re­proaches to her hus­band, who made no reply but kept on call­ing: Tu­it louder and louder. At last the fat clerk in­quired: “What is that call for?”

				The man, with tears in his eyes, replied:

				“I’ve lost my poor dog!”

				“What, you’ve lost your dog?”

				“Yes, we brought him up in Par­is and he had nev­er been in the coun­try be­fore. When he saw the leaves he ac­ted like a mad thing. He ran in­to the woods and I haven’t seen him since. He will surely starve to death there.”

				The young wife shrugged her shoulders: “When a per­son is as stu­pid as you are, he can­not keep dogs.”

				But he had sud­denly stopped, and began to feel him­self all over. She watched him a mo­ment, and then asked:

				“Well, what has happened now?”

				“I didn’t no­tice that I had my coat on my arm. I have lost my purse, with my money in it!”

				At this turn of af­fairs the wo­man choked with rage. Fi­nally she said:

				“Well, then go back at once and look for it.”

				Gently he answered: “Yes, my dear, but where shall I find you?”

				Pa­tis­sot replied boldly: “At Ver­sailles.” And he men­tioned the Hotel des Réser­voirs, hav­ing heard people speak of it.

				The hus­band turned back, anxiously scan­ning the ground as he walked away, and shout­ing Tu­it every minute. It was some time be­fore he dis­ap­peared; at last he was lost in the dark­ness, but his voice still soun­ded at a great dis­tance ut­ter­ing its lam­ent­able Tu­it, the call grow­ing sharp­er and sharp­er as the path grew dark­er and his hope be­came more faint.

				Pa­tis­sot felt de­light­fully moved when he found him­self alone in the woods, at the mys­ter­i­ous hour of dusk, with this little strange wo­man cling­ing to his arm. For the first time in all his egot­ist­ic­al life, he had an ink­ling of po­et­ic­al love, of the charm of sweet sur­render, and of nature’s par­ti­cip­a­tion in our af­fec­tions. He racked his brain in vain for some ap­pro­pri­ate and gal­lant ex­pres­sion. But they were near­ing a vil­lage road, and saw some houses at the right; then a man passed them. Pa­tis­sot trem­blingly in­quired the name of the place. The man said it was Bou­giv­al.

				“What, Bou­giv­al? Are you sure?”

				“I should think so! I live here.”

				The young wo­man was laugh­ing up­roari­ously. The idea that her hus­band was lost filled her with mirth. Pa­tis­sot found a rus­tic res­taur­ant near the wa­ter, and there they dined. The lady was charm­ing, vi­va­cious, full of amus­ing stor­ies that turned the head of her com­pan­ion. When it was time to leave, she ex­claimed: “Why, now that I think of it, I haven’t a cent of change; you know my hus­band lost his purse.”

				Pa­tis­sot im­me­di­ately offered her his own, and pulled out a louis, think­ing he couldn’t lend her less. She said noth­ing, but held out her hand and took it, ut­ter­ing a dig­ni­fied, “Thank you, Mon­sieur,” fol­lowed by a pretty smile. Then she tied her bon­net-strings in front of the mir­ror, re­fused to let him ac­com­pany her, now that she knew her way, and de­par­ted like a van­ish­ing bird, leav­ing Pa­tis­sot to add up mourn­fully the ex­penses of his out­ing.

				He stayed at home the next day on ac­count of a sick-head­ache.

			
			
				
					III

					A Vis­it

				
				Dur­ing a whole week Pa­tis­sot re­lated his ad­ven­ture to every­one that would listen to him, de­scrib­ing po­et­icaly the places he had vis­ited, and grow­ing in­dig­nant at the little en­thu­si­asm he aroused among his col­leagues. Only Mon­sieur Boiv­in, an old clerk nick­named “Boileau,” lent him un­di­vided at­ten­tion. He lived in the coun­try and had a small garden on which he lav­ished a great deal of care; he was con­tent with little and was said to be per­fectly happy. Pa­tis­sot was now able to un­der­stand him, and the sim­il­ar­ity of their tastes made them fast friends. To seal this bud­ding friend­ship, Père Boiv­in in­vited him to break­fast the fol­low­ing Sunday at his little house in Colombes.

				Pa­tis­sot took the eight o’clock train, and after look­ing a long while dis­covered in the very heart of the town, an ob­scure street, a sort of filthy pas­sage­way en­closed by two high walls. At the end ap­peared a moldy door fastened with a string wound around two nails. He opened it and was con­fron­ted by an in­des­crib­able creature, ap­par­ently a wo­man. The up­per part of her body was wrapped in a dirty shawl, a ragged skirt hung around her hips, and her frowsy hair was filled with pi­geon feath­ers. Her little gray eyes scanned the vis­it­or in­hos­pit­ably; after a pause she in­quired: “What do you wish?”

				“Mon­sieur Boiv­in.”

				“He lives here. What do you want of Mon­sieur Boiv­in?”

				Pa­tis­sot was em­bar­rassed, and hes­it­ated.

				“Why—he ex­pects me.”

				Her man­ner be­came fiercer and she replied: “Oh! you’re the one, are you, who is com­ing for break­fast?”

				He stammered a trem­bling “Yes.” Turn­ing to­ward the house she yelled:

				“Boiv­in, here’s the man!”

				Boiv­in in­stantly ap­peared in the door­way of a sort of plaster struc­ture, covered with tin, that looked some­thing like a chauffer­ette. He wore a pair of soiled white trousers and a dirty straw hat. He shook hands with Pa­tis­sot and car­ried him off to what he proudly termed his garden; it was a little piece of ground about as big as a handker­chief, sur­roun­ded by houses. The sun shone on it only two or three hours every day; pan­sies, carna­tions, and a few rose­bushes ve­get­ated in this dark well, heated like a fur­nace by the ra­di­ation of the sun on the roofs. “We have no trees,” he said, “but the high walls are just as good, and it is as shady here as in the woods.”

				Then, lay­ing his hand on Pa­tis­sot’s arm, he said: “Will you do me a fa­vor? You’ve seen the old wo­man—she isn’t very easy, is she? But you haven’t heard all, wait till break­fast. Just think, to keep me at home, she locks up my of­fice suit and lets me have only clothes that are too soiled to wear in the city. Today I’m dressed de­cently be­cause I told her that you were com­ing. That’s un­der­stood. But I can­not wa­ter the flowers for fear of soil­ing my trousers, and if I do that I’m lost! I thought you might do it for me.”

				Pa­tis­sot con­sen­ted, took off his coat, rolled up his sleeves, and began to work the pump, that wheezed and blew like a con­sumptive and gave out a stream of wa­ter about as big as his little fin­ger. It took ten minutes to fill the wa­ter­ing-can. Pa­tis­sot was drip­ping with per­spir­a­tion. Boiv­in dir­ec­ted his ef­forts. “Here, wa­ter this plant—a little more. That’s enough! Now to this one.”

				The can leaked, and Pa­tis­sot’s feet got more wa­ter than the flowers, so that the edges of his trousers were soaked with mud. Twenty times at least he went to and fro, wet­ting his feet, and per­spir­ing vi­ol­ently whenev­er he worked the pump handle; and when he was ex­hausted and wished to stop, old Boiv­in would pull him by the sleeve, and plead: “Just one more can, just one, and that will be enough.”

				As a re­ward, he gave him a full-blown rose which lost all its petals as soon as it came in con­tact with Pa­tis­sot’s coat, leav­ing in his but­ton­hole a sort of green­ish pear, that caused him great sur­prise. He didn’t care to make any com­ment, how­ever, out of po­lite­ness, and Boiv­in did not ap­pear to no­tice it.

				Sud­denly Ma­dame Boiv­in’s voice rang out: “Well! are you com­ing? How many times shall I tell you that it’s ready?”

				They walked to­ward the chauffer­ette, trem­bling like two cul­prits.

				If the garden was shady the house was not, and the heat of the rooms was worse than that of an oven.

				Three plates, flanked with greasy forks and knives, had been laid on a dirty wooden table, in the middle of which stood a dish filled with soup-meat and pota­toes float­ing around in some sort of li­quid. They sat down and began to eat.

				A large de­canter filled with pink­ish wa­ter at­trac­ted Pa­tis­sot’s eye. Boiv­in, slightly em­bar­rassed, men­tioned it to his wife say­ing: “Dear, couldn’t you give us today a little pure wine?”

				She eyed him furi­ously, then burst out:

				“So that you can both get drunk, I sup­pose, and ca­rouse here all day? No, thank you!” He said no more. After the rag­out the wo­man brought in an­oth­er dish of pota­toes pre­pared with ran­cid lard, and when, still si­lent, they had fin­ished, she de­clared:

				“That’s all there is. Now get out.”

				Boiv­in stared at her in amazement.

				“What has happened to the pi­geon you were pick­ing this morn­ing?” he in­quired.

				She put her hands on her hips.

				“You haven’t had enough, I sup­pose? Is it a reas­on, be­cause you bring people here, to eat up everything there is in the house? What do you think I’ll have to eat to­night, sir?”

				The two men arose and stood in the door­way. Boiv­in whispered in Pa­tis­sot’s ear:

				“Wait for me a minute, and we’ll set out.” He went in­to the next room to fin­ish dress­ing, and Pa­tis­sot over­heard the fol­low­ing dia­logue:

				“Give me twenty sous, dear.”

				“What do you want them for?”

				“Why, I don’t know what may hap­pen; it is al­ways safer to have some money.”

				She screamed so as to be heard out­side: “No, sir, I shan’t give it to you. After this man has break­fas­ted here, the least he can do is to pay your ex­penses.”

				Boiv­in joined Pa­tis­sot; the lat­ter, wish­ing to be po­lite, bowed to the mis­tress of the house, stam­mer­ing:

				“Ma­dame—de­light­ful time—many thanks—”

				She answered:

				“That’s all right, but don’t you bring him home in­tox­ic­ated, or you will be sorry!”

				And they set out.

				They walked to the Seine and stopped in front of an is­land covered with pop­lar-trees.

				Boiv­in looked at the river ten­derly and squeezed his friend’s arm.

				“In a week we’ll be there, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot.”

				“Where shall we be, Mon­sieur Boiv­in?”

				“Why, at the be­gin­ning of the fish­ing sea­son: it opens on the fif­teenth.”

				Pa­tis­sot felt a slight tremor pass over him, like the com­mo­tion which is felt on see­ing for the first time the wo­man who is to be one’s fate. He replied:

				“Ah! so you fish, Mon­sieur Boiv­in?”

				“Do I fish, Mon­sieur? Why, it’s my only de­light!”

				Pa­tis­sot then ques­tioned him closely. Boiv­in named all the fish that frol­icked in that dirty wa­ter. And Pa­tis­sot be­lieved that he saw them. Boiv­in des­ig­nated the vari­ous baits, the hooks, the places and the time fa­vor­able to catch­ing each spe­cies. And Pa­tis­sot felt that he knew more about fish­ing than Boiv­in him­self. They agreed to meet for the over­ture on the fol­low­ing Sunday, for Pa­tis­sot’s spe­cial be­ne­fit. He was de­lighted to have found such an ex­per­i­enced ini­ti­at­or.

				They dined in a sort of dark hov­el pat­ron­ized by the fish­er­men and the rabble of the place. At the door Boiv­in thought fit to re­mark:

				“It doesn’t look like much, but it’s very nice in­side.”

				They seated them­selves at a table. After the second glass of claret Pa­tis­sot knew why Ma­dame Boiv­in gave her spouse reddened wa­ter; the little man was los­ing his head; he talked at ran­dom, got up, wanted to play tricks, ac­ted as peace­maker in a drunk­en quar­rel, and would have been killed, as well as Pa­tis­sot, had not the own­er of the place in­terfered. After the cof­fee he was so in­tox­ic­ated that he could not stand, des­pite his friend’s ef­forts to keep him from drink­ing; and when they de­par­ted Pa­tis­sot had to guide his fal­ter­ing steps.

				They walked across the mead­ows, and after wan­der­ing around for a long time in the dark, lost their way. Sud­denly they found them­selves amid a thick­et of tall sticks that reached to their noses.

				It was a vine­yard. They felt around a long time, un­steady, maudlin, and un­able to find a way out. At last Boiv­in fell over a stick that scratched his face, and he sat down on the ground yelling at the top of his voice with a drunk­ard’s ob­stin­acy, while Pa­tis­sot, dis­trac­ted, shouted for as­sist­ance.

				A be­lated peas­ant went to their res­cue and put them on the right road.

				But as they ap­proached Boiv­in’s home Pa­tis­sot be­came timor­ous. At last they ar­rived at the door; it was sud­denly flung open and Ma­dame Boiv­in, like the fur­ies of old, ap­peared with a light in her hand. As soon as she saw her hus­band she jumped at Pa­tis­sot, scream­ing:

				“Ohl you scoun­drel! I knew that you would get him drunk.”

				The poor fel­low was seized with an in­sane ter­ror, and, drop­ping his friend in the slimy gut­ter of the pas­sage­way, he ran as fast as his legs would carry him to­ward the rail­way sta­tion.

			
			
				
					IV

					Fish­ing

				
				The day be­fore he was to throw a bait in­to the river for the first time in his life, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot bought for eighty centimes a pamph­let en­titled, “The Per­fect Fish­er­man.”

				Be­sides glean­ing from it much use­ful in­form­a­tion, he was greatly im­pressed with the style, and learned by heart the fol­low­ing ex­cerpt:

				
					In a word, if you wish to suc­ceed, and be able to fish right and left, up or down stream, without care or pre­cau­tions of any kind, and with that con­quer­ing air that ad­mits of no de­feat, then fish be­fore, dur­ing, and after a thun­der­storm, when the sky opens and is streaked with light­ning and the earth echoes with the rolling of thun­der; it is then that the fish, either from ter­ror or avid­ity, for­get their habits in a sort of uni­ver­sal and tur­bu­lent flight.

					In the con­fu­sion res­ult­ing, you may fol­low or neg­lect all the signs that in­dic­ate fa­vor­able con­di­tions, for you are sure of march­ing to vic­tory.

				

				In or­der to be able to catch fish of dif­fer­ent sizes, he bought three poles so con­struc­ted as to sim­u­late walk­ing-sticks in the city; on the river, a slight jerk would trans­form them in­to fish­ing-rods. He pur­chased the smal­ler hooks for fry and with sizes 12 and 15 he hoped to fill his bas­ket with carp and flounders. He re­frained from buy­ing ground­worms, be­cause he knew that he could find them every­where, but he se­cured a pro­vi­sion of sand­worms.

				In the even­ing, at home, he gazed at them with in­terest. The hideous creatures swarmed in their bran bath as in pu­tre­fied meat. Pa­tis­sot began to prac­tice fasten­ing them to the hooks. He took one out with dis­gust, but had hardly laid it on the sharp end of the curved steel be­fore it burst and spilled its in­sides. He tried to bait a hook at least twenty times without suc­cess, and prob­ably would have con­tin­ued all night had he not feared to ex­haust his sup­ply.

				He star­ted next morn­ing on the first train. The sta­tion was crowded with people armed with fish­ing-rods, some, like Pa­tis­sot’s, look­ing like walk­ing-sticks, while oth­ers, all in one piece, poin­ted their slender ends to­ward heav­en, form­ing as it were, a forest of reeds that clashed and mingled like swords, or swayed like masts above an ocean of broad-brimmed straw hats.

				When the lo­co­mot­ive pulled out of the sta­tion fish­ing-rods were stick­ing out of every win­dow of the train, which looked like a huge spiked cater­pil­lar un­rolling it­self through the fields.

				The pas­sen­gers got out at Courbe­voie, and al­most fought to get seats in the di­li­gence for Bezons. A crowd of fish­er­men swung them­selves on top of the om­ni­bus, and as they were hold­ing their rods in their hands, the con­vey­ance sud­denly took on the ap­pear­ance of a large por­cu­pine.

				All along the road men were go­ing in one dir­ec­tion, look­ing like pil­grims on the way to an un­known Jer­u­s­alem. They walked hur­riedly car­ry­ing tin boxes fastened on their backs—their sway­ing rods re­sem­bling the staffs of the an­cient knights on their way back from Palestine.

				At Bezons the river could be seen. The banks were lined with people, many men in frock-coats and oth­ers in blouses, wo­men, chil­dren, and even young girls; they were all fish­ing.

				Pa­tis­sot im­me­di­ately star­ted for the dam where his friend Boiv­in was wait­ing. The lat­ter greeted him rather coldly. He had just be­come ac­quain­ted with a big, fat man about fifty years old, hav­ing a sun­burned coun­ten­ance, who seemed very well in­formed on all fish­ing mat­ters. The three men hired a boat and settled them­selves al­most un­der the fall of the dam, where the largest num­ber of fish is gen­er­ally found. Boiv­in was ready at once, and hav­ing baited his hook he threw it in the river and watched, mo­tion­less, with rapt at­ten­tion, the bob­bing of the tiny buoy. Oc­ca­sion­ally he would pull the line out of the wa­ter and throw it in again fur­ther away. The fat man, after throw­ing his well-baited hooks, laid the rod by his side, filled his pipe and lighted it, fol­ded his arms, and, without glan­cing once at the cork, dream­ily fell to watch­ing the wa­ter. Pa­tis­sot tried to fasten his baits to the hooks, but they burst every time. After a few minutes he hailed Boiv­in: “Mon­sieur Boiv­in, would you be kind enough to put these creatures on the hooks? I have tried, but can­not suc­ceed.” Boiv­in lif­ted his head. “I would re­quest you not to in­ter­rupt me, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot; we are not here for pleas­ure.” He baited the line, how­ever, and Pa­tis­sot threw it in­to the river, care­fully im­it­at­ing his friend’s mo­tions.

				The boat pitched reck­lessly, shaken by the waves and spun around like a top by the cur­rent, though it was anchored at both ends; and Pa­tis­sot, ab­sorbed in the sport, felt vaguely un­com­fort­able and dizzy.

				They had taken noth­ing as yet; Père Boiv­in was get­ting very nervous and was shak­ing his head des­pair­ingly, and Pa­tis­sot was very greatly af­fected thereby; only the fat man sat mo­tion­less and con­tin­ued to smoke quietly, without pay­ing the slight­est at­ten­tion to his line. At last, Pa­tis­sot, be­com­ing quite down­hearted, turned to him and re­marked sadly:

				“They don’t bite, do they?”

				He simply replied:

				“No, they don’t!”

				Pa­tis­sot con­sidered him with sur­prise.

				“Do you some­times make a good haul?”

				“Nev­er!”

				“What! nev­er?”

				The fat man, smoking like a fact­ory chim­ney, let out the fol­low­ing words which filled his neigh­bor with con­sterna­tion:

				“You see, I wouldn’t like it a bit if they did bite. I don’t come here to fish, but merely be­cause I like the spot; you get a good shak­ing up, as you do on the sea. If I take a rod along, I only do it to ap­pear like the rest of them.”

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot quite to the con­trary, was feel­ing miser­able. His dis­com­fort, at first ill defined, was in­creas­ing and tak­ing on a def­in­ite form. He felt in­deed, as if he were on the ocean and de­cidedly sea­sick.

				After the first at­tack had passed off, he pro­posed that they should leave, but Boiv­in be­came furi­ous at this sug­ges­tion and al­most an­ni­hil­ated him. The fat man, how­ever, moved by pity, in­sisted on re­turn­ing, and when Pa­tis­sot’s dizzi­ness was dis­pelled they be­thought them­selves of break­fast.

				Two res­taur­ants were near at hand. One was quite small and looked like a beer-garden, be­ing pat­ron­ized by the poorer class of fish­er­men. The oth­er, called Le Châ­let des Tilleuls, looked like a cot­tage, and drew the él­ite of the sports­men. The two hosts, born en­emies, watched each oth­er with keen hatred across a field that sep­ar­ated them, on which the house of the dam-keep­er and garde-pêche was built. Of these two of­fi­cials, one was in fa­vor of the beer-garden and the oth­er of the cot­tage, and the dis­sen­sions of those isol­ated houses re­pro­duced the his­tory of the en­tire hu­man race.

				Boiv­in, who pat­ron­ized the beer-garden, wished to go there, say­ing: “The ser­vice is ex­cel­lent and it’s cheap; you will see. Any­way, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, don’t hope to get me in­tox­ic­ated, as you did last Sunday; my wife was furi­ous, and swears that she will nev­er for­give you!”

				The fat man de­clared that Les Tilleuls was the only place for him, be­cause, he said, it was a fine house where the cook­ing was as good as in the best Par­is res­taur­ants. “As you please,” replied Boiv­in, “I’m go­ing where I al­ways go.” And he de­par­ted. Vexed at his friend, Pa­tis­sot fol­lowed the fat man.

				They break­fas­ted to­geth­er, ex­changed their views on vari­ous sub­jects, com­mu­nic­ated their im­pres­sions, and dis­covered that they were made for each oth­er.

				After break­fast every­one went back to fish, but the two new friends star­ted to walk along the bank and stopped near the rail­way bridge. They threw out their lines and began to talk. The fish still re­fused to bite, but Pa­tis­sot had be­come resigned.

				A fam­ily came up. The fath­er wore a beard and car­ried an im­mensely long rod; three boys of dif­fer­ent sizes were car­ry­ing poles of vari­ous lengths, ac­cord­ing to age; and the portly moth­er grace­fully held a charm­ing rod dec­or­ated at the handle with a rib­bon. The fath­er bowed.

				“Is this spot fa­vor­able, gen­tle­men?” he in­quired.

				Pa­tis­sot was go­ing to speak when his friend answered:

				“Fine!”

				The whole fam­ily smiled and settled around the two fish­er­men. Pa­tis­sot felt then an over­power­ing de­sire to catch some­thing, just one fish of any kind, if only as big as a fly, so as to win the con­sid­er­a­tion of these people; and he began to handle his rod as he had seen Boiv­in handle his that morn­ing. He would let the cork fol­low the stream to the end of the line, then gave a jerk and pulled the hook out of the river; then de­scrib­ing a large circle in the air, he would throw it in a little farther away.

				He was think­ing he had mastered the trick of throw­ing the line grace­fully, when sud­denly the rod that he had just jerked with a rap­id wrist mo­tion caught some­where be­hind him. He pulled; a scream rent the air, and he be­held fastened to one of the hooks and trav­el­ing through the sky like a met­eor, a mag­ni­fi­cent bon­net, trimmed with flowers, which he landed in the middle of the river.

				He turned around wildly and let go of his line; it fol­lowed the bon­net that was be­ing car­ried down the river, while the fat man lay on his back and roared with laughter. The lady disheveled and amazed, choked with rage; her hus­band also grew angry and de­man­ded the price of the bon­net, for which Pa­tis­sot paid at least three times its value.

				Then the whole fam­ily de­par­ted with much dig­nity.

				Pa­tis­sot took an­oth­er rod and sat bathing sand­worms un­til night. His neigh­bor slept soundly on the grass, and awoke about sev­en o’clock.

				“Let’s leave,” said he.

				So Pa­tis­sot pulled in his line, but gave a cry and sat down hard in his as­ton­ish­ment. A tiny fish was wrig­gling at the end of the string. On ex­amin­ing it they found that it was pierced through the middle; the hook had caught in it when be­ing drawn out of the wa­ter.

				It gave Pa­tis­sot tri­umphant, un­boun­ded joy. He wanted it fried for him­self alone.

				Dur­ing din­ner the in­tim­acy of the two friends in­creased. Pa­tis­sot learned that the big man lived in Ar­gen­teuil and had sailed boats for thirty years without dis­cour­age­ment. He agreed to break­fast with him the fol­low­ing Sunday, and to take a sail in his clip­per, the Plongeon.

				He was so in­ter­ested in the con­ver­sa­tion that he for­got all about his catch. After the cof­fee it re­curred to him and he in­sisted that it should be served.

				It looked like a yel­low and twis­ted match dropped in the middle of the plate. But he ate it with pride, and go­ing home on the om­ni­bus he told his fel­low-pas­sen­gers that he had caught four­teen pounds of fry that day.

			
			
				
					V

					Two Fam­ous Men

				
				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot had prom­ised his friend, the boat­ing man, that he would spend the fol­low­ing Sunday with him. An un­fore­seen cir­cum­stance in­terfered with his plans. He met one of his cous­ins whom he very sel­dom saw. He was an ami­able journ­al­ist, stand­ing very well in all the vari­ous so­cial sets, and he offered his as­sist­ance to Pa­tis­sot to show him all sorts of in­ter­est­ing things.

				“What are you go­ing to do next Sunday, for in­stance?” he in­quired.

				“I am go­ing to Ar­gen­teuil to have some boat­ing.”

				“Oh, come, now! That’s a bore, your boat­ing; there is no vari­ety in it. I’ll take you with me. I will in­tro­duce you to two cel­eb­rated men, and we’ll vis­it the homes of two artists.”

				“But I am ordered to go to the coun­try.”

				“I’ll make a call on Meis­soni­er, on the way, at his place at Poissy. Then we’ll walk to Medan, where Zola lives. I have a com­mis­sion to se­cure his next nov­el for our journ­al.”

				Pa­tis­sot, wild with joy, ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion.

				He even bought a new frock-coat, that he might make a good ap­pear­ance, his old one be­ing a little worn, and he was hor­ribly afraid lest he should say fool­ish things, either to the paint­er or the man of let­ters, as most per­sons do when they speak about an art which they have nev­er prac­tised.

				He told his fears to his cous­in, who began to laugh, say­ing to him: “Bah! Only pay com­pli­ments, noth­ing but com­pli­ments, al­ways com­pli­ments, that car­ries off the fool­ish things, if you hap­pen to say any. You know Meis­soni­er’s pic­tures?”

				“I should think so!”

				“You have read the Rougon-Macquart series?”

				“From be­gin­ning to end.”

				“That suf­fices. Men­tion a pic­ture from time to time, speak of a nov­el oc­ca­sion­ally, and add ‘Su­perb! Ex­traordin­ary!! De­li­cious ex­e­cu­tion!! Won­der­fully power­ful!’ That is the way to get along. I know that those two men are fear­fully sur­feited with everything: but you see praises al­ways please an artist.”

				Sunday morn­ing they set out for Poissy.

				They found Meis­soni­er’s place a few steps from the sta­tion at the end of the church square. Passing through a low gate painted red, which led in­to a mag­ni­fi­cent ar­bor of vines, the journ­al­ist stopped, and turn­ing to­ward his com­pan­ion, asked:

				“What do you think Meis­soni­er is like?”

				Pa­tis­sot hes­it­ated. Fi­nally he replied:

				“A small man, very well groomed, shaven, and with a mil­it­ary air.” The oth­er man smiled and said:

				“That is good. Come.”

				An odd struc­ture built like a chalet ap­peared at the left, and at the right, al­most op­pos­ite a little tower, was the main house. It was a sin­gu­lar look­ing build­ing, with a little of all styles of ar­chi­tec­ture about it—the Goth­ic fort­ress, the man­or, the villa, the cot­tage, the res­id­ence, the cathed­ral, the mosque, the pyr­am­id, with a strange ming­ling of Ori­ent­al and Oc­ci­dent­al meth­ods of build­ing. It was cer­tainly of a most won­der­fully com­plic­ated style, enough to drive a clas­sic­al ar­chi­tect crazy; nev­er­the­less, there was some­thing fant­ast­ic and beau­ti­ful about it, and it had been planned by the paint­er and ex­ecuted un­der his or­ders.

				They entered: a col­lec­tion of trunks filled a little par­lor. A small man ap­peared clad in a jack­et. The most strik­ing thing about him was his beard; it was a proph­et’s beard, of in­cred­ible size, a river, a flood, a Niagara of a beard. He greeted the journ­al­ist:

				“Par­don me, my dear Mon­sieur, but I ar­rived only yes­ter­day, and everything is still at sixes and sev­ens in the house. Sit down.”

				The oth­er re­fused, ex­cus­ing him­self:

				“My dear mas­ter, I, came only to present my homage, as I was passing by.” Pa­tis­sot, very much em­bar­rassed, kept bow­ing at each of his friend’s words, as if by an auto­mat­ic move­ment, and he mur­mured, stam­mer­ing a little: “What a su‑su‑su­perb place!” The paint­er, flattered, smiled pleas­antly, and offered to show it to them.

				He led them first to a little pa­vil­ion of feud­al as­pect, in which was his former stu­dio, look­ing out on a ter­race. Then they passed through a draw­ing room, a din­ing room, a ves­ti­bule full of mar­velous works of art, of ad­or­able Beauvais, and hung with Go­belin and Flanders tapestries. But the strange lux­ury of or­na­ment­a­tion of the ex­ter­i­or be­came, on the in­side, a lux­ury of prodi­gious stair­ways. It was a mag­ni­fi­cent stair­way of hon­or, a hid­den stair­way in one tower, and one for the ser­vants in an­oth­er; stair­ways every­where! There Pa­tis­sot by chance opened a door and re­treated stu­pefied. It was a ver­it­able temple, this place, the name of which re­spect­able people pro­nounce only in Eng­lish; an ori­gin­al and charm­ing sanc­tu­ary, fit­ted up in ex­quis­ite taste, ad­orned like a pa­goda, the dec­or­a­tion of which had surely cost great ef­forts of thought!

				They next vis­ited the park, which was com­plex, var­ied, tor­tu­ous with many fine old trees. But the journ­al­ist in­sisted on go­ing away, and with many thanks he left the mas­ter.

				They met a garden­er as they were de­part­ing. Pa­tis­sot asked him: “Has Mon­sieur Meis­soni­er owned this place long?”

				The old man replied: “Oh! Mon­sieur, I must ex­plain. He bought the land in 1846, but the house—he has torn it down and re­built it five or six times. I am sure he has spent two mil­lions on it, Mon­sieur!”

				And Pa­tis­sot, as he went away, was filled with an im­mense con­sid­er­a­tion for the artist, not so much on ac­count of his great suc­cess, his fame, and his geni­us, but be­cause he spent so much money for a fancy, while or­din­ary bour­geois de­prived them­selves of the grat­i­fy­ing of all fan­cies in or­der to hoard money.

				After passing through Poissy, they set out on foot along the road to Medan. The high­way at first fol­lows the Seine, which is dot­ted with charm­ing is­lands at this place. They climbed a hill to pass through the pretty vil­lage of Vil­laines, des­cen­ded a bit, and fi­nally reached the sec­tion of the coun­try where dwelt the au­thor of the Rougon-Macquart nov­els.

				An old and pretty church, flanked by two little towers, stood on the left. They took a few steps fur­ther, and a passing peas­ant showed them the door of the great writer of ro­mance.

				Be­fore en­ter­ing, they ex­amined the house. It was a great struc­ture, square and new and very tall, and ap­peared to have giv­en birth, like the moun­tain and the mouse in the fable, to a tiny white house, nest­ling at its base. The small house was the ori­gin­al res­id­ence, and had been built by the former pro­pri­et­or. The tower had been erec­ted by M. Zola.

				They rang. A huge dog, a cross between a St. Bern­ard and a New­found­land, began to growl so fiercely that Pa­tis­sot felt a vague de­sire to re­trace his steps. But a ser­vant, run­ning for­ward, quieted the an­im­al, call­ing it Ber­trand, opened the door, and took the journ­al­ist’s card to carry it to his mas­ter.

				“If he will only re­ceive us!” mur­mured Pa­tis­sot: “I should be very sorry to come so far without see­ing him.”

				His com­pan­ion smiled:

				“Nev­er fear,” said he, “I have my own idea about get­ting in.”

				But the do­mest­ic, re­turn­ing, simply asked them to fol­low him.

				They entered the new build­ing, and Pa­tis­sot, greatly moved, puffed as he climbed a stair­way of an­cient form, lead­ing to the second floor.

				He tried at the same time to pic­ture to him­self this man, whose glor­i­ous name re­soun­ded at that mo­ment in all the corners of the world, amid the ex­as­per­ated hatred of some, the real or feigned in­dig­na­tion of the “up­per circles” of so­ci­ety, the en­vi­ous dis­like of cer­tain com­peers, the re­spect of a mul­ti­tude of read­ers, and the frantic ad­mir­a­tion of a great many: and he ex­pec­ted to see a sort of bearded gi­ant, of ter­rible as­pect, ap­pear, with a re­sound­ing voice, and at first not very pre­pos­sess­ing.

				The door opened in­to an ex­tremely large and high room, fully lighted by a win­dow look­ing out on the plain. An­cient tapestries covered the walls; on the left of the en­trance, a mo­nu­ment­al fire­place flanked by two stone men, could have burned a hun­dred-year-old oak-tree in a day; and an im­mense table, upon which were books, pa­pers, and journ­als, oc­cu­pied the middle of this apart­ment, which was so vast and grand that it at once en­grossed the eye, and the at­ten­tion was only af­ter­ward dir­ec­ted to its oc­cu­pant, who was stretched out, as they entered, upon an Ori­ent­al di­van on which twenty per­sons could have slept.

				He took a few steps to­ward them, bowed, poin­ted to two seats, and sat down again upon his di­van, with one leg bent un­der him. A book lay at his side, and with his right hand he played with an ivory pa­per-cut­ter, the tip of which he looked at from time to time, with one eye only, shut­ting the oth­er with the habit of the nearsighted.

				While the journ­al­ist was ex­plain­ing the ob­ject of his vis­it, and the writer was listen­ing without yet reply­ing, look­ing fix­edly at him, at cer­tain mo­ments, Pa­tis­sot, more and more ill at ease, gazed at this celebrity.

				Hardly forty years of age, he was of me­di­um stature, rather stout, and of pleas­ing ap­pear­ance. His head, like those found in many Itali­an paint­ings of the six­teenth cen­tury, without be­ing hand­some in the sculptor’s sense of the word, con­veyed an im­pres­sion that he pos­sessed great power and in­tel­li­gence. The short hair stood up on the well-de­veloped head, above a thick black mus­tache; and the whole chin was covered with a beard trimmed close to the skin. The dark glance, of­ten iron­ic­al, was pen­et­rat­ing; giv­ing the im­pres­sion that be­hind it an act­ive brain was al­ways work­ing, pier­cing through per­sons, in­ter­pret­ing words, ana­lyz­ing ges­tures, lay­ing bare the heart. That strong, round head was very like his name, quick and short, with two syl­lables, bound­ing in the res­on­ance of the two vow­els.

				When the journ­al­ist had made his pro­pos­i­tion, the writer answered that he could not make any def­in­ite en­gage­ment, that he would see about it later; that as yet his plans were not suf­fi­ciently de­cided. Then he was si­lent. It was a dis­missal, and the two men, a little con­fused, rose. But a de­sire seized Pa­tis­sot; he de­sired that this per­son­age, so well known, should say a word to him, any word what­so­ever, which he could re­peat to his friends; and sum­mon­ing up cour­age, he stammered: “Oh! Mon­sieur, if you knew how much I ap­pre­ci­ate your works!” The oth­er bowed, but did not reply. Pa­tis­sot be­came bold. He con­tin­ued:

				“It is a very great hon­or for me to speak to you today.”

				The writer bowed again, but with a stiff and im­pa­tient air. Pa­tis­sot per­ceived this, and los­ing his head, he ad­ded:

				“What a su‑su‑su‑su­perb place!”

				Then the spir­it of the pro­pri­et­or awaked in the in­dif­fer­ent heart of the man of let­ters, and smil­ing, he opened the win­dow to show them the ex­tent of the view.

				There was an ex­tens­ive view in all dir­ec­tions, in­clud­ing Tri­el, Pisse-Fon­taine, Chante­loup, all the heights of Hautrie, and the Seine, as far as the eye could reach.

				The two vis­it­ors, de­lighted, con­grat­u­lated the great writer; and im­me­di­ately the house was open to them. They saw everything, even to the fine kit­chen, the walls of which, in­laid with tiles in blue designs, ex­cited the won­der of the peas­ants.

				“How did you hap­pen to buy this place?” asked the journ­al­ist. And the ro­man­cer said that, in look­ing for a house to hire for a sum­mer, he had found the little house, re­cently built, which was for sale at a few thou­sand francs, a trifle, al­most noth­ing. He had bought it on the spot.

				“But everything you have ad­ded must have cost you dear?”

				The writer smiled, say­ing:

				“Yes, con­sid­er­able.”

				And the two men went away.

				The journ­al­ist, tak­ing Pa­tis­sot’s arm, philo­soph­ized in a slow voice: “Every gen­er­al has his Wa­ter­loo,” said he. “Every Balzac has his foible, and every artist resid­ing in the coun­try has a de­sire to be a landed pro­pri­et­or.”

				They took the train at the sta­tion of Vil­laines, and in the car, Pa­tis­sot men­tioned in a loud voice the names of the il­lus­tri­ous paint­er and fam­ous ro­man­cer, as if they were his friends. He even forced him­self to be­lieve that he had break­fas­ted with one and dined with the oth­er.

			
			
				
					VI

					Be­fore the Fest­iv­al

				
				The fest­iv­al was ap­proach­ing and the quiv­er­ings of it were already run­ning through the streets, as ripples pass over the sur­face of the wa­ter when a storm is rising. The shops, ad­orned with flags, dis­played a gaiety of dyes, and the mer­chants cheated about the three col­ors as gro­cers do over their candles. Hearts were wrought up, little by little. Cit­izens spoke in the streets, after din­ner, about the fest­iv­al and ex­changed ideas re­gard­ing it.

				“What a fest­iv­al it will be, my friends, what a fest­iv­al!”

				“You didn’t know? All the sov­er­eigns will come in­cog­nito, as bour­geois, to see it.”

				“It seems that the Em­per­or of Rus­sia has ar­rived; he in­tends to go every­where with the Prince of Wales.”

				“Oh! What a fest­iv­al it will be!”

				It would be a fest­iv­al, cer­tainly, what Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot called a great oc­ca­sion; one of those in­des­crib­able tu­mults that for fif­teen hours roll from one end of the city to an­oth­er all the popu­lace, be­dizened with tin­sel, a wave of per­spir­ing people, where, side by side are tossed the stout gos­sip with tri­colored rib­bons, puff­ing and pant­ing, who has grown stout be­hind her counter; the rick­ety em­ploy­ee, tow­ing his wife and brat; the work­ing­man, car­ry­ing his young­ster astride his neck; the be­wildered pro­vin­cial, with his stu­pefied, idi­ot­ic physiognomy, the lightly-shaved groom still smelling of the stable. And the strangers dressed like mon­keys, the Eng­lish wo­men, like gir­affes, the shin­ing-faced wa­ter-car­ri­er, and the in­nu­mer­able phalanx of little bour­geois, in­of­fens­ive cit­izens, amused at everything. O topsy-turvy­ness, back­break­ing fa­tigue, sweat and dust, vo­ci­fer­a­tions, ed­dies of hu­man flesh, ex­term­in­a­tion of corns, be­wil­der­ment of all thought, fright­ful odors, breaths of the mul­ti­tudes, wafts of gar­lic, give, oh, give to Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot all the joy his heart can con­tain!

				Our worthy friend made his pre­par­a­tions for the fest­iv­al after read­ing the pro­clam­a­tion of the may­or on the walls of the dis­trict.

				This no­tice ran:

				
					It is prin­cip­ally to the private dec­or­a­tions that I wish to call your at­ten­tion. Dec­or­ate your homes, il­lu­min­ate your win­dows, unite, club to­geth­er, to give your houses and your streets a more bril­liant and more artist­ic ap­pear­ance than that of the neigh­bor­ing houses and streets.

				

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot pondered deeply over what artist­ic ap­pear­ance he could give his own house.

				A ser­i­ous obstacle presen­ted it­self. His only win­dow looked upon a court, a dark court, nar­row and deep, where only the rats would see his Vene­tian lan­terns.

				He must have a pub­lic open­ing. He found one. On the first floor of his house lived a rich man, a noble and a roy­al­ist, whose coach­man, also a re­ac­tion­ist, oc­cu­pied a room on the sixth floor, fa­cing the street. Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot sup­posed that, for a cer­tain price, any con­science could be bought, and he offered five francs to this wield­er of the whip to give up to him his room, from noon to mid­night. The of­fer was ac­cep­ted at once.

				Then he began to busy him­self about the dec­or­a­tions. Were three flags and four Chinese lan­terns enough to give to this snuff­box an artist­ic physiognomy and to ex­press all the ex­al­ta­tion of his soul? No, de­cidedly not! But, in spite of long re­searches and noc­turn­al med­it­a­tions, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot could not think of any­thing else. He con­sul­ted his neigh­bors, who were astoun­ded at his in­quiry. He ques­tioned his col­leagues. Every­body had pur­chased lan­terns and flags, at­tach­ing to them tri­colored dec­or­a­tions for the day.

				Then he began to seek for an ori­gin­al idea. He haunted cafés, ap­proach­ing the cus­tom­ers, but they were lack­ing in ima­gin­a­tion. Then one morn­ing he climbed to the top of an om­ni­bus. A gen­tle­man of re­spect­able as­pect was smoking a ci­gar at his side; a work­ing­man fur­ther off puffed at his re­versed pipe; two street-boys were near the coach­man; and em­ploy­ees of all sorts were go­ing to busi­ness for the price of three sous.

				Be­fore the shops bundles of flags were resplen­dent un­der the rising sun. Pa­tis­sot turned to­ward his neigh­bor.

				“This will be a fine fest­iv­al,” said he. The gen­tle­man gave a side glance and replied with an ar­rog­ant air: “It’s all the same to me!”

				“You are not go­ing to take part in it?” Pa­tis­sot asked, sur­prised.

				The oth­er dis­dain­fully shook his head.

				“They make me sick with their fest­iv­al! What is it the fest­iv­al of? The gov­ern­ment? I don’t re­cog­nize this gov­ern­ment, Mon­sieur.”

				But Pa­tis­sot, him­self an em­ploy­ee of the gov­ern­ment, sternly answered:

				“The gov­ern­ment, Mon­sieur, is the Re­pub­lic.”

				His neigh­bor was not dis­con­cer­ted, and, quietly put­ting his hands in­to his pock­ets, replied:

				“Well, what of it? I don’t ob­ject. Re­pub­lic or any­thing else, I don’t care about it. What I want, Mon­sieur, is to know my gov­ern­ment. I have seen Charles X and I stood by him; I have seen Louis Phil­ippe and I stood by him; I have seen Na­po­leon III, and I stood by him; but I have nev­er seen the Re­pub­lic.”

				Pa­tis­sot, still ser­i­ous, replied:

				“It is rep­res­en­ted by its Pres­id­ent.”

				“Well, let them show him to me,” the oth­er grunted.

				Pa­tis­sot shrugged his shoulders.

				“Every­body can see him—he is not con­cealed in a ward­robe.”

				But sud­denly the stout man grew angry:

				“Par­don me, Mon­sieur, he can­not be seen. I have tried more than a hun­dred times, Mon­sieur. I have pos­ted my­self near the Élysée; he did not come out. A passerby told me that he was play­ing bil­liards in the café op­pos­ite. I went in­to the café op­pos­ite. He was not there. They prom­ised me that he would go to Melan for the meet­ing. I went to Melan and I did not see him. I got tired fi­nally. I have nev­er seen Gam­betta, either, and I don’t know a single deputy.”

				He be­came ex­cited.

				“A gov­ern­ment, Mon­sieur, ought to show it­self. It is made for that, for noth­ing else. People ought to know that on a cer­tain day, at a cer­tain hour, the gov­ern­ment will pass through a cer­tain street. In that way people can see it and be sat­is­fied.”

				Pa­tis­sot, quieted, rather liked these state­ments.

				“It is true,” said he, “that people would prefer to know those who gov­ern them.”

				The gen­tle­man replied in a softer tone:

				“Do you know how I should man­age the fest­iv­al my­self? Well, Mon­sieur, I should have a pro­ces­sion with gil­ded cars, like the sac­red chari­ots of kings, and I should take the mem­bers of the gov­ern­ment, from the Pres­id­ent down to the depu­ties, through Par­is in them, all day long. In that way every­body would know by sight at least, the per­sons of the State.”

				But one of the street-boys near the coach­man turned around, say­ing:

				“And the fat ox, where would you put him?”

				A laugh ran through the two benches. Pa­tis­sot un­der­stood the ob­jec­tion, and mur­mured:

				“That, per­haps, would not be dig­ni­fied.”

				The gen­tle­man, after re­flect­ing, agreed.

				“Well, then,” said he, “I should place them on view some­where so that every­body could see them without put­ting them­selves out; on the Tri­umph­al Arc de l’Étoile, for in­stance, and I should make the whole pop­u­la­tion file be­fore them. That would lend great char­ac­ter to the event.”

				But the boy again turned around and asked:

				“Would it need a tele­scope to see their faces?”

				The gen­tle­man did not reply; he con­tin­ued:

				“It is like the dis­tri­bu­tion of flags! There ought to be some pre­text, some or­gan­iz­a­tion, per­haps a little war; and then the stand­ards could be presen­ted to the troops as a re­com­pense. I had an idea of which I wrote to the min­is­ter; but he has not deigned to reply to me. As they have chosen the date of the tak­ing of the Bastile, an im­it­a­tion of that might be made; they ought to have built a Bastile in card­board, painted by a scene-paint­er, and con­ceal­ing the whole Column of Ju­ly with­in the walls. Then, Mon­sieur, the troop should make an as­sault and cap­ture the cit­adel. That would have been a fine spec­tacle, and a les­son at the same time, to see the army it­self over­throw the ram­parts of tyranny. Then they ought to set the sham Bastile on fire; and amid the flames should ap­pear the column, with the Geni­us of Liberty, sym­bol of a new or­der and of the free­dom of the people.”

				Every­body on the om­ni­bus top listened this time, find­ing these ideas ex­cel­lent. An old man said:

				“That is a great thought, Mon­sieur, and one which does you hon­or. It is to be re­gret­ted that the gov­ern­ment has not ad­op­ted it.”

				A young man de­clared that they ought to have the poems of Bar­bi­er re­cited by act­ors in the streets, to teach the people art and liberty sim­ul­tan­eously.

				This pro­pos­i­tion ex­cited great en­thu­si­asm. Every­body wished to talk; their brains were ex­al­ted. A street-or­gan passing by droned out a bar of the “Mar­seil­laise”; a work­ing­man chanted the words, and every­one in chor­us shouted the re­frain. The lofty nature of the song and its stir­ring rhythm fired the coach­man, whose flogged horses were gal­lop­ing. Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot bawled at the top of his lungs, slap­ping his thighs, and the in­side pas­sen­gers, ter­ri­fied, wondered what kind of tem­pest had burst over their heads.

				They stopped singing after a time, and Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, judging his neigh­bor to be a man well able to take the ini­ti­at­ive, con­sul­ted him on the pre­par­a­tions which he ex­pec­ted to make.

				“Lan­terns and flags are all very well,” said Pa­tis­sot, “but I would like some­thing bet­ter.”

				The oth­er re­flec­ted a long time, but found noth­ing to sug­gest. So Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, in des­pair of find­ing any nov­elty, bought three flags and four lan­terns.

			
			
				
					VII

					A Sad Story

				
				To re­cov­er from the fa­tigues of the cel­eb­ra­tion, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot con­ceived the plan of passing the fol­low­ing Sunday tran­quilly en­sconced some­where in com­mu­nic­a­tion with nature.

				De­sir­ing a fine view, he chose the ter­race of Saint-Ger­main. He set out after break­fast and, when he had vis­ited the mu­seum of pre­his­tor­ic curi­os­it­ies—as a mat­ter of duty, for he un­der­stood noth­ing about them—he stood struck with ad­mir­a­tion be­fore that great prom­en­ade, from which in the dis­tance are seen Par­is, the sur­round­ing re­gion, all the plains, vil­lages, woods, ponds, towns even, and that great blu­ish ser­pent with in­nu­mer­able un­du­la­tions, that gentle and ad­or­able river which touches the heel of France—the Seine!

				In the back­ground, made blue by light mists, he dis­tin­guished, at an in­cred­ible dis­tance, little places like white spots, on the slopes of the green hills. And mus­ing that on these al­most in­vis­ible points men like him­self lived, suffered, and toiled, he re­flec­ted for the first time on the small­ness of the world. He said to him­self that, in space, oth­er points still more im­per­cept­ible, sys­tems great­er than our world, per­haps, bear races more nearly per­fect. But a ver­tigo seized him at the ex­tent of the pos­sib­il­ity, and he stopped think­ing of these things, as they bothered his head. Then he fol­lowed the ter­race at a slow pace, through its whole breadth, a little wear­ied, as if fa­tigued by too heavy re­flec­tions.

				When he reached the end, he sat down on a bench. A gen­tle­man happened to be there with his hands crossed over his cane and his chin rest­ing on his hands, in an at­ti­tude of pro­found med­it­a­tion. But Pa­tis­sot be­longed to the race of those who can­not pass three seconds at the side of a fel­low-be­ing without speak­ing to him. He first looked at his neigh­bor, hemmed, then sud­denly said:

				“Could you tell me, Mon­sieur, the name of the vil­lage that I see down there?”

				The gen­tle­man raised his head and in a sad voice replied:

				“It is Sartrouville.”

				Then he was si­lent. Pa­tis­sot, con­tem­plat­ing the im­mense per­spect­ive of the ter­race, shaded with trees a cen­tury old, feel­ing in his lungs the great breath of the forest which rustled be­hind him, re­joiced by the spring­time odors of the woods and great fields, gave an ab­rupt little laugh and, with a keen eye, re­marked:

				“There are some fine nooks for lov­ers here.”

				His neigh­bor turned to­ward him with a dis­con­sol­ate air, and replied:

				“If I were in love, Mon­sieur, I would throw my­self in­to the river.”

				Pa­tis­sot not be­ing of the same mind, pro­tested.

				“Hey! hey! you speak of it with great un­con­cern; and why so?”

				“Be­cause it has already cost me too dear for me to wish to be­gin it again.”

				Pa­tis­sot gave a grin of joy as he replied:

				“Well, if you have been guilty of fol­lies, they al­ways cost dear.”

				But the oth­er sighed in a mel­an­choly way, and said sadly:

				“No, Mon­sieur, I have not per­pet­rated any fol­lies; I have been be­trayed by events, that is all.”

				Pa­tis­sot, who scen­ted a good story, con­tin­ued:

				“For all that, we can­not dis­like the curés; it is not in nature.”

				Then the man lif­ted his eyes sor­row­fully to heav­en.

				“That is true, Mon­sieur, but if the priests were men like oth­ers, my mis­for­tune would not have happened. I am an en­emy to ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al cel­ib­acy, Mon­sieur, and I have my reas­ons for it.”

				“Would it be in­dis­creet to ask you?”

				“Not at all. This is my story: I am a Nor­man, Mon­sieur. My fath­er was a miller at Darnétal, near Rouen; and when he died we were left mere chil­dren, my broth­er and I, in the charge of our uncle, a good stout curé of Caux.

				“He brought us up, gave us our edu­ca­tion; and then sent us both to Par­is to find suit­able situ­ations.

				“My broth­er was twenty-one years old and I was twenty-two.

				“We lodged to­geth­er from eco­nomy, and we were liv­ing quietly when the ad­ven­ture oc­curred which I am go­ing to tell you.

				“One even­ing as I was go­ing home, I happened to meet on the side­walk a young lady who pleased me very much. She answered to all my tastes; she was rather tall, Mon­sieur, and had a pleas­ant air. I dared not speak to her, of course, but I gave her a pen­et­rat­ing glance. The next morn­ing I found her at the same place; then, as I was tim­id, I only bowed. She replied with a little smile, and the day after I ap­proached her and spoke to her.

				“Her name was Vic­tor­ine, and she worked at sew­ing in a dress­maker’s es­tab­lish­ment. I felt very soon that my heart was taken.

				“I said to her: ‘Ma­demois­elle, it seems to me that I can­not live away from you.’ She lowered her eyes without an­swer­ing. Then I seized her hand and I felt her press mine in re­turn. I was cap­tured, Mon­sieur: but I did not know what to do on ac­count of my broth­er. My faith! I was just de­cid­ing to tell him everything when he opened his mouth first: He also was in love. Then it was agreed that we should take an­oth­er lodging, but that we should not breathe a word of it to our good uncle, who should keep on ad­dress­ing his let­ters in care of my do­mest­ic. So it was done; and a week later Vic­tor­ine joined me in my home. We gave a little din­ner, to which my broth­er brought his sweet­heart, and in the even­ing, when everything was put in or­der, we def­in­itely took pos­ses­sion of our lodging.

				“We had been asleep for an hour, per­haps, when a vi­ol­ent ringing of the bell awaked me. I looked at the clock, it was three in the morn­ing. I slipped on my trousers and hur­ried to­ward the door, say­ing to my­self, ‘it is some mis­for­tune, surely—’

				“It was my uncle, Mon­sieur, he had on his trav­el­ing coat, and car­ried his valise in his hand.

				“ ‘Yes, it is I, my boy, I have come to sur­prise you, and to spend sev­er­al days in Par­is. Mon­sei­gneur has giv­en me leave of ab­sence.’

				“He kissed me on both cheeks, entered, and shut the door. I was more dead than alive, Mon­sieur. But as he was about to pen­et­rate in­to my bed­room, I al­most grasped him by the col­lar.

				“ ‘No, not that way, uncle, this way, this way.’

				“And I made him go in­to the din­ing room. You see my situ­ation—what was I to do? He said to me:

				“ ‘And your broth­er, is he asleep? Go and wake him up.’

				“I stammered:

				“ ‘No, uncle, he has been ob­liged to pass the night at the of­fice for an ur­gent or­der.’

				“My uncle rubbed his hands.

				“ ‘Busi­ness is all right, then?’

				“An idea oc­curred to me.

				“ ‘You must be hungry, uncle, after your jour­ney.’

				“ ‘My faith! that’s true, I could nibble a little crust.’

				“I rushed to the cup­board, where I had put the re­mains of the din­ner. He was a great eat­er, my uncle, a true Nor­man curé, cap­able of eat­ing twelve hours at a sit­ting. I brought out a bit of beef, to make the time longer, for I knew that he did not care for it; then after he had eaten enough of it, I presen­ted the rem­nant of a chick­en, a paté al­most whole, a potato salad, three pots of cream, and some good wine that I had laid aside for the next day.

				“Ah, Mon­sieur, how he did gorge!

				“ ‘For heav­en’s sake!’ said I to my­self, ‘what a stor­e­room!’ And I stuffed him, Mon­sieur, I stuffed him. He did not res­ist, either.

				“When he had de­voured everything, it was five in the morn­ing. I was on pins and needles. I drew him along an­oth­er hour still, with the cof­fee and all the rins­ings; but fi­nally he rose.

				“ ‘Let me see your lodging,’ said he.

				“I was lost, and I fol­lowed, think­ing of throw­ing my­self out of the win­dow. As I entered the bed­room ready to faint, wait­ing for some­thing to oc­cur, a last hope made my heart leap.

				“The brave girl had closed the bed-cur­tains. Ah, if he only should not open them! But alas! Mon­sieut, he ap­proached the bed im­me­di­ately, with a candle in his hand, and sud­denly he raised the cur­tains of the bed. It was warm, we had drawn down the bed­clothes, and there was left only the sheet, which she had pulled up over her head; but her out­lines, Mon­sieur, her out­lines could be seen! I trembled in all my limbs, with my throat com­pressed, chok­ing. Then my uncle turned to­ward me, laugh­ing heart­ily, so that I al­most jumped to the ceil­ing from as­ton­ish­ment.

				“ ‘Ah! you joker, you did not want to wake up your broth­er. Well, you’ll see how I shall awake him.’

				“And I saw his peas­ant’s hand rising; and while he was chok­ing with laughter, his hand fell like a thun­der­bolt on—on—well—on the out­lines that could be seen, Mon­sieur.

				“There was a ter­rible cry in the bed; and then some­thing like a tem­pest un­der the sheet. The form moved. She could not dis­en­tangle her­self. Fi­nally, al­most at one jump, she ap­peared, with eyes like lan­terns, and she stared at my uncle, who backed out, his mouth gap­ing, and puff­ing, Mon­sieur, as if he were go­ing to be ill!

				“Then I lost my head and fled. I wandered about for six days not dar­ing to go back to my quar­ters. Fi­nally, when I did pluck up cour­age to re­turn, nobody was there.”

				Pa­tis­sot, shak­ing with laughter, said: “I should think not!” which made his neigh­bor stop talk­ing.

				But in a second, the man re­sumed:

				“I nev­er saw my uncle again. He dis­in­her­ited me, per­suaded that I took ad­vant­age of the ab­sence of my broth­er to play my tricks.

				“I nev­er saw Vic­tor­ine again, either. All my fam­ily turned their backs upon me; and my broth­er him­self, who had profited by the situ­ation, as he in­her­ited one hun­dred thou­sand francs at the death of my uncle, seems to con­sider me an old lib­ertine. And yet, Mon­sieur, I swear to you that nev­er since that mo­ment, nev­er, nev­er!—There are, you see, minutes that a man nev­er for­gets.”

				“And what are you do­ing here?” asked Pa­tis­sot.

				The oth­er swept the ho­ri­zon with a glance, as if he feared to be over­heard by some un­seen ear; then he mur­mured, with a sound of ter­ror in his voice:

				“I am fly­ing from the wo­men, Mon­sieur!”

			
			
				
					VIII

					A Tri­al of Love

				
				Many po­ets think that nature is not com­plete without wo­man, and from that idea, without doubt, came all the flowery com­par­is­ons in their songs, which make in turn of our nat­ur­al com­pan­ion a rose, a vi­ol­et, a tulip, and oth­er charm­ing ob­jects.

				The need of ten­der­ness that over­comes us at the hour of twi­light, when the mist of even­ing be­gins to float over the hill­sides, and when all the per­fumes of the earth in­tox­ic­ate us, over­flows in­to lyr­ic in­voc­a­tions; and Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, like oth­ers, was seized with a long­ing for ten­der­ness, for soft kisses, giv­en along paths where the sun­shine falls, with hands clasped, and plump fig­ures pli­ant to his em­brace.

				He began by re­gard­ing love as a de­lect­a­tion without lim­its, and in his hours of rev­er­ie, he thanked the great Un­known for pla­cing so much charm in the caresses of hu­man­ity. He felt that he must have a com­pan­ion, but did not know where to find her.

				Upon the ad­vice of a friend, he went to the Fol­ies-Ber­gères. He saw a com­plete as­sort­ment there, and be­came greatly per­plexed to choose between them, for the de­sires of his heart sprang, above all, from po­et­ic im­pulses, and a love of po­et­ic things did not seem ex­actly the prin­cip­al at­trib­ute of the young ladies with blackened eye­lashes who cast dis­turb­ing smiles at him, show­ing the enamel of their false teeth.

				Fi­nally his choice res­ted upon a young débutante, who ap­peared poor and tim­id, and whose un­happy look seemed to an­nounce a nature that might be eas­ily po­et­ized.

				He agreed to meet her on the fol­low­ing day at the Saint-Laz­are sta­tion.

				She did not keep the ap­point­ment, but she had the grace to send a friend in her stead.

				The friend was a tall, red-haired girl, dressed pat­ri­ot­ic­ally in three col­ors, and covered with an im­mense tun­nel-hat, of which her head oc­cu­pied the cen­ter. Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot was a little dis­ap­poin­ted, but cour­teously ac­cep­ted the sub­sti­tute. And they star­ted for Mais­ons-Laf­fitte, where regat­tas and a grand Vene­tian fest­iv­al had been an­nounced.

				As soon as they were in the car, already oc­cu­pied by two gen­tle­men who wore dec­or­a­tions, and their ladies, who must at least have been mar­quises, so dig­ni­fied did they ap­pear, the tall, red-haired girl, who answered to the name of Octavie, an­nounced to Pa­tis­sot, with the voice of a par­rot, that she was a very good girl, fond of jok­ing, and that she ad­ored the coun­try be­cause one could pluck flowers and eat fried fish there. She laughed with a shrill­ness that threatened to break the win­dows, call­ing her com­pan­ion, fa­mil­iarly, “My big wolf.”

				A sense of shame came over Pa­tis­sot, upon whom his title of gov­ern­ment em­ploy­ee im­posed a cer­tain re­serve. After a time, how­ever, Octavie be­came si­lent, look­ing side­wise at her neigh­bors, and felt her­self seized with the strong de­sire that haunts all wo­men of a cer­tain class to make the ac­quaint­ance of re­spect­able wo­men. At the end of five minutes she thought she had hit upon a cap­it­al plan, and, draw­ing a copy of the Gil-Blas from her pock­et, she offered it to one of the ladies, who was as­ton­ished at her free­dom, and re­fused the journ­al with a shake of her head. Then the tall, red-haired girl, hurt, began a tirade of words of a double mean­ing, speak­ing of wo­men who play their own games without be­ing any bet­ter than cer­tain oth­er wo­men; and at times she said things so broad that they had the ef­fect of a bomb burst­ing amid the gla­cial dig­nity of the trav­el­ers.

				Fi­nally they ar­rived at their des­tin­a­tion. Pa­tis­sot at once wished to seek the shady corners of the park, hop­ing that the mel­an­choly of the forest would quiet the ir­rit­ated feel­ings of his com­pan­ion. But quite an­oth­er ef­fect was pro­duced than that which he hoped. As soon as she was among the leaves and saw the grass, she began to sing at the top of her lungs, bits of op­er­as that re­mained in her giddy pate, trilling and warb­ling, passing from Robert le di­able to Musette, fancy­ing above all a sen­ti­ment­al song whose stan­zas she sang with a sound as pier­cing as a gim­let.

				Sud­denly she an­nounced that she was hungry and wished to re­turn. Pa­tis­sot, who was await­ing the hoped-for ten­der­ness, tried in vain to de­tain her. Then she grew angry.

				“I did not come here to bore my­self, did I?” she snapped.

				And he had to seek the Petit-Havre res­taur­ant, near the place where the regat­tas were about to be held.

				She ordered a tre­mend­ous break­fast, with a suc­ces­sion of dishes enough to feed a re­gi­ment. Then, not be­ing able to wait while they were pre­pared, she de­man­ded the rel­ishes. A box of sardines was brought. She at­tacked it as if she were about to eat the tin box it­self; but after she had con­sumed two or three of the little oily fish, she de­clared that she was no longer hungry, and de­sired to go to see the pre­par­a­tions for the regatta.

				Pa­tis­sot, in des­pair, and seized with hun­ger in his turn, ab­so­lutely re­fused to budge. She went away alone, prom­ising to re­turn for the dessert, and he began to eat by him­self, not know­ing how to bring this re­bel­li­ous nature to the ideal­iz­a­tion of his dream. As she did not re­turn, he went to search for her. She had met some friends, a band of boat­ing men, half na­ked, red to the tips of their ears, and ges­tic­u­lat­ing, who were set­tling in shouts all the de­tails of the race, in front of the house of the Con­struct­or Fournaise.

				Two gen­tle­men of re­spect­able as­pect, doubt­less judges, listened at­tent­ively to them. As soon as she per­ceived Pa­tis­sot, Octavie, hanging on the tanned arm of a tall dev­il, who cer­tainly pos­sessed more bi­ceps than brains, whispered a few words in his ear.

				The oth­er answered:

				“Agreed.”

				And she went back quite joy­fully to her former es­cort, with a lively and al­most caress­ing ex­pres­sion.

				“I want to go out in a boat,” said she.

				Happy to see her in so charm­ing a mood, he con­sen­ted to this new de­sire, and en­gaged a craft.

				But she ob­stin­ately re­fused to view the regat­tas, in spite of Pa­tis­sot’s wish.

				“I would rather be alone with you, my wolf,” said she.

				His heart trembled. At last!

				He took off his frock-coat and began to ply the oars furi­ously.

				A mo­nu­ment­al old mill, whose worm-eaten arms hung over the wa­ter, be­strode with its two arches a little in­let of the river. They passed swiftly be­neath, and when they were on the oth­er side they per­ceived in front of them an ad­or­able bit of river, shaded by great trees that formed a sort of vault above. The little in­let wound, turned, and zig­zagged to the left and to the right, con­tinu­ally re­veal­ing new ho­ri­zons, large mead­ows on one side, and on the oth­er a hill­side all covered with chalets. They passed in front of a bathing es­tab­lish­ment, al­most bur­ied in ver­dure, a charm­ing rur­al nook, where gen­tle­men in fresh gloves, with ladies wreathed in flowers, dis­played all the awk­ward­ness of el­eg­ant folk in the coun­try.

				She uttered a cry of joy:

				“We’ll have a bath there, presently.”

				Then, fur­ther on in a sort of bay, she wished to stop.

				“Come here, big one, near to me,” she said, coax­ingly.

				She put her arm around his neck, and with her head rest­ing on his shoulder, she mur­mured:

				“How happy I am! how de­light­ful it is on the wa­ter!”

				Pa­tis­sot, in a word, was swim­ming in hap­pi­ness; and he thought of those stu­pid boat­ing men, who, without ever feel­ing the pen­et­rat­ing charm of the shores and the frail grace of the rose-trees, al­ways go about pant­ing, sweat­ing, and bru­tal­ized by ex­er­cise, from the tav­ern where they break­fast to the tav­ern where they dine.

				After a time the sooth­ing in­flu­ences about him sent him to sleep. When he awaked he was all alone! He called at first; nobody answered. Feel­ing very anxious, he climbed up the bank, fear­ing lest some mis­for­tune had happened.

				Then, far in the dis­tance and com­ing to­ward him, he saw a long, slender wherry, which ap­peared to fly like an ar­row. It was rowed by four oars­men black as Negroes with the sun. They ap­peared to be skim­ming over the wa­ter; a wo­man held the tiller. Heav­ens! It seemed—It was she! To reg­u­late the play­ing of the oars, she was singing in her shrill voice a boat­ing song, which she in­ter­rup­ted a mo­ment when they came in front of Pa­tis­sot. Then, throw­ing him a kiss, she shouted to him:

				“Get along, you big ca­nary!”

			
			
				
					IX

					A Din­ner and Some Ideas

				
				On the oc­ca­sion of the na­tion­al cel­eb­ra­tion, Mon­sieur Ant­oine Per­drix, head of Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot’s bur­eau, was made Che­va­lier of the Le­gion of Hon­or. He had been in the ser­vice thirty years un­der pre­ced­ing gov­ern­ments and ten years un­der the present. His em­ploy­ees, al­though they mur­mured a little at be­ing thus re­war­ded in the per­son of their chief, judged it prop­er to of­fer him a cross ad­orned with paste dia­monds; and the new Che­va­lier, not wish­ing to be be­hind, in­vited them all to a din­ner for the fol­low­ing Sunday at his place at As­nières.

				The house, dec­or­ated with Moor­ish or­na­ments, had the ef­fect of a café con­cert-hall, but its loc­a­tion gave it great value be­cause the line of the rail­way, skirt­ing the garden for its whole length, passed with­in twenty meters of the steps.

				With­in the circle of in­cum­bent turf stood a basin of Ro­man ce­ment con­tain­ing gold­fish, and a foun­tain of wa­ter, with a stream not much lar­ger than that of a syr­inge, at times threw in­to the air mi­cro­scop­ic rain­bows at which vis­it­ors marveled.

				The feed­ing of this ir­rig­at­or was the con­stant oc­cu­pa­tion of Mon­sieur Per­drix, who fre­quently rose at five o’clock in the morn­ing in or­der to fill the reser­voir. In his shirtsleeves, his big stom­ach pro­trud­ing, he pumped with des­per­a­tion, so that on his re­turn from the of­fice he might have the sat­is­fac­tion of see­ing the foun­tain play, and ima­gin­ing that a cool­ness and fresh­ness spread from it over the garden. On the even­ing of the of­fi­cial din­ner, all the guests, one after the oth­er, went in­to ec­stas­ies over the situ­ation of the do­main, and every time they heard a train com­ing in the dis­tance, Mon­sieur Per­drix an­nounced its des­tin­a­tion to them: Saint-Ger­main, Havre, Cher­bourg, or Dieppe, and they made play­ful signs to trav­el­ers who were look­ing out of the car-win­dows.

				The en­tire of­fice staff ar­rived first. There was Mon­sieur Capi­taine, subchief; Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, chief clerk: then Messieurs de Som­breterre and Val­lin, el­eg­ant young em­ploy­ees, who came to the of­fice only at their own hours; fi­nally Mon­sieur Rade, cel­eb­rated through­out the whole min­istry for the ab­surd doc­trines he up­held; and the copy­ing clerk, Mon­sieur Boiv­in.

				Mon­sieur Rade passed for a type. Some per­sons treated him as a fan­at­ic or an ideal­ist, oth­ers as a re­volu­tion­ist. All agreed that he was an awk­ward fel­low. Already old, thin and small, with a lively eye and long thin locks, he had all his life pro­fessed the most pro­found con­tempt for the ad­min­is­trat­ive du­ties. He was a rum­mager of books and a great read­er, with a nature al­ways re­volt­ing against everything, a seeker of truth and des­piser of pop­u­lar pre­ju­dices. He had a neat and para­dox­ic­al fash­ion of ex­press­ing his opin­ions which closed the mouths of self-sat­is­fied im­be­ciles and of those who were dis­con­ten­ted without know­ing why. People said: “That old fool, Rade,” or per­haps, “That hareb­rained Rade,” and the slow­ness of his ad­vance­ment seemed to bear out the suc­cess­ful me­diocrit­ies charged against him. The in­de­pend­ence of his speech of­ten made his col­leagues tremble, and they some­times wondered how he had been able to keep his place. As soon as they were at table, Mon­sieur Per­drix, in a well-turned little speech, thanked his col­lab­or­at­ors, prom­ised them his pro­tec­tion, the more ef­fic­a­cious as his power in­creased, and fin­ished with an emo­tion­al per­or­a­tion in which he thanked and glor­i­fied the lib­er­al and just gov­ern­ment that knew how to seek mer­it among the humble.

				Mon­sieur Capi­taine, subchief, replied in the name of the bur­eau, fe­li­cit­ated, con­grat­u­lated, greeted, ex­al­ted, sang the praises of every­body; and frantic ap­plause fol­lowed these two morsels of elo­quence. After this the guests ap­plied them­selves ser­i­ously to eat­ing.

				All went well through­out the din­ner, the poverty of the con­ver­sa­tion not wor­ry­ing any­body. But at the dessert a dis­cus­sion arose sud­denly, whereupon Mon­sieur Rade let him­self loose, and began to pass the lim­its of dis­cre­tion in his speech.

				They were speak­ing of love nat­ur­ally, and, a breath of chiv­alry in­tox­ic­at­ing this room­ful of bur­eau­crats, they were prais­ing with ex­al­ta­tion the su­per­i­or beauty of wo­man, her del­ic­acy of soul, her aptitude for ex­quis­ite things, the cor­rect­ness of her judg­ment, and the re­fine­ment of her sen­ti­ments. Mon­sieur Rade began to protest en­er­get­ic­ally, re­fus­ing to the so-called fair sex all the qual­it­ies at­trib­uted to it; and then in the pres­ence of the gen­er­al in­dig­na­tion, he quoted some au­thors.

				“Schopen­hauer, Messieurs, Schopen­hauer, a great philo­soph­er whom Ger­many ven­er­ates. This is what he says: ‘The in­tel­li­gence of man must have been very much ob­scured by love to make him call beau­ti­ful that short-figured sex with nar­row shoulders, large hips, and crooked legs. Its whole beauty, really, rests in the in­stinct of love. In­stead of call­ing it the fair sex, it would have been more cor­rect to call it the unaes­thet­ic sex. Wo­men have neither the sen­ti­ment nor the in­tel­li­gence of mu­sic, any more than of po­etry or of the plastic arts; among them there is only pure mim­icry, pure pre­tense, pure af­fect­a­tion, cul­tiv­ated from their de­sire to please.’ ”

				“The man that said that is an im­be­cile!” de­clared Mon­sieur de Som­breterre.

				Mon­sieur Rade, smil­ing, con­tin­ued: “And Rousseau, Messieurs? Here is his opin­ion: ‘Wo­men in gen­er­al love no art, are skilled in none, and have no geni­us.’ ”

				Mon­sieur de Som­breterre dis­dain­fully shrugged his shoulders.

				“Rousseau is as stu­pid as the oth­er one, that’s all,” said he.

				Mon­sieur Rade, still smil­ing, re­joined: “And Lord Byron, who nev­er­the­less loved wo­men, said this: ‘They ought to be well fed and well clad, but they ought not to mingle in so­ci­ety. They should also be in­struc­ted in re­li­gion, but should be un­ac­quain­ted with po­etry and polit­ics, and read only books of piety and cook­ing.’ You see, Messieurs,” con­tin­ued Mon­sieur Rade, “they all study paint­ing and mu­sic, and yet there is not one of them who has painted a good pic­ture, or com­posed a re­mark­able op­era! Why, Messieurs? Simply be­cause they are the sex­us se­quior, the second sex in all re­spects, made to be kept apart, and on the second plane.”

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot grew angry.

				“And Ma­dame Sand, Mon­sieur?”

				“An ex­cep­tion, Mon­sieur, an ex­cep­tion. I will quote to you still an­oth­er pas­sage, from the great Eng­lish philo­soph­er, Her­bert Spen­cer. Here it is: ‘Each sex is cap­able, un­der the in­flu­ence of spe­cial stim­u­lants, of mani­fest­ing the fac­ulties or­din­ar­ily re­served for the oth­er. Thus, to take an ex­treme case, a spe­cial ex­cit­a­tion may cause the breasts of men to give milk; in time of fam­ine little chil­dren de­prived of their moth­er have been known to be saved in this way. Nev­er­the­less, we shall not place this fac­ulty of giv­ing milk among the at­trib­utes of the male. So also, the fem­in­ine in­tel­li­gence, which in cer­tain cases will give su­per­i­or products, should not be con­sidered in an es­tim­ate of the fem­in­ine nature as a so­cial factor.’ ”

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, wounded in all his nat­ively chiv­al­ric in­stincts, de­clared:

				“You are not a French­man, Mon­sieur. French gal­lantry is one of the forms of pat­ri­ot­ism.”

				Mon­sieur Rade re­tor­ted: “I have very little pat­ri­ot­ism, Mon­sieur, the least pos­sible.”

				At this a cool­ness spread through­out the com­pany, but he tran­quilly con­tin­ued:

				“Ad­mit with me that war is a mon­strous thing; that this cus­tom of of­fi­cial slaughter­ing of the people con­sti­tutes a per­man­ent state of sav­agery. It is odi­ous, since the only real good is life, to see the gov­ern­ment, whose duty it is to pro­tect the ex­ist­ence of its sub­jects, per­sist­ently seek­ing meth­ods to des­troy them. That is so, isn’t it? And, if war is a ter­rible thing is not pat­ri­ot­ism also, since it is the moth­er idea which sup­ports it? When an as­sas­sin kills, he has usu­ally some design, that of rob­bing; but when a brave man with a bay­on­et-thrust kills an­oth­er hon­est man, the fath­er of a fam­ily, or a great artist, per­haps, what thought does he obey?”

				Every­one felt deeply hurt.

				“When a man thinks of such things he does not of­ten men­tion them in so­ci­ety,” ad­ded Mon­sieur Rade.

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot re­joined: “There are nev­er­the­less, Mon­sieur, cer­tain prin­ciples that all hon­est men re­cog­nize.”

				“What are they?” asked Mon­sieur Rade.

				“Mor­al­ity, Mon­sieur,” sol­emnly replied Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot.

				Mon­sieur Rade beamed.

				“Let me give you a single ex­ample,” he said, “one little ex­ample, Mon­sieur. What opin­ion have you of cer­tain men who live at the ex­pense of wo­men? Well, only a hun­dred years ago it was con­sidered quite the thing to live at a wo­man’s ex­pense, and even to de­vour her whole prop­erty. So you see that the prin­ciples of mor­al­ity are not fixed, and thus—”

				Mon­sieur Per­drix, vis­ibly em­bar­rassed, stopped him.

				“You would sap the found­a­tion of so­ci­ety, Mon­sieur Rade. There must al­ways be mor­al prin­ciples as pub­lic safe­guards. Thus in polit­ics, Mon­sieur de Som­breterre is Le­git­im­ist, Mon­sieur Val­lin, Or­léan­ist, Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot and I are Re­pub­lic­ans, we all have very dif­fer­ent prin­ciples, and yet we get along very well, be­cause we have prin­ciples of some kind.”

				But Mon­sieur Rade cried: “I have prin­ciples too, Messieurs—very de­cided ones.”

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot raised his head and coldly replied:

				“I should be happy to hear them, Mon­sieur.”

				Mon­sieur Rade did not wait to be urged.

				“Here they are, Mon­sieur: First prin­ciple—that gov­ern­ment by one man is a mon­stros­ity. Second prin­ciple—Re­stric­ted suf­frage is an in­justice. Thid prin­ciple—Uni­ver­sal suf­frage is a piece of stu­pid­ity. To de­liv­er up mil­lions of men, choice minds, learned men, geni­uses even, to the caprice or will of a be­ing who, in a mo­ment of gaiety, mad­ness, in­tox­ic­a­tion, or love, will not hes­it­ate to sac­ri­fice everything for his ex­cited fancy, will squander the riches of the coun­try, pain­fully gathered by all, will cut to pieces thou­sands of men on bat­tle­fields, seems to me, a mere lo­gi­cian, to be a mon­strous ab­er­ra­tion.

				“But, ad­mit­ting that a coun­try ought to gov­ern it­self, to ex­clude from suf­frage, un­der some al­ways de­bat­able pre­text, a part of the cit­izens, is an in­justice so flag­rant that it seems to me use­less to dis­cuss it fur­ther.

				“There re­mains uni­ver­sal suf­frage. You will ad­mit with me that men of geni­us are rare, will you not? To be gen­er­ous, let us agree that there are five in France today. Let us add, still to be with­in our es­tim­ate, two hun­dred men of great tal­ent, a thou­sand oth­ers pos­sess­ing vari­ous tal­ents, and two thou­sand men who are su­per­i­or in some way. There you have a staff of three thou­sand two hun­dred and five minds. After which you have the army of me­diocrit­ies, fol­lowed by the mul­ti­tudes of im­be­ciles. As the me­diocrit­ies and the im­be­ciles al­ways form the im­mense ma­jor­ity, it is in­ad­miss­ible that they can erect an in­tel­li­gent gov­ern­ment.

				“To be just, I will add that, lo­gic­ally, uni­ver­sal suf­frage seems to me the only ad­miss­ible prin­ciple, but I as­sert that it is in­ap­plic­able and I will show you the reas­on why.

				“To make all the liv­ing forces of a coun­try co­oper­ate in the gov­ern­ment, to rep­res­ent all in­terests, and con­serve all rights, is an ideal dream, but not prac­tic­al, be­cause the only force that can be meas­ured is just that which ought to be most neg­lected—the brute force of num­bers. Ac­cord­ing to your meth­od, un­in­tel­li­gent num­bers lead geni­us, learn­ing, all the ac­quired know­ledge, wealth, and in­dustry. When you are able to give to a mem­ber of the In­sti­tute ten thou­sand votes against a rag­man’s one vote, a hun­dred votes to a great landed pro­pri­et­or, against ten to his farm­er, you will have nearly es­tab­lished an equi­lib­ri­um between the forces and ob­tained a na­tion­al rep­res­ent­a­tion that will truly rep­res­ent all the powers of the na­tion. But I defy you to do it.

				“Here are my con­clu­sions: Formerly when a man could not suc­ceed at any­thing else, he be­came a pho­to­graph­er; now he be­comes a deputy. A power thus com­posed will al­ways be lam­ent­ably in­cap­able, but in­cap­able of do­ing evil as well as in­cap­able of do­ing good. A des­pot, on the con­trary, if he is stu­pid, may do much evil, and if he is in­tel­li­gent, which very rarely hap­pens, he may ac­com­plish much good.

				“Between these forms of gov­ern­ment I do not pre­tend to de­cide; and I de­clare my­self an an­arch­ist—I mean a par­tis­an of the power the most ef­faced, the most im­per­cept­ible, yet the most lib­er­al, in the widest sense of the word, and re­volu­tion­ary at the same time; that is to say, re­volu­tion­ary against its etern­al en­emy, which can be noth­ing but ab­so­lutely de­fect­ive, un­der present con­di­tions.”

				Cries of in­dig­na­tion rose about the table, and all the guests—Le­git­im­ists, Or­léan­ists, and Re­pub­lic­ans—grew red with an­ger. Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot es­pe­cially, was chok­ing with rage, and turn­ing to­ward Mon­sieur Rade, he said:

				“Then, Mon­sieur, you don’t be­lieve in any­thing.”

				“No, Mon­sieur,” the oth­er replied, simply.

				The an­ger roused in all the guests at this reply, pre­ven­ted Mon­sieur Rade from con­tinu­ing, and Mon­sieur Per­drix, re­as­sum­ing his prerog­at­ive as chief, closed the dis­cus­sion.

				“Enough, Messieurs—we each have our opin­ions and we are not likely to change them,” he said, with dig­nity.

				The first state­ment was ap­proved, but Mon­sieur Rade, al­ways in re­volt, was de­term­ined to have the last word.

				“I have a mor­al prin­ciple, nev­er­the­less,” said he. It may be for­mu­lated in a phrase: ‘Nev­er do any­thing to an­oth­er, which you would not have him do to you.’ I defy you to find fault with that, while in three dis­cus­sions I will un­der­take to de­mol­ish the most sac­red of your prin­ciples.”

				This time nobody answered. But as they were go­ing home in the even­ing, two by two, each man said to his com­pan­ion: “Truly, Mon­sieur Rade goes much too far. His head cer­tainly is af­fected. He ought to be ap­poin­ted chief of the Char­enton Asylum!”

			
			
				
					X

					A Pub­lic Meet­ing

				
				At each side of a door, above which, in star­ing let­ters, ap­peared the word “Ball,” large posters of a flar­ing red an­nounced that on this Sunday this place of pop­u­lar amuse­ment would be de­voted to an­oth­er pur­pose.

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, saun­ter­ing about like a good bour­geois while di­gest­ing his din­ner, and strolling leis­urely to­ward the sta­tion, stopped, his at­ten­tion be­ing at­trac­ted by this bit of scar­let col­or, and he read as fol­lows:

				
					Gen­er­al In­ter­na­tion­al As­so­ci­ation for the Vin­dic­a­tion of the Rights of Wo­men. Cent­ral Com­mit­tee sit­ting at Par­is.

					Great Pub­lic Meet­ing.

					Un­der the pres­id­ency of the free­think­ing cit­ize­ness, Zoé Lam­our, and of the Rus­si­an ni­hil­ist cit­ize­ness, Eva Schour­ine, with the as­sist­ance of a del­eg­a­tion of cit­ize­nesses of the free circle of In­de­pend­ent Thought, and of a group of cit­izen ad­her­ents, Cit­ize­ness César­ine Brau and Cit­izen Sapi­ence Cor­nut, re­turned from ex­ile, will speak.

					Price of ad­mis­sion, one franc.

				

				An old wo­man wear­ing spec­tacles, seated at a table covered with a cloth, took the money.

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot entered.

				In the hall, already nearly full, floated an odor like that of a wet dog, mingled with the sus­pi­cious per­fumes of pub­lic balls.

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, look­ing about, found a seat in the second row be­side a little wo­man, dressed like a work­ing-girl, with an ex­al­ted ex­pres­sion, but hav­ing a swell­ing on one cheek.

				The whole staff was present. Cit­ize­ness Zoé Lam­our, a good-look­ing, stout, dark wo­man, wear­ing red flowers in her black hair, shared the pres­id­ency with a thin little Rus­si­an ni­hil­ist cit­ize­ness, Eva Schour­ine.

				Just be­low them, il­lus­tri­ous cit­ize­ness César­ine Brau, called the “down-caster of men,” a pretty wo­man also, was seated at the side of cit­izen Sapi­ence Cor­nut, re­turned from ex­ile. The lat­ter was a sol­id old man with flow­ing locks and a fe­ro­cious ap­pear­ance, who gazed about the hall as a cat looks at a flock of birds, his closed fists rest­ing on his knees.

				On the right, a del­eg­a­tion of an­tique cit­ize­nesses, severed from their hus­bands, dried up in cel­ib­acy and ex­as­per­ated with wait­ing, sat op­pos­ite a group of cit­izen “re­formers of hu­man­ity,” who had nev­er cut their beards nor their hair, no doubt to in­dic­ate the in­finitude of their as­pir­a­tions.

				The gen­er­al pub­lic was scattered through­out the hall. It was a mixed gath­er­ing.

				Wo­men were in the ma­jor­ity, be­long­ing to the rank of con­ci­erges and of shop­keep­ers who close their shops on Sunday. The type of in­con­sol­able old maid ap­peared every­where, between the red faces of the wo­men of the bour­geois.

				Three col­lege stu­dents were whis­per­ing in a corner, hav­ing come there to be among a crowd of wo­men. A few fam­il­ies had entered the place out of curi­os­ity.

				In the front row a Negro, clad in yel­low tick­ing, curly-haired and mag­ni­fi­cent, stared at the presid­ing of­ficers, and grinned from ear to ear with a si­lent, re­strained laugh, that showed his white teeth gleam­ing out his black face. He laughed without a move­ment of the body, like a man who was de­lighted, trans­por­ted with joy. Why was he there? Mys­tery. Had he thought he was com­ing to a show? Or did he say to him­self, in his woolly Afric­an pate: “Truly, they are very funny, these jokers; we don’t find any­thing like that un­der the equat­or.”

				Cit­ize­ness Zoé Lam­our opened the meet­ing with a little speech.

				She re­called the ser­vitude of wo­man since the be­gin­ning of the world; her ob­scure, but al­ways hero­ic po­s­i­tion, her con­stant de­vo­tion to all great ideas. She com­pared her to the people of oth­er times, the people of kings, and of the ar­is­to­crats, call­ing her the etern­al mar­tyr for whom every man is a mas­ter; and in a great lyr­ic out­burst she cried: “The people had its ’eighty-nine—let us have ours! Op­pressed man made his Re­volu­tion; the cap­tive broke his chain, the out­raged slave re­vol­ted! Wo­men! let us im­it­ate our des­pots! Let us re­volt! Let us break the an­cient chain of mar­riage and of ser­vitude; let us march to the con­quest of our rights, let us, also, make our re­volu­tion!”

				She sat down amid thun­ders of ap­plause; and the Negro, wild with joy, knocked his head against his knees, ut­ter­ing shrill cries.

				The Rus­si­an ni­hil­ist cit­ize­ness, Eva Schour­ine, arose, and, in a pier­cing and fe­ro­cious voice, said:

				“I am a Rus­si­an. I have raised the stand­ard of re­volt; this hand of mine has struck the op­press­ors of my coun­try, and I de­clare to you, French wo­men now listen­ing to me, I am ready, un­der all skies, in all parts of the uni­verse, to strike at the tyranny of man, to avenge every­where wo­men who are so odi­ously op­pressed!”

				A great tu­mult of ap­prob­a­tion rose, and cit­izen Sapi­ence Cor­nut, him­self, stand­ing up, gal­lantly rubbed his tawny beard against this aven­ging hand.

				Then the ce­re­mon­ies took on a truly in­ter­na­tion­al char­ac­ter. The cit­ize­nesses del­eg­ated by for­eign powers arose, one after an­oth­er, of­fer­ing the ad­he­sion of their re­spect­ive coun­tries. A Ger­man wo­man spoke first. Obese, with a growth of tow hair on her head, she sputtered in a thick voice, and with an at­ro­cious ac­cent:

				“I want to tell you all the joy that filled the daugh­ter of Ger­many when she heard of the great move­ment of the Parisi­an wo­men.”

				An Itali­an wo­man, a Span­ish wo­man, and a Swedish wo­man each said al­most the same thing in queer dia­lects, and fi­nally, an in­or­din­ately tall Eng­lish wo­man, whose teeth re­sembled garden im­ple­ments, ex­pressed her­self in these terms:

				“I also wish to as­sure you of the sup­port of the wo­men of Free Eng­land offered to the pic­tur­esque fem­in­ine pop­u­la­tion of France, for the fi­nal and en­tire eman­cip­a­tion of the fe­male sex! Hip, hip, hur­rah!”

				At this the Negro began to ut­ter cries of such en­thu­si­asm, with such im­mod­er­ate ges­tures of de­light, throw­ing his legs over the back of the seats, and slap­ping his legs with fury, that the two cus­todi­ans of the meet­ing were ob­liged to calm him.

				Pa­tis­sot’s neigh­bor mur­mured: “Hys­ter­ic­al wo­men! All hys­ter­ic­al wo­men!”

				Pa­tis­sot think­ing that he was ad­dressed, replied: “What is it?”

				The gen­tle­man made ex­cuses. “Par­don me, I was not speak­ing to you. I simply said that all these wo­men are hys­ter­ic­al.”

				Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, prodi­giously sur­prised, in­quired:

				“You know them, then?”

				“Well, rather, Mon­sieur. Zoé Lam­our took her noviti­ate to be­come a nun. That’s one. Eva Schour­ine has been pun­ished as an in­cen­di­ary, and de­cided to be crazy. That’s two. César­ine Brau is a mere in­triguer, who wishes to get her­self spoken of. I see three oth­ers there who passed through my hands at the hos­pit­al of X——. As for all the old jail­birds who sur­round us, I need not speak of them.”

				A loud “hush” came from all sides. Cit­izen Sapi­ence Cor­nut, re­turned from ex­ile, arose. He first rolled his ter­rible eyes, then, in a hol­low voice that soun­ded like the roar­ing of the wind in a cav­ern, he began:

				“There are words as great as prin­ciples, lu­min­ous as suns, re­sound­ing as bursts of thun­der: Liberty! Equal­ity! Fra­tern­ity! They are the ban­ners of the people; un­der their folds we bravely marched to the as­sault of tyr­an­nies. It is your turn, O wo­men! to bran­dish them as weapons, to march to the con­quest of in­de­pend­ence. Be free, free in love, in the home, in the fath­er­land. Be­come our equals at the hearth, our equals in the street, our equals es­pe­cially in polit­ics and be­fore the law. Fra­tern­ity! Be our sis­ters, the con­fid­ants of our grand pro­jects, our vali­ant com­pan­ions. Be­come truly a half of hu­man­ity, in­stead of be­ing only a small part of it.”

				And he plunged in­to tran­scend­ent­al polit­ics, de­vel­op­ing plans as large as the world, speak­ing of the soul of so­ci­ety, pre­dict­ing the Uni­ver­sal Re­pub­lic built upon these three in­des­truct­ible bases: Liberty, equal­ity, fra­tern­ity.

				When he ceased talk­ing the hall was al­most shaken down with the sal­vos of ap­plause. Mon­sieur Pa­tis­sot, amazed, turned to­ward his neigh­bor, ask­ing:

				“Isn’t he a little crazy?”

				The old gen­tle­man replied: “No, Mon­sieur, there are mil­lions like him. It is a res­ult of edu­ca­tion.”

				Pa­tis­sot did not un­der­stand.

				“Of edu­ca­tion?” he asked.

				“Yes, now that they know how to read and to write, their lat­ent fool­ish­ness comes out.”

				“Then, Mon­sieur, you be­lieve that edu­ca­tion—”

				“Par­don, Mon­sieur, I am a Lib­er­al. I only mean to say this: You have a watch, haven’t you? Well, break a spring and take it to this cit­izen Cor­nut, beg­ging him to mend it. He will an­swer you, with an oath, that he is not a watch­maker. But if there is any­thing wrong in that in­fin­itely com­plic­ated ma­chine known as France, he be­lieves him­self the most cap­able of men to re­pair it at a sit­ting. And forty thou­sand brawl­ers of his kind think the same and pro­claim it without ceas­ing. I say, Mon­sieur, that we lack here new gov­ern­ing classes; that, as men born of fath­ers hav­ing held power, brought up in that idea, es­pe­cially edu­cated for that pur­pose—just as young men are taught who are in­ten­ded for the Poly­tech­nic—”

				Nu­mer­ous cries of “Hush!” in­ter­rup­ted him again. A young man with a mel­an­choly air took the plat­form.

				He began: “Mes­dames, I have asked to be per­mit­ted to speak in or­der to com­bat your the­or­ies. To de­mand for wo­men civil rights, equal to those ex­er­cised by men, is equi­val­ent to de­mand­ing the end of your power. The ex­ter­i­or as­pect alone of wo­men re­veals that she is not destined for hard phys­ic­al labor nor pro­longed in­tel­lec­tu­al ef­forts. Her sphere is an­oth­er, but not less beau­ti­ful one. She puts po­etry in­to life. By the power of her grace, the glance of her eye, the charm of her smile, she dom­in­ates man, who dom­in­ates the world. Man has strength, which you can­not take from him; but you have se­duct­ive­ness, which cap­tiv­ates his strength. Of what do you com­plain? Since the world began, you have been queens and rulers. Noth­ing is done without you. It is for you that all fine works are ac­com­plished.

				“But the day on which you be­come our equals, civilly and polit­ic­ally, you will be­come our rivals. Take care, then, that the charm that con­sti­tutes your whole strength shall not be broken. For then, as we are in­con­test­ably the more vig­or­ous and the bet­ter equipped for the sci­ences and the arts, your in­feri­or­ity will ap­pear, and you will be­come truly op­pressed.

				“You have a fine role to play, Mes­dames, since for us you rep­res­ent the whole se­duct­ive­ness of life, the il­lim­it­able il­lu­sion, the etern­al re­ward of our ef­forts. Do not seek to change this. Be­sides, you will nev­er suc­ceed in do­ing so.”

				Hisses in­ter­rup­ted him, and he stepped down.

				Pa­tis­sot’s neigh­bor, arising, re­marked:

				“A little ro­mantic, that young man, but with good sense for all that. Will you come and have a bock, Mon­sieur?”

				“With pleas­ure,” Pa­tis­sot replied.

				They went away while cit­ize­ness César­ine Brau was pre­par­ing to re­spond.

			
		
	
		
			Suicides

			Hardly a day goes by without our read­ing in some news­pa­per the fol­low­ing para­graph.

			
				“On Wed­nes­day night the people liv­ing in No. 40 Rue de ———, were awakened by two shots in suc­ces­sion. They seemed to come from the apart­ment oc­cu­pied by M. X. ———. The door was broken in and the man was found bathed in his blood, still hold­ing in one hand the re­volver with which he had taken his life.

				“M. X. ——— was fifty-sev­en years of age, en­joy­ing a com­fort­able in­come, and had everything ne­ces­sary to make him happy. No cause can be found for his ac­tion.”

			

			What ter­rible grief, what un­known suf­fer­ing, hid­den des­pair, secret wounds drive these pre­sum­ably happy per­sons to sui­cide? We search, we ima­gine tra­gedies of love, we sus­pect fin­an­cial troubles, and, as we nev­er find any­thing def­in­ite, we ap­ply to these deaths the word “mys­tery.”

			A let­ter found on the desk of one of these “sui­cides without cause,” and writ­ten dur­ing his last night, be­side his loaded re­volver, has come in­to our hands. We deem it rather in­ter­est­ing. It re­veals none of those great cata­strophes which we al­ways ex­pect to find be­hind these acts of des­pair; but it shows us the slow suc­ces­sion of the little vex­a­tions of life, the dis­in­teg­ra­tion of a lonely ex­ist­ence, whose dreams have dis­ap­peared; it gives the reas­on for these tra­gic ends, which only nervous and high-strung people can un­der­stand.

			Here it is:

			
				“It is mid­night. When I have fin­ished this let­ter I shall kill my­self. Why? I shall at­tempt to give the reas­ons, not for those who may read these lines, but for my­self, to kindle my wan­ing cour­age, to im­press upon my­self the fatal ne­ces­sity of this act which could only be de­ferred.

				“I was brought up by simple-minded par­ents who were un­ques­tion­ing be­liev­ers. And I be­lieved as they did.

				“My dream las­ted a long time. The last veil has just been torn from my eyes.

				“Dur­ing the last few years a strange change has been tak­ing place with­in me. All the events of Life, which formerly had to me the glow of a beau­ti­ful sun­set, are now fad­ing away. The true mean­ing of things has ap­peared to me in its bru­tal real­ity; and the true reas­on for love has bred in me dis­gust even for ro­mantic love. ‘We are the etern­al toys of fool­ish and charm­ing il­lu­sions, which are al­ways be­ing re­newed.’

				“On grow­ing older, I had be­come partly re­con­ciled to the aw­ful mys­tery of life, to the use­less­ness of ef­fort; when the empti­ness of everything ap­peared to me in a new light, this even­ing, after din­ner.

				“Formerly, I was happy! Everything pleased me: the passing wo­men, the ap­pear­ance of the streets, the place where I lived; and I even took an in­terest in the cut of my clothes. But the re­pe­ti­tion of the same sights has had the res­ult of filling my heart with wear­i­ness and dis­gust, just as one would feel were one to go every night to the same theatre.

				“For the last thirty years I have been rising at the same hour; and, at the same res­taur­ant, for thirty years, I have been eat­ing at the same hours the same dishes brought me by dif­fer­ent waiters.

				“I have tried travel. The loneli­ness which one feels in strange places ter­ri­fied me. I felt so alone, so small on the earth that I quickly star­ted on my home­ward jour­ney.

				“But here the un­chan­ging ex­pres­sion of my fur­niture, which has stood for thirty years in the same place, the worn arm­chairs that I had known when quite new, the smell of my apart­ment (for, with time, each dwell­ing takes on a par­tic­u­lar odour) each night, these and oth­er things dis­gust me and make me sick of liv­ing thus.

				“Everything re­peats it­self end­lessly. The way in which I put my key in the lock, the place where I al­ways find my matches, the first ob­ject which meets my eye when I enter the room, make me feel like jump­ing out of the win­dow and put­ting an end to those mono­ton­ous events from which we can nev­er es­cape.

				“Each day, when I shave, I feel an in­or­din­ate de­sire to cut my throat; and my face, which I see in the little mir­ror, al­ways the same, with soap on my cheeks, has sev­er­al times made me cry from sad­ness.

				“Now I even hate to be with people whom I used to meet with pleas­ure; I know them so well, I can tell just what they are go­ing to say and what I am go­ing to an­swer. Each brain is like a cir­cus, where the same horse keeps circ­ling around etern­ally. In spite of our ef­forts, our de­tours, the lim­it is near, and it is roun­ded out con­tinu­ously, without any un­ex­pec­ted sal­lies, and without a door lead­ing to the un­known. We must circle round al­ways, around the same ideas, the same joys, the same pleas­ures, the same habits, the same be­liefs, the same sen­sa­tions of dis­gust.

				“The fog was ter­rible this even­ing. It en­fol­ded the boulevard, where the street lights were dimmed and looked like smoking candles. A heav­ier weight than usu­al op­pressed me. Per­haps my di­ges­tion was bad.

				“For good di­ges­tion is everything in life. It gives in­spir­a­tion to the artist, amor­ous de­sires to young people, clear ideas to thinkers, the joy of life to every­body, and it also al­lows one to eat heart­ily (which is really the greatest pleas­ure). A sick stom­ach in­duces scep­ti­cism, un­be­lief, night­mares, and a de­sire for death. I have of­ten no­ticed this fact. Per­haps I would not kill my­self, if my di­ges­tion had been good this even­ing.

				“When I sat down in the arm­chair where I have been sit­ting every day for thirty years, I glanced around me, and just then I was seized by such a ter­rible dis­tress that I thought I must go mad.

				“I tried to think of what I could do to run away from my­self. Every oc­cu­pa­tion struck me as be­ing worse even than in­ac­tion. Then I be­thought me of put­ting my pa­pers in or­der.

				“For a long time I have been think­ing of clear­ing out my draw­ers; for, for the last thirty years, I have been throw­ing my let­ters and bills pell-mell in­to the same desk, and this con­fu­sion has of­ten caused me con­sid­er­able trouble. But I feel such mor­al and phys­ic­al lazi­ness at the sole idea of put­ting any­thing in or­der that I have nev­er had the cour­age to be­gin this te­di­ous busi­ness.

				“I there­fore opened my desk, in­tend­ing to choose among my old pa­pers and des­troy the ma­jor­ity of them.

				“At first I was be­wildered by this ar­ray of doc­u­ments, yel­lowed by age, then I chose one.

				“Oh! if you cher­ish life, nev­er dis­turb the buri­al place of old let­ters!

				“And if, per­chance, you should, take the con­tents by the hand­ful, close your eyes that you may not read a word, so that you may not re­cog­nize some for­got­ten hand­writ­ing which may plunge you sud­denly in­to a sea of memor­ies; carry these pa­pers to the fire; and when they are in ashes, crush them to an in­vis­ible powder, or oth­er­wise you are lost—just as I have been lost for an hour.

				“The first let­ters which I read not did in­terest me greatly. They were re­cent, and came from liv­ing men whom I still meet quite of­ten, and whose pres­ence does not move me to any great ex­tent. But all at once one en­vel­ope made me start. My name was traced on it in a large, bold, hand­writ­ing; and sud­denly tears came to my eyes. That let­ter was from my dearest friend, the com­pan­ion of my youth, the con­fid­ant of my hopes; and he ap­peared be­fore me so clearly, with his pleas­ant smile and his hand out­stretched, that a cold shiver ran down my back. Yes, yes, the dead come back, for I saw him! Our memory is a more per­fect world than the uni­verse: it gives back life to those who no longer ex­ist.

				“With trem­bling hand and dimmed eyes I re­read everything that he told me, and in my poor sob­bing heart I felt a wound so pain­ful that I began to groan as a man whose bones are slowly be­ing crushed.

				“Then I trav­elled over my whole life, just as one travels along a river. I re­cog­nized people so long for­got­ten that I no longer knew their names. Their faces alone lived in me. In my moth­er’s let­ters I saw again the old ser­vants, the shape of our house and the little in­sig­ni­fic­ant odds and ends which cling to our minds.

				“Yes, I sud­denly saw again all my moth­er’s old gowns, the dif­fer­ent styles which she ad­op­ted and the sev­er­al ways in which she dressed her hair. She haunted me es­pe­cially in a silk dress, trimmed with old lace; and I re­membered some­thing she said one day when she was wear­ing this dress. She said: ‘Robert, my child, if you do not stand up straight you will be round-shouldered all your life.’

				“Then, open­ing an­oth­er draw­er, I found my­self face to face with memor­ies of tender pas­sions: a dan­cing-pump, a torn handker­chief, even a garter, locks of hair and dried flowers. Then the sweet ro­mances of my life, whose liv­ing heroines are now white-haired, plunged me in­to the deep mel­an­choly of things. Oh, the young brows where blond locks curl, the caress of the hands, the glance which speaks, the hearts which beat, that smile which prom­ises the lips, those lips which prom­ise the em­brace! And the first kiss—that end­less kiss which makes you close your eyes, which drowns all thought in the im­meas­ur­able joy of ap­proach­ing pos­ses­sion!

				“Tak­ing these old pledges of former love in both my hands, I covered them with furi­ous caresses, and in my soul, torn by these memor­ies, I saw them each again at the hour of sur­render; and I suffered a tor­ture more cruel than all the tor­tures in­ven­ted in all the fables about hell.

				“One last let­ter re­mained. It was writ­ten by me and dic­tated fifty years ago by my writ­ing teach­er.

				“Here it is:

				
					“ ‘My Dear Little Mamma:

					“ ‘I am sev­en years old today. It is the age of un­der­stand­ing. I take ad­vant­age of it to thank you for hav­ing brought me in­to this world.

					
						“ ‘Your little son, who loves you,

						“ ‘Robert.’

					
				

				“It is all over. I had gone back to the be­gin­ning, and sud­denly I turned my glance on what re­mained to me of life. I saw hideous and lonely old age, and ap­proach­ing in­firm­it­ies, and everything over and gone. And nobody near me!

				“My re­volver is here, on the table. I am load­ing it. … Nev­er re­read your old let­ters!”

			

			And that is how many men come to kill them­selves; and we search in vain to dis­cov­er some great sor­row in their lives.

		
	
		
			A Grandmother’s Advice

			The old-fash­ioned château was built on a wooded height. Tall trees sur­roun­ded it with dark green­ery; and the vast park ex­ten­ded its vis­tas here over a deep forest and there over an open plain. Some little dis­tance from the front of the man­sion stood a huge stone basin in which marble nymphs were bathing. Oth­er basins ar­ranged in or­der suc­ceeded each oth­er down as far as the foot of the slope, and a spring which had been turned to the pur­pose sent cas­cades dan­cing from one to the oth­er.

			From the man­or house which pre­served the grace of a su­per­an­nu­ated coquette down to the grot­toes en­crus­ted with shell-work, where slumbered the loves of a by­gone age, everything in this an­tique demesne had re­tained the physiognomy of former days. Everything seemed to speak still of an­cient cus­toms, of the man­ners of long ago, of faded gal­lantries, and of the airy graces so dear to our grand­moth­ers.

			In a little Louis XV draw­ing room, whose walls were covered with shep­herds pay­ing court to shep­herd­esses, beau­ti­ful ladies in hoop-pet­ti­coats, and gal­lant gen­tle­men in wigs, a very old wo­man who seemed dead as soon as she ceased to move was al­most ly­ing down in a large easy-chair, while her thin, mummy-like hands hung down, on each side of the chair.

			Her eyes were gaz­ing lan­guidly to­wards the dis­tant ho­ri­zon as if they sought to fol­low through the park vis­ions of her youth. Through the open win­dow every now and then came a breath of air laden with the scent of grass and the per­fume of flowers. It made her white locks flut­ter around her wrinkled fore­head and old memor­ies, through her brain.

			Be­side her on a stool covered with tapestry, a young girl with long, fair hair hanging in plaits over her neck, was em­broid­er­ing an al­tar-cloth. There was a pens­ive ex­pres­sion in her eyes, and it was easy to see that, while her agile fin­gers worked, her brain was busy with thoughts.

			But the old lady sud­denly turned round her head.

			“Berthe,” she said, “read some­thing out of the news­pa­pers for me, so that I may still know some­times what is hap­pen­ing in the world.”

			The young girl took up a news­pa­per, and cast a rap­id glance over it.

			“There is a great deal about polit­ics, grandmamma; am I to pass it by?”

			“Yes, yes, darling. Are there no ac­counts of love af­fairs? Is gal­lantry, then, dead in France, that they no longer talk about ab­duc­tions or ad­ven­tures as they did formerly?”

			The girl made a long search through the columns of the news­pa­per.

			“Here is one,” she said. “It is en­titled: ‘A Love Drama!’ ”

			The old wo­man smiled through her wrinkles. “Read that for me,” she said.

			And Berthe com­menced. It was a case of vit­ri­ol-throw­ing. A wife, in or­der to avenge her­self on her hus­band’s mis­tress, had burned her face and eyes. She had left the As­size Court ac­quit­ted, de­clared to be in­no­cent, amid the ap­plause of the crowd.

			The grand­moth­er moved about ex­citedly in her chair, and ex­claimed:

			“This is hor­rible—why, it is per­fectly hor­rible! See wheth­er you can find any­thing else to read for me, darling.”

			Berthe again made a search; and farther down in po­lice court re­ports, where she was still look­ing, she read:

			
				“ ‘Aw­ful Tragedy.’—An an­cient vir­gin had al­lowed her­self to yield to the em­braces of a young man. Then, to avenge her­self on her lov­er, whose heart was fickle, and whose al­low­ance was un­gen­er­ous, she shot him four times at close range with a re­volver. Two bul­lets had lodged in his chest, one in his shoulder, one in his thigh. The un­happy man would be maimed for life. The lady was ac­quit­ted amidst the ap­plause of the crowd, and the news­pa­per spoke very severely of this se­du­cer of fool­ish vir­gins.”

			

			This time the old grand­moth­er ap­peared quite shocked, and, in a trem­bling voice, she said:

			“Why, you are mad, nowadays. You are mad! The good God has giv­en you love, the only al­lure­ment in life. Man has ad­ded to this gal­lantry, the only dis­trac­tion of our dull hours, and here are you mix­ing up with it vit­ri­ol and re­volvers, as if one were to put mud in­to a flagon of Span­ish wine.”

			Berthe did not seem to un­der­stand her grand­moth­er’s in­dig­na­tion.

			“But grandmamma, this wo­man avenged her­self. Re­mem­ber she was mar­ried, and her hus­band de­ceived her.”

			The grand­moth­er gave a start.

			“What ideas have they been filling your head with, you young girls of today?”

			Berthe replied:

			“But mar­riage is sac­red, grandmamma.”

			The grand­moth­er’s heart, which had its birth in the great age of gal­lantry, gave a sud­den leap.

			“It is love that is sac­red,” she said. “Listen, child, to an old wo­man who has seen three gen­er­a­tions, and who has had a long, long ex­per­i­ence of men and wo­men. Mar­riage and love have noth­ing in com­mon. We marry to found a fam­ily, and we form fam­il­ies in or­der to con­sti­tute so­ci­ety. So­ci­ety can­not dis­pense with mar­riage. If so­ci­ety is a chain, each fam­ily is a link in that chain. In or­der to weld those links, we al­ways seek for metals of the same kind. When we marry, we must bring the same con­ven­tions to­geth­er; we must com­bine for­tunes, unite sim­il­ar races, and aim at the com­mon in­terest, which is riches and chil­dren. We marry only once, my child, be­cause the world re­quires us to do so, but we may love twenty times in one life­time be­cause nature has so made us. Mar­riage, you see, is law, and love is an in­stinct, which im­pels us some­times along a straight and some­times along a crooked path. The world has made laws to com­bat our in­stincts—it was ne­ces­sary to make them; but our in­stincts are al­ways stronger, and we ought not to res­ist them too much, be­cause they come from God, while the laws only come from men. If we did not per­fume life with love, as much love as pos­sible, darling, as we put sug­ar in­to medi­cines for chil­dren, nobody would care to take it just as it is.”

			Berthe opened her eyes widely in as­ton­ish­ment. She mur­mured:

			“Oh! grandmamma, we can only love once.”

			The grand­moth­er raised her trem­bling hands to­wards Heav­en, as if again to in­voke the de­funct God of gal­lantries. She ex­claimed in­dig­nantly:

			“You have be­come a race of serfs, a race of com­mon people. Since the Re­volu­tion, it is im­possible any longer to re­cog­nise so­ci­ety. You have at­tached big words to every ac­tion, and wear­i­some du­ties to every corner of ex­ist­ence; you be­lieve in equal­ity and etern­al pas­sion. People have writ­ten verses telling you that people have died of love. In my time verses were writ­ten to teach men to love every wo­man. And we! when we liked a gen­tle­man, my child, we sent him a page. And when a fresh caprice came in­to our hearts, we were not slow in get­ting rid of the last lov­er—un­less we kept both of them.”

			The young girl, turn­ing very pale, faltered out:

			“So then wo­men had no hon­our?”

			The old lady was furi­ous: “No hon­our! be­cause we loved, and dared to say so, and even boas­ted of it? But, my child, if one of us, among the greatest ladies in France, had lived without a lov­er, she would have had the en­tire court laugh­ing at her. And you ima­gine, per­haps, that your hus­bands will love only you all their lives? As if, in­deed, that could be the case! I tell you that mar­riage is a thing ne­ces­sary in or­der that So­ci­ety should ex­ist, but it is not in the nature of our race, do you un­der­stand? There is only one good thing in life, and that is love, and they want to de­prive us of it. Nowadays you are told: ‘You must love one man only.’ It is as if some­body were to force me to eat tur­key only all my life long. But that man is to have as many mis­tresses as there are months in the year!

			“He will fol­low his amor­ous in­stincts, which will drive him to­wards wo­men as but­ter­flies are at­trac­ted by every flower. Then I am to go out in­to the streets with a bottle of vit­ri­ol and blind the poor girls who only obeyed their in­stincts! I am not to re­venge my­self on him, but on them! I am to make a mon­ster of some poor creature whom God cre­ated to please, to love and to be loved. And your present day so­ci­ety, your so­ci­ety of clowns, of bour­geois, of beg­gars on horse­back, will ap­plaud and ac­quit me. It is in­fam­ous, I tell you, that you can­not un­der­stand love; and I am glad to die rather than see a world without gal­lantry, without wo­men who know what love means. You take everything ser­i­ously nowadays, the ven­geance of low fe­males who kill their lov­ers brings tears of pity to the eyes of the twelve cit­izens come to­geth­er to probe the hearts of crim­in­als. Is that your wis­dom? Your lo­gic? Wo­men shoot men, and then com­plain that men are no longer gal­lant!”

			The young girl seized the wrinkled hands of the old lady in hers, which were trem­bling:

			“Please stop, grand­moth­er!”

			And, on her knees, with tears in her eyes, she prayed to Heav­en to be­stow on her a great pas­sion, one etern­al pas­sion alone, in ac­cord­ance with the dream of mod­ern po­ets, while the grand­moth­er, kiss­ing her fore­head, still quite pen­et­rated by that charm­ing, healthy lo­gic with which the philo­soph­ers of gal­lantry sprinkled salt upon the life of the eight­eenth cen­tury, mur­mured:

			“Take care, my poor darling! If you be­lieve in such fool­ish­ness as this, you will be very un­happy.”

		
	
		
			Story of a Farm Girl

			
				As the weath­er was very fine, the people on the farm had dined more speedily than usu­al, and had re­turned to the fields.

				The fe­male ser­vant, Rose, re­mained alone in the large kit­chen, where the fire on the hearth was dy­ing out, un­der the large pot of hot wa­ter. From time to time she took some wa­ter out of it, and slowly washed her plates and dishes, stop­ping oc­ca­sion­ally to look at the two streaks of light which the sun threw on to the long table through the win­dow, and which showed the de­fects in the glass.

				Three ven­ture­some hens were pick­ing up the crumbs un­der the chairs, while the smell of the poultry yard, and the warmth from the cow-stall came in through the half-open door, and a cock was heard crow­ing in the dis­tance.

				When she had fin­ished her work, wiped down the table, dus­ted the man­tel­piece, and put the plates on the high dress­er, close to the wooden clock, with its son­or­ous tick­ing, she drew a long breath, as she felt rather op­pressed, without ex­actly know­ing why. She looked at the black clay walls, the rafters that were blackened with smoke, from which spiders’ webs were hanging, amid red her­rings and strings of onions, and then she sat down, rather over­come by the stale em­an­a­tions which the floor, on which so many things had been con­tinu­ally spilt, gave out. With this there was mingled the pun­gent smell of the pans of milk, which were set out to raise the cream in the ad­join­ing dairy.

				She wanted to sew, as usu­al, but she did not feel strong enough for it, and so she went to get a mouth­ful of fresh air at the door. As she felt the caress­ing light of the sun, her heart was filled with sweet­ness and a feel­ing of con­tent pen­et­rated her body.

				In front of the door a shim­mery haze arose from the dunghill. The fowls were ly­ing on it; some of them were scratch­ing with one claw in search of worms, while the cock stood up proudly among them. Every mo­ment he se­lec­ted one of them, and walked round her with a slight cluck of amor­ous in­vit­a­tion. The hen got up in a care­less way as she re­ceived his at­ten­tions, bent her claws and sup­por­ted him with her wings; then she shook her feath­ers to shake out the dust, and stretched her­self out on the dunghill again, while he crowed, count­ing his tri­umphs, and the cocks in all the neigh­bour­ing farm­yards replied to him, as if they were ut­ter­ing amor­ous chal­lenges from farm to farm.

				The girl looked at them without think­ing, and then she raised her eyes and was al­most dazzled at the sight of the apple trees in blos­som, which looked al­most like powdered heads. But just then, a colt, full of life and frisk­i­ness, gal­loped past her. Twice he jumped over the ditches, and then stopped sud­denly, as if sur­prised at be­ing alone.

				She also felt in­clined to run; she felt in­clined to move and to stretch her limbs, and to re­pose in the warm, breath­less air. She took a few un­de­cided steps, and closed her eyes, for she was seized with a feel­ing of an­im­al com­fort; and then she went to look for the eggs in the hen loft. There were thir­teen of them, which she took in and put in­to the side­board; but the smell from the kit­chen in­com­moded her again, and she went out to sit on the grass for a while.

				The farm­yard, which was sur­roun­ded by trees, seemed to be asleep. The tall grass, among which the yel­low dan­deli­ons rose up like streaks of yel­low light, was of a vivid green, fresh spring green. The apple trees threw their shade all round them, and the thatched houses, on which the blue and yel­low iris flowers with their sword­like leaves grew, smoked as if the mois­ture of the stables and barns were com­ing through the straw.

				The girl went to the shed where the carts and traps were kept. Close to it, in a ditch, there was a large patch of vi­ol­ets, whose scent was per­cept­ible all round, while bey­ond it, the open coun­try could be seen where crops were grow­ing, with clumps of trees in the dis­tance, and groups of la­bour­ers here and there, who looked as small as dolls, and white horses like toys, which were pulling a child’s cart, driv­en by a man as tall as one’s fin­ger.

				She took up a bundle of straw, threw it in­to the ditch and sat down upon it; then, not feel­ing com­fort­able, she un­did it, spread it out and lay down upon it at full length, on her back, with both arms un­der her head, and her legs stretched out.

				Gradu­ally her eyes closed, and she was fall­ing in­to a state of de­light­ful lan­guor. She was, in fact, al­most asleep, when she felt two hands on her bos­om, and then she sprang up at a bound. It was Jacques, one of the farm la­bour­ers, a tall power­ful fel­low from Pi­cardy, who had been mak­ing love to her for a long time. He had been look­ing after the sheep, and see­ing her ly­ing down in the shade, he had come stealth­ily, hold­ing his breath, with glisten­ing eyes, and bits of straw in his hair.

				He tried to kiss her, but she gave him a smack in the face, for she was as strong as he, and he was crafty enough to beg her par­don; so they sat down side by side and talked am­ic­ably. They spoke about the weath­er, which was fa­vour­able for the har­vest, of the sea­son, which had be­gun well, of their mas­ter, who was a de­cent man, then of their neigh­bours, of all the people in the coun­try round, of them­selves, of their vil­lage, of their youth­ful days, of their re­col­lec­tions, of their re­la­tions, whom they would not see for a long time, per­haps nev­er again. She grew sad as she thought of it, while he, with one fixed idea in his head, rubbed against her with a kind of a shiver, over­come by de­sire.

				“I have not seen my moth­er for a long time,” she said. “It is very hard to be sep­ar­ated like that.” And her gaze was lost in the dis­tance, to­wards the vil­lage in the North, which she had left.

				Sud­denly, how­ever, he seized her by the neck and kissed her again; but she struck him so vi­ol­ently in the face with her clenched fist, that his nose began to bleed, and he got up and laid his head against the trunk of a tree. When she saw that, she was sorry, and go­ing up to him, she said: “Have I hurt you?” He, how­ever, only laughed. “No, it was a mere noth­ing”; only, she had hit him right in the middle of the nose. “What a dev­il!” he said, and he looked at her with ad­mir­a­tion, for she had in­spired him with a feel­ing of re­spect and of a very dif­fer­ent kind of ad­mir­a­tion, which was the be­gin­ning of real love for that tall, strong wench.

				When the bleed­ing had stopped, he pro­posed a walk, as he was afraid of his neigh­bour’s heavy hand, if they re­mained side by side like that much longer; but she took his arm of her own ac­cord, in the av­en­ue, as if they had been out for an even­ing walk, and said: “It is not nice of you to des­pise me like that, Jacques.” He pro­tested, how­ever. No, he did not des­pise her. He was in love with her, that was all. “So you really want to marry me?” she asked.

				He hes­it­ated, and then looked at her side­ways, while she looked straight ahead of her. She had fat, red cheeks, a full, pro­tuber­ant bust un­der her loose cot­ton blouse, thick, red lips, and her bos­om, which was al­most bare, was covered with small beads of per­spir­a­tion. He felt a fresh ac­cess of de­sire, and put­ting his lips to her ear, he mur­mured: “Yes, of course I do.”

				Then she threw her arms round his neck, and kissed him for such a long time that they both of them lost their breath. From that mo­ment the etern­al story of love began between them. They played with one an­oth­er in corners; they met in the moon­light un­der a hay­stack, and gave each oth­er bruises on the legs with their heavy nailed boots un­der­neath the table. By de­grees, how­ever, Jacques seemed to grow tired of her; he avoided her; scarcely spoke to her, and did not try any longer to meet her alone, which made her sad and anxious; and soon she found that she was preg­nant.

				At first, she was in a state of con­sterna­tion, but then she got angry, and her rage in­creased every day, be­cause she could not meet him, as he avoided her most care­fully. At last, one night, when every­one in the farm­house was asleep, she went out noise­lessly in her pet­ti­coat, with bare feet, crossed the yard and opened the door of the stable, where Jacques was ly­ing in a large box of straw, over his horses. He pre­ten­ded to snore when he heard her com­ing, but she knelt down by his side and shook him un­til he sat up.

				“What do you want?” he then asked her. And she, with clenched teeth, and trem­bling with an­ger, replied: “I want … I want you to marry me, as you prom­ised.” But he only laughed, and replied: “Oh! If a man were to marry all the girls with whom he has made a slip, he would have more than enough to do.”

				Then she seized him by the throat, threw him on to his back, so that he could not dis­en­gage him­self from her, and half strangling him, she shouted in­to his face: “I am in the fam­ily way! Do you hear? I am in the fam­ily way?”

				He gasped for breath, as he was nearly choked, and so they re­mained, both of them, mo­tion­less and without speak­ing, in the dark si­lence, which was only broken by the noise that a horse made as he pulled the hay out of the manger, and then slowly chewed it.

				When Jacques found that she was the stronger, he stammered out: “Very well, I will marry you, as that is the case.” But she did not be­lieve his prom­ises. “It must be at once,” she said. “You must have the banns put up.” “At once,” he replied. “Swear be­fore God that you will.” He hes­it­ated for a few mo­ments, and then said: “I swear it, by God.”

				Then she re­leased her grasp, and went away, without an­oth­er word.

				She had no chance of speak­ing to him for sev­er­al days, and as the stable was now al­ways locked at night, she was afraid to make any noise, for fear of cre­at­ing a scan­dal. One morn­ing, how­ever, she saw an­oth­er man come in at din­ner­time, and so she said: “Has Jacques left?” “Yes,” the man replied; “I have taken his place.”

				This made her tremble so vi­ol­ently that she could not un­hook the pot; and later when they were all at work, she went up in­to her room and cried, bury­ing her head in her bol­ster, so that she might not be heard. Dur­ing the day, how­ever, she tried to ob­tain some in­form­a­tion without ex­cit­ing any sus­pi­cions, but she was so over­whelmed by the thoughts of her mis­for­tune, that she fan­cied that all the people whom she asked, laughed ma­li­ciously. All she learned, how­ever, was, that he had left the neigh­bour­hood al­to­geth­er.

			
			
				
					Part
					II
				

				Then a life of con­stant misery began for her. She worked mech­an­ic­ally, without think­ing of what she was do­ing, with one fixed idea in her head: “Sup­pose people were to know.”

				This con­tinu­al feel­ing made her so in­cap­able of reas­on­ing, that she did not even try to think of any means of avoid­ing the dis­grace that she knew must en­sue, which was ir­re­par­able, and draw­ing near­er every day, and which was as sure as death it­self. She got up every morn­ing long be­fore the oth­ers, and per­sist­ently tried to look at her fig­ure in a piece of broken look­ing-glass at which she did her hair, as she was very anxious to know wheth­er any­body would no­tice a change in her, and dur­ing the day she stopped work­ing every few minutes to look at her­self from top to toe, to see wheth­er the size of her stom­ach did not make her ap­ron look too short.

				The months went on, and she scarcely spoke now, and when she was asked a ques­tion, she did not ap­pear to un­der­stand, but she had a frightened look, with hag­gard eyes and trem­bling hands, which made her mas­ter say to her oc­ca­sion­ally: “My poor girl, how stu­pid you have grown lately.”

				In church, she hid be­hind a pil­lar, and no longer ven­tured to go to con­fes­sion, as she feared to face the priest, to whom she at­trib­uted su­per­hu­man powers, which en­abled him to read people’s con­sciences; and at meal times the looks of her fel­low ser­vants al­most made her faint with men­tal agony, and she was al­ways fancy­ing that she had been found out by the cowherd, a pre­co­cious and cun­ning little lad, whose bright eyes seemed al­ways to be watch­ing her.

				One morn­ing the post­man brought her a let­ter, and as she had nev­er re­ceived one in her life be­fore, she was so up­set by it that she was ob­liged to sit down. Per­haps it was from him? But as she could not read, she sat anxious and trem­bling, with that piece of pa­per covered with ink in her hand; after a time, how­ever, she put it in­to her pock­et, as she did not ven­ture to con­fide her secret to any­one. She of­ten stopped in her work to look at those lines writ­ten at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, and which ter­min­ated in a sig­na­ture, ima­gin­ing vaguely that she would sud­denly dis­cov­er their mean­ing, un­til at last, as she felt half mad with im­pa­tience and anxi­ety, she went to the school­mas­ter, who told her to sit down, and read to her, as fol­lows:

				
					“My Dear Daugh­ter: This is to tell you that I am very ill. Our neigh­bour, Mon­sieur Dentu, has writ­ten this let­ter to ask you to come, if you can. For your af­fec­tion­ate moth­er,

					
						Cé­saire Dentu,

						Deputy May­or.”

					
				

				She did not say a word, and went away, but as soon as she was alone, her legs gave way, and she fell down by the road­side, and re­mained there till night.

				When she got back, she told the farm­er her trouble, who al­lowed her to go home for as long as she wanted, and prom­ised to have her work done by a char­wo­man, and to take her back when she re­turned.

				Her moth­er was dy­ing and breathed her last the day she ar­rived, and the next day Rose gave birth to a sev­en months’ child, a miser­able little skel­et­on, thin enough to make any­body shud­der, and which seemed to be suf­fer­ing con­tinu­ally, to judge by the pain­ful man­ner in which it moved its poor little hands about, which were as thin as a crab’s legs; but it lived, for all that. She said that she was mar­ried, but that she could not saddle her­self with the child, so she left it with some neigh­bours, who prom­ised to take care of it, and she went back to the farm.

				But then, in her heart, which had been wounded so long, there arose some­thing like bright­ness, an un­known love for that frail little creature which she had left be­hind her, but there was fresh suf­fer­ing in that very love, suf­fer­ing which she felt every hour and every minute, be­cause she was par­ted from her child. What pained her most, how­ever, was a mad long­ing to kiss it, to press it in her arms, to feel the warmth of its little body against her skin. She could not sleep at night; she thought of it the whole day long, and in the even­ing, when her work was done, she used to sit in front of the fire and look at it in­tently, like people do whose thoughts are far away.

				They began to talk about her, and to tease her about the lov­er she must have. They asked her wheth­er he was tall, hand­some and rich. When was the wed­ding to be, and the christen­ing? And of­ten she ran away, to cry by her­self, for these ques­tions seemed to hurt her, like the prick of a pin, and in or­der to for­get these ir­rit­a­tions, she began to work still more en­er­get­ic­ally, and still think­ing of her child, she sought for the means of sav­ing up money for it, and de­term­ined to work so that her mas­ter would be ob­liged to raise her wages.

				Then, by de­grees, she al­most mono­pol­ized the work, and per­suaded him to get rid of one ser­vant girl, who had be­come use­less since she had taken to work­ing like two; she saved money on the bread, oil and candles, on the corn, which they gave to the fowls too ex­tra­vag­antly, and on the fod­der for the horses and cattle, which was rather wasted. She was as miserly about her mas­ter’s money, as if it had been her own, and by dint of mak­ing good bar­gains, of get­ting high prices for all their pro­duce, and by baff­ling the peas­ants’ tricks when they offered any­thing for sale, he at last en­trus­ted her with buy­ing and selling everything, with the dir­ec­tion of all the la­bour­ers, and with the quant­ity of pro­vi­sions ne­ces­sary for the house­hold, so that in a short time she be­came in­dis­pens­able to him. She kept such a strict eye on everything about her, that un­der her dir­ec­tion the farm prospered won­der­fully, and for five miles round people talked of “Mas­ter Val­lin’s ser­vant,” and the farm­er him­self said every­where: “That girl is worth more than her weight in gold.”

				But time passed by, and her wages re­mained the same. Her hard work was ac­cep­ted as some­thing that was due from every good ser­vant, and as a mere token of her good­will; and she began to think rather bit­terly, that if the farm­er could put fifty or a hun­dred crowns ex­tra in­to the bank every month, thanks to her, she was still only earn­ing her two hun­dred and forty francs a year, neither more nor less, and so she made up her mind to ask for an in­crease of wages. She went to see the mas­ter three times about it, but when she saw him, she spoke about some­thing else. She felt a kind of mod­esty in ask­ing for money, as if it were some­thing dis­grace­ful; but at last, one day, when the farm­er was hav­ing break­fast by him­self in the kit­chen, she said to him, with some em­bar­rass­ment, that she wished to speak to him par­tic­u­larly. He raised his head in sur­prise, with both his hands on the table, hold­ing his knife, with its point in the air, in one, and a piece of bread in the oth­er, and he looked fix­edly at the girl, who felt un­com­fort­able un­der his gaze, but asked for a week’s hol­i­day, so that she might get away, as she was not very well. He ac­ceded to her re­quest im­me­di­ately, and then ad­ded, in some em­bar­rass­ment him­self:

				“When you come back, I shall have some­thing to say to you, my­self.”

			
			
				
					Part
					III
				

				The child was nearly eight months old, and she did not know it again. It had grown rosy and chubby all over like a little bundle of liv­ing fat. She threw her­self on it as if it had been some prey, and kissed it so vi­ol­ently that it began to scream with ter­ror, and then she began to cry her­self, be­cause it did not know her, and stretched out its arms to its nurse, as soon as it saw her. But the next day, it began to get used to her, and laughed when it saw her, and she took it in­to the fields and ran about ex­citedly with it, and sat down un­der the shade of the trees, and then, for the first time in her life, she opened her heart to some­body, and told him her troubles, how hard her work was, her anxi­et­ies and her hopes, and she quite tired the child with the vi­ol­ence of her caresses.

				She took the greatest pleas­ure in hand­ling it, in wash­ing and dress­ing it, for it seemed to her that all this was the con­firm­a­tion of her ma­ter­nity, and she would look at it, al­most feel­ing sur­prised that it was hers, and she used to say to her­self in a low voice, as she danced it in her arms: “It is my baby, it is my baby.”

				She cried all the way home as she re­turned to the farm, and had scarcely got in, be­fore her mas­ter called her in­to his room, and she went, feel­ing as­ton­ished and nervous, without know­ing why.

				“Sit down there,” he said. She sat down, and for some mo­ments they re­mained side by side, in some em­bar­rass­ment, with their arms hanging at their sides, as if they did not know what to do with them, and look­ing each oth­er in the face, after the man­ner of peas­ants.

				The farm­er, a stout, jovi­al, ob­stin­ate man of forty-five, who had lost two wives, evid­ently felt em­bar­rassed, which was very un­usu­al with him, but at last he made up his mind, and began to speak vaguely, hes­it­at­ing a little, and look­ing out of the win­dow as he talked.

				“Rose,” he said, “have you nev­er thought of set­tling down?” She grew as pale as death, and, see­ing that she gave him no an­swer, he went on: “You are a good, steady, act­ive and eco­nom­ic­al girl, and a wife like you would make a man’s for­tune.”

				She did not move, but looked frightened; she did not even try to com­pre­hend his mean­ing, for her thoughts were in a whirl, as if at the ap­proach of some great danger; so after wait­ing for a few seconds, he went on: “You see, a farm without a mis­tress can nev­er suc­ceed, even with such a ser­vant as you.” Then he stopped, for he did not know what else to say, and Rose looked at him with the air of a per­son who thinks that he is face to face with a mur­der­er, and ready to flee at the slight­est move­ment he may make; but after wait­ing for about five minutes, he asked her: “Well, will it suit you?” “Will what suit me, mas­ter?” And he said, quickly: “Why, to marry me, by Jove!”

				She jumped up, but fell back on to her chair as if she had been struck, and there she re­mained mo­tion­less, like a per­son who is over­whelmed by some great mis­for­tune, but at last the farm­er grew im­pa­tient, and said: “Come, what more do you want?” She looked at him al­most in ter­ror; then sud­denly the tears came in­to her eyes, and she said twice, in a chok­ing voice: “I can­not, I can­not!” “Why not?” he asked. “Come, don’t be silly; I will give you un­til to­mor­row to think it over.”

				And he hur­ried out of the room, very glad to have got the mat­ter over, for it had troubled him a good deal. He had no doubt that she would the next morn­ing ac­cept a pro­pos­al which she could nev­er have ex­pec­ted, and which would be a cap­it­al bar­gain for him, as he thus bound a wo­man to him­self who would cer­tainly bring him more than if she had the best dowry in the dis­trict.

				Neither could there be any scruples about an un­equal match between them, for in the coun­try every­one is very nearly equal; the farm­er works just like his la­bour­ers do, who fre­quently be­come mas­ters in their turn, and the fe­male ser­vants con­stantly be­come the mis­tresses of the es­tab­lish­ments, without its mak­ing any change in their lives or habits.

				Rose did not go to bed that night. She threw her­self, dressed as she was, on her bed, and she had not even the strength to cry left in her, she was so thor­oughly over­come. She re­mained quite in­ert, scarcely know­ing that she had a body, and with her mind in such a state as if it had been taken to pieces with one of those in­stru­ments which are used in re­mak­ing a mat­tress; only at odd mo­ments could she col­lect frag­ments of her thoughts, and then she was frightened at the idea of what might hap­pen. Her ter­ror in­creased, and every time the great kit­chen clock struck the hour she broke in­to a per­spir­a­tion of fear. She was los­ing con­trol of her­self, and had a suc­ces­sion of night­mares; her candle went out, and then she began to ima­gine that someone had thrown a spell over her, like coun­try people so of­ten fancy, and she felt a mad in­clin­a­tion to run away, to es­cape and to flee be­fore her mis­for­tune, like a ship scuds be­fore the wind.

				An owl hooted, and she shivered, sat up, put her hands to her face, in­to her hair, and all over her body, and then she went down­stairs, as if she were walk­ing in her sleep. When she got in­to the yard, she stooped down, so as not to be seen by any prowl­ing ruf­fi­an, for the moon, which was set­ting, shed a bright light over the fields. In­stead of open­ing the gate, she scrambled over the bank, and as soon as she was out­side, she star­ted off. She went on straight be­fore her, with a quick, elast­ic trot, and from time to time, she un­con­sciously uttered a pier­cing cry. Her long shad­ow ac­com­pan­ied her, and now and then some night bird flew over her head, while the dogs in the farm­yards barked, as they heard her pass; one even jumped over the ditch and fol­lowed her and tried to bite her, but she turned round at it, and gave such a ter­rible yell, that the frightened an­im­al ran back and cowered in si­lence in its ken­nel.

				Some­times a fam­ily of young hares was gam­bolling in a field, but when the frantic fu­git­ive ap­proached, like a de­li­ri­ous Di­ana, the tim­id creatures scampered away, the moth­er and her little ones dis­ap­pear­ing in­to a bur­row, while the fath­er ran at full tilt, his leap­ing shad­ow, with long ears erect, stand­ing out against the set­ting moon, which was now sink­ing down at the oth­er end of the world, and cast­ing an ob­lique light over the fields, like a huge lan­tern stand­ing on the ground at the ho­ri­zon.

				The stars grew dim, and the birds began to twit­ter; day was break­ing. The girl was worn out and pant­ing, and when the sun rose in the purple sky, she stopped, for her swollen feet re­fused to go any farther; but she saw a pond in the dis­tance, a large pond whose stag­nant wa­ter looked like blood un­der the re­flec­tion of this new day, and she limped on with short steps and with her hand on her heart, in or­der to dip both her legs in it. She sat down on a tuft of grass, took off her heavy shoes, which were full of dust, pulled off her stock­ings and plunged her legs in­to the still wa­ter, from which bubbles were rising here and there.

				A feel­ing of de­li­cious cool­ness per­vaded her from head to foot, and sud­denly, while she was look­ing fix­edly at the deep pool, she was seized with gid­di­ness, and with a mad long­ing to throw her­self in­to it. All her suf­fer­ings would be over in there; over forever. She no longer thought of her child; she only wanted peace, com­plete rest, and to sleep forever, and she got up with raised arms and took two steps for­ward. She was in the wa­ter up to her thighs, and she was just about to throw her­self in, when sharp, prick­ing pains in her ankles made her jump back, and she uttered a cry of des­pair, for, from her knees to the tips of her feet, long, black leeches were suck­ing in her life blood, and were swell­ing, as they ad­hered to her flesh. She did not dare to touch them, and screamed with hor­ror, so that her cries of des­pair at­trac­ted a peas­ant, who was driv­ing along at some dis­tance, to the spot. He pulled off the leeches one by one, ap­plied herbs to the wounds, and drove the girl to her mas­ter’s farm, in his gig.

				She was in bed for a fort­night, and as she was sit­ting out­side the door on the first morn­ing that she got up, the farm­er sud­denly came and planted him­self be­fore her. “Well,” he said, “I sup­pose the af­fair is settled, isn’t it?” She did not reply at first, and then, as he re­mained stand­ing and look­ing at her in­tently with his pier­cing eyes, she said with dif­fi­culty: “No, mas­ter, I can­not.” But he im­me­di­ately flew in­to a rage.

				“You can­not, girl; you can­not? I should just like to know the reas­on why?” She began to cry, and re­peated: “I can­not.” He looked at her and then ex­claimed, an­grily: “Then, I sup­pose you have a lov­er?” “Per­haps that is it,” she replied, trem­bling with shame.

				The man got as red as a poppy, and stammered out in a rage: “Ah! So you con­fess it, you slut! And pray, who is the fel­low? Some pen­ni­less, half-starved ragamuffin, without a roof to his head, I sup­pose? Who is it, I say?” And as she gave him no an­swer, he con­tin­ued: “Ah! So you will not tell me. … Then I will tell you; it is Jean Baudu?” “No, not he,” she ex­claimed. “Then it is Pierre Mar­tin?” “Oh, no, mas­ter.”

				And he an­grily men­tioned all the young fel­lows in the neigh­bour­hood, while she denied that he had hit upon the right one, and every mo­ment wiped her eyes with the corner of her big blue ap­ron. But he still tried to find it out, with his bru­tish ob­stin­acy, and, as it were, scratched her heart to dis­cov­er her secret, just like a ter­ri­er scratches a hole, to try and get at the an­im­al which he scents in it. Sud­denly, how­ever, the man shouted: “By George! It is Jacques, the man who was here last year. They used to say that you were al­ways talk­ing to­geth­er, and that you thought about get­ting mar­ried.”

				Rose was chok­ing, and she grew scar­let, while her tears sud­denly stopped, and dried up on her cheeks, like drops of wa­ter on hot iron, and she ex­claimed: “No, it is not he, it is not he!” “Is that really a fact?” the cun­ning peas­ant, who partly guessed the truth, asked; and she replied, hast­ily: “I will swear it; I will swear it to you …” She tried to think of some­thing by which to swear, as she did not ven­ture to in­voke sac­red things, but he in­ter­rup­ted her: “At any rate, he used to fol­low you in­to every corner, and de­voured you with his eyes at meal times. Did you ever give him your prom­ise, eh?”

				This time she looked her mas­ter straight in the face. “No, nev­er, nev­er; I will sol­emnly swear to you, that if he were to come today and ask me to marry him, I would have noth­ing to do with him.” She spoke with such an air of sin­cer­ity that the farm­er hes­it­ated, and then he con­tin­ued, as if speak­ing to him­self: “What, then? You have not had a mis­for­tune, as they call it, or it would have been known, and as it has no con­sequences, no girl would re­fuse her mas­ter on that ac­count. There must be some­thing at the bot­tom of it, how­ever.”

				She could say noth­ing; she had not the strength to speak, and he asked her again: “You will not?” “I can­not, mas­ter,” she said, with a sigh, and he turned on his heel.

				She thought she had got rid of him al­to­geth­er, and spent the rest of the day al­most tran­quilly, but as worn out as if she had been turn­ing the thresh­ing ma­chine all day, in­stead of the old white horse, and she went to bed as soon as she could, and fell asleep im­me­di­ately. In the middle of the night, how­ever, two hands touch­ing the bed, woke her. She trembled with fear, but she im­me­di­ately re­cog­nized the farm­er’s voice, when he said to her: “Don’t be frightened, Rose; I have come to speak to you.” She was sur­prised at first, but when he tried to get in­to the bed, she un­der­stood what he wanted, and began to tremble vi­ol­ently, as she felt quite alone in the dark­ness, still heavy from sleep, and quite na­ked in the bed, be­side this man who de­sired her. She cer­tainly did not con­sent, but she res­isted weakly, her­self strug­gling against that in­stinct which is al­ways strong in simple natures, and very im­per­fectly pro­tec­ted, by the un­de­cided will of in­ert and feeble creatures. She turned her head now to the wall, and now to­wards the room, in or­der to avoid the at­ten­tions which the farm­er tried to press on her, and her body writhed a little un­der the cov­er­let, as she was weakened by the fa­tigue of the struggle, while he be­came bru­tal, in­tox­ic­ated by de­sire. With a sud­den move­ment he pulled off the bed­clothes; then she saw that res­ist­ance was use­less. With an os­trich-like sense of mod­esty she hid her face in her hands, and ceased to struggle.

				They lived to­geth­er as man and wife, and one morn­ing he said to her: “I have put up our banns, and we will get mar­ried next month.”

				She did not reply, for what could she say? She did not res­ist, for what could she do?

			
			
				
					Part
					IV
				

				She mar­ried him. She felt as if she were in a pit with in­ac­cess­ible edges, from which she could nev­er get out, and all kinds of mis­for­tunes re­mained hanging over her head, like huge rocks, which would fall on the first oc­ca­sion. Her hus­band gave her the im­pres­sion of a man whom she had stolen, and who would find it out some day or oth­er. And then she thought of her child, who was the cause of her mis­for­tunes, but who was also the cause of all her hap­pi­ness on earth, and whom she went to see twice a year, though she came back more un­happy each time. But she gradu­ally grew ac­cus­tomed to her life, her fears were al­layed, her heart was at rest, and she lived with an easi­er mind, though still with some vague fear float­ing in her mind, and so years went on, and the child was six. She was al­most happy now, when sud­denly the farm­er’s tem­per grew very bad.

				For two or three years he seemed to have been nurs­ing some secret anxi­ety, to be troubled by some care, some men­tal dis­turb­ance, which was gradu­ally in­creas­ing. He re­mained at table a long time after din­ner, with his head in his hands, sad and de­voured by sor­row. He al­ways spoke hast­ily, some­times even bru­tally, and it even seemed as if he bore a grudge against his wife, for at times he answered her roughly, al­most an­grily.

				One day, when a neigh­bour’s boy came for some eggs, and she spoke very crossly to him, as she was very busy, her hus­band sud­denly came in, and said to her in his un­pleas­ant voice: “If that were your own child you would not treat him so.” She was hurt, and did not reply, and then she went back in­to the house, with all her grief awakened afresh, and at din­ner, the farm­er neither spoke to her, nor looked at her, and he seemed to hate her, to des­pise her, to know some­thing about the af­fair at last. In con­sequence, she lost her head, and did not ven­ture to re­main alone with him after the meal was over, but she left the room and hastened to the church.

				It was get­ting dusk; the nar­row nave was in total dark­ness, but she heard foot­steps in the choir, for the sac­ristan was pre­par­ing the tab­er­nacle lamp for the night. That spot of trem­bling light, which was lost in the dark­ness of the arches, looked to Rose like her last hope, and with her eyes fixed on it, she fell on her knees. The chain rattled as the little lamp swung up in­to the air, and al­most im­me­di­ately the small bell rang out the An­gelus through the in­creas­ing mist. She went up to him, as he was go­ing out.

				“Is Mon­sieur le Curé at home?” she asked. “Of course he is; this is his din­ner­time.” She trembled as she rang the bell of the priest’s house. The priest was just sit­ting down to din­ner, and he made her sit down also. “Yes, yes, I know all about it; your hus­band has men­tioned the mat­ter to me that brings you here.” The poor wo­man nearly fain­ted, and the priest con­tin­ued: “What do you want, my child?” And he hast­ily swal­lowed sev­er­al spoon­fuls of soup, some of which dropped on to his greasy cas­sock. But Rose did not ven­ture to say any­thing more, and she got up to go, but the priest said: “Cour­age. …”

				And she went out, and re­turned to the farm, without know­ing what she was do­ing. The farm­er was wait­ing for her, as the la­bour­ers had gone away dur­ing her ab­sence, and she fell heav­ily at his feet, and shed­ding a flood of tears, she said to him: “What have you got against me?”

				He began to shout and to swear: “What have I got against you? That I have no chil­dren, by God! When a man takes a wife, he does not want to be left alone with her un­til the end of his days. That is what I have against you. When a cow has no calves, she is not worth any­thing, and when a wo­man has no chil­dren, she is also not worth any­thing.”

				She began to cry, and said: “It is not my fault! It is not my fault!” He grew rather more gentle when he heard that, and ad­ded: “I do not say that it is, but it is very an­noy­ing, all the same.”

			
			
				
					Part
					V
				

				From that day for­ward, she had only one thought; to have a child, an­oth­er child; she con­fided her wish to every­body, and in con­sequence of this, a neigh­bour told her of an in­fal­lible meth­od. This was, to make her hus­band a glass of wa­ter with a pinch of ashes in it, every even­ing. The farm­er con­sen­ted to try it, but without suc­cess; so they said to each oth­er: “Per­haps there are some secret ways.” And they tried to find out. They were told of a shep­herd who lived ten miles off, and so Val­lin one day drove off to con­sult him. The shep­herd gave him a loaf on which he made some marks; it was kneaded up with herbs, and both of them were to eat a piece of it be­fore and after their mu­tu­al caresses; but they ate the whole loaf without ob­tain­ing any res­ults from it.

				Next, a school­mas­ter un­veiled mys­ter­ies, and pro­cesses of love which were un­known in the coun­try, but in­fal­lible, so he de­clared; yet none of them had the de­sired ef­fect. Then the priest ad­vised them to make a pil­grim­age to the shrine at Fécamp. Rose went with the crowd and pros­trated her­self in the ab­bey, and ming­ling her pray­ers with the coarse wishes of the peas­ants around her, she prayed that she might be fruit­ful a second time; but it was in vain, and then she thought that she was be­ing pun­ished for her first fault, and she was seized by ter­rible grief. She was wast­ing away with sor­row; her hus­band was also age­ing pre­ma­turely, and was wear­ing him­self out in use­less hopes.

				Then war broke out between them; he called her names and beat her. They quarreled all day long, and when they were in bed to­geth­er at night he flung in­sults and ob­scen­it­ies at her, pant­ing with rage, un­til one night, not be­ing able to think of any means of mak­ing her suf­fer more, he ordered her to get up and go and stand out of doors in the rain, un­til day­light. As she did not obey him, he seized her by the neck, and began to strike her in the face with his fists, but she said noth­ing, and did not move. In his ex­as­per­a­tion he knelt on her stom­ach, and with clenched teeth, and mad with rage, he began to beat her. Then in her des­pair she re­belled, and fling­ing him against the wall with a furi­ous ges­ture, she sat up, and in an altered voice, she hissed: “I have had a child, I have had one! I had it by Jacques; you know Jacques well. He prom­ised to marry me, but he left this neigh­bor­hood without keep­ing his word.”

				The man was thun­der­struck, and could hardly speak, but at last he stammered out: “What are you say­ing? What are you say­ing?” Then she began to sob, and amidst her tears she said: “That is the reas­on why I did not want to marry you. I could nev­er tell you, for you would have left me without any bread for my child. You have nev­er had any chil­dren, so you can­not un­der­stand, you can­not un­der­stand!”

				He said again, mech­an­ic­ally, with in­creas­ing sur­prise: “You have a child? You have a child?”

				“You had me by force, as I sup­pose you know? I did not want to marry you,” she said, still sob­bing.

				Then he got up, lit the candle, and began to walk up and down, with his arms be­hind him. She was cower­ing on the bed and cry­ing, and sud­denly he stopped in front of her, and said: “Then it is my fault that you have no chil­dren?” She gave him no an­swer, and he began to walk up and down again, and then, stop­ping again, he con­tin­ued: “How old is your child?” “Just six,” she whispered. “Why did you not tell me about it?” he asked. “How could I?” she replied, with a sigh.

				He re­mained stand­ing, mo­tion­less. “Come, get up,” he said. She got up, with some dif­fi­culty, and then, when she was stand­ing on the floor, he sud­denly began to laugh, with his hearty laugh of his good days, and see­ing how sur­prised she was, he ad­ded: “Very well, we will go and fetch the child, as you and I can have none to­geth­er.”

				She was so scared that, if she had had the strength, she would as­suredly have run away, but the farm­er rubbed his hands and said: “I wanted to ad­opt one, and now we have found one. I asked the priest about an orphan, some time ago.”

				Then, still laugh­ing, he kissed his weep­ing and agit­ated wife on both cheeks, and shouted out, as if she could not hear him: “Come along, moth­er, we will go and see wheth­er there is any soup left; I should not mind a plate­ful.”

				She put on her pet­ti­coat, and they went down­stairs; and while she was kneel­ing in front of the fire­place, and light­ing the fire un­der the pot, he con­tin­ued to walk up and down the kit­chen in long strides, and said:

				“Well, I am really glad of this: I must say I am glad; I am really very glad.”

			
		
	
		
			A Country Excursion

			For five months they had been talk­ing of go­ing to lunch at some coun­try res­taur­ant in the neigh­bour­hood of Par­is, on Ma­dame Dufour’s birth­day, and as they were look­ing for­ward very im­pa­tiently to the out­ing, they had ris­en very early that morn­ing. Mon­sieur Dufour had bor­rowed the milk­man’s cart, and drove him­self. It was a very neat, two-wheeled con­vey­ance. It had a roof sup­por­ted by four iron posts to which were at­tached cur­tains, which had been raised so that they could see the coun­tryside. The cur­tain at the back, alone, fluttered in the breeze like a flag. Ma­dame Dufour, resplen­dent in a won­der­ful, cherry-col­oured silk dress, sat by the side of her hus­band. The old grand­moth­er and the daugh­ter were ac­com­mod­ated with two chairs, and a yel­low-haired youth, of whom, how­ever, noth­ing was to be seen ex­cept his head, lay at the bot­tom of the trap.

			After they had fol­lowed the Av­en­ue des Champs-Élysées, and passed the for­ti­fic­a­tions by the Porte Mail­lot, they began to en­joy the scenery.

			When they got to the bridge of Neuilly, Mon­sieur Dufour said: “Here we are in the coun­try at last!” At that warn­ing, his wife grew sen­ti­ment­al about the beau­ties of nature. When they got to the cross­roads at Courbe­voie, they were seized with ad­mir­a­tion for the tre­mend­ous view. Down there on the right was the spire of Ar­gen­teuil church, above it rose the hills of San­nois and the mill of Or­ge­mont, while on the left, the aque­duct of Marly stood out against the clear morn­ing sky. In the dis­tance they could see the ter­race of Saint-Ger­main, and op­pos­ite to them, at the end of a low chain of hills, the new fort of Cormeilles. Far in the back­ground, a very long way off, bey­ond the plains and vil­lages, one could see the sombre green of the forests.

			The sun was be­gin­ning to burn their faces, the dust got in­to their eyes, and on either side of the road there stretched an in­ter­min­able tract of bare, ugly coun­try, which smelled un­pleas­ant. You would have thought that it had been rav­aged by a pes­ti­lence which had even at­tacked the build­ings, for skel­et­ons of dilap­id­ated and deser­ted houses, or small cot­tages left in an un­fin­ished state, as if the con­tract­ors had not been paid, reared their four roof­less walls on each side.

			Here and there tall fact­ory-chim­neys rose up from the bar­ren soil, the only ve­get­a­tion on that pu­trid land, where the spring breezes waf­ted an odour of pet­ro­leum and slate, mingled with an­oth­er smell that was even still less agree­able. At last, how­ever, they crossed the Seine a second time. It was de­light­ful on the bridge; the river sparkled in the sun, and they had a feel­ing of quiet sat­is­fac­tion and en­joy­ment in drink­ing in purer air, not im­preg­nated by the black smoke of factor­ies, nor by the mi­asma from the dump­ing-grounds. A man whom they met told them that the name of the place was Bezons; so Mon­sieur Dufour pulled up, and read the at­tract­ive an­nounce­ment out­side an eat­ing-house:

			
				“Res­taur­ant Poulin, fish soups and fried fish, private rooms, ar­bours, and swings.”

			

			“Well! Ma­dame Dufour, will this suit you? Will you make up your mind at last?”

			She read the an­nounce­ment in her turn, and then looked at the house for a time.

			It was a white coun­try inn, built by the road­side, and through the open door she could see the bright zinc of the counter, at which two work­men in their Sunday best were sit­ting. At last she made up her mind, and said:

			“Yes, this will do; and, be­sides, there is a view.”

			So they drove in­to a large stretch of ground planted with trees, be­hind the inn, which was only sep­ar­ated from the river by the tow­ing-path, and got out. The hus­band sprang out first, and held out his arms for his wife. As the step was very high, Ma­dame Dufour, in or­der to reach him, had to show the lower part of her limbs, whose former slen­der­ness had dis­ap­peared in fat. Mon­sieur Dufour, who was already get­ting ex­cited by the coun­try air, pinched her calf, and then, tak­ing her in his arms, set her on the ground, as if she had been some enorm­ous bundle. She shook the dust out of the silk dress, and then looked round, to see in what sort of a place she was.

			She was a stout wo­man, of about thirty-six, like a full-blown rose, and de­light­ful to look at. She could hardly breathe, as she was laced too tightly, which forced the heav­ing mass of her su­per­abund­ant bos­om up to her double chin. Next, the girl put her hand on to her fath­er’s shoulder, and jumped lightly down. The youth with the yel­low hair had got down by step­ping on the wheel, and he helped Mon­sieur Dufour to get the grand­moth­er out. Then they un­har­nessed the horse, which they tied up to a tree, and the car­riage fell back, with both shafts in the air. The man and boy took off their coats, washed their hands in a pail of wa­ter, and then joined the ladies, who had already taken pos­ses­sion of the swings.

			Ma­demois­elle Dufour was try­ing to swing her­self stand­ing up, but she could not suc­ceed in get­ting a start. She was a pretty girl of about eight­een; one of those wo­men who sud­denly ex­cite your de­sire when you meet them in the street, and who leave you with a vague feel­ing of un­eas­i­ness and of ex­cited senses. She was tall, had a small waist and large hips, with a dark skin, very large eyes, and very black hair. Her dress clearly marked the out­lines of her firm, full fig­ure, which was ac­cen­tu­ated by the mo­tion of her hips as she tried to swing her­self high­er. Her arms were stretched over her head to hold the rope, so that her bos­om rose at every move­ment she made. Her hat, which a gust of wind had blown off, was hanging be­hind her, and as the swing gradu­ally rose high­er and high­er, she showed her del­ic­ate limbs up to the knees at each time, and the wind from the per­fumed pet­ti­coats, more heady than the fumes of wine, blew in­to the faces of her fath­er and friend, who were look­ing at her, smil­ing.

			Sit­ting in the oth­er swing, Ma­dame Dufour kept say­ing in a mono­ton­ous voice:

			“Cyp­ri­an, come and swing me; do come and swing me, Cyp­ri­an!”

			At last he com­plied, and turn­ing up his shirtsleeves, as if he in­ten­ded to work very hard, with much dif­fi­culty he set his wife in mo­tion. She clutched the two ropes, and held her legs out straight, so as not to touch the ground. She en­joyed feel­ing giddy from the mo­tion of the swing, and her whole fig­ure shook like a jelly on a dish, but as she went high­er and high­er, she grew too giddy and got frightened. Every time she was com­ing back, she uttered a shriek, which made all the little urchins come round, and down be­low, be­neath the garden hedge, she vaguely saw a row of mis­chiev­ous heads, mak­ing faces as they laughed.

			When a ser­vant girl came out, they ordered lunch.

			“Some fried fish, a stewed rab­bit, salad, and dessert,” Ma­dame Dufour said, with an im­port­ant air.

			“Bring two quarts of wine, and a bottle of claret,” her hus­band said.

			“We will have lunch on the grass,” the girl ad­ded.

			The grand­moth­er, who had an af­fec­tion for cats, had been pet­ting one that be­longed to the house, and had been be­stow­ing the most af­fec­tion­ate words on it, for the last ten minutes. The an­im­al, no doubt secretly pleased by her at­ten­tions, kept close to the good wo­man, but just out of reach of her hand, and quietly walked round the trees, against which she rubbed her­self, with her tail up, purring with pleas­ure.

			“Hello!” ex­claimed the youth with the yel­low hair, who was fer­ret­ing about, “here are two swell boats!” They all went to look at them, and saw two beau­ti­ful skiffs in a wooden boat­house, which were as beau­ti­fully fin­ished as if they had been ob­jects of lux­ury. They were moored side by side, like two tall, slender girls, in their nar­row shin­ing length, and aroused in one a wish to drift in them on warm sum­mer morn­ings and even­ings, along flower-covered banks of the river, where the trees dip their branches in­to the wa­ter, where the rushes are con­tinu­ally rust­ling in the breeze, and where the swift king­fish­ers dart about like flashes of blue light­ning.

			The whole fam­ily looked at them with great re­spect.

			“They are in­deed two swell boats,” Mon­sieur Dufour re­peated gravely, and he ex­amined them closely, com­ment­ing on them like a con­nois­seur. He had been in the habit of row­ing in his young­er days, he said, and when he had that in his hands—and he went through the ac­tion of pulling the oars—he did not care a fig for any­body. He had beaten more than one Eng­lish­man formerly at the Join­ville regat­tas, and he made jokes on the word “dames,” used to de­scribe the two things for hold­ing the oars. He grew quite ex­cited at last, and offered to make a bet that in a boat like that he could row six miles an hour, without ex­ert­ing him­self.

			“Lunch is ready,” said the ser­vant, ap­pear­ing at the en­trance to the boat­house. They all hur­ried off, but two young men were already lunch­ing at the best place, which Ma­dame Dufour had chosen in her mind as her seat. No doubt they were the own­ers of the skiffs, for they were dressed in boat­ing cos­tume. They were stretched out, al­most ly­ing on chairs, and were sun­burned, and had on flan­nel trousers and thin cot­ton jer­seys, with short sleeves, which showed their bare arms, which were as strong as black­smiths’. They were two strong young fel­lows, who thought a great deal of their vigour, and who showed in all their move­ments that elasti­city and grace of limb which can only be ac­quired by ex­er­cise, and which is so dif­fer­ent from the awk­ward­ness with which the same con­tinu­al work stamps the mech­an­ic.

			They ex­changed a rap­id smile when they saw the moth­er, and then a look on see­ing the daugh­ter.

			“Let us give up our place,” one of them said; “it will make us ac­quain­ted with them.”

			The oth­er got up im­me­di­ately, and hold­ing his black and red boat­ing-cap in his hand, he po­litely offered the ladies the only shady place in the garden. With many ex­cuses they ac­cep­ted, and so that it might be more rur­al, they sat on the grass, without either tables or chairs.

			The two young men took their plates, knives, forks, etc., to a table a little way off, and began to eat again. Their bare arms, which they showed con­tinu­ally, rather em­bar­rassed the young girl, who even pre­ten­ded to turn her head aside, and not to see them. But Ma­dame Dufour, who was rather bolder, temp­ted by fem­in­ine curi­os­ity, looked at them every mo­ment, and no doubt com­pared them with the secret un­sight­li­ness of her hus­band. She had squat­ted her­self on the ground with her legs tucked un­der her, after the man­ner of tail­ors, and kept wrig­gling about con­tinu­ally, un­der the pre­text that ants were crawl­ing about her some­where. Mon­sieur Dufour, whom the pres­ence and po­lite­ness of the strangers had put in­to rather a bad tem­per, was try­ing to find a com­fort­able po­s­i­tion, which he did not, how­ever, suc­ceed in do­ing, while the youth with the yel­low hair was eat­ing as si­lently as an ogre.

			“It is lovely weath­er, Mon­sieur,” the stout lady said to one of the boat­ing-men. She wished to be friendly, be­cause they had giv­en up their place.

			“It is, in­deed, Ma­dame,” he replied; “do you of­ten go in­to the coun­try?”

			“Oh! Only once or twice a year, to get a little fresh air; and you, Mon­sieur?”

			“I come and sleep here every night.”

			“Oh! That must be very nice?”

			“Cer­tainly it is, Ma­dame.” And he gave them such a po­et­ic­al ac­count of his daily life, that in the hearts of these shop­keep­ers, who were de­prived of the mead­ows, and who longed for coun­try walks, it roused that in­nate love of nature, which they all felt so strongly the whole year round, be­hind the counter in their shop.

			The girl raised her eyes and looked at the oars­man with emo­tion, and Mon­sieur Dufour spoke for the first time.

			“It is in­deed a happy life,” he said. And then he ad­ded: “A little more rab­bit, my dear?”

			“No, thank you,” she replied, and turn­ing to the young men again, and point­ing to their arms, asked: “Do you nev­er feel cold like that?”

			They both laughed, and amazed the fam­ily by telling of the enorm­ous fa­tigue they could en­dure, of bathing while in a state of tre­mend­ous per­spir­a­tion, of row­ing in the fog at night, and they struck their chests vi­ol­ently, to show how they soun­ded.

			“Ah! You look very strong,” the hus­band said, and he did not talk any more of the time when he used to beat the Eng­lish. The girl was look­ing at them askance now, and the young fel­low with the yel­low hair, as he had swal­lowed some wine the wrong way, and was cough­ing vi­ol­ently, be­spattered Ma­dame Dufour’s cherry-col­oured silk dress. Ma­dame got angry, and sent for some wa­ter to wash the spots.

			Mean­while it had grown un­bear­ably hot, the spark­ling river looked like a blaze of fire and the fumes of the wine were get­ting in­to their heads. Mon­sieur Dufour, who had a vi­ol­ent hic­cup, had un­buttoned his waist­coat and the top of his trousers, while his wife, who felt chok­ing, was gradu­ally un­fasten­ing her dress. The youth was shak­ing his yel­low mop of hair in a happy frame of mind, and kept help­ing him­self to wine, and as the old grand­moth­er felt drunk, she en­deav­oured to be very stiff and dig­ni­fied. As for the girl, she showed noth­ing ex­cept a pe­cu­li­ar bright­ness in her eyes, while the brown skin on her cheeks be­came more rosy.

			The cof­fee fin­ished them off; they spoke of singing, and each of them sang, or re­peated a couplet, which the oth­ers re­peated en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. Then they got up with some dif­fi­culty, and while the two wo­men, who were rather dizzy, were get­ting some fresh air, the two males, who were al­to­geth­er drunk, were per­form­ing gym­nast­ic tricks. Heavy, limp, and with scar­let faces, they hung awk­wardly on to the iron rings, without be­ing able to raise them­selves, while their shirts were con­tinu­ally threat­en­ing to part com­pany with their trousers, and to flap in the wind like flags.

			Mean­while, the two boat­ing-men had got their skiffs in­to the wa­ter. They came back, and po­litely asked the ladies wheth­er they would like a row.

			“Would you like one, Mon­sieur Dufour?” his wife ex­claimed. “Please come!”

			He merely gave her a drunk­en look, without un­der­stand­ing what she said. Then one of the row­ers came up, with two fish­ing-rods in his hand; and the hope of catch­ing a gudgeon, that great aim of the Parisi­an shop­keep­er, made Dufour’s dull eyes gleam. He po­litely al­lowed them to do whatever they liked, while he sat in the shade, un­der the bridge, with his feet dangling over the river, by the side of the young man with the yel­low hair, who was sleep­ing soundly close to him.

			One of the boat­ing-men made a mar­tyr of him­self, and took the moth­er.

			“Let us go to the little wood on the Ile aux Anglais!” he called out, as he rowed off. The oth­er skiff went slower, for the row­er was look­ing at his com­pan­ion so in­tently, that he thought of noth­ing else. His emo­tion para­lysed his strength, while the girl, who was sit­ting on the steer­er’s seat, gave her­self up to the en­joy­ment of be­ing on the wa­ter. She felt dis­in­clined to think, felt a las­sit­ude in her limbs, a com­plete self-re­lax­a­tion, as if she were in­tox­ic­ated. She had be­come very flushed, and breathed pant­ingly. The ef­fect of the wine, in­creased by the ex­treme heat, made all the trees on the bank seem to bow, as she passed. A vague wish for en­joy­ment, a fer­ment­a­tion of her blood, seemed to per­vade her whole body, and she was also a little agit­ated by this tête-à-tête on the wa­ter, in a place which seemed de­pop­u­lated by the heat, with this young man, who thought her beau­ti­ful, whose looks seemed to caress her skin, and whose eyes were as pen­et­rat­ing and ex­cit­ing as the sun’s rays.

			Their in­ab­il­ity to speak in­creased their emo­tion, and they looked about them. At last he made an ef­fort and asked her name.

			“Hen­ri­ette,” she said.

			“Why! My name is Henri,” he replied. The sound of their voices calmed them, and they looked at the banks. The oth­er skiff had gone ahead of them, and seemed to be wait­ing for them. The row­er called out:

			“We will meet you in the wood; we are go­ing as far as Robin­son be­cause Ma­dame Dufour is thirsty.” Then he bent over his oars again and rowed off so quickly that he was soon out of sight.

			Mean­while, a con­tinu­al roar, which they had heard for some time, came near­er, and the river it­self seemed to shiver, as if the dull noise were rising from its depths.

			“What is that noise?” she asked. It was the noise of the weir, which cut the river in two, at the is­land. He was ex­plain­ing it to her, when above the noise of the wa­ter­fall they heard the song of a bird, which seemed a long way off.

			“Listen!” he said; “the night­in­gales are singing dur­ing the day, so the fe­males must be sit­ting.”

			A night­in­gale! She had nev­er heard one be­fore, and the idea of listen­ing to one roused vis­ions of po­et­ic ten­der­ness in her heart. A night­in­gale! That is to say, the in­vis­ible wit­ness of the lov­er’s in­ter­view which Ju­liet in­voked on her bal­cony; that ce­les­ti­al mu­sic which is at­tuned to hu­man kisses; that etern­al in­spirer of all those lan­guor­ous ro­mances which open ideal­ized vis­ions to the poor, tender, little hearts of sens­it­ive girls!

			She was go­ing to hear a night­in­gale.

			“We must not make a noise,” her com­pan­ion said, “and then we can go in­to the wood, and sit down close to it.”

			The skiff seemed to glide. They saw the trees on the is­land, the banks of which were so low that they could look in­to the depths of the thick­ets. They stopped, he made the boat fast, Hen­ri­ette took hold of Henri’s arm, and they went be­neath the trees.

			“Stoop,” he said, so she bent down, and they went in­to an in­ex­tric­able thick­et of creep­ers, leaves, and reed-grass, which formed an im­pen­et­rable re­treat, and which the young man laugh­ingly called “his private room.”

			Just above their heads, perched in one of the trees which hid them, the bird was still singing. He uttered shakes and trills, and then long, vi­brat­ing sounds that filled the air and seemed to lose them­selves in the dis­tance, across the level coun­try, through that burn­ing si­lence which hung low upon the whole coun­try round. They did not speak for fear of fright­en­ing the bird away. They were sit­ting close to­geth­er, and slowly Henri’s arm stole round the girl’s waist and squeezed it gently. She took that dar­ing hand, but without an­ger, and kept re­mov­ing it whenev­er he put it round her; not, how­ever, feel­ing at all em­bar­rassed by this caress, just as if it had been some­thing quite nat­ur­al which she was res­ist­ing just as nat­ur­ally.

			She was listen­ing to the bird in ec­stasy. She felt an in­fin­ite long­ing for hap­pi­ness, for some sud­den demon­stra­tion of ten­der­ness, for a rev­el­a­tion of di­vine poesy. She felt such a soften­ing at her heart, and such a re­lax­a­tion of her nerves, that she began to cry, without know­ing why. The young man was now strain­ing her close to him, and she did not re­move his arm; she did not think of it. Sud­denly the night­in­gale stopped, and a voice called out in the dis­tance:

			“Hen­ri­ette!”

			“Do not reply,” he said in a low voice, “you will drive the bird away.”

			But she had no idea of do­ing so, and they re­mained in the same po­s­i­tion for some time. Ma­dame Dufour had sat down some­where or oth­er, for from time to time they heard the stout lady break out in­to little bursts of laughter.

			The girl was still cry­ing; she was filled with de­light­ful feel­ings, her skin was burn­ing and she felt a strange sen­sa­tion of tick­ling. Henri’s head was on her shoulder, and sud­denly he kissed her on the lips. She was sur­prised and angry, and, to avoid him, she threw her­self back. But he fell upon her and his whole body covered hers. For a long time he sought her lips, which she re­fused him, then he pressed her mouth to his. Seized with de­sire she re­turned his kiss, hold­ing him to her breast, and she aban­doned all res­ist­ance, as if crushed by too heavy a weight.

			Everything about them was still. The bird began again to sing, send­ing forth three pen­et­rat­ing notes at first, like a call of love, then, after a mo­ment­ary si­lence, it began in weak­er tones its slow mod­u­la­tions. A soft breeze crept up, rais­ing a mur­mur among the leaves, while from the depths of the branches two burn­ing sighs mingled with the song of the night­in­gale and the gentle breath of the wood.

			An in­tox­ic­a­tion pos­sessed the bird and by de­grees its notes came more rap­idly like a fire spread­ing or a pas­sion in­creas­ing, and they seemed to be an ac­com­pani­ment to the kisses which re­soun­ded be­neath the tree. Then the de­li­ri­um of his song burst forth. He seemed to swoon on cer­tain notes, to have spasms of me­lodi­ous emo­tion. Some­times he would rest a mo­ment, emit­ting only two or three slight sounds sud­denly ter­min­ated on a sharp note. Or he would launch in­to a frenzy, pour­ing out his song, with thrills and jerks, like a mad song of love, fol­lowed by cries of tri­umph. Then he stopped, hear­ing be­neath him a sigh so deep that it seemed as though a soul were trans­por­ted. The sound was pro­longed for a while, then it ended in a sob.

			They were both very pale when they quit­ted their grassy re­treat. The blue sky looked dull to them, the ar­dent sun was clouded over to their eyes, they per­ceived not the solitude and the si­lence. They walked quickly side by side, without speak­ing or touch­ing each oth­er, ap­pear­ing to be ir­re­con­cil­able en­emies, as if dis­gust had sprung up between their bod­ies, and hatred between their souls. From time to time Hen­ri­ette called out: “Mamma!”

			They heard a noise in a thick­et, and Henri fan­cied he saw a white dress be­ing quickly pulled down over a fat calf. The stout lady ap­peared, look­ing rather con­fused, and more flushed than ever, her eyes shin­ing and her breast heav­ing, and per­haps just a little too close to her com­pan­ion. The lat­ter must have had some strange ex­per­i­ence, for his face was wrinkled with smiles that he could not check.

			Ma­dame Dufour took his arm ten­derly, and they re­turned to the boats. Henri went on first, still without speak­ing, by the girl’s side, and he thought he heard a loud kiss be­ing stifled. At last they got back to Bezons.

			Mon­sieur Dufour, who had sobered up, was wait­ing for them very im­pa­tiently, while the youth with the yel­low hair was hav­ing a mouth­ful of some­thing to eat be­fore leav­ing the inn. The car­riage was in the yard, with the horse yoked, and the grand­moth­er, who had already got in, was frightened at the thought of be­ing over­taken by night, be­fore they got back to Par­is, the out­skirts not be­ing safe.

			The young men shook hands with them, and the Dufour fam­ily drove off.

			“Good­bye, un­til we meet again!” the oars­men cried, and the an­swers they got were a sigh and a tear.

			

			Two months later, as Henri was go­ing along the Rue des Mar­tyrs, he saw “Dufour, Iron­mon­ger,” over a door. So he went in, and saw the stout lady sit­ting at the counter. They re­cog­nized each oth­er im­me­di­ately, and after an in­ter­change of po­lite greet­ings, he in­quired after them all.

			“And how is Ma­demois­elle Hen­ri­ette?” he in­quired, spe­cially.

			“Very well, thank you; she is mar­ried.”

			“Ah!” Mas­ter­ing his feel­ings, he ad­ded: “To whom was she mar­ried?”

			“To that young man who went with us, you know; he has joined us in busi­ness.”

			“I re­mem­ber him per­fectly.”

			He was go­ing out, feel­ing un­happy, though scarcely know­ing why, when Ma­dame called him back.

			“And how is your friend?” she asked, rather shyly.

			“He is very well, thank you.”

			“Please give him our com­pli­ments, and beg him to come and call when he is in the neigh­bour­hood.” She blushed, then ad­ded: “Tell him it will give me great pleas­ure.”

			“I will be sure to do so. Adieu!”

			“I will not say that; come again, very soon.”

			

			The next year, one very hot Sunday, all the de­tails of that mem­or­able ad­ven­ture sud­denly came back to him so clearly that he re­vis­ited the “private room” in the wood, and was over­whelmed with as­ton­ish­ment when he went in. She was sit­ting on the grass, look­ing very sad, while by her side, again in his shirtsleeves, the young man with the yel­low hair was sleep­ing soundly, like some brute.

			She grew so pale when she saw Henri, that at first he thought she was go­ing to faint; then, how­ever, they began to talk quite nat­ur­ally, as if there had nev­er been any­thing between them. But when he told her that he was very fond of that spot, and went there very of­ten on Sundays, to dream of old memor­ies, she looked in­to his eyes for a long time. “I, too, think of it every even­ing,” she replied.

			“Come, my dear,” her hus­band said, with a yawn; “I think it is time for us to be go­ing.”

		
	
		
			In the Spring

			When the first fine spring days come, and the earth awakes and as­sumes its gar­ment of ver­dure, when the per­fumed warmth of the air blows on our faces and fills our lungs, and even ap­pears to pen­et­rate our heart, we feel vague long­ings for un­defined hap­pi­ness, a wish to run, to walk at ran­dom, to in­hale the spring. As the winter had been very severe the year be­fore, this long­ing as­sumed an in­tox­ic­at­ing feel­ing in May; it was like a su­per­abund­ance of sap.

			Well, one morn­ing on wak­ing, I saw from my win­dow the blue sky glow­ing in the sun above the neigh­bour­ing houses. The ca­nar­ies hanging in the win­dows were singing loudly, and so were the ser­vants on every floor; a cheer­ful noise rose up from the streets, and I went out, with my spir­its as bright as the day was, to go—I did not ex­actly know where. Every­body I met seemed to be smil­ing; an air of hap­pi­ness ap­peared to per­vade everything, in the warm light of re­turn­ing spring. One might al­most have said that a breeze of love was blow­ing through the city, and the young wo­men whom I saw in the streets in their morn­ing toi­lettes, in the depths of whose eyes there lurked a hid­den ten­der­ness, and who walked with lan­guid grace, filled my heart with agit­a­tion.

			Without know­ing how or why, I found my­self on the banks of the Seine. Steam­boats were start­ing for Suresnes, and sud­denly I was seized by an un­con­quer­able wish to have a walk through the woods. The deck of the Mouche6 was crowded with pas­sen­gers, for the sun in early spring draws you out of the house, in spite of your­self, and every­body moves about, goes and comes, and talks to his neigh­bour.

			I had a fe­male neigh­bour; a little work­ing-girl, no doubt, who pos­sessed the true Parisi­an charm; a little head, with light curly hair, which looked like frizzed light, came down to her ears and des­cen­ded to the nape of her neck, danced in the wind, and then be­came such fine, such light-col­oured down, that one could scarcely see it, but on which one felt an ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to im­press a shower of kisses.

			Un­der my in­sist­ent glances, she turned her head to­wards me, and then im­me­di­ately looked down, while a slight fold deepened the corner of her mouth, which looked as if she were ready to break out in­to a smile, and showed there more of that fine, silky, pale down which the sun was gild­ing a little.

			The calm river grew wider; the at­mo­sphere was warm and per­fectly still, but a mur­mur of life seemed to fill all space. My neigh­bour raised her eyes again, and, this time, as I was still look­ing at her, she smiled, de­cidedly. She was charm­ing like that, and in her passing glance, I saw a thou­sand things, which I had hitherto been ig­nor­ant of, for I saw un­known depths, all the charm of ten­der­ness, all the po­etry which we dream of, all the hap­pi­ness for which we con­tinu­ally search. I felt an in­sane long­ing to open my arms and to carry her off some­where, so as to whis­per as to whis­per the sweet mu­sic of words of love in­to her ears.

			I was just go­ing to speak to her, when some­body touched me on the shoulder, and when I turned round in some sur­prise, I saw an or­din­ary look­ing man, who was neither young nor old, and who gazed at me sadly:

			“I should like to speak to you,” he said.

			I made a grim­ace, which he no doubt saw, for he ad­ded:

			“It is a mat­ter of im­port­ance.”

			I got up, there­fore, and fol­lowed him to the oth­er end of the boat, and then he said:

			“Mon­sieur, when winter comes, with its cold, wet and snowy weath­er, your doc­tor says to you con­stantly: ‘Keep your feet warm, guard against chills, colds, bron­chit­is, rheum­at­ism and pleur­isy.’

			“Then you are very care­ful, you wear flan­nel, a heavy over­coat and thick shoes, but all this does not pre­vent you from passing two months in bed. But when spring re­turns, with its leaves and flowers, its warm, soft breezes, and its smell of the fields, which cause you vague dis­quiet and cause­less emo­tion, nobody says to you:

			“ ‘Mon­sieur, be­ware of love! It is ly­ing in am­bush every­where; it is watch­ing for you at every corner; all its snares are laid, all its weapons are sharpened, all its guiles are pre­pared! Be­ware of love. … Be­ware of love. It is more dan­ger­ous than colds, bron­chit­is, or pleur­isy! It nev­er for­gives, and makes every­body com­mit ir­re­par­able fol­lies.’

			“Yes, Mon­sieur, I say that the French Gov­ern­ment ought to put large pub­lic no­tices on the walls, with these words: ‘Re­turn of Spring. French cit­izens, be­ware of love!’ just as they put: ‘Be­ware of paint.’

			“How­ever, as the gov­ern­ment will not do this, I must do it in its stead, and I say to you: ‘Be­ware of love,’ for it is just go­ing to seize you, and it is my duty to in­form you of it, just as in Rus­sia they in­form any­one that his nose is frozen.”

			I was much as­ton­ished at this in­di­vidu­al, and as­sum­ing a dig­ni­fied man­ner, I said:

			“Really, Mon­sieur, you ap­pear to me to be in­ter­fer­ing in a mat­ter which is no busi­ness of yours.”

			He made an ab­rupt move­ment, and replied:

			“Ah! Mon­sieur! Mon­sieur! If I see that a man is in danger of be­ing drowned at a dan­ger­ous spot, ought I to let him per­ish? So just listen to my story, and you will see why I ven­tured to speak to you like this.

			“It was about this time last year that it oc­curred. But, first of all, I must tell you that I am a clerk in the Ad­mir­alty, where our chiefs, the com­mis­sion­ers, take their gold lace and quill-driv­ing of­ficers ser­i­ously, and treat us like fore­top men on board a ship—Ah, if all our chiefs were ci­vil­ians—but let that pass—Well, from my of­fice I could see a small bit of blue sky and the swal­lows, and I felt in­clined to dance among my port­fo­li­os.

			“My yearn­ing for free­dom grew so in­tense, that, in spite of my re­pug­nance, I went to see my chief, who was a short, bad-tempered man, al­ways in a rage. When I told him that I was not well, he looked at me, and said: ‘I do not be­lieve it, Mon­sieur, but be off with you! Do you think that any of­fice can go on, with clerks like you?’ I star­ted at once, and went down the Seine. It was a day like this, and I took the Mouche, to go as far as Saint-Cloud. Ah! What a good thing it would have been if my chief had re­fused me per­mis­sion to leave the of­fice for the day!

			“I seemed to ex­pand in the sun. I loved it all; the steam­er, the river, the trees, the houses, my fel­low-pas­sen­gers, everything. I felt in­clined to kiss some­thing, no mat­ter what; it was love, lay­ing its snare. Presently, at the Tro­cadéro, a girl, with a small par­cel in her hand, came on board and sat down op­pos­ite to me. She was cer­tainly pretty; but it is sur­pris­ing, Mon­sieur, how much pret­ti­er wo­men seem to us when it is fine, at the be­gin­ning of the spring. Then they have an in­tox­ic­at­ing charm, some­thing quite pe­cu­li­ar about them. It is just like drink­ing wine after the cheese.

			“I looked at her, and she also looked at me, but only oc­ca­sion­ally, like that girl did at you, just now; but at last, by dint of look­ing at each oth­er con­stantly, it seemed to me that we knew each oth­er well enough to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion, and I spoke to her, and she replied. She was de­cidedly pretty and nice, and she in­tox­ic­ated me, Mon­sieur!

			“She got out at Saint-Cloud, and I fol­lowed her. She went and de­livered her par­cel, and when she re­turned, the boat had just star­ted. I walked by her side, and the warmth of the air made us both sigh. ‘It would be very nice in the woods,’ I said. ‘In­deed, it would,’ she replied. ‘Shall we go there for a walk, Ma­demois­elle?’

			“She gave me a quick, up­ward look, as if to see ex­actly what I was like, and then, after a little hes­it­a­tion, she ac­cep­ted my pro­pos­al, and soon we were there, walk­ing side by side. Un­der the fo­liage, which was still rather thin, the tall, thick, bright, green grass was in­und­ated by the sun, and full of small in­sects that also made love to one an­oth­er, and birds were singing every­where. My com­pan­ion began to jump and to run, in­tox­ic­ated by the air, and the smell of the coun­try, and I ran and jumped be­hind her. How stu­pid we are at times, Mon­sieur!

			“Then she wildly sang a thou­sand things; op­era airs, and the song of Musette! The song of Musette! How po­et­ic­al it seemed to me, then! I al­most cried over it. Ah! Those silly songs make us lose our heads; and, be­lieve me, nev­er marry a wo­man who sings in the coun­try, es­pe­cially if she sings the song of Musette!

			“She soon grew tired, and sat down on a grassy slope, and I sat down at her feet, and took her hands, her little hands, that were so marked with the needle, and that moved me. I said to my­self: ‘These are the sac­red marks of toil.’ Oh! Mon­sieur, do you know what those sac­red marks of la­bour mean? They mean all the gos­sip of the work­room, the whispered black­guard­ism, the mind soiled by all the filth that is talked; they mean lost chastity, fool­ish chat­ter, all the wretched­ness of daily bad habits, all the nar­row­ness of ideas which be­longs to wo­men of the lower or­ders, united in the girl whose sac­red fin­gers bear the sac­red marks of toil.

			“Then we looked in­to each oth­er’s eyes for a long while. Oh! What power a wo­man’s eye has! How it agit­ates us, how it in­vades our very be­ing, takes pos­ses­sion of us, and dom­in­ates us. How pro­found it seems, how full of in­fin­ite prom­ises! People call that look­ing in­to each oth­er’s souls! Oh! Mon­sieur, what hum­bug! If we could see in­to each oth­er’s souls, we should be more care­ful of what we did. How­ever, I was en­thu­si­ast­ic, mad. I tried to take her in­to my arms, but she said: ‘Paws off!’ Then I knelt down, and opened my heart to her, and poured out all the af­fec­tion that was suf­foc­at­ing me, on her knees. She seemed sur­prised at my change of man­ner, and gave me a side­long glance, as if to say: ‘Ah! So that is the way wo­men make a fool of you, old fel­low! Very well, we will see.’ In love, Mon­sieur, we are all boobies at a fair, and the wo­men are the deal­ers.

			“No doubt I could have had her, and I saw my own stu­pid­ity later, but what I wanted was not a wo­man’s body; it was love, it was the ideal. I was sen­ti­ment­al, when I ought to have been us­ing my time to a bet­ter pur­pose.

			“As soon as she had had enough of my prot­est­a­tions of love, she got up, and we re­turned to Saint-Cloud, and I did not leave her un­til we got to Par­is; but she looked so sad as we were re­turn­ing, that at last I asked her what was the mat­ter. ‘I am think­ing,’ she replied, ‘that this has been one of those days of which we have but few in life.’ And my heart beat so that it felt as if it would break my ribs.

			“I saw her on the fol­low­ing Sunday, and the next Sunday, and every Sunday. I took her to Bou­giv­al, Saint-Ger­main, Mais­ons-Lafitte, Poissy; to every sub­urb­an re­sort of lov­ers.

			“The little jade, in turn, pre­ten­ded to love me, un­til, at last, I al­to­geth­er lost my head, and three months later I mar­ried her.

			“What can you ex­pect, Mon­sieur, when a man is a clerk, liv­ing alone, without any re­la­tions, or any­one to ad­vise him? One says to one­self: ‘How sweet life would be with a wife!’

			“And so one gets mar­ried, and she calls you names from morn­ing till night, un­der­stands noth­ing, knows noth­ing, chat­ters con­tinu­ally, sings the song of Musette at the top of her voice (oh! that song of Musette, how tired one gets of it!); quar­rels with the coal deal­er, tells the con­ci­erge all her do­mest­ic de­tails, con­fides all the secrets of her bed­room to the neigh­bour’s ser­vant, dis­cusses her hus­band with the trades­people, and has her head so stuffed with stu­pid stor­ies, idi­ot­ic su­per­sti­tions, ex­traordin­ary ideas and mon­strous pre­ju­dices, that I shed tears of dis­cour­age­ment every time I talk to her.”

			He stopped, as he was rather out of breath, and very much moved, and I looked at him, for I felt pity for this poor, art­less dev­il, and I was just go­ing to give him some sort of an­swer, when the boat stopped. We were at Saint-Cloud.

			The little wo­man who had so taken my fancy, got up in or­der to land. She passed close to me, and gave me a side glance and a furt­ive smile; one of those smiles that drive you mad; then she jumped on the land­ing-stage. I sprang for­ward to fol­low her, but my neigh­bour laid hold of my arm. I shook my­self loose, how­ever, whereupon he seized the skirt of my coat, and pulled me back, ex­claim­ing:

			“You shall not go! You shall not go!” in such a loud voice, that every­body turned round and laughed, and I re­mained stand­ing mo­tion­less and furi­ous, but without ven­tur­ing to face scan­dal and ri­dicule, and the steam­boat star­ted.

			The little wo­man on the land­ing-stage looked at me as I went off with an air of dis­ap­point­ment, while my per­se­cutor rubbed his hands, and whispered to me:

			“Well, I have done you a good turn, you’ll see!”

		
	
		
			Paul’s Mistress

			The Res­taur­ant Grillon, a small com­mon­wealth of boat­men, was slowly empty­ing. In front of the door all was tu­mult—cries and calls—and huge fel­lows in white jer­seys ges­tic­u­lated with oars on their shoulders.

			The ladies in bright spring toi­lettes stepped aboard the skiffs with care, and seat­ing them­selves astern, ar­ranged their dresses, while the land­lord of the es­tab­lish­ment, a mighty, red-bearded, self-pos­sessed in­di­vidu­al of renowned strength, offered his hand to the pretty creatures, and kept the frail crafts steady.

			The row­ers, bare-armed, with bul­ging chests, took their places in their turn, play­ing to the gal­lery as they did so—a gal­lery con­sist­ing of middle-class people dressed in their Sunday clothes, of work­men and sol­diers lean­ing upon their el­bows on the para­pet of the bridge, all tak­ing a great in­terest in the sight.

			One by one the boats cast off from the land­ing stage. The oars­men bent for­ward and then threw them­selves back­ward with even swing, and un­der the im­petus of the long curved oars, the swift skiffs glided along the river, grew smal­ler in the dis­tance, and fi­nally dis­ap­peared un­der the rail­way bridge, as they des­cen­ded the stream to­ward La Gren­ouillère. One couple only re­mained be­hind. The young man, still al­most beard­less, slender, with a pale coun­ten­ance, held his mis­tress, a thin little bru­nette with the air of a grasshop­per, by the waist; and oc­ca­sion­ally they gazed in­to each oth­er’s eyes. The land­lord shouted:

			“Come, Mr. Paul, make haste,” and they drew near.

			Of all the guests of the house, Mr. Paul was the most liked and most re­spec­ted. He paid well and punc­tu­ally, while the oth­ers hung back for a long time if in­deed they did not van­ish without pay­ing. Be­sides which he was a sort of walk­ing ad­vert­ise­ment for the es­tab­lish­ment, inas­much as his fath­er was a sen­at­or. When a stranger would in­quire: “Who on earth is that little chap who thinks so much of his girl?” some habitué would reply, half-aloud, with a mys­ter­i­ous and im­port­ant air: “Don’t you know? That is Paul Bar­on, a sen­at­or’s son.”

			And in­vari­ably the oth­er would ex­claim:

			“Poor dev­il! He has got it badly.”

			Moth­er Grillon, a good and worthy busi­ness wo­man, de­scribed the young man and his com­pan­ion as “her two turtle­doves,” and ap­peared quite touched by this pas­sion, which was prof­it­able for her busi­ness.

			The couple ad­vanced at a slow pace. The skiff Madeleine was ready, and at the mo­ment of em­bark­ing they kissed each oth­er, which caused the pub­lic col­lec­ted on the bridge to laugh. Mr. Paul took the oars, and rowed away for La Gren­ouillère.

			When they ar­rived it was just upon three o’clock and the large float­ing café over­flowed with people.

			The im­mense raft, sheltered by a tar­paul­in roof, is joined to the charm­ing is­land of Croissy by two nar­row foot­bridges, one of which leads in­to the centre of the aquat­ic es­tab­lish­ment, while the oth­er unites with a tiny is­let, planted with a tree and called “The Flower Pot,” and thence leads to land near the bath of­fice.

			Mr. Paul made fast his boat along­side the es­tab­lish­ment, climbed over the rail­ing of the café, and then, grasp­ing his mis­tress’s hands, as­sisted her out of the boat. They both seated them­selves at the end of a table op­pos­ite each oth­er.

			On the op­pos­ite side of the river along the tow­ing-path, a long string of vehicles was drawn up. Cabs al­tern­ated with the fine car­riages of the swells; the first, clumsy, with enorm­ous bod­ies crush­ing the springs, drawn by broken-down hacks with hanging heads and broken knees; the second, slightly built on light wheels, with horses slender and straight, their heads well up, their bits snowy with foam, and with sol­emn coach­men in liv­ery, heads erect in high col­lars, wait­ing bolt up­right, with whips rest­ing on their knees.

			The bank was covered with people who came off in fam­il­ies, or in parties, or in couples, or alone. They plucked at the blades of grass, went down to the wa­ter, as­cen­ded the path, and hav­ing reached the spot, stood still await­ing the fer­ry­man. The clumsy punt plied in­cess­antly from bank to bank, dis­char­ging its pas­sen­gers upon the is­land. The arm of the river (called the Dead Arm) upon which this re­fresh­ment wharf lay, seemed asleep, so feeble was the cur­rent. Fleets of yawls, of skiffs, of ca­noes, of podo­scaphs, of gigs, of craft of all forms and of all kinds, crept about upon the mo­tion­less stream, cross­ing each oth­er, in­ter­ming­ling, run­ning foul of one an­oth­er, stop­ping ab­ruptly un­der a jerk of the arms only to shoot off afresh un­der a sud­den strain of the muscles and glid­ing swiftly along like great yel­low or red fishes.

			Oth­ers ar­rived con­tinu­ally; some from Chat­ou up the stream; oth­ers from Bou­giv­al down it; laughter crossed the wa­ter from one boat to an­oth­er, calls, ad­mon­i­tions, or im­prec­a­tions. The boat­men ex­posed the bronzed and knot­ted muscles of their bi­ceps to the heat of the day; and like strange float­ing flowers, the silk para­sols, red, green, blue, or yel­low, of the ladies bloomed in the sterns of the boats.

			A Ju­ly sun flamed high in the heav­ens; the at­mo­sphere seemed full of burn­ing mer­ri­ment; not a breath of air stirred the leaves of the wil­lows or pop­lars.

			In front, away in the dis­tance, the in­ev­it­able Mont-Valéri­en reared its for­ti­fied ram­parts, tier above tier, in the in­tense light; while on the right the di­vine slopes of Louveciennes, fol­low­ing the bend of the river, dis­posed them­selves in a semi­circle, dis­play­ing in turn across the rich and shady lawns of large gar­dens the white walls of coun­try seats.

			Upon the out­skirts of La Gren­ouillère a crowd of ped­es­tri­ans moved about be­neath the gi­ant trees which make this corner of the is­land one of the most de­light­ful parks in the world.

			Wo­men and girls with yel­low hair and breasts de­veloped bey­ond all meas­ure­ment, with ex­ag­ger­ated hips, their com­plex­ions plastered with rouge, their eyes daubed with char­coal, their lips bloodred, laced up, rigged out in out­rageous dresses, trailed the cry­ing bad taste of their toi­lettes over the fresh green sward; while be­side them young men posed in their fash­ion-plate gar­ments with light gloves, pat­ent leath­er boots, canes the size of a thread, and single eye­glasses em­phas­iz­ing the in­sip­id­ity of their smiles.

			Op­pos­ite La Gren­ouillère the is­land is nar­row, and on its oth­er side, where also a ferry­boat plies, bring­ing people un­ceas­ingly across from Croissy, the rap­id branch of the river, full of whirl­pools and ed­dies and foam, rushes along with the strength of a tor­rent. A de­tach­ment of pon­toon-build­ers, in the uni­form of ar­til­lery­men, was en­camped upon this bank, and the sol­diers seated in a row on a long beam watched the wa­ter flow­ing.

			In the float­ing es­tab­lish­ment there was a bois­ter­ous and up­roari­ous crowd. The wooden tables upon which the spilt re­fresh­ments made little sticky streams were covered with half-empty glasses and sur­roun­ded by half-tipsy in­di­vidu­als. The crowd shouted, sang, and brawled. The men, their hats at the backs of their heads, their faces red, with the shin­ing eyes of drunk­ards, moved about vo­ci­fer­at­ing and evid­ently look­ing for the quar­rels nat­ur­al to brutes. The wo­men, seek­ing their prey for the night, sought for free li­quor in the mean­time; and the un­oc­cu­pied space between the tables was dom­in­ated by the cus­tom­ary loc­al pub­lic, a whole re­gi­ment of rowdy boat­men, with their fe­male com­pan­ions in short flan­nel skirts.

			One of them per­formed on the pi­ano and ap­peared to play with his feet as well as his hands; four couples glided through a quad­rille, and some young men watched them, pol­ished and cor­rect, men who would have looked re­spect­able, did not their in­nate vi­cious­ness show in spite of everything.

			For there you see all the scum of so­ci­ety, all its well-bred de­bauch­ery, all the seamy side of Parisi­an so­ci­ety—a mix­ture of counter-jump­ers, of strolling play­ers, of low journ­al­ists, of gen­tle­men in tu­tel­age, of rot­ten stock­job­bers, of ill-famed de­bauchees, of old used-up fast men; a doubt­ful crowd of sus­pi­cious char­ac­ters, half-known, half-sunk, half-re­cog­nised, half-crim­in­al, pick­pock­ets, rogues, pro­curers of wo­men, sharp­ers with dig­ni­fied man­ners, and a brag­ging air which seems to say: “I shall kill the first man who treats me as a scoun­drel.”

			The place reeks of folly, and stinks of vul­gar­ity and cheap gal­lantry. Male and fe­male are just as bad one as the oth­er. There dwells an odour of so-called love, and there one fights for a yes, or for a no, in or­der to sus­tain a worm-eaten repu­ta­tion, which a thrust of the sword or a pis­tol bul­let only des­troys fur­ther.

			Some of the neigh­bour­ing in­hab­it­ants looked in out of curi­os­ity every Sunday; some young men, very young, ap­peared there every year to learn how to live, some prom­en­aders loun­ging about showed them­selves there; some green­horns wandered thith­er. With good reas­on is it named La Gren­ouillère. At the side of the covered wharf where drink was served, and quite close to the Flower Pot, people bathed. Those among the wo­men who pos­sessed the re­quis­ite round­ness of form came there to dis­play their wares and to get cli­ents. The rest, scorn­ful, al­though well filled out with wad­ding, sup­por­ted by springs, cor­rec­ted here and altered there, watched their dab­bling sis­ters with dis­dain.

			The swim­mers crowded on to a little plat­form to dive. Straight like vine poles, or round like pump­kins, gnarled like olive branches, bowed over in front, or thrown back­ward by the size of their stom­achs, and in­vari­ably ugly, they leaped in­to the wa­ter, splash­ing it over the drink­ers in the café.

			Not­with­stand­ing the great trees which over­hang the float­ing-house, and not­with­stand­ing the vi­cin­ity of the wa­ter, a suf­foc­at­ing heat filled the place. The fumes of the spilt li­quors mingled with the ef­flu­via of the bod­ies and with the strong per­fumes with which the skin of the trader in love is sat­ur­ated and which evap­or­ate in this fur­nace. But be­neath all these di­verse scents a slight aroma of poudre de riz lingered, dis­ap­pear­ing and re­appear­ing, and per­petu­ally en­countered as though some con­cealed hand had shaken an in­vis­ible powder-puff in the air. The show was on the river, where the per­petu­al com­ing and go­ing of the boats at­trac­ted the eyes. The girls in the boats sprawled upon their seats op­pos­ite their strong-wris­ted males, and scorn­fully con­tem­plated the din­ner-hunt­ing fe­males prowl­ing about the is­land.

			Some­times when a crew in full swing passed at top speed, the friends who had gone ashore gave vent to shouts, and all the people as if sud­denly seized with mad­ness com­menced to yell.

			At the bend of the river to­ward Chat­ou fresh boats con­tinu­ally ap­peared. They came near­er and grew lar­ger, and as faces be­came re­cog­nis­able, the vo­ci­fer­a­tions broke out anew.

			A ca­noe covered with an awn­ing and manned by four wo­men came slowly down the cur­rent. She who rowed was petite, thin, faded, in a cab­in-boy’s cos­tume, her hair drawn up un­der an oil­skin hat. Op­pos­ite her, a lusty blonde, dressed as a man, with a white flan­nel jack­et, lay upon her back at the bot­tom of the boat, her legs in the air, rest­ing on the seat at each side of the row­er. She smoked a ci­gar­ette, while at each stroke of the oars, her chest and her stom­ach quivered, shaken by the stroke. At the back, un­der the awn­ing, two hand­some girls, tall and slender, one dark and the oth­er fair, held each oth­er by the waist as they watched their com­pan­ions.

			A cry arose from La Gren­ouillère, “There’s Les­bos,” and all at once a furi­ous clam­our, a ter­ri­fy­ing scramble took place; the glasses were knocked down; people clambered on to the tables; all in a frenzy of noise bawled: “Les­bos! Les­bos! Les­bos!” The shout rolled along, be­came in­dis­tinct, was no longer more than a kind of deaf­en­ing howl, and then sud­denly it seemed to start anew, to rise in­to space, to cov­er the plain, to fill the fo­liage of the great trees, to ex­tend to the dis­tant slopes, and reach even to the sun.

			The row­er, in the face of this ova­tion, had quietly stopped. The hand­some blonde, stretched out upon the bot­tom of the boat, turned her head with a care­less air, as she raised her­self upon her el­bows; and the two girls at the back com­menced laugh­ing as they sa­luted the crowd.

			Then the hul­laba­loo re­doubled, mak­ing the float­ing es­tab­lish­ment tremble. The men took off their hats, the wo­men waved their handker­chiefs, and all voices, shrill or deep, to­geth­er cried:

			“Les­bos.”

			It was as if these people, this col­lec­tion of the cor­rupt, sa­luted their chiefs like the war­ships which fire guns when an ad­mir­al passes along the line.

			The nu­mer­ous fleet of boats also sa­luted the wo­men’s boat, which pushed along more quickly to land farther off.

			Mr. Paul, con­trary to the oth­ers, had drawn a key from his pock­et and whistled with all his might. His nervous mis­tress grew paler, caught him by the arm to make him be quiet, and upon this oc­ca­sion she looked at him with fury in her eyes. But he ap­peared ex­as­per­ated, as though borne away by jeal­ousy of some man or by deep an­ger, in­stinct­ive and un­gov­ern­able. He stammered, his lips quiv­er­ing with in­dig­na­tion:

			“It is shame­ful! They ought to be drowned like pup­pies with a stone about the neck.”

			But Madeleine in­stantly flew in­to a rage; her small and shrill voice be­came a hiss, and she spoke vol­ubly, as though plead­ing her own cause:

			“And what has it to do with you—you in­deed? Are they not at liberty to do what they wish since they owe nobody any­thing? You shut up and mind your own busi­ness.”

			But he cut her speech short:

			“It is the po­lice whom it con­cerns, and I will have them marched off to St. Laz­are; in­deed I will.”

			She gave a start:

			“You?”

			“Yes, I! And in the mean­time I for­bid you to speak to them—you un­der­stand, I for­bid you to do so.”

			Then she shrugged her shoulders and grew calm in a mo­ment:

			“My dear, I shall do as I please; if you are not sat­is­fied, be off, and in­stantly. I am not your wife, am I? Very well then, hold your tongue.”

			He made no reply and they stood face to face, their lips tightly closed, breath­ing quickly.

			At the oth­er end of the great wooden café the four wo­men made their entry. The two in men’s cos­tumes marched in front: the one thin like an old­ish tom­boy, with a yel­low tinge on her temples; the oth­er filling out her white flan­nel gar­ments with her fat, swell­ing out her wide trousers with her but­tocks and sway­ing about like a fat goose with enorm­ous legs and yield­ing knees. Their two friends fol­lowed them, and the crowd of boat­men thronged about to shake their hands.

			The four had hired a small cot­tage close to the wa­ter’s edge, and lived there as two house­holds would have lived.

			Their vice was pub­lic, re­cog­nised, pat­ent to all. People talked of it as a nat­ur­al thing, which al­most ex­cited their sym­pathy, and whispered in very low tones strange stor­ies of dra­mas be­got­ten of furi­ous fem­in­ine jeal­ousies, of the stealthy vis­it of well known wo­men and of act­resses to the little house close to the wa­ter’s edge.

			A neigh­bour, hor­ri­fied by these scan­dal­ous ru­mours, no­ti­fied the po­lice, and the in­spect­or, ac­com­pan­ied by a man, had come to make in­quiry. The mis­sion was a del­ic­ate one; it was im­possible, in short, to ac­cuse these wo­men, who did not aban­don them­selves to pros­ti­tu­tion, of any tan­gible crime. The in­spect­or, very much puzzled, and, in­deed, ig­nor­ant of the nature of the of­fences sus­pec­ted, had asked ques­tions at ran­dom, and made a lofty re­port con­clus­ive of their in­no­cence.

			The joke spread as far as Saint Ger­main. They walked about the Gren­ouillère es­tab­lish­ment with min­cing steps like queens; and seemed to glory in their fame, re­joicing in the gaze that was fixed on them, so su­per­i­or to this crowd, to this mob, to these ple­bei­ans.

			Madeleine and her lov­er watched them ap­proach, and the girl’s eyes lit up.

			When the first two had reached the end of the table, Madeleine cried:

			“Pau­line!”

			The large wo­man turned and stopped, con­tinu­ing all the time to hold the arm of her fem­in­ine cab­in-boy:

			“Good gra­cious, Madeleine! Do come and talk to me, my dear.”

			Paul squeezed his fin­gers upon his mis­tress’s wrist, but she said to him, with such an air: “You know, my dear, you can clear out, if you like,” that he said noth­ing and re­mained alone.

			Then they chat­ted in low voices, all three of them stand­ing. Many pleas­ant jests passed their lips, they spoke quickly; and Pau­line now and then looked at Paul, by stealth, with a shrewd and ma­li­cious smile.

			At last, un­able to put up with it any longer, he sud­denly rose and in a single bound was at their side, trem­bling in every limb. He seized Madeleine by the shoulders.

			“Come, I wish it,” said he; “I have for­bid­den you to speak to these sluts.”

			Whereupon Pau­line raised her voice and set to work black­guard­ing him with her Billings­gate vocab­u­lary. All the bystand­ers laughed; they drew near him; they raised them­selves on tip­toe in or­der the bet­ter to see him. He re­mained dumb un­der this down­pour of filthy ab­use. It ap­peared to him that the words which came from that mouth and fell upon him de­filed him like dirt, and, in pres­ence of the row which was be­gin­ning, he fell back, re­traced his steps, and res­ted his el­bows on the rail­ing to­ward the river, turn­ing his back upon the vic­tori­ous wo­men.

			There he stayed watch­ing the wa­ter, and some­times with rap­id ges­ture, as though he could pluck it out, he re­moved with his nervous fin­gers the tear which stood in his eye.

			The fact was that he was hope­lessly in love, without know­ing why, not­with­stand­ing his re­fined in­stincts, in spite of his reas­on, in spite, in­deed, of his will. He had fallen in­to this love as one falls in­to a muddy hole. Of a tender and del­ic­ate dis­pos­i­tion, he had dreamed of li­ais­ons, ex­quis­ite, ideal, and im­pas­sioned, and there that little bit of a wo­man, stu­pid like all pros­ti­tutes, with an ex­as­per­at­ing stu­pid­ity, not even pretty, but thin and a spit­fire, had taken him pris­on­er, pos­sess­ing him from head to foot, body and soul. He had sub­mit­ted to this fem­in­ine witch­ery, mys­ter­i­ous and all power­ful, this un­known power, this prodi­gious dom­in­a­tion—arising no one knows whence, but from the de­mon of the flesh—which casts the most sens­ible man at the feet of some har­lot or oth­er without there be­ing any­thing in her to ex­plain her fatal and sov­er­eign power.

			And there at his back he felt that some in­fam­ous thing was brew­ing. Shouts of laughter cut him to the heart. What should he do? He knew well, but he could not do it.

			He stead­ily watched an angler upon the bank op­pos­ite him, and his mo­tion­less line.

			Sud­denly, the worthy man jerked a little sil­ver fish, which wriggled at the end of his line, out of the river. Then he en­deav­oured to ex­tract his hook, pulled and turned it, but in vain. At last, los­ing pa­tience, he com­menced to tear it out, and all the bleed­ing gul­let of the fish, with a por­tion of its in­test­ines came out. Paul shuddered, rent to his heartstrings. It seemed to him that the hook was his love, and that if he should pluck it out, all that he had in his breast would come out in the same way at the end of a curved iron, fixed in the depths of his be­ing, to which Madeleine held the line.

			A hand was placed upon his shoulder; he star­ted and turned; his mis­tress was at his side. They did not speak to each oth­er; and like him she res­ted her el­bows upon the rail­ing, and fixed her eyes upon the river.

			He tried to speak to her and could find noth­ing. He could not even dis­en­tangle his own emo­tions; all that he was sens­ible of was joy at feel­ing her there close to him, come back again, as well as shame­ful cow­ardice, a crav­ing to par­don everything, to al­low everything, provided she nev­er left him.

			At last, after a few minutes, he asked her in a very gentle voice:

			“Would you like to go? It will be nicer in the boat.”

			She answered: “Yes, darling.”

			And he as­sisted her in­to the skiff, press­ing her hands, all softened, with some tears still in his eyes. Then she looked at him with a smile and they kissed each oth­er again.

			They re­as­cen­ded the river very slowly, skirt­ing the wil­low-bordered, grass-covered bank, bathed and still in the af­ter­noon warmth. When they had re­turned to the Res­taur­ant Grillon, it was barely six o’clock. Then leav­ing their boat they set off on foot to­wards Bezons, across the fields and along the high pop­lars which bordered the river. The long grass ready to be mowed was full of flowers. The sink­ing sun glowed from be­neath a sheet of red light, and in the tempered heat of the clos­ing day the float­ing ex­hal­a­tions from the grass, mingled with the damp scents from the river, filled the air with a soft lan­guor, with a happy light, with an at­mo­sphere of bless­ing.

			A soft weak­ness over­took his heart, a spe­cies of com­mu­nion with this splen­did calm of even­ing, with this vague and mys­ter­i­ous throb of teem­ing life, with the keen and mel­an­choly po­etry which seems to arise from flowers and things, and re­veals it­self to the senses at this sweet and pens­ive time.

			Paul felt all that; but for her part she did not un­der­stand any­thing of it. They walked side by side; and, sud­denly, tired of be­ing si­lent, she sang. She sang in her shrill, un­music­al voice some street song, some catchy air, which jarred upon the pro­found and se­rene har­mony of the even­ing.

			Then he looked at her and felt an im­pass­able abyss between them. She beat the grass with her para­sol, her head slightly in­clined, ad­mir­ing her feet and singing, dwell­ing on the notes, at­tempt­ing trills, and ven­tur­ing on shakes. Her smooth little brow, of which he was so fond, was at that time ab­so­lutely empty! empty! There was noth­ing therein but this ca­nary mu­sic; and the ideas which formed there by chance were like this mu­sic. She did not un­der­stand any­thing of him; they were now as sep­ar­ated as if they did not live to­geth­er. Did his kisses nev­er go any farther than her lips?

			Then she raised her eyes to him and laughed again. He was moved to the quick and, ex­tend­ing his arms in a par­oxysm of love, he em­braced her pas­sion­ately.

			As he was rump­ling her dress she fi­nally broke away from him, mur­mur­ing by way of com­pens­a­tion as she did so:

			“That’s enough. You know I love you, my darling.”

			But he clasped her around the waist and, seized by mad­ness, he star­ted to run with her. He kissed her on the cheek, on the temple, on the neck, all the while dan­cing with joy. They threw them­selves down pant­ing at the edge of a thick­et, lit up by the rays of the set­ting sun, and be­fore they had re­covered breath they were in one an­oth­er’s arms without her un­der­stand­ing his trans­port.

			They re­turned, hold­ing each oth­er by the hand, when, sud­denly, through the trees, they per­ceived on the river the skiff manned by the four wo­men. Fat Pau­line also saw them, for she drew her­self up and blew kisses to Madeleine. And then she cried:

			“Un­til to­night!”

			Madeleine replied: “Un­til to­night!”

			Paul felt as if his heart had sud­denly been frozen.

			They re-entered the house for din­ner and in­stalled them­selves in one of the ar­bours, close to the wa­ter. They began to eat in si­lence. When night ar­rived, the waiter brought a candle en­closed in a glass globe, which gave a feeble and glim­mer­ing light; and they heard every mo­ment the bursts of shout­ing from the boat­men in the large room on the first floor.

			To­ward dessert, Paul, tak­ing Madeleine’s hand, ten­derly said to her:

			“I feel very tired, my darling; un­less you have any ob­jec­tion, we will go to bed early.”

			She, how­ever, un­der­stood the ruse, and shot an en­ig­mat­ic­al glance at him—that glance of treach­ery which so read­ily ap­pears in the depths of a wo­man’s eyes. Hav­ing re­flec­ted she answered:

			“You can go to bed if you wish, but I have prom­ised to go to the ball at La Gren­ouillère.”

			He smiled in a piteous man­ner, one of those smiles with which one veils the most hor­rible suf­fer­ing, and replied in a coax­ing but ag­on­ized tone:

			“If you were really nice, we should re­main here, both of us.”

			She in­dic­ated no with her head, without open­ing her mouth.

			He in­sisted:

			“I beg of you, my darling.”

			Then she roughly broke out:

			“You know what I said to you. If you are not sat­is­fied, the door is open. No one wishes to keep you. As for my­self, I have prom­ised; I shall go.”

			He placed his two el­bows upon the table, covered his face with his hands, and re­mained there pon­der­ing sor­row­fully.

			The boat people came down again, shout­ing as usu­al, and set off in their ves­sels for the ball at La Gren­ouillère.

			Madeleine said to Paul:

			“If you are not com­ing, say so, and I will ask one of these gen­tle­men to take me.”

			Paul rose:

			“Let us go!” mur­mured he.

			And they left.

			The night was black, the sky full of stars, but the air was heat-laden by op­press­ive breaths of wind, burdened with em­an­a­tions, and with liv­ing germs, which des­troyed the fresh­ness of the night. It offered a heated caress, made one breathe more quickly, gasp a little, so thick and heavy did it seem. The boats star­ted on their way, bear­ing Vene­tian lan­terns at the prow. It was not pos­sible to dis­tin­guish the craft, but only the little col­oured lights, swift and dan­cing up and down like fren­zied glow­worms, while voices soun­ded from all sides in the shad­ows. The young people’s skiff glided gently along. Now and then, when a fast boat passed near them, they could, for a mo­ment, see the white back of the row­er, lit up by his lan­tern.

			When they turned the el­bow of the river, La Gren­ouillère ap­peared to them in the dis­tance. The es­tab­lish­ment en fête, was dec­or­ated with flags and gar­lands of col­oured lights, in grape-like clusters. On the Seine some great barges moved about slowly, rep­res­ent­ing domes, pyr­am­ids, and elab­or­ate monu­ments in fires of all col­ours. Il­lu­min­ated fes­toons hung right down to the wa­ter, and some­times a red or blue lan­tern, at the end of an im­mense in­vis­ible fish­ing-rod, seemed like a great swinging star.

			All this il­lu­min­a­tion spread a light around the café, lit up the great trees on the bank, from top to bot­tom, the trunks stand­ing out in pale gray and the leaves in milky green upon the deep black of the fields and the heav­ens. The or­ches­tra, com­posed of five sub­urb­an artists, flung far its pub­lic-house dance-mu­sic, poor of its kind and jerky, in­cit­ing Madeleine to sing anew.

			She wanted to go in at once. Paul wanted first to take a stroll on the is­land, but he was ob­liged to give way. The at­tend­ance was now more se­lect. The boat­men, al­most alone, re­mained, with here and there some bet­ter class people, and young men es­cor­ted by girls. The dir­ect­or and or­gan­iser of this spree, look­ing majest­ic in a jaded black suit, walked about in every dir­ec­tion, bald-headed and worn by his old trade of pur­vey­or of cheap pub­lic amuse­ments.

			Fat Pau­line and her com­pan­ions were not there; and Paul breathed again.

			They danced; couples op­pos­ite each oth­er capered in the mad­dest fash­ion, throw­ing their legs in the air, un­til they were upon a level with the noses of their part­ners.

			The wo­men, whose thighs seemed dis­join­ted, pranced around with fly­ing skirts which re­vealed their un­der­cloth­ing, wrig­gling their stom­achs and hips, caus­ing their breasts to shake, and spread­ing the power­ful odour of per­spir­ing fe­male bod­ies.

			The men squat­ted like toads, some mak­ing ob­scene ges­tures; some twis­ted and dis­tor­ted them­selves, grim­acing and hideous; some turned cartwheels on their hands, or, per­haps, try­ing to be funny, posed with ex­ag­ger­ated grace­ful­ness.

			A fat ser­vant-maid and two waiters served re­fresh­ments.

			The café boat be­ing only covered with a roof and hav­ing no wall whatever to shut it in, this hareb­rained dance flaunted in the face of the peace­ful night and of the firm­a­ment powdered with stars.

			Sud­denly, Mont-Valéri­en, op­pos­ite, ap­peared, il­lumined, as if some con­flag­ra­tion had aris­en be­hind it. The ra­di­ance spread and deepened upon the sky, de­scrib­ing a large lu­min­ous circle of white, wan light. Then some­thing or oth­er red ap­peared, grew great­er, shin­ing with a burn­ing crim­son, like that of hot met­al upon the an­vil. It gradu­ally de­veloped in­to a round body rising from the earth; and the moon, free­ing her­self from the ho­ri­zon, rose slowly in­to space. As she as­cen­ded, the purple tint faded and be­came yel­low, a shin­ing bright yel­low, and the satel­lite grew smal­ler in pro­por­tion as her dis­tance in­creased.

			Paul watched the moon for some time, lost in con­tem­pla­tion, for­get­ting his mis­tress; when he re­turned to him­self the lat­ter had van­ished.

			He sought her, but could not find her. He threw his anxious eye over table after table, go­ing to and fro un­ceas­ingly, in­quir­ing for her from one per­son and then an­oth­er. No one had seen her. He was tor­men­ted with un­eas­i­ness, when one of the waiters said to him:

			“You are look­ing for Ma­dame Madeleine, are you not? She left a few mo­ments ago, with Ma­dame Pau­line.” And at the same in­stant, Paul per­ceived the cab­in-boy and the two pretty girls stand­ing at the oth­er end of the café, all three hold­ing each oth­er’s waists and ly­ing in wait for him, whis­per­ing to one an­oth­er. He un­der­stood, and, like a mad­man, dashed off in­to the is­land.

			He first ran to­ward Chat­ou, but hav­ing reached the plain, re­traced his steps. Then he began to search the dense cop­pices, oc­ca­sion­ally roam­ing about dis­trac­tedly, or halt­ing to listen.

			The toads all about him poured out their short metal­lic notes.

			From the dir­ec­tion of Bou­giv­al, some un­known bird warbled a song which reached him faintly from the dis­tance.

			Over the broad fields the moon shed a soft light, re­sem­bling powdered wool; it pen­et­rated the fo­liage, silvered the bark of the pop­lars, and riddled with its bril­liant rays the wav­ing tops of the great trees. The en­tran­cing po­etry of this sum­mer night had, in spite of him­self, entered in­to Paul, athwart his in­fatu­ated an­guish, stir­ring his heart with fe­ro­cious irony, and in­creas­ing even to mad­ness his crav­ing for an ideal ten­der­ness, for pas­sion­ate out­pour­ings on the breast of an ad­ored and faith­ful wo­man. He was com­pelled to stop, choked by hur­ried and rend­ing sobs.

			The con­vul­sion over, he went on.

			Sud­denly, he re­ceived what re­sembled the stab of a dag­ger. There, be­hind that bush, some people were kiss­ing. He ran thith­er; and found an amor­ous couple whose faces were united in an end­less kiss.

			He dared not call, know­ing well that She would not re­spond, and he had a fright­ful dread of com­ing upon them sud­denly.

			The flour­ishes of the quad­rilles, with the earsplit­ting so­los of the cor­net, the false shriek of the flute, the shrill squeak­ing of the vi­ol­in, ir­rit­ated his feel­ings, and in­creased his suf­fer­ing. Wild and limp­ing mu­sic was float­ing un­der the trees, now feeble, now stronger, waf­ted hith­er and thith­er by the breeze.

			Sud­denly he thought that pos­sibly She had re­turned. Yes, she had re­turned! Why not? He had stu­pidly lost his head, without cause, car­ried away by his fears, by the in­or­din­ate sus­pi­cions which had for some time over­whelmed him. Seized by one of those sin­gu­lar calms which will some­times oc­cur in cases of the greatest des­pair, he re­turned to­ward the ball­room.

			With a single glance of the eye, he took in the whole room. He made the round of the tables, and ab­ruptly again found him­self face to face with the three wo­men. He must have had a dole­ful and queer ex­pres­sion of coun­ten­ance, for all three burst in­to laughter.

			He made off, re­turned to the is­land, and threw him­self in­to the cop­pice pant­ing. He listened again, listened a long time, for his ears were singing. At last, how­ever, he be­lieved he heard farther off a little, sharp laugh, which he re­cog­nised at once; and he ad­vanced very quietly, on his knees, re­mov­ing the branches from his path, his heart beat­ing so rap­idly, that he could no longer breathe.

			Two voices mur­mured some words, the mean­ing of which he did not un­der­stand, and then they were si­lent.

			Then, he was pos­sessed by a fright­ful long­ing to fly, to save him­self, forever, from this furi­ous pas­sion which threatened his ex­ist­ence. He was about to re­turn to Chat­ou and take the train, re­solved nev­er to come back again, nev­er again to see her. But her like­ness sud­denly rushed in upon him, and he men­tally pic­tured the mo­ment in the morn­ing when she would awake in their warm bed, and would press coax­ingly against him, throw­ing her arms around his neck, her hair dishevelled, and a little en­tangled on the fore­head, her eyes still shut and her lips apart ready to re­ceive the first kiss. The sud­den re­col­lec­tion of this morn­ing caress filled him with frantic re­col­lec­tions and the mad­dest de­sire.

			The couple began to speak again; and he ap­proached, stoop­ing low. Then a faint cry rose from un­der the branches quite close to him. He ad­vanced again, in spite of him­self, ir­res­ist­ibly at­trac­ted, without be­ing con­scious of any­thing—and he saw them.

			If her com­pan­ion had only been a man. But that! that! He felt as though he were spell­bound by the very in­famy of it. And he stood there astoun­ded and over­whelmed, as if he had dis­covered the mu­til­ated corpse of one dear to him, a crime against nature, a mon­strous, dis­gust­ing profan­a­tion. Then, in an in­vol­un­tary flash of thought, he re­membered the little fish whose en­trails he had felt be­ing torn out! But Madeleine mur­mured: “Pau­line!” in the same tone in which she had of­ten called him by name, and he was seized by such a fit of an­guish that he turned and fled.

			He struck against two trees, fell over a root, set off again, and sud­denly found him­self near the rap­id branch of the river, which was lit up by the moon. The tor­rent-like cur­rent made great ed­dies where the light played upon it. The high bank dom­in­ated the stream like a cliff, leav­ing a wide ob­scure zone at its foot where the ed­dies could be heard swirl­ing in the dark­ness.

			On the oth­er bank, the coun­try seats of Croissy could be plainly seen.

			Paul saw all this as though in a dream; he thought of noth­ing, un­der­stood noth­ing, and all things, even his very ex­ist­ence, ap­peared vague, far-off, for­got­ten, and closed.

			The river was there. Did he know what he was do­ing? Did he wish to die? He was mad. He turned, how­ever, to­ward the is­land, to­ward Her, and in the still air of the night, in which the faint and per­sist­ent bur­den of the mu­sic was borne up and down, he uttered, in a voice frantic with des­pair, bit­ter bey­ond meas­ure, and su­per­hu­manly low, a fright­ful cry:

			“Madeleine!”

			His heartrend­ing call shot across the great si­lence of the sky, and sped over the ho­ri­zon. Then with a tre­mend­ous leap, with the bound of a wild an­im­al, he jumped in­to the river. The wa­ter rushed on, closed over him, and from the place where he had dis­ap­peared a series of great circles star­ted, en­lar­ging their bril­liant un­du­la­tions, un­til they fi­nally reached the oth­er bank. The two wo­men had heard the noise of the plunge. Madeleine drew her­self up and ex­claimed:

			“It is Paul,”—a sus­pi­cion hav­ing aris­en in her soul—“he has drowned him­self”; and she rushed to­ward the bank, where Pau­line re­joined her.

			A clumsy punt, pro­pelled by two men, turned round and round on the spot. One of the men rowed, the oth­er plunged in­to the wa­ter a great pole and ap­peared to be look­ing for some­thing. Pau­line cried:

			“What are you do­ing? What is the mat­ter?”

			An un­known voice answered:

			“It is a man who has just drowned him­self.”

			The two hag­gard wo­men, hud­dling close to each oth­er, fol­lowed the man­oeuvres of the boat. The mu­sic of La Gren­ouillère con­tin­ued to sound in the dis­tance, seem­ing with its ca­dences to ac­com­pany the move­ments of the sombre fish­er­men; and the river which now con­cealed a corpse, whirled round and round, il­lu­min­ated. The search was pro­longed. The hor­rible sus­pense made Madeleine shiver all over. At last, after at least half an hour, one of the men an­nounced:

			“I have got him.”

			And he pulled up his long pole very gently, very gently. Then some­thing large ap­peared upon the sur­face. The oth­er boat­man left his oars, and by unit­ing their strength and haul­ing upon the in­ert weight, they suc­ceeded in get­ting it in­to their boat.

			Then they made for land, seek­ing a place well lighted and low. At the mo­ment they landed, the wo­men also ar­rived. The mo­ment she saw him, Madeleine fell back with hor­ror. In the moon­light he already ap­peared green, with his mouth, his eyes, his nose, his clothes full of slime. His fin­gers, closed and stiff, were hideous. A kind of black and li­quid plaster covered his whole body. The face ap­peared swollen, and from his hair, plastered down by the ooze, there ran a stream of dirty wa­ter.

			The two men ex­amined him.

			“Do you know him?” asked one.

			The oth­er, the Croissy fer­ry­man, hes­it­ated:

			“Yes, it cer­tainly seems to me that I have seen that head; but you know when a body is in that state one can­not re­cog­nize it eas­ily.” And then, sud­denly:

			“Why, it’s Mr. Paul!”

			“Who is Mr. Paul?” in­quired his com­rade.

			The first answered:

			“Why, Mr. Paul Bar­on, the son of the sen­at­or, the little chap who was so much in love.”

			The oth­er ad­ded, philo­soph­ic­ally:

			“Well, his fun is ended now; it is a pity, all the same, when one is rich!”

			Madeleine had fallen on the ground sob­bing. Pau­line ap­proached the body and asked:

			“Is he really quite dead?”

			The men shrugged their shoulders.

			“Oh! after that length of time, cer­tainly.”

			Then one of them asked:

			“Was it not at Grillon’s that he lodged?”

			“Yes,” answered the oth­er; “we had bet­ter take him back there, there will be some­thing to be made out of it.”

			They em­barked again in their boat and set out, mov­ing off slowly on ac­count of the rap­id cur­rent. For a long time after they were out of sight of the place where the wo­men re­mained, the reg­u­lar splash of the oars in the wa­ter could be heard.

			Then Pau­line took the poor weep­ing Madeleine in her arms, pet­ted her, em­braced her for a long while, and con­soled her.

			“How can you help it? it is not your fault, is it? It is im­possible to pre­vent men from do­ing silly things. He did it of his own free will; so much the worse for him, after all!”

			And then lift­ing her up:

			“Come, my dear, come and sleep at the house; it is im­possible for you to go back to Grillon’s to­night.”

			And she em­braced her again, say­ing: “Come, we will cure you.”

			Madeleine arose, and weep­ing all the while but with faint­er sobs, laid her head upon Pau­line’s shoulder, as though she had found a refuge in a closer and more cer­tain af­fec­tion, more fa­mil­i­ar and more con­fid­ing, and she went off slowly.

		
	
		
			Madame Tellier’s Establishment
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				They used to go there every even­ing at about el­ev­en o’clock, just as they went to the café. Six or eight of them used to meet there; they were al­ways the same set, not fast men, but re­spect­able cit­izens, and young men of the town, and they used to drink their Chartreuse, and tease the girls, or else they would talk ser­i­ously with Ma­dame, whom every­body re­spec­ted, and then they used to go home be­fore twelve o’clock. The young­er men would some­times stay the night.

				It was a small, homely kind of house, painted yel­low, at the corner of a street be­hind Saint Étienne’s church, and from the win­dows one could see the docks, full of ships which were be­ing un­loaded, the great salt marsh, called “La Re­tenue,” and be­hind, the old, gray chapel, ded­ic­ated to the Vir­gin, on the hill.

				Ma­dame, who came of a re­spect­able fam­ily of peas­ant pro­pri­et­ors in the de­part­ment of the Eure, had taken up that pro­fes­sion, just as she would have be­come a mil­liner or dress­maker. The pre­ju­dice against pros­ti­tu­tion, which is so vi­ol­ent and deeply rooted in large towns, does not ex­ist in the coun­try places in Nor­mandy. The peas­ant says:

				“It is a pay­ing busi­ness,” and he sends his daugh­ter to keep a har­em of fast girls, just as he would send her to keep a girls’ school.

				She had in­her­ited the house from an old uncle, to whom it had be­longed. Mon­sieur and Ma­dame, who had formerly been innkeep­ers near Yvetot, had im­me­di­ately sold their house, as they thought that the busi­ness at Fécamp was more prof­it­able, and they ar­rived one fine morn­ing to as­sume the dir­ec­tion of the en­ter­prise, which was de­clin­ing on ac­count of the ab­sence of the own­ers. They were good people enough in their way, and soon made them­selves liked by their staff and their neigh­bours.

				Mon­sieur died of apo­plexy two years later, for as his new pro­fes­sion kept him in idle­ness and without any ex­er­cise, he had grown ex­cess­ively stout, and his health had suffered. Since she had been a wid­ow, all the fre­quenters of the es­tab­lish­ment had wanted her; but people said that per­son­ally she was quite vir­tu­ous, and even the girls in the house could not dis­cov­er any­thing against her. She was tall, stout and af­fable, and her com­plex­ion, which had be­come pale in the dim­ness of her house, the shut­ters of which were scarcely ever opened, shone as if it had been var­nished. She had a fringe of curly, false hair, which gave her a ju­ven­ile look, that con­tras­ted strongly with the ripe­ness of her fig­ure. She was al­ways smil­ing and cheer­ful, and was fond of a joke, but there was a shade of re­serve about her, which her new oc­cu­pa­tion had not quite made her lose. Coarse words al­ways shocked her, and when any young fel­low who had been badly brought up called her es­tab­lish­ment by its right name, she was angry and dis­gus­ted.

				In a word, she had a re­fined mind, and al­though she treated her wo­men as friends, yet she very fre­quently used to say that “she and they were not made of the same stuff.”

				Some­times dur­ing the week, she would hire a car­riage and take some of her girls in­to the coun­try, where they used to en­joy them­selves on the grass by the side of the little river. They were like a lot of girls let out from a school, and used to run races, and play child­ish games. They had a cold din­ner on the grass, and drank cider, and went home at night with a de­li­cious feel­ing of fa­tigue, and in the car­riage they kissed Ma­dame as their kind moth­er, who was full of good­ness and com­plais­ance.

				The house had two en­trances. At the corner there was a sort of low café, which sail­ors and the lower or­ders fre­quen­ted at night, and she had two girls whose spe­cial duty it was to at­tend to that part of the busi­ness. With the as­sist­ance of the waiter, whose name was Frédéric, and who was a short, light-haired, beard­less fel­low, as strong as a horse, they set the half bottles of wine and the jugs of beer on the shaky marble tables, and then, sit­ting astride on the cus­tom­ers’ knees, they urged them to drink.

				The three oth­er girls (there were only five of them) formed a kind of ar­is­to­cracy, and were re­served for the com­pany on the first floor, un­less they were wanted down­stairs, and there was nobody on the first floor. The Jupiter room, where the bet­ter classes used to meet, was papered in blue, and em­bel­lished with a large draw­ing rep­res­ent­ing Leda stretched out un­der the swan. That room was reached by a wind­ing stair­case, which ended at a nar­row door open­ing on to the street, and above it, all night long a little lamp burned, be­hind wire bars, such as one still sees in some towns, at the foot of some shrine of a saint.

				The house, which was old and damp, rather smelled of mil­dew. At times there was an odour of Eau de co­logne in the pas­sages, or a half open door down­stairs ad­mit­ted the noise of the com­mon men sit­ting and drink­ing down­stairs, to the first floor, much to the dis­gust of the gen­tle­men who were there. Ma­dame, who was fa­mil­i­ar with those of her cus­tom­ers with whom she was on friendly terms, nev­er left the draw­ing room, and took much in­terest in what was go­ing on in the town, and they reg­u­larly told her all the news. Her ser­i­ous con­ver­sa­tion was a change from the cease­less chat­ter of the three wo­men; it was a rest from the ob­scene jokes of those stout in­di­vidu­als who every even­ing in­dulged in the com­mon­place de­bauch­ery of drink­ing a glass of li­quor in com­pany with pros­ti­tutes.

				The names of the girls on the first floor were Fernande, Raphaële, and Rosa la Rosse. As the staff was lim­ited, Ma­dame had en­deav­oured that each mem­ber of it should be a pat­tern, an epi­tome of the fem­in­ine type, so that every cus­tom­er might find as nearly as pos­sible the real­iz­a­tion of his ideal. Fernande rep­res­en­ted the hand­some blonde; she was very tall, rather fat, and lazy; a coun­try girl, who could not get rid of her freckles, and whose short, light, al­most col­our­less, tow-like hair, which was like combed-out flax, barely covered her head.

				Raphaële, who came from Mar­seilles, a reg­u­lar sea­port street­walk­er, played the in­dis­pens­able part of the hand­some Jew­ess, and was thin, with high cheek bones, which were covered with rouge, and her black hair, which was al­ways covered with po­made, fell in curls on her fore­head. Her eyes would have been hand­some, if the right one had not had a speck in it. Her Ro­man nose came down over a square jaw, where two false up­per teeth con­tras­ted strangely with the bad col­our of the rest.

				Rosa la Rosse was a little roll of fat, nearly all stom­ach, with very short legs, and from morn­ing till night she sang songs, which were al­tern­ately in­de­cent or sen­ti­ment­al, in a harsh voice, told silly, in­ter­min­able tales, and only stopped talk­ing in or­der to eat, and left off eat­ing in or­der to talk; she was nev­er still, and was act­ive as a squir­rel, in spite of her fat, and of her short legs; and her laugh, which was a tor­rent of shrill cries, re­soun­ded here and there, cease­lessly, in a bed­room, in the at­tic, in the café, every­where, and about noth­ing.

				The two wo­men on the ground floor, Louise, who was nick­named Cocote, and Flora, whom they called Bal­ançoire, be­cause she limped a little, looked like kit­chen-maids dressed up for the car­ni­val. The former al­ways dressed as Liberty, with a tri-col­oured sash, and the oth­er as a Span­ish wo­man, with a string of cop­per coins, which jingled at every step she took, in her car­roty hair. They were like all oth­er wo­men of the lower or­ders, neither ugli­er nor bet­ter look­ing than they usu­ally are. They looked just like ser­vants at an inn, and they were gen­er­ally called the two Pumps.

				A jeal­ous peace, which was, how­ever, very rarely dis­turbed, reigned among these five wo­men, thanks to Ma­dame’s con­cili­at­ory wis­dom, and to her con­stant good hu­mour, and the es­tab­lish­ment, which was the only one of the kind in the little town, was very much fre­quen­ted. Ma­dame had suc­ceeded in giv­ing it such a re­spect­able ap­pear­ance, she was so ami­able and ob­li­ging to every­body, her good heart was so well known, that she was treated with a cer­tain amount of con­sid­er­a­tion. The reg­u­lar cus­tom­ers went out of their way to be nice to her, and were de­lighted when she was es­pe­cially friendly to­wards them, and when they met dur­ing the day, they would say: “Un­til this even­ing, you know where,” just as men say: “At the café, after din­ner.” In a word, Ma­dame Tel­li­er’s house was some­where to go to, and they very rarely missed their daily meet­ings there.

				One even­ing, to­wards the end of May, the first ar­rival, Mon­sieur Poulin, who was a tim­ber mer­chant, and had been may­or, found the door shut. The little lan­tern be­hind the grat­ing was not alight; there was not a sound in the house; everything seemed dead. He knocked, gently at first, but then more loudly, but nobody answered the door. Then he went slowly up the street, and when he got to the mar­ket place, he met Mon­sieur Duvert, the ship­build­er, who was go­ing to the same place, so they went back to­geth­er, but did not meet with any bet­ter suc­cess. But sud­denly they heard a loud noise close to them, and on go­ing round the house, they saw a num­ber of Eng­lish and French sail­ors, who were ham­mer­ing at the closed shut­ters of the café with their fists.

				The two gen­tle­men im­me­di­ately made their es­cape, for fear of be­ing com­prom­ised, but a low Pst stopped them; it was Mon­sieur Tournevau, the fish curer, who had re­cog­nized them, and was try­ing to at­tract their at­ten­tion. They told him what had happened, and he was all the more vexed at it, as he, a mar­ried man, and fath­er of a fam­ily, only went there on Sat­urdays, se­cur­i­tatis causa, as he said, al­lud­ing to a meas­ure of san­it­ary policy, which his friend Doc­tor Bor­de had ad­vised him to ob­serve. That was his reg­u­lar even­ing, and now he should be de­prived of it for the whole week.

				The three men went as far as the quay to­geth­er, and on the way they met young Mon­sieur Phil­ippe, the banker’s son, who fre­quen­ted the place reg­u­larly, and Mon­sieur Pinipesse, the Col­lect­or of Taxes, and they all re­turned to­geth­er by the street known as “the Ghetto,” to make a last at­tempt. But the ex­as­per­ated sail­ors were be­sieging the house, throw­ing stones at the shut­ters, and shout­ing, and the five first-floor cus­tom­ers went away as quickly as pos­sible, and walked aim­lessly about the streets.

				Presently they met Mon­sieur Dupuis, the in­sur­ance agent, and then Mon­sieur Vasse, the Judge of the Tribunal of Com­merce, and they took a long walk, go­ing to the pier first of all, where they sat down in a row on the gran­ite para­pet, and watched the waves break­ing. The foam on the crest of the waves gleamed a lu­min­ous white in the shad­ows, dis­ap­pear­ing al­most im­me­di­ately, and the mono­ton­ous noise of the sea break­ing on the rocks was pro­longed through the dark­ness along the rocky shore. When the sad prom­en­aders had sat there for some time, Mon­sieur Tournevau said:

				“This is not very amus­ing!”

				“De­cidedly not,” Mon­sieur Pinipesse replied, and they star­ted off again slowly.

				After go­ing through the street, which is called Sous-le-Bois, at the foot of the hill, they re­turned over the wooden bridge which crosses the Re­tenue, passed close to the rail­way, and came out again on to the mar­ket place, when sud­denly a quar­rel arose between Mon­sieur Pinipesse, the Col­lect­or of Taxes, and Mon­sieur Tournevau, about an ed­ible fungus which one of them de­clared he had found in the neigh­bour­hood.

				As they were out of tem­per already from sheer bore­dom, they would very prob­ably have come to blows, if the oth­ers had not in­terfered. Mon­sieur Pinipesse went off furi­ous, and soon an­oth­er al­ter­ca­tion arose between the ex-may­or, Mon­sieur Poulin, and Mon­sieur Dupuis, the in­sur­ance agent, on the sub­ject of the tax col­lect­or’s salary, and the profits which he might make. In­sult­ing re­marks were freely passing between them, when a tor­rent of for­mid­able cries was heard, and the body of sail­ors, who were tired of wait­ing so long out­side a closed house, came in­to the square. They were walk­ing arm-in-arm, two and two, and formed a long pro­ces­sion, and were shout­ing furi­ously. The lands­men went and hid them­selves un­der a gate­way, and the yelling crew dis­ap­peared in the dir­ec­tion of the ab­bey. For a long time they still heard the noise, which di­min­ished like a storm in the dis­tance, and then si­lence was re­stored, and Mon­sieur Poulin and Mon­sieur Dupuis, who were en­raged with each oth­er, went in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions, without wish­ing each oth­er good­bye.

				The oth­er four set off again, and in­stinct­ively went in the dir­ec­tion of Ma­dame Tel­li­er’s es­tab­lish­ment, which was still closed, si­lent, im­pen­et­rable. A quiet, but ob­stin­ate, drunk­en man was knock­ing at the door of the café, and then stopped and called Frédéric, the waiter, in a low voice, but find­ing that he got no an­swer, he sat down on the door­step, and waited the course of events.

				The oth­ers were just go­ing to re­tire, when the noisy band of sail­ors re­appeared at the end of the street. The French sail­ors were shout­ing the “Mar­seil­laise,” and the Eng­lish­men, “Rule Brit­an­nia.” There was a gen­er­al lurch­ing against the wall, and then the drunk­en brutes went on their way to­wards the quay, where a fight broke out between the two na­tions, in the course of which an Eng­lish­man had his arm broken, and a French­man his nose split.

				The drunk­en man, who had stopped out­side the door, was cry­ing by that time, as drunk­en men and chil­dren cry, when they are vexed, and the oth­ers went away. By de­grees, calm was re­stored in the noisy town; here and there, at mo­ments, the dis­tant sound of voices could be heard, and then died away in the dis­tance.

				One man, only, was still wan­der­ing about, Mon­sieur Tournevau, the fish curer, who was vexed at hav­ing to wait un­til the next Sat­urday, and he hoped for some­thing to turn up, he did not know what; but he was ex­as­per­ated at the po­lice for thus al­low­ing an es­tab­lish­ment of such pub­lic util­ity, which they had un­der their con­trol, to be closed.

				He went back to it, ex­amin­ing the walls, and try­ing to find out the reas­on, and on the shut­ter he saw a no­tice stuck up, so he struck a wax vesta, and read the fol­low­ing in a large, un­even hand: “Closed on ac­count of Con­firm­a­tion.”

				Then he went away, as he saw it was use­less to re­main, and left the drunk­en man ly­ing on the pave­ment fast asleep, out­side that in­hos­pit­able door.

				The next day, all the reg­u­lar cus­tom­ers, one after the oth­er, found some reas­on for go­ing through the street with a bundle of pa­pers un­der their arm, to keep them in coun­ten­ance, and with a furt­ive glance they all read that mys­ter­i­ous no­tice:

				
					Closed on ac­count of Con­firm­a­tion.

				

			
			
				
					Part
					II
				

				The fact is, Ma­dame had a broth­er, who was a car­penter in their nat­ive place, Vir­ville in the De­part­ment of Eure. When Ma­dame had still kept the inn at Yvetot, she had stood god­moth­er to that broth­er’s daugh­ter, who had re­ceived the name of Con­stance, Con­stance Riv­et; she her­self be­ing a Riv­et on her fath­er’s side. The car­penter, who knew that his sis­ter was in a good po­s­i­tion, did not lose sight of her, al­though they did not meet of­ten, for they were both kept at home by their oc­cu­pa­tions, and lived a long way from each oth­er. But as the girl was twelve years old, and go­ing to be con­firmed, he seized that op­por­tun­ity of com­ing to­geth­er, and wrote to his sis­ter that he was count­ing on her for the ce­re­mony. Their old par­ents were dead, and as she could not well re­fuse, she ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion. Her broth­er, whose name was Joseph, hoped that by dint of show­ing his sis­ter at­ten­tions, she might be in­duced to make her will in the girl’s fa­vour, as she had no chil­dren of her own.

				His sis­ter’s oc­cu­pa­tion did not trouble his scruples in the least, and be­sides, nobody knew any­thing about it in Vir­ville. When they spoke of her, they only said: “Ma­dame Tel­li­er is liv­ing at Fécamp,” which might mean that she was liv­ing on her own private in­come. It was quite twenty miles from Fécamp to Vir­ville, and for a peas­ant, twenty miles on land are more than is cross­ing the ocean to an edu­cated per­son. The people at Vir­ville had nev­er been farther than Rouen, and noth­ing at­trac­ted the people from Fécamp to a vil­lage of five hun­dred houses, in the middle of a plain, and situ­ated in an­oth­er de­part­ment, and, at any rate, noth­ing was known about her busi­ness.

				But the Con­firm­a­tion was com­ing on, and Ma­dame was in great em­bar­rass­ment. She had no un­der mis­tress, and did not care to leave her house, even for a day, for all the rival­ries between the girls up­stairs and those down­stairs, would in­fal­libly break out; no doubt Frédéric would get drunk, and when he was in that state he would knock any­body down for a mere word. At last, how­ever, she made up her mind to take them all with her, with the ex­cep­tion of the man, to whom she gave a hol­i­day, un­til the next day but one.

				When she asked her broth­er, he made no ob­jec­tion, but un­der­took to put them all up for a night, and so on Sat­urday morn­ing, the eight o’clock ex­press car­ried off Ma­dame and her com­pan­ions in a second-class car­riage. As far as Beuzeille, they were alone, and chattered like mag­pies, but at that sta­tion a couple got in. The man, an old peas­ant, dressed in a blue blouse with a fold­ing col­lar, wide sleeves, tight at the wrist, and or­na­men­ted with white em­broid­ery, wore an old high hat whose long rusty nap seemed to stand on end, held an enorm­ous green um­brella in one hand, and a large bas­ket in the oth­er, from which the heads of three frightened ducks pro­truded. The wo­man, who sat stiffly in her rus­tic finery, had a face like a fowl, and with a nose that was as poin­ted as a bill. She sat down op­pos­ite her hus­band and did not stir, as she was startled at find­ing her­self in such smart com­pany.

				There was cer­tainly an ar­ray of strik­ing col­ours in the car­riage. Ma­dame was dressed in blue silk from head to foot, and had on over her dress a dazzling red shawl of im­it­a­tion French cashmere. Fernande was pant­ing in a Scot­tish plaid dress, whose bod­ice, which her com­pan­ions had laced as tight as they could, had forced up her fall­ing bos­om in­to a double dome, that was con­tinu­ally heav­ing up and down, and which seemed li­quid be­neath the ma­ter­i­al. Raphaële, with a bon­net covered with feath­ers, so that it looked like a nest full of birds, had on a lilac dress with gold spots on it, and there was some­thing Ori­ent­al about it that suited her Jew­ish face. Rosa la Rosse had on a pink pet­ti­coat with large flounces, and looked like a very fat child, an obese dwarf; while the two Pumps looked as if they had cut their dresses out of old, flowered cur­tains, dat­ing from the Res­tor­a­tion.

				As soon as they were no longer alone in the com­part­ment, the ladies put on staid looks, and began to talk of sub­jects which might give the oth­ers a high opin­ion of them. But at Bol­bec a gen­tle­man with light whiskers, wear­ing a gold chain, and two or three rings, got in, and put sev­er­al par­cels wrapped in oil­cloth in­to the net over his head. He looked in­clined for a joke, and a good-natured fel­low. He sa­luted, smiled, and said af­fably:

				“Are you ladies chan­ging to an­oth­er gar­ris­on?”

				This ques­tion em­bar­rassed them all con­sid­er­ably. Ma­dame, how­ever, quickly re­covered her com­pos­ure, and said sharply, to avenge the hon­our of her corps:

				“I think you might try and be po­lite!”

				He ex­cused him­self, and said: “I beg your par­don, I ought to have said nun­nery.”

				As Ma­dame could not think of a re­tort, or per­haps as she thought her­self jus­ti­fied suf­fi­ciently, she gave him a dig­ni­fied bow, and pinched in her lips.

				Then the gen­tle­man, who was sit­ting between Rosa la Rosse and the old peas­ant, began to wink know­ingly at the ducks, whose heads were stick­ing out of the bas­ket, and when he felt that he had fixed the at­ten­tion of his pub­lic, he began to tickle them un­der their bills, and spoke fun­nily to them, to make the com­pany smile.

				“We have left our little pond, quack! quack! to make the ac­quaint­ance of the little spit, quack! quack!”

				The un­for­tu­nate creatures turned their necks away, to avoid his caresses, and made des­per­ate ef­forts to get out of their wick­er pris­on, and then, sud­denly, all at once, uttered the most lam­ent­able quacks of dis­tress. The wo­men ex­ploded with laughter. They leaned for­ward and pushed each oth­er, so as to see bet­ter; they were very much in­ter­ested in the ducks, and the gen­tle­man re­doubled his airs, his wit, and his teas­ing.

				Rosa joined in, and lean­ing over her neigh­bour’s legs, she kissed the three an­im­als on the head, and im­me­di­ately all the girls wanted to kiss them in turn, and the gen­tle­man took them on to his knees, made them jump up and down and pinched them. The two peas­ants, who were even in great­er con­sterna­tion than their poultry, rolled their eyes as if they were pos­sessed, without ven­tur­ing to move, and their old wrinkled faces had not a smile nor a move­ment.

				Then the gen­tle­man, who was a com­mer­cial trav­el­ler, offered the ladies braces by way of a joke, and tak­ing up one of his pack­ages, he opened it. It was a trick, for the par­cel con­tained garters. There were blue silk, pink silk, red silk, vi­ol­et silk, mauve silk garters, and the buckles were made of two gilt met­al Cu­pids, em­bra­cing each oth­er. The girls uttered ex­clam­a­tions of de­light and looked at them with that grav­ity which is nat­ur­al to a wo­man when she is hanker­ing after a bar­gain. They con­sul­ted one an­oth­er by their looks or in a whis­per, and replied in the same man­ner, and Ma­dame was long­ingly hand­ling a pair of or­ange garters that were broad­er and more im­pos­ing look­ing than the rest; really fit for the mis­tress of such an es­tab­lish­ment.

				The gen­tle­man waited, for a bright idea had struck him.

				“Come, my dears,” he said, “you must try them on.”

				There was a storm of ex­clam­a­tions, and they squeezed their pet­ti­coats between their legs, as if they thought he was go­ing to rav­ish them, but he quietly waited his time, and said: “Well, if you will not, I shall pack them up again.”

				And he ad­ded cun­ningly: “I of­fer any pair they like, to those who will try them on.”

				But they would not, and sat up very straight, and looked dig­ni­fied.

				But the two Pumps looked so dis­tressed that he re­newed the of­fer to them, and Flora Bal­ançoire es­pe­cially vis­ibly hes­it­ated. He pressed her: “Come, my dear, a little cour­age! Just look at that lilac pair; it will suit your dress ad­mir­ably …”

				That de­cided her, and pulling up her dress she showed a thick leg fit for a milk­maid, in a badly-fit­ting, coarse stock­ing. The com­mer­cial trav­el­ler stooped down and fastened the garter be­low the knee first of all and then above it; and he tickled the girl gently, which made her scream and jump. When he had done, he gave her the lilac pair, and asked: “Who next?”

				“I! I!” they all shouted at once, and he began on Rosa la Rosse, who un­covered a shape­less, round thing without any ankle, a reg­u­lar “saus­age of a leg,” as Raphaële used to say.

				The com­mer­cial trav­el­ler com­pli­men­ted Fernande, and grew quite en­thu­si­ast­ic over her power­ful columns.

				The thin tibi­as of the hand­some Jew­ess met with less suc­cess, and Louise Cocote, by way of a joke, put her pet­ti­coats over his head, so that Ma­dame was ob­liged to in­ter­fere to check such un­seemly be­ha­viour.

				Lastly, Ma­dame her­self put out her leg, a hand­some, Nor­man leg, mus­cu­lar and plump, and in his sur­prise and pleas­ure, the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler gal­lantly took off his hat to sa­lute that mas­ter calf, like a true French cava­lier.

				The two peas­ants, who were speech­less from sur­prise, looked aside, out of the corners of their eyes, and they looked so ex­actly like fowls that the man with the light whiskers, when he sat up, said “cock-a-doodle-do!” un­der their very noses, and that gave rise to an­oth­er storm of amuse­ment.

				The old people got out at Mot­teville, with their bas­ket, their ducks, and their um­brella, and they heard the wo­man say to her hus­band, as they went away:

				“They are bad wo­men, who are off to that cursed place Par­is.”

				The funny com­mer­cial trav­el­ler him­self got out at Rouen, after be­hav­ing so coarsely, that Ma­dame was ob­liged sharply to put him in­to his right place, and she ad­ded, as a mor­al: “This will teach us not to talk to the first-comer.”

				At Ois­sel they changed trains, and at a little sta­tion farther on, Mon­sieur Joseph Riv­et was wait­ing for them with a large cart and a num­ber of chairs in it, which was drawn by a white horse.

				The car­penter po­litely kissed all the ladies, and then helped them in­to his con­vey­ance.

				Three of them sat on three chairs at the back, Raphaële, Ma­dame and her broth­er on the three chairs in front, and Rosa, who had no seat, settled her­self as com­fort­ably as she could on tall Fernande’s knees, and then they set off.

				But the horse’s jerky trot shook the cart so ter­ribly that the chairs began to dance, throw­ing the trav­el­lers in­to the air, to the right and to the left, as if they had been dan­cing pup­pets, which made them make frightened grim­aces, and scream with fear. But this was sud­denly cut short by an­oth­er jolt of the cart.

				They clung on to the sides of the vehicle, their bon­nets fell on to their backs, their noses on their shoulders, and the white horse went on stretch­ing out his head, and hold­ing out his tail quite straight, a little, hair­less rat’s tail, with which he whisked his but­tocks from time to time.

				Joseph Riv­et, with one leg on the shafts and the oth­er bent un­der him, held out the reins with his el­bows very high, and he kept ut­ter­ing a kind of chuck­ling sound, which made the horse prick up its ears and go faster.

				The green coun­try ex­ten­ded on either side of the road, and here and there the colza in flower presen­ted a wav­ing ex­panse of yel­low, from which there arose a strong, whole­some, sweet and pen­et­rat­ing smell, which the wind car­ried to some dis­tance. Corn­flowers showed their little blue heads among the tall rye, and the wo­men wanted to pick them, but Mon­sieur Riv­et re­fused to stop. Then some­times a whole field ap­peared to be covered with blood, so thickly were the pop­pies grow­ing, and the cart, which looked as if it were filled with flowers of more bril­liant hue, drove on through the fields col­oured with wild flowers, and dis­ap­peared be­hind the trees of a farm, only to re­appear and to go on again through the yel­low or green stand­ing crops, stud­ded with red or blue, a dazzling car­load of wo­men, flee­ing be­neath the sun.

				One o’clock struck as they drove up to the car­penter’s door. They were tired out, and pale with hun­ger, as they had eaten noth­ing since they left home, and Ma­dame Riv­et ran out, and made them alight, one after an­oth­er, and kissed them as soon as they were on the ground, and she seemed as if she would nev­er tire of kiss­ing her sis­ter-in-law, whom she ap­par­ently wanted to mono­pol­ize. They had lunch in the work­shop, which had been cleared out for the next day’s din­ner.

				A cap­it­al om­elette, fol­lowed by fried eel, and washed down by good, sharp cider, made them all feel com­fort­able.

				Riv­et had taken a glass so that he might drink their health, and his wife cooked, waited on them, brought in the dishes, took them out, and asked all of them in a whis­per wheth­er they had everything they wanted. A num­ber of boards stand­ing against the walls, and heaps of shav­ings that had been swept in­to the corners, gave out a smell of planed wood, or car­pen­ter­ing, that res­in­ous odour which pen­et­rates the lungs.

				They wanted to see the little girl, but she had gone to church, and would not be back un­til even­ing, so they all went out for a stroll in the coun­try.

				It was a small vil­lage, through which the high road passed. Ten or a dozen houses on either side of the single street, were in­hab­ited by the butcher, the gro­cer, the car­penter, the innkeep­er, the shoe­maker, and the baker.

				The church was at the end of the street, and was sur­roun­ded by a small church­yard, and four enorm­ous lime-trees, which stood just out­side the porch, shaded it com­pletely. It was built of flint, in no par­tic­u­lar style, and had a slated steeple. Bey­ond it, the open coun­try began again, broken here and there by clumps of trees which hid the homestead.

				Al­though he was in his work­ing clothes, Riv­et had giv­en his arm to his sis­ter, out of po­lite­ness, and was walk­ing with her majestic­ally. His wife, who was over­whelmed by Raphaële’s gold-spangled dress, was walk­ing between her and Fernande, and fat Rosa was trot­ting be­hind with Louise Cocote and Flora Bal­ançoire, who was limp­ing along, quite tired out.

				The in­hab­it­ants came to their doors, the chil­dren left off play­ing, and a win­dow cur­tain would be raised, re­veal­ing a muslin cap, while an old wo­man with a crutch, and who was al­most blind, crossed her­self as if it were a re­li­gious pro­ces­sion, and they all looked for a long time after those hand­some ladies from the town, who had come so far to be present at the con­firm­a­tion of Joseph Riv­et’s little girl, and the car­penter rose very much in the pub­lic es­tim­a­tion.

				As they passed the church, they heard some chil­dren singing; little shrill voices were singing a hymn, but Ma­dame would not let them go in, for fear of dis­turb­ing the little cher­ubs.

				After a walk, dur­ing which Joseph Riv­et enu­mer­ated the prin­cip­al landed pro­pri­et­ors, spoke about the yield of the land, and pro­duct­ive­ness of the cows and sheep, he took his herd of wo­men home and in­stalled them in his house, and as it was very small, they had put them in­to the rooms, two by two.

				Just for once, Riv­et would sleep in the work­shop on the shav­ings; his wife was go­ing to share her bed with her sis­ter-in-law, and Fernande and Raphaële were to sleep to­geth­er in the next room. Louise and Flora were put in­to the kit­chen, where they had a mat­tress on the floor, and Rosa had a little dark cup­board at the top of the stairs to her­self, close to the loft, where the can­did­ate for con­firm­a­tion was to sleep.

				When the girl came in, she was over­whelmed with kisses; all the wo­men wished to caress her, with that need of tender ex­pan­sion, that pro­fes­sion­al habit of wheed­ling, which had made them kiss the ducks in the rail­way car­riage.

				They all took her on to their laps, stroked her soft, light hair, and pressed her in their arms with vehe­ment and spon­tan­eous out­bursts of af­fec­tion, and the child, who was very good and re­li­gious, bore it all pa­tiently.

				As the day had been a fa­tiguing one for every­body, they all went to bed soon after din­ner. The whole vil­lage was wrapped in that per­fect still­ness of the coun­try, which is al­most like a re­li­gious si­lence, and the girls, who were ac­cus­tomed to the noisy even­ings of their es­tab­lish­ment, felt rather im­pressed by the per­fect re­pose of the sleep­ing vil­lage, and they shivered, not with cold, but with those little shivers of solitude which come over un­easy and troubled hearts.

				As soon as they were in bed, two and two to­geth­er, they clasped each oth­er in their arms, as if to pro­tect them­selves against this feel­ing of the calm and pro­found slum­ber of the earth. But Rosa la Rosse, who was alone in her little dark cup­board, and was not ac­cus­tomed to sleep alone, felt a vague and pain­ful emo­tion come over her.

				She was toss­ing about in bed, un­able to get to sleep, when she heard the faint sobs of a cry­ing child close to her head through the par­ti­tion. She was frightened, and called out, and was answered by a weak voice, broken by sobs. It was the little girl, who was al­ways used to sleep­ing in her moth­er’s room, and who was frightened in her small at­tic.

				Rosa was de­lighted, got up softly so as not to awaken any­one, and went and fetched the child. She took her in­to her warm bed, kissed her and pressed her to her bos­om, cos­set­ted her, lav­ished ex­ag­ger­ated mani­fest­a­tions of ten­der­ness on her, and at last grew calmer her­self and went to sleep. And till morn­ing, the can­did­ate for con­firm­a­tion slept with her head on the pros­ti­tute’s na­ked bos­om.

				At five o’clock, the little church bell ringing the An­gelus, woke the wo­men up, who usu­ally slept the whole morn­ing long, their only rest after the fa­tigues of the night. The peas­ants were up already, and the wo­men went busily from house to house, talk­ing an­im­atedly, care­fully bring­ing short, starched, muslin dresses in band­boxes, or very long wax tapers, with a bow of silk fringed with gold in the middle, and with dents in the wax for the fin­gers.

				The sun was already high in the blue sky, which still had a rosy tint to­wards the ho­ri­zon, like a faint trace of dawn re­main­ing. Fam­il­ies of fowls were walk­ing about out­side the houses, and here and there a black cock, with a glisten­ing breast, raised his head, which was crowned by his red comb, flapped his wings, and uttered his shrill crow, which the oth­er cocks re­peated.

				Vehicles of all sorts came from neigh­bour­ing par­ishes, and dis­charged tall, Nor­man wo­men, in dark dresses, with necker­chiefs crossed over the bos­om, which were fastened with sil­ver brooches, a hun­dred years old. The men had put on their blouses over their new frock-coats, or over their old dress-coats of green cloth, the two tails of which hung down be­low their blouses. When the horses were in the stable, there was a double line of rus­tic con­vey­ances along the road; carts, cab­ri­olets, tilbur­ies, chara­bancs, traps of every shape and age, rest­ing on their shafts, or else with them in the air.

				The car­penter’s house was as busy as a bee­hive. The ladies, in dress­ing-jack­ets and pet­ti­coats, with their hanging down, thin, short hair, which looked as if it were faded and worn by use, were busy dress­ing the child, who was stand­ing mo­tion­less on a table, while Ma­dame Tel­li­er was dir­ect­ing the move­ments of her fly­ing column. They washed her, did her hair, dressed her, and with the help of a num­ber of pins, they ar­ranged the folds of her dress, and took in the waist, which was too large, and made her look as el­eg­ant as pos­sible. Then, when she was ready, she was told to sit down and not to move, and the crowd of ex­cited wo­men hur­ried off to get ready them­selves.

				The bell of the little church began to ring again, and its poor tinkle was lost in the air, like a feeble voice which is soon drowned in space. The can­did­ates came out of the houses, and went to­wards the pa­ro­chi­al build­ing which con­tained the two schools and the town hall and stood quiet at one end of the vil­lage, while the “House of God” was situ­ated at the oth­er.

				The par­ents, in their very best clothes, fol­lowed their chil­dren, with awk­ward looks, and those clumsy move­ments of bod­ies al­ways bent at work. The little girls dis­ap­peared in a cloud of muslin, which looked like whipped cream, while the lads, who looked like em­bryo waiters, and whose heads shone with po­made, walked with their legs apart, so as not to get any dust or dirt on their black trousers.

				It was some­thing for the fam­ily to be proud of, when a large num­ber of re­la­tions, who had come from a dis­tance, sur­roun­ded the child, and, con­sequently, the car­penter’s tri­umph was com­plete. Ma­dame Tel­li­er’s re­gi­ment, with its mis­tress at its head, fol­lowed Con­stance; her fath­er gave his arm to his sis­ter, her moth­er walked by the side of Raphaële, Fernande, with Rosa and the two Pumps to­geth­er, and thus they walked majestic­ally through the vil­lage, like a gen­er­al’s staff in full uni­form, while the ef­fect on the vil­lage was start­ling.

				At the school, the girls ar­ranged them­selves un­der the Sis­ter of Mercy, and the boys un­der the school­mas­ter, a hand­some man, who looked well, and they star­ted off, singing a hymn as they went. The boys led the way, in two files, between the two rows of un­yoked vehicles, and the girls fol­lowed in the same or­der; and as all the people in the vil­lage had giv­en the town ladies the pre­ced­ence out of po­lite­ness, they came im­me­di­ately be­hind the girls, and lengthened the double line of the pro­ces­sion still more, three on the right and three on the left, while their dresses were as strik­ing as the set piece in a fire­work dis­play.

				When they went in­to the church, the con­greg­a­tion grew quite ex­cited. They pressed against each oth­er, they turned round, they jostled one an­oth­er in or­der to see, and some of the de­vout ones spoke al­most aloud, as they were so as­ton­ished at the sight of those ladies whose dresses were more trimmed than the chas­ubles of the choir­boys.

				The May­or offered them his pew, the first one on the right, close to the choir, and Ma­dame Tel­li­er sat there with her sis­ter-in-law, Fernande and Raphaële, Rosa la Rosse, and the two Pumps oc­cu­pied the second seat, in com­pany with the car­penter.

				The choir was full of kneel­ing chil­dren, the girls on one side, and the boys on the oth­er, and the long wax tapers which they held looked like lances, point­ing in all dir­ec­tions, and three men were stand­ing in front of the lectern, singing as loud as they could. They pro­longed the syl­lables of the son­or­ous Lat­in in­def­in­itely, hold­ing on to Amens with in­ter­min­able a‑a’s, while the ser­pent kept up the mono­ton­ous, long drawn out notes, which that long-throated, cop­per in­stru­ment uttered. A child’s shrill voice took up the reply, and from time to time a priest sit­ting in a stall and wear­ing a square bi­retta, got up, muttered some­thing, and sat down again, while the three sing­ers con­tin­ued, with their eyes fixed on the big book of plain­song ly­ing open be­fore them on the out­stretched wings of an eagle, moun­ted on a pivot.

				Then si­lence en­sued. The whole con­greg­a­tion knelt with one move­ment, and the cel­eb­rant ap­peared, old and ven­er­able, with white hair, bent over the chalice which he car­ried in his left hand. Two as­sist­ants in red robes walked in front of him, and be­hind ap­peared a crowd of chor­is­ters in heavy clogs, who lined up on both sides of the choir.

				A small bell chimed amidst dead si­lence. The ser­vice began. The priest moved slowly back and forth in front of the tab­er­nacle of gold, gen­u­flect­ing, in­ton­ing in a cracked voice, lisp­ing with age, the pre­lim­in­ary pray­ers. As soon as he stopped all the chor­is­ters and the or­gan burst forth sim­ul­tan­eously, and in the con­greg­a­tion men also sang, not so loudly, more humbly, as be­fits mere spec­tat­ors. Sud­denly the Kyrie eleis­on rose to the heav­ens from every heart and throat. Grains of dust and frag­ments of moul­der­ing wood ac­tu­ally fell from the an­cient arch which was shaken by this ex­plo­sion of sound. The sun beat­ing on the slates of the roof turned the little church in­to a fur­nace. A great emo­tion, an anxious wait, the im­min­ence of the in­ef­fable mys­tery, filled the hearts of the chil­dren with awe, and touched the breasts of their moth­ers.

				The priest, who had re­mained seated for some time, walked up again to­wards the al­tar and, bare­headed, with his sil­very hair, he ap­proached the su­per­nat­ur­al act with trem­bling ges­tures. He turned to­wards the faith­ful and, spread­ing out his hands, pro­nounced the words: “Orate, fratres,” “pray, brethren.” They all prayed. The old priest was now ut­ter­ing in a stam­mer­ing whis­per the mys­ter­i­ous and su­preme words; the bell chimed sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion; the pros­trate crowd called upon God; the chil­dren were faint­ing from bound­less anxi­ety.

				It was then that Rosa, with her head in both her hands, sud­denly thought of her moth­er and her vil­lage church on her first com­mu­nion. She al­most fan­cied that that day had re­turned, when she was so small, and al­most hid­den in her white dress, and she began to cry.

				First of all, she wept si­lently, and the tears dropped slowly from her eyes, but her emo­tion in­creased with her re­col­lec­tions, and she began to sob. She took out her pock­et-handker­chief, wiped her eyes, and held it to her mouth, so as not to scream, but it was use­less. A sort of rattle es­caped her throat, and she was answered by two oth­er pro­found, heart­break­ing sobs; for her two neigh­bours, Louise and Flora, who were kneel­ing near her, over­come by sim­il­ar re­col­lec­tions, were sob­bing by her side, amidst a flood of tears, and as tears are con­ta­gious, Ma­dame soon in turn found that her eyes were wet, and on turn­ing to her sis­ter-in-law, she saw that all the oc­cu­pants of her seat were also cry­ing.

				The priest was cre­at­ing the body of Christ. The chil­dren were un­con­scious of everything, pros­trated on the tiled floor by burn­ing de­vo­tion, and through­out the church, here and there, a wife, a moth­er, a sis­ter, seized by the strange sym­pathy of poignant emo­tion, and agit­ated by those hand­some ladies on their knees, who were shaken by their sobs, was moisten­ing her checked cot­ton handker­chief, and press­ing her beat­ing heart with her left hand.

				Just as the sparks from an en­gine will set fire to dry grass, so the tears of Rosa and of her com­pan­ions in­fec­ted the whole con­greg­a­tion in a mo­ment. Men, wo­men, old men, and lads in new blouses were soon all sob­bing, and some­thing su­per­hu­man seemed to be hov­er­ing over their heads; a spir­it, the power­ful breath of an in­vis­ible and all-power­ful be­ing.

				Then, in the choir a sharp short noise re­soun­ded. The Sis­ter of Mercy had giv­en the sig­nal for com­mu­nion by strik­ing on her pray­er­book, and the chil­dren, shiv­er­ing with a di­vine fever, ap­proached the holy table. A whole row knelt down. The old priest, hold­ing in his hand the pyx of gilt sil­ver, walked in front of them, ad­min­is­ter­ing the sac­red host, the body of Christ, the sal­va­tion of the world. They opened their mouths con­vuls­ively, with nervous grim­aces, their eyes shut and their faces deathly pale. And the long com­mu­nion al­tar cloth, spread out be­neath their chins, quivered like run­ning wa­ter.

				Sud­denly a spe­cies of mad­ness seemed to per­vade the church, the noise of a crowd in a state of frenzy, a tem­pest of sobs and stifled cries. It passed through them like gusts of wind which bow the trees in a forest, and the priest re­mained stand­ing, mo­tion­less, the host in his hand, para­lysed by emo­tion, say­ing: “It is God, it is God who is amongst us, mani­fest­ing his pres­ence. He is des­cend­ing upon his kneel­ing people in reply to my pray­ers.” He stammered out in­co­her­ent pray­ers, without find­ing words, pray­ers of the soul, when it soars to­wards heav­en.

				He fin­ished giv­ing com­mu­nion in such a state of re­li­gious ex­al­ta­tion that his legs shook un­der him, and when he him­self had par­taken of the blood of the Lord, he plunged in­to a pray­er of ec­stat­ic thanks.

				The people be­hind him gradu­ally grew calmer. The chor­is­ters, in all the dig­nity of their white sur­plices, went on in some­what un­cer­tain voices, and the ser­pent it­self seemed hoarse, as if the in­stru­ment had been weep­ing.

				Rais­ing his hands the priest then made a sign to them to be si­lent, and passing between the two lines of com­mu­nic­ants plunged in an ec­stasy of hap­pi­ness, he went up to the chancel steps. The con­greg­a­tion sat down amidst the noise of chairs, and they all blew their noses vi­ol­ently. As soon as they saw the priest, there was si­lence, and he began to speak in low, muffled, hes­it­at­ing tones: “My dear brethren and sis­ters, and chil­dren, I thank you from the bot­tom of my heart. You have just giv­en me the greatest joy of my life. I felt that God was com­ing down amongst us in re­sponse to my call. He came, he was there, present, filling your souls, caus­ing your tears to over­flow. I am the old­est priest in the dio­cese, and today I am the hap­pi­est. A mir­acle has taken place among us, a true, a great, a sub­lime mir­acle. While Je­sus Christ was en­ter­ing the bod­ies of these little chil­dren for the first time, the Holy Spir­it, the ce­les­ti­al bird, the breath of God des­cen­ded upon you, pos­sessed you, seized you, and bent you like reeds in the wind.”

				Then, in firmer tones, turn­ing to­wards the two pews where the car­penter’s guests were seated:

				“I es­pe­cially thank you, my dear sis­ters, who have come from such a dis­tance, and whose pres­ence among us, whose evid­ent faith and ar­dent piety have set such a salut­ary ex­ample to all. You have edi­fied my par­ish; your emo­tion has warmed all hearts; without you, this great day would not, per­haps, have had this really di­vine char­ac­ter. It is suf­fi­cient, at times, that there should be one chosen to keep in the flock, to make the whole flock blessed.”

				His voice failed him from emo­tion. He ad­ded: “I pray for grace for you. Amen.” And he re­turned to the al­tar to con­clude the ser­vice.

				Then they all left the church as quickly as pos­sible, and the chil­dren them­selves were rest­less, as they were tired with such a pro­longed ten­sion of the mind. Be­sides that, they were hungry, and by de­grees the par­ents left without wait­ing for the last gos­pel, to see about din­ner.

				There was a crowd out­side, a noisy crowd, a ba­bel of loud voices, where the shrill Nor­man ac­cent was dis­cern­ible. The vil­la­gers, formed two ranks, and when the chil­dren ap­peared, each fam­ily seized its own.

				The whole house­ful of wo­men caught hold of Con­stance, sur­roun­ded her and kissed her, and Rosa was es­pe­cially demon­strat­ive. At last she took hold of one hand, while Ma­dame Tel­li­er held the oth­er, and Raphaële and Fernande held up her long muslin pet­ti­coat, so that it might not drag in the dust; Louise and Flora brought up the rear with Ma­dame Riv­et, and the child, who was very si­lent and thought­ful, filled with the sense of God whom she had ab­sorbed, set off home, in the midst of this guard of hon­our.

				The din­ner was served in the work­shop, on long boards sup­por­ted by trestles, and through the open door they could see all the en­joy­ment that was go­ing on. Every­where they were feast­ing, and through every win­dow were to be seen tables sur­roun­ded by people in their Sunday best, and a cheer­ful noise was heard in every house, while the men were sit­ting in their shirtsleeves, drink­ing pure cider, glass after glass, and in the middle of each com­pany two chil­dren could be seen, here two boys, there two girls, din­ing one with the fam­ily of the oth­er.

				In the car­penter’s house, their gaiety main­tained some­what of an air of re­serve, which was the con­sequence of the emo­tion of the girls in the morn­ing, and Riv­et was the only one who was in a good form, and he was drink­ing to ex­cess. Ma­dame Tel­li­er was look­ing at the clock every mo­ment, for, in or­der not to lose two days fol­low­ing, they ought to take the 3:55 train, which would bring them to Fécamp to­wards even­ing.

				The car­penter tried very hard to dis­tract her at­ten­tion, so as to keep his guests un­til the next day, but he did not suc­ceed, for she nev­er joked when there was busi­ness to be done, and as soon as they had had their cof­fee she ordered her girls to make haste and get ready, and then, turn­ing to her broth­er, she said:

				“You must have the horses put in im­me­di­ately,” and she her­self went to fin­ish her last pre­par­a­tions.

				When she came down again, her sis­ter-in-law was wait­ing to speak to her about the child, and a long con­ver­sa­tion took place, in which, how­ever, noth­ing was settled. The car­penter’s wife fin­ished, and pre­ten­ded to be very much moved, and Ma­dame Tel­li­er, who was hold­ing the girl on her knees, would not pledge her­self to any­thing def­in­ite, but merely gave vague prom­ises … she would not for­get her, there was plenty of time, and then, they would meet again.

				But the con­vey­ance did not come to the door, and the wo­men did not come down­stairs. Up­stairs, they even heard loud laughter, falls, little screams, and much clap­ping of hands, and so, while the car­penter’s wife went to the stable to see wheth­er the cart was ready, Ma­dame went up­stairs.

				Riv­et, who was very drunk, and half un­dressed, was vainly try­ing to vi­ol­ate Rosa, who was dy­ing with laughter. The two Pumps were hold­ing him by the arms and try­ing to calm him, as they were shocked at such a scene after that morn­ing’s ce­re­mony; but Raphaële and Fernande were ur­ging him on, writh­ing and hold­ing their sides with laughter, and they uttered shrill cries at every use­less at­tempt that the drunk­en fel­low made. The man was furi­ous, his face was red, he was all un­buttoned, and he was try­ing to shake off the two wo­men who were cling­ing to him, while he was pulling at Rosa’s dress with all his might and mut­ter­ing: “So you won’t, you hussy?”

				But Ma­dame, who was very in­dig­nant, went up to her broth­er, seized him by the shoulders, and threw him out of the room with such vi­ol­ence that he fell against a wall in the pas­sage, and a minute af­ter­wards they heard him pump­ing wa­ter on to his head in the yard, and when he came back with the cart, he was quite calm.

				They re­turned the same way as they had come the day be­fore, and the little white horse star­ted off, with his quick, dan­cing trot. Un­der the hot sun, their fun, which had been checked dur­ing din­ner, broke out again. The girls were now amused at the jolts which the wag­on gave, pushed their neigh­bour’s chairs, and burst out laugh­ing every mo­ment, for they were in the vein for it, after Riv­et’s vain at­tempt.

				There was a haze over the coun­try, the roads were glar­ing, and dazzled their eyes, and the wheels raised up two trails of dust, which fol­lowed the cart for a long time along the high road, and presently Fernande, who was fond of mu­sic, asked Rosa to sing some­thing, and she boldly struck up the “Gros Curé de Meud­on,” but Ma­dame made her stop im­me­di­ately, as she thought it a song which was very un­suit­able for such a day, and she ad­ded:

				“Sing us some­thing of Béranger’s.” And so, after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, she began Béranger’s song, “The Grand­moth­er,” in her worn-out voice:

				
					
						Ma grand’mère, un soir à sa fête,
						

						De vin pur ay­ant bu deux doigts,
						

						Nous disait, en bran­lant la tête:
						

						Que d’amoureux j’eus autre­fois!
					

					
						Com­bi­en je re­grette
						

						Mon bras si dodu,
						

						Ma jambe bi­en faite,
						

						Et le temps perdu!
					

				

				And the girls in chor­us, led by Ma­dame, re­peated the re­frain:

				
					
						Com­bi­en je re­grette
						

						Mon bras si dodu,
						

						Ma jambe bi­en faite,
						

						Et le temps perdu!
					

				

				“That’s fine!” de­clared Riv­et, car­ried away by the rhythm, and Rosa went on at once:

				
					
						Quoi, ma­man, vous n’étiez pas sage?
						

						—Non, vraiment! et de mes ap­pas,
						

						Seule, à quin­ze ans, j’ap­pris l’us­age,
						

						Car la nu­it, je ne dormais pas.
					

				

				They all shouted the re­frain to every verse, while Riv­et beat time on the shafts with his foot, and on the horse’s back with the reins, who, as if he him­self were car­ried away by the rhythm, broke in­to a wild gal­lop, and threw all the wo­men in a heap, one on the top of the oth­er, on the bot­tom of the con­vey­ance.

				They got up, laugh­ing wildly, and the song went on, shouted at the top of their voices, be­neath the burn­ing sky, among the ripen­ing grain, to the rap­id gal­lop of the little horse, who set off every time the re­frain was sung, and gal­loped a hun­dred yards, to their great de­light, while oc­ca­sion­ally a stone break­er by the road­side sat up and looked at the wild and shout­ing fe­male load through his wire spec­tacles.

				When they got out at the sta­tion, the car­penter said:

				“I am sorry you are go­ing; we might have had some fun to­geth­er.” But Ma­dame replied very sens­ibly: “Everything has its right time, and we can­not al­ways be en­joy­ing ourselves.” And then he had a sud­den in­spir­a­tion:

				“Look here, I will come and see you at Fécamp next month.” And he gave a know­ing look, with a bright and roguish eye.

				“Come,” Ma­dame said, “you must be sens­ible; you may come if you like, but you are not to be up to any of your tricks.”

				He did not reply, and as they heard the whistle of the train, he im­me­di­ately began to kiss them all. When he came to Rosa’s turn, he tried to get to her mouth, which she, how­ever, smil­ing with her lips closed, turned away from him each time by a rap­id move­ment of her head to one side. He held her in his arms, but he could not at­tain his ob­ject, as his large whip, which he was hold­ing in his hand and wav­ing be­hind the girl’s back in des­per­a­tion, in­terfered with his ef­forts.

				“Pas­sen­gers for Rouen, take your seats, please!” a guard cried, and they got in. There was a slight whistle, fol­lowed by a loud whistle, from the en­gine, which nois­ily puffed out its first jet of steam, while the wheels began to turn a little, with a vis­ible ef­fort, and Riv­et left the sta­tion and went to the gate by the side of the line to get an­oth­er look at Rosa, and as the car­riage full of hu­man mer­chand­ise passed him, he began to crack his whip and to jump, while he sang at the top of his voice:

				
					
						Com­bi­en je re­grette
						

						Mon bras si dodu,
						

						Ma jambe bi­en faite,
						

						Et le temps perdu!
					

				

				And then he watched a white pock­et-handker­chief, which some­body was wav­ing, as it dis­ap­peared in the dis­tance.

			
			
				
					Part
					III
				

				They slept the peace­ful sleep of a quiet con­science, un­til they got to Rouen, and when they re­turned to the house, re­freshed and res­ted, Ma­dame could not help say­ing:

				“It was all very well, but I was already long­ing to get home.”

				They hur­ried over their sup­per, and then, when they had put on their pro­fes­sion­al cos­tume, waited for their usu­al cus­tom­ers, and the little col­oured lamp out­side the door told the pass­ersby that the flock had re­turned to the fold, and in a mo­ment the news spread, nobody knew how or by whom. Mon­sieur Phil­lippe, the banker’s son, even car­ried his for­get­ful­ness so far, as to send a spe­cial mes­sen­ger to Mon­sieur Tournevau, who was con­fined to the bos­om of his fam­ily.

				The fish-curer used every Sunday to have sev­er­al cous­ins to din­ner, and they were hav­ing cof­fee, when a man came in with a let­ter in his hand. Mon­sieur Tournevau was much ex­cited, he opened the en­vel­ope and grew pale; it only con­tained these words in pen­cil:

				
					“The cargo of cod has been found; the ship has come in­to port; good busi­ness for you. Come im­me­di­ately.”

				

				He felt in his pock­ets, gave the mes­sen­ger two­pence, and sud­denly blush­ing to his ears, he said: “I must go out.” He handed his wife the lac­on­ic and mys­ter­i­ous note, rang the bell, and when the ser­vant came in, he asked her to bring him his hat and over­coat im­me­di­ately. As soon as he was in the street, he began to run, and the way seemed to him to be twice as long as usu­al, his im­pa­tience was so great.

				Ma­dame Tel­li­er’s es­tab­lish­ment had put on quite a hol­i­day look. On the ground floor, a num­ber of sail­ors were mak­ing a deaf­en­ing noise, and Louise and Flora drank with one and the oth­er, so as to mer­it their name of the two Pumps more than ever. They were be­ing called for every­where at once; already they were not able to cope with busi­ness, and the night bid fair to be a very busy one for them.

				The circle in the up­stairs room was com­plete by nine o’clock. Mon­sieur Vasse, the Judge of the Tribunal of Com­merce, Ma­dame’s usu­al, but Pla­ton­ic woo­er, was talk­ing to her in a corner, in a low voice, and they were both smil­ing, as if they were about to come to an un­der­stand­ing. Mon­sieur Poulin, the ex-may­or, was hold­ing Rosa astride on his knees; and she, with her nose close to his, was run­ning her podgy hands through the old gen­tle­man’s white whiskers. A glimpse of her bare thigh was vis­ible be­neath her up­raised dress of yel­low silk, and was thrown in­to re­lief by the back­ground of his dark trousers, while her red stock­ings were held up by blue garters, the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler’s present.

				Tall Fernande, who was ly­ing on the sofa, had both her feet on Mon­sieur Pinipesse, the tax-col­lect­or’s stom­ach, and her back on young Mon­sieur Phil­ippe’s waist­coat; her right arm was round his neck, while she held a ci­gar­ette in her left.

				Raphaële ap­peared to be dis­cuss­ing mat­ters with Mon­sieur Dupuis, the in­sur­ance agent, and she fin­ished by say­ing: “Yes, my dear, I will, this even­ing.” Then waltz­ing across the room—“Any­thing you like this even­ing,” she cried.

				Just then, the door opened sud­denly, and Mon­sieur Tournevau came in, who was greeted with en­thu­si­ast­ic cries of: “Long live Tournevau!” And Raphaële, who was still twirl­ing round, went and threw her­self in­to his arms. He seized her in a vig­or­ous em­brace, and without say­ing a word, lift­ing her up as if she had been a feath­er, he went through the room, opened the door at the oth­er end and dis­ap­peared with his liv­ing bur­den in the dir­ec­tion of the stairs, amidst great ap­plause.

				Rosa, who was ex­cit­ing the ex-may­or, kiss­ing him every mo­ment, and pulling both his whiskers at the same time in or­der to keep his head straight, was in­spired by this ex­ample. “Come, do what he did,” she said. The old boy got up, pulled his waist­coat straight, and fol­lowed the girl, fum­bling in the pock­et where he kept his money.

				Fernande and Ma­dame re­mained with the four men, and Mon­sieur Phil­ippe ex­claimed: “I will pay for some cham­pagne; get three bottles, Ma­dame Tel­li­er.” And Fernande gave him a hug, and whispered to him: “Play us a waltz, will you?” So he rose and sat down at the old pi­ano in the corner, and man­aged to get a hoarse waltz out of the en­trails of the in­stru­ment. The tall girl put her arms round the Tax-Col­lect­or, Ma­dame fell in­to the arms of Mon­sieur Vasse, and the two couples turned round, kiss­ing as they danced. Mon­sieur Vasse, who had formerly danced in good so­ci­ety, waltzed with such el­eg­ance that Ma­dame was quite cap­tiv­ated. She looked at him with a glance which said “Yes,” a more dis­creet and de­li­cious “Yes” than the spoken word.

				Frédéric brought the cham­pagne; the first cork popped, and Mon­sieur Phil­ippe played the in­tro­duc­tion to a quad­rille, through which the four dan­cers walked in so­ci­ety fash­ion, dec­or­ously, with pro­pri­ety, de­port­ment, bows and curt­sies, and then they began to drink. Mon­sieur Tournevau re­turned, re­lieved, con­ten­ted, ra­di­ant. “I do not know,” he said, “what has happened to Raphaële; she is per­fect this even­ing.” A glass was handed to him and he drank it off at a gulp, as he mur­mured, “By heav­ens, everything is be­ing done on a lux­uri­ous scale!”

				Mon­sieur Phil­ippe at once struck up a lively polka, and Mon­sieur Tournevau star­ted off with the hand­some Jew­ess, whom he held up in the air, without let­ting her feet touch the ground. Mon­sieur Pinipesse and Mon­sieur Vasse had star­ted off with re­newed vigour, and from time to time one or oth­er couple would stop to toss off a long glass of spark­ling wine, and the dance was threat­en­ing to be­come nev­er-end­ing, when Rosa opened the door.

				She had a can­dle­stick in her hand, her hair was down, and she was in bed­room slip­pers and chemise. Her face was flushed and very an­im­ated: “I want to dance,” she shouted. “And what about the old gen­tle­man?” Raphaële asked. Rosa burst out laugh­ing: “Him? he’s asleep already. He falls asleep at once.” She caught hold of Mon­sieur Dupuis, who was sit­ting on the sofa do­ing noth­ing, and the polka was re­sumed.

				But the bottles were empty. “I will pay for one,” Mon­sieur Tournevau said. “So will I,” Mon­sieur Vasse de­clared. “And I will do the same,” Mon­sieur Dupuis re­marked.

				They all began to clap their hands, and it soon be­came a reg­u­lar ball, and from time to time, Louise and Flora ran up­stairs quickly, had a few turns, while their cus­tom­ers down­stairs grew im­pa­tient, and then they re­turned re­gret­fully to the café. At mid­night they were still dan­cing. From time to time one of the girls would dis­ap­pear, and when she was wanted for the dance, it would sud­denly be dis­covered that one of the men was also miss­ing.

				“Where have you been?” asked Mon­sieur Phil­ippe, joc­u­larly, when Mon­sieur Pinipesse re­turned with Fernande. “Watch­ing Mon­sieur Poulin sleep,” replied the Tax-Col­lect­or. The joke was a great suc­cess, and all the men in turn went up­stairs to see Mon­sieur Poulin sleep­ing, with one or oth­er of the girls, who on this oc­ca­sion dis­played an un­usu­al ami­ab­il­ity.

				Ma­dame shut her eyes to what was go­ing on and she had long private talks in corners with Mon­sieur Vasse, as if to settle the last de­tails of some­thing that had already been settled.

				At last, at one o’clock, the two mar­ried men, Mon­sieur Tournevau and Mon­sieur Pinipesse, de­clared that they were go­ing home, and wanted to pay. Noth­ing was charged for ex­cept the cham­pagne, and that only cost six francs a bottle, in­stead of ten, which was the usu­al price, and when they ex­pressed their sur­prise at such gen­er­os­ity, Ma­dame, who was beam­ing, said to them:

				“We don’t have a hol­i­day every day.”

			
		
	
		
			An Adventure in Paris

			Is there any stronger feel­ing than curi­os­ity in a wo­man? Fancy see­ing, know­ing, touch­ing what one has dreamed about! What would a wo­man not do for that? Once a wo­man’s eager curi­os­ity is roused, she will be guilty of any folly, com­mit any im­prudence, ven­ture upon any­thing, and re­coil from noth­ing. I am speak­ing of wo­men who are really wo­men, who are en­dowed with that triple-bot­tomed dis­pos­i­tion, which ap­pears to be reas­on­able and cool on the sur­face, but whose three secret com­part­ments are filled as fol­lows: The first, with fe­male un­eas­i­ness, which is al­ways in a state of flut­ter­ing; the next, with sly tricks which are col­oured with an im­it­a­tion of good faith, with the soph­ist­ic­al and for­mid­able wiles of ap­par­ently de­vout wo­men; and the last, with all those charm­ing, im­prop­er acts, with that de­light­ful de­ceit, ex­quis­ite per­fidy, and all those way­ward qual­it­ies which drive lov­ers who are stu­pidly cred­u­lous to sui­cide, but de­light oth­ers.

			The wo­man whose ad­ven­ture I am about to re­late was a little per­son from the provinces, who had been in­sip­idly re­spect­able till then. Her life, which was ap­par­ently so calm, was spent at home, with a busy hus­band and two chil­dren, whom she brought up like an ir­re­proach­able wo­man. But her heart beat with un­sat­is­fied curi­os­ity and un­known long­ing. She was con­tinu­ally think­ing of Par­is, and read the fash­ion­able pa­pers eagerly. The ac­counts of parties, of the dresses and vari­ous en­ter­tain­ments, ex­cited her long­ing; but, above all, she was strangely agit­ated by those para­graphs which were full of double mean­ing, by those veils which were half raised by clev­er phrases, and which gave her a glimpse of culp­able and rav­ish­ing de­lights, and from her home in the provinces she saw Par­is in an apo­theosis of mag­ni­fi­cent and cor­rupt lux­ury.

			Dur­ing the long nights, when she dreamed, lulled by the reg­u­lar snores of a hus­band, sleep­ing on his back by her side, with a silk handker­chief tied round his head, she saw in her sleep those well-known men whose names ap­peared reg­u­larly on the first page of the news­pa­pers like stars in the dark sky. She pic­tured to her­self their lives—con­tinu­al ex­cite­ment, con­stant de­bauches, or­gies such as they prac­tised in an­cient Rome, which were hor­ribly vo­lup­tu­ous, with re­fine­ments of sen­su­al­ity so com­plic­ated, that she could not even ima­gine them.

			The boulevards seemed to her to be a kind of abyss of hu­man pas­sions, and there could be no doubt that the houses there con­cealed mys­ter­ies of prodi­gious love. But she felt that she was grow­ing old, without hav­ing known life, ex­cept in those reg­u­lar, hor­ribly mono­ton­ous, every­day oc­cu­pa­tions which con­sti­tute the hap­pi­ness of the home. She was still pretty, for she was well pre­served by a tran­quil ex­ist­ence, like winter fruit in a closed cup­board; but she was con­sumed, agit­ated and up­set by her secret de­sires. She used to ask her­self wheth­er she should die without hav­ing ex­per­i­enced any of those damning, in­tox­ic­at­ing joys, without hav­ing plunged once, just once, in­to that flood of Parisi­an vo­lup­tu­ous­ness.

			By dint of much per­sever­ance, she paved the way for a jour­ney to Par­is, found a pre­text, got some re­l­at­ives to in­vite her, and as her hus­band could not go with her, she went alone. As soon as she ar­rived, she in­ven­ted a reas­on for re­main­ing for some days, or rather for some nights, if ne­ces­sary, as she told him that she had met some friends who lived a little way out town.

			And then she set out on a voy­age of dis­cov­ery. She went up and down the boulevards, without see­ing any­thing ex­cept rov­ing and li­censed vice. She looked in­to the large cafés, and read the Agony Column of the Figaro, which every morn­ing seemed to her like a toc­sin, a sum­mons to love. But noth­ing put her on the track of those or­gies of act­ors and act­resses; noth­ing re­vealed to her those temples of de­bauch­ery which opened, she ima­gined, at some ma­gic word, like the cave in the Ar­a­bi­an Nights, or the cata­combs in Rome, where the mys­ter­ies of a per­se­cuted re­li­gion were secretly cel­eb­rated.

			Her re­l­at­ives, who were quite middle-class people, could not in­tro­duce her to any of those well-known men, of whose names her head was full; and in des­pair she was think­ing of re­turn­ing, when chance came to her aid. One day, as she was go­ing along the Rue de la Chaussée d’An­tin, she stopped to look in­to a shop full of those col­oured Ja­pan­ese knick­knacks, which at­tract the eye by their col­our. She was look­ing at the grot­esque little ivor­ies, the tall vases of flam­ing enamel, and the curi­ous bronzes, when she heard the shop­keep­er in­side dilat­ing, with many bows, on the value of an enorm­ous, pot­bel­lied, com­ic­al fig­ure—which was quite unique, he said—to a little, bald-headed, grey-bearded man.

			Every mo­ment the shop­keep­er re­peated his cus­tom­er’s name, which was a cel­eb­rated one, in a voice like a trum­pet. The oth­er cus­tom­ers, young wo­men and well-dressed gen­tle­men, gave a swift and furt­ive but re­spect­ful glance at the cel­eb­rated writer, who was look­ing ad­mir­ingly at the china fig­ure. They were both equally ugly, as ugly as two broth­ers who had sprung from the same moth­er.

			“To you the price will be a thou­sand francs, Mon­sieur Var­in, and that is ex­actly what it cost me. I should ask any­body else fif­teen hun­dred, but I think a great deal of lit­er­ary and artist­ic cus­tom­ers, and have spe­cial prices for them. They all come to me, Mon­sieur Var­in. Yes­ter­day, Mon­sieur Busnach bought a large, an­tique gob­let from me, and the oth­er day I sold two can­de­labra like this (aren’t they beau­ti­ful?) to Mon­sieur Al­ex­an­dre Du­mas. If Mon­sieur Zola were to see that Ja­pan­ese fig­ure he would buy it im­me­di­ately, Mon­sieur Var­in.”

			The au­thor hes­it­ated in per­plex­ity, as he wanted to have the fig­ure, but the price was above him, and he thought no more about be­ing stared at than if he had been alone in the desert. She came in trem­bling, with her eyes fixed shame­lessly upon him, and she did not even ask her­self wheth­er he were good-look­ing, el­eg­ant, or young. It was Jean Var­in him­self, Jean Var­in. After a long struggle and pain­ful hes­it­a­tion, he put the fig­ure down on to the table.

			“No, it is too ex­pens­ive,” he said.

			The shop­keep­er’s elo­quence re­doubled. “Oh! Mon­sieur Var­in, too ex­pens­ive? It is worth two thou­sand francs, if it is worth a sou.”

			But the man of let­ters replied sadly, still look­ing at the fig­ure with the enameled eyes: “I do not say it is not: but it is too ex­pens­ive for me.”

			And thereupon, she, seized by a kind of mad au­da­city, came for­ward and said: “What will you charge me for the fig­ure?”

			The shop­keep­er, in sur­prise, replied: “Fif­teen hun­dred francs, Ma­dame.”

			“I will take it.”

			The writer, who had not even no­ticed her till that mo­ment, turned round sud­denly. He looked at her from head to foot, with half-closed eyes, ob­serv­antly, and then he took in the de­tails, as a con­nois­seur. She was charm­ing, sud­denly an­im­ated by the flame which had hitherto been dormant in her. And then, a wo­man who gives fif­teen hun­dred francs for a knick­knack is not to be met with every day.

			But she was over­come by a feel­ing of de­light­ful del­ic­acy, and turn­ing to him, she said in a trem­bling voice:

			“Ex­cuse me, Mon­sieur; no doubt I have been rather hasty, as per­haps you had not fi­nally made up your mind.”

			He, how­ever, only bowed, and said: “In­deed I had, Ma­dame.”

			And she, filled with emo­tion, con­tin­ued: “Well, Mon­sieur, if either today, or at any oth­er time, you change your mind, you can have this Ja­pan­ese fig­ure. I only bought it be­cause you seemed to like it.”

			He was vis­ibly flattered, and smiled. “I should much like to find out how you know who I am?” he said.

			Then she told him how she ad­mired him, and be­came quite elo­quent as she quoted his works, and while they were talk­ing, he res­ted his arms on a table and fixed his bright eyes upon her, try­ing to make out who and what she really was. But the shop­keep­er, who was pleased to have that liv­ing puff of his goods, called out, from the oth­er end of the shop: “Just look at this, Mon­sieur Var­in; is it not beau­ti­ful?”

			And then every­one looked round, and she al­most trembled with pleas­ure at be­ing seen talk­ing so in­tim­ately with such a well-known man.

			At last, how­ever, in­tox­ic­ated, as it were, by her feel­ings, she grew bold, like a gen­er­al who is about to or­der an as­sault.

			“Mon­sieur,” she said, “will you do me a great, a very great pleas­ure? Al­low me to of­fer you this funny Ja­pan­ese fig­ure, as a souven­ir from a wo­man who ad­mires you pas­sion­ately, and whom you have seen for ten minutes.”

			He re­fused. She per­sisted, but still he res­isted her of­fer, very much amused, and laugh­ing heart­ily. But that only made her more ob­stin­ate, and she said: “Very well, then, I shall take it to your house im­me­di­ately; where do you live?”

			He re­fused to give her his ad­dress, but she got it from the shop­keep­er, and when she had paid for her pur­chase, she ran out to take a cab. The writer went after her, as he did not wish to ac­cept a present from a per­son whom he did not know. He reached her just as she was jump­ing in­to a vehicle, and get­ting in after her, he al­most fell on top of her, as the cab gave a jolt. Then he sat down by her side, feel­ing very much an­noyed.

			It was no good for him to ar­gue and to beg her; she showed her­self in­tract­able, and when they got to the door, she stated her con­di­tions: “I will un­der­take not to leave this with you,” she said, “if you will prom­ise to do all I want today.” And the whole af­fair seemed so funny to him that he agreed.

			“What do you gen­er­ally do at this time?” she asked him; and after hes­it­at­ing for a few mo­ments, he replied: “I gen­er­ally go for a walk.”

			“Very well, then, we will go to the Bois de Boulogne!” she said, in a res­ol­ute voice, and they star­ted.

			He was ob­liged to tell her the names of all the well-known wo­men, pure or im­pure, with every de­tail about them—their mode of life, their habits, their homes, and their vices; and when it was get­ting dusk, she said to him: “What do you do every day at this time?”

			“I have some ab­sinthe,” he replied, with a laugh.

			“Very well, then, Mon­sieur,” she went on ser­i­ously; “let us go and have some ab­sinthe.”

			They went in­to a large café on the boulevard which he fre­quen­ted, and where he met some of his col­leagues, whom he in­tro­duced to her. She was half be­side her­self with pleas­ure, and kept say­ing to her­self: “At last! At last!”

			But time went on, and she asked: “Is it your din­ner time?” To which he replied: “Yes.”

			“Then, let us go and have din­ner.”

			When they left Bignon’s after din­ner, she wanted to know what he did in the even­ing, and look­ing at her fix­edly, he replied: “That de­pends; some­times I go to the theatre.”

			“Very well, then, let us go to the theatre.”

			They went to the Vaudeville with a pass, thanks to him, and, to her great pride, the whole house saw her sit­ting by his side in the bal­cony stalls.

			When the play was over, he gal­lantly kissed her hand, and said: “It only re­mains for me to thank you for this de­light­ful day.”

			But she in­ter­rup­ted him: “What do you do at this time, every night?”

			“Why—why—I go home.”

			She began to laugh, a little trem­u­lous laugh: “Very well, Mon­sieur, let us go to your rooms.”

			They did not say any­thing more. She shivered oc­ca­sion­ally, from head to foot, feel­ing in­clined to stay, and in­clined to run away, but with a fixed de­term­in­a­tion, after all, to see it out to the end. She was so ex­cited that she had to hold on to the ban­nis­ter as she went up­stairs, and he went on ahead of her, with a wax match in his hand.

			As soon as they were in the room, she un­dressed her­self quickly, and re­tired without say­ing a word, and then she waited for him, cower­ing against the wall. But she was as simple as it was pos­sible for a pro­vin­cial law­yer’s wife to be, and he was more ex­act­ing than a pasha with three tails, and so they did not at all un­der­stand each oth­er.

			At last, how­ever, he went to sleep. The night passed, and the si­lence was only dis­turbed by the tick­tack of the clock, while she, ly­ing mo­tion­less, thought of her con­jugal nights, and by the light of the Chinese lan­tern, she looked nearly heart­broken at the little fat man ly­ing on his back, whose round stom­ach raised up the bed­clothes, like a bal­loon filled with gas. He snored with the noise of a wheezy or­gan pipe, with pro­longed snorts and com­ic chok­ings. His few hairs profited by his sleep to stand up in a very strange way, as if they were tired of hav­ing been fastened for so long to that pate, whose bare­ness they were try­ing to cov­er. And a thin stream of saliva ran from the corner of his half-opened mouth.

			At last day­light ap­peared through the drawn blinds. She got up and dressed her­self without mak­ing any noise, and had already half opened the door, when she made the lock creak, and he woke up and rubbed his eyes. He was some mo­ments be­fore he quite came to him­self, and then, when he re­membered all that had happened, he said:

			“What! Are you go­ing already?”

			She re­mained stand­ing, in some con­fu­sion, and then said, in a hes­it­at­ing voice:

			“Yes, of course; it is morn­ing.”

			Then he sat up, and said: “Look here, I have some­thing to ask you, in my turn.” And as she did not reply, he went on: “You have sur­prised me most con­foun­dedly since yes­ter­day. Be open, and tell me why you did it all, for upon my word I can­not un­der­stand it in the least.”

			She went close up to him, blush­ing like as if she had been a vir­gin, and said: “I wanted to know—what—what vice—really was, and—well—well, it is not at all funny.”

			And she ran out of the room, and down­stairs in­to the street.

			A num­ber of sweep­ers were busy in the streets, brush­ing the pave­ments, the road­way, and sweep­ing everything on one side. With the same reg­u­lar mo­tion, the mo­tion of mowers in a mead­ow, they pushed the mud in front of them in a semi­circle. She met them in every street, like dan­cing pup­pets, walk­ing auto­mat­ic­ally with a sway­ing mo­tion, and it seemed to her as if some­thing had been swept out of her; as if her over­ex­cited dreams had been pushed in­to the gut­ter, or in­to the drain. So she went home, out of breath and very cold, and all that she could re­mem­ber was the sen­sa­tion of the mo­tion of those brooms sweep­ing the streets of Par­is in the early morn­ing.

			When she got in­to her room, she threw her­self on to her bed, and cried.

		
	
		
			A Christmas Eve Festival

			I do not re­mem­ber ex­actly what year it was.

			For a whole month I had been hunt­ing with the con­cen­trated, sav­age joy that one has in a new pas­sion.

			I was in Nor­mandy, at the house of a bach­el­or re­l­at­ive, Ju­les de Ban­neville, alone with him, a ser­vant, a valet and a game­keep­er, in his man­ori­al château.

			The castle, an old, grey build­ing sur­roun­ded with moan­ing pines and av­en­ues of oak-trees, in which the wind howled, looked as if it had been deser­ted for cen­tur­ies. The an­tique fur­niture was the only in­hab­it­ant of the spa­cious rooms and halls now closed, in which the people, whose por­traits hung in a cor­ridor as windy as av­en­ues, used to re­ceive their noble neigh­bours in sol­emn state.

			We had taken shel­ter in the only hab­it­able room, the kit­chen, an im­mense kit­chen, whose dim shad­ows were lit up when fresh wood was thrown in­to the vast fire­place. Then, every even­ing, after a cosy sleep in front of the fire, when our wet boots had steamed for some time, and our dogs, ly­ing curled up between our legs, had dreamt of game and barked in their sleep, we used to go up to our room.

			It was the only room that had been floored and plastered all over to keep out the mice. But it re­mained bare, hav­ing been simply white­washed, with guns, whips, and hunt­ing-horns hanging on the walls. And we used to slip in­to our beds shiv­er­ing, in the two corners of that gla­cial cham­ber.

			A mile away in front of the house pre­cip­it­ous cliffs fell down to the sea, and the power­ful breath of the ocean day and night, made the great trees bend and sigh, made the roof and the weath­er­cocks creak, and the whole build­ing groan, as the wind entered through its loose slates, its wide chim­neys, and its win­dows that would not shut.

			It had been freez­ing hard that day and even­ing had come. We were go­ing to sit down to din­ner in front of the big fire where a hare and two part­ridges that smelt good, were roast­ing.

			“It will be aw­fully cold go­ing to bed to­night,” said my cous­in, look­ing up.

			“Yes, but there will be plenty of ducks to­mor­row morn­ing,” I replied in­dif­fer­ently.

			The ser­vant had set our plates at one end of the table and those of the ser­vants at the oth­er.

			“Gen­tle­men, do you know it is Christ­mas Eve?” she asked.

			We cer­tainly did not; we nev­er looked at the cal­en­dar.

			“That ac­counts for the bells ringing all day,” said my com­pan­ion. “There is mid­night ser­vice to­night.”

			“Yes, sir; but they also rang be­cause old Four­nel is dead.”

			Four­nel was an old shep­herd, well known in the coun­try. He was ninety-six years old and had nev­er known a day’s sick­ness un­til a month ago, when he had taken cold by fall­ing in­to a pool on a dark night. The next day he took to his bed, and had been de­clin­ing ever since.

			“If you like,” said my cous­in, turn­ing to me, “we will go and see these poor people after din­ner.”

			He re­ferred to the old man’s fam­ily, con­sist­ing of his grand­son, fifty-eight years old, and the lat­ter’s wife, one year young­er. His chil­dren had died years ago. They lived in a miser­able hut on the right hand side, at the en­trance of the vil­lage.

			Per­haps it was the thought of Christ­mas in this solitude which put us in the hu­mour for talk­ing. As we sat alone we told each oth­er stor­ies of old Christ­mas Eves, of ad­ven­tures on that joy­ful night, of past good for­tunes, and of the sur­prises of the morn­ing after, when one awoke to find one­self not alone, and made sur­pris­ing dis­cov­er­ies.

			In this fash­ion din­ner was pro­longed. We smoked in­nu­mer­able pipes, and, seized by that cheer­ful­ness of lonely men, that in­fec­tious gaiety which sud­denly comes upon in­tim­ate friends, we talked without ceas­ing, search­ing for those memor­ies, those con­fid­ences of the heart, which es­cape in such mo­ments of ex­pan­sion.

			The ser­vant, who had left us a long time, re­appeared and said: “I’m go­ing to Mass, sir.”

			“So soon!” ex­claimed my cous­in.

			“It is a quarter to twelve.”

			“Let us go to church, too,” said Ju­les. “Mid­night ser­vice in the coun­try is very in­ter­est­ing.”

			I agreed, and we set off, wrapped in our fur-lined hunt­ing coats.

			A bit­ing cold stung our faces and made our eyes wa­ter. The sharp air cut one’s lungs and dried up one’s throat. The deep, clear, hard sky was teem­ing with stars which seemed paler in the frost. They did not shine like fire, but like stars of ice, shin­ing icicles. In the dis­tance on the hard, crisp earth we could hear the peas­ants’ clogs, and the little vil­lage bells ringing every­where in the neigh­bour­hood, throw­ing out their slender notes in­to the cold im­mens­ity of the night. The coun­tryside was not asleep. De­ceived by the noise cocks were crow­ing, and as we passed the stables we could hear the cattle mov­ing, dis­turbed by the sounds of life.

			As we neared the vil­lage Ju­les re­membered the Four­nels. “Here is their cab­in,” he said; “let us go in.” He knocked re­peatedly, but in vain. A neigh­bour who was go­ing to church told us they had gone to Mass to pray for the old man.

			“We shall see them on our way back,” said my cous­in.

			The wan­ing moon stood on the edge of the ho­ri­zon, like a sickle in the midst of in­nu­mer­able seeds of light scattered in­to space. From every dir­ec­tion the dark coun­tryside was dot­ted with dan­cing lights, all mov­ing to­wards the poin­ted spire whose bell rang in­cess­antly. In the farm yards planted with trees, in the shad­owy fields these lights glimmered close to the ground. They were the lan­terns with which the peas­ants lit the way for their wives, who were dressed in white bon­nets and long black cloaks, and were fol­lowed by chil­dren whose eyes were still heavy with sleep as they walked hand in hand ahead through the night.

			Through the open church door the lighted choir was vis­ible. Around the simple nave stood a row of penny candles, and on the floor of a chapel to the left a plump Christ-child was rep­res­en­ted in pink wax, ly­ing on real straw, in the midst of pine branches.

			The ser­vice began. The peas­ants bowed their heads, the wo­men pray­ing on their knees, and these simple folk, who had got up in the cold night, gazed deeply moved at this rudely painted im­age. They clasped their hands, im­pressed as well as frightened by the mod­est splend­our of this pu­erile pic­ture.

			The cold air made the candles flick­er. Ju­les said to me: “Let us leave. It is bet­ter out­side.” While the pros­trate peas­ants shivered through their de­vo­tions we went along the deser­ted road, and re­sumed our con­ver­sa­tion. We had talked so long that the ser­vice was over when we came back to the vil­lage. A small ray of light filtered through the Four­nels’ door.

			“They are watch­ing their dead. Let us go in and see these poor people,” said Ju­les. “They will be pleased.”

			Some em­bers were dy­ing out in the fire­place. The dark room, coated with dirt, its mouldy rafters brown with age, was filled with a stiff­ling smell of grilled blood pud­ding. In the centre of the large table, be­neath which a bread bin had been built, tak­ing up the whole length of it, a candle in a twis­ted iron can­dle­stick sent up its ac­rid smoke to the ceil­ing from a mush­room-shaped wick. There the two Four­nels were cel­eb­rat­ing Christ­mas Eve alone. With the gloomy, sad, stu­pid ex­pres­sion of peas­ants, they were eat­ing in sol­emn si­lence. In one dish, placed between them, was a huge piece of black pud­ding, giv­ing forth a power­ful odour. From time to time they cut a piece off, spread it on their bread and munched it slowly. When the man’s glass was empty, the wo­man would fill it out of an earthen jar con­tain­ing cider.

			They asked us to be seated and to “join them,” but at our re­fus­al they con­tin­ued to munch. After a few minutes’ si­lence Ju­les said:

			“Well, Anthime, so your grand­fath­er is dead!”

			“Yes, sir, he died this af­ter­noon.”

			The wo­man snuffed the candle in si­lence and I for the want of some­thing to say, ad­ded:

			“He was quite old, was he not?”

			“Oh, his time was up,” she answered; “he was no earthly use here.”

			An in­vin­cible de­sire to see the corpse of this cen­ten­ari­an took pos­ses­sion of me and I asked to see him.

			The two peas­ants sud­denly be­came agit­ated and ex­changed ques­tion­ing glances. Ju­les no­ticed this and in­sisted. Then the man with a sly, sus­pi­cious look, asked:

			“What good would it do you?”

			“No good,” said Ju­les; “but why will you not let us see him?”

			“I am will­ing,” said the man, shrug­ging his shoulders, “but it is kind of in­con­veni­ent just now.”

			We con­jec­tured all sorts of things. Neither of them stirred. They sat there with eyes lowered, a sul­len ex­pres­sion on their faces seem­ing to say: “Go away.”

			“Come, Anthime, take us to his room,” said Ju­les with au­thor­ity.

			“It’s no use, sir, he isn’t there any more,” said the man sul­lenly.

			“Where is he?” said Ju­les.

			The wo­man in­ter­rup­ted, say­ing:

			“You see, sir, we had no oth­er place to put him so we put him in the bin un­til morn­ing.” And hav­ing taken the top of the table off, she leaned over with the candle to light up the in­side of the huge box, at the bot­tom of which we saw some­thing grey, a kind of long pack­age, from one end of which emerged a thin face with tousled grey hair, and from the oth­er two bare feet. It was the old man, all shriv­elled up, with closed eyes, rolled up in his shep­herd’s cloak, and sleep­ing his last sleep among crusts of bread as an­cient as him­self.

			His grand­chil­dren had used as a table the bin which held his body!

			Ju­les was in­dig­nant, and pale with an­ger, said:

			“You scoun­drels! Why did you not leave him in his bed?”

			The wo­man burst in­to tears and speak­ing rap­idly:

			“You see, my good gen­tle­men, it’s just this way. We have but one bed, and be­ing only three we slept to­geth­er; but since he’s been so sick we slept on the floor. The floor is aw­ful hard and cold these days, my good gen­tle­men, so when he died this af­ter­noon we said to ourselves: ‘As long as he is dead he doesn’t feel any­thing and what’s the use of leav­ing him in bed? We can leave him in the bin un­til to­mor­row, and get our bed back for this cold night.’ We can’t sleep with a dead man, my good gen­tle­men!—now can we?”

			Ju­les was ex­as­per­ated and went out banging the door, and I fol­lowed him, laugh­ing un­til my sides ached.

		
	
		
			The Cake

			We will call her Ma­dame An­serre though it was not her real name.

			She was one of those Parisi­an comets who leave a sort of trail of fire be­hind them. She wrote po­etry and short stor­ies, was sen­ti­ment­al and rav­ish­ingly beau­ti­ful. Her circle was small and con­sisted only of ex­cep­tion­al people—those gen­er­ally known as the kings of this, that, or the oth­er. To be in­vited to her re­cep­tions stamped one as a per­son of in­tel­li­gence; let us say that her in­vit­a­tions were ap­pre­ci­ated for this reas­on. Her hus­band played the part of an ob­scure satel­lite: to be mar­ried to a star is no easy role. This hus­band had, how­ever, a bril­liant idea, that of cre­at­ing a State with­in a State, of pos­sess­ing some value in him­self al­though only of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance: he re­ceived on the same day as his wife did and had his spe­cial set who listened to him and ap­pre­ci­ated his qual­it­ies, pay­ing much more at­ten­tion to him than they did to his bril­liant com­pan­ion.

			He had de­voted him­self to ag­ri­cul­ture, “arm­chair” ag­ri­cul­ture, just as we have “arm­chair” gen­er­als—all those who are born, live, and die in the com­fort­able sur­round­ings of the War Of­fice—or “arm­chair” sail­ors—look at the Ad­mir­alty—or “arm­chair” col­on­isers, etc., etc. So he had stud­ied ag­ri­cul­ture ser­i­ously in its re­la­tion to the oth­er sci­ences, with polit­ic­al eco­nomy and with the fine arts; we call everything art, even the hor­rible rail­way bridges are “works of art.” He had fi­nally reached the stage when he was known as a clev­er man, he was quoted in the tech­nic­al re­views, and his wife had suc­ceeded in get­ting him ap­poin­ted a mem­ber of a Com­mis­sion at the Min­istry of Ag­ri­cul­ture.

			He was sat­is­fied with this mod­est glory. On the pre­text of eco­nomy he in­vited his friends the same day his wife re­ceived hers, so that they all met each oth­er, or rather they did not—they formed two groups. Ma­dame’s group of artists, aca­dem­i­cians and Min­is­ters gathered to­geth­er in a kind of gal­lery which was fur­nished and dec­or­ated in Em­pire style. Mon­sieur gen­er­ally re­tired with his “la­bour­ers” in­to a small room used as a smoking-room which Ma­dame An­serre iron­ic­ally de­scribed as the Salon of Ag­ri­cul­ture.

			The two camps were quite dis­tinct. Mon­sieur, without any feel­ing of jeal­ousy, some­times ven­tured in­to the Academy, when cor­di­al greet­ings were ex­changed; but the Academy dis­dained in­ter­course with the Salon of Ag­ri­cul­ture; it was in­deed rare that one of the kings of sci­ence, of philo­sophy, of this, that, or the oth­er mingled with the “la­bour­ers.”

			These re­cep­tions were quite simple: noth­ing but tea and bri­oches were handed round. At first Mon­sieur had asked for two bri­oches, one for the Academy and one for the “la­bour­ers,” but, Ma­dame hav­ing quite rightly sug­ges­ted that that would be a re­cog­ni­tion of two dif­fer­ent camps, two re­cep­tions, two groups, Mon­sieur did not press the mat­ter, so there was only one bri­oche, which Ma­dame An­serre dis­trib­uted first to the Academy, after which it passed in­to the Salon of Ag­ri­cul­ture.

			Now the bri­oche be­came a sub­ject of strange and un­ex­pec­ted pro­ceed­ings in the Academy. Ma­dame An­serre nev­er cut it her­self. That task al­ways fell to the lot of one or oth­er of the il­lus­tri­ous guests. This par­tic­u­lar func­tion, much sought after and con­sidered a spe­cial hon­our, was a priv­ilege that might last for some time or might soon be over: it might last three months, for in­stance, but scarcely every longer, and it was no­ticed that the priv­ilege of “cut­ting the bri­oche” car­ried with it oth­er marks of su­peri­or­ity; it was a form of roy­alty, or, rather, very ac­cen­tu­ated vice­roy­alty. The of­fi­ci­at­ing cut­ter spoke with no un­cer­tain voice, with a tone of marked com­mand; and all the host­ess’s fa­vours were be­stowed upon him, all.

			These happy be­ings were de­scribed in in­tim­ate circles as “the fa­vour­ites of the bri­oche,” and every change of fa­vour­ite caused a sort of re­volu­tion in the Academy. The knife was a sceptre, the cake an em­blem, and the elect re­ceived the con­grat­u­la­tions of oth­er mem­bers. The bri­oche was nev­er cut by the “la­bour­ers,” Mon­sieur him­self be­ing al­ways ex­cluded, al­though he ate his share.

			The cake was cut in suc­ces­sion by po­ets, by paint­ers, and by nov­el­ists. A great mu­si­cian meas­ured out the por­tions for some time, and was suc­ceeded by an Am­bas­sad­or. Oc­ca­sion­ally a guest of minor im­port­ance but dis­tin­guished and much sought after, one of those who are called, in dif­fer­ent epochs, “real gen­tle­man,” “per­fect knight,” or “dandy,” and so forth, took his turn to cut the sym­bol­ic cake. Each one, dur­ing his short reign, showed the greatest con­sid­er­a­tion to­wards the lady’s hus­band, then when came the hour of his dis­missal he passed the knife on to an­oth­er and mingled again with the crowd of fol­low­ers and ad­mirers of the “beau­ti­ful Ma­dame An­serre.”

			This las­ted a very long time, but comets do not al­ways shine with the same bril­liance. Everything in the world grows old, and it gradu­ally looked as if the eager­ness of the cut­ters were grow­ing weak­er; they seemed to hes­it­ate when the cake was held out to them; this of­fice once so much coveted be­came less sought after; it was held a short­er time and was con­sidered with less pride by the hold­er. Ma­dame An­serre was prod­ig­al of smiles and ami­ab­il­ity, but, alas! the cake was no longer will­ingly cut. New­comers seemed to de­cline the hon­our, and old fa­vour­ites re­appeared one by one like de­throned kings tem­por­ar­ily re­placed in power. Then the elec­ted be­came very scarce in­deed, and for a month, mar­velous to re­late, Mon­sieur An­serre cut the cake, then he looked as if he were get­ting tired of it, and one even­ing Ma­dame An­serre, the beau­ti­ful Ma­dame An­serre, was seen cut­ting it her­self. But she seemed bored and the next day she in­sisted with such vehe­mence that the chosen guest dared not re­fuse.

			How­ever, the sym­bol was too well known; the guests stared at each oth­er furt­ively with scared, anxious faces. To cut the bri­oche was noth­ing, but the priv­ileges that ac­com­pan­ied this dis­tinc­tion now filled the chosen ones with ter­ror, so that the minute the cake-dish ap­peared, the aca­dem­i­cians made a rush for the Salon of Ag­ri­cul­ture as it to shel­ter be­hind the hus­band, who was al­ways smil­ing, and when Ma­dame An­serre, in a state of anxi­ety, showed her­self at the door, car­ry­ing the knife in one hand and the bri­oche in the oth­er, they all gathered round her hus­band as if they were seek­ing his pro­tec­tion.

			Some years passed and no one cut up the cake, but the old habit per­sisted and she who was still po­litely called “the beau­ti­ful Ma­dame An­serre” looked out each even­ing for some de­votee to take the knife, and each time the same stam­pede took place: there was a gen­er­al flight, clev­erly ar­ranged and full of com­bined and skil­ful man­oeuvres to avoid the of­fer that was rising to her lips.

			But, one even­ing, a boy—ig­nor­ant of the ways of the world and quite un­soph­ist­ic­ated—was in­tro­duced to the house. He knew noth­ing about the mys­tery of the bri­oche; there­fore when it ap­peared and when the rest had all fled, and when Ma­dame An­serre took the cake from the foot­man, he re­mained quietly by her side.

			She may have thought that he knew all about it; she smiled and said in a voice full of feel­ing: “Will you be so kind as to cut this bri­oche, dear Mon­sieur?”

			Flattered at the hon­our, he replied: “Cer­tainly, Ma­dame, with the greatest pleas­ure.”

			In the dis­tance—in the corners of the gal­lery, in the open door­way of the Salon of Ag­ri­cul­ture—amazed faces were look­ing at him. Then, when the spec­tat­ors saw the new­comer cut­ting the cake, they quickly came for­ward. An old poet jok­ingly slapped the neo­phyte on the shoulder and whispered: “Bravo, young man!”

			The oth­ers gazed at him with curi­os­ity and even Mon­sieur ap­peared sur­prised. As for the young man, he was as­ton­ished at the con­sid­er­a­tion he met with; above all, he failed to un­der­stand the marked at­ten­tions, the con­spicu­ous fa­vour, and the speech­less grat­it­ude of the mis­tress of the house.

			Nev­er­the­less, he even­tu­ally found out, though no one knew at what mo­ment, in what place the rev­el­a­tion came to him, but when he ap­peared at the next re­cep­tion he seemed pre­oc­cu­pied and half ashamed, and looked anxiously round the room. When the bell rang for tea and the foot­man ap­peared, Ma­dame An­serre, with a smile, took the dish and looked round for her young friend, but he fled so pre­cip­it­ately that no trace of him could be found. Then she went off to look for him and dis­covered him at the end of the Salon of “la­bour­ers” hold­ing her hus­band’s arm tightly and con­sult­ing him in an ag­on­ised man­ner as to the best meth­od of des­troy­ing phyl­lox­era.

			“My dear Mon­sieur, will you be so kind as to cut up this bri­oche?” she said.

			He blushed to the roots of his hair, stammered, and com­pletely lost his head. Thereupon Mon­sieur An­serre took pity on him and, turn­ing to his wife, said:

			“My dear, it would be kind of you not to dis­turb us. We are dis­cuss­ing ag­ri­cul­ture. Let Bap­tiste cut up the cake.”

			Since that day no one has ever cut Ma­dame An­serre’s bri­oche.

		
	
		
			The Log

			It was a small draw­ing room, with thick hangings, and with a faint aro­mat­ic smell of scent in the air. A large fire was burn­ing in the grate, and one lamp, covered with a shade of old lace, on the corner of the man­tel­piece threw a soft light on to the two per­sons who were talk­ing.

			She, the mis­tress of the house, was an old lady with white hair, one of those ad­or­able old ladies whose un­wrinkled skin is as smooth as the finest pa­per, and is scen­ted, im­preg­nated with per­fume, the del­ic­ate es­sences used in the bath for so many years hav­ing pen­et­rated through the epi­derm­is. An old lady who, when one kisses her hand, smells of the del­ic­ate per­fume which greets the nos­trils, when a box of Florentine iris powder is opened.

			He was a very old friend, who had nev­er mar­ried, a con­stant friend, a com­pan­ion in the jour­ney of life, but noth­ing else.

			They had not spoken for about a minute, and were both look­ing at the fire, dream­ing of noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar. It was one of those mo­ments of sym­path­et­ic si­lence between people who have no need to be con­stantly talk­ing in or­der to be happy to­geth­er. Sud­denly a large log, a stump covered with burn­ing roots, fell out. It fell over the fire­dogs on to the draw­ing room floor, scat­ter­ing great sparks all round. The old lady sprang up with a little scream, as if to run away, but he kicked the log back on to the hearth and trod out the burn­ing sparks with his boots.

			When the dis­aster was re­paired, there was a strong smell of burn­ing. Sit­ting down op­pos­ite to his friend, the man looked at her with a smile, and said, as he poin­ted to the log:

			“That ac­ci­dent re­calls the reas­on I nev­er mar­ried.”

			She looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment, with the in­quis­it­ive gaze of wo­men who wish to know everything, ey­ing him as wo­men do who are no longer young, with in­tense and ma­li­cious curi­os­ity. Then she asked:

			“How so?”

			“Oh! it is a long story,” he replied; “a rather sad and un­pleas­ant story.

			“My old friends were of­ten sur­prised at the cold­ness which sud­denly sprang up between one of my best friends, whose Chris­ti­an name was Ju­li­en, and my­self. They could not un­der­stand how two such in­tim­ate and in­sep­ar­able friends as we had been could sud­denly be­come al­most strangers to one an­oth­er. This is why we par­ted com­pany.

			“He and I used to live to­geth­er at one time. We were nev­er apart, and the friend­ship that united us seemed so strong that noth­ing could break it.

			“One even­ing when he came home, he told me that he was go­ing to be mar­ried, and it gave me a shock just as if he had robbed me or be­trayed me. When a man’s friend mar­ries, all is over between them. The jeal­ous af­fec­tion of a wo­man, a sus­pi­cious, un­easy, and car­nal af­fec­tion, will not tol­er­ate that sturdy and frank at­tach­ment, that at­tach­ment of the mind and of the heart, and the mu­tu­al con­fid­ence which ex­ist between two men.

			“How­ever great the love may be that unites them, a man and a wo­man are al­ways strangers in mind and in­tel­lect; they re­main bel­li­ger­ents, they be­long to dif­fer­ent races. There must al­ways be a con­quer­or and a conquered, a mas­ter and a slave; now the one, now the oth­er—they are nev­er equal. They press each oth­er’s hands, hands trem­bling with amor­ous pas­sion; but they nev­er press them with a long, strong, loy­al pres­sure, a pres­sure which seems to open hearts and to lay them bare in a burst of sin­cere, strong, manly af­fec­tion. Wise men in­stead of mar­ry­ing and bring­ing in­to the world, as a con­sol­a­tion for their old age, chil­dren who will aban­don them, ought to seek a good, staunch friend, and grow old with him in that com­munity of ideas which can ex­ist only between two men.

			“Well, my friend Ju­li­en mar­ried. His wife was pretty, charm­ing, a light, curly-haired, plump, bright little wo­man, who seemed to wor­ship him. At first I went but rarely to their house, as I was afraid of in­ter­fer­ing with their af­fec­tion, and averse to be­ing in their way. But some­how they at­trac­ted me to their house; they were con­stantly in­vit­ing me, and seemed very fond of me. Con­sequently, by de­grees I al­lowed my­self to be al­lured by the charm of life with them. I of­ten dined with them, and fre­quently, when I re­turned home at night, thought that I would do as he had done, and get mar­ried, as I found my empty house very dull. They seemed very much in love with one an­oth­er, and were nev­er apart.

			“Well, one even­ing Ju­li­en wrote and asked me to go to din­ner, and I went.

			“ ‘My dear fel­low,’ he said, ‘I must go out dir­ectly af­ter­wards on busi­ness, and I shall not be back un­til el­ev­en o’clock, but I shall not be later. Can I de­pend on you to keep Ber­tha com­pany?’

			“The young wo­man smiled.

			“ ‘It was my idea,’ she said, ‘to send for you.’

			“I held out my hand to her.

			“ ‘You are as nice as ever,’ I said, and I felt a long, friendly pres­sure of my fin­gers, but I paid no at­ten­tion to it. We sat down to din­ner, and at eight o’clock Ju­li­en went out.

			“As soon as he had gone, a kind of strange em­bar­rass­ment im­me­di­ately seemed to come over his wife and me. We had nev­er been alone to­geth­er yet, and in spite of our daily in­creas­ing in­tim­acy, this tête-à-tête placed us in a new po­s­i­tion. At first I spoke vaguely of those in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters with which one fills up an em­bar­rass­ing si­lence, but she did not reply, and re­mained op­pos­ite to me look­ing down in an un­de­cided man­ner, as if think­ing over some dif­fi­cult sub­ject. As I was at a loss for more com­mon­places, I re­mained si­lent. It is sur­pris­ing how hard it is at times to find any­thing to say. And then, again, I felt in the air, in my bones, so to speak, some­thing which is im­possible for me to ex­press, that mys­ter­i­ous pre­mon­i­tion which tells you be­fore­hand of the secret in­ten­tions, be they good or evil, of an­oth­er per­son with re­spect to your­self.

			“The pain­ful si­lence las­ted some time, and then Ber­tha said to me:

			“ ‘Will you kindly put a log on the fire, for it is go­ing out.’

			“So I opened the box where the wood was kept, which was placed just where yours is, took out the largest log, and put it on the top of the oth­ers, which were three-parts burned, and then si­lence reigned in the room again.

			“In a few minutes the log was burn­ing so brightly that it scorched our faces, and the young wo­man raised her eyes to me—eyes that had a strange look to me.

			“ ‘It is too hot now,’ she said; ‘let us go and sit on the sofa over there.’

			“So we went and sat on the sofa, and then she said sud­denly, look­ing me full in the face:

			“ ‘What should you do if a wo­man were to tell you that she was in love with you?’

			“ ‘Upon my word,’ I replied, very much at a loss for an an­swer, ‘I can­not ima­gine such a case; but it would very much de­pend upon the wo­man.’

			“She gave a hard, nervous, vi­brat­ing laugh; one of those false laughs which seem as if they would break thin glasses, and then she ad­ded: ‘Men are nev­er either au­da­cious or clev­er.’ And after a mo­ment’s si­lence, she con­tin­ued: ‘Have you ever been in love, Mon­sieur Paul?’ I was ob­liged to ac­know­ledge that I cer­tainly had been, and she asked me to tell her all about it, whereupon I made up some story or oth­er. She listened to me at­tent­ively with fre­quent signs of ap­prob­a­tion or con­tempt, and then sud­denly she said:

			“ ‘No, you un­der­stand noth­ing about the sub­ject. It seems to me that real love must un­settle the mind, up­set the nerves, and dis­tract the head; that it must—how shall I ex­press it?—be dan­ger­ous, even ter­rible, al­most crim­in­al and sac­ri­le­gious; that it must be a kind of treas­on; I mean to say that it is al­most bound to break laws, fraternal bonds, sac­red obstacles; when love is tran­quil, easy, law­ful, and without danger, is it really love?’

			“I did not know what an­swer to give her, and this philo­soph­ic­al re­flec­tion oc­curred to me: ‘Oh! fe­male brain, here in­deed you show your­self!’

			“While speak­ing, she had as­sumed a de­mure, saintly air; and rest­ing on the cush­ions, she stretched her­self out at full length, with her head on my shoulder and her dress pulled up a little, so as to show her red silk stock­ings, which looked still bright­er in the fire­light. In a minute or two she con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘I sup­pose I have frightened you?’ I pro­tested against such a no­tion, and she leaned against my breast al­to­geth­er, and without look­ing at me she said: ‘If I were to tell you that I love you, what would you do?’

			“And be­fore I could think of an an­swer, she had thrown her arms round my neck, had quickly drawn my head down and put her lips to mine.

			“My dear friend, I can tell you that I did not feel at all happy! What! de­ceive Ju­li­en?—be­come the lov­er of this little, silly, wrong­headed, cun­ning wo­man, who was no doubt ter­ribly sen­su­al, and for whom her hus­band was already not suf­fi­cient! To be­tray him con­tinu­ally, to de­ceive him, to play at be­ing in love merely be­cause I was at­trac­ted by for­bid­den fruit, danger in­curred and friend­ship be­trayed! No, that did not suit me, but what was I to do? To im­it­ate Joseph would be act­ing a very stu­pid and, moreover, dif­fi­cult part, for this wo­man was mad­den­ing in her per­fidy, in­flamed by au­da­city, pal­pit­at­ing, and ex­cited. Let the man who has nev­er felt on his lips the warm kiss of a wo­man who is ready to give her­self to him throw the first stone at me!

			“Well, a minute more—you un­der­stand what I mean? A minute more and—I should have been—no, she would have been—I beg your par­don, he would have been—when a loud noise made us both jump up. The log had fallen in­to the room, knock­ing over the fire-irons and the fend­er, as quick as a hur­ricane of flame, and was set­ting fire to the car­pet. It came to a stop un­der an arm­chair which would cer­tainly have caught fire.

			“I jumped up like a mad­man, and as I was re­pla­cing the log on the fire, the door opened hast­ily, and Ju­li­en came in.

			“ ‘I have done,’ he said, in evid­ent pleas­ure. ‘The busi­ness was over two hours soon­er than I ex­pec­ted!’

			“Yes, my dear friend, without that log, I should have been caught in the very act, and you know what the con­sequences would have been! You may be sure that I took good care nev­er to be caught again in a sim­il­ar situ­ation; nev­er, nev­er. Soon af­ter­ward I saw that Ju­li­en was giv­ing me the ‘cold shoulder,’ as they say. His wife was evid­ently un­der­min­ing our friend­ship; by de­grees he got rid of me, and we have al­to­geth­er ceased to meet.

			“That is why I have not got mar­ried; it ought not to sur­prise you.”

		
	
		
			Words of Love

			
				
					“Sunday, ———

					“My dear, big Darling:

				
				“You do not write to me, I nev­er see you, you nev­er come. Have you ceased to love me? But why? What have I done? Pray tell me, my own dear love. I love you so much, so dearly! I should like al­ways to have you near me, to kiss you all day while I call you every tender name that I could think of. I ad­ore you, I ad­ore you, I ad­ore you, my beau­ti­ful cock.

				
					“Your af­fec­tion­ate hen.

					“Soph­ie.”

				
			

			
				
					“Monday.

					“My Dear Friend:

				
				“You will un­der­stand ab­so­lutely noth­ing of what I am go­ing to say to you, but that does not mat­ter, and if my let­ter hap­pens to be read by an­oth­er wo­man, it may be prof­it­able to her.

				“Had you been deaf and dumb, I should no doubt have loved you for a very long time, and the cause of what has happened is that you can talk; that is all. As the poet says:

				
					
						“ ‘Tu n’as ja­mais été dans tes jours les plus rares
						

						Qu’un banal in­stru­ment sous mon ar­chet vain­queur
						

						Et comme un air qui sonne au bois creux des gui­tares,
						

						J’ai fait chanter mon rêve au vide de ton coeur.’
					

				

				“In love, you see, dreams are al­ways made to sing, but in or­der that they may do so, they must not be in­ter­rup­ted, and when one talks between two kisses, one al­ways in­ter­rupts that fren­zied dream which our souls in­dulge in, that is, un­less one ut­ter sub­lime phrases; and sub­lime phrases do not come out of the little heads of pretty girls.

				“You do not un­der­stand me at all, do you? So much the bet­ter; I will go on. You are cer­tainly one of the most charm­ing and ad­or­able wo­men I have ever seen.

				“Are there any eyes on earth that con­tain more dreams than yours, more un­known prom­ises, great­er depths of love? I do not think so. And when that mouth of yours, with its two curved lips, smiles and shows your beau­ti­ful shin­ing teeth, one is temp­ted to say that from this rav­ish­ing mouth will come in­ef­fable mu­sic, some­thing in­ex­press­ibly del­ic­ate, a sweet­ness which pro­vokes tears.

				“It is then that you calmly call me ‘my big sweet­heart.’ And sud­denly I can see right in­side your head, can see your soul, the little soul of a pretty little wo­man … and that em­bar­rasses me, you know; it em­bar­rasses me very much. I would prefer not to see it.

				“You still do not un­der­stand, do you? I thought you would not.

				“Do you re­mem­ber the first time you came to see me at my house? You stepped in­side quickly in a cloud of per­fume of vi­ol­ets from your clothes. We looked at each oth­er, for ever so long, without ut­ter­ing a word, after which we em­braced madly … then … we did not speak un­til morn­ing.

				“But when we sep­ar­ated, our trem­bling hands and our eyes said many things, things which can­not be ex­pressed in any lan­guage. At least, I thought so; and when you went away, you mur­mured:

				“ ‘We shall meet again soon!’

				“That was all you said, and you will nev­er guess what de­light­ful dreams you left me, all that I, as it were, caught a glimpse of, all that I fan­cied I could guess in your thoughts.

				“You see, my poor child, for men who are not stu­pid, who are rather re­fined and some­what su­per­i­or, love is such a com­plic­ated in­stru­ment that the merest trifle puts it out of or­der. You wo­men nev­er per­ceive the ri­dicu­lous side of cer­tain things when you love, and you fail to see the grot­esque­ness of some ex­pres­sions.

				“Why does a word which sounds quite right in the mouth of a small, dark wo­man seem quite wrong and funny in the mouth of a fat, light-haired wo­man? Why are the wheed­ling ways of the one al­to­geth­er out of place in the oth­er?

				“Why is it that cer­tain caresses which are de­light­ful from the one should be wear­i­some from the oth­er? Why? Be­cause in everything, and es­pe­cially in love, per­fect har­mony—ab­so­lute agree­ment in mo­tion, voice, words, and in demon­stra­tions of ten­der­ness, is ne­ces­sary in the per­son who moves, speaks, and mani­fests af­fec­tion; har­mony is ne­ces­sary in age, in height, in the col­our of the hair, and in the style of beauty.

				“If a wo­man of thirty-five, who has ar­rived at the age of vi­ol­ent tem­pes­tu­ous pas­sion, were to pre­serve the slight­est traces of the roguish play­ful­ness of her love af­fairs at twenty, were not to un­der­stand that she ought to ex­press her­self dif­fer­ently, look at her lov­er dif­fer­ently and kiss him dif­fer­ently, were not to see that she ought to be a Dido and not a Ju­liet, she would in­fal­libly dis­gust nine lov­ers out of ten, even if they could not ac­count to them­selves for their es­trange­ment. Do you un­der­stand me? No? I hoped so.

				“From the time that you gave rein to your ten­der­ness, it was all over for me, my dear friend. Some­times we would em­brace for five minutes, in one in­ter­min­able kiss, one of those kisses which make lov­ers close their eyes, lest part of it should es­cape through their looks, as if to pre­serve it en­tire in the clouded soul which it is ravaging. And then, when our lips sep­ar­ated, you would say to me:

				“ ‘That was nice, you dear old duck.’

				“At such mo­ments, I could have beaten you; for you gave me suc­cess­ively all the names of an­im­als and ve­get­ables which you doubt­less found in La Cuisin­ière bour­geoise, La Par­fait jardini­er, and Les Élé­ments d’his­toire nat­ur­alle à l’us­age des classes in­férieures. But even that did not mat­ter.

				“The caresses of love are bru­tal, bes­ti­al, and if one comes to think of it, grot­esque!

				“Mus­set says:

				
					
						“ ‘Je me souvi­ens en­cor de ces spasmes ter­ribles,
						

						De ces baisers muets de ces muscles ar­dents,
						

						De cet être ab­sor­bé, blême et ser­rant les dents.
						

						S’ils ne sont pas divins, ces mo­ments sont hor­ribles.7
					

				

				“Oh! My poor child, what jok­ing elf, what per­verse sprite could have promp­ted your words … af­ter­wards? I have made a col­lec­tion of them, but out of love for you, I will not show them to you.

				“And some­times you really said things which were quite in­op­por­tune. For in­stance you man­aged now and then to let out an ex­al­ted I love you! on such sin­gu­lar oc­ca­sions that I was ob­liged to re­strain a strong de­sire to laugh. There are times when the words I love you! are so out of place that they be­come in­dec­or­ous; let me tell you that.

				“But you do not un­der­stand me, and many oth­er wo­men also will not un­der­stand me, but think me stu­pid, though that mat­ters very little to me. Hungry men eat like glut­tons, but people of re­fine­ment are dis­gus­ted at it and of­ten feel an in­vin­cible dis­like for a dish, on ac­count of a mere trifle. It is the same with love, as with cook­ery.

				“What I can­not com­pre­hend for ex­ample is that cer­tain wo­men who fully un­der­stand the ir­res­ist­ible at­trac­tion of fine, em­broidered silk stock­ings, the ex­quis­ite charm of shades, the witch­ery of valu­able lace con­cealed in the depths of their most in­tim­ate gar­ments, the ex­cit­ing sa­vour of hid­den lux­ury, of the flim­si­est and most del­ic­ate un­der­cloth­ing, and all the subtle del­ic­acies of fe­male el­eg­ance, nev­er un­der­stand the in­vin­cible dis­gust with which words that are out of place, or fool­ishly tender, in­spire us.

				“At times coarse and bru­tal ex­pres­sions work won­ders, as they ex­cite the senses and make the heart beat, and they are al­low­able at the hours of com­bat. Is not that word of Cam­bronne’s sub­lime?

				“Noth­ing shocks us that comes at the right time; but then, we must also know how to hold our tongue, and to avoid phrases in the man­ner of Paul de Kock, at cer­tain mo­ments.

				“And I em­brace you pas­sion­ately, on the con­di­tion that you say noth­ing.

				
					“René.”

				
			

		
	
		
			Marroca

			You ask me, my dear friend, to send you my im­pres­sions, and an ac­count of my love af­fairs in this Africa to which I have so long been at­trac­ted. You laughed a great deal be­fore­hand at my dusky sweet­hearts, as you called them, and you could see me re­turn­ing to France fol­lowed by a tall, ebony-col­oured wo­man, with a yel­low silk handker­chief round her head, and wear­ing vo­lu­min­ous bright-col­oured clothes.

			No doubt the Moor­ish dames will have their turn, for I have seen sev­er­al who made me feel very much in­clined to fall in love with them. But by way of mak­ing a be­gin­ning, I came across some­thing bet­ter, and very ori­gin­al.

			In your last let­ter to me, you say: “When I know how people love in a coun­try, I know that coun­try well enough to de­scribe it, al­though I may nev­er have seen it.” Let me tell you, then, that here they love furi­ously. From the very first mo­ment one feels a sort of trem­bling ar­dour, an ex­cite­ment, a sud­den ten­sion of de­sire, a thrill run­ning down to the very tips of the fin­gers, which over­ex­cites one’s amor­ous powers and fac­ulties of phys­ic­al sen­sa­tion, from the simple con­tact of the hands down to that un­men­tion­able need which makes us com­mit so many fol­lies.

			Do not mis­un­der­stand me. I do not know wheth­er what you call love of the heart, love of the soul, wheth­er sen­ti­ment­al ideal­ism, Pla­ton­ic love, in a word, can ex­ist on this earth; I doubt it, my­self. But that oth­er love, sen­su­al love, which has some­thing good, a great deal of good in it, is really ter­rible in this cli­mate. The heat, the burn­ing at­mo­sphere which makes you fe­ver­ish, the suf­foc­at­ing blasts of wind from the south, waves of fire from the desert which is so near us, that op­press­ive si­rocco which is more de­struct­ive and with­er­ing than fire, a per­petu­al con­flag­ra­tion of an en­tire con­tin­ent, burned even to its stones by a fierce and de­vour­ing sun, in­flame the blood, ex­cite the flesh, and make brutes of us.

			But to come to my story. I shall not dwell on the be­gin­ning of my stay in Al­ger­ia. After vis­it­ing Bona, Con­stantine, Biskra, and Se­tif, I went to Bou­gie through the de­files of Cha­bet, by a won­der­ful road through Kabyle forests, which fol­lows the sea at a height of six hun­dred feet above it and leads to that won­der­ful bay of Bou­gie, which is as beau­ti­ful as that of Naples, of Ajac­cio, or of Dou­arnenez, which are the most lovely I know. I ex­cept from my com­par­is­on that in­cred­ible Bay of Oporto, en­closed with red gran­ite, the dwell­ing place of those fant­ast­ic and san­guin­ary stone gi­ants, called the Calan­chas of Pi­ana, on the west­ern coast of Cor­sica.

			Far away in the dis­tance, be­fore one rounds the large in­let where the wa­ter is per­fectly calm, one sees Bou­gie. It is built on the steep sides of a high hill covered with trees, and forms a white spot on that green slope; it might al­most be taken for the foam of a cas­cade fall­ing in­to the sea.

			I had no soon­er set foot in that small, de­light­ful town, than I knew that I should stay for a long time. In all dir­ec­tions the eye rests on rugged, strangely shaped hill­tops, so close to­geth­er that you can hardly see the open sea, so that the gulf looks like a lake. The milky blue wa­ter is won­der­fully trans­par­ent, and the azure sky, a deep azure, as if it had re­ceived two coats of col­our, ex­pands its won­der­ful beauty above it. They seem to be look­ing at them­selves in a glass, a ver­it­able re­flec­tion of each oth­er.

			Bou­gie is a town of ru­ins, and on the quay is such a mag­ni­fi­cent ru­in that you might ima­gine you were at the op­era. It is the old Sara­cen Gate, over­grown with ivy, and there are ru­ins in all dir­ec­tions on the hills round the town, frag­ments of Ro­man walls, bits of Sara­cen monu­ments, and re­mains of Ar­ab­ic build­ings.

			I had taken a small, Moor­ish house, in the up­per town. You know those dwell­ings, which have been de­scribed so of­ten. They have no win­dows on the out­side; but they are lighted from top to bot­tom by an in­ner court. On the first floor, they have a large, cool room, in which one spends the days, and ter­race on the roof, on which one spends the nights.

			I at once fell in with the cus­tom of all hot coun­tries, that is to say, of tak­ing a si­esta after lunch. That is the hot­test time in Africa, the time when one can scarcely breathe; when the streets, the fields, and the long, dazzling, white roads are deser­ted, when every­one is asleep, or at any rate, try­ing to sleep, at­tired as scantily as pos­sible.

			In my draw­ing room, which had columns of Ar­ab­ic ar­chi­tec­ture, I had placed a large, soft couch, covered with a car­pet from Djebel Amour. There, very nearly in the cos­tume of As­san, I sought to rest, but I could not sleep, as I was tor­tured by con­tin­ence. There are two forms of tor­ture on this earth which I hope you will nev­er know: the want of wa­ter, and the want of wo­men, and I do not know which is the worse. In the desert, men would com­mit any in­famy for the sake of a glass of clean, cold wa­ter, and what would one not do in some of the towns of the lit­tor­al for a nice fresh, healthy, wo­man? There is no lack of girls in Africa; on the con­trary, they abound, but, to con­tin­ue my com­par­is­on, they are as un­whole­some as the muddy wa­ter in the pools of Saha­ra.

			Well, one day, when I was feel­ing more en­er­vated than usu­al, I was try­ing in vain to close my eyes. My legs twitched as if they were be­ing pricked, and I tossed about un­eas­ily on my couch. At last, un­able to bear it any longer, I got up and went out. It was a ter­ribly hot day, in the middle of Ju­ly, and the pave­ment was hot enough to bake bread on. My shirt, which im­me­di­ately be­came soaked with per­spir­a­tion, clung to my body; and all along the ho­ri­zon there was a slight, white va­pour, the burn­ing mist of the si­rocco which looked like palp­able heat.

			I went down to the sea, and circ­ling the port, walked along the shore of the pretty bay where the baths are. The rugged moun­tain, covered with brush­wood, with tall aro­mat­ic plants with a power­ful per­fume, en­closes this creek, and all along the wa­ter’s edge rise huge brown rocks. There was nobody about, and noth­ing was stir­ring; not a sound of bird or of beast was to be heard, the very waves did not lap, and the sea ap­peared to be asleep in the sun. But in the burn­ing air I thought I heard a noise like the roar of a fire.

			Sud­denly, be­hind one of the rocks, which were half covered by the si­lent wa­ter, I heard a slight move­ment. Turn­ing round, I saw a tall, na­ked girl, sit­ting up to her bos­om in the wa­ter, tak­ing a bath; no doubt she reckoned on be­ing alone at that hot peri­od of the day. Her head was turned to­ward the sea, and she was mov­ing gently up and down, without see­ing me.

			Noth­ing could be more sur­pris­ing than that pic­ture of a beau­ti­ful wo­man in the wa­ter, which was as clear as crys­tal, un­der a blaze of light. She was a mar­vel­lously beau­ti­ful wo­man, tall, and mod­elled like a statue. She turned round, uttered a cry, and half swim­ming, half walk­ing, hid her­self al­to­geth­er be­hind her rock. I knew she must ne­ces­sar­ily come out, so I sat down on the beach and waited. Presently, she just showed her head, which was covered with thick black plaits of hair. She had a rather large mouth, with full lips, large, bold eyes, and her skin, which was tanned by the cli­mate, looked like a piece of old, hard, pol­ished ivory, the lovely skin of a white wo­man tin­ted by the Negroes’ sun.

			She called out to me: “Go away!” and her full voice, which cor­res­pon­ded to her strong build, had a gut­tur­al ac­cent. As I did not move, she ad­ded: “It is not right of you to stop there, Mon­sieur.” Her r’s rolled in her mouth like chari­ot wheels. I did not move, how­ever, and her head dis­ap­peared. Ten minutes passed, and then her hair, then her fore­head, and then her eyes re­appeared, but slowly and prudently, as if she were play­ing at hide-and-seek, and were look­ing to see who was near. This time she was furi­ous, and called out: “You will make me catch a chill, for I shall not come out as long as you are there.” Thereupon, I got up and went away, but not without look­ing round sev­er­al times. When she thought I was far enough off, she came out of the wa­ter. Bend­ing down and turn­ing her back to me, she dis­ap­peared in a cav­ity of the rock, be­hind a skirt that was hanging up in front of it.

			I went back the next day. She was bathing again, but she had a bathing cos­tume and she began to laugh, and showed her white teeth. A week later we were friends, and in an­oth­er week we were more than that. Her name was Mar­roca, and she pro­nounced it as if there were a dozen r’s in it. She was the daugh­ter of Span­ish col­on­ists, and had mar­ried a French­man, whose name was Pon­t­abèze. He was a civil ser­vant, though I nev­er ex­actly knew what his func­tions were. I found out that he was al­ways very busy, and I did not care for any­thing else.

			She then altered her bathing hour, and came to my house every day, to take her si­esta there. What a si­esta! It could hardly be called rest­ing! She was a splen­did girl, of a some­what an­im­al but su­perb type. Her eyes were al­ways glow­ing with pas­sion; her half-open mouth, her sharp teeth, and even her smiles, had some­thing fe­ro­ciously lov­ing about them; and her curi­ous, long ri­gid breasts, like poin­ted pears of flesh, and as supple as though a steel spring con­trolled them, gave her whole body some­thing of the an­im­al, made her a sort of in­feri­or yet mag­ni­fi­cent be­ing, a creature destined for un­bridled love, and roused in me the idea of those an­cient deit­ies who gave ex­pres­sion to their ten­der­ness on the grass and un­der the trees.

			Nev­er was a wo­man con­sumed by such in­sa­ti­able pas­sion. Her ec­stat­ic ar­dours, and de­li­ri­ous em­braces, in which she clenched her teeth, bit, and quivered con­vuls­ively, were fol­lowed im­me­di­ately by las­sit­ude as pro­found as death. But she would sud­denly awake in my arms, eager for fur­ther kisses, her bos­om swell­ing with de­sire.

			Her mind, how­ever, was as simple as two and two are four, and a son­or­ous laugh served her in­stead of thought.

			In­stinct­ively proud of her beauty, she hated the slight­est cov­er­ing, and ran and frisked about my house with dar­ing and un­con­scious im­mod­esty. When she was at last sa­ti­ated with love, and worn out by her cries and move­ments, she used to sleep soundly and peace­fully by my side on the couch, while the over­whelm­ing heat brought out minute spots of per­spir­a­tion on her brown skin and brought out from be­neath her arms, thrown back­wards un­der her head, and from all the secret corners of her body, that fem­in­ine odour which the male loves.

			Some­times she re­turned in the even­ing, when her hus­band was on duty some­where, and we used to lie on the ter­race, scarcely covered by some fine, gauzy, Ori­ent­al fab­ric. When the full bright moon of the trop­ics lit up the town and the gulf, with its sur­round­ing frame of hills, we saw on all the oth­er ter­races a re­cum­bent army of si­lent phantoms, who would oc­ca­sion­ally get up, change their places, and lie down again, in the lan­guor­ous warmth of the starry night.

			In spite of the bright­ness of Afric­an nights, Mar­roca would in­sist upon strip­ping her­self al­most na­ked in the clear rays of the moon; she did not trouble her­self much about any­body who might see us, and of­ten, in spite of my fears and en­treat­ies, she uttered long, re­sound­ing cries, which made the dogs in the dis­tance howl.

			One night, when I was sleep­ing un­der the starry sky, she came and kneeled down on my car­pet, and put­ting her lips, which curled slightly, close to my face, she said:

			“You must come and sleep at my house.”

			I did not un­der­stand her, and asked:

			“What do you mean?”

			“Yes, when my hus­band has gone away you must come and take his place.”

			I could not help laugh­ing, and said: “Why, since you come here?”

			And she went on, al­most talk­ing in­to my mouth, send­ing her hot breath in­to my throat, and moisten­ing my mous­tache with her lips:

			“I want it as a re­mem­brance.”

			Still I did not grasp her mean­ing. Then she put her arms round my neck and said: “When you are no longer here, I shall think of it and when I kiss my hus­band I shall fancy it is you.” As she spoke, her r’s rolled their fa­mil­i­ar thun­der.

			I was touched and amused at the same time and replied: “You must be mad. I would much rather stop here.”

			As a mat­ter of fact, I have no lik­ing for as­sig­na­tions un­der the con­jugal roof; they are mousetraps, in which the un­wary are al­ways caught. But she begged and prayed, and even cried, and at last said: “You shall see how I will love you there.”

			And those r’s soun­ded like the rattle of a drum sound­ing a charge.

			Her wish seemed so strange that I could not ex­plain it to my­self; but on think­ing it over, I thought I could dis­cern a pro­found hatred for her hus­band, the secret ven­geance of a wo­man who takes a pleas­ure in de­ceiv­ing him, and who, moreover, wishes to de­ceive him in his own house, between his own sheets, in his own bed.

			“Is your hus­band very un­kind to you?” I asked her. She looked vexed, and said:

			“Oh, no, he is very kind.”

			“But you are not fond of him?”

			She looked at me with as­ton­ish­ment in her large eyes. “In­deed, I am very fond of him, very; but not so fond as I am of you, my darling.”

			I could not un­der­stand it at all, and while I was try­ing to get at her mean­ing, she pressed one of those kisses, whose power she knew so well, on to my lips, and whispered: “But you will come, will come, will you not?”

			I res­isted, how­ever, and so she got up im­me­di­ately, and went away; nor did she come back for a week. On the eighth day she came back, stopped gravely on the threshold of my room, and said: “Are you com­ing to my house to­night? If you re­fuse, I shall go away.”

			Eight days is a very long time, my friend, and in Africa those eight days are as good as a month. “Yes,” I said, and opened my arms, and she threw her­self in­to them.

			At night she waited for me in a neigh­bour­ing street, and took me to their house, which was very small, and near the har­bour. I first of all went through the kit­chen, where they had their meals, and then in­to a very tidy, white­washed room, with pho­to­graphs on the walls and pa­per flowers un­der a glass case. Mar­roca seemed be­side her­self with pleas­ure, and she jumped about and said: “There, you are at home, now.” And I cer­tainly ac­ted as though I were. I felt rather em­bar­rassed, I ad­mit, and some­what un­easy.

			As I was hes­it­at­ing, in this strange house, to di­vest my­self of a cer­tain gar­ment, without which a man, when he is taken un­awares, looks as awk­ward as he is ri­dicu­lous and in­cap­able of ac­tion, she snatched it off, and car­ried off in­to an­oth­er room the cloak of my mod­esty, along with all my oth­er clothes.

			I re­covered my cour­age in the end, and proved it to the best of my abil­ity, with such suc­cess that, when two hours had passed, we still had no thoughts of sleep, when sud­denly a loud knock­ing at the door made us start, and a man’s voice called out: “Mar­roca, it is I.”

			She star­ted: “My hus­band! Here, hide un­der the bed, quickly.”

			I was dis­trac­tedly look­ing for my trousers, but she gave me a push, and panted out: “Go on, go on.”

			I lay down flat on my stom­ach, and without a word crept un­der the bed where I had been so com­fort­able, while she went in­to the kit­chen. I heard her open a cup­board and then shut it again, and she came back in­to the room car­ry­ing some ob­ject which I could not see, but which she quickly put down. Then, as her hus­band was get­ting im­pa­tient, she said, calmly: “I can­not find the matches.” Sud­denly she ad­ded: “Oh, here they are; I will come and let you in.”

			The man came in, and I could see noth­ing of him but his feet, which were enorm­ous. If the rest of him was in pro­por­tion, he must have been a gi­ant.

			I heard kisses, a little pat on her na­ked flesh, and a laugh, and he said, in a strong Mar­seilles ac­cent: “I for­got my purse, so I was ob­liged to come back; you were sound asleep, I sup­pose.”

			He went to the cup­board, and was a long time in find­ing what he wanted; and as Mar­roca had thrown her­self on to the bed, as if she were tired out, he went up to her, and no doubt tried to caress her, for she flung a vol­ley of angry r’s at him. His feet were so close to me that I felt a stu­pid, in­ex­plic­able long­ing to catch hold of them, but I re­strained my­self. When he saw that he could not suc­ceed in his wish, he got angry, and said: “You are not at all nice, to­night. Good­bye, dear.”

			I heard an­oth­er kiss, then the big feet turned, and I saw the nails in the soles of his shoes as he went in­to the next room, the front door was shut, and I was saved!

			I came slowly out of my re­treat, feel­ing rather hu­mi­li­ated and miser­able, and while Mar­roca, who was still un­dressed, danced a jig round me, shout­ing with laughter, and clap­ping her hands, I threw my­self heav­ily in­to a chair. But I jumped up with a bound, for I had sat down on some­thing cold, and as I was no more dressed than my ac­com­plice was, the con­tact made me start. I looked round. I had sat down on a small hatchet, used for cut­ting wood, and as sharp as a knife. How had it got there? I had cer­tainly not seen it when I went in; but Mar­roca see­ing me jump up, nearly choked with laughter, and coughed with both hands on her sides.

			I thought her amuse­ment rather out of place; we had risked our lives stu­pidly, I still felt a cold shiver down my back, and I was rather hurt at her fool­ish laughter.

			“Sup­pos­ing your hus­band had seen me?” I said.

			“There was no danger of that,” she replied.

			“What do you mean? No danger? That is a good joke! If he had stooped down, he would have seen me.”

			She did not laugh any more, she only looked at me with her large eyes, which were bright with mer­ri­ment.

			“He would not have stooped.”

			“Why?” I per­sisted. “Just sup­pose that he had let his hat fall, he would have been sure to pick it up, and then—I was well pre­pared to de­fend my­self, in this cos­tume!”

			She put her two strong, round arms about my neck, and, lower­ing her voice, as she did when she said “I ad­orre you,” she whispered:

			“Then he would nev­er have got up again.”

			I did not un­der­stand her, and said: “What do you mean?”

			She gave me a cun­ning wink, and put out her hand to­wards the chair on which I had sat down, and her out­stretched hands, her smile, her half-open lips, her white, sharp, and fe­ro­cious teeth, all drew my at­ten­tion to the little hatchet, the sharp blade of which was glisten­ing. While she put out her hand as if she were go­ing to take it, she put her left arm round me, and draw­ing me to her, and press­ing her thigh against mine, with her right arm she made a mo­tion as if she were cut­ting off the head of a kneel­ing man!

			This, my friend, is the man­ner in which people here un­der­stand con­jugal du­ties, love, and hos­pit­al­ity!

		
	
		
			The Shepherd’s Leap

			High cliffs, per­pen­dic­u­lar as a wall, skirt the seafront between Dieppe and Havre. In a de­pres­sion in the cliffs, here and there, one sees a little nar­row gulch with steep sides covered with short grass and gorse, which des­cends from the cul­tiv­ated table­land to­ward a shingly beach, where it ends in a de­pres­sion like the bed of a tor­rent. Nature made those val­leys; the rain­storms cre­ated those de­pres­sions in which they ter­min­ate, wear­ing away what re­mained of the cliff, and chan­nel­ing as far as the sea the bed of the stream.

			Some­times a vil­lage lies con­cealed in these gulches, in­to which the wind rushes straight from the open sea.

			I spent a sum­mer in one of these coast val­leys with a peas­ant, whose house, fa­cing the waves, en­abled me to see from my win­dow a huge tri­an­gu­lar sweep of blue wa­ter framed by the green slopes of the val­ley, and lighted up in places by white sails passing in the dis­tance in the sun­light.

			The road lead­ing to­wards the sea ran through the fur­ther end of the de­file, ab­ruptly passed between two chalk cliffs, be­came a sort of deep gul­ley be­fore open­ing on a beau­ti­ful car­pet of smooth pebbles, roun­ded and pol­ished by the im­me­mori­al caress of the waves.

			This steep gorge was called the “Shep­herd’s Leap.”

			Here is the drama which ori­gin­ated this name.

			

			The story goes that this vil­lage was at one time ruled by an aus­tere and vi­ol­ent young priest. He left the sem­in­ary filled with hatred to­ward those who lived ac­cord­ing to nat­ur­al laws, and did not fol­low the laws of his God. In­flex­ibly severe on him­self, he dis­played mer­ci­less in­tol­er­ance to­ward oth­ers. One thing above all stirred him up with rage and dis­gust—love. If he had lived in cit­ies in the midst of the civ­il­ized and the re­fined, who con­ceal the bru­tal dic­tates of nature be­hind del­ic­ate veils of sen­ti­ment and ten­der­ness, if he had heard the con­fes­sions of per­fumed sin­ners in some vast cathed­ral nave, in which their guilt was softened by the grace of their fall and the ideal­ism sur­round­ing ma­ter­i­al kisses, he would not per­haps have felt those fierce re­volts, those in­or­din­ate out­bursts of an­ger that took pos­ses­sion of him when he wit­nessed the vul­gar mis­con­duct of some rus­tic pair in a ditch or in a barn.

			He likened them to brutes, these people who knew noth­ing of love and who simply paired like an­im­als; and he hated them for the coarse­ness of their souls, for the foul way in which they ap­peased their in­stincts, for the re­puls­ive mer­ri­ment ex­hib­ited even by old men when they happened to talk about these un­clean pleas­ures.

			Per­haps, too, he was tor­tured, in spite of him­self, by the pangs of ap­pet­ites which he had re­frained from sa­ti­at­ing, and secretly troubled by the struggle of his body in its re­volt against a spir­it des­pot­ic and chaste. But everything that had ref­er­ence to the flesh filled him with in­dig­na­tion, made him furi­ous; and his vi­ol­ent ser­mons, full of threats and in­dig­nant al­lu­sions, caused the girls to tit­ter and the young fel­lows to cast sly glances at them across the church; while the farm­ers in their blue blouses and their wives in their black mantles, said to each oth­er on their way home from Mass be­fore en­ter­ing their houses, from the chim­ney of each of which as­cen­ded a thin blue film of smoke:

			“He does not joke abont the mat­ter, Mo’sieu’ the Curé!”

			On one oc­ca­sion, and for very slight cause, he flew in­to such a pas­sion that he lost his reas­on. He went to see a sick wo­man. As soon as he reached the farm­yard, he saw a crowd of chil­dren, those of the house as well and some of their friends, gathered around a dog’s ken­nel. They were star­ing curi­ously at some­thing, stand­ing there mo­tion­less, with con­cen­trated, si­lent at­ten­tion. The priest walked to­wards them. It was a dog and her lit­ter of pup­pies. In front of the ken­nel five little pup­pies were swarm­ing around their moth­er, who was af­fec­tion­ately lick­ing them, and at the mo­ment when the curé stretched for­ward his head above the heads of the chil­dren, a sixth tiny pup was born. All the brats, seized with joy at the sight of it, began to bawl out, clap­ping their hands: “Here’s an­oth­er of them! Here’s an­oth­er of them!”

			To them it was a pleas­ure, a nat­ur­al pleas­ure, in­to which noth­ing im­pure entered; they gazed at the birth of the pup­pies just as they would have looked at apples fall­ing from trees. But the man with the black robe was quiv­er­ing with in­dig­na­tion, and, los­ing his head, he lif­ted up his big blue um­brella and began to beat the young­sters. They re­treated at full speed. Then, find­ing him­self left alone with the an­im­al, he pro­ceeded to beat her also. As in her con­di­tion she was un­able to run way she moaned while she struggled against his at­tack, and jump­ing on top of her, he crushed her un­der his feet, and with a few kicks with his heel fin­ished her off. Then he left the body bleed­ing in the midst of the new­born an­im­als, whin­ing and help­less and in­stinct­ively mak­ing ef­forts to get at the moth­er’s teats.

			

			He would take long walks, all alone, with a frown on his face. Now, one even­ing in May, as he was re­turn­ing from a place some dis­tance away, and go­ing along by the cliff to get back to the vil­lage, a fierce shower of rain im­peded his pro­gress. He could see no house in sight, only the bare coast on every side riddled by the pelt­ing down­pour.

			The rough sea dashed against him in masses of foam; and thick black clouds gath­er­ing at the ho­ri­zon re­doubled the rain. The wind whistled, blew great guns, battered down the grow­ing crops, and the drip­ping Ab­bé; filling his ears with noises, and ex­cit­ing his heart with its tu­mult.

			He took off his hat, ex­pos­ing his fore­head to the storm, and by de­grees ap­proached the des­cent to­wards the low­land. But he had such a rat­tling in his throat that he could not ad­vance farther, and, all of a sud­den, he es­pied near a sheep pas­ture, a shep­herd’s hut, a kind of mov­able box on wheels that the shep­herds can drag in sum­mer from pas­ture to pas­ture.

			Above a wooden stool, a low door was open, af­ford­ing a view of the straw in­side.

			The priest was on the point of en­ter­ing to take shel­ter when he saw a lov­ing couple em­bra­cing each oth­er in the shad­ow. Thereupon, he ab­ruptly closed the door and fastened it; then, get­ting the shafts, he bent his lean back and dragged the hut after him, like a horse. And thus he ran along in his drenched cas­sock to­ward the steep in­cline, the fatal in­cline, with the young couple he had caught to­geth­er, who were banging their fists against the door of the hut, be­liev­ing prob­ably that the whole thing was only the prac­tic­al joke of a passerby.

			When he got to the top of the des­cent, he let go of the frail struc­ture, which began to roll over the slop­ing side of the cliff. It then rolled down pre­cip­it­ately, car­ried along blindly, ever in­creas­ing in the speed of its course, leap­ing, stum­bling like an an­im­al, strik­ing the ground with its shafts.

			An old beg­gar, cuddled up in a gap near the cliff, saw it passing, with a rush above his head, and he heard dread­ful cries com­ing from the in­teri­or of this wooden box.

			Sud­denly a wheel fell off from a col­li­sion with some stone; and then the hut, fall­ing on one side, began to topple down­ward like a ball, like a house torn from its found­a­tions, and tum­bling down from the top of a moun­tain; and then, hav­ing reached the edge of the last de­pres­sion it turned over, de­scrib­ing a curve in its fall, and was broken like an egg, at the bot­tom of the cliff.

			The pair of lov­ers were picked up, bruised, battered, with all their limbs frac­tured, but still clasped in each oth­er’s arms, but now through ter­ror.

			The curé re­fused to ad­mit their corpses in­to the church or to pro­nounce a be­ne­dic­tion over their coffins. And on the fol­low­ing Sunday in his ser­mon he spoke vehe­mently about the Sev­enth Com­mand­ment, threat­en­ing the lov­ers with an aven­ging and mys­ter­i­ous arm, and cit­ing the ter­rible ex­ample of the two wretches killed in the midst of their sin.

			As he was leav­ing the church, two gen­darmes ar­res­ted him.

			A coast­guard who was in a sen­try-box had seen him.

			The priest was sen­tenced to a term of pen­al ser­vitude.

			

			And the peas­ant who told me the story ad­ded gravely:

			“I knew him, Mon­sieur. He was a rough man, that’s a fact, but he did not like fool­ing.”

		
	
		
			The Bed

			On a stifling af­ter­noon dur­ing last sum­mer, the large auc­tion rooms seemed asleep, and the auc­tion­eers were knock­ing down the vari­ous lots in a list­less man­ner. In a back room, on the first floor, two or three lots of all silk ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al vest­ments were ly­ing in a corner.

			They were copes for sol­emn oc­ca­sions, and grace­ful chas­ubles on which em­broidered flowers sur­roun­ded sym­bol­ic let­ters on a yel­low­ish ground, which had ori­gin­ally been white. Some second­hand deal­ers were there, two or three men with dirty beards, and a fat wo­man with a big stom­ach, one of those wo­men who deal in second­hand finery and man­age il­li­cit love af­fairs, wo­men who are brokers in old and young hu­man flesh, just as much as they are in new and old clothes.

			Presently, a beau­ti­ful Louis XV chas­uble, as pretty as the dress of a mar­quise, was put up for sale. It had re­tained all its col­ours, and was em­broidered with lilies of the val­ley round the cross, and long blue ir­ises, which came up to the foot of the sac­red em­blem, and with wreaths of roses in the corners. When I had bought it, I no­ticed that there was a faint scent about it, as if it were per­meated with the re­mains of in­cense, or still per­vaded by those del­ic­ate, sweet scents of by­gone years, which we like, the memory of a per­fume, the soul of an evap­or­ated es­sence.

			When I got it home, I wished to have a small chair of the same charm­ing peri­od covered with it; and as I was hand­ling it in or­der to take the ne­ces­sary meas­ures, I felt some pa­per be­neath my fin­gers.

			When I cut the lin­ing, some let­ters fell at my feet. They were yel­low with age, and the faint ink was the col­our of rust; out­side the sheets, which were fol­ded in the fash­ion of long ago, it was ad­dressed in a del­ic­ate hand “To Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé d’Ar­gence.”

			The first three let­ters merely settled places of meet­ing, but here is the third:

			
				“My Friend—I am very un­well, ill in fact, and I can­not leave my bed. The rain is beat­ing against my win­dows, and I lie dream­ing com­fort­ably and warmly un­der my ei­der­down cov­er­let. I have a book of which I am very fond, that seems as if a little of my­self were in it. Shall I tell you what it is? No, for you would only scold me. Then, when I have read a little, I think, and will tell you what about.

				“They have put be­hind me pil­lows which keep me up and I am writ­ing you on the lovely little desk you gave me.

				“Hav­ing been in bed for three days, I think about my bed, and even in my sleep I med­it­ate on it still. I have come to the con­clu­sion that the bed en­circles our whole life; for we are born in it, we live in it and we shall die in it. If, there­fore, I had Mon­sieur de Cré­bil­lon’s pen, I should write the his­tory of a bed, and what ex­cit­ing and ter­rible, as well as de­light­ful and mov­ing ad­ven­tures would not such a book con­tain! What les­sons and what sub­jects for mor­al­ising could not one draw from it, for every­one?

				“You know my bed, my friend, but you will nev­er guess how many things I have dis­covered in it with­in the last three days, and how much more I love it, in con­sequence. It seems to me to be in­hab­ited, haunted, if I may say so, by a num­ber of people I nev­er thought of, who, nev­er­the­less, have left some­thing of them­selves in that couch.

				“Ah! I can­not un­der­stand people who buy new beds, beds to which no memor­ies or cares are at­tached. Mine, ours, which is so shabby, and so spa­cious, must have held many ex­ist­ences in it, from birth to the grave. Think of that, my friend; think of it all; re­view all those lives, a great part of which was spent between these four posts, sur­roun­ded by these hangings em­broidered by hu­man fig­ures, which have seen so many things. What have they seen dur­ing the three cen­tur­ies since they were first put up?

				“Here is a young wo­man ly­ing in this bed.

				“From time to time she sighs, and then she groans and cries out; her moth­er is with her, and presently a little creature that makes a noise like a cat mew­ing, and which is all shriveled and wrinkled, ap­pears. It is a male child to which she has giv­en birth, and the young moth­er feels happy in spite of her pain; she is nearly suf­foc­ated with joy at that first cry, and stretches out her arms, and those around her shed tears of pleas­ure. For that little morsel of hu­man­ity which has come from her means the con­tinu­ation of the fam­ily, the per­petu­ation of the blood, of the heart, and of the soul of the old people, who are look­ing on, trem­bling with ex­cite­ment.

				“And then, here are two lov­ers, who for the first time are to­geth­er in that tab­er­nacle of life. They tremble; but trans­por­ted with de­light, they have the de­li­cious sen­sa­tion of be­ing close to­geth­er, and by de­grees their lips meet. That di­vine kiss makes them one, that kiss which is the gate of a ter­restri­al heav­en, that kiss which speaks of hu­man de­lights, which con­tinu­ally prom­ises them, an­nounces them, and pre­cedes them. And their bed is agit­ated like the tem­pes­tu­ous sea, it bends and mur­murs, and it­self seems to be­come an­im­ated and joy­ous, for the mad­den­ing mys­tery of love is be­ing ac­com­plished on it. What is there sweeter, what more per­fect in this world than those em­braces which make one single be­ing out of two, and which give to both of them at the same mo­ment the same thought, the same ex­pect­a­tion, and the same mad­den­ing pleas­ure, a joy which des­cends upon them like a ce­les­ti­al and de­vour­ing fire?

				“Do you re­mem­ber those lines which you read to me last year, from some old poet, I know not whom, per­haps it was gentle Ron­sard?

				
					
						Et quand au lit nous ser­ons
						

						En­trelacés, nous fer­ons
						

						Les las­ci­fs, selon les guises
						

						Des amants qui lib­re­ment
						

						Pratiquent folâtre­ment
						

						Sous les draps cent mignard­ises.8
					

				

				I should like to have them em­broidered on the top of my bed, where Pyra­mus and Thisbe are con­tinu­ally look­ing at me out of their tapestried eyes.

				“And think of death, my friend, of all those who have breathed out their last sigh to God in this bed. For it is also the tomb of hopes ended, the door which closes everything, after hav­ing been the en­trance to the world. What cries, what an­guish, what suf­fer­ings, what groans; how many arms stretched out to­ward the past; what ap­peals to a hap­pi­ness that has van­ished forever; what con­vul­sions, what death-rattles, what gap­ing lips and dis­tor­ted eyes, have there not been in this bed from which I am writ­ing to you, dur­ing the three cen­tur­ies that it has sheltered hu­man be­ings!

				“The bed, you must re­mem­ber, is the sym­bol of life; I have dis­covered this with­in the last three days. There is noth­ing good ex­cept the bed, and are not some of our best mo­ments spent in sleep?

				“But then, again, we suf­fer in bed! it is the refuge of those who are ill and suf­fer­ing; a place of re­pose and com­fort for worn-out bod­ies.

				“The bed is man him­self. Our Lord Je­sus proved that he was su­per­hu­man by nev­er need­ing a bed. He was born on straw and died on the Cross, leav­ing to us weak hu­man creatures our soft bed of re­pose.

				“Many oth­er thoughts have struck me, but I have no time to note them down for you, and then, should I re­mem­ber them all? Be­sides that I am so tired that I mean to shake up my pil­lows, stretch my­self out at full length, and sleep a little. But be sure and come to see me at three o’clock to­mor­row; per­haps I may be bet­ter, and able to prove it to you.

				“Good­bye, my friend; here are my hands for you to kiss, and I also of­fer you my lips.”

			

		
	
		
			Mademoiselle Fifi

			Ma­jor, Count von Farls­berg, the Prus­si­an com­mand­ant, had nearly fin­ished read­ing his let­ters, ly­ing back in a huge, tapestry-covered arm­chair, with his booted feet on the beau­ti­ful marble fire­place, where his spurs had made two holes, which grew deep­er every day, dur­ing the three months that he had been in the château of Uville.

			A cup of cof­fee was smoking on a small, in­laid table, which was stained with li­queurs, burnt by ci­gars, notched by the pen­knife of the vic­tori­ous of­ficer, who oc­ca­sion­ally would stop while sharpen­ing a pen­cil, to cut fig­ures, make a draw­ing on the charm­ing piece of fur­niture, just as it took his fancy.

			When he had read his let­ters and run through the Ger­man news­pa­pers, which his or­derly had brought him, he got up, and after throw­ing three or four enorm­ous pieces of green wood on to the fire, for these gen­tle­men were gradu­ally cut­ting down the park for fire­wood—he went to the win­dow. The rain was des­cend­ing in tor­rents, that Nor­mandy rain, which looked as if it were be­ing poured out by some furi­ous hand, a slant­ing rain, thick as a cur­tain, which formed a sort of wall with di­ag­on­al stripes, and de­luged everything, a reg­u­lar rain, such as one fre­quently ex­per­i­ences in the neigh­bour­hood of Rouen, which is the wa­ter­ing-pot of France.

			For a long time the of­ficer looked at the sod­den lawns and at the swollen An­delle bey­ond, over­flow­ing its banks; and he was drum­ming a Rhine­land waltz on the win­dowpanes, with his fin­gers, when a noise made him turn round; it was his second in com­mand, Bar­on von Kel­wein­stein, now hold­ing the rank of cap­tain.

			The ma­jor was a gi­ant, with broad shoulders, and a long, fair-like beard, that spread fan-shaped on his chest. His whole, tall per­son sug­ges­ted the idea of a mil­it­ary pea­cock, a pea­cock who was car­ry­ing his tail spread out from his chin. He had cold, gentle, blue eyes, and one cheek had been slashed by a sabre in the war with Aus­tria; he was said to be a good sort and a brave of­ficer.

			The cap­tain, a short, red-faced man, with a big tight-belted stom­ach, had his fair hair cropped quite close to his head, and in cer­tain lights he al­most looked as if he had been rubbed over with phos­phor­us. He had lost two front teeth one fest­ive night, though he could not quite re­mem­ber how, and this made his speech so thick that he could not al­ways be un­der­stood, and he had a bald patch on the top of his head, ton­sured like a monk, with a fringe of curly, bright, golden hair round the circle of bare skin.

			The com­mand­ant shook hands with him, and gulped down his cup of cof­fee (the sixth that morn­ing), while he listened to his sub­or­din­ate’s re­port of what had oc­curred; and then they both went to the win­dow, and de­clared that things were not very lively. The ma­jor, who was a quiet man, with a wife at home, put up with everything; but the cap­tain, a reg­u­lar rake, a fre­quenter of low re­sorts, and very par­tial to wo­men, was mad at hav­ing been shut up for three months in the com­puls­ory chastity of that wretched hole.

			There was a knock at the door, and when the com­mand­ant said: “Come in,” one of their auto­matons ap­peared, and his mere pres­ence an­nounced that lunch was ready. In the din­ing room, they met three ju­ni­or of­ficers: a lieu­ten­ant, Otto von Gross­ling, and two second lieu­ten­ants, Fritz Sch­eun­eb­urg, and Mar­quis von Eyr­ick, a very short, fair-haired man, who was proud and bru­tal to­wards his men, harsh to­wards the conquered, and as ex­plos­ive as a rifle.

			Since their ar­rival in France, his com­rades had called him noth­ing but Ma­demois­elle Fifi. They had giv­en him that nick­name on ac­count of his dan­di­fied style and small waist, which looked as if he wore stays, of his pale face, on which his bud­ding mous­tache scarcely showed, and on ac­count of the habit he had ac­quired of em­ploy­ing the French ex­pres­sion, fi, fi donc, which he pro­nounced with a slight whistle, when he wished to ex­press his sov­er­eign con­tempt for per­sons or things.

			The din­ing room of the château d’Uville was a mag­ni­fi­cent long room, whose fine old mir­rors, that were cracked by pis­tol bul­lets, and whose Flem­ish tapestry, which was cut to rib­bons, and hanging in rags in places, from sword-cuts, told too well what Ma­demois­elle Fifi’s oc­cu­pa­tion was dur­ing his spare time.

			There were three fam­ily por­traits on the walls: a steel-clad knight, a car­din­al, and a judge, who were all smoking long por­cel­ain pipes, which had been in­ser­ted in­to holes in the can­vas, while in her an­cient, faded-gold frame, a noble dame, very tightly laced, proudly ex­hib­ited an enorm­ous mous­tache, drawn with a piece of char­coal. The of­ficers ate their lunch al­most in si­lence in that mu­til­ated room, which looked dull in the rain, and mel­an­choly un­der its van­quished ap­pear­ance, al­though its old, oak floor had be­come as sol­id as the stone floor of a tav­ern.

			When they had fin­ished eat­ing, and were smoking and drink­ing they began, as usu­al, to talk about the dull life they were lead­ing. The bottles of brandy and li­queurs passed from hand to hand, and all sat back in their chairs and took re­peated sips from their glasses, scarcely re­mov­ing from their mouths the long, bent stems with egg-shaped china bowls, that were painted in a man­ner to de­light a Hot­tentot.

			As soon as their glasses were empty, they filled them again, with a ges­ture of resigned wear­i­ness, but Ma­demois­elle Fifi broke his each time, and a sol­dier im­me­di­ately gave him an­oth­er. They were en­vel­oped in a thick cloud of strong to­bacco smoke, and they seemed to be sunk in a state of drowsy, stu­pid in­tox­ic­a­tion, in that dreary drunk­en­ness of men who have noth­ing to do. Sud­denly, the bar­on, stirred to re­volt, sat up, and said: “By heav­ens! This can­not go on; we must think of some­thing to do.” And on hear­ing this, lieu­ten­ant Otto and second lieu­ten­ant Fritz, who pree­m­in­ently pos­sessed the grave, heavy Ger­man coun­ten­ance, said: “What, cap­tain?”

			He thought for a few mo­ments, and then replied: “What? Well, we must get up a spree, if the com­mand­ant will al­low us.” “What sort of a spree, cap­tain?” the ma­jor asked, tak­ing his pipe out of his mouth. “I will ar­range all that, com­mand­ant,” the bar­on said. “I will send old ‘Duty’ to Rouen, to bring out some girls here. I know where they can be found. We will have sup­per here, as all the ma­ter­i­als are at hand, and, at least, we shall have a jolly even­ing.”

			Count von Farls­berg shrugged his shoulders with a smile: “You’re mad, my dear fel­low.”

			But all the oth­er of­ficers got up, and came crowding round their chief, with en­treat­ies: “Do let him, sir! it is ter­ribly dull here.” Fi­nally the ma­jor yiel­ded. “Very well,” he replied, and the bar­on im­me­di­ately sent for “Duty.” He was an old non­com­mis­sioned of­ficer, who had nev­er been seen to smile, but who car­ried out all the or­ders of his su­per­i­ors to the let­ter, no mat­ter what they might be. He stood there, with an im­pass­ive face, while he re­ceived the bar­on’s in­struc­tions, and then went out. Five minutes later a large mil­it­ary wag­on, with a hooped tar­paul­in cov­er, gal­loped off as fast as four horses could take it, un­der the pour­ing rain. At once a re­viv­i­fy­ing thrill seemed to run through their minds; they stopped loun­ging, their faces brightened, and they began to talk.

			Al­though it was rain­ing as hard as ever, the ma­jor de­clared that it was not so dull, and Lieu­ten­ant von Gross­ling said with con­vic­tion, that the sky was clear­ing up, while Ma­demois­elle Fifi did not seem to be able to keep still. He got up, and sat down again, and his bright eyes seemed to be look­ing for some­thing to des­troy. Sud­denly, look­ing at the lady with the mous­tache, the young fel­low pulled out his re­volver, and said: “You shall not see it.” And without leav­ing his seat he aimed, and with two suc­cess­ive bul­lets cut out both the eyes of the por­trait.

			“Let us make a mine!” he then ex­claimed, and the con­ver­sa­tion was sud­denly in­ter­rup­ted, as if they had found some fresh and power­ful sub­ject of in­terest. The mine was his in­ven­tion, his meth­od of de­struc­tion, and his fa­vor­ite amuse­ment.

			When he left the château, the law­ful own­er, Count Fernand d’Amoys d’Uville, had not had time to carry away or to hide any­thing, ex­cept the plate, which had been stowed away in a hole made in one of the walls, so that, as he was very rich and had good taste, the large draw­ing room, which opened in­to the din­ing room, had looked like the gal­lery in a mu­seum, be­fore his pre­cip­it­ate flight.

			Ex­pens­ive oil-paint­ings, wa­ter col­ours, and draw­ings hung against the walls, while on the tables, on the hanging shelves, and in el­eg­ant cab­in­ets, there were a thou­sand knick­knacks; small vases, statuettes, groups in Dresden china, and grot­esque Chinese fig­ures, old ivory, and Vene­tian glass, which filled the large room with their pre­cious and fant­ast­ic­al ar­ray.

			Scarcely any­thing was left now; not that the things had been stolen, for the ma­jor would not have al­lowed that, but Ma­demois­elle Fifi from time to time “made a mine,” and on those oc­ca­sions all the of­ficers thor­oughly en­joyed them­selves for five minutes. The little mar­quis went in­to the draw­ing room to get what he wanted, and he brought back a small, del­ic­ate and very valu­able Chinese teapot, which he filled with gun­powder, and care­fully in­tro­duced a piece of tinder in­to the spout. Then he lighted it, and took this in­fernal ma­chine in­to the next room; but he came back im­me­di­ately, and shut the door. The Ger­mans all stood ex­pect­antly, their faces full of child­ish, smil­ing curi­os­ity, and as soon as the ex­plo­sion had shaken the château, they all rushed in at once.

			Ma­demois­elle Fifi, who got in first, clapped his hands in de­light at the sight of a terra-cotta Venus, whose head had been blown off at last, and each picked up pieces of por­cel­ain, and wondered at the strange shape of the frag­ments, ex­amin­ing the latest dam­age, and dis­put­ing as to wheth­er some of the hav­oc was not due to a pre­vi­ous ex­plo­sion; while the ma­jor was look­ing with a pa­ternal eye at the large draw­ing room, which had been wrecked in this Ner­on­ic fash­ion, and was strewn with the frag­ments of works of art. He went out first, and said, with a smile: “This time it was a great suc­cess!”

			But there was such a cloud of smoke in the din­ing room, mingled with the to­bacco smoke, that they could not breathe, so the com­mand­ant opened the win­dow, and all the of­ficers, who had gone in­to the room for a glass of cognac, went up to it.

			The moist air blew in­to the room, with a scent of flooded coun­try, and a pow­der­ing of rain that sprinkled their beards. They looked at the tall trees, which were drip­ping with the rain, at the broad val­ley, which was covered with a mist of dark, low-hanging clouds, and at the church spire in the dis­tance, which rose up like a grey point in the beat­ing rain.

			The bells had not rung since their ar­rival. That was the only res­ist­ance which the in­vaders had met with in the neigh­bour­hood. The par­ish priest had not re­fused to take in and to feed the Prus­si­an sol­diers; he had sev­er­al times even drunk a bottle of beer or claret with the hos­tile com­mand­ant, who of­ten em­ployed him as a friendly in­ter­me­di­ary; but it was no use to ask him for a single stroke of the bells; he would soon­er have al­lowed him­self to be shot. That was his way of protest­ing against the in­va­sion, a peace­ful and si­lent protest, the only one, he said, which was suit­able to a priest, who was a man of peace, not war; and every­one, for ten miles around, praised the Ab­bé Chant­a­voine’s firm­ness and hero­ism, in ven­tur­ing to pro­claim the pub­lic mourn­ing by the ob­stin­ate si­lence of his church bells.

			The whole vil­lage grew en­thu­si­ast­ic over his res­ist­ance, and was ready to back up their pas­tor and to risk any­thing, as they looked upon that si­lent protest as the safe­guard of the na­tion­al hon­our. It seemed to the peas­ants that thus they had de­served bet­ter of their coun­try than Belfort and Stras­bourg, that they had set an equally valu­able ex­ample, and that the name of their little vil­lage would be­come im­mor­tal­ized by that; but with that ex­cep­tion, they re­fused their Prus­si­an con­quer­ors noth­ing.

			The com­mand­ant and his of­ficers laughed among them­selves at that in­of­fens­ive cour­age, and as the people in the whole coun­try round showed them­selves ob­li­ging and com­pli­ant to­wards them, they will­ingly tol­er­ated their si­lent pat­ri­ot­ism. Only the little Mar­quis Wil­helm would have liked to make the bell ring. He was very angry at his su­per­i­or’s polit­ic com­pli­ance with the priest’s scruples, and every day he begged the com­mand­ant to al­low him to sound “ding-dong, ding-dong,” just once, only just once, just by way of a joke. And he asked it like a wheed­ling wo­man, in the tender voice of some mis­tress who wishes to ob­tain some­thing, but the com­mand­ant would not yield, and to con­sole him­self Ma­demois­elle Fifi used to make a “mine” in the château d’Uville.

			The five men stood there to­geth­er for some minutes, in­hal­ing the moist air, and at last, Lieu­ten­ant Fritz said, with a thick laugh: “The ladies will cer­tainly not have fine weath­er for their drive.” Then they sep­ar­ated, each to his own du­ties, while the cap­tain had plenty to do in see­ing about the din­ner.

			When they met again, as it was grow­ing dark, they began to laugh at see­ing each oth­er as dan­di­fied and smart as on the day of a grand re­view. The com­mand­ant’s hair did not look so grey as it was in the morn­ing, and the cap­tain had shaved, and had only kept his mous­tache on, which made him look as if he had a streak of fire un­der his nose.

			In spite of the rain, they left the win­dow open, and one of them went to listen from time to time, and at a quarter past six the bar­on said he heard a rum­bling in the dis­tance. They all rushed down, and soon the wag­on drove up at a gal­lop with its four horses, which were splashed up to their backs, steam­ing and pant­ing, and five wo­men got out at the bot­tom of the steps, five hand­some girls whom a com­rade of the cap­tain, to whom old “Duty” had taken his card, had se­lec­ted with care.

			They had not re­quired much press­ing, as they were sure of be­ing well paid, for they had got to know the Prus­si­ans in the three months dur­ing which they had had to do with them, and so they resigned them­selves to the men as they did the state of af­fairs. “It is all in the day’s work,” they said as they drove along; no doubt to al­lay some secret scruples of con­science which re­mained.

			They went in­to the din­ing room im­me­di­ately, which looked still more dis­mal in its dilap­id­ated state, when it was lighted up; while the table, covered with choice dishes, the beau­ti­ful china and glass, and the plate, which had been found in the hole in the wall where its own­er had hid­den it, gave the look of a ban­dit’s inn, where they were sup­ping after com­mit­ting a rob­bery, to the place. The cap­tain was ra­di­ant, and took hold of the wo­men as if he were fa­mil­i­ar with them; ap­prais­ing them, kiss­ing them, sniff­ing them, ap­prais­ing their value as ladies of pleas­ure; and when the three young men wanted to ap­pro­pri­ate one each, he op­posed them au­thor­it­at­ively, re­serving to him­self the right to ap­por­tion them justly, ac­cord­ing to their sev­er­al ranks, so as not to vi­ol­ate the laws of pre­ced­ence. There­fore, so as to avoid all dis­cus­sion, jar­ring, and sus­pi­cion of par­ti­al­ity, he placed them all in a line ac­cord­ing to height, and ad­dress­ing the tallest, he said in a voice of com­mand:

			“What is your name?” “Pamela,” she replied, rais­ing her voice. And then he said: “Num­ber one, called Pamela, is ad­judged to the com­mand­ant.” Then, hav­ing kissed Blondine, the second, as a sign of pro­pri­et­or­ship, he proffered stout Aman­da to Lieu­ten­ant Otto, Eva La To­mate, to Second Lieu­ten­ant Fritz, and Rachel the shortest of them all, a very young, dark girl, with eyes as black as ink, a Jew­ess, whose snub nose con­firmed the rule which al­lots hooked noses to all her race, to the young­est of­ficer, frail Count Wil­helm von Eyr­ick.

			They were all pretty and plump, without any dis­tinct­ive fea­tures, and all were very much alike in look and per­son, from their daily prac­tice of love, and their life in com­mon in brothels.

			The three young­er men wished to carry off their wo­men im­me­di­ately, un­der the pre­text of find­ing them brushes and soap; but the cap­tain wisely op­posed this, for he said they were quite fit to sit down to din­ner, and that those who went up would wish for a change when they came down, and so would dis­turb the oth­er couples, and his ex­per­i­ence in such mat­ters car­ried the day. They con­ten­ted them­selves with many kisses, kisses of an­ti­cip­a­tion.

			Sud­denly Rachel choked, and began to cough un­til the tears came in­to her eyes, while smoke came through her nos­trils. Un­der pre­tence of kiss­ing her, the count had blown a whiff of to­bacco in­to her mouth. She did not fly in­to a rage, and did not say a word, but she looked at her pos­sessor with lat­ent hatred in her dark eyes.

			They sat down to din­ner. The com­mand­ant seemed de­lighted; he made Pamela sit on his right, and Blondine on his left, and said, as he un­fol­ded his table nap­kin: “That was a de­light­ful idea of yours, Cap­tain.”

			Lieu­ten­ants Otto and Fritz, who were as po­lite as if they had been with fash­ion­able ladies, rather in­tim­id­ated their neigh­bours, but Bar­on von Kel­we­ing­stein gave rein to all his vi­cious propensit­ies, beamed, made ob­scene re­marks, and seemed on fire with his crown of red hair. He made gal­lant phrases in French from the oth­er side of the Rhine, and his pot­house com­pli­ments sputtered out through the gap made by his broken teeth, reached the girls amid a vol­ley of saliva.

			They did not un­der­stand him, how­ever, and their in­tel­li­gence did not seem to be awakened un­til he uttered nasty words and broad ex­pres­sions, which were mangled by his ac­cent. Then they all began to shriek with laughter, fall­ing in­to the laps of their neigh­bours and re­peat­ing the words, which the bar­on then began to say all wrong, in or­der that he might have the pleas­ure of hear­ing them say dirty things. They gave him as much of that stuff as he wanted, for they were drunk after the first bottle of wine, and, be­com­ing them­selves once more, and open­ing the door to their usu­al habits, they kissed the mous­taches on the right and left of them, pinched the men’s arms, uttered furi­ous cries, drank out of every glass, and sang French couplets, and bits of Ger­man songs, which they had picked up in their daily in­ter­course with the en­emy.

			Soon the men them­selves, in­tox­ic­ated by that fe­male flesh which was dis­played to their sight and touch, grew very amor­ous, shouted and broke the plates and dishes, while the sol­diers be­hind them waited on them stolidly. The com­mand­ant was the only one who put any re­straint upon him­self.

			Ma­demois­elle Fifi had taken Rachel on to his knees, and, get­ting de­lib­er­ately ex­cited, at one mo­ment kissed the little black curls on her neck, in­hal­ing the pleas­ant warmth of her body, and all the sa­vour of her per­son, through the slight space there was between her dress and her skin, and at an­oth­er he pinched her furi­ously through her dress, and made her scream, for he was seized by a spe­cies of fe­ro­city, and tor­men­ted by his de­sire to hurt. He of­ten held her close to him, as if to make her part of him­self, and pressed his lips in a long kiss on the Jew­ess’s rosy mouth, un­til she lost her breath; but sud­denly he bit her un­til a stream of blood ran down her chin and on to her bod­ice.

			For the second time, she looked him full in the face, and as she bathed the wound, she said: “You will have to pay for that!” But he merely laughed a hard laugh, and said: “I will pay.”

			At dessert, cham­pagne was served, and the com­mand­ant rose, and in the same voice in which he would have drunk to the health of the Empress Au­gusta, he drank: “To our ladies!” And a series of toasts began, toasts worthy of the low­est sol­diers and of drunk­ards, mingled with ob­scene jokes, which were made still more bru­tal by their ig­nor­ance of the lan­guage. They got up, one after an­oth­er, try­ing to say some­thing witty, for­cing them­selves to be funny, and the wo­men, who were so drunk that they al­most fell off their chairs, with va­cant looks and clammy tongues, ap­plauded madly each time.

			The cap­tain, who no doubt wished to im­part an ap­pear­ance of gal­lantry to the orgy, raised his glass again, and said: “To our vic­tor­ies over hearts!” And thereupon Lieu­ten­ant Otto, who as a spe­cies of bear from the Black Forest, jumped up, in­flamed and sat­ur­ated with drink, and sud­denly seized by an ex­cess of al­co­hol­ic pat­ri­ot­ism, he cried: “To our vic­tor­ies over France!”

			Drunk as they were, the wo­men were si­lent, and Rachel turned round with a shud­der, and said: “Look here, I know some French­men, in whose pres­ence you would not dare to say that.” But the little count, still hold­ing her on his knee, began to laugh, for the wine had made him very merry, and said: “Ha! ha! ha! I have nev­er met any of them, my­self. As soon as we show ourselves, they run away!” The girl, who was in a ter­rible rage, shouted in­to his face: “You are ly­ing, you dirty scoun­drel!”

			For a mo­ment, he looked at her stead­ily with his bright eyes upon her, as he had looked at the por­trait be­fore he des­troyed it with re­volver bul­lets, and then he began to laugh: “Ah! yes, talk about them, my dear! Should we be here now, if they were brave?” And get­ting ex­cited, he ex­claimed: “We are the mas­ters! France be­longs to us!”

			She jumped off his knees with a bound, and threw her­self in­to her chair, while he rose, held out his glass over the table, and re­peated: “France and the French, the woods, the fields, and the houses of France be­long to us!”

			The oth­ers, who were quite drunk, and who were sud­denly seized by mil­it­ary en­thu­si­asm, the en­thu­si­asm of brutes, seized their glasses, and shout­ing: “Long live Prus­sia!” they emp­tied them at a draught.

			The girls did not protest, for they were re­duced to si­lence, and were afraid. Even Rachel did not say a word, as she had no reply to make, and then, the little mar­quis put his cham­pagne glass, which had just been re­filled, on to the head of the Jew­ess, and ex­claimed: “All the wo­men in France be­long to us, also!”

			At that, she got up so quickly that the glass up­set and poured the am­ber-col­oured wine on to her black hair as if to bap­tise her, and broke in­to a hun­dred frag­ments, as it fell on to the floor. With trem­bling lips, she de­fied the looks of the of­ficer who was still laugh­ing, and she stammered out, in a voice choked with rage: “That … that … that … is not true … for you shall cer­tainly not have any French wo­men.”

			He sat down again, so as to laugh at his ease, and try­ing in­ef­fec­tu­ally to speak with a Parisi­an ac­cent, he said: “That is good, very good! Then, what did you come here for, my dear?” She was thun­der­struck, and made no reply for a mo­ment, for in her agit­a­tion she did not un­der­stand him at first; but as soon as she grasped his mean­ing, she said to him in­dig­nantly and vehe­mently: “I! I! I am not a wo­man; I am only a strum­pet, and that is all that Prus­si­ans want.”

			Al­most be­fore she had fin­ished, he slapped her full in the face; but as he was rais­ing his hand again, as if he would strike her, she, al­most mad with pas­sion, took up a small dessert knife with a sil­ver blade from the table, and stabbed him in the neck, just above the breast bone. Some­thing that he was go­ing to say was cut short in his throat, and he sat there, with his mouth half open, and a ter­rible look in his eyes.

			All the of­ficers shouted in hor­ror, and leaped up nois­ily; but throw­ing her chair between Lieu­ten­ant Otto’s legs, who fell down at full length, she ran to the win­dow, opened it be­fore they could seize her, and jumped out in­to the night and pour­ing rain.

			In two minutes, Ma­demois­elle Fifi was dead, and Fritz and Otto drew their swords and wanted to kill the wo­men, who threw them­selves at their feet and clung to their knees. With some dif­fi­culty the ma­jor stopped the slaughter, and had the four ter­ri­fied girls locked up in a room un­der the care of two sol­diers, and then he or­gan­ised the pur­suit of the fu­git­ive, as care­fully as if they were about to en­gage in a skir­mish, feel­ing quite sure that she would be caught. Fifty men, spurred on by threats, were sent to search the park. Two hun­dred more scoured the woods, and all the houses in the val­ley.

			The table, which had been cleared im­me­di­ately, now served as a deathbed, and the four of­ficers stood at the win­dows, ri­gid and sobered, with the stern faces of sol­diers on duty, and tried to pierce through the dark­ness of the night, amid the steady tor­rent of rain. Sud­denly, a shot was heard, and then an­oth­er, a long way off; and for four hours they heard from time to time near or dis­tant re­ports and ral­ly­ing cries strange words uttered as a call, in gut­tur­al voices.

			In the morn­ing they all re­turned. Two sol­diers had been killed, and three oth­ers wounded by their com­rades in the ar­dour of that chase, and in the con­fu­sion of that night pur­suit, but they had not caught Rachel.

			Then the in­hab­it­ants of the dis­trict were ter­ror­ised, the houses were turned topsy-turvy, the coun­try was scoured and beaten up, over and over again, but the Jew­ess did not seem to have left a single trace of her pas­sage be­hind her.

			When the gen­er­al was told of it, he gave or­ders to hush up the af­fair, so as not to set a bad ex­ample to the army, but he severely cen­sured the com­mand­ant, who in turn pun­ished his in­feri­ors. The gen­er­al had said: “One does not go to war in or­der to amuse one­self, and to caress pros­ti­tutes.” And Count von Farls­berg, in his ex­as­per­a­tion, made up his mind to have his re­venge on the dis­trict, but as he re­quired a pre­text for show­ing sever­ity, he sent for the priest, and ordered him to have the bell tolled at the fu­ner­al of the Mar­quis von Eyr­ick.

			Con­trary to all ex­pect­a­tion, the priest showed him­self humble and most re­spect­ful, and when Ma­demois­elle Fifi’s body left the Château d’Uville on its way to the cemetery, car­ried by sol­diers, pre­ceded, sur­roun­ded, and fol­lowed by sol­diers, who marched with loaded rifles, for the first time, the bell soun­ded its fu­ner­eal knell in a lively man­ner, as if a friendly hand were caress­ing it. At night it soun­ded again, and the next day, and every day; it rang as much as any­one could de­sire. Some­times even, it would start at night, and sound gently through the dark­ness, seized by strange joy, awakened, one could not tell why. All the peas­ants in the neigh­bour­hood de­clared that it was be­witched, and nobody, ex­cept the priest and the sac­ristan, would now go near the church tower, and they went be­cause a poor girl was liv­ing there in grief and solitude, and secretly nour­ished by those two men.

			She re­mained there un­til the Ger­man troops de­par­ted, and then one even­ing the priest bor­rowed the baker’s cart, and him­self drove his pris­on­er to Rouen. When they got there, he em­braced her, and she quickly went back on foot to the es­tab­lish­ment from which she had come, where the pro­pri­et­ress, who thought that she was dead, was very glad to see her.

			A short time af­ter­wards, a pat­ri­ot who had no pre­ju­dices, and who liked her be­cause of her bold deed, and who af­ter­wards loved her for her­self, mar­ried her, and made a lady of her, who was quite as good as many oth­ers.

		
	
		
			Relics of the Past

			My dear Colette—I do not know wheth­er you re­mem­ber a verse of M. Sainte-Beuve which we have read to­geth­er, and which has re­mained fixed in my memory; for me this verse speaks elo­quently; and it has very of­ten re­as­sured my poor heart, es­pe­cially for some time past. Here it is:

			
				
					“To be born, to live, and die in the same house.”
				

			

			I am now all alone in this house where I was born, where I have lived, and where I hope to die. It is not gay every day, but it is pleas­ant; for there I have souven­irs all around me.

			My son Henri is a bar­ris­ter; he comes to see me twice a year. Jeanne is liv­ing with her hus­band at the oth­er end of France, and it is I who go to see her each au­tumn. So here I am, all, all alone, but sur­roun­ded by fa­mil­i­ar ob­jects which in­cess­antly speak to me about my own people, the dead, and the liv­ing sep­ar­ated from me by dis­tance.

			I no longer read much; I am too old for that; but I am con­stantly think­ing, or rather dream­ing. I do not dream as I used to do long ago. You may re­call to mind any wild fan­cies, the ad­ven­tures our brains con­cocted when we were twenty, and all the ho­ri­zons of hap­pi­ness that dawned upon us!

			Noth­ing out of all our dream­ing has been real­ized, or rather it is quite a dif­fer­ent thing that has happened, less charm­ing, less po­et­ic, but suf­fi­cient for those who know how to ac­cept their lot in this world bravely.

			Do you know why we wo­men are so of­ten un­happy? It is be­cause we are taught in our youth to be­lieve too much in hap­pi­ness! We are nev­er brought up with the idea of fight­ing, of striv­ing, of suf­fer­ing. And, at the first shock, our hearts are broken; we look for­ward, with blind faith, to cas­cades of for­tu­nate events. What does hap­pen is at best but a par­tial hap­pi­ness, and thereupon we burst out sob­bing. Hap­pi­ness, the real hap­pi­ness that we dream of, I have come to know what that is. It does not con­sist in the ar­rival of great bliss, for any great bliss that falls to our share is to be found in the in­fin­ite ex­pect­a­tion of a suc­ces­sion of joys to which we nev­er at­tain. Hap­pi­ness is happy ex­pect­a­tion; it is the ho­ri­zon of hope; it is, there­fore, end­less il­lu­sion; and, old as I am, I cre­ate il­lu­sions for my­self still, in fact, every day I live; only their ob­ject is changed, my de­sires be­ing no longer the same. I have told you that I spend my bright­est hours in dream­ing. What else should I do?

			I have two ways of do­ing this. I am go­ing to tell you what they are; they may per­haps prove use­ful to you.

			Oh! the first is very simple; it con­sists in sit­ting down be­fore my fire in a low arm­chair made soft for my old bones, and look­ing back at the things that have been put aside.

			One life is so short, es­pe­cially a life en­tirely spent in the same spot:

			
				
					“To be born, to live, and die in the same house.”
				

			

			The things that bring back the past to our re­col­lec­tion are heaped, pressed to­geth­er; and, we are old, it some­times seems no more than ten days since we were young. Yes; everything slips away from us, as if life it­self were but a single day: morn­ing, even­ing, and then comes night—a night without a dawn!

			When I gaze in­to the fire, for hours and hours, the past rises up be­fore me as though it were but yes­ter­day. I no longer think of my present ex­ist­ence; rev­er­ie car­ries me away; once more I pass through all the changes of my life.

			And I of­ten am pos­sessed by the il­lu­sion that I am a young girl, so many breaths of by­gone days are waf­ted back to me, so many youth­ful sen­sa­tions and even im­pulses, so many throb­bings of my young heart—all the pas­sion­ate ar­dor of eight­een; and I have clear, as fresh real­it­ies, vis­ions of for­got­ten things. Oh! how vividly, above all, do the memor­ies of my walks as a young girl come back to me! There, in the arm­chair of mine, be­fore the fire, I saw once more, a few nights since, a sun­set on Mont Saint-Michel, and im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards I was rid­ing on horse­back through the forest of Uville with the odors of the damp sand and of the flowers steeped in dew, and the even­ing star send­ing its burn­ing re­flec­tion through the wa­ter and bathing my face in its rays as I gal­loped through the copse. And all I thought of then, my po­et­ic en­thu­si­asm at the sight of the bound­less sea, my keen de­light at the rust­ling of the branches as I passed, my most trivi­al im­pres­sions, every frag­ment of thought, de­sire, or feel­ing, all, all came back to me as if I were there still, as if fifty years had not glided by since then, to chill my blood and mod­er­ate my hopes. But my oth­er way of re­viv­ing the long ago is much bet­ter.

			You know, or you do not know, my dear Colette, that we des­troy noth­ing in the house. We have up­stairs, un­der the roof, a large room for cast-off things which we call “the lum­ber-room.” Everything which is no longer used is thrown there. I of­ten go up there, and gaze around me. Then I find once more a heap of noth­ings that I had ceased to think about, and that re­called a heap of things to my mind. They are not those be­loved art­icles of fur­niture which we have known since our child­hood and to which are at­tached re­col­lec­tions of events of joys or sor­rows, dates in our his­tory, which, from the fact of be­ing in­ter­mingled with our lives, have as­sumed a kind of per­son­al­ity, a physiognomy, which are the com­pan­ions of our pleas­ant or gloomy house, the only com­pan­ions, alas! that we are sure not to lose, the only ones that will not die, like the oth­ers—those whose fea­tures, whose lov­ing eyes, whose lips, whose voices, have van­ished forever. But I find in­stead among the med­ley of worn-out gewgaws those little old in­sig­ni­fic­ant ob­jects which have hung on by our side for forty years without ever hav­ing been no­ticed by us, and which, when we sud­denly lay eyes on them again, have some­how the im­port­ance, the sig­ni­fic­ance of rel­ics of the past. They pro­duce on my mind the ef­fect of those people—whom we have known for a very long time without ever hav­ing seen them as they really are, and who, all of a sud­den, some even­ing, quite un­ex­pec­tedly, break out in­to a stream of in­ter­min­able talk, and tell us all about them­selves down to their most hid­den secrets, of which we had nev­er even sus­pec­ted the ex­ist­ence.

			And I move about from one ob­ject to the oth­er with a little thrill in my heart every time some­thing fixes my at­ten­tion. I say to my­self: “See there! I broke that the night Paul star­ted for Ly­ons”; or else, “Ah! there is mamma’s little lan­tern, which she used to carry with her go­ing to her even­ing de­vo­tions on dark winter nights.” There are even things in this room which have no story to tell me, which have come down from my grand­par­ents, things there­fore, whose his­tory and ad­ven­tures are ut­terly un­known to those who are liv­ing today, and whose very own­ers nobody knows now. Nobody has seen the hands that used to touch them or the eyes that used to gaze at them. These are the things that make me have long, long dreams. They rep­res­ent to my mind des­ol­ate people whose last re­main­ing friend is dead. You, my dear Colette, can scarcely com­pre­hend all this, and you will smile at my sim­pli­city, my child­ish, sen­ti­ment­al whims. You are a Parisi­an, and you Parisi­ans do not un­der­stand this in­teri­or life, those etern­al echoes of one’s own heart. You live in the out­er world, with all your thoughts in the open. Liv­ing alone as I do, I can only speak about my­self. When you are an­swer­ing this let­ter, tell me a little about your­self, that I may also be able to put my­self in your place, as you will be able to put your­self in mine to­mor­row.

			But you will nev­er com­pletely un­der­stand M. de Sainte Beuve’s verse:

			
				
					“To be born, to live, and to die in one house.”
				

			

			
				A thou­sand kisses, my old friend,

				Adélaide.

			
		
	
		
			The Blind Man

			Why is the first sun­shine so de­light­ful? Why does the light fall­ing upon the earth fill us so with the hap­pi­ness of liv­ing? The sky is all blue, the coun­try all green, the houses all white; and our charmed eyes drink in these liv­ing col­ours, where­with they fash­ion joy for our souls. And we feel im­puls­ive de­sires to dance, to run, to sing, a happy light­ness of the spir­it, a kind of broadened, lib­er­ated ten­der­ness; we feel as if we would like to em­brace the sun.

			The blind men in the door­ways, im­pass­ive in their etern­al dark­ness, re­main calm as ever in the midst of this new gaiety of life and, in­com­pre­hend­ing, they keep on quiet­ing their dogs who long to gam­bol.

			When they go home, at the end of the day, on the arm of a young broth­er or little sis­ter, if the child says: “It has been a lovely day!” they will reply: “Yes, I knew very well it was a fine day, Loulou would not keep still.”

			I knew one of these men, whose life was one of the most cruel mar­tyr­doms that can be dreamt of.

			He was a peas­ant, the son of a Nor­man farm­er. As long as his fath­er and moth­er were alive, fairly good care was taken of him; he hardly suffered ex­cept from his hor­rible in­firm­ity; but as soon as the old people were gone, his ap­palling ex­ist­ence began. Taken in by a sis­ter, he was treated by every­one on the farm as a beg­gar who ate the bread of oth­ers. At every meal his food was grudged him; he was called slug­gard and booby; and al­though his broth­er-in-law had got pos­ses­sion of his share of the in­her­it­ance, his broth was giv­en him with re­luct­ance, and only in just suf­fi­cient quant­ity to keep him from death.

			His face was very pale, and his two eyes were large and white like seal­ing-wafers; he re­mained im­pass­ive un­der all in­sults, so walled up in him­self that no one knew wheth­er he felt them. And he had nev­er known any af­fec­tion, his moth­er hav­ing al­ways been a trifle harsh with him, lov­ing him very little; for in the coun­try the use­less are nuis­ances, and peas­ants would gladly copy the fowls, that kill off the weakly among them­selves.

			As soon as his soup was swal­lowed, he would go and sit be­fore the door in sum­mer, be­side the fire in winter, and would not move till even­ing. He made no ges­ture, no move­ment; only his eye­lids, shaken by a kind of nervous af­flic­tion, would oc­ca­sion­ally fall over the white spots of his eyes. Had he a spir­it, a mind, a clear con­scious­ness of his life? No one wondered.

			For a few years things went on like this. But his in­ab­il­ity to do any­thing, as much as his im­per­turb­ab­il­ity, ended by ex­as­per­at­ing his re­la­tions, and he be­came a scape­goat, a sort of buf­foon-mar­tyr, a kind of prey sac­ri­ficed to the nat­ur­al fe­ro­city and sav­age mer­ri­ment of the brutes around him.

			They thought of all the cruel jests which his blind­ness in­spired. And, in or­der to pay them­selves for what he ate, they turned his meals in­to hours of pleas­ure for the neigh­bours and of tor­ture for the help­less wretch.

			The peas­ants of the neigh­bour­ing houses came to this en­ter­tain­ment; stor­ies of it ran from door to door, and the farm kit­chen was full every day. Some­times a cat or a dog was put on the table, in front of the plate from which he was be­gin­ning to take his soup. In­stinct­ively the an­im­al would real­ise the man’s in­firm­ity and would very softly draw near, eat­ing without a sound, lap­ping it up del­ic­ately; and when a rather noisy splash­ing of the tongue had aroused the poor wretch’s at­ten­tion, it would prudently draw away to avoid the ran­dom blow from the spoon that fol­lowed.

			Then there was much laughter, nudging, and stamp­ing from the spec­tat­ors crowded along the walls. And without say­ing a word he would be­gin to eat again, with his right hand, while, with his out­stretched left arm, he pro­tec­ted and de­fen­ded his plate.

			Some­times they made him eat corks, wood, leaves, or even filth, which he could not dis­tin­guish.

			Then they even wear­ied of their pleas­ant­ries; and the broth­er-in-law, grow­ing angry at al­ways hav­ing to feed him, struck him, and con­stantly boxed his ears, laugh­ing at his vic­tim’s fu­tile ef­forts to ward off the blows or re­turn them. This be­came a new game: the slap game. The plough­boys, the la­bour­er, and the maids were con­stantly thrust­ing their hands at his face, and this pro­duced a hur­ried twitch­ing in his eye­lids. He did not know where to hide, and kept his arms con­stantly ex­ten­ded to avoid their as­saults.

			At last they forced him to beg. They placed him on the roads on mar­ket days, and, as soon as he heard a sound of foot­steps or the rattle of a car­riage, he would hold out his hat, fal­ter­ing: “Char­ity, if you please.”

			But the peas­ant is not free with his money, and, dur­ing en­tire weeks, he did not bring home a half­penny.

			Then their real hatred was un­chained, piti­less. And this is how he died:

			One winter, the earth was covered with snow, and it froze ap­pallingly hard. His broth­er-in-law, one morn­ing, led him a long way off to a high road to make him beg for alms. He left him there all day, and when night was come, he told his house­hold that he had not been able to find him. “But there!” he ad­ded, “we mustn’t both­er, someone will have taken him off be­cause he was cold. Of course he isn’t lost. He’ll come back to­mor­row to eat his broth all right.”

			The next day he did not come back.

			After long hours of wait­ing, gripped by the cold, feel­ing that he was dy­ing, the blind man had be­gun to walk. Un­able to make out the road, which was bur­ied un­der this froth of ice, he had wandered at ran­dom, fall­ing in­to ditches and rising again, al­ways si­lent, search­ing for a house.

			But the numb­ness of the snows had gradu­ally taken hold on him, and, his weak limbs un­able to carry him farther, he had sat down in the middle of a field. He nev­er got up again.

			The white flakes fell stead­ily and bur­ied him. His stiffened body dis­ap­peared un­der the cease­less ac­cu­mu­la­tion of the in­fin­ite mul­ti­tude of them; and noth­ing in­dic­ated the spot where the corpse lay.

			His re­l­at­ives made a show of in­quir­ing and search­ing for him for eight days. They even cried.

			The winter was a hard one, and the thaw did not come soon. But one Sunday, on their way to Mass, the farm­ers no­ticed a great flock of crows hov­er­ing con­tinu­ally over the field, then swoop­ing down like a black shower of rain, in troops, to the same spot, con­stantly rising from it again and re­turn­ing to it.

			The fol­low­ing week the dark birds were still there. The sky bore a cloud of them, as though they had as­sembled from every corner of the ho­ri­zon; and they dropped down with a great clam­our to the dazzling snow, mak­ing a strange-look­ing pat­tern of spots upon it, and ob­stin­ately search­ing in it.

			A boy went to see what they were do­ing, and found the body of the blind man, already half-eaten, torn to shreds. His pale eyes had van­ished, pricked out by the long, raven­ous beaks.

			And I can nev­er feel the vivid gaiety of days of sun­shine without a sad re­mem­brance and a mel­an­choly thought of the poor wretch, so robbed of all things in life that his hor­rible death was a re­lief to all who had known him.

		
	
		
			Magnetism

			The din­ner was ended and the bach­el­ors were sit­ting over their ci­gars and li­queurs, feel­ing com­fort­ably qui­es­cent as a res­ult of good food and drink, when someone star­ted a dis­cus­sion of mag­net­ism: Donato’s tricks and Char­cot’s ex­per­i­ments. These scep­tic­al, easy­going men who cared noth­ing about re­li­gion, un­ex­pec­tedly began to tell stor­ies of strange hap­pen­ings, in­cred­ible things that nev­er­the­less had really oc­curred, so they said; sud­denly con­ver­ted to the mys­ter­ies of mag­net­ism which they sup­por­ted in the name of sci­ence, they fell back in­to su­per­sti­tious be­liefs cling­ing like a burr to this last rem­nant of ma­gic.

			One of the party—a man full of vigour, a fol­low­er of young girls and hunter of wo­men—smiled in his con­vinced in­credu­lity: as he did not be­lieve in any­thing, all dis­cus­sion seemed to him to be fu­tile.

			He re­peated with a sneer: “Hum­bug! hum­bug! hum­bug! We need not dis­cuss Donato, who is simply a smart jug­gler. Mon­sieur Char­cot, who is said to be a great schol­ar, seems to me like a storyteller of the Edgar Poe type who ends in a mad­house through con­cen­trat­ing on queer cases of in­san­ity. He had proved the ex­ist­ence of un­ex­plained and still in­ex­plic­able nervous phe­nom­ena, he deals with un­known forces that are now be­ing in­vest­ig­ated, and as he can­not al­ways un­der­stand what he sees he prob­ably re­mem­bers the ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al in­ter­pret­a­tion of these mys­ter­ies. I would like to hear what he him­self has to say, quite a dif­fer­ent thing to listen­ing to your ver­sion of his con­clu­sions.”

			The rest of the party rather pit­ied the un­be­liev­er; they felt as an as­sembly of monks would do to­wards a blas­phemer. One of them ex­claimed: “Still there were mir­acles in olden times!” to which he replied: “That I deny. Why are there none in our days?”

			Then each one men­tioned some fact, some weird presen­ti­ment, some in­stance of tele­graph­ic com­mu­nic­a­tion from a dis­tance or some case of one be­ing’s secret in­flu­ence over an­oth­er. They as­ser­ted and main­tained that these things had really happened, while the ob­stin­ate scep­tic re­peated: “Hum­bug! hum­bug! hum­bug!” At last he got up, threw away his ci­gar, and, with hands in his pock­ets, said: “Well, I will tell you two stor­ies which I will ex­plain af­ter­wards. Here they are:

			“In the little vil­lage of Étretat all the men, sail­ors every man of them, go off to the New­found­land cod fish­er­ies every year. Well, one night the child of one of the fish­er­men woke up with a start, cry­ing out that ‘his fath­er had died at sea.’ The child fell asleep again, but woke up again, scream­ing that ‘his fath­er was drowned.’ A month later the news came that the fath­er had, in­deed, been swept off the deck by a wave. The wid­ow re­membered the child’s dream, every­one de­clared it to be a mir­acle, and the af­fair caused a great sen­sa­tion. When dates were com­pared it was found that the ac­ci­dent and the dream co­in­cided pretty closely, so it was con­cluded that they had happened at the same time on the same night. Here you have a mys­tery of mag­net­ism.”

			The speak­er stopped and one of the party, vis­ibly af­fected, asked:

			“And you say you can ex­plain that?”

			“Cer­tainly, I dis­covered the secret. The in­cid­ent had as­ton­ished and even wor­ried me, but you see I dis­be­lieve on prin­ciple. Just as oth­ers al­ways be­gin by be­liev­ing, I be­gin by doubt­ing, and when I fail to un­der­stand I still deny all tele­path­ic com­mu­nic­a­tion between two souls, con­vinced that my own in­tel­li­gence will find a solu­tion. Well, I turned the mat­ter over in my mind, and after ques­tion­ing the wives of the ab­sent fish­er­men I dis­covered that hardly a week passed without someone, either wife or child, dream­ing and an­noun­cing that ‘the fath­er had died at sea.’ The ter­rible, haunt­ing dread of ac­ci­dents makes them a con­stant sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion, and fills the thoughts of the wo­men and chil­dren. If, by any chance, one of these pre­dic­tions co­in­cides with a death, at once it is said to be a mir­acle, for they for­get all the dreams, the omens, the sin­is­ter fore­bod­ings that are not ful­filled. I have my­self known fifty cases which were com­pletely for­got­ten with­in a week. But if the man had in­deed died, the dream was re­membered at once and the co­in­cid­ence at­trib­uted to the in­ter­ven­tion of the Almighty by some, while oth­ers de­clared it to be due to mag­net­ism.”

			One of the party said: “Well, all that is true enough; now for your second story?”

			“Oh, the second is rather awk­ward to tell. It happened to my­self and so I don’t place any great value on my own view of the mat­ter. An in­ter­ested party can nev­er give an im­par­tial opin­ion. How­ever, here it is:

			“Among my ac­quaint­ances was a young wo­man on whom I had nev­er be­stowed a thought, at whom I had nev­er even looked with any in­terest, of whom I had taken no no­tice, as the say­ing goes.

			“I classed her as an in­sig­ni­fic­ant wo­man, though she was not bad-look­ing; I simply knew that she had eyes, a nose, a mouth and some kind of hair, in fact that she was a col­our­less type. She was one of those be­ings who only at­tract passing at­ten­tion by pure luck: a wo­man that men do not de­sire.

			“Well, one night as I was writ­ing let­ters by the fireside be­fore go­ing to bed, I was con­scious, in the midst of a ri­ot of ideas, of a series of those men­tal pic­tures that some­times glide through one’s brain in mo­ments of idle dream­ing, of a kind of faint breath blow­ing through me—a slight flut­ter of the heart—and im­me­di­ately, without cause, without any lo­gic­al con­nec­tion of ideas, I saw as dis­tinctly as if I were touch­ing her the un­clothed, full-length vis­ion of the wo­man to whom I had nev­er giv­en more than a passing thought at any time. And I sud­denly dis­covered in her a hitherto un­sus­pec­ted at­trac­tion, a gentle charm, a lan­guor­ous fas­cin­a­tion. She kindled in me that amor­ous yearn­ing which makes a man run after a wo­man. But I soon for­got all about it, I went to bed and fell asleep. Then I dreamed.

			“You have prob­ably all dreamt strange dreams in which noth­ing is im­possible, which open every sealed door for you, which re­veal un­hoped-for joy and provide a mas­ter key that un­closes tightly fol­ded arms.

			“Which of us in those troubled, ex­cit­ing, breath­less slum­bers has not held, em­braced, fondled and pos­sessed, with an ex­traordin­ary in­tens­ity of rap­ture, the wo­man who filled his thoughts? And have you ever no­ticed the ex­quis­ite de­light these happy dreams give us? The mad in­tox­ic­a­tion, the throb­bing par­oxysms; the in­fin­itely caress­ing, ab­sorb­ing ten­der­ness that fills your heart for the wo­man swoon­ing in your arms in that ad­or­able yet bru­tal il­lu­sion that seems so real.

			“I felt all this with so fierce a pas­sion that I can nev­er for­get. The wo­man was mine, so much mine that the sweet warmth of her skin clung to my fin­gers, the smell of her skin clung to my nos­trils, the fla­vour of her kisses to my lips, the sound of her voice to my ears, the soft touch of her arms clung round my body, and the en­chant­ment of her ten­der­ness clung to my whole be­ing long after the de­light and dis­il­lu­sion of my awaken­ing.

			“I dreamt the same dream three times that night.

			“When day dawned I was ob­sessed by her, she took pos­ses­sion of me, haunt­ing my very soul with such in­tens­ity that my every thought was hers.

			“At last in des­pair I dressed and went to see her. As I went up the stair­case I trembled all over, my heart beat ri­ot­ously and my body was filled with yearn­ing.

			“I entered the flat. Dir­ectly she heard my name she got up and sud­denly our eyes met in a long, fixed gaze. I sat down, and stammered out some com­mon­places which she ap­par­ently did not hear. I knew neither what to say nor what to do. Then, ab­ruptly I seized hold of her and clasped her in my arms, and my dream was real­ised so quickly, so eas­ily, so fe­ver­ishly, that I began to doubt wheth­er I was really awake. … She was my mis­tress for two years …”

			“What do you make of it?” asked a voice.

			“I think … I think it was just a co­in­cid­ence! But then, who knows? Per­haps some glance of hers, un­noticed at the time, came back to me that night through one of those mys­ter­i­ous, un­con­scious prompt­ings which of­ten re­call things neg­lected by our con­scious­ness, un­per­ceived by our minds!”

			“Whatever name you like to give it,” said one of the party, “if you do not be­lieve in mag­net­ism after that, old man, you are an un­grate­ful wretch!”

		
	
		
			Guillemot Rock

			This is the sea­son for guille­mots.

			From April un­til the end of May, be­fore the bathers ar­rive from Par­is, one may ob­serve, at the little wa­ter­ing-place called Étretat, the sud­den ap­pear­ance of cer­tain old gen­tle­men in top-boots and tight shoot­ing-coats. They spend four or five days at the Hôtel Han­ville, dis­ap­pear, come again three weeks later; then, after a second stay, de­part for good.

			The fol­low­ing spring, they ap­pear again.

			They are the last hunters of the guille­mot, the sur­viv­ors of those of the old days; for thirty or forty years ago there were some twenty of these fan­at­ics, but now they are but a few fan­at­ic­al sports­men.

			The guille­mot is a rare mi­grant whose habits are strange. For al­most the whole of the year it lives in the neigh­bour­hood of New­found­land, and of the is­lands of Saint-Pierre and Miquelon; but at the nest­ing-sea­son a band of emig­rants crosses the At­lantic and, every year, comes to lay its eggs and hatch them out on the same spot, the rock called Guille­mot Rock, near Étretat. They are nev­er to be found in any oth­er spot than this. They have al­ways come thith­er, they have al­ways been shot, and they still keep com­ing back; they al­ways will come back. As soon as the young birds have been raised, they go away again, and dis­ap­pear for a year.

			Why do they nev­er go else­where, choose some oth­er point in the long white cliff, which runs un­changed from the Pas de Cal­ais to Le Havre? What force, what un­con­quer­able in­stinct, what age-long cus­tom im­pels these birds to re­turn to this spot? What was the man­ner of their first emig­ra­tion, or the nature of the tem­pest which may long since have cast their sires upon this rock? And why have the chil­dren, the grand­chil­dren, all the des­cend­ants of the first comers al­ways re­turned thith­er?

			They are not nu­mer­ous; a hun­dred at the most, as though a sol­it­ary fam­ily pos­sessed this tra­di­tion, per­formed this an­nu­al pil­grim­age.

			And every spring, as soon as the little wan­der­ing tribe is re­in­stalled upon its rock, the same hunters re­appear in the vil­lage. Once, as young men, they were fa­mil­i­ar to the in­hab­it­ants; today they are old, but still faith­ful to the reg­u­lar meet­ing-place that for the past thirty or forty years they have ap­poin­ted for their gath­er­ing.

			For noth­ing in the world would they fail to keep the ap­point­ment.

			

			It was an April even­ing in one of the last years. Three of the old guille­mot-shoot­ers had just ar­rived; one of them was miss­ing, Mon­sieur d’Ar­nelles.

			He had writ­ten to no one, giv­en no news! But he was not dead, like so many oth­ers; it would have been known. At last, weary of wait­ing, the first comers sat down to table; din­ner was nearly over when a car­riage rolled in­to the yard of the hostelry; and soon the late ar­rival entered.

			He sat down, in ex­cel­lent spir­its, rub­bing his hands, ate with a good ap­pet­ite, and, as one of his com­pan­ions ex­pressed sur­prise at his wear­ing a frock-coat, replied calmly:

			“Yes, I had not time to change.”

			They went to bed as soon as they rose from the table, for, in or­der to sur­prise the birds, it is ne­ces­sary to start well be­fore day­break.

			

			Noth­ing is pleas­anter than this sport, this early morn­ing ex­ped­i­tion.

			At three in the morn­ing the sail­ors wake the sports­men by throw­ing gravel at their win­dow panes. In a few minutes all are ready and down on the shingle beach. Al­though no twi­light is yet vis­ible, the stars have paled a little; the sea screams over the pebbles, the breeze is so cold that they shiver a little, des­pite their thick clothes.

			Soon the two boats, pushed out by the men, rush down the slope of roun­ded pebbles, with a noise as of tear­ing can­vas; then they are sway­ing upon the first waves. The brown sails are hois­ted up the masts, swell slightly, tremble, hes­it­ate, and, bul­ging once more, round-bel­lied, sweep the tarred hulls away to­wards the wide open­ing down the river, dimly vis­ible in the gloom.

			The sky grows clear; the dark­ness seems to melt away; the coast­line ap­pears, still veiled in mist, the long white coast­line, straight as a wall. They pass the Manne-Porte, an enorm­ous arch through which a ship could go, double the point of La Courtine, run past the vale of An­ti­fer and the cape of the same name; and sud­denly there rushes in­to sight a beach on which are hun­dreds of gulls. It is Guille­mot Rock.

			It is merely a small hump of cliff, and on the nar­row ledges of rock the heads of birds are vis­ible, watch­ing the boats.

			They are there, mo­tion­less, wait­ing, not dar­ing as yet to fly away. Some, settled upon the ex­treme edges, look as though they are sit­ting on their hind parts, up­right like bottles, for their legs are so short that, when they walk, they ap­pear to be glid­ing on wheels, and, when they want to fly away, they are un­able to start with a run, and are ob­liged to let them­selves fall like stones, al­most on top of the men spy­ing upon them.

			They are aware of their weak­ness and the danger it en­tails, and do not read­ily de­cide to fly.

			But the sail­ors be­gin to shout and beat the gun­wales with the wooden thole­pins, and the birds, ter­ri­fied, one by one launch out in­to the void, and drop to the very level of the waves; then, their wings beat­ing with swift strokes, they gath­er way, dart off, and reach the open spaces, un­less a hail of shot casts them in­to the wa­ter.

			For an hour they are slaughtered thus, one after an­oth­er be­ing forced to make off; and some­times the fe­males on their nests, ut­terly de­voted to the busi­ness of hatch­ing, re­fuse to leave, and ever and anon re­ceive a vol­ley which splashes their white plumage with spots of rosy blood, and the bird dies, still faith­fully guard­ing her eggs.

			On the first day, Mon­sieur d’Anelles shot with his cus­tom­ary en­thu­si­asm; but, when they went off home at about ten o’clock, be­neath the high and ra­di­ant sun which threw great tri­angles of light in­to the white clefts in the cliffs, he ap­peared some­what dis­trac­ted, and now and then he seemed lost in thought, un­like his usu­al self.

			As soon as they were back on land, some sort of ser­vant, clad in black, came and whispered with him. He ap­peared to re­flect, to hes­it­ate; then he replied:

			“No, to­mor­row.”

			And, next day, the shoot­ing was re­sumed. This time Mon­sieur d’Anelles of­ten missed his birds, though they let them­selves fall al­most on to the end of his gun-bar­rel, and his friends, laugh­ing, asked him if he was in love, if any secret trouble were tor­ment­ing his heart and brain. At last he ad­mit­ted it.

			“Yes, as a mat­ter of fact I must be off dir­ectly, and I find it an­noy­ing.”

			“What, you’re go­ing away? Why?”

			“Oh, ur­gent busi­ness. I can’t stay any longer.”

			Then they began to talk of oth­er things.

			As soon as lunch was over, the ser­vant in black re­appeared. Mon­sieur d’Anelles ordered him to har­ness the horses, and the fel­low was on the point of go­ing out when the three oth­er sports­men in­ter­vened, in­sist­ing on an ex­plan­a­tion, with many en­treat­ies and de­mands that their friend should stay.

			At last one of them said:

			“But, look here, this busi­ness of yours can’t be so very ser­i­ous, if you’ve already waited two days.”

			The fourth, al­to­geth­er per­plexed, re­flec­ted, plainly a prey to con­flict­ing ideas, torn between pleas­ure and duty, un­happy and ill at ease.

			After a long peri­od of med­it­a­tion, he mur­mured with some hes­it­a­tion:

			“You see … you see, I am not alone here; I have my son-in-law with me.”

			There were cries and ex­clam­a­tions.

			“Your son-in-law? … But where is he?”

			At that he ap­peared sud­denly con­foun­ded, and blushed.

			“What? Didn’t you know? Why … why … he is out in the barn. He’s dead.”

			Stu­pefied si­lence reigned.

			More and more dis­tressed, Mon­sieur d’Anelles con­tin­ued:

			“I have had the mis­for­tune to lose him; and, as I was tak­ing the body to my home at Bri­seville, I made a slight de­tour just to keep our ap­point­ment here. But you will real­ise that I can delay no longer.”

			Then one of the sports­men, bolder than the rest, sug­ges­ted:

			“But … since he is dead … it seems to me … that he might very well wait one more day.”

			The two oth­ers hes­it­ated no longer.

			“You can’t deny that,” they said.

			Mon­sieur d’Ar­nelles seemed re­lieved of a great weight, but, still some­what un­easy, he in­quired:

			“You … you hon­estly think … ?”

			As one man, the three oth­ers replied:

			“Dash it all! dear boy, two days more or less won’t make any dif­fer­ence to him in his con­di­tion.”

			Thereupon, per­fectly at ease, the fath­er-in-law turned round to the un­der­taker.

			“Very well, my good man, let it be the day after to­mor­row.”

		
	
		
			A Son

			The two old friends were walk­ing in the garden all in bloom, where life was stirred by the gay spring­time.

			One was a sen­at­or and the oth­er a mem­ber of the French Academy, grave, both of them, full of reas­on and lo­gic, but sol­emn—people of note and repu­ta­tion.

			At first they chattered about polit­ics, ex­chan­ging thoughts, not upon ideas but men: per­son­al­it­ies, which in such mat­ters, al­ways take pre­ced­ence over reasoned ar­gu­ment. Then they awoke old memor­ies; then they were si­lent, con­tinu­ing to walk side by side, both re­laxed by the sweet­ness of the air.

			A great cluster of wall­flowers sent forth their sweet and del­ic­ate per­fume. A heap of flowers, of every kind and col­our, threw their sweet­ness in­to the air, while a laburnum tree, covered with yel­low flowers, scattered to the wind its fine powder, a golden smoke which re­minded one of honey, and which car­ried, like the caress­ing powder of the per­fumer, its em­balmed seed across space.

			The sen­at­or stopped, in­haled the fer­tile cloud that was float­ing by him, looked at the blos­som­ing tree, resplen­dent as a sun, from which the pol­len was now es­cap­ing. And he said:

			“When one thinks that these im­per­cept­ible atoms, which smell so nice, can bring in to ex­ist­ence in a hun­dred places, miles from here, plants of their own kind, can start the sap and fibre of the fe­male trees, and pro­duce creatures with roots, which are born from a germ, as we are, mor­tal as we are, and which will be re­placed by oth­er be­ings of the same es­sence, just like us!”

			Then, stand­ing in front of the ra­di­ant laburnum tree, whose viv­i­fy­ing per­fume per­meated every breath of air, the sen­at­or ad­ded:

			“Ah! my fine fel­low, if you were to count your chil­dren you would be woe­fully em­bar­rassed. Here is one who brings them eas­ily in­to the world, aban­dons them without re­morse and wor­ries little about them af­ter­ward.”

			The Aca­dem­i­cian replied: “We do the same, my friend.”

			The sen­at­or answered: “Yes, I do not deny that; we do aban­don them some­times, but we know it, at least, and that con­sti­tutes our su­peri­or­ity.”

			The oth­er man shook his head: “No, that is not what I mean; you see, my dear fel­low, there is scarcely a man who does not pos­sess some un­known chil­dren, those chil­dren labeled fath­er un­known, whom he has cre­ated, as this tree re­pro­duces it­self, al­most un­con­sciously.

			“If we had to es­tab­lish the count of the wo­men we have had, we should be, should we not, as em­bar­rassed as this laburnum tree which you are ad­dress­ing, if it were called upon to enu­mer­ate its des­cend­ants?

			“From eight­een to forty, count­ing all our passing en­coun­ters and con­tacts of an hour, it may eas­ily be gran­ted that we have had in­tim­ate re­la­tions with two or three hun­dred wo­men. Ah, well! my friend, among this num­ber are you sure that you have not made fruit­ful at least one, and that you have not, upon the streets or in pris­on, some black­guard son, who robs and as­sas­sin­ates hon­est people, that is to say, people like us? or per­haps a daugh­ter, in some house of ill-fame? or per­haps, if she chanced to be aban­doned by her moth­er, a cook in some­body’s kit­chen?

			“Re­mem­ber fur­ther that nearly all wo­men that we call ‘pub­lic’ pos­sess one or two chil­dren whose fath­er they do not know, chil­dren caught in the haz­ard of their em­braces at ten or twenty francs. In every trade, there is profit and loss. This off­spring con­sti­tutes the ‘loss’ of their pro­fes­sion. Who were their pro­gen­it­ors? You—I—all of us, re­spect­able men! These are the res­ults of our gay din­ner parties, of our amus­ing even­ings, of the hours when our well-fed bod­ies drive us to chance love en­coun­ters.

			“Rob­bers, tramps, all such wretches, in short, are our chil­dren. And how much bet­ter that is for us than if we were theirs, for they re­pro­duce also, these ruf­fi­ans!

			“Listen: I, for my part, have an ugly story on my con­science, which I would like to tell you. It brings me in­cess­ant re­morse, and more than that, con­tinu­al doubt and an un­ap­peas­able un­cer­tainty which at times tor­tures me hor­ribly.

			“At the age of twenty-five I had un­der­taken, with one of my friends, now a con­seiller d’État, a jour­ney through Brit­tany, on foot.

			“After fif­teen or twenty days of rap­id walk­ing, after hav­ing vis­ited the Côtes-du-Nord, and a part of Fin­is­terre, we ar­rived at Dou­arnenez; from there, in a day’s march, we reached the wild Pointe du Raz, via the Baie des Tré­passés, where we slept in some vil­lage whose name ends in of. When the morn­ing came a strange fa­tigue held my com­rade in bed. I say ‘bed’ from habit, since our bed was com­posed simply of two bundles of straw.

			“It was im­possible to be sick in such a place. I forced him to get up, and we reached Audi­erne about four or five o’clock in the even­ing. The next day he was a little bet­ter. We set out again, but on the way he was taken with in­tol­er­able pains and it was with great dif­fi­culty that we were able to reach Pont-Lab­bé.

			“There at least there was an inn. My friend went to bed, and the doc­tor, whom we called from Quim­per, found a high fever, without quite de­term­in­ing the nature of it.

			“Do you know Pont-Lab­bé? No. Well, it is the most char­ac­ter­ist­ic Bre­ton town from Pointe du Raz to Mor­bi­han—a re­gion which con­tains the es­sence of Bre­ton mor­als, and le­gends, and cus­toms. Today, even, this corner of the coun­try has scarcely changed at all. I say ‘today, even,’ be­cause I re­turn there now every year, alas!

			“An old castle bathes the foot of its towers in a sad, dis­mal pond, peopled by flights of wild birds. Out of it flows a river, deep enough for coast­ing ves­sels to come up to the town. In the nar­row streets, with the old houses, the men wear wide hats and em­broidered waist­coats and four coats, one above the oth­er; the first, about the size of the hand, cov­ers only the shoulder-blades, while the last stops just above the seat of the breeches.

			“The girls, who are tall, beau­ti­ful, and fresh look­ing, wear a bod­ice of thick cloth which forms a breast­plate and cor­set, con­strain­ing and leav­ing scarcely a sus­pi­cion of their swell­ing, mar­tyr­ized busts. Their he­ad­dresses are also strange: over the temples two em­broidered bands in col­our frame the face, bind­ing the hair, which falls loose be­hind the head and is then car­ried up to the crown of the head un­der a curi­ous bon­net of­ten woven of gold or sil­ver.

			“The ser­vant at our inn was eight­een years old at the most, with blue eyes, a pale blue, which were pierced with the two little black dots of the pu­pils; and with short closely set teeth, which she con­stantly showed in laugh­ing and which seemed made for bit­ing gran­ite.

			“She did not know a word of French, speak­ing only the Bre­ton patois, as do most of her com­pat­ri­ots.

			“Well, my friend was no bet­ter, and, al­though no dis­ease was dia­gnosed, the doc­tor for­bade his set­ting out, or­der­ing com­plete rest. I spent the days with him, the little maid com­ing in fre­quently, bring­ing per­haps my din­ner or some drink for him.

			“I teased her a little, which seemed to amuse her, but we did not talk, nat­ur­ally, since we could not un­der­stand each oth­er.

			“Well, one night, hav­ing re­mained with the sick man very late, when go­ing to my room, I met the girl go­ing to hers. It was just op­pos­ite my open door. Then sud­denly, without re­flect­ing upon what I was do­ing, and more by way of a joke than any­thing, I seized her around the waist, and be­fore she was over her as­ton­ish­ment I had thrown her and shut her in my room. She looked at me, startled, frightened, ter­ri­fied, not dar­ing to cry out for fear of scan­dal, and of be­ing driv­en out by her mas­ter at first and her fath­er af­ter­wards.

			“I had done this as a joke; but when I saw her there, I was filled by the de­sire to pos­sess her. There was a long and si­lent struggle, a struggle of body against body after the fash­ion of ath­letes, with arms tense, con­trac­ted, twis­ted; rap­id breath­ing, skin moist with per­spir­a­tion. Oh! she fought vali­antly; and some­times we would hit a piece of fur­niture, a par­ti­tion, or a chair; then, still clutch­ing each oth­er, we would re­main mo­tion­less for some seconds in fear lest the noise had awakened someone; then we would com­mence again our des­per­ate battle, I at­tack­ing, she res­ist­ing. Ex­hausted, fi­nally, she fell; and I took her bru­tally, upon the ground, upon the floor.

			“As soon as she was re­leased, she ran to the door, drew the bolts, and fled. I scarcely met her dur­ing the fol­low­ing days. She would not al­low me to go near her. Then, when my com­rade was bet­ter and we were to con­tin­ue our jour­ney, on the eve of our de­par­ture, she came bare­footed, in her chemise, to the room where I had just re­tired.

			“She threw her­self in­to my arms, drew me to her pas­sion­ately, and, un­til day­light, em­braced me, caressed me, weep­ing and sob­bing, giv­ing me all the as­sur­ances of ten­der­ness and des­pair that a wo­man can give when she does not know a word of our lan­guage.

			“A week later I had for­got­ten this ad­ven­ture, so com­mon and fre­quent when one is trav­el­ling, the ser­vants of the inns be­ing gen­er­ally destined to en­ter­tain trav­el­lers in this man­ner.

			“Thirty years passed without my think­ing of, or re­turn­ing to, Pont-Lab­bé. Then, in 1876, I happened to go there, in the course of an ex­cur­sion in­to Brit­tany which I had un­der­taken to get ma­ter­i­al for a book and to make my­self fa­mil­i­ar with the land­scape.

			“Noth­ing seemed to have changed. The castle still soaked its grey walls in the pond at the en­trance of the little town; the inn was there, too, al­though re­paired, re­mod­elled, with a mod­ern air. On en­ter­ing I was re­ceived by two young Bre­ton girls of about eight­een, fresh and pretty, en­laced in their nar­row cloth bod­ices, with their sil­ver he­ad­dress and large em­broidered ear caps.

			“It was about six o’clock in the even­ing. I sat down to dine and as the host was serving me him­self, fate, without doubt, led me to ask him: ‘Did you know the former mas­ter of this house? I spent a fort­night here once, thirty years ago. I am speak­ing of very far-off times.’

			“He answered: ‘Those were my par­ents, sir.’

			“Then I told him the oc­ca­sion of my stop­ping there, re­call­ing my be­ing de­tained by the ill­ness of my com­rade. He did not al­low me to fin­ish:

			“ ‘Oh! I re­mem­ber that per­fectly,’ said he; ‘I was fif­teen or six­teen then. You slept in the room at the end of the hall and your friend in the one that is now mine, look­ing on to the street.’

			“Then for the first time, a vivid re­col­lec­tion of the pretty maid came back to me. I asked: ‘Do you re­call a nice little ser­vant that your fath­er had, who had, if I re­mem­ber, pretty blue eyes and fine teeth?’

			“He replied: ‘Yes, sir; she died in child­birth some time after.’

			“And point­ing to­ward the court­yard where a thin lame man was turn­ing over some ma­nure, he ad­ded: ‘That is her son.’

			“I began to laugh. ‘He is not beau­ti­ful, and does not re­semble his moth­er at all. Takes after his fath­er, no doubt.’

			“The innkeep­er replied: ‘It may be; but they nev­er knew who his fath­er was. She died without telling, and no one here knew she had a lov­er. It was a tre­mend­ous sur­prise when we found it out. No one would be­lieve it.’

			“A kind of dis­agree­able shiver went over me, one of those pain­ful sug­ges­tions that touch the heart, like the ap­proach of a heavy sor­row. I looked at the man in the yard. He came now to draw some wa­ter for the horses and car­ried two pails, limp­ing, mak­ing griev­ous ef­forts with the leg that was short­er. He was ragged and hideously dirty, with long yel­low hair, so mat­ted that it hung in strings down his cheeks.

			“The innkeep­er ad­ded: ‘He is not up to much, and has only been kept here out of char­ity. Per­haps he would have turned out bet­ter if he had been brought up prop­erly. But, you see how it is, sir?

			“ ‘No fath­er, no moth­er, no money! My par­ents took pity on him as a child, but after all—he was not theirs, you see.’

			“I said noth­ing.

			“I went to bed in my old room, and all night I could think of noth­ing but that fright­ful stable boy, re­peat­ing to my­self: ‘What if that were my son! Could I have killed that girl and brought that creature in­to ex­ist­ence?’

			“It was pos­sible, of course. I re­solved to speak to this man and to find out ex­actly the date of his birth. A dif­fer­ence of two months would set my doubts at rest.

			“I had him come to me the next day. But he could not speak French either. He seemed not to un­der­stand any­thing. Be­sides, he was ab­so­lutely ig­nor­ant of his age, which one of the maids asked him for me. And he stood in front of me like an idi­ot, rolling his cap in his knotty and dis­gust­ing paws, laugh­ing stu­pidly, with some­thing of the old laugh of the moth­er in the corners of his mouth and eyes.

			“But the host came along, and went to look up the birth cer­ti­fic­ate of the poor wretch. He entered this life eight months and twenty-six days after my de­par­ture from Pont-Lab­bé, be­cause I re­called per­fectly ar­riv­ing at Lori­ent on the fif­teenth of Au­gust. The re­cord said: ‘Fath­er un­known.’ The moth­er was called Jeanne Kar­radec.

			“Then my heart began to beat rap­idly. I could not speak, I felt so choked with emo­tion. And I looked at that brute, whose long yel­low hair seemed a more sor­did dung heap than that of beasts. And the wretch, em­bar­rassed by my look, ceased to laugh, turned his head, and tried to get away.

			“Every day I would wander along the little river, sadly re­flect­ing. But what was the use? Noth­ing could give me any cer­tainty. For hours and hours I would weigh all the reas­ons, good and bad, for and against the chances of my pa­tern­ity, wor­ry­ing my­self with in­tric­ate sup­pos­i­tions, only to re­turn again to the hor­rible sus­pi­cion, then to the con­vic­tion, more at­ro­cious still, that this man was my son.

			“I could not dine and I re­tired to my room. It was a long time be­fore I could sleep. Then sleep came, a sleep haunted with in­sup­port­able vis­ions. I could see this ninny laugh­ing in my face and call­ing me ‘Papa.’ Then he would change in­to a dog and bite me in the calf of my leg. In vain I tried to free my­self, he would fol­low me al­ways, and, in­stead of bark­ing he would speak, ab­us­ing me. Then he would ap­pear be­fore my col­leagues at the Academy, called to­geth­er for the pur­pose of de­cid­ing wheth­er I was his fath­er. And one of them cried: ‘It is in­dubit­able! See how he re­sembles him!’

			“And in fact, I per­ceived that the mon­ster did re­semble me. And I awoke with this idea fixed in my mind, and with a mad de­sire to see the man again and de­cide wheth­er he did or did not have fea­tures in com­mon with my own.

			“I joined him as he was go­ing to Mass (it was on Sunday) and gave him a franc, scan­ning his face anxiously. He began to laugh in an ig­noble fash­ion, took the money, then, again con­strained by my eye, he fled, after hav­ing blur­ted out a word, al­most in­ar­tic­u­late, which meant to say ‘Thank you,’ without doubt.

			“That day passed for me in the same agony as the pre­ced­ing. To­ward even­ing I sent for the pro­pri­et­or and, with great cau­tion, pre­cau­tions, and fin­esse, I told him that I had be­come in­ter­ested in this poor be­ing so aban­doned by every­body and so de­prived of everything, and that I wished to do some­thing for him.

			“The man replied: ‘Oh, don’t worry about him, sir. He wants noth­ing; you will only make trouble for your­self. I em­ploy him to clean the stable, and it is all that he can do. For that, I feed him and he sleeps with the horses. He needs noth­ing more. If you have an old pair of trousers, give them to him, but they will be in pieces in a week.’

			“I did not in­sist, but waited to see.

			“The fel­low re­turned that even­ing, hor­ribly drunk, al­most set­ting fire to the house, strik­ing one of the horses a blow with a pick­ax, and fi­nally went to sleep in the mud out in the rain, thanks to my gen­er­os­ity. They begged me, the next day, not to give him any more money. Li­quor made him furi­ous, and when he had two sous in his pock­et he drank it. The innkeep­er ad­ded: ‘To give him money is to kill him.’ This man had ab­so­lutely nev­er had any money, save a few centimes thrown to him by trav­el­lers, and he knew no oth­er des­tin­a­tion for it but the ale­house.

			“Then I passed some hours in my room with an open book which I made a pre­tence of read­ing, but without ac­com­plish­ing any­thing ex­cept to look at this brute. My son! my son! I was try­ing to dis­cov­er if he was any­thing like me. By dint of search­ing I be­lieved I re­cog­nized some sim­il­ar lines in the brow and about the nose. And I was im­me­di­ately con­vinced of a re­semb­lance which only dif­fer­ent cloth­ing and the hideous mane of the man dis­guised.

			“I could not stay there very long without be­ing sus­pec­ted, and I set out with break­ing heart, after hav­ing left with the innkeep­er some money to ease the ex­ist­ence of his stable-boy.

			“For six years I have lived with this thought, this hor­rible un­cer­tainty, this ab­om­in­able doubt, and each year an ir­res­ist­ible force drags me back to Pont-Lab­bé. Each year I con­demn my­self to the tor­ture of see­ing this brute wal­low in his filth, ima­gin­ing that he re­sembles me, and of seek­ing, al­ways in vain, to be help­ful to him. And each year I come back more un­de­cided, more tor­tured, more anxious.

			“I have tried to have him edu­cated, but he is an in­cur­able idi­ot. I have tried to render life less pain­ful to him, but he is an in­cur­able drunk­ard and uses all the money that is giv­en him for drink. And he knows very well how to sell his new clothes to get cognac.

			“I have tried to arouse pity in his em­ploy­er for him, that he might treat him more gently, al­ways of­fer­ing him money. The innkeep­er, as­ton­ished, fi­nally re­marked very wisely: ‘Everything you do for him, sir, will only ru­in him. He must be kept like a pris­on­er. As soon as he has time giv­en him or fa­vours shown, he be­comes vi­cious. If you wish to do good there are plenty of aban­doned chil­dren. Choose one that will be worth your trouble.’

			“What could I say to that?

			“And if I should dis­close a sus­pi­cion of the doubts which tor­ture me, this brute would cer­tainly turn rogue and ex­ploit me, com­prom­ise me, ru­in me. He would cry out to me: ‘Papa,’ as in my dream.

			“And I tell my­self that I have killed the moth­er and ruined this at­rophied be­ing, larva of the stable, born and bred on a dunghill, this man who, if he had been brought up as oth­ers are, might have been like oth­ers.

			“And you can­not ima­gine the strange, con­fused, in­tol­er­able sen­sa­tion I feel in his pres­ence, as I think that this has come from me, that he be­longs to me by that in­tim­ate bond which binds fath­er to son, that, thanks to the ter­rible laws of hered­ity, he is a part of me in a thou­sand things, by his blood and his flesh, and that he has the same germs of sick­ness and the same fer­ments of pas­sion.

			“And I have al­ways an un­ap­peas­able and pain­ful de­sire to see him, and the sight of him makes me suf­fer hor­ribly; and from my win­dow down there I look at him for hours as he pitch­forks and carts away the dung of the beasts, re­peat­ing to my­self: ‘That is my son!’

			“And I feel, some­times, an in­tol­er­able de­sire to em­brace him. But I have nev­er even touched his filthy hand.”

			

			The Aca­dem­i­cian was si­lent. And his com­pan­ion, the politi­cian, mur­mured: “Yes, in­deed; we ought to think a little more about the chil­dren who have no fath­er.”

			Then a breath of wind came up, and the great tree shook its clusters, and en­vel­oped with a fine, odor­ous cloud the two old men, who took long draughts of the sweet per­fume.

			And the sen­at­or ad­ded: “It is fine to be twenty-five years old, and even to be­come a fath­er like that.”

		
	
		
			Travelling

			Saint-Ag­nès, 6th May.

			My Dear Friend,

			You asked me to write to you of­ten, and par­tic­u­larly to tell you what I had seen. You also asked me to search through my memor­ies of travel and find some of those short an­ec­dotes which one hears from a peas­ant met by the way, from some hotel­keep­er, or some passing stranger, and which re­main in the memory like the key to a coun­try. You be­lieve that a land­scape sketched in a few lines, or a short story told in a few words, re­veals the true char­ac­ter of a coun­try, makes it live, vis­ibly and dra­mat­ic­ally. I shall try to do as you wish. From time to time I will send you let­ters, in which I shall not men­tion ourselves, but only the ho­ri­zon and the people who move on it. Now I be­gin.

			

			Spring, it seems to me, is a sea­son when one should eat and drink land­scapes. It is the sea­son for sen­sa­tions, as the au­tumn is the sea­son for thought. In spring the coun­try stirs the body; in au­tumn it pen­et­rates the mind.

			This year I wanted to in­hale or­ange-blos­soms, and I set out for the South at the time when every­body comes back from there. I passed through Monaco, the town of pil­grims, the rival of Mecca and Jer­u­s­alem, without leav­ing my money in any­body else’s pock­et, and I as­cen­ded the high hills be­neath a can­opy of lem­on, or­ange and olive trees.

			Did you ever sleep in a field of or­ange trees in bloom? The air which one in­hales de­li­ciously is a quint­essence of per­fumes. This power­ful and sweet smell, as sa­voury as a sweet­meat, seems to pen­et­rate one, to im­preg­nate, to in­tox­ic­ate, to in­duce lan­guor, to bring about a dreamy and som­no­lent tor­por. It is like opi­um pre­pared by fairy hands and not by chem­ists.

			This is a coun­try of gorges. The sides of the moun­tains are seamed and slashed all over, and in these wind­ing crevices grow ver­it­able forests of lem­on trees. At in­ter­vals, where the ab­rupt rav­ine stops at a sort of ledge, man has fash­ioned reser­voirs which catch the wa­ter from the rain storms. They are great holes with smooth walls, which of­fer no pro­jec­tion to catch the hand of those who fall.

			I was walk­ing slowly through one of these rising val­leys, look­ing through the leaves at the bright fruit still re­main­ing on the branches. The nar­row gorge made the heavy per­fumes of the flowers more pen­et­rat­ing; in there the air seemed dense be­cause of them. I felt tired and wanted to sit down. A few drops of wa­ter rolled on the grass, I thought a spring must be near, and I climbed high­er to find it. But I reached the edge of one of these huge, deep reser­voirs. I sat down cross-legged and re­mained dream­ing in front of the hole, which seemed to be full of ink, so black and stag­nant was the wa­ter in it. Down be­low, through the branches, I could see, like splashes, bits of the Medi­ter­ranean, blind­ingly dazzling. But my glance con­stantly re­turned to this vast and sombre hole which seemed un­in­hab­ited by any form of wa­ter life, its sur­face was so still.

			Sud­denly a voice made me start. An old gen­tle­man, look­ing for flowers (for this coun­try is the richest in Europe for bot­an­ists), asked me:

			“Are you a re­l­at­ive of those poor chil­dren?”

			I looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“What chil­dren?”

			Then he seemed em­bar­rassed and answered with a bow:

			“I beg your par­don. See­ing you so ab­sorbed in that reser­voir I ima­gined you were think­ing of the aw­ful drama which took place there.”

			I wanted to know all about it, and I asked him to tell me the story.

			It is a very gloomy and heart­break­ing story, my dear, and very com­mon­place, at the same time. It is simply like an in­cid­ent from the daily pa­pers. I do not know wheth­er my emo­tion is to be at­trib­uted to the dra­mat­ic way in which it was told to me, to the moun­tain back­ground, or to the con­trast between the joy­ous flowers and sun­shine and this dark, mur­der­ous hole. My heart was torn and my nerves shaken by this story, which may not seem so ter­ribly poignant to you, per­haps, as you read it in your room, without see­ing the scene in which the drama is laid.

			

			It was in the spring a few years back. Two little boys of­ten used to play on the edge of this cistern, while their tu­tor read a book, ly­ing un­der a tree. Now, one hot af­ter­noon, a pier­cing cry aroused the man, who was doz­ing, and the noise of wa­ter splash­ing after a fall caused him to get up im­me­di­ately. The young­er of the two chil­dren, aged el­ev­en years, was yelling, stand­ing near the reser­voir, whose troubled, rip­pling sur­face had closed over the eld­er, who had just fallen in while run­ning along the stone ledge.

			The dis­trac­ted tu­tor, without wait­ing, without think­ing, jumped in­to the depths, and did not ap­pear again, hav­ing struck his head against the bot­tom. At the same mo­ment, the little boy, who had come to the sur­face, was wav­ing his arms to his broth­er. Then the child who was on dry land lay down and stretched out, while the oth­er tried to swim, to reach the wall, and soon four little hands seized and held each oth­er, clutch­ing in a con­vuls­ive grip. Both felt the keen joy of be­ing re­stored to life, the thrill of a per­il that has passed. The eld­er tried to climb up, but could not, the wall be­ing steep, and the young­er, be­ing too weak, was slowly slip­ping to­wards the hole. Then they re­mained mo­tion­less, seized again with ter­ror, and waited.

			The smal­ler boy grasped the hand of the older with all his might, and wept nervously, say­ing: “I can’t pull you up. I can’t pull you up.” Then, sud­denly he began to shout: “Help! Help!” But his pip­ing voice hardly pierced the dome of fo­liage above their heads. They re­mained there for a long time, for hours and hours, face to face, these two chil­dren, with the same thought, the same fear, the aw­ful dread lest one of them, be­com­ing ex­hausted, should loosen his weakened grip. And they kept on call­ing in vain. At length, the eld­er, who was shak­ing with cold, said to the young­er: “I can’t go on. I am go­ing to fall. Good­bye, little broth­er.” And the oth­er re­peated, with heav­ing breath: “Not yet, not yet; wait!” Even­ing came on, quiet even­ing, its stars re­flec­ted in the wa­ter. The eld­er boy, who was faint­ing, said: “Let go one hand, I want to give you my watch.” He had re­ceived it as a present a few days be­fore, and since then it had been the chief care of his heart. He suc­ceeded in get­ting it, handed it up, and the young­er, who was sob­bing, placed it on the grass be­side him.

			It was now com­pletely dark. The two un­for­tu­nate creatures were over­come and could scarcely hold out much longer. The big­ger boy, feel­ing that his hour had come, mur­mured again: “Good­bye, little broth­er. Kiss papa and mamma.” His para­lysed fin­gers re­laxed. He sank and did not come up again. …

			The young­er, who was left alone, began to cry madly: “Paul! Paul!” but his broth­er nev­er re­turned. Then he dashed away, fall­ing over stones, shaken by the most ter­rible an­guish that can wring the heart of a child, and ar­rived in the draw­ing room where his par­ents were wait­ing. He lost his way again when tak­ing them to the reser­voir. He could not find the way. Fi­nally he re­cog­nised the place. “It is there; yes, it is there.” The cistern had to be emp­tied, and the own­er would not al­low this, as he needed the wa­ter for his lem­on trees. In the end the two bod­ies were re­covered, but not un­til the next day.

			You see, my dear, that this is just a com­mon news­pa­per story. But if you had seen the hole, you would have been moved to the bot­tom of your heart at the thought of this child’s agony, hanging on to his broth­er’s arm, of this in­ter­min­able struggle on the part of two chil­dren ac­cus­tomed only to laugh and play, and by that simple little de­tail: the giv­ing over of the watch. I said to my­self: “Fate pre­serve me from ever re­ceiv­ing such a rel­ic!” I do not know of any­thing more ter­rible than the memory that clings to a fa­mil­i­ar ob­ject that one can­not get rid of. Think that every time he touches this sac­red watch, the sur­viv­or will see the hor­rible scene again, the cistern, the wall, the calm wa­ter, and the dis­tor­ted face of his broth­er, still alive but as surely lost as though he were already dead. Dur­ing his whole life, at every mo­ment that vis­ion will be there, evoked the mo­ment the tip of his fin­ger touches his watch pock­et.

			I felt sad un­til even­ing. I went off, still go­ing high­er, leav­ing the re­gion of or­ange trees for the re­gions of olive trees only, and the lat­ter for the pine-tree re­gion. Then I entered a val­ley of stones, reach­ing the ru­ins of an old castle, built, they say, in the tenth cen­tury, by a Sara­cen chief, a wise man, who got bap­tised for love of a girl.

			Moun­tains every­where around me, and in front of me the sea, the sea on which there is a scarcely vis­ible patch: Cor­sica, or rather the shad­ow of Cor­sica.

			But on the moun­tain tops reddened by the set­ting sun, in the vast heav­ens, and on the sea, on the whole su­perb ho­ri­zon I had come to ad­mire, I saw only two poor chil­dren, one ly­ing along the edge of a hole filled with black wa­ter, the oth­er sunk up to his neck, held to­geth­er by their hands, weep­ing face to face, dis­trac­ted. And all the time I seemed to hear a feeble voice say­ing: “Good­bye, little broth­er. I give you my watch.”

			

			This let­ter will seem very lugubri­ous to you, my dear friend. An­oth­er time I shall try to be more cheer­ful.

		
	
		
			A Corsican Bandit

			The road fol­lowed a gentle slope through the middle of the forest of Aïtone. Enorm­ous pines spread out in an arch above our heads, mak­ing their sad, con­tinu­ous, moan­ing com­plaint, while to our right and our left the thin straight trunks of the trees formed, as it were, a group of or­gan-pipes from which the mono­ton­ous mu­sic of the wind in the tree­tops seemed to is­sue.

			After a three hours’ tramp there was a clear­ance in the tangled mass of long reeds: here and there a gi­gant­ic um­brella-pine, sep­ar­ated from the rest and look­ing like a huge sun­shade, spread out its dull green can­opy; then sud­denly we reached the bor­der of the forest some three hun­dred feet above the gorge that led to the wild val­ley of Ni­olo.

			A few old, de­formed trees seemed to have climbed pain­fully up the two lofty sum­mits that dom­in­ated the pass, like pi­on­eers in ad­vance of the mul­ti­tude crowding be­hind. As we turned round we saw the whole of the forest stretch­ing out be­neath us like an im­mense bowl of ver­dure, the edge of which seemed to touch the sky and was com­posed of bare rocks that formed a high wall all round.

			We star­ted off again and reached the gorge ten minutes later. There I saw an amaz­ing sight. There was a val­ley bey­ond an­oth­er forest, such as I had nev­er seen be­fore: ten miles of pet­ri­fied solitude hol­lowed out between two moun­tains sev­en thou­sand feet high, and nev­er a field or a tree to be seen. This was Ni­olo, the house of Cor­sic­an liberty, the in­ac­cess­ible cit­adel from which the in­vader has nev­er been able to eject the moun­tain-dwell­ers.

			My com­pan­ion said: “All our ban­dits take refuge there, too.” We soon reached the bot­tom of the wild, rugged slit whose beauty no words could ex­press.

			Not a blade of grass, not a single plant; gran­ite, noth­ing but gran­ite. So far as the eye could reach stretched a desert of spark­ling gran­ite heated as hot as an oven by the fierce sun that seemed pur­posely sus­pen­ded over this gorge of stone. The sight of the crests of the moun­tains brought one up at a sharp turn, thrilled to the mar­row. They looked red and jagged like fes­toons of cor­al (for the sum­mits are of por­phyry), and the sky over­head seemed vi­ol­et, lilac, faded by the prox­im­ity of those strange-look­ing moun­tains. Lower down, the gran­ite was of spark­ling grey, and un­der our feet it was like grated, crushed powder, we were walk­ing on gleam­ing dust. To the right a roar­ing tor­rent rushed along, scold­ing, as it fol­lowed its long and wind­ing course. You can­not avoid stum­bling in the heat, the blind­ing light of that dry, burn­ing, rugged val­ley, di­vided by the tur­bu­lent stream hur­riedly try­ing to es­cape, un­able to fer­til­ise the rocks, lost in a fur­nace that licks it up greed­ily without ever be­ing re­freshed or moistened.

			Sud­denly on our right we saw a little wooden cross stuck in a heap of stones. A man had been killed there and I said to my com­pan­ion: “Tell me about your ban­dits.”

			He con­tin­ued: “I knew the most cel­eb­rated, the most ter­rible one, Sainte-Lucie; I will tell you about him.

			“His fath­er was killed in a quar­rel by a young man of the same dis­trict, so it was said, and Sainte-Lucie was left with an only sis­ter. He was a little chap, weak and faint­hearted; he was of­ten ill and had no en­ergy whatever, and he did not de­clare a ven­detta against his fath­er’s as­sas­sin. And though his re­la­tions came and begged him to avenge his loss, he was deaf to their threats and plead­ing.

			“Ac­cord­ing to an old Cor­sic­an cus­tom, his in­dig­nant sis­ter took away his black clothes so that he might not wear mourn­ing for the un­avenged dead. To this in­sult he re­mained in­dif­fer­ent, and rather than take down his fath­er’s still-loaded gun he shut him­self up and nev­er went out, afraid to face the con­temp­tu­ous glances of his com­rades.

			“Months went by and he seemed to have en­tirely for­got­ten the crime, he went on liv­ing with his sis­ter in their own house. Well, a day came when the sus­pec­ted as­sas­sin was to be mar­ried, but even this news did not seem to trouble Sainte-Lucie, and the fiancé, prob­ably out of bravado, passed the house of the two orphans on his way to church.

			“Seated by the win­dow, the broth­er and sis­ter were eat­ing little fried cakes when the young man no­ticed the wed­ding pro­ces­sion. Seized with a fit of trem­bling, he got up without say­ing a word, took down the gun, and left the house. Talk­ing about what happened later, he said: ‘I don’t know what was the mat­ter with me. I felt my blood boil­ing; I felt it had to be, that, in spite of everything, I could not res­ist the in­ev­it­able, and I went and hid the gun in the thick­et on the Corte road.’

			“An hour later he came back without the gun, look­ing tired and sad, as usu­al. His sis­ter thought he had for­got­ten all about his fath­er, but at night­fall he dis­ap­peared.

			“The en­emy, with his two grooms­men, was go­ing to Corte that even­ing. As they were walk­ing along, singing gaily, sud­denly Sainte-Lucie rose up in front of them and, star­ing at the mur­der­er, shouted: ‘The time has come!’ and shot him point-blank through the lungs.

			“One of the grooms­men fled; the oth­er, look­ing at Sainte-Lucie, said: ‘What is the mat­ter with you?’ and as he was go­ing for help Saint-Lucie shouted: ‘If you move an­oth­er step I will break your leg.’ The oth­er, know­ing how cow­ardly he had al­ways been, said: ‘You dare not!’ and star­ted off, but fell to the ground im­me­di­ately with a bul­let through his leg.

			“Sainte-Lucie went up to him and said: ‘I am go­ing to look at the wound; if it is not ser­i­ous I will leave you here, if mor­tal I will fin­ish you off.’ He looked at the wound and de­cided it to be mor­tal, then slowly re­loaded his gun, told the man to say a pray­er, and shot him through the head.

			“The next day he went up in­to the moun­tains.

			“And what do you think Sainte-Lucie did af­ter­wards?

			“His re­la­tions were all ar­res­ted: his uncle, the priest who was sus­pec­ted of in­cit­ing him to ven­geance, was sent to pris­on on a charge made by the dead fiancé’s re­la­tions, but he es­caped and with a gun joined his neph­ew in the forest.

			“One after the oth­er, Sainte-Lucie killed his uncle’s ac­cusers, and plucked out their eyes, to teach oth­ers nev­er to swear to any­thing they had not seen them­selves.

			“He killed all his en­emy’s re­l­at­ives and their friends, he murdered four­teen po­lice­men, and burnt down the houses of his op­pon­ents, and un­til his death was the most ter­rible of all the ban­dits known.”

			The sun was dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind Monte Cinto, and the broad shad­ow of the gran­ite moun­tain lay over the gran­ite of the val­ley. We hur­ried along so as to reach the little vil­lage of Al­ber­tace—a heap of stones riv­eted to the gran­ite sides of the wild gorge. I said, think­ing of the ban­dit: “Your ven­detta is a dread­ful thing!”

			My com­pan­ion replied mildly: “It can’t be helped, a man must do his duty!”

		
	
		
			A Dead Woman’s Secret

			She had died pain­lessly, tran­quilly, like a wo­man whose life was ir­re­proach­able, and she now lay on her back in bed, with closed eyes, calm fea­tures, her long white hair care­fully ar­ranged as if she had again made her toi­let ten minutes be­fore her death, all her pale physiognomy so com­posed, now that she had passed away, so resigned that one felt sure a sweet soul had dwelt in that body, that this se­rene grand­moth­er had spent an un­troubled ex­ist­ence, that this vir­tu­ous wo­man had ended her life without any shock, without any re­morse.

			On his knees, be­side the bed, her son, a ma­gis­trate of in­flex­ible prin­ciples, and her daugh­ter Mar­guer­ite, in re­li­gion, Sis­ter Eu­lalie, were weep­ing dis­trac­tedly. She had from the time of their in­fancy armed them with an in­flex­ible code of mor­al­ity, teach­ing them a re­li­gion without weak­ness and a sense of duty without any com­prom­ise. He, the son, had be­come a ma­gis­trate, and, wield­ing the weapon of the law, he struck down without pity the feeble and the erring. She, the daugh­ter, quite pen­et­rated with the vir­tue that had bathed her in this aus­tere fam­ily, had be­come the spouse of God through dis­gust with men.

			They had scarcely known their fath­er; all they knew was that he had made their moth­er un­happy without learn­ing any fur­ther de­tails. The nun pas­sion­ately kissed one hand of her dead moth­er, which hung down, a hand of ivory like that of Christ in the large cru­ci­fix which lay on the bed. At the op­pos­ite side of the pros­trate body, the oth­er hand seemed still to grasp the rumpled sheet with that wan­der­ing move­ment which is called the fold of the dy­ing, and the lines had re­tained little wavy creases as a memento of those last mo­tions which pre­cede the etern­al mo­tion­less­ness. A few light taps at the door caused the two sob­bing heads to rise up, and the priest who had just dined, entered the apart­ment. He was flushed, a little puffed, from the ef­fects of the pro­cess of di­ges­tion which had just com­menced; for he had put a good dash of brandy in­to his cof­fee in or­der to coun­ter­act the fa­tigue caused by the last nights he had re­mained up and that which he an­ti­cip­ated from the night that was still in store for him. He had put on a look of sad­ness, that sim­u­lated sad­ness of the priest to whom death is a means of live­li­hood. He made the sign of the cross, and com­ing over to them with his pro­fes­sion­al ges­ture said:

			“Well, my poor chil­dren, I have come to help you to pass these mourn­ful hours.”

			But Sis­ter Eu­lalie sud­denly rose up.

			“Thanks, fath­er, but my broth­er and I would like to be left alone with her. These are the last mo­ments that we now have for see­ing her; so we want to feel ourselves once more, the three of us, just as we were years ago when we—we—we were only chil­dren, and our poor—poor moth­er—”

			She was un­able to fin­ish with the flood of tears that gushed from her eyes, and the sobs that were chok­ing her.

			But the priest bowed, with a more se­rene look on his face, for he was think­ing of his bed. “Just as you please, my chil­dren.”

			Then, he knelt down, again crossed him­self, prayed, rose up, and softly stole away mur­mur­ing as he went: “She was a saint.”

			They were left alone, the dead wo­man and her chil­dren. A hid­den timepiece kept reg­u­larly tick­ing in its dark corner, and through the open win­dow the soft odors of hay and of woods pen­et­rated with faint gleams of moon­light. No sound in the fields out­side, save the wan­der­ing notes of toads and now and then the hum­ming of some noc­turn­al in­sect dart­ing in­to like a ball, and knock­ing it­self against the wall.

			An in­fin­ite peace, a di­vine mel­an­choly, a si­lent serenity sur­roun­ded this dead wo­man, seemed to em­an­ate from her, to evap­or­ate from her in­to the at­mo­sphere out­side and to calm Nature it­self.

			Then the ma­gis­trate, still on his knees, his head pressed against the bed­clothes, in a far-off, heart­broken voice that pierced through the sheets and the cov­er­let, ex­claimed:

			“Mamma, mamma, mamma!” And the sis­ter, sink­ing down on the floor, strik­ing the wood with her fore­head fan­at­ic­ally, twist­ing her­self about and quiv­er­ing like a per­son in an epi­leptic fit, groaned: “Je­sus, Je­sus—mamma—Je­sus!”

			And both of them shaken by a hur­ricane of grief panted with a rat­tling in their throats.

			Then the fit gradu­ally sub­sided, and they now wept in a less vi­ol­ent fash­ion, like the rainy calm that fol­lows a squall on a storm-beaten sea. Then, after some time, they rose, and fixed their glances on the be­loved corpse. And memor­ies, those memor­ies of the past, so sweet, so tor­tur­ing today, came back to their minds with all those little for­got­ten de­tails, those little de­tails so in­tim­ate and fa­mil­i­ar, which make the be­ing who is no more live over again. They re­called cir­cum­stances, words, smiles, cer­tain in­ton­a­tions of voice which be­longed to one whom they should hear speak­ing to them again. They saw her once more happy and calm, and phrases she used in or­din­ary con­ver­sa­tion rose to their lips. They even re­membered a little move­ment of the hand pe­cu­li­ar to her, as if she were keep­ing time when she was say­ing some­thing of im­port­ance.

			And they loved her as they had nev­er be­fore loved her. And by the depth of their des­pair they real­ized how strongly they had been at­tached to her, and how des­ol­ate they would find them­selves now.

			She had been their main­stay, their guide, the best part of their youth, of that happy por­tion of their lives which had van­ished; she had been the bond that united them to ex­ist­ence, the moth­er, the mamma, the cre­at­ive flesh, the tie that bound them to their an­cest­ors. They would hence­forth be sol­it­ary, isol­ated; they would have noth­ing on earth to look back upon.

			The nun said to her broth­er:

			“You know how mamma used al­ways to read over her old let­ters. They are all there in her draw­er. Sup­pose we read them in our turn, and so re­vive all her life this night by her side? It would be like a kind of road of the cross, like mak­ing the ac­quaint­ance of her moth­er, of grand­par­ents whom we nev­er knew, whose let­ters are there, and of whom she has so of­ten talked to us, you re­mem­ber?”

			

			And they drew forth from the draw­er a dozen little pack­ets of yel­low pa­per, care­fully tied up and placed close to one an­oth­er. They flung these rel­ics on the bed, and se­lect­ing one of them on which the word “Fath­er” was writ­ten, they opened and read what was in it.

			It con­sisted of those very old let­ters which are to be found in old fam­ily writ­ing-desks, those let­ters which have the fla­vor of an­oth­er cen­tury. The first said, “My darling,” an­oth­er “My beau­ti­ful little girl,” then oth­ers “My dear child,” and then again “My dear daugh­ter.” And sud­denly the nun began read­ing aloud, read­ing for the dead her own his­tory, all her tender souven­irs. And the ma­gis­trate listened, while he leaned on the bed, with his eyes on his moth­er’s face. And the mo­tion­less corpse seemed happy.

			Sis­ter Eu­lalie, in­ter­rupt­ing her­self, said: “We ought to put them in­to the grave with her, to make a wind­ing-sheet of them, and bury them with her.”

			And then she took up an­oth­er pack­et, on which the de­script­ive word did not ap­pear.

			And in a loud tone she began: “My ad­ored one, I love you to dis­trac­tion. Since yes­ter­day I have been suf­fer­ing like a damned soul burned by the re­col­lec­tion of you. I feel your lips on mine, your eyes un­der my eyes, your flesh un­der my flesh. I love you! I love you! You have made me mad! My arms open! I pant with an im­mense de­sire to pos­sess you again. My whole body calls out to you, wants you. I have kept in my mouth the taste of your kisses.”

			The ma­gis­trate rose up; the nun stopped read­ing. He snatched the let­ter from her, and sought for the sig­na­ture. There was none, save un­der the words, “He who ad­ores you,” the name “Henry.” Their fath­er’s name was René. So then he was not the man.

			Then, the son, with rap­id fin­gers, fumbled in the pack­et of let­ters took an­oth­er of them, and read: “I can do without your caresses no longer.”

			And, stand­ing up, with the sever­ity of a judge passing sen­tence, he gazed at the im­pass­ive face of the dead wo­man.

			The nun, straight as a statue, with teardrops stand­ing at each corner of her eyes, looked at her broth­er, wait­ing to see what he meant to do. Then he crossed the room, slowly reached the win­dow, and looked out thought­fully in­to the night.

			When he turned back, Sis­ter Eu­lalie, her eyes now quite dry, still re­mained stand­ing near the bed, with a down­cast look.

			He went over to the draw­er and flung in the let­ters which he had picked up from the floor. Then he drew the cur­tains round the bed.

			And when the dawn made the candles on the table look pale, the son rose from his arm­chair, and without even a part­ing glance at the moth­er whom he had sep­ar­ated from them and con­demned, he said slowly:

			“Now, my sis­ter, let us leave the room.”

		
	
		
			Dreams

			Five old friends had been din­ing to­geth­er, an au­thor, a doc­tor, and three wealthy bach­el­ors of in­de­pend­ent means.

			All avail­able top­ics of con­ver­sa­tion had been ex­hausted, and that feel­ing of wear­i­ness which her­alds the break­ing up of such a gath­er­ing was already set­tling upon those present. One of the party, who for five minutes had been si­lently con­tem­plat­ing the lighted Boulevard, with its noise and bustle, sud­denly re­marked:

			“The days seem long when one has noth­ing to do from morn­ing till night.”

			“And the nights also,” ad­ded his neigh­bour. “I hardly sleep at all, amuse­ments bore me and con­ver­sa­tion is al­ways the same. I nev­er come across a new idea, and be­fore talk­ing to any­body I al­ways have to struggle with a vi­ol­ent de­sire to re­main quite si­lent and not listen to any­one. I don’t know what to do in the even­ings.”

			“I would give any­thing,” the third idler said, “for some means of spend­ing even two pleas­ant hours every day.”

			The au­thor, who had just thrown his over­coat over his arm, came to­wards them and said:

			“Any­body who could find a new vice and could pass it on to his fel­low-creatures, even though it might shorten life by half, would do a far great­er ser­vice to hu­man­ity than any­one who might dis­cov­er a means of se­cur­ing per­petu­al health and youth.”

			The doc­tor began to laugh, and, bit­ing off the end of his ci­gar, he said:

			“Yes, but it is not found so eas­ily as that. Ever since the be­gin­ning of the world the prob­lem has been vig­or­ously at­tacked. Prim­it­ive man in­stantly at­tained per­fec­tion in that line, but we can scarcely equal him.”

			One of the three idlers mur­mured:

			“What a pity!”

			A mo­ment later he ad­ded:

			“If only one could sleep, could sleep well, without feel­ing too warm or too cold, sleep with that ex­haus­tion which comes from an even­ing of in­tense fa­tigue, sleep without dream­ing!”

			“Why without dream­ing?” in­quired his neigh­bour.

			“Be­cause dreams are not al­ways pleas­ant,” the oth­er replied, “be­cause they are al­ways strange, im­prob­able and in­co­her­ent, and while asleep we can­not even en­joy the best ones to the full. You must dream while awake.”

			“Who pre­vents you from do­ing so?” asked the au­thor.

			The doc­tor threw away his ci­gar.

			“My dear fel­low, day­dream­ing re­quires the ex­er­cise of great will­power, and there­fore leaves one very tired. Now one of the most de­light­ful things in the world is a real dream—the mind wan­der­ing through pleas­ant vis­ions—but it must come nat­ur­ally, not un­der pain­ful stim­u­la­tion, and it should be ac­com­pan­ied by com­plete phys­ic­al com­fort. That kind of dream I can of­fer you, if you will prom­ise not to ab­use it.”

			The au­thor shrugged his shoulders.

			“Oh, yes,” he said, “I know all about that; hashish, opi­um, green jain, the Para­dis Ar­ti­fi­ciels. I have read Baudelaire’s books and I have even tasted his fam­ous drug, which made me very ill.”

			The doc­tor sat down again.

			“No, I mean eth­er, simply eth­er; and I might add that you lit­er­ary men ought to use it some­times.”

			The three rich men came near­er, and one of them asked him to ex­plain its ef­fect.

			“Let us come down to facts,” the doc­tor replied; “I am leav­ing medi­cine and mor­al­ity out of the ques­tion; I am only con­cerned at the mo­ment with pleas­ure. You are in­dul­ging every day in ex­cesses which are short­en­ing your lives. I will bring a new sen­sa­tion to your no­tice, pos­sibly only for men of in­tel­li­gence—that is to say, of con­sid­er­able in­tel­li­gence—dan­ger­ous, like everything which over­ex­cites us, but none the less ex­quis­ite. I should add that a cer­tain amount of pre­par­a­tion is re­quired, that is to say, it is ne­ces­sary to be­come ac­cus­tomed to it, in or­der to ex­per­i­ence to the full the sin­gu­lar ef­fects of eth­er.

			“They are dif­fer­ent from the ef­fects of hashish, opi­um and morphine, and they cease as soon as you stop in­hal­ing it, while the oth­er dream-pro­du­cers con­tin­ue their ac­tion for hours.

			“I will try to ana­lyse as clearly as pos­sible the feel­ings ex­per­i­enced by the use of eth­er, but so del­ic­ate and fleet­ing are those sen­sa­tions that it is not an easy task.

			“I first tried this rem­edy when I was suf­fer­ing from vi­ol­ent neur­al­gia, and I have per­haps rather ab­used it since. I had sharp pains in the head and neck, and my skin be­came un­bear­ably hot and fe­ver­ish. I took a large flask of eth­er, and ly­ing down, I began slowly to in­hale it. After a few minutes, I thought I heard a vague mur­mur, which soon be­came a kind of drone, and it seemed to me that the in­side of my body was get­ting light­er—as light as air—and dis­solv­ing in va­pour.

			“Then came a sort of stupor, a drowsy feel­ing of com­fort, in spite of the pains which were still present, but were no longer acute. They were pains such as one could en­dure with resig­na­tion, and no longer that ter­rible ex­cru­ci­at­ing agony against which the whole tor­tured body protests.

			“Soon that curi­ous and de­light­ful feel­ing of buoy­ancy spread from my body to my limbs, which in turn be­came light as a feath­er, as if the flesh and bones had dis­ap­peared and had left only the skin to en­able me to feel the pleas­ure of liv­ing and rest­ing in such com­fort. I then real­ised that I was no longer in agony, the pain had van­ished, melted away. I heard four voices, as if two con­ver­sa­tions were go­ing on at the same time, but I could not un­der­stand a single word; some­times there was a con­fused jumble of sounds; some­times I could dis­tin­guish words; but it was evid­ent that what I heard was noth­ing but the in­tens­i­fied drum­ming in my ears. Far from be­ing asleep, I was very much awake; my ideas, my sen­sa­tions and my thoughts were mar­vel­lously clear and strong, aided by a feel­ing of ex­hil­ar­a­tion, a curi­ous in­tox­ic­a­tion arising from a ten­fold in­crease in my men­tal powers.

			“It was not like the dreams pro­duced by hashish, or the mor­bid il­lu­sions of opi­um; it was a won­der­ful clear­ness of thought, a new way of re­gard­ing and ap­pre­ci­at­ing the im­port­ant things in life, with the ab­so­lute cer­tainty that this way was the right one.

			“And I sud­denly re­membered the old Bib­lic­al idea. It seemed to me that I had eaten of the Tree of Know­ledge and that all mys­ter­ies were solved, so power­ful and ir­re­fut­able was this strange new lo­gic. Ar­gu­ments, reas­ons and proofs crowded upon me, only to be up­set by still stronger ones. My brain be­came a bat­tle­field of ideas; I saw my­self as a su­per­i­or be­ing, armed with an in­vin­cible in­tel­li­gence, and I ex­per­i­enced a fierce joy in the dis­cov­ery of my power.

			“All this las­ted a very long time, while I con­tin­ued to in­hale the eth­er in my flask. Sud­denly I real­ised that it was empty, and felt most ter­ribly grieved.”

			The four men spoke to­geth­er:

			“Doc­tor, give me a pre­scrip­tion for a pint of eth­er!”

			But the doc­tor put on his hat and re­tor­ted:

			“Cer­tainly not! Go and be poisoned by some­body else!”

			And he went out.

			Ladies and gen­tle­men, if you feel in­clined to try?—

		
	
		
			A True Story

			A gale was blow­ing out of doors; the au­tumn wind moaned and ca­reered round the house, one of those winds which kill the last leaves and carry them off in­to the clouds.

			The shoot­ing-party were fin­ish­ing their din­ner, still in their boots, flushed, an­im­ated, and in­flamed. They were Nor­mans, of a class between the nobles and the yeo­men, half coun­try-squires, half peas­ants, rich and strong, cap­able of break­ing the horns of the bulls when they catch hold of them at fairs.

			All day long they had been shoot­ing over the land of Maître Blondel, the may­or of Épar­ville, and were now at their meal round the large table, in the sort of half farm­house, half coun­try-seat owned by their host.

			They spoke as or­din­ary men shout, laughed like wild beasts roar­ing, and drank like cisterns, their legs out­stretched, their el­bows on the table­cloth, their eyes shin­ing be­neath the flame of the lamps, warmed by a huge fire which cast blood-col­oured gleams over the ceil­ing; they were talk­ing of shoot­ing and of dogs. But they had reached the peri­od when oth­er ideas come in­to the heads of half-drunk men, and all eyes were turned on a sturdy, plump-cheeked girl who was car­ry­ing the great dishes of food in her red hands.

			Sud­denly a hefty fel­low, named Sé­jour, who, after study­ing for the Church, had be­come a veter­in­ary sur­geon, and looked after all the an­im­als in the loc­al­ity, ex­claimed:

			“By Gad, Blun­del, there’s no flies on that filly you’ve got there!”

			There was a re­sound­ing laugh. Then an old no­ble­man, Mon­sieur de Vernetot, who had lost caste through tak­ing to drink, lif­ted up his voice:

			“Once upon a time I had a funny af­fair with a girl like that. I really must tell you the tale. Whenev­er I think of it, it re­minds me of Mirza, the bitch I sold to the Comte d’Haus­son­nel: she re­turned every day as soon as she was un­chained, she found it so hard to leave me. In the end I grew angry, and asked the comte to keep her chained up. Well, do you know what the poor beast did? She died of grief.

			“But, to re­turn to my maid, here’s the story.

			“I was twenty-five at the time, and was liv­ing a bach­el­or life on my Vil­le­bon es­tate. When a man’s young, you know, and has money, and bores him­self to tears every even­ing after din­ner, he keeps his eyes open on every side.

			“I soon dis­covered a young thing in ser­vice with Déboultot of Can­ville. You knew Déboultot, Blondel, didn’t you? In short, the hussy took my fancy to such an ex­tent that one day I went off to see her mas­ter, and sug­ges­ted a bit of busi­ness to him. He was to let me have his ser­vant, and I was to sell him my black mare, Cocote, which he’d been want­ing for close on two years. He gave me his hand, with a ‘Put it there, Mon­sieur de Var­netot.’ The bar­gain was struck, the little girl came to my house, and I my­self took my mare to Can­ville and let her go for three hun­dred crowns.

			“At first everything went swim­mingly. No one sus­pec­ted any­thing; the only thing was that Rose loved me a little too much for my lik­ing. She wasn’t of the com­mon stock, I tell you. There was no or­din­ary blood in her veins; it must have come from some oth­er girl who went wrong with her mas­ter.

			“In short, she ad­ored me. It was all coax­ing and billing and coo­ing, and call­ing me pet names as if I were her little dog; so many pretty lov­ing ways that I began to think rather ser­i­ously.

			“I said to my­self: ‘This musn’t go on, or I’ll let my­self be caught.’ But I’m not eas­ily caught, I’m not. I’m not the sort of fel­low to be wheedled with a couple of kisses. In fact, my eyes were very much open, when she told me that she was in the fam­ily way.

			

			“Crash! Bang! It was as though someone had fired a couple of shots in­to my chest. And she kissed me, kissed me and laughed and danced, fairly off her head with de­light! I said noth­ing the first day, but I reasoned it out at night. ‘Well, that’s that,’ I thought, ‘but I must avoid the worst and cut her adrift; it’s high time.’ You see, my fath­er and moth­er were at Barneville, and my sis­ter, who was the wife of the Mar­quis d’Ys­pare, at Rol­lebec, two leagues from Vil­le­bon. I couldn’t take any chances.

			“But how was I to ex­tric­ate my­self? If she left the house, sus­pi­cions would be aroused, and people would talk. If I kept her, the cat would soon be out of the bag; and be­sides, I could not let her go like that.

			“I spoke about it to my uncle, the Bar­on de Créteuil, an old buck who had had more than one such ex­per­i­ence, and asked him for a word of ad­vice. He replied calmly:

			“ ‘You must get her mar­ried, my boy.’

			“I jumped.

			“ ‘Get her mar­ried, Uncle! But to whom?’

			“He quietly shrugged his shoulders:

			“ ‘Any­one you like; that’s your busi­ness, and not mine. If you’re not a fool, you can al­ways find someone.’

			“I thought over this ad­vice for a good week, and ended by say­ing to my­self: ‘My uncle’s quite right.’

			“So I began to rack my brains and search for a man; when one even­ing the justice of the peace, with whom I had been din­ing, told me:

			“ ‘Old Moth­er Paumelle’s son has just been up to his larks again; he’ll come to a bad end, will that boy. It’s true enough that like fath­er like son.’

			“This Moth­er Paumelle was a sly old thing whose own youth had left some­thing to be de­sired. For a crown she would as­suredly have sold her soul, and her lout of a son in­to the bar­gain.

			“I went to find her, and, very care­fully, I made her un­der­stand the situ­ation.

			“As I was be­com­ing em­bar­rassed in my ex­plan­a­tions, she sud­denly asked me:

			“ ‘And what are you go­ing to give the girl?’

			“She was a cun­ning old thing, but I was no fool, and had made all my pre­par­a­tions.

			“I had just three little bits of land away out near Sas­sev­ille, which were let out from my three Vil­le­bon farms. The farm­ers were al­ways com­plain­ing that they were a long way off; to make a long story short, I had taken back these three fields, six acres in all, and, as my peas­ants were mak­ing an out­cry about it, I let them all off their dues in poultry un­til the end of each lease. By this means I put the busi­ness through all right. Then I bought a strip of land from my neigh­bour, Mon­sieur d’Aumonté, and had a cot­tage built on it, all for fif­teen hun­dred francs. In this way I made a little bit of prop­erty which did not cost me much, and I gave it to the girl as a dowry.

			“The old wo­man pro­tested: this was not enough; but I held to it, and we par­ted without set­tling any­thing.

			“Early next morn­ing the lad came to see me. I had al­most for­got­ten what he looked like. When I saw him, I was re­as­sured; he wasn’t so bad for a peas­ant; but he looked a pretty dirty scoun­drel.

			“He took a de­tached view of the af­fair, as though he had come to buy a cow. When we had come to terms, he wanted to see the prop­erty, and off we went across the fields. The ras­cal kept me out there a good three hours; he sur­veyed the land, meas­ured it, and took up sods and crushed them in his hands, as though he were afraid of be­ing cheated over the goods. The cot­tage was not yet roofed, and he in­sisted on slate in­stead of thatch, be­cause it re­quired less up­keep!

			“Then he said to me:

			“ ‘But what about the fur­niture? You’re giv­ing that!’

			“ ‘Cer­tainly not,’ I pro­tested; ‘it’s very good of me to give you the farm.’

			“ ‘Not half,’ he sniggered; ‘a farm and a baby.’

			“I blushed in spite of my­self.

			“ ‘Come,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘you’ll give the bed, a table, the dress­er, three chairs, and the crock­ery, or there’s noth­ing do­ing.’

			“I con­sen­ted.

			“And back we went. He had not yet said a word about the girl. But sud­denly he asked, with a cun­ning, wor­ried air:

			“ ‘But if she died, who would the stuff go to?’

			“ ‘Why, to you, of course,’ I replied.

			“That was all he had wanted to find out that morn­ing. He promptly offered me his hand with a ges­ture of sat­is­fac­tion. We were agreed.

			“But, oh! I had some trouble to con­vince Rose, I can tell you. She grov­elled at my feet, sobbed and re­peated: ‘It’s you who sug­gest this, you! you!’ She held out for more than a week, in spite of my reas­on­ing and my en­treat­ies. Wo­men are silly things; once love gets in­to their heads, they can’t un­der­stand any­thing. Com­mon sense means noth­ing to them: love be­fore all, all for love!

			“At last I grew angry and threatened to turn her out. At that she gradu­ally yiel­ded, on con­di­tion that I al­lowed her to come and see me from time to time.

			“I my­self led her to the al­tar, paid for the ce­re­mony, and gave the wed­ding break­fast. I did the thing in style. Then it was: ‘Good night, chil­dren!’ I went and spent six months with my broth­er in Touraine.

			“When I re­turned, I learnt that she had come to the house every week and asked for me. I hadn’t been back an hour when I saw her com­ing with a brat in her arms. Be­lieve me or not, as you like, but it meant some­thing to me to see that little mite. I be­lieve I even kissed it.

			“As for the moth­er, she was a ru­in, a skel­et­on, a shad­ow. Thin, and grown old. By God, mar­riage didn’t suit her!

			“ ‘Are you happy?’ I in­quired mech­an­ic­ally.

			“At that she began to cry like a foun­tain, hic­cup­ing and sob­bing, and ex­claimed:

			“ ‘I can’t, I can’t do without you, now! I’d rather die! I can’t!’

			“She made the dev­il of a noise. I con­soled her as best I could, and led her back to the gate.

			“I found out that her hus­band beat her, and that the old harpy of a moth­er-in-law made life hard for her.

			“Two days later she came back again; she took me in her arms and grov­elled on the ground.

			“ ‘Kill me, but I won’t go back there any more,’ she im­plored. Ex­actly what Mirza would have said if she had spoken!

			“All this fuss was be­gin­ning to get on my nerves, and I cleared out for an­oth­er six months. When I re­turned … when I re­turned, I learnt that she had died three weeks be­fore, after hav­ing come back to the house every Sunday … still just like Mirza. The child too had died eight days later.

			“As for the hus­band, the cun­ning ras­cal, he came in­to the in­her­it­ance. He’s done well for him­self since, so it seems; he’s a town coun­cil­lor now.”

			Then Mon­sieur de Var­netot ad­ded with a laugh:

			“Any­how, I made his for­tune for him.”

			And Mon­sieur Sé­jour, the veter­in­ary sur­geon, rais­ing a glass of brandy to his lips, gravely con­cluded the story with:

			“Say what you like, but there’s no place in this world for that sort of wo­man!”

		
	
		
			The Burglar

			“I tell you, you will not be­lieve it.”

			“Well, tell it any­how.”

			“All right, here goes. But first I must tell you that my story is ab­so­lutely true in every re­spect; even if it does sound im­prob­able. The only ones who will not be sur­prised are the artists, who re­mem­ber that time of mad pranks, when the habit of prac­tic­al jok­ing had reached a point where we could not get rid of it even in the most ser­i­ous cir­cum­stances.” The old artist seated him­self astride on a chair. We were in the din­ing room of a hotel at Bar­bizon.

			“Well, we had dined that night at poor Sorieul’s, who is now dead, and who was the worst of us all. There were just three of us, Sorieul, my­self, and Le Poit­tev­in, I think, but I am not sure if it was he. I mean, of course, the mar­ine paint­er, Eu­gène Le Poit­tev­in, who is also dead, not the land­scape paint­er, who is still alive and full of tal­ent.

			“When I say we had dined at Sorieul’s, that means we were tipsy. Le Poit­tev­in alone had kept his head, some­what light, but still fairly clear. Those were the days when we were young. We had stretched ourselves on the floor of the little room ad­join­ing the stu­dio and were talk­ing ex­tra­vag­antly. Sorieul lay flat on his back, with his feet propped up on a chair, dis­cuss­ing war and the uni­forms of the Em­pire, when, sud­denly, he got up, took out of the big ward­robe where he kept his ac­cessor­ies a com­plete hus­sar’s uni­form and put it on. He then took out a gren­adier’s uni­form and told Le Poit­tev­in to put it on; but he ob­jec­ted, so we seized him, un­dressed him, and forced him in­to an im­mense uni­form in which he was com­pletely lost. I ar­rayed my­self as a cuir­assier. After we were ready, Sorieul made us go through a com­plic­ated drill. Then he ex­claimed: ‘As long as we are troop­ers let us drink like troop­ers.’

			“We brewed one bowl of punch, drank it, and lit the flame a second time be­neath the bowl filled with rum. We were bawl­ing some old camp songs at the top of our voice, when Le Poit­tev­in, who in spite of all the punch had re­tained his self-con­trol, held up his hand and said: ‘Hush! I am sure I heard someone walk­ing in the stu­dio.’

			“ ‘A burg­lar!’ said Sorieul, stag­ger­ing to his feet, ‘Good luck!’ And he began the ‘Mar­seil­laise’:

			
				
					“ ‘Aux armes, citoy­ens!’
				

			

			“Then he seized sev­er­al weapons from the wall and equipped us ac­cord­ing to our uni­forms. I re­ceived a mus­ket and a sabre. Le Poit­tev­in was handed an enorm­ous gun with a bay­on­et at­tached. Sorieul, not find­ing just what he wanted, seized a horse-pis­tol, stuck it in his belt, and bran­dish­ing a battle-axe in one hand, he opened the stu­dio door cau­tiously. The army ad­vanced in­to the sus­pec­ted ter­rit­ory.

			“When we were in the middle of the im­mense room, littered with huge canvases, fur­niture, and strange, un­ex­pec­ted ob­jects, Sorieul said: ‘I ap­point my­self gen­er­al. Let us hold a coun­cil of war. You, the cuir­assiers, will keep the en­emy from re­treat­ing—that is, lock the door. You, the gren­adiers, will be my es­cort.’

			“I ex­ecuted my or­ders and re­joined the troops, who were be­hind a large screen re­con­noitring. Just as I reached it I heard a ter­rible noise. I rushed up with the candle to in­vest­ig­ate the cause of it and this is what I saw. Le Poit­tev­in was pier­cing the dummy’s breast with his bay­on­et and Sorieul was split­ting his head open with his axe! When the mis­take had been dis­covered the Gen­er­al com­manded: ‘Be cau­tious!’ and op­er­a­tions were re­sumed.

			“We had ex­plored every nook and corner of the stu­dio for the past twenty minutes without suc­cess, when Le Poit­tev­in thought he would look in the cup­board. As it was quite deep and very dark, I ad­vanced with the candle and looked in. I drew back stu­pefied. A man, a real live man this time, stood there look­ing at me! I quickly re­covered my­self, how­ever, and locked the cup­board door. We then re­tired a few paces to hold a coun­cil.

			“Opin­ions were di­vided. Sorieul wanted to smoke the burg­lar out; Le Poit­tev­in sug­ges­ted star­va­tion, and I pro­posed to blow him up with dy­nam­ite. Le Poit­tev­in’s idea be­ing fi­nally ac­cep­ted as the best, we pro­ceeded to bring the punch and pipes in­to the stu­dio, while Le Poit­tev­in kept guard with his big gun on his shoulder, and set­tling ourselves in front of the cup­board we drank the pris­on­er’s health. We had done this re­peatedly, when Sorieul sug­ges­ted that we bring out the pris­on­er and take a look at him.

			“ ‘Hoo­ray!’ cried I. We picked up our weapons and made a mad rush for the cup­board door. It was fi­nally opened, and Sorieul, cock­ing his pis­tol, which was not loaded, rushed in first. Le Poit­tev­in and I fol­lowed yelling like lun­at­ics and, after a mad scramble in the dark, we at last brought out the burg­lar. He was a hag­gard-look­ing, white-haired old ban­dit, with shabby, ragged clothes. We bound him hand and foot and dropped him in an arm­chair. He said noth­ing.

			“ ‘We will try this wretch,’ said Sorieul, whom the punch had made very sol­emn. I was so far gone that it seemed to me quite a nat­ur­al thing. Le Poit­tev­in was named for the de­fence and I for the pro­sec­u­tion. The pris­on­er was con­demned to death by all ex­cept his coun­sel.

			“ ‘We will now ex­ecute him,’ said Sorieul. ‘Still, this man can­not die without re­pent­ing,’ he ad­ded, feel­ing some­what scru­pu­lous. ‘Let us send for a priest.’

			“I ob­jec­ted that it was too late, so he pro­posed that I of­fi­ci­ate and forth­with told the pris­on­er to con­fess his sins to me. For the past five minutes the old man was rolling his eyes in ter­ror, won­der­ing what kind of wretches we were and for the first time he spoke. His voice was hol­low and husky with drink:

			“ ‘You don’t mean it, do you?’

			“Sorieul forced him to his knees, and for fear he had not been bap­tised, poured a glass of rum over his head, say­ing: ‘Con­fess your sins; your last hour has come!’

			“Ter­ri­fied, the old ruf­fi­an began to shout: ‘Help! Help!’ so loudly that we had to gag him, lest he should wake the neigh­bours.

			“Then he rolled on the floor, kick­ing and twist­ing, up­set­ting the fur­niture, and smash­ing the canvases. Fi­nally, Sorieul lost his pa­tience, and shouted: ‘Come, let us end this.’ He poin­ted his pis­tol at the old man and pressed the trig­ger, which fell with a sharp click. Car­ried away by his ex­ample, I fired in my turn. My gun, which was a flint­lock, gave out a spark, to my sur­prise. Then Le Poit­tev­in said gravely:

			“ ‘Have we really the right to kill this man?’

			“ ‘We have con­demned him to death!’ said Sorieul, astoun­ded.

			“ ‘Yes, but we have no right to shoot a ci­vil­ian. Let us take him to the po­lice-sta­tion. He must be de­livered to the ex­e­cu­tion­er.’

			“We agreed with him, and as the old man could not walk we tied him to a board, and Le Poit­tev­in and I car­ried him, while Sorieul, armed to the teeth, kept guard in the rear. At the gate the guard stopped us. The chief, who knew us and was well ac­quain­ted with our man­ner of jok­ing, thought it was a great lark and laugh­ingly re­fused to take our pris­on­er in. Sorieul in­sisted, but the chief told us very sternly to go home and be quiet. The army re­sumed its march, and we re­turned to the stu­dio.

			“ ‘What are we go­ing to do with him?’ I asked.

			“ ‘The poor man must be aw­fully tired!’ said Le Poit­tev­in, sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“He did look half dead, gagged and tied to the plank, and in my turn I felt a sud­den pity for him (the punch, no doubt), and I re­lieved him of his gag.

			“ ‘How do you feel, old man?’ I asked.

			“ ‘By Jingo! I have enough of this,’ he groaned.

			“Then Sorieul be­came fath­erly. He un­bound him and made him take a seat, and treated him as a long-lost friend. The three of us im­me­di­ately brewed a fresh bowl of punch, and the burg­lar watched us quietly from his arm­chair. As soon as it was ready we handed a glass to the pris­on­er, and we would gladly have held up his head. Toast fol­lowed toast. The old man could drink more than the three of us put to­geth­er; but as day­light ap­peared, he got up and calmly said: ‘I shall be ob­liged to leave you; I must get home now.’

			“We begged him not to go, but he pos­it­ively re­fused to stay any longer. So we shook hands with him, and took him to the door, and Sorieul held the candle to light him through the hall, say­ing: ‘Look out for the step un­der the out­er door.’ ”

			Every­body round the storyteller laughed heart­ily. He got up, lit his pipe, and ad­ded, stand­ing straight be­fore us, “The fun­ni­est part of my story is that it really happened.”

		
	
		
			A Woman’s Confession

			You ask me to tell you about the most vivid re­col­lec­tions of my life. I am very old and have neither chil­dren nor re­l­at­ives, and am there­fore free to con­fide in you. Only prom­ise that you will nev­er re­veal my name. As you know, I have been very much loved and have my­self of­ten loved in re­turn. I was very beau­ti­ful; I may say so now that noth­ing re­mains of my beauty. To me love was the life of the soul just as air is the life of the body. I would rather have died than lived without af­fec­tion, without be­ing the con­stant sub­ject of someone’s thought. Wo­men of­ten pre­tend that they only love once with all the strength of their feel­ings; I have of­ten been so des­per­ately in love that it was im­possible to think that it could ever end, but the feel­ing al­ways died out quite nat­ur­ally, like a fire that lacks fuel. Today I will tell you my first ad­ven­ture, a quite in­no­cent one so far as I was con­cerned, but it led to oth­ers. The ter­rible re­venge of that dread­ful chem­ist of Pecq re­minds me of the ap­palling drama I wit­nessed much against my will.

			I had been mar­ried a year to a rich man, the Count Her­vé de Ker, a mem­ber of an old Bre­ton fam­ily, whom of course I did not love. Real love re­quires, at least so it seems to me, both free­dom and op­pos­i­tion. Can that which is im­posed upon one from the out­side, sanc­tioned by law and blessed by the priest, be love? A leg­al kiss is nev­er as good as a kiss that is stolen. My hus­band was tall, el­eg­ant, and quite the ar­is­to­crat in ap­pear­ance. But he lacked in­tel­li­gence. He spoke sharply and ex­pressed opin­ions cal­cu­lated to wound his hear­ers. One felt his mind to be full of ready-made thoughts trans­mit­ted by his fath­er and moth­er, who had them­selves got them from their an­cest­ors. He nev­er hes­it­ated a mo­ment, but gave dir­ectly his nar­row-minded opin­ions about everything, without em­bar­rass­ment and without real­ising that there might be oth­er points of view. You felt that his mind was closed to all out­er in­flu­ences, that it con­tained none of those ideas that re­new and cleanse the mind, like a breath of fresh air passing through a house with open doors and win­dows.

			The coun­try house we oc­cu­pied was situ­ated in a very lonely part of the coun­try. It was a big, sad-look­ing build­ing, sur­roun­ded by enorm­ous trees with tufts of moss that re­minded one of the white beards of old men. The park, a real forest, was en­closed by a deep ditch called a ha-ha; at its ex­tremity, near the moors, were two big ponds full of reeds and float­ing grass; by the side of a stream which joined the two lakes my hus­band had built a little hut from which he could shoot wild duck.

			In ad­di­tion to our or­din­ary staff of ser­vants we had a keep­er, a bru­tish in­di­vidu­al who would have died for my hus­band, and a lady’s maid, one might say a friend, pas­sion­ately at­tached to me, whom I had brought back from Spain five years be­fore. She was a found­ling and might have been taken for a gipsy with her dark com­plex­ion, sombre eyes, and hair dense as a forest, which sprang up in waves from her brow; she was six­teen and looked twenty.

			Au­tumn had just set in, and a great deal of shoot­ing was go­ing on, either over our neigh­bours’ land or over our own, and I no­ticed among the guns a young man, the Bar­on de C——, who was al­ways com­ing to the château. Then his vis­its ceased and I thought no more about, but per­ceived that my hus­band’s man­ner to me had changed. He seemed ta­cit­urn and pre­oc­cu­pied, he nev­er kissed me; and al­though he rarely came to my room—I in­sisted upon sep­ar­ate rooms so as to en­joy a little liberty—I of­ten heard in the night a stealthy foot­step ap­proach my door, stay a few minutes, and then go away again.

			My win­dow be­ing on the ground floor, I of­ten thought I heard someone wan­der­ing about round the château in the dark. When I told my hus­band he looked at me stead­ily for a second or two, and then said:

			“It is noth­ing, it is the keep­er.”

			Well, one even­ing, just as din­ner was over, Her­vé, who seemed in won­der­ful spir­its, which was most un­usu­al, though his cheer­ful­ness had a touch of cun­ning about it, said to me:

			“Would you like to spend three hours on the lookout for a fox who comes every night and eats the chick­ens?”

			I was sur­prised and hes­it­ated, but as he was gaz­ing at me with curi­ous ob­stin­acy I fi­nally replied: “Cer­tainly, dear.” I must ex­plain that I hunted both wolf and wild boar as well as any man, so that there was noth­ing un­nat­ur­al in the sug­ges­tion. But sud­denly my hus­band began to look very ex­cited, and dur­ing the whole even­ing he could not keep still, but was al­ways get­ting up and sit­ting down again.

			Sud­denly, about ten o’clock, he said to me:

			“Are you ready?” I got up and as he brought me my gun I asked: “Must I load with bul­lets or buck­shot?” He seemed sur­prised and said: “Oh, only with shot, that’s quite enough, you may be sure!” Then, after a few seconds, he ad­ded in a curi­ous voice: “You may pride your­self on pos­sess­ing amaz­ing pres­ence of mind!” I laughed, say­ing: “Me? Why? Pres­ence of mind to kill a fox? Whatever are you think­ing about, my friend?” So off we went without a sound, through the park. Every­one in the house was asleep. The full moon turned the dark old build­ing with its shin­ing roof yel­low. The pin­naces of the two tur­rets, one on either side, were splotched with light, and no sound dis­turbed the death­like still­ness of the clear, sad, sweet, heavy night. There was no move­ment in the air, not a frog croaked, not an owl called; a dreary list­less­ness was weigh­ing on everything.

			When we reached the trees in the park the air was fresh and I could smell the fallen leaves. My hus­band nev­er said a word, but he was listen­ing, watch­ing, he seemed to be scent­ing his prey in the dark, en­tirely car­ried away by the pas­sion of the chase. We soon reached the bank of the ponds where the jungle of reeds lay per­fectly still, un­stirred by any breeze; but there was a faint pulsa­tion of the wa­ter, oc­ca­sion­al specks ruffled its sur­face, which spread in hardly per­cept­ible circles, grow­ing wider and wider, like lu­min­ous ripples.

			When we reached the hut in which we were to wait, my hus­band made me go in first and then very de­lib­er­ately loaded his gun, the sharp click of the ham­mer af­fect­ing me in a curi­ous way. He knew I was trem­bling, and said:

			“Per­haps this has been enough for you? If so, go!”

			Very sur­prised, I answered:

			“Not at all, I did not come here just to go back again. You are very queer to­night!”

			He mur­mured: “Do as you like,” after which neither of us stirred.

			In about half an hour, as noth­ing happened to dis­turb the heavy, clear calm of the au­tumn night, I whispered:

			“Are you quite sure it goes this way?”

			Her­vé star­ted as if I had bit­ten him, and with his lips to my ears hissed: “I tell you I am quite sure.”

			And again there was si­lence.

			I think I must have be­gun to doze when my hus­band squeezed my arm and hissed: “Do you see it down there un­der the trees?” I looked, but could see noth­ing, then, star­ing me straight in the eyes, Her­vé raised his gun slowly. I was ready to shoot too, when sud­denly thirty steps in front of us a man ap­peared in the full moon­light, he was walk­ing quickly with body bent as if he were in flight.

			I was so over­come with as­ton­ish­ment that I gave a loud cry, but be­fore I had time to turn, there was a flash, the re­port of the gun stunned me, and I saw the man rolling on the ground like a wolf.

			Shrill moans fell from my lips and I was alarmed and crazy with hor­ror un­til an angry hand, Her­vé’s, seized me by the throat. First he knocked me down and then he picked me up in his strong arms, and, hold­ing me up in the air, ran to­wards the body ly­ing on the grass, and threw me upon it with such vi­ol­ence that he might have wanted to break my head.

			I felt done for; he was go­ing to kill me; he had just raised his foot to crush my head when he was seized and thrown down be­fore I could make out what had happened.

			I sat up quickly and saw Pa­quita, my maid, kneel­ing upon him, crouch­ing over him like a wild cat, con­vulsed with rage, tear­ing away at his beard and his mous­tache, and scratch­ing his face.

			Then, as if pos­sessed by an­oth­er idea, she hur­riedly got up and threw her­self on the dead body, which she took in her arms, kiss­ing it on the eyes and mouth, open­ing the lips of the dead man with her own lips, seek­ing for a sign of life and the un­fathom­able em­brace of pas­sion­ate lov­ers. My hus­band, sit­ting up, looked on. At last he un­der­stood and, drop­ping at my feet, said:

			“Oh! for­give me, darling. I sus­pec­ted you and I have killed this girl’s lov­er; my keep­er de­ceived me.”

			As for me, I was look­ing on at the un­nat­ur­al kisses ex­changed between the dead and the liv­ing, at the sobs of the wo­man and her wild spasms of des­pair­ing love.

			From that mo­ment I knew that I should be un­faith­ful to my hus­band.

		
	
		
			Moonlight

			Ma­dame Ju­lie Roubère was ex­pect­ing her eld­er sis­ter, Ma­dame Hen­ri­ette Lét­oré, who was re­turn­ing from Switzer­land.

			The Lét­orés had been away about five weeks and Ma­dame Hen­ri­ette’s hus­band had gone back alone to their es­tate in Cal­va­dos, where his pres­ence was re­quired, and she was com­ing to spend a few days in Par­is with her sis­ter.

			Night was fall­ing and Ma­dame Roubère was ab­sent­mindedly read­ing in the little middle-class draw­ing room in the twi­light, look­ing up at every sound.

			At last the bell rang and her sis­ter ap­peared, wrapped in her trav­el­ling-coat. They were im­me­di­ately locked in a tight em­brace, kiss­ing each oth­er again and again.

			Then they star­ted to talk, ask­ing after each oth­er’s health, after their re­spect­ive fam­il­ies, and a thou­sand oth­er ques­tions, chat­ter­ing away jerking out hur­ried, broken sen­tences, flut­ter­ing around each oth­er while Ma­dame Hen­ri­ette took off her hat.

			Night had fallen. Ma­dame Roubère rang for the lamp and as soon as it was brought in she looked at her sis­ter be­fore giv­ing her an­oth­er hug, but was filled with dis­may and as­ton­ish­ment at her ap­pear­ance, for Ma­dame Lét­oré had two large locks of white hair over the temples. All the rest was jet-black, but on both sides of her head ran, as it were, two sil­ver streams lost in the sur­round­ing black mass. She was only twenty-four and this change had happened since she left for Switzer­land! Stop­ping short, Ma­dame Roubère gazed at her aghast, on the verge of tears be­cause she thought that some ter­rible, un­known mis­for­tune must have be­fallen her sis­ter. She said: “What is the mat­ter, Hen­ri­ette?”

			Smil­ing a sad, stricken smile, the sis­ter replied:

			“Noth­ing at all, I as­sure you. Were you look­ing at my white hair?”

			But Ma­dame Roubère im­petu­ously seized her by the shoulders, and with a search­ing glance re­peated: “What is the mat­ter? Tell me. I shall know if you don’t tell the truth.”

			Ma­dame Hen­ri­ette, who had turned deathly pale, re­turned her sis­ter’s glance with tears in her down­cast eyes.

			Her sis­ter re­peated: “What has happened? What is the mat­ter? You must an­swer!”

			In a sub­dued voice she mur­mured: “I have … I have a lov­er,” and, put­ting her head on her young­er sis­ter’s shoulder, she sobbed aloud.

			When she was a little quieter and the heav­ing of her body had died down, she began to un­bosom her­self as if to cast forth the secret, to empty her dis­tress in­to a sym­path­et­ic heart.

			Hand in hand they clung to each oth­er in si­lence and then sank on to a sofa in a dark corner of the room, and the young­er sis­ter, put­ting her arm round the eld­er one’s neck and hold­ing her tight, listened to the story.

			“Oh! I know that there was no ex­cuse; I don’t un­der­stand my­self, but I feel quite frantic ever since. Take care, darling, take care; if you only knew how weak we are, how quickly we yield, how soon we fall! It takes so little, so little, a mere noth­ing, a mo­ment of ten­der­ness, a sud­den fit of mel­an­choly, a long­ing to open your arms wide, to cher­ish, to fondle someone: we all feel like that some­times.

			“You know my hus­band, and you know how much I love him; but he is middle-aged and sens­ible and has no un­der­stand­ing of the tender oth­er emo­tions that sway a wo­man’s heart. He is al­ways, al­ways the same, al­ways kind, al­ways smil­ing, al­ways ami­able, al­ways per­fect. Oh! how some­times I have wanted him to clasp me roughly in his arms, to give me one of those slow, sweet kisses in which two be­ings in­ter­mingle, which are like si­lent avow­als! How I have wanted him to be fool­ish, to be weak, to need me, to need my caresses, and my tears!

			“All this is very silly, but we wo­men are like that. We can’t help it.

			“And yet I had nev­er the faintest in­ten­tion of be­ing un­faith­ful. Now, I have done it, without love, without any reas­on whatever, without any­thing, simply be­cause the moon was shin­ing one night on the Lake of Lu­cerne.

			“Dur­ing the month that we were trav­el­ling to­geth­er, my hus­band, with his calm in­dif­fer­ence, damped all my en­thu­si­asm, and dashed all my hopes. As the four coach-horses gal­loped down the moun­tain­side at sun­rise, the view of the trans­par­ent morn­ing haze, the long val­leys, the woods, the streams and the vil­lages made me clap my hands with de­light and I said: ‘How beau­ti­ful, how beau­ti­ful it is, my darling, please kiss me!’ He only replied with a smile of chilly kind­li­ness and a slight shrug of the shoulders: ‘Be­cause you like the land­scape is no reas­on why we should kiss each oth­er.’ That cut me to the heart.

			“I do think that when people love each oth­er they ought to want to love each oth­er in the pres­ence of things so beau­ti­ful that one’s whole be­ing is set ablaze. In fact I was bub­bling over with po­etry which his pres­ence forced me to sup­press. How can I ex­plain it? I was al­most like a boil­er filled with steam and her­met­ic­ally sealed.

			“One even­ing (we had been four days at an hotel at Fluelen) Robert, who had a head­ache, went to bed as soon as din­ner was over, and I went for a walk by the lake alone.

			“The night was like fairy­land. The round moon hung in the middle of the heav­ens: the crests of the tall moun­tains, covered with snow, looked as if they were wear­ing sil­ver crowns, and the rip­pling wa­ter of the lake was alive with little streaks of light. The air was soft and sweet with that pen­et­rat­ing warmth that des­troys all power of res­ist­ance and fills one with un­ex­pec­ted weak­ness. Un­der this in­flu­ence one’s feel­ings are hy­per­sens­it­ive and over-re­spons­ive; they are aflame in a second, and pas­sion­ately act­ive! I sat on the grass and gazed at the vast, mel­an­choly, pro­foundly lovely lake, and was sud­denly aware that what I so keenly de­sired was love. I was in re­volt against the gloomy dull­ness of my life. What! would it nev­er be my lot to wander along a moon­bathed bank with a man I loved? Was I nev­er to feel the ec­stasy of those soul-stir­ring, de­li­cious, in­tox­ic­at­ing kisses which lov­ers ex­changed in the sweet­ness of a night that seems to have been made for love? Was I nev­er to be fe­ver­ishly em­braced in long­ing arms, in the moon­lit shad­ow of a sum­mer’s night? And I burst in­to tears like a crazy wo­man! Then a sound came from some­where be­hind and I looked up to see a man gaz­ing at me. He re­cog­nised me as I turned my head, and, com­ing for­ward, said: ‘You are cry­ing, Ma­dame?’

			“It was a young bar­ris­ter who was trav­el­ling with his moth­er and whom we had met oc­ca­sion­ally. His eyes had of­ten fol­lowed me.

			“I was too up­set to find any an­swer, so I got up at once and said I felt ill.

			“He talked about our jour­ney, walk­ing by my side, quite nat­ur­ally and simply. He ex­pressed in words all that I felt: he un­der­stood all the things that left me breath­less with de­light, only much bet­ter than I did my­self, and then sud­denly he re­cited some of de Mus­set’s po­etry. I gasped for breath; I felt that the moun­tains them­selves, the lake, the moon­light, all were singing of things in­ef­fably sweet. …

			“And then it happened, I can’t say how or why, in a kind of hal­lu­cin­a­tion. As for him … I only saw him again the next day as we were leav­ing.

			“He gave me his card! …”

			

			And Ma­dame Lét­oré fell back in­to her sis­ter’s arms, moan­ing piteously.

			Then Ma­dame Roubère, dig­ni­fied and ser­i­ous, gently said: “You see, my dear, there are times when we are in love, not with any man, but with love it­self. That night the moon­light was your real lov­er.”

		
	
		
			A Cock Crowed

			Ma­dame Berthe d’Avan­celles up to that time had res­isted all the pray­ers of her des­pair­ing ad­mirer, Bar­on Joseph de Crois­sard. In Par­is dur­ing the winter he had pur­sued her ar­dently, and now he was giv­ing fêtes and shoot­ing parties in her hon­our at his château at Carville, in Nor­mandy.

			Mon­sieur d’Avan­celles, her hus­band, saw noth­ing and knew noth­ing, as usu­al. It was said that he lived apart from his wife on ac­count of phys­ic­al weak­ness, for which Ma­dame d’Avan­celles would not par­don him. He was a stout, bald little man, with short arms, legs, neck, nose and everything else, while Ma­dame d’Avan­celles, on the con­trary, was a tall, dark and de­term­ined young wo­man, who laughed loudly in her hus­band’s face, while he called her openly “Mrs. House­wife,” and who looked at the broad shoulders, strong build and fair mous­taches of her re­cog­nized ad­mirer, Bar­on Joseph de Crois­sard, with a cer­tain amount of ten­der­ness.

			She had not, how­ever, gran­ted him any­thing as yet. The Bar­on was ru­in­ing him­self for her, and there was a con­stant round of fêtes, hunt­ing parties and new pleas­ures, to which he in­vited the neigh­bour­ing no­bil­ity. All day long the hounds bayed in the woods, as they fol­lowed the fox or the wild boar, and every night dazzling fire­works mingled their burn­ing plumes with the stars, while the il­lu­min­ated win­dows of the draw­ing room cast long rays of light on the wide lawns, where shad­ows were mov­ing to and fro.

			It was au­tumn, the rus­set-col­oured sea­son, and the leaves were whirl­ing about on the grass like flights of birds. One no­ticed the smell of damp earth in the air, of the na­ked earth, as one smells the odour of na­ked flesh, when a wo­man’s dress falls from her, after a ball.

			One even­ing in the pre­vi­ous spring, dur­ing an en­ter­tain­ment, Ma­dame d’Avan­celles had said to Mon­sieur de Crois­sard, who was wor­ry­ing her by his im­por­tun­it­ies: “If I do suc­cumb to you, my friend, it will not be be­fore the fall of the leaf. I have too many things to do this sum­mer to have any time for it.” He had not for­got­ten that bold and amus­ing speech, and every day he be­came more press­ing, every day he ad­vanced in his ap­proaches, and gained a step in the heart of the fair, au­da­cious wo­man, who seemed only to be res­ist­ing for form’s sake.

			It was the eve of a great wild-boar hunt, and Ma­dame Berthe said to the Bar­on with a laugh: “Bar­on, if you kill the brute, I shall have some­thing for you.” And so, at dawn he was up and out, to try to dis­cov­er where the wild an­im­al had its lair. He ac­com­pan­ied his beat­ers, settled the places for the re­lays, and or­gan­ized everything per­son­ally to in­sure his tri­umph, and when the horns gave the sig­nal for set­ting out, he ap­peared in a closely-fit­ting coat of scar­let and gold, with his waist drawn in tight, his chest ex­pan­ded, his eyes ra­di­ant, and as fresh and strong as if he had just got out of bed. They set out, and the wild boar star­ted off through the un­der­wood as soon as he was dis­lodged, fol­lowed by the hounds in full cry, while the horses set off at a gal­lop through the nar­row paths of the forest, and the car­riages, which fol­lowed the chase at a dis­tance, drove noise­lessly along the soft roads.

			Out of mis­chief, Ma­dame d’Avan­celles kept the Bar­on by her side, lag­ging be­hind at a walk in an in­ter­min­ably long and straight al­ley, over which four rows of oaks hung, so as to form al­most an arch, while he, trem­bling with love and anxi­ety, listened with one ear to the young wo­man’s ban­ter­ing chat­ter, while with the oth­er he listened to the blast of the horns and to the cry of the hounds as they re­ceded in the dis­tance.

			“So you do not love me any longer?” she ob­served. “How can you say such things?” he replied. And she con­tin­ued: “But you seem to be pay­ing more at­ten­tion to the sport than to me.” He groaned, and said: “Did you not or­der me to kill the an­im­al my­self?” And she replied gravely: “Of course I am count­ing on that. You must kill it be­fore my eyes.”

			Then he trembled in his saddle, spurred his horse un­til it reared, and, los­ing all pa­tience, ex­claimed: “But, by Jove, Ma­dame, that is im­possible if we re­main here.” And she re­tor­ted laugh­ingly: “But it must be done or … so much the worse for you.” Then she spoke ten­derly to him, lay­ing her hand on his arm, or strok­ing his horse’s mane, as if by mis­take.

			Just then they turned to the right, in­to a nar­row path which was over­hung by trees, and sud­denly, to avoid a branch which barred their way, she leaned to­wards him so closely, that he felt her hair tick­ling his neck, and he sud­denly threw his arms bru­tally round her and, press­ing her fore­head with his thick mous­tache, he gave her a furi­ous kiss.

			At first she did not move, and re­mained mo­tion­less un­der that mad caress; then she turned her head with a jerk, and either by ac­ci­dent or design her little lips met his, un­der their tuft of fair hair, and a mo­ment af­ter­wards, either from con­fu­sion or re­morse, she struck her horse with her rid­ing-whip, and went off at full gal­lop, and they rode on like that for a time, without even ex­chan­ging a look.

			The noise of the hunt came near­er, the thick­ets seemed to tremble, and sud­denly the wild boar broke through the bushes, covered with blood, and try­ing to shake off the hounds which had fastened upon him, and the Bar­on, ut­ter­ing a shout of tri­umph, ex­claimed: “Let him who loves me fol­low me!” And he dis­ap­peared in the copse, as if the wood had swal­lowed him up.

			When she reached an open glade a few minutes later, he was just get­ting up, covered with mud, his coat torn, and his hands bloody, while the brute was ly­ing stretched out at full length, with the Bar­on’s hunt­ing knife driv­en in­to its shoulder up to the hilt.

			The quarry was cut by torch­light on a night that was wild and mel­an­choly. The moon threw a yel­low light on the torches, which made the night misty with their res­in­ous smoke. The hounds de­voured the wild boar’s stink­ing en­trails, and snarled and fought for them, while the beat­ers and the gen­tle­men, stand­ing in a circle round the spoil, blew their horns’ as loud as they could. The flour­ish of the hunt­ing-horns re­soun­ded bey­ond the woods on that still night and was re­peated by the echoes of the dis­tant val­leys, awak­ing the tim­id stags, rous­ing the yelp­ing foxes, and dis­turb­ing the little grey rab­bits in their gam­bols at the edge of the glades.

			The frightened night-birds flew over the eager pack of hounds, while the wo­men, who were moved by all these gentle and vi­ol­ent things, leaned rather heav­ily on the men’s arms; and turned aside in­to the path­ways, be­fore the hounds had fin­ished their meal. Ma­dame d’Avan­celles, feel­ing lan­guid after that day of fa­tigue and ten­der­ness, said to the Bar­on: “Will you take a turn in the park, my friend?” And without reply­ing, but trem­bling and nervous, he put his arm around her, and im­me­di­ately they kissed each oth­er. They walked slowly un­der the al­most leaf­less trees through which the moon­beams filtered, and their love, their de­sires, their long­ing for a closer em­brace be­came so vehe­ment, that they al­most sank down at the foot of a tree.

			The horns were si­lent, and the tired hounds were sleep­ing in the ken­nels. “Let us re­turn,” the young wo­man said, and they went back.

			When they got to the château and be­fore they went in, she said in a weak voice: “I am so tired that I shall go to bed, my friend.” And as he opened his arms for a last kiss, she ran away, say­ing as a last good­bye: “No. … I am go­ing to sleep. … Let him who loves me fol­low me!”

			An hour later, when the whole si­lent château seemed dead, the Bar­on crept stealth­ily out of his room, and went and scratched at her door, and as she did not reply, he tried to open it, and found that it was not locked.

			She was dream­ing as she leaned upon the win­dow-ledge, and he threw him­self at her knees, which he kissed madly, through her night­dress. She said noth­ing, but bur­ied her del­ic­ate fin­gers caress­ingly in his hair, and sud­denly, as if she had formed some great res­ol­u­tion, she whispered with a bold glance: “I shall come back, wait for me.” And stretch­ing out her hand, she poin­ted with her fin­ger to an in­dis­tinct white spot at the end of the room; it was her bed.

			Then, in the dark with trem­bling hands and scarcely know­ing what he was do­ing, he quickly un­dressed, got in­to the cool sheets, and stretch­ing him­self out com­fort­ably, he al­most for­got his love in the pleas­ure of feel­ing the lin­en caress his tired body. She did not re­turn, how­ever, no doubt find­ing amuse­ment in strain­ing his pa­tience. He closed his eyes with a feel­ing of ex­quis­ite com­fort, and re­flec­ted peace­ably while wait­ing for what he so ar­dently de­sired. But by de­grees his limbs grew lan­guid and his thoughts be­came in­dis­tinct and fleet­ing, un­til his great fa­tigue over­came him and he fell asleep.

			He slept that un­con­quer­able, heavy sleep of the worn-out hunter, and he slept un­til day­light; and then, as the win­dow had re­mained half open, the crow­ing of a cock sud­denly woke him, and the Bar­on opened his eyes, and feel­ing a wo­man’s body against his, find­ing him­self, much to his sur­prise, in a strange bed, and re­mem­ber­ing noth­ing for a mo­ment, he stammered:

			“What? Where am I? What is the mat­ter?”

			Then she, who had not been asleep at all, look­ing at this un­kempt man, with red eyes and thick lips, replied in the haughty tone of voice in which she spoke to her hus­band:

			“It is noth­ing; it is only a cock crow­ing. Go to sleep again, Mon­sieur, it has noth­ing to do with you.”

		
	
		
			The Child

			After din­ner we were talk­ing about an abor­tion which had re­cently been com­mit­ted in the par­ish. The Bar­on­ess grew in­dig­nant: “How are such things pos­sible! The girl, se­duced by a butcher’s boy, had thrown her child in­to a pick­ling vat! Hor­rible! It had even been proved that the poor little thing was not killed out­right.”

			The doc­tor, who was din­ing at the house that even­ing, gave us ghastly de­tails with an air of im­per­turb­able calm. Ap­par­ently he was amazed at the cour­age of the wretched moth­er who, hav­ing giv­en birth to the child all alone, had then walked nearly two miles to kill it. “This wo­man,” he re­peated, “has a will of iron! What sav­age strength she needed to go through the wood at night with her baby cry­ing in her arms! Such mor­al suf­fer­ing im­presses me. Think of the ter­ror in her soul, of the tor­ture of her heart! How hate­ful and vile life is! In­fam­ous pre­ju­dices, yes, in­fam­ous, I say; a false no­tion of hon­our which is worse than the crime it­self, a whole host of ar­ti­fi­cial feel­ings, odi­ous re­spect­ab­il­ity and re­volt­ing vir­tu­ous­ness—these are the things that drive to murder and in­fant­i­cide poor girls who have sur­rendered to the im­per­at­ive call of life. What a shame for hu­man­ity to have es­tab­lished such mor­al­ity, and to have made a crime of the nat­ur­al uni­on of two hu­man be­ings!”

			The Bar­on­ess had grown pale with in­dig­na­tion. “Ah, Doc­tor,” she replied, “so you put vice above vir­tue, the pros­ti­tute above the hon­est wo­man! A wo­man who aban­dons her­self to her shame­ful in­stincts is in your eyes the equal of the ir­re­proach­able wife who ful­fills her duty in the in­teg­rity of her con­science!”

			The doc­tor, who had seen many of life’s sores in his long ca­reer, stood up and said with em­phas­is:

			“You are talk­ing, Ma­dame, about mat­ters of which you are ig­nor­ant, since you have nev­er felt an in­vin­cible pas­sion. Let me tell you of a re­cent ad­ven­ture, of which I was a wit­ness. Ah, Ma­dame, you should be kind, in­dul­gent, and full of pity, for you do not un­der­stand. Wretched, in­deed, are those whom per­fi­di­ous nature has en­dowed with strong pas­sions. Quiet people, born without vi­ol­ent in­stincts, live re­spect­ably of ne­ces­sity. Those who are nev­er tor­tured by fren­zied de­sires have no dif­fi­culty in be­ing good. I see cold-blooded little middle-class wo­men, of ri­gid mor­als, of mod­er­ate in­tel­li­gence, and lim­ited af­fec­tions, who cry out in­dig­nantly when they hear of the sins of fallen wo­men. You sleep calmly in a peace­ful bed haunted by no des­per­ate dreams. Every­one about you is like you, acts like you, and is pro­tec­ted by the in­stinct­ive mod­er­a­tion of their senses. You have a slight struggle with the phantoms of tempta­tion, but it is only your mind which some­times plays with evil thoughts. Your body does not im­me­di­ately re­spond to the slight­est whis­per of a tempt­ing idea.

			“In people whom chance has made pas­sion­ate the senses are in­vin­cible. Can you com­mand the winds, or a stormy sea? Can you thwart the forces of nature? No. The senses are also forces of nature, as in­vin­cible as wind and sea. They arouse men and sweep them off their feet, im­pel­ling them to­wards pleas­ure with a de­sire whose vehe­mence they can­not res­ist. Wo­men who are above re­proach are wo­men without tem­pera­ment, and there are many of them. I do not thank them for their vir­tue, for they have no struggle. But nev­er, I tell you, nev­er will the Mes­sali­nas and Cath­er­ines of Rus­sia be vir­tu­ous. They can­not be. They are born for wild caresses. Their or­gans are not like yours, their flesh is dif­fer­ent, more sens­it­ive, more eas­ily maddened by the con­tact of an­oth­er, and their nerves drive, dis­turb and con­quer them when yours have felt noth­ing whatever. Just try to feed a hawk, on the little seeds which you give to a par­rot! Yet, they are both birds with a crooked beak. But their in­stincts are dif­fer­ent.

			“Ah, if you only knew the power of the senses! How they keep you on the rack for whole nights, with burn­ing skin and beat­ing heart, your mind tor­tured by mad­den­ing vis­ions! You see, people of in­flex­ible prin­ciples are simply cold natures des­per­ately jeal­ous of oth­ers, without know­ing it. Listen to this story:

			“A wo­man whom I shall call Ma­dame Hélène had a sen­su­al tem­pera­ment, even when she was a little girl, for her senses were awakened as soon as she was learn­ing to talk. You will ar­gue that her case was patho­lo­gic­al. Why? Is it not even more ar­gu­able that you are weak­lings? When she was twelve years old I was con­sul­ted, and I dis­covered that she was already a wo­man and con­stantly torn by sexu­al de­sire. Her very ap­pear­ance showed this. She had thick, pout­ing lips, as ripe as full-blown flowers, a power­ful neck, warm skin, a large nose with rather wide, sens­it­ive nos­trils, and great blue eyes whose glance fired the senses of men. Who could calm the blood of this ar­dent an­im­al? She spent her nights weep­ing for no dis­cern­ible reas­on. She was suf­fer­ing ag­on­ies for want of a man. Fi­nally, when she was fif­teen her par­ents mar­ried her. Two years later her hus­band died of con­sump­tion. She had ex­hausted him. The same fate over­took her second hus­band eight­een months after. The third held out for four years, and then left her. It was high time.

			“When she was left alone she tried to re­main vir­tu­ous. She shared all your pre­ju­dices. One day, how­ever, she sent for me, as she had had nervous at­tacks which alarmed her. I saw at once that her wid­ow­hood was go­ing to kill her, and I told her so. She was a re­spect­able wo­man, and in spite of the tor­tures she suffered, she would not take my ad­vice and find a lov­er. The coun­tryside said she was mad. She used to go out at night and go off on wild ex­cur­sions to tire out her re­bel­li­ous body. Then she would fall in­to faint­ing fits fol­lowed by hor­rible cramps. She lived alone in her château, near the home of her moth­er and re­l­at­ives. I used to go to see her from time to time, at a loss to know what to do against the ob­stin­ate will of nature and her own will.

			“One even­ing, about eight o’clock, she called at my house just as I was fin­ish­ing din­ner. No soon­er were we alone than she said:

			“ ‘I am lost. I am preg­nant!’

			“I star­ted in my chair.

			“ ‘What!’

			“ ‘I am preg­nant.’

			“ ‘You?’

			“ ‘Yes, I.’

			“Then sud­denly, look­ing me straight in the face, she said in agit­ated tones:

			“ ‘Preg­nant by my garden­er, Doc­tor. I felt rather faint while walk­ing in the park. The man, see­ing me fall, ran up and caught me in his arms to carry me in. What did I do? I can­not re­mem­ber. Did I em­brace and kiss him? Per­haps. You know my shame­ful af­flic­tion. To make a long story short, he had me. I am guilty, be­cause I gave my­self to him again the next day, and on oth­er oc­ca­sions af­ter­wards. It was use­less, I could no longer hold out …’

			“She stifled a sob, and con­tin­ued de­fi­antly:

			“ ‘I paid him, for I pre­ferred that to the lov­er whom you ad­vised me to take. He has made me preg­nant. I will con­fess to you without re­serve or hes­it­a­tion. I tried to pro­cure an abor­tion. I took boil­ing hot baths. I rode horses that were not prop­erly broken in. I did gym­nast­ic ex­er­cises. I took drugs, ab­sinthe, saf­fron, and oth­ers, but I did not suc­ceed. You know my fath­er, my broth­ers; I am lost. My sis­ter is mar­ried to a re­spect­able man. My dis­grace will re­flect upon them. Then, think of all our friends, our neigh­bours, our good name … my moth­er …’

			“She began to sob. I took her hands in mine and began to ques­tion her. Then I ad­vised her to go off on a long jour­ney and have her child away from home. She said: ‘Yes … Yes … Yes … all right …’ without listen­ing to what I was say­ing. Then she left.

			“I went to see her sev­er­al times. She was go­ing mad. The idea of this child grow­ing in her womb, of this liv­ing shame, had pen­et­rated her brain like a sharp ar­row. She thought of it in­cess­antly, and was afraid to go out in the day­time, or see any­body, lest her ab­om­in­able secret should be dis­covered. Every night she would un­dress in front of her ward­robe mir­ror and ex­am­ine her mis­shapen ab­do­men; then she would throw her­self on the ground, stifling her cries by thrust­ing a tow­el in­to her mouth. Twenty times in the night she got out of bed, lit her candle and re­turned to that large mir­ror, which showed her the re­flec­tion of her de­formed na­ked body. In a frenzy she would strike her belly with her fists, try­ing to kill the life which threatened hers. The struggle between the two was ter­rible, but the child did not die. It moved con­stantly as though it were de­fend­ing it­self. She rolled on the floor in an ef­fort to crush it, and tried to sleep with a weight on her body to choke it. She hated it with the hatred one has for a stub­born en­emy that threatens one’s life.

			“After these vain struggles, these im­pot­ent ef­forts to get rid of her child, she dashed out madly in­to the fields, run­ning in a frenzy of misery and fear. One morn­ing she was found, with her feet in a stream, and a look of mad­ness in her eyes. People thought she had had an at­tack of de­li­ri­um, but did not no­tice what was really the mat­ter with her. She was pur­sued by an ob­ses­sion, to re­move this ac­cursed child from her body.

			“One even­ing her moth­er said to her laugh­ingly: ‘How stout you are get­ting, Hélène. If you were mar­ried I would think you were go­ing to have a baby.’

			“These words must have been like a deadly blow to her. She left im­me­di­ately, and re­turned to her own home. What happened then? Prob­ably she looked again at her swollen belly, struck it, bruised it, and knocked it against the corners of the fur­niture, as she used to do every night. Then she went down­stairs in her bare feet to the kit­chen, opened the cup­board and took out the big carving-knife. She went up­stairs again, lit four candles, and sat down in front of her mir­ror on a wick­er chair. Then, ex­as­per­ated with hatred of this un­known and re­doubt­able em­bryo, de­sir­ing to tear it out and kill it at last, to take it in her hands, strangle it and cast it away from her, she felt for the place where it was stir­ring, and, with a single stroke of the knife, she ripped open her ab­do­men from top to bot­tom.

			“She per­formed her task very well, in­deed, and very quickly, for she caught hold of this en­emy which had hitherto eluded her grasp. She took it by one leg, tore it out and tried to throw it in­to the fire­place. But it was held by bonds which she had not been able to cut, and per­haps be­fore she had real­ized what still re­mained to be done, in or­der to sep­ar­ate her­self and her child, she fell dead on its body, drowned in a pool of blood.

			“Do you think she was very wicked, Ma­dame?”

			The doc­tor was si­lent and waited, but the Bar­on­ess made no reply.

		
	
		
			The Lock

			The four glasses which were stand­ing in front of the diners were still nearly half full, which is a sign, as a gen­er­al rule, that the guests are quite so. They were be­gin­ning to speak without wait­ing for an an­swer; no one took any no­tice of any­thing ex­cept what was go­ing on in­side him; voices grew louder, ges­tures more an­im­ated, eyes bright­er.

			It was a bach­el­ors’ din­ner of con­firmed old cel­ib­ates. They had in­sti­tuted this reg­u­lar ban­quet twenty years be­fore, christen­ing it “The Cel­ib­ate,” and at the time there were four­teen of them, all fully de­term­ined nev­er to marry. Now there were only four of them left; three were dead and the oth­er sev­en were mar­ried.

			These four stuck firmly to it, and, as far as lay in their power, they scru­pu­lously ob­served the rules which had been laid down at the be­gin­ning of their curi­ous as­so­ci­ation. They had sworn, hand-in-hand, to turn aside every wo­man they could from the right path, and their friends’ wives for choice, and more es­pe­cially those of their most in­tim­ate friends. For this reas­on, as soon as any of them left the so­ci­ety, in or­der to set up in do­mest­ic life for him­self, he took care to quar­rel def­in­itely with all his former com­pan­ions.

			Be­sides this, they were pledged at every din­ner to re­late most minutely their last ad­ven­tures, which had giv­en rise to this fa­mil­i­ar phrase among them: “To lie like an old bach­el­or.”

			They pro­fessed, moreover, the most pro­found con­tempt for wo­man, whom they talked of as an an­im­al made solely for their pleas­ure. Every mo­ment they quoted Schopen­hauer, who was their god, and his well-known es­say “On Wo­men”; they wished that harems and towers might be re­in­tro­duced, and had the an­cient max­im: “Muli­er, per­petuus in­fans,” woven in­to their table-lin­en, and be­low it, the line of Al­fred de Vigny: “La femme, en­fant mal­ade et douze fois im­pure.” So that by dint of des­pising wo­men they lived only for them, while all their ef­forts and all their de­sires were dir­ec­ted to­ward them. Those of them who had mar­ried called them old fops, made fun of them, and—feared them.

			When they began to feel the ex­hil­ar­at­ing ef­fects of the cham­pagne, the tales of their old bach­el­or ex­per­i­ences began.

			On the day in ques­tion, these old fel­lows, for they were old by this time, and the older they grew the more ex­traordin­ary strokes of luck in the way of love af­fairs they had to re­late, were quite talk­at­ive. For the last month, ac­cord­ing to their own ac­counts, each of them had se­duced at least one wo­man a day. And what wo­men! the young­est, the noblest, the richest, and the most beau­ti­ful!

			After they had fin­ished their stor­ies, one of them, he who had spoken first and had there­fore been ob­liged to listen to all the oth­ers, rose and said:

			“Now that we have fin­ished draw­ing the long­bow, I should like to tell you, not my last, but my first ad­ven­ture—I mean the first ad­ven­ture of my life, my first fall—for it is a mor­al fall after all, in the arms of Venus. Oh! I am not go­ing to tell you my first—what shall I call it?—my first ap­pear­ance; cer­tainly not. The leap over the first ditch (I am speak­ing fig­ur­at­ively) has noth­ing in­ter­est­ing about it. It is gen­er­ally rather a muddy one, and one picks one­self up rather abashed, with one charm­ing il­lu­sion the less, with a vague feel­ing of dis­ap­point­ment and sad­ness. That real­iz­a­tion of love the first time one ex­per­i­ences it is rather re­pug­nant; we had dreamed of it as be­ing so dif­fer­ent, so del­ic­ate, so re­fined. It leaves a phys­ic­al and mor­al sense of dis­gust be­hind it, just as when one has happened to put one’s hand on a toad. You may rub your hand as hard as you like, but the mor­al feel­ing re­mains.

			“Yes! one very soon gets quite used to it; there is no doubt about that. For my part, how­ever, I am very sorry it was not in my power to give the Cre­at­or the be­ne­fit of my ad­vice when He was ar­ran­ging these little mat­ters. I won­der what I should have done? I am not quite sure, but I think, with the Eng­lish sav­ant, John Stu­art Mill, I should have man­aged dif­fer­ently; I should have found some more con­veni­ent and more po­et­ic­al com­bin­a­tion, yes—more po­et­ic­al.

			“I really think that the Cre­at­or showed Him­self to be too nat­ur­al­ist­ic—too—what shall I say? His in­ven­tion lacks po­etry.

			“How­ever, what I am go­ing to tell you is about my first wo­man of the world, the first wo­man in so­ci­ety I ever made love to. I beg your par­don, I ought to say the first wo­man of the world that ever tri­umphed over me. For at first it is we who al­low ourselves to be taken, while, later on—it is the … same thing!

			“She was a friend of my moth­er, a charm­ing wo­man in every way. When such wo­men are chaste, it is gen­er­ally from sheer stu­pid­ity, and when they are in love they are furi­ously so. And then—we are ac­cused of cor­rupt­ing them! Yes, yes, of course! With them it is al­ways the rab­bit that be­gins and nev­er the sports­man. I know all about it; they don’t seem to lure us, but they do it all the same, and do what they like with us, without it be­ing no­ticed, and then they ac­tu­ally ac­cuse us of hav­ing ruined them, dis­hon­oured them, de­graded them, and all the rest of it.

			“The wo­man in ques­tion cer­tainly had a great de­sire to be ‘de­graded’ by me. She may have been about thirty-five, while I was scarcely two-and-twenty. I no more thought of se­du­cing her than I did of turn­ing Trap­pist. Well, one day when I was call­ing on her, and while I was look­ing at her dress with con­sid­er­able as­ton­ish­ment, for she had on a morn­ing wrap­per which was open as wide as a church-door when the bells are ringing for Mass, she took my hand and squeezed it—squeezed it, you know, as they will do at such mo­ments—and said, with a deep sigh, one of those sighs, you know, which come right from the bot­tom of the chest: ‘Oh! don’t look at me like that, child!’ I got as red as a to­mato, and felt more nervous than usu­al, nat­ur­ally. I was very much in­clined to bolt, but she held my hand tightly, and put­ting it on her well-de­veloped bust, she said: ‘Just feel how my heart beats!’ Of course it was beat­ing, and I began to un­der­stand what was the mat­ter, but I did not know what to do. I have changed con­sid­er­ably since then.

			“As I re­mained stand­ing there, with one hand on the soft cov­er­ing of her heart, while I held my hat in the oth­er, and con­tin­ued to look at her with a con­fused, silly smile—a tim­id frightened smile—she sud­denly drew back, and said in an ir­rit­ated voice:

			“ ‘Young man, what are you do­ing? You are in­de­cent and badly brought up.’

			“You may be sure I took my hand away quickly, stopped smil­ing, and stam­mer­ing out some ex­cuse, got up and took my leave as if I had lost my head.

			“But I was caught, and dreamed of her. I thought her charm­ing, ad­or­able; I fan­cied that I loved her, that I had al­ways loved her, and I de­term­ined to see her again. I de­cided to be en­ter­pris­ing, to be more than that even.

			“When I saw her again she gave me a shy smile. Oh, how that little smile up­set me! And she shook hands with a long, sig­ni­fic­ant pres­sure.

			“From that day it seems that I made love to her; at least, she de­clared af­ter­ward that I had ruined her, cap­tured her, dis­hon­oured her, with rare Ma­chiavel­lism, with con­sum­mate clev­erness, with the cal­cu­la­tions of a math­em­atician, and the cun­ning of an Apache In­di­an.

			“But one thing troubled me strangely: where was my tri­umph to be ac­com­plished? I lived with my fam­ily, and on this point my fam­ily was most par­tic­u­lar. I was not bold enough to ven­ture in­to a hotel in broad day­light with a wo­man on my arm, and I did not know whom to ask for ad­vice.

			“Now, my fair friend had of­ten said in joke that every young man ought to have a room for him­self some­where or oth­er from home. We lived in Par­is, and this was a sort of in­spir­a­tion. I took a room, and she came. She came one day in Novem­ber; I should have liked to put off her vis­it be­cause I had no fire, and I had no fire be­cause the chim­ney smoked. The very even­ing be­fore I had spoken to my land­lord, a re­tired shop­keep­er, about it, and he had prom­ised that he would come him­self with the chim­ney-ex­pert in a day or two to see what could be done.

			“As soon as she came in, I said:

			“ ‘There is no fire be­cause my chim­ney smokes.’

			“She did not even ap­pear to hear me, but stammered: ‘That does not mat­ter, I have plenty of fire’; and when I looked sur­prised, she stopped short in con­fu­sion, and went on: ‘I don’t know what I am say­ing; I am mad. I have lost my head. Oh! what am I do­ing? Why did I come? How un­happy I am! What a dis­grace, what a dis­grace!’ And she threw her­self sob­bing in­to my arms.

			“I thought that she really felt re­morse, and swore that I would re­spect her. Then, how­ever, she sank down at my knees, sigh­ing: ‘But don’t you see that I love you, that you have over­come me, that it seems as though you had thrown a charm over me?’

			“Then I thought it was about time to show my­self a man. But she trembled, got up, ran, and hid be­hind a ward­robe, cry­ing out: ‘Oh! don’t look at me; no! no! If only you did not see me, if we were only in the dark! I am ashamed in the light. Can­not you ima­gine it? What a dread­ful dream! Oh! this light, this light!’

			“I rushed to the win­dow; I closed the out­side shut­ters, drew the cur­tains, and hung a coat over a ray of light that peeped in, and then, stretch­ing out my hands so as not to fall over the chairs, with my heart beat­ing, I groped for her, and found her.

			“This was a fresh jour­ney for the two of us then, feel­ing our way, with our hands united, to­ward the oth­er corner where the al­cove was. I don’t sup­pose we went straight, for first of all I knocked against the man­tel­piece and then against a chest of draw­ers, be­fore find­ing what we wanted. Then I for­got everything in a frantic ec­stasy. It was an hour of folly, mad­ness, su­per­hu­man joy, fol­lowed by a de­li­cious las­sit­ude, in which we slept in each oth­er’s arms.

			“I was half dream­ing; but in my dream I fan­cied that someone was call­ing me and cry­ing for help; then I re­ceived a vi­ol­ent blow, and opened my eyes.

			“ ‘Oh‑h!’ The set­ting sun, mag­ni­fi­cent and red, shone full in­to the room through the door, which was wide open. It seemed to look at us from the verge of the ho­ri­zon, il­lu­min­at­ing us both, es­pe­cially my com­pan­ion, who was scream­ing, strug­gling, and twist­ing, and try­ing with hands and feet to get hold of a corner of a sheet, a cur­tain or any­thing else, while in the middle of the room stood my land­lord in a morn­ing coat with the con­ci­erge by his side, and a chim­ney-sweep, as black as the dev­il, who were look­ing at us with stu­pid eyes.

			“I sprang up in a rage, ready to jump at his throat, and shouted:

			“ ‘What the deuce are you do­ing in my room?’

			“The chim­ney-sweep laughed so that he let his brush fall on to the floor. The con­ci­erge seemed to have gone mad, and the land­lord stammered:

			“ ‘But, Mon­sieur, it was—it was—about the chim­ney—the chim­ney, the chim­ney which—’

			“ ‘Go to the dev­il!’ I roared. So he took off his hat, which he had kept on in his con­fu­sion, and said, in a con­fused but very civil man­ner:

			“ ‘I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur; if I had known, I should not have dis­turbed you; I should not have come. The con­ci­erge told me you had gone out. Pray ex­cuse me.’ And they all went out.

			“Ever since that time I nev­er draw the cur­tains, but I am al­ways very care­ful to lock the door first.”

		
	
		
			A Normandy Joke

			The pro­ces­sion came in sight in the hol­low road shaded by the tall trees which grew on the slopes of the farm. The newly-mar­ried couple came first, then the re­la­tions, then the guests, and lastly the poor of the neigh­bour­hood, while the vil­lage urchins who hovered about like flies, ran in and out of the ranks, or climbed up the trees to see it bet­ter.

			The bride­groom was a fine young lad, Jean Patu, the richest farm­er in the neigh­bour­hood. Above all things, he was an ar­dent sports­man who seemed to lose all com­mon sense in or­der to sat­is­fy that pas­sion, who spent large sums on his dogs, his keep­ers, his fer­rets, and his guns. The bride, Ros­a­lie Rous­sel, had been cour­ted by all the likely young fel­lows in the dis­trict, as they all thought her pre­pos­sess­ing, and they knew that she would have a good dowry, but she had chosen Patu—partly, per­haps, be­cause she liked him bet­ter than she did the oth­ers, but still more, like a care­ful Nor­mandy girl, be­cause he had more crown pieces.

			When they went in at the wide gate­way of the hus­band’s farm, forty shots re­soun­ded without any­one see­ing those who fired. The shoot­ers were hid­den in the ditches, and the noise seemed to please the men very much, who were sprawl­ing about heav­ily in their best clothes. Patu left his wife, and run­ning up to a farm ser­vant whom he per­ceived be­hind a tree, he seized his gun, and fired a shot him­self, kick­ing his heels about like a colt. Then they went on, be­neath the apple trees heavy with fruit, through the high grass and through the herd of calves, who looked at them with their great eyes, got up slowly and re­mained stand­ing with their muzzles turned to­ward the wed­ding party.

			The men be­came ser­i­ous when they came with­in meas­ur­able dis­tance of the wed­ding-din­ner. Some of them, the rich ones, had on tall, shin­ing silk hats, which seemed al­to­geth­er out of place there; oth­ers had old head-cov­er­ings with a long nap, which might have been taken for mole­skin, while the hum­bler among them wore caps. All the wo­men had on shawls, which they wore as loose wraps, hold­ing the ends dain­tily un­der their arms. They were red, parti-col­oured, flam­ing shawls, and their bright­ness seemed to as­ton­ish the black fowls on the dungheap, the ducks on the side of the pond, and the pi­geons on the thatched roofs. All the green of the coun­tryside, of the grass and the trees, seemed to be ac­cen­tu­ated by these flam­ing col­ours, and the con­trast between them was dazzling in the mid­day sun.

			The ex­tens­ive farm-build­ings seemed to await the party at the end of that arch­way of apple trees, and a sort of va­pour came out of open door and win­dows, an al­most over­whelm­ing smell of eat­ables, which per­meated the vast build­ing, is­su­ing from its open­ings and even from its very walls. Like a ser­pent the string of guests ex­ten­ded through the yard; when the fore­most of them reached the house, they broke the chain and dis­persed, while be­hind they were still com­ing in at the open gate. The ditches were now lined with urchins and poor people filled with curi­os­ity. The shots did not cease, but came from every side at once, in­ject­ing a cloud of smoke, and that powdery smell which has the same in­tox­ic­at­ing ef­fects as ab­sinthe, in­to the at­mo­sphere.

			The wo­men were shak­ing their dresses out­side the door to get rid of the dust, were un­do­ing their cap strings and fold­ing their shawls over their arms. Then they went in­to the house to lay them aside al­to­geth­er. The table was laid in the great kit­chen, which could hold a hun­dred people; they sat down to din­ner at two o’clock and at eight o’clock they were still eat­ing; the men, in their shirt sleeves, with their waist­coats un­buttoned, and with red faces, were swal­low­ing the food and drink as if they were in­sa­ti­able. The yel­low cider sparkled mer­rily, clear and golden in the large glasses, by the side of the dark, blood-col­oured wine, and between every dish they made the trou, the Nor­mandy trou, with a glass of brandy which in­flamed the body, and put fool­ish no­tions in­to the head.

			From time to time, one of the guests, be­ing as full as a bar­rel, would go out to the nearest trees and re­lieve him­self, and then re­turn with re­doubled ap­pet­ite. The farm­ers’ wives, with scar­let faces and their cor­sets nearly burst­ing, did not like to fol­low their ex­ample, un­til one of them, feel­ing more un­com­fort­able than the oth­ers, went out. Then all the rest fol­lowed her ex­ample, and came back more cheer­ful, and the rough jokes began afresh. Broad­sides of doubt­ful jokes were ex­changed across the table, all about the wed­ding-night, un­til the whole ar­sen­al of peas­ant wit was ex­hausted. For the last hun­dred years, the same broad jokes had served for sim­il­ar oc­ca­sions, and al­though every­one knew them, they still hit the mark, and made both rows of guests roar with laughter. An old grey-haired man shouted. “Those who are go­ing to Méz­idon get on here,” and every­one yelled with laughter.

			At the bot­tom of the table four young fel­lows, who were neigh­bours, were pre­par­ing some prac­tic­al jokes for the newly-mar­ried couple, and they seemed to have got hold of a good one, by the way they whispered and laughed. Sud­denly, one of them tak­ing ad­vant­age of a mo­ment­ary si­lence, ex­claimed: “The poach­ers will have a good time to­night with this moon! I say, Jean, you will not be look­ing at the moon, will you?” The bride­groom turned to him quickly and replied: “Only let them come, that’s all!” But the oth­er young fel­low began to laugh, and said: “I do not think you will neg­lect your duty for them!”

			The whole table was con­vulsed with laughter, so that the glasses shook, but the bride­groom be­came furi­ous at the thought that any­body should profit by his wed­ding to come and poach on his land, and re­peated: “I only say: just let them come!”

			Then there was a flood of talk with a double mean­ing which made the bride blush some­what, al­though she was trem­bling with ex­pect­a­tion, and when they had emp­tied the kegs of brandy they all went to bed. The young couple went in­to their own room, which was on the ground floor, as most rooms in farm­houses are. As it was very warm, they opened the win­dow and closed the shut­ters. A small lamp in bad taste, a present from the bride’s fath­er, was burn­ing on the chest of draw­ers, and the bed stood ready to re­ceive the young people, who did not stand upon all the ce­re­mony which is usu­al among re­fined people.

			The young wo­man had already taken off her wreath and her dress, and was in her pet­ti­coat, un­la­cing her boots, while Jean was fin­ish­ing his ci­gar, and look­ing at her out of the corners of his eyes. It was an ar­dent look, more sen­su­al than tender, for he felt more de­sire than love for her. Sud­denly with a brusque move­ment, like a man who is go­ing to set to work, he took off his coat. She had already taken off her boots, and was now pulling off her stock­ings; then she said to him: “Go and hide your­self be­hind the cur­tains while I get in­to bed.”

			He seemed as if he were go­ing to re­fuse, but with a cun­ning look went and hid him­self with the ex­cep­tion of his head. She laughed and tried to cov­er up his eyes, and they romped in an amor­ous and happy man­ner, without shame or em­bar­rass­ment. At last he did as she asked him, and in a mo­ment she un­fastened her pet­ti­coat which slipped down her legs, fell at her feet and lay on the floor in a circle. She left it there, stepped over it, na­ked with the ex­cep­tion of her float­ing chemise, and slipped in­to the bed, whose springs creaked be­neath her weight. He im­me­di­ately went up to her, without his shoes and in his trousers, and stoop­ing over his wife sought her lips, which she hid be­neath the pil­low, when a shot was heard in the dis­tance, in the dir­ec­tion of the forest of Râpées, as he thought.

			He raised him­self anxiously, and run­ning to the win­dow, with his heart beat­ing, he opened the shut­ters. The full moon flooded the yard with yel­low light, and the sil­hou­ettes of the apple trees made black shad­ows at his feet, while in the dis­tance the fields gleamed, covered with the ripe corn. But as he was lean­ing out, listen­ing to every sound in the still night, two bare arms were put round his neck, and his wife whispered, try­ing to pull him back: “Do leave them alone; it has noth­ing to do with you. Come to bed.”

			He turned round, put his arms round her, and drew her to­ward him, feel­ing her warm skin through the thin ma­ter­i­al, and lift­ing her up in his vig­or­ous arms, he car­ried her to­ward their couch, but just as he was lay­ing her on the bed, which yiel­ded be­neath her weight, they heard an­oth­er re­port, con­sid­er­ably near­er this time. Jean, giv­ing way to his tu­mul­tu­ous rage, swore aloud: “God damn it! They think I shall not go out to see what it is, be­cause of you! Let them wait, and see!” He put on his shoes again, took down his gun, which was al­ways hanging with­in reach upon the wall, and, as his wife threw her­self on her knees in her ter­ror to im­plore him not to go, he hast­ily freed him­self, ran to the win­dow and jumped in­to the yard.

			She waited one hour, two hours, un­til day­break, but her hus­band did not re­turn. Then she lost her head, aroused the house, re­lated how angry Jean was, and said that he had gone after the poach­ers, and im­me­di­ately all the male farm-ser­vants, even the boys, went in search of their mas­ter. They found him two leagues from the farm, tied hand and foot, half dead with rage, his gun broken, his trousers turned in­side out, three dead hares hanging round his neck, and a plac­ard on his chest, with these words:

			
				“Who goes on the chase, loses his place.”

			

			And later on when he used to tell this story of his wed­ding-night, he gen­er­ally ad­ded: “Ah! As far as a joke went, it was a good joke. They caught me in a snare, as if I had been a rab­bit, the dirty brutes, and they shoved my head in­to a bag. But if I can only catch them some day, they had bet­ter look out for them­selves!”

			

			That is how they amuse them­selves in Nor­mandy, on a wed­ding day.

		
	
		
			My Uncle Sosthène

			My uncle Sosthène was a free­thinker, like many oth­ers, a free­thinker from sheer stu­pid­ity. People are very of­ten re­li­gious for the same reas­on. The mere sight of a priest threw him in­to a vi­ol­ent rage; he would shake his fist and grim­ace at him, and touch a piece of iron when the priest’s back was turned, for­get­ting that the lat­ter ac­tion showed a be­lief after all, the be­lief in the evil eye.

			Now when be­liefs are un­reas­on­able, one should either have all or none at all. I my­self am a free­thinker; I re­volt at all the dog­mas which have in­ven­ted the fear of death, but I feel no an­ger to­ward places of wor­ship, be they Cath­ol­ic Apostol­ic, Ro­man, Prot­est­ant, Greek, Rus­si­an, Buddhist, Jew­ish, or Mo­hammedan. I have a pe­cu­li­ar man­ner of look­ing at them and ex­plain­ing them. A place of wor­ship rep­res­ents the homage paid by man to the un­known. The more ex­ten­ded our thoughts and our views be­come, the more the un­known di­min­ishes, and the more places of wor­ship will de­cay. I, how­ever, in­stead of in­cense burn­ers, would fit them up with tele­scopes, mi­cro­scopes, and elec­tric­al ma­chines; that is all.

			My uncle and I differed on nearly every point. He was a pat­ri­ot, while I was not—for, after all, pat­ri­ot­ism is a kind of re­li­gion; it is the egg from which wars are hatched.

			My uncle was a Free­ma­son, and I used to de­clare that they are stu­pider than the pi­ous old ladies. That is my opin­ion, and I main­tain it; if we must have any re­li­gion at all, the old one is good enough for me.

			Those im­be­ciles simply im­it­ate priests. Their sym­bol is a tri­angle in­stead of a cross. They have chapels which they call lodges, and a whole lot of dif­fer­ent sects: the Scot­tish rite, the French rite, the Grand Ori­ent, a col­lec­tion of balder­dash that would make a cat laugh.

			What is their ob­ject? Mu­tu­al help to be ob­tained by tick­ling the palms of each oth­er’s hands. I see no harm in it, for they put in­to prac­tice the Chris­ti­an pre­cept: “Do un­to oth­ers as ye would they should do un­to you.” The only dif­fer­ence con­sists in the tick­ling, but it does not seem worth while to make such a fuss about lend­ing a poor dev­il five francs.

			Con­vents whose duty and busi­ness it is to ad­min­is­ter alms and help, put the let­ters “J.M.J.” at the head of their com­mu­nic­a­tions. The Ma­sons put three peri­ods in a row after their sig­na­ture. It is six of one and half a dozen of the oth­er.

			My uncle’s reply used to be:

			“We are rais­ing up a re­li­gion against a re­li­gion; Free­thought will kill cler­ic­al­ism. Free­ma­sonry is the headquar­ters of those who are de­mol­ish­ing all deit­ies.”

			“Very well, my dear uncle,” I would reply (in my heart I felt in­clined to say, “You old idi­ot!”); “it is just that which I am blam­ing you for. In­stead of des­troy­ing, you are or­gan­iz­ing com­pet­i­tion; it is only a case of lower­ing the prices. And then, if you only ad­mit­ted free­thinkers among you I could un­der­stand it, but you ad­mit any­body. You have a num­ber of Cath­ol­ics among you, even the lead­ers of the party. Pi­us IX is said to have been one of you be­fore he be­came Pope. If you call a so­ci­ety with such an or­gan­iz­a­tion a bul­wark against cler­ic­al­ism, I think it is an ex­tremely weak one.”

			“My dear boy,” my uncle would reply, with a wink, “our most for­mid­able ac­tions are polit­ic­al; slowly and surely we are every­where un­der­min­ing the mon­arch­ic­al spir­it.”

			Then I broke out: “Yes, you are very clev­er! If you tell me that free­ma­sonry is an elec­tion-ma­chine, I will grant it. I will nev­er deny that it is used as a ma­chine to con­trol can­did­ates of all shades; if you say that it is only used to hood­wink people, to drill them to go to the vot­ing-urn as sol­diers are sent un­der fire, I agree with you; if you de­clare that it is in­dis­pens­able to all polit­ic­al am­bi­tions be­cause it changes all its mem­bers in­to elect­or­al agents, I should say to you, ‘That is as clear as day­light.’ But when you tell me that it serves to un­der­mine the mon­arch­ic­al spir­it, I can only laugh in your face.

			“Just con­sider that vast and demo­crat­ic as­so­ci­ation which had Prince Na­po­leon for its Grand Mas­ter un­der the Em­pire; which has the Crown Prince for its Grand Mas­ter in Ger­many, the Czar’s broth­er in Rus­sia, and to which the Prince of Wales and King Hum­bert and nearly all the roy­al­ists of the globe be­long.”

			“You are quite right,” my uncle said; “but all these per­sons are serving our pro­jects without know­ing it.”

			“And vice versa, what?”

			And I ad­ded, to my­self, “pack of fools!”

			It was, how­ever, in­deed a sight to see my uncle when he had a free­ma­son to din­ner.

			On meet­ing they shook hands in a mys­ter­i­ous man­ner that was ir­res­ist­ibly funny; one could see that they were go­ing through a series of secret mys­ter­i­ous pres­sures. When I wished to put my uncle in a rage, I had only to tell him that dogs also have a man­ner which sa­vours very much of free­ma­sonry, when they greet one an­oth­er on meet­ing.

			Then my uncle would take his friend in­to a corner to tell him some­thing im­port­ant, and at din­ner they had a pe­cu­li­ar way of look­ing at each oth­er, and of drink­ing to each oth­er, in a man­ner as if to say: “We be­long to it, don’t we?”

			And to think that there are mil­lions on the face of the globe who are amused at such mon­key tricks! I would soon­er be a Je­suit.

			Now in our town there really was an old Je­suit who was my uncle’s pet aver­sion. Every time he met him, or if he only saw him at a dis­tance, he used to say: “Dirty skunk!” And then, tak­ing my arm, he would whis­per to me:

			“Look here, that fel­low will play me a trick some day or oth­er, I feel sure of it.”

			My uncle spoke quite truly, and this was how it happened, through my fault moreover.

			It was close on Holy Week, and my uncle made up his mind to give a din­ner on Good Fri­day, a real din­ner with chit­ter­lings and saveloy saus­age. I res­isted as much as I could, and said:

			“I shall eat meat on that day, but at home, quite by my­self. Your mani­festo, as you call it, is an idi­ot­ic idea. Why should you mani­fest? What does it mat­ter to you if people do not eat any meat?”

			But my uncle would not be per­suaded. He asked three of his friends to dine with him at one of the best res­taur­ants in the town, and as he was go­ing to pay the bill, I had cer­tainly, after all, no scruples about mani­fest­ing.

			At four o’clock we took a con­spicu­ous place in the Café Pénelope, the most fre­quen­ted res­taur­ant in the town, and my uncle in a loud voice de­scribed the menu.

			We sat down at six o’clock, and at ten o’clock we had not fin­ished. Five of us had drunk eight­een bottles of fine wines, and four of cham­pagne. Then my uncle pro­posed what he was in the habit of call­ing: “The arch­bish­op’s feat.” Each man put six small glasses in front of him, each of them filled with a dif­fer­ent li­queur, and then they had all to be emp­tied at one gulp, one after an­oth­er, while one of the waiters coun­ted twenty. It was very stu­pid, but my uncle thought it was very suit­able to the oc­ca­sion.

			At el­ev­en o’clock he was as drunk as a fid­dler, so we had to take him home in a cab and put him to bed, and one could eas­ily fore­see that his an­ti­cler­ic­al demon­stra­tion would end in a ter­rible fit of in­di­ges­tion.

			As I was go­ing back to my lodgings, be­ing rather drunk my­self, with a cheer­ful Ma­chiaveli­an drunk­en­ness which quite sat­is­fied all my scep­tic­al in­stincts, an idea struck me.

			I ar­ranged my neck­tie, put on a look of great dis­tress, and went and rang loudly at the old Je­suit’s door. As he was deaf he made me wait a longish while, but at length he ap­peared at his win­dow in a cot­ton night­cap and asked what I wanted.

			I shouted out at the top of my voice:

			“Make haste, rev­er­end fath­er, and open the door; a poor, des­pair­ing, sick man is in need of your spir­itu­al min­is­tra­tions.”

			The good, kind man put on his trousers as quickly as he could and came down without his cas­sock. I told him in a breath­less voice that my uncle, the free­thinker, had been taken sud­denly ill. Fear­ing it was go­ing to be some­thing ser­i­ous he had been seized with a sud­den fear of death, and wished to see a priest and talk to him; to have his ad­vice and com­fort, to make up with the Church, and to con­fess, so as to be able to cross the dreaded threshold at peace with him­self; and I ad­ded in a mock­ing tone:

			“At any rate, he wishes it, and if it does him no good it can do him no harm.”

			The old Je­suit, who was startled, de­lighted, and al­most trem­bling, said to me:

			“Wait a mo­ment, my son, I will come with you.”

			But I replied: “Par­don me, Fath­er, if I do not go with you; but my con­vic­tions will not al­low me to do so. I even re­fused to come and fetch you, so I beg you not to say that you have seen me, but to de­clare that you had a presen­ti­ment—a sort of rev­el­a­tion of his ill­ness.”

			The priest con­sen­ted, and went off quickly, knocked at my uncle’s door, was soon let in, and I saw the black cas­sock dis­ap­pear with­in that strong­hold of Free­thought.

			I hid un­der a neigh­bour­ing gate­way to wait for events. Had he been well, my uncle would have half murdered the Je­suit, but I knew that he would be un­able to move an arm, and I asked my­self, glee­fully, what sort of a scene would take place between these ant­ag­on­ists—what fight, what ex­plan­a­tion would be giv­en, and what would be the is­sue of this situ­ation, which my uncle’s in­dig­na­tion would render more tra­gic still?

			I laughed till I had to hold my sides, and said to my­self, half aloud: “Oh! what a joke, what a joke!”

			Mean­while it was get­ting very cold. I no­ticed that the Je­suit stayed a long time, and thought: “They are hav­ing an ex­plan­a­tion, I sup­pose.”

			One, two, three hours passed, and still the rev­er­end Fath­er did not come out. What had happened? Had my uncle died in a fit when he saw him, or had he killed the cas­socked gen­tle­man? Per­haps they had mu­tu­ally de­voured each oth­er? This last sup­pos­i­tion ap­peared very un­likely, for I fan­cied that my uncle was quite in­cap­able of swal­low­ing a grain more nour­ish­ment at that mo­ment.

			At last the day dawned. I was very un­easy, and not ven­tur­ing to go in­to the house my­self, I went to one of my friends who lived op­pos­ite. I roused him, ex­plained mat­ters to him, much to his amuse­ment and as­ton­ish­ment, and took pos­ses­sion of his win­dow.

			At nine o’clock he re­lieved me and I got a little sleep. At two o’clock I, in my turn, re­placed him. We were ut­terly as­ton­ished.

			At six o’clock the Je­suit left, with a very happy and sat­is­fied look on his face, and we saw him go away with a quiet step.

			Then, tim­id and ashamed, I went and knocked at my uncle’s door. When the ser­vant opened it I did not dare to ask her any ques­tions, but went up­stairs without say­ing a word.

			My uncle was ly­ing pale, ex­hausted, with weary, sor­row­ful eyes and heavy arms, on his bed. A little re­li­gious pic­ture was fastened to one of the bed-cur­tains with a pin.

			“Why, uncle,” I said, “you in bed still? Are you not well?”

			He replied in a feeble voice:

			“Oh! my dear boy, I have been very ill; nearly dead.”

			“How was that, uncle?”

			“I don’t know; it was most sur­pris­ing. But what is stranger still, is that the Je­suit priest who has just left—you know, that ex­cel­lent man whom I have made such fun of—had a di­vine rev­el­a­tion of my state, and came to see me.”

			I was seized with an al­most un­con­trol­lable de­sire to laugh, and with dif­fi­culty said: “Oh, really!”

			“Yes, he came. He heard a Voice telling him to get up and come to me, be­cause I was go­ing to die. It was a rev­el­a­tion.”

			I pre­ten­ded to sneeze, so as not to burst out laugh­ing; I felt in­clined to roll on the ground with amuse­ment.

			In about a minute I man­aged to say, in­dig­nantly: “And you re­ceived him, uncle, you? You, a free­thinker, a free­ma­son? You did not have him thrown out?”

			He seemed con­fused, and stammered:

			“Listen a mo­ment, it is so as­ton­ish­ing—so as­ton­ish­ing and provid­en­tial! He also spoke to me about my fath­er; he knew him formerly.”

			“Your fath­er, uncle? But that is no reas­on for re­ceiv­ing a Je­suit.”

			“I know that, but I was very ill, and he looked after me most de­votedly all night long. He was per­fect; no doubt he saved my life; those men are all more or less doc­tors.”

			“Oh! he looked after you all night? But you said just now that he had only been gone a very short time.”

			“That is quite true; I kept him to break­fast after all his kind­ness. He had it at a table by my bed­side while I drank a cup of tea.”

			“And he ate meat?”

			My uncle looked vexed, as if I had said some­thing very much out of place, and then ad­ded:

			“Don’t joke, Gaston; such things are out of place at times. He has shown me more de­vo­tion than many a re­la­tion would have done and I ex­pect you to re­spect his con­vic­tions.”

			This rather up­set me, but I answered, nev­er­the­less: “Very well, uncle; and what did you do after break­fast?”

			“We played a game of bezique, and then he re­peated his brevi­ary while I read a little book which he happened to have in his pock­et, and which was not by any means badly writ­ten.”

			“A re­li­gious book, uncle?”

			“Yes, and no, or rather—no. It is the his­tory of their mis­sions in Cent­ral Africa, and is rather a book of travels and ad­ven­tures. What these men have done is very good.”

			I began to feel that mat­ters were go­ing badly, so I got up. “Well, good­bye, uncle,” I said, “I see you are go­ing to leave free­ma­sonry for re­li­gion; you are a reneg­ade.”

			He was still rather con­fused, and stammered:

			“Well, but re­li­gion is a sort of free­ma­sonry.”

			“When is your Je­suit com­ing back?” I asked.

			“I don’t—I don’t know ex­actly; to­mor­row, per­haps; but it is not cer­tain.”

			I went out, al­to­geth­er over­whelmed.

			My joke turned out very badly for me! My uncle be­came rad­ic­ally con­ver­ted, and if that had been all I should not have cared so much. Cler­ic­al or free­ma­son, to me it is all the same; six of one and half a dozen of the oth­er; but the worst of it is that he has just made his will—yes, made his will—and has dis­in­her­ited me in fa­vor of that holy Je­suit!

		
	
		
			A Reckless Passion

			The calm, glit­ter­ing sea was scarcely stirred by the cur­rent of the tide. From the pier all Havre was watch­ing the ships come in—vis­ible as they were from a great dis­tance; some—the big steam­ers—wreathed in smoke, oth­ers—the sail­ing-ves­sels—tugged along by al­most in­vis­ible steam­boats, rais­ing their bare masts, like stripped trees, to the sky. These mon­sters hur­ried from every quarter of the globe to the nar­row en­trance of the dock that swal­lowed them up; and they whistled, they groaned, they shrieked, while they spat up jets of steam like someone gasp­ing for breath.

			Two young of­ficers were walk­ing on the crowded mole, bow­ing and be­ing bowed to, with an oc­ca­sion­al stop for a chat. Sud­denly the taller of the two, Paul d’Henricel, pressed the arm of his friend, Jean Ren­oldi, and whispered: “Why, here’s Ma­dame Poinçot, take a good look at her, I’ll swear she’s mak­ing eyes at you.”

			She was walk­ing arm-in-arm with her hus­band, a rich shipown­er. She was about forty, still beau­ti­ful, rather stout, but thanks to this fact she had re­tained the fresh­ness of youth. Among her friends she was known as the God­dess on ac­count of her proud car­riage, big black eyes, and her ar­is­to­crat­ic man­ner. No sus­pi­cion of any­thing wrong had ever smirched her life; she was still without re­proach. She was quoted as an ex­ample of the simple, hon­our­able wo­man, so up­right that no man had dared to cov­et her. And now for the past month Paul d’Henricel kept on re­peat­ing to his friend Ren­oldi that Ma­dame Poinçot looked upon him with ten­der­ness. “I know I am not mis­taken,” he would say. “I see quite clearly, she loves you, loves you pas­sion­ately, after the fash­ion of a chaste wo­man who has nev­er been in love. Forty is a ter­rible age for vir­tu­ous wo­men when their senses are de­veloped; they simply go mad and do mad things. This wo­man is moved, old man; she is drop­ping like a wounded bird and will drop in­to your arms. Just look at her!”

			The tall wo­man, pre­ceded by her two daugh­ters aged twelve and fif­teen, was com­ing to­wards them and turned sud­denly pale when she no­ticed the of­ficer. She gazed at him long­ingly, in­tently, she had eyes for no one around her, neither her chil­dren, her hus­band, nor the crowd. She re­turned the greet­ing of the two young men without lower­ing a glance so charged with pas­sion that some sus­pi­cions did at last enter and ten­ant Ren­oldi’s mind. D’Henricel mur­mured: “I was sure of it. Did you no­tice this time? By gad, she’s a fine wo­man!”

			But Jean Ren­oldi had no wish for a so­ci­ety in­trigue. Caring little for love, he wanted more than any­thing else a quiet life and was quite con­tent with the oc­ca­sion­al amours which fall to the lot of every young man. He was bored by the sen­ti­ment­al­ity, the at­ten­tions, the ten­der­ness ex­ac­ted by a well-bred wo­man. He was afraid of the chain, how­ever light, he would have to drag as a res­ult of an ad­ven­ture of this kind. He said:

			“I shall be sick to death of it at the end of four weeks, and po­lite­ness will ob­lige me to wait pa­tiently for six months.” Then again the thought of a rup­ture filled him with ex­as­per­a­tion, with its scenes, its al­lu­sions, and the fren­zied cling­ing of the wo­man who is be­ing aban­doned.

			He avoided meet­ing Ma­dame Poinçot.

			But one even­ing he found him­self seated be­side her at a din­ner-party and felt her pas­sion­ate glance fixed on him the whole time; their hands met and, al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily, closed over each oth­er. That was already the be­gin­ning of a love af­fair.

			He met her again, al­ways in spite of him­self. He knew she loved him, and felt a soften­ing to­wards her, moved by a kind of pity­ing van­ity at the sight of the wo­man’s in­tense pas­sion. So he al­lowed him­self to be ad­ored and was merely at­tent­ive, hop­ing that the mat­ter would go no fur­ther.

			Then she made an ap­point­ment with him, to meet and talk without out­side in­ter­fer­ence, so she ex­plained, and fell faint­ing in­to his arms. He had no al­tern­at­ive but to be­come her lov­er.

			

			This las­ted six months. She loved him with an un­bridled, reck­less love, for­get­ting everything in the clutches of her fren­zied pas­sion. She had giv­en her­self up en­tirely. Body, soul, repu­ta­tion, po­s­i­tion and hap­pi­ness had all been cast in­to the red-hot fire of her love as one casts all one’s pre­cious pos­ses­sions on the al­tar of sac­ri­fice.

			He had had enough of it for some time and keenly re­gret­ted his easy con­quest, but he was bound and held pris­on­er. She was al­ways say­ing: “I have giv­en you everything; what more do you want?” He would have liked to an­swer: “But I nev­er asked for any­thing, if only you would take back what you have giv­en me!” Quite in­dif­fer­ent as to wheth­er any­one saw her, wheth­er she was com­prom­ised, or her repu­ta­tion ruined, she would come to see him every even­ing, grow­ing more and more ar­dent as time went on. She would throw her­self in­to his arms, press him to her bos­om, swoon un­der fe­ver­ish kisses which bored him hor­ribly. He would say lan­guidly: “Come, come, be sens­ible.” She would reply: “I love you!” and fall upon her knees and gaze at him in an at­ti­tude of de­vo­tion. This in­vari­ably ended by ex­as­per­at­ing him, but when he tried to make her get up, say­ing: “Come, sit down. Let us have a chat,” she muttered: “No, leave me alone,” and re­mained on her knees in a state of ec­stasy.

			He said to his friend d’Henricel: “You know, I could beat her. I have had enough of it, enough of it. It must end; and that at once!” adding: “What do you ad­vise me to do?” The friend replied: “Break it off.” Ren­oldi ad­ded with a shrug of the shoulders: “It’s easy enough to say that; you think it’s easy to break with a wo­man who per­se­cutes you with her ten­der­ness, whose only care is to please you, and whose only fault is to have giv­en her­self un­asked?”

			Then one morn­ing they heard that the re­gi­ment was to change gar­ris­on, and Ren­oldi danced for joy. He was saved, saved without scenes, without tears! Saved!—The only thing now re­quired was two months’ pa­tience!—Saved!

			In the even­ing she came to him more ex­cited than ever. She had heard the dread­ful news, and, without tak­ing her hat off, she caught hold of his hands, press­ing them nervously, her eyes fixed on his, her voice shak­ing but de­term­ined: “You are leav­ing; I know it,” she said; “I bring you the greatest proof of love that a wo­man can give; I am go­ing to fol­low you. For you I am leav­ing my hus­band, my chil­dren, my fam­ily. It will be my ru­in but I am happy; it seems as if I were giv­ing my­self to you over again. It is the last, the greatest sac­ri­fice; I am yours forever!”

			He broke out in a cold per­spir­a­tion and was filled with a dull, furi­ous rage—the an­ger of weak­ness. Nev­er­the­less he calmed down, and with a de­tached air and gentle voice re­fused her sac­ri­fice, try­ing to pa­ci­fy her, to reas­on with her, to make her see her folly: she listened si­lently, look­ing him straight in the face with her dark eyes, a smile of dis­dain on her lips. When he stopped, all she said was:

			“Can you be a cow­ard? Can you be the kind of man who se­duces a wo­man and then deserts her for the first caprice?”

			He paled and tried to reas­on with her again; he poin­ted out the in­ev­it­able con­sequences of such an ac­tion to both of them as long as they lived: how their lives would be ruined; how all doors would be closed to them. She only replied ob­stin­ately: “What does it mat­ter when we love each oth­er?”

			Sud­denly, he burst out: “Well, then, no! I won’t have it. Do you hear? I won’t, I for­bid you to fol­low me,” and, car­ried away by his long-repressed griev­ances, he re­lieved his mind by say­ing: “Hang it all, you have loved me long enough, en­tirely against my wishes; it would be the last straw to take you with me. Thank you for noth­ing!”

			She did not say a word, but her ghastly white face looked drawn and hag­gard as if every nerve had been twis­ted out of shape, and she left the house without say­ing good­bye.

			That night she poisoned her­self and for a week her life was des­paired of. In the town, people gos­siped: they pit­ied her, ex­cus­ing her lapse be­cause of the strength of her pas­sion; for feel­ings that are hero­ic through their in­tens­ity al­ways ob­tain for­give­ness for the sin that is in them. A wo­man who kills her­self is, so to speak, no longer an adul­teress, and soon there was gen­er­al dis­ap­prov­al of Lieu­ten­ant Ren­oldi’s be­ha­viour in re­fus­ing to see her again—a un­an­im­ous feel­ing that he was to blame.

			People said he had deser­ted her, be­trayed her and beaten her. The Col­on­el, full of pity, dis­creetly took his of­ficer to task, and Paul d’Henricel called his friend and said: “Damn it all, old man, one can’t let a wo­man die; it’s a dirty trick!” Ren­oldi in a rage told his friend to shut up, and, d’Henricel hav­ing made use of the word “in­famy,” a duel was fought in which Ren­oldi was wounded to every­body’s sat­is­fac­tion, and con­fined to his bed for some time.

			She heard about it and only loved him the more, be­liev­ing he had fought the duel on her ac­count, but as she was too ill to leave her room she did not see him be­fore the re­gi­ment left.

			When he had been in Lille about three months Ma­dame Poinçot’s sis­ter called upon him. After long suf­fer­ing and an un­con­quer­able feel­ing of des­pair, the end was near and she wished to see him for one minute, only one minute, be­fore clos­ing her eyes forever.

			Ab­sence and time had softened the young man’s an­ger; he was touched, moved to tears, and star­ted at once for Havre. She seemed to be sink­ing fast. They were left alone to­geth­er, and by the bed­side of the dy­ing wo­man for whose death he was re­spons­ible, he broke down com­pletely. He sobbed, kissed her with gentle pas­sion­ate kisses, such as he had nev­er giv­en her be­fore, and stammered: “No, you shan’t die, you’ll get bet­ter, we’ll love each oth­er—we’ll love each oth­er forever!”

			“Is it true? You do love me?” she mur­mured, and he, in his grief, swore, prom­ised to wait un­til she was bet­ter, and, full of pity, kissed the shrunken hands of the poor wo­man, whose heart­beat was omin­ous.

			The fol­low­ing day he re­turned to the gar­ris­on, and six weeks later she joined him, ter­ribly aged, un­re­cog­nis­able, and more en­am­oured than ever.

			With a feel­ing of des­per­a­tion he took her back, and be­cause they were liv­ing to­geth­er like a leg­ally mar­ried couple the very col­on­el who had been in­dig­nant when Ren­oldi had deser­ted the wo­man, was now scan­dal­ised at the ir­reg­u­lar­ity of the situ­ation as be­ing in­com­pat­ible with the good ex­ample that of­ficers owe to their re­gi­ment. First he gave his ju­ni­or a warn­ing, and then he put on the screw, and Ren­oldi resigned.

			They went to live on the shore of the Medi­ter­ranean, the clas­sic sea of lov­ers.

			An­oth­er three years passed by and Ren­oldi, now broken in, was a com­plete slave to the per­sist­ent ten­der­ness of the white-haired wo­man. He looked upon him­self as done for, gone un­der. For him there could be no hope, no am­bi­tion, no sat­is­fac­tion, no pleas­ure in life.

			Then, one morn­ing, a card was brought in with the name, “Joseph Poinçot. Shipown­er, Havre.” The hus­band! The hus­band who had said noth­ing, who real­ised that you can­not struggle against a wo­man’s des­per­ate in­fatu­ation. What could he want?

			Poinçot waited in the garden, since he would not go in­to the house. He bowed po­litely but re­fused to sit down, even on a bench in the av­en­ue, and began slowly and clearly: “Mon­sieur, I have not come to re­proach you, I know too well how it all happened. I have been the vic­tim—we have been the vic­tims—of a kind of—of fatal­ity. I would nev­er have dis­turbed you in your re­treat had there not been a change in the situ­ation. I have two daugh­ters. One of them, the eld­er, loves a young man who loves her. But the young man’s fam­ily ob­ject to the mar­riage on ac­count of the ir­reg­u­lar po­s­i­tion of my daugh­ter’s moth­er. I feel neither an­ger nor malice, but I ad­ore my chil­dren. I have, there­fore, come to ask you for my wife; I hope that she will now agree to come back to my home—to her home. For my part, I will pre­tend to for­get everything for—for the sake of my daugh­ters.”

			Ren­oldi felt his heart give a wild leap: he was be­side him­self with joy, like a con­demned man who is gran­ted a re­prieve. He stammered: “Why, yes—cer­tainly, Mon­sieur—I my­self—be­lieve me—no doubt—it is right, only too right!” He wanted to take hold of the man’s hands, hug him in his arms, kiss him on both cheeks. He con­tin­ued: “Do come in. You will be more com­fort­able in the draw­ing room. I’ll go and fetch her.”

			This time Mon­sieur Poinçot ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion. Ren­oldi rushed up the stairs; then, paus­ing be­fore his mis­tress’s door, he calmed down and, look­ing very sol­emn, said: “You are wanted down­stairs: it is some­thing about your daugh­ter.” She pulled her­self up: “My daugh­ters? What? What is it? They are not dead?” He replied: “No. But there is some com­plic­a­tion which you alone can clear up.” She did not wait for more but went quickly down­stairs.

			Then, very ex­cited, he sank back in­to a chair and waited.

			He waited a long, long time, and as angry voices reached him from down­stairs he de­cided to go down.

			Very in­dig­nant, Ma­dame Poinçot was stand­ing up, ready to leave the room, while her hus­band was hold­ing her by her dress, ex­plain­ing: “But can’t you un­der­stand you are bring­ing ru­in on your daugh­ters, your daugh­ters, our chil­dren!” She replied stub­bornly: “I will not go back to your house.”

			Ren­oldi real­ised what had happened and went in, his hopes dashed, and gasped: “What? She re­fuses?”

			She turned to­wards him—shame­facedly re­frain­ing from us­ing the fa­mil­i­ar “thou” in the pres­ence of her le­git­im­ate spouse—and said: “Do you know what he is ask­ing me to do? He wants me to go back and live with him!” She sneered con­temp­tu­ously at the man al­most on his knees be­fore her.

			Then Ren­oldi, with the de­term­in­a­tion of a gam­bler play­ing his last stake, began to talk to her, plead­ing for them all in turn. And when he paused in the ef­fort to find some fresh ar­gu­ment, Mon­sieur Poinçot, at his wit’s end, mur­mured—in­stinct­ively speak­ing as he had spoken to her in the past: “Come, come, Del­phine, think of your daugh­ters!”

			She swept them both in­to a glance of sov­er­eign con­tempt and, mak­ing her es­cape, shouted: “You are a pair of wretches.”

			Left alone, they gazed at each oth­er, both equally crest­fal­len, equally stricken. Mon­sieur Poinçot picked up his hat, which had fallen on the floor, flicked the dust off his knees with his hand, then, while Ren­oldi was show­ing him to the door, with a ges­ture of des­pair he ex­claimed, bow­ing:

			“We are both very un­happy in­deed, Mon­sieur.”

			Then he left the house with a slow, heavy step.

		
	
		
			Mad?

			Am I mad or jeal­ous? I know not which, but I suf­fer hor­ribly. I com­mit­ted a crime, it is true, a mad crime, but are not in­sane jeal­ousy, pas­sion­ate love, be­trayed and lost, and the ter­rible pain I en­dure, enough to make any­one com­mit a crime, without ac­tu­ally be­ing a crim­in­al?

			Oh! I have suffered, suffered con­tinu­ally, acutely, ter­ribly. I have loved this wo­man to mad­ness—and yet, is it true? Did I love her? No, no! She owned me body and soul, I was, and am, her plaything, she ruled me by her smile, her look, the di­vine form of her body. I fight against the dom­in­a­tion of her phys­ic­al ap­pear­ance, but the wo­man con­tained in that body, I des­pise, hate and ex­ec­rate. I al­ways have hated, des­pised and ex­ec­rated her, for she is but an im­pure, per­fi­di­ous, bes­ti­al, filthy creature, the wo­man of per­di­tion, the treach­er­ous sen­su­al an­im­al, in whom there is no soul; she is the hu­man an­im­al, even less than that, she is but a mass of soft flesh in which dwells in­famy!

			The first few months of our uni­on were de­li­ciously strange. In her arms I was ex­hausted by the frenzy of in­sa­ti­able de­sire. Her eyes drew my lips as though they could quench my thirst. They were gray at noon, shaded green at twi­light, and blue at sun­rise. I am not mad. I swear they were of these three col­ours. In mo­ments of love they were blue as though they had been bruised; the pu­pils dilated and nervous. Her lips trembled and of­ten the tip of her pink moist tongue could be seen, quiv­er­ing like that of a snake. Her heavy eye­lids would be slowly raised, re­veal­ing that ar­dent, lan­guor­ous look which used to mad­den me. When I took her in my arms I used to gaze in­to her eyes, trem­bling, seized not only with an un­ceas­ing de­sire to pos­sess her, but also to kill this beast.

			When she walked across the room each step re­soun­ded in my heart, and when she began to un­dress, her dress fall­ing from her, and emerged in­fam­ous but ra­di­ant from the white mass of lin­en and lace, I felt in all my limbs, in my legs and arms, in my pant­ing chest, an in­fin­ite and cow­ardly weak­ness.

			One day I saw that she was tired of me. I saw it in her eyes on wak­ing. Lean­ing over her I awaited this first look of hers every morn­ing. I awaited it, filled with hatred, rage, and con­tempt for this sleep­ing brute whose slave I was. But when she fixed those pale, limp­id blue eyes upon me, that lan­guish­ing glance, tired with the las­sit­ude of re­cent caresses, a rap­id fire con­sumed me, ex­as­per­at­ing my de­sires.

			When she opened her eyes that day I saw a dull, in­dif­fer­ent look; a look devoid of de­sire, and I knew then she was tired of me. I saw it, knew it, felt it, and un­der­stood im­me­di­ately that all was over, and each hour and minute proved to me that I was right. When I beckoned her with my arms and lips she shrank from me.

			“Leave me alone,” she said. “You are hor­rid! Will you nev­er leave me alone?”

			Then I be­came jeal­ous, slyly, sus­pi­ciously, secretly jeal­ous, like a dog. I knew she would soon be aroused again, that an­oth­er man would ex­cite her pas­sions. I was in­sanely jeal­ous; but I am not in­sane, no in­deed! I watched her and waited; not that she had be­trayed me, but she was cold and in­dif­fer­ent.

			At times she would say:

			“Men dis­gust me!” Alas! it was too true.

			Then I be­came jeal­ous of her own ex­ist­ence, of her in­dif­fer­ence, of her nights alone, of her ac­tions, of her thoughts, which I knew to be im­pure, jeal­ous of all that my ima­gin­a­tion sus­pec­ted; and when she awakened some­times with that same look of las­sit­ude which used to fol­low our ar­dent nights, as though some de­sire had haunted her mind and stirred her pas­sions, I suf­foc­ated with an­ger, and an ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to choke her, to break her with my knee, to seize her by the throat, and make her con­fess the shame­ful secrets of her heart took hold of me.

			Am I in­sane? No.

			One night I saw that she was happy. I felt, in fact I was con­vinced, that a new pas­sion ruled her. She was trem­bling as she used to do after my caresses, her eyes shone, she was fe­ver­ish and her whole be­ing gave out that odour of de­sire which used to drive me mad.

			I feigned ig­nor­ance, but I watched her closely. I dis­covered noth­ing, how­ever. I waited a week, a month, al­most a year. She ex­pan­ded in the joy of an in­ex­plic­able ar­dour, and was soothed by the hap­pi­ness of some elu­sive caress.

			At last I guessed. No, I am not in­sane, I swear I am not. How can I ex­plain this in­con­ceiv­able, hor­rible thing? How can I make my­self un­der­stood? This is how I guessed.

			She came in one night from a long ride on horse­back and sank ex­hausted in a seat fa­cing me. An un­nat­ur­al flush tin­ted her cheeks, her breast was heav­ing, her legs trem­bling, and her eyes were swollen. I was not mis­taken, I had seen her look like that; she loved! I al­most lost my head, and so as not to look at her I turned to the win­dow. A valet was lead­ing her horse to the stable and she stood and watched the pran­cing, fiery an­im­al dis­ap­pear; then she fell asleep al­most im­me­di­ately. I thought and thought all night. My mind wandered through mys­ter­ies too deep to con­ceive. Who can fathom the per­versity and strange caprices of a sen­su­al wo­man? Who can un­der­stand their in­cred­ible caprices and strange sat­is­fac­tions of the strangest fan­cies?

			Every morn­ing at dawn she set out at a gal­lop across the fields and through the woods and dales, and each time she came back lan­guid; as though ex­hausted by love. At last I un­der­stood. It was of the horse I was jeal­ous—of the wind which caressed her face, of the droop­ing leaves and of the sun­beams which touched her fore­head through the branches, of the saddle which car­ried her and felt the clasp of her thighs! It was all those things which made her so happy and brought her back to me sa­ti­ated; ex­hausted! I re­solved to be re­venged. I be­came very at­tent­ive. Every time she came back from her ride I helped her down and the horse made a vi­cious rush at me. She would pat him on the neck, kiss his quiv­er­ing nos­trils, without even wip­ing her lips, and the per­fume of her body, warmed as though she had been in bed, mingled in my nos­trils with the strong an­im­al smell of the horse.

			I waited for chance. She used to take the same path every morn­ing, through a little birch wood, which fi­nally lost it­self in the forest. I got up be­fore dawn, took a rope in my hands, and hid my pis­tols in my breast, as if I were go­ing to fight a duel. I ran to the path she loved so well, I drew the rope across, tied it to two trees, and then hid in the grass.

			With my ear to the ground I heard her gal­lop­ing in the dis­tance, then un­der the trees like an arch I saw her com­ing at a furi­ous pace; her cheeks flushed, an in­sane look in her eyes. She seemed en­rap­tured; trans­por­ted in­to an­oth­er sphere. I was not mis­taken! The rap­id ride gave her senses a thrill of sol­it­ary pleas­ure.

			The an­im­al struck the rope with his fore­feet and fell. I caught her in my arms, for I am strong enough to lift an ox, and then I ap­proached the horse, who was watch­ing us, and while he again tried to bite me, I put my pis­tol close to his ear, and shot him as I would a man.

			She turned on me and dealt me two ter­rif­ic blows across the face with her rid­ing-whip which felled me, and as she rushed at me again, I shot her!

			Tell me, Am I in­sane?

		
	
		
			Correspondence

			
				
					Ma­dame de X to Ma­dame de Z

					Étretat, Fri­day.

					My Dear Aunt,

				
				I am slowly mak­ing my way down to you. I shall be at Fresnes on the 2nd of Septem­ber, in time for the open­ing of the hunt­ing sea­son, which I am anxious not to miss, be­cause I want to tease the men­folk. You are too in­dul­gent, my dear Aunt, when you are alone with them, in al­low­ing them to ap­pear at din­ner, on the plea of fa­tigue, without chan­ging their clothes or shav­ing after they re­turn.

				So they are de­lighted when I am not there, but I shall be there, and I shall re­view them at din­ner­time like a gen­er­al; and if I find any one of them a little un­tidy, how­ever little it is, I will send him to the kit­chen to the ser­vants.

				Men today have so little con­sid­er­a­tion and breed­ing that one must be strict. We are in­deed passing through a peri­od of vul­gar­ity. When they quar­rel amongst them­selves they ab­use each oth­er like pick­pock­ets, and even in our pres­ence they be­have much worse than the ser­vants. It is es­pe­cially no­tice­able at the sea­side. The men are there in large num­bers, and one can judge them en masse. Oh! How coarse they are! Just think—in a rail­way car­riage, one of them, a gen­tle­man who at first glance seemed all right—thanks to his tail­or—had the ex­quis­ite taste to take off his boots and put on a pair of down-at-heel felt slip­pers. An­oth­er, an old man, who must have been one of the New Rich (for these have the worst man­ners), seated op­pos­ite to me, care­fully placed both his feet on the seat just be­side me. Every­body does it.

				At the wa­ter­ing-places, vul­gar­ity runs ri­ot. I should add that per­haps my re­vul­sion arises from the fact that I am not used to mix­ing with the class of people that one meets there; their ways would not shock me so much if I came across them more of­ten.

				In the hotel of­fice I was al­most knocked over by a young man who reached over my head for his key. An­oth­er, com­ing out from a ball at the Casino, ran against me with such vi­ol­ence, without apo­lo­gising or rais­ing his hat, that the blow gave me a pain in the chest. They are all like that. See how they greet wo­men on the ter­race; they hardly ac­know­ledge them at all. They simply raise their hands to their hats. How­ever, as they are all bald, it is bet­ter so.

				But one thing which ex­as­per­ates and of­fends me more than any­thing else is the free­dom with which they dis­cuss in pub­lic the most re­volt­ing in­trigues, without any kind of pre­cau­tion. When two men get to­geth­er, they tell each oth­er the most dread­ful stor­ies as coarsely and dis­gust­ingly as pos­sible, without troub­ling in the least to see wheth­er a wo­man is with­in earshot. Yes­ter­day on the beach I was com­pelled to change my place to avoid hear­ing any more of a smutty an­ec­dote, told in words so bru­tal that I felt hu­mi­li­ated, as well as in­dig­nant at hav­ing heard what I did. Should not the most ele­ment­ary good taste lead them to speak in whis­pers of these things when near us?

				Étretat is, moreover, a hot­bed of scan­dal, and there­fore the home of gos­sips. From five un­til sev­en o’clock you can see them wan­der­ing in search of tit­bits of scan­dal, which they re­tail from one group to an­oth­er. As you told me, dear Aunt, tittle-tattle is the hall­mark of mean people and petty minds. It is also the con­sol­a­tion of wo­men who are neither loved nor cour­ted. I have only to look to those who are re­cog­nised as the worst gos­sips to be con­vinced that you were quite right.

				The oth­er day I went to a mu­sic­al even­ing at the Casino, giv­en by a re­mark­able ar­tiste, Ma­dame Mas­son, whose singing is a de­light. It gave me the op­por­tun­ity of ap­plaud­ing the ad­mir­able Coquelin and two charm­ing pen­sion­ers from the Vaudeville theatre, Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Meil­let. In these cir­cum­stances I was able to see all the bathers gathered to­geth­er on the beach this year. Few of them have any dis­tinc­tion.

				The fol­low­ing day I went to Ypo­rt to lunch. I no­ticed a bearded man com­ing out of a big house like a fort­ress. It was the paint­er Jean Paul Laurens. Ap­par­ently not sat­is­fied with put­ting a wall round the fig­ures he paints, he must wall him­self in too.

				Later on I was sit­ting on the shingle be­side a young man with a gentle, re­fined face, and quiet man­ners, who was read­ing po­etry. But he was read­ing with so much con­cen­tra­tion—so much pas­sion, may I say?—that he nev­er even once looked at me. I felt rather shocked and asked the head of the bathing-tents the man’s name, as if it were a mat­ter of no im­port­ance. I smiled to my­self at this read­er of rhymes who seemed—for a man—some­what be­hind the times. There’s someone quite un­soph­ist­ic­ated, I thought. Well, Aunt, at present I dote on my un­known friend. Just ima­gine, his name is Sully Prud­homme. I went and sat be­side him again to study him in com­fort. His face in par­tic­u­lar bears the stamp of re­fine­ment and tran­quil­lity, and as someone came up to speak I heard his voice, which was gentle and rather tim­id. It is ob­vi­ous that this man is not shout­ing vul­gar­isms in pub­lic, that he is not knock­ing against wo­men without apo­lo­gising. He must be a fas­ti­di­ous soul. This winter I will see if I can man­age to have him in­tro­duced to me.

				There is noth­ing more, my dear Aunt, so I con­clude in haste as it is about post time. I kiss your hands and both your cheeks.

				
					Your De­voted Niece,

					Berthe de X.

					P.S. How­ever, I must add, to jus­ti­fy French po­lite­ness, that when trav­el­ling our own people are mod­els of good man­ners com­pared with the un­speak­able Eng­lish, who seem to have been brought up by stable-boys, so care­ful are they nev­er to prac­tise any self-re­straint them­selves, and al­ways to make things un­com­fort­able for their neigh­bours.

				
			

			
				
					Ma­dame de Z to Ma­dame de X

					Les Fresnes, Sat­urday.

					My Dear Child,

				
				You say many things that are true enough but that does not pre­vent you from be­ing wrong. Like you, formerly, I felt very in­dig­nant that the im­pol­ite­ness of men I es­teemed showed a want of re­spect to­wards me, but with age and re­flec­tion, and hav­ing passed the peri­od of coquetry, and formed the habit of ob­serving oth­ers in a self-de­tached man­ner, I have re­marked that if men are not al­ways po­lite, wo­men on the oth­er hand are al­ways un­jus­ti­fi­ably bad-mannered.

				We think that we may do any­thing and everything, and at the same time we feel that we have a right to everything, and with a light heart we in­dulge in all those lapses of ele­ment­ary good breed­ing of which you speak so pas­sion­ately.

				On the con­trary, I con­sider that men are full of con­sid­er­a­tion for wo­men in com­par­is­on with the at­ti­tude of wo­men to­wards men. Be­sides, my darling, men must be, and are, what we make them. In a so­ci­ety where all the wo­men were really gen­tle­wo­men, all the men would be­come gen­tle­men.

				Watch, ob­serve and re­flect.

				Watch two wo­men meet­ing in the street; what af­fect­a­tion! What an air of dis­par­age­ment, what con­temp­tu­ous glances! With what a bold­ness they eye each oth­er from head to foot and sit in judg­ment! If the pave­ment is a nar­row one, do you think either will give way, or apo­lo­gise? Nev­er. If two men run in­to each oth­er in a nar­row street, they both raise their hats and make way, where­as we wo­men, we rush ahead full tilt and gaze at each oth­er in­solently. Watch two wo­men who know each oth­er meet­ing on the stair­case lead­ing to the door of a friend’s flat to which one is go­ing and from which the oth­er is com­ing. They be­gin to talk and block up the way. If there hap­pens to be any­one be­hind them, man or wo­man, do you think they will put them­selves out in the least? Nev­er! Nev­er!

				Last winter I waited twenty-two minutes, watch in hand, at the door of a draw­ing room. Be­hind me two men were also wait­ing without show­ing any sign of im­pa­tience, as I did, be­cause they had long been ac­cus­tomed to our in­solent ways.

				The oth­er day be­fore leav­ing Par­is I went to dine—as it hap­pens, with your hus­band—at a res­taur­ant in the Champs Élysées so as to be in the open air. The waiter begged us to wait awhile. I caught sight of an old lady of dis­tin­guished ap­pear­ance who had paid her bill and seemed about to leave. She saw me, eyed me from head to foot, and did not budge. For over fif­teen minutes she stayed there, put­ting on her gloves, glan­cing at all the tables, ob­serving with de­tach­ment all those who were wait­ing, as I was. Then two young men, who had just fin­ished, saw me, and, hur­riedly call­ing the waiter for their bill, offered me their place at once. I re­fused to re­main seated while they waited for their change—and re­mem­ber, my dear, that I am no longer pretty like you, but old and white-haired.

				There is no doubt that we are the ones who should be taught po­lite­ness; the task would be so great that Her­cules him­self would not suc­ceed.

				You talk about Étretat and the people who gos­sip on that de­light­ful beach. The place is done for for me, al­though in the past I have en­joyed my­self there. There were just a few of us who were on friendly terms, men and wo­men in so­ci­ety—the real thing—and writers, artists and mu­si­cians. Nobody tittle-tattled in those days.

				As there was no in­sip­id Casino then where people pose, talk scan­dal un­der their breath, dance idi­ot­ic­ally, and bore them­selves to death, we tried to find some way of spend­ing the even­ings cheer­fully. Well, guess what one of the hus­bands of the party thought of? To go and dance at one of the neigh­bour­ing farms every even­ing.

				We all went off in a band with a hand-or­gan which the paint­er Le Poit­tev­in, wear­ing a cot­ton night­cap, gen­er­ally played. Two men car­ried lan­terns and we fol­lowed in pro­ces­sion, laugh­ing and chat­ting like mad­caps.

				We woke up the farm­er, the ser­vants and the men. We even had onion soup (hor­ror!) made for us, we danced un­der the apple trees to the strains of the “Mu­sic-box.” The awakened cocks crowed in the dis­tant out­build­ings; the horses moved about in the stables, the fresh coun­try breeze caressed our faces, full of the scent of herbs and grasses and of newly-mown crops.

				How long ago all that happened! How long ago! Thirty years ago! I do not want you to come for the open­ing of the shoot­ing sea­son. Why spoil the pleas­ure of our friends by in­sist­ing on town dress on such an oc­ca­sion, a day of real coun­try pleas­ure and vi­ol­ent ex­er­cise? That is the way all men are spoilt, my dear.

				I em­brace you.

				
					Your Old Aunt,

					Geneviève de Z.

				
			

		
	
		
			A Widow

			It was dur­ing the hunt­ing sea­son, at the de Ban­ville coun­try seat. The au­tumn was rainy and dull. The red leaves, in­stead of crack­ling un­der foot, rot­ted in the hol­lows be­neath the heavy showers.

			The al­most leaf­less forest was as hu­mid as a bath­room. When you entered it be­neath the huge trees shaken by the winds, a mouldy odour, a va­pour from fallen rain, soak­ing grass and damp earth, en­vel­oped you. And the hunters, bend­ing be­neath this con­tinu­ous down­pour, the dogs with their tails hanging and their coats mat­ted, and the young hunts­wo­men in their close-fit­ting habits drenched with rain, re­turned each even­ing de­pressed in body and spir­it.

			In the great draw­ing room, after din­ner, they played lotto, but without en­thu­si­asm, while the wind shook the shut­ters vi­ol­ently, and turned the old weather­vanes in­to spin­ning-tops. Someone sug­ges­ted telling stor­ies, in the way we read of in books; but no one could in­vent any­thing very amus­ing. The hunters nar­rated some of their ad­ven­tures with the gun, the slaughter of rab­bits, for ex­ample; and the ladies racked their brains without find­ing any­where the ima­gin­a­tion of Scheherazade.

			They were about to aban­don this form of di­ver­sion, when a young lady, care­lessly play­ing with the hand of her old, un­mar­ried aunt, no­ticed a little ring made of blond hair, which she had of­ten seen be­fore but thought noth­ing about.

			Mov­ing it gently about the fin­ger she said, sud­denly: “Tell us the story of this ring, Auntie; it looks like the hair of a child—”

			The old maid reddened and then grew pale, and in a trem­bling voice she replied: “It is sad, so sad that I nev­er care to speak about it. All the un­hap­pi­ness of my life is centred in it. I was young then, but the memory of it re­mains so pain­ful that I weep whenev­er I think of it.”

			They wished very much to hear the story, but the aunt re­fused to tell it; fi­nally, they urged so much that she at length con­sen­ted.

			“You have of­ten heard me speak of the Santèze fam­ily, now ex­tinct. I knew the last three men of this fam­ily. They all died with­in three months in the same man­ner. This hair be­longed to the last one. He was thir­teen years old, when he killed him­self for me. That ap­pears very strange to you, doesn’t it?

			“They were an ex­traordin­ary race, a race of fools, if you will, but of charm­ing fools, of fools for love. All, from fath­er to son, had these vi­ol­ent pas­sions, waves of emo­tion which drove them to most ex­al­ted deeds, to fan­at­ic­al de­vo­tion, and even to crime. It was to them what ar­dent de­vo­tion is to cer­tain souls. Those who be­come monks are not of the same nature as draw­ing room fa­vour­ites. Their re­l­at­ives used to say: ‘as amor­ous as a Santèze.’

			“To see them was to di­vine this char­ac­ter­ist­ic. They all had curly hair, grow­ing low upon the brow, curly beards and large eyes, very large, whose rays seemed to pen­et­rate and dis­turb you, without your know­ing just why.

			“The grand­fath­er of the one of whom this is the only souven­ir, after many ad­ven­tures, and some duels on ac­count of en­tan­gle­ments with wo­men, when about sixty-five fell pas­sion­ately in love with the daugh­ter of his farm­er. I knew them both. She was blond, pale, dis­tin­guished look­ing, with a soft voice and a sweet look, so sweet that she re­minded one of a madonna. The old lord took her home with him, and im­me­di­ately be­came so cap­tiv­ated that he could not do without her for a minute. His daugh­ter and his daugh­ter-in-law, who lived in the house, found this per­fectly nat­ur­al, so much was love a tra­di­tion of the fam­ily. When one was moved by a great pas­sion, noth­ing sur­prised them, and, if any­one spoke in their pres­ence of thwarted de­sires, of dis­united lov­ers, or re­venge upon some treach­ery, they would both say, in the same sad tones: ‘Oh! how he (or she) must have suffered be­fore com­ing to that!’ Noth­ing more. They were moved with pity by all dra­mas of the heart and nev­er spoke slight­ingly of them, even when they were crim­in­al.

			“One au­tumn, a young man, M. de Gradelle, in­vited for the hunt­ing, eloped with the young wo­man.

			“M. de Santèze re­mained calm, as if noth­ing had happened. But one morn­ing they found him hanging in the ken­nel in the midst of the dogs.

			“His son died in the same fash­ion, in a hotel in Par­is, while on a jour­ney in 1841, after hav­ing been de­ceived by an op­era sing­er.

			“He left a child twelve years old, and a wid­ow, the sis­ter of my moth­er. She came with the little boy to live at my fath­er’s house, on our Ber­til­lon es­tate. I was then sev­en­teen.

			“You could not ima­gine what an as­ton­ish­ing, pre­co­cious child this little Santèze was. One would have said that all the power of ten­der­ness, all the ex­al­ta­tion of his race had fallen upon this one, the last. He was al­ways dream­ing and walk­ing alone in a great av­en­ue of elms that led from the house to the woods. I of­ten watched this sen­ti­ment­al young­ster from my win­dow, as he walked up and down with his hands be­hind his back, with bowed head, some­times stop­ping to look up, as if he saw and com­pre­hen­ded things bey­ond his age and ex­per­i­ence.

			“Of­ten after din­ner, on clear nights, he would say to me: ‘Let us go and dream, Cous­in.’ And we would go to­geth­er in­to the park. He would stop ab­ruptly in the clear spaces, where the white va­pour floats, that soft cot­ton with which the moon dec­or­ates the clear­ings in the woods, and say to me, seiz­ing my hand: ‘Look! Look there! But you do not un­der­stand me, I feel it. If you un­der­stood me, you would be happy. In or­der to know, one must love.’ I would laugh and em­brace him, this boy, who ad­ored me so much as to die of love.

			“Of­ten, too, after din­ner, he would seat him­self upon my moth­er’s knee. ‘Come, Aunt,’ he would say to her, ‘tell us some love story.’ And my moth­er, as a joke, would tell him all the fam­ily le­gends, the pas­sion­ate ad­ven­tures of his fath­ers, for thou­sands of them were men­tioned, true and false. It was their repu­ta­tion that was the un­do­ing of all these men. They got fan­cies, and then took pride in liv­ing up to the fame of their house.

			“The little boy would get ex­cited by these ter­rible or af­fect­ing tales, and some­times he would clap his hands and cry out: ‘I, too; I, too, know how to love, bet­ter than any of them.’

			“Then he began to pay me his court, so tim­idly, with such grave ten­der­ness, that we laughed at it. Each morn­ing I had flowers picked by him, and each even­ing, be­fore go­ing to his room, he would kiss my hand, mur­mur­ing: ‘I love you!’

			“I was guilty, very guilty, and I have wept since, un­ceas­ingly, do­ing pen­ance all my life, by re­main­ing an old maid—or rather, an af­fi­anced wid­ow, his wid­ow. I amused my­self with this child­ish de­vo­tion, even in­cit­ing him. I was coquet­tish, and se­duct­ive, as if I were deal­ing with a grown man, caress­ing and de­ceiv­ing. I ex­cited this child. It was a joke to me, and a pleas­ing di­ver­sion to his moth­er and mine. He was twelve years old! Think of it! Who would have taken ser­i­ously this di­min­ut­ive pas­sion! I kissed him as much as he wished. I even wrote love let­ters to him that our moth­ers read. And he re­spon­ded with let­ters of fire, that I still have. He thought our love in­tim­acy was a secret, re­gard­ing him­self as a man. We had for­got­ten that he was a Santèze!

			“This las­ted nearly a year. One even­ing, in the park, he threw him­self down at my knees, kiss­ing the hem of my dress, in a furi­ous burst of pas­sion, re­peat­ing: ‘I love you! I love you! I love you! I am dy­ing of love for you. If you ever de­ceive me, un­der­stand, if you ever leave me for an­oth­er, I shall do as my fath­er did—’ And he ad­ded in a low voice that gave one the shivers: ‘You know what he did!’

			“Then, as I re­mained dumb­foun­ded, he got up and, stretch­ing him­self on tip­toe, for I was much taller than he, he re­peated in my ear, my name, my first name, ‘Geneviève!’ in a voice so sweet, so pretty, so tender that I trembled to my very feet.

			“I stammered: ‘Let us re­turn to the house!’ He said noth­ing fur­ther, but fol­lowed me. As we were go­ing up the steps, he stopped me and said: ‘You know if you aban­don me, I shall kill my­self.’

			“I un­der­stood now that I had gone too far, and im­me­di­ately be­came more re­served. When he re­proached me for it, one day, I answered him: ‘You are now too big for this kind of jok­ing, and too young for ser­i­ous love. I will wait.’

			“I be­lieved my­self freed from him.

			“He was sent away to school in the au­tumn. When he re­turned, the fol­low­ing sum­mer, I had be­come en­gaged. He un­der­stood at once, and for over a week he looked so pre­oc­cu­pied that I was much dis­turbed.

			“The ninth day, in the morn­ing, I per­ceived, on rising, a little piece of pa­per slipped un­der my door. I seized it and read: ‘You have aban­doned me, and you know what I said. You have ordered my death. As I do not wish to be found by any­one but you, come in­to the park, to the place where last year I said that I loved you, and look up.’

			“I felt my­self be­com­ing mad. I dressed as quickly as pos­sible, and ran, so that I nearly fell ex­hausted, to the des­ig­nated spot. His little school cap was on the ground in the mud. It had rained all night. I raised my eyes and saw some­thing swinging amongst the leaves, for there was a wind blow­ing, a strong wind.

			“After that, I knew noth­ing of what I did. I must have shouted, fain­ted, per­haps, and fallen, then got up and run to the house. I came to my senses in bed, with my moth­er at my side.

			“I at first be­lieved that I had dreamed all this in a fright­ful de­li­ri­um. I muttered: ‘And he, he—Gon­tran?’ They did not an­swer.

			“It was all true.

			“I dared not look at him again, but I asked for a lock of his blond hair. Here—it—is—” And the old lady held out her hand in a ges­ture of des­pair.

			Then, she used her handker­chief sev­er­al times, and dried her eyes, and con­tin­ued: “I broke off my en­gage­ment without say­ing why—and I—have re­mained al­ways the—wid­ow of this child thir­teen years old.” Then her head fell upon her breast and she wept pens­ively for a long time.

			And, as they dis­persed to their rooms for the night, a burly hunts­man, whose quiet she had dis­turbed some­what, whispered in the ear of his neigh­bour:

			“What a mis­for­tune to be so sen­ti­ment­al! Don’t you think so?”

		
	
		
			Rust

			Dur­ing his whole life, he had had only one in­sa­ti­able pas­sion, love of sport. He went out every day, from morn­ing till night, with the greatest ar­dour, in sum­mer and winter, spring and au­tumn, on the marshes, when it was close time on the plains and in the woods. He shot, he hunted, he coursed, he fer­reted and trapped both birds and an­im­als; he spoke of noth­ing but shoot­ing and hunt­ing, he dreamt of it, and con­tinu­ally re­peated:

			“How miser­able any man must be who does not care for sport!”

			And now that he was past fifty, he was well, ro­bust, stout and vig­or­ous, though rather bald, and he kept his mous­tache cut quite short, so that it might not cov­er his lips, and in­ter­fere with his blow­ing the horn.

			He was nev­er called by any­thing but his first Chris­ti­an name, Mon­sieur Hec­tor, but his full name was Bar­on Hec­tor Gon­tran de Couteli­er, and he lived in a small man­or house which he had in­her­ited, in the middle of the woods; and though he knew all the no­bil­ity of the de­part­ment, and met its male rep­res­ent­at­ives out shoot­ing and hunt­ing, he only reg­u­larly vis­ited one fam­ily, the Cour­villes, who were very pleas­ant neigh­bours, and had been al­lied to his race for cen­tur­ies. In their house he was liked, and taken the greatest care of, and he used to say: “If I were not a sports­man, I should like to be here al­ways.”

			Mon­sieur de Cour­ville had been his friend and com­rade from child­hood, and lived quietly as a gen­tle­man farm­er with his wife, daugh­ter and son-in-law, Mon­sieur de Dar­netot, who did noth­ing, un­der the pre­text of be­ing ab­sorbed in his­tor­ic­al re­search.

			Bar­on de Couteli­er of­ten went and dined with his friends, as much with the ob­ject of telling them of the shots he had made, as of any­thing else. He had long stor­ies about dogs and fer­rets, of which he spoke as if they were per­sons of note, whom he knew very well. He ana­lysed them, and ex­plained their thoughts and in­ten­tions:

			“When Médor saw that the corncrake was lead­ing him such a dance, he said to him­self: ‘Wait a bit, my friend, we will have a joke.’ And then, with a jerk of the head to me, to make me go in­to the corner of the clover field, he began to quarter the slop­ing ground, nois­ily brush­ing through the clover to drive the bird in­to a corner from which it could not es­cape.

			“Everything happened as he had fore­seen. Sud­denly, the corncrake found it­self on the edge of the wood, and it could not go any farther without show­ing it­self; the corncrake thought to him­self, ‘Caught by Jove’ and crouched down. Médor stood and poin­ted, look­ing round at me, but at a sign from me, he drew up to it, flushed the corncrake; bang! down it came, and Médor, as he brought it to me, wagged his tail, as much as to say: ‘How about that, Mon­sieur Hec­tor?’ ”

			Cour­ville, Dar­netot, and the two ladies laughed very heart­ily at those pic­tur­esque de­scrip­tions in­to which the Bar­on threw his whole heart. He grew an­im­ated, moved his arms about, and ges­tic­u­lated with his whole body; and when he de­scribed the death of any­thing he had killed, he gave a for­mid­able laugh, and said:

			“Isn’t that a good one?”

			As soon as they began to speak about any­thing else, he stopped listen­ing, and sat by him­self, hum­ming a few notes to im­it­ate a hunt­ing horn. And when there was a pause between two sen­tences on those mo­ments of sud­den calm which come between the war of words, a hunt­ing tune was heard, “Ta, ta, ta, ra, ra,” which the Bar­on sang, puff­ing his cheek as if he were blow­ing his horn.

			He had only lived for field sports, and was grow­ing old, without think­ing about it, or guess­ing it, when he had a severe at­tack of rheum­at­ism, and was con­fined to his bed for two months, and nearly died of grief and bore­dom.

			As he kept no fe­male ser­vant, for an old foot­man did all the cook­ing, he could not get any hot poult­ices, nor could he have any of those little at­ten­tions, nor any­thing that an in­val­id re­quires. His game­keep­er was his sick nurse, and as the ser­vant found the time hang just as heav­ily on his hands as it did on his mas­ter’s he slept nearly all day and all night in an easy chair, while the Bar­on was swear­ing and fly­ing in­to a rage between the sheets. The ladies of the De Cour­ville fam­ily came to see him oc­ca­sion­ally, and those were hours of calm and com­fort for him. They pre­pared his herb tea, at­ten­ded to the fire, served him his break­fast up dain­tily, by the side of his bed, and when they were go­ing again, he used to say:

			“By Jove! You ought to come here al­to­geth­er,” which made them laugh heart­ily.

			When he was get­ting bet­ter, and was be­gin­ning to go out shoot­ing again, he went to dine with his friends one even­ing; but he was not at all in his usu­al spir­its. He was tor­men­ted by one con­tinu­al fear—that he might have an­oth­er at­tack be­fore shoot­ing began, and when he was tak­ing his leave at night, when the wo­men were wrap­ping him up in a shawl, and ty­ing a silk handker­chief round his neck, which he al­lowed to be done for the first time in his life, he said in a dis­con­sol­ate voice:

			“If it be­gins all over again, I shall be done for.”

			As soon as he had gone, Ma­dame Dar­netot said to her moth­er:

			“We ought to try and get the Bar­on mar­ried.”

			They all raised their hands at the pro­pos­al. How was it that they had nev­er thought of it be­fore? And dur­ing all the rest of the even­ing they dis­cussed the wid­ows whom they knew, and their choice fell on a wo­man of forty, who was still pretty, fairly rich, very good-tempered and in ex­cel­lent health, whose name was Ma­dame Berthe Vilers, and, ac­cord­ingly, she was in­vited to spend a month at the château. She was very bored at home, and was very glad to come; she was lively and act­ive, and Mon­sieur de Couteli­er took her fancy im­me­di­ately. She amused her­self with him as if he had been a liv­ing toy, and spent hours in ask­ing him slyly about the sen­ti­ments of rab­bits and the mach­in­a­tions of foxes, and he gravely dis­tin­guished between the vari­ous ways of look­ing at things which dif­fer­ent an­im­als had, and ascribed plans and subtle ar­gu­ments to them, just as he did to men of his ac­quaint­ance.

			The at­ten­tion she paid him, de­lighted him, and one even­ing, to show his es­teem for her, he asked her to go out shoot­ing with him, which he had nev­er done to any wo­man be­fore, and the in­vit­a­tion ap­peared so funny to her that she ac­cep­ted it.

			It was quite an amuse­ment for them to fit her out; every­body offered her some­thing, and she came out in a sort of short rid­ing habit, with boots and men’s breeches, a short pet­ti­coat, a vel­vet jack­et, which was too tight for her across the chest, and a hunts­man’s black vel­vet cap.

			The Bar­on seemed as ex­cited as if he were go­ing to fire his first shot. He minutely ex­plained to her the dir­ec­tion of the wind, and how dif­fer­ent dogs worked. Then he took her in­to a field, and fol­lowed her as anxiously as a nurse does when her charge is try­ing to walk for the first time.

			Médor soon made a point, and stopped with his tail out stiff and one paw up, and the Bar­on, stand­ing be­hind his pu­pil, was trem­bling like a leaf, and whispered:

			“Look out, they are par … par … part­ridges.” And al­most be­fore he had fin­ished, there was a loud whirr—whirr, and a covey of large birds flew up in the air, with a tre­mend­ous noise.

			Ma­dame Vilers was startled, shut her eyes, fired off both bar­rels and staggered at the re­coil of the gun; but when she had re­covered her self-pos­ses­sion, she saw that the Bar­on was dan­cing about like a mad­man, and that Médor was bring­ing back the two part­ridges which she had killed.

			From that day, Mon­sieur de Couteli­er was in love with her, and used to say, rais­ing his eyes: “What a wo­man!” And he used to come every even­ing now, to talk about shoot­ing.

			One day, Mon­sieur de Cour­ville, who was walk­ing part of the way with him, asked him, sud­denly:

			“Why don’t you marry her?”

			The Bar­on was al­to­geth­er taken by sur­prise, and said:

			“What? I? Marry her? … Well … really …”

			And he said no more for a while, but then, sud­denly shak­ing hands with his com­pan­ion, he said: “Good­bye, my friend,” and quickly dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness.

			He did not go again for three days, but when he re­appeared, he was pale from think­ing the mat­ter over, and graver than usu­al. Tak­ing Mon­sieur de Cour­ville aside, he said:

			“That was a cap­it­al idea of yours; try and per­suade her to ac­cept me. By Jove, a wo­man like that, you might say, was made for me. We shall be able to have some sort of sport to­geth­er, all the year round.”

			As Mon­sieur de Cour­ville felt cer­tain that his friend would not meet with a re­fus­al, he replied:

			“Pro­pose to her im­me­di­ately, my dear fel­low, or would you rather that I did it for you?”

			But the Bar­on grew sud­denly nervous, and said, with some hes­it­a­tion:

			“No, … no. … I must go to Par­is for … for a few days. As soon as I come back, I will give you a def­in­ite an­swer.” No oth­er ex­plan­a­tion was forth­com­ing, and he star­ted the next morn­ing.

			He made a long stay. One, two, three weeks passed, but Mon­sieur de Couteli­er did not re­turn, and the Cour­villes, who were sur­prised and un­easy, did not know what to say to their friend, whom they had in­formed of the Bar­on’s wishes. Every oth­er day they sent to his house for news of him, but none of his ser­vants had a line.

			But one even­ing, while Ma­dame Vilers was singing, and ac­com­pa­ny­ing her­self on the pi­ano, a ser­vant came with a mys­ter­i­ous air, and told Mon­sieur de Cour­ville that a gen­tle­man wanted to see him. It was the Bar­on, in a trav­el­ling suit, who looked much altered and older, and as soon as he saw his old friend, he seized both his hands, and said in a some­what tired voice: “I have just re­turned, my dear friend, and I have come to you im­me­di­ately; I am thor­oughly knocked up.”

			Then he hes­it­ated in vis­ible em­bar­rass­ment, and presently said: “I wished to tell you … im­me­di­ately … that … that af­fair … you know what I mean … must come to noth­ing.”

			Mon­sieur de Cour­ville looked at him in stu­pefac­tion. “Must come to noth­ing? … Why?”

			“Oh! Do not ask me, please; it would be too pain­ful for me to tell you; but you may rest as­sured that I am act­ing like an hon­our­able man. I can­not … I have no right … no right, you un­der­stand, to marry this lady, and I will wait un­til she has gone, to come here again; it would be too pain­ful for me to see her. Good­bye.” And he ab­so­lutely ran away.

			The whole fam­ily de­lib­er­ated and dis­cussed the mat­ter, sur­mising a thou­sand things. The con­clu­sion they came to was, that the Bar­on’s past life con­cealed some great mys­tery, that, per­haps, he had nat­ur­al chil­dren, or some love af­fair of long stand­ing. At any rate, the mat­ter seemed ser­i­ous, and so as to avoid any dif­fi­cult com­plic­a­tions, they tact­fully in­formed Ma­dame Vilers of the state of af­fairs, and she re­turned home just as much of a wid­ow as she had come.

			Three months more passed. One even­ing, when he had dined rather too well, and was rather un­steady on his legs, Mon­sieur de Couteli­er, while he was smoking his pipe with Mon­sieur de Cour­ville, said to him:

			“You would really pity me, if you only knew how con­tinu­ally I am think­ing about your friend.”

			But the oth­er, who had been rather vexed at the Bar­on’s be­ha­viour in the cir­cum­stances, told him ex­actly what he thought of him:

			“By Jove, my good friend, when a man has any secrets in his ex­ist­ence, like you have, he does not make ad­vances to a wo­man, im­me­di­ately, as you did, for you must surely have fore­seen the reas­on why you had to draw back.”

			The Bar­on left off smoking in some con­fu­sion.

			“Yes, and no; at any rate, I could not have be­lieved what ac­tu­ally happened.”

			Whereupon, Mon­sieur de Cour­ville lost his pa­tience, and replied:

			“One ought to fore­see everything.”

			But Mon­sieur de Couteli­er replied in a low voice, in case any­body should be listen­ing: “I see that I have hurt your feel­ings, and will tell you everything, so that you may for­give me. You know that for twenty years I have lived only for sport; I care for noth­ing else, and think about noth­ing else. Con­sequently, when I was on the point of un­der­tak­ing cer­tain ob­lig­a­tions with re­gard to this lady, I felt some scruples of con­science. Since I have giv­en up the habit of … of love, there! I have not known wheth­er I was still cap­able of … of … you know what I mean … Just think! It is ex­actly six­teen years since … I for the last time … you un­der­stand what I mean. In this neigh­bour­hood, it is not easy to … you know. And then, I had oth­er things to do. I prefer to use my gun, and so be­fore en­ter­ing in­to an en­gage­ment be­fore the May­or and the Priest to … well, I was frightened. I said to my­self: ‘Con­found it; sup­pose I missed fire!’ An hon­our­able man al­ways keeps his en­gage­ments, and in this case, I was un­der­tak­ing sac­red du­ties with re­gard to this lady, and so, to make sure, I de­cided to go and spend a week in Par­is.

			“At the end of that time, noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing oc­curred. And it was not for want of try­ing. I went to the best there was, and they did everything they could. Yes … they cer­tainly did their best! … And yet … they went away with noth­ing to show … noth­ing … noth­ing … I waited … I waited for a fort­night, three weeks, con­tinu­ally hop­ing. In the res­taur­ants, I ate a num­ber of highly seasoned dishes, which up­set my stom­ach, and … and it was still the same thing … or rather, noth­ing. You will, there­fore, un­der­stand, that, in such cir­cum­stances, and hav­ing as­sured my­self of the fact, the only thing I could do was … was … to with­draw; and I did so.”

			Mon­sieur de Cour­ville had to struggle very hard not to laugh, and he shook hands with the Bar­on, say­ing: “I am very sorry for you,” and ac­com­pan­ied him halfway home.

			When he got back, and was alone with his wife, he told her everything, nearly chok­ing with laughter; she, how­ever, did not laugh, but listened very at­tent­ively, and when her hus­band had fin­ished, she said, very ser­i­ously:

			“The Bar­on is a fool, my dear; he was frightened, that is all. I will write and ask Berthe to come back here as soon as pos­sible.”

			And when Mon­sieur de Cour­ville ob­served that their friend had made such long and use­less at­tempts, she merely said:

			“Non­sense! When a man loves his wife, you know … that sort of thing al­ways comes right in the end.”

			And Mon­sieur de Cour­ville made no reply, as he felt rather em­bar­rassed him­self.

		
	
		
			The Chair Mender

			It was at the end of the din­ner open­ing the hunt­ing sea­son, at the house of Mar­quis de Ber­trans. El­ev­en hunters, eight young wo­men, and the doc­tor of the neigh­bour­hood were seated around the large, well-lit table covered with fruits and flowers.

			They came to speak of love, and a great dis­cus­sion arose, the etern­al dis­cus­sion, as to wheth­er one could love truly but once or many times. They cited ex­amples of people who had nev­er had but one ser­i­ous love; they also cited oth­er ex­amples of oth­ers who had loved of­ten, vi­ol­ently. The men, gen­er­ally, pre­ten­ded that pas­sion, like a mal­ady, could strike the same per­son many times, and strike to kill if an obstacle ap­peared in his path. Al­though the point of view was not con­test­able, the wo­men, whose opin­ion de­pended upon lit­er­at­ure rather than on ob­ser­va­tion, af­firmed that love, true love, great love, could come only once upon a mor­tal; that it was like a thun­der­bolt, this love, and that a heart once touched by it re­mained ever after so va­cant, rav­aged, and burned out that no oth­er power­ful sen­ti­ment, even a dream, could again take root.

			The Mar­quis, hav­ing loved much, com­bated this be­lief in lively fash­ion:

			“I tell you that one can love many times with all one’s strength and all one’s soul. You cite to me people who have killed them­selves for love as proof of the im­possib­il­ity of a second pas­sion. I an­swer that if they had not been guilty of this fool­ish­ness of sui­cide, which re­moved them from all chance of an­oth­er fall, they would have been healed; and they would have re­com­menced, again and again, un­til their nat­ur­al death. It is with lov­ers as it is with drunk­ards—once a drunk­ard al­ways a drunk­ard, once a lov­er, al­ways a lov­er. It is simply a mat­ter of tem­pera­ment.”

			They chose the doc­tor as ar­bit­rat­or, an old Par­is phys­i­cian re­tired to the coun­try, and begged him to give his opin­ion.

			To be ex­act, he had none. As the Mar­quis had said, it is an af­fair of tem­pera­ment.

			“As for my­self,” he con­tin­ued, “I have known of one pas­sion which las­ted fifty-five years without a day of res­pite, and which was ter­min­ated only by death.”

			The Mar­quis clapped his hands.

			“This is beau­ti­ful,” said a lady. “And what a dream to be so loved! What hap­pi­ness to live fifty-five years en­vel­oped in a deep, liv­ing af­fec­tion! How happy the per­son must be, how pleased with life, who was ad­ored like that!”

			The doc­tor smiled:

			“In fact, Ma­dame,” said he, “you are right on that point. The loved one was a man. You know him, it is Mr. Chou­quet, the chem­ist of the vil­lage. And as for the wo­man, you knew her too, it is the old wo­man who put cane seats in chairs, and came every year to this house. But how can I make you un­der­stand the whole story?”

			The en­thu­si­asm of the wo­men fell. On their faces a look of dis­gust said: “Pooh!”—as if love could only strike those fine and dis­tin­guished creatures who were worthy of the in­terest of fash­ion­able people.

			The doc­tor con­tin­ued:

			“I was called, three months ago, to the bed­side of this old wo­man. She was dy­ing. She had come here in the old car­riage that served her for a house, drawn by the nag that you have of­ten seen, and ac­com­pan­ied by her two great black dogs, her friends and guard. The priest was already there. She made us the ex­ecut­ors of her will, and in or­der to un­veil the mean­ing of her test­a­ment, she re­lated the story of her life. I have nev­er heard any­thing more sin­gu­lar or more af­fect­ing.

			“Her fath­er made chair seats and so did her moth­er. She had nev­er known a home in any one place upon the earth. As a little girl, she went around ragged, ver­min­ous and dirty. They would stop be­side the road at the en­trance to towns, un­har­ness the horse and let him browse; the dog would go to sleep with his nose in his paws; the little one would play in the grass while the fath­er and moth­er, un­der the shade of the elms bor­der­ing the road­side, would mend all the old chairs in the neigh­bour­hood.

			“No one ever talked in this mov­ing dwell­ing. After the ne­ces­sary words to de­cide who should make the tour of the houses and who should call out the well-known: ‘Chairs to mend!’ they would sit down to plait the straw, face to face or side by side.

			“When the child went too far away or struck up an ac­quaint­ance with some urchin in the vil­lage, the angry voice of the fath­er would call her: ‘You come back here, you brat!’ And these were the only words of ten­der­ness she ever heard.

			“When she grew big­ger they sent her around to col­lect the worn-out chairs to be men­ded. Then she made some ac­quaint­ances from place to place among the street chil­dren. Then it would be the par­ents of her new friends who would call bru­tally to their chil­dren: ‘Will you come here, you scamp! Let me catch you talk­ing to that bare­foot again!’

			“Of­ten the boys would throw stones at her. When ladies gave her a few pence she kept them care­fully.

			“One day—she was then el­ev­en years old—as they were passing through this place, she met the little Chou­quet be­hind the cemetery, weep­ing be­cause some com­rade had stolen two sous from him. The tears of this little well-to-do cit­izen, one of those for­tu­nate ones who in her queer noddle she had thought al­ways con­tent and joy­ous, quite up­set her. She went up to him, and when she learned the cause of his trouble, she poured in­to his hands all her sav­ings, sev­en sous, which he took quite nat­ur­ally, dry­ing his tears. Then, mad with joy, she had the au­da­city to kiss him. As he was count­ing the money at­tent­ively, he al­lowed her to do it. See­ing that she was not re­pulsed or beaten, she did the same thing again. She em­braced him with all her strength and all her heart. Then she ran away.

			“What could have taken place in her miser­able head after that? Did she at­tach her­self to this little boy, be­cause she had sac­ri­ficed for him her beg­gar’s for­tune, or be­cause she had giv­en to him her first tender kiss? The mys­tery is the same for the small as for the great.

			“For months she dreamed of this corner of the cemetery and of this boy. In the hope of see­ing him again, she robbed her par­ents, keep­ing back a sou here and there, either from a chair seat or upon the pro­vi­sions which she was sent to buy.

			“When she re­turned here she had two francs in her pock­et, but she only saw the chem­ist’s son, very clean be­hind the big col­oured bottles of his fath­er’s shop, between a red de­canter and a tape­worm. She loved him there still more, charmed, aroused to ec­stasy by this glory of col­oured wa­ter, this apo­theosis of shin­ing crys­tal.

			“This pic­ture be­came an in­ef­face­able memory, and when she saw him, the fol­low­ing year, play­ing marbles near the school with his com­rades, she threw her­self upon him, seized him in her arms, and kissed him with such vi­ol­ence that he began to howl with fear. Then, in or­der to ap­pease him, she gave him all her money—three francs and twenty centimes, a real treas­ure which he looked at with bul­ging eyes.

			“He took it and let her caress him as much as she wished.

			“Dur­ing the next four years she turned in­to his hand all her sur­plus, which he pock­eted with a clear con­science, in ex­change for per­mit­ted kisses. Once it was thirty sous, some­times forty, and once only twelve—and she wept with grief and hu­mi­li­ation at this, but it had been a bad year. The last time there was a five-franc piece, a great round piece that made him laugh with con­tent.

			“She thought of noth­ing but him; and he waited her re­turn with a cer­tain im­pa­tience, run­ning to meet her, which made the heart of the girl leap with joy.

			“Then he dis­ap­peared. They had sent him away to col­lege. She found it out by skil­ful ques­tion­ing. Then she used her dip­lomacy to change her par­ents’ it­in­er­ary and make them pass through here dur­ing the hol­i­days. She suc­ceeded but only after two years of dip­lomacy. Then she had been two years without see­ing him, and she scarcely re­cog­nized him, so much was he changed; he was so large and hand­some in his coat with the brass but­tons, and so im­pos­ing. He pre­ten­ded not to see her and passed proudly by near her.

			“She wept over it for two days, and after that she suffered without ceas­ing.

			“Every year she re­turned here, passing him without dar­ing to bow, and without his deign­ing to raise his eyes to her. She loved him pas­sion­ately. She said to me: ‘Doc­tor, he is the only man I have seen on earth; I have not known that there are oth­ers ex­ist­ing.’

			“Her par­ents died. She con­tin­ued their trade, but took with her two dogs in­stead of one, two ter­rible dogs that no one would dare en­counter.

			“One day on en­ter­ing this vil­lage, where her heart still re­mained, she per­ceived a young wo­man com­ing out of the Chou­quet shop on the arm of her well-be­loved. It was his wife. He was mar­ried.

			“That even­ing she threw her­self in­to the pond which is on the Town Hall square. A drunk­en man got her out and took her to the phar­macy. Chou­quet, the son, came down in his dress­ing-gown, to care for her; and, without ap­pear­ing to re­cog­nize her, loosed her cloth­ing and rubbed her, then said, in a hard voice: ‘Why, you are mad! You must not do such fool­ish things.’

			“That was suf­fi­cient to cure her. He had spoken to her! She was happy for a long time.

			“He wanted no re­mu­ner­a­tion for his ser­vices, al­though she in­sisted upon pay­ing him. And all her life was spent like this. She made chair seats and thought of Chou­quet. Every year she saw him be­hind his large win­dows. She got in­to the habit of buy­ing from him all her med­ic­al needs. In this way she could see him, speak to him, and still give him a little money.

			“As I told you in the be­gin­ning, she died this spring. After hav­ing re­lated her sad his­tory, she begged me to give to him she had so pa­tiently loved all the sav­ings of her life, be­cause she had worked only for him, she said, fast­ing even, in or­der to put aside, and to be sure that he would think of her at least once after she was dead.

			“She then gave me two thou­sand three hun­dred and twenty-sev­en francs. I al­lowed the priest twenty-sev­en for buri­al, and car­ried off the rest when she had drawn her last breath.

			“The next day, I took my­self to the house of the Chou­quets. They had just fin­ished break­fast, sit­ting op­pos­ite each oth­er, large and red, smelling of their phar­ma­ceut­ic­al products, im­port­ant and sat­is­fied.

			“They asked me to sit down; they offered me a kirsch which I ac­cep­ted; then I com­menced my dis­course in an emo­tion­al voice, per­suaded that they were go­ing to weep.

			“When he un­der­stood that he had been loved by this vag­a­bond, this chair mend­er, this tramp, Chou­quet bounced with in­dig­na­tion, as if she had robbed him of his repu­ta­tion, of the es­teem of hon­est people, of his hon­our, of some­thing rare that was dear­er to him than life.

			“His wife, as ex­as­per­ated as he, kept re­peat­ing: ‘The beg­gar! The beg­gar! The beg­gar!’ without be­ing able to find any oth­er word.

			“He got up and walked around the table with long strides, his Greek cap tipped over his ear. He muttered: ‘Think of it, Doc­tor! This is a hor­rible thing to hap­pen to a man! What is to be done? Oh! if I had known this while she was alive I would have had her ar­res­ted and shut up in pris­on. And she wouldn’t have got out, I can tell you!’

			“I was stu­pefied at the res­ult of my pi­ous er­rand. I neither knew what to say nor what to do. But I had to end my mis­sion. I said: ‘She has charged me to give you all her sav­ings, which amount to two thou­sand three hun­dred francs. As what I have told you seems to be so very dis­agree­able to you, per­haps it would be bet­ter to give this money to the poor.’

			“They looked at me, the man and the wo­man, un­able to move from sur­prise. I drew the money from my pock­et, miser­able money from all coun­tries, and of every de­nom­in­a­tion, gold and cop­per mixed. Then I asked: ‘What do you de­cide?’

			“Ma­dame Chou­quet spoke first. She said: ‘Since it was the last wish of this wo­man—it seems to me that it would be dif­fi­cult to re­fuse it.’

			“The hus­band, some­what con­fused, answered: ‘We could al­ways buy with that money some­thing for our chil­dren.’

			“I re­marked, dryly: ‘As you wish.’

			“He con­tin­ued: ‘Yes, give it to us, since she told you to do so. We can al­ways find means of us­ing it in some good work.’

			“I laid down the money, bowed, and went out.

			

			“The next day Chou­quet came to me and said brusquely: ‘She must have left a wag­on here, that—that wo­man. What are you go­ing to do with that wag­on?’

			“ ‘Noth­ing,’ said I, ‘take it if you wish.’

			“ ‘Ex­actly. Just what I want. I will make a shed of it for my kit­chen-garden.’

			“He was go­ing, but I re­called him. ‘She also left an old horse and her two dogs. Do you want them?’

			“He stopped, sur­prised: ‘Ah! no,’ he answered, ‘what could I do with them? Dis­pose of them as you wish.’

			“Then he laughed and ex­ten­ded his hand which I took. What else could I do? In the coun­try it will not do for the doc­tor and the chem­ist to be en­emies.

			“I have kept the dogs. The priest, who has a large yard, took the horse. The wag­on serves Chou­quet as a shed, and he has bought five rail­way shares with the money.

			“This is the only pro­found love that I have met in my life.”

			

			The doc­tor was si­lent. Then the Mar­quise, with tears in her eyes, sighed: “De­cidedly, it is only wo­men who know how to love.”

		
	
		
			An Artifice

			The old doc­tor and his young pa­tient were talk­ing by the side of the fire. There was noth­ing really the mat­ter with her, ex­cept that she had one of those little fem­in­ine ail­ments from which pretty wo­men fre­quently suf­fer—slight an­aemia, an at­tack of nerves, and a sus­pi­cion of fa­tigue, prob­ably of that fa­tigue from which newly-mar­ried people of­ten suf­fer at the end of the first month of their mar­ried life, when they have made a love match.

			She was ly­ing on the chaise longue and talk­ing. “No, doc­tor,” she said; “I shall nev­er be able to un­der­stand a wo­man de­ceiv­ing her hus­band. Even al­low­ing that she does not love him, that she pays no heed to her vows and prom­ises, how can she give her­self to an­oth­er man? How can she con­ceal the in­trigue from oth­er people’s eyes? How can it be pos­sible to love amid lies and treas­on?”

			The doc­tor smiled, and replied: “It is per­fectly easy, and I can as­sure you that a wo­man does not think of all those little subtle de­tails, when she has made up her mind to go astray. I even feel cer­tain that no wo­man is ripe for true love un­til she has passed through all the promis­cu­ous­ness and all the irk­some­ness of mar­ried life, which, ac­cord­ing to a cel­eb­rated man, is noth­ing but an ex­change of ill tempered words by day and bad smells at night. Noth­ing is more true, for no wo­man can love pas­sion­ately un­til after she has mar­ried.

			“As for dis­sim­u­la­tion, all wo­men have plenty of it on hand for such oc­ca­sions. The simplest of them are won­der­ful tac­ti­cians, and ex­tric­ate them­selves from the greatest di­lem­mas in an ex­traordin­ary way.”

			The young wo­man, how­ever, seemed in­cred­u­lous. “No, doc­tor,” she said; “one nev­er thinks, un­til after it has happened, of what one ought to have done in a dan­ger­ous af­fair, and wo­men are cer­tainly more li­able than men to lose their head on such oc­ca­sions.”

			The doc­tor raised his hands: “After it has happened, you say! Now I will tell you some­thing that happened to one of my fe­male pa­tients, in whose mouth, I thought but­ter would not melt, as the say­ing is.

			“It happened in a pro­vin­cial town. One night when I was sleep­ing pro­foundly, in that deep, first sleep from which it is so dif­fi­cult to rouse one­self, it seemed to me in my dreams as if the bells in the town were sound­ing a fire alarm and I woke up with a start. It was my own bell which was ringing wildly, and as my ser­vant did not seem to be an­swer­ing the door, I in turn pulled the bell at the head of my bed. Soon I heard banging and steps in the si­lent house, and then Jean came in­to my room and handed me a let­ter which said: ‘Ma­dame Lelièvre begs Dr. Siméon to come to her im­me­di­ately.’

			“I thought for a few mo­ments, and then I said to my­self: ‘A nervous at­tack, va­pours, non­sense; I am too tired.’

			“And so I replied: ‘As Doc­tor Siméon is not at all well, he must beg Ma­dame Lelièvre to be kind enough to call in his col­league, Mon­sieur Bon­net.’

			“I put the note in­to an en­vel­ope, and went to sleep again, but about half an hour later, the street bell rang again, and Jean came to me and said: ‘There is some­body down­stairs—I do not quite know wheth­er it is a man or a wo­man, as the per­son is so wrapped up—who wishes to speak to you im­me­di­ately. He says it is a mat­ter of life and death for two people.’ Whereupon, I sat up in bed and told him to show the per­son in.

			“A kind of black phantom ap­peared, who raised her veil as soon as Jean had left the room. It was Ma­dame Ber­tha Lelièvre, quite a young wo­man, who had been mar­ried for three years to a big mer­chant in the town, who was said to have mar­ried the pret­ti­est girl in the neigh­bour­hood.

			“She was ter­ribly pale, her face was con­trac­ted like the faces of ex­cited people oc­ca­sion­ally are, and her hands trembled vi­ol­ently. Twice she tried to speak without be­ing able to ut­ter a sound, but at last she stammered out:

			“ ‘Come—quick—quick, doc­tor—Come—my—my lov­er has just died in my bed­room.’ She stopped, half suf­foc­ated with emo­tion, and then went on: ‘My hus­band will—be com­ing home from the club very soon.’

			“I jumped out of bed, without even con­sid­er­ing that I was only in my night­shirt, and dressed my­self in a few mo­ments. Then I said: ‘Did you come a short time ago?’

			“ ‘No,’ she said, stand­ing like a statue pet­ri­fied with hor­ror. ‘It was my ser­vant—she knows.’ And then, after a short si­lence, she went on: ‘I was there—by his side.’ And she uttered a sort of cry of hor­ror, and after a fit of chok­ing, which made her gasp, she wept vi­ol­ently, shak­ing with spas­mod­ic sobs for a minute or two. Then her tears sud­denly ceased, as if dried by an in­tern­al fire, and with an air of tra­gic calmness, she said: ‘Let us make haste.’

			“I was ready, but I ex­claimed: ‘I quite for­got to or­der my car­riage.’

			“ ‘I have one,’ she said; ‘it is his, which was wait­ing for him!’ She wrapped her­self up, so as to com­pletely con­ceal her face, and we star­ted.

			“When she was by my side in the dark­ness of the car­riage, she sud­denly seized my hand, and crush­ing it in her del­ic­ate fin­gers she said, with a shak­ing voice, that pro­ceeded from a dis­trac­ted heart: ‘Oh! If you only knew, if you only knew what I am suf­fer­ing! I loved him, I have loved him dis­trac­tedly, like a mad wo­man, for the last six months.’

			“ ‘Is any­one up in your house?’ I asked.

			“ ‘No, nobody ex­cept Rose, who knows everything.’

			“We stopped at the door. Evid­ently every­body was asleep, and we went in without mak­ing any noise, by means of her latch­key, and walked up­stairs on tip­toe. The frightened ser­vant was sit­ting at the top of the stairs, with a lighted candle by her side, as she was afraid to stop by the dead man. I went in­to the room, which was turned up­side down, as if there had been a struggle in it. The bed, which was tumbled and open, seemed to be wait­ing for some­body; one of the sheets was thrown on to the floor, and wet nap­kins, with which they had bathed the young man’s temples, were ly­ing by the side of a wash-hand basin and a glass, while a strong smell of vin­eg­ar mingled with Lu­b­in wa­ter per­vaded the room.

			“The dead man, was ly­ing at full length, on his back, in the middle of the room, and I went up to him, looked at him, and touched him. I opened his eyes, and felt his hands, and then, turn­ing to the two wo­men, who were shak­ing as if they were frozen, I said to them: ‘Help me to lift him on to the bed.’ When we had laid him gently on to it, I listened to his heart, put a look­ing-glass to his lips, and then said: ‘It is all over; let us make haste and dress him.’ It was a ter­rible sight!

			“I took his limbs one by one, as if they had be­longed to some enorm­ous doll, and held them out to the clothes which the wo­men brought, and they put on his socks, draw­ers, trousers, waist­coat, and lastly the coat; but it was a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to get the arms in­to the sleeves.

			“When it came to but­ton­ing his boots, the two wo­men kneeled down, while I held the light. As his feet were rather swollen, it was very dif­fi­cult, and as they could not find a but­ton hook, they had to use their hair­pins. When the ter­rible toi­lette was over, I looked at our work and said: ‘You ought to ar­range his hair a little.’ The girl went and brought her mis­tress’s large-toothed comb and brush, but as she was trem­bling, and pulling out his long, tangled hair in do­ing it, Ma­dame Lelièvre took the comb out of her hand, and ar­ranged his hair as if she were caress­ing him. She par­ted it, brushed his beard, rolled his mous­taches gently round her fin­gers, as she had no doubt been in the habit of do­ing, in the fa­mili­ar­it­ies of their in­trigue.

			“Sud­denly, how­ever, let­ting go of what she held, she took her dead lov­er’s in­ert head in her hands, and looked for a long time in des­pair at the dead face, which no longer could smile at her. Then, throw­ing her­self on to him, she took him in­to her arms and kissed him ar­dently. Her kisses fell like blows on to his closed mouth and eyes, on to his fore­head and temples, and then, put­ting her lips to his ear, as if he could still hear her, and as if she were about to whis­per some­thing to him, to make their em­braces still more ar­dent, she said sev­er­al times, in a heartrend­ing voice: ‘Adieu, my darling!’

			“Just then the clock struck twelve, and I star­ted up. ‘Twelve o’clock!’ I ex­claimed. ‘That is the time when the club closes. Come, Ma­dame, we have not a mo­ment to lose!’

			“She star­ted up, and I said: ‘We must carry him in­to the draw­ing room.’ When we had done this, I placed him on a sofa, and lit the chan­deliers, and just then the front door was opened and shut nois­ily. The hus­band had come back, and I said: ‘Rose, bring me the basin and the tow­els, and make the room look tidy. Make haste, for heav­en’s sake! Mon­sieur Lelièvre is com­ing in.’

			“I heard his steps on the stairs, and then his hands feel­ing along the walls. ‘Come here, my dear fel­low,’ I said; ‘we have had an ac­ci­dent.’

			“And the as­ton­ished hus­band ap­peared in the door with a ci­gar in his mouth, and said: ‘What is the mat­ter? What is the mean­ing of this?’

			“ ‘My dear friend,’ I said, go­ing up to him; ‘you find us in a nice fix. I had re­mained late, chat­ting with your wife and our friend, who had brought me in his car­riage, when he sud­denly fain­ted, and in spite of all we have done, he has re­mained un­con­scious for two hours. I did not like to call in strangers, and if you will now help me down­stairs with him, I shall be able to at­tend to him bet­ter at his own house.’

			“The hus­band, who was sur­prised, but quite un­sus­pi­cious, took off his hat. Then he took his now in­of­fens­ive rival, un­der the arms. I got between his two legs, as if I had been a horse between the shafts, and we went down­stairs, while his wife lit the way for us. When we got out­side, I held the body up, so as to de­ceive the coach­man, and said: ‘Come, my friend; it is noth­ing; you feel bet­ter already, I ex­pect. Pluck up your cour­age, and make an ef­fort. It will soon be over.’ But as I felt that he was slip­ping out of my hands, I gave him a slap on the shoulder, which sent him for­ward and made him fall in­to the car­riage; then I got in after him.

			“Mon­sieur Lelièvre, who was rather alarmed, said to me: ‘Do you think it is any­thing ser­i­ous?’ To which I replied, ‘No,’ with a smile, as I looked at his wife, who had put her arm in­to that of her le­git­im­ate hus­band, and was try­ing to see in­to the dark car­riage.

			“I shook hands with them, and told my coach­man to start, and dur­ing the whole drive the dead man kept fall­ing against me. When we got to his house, I said that he had be­come un­con­scious on the way home, and helped to carry him up­stairs, where I cer­ti­fied that he was dead, and ac­ted an­oth­er com­edy to his dis­trac­ted fam­ily. At last I got back to bed, not without swear­ing at lov­ers.”

			The doc­tor ceased, though he was still smil­ing, and the young wo­man, who was in a very nervous state, said: “Why have you told me that ter­rible story?”

			He gave her a gal­lant bow, and replied:

			“So that I may of­fer you my ser­vices, if ne­ces­sary.”

		
	
		
			An Old Man

			All the news­pa­pers had car­ried the ad­vert­ise­ment:

			
				The new wa­ter­ing place of Rondel­is of­fers all de­sired ad­vant­ages for a long stay and even for per­man­ent res­id­ence. Its fer­ru­gin­ous wa­ters, re­cog­nized as the best in the world for coun­ter­act­ing all im­pur­it­ies of the blood, seem also to pos­sess par­tic­u­lar qual­it­ies cal­cu­lated to pro­long hu­man life. This sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stance is per­haps due in part to the ex­cep­tion­al situ­ation of the town, which lies sur­roun­ded by moun­tains and in the very cen­ter of a pine forest. For sev­er­al cen­tur­ies it has been cel­eb­rated for nu­mer­ous cases of ex­traordin­ary longev­ity.

			

			And the pub­lic came in droves.

			One morn­ing the doc­tor in charge of the springs was asked to call on a new ar­rival, Mon­sieur Daron, who had come to Rondel­is only a few days be­fore and had ren­ted a charm­ing villa on the edge of the forest. He was a little old man of eighty-six, still sprightly, wiry, healthy, act­ive, who went to in­fin­ite pains to con­ceal his age.

			He asked the doc­tor to be seated, and im­me­di­ately ques­tioned him: “Doc­tor, if I am well, it is thanks to hy­gien­ic liv­ing. I am not very old, but have reached a cer­tain age, and I keep free of all ill­ness, all in­dis­pos­i­tion, even the slight­est dis­com­fort, by means of hy­giene. I am told that the cli­mate of this place is very fa­vor­able for the health. I am very will­ing to be­lieve it, but be­fore es­tab­lish­ing my­self here I want proof. I am there­fore go­ing to ask you to call on me once a week, to give me, very ex­actly, the fol­low­ing in­form­a­tion:

			“I wish first of all to have a com­plete, ut­terly com­plete, list of all the in­hab­it­ants of the town and sur­round­ings who are more than eighty years old. I also need a few phys­ic­al and psy­cho­lo­gic­al de­tails con­cern­ing each. I wish to know their pro­fes­sions, their kinds of life, their habits. Each time one of these people dies, you will in­form me, in­dic­at­ing the pre­cise cause of death, as well as the cir­cum­stances.”

			Then he gra­ciously ad­ded: “I hope, Doc­tor, that we may be­come good friends,” and he stretched out his wrinkled little hand. The doc­tor took it, prom­ising his de­voted co­oper­a­tion.

			

			M. Daron had al­ways had a strange fear of death. He had de­prived him­self of al­most all the pleas­ures be­cause they are dan­ger­ous, and whenev­er any­one ex­pressed sur­prise that he did not drink wine—wine, that bring­er of fancy and gaiety—he replied in a voice con­tain­ing a note of fear: “I value my life.” And he pro­nounced My, as if that life, His life, pos­sessed some gen­er­ally un­known value. He put in­to that My such a dif­fer­ence between his life and the life of oth­ers, that no an­swer was pos­sible.

			In­deed, he had a very par­tic­u­lar way of ac­cen­tu­at­ing the pos­sess­ive pro­nouns des­ig­nat­ing all the parts of his per­son or even things be­long­ing to him. When he said “My eyes, my legs, my arms, my hands,” it was clear that no mis­take must be made: those or­gans did not be­long to every­one. But this dis­tinc­tion was par­tic­u­larly no­tice­able when he spoke of his phys­i­cian: “My doc­tor.” One would have said that this doc­tor was his, only his, destined for him alone, to take care of his ill­nesses and nobody else’s, and that he was su­per­i­or to all the doc­tors in the uni­verse, all, without ex­cep­tion.

			He had nev­er con­sidered oth­er men ex­cept as kinds of pup­pets, cre­ated as fur­niture for the nat­ur­al world. He di­vided them in­to two classes: those whom he greeted be­cause some chance had put him in con­tact with them, and those whom he did not greet. Both cat­egor­ies of in­di­vidu­als were to him equally in­sig­ni­fic­ant.

			

			But be­gin­ning with the day when the doc­tor of Rondel­is brought him the list of the sev­en­teen in­hab­it­ants of the town who were over eighty, he felt awaken in his heart a new in­terest, an un­fa­mil­i­ar so­li­citude for these old people whom he was go­ing to see fall by the way­side one after the oth­er.

			He had no de­sire to make their ac­quaint­ance, but he had a very clear idea of their per­sons, and with the doc­tor, who dined with him every Thursday, he spoke only of them. “Well, doc­tor, how is Joseph Poinçot today? We left him a little ill last week.” And when the doc­tor had giv­en him the pa­tient’s bill of health M. Daron pro­posed modi­fic­a­tions in diet, ex­per­i­ments, meth­ods of treat­ment which he might later ap­ply to him­self if they suc­ceeded with the oth­ers. The sev­en­teen old people were an ex­per­i­ment­al field from which much was to be learned.

			One even­ing the doc­tor came in and an­nounced: “Ros­a­lie Tour­nel is dead.” M. Daron shuddered and im­me­di­ately de­man­ded, “What of?” “Of an angina.” The little old man uttered an “ah” of re­lief. Then he de­clared: “She was too fat, too big; she must have eaten too much. When I get to be her age, I’ll be more care­ful.” (He was two years older than Ros­a­lie, but nev­er ad­mit­ted to be­ing over sev­enty.)

			A few months later, it was the turn of Henry Bris­sot. M. Daron was very moved. This time it was a man—thin, with­in three months of his own age, and very prudent. He dared ask for no de­tails, but waited anxiously for the doc­tor to tell him. “Ah, he died sud­denly, just like that? He was very well last week. He must have done some­thing un­wise, Doc­tor.” The doc­tor, who was en­joy­ing him­self, replied, “I be­lieve not. His chil­dren tell me he was very care­ful.”

			Then, no longer able to con­tain him­self, M. Daron de­man­ded, with an­guish, “But … but … What did he die of, then?”

			“Of pleur­isy.”

			That was joy­ful news, really joy­ful. The little old man clapped his dry hands. “I knew it! I told you had had done some­thing un­wise. Pleur­isy doesn’t come just by it­self. He took a breath of fresh air after his din­ner, and the cold lodged on his chest. Pleur­isy! That is an ac­ci­dent, not an ill­ness. Only crazy men die of pleur­isy.”

			And he ate his din­ner gaily, talk­ing of those who re­mained. “There are only fif­teen now, but they are all strong, aren’t they? All of life is like that, the weak­est fall first; people who go bey­ond thirty have a good chance to reach sixty, those who pass sixty of­ten get to eighty; and those who pass eighty al­most al­ways reach the cen­tury mark, be­cause they are the most ro­bust, the most care­ful, the most hardened.”

			Still two oth­ers dis­ap­peared dur­ing the year, one of dys­en­tery and the oth­er of a chok­ing fit. M. Daron de­rived a great deal of amuse­ment from the death of the former, and con­cluded that he must have eaten some­thing ex­cit­ing the day be­fore. “Dys­en­tery is the dis­ease of the im­prudent; you should have watched over his hy­giene, Doc­tor.” As for the chok­ing fit, it could only have come from a heart con­di­tion, hitherto un­re­cog­nized.

			But one even­ing the doc­tor an­nounced the passing of Paul Ti­mon­et, a kind of mummy, of whom it had been hoped to make a cen­ten­ari­an, a liv­ing ad­vert­ise­ment for the wa­ter­ing place. When M. Daron asked, as usu­al, “What did he die of?” the doc­tor replied, “Really, I don’t know.”

			“What do you mean, you don’t know? One al­ways knows. Wasn’t there some or­gan­ic le­sion?”

			The doc­tor shook his head. “No. None.”

			“Per­haps some in­fec­tion of the liv­er or kid­neys?”

			“No—they were per­fectly sound.”

			“Did you ob­serve wheth­er the stom­ach func­tioned reg­u­larly? A stroke is of­ten caused by bad di­ges­tion.”

			“There was no stroke.”

			M. Daron, very per­plexed, be­came ex­cited. “But he cer­tainly died of some­thing! What is your opin­ion?”

			The doc­tor raised his arms. “I ab­so­lutely do not know. He died be­cause he died, that’s all.”

			Then M. Daron, in a voice full of emo­tion, de­man­ded: “Ex­actly how old was that one? I can’t re­mem­ber.”

			“Eighty-nine.”

			And the little old man, with an air at once in­cred­u­lous and re­as­sured, cried, “Eighty-nine! So it wasn’t old age! …”

		
	
		
			A Parricide

			Coun­sel for the de­fence had pleaded in­san­ity. How else was this strange crime to be ac­coun­ted for?

			One morn­ing, in the reeds near Chat­on, two bod­ies had been found locked in each oth­er’s arms, those of a man and his wife. They were a couple well known in so­ci­ety, wealthy, no longer young, and only mar­ried the pre­vi­ous year, the wo­man hav­ing lost her first hus­band three years be­fore.

			They were not known to have any en­emies, and they had not been robbed. They had ap­par­ently been thrown in­to the river from the bank, after hav­ing been struck, one after the oth­er, with a long iron spike.

			The in­quest did not lead to any dis­cov­ery. The wa­ter­men who were ques­tioned knew noth­ing; the af­fair was on the point of be­ing aban­doned, when a young join­er from a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage, named Georges Louis, known as The Gen­tle­man, gave him­self up.

			To all in­ter­rog­a­tion he re­fused to make any oth­er an­swer than:

			“I had known the man for two years, the wo­man for six months. They of­ten came to me to have old fur­niture men­ded, be­cause I am good at the work.”

			And when he was asked: “Why did you kill them?” he would reply ob­stin­ately:

			“I killed them be­cause I wanted to kill them.”

			Noth­ing more could be got out of him.

			The man was doubt­less an il­le­git­im­ate child, formerly put out to nurse in the dis­trict and af­ter­wards aban­doned. He had no name ex­cept Georges Louis, but since, as he grew up, he had shown him­self un­usu­ally in­tel­li­gent, with tastes and a nat­ur­al del­ic­acy quite for­eign to his com­rades, he had been nick­named “The Gen­tle­man,” and was nev­er called any­thing else. He was known to be re­mark­ably clev­er as a join­er, the pro­fes­sion he had ad­op­ted. He even did a little carving in wood. He was also said to have ideas about his sta­tion, to be a fol­low­er of com­mun­ist­ic doc­trines, even of ni­hil­ism, a great read­er of nov­els of ad­ven­ture and bloodthirsty ro­mances, an in­flu­en­tial elect­or and a clev­er speak­er at the work­ing­men’s or peas­ants’ de­bat­ing-club.

			

			Coun­sel for the de­fence had pleaded in­san­ity.

			How, in truth, could it be sup­posed that this work­man should have killed his best cli­ents, cli­ents who were both rich and gen­er­ous (he ad­mit­ted this), who in two years had giv­en him work which had brought in three thou­sand francs (his books test­i­fied to it)? There was only one ex­plan­a­tion: in­san­ity, the ob­ses­sion of a man who has slipped out of his class and avenges him­self on so­ci­ety as a whole by the murder of two gen­tle­folk; and coun­sel made a neat al­lu­sion to his nick­name of “The Gen­tle­man,” giv­en to this out­cast by the whole neigh­bour­hood.

			“Con­sider the irony of the situ­ation!” he ex­claimed. “Was it not cap­able of still more vi­ol­ently ex­cit­ing this un­happy youth with no fath­er nor moth­er? He is an ar­dent re­pub­lic­an; nay, he even be­longs to that polit­ic­al party whose mem­bers the State was once wont to shoot and de­port, but which today she wel­comes with open arms, the party to whom ar­son is a first prin­ciple and murder a per­fectly simple ex­pedi­ent.

			“These lam­ent­able doc­trines, nowadays ac­claimed in de­bat­ing-so­ci­et­ies, have ruined this man. He has listened to men of the re­pub­lic­an party, yes! and even wo­men too, de­mand­ing the blood of Mon­sieur Gam­betta, the blood of Mon­sieur Grévy; his dis­eased brain has suc­cumbed, he has thirsted for blood, the blood of no­bil­ity!

			“It is not this man, gen­tle­men, whom you should con­demn, it is the Com­mune!”

			Mur­murs of ap­prov­al ran to and fro. It was gen­er­ally felt that coun­sel for the de­fence had won his case. The pub­lic pro­sec­utor did not reply.

			Then the judge asked the pris­on­er the cus­tom­ary ques­tion:

			“Pris­on­er at the bar, have you noth­ing to add in your de­fence?”

			The man rose.

			He was small in stature, with flax­en hair and grey eyes, steady and bright. A strong, frank, son­or­ous voice came from the throat of this slender youth, and his very first words altered at once the view that had been formed of him.

			He spoke loudly, in a de­clam­at­ory tone, but so clearly that his slight­est words car­ried to the ends of the large court:

			“Your Wor­ship, as I do not wish to go to a mad­house, and even prefer the guil­lot­ine, I will tell you all.

			“I killed the man and the wo­man be­cause they were my par­ents.

			“Now hear me and judge me.

			“A wo­man, hav­ing giv­en birth to a son, sent him out to nurse. It had been well if she had known to what dis­trict her ac­com­plice had car­ried the little creature, in­no­cent, but con­demned to last­ing misery, to the shame of il­le­git­im­ate birth, to worse than that: to death, since he was aban­doned, since the nurse, no longer re­ceiv­ing the monthly al­low­ance, might well have left him, as such wo­men of­ten do, to pine away, to suf­fer from hun­ger, to per­ish of neg­lect.

			“The wo­man who suckled me was hon­est, more hon­est, more wo­manly, great­er of soul, a bet­ter moth­er, than my own moth­er. She brought me up. She was wrong to do her duty. It is bet­ter to leave to their death the wretches who are flung out in­to pro­vin­cial vil­lages, as rub­bish is flung out at the road­side.

			“I grew up with the vague im­pres­sion that I was the bear­er of some dis­hon­our. One day the oth­er chil­dren called me ‘bas­tard.’ They did not know the mean­ing of the word, which one of them had heard at home. Neither did I know its mean­ing, but I sensed it.

			“I was, I can hon­estly say, one of the most in­tel­li­gent chil­dren in the school. I should have been an hon­est man, Your Wor­ship, per­haps a re­mark­able man, if my par­ents had not com­mit­ted the crime of abandon­ing me.

			“And it was against me that this crime was com­mit­ted. I was the vic­tim, they were the guilty ones. I was de­fence­less, they were piti­less. They ought to have loved me: they cast me out.

			“I owed my life to them—but is life a gift? Mine, at any rate, was noth­ing but a mis­for­tune. After their shame­ful deser­tion of me, I owed them noth­ing but re­venge. They com­mit­ted against me the most in­hu­man, the most shame­ful, the most mon­strous crime that can be com­mit­ted against a hu­man be­ing.

			“A man in­sul­ted strikes; a man robbed takes back his goods by force. A man de­ceived, tricked, tor­men­ted, kills; a man whose face is slapped, kills; a man dis­hon­oured, kills. I was more griev­ously robbed, de­ceived, tor­men­ted, mor­ally slapped in the face, dis­hon­oured, than all the men whose an­ger you con­done.

			“I have avenged my­self, I have killed. It was my law­ful right. I took their happy lives in ex­change for the hor­rible life which they im­posed on me.

			“You will call it par­ri­cide! Were they my par­ents, those people to whom I was an ab­om­in­able bur­den, a ter­ror, a mark of in­famy; to whom my birth was a calam­ity and my life a threat of shame? They sought their selfish pleas­ure; they brought forth the child they had not coun­ted on. They sup­pressed that child. My turn has come to re­pay them in kind.

			“And yet, even at the el­ev­enth hour, I was pre­pared to love them.

			“It is now two years, as I have already told you, since the man, my fath­er, came to my house for the first time. I sus­pec­ted noth­ing. He ordered two art­icles of fur­niture. I learnt later that he had ob­tained in­form­a­tion from the vil­lage priest, un­der the seal of a secret com­pact.

			“He of­ten came; he gave me work and paid me well. Some­times he even chat­ted with me on vari­ous sub­jects. I felt some af­fec­tion for him.

			“At the be­gin­ning of this year he brought his wife, my moth­er. When she came in she was trem­bling so vi­ol­ently that I thought she was the vic­tim of a nervous dis­order. Then she asked for a chair and a glass of wa­ter. She said noth­ing; she stared at my stock with the ex­pres­sion of a lun­at­ic, and to all the ques­tions he put to her she answered noth­ing but yes and no, quite at ran­dom! When she had gone, I thought her not quite right in the head.

			“She came back the fol­low­ing month. She was calm, mis­tress of her­self. They re­mained talk­ing quite a long time that day, and gave me a big or­der. I saw her again three times without guess­ing any­thing; but one day, lo and be­hold! she began to talk to me about my life, my child­hood, and my par­ents. I answered: ‘My par­ents, ma­dame, were wretches who aban­doned me.’ At that she set her hand to her heart and dropped sense­less. I thought at once: ‘This is my moth­er!’ but was care­ful not to give my­self away. I wanted her to go on com­ing.

			“So I in my turn made in­quir­ies. I learned that they had been mar­ried just the pre­vi­ous Ju­ly, my moth­er hav­ing been only three years a wid­ow. There had been ru­mours enough that they had been lov­ers dur­ing her first hus­band’s life­time, but no proof had been forth­com­ing. I was the proof, the proof they had first hid­den, and hoped ul­ti­mately to des­troy.

			“I waited. She re­appeared one even­ing, ac­com­pan­ied, as al­ways, by my fath­er. She seemed to be in a very agit­ated state that day, I do not know why. Then, just as she was go­ing, she said to me:

			“ ‘I wish you well, be­cause I be­lieve you are an hon­est lad and a good work­er; doubt­less you will be think­ing of get­ting mar­ried some day; I have come to make it pos­sible for you to choose freely any wo­man you prefer. I my­self mar­ried the first time against the de­sires of my heart, and I know how much suf­fer­ing it brings. Now I am rich, child­less, free, mis­tress of my for­tune. Here is your mar­riage por­tion.’

			“She held out to me a large en­vel­ope.

			“I stared fix­edly at her, then said:

			“ ‘Are you my moth­er?’

			“She drew back three paces and hid her eyes in her hand, so that she could see me no more. He, the man, my fath­er, sup­por­ted her in his arms and shouted at me:

			“ ‘You are mad!’

			“ ‘Not at all,’ I replied. ‘I know very well that you are my par­ents. I am not to be de­ceived so eas­ily. Ad­mit it, and I will keep your secret; I will bear no malice, I will re­main what I am now, a join­er.’

			“He re­coiled to­wards the door, still sup­port­ing his wife, who was be­gin­ning to sob. I ran and locked the door, put the key in my pock­et, and con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Look at her, then, and con­tin­ue to deny that she is my moth­er!’

			“At that he lost his self-con­trol and turned very pale, ter­ri­fied by the thought that the scan­dal hitherto avoided might sud­denly come out; that their po­s­i­tion, their good name, their hon­our would be lost at a blow.

			“ ‘You’re a scoun­drel,’ he stammered, ‘try­ing to get money out of us. And yet they tell us to be good to the com­mon people, the louts, to help them and suc­cour them!’

			“My moth­er, be­wildered, was re­peat­ing over and over again:

			“ ‘Let us go. Let us go.’

			“Then, as the door was locked, he ex­claimed:

			“ ‘If you don’t open the door im­me­di­ately, I’ll have you jailed for black­mail and as­sault!’

			“I had kept my self-con­trol; I opened the door, and saw them dis­ap­pear in the dark­ness.

			“At that I felt sud­denly as though I had just been orphaned, aban­doned, cast in­to the gut­ter. A dread­ful sad­ness, mingled with rage, hatred, and dis­gust over­whelmed me. I felt a swollen rush of emo­tion through my whole be­ing, a rising tide of justice, right­eous­ness, hon­our, and spurned af­fec­tion. I set off run­ning in or­der to catch them up on the bank of the Seine, which they must fol­low in or­der to reach Chat­on sta­tion.

			“I over­took them be­fore long. The night be­came pitch-dark. I slunk along on the grass, so that they did not hear me. My moth­er was still cry­ing. My fath­er was say­ing:

			“ ‘It is your own fault. Why did you in­sist on see­ing him? It was mad­ness, in our po­s­i­tion. We might have done him kind­ness by stealth, without show­ing ourselves. See­ing that we could not hope to re­cog­nise him, what was the use of these per­il­ous vis­its?’

			“Then I threw my­self in their path, a sup­pli­ant.

			“ ‘Clearly you are my par­ents,’ I stammered. ‘You have already cast me off once; will you re­ject me second time?’

			“At that, Your Wor­ship, he raised his hand to me, I swear it on my hon­our, on the law, on the State. He struck me, and as I seized him by his coat-col­lar, he drew a re­volver from his pock­et.

			“I saw red, I no longer knew what I did. I had my cal­lipers in my pock­et; I struck him, struck him with all my force.

			“Then the wo­man began to cry: ‘Help! Murder!’ and tore at my beard. Ap­par­ently I killed her too. How can I know what I did at that mo­ment?

			“Then, when I saw them both ly­ing on the ground, I threw them in­to the Seine, without think­ing.

			“That is all. Now judge me.”

			

			The pris­on­er sat down again. After this rev­el­a­tion the tri­al was post­poned un­til the fol­low­ing ses­sion. It will soon come on again. If you and I were the jury, what should we do with this par­ri­cide?

		
	
		
			Pierrot

			Ma­dame Le­Fèvre was a coun­try dame, a wid­ow, one of these half peas­ants, who wear rib­bons and bon­nets with lots of trim­ming, one of those per­sons who clipped her words and put on great airs in pub­lic, con­ceal­ing the soul of a pre­ten­tious an­im­al be­neath a com­ic­al and be­dizened ex­ter­i­or, just as the coun­try-folks hide their coarse red hands in écru silk gloves.

			She had a ser­vant, a good simple peas­ant, called Rose.

			The two wo­men lived in a little house with green shut­ters by the side of the high road in Nor­mandy, in the centre of the coun­try of Caux. As they had a nar­row strip of garden in front of the house, they grew some ve­get­ables.

			One night someone stole twelve onions. As soon as Rose be­came aware of the theft, she ran to tell ma­dame, who came down­stairs in her wool­len pet­ti­coat. It was a shame and a dis­grace! They had robbed her, Ma­dame Le­fèvre! As there were thieves in the coun­try, they might come back.

			And the two frightened wo­men ex­amined the foot—tracks, talk­ing, and sup­pos­ing all sorts of things.

			“See, they went that way! They stepped on the wall, they jumped on to the flower­bed.”

			And they be­came ap­pre­hens­ive for the fu­ture. How could they sleep in peace now!

			The news of the theft spread. The neigh­bours came, mak­ing ex­am­in­a­tions and dis­cuss­ing the mat­ter in their turn, while the two wo­men ex­plained to each new­comer what they had ob­served and their opin­ion.

			A farm­er who lived near said to them:

			“You ought to have a dog.”

			That is true, they ought to have a dog, if it were only to give the alarm. Not a big dog. Heav­ens! what would they do with a big dog? He would eat their heads off. But a little dog, a little puppy who would bark.

			As soon as every­one had left, Ma­dame Le­fèvre dis­cussed this idea of a dog for some time. On re­flec­tion she made a thou­sand ob­jec­tions, ter­ri­fied at the idea of a bowl full of soup, for she be­longed to that race of parsi­mo­ni­ous coun­try wo­men who al­ways carry centimes in their pock­et to give alms in pub­lic to beg­gars on the road and to put in the Sunday col­lec­tion plate.

			Rose, who loved an­im­als, gave her opin­ion and de­fen­ded it shrewdly. So it was de­cided that they should have a dog, a very small dog.

			They began to look for one, but could find noth­ing but big dogs, who would de­vour enough soup to make one shud­der. The gro­cer of Rol­leville had one, a tiny one, but he de­man­ded two francs to cov­er the cost of send­ing it. Ma­dame Le­fèvre de­clared that she would feed a dog but would not buy one.

			The baker, who knew all that oc­curred, brought in his wag­on one morn­ing a strange little yel­low an­im­al, al­most without paws, with the body of a cro­codile, the head of a fox, and a curly tail—a true cock­ade, as big as all the rest of him. Ma­dame Le­fèvre thought this com­mon cur that cost noth­ing was very hand­some. Rose hugged it and asked what its name was.

			“Pier­rot,” replied the baker.

			The dog was in­stalled in an old soap box and they gave it some wa­ter which it drank. They then offered it a piece of bread. He ate it. Ma­dame Le­fèvre, un­easy, had an idea.

			“When he is thor­oughly ac­cus­tomed to the house we can let him run. He can find some­thing to eat, roam­ing about the coun­try.”

			They let him run, in fact, which did not pre­vent him from be­ing fam­ished. Also he nev­er barked ex­cept to beg for food, and then he barked furi­ously. Any­one might come in­to the garden, and Pier­rot would run up and fawn on each one in turn and not ut­ter a bark.

			Ma­dame Le­fèvre, how­ever, had be­come ac­cus­tomed to the an­im­al. She even went so far as to like it and to give it from time to time pieces of bread soaked in the gravy on her plate.

			But she had not once thought of the dog tax, and when they came to col­lect eight francs—eight francs, ma­dame—for this puppy who nev­er even barked, she al­most fain­ted from the shock.

			It was im­me­di­ately de­cided that they must get rid of Pier­rot. No one wanted him. Every­one de­clined to take him for ten leagues around. Then they re­solved, not know­ing what else to do, to make him “piquer du mas.”

			“Piquer du mas” means to eat chalk. When one wants to get rid of a dog they make him “piquer du mas.”

			In the midst of an im­mense plain one sees a kind of hut, or rather a very small roof stand­ing above the ground. This is the en­trance to the clay pit. A big per­pen­dic­u­lar hole is sunk for twenty metres un­der­ground and ends in a series of long sub­ter­ranean tun­nels.

			Once a year they go down in­to the quarry at the time they fer­til­ize the ground. The rest of the year it serves as a cemetery for con­demned dogs, and as one passes by this hole plaint­ive howls, furi­ous or des­pair­ing barks and lam­ent­able ap­peals reach one’s ear.

			Sports­men’s dogs and sheep­dogs flee in ter­ror from this mourn­ful place, and when one leans over it one per­ceives a dis­gust­ing odour of pu­tre­fac­tion.

			Fright­ful dra­mas are en­acted in the dark­ness.

			When an an­im­al has suffered down there for ten or twelve days, nour­ished on the foul re­mains of his pre­de­cessors, an­oth­er an­im­al, lar­ger and more vig­or­ous, is thrown in­to the hole. There they are, alone, starving, with glit­ter­ing eyes. They watch each oth­er, fol­low each oth­er, hes­it­ate in doubt. But hun­ger im­pels them; they at­tack each oth­er, fight des­per­ately for some time, and the stronger eats the weak­er, de­vours him alive.

			When it was de­cided to make Pier­rot “piquer du mas” they looked round for an ex­e­cu­tion­er. The la­bour­er who men­ded the road de­man­ded six sous to take the dog there. That seemed wildly ex­or­bit­ant to Ma­dame Le­fèvre. The neigh­bour’s hired boy wanted five sous; that was still too much. So Rose hav­ing ob­served that they had bet­ter carry it there them­selves, as in that way it would not be bru­tally treated on the way and made to sus­pect its fate, they re­solved to go to­geth­er at twi­light.

			They offered the dog that even­ing a good dish of soup with a piece of but­ter in it. He swal­lowed every morsel of it, and as he wagged his tail with de­light Rose put him in her ap­ron.

			They walked quickly, like thieves, across the plain. They soon per­ceived the chalk pit and walked up to it. Ma­dame Le­fèvre leaned over to hear if any an­im­al was moan­ing. No, there were none there; Pier­rot would be alone. Then Rose, who was cry­ing, kissed the dog and threw him in­to the chalk pit, and they both leaned over, listen­ing.

			First they heard a dull sound, then the sharp, bit­ter, dis­tract­ing cry of an an­im­al in pain, then a suc­ces­sion of little mourn­ful cries, then des­pair­ing ap­peals, the cries of a dog who is en­treat­ing, his head raised to­ward the open­ing of the pit.

			He yelped, oh, how he yelped!

			They were filled with re­morse, with ter­ror, with a wild, in­ex­plic­able fear, and ran away from the spot. As Rose went faster Ma­dame Le­fèvre cried: “Wait for me, Rose, wait for me!”

			At night they were haunted by fright­ful night­mares.

			Ma­dame Le­fèvre dreamed she was sit­ting down at table to eat her soup, but when she un­covered the tur­een Pier­rot was in it. He jumped out and bit her nose.

			She awoke and thought she heard him yelp­ing still. She listened, but she was mis­taken.

			She fell asleep again and found her­self on a high road, an end­less road, which she fol­lowed. Sud­denly in the middle of the road she per­ceived a bas­ket, a large farm­er’s bas­ket, ly­ing there, and this bas­ket frightened her.

			She ended by open­ing it, and Pier­rot, con­cealed in it, seized her hand and would not let go. She ran away in ter­ror with the dog hanging to the end of her arm, which he held between his teeth.

			At day­break she arose, al­most be­side her­self, and ran to the chalk pit.

			He was yelp­ing, yelp­ing still; he had yelped all night. She began to sob and called him by all sorts of en­dear­ing names. He answered her with all the tender in­flec­tions of his dog’s voice.

			Then she wanted to see him again, prom­ising her­self that she would give him a good home till he died.

			She ran to the chalk dig­ger, whose busi­ness it was to ex­cav­ate for chalk, and told him the situ­ation. The man listened, but said noth­ing. When she had fin­ished he said:

			“You want your dog? That will cost four francs.” She gave a jump. All her grief was at an end at once.

			“Four francs!” she said. “The idea of it! Four francs!”

			“Do you sup­pose I am go­ing to bring my ropes, my wind­lass, and set it up, and go down there with my boy and let my­self be bit­ten, per­haps, by your cursed dog for the pleas­ure of giv­ing it back to you? You should not have thrown it down there.”

			She walked away, in­dig­nant. Four francs!

			As soon as she entered the house she called Rose and told her of the quar­ry­man’s charges. Rose, al­ways resigned, re­peated:

			“Four francs! That is a good deal of money, ma­dame.” Then she ad­ded: “If we could throw him some­thing to eat, the poor dog, so he will not die of hun­ger.”

			Ma­dame Le­fèvre ap­proved of this and was quite de­lighted. So they set out again with a big piece of bread and but­ter.

			They cut it in mouth­fuls, which they threw down one after the oth­er, speak­ing by turns to Pier­rot. As soon as the dog fin­ished one piece he yelped for the next.

			They re­turned that even­ing and the next day and every day. But they made only one more trip.

			One morn­ing as they were just let­ting fall the first mouth­ful they sud­denly heard a tre­mend­ous bark­ing in the pit. There were two dogs there. An­oth­er had been thrown in, a large dog.

			“Pier­rot!” cried Rose. And Pier­rot yelped and yelped. Then they began to throw down some food. But each time they no­ticed dis­tinctly a ter­rible struggle go­ing on, then plaint­ive cries from Pier­rot, who had been bit­ten by his com­pan­ion, who ate up everything as he was the stronger.

			It was in vain that they spe­cified, say­ing:

			“That is for you, Pier­rot.” Pier­rot evid­ently got noth­ing.

			The two wo­men, dumb­foun­ded, looked at each oth­er and Ma­dame Le­fèvre said in a sour tone:

			“I could not feed all the dogs they throw in there! We must give it up.”

			And, suf­foc­at­ing at the thought of all the dogs liv­ing at her ex­pense, she went away, even car­ry­ing back what re­mained of the bread, which she ate as she walked along.

			Rose fol­lowed her, wip­ing her eyes on the corner of her blue ap­ron.

		
	
		
			A Norman

			We had just left Rouen, and were go­ing along the road to Ju­mièges at a brisk trot. The light car­riage spun along between the fields, then the horse slowed down to climb the hill of Can­teleu.

			At that point there is one of the most mag­ni­fi­cent views in the world. Be­hind us Rouen, the town of churches, of Goth­ic bel­fries, carved like or­na­ments of ivory; in front, Saint-Sever, the sub­urb of factor­ies, which raises its thou­sand smoking chim­neys to the great sky, op­pos­ite the thou­sand sac­red spires of the old city.

			Here is the steeple of the cathed­ral, the highest of the hu­man monu­ments; and down there the “Fire Pump” of “La Foudre,” its rival, al­most as tall, which over­tops by a metre the highest pyr­am­id of Egypt.

			Be­fore us the un­du­lat­ing Seine winds along, sown with is­lands, bordered on the right by white cliffs, crowned by a forest, and on the left by im­mense level fields, with an­oth­er forest on their edge, far away in the dis­tance.

			From place to place, great ships were anchored along the banks of the wide river. Three enorm­ous steam­ers were go­ing out, one after an­oth­er, to­ward Havre; and a string of boats con­sist­ing of a three mas­ter, two schoon­ers, and a brig, were com­ing up to Rouen, towed by a little tug, which vomited a cloud of black smoke.

			My com­pan­ion, born in the coun­try, did not see this sur­pris­ing land­scape from the same point of view as I. But he smiled con­tinu­ally; he seemed to be laugh­ing to him­self. Sud­denly he ex­claimed: “Ah! you are about to see some­thing funny—the chapel of Fath­er Mat­thew. That is some­thing really good, my boy.”

			I looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. He con­tin­ued:

			“I am go­ing to give you a fla­vour of Nor­mandy that will re­main in your nose. Fath­er Mat­thew is the hand­somest Nor­man in the province and his chapel is one of the won­ders of the world, no more nor less. But I will give you first a few words of ex­plan­a­tion. Fath­er Mat­thew, or ‘Fath­er Booze’ as they also call him, is an old ser­geant-ma­jor, re­turned to his nat­ive vil­lage. He unites, in ad­mir­able pro­por­tions, the per­fect hum­bug of the old sol­dier and the sly malice of the Nor­man. On his re­turn to these parts, thanks to in­nu­mer­able pro­tect­ors and in­cred­ible trick­er­ies, he was made the guard­i­an of a mi­ra­cu­lous chapel, a chapel pro­tec­ted by the Vir­gin, and fre­quen­ted prin­cip­ally by preg­nant girls. He bap­tized the mar­velous statue there as: Notre Dame du Gros-Ventre, and he treats it with a cer­tain mock­ing fa­mili­ar­ity which does not ex­clude re­spect. He has him­self com­posed and had prin­ted a spe­cial pray­er for his Good Vir­gin. This pray­er is a mas­ter­piece of un­in­ten­tion­al irony, of Nor­man wit, where ri­dicule is mixed with fear of the saint, a su­per­sti­tious fear of secret in­flu­ence of some kind. He does not be­lieve much in his pat­ron saint; nev­er­the­less, he be­lieves in her a little and treats her gently as a mat­ter of policy.

			“Here is the be­gin­ning of this ex­traordin­ary pray­er:

			“ ‘Our good Lady, the Vir­gin Mary, nat­ur­al Pat­ron­ess of girl-moth­ers, in this coun­try and in all the earth, pro­tect your ser­vant who has sinned in a mo­ment of for­get­ful­ness.’

			“The sup­plic­a­tion ter­min­ates thus:

			“ ‘Es­pe­cially, do not for­get to speak for me to your sainted Hus­band, and in­ter­cede with God the Fath­er that he may ac­cord me a good hus­band like your own.’

			“This pray­er, for­bid­den by the clergy of the coun­try, is sold by him privately, and is re­garded as help­ful by those who re­peat it with unc­tion. In fact, he speaks of the good Vir­gin as a valet might of his mas­ter, some re­doubt­able prince, know­ing all his little in­tim­ate secrets. He knows a host of amus­ing stor­ies about her which he whis­pers amongst friends after he has been drink­ing.

			“But you must see for your­self.

			“As the rev­en­ue fur­nished by the Pat­ron­ess did not seem suf­fi­cient, he has ad­ded to his chief as­set, the Vir­gin, a little trade in saints. He keeps them all, or nearly all. And, as room was lack­ing in the chapel, he stocked them in the wood­shed, from which he gets them whenev­er the faith­ful ask for them. He has carved these won­der­fully com­ic­al statuettes him­self, out of wood, and painted them all green, a sol­id col­our, one year when they painted his house. You know the saints heal mal­ad­ies, but each has his spe­cialty; and one must not run in­to er­ror or con­fu­sion in these things. They are jeal­ous one of the oth­er, like play-act­ors.

			“So that they may not make any mis­take, the poor old wo­men come and con­sult Mat­thew.

			“ ‘For bad ears, what saint is best?’ they say.

			“ ‘Well, there is Saint Osymus who is good; and there is also Saint Pamphili­us, who is not bad,’ he tells them.

			“That is not all. When Mat­thew has time on his hands, he drinks. But he drinks like an artist, one that is sure of him­self, so much so that he is tipsy reg­u­larly every even­ing. He is tipsy, but he knows it; he knows it so well that he notes each day the ex­act de­gree of his drunk­en­ness. It is his prin­cip­al oc­cu­pa­tion. The chapel comes af­ter­ward.

			“And he has in­ven­ted—listen to this and pre­pare for a sur­prise—he has in­ven­ted the boo­zo­met­er. The in­stru­ment does not yet ex­ist, but Mat­thew’s ob­ser­va­tions are as pre­cise as those of a math­em­atician. You will hear him say con­tinu­ally:

			“ ‘Since Monday, I have not gone above forty-five.’ Or, ‘I was between fifty-two and fifty-eight,’ or ‘I had sixty-six to sev­enty,’ or, per­haps, ‘Ah! con­found it, I be­lieved I was in the fifties, when here I find I was at sev­enty-five!’

			“He nev­er makes a mis­take. He says that he has not yet reached the hun­dredth de­gree, but, as he ad­mits that his ob­ser­va­tions cease to be pre­cise after he has passed ninety, one can­not ab­so­lutely rely upon this state­ment.

			“When Mat­thew re­cog­nizes that he has passed ninety, you may be sure that he is really tipsy. On these oc­ca­sions, his wife, Mélie, an­oth­er mar­vel, works her­self in­to great an­ger. She waits for him at the door when he enters, and shrieks: ‘Here you are, you nasty pig, you drunk­en good-for-noth­ing.’

			“Then Mat­thew, no longer laugh­ing, plants him­self be­fore her, and in severe tone says: ‘Be still, Mélie, this is no time to talk. Wait till to­mor­row.’

			“If she con­tin­ues to vo­ci­fer­ate, he ap­proaches her, and with trem­bling voice says: ‘Shut your jaw; I am in the nineties; I can no longer meas­ure; I am go­ing to hurt someone; take care!’

			“Then Mélie beats a re­treat.

			“If she tries the next day to re­turn to the sub­ject, he laughs in her face and an­swers: ‘Come, come! enough of that; that is all over. So long as I have not reached the hun­dredth de­gree, there is no harm done. But if I pass that, I will al­low you to cor­rect me, I give you my word!’ ”

			We had reached the sum­mit of the hill. The road lay through the won­der­ful forest of Rou­mare. The au­tumn, the mar­velous au­tumn, mixed her gold and purple with the last green leaves, still vivid, as if some drops of sun­light had rained down from the sky in­to the thick­est of the wood.

			We crossed Duc­lair; then, in­stead of con­tinu­ing to­ward Ju­mièges, my friend turned to the left, and, tak­ing a short­cut, struck in­to the wood. And soon, from the sum­mit of a green hill, we dis­covered anew the mag­ni­fi­cent val­ley of the Seine and the tor­tu­ous river it­self, wind­ing along at our feet.

			Upon the right, a little build­ing, with a slate roof and a clock-tower as high as an um­brella, leaned against a pretty house with green shut­ters, all clothed in hon­ey­suckle and roses.

			A loud voice cried out: “Here are some friends!” And Mat­thew ap­peared upon the threshold. He was a man of sixty, thin, wear­ing a poin­ted beard and long, white mus­taches. My com­pan­ion shook hands with him and in­tro­duced me. Mat­thew made us enter a cool, clean kit­chen, which also served as a liv­ing-room.

			“I, sir,” said Mat­thew, “have no dis­tin­guished apart­ment. I like bet­ter not to get too far from the eat­ables. The pots and pans, you see, are com­pany.” Then, turn­ing to­ward my friend, he ad­ded:

			“Why have you come on Thursday? You know well that it is My Lady’s con­sulta­tion day. I can­not go out this af­ter­noon.”

			Then, run­ning to the door, he uttered a ter­rible call: “Mé‑li‑ee!” which must have made the sail­ors raise their heads in the ships go­ing up and down the river, at the bot­tom of the val­ley.

			Mélie did not an­swer.

			Then Mat­thew winked ma­li­ciously: “She is not pleased with me, you see, be­cause yes­ter­day I was up to ninety.”

			My neigh­bour began to laugh. “Ninety, Mat­thew! How was that?”

			Mat­thew answered: “I will tell you. I found last year only twenty rasières of cider apples. There were no more, but in or­der to make good cider these are the best. I made a bar­rel­ful and yes­ter­day I tapped it. As for nec­tar, that is nec­tar; you will say so, too. I had Polyte here. We took a drink and then an­oth­er drink without quench­ing our thirst, for one could drink it till to­mor­row. I drank so much, one drink after an­oth­er, that I felt a cool­ness in my stom­ach. I said to Polyte: ‘If we should take a glass of brandy, now, it would heat us up.’ He con­sen­ted. But brandy, that put a fire in my body, so hot that it was ne­ces­sary to re­turn to the cider. So there it was! From cool­ness to heat and from heat to cool­ness, I per­ceived that I was in the nineties. Polyte was far bey­ond a hun­dred.”

			The door opened. Mélie ap­peared, and im­me­di­ately, be­fore she said “Good day” to us, ex­claimed: “Pigs! You were far bey­ond the hun­dred mark, both of you!”

			Mat­thew was angry, but answered: “Say not so, Mélie, say not so; I have nev­er been bey­ond a hun­dred.”

			They gave us an ex­quis­ite break­fast, be­fore the door un­der two lime-trees, at the side of the little chapel of Notre Dame du Gros-Ventre, with the beau­ti­ful land­scape be­fore us. And Mat­thew re­lated to us, with raillery mingled with credu­lity, some un­likely stor­ies of mir­acles.

			We had drunk much of the ad­or­able cider, pun­gent and sweet, cool and power­ful, which he pre­ferred to all li­quids, and were smoking our pipes, sit­ting astride our chairs, when two good wo­men presen­ted them­selves.

			They were old, dried, and bent. After bow­ing, they asked for Saint Blanc. Mat­thew winked his eye to­ward us, and said:

			“I will go and get him for you.” And he dis­ap­peared in­to his wood­shed.

			He re­mained there five minutes, then re­turned with face filled with con­sterna­tion. Rais­ing his arms, he de­clared:

			“I don’t know at all where he is. I can­not find him. I am sure that I had him!” Then, mak­ing a horn of his hands, he called: “Mélie!”

			From the foot of the garden his wife answered: “What is it?”

			“Where is Saint Blanc? I can’t find him in the shed!”

			Then Mélie threw back this ex­plan­a­tion:

			“Wasn’t it him you took to stop the hole in the rab­bit hutch last week?”

			Mat­thew star­ted. “Good God. Maybe that’s so.”

			Then he said to the two wo­men: “Fol­low me.”

			They fol­lowed. We al­most suf­foc­ated with laughter. In fact, Saint Blanc, stuck in the earth like a com­mon stake, stained with mud and filth, was be­ing used to make one corner of the rab­bit hutch.

			When they per­ceived him, the two good wo­men fell on their knees, crossed them­selves, and began to mur­mur their oremus. Mat­thew hur­ried to them. “Wait,” said he, “you are kneel­ing in the dirt; I will bring you some straw.”

			And he went to find some straw and made them a pray­er cush­ion. Then, see­ing that his saint was muddy, and be­liev­ing, without doubt, that it would be bad for the trade, he ad­ded: “I am go­ing to clean him up a bit.”

			He took a pail of wa­ter and a brush and began to wash the wooden fig­ure vig­or­ously. Mean­time the two old wo­men con­tin­ued to pray.

			When he had fin­ished, he said: “Now it is all right.” And then he brought us back for an­oth­er drink.

			As he raised the glass to his lips, he stopped and said, with an air of em­bar­rass­ment: “Well, in­deed, when I put Saint Blanc in the rab­bit hutch, I was sure he would nev­er earn me an­oth­er penny. For two years there had been no de­mand for him. But the saints, you see, nev­er die.”

			He drank and con­tin­ued:

			“Come, let us have an­oth­er. Amongst friends you must nev­er go less than fifty, and we’re only at thirty-eight.”

		
	
		
			The Pardon

			She had been brought up in one of those fam­il­ies who live shut up in them­selves, and seem to be re­mote from everything. They pay no at­ten­tion to polit­ic­al events, al­though they chat about them at table, and changes in gov­ern­ment seem so far, so very far away that they are spoken of only as a mat­ter of his­tory—like the death of Louis XVI, or the land­ing of Na­po­leon.

			Cus­toms change, fash­ions suc­ceed each oth­er, but this is hardly per­cept­ible in the fam­ily where old tra­di­tions are al­ways fol­lowed. And if some im­possible story arises in the neigh­bour­hood, the scan­dal of it dies at the threshold of this house.

			The fath­er and moth­er, alone in the even­ing, some­times ex­change a few words on such a sub­ject, but in an un­der­tone, as if the walls had ears.

			With great dis­cre­tion, the fath­er says: “Do you know about this ter­rible af­fair in the Rivoil fam­ily?”

			And the moth­er replies: “Who would have be­lieved it? It is fright­ful!”

			The chil­dren have no sus­pi­cion of any­thing, but come to the age of liv­ing, in their turn, with a band­age over their eyes and minds, without ever sus­pect­ing any oth­er kind of ex­ist­ence, without know­ing that one does not al­ways think as one speaks, nor speak as one acts, without know­ing that it is ne­ces­sary to live at war with the world, or at least in armed peace, without sur­mising that the in­genu­ous are fre­quently de­ceived, the sin­cere trifled with, and the good wronged.

			Some go on un­til death in this blind­ness of prob­ity, loy­alty, and hon­our; so up­right that noth­ing can open their eyes. Oth­ers, un­de­ceived, without real­iz­ing why, are weighed down with des­pair, and die be­liev­ing that they are the pup­pets of ex­cep­tion­al fate, the miser­able vic­tims of un­lucky cir­cum­stance or par­tic­u­larly bad men.

			The Sav­ign­ols mar­ried their daugh­ter Berthe when she was eight­een. Her hus­band was a young man from Par­is, Georges Bar­on, whose busi­ness was on the Stock Ex­change. He was an at­tract­ive youth, with a smooth tongue, and he ob­served all the out­ward pro­pri­et­ies ne­ces­sary. But at the bot­tom of his heart he sneered a little at his guile­less par­ents-in-law, call­ing them, among his friends, “My dear fossils.”

			He be­longed to a good fam­ily, and the young girl was rich. He took her to live in Par­is.

			She be­came one of the nu­mer­ous race of pro­vin­cials in Par­is. She re­mained ig­nor­ant of the great city, of its el­eg­ant people, of its pleas­ures and its cus­toms, as she had al­ways been ig­nor­ant of the per­fidy and mys­tery of life.

			Shut up in her own house­hold, she only knew the street she lived in, and when she ven­tured in­to an­oth­er quarter, it seemed to her that she had jour­neyed far, in­to an un­known, strange city. She would say in the even­ing:

			“I crossed the boulevards today.”

			Two or three times a year, her hus­band took her to the theatre. These were great events not to be for­got­ten, which she re­called con­tinu­ally.

			Some­times at table, three months af­ter­wards, she would sud­denly burst out laugh­ing and ex­claim:

			“Do you re­mem­ber that ri­dicu­lous act­or who im­it­ated the cock’s crow­ing?”

			All her in­terests were lim­ited to two al­lied fam­il­ies, who rep­res­en­ted the whole of hu­man­ity to her. She des­ig­nated them by the dis­tin­guish­ing pre­fix “the,” call­ing them re­spect­ively “the Mar­tin­ets,” or “the Mich­elints.”

			Her hus­band lived ac­cord­ing to his fancy, com­ing home at whatever hour he wished, some­times at day­break, pre­tend­ing busi­ness, and feel­ing in no way con­strained, so sure was he that no sus­pi­cion would ruffle this can­did soul.

			But one morn­ing she re­ceived an an­onym­ous let­ter. She was dis­mayed, be­ing too up­right to un­der­stand the in­fam­ous ac­cus­a­tions, to scorn this let­ter, whose au­thor de­clared him­self to be moved by in­terest in her hap­pi­ness, by hatred of all evil and love of truth.

			But it re­vealed to her that her hus­band had had a mis­tress for two years, a young wid­ow, Mme. Ros­set, at whose house he spent all his even­ings.

			She knew neither how to pre­tend nor to dis­sim­u­late, to spy or to plan any sort of ruse. When he re­turned for lunch­eon, she threw him the let­ter, sob­bing, and then fled from the room.

			He had time to un­der­stand the mat­ter and pre­pare his an­swer be­fore he rapped at his wife’s door. She opened it im­me­di­ately, without look­ing at him. He smiled, sat down, and drew her to his knee. In a sweet voice, and a little joc­osely, he said:

			“My dear little one, Mme. Ros­set is a friend of mine. I have known her for ten years and like her very much. I may add that I know twenty oth­er fam­il­ies of whom I have not spoken to you, know­ing that you care noth­ing for the world or for form­ing new friend­ships. But in or­der to end, once for all, these in­fam­ous lies, I will ask you to dress your­self, after lunch­eon, and we will go to pay a vis­it to this young lady, who will be­come your friend at once, I am sure.”

			She em­braced her hus­band eagerly; and, from fem­in­ine curi­os­ity, which nev­er sleeps once it has been aroused, she did not re­fuse to go to see this un­known wo­man, of whom, in spite of everything, she was still sus­pi­cious. She felt by in­stinct that a known danger is soon­er over­come.

			They were ushered in­to a pretty little apart­ment on the fourth floor of a hand­some house, full of bric-a-brac and artist­ic­ally dec­or­ated. After about five minutes’ wait­ing, in a draw­ing room where the light was dimmed by draper­ies, hangings, and cur­tains taste­fully ar­ranged, a door opened and a young wo­man ap­peared. She was very dark, small, rather plump, and looked as­ton­ished, al­though she smiled. Georges presen­ted them. “My wife, Ma­dame Ju­lie Ros­set.”

			The young wid­ow uttered a little cry of as­ton­ish­ment and joy, and came for­ward with both hands ex­ten­ded. She had not hoped for this hap­pi­ness, she said, know­ing that Ma­dame Bar­on saw no one. But she was so happy! She was so fond of Georges! (She said “Georges” quite nat­ur­ally, with sis­terly fa­mili­ar­ity.) And she had had a great de­sire to know his young wife, and to love her, too.

			At the end of a month these two friends were nev­er apart from each oth­er. They met every day, of­ten twice a day, and nearly al­ways dined to­geth­er, either at one house or at the oth­er. Georges scarcely ever went out now, no longer al­leging busi­ness en­gage­ments, but he said he loved his own chim­ney corner.

			And when fi­nally an apart­ment was va­cant in the house where Ma­dame Ros­set resided, Ma­dame Bar­on hastened to take it in or­der to be near­er her new friend.

			Dur­ing two whole years there was a friend­ship between them without a cloud, a friend­ship of heart and soul, ab­so­lute, tender, de­voted, and de­light­ful. Berthe could not speak without men­tion­ing Ju­lie’s name, for to her Ju­lie rep­res­en­ted per­fec­tion. She was happy with a per­fect hap­pi­ness, calm and se­cure.

			But Ma­dame Ros­set fell ill. Berthe nev­er left her. She passed nights of des­pair; her hus­band, too, was broken­hearted.

			One morn­ing, on com­ing out from his vis­it the doc­tor took Georges and his wife aside, and an­nounced that he found the con­di­tion of their friend very grave.

			When he had gone out, the young people, stricken down, looked at each oth­er and then began to weep. They both watched at night by the bed­side. Every mo­ment Berthe would em­brace the sick wo­man ten­derly, while Georges, stand­ing si­lently at the foot of her couch, would look at them with dogged per­sist­ence. The next day she was worse.

			Fi­nally, to­ward even­ing, she de­clared her­self bet­ter, and per­suaded her friends to go home to din­ner.

			They were sit­ting sadly at table, scarcely eat­ing any­thing, when the maid brought Georges an en­vel­ope. He opened it, turned pale, and rising, said to his wife, in a con­strained way: “Ex­cuse me, I must leave you for a mo­ment. I will re­turn in ten minutes. Please don’t go out.” And he ran in­to his room for his hat.

			Berthe waited, tor­tured by a new fear. But, yield­ing in all things, she would not go up to her friend’s room again un­til he had re­turned.

			As he did not re­appear, the thought came to her to look in his room to see wheth­er he had taken his gloves, which would show wheth­er he had really gone some­where.

			She saw them there, at first glance. Near them lay a crumpled pa­per, where he had thrown it.

			She re­cog­nized it im­me­di­ately; it was the one that had just been giv­en to Georges.

			And a burn­ing tempta­tion took pos­ses­sion of her, the first of her life, to read—to know. Her con­science struggled in re­volt, but the itch of an ex­acer­bated and cruel curi­os­ity im­pelled her hand. She seized the pa­per, opened it, re­cog­nized at once the hand­writ­ing as that of Ju­lie, a trem­bling hand, writ­ten in pen­cil. She read:

			
				“Come alone and em­brace me, my poor dear; I am go­ing to die.”

			

			She could not un­der­stand it all at once, but stood stu­pefied, struck es­pe­cially by the thought of death. Then, sud­denly, the fa­mili­ar­ity of it seized upon her mind. This came like a great light, il­lu­min­at­ing her whole life, show­ing her the in­fam­ous truth, all their treach­ery, all their per­fidy. She saw now their pro­longed cun­ning, their sly looks, her good faith ab­used, her con­fid­ence de­ceived. She saw them look­ing in­to each oth­er’s face, un­der the shade of her lamp in the even­ing, read­ing from the same book, ex­chan­ging glances at the end of the pages.

			And her heart, stirred with in­dig­na­tion, bruised with suf­fer­ing, sank in­to an abyss of des­pair that had no bound­ar­ies.

			When she heard steps, she fled and shut her­self in her room.

			Her hus­band called her: “Come quickly, Ma­dame Ros­set is dy­ing!”

			Berthe ap­peared at her door and said with trem­bling lip:

			“Go alone to her; she has no need of me.”

			He looked at her wildly, dazed with grief, and re­peated:

			“Quick, quick! She is dy­ing!”

			Berthe answered: “You would prefer if it were I.”

			Then he un­der­stood, prob­ably, and left her to her­self, go­ing up again to the dy­ing wo­man.

			There he wept without fear, or shame, in­dif­fer­ent to the grief of his wife, who would no longer speak to him, nor look at him, but who lived shut in with her dis­gust and angry re­volt, pray­ing to God morn­ing and even­ing.

			They lived to­geth­er, nev­er­the­less, eat­ing to­geth­er face to face, mute and hope­less.

			After a time, he re­covered his calm, but she would not par­don him. And so life con­tin­ued hard for them both.

			For a whole year they lived thus, strangers one to the oth­er. Berthe al­most be­came mad.

			Then one morn­ing, hav­ing set out at dawn, she re­turned about eight o’clock, car­ry­ing in both hands an enorm­ous bou­quet of roses, of white roses, all white.

			She sent word to her hus­band that she would like to speak to him. He came in dis­turbed, troubled.

			“Let us go out to­geth­er,” she said to him. “Take these flowers, they are too heavy for me.”

			He took the bou­quet and fol­lowed his wife. A car­riage awaited them, which star­ted as soon as they were seated.

			It stopped be­fore the gate of a cemetery. Then Berthe, her eyes full of tears, said to Georges: “Take me to her grave.”

			He trembled, without know­ing why, but walked on in front, hold­ing the flowers in his arms. Fi­nally he stopped be­fore a shaft of white marble and poin­ted to it without a word.

			She took the bou­quet from him, and, kneel­ing, placed it at the foot of the grave. Then she sank in­to an un­fa­mil­i­ar pray­er of sup­plic­a­tion.

			Her hus­band stood be­hind her, weep­ing, haunted by memor­ies.

			She arose and put out her hands to him.

			“If you wish, we will be friends,” she said.

		
	
		
			The Relic

			To the Ab­bé Louis d’En­nemare, at Sois­sons.

			My Dear Ab­bé:

			“My mar­riage with your cous­in is broken off in the stu­pid­est man­ner, on ac­count of a stu­pid trick which I al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily played my in­ten­ded, in my em­bar­rass­ment, and I turn to you, my old schoolfel­low, for you may be able to help me out of the dif­fi­culty. If you can, I shall be grate­ful to you un­til I die.

			“You know Gil­berte, or rather you think you know her, for do we ever un­der­stand wo­men? All their opin­ions, their ideas, their creeds, are a sur­prise to us. They are all full of twists and turns, of the un­fore­seen, of un­in­tel­li­gible ar­gu­ments, or de­fect­ive lo­gic and of ob­stin­ate ideas, which seem fi­nal, but which they al­ter be­cause a little bird came and perched on the win­dow ledge.

			“I need not tell you that your cous­in is very re­li­gious, as she was brought up by the White or Black Sis­ters at Nancy. You know that bet­ter than I do, but what you per­haps do not know, is, that she is just as ex­cit­able about oth­er mat­ters as she is about re­li­gion. Her head flies away, just like a leaf be­ing whirled away by the wind; and she is a wo­man, or rather a girl, more so than many are, for she is moved, or made angry in a mo­ment, start­ing off at a gal­lop after af­fec­tion, just as she does after hatred, and re­turn­ing in the same man­ner; and she is as pretty … as you know, and more charm­ing than I can say … and in a way you can nev­er know.

			“Well, we be­came en­gaged, and I ad­ored her, as I ad­ore her still, and she ap­peared to love me.

			“One even­ing, I re­ceived a tele­gram sum­mon­ing me to Co­logne for a con­sulta­tion, which might be fol­lowed by a ser­i­ous and dif­fi­cult op­er­a­tion, and as I had to start the next morn­ing, I went to wish Gil­berte good­bye, and tell her why I could not dine with them on Wed­nes­day, but on Fri­day, the day of my re­turn. Ah! Take care of Fri­days, for I as­sure you they are un­lucky!

			“When I spoke of go­ing away, I saw that her eyes filled with tears, but when I said I should be back very soon, she clapped her hands, and said:

			“ ‘I am very glad you are go­ing, then! You must bring me back some­thing; a mere trifle, just a souven­ir, but a souven­ir that you have chosen for me. You must find out what I should like best, do you hear? And then I shall see wheth­er you have any ima­gin­a­tion.’

			“She thought for a few mo­ments, and then ad­ded:

			“ ‘I for­bid you to spend more than twenty francs on it. I want it for the in­ten­tion, and for the re­mem­brance of your pen­et­ra­tion, and not for its in­trins­ic value.’

			“And then, after an­oth­er mo­ment’s si­lence she said, in low voice, and with down­cast eyes:

			“ ‘If it costs you noth­ing in money, and if it is some­thing very in­geni­ous and pretty, I will … I will kiss you.’

			“The next day, I was in Co­logne. It was the case of a ter­rible ac­ci­dent, which had thrown a whole fam­ily in­to des­pair, and a dif­fi­cult am­pu­ta­tion was ne­ces­sary. They put me up; I might say, they al­most locked me up, and I saw nobody but people in tears, who al­most deafened me with their lam­en­taions; I op­er­ated on a dy­ing man who nearly died un­der my hands, and with whom I re­mained two nights, and then, when I saw that there was a chance for his re­cov­ery, I drove to the sta­tion. I had, how­ever, made a mis­take in the trains, and I had an hour to wait, and so I wandered about the streets, still think­ing of my poor pa­tient, when a man ac­cos­ted me. I do not know Ger­man, and he was totally ig­nor­ant of French, but at last I made out that he was of­fer­ing me some rel­ics. I thought of Gil­berte, for I knew her fan­at­ic­al de­vo­tion, and here was my present ready to hand, so I fol­lowed the man in­to a shop where re­li­gious ob­jects were for sale, and I bought a small piece of a bone of one of the el­ev­en thou­sand vir­gins.

			“The pre­ten­ded rel­ic was en­closed in a charm­ing, old sil­ver box, and that de­term­ined my choice, and put­ting my pur­chase in­to my pock­et, I went to the rail­way sta­tion, and so to Par­is.

			“As soon as I got home, I wished to ex­am­ine my pur­chase again, and on tak­ing hold of it, I found that the box was open, and the rel­ic lost! It was no good to hunt in my pock­et, and to turn it in­side out; the small bit of bone, which was no big­ger than half a pin, had dis­ap­peared.

			“You know, my dear little Ab­bé, that my faith is not very great, but, as my friend, you are mag­nan­im­ous enough to put up with my in­dif­fer­ence, and to leave me alone, and to wait for the fu­ture, so you say. But I ab­so­lutely dis­be­lieve in the rel­ics of second­hand deal­ers in piety, and you share my doubts in that re­spect. There­fore, the loss of that bit of sheep’s car­cass did not grieve me, and I eas­ily pro­cured a sim­il­ar frag­ment, which I care­fully fastened in­side my jew­el, and then I went to see my in­ten­ded.

			“As soon as she saw me, she ran up to me, smil­ing and anxious, and said to me:

			“ ‘What have you brought me?’

			“I pre­ten­ded to have for­got­ten, but she did not be­lieve me, and I made her beg me, and be­seech me, even. But when I saw that she was de­voured by curi­os­ity, I gave her the sac­red sil­ver box. She ap­peared over­joyed.

			“ ‘A rel­ic! Oh! A rel­ic!’

			“And she kissed the box pas­sion­ately, so that I was ashamed of my de­cep­tion. She was not quite sat­is­fied, how­ever, and her un­eas­i­ness soon turned to ter­rible fear, and look­ing straight in­to my eyes, she said:

			“ ‘Are you sure that it is au­then­t­ic?’

			“ ‘Ab­so­lutely cer­tain.’

			“ ‘How can you be so cer­tain?’

			“I was caught, for to say that I had bought it through a man in the streets, would be my de­struc­tion. What was I to say? A wild idea struck me, and I said, in a low, mys­ter­i­ous voice:

			“ ‘I stole it for you.’

			“She looked at me with as­ton­ish­ment and de­light in her large eyes.

			“ ‘Oh! You stole it? Where?’

			“ ‘In the cathed­ral; in the very shrine of the El­ev­en Thou­sand Vir­gins.’

			“Her heart beat with pleas­ure, and she mur­mured:

			“ ‘Oh! Did you really do that … for me? Tell me … all about it!’

			“There was no es­cape, I could not go back. I made up a fanci­ful story, with pre­cise de­tails. I had giv­en the cus­todi­an of the build­ing a hun­dred francs to be al­lowed to go about the build­ing by my­self; the shrine was be­ing re­paired, but I happened to be there just when the work­men and clergy were at lunch; by re­mov­ing a small pan­el, I had been en­abled to seize a small piece of bone (oh! so small), among a quant­ity of oth­ers (I said a quant­ity, as I thought of the amount that the re­mains of the skel­et­ons of el­ev­en thou­sand vir­gins must pro­duce). Then I went to a gold­smith’s and bought a cas­ket worthy of the rel­ic; and I was not sorry to let her know that the sil­ver box cost me five hun­dred francs.

			“But she did not think of that; she listened to me, trem­bling; in an ec­stasy, and whis­per­ing:

			“ ‘How I love you!’ she threw her­self in­to my arms.

			“Just note this: I had com­mit­ted sac­ri­lege for her sake. I had com­mit­ted a theft; I had vi­ol­ated a shrine; vi­ol­ated and stolen holy rel­ics, and for that she ad­ored me, thought me lov­ing, tender, di­vine. Such is wo­man, my dear Ab­bé.

			“For two months I was the best of fiancés. In her room, she had made a kind of mag­ni­fi­cent chapel in which to keep this bit of mut­ton chop, which, as she thought, had made me com­mit that love-crime, and she worked up her re­li­gious en­thu­si­asm in front of it every morn­ing and even­ing. I had asked her to keep the mat­ter secret, for fear, as I said, that I might be ar­res­ted, con­demned and giv­en over to Ger­many, and she kept her prom­ise.

			“Well, at the be­gin­ning of the sum­mer, she was seized with an ir­res­ist­ible wish to see the scene of my ex­ploit, and she begged her fath­er so per­sist­ently (without telling him her secret reas­on), that he took her to Co­logne, but without telling me of their trip, ac­cord­ing to his daugh­ter’s wish.

			“I need not tell you that I had not seen the in­teri­or of the cathed­ral. I do not know where the tomb (if there be a tomb) of the El­ev­en Thou­sand Vir­gins is, and then, it ap­pears that it is un­ap­proach­able, alas!

			“A week af­ter­wards, I re­ceived ten lines, break­ing off our en­gage­ment, and then an ex­plan­at­ory let­ter from her fath­er, whom she had, some­what late, taken in­to her con­fid­ence.

			“At the sight of the shrine, she had sud­denly seen through my trick­ery and my lie, and had also found out that I was in­no­cent of any oth­er crime. Hav­ing asked the keep­er of the rel­ics wheth­er any rob­bery had been com­mit­ted, the man began to laugh, and poin­ted out to them how im­possible such a crime was, but from the mo­ment I had not burgled a sac­red edi­fice, and plunged my pro­fane hand in­to ven­er­able rel­ics, I was no longer worthy of my fair-haired and del­ic­ate be­trothed.

			“I was for­bid­den the house; I begged and prayed in vain, noth­ing could move the fair de­votee, and I grew ill from grief. Well, last week, her cous­in, Ma­dame d’Ar­ville, who is yours also, sent word to me that she should like to see me, and when I called, she told me on what con­di­tions I might ob­tain my par­don, and here they are. I must bring her a rel­ic, a real, au­then­t­ic rel­ic, cer­ti­fied to be such by Our Holy Fath­er, the Pope, of some vir­gin and mar­tyr, and I am go­ing mad with worry and trouble.

			“I will go to Rome, if need­ful, but I can­not call on the Pope un­ex­pec­tedly, and tell him my stu­pid ad­ven­ture; and, be­sides, I doubt wheth­er they let private in­di­vidu­als have rel­ics. Could not you give me an in­tro­duc­tion to some car­din­al, or only to some French pre­l­ate, who pos­sesses some re­mains of a fe­male saint? Or per­haps you may have the pre­cious ob­ject she wants in your col­lec­tion?

			“Help me out of my dif­fi­culty, my dear Ab­bé, and I prom­ise you that I will be con­ver­ted ten years soon­er than I oth­er­wise should be!

			“Ma­dame d’Ar­ville, who takes the mat­ter ser­i­ously, said to me the oth­er day:

			“ ‘Poor Gil­berte will nev­er marry.’

			“My dear old schoolfel­low, will you al­low your cous­in to die the vic­tim of stu­pid de­cep­tion on my part? Pray pre­vent her from be­ing the el­ev­enth thou­sand and one vir­gin.

			“Par­don me, I am un­worthy, but I em­brace you, and love you with all my heart.

			
				“Your old friend,

				“Henri Font­al.”

			
		
	
		
			In the Moonlight

			The Ab­bé Marig­nan well de­served to be named after that fam­ous battle. He was a tall, thin, fan­at­ic­al priest, al­ways in a state of ex­al­ta­tion, but nev­er un­just. All his be­liefs were fixed, and they nev­er wavered. He sin­cerely be­lieved that he un­der­stood God, that he pen­et­rated His designs, His wishes, His in­ten­tions.

			As he walked up and down the garden path of his little coun­try pres­by­tery a ques­tion some­times arose in his mind: “Why did God do that?” Then, ima­gin­ing him­self in God’s place, he searched ob­stin­ately, and he nearly al­ways found the reas­on. He was not the man to mur­mur in trans­ports of pi­ous hu­mil­ity, “O Lord, thy designs are in­scrut­able!” What he said was: “I am the ser­vant of God; I ought to know the reas­on for what he does, or to di­vine it if I do not.”

			Everything in nature seemed to him cre­ated with an ab­so­lute and ad­mir­able lo­gic. The “why” and the “where­fore” al­ways bal­anced. The dawns were made to re­joice you on wak­ing, the days to ripen the har­vests, the rains to wa­ter them, the even­ings to pre­pare for sleep­ing, and the nights dark for sleep.

			The four sea­sons answered per­fectly all the re­quire­ments of ag­ri­cul­ture; and to him the sus­pi­cion could nev­er have come that nature has no in­ten­tion, and that everything that lives has ac­cus­tomed it­self, on the con­trary, to the harsh ne­ces­sit­ies of dif­fer­ent peri­ods, of cli­mates, and of mat­ter.

			But he hated wo­men; he hated them un­con­sciously, and des­pised them by in­stinct. He of­ten re­peated the words of Christ, “Wo­man, what have I to do with thee?” and he would add, “One would al­most say that God him­self was ill-pleased with that par­tic­u­lar work of his hands.” Wo­man for him was in­deed the “child twelve times im­pure” of whom the poet speaks. She was the temp­tress who had en­snared the first man, and who still con­tin­ued her dam­nable work; she was the be­ing who is feeble, dan­ger­ous, mys­ter­i­ously dis­turb­ing. And even more than her fatal body, he hated her lov­ing soul.

			He had of­ten felt wo­men’s ten­der­ness dwell in him, and though he knew him­self to be un­as­sail­able, he grew ex­as­per­ated at this need of lov­ing which quivers con­tinu­ally in their hearts.

			To his mind, God had only cre­ated wo­man to tempt man and to test him. Man should not ap­proach her without de­fens­ive pre­cau­tions, and such fears as one has of an am­bush. Wo­man, in­deed, was just like a trap, with her arms ex­ten­ded and her lips open to­ward a man.

			He had tol­er­a­tion only for nuns, rendered harm­less by their vows, but he treated them harshly not­with­stand­ing, be­cause, ever at the bot­tom of their locked hearts, their chastened hearts, he per­ceived the etern­al ten­der­ness that con­stantly went out even to him, al­though he was a priest. He felt that ten­der­ness in their eyes more filled with the ec­stas­ies of piety than those of the monks, in their ec­stas­ies touched with sex, in their lov­ing yearn­ing for Christ, which made him in­dig­nant, be­cause it was wo­man’s love, car­nal love. He felt that ac­cursed ten­der­ness even in their sub­missive­ness, in the soft­ness of their voices as they spoke to him, in their down­cast eyes, and in their tears of resig­na­tion when he harshly re­proved them. And he would shake the skirts of his cas­sock on com­ing out of a con­vent, and would stride off rap­idly, as if in flight from danger.

			He had a niece who lived with her moth­er in a little house near by. He was bent on mak­ing her a sis­ter of char­ity. She was pretty and hareb­rained, and a great tease. When the ab­bé ser­mon­ized, she laughed; when he was angry at her, she kissed him vehe­mently, press­ing him to her heart, while he would seek in­vol­un­tar­ily to free him­self from her em­brace, though it made him taste a cer­tain sweet joy, awak­ing deep with­in him that sen­sa­tion of fath­er­hood which slum­bers in every man.

			Of­ten he talked to her of God, of his God, walk­ing be­side her along the foot­paths through the fields. She hardly listened, but looked at the sky, the grass, the flowers, with a joy of liv­ing which could be seen in her eyes. Some­times she rushed for­ward to catch some fly­ing creature, and, bring­ing it back, would cry: “Look, uncle, how pretty it is; I should like to kiss it.” And this de­sire to “kiss flies” or bunches of lilac, wor­ried, ir­rit­ated, and re­vol­ted the priest, who saw, also in that, the in­erad­ic­able ten­der­ness which ever springs in the hearts of wo­men.

			One day the sac­ristan’s wife, who kept house for the Ab­bé Marig­nan, told him, very cau­tiously, that his niece had a lov­er!

			He ex­per­i­enced a dread­ful emo­tion, and stood chok­ing, with the soap all over his face, for he was shav­ing.

			When he found him­self able to think and speak once more, he cried: “It is not true; you are ly­ing, Mélanie!”

			But the peas­ant wo­man placed her hand on her heart: “May our Lord judge me if I am ly­ing, Mon­sieur le Curé. I tell you she goes to him every even­ing as soon as your sis­ter is in bed. They meet each oth­er be­side the river. You have only to go there between ten o’clock and mid­night, and see for your­self.”

			He ceased scrap­ing his chin and began to pace the room rap­idly, as he al­ways did in his hours of ser­i­ous med­it­a­tion. When he tried to be­gin his shav­ing again, he cut him­self three times from nose to ear.

			All day long, he re­mained si­lent, filled with in­dig­na­tion and rage. To his priestly zeal against the mighty power of love was ad­ded the mor­al in­dig­na­tion of a fath­er, of a teach­er, of a keep­er of souls, who has been de­ceived, robbed, out­wit­ted by a child. He felt the egot­ist­ic­al sor­row that par­ents feel when their daugh­ter an­nounces that she has chosen a hus­band without them and in spite of their ad­vice.

			After his din­ner, he tried to read a little, but he could not at­tune him­self to it; and he grew more and more ex­as­per­ated. When it struck ten, he took his walk­ing-stick, a for­mid­able oaken club which he al­ways car­ried when he had to go out at night to vis­it the sick. Smil­ingly he re­garded the enorm­ous cudgel, hold­ing it in his strong, coun­try­man’s fist and cut­ting threat­en­ing circles with it in the air. Then, sud­denly, he raised it, and grind­ing his teeth, he brought it down upon a chair, the back of which split in two, and fell to the ground.

			He opened his door to go out; but he stopped upon the threshold, sur­prised by such a splen­did moon­light as one sel­dom sees.

			En­dowed as he was with an ex­al­ted spir­it, such a spir­it as must have be­longed to those dream­er-po­ets, the Fath­ers of the Church, he felt him­self sud­denly softened and moved by the grand and se­rene beauty of the pale night.

			In his little garden, bathed in the soft bril­liance, his fruit-trees, all in a row, were out­lining upon the walk the shad­ows of their slender wooden limbs scarcely clothed with green; while the gi­ant hon­ey­suckle climb­ing up the wall of the house ex­haled de­li­cious breaths as sweet as sug­ar, which hovered through the warm, clear night like a per­fumed soul.

			He began to breathe deep, drink­ing in the air as drunk­ards drink their wine, and he walked slowly, de­lighted, sur­prised, al­most for­get­ting his niece.

			As he stepped in­to the open coun­try he stopped to con­tem­plate the whole plain, in­und­ated by this caress­ing ra­di­ance, and drowned in the tender and lan­guish­ing charm of the se­rene night. In chor­us the frogs threw in­to the air their short, metal­lic notes, and to the se­duc­tion of the moon­light, dis­tant night­in­gales ad­ded that fit­ful mu­sic of theirs which brings no thoughts but dreams, that light and vi­brant mu­sic which seems at­tuned to kisses.

			The ab­bé con­tin­ued his walk, his cour­age fail­ing, he knew not why. He felt, as it were, en­feebled, and sud­denly ex­hausted; he had a great de­sire to sit down, to stop there and con­tem­plate and ad­mire God in all His works.

			Be­low him, fol­low­ing the twists of the little river, wound a great line of pop­lars. Around and above the banks, wrap­ping all the tor­tu­ous wa­ter­course in a kind of light, trans­par­ent wad­ding, hung sus­pen­ded a fine mist, a white va­pour, which the moon-rays crossed, and silvered, and caused to gleam.

			The priest paused again, pen­et­rated to the depths of his soul by a strong and grow­ing emo­tion. And a doubt, a vague un­eas­i­ness, seized on him; he felt that one of those ques­tions he some­times put to him­self was now arising with­in him.

			Why had God done this? Since the night is destined for sleep, for un­con­scious­ness, for re­pose, for for­get­ful­ness of everything, why, then, make it more charm­ing than the day, sweeter than dawns and sun­sets? And this slow, se­duct­ive star, more po­et­ic­al than the sun, and so dis­creet that it seems de­signed to light up things too del­ic­ate, too mys­ter­i­ous, for the great lu­minary—why had it come to bright­en all the shades?

			Why did not the sweetest of all song­sters go to rest like the oth­ers? Why set him­self to singing in the dis­turb­ing shad­ows? Why this half-veil over the world? Why these quiv­er­ings of the heart, this emo­tion of the soul, this lan­guor of the body? Why this dis­play of se­duc­tions which man­kind nev­er sees, since men are asleep in their beds? For whom was this sub­lime spec­tacle in­ten­ded, this flood of po­etry poured from heav­en to earth? The ab­bé did not un­der­stand it at all.

			But then, down there along the edge of the pas­ture ap­peared two shad­ows walk­ing side by side un­der the arched roof of the trees all soaked in glit­ter­ing mist.

			The man was the taller, and had his arm about his sweet­heart’s neck; from time to time he kissed her on the fore­head. They sud­denly an­im­ated the life­less land­scape, which en­vel­oped them like a di­vine frame made ex­pressly for them. They seemed, these two, a single be­ing, the be­ing for whom this calm and si­lent night was destined; and they ap­proached the priest like a liv­ing an­swer, the an­swer vouch­safed by his Mas­ter to his ques­tion.

			He stood stock-still, over­whelmed, and with a beat­ing heart. He fan­cied he was wit­ness­ing some Bible story, such as the loves of Ruth and Boaz, the ac­com­plish­ment of the will of the Lord in one of those great scenes talked of in holy writ. Through his head ran the verses of the Song of Songs, the ar­dent cries, the calls of the body, all the pas­sion­ate po­etry of that poem burn­ing with ten­der­ness and love. And he said to him­self, “God per­haps has made such nights as this to clothe with ideals the loves of men.”

			He with­drew be­fore the em­bra­cing couple, who went on arm in arm. And yet it was his niece; and now he wondered if he would not dis­obey the Lord. For does not God per­mit love, since He sur­rounds it vis­ibly with splend­our such as this?

			And he fled, in dis­trac­tion, al­most ashamed, as if he had pen­et­rated in­to a temple where he had no right to enter.

		
	
		
			Fear

			We went on deck after din­ner. There was not a ripple on the whole Medi­ter­ranean, whose smooth sur­face shone like sil­ver un­der the great moon. The big steam­er glided along, throw­ing up a curl­ing column of thick black smoke to­ward the starlit sky and in our wake the white wa­ter churned up by the screw and the rap­id move­ment of the huge ship, foamed and twis­ted, gleam­ing with such phos­phor­us as though it were noth­ing but bub­bling moon­light.

			Our party con­sisted of six or eight men, all of whom were gaz­ing ad­mir­ingly and in rapt si­lence at the dis­tant shores of Africa, whith­er we were bound. The cap­tain, who was smoking an after-din­ner ci­gar with us, sud­denly took up the con­ver­sa­tion where it had been left off dur­ing din­ner.

			“Yes,” he said, “that day I was badly frightened. My ship stayed on the rocks six hours beaten by the sea. Luck­ily, we were picked up to­ward even­ing by an Eng­lish col­li­er that saw our plight.”

			Then a tall man with sun­burned face and dig­ni­fied bear­ing, one of those men who have been in strange lands and have braved ter­rible dangers and whose eyes seem to have re­tained in their depths some­thing of the fant­ast­ic sights they have seen, spoke for the first time:

			“Cap­tain, you say that you were frightened. I do not be­lieve it. You use a wrong word and the sen­sa­tion you felt was not that of fear. An en­er­get­ic man nev­er feels afraid be­fore ac­tu­al danger. He may be anxious, he may be rest­less, but fear is some­thing en­tirely dif­fer­ent.”

			Laugh­ingly, the cap­tain replied:

			“Well, by Jove, I can tell you I was frightened.”

			Then the man with the sun­burned face said in a slow voice:

			“Al­low me to ex­plain my mean­ing. Fear (and the bravest men can ex­per­i­ence it) is some­times ter­rible, a dread­ful sen­sa­tion; it can be com­pared to the de­com­pos­i­tion of the soul, and is a fright­ful spasm of the heart and mind, the mere re­col­lec­tion of which sends shud­ders through our frame. But, if a man is cour­ageous, that nev­er hap­pens in the face of cer­tain death, nor in the face of any known form of per­il; it only oc­curs in cer­tain ab­nor­mal in­stances, when a per­son is la­bour­ing un­der some strange in­flu­ence, or when in the face of vague and un­know­able dangers. Real fear is like a re­min­is­cence of the fant­ast­ic ter­rors of past ages. A man who be­lieves in ghosts and who ima­gines that he sees one, must ex­per­i­ence the sen­sa­tion of fear in all its at­ro­cious hor­ror.

			“As for my­self, I got an idea of what it must be like, in broad day­light, about ten years ago, and I ex­per­i­enced the full sen­sa­tion of it last winter, dur­ing a night in Decem­ber.

			“I’ve taken many chances in my life and have had any num­ber of ad­ven­tures that were des­per­ate enough. I’ve had may duels, I’ve been at­tacked and al­most beaten to death by rob­bers. In Amer­ica, once, I was sen­tenced to be hanged as a rebel, while an­oth­er time I was thrown over­board by mutin­eers off the Chinese coast. Each time I thought that my last hour had come, and I made up my mind quickly to face the in­ev­it­able. I scarcely felt any emo­tion or re­gret.

			“But fear is some­thing very dif­fer­ent.

			“I have had a presen­ti­ment of it in Africa, al­though it is the off­spring of the North; the sun makes it van­ish like mist. You know, gen­tle­men, that the Ori­ent­als place little value on life; if one of them has to die, he makes up his mind at once; their nights are as free and void of le­gends as their souls are void of the mor­bid anxi­et­ies which haunt the brains of north­ern men. A pan­ic may oc­cur in the East, but fear is un­known there!

			“Well, this is what happened to me in that weird coun­try of Africa:

			“I was cross­ing the downs that lie to the south of Ou­argla. It is one of the strangest places in the world. Of course you all know the smooth, flat sand of ocean beaches? Well, just ima­gine the ocean changed in­to sand dur­ing a hur­ricane; ima­gine a si­lent storm with mo­tion­less waves of yel­low dust, as high as moun­tains, as ir­reg­u­lar, vary­ing, and tu­mul­tu­ous as real break­ers, but lar­ger and streaked like watered silk. The blaz­ing south­ern sun sheds its full glare on this ra­ging but si­lent and mo­tion­less sea. You have to climb up one side of these golden waves and slide down the oth­er, without res­pite or pro­tec­tion of any kind from the sun. The horses groan and sink up to their knees in the soft sand and slide down the oth­er side of these astound­ing hills.

			“Our little party con­sisted of a friend and my­self, with an es­cort of eight spahis and four camels, with their keep­ers. We spoke not a word, for we were well-nigh ex­hausted and our parched throats were as dry as the desert that stretched in front of us. Sud­denly one of the men gave a sort of startled cry; we all stopped and re­mained mo­tion­less in our saddles from sheer amazement at a start­ling and un­ac­count­able phe­nomen­on known to all trav­el­lers in those wild re­gions.

			“From some­where in the im­me­di­ate vi­cin­ity, we were un­able to de­term­ine the ex­act loc­a­tion, came the sound of a beat­ing drum, the mys­ter­i­ous drum of the downs. The sound was per­fectly dis­tinct. Some­times it would in­crease or de­crease in volume and then it would stop al­to­geth­er, only to be­gin again after a little while.

			“The Ar­abs, scared to death, ex­changed ter­ri­fied glances. One of them uttered in his own tongue: ‘Death is upon us.’ And all of a sud­den my friend, who was as dear as a broth­er to me, toppled from his horse, stricken with sun­stroke.

			“And dur­ing the two mor­tal hours in which I tried everything I knew to save him, that drum filled my ears with its strange, mono­ton­ous, in­ter­mit­tent beat­ings. And I felt fear, genu­ine, hor­rible fear, creep over me at the sight of the corpse of my be­loved friend in that dread­ful Afric­an hole scorched by the sun and en­closed by four sand hills and where, at a dis­tance of at least two hun­dred miles from any French vil­lage, the echo brought us the sound of a rap­idly beat­ing drum.

			“That day I real­ized what it was to feel fear; I real­ized it even more fully an­oth­er time …”

			The cap­tain in­ter­rup­ted the speak­er to in­quire:

			“Ex­cuse me, sir, but what was the drum, after all?”

			The trav­el­ler re­sumed:

			“I really can­not tell you. Nobody knows. Of­ficers who have of­ten heard the sound at­trib­ute it to the mul­ti­plied and mag­ni­fied echo of sheets of sand hurled by the wind against clumps of dry grass; for it has been no­ticed that the phe­nomen­on al­ways takes place in the neigh­bour­hood of small plants that the heat of the sun has rendered as dry as parch­ment.

			“Ac­cord­ing to that, the drum would only be a sort of sound mirage. But I only learned that later.

			“Now I will re­late my second ex­per­i­ence.

			“It was last winter and I was in a forest in the north­east­ern part of France. Night came two hours be­fore its time, so dark was the sky. My guide was a peas­ant, who walked along­side of me in the nar­row path, un­der a dome of pine-trees that shook and groaned un­der the furi­ous wind. Between the tree­tops I could see the clouds hur­ry­ing past like a scattered army and they looked as if they were flee­ing from some un­known hor­ror. At times, un­der a dread­ful gale of wind, the whole forest would bend in one dir­ec­tion and ut­ter a moan of dis­tress. In spite of my heavy cloth­ing and rap­id mo­tion, the cold was be­gin­ning to pen­et­rate me to the mar­row.

			“We were to put up over night at a for­est­er’s home, and we were rap­idly ap­proach­ing the cot­tage. I had planned to spend a few days in the forest for the shoot­ing.

			“From time to time the guide would raise his eyes and mut­ter: ‘Bad weath­er, this.’ Then he spoke to me of the people who were to be our hosts. The old man had killed a poach­er two years ago, and since then he had grown mor­ose, as if he were haunted by the re­col­lec­tion of his deed. His two mar­ried sons lived with him.

			“The dark­ness was ter­rible. I could not dis­tin­guish a thing and the sigh­ing trees filled the night with in­cess­ant ru­mours. At last I saw a light, and after a little while my com­pan­ion knocked on a door. Sev­er­al shrill wo­men’s cries answered from with­in. Then a trem­u­lous man’s voice de­man­ded: ‘Who goes there?’ My guide gave his name. We were ad­mit­ted and I was con­fron­ted by a scene that I shall nev­er for­get.

			“An old, white-haired man, with star­ing eyes, was stand­ing in the middle of the kit­chen, his fin­gers closed in a con­vuls­ive clasp around a loaded rifle, while two sturdy young men with axes were guard­ing the door. Two wo­men, their faces bur­ied in their hands, were crouch­ing in a dark corner of the room.

			“When we ex­plained that we wished to re­main over night, the old man stood the rifle against the wall and ordered the wo­men to pre­pare our sleep­ing quar­ters. But, as they made no move to carry out his com­mand, he turned to me ab­ruptly and said:

			“ ‘You see, mon­sieur, I killed a man two years ago this very night. Last year he came back and called me, and I ex­pect him to­night.’

			“Then, in a voice that made me smile, he ad­ded:

			“ ‘We don’t feel very com­fort­able, you un­der­stand.’

			“I re­as­sured him as best I could, al­though, in my heart, I was glad to have come that very night, so that I might wit­ness the mani­fest­a­tion of that su­per­sti­tious ter­ror. I told stor­ies and suc­ceeded in quiet­ing al­most every­one present.

			“Near the hearth an old and half-blind dog was doz­ing with his nose between his paws. He looked for all the world like some people I’ve seen.

			“Out­side the storm was ra­ging with great vi­ol­ence and the little house shook un­der the furi­ous wind. Through a nar­row win­dow set near the door I could see the trees sway and the light­ning flash through the black clouds.

			“In spite of my ef­forts to cheer them, I could feel that these people ex­per­i­enced a mys­ter­i­ous dread and each time that I ceased talk­ing, they would strain their ears to catch any un­wonted sound.

			“Tired of wit­ness­ing such stu­pid fears, I was about to ask to be shown to my bed, when sud­denly the old for­est­er leaped to his feet, rushed for his gun and shouted wildly: ‘There he is now! I can hear him!’ The wo­men fell on their knees and hid their faces and the two sons clutched their axes.

			“I was go­ing to try to quiet them once more, when, all at once, the sleep­ing dog awoke. He lif­ted his head, looked at the fire with his dim eyes and let out one of those mourn­ful howls that so of­ten startle trav­el­lers in the coun­try at night.

			“We all watched him. He arose and stood per­fectly still on his four paws, as if haunted by some vis­ion, and then he dir­ec­ted an­oth­er howl at some­thing in­vis­ible to us, un­known, but which must have been ghastly to look upon, for he bristled from end to end.

			“The old man, turn­ing as white as a sheet, yelled: ‘He smells him! he smells him! He was with me when I killed him!’ And both wo­men, crazed with fear, began to moan in ac­com­pani­ment to the dog.

			“In spite of my­self, a shud­der ran down my spine. The vis­ion that the an­im­al saw at that time and place, and among those ter­ri­fied people, was hor­rible bey­ond de­scrip­tion.

			“For one whole hour the dog howled without mov­ing; he howled as if in the throes of a night­mare, and fear, hor­rible, stealthy fear, was slowly tak­ing pos­ses­sion of me; fear of what? How can I tell? It was fear, and that’s all I know.

			“We re­mained mo­tion­less and ter­ror-stricken, with strained ears, throb­bing hearts and trem­bling limbs, mo­ment­ar­ily ex­pect­ing some dread­ful thing to hap­pen. The dog began to wander about the room sniff­ing the walls. He was driv­ing us mad! All of a sud­den, the peas­ant who ac­ted as my guide jumped up in a sort of par­oxysm of fren­zied ter­ror, seized the an­im­al by the throat, opened a little door lead­ing in­to the yard and hurled it in­to the dark­ness out­side.

			“The dog stopped howl­ing at once and we re­mained in a dead si­lence that was more ter­ri­fy­ing than the noise.

			“Sud­denly we all gave a start; some creature was creep­ing along the out­er wall, go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the woods; it passed the door and seemed to feel it with a hes­it­at­ing hand; for two minutes, which al­most made lun­at­ics of us, we heard no sound; then the creep­ing creature re­turned and scratched slightly on the door as a child might do with its nail, and then, all of a sud­den, a head ap­peared at the win­dow. It was a white head and it had flam­ing eyes like a wild beast. And a mur­mur came from its lips, an in­dis­tinct sound that re­sembled a plaint­ive moan.

			“A minute af­ter­wards a ter­rif­ic ex­plo­sion shook the kit­chen. The old for­est­er had shot at the thing. Quick as a flash the two sons rushed to the win­dow and bar­ri­caded it with a massive kit­chen table and side­board.

			“And I swear to you that that shot, which was so ab­so­lutely un­ex­pec­ted, froze my blood in my veins and made me feel as if I were go­ing to give up the ghost.

			“We stayed in the kit­chen un­til day­break, for we were power­less to move or ut­ter a sound, so com­pletely un­nerved were we.

			“We did not dare open the door till a nar­row ray of light pierced through the shut­ters.

			“At the foot of the wall, near the door, lay the old dog, his jaw broken by a bul­let.

			“He had got out of the yard by dig­ging a hole un­der the fence.”

			The man with the sun­burned face paused; then he ad­ded:

			“That night I ran no danger whatever, but I would rather live over all the real per­ils I have faced than go through an­oth­er minute like the one I passed when the old keep­er shot at the bearded head peer­ing through the cot­tage win­dow.”

		
	
		
			In the Country

			The two cot­tages stood side by side at the foot of a hill near a little sea­side re­sort. The two peas­ants la­boured hard on the fer­tile soil to rear their little ones, of whom each fam­ily had four.

			Be­fore the ad­join­ing doors a whole troop of brats swarmed from morn­ing till night. The two eld­est were six years old, and the young­est were about fif­teen months; the mar­riages, and af­ter­wards the births, hav­ing taken place nearly sim­ul­tan­eously in both fam­il­ies.

			The two moth­ers could hardly dis­tin­guish their own off­spring among the lot, and as for the fath­ers, they mixed them up com­pletely. The eight names danced in their heads; they were al­ways get­ting them mixed up; and when they wished to call one child, the men of­ten called three names be­fore get­ting the right one.

			The first of the two cot­tages, as you came up from the wa­ter­ing-place, Rol­le­port, was oc­cu­pied by the Tu­vaches, who had three girls and one boy; the oth­er house sheltered the Vallins, who had one girl and three boys.

			They all sub­sisted frugally on soup, pota­toes and fresh air. At sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, then at noon, then at six o’clock in the even­ing, the house­wives got their broods to­geth­er to give them their food, as the goose­herds col­lect their flocks. The chil­dren were seated, ac­cord­ing to age, be­fore the wooden table, pol­ished by fifty years of use; the mouths of the young­est hardly reach­ing the level of the table. Be­fore them was placed a bowl filled with bread, soaked in the wa­ter in which the pota­toes had been boiled, half a cab­bage and three onions; and the whole line ate un­til their hun­ger was ap­peased. The moth­er her­self fed the smal­lest.

			A little meat in the pot on Sundays was a feast for all; and the fath­er on this day sat longer over the meal, re­peat­ing: “I wish we could have this every day.”

			One af­ter­noon, in the month of Au­gust, a phaeton un­ex­pec­tedly stopped in front of the cot­tages, and a young wo­man, who was driv­ing the horses, said to the gen­tle­man sit­ting at her side:

			“Oh, look at all those chil­dren, Henri! How pretty they are, tum­bling about in the dust, like that!”

			The man did not an­swer, ac­cus­tomed to these out­bursts of ad­mir­a­tion, which were a pain and al­most a re­proach to him. The young wo­man con­tin­ued:

			“I must hug them! Oh, how I should like to have one of them—that one there—the little tiny one!”

			Spring­ing down from the car­riage, she ran to­ward the chil­dren, took one of the two young­est—a Tu­vache child—and lift­ing him up in her arms, she kissed him pas­sion­ately on his dirty cheeks, on his tousled hair daubed with earth, and on his little hands, with which he fought vig­or­ously to get away from the caresses, which dis­pleased him.

			Then she got in­to the car­riage again, and drove off at a lively trot. But she re­turned the fol­low­ing week, and seat­ing her­self on the ground, took the young­ster in her arms, stuffed him with cakes, gave sweets to all the oth­ers, and played with them like a young girl, while the hus­band waited pa­tiently in the car­riage.

			She re­turned again; made the ac­quaint­ance of the par­ents, and re­appeared every day with her pock­ets full of dain­ties and pen­nies.

			Her name was Ma­dame Henri d’Hu­bières.

			One morn­ing, on ar­riv­ing, her hus­band alighted with her, and without stop­ping to talk to the chil­dren, who now knew her well, she entered the farm­er’s cot­tage.

			They were busy chop­ping wood for the fire. They rose to their feet in sur­prise, brought for­ward chairs, and waited ex­pect­antly.

			Then the wo­man, in a broken, trem­bling voice, began:

			“My good people, I have come to see you, be­cause I should like—I should like to take—your little boy with me—”

			The coun­try people, too be­wildered to think, did not an­swer.

			She re­covered her breath, and con­tin­ued: “We are alone, my hus­band and I. We would keep it. Are you will­ing?”

			The peas­ant wo­man began to un­der­stand. She asked:

			“You want to take Char­lot from us? Oh, no, in­deed!”

			Then M. d’Hu­bières in­ter­vened:

			“My wife has not made her mean­ing clear. We wish to ad­opt him, but he will come back to see you. If he turns out well, as there is every reas­on to ex­pect, he will be our heir. If we, by any chance, should have chil­dren, he will share equally with them; but if he should not re­ward our care, we should give him, when he comes of age, a sum of twenty thou­sand francs, which will be de­pos­ited im­me­di­ately in his name, with a law­yer. As we have thought also of you, we will pay you, un­til your death, a pen­sion of one hun­dred francs a month. Do you un­der­stand me?”

			The wo­man had ris­en to her feet, furi­ous.

			“You want me to sell you Char­lot? Oh, no, that’s not the sort of thing to ask of a moth­er! Oh, no! That would be an ab­om­in­a­tion!”

			The man, grave and de­lib­er­ate, said noth­ing; but ap­proved of what his wife said by a con­tin­ued nod­ding of his head.

			Ma­dame d’Hu­bières, in dis­may, began to weep; turn­ing to her hus­band, with a voice full of tears, the voice of a child used to hav­ing all its wishes grat­i­fied, she stammered:

			“They will not do it, Henri, they will not do it.”

			Then he made a last at­tempt: “But, my friends, think of the child’s fu­ture, of his hap­pi­ness, of—”

			The peas­ant wo­man, how­ever, ex­as­per­ated, cut him short:

			“We know all about that! We’ve heard all that be­fore! Get out of here, and don’t let me see you again—the idea of want­ing to take away a child like that!”

			Ma­dame d’Hu­bières re­membered that there were two quite young chil­dren, and she asked, through her tears, with the tenacity of a wil­ful and spoiled wo­man:

			“But is the oth­er little one not yours?”

			Fath­er Tu­vache answered: “No, it is our neigh­bours’. You can go to them if you wish.” And he went back in­to his house, whence could be heard the in­dig­nant voice of his wife.

			The Vallins were at table, slowly eat­ing slices of bread which they parsi­mo­ni­ously spread with a little ran­cid but­ter on a plate between the two.

			M. d’Hu­bières re­com­menced his pro­pos­als, but with more in­sinu­ations, more ora­tor­ic­al pre­cau­tions, more shrewd­ness.

			The two coun­try people shook their heads, in sign of re­fus­al, but when they learned that they were to have a hun­dred francs a month, they con­sidered the mat­ter, con­sult­ing one an­oth­er by glances, much dis­turbed. They kept si­lent for a long time, tor­tured, hes­it­at­ing. At last the wo­man asked: “What do you say to it, fath­er?” In a weighty tone he said: “I say that it’s not to be des­pised.”

			Ma­dame d’Hu­bières, trem­bling with an­guish, spoke of the fu­ture of their child, of his hap­pi­ness, and of the money which he could give them later.

			The peas­ant asked: “This pen­sion of twelve hun­dred francs, will it be prom­ised be­fore a law­yer?”

			M. d’Hu­bières re­spon­ded: “Why, cer­tainly, be­gin­ning with to­mor­row.”

			The wo­man, who was think­ing it over, con­tin­ued:

			“A hun­dred francs a month is not enough to pay for de­priving us of the child. That child would be work­ing in a few years; we must have a hun­dred and twenty francs.”

			Tap­ping her foot with im­pa­tience, Ma­dame d’Hu­bières gran­ted it at once, and, as she wished to carry off the child with her, she gave a hun­dred francs ex­tra, as a present, while her hus­band drew up a pa­per. And the young wo­man, ra­di­ant, car­ried off the howl­ing brat, as one car­ries away a wished-for knick­knack from a shop.

			The Tu­vaches, from their door, watched her de­par­ture, si­lent, ser­i­ous, per­haps re­gret­ting their re­fus­al.

			Noth­ing more was heard of little Jean Val­lin. The par­ents went to the law­yer every month to col­lect their hun­dred and twenty francs. They had quar­relled with their neigh­bours, be­cause Moth­er Tu­vache grossly in­sul­ted them, con­tinu­ally, re­peat­ing from door to door that one must be un­nat­ur­al to sell one’s child; that it was hor­rible, dis­gust­ing bribery. Some­times she would take her Char­lot in her arms, os­ten­ta­tiously ex­claim­ing, as if he un­der­stood:

			“I didn’t sell you, I didn’t! I didn’t sell you, my little one! I’m not rich, but I don’t sell my chil­dren!”

			And this went on for years and years. Every day coarse jeers were shouted out­side the door so that they could be heard in the neigh­bour­ing house. Moth­er Tu­vache fi­nally be­lieved her­self su­per­i­or to the whole coun­tryside be­cause she had not sold Char­lot. Those who spoke of her used to say:

			“I know, of course, that it was a tempt­ing of­fer; yet, she be­haved like a real moth­er.”

			She was cited as a mod­el and Char­lot, who was nearly eight­een, brought up with this idea, which was con­stantly re­peated, thought him­self su­per­i­or to his com­rades be­cause he had not been sold.

			The Vallins lived com­fort­ably, thanks to the pen­sion. That was the cause of the un­ap­peas­able fury of the Tu­vaches, who had re­mained miser­ably poor. Their eld­est went away to serve his time in the army; Char­lot alone re­mained to la­bour with his old fath­er, to sup­port the moth­er and two young­er sis­ters.

			He had reached twenty-one years when, one morn­ing, a bril­liant car­riage stopped be­fore the two cot­tages. A young gen­tle­man, with a gold watch-chain, got out, giv­ing his hand to an aged, white-haired lady. The old lady said to him: “It is there, my child, at the second house.” And he entered the house of the Vallins as if he were at home.

			The old moth­er was wash­ing her ap­rons; the in­firm fath­er was asleep in the chim­ney-corner. Both raised their heads, and the young man said:

			“Good morn­ing, papa; good morn­ing, mamma!”

			They both stood up, frightened! In a flut­ter, the peas­ant wo­man dropped her soap in­to the wa­ter, and stammered:

			“Is it you, my child? Is it you, my child?”

			He took her in his arms and hugged her, re­peat­ing: “Good morn­ing, mamma,” while the old man, all trem­bling, said, in the calm tone which he nev­er lost: “Here you are, back again, Jean,” as if he had just seen him a month ago.

			When they had re­cog­nized each oth­er again, the par­ents wished to take their boy out in the neigh­bour­hood, and show him. They took him to the may­or, to the deputy, to the priest, and to the school­mas­ter.

			Char­lot, stand­ing on the threshold of his cot­tage, watched him pass.

			In the even­ing, at sup­per, he said to the old people: “You must have been stu­pid to let the Vallins’ boy be taken.”

			The moth­er answered, ob­stin­ately: “I wouldn’t sell my child.”

			The fath­er re­mained si­lent. The son con­tin­ued:

			“It is un­for­tu­nate to be sac­ri­ficed like that.”

			Then Fath­er Tu­vache, in an angry tone, said:

			“Are you go­ing to re­proach us for hav­ing kept you?” And the young man said, bru­tally:

			“Yes, I re­proach you for hav­ing been such fools. Par­ents like you cause the mis­for­tune of chil­dren. You de­serve that I should leave you.”

			The old wo­man wept over her plate. She moaned, as she swal­lowed the spoon­fuls of soup, half of which she spilled: “One may kill one­self to bring up chil­dren!”

			Then the boy said, roughly: “I’d rather not have been born than be what I am. When I saw the oth­er fel­low, my heart stood still. I said to my­self: ‘See what I should have been now!’ ” He got up: “See here, I feel that I would do bet­ter not to stay here, be­cause I would throw it in your faces from morn­ing till night, and I would make your life miser­able. I’ll nev­er for­give you for that!”

			The two old people were si­lent, down­cast, in tears.

			He con­tin­ued: “No, the thought of that would be too much. I’d rather look for a liv­ing some­where else.”

			He opened the door. The sound of voices entered. The Vallins were cel­eb­rat­ing the re­turn of their child.

			Then Char­lot stamped with rage, and, turn­ing to his par­ents, he shouted:

			“You silly yokels!”

			And he dis­ap­peared in­to the night.

		
	
		
			A Million

			It was a mod­est clerk’s house­hold. The hus­band, who was em­ployed in a Gov­ern­ment of­fice, was con­ven­tion­al and painstak­ing, and he al­ways was very care­ful in the dis­charge of his du­ties. His name was Léo­pold Bon­nin. He was a me­diocre young man who held the right opin­ions about everything. He had been brought up a Chris­ti­an, but he was in­clined to be less re­li­gious since the coun­try had be­gun to move in the dir­ec­tion of the sep­ar­a­tion of Church and State. He would say in loud tones at the of­fice: “I am a be­liev­er, a true be­liev­er, but I be­lieve in God, not in the clergy.” His greatest claim was that he was an hon­est man. He would strike his chest as he said so. And he was an hon­est man, in the most hum­drum sense of the word. He ar­rived punc­tu­ally at his of­fice and left as punc­tu­ally. He nev­er idled and was al­ways very straight in “money mat­ters.” He had mar­ried the daugh­ter of one of his poor col­leagues, whose sis­ter, how­ever, was worth a mil­lion, hav­ing been mar­ried for love. She had had no chil­dren, which was a deep dis­ap­point­ment for her, and, con­sequently, she had no one to whom she could leave her money ex­cept her niece. This leg­acy was the con­stant pre­oc­cu­pa­tion of the fam­ily. It haunted the house, and even the of­fice. It was known that “the Bon­nins would come in for a mil­lion.”

			The young couple were also child­less, a fact which did not dis­tress them in the least, as they were per­fectly sat­is­fied with their hum­drum, nar­row life. Their home was well-kept, clean and thrifty; they were both very pla­cid and mod­er­ate in all things, and they firmly be­lieved that a child would up­set their lives, and in­ter­fere with their habits.

			They would not have en­deav­oured to re­main without heirs; but, since Heav­en had not blessed them in that par­tic­u­lar re­spect, they thought it was no doubt for the best.

			The wealthy aunt, how­ever, was not to be con­soled, and was pro­fuse with prac­tic­al ad­vice. Years ago, she had vainly tried a num­ber of meth­ods re­com­men­ded by clair­voy­ants and her wo­men friends, and since she had reached the age where all thought of off­spring had to be aban­doned, she had heard of many more, which she sup­posed to be un­fail­ing, and which she per­sisted in re­veal­ing to her niece. Every now and then she would in­quire: “Well, have you tried what I told you about the oth­er day?”

			Fi­nally she died. The young people ex­per­i­enced a de­lighted re­lief which they sought to con­ceal from them­selves as well as from the out­side world. Of­ten one’s con­science is garbed in black while the soul sings with joy.

			They were no­ti­fied that a will had been de­pos­ited with a law­yer, and they went to the lat­ter’s of­fice im­me­di­ately after leav­ing the church.

			The aunt, faith­ful to her lifelong idea, had be­queathed her for­tune to their first­born child, with the pro­vi­sion that the in­come was to be used by the par­ents un­til their de­cease. Should the young couple have no off­spring with­in three years, the money was to go to the poor and needy.

			They were com­pletely over­whelmed. The hus­band col­lapsed and stayed away from the of­fice for a week. When he re­covered, he re­solved with sud­den en­ergy to be­come a par­ent.

			He per­sisted in his en­deav­ours for six months, un­til he was but the shad­ow of his former self. He re­membered all the hints his aunt had giv­en and put them in­to prac­tice con­scien­tiously, but without res­ults. His des­per­ate de­term­in­a­tion lent him a fac­ti­tious strength, which, how­ever, proved al­most fatal.

			He be­came hope­lessly an­aem­ic. His phys­i­cian stood in dread of tuber­cu­los­is, and ter­ri­fied him to such an ex­tent that he forth­with re­sumed his peace­ful habits, even more peace­ful than be­fore, and began a res­tor­at­ive treat­ment.

			Broad ru­mours had be­gun to float around the of­fice. All the clerks had heard about the dis­ap­point­ing will, and they made much fun over what they termed the “mil­lion franc deal.”

			Some ven­tured to give Bon­nin fa­cetious ad­vice; while oth­ers dared to of­fer them­selves for the ac­com­plish­ment of the dis­tress­ing clause. One tall fel­low, es­pe­cially, who had the repu­ta­tion of be­ing quite a roué and whose many af­fairs were no­tori­ous through­out the of­fice, teased him con­stantly with veiled al­lu­sions, broad hints and the boast that he, Mo­rel, could make him, Bon­nin, in­her­it in about twenty minutes.

			How­ever, one day, Léo­pold Bon­nin be­came sud­denly in­furi­ated, and jump­ing out of his chair, his quill be­hind his ear, he shouted: “Sir, you are a cur; if I did not re­spect my­self, I would spit in your face.”

			Wit­nesses were des­patched to the ant­ag­on­ists, and for days the whole de­part­ment was in an up­roar. They were to be found every­where, in and out of the of­fices, meet­ing in the halls to dis­cuss some im­port­ant point and to ex­change their views of the af­fair. Fi­nally a doc­u­ment was drawn up by the four del­eg­ates and ac­cep­ted by the in­ter­ested parties, who gravely shook hands and mumbled a few words of apo­logy in the pres­ence of the de­part­ment chief.

			Dur­ing the month that fol­lowed, the two men bowed ce­re­mo­ni­ously and with af­fected cour­tesy, as be­came ad­versar­ies who had met on the field of hon­our. But one day, they happened to col­lide against each oth­er in the hall, out­side of the of­fice, whereupon Mon­sieur Bon­nin in­quired with dig­nity: “I trust I did not hurt you?” And Mon­sieur Mo­rel replied: “Not in the least.”

			After that en­counter, they saw fit to speak a few words whenev­er they met. And little by little they be­came more friendly, ap­pre­ci­ated one an­oth­er and grew to be in­sep­ar­able.

			But Léo­pold was un­happy. His wife kept taunt­ing him with al­lu­sions, tor­tur­ing him with thinly veiled sar­casm.

			And the days were flit­ting by. One year had already elapsed since the aunt’s de­mise. The in­her­it­ance seemed lost to them.

			When sit­ting down to din­ner Ma­dame Bon­nin would re­mark: “We have not very much to eat; it would be dif­fer­ent if we were well off.”

			Or, when Léo­pold was ready to start for the of­fice, his wife would hand him his walk­ing-stick and ob­serve: “If we had an in­come of fifty thou­sand francs, you would not have to kill your­self work­ing, you poor quill-driver.”

			When Ma­dame Bon­nin went out on a rainy day, she would in­vari­ably mur­mur: “If we had a car­riage, I would not be com­pelled to ru­in my clothes on a day like this.”

			In fact, at all times, she seemed to blame her hus­band, ren­der­ing him alone re­spons­ible for the state of af­fairs and the loss of the for­tune.

			Fi­nally, grow­ing des­per­ate, he took her to a well-known phys­i­cian, who, after a lengthy con­sulta­tion, ex­pressed no opin­ion and de­clared he could dis­cov­er noth­ing un­usu­al; that sim­il­ar cases were of fre­quent oc­cur­rence; that it was the same with bod­ies as with minds; that, after hav­ing seen so many couples sep­ar­ated through in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of tem­per, it was not sur­pris­ing to find some who were child­less be­cause of phys­ic­al in­com­pat­ib­il­ity. The con­sulta­tion cost forty francs.

			A year went by, and war was de­clared between the pair, in­cess­ant, bit­ter war, al­most fe­ro­cious hatred. And Ma­dame Bon­nin nev­er stopped say­ing over and over again: “Isn’t it dread­ful to lose a for­tune be­cause one hap­pens to have mar­ried a fool!” or “to think that if I had mar­ried an­oth­er man, today I would have an in­come of forty thou­sand francs!” or again: “Some people are al­ways in the way. They spoil everything.”

			In the even­ing, after din­ner, the ten­sion be­came well-nigh in­suf­fer­able. One night, fear­ing a ter­rible scene, and not know­ing how to ward it off, Léo­pold brought his friend, Frédéric Mo­rel, with whom he had al­most had a duel, home with him. Soon Mo­rel be­came the friend of the house, the coun­sel­lor of hus­band and wife.

			The ex­pir­a­tion of the delay stip­u­lated in the will was draw­ing near; only six months more and the for­tune would go to the poor and needy. And little by little Léo­pold’s at­ti­tude to­ward his wife changed. He, too, be­came ag­gress­ive, taunt­ing, would make ob­scure in­sinu­ations, men­tion­ing in a mys­ter­i­ous way wives of clerks who had built up their hus­bands’ ca­reers.

			Every little while he would bring up some story of pro­mo­tion that had fallen to the luck of some ob­scure clerk. “Little Ravinot, who was only a tem­por­ary clerk, five years ago, has been made as­sist­ant chief clerk.” Then Ma­dame Bon­nin would reply: “It cer­tainly is not you who could ac­com­plish any­thing like that.”

			Léo­pold would shrug his shoulders.

			“As if he did more than any­one else! He has a bright wife, that is all. She cap­tiv­ated the head of the de­part­ment and now gets everything she wants. In this life we have to look out that we are not fooled by cir­cum­stances.”

			What did he really mean? What did she in­fer? What oc­curred? Each of them had a cal­en­dar on which the days which sep­ar­ated them from the fatal term were marked; and every week they were over­come by a sort of mad­ness, a des­per­ate rage, a wild ex­as­per­a­tion, so that they felt cap­able of com­mit­ting a crime if ne­ces­sary.

			And then one morn­ing Ma­dame Bon­nin, with shin­ing eyes and a ra­di­ant face, laid her hands on her hus­band’s shoulders, looked at him in­tently, joy­fully, and whispered: “I be­lieve that I am preg­nant.” He ex­per­i­enced such a shock that he al­most col­lapsed; and sud­denly clasp­ing his wife in his arms, he drew her down on his knee, kissed her like a be­loved child and, over­whelmed by emo­tion, sobbed aloud.

			Two months later, doubt was no longer pos­sible. He went with her to a phys­i­cian and had the lat­ter make out a cer­ti­fic­ate which he handed to the ex­ecut­or of the will. The law­yer stated that, inas­much as the child ex­is­ted, wheth­er born or un­born, he could do noth­ing but bow to cir­cum­stances, and would post­pone the ex­e­cu­tion of the will un­til the birth of the heir.

			A boy was born, whom they christened Dieud­on­né, in re­mem­brance of the prac­tice in roy­al house­holds.

			They were very rich.

			One even­ing, when M. Bon­nin came home—his friend Frédéric Mo­rel was to dine with them—his wife re­marked cas­u­ally: “I have just re­ques­ted our friend Frédéric nev­er to enter this house again. He in­sul­ted me.” Léo­pold looked at her for a second with a light of grat­it­ude in his eyes, and then he opened his arms; she flew to him and they kissed each oth­er ten­derly, like the good, united, up­right little couple that they were.

			And it is worth while to hear Ma­dame Bon­nin talk about wo­men who have trans­gressed for love, and those whom a great pas­sion has led to adul­tery.

		
	
		
			The Will

			I knew that tall young fel­low, René de Bournev­al. He was an agree­able com­pan­ion, though rather mel­an­choly, and dis­il­lu­sioned about everything, very scep­tic­al, with a scep­ti­cism which was dir­ect and dev­ast­at­ing, and es­pe­cially skil­ful in ex­pos­ing so­cial hy­po­cris­ies in a bit­ing phrase. He of­ten used to say:

			“There are no hon­est men, or, at least, they only ap­pear so in com­par­is­on with swine.”

			He had two broth­ers, whom he shunned, the Messieurs de Cour­cils. I thought they were by an­oth­er fath­er, on ac­count of the dif­fer­ence in the name. I had fre­quently heard that some­thing strange had happened in the fam­ily, but no de­tails were giv­en.

			As I took a great lik­ing to him, we soon be­came in­tim­ate, and one even­ing, when I had been din­ing with him alone, I asked him by chance: “Are you by your moth­er’s first or second mar­riage?” He grew rather pale; then he flushed, and did not speak for a few mo­ments; he was vis­ibly em­bar­rassed. Then he smiled in that mel­an­choly and gentle man­ner pe­cu­li­ar to him, and said:

			“My dear friend, if it will not bore you, I can tell you some very strange de­tails about my life. I know you to be a sens­ible man, so I am not afraid that our friend­ship will suf­fer by my rev­el­a­tions, and if it did, I should not care about hav­ing you for my friend any longer.

			“My moth­er, Ma­dame de Cour­cils, was a poor, tim­id, little wo­man, whom her hus­band had mar­ried for the sake of her for­tune. Her whole life was a mar­tyr­dom. Of an af­fec­tion­ate, timor­ous and sens­it­ive nature, she was con­stantly ill-treated by the man who ought to have been my fath­er, one of those boors called coun­try gen­tle­men. A month after their mar­riage he was liv­ing with a ser­vant, and be­sides that, the wives and daugh­ters of his ten­ants were his mis­tresses, which did not pre­vent him from hav­ing two chil­dren by his wife, three, if you count me. My moth­er said noth­ing, and lived in that noisy house like one of those little mice which slip un­der the fur­niture. Self-ef­fa­cing, re­tir­ing and nervous, she looked at people with bright, un­easy, rest­less eyes, the eyes of some ter­ri­fied creature which can nev­er shake off its fear. And yet she was pretty, very pretty and fair, a grey blonde, as if her hair had lost its col­our through her con­stant fears.

			“Among Mon­sieur de Cour­cils’s friends who con­stantly came to the château there was an ex-cav­alry of­ficer, a wid­ower, a man to be feared, a man at the same time tender and vi­ol­ent, and cap­able of the most en­er­get­ic res­ol­u­tion, Mon­sieur de Bournev­al, whose name I bear. He was a tall, thin man, with a heavy black mus­tache, and I am very like him. He was a man who had read a great deal, and whose ideas were not like those of most of his class. His great-grand­moth­er had been a friend of J. J. Rousseau, and it seemed as if he had in­her­ited some­thing from this con­nec­tion of his an­cest­or’s. He knew the Con­trat So­cial and the Nou­velle Héloïse by heart, and, in­deed, all those philo­soph­ic­al books which led the way to the over­throw of our old us­age, pre­ju­dices, su­per­an­nu­ated laws, and im­be­cile mor­al­ity.

			“It seemed that he loved my moth­er, and she loved him, but their in­trigue was car­ried on so secretly that no one guessed it. The poor, neg­lected, un­happy wo­man must have clung to him des­per­ately, and in her in­tim­acy with him must have im­bibed all his ways of think­ing, the­or­ies of free thought, au­da­cious ideas of in­de­pend­ent love. But as she was so tim­id that she nev­er ven­tured to speak aloud, it was all driv­en back, con­densed, and com­pressed in her heart, which nev­er opened it­self.

			“My two broth­ers were very cruel to her, like their fath­er, and nev­er gave her a caress. Used to see­ing her count for noth­ing in the house, they treated her rather like a ser­vant, and so I was the only one of her sons who really loved her, and whom she loved.

			“I was eight­een at the time she died. I must add, in or­der that you may un­der­stand what fol­lows, that a trust­ee had been ap­poin­ted to look after my fath­er’s af­fairs, that a de­cision in fa­vour of my moth­er had been pro­nounced, di­vid­ing the prop­erty they held in com­mon. Thanks to the work­ings of the law and the in­tel­li­gent de­vo­tion of a law­yer to her in­terests, she had pre­served the right to make her will in fa­vour of any­one she pleased.

			“We were told that there was a will ly­ing at the law­yer’s, and were in­vited to be present at the read­ing of it. I can re­mem­ber it, as if it were yes­ter­day. It was a grand, dra­mat­ic, yet bur­lesque and sur­pris­ing scene, brought about by the posthum­ous re­volt of the dead wo­man, by a cry for liberty from the depths of her tomb, on the part of a mar­tyred wo­man who had been crushed by our cus­toms dur­ing her life, and who, from her grave, uttered a des­pair­ing ap­peal for in­de­pend­ence.

			“The man who thought that he was my fath­er, a stout, ruddy-faced man who looked like a butcher, and my broth­ers, two great fel­lows of twenty and twenty-two, were wait­ing quietly in their chairs. Mon­sieur de Bournev­al, who had been in­vited to be present, came in and stood be­hind me. He was very pale, and bit his mus­tache, which was turn­ing grey. No doubt he was pre­pared for what was go­ing to hap­pen. The law­yer double-locked the door, and began to read the will, after open­ing in our pres­ence the en­vel­ope, which was sealed with red wax, and whose con­tents he did not know.”

			My friend stopped sud­denly and got up, and from his writ­ing-table took an old pa­per, un­fol­ded it, kissed it and con­tin­ued:

			“This is the will of my be­loved moth­er:

			
				“I, the un­der­signed, Anne-Cath­er­ine-Geneviève-Math­ilde de Croixluce, the le­git­im­ate wife of Léo­pold-Joseph Gon­tran de Cour­cils, sound in body and mind, here ex­press my last wishes:

				“I first of all ask God, and then my dear son René, to par­don me for the act I am about to com­mit. I be­lieve that my child’s heart is great enough to un­der­stand me, and to for­give me. I have suffered my whole life long. I was mar­ried for mer­cen­ary reas­ons, then des­pised, mis­un­der­stood, op­pressed, and con­stantly de­ceived by my hus­band.

				“I for­give him, but I owe him noth­ing.

				“My eld­est sons nev­er loved me, nev­er pet­ted me, scarcely treated me as a moth­er. Dur­ing my whole life I was everything that I ought to have been to them, and I owe them noth­ing more after my death. The ties of blood can­not ex­ist without daily and con­stant af­fec­tion. An un­grate­ful son is less than a stranger; he is a cul­prit, for he has no right to be in­dif­fer­ent to­ward his moth­er.

				“I have al­ways trembled be­fore men, be­fore their un­just laws, their in­hu­man cus­toms, their shame­ful pre­ju­dices. Be­fore God, I have no longer any fear. Dead, I fling aside dis­grace­ful hy­po­crisy; I dare to speak my thoughts, and to avow and to sign the secret of my heart.

				“I there­fore leave that part of my for­tune of which the law al­lows me to dis­pose, as a de­pos­it with my dear lov­er Pierre-Gennes-Si­mon de Bournev­al, to re­vert af­ter­ward to our dear son René.

				“(This wish is, moreover, for­mu­lated more pre­cisely in a not­ari­al deed.)

				“And I de­clare be­fore the Su­preme Judge who hears me, that I should have cursed Heav­en and my own ex­ist­ence, if I had not met my lov­er’s deep, de­voted, tender, un­shaken af­fec­tion, if I had not felt in his arms that the Cre­at­or made His creatures to love, sus­tain, and con­sole each oth­er, and to weep to­geth­er in the hours of sad­ness.

				“Mon­sieur de Cour­cils is the fath­er of my two eld­est sons; René alone owes his life to Mon­sieur de Bournev­al. I pray to the Mas­ter of men and of their des­tinies to place fath­er and son above so­cial pre­ju­dices, to make them love each oth­er un­til they die, and to love me also in my coffin.

				“These are my last thoughts, and my last wish.

				
					“Math­ilde de Croixluce.

				
			

			“Mon­sieur de Cour­cils had ris­en, and he cried:

			“ ‘It is the will of a mad wo­man.’

			“Then Mon­sieur de Bournev­al stepped for­ward and said in a loud pen­et­rat­ing voice: ‘I, Si­mon de Bournev­al, sol­emnly de­clare that this writ­ing con­tains noth­ing but the strict truth, and I am ready to prove it by let­ters which I pos­sess.’

			“On hear­ing that, Mon­sieur de Cour­cils went up to him, and I thought that they were go­ing to col­lar each oth­er. There they stood, both of them tall, one stout and the oth­er thin, both trem­bling. My moth­er’s hus­band stammered out:

			“ ‘You are a worth­less wretch!’

			“And the oth­er replied in a loud, dry voice:

			“ ‘We will meet else­where, Mon­sieur. I should have slapped your ugly face, and chal­lenged you long since, if I had not, be­fore all else, thought of the peace of mind, dur­ing her life­time, of that poor wo­man whom you made to suf­fer so much.’

			“Then, turn­ing to me, he said:

			“ ‘You are my son; will you come with me? I have no right to take you away, but I shall as­sume it, if you will al­low me.’ I shook his hand without reply­ing, and we went out to­geth­er; I was cer­tainly three parts mad.

			“Two days later Mon­sieur de Bournev­al killed Mon­sieur de Cour­cils in a duel. My broth­ers, fear­ing the ter­rible scan­dal, held their tongues. I offered them, and they ac­cep­ted, half the for­tune which my moth­er had left me. I took my real fath­er’s name, re­noun­cing that which the law gave me, but which was not really mine. Mon­sieur de Bournev­al has been dead for five years, and I am still mourn­ing for him.”

			He rose from his chair, took a few steps, and, stand­ing in front of me, said:

			“I hold that my moth­er’s will was one of the most beau­ti­ful and loy­al, one of the greatest acts that a wo­man could ac­com­plish. Do you not agree with me?”

			I held out my two hands:

			“Most cer­tainly I do, my friend.”

		
	
		
			The Wolf

			This is what the old Mar­quis d’Ar­ville told us after a din­ner in hon­our of Saint-Hubert, at the house of Bar­on des Ravels. They had run down a stag that day. The Mar­quis was the only one of the guests who had not taken part in the chase. He nev­er hunted.

			Dur­ing the whole of the long re­past, they had talked of scarcely any­thing but the mas­sacre of an­im­als. Even the ladies in­ter­ested them­selves in the san­guin­ary and of­ten un­likely stor­ies, while the speak­ers mim­icked the at­tacks and com­bats between man and beast, rais­ing their arms and speak­ing in thun­der­ous tones.

			M. d’Ar­ville talked well, with a cer­tain po­et­ic­al flour­ish that was full of ef­fect. He must have re­peated this story of­ten, he told it so smoothly, nev­er halt­ing at a choice of words in which to clothe an im­age.

			“Gen­tle­men, I nev­er hunt, nor did my fath­er, nor my grand­fath­er, nor my great-grand­fath­er. The last named was the son of a man who hunted more than all of you. He died in 1764. I will tell you how. He was named Jean, and was mar­ried, and be­came the fath­er of the man who was my great-grand­fath­er. He lived with his young­er broth­er, François d’Ar­ville, in our castle, in the midst of a deep forest in Lor­raine.

			“François d’Ar­ville al­ways re­mained a bach­el­or out of his love for hunt­ing. They both hunted from one end of the year to the oth­er without ces­sa­tion or wear­i­ness. They loved noth­ing else, un­der­stood noth­ing else, talked only of this, and lived for this alone.

			“They were pos­sessed by this ter­rible, in­ex­or­able pas­sion. It con­sumed them, hav­ing taken en­tire con­trol of them, leav­ing no place for any­thing else. They had giv­en or­ders that they were nev­er to be dis­turbed when they were hunt­ing, for any reas­on what­so­ever. My great-grand­fath­er was born while his fath­er was fol­low­ing a fox, but Jean d’Ar­ville did not in­ter­rupt his sport, and swore that the little beg­gar might have waited un­til after the death-cry! His broth­er François showed him­self still more hot­headed than he. The first thing on rising, he would go to see the dogs, then the horses; then he would shoot some birds about the place, un­til it was time to set out hunt­ing lar­ger game.

			“They were called in the coun­try Mon­sieur le Mar­quis and Mon­sieur le Ca­det: no­ble­men then did not act as do the in­ter­lopers of our time, who wish to es­tab­lish in their titles a des­cend­ing scale of rank, for the son of a mar­quis is no more a count, or the son of a vis­count a bar­on, than the son of a gen­er­al is a col­on­el by birth. But the petty van­ity of our time finds profit in this ar­range­ment.

			“To re­turn to my an­cest­ors:

			“They were, it ap­pears, im­mod­er­ately large, bony, hairy, vi­ol­ent, and vig­or­ous. The young­er one was even taller than the eld­er, and had such a voice that, ac­cord­ing to a le­gend of which he was very proud, all the leaves of the forest moved when he shouted. When they were moun­ted, ready for the chase, it must have been a su­perb sight to see these two gi­ants astride their great horses.

			“To­ward the middle of the winter of that year, 1764, the cold was ex­cess­ive and the wolves be­came fe­ro­cious.

			“They even at­tacked be­lated peas­ants, roamed around houses at night, howled from sun­set to sun­rise, and rav­aged the barns.

			“Very soon a ru­mour was cir­cu­lated. It was said that a co­lossal wolf, of gray­ish-white col­our, which had eaten two chil­dren, de­voured the arm of a wo­man, strangled all the watch­dogs of the coun­try, was now com­ing without fear in­to the en­clos­ures and smelling around the doors. Many in­hab­it­ants af­firmed that they had felt his breath, which made the lights flick­er. Shortly a pan­ic ran through all the province. No one dared to go out after night­fall. The very shad­ows seemed haunted by the im­age of this beast.

			“The broth­ers d’Ar­ville re­solved to find and slay him. So they called to­geth­er all the gen­tle­men of the coun­try for a big hunt.

			“It was in vain. They beat the forests and scoured the thick­ets to no pur­pose; they saw noth­ing of him. They killed wolves, but not that one. And each night after the hunt, the beast, as if to avenge him­self, at­tacked some trav­el­ler, or de­voured some cattle, al­ways far from the place where they had sought him.

			“Fi­nally, one night he found a way in­to the pig­sty of the d’Ar­ville castle and ate two beau­ties of the best breed.

			“The two broth­ers were furi­ous, in­ter­pret­ing the at­tack as one of bravado on the part of the mon­ster—a dir­ect in­jury, a de­fi­ance. There­fore, tak­ing all their best-trained hounds, ac­cus­tomed to fol­low the most re­doubt­able quarry, they set out to run down the beast, their hearts filled with rage.

			“From dawn un­til the sun des­cen­ded be­hind the great leaf­less trees, they beat about the forests with no res­ult.

			“At last, both of them, angry and dis­heartened, turned their horses’ steps in­to a bypath bordered by brush­wood, mar­vel­ling at the power of this wolf to baffle their know­ledge, and sud­denly seized with a mys­ter­i­ous fear.

			“The eld­er said:

			“ ‘This can be no or­din­ary beast. It al­most looks as if he can reas­on like a man.’

			“The young­er replied:

			“ ‘Per­haps we should get our cous­in, the Bish­op, to bless a bul­let for him, or ask a priest to pro­nounce some words to help us.’

			“Then they were si­lent.

			“Jean con­tin­ued: ‘Look at the sun; how red it is. The great wolf will do mis­chief to­night.’

			“He had scarcely fin­ished speak­ing when his horse reared. François’s horse star­ted to run at the same time. A large bush covered with dead leaves rose be­fore them, and a co­lossal beast, gray­ish-white, sprang out, scam­per­ing away through the wood.

			“Both gave a grunt of sat­is­fac­tion, and bend­ing to the necks of their heavy horses, they urged them on with the weight of their bod­ies, driv­ing them for­ward with such speed, ex­cit­ing them, hasten­ing them with voice and spur, that these strong riders seemed to carry the weight of their beasts between their knees, car­ry­ing them along as if they were fly­ing.

			“Thus they rode, at full speed, crash­ing through thick­ets, cross­ing rav­ines, climb­ing up the sides of hills, and plunging in­to gorges, sound­ing the horn with loud blasts, to arouse the people and the dogs of the neigh­bour­hood.

			“But sud­denly, in the course of this break­neck ride, my an­cest­or struck his fore­head against a large branch and frac­tured his skull. He fell to the ground as if dead, while his frightened horse dis­ap­peared in­to the shad­ows that were en­vel­op­ing the woods.

			“The young­er d’Ar­ville stopped short, sprang to the ground, seized his broth­er in his arms, and saw that his brains were com­ing out of the wound with his blood.

			“He sat down be­side him, took his dis­figured and gory head upon his knees, look­ing earn­estly at the life­less face. Little by little a fear crept over him, a strange fear that he had nev­er be­fore felt, fear of the shad­ows, of the solitude, of the lonely woods, and also of the chi­mer­ic­al wolf, which had now avenged it­self by killing his broth­er.

			“The shad­ows deepened, the branches of the trees crackled in the sharp cold. François arose shiv­er­ing, in­cap­able of re­main­ing there any longer, and already feel­ing his strength fail. There was noth­ing to be heard, neither the voice of the dogs nor the sound of the horns; all with­in this in­vis­ible ho­ri­zon was mute. And in this gloomy si­lence and the chill of even­ing there was some­thing strange and fright­ful.

			“With his power­ful hands he seized Jean’s huge body and laid it across the saddle to take it home; then he re­sumed his way slowly, his mind troubled by hor­rible, ex­traordin­ary im­ages, as if he were in­tox­ic­ated.

			“Sud­denly, along the path darkened by the night, a great form passed. It was the wolf. A vi­ol­ent fit of ter­ror seized upon the hunter; some­thing cold, like a stream of wa­ter, seemed to glide down his back, and he made the sign of the cross, like a monk haunted by dev­ils, so dis­mayed was he by the re­appear­ance of the fright­ful wan­der­er. Then, his eyes fall­ing upon the in­ert body be­fore him, his fear was quickly changed to an­ger, and he trembled with in­or­din­ate rage.

			“He pricked his horse and dar­ted after him.

			“He fol­lowed him through copses, rav­ines, and great forests, tra­vers­ing woods that he no longer re­cog­nized, his eyes fixed upon a white spot, which was ever fly­ing from him as night covered the earth.

			“His horse also seemed moved by an un­known force and ar­dour. He gal­loped on with neck ex­ten­ded, crash­ing over small trees and rocks, with the body of the dead man stretched across him on the saddle. Brambles caught in his hair; his head, where it struck the enorm­ous tree trunks, spattered them with blood; his spurs tore off pieces of bark.

			“Sud­denly the an­im­al and its rider came out of the forest, and rushed in­to a val­ley as the moon ap­peared above the hills. This val­ley was stony and shut in by enorm­ous rocks, with no oth­er out­let; and the wolf, caught in a corner, turned around.

			“François gave a shout of joy and re­venge which the echoes re­peated like a roll of thun­der. He leaped from his horse, knife in hand.

			“The brist­ling beast, with roun­ded back, was await­ing him, his eyes shin­ing like two stars. But be­fore join­ing battle, the strong hunter, grasp­ing his broth­er, seated him upon a rock, sup­port­ing his head, which was now but a mass of blood, with stones, and cried aloud to him, as to one deaf: ‘Look, Jean! Look here!’

			“Then he threw him­self upon the mon­ster. He felt him­self strong enough to over­throw a moun­tain, to crush the rocks in his hands. The beast tried to bite, and to rip up his stom­ach; but the man had seized it by the throat, without even mak­ing use of his weapon, and was strangling it gently, listen­ing to its breath stop­ping in its throat, and its heart ceas­ing to beat. And he laughed with mad joy, clutch­ing it more and more strongly with a ter­rible hold, and cry­ing out in his de­li­ri­um: ‘Look, Jean! Look!’ All res­ist­ance ceased. The body of the wolf was limp. He was dead.

			“Then François, tak­ing him in his arms, threw him down at the feet of his eld­er broth­er, cry­ing out in ex­pect­ant voice: ‘Here, here, Jean, dear, here he is!’

			“Then he placed upon the saddle the two bod­ies, the one above the oth­er, and star­ted on his way.

			“He re­turned to the castle laugh­ing and weep­ing, like Gar­gan­tua at the birth of Pan­ta­gru­el, shout­ing in tri­umph and stamp­ing with de­light in re­lat­ing the death of the beast, and moan­ing and tear­ing at his beard in telling the death of his broth­er.

			“Of­ten, later, when he re­called that day, he would de­clare, with tears in his eyes: ‘If only poor Jean had seen me strangle the beast, he would have died happy, I am sure!’

			“The wid­ow of my an­cest­or in­spired in her son a hor­ror of hunt­ing, which was trans­mit­ted from fath­er to son down to my­self.”

			The Mar­quis d’Ar­ville was si­lent. Someone asked: “That is a le­gendary tale, is it not?”

			And the nar­rat­or replied:

			“I swear to you it is true from be­gin­ning to end.”

			Then a lady, in a sweet little voice, de­clared:

			“Well, it is beau­ti­ful to have pas­sions like that.”

		
	
		
			The Kiss

			My little darling: so you are cry­ing from morn­ing un­til night and from night un­til morn­ing, be­cause your hus­band leaves you; you do not know what to do and so you ask your old aunt for ad­vice; you must con­sider her quite an ex­pert. I don’t know as much as you think I do, and yet I am not en­tirely ig­nor­ant of the art of lov­ing, or, rather, of mak­ing one’s self loved, in which you are a little lack­ing. I can ad­mit that at my age.

			You say that you are all at­ten­tion, love, kisses and caresses for him. Per­haps that is the very trouble; I think you kiss him too much.

			My dear, we have in our hands the most ter­rible power in the world: love.

			Man is gif­ted with phys­ic­al strength, and he ex­er­cises force. Wo­man is gif­ted with charm, and she rules with caresses. It is our weapon, for­mid­able and in­vin­cible, but we should know how to use it.

			We are the mis­tresses of the world you know. To tell the his­tory of Love from the be­gin­ning of the world would be to tell the his­tory of man him­self. Everything springs from it, the arts, great events, cus­toms, wars, the over­throw of em­pires.

			In the Bible you find De­lila, Ju­dith; in fables we find Om­phale, Helen; in his­tory the Sabines, Cleo­patra, and many oth­ers.

			There­fore we reign su­preme, all-power­ful. But, like kings, we must make use of del­ic­ate dip­lomacy.

			Love, my dear, is made up of im­per­cept­ible sen­sa­tions. We know that it is as strong as death, but also as frail as glass. The slight­est shock breaks it, our power crumbles, and we are nev­er able to build it up again.

			We have the power of mak­ing ourselves ad­ored, but we lack one tiny thing, un­der­stand­ing of the vari­ous shades of caresses, the subtle feel­ing for what is ex­cess­ive in the mani­fest­a­tions of our tender feel­ings. When we are em­braced we lose the sen­ti­ment of del­ic­acy, while the man over whom we rule re­mains mas­ter of him­self, cap­able of judging the fool­ish­ness of cer­tain words. Take care, my dear; that is the de­fect in our ar­mour. It is our Achilles’ heel.

			Do you know whence comes our real power? From the kiss, the kiss alone! When we know how to of­fer and give up our lips we can be­come queens.

			The kiss is only a pre­face, how­ever, but a charm­ing pre­face. More charm­ing than the real­iz­a­tion it­self. A pre­face which can al­ways be read over again, where­as one can­not al­ways read over the book.

			Yes, the meet­ing of lips is the most per­fect, the most di­vine sen­sa­tion giv­en to hu­man be­ings, the su­preme lim­it of hap­pi­ness. It is in the kiss alone that one some­times seems to feel this uni­on of souls after which we strive, the in­ter­ming­ling of swoon­ing hearts, as it were.

			Do you re­mem­ber the verses of Sully-Prud­homme:

			
				
					Les caresses ne sont que d’in­quiets trans­ports,
					

					In­fructueux es­sais du pauvre Amour qui tente
					

					L’im­possible uni­on des âmes par le corps.9
				

			

			One caress alone gives this deep sen­sa­tion of two be­ings wel­ded in­to one—it is the kiss. No vi­ol­ent de­li­ri­um of com­plete pos­ses­sion equals this trem­bling ap­proach of the lips, this first moist and fresh con­tact, and then the long, linger­ing, mo­tion­less rap­ture.

			There­fore, my dear, the kiss is our strongest weapon, but we must take care not to dull it. Do not for­get that its value is only re­l­at­ive, purely con­ven­tion­al. It con­tinu­ally changes ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances, the state of ex­pect­ancy and the ec­stasy of the mind. I will call at­ten­tion to one ex­ample.

			An­oth­er poet, François Cop­pée, has writ­ten a line which we all re­mem­ber, a line which we find de­light­ful, which moves our very hearts.

			After de­scrib­ing the ex­pect­ancy of a lov­er, wait­ing in a room one winter’s even­ing, his anxi­ety, his nervous im­pa­tience, the ter­rible fear of not see­ing her, he de­scribes the ar­rival of the be­loved wo­man, who at last enters hur­riedly, out of breath, bring­ing with her a breath of winter, and he ex­claims:

			
				
					Oh! les premi­ers baisers à tra­vers la voi­lette!10
				

			

			Is that not a line of ex­quis­ite sen­ti­ment, a del­ic­ate and charm­ing ob­ser­va­tion, a per­fect truth? All those who have hastened to a clandes­tine meet­ing, whom pas­sion has thrown in­to the arms of a man, well do they know these first de­li­cious kisses through the veil; and they tremble at the memory of them. And yet their sole charm lies in the cir­cum­stances, from be­ing late, from the anxious ex­pect­ancy, but from the purely—or, rather, im­purely, if you prefer—sen­su­al point of view, they are de­test­able.

			Think! Out­side it is cold. The young wo­man has walked quickly; the veil is moist from her cold breath. Little drops of wa­ter shine in the lace. The lov­er seizes her and presses his burn­ing lips to her li­quid breath. The moist veil, which dis­col­ors and car­ries the dread­ful odor of chem­ic­al dye, pen­et­rates in­to the young man’s mouth, moistens his mus­tache. He does not taste the lips of his be­loved, he tastes the dye of this lace moistened with cold breath. And yet, like the poet, we would all ex­claim:

			
				
					Oh! les premi­ers baisers à tra­vers la voi­lette!
				

			

			There­fore, the value of this caress be­ing en­tirely a mat­ter of con­ven­tion, we must be care­ful not to ab­use it.

			Well, my dear, I have sev­er­al times no­ticed that you are very clumsy. How­ever, you are not alone in that fault; the ma­jor­ity of wo­men lose their au­thor­ity by ab­us­ing the kiss with un­timely kisses. When they feel that their hus­band or their lov­er is a little tired, at those times when the heart as well as the body needs rest, in­stead of un­der­stand­ing what is go­ing on with­in him, they per­sist in giv­ing in­op­por­tune caresses, tire him by the ob­stin­acy of beg­ging lips and give caresses lav­ished with neither rhyme nor reas­on.

			Trust my ex­per­i­ence. First, nev­er kiss your hus­band in pub­lic, in the train, at the res­taur­ant. It is bad taste; do not give in to your de­sires. He would feel ri­dicu­lous and would nev­er for­give you.

			Be­ware of use­less kisses lav­ished in in­tim­acy. I am sure that you ab­use them. For in­stance, I re­mem­ber one day that you did some­thing quite shock­ing. Prob­ably you do not re­mem­ber it.

			All three of us were to­geth­er in the draw­ing room, and, as you did not stand on ce­re­mony be­fore me, your hus­band was hold­ing you on his knees and kiss­ing you at great length on the neck, the lips and throat. Sud­denly you ex­claimed: “Oh! the fire!” You had been pay­ing no at­ten­tion to it, and it was al­most out. A few linger­ing em­bers were glow­ing on the hearth. Then he rose, ran to the wood­box, from which he dragged two enorm­ous logs with great dif­fi­culty, when you came to him with beg­ging lips, mur­mur­ing:

			“Kiss me!” He turned his head with dif­fi­culty and tried to hold up the logs at the same time. Then you gently and slowly placed your mouth on that of the poor fel­low, who re­mained with his neck out of joint, his sides twis­ted, his arms al­most drop­ping off, trem­bling with fa­tigue and tired from his des­per­ate ef­fort. And you kept draw­ing out this tor­tur­ing kiss, without see­ing or un­der­stand­ing. Then when you freed him, you began to grumble: “How badly you kiss!” No won­der!

			Oh, take care of that! We all have this fool­ish habit, this stu­pid and in­con­sid­er­ate im­pulse to choose the most in­con­veni­ent mo­ments. When he is car­ry­ing a glass of wa­ter, when he is put­ting on his shoes, when he is ty­ing his cravat—in short, when he finds him­self in any un­com­fort­able po­s­i­tion—then is the time which we choose for a caress which makes him stop for a whole minute in the middle of what he is do­ing, with the sole de­sire of get­ting rid of us!

			Do not think that this cri­ti­cism is in­sig­ni­fic­ant. Love, my dear, is a del­ic­ate thing. The least little thing of­fends it: everything de­pends on the tact of our caresses. An ill-placed kiss may do any amount of harm.

			Try fol­low­ing my ad­vice.

			
				Your old aunt,

				Col­lette.

			
		
	
		
			That Pig, Morin

			
				I

				“Look here,” I said to La­b­arbe, “you have again re­peated those words, ‘That pig, Mor­in.’ Why on earth do I nev­er hear Mor­in’s name men­tioned without his be­ing called a pig?”

				La­b­arbe, who has since be­come a Deputy, blinked at me like an owl and said: “Do you mean to say that you do not know Mor­in’s story, and yet you come from La Rochelle?” I con­fessed that I did not know Mor­in’s story, and then La­b­arbe rubbed his hands, and began his nar­rat­ive.

				“You knew Mor­in, did you not, and you re­mem­ber his large drapery shop on the Quai de la Rochelle?”

				“Yes, per­fectly.”

				“Well, you must know that in 1862 or ’63 Mor­in went to spend a fort­night in Par­is for pleas­ure, or for his pleas­ures, but un­der the pre­text of re­new­ing his stock, and you also know what a fort­night in Par­is means for a coun­try shop­keep­er; it fires his blood. The theatre every even­ing, wo­men brush­ing up against you, and a con­tinu­al state of men­tal ex­cite­ment; it drives one mad. One sees noth­ing but dan­cers in tights, act­resses in very low dresses, round legs, plump shoulders, all nearly with­in reach of one’s hands, without dar­ing or be­ing able to touch them. It is rare for one to have even an af­fair or two with the com­mon­er sort. And one leaves with heart still aflut­ter, and a mind still ex­hil­ar­ated by a sort of long­ing for kisses which tickle one’s lips.

				“Mor­in was in that state when he took his tick­et for La Rochelle by the 8:40 night ex­press. Full of re­grets and long­ings he was walk­ing up and down the big wait­ing-room at the sta­tion, when he sud­denly came to a halt in front of a young lady who was kiss­ing an old one. She had her veil up, and Mor­in mur­mured with de­light: ‘By Jove, what a beau­ti­ful wo­man!’

				“When she had said ‘Good­bye’ to the old lady, she went in­to the wait­ing-room, and Mor­in fol­lowed her; then she went on to the plat­form and Mor­in still fol­lowed her; then she got in­to an empty car­riage, and he again fol­lowed her. There were very few trav­el­lers by the ex­press, the en­gine whistled, and the train star­ted. They were alone. Mor­in de­voured her with his eyes. She ap­peared to be about nine­teen or twenty, and was fair, tall, and had an eman­cip­ated air. She wrapped a trav­el­ling rug round her legs and stretched her­self on the seat to sleep.

				“Mor­in wondered who she was. And a thou­sand con­jec­tures, a thou­sand pro­jects went through his mind. He said to him­self: ‘So many stor­ies are told of ad­ven­tures on rail­way jour­neys, maybe I am go­ing to have one. Who knows? An af­fair of this kind can take place so quickly. Per­haps all that I need is a little cour­age. Was it not Danton who said: “Au­da­city, more au­da­city, and al­ways au­da­city”? If it was not Danton, it was Mi­ra­beau. Any­how, what does that mat­ter? But then, I am lack­ing in cour­age, and that is the dif­fi­culty. Oh! if one only knew, if one could only read people’s minds! I will bet that every day one misses mag­ni­fi­cent op­por­tun­it­ies without know­ing it. The slight­est sign would be enough to let me know that she is per­fectly agree­able …’

				“Then he ima­gined com­bin­a­tions which led him to tri­umph. He pic­tured some chiv­al­rous deed, or merely some slight ser­vice which he rendered her, a lively, gal­lant con­ver­sa­tion which ended in a de­clar­a­tion, which ended in—in what you can guess.

				“But he could find no open­ing; he had no pre­text, and he waited for some for­tu­nate cir­cum­stance, with his heart wildly beat­ing, and his mind topsy-turvy. The night passed, and the pretty girl still slept, while Mor­in was med­it­at­ing her down­fall. The day broke and soon the first ray of sun­light ap­peared in the sky, a long, clear ray which shone on the face of the sleep­ing girl, and woke her, so she sat up, looked at the coun­try, then at Mor­in, and smiled. She smiled like a happy wo­man, with an en­ga­ging and bright look, and Mor­in trembled. Ob­vi­ously that smile was in­ten­ded for him, it was a dis­creet in­vit­a­tion, the sig­nal which he was wait­ing for. That smile meant: ‘How stu­pid, what a ninny, what a dolt, what a don­key you are, to have sat there on your seat like a stick all night.

				“ ‘Just look at me. Am I not charm­ing? And you have sat like that for a whole night, alone with a pretty wo­man, without ven­tur­ing to do any­thing, you great booby!’

				“She was still smil­ing as she looked at him; she even began to laugh; and he was los­ing his head try­ing to find some­thing suit­able to say, no mat­ter what. But he could think of noth­ing, noth­ing, and then, arm­ing him­self with Dutch cour­age, he said to him­self: ‘It can’t be helped, I will risk everything,’ and sud­denly without the slight­est warn­ing, he moved to­wards her, his arms ex­ten­ded, his lips pro­trud­ing, and seiz­ing her in his arms, kissed her.

				“She sprang up with a bound, shout­ing: ‘Help! help!’ and scream­ing with ter­ror; then she opened the car­riage door, and waved her arm out­side, mad with fear and try­ing to jump out, while Mor­in, who was al­most dis­trac­ted, and feel­ing sure that she would throw her­self out, held her by her skirt and stammered: ‘Oh! Ma­dame! Oh! Ma­dame!’

				“The train slackened speed, and then stopped. Two guards rushed up at the young wo­man’s frantic sig­nals, and she threw her­self in­to their arms, stam­mer­ing: ‘That man tried—tried—to—to—’

				“And then she fain­ted.

				“They were at Mauzé sta­tion, and the gen­darme on duty ar­res­ted Mor­in. When the vic­tim of his bru­tal­ity had re­gained her con­scious­ness, she made her charge against him, and the po­lice drew it up. The poor draper did not reach home till night, with a pro­sec­u­tion hanging over him for an out­rage on mor­als in a pub­lic place.

			
			
				II

				“At that time I was ed­it­or-in-chief of the Fan­al des Char­entes, and I used to meet Mor­in every day at the Café du Com­merce. The day after his ad­ven­ture he came to see me, as he did not know what to do. I did not con­ceal my opin­ion from him. ‘You are no bet­ter than a pig. No de­cent man be­haves like that.’

				“He wept. His wife had giv­en him a beat­ing, and he foresaw his trade ruined, his name dragged through the mire and dis­hon­oured, his friends out­raged and cut­ting him in the street. In the end he ex­cited my pity, and I sent for my col­league Riv­et, a ban­ter­ing but very sens­ible little man, to give us his ad­vice.

				“He ad­vised me to see the Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor, who was a friend of mine, and so I sent Mor­in home, and went to call on the ma­gis­trate. He told me that the wo­man who had been in­sul­ted was a young lady, Ma­demois­elle Hen­ri­ette Bon­nel, who had just re­ceived her cer­ti­fic­ate as a teach­er in Par­is, and who, be­ing an orphan, spent her hol­i­days with her uncle and aunt, who were very re­spect­able lower middle-class people in Mauzé. What made Mor­in’s case all the more ser­i­ous was, that the uncle had lodged a com­plaint. But the pub­lic of­fi­cial con­sen­ted to let the mat­ter drop if this com­plaint were with­drawn, so that we must try and get him to do this.

				“I went back to Mor­in’s and found him in bed, ill with ex­cite­ment and dis­tress. His wife, a tall, rawboned wo­man with a beard, was ab­us­ing him con­tinu­ally, and she showed me in­to the room, shout­ing at me: ‘So you have come to see that pig, Mor­in. Well, there he is, the beauty!’ And she planted her­self in front of the bed, with her hands on her hips. I told him how mat­ters stood, and he begged me to go and see her uncle and aunt. It was a del­ic­ate mis­sion, but I un­der­took it, and the poor dev­il nev­er ceased re­peat­ing: ‘I as­sure you I did not even kiss her, no, not even that. I will take my oath on it!’

				“I replied: ‘It doesn’t mat­ter; you are noth­ing but a pig.’ And I took a thou­sand francs which he gave me, to em­ploy them as I thought best, but as I did not care to ven­ture to the house of her re­la­tions alone, I begged Riv­et to go with me, which he agreed to do, on con­di­tion that we should go there at once, for he had some ur­gent busi­ness at La Rochelle the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon. So two hours later we rang at the door of a nice coun­try-house. A beau­ti­ful girl came and opened the door to us, who was as­suredly the young lady in ques­tion, and I said to Riv­et in a low voice: ‘Con­found it! I be­gin to un­der­stand Mor­in!’

				“The uncle, Mon­sieur Tonnelet, was, as it happened, a sub­scriber to the Fan­al, and was a fer­vent polit­ic­al co­re­li­gion­ist of ours. He re­ceived us with open arms, and con­grat­u­lated us and wished us joy; he was de­lighted at hav­ing the two ed­it­ors of his fa­vour­ite news­pa­per in his house, and Riv­et whispered to me: ‘I think we shall be able to ar­range the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in.’

				“The niece had left the room, and I in­tro­duced the del­ic­ate sub­ject. I in­voked the spectre of scan­dal be­fore his eyes; I em­phas­ised the in­ev­it­able loss of es­teem which the young lady would suf­fer if such an af­fair be­came known, for nobody would be­lieve in a simple kiss. The good man seemed un­de­cided, but could not make up his mind about any­thing without his wife, who would not be in un­til late that even­ing. But sud­denly he uttered an ex­clam­a­tion of tri­umph: ‘Look here, I have an ex­cel­lent idea. I shall not let you leave now that you are here. You can both dine here and spend the night, and when my wife comes home, I hope we shall be able to ar­range mat­ters.’

				“Riv­et res­isted at first, but the wish to ex­tric­ate that pig, Mor­in, de­cided him, and we ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion. So the uncle got up de­lighted, called his niece, and pro­posed that we should take a stroll in his grounds, say­ing: ‘We will leave ser­i­ous mat­ters un­til to­night.’ Riv­et and he began to talk polit­ics, and I soon found my­self lag­ging a little be­hind with the girl, who was really charm­ing! charm­ing! and with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions I began to speak to her about her ad­ven­ture, and try to make her my ally. She did not, how­ever, ap­pear in the least con­fused, and listened to me with an air of great amuse­ment.

				“I said to her: ‘Just think, Ma­demois­elle, how un­pleas­ant it will be for you. You will have to ap­pear in court, to en­counter ma­li­cious glances, to speak be­fore every­body, and to re­late in pub­lic that un­for­tu­nate oc­cur­rence in the rail­way-car­riage. Do you not think, between ourselves, that it would have been much bet­ter for you to have put that dirty scoun­drel in his place without call­ing for as­sist­ance, and merely to have changed your car­riage?’

				“She began to laugh, and replied: ‘What you say is quite true! but what could I do? I was frightened, and when one is frightened, one does not stop to reas­on with one­self. As soon as I real­ized the situ­ation, I was very sorry that I had called out, but then it was too late. You must also re­mem­ber that the idi­ot threw him­self upon me like a mad­man, without say­ing a word and look­ing like a lun­at­ic. I did not even know what he wanted of me.’

				“She looked me full in the face, without be­ing nervous or in­tim­id­ated, and I said to my­self: ‘She is a girl with her wits about her: I can quite see how that pig, Mor­in, came to make a mis­take,’ and I went on, jok­ingly: ‘Come, Ma­demois­elle, con­fess that he was ex­cus­able, for after all, a man can­not find him­self op­pos­ite such a pretty girl as you are, without feel­ing a le­git­im­ate de­sire to kiss her.’

				“She laughed more than ever, and showed her teeth, and said: ‘Between the de­sire and the act, Mon­sieur, there is room for re­spect.’ It was a curi­ous ex­pres­sion to use, al­though not very clear. Ab­ruptly I asked: ‘Well now, sup­pos­ing I were to kiss you now, what would you do?’ She stopped, looked at me up and down, and then said calmly: ‘Oh! you? That is quite an­oth­er mat­ter.’

				“I knew per­fectly well, by Jove, that it was not the same thing at all, as every­body in the neigh­bour­hood called me ‘Hand­some La­b­arbe.’ I was thirty years old in those days, but I asked her: ‘And why, pray?’

				“She shrugged her shoulders, and replied: ‘Well! be­cause you are not so stu­pid as he is.’ And then she ad­ded, with a side­long glance: ‘Nor so ugly, either.’

				“Be­fore she could make a move­ment to avoid me, I had planted a hearty kiss on her cheek. She sprang aside, but it was too late, and then she said: ‘Well, you are not very bash­ful, either! But don’t do that sort of thing again.’

				“I put on a humble look and said in a low voice: ‘Oh! Ma­demois­elle, as for me, if I long for one thing more than an­oth­er, it is to be summoned be­fore a ma­gis­trate on the same charge as Mor­in.’

				“ ‘Why?’ she asked.

				“Look­ing stead­ily at her, I replied: ‘Be­cause you are one of the most beau­ti­ful creatures liv­ing; be­cause it would be an hon­our and a title to glory for me to have offered you vi­ol­ence, and be­cause people would have said, after see­ing you: “Well, La­b­arbe richly de­serves what he has got, but he is a lucky fel­low, all the same.” ’

				“She began to laugh heart­ily again, and said: ‘How funny you are!’ And she had not fin­ished the word funny, be­fore I had her in my arms and was shower­ing hungry kisses wherever I could find a place, on her hair, her fore­head, her eyes, her mouth oc­ca­sion­ally, on her cheeks, in fact, all over her head, some part of which she was ob­liged to leave ex­posed, in spite of her­self, in or­der to de­fend the oth­ers. At last she man­aged to re­lease her­self, blush­ing and angry. ‘You are very ill-mannered, Mon­sieur,’ she said, ‘and I am sorry I listened to you.’

				“I took her hand in some con­fu­sion, and stammered out: ‘I beg your par­don, I beg your par­don, Ma­demois­elle. I have of­fen­ded you; I have ac­ted like a brute! Do not be angry with me for what I have done. If you knew—’

				“I vainly sought for some ex­cuse, and in a few mo­ments she said: ‘There is noth­ing for me to know, Mon­sieur.’ But I had found some­thing to say, and I cried: ‘Ma­demois­elle, I have been in love with you for a whole year!’

				“She was really sur­prised, and raised her eyes to look at me, and I went on: ‘Yes, Ma­demois­elle, listen to me. I do not know Mor­in, and I do not care any­thing about him. It does not mat­ter to me in the least if he is com­mit­ted for tri­al and locked up mean­while. I saw you here last year; you were down there at the gate, and I was so taken with you, that the thought of you has nev­er left me since, and it does not mat­ter to me wheth­er you be­lieve me or not. I thought you ad­or­able, and the re­mem­brance of you took such a hold on me that I longed to see you again, and so I made use of that fool, Mor­in, as a pre­text, and here I am. Cir­cum­stances have made me ex­ceed the due lim­its of re­spect, and I can only beg you to par­don me.’

				“She was try­ing to read the truth in my eyes, and was ready to smile again; then she mur­mured: ‘You hum­bug!’ But I raised my hand, and said in a sin­cere voice (and I really be­lieve that I was sin­cere): ‘I swear to you that I am speak­ing the truth.’ She replied quite simply: ‘Really?’

				“We were alone, quite alone, as Riv­et and her uncle had dis­ap­peared in a side walk, and I made her a real de­clar­a­tion of love, pro­longed and gentle, while I squeezed and kissed her fin­gers, and she listened to it as to some­thing new and agree­able, without ex­actly know­ing how much of it she was to be­lieve, while in the end I felt agit­ated, and at last really my­self be­lieved what I said. I was pale, anxious, and trem­bling, and I gently put my arm round her waist, and spoke to her softly, whis­per­ing in­to the little curls over her ears. She seemed dead, so ab­sorbed in thought was she.

				“Then her hand touched mine, and she pressed it, and I gently circled her waist with a trem­bling, and gradu­ally a firmer, grasp. She did not move now, and I touched her cheeks with my lips, and sud­denly, without seek­ing them, mine met hers. It was a long, long kiss, and it would have las­ted longer still, if I had not heard ‘Ahem, ahem’ just be­hind me. She made her es­cape through the bushes, and I, turn­ing round, saw Riv­et com­ing to­ward me. He stopped in the middle of the path and said without even smil­ing: ‘So that is the way in which you settle the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in.’

				“I replied, con­ceitedly: ‘One does what one can, my dear fel­low. But what about the uncle? How have you got on with him? I will an­swer for the niece.’

				“ ‘I have not been so for­tu­nate with him,’ he replied. Whereupon I took his arm, and we went in­doors.

			
			
				III

				“Din­ner made me lose my head al­to­geth­er. I sat be­side her, and my hand con­tinu­ally met hers un­der the table­cloth, my foot touched hers, and our glances met and melted to­geth­er.

				“After din­ner we took a walk by moon­light, and I whispered to her all the tender things that rose in my heart. I held her close to me, em­bra­cing her every mo­ment, and press­ing my lips against hers. Her uncle and Riv­et were ar­guing as they walked in front of us, their shad­ows fol­low­ing sol­emnly be­hind them on the sandy paths. We went in, and soon a mes­sen­ger brought a tele­gram from her aunt, say­ing that she would not re­turn un­til the first train the next morn­ing, at sev­en o’clock.

				“ ‘Very well, Hen­ri­ette,’ her uncle said, ‘go and show the gen­tle­men their rooms.’ She showed Riv­et his first, and he whispered to me: ‘There was no danger of her tak­ing us in­to yours first.’ Then she took me to my room, and as soon as she was alone with me, I took her in my arms again and tried to ex­cite her senses and over­come her res­ist­ance, but when she felt that she was near suc­cumb­ing, she es­caped out of the room, and I got between the sheets, very much put out and ex­cited, and feel­ing rather fool­ish, for I knew that I should not sleep much. I was won­der­ing how I could have com­mit­ted such a mis­take, when there was a gentle knock at my door, and on my ask­ing who was there, a low voice replied: ‘I.’

				“I dressed my­self quickly and opened the door, and she came in. ‘I for­got to ask you what you take in the morn­ing,’ she said, ‘chocol­ate, tea, or cof­fee?’ I put my arms around her im­petu­ously and said, de­vour­ing her with kisses: ‘I will take—I will take—’ But she freed her­self from my arms, blew out my candle, and dis­ap­peared, and left me alone in the dark, furi­ous, try­ing to find some matches and not able to do so. At last I got some and I went in­to the pas­sage, feel­ing half mad, with my can­dle­stick in my hand.

				“What was I go­ing to do? I did not stop to think, I only wanted to find her, and I would. I went a few steps without re­flect­ing, but then I sud­denly thought to my­self: ‘Sup­pose I should go in­to the uncle’s room, what should I say?’ And I stood still, with my head a void, and my heart beat­ing.

				“But in a few mo­ments, I thought of an an­swer: ‘Of course, I shall say that I was look­ing for Riv­et’s room, to speak to him about an im­port­ant mat­ter,’ and I began to in­spect all the doors, try­ing to find hers. At ran­dom I took hold of a key, turned it, the door opened and I went in. There was Hen­ri­ette, sit­ting on her bed and look­ing at me in ter­ror. So I gently pushed the bolt, and go­ing up to her on tip­toe, I said: ‘I for­got to ask you for some­thing to read, Ma­demois­elle.’ She struggled, but I soon opened the book I was look­ing for. I will not tell you its title, but it is the most won­der­ful of ro­mances, the di­vinest of poems. And when once I had turned the first page, she let me turn over as many leaves as I liked, and I got through so many chapters that our candles were quite burned out.

				“Then, after thank­ing her, I was stealth­ily re­turn­ing to my room, when a rough hand seized me, and a voice—it was Riv­et’s—whispered in my ear: ‘Are you still set­tling the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in?’

				“At sev­en o’clock the next morn­ing, she her­self brought me a cup of chocol­ate. I have nev­er drunk any­thing like it, soft, vel­vety, per­fumed, in­tox­ic­at­ing, a chocol­ate to make one swoon with pleas­ure. I could scarcely take away my mouth from the de­li­cious lips of her cup. She had hardly left the room when Riv­et came in. He seemed nervous and ir­rit­able like a man who had not slept, and he said to me crossly: ‘If you go on like this, you will end by spoil­ing the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in!’

				“At eight o’clock the aunt ar­rived. Our dis­cus­sion was very short, the good people with­drew their com­plaint, and I left five hun­dred francs for the poor of the town. They wanted to keep us for the day, and they ar­ranged an ex­cur­sion to go and see some ru­ins. Hen­ri­ette made signs to me to stay, be­hind her uncle’s back, and I ac­cep­ted, but Riv­et was de­term­ined to go. I took him aside, and begged and prayed him: ‘Come on, old man, do it for my sake.’ He ap­peared quite ex­as­per­ated and kept say­ing to me: ‘I have had enough of that pig Mor­in’s af­fair, do you hear?’

				“Of course I was ob­liged to go also, and it was one of the hard­est mo­ments of my life. I could have gone on set­tling that busi­ness as long as I lived, and when we were in the rail­way car­riage, after shak­ing hands with her in si­lence, I said to Riv­et: ‘You are a mere brute!’ And he replied: ‘My dear fel­low, you were be­gin­ning to get on my nerves con­foun­dedly.’

				“On get­ting to the Fan­al of­fice, I saw a crowd wait­ing for us, and as soon as they saw us, they all ex­claimed: ‘Well, have you settled the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in?’ All La Rochelle was ex­cited about it, and Riv­et, who had got over his ill hu­mour on the jour­ney, had great dif­fi­culty in keep­ing him­self from laugh­ing as he said: ‘Yes, we have man­aged it, thanks to La­b­arbe.’ And we went to Mor­in’s.

				“He was sit­ting in an arm­chair, with mus­tard plasters on his legs, and cold band­ages on his head, nearly dead with misery. He was cough­ing in­cess­antly with the short cough of a dy­ing man, without any­one know­ing how he had caught this cold, and his wife seemed like a tigress ready to eat him. As soon as he saw us he trembled so vi­ol­ently as to make his hands and knees shake, so I said to him im­me­di­ately: ‘It is all settled, you dirty scamp, but don’t do such a thing again.’

				“He got up, chok­ing, took my hands and kissed them as if they had be­longed to a prince, cried, nearly fain­ted, em­braced Riv­et, and even kissed Ma­dame Mor­in, who gave him a push that sent him stag­ger­ing back in­to his arm­chair. But he nev­er got over the blow: his mind had been too up­set. In all the coun­try round, moreover, he was called noth­ing but ‘that pig, Mor­in,’ and the epi­thet went through him like a sword-thrust every time he heard it. When a street-boy called after him: ‘Pig!’ he turned his head in­stinct­ively. His friends also over­whelmed him with hor­rible jokes, and used to chaff him, whenev­er they were eat­ing ham, by say­ing: ‘Is this a bit of you?’ He died two years later.

				“As for my­self, when I was a can­did­ate for the Cham­ber of Depu­ties in 1875, I called on the new not­ary at Tousserre, Mon­sieur Bel­loncle, to so­li­cit his vote, and a tall, hand­some, richly-dressed wo­man re­ceived me. ‘Don’t you re­mem­ber me?’ she said.

				“I stammered out: ‘No … No … Ma­dame.’

				“ ‘Hen­ri­ette Bon­nel?’

				“ ‘Ah!’ And I felt my­self turn­ing pale, while she seemed per­fectly at her ease, and looked at me with a smile.

				“As soon as she had left me alone with her hus­band, he took both of my hands, and squeez­ing them as if he meant to crush them, he said: ‘I have been in­tend­ing to go and see you for a long time, my dear sir, for my wife has very of­ten talked to me about you. I know un­der what pain­ful cir­cum­stances you made her ac­quaint­ance, and I know also how per­fectly you be­haved, how full of del­ic­acy, tact, and de­vo­tion you showed your­self in the af­fair—’ He hes­it­ated, and then said in a lower tone, as if he had been say­ing some­thing low and coarse: ‘In the af­fair of that pig, Mor­in.’ ”

			
		
	
		
			Madame Baptiste

			When I went in­to the wait­ing-room at the sta­tion at Loubain, the first thing I did was to look at the clock, and I found that I had two hours and ten minutes to wait for the Par­is ex­press.

			I felt sud­denly tired, as if I had walked twenty miles. Then I looked about me, as if I could find some means of killing the time on the sta­tion walls. At last I went out again, and hal­ted out­side the gates of the sta­tion, rack­ing my brains to find some­thing to do. The street, which was a kind of boulevard planted with stun­ted laburnum-trees, between two rows of houses of un­equal shape and dif­fer­ent styles of ar­chi­tec­ture, houses such as one sees in only small towns, as­cen­ded a slight hill, and at the ex­treme end of it there were some trees, as if it ended in a park.

			From time to time a cat crossed the street, and jumped over the gut­ters, care­fully. A cur sniffed im­pa­tiently at every tree, and hunted for frag­ments from the kit­chens, but I did not see a single hu­man be­ing. I felt list­less and dis­heartened. What could I do with my­self? I was already think­ing of the in­ev­it­able and in­ter­min­able vis­it to the small café at the rail­way sta­tion, where I should have to sit over a glass of un­drink­able beer, and an un­read­able loc­al news­pa­per, when I saw a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion com­ing out of a side street in­to the one in which I was, and the sight of the hearse was a re­lief to me. It would, at any rate, give me some­thing to do for ten minutes.

			Sud­denly, how­ever, my at­ten­tion was re­doubled. The corpse was fol­lowed by only eight gen­tle­men, one of whom was weep­ing, while the oth­ers were chat­ting to­geth­er. But there was no priest, and I thought to my­self: “This is a non-re­li­gious fu­ner­al,” but then I re­flec­ted that a town like Loubain must con­tain at least a hun­dred free­thinkers, who would have made a point of mak­ing a mani­fest­a­tion. What could it be, then? The rap­id pace of the pro­ces­sion clearly proved that the body was to be bur­ied without ce­re­mony, and, con­sequently, without the in­ter­ven­tion of re­li­gion.

			My idle curi­os­ity played with the most com­plic­ated sup­pos­i­tions, and, as the hearse passed, a strange idea struck me, namely, to fol­low it with the eight gen­tle­men. That would take up my time for an hour, at least, and I, ac­cord­ingly, walked with the oth­ers, with a sad look on my face, and on see­ing this, the two last turned round in sur­prise, and then spoke to each oth­er in a low voice.

			No doubt, they were ask­ing each oth­er wheth­er I be­longed to the town, and then they con­sul­ted the two in front of them, who stared at me in turn. The close at­ten­tion they paid me an­noyed me, and to put an end to it, I went up to them, and after bow­ing, said:

			“I beg your par­don, gen­tle­men, for in­ter­rupt­ing your con­ver­sa­tion, but see­ing a civil fu­ner­al, I have fol­lowed it, al­though I did not know the de­ceased gen­tle­man whom you are ac­com­pa­ny­ing.”

			“It is a wo­man,” one of them said.

			I was much sur­prised at hear­ing this, and asked:

			“But it is a civil fu­ner­al, is it not?”

			The oth­er gen­tle­man, who evid­ently wished to tell me all about it, then said: “Yes and no. The clergy have re­fused to al­low us the use of the church.”

			On hear­ing that, I uttered a pro­longed A‑h! of as­ton­ish­ment. I could not un­der­stand it at all, but my ob­li­ging neigh­bour con­tin­ued:

			“It is rather a long story. This young wo­man com­mit­ted sui­cide, and that is the reas­on why she can­not be bur­ied with any re­li­gious ce­re­mony. The gen­tle­man who is walk­ing first, and who is cry­ing, is her hus­band.”

			I replied, with some hestit­a­tion:

			“You sur­prise and in­terest me very much, Mon­sieur. Shall I be in­dis­creet if I ask you to tell me the facts of the case? If I am troub­ling you, con­sider these words un­said.”

			The gen­tle­man took my arm fa­mil­iarly.

			“Not at all, not at all. Let us stop a little be­hind the oth­ers, and I will tell you, al­though it is a very sad story. We have plenty of time be­fore get­ting to the cemetery, whose trees you see up yon­der, for it is a stiff pull up this hill.”

			And he began:

			“This young wo­man, Ma­dame Paul Hamot, was the daugh­ter of Mon­sieur Fon­tan­elle, a wealthy mer­chant in the neigh­bour­hood. When she was a mere child of el­ev­en, she had a ter­rible ad­ven­ture; a foot­man vi­ol­ated her. She nearly died, in con­sequence, for she was in­jured by this wretch, whose bru­tal­ity be­trayed him. A ter­rible crim­in­al case was the res­ult, and as it was proved that for three months the poor young mar­tyr had been the vic­tim of that brute’s dis­grace­ful prac­tices, he was sen­tenced to pen­al ser­vitude for life.

			“The little girl grew up, stig­mat­ised by her dis­grace, isol­ated, without any com­pan­ions, and grown-up people would scarcely kiss her, for they thought they would soil their lips if they touched her fore­head. She be­came a sort of mon­ster, a phe­nomen­on to all the town. People said to each oth­er in a whis­per: ‘You know little Fon­tan­elle,’ and every­body turned away in the streets when she passed. Her par­ents could not even get a maid to take her out for a walk, and the oth­er ser­vants held aloof from her, as if con­tact with her would pois­on every­body who came near her.

			“It was pi­ti­able to see the poor child on the play­ground where the kids amuse them­selves every af­ter­noon. She re­mained all alone, stand­ing be­side her maid, and look­ing at the oth­er chil­dren amus­ing them­selves. Some­times, yield­ing to an ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to mix with the oth­er chil­dren, she ad­vanced, tim­idly, with nervous ges­tures, and mingled with a group, with furt­ive steps, as if con­scious of her own in­famy. And im­me­di­ately the moth­ers, aunts, and nurses used to come run­ning from every seat, tak­ing the chil­dren en­trus­ted to their care by the hand and drag­ging them bru­tally away.

			“Little Fon­tan­elle would re­main isol­ated, wretched, without un­der­stand­ing what it meant, and then would be­gin to cry, heart­broken with grief, and run and hide her head in her nurse’s lap, sob­bing.

			“As she grew up, it was worse still. They kept the girls from her, as if she were stricken with the plague. Re­mem­ber that she had noth­ing to learn, noth­ing; that she no longer had the right to the sym­bol­ic­al wreath of or­ange-flowers; that al­most be­fore she could read, she had pen­et­rated that re­doubt­able mys­tery which moth­ers scarcely al­low their daugh­ters to guess, trem­bling as they en­light­en them on the night of their mar­riage.

			“When she went through the streets, al­ways ac­com­pan­ied by a gov­erness—as if her par­ents feared some fresh, ter­rible ad­ven­ture—with her eyes cast down un­der the load of that mys­ter­i­ous dis­grace which she felt was al­ways weigh­ing upon her, the oth­er girls, who were not nearly so in­no­cent as people thought, whispered and giggled as they looked at her know­ingly, and im­me­di­ately turned their heads ab­sently if she happened to look at them. People scarcely greeted her; only a few men bowed to her, and the moth­ers pre­ten­ded not to see her, while some young black­guards called her ‘Ma­dame Bap­tiste,’ after the name of the foot­man who had out­raged and ruined her.

			“Nobody knew the secret tor­ture of her mind, for she hardly ever spoke and nev­er laughed; her par­ents them­selves ap­peared un­com­fort­able in her pres­ence, as if they bore her a con­stant grudge for some ir­re­par­able fault.

			“An hon­est man would not will­ingly give his hand to a lib­er­ated con­vict, would he, even if that con­vict were his own son? And Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Fon­tan­elle looked on their daugh­ter as they would have done on a son who had just been re­leased from the hulks. She was pretty and pale, tall, slender, dis­tin­guished-look­ing, and she would have pleased me very much, Mon­sieur, but for that un­for­tu­nate af­fair.

			“Well, when a new sub­pre­fect was ap­poin­ted here eight­een months ago, he brought his private sec­ret­ary with him. He was a queer sort of fel­low, who had lived in the Lat­in Quarter, it ap­pears. He saw Ma­demois­elle Fon­tan­elle, and fell in love with her, and when told of what oc­curred, he merely said: ‘Bah! That is just a guar­an­tee for the fu­ture, and I would rather it should have happened be­fore I mar­ried her, than af­ter­ward. I shall sleep tran­quilly with that wo­man.’

			“He paid his ad­dresses to her, asked for her hand, and mar­ried her, and then, not be­ing de­fi­cient in bold­ness, he paid wed­ding-calls, as if noth­ing had happened. Some people re­turned them, oth­ers did not, but at last the af­fair began to be for­got­ten and she took her prop­er place in so­ci­ety.

			“She ad­ored her hus­band as if he had been a god, for you must re­mem­ber that he had re­stored her to hon­our and to so­cial life, that he had braved pub­lic opin­ion, faced in­sults, and, in a word, per­formed a cour­ageous act, such as few men would ac­com­plish, and she felt the most ex­al­ted and un­ceas­ing love for him.

			“When she be­came preg­nant, and it was known, the most par­tic­u­lar people and the greatest stick­lers opened their doors to her, as if she had been def­in­itely pur­i­fied by ma­ter­nity.

			“It is funny, but true, and thus everything was go­ing on as well as pos­sible, when, the oth­er day, oc­curred the feast of the pat­ron saint of our town. The pre­fect, sur­roun­ded by his staff and the au­thor­it­ies, presided at the mu­sic­al com­pet­i­tion, and when he had fin­ished his speech, the dis­tri­bu­tion of medals began, which Paul Hamot, his private sec­ret­ary, handed to those who were en­titled to them.

			“As you know, there are al­ways jeal­ousies and rival­ries, which make people for­get all pro­pri­ety. All the ladies of the town were there on the plat­form, and, in his prop­er turn, the band­mas­ter from the vil­lage of Mour­mil­lon came up. This band was only to re­ceive a second-class medal, for you can­not give first-class medals to every­body, can you? But when the private sec­ret­ary handed him his badge, the man threw it in his face and ex­claimed:

			“ ‘You may keep your medal for Bap­tiste. You owe him a first-class one, also, just as you do me.’

			“There were a num­ber of people there who began to laugh. The com­mon herd are neither char­it­able nor re­fined, and every eye was turned to­ward that poor lady. Have you ever seen a wo­man go­ing mad, Mon­sieur? Well, we were present at the sight! She got up, and fell back on her chair three times in suc­ces­sion, as if she wished to make her es­cape, but saw that she could not make her way through the crowd. Then an­oth­er voice in the crowd ex­claimed:

			“ ‘Oh! Oh! Ma­dame Bap­tiste!’

			“And a great up­roar, partly laughter and partly in­dig­na­tion, arose. The word was re­peated over and over again; people stood on tip­toe to see the un­happy wo­man’s face; hus­bands lif­ted their wives up in their arms so that they might see her, and people asked:

			“ ‘Which is she? The one in blue?’

			“The boys crowed like cocks and laughter was heard all over the place.

			“She did not move now on her state chair, just as if she had been put there for the crowd to look at. She could not move, nor dis­ap­pear, nor hide her face. Her eye­lids blinked quickly, as if a vivid light were shin­ing in her face, and she panted like a horse that is go­ing up a steep hill, so that it al­most broke one’s heart to see it. Mean­while, how­ever, Mon­sieur Hamot had seized the ruf­fi­an by the throat, and they were rolling on the ground to­geth­er, amid a scene of in­des­crib­able con­fu­sion, and the ce­re­mony was in­ter­rup­ted.

			“An hour later, as the Hamots were re­turn­ing home, the young wo­man, who had not uttered a word since the in­sult, but who was trem­bling as if all her nerves had been set in mo­tion by springs, sud­denly sprang on the para­pet of the bridge, and threw her­self in­to the river, be­fore her hus­band could pre­vent it. The wa­ter is very deep un­der the arches, and it was two hours be­fore her body was re­covered. Of course, she was dead.”

			The nar­rat­or stopped, and then ad­ded:

			“It was, per­haps, the best thing she could do in her po­s­i­tion. There are some things which can­not be wiped out, and now you un­der­stand why the clergy re­fused to have her taken in­to church. Ah! If it had been a re­li­gious fu­ner­al, the whole town would have been present, but you can un­der­stand that her sui­cide, ad­ded to the oth­er af­fair, made fam­il­ies ab­stain from at­tend­ing her fu­ner­al. And then, it is not an easy mat­ter, here, to at­tend a fu­ner­al which is per­formed without re­li­gious rites.”

			We passed through the cemetery gates, and I waited, much moved by what I had heard, un­til the coffin had been lowered in­to the grave be­fore I went up to the poor hus­band, who was sob­bing vi­ol­ently, to press his hand vig­or­ously. He looked at me in sur­prise through his tears, and said:

			“Thank you, Mon­sieur.”

			I was not sorry that I had fol­lowed the fu­ner­al.

		
	
		
			My Wife

			It was at the close of a din­ner party con­sist­ing of men, mar­ried men, old friends, who some­times met to­geth­er without their wives, like bach­el­ors, as in former days. They had eaten for a long while, and had drunk a great deal, talked on every sub­ject and re­newed happy memor­ies of days gone by, those glow­ing memor­ies that cause the lips to smile and the heart to tremble in spite of one­self.

			Someone said:

			“Do you re­mem­ber, George, our ex­cur­sion to Saint-Ger­main with those two young girls from Mont­martre?”

			“Cer­tainly! Of course I do.”

			And they brought up de­tails, this and that, a thou­sand little things, the thoughts of which gave them pleas­ure even now.

			They happened to speak about mar­riage, and every­one said in a ser­i­ous voice: “Oh! if I had it to do over again! …” George Duportin ad­ded: “It is strange how eas­ily you drop in­to it. You make up your mind nev­er to take a wife, and then in the spring you go away in­to the coun­try; the weath­er is warm; the sum­mer prom­ises well; everything is in bloom; you meet a young girl at a friend’s house … presto! it is done. You come home mar­ried.”

			Pierre Létoile cried out: “Just so! that’s my story, only in my case the cir­cum­stances were pe­cu­li­ar …”

			His friend in­ter­rup­ted him: “As for you, you have noth­ing to com­plain of. You surely have the most charm­ing wife in the world, she is pretty, ami­able, in fact, per­fect; cer­tainly you are the hap­pi­est of us all.”

			The former replied:

			“I’m not re­spons­ible for that.”

			“Why not?”

			“It is true that I have a per­fect wife, but I mar­ried her in spite of my­self.”

			“Non­sense.”

			“Yes—This is the story: I was thirty years old, and I thought no more of mar­ry­ing than of hanging my­self. Young girls al­ways seemed to me in­sip­id, and I was ex­ceed­ingly fond of pleas­ure.

			“In the month of May I was in­vited to the wed­ding of my cous­in Si­mon d’Era­bel, in Nor­mandy. It was a real Nor­man wed­ding. The people sat down at table at five o’clock in the af­ter­noon; and at el­ev­en o’clock they were still eat­ing. On this oc­ca­sion my part­ner was a Miss Du­moulin, the daugh­ter of a re­tired col­on­el, a blonde young wo­man with a mil­it­ary air, well-built, fear­less and lo­qua­cious. She mono­pol­ized me com­pletely all day long, took me walk­ing in the park, made me dance wheth­er I wanted to or not, and bored me.

			“I said to my­self: ‘I’ll bear it today, but to­mor­row I’ll es­cape. I’ve had enough.’

			“About el­ev­en o’clock at night the wo­men re­tired to their rooms and the men re­mained to smoke while drink­ing, or to drink while smoking if you prefer.

			“Through the open win­dow could be seen the rus­tic ball. Coun­try lads and lasses skipped in a circle while they sang in a loud voice the tune of a wild dance feebly ac­com­pan­ied by two vi­ol­in­ists and a cla­ri­net­tist who used the top of a large kit­chen table as a plat­form. The tu­mul­tu­ous song of the coun­try people some­times com­pletely drowned the sound of the in­stru­ments; and the feeble mu­sic, torn to pieces by their un­con­trolled voices, seemed to fall from the sky in shreds, in small frag­ments of scattered notes. From two huge casks sur­roun­ded by flam­ing torches there poured drink for the crowd. Two men were busy rins­ing the glasses, or bowls, in a tub so as to have them ready as quickly as pos­sible to place un­der the faucets from which ran the red thread of wine or the golden thread of pure cider; and the thirsty dan­cers, the sed­ate eld­erly people, the per­spir­ing girls, came there ex­tend­ing their arms to take, in their turn, whatever kind of cup they could find, and throw­ing back their heads took co­pi­ous draughts of whichever drink they pre­ferred. On one table was bread, but­ter, cheeses and saus­ages. Every­body swal­lowed a mouth­ful from time to time; and on the starlit field this healthy and en­er­get­ic fête was a pleas­ure to be­hold and made me want to drink to the health of those huge casks, and eat hard bread with but­ter and a raw onion.

			“A fool­ish de­sire took pos­ses­sion of me to take part in their fest­iv­it­ies and I left my com­pan­ions.

			“I must ac­know­ledge that I was then some­what tipsy, and soon be­came quite drunk.

			“I seized the hand of a strong peas­ant girl who was out of breath, and I made her skip around wildly un­til I was breath­less. After drink­ing some more wine I seized an­oth­er jolly girl and, to re­fresh my­self, I swal­lowed a full bowl of cider, and I began to jump about like one pos­sessed.

			“I was supple, the lads were de­lighted, and watched me as they tried to im­it­ate me; all the girls wanted to dance with me and they skipped about heav­ily, with cow-like grace.

			“At last after many dances and glass after glass of wine and cider, I be­came so tipsy about two o’clock in the morn­ing, that I could hardly stand up.

			“I was con­scious of my con­di­tion and I wanted to go to my bed­room. The château was asleep, si­lent, and sombre.

			“I had no matches and every­one had gone to bed. As soon as I was in­side the ves­ti­bule I was seized with dizzi­ness: I had great dif­fi­culty in find­ing the ban­is­ter; at last I came across it by chance, as I was grop­ing about, and I sat down on the first step of the stair­case try­ing to col­lect my ideas.

			“My bed­room was on the second floor, the third door to the left. Hap­pily I had not for­got­ten that. Con­fid­ent that I re­membered cor­rectly, I got up again, but not without dif­fi­culty, and I began to go up­stairs, step by step, my hands glued to the iron rail­ing to pre­vent my­self from fall­ing, and try­ing my best not to make any noise.

			“Three or four times my foot missed the fol­low­ing step, and I fell on my knees, but thanks to the strength of my arms and my great de­term­in­a­tion, I avoided rolling down­stairs.

			“At last I reached the second story, and ven­tured down the cor­ridor, grop­ing along the walls. Here was one door: I coun­ted ‘One’; but a sud­den dizzi­ness made me let go the wall and turn round in an er­rat­ic circle that threw me against the oth­er par­ti­tion. I tried to re­turn in a straight line. The pas­sage was long and dif­fi­cult, but at last I came up against the side wall and I once more care­fully felt my way along it un­til I came to an­oth­er door. To make cer­tain that I was not mis­taken, I again coun­ted aloud: ‘Two’; and I con­tin­ued walk­ing. After some time I found the third, and I said: ‘Three, that’s mine,’ and as I turned the key in the lock the door opened. In spite of my con­fu­sion I thought, ‘as the door opens it must be my room,’ and I ad­vanced in the dark­ness after clos­ing the door softly.

			“I came up against some­thing soft, my couch, and I stretched my­self out on it.

			“In my con­di­tion I did not try to find my night table, my can­dle­stick, or my matches. It would have taken me two hours or so. It would have taken me as long again to un­dress, and per­haps even then I would not have suc­ceeded, so I did not at­tempt it.

			“I took off my shoes, un­buttoned my vest which felt un­com­fort­ably tight, and loosen­ing my trousers, slept most soundly.

			“I must have been sleep­ing a long while, when I was sud­denly awakened by a pen­et­rat­ing voice call­ing out quite near me: ‘What, you lazy girl, still asleep? Do you know that it is ten o’clock?’

			“A wo­man’s voice replied: ‘Already! I was so tired yes­ter­day.’

			“Half asleep, I asked my­self what this con­ver­sa­tion meant.

			“Where was I? What had I done?

			“My mind wandered, as it was still wrapped in a thick cloud. The first voice replied: ‘I will open your cur­tains.’

			“And I heard steps ap­proach­ing. I sat up com­pletely be­wildered. Then a hand was placed upon my head. I made a quick move­ment. The voice de­man­ded em­phat­ic­ally: ‘Who’s there?’ I took good care not to an­swer. Two angry hands caught hold of me. In my turn I seized someone, and a ter­rible struggle began. We fought, over­turn­ing the fur­niture and strik­ing against the walls.

			“The wo­man’s voice cried out in a frightened tone: ‘Help, help!’

			“The ser­vants, the neigh­bours, and the frightened ladies all hur­ried to the scene. They opened the shut­ters, and drew back the cur­tains. I was grap­pling with Col­on­el Du­moulin!

			“I had slept be­side his daugh­ter’s bed.

			“As soon as we had been sep­ar­ated I fled to my room, stu­pefied with fright. I locked my­self in and sat down, pla­cing my feet on a chair, for my shoes were in the young wo­man’s room.

			“I heard a great com­mo­tion through­out the château, doors open­ing and shut­ting, whis­per­ing, and rap­id steps.

			“After half an hour someone knocked at my door. I cried, ‘Who’s there?’ It was my uncle, the fath­er of the young man who had been mar­ried the pre­vi­ous even­ing, and I let him in.

			“He was pale and furi­ously angry, and he was very severe with me. ‘You have con­duc­ted your­self in my house like a cad, do you hear?’ Then in a softer tone he ad­ded: ‘What a damned idi­ot you are to let them catch you there at ten o’clock in the morn­ing! You slept like a log in that room in­stead of go­ing as soon after as pos­sible.

			“I ex­claimed: ‘But uncle, I as­sure you that there was noth­ing amiss, I mis­took my door be­cause I was tipsy.’

			“He shrugged his shoulders: ‘Go along, don’t tell me any such non­sense.’ I raised my hand. ‘I swear to you on my hon­our.’ My uncle con­tin­ued: ‘Yes, that’s all right, you are in duty bound to say that.’

			“I be­came angry in my turn, and I told him all about my mis­hap. He gazed at me in as­ton­ish­ment, not know­ing what he ought to be­lieve.

			“Then he went out to con­fer with the col­on­el. I also learned that a kind of court com­posed of moth­ers had been formed, and that the dif­fer­ent phases of the situ­ation had been sub­mit­ted to them.

			“An hour later he re­turned, sat down with the air of a judge, and began: ‘Whichever way it is, I see only one way out of it for you and that is to marry Miss Du­moulin.’

			“I was so frightened that I jumped up.

			“ ‘Do that! nev­er in the world!’

			“He gravely asked: ‘What do you in­tend to do then?’

			“I art­lessly replied: ‘Well—I shall leave as soon as my boots are re­turned.’ My uncle replied: ‘No jok­ing if you please. The col­on­el has re­solved to blow out your brains as soon as he sees you, and you may be sure it is not a vain threat. I sug­ges­ted a duel, but he replied: “No, I tell you I will blow his brains out.”

			“ ‘Let us now look at this ques­tion from an­oth­er stand­point.

			“ ‘Either you ruined this child—so much the worse for you, my boy, young girls should not be treated thus—or else you made a mis­take be­cause you were tipsy, as you say. Then so much the worse for you. You should not have placed your­self in such a fool­ish po­s­i­tion. Whichever way it is the young girl has lost her repu­ta­tion, for the ex­plan­a­tions of a drunk­ard are nev­er be­lieved. In this case she is the real vic­tim, the only vic­tim. Think it over.’

			“And he de­par­ted while I cried after him: ‘Say what you like, I won’t marry her.’

			“After this I re­mained alone for an hour.

			“Then my aunt came in her turn. She was weep­ing. She tried every way of reas­on­ing with me. No one be­lieved in my mis­take. No one could be­lieve that this young girl had for­got­ten to lock her door in a house full of people. The col­on­el had struck her and she had been sob­bing all the morn­ing. It was a ter­rible scan­dal that could not be ef­faced.

			“And my good aunt ad­ded: ‘All the same, ask her hand in mar­riage; per­haps you may find means of es­cape while dis­cuss­ing the mar­riage con­tract.’ This view com­for­ted me. And I con­sen­ted to write my of­fer. An hour later I left for Par­is.

			“The next day I was ad­vised that my suit had been ac­cep­ted. So, in three weeks’ time, as I could not find an ex­cuse, or evade it in any way, the banns were pub­lished, the in­vit­a­tions sent out, the con­tract signed, and one Monday morn­ing I found my­self in the chancel of a lighted church, by the side of a weep­ing young girl, hav­ing pre­vi­ously sworn to the may­or that I con­sen­ted to take her as my com­pan­ion—un­til the death of one of us.

			“I had not seen her since, and I glanced side­ways at her with a cer­tain hos­tile as­ton­ish­ment. Well, she was not ugly; no, not in the least ugly. I said to my­self, ‘There’s a wo­man who will not be very amus­ing every day.’

			“She did not look at me once un­til even­ing, and nev­er ad­dressed a word to me.

			“To­ward the middle of the night I entered the nup­tial cham­ber in­tend­ing to tell her what I had de­cided to do, for I was mas­ter now.

			“I found her seated in an arm­chair, dressed in her day clothes, her eyes red, and face pale. She arose as soon as I entered and came to­ward me with a ser­i­ous air.

			“ ‘Sir,’ said she to me, ‘I am will­ing to do what you or­der me. I will kill my­self if you wish.’

			“She looked so pretty in this hero­ic part, the daugh­ter of the col­on­el, that I em­braced her as I had a right to, and soon saw that I had not been cheated.

			“I have been mar­ried five years, and I have nev­er re­gret­ted it in the least.”

			

			Pierre Létoile stopped speak­ing. His com­pan­ions laughed. One of them said: “Mar­riage is a lot­tery; one should nev­er choose num­bers, those drawn at haphaz­ard are the best.”

			And the oth­er ad­ded in con­clu­sion: “Yes, but do not for­get that it was the Provid­ence that watches over drunk­ards, who chose for Pierre.”

		
	
		
			The Snipe

			For forty years old Bar­on des Ra­vots had been the cham­pi­on sports­man of his province. But a stroke of para­lys­is had kept him in his chair for the last five or six years. He could now only shoot pi­geons from the win­dow of his draw­ing room or from the top of the great flight of steps in front of his house. He spent the rest of his time in read­ing.

			He was a good-natured busi­ness man, who had much of the lit­er­ary spir­it of the past cen­tury. He loved an­ec­dotes, little risqué an­ec­dotes, true stor­ies of events that happened in his neigh­bour­hood. As soon as a friend came to see him he would ask:

			“Well, any­thing new?”

			And he knew how to cross-ex­am­ine like a law­yer.

			On sunny days he had his large arm­chair, which was like a bed, wheeled to the hall door. A ser­vant be­hind him held his guns, loaded them and handed them to his mas­ter. An­oth­er valet, hid­den in the bushes, let fly a pi­geon from time to time at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, so that the bar­on should be un­pre­pared and be al­ways on the watch.

			And from morn­ing till night he fired at the birds, much an­noyed if he were taken by sur­prise and laugh­ing till he cried when the an­im­al fell straight to the earth or turned over in some com­ic­al and un­ex­pec­ted man­ner. He would turn to the man who was load­ing the gun and say, al­most chok­ing with laughter:

			“Did that get him, Joseph? Did you see how he fell?” Joseph in­vari­ably replied:

			“Oh, Mon­sieur le Bar­on nev­er misses them.”

			In au­tumn, when the shoot­ing sea­son opened, he in­vited his friends as he had done formerly, and loved to hear them fir­ing in the dis­tance. He coun­ted the shots and was pleased when they fol­lowed each oth­er rap­idly. And in the even­ing he made each guest give a faith­ful ac­count of his day. They re­mained three hours at table telling about their sport.

			They were strange and im­prob­able ad­ven­tures in which the lo­qua­cious tem­per of the sports­men de­lighted. Some of them were already his­tor­ic­al stor­ies and were re­peated reg­u­larly. The story of a rab­bit that little Vicomte de Bour­ril had missed in his hall con­vulsed them with laughter each year anew. Every five minutes a fresh speak­er would say:

			“I heard birr! birr! and a mag­ni­fi­cent covey rose at ten paces from me. I aimed. Bang! Bang! and I saw a shower, a ver­it­able shower of birds. There were sev­en of them!”

			And they all went in­to rap­tures, amazed, but re­cip­roc­ally cred­u­lous.

			But there was an old cus­tom in the house called “The Story of the Snipe.”

			Whenev­er this queen of birds was in sea­son the same ce­re­mony took place at each din­ner. As they loved this in­com­par­able bird, each guest ate one every even­ing, but the heads were all left in the dish.

			Then the bar­on, act­ing the part of a bish­op, had a plate brought to him con­tain­ing a little fat, and he care­fully anoin­ted the pre­cious heads, hold­ing them by the tip of their slender, needle-like beaks. A lighted candle was placed be­side him and every­one was si­lent in an anxi­ety of ex­pect­a­tion.

			Then he took one of the heads thus pre­pared, stuck a pin through it and stuck the pin on a cork, keep­ing the whole con­triv­ance steady by means of little crossed sticks, and care­fully bal­anced this ob­ject on the neck of a bottle like a sort of turn­stile.

			All the guests coun­ted sim­ul­tan­eously in a loud tone:

			“One—two—three.”

			And the bar­on with a flip of his fin­ger made this toy whirl round.

			The guest at whom the long beak poin­ted when the head stopped be­came the pos­sessor of all the heads, a feast fit for a king, which made his neigh­bours look en­vi­ous.

			He took them one by one and toasted them over the candle. The grease sputtered, the roast­ing flesh smoked and the lucky win­ner ate the head, hold­ing it by the beak and ut­ter­ing ex­clam­a­tions of en­joy­ment.

			And at each head the diners, rais­ing their glasses, drank to his health.

			When he had fin­ished the last head he was ob­liged, at the bar­on’s or­ders, to tell an an­ec­dote to com­pensate the dis­ap­poin­ted ones.

			Here are some of the stor­ies.

		
	
		
			The Mad Woman

			That re­minds me of a ter­rible story of the Franco-Prus­si­an war (said Mon­sieur d’En­dolin). You know my house in the fau­bourg de Cormeil. I was liv­ing there when the Prus­si­ans came, and I had for a neigh­bour a kind of mad wo­man, who had lost her senses in con­sequence of a series of mis­for­tunes, as at the age of twenty-five she had lost her fath­er, her hus­band and her newly born child, all in the space of a month.

			When death has once entered a house, it al­most in­vari­ably re­turns im­me­di­ately, as if it knew the way, and the young wo­man, over­whelmed with grief, took to her bed and was de­li­ri­ous for six weeks. Then, a spe­cies of calm las­sit­ude suc­ceeded that vi­ol­ent crisis, and she re­mained mo­tion­less, eat­ing next to noth­ing, and only mov­ing her eyes. Every time they tried to make her get up, she screamed as if they were about to kill her, and so they ended by leav­ing her con­tinu­ally in bed, and only tak­ing her out to wash her, to change her lin­en and to turn her mat­tress.

			An old ser­vant re­mained with her, who gave her some­thing to drink, or a little cold meat, from time to time. What was hap­pen­ing in that an­guished mind? No one ever knew, for she nev­er spoke again. Was she think­ing of the dead? Was she dream­ing sadly, without any pre­cise re­col­lec­tion of any­thing that had happened? Or was her stunned memory as still as stag­nant wa­ter? For fif­teen years she re­mained thus in­ert and se­cluded.

			The war broke out, and in the be­gin­ning of Decem­ber the Ger­mans came to Cormeil. I can re­mem­ber it as if it were but yes­ter­day. It was freez­ing hard enough to split the stones, and I, my­self, was ly­ing back in an arm­chair, be­ing un­able to move on ac­count of the gout, when I heard their heavy and reg­u­lar tread; I could see them pass, from my win­dow.

			They marched past in­ter­min­ably, with that pe­cu­li­ar mo­tion of a pup­pet on wires which is pe­cu­li­ar to them. Then the of­ficers bil­leted their men on the in­hab­it­ants, and I had sev­en­teen of them. My neigh­bour, the mad wo­man, had a dozen, one of whom was a ma­jor, a reg­u­lar, vi­ol­ent, surly swash­buck­ler.

			Dur­ing the first few days everything went on swim­mingly. The of­ficer next door had been told that the lady was ill, and he did not pay any at­ten­tion to that in the least, but soon this wo­man, whom they nev­er saw, ir­rit­ated him. He asked what her ill­ness was, and was told that she had been in bed for fif­teen years, in con­sequence of ter­rible grief. No doubt he did not be­lieve it, and thought that the poor mad creature would not leave her bed out of pride, so that she might not come near the Prus­si­ans, nor speak to them, nor even see them.

			He in­sisted upon her re­ceiv­ing him, and he was shown in­to the room, and said to her roughly: “I must beg you to get up, Ma­dame, and to come down­stairs so that we may all see you,” but she merely turned her vague eyes on him, without reply­ing, and so he con­tin­ued: “I do not in­tend to tol­er­ate any in­solence, and if you do not get up of your own ac­cord, I can eas­ily find means to make you walk without any as­sist­ance.”

			But she did not give any signs of hav­ing heard him, and re­mained quite mo­tion­less, and then he got furi­ous, as he took that calm si­lence for a mark of su­preme con­tempt, and so he ad­ded: “If you do not come down­stairs to­mor­row …” And then he left the room.

			

			The next day the ter­ri­fied old ser­vant tried to dress her, but the mad wo­man began to scream vi­ol­ently, and res­isted with all her might. The of­ficer ran up­stairs quickly, and the ser­vant threw her­self at his feet and cried: “She will not come down, mon­sieur, she will not. For­give her, for she is so un­happy.”

			The sol­dier was em­bar­rassed, as in spite of his an­ger, he did not ven­ture to or­der his sol­diers to drag her out, but sud­denly he began to laugh, and gave some or­ders in Ger­man, and soon a party of sol­diers was seen com­ing out sup­port­ing a mat­tress as if they were car­ry­ing a wounded man. On that bed, which had not been un­made, the mad wo­man, who was still si­lent, was ly­ing quietly, for she was quite in­dif­fer­ent to any­thing that went on, as long as they let her lie. Be­hind her, a sol­dier was car­ry­ing a bundle of fem­in­ine at­tire, and the of­ficer said, rub­bing his hands: “We will just see wheth­er you can­not dress your­self alone, and take a little walk.”

			And then the pro­ces­sion went off in the dir­ec­tion of the forest of Imauville; in two hours the sol­diers came back alone, and noth­ing more was seen of the mad wo­man. What had they done with her? Where had they taken her to? No one ever knew.

			The snow was fall­ing was fall­ing day and night, and en­vel­oped the plain and the woods in a shroud of frozen foam, and the wolves came and howled at our very doors.

			The thought of that poor lost wo­man haunted me, and I made sev­er­al ap­plic­a­tions to the Prus­si­an au­thor­it­ies in or­der to ob­tain some in­form­a­tion, and was nearly shot for do­ing so. When spring re­turned, the army of oc­cu­pa­tion with­drew, but my neigh­bour’s house re­mained closed; the grass grew thick in the garden walks. The old ser­vant had died dur­ing the winter, and nobody troubled any longer about that af­fair; I alone thought about it con­stantly. What had they done with the wo­man? Had she es­caped through the forest? Had some­body found her, and taken her to a hos­pit­al, without be­ing able to ob­tain any in­form­a­tion from her? Noth­ing happened to re­lieve my doubts; but, by de­grees, time as­suaged my anxi­ety.

			

			Well, in the fol­low­ing au­tumn the wood­cock were very plen­ti­ful, and as I had some res­pite from my gout, I dragged my­self as far as the forest. I had already killed four or five of the long-billed birds, when I knocked over one which fell in­to a ditch full of branches, and I was ob­liged to get in­to it, in or­der to pick it up, and I found that it had fallen be­side a hu­man skull, and im­me­di­ately the re­col­lec­tion of the mad wo­man struck me, like a blow in the chest. Many oth­er people had per­haps died in the wood dur­ing that dis­astrous year. I do not know why, yet I was sure, sure, I tell you, that I had stumbled upon the head of that wretched ma­ni­ac.

			And sud­denly I un­der­stood, I guessed everything. They had aban­doned her on that mat­tress in the cold, deser­ted wood; and, faith­ful to her ob­ses­sion, she had al­lowed her­self to per­ish un­der that thick and light coun­ter­pane of snow, without mov­ing an arm or a leg.

			Then the wolves had de­voured her, and the birds had built their nests with the wool from her torn bed. I took charge of her re­mains, and I only pray that our sons may nev­er see war again.

		
	
		
			Artfulness

			“Wo­men?

			“Well, what then? Wo­men?

			“Well, there are no such schemers in the world for land­ing you in­to trouble on every op­por­tun­ity, with or without a reas­on, of­ten for the sole pleas­ure of play­ing you. They cheat with in­cred­ible sim­pli­city, amaz­ing au­da­city, and in­vin­cible cun­ning. They cheat from morn­ing to night, every one of them, the best of them, the most straight­for­ward, the most sens­ible.

			“Let us grant that they are some­times al­most driv­en to it. Man is al­ways giv­ing way to idi­ot­ic fits of ob­stin­acy and tyr­an­nic­al de­sires. In the home a hus­band is al­ways in­sist­ing upon his own ri­dicu­lous way. He is full of crazes which his wife en­cour­ages while she turns them to ac­count. She makes him be­lieve that a thing costs so much be­cause he would make a fuss if it were worth more. She al­ways man­ages to ex­tric­ate her­self clev­erly by meth­ods so simple and wily that we can­not be­lieve our senses when we do hap­pen to no­tice what is hap­pen­ing. We say to ourselves, spell­bound: ‘Why did we not no­tice this be­fore?’ ”

			The man who spoke was an ex-min­is­ter of the Em­pire, the Count of L——, a real rake, and very in­tel­li­gent. A group of young men were listen­ing to him.

			He con­tin­ued: “I was vic­tim­ised by an or­din­ary little bour­geoise in a most brazen and amus­ing man­ner. I will tell you about it that you may profit thereby.

			“I was then at the Min­istry of For­eign Af­fairs, and I used to go for a long walk in the Champs Élysées every morn­ing. It was May, and as I walked I in­haled greed­ily the sweet odour of the bud­ding leaves.

			“I soon no­ticed that I met an ad­or­able little wo­man every day, one of those sur­pris­ing, grace­ful creatures with the stamp of Par­is upon them. Pretty? Yes and no. A good fig­ure? No, bet­ter than that. I ad­mit that her waist was too small, her shoulders too straight, her chest too curved, but I prefer these ex­quis­ite hu­man dolls with their grace­ful curves to the big car­cass of the Venus de Mi­lo.

			“Be­sides, they trip along in a way pe­cu­li­ar to them­selves; the mere sight of their flut­ter­ing move­ments fills the very mar­row of your bones with de­sire. She seemed to look at me as we passed each oth­er. But these wo­men are ap­par­ently cap­able of any­thing; one nev­er knows. … One morn­ing I saw her sit­ting on a bench hold­ing an open book. I promptly sat down be­side her, and five minutes later we were friends. Then, every day, after the smil­ing greet­ing: ‘Good morn­ing, Ma­dame’—‘Good morn­ing, Mon­sieur,’ we chat­ted. She told me she was the wife of a clerk, that her life was sad, that her pleas­ures were few and that cares were nu­mer­ous, and a thou­sand oth­er things. I told her who I was, partly through thought­less­ness and partly per­haps through van­ity: she made a very good pre­tence at be­ing sur­prised. The fol­low­ing day she came to the Min­istry to see me, and re­turned so of­ten that the ush­ers soon got to know her and whispered to each oth­er ‘Ma­dame Léon’ (the name they had giv­en her) whenev­er they saw her; Léon hap­pens to be my Chris­ti­an name.

			“For three months I saw her every morn­ing without grow­ing tired of her for a second, so thor­oughly skilled was she in the art of vary­ing and in­tensi­fy­ing her demon­stra­tions of af­fec­tion. But one day I no­ticed that her eyes were hag­gard and shin­ing with sup­pressed tears, that she could scarcely speak, she was so pre­oc­cu­pied.

			“I begged, I im­plored her to tell me the cause of her dis­tress, and she ended by stam­mer­ing: ‘I am—I am en­ceinte,’ with a shiver of ap­pre­hen­sion. And she burst out sob­bing. Oh! I made a hor­rible face, and I doubt­less turned pale as men do at news of that kind. You can­not con­ceive what a shock it is to hear you are to be a fath­er when you don’t ex­pect it. But you will all know in time. All I could say was: ‘But—but—you are mar­ried, aren’t you?’ She answered: ‘Yes, but my hus­band has been in Italy for two months and will not re­turn for some time.’

			“I was de­term­ined at any cost to get out of my re­spons­ib­il­ity, and said: ‘You must join him im­me­di­ately.’

			“She blushed to her eye­brows and, look­ing down, replied: ‘Yes—but—,’ not dar­ing or not wish­ing to fin­ish the sen­tence.

			“I had un­der­stood, and dis­creetly handed her an en­vel­ope con­tain­ing the ex­penses of the jour­ney.

			“A week later she wrote to me from Gen­oa, the fol­low­ing week I re­ceived a let­ter from Florence, then from Leg­horn, Rome, Naples. She said: ‘I am quite well, my dear love, but I am hideous. I am not go­ing to let you see me till it is all over; you would cease to love me. My hus­band sus­pects noth­ing. As his busi­ness will keep him in this coun­try for a long time still, I will only come back to France after my con­fine­ment.’ And after about eight months I re­ceived from Venice these few words: ‘It is a boy.’

			“Some time after, she sud­denly entered my study one morn­ing, fresh­er and pret­ti­er than ever, and threw her­self in­to my arms.

			“And our old re­la­tions of in­tim­acy were re­sumed.

			“I left the Min­istry and she came to my house in the Rue de Gre­nelle. She of­ten talked to me about the child, but I paid very little at­ten­tion: it did not con­cern me. Oc­ca­sion­ally I gave her a con­sid­er­able sum of money, say­ing: ‘In­vest that for him.’

			“Two more years passed by and she be­came more and more de­term­ined to give me news of the young­ster, ‘of Léon.’ Some­times she would say with tears in her eyes: ‘You don’t care about him; you won’t even see him; if you knew how miser­able you make me!’

			“Fi­nally she wor­ried me to such an ex­tent that I prom­ised to go the next morn­ing to the Champs Élysées when she was tak­ing him for his walk.

			“But as I was leav­ing the house I was stopped by a feel­ing of dread. Man is weak and fool­ish; there was no know­ing what might hap­pen. Sup­pos­ing I were to love this little mite, this small be­ing who owed his life to me! my son!

			“My hat was on my head, and my gloves were in my hands. I threw the gloves on my desk, and my hat on a chair: ‘No, I will cer­tainly not go, it is wiser not.’

			“The door opened and my broth­er entered the room, hold­ing out an an­onym­ous let­ter re­ceived that morn­ing.

			
				“ ‘Warn your broth­er, the Count of L——, that the little wo­man of the Rue Cas­sette is mak­ing game of him in the most shame­less man­ner. Tell him to make in­quir­ies about her.’

			

			“I had nev­er said a word to any­body about this long-stand­ing in­trigue. I was sur­prised, and told my broth­er the whole story from be­gin­ning to end. I ad­ded: ‘Per­son­ally, I don’t want to be bothered, but it would be kind of you to find out what you can.’

			“When my broth­er had gone, I said to my­self: ‘How can she be de­ceiv­ing me? She has oth­er lov­ers? What do I care? She is young, fresh and pretty: I ask no more. She seems to love me and, after all, does not cost me much. Really, I don’t un­der­stand what it’s all about.’

			“My broth­er soon re­turned. The po­lice had giv­en him ac­cur­ate in­form­a­tion about the hus­band: ‘A clerk at the Home Of­fice, cor­rect and well re­por­ted upon, with the cor­rect of­fi­cial views, but mar­ried to a very pretty wo­man whose ex­penses seemed rather high for her mod­est po­s­i­tion.’ That was all.

			“Now, my broth­er hav­ing sought for her at her house and hav­ing learned that she had gone out, suc­ceeded in mak­ing the con­ci­erge gos­sip, with the as­sist­ance of a large tip.

			“ ‘Ma­dame D. is an ex­cel­lent wo­man, and her hus­band a most worthy man; they are neither rich nor proud, but they are gen­er­ous.’

			“For the sake of say­ing some­thing, my broth­er asked: ‘How old is the little boy now?’

			“ ‘But she has no little boy, sir.’

			“ ‘What? Little Léon?’

			“ ‘No, sir, you are mak­ing a mis­take.’

			“ ‘I mean the child she had when she was in Italy, about two years ago.’

			“ ‘She has nev­er been to Italy, sir, she has nev­er once left this house dur­ing the five years she has been liv­ing here.’

			“Sur­prised, my broth­er con­tin­ued his ques­tions, car­ry­ing his in­vest­ig­a­tions as far as pos­sible. No child! No jour­ney! I was astoun­ded, but was far from un­der­stand­ing what would come of it.

			“ ‘I want,’ said I, ‘to have a clear con­science on the sub­ject. I will beg her to come and see me to­mor­row. You must see her for me. If she has played a trick upon me, you will hand over to her this ten thou­sand francs and I will nev­er see her again. In fact I am be­gin­ning to have enough of her.’

			

			“Would you be­lieve it? The night be­fore, I was dis­tressed be­cause I had a child by that wo­man, and now I was ashamed, hurt and ir­rit­able be­cause there was no child. I found my­self free from all ob­lig­a­tions and from all anxi­ety, and yet I felt in­dig­nant. The next day my broth­er awaited her in my study. She came in quickly, as usu­al, rush­ing to­wards him with arms out­stretched, and stopped dead when she saw who it was.

			“He bowed and apo­lo­gised.

			“ ‘I beg your par­don, Ma­dame, for be­ing here in­stead of my broth­er; but he has au­thor­ised me to ask you for an ex­plan­a­tion, which it would have been pain­ful for him to do him­self.’

			“Then, look­ing her straight in the face, he said ab­ruptly: ‘We know you have not had a child by him.’

			“After the first mo­ment of sur­prise, she re­covered her com­pos­ure, took a seat, and gazed smil­ingly at the man who was sit­ting in judg­ment on her.

			“ ‘No; I have no child.’

			“ ‘We also know that you have nev­er been to Italy.’

			“This time she laughed out­right:

			“ ‘No, I have nev­er been in Italy.’

			“Aghast, my broth­er con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘The Count has re­ques­ted me to hand you this money and to tell you that the af­fair is ended.’

			“At that she be­came ser­i­ous, calmly put the money in­to her pock­et, and said in­genu­ously: ‘So—I shall nev­er see the Count again?’

			“ ‘No, Ma­dame.’

			“She seemed up­set and ad­ded quietly: ‘It can’t be helped, I was very fond of him.’

			“See­ing that she had de­cided to make the best of things as they were, my broth­er smil­ingly asked her:

			“ ‘Now, tell me why you in­ven­ted this long and com­plic­ated false­hood of the jour­ney and the child.’

			“She looked at my broth­er, amazed, as if he had asked a very stu­pid ques­tion, and replied:

			“ ‘Well, you are queer! Do you think a poor little in­sig­ni­fic­ant bour­geoise like me could have kept the Count of L——, a min­is­ter, a great no­ble­man, a pop­u­lar man in so­ci­ety, wealthy and at­tract­ive, for three years if she had not giv­en him some­thing to think about? Now it’s over. It can’t be helped, it could not last forever. Nev­er­the­less I have been suc­cess­ful for three years. Do not for­get to re­mem­ber me kindly to him.’

			“She got up to go. My broth­er went on with his ques­tions:

			“ ‘But—the child? You had one to show him?’

			“ ‘Cer­tainly, my sis­ter’s child. She lent it to me. I bet it was she who warned you.’

			“ ‘Good! And the let­ters from Italy?’

			“She sat down again to laugh with com­fort.

			“ ‘Oh! the let­ters, well, that’s a real poem. The Count was not at the Min­istry of For­eign Af­fairs for noth­ing.’

			“ ‘But—the rest.’

			“ ‘The rest is my secret. I am not go­ing to com­prom­ise any­one.’ And bow­ing to him with a slightly mock­ing smile, she made her exit, like an act­ress whose part is ended, without show­ing any feel­ing.”

			And the Count of L—— ad­ded by way of mor­al: “Don’t put your trust in birds of that feath­er.”

		
	
		
			The Legend of Mont Saint-Michel

			I had first seen it from Can­cale, this fairy castle planted in the sea. I had seen it dimly, like a gray shad­ow rising in the foggy sky. I saw it again from Av­ranches at sun­set. The im­mense stretch of sand was red, the ho­ri­zon was red, the whole bound­less bay was red; alone, the Ab­bey, grow­ing out there in the dis­tance like a fant­ast­ic man­or, like a dream palace, in­cred­ibly strange and beau­ti­ful this alone re­mained al­most black in the purple of the dy­ing day.

			The fol­low­ing morn­ing at dawn I went to­wards it across the sands. My eyes fastened on this gi­gant­ic jew­el, as big as a moun­tain, cut like a cameo, and as dainty as lace. The near­er I ap­proached the great­er my ad­mir­a­tion grew, for per­haps noth­ing in the world is more won­der­ful or more per­fect.

			As sur­prised as if I had dis­covered the hab­it­a­tion of a god, I wandered through those halls sup­por­ted by frail or massive columns, through those cor­ridors open to the sky, rais­ing my eyes in won­der to those spires which looked like rock­ets start­ing for the sky, and to that in­cred­ible crowd of towers, of gar­goyles, of slender and charm­ing or­na­ments, fire works of stone, gran­ite lace, a mas­ter­piece of co­lossal and del­ic­ate ar­chi­tec­ture.

			As I was look­ing up in ec­stasy, a Lower Nor­mandy peas­ant came up to me and told me the story of the great quar­rel between Saint Michel and the Dev­il.

			A scep­tic­al geni­us has said: “God made man in His im­age; man has re­turned the com­pli­ment.”

			This say­ing is an etern­al truth, and it would be very curi­ous to write the his­tory of the loc­al di­vin­ity on every con­tin­ent, as well as the his­tory of the pat­ron saints in each one of our provinces. The Negro has his fe­ro­cious man-eat­ing idols; the poly­gam­ous Muhammadan fills his para­dise with wo­men; the Greeks, like a prac­tic­al people, have dei­fied all the pas­sions.

			Every vil­lage in France is un­der the in­flu­ence of some pro­tect­ing saint, mod­i­fied ac­cord­ing to the char­ac­ter­ist­ics of the in­hab­it­ants.

			Saint Michel watches over Lower Nor­mandy, Saint Michel, the ra­di­ant and vic­tori­ous an­gel, the sword-car­ri­er, the hero of Heav­en, the vic­tori­ous, the con­quer­or of Satan.

			But this is how the Lower Nor­mandy peas­ant, cun­ning, un­der­hand, and tricky, un­der­stands and tells of the struggle between the great Saint and the Dev­il:—

			To es­cape from the malice of his neigh­bour the De­mon, Saint Michel built him­self, in the open ocean, this hab­it­a­tion worthy of an archangel; and only such a saint could build a res­id­ence of such mag­ni­fi­cence.

			But, as he still feared the ap­proaches of the Evil One, he sur­roun­ded his do­main with quick­sands, more treach­er­ous even than the sea.

			The Dev­il lived in a humble cot­tage on the hill; but he owned all the pas­tures sur­roun­ded by the sea, the rich lands where grow the finest crops, the pros­per­ous val­leys, and all the fer­tile hills of the coun­try; but the Saint ruled only over the sands. So Satan was rich, where­as Saint Michel was as poor as a beg­gar.

			After a few years of fast­ing the Saint grew tired of this state of af­fairs, and began to think of some com­prom­ise with the Dev­il; but the mat­ter was by no means easy, as Satan kept a good hold on his crops.

			He thought the thing over for about six months; then one morn­ing he set out for land. The De­mon was eat­ing his soup in front of his door when he saw the Saint; he im­me­di­ately rushed to­ward him, kissed the hem of his sleeve, in­vited him in, and offered him re­fresh­ments.

			Saint Michel drank a bowl of milk and then began: “I have come here to pro­pose to you a good bar­gain.”

			The Dev­il, can­did and trust­ful, answered: “Very well.”

			“Here it is. Give me all your lands.”

			Satan, grow­ing alarmed, tried to speak: “But—”

			The Saint con­tin­ued: “Listen first. Give me all your lands. I will take care of all the work, the plow­ing, the sow­ing, the fer­til­iz­ing, everything, and we will share the crops equally. Do you agree?”

			The Dev­il, who was nat­ur­ally lazy, ac­cep­ted. He only asked in ad­di­tion for a few of those de­li­cious red mul­let which are caught around the lonely hill. Saint Michel prom­ised the fish.

			They shook hands and spat on one side to show that it was a bar­gain, and the Saint con­tin­ued: “Here, so that you will have noth­ing to com­plain of, choose whatever you prefer: that part of the har­vest which will be above ground, or in the ground.” Satan cried out: “I choose all that will be above ground.”

			“It’s a bar­gain!” said the Saint. And he went away.

			Six months later, all over the im­mense do­main of the Dev­il, one could see noth­ing but car­rots, turnips, onions, salsi­fy, all the plants whose juicy roots are good and sa­voury, and whose use­less leaves are good for noth­ing but for feed­ing an­im­als.

			Satan got noth­ing and wished to break the con­tract, call­ing Saint Michel a swind­ler.

			But the Saint, who had de­veloped quite a taste for ag­ri­cul­ture, went back to see the Dev­il, and said: “Really, I hadn’t thought of that at all; it was just an ac­ci­dent; no fault of mine. And to make things fair with you, this year I’ll let you take everything that is un­der the ground.”

			“Very well,” answered Satan.

			The fol­low­ing spring, all the Evil Spir­it’s lands were covered with heavy corn, oats as big as beans, lin­seed, mag­ni­fi­cent colzas, red clover, peas, cab­bage, ar­tichokes, everything that blos­soms in­to grains or fruit in the sun­light.

			Once more Satan re­ceived noth­ing, and this time he com­pletely lost his tem­per. He took back his fields and re­mained deaf to all the new over­tures of his neigh­bour.

			A whole year rolled by. From the top of his lonely man­or, Saint Michel looked at the dis­tant and fer­tile lands, and watched the Dev­il dir­ect the work, take in his crops, and thresh the corn. And he grew angry, ex­as­per­ated at his power­less­ness. As he was no longer able to de­ceive Satan, he de­cided to wreak ven­geance on him, and he went out to in­vite him to din­ner for the fol­low­ing Monday.

			“You have been very un­for­tu­nate in your deal­ings with me,” he said; “I know it; but I don’t want any ill feel­ing between us, and I ex­pect you to dine with me. I’ll give you some good things to eat.”

			Satan, who was as greedy as he was lazy, ac­cep­ted eagerly. On the day which had been de­cided on, he donned his finest clothes and set out for the mount.

			Saint Michel sat him down to a mag­ni­fi­cent meal. First there was a vol-au-vent, full of cocks’ crests and kid­neys, with meat­balls, then two big red mul­let with cream sauce, a tur­key stuffed with chest­nuts soaked in wine, some salt-marsh lamb as tender as pos­sible, ve­get­ables which melted in the mouth, and nice warm galette which was brought on smoking and gave out a de­li­cious odour of but­ter.

			They drank pure cider, spark­ling and sweet, and power­ful red wine, and after each course more room was made with some old apple brandy.

			The Dev­il drank and ate to his heart’s con­tent; in fact, he took so much that he found him­self un­com­fort­able.

			Then Saint Michel arose in an­ger, and cried, in a voice like thun­der: “What! be­fore me, ras­cal! you dare—be­fore me—”

			Satan, ter­ri­fied, ran away, and the Saint, seiz­ing a stick, pur­sued him. They ran around through the halls, turn­ing around the pil­lars, run­ning up the stair­cases, gal­lop­ing along the cor­nices, jump­ing from gar­goyle to gar­goyle. The poor De­mon, who was ter­ribly ill, was run­ning about madly and soil­ing the Saint’s home. At last he found him­self at the top of the last ter­race, from which could be seen the im­mense bay, with its dis­tant cit­ies, sands, and pas­tures. He could no longer es­cape, and the Saint came up be­hind him and gave him a furi­ous kick, which shot him through space like a can­non­ball.

			He shot through the air like a javelin and fell down heav­ily in front of the town of Mor­tain. His horns and claws stuck deep in­to the rock, which keeps through etern­ity the traces of this fall of Satan’s.

			He stood up again, limp­ing, crippled un­til the end of time, and as he looked at the fatal Ab­bey in the dis­tance, stand­ing out against the set­ting sun, he un­der­stood well that he would al­ways be van­quished in this un­equal struggle; and he went away limp­ing, head­ing for dis­tant coun­tries, leav­ing to his en­emy his fields, his hills, his val­leys, and his pas­tures.

			And this is how Saint Michel, the pat­ron saint of Nor­mandy, van­quished the Dev­il.

			An­oth­er people would have dreamed of this battle in an en­tirely dif­fer­ent man­ner.

		
	
		
			Minuet

			Great mis­for­tunes do not af­fect me very much, said Jean Bridelle, an old bach­el­or who passed for a scep­tic. I have seen war at quite close quar­ters; I walked across corpses without any feel­ing of pity. The great bru­tal facts of nature, or of hu­man­ity, may call forth cries of hor­ror or in­dig­na­tion, but do not cause us that tight­en­ing of the heart, that shud­der that goes down your spine at sight of cer­tain little heartrend­ing epis­odes.

			The greatest sor­row that any­one can ex­per­i­ence is cer­tainly the loss of a child, to a moth­er; and the loss of his moth­er, to a man. It is in­tense, ter­rible, it rends your heart and up­sets your mind; but one is healed of these shocks, just as large, bleed­ing wounds be­come healed. Cer­tain meet­ings, cer­tain things half per­ceived, or sur­mised, cer­tain secret sor­rows, cer­tain tricks of fate which awake in us a whole world of pain­ful thoughts, which sud­denly un­close to us the mys­ter­i­ous door of mor­al suf­fer­ing, com­plic­ated, in­cur­able; all the deep­er be­cause they ap­pear be­nign, all the more bit­ter be­cause they are in­tan­gible, all the more ten­a­cious be­cause they ap­pear al­most fac­ti­tious, leave in our souls a sort of trail of sad­ness, a taste of bit­ter­ness, a feel­ing of dis­en­chant­ment, from which it takes a long time to free ourselves.

			I have al­ways present to my mind two or three things that oth­ers would surely not have no­ticed, but which pen­et­rated my be­ing like fine, sharp, in­cur­able stings.

			You might not per­haps un­der­stand the emo­tion that I re­tained from these hasty im­pres­sions. I will tell you one of them. It is very old, but as fresh in my mind as if it happened yes­ter­day. It may be that my ima­gin­a­tion alone is re­spons­ible for my emo­tion.

			I am fifty. I was young then and study­ing law. I was rather sad, some­what of a dream­er, full of a pess­im­ist­ic philo­sophy and did not care much for noisy cafés, bois­ter­ous com­pan­ions, or stu­pid girls. I rose early and one of my chief en­joy­ments was to walk alone about eight o’clock in the morn­ing in the nurs­ery garden of the Lux­em­bourg.

			You people nev­er knew that nurs­ery garden. It was like a for­got­ten garden of the last cen­tury, as pretty as the gentle smile of an old lady. Thick hedges di­vided the nar­row reg­u­lar paths, peace­ful paths between two walls of care­fully trimmed fo­liage. The garden­er’s great shears were prun­ing un­ceas­ingly these leafy par­ti­tions, and here and there one came across beds of flowers, lines of little trees look­ing like school­boys out for a walk, com­pan­ies of mag­ni­fi­cent rose bushes, or re­gi­ments of fruit trees.

			An en­tire corner of this charm­ing spot was in­hab­ited by bees. Their straw hives skil­fully ar­ranged at dis­tances on boards had their en­trances—as large as the open­ing of a thimble—turned to­wards the sun, and all along the paths one en­countered these hum­ming and gil­ded flies, the true mas­ters of this peace­ful spot, the real prom­en­aders of these quiet paths.

			I came there al­most every morn­ing. I sat down on a bench and read. Some­times I let my book fall on my knees, to dream, to listen to the life of Par­is around me, and to en­joy the in­fin­ite re­pose of these old-fash­ioned hedges.

			But I soon per­ceived that I was not the only one to fre­quent this spot as soon as the gates were opened, and I oc­ca­sion­ally met face to face, at a turn in the path, a strange little old man.

			He wore shoes with sil­ver buckles, knee-breeches, a snuff-col­oured frock coat, a lace jabot, and an out­land­ish grey hat with wide brim and long-haired sur­face that might have come out of the ark.

			He was thin, very thin, an­gu­lar, grim­acing and smil­ing. His bright eyes were rest­less be­neath his eye­lids which blinked con­tinu­ously. He al­ways car­ried in his hand a su­perb cane with a gold knob, which must have been for him some glor­i­ous souven­ir.

			This good man as­ton­ished me at first, then caused me the in­tensest in­terest. I watched him through the leafy walls, I fol­lowed him at a dis­tance, stop­ping at a turn in the hedge so as not to be seen.

			And one morn­ing when he thought he was quite alone, he began to make the most re­mark­able mo­tions. First he would give some little springs, then make a bow; then, with his slim legs, he would give a lively spring in the air, clap­ping his feet as he did so, and then turn round clev­erly, skip­ping and frisk­ing about in a com­ic­al man­ner, smil­ing as if he had an audi­ence, mak­ing el­eg­ant ges­tures, and curving his arms, twist­ing his poor little pup­pet-like body, bow­ing pathet­ic and ri­dicu­lous little greet­ings in­to the empty air. He was dan­cing.

			I stood pet­ri­fied with amazement, ask­ing my­self which of us was crazy, he or I.

			He stopped sud­denly, ad­vanced as act­ors do on the stage, then bowed and re­treated with gra­cious smiles, and kiss­ing his hand as act­ors do, his trem­bling hand, to the two rows of trimmed bushes.

			Then he con­tin­ued his walk with a sol­emn de­mean­our.

			After that I nev­er lost sight of him, and each morn­ing he began anew his in­cred­ible ex­er­cises.

			I was wildly anxious to speak to him. I de­cided to risk it, and one day, after greet­ing him, I said:

			“It is a beau­ti­ful day, mon­sieur.”

			He bowed.

			“Yes, sir, the weath­er is just as it used to be.”

			A week later we were friends and I knew his his­tory. He had been a dan­cing mas­ter at the op­era, in the time of Louis XV. His beau­ti­ful cane was a present from the Comte de Cler­mont. And when we spoke about dan­cing he nev­er stop­ping talk­ing.

			One day he said to me:

			“I mar­ried La Castris, mon­sieur. I will in­tro­duce you to her if you wish it, but she does not get here till later. This garden, you see, is our de­light and our life. It is all that re­mains of former days. It seems as though we could not ex­ist if we did not have it. It is old and dis­tin­gué, is it not? I seem to breathe an air here that has not changed since I was young. My wife and I pass all our af­ter­noons here, but I come in the morn­ing be­cause I get up early.”

			As soon as I had fin­ished lunch­eon I re­turned to the Lux­em­bourg, and presently per­ceived my friend of­fer­ing his arm ce­re­mo­ni­ously to a very old little lady dressed in black, to whom he in­tro­duced me. It was La Castris, the great dan­cer, be­loved by princes, be­loved by the king, be­loved by all that cen­tury of gal­lantry that seems to have left be­hind it in the world an at­mo­sphere of love.

			We sat down on a bench. It was the month of May. An odour of flowers floated in the neat paths; a hot sun glided its rays between the branches and covered us with patches of light. The black dress of La Castris seemed to be sat­ur­ated with sun­light.

			The garden was empty. We heard the rat­tling of vehicles in the dis­tance.

			“Tell me,” I said to the old dan­cer, “what was the min­uet?”

			He gave a start.

			“The min­uet, mon­sieur, is the queen of dances, and the dance of queens, do you un­der­stand? Since there is no longer any roy­alty, there is no longer any min­uet.”

			And he began in a pom­pous man­ner a long di­thy­rambic eu­logy which I could not un­der­stand. I wanted to have the steps, the move­ments, the po­s­i­tions, ex­plained to me. He be­came con­fused, was amazed at his in­ab­il­ity to make me un­der­stand, be­came nervous and wor­ried.

			Then sud­denly, turn­ing to his old com­pan­ion, who had re­mained si­lent and ser­i­ous, he said:

			“Él­ise, would you like—say—would you like, it would be very nice of you, would you like to show this gen­tle­man what it was?”

			She turned her eyes un­eas­ily in all dir­ec­tions, then rose without say­ing a word and took her po­s­i­tion op­pos­ite him.

			Then I wit­nessed an un­for­get­table thing.

			They ad­vanced and re­treated with child­like grim­aces, smil­ing, bal­an­cing, bow­ing, skip­ping about like two auto­maton dolls moved by some old mech­an­ic­al con­triv­ance, some­what dam­aged, but made by a clev­er work­man ac­cord­ing to the fash­ion of his time.

			And I looked at them, my heart filled with ex­traordin­ary emo­tions, my soul touched with an in­des­crib­able mel­an­choly. I seemed to see be­fore me a pathet­ic and com­ic­al ap­par­i­tion, the out-of-date ghost of a former cen­tury.

			They sud­denly stopped. They had fin­ished all the fig­ures of the dance. For some seconds they stood op­pos­ite each oth­er, smil­ing in an as­ton­ish­ing man­ner. Then they fell on each oth­er’s necks sob­bing.

			

			I left for the provinces three days later. I nev­er saw them again. When I re­turned to Par­is, two years later, the nurs­ery had been des­troyed. What be­came of them, de­prived of the dear garden of former days, with its mazes, its odour of the past, and the grace­ful wind­ings of its hedges?

			Are they dead? Are they wan­der­ing among mod­ern streets like hope­less ex­iles? Are they dan­cing—pale spectres—a fant­ast­ic min­uet in the moon­light, amid the cypresses of a cemetery, along the path­ways bordered by graves?

			Their memory haunts me, ob­sesses me, tor­ments me, re­mains with me like a wound. Why? I do not know.

			No doubt you think that very ab­surd?

		
	
		
			Mother and Daughter

			“The Comtesse Sam­or­is.”

			“That lady in black over there?”

			“The very one. She’s wear­ing mourn­ing for her daugh­ter, whom she killed.”

			“Come now! You don’t mean that ser­i­ously?”

			“Oh! it is a very simple story, without any crime in it, any vi­ol­ence.”

			“Then what really happened?”

			“Al­most noth­ing. Many cour­tes­ans were born to be vir­tu­ous wo­men, they say; and many wo­men called vir­tu­ous were born to be cour­tes­ans—is that not so? Now, Ma­dame Sam­or­is, who was born a cour­tes­an, had a daugh­ter born a vir­tu­ous wo­man, that’s all.”

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand you.”

			“I’ll ex­plain what I mean. The Comtesse Sam­or­is is one of those tin­sel for­eign wo­men hun­dreds of whom are rained down every year on Par­is. A Hun­gari­an or Wal­lachi­an count­ess, or I know not what, she ap­peared one winter in apart­ments she had taken in the Champs Élysées, that quarter for ad­ven­tur­ers and ad­ven­turesses, and opened her draw­ing room to the first comer or to any­one that turned up.

			“I went there. Why? you will say. I really can’t tell you. I went there, as every­one goes to such places be­cause the wo­men are fa­cile and the men are dis­hon­est. You know that set com­posed of fili­busters with var­ied dec­or­a­tions, all noble, all titled, all un­known at the em­bassies, with the ex­cep­tion of those who are spies. All talk of their hon­or without the slight­est oc­ca­sion for do­ing so, boast of their an­cest­ors, tell you about their lives, brag­garts, li­ars, sharp­ers, as dan­ger­ous as the false cards they have up their sleeves, as de­lusive as their name—in short, the ar­is­to­cracy of the bagnio.

			“I ad­ore these people. They are in­ter­est­ing to study, in­ter­est­ing to know, amus­ing to un­der­stand, of­ten clev­er, nev­er com­mon­place like pub­lic func­tion­ar­ies. Their wives are al­ways pretty, with a slight fla­vor of for­eign roguery, with the mys­tery of their ex­ist­ence, half of it per­haps spent in a house of cor­rec­tion. They have, as a rule, mag­ni­fi­cent eyes and in­cred­ible hair. I ad­ore them also.

			“Ma­dame Sam­or­is is the type of these ad­ven­turesses, el­eg­ant, ma­ture, and still beau­ti­ful. Charm­ing fe­line creatures, you feel that they are vi­cious to the mar­row of their bones. You find them very amus­ing when you vis­it them; they give card-parties; they have dances and sup­pers; in short, they of­fer you all the pleas­ures of so­cial life.

			“And she had a daugh­ter—a tall, fine-look­ing girl, al­ways ready for en­ter­tain­ments, al­ways full of laughter and reck­less gayety—a true ad­ven­turess’s daugh­ter—but, at the same time, an in­no­cent, un­soph­ist­ic­ated, art­less girl, who saw noth­ing, knew noth­ing, un­der­stood noth­ing of all the things that happened in her fath­er’s house.”

			“How do you know about him?”

			“How do I know? That’s the fun­ni­est part of the busi­ness! One morn­ing, there was a ring at my door, and my valet came up to tell me that M. Joseph Bonenth­al wanted to speak to me. I said dir­ectly: ‘And who is this gen­tle­man?’ My valet replied: ‘I don’t know, mon­sieur; per­haps ’tis someone that wants em­ploy­ment.’ And so it was. The man wanted me to take him as a ser­vant. I asked him where he had been last. He answered: ‘With the Comtesse Sam­or­is.’ ‘Ah!’ said I, ‘but my house is not a bit like hers.’ ‘I know that well, mon­sieur,’ he said, ‘and that’s the very reas­on I want to take ser­vice with mon­sieur. I’ve had enough of these people: a man may stay a little while with them, but he won’t re­main long with them.’ I re­quired an ad­di­tion­al man ser­vant at the time, and so I took him.

			“A month later, Ma­demois­elle Yve­line Sam­or­is died mys­ter­i­ously, and here are all the de­tails of her death I could gath­er from Joseph, who got them from his sweet­heart, the Comtesse’s cham­ber­maid:

			“It was a ball-night, and two newly-ar­rived guests were chat­ting be­hind a door. Ma­demois­elle Yve­line, who had just been dan­cing, leaned against this door to get a little air.

			“They did not see her ap­proach­ing; but she heard what they were say­ing. And this was what they said:

			“ ‘But who is the fath­er of the girl?’

			“ ‘A Rus­si­an, it ap­pears, Count Rouv­aloff. He nev­er comes near the moth­er now.’

			“ ‘And who is the reign­ing prince today?’

			“ ‘That Eng­lish prince stand­ing near the win­dow; Ma­dame Sam­or­is ad­ores him. But her ad­or­a­tion of any­one nev­er lasts longer than a month or six weeks. Nev­er­the­less, as you see, she has a large circle of ad­mirers. All are called—and nearly all are chosen. That kind of thing costs a good deal, but—hang it, what can you ex­pect?’

			“ ‘And where did she get this name of Sam­or­is?’

			“ ‘From the only man per­haps that she ever loved—a Jew­ish banker from Ber­lin who goes by the name of Samuel Mor­ris.’

			“ ‘Good. Thanks. Now that I know all about her, and see her sort, I’m off!’

			“What a start there was in the brain of the young girl en­dowed with all the in­stincts of a vir­tu­ous wo­man! What des­pair over­whelmed that simple soul! What men­tal tor­tures quenched her end­less gayety, her de­light­ful laughter, her ex­ult­ing sat­is­fac­tion with life! What a con­flict took place in that youth­ful heart up to the mo­ment when the last guest had left! Those were things that Joseph could not tell me. But, the same night, Yve­line ab­ruptly entered her moth­er’s room just as the Comtesse was get­ting in­to bed, sent out the wait­ing-maid, who was close to the door, and, stand­ing erect and pale, and with great star­ing eyes, she said:

			“ ‘Mamma, listen to what I heard a little while ago dur­ing the ball.’

			“And she re­peated word for word the con­ver­sa­tion just as I told it to you.

			“The Comtesse was so stu­pefied that she did not know what to say in reply, at first. When she re­covered her self-pos­ses­sion, she denied everything, and called God to wit­ness that there was no truth in the story.

			“The young girl went away, dis­trac­ted but not con­vinced. And she watched her moth­er.

			“I re­mem­ber dis­tinctly the strange al­ter­a­tion that then took place in her. She was al­ways grave and mel­an­choly. She used to fix on us her great earn­est eyes as if she wanted to read what was at the bot­tom of our hearts. We did not know what to think of her, and we used to main­tain that she was look­ing out for a hus­band.

			“One even­ing her doubts were dis­pelled. She caught her moth­er with a lov­er. Thereupon she said coldly, like a man of busi­ness lay­ing down the terms of an agree­ment:

			“ ‘Here is what I have de­term­ined to do, mamma: We will both go away to some little town—or rather in­to the coun­try. We will live there quietly as well as we can. Your jew­elry alone may be called a for­tune. If you wish to marry some hon­est man, so much the bet­ter; still bet­ter will it be if I can find one. If you don’t con­sent to do this, I will kill my­self.’

			“This time, the Comtesse ordered her daugh­ter to go to bed, and nev­er to ad­min­is­ter again this lec­ture so un­be­com­ing in the mouth of a child to­wards her moth­er.

			“Yve­line’s an­swer to this was: ‘I give you a month to re­flect. If, at the end of that month, we have not changed our way of liv­ing, I will kill my­self, since there is no oth­er hon­or­able is­sue left to my life.’

			“Then she took her­self off.

			“At the end of a month, the Comtesse Sam­or­is was giv­ing balls and sup­pers just the same as ever. Yve­line then, un­der the pre­text that she had a bad toothache pur­chased a few drops of chlo­ro­form from a neigh­bor­ing chem­ist. The next day she pur­chased more; and, every time she went out, she man­aged to pro­cure small doses of the nar­cot­ic. She filled a bottle with it.

			“One morn­ing she was found in bed, life­less, and already quite cold, with a cot­ton mask over her face.

			“Her coffin was covered with flowers, the church was hung in white. There was a large crowd at the fu­ner­al ce­re­mony.

			“Ah! well, if I had known—but you nev­er can know—I would have mar­ried that girl, for she was in­fernally pretty.”

			“And what be­came of the moth­er?”

			“Oh! she shed a lot of tears over it. She has only be­gun to re­ceive vis­its again for the past week.”

			“And what ex­plan­a­tion is giv­en of the girl’s death?”

			“Oh! ’tis pre­ten­ded that it was an ac­ci­dent caused by a new stove, the mech­an­ism of which got out of or­der. As a good many such ac­ci­dents have happened, the thing looks prob­able enough.”

		
	
		
			A Christmas Tale

			Doc­tor Bonen­fant was search­ing his memory, say­ing, half aloud: “A Christ­mas story—some re­mem­brance of Christ­mas?”

			Sud­denly he cried: “Yes, I have one, and a strange one too; it is a fant­ast­ic story. I have seen a mir­acle! yes, ladies, a mir­acle, and on Christ­mas night.”

			

			You are as­ton­ished to hear me speak thus, a man who does not be­lieve in much. Nev­er­the­less, I have seen a mir­acle! I have seen it, I tell you, seen with my own eyes, that is what I call see­ing.

			Was I very much sur­prised, you ask? Not at all; be­cause if I do not be­lieve in your be­liefs, I be­lieve in faith, and I know that it can re­move moun­tains. I could cite many ex­amples; but I might make you in­dig­nant, and I should run the chance of lessen­ing the ef­fect of my story.

			In the first place, I must con­fess that, if I have not been con­vinced and con­ver­ted by what I have seen, I have at least been strongly moved; and I am go­ing to strive to tell it to you na­ively, as if I had the credu­lity of an Auvergnat.

			I was then a coun­try doc­tor, liv­ing in the town of Rol­leville, in the centre of Nor­mandy. The winter that year was ter­rible. By the end of Novem­ber the snow came after a week of frost. One could see from afar the great snow clouds com­ing from the north, and then the white flakes began to fall. In one night the whole plain was bur­ied. Farms, isol­ated in their square en­clos­ures, be­hind their cur­tains of great trees powdered with hoar­frost, seemed to sleep un­der the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of this thick, light cov­er­ing.

			No noise was heard in the still coun­tryside. The crows alone in large flocks out­lined long fes­toons in the sky, seek­ing their live­li­hood to no pur­pose, swoop­ing down upon the pale fields and pick­ing at the snow with their great beaks. There was noth­ing to be heard but the vague, con­tinu­ous rustle of this white powder as it per­sist­ently fell. This las­ted for eight full days and then stopped. The earth had on its back a mantle five feet in thick­ness. And, dur­ing the next three weeks, a sky as clear as blue crys­tal by day spread it­self out over this smooth, white mass, hard and glisten­ing with frost, and at night all stud­ded with stars, that looked as if they were made of hoar­frost.

			The plain, the hedges, the elms of the en­clos­ures, all seemed dead, killed by the cold. Neither man nor beast went out. Only the chim­neys of the cot­tages, clothed in a white shift, re­vealed con­cealed life by the fine threads of smoke which moun­ted straight in­to the frosty air. From time to time one heard the trees crack, as if their wooden limbs were break­ing un­der the bark; and some­times a great branch would de­tach it­self and fall, the res­ist­less cold pet­ri­fy­ing the sap and break­ing the fibres. Dwell­ings set here and there in fields seemed a hun­dred miles away from one an­oth­er. One lived as one could. I alone en­deav­oured to go to my nearest pa­tients, con­stantly ex­pos­ing my­self to the danger of re­main­ing bur­ied in some hole.

			I soon per­ceived that a mys­ter­i­ous ter­ror had spread over the coun­try. Such a plague, they thought, was not nat­ur­al. They pre­ten­ded that they heard voices at night, sharp whist­ling and passing cries. These cries and the whist­ling came, without doubt, from mi­grat­ory birds which trav­elled at twi­light and flew in flocks to­ward the south. But it was im­possible to make frightened people listen to reas­on. Fear had taken pos­ses­sion of their minds, and they were ex­pect­ing some ex­traordin­ary event.

			The forge of old Vat­inel was situ­ated at the end of the ham­let of Épivent, on the main road, now in­vis­ible and deser­ted. As the people needed bread, the black­smith re­solved to go to the vil­lage. He re­mained some hours chat­ter­ing with the in­hab­it­ants of the six houses which formed the centre of the dis­trict, took his bread and his news and a little of the fear which had spread over the re­gion and set out be­fore night.

			Sud­denly, in skirt­ing a hedge, he be­lieved he saw an egg on the snow; yes, an egg was ly­ing there, all white like the rest of the world. He bent over it, and in fact it was an egg. Where did it come from? What hen could have gone out there and laid an egg in that spot? The smith was as­ton­ished; he could not un­der­stand it; but he picked it up and took it to his wife.

			“See, wife, here is an egg that I found on the road.”

			The wo­man shook her head:

			“An egg on the road? In this kind of weath­er! You must be drunk, surely.”

			“No, no, wo­man, it cer­tainly was at the foot of the hedge, and not frozen but still warm. Take it; I put it in my bos­om so that it wouldn’t cool off. You shall have it for your din­ner.”

			The egg was soon shin­ing in the iron pot where the soup was sim­mer­ing, and the smith began to re­late what he had heard around the coun­try. The wo­man listened, pale with ex­cite­ment.

			“Of course I have heard some whist­ling,” said she, “but it seemed to come from the chim­ney.”

			They sat down to table, ate their soup first and then, while the hus­band was spread­ing the but­ter on his bread, the wo­man took the egg and ex­amined it with sus­pi­cious eye.

			“And if there should be some­thing in this egg,” said she.

			“What could there be in it?”

			“How do I know?”

			“Go ahead and eat it. Don’t be a fool.”

			She opened the egg. It was like all eggs, and very fresh. She star­ted to eat it but hes­it­ated, tast­ing, then leav­ing, then tast­ing it again. The hus­band said:

			“Well, how does that egg taste?”

			She did not an­swer, but fin­ished swal­low­ing it. Then, sud­denly, she stared at her hus­band, with fixed, hag­gard, ter­ri­fied eyes, raised her arms, turned and twis­ted them, con­vulsed from head to foot, and rolled on the floor, send­ing forth hor­rible shrieks. All night she struggled in these fright­ful spasms, trem­bling with fright, de­formed by hideous con­vul­sions. The smith, un­able to re­strain her, was ob­liged to bind her. And she screamed without ceas­ing, un­tir­ingly:

			“I have it in my body! I have it in my body!”

			I was called the next day. I ordered all the sed­at­ives known, but without ef­fect. She was mad. Then, with in­cred­ible swift­ness, in spite of the obstacle of deep snow, the news, the strange news ran from farm to farm: “The smith’s wife is pos­sessed!” And they came from every­where around, not dar­ing to go in­to the house; from a safe dis­tance they listened to the cries of the frightened wo­man, whose voice was so strong that one could scarcely be­lieve it be­longed to a hu­man creature.

			The vil­lage priest was sent for. He was a simple old man. He came in sur­plice, as if to ad­min­is­ter com­fort to the dy­ing, and pro­nounced with ex­ten­ded hands some for­mu­lae of ex­or­cism, while four men held the foam­ing, writh­ing wo­man on the bed. But the spir­it was not driv­en out.

			Christ­mas came without any change in the weath­er. On Christ­mas Eve morn­ing the priest came for me.

			“I wish,” said he, “to have this un­for­tu­nate wo­man at Mass, to­night. Per­haps God will work a mir­acle in her fa­vour at the same hour that he was born of a wo­man.”

			I replied: “I ap­prove heart­ily. If she can be touched by the sac­red ser­vice (and noth­ing could be more likely to move her), she can be saved without oth­er rem­ed­ies.”

			The old priest mur­mured: “You are not a be­liev­er, Doc­tor, but you will help me, will you not?” I prom­ised him my help.

			The even­ing came, and then the night. The bell of the church was ringing, throw­ing its plaint­ive voice across the dreary waste, the vast ex­tent of white, frozen snow. Some black fig­ures were wend­ing their way slowly in groups, obed­i­ent to the call from the bell. The full moon shone with a strong, pale light on the ho­ri­zon, ren­der­ing more vis­ible the des­ol­a­tion of the fields. I had taken four ro­bust men with me, and with them re­paired to the forge.

			The pos­sessed wo­man was bound to her bed, and was shout­ing con­tinu­ally. They clothed her prop­erly, in spite of her vi­ol­ent res­ist­ance, and car­ried her out. The church, il­lu­min­ated but cold, was now full of people, the choir chanted their mono­ton­ous notes; the ser­pent hummed; the little bell of the aco­lyte tinkled, reg­u­lat­ing the move­ments of the faith­ful.

			I had shut the wo­man and her guards in­to the kit­chen of the par­ish house and awaited the mo­ment that I be­lieved fa­vour­able.

			I chose the time im­me­di­ately fol­low­ing com­mu­nion. All the peas­ants, men and wo­men, had re­ceived their God, to soften His rigour. A great si­lence pre­vailed while the priest fin­ished the di­vine mys­tery. Upon my or­der, the door opened and the four men brought in the mad wo­man.

			When she saw the lights, the crowd on their knees, the choir il­lu­min­ated, and the gil­ded tab­er­nacle, she struggled with such vigour that she al­most es­caped from us, and she gave forth cries so pier­cing that a shiver of fright ran through the church. All bowed their heads; some fled. She had no longer the form of a wo­man, as she writhed and twis­ted in our grasp, her coun­ten­ance drawn, her eyes mad. They dragged her up to the steps of the choir, and then she was firmly held squat­ting on the floor.

			The priest arose; he was wait­ing. When there was a mo­ment of quiet, he took in his hands the mon­strance, bound with bands of gold, in the middle of which was the white wafer, and, ad­van­cing some steps, ex­ten­ded both arms above his head and presen­ted it to the frightened stare of the ma­ni­ac. She con­tin­ued to howl, with eyes fixed upon the shin­ing ob­ject. And the priest re­mained so mo­tion­less that he looked like a statue.

			This las­ted a long, long time. The wo­man seemed seized with fear, fas­cin­ated; she looked fix­edly at the mon­strance; she was still seized with ter­rible shiv­er­ing fits, but they did not last so long, and she cried out in­cess­antly, but with a less pier­cing voice. And this las­ted again for some time.

			It looked as if she could no longer lower her eyes; as if they were riv­eted on the Host; she did noth­ing but groan; her ri­gid body re­laxed, and she sank down ex­hausted. The crowd was pros­trate, with fore­heads pressed to the ground.

			The pos­sessed wo­man was now lower­ing her eye­lids rap­idly, then rais­ing them again, as if power­less to en­dure the sight of her God. She was si­lent. And then I sud­denly per­ceived that her eyes were closed. She was sleep­ing like a somn­am­bu­list, hyp­not­ized—par­don! conquered by the pro­longed con­tem­pla­tion of the mon­strance with its shin­ing rays of gold, over­come by Christ vic­tori­ous.

			They car­ried her out, in­ert, while the priest went up to the al­tar. The con­greg­a­tion, thrown in­to won­der­ment, in­toned a Te Deum of grat­it­ude.

			The smith’s wife slept for forty hours un­in­ter­rup­tedly, then she awoke without any re­mem­brance either of the pos­ses­sion or of the de­liv­er­ance. That, ladies, is the mir­acle which I wit­nessed.

			

			Doc­tor Bonen­fant re­mained si­lent, then he ad­ded, in rather vexed tones:

			“I could not re­fuse to swear to it in writ­ing.”

		
	
		
			Christmas Eve

			“Christ­mas Eve! Oh! no, I shall nev­er cel­eb­rate that again!” Stout Henri Tem­pli­er said that in a furi­ous voice, as if someone had pro­posed some crime to him, while the oth­ers laughed and said:

			“What are you fly­ing in­to a rage about?”

			“Be­cause a Christ­mas-Eve sup­per played me the dirti­est trick in the world, and ever since I have felt an in­sur­mount­able hor­ror for that night of im­be­cile gaiety.”

			“Tell us what it is?”

			“You want to know what it was? Very well, then, listen.

			“You re­mem­ber how cold it was two years ago at Christ­mas; cold enough to kill poor people in the streets. The Seine was freez­ing; the pave­ments froze one’s feet through the soles of one’s boots, and every­body seemed nearly dead.

			“I had a big piece of work on, and so I re­fused every in­vit­a­tion to sup­per, as I pre­ferred to spend the night at my writ­ing table. I dined alone and then began to work. But about ten o’clock I grew rest­less at the thought of the gay life all over Par­is, at the noise in the streets which reached me in spite of everything, at my neigh­bours’ pre­par­a­tions for sup­per, which I heard through the walls. I hardly knew any longer what I was do­ing; I was writ­ing non­sense, and at last I came to the con­clu­sion that I had bet­ter give up all hope of pro­du­cing any good work that night.

			“I walked up and down my room; I sat down and got up again. I was cer­tainly un­der the mys­ter­i­ous in­flu­ence of the en­joy­ment out­side, and I resigned my­self to it. So I rang for my ser­vant, and said to her:

			“ ‘An­gela, go and get a good sup­per for two; some oysters, a cold part­ridge, some cray­fish, ham and some cakes. Put out two bottles of cham­pagne, lay the table and go to bed.’

			“She obeyed in some sur­prise, and when all was ready, I put on my over­coat and went out. A great ques­tion was to be solved: ‘With whom was I go­ing to cel­eb­rate Christ­mas Eve?’ My fe­male friends had all been in­vited else­where, and if I had wished to have one, I ought to have seen about it be­fore­hand, so I thought that I would do a good ac­tion at the same time, and I said to my­self:

			“ ‘Par­is is full of poor and beau­ti­ful girls who will have noth­ing on their table to­night, and who are on the lookout for some gen­er­ous fel­low. I will act the part of Provid­ence to one of them this even­ing; and I will find one if I have to go in­to every pleas­ure re­sort, and have to ques­tion them and hunt for one till I find one to my choice.’ And I star­ted off on my search.

			“I cer­tainly found many poor girls, who were on the lookout for some ad­ven­ture, but they were ugly enough to give any man a fit of in­di­ges­tion, or thin enough to freeze as they stood, if they had stopped, and you all know that I have a weak­ness for plump wo­men. The more flesh they have, the bet­ter I like them, and a fe­male co­los­sus would drive me out of my senses with pleas­ure.

			“Sud­denly, op­pos­ite the Théâtre des Var­iétés, I saw a face to my lik­ing. A good head, and then two pro­tuber­ances, a very beau­ti­ful bos­om, and be­low that, a sur­pris­ing stom­ach, the stom­ach of a fat goose. I trembled with pleas­ure, and said:

			“ ‘By Jove! What a fine girl!’

			“It only re­mained for me to see her face. A wo­man’s face is the dessert, while the rest is … the joint.

			“I hastened on, and over­took her, and turned round sud­denly un­der a gas lamp. She was charm­ing, quite young, dark, with large, black eyes, and I im­me­di­ately made my pro­pos­al, which she ac­cep­ted without any hes­it­a­tion, and a quarter of an hour later, we were sit­ting at sup­per in my lodgings. ‘Oh! how com­fort­able it is here,’ she said as she came in, and she looked about her with evid­ent sat­is­fac­tion at hav­ing found a sup­per and a bed, on that bit­ter night. She was su­perb; so beau­ti­ful that she as­ton­ished me, and so stout that she fairly cap­tiv­ated me.

			“She took off her cloak and hat, sat down and began to eat; but she seemed in low spir­its, and some­times her pale face twitched as if she were suf­fer­ing from some hid­den sor­row.

			“ ‘Have you any­thing troub­ling you?’ I asked her.

			“ ‘Bah! Don’t let us think of troubles!’

			“And she began to drink. She emp­tied her cham­pagne glass at a draught, filled it again, and emp­tied it again, without stop­ping, and soon a little col­our came in­to her cheeks, and she began to laugh.

			“I ad­ored her already, kissed her con­tinu­ally, and dis­covered that she was neither stu­pid, nor com­mon, nor coarse as or­din­ary street­walk­ers are. I asked her for some de­tails about her life, but she replied:

			“ ‘Young man, that is no busi­ness of yours!’ Alas! an hour later. …

			“At last it was time to go to bed, and while I was clear­ing the table, which had been laid in front of the fire, she un­dressed her­self quickly, and got in. My neigh­bours were mak­ing a ter­rible din, singing and laugh­ing like lun­at­ics, and so I said to my­self:

			“ ‘I was quite right to go out and bring in this beau­ti­ful girl; I should nev­er have been able to do any work.’

			“At that mo­ment, how­ever, a deep groan made me look round, and I said:

			“ ‘What is the mat­ter with you, my dear?’

			“She did not reply, but con­tin­ued to ut­ter pain­ful sighs, as if she were suf­fer­ing hor­ribly, and I con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Do you feel ill?’ And sud­denly she uttered a cry, a heartrend­ing cry, and I rushed up to the bed, with a candle in my hand.

			“Her face was dis­tor­ted with pain, and she was wringing her hands, pant­ing and ut­ter­ing long, deep groans, which soun­ded like a rattle in the throat, and which are so pain­ful to hear, and I asked her in con­sterna­tion:

			“ ‘What is the mat­ter with you? Do tell me what is the mat­ter.’ She did not reply, but began to scream.

			“ ‘Oh! my stom­ach! my stom­ach!’ she said. I pulled up the bed­clothes, and I saw … My friends, she was in la­bour.

			“Then I lost my head, and I ran and knocked at the wall with my fists, shout­ing: ‘Help! help!’

			“My door was opened al­most im­me­di­ately, and a crowd of people came in, men in even­ing dress, wo­men in low necks, pier­rots, Turks, Mus­ket­eers, and this in­va­sion startled me so, that I could not ex­plain my­self, and they, who had thought that some ac­ci­dent had happened, or that a crime had been com­mit­ted, could not un­der­stand what was the mat­ter. At last, how­ever, I man­aged to say:

			“ ‘This … this … wo­man … is be­ing con­fined.’

			“Then they looked at her, and gave their opin­ion, and a Fri­ar, es­pe­cially, de­clared that he knew all about it, and wished to as­sist nature, but as they were all as drunk as pigs, I was afraid that they would kill her, and I rushed down­stairs without my hat, to fetch an old doc­tor, who lived in the next street. When I came back with him, the whole house was up; the gas on the stairs had been re­lighted, the lodgers from every floor were in my room, while four boat­men were fin­ish­ing my cham­pagne and lob­sters.

			“As soon as they saw me they raised a loud shout, and a milk­maid presen­ted me with a hor­rible little wrinkled spe­ci­men of hu­man­ity, that was mew­ing like a cat, and said to me:

			“ ‘It is a girl.’

			“The doc­tor ex­amined the wo­man, de­clared that she was in a dan­ger­ous state, as the event had oc­curred im­me­di­ately after sup­per, and he took his leave, say­ing he would im­me­di­ately send a sick nurse and a wet nurse, and an hour later, the two wo­men came, bring­ing all that was re­quis­ite with them.

			“ ‘I spent the night in an arm­chair, too dis­trac­ted to be able to think of the con­sequences, and al­most as soon as it was light, the doc­tor came again. He found his pa­tient very ill, and said to me:

			“ ‘Your wife, Mon­sieur …’

			“ ‘She is not my wife,’ I in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“ ‘Very well then, your mis­tress; it does not mat­ter to me.’

			“He told me what must be done for her, what her diet must be, and then wrote a pre­scrip­tion.

			“What was I to do? Could I send the poor creature to the hos­pit­al? I should have been looked upon as a brute in the house and in all the neigh­bour­hood, and so I kept her in my rooms, and she had my bed for six weeks.

			“I sent the child to some peas­ants at Poissy to be taken care of, and she still costs me fifty francs a month, for as I had paid at first, I shall be ob­liged to go on pay­ing as long as I live, and later on, she will be­lieve that I am her fath­er. But to crown my mis­for­tunes, when the girl had re­covered … I found that she was in love with me, madly in love with me, the bag­gage!”

			“Well?”

			“Well, she had grown as thin as a home­less cat, and I turned the skel­et­on out of doors, but she watches for me in the streets, hides her­self, so that she may see me pass, stops me in the even­ing when I go out, in or­der to kiss my hand, and, in fact, wor­ries me enough to drive me mad; and that is why I nev­er keep Christ­mas Eve now.”

		
	
		
			The Substitute

			“Ma­dame Bon­deroi?”

			“Yes, Ma­dame Bon­deroi.”

			“Im­possible.”

			“I tell you it is.”

			“Ma­dame Bon­deroi, the old lady in a lace cap, the de­vout, the holy, the hon­our­able Ma­dame Bon­deroi, whose little false curls look as if they were glued round her head.”

			“That is the very wo­man.”

			“Oh! Come, you must be mad.”

			“I swear to you that it is Ma­dame Bon­deroi.”

			“Then please give me the de­tails.”

			“Here they are: Dur­ing the life of Mon­sieur Bon­deroi, the law­yer, people said that she util­ized his clerks for her own par­tic­u­lar ser­vice. She is one of these re­spect­able middle-class wo­men, with secret vices and in­flex­ible prin­ciples, of whom there are so many. She liked good-look­ing young fel­lows, and I should like to know what is more nat­ur­al than that? Do not we all like pretty girls?

			“As soon as old Bon­deroi was dead, his wid­ow began to live the peace­ful and ir­re­proach­able life of a wo­man with a fair, fixed in­come. She went to church as­sidu­ously, and spoke dis­dain­fully of her neigh­bours, and gave no chance to any­one to speak ill of her, and when she grew old she be­came the little wizened, sour-faced mis­chiev­ous wo­man whom you know. Well, this ad­ven­ture, which you would scarcely be­lieve, happened last Thursday.

			“My friend, Jean d’An­gle­mare, is, as you know, a cap­tain in a dra­goon re­gi­ment, which is quartered in the bar­racks in the Rue de la Riv­ette. When he got to his quar­ters the oth­er morn­ing, he found that two men of his squad­ron had had a ter­rible quar­rel. The rules about mil­it­ary hon­our are very severe, and so a duel took place between them. After the duel they be­came re­con­ciled, and when their of­ficer ques­tioned them, they told him what their quar­rel had been about. They had fought on Ma­dame Bon­deroi’s ac­count.”

			“Oh!”

			“Yes, my dear fel­low, about Ma­dame Bon­deroi. But I will let troop­er Siballe speak:”

			

			“ ‘This is how it was, Cap­tain. About a year and a half ago, I was strolling along the prom­en­ade between six and sev­en o’clock in the even­ing, when a wo­man came up and spoke to me, and said, just as if she had been ask­ing her way: “Sol­dier, would you like to earn ten francs a week, hon­estly?” I answered heart­ily: “At your ser­vice, Ma­dame.” And so she said: “Come and see me at twelve o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing. I am Ma­dame Bon­deroi, and my ad­dress is No. 6, Rue de la Tranchée.”

			“ ‘ “You may rely upon my be­ing there, Ma­dame.” And then she went away, look­ing very pleased, and ad­ded: “I am very much ob­liged to you, sol­dier.”

			“ ‘ “I am ob­liged to you, Ma­dame,” I replied. But I plagued my head about the mat­ter, un­til the time came, all the same.

			“ ‘At twelve o’clock, ex­actly, I rang the bell, and she let me in her­self. She had a lot of rib­bons on her head.

			“ ‘ “We must make haste,” she said; “as my ser­vant might come in.”

			“ ‘ “I am quite will­ing to make haste,” I replied, “but what am I to do?”

			“ ‘But she only laughed, and replied: “Don’t you un­der­stand, you great stu­pid?”

			“ ‘I was no near­er her mean­ing, I give you my word of hon­our, Cap­tain, but she came and sat down by me, and said:

			“ ‘ “If you men­tion this to any­one, I will have you put in pris­on, so swear that you will nev­er open your lips about it.”

			“ ‘I swore whatever she liked, though I did not at all un­der­stand what she meant. My fore­head was covered with per­spir­a­tion, so I took my pock­et-handker­chief out of my hel­met. She took it and wiped my brow with it; then she kissed me, and whispered: “Then you will?”

			“ ‘ “I will do any­thing you like, Ma­dame,” I replied; “as that is what I came for.”

			“ ‘Then she made her­self clearly un­der­stood by her ac­tions, and when I saw what it was, I put my hel­met on a chair and showed her that in the dra­goons a man nev­er re­treats, Cap­tain.

			“ ‘Not that I cared much about it, for she was cer­tainly not in her prime, but it is no good be­ing too par­tic­u­lar in such a mat­ter, as francs are scarce, and then I have re­la­tions whom I like to help. I said to my­self: “There will be five francs for my fath­er, out of that.”

			“ ‘When I had fin­ished my al­lot­ted task, Cap­tain, I got ready to go, though she wanted me to stop longer, but I said to her:

			“ ‘ “To every­one their due, Ma­dame. A small glass of brandy costs two sous, and two glasses cost four.”

			“ ‘She un­der­stood my mean­ing, and put a gold ten-franc piece in­to my hand. I do not like that coin. It is so small that it gets lost in your pock­ets, and if they open at the seams one is apt to find it in one’s boots, or not to find it at all, and so, while I was look­ing at it, she was look­ing at me. She got red in the face, as she had mis­un­der­stood my looks, and said: “Is not that enough?”

			“ ‘ “I did not mean that, Ma­dame,” I replied; “but if it is all the same to you, I would rather have two five-franc pieces.” And she gave them to me and I took my leave.

			“ ‘This has been go­ing on for a year and a half, Cap­tain. I go every Tues­day even­ing, when you give me leave to go out of bar­racks; she prefers that, as her ser­vant has gone to bed then, but last week I was not well, and I had to go in­to the in­firm­ary. When Tues­day came I could not get out, and I was very vexed, be­cause of the ten francs which I had been re­ceiv­ing every week, and I said to my­self:

			“ ‘ “If any­body goes there, I shall be done for; and she will be sure to take an ar­til­lery­man,” and that made me very angry. So I sent for Paumelle, who comes from my part of the coun­try, and I told him how mat­ters stood:

			“ ‘ “There will be five francs for you, and five for me,” I said. He agreed, and went, as I had giv­en him full in­struc­tions. She opened the door as soon as he knocked, and let him in, and as she did not look at his face, she did not per­ceive that it was not I, for you know, Cap­tain, one dra­goon is very like an­oth­er with a hel­met on.

			“ ‘Sud­denly, how­ever, she no­ticed the change, and she asked, an­grily: “Who are you? What do you want? I do not know you.”

			“ ‘Then Paumelle ex­plained mat­ters; he told her that I was not well, and that I had sent him as my sub­sti­tute; so she looked at him, made him also swear to keep the mat­ter secret, and then she ac­cep­ted him, as you may sup­pose, for Paumelle is not a bad-look­ing fel­low, either. But when he came back, Cap­tain, he would not give me my five francs. If they had been for my­self, I should not have said a word, but they were for my fath­er, and on that score I would stand no non­sense, and said to him:

			“ ‘ “You are not par­tic­u­lar in what you do, for a dra­goon; you are a dis­cred­it to your uni­form.”

			“ ‘He raised his fist, Cap­tain, say­ing that fa­tigue duty like that was worth double. Of course, every­body has his own ideas, and he ought not to have ac­cep­ted it. You know the rest.’

			

			“Cap­tain d’An­gle­mare laughed un­til he cried as he told me the story, but he also made me prom­ise to keep the mat­ter a secret, just as he had prom­ised the two sol­diers. So, above all, do not be­tray me, but prom­ise to keep it to your­self.”

			“Oh! You may be quite easy about that. But how was it all ar­ranged in the end?”

			“How? It is a joke in a thou­sand! Moth­er Bon­deroi keeps her two dra­goons, and re­serves his own par­tic­u­lar day for each of them, and in that way, every­body is sat­is­fied.”

			“Oh! That is cap­it­al! Really cap­it­al!”

			“And the aged par­ents have their crust of bread, and thus mor­al­ity is sat­is­fied.”

		
	
		
			On Horseback

			The poor people lived miser­ably on the hus­band’s salary. Since their mar­riage two chil­dren had been born, and their pre­vi­ous lack of means had de­veloped in­to that frightened, tim­id, shame­faced poverty pe­cu­li­ar to fam­il­ies of good po­s­i­tion who try to keep up ap­pear­ances in spite of everything.

			Hec­tor de Gri­belin had been brought up in the coun­try, in the pa­ternal man­or, by an old Ab­bé who ac­ted as his tu­tor. They were not rich, but pulled the dev­il by the tail and kept up their po­s­i­tion. When he was twenty he had gone in­to the min­istry of mar­ine, as a clerk at fif­teen hun­dred francs a year. He had landed there like all those who have not been pre­pared in early years for the harsh struggle for life, those who see this world through a haze, know­ing neither how to get on nor how to meet dif­fi­culties, people in whom no spe­cial aptitudes or tal­ents have been de­veloped from child­hood, no keen en­ergy for the struggle; in whose hands neither a weapon nor a tool has been placed. His first three years at the of­fice were hor­rible.

			He had re­newed ac­quaint­ance with some friends of his fam­ily, old people, be­hind the times and poor like him­self, who lived in se­lect streets, the de­press­ing streets of the Fau­bourg Saint-Ger­main, and he had made a circle of friends.

			Un­fa­mil­i­ar with mod­ern life, humble but proud, these needy ar­is­to­crats lived on the top floors of sleepy old houses. From top to bot­tom these houses were in­hab­ited by titled ten­ants, but money was as scarce on the second as on the top floor. Their etern­al pre­ju­dices, pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with their rank, the dread of des­cend­ing in the scale, haunted these erstwhile bril­liant fam­il­ies, ruined by the in­ac­tion of their men folk. It was in these circles that Hec­tor de Gri­belin met and mar­ried a titled but pen­ni­less young girl like him­self. Two chil­dren had been born to them in four years and for the past four years the house­hold, har­assed by poverty, had known no oth­er dis­trac­tions than a walk on Sunday to the Champs-Élysées, and a few even­ings at the theatre, one or two each winter, thanks to free tick­ets re­ceived from a friend.

			But, as spring ap­proached, his chief en­trus­ted him with some ex­tra work and he re­ceived the ex­tra com­pens­a­tion of three hun­dred francs. Com­ing home that night he said to his wife:

			“My dear Hen­ri­ette, we ought to do some­thing with this money; a little out­ing in the coun­try for the chil­dren, for in­stance.”

			They had a lengthy dis­cus­sion, and fi­nally de­cided on a fam­ily pic­nic.

			“We have had so very few out­ings,” said Hec­tor, “that we may as well do things right. We will hire a break for you and the little ones, and I will hire a horse; it will do me good.”

			They talked of noth­ing else all week. Each night, when he came home from his of­fice he would dance his eld­er son up and down on his knee and say:

			“This is the way papa will ride next Sunday.” And the boy would ride chairs all day scream­ing:

			“This is papa on horse­back.” Even the ser­vant looked at the mas­ter in won­der, as she thought of his rid­ing be­side the car­riage on horse­back, and at every meal she heard him tell of his feats in horse­man­ship when he was home. Oh, he had been well trained. Once he felt a horse between his legs, he was afraid of noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing.

			He would say to his wife, rub­bing his hands: “If they could give me a frisky an­im­al I would like it all the bet­ter. You will see how I ride, and, if you like, we can come back by the Champs-Élysées when every­body is com­ing home. We shall cut quite a fig­ure, and I should not be sorry to meet someone from the of­fice; there is noth­ing like it to in­spire re­spect.”

			On the ap­poin­ted day the car­riage and the horse ar­rived to­geth­er at the door, and Hec­tor came down im­me­di­ately, to look the horse over. He had had straps sewn to his trousers, and was play­ing with a rid­ing-whip pur­chased the day be­fore. He raised and felt, one after the oth­er, the an­im­als four legs, felt its neck, its ribs, its hocks, tested its back with his hands, opened its mouth, and told its age, and as the fam­ily was com­ing out at that mo­ment, he dis­coursed on horses in gen­er­al and that one in par­tic­u­lar, which he de­clared to be an ex­cel­lent an­im­al.

			When every­one was com­fort­ably placed in the car­riage, Hec­tor ex­amined the saddle, and mount­ing with a spring, dropped on the horse with such force that he im­me­di­ately set up a dance which al­most threw his rider. Hec­tor be­came flustered and tried to calm him, say­ing: “Come, old fel­low, be quiet.” And when they both had calmed down a little he asked:

			“Is every­body ready?”

			Every­body said they were and the party pro­ceeded. All eyes were turned on Hec­tor, who af­fected the Eng­lish seat and leaped up and down on his saddle in an ex­ag­ger­ated man­ner. He of­ten looked as if he were go­ing to fall for­ward on the horse’s mane, but he kept his eyes fixed ahead of him, con­tract­ing his brow and look­ing very pale. His wife and the ser­vant each held one of the boys on their lap and every minute they would say:

			“Look at papa!” And the boys, ex­cited by the move­ment, the fresh air, and their de­light, uttered pier­cing screams.

			The horse, frightened at so much noise, star­ted off at a gal­lop and while Hec­tor tried to stop him his hat fell off. The driver had to come down and pick it up, and hav­ing re­covered it, Hec­tor shouted to his wife:

			“Make the chil­dren stop scream­ing, will you? They will make the horse run away.”

			They lunched on the grass in the woods of Vésin­et, hav­ing brought their food in bas­kets. Al­though the driver looked after the horses, Hec­tor went every minute to see if his horse wanted any­thing. He pat­ted it and fed it with bread, cake, and sug­ar.

			“He is a great trot­ter,” he said to his wife. “He shook me at first, but you saw how quick I sub­dued him. He knows his mas­ter now.”

			They came back by the Champs-Élysées as agreed. The huge av­en­ue was crowded with car­riages and the side­walks lined with so many ped­es­tri­ans, that they looked like two long black rib­bons un­rolling from the Arc de Tri­omphe to the Place de la Con­corde. A sun shower was fall­ing on the crowd, mak­ing the var­nish of the car­riages, the steel of the har­ness and the door handles glit­ter. The whole mass seemed to be seized by a frenzy of mo­tion, an in­tox­ic­a­tion of life. In the dis­tance the Ob­elisk arose in a golden mist. As soon as they passed the Arc de Tri­omphe Hec­tor’s horse was sud­denly pos­sessed by a new ar­dour. It dashed at a rap­id trot between the car­riages in the dir­ec­tion of the stables, and the rider’s ef­forts to stop him were un­avail­ing. The car­riage con­tain­ing his fam­ily was far be­hind. In front of the Pal­ais de l’In­dus­trie, the horse turned to the right at a gal­lop. An old wo­man was at that mo­ment leis­urely cross­ing the street, and Hec­tor, who was un­able to stop the horse, shouted: “Hey there, hey!” But the old wo­man was deaf, per­haps, for she slowly kept on un­til the horse struck her with such force that she turned a triple somer­sault and landed ten feet away. Sev­er­al people shouted: “Stop him.”

			Hec­tor was dis­trac­ted and held on des­per­ately to the horse’s mane, cry­ing: “Help, help!” A ter­rible shock sent him over the horse’s head like a bomb, and he landed in the arms of a po­lice­man who was run­ning to­ward him. An angry crowd gathered. An old gen­tle­man wear­ing a dec­or­a­tion was es­pe­cially angry.

			“Con­found it, sir!” he said, “if you can­not ride a horse why do you not stay at home in­stead of run­ning over people!”

			Four men ap­peared car­ry­ing the old wo­man, who to all ap­pear­ances was dead, with her yel­low face, and her bon­net awry and covered with dust.

			“Take this wo­man to a chem­ist’s,” said the old gen­tle­men, “and let us go to the sta­tion-house.”

			A crowd fol­lowed Hec­tor, who walked between two po­lice­men, while a third led his horse. At that mo­ment the car­riage ap­peared, and his wife, tak­ing in the situ­ation at a glance, ran to­ward him; the ser­vant and the chil­dren came be­hind cry­ing. He ex­plained that his horse had knocked a wo­man down, but it was noth­ing, he would be home very soon. And his frightened fam­ily went away.

			At the sta­tion-house, the ex­plan­a­tion was brief. He gave his name, his place of em­ploy­ment, and awaited news of the in­jured wo­man. A po­lice­man came back with the in­form­a­tion that the wo­man’s name was Mme. Si­mon, and that she was a char­wo­man sixty-five years old. She had re­gained con­scious­ness, but she suffered in­tern­ally, she claimed. When Hec­tor found that she was not dead, he re­covered his spir­its and prom­ised to de­fray the ex­penses of her ill­ness. He went to the drug­store where they had taken the old wo­man. An im­mense crowd blocked the door­way. The old wo­man was whin­ing and groan­ing pi­ti­fully. Two doc­tors were ex­amin­ing her.

			“There are no bones broken,” they said, “but we are afraid she is hurt in­tern­ally.”

			“Do you suf­fer much?” asked Hec­tor.

			“Oh, yes.”

			“Where?”

			“I feel as if my in­side was on fire.”

			“Then you are the cause of the ac­ci­dent?” said a doc­tor ap­proach­ing.

			“Yes, sir,” said Hec­tor.

			“This wo­man must go to a con­vales­cent home. I know one where they will take her for six francs a day; shall I ar­range this for you?”

			Hec­tor thanked him grate­fully and went home re­lieved. He found his wife in tears, and he com­for­ted her, say­ing:

			“Don’t worry, she is much bet­ter already. I sent her to a con­vales­cent home, and in three days she will be all right.”

			After his work the next day he went to see Mme. Si­mon. She was eat­ing some beef soup which she seemed to rel­ish.

			“Well,” said Hec­tor, “how do you feel?”

			“No bet­ter,” she answered. “I feel as good as dead. I don’t feel any bet­ter.”

			The doc­tor ad­vised wait­ing; com­plic­a­tions might arise. He waited three days, then went to see the old wo­man again. Her skin was clear, her eyes bright, but as soon as she saw Hec­tor she com­menced to whine:

			“I can’t move any more; l’ll be like this for the rest of my days!”

			Hec­tor felt a shiver run­ning up and down his back. He asked for the doc­tor and in­quired about the pa­tient.

			“I am puzzled,” the doc­tor said. “Every time we try to lift her up, or even change the po­s­i­tion of her chair, she ut­ters heartrend­ing screams; still, I am forced to be­lieve her. I can­not say that she shams un­til I have seen her walk.”

			The old wo­man listened at­tent­ively; a sly look on her face. A week passed, then two, then a month, and still Mme. Si­mon did not leave her chair. Her ap­pet­ite was ex­cel­lent, she gained flesh and joked with the oth­er pa­tients. She seemed to ac­cept her lot as a well-earned rest after fifty years of la­bour as a char­wo­man.

			Hec­tor came every day and found her the same; al­ways re­peat­ing:

			“I can’t move, I can’t!”

			When Hec­tor came home, his wife would ask with anxi­ety:

			“How is Mme. Si­mon?”

			“Just the same; ab­so­lutely no change,” answered Hec­tor de­jec­tedly.

			They dis­missed the ser­vant, whose wages be­came too much of a strain, and eco­nom­ized more than ever. The money re­ceived from his chief had been spent. Then Hec­tor called four doc­tors to hold a con­sulta­tion on Mme. Si­mon. She let them press and poke her, while she watched them slyly.

			“We must make her walk,” said one of the doc­tors.

			“I can’t, gen­tle­men; I can’t!”

			They took hold of her and dragged her a few steps, but she freed her­self, and sank to the floor emit­ting such pier­cing screams, that they car­ried her back to her chair very gently.

			They re­served their opin­ion, but con­cluded, how­ever, that she was in­ca­pa­cit­ated for work.

			When Hec­tor brought the news to his wife, she col­lapsed.

			“We had much bet­ter take her here, it would cost us less.”

			“In our own house! What are you think­ing of?”

			“What else can we do, dear? I am sure it is no fault of mine!”

		
	
		
			The Wooden Shoes

			The old priest was mum­bling the last words of his ser­mon over the white caps of the peas­ant wo­men, and the rough or greasy heads of the men. The large bas­kets of the farm­ers’ wives who had come from a dis­tance to at­tend Mass were on the ground be­side them, and the heavy heat of a Ju­ly day caused them all to ex­hale a smell like that of cattle, or of a flock of sheep, and the cocks could be heard crow­ing through the large open door, as well as the low­ing of the cows in a neigh­bour­ing field. From time to time a breath of wind, charged with the per­fume of the fields, swept in through the main en­trance, fluttered the rib­bons in the wo­men’s hats, and made the little yel­low candle flames on the al­tar tremble.

			“As God wishes. Amen!” the priest said. Then he ceased, opened a book, and, as he did every week, began to give no­tice to his flock of all the small par­ish events for the fol­low­ing week. He was an old man with white hair who had been in the par­ish for over forty years, and from the pul­pit was in the habit of dis­cours­ing fa­mil­iarly to them all; so he went on: “I re­com­mend Désiré Val­lin, who is very ill, to your pray­ers, and also La Paumelle, who is re­cov­er­ing very slowly from her con­fine­ment.”

			He had for­got­ten the rest, and so he looked for the slips of pa­per which were put away in a brevi­ary. At last he found two and con­tin­ued: “I will not have the lads and the girls come in­to the church yard in the even­ing, as they do; oth­er­wise I shall in­form the rur­al po­lice­man. Mon­sieur Cé­saire Omont would like to find a re­spect­able girl as ser­vant.” He thought for a few mo­ments, and then ad­ded: “That is all, my brethren, and I wish that all of you may find the Di­vine mercy.” And he came down from the pul­pit, to fin­ish Mass.

			When the Malandains had re­turned to their thatched cot­tage, which was the last in the vil­lage of La Sablière, on the road to Four­ville, the fath­er, a thin, wrinkled old peas­ant, sat down at the table, while his wife took the sauce­pan off the fire, and Adélaïde, the daugh­ter, took the glasses and plates out of the side­board. Then the fath­er said: “I think that place at Maître Omont’s ought to be a good one, as he is a wid­ower and his daugh­ter-in-law does not like him. He is all alone and has money. I think it would be a good thing to send Adélaïde there.”

			His wife put the black sauce­pan on to the table, took the lid off, and while the steam, which smelled strongly of cab­bage, rose in­to the air she pondered on the sug­ges­tion. Presently the old man con­tin­ued: “He has got some money, that is cer­tain, but any­one go­ing there ought to be very sharp, and Adélaïde is not that at all.”

			His wife replied: “I might go and see, all the same,” and turn­ing to her daugh­ter, a strap­ping, silly look­ing girl with yel­low hair and fat, red cheeks like apples, she said: “Do you hear, you great silly? You are to go to Maître Omont’s and of­fer your­self as his ser­vant, and you will do whatever he tells you.”

			The girl began to laugh in a fool­ish man­ner, without reply­ing, and then the three began their din­ner. In a few minutes, the fath­er con­tin­ued: “Listen to me, girl, and try not to make a mis­take about what I am go­ing to say to you.” And slowly and minutely he laid down for her her line of con­duct, an­ti­cip­at­ing the minutest de­tails, and pre­par­ing her for the con­quest of an old wid­ower who was on un­friendly terms with his fam­ily. The moth­er ceased eat­ing to listen to him, and she sat there, with her fork in her hand, look­ing at her hus­band and her daugh­ter by turns, and fol­low­ing every word with con­cen­trated and si­lent at­ten­tion, while Adélaïde re­mained list­less, do­cile, and stu­pid, with vague and wan­der­ing eyes.

			As soon as their meal was over, her moth­er made her put her cap on, and they both star­ted off to see Mon­sieur Cé­saire Omont. He lived in a small, brick house ad­join­ing his ten­ants’ cot­tages, for he had re­tired, and was liv­ing by sub­divid­ing and let­ting his land.

			He was about fifty-five years old, and was stout, jovi­al, and rough-mannered, as rich men of­ten are. He laughed and shouted loud enough to make the walls fall down, drank brandy and cider by the glass­ful, and was said to be still of an amor­ous dis­pos­i­tion, in spite of his age. He liked to walk about his fields with his hands be­hind his back, dig­ging his wooden shoes in­to the fat soil, look­ing at the sprout­ing corn or the flower­ing colza with the eye of a re­tired farm­er, at his ease, who likes to see the crops but does not trouble him­self about them any longer. People used to say of him: “There is a Mr. Merry-man, who does not get up in a good tem­per every day.”

			He re­ceived the two wo­men, as he was fin­ish­ing his cof­fee, with his fat stom­ach against the table, and turn­ing round said: “What do you want?”

			The moth­er was spokes­wo­man. “This is our girl Adélaïde, and I have come to ask you to take her as ser­vant, as Mon­sieur le Curé told us you wanted one.”

			Maître Omont looked at the girl, and then he said roughly: “How old is the great she-goat?”

			“Twenty last Mi­chael­mas-Day, Mon­sieur Omont.”

			“That is settled, she will have fif­teen francs a month and her food. I shall ex­pect her to­mor­row, to make my soup in the morn­ing.” And he dis­missed the two wo­men.

			The next day Adélaïde entered upon her du­ties, and began to work hard, without say­ing a word, as she was in the habit of do­ing at home. About nine o’clock, as she was scrub­bing the kit­chen floor, Mon­sieur Omont called her: “Adélaïde!”

			She came im­me­di­ately say­ing: “Here I am, sir.” As soon as she was op­pos­ite him, with her red and neg­lected hands, and her troubled looks, he said, “Now just listen to me, so that there may be no mis­take between us. You are my ser­vant, but noth­ing else; you un­der­stand what I mean. We shall keep our shoes apart.”

			“Yes, mas­ter.”

			“Each in our own place, my girl, you in your kit­chen, I in my din­ing room; and with that ex­cep­tion, everything will be for you just as it is for me. Is that settled?”

			“Yes, mas­ter.”

			“Very well; that is all right, and now go to your work.”

			And she went out, to at­tend to her du­ties, and at mid­day she served up her mas­ter’s din­ner in the little sit­ting-room with the flowered pa­per on the walls, and then, when the soup was on the table, she went to tell him. “Din­ner is ready, mas­ter.”

			He went in and sat down, looked round, un­fol­ded his table nap­kin, hes­it­ated for a mo­ment and then in a voice of thun­der he shouted: “Adélaïde!”

			She rushed in, ter­ribly frightened, for he had shouted as if he meant to murder her.

			“Well, in heav­en’s name, where is your place?”

			“But, mas­ter!”

			“I do not like to eat alone,” he roared; “you will sit there, or go to the dev­il, if you don’t choose to do so. Go and get your plate and glass.”

			She brought them in, feel­ing very frightened, and stammered: “Here I am, mas­ter,” and then sat down op­pos­ite to him. He grew jovi­al; clinked glasses with her, rapped the table, and told her stor­ies to which she listened with down­cast eyes, without dar­ing to say a word, and from time to time she got up to fetch some bread, cider, or plates. When she brought in the cof­fee she only put one cup be­fore him, and then he grew angry again, and growled: “Well, what about your­self?”

			“I nev­er take any, mas­ter.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause I do not like it.”

			Then he burst out afresh: “I am not fond of hav­ing my cof­fee by my­self, con­found it! If you will not take it here, you can go to the dev­il. Go and get a cup, and make haste about it.”

			So she went and fetched a cup, sat down again, tasted the black li­quor and made faces over it, but swal­lowed it to the last drop, un­der her mas­ter’s furi­ous looks. Then he made her also drink her first glass of brandy as an ex­tra drop, the second as a liven­er, and the third as a kick be­hind, and then he told her to go and wash up her plates and dishes, adding, that she was “a good sort of girl.”

			It was the same at sup­per, after which she had to play dom­in­oes with him. Then he sent her to bed, say­ing that he should come up­stairs soon. So she went to her room, a gar­ret un­der the roof, and after say­ing her pray­ers, un­dressed and got in­to bed. But very soon she sprang up in a fright, for a furi­ous shout had shaken the house. “Adélaïde!” She opened her door, and replied from her at­tic: “Here I am, mas­ter.”

			“Where are you?”

			“In bed, of course, mas­ter.”

			Then he roared out: “Will you come down­stairs, in heav­en’s name? I do not like to sleep alone, and, by God, if you ob­ject, you can just get to the dev­il out of this.”

			Then in her ter­ror she replied from up­stairs: “I will come, mas­ter.” She looked for her candle, and he soon heard her small clogs pat­ter­ing down the stairs. When she had got to the bot­tom steps, he seized her by the arm, and as soon as she had left her light wooden shoes by the side of her mas­ter’s heavy boots, he pushed her in­to his room, growl­ing out: “Quick­er than that, con­found it!”

			And without know­ing what she was say­ing she answered: “Here I am, here I am, mas­ter.”

			

			Six months later, when she went to see her par­ents one Sunday, her fath­er looked at her curi­ously, and then said: “You’re not preg­nant, are you?”

			She re­mained thun­der­struck, and looked at her waist, and then said: “No, I do not think so.”

			Then he asked her, for he wanted to know everything: “Just tell me, didn’t you mix your clogs to­geth­er, one night?”

			“Yes, I mixed them the first night, and then every oth­er night.”

			“Well, then, you are preg­nant, you great fool!”

			On hear­ing that, she began to sob, and stammered: “How could I know? How was I to know?” Old Malandain looked at her know­ingly, and ap­peared very pleased, and then he asked: “What did you not know?” And amid tears she replied: “How was I to know how chil­dren were made?” And when her moth­er came back, the man said, without any an­ger: “There, she is preg­nant, now.”

			But the wo­man was furi­ous, her finer in­stinct re­vol­ted, and she called her daugh­ter, who was in tears, every name she could think of—a “trol­lop” and a “strum­pet.” Then, how­ever, the old man made her hold her tongue, and as he took up his cap to go and talk the mat­ter over with Mas­ter Cé­saire Omont, he re­marked: “She is ac­tu­ally more stu­pid than I thought she was; she did not even know what he was do­ing, the fool!”

			On the next Sunday, after the ser­mon, the old Curé pub­lished the banns between Mon­sieur Onu­fre-Cé­saire Omont and Céleste-Adélaïde Malandain.

		
	
		
			Monsieur Jocaste

			Ma­dame, do you re­col­lect our great quar­rel one even­ing in the little Ja­pan­ese draw­ing room, about the fath­er who com­mit­ted in­cest? Do you re­col­lect how in­dig­nant you were, the vi­ol­ent words you flung at me, and how angry you be­came, and do you also re­mem­ber all I said in de­fence of that man? You blamed me. I ap­peal against you.

			No one in the world, you de­clared, no one could up­hold the in­fam­ous deed which I de­fen­ded. Today I am go­ing to tell this tale to the pub­lic.

			Per­haps someone might be found who, al­though not ex­cus­ing the bru­tal deed, would un­der­stand that one can­not struggle against cer­tain fatal­it­ies that seem to be hor­rible fantas­ies of all-power­ful nature.

			When six­teen years old she had been mar­ried to a hard­hearted old man, a busi­ness man who mar­ried her for her money. She was a darling blonde creature, gay and dreamy at the same time, and yearn­ing for an ideal hap­pi­ness. Dis­il­lu­sion fell on her heart and broke it. Sud­denly she un­der­stood life—no fu­ture, the de­struc­tion of her hopes, and one wish alone took pos­ses­sion of her soul, and that was to have a child to claim her love.

			But she did not have one. Two years passed. She fell in love with a young man twenty-three years old, who was wildly in love with her. For some time she firmly res­isted his ad­vances. He was called Pierre Mar­tel.

			But one winter’s even­ing they found them­selves alone, at her house. He had come to drink a cup of tea. Then they sat down near the fire, on a low seat. They scarcely spoke. They were pas­sion­ately in love with each oth­er, stung with de­sire their lips thirsted wildly for oth­er lips, their arms trembled with a de­sire to open and em­brace someone.

			The lamp, draped with lace, shed a cosy light in the si­lent draw­ing room.

			Al­though they were both em­bar­rassed they oc­ca­sion­ally ex­changed a few words, but when their eyes met their hearts trembled.

			How can ac­quired sen­ti­ments with­stand the vi­ol­ence of in­stinct? How can the ap­pear­ance of re­serve with­stand the ir­res­ist­ible de­sires of nature?

			It happened that their fin­gers touched. And that was enough. They were over­come by pas­sion. They em­braced, and she yiel­ded.

			She be­came preg­nant. By her hus­band, or by her lov­er. How did she know? Doubt­less by her lov­er.

			Then she be­came very much frightened and felt sure that she would die in her con­fine­ment, and she in­sisted on the man who was the cause of her be­ing in this con­di­tion to swear over and over again to watch over the child dur­ing its whole life, to re­fuse it noth­ing, to be everything to it, yes, everything, and, if ne­ces­sary, even to com­mit a crime in or­der to in­sure its hap­pi­ness.

			She car­ried this to an ab­surd ex­tent. She be­came more and more worked up as her con­fine­ment drew near.

			She died giv­ing birth to a girl.

			The young man was in the depths of des­pair, in fact his des­pair was so great that he could not hide it; per­haps the hus­band sus­pec­ted some­thing; per­haps he knew that he could not have been the fath­er of the girl! He for­bade the house to the man who thought him­self the real fath­er, hid the child from him, and had it brought up in se­clu­sion.

			Many years passed.

			Pierre Mar­tel for­got all about it, as one for­gets everything. He be­came rich, but he could not love any­one now, and he had not mar­ried. His life was or­din­ary; that of a happy, quiet man. He had nev­er heard a word about the hus­band he had de­ceived, nor about the young girl he thought was his.

			Well, one morn­ing he re­ceived a let­ter from a com­par­at­ive stranger, who happened to men­tion the death of his old rival, and he was some­what dis­turbed, and filled with re­morse. What had be­come of this child, his child? Could he do noth­ing for her? He in­quired about her. She had been brought up by an aunt, and she was poor, miser­ably poor.

			He wanted to see her and to help her. He called on the only re­la­tion of the orphan.

			Even his name awoke no memory. He was forty years old and still looked like a young man. He was re­ceived, but he did not dare to say that he had known her moth­er, fear­ing it would give rise to sus­pi­cion later on.

			Well, as soon as she entered the little sit­ting-room where he anxiously awaited her com­ing, he trembled for he was all but over­come by sur­prise. It was she, the oth­er wo­man! the wo­man who was dead!

			She was the same age, had the same eyes, the same hair, the same fig­ure, the same smile, the same voice. The il­lu­sion was so real that it maddened him; all the tu­mul­tu­ous love of days gone by sprang up from the depths of his heart. She like­wise was both gay and un­af­fected. At once they be­came friends and shook hands.

			On re­turn­ing home he found that the old wound had been opened again, and he wept des­per­ately; he held his head in his hands and wept for the wo­man who had died, haunted by memor­ies and by the fa­mil­i­ar words she used to say; he was plunged in des­pair from which there was no es­cape.

			He vis­ited the house in which the young girl resided. He could no longer live without her, without her merry talk, the rustle of her gown, the in­ton­a­tion of her voice. And now in his thoughts and in his heart he con­foun­ded the two wo­men, the one gone be­fore and the liv­ing one, for­get­ting dis­tance, the time that had elapsed, and death; al­ways lov­ing that one in this one, and this one in memory of the oth­er, not try­ing to un­der­stand why, to know why, nev­er even ask­ing him­self if she could be his daugh­ter.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally, when he no­ticed the dis­com­fort in which the wo­man lived, whom he ad­ored with this double pas­sion, which he, him­self, could not un­der­stand, he felt ter­ribly about it.

			What could he do? Could he of­fer money? How could he do it? What right had he? Could he play the role of guard­i­an? He seemed scarcely older than she; every­one would take him for her lov­er. Should he get a hus­band for her? This thought sud­denly surged up in his soul and frightened him. Then he be­came calmer. Who would ask her hand in mar­riage? She had noth­ing, not a cent.

			Her aunt no­ticed how of­ten he came; and saw quite plainly that he was in love with this child. And what was he wait­ing for? Did he know?

			One even­ing they were alone. They were talk­ing softly side by side on the sofa in the little sit­ting-room. Sud­denly he took her hand in a pa­ternal man­ner. He held it, and his heart and senses were awakened against his will, he did not dare to re­ject the hand which she had giv­en him, and yet he felt him­self grow­ing weak­er as he held it. Sud­denly she threw her­self in his arms. For she loved him ar­dently as her moth­er had done, just as though she had in­her­ited this fatal pas­sion.

			Com­pletely be­side him­self, he put his lips to her blonde hair and, as she raised her head to es­cape, their mouths met.

			People be­come mad at times. They were so now.

			When he reached the street he walked straight ahead, not know­ing what he would do.

			I re­col­lect, madam, your in­dig­nant ex­clam­a­tion: “He had no choice but to com­mit sui­cide!”

			I answered you: “And as for her? Should he have killed her also?”

			The child loved him to dis­trac­tion, madly, with the fatal and hered­it­ary pas­sion which had thrown her, a vir­gin, ig­nor­ant and dis­trac­ted, on the breast of this man. She had ac­ted in this man­ner ow­ing to the ir­res­ist­ible in­tox­ic­a­tion of her en­tire be­ing, which made her lose con­trol of her­self, which made her give her­self, car­ried away by tu­mul­tu­ous in­stinct, and throw her­self in­to the arms of her lov­er.

			If he were to kill him­self what would be­come of her? … She would die! … She would die dis­hon­oured, in des­pair, suf­fer­ing ter­rible tor­tures.

			What should he do?

			Leave her, give her a mar­riage por­tion, marry her to someone else? … In that case she would die; she would die from grief, without ac­cept­ing his money or an­oth­er hus­band, for she had giv­en her­self to him. He had ruined her life, des­troyed every pos­sib­il­ity of hap­pi­ness for her; he had con­demned her to ever­last­ing misery, to ever­last­ing des­pair, to ever­last­ing fire, to ever­last­ing solitude, or to death.

			Be­sides he loved her him­self also! He re­vol­ted at the thought that he loved her ex­tra­vag­antly. She was his own daugh­ter, be it so. The haz­ard of im­preg­na­tion, a con­tact of a second had made—of that be­ing al­lied to him by no leg­al bond—his daugh­ter, whom he cher­ished as he had her moth­er, and even more, as though he were pos­sessed of two pas­sions.

			Be­sides was she really his daugh­ter? What did that mat­ter any­how? Who would know it?

			Ar­dent memor­ies brought back the vow made to the dy­ing wo­man. “He had prom­ised to give his en­tire life to the child, to com­mit a crime if ne­ces­sary to in­sure her hap­pi­ness.”

			And he loved her so that he plunged head­long in­to this ab­om­in­able and pleas­ing crime, tor­tured by pain, and rav­aged by de­sire.

			Who will know about it? the oth­er man, the fath­er, be­ing dead!

			“So be it!” said he; “this secret sin may break my heart. As she does not sus­pect it, I alone will carry its weight.”

			He asked for her hand, and he mar­ried her.

			I don’t know if they were happy, but I should have done as he did, madam.

		
	
		
			Beside a Dead Man

			He was dy­ing rap­idly, as people die who have tuber­cu­los­is. Every day I saw him sit down, at about two o’clock, un­der the hotel win­dows, fa­cing the calm sea, on a bench on the ter­race. For some time he would re­main mo­tion­less in the warmth of the sun, gaz­ing at the Medi­ter­ranean with mourn­ful eyes. Some­times he would glance to­wards the lofty moun­tain, with its misty heights, that en­closes Mentone; then, with a very de­lib­er­ate move­ment, he would cross his long legs, so thin that they looked like two bones, about which the cloth of his trousers flapped loosely, and he would open a book, al­ways the same one.

			Then he would stir no more, but would read, read with all his eyes and mind; the whole of his poor ex­pir­ing body looked to be read­ing; his whole soul would bury it­self in the book, los­ing it­self and dis­ap­pear­ing in it, un­til the hour when the cool­er air made him cough a little. Then he would rise and go in­doors.

			He was a tall Ger­man with a fair beard; he lunched and dined in his own room, and spoke to no one.

			A vague feel­ing of curi­os­ity drew me to­wards him. I sat down one day be­side him, hav­ing brought with me, for the sake of ap­pear­ances, a volume of de Mus­set’s po­etry.

			I began to glance through “Rolla.”

			“Do you know Ger­man, mon­sieur?” said my neigh­bour, sud­denly, in good French.

			“Not a word of it, mon­sieur.”

			“I am sorry. Since chance has placed us side by side, I would have lent you, I would have shown you a price­less treas­ure: the book I have here.”

			“What is it?”

			“It is a copy of my mas­ter Schopen­hauer, an­not­ated by his own hand. All the mar­gins, as you see, are covered with his writ­ing.”

			I took the book with re­spect and con­tem­plated these shapes, in­com­pre­hens­ible to me, but re­veal­ing the im­mor­tal mind of the greatest des­troy­er of dreams who has ever passed through the world.

			And the lines of de Mus­set broke forth in my memory:

			
				
					“Dors-tu con­tent, Voltaire, et ton hideux souri­re
					

					Voltige-t-il en­cor sur tes os decharnes?”11
				

			

			In­vol­un­tar­ily I com­pared the child­ish, re­li­gious sar­casm of Voltaire with the ir­res­ist­ible irony of the Ger­man philo­soph­er whose in­flu­ence is hence­forth in­erad­ic­able.

			One may protest and lose one’s tem­per, one may be in­dig­nant or loftily dis­dain­ful, but Schopen­hauer has stamped hu­man­ity with the seal of his con­tempt and dis­en­chant­ment.

			A dis­il­lu­sioned he­don­ist, he has over­turned be­liefs, hopes, po­etry, and idle fan­cies, has des­troyed the as­pir­a­tions and laid waste the trust of souls, has killed love, has ab­ol­ished the ideal­ised wor­ship of wo­man, has ex­ploded the il­lu­sions of the heart, and has ac­com­plished the most gi­gant­ic la­bour of scep­ti­cism that has ever been achieved. His mock­ing spir­it has tra­versed all things, and drained them all dry. And, even today, those who ex­ec­rate him bear in their spir­its, des­pite them­selves, frag­ments of his mind.

			“So you were a per­son­al friend of Schopen­hauer’s?” I said to the Ger­man.

			He smiled sadly.

			“Till his death, mon­sieur.”

			And he spoke to me of him, telling me of the al­most su­per­nat­ur­al im­pres­sion which that strange be­ing made on all who came near him.

			He told me of the old de­mol­ish­er’s in­ter­view with a French politi­cian, a doc­trin­aire re­pub­lic­an, who was eager to see the man and found him in a noisy beer­house, seated in the midst of his dis­ciples, dry, wrinkled, smil­ing his un­for­get­table smile, rend­ing and tear­ing ideas and be­liefs with a single sen­tence, as a dog with one bite tears to rib­bons the stuffs he is play­ing with.

			He re­peated to me the re­mark of the French­man, as he went away be­wildered and scared, ex­claim­ing: “It was like spend­ing an hour with the dev­il.”

			Then he ad­ded:

			“He had, in truth, mon­sieur, a ter­ri­fy­ing smile which frightened us, even after his death. It is an al­most un­known an­ec­dote, and I will tell it you if it in­terests you.”

			And he began, in a tired voice, oc­ca­sion­ally in­ter­rup­ted by vi­ol­ent fits of cough­ing:

			“Schopen­hauer had just died, and it was de­cided that we should watch by the deathbed in turns, two and two, till morn­ing.

			“He lay in a large, very plain room, vast and sombre. Two candles burned on the night table.

			“It was mid­night when I took up my watch, with one of our com­rades. The two friends whom we were re­pla­cing walked out, and we went in and sat down at the foot of the bed.

			“The face had not altered at all. It was laugh­ing. The hol­low crease we knew so well ran past the corner of the lips, and we fan­cied that he was about to open his eyes, move, and speak. His mind, or rather his thoughts, en­vel­oped us; we felt ourselves to be more than ever in the at­mo­sphere of his geni­us, in­vaded and pos­sessed by him. His dom­in­a­tion seemed to us even more sov­er­eign now that he was dead. A mys­tery mingled with the power of that in­com­par­able mind.

			“The bod­ies of such men van­ish, but the men them­selves re­main; and, on the night which fol­lows the stop­ping of their hearts, I as­sure you, mon­sieur, they are ter­ri­fy­ing.

			“Softly we spoke to­geth­er of him, re­call­ing speeches and for­mula of his, and those amaz­ing max­ims which are like rays of light thrown, in a few words, on the dark­ness of the un­known Life.

			“ ‘He looks as though he were go­ing to speak,’ said my com­pan­ion.

			“And we gazed, with an un­eas­i­ness bor­der­ing on ter­ror, at the mo­tion­less, still smil­ing coun­ten­ance.

			“Little by little we felt more ill at ease, op­pressed, al­most swoon­ing.

			“ ‘I don’t know what is the mat­ter with me,’ I stammered, ‘but I can as­sure you that I am not well.’

			“Then we per­ceived that the body had be­gun to smell.

			“Thereupon my friend pro­posed that we should go in­to the next room, leav­ing the door open, and I con­sen­ted.

			“I took one of the candles burn­ing on the night table and left the oth­er, and we went and sat at the oth­er end of the room, in such a po­s­i­tion that we could see from it the bed and the dead man, full in the light.

			“But he still ob­sessed us; it was as though his im­ma­ter­i­al, de­tached, free nature, all-power­ful and dom­in­ant, were prowl­ing all round us. And oc­ca­sion­ally, too, the filthy odour of the de­com­pos­ing body reached us, soak­ing right through us, as it were, vague and sick­en­ing.

			“Sud­denly a shiver ran through our bones; a sound, a tiny sound had come from the room of the dead man. Our eyes were in­stantly turned upon him, and we saw, yes, mon­sieur, we saw as plainly as pos­sible, both of us, some­thing white run over the bed­clothes, drop down on to the car­pet, and dis­ap­pear un­der a chair.

			“We were on our feet be­fore we had time to think, wild with sense­less ter­ror, on the point of flight. Then we looked at each oth­er. We were hor­ribly pale. Our hearts were beat­ing furi­ously enough to move the folds of our coats. I was the first to speak.

			“ ‘Did you see?’

			“ ‘Yes, I saw.’

			“ ‘Is he not dead?’

			“ ‘But if he is be­gin­ning to pu­tre­fy!’

			“ ‘What shall we do?’

			“My com­pan­ion replied, hes­it­at­ing:

			“ ‘We must go and see.’

			“I took our candle and went in first, and my eyes roved all round the big room with its dark corners. There was no more move­ment, and I went to the bed. But I stood para­lysed with amazement and ter­ror: Schopen­hauer was no longer smil­ing! He was grim­acing in a hor­rible way, his mouth tight shut, with deep hol­lows in the cheeks.

			“ ‘He is not dead!’ I stammered.

			“But the aw­ful smell rose to my nos­trils, chok­ing me. I did not stir, but gazed fix­edly at him, ter­ror-struck, as though in the pres­ence of a ghost.

			“Then my com­pan­ion, tak­ing the oth­er candle, bent down. Then he touched my arm without speak­ing. I fol­lowed his gaze, and saw on the ground, un­der the chair at the bed­side, quite white on the dark car­pet, open as though to bite, Schopen­hauer’s false teeth.

			“The pro­cess of de­com­pos­i­tion, loosen­ing the jaws, had caused them to spring out of his mouth.

			“I was really afraid that day, mon­sieur.”

			And, as the sun was draw­ing close to the spark­ling sea, the con­sumptive Ger­man rose, bowed to me, and went in­to the hotel.

		
	
		
			Two Friends

			Par­is was block­aded, fam­ished, at the last gasp. Spar­rows were get­ting scarce on the roofs, and the sew­ers were de­pleted of their rats. People were eat­ing any­thing.

			As he was strolling sadly along the out­er boulevard on a fine Janu­ary morn­ing, with his hands in the pock­ets of his mil­it­ary trousers, and his stom­ach empty, Mon­sieur Moris­sot, a watch­maker by pro­fes­sion, and a man of his ease when he had the chance, came face to face with a broth­er in arms whom he re­cog­nized as a friend, and stopped. It was Mon­sieur Sauvage, an ac­quaint­ance he had met on the river.

			Be­fore the war Moris­sot had been in the habit of start­ing out at dawn every Sunday, rod in hand, and a tin box on his back. He would take the train to Ar­gen­teuil, get out at Colombes, then go on foot as far as the Is­land of Maran­te. The mo­ment he reached this place of his dreams he would be­gin to fish, and fish till night­fall. Every Sunday he met there a little round and jovi­al man, Mon­sieur Sauvage, a draper of the Rue Notre Dame de Lor­ette, also an ar­dent fish­er­man. They would of­ten pass half the day side by side, rod in hand, feet dangling above the stream, and in this man­ner had be­come fast friends. Some days they did not talk, oth­er days they did. But they un­der­stood each oth­er ad­mir­ably without words, for their taste and feel­ings were identic­al.

			On spring morn­ings, about ten o’clock, when the young sun was rais­ing a faint mist above the quiet-flow­ing river, and bless­ing the backs of those two pas­sion­ate fish­er­men with the pleas­ant warmth of a new sea­son, Moris­sot would some­times say to his neigh­bour: “I say, isn’t it heav­enly?” and Mon­sieur Sauvage would reply: “Couldn’t be jol­li­er!” which was quite enough to make them un­der­stand and like each oth­er.

			In au­tumn, as the day was de­clin­ing, when the sky, reddened by the glow of the set­ting sun, and crim­son clouds were re­flec­ted in the wa­ter, the whole river stained with col­our, the ho­ri­zon flam­ing, when our two friends looked as red at fire, and the trees, already rus­set and shiv­er­ing as the touch of winter, were turned to gold, Mon­sieur Sauvage would look smil­ingly at Moris­sot, and re­mark: “What a sight!” and Moris­sot, not tak­ing his eyes off his float, would reply ec­stat­ic­ally: “It beats the boulevard, eh?”

			

			As soon as they re­cog­nized each oth­er, they shook hands heart­ily, quite moved at meet­ing again in such dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances. With a sigh Mon­sieur Sauvage mur­mured: “Nice state of things!” Moris­sot, very gloomy, groaned: “And what weath­er! Today’s the first fine day this year!”

			The sky was in­deed quite blue and full of light.

			They moved on, side by side, ru­min­at­ive, sad. Moris­sot pur­sued his thought: “And fish­ing, eh? What jolly times we used to have!”

			“When shall we go fish­ing again?” asked Mon­sieur Sauvage.

			They entered a little café, took an ab­sinthe to­geth­er, and star­ted off once more, strolling along the pave­ment.

			Sud­denly Moris­sot hal­ted: “An­oth­er ab­sinthe?” he said.

			“I’m with you!” re­spon­ded Mon­sieur Sauvage. And in they went to an­oth­er wine-shop. They came out rather light­headed, af­fected as people are by al­co­hol on empty stom­achs. The day was mild, and a soft breeze caressed their faces.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage, whose light­headed­ness was com­pleted by the fresh air, stopped short: “I say—sup­pose we go!”

			“What d’you mean?”

			“Fish­ing!”

			“Where?”

			“Why, at our is­land. The French out­posts are close to Colombes. I know Col­on­el Du­moulin; he’ll be sure to let us pass.”

			Moris­sot answered, quiv­er­ing with eager­ness: “All right; I’m on!” And they par­ted, to get their fish­ing gear.

			An hour later they were march­ing along the high road. They came presently to the villa oc­cu­pied by the Col­on­el, who, much amused by their whim, gave them leave. And fur­nished with his per­mit, they set off again.

			They soon passed the out­posts, and, tra­vers­ing the aban­doned vil­lage of Colombes, found them selves at the edge of the little vine­yard fields that run down to the Seine. It was about el­ev­en o’clock.

			The vil­lage of Ar­gen­teuil, op­pos­ite, seemed quite deser­ted. The heights of Or­ge­mont and San­nois com­manded the whole coun­tryside; the great plain stretch­ing to Nan­terre was empty, ut­terly empty of all but its na­ked cherry-trees and its grey earth.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage jerking his thumb to­wards the heights, muttered: “The Prus­si­ans are up there!” And dis­quiet­ude stole in­to the hearts of the two friends, look­ing at that deser­ted coun­try. The Prus­si­ans! They had nev­er seen any, but they had felt them there for months, all round Par­is, bring­ing ru­in to France, bring­ing fam­ine; pil­la­ging, mas­sac­ring; in­vis­ible, yet in­vin­cible. And a sort of su­per­sti­tious ter­ror was ad­ded to their hatred for this un­known and vic­tori­ous race.

			Moris­sot stammered: “I say—sup­pose we were to meet some?”

			With that Parisi­an joc­u­lar­ity which noth­ing can repress Mon­sieur Sauvage replied: “We’d give ’em some fried fish.”

			None the less, daun­ted by the si­lence all round, they hes­it­ated to go farther.

			At last Mon­sieur Sauvage took the plunge. “Come on! But be care­ful!”

			They got down in­to a vine­yard, where they crept along, all eyes and ears, bent double, tak­ing cov­er be­hind every bush.

			There was still a strip of open ground to cross be­fore they could get to the river­side; they took it at the double, and the mo­ment they reached the bank plumped down amongst some dry rushes.

			Moris­sot glued his ear to the ground for any sound of foot­steps. Noth­ing! They were alone, ut­terly alone.

			They plucked up spir­it again, and began to fish.

			In front of them the Is­land of Maran­te, un­in­hab­ited, hid them from the far bank. The little is­land res­taur­ant was closed, and looked as if it had been aban­doned for years.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage caught the first gudgeon, Moris­sot the second, and every minute they kept pulling in their lines with a little sil­very creature wrig­gling at the end. Truly a mi­ra­cu­lous draught of fishes!

			They placed their spoil care­fully in a very fine-meshed net sus­pen­ded in the wa­ter at their feet, and were filled by the de­li­cious joy that vis­its those who know once more a pleas­ure of which they have been de­prived too long.

			The good sun warmed their shoulders; they heard noth­ing, thought of noth­ing, were lost to the world. They fished.

			But sud­denly a dull boom, which seemed to come from un­der­ground, made the earth tremble. The bom­bard­ment had be­gun again.

			Moris­sot turned his head. Away above the bank he could see on the left the great sil­hou­ette of Mont Valéri­en, show­ing a white plume in its cap, a puff of smoke just belched forth. Then a second spurt of smoke shot up from the fort’s sum­mit, and some seconds af­ter­wards was heard the roar of the gun.

			Then more and more. Every minute the hill breathed out death, send­ing forth clouds of white smoke, which rose slowly to the calm heav­en, and made a crown of cloud.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage shrugged his shoulders. “At it again!” he said.

			Moris­sot, who was anxiously watch­ing the bob­bing of his float, was seized with the sud­den fury of a man of peace against these ma­ni­acs bat­ter­ing at each oth­er, and he growled out: “Idi­ots I call them, killing each oth­er like that!”

			“Worse than the beasts!” said Mon­sieur Sauvage.

			And Moris­sot, busy with a fish, ad­ded: “It’ll al­ways be like that, in my opin­ion, so long as we have gov­ern­ments.”

			Mon­sieur Sauvage cut him short. “The Re­pub­lic would nev­er have de­clared war—”

			Moris­sot broke in: “Un­der a mon­archy you get war against your neigh­bours; un­der a re­pub­lic—war amongst yourselves.”

			And they began tran­quilly dis­cuss­ing and un­rav­el­ling mo­ment­ous polit­ic­al prob­lems with the sweet reas­on­able­ness of peace­able, ig­nor­ant men, who agreed at any rate on one point, that Man would nev­er be free.

			And Mont Valéri­en thundered without ceas­ing, shat­ter­ing with its shells the homes of France, pound­ing out life, crush­ing hu­man be­ings, put­ting an end to many a dream, to many an ex­pec­ted joy, to many a hope of hap­pi­ness; open­ing every­where, too, in the hearts of wives, of girls, of moth­ers, wounds that would nev­er heal.

			“Such is life!” de­clared Mon­sieur Sauvage.

			“You mean ‘such is death,’ ” said Moris­sot, and laughed.

			They both gave a sud­den start; there was surely someone com­ing up be­hind them. Turn­ing their eyes they saw, stand­ing close to their very el­bows, four men, four big bearded men, dressed in a sort of ser­vant’s liv­ery, with flat caps on their heads, point­ing rifles at them.

			The rods fell from their hands and floated off down­stream.

			In a few seconds they were seized, bound, thrown in­to a boat, and taken over to the is­land.

			Be­hind the house that they had thought deser­ted they per­ceived some twenty Ger­man sol­diers.

			A sort of hairy gi­ant, smoking a great por­cel­ain pipe, and sit­ting astride of a chair, said in ex­cel­lent French: “Well, gen­tle­men, what luck fish­ing?”

			Whereupon a sol­dier laid at his of­ficer’s feet the net full of fish, which he had care­fully brought along.

			The Prus­si­an smiled. “I see—not bad. But we’ve oth­er fish to fry. Now listen to me, and keep cool. I re­gard you two as spies sent to watch me. I take you, and I shoot you. You were pre­tend­ing to fish, the bet­ter to dis­guise your plans. You’ve fallen in­to my hands; so much the worse for you. That’s war. But, see­ing that you passed through your out­posts, you must as­suredly have been giv­en the pass­word to get back again. Give it me, and I’ll let you go.”

			Liv­id, side by side, the two friends were si­lent, but their hands kept jerking with little nervous move­ments.

			The of­ficer con­tin­ued: “No one will ever know; it will be all right; you can go home quite easy in your minds. If you re­fuse, it’s death—in­stant death. Choose.”

			They re­mained mo­tion­less, without a word.

			The Prus­si­an, calm as ever, stretched out his hands to­wards the wa­ter, and said: “Think! In five minutes you’ll be at the bot­tom of that river. In five minutes. You’ve got fam­il­ies, I sup­pose?”

			Mont Valéri­en went on thun­der­ing. The two fish­er­men stood there si­lent.

			The Ger­man gave an or­der in his own lan­guage. Then he moved his chair so as not to be too near his pris­on­ers. Twelve men came for­ward, took their stand twenty paces away, and groun­ded arms.

			The of­ficer said: “I give you one minute; not a second more.”

			And, get­ting up ab­ruptly, he ap­proached the two French­men, took Moris­sot by the arm, and, draw­ing him aside, whispered: “Quick, that pass­word. Your friend need nev­er know. It will only look as if I’d re­len­ted.” Moris­sot made no an­swer.

			Then the Prus­si­an took Mon­sieur Sauvage apart, and asked him the same ques­tion.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage did not reply.

			Once again they were side by side. The of­ficer gave a word of com­mand. The sol­diers raised their rifles.

			At that mo­ment Moris­sot’s glance alighted on the net full of gudgeons ly­ing on the grass a few paces from him. The sun­shine was fall­ing on that glit­ter­ing heap of fishes, still full of life. His spir­it sank. In spite of all ef­fort his eyes filled with tears.

			“Good­bye, Mon­sieur Sauvage!” he stammered out.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage answered: “Good­bye, Mon­sieur Moris­sot.”

			They grasped each oth­er’s hands, shaken from head to foot by a trem­bling that they could not con­trol.

			“Fire!” cried the of­ficer.

			Twelve shots rang out as one.

			Mon­sieur Sauvage fell for­ward like a log. Moris­sot, the taller, wavered, spun around, and came down across his com­rade, his face up­turned to the sky; blood spur­ted from his tu­nic, torn across the chest.

			The Ger­man gave an­oth­er or­der. His men dis­persed. They came back with ropes and stones, which they fastened to the feet of the two dead friends, whom they car­ried to the river bank. And Mont Valéri­en nev­er ceased rum­bling, crowned now with piled-up clouds of smoke.

			Two of the sol­diers took Moris­sot by the head and heels, two oth­ers laid hold of Mon­sieur Sauvage in the same man­ner. The bod­ies, swung vi­ol­ently to and fro, were hurled for­ward, de­scribed a curve, then plunged up­right in­to the river, where the stones dragged them down feet first.

			The wa­ter splashed up, foamed, and rippled, then fell calm again, and tiny waves rolled out to­wards the banks.

			A few blood­stains floated away.

			The of­ficer, calm as ever, said quietly: “Now it is the fishes’ turn!” and went back to­wards the house.

			But sud­denly catch­ing sight of the net full of gudgeons on the grass, he took it up, looked it over, smiled, and called out: “Wil­helm!”

			A sol­dier in a white ap­ron came run­ning up. The Prus­si­an threw him the spoil of the two dead fish­er­men.

			“Get these little things fried at once while they’re still alive. They will be de­li­cious.”

			And he went back to his pipe.

		
	
		
			At Sea

			The fol­low­ing lines re­cently ap­peared in the press:

			
				
					“Boulogne-sur-Mer, Janu­ary 22.

				
				“From our cor­res­pond­ent.

				“A fright­ful dis­aster has oc­curred which throws in­to con­sterna­tion our mari­time pop­u­la­tion, so griev­ously af­flic­ted for the last two years. The fish­ing boat, com­manded by Cap­tain Javel, en­ter­ing in­to port, was car­ried to the west, and broken upon the rocks of the break­wa­ter near the pier. In spite of the ef­forts of the life­boat, and of life­lines shot out to them, four men and a cab­in boy per­ished. The bad weath­er con­tin­ues. Fur­ther wrecks are feared.”

			

			Who is this Cap­tain Javel? Is he the broth­er of the one-armed Javel? If this poor man tossed by the waves, and dead per­haps, un­der the debris of his boat cut in pieces, is the one I think he is, he wit­nessed, eight­een years ago, an­oth­er drama, ter­rible and simple as are all the for­mid­able dra­mas of the sea.

			

			Javel seni­or was then mas­ter of a smack. The smack is the fish­ing boat par ex­cel­lence. Sol­id, fear­ing no kind of weath­er, with round body, rolled in­cess­antly by the waves, like a cork, al­ways lashed by the harsh, salty winds of the Chan­nel, it travels the sea in­defatig­ably, with sail filled, car­ry­ing in its wake a net which reaches the bot­tom of the ocean, de­tach­ing all the sleep­ing creatures from the rocks, the flat fishes glued to the sand, the heavy crabs with their hooked claws, and the lob­ster with his poin­ted mus­taches.

			When the breeze is fresh and the waves choppy, the boat puts about to fish. A rope is fastened to the end of a great wooden shank tipped with iron, which is let down by means of two cables slip­ping over two spools at the ex­treme end of the craft. And the boat, driv­ing un­der wind and cur­rent, drags after her this ap­par­at­us, which rav­ages and dev­ast­ates the bot­tom of the sea.

			Javel had on board his young­er broth­er, four men, and a cab­in boy. He had set out from Boulogne in fair weath­er to cast the nets. Then, sud­denly, the wind arose and a squall drove the boat be­fore the wind. It reached the coast of Eng­land; but a tre­mend­ous sea was beat­ing against the cliffs and the shore so that it was im­possible to enter port. The little boat put to sea again and re­turned to the coast of France. The storm con­tin­ued to make the piers un­ap­proach­able, en­vel­op­ing with foam, noise and danger every place of refuge.

			The fish­ing boat set out again, run­ning along the tops of the bil­lows, tossed about, shaken up, stream­ing, buf­feted by moun­tains of wa­ter, but game in spite of all, ac­cus­tomed to heavy weath­er, which some­times kept it wan­der­ing for five or six days between the two coun­tries, un­able to land in the one or the oth­er.

			Fi­nally, the hur­ricane ceased, when they came out in­to open sea, and al­though the sea was still high, the Old Man ordered them to cast the net. Then the great fish­ing tackle was thrown over­board, and two men at one side and two at the oth­er began to un­wind from wind­lasses the cable which held it. Sud­denly it touched the bot­tom, but a high wave tipped the boat for­ward. Javel ju­ni­or, who was in the prow dir­ect­ing the cast­ing of the net, tottered and found his arm caught between the cable, slackened an in­stant by the mo­tion, and the wood on which it was turn­ing. He made a des­per­ate ef­fort with his oth­er hand to lift the cable, but the net was drag­ging again and the taut cable would not yield.

			Ri­gid with pain, he called. Every­one ran to him. His broth­er left the helm. They threw their full force upon the rope, for­cing it away from the arm it was grind­ing. It was in vain. “We must cut it,” said a sail­or, and he drew from his pock­et a large knife which could, in two blows, save young Javel’s arm. But to cut was to lose the net, and the net meant money, much money—fif­teen hun­dred francs; it be­longed to the eld­er Javel, who was keen on his prop­erty.

			In an­guish he cried out: “No, don’t cut; I’ll luff the ship.” And he ran to the wheel, put­ting the helm about. The boat scarcely obeyed, para­lyzed by the net, which coun­ter­ac­ted its power, and driv­en be­sides by the force of the lee­way and the wind.

			Young Javel fell to his knees with set teeth and hag­gard eyes. He said noth­ing. His broth­er re­turned, still anxious about the sail­or’s knife.

			“Wait! wait!” he said, “don’t cut; we must cast an­chor.”

			The an­chor was thrown over­board, all the chain paid out, and they then tried to take a turn around the cap­stan with the cables in or­der to loosen them from the weight of the net. The cables fi­nally re­laxed, and they re­leased the arm, which hung in­ert un­der a sleeve of bloody woolen cloth.

			Young Javel seemed to have lost his mind. They re­moved his jer­sey, and then saw some­thing hor­rible; a mass of bruised flesh, from which the blood was gush­ing, as if it were forced by a pump. The man him­self looked at his arm and mur­mured: “Done for.”

			Then, as the haem­or­rhage made a pool on the deck of the boat, the sail­ors cried: “He’ll lose all his blood. We must bind the artery!”

			They then took some twine, thick, black, tarred twine, and, twist­ing it around the limb above the wound, bound it with all their strength. Little by little the jets of blood stopped, and fi­nally ceased al­to­geth­er.

			Young Javel arose, his arm hanging by his side. He took it by the oth­er hand, raised it, turned it, shook it. Everything was broken; the bones were crushed com­pletely; only the muscles held it to his body. He looked at it thought­fully, with sad eyes. Then he seated him­self on a fol­ded sail, and his com­rades came around him, ad­vising him to soak it con­tinu­ally to pre­vent gan­grene.

			They put a buck­et near him and every mo­ment he would dip in­to it with a glass and bathe the hor­rible wound by let­ting a thin stream of clear wa­ter fall upon it.

			“You would be bet­ter down be­low,” said his broth­er. He went down, but after an hour he came up again, feel­ing bet­ter not to be alone. And then, he pre­ferred the open air. He sat down again upon the sail and con­tin­ued bathing his arm.

			The fish­ing was good. The huge fish with white bod­ies were ly­ing be­side him, shaken by the spasms of death. He looked at them without ceas­ing to sprinkle the mangled flesh.

			When they star­ted to re­turn to Boulogne, an­oth­er gale of wind began to blow. The little boat re­sumed its mad course, bound­ing, and tum­bling, shak­ing the poor wounded man.

			Night came on. The weath­er was heavy un­til day­break. At sun­rise, they could see Eng­land again, but as the sea was a little less rough, they turned to­ward France, beat­ing against the wind.

			To­ward even­ing, young Javel called his com­rades and showed them black traces and the hideous signs of de­cay around that part of his arm which was no longer joined to his body.

			The sail­ors looked at it, giv­ing ad­vice: “That must be gan­grene,” said one.

			“It must have salt wa­ter on it,” said an­oth­er.

			Then they brought salt wa­ter and poured it on the wound. The wounded man be­came liv­id, grind­ing his teeth, and twist­ing with pain; but he uttered no cry.

			When the burn­ing grew less, he said to his broth­er: “Give me your knife.” The broth­er gave it to him.

			“Hold this arm up for me, and pull it.”

			His broth­er did as he was asked.

			Then he began to cut. He cut gently, with cau­tion, sever­ing the last ten­dons with the blade as sharp as a razor. Soon he had only a stump. He heaved a deep sigh and said: “That had to be done. Oth­er­wise, it would be all up.”

			He seemed re­lieved and breathed en­er­get­ic­ally. He con­tin­ued to pour wa­ter on the part of his arm re­main­ing to him.

			The night was still bad and they could not land. When the day ap­peared, young Javel took his severed arm and ex­amined it care­fully. Pu­tre­fac­tion had be­gun. His com­rades came also and ex­amined it, passing it from hand to hand, touch­ing it, turn­ing it over, and smelling it.

			His broth­er said: “It’s about time to throw that in­to the sea.”

			Young Javel was angry; he replied: “No, oh! no! I will not. It is mine, isn’t it? Since it is my arm—” He took it and held it between his legs.

			“It won’t grow any less pu­trid,” said the eld­er.

			Then an idea came to the wounded man. In or­der to keep the fish when they re­mained a long time at sea, they had with them bar­rels of salt. “Couldn’t I put it in there in the brine?” he asked.

			“That’s so,” de­clared the oth­ers.

			Then they emp­tied one of the bar­rels, already full of fish from the last few days, and, at the bot­tom, they de­pos­ited the arm. Then they turned salt upon it and re­placed the fishes, one by one.

			One of the sail­ors made a little joke: “Take care we don’t hap­pen to sell it at the fish mar­ket.”

			And every­body laughed ex­cept the Javel broth­ers.

			The wind still blew. They beat about in sight of Boulogne un­til the next day at ten o’clock. The wounded man still poured wa­ter on his arm. From time to time he would get up and walk from one end of the boat to the oth­er. His broth­er, who was at the wheel, shook his head and fol­lowed him with his eye.

			Fi­nally, they came in­to port.

			The doc­tor ex­amined the wound and de­clared it was do­ing well. He dressed it prop­erly and ordered rest. But Javel could not go to bed without hav­ing his arm again, and went quickly back to the dock to find the bar­rel, which he had marked with a cross.

			They emp­tied it in front of him, and he found his arm well pre­served in the salt, wrinkled and in good con­di­tion. He wrapped it in a nap­kin brought for this pur­pose, and took it home.

			His wife and chil­dren ex­amined care­fully this frag­ment of their fath­er, touch­ing the fin­gers, tak­ing up the grains of salt that had lodged un­der the nails. Then they sent for the car­penter, who meas­ured it for a little coffin.

			The next day the com­plete crew of the fish­ing smack fol­lowed the fu­ner­al of the severed arm. The two broth­ers, side by side, con­duc­ted the ce­re­mony. The par­ish beadle held the coffin un­der his arm.

			Javel ju­ni­or gave up go­ing to sea. He ob­tained a small po­s­i­tion in port, and, later, whenev­er he spoke of the ac­ci­dent, he would say to his aud­it­or, in a low tone: “If my broth­er had been will­ing to cut the net, I should still have my arm, for cer­tain. But he was think­ing of his valu­able prop­erty.”

		
	
		
			The Necklace

			She was one of those pretty and charm­ing girls born, as though fate had blundered over her, in­to a fam­ily of ar­tis­ans. She had no mar­riage por­tion, no ex­pect­a­tions, no means of get­ting known, un­der­stood, loved, and wed­ded by a man of wealth and dis­tinc­tion; and she let her­self be­sides be mar­ried off to a little clerk in the Min­istry of Edu­ca­tion.

			Her tastes were simple be­cause she had nev­er been able to af­ford any oth­er, but she was as un­happy as though she had mar­ried be­neath her; for wo­men have no caste or class, their beauty, grace, and charm serving them for birth or fam­ily. Their nat­ur­al del­ic­acy, their in­stinct­ive el­eg­ance, their nimble­ness of wit, are their only mark of rank, and put the slum girl on a level with the highest lady in the land.

			She suffered end­lessly, feel­ing her­self born for every del­ic­acy and lux­ury. She suffered from the poor­ness of her house, from its mean walls, worn chairs, and ugly cur­tains. All these things, of which oth­er wo­men of her class would not even have been aware, tor­men­ted and in­sul­ted her. The sight of the little Bre­ton girl who came to do the work in her little house aroused heart­broken re­grets and hope­less dreams in her mind. She ima­gined si­lent ante­cham­bers, heavy with Ori­ent­al tapestries, lit by torches in lofty bronze sock­ets, with two tall foot­men in knee-breeches sleep­ing in large arm­chairs, over­come by the heavy warmth of the stove. She ima­gined vast sa­loons hung with an­tique silks, ex­quis­ite pieces of fur­niture sup­port­ing price­less or­na­ments, and small, charm­ing, per­fumed rooms, cre­ated just for little parties of in­tim­ate friends, men who were fam­ous and sought after, whose homage roused every oth­er wo­man’s en­vi­ous long­ings.

			When she sat down for din­ner at the round table covered with a three-days-old cloth, op­pos­ite her hus­band, who took the cov­er off the soup tur­een, ex­claim­ing de­lightedly: “Aha! Scotch broth! There’s noth­ing bet­ter,” she ima­gined del­ic­ate meals, gleam­ing sil­ver, tapestries peopling the walls with folk of a past age and strange birds in faery forests; she ima­gined del­ic­ate food served in mar­vel­lous dishes, mur­mured gal­lantries, listened to with an in­scrut­able smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or wings of as­paragus chick­en.

			She had no clothes, no jew­els, noth­ing. And these were the only things she loved; she felt that she was made for them. She had longed so eagerly to charm, to be de­sired, to be wildly at­tract­ive and sought after.

			She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she re­fused to vis­it, be­cause she suffered so keenly when she re­turned home. She would weep whole days, with grief, re­gret, des­pair, and misery.

			

			One even­ing her hus­band came home with an ex­ult­ant air, hold­ing a large en­vel­ope in his hand.

			“Here’s some­thing for you,” he said.

			Swiftly she tore the pa­per and drew out a prin­ted card on which were these words:

			
				“The Min­is­ter of Edu­ca­tion and Ma­dame Ram­pon­neau re­quest the pleas­ure of the com­pany of Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Loisel at the Min­istry on the even­ing of Monday, Janu­ary the 18th.”

			

			In­stead of be­ing de­lighted, as her hus­band hoped, she flung the in­vit­a­tion petu­lantly across the table, mur­mur­ing:

			“What do you want me to do with this?”

			“Why, darling, I thought you’d be pleased. You nev­er go out, and this is a great oc­ca­sion. I had tre­mend­ous trouble to get it. Every­one wants one; it’s very se­lect, and very few go to the clerks. You’ll see all the really big people there.”

			She looked at him out of furi­ous eyes, and said im­pa­tiently:

			“And what do you sup­pose I am to wear at such an af­fair?”

			He had not thought about it; he stammered:

			“Why, the dress you go to the theatre in. It looks very nice, to me. …”

			He stopped, stu­pefied and ut­terly at a loss when he saw that his wife was be­gin­ning to cry. Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of her eyes to­wards the corners of her mouth.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you? What’s the mat­ter with you?” he faltered.

			But with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort she over­came her grief and replied in a calm voice, wip­ing her wet cheeks:

			“Noth­ing. Only I haven’t a dress and so I can’t go to this party. Give your in­vit­a­tion to some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out bet­ter than I shall.”

			He was heart­broken.

			“Look here, Math­ilde,” he per­sisted. “What would be the cost of a suit­able dress, which you could use on oth­er oc­ca­sions as well, some­thing very simple?”

			She thought for sev­er­al seconds, reck­on­ing up prices and also won­der­ing for how large a sum she could ask without bring­ing upon her­self an im­me­di­ate re­fus­al and an ex­clam­a­tion of hor­ror from the care­ful-minded clerk.

			At last she replied with some hes­it­a­tion:

			“I don’t know ex­actly, but I think I could do it on four hun­dred francs.”

			He grew slightly pale, for this was ex­actly the amount he had been sav­ing for a gun, in­tend­ing to get a little shoot­ing next sum­mer on the plain of Nan­terre with some friends who went lark-shoot­ing there on Sundays.

			Nev­er­the­less he said: “Very well. I’ll give you four hun­dred francs. But try and get a really nice dress with the money.”

			

			The day of the party drew near, and Ma­dame Loisel seemed sad, un­easy and anxious. Her dress was ready, how­ever. One even­ing her hus­band said to her:

			“What’s the mat­ter with you? You’ve been very odd for the last three days.”

			“I’m ut­terly miser­able at not hav­ing any jew­els, not a single stone, to wear,” she replied. “I shall look ab­so­lutely no one. I would al­most rather not go to the party.”

			“Wear flowers,” he said. “They’re very smart at this time of year. For ten francs you could get two or three gor­geous roses.”

			She was not con­vinced.

			“No … there’s noth­ing so hu­mi­li­at­ing as look­ing poor in the middle of a lot of rich wo­men.”

			“How stu­pid you are!” ex­claimed her hus­band. “Go and see Ma­dame Foresti­er and ask her to lend you some jew­els. You know her quite well enough for that.”

			She uttered a cry of de­light.

			“That’s true. I nev­er thought of it.”

			Next day she went to see her friend and told her her trouble.

			Ma­dame Foresti­er went to her dress­ing-table, took up a large box, brought it to Ma­dame Loisel, opened it, and said:

			“Choose, my dear.”

			First she saw some brace­lets, then a pearl neck­lace, then a Vene­tian cross in gold and gems, of ex­quis­ite work­man­ship. She tried the ef­fect of the jew­els be­fore the mir­ror, hes­it­at­ing, un­able to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up. She kept on ask­ing:

			“Haven’t you any­thing else?”

			“Yes. Look for your­self. I don’t know what you would like best.”

			Sud­denly she dis­covered, in a black sat­in case, a su­perb dia­mond neck­lace; her heart began to beat cov­et­ously. Her hands trembled as she lif­ted it. She fastened it round her neck, upon her high dress, and re­mained in ec­stasy at sight of her­self.

			Then, with hes­it­a­tion, she asked in an­guish:

			“Could you lend me this, just this alone?”

			“Yes, of course.”

			She flung her­self on her friend’s breast, em­braced her fren­ziedly, and went away with her treas­ure.

			

			The day of the party ar­rived. Ma­dame Loisel was a suc­cess. She was the pret­ti­est wo­man present, el­eg­ant, grace­ful, smil­ing, and quite above her­self with hap­pi­ness. All the men stared at her, in­quired her name, and asked to be in­tro­duced to her. All the un­der­sec­ret­ar­ies of state were eager to waltz with her. The Min­is­ter no­ticed her.

			She danced madly, ec­stat­ic­ally, drunk with pleas­ure, with no thought for any­thing, in the tri­umph of her beauty, in the pride of her suc­cess, in a cloud of hap­pi­ness made up of this uni­ver­sal homage and ad­mir­a­tion, of the de­sires she had aroused, of the com­plete­ness of a vic­tory so dear to her fem­in­ine heart.

			She left about four o’clock in the morn­ing. Since mid­night her hus­band had been doz­ing in a deser­ted little room, in com­pany with three oth­er men whose wives were hav­ing a good time.

			He threw over her shoulders the gar­ments he had brought for them to go home in, mod­est every­day clothes, whose poor­ness clashed with the beauty of the ball dress. She was con­scious of this and was anxious to hurry away, so that she would not be no­ticed by the oth­er wo­men put­ting on their costly furs.

			Loisel re­strained her.

			“Wait a little. You’ll catch cold in the open. I’m go­ing to fetch a cab.”

			But she did not listen to him and rap­idly des­cen­ded the stair­case. When they were out in the street they could not find a cab; they began to look for one, shout­ing at the drivers whom they saw passing in the dis­tance.

			They walked down to­wards the Seine, des­per­ate and shiv­er­ing. At last they found on the quay one of those old night-prowl­ing car­riages which are only to be seen in Par­is after dark, as though they were ashamed of their shab­bi­ness in the day­light.

			It brought them to their door in the Rue des Mar­tyrs, and sadly they walked up to their own apart­ment. It was the end, for her. As for him, he was think­ing that he must be at the of­fice at ten.

			She took off the gar­ments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as to see her­self in all her glory be­fore the mir­ror. But sud­denly she uttered a cry. The neck­lace was no longer round her neck!

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” asked her hus­band, already half un­dressed.

			She turned to­wards him in the ut­most dis­tress.

			“I … I … I’ve no longer got Ma­dame Foresti­er’s neck­lace. …”

			He star­ted with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“What! … Im­possible!”

			They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the pock­ets, every­where. They could not find it.

			“Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball?” he asked.

			“Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Min­istry.”

			“But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall.”

			“Yes. Prob­ably we should. Did you take the num­ber of the cab?”

			“No. You didn’t no­tice it, did you?”

			“No.”

			They stared at one an­oth­er, dumb­foun­ded. At last Loisel put on his clothes again.

			“I’ll go over all the ground we walked,” he said, “and see if I can’t find it.”

			And he went out. She re­mained in her even­ing clothes, lack­ing strength to get in­to bed, huddled on a chair, without vo­li­tion or power of thought.

			Her hus­band re­turned about sev­en. He had found noth­ing.

			He went to the po­lice sta­tion, to the news­pa­pers, to of­fer a re­ward, to the cab com­pan­ies, every­where that a ray of hope im­pelled him.

			She waited all day long, in the same state of be­wil­der­ment at this fear­ful cata­strophe.

			Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had dis­covered noth­ing.

			“You must write to your friend,” he said, “and tell her that you’ve broken the clasp of her neck­lace and are get­ting it men­ded. That will give us time to look about us.”

			She wrote at his dic­ta­tion.

			

			By the end of a week they had lost all hope.

			Loisel, who had aged five years, de­clared:

			“We must see about re­pla­cing the dia­monds.”

			Next day they took the box which had held the neck­lace and went to the jew­ellers whose name was in­side. He con­sul­ted his books.

			“It was not I who sold this neck­lace, ma­dame; I must have merely sup­plied the clasp.”

			Then they went from jew­eller to jew­eller, search­ing for an­oth­er neck­lace like the first, con­sult­ing their memor­ies, both ill with re­morse and an­guish of mind.

			In a shop at the Pal­ais-Roy­al they found a string of dia­monds which seemed to them ex­actly like the one they were look­ing for. It was worth forty thou­sand francs. They were al­lowed to have it for thirty-six thou­sand.

			They begged the jew­eller not to sell it for three days. And they ar­ranged mat­ters on the un­der­stand­ing that it would be taken back for thirty-four thou­sand francs, if the first one were found be­fore the end of Feb­ru­ary.

			Loisel pos­sessed eight­een thou­sand francs left to him by his fath­er. He in­ten­ded to bor­row the rest.

			He did bor­row it, get­ting a thou­sand from one man, five hun­dred from an­oth­er, five louis here, three louis there. He gave notes of hand, entered in­to ru­in­ous agree­ments, did busi­ness with usurers and the whole race of moneylenders. He mort­gaged the whole re­main­ing years of his ex­ist­ence, risked his sig­na­ture without even know­ing if he could hon­our it, and, ap­palled at the ag­on­ising face of the fu­ture, at the black misery about to fall upon him, at the pro­spect of every pos­sible phys­ic­al priva­tion and mor­al tor­ture, he went to get the neck­lace and put down upon the jew­eller’s counter thirty-six thou­sand francs.

			When Ma­dame Loisel took back the neck­lace to Ma­dame Foresti­er, the lat­ter said to her in a chilly voice: “You ought to have brought it back soon­er; I might have needed it.”

			She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had no­ticed the sub­sti­tu­tion, what would she have thought? What would she have said? Would she not have taken her for a thief?

			

			Ma­dame Loisel came to know the ghastly life of ab­ject poverty. Right from the start she played her part hero­ic­ally. This fear­ful debt must be paid off. She would pay it. The ser­vant was un­der dis­missed. They changed their apart­ment; they took a gar­ret un­der the roof.

			She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hate­ful du­ties of the kit­chen. She washed the plates, wear­ing out her pink nails on the coarse pot­tery and the bot­toms of pans. She washed the dirty lin­en, the shirts and dish­cloths, and hung them out to dry on a string; every morn­ing she took the dust­bin down in­to the street and car­ried up the wa­ter, stop­ping on each land­ing to get her breath. And, clad like a poor wo­man, she went to the fruit­er­er, to the gro­cer, to the butcher, a bas­ket on her arm, hag­gling, in­sul­ted, fight­ing for every wretched half­penny of her money.

			Every month notes had to be paid off, oth­ers to be re­newed, time to be gained.

			Her hus­band worked in the even­ings at put­ting straight a mer­chant’s ac­counts, and of­ten at night he did copy­ing at two­pence half­penny a page.

			And this life las­ted ten years.

			At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer’s charges and the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of su­per­im­posed in­terest.

			Ma­dame Loisel looked old now. She had be­come like all the oth­er strong, hard, coarse wo­men of poor house­holds. Her hair was badly done, her skirts were awry, her hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and the wa­ter slopped all over the floor when she scrubbed it. But some­times, when her hus­band was at the of­fice, she sat down by the win­dow and thought of that even­ing long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beau­ti­ful and so much ad­mired.

			What would have happened if she had nev­er lost those jew­els? Who knows? Who knows? How strange life is, how fickle! How little is needed to ru­in or to save!

			

			One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs-Élysées to freshen her­self after the la­bours of the week, she caught sight sud­denly of a wo­man who was tak­ing a child out for a walk. It was Ma­dame Foresti­er, still young, still beau­ti­ful, still at­tract­ive.

			Ma­dame Loisel was con­scious of some emo­tion. Should she speak to her? Yes, cer­tainly. And now that she had paid, she would tell her all. Why not?

			She went up to her.

			“Good morn­ing, Jeanne.”

			The oth­er did not re­cog­nise her, and was sur­prised at be­ing thus fa­mil­iarly ad­dressed by a poor wo­man.

			“But … ma­dame …” she stammered. “I don’t know … you must be mak­ing a mis­take.”

			“No … I am Math­ilde Loisel.”

			Her friend uttered a cry.

			“Oh! … my poor Math­ilde, how you have changed! …”

			“Yes, I’ve had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sor­rows … and all on your ac­count.”

			“On my ac­count! … How was that?”

			“You re­mem­ber the dia­mond neck­lace you lent me for the ball at the Min­istry?”

			“Yes. Well?”

			“Well, I lost it.”

			“How could you? Why, you brought it back.”

			“I brought you an­oth­er one just like it. And for the last ten years we have been pay­ing for it. You real­ise it wasn’t easy for us; we had no money … Well, it’s paid for at last, and I’m mighty glad.”

			Ma­dame Foresti­er had hal­ted.

			“You say you bought a dia­mond neck­lace to re­place mine?”

			“Yes. You hadn’t no­ticed it? They were very much alike.”

			And she smiled in proud and in­no­cent hap­pi­ness.

			Ma­dame Foresti­er, deeply moved, took her two hands.

			“Oh, my poor Math­ilde! But mine was im­it­a­tion. It was worth at the very most only five hun­dred francs! …”

		
	
		
			The Awakening

			Dur­ing the three years that she had been mar­ried, she had not left the Val de Ciré, where her hus­band pos­sessed two cot­ton-mills. She led a quiet life, and, al­though without chil­dren, she was quite happy in her house among the trees, which the work-people called the “château.”

			Al­though Mon­sieur Vas­seur was con­sid­er­ably older than she was, he was very kind. She loved him, and no guilty thought had ever entered her mind.

			Her moth­er came and spent every sum­mer at Ciré, and then re­turned to Par­is for the winter, as soon as the leaves began to fall.

			Jeanne coughed a little every au­tumn, for the nar­row val­ley through which the river wound was very foggy for five months in the year. First of all, slight mists hung over the mead­ows, mak­ing all the low-ly­ing ground look like a large pond, out of which the roofs of the houses rose. Then a white va­pour, which rose like a tide, en­vel­oped everything, turn­ing the val­ley in­to a phantom land, through which men moved like ghosts, without re­cog­niz­ing each oth­er ten yards off, and the trees, wreathed in mist and drip­ping with mois­ture, rose up through it.

			But the people who went along the neigh­bour­ing hills, and looked down upon the deep, white de­pres­sion of the val­ley, saw the two huge chim­neys of Mon­sieur Vas­seur’s factor­ies rising above the mist be­low. Day and night they vomited forth two long trails of black smoke, the sole in­dic­a­tion that people were liv­ing in the hol­low, which looked as if it were filled with a cloud of cot­ton.

			That year, when Oc­to­ber came, the med­ic­al men ad­vised the young wo­man to go and spend the winter in Par­is with her moth­er, as the air of the val­ley was dan­ger­ous for her weak chest, and she went. For a month or so, she thought con­tinu­ally of the house which she had left, the home to which she seemed rooted, the well-known fur­niture and quiet ways of which she loved so much. But by de­grees she grew ac­cus­tomed to her new life, and got to like en­ter­tain­ments, din­ner and even­ing parties, and balls.

			Till then she had re­tained her girl­ish man­ners, had been un­de­cided and rather slug­gish, walked lan­guidly, and had a tired smile, but now she be­came an­im­ated and merry, and was al­ways ready for pleas­ure. Men paid her marked at­ten­tions, and she was amused at their talk and made fun of their gal­lantries, as she felt sure that she could res­ist them, for she was rather dis­gus­ted with love from what she had learned of it in mar­riage.

			The idea of giv­ing up her body to the coarse caresses of such bearded creatures made her laugh with pity and give a slight shud­der of re­pug­nance.

			She asked her­self how wo­men could con­sent to de­grad­ing con­tacts with strangers, the more so as they were already ob­liged to en­dure them with their le­git­im­ate hus­bands. She would have loved her hus­band much more if they had lived to­geth­er like two friends, and had re­stric­ted them­selves to chaste kisses, which are the caresses of the soul.

			But she was much amused by their com­pli­ments, by the de­sire which showed it­self in their eyes, a de­sire she did not share, by de­clar­a­tions of love whispered in­to her ear as they were re­turn­ing to the draw­ing room after some grand din­ner, by words mur­mured so low that she al­most had to guess them, words which left her blood quite cool, and her heart un­touched, while grat­i­fy­ing her un­con­scious coquetry, kind­ling a flame of pleas­ure with­in her, mak­ing her lips open, her eyes grow bright, and her wo­man’s heart, to which homage was due, quiver with de­light.

			She was fond of those tête-à-tête in the dusk when a man grows press­ing, hes­it­ates, trembles and falls on his knees. It was a de­li­cious and new pleas­ure to her to know that they felt a pas­sion which left her quite un­moved, able to say no by a shake of the head and by purs­ing her lips, able to with­draw her hands, to get up and calmly ring for lights, and to see the man who had been trem­bling at her feet get up, con­fused and furi­ous when he heard the foot­man com­ing.

			She of­ten uttered a hard laugh, which froze the most burn­ing words, and said harsh things, which fell like a jet of icy wa­ter on the most ar­dent prot­est­a­tions, while the in­ton­a­tions of her voice were enough to make any man who really loved her kill him­self. There were two es­pe­cially who made ob­stin­ate love to her.

			They did not at all re­semble one an­oth­er. One of them, Paul Péronel, was tall, a man of the world, gal­lant and en­ter­pris­ing, one who was ac­cus­tomed to suc­cess­ful love af­fairs, knew how to wait, and when to seize his op­por­tun­ity.

			The oth­er, Mon­sieur d’Avan­celle, quivered when he came near her, scarcely ven­tured to ex­press his love, but fol­lowed her like a shad­ow, and gave ut­ter­ance to his hope­less de­sire by dis­trac­ted looks, and the as­siduity of his at­ten­tions to her. She called the former “Cap­tain Fra­cas­se,” and the lat­ter “Faith­ful Sheep,” and in the end made him a kind of ser­vant and treated him as if he had been her slave.

			She would have been much amused if any­body had told her that she would love him, and yet she did love him, after a sin­gu­lar fash­ion. As she saw him con­tinu­ally, she had grown ac­cus­tomed to his voice, to his ges­tures, and to his man­ner, just as one grows ac­cus­tomed to those with whom one meets con­tinu­ally. Of­ten his face haunted her in her dreams, and she saw him as he really was; gentle, del­ic­ate in all his ac­tions, humble, but pas­sion­ately in love. She would awake full of these dreams, fancy­ing that she still heard him and felt him near her, un­til one night (most likely she was fe­ver­ish) she saw her­self alone with him in a small wood, where they were both sit­ting on the grass. He was say­ing charm­ing things to her, while he pressed and kissed her hands. She could feel the warmth of his skin and of his breath and she was strok­ing his hair in a very nat­ur­al man­ner.

			We are quite dif­fer­ent in our dreams to what we are in real life. She felt full of love for him, full of calm and deep love, and was happy in strok­ing his fore­head and in hold­ing him against her. Gradu­ally he put his arms around her, kissed her eyes and her cheeks without her at­tempt­ing to get away from him; their lips met, and she yiel­ded. It was a mo­ment of in­tense and su­per­hu­man hap­pi­ness, ideal yet sen­su­al, mad­den­ing and un­for­get­table, such ec­stas­ies are un­known in real life. She awoke thrilled and con­fused, and she could not go asleep again, she felt so ob­sessed and pos­sessed by him.

			When she saw him again, un­con­scious of the agit­a­tion that he had caused her, she felt that she grew red, and while he was telling her of his love, she was con­tinu­ally re­call­ing to mind their pre­vi­ous meet­ing, without be­ing able to get rid of the re­col­lec­tion of their de­li­cious em­brace in her dream.

			She loved him, loved him with a strange ten­der­ness, re­fined but sen­su­al, chiefly from the re­mem­brance of her dream, al­though she dreaded the ac­com­plish­ment of the de­sires which had aris­en in her mind.

			At last he per­ceived it, and then she told him everything, even to the dread of his kisses, and she made him swear that he would re­spect her, and he did so. They spent long hours of tran­scend­ent­al love to­geth­er, dur­ing which their souls alone em­braced, and when they sep­ar­ated, they were en­er­vated, weak, and fe­ver­ish.

			Some­times their lips met, and with closed eyes they rev­elled in that long, yet chaste caress. She felt, how­ever, that he could not res­ist much longer, and as she did not wish to yield, she wrote and told her hus­band that she wanted to come to him, and to re­turn to her tran­quil, sol­it­ary life. But in reply, he wrote her a very kind let­ter, and strongly ad­vised her not to re­turn in the middle of the winter, and so ex­pose her­self to the sud­den change of cli­mate, and to the icy mists of the val­ley, and she was thun­der­struck and angry with that con­fid­ing man, who did not guess, who did not un­der­stand, the struggles of her heart.

			Feb­ru­ary was a warm, bright month, and al­though she now avoided be­ing alone with Mon­sieur d’Avan­celle, she some­times ac­cep­ted his in­vit­a­tion to drive round the lake in the Bois de Boulogne with him, when it was dusk.

			On one of those even­ings, it was so warm that it seemed as if the sap in every tree and plant were rising. Their cab was go­ing at a slow pace; it was grow­ing dusk, and they were sit­ting close to­geth­er, hold­ing each oth­er’s hands, and she said to her­self:

			“It is all over, I am lost!” for she felt her de­sires rising in her again, the im­per­i­ous de­mand for that su­preme em­brace which she had un­der­gone in her dream. Every mo­ment their lips sought each oth­er, clung to­geth­er, and sep­ar­ated, only to meet again im­me­di­ately.

			He did not ven­ture to go in­to the house with her, but left her at the door; more in love with her than ever, and half faint­ing.

			Mon­sieur Paul Péronel was wait­ing for her in the little draw­ing room, without a light, and when he shook hands with her, he felt how fe­ver­ish she was. He began to talk in a low, tender voice, lulling her tired mind with the charm of amor­ous words.

			She listened to him without reply­ing, for she was think­ing of the oth­er; she fan­cied she was listen­ing to the oth­er, and thought she felt him lean­ing against her, in a kind of hal­lu­cin­a­tion. She saw only him, and did not re­mem­ber that any oth­er man ex­is­ted on earth, and when her ears trembled at those three syl­lables: “I love you,” it was he, the oth­er man, who uttered them, who kissed her hands, who strained her to his breast, like the oth­er had done shortly be­fore in the cab. It was he who pressed vic­tori­ous kisses on her lips, it was he whom she held in her arms and em­braced, to whom she was call­ing, with all the long­ings of her heart, with all the over­wrought ar­dour of her body.

			When she awoke from her dream, she uttered a ter­rible cry. Paul Péronel was kneel­ing by her and was thank­ing her pas­sion­ately, while he covered her dishevelled hair with kisses, and she al­most screamed out: “Go away! go away! go away!”

			And as he did not un­der­stand what she meant, and tried to put his arm round her waist again, she writhed, as she stammered out:

			“You are a wretch, and I hate you! Go away! go away!” And he got up in great sur­prise, took up his hat, and went.

			The next day she re­turned to Val de Ciré, and her hus­band, who had not ex­pec­ted her for some time, blamed her for her whim.

			“I could not live away from you any longer,” she said.

			He found her altered in char­ac­ter and sad­der than formerly, but when he said to her: “What is the mat­ter with you? You seem un­happy. What do you want?” she replied:

			“Noth­ing. Hap­pi­ness ex­ists only in our dreams in this world.”

			Avan­celle came to see her the next sum­mer, and she re­ceived him without any emo­tion and without re­gret, for she sud­denly per­ceived that she had nev­er loved him, ex­cept in a dream, from which Paul Péronel had bru­tally roused her.

			But the young man, who still ad­ored her, thought as he re­turned to Par­is:

			“Wo­men are really very strange, com­plic­ated, and in­ex­plic­able be­ings.”

		
	
		
			Father Judas

			The whole of this dis­trict was amaz­ing, marked with a char­ac­ter of al­most re­li­gious grandeur and sin­is­ter des­ol­a­tion.

			In the centre of a quiet ring of bare hills, where noth­ing grew but whins and a rare, freak­ish oak twis­ted by the wind, there lay a vast wild tarn, in whose black and stag­nant wa­ters shivered thou­sands of reeds.

			A sol­it­ary house stood on the banks of this gloomy lake, a small low house in­hab­ited by an old boat­man, Fath­er Joseph, who lived on the pro­ceeds of his fish­ing. Every week he car­ried his fish down to the neigh­bour­ing vil­lages, and re­turned with the simple pro­vi­sions ne­ces­sary to his ex­ist­ence.

			I had the whim to vis­it this her­mit, and he offered to go and raise his nets for me.

			I ac­cep­ted.

			His boat was a worm-eaten old tub. Thin and bony, he rowed with a quiet mono­ton­ous move­ment which soothed my spir­it, already caught up in the mel­an­choly of the en­clos­ing sky.

			Amid this an­cient land­scape, sit­ting in this prim­it­ive boat, steered by this man from an­oth­er age, I ima­gined my­self trans­por­ted to one of the early epochs of the world.

			He raised his nets, and threw the fish down at his feet with the ges­tures of a bib­lic­al fish­er­man. Then he con­sen­ted to take me to the end of the marsh, and sud­denly I saw, on the oth­er bank, a ru­in, a gut­ted hov­el, on the wall of which was a cross, a huge red cross: un­der the last gleams of the set­ting sun it looked as if it were traced in blood.

			“What is that?” I asked.

			In­stantly the man crossed him­self, and answered:

			“That is where Ju­das died.”

			I was not sur­prised; I felt as though I might have ex­pec­ted this strange reply.

			But I per­sisted:

			“Ju­das? What Ju­das?”

			He ad­ded: “The Wan­der­ing Jew, sir.”

			I begged him to tell me this le­gend.

			But it was bet­ter than a le­gend, it was a piece of his­tory, of al­most con­tem­por­ary his­tory, for Fath­er Joseph had known the man.

			Once upon a time the hut was oc­cu­pied by a tall wo­man, a beg­gar of sorts, who lived on pub­lic char­ity.

			From whom she had got this hov­el, Fath­er Joseph no longer re­membered. One night an old man with a white beard, so old that he looked a cen­ten­ari­an twice over, and could hardly drag one foot after the oth­er, passed by and asked this poor old wo­man for alms.

			She answered:

			“Sit down, Fath­er, all here is for all the world, for it comes from all the world.”

			He sat down on a stone in front of the house. He shared the wo­man’s bread, her bed of leaves, and her house.

			He nev­er left her. He had fin­ished his travels.

			Fath­er Joseph ad­ded:

			“It was our Lady the Vir­gin who per­mit­ted that, sir, see­ing that a wo­man had opened her door to Ju­das.”

			For this old vag­a­bond was the Wan­der­ing Jew.

			The coun­tryside did not know this at once, but soon sus­pec­ted it from the fact that he was al­ways walk­ing, the habit was so strong in him.

			An­oth­er thing had roused their sus­pi­cions. The wo­man who sheltered the un­known man in her house passed for a Jew­ess, since she had nev­er been seen at church.

			For ten leagues around no one called her any­thing but “the Jew­ess.”

			When the little chil­dren of the dis­trict saw her com­ing to beg, they cried out:

			“Moth­er, moth­er, it’s the Jew­ess!”

			She and the old man began to wander round the neigh­bour­hood, hold­ing their hands out at every door, bab­bling en­treat­ies after every passerby. They were seen at all hours of the day, on lonely paths, in vil­lage streets, or eat­ing a piece of bread in the shade of a sol­it­ary tree, in the fierce heat of noon.

			And they began to call the beg­gar “Fath­er Ju­das.”

			One day he brought back in his sack two little live pigs which had been giv­en him at a farm be­cause he had cured the farm­er of a sick­ness.

			And soon he stopped beg­ging, wholly oc­cu­pied in lead­ing his pigs about in search of food, guid­ing them along the tarn, un­der the sol­it­ary oak-trees, and in the little val­leys near by. The wo­man, on the con­trary, wandered cease­lessly in quest of alms, but joined him again every even­ing.

			No more than she he went to church, and had nev­er been seen to make the sign of the cross at the way­side shrines. All this caused a deal of gos­sip.

			One night his com­pan­ion was taken ill with a fever, and began to shake like a rag in the wind. He went to the town to get medi­cine, then shut him­self up with her, and for six days no one saw him.

			But the curé, hav­ing heard that “the Jew­ess” was about to pass away, came to bring the dy­ing wo­man the con­sol­a­tions of his re­li­gion, and to of­fer her the last sac­ra­ment. Was she a Jew­ess? He did not know. In any event, he wished to try and save her soul.

			He had scarcely knocked at the door when Fath­er Ju­das ap­peared on the threshold, pant­ing, his eyes blaz­ing, all his long white beard quiv­er­ing like run­ning wa­ter: he screamed words of blas­phemy in an un­known tongue, stretch­ing out his thin arms to hinder the priest’s entry.

			The curé tried to speak, offered him money and as­sist­ance, but the old man con­tin­ued to re­vile him, mak­ing the ges­ture of ston­ing him.

			And the priest re­treated, pur­sued by the beg­gar’s curses.

			Next day, Fath­er Ju­das’s com­pan­ion died. He bur­ied her him­self in front of the door­way. They were so poor that no one in­terfered with them.

			Once more the man was seen lead­ing his pigs along the tarn and on the hill­sides. And sev­er­al times he began beg­ging for food again. But now he got next to noth­ing, so many stor­ies were go­ing round about him. And every­one knew in what a fash­ion he had wel­comed the curé.

			He dis­ap­peared. It was dur­ing Holy Week. No un­eas­i­ness was felt.

			But on East­er Monday some boys and girls who had gone for a walk up to the tarn, heard a great noise in the hut. The door was shut; the boys broke it open and the two pigs es­caped, leap­ing like deer. They were nev­er seen again.

			They all entered, and saw on the ground a few old rags, the beg­gar’s hat, some bones, some dried blood and re­mains of flesh in the hol­low of a skull.

			His pigs had eaten him.

			And Fath­er Joseph ad­ded:

			“It had happened on Good Fri­day, at three in the af­ter­noon.”

			I asked him: “How do you know?”

			He replied: “It can­not be doubted.”

			I did not try to make him un­der­stand how nat­ur­al it was for the fam­ished beasts to eat their suf­fer­ing mas­ter if he had died sud­denly in his hut.

			As for the cross on the wall, it ap­peared one morn­ing, and no one knew what hand had painted it that strange col­our.

			After that, none doubted that the Wan­der­ing Jew had died in that place.

			I be­lieved it my­self for an hour.

		
	
		
			Feminine Men

			How of­ten we hear people say, “That man is charm­ing, but he is a wo­man, a reg­u­lar girl.” They are al­lud­ing to the fem­in­ine men, the bane of our coun­try.

			For all we men in France are fem­in­ine, that is, fickle, fanci­ful, in­no­cently treach­er­ous, without con­sist­ency in our con­vic­tions or our will, vi­ol­ent and weak, as wo­men are.

			But the most ir­rit­at­ing of the spe­cies is as­suredly the Parisi­an and the boulevardi­er, in whom the ap­pear­ance of in­tel­li­gence is more marked, and who com­bines in him­self all the at­trac­tions and all the faults of charm­ing har­lots to an ex­ag­ger­ated de­gree in vir­tue of his mas­cu­line tem­pera­ment.

			Our Cham­ber of Depu­ties is full of fem­in­ine men. They form the great­er num­ber of the ami­able op­por­tun­ists whom one might call “The Charm­ers.” It is they who con­trol by soft words and de­ceit­ful prom­ises, who know how to shake hands in such a man­ner as to win hearts, how to say “My dear friend” in a cer­tain tact­ful way to the people they know the least, to change their minds without sus­pect­ing it, to be car­ried away by each new idea, to be sin­cere in their weath­er­cock con­vic­tions, to let them­selves be de­ceived as they de­ceive oth­ers, to for­get the next morn­ing what they af­firmed the day be­fore.

			The news­pa­pers are full of male pros­ti­tutes. That is prob­ably where one finds them most, but it is also where they are most needed. Cer­tain pa­pers, like the Journ­al des Débats and the Gaz­ette de France, are ex­cep­tions.

			As­suredly, every good journ­al­ist must be some­thing of a pros­ti­tute—that is, at the com­mand of the pub­lic, supple in fol­low­ing un­con­sciously the shades of pub­lic opin­ion, waver­ing and vary­ing, scep­tic­al and cred­u­lous, wicked and de­vout, a brag­gart and a true man, en­thu­si­ast­ic and iron­ic­al, and al­ways con­vinced while be­liev­ing in noth­ing.

			For­eign­ers, our an­ti­types, as Mme. Abel called them, the stub­born Eng­lish and the heavy Ger­mans, re­gard us with a cer­tain amazement mingled with con­tempt, and will con­tin­ue so to re­gard us till the end of time. They con­sider us frivol­ous. It is not that, we are fem­in­ine. And that is why people love us in spite of our faults, why they come back to us des­pite the evil spoken of us; these are lov­ers’ quar­rels! …

			The ef­fem­in­ate man, as one meets him in this world, is so charm­ing that he cap­tiv­ates you after five minutes’ chat. His smile seems made for you; you can­not be­lieve that his voice does not as­sume spe­cially tender in­ton­a­tions on your ac­count. When he leaves you it seems as if you had known him for twenty years. One is quite ready to lend him money if he asks for it. He has en­chanted you, like a wo­man.

			If he does not act quite straight with you, you can­not bear any malice, he is so nice when you next meet him. If he asks your par­don you long to ask par­don of him. Does he tell lies? You can­not be­lieve it. Does he put you off in­def­in­itely with prom­ises that he does not keep? You lay as much store by his prom­ises as though he had moved heav­en and earth to render you a ser­vice.

			When he ad­mires any­thing he goes in­to such rap­tures that he con­vinces you. He once ad­ored Vic­tor Hugo, whom he now treats as a back num­ber. He pre­tends that he fought for Zola, whom he has aban­doned for Barbey d’Aure­villy. And when he ad­mires, he per­mits no qual­i­fic­a­tions, he would slap your face for a word. But when he be­comes scorn­ful, his con­tempt is un­boun­ded and al­lows of no protest.

			In short, he un­der­stands noth­ing.

			Listen to two girls talk­ing.

			“Then you are angry with Ju­lia?” “I should say so. I slapped her face.” “What had she done?” “She told Pau­line that I was broke thir­teen months out of twelve, and Pau­line told Gon­tran—you un­der­stand.” “You were liv­ing to­geth­er in the Rue Clan­zel?” “We lived to­geth­er four years in the Rue Bréda; we quar­relled about a pair of stock­ings that she said I had worn—it wasn’t true—silk stock­ings that she had bought at Moth­er Mar­tin’s. Then I gave her a pound­ing and she left me at once. I met her six months ago and she asked me to come and live with her, as she has ren­ted a flat that is twice too large.”

			One goes on one’s way and hears no more. But on the fol­low­ing Sunday as one is on the way to Saint Ger­main two young wo­men get in­to the same rail­way car­riage. One re­cog­nizes one of them at once, it is Ju­lia’s en­emy. The oth­er is—Ju­lia!

			And there are en­dear­ments, caresses, plans. “Tell me, Ju­lia—listen, Ju­lia,” etc.

			The man of the spe­cies has his friend­ships of this kind. For three months he can­not bear to leave his old Jack, his dear Jack. There is no one but Jack in the world. He is the only one who has any in­tel­li­gence, any sense, any tal­ent. He alone is some­body in Par­is. One meets them every­where to­geth­er, they dine to­geth­er, walk about in com­pany, and every even­ing see each oth­er home, walk­ing back and forth without be­ing able to part.

			Three months later, if Jack is men­tioned:

			“There is a cad, a bounder, a scoun­drel for you. I know him well, you may be sure. And he is not even hon­est, and ill-bred,” etc., etc.

			Three months later, and they are liv­ing to­geth­er.

			But one morn­ing one hears that they have fought a duel, then em­braced each oth­er, amid tears, on the du­elling ground.

			For the rest, they are the dearest friends in the world, furi­ous with each oth­er half the year, ab­us­ing and lov­ing each oth­er by turns, squeez­ing each oth­er’s hands till they al­most crush the bones, and ready to run each oth­er through the body for a mis­un­der­stand­ing.

			For the re­la­tions of these fem­in­ine men are un­cer­tain. Their tem­per is gov­erned by fits and starts, their en­thu­si­asms un­ex­pec­ted, their af­fec­tion sub­ject to sud­den re­vul­sions, their ex­cite­ment is li­able to ec­lipse. One day they love you, the next day they will hardly look at you, for they have, in fact, a har­lot’s nature, a har­lot’s charm, a har­lot’s tem­pera­ment, and all their sen­ti­ments are like the af­fec­tions of har­lots.

			They treat their friends as kept wo­men treat their pet dogs.

			Their friends are like the little dog­gie which they hug, feed with sug­ar, and al­low to sleep on the pil­low, but which they would throw out of a win­dow in a mo­ment of im­pa­tience; which they swing round, hold­ing it by the tail, squeeze in their arms till they al­most strangle it, and plunge, without any reas­on, in a pail of cold wa­ter.

			Then, what a strange thing it is when a fem­in­ine man falls in love with a real har­lot! He beats her, she scratches him, they ex­ec­rate each oth­er, can­not bear the sight of each oth­er and yet can­not part, linked to­geth­er by no one knows what mys­ter­i­ous bonds of the heart. She de­ceives him, he knows it, sobs and for­gives her. He sleeps in the bed which an­oth­er man is pay­ing for, and firmly be­lieves his con­duct is ir­re­proach­able. He des­pises and ad­ores her without see­ing that she would be jus­ti­fied in des­pising him. They are both at­ro­ciously un­happy and yet can­not sep­ar­ate. They cast in­vect­ives, re­proaches and ab­om­in­able ac­cus­a­tions at each oth­er from morn­ing till night, and when they have reached the cli­max and are vi­brat­ing with rage and hatred, they fall in­to each oth­er’s arms and kiss each oth­er ar­dently, their souls and bod­ies of strum­pets united.

			The fem­in­ine man is brave and a cow­ard at the same time. He has, more than an­oth­er, the ex­al­ted sen­ti­ment of hon­our, but is lack­ing in the sense of simple hon­esty, and, cir­cum­stances fa­vour­ing him, he would de­falc­ate and com­mit in­fam­ies which do not trouble his con­science, for he obeys without ques­tion­ing the os­cil­la­tions of his ideas, which are al­ways im­puls­ive.

			To him it seems per­miss­ible and al­most right to cheat a shop­keep­er. He con­siders it hon­our­able not to pay his debts, un­less they are gambling debts—that is, some­what shady. He dupes people whenev­er the laws of so­ci­ety ad­mit of his do­ing so. When he is short of money he bor­rows in all ways, not al­ways be­ing scru­pu­lous as to trick­ing the lenders, but he would, with sin­cere in­dig­na­tion, run his sword through any­one who would even sus­pect him of lack­ing in del­ic­acy.

		
	
		
			Mademoiselle Cocotte

			We were about to leave the asylum when I no­ticed in a corner of the court­yard a tall, thin man, ob­stin­ately go­ing through the mo­tions of call­ing an ima­gin­ary dog. He would call out, in sweet, tender tones: “Cocotte, my little Cocotte, come here, Cocotte, come here, my beauty,” strik­ing his leg, as one does to at­tract the at­ten­tion of an an­im­al. I said to the doc­tor:

			“What is the mat­ter with him?”

			He replied:

			“Oh, that is not an in­ter­est­ing case. He is a coach­man called François, who went mad after drown­ing his dog.”

			I in­sisted:

			“Do tell me his story. The most simple and humble things some­times strike most to our hearts.”

			And here is the ad­ven­ture of this man, which be­came known through a groom, his com­rade.

			In the sub­urbs of Par­is lived a rich, middle-class fam­ily. They lived in a fash­ion­able villa in the midst of a park, on the bank of the Seine. Their coach­man was this François, a coun­try boy, a little awk­ward, with a good heart, but simple and eas­ily duped.

			When he was re­turn­ing one even­ing to his mas­ter’s house, a dog began to fol­low him. At first he took no no­tice of it, but the per­sist­ence of the beast walk­ing at his heels caused him fi­nally to turn around. He looked to see if he knew this dog. No, he had nev­er seen it be­fore.

			The dog was fright­fully thin and had great hanging dugs. She trot­ted be­hind the man with a woe­ful, fam­ished look, her tail between her legs, her ears close to her head, and stopped when he stopped, start­ing again when he star­ted.

			He tried to drive away this skel­et­on of a beast: “Get out! Go away! Go, now! Hou! Hou!” She would run away a few steps and then sit down wait­ing; then, when the coach­man star­ted on again, she fol­lowed be­hind him.

			He pre­ten­ded to pick up stones. The an­im­al fled a little way with a great shak­ing of the flabby dugs, but fol­lowed again as soon as the man turned his back.

			Then the coach­man took pity and called her. The dog ap­proached tim­idly, her back bent in a circle, and all the ribs show­ing un­der the skin. The man stroked these pro­trud­ing bones and, moved by the misery of the beast, said: “Come along, then!” Im­me­di­ately she wagged her tail; she felt that she was wel­come, ad­op­ted; and in­stead of stay­ing at her new mas­ter’s heels, she began to run ahead of him.

			He in­stalled her on some straw in his stable, then ran to the kit­chen in search of bread. When she had eaten her fill, she went to sleep, curled up in a ring.

			The next day the coach­man told his mas­ter, who al­lowed him to keep the an­im­al. She was a good beast, in­tel­li­gent and faith­ful, af­fec­tion­ate and gentle.

			But soon they dis­covered in her a ter­rible fault. She was in­flamed with love from one end of the year to the oth­er. In a short time she had made the ac­quaint­ance of every dog about the coun­try, and they roamed about the place day and night. With the in­dif­fer­ence of a har­lot, she shared her fa­vours with them, feign­ing to like each one best, drag­ging be­hind her a ver­it­able pack com­posed of many dif­fer­ent mod­els of the bark­ing race, some as large as a fist, oth­ers as tall as an ass. She took them on in­ter­min­able walks along the roads, and when she stopped to rest in the shade, they made a circle about her and looked at her with tongues hanging out.

			The people of the coun­try con­sidered her a phe­nomen­on; they had nev­er seen any­thing like it. The veter­in­ary could not un­der­stand it.

			When she re­turned to the stable in the even­ing, the crowd of dogs be­sieged the house. They wormed their way through every crevice in the hedge which en­closed the park, dev­ast­ated the flower beds, broke down the flowers, dug holes in the clumps of plants, ex­as­per­at­ing the garden­er. They would howl the whole night about the build­ing where their friend lodged, and noth­ing could per­suade them to go away.

			In the day­time, they even entered the house. It was an in­va­sion, a plague, a calam­ity. At every mo­ment the people of the house met on the stair­case, and even in the rooms, little yel­low pug dogs with bushy tails, hunt­ing dogs, bull­dogs, wan­der­ing Pom­er­a­ni­ans with dirty skins, home­less vag­a­bonds, and enorm­ous New­found­land dogs, which frightened the chil­dren.

			All the un­known dogs for ten miles around came, from one knew not where, and lived, no one knew how, and then dis­ap­peared.

			Nev­er­the­less, François ad­ored Cocotte. He had called her Cocotte, without malice, al­though she well de­served the name. And he re­peated over and over again: “That dog is hu­man. It only lacks speech.”

			He had a mag­ni­fi­cent col­lar in red leath­er made for her, which bore these words, en­graved on a cop­per plate: “Ma­demois­elle Cocotte, the prop­erty of François, the coach­man.”

			She be­came enorm­ous. She was now as fat as she had once been thin, her body puffed out, un­der it still hung the long, sway­ing dugs. She had fattened sud­denly and walked with dif­fi­culty, her paws wide apart, after the fash­ion of people that are too stout, her mouth open for breath, and she be­came ex­hausted as soon as she tried to run.

			She showed a phe­nom­en­al fecund­ity, pro­du­cing, four times a year, a lit­ter of little an­im­als, be­long­ing to all vari­et­ies of the can­ine race. François, after hav­ing chosen the one he would leave her “to take the milk,” would pick up the oth­ers in his stable ap­ron and piti­lessly throw them in­to the river.

			Soon the cook joined her com­plaints to those of the garden­er. She found dogs un­der her kit­chen range, in the cup­boards, and in the coal bin, and they stole everything they could see.

			The mas­ter lost his pa­tience and ordered François to get rid of Cocotte. The man was in­con­sol­able, and tried to place her some­where. No one wanted her. Then he re­solved to lose her, and put her in charge of a car driver who was to leave her in the coun­try the oth­er side of Par­is, near Join­ville-le-Pont.

			That same even­ing Cocotte was back.

			It be­came ne­ces­sary to take stern meas­ures. For the sum of five francs, they per­suaded the guard on a train to Havre to take her. He was to let her loose when they ar­rived.

			At the end of three days, she ap­peared again in her stable, har­assed, ema­ci­ated, torn and ex­hausted.

			The mas­ter took pity on her, and did not in­sist.

			But the dogs soon re­turned in great­er num­bers than ever, and were more pro­vok­ing. And as a great din­ner was be­ing giv­en one even­ing, a truffled fowl was car­ried off by a dog, un­der the nose of the cook, who did not dare to take it away.

			This time the mas­ter was angry, and call­ing François, said to him hotly: “If you don’t drown this beast be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing, I shall fire you out, do you un­der­stand?”

			The man was thun­der­struck, but he went up to his room to pack his trunk, pre­fer­ring to leave his job. Then he thought that he would not be likely to get in any­where else, drag­ging this un­wel­come beast be­hind him; he re­membered that he was in a good house, well paid and well fed; and he said to him­self that it was not worth while giv­ing up all this for a dog. He thought of his own in­terests and ended by resolv­ing to get rid of Cocotte at dawn the next day.

			How­ever, he slept badly. At day­break he was up; and, tak­ing a strong rope, he went in search of the dog. She arose slowly, shook her­self, stretched her limbs, and came to greet her mas­ter. Then his cour­age failed and he began to stroke her ten­derly, smooth­ing her long ears, kiss­ing her on the muzzle, lav­ish­ing upon her all the lov­ing names that he could think of.

			A neigh­bour­ing clock struck six; he could delay no longer. He opened the door; “Come,” said he. The beast wagged her tail, un­der­stand­ing only that she was go­ing out.

			They reached the bank and he chose a place where the wa­ter seemed deep­est. Then he tied one end of the cord to the beau­ti­ful leath­er col­lar, and tak­ing a great stone, at­tached it to the oth­er end. Then he seized Cocotte in his arms and kissed her furi­ously, as one does when tak­ing leave of a per­son. Then he held her tight around the neck, fond­ling her and call­ing her “My pretty Cocotte, my little Cocotte,” and she re­spon­ded as best she could, growl­ing with pleas­ure.

			Ten times he tried to throw her in, and each time his cour­age failed him.

			Then, ab­ruptly, he de­cided to do it, and, with all his force, hurled her as far as pos­sible. She tried at first to swim, as she did when tak­ing a bath, but her head, dragged by the stone, went un­der again and again. She threw her mas­ter a look of des­pair, a hu­man look, bat­tling, as a per­son does when drown­ing. Then, the whole front part of the body sank while the hind paws kicked madly out of the wa­ter; then they dis­ap­peared also.

			For five minutes bubbles of air came to the sur­face, as if the river had be­gun to boil. And François, hag­gard, and at his wits’ end, with pal­pit­at­ing heart, be­lieved he saw Cocotte writh­ing in the slime. And he said to him­self, with the sim­pli­city of a peas­ant: “What does she think of me now, the poor beast?”

			He al­most be­came mad. He was sick for a month, and each night saw the dog again. He felt her lick­ing his hands; he heard her bark.

			They had to call a phys­i­cian. Fi­nally he grew bet­ter; and his mas­ter and mis­tress took him to their es­tate at Bies­sard, near Rouen.

			There he was still on the bank of the Seine. He began to go bathing. Every morn­ing he went down with the groom to swim across the river.

			One day, as they were amus­ing them­selves splash­ing in the wa­ter, François sud­denly cried out to his com­pan­ion:

			“Look at what is com­ing to­wards us. I am go­ing to make you taste a cut­let.”

			It was an enorm­ous car­cass, swelled and stripped of its hair, its paws mov­ing for­ward in the air, fol­low­ing the cur­rent.

			François ap­proached it, and con­tin­ued to joke:

			“By God, it is rather high! What a catch, my boy, there is plenty of meat on it!”

			And he turned around it, keep­ing at a dis­tance from the great, pu­tre­fy­ing body.

			Then, sud­denly, he was si­lent, and looked at it in strange fash­ion. He ap­proached it again, this time as if he were go­ing to touch it. He care­fully ex­amined the col­lar, then put out his hand and grasped the neck, twirled it around, drew it to­wards him, and read upon the green cop­per that still ad­hered to the dis­col­oured leath­er: “Ma­demois­elle Cocotte, the prop­erty of François, the coach­man.” The dead dog had found her mas­ter, sixty miles from their home!

			He uttered a fear­ful cry, and began to swim with all his might to­wards the bank, shout­ing all the way. And when he reached the land, he ran off wildly, stark na­ked, through the coun­try. He was mad!

		
	
		
			The Jewels

			Mon­sieur Lantin hav­ing met the young wo­man at a soirée, at the home of the as­sist­ant of his de­part­ment, had fallen head over ears in love with her. She was the daugh­ter of a coun­try tax col­lect­or who had died some years pre­vi­ously. She had come to live in Par­is, with her moth­er, who vis­ited a few fam­il­ies in the neigh­bour­hood in the hope of find­ing a hus­band for the young lady. They were poor and hon­est, gentle and quiet.

			The young girl was a per­fect type of the vir­tu­ous wo­man to whom every sens­ible young man dreams of one day en­trust­ing his life. Her simple beauty had the charm of an­gel­ic mod­esty, and the im­per­cept­ible smile which con­stantly hovered about her lips seemed to be the re­flec­tion of her soul. Every­body sang her praises. People were nev­er tired of say­ing: “Happy the man who wins her. He could not find a bet­ter wife.”

			M. Lantin, at the time Chief Clerk in the Min­istry of the In­teri­or, with a yearly salary of three thou­sand five hun­dred francs, pro­posed for her hand and mar­ried her.

			He was un­speak­ably happy with her; she gov­erned his house­hold so clev­erly and eco­nom­ic­ally that they seemed to live in lux­ury. She was full of at­ten­tions for her hus­band, spoil­ing and coax­ing him, and the charm of her per­son was so great that six years after their mar­riage M. Lantin dis­covered that he loved his wife even more than dur­ing the first days when he knew her.

			He found fault with only two of her tastes: her love for the theatre, and for false jew­elry. Her friends (she was ac­quain­ted with some petty of­fi­cials’ wives) fre­quently pro­cured for her a box at the theatre for pop­u­lar plays, and even for the first nights; and she dragged her hus­band, wheth­er he liked it or not, to these amuse­ments, which tired him ex­cess­ively after his day’s work.

			So he begged his wife to go to the theatre with some lady of her ac­quaint­ance, who would bring her home af­ter­wards. It was a long time be­fore she gave in, as she thought this ar­range­ment was not quite re­spect­able. But fi­nally, to please him, she con­sen­ted, and he was very grate­ful.

			Now, this love for the theatre soon aroused in her the de­sire to ad­orn her per­son. True, her cos­tumes re­mained quite simple, and al­ways in good taste, but un­pre­ten­tious; and her tender grace, her ir­res­ist­ible, humble, smil­ing charm, seemed to be en­hanced by the sim­pli­city of her dresses. But she soon began to or­na­ment her ears with huge rhinestones, which glittered and sparkled like real dia­monds. She wore strings of false pearls, brace­lets of im­it­a­tion gold, and combs or­na­men­ted with glass made up to look like real stones.

			Her hus­band, who was rather shocked by this love of show, fre­quently used to say:

			“My dear, as you can­not af­ford to buy real gems, you ought to ap­pear ad­orned with your beauty and mod­esty alone, those are the rarest or­na­ments of your sex.”

			But she would smile sweetly, and say:

			“What can I do? I like it. It is my only weak­ness. I know you are right but we can­not change our natures. I should love to have jew­elry.”

			Then she would roll the pearl neck­laces around her fin­gers, and make the cut glass flash, say­ing:

			“Look, are they not lovely? One would swear they were real.”

			He would then an­swer, smil­ingly:

			“You have the tastes of a gipsy, my dear.”

			Of­ten in the even­ing, when they were en­joy­ing a tête-à-tête by the fireside, she would place on the tea table the leath­er box con­tain­ing the “trash,” as M. Lantin called it. She would ex­am­ine the false gems with a pas­sion­ate at­ten­tion as though she were tast­ing a deep and secret joy; and she of­ten in­sisted on passing a neck­lace around her hus­band’s neck, and then, laugh­ing heart­ily, she would ex­claim: “How funny you look!” Then she would throw her­self in­to his arms and kiss him pas­sion­ately.

			One even­ing in winter when she went to the op­era, she re­turned chilled through and through. The next morn­ing she coughed, and eight days later she died of in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs.

			Lantin nearly fol­lowed her to the grave. His des­pair was so great that his hair be­came white in one month. He wept from morn­ing to night, his heart torn with in­tol­er­able grief, and his mind haunted by the re­mem­brance, the smile, the voice—by every charm of his dead wife.

			Time did not as­suage his grief. Of­ten dur­ing of­fice hours, while his col­leagues were dis­cuss­ing the top­ics of the day, his face would be­gin to twitch, his eyes would sud­denly fill with tears, and with dis­tor­ted fea­tures he would be­gin to sob. He had kept his wife’s room un­touched, and here he would se­clude him­self daily and think of her, while all the fur­niture, even her clothes, re­mained as they were the last day she was alive.

			But life soon be­came a struggle. His in­come, which in the hands of his wife had covered all house­hold ex­penses, was now no longer suf­fi­cient for his own im­me­di­ate wants; and he wondered how she could have man­aged to buy such ex­cel­lent wines, and such rare del­ic­acies, things which he could no longer pro­cure with his mod­est re­sources.

			He in­curred some debts and he pur­sued money as people do who are re­duced to ex­pedi­ents. One morn­ing, find­ing him­self without a cent in his pock­et, a whole week be­fore the end of the month, he re­solved to sell some­thing, and, im­me­di­ately, the thought oc­curred to him of dis­pos­ing of his wife’s paste jew­els. He cher­ished in his heart a sort of ran­cour against the false gems, which had al­ways ir­rit­ated him in the past. The very sight of them spoiled some­what the memory of his lost darling.

			He searched for a long time in the heap of glit­ter­ing things, for to the last days of her life she had con­tin­ued ob­stin­ately to make pur­chases, bring­ing home new gems al­most every even­ing. He de­cided to sell the heavy neck­lace which she seemed to prefer, and which, he thought, ought to be worth about six or sev­en francs; for al­though paste, it was, nev­er­the­less, of very fine work­man­ship.

			He put it in his pock­et and star­ted out for the Min­istry, fol­low­ing the Boulevards in search of a jew­el­er’s shop. He entered the first one he saw; feel­ing a little ashamed to ex­pose his poverty, and also to of­fer such a worth­less art­icle for sale.

			“Sir,” said he to the mer­chant, “I would like to know what this is worth.”

			The man took the neck­lace, ex­amined it, turned it over, weighed it, used his mag­ni­fy­ing glass, called his clerk and made some re­marks in an un­der­tone; then he put the or­na­ment back on the counter, and looked at it from a dis­tance to judge of the ef­fect.

			M. Lantin was an­noyed by all this ritu­al and was on the point of say­ing: “Oh! I know well enough it is not worth any­thing,” when the jew­el­er said: “Sir, that neck­lace is worth from twelve to fif­teen thou­sand francs; but I could not buy it un­less you tell me ex­actly where it comes from.”

			The wid­ower opened his eyes wide and re­mained gap­ing, un­able to grasp the mer­chant’s mean­ing. Fi­nally he stammered: “You say—are you sure?” The oth­er replied dryly: “You can look else­where and see if any­one will of­fer you more. I con­sider it worth fif­teen thou­sand at the most. Come back here if you can­not do bet­ter.”

			M. Lantin, gap­ing with as­ton­ish­ment, took up the neck­lace and went out, in obed­i­ence to a vague de­sire to be alone and to think.

			Once out­side, he felt in­clined to laugh, and said to him­self: “The idi­ot! Had I only taken him at his word! That jew­el­er can­not dis­tin­guish real dia­monds from paste.”

			A few minutes after, he entered an­oth­er store in the Rue de la Paix. As soon as the pro­pri­et­or glanced at the neck­lace, he cried out:

			“Ah, parbleu! I know it well; it was bought here.”

			M. Lantin was dis­turbed, and asked:

			“How much is it worth?”

			“Well, I sold it for twenty-five thou­sand francs. I am will­ing to take it back for eight­een thou­sand when you in­form me, ac­cord­ing to our leg­al form­al­ity, how it comes to be in your pos­ses­sion.”

			This time M. Lantin sat down, para­lysed with as­ton­ish­ment. He replied:

			“But—but—ex­am­ine it well. Un­til this mo­ment I was un­der the im­pres­sion that it was paste.”

			Said the jew­el­er:

			“What is your name, sir?”

			“Lantin—I am a clerk in the Min­istry of the In­teri­or. I live at No. 16 Rue des Mar­tyrs.”

			The mer­chant opened his books, looked through them and said: “That neck­lace was sent to Mme. Lantin’s ad­dress, 16 Rue des Mar­tyrs, Ju­ly 20, 1876.”

			The two men looked in­to each oth­er’s eyes—the wid­ower speech­less with as­ton­ish­ment, the jew­el­er scent­ing a thief. The lat­ter broke the si­lence by say­ing:

			“Will you leave this neck­lace here for twenty-four hours? I will give you a re­ceipt.”

			“Cer­tainly,” answered M. Lantin, hast­ily. Then, put­ting the tick­et in his pock­et, he went out.

			He crossed the street, walked up it again, saw that he had taken the wrong way, went down again to the Tu­iler­ies Gar­dens, crossed the Seine, no­ticed he had again gone wrong, and re­turned to the Champs Élysées, his mind a com­plete blank. He tried to ar­gue it out, to un­der­stand. His wife could not af­ford to pur­chase such a costly or­na­ment. Cer­tainly not. But, then, it must have been a present!—a present!—a present from whom? Why was it giv­en her?

			He stopped and re­mained stand­ing in the middle of the av­en­ue. A hor­rible doubt entered his mind—she? Then all the oth­er gems must have been presents, too! The earth seemed to tremble be­neath him—the tree be­fore him was fall­ing—throw­ing up his arms, he fell to the ground, un­con­scious. He re­covered his senses in a phar­macy in­to which the pass­ersby had taken him.

			He told them to take him home, where he shut him­self up in his room. He wept un­til night­fall, bit­ing a handker­chief so as not to shriek. Fi­nally, over­come with grief and fa­tigue, he threw him­self on the bed, where he slept heav­ily.

			A ray of sun­light awoke him and he arose and pre­pared to go to the of­fice. It was hard to work after such a shock. He sent a let­ter to his chief re­quest­ing to be ex­cused. Then he re­membered that he had to re­turn to the jew­el­er’s. He was filled with shame, and re­mained sunk in thought for a long time, but he could not leave the neck­lace with that man. So he dressed and went out.

			It was a lovely day; a clear blue sky spread over the smil­ing city. Strollers with noth­ing to do were walk­ing about with their hands in their pock­ets.

			Ob­serving them, Lantin said to him­self: “The rich, in­deed, are happy. With money it is pos­sible to for­get even the deep­est sor­row. One can go where one pleases; one can travel and for­get. Oh! if I were only rich!”

			He began to feel hungry, but his pock­et was empty. He again re­membered the neck­lace. Eight­een thou­sand francs! Eight­een thou­sand francs! What a sum!

			He soon ar­rived in the Rue de la Paix, and walked up and down op­pos­ite the jew­el­er’s. Eight­een thou­sand francs! Twenty times he al­most went in, but shame kept him back. He was hungry, how­ever—very hungry, and had not a cent in his pock­et. He de­cided quickly, ran across the street in or­der not to have time for re­flec­tion, and entered the shop.

			As soon as he saw him the pro­pri­et­or came for­ward, and po­litely offered him a chair; even the clerks came and looked in his dir­ec­tion, with a know­ing smile about their eyes and lips.

			“I have made in­quir­ies,” said the jew­el­er, “and if you are still re­solved to dis­pose of the gems, I am ready to pay you the price I offered.”

			“Cer­tainly,” stammered M. Lantin.

			Whereupon the pro­pri­et­or took from a draw­er eight­een large bills, coun­ted and handed them to Lantin, who signed a re­ceipt and with a trem­bling hand put the money in­to his pock­et.

			As he was about to leave the store, he turned to­ward the mer­chant, who still wore the same smile, and lower­ing his eyes, said:

			“I have—I have oth­er gems which I have in­her­ited from the same per­son. Will you buy them also?”

			The mer­chant bowed: “Cer­tainly, sir.”

			One of the clerks re­tired, un­able to con­tain his laughter. An­oth­er blew his nose vi­ol­ently.

			Lantin, im­pass­ive, blush­ing and ser­i­ous, replied: “I will bring them to you.”

			He took a cab to go and fetch the jew­els. An hour later, when he re­turned to the shop, he had not yet break­fas­ted. They began to ex­am­ine each item sep­ar­ately, es­tim­at­ing the value of every one. Al­most all of them had been bought there. Lantin now began to ar­gue about the valu­ations, lost his tem­per, and in­sisted upon see­ing the re­cords of the sales. He be­came more dom­in­eer­ing as the fig­ures in­creased.

			The large dia­mond ear­rings were worth twenty thou­sand francs; the brace­lets, thirty-five thou­sand; the rings, brooches and medal­lions, six­teen thou­sand; a set of em­er­alds and sap­phires, four­teen thou­sand; a gold chain with solit­aire pendant, in the form of a neck­lace, forty thou­sand—mak­ing a total sum of one hun­dred and ninety-six thou­sand francs.

			The jew­el­er re­marked jok­ingly:

			“These come from someone who in­ves­ted all her sav­ings in pre­cious stones.”

			M. Lantin replied, ser­i­ously:

			“It is as good a way as any oth­er of in­vest­ing one’s money.”

			And he went off after hav­ing ar­ranged with the pur­chaser to have an­oth­er ex­pert’s opin­ion the next day.

			When he got to the street he looked at the Colonne Vendôme and felt temp­ted to climb it, as if it were a greasy pole. He felt so happy he could have played leapfrog with the statue of the Em­per­or, perched up there in the sky.

			He lunched at Voisin’s and drank wine at twenty francs a bottle. Then he hired a car­riage and drove around the Bois, and as he scanned the vari­ous turnouts with a con­temp­tu­ous air he could hardly re­frain from cry­ing out to the pass­ersby:

			“I, too, am rich!—I am worth two hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			Sud­denly he thought of the Min­istry. He drove up to the of­fice, and de­lib­er­ately entered the of­fice of his chief, say­ing:

			“Sir, I have come to resign my po­s­i­tion. I have just in­her­ited three hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			He shook hands with his former col­leagues and con­fided to them some of his pro­jects for his new life; then he went off to dine at the Café Anglais.

			Find­ing him­self be­side a gen­tle­man of ar­is­to­crat­ic bear­ing, he could not res­ist the de­sire to in­form him, with some pride, that he had just in­her­ited a for­tune of four hun­dred thou­sand francs.

			For the first time in his life he was not bored at the theatre, and spent the rest of the night with some wo­men.

			Six months af­ter­wards he mar­ried again. His second wife was a very vir­tu­ous wo­man, but very can­tan­ker­ous. She made him suf­fer a great deal.

		
	
		
			Saint Anthony

			He was called Saint An­thony, be­cause his name was An­thony, and also, per­haps, be­cause he was a good fel­low, jovi­al, a lov­er of prac­tic­al jokes, a tre­mend­ous eat­er and a heavy drink­er and a great man for the ser­vant girls, al­though he was sixty years old.

			He was a big peas­ant of the dis­trict of Caux, with a red face, large chest and stom­ach, and perched on two long legs that seemed too slight for the bulk of his body.

			He was a wid­ower and lived alone with his two menser­vants and a maid on his farm, which he ran with shrewd eco­nomy. He was care­ful of his own in­terests, un­der­stood busi­ness and the rais­ing of cattle, and farm­ing. His two sons and his three daugh­ters, who had mar­ried well, were liv­ing in the neigh­bour­hood and came to dine with their fath­er once a month. His vigour of body was fam­ous in all the coun­tryside. “He is as strong as Saint An­thony,” had be­come a kind of pro­verb.

			At the time of the Prus­si­an in­va­sion Saint An­thony, at the wine shop, prom­ised to eat an army, for he was a brag­gart, like a true Nor­man, and a bit of a cow­ard and a bluster­er. He banged his fist on the wooden table, mak­ing the cups and the brandy glasses dance, and cried with the ex­ag­ger­ated truc­u­lence of the good fel­low, his face flushed and a sly look in his eye: “I shall have to eat some of them, nom de Dieu!” He reckoned that the Prus­si­ans would not come as far as Tan­neville, but when he heard they were at Rautôt he nev­er went out of the house, and con­stantly watched the road from the little win­dow of his kit­chen, ex­pect­ing at any mo­ment to see the bay­on­ets go by.

			One morn­ing, as he was eat­ing his mid­day meal with the ser­vants, the door opened and the may­or of the com­mune, Maître Chicot, ap­peared, fol­lowed by a sol­dier wear­ing a black hel­met with a cop­per spike. Saint An­thony bounded to his feet and all his house­hold looked at him, ex­pect­ing to see him slash the Prus­si­an. But he merely shook hands with the may­or, who said:

			“Here is one for you, Saint An­thony. They came last night. Don’t do any­thing fool­ish, above all things, for they talk of shoot­ing and burn­ing everything if there is the slight­est un­pleas­ant­ness. I have giv­en you warn­ing. Give him some­thing to eat; he looks like a good fel­low. Good day. I am go­ing to call on the rest. There are enough for all.” And he went out.

			Old An­thony, who had turned pale, looked at the Prus­si­an. He was a big, young fel­low, plump and fair-skinned, with blue eyes, fair hair, and hair on his face to his cheek bones, who looked stu­pid, tim­id and good hu­moured. The shrewd Nor­man read him at once, and, re­as­sured, he made him a sign to sit down. Then he said: “Will you have some soup?”

			The stranger did not un­der­stand. An­thony then be­came bolder, and push­ing a plate­ful of soup right un­der his nose, he said: “Here, swal­low that, you big pig!”

			The sol­dier answered “Ya,” and began to eat greed­ily, while the farm­er, tri­umphant, feel­ing he had re­gained his repu­ta­tion, winked his eye at the ser­vants, who were mak­ing strange grim­aces, what with their ter­ror and their de­sire to laugh.

			When the Prus­si­an had de­voured his plate­ful, Saint An­thony gave him an­oth­er, which dis­ap­peared in like man­ner; but he flinched at the third which the farm­er tried to in­sist on his eat­ing, say­ing: “Come, put that in­to your stom­ach; we will fat­ten you or we’ll know the reas­on why, you pig!”

			The sol­dier, un­der­stand­ing only that they wanted to make him eat all his soup, laughed in a con­ten­ted man­ner, mak­ing a sign to show that he could not hold any more.

			Then Saint An­thony, be­come quite fa­mil­i­ar, tapped him on the stom­ach, say­ing: “My, there is plenty in my pig’s belly!” But sud­denly he began to writhe with laughter, un­able to speak. An idea had struck him which made him choke with mirth. “That’s it, that’s it, Saint An­thony and his pig. There’s my pig!” And the three ser­vants burst out laugh­ing in their turn.

			The old fel­low was so pleased that he had the brandy brought in, good stuff, fil en dix, and treated every­one. They clinked glasses with the Prus­si­an, who clacked his tongue by way of flat­tery to show that he en­joyed it. And Saint An­thony ex­claimed in his face: “Eh, is not that su­per­fine? You don’t get any­thing like that in your home, pig!”

			From that time Fath­er An­thony nev­er went out without his Prus­si­an. He had got what he wanted. This was his ven­geance, the ven­geance of an old hum­bug. And the whole coun­tryside, which was in ter­ror, laughed to split its sides at Saint An­thony’s joke. Truly, there was no one like him when it came to hu­mour. No one but he would have thought of a thing like that. He was a born joker!

			He went to see his neigh­bours every day, arm in arm with his Ger­man, whom he in­tro­duced in a jovi­al man­ner, tap­ping him on the shoulder: “See, here is my pig; look and see if he is not grow­ing fat, the an­im­al!”

			And the peas­ants would beam with smiles. “He is so com­ic­al, that fel­low, Ant­oine!”

			“I will sell him to you, Cé­saire, for thirty francs.”

			“I will take him, Ant­oine, and I in­vite you to eat some black pud­ding.”

			“What I want is his feet.”

			“Feel his belly; you will see that it is all fat.”

			And they all winked at each oth­er, but dared not laugh too loud, for fear the Prus­si­an might fi­nally sus­pect they were laugh­ing at him. An­thony, alone grow­ing bolder every day, pinched his thighs, ex­claim­ing, “Noth­ing but fat”; tapped his hips, shout­ing, “That is all ba­con”; lif­ted him up in his arms like those of an old Co­los­sus who could have lif­ted an an­vil, de­clar­ing, “He weighs six hun­dred and no waste.”

			He had got in­to the habit of mak­ing people of­fer his “pig” some­thing to eat wherever they went to­geth­er. This was the chief pleas­ure, the great di­ver­sion every day. “Give him whatever you please, he will swal­low everything.” And they offered the man bread and but­ter, pota­toes, cold meat, chit­ter­lings, which caused the re­mark, “Some of your own, and choice ones.”

			The sol­dier, stu­pid and gentle, ate from po­lite­ness, charmed at these at­ten­tions, mak­ing him­self ill rather than re­fuse, and he was ac­tu­ally grow­ing fat and his uni­form be­com­ing tight for him. This de­lighted Saint An­thony, who said: “You know, my pig, that we shall have to have an­oth­er cage made for you.”

			They had, how­ever, be­come the best friends in the world, and when the old fel­low went to at­tend to his busi­ness in the neigh­bour­hood the Prus­si­an ac­com­pan­ied him for the simple pleas­ure of be­ing with him.

			The weath­er was severe; it was freez­ing hard. The ter­rible winter of 1870 seemed to bring all the plagues upon France at the same time.

			Fath­er Ant­oine, who made pro­vi­sion be­fore­hand, and took ad­vant­age of every op­por­tun­ity, fore­see­ing that ma­nure would be scarce for the spring farm­ing, bought from a neigh­bour who happened to be in need of money all that he had, and it was agreed that he should go every even­ing with his cart to get a load.

			So every day at twi­light he set out for the farm of Haules, half a league dis­tant, al­ways ac­com­pan­ied by his “pig.” And each time it was great fun to feed the an­im­al. All the neigh­bours ran over there as they would go to High Mass on Sunday.

			But the sol­dier began to sus­pect some­thing, and when they laughed too loud he would roll his eyes un­eas­ily, and some­times they lighted up with an­ger.

			One even­ing when he had eaten his fill he re­fused to swal­low an­oth­er morsel, and at­temp­ted to rise to leave the table. But Saint An­thony stopped him by a turn of the wrist and, pla­cing his two power­ful hands on his shoulders, he sat him down again so roughly that the chair smashed un­der him.

			A wild burst of laughter broke forth, and An­thony, beam­ing, picked up his pig, ac­ted as though he were dress­ing his wounds, and ex­claimed: “Since you will not eat, you shall drink, nom de Dieu!” And they went to the tav­ern to get some brandy.

			The sol­dier rolled his wicked eyes, but he drank, nev­er­the­less; he drank as long as they wanted him, and Saint An­thony kept up with him, to the great de­light of his com­pan­ions.

			The Nor­man, red as a to­mato, his eyes ablaze, filled up the glasses and clinked, say­ing: “Here’s to you!” And the Prus­si­an, without speak­ing a word, poured down one after an­oth­er glass­fuls of cognac.

			It was a con­test, a battle, a re­venge! Who would drink the most, by God! They could neither of them stand any more when the bottle was emp­tied. But neither was conquered. They had tied, that was all. They would have to be­gin again the next day.

			They went out stag­ger­ing and star­ted for home, walk­ing be­side the dung-cart, which was drawn along slowly by two horses.

			Snow began to fall and the moon­less night was sadly lighted by this dead white­ness on the plain. The men began to feel the cold, and this ag­grav­ated their in­tox­ic­a­tion. Saint An­thony, an­noyed at not be­ing the vic­tor, amused him­self by shov­ing his com­pan­ion so as to make him fall over in­to the ditch. The oth­er would dodge back­wards, and each time he did he uttered some Ger­man ex­pres­sion in an angry tone, which made the peas­ant roar with laughter. Fi­nally the Prus­si­an lost his tem­per, and just as An­thony was rolling to­wards him he re­spon­ded with such a ter­rif­ic blow with his fist that the co­los­sus staggered.

			Then, ex­cited by the brandy, the old man seized the young one round the waist, shook him for a few mo­ments as he would have done with a little child, and pitched him at ran­dom to the oth­er side of the road. Then, sat­is­fied with this piece of work, he crossed his arms and began to laugh afresh.

			But the sol­dier picked him­self up quickly, his head bare, his hel­met hav­ing rolled off, and draw­ing his sword he rushed over to Fath­er An­thony.

			When he saw him com­ing the peas­ant seized his whip by the top of the handle, his big hol­ly­wood whip, straight, strong and supple as the sinew of an ox.

			The Prus­si­an ap­proached, his head down, mak­ing a lunge with his sword, sure of killing his ad­versary. But the old fel­low, squarely hit­ting the blade, the point of which would have pierced his stom­ach, turned it aside, and with the butt end of the whip struck the sol­dier a sharp blow on the temple and he fell to the ground.

			Then he gazed aghast, stu­pefied with amazement, at the body, twitch­ing con­vuls­ively at first and then ly­ing prone and mo­tion­less. He bent over it, turned it on its back, and gazed at it for some time. The man’s eyes were closed, and blood trickled from a wound at the side of his fore­head. Al­though it was night, Fath­er An­thony could dis­tin­guish the blood­stain on the white snow.

			He re­mained there, at his wit’s end, while his cart con­tin­ued slowly on its way.

			What was he to do? He would be shot! They would burn his farm, ru­in his dis­trict! What should he do? What should he do? How could he hide the body, con­ceal the fact of his death, de­ceive the Prus­si­ans? He heard voices in the dis­tance, amid the ut­ter still­ness of the snow. All at once he roused him­self, and pick­ing up the hel­met he placed it on his vic­tim’s head. Then, seiz­ing him round the body, he lif­ted him up in his arms, and thus run­ning with him, he over­took his team, and threw the body on top of the ma­nure. Once in his own house he would think up some plan.

			He walked slowly, rack­ing his brain, but without res­ult. He saw, he felt, that he was lost. He entered his court­yard. A light was shin­ing in one of the at­tic win­dows; his ser­vant was not asleep. He hast­ily backed his wag­on to the edge of the ma­nure hol­low. He thought that by over­turn­ing the ma­nure the body ly­ing on top of it would fall in­to the ditch and be bur­ied be­neath it, and he dumped the cart.

			As he had fore­seen, the man was bur­ied be­neath the ma­nure. An­thony evened it down with his fork, which he stuck in the ground be­side it. He called his sta­ble­man, told him to put up the horses, and went to his room.

			He went to bed, still think­ing of what he had best do, but no ideas came to him. His ap­pre­hen­sion in­creased in the quiet of his room. They would shoot him! He was bathed in per­spir­a­tion from fear, his teeth chattered, he rose shiv­er­ing, not be­ing able to stay in bed.

			He went down­stairs to the kit­chen, took the bottle of brandy from the side­board and car­ried it up­stairs. He drank two large glasses, one after an­oth­er, adding a fresh in­tox­ic­a­tion to the late one, without quiet­ing his men­tal an­guish. He had done a pretty stroke of work, by God! Idi­ot that he was!

			He paced up and down, try­ing to think of some stratagem, some ex­plan­a­tions, some cun­ning trick, and from time to time he rinsed his mouth with a swal­low of fil en dix to give him cour­age.

			But no ideas came to him, not one.

			To­wards mid­night his watch dog, a kind of half wolf called “Dé­vor­ant,” began to howl frantic­ally. Fath­er An­thony shuddered to the mar­row of his bones, and each time the beast began his long and lugubri­ous wail the old man’s skin turned to goose­flesh.

			He had sunk in­to a chair, his legs weak, stu­pefied, done up, wait­ing anxiously for Dé­vor­ant to set up an­oth­er howl, and start­ing con­vuls­ively from nervous­ness caused by ter­ror.

			The clock down­stairs struck five. The dog was still howl­ing. The peas­ant was al­most in­sane. He rose to go and let the dog loose, so that he should not hear him. He went down­stairs, opened the hall door, and stepped out in­to the dark­ness. The snow was still fall­ing. The earth was all white, the farm build­ings stand­ing out like black patches. He ap­proached the ken­nel. The dog was drag­ging at his chain. He un­fastened it. Dé­vor­ant gave a bound, then stopped short, his hair brist­ling, his legs ri­gid, his muzzle in the air, his nose poin­ted to­wards the ma­nure heap.

			Saint An­thony, trem­bling from head to foot, faltered:

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, you dirty hound?” and he walked a few steps for­ward, gaz­ing at the in­dis­tinct out­lines, the sombre shad­ow of the court­yard.

			Then he saw a form, the form of a man sit­ting on the ma­nure heap!

			He gazed at it, para­lyzed by fear, and breath­ing hard. But all at once he saw, close by, the handle of the ma­nure fork which was stick­ing in the ground. He snatched it up and in one of those trans­ports of fear that will make the greatest cow­ard brave he rushed for­ward to see what it was.

			It was he, his Prus­si­an, come to life, covered with filth from his bed of ma­nure, which had kept him warm. He had sat down mech­an­ic­ally, and re­mained there in the snow which sprinkled down, all covered with dirt and blood as he was, and still stu­pid from drink­ing, dazed by the blow and ex­hausted from his wound.

			He per­ceived An­thony, and too sod­den to un­der­stand any­thing, he made an at­tempt to rise. But the mo­ment the old man re­cog­nized him, he foamed with rage like a wild an­im­al.

			“Ah, pig! pig!” he sputtered. “You are not dead! You are go­ing to de­nounce me now—wait—wait!”

			And rush­ing on the Ger­man with all the strength of his arms he flung the raised fork like a lance and bur­ied the four prongs full length in his breast.

			The sol­dier fell over on his back, ut­ter­ing a long death moan, while the old peas­ant, draw­ing the fork out of his breast, plunged it over and over again in­to his ab­do­men, his stom­ach, his throat, like a mad­man, pier­cing the body from head to foot, as it still quivered, and the blood gushed out in streams.

			Fi­nally he stopped, ex­hausted by the vi­ol­ence of his la­bours, swal­low­ing great mouth­fuls of air, calmed down by the com­ple­tion of the murder.

			As the cocks were be­gin­ning to crow in the poultry yard and it was near day­break, he set to work to bury the man.

			He dug a hole in the ma­nure till he reached the earth, dug down fur­ther, work­ing wildly, in a frenzy of strength with frantic mo­tions of his arms and body.

			When the pit was deep enough he rolled the corpse in­to it with the fork, covered it with earth, which he stamped down for some time, and then put back the ma­nure, and he smiled as he saw the thick snow fin­ish­ing his work and cov­er­ing up its traces with a white sheet.

			He then stuck the fork in the ma­nure and went in­to the house. His bottle, still half full of brandy, stood on the table. He emp­tied it at a draught, threw him­self on his bed and slept heav­ily.

			He woke up sober, his mind calm and clear, cap­able of judg­ment and fore­thought.

			At the end of an hour he was go­ing about the coun­try mak­ing in­quir­ies every­where for his sol­dier. He went to see the Prus­si­an of­ficer to find out why they had taken away his man.

			As every­one knew what good friends they were, no one sus­pec­ted him. He even dir­ec­ted the search, de­clar­ing that the Prus­si­an went to see the girls every even­ing.

			An old re­tired gen­darme who had an inn in the next vil­lage, and a pretty daugh­ter, was ar­res­ted and shot.

		
	
		
			An Apparition

			We were speak­ing of se­quest­ra­tion apro­pos of a re­cent law­suit. It was at the close of an even­ing amongst friends, at an old house in the Rue de Gre­nelle, and each of us had a story to tell, a story al­leged to be true. Then, the old Mar­quis de la Tour Samuel, who was eighty-two, rose, and, lean­ing on the man­tel­piece, said, in some­what shaky tones:

			

			“I also know some­thing strange, so strange that it has been an ob­ses­sion all my life. It is now fifty-six years since the in­cid­ent oc­curred, and yet not a month has passed in which I have not seen it again in a dream. The mark, the im­print of fear, if you can un­der­stand me, has re­mained with me ever since that day. For ten minutes I ex­per­i­enced such hor­rible fright that, ever since, a sort of con­stant ter­ror is in my soul. Un­ex­pec­ted noises make me shud­der to the bot­tom of my soul and ob­jects half-seen in the gloom of night in­spire me with a mad de­sire to take flight. In short, at night I am afraid.

			“Ah, no! I would not have ad­mit­ted that be­fore hav­ing reached my present age! Now I can say any­thing. At eighty-two years of age, I do not feel com­pelled to be brave in the pres­ence of ima­gin­ary dangers. I have nev­er re­ceded be­fore real danger.

			“The af­fair up­set me so com­pletely, and caused me such deep and mys­ter­i­ous and ter­rible dis­tress, that I nev­er spoke of it to any­one. I have kept it down in the depths of my be­ing, in those depths where pain­ful secrets are kept, the shame­ful secrets and all the un­con­fessed weak­nesses of our lives. I will now tell it to you ex­actly as it happened, without any at­tempt at ex­plan­a­tion. There is no doubt it can be ex­plained, un­less I was mad at the time. But I was not mad, and I will prove it. You may think what you like. Here are the simple facts:

			“It was in 1827, in the month of Ju­ly. I was sta­tioned at Rouen. One day, as I was walk­ing along the quay, I met a man whom I thought I re­cog­nized, without be­ing able to re­call ex­actly who he was. In­stinct­ively, I made a move­ment to stop; the stranger per­ceived it, looked at me, and fell in­to my arms.

			“He was a friend of my youth to whom I had been deeply at­tached. For five years I had not seen him, and he seemed to have aged half a cen­tury. His hair was quite white, and he walked with a stoop as though com­pletely worn out. He un­der­stood my sur­prise, and told me his life. A mis­for­tune had shattered it.

			“Hav­ing fallen madly in love with a young girl, he had mar­ried her, but, after a year of su­per­hu­man hap­pi­ness and of pas­sion­ate love, she died sud­denly of heart fail­ure, of love, very prob­ably. He had left his château on the very day of her buri­al and had come to live in his house at Rouen. There he lived, des­per­ate and sol­it­ary, con­sumed by grief, and so miser­able that he thought only of sui­cide.

			“ ‘Now that I have found you again,’ said he, ‘I will ask you to render me an im­port­ant ser­vice, to go to my old home and get for me, from the desk of my bed­room—our bed­room—some pa­pers which I greatly need. I can­not send a ser­vant or a law­yer, as com­plete dis­cre­tion and ab­so­lute si­lence are ne­ces­sary. As for my­self, noth­ing on earth would in­duce me to re-enter that house. I will give you the key of the room, which I my­self locked on leav­ing, and the key of my desk—also a note to my garden­er, telling him to open the château for you. But come and break­fast with me to­mor­row, and we will ar­range all that.’

			“I prom­ised to do him the slight fa­vour he asked. For that mat­ter, it was noth­ing of a trip, his prop­erty be­ing but a few miles dis­tant from Rouen and eas­ily reached in an hour on horse­back.

			“At ten o’clock the fol­low­ing day I was at his house, and we break­fas­ted alone to­geth­er, but he scarcely spoke.

			“He begged me to par­don him; the thought of the vis­it I was about to make to that room, the scene of his dead hap­pi­ness, over­whelmed him, he said. He, in­deed, seemed sin­gu­larly agit­ated and pre­oc­cu­pied, as though some mys­ter­i­ous struggle were tak­ing place in his soul.

			“At last, he ex­plained to me ex­actly what I had to do. It was very simple. I was to take two pack­ages of let­ters and a roll of pa­pers from the first draw­er on the right of the desk of which I had the key. He ad­ded, ‘I need not beg you to re­frain from glan­cing at them.’

			“I was wounded at that re­mark, and told him so some­what sharply. He stammered, ‘For­give me, I suf­fer so,’ and he began to weep.

			“I took leave of him about one o’clock to ac­com­plish my mis­sion.

			“The weath­er was glor­i­ous, and I cantered over the fields, listen­ing to the songs of the larks and the rhyth­mic­al strik­ing of my sword against my boot. Then I entered the forest and walked my horse. Branches of trees caressed my face as I passed, and, now and then, I caught a leaf with my teeth, and chewed it greed­ily, from that sheer joy of liv­ing which in­ex­plic­ably fills one with a sense of tu­mul­tu­ous, im­palp­able hap­pi­ness, a sort of in­tox­ic­a­tion of strength.

			“As I ap­proached the château, I looked in my pock­et for the let­ter I had for the garden­er, and was as­ton­ished at find­ing it sealed. I was so sur­prised and ir­rit­ated that I was about to turn back without hav­ing ful­filled my prom­ise but thought that I should thereby dis­play un­due sus­cept­ib­il­ity. My friend might eas­ily have closed the en­vel­ope without no­ti­cing that he did so, in his troubled state of mind.

			“The man­or seemed to have been aban­doned for twenty years. The gate was open and in such a state of de­cay that one wondered how it stood up­right; the paths were over­grown with grass, and the flower beds were no longer dis­tin­guish­able from the lawn.

			“The noise I made by tap­ping loudly on a shut­ter brought an old man from a side door, who seemed stunned with as­ton­ish­ment at see­ing me. On re­ceiv­ing my let­ter, he read it, re­read it, turned it over and over, looked me up and down, put the pa­per in his pock­et, and fi­nally asked:

			“ ‘Well! what is it you want?’

			“I replied shortly: ‘You ought to know, since you have just read your mas­ter’s or­ders. I wish to enter the château.’

			“He seemed over­come. ‘Then you are go­ing in­to … in­to her room?’

			“I began to lose pa­tience: ‘See here! Do you pro­pose to cross-ex­am­ine me?’

			“He stammered in con­fu­sion: ‘No—sir—but it is be­cause—that is, it has not been opened since—since the—death. If you will be kind enough to wait for five minutes, I will go to—to see if—’

			“I in­ter­rup­ted him, an­grily: ‘Look here, what are you driv­ing at? You can­not enter the room, since I have the key!’

			“He had no more to say. ‘Then, sir, I will show you the way.’

			“ ‘Show me the stair­case and leave me. I’ll find my way without you.’

			“ ‘But—sir—in­deed—’

			“This time I be­came really angry: ‘Now be quiet or you’ll know the reas­on why.’ I pushed him aside, and went in­to the house.

			“I first went through the kit­chen; then two rooms oc­cu­pied by the ser­vant and his wife; next, by a wide hall, I reached the stairs, which I moun­ted, and re­cog­nized the door in­dic­ated by my friend.

			“I eas­ily opened it and entered. The apart­ment was so dark that, at first, I could dis­tin­guish noth­ing. I stopped short, my nos­trils pen­et­rated by the dis­agree­able, mouldy odour of un­oc­cu­pied rooms, of dead rooms. Then, as my eyes slowly be­came ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness, I saw plainly enough, a large and dis­ordered bed­room, the bed without sheets, but still re­tain­ing its mat­tresses and pil­lows, on one of which was a deep im­pres­sion of an el­bow or a head, as though someone had re­cently res­ted there.

			“The chairs all seemed out of place. I no­ticed that a door, doubt­less that of a closet, had re­mained half open.

			“I first went to the win­dow, which I opened to let in the light; but the fasten­ings of the shut­ters had grown so rusty that I could not move them. I even tried to break them with my sword, but without suc­cess. As I was grow­ing ir­rit­ated over my use­less ef­forts, and could now see fairly well in the semi-ob­scur­ity, I re­nounced the idea of get­ting more light and went over to the writ­ing-table.

			“I sat down in an arm­chair, let down the lid of the desk and opened the draw­er that had been in­dic­ated. It was full to the top. I needed only three pack­ages, which I knew how to re­cog­nize, and began search­ing for them.

			“I was strain­ing my eyes in the ef­fort to read the su­per­scrip­tions, when I seemed to hear, or rather feel, some­thing rustle be­hind me. I paid no at­ten­tion, be­liev­ing that a draught from the win­dow was mov­ing some drapery. But, in a minute or so, an­oth­er move­ment, al­most im­per­cept­ible, sent a strangely dis­agree­able little shiver over my skin. It was so stu­pid to be af­fected, even slightly, that self-re­spect pre­ven­ted my turn­ing around. I had then found the second pack­et I needed and was about to lay my hand on the third when a long and pain­ful sigh, uttered just over my shoulder, made me bound like a mad­man from my seat and land sev­er­al feet away. As I jumped I had turned about, my hand on the hilt of my sword, and, truly, had I not felt it at my side, I should have taken to my heels like a cow­ard.

			“A tall wo­man, dressed in white, stood gaz­ing at me from the back of the chair where I had been sit­ting an in­stant be­fore.

			“Such a shud­der ran through all my limbs that I nearly fell back­ward. No one can un­der­stand un­less he has felt it, that fright­ful, un­reas­on­ing ter­ror! The mind be­comes vague; the heart ceases to beat; the en­tire body grows as limp as a sponge, as if one’s life were ebbing away.

			“I do not be­lieve in ghosts, nev­er­the­less I com­pletely gave way to a hideous fear of the dead; and I suffered more in those few mo­ments than in all the rest of my life, from the ir­res­ist­ible an­guish of su­per­nat­ur­al fright. If she had not spoken, I should have died, per­haps! But she spoke, she spoke in a sweet, sad voice, that set my nerves vi­brat­ing. I dare not say that I be­came mas­ter of my­self and re­covered my reas­on. No! I was so frightened that I scarcely knew what I was do­ing; but a cer­tain in­nate pride, a rem­nant of sol­dierly in­stinct, made me, al­most in spite of my­self, main­tain a cred­it­able coun­ten­ance. I was pos­ing to my­self, I sup­pose, and to her, who­ever she was, wo­man or ghost. Af­ter­wards I real­ized all this, for I as­sure you that, at the time of the ap­par­i­tion, I thought of noth­ing. I was afraid.

			“She said: ‘Oh! sir, you can render me a great ser­vice.’

			“I tried to reply, but it was im­possible for me to pro­nounce a word. Only a vague sound came from my throat.

			“She con­tin­ued: ‘Will you? You can save me, cure me. I suf­fer fright­fully. I suf­fer, oh! how I suf­fer!’ and she slowly seated her­self in my arm­chair.

			“ ‘Will you?’ she said, look­ing at me.

			“I replied ‘Yes’ by a nod, my voice still be­ing para­lysed.

			“Then she held out to me a tor­toise­shell comb, and mur­mured:

			“ ‘Comb my hair, oh! comb my hair; that will cure me; it must be combed. Look at my head—how I suf­fer; and my hair hurts me so!’

			“Her hair, un­bound, very long and very black, it seemed to me, hung over the back of the chair and touched the floor.

			“Why did I re­ceive that comb with a shud­der, and why did I take in my hands the long, black hair which gave to my skin a grue­some, cold sen­sa­tion, as though I were hand­ling snakes? I can­not tell.

			“That sen­sa­tion has re­mained in my fin­gers and I still tremble when I think of it.

			“I combed her hair. I handled, I know not how, those icy locks. I twis­ted, knot­ted, and loosened them. She sighed and bowed her head, seem­ing to be happy. Sud­denly she said: ‘Thank you!’ snatched the comb from my hands, and fled by the door that I had no­ticed ajar.

			“Left alone, I ex­per­i­enced for sev­er­al seconds the frightened agit­a­tion of one who awakens from a night­mare. At length I re­gained my full senses; I ran to the win­dow, and with a mighty ef­fort burst open the shut­ters, let­ting a flood of light in­to the room. Im­me­di­ately I sprang to the door by which she had de­par­ted. I found it closed and im­mov­able!

			“Then a mad de­sire to flee came on me like a pan­ic, the pan­ic which sol­diers know in battle. I seized the three pack­ets of let­ters on the open desk; ran from the room, dashed down the stairs four steps at a time, found my­self out­side, I know not how, and see­ing my horse a few steps off, leaped in­to the saddle and gal­loped away.

			“I stopped only when I reached Rouen and my own house. Throw­ing the bridle to my or­derly, I fled to my room, where I shut my­self in to think.

			“For an hour I anxiously wondered wheth­er I had not been the vic­tim of a hal­lu­cin­a­tion. Surely I had had one of those in­com­pre­hens­ible nervous shocks, one of those men­tal frights which give rise to mir­acles, to which the Su­per­nat­ur­al owes its power.

			“I was about to be­lieve I had seen a vis­ion, had a hal­lu­cin­a­tion, when I ap­proached the win­dow. My eyes fell, by chance, upon my breast. My mil­it­ary cape was covered with hairs; the long hairs of a wo­man, which had got caught in the but­tons! One by one, with trem­bling fin­gers, I plucked them off and threw them away.

			“I then called my or­derly. I was too dis­turbed, too up­set to go and see my friend that day, and I also wished to re­flect more fully upon what I ought to tell him. I sent him his let­ters, for which he gave the sol­dier a re­ceipt. He asked after me most par­tic­u­larly. He was told I was ill, that I had had sun­stroke or some­thing. He seemed to be ex­ceed­ingly anxious. Next morn­ing at dawn I went to him, de­term­ined to tell him the truth. He had gone out the even­ing be­fore and had not yet re­turned. I called again dur­ing the day; my friend was still ab­sent. I waited for a week. He did not ap­pear. Then I no­ti­fied the au­thor­it­ies. A search was in­sti­tuted, but not the slight­est trace of his where­abouts or man­ner of dis­ap­pear­ance was dis­covered.

			“A minute in­spec­tion was made of the aban­doned château. Noth­ing of a sus­pi­cious char­ac­ter was dis­covered. There was no in­dic­a­tion that a wo­man had been con­cealed there.

			“The in­quiry led to noth­ing, and the search was stopped, and for fifty-six years I have heard noth­ing; I know no more than be­fore.”

		
	
		
			Walter Schnaffs’ Adventure

			Since his en­trance in­to France, with the army of the in­va­sion, Wal­ter Schnaffs judged him­self the most un­for­tu­nate of men. He was stout, walked with dif­fi­culty, puffed much, and suffered fright­fully with his feet, which were very broad and fat. Out­wardly, he seemed peace­ful and be­ne­vol­ent, neither brave nor bloodthirsty, the fath­er of four chil­dren whom he ad­ored, and mar­ried to a young, blond wo­man whose caresses and cares and ten­der­ness he des­per­ately re­gret­ted every even­ing. He loved to rise late and go to bed early, to eat slowly of good things and drink beer in cafés. He felt that all that was sweet in ex­ist­ence dis­ap­peared with this life; and he had at heart a ter­rible fear and hatred, both in­stinct­ive and reas­on­able, of can­nons, guns, re­volvers, and swords, and es­pe­cially of bay­on­ets, feel­ing him­self in­cap­able of man­euv­er­ing rap­idly enough to de­fend his great body with such a weapon.

			And, when night had come and he had lain down to sleep upon the earth, wrapped in his blanket by the side of his com­rades, who were snor­ing, he thought long of his home, left be­hind him in Ger­many, and of the dangers sown all along the route. “If I should be killed what would be­come of the little ones?” he thought. “Who would feed them and bring them up?” At that very mo­ment they were not rich, in spite of the debts he had con­trac­ted be­fore he star­ted, in or­der to leave them a little money. And some­times Wal­ter Schnaffs wept.

			At the be­gin­ning of a battle he felt his knees grow­ing so weak that he would have fallen had he not known that the whole army would pass over his body. The whist­ling of the bul­lets made his hair stand on end. For some months he lived thus, in ter­ror and in an­guish.

			His army corps was ad­van­cing to­ward Nor­mandy. One day he was sent out to re­con­noitre with a small de­tach­ment which was simply to ex­plore a part of the coun­try and re­port im­me­di­ately. All seemed calm in the coun­try; noth­ing in­dic­ated a pre­pared res­ist­ance.

			The Prus­si­ans were des­cend­ing quietly in­to a little val­ley di­vided by deep rav­ines, when a vi­ol­ent fu­sil­lade stopped them short, lay­ing low one in twenty of their men; and a com­pany of sharp­shoot­ers, com­ing out sud­denly from a little wood, plunged for­ward with their bay­on­ets fixed.

			Wal­ter Schnaffs re­mained mo­tion­less at first, so sur­prised and dis­mayed that he did not even think of flee­ing. Then a fool­ish de­sire to run away seized him; but he thought im­me­di­ately that he could run only like a tor­toise in com­par­is­on with the thin French­men, who were com­ing on in leaps and bounds, like a troop of goats. Then, per­ceiv­ing but six steps be­fore him a large ditch full of brush­wood covered with dead leaves, he jumped in with both feet, without even think­ing how deep it was, as one might jump from a bridge in­to a river. He went like a dart, through a thick lay­er of creep­ers and sharp twigs, which tore his face and hands as he fell, and found him­self seated heav­ily on a bed of stones. Rais­ing his eyes, he could see the sky through the hole that he had made. This hole might lead to his dis­cov­ery, and he dragged him­self along cau­tiously, on all fours, at the bot­tom of this ditch, un­der a roof of en­laced branches, go­ing with all speed pos­sible as far as he could from the com­bat. Then he stopped and seated him­self, crouch­ing like a hare in the midst of the tall dry grass.

			For some time longer he heard the re­ports of the guns and the cries of the wounded, then the clam­our of the struggle grew feebler and fi­nally ceased. All be­came still and calm.

			Sud­denly some­thing moved near him. He had a fear­ful shock. It was a little bird, which, stand­ing upon a branch, had shaken the dry leaves. For nearly an hour, the man’s heart beat with heavy, rap­id strokes.

			Night came on, filling the rav­ine with shad­ows. The sol­dier began to think. What was he go­ing to do? What would be­come of him? Should he re­join his re­gi­ment? But how? But how? And where? Was it ne­ces­sary to be­gin over again the life of an­guish, of fear, of fa­tigue and suf­fer­ing that he had led since the be­gin­ning of the war? No! He would nev­er have the cour­age. He would nev­er have the en­ergy ne­ces­sary to sup­port the marches and con­front the dangers of each minute.

			But what was to be done? He could not re­main in this rav­ine and con­ceal him­self there un­til the end of hos­til­it­ies. Cer­tainly not. If he were not ob­liged to eat, this pro­spect might not have de­terred him; but he must eat and eat every day.

			Thus he found him­self alone, un­der arms, in uni­form, in the en­emy’s ter­rit­ory, far from those able to de­fend him. Cold shivers ran through his body. Sud­denly he thought: “If only I were a pris­on­er!” And his heart trembled with the de­sire, a vi­ol­ent, im­mod­er­ate de­sire to be made pris­on­er by the French. He would be safely lodged and fed, un­der shel­ter from bul­lets and swords, without pos­sible ap­pre­hen­sion, in a good pris­on well guarded. A pris­on­er! What a dream!

			His res­ol­u­tion was made im­me­di­ately: “I will go and give my­self up as a pris­on­er.” He got up re­solved to ex­ecute his pro­ject without a minute’s delay. But he re­mained there, sud­denly as­sailed by cow­ardly re­flec­tions and new fears.

			Where should he go to give him­self up? And how? On which side? And fright­ful im­ages of death in­vaded his soul. He might run some ter­rible dangers in ven­tur­ing out alone through the coun­try in his met­al-poin­ted hel­met. If he should meet some coun­try people? These peas­ants, see­ing a Prus­si­an sol­dier lost, a de­fence­less Prus­si­an, would kill him like a stray dog! They would murder him, with their forks, their pick­axes, their scythes, their shovels! They would re­duce him to pulp and make mince­meat of him with the sav­agery of ex­as­per­ated con­quer­ors.

			And if he should meet some sharp­shoot­ers? These mad­men, without law or dis­cip­line, would shoot him to amuse them­selves, to pass away an hour, for the fun of see­ing his face. And he could already ima­gine him­self against a wall, fa­cing a dozen gun bar­rels, whose little round, black holes seemed to be look­ing at him.

			And if he should meet the French army? The ad­vance guard would take him for a spy, for some brave and hardy rogue of a troop­er sent out alone to re­con­noitre, and would shoot him down at once. And he could already hear the ir­reg­u­lar re­ports of the guns of sol­diers con­cealed in the woods, while he, stand­ing in the middle of a field, would be riddled with bul­lets like a strain­er, and he could feel them en­ter­ing his flesh. He sat down again in des­pair. His situ­ation ap­peared to be hope­less.

			Night had now come, night still and dark. He no longer moved and star­ted at every un­known and slight noise which passed in the shad­ows. A rab­bit, bob­bing up and down on the edge of his bur­row, al­most put Wal­ter Schnaffs to flight. The cries of the screech-owl tore his soul, rend­ing it with sud­den fear, as pain­ful as wounds. He stared with his big eyes, try­ing to pen­et­rate the shad­ows; and he ima­gined every mo­ment that he heard someone walk­ing near him.

			After in­ter­min­able hours and the an­guish of the damned, he per­ceived through his ceil­ing of branches that the sky was be­com­ing bright. Then im­mense re­lief came to him; his mem­bers re­laxed in sud­den re­pose; his heart was easy; his eyes closed. He fell asleep.

			When he awoke, the sun seemed to him to be nearly in the middle of the sky; it should, there­fore, be mid­day. No noise troubled the dull peace of the fields; and Wal­ter Schnaffs per­ceived that he was seized with acute hun­ger. He yawned, his mouth wa­ter­ing at the thought of saus­age, the good mil­it­ary saus­age, and he got a pain in his stom­ach.

			He stood up, took some steps, felt that his legs were feeble, and sat down again to think. For three or four hours more he ar­gued for and against, chan­ging his mind every mo­ment, un­happy, drawn this way and that by the most con­tra­dict­ory ar­gu­ments.

			One idea seemed to him lo­gic­al and prac­tic­al: that was to watch un­til some vil­la­ger passed, alone, without arms or dan­ger­ous tools, to run up to him and de­liv­er him­self in­to his hands, mak­ing him un­der­stand that he was giv­ing him­self up. Then he re­moved his hel­met, the point of which might be­tray him, and put his head out of his hole with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions.

			No single hu­man be­ing was in sight. Down there, to the right, a little vil­lage sent to the sky the smoke from its roofs, the smoke from its kit­chens! To the left, he per­ceived at the end of an av­en­ue of trees, a great castle flanked with tur­rets. He waited un­til even­ing, suf­fer­ing fright­fully, see­ing noth­ing but flocks of crows, and hear­ing noth­ing but the dull rum­bling of his stom­ach.

			Again the night fell upon him. He stretched him­self out at the bot­tom of his re­treat and fell in­to a fe­ver­ish sleep, haunted by night­mares, the sleep of a fam­ished man. The dawn again rose upon him. He again set him­self to watch, but the coun­tryside was as empty as the day be­fore. And a new fear entered the mind of Wal­ter Schnaffs—the fear of dy­ing of hun­ger. He saw him­self stretched at the bot­tom of that hole, on his back, his eyes closed. Then some an­im­als, small an­im­als of every sort, would come and be­gin to eat his dead body, at­tack­ing him every­where sim­ul­tan­eously, slip­ping in un­der his gar­ments to bite his cold flesh. And a great raven would pick his eyes out with its sharp beak.

			Then he be­came mad, ima­gin­ing that he was swoon­ing from weak­ness and could no longer walk. And he pre­pared to start to­ward the vil­lage, re­solved to dare all, to defy all; but he per­ceived three peas­ants go­ing to the fields with their forks on their shoulders, and he plunged back in­to his hid­ing-place.

			When even­ing darkened the plain again, he got out slowly from the ditch, and star­ted on the way, crouch­ing, fear­ful, his heart beat­ing, to­wards the far-off castle, pre­fer­ring to enter that rather than the vil­lage, which seemed to him as dan­ger­ous as a den of ti­gers.

			The lower win­dows were bril­liantly lighted, one of them be­ing open; and a strong odour of food, cooked food, came from it, en­ter­ing Wal­ter Schnaffs’ nos­trils and pen­et­rat­ing to the depths of his body, caus­ing his body to be­come tense and his breath to come in gasps. It drew him ir­res­ist­ibly, in­spir­ing his heart with des­per­ate au­da­city. And sud­denly, without think­ing, he ap­peared at the win­dow with his hel­met on his head.

			Eight ser­vants were din­ing around a big table. Sud­denly a maid sat still with her mouth open, let­ting her glass fall, her eyes star­ing. Then, every glance fol­lowed hers.

			They per­ceived the en­emy! My God! The Prus­si­ans are at­tack­ing the castle!

			At first this was a single cry, made up of eight cries in eight dif­fer­ent tones, a cry of hor­rible fear, then there was a tu­mul­tu­ous mov­ing, a hust­ling, a mel­ee, a gen­er­al flight for the farthest door. Chairs fell, men knocked over the wo­men to get ahead of them. In two seconds the room was empty, aban­doned, with a table covered with eat­ables in front of Wal­ter Schnaffs, who stood still in amazement out­side the win­dow.

			After some mo­ments of hes­it­a­tion, he jumped over the win­dowsill, and ad­vanced to­wards the plates. His keen hun­ger made him tremble like one in a fever; but ter­ror still held him and para­lyzed him. He listened. The whole house seemed to tremble; doors opened and shut, and rap­id steps soun­ded on the floor above. The un­easy Prus­si­an strained his ears to catch these con­fused noises; then he heard heavy sounds as if bod­ies were fall­ing in the soft earth at the foot of the walls, hu­man bod­ies jump­ing from the first story.

			Then all move­ment, all agit­a­tion ceased, and the great castle be­came si­lent as a tomb.

			Wal­ter Schnaffs seated him­self be­fore a plate still in­tact, and began to eat. He ate with great mouth­fuls as if he feared be­ing in­ter­rup­ted too soon, be­fore he had de­voured enough. He threw the pieces with both hands in­to his mouth, opened like a trap; huge pieces of food des­cen­ded in­to his stom­ach, one after the oth­er, strain­ing his throat in passing. Some­times he in­ter­rup­ted him­self, feel­ing ready to burst, like an over­filled pipe. He took the cider pitch­er and poured its con­tents down his throat, as one washes out a stopped-up con­duit.

			He emp­tied all the plates, all the dishes, and all the bottles; then, full of li­quid and eat­ables, be­sot­ted, red, shak­ing with hic­cups, his mouth greasy, his mind troubled, he un­buttoned his uni­form in or­der to breathe, in­cap­able of tak­ing an­oth­er step. His eyes closed, his ideas be­came vague; he dropped his heavy head in his crossed arms on the table, and sweetly lost all con­scious­ness of his sur­round­ings.

			

			The wan­ing cres­cent lighted the ho­ri­zon vaguely through the trees of the park. It was the cold hour which pre­cedes the day. Some­times a ray of the moon glittered like a point of steel among the shad­ows of the thick­et.

			The quiet castle ap­peared like a great, black sil­hou­ette against the clear sky. Two win­dows alone on the ground floor were still bril­liantly lighted. Sud­denly, a voice of thun­der cried:

			“For­ward! To the as­sault! Come on, boys!”

			Then, in an in­stant, the doors, shut­ters, even the win­dows, were broken down by the rush of men who dashed for­ward, break­ing and over­turn­ing all in their way, in­vad­ing the house. In an in­stant, fifty men, armed to the teeth, bounded in­to the kit­chen where Wal­ter Schnaffs was peace­fully sleep­ing; and, present­ing to his breast their loaded guns, they seized him, rolled him over, threw him down, and bound him hand and foot.

			He was breath­less with as­ton­ish­ment, too dazed to un­der­stand, beaten, battered and mad with ter­ror.

			Sud­denly a fat mil­it­ary-look­ing man, covered with gold lace, planted his foot upon his body, call­ing out vo­ci­fer­ously:

			“You are my pris­on­er! Sur­render!”

			The Prus­si­an un­der­stood only the single word “pris­on­er,” and groaned: “Ja, ja, ja!”

			He was taken up, bound to a chair, and ex­amined with a lively curi­os­ity by his con­quer­ors, who were puff­ing like por­poises. Many of them sat down, over­come by emo­tion and fa­tigue.

			He smiled; he could smile now, sure at last of be­ing a pris­on­er!

			An of­ficer entered and an­nounced:

			“Col­on­el, the en­emy is put to flight. Many of them ap­pear to have been wounded. We are now mas­ters of the place.”

			The fat of­ficer, wip­ing his brow, shouted: “Vic­tory!” And, draw­ing a little note­book from his pock­et, he wrote:

			
				“After a des­per­ate struggle, the Prus­si­ans had to beat a re­treat, tak­ing their dead and wounded with them, es­tim­ated at about fifty men. Sev­er­al re­main in our hands.”

			

			The young of­ficer in­quired: “Col­on­el, what meas­ures are to be taken?”

			The col­on­el replied: “We shall fall back in or­der to avoid a re­sump­tion of the of­fens­ive with ar­til­lery and su­per­i­or forces.” And he gave the or­der to de­part.

			The column re­formed in the shad­ow un­der the wall of the castle, and set off, sur­round­ing, with great care, Wal­ter Schnaffs, bound, and guarded by six war­ri­ors with re­volvers in hand. Scouts were sent out to re­con­noitre the route. They ad­vanced with great care, halt­ing from time to time. At day­light, they ar­rived at the Sub­pre­fect’s, in La Roche-Oysel, whose na­tion­al guard had ac­com­plished this feat of arms.

			The people of the town, anxious and ex­cited, awaited them. When they saw the pris­on­er’s hel­met fear­ful shouts arose. Wo­men lif­ted up their hands, old people wept, a grand­fath­er threw his crutch at the Prus­si­an and wounded the nose of one of his guards. The col­on­el shouted: “Look out for the safety of the pris­on­er!”

			Fi­nally, they came to the town hall. The pris­on was opened, and Wal­ter Schnaffs was thrown in, freed from his fet­ters. Two hun­dred men, in arms, moun­ted guard on the build­ing.

			Then, in spite of the symp­toms of in­di­ges­tion which had been troub­ling him for some time, the Prus­si­an, mad with joy, began to dance, to dance madly, rais­ing his arms and legs and ut­ter­ing fren­zied cries, un­til he fell ex­hausted against the wall. He was a pris­on­er! He was saved.

			

			And thus it was that the castle of Cham­pig­net was re­taken from the en­emy after only six hours of oc­cu­pa­tion.

			Col­on­el Rati­er, cloth mer­chant, who ac­com­plished this feat at the head of the Na­tion­al Guards of La Roche-Oysel, was dec­or­ated for it.

		
	
		
			Queen Hortense

			They called her Queen Hortense in Ar­gen­teuil. No one ever knew why. Per­haps be­cause she spoke firmly, like an of­ficer giv­ing or­ders. Per­haps be­cause she was large, bony, and im­per­i­ous. Per­haps be­cause she gov­erned a mul­ti­tude of do­mest­ic an­im­als, hens, dogs, cats, ca­nar­ies, and par­rots—those an­im­als so dear to old maids. But she neither spoiled these fa­mil­i­ar sub­jects, nor ad­dressed them with lov­ing words, those tender pu­er­il­it­ies which seem to slip from the lips of a wo­man to the vel­vety coat of a purring cat. She gov­erned her beasts with au­thor­ity. She ruled.

			She was an old maid, one of those old maids with harsh voice, and awk­ward ges­ture, whose soul seems hard. She had al­ways had young ser­vants, be­cause youth more eas­ily ad­apts it­self to strong wills. She nev­er al­lowed con­tra­dic­tion from any per­son, nor ar­gu­ment, nor would she tol­er­ate hes­it­a­tion, or in­dif­fer­ence, or idle­ness, or fa­tigue. No one ever heard her com­plain, or re­gret what was, or envy oth­ers. “To each one his share,” she would say, with fa­tal­ist­ic con­vic­tion. She nev­er went to church, cared noth­ing for the priests, scarcely be­lieved in God, and called all re­li­gious things “stuff for mourn­ers.”

			For thirty years she had lived in her little house, with its tiny garden in front, ex­tend­ing along the street, nev­er modi­fy­ing her way of liv­ing, chan­ging only her maids, and that mer­ci­lessly, when they be­came twenty-one years old.

			She re­placed, without tears and without re­grets, her dogs or cats or birds, when they died of old age, or by ac­ci­dent, and she bur­ied the dead an­im­als in a flower­bed, heap­ing the earth above them with a small spade and tread­ing it down with per­fect in­dif­fer­ence.

			She had in the town a few ac­quaint­ances, the fam­il­ies of clerks, whose men trav­elled to Par­is every day. From time to time, they would in­vite her to spend the even­ing and drink a cup of tea with them. She in­ev­it­ably fell asleep on these oc­ca­sions, and they were ob­liged to wake her up so that she could go home. She nev­er al­lowed any­one to ac­com­pany her, hav­ing no fear by night or day. She seemed to have no love for chil­dren.

			She oc­cu­pied her time with a thou­sand mas­cu­line cares, car­pentry, garden­ing, cut­ting or saw­ing wood, re­pair­ing her old house, even do­ing ma­son’s work when it was ne­ces­sary.

			She had some re­l­at­ives who came to see her twice a year. Her two sis­ters, Ma­dame Cimme and Ma­dame Colum­bel, were mar­ried, one to an herb­al­ist, the oth­er to a man with small private means. Ma­dame Cimme had no chil­dren; Ma­dame Colum­bel had three: Henri, Pau­line, and Joseph. Henri was twenty-one, Pau­line, sev­en­teen, and Joseph only three, hav­ing come when one would have thought the moth­er past the age. No ten­der­ness united this old maid to her kinsfolk.

			In the spring of 1882, Queen Hortense be­came sud­denly ill. The neigh­bours went for a doc­tor, whom she drove away. When the priest presen­ted him­self she got out of bed, half na­ked, and put him out. The little maid, weep­ing, made herb tea for her.

			After three days in bed, the situ­ation be­came so grave that the car­penter liv­ing next door, on the ad­vice of the doc­tor, who had re­turned to the house on his own au­thor­ity, took it upon him­self to sum­mon the two fam­il­ies.

			They ar­rived by the same train, about ten o’clock in the morn­ing; the Colum­bels hav­ing brought their little Joseph.

			When they ar­rived at the garden gate, they saw the maid seated on a chair against the wall, weep­ing. The dog lay asleep on the mat be­fore the front door, un­der a broil­ing sun; two cats, that looked dead, lay stretched out on the win­dowsills, with eyes closed and paws and tails ex­ten­ded at full length. A great cluck­ing hen was prom­en­ad­ing be­fore the door, at the head of a flock of chicks covered with yel­low down, and in a large cage hung against the wall, covered with chick­weed, were sev­er­al birds, singing them­selves hoarse in the light of this hot spring morn­ing.

			Two oth­ers, in­sep­ar­able, in a little cage in the form of a cot­tage, re­mained quiet, side by side on their perch.

			M. Cimme, a large, wheezy per­son­age, who al­ways entered a room first, push­ing aside men and wo­men when it was ne­ces­sary, re­marked to the maid: “Well, Céleste! Is it so bad as that?”

			The little maid sobbed through her tears:

			“She doesn’t know me any more. The doc­tor says it is the end.”

			They all looked at one an­oth­er.

			Ma­dame Cimme and Ma­dame Colum­bel em­braced each oth­er in­stantly, without say­ing a word.

			They re­sembled each oth­er very much, al­ways wear­ing their hair par­ted in the middle, and shawls of red cashmere, as bright as hot coals.

			Cimme turned to­ward his broth­er-in-law, a pale man, yel­low and thin, tor­men­ted by in­di­ges­tion, who limped badly, and said to him in a ser­i­ous tone:

			“Gad! It was time!”

			But no one dared to go in­to the room of the dy­ing wo­man, situ­ated on the ground floor. Cimme him­self let the oth­ers go be­fore him. Colum­bel was the first to make up his mind; he entered, bal­an­cing him­self like the mast of a ship, mak­ing a noise on the floor with the fer­rule of his walk­ing-stick.

			The two wo­men ven­tured to fol­low, and M. Cimme brought up the line.

			Little Joseph re­mained out­side, drawn by the sight of the dog.

			A ray of sun­light fell on the bed, just light­ing up the hands which moved nervously, open­ing and shut­ting without ceas­ing. The fin­gers moved as if a thought an­im­ated them, as if they would sig­ni­fy some­thing, in­dic­ate some idea, obey some in­tel­li­gence. The rest of the body re­mained mo­tion­less un­der the sheet. The an­gu­lar fig­ure gave no start. The eyes re­mained closed.

			The re­l­at­ives ar­ranged them­selves in a semi­circle and, without say­ing a word, watched the heav­ing breast and the short breath­ing. The little maid had fol­lowed them, still shed­ding tears.

			Fi­nally, Cimme asked: “What did the doc­tor say ex­actly?”

			The ser­vant stammered: “He said we must leave her alone, that noth­ing more could be done.”

			Sud­denly the lips of the old maid began to move. She seemed to pro­nounce some si­lent words, con­cealed in her dy­ing brain, and her hands quickened their sin­gu­lar move­ment.

			Then she spoke in a little, thin voice, quite un­like her own, a voice that seemed to come from far off, per­haps from the bot­tom of that heart al­ways closed.

			Cimme walked upon tip­toe, find­ing this spec­tacle pain­ful. Colum­bel, whose lame leg was grow­ing tired, sat down.

			The two wo­men re­mained stand­ing.

			Queen Hortense muttered some­thing quickly, which they were un­able to un­der­stand. She pro­nounced some names, called ten­derly some ima­gin­ary per­sons:

			“Come here, my little Phil­ippe, kiss your moth­er. You love mamma, don’t you, my child? You, Rose, you will watch your little sis­ter while I am out. Above all, don’t leave her alone, do you hear? And I for­bid you to touch matches.”

			She was si­lent some seconds; then, in a loud tone, as if she was call­ing, she said: “Hen­ri­ette!” She waited a little and con­tin­ued: “Tell your fath­er to come and speak to me be­fore go­ing to his of­fice.” Then sud­denly: “I am not very well today, dear; prom­ise me you will not re­turn late; you will tell your chief that I am ill. You know it is dan­ger­ous to leave the chil­dren alone when I am in bed. I am go­ing to make you a dish of rice and sug­ar for din­ner. The little ones like it so much. Claire will be so pleased!”

			She began to laugh, a youth­ful and noisy laugh, as she had nev­er laughed be­fore. “Look at Jean,” she said, “how funny he looks. He has smeared him­self with jam, the dirty little thing! Look! my dear, how funny he looks!”

			Colum­bel, who kept chan­ging the po­s­i­tion of his lame leg every mo­ment, mur­mured: “She is dream­ing that she has chil­dren and a hus­band; the end is near.”

			The two sis­ters did not move, but seemed sur­prised and stunned.

			The little maid said: “Will you take off your hats and your shawls, and go in­to the oth­er room?”

			They went out without hav­ing said a word. And Colum­bel fol­lowed them limp­ing, leav­ing the dy­ing wo­man alone again.

			When they were re­lieved of their out­er gar­ments, the wo­men seated them­selves. Then one of the cats left the win­dow, stretched her­self, jumped in­to the room, then upon the knees of Ma­dame Cimme, who began to caress her.

			They heard from the next room the voice of the dy­ing wo­man, liv­ing, without doubt, in this last hour, the life she had wished for, pour­ing out her dreams at the very mo­ment when all would be fin­ished for her.

			Cimme, in the garden, played with little Joseph and the dog, en­joy­ing him­self, with all the gaiety of a fat man in the coun­try, without a thought for the dy­ing wo­man.

			But sud­denly he entered, and ad­dressed the maid: “I say, my girl, are you go­ing to give us some lunch? What are you go­ing to eat, ladies?”

			They de­cided upon an om­elet of fine herbs, a piece of fil­let with new pota­toes, cheese, and a cup of cof­fee.

			And as Ma­dame Colum­bel was fum­bling in her pock­et for her purse Cimme stopped her, and turn­ing to the maid said, “You must have some money?” and she answered: “Yes, sir.”

			“How much?”

			“Fif­teen francs.”

			“That’s enough. Make haste, now, my girl, be­cause I am get­ting hungry.”

			Ma­dame Cimme, look­ing out at the climb­ing flowers bathed in the sun­light, and at two pi­geons mak­ing love on the roof op­pos­ite, said, with a heart­broken air: “It is un­for­tu­nate to have come for so sad an event. It would be nice in the coun­try, today.”

			Her sis­ter sighed without an­swer­ing, and Colum­bel mur­mured, moved per­haps by the thought of a walk:

			“My leg plagues me aw­fully.”

			Little Joseph and the dog made a ter­rible noise, one shout­ing with joy and the oth­er bark­ing vi­ol­ently. They played at hide-and-seek around the three flower­beds, run­ning after each oth­er like mad.

			The dy­ing wo­man con­tin­ued to call her chil­dren, chat­ting with each, ima­gin­ing that she was dress­ing them, that she caressed them, that she was teach­ing them to read: “Come, Si­mon, re­peat, A, B, C, D. You do not say it well; see, D, D, D, do you hear? Re­peat, now …”

			Cimme de­clared: “It is ex­traordin­ary the things one talks about at such times.”

			Then said Ma­dame Colum­bel: “It would be bet­ter, per­haps, to go in there.”

			But Cimme dis­suaded her from it:

			“Why go in, since we are not able to do any­thing for her? Be­sides we are as well off here.”

			No one in­sisted. Ma­dame ob­served the two green birds called in­sep­ar­able. She re­marked pleas­antly upon this sin­gu­lar fi­del­ity, and blamed men for not im­it­at­ing these little creatures. Cimme looked at his wife and laughed, singing with a ban­ter­ing air, “Tra-la-la, Tra-la-la,” as if to say he could tell some things about his own fi­del­ity.

			Colum­bel, taken with cramps in his stom­ach, struck the floor with his cane. The oth­er cat entered, its tail in the air. They did not sit down at table un­til one o’clock.

			When he had tasted the wine, Colum­bel, who could drink only choice Bor­deaux, called the ser­vant:

			“I say, is there noth­ing bet­ter than this in the cel­lar?”

			“Yes, sir; there is some of the wine that was served when you used to come here.”

			“Oh, well, go and bring three bottles.”

			They tasted this wine, which seemed ex­cel­lent. Not that it was of a re­mark­able vin­tage, but it had been fif­teen years in the cel­lar. Cimme de­clared it was real wine for in­val­ids.

			Colum­bel, seized with a de­sire to pos­sess this Bor­deaux, asked of the maid: “How much is left of it, my girl?”

			“Oh, nearly all, sir; Ma­demois­elle nev­er drank any of it. It is at the bot­tom of the cel­lar.”

			Then Colum­bel turned to­ward his broth­er-in-law: “If you wish, Cimme, I will take this wine in ex­change for some­thing else; it agrees with my stom­ach won­der­fully.”

			The hen, in her turn, had entered with her troop of chicks; the two wo­men amused them­selves by throw­ing crumbs to them. Joseph and the dog were sent back in­to the garden, as they had eaten enough.

			Queen Hortense spoke con­tinu­ally, but in a whis­per now, so that it was no longer pos­sible to dis­tin­guish the words.

			When they had fin­ished the cof­fee, they all went in to learn the con­di­tion of the sick wo­man. She seemed calm.

			They went out and seated them­selves in a circle in the garden, to di­gest their food.

			Presently the dog began to run around the chairs with all speed, car­ry­ing some­thing in his mouth. The child ran wildly after him. Both dis­ap­peared in­to the house. Cimme fell asleep, with his stom­ach in the sun.

			The dy­ing wo­man began to speak loudly again. Then sud­denly she shouted.

			The two wo­men and Colum­bel hastened in to see what had happened. Cimme awakened but did not move, as he did not care for such things.

			The dy­ing wo­man was sit­ting up, star­ing with hag­gard eyes. Her dog, to es­cape the pur­suit of little Joseph, had jumped upon the bed, and across the dy­ing wo­man. En­trenched be­hind the pil­low, he was peep­ing at his com­rade with eyes glisten­ing, ready to jump again at the least move­ment. He held in his mouth one of the slip­pers of his mis­tress, all torn by his teeth, as he had been play­ing with it for an hour.

			The child, in­tim­id­ated by the wo­man rising so sud­denly be­fore him, stood mo­tion­less be­fore the bed.

			The hen, which had also entered, had jumped upon a chair, frightened by the noise, and was des­per­ately call­ing to her chicks, which were peep­ing, frightened, from un­der the four legs of the chair.

			Queen Hortense cried out in pier­cing tones: “No, no, I do not wish to die! I don’t want to! Who will bring up my chil­dren? Who will care for them? Who will love them? No I won’t! … I am not …”

			She fell back. All was over.

			The dog, much ex­cited, jumped in­to the room and skipped about.

			Colum­bel ran to the win­dow and called his broth­er-in-law: “Come quickly! come quickly! I be­lieve she is gone.”

			Then Cimme got up and res­ol­utely went in­to the room, mut­ter­ing: “It did not take so long as I thought it would.”

		
	
		
			On the Journey

			
				I

				The rail­way car­riage was full as we left Cannes. We were chat­ting, for every­body was ac­quain­ted. As we passed Taras­con someone re­marked: “Here’s the place where they as­sas­sin­ate people.”

				And we began to talk of the mys­ter­i­ous and un­trace­able mur­der­er, who for the last two years had taken, from time to time, the life of a trav­el­ler. Every­one made his guess, every­one gave his opin­ion; the wo­men shud­der­ingly gazed at the dark night through the car win­dows, fear­ing sud­denly to see a man’s head at the door. We all began telling fright­ful stor­ies of ter­rible en­coun­ters, meet­ings with mad­men in a fly­ing-ex­press, of hours passed op­pos­ite a sus­pec­ted in­di­vidu­al.

				Each man knew an an­ec­dote to his cred­it, each one had in­tim­id­ated, over­powered, and throttled some evil­do­er in most sur­pris­ing cir­cum­stances, with an ad­mir­able pres­ence of mind and au­da­city.

				A phys­i­cian, who spent every winter in the south, de­sired, in his turn, to tell an ad­ven­ture:

				“I,” said he, “nev­er have had the luck to test my cour­age in an af­fair of this kind; but I knew a wo­man, now dead, one of my pa­tients, to whom the most sin­gu­lar thing in the world happened, and also the most mys­ter­i­ous and pathet­ic.

				“She was Rus­si­an, the Comtesse Mar­ie Baranow, a very great lady, of ex­quis­ite beauty. You know how beau­ti­ful Rus­si­an wo­men are, or at least how beau­ti­ful they seem to us, with their fine noses, their del­ic­ate mouths, their eyes of an in­des­crib­able col­our, a blue grey, and their cold grace, a little hard! They have some­thing about them, mis­chiev­ous and se­duct­ive, haughty and sweet, tender and severe, al­to­geth­er charm­ing to a French­man. At the bot­tom, it is, per­haps, the dif­fer­ence of race and of type which makes me see so much in them.

				“Her phys­i­cian had seen for many years that she was threatened with a dis­ease of the lungs, and had tried to per­suade her to come to the south of France; but she ob­stin­ately re­fused to leave St. Peters­burg. Fi­nally, last au­tumn, deem­ing her lost, the doc­tor warned her hus­band, who dir­ec­ted his wife to start at once for Mentone.

				“She took the train, alone in her car, her ser­vants oc­cupy­ing an­oth­er com­part­ment. She sat by the door, a little sad, see­ing the fields and vil­lages pass, feel­ing very lonely, very des­ol­ate in life, without chil­dren, al­most without re­l­at­ives, with a hus­band whose love was dead and who cast her thus to the end of the world without com­ing with her, as they send a sick valet to the hos­pit­al.

				“At each sta­tion her ser­vant Ivan came to see if his mis­tress wanted any­thing. He was an old do­mest­ic, blindly de­voted, ready to ex­ecute any or­der she might give him.

				“Night fell, and the train rolled along at full speed. She could not sleep, be­ing wear­ied and nervous.

				“Sud­denly the thought struck her to count the money which her hus­band had giv­en her at the last minute, in French gold. She opened her little bag and emp­tied the shin­ing flood of met­al on her lap.

				“But all at once a breath of cold air struck her face. Sur­prised, she raised her head. The door had just opened. The Comtesse Mar­ie, in ter­ror, hast­ily threw a shawl over the money spread upon her lap, and waited. Some seconds passed, then a man in even­ing dress ap­peared, bare­headed, wounded on the hand, and pant­ing. He closed the door, sat down, looked at his neigh­bor with gleam­ing eyes, and then wrapped a handker­chief around his wrist, which was bleed­ing.

				“The young wo­man felt her­self faint­ing with fear. This man, surely, had seen her count­ing her money and had come to rob and kill her.

				“He kept gaz­ing at her, breath­less, his fea­tures con­vulsed, doubt­less ready to spring upon her.

				“He sud­denly said:

				“ ‘Ma­dame, don’t be afraid!’

				“She made no re­sponse, be­ing in­cap­able of open­ing her mouth, hear­ing her heart­beats, and a buzz­ing in her ears.

				“He con­tin­ued:

				“ ‘I am not a crim­in­al, Ma­dame.’

				“She con­tin­ued to be si­lent, but by a sud­den move­ment which she made, her knees meet­ing, the gold coins began to run to the floor as wa­ter runs from a spout.

				“The man, sur­prised, looked at this stream of met­al, and he sud­denly stooped to pick it up.

				“Ter­ri­fied, she rose, cast­ing her whole for­tune on the car­pet and ran to the door to leap out on to the track.

				“But he un­der­stood what she was go­ing to do, and spring­ing for­ward, seized her in his arms, seated her by force, and held her by the wrists.

				“ ‘Listen to me, Ma­dame,’ said he, ‘I am not a crim­in­al; the proof of it is that I am go­ing to gath­er up this gold and re­turn it to you. But I am a lost man, a dead man, if you do not as­sist me to pass the fron­ti­er. I can­not tell you more. In an hour we shall be at the last Rus­si­an sta­tion; in an hour and twenty minutes we shall cross the bound­ary of the Em­pire. If you do not help me I am lost. And yet I have neither killed any­one, nor robbed, nor done any­thing con­trary to hon­our. This I swear to you. I can­not tell you more.’

				“And kneel­ing down he picked up the gold, even hunt­ing un­der the seats for the last coins, which had rolled to a dis­tance. Then, when the little leath­er bag was full again he gave it to his neigh­bour without say­ing a word, and re­turned to seat him­self in the oth­er corner of the com­part­ment. Neither of them moved. She kept mo­tion­less and si­lent, still faint from ter­ror, but gradu­ally grow­ing quieter. As for him, he did not make a ges­ture or a mo­tion, but re­mained sit­ting erect, his eyes star­ing in front of him, very pale, as if he were dead. From time to time she threw a quick look at him, and as quickly turned her glance away. He ap­peared to be about thirty years of age, and was very hand­some, with the air of a gen­tle­man.

				“The train ran through the dark­ness, giv­ing at in­ter­vals its shrill sig­nals, now slow­ing up in its pro­gress, and again start­ing off at full speed. But sud­denly its pro­gress slackened, and after sev­er­al sharp whistles it came to a full stop.

				“Ivan ap­peared at the door for his or­ders.

				“The Comtesse Mar­ie, her voice trem­bling, gave one last look at her com­pan­ion; then she said to her ser­vant, in a quick tone:

				“ ‘Ivan, you will re­turn to the Comte; I do not need you any longer.’

				“The man, be­wildered, opened his enorm­ous eyes. He stammered:

				“ ‘But, my lady—’

				“She replied:

				“ ‘No, you will not come with me; I have changed my mind. I wish you to stay in Rus­sia. Here is some money for your re­turn home. Give me your cap and cloak.’

				“The old ser­vant, frightened, took off his cap and cloak, obey­ing without ques­tion, ac­cus­tomed to the sud­den whims and caprices of his mas­ters. And he went away, with tears in his eyes.

				“The train star­ted again, rush­ing to­ward the fron­ti­er.

				“Then the Comtesse Mar­ie said to her neigh­bour:

				“ ‘These things are for you, Mon­sieur—you are Ivan, my ser­vant. I make only one con­di­tion to what I am do­ing: that is, that you shall not speak a word to me, neither to thank me, nor for any­thing what­so­ever.’

				“The un­known bowed without ut­ter­ing a syl­lable.

				“Soon the train stopped again, and of­ficers in uni­form vis­ited the train.

				“The Comtesse handed them her pa­pers and, point­ing to the man seated at the end of the com­part­ment, said:

				“ ‘That is my ser­vant Ivan, whose pass­port is here.’

				“The train again star­ted.

				“Dur­ing the night they sat op­pos­ite each oth­er, both si­lent.

				“When morn­ing came, as they stopped at a Ger­man sta­tion, the un­known man got out; then, stand­ing at the door, he said:

				“ ‘Par­don me, Ma­dame, for break­ing my prom­ise, but as I have de­prived you of a ser­vant, it is prop­er that I should re­place him. Have you need of any­thing?’

				“She replied coldly:

				“ ‘Go and find my maid.’

				“He went to sum­mon her. Then he dis­ap­peared.

				“When she alighted at some sta­tion for lunch­eon she saw him at a dis­tance look­ing at her. They fi­nally ar­rived at Mentone.”

			
			
				II

				The doc­tor was si­lent for a second, and then re­sumed:

				“One day, while I was re­ceiv­ing pa­tients in my of­fice, a tall young man entered. He said to me:

				“ ‘Doc­tor, I have come to ask you news of the Comtesse Mar­ie Baranow. I am a friend of her hus­band, al­though she does not know me.’

				“I answered:

				“ ‘She is lost. She will nev­er re­turn to Rus­sia.’

				“And sud­denly this man began to sob, then he rose and went out, stag­ger­ing like a drunk­en man.

				“I told the Comtesse that even­ing that a stranger had come to make in­quir­ies about her health. She seemed moved, and told me the story which I have just re­lated to you. She ad­ded:

				“ ‘That man, whom I do not know at all, fol­lows me now like my shad­ow. I meet him every time I go out. He looks at me in a strange way, but he has nev­er spoken to me!’

				“She pondered a mo­ment, then ad­ded:

				“ ‘Come, I’ll wager that he is un­der the win­dow now.’

				“She left her re­clin­ing-chair, went to the win­dow and drew back the cur­tain, and ac­tu­ally showed me the man who had come to see me, seated on a bench at the edge of the side wall with his eyes raised to­ward the house. He per­ceived us, rose, and went away without once turn­ing around.

				“Then I un­der­stood a sad and sur­pris­ing thing, the si­lent love of these two be­ings, who were not ac­quain­ted with each oth­er.

				“He loved her with the de­vo­tion of a res­cued an­im­al, grate­ful and de­voted to the death. He came every day to ask me, ‘How is she?’ un­der­stand­ing that I had guessed his feel­ings. And he wept fright­fully when he saw her pass, weak­er and paler every day.

				“She said to me:

				“ ‘I have nev­er spoken but once to that sin­gu­lar man, and yet it seems as if I had known him for twenty years.’

				“And when they met she re­turned his bow with a ser­i­ous and charm­ing smile. I felt that—al­though she was giv­en up, and knew her­self lost—she was happy to be loved thus, with this re­spect and con­stancy, with this ex­ag­ger­ated po­etry, with this de­vo­tion, ready for any­thing.

				“Nev­er­the­less, faith­ful to her su­per­ex­cited ob­stin­acy, she ab­so­lutely re­fused to learn his name, to speak to him. She said:

				“ ‘No, no, that would spoil this strange friend­ship. We must re­main strangers to each oth­er.’

				“As for him, he was cer­tainly a kind of Don Quix­ote, for he did noth­ing to bring him­self closer to her. He in­ten­ded to keep to the end the ab­surd prom­ise nev­er to speak to her which he had made in the rail­way car­riage.

				“Of­ten, dur­ing her long hours of weak­ness, she rose from her re­clin­ing-chair and partly opened the cur­tain to see wheth­er he were there, be­neath the win­dow. When she had seen him, al­ways mo­tion­less upon his bench, she went back and lay down with a smile upon her lips.

				“She died one day about ten o’clock. As I was leav­ing the hotel he came up to me with a dis­trac­ted face; he had already heard the news.

				“ ‘I should like to see her, for one second, in your pres­ence,’ said he.

				“I took him by the arm and went back in­to the house.

				“When he was be­side the couch of the dead wo­man he seized her hand and kissed it long and ten­derly and then fled away like a mad­man.”

				

				The doc­tor again was si­lent, then con­tin­ued:

				“This is cer­tainly the strangest rail­way ad­ven­ture that I know. It must also be said that men some­times do the mad­dest things.”

				A wo­man mur­mured, half aloud:

				“Those two people were not so crazy as you think. They were—they were—”

				But she could not con­tin­ue, she was cry­ing so. As we changed the con­ver­sa­tion to calm her, we nev­er knew what she had wished to say.

			
		
	
		
			A Surprise

			My broth­er and I were brought up by our uncle, the ab­bé Loisel—the curé Loisel, as we called him. Our par­ents died when we were small, and he had taken us in­to his rect­ory and raised us.

			For eight­een years he had had the par­ish of Join-le-Sault, not far from Yvetot. It was a small vil­lage, set in the very middle of the Nor­man plat­eau known as the pays de Caux, dot­ted with farms whose orch­ards rose up here and there amidst the fields.

			The vil­lage, apart from the farm cot­tages scattered over the plain, con­sisted of a mere six houses front­ing on both sides of the main road, with the church at one end and the new town hall at the oth­er.

			My broth­er and I passed our child­hood play­ing in the cemetery. The place was sheltered from the wind, and there my uncle gave us our les­sons, the three of us sit­ting side by side on the one stone tomb, that of my uncle’s pre­de­cessor, whose wealthy fam­ily had seen to it that he was bur­ied sump­tu­ously.

			To train our memor­ies, my uncle made us learn by heart the names of the de­ceased that were painted on the black wooden crosses; and to train us in ob­ser­va­tion as well he made us be­gin our odd re­cit­a­tion now from one end of the grave­yard, now from the oth­er, or some­times from the middle. He would point ab­ruptly to a grave, and say, “The one in the third row, with the cross lean­ing to the left: whose is that?” When a buri­al took place, we made haste to learn what was to be painted on the wooden sym­bol, and we of­ten went to the car­penter’s shop, to see the epi­taph be­fore it was placed on the tomb. My uncle would ask, “Do you know the new one?” And we would reply in uni­son, “Yes, uncle,” and im­me­di­ately be­gin to re­cite: “Here lies Joséphine Ros­a­lie Ger­trude Malandain, wid­ow of Theodore Ma­gloire Cé­saire, de­ceased at the age of sev­enty-two years, mourned by her fam­ily: a faith­ful daugh­ter, faith­ful wife and faith­ful moth­er. Her soul is in heav­en.”

			My uncle was a tall, big-boned priest, square-built in his ideas as in his frame. His soul it­self seemed hard and def­in­ite, like an an­swer in a cat­ech­ism. He of­ten spoke to us of God in thun­der­ing voice, al­ways ut­ter­ing the word as vi­ol­ently as though he were fir­ing a pis­tol. His God was not God the good and just, but simply God. He seemed to think of Him as a burg­lar thinks of a po­lice­man, or a pris­on­er of the judge.

			He brought us up harshly, teach­ing us to tremble rather than to love.

			When one of us was four­teen and the oth­er fif­teen, he sent us to board, at a spe­cial re­duced rate, at the sem­in­ary in Yvetot. This was a large, dreary build­ing, full of curés, whose pu­pils were al­most without ex­cep­tion destined for the priest­hood. I can nev­er think of the place even now without a shud­der. It smelled of pray­ers the way a fish-mar­ket smells of fish. Oh! That dreary school, with its etern­al re­li­gious ce­re­mon­ies, its freez­ing Mass every morn­ing, its peri­ods of med­it­a­tion, its gos­pel-re­cit­a­tions, and the read­ing from pi­ous books dur­ing meals! Oh! Those dreary days passed with­in those clois­ter­ing walls, where noth­ing was spoken of but God—the ex­plos­ive God of my uncle.

			We lived there in nar­row, con­tem­plat­ive, un­nat­ur­al piety—and also in a truly mer­it­ori­ous state of filth, for I well re­mem­ber that the boys were made to wash their feet but three times a year, the night be­fore each va­ca­tion. As for baths, they were as un­known as the name of Vic­tor Hugo. Our mas­ters ap­par­ently held them in the greatest con­tempt.

			My broth­er and I gradu­ated the same year, and with a few sous in our pock­ets we woke up one morn­ing to find ourselves in Par­is, work­ing at eight­een hun­dred francs a year in a gov­ern­ment of­fice, thanks to the in­flu­ence, ex­er­cised on our be­half, of the Arch­bish­op of Rouen.

			

			For a while we con­tin­ued to be very good boys, my broth­er and I, liv­ing to­geth­er in the little lodging we had ren­ted, like two night-birds torn from their nest and cast out in­to the dazzling sun­light, blinded and be­wildered.

			But little by little the Par­is air, new com­rades, and the theat­ers took away a little of our numb­ness. Cer­tain new de­sires, dif­fer­ent from heav­enly joys, began to awaken with­in us, and, on a cer­tain even­ing—the same even­ing—after long hes­it­a­tion and un­eas­i­ness and the fears of a sol­dier be­fore his first battle, we al­lowed ourselves to—how shall I put it—al­lowed ourselves to be se­duced by two little neigh­bors, two shop­girls, who worked and lived to­geth­er.

			Soon an ex­change took place between our two es­tab­lish­ments, a di­vi­sion. My broth­er took the girls’ flat and kept one of them to live with him. The oth­er came to live with me. Mine was named Louise. She was twenty-two, per­haps. A good girl, fresh, gay and round—es­pe­cially round in a cer­tain place. She moved in with me like a little wife tak­ing pos­ses­sion of a man and of everything con­nec­ted with that man. She or­gan­ized the house­hold, made everything neat, cooked, kept care­ful ac­count of ex­penses, and in ad­di­tion in­tro­duced me to many pleas­ant things with which I was un­fa­mil­i­ar.

			My broth­er was also very happy. The four of us al­ways had din­ner to­geth­er, one day in his rooms, the next day in mine, and there was nev­er a cloud or a care.

			For time to time I re­ceived a let­ter from my uncle, who con­tin­ued to think that I was liv­ing with my broth­er, and who gave me news of the vil­lage, of his maid, of re­cent deaths, of the crops and har­vests—all mixed in with bits of ad­vice on the dangers of life and the turpitudes of the world.

			These let­ters ar­rived in the morn­ing, by the eight o’clock mail. The con­ci­erge slipped them un­der the door, giv­ing a knock with her broom handle to at­tract our at­ten­tion. Louise would get out of bed, pick up the blue en­vel­ope, and sit down be­side me and read me the let­ter from the “curé Loisel,” as she also came to call him.

			For six months we were happy.

			

			Then, one night, about one o’clock in the morn­ing, a vi­ol­ent peal of the door­bell made us jump. We hadn’t been asleep—far from it—at that par­tic­u­lar mo­ment. Louise said, “What can that be?” And I answered, “I haven’t any idea. Prob­ably a mis­take.” And we stopped what we were do­ing and lay there pressed closely one against the oth­er, our ears strained to catch any sound, very much on edge.

			And then there was a second peal of the bell, and then a third, and then a fourth long peal filled our room with so much noise that we both sat up. This was no mis­take: who­ever it was, wanted us. I quickly pulled on my draw­ers and slip­pers and ran to the ves­ti­bule door, fear­ing some dis­aster. But be­fore open­ing, I called, “Who is there? What do you want?”

			A voice, a loud voice, the voice of my uncle, replied: “It’s me, Jean. Open your door, I don’t want to sleep on the stairs!”

			I thought I would go crazy. But what was there to do? I rushed back in­to the bed­room and in a trem­bling voice said to Louise, “It’s my uncle. Hide!” Then I opened the out­er door and the curé Loisel al­most knocked me down with his car­pet­bag.

			“What were you up to, you scamp? Why didn’t you open?”

			I stammered that I had been asleep.

			“Asleep at first, per­haps, but just now after you spoke to me—what were you up to then?”

			I stammered that I had left my key in my trousers, and to pre­vent fur­ther dis­cus­sion I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him vi­ol­ently on both cheeks.

			That calmed him, and he ex­plained his pres­ence. “I’m here for four days, scapegrace,” he an­nounced. “I wanted to take a look at the hell­hole of Par­is, to give my­self an idea of what the real hell is like.” He gave a laugh like a roar­ing storm, then con­tin­ued: “Put me up any way you can. We can lay one of your mat­tresses on the floor. But where’s your broth­er? Asleep? Wake him up! Wake him up!”

			I felt that I was rap­idly los­ing my wits, but man­aged to say, “Jacques isn’t home yet. He had a lot of ex­tra work, night work, at the of­fice.”

			My uncle ac­cep­ted that, rubbed his hands, and asked me how my work was go­ing. Then he made for the door of my bed­room. I al­most seized him by the col­lar. “No, no, this way, uncle.” An idea came to me. “You must be hungry after your trip. Come and have a bite of some­thing.”

			He smiled. “You’re right. I am hungry. I wouldn’t mind a snack.” And I pushed him in­to the din­ing room.

			Din­ner had been at our house that night, and the cup­board was full. I took out a piece of cold beef, and the curé lit in­to it heart­ily. I kept ur­ging him to eat, kept filling his glass and re­mind­ing him of won­der­ful meals we had had in Nor­mandy, to stim­u­late his ap­pet­ite. When he had fin­ished he pushed away his plate and said, “That’s that: I’ve had all I can man­age.” But I had oth­er things in re­serve—I knew the good man’s weak­ness—and I brought out a chick­en paté, a potato salad, a pot of cream, and some ex­cel­lent wine that was left over from din­ner. He al­most fell over back­wards in as­ton­ish­ment at my scale of liv­ing, pulled his plate to­ward him, and began all over again. It was get­ting late, and as he kept eat­ing I kept try­ing to think of a way out, but noth­ing prac­tic­al oc­curred to me.

			Fi­nally he got up from the table, and I felt my knees weak­en. I tried to keep him where we were. “Here, uncle—some brandy. It’s old, it’s good.” But he de­clared, “No, this time I’m really through. Let’s see the rest of your quar­ters.”

			I well knew that there was no hold­ing him back, and shivers ran up and down my spine. What would hap­pen? What kind of a scene and scan­dal? What vi­ol­ence, per­haps?

			I fol­lowed him, filled with a wild de­sire to open the win­dow and throw my­self in­to the street. I fol­lowed him stu­pidly, not dar­ing to say a word to re­strain him, know­ing my­self lost, al­most faint­ing with an­guish, yet nev­er­the­less hop­ing that some chance would come to my aid.

			He entered the bed­room. One last hope lif­ted my heart: Louise, sweet thing, had drawn the bed cur­tains, and not a thing in the room be­trayed the pres­ence of a wo­man. Her dresses, her col­lars and cuffs, her stock­ings, her shoes, her gloves, her pins and rings—everything had dis­ap­peared. I stammered: “Let’s not go to bed now, uncle. The sun is al­most up.”

			“You’re a good boy to be will­ing to sit talk­ing with an old man,” he answered. “But I could do with an hour or two of sleep.”

			And he ap­proached the bed, candle in hand. I waited, breath­less, frantic. With one ges­ture he pulled the cur­tains open! It was a warm June night, and Louise and I had taken off the blankets, and on the bed was only a sheet, which Louise, in her des­per­a­tion, had pulled over her head. Doubt­less to make her­self feel more se­curely hid­den, she had rolled her­self in­to a ball, and pressed tight against the sheet her—her con­tours were clearly vis­ible.

			I could hardly stand up.

			My uncle turned to me, grin­ning so widely that I al­most col­lapsed with as­ton­ish­ment. “So!” he cried, mer­rily. “Jok­ing, were you! You didn’t want to wake your broth­er. Well—I’ll wake him, and you’ll see how.” And I saw his hand, his big peas­ant’s hand, up­raised; and as he choked with laughter it fell, with a ter­rif­ic sound, on the—con­tours be­fore him.

			There was a ter­rible cry in the bed; and then a furi­ous tem­pest un­der the sheet. It heaved, bil­lowed and shook: the poor girl couldn’t get out, so tightly had she rolled her­self in.

			Fi­nally a leg ap­peared at one end, an arm at the oth­er, then the head, then the bos­om, na­ked and pant­ing; and Louise, furi­ous, sat up and looked at us with eyes shin­ing like lan­terns.

			My uncle, speech­less, star­ted back, his mouth open, as though he had seen the dev­il him­self. He was breath­ing like an ox.

			I con­sidered the situ­ation too ser­i­ous to cope with, and rushed madly out.

			

			I didn’t re­turn for two days. Louise had gone, leav­ing the key with the con­ci­erge. I nev­er saw her again.

			My uncle? He dis­in­her­ited me in fa­vor of my broth­er, who, warned by Louise, swore that he had re­fused to con­tin­ue liv­ing with me be­cause of my dis­sol­ute be­ha­vi­or, which he was un­will­ing to coun­ten­ance.

			I will nev­er marry. Wo­men are too dan­ger­ous.

		
	
		
			Old Milon

			For the past month the great sun had been cast­ing its broil­ing heat over the fields. Nature is un­fold­ing ra­di­antly be­neath this shower of fire; as far as the eye can reach, the earth is green. To the ends of the ho­ri­zon, the sky is blue. The Nor­man farms scattered over the plain look, from the dis­tance, like little woods, en­closed in their girdle of slender beeches. From near at hand, when the worm-eaten gate is opened, it is as though one were look­ing at a gi­ant garden, for all the aged apple trees, bony of limb like coun­try folk, are in flower. The rows of black, crooked, twis­ted old trunks in the farm­yard dis­play their dazzling white and pink domes un­der the sky. The sweet per­fume of their blos­som­ing mingles with the rich stenches of the open cow­shed and the steam of the fer­ment­ing dungheap over­run with hens.

			It is noon. The fam­ily is at din­ner in the shade of the pear-tree by the door: the fath­er, the moth­er, the four chil­dren, the two ser­vants, and the three hired men. There is little speech. The soup is eaten, then the cov­er is taken off the dish full of pota­toes cooked in fat.

			From time to time a maid rises and goes down to the cel­lar to re­fill the pitch­er of cider.

			The man, a big fel­low of forty, gazes at a vine, still bare of leaves, which grows up the front of his house, and runs, writh­ing like a snake, un­der the shut­ters, the whole length of the wall.

			“The old man’s vine is bud­ding early this year,” he re­marks at last. “Maybe it will bear.”

			The wo­man also turns round and looks at it, without speak­ing.

			The vine is planted on the ex­act spot where the old man was shot.

			It was dur­ing the war of 1870. The Prus­si­ans were oc­cupy­ing the en­tire dis­trict. Gen­er­al Faid­herbe, with the North­ern army, was put­ting up a stout res­ist­ance.

			The Prus­si­an staff was quartered at this farm. The old peas­ant who owned it, old Mi­lon, Pierre Mi­lon, had taken them in and in­stalled them as com­fort­ably as he could.

			For a month the Ger­man ad­vance-guard had re­mained in the vil­lage, re­con­noitring. The French re­mained im­mov­able ten leagues away; yet every night Uh­lans kept dis­ap­pear­ing.

			All the de­tach­ments of scouts, those who were sent out on pick­et duty, when only two or three men set out to­geth­er, nev­er re­turned.

			They were found dead in the morn­ing, in a field, be­side a farm­yard, or in a ditch. Their horses lay at the road­side, with their throats cut with a sabre.

			These murders all ap­peared to be com­mit­ted by the same men, who could not be dis­covered.

			The whole dis­trict was un­der a reign of ter­ror. Peas­ants were shot on mere de­nun­ci­ation, and wo­men im­prisoned; an at­tempt was made to fright­en the chil­dren in­to re­veal­ing the truth. Noth­ing was dis­covered.

			But one morn­ing old Mi­lon was seen ly­ing in his stable, with a slash cut across his face.

			Two dis­em­bowelled Uh­lans were found three kilo­metres from the farm. One still held his blood­stained weapon in his hand. He had fought, had de­fen­ded him­self.

			A coun­cil of war was im­me­di­ately es­tab­lished in the open, in front of the farm, and the old man was brought in.

			He was sixty-eight. He was small, thin, and slightly crooked, with big hands like the claws of a crab. His faded, thin hair, light as a duck­ling’s down, con­cealed none of the flesh on his skull. The brown, creased skin on his neck showed veins which were lost un­der the jaws and re­appeared at the temples. He was known through­out the neigh­bour­hood as a miser and a hard man in busi­ness.

			He was made to stand, between four sol­diers, in front of the kit­chen table, which had been car­ried out of doors. Five of­ficers and the col­on­el sat fa­cing him.

			The col­on­el began speak­ing, in French:

			“Fath­er Mi­lon, since we have been here, we have had noth­ing but praise for you. You have al­ways been ob­li­ging, and even zeal­ous, in our ser­vice. But today a ter­rible charge rests upon you, and the mat­ter must be cleared up. How did you get the wound in your face?”

			The peas­ant did not reply.

			“Your si­lence con­demns you, Mi­lon,” con­tin­ued the col­on­el. “But I will have an an­swer from you, do you hear? Do you know who killed the Uh­lans who were found this morn­ing near the Cal­vary?”

			“It was me,” said the old man in a clear voice.

			Amazed, the col­on­el re­mained si­lent for a second, star­ing fix­edly at the pris­on­er. Old Mi­lon re­mained im­pass­ive, with his be­sot­ted peas­ant ex­pres­sion, his eyes lowered as though he were talk­ing to his priest. One thing only re­vealed his in­ner dis­tress; again and again he kept swal­low­ing his saliva, with a vis­ible ef­fort, as though his throat were tightly con­stric­ted.

			The man’s fam­ily, his son Jean, his daugh­ter-in-law and two grand­chil­dren, stood ten paces back, in frightened con­sterna­tion.

			“Do you also know who killed all the scouts in our army corps, who have been found every morn­ing, in the dis­trict, for the past month?” went on the col­on­el.

			“It was me,” replied the old man, with the same bru­tish im­passiv­ity.

			“You killed all of them?”

			“Yes, all of them; it was me.”

			“You alone?”

			“Me alone.”

			“Tell me how you set about it.”

			This time the man seemed af­fected; the ne­ces­sity of speak­ing at some length vis­ibly em­bar­rassed him.

			“How do I know?” he stammered. “I just did it like it happened.”

			“I warn you that you will have to tell me everything,” said the col­on­el. “So you will do well to make up your mind to it at once. How did you be­gin?”

			The man flung an un­easy glance to his anxious fam­ily be­hind him. He hes­it­ated for an­oth­er in­stant, then sud­denly made up his mind.

			“I was com­ing home one night, maybe ten o’clock, the day after you got here. You and your men, you’d taken more than fifty crowns’ worth of my for­age, with a cow and two sheep. I said to my­self: ‘So many times as they take twenty crowns’ worth of stuff, so many times I’ll pay them out for it.’ And I’d oth­er things on my mind, too; I’ll tell you about them later. And then I saw one of your troop­ers smoking his pipe in my ditch, be­hind my barn. I went and got down my scythe, and came up very softly be­hind him; he nev­er heard a sound. And I cut off his head with one blow, with a single blow, like an ear of corn; he nev­er so much as said ‘Oh!’ You’ve only to look in the pond: you’ll find him there in a coal sack, with a stone off the wall.

			“I had my scheme. I took all his things, from boots to cap, and hid them in the ce­ment-kiln in Mar­tin wood, be­hind the yard.”

			The old man was si­lent. The astoun­ded of­ficers gazed at one an­oth­er. The ques­tion­ing went on again; and this is what they learnt:

			Once the murder had been done, the man had lived this idea: “Kill Prus­si­ans!” He hated them with the cun­ning, des­per­ate hatred of a peas­ant at once av­ar­i­cious and pat­ri­ot­ic. He had his scheme, as he said. He waited for a few days.

			He was left free to come and go, enter and de­part at his will, so humble, sub­missive, and ob­li­ging had he shown him­self to the con­quer­ors. Every night he saw the vedettes go out; and he went out him­self, one night, hav­ing heard the name of the vil­lage for which the troop­ers were bound, and hav­ing learnt, thanks to the con­stant pres­ence of the sol­diers, the few words of Ger­man he needed.

			He walked out of his own farm­yard, slipped in­to the wood, reached the ce­ment-kiln, walked to the far end of the long gal­lery, and, find­ing the dead man’s clothes on the ground, he put them on.

			Then he went prowl­ing through the fields, crawl­ing along, fol­low­ing the em­bank­ments so as to con­ceal him­self, stop­ping to listen at the faintest sound, rest­less as a poach­er.

			When he judged that the time had come, he went near the road and hid in a hedge. He waited again. At last, at about mid­night, he heard a horse’s hoof ring out on the hard road. He set his ear to the ground, to make sure that only one horse­man was ap­proach­ing; then made ready.

			The Uh­lan came up at a fast trot, car­ry­ing dis­patches. His eyes were on the lookout, and his ears alert. When he was no more than ten paces dis­tant, old Mi­lon crawled across the road, groan­ing: “Hil­fe! Hil­fe! Help, help!” The horse­man stopped, re­cog­nised a dis­moun­ted Ger­man, ima­gined that he was wounded, got off his horse, and went up to him, without sus­pect­ing any­thing. As he bent over the stranger, he re­ceived the long curved blade of the sabre clean through the stom­ach. He fell, without a death struggle, only quiv­er­ing with a few fi­nal tremors.

			Then the Nor­man, ra­di­ant with an old peas­ant’s si­lent pleas­ure, rose and, to please him­self, cut the throat of the corpse. Then he dragged it to the ditch and threw it in.

			The horse was quietly wait­ing for its mas­ter. Old Mi­lon got in­to the saddle and gal­loped off across the plain.

			An hour later he per­ceived two more Uh­lans side by side, re­turn­ing to their camp. He went straight to­wards them, again shout­ing: “Hil­fe! Hil­fe!” The Prus­si­ans let him come on, re­cog­nising the uni­form, without any dis­trust. And the old man dashed between them like a can­non­ball, felling both, one with his sabre, the oth­er with a re­volver.

			Then he cut the throats of the horses, Ger­man horses! Then he went quietly back to the ce­ment-kiln and hid a horse at the end of the dark gal­lery. He took off his uni­form, put on his mean clothes again, and, get­ting in­to bed, slept till morn­ing.

			For the next four days he did not go out, as he was wait­ing for the end of the in­quiry which had been opened; but on the fifth day he went out again and killed two more sol­diers by the same stratagem.

			Thence­for­ward he nev­er stopped. Every night he wandered away, prowl­ing about at ran­dom, killing Prus­si­ans first in one place, then else­where, gal­lop­ing over the deser­ted fields, in the moon­light, a lost Uh­lan, a hunter of men. Then, his task over, leav­ing the bod­ies ly­ing in the roads be­hind him, the old horse­man re­turned to hide his horse and uni­form in the ce­ment-kiln.

			At about mid­day he would go out, with an un­con­cerned air, to take oats and wa­ter to his mount, which re­mained in the un­der­ground pas­sage. He fed the beast without stint, for he de­man­ded a great deal of work from it.

			But, on the pre­vi­ous night, one of the men he had at­tacked had been on his guard, and had slashed the old peas­ant’s face with his sabre.

			Even so, he had killed both men! He had once more re­turned, hid­den his horse, and put on his humble clothes again; but while walk­ing home, he had been over­taken by faint­ness and had crawled to the stable, un­able to reach the house.

			He was found there, bleed­ing, in the straw.

			When he had ended his tale, he sud­denly raised his head and stared proudly at the Prus­si­an of­ficers.

			“Have you noth­ing more to say?” asked the col­on­el, pulling his mous­tache.

			“No, noth­ing more; the score is paid: I’ve killed six­teen of them, not one more and not one less.”

			“You know that you are go­ing to die?”

			“I nev­er asked you for mercy.”

			“Have you been in the army?”

			“Yes. I’ve been to the wars, in my time. And be­sides, it was you that killed my fath­er, who was a sol­dier un­der the first Em­per­or. Not count­ing that you killed my young­est son, François, last month, near Evreux. I owed you for that, and I’ve paid. We’re quits.”

			The of­ficers looked at one an­oth­er.

			The old man con­tin­ued:

			“Eight for my fath­er, eight for my son, we’re quits. I nev­er sought a quar­rel with you! I don’t know you! I don’t even know where you come from. And here you are at my house, or­der­ing people about as though you were at home. I had my re­venge on the oth­ers. I don’t re­gret it.”

			And, draw­ing up his crippled body, the old man fol­ded his arms in the at­ti­tude of a humble hero.

			For a long time the Prus­si­ans whispered to­geth­er. A cap­tain, who had also lost his son, the month be­fore, de­fen­ded the great­hearted old peas­ant.

			Then the col­on­el rose and went up to old Mi­lon, say­ing, in a low voice:

			“Listen, gaf­fer, there may be a way of sav­ing your life, if you …”

			But the man was not listen­ing. His eyes were fixed upon the con­quer­ing of­ficer, and, while the wind stirred the wisps of hair on his head, he made a fright­ful grim­ace which dis­tor­ted his thin face, all seamed as it was by the sabre-gash, and, swell­ing his chest, he spat, with all his might, full in the Prus­si­an’s face.

			The furi­ous col­on­el raised his hand, and for a second time the peas­ant spat in his face.

			All the of­ficers had ris­en and were shout­ing or­ders at the same time.

			In less than a minute the old man, still quite im­pass­ive, was put against the wall and shot, smil­ing to Jean, his eld­est son, his daugh­ter-in-law, and the two little chil­dren, who stood watch­ing, dis­trac­ted with hor­ror.

		
	
		
			The Accursed Bread

			
				Old Taille had three daugh­ters: Anna, the eld­est, who was scarcely ever men­tioned in the fam­ily; Rose, the second girl, who was eight­een; and Clara, the young­est, who was a girl of fif­teen.

				Old Taille was a wid­ower, and a fore­man in M. Lebru­ment’s but­ton-fact­ory. He was a very up­right man, very well thought of, ab­ste­mi­ous; in fact a sort of mod­el work­man. He lived at Havre, in the Rue d’Angoulême.

				When Anna ran away the old man flew in­to a fear­ful rage. He threatened to kill the se­du­cer, who was head of a de­part­ment in a large draper’s es­tab­lish­ment in that town. Then when he was told by vari­ous people that she was keep­ing very steady and in­vest­ing money in gov­ern­ment se­cur­it­ies, that she was no gad­about, but was kept by a Mon­sieur Dubois, who was a judge of the Tribunal of Com­merce, the fath­er was ap­peased.

				He even showed some anxi­ety as to how she was faring, asked some of her old friends who had been to see her how she was get­ting on; and when told that she had her own fur­niture, and that her mantlepiece was covered with vases and the walls with pic­tures, that there were clocks and car­pets every­where, he gave a broad, con­ten­ted smile. He had been work­ing for thirty years to get to­geth­er a wretched five or six thou­sand francs. His little girl was evid­ently no fool.

				One fine morn­ing the son of Touchard, the cooper at the oth­er end of the street, came and asked him for the hand of Rose, the second girl. The old man’s heart began to beat, for the Touchards were rich and in a good po­s­i­tion. He was de­cidedly lucky with his girls.

				The mar­riage was agreed upon. It was settled that it should be a grand af­fair, and the wed­ding din­ner was to be held at Sainte-Ad­resse, at Moth­er Gusa’s res­taur­ant. It would cost a lot cer­tainly; but nev­er mind, it did not mat­ter just for once in a way.

				But one morn­ing, just as the old man was go­ing home to break­fast with his two daugh­ters, the door opened sud­denly and Anna ap­peared. She was loudly dressed, wore rings and a very dressy hat. She looked un­deni­ably pretty and nice. She threw her arms round her fath­er’s neck be­fore he could say a word, then fell in­to her sis­ters’ arms with many tears, and then asked for a plate, so that she might share the fam­ily soup. Old Taille was moved to tears in his turn and said sev­er­al times:

				“That is right, dear; that is right.”

				Then she told them about her­self. She did not wish Rose’s wed­ding to take place at Sainte-Ad­resse—cer­tainly not. It should take place at her house, and would cost her fath­er noth­ing. She had settled everything and ar­ranged everything, so it was “no good to say any more about it—there!”

				“Very well, my dear! very well!” the old man said, “we will leave it so.” But then he felt some doubt. Would the Touchards con­sent? But Rose, the bride-elect, was sur­prised, and asked, “Why should they ob­ject, I should like to know? Just leave that to me, I will talk to Philip about it.”

				She men­tioned it to her in­ten­ded the very same day, and he de­clared that it would suit him ex­actly. Fath­er and Moth­er Touchard were nat­ur­ally de­lighted at the idea of a good din­ner which would cost them noth­ing and said:

				“You may be quite sure that everything will be in first-rate style, as M. Dubois is made of money.”

				They asked to be al­lowed to bring a friend, Mme. Florence, the cook on the first floor, and Anna agreed to everything. The wed­ding was fixed for the last Tues­day of the month.

			
			
				II

				After the civil form­al­it­ies and the re­li­gious ce­re­mony the wed­ding party went to Anna’s house. Among those whom the Tailles had brought was a cous­in of a cer­tain age, a M. Sauvetan­in, a man giv­en to philo­soph­ic­al re­flec­tions, ser­i­ous, and al­ways very self-pos­sessed, and Mme. La­mon­dois, an old aunt.

				M. Sauvetan­in had been told off to give Anna his arm, as they were looked upon as the two most im­port­ant and most dis­tin­guished per­sons in the com­pany.

				As soon as they had ar­rived at the door of Anna’s house she let go her com­pan­ion’s arm, and ran on ahead, say­ing, “I will show you the way,” while the in­vited guests fol­lowed more slowly. When they got up­stairs, she stood on one side to let them pass, and they rolled their eyes and turned their heads in all dir­ec­tions to ad­mire this mys­ter­i­ous and lux­uri­ous dwell­ing.

				The table was laid in the draw­ing room as the din­ing room had been thought too small. Ex­tra knives, forks, and spoons had been hired from a neigh­bour­ing res­taur­ant, and de­canters full of wine glittered un­der the rays of the sun, which shone in through the win­dow.

				The ladies went in­to the bed­room to take off their shawls and bon­nets, and Old Touchard, who was stand­ing at the door, squin­ted at the low, wide bed, and made funny signs to the men, with many a wink and nod. Old Taille, who thought a great deal of him­self, looked with fath­erly pride at his child’s well-fur­nished rooms, and went from one to the oth­er hold­ing his hat in his hand, mak­ing a men­tal in­vent­ory of everything, and walk­ing like a ver­ger in a church.

				Anna went back­ward and for­ward, and ran about giv­ing or­ders and hur­ry­ing on the wed­ding feast. Soon she ap­peared at the door of the din­ing room, and cried: “Come here, all of you, for a mo­ment,” and when the twelve guests did as they were asked they saw twelve glasses of Madeira on a small table.

				Rose and her hus­band had their arms round each oth­er’s waists, and were kiss­ing each oth­er in every corner. M. Sauvetan­in nev­er took his eyes off Anna; he no doubt felt that ar­dour, that sort of ex­pect­a­tion which all men, even if they are old and ugly, feel for wo­men of easy vir­tue, as if their trade, their pro­fes­sion­al duty com­pelled them to give a little of them­selves to every male.

				They sat down, and the wed­ding break­fast began; the re­l­at­ives sit­ting at one end of the table and the young people at the oth­er. Mme. Touchard, the moth­er, presided on the right and the bride on the left. Anna looked after every­body, saw that the glasses were kept filled and the plates well sup­plied. The guests evid­ently felt a cer­tain re­spect­ful em­bar­rass­ment at the sight of the sump­tu­ous­ness of the rooms and at the lav­ish man­ner in which they were treated. They all ate heart­ily of the good things provided, but there were no jokes such as are pre­val­ent at wed­dings of that sort; it was all too grand, and it made them feel un­com­fort­able. Old Mme. Touchard, who was fond of a bit of fun, tried to en­liven mat­ters a little, and at the be­gin­ning of the dessert she ex­claimed: “I say, Philip, do sing us some­thing.” The neigh­bours in their street con­sidered that he had the finest voice in all Havre.

				The bride­groom got up, smiled, and turn­ing to his sis­ter-in-law, from po­lite­ness and gal­lantry, tried to think of some­thing suit­able for the oc­ca­sion, some­thing ser­i­ous and cor­rect, to har­mon­ize with the ser­i­ous­ness of the re­past.

				Anna had a sat­is­fied look on her face, and leaned back in her chair to listen, and all as­sumed looks of at­ten­tion, though pre­pared to smile should smiles be called for.

				The sing­er an­nounced, “The Ac­cursed Bread,” and ex­tend­ing his right arm, which made his coat ruck up in­to his neck, he began.

				
					
						Il est un pain béni qu’à la terre économe
						

						Il nous faut ar­rach­er d’un bras vic­torieux.
						

						C’est le pain du trav­ail, ce­lui que l’hon­nête homme,
						

						Le soir, à ses en­fants, ap­porte tout joyeux.
						

						Mais il en est un autre, à mine tentatrice,
						

						Pain maudit que l’en­fer pour nous dam­ner sema, (bis)
						

						En­fant, n’y touchez pas car c’est le pain du vice!
						

						Chers en­fants, gardez vous de touch­er ce pain-là. (bis)
					

				

				They all ap­plauded frantic­ally. Old Touchard de­clared the sen­ti­ments ex­cel­lent. The cook, who was one of the guests, twis­ted in her hands a crust at which she gazed ten­derly. M. Sauvetan­in mur­mured, “Bravo!” Aunt La­mon­dois had already be­gun to wipe away her tears with her nap­kin.

				The bride­groom an­nounced: “Second verse,” and launched forth with re­newed vigour:

				
					
						Re­spect au mal­heureux qui, tout brisé par l’âge,
						

						Nous im­plore en passant sur le bord du chemin,
						

						Mais flétris­sons ce­lui qui, déser­tant l’ouv­rage,
						

						Alerte et bi­en port­ant, ose tendre la main.
						

						Men­di­er sans be­soin, c’est vol­er la vie­il­lesse,
						

						C’est vol­er l’ouv­ri­er que le trav­ail courba. (bis)
						

						Honte à ce­lui qui vit du pain de la paresse,
						

						Chers en­fants, gardez-vous de touch­er ce pain-là. (bis)
					

				

				They all yelled the re­frain in chor­us, even the two ser­vants who were stand­ing against the wall. The fal­setto, pier­cing voices of the wo­men put the deep­er voices of the men out of tune.

				The aunt and the bride wept out­right. Old Taille blew his nose with the noise of a trom­bone, and old Touchard madly bran­dished a whole loaf over the centre of the table. The friendly cook dropped a few si­lent tears on the crust with which she was still fum­bling.

				Amid the gen­er­al emo­tion M. Sauvetan­in said:

				“That is the right sort of song; very dif­fer­ent from the usu­al smut.”

				Anna, who was vis­ibly af­fected, kissed her hand to her sis­ter and poin­ted to her hus­band with an af­fec­tion­ate nod, as if to con­grat­u­late her.

				In­tox­ic­ated by his suc­cess, the young man con­tin­ued:

				
					
						Dans ton simple ré­duit, ouv­rière gen­tille,
						

						Tu sembles écouter la voix du tentateur.
						

						Pauvre en­fant, va, crois-moi, ne quitte pas l’ai­guille.
						

						Tes par­ents n’ont que toi, toi seule es leur bon­heur.
						

						Dans un luxe hon­teux trouver­as-tu des charmes.
						

						Lor­sque, te mau­dis­sant, ton père ex­pirera. (bis)
						

						Le pain du dés­hon­neur se pétrit dans les larmes
						

						Chers en­fants, gardez-vous de touch­er ce pain-là. (bis)
					

				

				No one took up the re­frain about this bread, sup­posed to be eaten with tears, ex­cept old Touchard and the two ser­vants. Anna had grown deadly pale and cast down her eyes, while the bride­groom looked from one to the oth­er without un­der­stand­ing the reas­on for this sud­den cold­ness, and the cook hast­ily dropped the crust as if it were poisoned.

				M. Sauvetan­in said sol­emnly, in or­der to save the situ­ation: “That last couplet is not at all ne­ces­sary”; and Old Taille, who had got red up to his ears, looked round the table fiercely.

				Then Anna, with her eyes swim­ming in tears, told the ser­vants, in the fal­ter­ing voice of a wo­man try­ing to stifle her sobs, to bring the cham­pagne.

				All the guests were sud­denly seized with ex­uber­ant joy, and their faces be­came ra­di­ant again. Old Touchard, who had seen, felt, and un­der­stood noth­ing of what was go­ing on, was still bran­dish­ing his loaf, and singing to him­self, as he showed it to the guests:

				
					
						Chers en­fants, gardez-vous de touch­er ce pain-là.
					

				

				The whole party, elec­tri­fied by the sight of the bottles with their sil­ver foil, loudly took up the re­frain:

				
					
						Chers en­fants, gardez-vous de touch­er ce pain-là.
					

				

			
		
	
		
			Friend Joseph

			For a whole winter in Par­is they had been great friends and after los­ing sight of each oth­er, as is usu­al, on leav­ing col­lege, they met again in so­ci­ety when they were both old and grey; the one a bach­el­or, the oth­er a mar­ried man.

			Mon­sieur de Méroul spent six months in Par­is and six months in his little château at Tourbeville. Hav­ing mar­ried the daugh­ter of a neigh­bour­ing squire, he had lived a quiet peace­ful life, in­dol­ently, the life of a man who has noth­ing to do. He was calm, meth­od­ic­al by nature; he had no sud­den flashes of in­tel­li­gence, or fits of in­de­pend­ence, he spent his time quietly re­gret­ting the past, de­plor­ing the habits and in­sti­tu­tions of the day, and con­tinu­ally re­peat­ing to his wife, who raised her eyes and oc­ca­sion­ally her hands in sign of com­plete agree­ment: “What a gov­ern­ment we’ve got, to be sure!”

			In­tel­lec­tu­ally, Mon­sieur and Ma­dame de Méroul were as much alike as if they had been broth­er and sis­ter. She knew, by tra­di­tion, that first and fore­most, the Pope and the King must be re­spec­ted. And she loved and re­spec­ted them from the bot­tom of her heart—not know­ing them—with ro­mantic fer­vour, hered­it­ary de­vo­tion, and the ten­der­ness of a wo­man of good birth. She was kind­ness it­self. She had no chil­dren and nev­er ceased to re­gret the fact.

			When Mon­sieur de Méroul met his old friend Joseph Mourador at a ball, he was filled with un­af­fected joy at the meet­ing, for they had been great friends in their youth. After the first ejac­u­la­tions of sur­prise on the changes age had wrought in their ap­pear­ance, each one wanted to know what kind of life the oth­er had led. Joseph Mourador, a South­ern­er, was a Dis­trict Coun­cil­lor. Frank of as­pect, he talked quickly and without re­serve, say­ing ex­actly what he thought without any con­sid­er­a­tion for the feel­ings of oth­ers. He was a Re­pub­lic­an, one of those good-natured Re­pub­lic­ans who make a vir­tue of be­ing cas­u­al, and who stand for that free­dom of speech which bor­ders on bru­tal­ity.

			He vis­ited his friend’s house, where, in spite of his ad­vanced ideas, he was very pop­u­lar on ac­count of his easy cor­di­al­ity. Ma­dame de Méroul would ex­claim: “What a pity! Such a charm­ing man!” Mon­sieur de Méroul would say to his friend, ser­i­ously and con­fid­en­tially: “You have no idea of the harm you are do­ing to our coun­try.” Nev­er­the­less he loved him, for noth­ing is stronger than the ties of child­hood re­newed in old age. Joseph Mourador bantered the hus­band and wife and called them “my dear slow­coaches,” and some­times he would hold forth against old-fash­ioned people, against pre­ju­dice, and against tra­di­tion.

			When he was en­gaged in this flow of demo­crat­ic elo­quence the couple, ill at ease, would keep si­lent out of po­lite­ness and good man­ners; then the hus­band would try to change the con­ver­sa­tion so as to avoid hurt­ing any­one’s feel­ings. Joseph Mourador nev­er went to form­al re­cep­tions at the De Mérouls’.

			Then sum­mer came, when the Mérouls’ greatest pleas­ure was to have their friends on a vis­it to their coun­try-house at Tourbeville. They were ac­tu­ated by a simple friendly feel­ing, the pleas­ure of kindly dis­posed folk, coun­try landown­ers. They would go to the nearest sta­tion to meet their guests and bring them back in the car­riage, on the lookout for com­pli­ments about the coun­try, its lux­uri­ant ve­get­a­tion, the de­part­ment­al roads, the clean­li­ness of the peas­ants’ houses, the size of the cattle to be seen in the fields, in fact everything with­in sight.

			They would call at­ten­tion to the re­mark­able speed with which their horse trot­ted, re­mark­able for an an­im­al em­ployed in the fields part of the year; and they would anxiously await the new­comer’s opin­ion on their fam­ily es­tate, sens­it­ive to the least word, and grate­ful for the slight­est kindly ap­pre­ci­ation.

			Joseph Mourador had re­ceived an in­vit­a­tion and had writ­ten to an­nounce his ar­rival.

			Hus­band and wife had gone to meet the train, de­lighted to wel­come him to their home. As soon as he caught sight of them, Joseph Mourador leaped from the car­riage with an en­thu­si­asm that in­creased their pleas­ure; he shook hands with them, con­grat­u­lat­ing them, and over­whelm­ing them with com­pli­ments.

			All the way home he was charm­ing: he was sur­prised at the height of the trees, the rich­ness of the crops, and the speed of the horse. When he set foot on the threshold of the house, Mon­sieur de Méroul said with a cer­tain friendly solem­nity: “You are at home, now,” and Joseph Mourador replied: “Thanks, my friend, I was ex­pect­ing to be so. Any­how I nev­er stand on ce­re­mony with my friends. That’s not my idea of hos­pit­al­ity.”

			Then he went up­stairs to his room to dress as a peas­ant, so he said, and came down in a blue lin­en suit, with a straw boat­er, yel­low shoes, in fact in the getup of a Parisi­an on the spree. He seemed more vul­gar, more jovi­al, more fa­mil­i­ar, hav­ing ap­par­ently put on with his coun­try clothes the free and easy man­ner which he con­sidered the right thing. His new man­ners rather shocked Mon­sieur and Ma­dame de Méroul, who were al­ways ser­i­ous and cor­rect even in the coun­try, as if com­pelled by the particle pre­ced­ing their name to keep up a cer­tain form­al­ity even in the friend­li­est in­ter­course.

			After lunch they vis­ited the farms, and the Parisi­an quite staggered the re­spect­ful peas­ants by his tone of hail-fel­low-well-met. In the even­ing the priest came to din­ner, an old, fat priest—a reg­u­lar Sunday guest—who had been es­pe­cially in­vited in hon­our of the new ar­rival.

			As soon as he saw him, Joseph made a face, later he watched him with as­ton­ish­ment as if he were a rare creature of some pe­cu­li­ar race that he had nev­er been able to ob­serve at close quar­ters. Dur­ing the meal he told some free and easy an­ec­dotes per­miss­ible among friends but which to the Mérouls seemed out of place in the pres­ence of a priest. He did not say “Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé” but simply “Mon­sieur”; and he made the priest un­com­fort­able by dis­cuss­ing the dif­fer­ent su­per­sti­tions cur­rent through­out the world. He said: “Your God is a God to be re­spec­ted, but also one to be dis­cussed. My god is called Reas­on and has al­ways been the en­emy of your God.”

			The Mérouls, dis­tressed, tried to change the con­ver­sa­tion. The priest left very early.

			The hus­band said very gently: “Per­haps you went a little too far with the priest.”

			But Joseph burst out at once: “Well, that’s a good one, that is! As if I should put my­self out for a sky-pi­lot! Moreover, you will be kind enough not to in­flict his pres­ence upon me at meals. You oth­ers can make as much use of him as you like, Sundays and week­days, but don’t serve him up to your friends, hang it!”

			“But, my dear fel­low, think of his holy—”

			Joseph Mourador in­ter­rup­ted him: “Yes, I know, they must be treated like the Queen of the May! Every­body knows that, my dear man! Let them re­spect my con­vic­tions and I will re­spect theirs!”

			That was all for that day.

			When Ma­dame Méroul went in­to the draw­ing room the next morn­ing, she no­ticed in the middle of the table three news­pa­pers that gave her a shock: the Voltaire, the Répub­lique Française, and Justice. At the same time Joseph Mourador, still in blue, ap­peared at the door read­ing the In­transigeant at­tent­ively. He ex­claimed: “There’s a great art­icle by Rochefort in this! He is an amaz­ing chap!” He read it out loud, em­phas­ising the points, and was so full of en­thu­si­asm that he did not no­tice his friend come in­to the room.

			Mon­sieur de Méroul brought the Gaulois for him­self and the Clairon for his wife.

			The fiery prose of the great writer who was over­turn­ing the Em­pire, re­cited with vi­ol­ence, sung with a south­ern ac­cent, rang through the peace­ful draw­ing room, shak­ing the old cur­tains with their straight folds, seem­ing to fling it­self in a storm of leap­ing, im­pudent, iron­ic­al and de­struct­ive words against the walls, the big tapestry chairs and the sol­emn fur­niture that had nev­er been moved from its place for over a cen­tury.

			Mon­sieur stand­ing and Ma­dame seated listened with amazement, so shocked that they were un­able to make any protest.

			Mourador made his last point like set­ting off fire­works, and de­clared with tri­umph: “Well? That’s slash­ing enough?”

			Then he caught sight of the two pa­pers his friend was car­ry­ing, and he in his turn was filled with sur­prise. With long strides he crossed the room and asked in­dig­nantly: “What are you go­ing to do with those pa­pers?”

			Mon­sieur de Méroul replied hes­it­at­ingly: “But—these are my—my pa­pers!”

			“Your pa­pers—come, come, you’re mak­ing fun of me! You are go­ing to read mine. They will broaden your ideas. As for your pa­pers—there, that’s how I treat them!”

			Be­fore his as­ton­ished host could pre­vent it, he had seized the two pa­pers and thrown them out of the win­dow. Then he gravely handed Justice to Ma­dame de Méroul, the Voltaire to her hus­band, and sank in­to an arm­chair to fin­ish the In­transigeant.

			Out of po­lite­ness the couple made a pre­tence of read­ing some of the news, then re­turned the Re­pub­lic­an pa­pers to their friend, hand­ling them very gingerly as if they were poisoned. He laughed and de­clared: “One week of this re­gime and you will be con­ver­ted to my ideas.”

			True enough, at the end of the week he was run­ning the house. He had closed the door against the priest, whom Ma­dame de Méroul secretly went to see; he would not al­low the Gaulois and the Clairon to be brought to the house, but a ser­vant went to the post of­fice to fetch them every day and they were promptly hid­den un­der the sofa cush­ions the minute Joseph ap­peared. He ar­ranged everything ac­cord­ing to his wishes, was al­ways charm­ing and good-natured; in fact, an all-power­ful, jovi­al tyr­ant.

			Oth­er friends were ex­pec­ted, re­li­gious friends with Le­git­im­ist polit­ic­al opin­ions, but the hosts saw that a meet­ing with their old friend was im­possible, and not know­ing what to do, one even­ing they told him that they were ob­liged to go away on busi­ness for a few days, and begged him to stay on alone. He was not at all wor­ried, and answered:

			“Very well, I don’t mind. I will wait here as long as you like. I have already said that there should be no form­al­ity between friends. Hang it all! You are quite right to go and at­tend to your busi­ness af­fairs. I would nev­er be of­fen­ded at that; on the con­trary, it makes me feel quite at home. Off you go, my friends, I will wait for you!”

			Mon­sieur and Ma­dame de Méroul left the fol­low­ing day. He is still wait­ing for their re­turn.

		
	
		
			The Mother of Monsters

			I was re­minded of this hor­rible story and this hor­rible wo­man on the seafront the oth­er day, as I stood watch­ing—at a wa­ter­ing-place much fre­quen­ted by the wealthy—a lady well known in Par­is, a young, el­eg­ant, and charm­ing girl, loved and re­spec­ted by all who know her.

			My story is now many years old, but it is im­possible to for­get such things.

			I had been in­vited by a friend to make a long stay with him in a small coun­try town. In or­der to do the hon­ours of the dis­trict, he took me about all over the place; made me see the most cel­eb­rated views, the man­or houses and castles, the loc­al in­dus­tries, the ru­ins; he showed me the monu­ments, the churches, the old carved doors, the trees of spe­cially large size or un­com­mon shape, the oak of St. An­drew and the Roque­boise yew.

			When, with ex­clam­a­tions of grat­i­fied en­thu­si­asm, I had in­spec­ted all the curi­os­it­ies in the dis­trict, my friend con­fessed, with every sign of acute dis­tress, that there was noth­ing more to vis­it. I breathed again. I should be able, at last, to en­joy a little rest un­der the shade of the trees. But sud­denly he ex­claimed:

			“Why, no, there is one more. There’s the moth­er of mon­sters.”

			“And who,” I asked, “is the moth­er of mon­sters?”

			He answered: “She is a hor­rible wo­man, a per­fect de­mon, a creature who every year de­lib­er­ately pro­duces de­formed, hideous, fright­ful chil­dren, ver­it­able mon­sters, and sells them to peep­show men.

			“The men who fol­low this ghastly trade come from time to time to dis­cov­er wheth­er she has brought forth any fresh abor­tion, and if they like the look of the ob­ject, they pay the moth­er and take it away with them.

			“She has el­ev­en of these off­spring. She is rich.

			“You think I’m jok­ing, mak­ing it all up, ex­ag­ger­at­ing. No, my friend, I’m only telling you the truth, the lit­er­al truth.

			“Come and see this wo­man. I’ll tell you af­ter­wards how she be­came a mon­ster-fact­ory.”

			He took me off to the out­skirts of the town.

			She lived in a nice little house by the side of the road. It was pretty and well kept. The garden was full of flowers, and smelt de­li­cious. Any­one would have taken it for the home of a re­tired law­yer.

			A ser­vant showed us in­to a little par­lour, and the wretched creature ap­peared.

			She was about forty, tall, hard-fea­tured, but well built, vig­or­ous, and wealthy, the true type of ro­bust peas­antry, half an­im­al and half wo­man.

			She was aware of the dis­ap­prov­al in which she was held, and seemed to re­ceive us with ma­lig­nant hu­mil­ity.

			“What do the gen­tle­men want?” she in­quired.

			My friend replied: “We have been told that your last child is just like any oth­er child, and not in the least like his broth­ers. I wanted to veri­fy this. Is it true?”

			She gave us a sly glance of an­ger and answered:

			“Oh, no, sir, oh dear no! He’s even ugli­er, mebbe, than the oth­ers. I’ve no luck, no luck at all, they’re all that way, sir, all like that, it’s some­thing cruel; how can the good Lord be so hard on a poor wo­man left all alone in the world!”

			She spoke rap­idly, keep­ing her eyes lowered, with a hy­po­crit­ic­al air, like a sac­red wild beast. She softened the harsh tone of her voice, and it was amaz­ing to hear these tear­ful high-pitched words is­su­ing from that great bony body, with its coarse an­gu­lar strength, made for vi­ol­ent ges­ture and wolfish howl­ing.

			“We should like to see your child,” my friend asked.

			She ap­peared to blush. Had I per­haps been mis­taken? After some mo­ments of si­lence she said, in a louder voice: “What would be the use of that?”

			She had raised her head, and gave us a swift, burn­ing glance.

			“Why don’t you wish to show him to us?” answered my friend. “There are many people to whom you show him. You know whom I mean.”

			She star­ted up, let­ting loose the full fury of her voice.

			“So that’s what you’ve come for, is it? Just to in­sult me? Be­cause my bairns are like an­im­als, eh? Well, you’ll not see them, no, no, no, you shan’t. Get out of here. I know you all, the whole pack of you, bul­ly­ing me about like this!”

			She ad­vanced to­wards us, her hands on her hips. At the bru­tal sound of her voice, a sort of moan, or rather a mew, a wretched lun­at­ic screech, is­sued from the next room. I shivered to the mar­row. We drew back be­fore her.

			In a severe tone my friend warned her:

			“Have a care, She-dev­il”—the people all called her She-dev­il—“have a care, one of these days this will bring you bad luck.”

			She trembled with rage, wav­ing her arms, mad with fury, and yelling:

			“Get out of here, you! What’ll bring me bad luck? Get out of here, you pack of un­be­liev­ing dogs, you!”

			She al­most flew at our throats; we fled, our hearts con­trac­ted with hor­ror.

			When we were out­side the door, my friend asked:

			“Well, you’ve seen her; what do you say to her?”

			I answered: “Tell me the his­tory of the brute.”

			And this is what he told me, as we walked slowly back along the white high road, bordered on either side by the ripe corn that rippled like a quiet sea un­der the caress of a small gentle wind.

			

			The girl had once been a ser­vant on a farm, a splen­did work­er, well-be­haved and care­ful. She was not known to have a lov­er, and was not sus­pec­ted of any weak­ness.

			She fell, as they all do, one har­vest night among the heaps of corn, un­der a stormy sky, when the still, heavy air is hot like a fur­nace, and the brown bod­ies of the lads and girls are drenched with sweat.

			Feel­ing soon after that she was preg­nant, she was tor­men­ted with shame and fear. De­sirous at all costs of hid­ing her mis­for­tune, she for­cibly com­pressed her belly by a meth­od she in­ven­ted, a hor­rible cor­set made of wood and ropes. The more the grow­ing child swelled her body, the more she tightened the in­stru­ment of tor­ture, suf­fer­ing agony, but bear­ing her pain with cour­age, al­ways smil­ing and act­ive, let­ting no one see or sus­pect any­thing.

			She crippled the little creature in­side her, held tightly in that ter­rible ma­chine; she crushed him, de­formed him, made a mon­ster of him. The skull was squeezed al­most flat and ran to a point, with the two great eyes jut­ting right out from the fore­head. The limbs, crushed against the body, were twis­ted like the stem of a vine, and grew to an in­or­din­ate length, with the fin­gers and toes like spiders’ legs.

			The trunk re­mained quite small and round like a nut.

			She gave birth to it in the open fields one spring morn­ing.

			When the wo­men weed­ers, who had run to her help, saw the beast which was ap­pear­ing, they fled shriek­ing. And the story ran round the neigh­bour­hood that she had brought a de­mon in­to the world. It was then that she got the name “She-Dev­il.”

			She lost her place. She lived on char­ity, and per­haps on secret love, for she was a fine-look­ing girl, and not all men are afraid of hell.

			She brought up her mon­ster, which, by the way, she hated with a sav­age hatred, and which she would per­haps have strangled had not the curé, fore­see­ing the like­li­hood of such a crime, ter­ri­fied her with threats of the law.

			At last one day some passing show­men heard tell of the fright­ful abor­tion, and asked to see it, in­tend­ing to take it away if they liked it. They did like it, and paid the moth­er five hun­dred francs down for it. Ashamed at first, she did not want to let them see a beast of this sort; but when she dis­covered that it was worth money, that these people wanted it, she began to bar­gain, to dis­pute it penny by penny, in­flam­ing them with the tale of her child’s de­form­it­ies, rais­ing her prices with peas­ant tenacity.

			In or­der not to be cheated, she made a con­tract with them. And they agreed to pay her four hun­dred francs a year as well, as though they had taken this beast in­to their ser­vice.

			The un­hoped-for good for­tune crazed the moth­er, and after that she nev­er lost the de­sire to give birth to an­oth­er phe­nomen­on, so that she would have a fixed in­come like the up­per classes.

			As she was very fer­tile, she suc­ceeded in her am­bi­tion, and ap­par­ently be­came ex­pert at vary­ing the shapes of her mon­sters ac­cord­ing to the pres­sure they were made to un­der­go dur­ing the peri­od of her preg­nancy.

			She had them long and short, some like crabs and oth­ers like liz­ards. Sev­er­al died, where­at she was deeply dis­tressed.

			The law at­temp­ted to in­ter­vene, but noth­ing could be proved. So she was left to man­u­fac­ture her mar­vels in peace.

			She now has el­ev­en of them alive, which bring her in from five to six thou­sand francs, year in and year out. One only is not yet placed, the one she would not show us. But she will not keep it long, for she is known now to all the cir­cus pro­pri­et­ors in the world, who come from time to time to see wheth­er she has any­thing new.

			She even ar­ranges auc­tions between them, when the creature in ques­tion is worth it.

			My friend was si­lent. A pro­found dis­gust surged in my heart, a furi­ous an­ger, and re­gret that I had not strangled the brute when I had her in my hands.

			“Then who is the fath­er?” I asked.

			“Nobody knows,” he replied. “He or they have a cer­tain mod­esty. He, or they, re­main con­cealed. Per­haps they share in the spoils.”

			

			I had thought no more of that far-off ad­ven­ture un­til the oth­er day, at a fash­ion­able wa­ter­ing-place, when I saw a charm­ing el­eg­ant lady, the most skil­ful of coquettes, sur­roun­ded by sev­er­al men who have the highest re­gard for her.

			I walked along the front, arm in arm with my friend, the loc­al doc­tor. Ten minutes later I no­ticed a nurse look­ing after three chil­dren who were rolling about on the sand.

			A pathet­ic little pair of crutches lay on the ground. Then I saw that the three chil­dren were de­formed, hunch­backed and lame; hideous little creatures.

			The doc­tor said to me: “Those are the off­spring of the charm­ing lady you met just now.”

			I felt a pro­found pity for her and for them.

			“The poor moth­er!” I cried. “How does she still man­age to laugh?”

			“Don’t pity her, my dear fel­low,” replied my friend. “It’s the poor chil­dren who are to be pit­ied. That’s the res­ult of keep­ing the fig­ure grace­ful right up to the last day. Those mon­sters are man­u­fac­tured by cor­sets. She knows per­fectly well that she’s risk­ing her life at that game. What does she care, so long as she re­mains pretty and se­duct­ive?”

			And I re­membered the oth­er, the peas­ant wo­man, the She-Dev­il, who sold hers.

		
	
		
			The Orphan

			Ma­demois­elle Source had ad­op­ted the boy un­der very sad cir­cum­stances. At the time, she was thirty-six years old, and her de­form­ity (when a little girl she had slipped from her nurse’s knee in­to the fire, and her face had been hor­ribly burnt and was a ter­rible sight) had de­term­ined her not to marry, for she did not want to be mar­ried for her money.

			A neigh­bour, who was with child when she be­came a wid­ow, died in her con­fine­ment, leav­ing no money at all. Ma­demois­elle Source looked after the baby, put it out to nurse, brought it up, sent it to school, and then took the boy home when he was four­teen that she might have someone to love her in the empty house, someone to look after her and to sweeten her old age.

			She lived on a little coun­try es­tate four miles from Rennes, and had giv­en up keep­ing a ser­vant, be­cause her ex­penses had more than doubled since she had ad­op­ted the orphan, her in­come of three thou­sand francs not be­ing suf­fi­cient for three people.

			She did her own cook­ing and house­work and sent the young­ster, who looked after the garden, to do the er­rands. He was gentle, shy, quiet, and af­fec­tion­ate, and she felt a deep joy—quite a new ex­per­i­ence for her—when he kissed her without be­ing as­ton­ished at or afraid of her ugli­ness. He called her Auntie and treated her like a moth­er.

			In the even­ings they both sat by the fireside while she pre­pared some­thing nice for him: hot wine and toasted bread, which made an en­joy­able light sup­per be­fore go­ing to bed. She of­ten took him on her knee and fondled him, mur­mur­ing words of pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness. She used to call him “my little flower, my cher­ub, my darling an­gel, my pre­cious jew­el,” to all of which he was gently sub­missive, lay­ing his head on the old maid’s shoulder.

			Al­though nearly fif­teen now, he was still little and frail, and looked rather un­healthy. Some­times Ma­demois­elle Source would take him in­to town to see the only two re­la­tions she had left—dis­tant cous­ins who were mar­ried and lived in one of the sub­urbs. The two wo­men had a griev­ance against her for ad­opt­ing the child, on ac­count of her money, but they wel­comed her nev­er­the­less, still hop­ing for their share—in all prob­ab­il­ity one-third—if the in­her­it­ance were equally di­vided.

			She was very, very happy, her time be­ing fully oc­cu­pied with her child; she bought him books to de­vel­op his mind, and he be­came a great read­er.

			He no longer sat on her knee in the even­ings to fondle her, but would rush to his chair by the fire and get his book. The light from the lamp, placed on the table just above his head, was re­flec­ted on his curly hair and part of his fore­head; he nev­er moved, nev­er raised his eyes, but went on read­ing, en­tirely ab­sorbed in the ad­ven­tures in print.

			Seated on the op­pos­ite side of the fire, she would gaze at him with a fixed, lov­ing gaze, sur­prised at his con­cen­tra­tion, feel­ing jeal­ous, and of­ten ready to cry about it. Every now and then she would say: “You will over­tire your­self, my treas­ure!” hop­ing that he would raise his head and come and kiss her, but he nev­er answered; he nev­er heard her; he had not un­der­stood; he was ob­li­vi­ous of everything ex­cept the book he was read­ing.

			For two years he simply de­voured a great num­ber of books, and there was a change in his char­ac­ter. He began to ask Ma­demois­elle Source for money, which she gave him, but as his de­mands kept grow­ing she ended by re­fus­ing to give any more, for she was en­er­get­ic and meth­od­ic­al, and could be sens­ible when ne­ces­sary.

			After much plead­ing he did ob­tain a con­sid­er­able sum one even­ing, but when a few days later he begged for more, she was quite de­term­ined, and, in­deed, she nev­er yiel­ded to his plead­ings again.

			He was ap­par­ently re­con­ciled to do without and re­turned to his former ways, sit­ting quietly for hours with down­cast eyes, lost in day­dream­ing. He nev­er talked to Ma­demois­elle Source, and only replied to short, sharp sen­tences. How­ever, he was charm­ing and con­sid­er­ate to her, but nev­er kissed her.

			He oc­ca­sion­ally made her feel frightened as they sat op­pos­ite each oth­er by the fireside, si­lent and still. She wanted to rouse him, to say some­thing, any­thing, to him, to break the si­lence which was as ter­ri­fy­ing as the gloom of a forest. But he nev­er seemed to hear her, and she trembled with ter­ror—as poor weak wo­men will—when she re­ceived no reply after speak­ing five or six times.

			What was the mat­ter? What was passing in that im­pen­et­rable mind? After some two or three hours spent in this way, she felt she must be go­ing mad, she wanted to go away, to es­cape from the house, not only to avoid this ever­last­ing dumb tête-à-tête, but to avoid, too, a vague un­known danger that she felt threat­en­ing her. She would of­ten weep in her loneli­ness. What was the mat­ter with him? She had only to ex­press a wish and he car­ried it out without a mur­mur. If she wanted any­thing in town, he would go off and fetch it at once. She cer­tainly had no ground for com­plaint! And yet—

			A year passed by, and it struck her that there was an­oth­er change in the young man. How had she no­ticed this, felt it, guessed it? No mat­ter! She knew she was not mis­taken, but she could not have put in­to words the change that had oc­curred in that strange youth’s un­known thoughts. To her it seemed that where he had been be­set with hes­it­a­tion, he was now quite res­ol­ute; this idea struck her one even­ing when she caught him star­ing at her curi­ously, with an ex­pres­sion she had nev­er seen be­fore.

			After that he watched her con­tinu­ally un­til she felt as if she must hide her­self to avoid the cold glance al­ways fixed upon her. For whole even­ings he would stare at her, only turn­ing away his eyes when, re­duced to help­less­ness, she said: “Don’t look at me like that, my child!” Then he would lower his head. But as soon as her back was turned she felt his eye upon her again. Wherever she went, he fol­lowed her with his ten­a­cious gaze. Some­times in the garden she would sud­denly catch sight of him crouched among the shrubs as if he were hid­ing; or else when she was seated out of doors mend­ing stock­ings, and he was dig­ging in the ve­get­able garden, he would slyly and per­sist­ently watch her all the time he was at work. It was no use ask­ing him: “What is the mat­ter, my dear? You are so changed these last three years, I can’t re­cog­nise you. I im­plore you to tell me what’s wrong, what is filling your thoughts.”

			He in­vari­ably answered, in a quiet, tired voice: “But noth­ing’s the mat­ter, Auntie!” And when she in­sisted with: “Oh! my child, an­swer me, an­swer me when I speak to you. If you could know how you make me suf­fer, you would al­ways an­swer, and you would not look at me in that way. Are you in trouble? Tell me, I will com­fort you—” he would go off wear­ily, mut­ter­ing: “But I as­sure you noth­ing’s wrong with me.”

			He had not grown much and still looked like a child though his fea­tures were those of a man. They were, how­ever, hard and looked un­fin­ished. He seemed some­how in­com­plete, un­pleas­ant to the eye, only a sketch, so to speak, and as alarm­ing as a mys­tery. He was quite closed to out­er in­flu­ences, im­pen­et­rable, a prey to some con­stant men­tal fer­ment, both act­ive and dan­ger­ous.

			Ma­demois­elle Source could not help feel­ing all this, and her an­guish of mind pre­ven­ted her from sleep­ing. She was as­sailed by ap­palling ter­ror and hor­rible night­mares. She locked her­self in her room and bar­ri­caded the door, tor­tured by a pan­ic fear. Of what was she afraid?

			She had no idea.

			She was afraid of everything, the night, the walls, the shad­ows pro­jec­ted by the moon through the white cur­tains at the win­dows, and, above all, she was afraid of him.

			Why?

			What had she to fear? Did she know of any­thing? She could not go on liv­ing like that. She knew she was men­aced by some mis­for­tune, some ap­palling mis­for­tune.

			One morn­ing, secretly, she went to town to see her re­l­at­ives and breath­lessly told them what she felt. The two wo­men thought she was go­ing mad and tried to re­as­sure her. She said to them: “If you only knew how he looks at me from morn­ing till night! He nev­er takes his eyes off me! Some­times I want to shout for help, call in the neigh­bours, I am so afraid! But what could I say to them? He does noth­ing but stare at me.”

			The cous­ins said: “Does he ever treat you roughly, does he an­swer you rudely?”

			She replied: “No, nev­er; he does everything I wish, he works well and is very steady now; but I am be­side my­self with fright. He has some idea in his head, I know it, I know it. I won’t stay any longer in the coun­try alone with him.”

			The scared re­l­at­ives told her that every­one would be sur­prised, that no one would un­der­stand, and ad­vised her to put aside her fears and give up her plans, but they did not dis­cour­age her from com­ing to live in town, in the hope that the re­mov­al would se­cure all her prop­erty for the two of them. They even prom­ised to help her to sell her house and to find an­oth­er one near them.

			Ma­demois­elle Source went back home but she was in such a state of nerves that she star­ted at the least sound and her hands trembled at the merest trifle.

			She vis­ited her re­l­at­ives again twice, now quite de­term­ined not to re­main in her lonely coun­try home, and at last she found a suit­able little house in the sub­urb, which she secretly bought.

			The con­tract was signed on a Tues­day morn­ing, and the rest of the day was spent in ar­ran­ging for the re­mov­al. Ma­demois­elle Source caught the eight o’clock p.m. coach which passed about a mile and a half from the house, and stopped at the spot where the driver usu­ally set her down. As he whipped up his horses he shouted: “Good night, Ma­demois­elle Source, good night!” and she replied as she was mov­ing away: “Good night, Fath­er Joseph.”

			At sev­en o’clock the next morn­ing, the vil­lage post­man no­ticed a big pool of fresh blood on the cross­road not far from the high­way, and said to him­self: “Hal­loa! Some drunk­en lout’s nose has been bleed­ing.” But a few steps farther on he picked up a fine cam­bric handker­chief stained with blood, and as he neared the ditch he thought he could see some strange ob­ject ly­ing there.

			Ma­demois­elle Source was ly­ing at the bot­tom of the ditch with her throat cut. An hour later, the gen­darmes, the ma­gis­trate and oth­ers in au­thor­ity gathered round the corpse, all giv­ing their opin­ion as to what had happened. The two re­la­tions, called as wit­nesses, came and told them of the old maid’s fears and of the ar­range­ments she had just made.

			The orphan was ar­res­ted. Since his ad­op­ted moth­er’s death he had done noth­ing but weep, plunged, at least to all ap­pear­ances, in the deep­est woe. He was able to prove that he had spent the even­ing up to el­ev­en o’clock in a café; he had been seen by ten people who had been there un­til he left. As the coach-driver de­clared that he had set the murdered wo­man down between half past nine and ten o’clock, the crime could only have been com­mit­ted on the road lead­ing from the high­way to the house, not later than ten o’clock. The pris­on­er was ac­quit­ted.

			By a will drawn up years be­fore and left with a not­ary of Rennes, he was made sole leg­atee, and got all the prop­erty.

			For a long time the coun­try folk kept him at a dis­tance, still sus­pect­ing him of the murder. His house, the dead wo­man’s house, was looked upon as bear­ing a curse, and every­body avoided him in the street. But he was so com­pan­ion­able, so friendly, that the hor­rible sus­pi­cion about him was gradu­ally for­got­ten. He was gen­er­ous, con­sid­er­ate, and would chat at will with the humblest of his neigh­bours.

			The not­ary, Maître Rameau, was one of the first to re­vise his opin­ions about him, be­ing cap­tiv­ated by the young man’s bright con­ver­sa­tion. One even­ing when din­ing with the Col­lect­or of Taxes he de­clared that “a man with his gift of words—al­ways good-hu­moured—can­not have such a dread­ful crime on his con­science.” Im­pressed by the ar­gu­ment, the guests thought the mat­ter over. They re­membered the long con­ver­sa­tions held by this man, who would stop them at the corner of the road and make them listen to him, who forced them in­to his house as they passed by, who made a bet­ter joke than the Lieu­ten­ant of the Armed Po­lice Force him­self, and was so in­fec­tiously cheer­ful that one could not help laugh­ing when with him in spite of the re­pug­nance he in­spired.

			Once more all doors were opened to him. He is now may­or of his com­mune.

		
	
		
			Old Boniface’s Crime

			As Bon­iface the post­man left the post of­fice he dis­covered that his round that day would not take as long as usu­al, and felt a sharp pleas­ure in the know­ledge. His task was the rur­al de­liv­ery out­side the town of Vireville, and when he re­turned at night, with long weary strides, his legs had of­ten more than forty kilo­metres be­hind them.

			So his de­liv­ery would be quickly done! He could even loiter a little on the way and get home by about three in the af­ter­noon. What luck!

			He left the town by the Sen­nemare road and began his du­ties. It was June, the green and flowery month, the month when the mead­ows were look­ing their best.

			Dressed in a blue blouse, and wear­ing a black cap with red braid, the post­man took the nar­row paths across fields of colza, oats, or wheat. The crops were shoulder-high, and his head, passing along above the ears, ap­peared to float on a calm green sea rippled gently by a little wind.

			He entered the farms through wooden gates set in the hedgerows shaded by double rows of beeches, and greet­ing the peas­ant by name: “Good morn­ing, Mon­sieur Chicot,” he would of­fer him his pa­per, the Petit Nor­mand. The farm­er would wipe his hand on the seat of his breeches, take the sheet of pa­per, and slip it in­to his pock­et to read at his leis­ure after the mid­day meal. The dog, ken­nelled in a bar­rel, at the foot of a lean­ing apple tree, would bark furi­ously and tug at his chain, and the post­man, without turn­ing round, would set off again with his mil­it­ary gait, his long legs tak­ing great strides, his left hand in his sack, his right swinging with a quick cease­less ges­ture the stick that kept him com­pany on his round.

			He de­livered his let­ters and cir­cu­lars at the ham­let of Sen­nemare, and then went on across the fields to de­liv­er his mail to the tax-col­lect­or, who lived in a little house half a mile from the vil­lage.

			He was a new col­lect­or, Mon­sieur Cha­patis, who had ar­rived the pre­vi­ous week and was but re­cently mar­ried.

			He took in a Par­is pa­per, and some­times post­man Bon­iface, when he had the time to spare, would glance at it be­fore hand­ing it over to its destined own­er.

			Ac­cord­ingly he opened his sack, took out the news­pa­per, slipped off the band, un­fol­ded it, and began to read it as he walked. The first page was of no in­terest to him; polit­ics left him cold; he nev­er looked at the fin­an­cial news, but the news items en­thralled him.

			Today they were par­tic­u­larly rich in ex­cite­ment. He was so strongly af­fected by the story of a crime com­mit­ted in a game­keep­er’s cot­tage that he stopped in the middle of a patch of clover to read it slowly through again. The de­tails were ap­palling. A wood­cut­ter, passing the keep­er’s cot­tage one morn­ing, no­ticed a little blood on the door­step, as though someone’s nose had been bleed­ing. “He killed a rab­bit last night,” thought the wood­cut­ter, but, draw­ing near­er, he ob­served that the door was ajar and that the lock had been smashed.

			Then, seized with ter­ror, he ran to the vil­lage to in­form the may­or; the lat­ter brought with him the con­stable and the school­mas­ter as re­in­force­ments, and the four men went back to­geth­er. They found the keep­er ly­ing in front of the fire­place with his throat cut, his wife un­der the bed, strangled, and their little six-year-old daugh­ter suf­foc­ated between two mat­tresses.

			Bon­iface the post­man was so deeply af­fected at the thought of this murder, the hor­rible de­tails of which came home to him one by one, that he felt a weak­ness in his legs, and said out loud:

			“Good Lord, there are some vil­lains in this world!”

			Then he slipped the journ­al back in­to its pa­per belt and set off again, his mind reel­ing with vis­ions of the crime. Shortly, he reached Mon­sieur Cha­patis’ dwell­ing; he opened the gate of the little garden and ap­proached the house. It was a low build­ing, con­sist­ing merely of a ground-floor sur­moun­ted by a mansard roof. It was at least five hun­dred yards from the nearest neigh­bour­ing house.

			The post­man moun­ted the two steps up to the en­trance, set his hand to the knob, at­temp­ted to open the door, and found it locked. Then he saw that the shut­ters had not been opened, and that no one had left the house that day.

			He was seized with a feel­ing of un­eas­i­ness, for ever since his ar­rival Mon­sieur Cha­patis had been in the habit of rising early. Bon­iface pulled out his watch. It was only ten past sev­en, so that he was nearly an hour ahead of his usu­al time. Still, the tax-col­lect­or should have been up and about.

			So he went round the build­ing, walk­ing with cir­cum­spec­tion, as though he were in danger. He ob­served noth­ing sus­pi­cious, ex­cept a man’s foot­prints in a straw­berry-bed.

			But sud­denly he paused, mo­tion­less, trans­fixed with hor­ror, as he passed in front of a win­dow. Groans were com­ing from in­side the house.

			He went to­wards it and, strad­dling across a bor­der of thyme, set his ear to the pent­house-shed to hear the bet­ter; the sound of groans was un­mis­tak­able. He could hear plainly long sighs of pain, some­thing like a death-rattle, the sound of a struggle. Then the groans be­came louder and more fre­quent, grew even more fren­zied, and be­came screams.

			Bon­iface, no longer in any doubt that a crime was be­ing com­mit­ted at that very mo­ment in the tax-col­lect­or’s house, rushed off as fast as his legs could carry him. He fled back through the little garden and dashed across the mead­ows and corn­fields. He ran breath­lessly, shak­ing his sack so that it banged against his back, and ar­rived, ex­hausted, pant­ing, and des­per­ate, at the door of the po­lice sta­tion.

			In­spect­or Malau­tour was mend­ing a broken chair with tin-tacks and a ham­mer. Con­stable Rantieux was grip­ping the broken piece of fur­niture between his legs and hold­ing a nail at the edge of the break; the in­spect­or, chew­ing his mous­tache, his eyes round and moist with con­cen­tra­tion, hit his sub­or­din­ate’s fin­gers at every stroke.

			As soon as he saw them the post­man cried out:

			“Come quick, some­body’s mur­der­ing the tax-col­lect­or! Come quick, quick!”

			The two men ceased their work and looked up, with the dumb­foun­ded air of men sud­denly and amaz­ingly in­ter­rup­ted.

			Bon­iface, see­ing that their sur­prise was great­er than their haste, said again:

			“Quick! Quick! Thieves are in the house, I heard screams, there’s barely time!”

			The in­spect­or set down his ham­mer and asked:

			“Who was it who in­formed you of this deed?”

			The post­man replied:

			“I was go­ing to de­liv­er the pa­per and two let­ters when I no­ticed that the door was shut and that the tax-col­lect­or had not yet got up. I walked round the house to try and find out the reas­on, and heard someone groan­ing as though he were be­ing strangled or had had his throat cut, so I came away to fetch you as fast as I could go. There’s barely time.”

			The in­spect­or drew him­self up to his full height and said:

			“You did not render as­sist­ance in per­son?”

			“I was afraid that I was not present in suf­fi­cient strength,” replied the frightened post­man.

			At that the po­lice of­fi­cial was con­vinced, and said:

			“A mo­ment, while I put my coat on, and I’ll fol­low you.”

			He went in­to the po­lice sta­tion, fol­lowed by his sub­or­din­ate car­ry­ing back the chair.

			They re­appeared al­most im­me­di­ately and all three set off with vig­or­ous strides for the scene of the crime.

			Ar­riv­ing near the house, they care­fully slowed their pace, and the in­spect­or drew his re­volver. Very softly they pen­et­rated in­to the garden and ap­proached the wall of the house. There were no new signs in­dic­at­ing that the mal­efact­ors had de­par­ted. The door was still shut, the win­dows still closed.

			“We’ve got them,” mur­mured the in­spect­or.

			Old Bon­iface, quiv­er­ing with ex­cite­ment, made him go round to the oth­er side and, point­ing to a lean-to shed, said:

			“It’s in there.”

			The in­spect­or went for­ward alone, and set his ear to the boards. The two oth­ers waited, ready for any­thing, their eyes fixed upon him.

			For a long time he re­mained mo­tion­less, listen­ing. In or­der to ap­ply his ear closer to the wooden shut­ter, he had taken off his cocked hat and was hold­ing it in his right hand.

			What was he hear­ing? His im­pass­ive face re­vealed noth­ing, but sud­denly the tips of his mous­tache turned up, his cheeks were creased as though in si­lent laughter, and once more strad­dling across the box-tree bor­der, he came back to­wards the two men, who stared at him amazed.

			Then he signed to them to fol­low him on tip­toe and, hav­ing reached the en­trance, bade Bon­iface slip the pa­per and let­ters un­der the door.

			The post­man, dumb­foun­ded, obeyed meekly.

			“And now off we go,” said the in­spect­or.

			But as soon as they had passed through the gate, he turned to Bon­iface, showed the whites of his eyes, gleam­ing with mer­ri­ment, and spoke in a ban­ter­ing tone, with a know­ing flick­er of his eye­lids:

			“You’re a sly dog, you are.”

			“What do you mean?” replied the old man. “I heard it, I swear I heard it.”

			But the po­lice­man, un­able to re­strain him­self any longer, burst in­to a roar of laughter. He laughed as if he would choke, bent double, his hands across his belly, his eyes filled with tears, the flesh on each side of his nose dis­tor­ted in­to a fright­ful grim­ace. The two oth­ers stared at him in be­wil­der­ment.

			But as he could neither speak nor stop laugh­ing nor make them un­der­stand what was af­fect­ing him, he made a ges­ture, a quite vul­gar and scan­dal­ous ges­ture.

			As he still failed to make him­self un­der­stood, he re­peated the move­ment sev­er­al times, nod­ding to­wards the house, still shuttered.

			Sud­denly his man un­der­stood, in his turn, and burst in­to for­mid­able trans­ports of mer­ri­ment.

			The old man stood stu­pidly between the oth­er two, who rolled in ag­on­ies of mirth.

			At last the in­spect­or grew calm; he gave the old man a vig­or­ous chaff­ing poke in the stom­ach, and ex­claimed:

			“Ah, you sly dog, you and your jokes! I shan’t for­get old Bon­iface’s crime in a hurry.”

			The post­man, his large eyes wide open, said once more:

			“I swear I heard it.”

			The in­spect­or began to laugh again. His con­stable had sat down on the grass at the road­side to have his laugh out in com­fort.

			“Ah, you heard it, did you? And is that how you murder your wife, eh, you dirty dog?”

			“My wife?” He re­flec­ted at some length, then replied:

			“My wife. … Yes, she hollers when I knock her about … but if she does, what’s a bit of noise, any­way? Was Mon­sieur Cha­patis beat­ing his?”

			At that the in­spect­or, in a de­li­ri­um of mirth, turned him round like a pup­pet with his hands on his shoulders, and whispered in­to his ear some­thing at which the post­man was struck dumb with amazement.

			At last the old man mur­mured thought­fully:

			“No. … Not like that. … Not like that. … Not a bit like that. … Mine doesn’t say any­thing. … I’d nev­er have be­lieved it … is it pos­sible? … Any­one would have sworn that a murder was tak­ing place.”

			And filled with shame, con­fu­sion, and be­wil­der­ment, he went on his way across the fields, while the con­stable and the in­spect­or, still laugh­ing and shout­ing pun­gent bar­rack jests after him, watched his black cap re­cede in­to the dis­tance above the quiet waves of the corn.

		
	
		
			The Greenhouse

			M. and Mme. Lere­bour were the same age. But Mon­sieur seemed the young­er, al­though he was the more in­firm. They lived near Mantes in a pretty coun­try place they had built, after mak­ing a for­tune selling prin­ted cali­coes.

			The house was sur­roun­ded by a fine garden con­tain­ing a poultry-run, Chinese kiosks, and a little green­house at the far end of the grounds. M. Lere­bour was short, fat, and jovi­al, with the man­ners of a con­vivi­al shop­keep­er. His wife, thin, wil­ful, and al­ways dis­con­ten­ted, had not suc­ceeded in con­quer­ing her hus­band’s good hu­mour. She dyed her hair, and some­times read nov­els which put dreams in­to her head, al­though she af­fected to des­pise books of that sort. She was de­clared to be a pas­sion­ate wo­man, without ever hav­ing done any­thing to jus­ti­fy the opin­ion. But her hus­band some­times said: “My wife’s hot stuff!” with a cer­tain sig­ni­fic­ant air which gave rise to con­jec­tures.

			But for some years she had been be­hav­ing un­kindly to M. Lere­bour, al­ways ir­rit­able and harsh, as though she were tor­men­ted by a secret sor­row she could not con­fess. A sort of mis­un­der­stand­ing res­ul­ted. They hardly spoke to one an­oth­er, and Ma­dame, whose name was Palmyre, was con­stantly load­ing Mon­sieur, whose name was Gust­ave, with dis­agree­able re­marks, wound­ing il­lu­sions, and sharp words, without ap­par­ent reas­on.

			He bowed un­der it, wor­ried, but still gay, blessed with such a fund of con­tent­ment that he could shoulder these in­tim­ate bick­er­ings. Yet he wondered what un­known cause could be mak­ing his wife grow more and more bit­ter, for he felt sure that her ir­rit­a­tion had a cause which was not only hid­den, but so dif­fi­cult to dis­cov­er that all his ef­forts were wasted.

			He of­ten asked her:

			“Look here, dear, do tell me what griev­ance you have against me. I can feel you are con­ceal­ing some­thing.”

			“No, noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing,” she in­vari­ably replied. “And any­how, if I had any reas­on for be­ing un­happy, it would be your busi­ness to guess it. I don’t like men who nev­er real­ise any­thing, men who are so slack and in­cap­able that you have to go and help them un­der­stand the smal­lest trifle.”

			“I see you don’t mean to tell me,” he would mur­mur, dis­cour­aged, and would go off, search­ing for the mys­tery.

			The nights es­pe­cially be­came very pain­ful for him; for they still shared the same bed, as in happy and simple homes. At these times there were no vex­a­tions with which she did not har­ass him. She would choose the mo­ment when they were ly­ing side by side to load him with her cruelest sneers and in­sults. Prin­cip­ally, she re­proached him for grow­ing fat:

			“You take up all the room, you’re get­ting so fat. And you per­spire in the back like melted lard. Do you sup­pose I like it!”

			She made him get up on the slight­est pre­texts, send­ing him down­stairs to get a news­pa­per she had for­got­ten, or the bottle of or­ange-flower wa­ter, which he could not find be­cause she had hid­den it. And she would ex­claim in a furi­ous and sar­cast­ic tone:

			“But you ought to know where to find it, you great booby!”

			And when he had prowled for an hour all over the sleep­ing house and re­turned empty-handed, all the thanks he would get was:

			“Come on, get back in­to bed; a little walk­ing will make you thin­ner; you’re get­ting as flabby as a sponge.”

			She was al­ways wak­ing him up, say­ing she had cramp in the stom­ach and in­sist­ing on his rub­bing her with flan­nel soaked in eau de co­logne. And he would do his best to cure her, miser­able at see­ing her ill, and would sug­gest rous­ing Céleste, their maid. Then she would lose her tem­per, and shout:

			“Is the dolt quite off his head! It’s all over, I’m all right now! Go to sleep again, you great ninny!”

			“You’re quite sure you’re all right?” he would ask.

			“Yes, keep quiet, and let me go to sleep,” she flung at him harshly. “Don’t both­er me any more. You’re no good at any­thing, you can’t even rub a wo­man.”

			“But … darling …” he would be­gin, des­per­ately.

			“No buts,” she would in­ter­rupt in ex­as­per­a­tion. “That’s enough, isn’t it? Now do shut up …” and she would turn to the wall.

			One night she shook him so ab­ruptly that he star­ted with fright and found him­self sit­ting up with a rapid­ity un­usu­al for him.

			“What? … What is it? …” he stammered.

			She was hold­ing him by the arm and pinch­ing hard enough to make him cry out.

			“I heard a noise in the house,” she whispered in his ear.

			Ac­cus­tomed to Mme. Lere­bour’s fre­quent alarms, he was not ex­cess­ively un­easy, and asked calmly:

			“What sort of noise, darling?”

			She was trem­bling as though out of her wits, and replied:

			“A noise … well, a noise … a noise of foot­steps. … There is someone about.”

			He was in­cred­u­lous:

			“Someone about? Do you think so? No; you must be mis­taken. Who do you think it could be?”

			She shook with rage:

			“Who? … Who? … Why, thieves, you fool!”

			He calmly snuggled un­der the sheets again.

			“No, darling, there’s no one. You must have been dream­ing.”

			At this she threw back the cov­er­let and jumped out of bed, ex­as­per­ated.

			“So you’re as cow­ardly as you are use­less! At all events, I won’t let my­self be murdered in my bed on ac­count of your cow­ardice.”

			And snatch­ing up the tongs from the fire­place, she settled her­self at the bolted door in an at­ti­tude of com­bat.

			Stirred by this ex­ample of valour, and per­haps ashamed, he rose sulkily and, without tak­ing off his cot­ton night­cap, he took the shovel and placed him­self op­pos­ite his bet­ter half.

			For twenty minutes they waited in the deep­est si­lence. No fresh sound dis­turbed the re­pose of the house. Then Ma­dame, furi­ous, went back to bed, de­clar­ing:

			“But I was cer­tain there was someone.”

			To avoid any quar­rel, he made no al­lu­sion dur­ing the day to her pan­ic.

			But the fol­low­ing night, Mme. Lere­bour woke her hus­band with even more vi­ol­ence than on the pre­vi­ous night, and, gasp­ing, faltered:

			“Gust­ave, Gust­ave, someone has just opened the garden gate.”

			As­ton­ished at this per­sist­ence, he thought his wife a prey to somn­am­bu­lism, and he was on the point of try­ing to break this dan­ger­ous slum­ber, when he fan­cied he really did hear a faint noise un­der the walls of the house.

			He rose, ran to the win­dow, and saw, yes, really saw a white shad­ow hur­ry­ing across a path.

			“There is someone,” he mur­mured, with a sick­en­ing qualm.

			Then he re­gained his senses, pulled him­self to­geth­er, and, sud­denly ex­al­ted by the for­mid­able fury of a landown­er whose prop­erty is not be­ing re­spec­ted, said:

			“Wait, wait, and you shall see.”

			He rushed to the writ­ing-table, opened it, grabbed his re­volver, and dashed to­wards the stairs.

			His frantic wife fol­lowed, scream­ing:

			“Gust­ave, Gust­ave, don’t desert me, don’t leave me alone, Gust­ave! Gust­ave!”

			But he paid no at­ten­tion to her; his hand was already on the garden gate.

			Thereupon she hast­ily went back up­stairs and bar­ri­caded her­self in the con­jugal apart­ment.

			She waited five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of an hour. A wild pan­ic at­tacked her. Without any doubt they had killed him, had seized him, gar­rot­ted him, and strangled him. She would have pre­ferred to hear the six re­volver shots ring out, to know that he was fight­ing, de­fend­ing him­self. But the ut­ter si­lence, the ter­ri­fy­ing si­lence of the coun­try was too much for her.

			She rang for Céleste. Céleste did not come, did not reply. She rang again, swoon­ing, on the point of los­ing con­scious­ness. The en­tire house re­mained dumb.

			She pressed her burn­ing brow against the win­dowpane, try­ing to pen­et­rate the dark­ness out­side. She could make out noth­ing but the black­er shad­ows of the copses be­side the grey lines of the paths.

			A clock struck half past twelve. Her hus­band had been gone three-quar­ters of an hour. She would nev­er see him again! She would cer­tainly nev­er see him again! She fell on her knees, sob­bing.

			Two faint knocks on the door of the room made her leap up. M. Lere­bour was call­ing:

			“Open the door, Palmyre, it’s me.”

			She ran to it and opened it, then stood in front of him, her hands on her hips, her eyes still filled with tears.

			“Where have you been, you beast! Leav­ing me like this to die of fear all by my­self! You take no more thought for me than if I didn’t ex­ist. …”

			He had closed the door, and was laugh­ing, laugh­ing like a mad­man, his two cheeks split by his wide-open mouth, his hands on his paunch, his eyes moist.

			Mme. Lere­bour, ut­terly be­wildered, was si­lent.

			He faltered:

			“It was … it was … Céleste, who had a … a … an ap­point­ment in the green­house. … If you only knew what … what … what I saw …”

			She had gone white, chok­ing with in­dig­na­tion:

			“What? … You mean to say … Céleste … in my house … my … my … my house … in my … my … in my green­house! And you nev­er killed the man, her ac­com­plice! You had a re­volver and nev­er killed him. … In my house … my house. …”

			She sat down, at the end of her strength.

			He cut a caper, snapped his fin­gers, clicked his tongue, and stammered, still laugh­ing:

			“If you knew … if you knew …”

			Sud­denly, he kissed her.

			She pushed him away, and, in a voice strangled with rage, said:

			“I will not have that girl stay an­oth­er day in the house, do you hear? Not one day … not one hour. When she comes in, we’ll throw her out. …”

			M. Lere­bour had grasped his wife by the waist and was plant­ing rows of kisses on her neck, noisy kisses, as in the past. She fell si­lent again, dumb­foun­ded and be­wildered. And, hold­ing her in his arms, he led her gently to the bed. …

			

			At about half past nine next morn­ing, Céleste, sur­prised at not hav­ing yet seen her mas­ter and mis­tress, who al­ways rose early, came and knocked gently at their door.

			They were in bed, and were chat­ting gaily side by side. She stood still in amazement, and asked:

			“Ma­dame, the cof­fee.”

			“Bring it here, my girl,” said Mme. Lere­bour in a very gentle voice; “we are rather tired; we slept very badly.”

			The maid had barely with­drawn when M. Lere­bour burst out laugh­ing again, tick­ling his wife and re­peat­ing:

			“If you knew! Oh! if you knew!”

			But she took his hands:

			“Now do keep quiet, darling; if you laugh as much as that, you’ll do your­self harm.”

			And she kissed him, gently, on the eyes.

			

			Mme. Lere­bour has no more bad tem­pers. Some­times, on clear nights, the two of them creep furt­ively past the thick­ets and flower­beds to the little green­house at the far end of the garden. And they stay there, huddled close to­geth­er against the panes as though they were gaz­ing at some strange, ab­sorb­ing thing in­side.

			They have raised Céleste’s wages.

			M. Lere­bour has grown thin­ner.

		
	
		
			Denis

			Mon­sieur Mara­m­bot opened the let­ter which his ser­vant Denis gave him and smiled.

			For twenty years Denis had been a ser­vant in this house. He was a short, stout, jovi­al man, who was known through­out the coun­tryside as a mod­el ser­vant. He asked:

			“Is mon­sieur pleased? Has mon­sieur re­ceived good news?”

			M. Mara­m­bot was not rich. He was an old vil­lage chem­ist, a bach­el­or, who lived on an in­come ac­quired with dif­fi­culty by selling drugs to the farm­ers. He answered:

			“Yes, my boy. Old man Malois is afraid of the law­suit with which I am threat­en­ing him. I shall get my money to­mor­row. Five thou­sand francs will not hurt the ac­count of an old bach­el­or.”

			M. Mara­m­bot rubbed his hands with sat­is­fac­tion. He was a man of quiet tem­pera­ment, more sad than gay, in­cap­able of any pro­longed ef­fort, care­less in busi­ness.

			He could un­doubtedly have amassed a great­er in­come had he taken ad­vant­age of the deaths of col­leagues es­tab­lished in more im­port­ant centres, by tak­ing their places and car­ry­ing on their busi­ness. But the trouble of mov­ing and the thought of all the pre­par­a­tions had al­ways stopped him. After think­ing the mat­ter over for a few days, he would just say:

			“Bah! I’ll wait un­til the next time. I’ll not lose any­thing by the delay. I may even find some­thing bet­ter.”

			Denis, on the con­trary, was al­ways ur­ging his mas­ter to new en­ter­prises. Of an en­er­get­ic tem­pera­ment, he would con­tinu­ally re­peat:

			“Oh! If I had only had the cap­it­al to start out with, I could have made a for­tune! One thou­sand francs would do me.”

			M. Mara­m­bot would smile without an­swer­ing and would go out in his little garden, where, his hands be­hind his back, he would walk about dream­ing.

			All day long, Denis sang the joy­ful re­frains of the folk-songs of the dis­trict. He even showed an un­usu­al activ­ity, for he cleaned all the win­dows of the house, en­er­get­ic­ally rub­bing the glass, and singing at the top of his voice.

			M. Mara­m­bot, sur­prised at his zeal, said to him sev­er­al times, smil­ing:

			“My boy, if you work like that there will be noth­ing left for you to do to­mor­row.”

			The fol­low­ing day, at about nine o’clock in the morn­ing, the post­man gave Denis four let­ters for his mas­ter, one of them very heavy. M. Mara­m­bot im­me­di­ately shut him­self up in his room un­til late in the af­ter­noon. He then handed his ser­vant four let­ters for the mail. One of them was ad­dressed to M. Malois; it was un­doubtedly a re­ceipt for the money.

			Denis asked his mas­ter no ques­tions; he ap­peared to be as sad and gloomy that day as he had seemed joy­ful the day be­fore.

			Night came. M. Mara­m­bot went to bed as usu­al and slept.

			He was awakened by a strange noise. He sat up in his bed and listened. Sud­denly the door opened and Denis ap­peared, hold­ing in one hand a candle and in the oth­er a carving knife, his eyes star­ing, his face con­trac­ted as though moved by some deep emo­tion; he was as pale as a ghost.

			In his as­ton­ish­ment M. Mara­m­bot thought that he was sleep­walk­ing, and he was go­ing to get out of bed and as­sist him when the ser­vant blew out the light and rushed for the bed. His mas­ter stretched out his hands to re­ceive the shock which knocked him over on his back; he was try­ing to seize the hands of his ser­vant, whom he now thought to be crazy, in or­der to avoid the blows which the lat­ter was aim­ing at him.

			He was struck by the knife; once in the shoulder, once in the fore­head and the third time in the chest. He fought wildly, wav­ing his arms around in the dark­ness, kick­ing and cry­ing:

			“Denis! Are you mad? Listen, Denis!”

			But the lat­ter, gasp­ing for breath, kept up his furi­ous at­tack, al­ways strik­ing, al­ways re­pulsed, some­times with a kick, some­times with a punch, and rush­ing for­ward again furi­ously.

			M. Mara­m­bot was wounded twice more, once in the leg and once in the stom­ach. But, sud­denly, a thought flashed across his mind, and he began to shriek:

			“Stop, stop, Denis, I have not yet re­ceived my money!”

			The man im­me­di­ately ceased, and his mas­ter could hear his la­boured breath­ing in the dark­ness. M. Mara­m­bot then went on:

			“I have re­ceived noth­ing. M. Malois takes back what he said, the law­suit will take place; that is why you car­ried the let­ters to the mail. Just read those on my desk.”

			With a fi­nal ef­fort, he reached for his matches and lit the candle.

			He was covered with blood. His sheets, his cur­tains, and even the walls, were spattered with red. Denis, stand­ing in the middle of the room, was also bloody from head to foot.

			When he saw the blood M. Mara­m­bot thought him­self dead, and fell un­con­scious.

			At break of day he re­vived. It was some time, how­ever, be­fore he re­gained his senses, and was able to un­der­stand or re­mem­ber. But, sud­denly, the memory of the at­tack and of his wounds re­turned to him, and he was filled with such ter­ror that he closed his eyes in or­der not to see any­thing. After a few minutes he grew calmer and began to think. He had not died im­me­di­ately, there­fore he might still re­cov­er. He felt weak, very weak; but he had no real pain, al­though he no­ticed an un­com­fort­able smart­ing sen­sa­tion in sev­er­al parts of his body. He also felt icy cold, and all wet, and as though wrapped up in band­ages. He thought that this damp­ness came from the blood which he had lost; and he shivered at the dread­ful thought of this red li­quid which had come from his veins and covered his bed. The idea of see­ing this ter­rible spec­tacle again so up­set him that he kept his eyes closed with all his strength, as though they might open in spite of him­self.

			What had be­come of Denis? He had prob­ably es­caped.

			But what could he, Mara­m­bot, do now? Get up? Call for help? But if he should make the slight­est mo­tions, his wounds would un­doubtedly open up again and he would die from loss of blood.

			Sud­denly he heard the door of his room open. His heart al­most stopped. It was cer­tainly Denis who was com­ing to fin­ish him up. He held his breath in or­der to make the mur­der­er think that he had been suc­cess­ful.

			He felt his sheet be­ing lif­ted up, and then someone feel­ing his stom­ach. A sharp pain near his hip made him start. He was be­ing very gently washed with cold wa­ter. There­fore, someone must have dis­covered the mis­deed and he was be­ing cared for. A wild joy seized him; but prudently, he did not wish to show that he was con­scious. He opened one eye, just one, with the greatest pre­cau­tion.

			He re­cog­nised Denis stand­ing be­side him, Denis him­self! Mercy! He hast­ily closed his eye again.

			Denis. What could he be do­ing? What did he want? What aw­ful scheme could he now be car­ry­ing out?

			What was he do­ing? Well, he was wash­ing him in or­der to hide the traces of his crime! And he would now bury him in the garden, un­der ten feet of earth, so that no one could dis­cov­er him! Or per­haps in the wine cel­lar un­der the bottles of old wine! And M. Mara­m­bot began to tremble like a leaf. He kept say­ing to him­self: “I am lost, lost!” He closed his eyes in or­der not to see the knife as it des­cen­ded for the fi­nal stroke. It did not come. Denis was now lift­ing him up and bandaging him. Then he began care­fully to dress the wound on his leg, as his mas­ter had taught him to do when he was a phar­macist.

			There was no longer any doubt. His ser­vant, after wish­ing to kill him, was try­ing to save him. Then M. Mara­m­bot, in a dy­ing voice, gave him the prac­tic­al piece of ad­vice:

			“Wash the wounds in a di­luted solu­tion of car­bol­ic acid!”

			Denis answered:

			“This is what I am do­ing, mon­sieur.”

			M. Mara­m­bot opened both his eyes. There was no sign of blood either on the bed, on the walls, or on the mur­der­er. The wounded man was stretched out on clean white sheets.

			The two men looked at each oth­er.

			Fi­nally M. Mara­m­bot said calmly:

			“You have been guilty of a great crime.”

			Denis answered:

			“I am try­ing to make up for it, mon­sieur. If you will not tell on me, I will serve you as faith­fully as in the past.”

			This was no time to an­ger his ser­vant. M. Mara­m­bot mur­mured as he closed his eyes:

			“I swear not to tell on you.”

			

			Denis saved his mas­ter. He spent days and nights without sleep, nev­er leav­ing the sick room, pre­par­ing drugs, broths, po­tions, feel­ing his pulse, anxiously count­ing the beats, at­tend­ing him with the skill of a trained nurse and the de­vo­tions of a son.

			He con­tinu­ally asked:

			“Well, mon­sieur, how do you feel?”

			M. Mara­m­bot would an­swer in a weak voice:

			“A little bet­ter, my boy, thank you.”

			And when the sick man would wake up at night, he would of­ten see his ser­vant seated in an arm­chair weep­ing si­lently.

			Nev­er had the old chem­ist been so cared for, so fondled, so spoiled. At first he had said to him­self: “As soon as I am well I shall get rid of this ras­cal.”

			He was now con­vales­cing, and from day to day he would put off dis­miss­ing his mur­der­er. He thought that no one would ever show him such care and at­ten­tion, for he held this man through fear; and he warned him that he had left a doc­u­ment with a law­yer de­noun­cing him to the law if any new ac­ci­dent should oc­cur.

			This pre­cau­tion seemed to guar­an­tee him against any fu­ture at­tack; and he then asked him­self if it would not be wiser to keep this man near him, in or­der to watch him closely.

			Just as formerly, when he would hes­it­ate about tak­ing some lar­ger place of busi­ness, he could not make up his mind to any de­cision.

			“There is plenty of time,” he would say to him­self.

			Denis con­tin­ued to show him­self an ad­mir­able ser­vant. M. Mara­m­bot was well. He kept him.

			One morn­ing, just as he was fin­ish­ing break­fast, he sud­denly heard a great noise in the kit­chen. He hastened in there. Denis was strug­gling with two gen­darmes. An of­ficer was tak­ing notes on his pad.

			As soon as he saw his mas­ter, the ser­vant began to sob, ex­claim­ing:

			“You told on me, mon­sieur, that’s not right, after what you had prom­ised me. You have broken your word of hon­our, Mon­sieur Mara­m­bot; that’s not right, that’s not right!”

			M. Mara­m­bot, be­wildered and dis­tressed at be­ing sus­pec­ted, lif­ted his hand.

			“I swear to you be­fore God, my boy, that I did not tell on you. I haven’t the slight­est idea how the po­lice could have found out about your at­tack on me.”

			The of­ficer star­ted:

			“You say that he at­tacked you, M. Mara­m­bot?”

			The be­wildered chem­ist answered:

			“Yes—but I did not tell on him—I haven’t said a word—I swear it—he has served me ex­cel­lently from that time on—”

			The of­ficer pro­nounced severely:

			“I will take down your testi­mony. The law will take no­tice of this new ac­tion, of which it was ig­nor­ant, Mon­sieur Mara­m­bot. I was com­mis­sioned to ar­rest your ser­vant for the theft of two ducks sur­repti­tiously taken by him from M. Duhamel of which act there are wit­nesses. I shall make a note of your in­form­a­tion.”

			Then, turn­ing to­ward his men, he ordered:

			“Come on, let us start!”

			The two gen­darmes dragged Denis out.

			The law­yer used the plea of in­san­ity, con­trast­ing the two mis­deeds in or­der to strengthen his ar­gu­ment. He had clearly proved that the theft of the two ducks came from the same men­tal con­di­tion as the eight knife-wounds in the body of Mara­m­bot. He had cun­ningly ana­lyzed all the phases of this trans­it­ory con­di­tion of men­tal ab­er­ra­tion, which could, doubt­less, be cured by a few months’ treat­ment in a reput­able san­at­ori­um. He had spoken in en­thu­si­ast­ic terms of the con­tin­ued de­vo­tion of this faith­ful ser­vant, of the care with which he had sur­roun­ded his mas­ter, wounded by him in a mo­ment of ali­en­a­tion.

			Touched by this memory, M. Mara­m­bot felt the tears rising to his eyes.

			The law­yer no­ticed it, opened his arms with a broad ges­ture, spread­ing out the long black sleeves of his robe like the wings of a bat, and ex­claimed:

			“Look, look, gen­tle­men of the jury, look at those tears. What more can I say for my cli­ent? What speech, what ar­gu­ment, what reas­on­ing would be worth these tears of his mas­ter? They speak louder than I do, louder than the law; they cry: ‘Mercy, for the poor wan­der­ing mind of a while ago!’ They im­plore, they par­don, they bless!”

			He was si­lent and sat down.

			Then the judge, turn­ing to Mara­m­bot, whose testi­mony had been ex­cel­lent for his ser­vant, asked him:

			“But, mon­sieur, even ad­mit­ting that you con­sider this man in­sane, that does not ex­plain why you should have kept him. He was none the less dan­ger­ous.”

			Mara­m­bot, wip­ing his eyes, answered:

			“Well, your hon­our, what can you ex­pect? Nowadays it’s so hard to find good ser­vants—I could nev­er have found a bet­ter one.”

			Denis was ac­quit­ted and put in a san­at­ori­um at his mas­ter’s ex­pense.

		
	
		
			He?

			My dear friend, you can hardly be­lieve it? I can see why. You think I have gone mad? It may be so, but not for the reas­ons which you sup­pose.

			Yes, I am go­ing to get mar­ried. That’s true.

			My ideas and my con­vic­tions have not changed at all. I look upon all leg­al­ized co­hab­it­a­tion as ut­terly stu­pid, for I am cer­tain that nine hus­bands out of ten are cuck­olds; and they get no more than their deserts for hav­ing been idi­ot­ic enough to fet­ter their lives and re­nounce their free­dom in love, the only happy and good thing in the world, and for hav­ing clipped the wings of fancy which con­tinu­ally drives us on to­ward all wo­men. You know what I mean. More than ever I feel that I am in­cap­able of lov­ing one wo­man alone, be­cause I shall al­ways ad­ore all the oth­ers too much. I should like to have a thou­sand arms, a thou­sand mouths, and a thou­sand-tem­pera­ments, to be able to strain an army of these charm­ing creatures in my em­brace at the same mo­ment.

			And yet I am go­ing to get mar­ried!

			I may add that I know very little of the girl who is go­ing to be­come my wife to­mor­row; I have only seen her four or five times. I know that she is not dis­taste­ful to me, and that is enough for my pur­pose. She is small, fair, and stout; so of course the day after to­mor­row I shall ar­dently wish for a tall, dark, thin, wo­man.

			She is not rich, and be­longs to the middle classes. She is a girl such as you may find by the gross, well ad­ap­ted for mat­ri­mony, without any ap­par­ent faults, and with no par­tic­u­larly strik­ing qual­it­ies. People say of her: “Mlle. La­jolle is a very nice girl,” and to­mor­row they will say: “What a very nice wo­man Ma­dame Ray­mon is.” She be­longs, in a word, to that im­mense num­ber of girls who make very good wives for us till the mo­ment comes when we dis­cov­er that we hap­pen to prefer all oth­er wo­men to that par­tic­u­lar wo­man we have mar­ried.

			“Well,” you will say to me, “what on earth do you get mar­ried for?”

			I hardly like to tell you the strange and seem­ingly im­prob­able reas­on that urged me on to this mad ac­tion. I am get­ting mar­ried in or­der not to be alone.

			I don’t know how to tell you or to make you un­der­stand me, but my state of mind is so wretched that you will pity me and des­pise me.

			I do not want to be alone any longer at night; I want to feel that there is someone close to me touch­ing me, a be­ing who can speak and say some­thing, no mat­ter what it be.

			I wish to be able to awaken some­body by my side, so that I may be able to ask some sud­den ques­tion, a stu­pid ques­tion even, if I feel in­clined, so that I may hear a hu­man voice, to have some­body liv­ing in my house and feel that there is some wak­ing soul close to me, someone whose reas­on is at work—so that when I hast­ily light the candle I may see some hu­man face by my side—be­cause—be­cause—I am ashamed to con­fess it—be­cause when I am alone, I am afraid.

			Oh! you don’t un­der­stand me yet.

			I am not afraid of any danger; if a man were to come in­to the room I should kill him without trem­bling. I am not afraid of ghosts, nor do I be­lieve in the su­per­nat­ur­al. I am not afraid of dead people, for I be­lieve in the total an­ni­hil­a­tion of every be­ing that dis­ap­pears from the face of this earth.

			Well—yes, well, then … I am afraid of my­self, afraid of that hor­rible sen­sa­tion of in­com­pre­hens­ible fear, afraid of the spasms of my ter­ri­fied mind.

			You may laugh, if you like. It is ter­rible and in­cur­able. I am afraid of the walls, of the fur­niture, of the fa­mil­i­ar ob­jects, which are an­im­ated, as far as I am con­cerned, by a kind of an­im­al life. Above all, I am afraid of my own dread­ful thoughts, of my reas­on, which seems as if it were about to leave me, driv­en away by a mys­ter­i­ous and in­vis­ible an­guish.

			At first I feel a vague un­eas­i­ness in my mind which causes a cold shiver to run all over me. I look round, and of course noth­ing is to be seen, and I wish there were some­thing there, no mat­ter what, as long as it were some­thing tan­gible: I am frightened, merely be­cause I can­not un­der­stand my own ter­ror.

			If I speak, I am afraid of my own voice. If I walk, I am afraid of I know not what, be­hind the door, be­hind the cur­tains, in the cup­board, or un­der my bed, and yet all the time I know there is noth­ing any­where, and I turn round sud­denly be­cause I am afraid of what is be­hind me, al­though there is noth­ing there, and I know it.

			I get agit­ated; I feel that my fear in­creases, and so I shut my­self up in my own room, get in­to bed, and hide un­der the clothes, and there, cower­ing down, rolled in­to a ball, I close my eyes in des­pair and re­main thus for a long time, re­mem­ber­ing that my candle is alight on the table by my bed­side, and that I ought to put it out, and yet—I dare not do it!

			It is very ter­rible, is it not, to be like that?

			Formerly I felt noth­ing of all that; I came home quite com­fort­ably, and went up and down in my rooms without any­thing dis­turb­ing my calmness of mind. Had any­one told me that I should be at­tacked by a mal­ady—for I can call it noth­ing else—of most im­prob­able fear, such a stu­pid and ter­rible mal­ady as it is, I should have laughed out­right. I was cer­tainly nev­er afraid of open­ing the door in the dark; I used to go to bed slowly without lock­ing it, and nev­er got up in the middle of the night to make sure that everything was firmly closed.

			It began last year in a very strange man­ner, on a damp au­tumn even­ing. When my ser­vant had left the room, after I had dined, I asked my­self what I was go­ing to do. I walked up and down my room for some time, feel­ing tired without any reas­on for it, un­able to work, and without enough en­ergy to read. A fine rain was fall­ing, and I felt un­happy, a prey to one of those fits of cas­u­al des­pond­ency which make us feel in­clined to cry, or to talk, no mat­ter to whom, so as to shake off our de­press­ing thoughts.

			I felt that I was alone and that my rooms seemed to me to be more empty that they had ever been be­fore. I was sur­roun­ded by a sen­sa­tion of in­fin­ite and over­whelm­ing solitude. What was I to do? I sat down, but then a kind of nervous im­pa­tience seized my legs, so that I got up and began to walk about again. I was fe­ver­ish, for I no­ticed my hands, which I had clasped be­hind me, as one of­ten does when walk­ing slowly, al­most seemed to burn one an­oth­er. Then sud­denly a cold shiver ran down my back, and I thought the damp air might have pen­et­rated in­to my room, so I lit the fire for the first time that year, and sat down again and looked at the flames. But soon I felt that I could not pos­sibly re­main quiet. So I got up again and de­term­ined to go out, to pull my­self to­geth­er, and to seek a friend to bear me com­pany. I went out. I looked up three friends who were not at home, then I went on to the boulevards to try and meet some ac­quaint­ance or oth­er there.

			It was wretched every­where. The wet pave­ment glistened in the gas­light, and a moist warmth, that kind of warmth that chills you with sud­den shivers, the op­press­ive heat of im­palp­able rain, lay heav­ily over the streets and seemed to ob­scure the light from the lamps.

			I went on slowly, say­ing to my­self, “I shall not find a soul to talk to.”

			I glanced in­to sev­er­al cafés from the Madeleine as far as the Fau­bourg Pois­son­nière, and saw many un­happy-look­ing in­di­vidu­als sit­ting at the tables, who did not seem even to have enough en­ergy left to fin­ish the re­fresh­ments they had ordered.

			For a long time I wandered aim­lessly up and down, and about mid­night I star­ted off for home; I was very calm and very tired. My con­ci­erge, who goes to bed be­fore el­ev­en o’clock, opened the door at once, which was quite un­usu­al for him, and I thought that an­oth­er lodger had no doubt just come in.

			When I go out I al­ways turn the key twice. Now I found it merely closed, which sur­prised me; but I sup­posed that some let­ters had been brought up for me in the course of the even­ing.

			I went in, and found my fire still burn­ing so that it lighted up the room a little. I took up a candle to light it at the fire when look­ing in front of me I no­ticed some­body sit­ting in my arm­chair by the fire, warm­ing his feet, with his back to­ward me.

			I was not in the slight­est de­gree frightened. I thought very nat­ur­ally that some friend or oth­er had come to see me. No doubt the con­ci­erge, who knew I had gone out, had said I was com­ing back and had lent him his own key. In a mo­ment I re­membered all the cir­cum­stances of my re­turn, how the street door had been opened im­me­di­ately and that my own door was only latched and not locked.

			I could see noth­ing of my friend but his head. He had evid­ently gone to sleep while wait­ing for me, so I went up to him to rouse him. I saw him quite clearly; his right arm was hanging down and his feet were crossed, while his head, which was some­what in­clined to the left of the arm­chair, seemed to in­dic­ate that he was asleep. “Who can it be?” I asked my­self. I could not see clearly, as the room was rather dark, so I put out my hand to touch him on the shoulder, and it came in con­tact with the back of the chair. There was nobody there; the arm­chair was empty.

			Mer­ci­ful heav­en, what a start I gave! For a mo­ment I drew back as if some ter­rible danger had sud­denly ap­peared in my way; then I turned round again feel­ing there was some­body be­hind me, then, im­pelled by some im­per­i­ous de­sire to look at the arm­chair again, I turned round once more. I re­mained stand­ing up pant­ing with fear, so up­set that I could not col­lect my thoughts, and ready to drop.

			But I am nat­ur­ally a cool man, and soon re­covered my­self. I thought: “It is a mere hal­lu­cin­a­tion, that is all,” and I im­me­di­ately began to re­flect about this phe­nomen­on. Thoughts fly very quickly at such mo­ments.

			I had been suf­fer­ing from an hal­lu­cin­a­tion, that was an in­con­test­able fact. My mind had been per­fectly lu­cid and had ac­ted reg­u­larly and lo­gic­ally, so there was noth­ing the mat­ter with the brain. It was only my eyes that had been de­ceived; they had had a vis­ion, one of those vis­ions which lead simple folk to be­lieve in mir­acles. It was a nervous ac­ci­dent to the op­tic­al ap­par­at­us, noth­ing more; the eyes were rather over­wrought, per­haps.

			I lit my candle, and when I stooped down to the fire in so do­ing, I no­ticed that I was trem­bling, and I raised my­self up with a jump, as if some­body had touched me from be­hind.

			I was not com­fort­able by any means.

			I walked up and down a little, and hummed a tune or two. Then I double-locked my door, and felt rather re­as­sured; now, at any rate, nobody could come in.

			I sat down again, and thought over my ad­ven­ture for a long time; then I went to bed, and put out my light.

			For some minutes all went well; I lay quietly on my back. Then an ir­res­ist­ible de­sire seized me to look round the room, and I turned on to my side.

			My fire was nearly out and the few glow­ing em­bers threw a faint light on to the floor by the chair, where I fan­cied I saw the man sit­ting again.

			I quickly struck a match, but I had been mis­taken, for there was noth­ing there; I got up, how­ever, and hid the chair be­hind my bed, and tried to get to sleep as the room was now dark. But I had not been asleep for more than five minutes when in my dream I saw all the scene which I had wit­nessed as clearly as if it were real­ity. I woke up with a start, and, hav­ing lit the candle, sat up in bed, without ven­tur­ing even to try and go to sleep again.

			Twice, how­ever, sleep over­came me for a few mo­ments in spite of my­self, and twice I saw the same thing again, till I fan­cied I was go­ing mad. When day broke, how­ever, I thought that I was cured, and slept peace­fully till noon.

			It was all past and gone. I had been fe­ver­ish, had had night­mare; or some­thing. I had been ill, in a word, but yet I thought that I was a great fool.

			I en­joyed my­self thor­oughly that even­ing; I went and dined at a res­taur­ant; af­ter­ward I went to the theatre, and then star­ted home. But as I got near the house I was seized by a strange feel­ing of un­eas­i­ness once more; I was afraid of see­ing him again. I was not afraid of him, not afraid of his pres­ence, in which I did not be­lieve; but I was afraid of be­ing de­ceived again; I was afraid of some fresh hal­lu­cin­a­tion, afraid lest fear should take pos­ses­sion of me.

			For more than an hour I wandered up and down the pave­ment; then I thought that I was really too fool­ish, and re­turned home. I panted so that I could scarcely get up­stairs, and re­mained stand­ing on the land­ing out­side my door for more than ten minutes; then sud­denly I took cour­age and pulled my­self to­geth­er. I in­ser­ted my key in­to the lock, and went in with a candle in my hand. I kicked open my half-open bed­room door, and gave a frightened look to­ward the fire­place; there was noth­ing there. A‑h!

			What a re­lief and what a de­light! What a de­liv­er­ance! I walked up and down briskly and boldly, but I was not al­to­geth­er re­as­sured, and kept turn­ing round with a jump; the very shad­ows in the corners dis­quieted me.

			I slept badly, and was con­stantly dis­turbed by ima­gin­ary noises, but I did not see him; no, that was all over.

			Since that time I have been afraid of be­ing alone at night. I feel that the spectre is there, close to me, around me; but it has not ap­peared to me again. And sup­pos­ing it did, what would it mat­ter, since I do not be­lieve in it and know that it is noth­ing?

			It still wor­ries me, how­ever, be­cause I am con­stantly think­ing of it: his right arm hanging down and his head in­clined to the left like a man who was asleep—Enough of that, in Heav­en’s name! I don’t want to think about it!

			Why, how­ever, am I so per­sist­ently pos­sessed with this idea? His feet were close to the fire!

			He haunts me; it is very stu­pid, but so it is. Who and what is he? I know that he does not ex­ist ex­cept in my cow­ardly ima­gin­a­tion, in my fears, and in my an­guish! There—enough of that!

			Yes, it is all very well for me to reas­on with my­self, to brace my­self up; I can­not re­main alone at home, be­cause I know he is there. I know I shall not see him again; he will not show him­self again; that is all over. But he is there all the same in my thoughts. He re­mains in­vis­ible, but that does not pre­vent his be­ing there. He is be­hind the doors, in the closed ward­robe, un­der the bed, in every dark corner. If I open the door or the ward­robe, if I take the candle to look un­der the bed and throw a light on the dark places, he is there no longer, but I feel that he is be­hind me. I turn round, cer­tain that I shall not see him, that I shall nev­er see him again; but he is, none the less, be­hind me.

			It is very stu­pid, it is dread­ful; but what am I to do? I can­not help it.

			But if there were two of us in the place, I feel cer­tain that he would not be there any longer, for he is there just be­cause I am alone, simply and solely be­cause I am alone!

		
	
		
			The Window

			I made the ac­quaint­ance of Mme. de Jadelle at Par­is this winter. She pleased me ex­ceed­ingly at once. But you know her as well as I … no … par­don … al­most as well as I. … You know her to be at once whim­sic­al and ro­mantic. Frank in man­ner and emo­tion­ally im­pres­sion­able, wil­ful, un­con­ven­tion­al, fear­less, ad­ven­tur­ous, au­da­cious, con­temp­tu­ous of all pre­ju­dice, and, in spite of that, sen­ti­ment­al, fas­ti­di­ous, eas­ily of­fen­ded, sens­it­ive and mod­est.

			She was a wid­ow. I ad­ore wid­ows, be­cause I am in­dol­ent. I was think­ing of mar­ry­ing her, and I paid court to her. The bet­ter I knew her, the bet­ter she pleased me; and I de­cided that the mo­ment had come to ven­ture my re­quest. I was in love with her, and I was on the verge of be­ing too much in love. When a man mar­ries, he ought not to be too much in love with his wife, be­cause that makes a blun­der­ing fool of him: he loses his self-pos­ses­sion, and be­comes both stu­pid and crude. He must hold on to his self-con­trol. If he loses his head the first night, he runs a great risk of hav­ing it antlered a year later.

			So one day I presen­ted my­self at her house in a pair of light gloves and said to her:

			“Ma­dame, I am so happy as to love you, and I come to ask you wheth­er I may hope to please you—to do which I will use all my best en­deav­ours—and to give you my name.”

			She answered pla­cidly:

			“As you like! I really don’t know wheth­er you will please me soon­er or later, but I ask noth­ing bet­ter than to put it to the test. As a man, I rather like you. It re­mains to dis­cov­er what you are like in dis­pos­i­tion and char­ac­ter, what sort of habits you have. Most mar­riages be­come stormy or im­mor­al, be­cause parties thereto did not know each oth­er well enough when they mar­ried. The merest trifle, a deep-rooted ob­ses­sion, a ten­a­cious opin­ion on some point of eth­ics, re­li­gion or any­thing else, an an­noy­ing ges­ture, a bad habit, the least fault or even a dis­agree­able trait, is enough to make two ir­re­con­cil­able en­emies, im­plac­ably bit­ter and chained to­geth­er un­til death, of the tenderest and most pas­sion­ate lov­ers.

			“I shall nev­er marry un­less I know in­tim­ately, in every crack and cranny of his nature, the man whose life I am about to share. I want to study him at leis­ure, and at close quar­ters, for months.

			“This is what I sug­gest: You shall come to spend the sum­mer with me on my es­tate at Lauville, and there in that quiet place we shall see wheth­er we are fit­ted to live side by side. …

			“I see you laugh­ing. You’re think­ing an evil thought. Oh, my dear man, if I were not sure of my­self, I shouldn’t make the sug­ges­tion to you. I have such scorn and loath­ing for love, as you men un­der­stand it, that I should nev­er be temp­ted to lose my head. Do you ac­cept?”

			I kissed her hand.

			“When do we start, ma­dame?”

			“May the tenth. Is it a bar­gain?”

			“It’s a bar­gain.”

			A month later, I was in­stalled in her house. She really was a sin­gu­lar wo­man. She stud­ied me from morn­ing till even­ing. As she ad­ores horses, we spent hours rid­ing in the woods every day, talk­ing about everything un­der the sun, for she was bent on prob­ing my most in­tim­ate thoughts as earn­estly as she strove to ob­serve my smal­lest ac­tions.

			As for me, I be­came madly in love with her and I troubled my­self not a whit about the har­mony of our natures. I soon be­came aware that even my slum­bers were sub­ject to sur­veil­lance. Someone slept in a little room next mine, nev­er en­ter­ing it un­til late at night, and with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions. At last I be­came im­pa­tient of this in­cess­ant spy­ing. I wanted to hasten the is­sue, and one even­ing I be­came ur­gent. She dealt with me in such a way that I re­frained from all fur­ther at­tempts; but I was seized with a vi­ol­ent de­sire to make her pay, some­how or oth­er, for the sur­veil­lance to which I was sub­jec­ted, and I pondered on ways and means.

			You know César­ine, her maid, a pretty girl from Gran­ville, where all the girls are beau­ti­ful—but as fair as her mis­tress is dark.

			One af­ter­noon I drew the maid in­to my room, slipped five francs in­to her hand, and said to her:

			“My dear child, I’m not go­ing to ask you to do any­thing wrong, but I want to treat your mis­tress as she is treat­ing me.”

			The little maid smiled mock­ingly. I went on:

			“I know I’m watched day and night. I’m watched eat­ing, drink­ing, dress­ing, shav­ing, and put­ting on my socks, I know it.”

			The young girl got out:

			“Well, you see, sir …” She stopped. I con­tin­ued:

			“You sleep in the room next mine to listen if I snore, or if I dream aloud, don’t deny it.”

			She began to laugh out­right, and said:

			“Well, you see, sir …” then stopped again.

			I warmed to my theme:

			“Well, you real­ise, my girl, that it’s not just that everything should be known about me and I know noth­ing about the lady who will be my wife. I love her with all my soul. She is my ideal in looks, mind and heart; so far as that goes, I’m the hap­pi­est of men. How­ever, there are some things I would give a lot to know. …”

			César­ine de­cided to thrust my bank­note in­to her pock­et. I un­der­stood that she had come to terms.

			“Listen, my girl, we men, we think a lot of cer­tain … cer­tain … phys­ic­al de­tails, which don’t pre­vent a wo­man from be­ing charm­ing, but can al­ter her value in our eyes. I’m not ask­ing you to speak ill of your mis­tress, nor even to con­fess her secret faults, if she has any. Only an­swer frankly four or five ques­tions I’m go­ing to put to you. You know Mme. de Jadelle as well as you know your­self, since you dress and un­dress her every day. Well, now, tell me this: Is she as plump as she seems to be?”

			The little maid did not an­swer.

			I went on:

			“Come, my child, you’re not ig­nor­ant that some wo­men put wad­ding, you know, wad­ding where, where … well, wad­ding in the place where ba­bies are fed, and on the place where you sit down. Tell me, does she pad?”

			César­ine had lowered her gaze. She said tim­idly:

			“Ask all your ques­tions, sir. I’ll an­swer them all at once.”

			“Well, my girl, some wo­men have knock-knees, too, so badly that they rub against each oth­er with every step they take. Oth­ers have them so widely sep­ar­ated that their legs are like the arches of a bridge. You can see the coun­tryside through them. Both fash­ions are very pretty. Tell me what your mis­tress’s legs are like.”

			The little maid did not an­swer.

			I con­tin­ued:

			“Some wo­men have such a fine breast that it forms a deep fold un­der­neath. Some have plump arms and a thin fig­ure. Some are well shaped in front and have no shape at all be­hind; oth­ers are well shaped be­hind and have no shape in front. All these fash­ions are very pretty, very pretty; but I would dearly like to know how your mis­tress is shaped. Tell me frankly and I will give you still more money.”

			César­ine looked at me search­ingly and, laugh­ing heart­ily, said:

			“Ex­cept that she’s black, sir, ma­dame is shaped just like me.” Then she ran away.

			I was sold.

			This time I felt a fool, and I de­term­ined that I would at least avenge my­self on this im­per­tin­ent maid.

			An hour later, I cau­tiously entered the little room, where she listened to my slum­bers, and un­screwed the bolts.

			She ar­rived about mid­night at her ob­ser­va­tion post. I fol­lowed her at once. When she saw me, she made as if to cry out; but I shut her mouth with my hand and con­vinced my­self with very little trouble that, un­less she was ly­ing, Mme. de Jadelle must be very well made in­deed.

			I even took a great de­light in this pro­cess of veri­fic­a­tion, which, moreover, pushed a little farther, did not seem any less pleas­ing to César­ine.

			She was, upon my word, a rav­ish­ing spe­ci­men of the Bas-Nor­mande race, at once sturdy and slender. She was in­no­cent of cer­tain del­ic­ate re­fine­ments that Henry IV would have scorned. I very soon taught her them, and as I ad­ore per­fumes, I made her a present that same even­ing of a flask of am­ber lav­ender.

			We were soon more at­tached than I would have be­lieved pos­sible, al­most friends. She be­came an ex­quis­ite mis­tress, nat­ur­ally in­tel­li­gent, made for the pleas­ures of love. In Par­is she would have been a not­able cour­tes­an.

			The de­lights she af­forded me en­abled me to wait pa­tiently for the end of Mme. de Jadelle’s test. My be­ha­viour be­came quite ir­re­proach­able, I was pli­ant, do­cile, com­plais­ant.

			As for my be­trothed, she must have found me quite de­light­ful, and I was aware from cer­tain signs that I was soon to be fully ac­cep­ted. I was cer­tainly one of the hap­pi­est men in the world, pla­cidly wait­ing for the law­ful kiss of a wo­man I ad­ored in the arms of a young and beau­ti­ful girl of whom I was un­com­monly fond.

			This, ma­dame, is where you must turn away a little. I have come to the del­ic­ate point.

			One even­ing, as we were com­ing back from our ride, Mme. de Jadelle com­plained bit­terly that the grooms had not giv­en her mount cer­tain at­ten­tions upon which she in­sisted. She even re­peated sev­er­al times: “They’d bet­ter take care, they’d bet­ter take care. I know how to catch them out.”

			I passed a quiet night, in my bed. I woke up early, full of life and en­ergy. And I dressed.

			I had formed the habit of go­ing every morn­ing to smoke a ci­gar­ette on a tur­ret of the château that had a spir­al stair­case, lit by a large win­dow at the height of the first floor.

			I was ad­van­cing si­lently, my feet in felt-soled mo­rocco slip­pers, to as­cend the first steps, when I saw César­ine lean­ing out of the win­dow look­ing out.

			I did not see the whole of César­ine but only one-half of César­ine, the lower half of her. I pre­ferred this half! I might have pre­ferred the up­per half of Mme. de Jadelle. The half presen­ted to me was de­light­ful so, clad in a little white pet­ti­coat that hardly covered it.

			I ap­proached so softly that the young girl heard noth­ing. I kneeled down; with in­fin­ite cau­tion I took hold of the two edges of the pet­ti­coat and lif­ted it quickly. Im­me­di­ately I re­cog­nised, round, fresh, plump and smooth, my mis­tress’s secret face, and I pressed on it—par­don, ma­dame—I pressed on it a tender kiss, the kiss of a lov­er who dares do any­thing.

			I was sur­prised. There was a fra­grance of ver­bena. But I had no time to think about it. I re­ceived a ter­rif­ic blow, or rather a push in the face, that al­most broke my nose. I heard a cry that made my hair stand on end. The wo­man turned round—it was Mme. de Jadelle.

			She beat the air with her hands like a wo­man on the verge of faint­ing; for a few mo­ments she stood gasp­ing, lif­ted her hand as if to thrash me, then fled.

			Ten minutes later, a dumb­foun­ded César­ine brought me a let­ter. I read: “Mme. de Jadelle hopes that M. de Brives will re­lieve her of his com­pany at once.”

			I went.

			Well, I am still dis­con­sol­ate. I have tried by every means and every ex­plan­a­tion to win par­don for my er­ror. All my en­deav­ours have been in vain.

			Since that mo­ment, do you know, I cher­ish in … in my heart … a faint fra­grance of ver­bena that fills me with a wild long­ing to sa­vour its sweet­ness again.

		
	
		
			The Donkey

			There was not a breath of air stir­ring; a heavy mist was ly­ing over the river. It was like a lay­er of dull white cot­ton placed on the wa­ter. The banks them­selves were in­dis­tinct, hid­den be­hind strange fogs. But day was break­ing and the hill was be­com­ing vis­ible. At its foot, in the dawn­ing light of day, the plaster houses began to ap­pear like white spots. Cocks were crow­ing in the barn­yard.

			On the oth­er side of the river, hid­den be­hind the fogs just op­pos­ite Frette, a slight noise from time to time broke the dead si­lence of the quiet morn­ing. At times it was an in­dis­tinct plash­ing, like the cau­tious ad­vance of a boat, then again a sharp noise like the rattle of an oar and then the sound of some­thing drop­ping in the wa­ter. Then si­lence.

			Some­times whispered words, com­ing per­haps from a dis­tance, per­haps from quite near, pierced through these opaque mists. They passed by like wild birds which have slept in the rushes and which fly away at the first light of day, cross­ing the mist and ut­ter­ing a low and tim­id sound which wakes their broth­ers along the shores.

			Sud­denly along the bank, near the vil­lage, a barely per­cept­ible shad­ow ap­peared on the wa­ter. Then it grew, be­came more dis­tinct and, com­ing out of the foggy cur­tain which hung over the river, a flat­boat, manned by two men, pushed up on the grass.

			The one who was row­ing rose and took a pail­ful of fish from the bot­tom of the boat, then he threw the drip­ping net over his shoulder. His com­pan­ion, who had not made a mo­tion, ex­claimed: “Say, Mail­loche, get your gun and see if we can’t land some rab­bit along the shore.”

			The oth­er one answered: “All right. I’ll be with you in a minute.” Then he dis­ap­peared, in or­der to hide their catch.

			The man who had stayed in the boat slowly filled his pipe and lighted it. His name was Labouise, but he was called Chicot, and was in part­ner­ship with Mail­lo­chon, com­monly called Mail­loche, prac­tising the doubt­ful and un­defined pro­fes­sion of junk-gather­ers along the shore.

			They were a low or­der of sail­ors and they nav­ig­ated reg­u­larly only in the months of fam­ine. The rest of the time they ac­ted as junk-gather­ers. Row­ing about on the river day and night, watch­ing for any prey, dead or alive, poach­ers on the wa­ter and noc­turn­al hunters, some­times hunt­ing deer in the Saint-Ger­main forests, some­times look­ing for drowned people and search­ing their clothes, pick­ing up float­ing rags and empty bottles; thus did Labouise and Mail­lo­chon live eas­ily.

			At times they would set out on foot about noon and stroll along straight ahead. They would dine in some inn on the shore and leave again side by side. They would re­main away for a couple of days; then one morn­ing they would be seen row­ing about in the tub which they called their boat.

			At Join­ville or at No­gent some boat­man would be look­ing for his boat, which had dis­ap­peared one night, prob­ably stolen, while twenty or thirty miles from there, on the Oise, some shop­keep­er would be rub­bing his hands, con­grat­u­lat­ing him­self on the bar­gain he had made when he bought a boat the day be­fore for fifty francs, which two men offered him as they were passing.

			Mail­lo­chon re­appeared with his gun wrapped up in rags. He was a man of forty or fifty, tall and thin, with the rest­less eye of people who are wor­ried by le­git­im­ate troubles, the eyes of hunted an­im­als. His open shirt showed his hairy chest, but he seemed nev­er to have had any more hair on his face than a short brush of a mus­tache and a few stiff hairs un­der his lower lip. He was bald around the temples. When he took off the dirty cap that he wore his scalp seemed to be covered with a fluffy down, like the body of a plucked chick­en, ready for the spit.

			Chicot, on the con­trary, was red, fat, short and hairy. He looked like a raw beef­steak hid­den in a fire­man’s cap. He con­tinu­ally kept his left eye closed, as if he were aim­ing at some­thing or at some­body, and when people jok­ingly cried to him: “Open your eye, Labouise!” he would an­swer quietly: “Nev­er fear, kid, I open it when there’s cause to.”

			He had a habit of call­ing every­one kid, even his scav­enger com­pan­ion.

			He took up the oars again, and once more the boat dis­ap­peared in the heavy mist, which was now turned snowy white in the pink-tin­ted sky.

			“What kind of lead did you take, Mail­lo­chon?” Labouise asked.

			“Very small, num­ber nine; that’s the best for rab­bits.”

			They were ap­proach­ing the oth­er shore so slowly, so quietly that no noise be­trayed them. This bank be­longs to the Saint-Ger­main forest and is the bound­ary line for rab­bit hunt­ing. It is covered with bur­rows hid­den un­der the roots of trees, and the creatures at day­break frisk about, run­ning in and out of the holes.

			Mail­lo­chon was kneel­ing in the bow, watch­ing, his gun hid­den on the floor. Sud­denly he seized it, aimed, and the re­port echoed for some time through­out the quiet coun­try.

			Labouise, in a few strokes, touched the beach, and his com­pan­ion, jump­ing to the ground, picked up a little gray rab­bit, not yet dead.

			Then the boat once more dis­ap­peared in­to the fog in or­der to get to the oth­er side, where it could keep away from the game keep­ers.

			The two men seemed to be rid­ing eas­ily on the wa­ter. The weapon had dis­ap­peared un­der the board which served as a hid­ing place and the rab­bit was stuffed in­to Chicot’s loose shirt.

			After about a quarter of an hour Labouise asked: “Well, kid, shall we get one more?”

			“That will suit me,” Mail­lo­chon answered.

			The boat star­ted swiftly down the cur­rent. The mist, which was hid­ing both shores, was be­gin­ning to rise. The trees could be barely per­ceived, as through a veil, and the little clouds of fog were float­ing up from the wa­ter. When they drew near the is­land, the end of which is op­pos­ite Herblay, the two men slackened their pace and began to watch. Soon a second rab­bit was killed.

			Then they went down un­til they were halfway to Con­flans. Here they stopped their boat, tied it to a tree and went to sleep in the bot­tom of it.

			From time to time Labouise would sit up and look over the ho­ri­zon with his open eye. The last of the morn­ing mist had dis­ap­peared and the large sum­mer sun was climb­ing in the blue sky.

			On the oth­er side of the river the vine­yard-covered hill stretched out in a semi­circle. One house stood out alone at the sum­mit. Everything was si­lent.

			Some­thing was mov­ing slowly along the towpath, ad­van­cing with dif­fi­culty. It was a wo­man drag­ging a don­key. The stub­born, stiff-join­ted beast oc­ca­sion­ally stretched out a leg in an­swer to its com­pan­ion’s ef­forts, and it pro­ceeded thus, with out­stretched neck and ears ly­ing flat, so slowly that one could not tell when it would ever be out of sight.

			The wo­man, bent double, was pulling, turn­ing round oc­ca­sion­ally to strike the don­key with a stick.

			As soon as he saw her, Labouise ex­claimed: “Hey, Mail­loche!”

			Mail­loche answered: “What’s the mat­ter?”

			“Want to have some fun?”

			“Of course!”

			“Then hurry, kid; we’re go­ing to have a laugh.”

			Chicot took the oars. When he had crossed the river he stopped op­pos­ite the wo­man and called: “Hey, sis­ter!”

			The wo­man stopped drag­ging her don­key and looked.

			Labouise con­tin­ued: “What are you do­ing—go­ing to the lo­co­mot­ive show?”

			The wo­man made no reply. Chicot con­tin­ued: “That nag must have won a prize at the races. Where are you tak­ing him at that speed?”

			At last the wo­man answered: “I’m go­ing to Macquart, at Cham­pi­oux, to have him killed. He’s worth­less.”

			Labouise answered: “You’re right. How much do you think Macquart will give you for him?”

			The wo­man wiped her fore­head on the back of her hand and hes­it­ated, say­ing: “How do I know? Per­haps three francs, per­haps four.”

			Chicot ex­claimed: “I’ll give you five francs and your er­rand’s done! How’s that?”

			The wo­man con­sidered the mat­ter for a second and then ex­claimed: “Done!”

			The two men landed. Labouise grasped the an­im­al by the bridle. Mail­lo­chon asked in sur­prise: “What do you ex­pect to do with that car­cass?”

			Chicot this time opened his oth­er eye in or­der to ex­press his gaiety. His whole red face was grin­ning with joy. He chuckled: “Don’t worry, kid. I’ve got my idea.”

			He gave five francs to the wo­man, who then sat down by the road to see what was go­ing to hap­pen. Then Laboise, in great hu­mour, got the gun and held it out to Mail­lo­chon, say­ing: “Each one in turn; we’re go­ing after big game, kid. Don’t get so near or you’ll kill it right off! You must make the pleas­ure last a little.”

			He placed his com­pan­ion about forty paces from the vic­tim. The ass, feel­ing it­self free, was try­ing to get a little of the tall grass, but it was so ex­hausted that it swayed on its legs as if it were about to fall.

			Mail­lo­chon aimed slowly and said: “A little pep­per for the ears; watch, Chicot!” And he fired.

			The tiny shot struck the don­key’s long ears and he began to shake them in or­der to get rid of the sting­ing sen­sa­tion. The two men were doubled up with laughter and stamped their feet with joy. The wo­man, in­dig­nant, rushed for­ward; she did not want her don­key to be tor­tured, and she offered to re­turn the five francs. Labouise threatened her with a thrash­ing and pre­ten­ded to roll up his sleeves. He had paid, hadn’t he? Well, then, he would take a shot at her skirts, just to show that it didn’t hurt. She went away, threat­en­ing to call the po­lice. They could hear her protest­ing in­dig­nantly and curs­ing as she went her way.

			Mail­lo­chon held out the gun to his com­rade, say­ing: “It’s your turn, Chicot.”

			Labouise aimed and fired. The don­key re­ceived the charge in his thighs, but the shot was so small and came from such a dis­tance that he thought he was be­ing stung by flies, for he began to thrash him­self with his tail.

			Labouise sat down to laugh more com­fort­ably, while Mail­lo­chon re­loaded the weapon, so happy that he seemed to sneeze in­to the bar­rel. He stepped for­ward a few paces, and, aim­ing at the same place that his friend had shot at, he fired again. This time the beast star­ted, tried to kick and turned its head. At last a little blood was run­ning. It had been wounded and felt a sharp pain, for it tried to run away with a slow, limp­ing, jerky gal­lop.

			Both men dar­ted after the beast, Mail­lo­chon with a long stride, Labouise with the short breath­less trot of a little man. But the don­key, tired out, had stopped, and, with a be­wildered look, was watch­ing his two mur­der­ers ap­proach. Sud­denly he stretched his neck and began to bray.

			Labouise, out of breath, had taken the gun. This time he walked right up close, as he did not wish to be­gin the chase over again.

			When the poor beast had fin­ished its mourn­ful cry, like a last call for help, the man called: “Hey, Mail­loche! Come here, kid; I’m go­ing to give him some medi­cine.” And while the oth­er man was for­cing the an­im­al’s mouth open, Chicot stuck the bar­rel of his gun down its throat, as if he were try­ing to make it drink a po­tion. Then he said: “Look out, kid, here she goes!”

			He pressed the trig­ger. The don­key stumbled back a few steps, fell down, tried to get up again and fi­nally lay on its side and closed its eyes. The whole body was trem­bling, its legs were kick­ing as if it were try­ing to run. A stream of blood was ooz­ing through its teeth. Soon it stopped mov­ing. It was dead.

			The two men stopped laugh­ing. It was over too quickly; they had not had their money’s worth. Mail­lo­chon asked: “Well, what are we go­ing to do now?”

			Labouise answered: “Don’t worry, kid. Get the thing on the boat; we’re go­ing to have some fun when night comes.”

			They went and got the boat. The an­im­al’s body was placed on the bot­tom, covered with fresh grass, and the two men stretched out on it and went to sleep.

			To­ward noon Labouise drew a bottle of wine, some bread and but­ter and raw onions from a hid­ing place in their muddy, worm-eaten boat, and they began to eat.

			When the meal was over they once more stretched out on the dead don­key and slept. At night­fall Labouise awoke and shook his com­rade, who was snor­ing like a buzz-saw. “Come on, kid,” he ordered.

			Mail­lo­chon began to row. As they had plenty of time they went up the Seine slowly. They coas­ted along the reaches covered with wa­ter-lilies, and the heavy, mud-covered boat slipped over the lily pads and bent the flowers, which stood up again as soon as they had passed.

			When they reached the wall of the Ép­er­on, which sep­ar­ates the Saint-Ger­main forest from the Mais­ons-Laf­fitte Park, Labouise stopped his com­pan­ion and ex­plained his idea to him. Mail­lo­chon was moved by a pro­longed, si­lent laugh.

			They threw in­to the wa­ter the grass which had covered the body, took the an­im­al by the feet and hid it be­hind some bushes. Then they got in­to their boat again and went to Mais­ons-Laf­fitte.

			The night was per­fectly black when they reached the wine shop of old man Ju­les. As soon as the deal­er saw them he came up, shook hands with them and sat down at their table. They began to talk of one thing and an­oth­er. By el­ev­en o’clock the last cus­tom­er had left and old man Ju­les winked at Labouise and asked: “Well, have you got any?”

			Labouise made a mo­tion with his head and answered: “Per­haps so, per­haps not!”

			The deal­er in­sisted: “Per­haps you’ve got noth­ing but gray ones?”

			Chicot dug his hands in­to his flan­nel shirt, drew out the ears of a rab­bit and de­clared: “Three francs a pair!”

			Then began a long dis­cus­sion about the price. Two francs sixty-five and the two rab­bits were de­livered. As the two men were get­ting up to go, old man Ju­les, who had been watch­ing them, ex­claimed: “You have some­thing else, but you won’t say what.”

			Labouise answered: “Pos­sibly, but it is not for you; you’re too stingy.”

			The man, grow­ing eager, kept ask­ing: “What is it? Some­thing big? Per­haps we might make a deal.”

			Labouise, who seemed per­plexed, pre­ten­ded to con­sult Mail­lo­chon with a glance. Then he answered in a slow voice: “This is how it is. We were in the bushes at Ép­er­on when some­thing passed right near us, to the left, at the end of the wall. Mail­loche takes a shot and it drops. We skipped on ac­count of the game people. I can’t tell you what it is, be­cause I don’t know. But it’s big enough. But what is it? If I told you I’d be ly­ing, and you know, kid, between us everything’s above­board.”

			Anxiously the man asked: “Think it’s a deer?”

			Labouise answered: “Might be and then again it might not! Deer?—uh! uh!—might be a little big for that! Mind you, I don’t say it’s a doe, be­cause I don’t know, but it might be.”

			Still the deal­er in­sisted: “Per­haps it’s a buck?” Labouise stretched out his hand, ex­claim­ing: “No, it’s not that! It’s not a buck. I should have seen the horns. No, it’s not a buck!”

			“Why didn’t you bring it with you?” asked the man.

			“Be­cause, kid, from now on I sell on the spot. Plenty of people will buy. All you have to do is to take a walk over there, find the thing and take it. No risk for me.”

			The innkeep­er, grow­ing sus­pi­cious, ex­claimed: “Sup­pos­ing he wasn’t there!”

			Labouise once more raised his hand and said: “He’s there, I swear!—first bush to the left. What it is, I don’t know. But it’s not a buck, I’m pos­it­ive. It’s for you to find out what it is. Twenty francs, cash down!”

			Still the man hes­it­ated: “Couldn’t you bring it?”

			Mail­lo­chon then be­came spokes­man:

			“Then there is no bar­gain. If it is a buck, it will be fifty francs, if it is a doe, twenty-five; that’s our price.”

			The deal­er de­cided: “It’s a bar­gain for twenty francs!”

			And they shook hands over the deal.

			Then he took out four big five-francs pieces from the cash draw­er, and the two friends pock­eted the money. Labouise arose, emp­tied his glass and left. As he was dis­ap­pear­ing in the shad­ows he turned round to ex­plain: “It isn’t a buck. I don’t know what it is! but it’s there. I’ll give you back your money if you find noth­ing!”

			And he dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness. Mail­lo­chon, who was fol­low­ing him, kept punch­ing him in the back to ex­press his de­light.

		
	
		
			André’s Disease

			The law­yer’s house looked on to the Square. Be­hind it, there was a nice, well-kept garden, ex­tend­ing to the Pas­sage des Piques, which was al­most al­ways deser­ted, and from which it was sep­ar­ated by a wall.

			At the bot­tom of that garden Maître Mor­eau’s wife had prom­ised, for the first time, to meet Cap­tain Som­merive, who had been mak­ing love to her for a long time.

			Her hus­band had gone to Par­is for a week, so she was quite free for the time be­ing. The Cap­tain had begged so hard, and had used such lov­ing words; she was cer­tain that he loved her so ar­dently, and she felt so isol­ated, so mis­un­der­stood, so neg­lected amid all the law busi­ness which seemed to be her hus­band’s sole pleas­ure, that she had giv­en away her heart without even ask­ing her­self wheth­er she would give any­thing else some day.

			Then, after some months of Pla­ton­ic love, of press­ing of hands, of quick kisses stolen be­hind a door, the Cap­tain had de­clared that he would ask per­mis­sion to ex­change, and leave the town im­me­di­ately, if she would not grant him a meet­ing, a real meet­ing in the shad­ow of the trees, dur­ing her hus­band’s ab­sence. So she had yiel­ded to his im­por­tun­ity, as she had prom­ised.

			Just then she was wait­ing, close against the wall, with a beat­ing heart, trem­bling at the slight­est sound, and when she heard some­body climb­ing up the wall, she very nearly ran away.

			Sup­pose it were not he, but a thief? But no; someone called out softly, “Math­ilde!” and when she replied, “Étienne!” a man jumped on to the path with a crash.

			It was he! What a kiss!

			For a long time they re­mained in each oth­er’s arms, with united lips. But sud­denly a fine rain began to fall, and the drops from the leaves fell on to her neck and made her start. Whereupon he said:

			“Math­ilde, my ad­ored one, my darling, my an­gel, let us go in­doors. It is twelve o’clock, we can have noth­ing to fear; please let us go in.”

			“No, dearest; I am too frightened. Who knows what might hap­pen?”

			But he held her in his arms, and whispered in her ear:

			“Your ser­vants sleep on the third floor, look­ing on to the Square, and your room, on the first, looks on to the garden, so nobody can hear us. I love you so that I wish to love you en­tirely, from head to foot.” And he em­braced her vehe­mently, mad­den­ing her with his kisses.

			She res­isted still, frightened and even ashamed. But he put his arms round her, lif­ted her up, and car­ried her off through the rain, which was by this time des­cend­ing in tor­rents.

			The door was open; they groped their way up­stairs; and when they were in the room she bolted the door while he lit a match.

			Then she fell, half faint­ing, in­to a chair, while he kneeled down be­side her and slowly he un­dressed her, be­gin­ning with her shoes and stock­ings in or­der to kiss her feet.

			At last, she said, pant­ing:

			“No! no! Étienne, please let me re­main a vir­tu­ous wo­man; I should be too angry with you af­ter­wards; and after all, it is so hor­rid, so com­mon. Can­not we love each oth­er with a spir­itu­al love only? Oh! Étienne!”

			With the skill of a lady’s maid and the speed of a man in a hurry, he un­buttoned, un­tied, un­hooked and un­laced without stop­ping, and when she tried to get up and run away, she sud­denly emerged from her dress, her pet­ti­coat and her un­der­clothes as na­ked as a hand thrust from a muff. In her fright she ran to the bed in or­der to hide her­self be­hind the cur­tains; but it was a dan­ger­ous place of refuge, and he fol­lowed her. But in haste he took off his sword too quickly, and it fell on to the floor with a crash. And then a pro­longed, shrill child’s cry came from the next room, the door of which had re­mained open.

			“You have awakened An­dré,” she whispered, “and he won’t be able to go to sleep again.”

			Her son was only fif­teen months old and slept in a room open­ing out of hers, so that she might be able to watch over him all the time.

			The Cap­tain ex­claimed ar­dently:

			“What does it mat­ter, Math­ilde? How I love you; you must come to me, Math­ilde.”

			But she struggled and res­isted in her fright.

			“No! no! Just listen how he is cry­ing; he will wake up the nurse, and what should we do if she were to come? We should be lost.

			“Just listen to me, Étienne. When he screams at night his fath­er al­ways takes him in­to our bed, and he is quiet im­me­di­ately; it is the only means of keep­ing him still. Do let me take him.”

			The child roared, ut­ter­ing shrill screams, which pierced the thick­est walls and could be heard by pass­ersby in the streets.

			In his con­sterna­tion the Cap­tain got up, and Math­ilde jumped out and took the child in­to her bed, when he was quiet at once.

			Étienne sat astride on a chair, and rolled a ci­gar­ette, and in about five minutes An­dré went to sleep again.

			“I will take him back,” his moth­er said; and she took him back very care­fully to his cradle.

			When she re­turned, the Cap­tain was wait­ing for her with open arms, and put his arms round her in a trans­port of love, while she, em­bra­cing him more closely, said, stam­mer­ing:

			“Oh! Étienne, my darling, if you only knew how I love you; how—”

			An­dré began to cry again, and he, in a rage, ex­claimed:

			“Con­found it all, won’t the little brat be quiet?”

			No, the little brat would not be quiet, but howled all the louder, on the con­trary.

			She thought she heard a noise down­stairs; no doubt the nurse was com­ing, so she jumped up and took the child in­to bed, and he grew quiet dir­ectly.

			Three times she put him back, and three times she had to fetch him again, and an hour be­fore day­break the Cap­tain had to go, swear­ing like the pro­ver­bi­al troop­er; and, to calm his im­pa­tience, Math­ilde prom­ised to re­ceive him again the next night. Of course he came, more im­pa­tient and ar­dent than ever, ex­cited by the delay.

			He took care to lay his sword care­fully on the arms of a chair, he took off his boots like a thief, and spoke so low that Math­ilde could hardly hear him. At last, he was just go­ing to be really happy when the floor, or some piece of fur­niture, or per­haps the bed it­self, creaked; it soun­ded as if some­thing had broken; and in a mo­ment a cry, feeble at first, but which grew louder, every mo­ment, made it­self heard. An­dré was awake again.

			He yapped like a fox, and there was not the slight­est doubt that if he went on like that the whole house would awake; so his moth­er, not know­ing what to do, got up and brought him. The Cap­tain was more furi­ous than ever, but did not move, and very care­fully he put out his hand, took a small piece of the child’s flesh between his two fin­gers, no mat­ter where it was, the thighs or else­where, and pinched it. The little one struggled and screamed in a deaf­en­ing man­ner, but his tor­ment­or pinched every­where, furi­ously and more vig­or­ously. He took a piece of flesh and twis­ted and turned it, and then let go, only to take hold of an­oth­er piece, and then an­oth­er and an­oth­er.

			The child screamed like a chick­en hav­ing its throat cut, or a dog be­ing mer­ci­lessly beaten. His moth­er caressed him, kissed him, and tried to stifle his cries by her ten­der­ness; but An­dré grew purple, as if he were go­ing in­to con­vul­sions, and kicked and struggled with his little arms and legs in an alarm­ing man­ner.

			The Cap­tain said, softly:

			“Try to take him back to his cradle; per­haps he will be quiet.”

			And Math­ilde went in­to the oth­er room with the child in her arms. As soon as he was out of his moth­er’s bed he cried less loudly, and when he was in his own he was quiet, with the ex­cep­tion of a few broken sobs. The rest of the night was quiet and the Cap­tain was happy.

			The next night the Cap­tain came again. As he happened to speak rather loudly, An­dré awoke again and began to scream. His moth­er went and fetched him im­me­di­ately, but the Cap­tain pinched so hard and long that the child was nearly suf­foc­ated by its cries, its eyes turned in its head and it foamed at the mouth. As soon as it was back in its cradle it was quiet, and in four days An­dré did not cry any more to come in­to his moth­er’s bed.

			On Sat­urday even­ing the law­yer re­turned, and took his place again at the do­mest­ic hearth and in the con­jugal cham­ber. As he was tired with his jour­ney he went to bed early; but he had not long lain down when he said to his wife:

			“Why, how is it that An­dré is not cry­ing? Just go and fetch him, Math­ilde; I like to feel that he is between us.”

			She got up and brought the child, but as soon as he saw that he was in that bed, in which he had been so fond of sleep­ing a few days be­fore, he wriggled and screamed so vi­ol­ently in his fright that she had to take him back to his cradle.

			M. Mor­eau could not get over his sur­prise. “What a very funny thing! What is the mat­ter with him this even­ing? I sup­pose he is sleepy?”

			“He has been like that all the time that you were away; I have nev­er been able to have him in bed with me once.”

			In the morn­ing the child woke up and began to laugh and play with his toys.

			The law­yer, who was an af­fec­tion­ate man, got up, kissed his off­spring, and took him in­to his arms to carry him to their bed. An­dré laughed, with that va­cant laugh of little creatures whose ideas are still vague. He sud­denly saw the bed and his moth­er in it, and his happy little face puckered up, till sud­denly he began to scream furi­ously, and struggled as if he were go­ing to be put to the tor­ture.

			In his as­ton­ish­ment his fath­er said:

			“There must be some­thing the mat­ter with the child,” and mech­an­ic­ally he lif­ted up his little night­shirt.

			He uttered a pro­longed “O‑o‑h!” of as­ton­ish­ment. The child’s calves, thighs, and but­tocks were covered with blue spots as big as half­pen­nies.

			“Just look, Math­ilde!” the fath­er ex­claimed; “this is hor­rible!” And the moth­er rushed for­ward in a fright. It was hor­rible; no doubt the be­gin­ning of some sort of lep­rosy, of one of those strange af­fec­tions of the skin which doc­tors are of­ten at a loss to ac­count for. The par­ents looked at one an­oth­er in con­sterna­tion.

			“We must send for the doc­tor,” the fath­er said.

			But Math­ilde, pale as death, was look­ing at her child, who was spot­ted like a leo­pard. Then sud­denly ut­ter­ing a vi­ol­ent cry as if she had seen some­thing that filled her with hor­ror, she ex­claimed:

			“Oh! the wretch!”

			M. Mor­eau, sur­prised asked: “What? Whom are you speak­ing about? What wretch?”

			She reddened up to the roots of her hair and stammered: “Noth­ing … it is … you see, I guess … It must be … Don’t let us get the doc­tor. It is surely that miser­able nurse who pinches the little one to make him stop when he cries.” The not­ary, very angry, went to the nurse and nearly beat her. She denied the charges, but was dis­charged. Her con­duct was de­nounced to the mu­ni­cip­al au­thor­it­ies, and she could nev­er get an­oth­er situ­ation.

		
	
		
			The Moustache

			Château de Solles, Monday, Ju­ly 30, 1883.

			My Dear Lucy:

			I have no news. We live in the draw­ing room, look­ing out at the rain. We can­not go out in this fright­ful weath­er, so we have the­at­ric­als. My dear, how stu­pid these draw­ing room plays are nowadays! Everything is forced, coarse, heavy. The jokes are like can­non balls, smash­ing everything in their pas­sage. No wit, noth­ing nat­ur­al, no good hu­mour, no el­eg­ance. These lit­er­ary men, in truth, know noth­ing of so­ci­ety. They are per­fectly ig­nor­ant of how people think and talk in our set. I do not mind if they des­pise our cus­toms, our con­ven­tions, and our man­ners, but I do not for­give them for not know­ing them. When they want to be hu­mor­ous they make puns that would en­ter­tain a ser­geants’ mess; when they try to be jolly, they give us jokes that they must have picked up on the out­er boulevards, in those beer houses artists are sup­posed to fre­quent, where one has heard the same stu­dents’ jokes for fifty years.

			So we have taken to the­at­ric­als. As we are only two wo­men, my hus­band takes the part of a sou­brette, and, in or­der to do that, he has shaved off his mous­tache. You can­not ima­gine, my dear Lucy, how it changes him! I no longer re­cog­nize him—by day or at night. If he did not let it grow again I think I should no longer love him; he looks so hor­rid like this.

			In fact, a man without a mous­tache is no longer a man. I do not care much for a beard; it al­most al­ways makes a man look un­tidy. But a mous­tache, oh, a mous­tache is in­dis­pens­able to a manly face. No, you would nev­er be­lieve how pleas­ant these little hair bristles on the up­per lip are to look at and … in oth­er ways. I have thought over the mat­ter a great deal, but hardly dare to write my thoughts. I would like to whis­per them to you. Words look so dif­fer­ent on pa­per and the sub­ject is so dif­fi­cult, so del­ic­ate, so dan­ger­ous that it re­quires in­fin­ite skill to tackle it.

			Well, when my hus­band ap­peared, shaven, I un­der­stood at once that I nev­er could fall in love with a strolling act­or nor a preach­er, even if it were Fath­er Didon, the most charm­ing of all! Later when I was alone with him (my hus­band) it was worse still. Oh, my dear Lucy, nev­er let your­self be kissed by a man without a mous­tache; their kisses have no fla­vour, none whatever! They no longer have the charm, the mel­low­ness and the snap—yes, the snap—of a real kiss. The mous­tache is the spice.

			Ima­gine pla­cing to your lips a piece of dry—or moist—parch­ment. That is the kiss of the man without a mous­tache. It is not worth while.

			Whence comes this charm of the mous­tache, will you tell me? Do I know my­self? It tickles your face, you feel it ap­proach­ing your mouth and it sends a little shiver through you down to the tips of your toes.

			And on your neck! Have you ever felt a mous­tache on your neck? It in­tox­ic­ates you, makes you feel creepy, goes to the tips of your fin­gers. You wriggle, shake your shoulders, toss back your head. You wish to get away and at the same time to re­main there; it is de­light­ful, but ir­rit­at­ing. But how good it is!

			And then … really I am afraid to say it! A hus­band who loves you, ab­so­lutely, I mean, knows a lot of little corners to be kissed, places one nev­er could think of alone. These kisses, without a mous­tache, also lose much of their fla­vour. In fact they be­come in­de­cent. Can you ex­plain this? I think I know why. A lip without a mous­tache is like a body without cloth­ing; and one must wear clothes, very few, if you like, but still some cloth­ing. The Cre­at­or (I dare not use any oth­er word in speak­ing of such things) took care to cov­er all the parts of our body that were made for love. A shaven lip makes me think of trees that have been felled around a foun­tain where one hoped to quench one’s thirst and rest.

			I re­call a sen­tence (uttered by a politi­cian) which has been run­ning in my mind for three months. My hus­band, who keeps up with the news­pa­pers, read me one even­ing a very sin­gu­lar speech by our Min­is­ter of Ag­ri­cul­ture, who was called M. Méline. He may have been su­per­seded by this time. I do not know.

			I was pay­ing no at­ten­tion, but the name Méline struck me. It re­called, I do not ex­actly know why, the Scènes de la vie de bo­hème. I thought it was about some gris­ette. That shows how scraps of the speech entered my mind. This M. Méline was mak­ing this state­ment to the people of Ami­ens, I be­lieve, and I have ever since been try­ing to un­der­stand what he meant: “There is no pat­ri­ot­ism without ag­ri­cul­ture!” Well, I have just dis­covered his mean­ing, and I af­firm in my turn that there is no love without a mous­tache. When you say it that way it sounds com­ic­al, does it not?

			There is no love without a mous­tache!

			“There is no pat­ri­ot­ism without ag­ri­cul­ture,” said M. Méline, and he was right, that min­is­ter; I now un­der­stand why.

			From a very dif­fer­ent point of view the mous­tache is es­sen­tial. It gives char­ac­ter to the face. It makes a man look gentle, tender, vi­ol­ent, a mon­ster, a rake, en­ter­pris­ing! The hairy man, who does not shave off his whiskers, nev­er has a re­fined look, for his fea­tures are con­cealed, and the shape of the jaw and the chin be­trays a great deal to those who un­der­stand.

			The man with a mous­tache re­tains his own pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion and his re­fine­ment at the same time.

			And how many dif­fer­ent vari­et­ies of mous­taches there are! Some­times they are twis­ted, curled, coquet­tish. Those seem to be chiefly de­voted to wo­men.

			Some­times they are poin­ted, sharp as needles, and threat­en­ing. That kind prefers wine, horses and war.

			Some­times they are enorm­ous, over­hanging, fright­ful. These big ones gen­er­ally con­ceal a fine dis­pos­i­tion, a kind­li­ness that bor­ders on weak­ness and a gen­tle­ness that sa­vours of timid­ity.

			But what I ad­ore above all in the mous­tache is that it is French, al­to­geth­er French. It came from our an­cest­ors, the Gauls, and has re­mained the in­signia of our na­tion­al char­ac­ter.

			It is boast­ful, gal­lant and brave. It sips wine grace­fully and knows how to laugh with re­fine­ment, while the broad-bearded jaws are clumsy in everything they do.

			I re­call some­thing that made me cry my heart out, and also—I see it now—made me love a mous­tache on a man’s face.

			It was dur­ing the war, when I was liv­ing with my fath­er. I was a young girl then. One day there was a skir­mish near the château. I had heard the fir­ing of the can­non and of the ar­til­lery all the morn­ing, and that even­ing a Ger­man col­on­el came and quartered him­self in our house. He left the fol­low­ing day. My fath­er was in­formed that there were a num­ber of dead in the fields. He had them brought to our place so that they might be bur­ied to­geth­er. They were laid all along the great av­en­ue of pines as fast as they brought them in, on both sides of the av­en­ue, and as they began to smell, their bod­ies were covered with earth un­til the deep trench could be dug. Thus one saw only their heads, which seemed to pro­trude from the earth and were al­most as yel­low, with their closed eyes.

			I wanted to see them. But when I saw those two rows of fright­ful faces, I thought I should faint. How­ever, I began to look at them, one by one, try­ing to guess what kind of men these had been.

			The uni­forms were con­cealed be­neath the earth, and yet im­me­di­ately, yes, im­me­di­ately, my dear, I re­cog­nized the French­men by their mous­tache!

			Some of them had shaved on the very day of the battle, as though they wished to be el­eg­ant up to the last; oth­ers seemed to have a week’s growth, but all wore the French mous­tache, very plain, the proud mous­tache that seems to say: “Do not take me for my bearded friend, dear; I am a broth­er.”

			And I cried, oh, I cried a great deal more than I should if I had not re­cog­nized them, the poor dead fel­lows.

			It was wrong of me to tell you this. Now I am sad and can­not chat­ter any longer. Well, good­bye, dear Lucy. I send you a hearty kiss. Long live the mous­tache!

			
				Jeanne.

			
		
	
		
			Timbuktu

			The boulevard, that river of life, swarmed with people in the golden dust of the set­ting sun. The whole sky was a blind­ing red; and, be­hind the Madeleine, an im­mense blaz­ing cloud flung along the great av­en­ue an ob­lique shower of fire, quiv­er­ing like the va­pour above a bra­zi­er.

			The gay, throb­bing crowd went by un­der this flam­ing mist, and seemed trans­figured. Faces were gil­ded, black hats and clothes took on purple gleams; the var­nish on their shoes dar­ted flames across the as­phalt pave­ment.

			In front of the cafés a throng of men were drink­ing gleam­ing, col­oured bever­ages, which looked like pre­cious stones melted in­to the crys­tal.

			In this crowd of people with their thin and sombre clothes, sat two of­ficers in full uni­form, and the dazzling bril­liance of their gold lace made every eye glance at them. They were talk­ing gaily and aim­lessly, in the midst of all this ra­di­ant vi­brant life, in the glow­ing splend­our of the even­ing; and they were watch­ing the throng, the saun­ter­ing men and the hur­ry­ing wo­men who left be­hind them a di­vine and dis­quiet­ing per­fume.

			Sud­denly an enorm­ous Negro, dressed in black, pot­bel­lied, be­dizened with trinkets on his waist­coat of tick­ing, his face shin­ing as though it had been pol­ished with black­ing, passed in front of them with an air of tri­umph. He laughed at the pass­ersby, he laughed at the news­pa­per-vendors, he laughed at the blaz­ing sky, he laughed at the whole of Par­is. He was so tall that his head over­topped all oth­ers; and, be­hind him, all the loun­gers turned round to stare at his back.

			But sud­denly he caught sight of the of­ficers, and, jost­ling through the crowd of drink­ers, he rushed up to them. As soon as he was in front of their table, he fixed his gleam­ing, de­lighted eyes upon them, and the corners of his mouth rose to his ears, dis­clos­ing his white teeth, bright as a cres­cent moon in a black sky. The two men, be­wildered, stared at this ebony gi­ant, un­able to make head or tail of his mer­ri­ment.

			And he cried out, in a voice which drew a burst of laughter from every table:

			“Mawn­in’, Lieu­ten­ant.”

			One of the of­ficers was a bat­talion-com­mand­er, the oth­er a col­on­el. The former said:

			“I don’t know you, sir. I am quite un­able to ima­gine what you want of me.”

			The Negro replied:

			“Me like you much, Lieu­ten­ant Védié, siege of Bézi, we hunt much grapes.”

			The of­ficer, quite at a loss, stared fix­edly at the fel­low, grop­ing in the depths of his memory; and ex­claimed ab­ruptly:

			“Tim­buktu!”

			The Negro, ra­di­ant, smacked his thigh, uttered a laugh of un­be­liev­able vi­ol­ence, and roared:

			“Ya, ya, my lieu­ten­ant, re­mem­ber Tim­buktu, ya, mawn­in’!”

			The ma­jor gave him his hand, laugh­ing heart­ily him­self. Then Tim­buktu be­came ser­i­ous again. He took the of­ficer’s hand and, so swiftly that the oth­er could not pre­vent him, he kissed it, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the Negroes and the Ar­abs. The em­bar­rassed of­ficer said to him in a severe voice:

			“Come, Tim­buktu, we are not in Africa. Sit down there and tell me how it is that I find you here.”

			Tim­buktu stretched his paunch, and, speak­ing so fast that he stammered, an­nounced:

			“Make much money, very much, big rest’rant, good eat, Prus­si­ans, me, steal much, very much, F’en­ch cook­ing, me get hund’ed thou­sand f’ancs. Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!”

			And he writhed with laughter, bel­low­ing with a gleam of mad mer­ri­ment in his eyes.

			When the of­ficer, who un­der­stood his strange lan­guage, had ques­tioned him for some time, he said to him:

			“Well, good­bye, Tim­buktu; see you again soon.”

			The Negro promptly rose, shook, this time, the out­stretched hand, and, still laugh­ing, ex­claimed:

			“Mawn­in’, mawn­in’, Lieu­ten­ant!”

			And he de­par­ted, so happy that he ges­tic­u­lated as he walked, and the crowd took him for a lun­at­ic.

			“Who was that brute?” in­quired the col­on­el.

			“A good lad and a good sol­dier,” replied the ma­jor. “I will tell you what I know about him; it is funny enough.

			“You know that at the be­gin­ning of the war of 1870 I was shut up in Béz­ières, the place the Negro calls Bézi. We were not be­sieged, but block­aded. The Prus­si­an lines sur­roun­ded us on every side, out of range of can­non-shot, and not fir­ing on us, but gradu­ally starving us out.

			“I was a lieu­ten­ant at the time. Our gar­ris­on was com­posed of troops of every sort, the rem­nants of decim­ated re­gi­ments, fu­git­ives and ma­raud­ers sep­ar­ated from their army corps. We even had el­ev­en Tur­cos, who ar­rived one even­ing, no one knows how or whence. They had turned up at the gates of the town, worn out, ragged, starving, and drunk. They were en­trus­ted to me.

			“I very soon real­ised that they de­tested every form of dis­cip­line; they were al­ways get­ting out of the town, and were al­ways drunk. I tried the po­lice sta­tion, even a dose of pris­on; noth­ing did any good. My men would dis­ap­pear for whole days, as though they had bur­rowed un­der­ground, and then would re­appear so tipsy that they could not stand. They had no money. Where did they drink? And how, and by what means?

			“The prob­lem began to fas­cin­ate me, es­pe­cially as these sav­ages in­ter­ested me, with their per­petu­al laugh and their natures of over­grown, naughty boys.

			“I no­ticed at last that they obeyed blindly the biggest of the lot; the one you have just seen. He ruled them ab­so­lutely as he chose, and pre­pared their mys­ter­i­ous en­ter­prises with the un­dis­puted au­thor­ity of an om­ni­po­tent chief. I made him come and see me, and ques­tioned him. Our con­ver­sa­tion las­ted a good three hours, so much trouble it took me to com­pre­hend his sur­pris­ing rig­mar­ole. As for him, poor dev­il, he made the most ex­traordin­ary ef­forts to be un­der­stood, in­ven­ted words, ges­tic­u­lated, per­spired with the ef­fort, wiped his brow, panted, stopped, and ab­ruptly began again when he fan­cied he had dis­covered a new means of ex­plain­ing him­self.

			“Even­tu­ally I gathered that he was the son of a great chief, a sort of Negro king in the neigh­bour­hood of Tim­buktu. I asked him his name. He answered some­thing like ‘Chava­hari­bouha­likhrana­fo­ta­polara.’ I thought it sim­pler to give him the name of his coun­try: ‘Tim­buktu.’ And a week later the en­tire gar­ris­on knew him by no oth­er name.

			“But we were con­sumed by a frantic de­sire to know how this Afric­an ex-prince man­aged to get hold of drink. I dis­covered it in strange fash­ion.

			“I was on the ram­parts one morn­ing, scan­ning the ho­ri­zon, when I saw some­thing mov­ing in a vine­yard. It was get­ting near the vin­tage sea­son, and the grapes were ripe, but I nev­er thought of that. I ima­gined that a spy was ap­proach­ing the town, and I or­gan­ised an en­tire ex­ped­i­tion to seize the prowl­er. I took com­mand my­self, after get­ting per­mis­sion from the gen­er­al.

			“I had sent out, through three dif­fer­ent gates, three little bands which were to meet near the sus­pec­ted vine­yard and sur­round it. In or­der to cut off the spy’s re­treat, one of the de­tach­ments had to march for a good hour. A man who re­mained on the watch upon the walls in­dic­ated to me by signs that the fel­low I had no­ticed had not left the field. We went on our way in com­plete si­lence, crawl­ing, al­most ly­ing flat in the ruts. At last we reached the ap­poin­ted spot; swiftly I de­ployed my men, who dashed in­to the vine­yard and found … Tim­buktu, go­ing on all fours through the middle of vines, and eat­ing the grapes, or rather lap­ping them up like a dog lap­ping soup, tak­ing them straight off the plants in large mouth­fuls, tear­ing down the bunches with his teeth.

			“I tried to make him stand up; it was not to be dreamed of, and I real­ised then why he was crawl­ing thus on his hands and knees. Set on his legs, he tottered for a few seconds, threw out his arms, and fell flat on his nose. I have nev­er seen a man so drunk as he was.

			“He was car­ried home on two vine-poles. He nev­er stopped laugh­ing all the way back, and waved his arms and legs.

			“That was the whole mys­tery. My ras­cals drank from the grape it­self. Then, when they were so tight that they could not move, they went to sleep where they were.

			“As for Tim­buktu, his love of the vine passed all be­lief and meas­ure. He lived among them like the thrushes, which, by the way, he hated with the hatred of a jeal­ous rival. He re­peated con­stantly:

			“ ‘Th’ushes eat all the g’apes, d’un­k­ards!’

			

			“One even­ing I was sent for. Some­thing was seen ap­proach­ing us across the plain. I had not brought my spy­glass, and could make out very little. It was like a great ser­pent un­coil­ing, a con­voy, I don’t know what.

			“I sent some men for­ward to meet this strange cara­van, which soon made its tri­umph­al entry. Tim­buktu and nine of his com­rades were car­ry­ing, upon a kind of al­tar made of rus­tic chairs, eight severed heads, bleed­ing and grim­acing. The tenth Turco was lead­ing a horse, to whose tail a second was at­tached, and six more an­im­als fol­lowed, se­cured in the same fash­ion.

			“This is what I learned. Set­ting off to the vine­yards, my Afric­ans had sud­denly no­ticed a Prus­si­an de­tach­ment draw­ing near to a vil­lage. In­stead of flee­ing, they hid; then, when the of­ficers had dis­moun­ted in front of an inn, in search of re­fresh­ments, the gal­lant el­ev­en charged, put to flight the Uh­lans, who thought they were ser­i­ously at­tacked, and killed the two sentries, in ad­di­tion to the col­on­el and the five of­ficers with him.

			“That day I em­braced Tim­buktu. But I no­ticed that he found dif­fi­culty in walk­ing. I thought he was wounded; he burst out laugh­ing, and told me:

			“ ‘Me, p’ovi­sions for count’y.’

			“For Tim­buktu had no idea of go­ing to war for glory; he did it for profit. Everything he found, everything which ap­peared to him to have any value, everything, es­pe­cially, which sparkled, he thrust in­to his pock­et. And what a pock­et! It was a gulf which began at his hip and ended at his ankle. He had picked up a piece of army slang, and called it his ‘deep,’ and deep it was, in very truth!

			“He had con­sequently stripped off the gilt from the Prus­si­an uni­forms, the brass from their hel­mets, the but­tons, etc., and thrown the whole col­lec­tion in­to his ‘deep,’ which was full to over­flow­ing.

			“Every day he cast in­to it every shin­ing ob­ject which caught his eye, pieces of tin or sil­ver coins; the out­line of his fig­ure be­came re­mark­ably quaint.

			“He was de­term­ined to carry it all back to the land of os­triches, whose broth­er this king’s son seemed to be in his de­vour­ing pas­sion for ac­quir­ing glit­ter­ing art­icles. If he had not had his ‘deep,’ what would he have done? Doubt­less he would have swal­lowed them.

			“Every morn­ing his pock­et was empty. He must have had a cent­ral dump where his riches were heaped to­geth­er. But where was it? I was nev­er able to find out.

			“The gen­er­al, in­formed of Tim­buktu’s great feat, ordered the bod­ies which had been left in the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage to be bur­ied at once, so that it might not be dis­covered that they had been de­cap­it­ated. The Prus­si­ans re­turned thith­er the next day. The may­or and sev­en prom­in­ent res­id­ents were shot on the spot by way of re­pris­als, for hav­ing giv­en away the pres­ence of the Ger­mans.

			

			“Winter had come. We were worn out and des­per­ate. We fought now every day. The fam­ished men could no longer march. Only the eight Tur­cos (three had been killed) re­mained fat and glossy, vig­or­ous and al­ways ready for a fight.

			“Tim­buktu was pos­it­ively grow­ing fat­ter. One day he said to me:

			“ ‘You, much hung’y, me good meat.’

			“And, as a mat­ter of fact, he did bring me an ex­cel­lent steak. But of what? We had no more cows, sheep, goats, don­keys, or pigs. It was im­possible to get horse­flesh. I thought of all this after I had eaten the meat. It was then that a hor­rible thought came to me. These Negroes had been born very near the dis­trict where men are eaten! And every day so many sol­diers were slain in the town. I ques­tioned Tim­buktu. He re­fused to an­swer. I did not in­sist, but from that time on­ward I re­fused his presents.

			“He ad­ored me. One night we were caught in a snowstorm out at the ad­vanced pick­ets. We were sit­ting on the ground. I cast looks of pity on the poor Negroes shiv­er­ing un­der the white, frozen dust. As I was very cold my­self, I began to cough. I in­stantly felt some­thing fall on me, like a large, warm cov­er­ing. It was Tim­buktu’s coat which he was throw­ing over my shoulders.

			“I rose and, giv­ing him back his gar­ment, said:

			“ ‘Keep that, my lad; you need it more than I do.’

			“ ‘No,’ he replied, ‘for you, Lieu­ten­ant; me not need, me warm, warm.’

			“And he looked at me with en­treaty in his eyes.

			“ ‘Come now, obey me,’ I went on. ‘Keep your coat; I wish you to.’

			“Thereupon the Negro rose, drew his sabre, which he knew how to make as sharp as a scythe, and hold­ing in his oth­er hand the wide cloak which I would not take, de­clared:

			“ ‘If you not keep coat, me cut; nobody have coat.’

			“He would have done it. I gave in.

			

			“Eight days later we had ca­pit­u­lated. Some of us had been able to es­cape. The rest were about to march out of the town and sur­render to the vic­tors.

			“I dir­ec­ted my steps to­wards the Place d’Armes, where we were to muster, when I stopped, be­wildered with amazement, in front of a gi­gant­ic Negro clad in white duck, and wear­ing a straw hat. It was Tim­buktu. He looked ra­di­ant, and was walk­ing to and fro with his hands in his pock­ets, in front of a small shop in whose win­dow were dis­played two plates and two glasses.

			“ ‘What are you do­ing?’ I said to him.

			“ ‘Me not gone,’ he replied. ‘Me good cook, me make eat col­on­el, Alge’ia; me eat P’us­si­ans, steal much, much.’

			“There were ten de­grees of frost. I shivered at sight of this duck-clad Negro. Then he took my arm and made me go in­side. I no­ticed an enorm­ous sign, which he was go­ing to hang up at his door as soon as we were gone, for he had some traces of shame.

			“And I read, traced by the hand of some ac­com­plice, the fol­low­ing an­nounce­ment:

			
				M. Tim­buktu’s Mil­it­ary Kit­chen

				Late Cook to H.M. The Em­per­or

				Parisi­an Artist—Mod­er­ate Prices

			

			“In spite of the des­pair gnaw­ing at my heart, I could not help laugh­ing, and I left my Negro to his new pro­fes­sion.

			“Was it not bet­ter than hav­ing him taken pris­on­er?

			“You have just seen that the ras­cal has suc­ceeded.

			“Today Béz­ières be­longs to Ger­many. The Res­taur­ant Tim­buktu is the be­gin­ning of our re­venge.”

		
	
		
			My Uncle Jules

			A poor old man with white hair begged us for alms. My com­pan­ion, Joseph Dav­ranche, gave him five francs. No­ti­cing my sur­prised look, he said:

			“That poor un­for­tu­nate re­minds me of a story which I shall tell you, the memory of which con­tinu­ally pur­sues me. Here it is:

			“My fam­ily, which came ori­gin­ally from Havre, was not rich. We just man­aged to make both ends meet. My fath­er worked hard, came home late from the of­fice, and earned very little. I had two sis­ters.

			“My moth­er suffered a good deal from our re­duced cir­cum­stances, and she of­ten had harsh words for her hus­band, veiled and sly re­proaches. The poor man then made a ges­ture which used to dis­tress me. He would pass his open hand over his fore­head, as if to wipe away per­spir­a­tion which did not ex­ist, and he would an­swer noth­ing. I felt his help­less suf­fer­ing. We eco­nom­ized on everything and nev­er would ac­cept an in­vit­a­tion to din­ner, so as not to have to re­turn the cour­tesy. All our pro­vi­sions were bought at re­duced prices, whatever was left over in the shops. My sis­ters made their own gowns, and long dis­cus­sions would arise on the price of a piece of braid worth fif­teen centimes a yard. Our meals usu­ally con­sisted of soup and beef pre­pared with every kind of sauce. They say it is whole­some and nour­ish­ing, but I should have pre­ferred a change.

			“I used to go through ter­rible scenes on ac­count of lost but­tons and torn trousers.

			“Every Sunday, dressed in our best, we would take our walk along the pier. My fath­er, in a frock coat, high hat and kid gloves, would of­fer his arm to my moth­er, decked out and beribboned like a ship on a hol­i­day. My sis­ters, who were al­ways ready first, would await the sig­nal for leav­ing; but at the last minute someone al­ways found a spot on my fath­er’s frock coat, and it had to be wiped away quickly with a rag moistened with ben­zine.

			“My fath­er, in his shirt sleeves, his silk hat on his head, would await the com­ple­tion of the op­er­a­tion, while my moth­er would make haste, put­ting on her spec­tacles, and tak­ing off her gloves in or­der not to spoil them.

			“Then we set out ce­re­mo­ni­ously. My sis­ters marched on ahead, arm in arm. They were of mar­riage­able age and had to be shown off. I walked on the left of my moth­er and my fath­er on her right. I re­mem­ber the pom­pous air of my poor par­ents in these Sunday walks, their stern ex­pres­sion, their stiff walk. They moved slowly, with a ser­i­ous ex­pres­sion, their bod­ies straight, their legs stiff, as if some­thing of ex­treme im­port­ance de­pended upon their ap­pear­ance.

			“Every Sunday, when the big steam­ers were re­turn­ing from un­known and dis­tant coun­tries, my fath­er would in­vari­ably ut­ter the same words:

			“ ‘What a sur­prise it would be if Ju­les were on that one! Eh?’

			“My Uncle Ju­les, my fath­er’s broth­er, was the only hope of the fam­ily, after be­ing its only fear. I had heard about him since child­hood, and it seemed to me that I should re­cog­nize him im­me­di­ately, know­ing as much about him as I did. I knew every de­tail of his life up to the day of his de­par­ture for Amer­ica, al­though this peri­od of his life was spoken of only in hushed tones.

			“It seems that he had led a bad life, that is to say, he had squandered a little money, which ac­tion, in a poor fam­ily, is one of the greatest crimes. With rich people a man who amuses him­self only sows his wild oats. He is what is gen­er­ally called a sport. But among needy fam­il­ies a boy who forces his par­ents to break in­to the cap­it­al be­comes a good-for-noth­ing, a ras­cal, a scamp. And this dis­tinc­tion is just, al­though the ac­tion be the same, for con­sequences alone de­term­ine the ser­i­ous­ness of the act.

			“Well, Uncle Ju­les had vis­ibly di­min­ished the in­her­it­ance on which my fath­er had coun­ted, after he had swal­lowed his own to the last penny. Then, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the times, he had been shipped off to Amer­ica on a freight­er go­ing from Havre to New York.

			“Once there, my uncle began to sell some­thing or oth­er, and he soon wrote that he was mak­ing a little money and that he shortly hoped to be able to in­dem­ni­fy my fath­er for the harm he had done him. This let­ter caused a pro­found emo­tion in the fam­ily. Ju­les, who up to that time had not been worth his salt, sud­denly be­came a good man, a kind­hearted fel­low, true and hon­est like all the Dav­ranches.

			“One of the cap­tains told us that he had ren­ted a large shop and was do­ing an im­port­ant busi­ness.

			“Two years later a second let­ter came, say­ing:

			
				“ ‘My dear Phil­ippe, I am writ­ing to tell you not to worry about my health, which is ex­cel­lent. Busi­ness is good. I leave to­mor­row for a long trip to South Amer­ica. I may be away for sev­er­al years without send­ing you any news. If I shouldn’t write, don’t worry. When my for­tune is made I shall re­turn to Havre. I hope that it will not be too long, and that we shall all live hap­pily to­geth­er. …’

			

			“This let­ter be­came the gos­pel of the fam­ily. It was read on the slight­est pro­voca­tion, and it was shown to every­body.

			“For ten years noth­ing was heard from Uncle Ju­les; but as time went on my fath­er’s hope grew, and my moth­er, also, of­ten said:

			“ ‘When that good Ju­les is here, our po­s­i­tion will be dif­fer­ent. There is one who knew how to get along!’

			“And every Sunday, while watch­ing the big steam­ers ap­proach­ing from the ho­ri­zon, pour­ing out a stream of smoke, my fath­er would re­peat his etern­al ques­tion:

			“ ‘What a sur­prise it would be if Ju­les were on that one! Eh?’

			“We al­most ex­pec­ted to see him wav­ing his handker­chief and cry­ing:

			“ ‘Hey! Phil­ippe!’

			“Thou­sands of schemes had been planned on the strength of this ex­pec­ted re­turn; we were even to buy a little house with my uncle’s money—a little place in the coun­try near Ingouville. In fact, I wouldn’t swear that my fath­er had not already be­gun ne­go­ti­ations.

			“The eld­er of my sis­ters was then twenty-eight, the oth­er twenty-six. They were not yet mar­ried, and that was a great grief to every­one.

			“At last a suit­or presen­ted him­self for the young­er one. He was a clerk, not rich, but hon­or­able. I have al­ways been mor­ally cer­tain that Uncle Ju­les’ let­ter, which was shown him one even­ing, had swept away the young man’s hes­it­a­tion and def­in­itely de­cided him.

			“He was eagerly ac­cep­ted, and it was de­cided that after the wed­ding the whole fam­ily should take a trip to Jer­sey.

			“Jer­sey is the ideal trip for poor people. It is not far; one crosses a strip of sea in a steam­er and lands on for­eign soil, as this little is­land be­longs to Eng­land. Thus, a French­man, in a two hours’ sail, can ob­serve a neigh­bour­ing people at home and study their cus­toms.

			“This trip to Jer­sey com­pletely ab­sorbed our ideas, was our sole an­ti­cip­a­tion, the con­stant thought of our minds.

			“At last we left. I see it as plainly as if it had happened yes­ter­day. The boat was get­ting up steam against the quay at Gran­ville; my fath­er, be­wildered, was su­per­in­tend­ing the load­ing of our three pieces of bag­gage; my moth­er, nervous, had taken the arm of my un­mar­ried sis­ter, who seemed lost since the de­par­ture of the oth­er one, like the last chick­en of a brood; be­hind us came the bride and groom, who al­ways stayed be­hind, a thing that of­ten made me turn round.

			“The whistle soun­ded. We got on board, and the ves­sel, leav­ing the pier, forged ahead through a sea as flat as a marble table. We watched the coast dis­ap­pear in the dis­tance, happy and proud, like all who do not travel much.

			“My fath­er was swell­ing out his chest in the breeze, be­neath his frock coat, which had that morn­ing been very care­fully cleaned; and he spread around him that odour of ben­zine which al­ways made me re­cog­nize Sunday. Sud­denly he no­ticed two el­eg­antly dressed ladies to whom two gen­tle­men were of­fer­ing oysters. An old, ragged sail­or was open­ing them with his knife and passing them to the gen­tle­men, who would then of­fer them to the ladies. They ate them in a dainty man­ner, hold­ing the shell on a fine handker­chief and ad­van­cing their mouths a little in or­der not to spot their dresses. Then they would drink the li­quid with a rap­id little mo­tion and throw the shell over­board.

			“My fath­er was prob­ably pleased with this del­ic­ate man­ner of eat­ing oysters on a mov­ing ship. He con­sidered it good form, re­fined, and, go­ing up to my moth­er and sis­ters, he asked:

			“ ‘Would you like me to of­fer you some oysters?’

			“My moth­er hes­it­ated on ac­count of the ex­pense, but my two sis­ters im­me­di­ately ac­cep­ted. My moth­er said in a pro­voked man­ner:

			“ ‘I am afraid that they will hurt my stom­ach. Of­fer the chil­dren some, but not too much, it would make them sick.’ Then, turn­ing to­ward me, she ad­ded:

			“ ‘As for Joseph, he doesn’t need any. Boys shouldn’t be spoiled.’

			“How­ever, I re­mained be­side my moth­er, find­ing this dis­crim­in­a­tion un­just. I watched my fath­er as he pom­pously con­duc­ted my two sis­ters and his son-in-law to­ward the ragged old sail­or.

			“The two ladies had just left, and my fath­er showed my sis­ters how to eat them without spill­ing the li­quor. He even tried to give them an ex­ample, and seized an oyster. He at­temp­ted to im­it­ate the ladies, and im­me­di­ately spilled all the li­quid over his coat. I heard my moth­er mut­ter:

			“ ‘He would do far bet­ter to keep quiet.’

			“But, sud­denly, my fath­er ap­peared to be wor­ried; he re­treated a few steps, stared at his fam­ily gathered around the old shell open­er, and quickly came to­ward us. He seemed very pale, with a pe­cu­li­ar look. In a low voice he said to my moth­er:

			“ ‘It’s ex­traordin­ary how that man open­ing the oysters looks like Ju­les.’

			“As­ton­ished, my moth­er asked:

			“ ‘What Ju­les?’

			“My fath­er con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Why, my broth­er. If I did not know that he was well off in Amer­ica, I should think it was he.’

			“Be­wildered, my moth­er stammered:

			“ ‘You are mad! As long as you know that it is not he, why do you say such fool­ish things?’

			“But my fath­er in­sisted:

			“ ‘Go on over and see, Clarisse! I would rather have you see with your own eyes.’

			“She arose and walked to her daugh­ters. I, too, was watch­ing the man. He was old, dirty, wrinkled, and did not lift his eyes from his work.

			“My moth­er re­turned. I no­ticed that she was trem­bling. She ex­claimed quickly:

			“ ‘I be­lieve that it is he. Why don’t you ask the cap­tain? But be very care­ful that we don’t have this rogue on our hands again!’

			“My fath­er walked away, but I fol­lowed him. I felt strangely moved.

			“The cap­tain, a tall, thin man, with blond whiskers, was walk­ing along the bridge with an im­port­ant air as if he were com­mand­ing the In­di­an mail steam­er.

			“My fath­er ad­dressed him ce­re­mo­ni­ously, and ques­tioned him about his pro­fes­sion, adding many com­pli­ments:

			“ ‘What might be the im­port­ance of Jer­sey? What did it pro­duce? What was the pop­u­la­tion? The cus­toms? The nature of the soil?’ etc., etc.

			“ ‘You have there an old shell open­er who seems quite in­ter­est­ing. Do you know any­thing about him?’

			“The cap­tain, whom this con­ver­sa­tion began to weary, answered dryly:

			“ ‘He is some old French tramp whom I found last year in Amer­ica, and I brought him back. It seems that he has some re­l­at­ives in Havre, but that he doesn’t wish to re­turn to them be­cause he owes them money. His name is Ju­les—Ju­les Darmanche or Darvanche or some­thing like that. It seems that he was once rich over there, but you can see what’s left of him now.’

			“My fath­er turned ashy pale and muttered, his throat con­trac­ted, his eyes hag­gard:

			“ ‘Ah! ah! very well, very well. I’m not in the least sur­prised. Thank you very much, cap­tain.’

			“He went away, and the as­ton­ished sail­or watched him dis­ap­pear. He re­turned to my moth­er so up­set that she said to him:

			“ ‘Sit down; someone will no­tice that some­thing is the mat­ter.’

			“He sank down on a bench and stammered:

			“ ‘It’s he! It’s he!’

			“Then he asked:

			“ ‘What are we go­ing to do?’

			“She answered quickly:

			“ ‘We must get the chil­dren out of the way. Since Joseph knows everything, he can go and get them. We must take good care that our son-in-law doesn’t find out.’

			“My fath­er seemed ab­so­lutely be­wildered. He mur­mured:

			“ ‘What a cata­strophe!’

			“Sud­denly grow­ing furi­ous, my moth­er ex­claimed:

			“ ‘I al­ways thought that that thief nev­er would do any­thing, and that he would drop down on us again! As if one could ex­pect any­thing from a Dav­ranche!’

			“My fath­er passed his hand over his fore­head, as he al­ways did when his wife re­proached him. She ad­ded:

			“ ‘Give Joseph some money so that he can pay for the oysters. All that it needed to cap the cli­max would be to be re­cog­nized by that beg­gar. That would be very pleas­ant! Let’s go down to the oth­er end of the boat, and take care that that man doesn’t come near us!’

			“They gave me five francs and walked away.

			“As­ton­ished, my sis­ters were await­ing their fath­er. I said that mamma had felt a sud­den at­tack of sea­sick­ness, and I asked the shell open­er:

			“ ‘How much do we owe you, mon­sieur?’

			“I felt like laugh­ing: he was my uncle! He answered:

			“ ‘Two francs fifty.’

			“I held out my five francs and he re­turned the change. I looked at his hand; it was a poor, wrinkled, sail­or’s hand, and I looked at his face, an un­happy old face. I said to my­self:

			“ ‘That is my uncle, the broth­er of my fath­er, my uncle!’

			“I gave him a tip of one franc. He thanked me:

			“ ‘God bless you, my young sir!’

			“He spoke like a poor man re­ceiv­ing alms. I couldn’t help think­ing that he must have begged over there! My sis­ters looked at me, sur­prised at my gen­er­os­ity. When I re­turned the two francs to my fath­er, my moth­er asked me in sur­prise:

			“ ‘Was there three francs’ worth? That is im­possible.’

			“I answered in a firm voice:

			“ ‘I gave ten sous as a tip.’

			“My moth­er star­ted, and, star­ing at me, she ex­claimed:

			“ ‘You must be crazy! Give ten sous to that man, to that vag­a­bond—’

			“She stopped at a look from my fath­er, who was point­ing at his son-in-law. Then every­body was si­lent.

			“Be­fore us, on the dis­tant ho­ri­zon, a purple shad­ow seemed to rise out of the sea. It was Jer­sey.

			“As we ap­proached the break­wa­ter a vi­ol­ent de­sire seized me once more to see my Uncle Ju­les, to be near him, to say to him some­thing con­sol­ing, some­thing tender. But as no one was eat­ing any more oysters, he had dis­ap­peared, hav­ing prob­ably gone be­low to the dirty hold which was the home of the poor wretch.”

		
	
		
			Hydrophobia?

			My dear Geneviève, you ask me to tell you about my hon­ey­moon. How do you think I dare? Sly wretch that you are, nev­er to tell me any­thing, upon my word, not even the least hint. Just think, you’ve been mar­ried for eight­een months, you pre­tend to be my best friend, you nev­er kept any­thing from me be­fore, and you hadn’t the kind­ness to warn me. If you’d only giv­en me a hint, if you’d put me on my guard about it, if you’d let the least sus­pi­cion pen­et­rate to my mind, the very least, you would have saved me from mak­ing such a fool of my­self that I still blush about it, and my hus­band will laugh about it till the day he dies, and no one but you is to blame for it.

			I have made my­self fright­fully ri­dicu­lous forever, I have made one of those mis­takes one nev­er for­gets, through your fault, your fault, you bad girl. … Oh, if I’d only known!

			Well, I’m grow­ing bolder as I write and I think I’ll tell you the whole story. But prom­ise me you won’t laugh too much.

			Don’t ex­pect a com­edy. It’s a drama.

			You re­mem­ber my wed­ding. I had to leave the same even­ing for my hon­ey­moon. I was cer­tainly not much like Paul­ette, whose story Gyp has so amus­ingly re­lated in her witty nov­el, Au­tour du Mariage. And if my moth­er had said to me, as Ma­dame d’Hautretan said to her daugh­ter: “Your hus­band will take you in his arms … and …” I should as­suredly not have replied as Paul­ette did, shout­ing with laughter: “Don’t go too far, mamma … I know all that as well as you do. …”

			I knew noth­ing at all, and mamma, poor mamma who is frightened of the least thing, had not even dared to ap­proach this del­ic­ate sub­ject.

			Well, at five o’clock in the even­ing, after the lunch­eon, they an­nounced that the car­riage was wait­ing for me. The guests had gone, I was ready. I can re­mem­ber still the sound of the trunks be­ing brought down the stair­case, and the nas­al voice of papa, who did not want to show that he was cry­ing. As he em­braced me, the poor man said: “Be brave,” as though I were go­ing to have a tooth out. As for mamma, she was a foun­tain. My hus­band was hur­ry­ing me away to es­cape these dif­fi­cult farewells; I was in tears my­self al­though I was very happy. I can’t ex­plain that, but it’s none the less true. Sud­denly I felt some­thing tug­ging at my gown. It was Bi­jou, quite for­got­ten since the morn­ing. The poor beast was say­ing good­bye to me after his fash­ion. It went to my heart a little, and I was wild to kiss my dog. I snatched him up (you know he’s the size of my fist) and began to cov­er him with kisses. I ad­ore caress­ing an­im­als. It pleases me so much, and some­how thrills me, it’s quite heav­enly.

			As for Bi­jou, he was like a mad thing, he pawed me, licked me and nibbled me as he does when he’s very happy. Sud­denly he took hold of my nose with his teeth and I felt him hurt me. I gave a little cry and put the dog on the ground. He had giv­en me a real bite in play. I was bleed­ing. Every­body was very dis­tressed. They brought wa­ter, vin­eg­ar and band­ages, and my hus­band wanted to look after me him­self. It was noth­ing, how­ever, two tiny holes like the pricks made by a needle. In five minutes the blood had stopped and I set off.

			We had de­cided to travel in Nor­mandy for about six weeks.

			We reached Dieppe in the even­ing. When I say “even­ing” I mean mid­night.

			You know how I love the sea. I de­clared to my hus­band that I would not go to bed without hav­ing seen it. He seemed very amazed. I laughed and asked him:

			“Are you sleepy?”

			He answered:

			“No, my dear, but surely you un­der­stand that I am long­ing to be alone with you.”

			I was sur­prised.

			“Alone with me? But we’ve been alone in the train all the way from Par­is.”

			He smiled.

			“Yes … but … in the train, it’s not the same thing as be­ing alone in our room.”

			I would not give in:

			“Well, we shall be alone on the sea­shore, and that’s that.”

			That cer­tainly did not please him. How­ever, he said:

			“Very well, since you wish it.”

			It was a glor­i­ous night, one of those nights that fill the ima­gin­at­ive with vast dim ideas, felt rather than thought, a night to make one long to open one’s arms, spread one’s wings, em­brace the whole sky—I don’t know. But it seems as if one might be just on the verge of un­der­stand­ing strange mys­ter­ies.

			There is a Dream in the air, and Ro­mance that pierces the heart, and hap­pi­ness that does not be­long to this earth, a sort of di­vine in­tox­ic­a­tion born of stars, and moon, and mov­ing silvered wa­ter. Life holds no bet­ter mo­ments. They make one’s life seem dif­fer­ent, touched to beauty, del­ic­ately rare; they are like a rev­el­a­tion of what might be … or what will be.

			My hus­band, how­ever, seemed im­pa­tient to re­turn. “Are you cold?” I asked him. “No. Then look at that little boat over there: it seems asleep on the wa­ter. We couldn’t find a love­li­er place than this, could we? I would gladly stay here un­til day­light. Tell me, wouldn’t you like us to wait for the dawn?”

			He thought that I was mak­ing fun of him, and he dragged me back to the hotel al­most by force. If I had only known! Oh, the wretch!

			When we were alone I felt ashamed, awk­ward, without know­ing why, I as­sure you. At last I sent him away in­to the draw­ing room and I got in­to bed. Oh, my dear, how can I tell you? But here it is. He must have taken my ut­ter in­no­cence for malice, my ut­ter sim­pli­city for de­prav­ity, my trust­ful and art­less free­dom for de­lib­er­ate coquetry, and he did not trouble him­self to be as del­ic­ately dis­creet and kind as he ought to have been to make such mys­ter­ies ex­plic­able, un­der­stand­able and ac­cept­able to an un­sus­pect­ing and ab­so­lutely un­pre­pared mind.

			And, all at once, I thought that he had lost his head. Then I was over­come with fear and I asked him if he wanted to kill me. When you are ter­ror-stricken, you don’t reas­on, you don’t think at all, you just go mad. In an in­stant, I ima­gined the most fright­ful things. I thought of the news items in the news­pa­pers, of mys­ter­i­ous crimes, of all the stor­ies whispered about young girls who have mar­ried wicked men. Did I know this man? I struggled, re­pulsed him, mad with fear. I even tore out a hand­ful of his hair, and one side of his mous­tache; the ef­fort freed me, and I leaped up, shout­ing “Help.” I ran to the door, drew back the bolts and rushed out on to the stair­case, al­most na­ked.

			Oth­er doors opened. Men in night­shirts ap­peared, with lights in their hands. I fell in­to the arms of one of them, and im­plored him to pro­tect me. He threw him­self on my hus­band.

			I don’t know what happened after that. They fought and shouted; then they laughed; I’ve nev­er heard such laughter. The whole house laughed, from cel­lar to at­tic. I heard loud bursts of mer­ri­ment in the cor­ridors, and in the bed­rooms above. The scul­lions were laugh­ing in the gar­rets, and the port­er writhed on his mat­tress in the hall.

			Think of it, in a hotel!

			When it was all over, I was left alone again with my hus­band, who gave me some brief ex­plan­a­tions, much as he might have ex­plained a chem­ic­al ex­per­i­ment be­fore try­ing it. He was by no means pleased. I wept un­til it grew light, and we went away as soon as the hotel doors were opened.

			That’s not all.

			Next day, we ar­rived at Pour­ville, which is still only the be­gin­nings of a sea­side town. My hus­band over­whelmed me with little at­ten­tions and kind­nesses. After his first an­noy­ance he seemed al­to­geth­er de­lighted. Ashamed and miser­able as I was over the pre­vi­ous day’s ad­ven­ture, I made my­self as agree­able as any­one could, and as do­cile. But you can’t ima­gine the hor­ror, the dis­gust, the hatred al­most, with which Henry in­spired me since I had learned the mon­strous secret that is so care­fully hid­den from young girls. I felt des­per­ate, so sad I wanted to die, dis­gus­ted with everything, tor­men­ted by long­ing to re­turn to my poor par­ents. The fol­low­ing day, we ar­rived at Étretat. All the vis­it­ors were in a state of great ex­cite­ment: a young wo­man, bit­ten by a little dog, had just died—mad. A ter­rible shiver ran down my spine when I heard them talk­ing about it at the hotel table. It sud­denly struck me that my nose was pain­ing me, and, I felt queer sen­sa­tions all along my limbs.

			I did not sleep that night: I had quite for­got­ten my hus­band. Sup­pose I too was go­ing to die mad. The next day I asked the head waiter for de­tails. He told me the most fright­ful story. I spent the day walk­ing on the cliff. I said noth­ing, I was think­ing. Mad­ness! What a hor­rible death! Henry asked me: “What’s the mat­ter? You seem sad.” “Noth­ing, noth­ing,” I answered. I stared dis­trac­tedly at the sea, without see­ing it at all: I stared at the farm and the fields, but I could not have said what I was look­ing at. Not for any­thing in the world would I have con­fessed to the thought that was tor­tur­ing me. I had pains, genu­ine pains in my nose. I in­sisted on go­ing back.

			As soon as we re­turned to the hotel, I shut my­self in my room to ex­am­ine the wound. There was noth­ing to be seen now. There was no mis­take about it, how­ever, it was hurt­ing me.

			I wrote to my moth­er at once, a short let­ter that she must have thought very strange. I de­man­ded an im­me­di­ate reply to cer­tain un­im­port­ant ques­tions. After I had signed it, I ad­ded: “Above all, don’t for­get to give me news of Bi­jou.”

			The next day I could not eat, but I re­fused to see a doc­tor. I spent the day sit­ting on the beach watch­ing the bathers in the wa­ter. They ar­rived, some fat, some thin, and all ugly in their fright­ful cos­tumes; but I hardly had the heart to laugh. I was think­ing: “They’re happy, those people. They haven’t been bit­ten. They’ll live, they will. They’re not liv­ing in fear of any­thing. They can amuse them­selves in any way they like. How peace­ful they are!”

			I kept lift­ing my hand to my nose to feel it. Was it swell­ing up? As soon as I got back to the hotel, I shut my­self in my room to look at it in the glass. Oh, if it had changed col­our I should have died on the spot.

			That even­ing, I felt sud­denly some­thing like af­fec­tion for my hus­band, an af­fec­tion born of des­pair. I felt that he was kind, I leaned on his arm. Twenty times I was on the verge of telling him my dread­ful secret, but I held my tongue.

			He took the most ab­om­in­able ad­vant­age of my self-aban­don and my ut­ter ex­haus­tion of spir­it. I had not strength enough to res­ist him, nor even the will. I would have en­dured any­thing, suffered any­thing. The next day, I had a let­ter from moth­er. She answered my ques­tions, but did not men­tion Bi­jou. I thought at once: “He’s dead and they’re hid­ing it from me.” Then I wanted to run to the tele­graph of­fice to send a wire. A thought stopped me: “If he is really dead, they won’t tell me.” So I resigned my­self to an­oth­er two days of agony. And I wrote again. I asked them to send me the dog to amuse me, be­cause I was a little bored.

			In the af­ter­noon I was seized with a trem­bling fit. I could not lift a full glass without spill­ing half the con­tents. My mind was in a lam­ent­able state. To­wards dusk I es­caped from my hus­band and hur­ried to the church. I prayed for a long time.

			On the way back I felt fresh pains in my nose and I went in­to a chem­ist’s whose shop was lit up. I told him that a friend of mine had been bit­ten and I asked his ad­vice. But I for­got everything as soon as he said it, my mind was so troubled. I re­membered only one thing: “Pur­gings are of­ten re­com­men­ded.” I bought sev­er­al bottles of good­ness knows what, on the pre­text of giv­ing them to my friend.

			The dogs I met filled me with hor­ror and a wild de­sire to take to my heels and run away. Sev­er­al times I thought that I felt an im­pulse to bite them too.

			I had a hor­ribly rest­less night. My hus­band profited thereby. First thing in the morn­ing, I re­ceived a reply from my moth­er. Bi­jou, she said, was quite well. But it would be too risky to send him alone by rail like that. So they would not send him to me. He was dead!

			I could not sleep again. As for Henry, he snored. He woke up sev­er­al times. I was ex­hausted.

			The fol­low­ing day, I bathed in the sea. I al­most fain­ted on go­ing in­to the wa­ter, I felt so ter­ribly cold. I was still more dis­traught by this sen­sa­tion of bit­ter cold. My legs shook dread­fully, but the worst pain of all was in my nose.

			Someone happened to in­tro­duce the loc­al med­ic­al in­spect­or to me, a charm­ing man. I led up to my sub­ject very subtly. Then I told him that a few days ago my young dog had bit­ten me, and I asked him what would have to be done if in­flam­ma­tion set in. He began to laugh and answered:

			“In your case, ma­dame, I could think of only one course, which would be to op­er­ate on you.”

			And as I did not un­der­stand, he ad­ded:

			“And that would be your hus­band’s busi­ness.”

			I was no farther on and no wiser when I left him.

			Henry seemed very gay, and very happy this even­ing. We went to the Casino in the even­ing, but he did not wait for the end of the show be­fore sug­gest­ing to me that we should go home. Noth­ing in­ter­ested me any more now: I fell in with his wish.

			But I could not rest in bed, my nerves were ex­hausted and on edge. Nor was he any the read­i­er for sleep. He em­braced me, caressed me, and was as gentle and tender as if he had at last guessed how I was suf­fer­ing. I en­dured his caresses without even real­ising what he was do­ing, without think­ing about it at all.

			But all at once a sud­den spasm seized me, the most ex­traordin­ary and aw­ful spasm. I uttered one fright­ful cry, and re­pulsing my hus­band, who was hold­ing me closely, I leaped out of bed and threw my­self on my face near the door. It was mad­ness, a dread­ful mad­ness. I was lost.

			Henry, ut­terly dis­trac­ted, lif­ted me up and begged me to tell him what was the mat­ter. But I would not speak. I was resigned now. I waited for death. I knew that after a few hours’ res­pite, an­oth­er spasm would seize me, then an­oth­er, un­til the last one, which would be fatal.

			I let him carry me back to bed. To­wards day­break, my hus­band’s ir­rit­at­ing ob­ses­sions brought on a fresh at­tack, which las­ted longer than the first. I felt a wild im­pulse to rend, bite, scream; it was ter­rible, but less dis­agree­able than I would have be­lieved.

			To­wards eight o’clock in the morn­ing, I fell asleep for the first time for four nights.

			At el­ev­en o’clock, a be­loved voice woke me. It was mamma: my let­ter had alarmed her, and she had come hur­ry­ing to see me. She held a large hamper in her hand and sud­denly I heard barks com­ing from it. I snatched it, quite dis­traught, and wild with hope. I opened it, and Bi­jou jumped on to the bed; he caressed me, and frisked about, and rolled on my pil­low, quite mad with joy.

			Well, my darling, be­lieve me or not, as you like … I only un­der­stood next day.

			What tricks our ima­gin­a­tion can play us! To think what I ima­gined! Tell me, isn’t it too stu­pid? …

			I have nev­er, you un­der­stand, don’t you, con­fessed to any­one the tor­tures I suffered dur­ing those four days. Sup­pose my hus­band had known. He makes enough fun of me already over our Dieppe ad­ven­ture. For the mat­ter of that, his jests don’t trouble me much. I am used to them. One gets used to everything in this life. …

		
	
		
			Caresses

			
				No, my friend, do not think any more of it. What you ask of me re­volts and dis­gusts me. It is as if God—for I be­lieve in God—had wanted to spoil every good thing that He made by at­tach­ing some hor­rible thing to it. He had giv­en us love, the di­vinest thing the world ever knew, but, find­ing it too lovely and too fine for us, He ima­gined our senses, shame­ful, vile, re­volt­ing, bru­tal senses, senses that He seems to have fash­ioned in ma­li­cious jest and linked with the ex­cre­tions of our bod­ies; He has con­ceived them in such a way that we can­not think of it without blush­ing, can only speak of it in hushed voices. The dread­ful thing they do is wrapped in shame. It hides away, dis­gusts our souls, of­fends our eyes; des­pised by mor­al­ity, houn­ded down by law, it con­sum­mates it­self in dark­ness, as if it were a crim­in­al.

				Nev­er speak to me of it, nev­er!

				I do not know wheth­er I love you, but I know that your near­ness pleases me, that your glance is sweet to me and your voice caresses my heart. From the day you had of me the frail­ness you de­sire, you would be­come hate­ful to me. The del­ic­ate bond that holds us to each oth­er would be broken. An in­fam­ous abyss would lie between us.

				Let us stay as we are. And … love me if you will, I will let you.

				
					Your friend,

					Geneviève

				
			

			
				Ma­dame, will you al­low me also to speak to you with bru­tal frank­ness, without po­lite eu­phem­isms, as I would speak to a friend who was anxious to take on him­self a lifelong vow?

				Neither do I know wheth­er I love you. I should be sure of it only after the thing that so re­volts you.

				Have you for­got­ten Mus­set’s poem:

				
					
						Je me souvi­ens en­cor de ces spasmes ter­ribles,
						

						De ces baisers muets, de ces muscles ar­dents,
						

						De cet être ab­sor­bé, blême et ser­rant les dents.
						

						S’ils ne sont pas divins, ces mo­ments sont hor­ribles.12
					

				

				We ex­per­i­ence that sense of hor­ror and over­whelm­ing dis­gust only when the mad­ness of our blood has led us in­to cas­u­al ad­ven­tures. But when a wo­man is the be­ing we have chosen, en­tirely charm­ing and in­fin­itely de­sir­able, as you are for me, the caress of love be­comes the sharpest, most com­plete and su­premest pleas­ure.

				This caress, ma­dame, is the proof of love. If our pas­sion dies after that fierce em­brace, we have been de­ceiv­ing ourselves. If it grows, we love.

				A philo­soph­er, who did not prac­tise his doc­trines, has put us on our guard against this snare of nature’s. Nature de­sires new life, he says, and to com­pel us to cre­ate it, has set the double bait of love and pleas­ure round the snare. And he adds: “As soon as we have let ourselves be taken, as soon as the mo­ment­ary mad­ness has left us, we are filled with a pro­found sad­ness, un­der­stand­ing the trick that has de­ceived us, see­ing, feel­ing, touch­ing the secret hid­den cause that has driv­en us in spite of ourselves.”

				That is of­ten true, very of­ten. Then we go away, in ut­ter re­vul­sion. Nature has conquered us, has thrown us against our will in­to arms that were opened for us be­cause she willed them to open.

				Yes, I know the cold sav­age kisses pressed on strange lips, the fixed burn­ing gaze in­to eyes that one has nev­er seen be­fore and will nev­er see again, and all that I can’t tell, all that sears our mind with a bit­ter grief.

				But if this hazy cloud of af­fec­tion that we call love has closed round two hu­man be­ings, if they nev­er cease to think long of each oth­er, and, when they are sep­ar­ated, to re­mem­ber one an­oth­er, all the time, day and night, hid­ing in their hearts the be­loved’s fea­tures and his smile and the sound of his voice; if they have been ob­sessed, pos­sessed by the ab­sent form whose im­age nev­er leaves them, is it not nat­ur­al that arms open at last, that lips meet and bod­ies touch?

				Have you nev­er wanted to kiss any­one? Tell me wheth­er lips do not call to lips, wheth­er the bright glance that seems to pierce our veins does not rouse fierce and ir­res­ist­ible de­sires.

				True, you say, that is the snare, the shame­ful snare. What mat­ter?—I know it, I fall in it and I love it. Nature gives us the caress of love to hide her cun­ning, to force us—against our will—to per­petu­ate the hu­man race. Let us there­fore will the caress, make it ours, re­fine it, change it, ideal­ise it, if you like. Let us too de­ceive Nature, the arch de­ceiv­er. Let us do more than she has willed, more than she could or dared teach us. Think that the caress of love is a pre­cious thing taken from the earth in its rough state, and let us take it and work over it and per­fect it, care­less of the ori­gin­al design, the hid­den will of the be­ing you call God. And since it is thought that ideal­ises everything, let us ideal­ise this thing, ma­dame, even in all its ter­rible bru­tal­ity, all its most im­pure forms, its most mon­strous ima­gin­ings.

				Let us love the caress that thrills as we love the heady vine, ripe fruit fra­grant on the pal­ate, and all the sharp pleas­ures of the body. Let us love flesh be­cause it is beau­ti­ful, be­cause it is white and firm, and round and sweet, de­li­cious to lips and hands.

				When artists seek the rarest and purest form for the chalice where art must drink to ec­stasy they choose the curve of the breasts, whose bud is like a rose.

				And in a learned book, called the Dic­tion­naire des Sci­ences Médicales, I read this defin­i­tion of a wo­man’s bos­om, which might have been ima­gined by M. Joseph Prud­homme turned med­ic­al man:

				
					“The breast in wo­man may be con­sidered as at one and the same time an ob­ject of use and of pleas­ure.”

				

				Let us sup­press, if you like it so, the use­ful­ness and keep only the pleas­ure. Would it have been giv­en this ad­or­able form that calls aloud to be caressed, if it had been de­signed only to nour­ish ba­bies?

				Yes, ma­dame, leave the mor­al­ists to preach mod­esty, and the doc­tors cau­tion; leave po­ets, de­ceiv­ers that are them­selves al­ways de­ceived, to sing the chaste uni­on of souls and bod­i­less hap­pi­ness; leave ugly wo­man to their duty and ra­tion­al men to their fu­tile needs; leave doc­trin­aires to their doc­trines, priests to their com­mand­ments, and as for us, let us prize more than any­thing in the world the caress of love, that in­tox­ic­ates and mad­dens us, makes us faint and ex­hausted, and gives us new life, that is sweeter than per­fume, light­er than the light wind, sharp­er than wounds, swift and de­vour­ing, that makes men pray and weep and groan and shout and com­mit any crime and any hero­ic deed.

				Let us love it, with no pla­cid nor­mal leg­al love; but vi­ol­ently, furi­ously, bey­ond all bounds of reas­on. Let us seek it as men seek gold and dia­monds, for it is more pre­cious than they, be­ing bey­ond price and fleet­ing. Let us pur­sue it without fal­ter­ing, let us die for it and through it.

				And let me tell you, ma­dame, a truth that you will not find, I think, in any book; the only happy wo­men on this earth are those to whom no caresses are lack­ing. These live without anxi­ety, without tor­tur­ing thoughts, de­sir­ing noth­ing save the next kiss, that shall be as de­light­ful and sat­is­fy­ing as the last one was.

				The oth­er wo­men, in whose lives caresses are few, or un­sat­is­fy­ing or raw, live tor­men­ted by a thou­sand wretched anxi­et­ies, by the fric­tion of greed or van­ity, and by all the things of life that turn to sor­row.

				But wo­men whose lives are filled with caresses, need noth­ing, de­sire noth­ing, re­gret noth­ing. They live in a dream, con­tent and smil­ing, hardly ruffled by what for oth­ers would be ir­re­par­able dis­asters, since the caress of love pays all, cures all things, com­forts for all.

				I could say much more than this. …

				
					Henri.

				
			

			

			These two let­ters, writ­ten on Ja­pan­ese rice pa­per, were found in a little Rus­si­an leath­er pock­et­book un­der a prie-Dieu at the Madeleine, on Sunday, yes­ter­day, after one o’clock Mass, by

			
				Maufrigneuse.

			
		
	
		
			A Duel

			The war was over; the Ger­mans were oc­cupy­ing France; the coun­try lay quiv­er­ing like a beaten wrest­ler fallen be­neath the con­quer­or’s knee.

			From fren­zied, fam­ished, des­per­ate Par­is the first trains were de­part­ing, go­ing to new fron­ti­ers, slowly tra­vers­ing the coun­tryside and the vil­lages. The first trav­el­lers gazed through the win­dows at the ruined fields and burnt ham­lets. At the doors of the houses left stand­ing, Prus­si­an sol­diers, wear­ing their black, brass-spiked hel­mets, were smoking their pipes, strad­dling across their chairs. Oth­ers were work­ing or talk­ing, as though they were part of the fam­ily. When the train went through town, whole re­gi­ments could be seen drilling in the squares, and des­pite the din of the wheels, the hoarse words of com­mand oc­ca­sion­ally reached the trav­el­lers’ ears.

			M. Dubuis, who had been a mem­ber of the na­tion­al guard of Par­is through­out the dur­a­tion of the siege, was on his way to Switzer­land to join his wife and chil­dren, prudently sent abroad be­fore the in­va­sion.

			Hun­ger and hard­ships had no whit di­min­ished the rich and peace­able mer­chant’s stout paunch. He had en­dured the ter­rible events with miser­able resig­na­tion and bit­ter phrases about the cruelty of man. Now that he was near­ing the fron­ti­er, the war ended, he was see­ing Prus­si­ans for the first time, al­though he had done his duty on the ram­parts and moun­ted guard on many a cold night.

			With angry ter­ror he watched these armed and bearded men in­stalled as though in their own homes on the soil of France, and felt in his heart a sort of fever of im­pot­ent pat­ri­ot­ism, and with it that deep need and new in­stinct for prudence which has nev­er left us since.

			In his com­part­ment two Eng­lish­men, come to see things, stared with their calm, in­quis­it­ive eyes. They were both stout also, and chat­ted in their own lan­guage, oc­ca­sion­ally look­ing through their guide­book, which they read out loud, try­ing to re­cog­nise the places men­tioned in it.

			Sud­denly the train slowed and stopped at the sta­tion of a little town, and a Prus­si­an of­ficer moun­ted the double step of the car­riage with a noisy clat­ter­ing of his sabre. He was tall, tightly buttoned in­to his uni­form, and bearded to the eyes. His ruddy skin looked as though it were on fire, and his long mous­taches, of a paler tone, streamed out on either side of his face, bi­sect­ing it.

			The Eng­lish pair promptly began to stare at him with smiles of sat­is­fied curi­os­ity, while M. Dubuis pre­ten­ded to read a pa­per. He sat huddled in his corner, like a thief in the pres­ence of a po­lice­man.

			The train star­ted again. The Eng­lish­men con­tin­ued to talk and look for the ex­act sites of the battles; and sud­denly, as one of them was ex­tend­ing his arm to­wards the ho­ri­zon in or­der to point out a vil­lage, the Prus­si­an of­ficer re­marked in French, stretch­ing out his long legs and loun­ging for­ward till he re­clined on his back:

			“I haf gilled ten French­men in that fil­lage. I haf took more than von hon­dred bris­on­ers.”

			The Eng­lish­men, deeply in­ter­ested, at once asked:

			“Oh! What is the name of the vil­lage?”

			“Phars­bourg,” replied the Prus­si­an, and con­tin­ued:

			“I took those rras­cal French­men by the ears.”

			He stared at M. Dubuis, and laughed in­solently in his beard.

			The train ran on, still passing through oc­cu­pied ham­lets. The Ger­man sol­diers were to be seen along the roads, at the side of the fields, stand­ing at the corners of fences, or chat­ting in front of the inns. They covered the earth like lo­custs.

			The of­ficer stretched out his hand:

			“If I had peen gom­mand­er, I vould haf taken Par­is, and burnt eferything, and killed efery­pody. No more France.”

			The Eng­lish­men, out of po­lite­ness, replied simply:

			“Oh, yes.”

			“In tventy years,” he went on, “all Europe, all, vill pelong to us. Prus­sia stronger than all!”

			The Eng­lish­men, un­easy, made no reply. Their faces, grown im­pass­ive, looked like wax between their long whiskers. Then the Prus­si­an of­ficer began to laugh. And, still re­clin­ing on his back, he bragged. He bragged of the crush­ing of France, he trod down his en­emies to the ground; he bragged of the re­cent con­quest of Aus­tria; he bragged about the power­less yet frantic ef­forts of the provinces to de­fend them­selves, about the trans­port and the use­less ar­til­lery. He de­clared that Bis­mar­ck was go­ing to build an iron town out of the cap­tured can­non.

			And sud­denly he thrust his boots against the thigh of M. Dubuis, who turned away his eyes, scar­let to the ears.

			The Eng­lish­men ap­peared to have be­come un­in­ter­ested in everything, as though they had found them­selves sud­denly shut up in their is­land, far from the noises of the world.

			The of­ficer took out his pipe and, gaz­ing fix­edly at the French­man, asked:

			“You haf no to­bacco?”

			“No, mon­sieur,” replied M. Dubuis.

			“Blease go and buy some when the drain stops.”

			And he burst out laugh­ing again.

			“I vill gif you a tip.”

			The train whistled and slowed down. It passed the burnt-out build­ings of a sta­tion; then stopped al­to­geth­er.

			The Ger­man opened the door and took M. Dubuis by the arm:

			“Go and do the er­rand for me, quickly!” he said.

			A Prus­si­an de­tach­ment oc­cu­pied the sta­tion. Oth­er sol­diers stared, stand­ing along the wooden fence. The en­gine was already whist­ling for dedepar­ture. Then, sud­denly, M. Dubuis rushed out on to the plat­form, and, des­pite the vi­ol­ent ges­tures of the sta­tion­mas­ter, dashed in­to the next com­part­ment.

			He was alone! He un­buttoned his waist­coat, so vi­ol­ently was his heart beat­ing, and wiped his fore­head, pant­ing.

			The train stopped again at a sta­tion. And sud­denly the of­ficer ap­peared at the door and got in, soon fol­lowed by the two Eng­lish­men, drawn by their curi­os­ity. The Ger­man sat down op­pos­ite the French­man, and, still laugh­ing, said:

			“You did not vish to do my er­rand.”

			“No, mon­sieur,” replied M. Dubuis.

			The train had just star­ted again.

			“I vill gut off your mous­tache to fill my pipe,” said the of­ficer, and thrust out his hand to his neigh­bour’s face.

			The Eng­lish­men, still im­pass­ive, watched with their steady eyes.

			Already the Ger­man had grasped a pinch of hair and was tug­ging at it, when M. Dubuis knocked up his arm with a back­han­ded blow and, tak­ing him by the neck, flung him back on to his seat. Then, mad with rage, his temples swell­ing and his eyes blood­shot, still strangling him with one hand, he set to strik­ing him furi­ous blows in the face with his closed fist. The Prus­si­an struggled, try­ing to draw his sabre or get a grip on his ad­versary, who was ly­ing on top of him. But M. Dubuis crushed him with the enorm­ous weight of his paunch, and struck and struck without res­pite, without tak­ing breath, without know­ing where the blows were fall­ing. Blood flowed; the throttled Ger­man choked, spat out teeth, and strove in vain to fling off the fat, ex­as­per­ated man who was knock­ing him out.

			The Eng­lish­men had ris­en and drawn near to get a bet­ter view. They stood there, full of pleas­ure and curi­os­ity, ready to bet on or against either of the com­batants.

			Sud­denly M. Dubuis, ex­hausted by his mon­strous ef­fort, rose and sat back without say­ing a word.

			The Prus­si­an did not fling him­self upon him, so be­wildered did he re­main, dazed with as­ton­ish­ment and pain. When he had re­covered his breath, he said:

			“If you do not gif me sat­is­fac­tion vith the pis­tol, I vill kill you.”

			“When you like,” replied M. Dubuis. “I am en­tirely at your ser­vice.”

			“Here is the town of Stras­bourg,” said the Ger­man; “I vill take two of­ficers as vit­nesses. I haf time be­fore the train leafs.”

			M. Dubuis, who was pant­ing like the en­gine, asked the Eng­lish­men:

			“Will you be my wit­nesses?”

			“Oh, yes!” they both replied sim­ul­tan­eously.

			And the train stopped.

			In a minute the Prus­si­an had found two com­rades, who brought pis­tols and they re­paired to the ram­parts.

			The Eng­lish­men kept on pulling out their watches, hur­ry­ing the pace, ur­ging on the pre­lim­in­ary pre­par­a­tions, anxious about the time, de­term­ined not to miss their train.

			M. Dubuis had nev­er had a pis­tol in his hands in his life. He was placed twenty paces from his foe.

			“Are you ready?” he was asked.

			As he answered: “Yes, mon­sieur,” he no­ticed that one of the Eng­lish­men had put up his um­brella, to keep off the sun.

			“Fire!” com­manded a voice.

			M. Dubuis fired, at ran­dom, without wait­ing, and with amazement saw the Prus­si­an stand­ing be­fore him tot­ter, throw up his arms, and fall flat on his nose. He had killed him.

			One of the Eng­lish­men uttered an “oh,” quiv­er­ing with pleas­ure, sat­is­fied curi­os­ity, and happy im­pa­tience. The oth­er, still hold­ing his watch in his hand, seized M. Dubuis’ arm and led him off, at the double, to­wards the sta­tion.

			The first Eng­lish­man gave the time as he ran, his fists closed and his el­bows tucked in­to his sides:

			“One, two! One, two!”

			And all three men trot­ted on, des­pite their paunches, like three clowns in a com­ic pa­per.

			The train was just start­ing. They jumped in­to their com­part­ment. Then the Eng­lish­men took off their trav­el­ling-caps and waved them in the air, and, three times in suc­ces­sion, they shouted:

			“Hip, hip, hip, hur­rah!”

			Then, one after the oth­er, they gravely offered their right hands to M. Dubuis, and went back and sat down again side by side in their corner.

		
	
		
			The Little One

			Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er had re­mained a wid­ower with one child. He had loved his wife madly, with a noble and tender love, that nev­er failed, through­out the whole of their life to­geth­er. He was a good, hon­est fel­low, simple, very simple in fact, free from dif­fid­ence and malice.

			Hav­ing fallen in love with a poor neigh­bour, he asked for her hand and mar­ried her. He was in a fairly pros­per­ous drapery busi­ness, was mak­ing quite a good amount of money, and did not for one mo­ment ima­gine that the girl might not have ac­cep­ted him for him­self alone.

			At all events she made him happy. He had no eyes for any­body or any­thing but her, thought only of her, and looked at her con­tinu­ally in an aban­don of ad­or­a­tion. Dur­ing meals he would com­mit a thou­sand blun­ders rather than look away from the be­loved face; he would pour the wine in­to his plate and the wa­ter in­to the salt­cel­lar, and then would burst out laugh­ing like a child, de­clar­ing:

			“There, you see I love you too much; it makes me do such a lot of silly things.”

			And she would smile, with an air of calm resig­na­tion, and then would turn away her eyes, as though em­bar­rassed by her hus­band’s wor­ship, and would try to make him talk, to chat on any sub­ject; but he would reach across the table and take her hand, and, hold­ing it in his, would mur­mur:

			“My little Jeanne, my dear little Jeanne.”

			She would end by grow­ing vexed and ex­claim­ing:

			“Oh, do be reas­on­able; get on with your din­ner, and let me get on with mine!”

			He would ut­ter a sigh and break off a mouth­ful of bread, which he would pro­ceed slowly to munch.

			For five years they had no chil­dren. Then sud­denly she found her­self with child. It was a de­li­ri­ous hap­pi­ness for them. He would nev­er leave her dur­ing the whole of her preg­nancy; to such an ex­tent, in fact, that her maid, an old nurse who had brought her up and was giv­en to speak­ing her mind to them, would some­times thrust him out of the house and lock the door, so as to force him to take the air.

			He had formed an in­tim­ate friend­ship with a young man who had known his wife since her child­hood, and who was second head clerk at the Pre­fec­ture. Mon­sieur Dure­tour dined three times a week at the Lem­on­niers’, brought flowers for Ma­dame and some­times a box at the theatre; and of­ten, dur­ing dessert, the kind, af­fec­tion­ate Lem­on­ni­er would turn to his wife and ex­claim:

			“With a com­rade like you and a friend like him, one is per­fectly happy on earth.”

			She died in child­bed. He nearly died too. But the sight of the child gave him cour­age: a little shriv­elled creature that moaned.

			He loved the baby with a pas­sion­ate and grief-stricken love, a mor­bid love, wherein re­mained the re­mem­brance of death, but wherein sur­vived some­thing of his ad­or­a­tion of the dead wo­man. The boy was his wife’s flesh, her con­tin­ued be­ing, a quint­essence of her, as it were. He was her very life poured in­to an­oth­er body; she had dis­ap­peared that he might ex­ist. … And the fath­er em­braced him frantic­ally. …

			But also the child had killed her, had taken, stolen that ad­ored ex­ist­ence, had fed upon it, had drunk up her share of life. … And Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er re­placed his son in the cradle and sat down be­side him to con­tem­plate him. He re­mained there for hours and hours, watch­ing him, mus­ing of a thou­sand sad or sweet things. Then, as the child was sleep­ing, he stooped over his face and wept in­to his cov­er­ings.

			

			The child grew. The fath­er could not forgo his pres­ence for an hour; he would prowl about the nurs­ery, take him out for walks, put on his clothes, wash him, give him his meals. His friend, Mon­sieur Dure­tour, also seemed to cher­ish the baby, and would em­brace him with rap­ture, with those fren­zies of af­fec­tion which are a par­ent’s prop­erty. He would make him leap in his arms or ride a cock­horse for hours upon his leg, and sud­denly, over­turn­ing him upon his knees, would raise his short frock and kiss the brat’s fat thighs and round little calves.

			“Isn’t he a darling, isn’t he a darling!” would mur­mur Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er in de­light, and Mon­sieur Dure­tour would clasp the child in his arms, tick­ling his neck with his mous­tache.

			Only Céleste, the old nurse, seemed to have no af­fec­tion for the little one. She was vexed at his pranks, and seemed ex­as­per­ated by the ca­jolery of the two men.

			“Is that any way to bring up a child?” she would ex­claim. “You’ll make a per­fect mon­key of him.”

			More years went by, and Jean at­tained the age of nine. He could scarcely read, he had been so spoilt, and he al­ways did ex­actly as he liked. He had a stub­born will, a habit of ob­stin­ate res­ist­ance, and a vi­ol­ent tem­per. The fath­er al­ways gave way and gran­ted him everything. Mon­sieur Dure­tour was per­petu­ally buy­ing and bring­ing for the little one the toys he coveted, and fed him on cakes and sweets.

			On these oc­ca­sions Céleste would lose her tem­per, and ex­claim:

			“It’s a shame, mon­sieur, a shame. You’ll be the ru­in of the child, the ru­in of him, do you hear! But it’s got to be stopped, and stopped it shall be, yes, I prom­ise it shall, and be­fore long, too.”

			“Well, what about it, my good wo­man?” Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er would an­swer with a smile. “I’m too fond of him, I can’t go against his will. It’s up to you to take your share in his up­bring­ing.”

			

			Jean was weak and some­what ail­ing. The doc­tor de­clared him to be an­aem­ic, and ordered iron, red meat, and strong broth.

			But the little one liked noth­ing but cakes, and re­fused all oth­er nour­ish­ment; and his fath­er, in des­pair, stuffed him with cream tarts and chocol­ate éclairs.

			One even­ing, as the two sat down to table alone to­geth­er, Céleste brought in the soup tur­een with an as­sur­ance and an air of au­thor­ity un­usu­al in her. She ab­ruptly took off the lid, plunged the ladle in­to the middle of it, and an­nounced:

			“There’s broth such as I’ve nev­er made be­fore; the little one really must have some, this time.”

			Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er, ter­ri­fied, lowered his head. He saw that this was not go­ing down well.

			Céleste took his plate, filled it her­self, and placed it back in front of him.

			He im­me­di­ately tasted the soup and de­clared:

			“Yes, it is ex­cel­lent.”

			Then the ser­vant took the little boy’s plate and poured in­to it a whole la­dle­ful of soup. She re­tired two paces and waited.

			Jean sniffed it, pushed away the plate, and uttered a “pah” of dis­gust. Céleste, grown pale, went swiftly up to him and, seiz­ing the spoon full of soup, thrust it for­cibly in­to the child’s half-open mouth.

			He choked, coughed, sneezed, and spat, and, yelling, grasped his glass in his fist and flung it at his nurse. It caught her full in the stom­ach. At that, ex­as­per­ated, she took the brat’s head un­der her arm and began to ram spoon­ful after spoon­ful of soup down his gul­let. He stead­ily vomited them back, stamp­ing his feet with rage, writh­ing, chok­ing, and beat­ing the air with his hands, as red as though he were dy­ing of suf­foc­a­tion.

			At first the fath­er re­mained in such stu­pefac­tion that he made no move­ment at all. Then sud­denly he rushed for­ward with the wild rage of a mad­man, took the ser­vant by the throat, and flung her against the wall.

			“Get out! … out! … out! … brute!” he stammered.

			But with a vig­or­ous shake she re­pulsed him, and with dishevelled hair, her cap hanging down her back, her eyes blaz­ing, cried:

			“What’s come over you now? You want to beat me be­cause I make the child eat his soup, when you’ll kill him with your spoil­ing!”

			“Out! … be off with you … off with you, brute!” he re­peated, trem­bling from head to foot.

			Then in a rage she turned upon him, and fa­cing him eye to eye, said in a trem­bling voice:

			“Ah! … You think … you think … you’re go­ing to treat me like that, me, me? … No, nev­er. … And for whose sake, for whose sake? … For that snotty brat who isn’t even your own child! No … not yours! … No! not yours! … not yours! … not yours! Why, every­body knows it, by God, ex­cept you. … Ask the gro­cer, the butcher, the baker, every­one, every­one. …”

			She faltered, choked with an­ger, then was si­lent and looked at him.

			He did not stir; liv­id, his arms wav­ing wildly. At the end of sev­er­al seconds he stammered in a feeble, trem­u­lous voice, in which strong emo­tion still quivered:

			“You say? … you say? … What do you say?”

			Then she answered in a calmer voice: “I say what I know, by God! What every­one knows.”

			He raised his two hands and, fling­ing him­self upon her with the fury of a brute beast, tried to fell her to the ground. But she was strong, in spite of her age, and agile too. She slipped through his arms and, run­ning round the table, once more in a vi­ol­ent rage, screeched:

			“Look at him, look at him, you fool, and see if he isn’t the liv­ing im­age of Mon­sieur Dure­tour; look at his nose and eyes, are your eyes like that? Or your nose? Or your hair? And were hers like that? I tell you every­body knows it, every­body, ex­cept you! It’s the laugh­ing­stock of the town! Look at him! Look at him! …”

			She passed in front of the door, opened it, and dis­ap­peared.

			Jean, ter­ri­fied, re­mained mo­tion­less, star­ing at his soup plate.

			

			At the end of an hour she re­turned, very softly, to see. The little one, after hav­ing de­voured the cakes, a dish of cus­tard, and a dish of pears in syr­up, was now eat­ing jam out of a pot with his soup spoon.

			The fath­er had gone out.

			Céleste took the child, em­braced him, and, with si­lent steps, car­ried him off to his room and put him to bed. And she re­turned to the din­ing room, cleared the table, and set everything in or­der, very un­easy in her mind.

			No sound whatever was to be heard in the house. She went and set her ear to her mas­ter’s door. He was not mov­ing about the room. She set her eye to the key­hole. He was writ­ing and seemed calm.

			Then she went back to sit in her kit­chen, so as to be ready for any cir­cum­stance, for she real­ised that some­thing was in the air.

			She fell asleep in her chair, and did not wake un­til day­break.

			She did the house­hold work, as was her cus­tom every morn­ing; she swept and dus­ted, and, at about eight o’clock, made Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er’s cof­fee.

			But she dared not take it to her mas­ter, hav­ing very little idea how she would be re­ceived; and she waited for him to ring. He did not ring. Nine o’clock went by, then ten o’clock.

			Céleste, alarmed, pre­pared the tray, and star­ted off with a beat­ing heart. In front of the door she stopped and listened. Noth­ing was stir­ring. She knocked, there was no an­swer. So, sum­mon­ing up all her cour­age, she opened the door and went in; then, ut­ter­ing a ter­rible shriek, she dropped the break­fast tray which she held in her hands.

			Mon­sieur Lem­on­ni­er was hanging right in the middle of his room, sus­pen­ded by the neck from a ring in the ceil­ing. His tongue pro­truded in ghastly fash­ion. The slip­per had fallen off his right foot and lay on the floor; the oth­er slip­per had re­mained upon the foot. An over­turned chair had rolled to the bed­side.

			Céleste, at her wit’s end, fled shriek­ing. All the neigh­bours ran up. The doc­tor dis­covered that death had taken place at mid­night.

			A let­ter, ad­dressed to Mon­sieur Dure­tour, was found upon the sui­cide’s table. It con­tained this sol­it­ary line:

			
				“I leave and en­trust the little one to you.”

			

		
	
		
			Madame Luneau’s Case

			The fat Justice of the Peace, with one eye closed and the oth­er half-open, is listen­ing with evid­ent dis­pleas­ure to the plaintiffs. Once in a while he gives a sort of grunt that fore­tells his opin­ion, and in a thin voice re­sem­bling that of a child, he in­ter­rupts them to ask ques­tions. He has just rendered judg­ment in the case of Mon­sieur Joly against Mon­sieur Petit­pas, the con­test­ants hav­ing come to court on ac­count of the bound­ary line of a field which had been ac­ci­dent­ally dis­placed by Mon­sieur Petit­pas’s farm­hand, while the lat­ter was plow­ing.

			Now he calls the case of Hip­polyte Lacour, vestry­man and iron­mon­ger, against Ma­dame Céleste César­ine Lun­eau, wid­ow of Anthime Isidore Lun­eau.

			Hip­polyte Lacour is forty-five years old; he is tall and gaunt, with a clean-shaven face like a priest, long hair, and he speaks in a slow, sing­song voice.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau ap­pears to be about forty years of age. She is built like a prize­fight­er, and her nar­row and cling­ing dress is stretched tightly over her portly form. Her enorm­ous hips hold up her over­flow­ing bos­om in front, while in the back they sup­port the great rolls of flesh that cov­er her shoulders. Her face, with strongly-cut fea­tures, rests on a short, fat neck, and her strong voice is pitched at a key that makes the win­dows and the eardrums of her aud­it­ors vi­brate. She is about to be­come a moth­er and her huge form pro­trudes like a moun­tain.

			The wit­nesses for the de­fense are wait­ing to be called.

			The judge be­gins: Hip­polyte Lacour, state your com­plaint.

			The plaintiff speaks: Your Hon­our, it will be nine months on Saint-Mi­chael’s day since the de­fend­ant came to me one even­ing, after I had rung the An­gelus, and began an ex­plan­a­tion re­lat­ing to her bar­ren­ness.

			The Justice of the Peace: Kindly be more ex­pli­cit.

			Hip­polyte: Very well, your Hon­our. Well, she wanted to have a child and de­sired my par­ti­cip­a­tion. I didn’t raise any ob­jec­tion, and she prom­ised to give me one hun­dred francs. The thing was all cut and dried, and now she re­fuses to ac­know­ledge my claim, which I re­new be­fore your Hon­our.

			The Justice: I don’t un­der­stand in the least. You say that she wanted a child! What kind of child? Did she wish to ad­opt one?

			Hip­polyte: No, your Hon­our, she wanted a new one.

			The Justice: What do you mean by a new one?

			Hip­polyte: I mean a new­born child, one that we were to be­get as if we were man and wife.

			The Justice: You as­ton­ish me. To what end did she make this ab­nor­mal pro­pos­i­tion?

			Hip­polyte: Your Hon­our, at first I could not make out her reas­ons, and was taken a little aback. But as I don’t do any­thing without thor­oughly in­vest­ig­at­ing be­fore­hand, I called on her to ex­plain mat­ters to me, which she did. You see, her hus­band, Anthime Isidore, whom you knew as well as you know me, had died the week be­fore, and his money re­ver­ted to his fam­ily. This greatly dis­pleased her on ac­count of the loss it meant, so she went to a law­yer who told her all about what might hap­pen if a child should be born to her after ten months. I mean by this that if she gave birth to a child in­side of the ten months fol­low­ing the death of Anthime Isidore, her off­spring would be con­sidered le­git­im­ate and would en­title her to the in­her­it­ance. She made up her mind at once to run the risk, and came to me after church, as I have already had the hon­our of telling you, see­ing that I am the fath­er of eight liv­ing chil­dren, the old­est of whom is a gro­cer in Caen, de­part­ment of Cal­va­dos, and le­git­im­ately mar­ried to Vic­toire-Elisa­beth Rabou—

			The Justice: These de­tails are su­per­flu­ous. Go back to the sub­ject.

			Hip­polyte: I am get­ting there, your Hon­our. So she said to me: “If you suc­ceed, I’ll give you one hun­dred francs as soon as I get the doc­tor’s re­port.” Well, your Hon­our, I made ready to give en­tire sat­is­fac­tion, and after eight weeks or so I learned with pleas­ure that I had suc­ceeded. But when I asked her for the hun­dred francs she re­fused to pay me. I re­newed my de­mands sev­er­al times, nev­er get­ting so much as a pin. She even called me a li­ar and a weak­ling, a li­bel which can be des­troyed by glan­cing at her.

			The Justice: De­fend­ant, what have you to say?

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: Your Hon­our, I say that this man is a li­ar.

			The Justice: How can you prove this as­ser­tion?

			Ma­dame Lun­eau (red in the face, chok­ing and stam­mer­ing): How can I prove it? What proofs have I? I haven’t a single real proof that the child isn’t his. But, your Hon­our, it isn’t his, I swear it on the head of my dead hus­band.

			The Justice: Well, whose is it, then?

			Ma­dame Lun­eau (stam­mer­ing with rage): How do I know? How do—do I know? Every­body’s I sup­pose. Here are my wit­nesses, your Hon­our, they’re all here, the six of them. Now make them testi­fy, make them testi­fy. They’ll tell—

			The Justice: Col­lect your­self, Ma­dame Lun­eau, col­lect your­self and reply calmly to my ques­tions. What reas­ons have you to doubt that this man is the fath­er of the child you are car­ry­ing?

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: What reas­ons? I have a hun­dred to one, a hun­dred? No, two hun­dred, five hun­dred, ten thou­sand, a mil­lion and more reas­ons to be­lieve he isn’t. After the pro­pos­al I made to him, with the prom­ise of one hun­dred francs, didn’t I learn that he wasn’t the fath­er of his own chil­dren, your Hon­our, not the fath­er of one of ’em?

			Hip­polyte (calmly): That’s a lie.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau (ex­as­per­ated): A lie! A lie, is it? I think his wife has been around with every­body around here. Call my wit­nesses, your Hon­our, and make them testi­fy?

			Hip­polyte (calmly): It’s a lie.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: It’s a lie, is it? How about the red-haired ones, then? I sup­pose they’re yours, too?

			The Justice: Kindly re­frain from per­son­al at­tacks, or I shall be ob­liged to call you to or­der.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: Well, your Hon­our, I had my doubts about him, and said I to my­self, two pre­cau­tions are bet­ter than one, so I ex­plained my po­s­i­tion to Cé­saire Lepic, the wit­ness who is present. Says he to me, “At your dis­pos­al, Ma­dame Lun­eau,” and he lent me his as­sist­ance in case Hip­polyte should turn out to be un­re­li­able. But as soon as the oth­er wit­nesses heard that I wanted to make sure against any dis­ap­point­ment, I could have had more than a hun­dred, your Hon­our, if I had wanted them. That tall one over there, Lu­cas Chan­delier, swore at the time that I oughn’t to give Hip­polyte Lacour a cent, for he hadn’t done more than the rest of them who had ob­liged me for noth­ing.

			Hip­polyte: What did you prom­ise for? I ex­pec­ted the money, your Hon­our. No mis­take with me—a prom­ise giv­en, a prom­ise kept.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau (be­side her­self): One hun­dred francs! One hun­dred francs! One hun­dred francs for that, you li­ar! The oth­ers there didn’t ask a red cent! Look at ’em, all six of ’em! Make them testi­fy, your Hon­our, they’ll tell you. (To Hip­polyte.) Look at ’em, you li­ar! they’re as good as you. They’re only six, but I could have had one, two, three, five hun­dred of ’em for noth­ing, too, you rob­ber!

			Hip­polyte: Well, even if you’d had a hun­dred thou­sand—

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: I could, if I’d wanted them.

			Hip­polyte: I did my duty, so it doesn’t change our agree­ment.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau (slap­ping her pro­tuber­ant form with both hands): Then prove that it’s you that did it, prove it, you rob­ber! I defy you to prove it!

			Hip­polyte (calmly): Maybe I didn’t do any more than any­body else. But you prom­ised me a hun­dred francs for it. What did you ask the oth­ers for, af­ter­wards? You had no right to. I could have done it alone.

			Ma­dame Lun­eau: It is not true, rob­ber! Call my wit­nesses, your Hon­our; they’ll an­swer, for cer­tain.

			The Justice calls the wit­nesses in be­half of the de­fense. Six in­di­vidu­als ap­peared blush­ing, awk­ward look­ing, with their arms swinging at their sides.

			The Justice: Lu­cas Chan­delier, have you any reas­on to sup­pose that you are the fath­er of the child Ma­dame Lun­eau is car­ry­ing.

			Lu­cas Chan­delier: Yes, sir.

			The Justice: Célestin-Pierre Sidoine, have you any reas­on to sup­pose that you are the fath­er of the child Ma­dame Lun­eau is car­ry­ing?

			Célestin-Pierre Sidoine: Yes, sir.

			The four oth­er wit­nesses test­i­fied to the same ef­fect.

			The Justice, after hav­ing thought for awhile pro­nounced judg­ment: Where­as the plaintiff has reas­ons to be­lieve him­self the fath­er of the child which Ma­dame Lun­eau de­sired, Lu­cas Chan­delier, Célestin-Pierre Sidoine, and oth­ers, have sim­il­ar, if not con­clus­ive reas­ons to lay claim to the child.

			But where­as Mme. Lun­eau had pre­vi­ously asked the as­sist­ance of Hip­polyte Lacour for a duly stated con­sid­er­a­tion of one hun­dred francs:

			And where­as one may not ques­tion the ab­so­lute good faith of Hip­polyte Lacour, though it is ques­tion­able wheth­er he had a per­fect right to enter in­to such an agree­ment, see­ing that the plaintiff is mar­ried, and com­pelled by the law to re­main faith­ful to his law­ful spouse: Where­as, farther, etc., etc.

			There­fore the Court con­demns Ma­dame Lun­eau to pay an in­dem­nity of twenty-five francs to Hip­polyte Lacour for loss of time and se­duc­tion.

		
	
		
			Friend Patience

			“Do you know what ever be­came of Leremy?”

			“He is cap­tain in the Sixth Dra­goons.”

			“And Pin­son?”

			“He’s a Sub­pre­fect.”

			“And Ra­col­let?”

			“Dead.”

			We were try­ing to re­mem­ber oth­er names which would re­mind us of youth­ful faces un­der the caps of young of­ficers. Later in life we had met some of these old com­rades, bearded, bald, mar­ried, fath­ers of sev­er­al chil­dren, and the real­iz­a­tion of these changes had giv­en us an un­pleas­ant shud­der, re­mind­ing us how short life is, how everything passes away, how everything changes. My friend asked me:

			“And Pa­tience, fat Pa­tience?”

			I al­most howled:

			“Oh! as for him, just listen to this. Four or five years ago I was in Li­moges, on a tour of in­spec­tion, and I was wait­ing for din­ner time. I was seated be­fore the big café in the Place du Théâtre, bored to tears. The trades­people were com­ing by twos, threes or fours, to take their ab­sinthe or ver­mouth, talk­ing all the time of their own or oth­er people’s busi­ness, laugh­ing loudly, or lower­ing their voices in or­der to im­part some im­port­ant or del­ic­ate piece of news.

			“I was say­ing to my­self: ‘What am I go­ing to do after din­ner?’ And I thought of the long even­ing in this pro­vin­cial town, of the slow, un­in­ter­est­ing walk through un­known streets, of the over­whelm­ing sad­ness in­spired in the sol­it­ary trav­el­ler by the people who pass, strangers in all things, the cut of their pro­vin­cial coats, their hats, their trousers, their cus­toms, loc­al ac­cent, their houses, shops, and car­riages of sin­gu­lar shape. And then the or­din­ary sounds to which one is not ac­cus­tomed; the har­ass­ing sad­ness which makes you hasten your step gradu­ally, un­til you feel as if you were lost in a dan­ger­ous coun­try, which op­presses you and you wish your­self back at the hotel, the hideous hotel, where your room pre­serves a thou­sand sus­pi­cious odours, where the bed makes one hes­it­ate, and the basin has a hair stuck in the dirt at the bot­tom.

			“I thought about all this as I watched them light the gas, feel­ing my isol­ated dis­tress in­crease as the shad­ows fell. What was I go­ing to do after din­ner? I was alone, en­tirely alone, and lam­ent­ably lone­some.

			“A big man came in, seated him­self at a neigh­bour­ing table, and com­manded in a for­mid­able voice:

			“ ‘Waiter, my bit­ters.’

			“The ‘my’ in the phrase soun­ded like the re­port of a can­non. I un­der­stood im­me­di­ately that everything in ex­ist­ence was his, be­longed to him and not to any oth­er, that he had his char­ac­ter, and, by Jove! his ap­pet­ite, his trousers, his no mat­ter what, after his own fash­ion, ab­so­lutely, and more com­pletely than any­body else in the world. He looked about him with a sat­is­fied air. They brought him his bit­ters and he called:

			“ ‘My pa­per.’

			“I asked my­self: ‘Which is his pa­per, I won­der?’ The name of that would cer­tainly re­veal to me his opin­ions, his the­or­ies, his hob­bies, and his nature.

			“The waiter brought the Temps. I was sur­prised. Why the Temps, a grave, dull, doc­trin­al, heavy pa­per? I thought:

			“ ‘So he is a wise man, of ser­i­ous ways, reg­u­lar habits, in short, a good cit­izen.’

			“He placed his gold eye­glasses on his nose, turned around and, be­fore com­men­cing to read, cast an­oth­er glance all around the room. He no­ticed me and im­me­di­ately began to look at me in a per­sist­ent, un­easy fash­ion. I was on the point of ask­ing him the reas­on for his at­ten­tion, when he cried out from where he sat:

			“ ‘By Jove, if it is not Gon­tran Lar­dois!’

			“I answered: ‘Yes, sir, you are not mis­taken.’

			“Then he got up brusquely and came to­wards me with out­stretched hands.

			“ ‘Ah! my old friend, how are you?’ asked he.

			“My greet­ing was con­strained, as I did not re­cog­nize him at all. Fi­nally I stammered:

			“ ‘Why—very well—and you?’

			“He began to laugh: ‘I bet you do not know me.’

			“ ‘No, not quite—It seems to me—how­ever—’

			“He tapped me on the shoulder:

			“ ‘There, there! Don’t try to fool me. I am Pa­tience, Robert Pa­tience, your chum, your com­rade.’

			“I re­cog­nized him. Yes, Robert Pa­tience, my com­rade at col­lege. It was he. I pressed the hand he ex­ten­ded to me and said:

			“ ‘Everything go­ing well with you?’

			“ ‘With me? Like a charm.’

			“His laugh rang with tri­umph. He in­quired:

			“ ‘What has brought you here?’

			“I ex­plained to him that I was an in­spect­or of fin­ances, mak­ing the rounds.

			“He replied, ob­serving my badge: ‘Then you are suc­cess­ful?’

			“I replied: ‘Yes, rather; and you?’

			“ ‘Oh! I? Very, very!’

			“ ‘What are you do­ing now?’

			“ ‘I am in busi­ness.’

			“ ‘Then you are mak­ing money?’

			“ ‘Lots of it. I am rich. But, come to lunch with me to­mor­row at noon, No. 17 Rue du Coqqui-chante; then you will see my place.’

			“He ap­peared to hes­it­ate a second, then con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘You are still the good pal you used to be?’

			“ ‘Yes—I hope so.’

			“ ‘Not mar­ried?’

			“ ‘No.’

			“ ‘So much the bet­ter. And you are still fond of a little beer and skittles?’

			“I com­menced to find him de­plor­ably com­mon­place. I answered, nev­er­the­less: ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘And pretty girls?’

			“ ‘Yes, cer­tainly.’

			“He began to laugh, with a good, hearty laugh:

			“ ‘So much the bet­ter, so much the bet­ter,’ said he. ‘You re­call our first night out at Bor­deaux, when we had sup­per at Roupie’s? Ha! what a night!’

			“I did re­mem­ber that spree; and the memory of it amused me. Oth­er facts were brought to mind, and still oth­ers. One would say:

			“ ‘Do you re­mem­ber the time we shut up the fawn in old Latoque’s cel­lar?’

			“And he would laugh, strik­ing his fist upon the table, re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘Yes—yes—yes—and you re­mem­ber the face of the pro­fess­or of geo­graphy, M. Mar­in, when we sent off a crack­er on the map of the world just as he was orat­ing on the prin­cip­al vol­ca­noes of the earth?’

			“Then sud­denly, I asked him:

			“ ‘And you, are you mar­ried?’

			“He cried: ‘For ten years, my dear fel­low, and I have four chil­dren, most as­ton­ish­ing kids; but you will see them and their moth­er.’

			“We were talk­ing loudly; the neigh­bours were look­ing around at us in as­ton­ish­ment. Sud­denly my friend looked at his watch, a chro­no­met­er as large as a turnip, and cried out:

			“ ‘Heav­ens! what a nuis­ance, but I shall have to leave you; I am not free this even­ing.’

			“He rose, took both my hands and shook them as if he wished to break off my arms, and said: ‘To­mor­row at noon, you re­mem­ber?’

			“ ‘All right.’

			“I passed the morn­ing work­ing at the Gen­er­al-Treas­urer’s. He wished to keep me for lunch­eon, but I told him that I had an ap­point­ment with a friend. As he was go­ing out, he ac­com­pan­ied me. I asked him:

			“ ‘Do you know where the Rue du Coq-quichante is?’

			“ ‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘it is five minutes from here. As I have noth­ing to do, I will con­duct you there.’

			“And we set out. Soon, I no­ticed the street we were look­ing for. It was wide, pretty enough, on the ex­treme out­skirts of the town. I looked at the houses and per­ceived num­ber 17. It was a kind of hotel with a garden at the back. The front, or­na­men­ted with fres­coes in the Itali­an fash­ion, ap­peared to me in bad taste. There were god­desses hanging to urns, and oth­ers whose secret beau­ties a cloud con­cealed. Two stone Cu­pids held up the num­ber.

			“I said to the Treas­urer: ‘Here is where I am go­ing.’

			“And I ex­ten­ded my hand by way of leav­ing him. He made a brusque and sin­gu­lar ges­ture, but said noth­ing, press­ing the hand I had held out to him. I rang. A maid ap­peared. I said:

			“ ‘M. Pa­tience, if you please. Is he at home?’

			“She replied: ‘He is here, sir—Do you wish to speak with him?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“The ves­ti­bule was or­na­men­ted with paint­ings from the brush of some loc­al artist. Paul and Vir­gin­ia were em­bra­cing un­der some palms drowned in a rosy light. A hideous Ori­ent­al lan­tern hung from the ceil­ing. There were many doors, masked by showy hangings. But that which struck me par­tic­u­larly was the odour—a per­meat­ing, per­fumed odour, re­call­ing rice powder and the moul­di­ness of cel­lars—an in­defin­able odour in a heavy at­mo­sphere, as over­whelm­ing and as stifling as the fur­naces in which hu­man bod­ies are burned. Fol­low­ing the maid, I went up a marble stair­case which was covered by a car­pet of some Ori­ent­al kind, and was led in­to a sump­tu­ous draw­ing room.

			“On be­ing left alone, I looked about me.

			“The room was richly fur­nished, but with the pre­ten­sion of an ill-bred parvenu. The en­grav­ings of the last cen­tury were pretty enough, rep­res­ent­ing wo­men with high, powdered hair and half na­ked, sur­prised by gal­lant gen­tle­men in in­ter­est­ing pos­tures. An­oth­er lady, ly­ing on a huge dis­ordered bed, was teas­ing with her foot a little dog bur­ied in the sheets. An­oth­er res­isted her lov­er com­pla­cently, as his hand strayed un­der her pet­ti­coat. One sketch showed four feet whose bod­ies could be di­vined, al­though con­cealed be­hind a cur­tain. The vast room, sur­roun­ded by soft di­vans, was en­tirely im­preg­nated with this en­er­vat­ing odour, which had already taken hold of me. There was some­thing sus­pi­cious about these walls, these stuffs, this ex­ag­ger­ated lux­ury, in short, the whole place.

			“I ap­proached the win­dow to look in­to the garden, of which I could see but the trees. It was large, shady, su­perb. A broad path circled the lawn, where a foun­tain was play­ing in the air, flowed un­der some bushes, and re­appeared some dis­tance off. And sud­denly three wo­men ap­peared, down at the end of the garden, between two hedges of shrubs. They were walk­ing slowly, arm in arm, clad in long, white tea-gowns covered with lace. Two were blondes and the oth­er was dark-haired. Al­most im­me­di­ately they dis­ap­peared again be­hind the trees. I stood there en­tranced, de­lighted with this short and charm­ing ap­par­i­tion, which brought to my mind a whole world of po­etry. They had scarcely al­lowed them­selves to be seen, in just the prop­er light, in that frame of fo­liage, in the midst of that mys­ter­i­ous, de­light­ful park. It seemed to me that I had sud­denly seen be­fore me the great ladies of the last cen­tury, who were de­pic­ted in the en­grav­ings on the wall. And I began to think of these happy, joy­ous, witty and amor­ous times when man­ners were so grace­ful and lips so ap­proach­able.

			“A deep voice made me jump. Pa­tience had come in, beam­ing, and held out his hands to me.

			“He looked in­to my eyes with the sly look which one takes when di­vul­ging secrets of love, and, with a Na­po­leon­ic ges­ture, he showed me his sump­tu­ous par­lour, his park, the three wo­men, who had re­appeared in the back­ground. Then, in a tri­umphant voice, in which the note of pride was dis­cern­ible, he said:

			“And to think that I began with noth­ing—my wife and my sis­ter-in-law!”

		
	
		
			The Funeral Pile

			Last Monday at Étretat the death oc­curred of an In­di­an prince, Bapu Sahib Khanderao Ghat­gay, a re­l­at­ive of His High­ness the Ma­ha­ra­jah Gaikwar, Prince of Bar­oda, in the Province of Gu­jarath, Bom­bay Pres­id­ency.

			For about three weeks pre­vi­ously a group of about ten young In­di­ans had been no­ticed in the streets, small, lithe young fel­lows, com­pletely black, and dressed in grey suits, with broad-peaked cloth caps. They were dis­tin­guished po­tentates who had come to Europe to study the mil­it­ary in­sti­tu­tions of the prin­cip­al West­ern na­tions. The group con­sisted of three princes, a friend of high caste, an in­ter­pret­er and three ser­vants.

			It was the head of this mis­sion who had died, an old man of forty-two, the fath­er-in-law of Sam­pat­rao Kashiv­ao Gaikwar, broth­er of His High­ness the Gaikwar of Bar­oda. His son-in-law was with him. The oth­ers were Gan­pat­rao Shavan­rao Gaikwar, cous­in of His High­ness Khash­erao Gadhav; Vas­udev Madhav Samarth, sec­ret­ary and in­ter­pret­er, and the ser­vants, Ramchandra Ba­jaji, Ganu bin Pukaram Kokate, Rhambhaji bin Favji.

			When the de­ceased gen­tle­man was leav­ing his coun­try he was over­come by sor­row, con­vinced that he would nev­er re­turn, and he wanted to aban­don the trip, but he had to sub­mit to the will of his noble re­l­at­ive, the Prince of Bar­oda, so he set out.

			They came to spend the last weeks of sum­mer at Étretat, and the curi­ous used to watch them bathing every morn­ing at the Roches Blanches baths.

			Five or six days ago Bapu Sahib Khanderao Ghat­gay began to suf­fer from pains in his gums, then the in­flam­ma­tion spread to his throat, which be­came ul­cer­ated. Gan­grene set in, and on Monday the doc­tors in­formed his young friend that he would not re­cov­er. He sank al­most im­me­di­ately after that, and when the un­for­tu­nate man seemed on the point of breath­ing his last, his friends caught him in their arms, lif­ted him out of bed, and placed him on the tiled floor, so that he might die in con­tact with Moth­er Earth, ac­cord­ing to the laws of Brahma.

			On the same day they re­ques­ted the per­mis­sion of the May­or, Mon­sieur Bois­saye, to burn the corpse, also in ac­cord­ance with the rites of their re­li­gion. The May­or hes­it­ated, then tele­graphed to the Pre­fec­ture for in­struc­tions, stat­ing, how­ever, that, in the ab­sence of any reply to the con­trary, he would give his con­sent. As no reply had been re­ceived by nine o’clock in the even­ing, it was de­cided that, in view of the in­fec­tious char­ac­ter of the dis­ease of which the In­di­an had died, his body would be cremated that very night on the shore be­neath the cliffs, as the tide re­ceded.

			At present no ob­jec­tion has been raised against this de­cision of the May­or’s, who ac­ted as a man of in­tel­li­gence and res­ol­u­tion, with broad-minded ideas, and who was sup­por­ted, moreover, by the ad­vice of the three doc­tors who had fol­lowed the case and is­sued the cer­ti­fic­ate of death.

			

			There was a dance that night at the Casino. It was a pre­ma­ture au­tumn even­ing, and rather cold. A strong wind was blow­ing in from the ocean, though the sea was not rough, and ragged, torn clouds scud­ded across the sky. They came up from the dis­tant ho­ri­zon, and as they ap­proached the moon they be­came white, covered it rap­idly, and ob­scured it for a second or two without ac­tu­ally hid­ing it. The tall cliffs which en­close the roun­ded sea­shore of Étretat, ter­min­at­ing in the two cel­eb­rated ar­cades known as “The Gates,” re­mained hid­den in the shad­ows, form­ing two huge black spots on the land­scape un­der the tender light of the moon.

			It had been rain­ing all day.

			The Casino or­ches­tra was play­ing waltzes, pol­kas and quad­rilles. Sud­denly a ru­mour spread through the crowd. People were say­ing that an In­di­an prince had just died at the Hôtel des Bains, and that the au­thor­it­ies had been ap­proached for per­mis­sion to burn the body. Nobody be­lieved the story; or at least nobody thought it was likely to hap­pen soon, it seemed so con­trary to our cus­toms, and as the night ad­vanced every­body went home.

			At mid­night the lamp­light­er went from street to street ex­tin­guish­ing one after the oth­er the yel­low gas jets which lit up the sleep­ing houses, the mud and the puddles of wa­ter. He waited, watch­ing for the mo­ment when the little town would be empty and still.

			Ever since mid­day a car­penter had been cut­ting wood, won­der­ing in his amazement what was go­ing to be done with all these boards sawn in­to little pieces, and why so much good ma­ter­i­al was be­ing wasted. This wood was loaded on to a cart and taken off by side streets to the shore without arous­ing the sus­pi­cions of the few late ped­es­tri­ans who met it. The cart went along the shingle to the very foot of the cliffs, and when its load had been emp­tied, the three In­di­an ser­vants began to build up a fu­ner­al pile, which was longer than it was broad. They did all the work alone, for no pro­fane hand could help them in this sol­emn task. It was one o’clock in the morn­ing when the re­l­at­ives of the dead man were in­formed that they could carry out their wishes.

			The door of the little house which they oc­cu­pied was opened, and in the nar­row hall, dimly lighted, we saw the corpse ly­ing on trestles, and wrapped in white silk. The form could be seen dis­tinctly be­neath its white cov­er­ing, ly­ing on its back. The In­di­ans stood, mo­tion­less and very sol­emn, at his feet while one of them went through the pre­scribed ritu­al, mur­mur­ing in a mono­ton­ous whis­per words we could not un­der­stand. He moved around the corpse, some­times touch­ing it, then, tak­ing an urn which hung from three chains, he sprinkled it for a long time with the holy wa­ter of the Ganges, which In­di­ans must al­ways carry with them, wherever they may go.

			Then the trestles were raised by four of them, who set out slowly. The moon had dis­ap­peared leav­ing the muddy, empty streets in dark­ness, but the corpse on the trestles seemed lu­min­ous, the silk was so dazzling. It was an im­press­ive sight to see the bright form of this body passing through the night, car­ried by men whose skin was so dark that one could not dis­tin­guish between their faces and hands and their clothes, in the shad­ows. Three In­di­ans fol­lowed be­hind the corpse, then came the tall fig­ure of an Eng­lish­man in a light grey over­coat, who stood head and shoulders above them, a charm­ing and dis­tin­guished man, their guide, coun­sel­lor and friend in Europe.

			Be­neath the cold, foggy skies of this little North­ern wa­ter­ing-place I felt as if I were wit­ness­ing a sym­bol­ic­al spec­tacle. It seemed to me as though the conquered geni­us of In­dia were be­ing borne in front of me, while in its wake, as in a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion, fol­lowed the vic­tori­ous geni­us of Eng­land, dressed in a grey ul­ster.

			The four bear­ers stopped a mo­ment on the rolling shingle to get their breath, then they went on, walk­ing very slowly now, and stag­ger­ing be­neath their bur­den. At last they reached the fu­ner­al pile, which had been built in a cave at the very foot of the cliffs, which rose to a height of some three hun­dred feet, all white, but look­ing sombre in the night. The pile was about three feet high. The corpse was laid upon it, and one of the In­di­ans asked in what dir­ec­tion lay the North Star. It was poin­ted out to him, and the dead Ra­jah was stretched out with his feet turned to­wards his nat­ive land. Twelve bottles of pet­ro­leum were then poured over him, and he was com­pletely covered with fir planks. For an­oth­er hour the re­l­at­ives and ser­vants kept adding to the pile, which looked like those heaps of wood which car­penters keep in their lofts. Then twenty bottles of oil were emp­tied on to the edi­fice, and right on the top a sack of shav­ings. A few feet away a light flickered in a little bronze spir­it-lamp, which had been burn­ing since the corpse ar­rived.

			The mo­ment had come. The re­l­at­ives went to set a flame to the pile. As the lamp was not burn­ing well they poured some oil in­to it, and sud­denly the flame shot up, light­ing the great wall of rocks from top to bot­tom. An In­di­an who was stoop­ing over the lamp stood up, with his two hands raised and his el­bows fol­ded, and a co­lossal black shad­ow was sud­denly thrown upon the im­mense white cliffs, the shad­ow of Buddha, in his tra­di­tion­al pose. The little poin­ted cap which the man was wear­ing sug­ges­ted the god’s he­ad­dress. The ef­fect was so strik­ing and un­ex­pec­ted that I felt my heart beat­ing as if some su­per­nat­ur­al ap­par­i­tion had loomed up in front of me. It was in­deed the an­cient and sac­red im­age, come from the heart of the Ori­ent to this oth­er end of Europe to watch over its child who was be­ing burnt there.

			The shad­ow dis­ap­peared. They ap­proached with the lamp. The shav­ings at the top caught fire, then the flames spread to the wood, and a power­ful light il­lu­min­ated the shore, the shingle, and the foam­ing waves that broke on the sand. It grew lar­ger every mo­ment, till it lit up the dan­cing crests of the waves on the dis­tant sea. The wind from the ocean blew in gusts, in­creas­ing the flames, which died down, twis­ted and shot up again, throw­ing out thou­sands of sparks. They ran along the cliffs with light­ning speed, and were lost in the sky, where they mingled with the stars and ad­ded to the num­ber. Some sea birds were aroused and uttered their plaint­ive cries, as they flew in wide curves, passing with out­stretched wings through the bril­liant light, and dis­ap­pear­ing again in­to the dark­ness.

			Very soon the fu­ner­al pile was one mass of burn­ing wood, not red, but yel­low, a dazzling yel­low, a fur­nace lashed by the wind. Sud­denly it shook be­neath a gust stronger than the oth­ers, col­lapsed in part, fall­ing to­wards the sea. The corpse was un­covered and was quite vis­ible, a dark patch on a bed of fire, burn­ing with long blue flames. When the pile col­lapsed on the right hand side the corpse turned like a man in his bed. It was at once covered up with fresh wood, and the flames roared more furi­ously than be­fore.

			Seated in a semi­circle on the shingle the In­di­ans looked on with sad and ser­i­ous faces. The rest of us, as it was cold, came close enough to the fire to feel the sparks and the smoke on our faces. There was no smell but that of pine and pet­ro­leum.

			Hours passed and dawn ap­peared. To­wards five o’clock noth­ing re­mained but a heap of ashes. The re­l­at­ives picked them up, threw some in­to the air, some in­to the sea, and kept a little in a brass jar to be taken back to In­dia. Then they with­drew to weep for the dead at home. In this fash­ion these young princes and their ser­vants, with only the most ele­ment­ary ma­ter­i­al, suc­ceeded in cremat­ing their re­l­at­ive with sin­gu­lar skill and re­mark­able dig­nity. Everything was ac­com­plished in ac­cord­ance with the rites and laws of their re­li­gion. The dead man rests in peace.

			The fol­low­ing day there was great ex­cite­ment in Étretat. Some pre­ten­ded that a man had been burnt alive, oth­ers that it was an at­tempt to con­ceal a crime. It was said that the May­or would be im­prisoned; while cer­tain people as­ser­ted that the In­di­an prince had suc­cumbed to an at­tack of chol­era. The men were amazed and the wo­men in­dig­nant. All day a crowd lingered at the site of the fu­ner­al pile, look­ing for pieces of bone amongst the still warm shingle. Enough bones were picked up to make ten whole skel­et­ons, for the farm­ers of the neigh­bor­hood of­ten throw their dead sheep in­to the sea. The gam­blers care­fully placed these dif­fer­ent frag­ments in their purses. But not one of them has a genu­ine piece of the In­di­an prince.

			That even­ing a rep­res­ent­at­ive of the gov­ern­ment came to hold an in­quiry. He seemed, how­ever, to view this strange case like a man of reas­on and in­tel­li­gence. But what will he say in his re­port? The In­di­ans de­clared that if they had been pre­ven­ted from cremat­ing their dead in France, they would have taken the corpse to a freer coun­try, where they could con­form to their own cus­toms.

			So I have seen a man burned on a fu­ner­al pile, and it has giv­en me a de­sire to end in the same fash­ion. Everything is over at once. The slow work of nature is thus hastened by man, rather than re­tarded by a hideous coffin in which de­com­pos­i­tion goes on for months. The body is dead and the spir­it has de­par­ted. The puri­fy­ing fire scat­ters in a few hours what was a hu­man be­ing, cast­ing it to the winds, turn­ing to air and ashes, in­stead of un­speak­able pu­tre­fac­tion.

			That is a clean and healthy meth­od. Un­der the clay, in that closed box in which the body be­comes pulp, a black stink­ing pulp, the pro­cess of pu­tre­fac­tion be­comes some­thing re­pug­nant and at­ro­cious. The coffin which des­cends in­to a muddy hole makes the heart ache, but the fu­ner­al pile flam­ing up to heav­en has an ele­ment of great­ness, beauty and solem­nity.

		
	
		
			Miss Harriet

			There were sev­en of us in the drag, four wo­men and three men, one of whom was on the box seat be­side the coach­man. We were fol­low­ing, at a walk­ing pace, the wind­ing coast road up the hill.

			Hav­ing set out from Étretat at day­break, in or­der to vis­it the ru­ins of Tan­carville, we were still half asleep, be­numbed by the fresh air of the morn­ing. The wo­men, es­pe­cially, who were little ac­cus­tomed to early rising, let their eye­lids fall every mo­ment, nod­ding their heads or yawn­ing, quite in­sens­ible to the glory of the dawn.

			It was au­tumn. On both sides of the road the bare fields stretched out, yel­lowed by the corn and wheat stubble which covered the soil like a badly shaved beard. The misty earth looked as if it were steam­ing. Larks were singing in the air, while oth­er birds piped in the bushes.

			At length the sun rose in front of us, a bright red on the edge of the ho­ri­zon; and as it as­cen­ded, grow­ing clear­er from minute to minute, the coun­try seemed to awake, to smile, to shake and stretch it­self, like a young girl leav­ing her bed in a white chemise of va­pour. The Comte d’Ét­raille, who was seated on the box, cried:

			“Look! look! a hare!” and he stretched out his arm to the left, point­ing to a patch of clover. The an­im­al scur­ried along, al­most con­cealed by the field, only its large ears vis­ible. Then it swerved across a deep fur­row, stopped, star­ted off again at top speed, changed its course, stopped anew, un­easy, spy­ing out every danger, and un­de­cided as to the route it should take. Sud­denly it began to run, with great bounds from its hind legs, dis­ap­pear­ing fi­nally in a large patch of beet­root. All the men had wakened up to watch the an­im­al’s move­ments.

			René Lemanoir then ex­claimed:

			“We are not at all gal­lant this morn­ing,” and look­ing at his neigh­bor, the little Bar­onne de Sérennes, who was strug­gling with drowsi­ness, he said to her in a sub­dued voice: “You are think­ing of your hus­band, Bar­onne. Re­as­sure your­self; he will not re­turn be­fore Sat­urday, so you still have four days.”

			She replied, with a sleepy smile:

			“How silly you are.” Then, shak­ing off her tor­por, she ad­ded: “Now, let some­body say some­thing that will make us all laugh. You, Mon­sieur Chen­al, who have the repu­ta­tion of pos­sess­ing a lar­ger for­tune than the Duc de Riche­lieu, tell us a love story in which you have been in­volved, any­thing you like.”

			Léon Chen­al, an old paint­er, who had once been very hand­some, very strong, who was very proud of his physique and very pop­u­lar, took his long white beard in his hand and smiled; then, after a few mo­ments’ re­flec­tion, he be­came sud­denly grave.

			“Ladies, it will not be an amus­ing tale; for I am go­ing to re­late to you the most lam­ent­able love af­fair of my life, and I sin­cerely hope that none of my friends may ever in­spire a sim­il­ar pas­sion.”

			
				I

				“At that time I was twenty-five years old, and I was daub­ing along the coast of Nor­mandy. I call ‘daub­ing’ to wander about, with a knap­sack on one’s back, from inn to inn, un­der the pre­text of mak­ing stud­ies and sketches from nature. I know noth­ing more en­joy­able than that happy-go-lucky wan­der­ing life, in which you are per­fectly free, without shackles of any kind, without a care, without a single pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, without even a thought of to­mor­row. You go in any dir­ec­tion you please, without any guide save your fancy, without any coun­selor save what pleases your eyes. You pull up, be­cause a run­ning brook se­duces you, or be­cause you are at­trac­ted, in front of an inn, by the smell of fried pota­toes. Some­times it is the per­fume of clematis which de­cides you in your choice, or the glance of the ser­vant at an inn. Do not des­pise these rus­tic af­fec­tions. These girls have souls as well as bod­ies, firm cheeks and fresh lips; while their hearty and will­ing kisses have the fla­vor of wild fruit. Love al­ways has its sa­vour, come whence it may. A heart that beats when you make your ap­pear­ance, an eye that weeps when you go away, these are things so rare, so sweet, so pre­cious, that they must nev­er be des­pised.

				“I have had ren­dez­vous in ditches full of prim­roses, be­hind the stable in which the cattle slept, and among the straw in gar­rets still warm from the heat of the day. I have memor­ies of course grey lin­en on supple strong bod­ies, and of hearty, fresh, free kisses, more del­ic­ate, in their sin­cere bru­tal­ity, than the subtle at­trac­tions of charm­ing and dis­tin­guished wo­men.

				“But what you love most in these pil­grim­ages of ad­ven­ture are the coun­try, the woods, the sun­rises, the twi­lights, the light of the moon. For the paint­er these are hon­ey­moon trips with Nature. You are alone with her in a long, quiet ren­dez­vous. You go to bed in the fields amid mar­guer­ites and wild pop­pies, and, with eyes wide open, be­neath the bright sun­set, you watch in the dis­tance the little vil­lage, with its poin­ted clock-tower, which sounds the hour of noon.

				“You sit down by the side of a spring which gushes out from the foot of an oak, amid a cov­er­ing of tall, fra­gile weeds, glisten­ing with life. You go down on your knees, bend for­ward, and drink the cold and pel­lu­cid wa­ter, wet­ting your mus­tache and nose; you drink it with a phys­ic­al pleas­ure, as though you were kiss­ing the spring, lip to lip. Some­times, when you en­counter a deep hole, along the course of these tiny brooks, you plunge in­to it, quite na­ked, and on your skin, from head to foot, like an icy and de­li­cious caress, you feel the lovely and gentle quiv­er­ing of the cur­rent.

				“You are gay on the hills, mel­an­choly on the verge of pools, ex­al­ted when the sun is drowned in an ocean of bloodred shad­ows, and when it casts on the rivers its red re­flec­tion. And at night, un­der the moon, as it passes across the roof of heav­en, you think of things, sin­gu­lar things, which would nev­er have oc­curred to your mind un­der the bril­liant light of day.

				“So, in wan­der­ing through the same coun­try where we are this year, I came to the little vil­lage of Bén­ou­ville, on the rocky coast, between Ypo­rt and Étretat. I came from Fécamp, fol­low­ing the coast, a high coast, per­pen­dic­u­lar as a wall, with pro­ject­ing and rugged rocks fall­ing sheer down in­to the sea. I had walked since morn­ing on the close-clipped grass, as smooth and as yield­ing as a car­pet, which grows along the edge of the cliff, fanned by the salt breezes of the ocean. Singing lust­ily, I walked with long strides, look­ing some­times at the slow and lazy flight of a gull, with its short, white wings, sail­ing in the blue heav­ens, some­times at the green sea, or at the brown sails of a fish­ing bark. In short, I had passed a happy day, a day of liberty and free­dom from care.

				“I was shown a little farm­house, where trav­el­lers were put up, a kind of inn, kept by a peas­ant, which stood in the centre of a Nor­man court, sur­roun­ded by a double row of beeches.

				“Leav­ing the court, I reached the ham­let, which was shut in by great trees, and I presen­ted my­self at the house of Moth­er Le­cach­eur.

				“She was an old coun­try wo­man, wrinkled and aus­tere, who al­ways seemed to re­ceive cus­tom­ers re­luct­antly, with a kind of con­tempt.

				“It was the month of May: the flower­ing apple trees covered the court with a roof of per­fumed flowers, with a whirl­ing shower of blos­soms which rained un­ceas­ingly both upon the people and upon the grass.

				“I said:

				“ ‘Well, Ma­dame Le­cach­eur, have you a room for me?’

				“As­ton­ished to find that I knew her name, she answered:

				“ ‘That de­pends; everything is let; but, all the same, there will be no harm in look­ing.’

				“In five minutes we had come to an agree­ment, and I de­pos­ited my bag upon the earthen floor of a rus­tic room, fur­nished with a bed, two chairs, a table, and a wash­stand. The room opened in­to the large and smoky kit­chen, where the lodgers took their meals with the people of the farm and with the wo­man her­self, who was a wid­ow.

				“I washed my hands, after which I went out. The old wo­man was mak­ing a chick­en fri­cas­see for din­ner in a large fire­place, in which hung the stew­pot, black with smoke.

				“ ‘You have vis­it­ors, then, at the present time?’ said I to her.

				“She answered in an of­fen­ded tone of voice:

				“ ‘I have a lady, an Eng­lish lady, of a cer­tain age. She is oc­cupy­ing the oth­er room.’

				“For an ex­tra five sous a day, I ob­tained the priv­ilege of din­ing out in the court when the weath­er was fine.

				“My place was then set in front of the door, and I com­menced to gnaw with hun­ger the lean limbs of the Nor­mandy chick­en, to drink the clear cider, and to munch the hunk of white bread, which, though four days old, was ex­cel­lent.

				“Sud­denly, the wooden bar­ri­er which opened on to the high­way was opened, and a strange per­son dir­ec­ted her steps to­ward the house. She was very thin, very tall, en­vel­oped in a Scotch shawl with red checks. You would have be­lieved that she had no arms, if you had not seen a long hand ap­pear just above the hips, hold­ing a white tour­ist’s um­brella. The face of a mummy, sur­roun­ded with saus­age rolls of plaited grey hair, which bounded at every step she took, made me think, I know not why, of a pickled her­ring ad­orned with curl­ing pa­pers. Lower­ing her eyes, she passed quickly in front of me, and entered the house.

				“This sin­gu­lar ap­par­i­tion made me curi­ous. She un­doubtedly was my neigh­bour, the aged Eng­lish lady of whom our host­ess had spoken.

				“I did not see her again that day. The next day, when I had be­gun to paint at the end of that beau­ti­ful val­ley, which, you know, ex­tends as far as Étretat, lift­ing my eyes sud­denly, I per­ceived some­thing sin­gu­larly at­tired stand­ing on the crest of the de­cliv­ity; it looked like a pole decked out with flags. It was she. On see­ing me, she sud­denly dis­ap­peared. I re­turned to the house at mid­day for lunch, and took my seat at the com­mon table, so as to make the ac­quaint­ance of this ec­cent­ric old creature. But she did not re­spond to my po­lite ad­vances, was in­sens­ible even to my little at­ten­tions. I poured wa­ter out for her with great alac­rity, I passed her the dishes with great eager­ness. A slight, al­most im­per­cept­ible move­ment of the head, and an Eng­lish word, mur­mured so low that I did not un­der­stand it, were her only ac­know­ledg­ments.

				“I ceased tak­ing any no­tice of her, al­though she had dis­turbed my thoughts. At the end of three days, I knew as much about her as did Ma­dame Le­cach­eur her­self.

				“She was called Miss Har­riet. Seek­ing out a se­cluded vil­lage in which to pass the sum­mer, she had been at­trac­ted to Bén­ou­ville, some six months be­fore, and did not seem dis­posed to leave it. She nev­er spoke at table, ate rap­idly, read­ing all the while a small book of Prot­est­ant pro­pa­ganda. She gave a copy of it to every­body. The curé him­self had re­ceived no less than four cop­ies, at the hands of an urchin to whom she had paid two sous’ com­mis­sion. She said some­times to our host­ess, ab­ruptly, without the slight­est pre­lim­in­ary lead­ing up to this de­clar­a­tion:

				“ ‘I love the Sa­viour above all; I wor­ship him in all cre­ation; I ad­ore him in all nature; I carry him al­ways in my heart.’

				“And she would im­me­di­ately present the old wo­man with one of her bro­chures which were destined to con­vert the uni­verse.

				“In the vil­lage she was not liked. In fact, the school­mas­ter had de­clared that she was an athe­ist, and a kind of stigma at­tached to her. The curé, who had been con­sul­ted by Ma­dame Le­cach­eur, re­spon­ded:

				“ ‘She is a heretic, but God does not wish the death of the sin­ner, and I be­lieve her to be a per­son of pure mor­als.’

				“These words, ‘athe­ist,’ ‘heretic,’ words which no one can pre­cisely define, threw doubts in­to some minds. It was as­ser­ted, how­ever, that this Eng­lish wo­man was rich, and that she had passed her life in trav­el­ling through every coun­try in the world, be­cause her fam­ily had thrown her off. Why had her fam­ily thrown her off? Be­cause of her nat­ur­al im­pi­ety?

				“She was, in fact, one of those people of ex­al­ted prin­ciples, one of those ob­stin­ate pur­it­ans of whom Eng­land pro­duces so many, one of those good and in­sup­port­able old wo­men who haunt the tables d’hôte of every hotel in Europe, who spoil Italy, pois­on Switzer­land, render the charm­ing cit­ies of the Medit­er­an­nean un­in­hab­it­able, carry every­where their fant­ast­ic mani­as, their pet­ri­fied vestal man­ners, their in­des­crib­able toi­lettes, and a cer­tain odour of in­dia-rub­ber, which makes one be­lieve that at night they slip them­selves in­to a case of that ma­ter­i­al. When I meet one of these people in a hotel, I flee like the birds when they see a scare­crow in a field.

				“This wo­man, how­ever, ap­peared so sin­gu­lar that she did not dis­please me.

				“Ma­dame Le­cach­eur, hos­tile by in­stinct to everything that was not rur­al, felt in her nar­row soul a kind of hatred for the ec­stat­ic ex­tra­vag­ances of the old girl. She had found a phrase by which to de­scribe her, I know not how, but a phrase as­suredly con­temp­tu­ous, which had sprung to her lips, in­ven­ted prob­ably by some con­fused and mys­ter­i­ous trav­ail of soul. She said: ‘That wo­man is a de­moni­ac.’ This phrase, as uttered by that aus­tere and sen­ti­ment­al creature, seemed to me ir­res­ist­ibly com­ic. I, my­self, nev­er called her now any­thing else but ‘the de­moni­ac,’ feel­ing a sin­gu­lar pleas­ure in pro­noun­cing this word on see­ing her.

				“I would ask Moth­er Le­cach­eur: ‘Well, what is our de­moni­ac do­ing today?’ To which my rus­tic friend would re­spond, with an air of hav­ing been scan­dal­ized:

				“ ‘What do you think, sir? She picked up a toad which had its leg battered, car­ried it to her room, put it in her wash­stand, and dressed its wound as if it were a hu­man. If that is not profan­a­tion, I should like to know what is!’

				“On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, when walk­ing along the shore, she had bought a large fish which had just been caught, simply to throw it back in­to the sea again. The sail­or, from whom she had bought it, though paid hand­somely, was greatly pro­voked at this act—more ex­as­per­ated, in­deed, than if she had put her hand in­to his pock­et and taken his money. For a whole month he could not speak of the cir­cum­stance without get­ting in­to a fury and de­noun­cing it as an out­rage. Oh yes! She was in­deed a de­moni­ac, this Miss Har­riet, and Moth­er Le­cach­eur must have had an in­spir­a­tion of geni­us in thus christen­ing her.

				“The stable-boy, who was called Sa­peur, be­cause he had served in Africa in his youth, en­ter­tained oth­er aver­sions. He said, with a know­ing air: ‘She is an old hag who has had her day.’ If the poor wo­man had but known.

				“Céleste, the little ser­vant, did not like wait­ing on her, but I was nev­er able to un­der­stand why. Prob­ably her only reas­on was that she was a stranger, of an­oth­er race, of a dif­fer­ent tongue, and of an­oth­er re­li­gion. She was a de­moni­ac in brief!

				“She passed her time wan­der­ing about the coun­try, ad­or­ing and search­ing for God in nature. I found her one even­ing on her knees in a cluster of bushes. Hav­ing dis­covered some­thing red through the leaves, I brushed aside the branches, and Miss Har­riet at once rose to her feet, con­fused at hav­ing been found thus, look­ing at me with eyes as frightened as those of an owl sur­prised in open day.

				“Some­times, when I was work­ing among the rocks, I would sud­denly see her on the edge of the cliff, stand­ing like a sem­a­phore sig­nal. She gazed pas­sion­ately at the vast sea, glit­ter­ing in the sun­light, and the bound­less sky em­purpled with fire. Some­times I would dis­tin­guish her at the bot­tom of a val­ley, walk­ing quickly, with her elast­ic Eng­lish step; and I would go to­wards her, mys­ter­i­ously at­trac­ted, simply to see her vis­ion­ary ex­pres­sion, her dried-up, in­ef­fable fea­tures, full of an in­ward and pro­found hap­pi­ness.

				“Of­ten I would en­counter her in the corner of a field sit­ting on the grass, un­der the shad­ow of an apple tree, with her little Bible ly­ing open on her knee, while she looked med­it­at­ively in­to the dis­tance.

				“I could no longer tear my­self away from that quiet coun­try neigh­bour­hood, bound to it as I was by a thou­sand links of love for its soft and sweep­ing land­scapes. I was happy at this farm, which was out of the world, far re­moved from everything, but in close prox­im­ity to the soil, the good, healthy, beau­ti­ful green soil, which we ourselves shall fer­til­ise with our bod­ies some day. And, I must con­fess, there was per­haps a cer­tain amount of curi­os­ity which kept me at Moth­er Le­cach­eur’s. I wished to be­come ac­quain­ted a little with this strange Miss Har­riet, and to learn what passes in the sol­it­ary souls of those wan­der­ing old, Eng­lish dames.

			
			
				II

				“We be­came ac­quain­ted in a rather sin­gu­lar man­ner. I had just fin­ished a study which seemed to me rather strik­ing. It must have been, for it was sold for ten thou­sand francs, fif­teen years later. It was as simple, how­ever, as twice two make four, and had noth­ing to do with aca­dem­ic rules. The whole of the right side of my can­vas rep­res­en­ted a rock, an enorm­ous jagged rock, covered with sea­wrack, brown, yel­low, and red, across which the sun poured like a stream of oil. The light fell upon the stone, and gil­ded it as if with fire, but the sun it­self was be­hind me and could not be seen. That was all. A fore­ground dazzling with light, blaz­ing, su­perb.

				“On the left was the sea, not the blue sea, the slate-col­oured sea, but a sea of jade, green­ish, milky, and hard un­der the over­cast sky.

				“I was so pleased with my work that I danced as I car­ried it back to the inn. I wished that the whole world could have seen it at one and the same mo­ment. I can re­mem­ber that I showed it to a cow, which was brows­ing by the way­side, ex­claim­ing, at the same time: ‘Look at that, my old beauty; you will not of­ten see its like again.’

				“When I had reached the front of the house, I im­me­di­ately called out to Moth­er Le­cach­eur, bawl­ing with all my might:

				“ ‘Hello, there, Land­lady! Come here and look at this.’

				“The wo­man came and looked at my work with stu­pid eyes, which dis­tin­guished noth­ing, and did not even re­cog­nize wheth­er the pic­ture rep­res­en­ted an ox or a house.

				“Miss Har­riet was com­ing in­to the house, and she passed be­hind me just at the mo­ment when, hold­ing out my can­vas at arm’s length, I was ex­hib­it­ing it to the fe­male innkeep­er. The ‘de­moni­ac’ could not help but see it, for I took care to ex­hib­it the thing in such a way that it could not es­cape her no­tice. She stopped ab­ruptly and stood mo­tion­less, stu­pefied. It was her rock which was de­pic­ted, the one which she usu­ally climbed to dream away her time un­dis­turbed.

				“She uttered a Brit­ish ‘Oh,’ which was at once so ac­cen­tu­ated and so flat­ter­ing, that I turned round to her, smil­ing, and said:

				“ ‘This is my latest study, Ma­demois­elle.’

				“She mur­mured ec­stat­ic­ally, com­ic­ally, and ten­derly:

				“ ‘Oh! Mon­sieur, you un­der­stand nature in a most thrill­ing way!’

				“I col­oured up, of course, and was more ex­cited by that com­pli­ment than if it had come from a queen. I was se­duced, conquered, van­quished. I could have em­braced her—upon my hon­our.

				“I took my seat at the table be­side her, as I had al­ways done. For the first time, she spoke, drawl­ing out in a loud voice:

				“ ‘Oh! I love nature so much.’

				“I offered her some bread, some wa­ter, some wine. She now ac­cep­ted these with the va­cant smile of a mummy. I then began to con­verse with her about the scenery.

				“After the meal, we rose from the table to­geth­er and walked leis­urely across the court; then, at­trac­ted by the fiery glow which the set­ting sun cast over the sur­face of the sea, I opened the out­side gate which faced in the dir­ec­tion of the cliff, and we walked on side by side, as sat­is­fied as any two per­sons could be who have just learned to un­der­stand and pen­et­rate each oth­er’s motives and feel­ings.

				“It was a misty, re­lax­ing even­ing, one of those en­joy­able even­ings which im­part hap­pi­ness to mind and body alike. All is joy, all is charm. The lus­cious and balmy air, loaded with the per­fume of grass, with the per­fumes of grass-wrack, with the odour of the wild flowers, caresses the nos­trils with its wild per­fume, the pal­ate with its salty sa­vour, the soul with a pen­et­rat­ing sweet­ness. We were go­ing to the brink of the abyss which over­looked the vast sea, which rolled its little waves be­low us, at a dis­tance of less than a hun­dred metres.

				“We drank, with open mouth and ex­pan­ded chest, that fresh breeze from the ocean which glides slowly over the skin, salted as it is by long con­tact with the waves.

				“Wrapped in her plaid shawl, with a look of in­spir­a­tion as she faced the breeze, the Eng­lish wo­man gazed fix­edly at the great sun ball as it des­cen­ded to­ward the ho­ri­zon. Far off in the dis­tance a three-mas­ter in full sail was out­lined on the bloodred sky and a steam­ship, some­what near­er, passed along, leav­ing be­hind it a trail of smoke on the ho­ri­zon. The red sun globe sank slowly lower and lower and presently touched the wa­ter just be­hind the mo­tion­less ves­sel, which, in its dazzling ef­ful­gence, looked as though framed in a flame of fire. We saw it plunge, grow smal­ler and dis­ap­pear, swal­lowed up by the ocean.

				“Miss Har­riet gazed in rap­ture at the last gleams of the dy­ing day. She seemed long­ing to em­brace the sky, the sea, the whole land­scape.

				“She mur­mured: ‘Ah! I love—I love—’ I saw a tear in her eye. She con­tin­ued: ‘I wish I were a little bird, so that I could mount up in­to the firm­a­ment.’

				“She re­mained stand­ing as I had of­ten be­fore seen her, perched on the cliff, her face as red as her shawl. I should have liked to have sketched her in my al­bum. It would have been a ca­ri­ca­ture of ec­stasy.

				“I turned away so as not to laugh.

				“I then spoke to her of paint­ing as I would have done to a fel­low artist, us­ing the tech­nic­al terms com­mon among the de­votees of the pro­fes­sion. She listened at­tent­ively, eagerly seek­ing to di­vine the mean­ing of the terms, so as to un­der­stand my thoughts. From time to time she would ex­claim: ‘Oh! I un­der­stand, I un­der­stand. It is very in­ter­est­ing.’

				“We re­turned home.

				“The next day, on see­ing me, she ap­proached me, cor­di­ally hold­ing out her hand; and we at once be­came firm friends.

				“She was a good creature who had a kind of soul on springs, which be­came en­thu­si­ast­ic at a bound. She lacked equi­lib­ri­um, like all wo­men who are spin­sters at the age of fifty. She seemed to be pre­served in vin­eg­ary in­no­cence, though her heart still re­tained some­thing of youth and of girl­ish ef­fer­ves­cence. She loved both nature and an­im­als with a fer­vent ar­dour, a love like old wine, mel­low through age, with a sen­su­al love that she had nev­er be­stowed on men.

				“One thing is cer­tain: a bitch feed­ing her pups, a mare roam­ing in a mead­ow with a foal at its side, a bird’s nest full of young ones, squeak­ing, with their open mouths and enorm­ous heads, and no feath­ers, made her quiver with the most vi­ol­ent emo­tion.

				“Poor sol­it­ary be­ings! Sad wan­der­ers from table d’hôte to table d’hôte, poor be­ings, ri­dicu­lous and lam­ent­able, I love you ever since I be­came ac­quain­ted with Miss Har­riet!

				“I soon dis­covered that she had some­thing she would like to tell me, but dared not, and I was amused at her timid­ity. When I star­ted out in the morn­ing with my box on my back, she would ac­com­pany me to the end of the vil­lage, si­lent, but evid­ently strug­gling in­wardly to find words with which to be­gin a con­ver­sa­tion. Then she would leave me ab­ruptly, and, with jaunty step, walk away quickly.

				“One day, how­ever, she plucked up cour­age:

				“ ‘I would like to see how you paint pic­tures? Will you show me? I have been very curi­ous.’

				“And she col­oured up as though she had giv­en ut­ter­ance to words ex­tremely au­da­cious.

				“I con­duc­ted her to the bot­tom of the Petit-Val, where I had com­menced a large pic­ture.

				“She re­mained stand­ing near me, fol­low­ing all my ges­tures with con­cen­trated at­ten­tion. Then, sud­denly, fear­ing, per­haps, that she was dis­turb­ing me, she said to me: ‘Thank you,’ and walked away.

				“But in a short time she be­came more fa­mil­i­ar, and ac­com­pan­ied me every day, with vis­ible pleas­ure. She car­ried her fold­ing stool un­der her arm, would not con­sent to my car­ry­ing it, and she sat by my side. She would re­main there for hours im­mov­able and mute, fol­low­ing with her eye the point of my brush in its every move­ment. When I would ob­tain, by a large splatch of col­our spread on with a knife, a strik­ing and un­ex­pec­ted ef­fect, she would, in spite of her­self, give vent to a half-sup­pressed ‘Oh!’ of as­ton­ish­ment, of joy, of ad­mir­a­tion. She had the most tender re­spect for my canvases, an al­most re­li­gious re­spect for that hu­man re­pro­duc­tion of a part of nature’s di­vine work. My stud­ies ap­peared to her as a spe­cies of holy pic­tures, and some­times she spoke to me of God, with the idea of con­vert­ing me.

				“Oh! He was a queer creature, this God of hers. He was a sort of vil­lage philo­soph­er without any great re­sources, and without great power; for she al­ways pic­tured him to her­self as a be­ing in des­pair over in­justices com­mit­ted un­der his eyes, as if he were help­less to pre­vent them.

				“She was, how­ever, on ex­cel­lent terms with him, af­fect­ing even to be the con­fid­ante of his secrets and of his whims. She said: ‘God wills, or God does not will,’ just like a ser­geant an­noun­cing to a re­cruit: ‘The col­on­el has com­manded.’

				“At the bot­tom of her heart she de­plored my ig­nor­ance of the in­ten­tions of the Etern­al, which she strove, nay, felt her­self com­pelled, to im­part to me.

				“Every day, I found in my pock­ets, in my hat when I lif­ted it from the ground, in my box of col­ours, in my pol­ished shoes, stand­ing in the morn­ings in front of my door, those little pi­ous bro­chures, which she, no doubt, re­ceived dir­ectly from Para­dise.

				“I treated her as one would an old friend, with un­af­fected cor­di­al­ity. But I soon per­ceived that she had changed some­what in her man­ner, though, for a while, I paid little at­ten­tion to it.

				“When I was paint­ing, wheth­er in my val­ley or in some coun­try lane, I would see her sud­denly ap­pear with her rap­id, springy walk. She would then sit down ab­ruptly, out of breath, as though she had been run­ning or were over­come by some pro­found emo­tion. Her face would be red, that Eng­lish red which is denied to the people of all oth­er coun­tries; then, without any reas­on, she would turn ashy pale and seem about to faint away. Gradu­ally, how­ever, her nat­ur­al col­our would re­turn and she would be­gin to speak.

				“Then, without warn­ing, she would break off in the middle of a sen­tence, spring up from her seat and walk away so rap­idly and so strangely that I was at my wits’ ends to dis­cov­er wheth­er I had done or said any­thing to dis­please or wound her.

				“I fi­nally came to the con­clu­sion that those were her nor­mal man­ners, some­what mod­i­fied no doubt in my hon­our dur­ing the first days of our ac­quaint­ance.

				“When she re­turned to the farm, after walk­ing for hours on the windy coast, her long curls of­ten hung straight down, as if their springs had been broken. This had hitherto sel­dom giv­en her any con­cern, and she would come to din­ner without em­bar­rass­ment all dishevelled by her sis­ter, the breeze.

				“But now she would go up to her room in or­der to ad­just what I called her glass lamps. When I would say to her, with fa­mil­i­ar gal­lantry, which, how­ever, al­ways of­fen­ded her: ‘You are as beau­ti­ful as a plan­et today, Miss Har­riet,’ a little blood would im­me­di­ately mount in­to her cheeks, the blood of a young maid­en, the blood of sweet fif­teen.

				“Then she be­came quite sav­age, and ceased com­ing to watch me paint. But I al­ways thought: ‘This is only a fit of tem­per. It will pass.’

				“But it did not al­ways pass away. When I spoke to her now, she would an­swer me, either with an air of af­fected in­dif­fer­ence, or in sul­len an­ger; and she be­came by turns rude, im­pa­tient, and nervous. I nev­er saw her ex­cept at meals, and we spoke but little. I con­cluded, at length, that I must have of­fen­ded her in some­thing: and, ac­cord­ingly, I said to her one even­ing:

				“ ‘Miss Har­riet, why is it that you do not act to­wards me as formerly? What have I done to dis­please you? You are caus­ing me much pain!’

				“She re­spon­ded, in an angry tone, which was very funny: ‘I am al­ways the same to you as formerly. It is not true, not true,’ and she ran up­stairs and shut her­self up in her room.

				“At times she would look upon me with strange eyes. Since that time I have of­ten said to my­self that those con­demned to death must look thus when in­formed that their last day has come. In her eye there lurked a spe­cies of mad­ness, an in­san­ity at once mys­tic­al and vi­ol­ent—some­thing more, a fever, an ex­as­per­ated de­sire, im­pa­tient, un­real­ized and un­real­iz­able!

				“It seemed to me that there was also go­ing on with­in her a com­bat, in which her heart struggled against an un­known force that she wished to over­come—per­haps, even, some­thing else. But what could I know? What could I know?

			
			
				III

				“It was in­deed a sin­gu­lar rev­el­a­tion.

				“For some time I had com­menced to work, as soon as day­light ap­peared, on a pic­ture the sub­ject of which was as fol­lows:

				“A deep rav­ine, en­closed, sur­moun­ted by two thick­ets of trees and vines, ex­ten­ded in­to the dis­tance and was lost, sub­merged in that milky va­pour, in that cloud like cot­ton down that some­times floats over val­leys at day­break. And at the ex­treme end of that heavy, trans­par­ent fog one saw, or, rather, sur­mised, that a couple of hu­man be­ings were ap­proach­ing, a hu­man couple, a youth and a maid­en, their arms in­ter­laced, em­bra­cing each oth­er, their heads in­clined to­ward each oth­er, their lips meet­ing.

				“A first ray of the sun, glisten­ing through the branches, pierced that fog of the dawn, il­lu­min­ated it with a rosy re­flec­tion just be­hind the rus­tic lov­ers, fram­ing their vague shad­ows in a sil­very back­ground. It was well done; yes, in­deed, well done.

				“I was work­ing on the de­cliv­ity which led to the Val­ley of Étretat. On this par­tic­u­lar morn­ing I had, by chance, the sort of float­ing va­por which I needed. Sud­denly some­thing rose up in front of me like a phantom; it was Miss Har­riet. On see­ing me she was about to flee. But I called after her, say­ing: ‘Come here, come here, ma­demois­elle. I have a nice little pic­ture for you.’

				“She came for­ward, though with seem­ing re­luct­ance. I handed her my sketch. She said noth­ing, but stood for a long time mo­tion­less, look­ing at it. Sud­denly she burst in­to tears. She wept spas­mod­ic­ally, like men who have been strug­gling hard against shed­ding tears, but who can do so no longer, and aban­don them­selves to grief, though un­will­ingly. I got up, trem­bling, moved my­self by the sight of a sor­row I did not un­der­stand, and I took her by the hand with a ges­ture of brusque af­fec­tion, the real im­pulse of a French­man who acts more rap­idly than he thinks.

				“She let her hands rest in mine for a few seconds, and I felt them quiver, as if her whole nervous sys­tem were on the rack. Then she with­drew her hands ab­ruptly, or, rather, tore them out of mine.

				“I re­cog­nized that shiver as soon as I had felt it; I was de­ceived in noth­ing. Ah! the love thrill of a wo­man, wheth­er she is fif­teen or fifty years of age, wheth­er she is of the people or in so­ci­ety, goes so straight to my heart that I nev­er had any dif­fi­culty in un­der­stand­ing it!

				“Her whole frail be­ing trembled, vi­brated, yiel­ded. I knew it. She walked away be­fore I had time to say a word, leav­ing me as sur­prised as if I had wit­nessed a mir­acle, and as troubled as if I had com­mit­ted a crime.

				“I did not go in to break­fast. I took a walk on the edge of the cliff, feel­ing that I could just as soon weep as laugh, look­ing on the ad­ven­ture as both com­ic and de­plor­able, and my po­s­i­tion as ri­dicu­lous, be­liev­ing her un­happy enough to go mad.

				“I asked my­self what I ought to do. I judged I had bet­ter take leave of the place and al­most im­me­di­ately my res­ol­u­tion was formed.

				“Some­what sad and per­plexed, I wandered about un­til din­ner time, and entered the farm­house just when the soup had been served.

				“I sat down at the table as usu­al. Miss Har­riet was there, eat­ing away sol­emnly, without speak­ing to any­one, without even lift­ing her eyes. Her man­ner and ex­pres­sion were, how­ever, the same as usu­al.

				“I waited pa­tiently till the meal had been fin­ished, when, turn­ing to­ward the land­lady, I said: ‘Well, Ma­dame Le­cach­eur, it will not be long now be­fore I shall have to take my leave of you.’

				“The good wo­man, at once sur­prised and troubled, replied in her drawl­ing voice: ‘My dear sir, what is it you say? You are go­ing to leave us after I have be­come so ac­cus­tomed to you?’

				“I glanced at Miss Har­riet out of the corner of my eye. Her coun­ten­ance did not change in the least. But Céleste, the little ser­vant, looked up at me. She was a fat girl, of about eight­een years of age, rosy, fresh, as strong as a horse, and pos­sess­ing the rare at­trib­ute of clean­li­ness. I had kissed her at odd times in out-of-the-way corners, after the man­ner of trav­el­lers—noth­ing more.

				“The din­ner be­ing at length over, I went to smoke my pipe un­der the apple trees, walk­ing up and down from one end of the en­clos­ure to the oth­er. All the re­flec­tions which I had made dur­ing the day, the strange dis­cov­ery of the morn­ing, that pas­sion­ate and grot­esque at­tach­ment for me, the re­col­lec­tions which that rev­el­a­tion had sud­denly called up, re­col­lec­tions at once charm­ing and per­plex­ing, per­haps also that look which the ser­vant had cast on me at the an­nounce­ment of my de­par­ture—all these things, mixed up and com­bined, put me now in a reck­less hu­mour, gave me a tick­ling sen­sa­tion of kisses on the lips, and in my veins a some­thing which urged me on to com­mit some folly.

				“Night was com­ing on, cast­ing its dark shad­ows un­der the trees, when I descried Céleste, who had gone to fasten up the poultry yard at the oth­er end of the en­clos­ure. I dar­ted to­wards her, run­ning so noise­lessly that she heard noth­ing, and as she got up from clos­ing the small trap­door by which the chick­ens got in and out, I clasped her in my arms and rained on her coarse, fat face a shower of kisses. She struggled, laugh­ing all the time, as she was ac­cus­tomed to do in such cir­cum­stances. Why did I sud­denly loose my grip of her? Why did I at once ex­per­i­ence a shock? What was it that I heard be­hind me?

				“It was Miss Har­riet, who had come upon us, who had seen us and who stood in front of us mo­tion­less as a spectre. Then she dis­ap­peared in the dark­ness.

				“I was ashamed, em­bar­rassed, more sorry at hav­ing been thus sur­prised by her than if she had caught me com­mit­ting some crim­in­al act.

				“I slept badly that night. I was com­pletely un­nerved and haunted by sad thoughts. I seemed to hear loud weep­ing, but in this I was no doubt de­ceived. Moreover, I thought sev­er­al times that I heard someone walk­ing up and down in the house and open­ing the hall door.

				“To­wards morn­ing I was over­come by fa­tigue and fell asleep. I got up late and did not go down­stairs un­til the late break­fast, be­ing still in a be­wildered state, not know­ing what kind of ex­pres­sion to put on.

				“No one had seen Miss Har­riet. We waited for her at table, but she did not ap­pear. At length, Moth­er Le­chach­eur went to her room. The Eng­lish­wo­man had gone out. She must have set out at break of day, as she was wont to do, in or­der to see the sun rise.

				“Nobody seemed as­ton­ished at this and we began to eat in si­lence.

				“The weath­er was hot, very hot, one of those still, sul­try days when not a leaf stirs. The table had been placed out of doors, un­der an apple tree; and from time to time Sa­peur had gone to the cel­lar to draw a jug of cider, every­body was so thirsty. Céleste brought the dishes from the kit­chen, a rag­out of mut­ton with pota­toes, a cold rab­bit, and a salad. Af­ter­wards she placed be­fore us a dish of cher­ries, the first of the sea­son.

				“As I wanted to wash and freshen these, I begged the ser­vant to go and bring a pitch­er of cold wa­ter.

				“In about five minutes she re­turned, de­clar­ing that the well was dry. She had lowered the pitch­er to the full ex­tent of the cord, and had touched the bot­tom, but on draw­ing the pitch­er up again, it was empty. Moth­er Le­cach­eur, anxious to ex­am­ine the thing for her­self, went and looked down the hole. She re­turned an­noun­cing that one could see clearly some­thing in the well, some­thing al­to­geth­er un­usu­al. Doubt­less a neigh­bour had thrown some bundles of straw down, out of spite.

				“I wished also to look down the well, hop­ing to see bet­ter, and I leaned over the brink. I per­ceived, in­dis­tinctly, a white ob­ject. What could it be? I then con­ceived the idea of lower­ing a lan­tern at the end of a cord. The yel­low flame danced on the stone walls, and gradu­ally sank deep­er. All four of us were lean­ing over the open­ing, Sa­peur and Céleste hav­ing now joined us. The lan­tern res­ted on a black and white, in­dis­tinct mass, sin­gu­lar, in­com­pre­hens­ible. Sa­peur ex­claimed:

				“ ‘It is a horse. I see the hoofs. It must have es­caped from the mead­ow, dur­ing the night, and fallen in head­long.’

				“But, sud­denly, a cold shiver at­tacked my spine, I first re­cog­nized a foot, then a clothed limb; the body was en­tire, but the oth­er limb had dis­ap­peared un­der the wa­ter.

				“I groaned and trembled so vi­ol­ently that the light of the lamp danced hith­er and thith­er over the ob­ject, dis­cov­er­ing a slip­per.

				“ ‘It is a wo­man! who—who—is down there. It is Miss Har­riet.’

				“Sa­peur alone did not mani­fest hor­ror. He had wit­nessed worse things in Africa.

				“Moth­er Le­cach­eur and Céleste began to scream and to shriek, and ran away.

				“But it was ne­ces­sary to re­cov­er the corpse of the dead wo­man. I at­tached the boy se­curely by the loins, then I lowered him slowly, by means of the pul­ley, and watched him dis­ap­pear in the dark­ness. In his hands he had a lan­tern, and an­oth­er rope. Soon I re­cog­nized his voice, which seemed to come from the centre of the earth, cry­ing:

				“ ‘Stop.’

				“I then saw him fish some­thing out of the wa­ter. It was the oth­er limb. He bound the two feet to­geth­er, and shouted anew:

				“ ‘Haul up.’

				“I com­menced to wind him up, but I felt as if my arms were broken, my muscles re­laxed, and I was in ter­ror lest I should let the boy fall to the bot­tom. When his head ap­peared over the brink, I asked:

				“ ‘Well,’ as if I ex­pec­ted he had a mes­sage from the wo­man ly­ing at the bot­tom.

				“We both got on to the stone slab at the edge of the well, and, face to face, hois­ted the body.

				“Moth­er Le­cach­eur and Céleste watched us from a dis­tance, con­cealed be­hind the wall of the house. When they saw, is­su­ing from the well, the black slip­pers and white stock­ings of the drowned per­son, they dis­ap­peared.

				“Sa­peur seized the ankles, and we pulled up the poor chaste wo­man, in the most im­mod­est pos­ture. The head was in a shock­ing state, bruised and black; and the long, grey hair, hanging down, out of curl forever, was muddy and drip­ping with wa­ter.

				“ ‘In the name of all that is holy, how thin she is!’ ex­claimed Sa­peur, in a con­temp­tu­ous tone.

				“We car­ried her in­to the room, and as the wo­men did not put in an ap­pear­ance, I, with the as­sist­ance of the lad, dressed the corpse for buri­al.

				“I washed her dis­figured face. By the touch of my hand an eye was slightly opened; it seemed to scan me with that pale stare, with that cold, that ter­rible look which corpses have, a look which seems to come from the bey­ond. I plaited up, as well as I could, her dishevelled hair, and I ar­ranged on her fore­head a nov­el and sin­gu­lar coif­fure. Then I took off her drip­ping wet gar­ments, bar­ing, not without a feel­ing of shame, as though I had been guilty of some profan­a­tion, her shoulders and her chest, and her long arms, slim as the twigs of branches.

				“I next went to fetch some flowers, pop­pies, corn­flowers, mar­guer­ites, and fresh, sweet smelling grass, with which to strew her fu­ner­al couch.

				“Be­ing the only per­son near her, it was ne­ces­sary for me to ful­fil the usu­al form­al­it­ies. In a let­ter found in her pock­et, writ­ten at the last mo­ment, she asked that her body be bur­ied in the vil­lage in which she had passed the last days of her life. A fright­ful thought then op­pressed my heart. Was it not on my ac­count that she wished to be laid at rest in this place?

				“To­wards even­ing, all the fe­male gos­sips of the loc­al­ity came to view the re­mains of the de­ceased; but I would not al­low a single per­son to enter; I wanted to be alone; and I watched by the corpse the whole night.

				“By the light of the candles, I looked at the body of this miser­able wo­man, wholly un­known, who had died so lam­ent­ably and so far away from home. Had she left no friends, no re­l­at­ives be­hind her? What had her in­fancy been? What had been her life? Whence had she come, all alone, a wan­der­er, like a dog driv­en from home? What secrets of suf­fer­ing and of des­pair were sealed up in that dis­agree­able body, like a shame­ful de­fect, con­cealed all her life be­neath that ri­dicu­lous ex­ter­i­or, which had driv­en away from her all af­fec­tion and all love?

				“How many un­happy be­ings there are! I felt that upon that hu­man creature weighed the etern­al in­justice of im­plac­able nature! Life was over with her, without her ever hav­ing ex­per­i­enced, per­haps, that which sus­tains the most miser­able of us all—to wit, the hope of be­ing once loved! Oth­er­wise, why should she thus have con­cealed her­self, have fled from oth­ers? Why did she love everything so ten­derly and so pas­sion­ately, everything liv­ing that was not a man?

				“I un­der­stood, also, why she be­lieved in a God, and hoped for com­pens­a­tion from him for the miser­ies she had en­dured. She had now be­gun to de­com­pose, and to be­come, in turn, a plant. She would blos­som in the sun, and be eaten up by the cattle, car­ried away in seed by the birds, and as flesh by the beasts, again to be­come hu­man flesh. But that which is called the soul had been ex­tin­guished at the bot­tom of the dark well. She suffered no longer. She had changed her life for that of oth­ers yet to be born.

				“Hours passed away in this si­lent and sin­is­ter com­mu­nion with the dead. A pale light an­nounced the dawn of a new day, and a bright ray glistened on the bed, shed­ding a dash of fire on the bed­clothes and on her hands. This was the hour she had so much loved, when the wak­ing birds began to sing in the trees.

				“I opened the win­dow wide, I drew back the cur­tains, so that the whole heav­ens might look in upon us. Then bend­ing to­ward the glassy corpse, I took in my hands the mu­til­ated head, and slowly, without ter­ror or dis­gust, im­prin­ted a long, long kiss upon those lips which had nev­er be­fore re­ceived the sa­lute of love.”

				

				Léon Chen­al was si­lent. The wo­men wept. We heard the Comte d’Ét­raille on the box seat blow his nose sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion. The coach­man alone had gone to sleep. The horses, no longer feel­ing the sting of the whip, had slackened their pace and were drag­ging us slowly along. And the brake hardly moved at all, hav­ing be­come sud­denly heavy, as if laden with sor­row.

			
		
	
		
			Martin’s Girl

			It happened to him one Sunday after Mass. He came out of church and was fol­low­ing the sunken road that led to his house, when he found him­self be­hind Mar­tin’s girl, who also was on her way home.

			The head of the house marched be­side his daugh­ter with the con­sequen­tial step of the pros­per­ous farm­er. Dis­dain­ing a smock, he wore a sort of jack­et of grey cloth, and on his head a wide-brimmed felt hat.

			She, squeezed in­to stays that she only laced once a week, walked along stiffly, swinging her arms a little, her waist com­pressed, broad-shouldered, her hips swinging as she walked.

			On her head she wore a flower-trimmed hat, the cre­ation of an Yvetot mil­liner, that left bare all her strong, supple, roun­ded neck; short downy hairs, bleached by sun and open air, blew about it.

			Benoist saw only her back, but her face was fa­mil­i­ar enough to him, al­though he had nev­er really looked at it.

			“Dam­mit,” he said ab­ruptly, “she’s a rare fine wench after all, is Mar­tin’s girl.” He watched her walk­ing along, filled with a sud­den ad­mir­a­tion, his senses stirred. He did not in the least need to see her face again. He kept his eyes fixed on her fig­ure; one thought hammered in his mind, as if he had said it aloud: “Dam­mit, she’s a rare fine wench.”

			Mar­tin’s girl turned to the right to enter Mar­tin’s Farm, the farm be­long­ing to Jean Mar­tin, her fath­er; she turned round and looked be­hind her. She saw Benoist, whom she thought a very queer-look­ing fel­low.

			“Good morn­ing, Benoist,” she called.

			“Good morn­ing, lass; good morn­ing, Mar­tin,” he answered, and walked on.

			When he reached his own house, the soup was on the table. He sat down op­pos­ite his moth­er, be­side the hired man and the la­bour­er, while the ser­vant girl went to draw the cider.

			He ate some spoon­fuls, then pushed away his plate.

			“Are you sick?” his moth­er asked.

			“No,” he answered. “It feels like I had por­ridge in my stom­ach and it spoils my ap­pet­ite.”

			He watched the oth­ers eat­ing, every now and then break­ing off a mouth­ful of bread that he car­ried slowly to his lips and chewed for a long time. He was think­ing of Mar­tin’s girl: “She’s a rare fine wench after all.” And to think he had nev­er no­ticed it un­til this mo­ment, and that it had come upon him like this, out of a clear sky, and so des­per­ately that he could not eat.

			He hardly touched the stew. His moth­er said:

			“Come, Benoist, make your­self eat a morsel; it’s a bit of loin, it’ll do you good. When you’ve no ap­pet­ite, you ought to make your­self eat.”

			He swal­lowed a little, then pushed his plate aside again—no, it was no bet­ter.

			When the meal was over, he went off round the fields, and gave the la­bour­er the af­ter­noon off, prom­ising to look to the beasts on the way round.

			The coun­tryside was deser­ted, it be­ing the day of rest. Un­der the noon sun, the cows lay pla­cidly about in a field of clover, wide-bel­lied, chew­ing the cud. Un­yoked ploughs were wait­ing in the corner of a ploughed field; and the wide brown squares of up­turned fields, ready for the sow­ing, stretched between patches of yel­low covered with the rot­ting stubble of corn and oats long since gathered in.

			An au­tumn wind, a rather dry wind, blew over the plain with the prom­ise of a fresh even­ing after sun­set. Benoist sat down on the edge of a dike, res­ted his hat on his knees, as if he needed the air on his head, and de­clared aloud, in the si­lent coun­tryside: “As fine girls go, she’s a rare fine one.”

			He was still think­ing about her when night came, in his bed, and in the morn­ing, when he woke.

			He was not un­happy, he was not rest­less: he could hardly say what his feel­ings were. It was some­thing that held him, some­thing that had fastened on his ima­gin­a­tion, an idea that ob­sessed him and roused some­thing like a thrill in his heart. A big fly some­times gets shut up in a room. You hear it fly round, buzz­ing, and the sound ob­sesses and ir­rit­ates. Sud­denly it stops: you for­get it, but all at once it be­gins again, for­cing you to raise your head. You can neither catch it nor chase it nor kill it nor make it keep still. It settles for a brief mo­ment, and be­gins dron­ing again.

			Just so, the memory of Mar­tin’s girl flit­ted dis­trac­tedly through Benoist’s mind like an im­prisoned fly.

			Then he was seized with de­sire to see her again, and walked sev­er­al times past Mar­tin’s Farm. At last he caught a glimpse of her hanging wash­ing on a line stretched between two apple trees.

			It was warm: she had taken off everything but a short pet­ti­coat, and the single chemise she wore clearly re­vealed the curve of her body when she lif­ted her arms to peg out the nap­kins.

			He re­mained crouch­ing un­der the dike for more than an hour, even after she had gone. He went away again with her im­age more firmly fixed in his mind than ever.

			For a month his mind was filled with thoughts of her, he shivered when she was spoken of in his pres­ence. He could not eat, and every night he sweated so that he could not sleep.

			On Sunday at Mass, his eyes nev­er left her. She no­ticed it, and smiled at him, flattered by his ad­mir­a­tion.

			But one even­ing he came upon her un­ex­pec­tedly in a road. She stopped when she saw him com­ing. Then he walked right up to her, chok­ing with nervous­ness and a pas­sion of de­sire, but de­term­ined to speak to her. He began, stut­ter­ing:

			“Look here, my lass, this can’t go on like this.”

			Her reply soun­ded as if she were mak­ing fun of him:

			“What is it that can’t go on, Benoist?”

			He answered:

			“That I think about you as of­ten as there are hours in the day.”

			She res­ted her hands on her hips:

			“I’m not mak­ing you do it.”

			He stammered:

			“Yes, you are: I can’t sleep, or rest, or eat, or any­thing.”

			She said softly:

			“Well, and what would cure you?”

			He stood para­lysed, his arms dangling, his eyes round, his mouth hanging open.

			She poked him vi­ol­ently in the stom­ach, and fled, run­ning.

			

			After this day, they met again by the dikes, in the sunken roads, or more of­ten at dusk on the edge of a field, when he was com­ing home with his goats and she was driv­ing the cows back to their shed.

			He felt him­self urged, driv­en to­wards her by a wild de­sire of heart and body. He would have liked to crush her, strangle her, de­vour her, ab­sorb her in­to him­self. And he trembled with im­pot­ent im­pa­tient rage be­cause she was not his com­pletely, as if they had been one and in­di­vis­ible.

			People were talk­ing about them. They were said to be be­trothed. He had, moreover, asked her if she would be his wife, and she had answered him: “Yes.” They were wait­ing an op­por­tun­ity to speak to their par­ents.

			Then, without warn­ing, she stopped com­ing to meet him at the usu­al hour. He did not even see her when he prowled round the farm. He could not catch a glimpse of her at Mass on Sundays. And it was on a Sunday, after the ser­mon, that the priest an­nounced in the pul­pit that he pub­lished the banns of mar­riage between Vic­toire-Adélaïde Mar­tin and Josephin-Isidore Val­lin.

			Benoist felt a strange emo­tion in his hands, as though the blood had run out of them. His ears sang; he heard noth­ing more, and after a time he real­ised that he was cry­ing in his missal.

			He kept his room for a month. Then he began work­ing again.

			But he was not cured and he thought about it con­tinu­ally. He avoided walk­ing along the roads that ran past the house where she lived, so that he should not see even the trees in the yard: it ne­ces­sit­ated a wide de­tour, which he made morn­ing and even­ing.

			She had now mar­ried Val­lin, the wealth­i­est farm­er in the dis­trict. Benoist and he no longer spoke, al­though they had been friends since child­hood.

			But one even­ing, as Benoist was on his way past the town hall, he heard that she was preg­nant. In­stead of bit­ter suf­fer­ing, the know­ledge brought him, on the con­trary, some­thing like re­lief. It was fin­ished now, ab­so­lutely fin­ished. This di­vided them more ut­terly than her mar­riage. As­suredly he pre­ferred it so.

			Months passed, and more months. He caught oc­ca­sion­al glimpses of her go­ing about the vil­lage with her burdened gait. She turned red when she saw him, hung her head and quickened her step. And he turned out of his way to avoid cross­ing her path and meet­ing her eye.

			But he thought wretchedly that the day would in­ev­it­ably come when he would find him­self face to face with her, and be com­pelled to speak to her. What should he say to her now, after all he had said to her in oth­er days, hold­ing her hands and kiss­ing the hair fall­ing round her cheeks? He still thought of­ten of their dike-side trysts. It was a wicked thing she had done, after all her prom­ises.

			Little by little, how­ever, his heart for­got its pain; only a gentle mel­an­choly lingered in it. And one day, for the first time, he took again his old road past the farm where she lived. He saw the roof of her house long be­fore he drew near. It was un­der this very roof that she was liv­ing with an­oth­er. The apple trees were in bloom, the cocks crow­ing on the dunghill. There did not seem to be a soul in the house, since every­one was in the fields, hard at work on the tasks spring brought. He hal­ted near the fence and looked in­to the yard. The dog was asleep in front of his ken­nel, three calves were go­ing slowly, one after an­oth­er, to­wards the pond. A plump tur­key was strut­ting be­fore the door, show­ing off be­fore the hens with the air of an op­er­at­ic star.

			Benoist leaned against the post: a sud­den vi­ol­ent de­sire to cry had seized him again. But all at once he heard a cry, a cry for help. It came from the house. He stood a mo­ment be­wildered, his hands grip­ping the wooden bar, listen­ing, listen­ing. An­oth­er cry, a long-drawn ag­on­ised cry, thrust through ears and mind and flesh. It was she cry­ing like this. He leaped for­ward, crossed the grass, pushed open the door and saw her stretched on the floor, writh­ing, with liv­id and hag­gard eyes, taken by the pangs of child­birth.

			He stood there, then, pale and more vi­ol­ently trem­bling than she, stam­mer­ing:

			“Here I am, here I am, my lass.”

			Gasp­ing, she answered:

			“Oh, don’t leave me, don’t leave me, Benoist.”

			He stared at her, not know­ing what else to say or do. Her cries began again:

			“Oh! oh! it tears me! Oh! Benoist!”

			And she twis­ted her­self in an agony of pain.

			All at once, Benoist was over­whelmed by a wild im­pulse to suc­cour her, com­fort her, take away her pain. He stooped, took her in his arms, lif­ted her up, car­ried her to her bed, and while she con­tin­ued to moan, he un­dressed her, tak­ing off her bod­ice, her skirt, her pet­ti­coat. She was gnaw­ing her fists to keep from scream­ing. Then he did for her all he was used to do for beasts, for cows and sheep and mares: he helped her and re­ceived between his hands a plump wail­ing child.

			He washed it, wrapped it in a dish­cloth that was dry­ing be­fore the fire and laid it on a pile of lin­en that was ly­ing on the table to be ironed; then he went back to the moth­er.

			He laid her on the floor again, changed the bed, and put her back in it. She stammered: “Thanks, Benoist, you’re a kind soul.” And she wept a few tears, as if she were re­gret­ting things a little.

			As for him, he felt no love for her now, none at all. It was over. Why? How? He could not have said. The events of the last hour had cured him more ef­fec­tu­ally than ten years’ ab­sence would have done.

			Ex­hausted and faint­ing, she asked:

			“What is it?”

			He answered calmly:

			“It’s a girl, and a very fine one.”

			They were si­lent again. A few mo­ments later, the moth­er spoke in a weak voice:

			“Show her to me, Benoist.”

			He went to bring the in­fant, and he was of­fer­ing it to her as if he held the holy sac­ra­ment, when the door opened and Isidore Val­lin ap­peared.

			At first he did not un­der­stand; then, sud­denly, real­isa­tion came to him.

			Benoist, filled with dis­may, stammered:

			“I was go­ing past, I was just go­ing past, when I heard her scream­ing, and I came in … here’s your baby, Val­lin.”

			Tears in his eyes, the hus­band stooped to­wards him and took the tiny morsel the oth­er held out to him, kissed it; a mo­ment he stood, his emo­tion chok­ing him; he laid his child back on the bed and, hold­ing out both hands to Benoist:

			“Put it there, Benoist, put it there: there’s noth­ing more for you and me to say now. We’ll be friends if you’re will­ing; eh, friends!”

			And Benoist answered:

			“I’m will­ing, I am; of course I’m will­ing.”

		
	
		
			The Orient

			Au­tumn is here! When I feel the first touch of winter I al­ways think of my friend who lives down yon­der on the Asi­at­ic fron­ti­er. The last time I entered his house I knew that I should not see him again. It was to­wards the end of Septem­ber, three years ago. I found him stretched out on his di­van, dream­ing un­der the in­flu­ence of opi­um. Hold­ing out his hand to me without mov­ing, he said:

			“Stay here. Talk and I will an­swer you, but I shall not move, for you know that when once the drug has been swal­lowed you must stay on your back.”

			I sat down and began to tell him a thou­sand things about Par­is and the boulevards.

			But he in­ter­rup­ted me.

			“What you are say­ing does not in­terest me in the least, for I am think­ing only of coun­tries un­der oth­er skies. Oh, how poor Gau­ti­er must have suffered, al­ways haunted by the long­ing for the Ori­ent! You don’t know what that means, how that coun­try takes hold of you, how it cap­tiv­ates you, pen­et­rates you to your in­most be­ing and will not let you go. It enters in­to you through the eye, through the skin, all its in­vis­ible se­duc­tions, and it holds you by an in­vis­ible thread, which is un­ceas­ingly pulling you, in whatever spot on earth chance may have flung you. I take the drug in or­der to muse on that land in the de­li­cious tor­por of opi­um.”

			He stopped and closed his eyes.

			“What makes it so pleas­ant to you to take this pois­on?” I asked. “What phys­ic­al joy does it give, that people take it un­til it kills them?”

			“It is not a phys­ic­al joy,” he replied; “it is bet­ter than that, it is more. I am of­ten sad; I de­test life, which wounds me every day on all sides, with all its angles, its hard­ships. Opi­um con­soles for everything, makes one resigned to everything. Do you know that state of mind that I might call gnaw­ing ir­rit­a­tion? I or­din­ar­ily live in that state. And there are two things that can cure me of it: opi­um or the Ori­ent. As soon as I have taken opi­um I lie down and wait, per­haps one hour and some­times two. Then, when it be­gins to take ef­fect I feel first a slight trem­bling in the hands and feet, not a cramp, but a vi­brant numb­ness; then little by little I have the strange and de­li­cious sen­sa­tion of feel­ing my limbs dis­ap­pear. It seems to me as if they were taken off, and this feel­ing grows upon me un­til it fills me com­pletely. I have no longer any body; I re­tain merely a kind of pleas­ant memory of it. Only my head is there, and it works. I dream. I think with an in­fin­ite, ma­ter­i­al joy, with un­equalled lu­cid­ity, with a sur­pris­ing pen­et­ra­tion. I reas­on, I de­duce, I un­der­stand everything. I dis­cov­er ideas that nev­er be­fore have come to me; I des­cend to new depths and mount to mar­vel­lous heights; I float in an ocean of thought, and I taste the in­com­par­able hap­pi­ness, the ideal en­joy­ment of the chaste and se­rene in­tox­ic­a­tion of pure in­tel­li­gence.”

			Again he stopped and closed his eyes. I said: “Your long­ing for the Ori­ent is due only to this con­stant in­tox­ic­a­tion. You are liv­ing in a state of hal­lu­cin­a­tion. How can one long for that bar­bar­ous coun­try, where the mind is dead, where the sterile ima­gin­a­tion does not go bey­ond the nar­row lim­its of life and makes no ef­fort to take flight, to ex­pand and con­quer?”

			“What does prac­tic­al thought mat­ter?” he replied. “What I love is dream­ing. That only is good, and that only is sweet. Im­plac­able real­ity would lead me to sui­cide, if dream­ing did not per­mit me to wait.

			“You say that the Ori­ent is the land of bar­bar­i­ans. Stop, wretched man! It is the coun­try of the sages, the hot coun­try where one lets life flow by, where angles are roun­ded.

			“We are the bar­bar­i­ans, we men of the West who call ourselves civ­il­ized; we are hate­ful bar­bar­i­ans who live a pain­ful life, like brutes.

			“Look at our cit­ies built of stone and our fur­niture made of hard and knotty wood. We mount, pant­ing, a high, nar­row stair­way, to go in­to stuffy apart­ments in­to which the cold wind comes whist­ling, only to es­cape im­me­di­ately again through a chim­ney which cre­ates deadly cur­rents of air that are strong enough to turn a wind­mill. Our chairs are hard, our walls cold and covered with ugly pa­per; every­where we are wounded by angles—angles on our tables, on our man­tels, on our doors and on our beds. We live stand­ing up or sit­ting in our chairs, but we nev­er lie down ex­cept to sleep, which is ri­dicu­lous, for in sleep­ing you are not con­scious of the hap­pi­ness there is in be­ing stretched out flat.

			“And then to think of our in­tel­lec­tu­al life! It is filled with in­cess­ant struggle and strife. Worry hov­ers over us and pre­oc­cu­pa­tions pester us; we no longer have time to seek and pur­sue the two or three good things with­in our reach.

			“It is war to the fin­ish. And our char­ac­ter, even more than our fur­niture, is full of angles—angles every­where.

			“We are hardly out of bed when we hasten to our work, in rain or snow. We fight against rivals, com­pet­i­tion, hos­til­ity. Every man is an en­emy whom we must fear and over­come and with whom we must re­sort to ruse. Even love has with us its as­pects of vic­tory and de­feat: that also is a struggle.”

			He re­flec­ted for some mo­ments and then con­tin­ued:

			“I know the house that I am go­ing to buy. It is square, with a flat roof and wooden trim­mings, in the Ori­ent­al fash­ion. From the ter­race you can see the sea, where white sails like poin­ted wings are passing, and Greek or Turk­ish ves­sels. There are hardly any open­ings on the out­side walls. A large garden, where the air is heavy un­der the shad­ow of palms, is in the cen­ter of this abode. A jet of wa­ter rises from un­der the trees and falls in spray in­to a large marble basin, the bot­tom of which is covered with golden sand. I shall bathe there at any hour of the day, between two pipes, two dreams, two kisses.

			“I will not have any ser­vant, any hideous maid with greasy ap­ron, who kicks up the dirty bot­tom of her skirt with her worn shoes. Oh, that kick of the heel which shows the yel­low ankle! It fills my heart with dis­gust, and yet I can­not avoid it. Those wretches all do it.

			“I shall no longer hear the tramp­ing of shoes on the floor, the loud slam­ming of doors, the crash of break­ing dishes.

			“I will have beau­ti­ful black slaves, draped in white veils, who run bare­foot over heavy car­pets.

			“My walls shall be soft and roun­ded, like a wo­man’s breasts; and my di­vans, ranged in a circle around each apart­ment, shall be heaped with cush­ions of all shapes, so that I may lie down in all pos­sible pos­tures.

			“Then, when I am tired of this de­li­cious re­pose, tired of en­joy­ing im­mob­il­ity and my etern­al dream, tired of the calm pleas­ure of well-be­ing, I shall have a swift black or white horse brought to my door.

			“And I shall ride away on it, drink­ing in the air which stings and in­tox­ic­ates, the air that whistles when one is gal­lop­ing furi­ously.

			“And I shall fly like an ar­row over this col­oured earth, which in­tox­ic­ates the eye with the ef­fect of the fla­vour of wine.

			“In the calm of the even­ing I shall ride madly to­ward the wide ho­ri­zon, which is tinged rose-col­our by the set­ting sun. Everything is rosy down there in the twi­light, the scorched moun­tains, the sand, the cloth­ing of the Ar­abs, the white coat of the horses.

			“Pink flamin­goes rise out of the marshes un­der the pink sky, and I shall shout de­li­ri­ously, bathed in the il­lim­it­able rosi­ness of the world.

			“I shall no longer see men dressed in black, sit­ting on un­com­fort­able chairs and drink­ing ab­sinthe while talk­ing of busi­ness, or walk­ing along the pave­ments in the midst of the deaf­en­ing noise of cabs in the street.

			“I shall know noth­ing of the state of the Bourse, the fluc­tu­ations of stocks and shares, all the use­less stu­pid­it­ies in which we waste our short, miser­able and treach­er­ous ex­ist­ence. Why all this trouble, all this suf­fer­ing, all these struggles? I shall rest, sheltered from the wind, in my bright, sump­tu­ous home.

			“And I shall have four or five wives in lux­uri­ous apart­ments—five wives who have come from the five con­tin­ents of the world and who will bring to me a taste of fem­in­ine beauty as it flowers in all races.” Again he stopped, and then he said softly:

			“Leave me.”

			I went, and I nev­er saw him again.

			Two months later he sent me these three words only: “I am happy.”

			His let­ter smelled of in­cense and oth­er sweet per­fumes.

		
	
		
			The Child

			After swear­ing for a long time that he would nev­er marry, Jacques Bour­dillère sud­denly changed his mind. It happened one sum­mer at the sea­side, quite un­ex­pec­tedly.

			One morn­ing, as he was stretched on the sand, watch­ing the wo­men come out of the wa­ter, a little foot caught his at­ten­tion, be­cause of its slim­ness and del­ic­acy. As he raised his eyes high­er, the en­tire per­son seemed at­tract­ive. Of this en­tire per­son he had, how­ever, seen only the ankles and the head emer­ging from a white flan­nel bath­robe, fastened with care. He was called sen­su­al and dis­sip­ated, and it was by grace of form alone that he was first cap­tured. Af­ter­wards he was held by the charm and sweet spir­it of the young girl, who was simple and good and fresh, like her cheeks and her lips.

			When he was in­tro­duced to the fam­ily, they liked him and soon he was head over heels in love. When he saw Berthe Lan­nis at a dis­tance, on the long stretch of yel­low sand, he trembled from head to foot. Near her he was dumb, in­cap­able of say­ing any­thing or even of think­ing, with a kind of bub­bling in his heart, a hum­ming in his ears, and a frightened feel­ing in his mind. Was this love?

			He did not know, he did not un­der­stand it, but he was fully de­cided to make this child his wife.

			Her par­ents hes­it­ated a long time, de­terred by the bad repu­ta­tion of the young man. He had a mis­tress, it was said—an old mis­tress, an old and strong en­tan­gle­ment, one of those chains which is be­lieved to be broken, but which con­tin­ues to hold, nev­er­the­less. In ad­di­tion, he had loved, for longer or short­er peri­ods, every wo­man who had come with­in reach of his lips.

			But he turned over a new leaf, and would not even con­sent to see once more the wo­man with whom he had lived so long. A friend ar­ranged her pen­sion, as­sur­ing her a live­li­hood. Jacques paid, but he did not wish to hear her name men­tioned, pre­tend­ing hence­forth that he did not even know who she was. She wrote let­ters which he would not open. Every week he re­cog­nized the clumsy hand­writ­ing of the wo­man he had aban­doned, and every week a great­er an­ger arose in him against her, and he would tear the en­vel­ope in two, without open­ing it, without read­ing a line, know­ing be­fore­hand the re­proaches and com­plaints it would con­tain.

			As there was but little be­lief in his per­sever­ance, he was put to the test dur­ing the whole winter, and it was not un­til the spring that his suit was ac­cep­ted.

			The mar­riage took place in Par­is dur­ing the early part of May. It was de­cided that they should not go on the usu­al hon­ey­moon. After a little ball, a dance for her young cous­ins, which would not last bey­ond el­ev­en o’clock, and would not pro­long forever the fa­tigue of that day of ce­re­mon­ies, the young couple in­ten­ded to pass their first night at the fam­ily home and to set out the next morn­ing for the sea­side, where they had met and loved.

			The night came, and people were dan­cing in the big draw­ing room. The newly-mar­ried pair had with­drawn in­to a little Ja­pan­ese bou­doir with bright silk hangings, and scarcely lighted this even­ing, ex­cept by the dim rays from a col­oured lan­tern in the shape of an enorm­ous egg, which hung from the ceil­ing. The long win­dow was open, al­low­ing at times a fresh breath of air from without to blow upon their faces, for the even­ing was soft and warm, full of the odour of spring­time.

			They said noth­ing, but held each oth­er’s hands, press­ing them from time to time with all their force. She was a little dazed by this great change in her life; her eyes were dream­ing. She was smil­ing, deeply moved, ready to weep, of­ten ready to swoon from joy, be­liev­ing the en­tire world changed be­cause of what had come to her, a little dis­turbed without know­ing the reas­on why, and feel­ing all her body, all her soul, en­vel­oped in an in­defin­able, de­light­ful las­sit­ude.

			He watched her all the time, smil­ing with a fixed smile. He wished to talk but found noth­ing to say, and re­mained quiet, ex­press­ing all his ar­dour in the press­ing of her hand. From time to time he mur­mured “Berthe!” and each time she raised her eyes to his with a sweet and tender look. They would look at each oth­er a mo­ment, then his eyes, fas­cin­ated by hers, would fall.

			They dis­covered no ideas to ex­change. But they were left alone, ex­cept that some­times a dan­cing couple would cast a glance at them in passing, a furt­ive glance, as if it were the dis­creet and con­fid­en­tial wit­ness of a mys­tery.

			A side door opened, a do­mest­ic entered, bear­ing upon a tray an ur­gent let­ter which a mes­sen­ger had brought. Jacques trembled as he took it, seized with a vague and sud­den fear, the mys­ter­i­ous fear of sud­den mis­for­tune.

			He looked for a long time at the en­vel­ope, not know­ing the hand­writ­ing, nor dar­ing to open it, wish­ing not to read, not to know the con­tents, de­sir­ing to put it in his pock­et and to say to him­self: “To­mor­row. To­mor­row, I shall be far away and it will not mat­ter!” But upon the corner were two words un­der­lined: very ur­gent, which frightened him. “Al­low me, my dear,” said he, and he tore off the wrap­per. He read the let­ter, grow­ing fright­fully pale, run­ning over it at a glance, and then seem­ing slowly to spell it out.

			When he raised his head his whole coun­ten­ance was changed. He stammered: “My dear little girl, a great mis­for­tune has happened to my best friend. He needs me im­me­di­ately, in a mat­ter of—of life and death. Al­low me to go for twenty minutes. I will re­turn im­me­di­ately.”

			She, trem­bling and frightened, mur­mured: “Go, dear!” not yet be­ing enough of a wife to dare to ask or de­mand to know any­thing. And he dis­ap­peared. She re­mained alone, listen­ing to the dance mu­sic in the next room.

			He had taken the first hat he could find, and an over­coat, and had run down the stairs. As he was go­ing out in­to the street he stopped un­der a gas­light in the hall and re­read the let­ter. It said:

			
				“Sir: A girl called Ravet, who ap­pears to be your ex-mis­tress, has giv­en birth to a child which she as­serts is yours. The moth­er is dy­ing and im­plores you to vis­it her. I take the liberty of writ­ing to you to ask wheth­er you will grant the last wish of this wo­man, who seems to be very un­happy and worthy of pity.

				
					“Yours faith­fully,

					“Dr. Bonnard.”

				
			

			When he entered the room of the dy­ing wo­man she was already in the last agony. He did not know her at first. The doc­tor and two nurses were look­ing after her, and all over the floor were pails full of ice and lin­en stained with blood.

			Wa­ter covered the floor, two candles were burn­ing on a table; be­hind the bed, in a little wick­er cradle, a child was cry­ing, and, at each of its cries, the tor­tured moth­er would try to move, shiv­er­ing un­der the icy com­presses.

			She was bleed­ing, wounded to death, killed by this birth. Her life was slip­ping away; and, in spite of the ice, in spite of all care, the haem­or­rhage con­tin­ued, hasten­ing her last hour.

			She re­cog­nized Jacques, and tried to raise her hand. She was too weak for that, but the warm tears began to glide down her cheeks.

			He fell on his knees be­side the bed, seized one of her hands and kissed it frantic­ally; then, little by little, he ap­proached near­er to the wan face, which quivered at his touch. One of the nurses, stand­ing with a candle in her hand, threw the light upon them, and the doc­tor, who had stepped in­to the back­ground, looked at them from the end of the room.

			With a far-off voice, breath­ing hard, she said: “I am go­ing to die, dearest; prom­ise me you will re­main till the end. Oh! do not leave me now, not at the last mo­ment!”

			He kissed her brow, her hair, with a groan. “Do not be un­easy,” he mur­mured, “I will stay.”

			It was some minutes be­fore she was able to speak again, she was so weak and over­come. Then she con­tin­ued: “It is yours, the little one. I swear it be­fore God, I swear it to you upon my soul, I swear it at the mo­ment of death. I have nev­er loved any man but you—prom­ise me not to aban­don it—” He tried to take in his arms the poor, weak body, emp­tied of its life blood. He stammered, moved by re­morse and grief: “I swear to you I will bring it up and love it. It shall nev­er be sep­ar­ated from me.” Then she held Jacques in an em­brace. Power­less to raise her head, she held up her blanched lips in an ap­peal for a kiss. He bent his mouth to re­ceive this poor, sup­pli­ant caress.

			Calmed a little, she mur­mured in a low tone: “Take it, that I may see that you love it.”

			He went to the cradle and took up the child.

			He placed it gently on the bed between them. The little creature ceased to cry. She whispered: “Do not stir!” And he re­mained mo­tion­less. There he stayed, hold­ing in his burn­ing palms a hand that shook with the tremor of death, as he had held, an hour be­fore, an­oth­er hand that had trembled with the tremor of love. From time to time he looked at the hour, with a furt­ive glance of the eye, watch­ing the hand as it passed mid­night, then one o’clock, then two.

			The doc­tor had re­tired. The two nurses, after roam­ing around for some time with light step, slept now in their chairs. The child slept, and the moth­er, whose eyes were closed, seemed to be rest­ing also.

			Sud­denly, as the pale day­light began to fil­ter through the torn cur­tains, she ex­ten­ded her arms with so start­ling and vi­ol­ent a mo­tion that she al­most threw the child upon the floor. There was a rat­tling in her throat; then she lay on her back mo­tion­less, dead.

			The nurses, who had hastened to her side, said: “It is over.”

			He looked once at this wo­man he had loved, then at the hand that marked four o’clock, and, for­get­ting his over­coat, fled in his even­ing clothes with the child in his arms.

			After she had been left alone, his young bride had waited calmly at first, in the Ja­pan­ese bou­doir. Then, see­ing that he did not re­turn, she went back to the draw­ing room, in­dif­fer­ent and quiet in ap­pear­ance, but fright­fully dis­turbed. Her moth­er, per­ceiv­ing her alone, asked where her hus­band was. She replied: “In his room; he will re­turn presently.”

			After an hour, as every­body asked about him, she told of the let­ter, of the change in Jacques’ face, and her fears of some mis­for­tune.

			They still waited. The guests gone; only the par­ents and near re­l­at­ives re­mained. At mid­night, they put the bride in her bed, shak­ing with sobs. Her moth­er and two aunts were seated on the bed listen­ing to her weep­ing. Her fath­er had gone to the po­lice headquar­ters to make in­quir­ies. At five o’clock a light sound was heard in the cor­ridor. The door opened and closed softly. Then sud­denly a cry, like the mew­ing of a cat, went through the house, break­ing the si­lence.

			All the wo­men of the house were up with one bound, and Berthe was the first to spring for­ward, in spite of her moth­er and her aunts, clothed only in her night-robe.

			Jacques was stand­ing in the middle of the room, liv­id, breath­ing hard, hold­ing a child in his arms.

			The four frightened wo­men looked at him, but Berthe sud­denly took cour­age, her heart wrung with an­guish, and ran to him say­ing: “What is it? Tell me! What is it?”

			He looked as if he had lost his senses and answered in a husky voice: “It is—it is—I have a child, and its moth­er has just died.” And he put in­to her arms the howl­ing little baby.

			Berthe, without say­ing a word, seized the child and em­braced it, strain­ing it to her heart. Then, turn­ing to­ward her hus­band with her eyes full of tears, she said: “The moth­er is dead, you say?” He answered: “Yes, just died—in my arms—I had broken with her since last sum­mer—I knew noth­ing about it—only the doc­tor sent for me and—”

			Then Berthe mur­mured: “Well, we will bring up this little one.”

		
	
		
			A Party

			Maître Sav­al, a not­ary, was con­sidered an artist in Ver­non, where he lived. He was pas­sion­ately fond of mu­sic; though still young, he was bald, al­ways care­fully shaved, stout­ish but not dis­agree­ably so—and wore gold eye­glasses, in­stead of old-fash­ioned spec­tacles. He played the pi­ano a little, also the vi­ol­in, and gave mu­sic­al even­ings for the per­form­ance of new op­er­as.

			He even had a thread of a voice, only a very thin thread, but this he man­aged with such taste that cries of “Bravo!” “Amaz­ing!” “De­light­ful!” came from all corners as soon as he had sung his last note.

			He sub­scribed to a mu­sic lib­rary in Par­is which sup­plied him with all the nov­el­ties and from time to time he sent out cards of in­vit­a­tion to the lead­ers of so­ci­ety in the town, which ran as fol­lows:

			
				“M. Sav­al, not­ary, re­quests the pleas­ure of your com­pany at the first per­form­ance of Saïs in Ver­non.”

			

			The chor­us con­sisted of some mil­it­ary of­ficers with good voices and there were two or three ladies in the town who sang. The not­ary him­self con­duc­ted with such mas­tery that the band­mas­ter of the 190th re­gi­ment of in­fantry re­marked one day in the Café de l’Europe: “Ah! Mon­sieur Sav­al is a mas­ter; it is a pity he did not take up the arts as a pro­fes­sion.”

			When his name was men­tioned in a draw­ing room, someone was sure to say: “He is not an am­a­teur, he is a real ar­tiste,” and two or three oth­ers would re­peat with con­vic­tion: “Oh, yes, he is a real ar­tiste,” with an em­phas­is on the word “real.”

			Whenev­er there was a first night at one of the big theatres in Par­is, Mon­sieur Sav­al went up to town. There­fore a year ago, ac­cord­ing to his usu­al habit, he wanted to go and hear Henry VIII, and took the ex­press that ar­rives at Par­is at half past four, hav­ing de­cided to re­turn home by the twelve-thirty-five that night to avoid sleep­ing at the hotel. He had put on even­ing dress be­fore start­ing, which he hid un­der his over­coat, and turned up the col­lar.

			As soon as he set foot in the Rue d’Am­s­ter­dam his spir­its rose and he said to him­self: “The air of Par­is is like no oth­er air in the world. There is some­thing ex­hil­ar­at­ing, ex­cit­ing, in­tox­ic­at­ing about it that makes a man want to dash about and do all sorts of things. As soon as I get out of the train I feel as if I had drunk a bottle of cham­pagne. What a jolly life one could have in Par­is among the artists, mu­si­cians and writers. Happy are the elect, the great men who en­joy fame in such a city. Theirs is really life!”

			He made plans for the fu­ture; he wanted to meet some fam­ous men so that he could talk about them at Ver­non, and spend an oc­ca­sion­al even­ing with them when he came to Par­is. Sud­denly an idea entered his head. He had heard about the little cafés of the out­er Boulevards where well-known paint­ers, lit­er­ary men and even mu­si­cians met, and he began slowly to make his way to­wards Mont­martre.

			He had two hours to spare, and wanted to find things out for him­self. He wandered past bars full of down-and-out Bo­hemi­ans, scru­tin­ising them closely, try­ing to pick out the ar­tistes, un­til at last he entered the Rat Mort, at­trac­ted by the name.

			Five or six wo­men sat with their el­bows on the marble tables, talk­ing in low voices about their love af­fairs, Lucie’s quar­rels with Hortense, and the cad­dish be­ha­viour of Octave. They were not young, were either too fat or too thin, and looked tired and worn; you felt that their hair was very thin; and they drank their beer like men.

			Mon­sieur Sav­al seated him­self at some dis­tance from them and waited, as it was nearly time for his ab­sinth. Presently a tall young man came in and sat down be­side him, whom the pat­ronne called Mon­sieur Ro­mantin. The not­ary gave a start; could it be the Ro­mantin who had re­ceived a First at the last Salon?

			The new­comer beckoned to the waiter and said: “Bring din­ner at once, then take thirty bottles of beer and the ham I ordered this morn­ing round to my new stu­dio, 15, Boulevard de Clichy. We are hav­ing a house­warm­ing.”

			Mon­sieur Sav­al ordered din­ner too, and as he took off his over­coat he was seen to be in even­ing dress. His neigh­bour had ap­par­ently not no­ticed him, for he took up a news­pa­per and began to read. Mon­sieur Sav­al looked at him out of the corner of his eyes, eager to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion. Two oth­er young men came in wear­ing red vel­vet jack­ets, and poin­ted beards à la Henri III, and sat down op­pos­ite Ro­mantin.

			One of them said: “It is this even­ing, isn’t it?” Ro­mantin shook hands with him: “Yes, rather, old chap, every­one is com­ing. Bon­nat, Guille­met, Gervex, Béraud, Hébert, Duez, Clair­in, Jean-Paul Laurens; it will be a great even­ing. And the wo­men, you’ll see! Every single act­ress—of course, I mean those who are not act­ing to­night.” The cab­aret-pro­pri­et­or, com­ing up to them, said: “You have a good many house­warm­ings?” and the paint­er replied: “That’s right, one every three months, at every quarter-day.”

			Mon­sieur Sav­al could keep quiet no longer, and said hes­it­at­ingly: “Ex­cuse me, sir, but I heard your name, and am very anxious to know wheth­er you are the Ro­mantin whose work I ad­mired so much in the last Salon.” The artist replied: “The very same, sir.” The not­ary paid him such a neat com­pli­ment that it was ob­vi­ous he was a man of cul­ture; the paint­er, flattered, re­spon­ded gra­ciously, and then they star­ted a con­ver­sa­tion. Ro­mantin re­turned to the sub­ject of his house­warm­ing, and de­scribed the gor­geous­ness of the en­ter­tain­ment, and Mon­sieur Sav­al asked him about the guests he was ex­pect­ing. “It would be a won­der­ful piece of luck,” he ad­ded, “for a stranger to meet so many celebrit­ies at once, at the house of so dis­tin­guished an artist as your­self.”

			Ro­mantin, now com­pletely won over, replied: “If it would give you any pleas­ure, do come.” Mon­sieur Sav­al ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion with en­thu­si­asm, and in­sisted on pay­ing both bills in re­turn for his neigh­bour’s ami­ab­il­ity; he also paid for the drinks of the young men in red vel­vet, and then left the cab­aret with the artist.

			They stopped be­fore a very long, low house, the first story of which looked like a very long con­ser­vat­ory and was di­vided in­to six stud­ies all in a row, which faced the Boulevard.

			Ro­mantin led the way up­stairs, opened a door, struck a match, and then lighted a candle. They were in a huge room with no fur­niture ex­cept three chairs, two easels, and a few sketches on the floor against the walls. Mon­sieur Sav­al, speech­less with sur­prise, re­mained stand­ing at the door. The paint­er said: “You see there’s plenty of room, but there’s a lot to be done yet.” Then, ex­amin­ing the bare, lofty room with its ceil­ing lost in gloom, he con­tin­ued: “The stu­dio has great pos­sib­il­it­ies,” and wandered about look­ing round with a sharp eye and said: “My little wo­man might have been use­ful. You can’t beat a wo­man at ar­ran­ging draper­ies! But I sent her to the coun­try today to get rid of her for the even­ing. It’s not that she wor­ries me, but she has no man­ners, which is a bore for one’s guests.” He thought the mat­ter over for a second or two, and ad­ded: “She’s a good girl, but not easy to get on with. If she knew I was hav­ing a party, she would scratch my eyes out.”

			Mon­sieur Sav­al had not stirred a step; he failed to un­der­stand what it was all about. The artist went up to him. “As I have in­vited you, you will help me, of course”; and the not­ary replied: “Of course I will: I am en­tirely at your dis­pos­al.”

			Ro­mantin took off his jack­et. “Well, friend, let’s make a start. First, we must clean the place.” He went be­hind the easel on which stood a paint­ing of a cat, and pro­duced a very dilap­id­ated broom. “Here you are, sweep up while I at­tend to the light­ing.” Mon­sieur Sav­al took the broom, looked at it, and began to sweep the floor awk­wardly, rais­ing a cloud of dust. Ro­mantin, very in­dig­nant, stopped him: “Heav­ens above, don’t you know how to sweep? Now, watch me,” and he began to push the heap of grey­ish dirt along the floor as if he had done noth­ing else all his life; then he handed the broom back to the not­ary, who tried to im­it­ate him. In five minutes there was such a cloud of dust in the stu­dio that Ro­mantin called out: “Where are you? I can’t see you.” Mon­sieur Sav­al came up to him, cough­ing, and the paint­er asked: “How would you set about to make a chan­delier?” Quite be­wildered, the not­ary echoed: “A chan­delier?” “Yes, a chan­delier to light the room, a chan­delier to hold candles.” The guest, still com­pletely at sea, replied: “I don’t know,” and the paint­er, skip­ping about and snap­ping his fin­ger like castanets, con­tin­ued: “Well, my lord, I have had an in­spir­a­tion,” and then, more soberly: “Do you hap­pen to have five francs on you?” “Cer­tainly.” “Well, then, go and buy five francs’ worth of candles while I go to the cooper’s.” And he pushed the not­ary in­to the street in his even­ing dress. Five minutes later they had re­turned, the one with his candles and the oth­er with a hoop off a bar­rel. Ro­mantin dived in­to a cup­board and brought out twenty empty bottles, which he fastened all round the hoop, then he went down­stairs to bor­row the steps from the con­ci­erge, after ex­plain­ing that he had won the old lady’s heart by paint­ing her cat, which was on the easel. When he had brought the steps he said to Mon­sieur Sav­al: “Are you nimble?” “Why, yes,” replied the not­ary, in­no­cently. “Then you can go up the steps and fasten the chan­delier to the ring in the ceil­ing; after that you can put candles in­to all the bottles, and light them. I tell you I have a geni­us for il­lu­min­a­tion. But for heav­en’s sake, take off your coat, you look like a flun­key.”

			The door was flung vi­ol­ently open and a wo­man blaz­ing with fury stood on the threshold. Ro­mantin looked at her with hor­ror in his eyes. She waited a second or two with fol­ded arms, and then in a shrill voice, full of ex­as­per­a­tion, shouted: “Oh, you dirty dog, that’s how you treat me!” Ro­mantin made no reply and she con­tin­ued: “Oh, you beast. You pre­ten­ded to be kind­ness it­self in send­ing me in­to the coun­try. I’ll show you the kind of party you are go­ing to have. Yes. I’ll re­ceive your guests for you …”; and work­ing her­self up: “I’ll fling your candles and your bottles in their faces. …”

			Ro­mantin said gently: “Mat­ilda, Mat­ilda,” but she wouldn’t listen, and went on: “Wait a bit, my beauty, wait a bit!” Then Ro­mantin went up to her and tried to get hold of her hands: “Mat­ilda.” But she was fairly launched now; she ran on and on pour­ing forth a whole volume of ab­use, a moun­tain of re­proaches; the words streamed from her lips like a tor­rent of filth, get­ting en­tangled in the struggle for su­prem­acy. She stammered, she stuttered, she jeered, gasped, and then sud­denly star­ted again with fur­ther in­sults, fresh oaths. He had seized her hands without at­tract­ing her no­tice, she was so de­term­ined to have her say, to re­lieve her feel­ings, that she did not even know he was there. At last she began to cry, and tears poured down her cheeks without in­ter­rupt­ing her flow of griev­ances, but her voice grew shrill and strained and very tear­ful, un­til it was broken by sobs. She made one or two fresh starts but was choked in­to si­lence and col­lapsed in a flood of tears. Touched by her dis­tress, he clasped her in his arms and kissed her hair.

			“Mat­ilda, my own dear Mat­ilda, listen to me. Be sens­ible. If I am giv­ing a party, you know it is only to thank these paint­ers for my Salon Medal. I can­not in­vite wo­men. You ought to be able to un­der­stand that. Artists are not like every­day people.”

			She sobbed out: “Why didn’t you tell me?”

			“Be­cause I was afraid of vex­ing you and hurt­ing your feel­ings. Now listen; I am go­ing to take you home; you are go­ing to be good and cheer­ful, you are go­ing to wait quietly for me in your little bed, and I will come round as soon as the party is over.”

			She muttered: “Very well, but you won’t do it again?”

			“Nev­er, I swear.”

			Then, turn­ing to­wards Mon­sieur Sav­al, who had just hung up the chan­delier, he said: “I’ll be back in five minutes, old chap. If any­one comes while I’m away, you’ll do the hon­ours for me, won’t you?” And he took the still weep­ing and sniff­ing Mat­ilda off. Left quite alone, Mon­sieur Sav­al fin­ished tidy­ing up, then lighted the candles and waited. Quarter of an hour, half an hour, a whole hour passed by, and no sign of Ro­mantin. Sud­denly there was a ter­rible noise on the stairs: twenty voices all to­geth­er were bel­low­ing out a song to the ac­com­pani­ment of the tramp, tramp of feet like a Prus­si­an re­gi­ment on the march; the reg­u­lar tramp of feet shook the whole house. Then the door opened and the crowd made its ap­pear­ance; a long string of men and wo­men hold­ing each oth­er’s arms and beat­ing time with their heels, filed in­to the stu­dio like a snake un­coil­ing it­self. They bel­lowed out:

			“Walk in, walk right in, to my par­lour. Nurses and Tom­mies all to­geth­er!”

			Ut­terly be­wildered, Maître Sav­al, in full dress, re­mained stand­ing un­der the chan­delier. The pro­ces­sion caught sight of him and roared sim­ul­tan­eously: “A flun­key! A flun­key!” and began to gath­er round him, en­clos­ing him in a circle of whoops and yells; they then took hands and danced madly round and round the poor not­ary, who at­temp­ted to ex­plain: “Gen­tle­men … gen­tle­men … ladies …” but no one would listen, they went on circ­ling and caper­ing round him shout­ing at the top of their voices. At last the dan­cing stopped, and Mon­sieur Sav­al began: “Gen­tle­men,” but a tall, fair, heav­ily bearded young fel­low in­ter­rup­ted him: “What is your name, old sport?” The scared not­ary replied: “I am Maître Sav­al.” “You mean Bap­tiste,” shouted one of the party, whereupon one of the wo­men said: “Leave the poor fel­low alone, or he will get angry. He is be­ing paid to wait on us and not to have fun poked at him.” Then Mon­sieur Sav­al no­ticed that each guest had brought his own share of the feast—the one a bottle, the oth­er a pie, an­oth­er some bread, an­oth­er a ham, and so on. The tall, fair boy thrust an enorm­ous saus­age in­to his hands and said: “Here, ar­range the buf­fet in the corner over there, put the bottles on the left and the eat­ables on the right.”

			Not know­ing wheth­er he was on his head or his heels, Sav­al shouted back: “But I am a not­ary, gen­tle­men!”

			There was a short si­lence fol­lowed by peals of laughter. A sus­pi­cious mem­ber of the party asked: “How did you get here?” He ex­plained all about his in­ten­tion of go­ing to the op­era, his de­par­ture from Ver­non, his ar­rival in Par­is, and what had happened dur­ing the even­ing. The guests had gathered round to hear the story, which they kept in­ter­rupt­ing, and call­ing him Scheherazade.

			There was still no sign of Ro­mantin. More guests ar­rived, and Maître Sav­al was promptly in­tro­duced so that he might tell them the story. When he re­fused, the oth­ers in­sisted and tied him to one of the three chairs in the room between two wo­men who kept on filling his glass. He drank, laughed, talked, sang, and tried to dance with his chair but fell down.

			From that mo­ment everything was a blank, al­though he had some vague idea that he was be­ing un­dressed and put to bed, and that he felt very sick.

			It was broad day­light when he woke up in a strange bed at the back of a deep re­cess.

			An old wo­man with a broom glared at him, in a great rage, then said:

			“Dirty beast! dirty beast! To get as drunk as that!”

			He sat up in bed, feel­ing far from happy. “Where am I?” he asked.

			“Where are you, you dirty beast? You are drunk. Be off now, one, two, three!”

			He wanted to get up but he was ly­ing na­ked in the bed and his clothes had van­ished.

			“Madam,” he began, “I … !” Then he re­membered what had happened, and didn’t know what to do; he asked: “Has Mon­sieur Ro­mantin not come back yet?”

			The con­ci­erge shouted: “Are you go­ing to clear out? Don’t let him find you here, whatever you do.”

			At his wit’s end, Maître Sav­al said: “But I have no clothes, someone has taken them.” So he was ob­liged to wait, to ex­plain mat­ters, com­mu­nic­ate with his friends and bor­row money to buy clothes. He did not get away till even­ing.

			And now when mu­sic is dis­cussed in his beau­ti­ful draw­ing room at Ver­non, he de­clares em­phat­ic­ally that paint­ing is a very in­feri­or art.

		
	
		
			The Odyssey of a Prostitute

			Yes. The memory of that even­ing will nev­er fade. For half an hour I real­ised the sin­is­ter real­ity of im­plac­able fate. I shuddered as a man shud­ders des­cend­ing a mine. I plumbed the black depths of hu­man misery; I un­der­stand that it is not pos­sible for some people to live a de­cent life.

			It was after mid­night. I was go­ing from the Vaudeville to the Rue Drouot, hur­ry­ing along the boulevard through a crowd of hur­ry­ing um­brel­las. A fine rain was hov­er­ing in the air rather than fall­ing, veil­ing the gas jets, spread­ing a gloom over the street. The gleam­ing pave­ment was sticky rather than damp. Anxious to get home, the pass­ersby looked neither to right nor left.

			The pros­ti­tutes, with skirts held up show­ing their legs, and re­veal­ing a white stock­ing to the wan gleams of even­ing light, were wait­ing in the shad­ow of door­ways, speak­ing to the pass­ersby or hur­ry­ing brazenly past them, thrust­ing a stu­pid in­com­pre­hens­ible phrase at them as they passed. They fol­lowed a man for a few seconds, jost­ling against him, breath­ing their pu­trid breath in his face; then, see­ing the fu­til­ity of their ap­peals, they aban­doned him with a sud­den angry move­ment and took up their prom­en­ade again, jerking their hips as they walked.

			I went on my way, spoken to by them all, seized by the arm, ir­rit­ated, re­vol­ted and dis­gus­ted. Sud­denly I saw three of them run­ning as if they were ter­ri­fied, fling­ing a quick phrase to the oth­ers as they ran. And the oth­ers began to run too, an open flight, bunch­ing their clothes to­geth­er so that they could run the faster. They were mak­ing a roundup of pros­ti­tutes that night.

			Sud­denly I felt an arm un­der mine, while a ter­ri­fied voice mur­mured in my ear: “Save me, sir, save me, don’t leave me.”

			I looked at the girl. She was not yet twenty, al­though already fad­ing. “Stay with me,” I said to her. “Oh, thank you,” she mur­mured.

			We reached the line of po­lice. It opened to let me pass.

			And I pro­ceeded down the Rue Drouot.

			My com­pan­ion asked:

			“Will you come home with me?”

			“No.”

			“Why not? You have done me a very great ser­vice that I shan’t for­get.”

			To get rid of her, I answered:

			“Be­cause I’m mar­ried.”

			“What does that mat­ter?”

			“Well, my child, that’s enough. I’ve pulled you out of a hole. Leave me alone now.”

			The street was deser­ted and dark, really sin­is­ter. And this wo­man cling­ing to my arm ad­ded to the fright­ful feel­ing of sad­ness that had over­whelmed me. She tried to em­brace me. I re­coiled in hor­ror, and said harshly:

			“Be off, and shut your mouth.”

			She re­treated in some­thing like an­ger, then ab­ruptly began to sob. I stood be­wildered, filled with pity, not un­der­stand­ing:

			“Come, what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			She mur­mured between her tears:

			“It’s not very pleas­ant, if you only knew.”

			“What isn’t?”

			“The life I live.”

			“Why did you choose it?”

			“It wasn’t my fault.”

			“Then whose fault was it?”

			“I know whose it was!”

			I felt a sud­den in­terest in this aban­doned creature.

			“Won’t you tell me about your­self?” I asked her.

			She told me.

			“I was six­teen years old, I was in ser­vice at Yvetot, with M. Ler­able, a seeds­man. My par­ents were dead. I had no one; I knew quite well that my mas­ter looked at me strangely and tickled my cheeks; but I didn’t think about it much. I knew a few things, of course. You get pretty shrewd in the coun­try; but M. Ler­able was a pi­ous old thing who went to Mass every Sunday. I would nev­er have be­lieved him cap­able of it.

			“Then one day he wanted to make up to me in my kit­chen. I res­isted him. He went off.

			“There was a gro­cer op­pos­ite us, M. Dutan, who had a very agree­able as­sist­ant; so agree­able that I let him get round me. That hap­pens to every­body, doesn’t it? So I used to leave the door open in the even­ings, and he used to come and see me.

			“And then one night M. Ler­able heard a noise. He came up­stairs and found Ant­oine and tried to kill him. They fought with chairs and the wa­ter jug and everything. I had seized my bit of clothes and I rushed in­to the street. Off I went.

			“I was frightened, scared stiff. I got dressed un­der a door­way. Then I began to walk straight on. I was sure there had been someone killed and that the po­lice were look­ing for me already. I reached the high road to Rouen. I thought to my­self that at Rouen I could hide my­self quite safely.

			“It was too dark to see the ditches and I heard dogs bark­ing in the farms. You don’t know what you hear at night. Birds scream­ing like a man who’s hav­ing his throat cut, beasts that yelp and beasts that wheeze, and all sorts of things that you don’t un­der­stand. I went all over goose­flesh. I crossed my­self at every sound. You’ve no idea what it is that’s scar­ing you so. When it grew light, I thought of the po­lice again and began to run. Then I calmed down.

			“I felt hungry too, in spite of my anxi­ety; but I hadn’t any­thing, not a ha’penny. I’d for­got­ten my money, everything be­long­ing to me in the world, eight­een francs.

			“So I had to walk with a com­plain­ing stom­ach. It was warm. The sun scorched me. Noon passed. I went on walk­ing.

			“Sud­denly I heard horses be­hind me. I turned round. The po­lice! My blood ran cold; I thought I should fall; but I kept my­self up. They caught up to me. They looked at me. One of them, the older, said:

			“ ‘Good af­ter­noon, miss.’

			“ ‘Good af­ter­noon, sir.’

			“ ‘Where are you off like this?’

			“ ‘I’m go­ing to Rouen, to ser­vice in a situ­ation I’ve been offered.’

			“ ‘Like this, on your two feet?’

			“ ‘Yes, like this.’

			“My heart was beat­ing so that I could hardly speak. I was say­ing to my­self: ‘They’ll take me.’ And my legs itched to run. But they would have caught me up in a minute, you see.

			“The old one began again:

			“ ‘We’ll jog along to­geth­er as far as Barant­in, miss, since we’re all go­ing the same way.’

			“ ‘Gladly, sir.’

			“So we fell to talk­ing. I made my­self as agree­able as I knew how, you may be sure, so agree­able that they thought things that wer­en’t true. And then, as I was walk­ing through a wood, the old one said:

			“ ‘What do you say if we go and lie down a bit on the moss?’

			“I answered without stop­ping to think:

			“ ‘Yes, if you like.’

			“Then he dis­moun­ted, gave his horse to the oth­er, and off we both went in­to the wood.

			“There was no chance of say­ing no. What would you have done in my place? He took what he wanted; then he said: ‘We mustn’t for­get the oth­er fel­low.’ And he went back to hold the horses, while the oth­er one re­joined me. I was so ashamed of it that I could have cried. But I dar­en’t res­ist, you see.

			“So we went on again. I had noth­ing more to say. I was too sad at heart. And then I was so hungry I couldn’t walk any fur­ther. All the same, they offered me a glass of wine in a vil­lage, and that heartened me up for a while. And then they set off at a trot, so as not to go through Barant­in in my com­pany. Then I sat down in the ditch and cried till I couldn’t cry any more.

			“I was three hours longer walk­ing to Rouen. It was sev­en o’clock in the even­ing when I ar­rived. At first I was dazzled by all the lights. And then I didn’t know where to sit down. On the roads there’s ditches and grass where you can even lie down to sleep. But in towns there’s noth­ing.

			“My legs were giv­ing way un­der me, and I had such fits of gid­di­ness I thought I was go­ing to fall. And then it began to rain, small fine rain, like this even­ing, that soaks through you without your no­ti­cing it. I have no luck on rainy days. Well, I began to walk in the streets. I stared at all the houses, and said to my­self: ‘All those beds and all that bread in those houses, and I couldn’t find even a crust and a mat­tress.’ I went along the streets, where there were wo­men speak­ing to passing men. In times like those you do what you can. I star­ted to speak to every­one, as they were do­ing. But no one answered me. I wished I was dead. I went on like that till mid­night. I didn’t even know what I was do­ing now. At last, a man listens to me. ‘Where do you live?’ he asks. Ne­ces­sity makes you sharp. I answered: ‘I can’t take you home, be­cause I live with mamma. But aren’t there houses where we can go?’

			“ ‘It’s not of­ten I spend a franc on a room,’ he answered.

			“Then he re­flec­ted and ad­ded: ‘Come on. I know a quiet spot where we shan’t be in­ter­rup­ted.’

			“He took me over a bridge and then he led me to the end of the town, in a mead­ow near the river. I couldn’t fol­low him any farther.

			“He made me sit down, and then he began to busy him­self with what we’d come for. But he was so long about his busi­ness that I was over­come with wear­i­ness and fell asleep.

			“He went away without giv­ing me any­thing. I didn’t hardly no­tice it. It was rain­ing, as I told you. Ever since that day I’ve had pains I can’t get rid of, be­cause I slept in the mud all the night.

			“I was wakened by two cops, who took me to the po­lice sta­tion and then, from there, to pris­on, where I stayed a week while they tried to find out what I could be or where I came from. I wouldn’t say any­thing for fear of con­sequences.

			“They found out, how­ever, and they let me go, after pro­noun­cing me not guilty.

			“I had to be­gin look­ing for work again. I tried to get a place, but I couldn’t, be­cause of com­ing out of pris­on.

			“Then I re­membered an old judge who had rolled his eyes at me when he was try­ing me, just like old Ler­able at Yvetot did. And I went to see him. I wasn’t mis­taken. He gave me five francs when I came away, and said: ‘You shall have the same every time, but don’t come of­ten­er than twice a week.’

			“I un­der­stood that all right, see­ing his age. But that gave me an idea. I said to my­self: ‘Young men are all right for a bit of fun, and they’re jolly and all that, but there’s no fat liv­ing to be got there, while with old men it’s an­oth­er thing.’ And then I’d got to know them, the old apes, with their sheep’s eyes and their wretched semb­lance of a head.

			“Do you know what I did? I dressed my­self like a ser­vant girl com­ing from mar­ket, and I ran about the streets, look­ing for my foster-fath­ers. Oh, I caught them at the first shot. I used to say to my­self: ‘Here’s one’ll bite.’

			“He came up. He began:

			“ ‘Good day, miss.’

			“ ‘Good day, sir.’

			“ ‘Where are you off like this?’

			“ ‘I’m go­ing back to my em­ploy­ers’ house.’

			“ ‘Do they live a long way off, your em­ploy­ers?’

			“ ‘So so.’

			“Then he didn’t know what to say next. I used to slack­en step to let him ex­plain him­self.

			“Then he paid me a few com­pli­ments in a low voice, and then he asked me to come home with him. I took some press­ing, you un­der­stand, then I gave in. I used to have two or three of that sort every morn­ing, and all my af­ter­noons free. That was the best time of my life. I didn’t worry.

			“But there. One’s not left in peace long. Ill luck had it that I got to know a wealthy old dev­il in so­ci­ety. A former pres­id­ent, who was at least sev­enty-five years old.

			“One even­ing he took me to dine in a res­taur­ant in the sub­urbs. And then, you see, he hadn’t the sense to go care­fully. He died dur­ing the dessert.

			“I got three months in pris­on, be­cause I wasn’t re­gistered.

			“It was then I came to Par­is.

			“Oh, it’s a hard life here, sir. You don’t eat every day. There’s too many of us. Ah, well, so much the worse, every­one has their own troubles, haven’t they?”

			She was si­lent. I was walk­ing be­side her, sick at heart. Sud­denly she began to talk fa­mil­iarly again.

			“So you’re not com­ing home with me, dear­ie?”

			“No. I told you so be­fore.”

			“Well, good­bye, thanks all the same, and no of­fence taken. But I’m sure you’re mak­ing a mis­take.”

			And she went off, los­ing her­self in the fine rain. I saw her passing un­der a gas jet, and then dis­ap­pear in the shad­ows. Poor wretch!

		
	
		
			A Coup d’État

			Par­is had just learnt of the dis­aster of Sedan. The Re­pub­lic was pro­claimed. All France was pant­ing at the out­set of a de­li­ri­um that las­ted un­til after the Com­mune. Every­body was play­ing sol­diers from one end of the coun­try to the oth­er.

			Hat­ters be­came col­on­els, as­sum­ing the du­ties of gen­er­als; re­volvers and dag­gers were dis­played on large ro­tund paunches, en­vel­oped in red sashes; com­mon cit­izens be­came tem­por­ary war­ri­ors, com­mand­ing bat­talions of noisy vo­lun­teers, and swear­ing like troop­ers to em­phas­ize their im­port­ance.

			The mere fact of bear­ing arms and hand­ling guns ex­cited people who hitherto had only handled weigh­ing scales, and made them for­mid­able to the first comer, without reas­on. They even ex­ecuted a few in­no­cent people to prove that they knew how to kill; and, in roam­ing through coun­try places as yet in­no­cent of Prus­si­ans, they shot stray dogs, cows chew­ing the cud in peace, or sick horses put out to pas­ture. Every man be­lieved him­self called upon to play a great role in mil­it­ary af­fairs. The cafés of the smal­lest vil­lages, full of trades­men in uni­form, re­sembled bar­racks or field hos­pit­als.

			Now, the town of Can­neville did not yet know the news of the army and the Cap­it­al, but a vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion had been dis­turb­ing it for a month, and the rival parties had con­fron­ted each oth­er. The may­or, Vicomte de Var­netot, a small, thin man, already old, a Le­git­im­ist who had ral­lied re­cently to the Em­pire, spurred by am­bi­tion, had seen rising up against him a power­ful ad­versary in Doc­tor Mas­sarel, a stout, full-blooded man, head of the Re­pub­lic­an party in the dis­trict, ven­er­able chief of the Ma­son­ic lodge in the county town, pres­id­ent of the So­ci­ety of Ag­ri­cul­ture, chair­man of the Fire De­part­ment ban­quet, and or­gan­izer of the rur­al mi­li­tia which was to save the coun­try.

			In two weeks he had in­duced sixty-three mar­ried men and fath­ers of fam­il­ies to vo­lun­teer in de­fence of their coun­try, prudent farm­ers and mer­chants of the town, and he drilled them every morn­ing on the square in front of the town hall.

			Whenev­er the may­or happened to ap­pear at the loc­al gov­ern­ment build­ing, Com­mand­er Mas­sarel, covered with pis­tols, sword in hand, passing proudly up and down in front of his troops, would make them shout, “Long live our coun­try!” And this, they no­ticed, dis­turbed the little Vicomte, who no doubt heard in it men­ace and de­fi­ance, and per­haps some odi­ous re­col­lec­tion of the great Re­volu­tion.

			On the morn­ing of the fifth of Septem­ber, in uni­form, his re­volver on the table, the doc­tor was giv­ing a con­sulta­tion to an old peas­ant couple of whom the hus­band had suffered with varicose veins for sev­en years, but who had waited un­til his wife had the same com­plaint be­fore com­ing to see the doc­tor, when the post­man ar­rived with the news­pa­per.

			Doc­tor Mas­sarel opened it, grew pale, straightened him­self ab­ruptly and, rais­ing his arms to heav­en in a ges­ture of ex­al­ta­tion, cried out with all his might, in the face of the amazed rus­tics:

			“Long live the Re­pub­lic! Long live the Re­pub­lic! Long live the Re­pub­lic!”

			Then he dropped in­to his arm­chair weak with emo­tion.

			When the peas­ant ex­plained again that this sick­ness had be­gun with a feel­ing as if ants were run­ning up and down in his legs, the doc­tor ex­claimed: “Leave me in peace. I have no time to waste on such non­sense. The Re­pub­lic is pro­claimed! The Em­per­or is a pris­on­er! France is saved! Long live the Re­pub­lic!” And, run­ning to the door, he bel­lowed: “Céleste! Quick! Céleste!”

			The frightened maid hastened in. He stuttered, so rap­idly did he try to speak: “My boots, my sword—my cart­ridge box—and—the Span­ish dag­ger, which is on my night table. Hurry now!”

			The ob­stin­ate peas­ant, tak­ing ad­vant­age of the mo­ment’s si­lence, began again: “They be­came like knots that hurt me when I walked.”

			The ex­as­per­ated doc­tor shouted: “Shut up, for heav­en’s sake! If you had washed your feet of­ten­er, it would not have happened.” Then, seiz­ing him by the neck, he hissed in his face: “Can’t you un­der­stand that we are liv­ing in a Re­pub­lic, idi­ot?”

			But a sense of his pro­fes­sion calmed him sud­denly, and he let the as­ton­ished old couple out of the house, re­peat­ing:

			“Come back to­mor­row, come back to­mor­row, my friends; I have no time today.”

			While equip­ping him­self from head to foot, he gave an­oth­er series of ur­gent or­ders to the maid:

			“Run to Lieu­ten­ant Pi­cart’s and to Sub­lieu­ten­ant Pom­mel’s and tell them that I want them here im­me­di­ately. Send Torchebeuf to me, too, with his drum. Quick, now! Quick!” And when Céleste was gone, he col­lec­ted his thoughts and pre­pared to over­come the dif­fi­culties of the situ­ation.

			The three men ar­rived to­geth­er. They were in their work­ing clothes. The Com­mand­er, who had ex­pec­ted to see them in uni­form, gave a start of sur­prise.

			“Good Lord! You know noth­ing, then? The Em­per­or has been taken pris­on­er. A Re­pub­lic is pro­claimed. We must take ac­tion. My po­s­i­tion is del­ic­ate, I might al­most say per­il­ous.”

			He re­flec­ted for some minutes in the pres­ence of his as­ton­ished sub­or­din­ates and then con­tin­ued:

			“We must act without hes­it­a­tion. Minutes now are worth hours in times like these. Everything de­pends upon prompt­ness of de­cision. You, Pi­cart, go and find the priest and or­der him to ring the bell to bring the people to­geth­er, so that I can in­form them. You, Torchebeuf, beat the call in every part of the dis­trict, as far as the ham­lets of Ger­isaie and Sal­mare, to as­semble the mi­li­tia in arms, in the square. You, Pom­mel, put on your uni­form at once, that is, the jack­et and cap. We, to­geth­er, are go­ing to take pos­ses­sion of the town hall and sum­mon M. de Var­netot to trans­fer his au­thor­ity to me. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes.”

			“Act, then, and promptly. I will ac­com­pany you to your house, Pom­mel, since we are to work to­geth­er.”

			Five minutes later, the Com­mand­ant and his sub­al­tern, armed to the teeth, ap­peared in the square, just at the mo­ment when the little Vicomte de Var­netot, wear­ing hunt­ing gaiters, and with his rifle on his shoulder, came along by an­oth­er street, walk­ing rap­idly and fol­lowed by three game­keep­ers in green jack­ets, each car­ry­ing a knife at his side and a gun over his shoulder.

			While the doc­tor stopped in amazement, the four men entered the town hall and the door closed be­hind them.

			“We have been fore­stalled,” mur­mured the doc­tor. “Now we shall have to wait for re­in­force­ments; noth­ing can be done for the time be­ing.”

			Lieu­ten­ant Pi­cart re­appeared: “The priest re­fuses to obey,” said he; “he has even shut him­self up in the church with the beadle and the ush­er.” On the oth­er side of the square, op­pos­ite the white, closed front of the town-hall, the church, si­lent and sombre, showed its great oak door with the wrought-iron trim­mings.

			Then, as the puzzled in­hab­it­ants put their heads out of the win­dows, or came out upon their thresholds, the rolling of a drum was heard, and Torchebeuf sud­denly ap­peared, beat­ing with fury the three quick strokes of the call to arms. He crossed the square with dis­cip­lined step, and then dis­ap­peared along the road lead­ing to the coun­try.

			The Com­mand­ant drew his sword, ad­vanced alone about halfway between the two build­ings where the en­emy was bar­ri­caded and, wav­ing his weapon above his head, roared at the top of his lungs: “Long live the Re­pub­lic! Death to trait­ors!” Then he fell back where his of­ficers were. The butcher, the baker, and the apo­thecary, feel­ing a little un­cer­tain, put up their shut­ters and closed their shops. The gro­cery alone re­mained open.

			Mean­while the men of the mi­li­tia were gradu­ally ar­riv­ing, vari­ously clothed, but all wear­ing caps with red braid, the cap con­sti­tut­ing the whole uni­form of the corps. They were armed with their old, rusty guns, guns that had hung over chim­neypieces in kit­chens for thirty years, and looked quite like a de­tach­ment of for­est­ers.

			When there were about thirty around him, the Com­mand­ant ex­plained in a few words the state of af­fairs. Then, turn­ing to­ward his gen­er­al staff, he said: “Now, we must act.”

			While the in­hab­it­ants col­lec­ted, looked on, and dis­cussed the mat­ter, the doc­tor quickly formed his plan of cam­paign:

			“Lieu­ten­ant Pi­cart, you ad­vance to the win­dows of the town hall and or­der M. de Var­netot to sur­render it to me, in the name of the Re­pub­lic.”

			But the lieu­ten­ant was a mas­ter-ma­son and re­fused.

			“You are very clev­er, aren’t you? Try­ing to make a tar­get of me! Those fel­lows in there are good shots, you know. No, thanks! Ex­ecute your com­mis­sions your­self!”

			The Com­mand­ant turned red: “I or­der you to go in the name of dis­cip­line,” said he.

			The lieu­ten­ant re­belled:

			“I am not go­ing to have my fea­tures spoiled without know­ing the reas­on why.”

			The not­ables of the vil­lage, in a group near by, began to laugh. One of them called out: “You are right, Pi­cart, it is not the prop­er time.” The doc­tor, un­der his breath, muttered: “Cow­ards!” And, pla­cing his sword and his re­volver in the hands of a sol­dier, he ad­vanced with meas­ured step, his eyes fixed on the win­dows, as if he ex­pec­ted to see the muzzle of a gun poin­ted at him.

			When he was with­in a few steps of the build­ing the doors at the two ends, af­ford­ing an en­trance to two schools, opened, and a flood of little creatures, boys on one side, girls on the oth­er, poured out and began play­ing in the open space, chat­ter­ing around the doc­tor like a flock of birds. He could hardly make him­self heard.

			As soon as they were all out, the two doors closed. The great­er part of the little mon­keys fi­nally scattered, and then the Com­mand­ant called out in a loud voice:

			“Mon­sieur de Var­netot?” A win­dow in the first story opened and M. de Var­netot ap­peared.

			The Com­mand­ant began: “Mon­sieur, you are aware of the great events which have changed the sys­tem of Gov­ern­ment. The party you rep­res­ent no longer ex­ists. The side I rep­res­ent now comes in­to power. Un­der these sad but de­cis­ive cir­cum­stances, I come to sum­mon you, in the name of the new Re­pub­lic, to place in my hands the au­thor­ity ves­ted in you by the out­go­ing power.”

			M. de Var­netot replied: “Doc­tor Mas­sarel, I am may­or of Can­neville, so placed by the prop­er au­thor­it­ies, and may­or of Can­neville I shall re­main un­til the title is re­voked and re­placed by an or­der from my su­per­i­ors. As may­or, I am at home in the town hall and there I shall stay. Fur­ther­more, just try to put me out.” And he closed the win­dow.

			The Com­mand­ant re­turned to his troops. But, be­fore ex­plain­ing any­thing, meas­ur­ing Lieu­ten­ant Pi­cart from head to foot, he said:

			“You are a fine fel­low, you are—a goose, the dis­grace of the army. I de­grade you.”

			The Lieu­ten­ant replied: “I don’t care a damn.” And he went over to the group of grumbling cit­izens.

			Then the doc­tor hes­it­ated. What should he do? Make an as­sault? Would his men obey him? And then, was he in the right? Then he had a bright idea. He ran to the tele­graph of­fice op­pos­ite the town hall, on the oth­er side of the square, and sent three dis­patches: “To the Mem­bers of the Re­pub­lic­an Gov­ern­ment, at Par­is”; “To the New Re­pub­lic­an Pre­fect of the Seine-In­férieure, at Rouen”; “To the New Re­pub­lic­an Sub­pre­fect of Dieppe.”

			He ex­plained the situ­ation fully; told of the danger which the dis­trict in­curred by re­main­ing in the hands of the mon­arch­ist may­or, offered his loy­al ser­vices, asked for or­ders and signed his name, fol­lowed by all his titles. Then he re­turned to his army corps and, draw­ing ten francs out of his pock­et, said:

			“Now, my men, go and eat and drink a little some­thing. Only leave here a de­tach­ment of ten men, so that no one leaves the town hall.”

			Ex-Lieu­ten­ant Pi­cart, chat­ting with the watch maker, over­heard this. With a sneer he re­marked: “Par­don me, but if they go out, you will have a chance to go in. Oth­er­wise, I can’t see how you are to get in there!”

			The doc­tor made no reply, but went off to lunch. In the af­ter­noon, he placed guards all about town, as if it were threatened by a sur­prise. Many times he passed be­fore the doors of the town hall and of the church, without no­ti­cing any­thing sus­pi­cious; one might have be­lieved the two build­ings were empty.

			The butcher, the baker, and the apo­thecary re­opened their shops. There was a lot of talk­ing in the houses. If the Em­per­or had been taken pris­on­er, there must be a trait­or some­where. They did not know ex­actly which Re­pub­lic had been re­stored.

			Night came on. To­ward nine o’clock, the doc­tor re­turned quietly and alone to the en­trance to the town hall, per­suaded that his ad­versary had re­tired. And, as he was try­ing to force an en­trance with a few blows of a pick­axe, the loud voice of a sen­try de­man­ded sud­denly: “Who goes there?” Mon­sieur Mas­sarel beat a re­treat at top speed.

			An­oth­er day dawned without any change in the situ­ation. The mi­li­tia in arms oc­cu­pied the square. The in­hab­it­ants stood around them, await­ing the solu­tion. People from neigh­bour­ing vil­lages came to look on. Fi­nally, the doc­tor, real­iz­ing that his repu­ta­tion was at stake, re­solved to settle the thing in one way or an­oth­er. He had just de­cided that it must be some­thing en­er­get­ic, when the door of the tele­graph of­fice opened and the little ser­vant of the post­mis­tress ap­peared, hold­ing in her hand two pa­pers.

			First she went to the Com­mand­ant and gave him one of the dis­patches; then, cross­ing the deser­ted centre of the square, in­tim­id­ated by so many eyes fixed upon her, with lowered head and run­ning steps, she rapped gently at the door of the bar­ri­caded house, as if un­aware that a party of men in arms was con­cealed there.

			The door opened slightly; the hand of a man re­ceived the mes­sage, and the girl re­turned, blush­ing and ready to weep, from be­ing stared at by the whole coun­tryside.

			In vi­brat­ing tones the doc­tor shouted: “Si­lence, please.” And, when the popu­lace be­came quiet, he con­tin­ued proudly:

			“Here is a com­mu­nic­a­tion which I have re­ceived from the Gov­ern­ment.” And rais­ing the tele­gram, he read:

			
				“Old may­or re­called. Please at­tend to ur­gent mat­ters. In­struc­tions will fol­low.

				“For the Sub­pre­fect,

				
					“Sap­in, Coun­cil­lor.”

				
			

			He had tri­umphed. His heart was beat­ing with joy. His hands were shak­ing. But Pi­cart, his old sub­al­tern, cried out to him from a neigh­bour­ing group: “That’s all right; but if the oth­ers in there won’t get out, that piece of pa­per will not do you much good.” M. Mas­sarel turned pale. Sup­pos­ing the oth­ers would not get out? He would now have to take the of­fens­ive. It was not only his right, but his duty. And he looked anxiously at the town hall, hop­ing that he might see the door open and his ad­versary re­treat. But the door re­mained closed. What was to be done? The crowd was in­creas­ing, sur­round­ing the mi­li­tia. People were laugh­ing.

			One thought, es­pe­cially, tor­tured the doc­tor. If he should make an as­sault, he must march at the head of his men; and as, once he were killed, there would be no op­pos­i­tion, it would be at him, and at him alone that M. de Var­netot and the three game­keep­ers would aim. And their aim was good, very good! Pi­cart had re­minded him of that.

			But an idea oc­curred to him, and turn­ing to Pom­mel, he said: “Go, quickly, and ask the chem­ist to lend me a nap­kin and a pole.”

			The Lieu­ten­ant hur­ried off. The doc­tor was go­ing to make a polit­ic­al ban­ner, a white one, that would, per­haps, re­joice the Le­git­im­ist heart of the old may­or.

			Pom­mel re­turned with the piece of lin­en re­quired, and a broom handle. With some pieces of string, they im­pro­vised a flag, which Mas­sarel seized in both hands. Again, he ad­vanced to­wards the town hall, bear­ing the stand­ard be­fore him. When in front of the door, he called out: “Mon­sieur de Var­netot!”

			The door opened sud­denly, and M. de Var­netot and his three game­keep­ers ap­peared on the threshold. The doc­tor re­coiled, in­stinct­ively. Then, he sa­luted his en­emy cour­teously, and an­nounced, al­most strangled by emo­tion: “I have come, sir, to com­mu­nic­ate to you the in­struc­tions I have just re­ceived.”

			That gen­tle­man, without any sa­luta­tion whatever, replied: “I am go­ing to with­draw, sir, but you must un­der­stand that it is not be­cause of fear, or in obed­i­ence to an odi­ous gov­ern­ment that has usurped power.” And, bit­ing off each word, he de­clared: “I do not wish to have the ap­pear­ance of serving the Re­pub­lic for a single day. That is all.”

			Mas­sarel, amazed, made no reply; and M. de Var­netot, walk­ing off at a rap­id pace, dis­ap­peared around the corner, fol­lowed closely by his es­cort. Then the doc­tor, mad with pride, re­turned to the crowd. When he was near enough to be heard, he cried: “Hur­rah! Hur­rah! The Re­pub­lic tri­umphs all along the line!”

			But no emo­tion was mani­fes­ted. The doc­tor tried again: “The people are free! You are free and in­de­pend­ent! Do you un­der­stand? Be proud of it!”

			The list­less vil­la­gers looked at him with eyes un­lit by glory. In his turn, he looked at them, in­dig­nant at their in­dif­fer­ence, seek­ing for some word that could make a grand im­pres­sion, elec­tri­fy this pla­cid coun­try and make good his mis­sion. The in­spir­a­tion came, and turn­ing to Pom­mel, he said: “Lieu­ten­ant, go and get the bust of the ex-Em­per­or, which is in the Mu­ni­cip­al Coun­cil Hall, and bring it to me with a chair.”

			And soon the man re­appeared, car­ry­ing on his right shoulder, Na­po­leon III in plaster, and hold­ing in his left hand a straw-bot­tomed chair.

			Mas­sarel met him, took the chair, placed it on the ground, put the white im­age upon it, fell back a few steps and called out, in son­or­ous voice:

			“Tyr­ant! Tyr­ant! At last you have fallen! Fallen in the dust and in the mire. An ex­pir­ing coun­try groaned be­neath your foot. Aven­ging fate has struck you down. De­feat and shame cling to you. You fall conquered, a pris­on­er to the Prus­si­ans, and upon the ru­ins of the crum­bling Em­pire the young and ra­di­ant Re­pub­lic arises, pick­ing up your broken sword.”

			He awaited ap­plause. But not a shout was raised, not a hand clapped. The be­wildered peas­ants re­mained si­lent. And the bust, with its poin­ted mous­taches ex­tend­ing bey­ond the cheeks on each side, the bust, as mo­tion­less and well groomed as a hairdress­er’s sign, seemed to be look­ing at M. Mas­sarel with a plaster smile, an in­ef­face­able and mock­ing smile.

			They re­mained thus face to face, Na­po­leon on the chair, the doc­tor in front of him about three steps away. Sud­denly the Com­mand­ant grew angry. What was to be done? What was there that would move these people, and bring about a def­in­ite vic­tory of opin­ion? His hand happened to rest on his hip and to come in con­tact there with the butt end of his re­volver, un­der his red sash. No in­spir­a­tion, no fur­ther word would come. So he drew his pis­tol, ad­vanced two steps, and, tak­ing aim, fired at the late mon­arch. The ball entered the fore­head, leav­ing a little, black hole, like a spot, noth­ing more. It made no ef­fect. Then he fired a second shot, which made a second hole; then, a third; and then, without stop­ping, he emp­tied his re­volver. The brow of Na­po­leon dis­ap­peared in white powder, but the eyes, the nose, and the fine points of the mous­taches re­mained in­tact. Then, the ex­as­per­ated doc­tor over­turned the chair with a blow of his fist and, rest­ing a foot on the re­mainder of the bust in an at­ti­tude of tri­umph, he turned to the flab­ber­gas­ted pub­lic and shouted: “So let all tyr­ants per­ish!”

			Still no en­thu­si­asm was mani­fest, and as the spec­tat­ors seemed to be in a kind of stupor from as­ton­ish­ment, the Com­mand­ant called to the mi­li­tia­men: “You may now go to your homes.” And he went to­ward his own house with great strides, as if he were pur­sued.

			His maid, when he ap­peared, told him that some pa­tients had been wait­ing in his of­fice for three hours. He hastened in. There were the two varicose-vein pa­tients, who had re­turned at day­break, ob­stin­ate and pa­tient.

			The old man im­me­di­ately began his ex­plan­a­tion: “This began by a feel­ing like ants run­ning up and down my legs.”

		
	
		
			A Humble Drama

			Meet­ings con­sti­tute the charm of trav­el­ling. Who does not know the joy of com­ing, five hun­dred leagues from one’s nat­ive land, upon a man from Par­is, a col­lege friend, or a neigh­bour in the coun­try? Who has not spent a night, un­able to sleep, in the little jingling stage­coach of coun­tries where steam is still un­known, be­side a strange young wo­man, half seen by the gleam of the lan­tern when she clambered in­to the car­riage at the door of a white house in a little town?

			And, when morn­ing comes, and brain and ears are still numbed by the per­petu­al ringing of the bells and the noisy clat­ter of the win­dows, how charm­ing to see your pretty tousled neigh­bour open her eyes, look about her, ar­range her re­bel­li­ous tresses with the tips of her slim fin­gers, ad­just her hat, feel with her skil­ful hand wheth­er her cor­sets have not slipped, wheth­er her per­son is as it should be, and her skirt not too crushed!

			She gives you, too, a single cold, in­quis­it­ive glance. Then she settles her­self in­to her corner and seems to have no eyes for any­thing but the land­scape.

			In spite of your­self, you stare at her all the time: you think of her the whole time in spite of your­self. What is she? Where has she come from? Where is she go­ing to? In spite of your­self, you sketch a little ro­mance in your mind. She is pretty; she seems charm­ing! Happy man! … Life might be ex­quis­ite by her side. Who knows? Per­haps she is the wo­man ne­ces­sary to our emo­tions, our dreams, our de­sires.

			And how de­li­cious, too, is the re­gret with which you see her get off at the gate of a coun­try-house. A man is wait­ing there with two chil­dren and two ser­vants. He takes her in his arms and kisses her as he helps her down. She stoops and takes up the little ones who are stretch­ing out their hands, and caresses them lov­ingly; they go off down a path while the maids take the boxes which the con­duct­or is hand­ing down from the roof.

			Good­bye! It is fin­ished. You will nev­er see her again. Good­bye to the wo­man who has spent the night at your side. You nev­er knew her, nev­er spoke to her; still you are a little sad when she goes. Good­bye!

			I have many of these memor­ies of travel, grave and gay.

			I was in Auvergne, wan­der­ing on foot among those de­light­ful French moun­tains, not too high, not too wild, but friendly and homely. I had climbed the Sancy, and was just go­ing in­to a little inn, near a pil­grims’ chapel named Notre Dame de Vassivière, when I no­ticed an old wo­man, a strange, ab­surd fig­ure, lunch­ing by her­self at the table in­side.

			She was at least sev­enty, tall, withered, and an­gu­lar, with white hair ar­ranged in old-fash­ioned saus­age curls on her temples. She was dressed in the quaint and clumsy style of the wan­der­ing Eng­lish­wo­man, like a per­son to whom clothes were a mat­ter of com­plete in­dif­fer­ence; she was eat­ing an om­elette and drink­ing wa­ter.

			She had an odd ex­pres­sion, with rest­less eyes, the face of one whom life has treated harshly. I stared at her in spite of my­self, won­der­ing: “Who is she? What sort of thing is this wo­man’s life? Why is she wan­der­ing all alone in these moun­tains?”

			She paid, then rose to go, re­ad­just­ing upon her shoulders an ex­traordin­ary little shawl, whose two ends hung down over her arms. She took from a corner a long al­pen­stock covered with names en­graved in the rusty iron, then walked out, straight and stiff, with the long strides of a post­man set­ting off on his round.

			A guide was wait­ing for her at the door. They moved off. I watched them des­cend the val­ley, along the road in­dic­ated by a line of high wooden crosses. She was taller than her com­pan­ion, and seemed to walk faster than he.

			Two hours later I was climb­ing up the brim of that deep fun­nel in the heart of which, in a vast and won­der­ful green cav­ity filled with trees, bushes, rocks, and flowers, lies Lake Pav­in, so round that it looks as though it had been made with a com­pass, so clear and blue that one might sup­pose it a flood of azure poured down from the sky, so charm­ing that one would like to live in a hut on the slope of the wood over­look­ing this crater where, quiet and cool, the wa­ter sleeps.

			She was stand­ing there mo­tion­less, gaz­ing at the trans­par­ent wa­ter ly­ing at the bot­tom of the dead vol­cano. She was stand­ing as though she would peer be­neath it, in­to its un­known depths, peopled, it is said, by trout of mon­strous size who have de­voured all the oth­er fish. As I passed close to her, I fan­cied that two tears welled in her eyes. But she walked away with long strides to re­join her guide, who had stopped in a tav­ern at the foot of the rise lead­ing to the lake.

			I did not see her again that day.

			Next day, as night was fall­ing, I ar­rived at the castle of Mur­ol. The old fort­ress, a gi­ant tower stand­ing upon a peak in the centre of a large val­ley, at the cross­ing of three dales, rises to­wards the sky, brown, cran­nied, and battered, but round from its broad cir­cu­lar base to the crum­bling tur­rets of its sum­mit.

			It is more im­press­ive than any oth­er ru­in in its simple bulk, its majesty, its an­cient air of power and aus­ter­ity. It stands there sol­it­ary, high as a moun­tain, a dead queen, but still a queen of the val­leys crouch­ing un­der it. The vis­it­or ap­proaches by a pine-clad slope, enters by a nar­row door, and stops at the foot of the walls, in the first en­clos­ure, high above the whole coun­tryside.

			With­in are fallen rooms, skel­et­on stair­cases, un­known pits, sub­ter­ranean cham­bers, oubli­ettes, walls cleft through the middle, vaults still stand­ing, none knows how, a maze of stones and cran­nies where grass grows and an­im­als creep.

			I was alone, roam­ing about this ru­in.

			Sud­denly, be­hind a piece of wall, I caught sight of a hu­man be­ing, al­most a phantom, as if it were the spir­it of the an­cient ruined build­ing.

			I star­ted in amazement, al­most in ter­ror. Then I re­cog­nised the old wo­man I had already met twice.

			She was weep­ing. She was weep­ing big tears, and held her handker­chief in her hand.

			I turned to go. She spoke to me, ashamed at hav­ing been dis­covered un­awares.

			“Yes, mon­sieur, I am cry­ing. … It does not hap­pen of­ten.”

			“Ex­cuse me, ma­dame, for hav­ing dis­turbed you,” I stammered in con­fu­sion, not know­ing what to an­swer. “Doubt­less you are the vic­tim of some mis­for­tune.”

			“Yes—no,” she mur­mured, “I am like a lost dog.”

			And put­ting her handker­chief over her eyes, she burst in­to sobs.

			I took her hands and tried to con­sole her, touched by her very mov­ing grief. And ab­ruptly she began to tell me her his­tory, as if she did not want to be left alone any longer to bear her grief.

			“Oh! … Oh! … Mon­sieur. … If you knew … in what dis­tress I live … in what dis­tress. …

			“I was happy. … I have a home … away in my own coun­try. I can­not go back again, I shall nev­er go back again, it is too cruel.

			“I have a son. … It is he! It is he! Chil­dren do not know. … One has so short a time to live! If I saw him now, I might not know him! How I loved him! How I loved him! Even be­fore he was born, when I felt him stir in my body. And then af­ter­wards. How I em­braced him, caressed him, cher­ished him. If you only knew how many nights I have spent watch­ing him sleep, think­ing of him. I was mad about him. He was eight years old when his fath­er sent him away to board­ing-school. It was all over. He was no longer mine. Oh! My God! He used to come every Sunday, that was all.

			“Then he went to col­lege, in Par­is. He only came four times a year; and each time I mar­velled at the changes in him, at find­ing him grown big­ger without hav­ing seen him grow. I was robbed of his child­hood, his trust, the love he would nev­er have with­drawn from me, all my joy in feel­ing him grow and be­come a little man.

			“I saw him four times a year! Think of it! At each of his vis­its his body, his eyes, his move­ments, his voice, his laugh, were no longer the same, were no longer mine. A child al­ters so swiftly, and, when you are not there to watch him al­ter, it is so sad; you will nev­er find him again!

			“One year he ar­rived with down upon his cheeks! He! My son! I was amazed … and—would you be­lieve it?—sad. I scarcely dared to kiss him. Was this my baby, my small wee thing with fair curls, my baby of long ago, the darling child I had laid in long clothes upon my knee, who had drunk my milk with his little greedy lips, this tall brown boy who no longer knew how to caress me, who seemed to love me chiefly as a duty, who called me ‘moth­er’ for con­ven­tion’s sake, and who kissed me on the fore­head when I longed to crush him in my arms?

			“My hus­band died. Then it was the turn of my par­ents. Then I lost my two sis­ters. When Death enters a house, it is as though he hastened to fin­ish as much work as pos­sible so that he need not re­turn for a long time. He leaves but one or two alive to mourn the rest.

			“I lived alone. In those days my big son was du­ti­ful enough. I hoped to live and die near him.

			“I went to join him, so that we might live to­geth­er. He had ac­quired a young man’s ways; he made me real­ise that I wor­ried him. I went away; I was wrong; but I suffered so to feel that I, his moth­er, was in­trud­ing. I went back home.

			“I hardly saw him again.

			“He mar­ried. What joy! At last we were to be united again forever. I should have grand­chil­dren! He had mar­ried an Eng­lish girl who took a dis­like to me. Why? Per­haps she felt that I loved him too much?

			“I was again forced to go away. I found my­self alone. Yes, mon­sieur.

			“Then he went to Eng­land. He was go­ing to live with them, his wife’s par­ents. Do you un­der­stand? They have him, they have my son for their own! They have stolen him from me! He writes to me every month. At first he used to come and see me. Now he comes no more.

			“It is four years since I have seen him. His face was wrinkled and his hair was turn­ing white. Was it pos­sible? This man, this al­most old man, my son? My little pink baby of long ago? Doubt­less I shall not see him again.

			“And I travel all the year. I go to the right and to the left, as you see, all by my­self.

			“I am like a lost dog. Good­bye, mon­sieur. Do not stay near me, it hurts me to have told you all this.”

			And, as I walked down the hill again, I turned round, and saw the old wo­man stand­ing on a cracked wall, gaz­ing at the moun­tains, the long val­ley, and Lake Cham­bon in the dis­tance.

			The skirts of her dress and the queer little shawl on her thin shoulders fluttered in the wind like a flag.

		
	
		
			Théodule Sabot’s Confession

			Whenev­er Sabot came in­to the pub­lic-house of Mar­tin­ville, a roar of laughter went up in an­ti­cip­a­tion. The fel­low was as good as a play. He had no love for par­sons, not he! He ate them alive.

			Sabot (Théod­ule), mas­ter join­er, rep­res­en­ted the rad­ic­al party at Mar­tin­ville. He was a tall thin man with a sly grey eye, hair brushed on to his temples, and a small thin-lipped mouth. When he said, “Our holy fath­er the washout” in a cer­tain way he had, the whole com­pany yelled with laughter. He was care­ful to work on Sunday while Mass was go­ing on. Every year he killed his pig on the Monday in Holy Week, so as to have black pud­dings till East­er, and when the rect­or passed he al­ways said mer­rily:

			“There’s the fel­low who’s just been swal­low­ing his God out of a pint-pot.”

			The priest, a stout man, also very tall, feared him for his chaff, which won him many sup­port­ers. The rev­er­end Mari­time had a dip­lo­mat­ic mind, and dearly loved a crafty scheme. For six years the struggle went on between these two, secret, bit­ter, and in­cess­ant. Sabot was on the town coun­cil, and it was thought that he would be made may­or, which would cer­tainly con­sti­tute the def­in­ite de­feat of the Church.

			The elec­tions were about to take place, and the re­li­gious party in Mar­tin­ville trembled for its se­cur­ity. One morn­ing the rect­or went off to Rouen, telling his ser­vant that he was go­ing to the arch­bish­op’s palace.

			Two days later he re­turned, look­ing joy­ful and tri­umphant. Next day every­one knew that the chancel of the church was to be re­stored. His Lord­ship had giv­en six hun­dred francs to­wards it out of his own pock­et. All the old deal stalls were to be re­moved and re­placed by new ones of oak. It was an im­port­ant piece of car­pentry, and by the even­ing every­one was talk­ing of it.

			Théod­ule Sabot did not laugh.

			When he walked through the vil­lage next day, neigh­bours, friends and en­emies alike, all asked him jest­ingly:

			“Is it you who’s to do the church choir?”

			He found noth­ing to an­swer, but his heart was black with rage.

			“It’s a fine job,” they ad­ded un­kindly. “It’s worth a good two or three hun­dred.”

			Two days later it was known that the work of re­pair was to be en­trus­ted to Célestin Cham­bre­lan, the join­er at Per­chev­ille. Then the ru­mour was denied, and then it was an­nounced that all the church pews were to be re­placed as well. It would cost quite two thou­sand francs, and they had ap­pealed to the gov­ern­ment for the money. There was great ex­cite­ment.

			Théod­ule Sabot could not sleep. Nev­er, with­in the memory of man, had a loc­al join­er ex­ecuted such a task. Then the story ran that the rect­or was heart­broken at giv­ing this work to a join­er who was a stranger to the vil­lage, but that Sabot’s opin­ions were a bar­ri­er that pre­ven­ted the con­tract from be­ing en­trus­ted to him.

			Sabot knew it. At night­fall he betook him­self to the rect­ory. The ser­vant told him that the rect­or was at church. He went there.

			Two lay sis­ters, sour old spin­sters, were dec­or­at­ing the al­tar for the month of St. Mary, un­der the dir­ec­tion of the priest. He stood in the middle of the choir, pro­trud­ing his enorm­ous stom­ach, and was su­per­in­tend­ing the la­bours of the wo­men who, perched on chairs, were ar­ran­ging flowers round the shrine.

			Sabot felt un­easy there, as though he had entered the house of his dead­li­est foe, but his greed for gain spurred him on. He came up cap in hand, tak­ing no no­tice of the lay sis­ters, who re­mained mo­tion­less upon their chairs, stu­pefied with amazement.

			“Good morn­ing, par­son,” he stammered.

			“Good morn­ing, join­er,” replied the par­son without turn­ing his head, en­grossed in the work at the al­tar.

			Sabot, who had rather lost his bear­ings, found noth­ing more to say. After a pause, how­ever, he ad­ded:

			“You are mak­ing pre­par­a­tions?”

			“Yes,” replied Mari­time, “we are draw­ing near to the month of St. Mary.”

			“Quite, quite,” said Sabot, and was si­lent.

			He was by now anxious to leave without speak­ing at all, but a glance at the choir re­strained him. He saw that there were six­teen stalls to be re­paired, six on the right and eight on the left, the vestry door oc­cupy­ing two places. Six­teen oak stalls were to be had for three hun­dred francs at the out­side, and with a little good man­age­ment a clev­er work­man could make a clear two hun­dred francs on the job. He man­aged to stam­mer:

			“I’ve come for the work.”

			The rect­or looked sur­prised.

			“What work?” he asked.

			“The work to be done,” mur­mured Sabot, now quite des­per­ate.

			At that the priest turned and stared at him, say­ing:

			“Do you mean the re­pairs to the choir of my church?”

			At the tone ad­op­ted by the priest, Théod­ule Sabot felt a shiver run up his spine, and once more he suffered a vi­ol­ent long­ing to slink away. But he replied meekly:

			“Yes, your rev­er­ence.”

			The rect­or crossed his arms on his broad paunch, and said as though thun­der­struck with sur­prise:

			“And you … you … you, Sabot … come here and ask me that! … You … the only in­fi­del in my par­ish. … Why, it would be a scan­dal, a pub­lic scan­dal. His Lord­ship would rep­rim­and me; I might even lose the liv­ing.”

			He paused for a few seconds to re­gain his breath, then pro­ceeded more calmly:

			“I quite un­der­stand that it pains you to see a work of such im­port­ance en­trus­ted to a join­er from a neigh­bour­ing par­ish. But I can­not do oth­er­wise, un­less … but no … that’s im­possible. You’d nev­er agree to it, and without that … nev­er.”

			Sabot was now look­ing at the ranks of pews run­ning right to the west door. Mercy! was all that to be re­stored?

			“What must you have?” he asked. “It can’t do any harm telling.”

			“I must have an over­whelm­ing proof of your good in­ten­tions,” replied the priest firmly.

			“I don’t say,” mur­mured Sabot, “I don’t say but what an un­der­stand­ing mightn’t be come to.”

			“You must com­mu­nic­ate pub­licly at High Mass next Sunday,” an­nounced the rect­or.

			The join­er felt him­self grow­ing pale and, without an­swer­ing, asked:

			“And the pews, are they all to be done too?”

			“Yes,” replied the rect­or with em­phas­is, “but later on.”

			“Well, I don’t say,” replied Sabot. “I don’t say. I’m no athe­ist, I’m not; I’ve no quar­rel with re­li­gion. What up­sets me is prac­tising it, but in a case like this I dare say you’d not find me ob­stin­ate.”

			The lay help­ers had des­cen­ded from their chairs and were hid­den be­hind the al­tar; they were listen­ing, liv­id with emo­tion.

			The rect­or, per­ceiv­ing that he was vic­tori­ous, be­came fa­mil­i­ar and jolly:

			“Splen­did! Splen­did! Now that’s very sens­ible of you, very sens­ible. Wait and see.”

			Sabot smiled un­com­fort­ably, and asked:

			“Can’t this here com­mu­nion be put off for a bit, just a little bit?”

			But the priest re­sumed his severe ex­pres­sion.

			“From the mo­ment that the con­tract is giv­en to you, I must be cer­tain of your con­ver­sion,” he said, then con­tin­ued more mildly:

			“You’d bet­ter come and con­fess to­mor­row, for I shall have to ex­am­ine you at least twice.”

			“Twice? …” re­peated Sabot.

			“Yes,” said the priest with a smile. “You see, you need a thor­ough clean­ing, a com­plete wash. I ex­pect you to­mor­row.”

			“And where’ll you do it?” asked the join­er in dis­may.

			“Why … in the con­fes­sion­al.”

			“What? … In that box over there in the corner? Now look here … I don’t like your box a bit.”

			“Why not?”

			“Why … why, I’m not used to it. And I’m a bit hard of hear­ing too.”

			The rect­or showed him­self ac­com­mod­at­ing.

			“Very well. Come to my house, to my study. We’ll get it done there, just a little chat. Does that suit you?”

			“Oh, that’ll suit me all right, but as for that box of yours, no!”

			“Well, to­mor­row then, after the day’s work, at six o’clock.”

			“Right-o, right you are. That’s settled. See you to­mor­row, rect­or, and damn the man who goes back on a bar­gain.”

			He held out his huge rough hand, on which the priest let his own fall with a loud smack. The echo ran along the vaul­ted roof and died in the dis­tance be­hind the or­gan pipes.

			Through­out the fol­low­ing day Théod­ule Sabot felt un­com­fort­able. He suffered an ap­pre­hen­sion very like the fear one suf­fers be­fore hav­ing a tooth out. At every mo­ment the thought flashed across his mind: “I’ve got to con­fess this even­ing.” And his har­ried soul, the soul of a not very strongly con­vinced athe­ist, was sorely troubled be­fore the vague power­ful ter­ror of the di­vine mys­tery.

			As soon as his work was over he went off to the rect­ory. The rect­or was wait­ing for him in the garden, read­ing his brevi­ary as he walked up and down a small path. He seemed de­lighted to see him and wel­comed him with a hearty laugh.

			“Ah—here we are, then! Come in, come in, Mon­sieur Sabot; no one will eat you.”

			Sabot entered the house first.

			“If it’s all the same to you,” he faltered, “I’d like to see my little af­fair through at once like.”

			“At your ser­vice,” replied the rect­or. “My sur­plice is here. One minute, and I’m ready to listen to you.”

			The join­er, so dis­tressed that his mind was a blank, watched him put on the white gar­ment with its pleated folds. The priest signed to him:

			“Kneel down on that has­sock.”

			But Sabot re­mained stand­ing, ashamed at hav­ing to kneel.

			“Does it do any good?” he stammered.

			But the priest had be­come majest­ic.

			“Only upon the knees,” he said, “may the tribunal of re­pent­ance be ap­proached.”

			Sabot knelt.

			“Re­cite the Con­fiteor,” said the priest.

			“Eh? …” asked Sabot.

			“The Con­fiteor. If you no longer know it, re­peat one by one the words I am about to ut­ter.”

			And the rect­or pro­nounced the sac­red pray­er in a slow voice, scan­ning each word for the join­er, who re­peated it after him.

			“Now con­fess,” he said.

			But Sabot said noth­ing, not know­ing where to be­gin.

			Then the rev­er­end Mari­time came to his aid.

			“Since you seem to be rather out of prac­tice, my child, I will ques­tion you. We will take the com­mand­ments of God one by one. Listen to me and do not dis­tress your­self. Speak very frankly and nev­er be afraid of con­fess­ing too much.

			“ ‘Thou shalt wor­ship one God alone and ad­ore Him with all thy heart.’ Have you loved any­one or any­thing as much as God? Have you loved Him with all your soul, with all your heart, with all the strength of your love?”

			Sabot per­spired with the ef­fort of thought.

			“No,” he replied. “Oh, no, your rev­er­ence. I love the good God as much as I can. Oh, Lord! Yes, I love Him all right. As for say­ing I don’t love my chil­dren, no. I can’t say that. As for say­ing if I had to choose between them and the good God, as for that I won’t say. As for say­ing if I had to lose a hun­dred francs for love of the good God, as for that I won’t say. But I love Him all right, that’s quite cer­tain. I love Him just the same.”

			“You must love Him more than any­thing,” said the priest gravely.

			And Sabot, full of good­will, de­clared:

			“I’ll do my best, your rev­er­ence.”

			“ ‘Thou shalt not swear vainly by the name of God, nor by any oth­er,’ ” re­sumed Mari­time. “Have you oc­ca­sion­ally sworn oaths?”

			“No oh, no, not that! I nev­er swear, nev­er. Some­times, in a mo­ment of hot tem­per like, I may say ‘God blast.’ But I nev­er swear.”

			“But that is swear­ing,” said the priest, and ad­ded severely: “Don’t do it any more. I pass on to the next: ‘Thou shalt spend the Sab­bath in serving God de­votedly.’ What do you do on Sundays?”

			This time Sabot scratched his ear.

			“Well, I serve the good God in the best way I can, your rev­er­ence. I serve Him … at home. I work on Sundays …”

			The rect­or mag­nan­im­ously in­ter­rup­ted him:

			“I know you will be­have bet­ter in the fu­ture. I pass over the three next com­mand­ments, as I am sure you have not sinned against the two first, and we will take the sixth with the ninth. To pro­ceed: ‘Thou shalt not take an­oth­er’s goods, nor re­tain them wit­tingly.’ Have you ever in any way taken what did not be­long to you?”

			Théod­ule Sabot was in­dig­nant:

			“Cer­tainly not! Cer­tainly not, your rev­er­ence! I’m an hon­est man, that I swear. As for say­ing that I’ve not once or twice taken an ex­tra hour over a job when I could, as for that I won’t say. As for say­ing that I’ve nev­er put a few centimes on to a bill, only a few centimes, as for that I won’t say. But I’m not a thief, oh, Lord, no!”

			“Tak­ing a single centime con­sti­tutes a theft,” answered the priest severely. “Don’t do it again.—‘Thou shalt not bear false wit­ness nor lie in any way.’ Have you told lies?”

			“No! that I haven’t. I’m not a li­ar; that’s one of the things I pride my­self on. As for say­ing that I’ve nev­er told a tall story, as for that I won’t say. As for say­ing that I’ve nev­er tried to make an­oth­er fel­low be­lieve what wasn’t true, when it suited me, as for that I won’t say. But as for be­ing a li­ar, well, I’m no li­ar.”

			“You must keep a closer watch upon your­self,” said the priest simply. Then he pro­nounced: ‘The works of the flesh thou shalt not de­sire save only in mar­riage.’ Have you ever de­sired or pos­sessed any wo­man but your own wife?”

			“No!” cried Sabot sin­cerely. “Cer­tainly not, your rev­er­ence! De­ceive my poor wife? No! No! Not so much as with the tip of my fin­ger, and no more in thought than in deed. I swear that.” He paused for a few mo­ments, and then con­tin­ued in a lower voice, as though a sud­den doubt had as­sailed him:

			“As for say­ing that when I go to town I don’t ever go to a house—you know what I mean, a gay house—and fool about a bit and have a change of skin for once—as for that I won’t say. … But I pay, your rev­er­ence, I al­ways pay; and if you pay, that’s that, eh?”

			The rect­or did not in­sist, and gave him ab­so­lu­tion.

			Théod­ule Sabot is at work on the re­pairs to the choir, and goes to com­mu­nion every month.

		
	
		
			A Vendetta

			Paolo Saver­ini’s wid­ow lived alone with her son in a poor little house on the ram­parts of Bon­ifa­cio. The town, built on a spur of the moun­tains, in places ac­tu­ally over­hanging the sea, looks across a chan­nel brist­ling with reefs, to the lower shores of Sardin­ia. At its foot, on the oth­er side and al­most com­pletely sur­round­ing it, is the chan­nel that serves as its har­bour, cut in the cliff like a gi­gant­ic cor­ridor. Through a long cir­cuit between steep walls, the chan­nel brings to the very foot of the first houses the little Itali­an or Sardini­an fish­ing-boats, and, every fort­night, the old steam­boat that runs to and from Ajac­cio.

			Upon the white moun­tain the group of houses is a yet whiter patch. They look like the nests of wild birds, perched so upon the rock, dom­in­at­ing that ter­rible chan­nel through which hardly ever a ship risks a pas­sage. The un­rest­ing wind har­asses the sea and eats away the bare shore, clad with a sparse cov­er­ing of grass; it rushes in­to the rav­ine and rav­ages its two sides. The trail­ing wisps of white foam round the black points of count­less rocks that every­where pierce the waves, look like rags of can­vas float­ing and heav­ing on the sur­face of the wa­ter.

			The wid­ow Saver­ini’s house held for dear life to the very edge of the cliff; its three win­dows looked out over this wild and des­ol­ate scene.

			She lived there alone with her son Ant­oine and their bitch Sé­mil­lante, a large thin an­im­al with long shaggy hair, of the sheep­dog breed. The young man used her for hunt­ing.

			One even­ing, after a quar­rel, Ant­oine Saver­ini was treach­er­ously slain by a knife-thrust from Nic­olas Ra­volati, who got away to Sardin­ia the same night.

			When his old moth­er re­ceived his body, car­ried home by bystand­ers, she did not weep, but for a long time stayed mo­tion­less, look­ing at it; then, stretch­ing out her wrinkled hand over the body, she prom­ised him a ven­detta. She would have no one stay with her, and shut her­self up with the body, to­geth­er with the howl­ing dog. The an­im­al howled con­tinu­ously, stand­ing at the foot of the bed, her head thrust to­wards her mas­ter, her tail held tightly between her legs. She did not stir, nor did the moth­er, who crouched over the body with her eyes fixed stead­ily upon it, and wept great si­lent tears.

			The young man, ly­ing on his back, clad in his thick serge coat with a hole torn across the front, seemed asleep; but every­where there was blood; on the shirt, torn off for the first hasty dress­ing; on his waist­coat, on his breeches, on his face, on his hands. Clots of blood had con­gealed in his beard and in his hair.

			The old moth­er began to speak to him. At the sound of her voice the dog was si­lent.

			“There, there, you shall be avenged, my little one, my boy, my poor child. Sleep, sleep, you shall be avenged, do you hear! Your moth­er swears it! And your moth­er al­ways keeps her word; you know she does.”

			Slowly she bent over him, press­ing her cold lips on the dead lips.

			Then Sé­mil­lante began to howl once more. She uttered long cries, mono­ton­ous, heartrend­ing, hor­rible cries.

			They re­mained there, the pair of them, the wo­man and the dog, till morn­ing.

			Ant­oine Saver­ini was bur­ied next day, and be­fore long there was no more talk of him in Bon­ifa­cio.

			

			He had left neither broth­ers nor close cous­ins. No man was there to carry on the ven­detta. Only his moth­er, an old wo­man, brooded over it.

			On the oth­er side of the chan­nel she watched from morn­ing till night a white speck on the coast. It was a little Sardini­an vil­lage, Lon­gosar­do, where Cor­sic­an ban­dits fled for refuge when too hard pressed. They formed al­most the en­tire pop­u­la­tion of this ham­let, fa­cing the shores of their own coun­try, and there they awaited a suit­able mo­ment to come home, to re­turn to the thick­ets of Cor­sica. She knew that Nic­olas Ra­volati had taken refuge in this very vil­lage.

			All alone, all day long, sit­ting by the win­dow, she looked over there and pondered re­venge. How could she do it without an­oth­er’s help, so feeble as she was, so near to death? But she had prom­ised, she had sworn upon the body. She could not for­get, she could not wait. What was she to do? She could no longer sleep at night, she had no more sleep nor peace; ob­stin­ately she searched for a way. The dog slumbered at her feet and some­times, rais­ing her head, howled in­to the empty spaces. Since her mas­ter had gone, she of­ten howled thus, as though she were call­ing him, as though her an­im­al soul, in­con­sol­able, had re­tained an in­ef­face­able memory of him.

			One night, as Sé­mil­lante was be­gin­ning to moan again, the moth­er had a sud­den idea, an idea quite nat­ur­al to a vin­dict­ive and fe­ro­cious sav­age. She med­it­ated on it till morn­ing, then, rising at the ap­proach of day, she went to church. She prayed, kneel­ing on the stones, pros­trate be­fore God, beg­ging Him to aid her, to sus­tain her, to grant her poor worn-out body the strength ne­ces­sary to avenge her son.

			Then she re­turned home. There stood in the yard an old bar­rel with its sides stove in, which held the rain­wa­ter; she over­turned it, emp­tied it, and fixed it to the ground with stakes and stones; then she chained up Sé­mil­lante in this ken­nel, and went in­to the house.

			Next she began to walk up and down her room, tak­ing no rest, her eyes still turned to the coast of Sardin­ia. He was there, the mur­der­er.

			All day long and all night long the dog howled. In the morn­ing the old wo­man took her some wa­ter in a bowl, but noth­ing else; no soup, no bread.

			An­oth­er day went by. Sé­mil­lante, ex­hausted, was asleep. Next day her eyes were shin­ing, her hair on end, and she tugged des­per­ately at the chain.

			Again the old wo­man gave her noth­ing to eat. The an­im­al, mad with hun­ger, barked hoarsely. An­oth­er night went by.

			When day broke, Moth­er Saver­ini went to her neigh­bour to ask him to give her two trusses of straw. She took the old clothes her hus­band had worn and stuffed them with the straw in­to the like­ness of a hu­man fig­ure.

			Hav­ing planted a post in the ground op­pos­ite Sé­mil­lante’s ken­nel, she tied the dummy fig­ure to it, which looked now as though it were stand­ing. Then she fash­ioned a head with a roll of old lin­en.

			The dog, sur­prised, looked at this straw man, and was si­lent, al­though de­voured with hun­ger.

			Then the old wo­man went to the pork-butcher and bought a long piece of black pud­ding. She re­turned home, lit a wood fire in her yard, close to the ken­nel, and grilled the black pud­ding. Sé­mil­lante, maddened, leapt about and foamed at the mouth, her eyes fixed on the food, the fla­vour of which pen­et­rated to her very stom­ach.

			Then with the smoking saus­age the moth­er made a col­lar for the straw man. She spent a long time lash­ing it round his neck, as though to stuff it right in. When it was done, she un­chained the dog.

			With a tre­mend­ous bound the an­im­al leapt upon the dummy’s throat and with her paws on his shoulders began to rend it. She fell back with a piece of the prey in her mouth, then dashed at it again, sank her teeth in­to the cords, tore away a few frag­ments of food, fell back again, and leapt once more, raven­ous. With great bites she rent away the face, and tore the whole neck to shreds.

			The old wo­man watched, mo­tion­less and si­lent, a gleam in her eyes. Then she chained up her dog again, made her go without food for two more days, and re­peated the strange per­form­ance.

			For three months she trained the dog to this struggle, the con­quest of a meal by fangs. She no longer chained her up, but launched her upon the dummy with a sign.

			She had taught the dog to rend and de­vour it without hid­ing food in its throat. Af­ter­wards she would re­ward the dog with the gift of the black pud­ding she had cooked for her.

			As soon as she saw the man, Sé­mil­lante would tremble, then turn her eyes to­wards her mis­tress, who would cry “Off!” in a whist­ling tone, rais­ing her fin­ger.

			When she judged that the time was come, Moth­er Saver­ini went to con­fes­sion and took com­mu­nion one Sunday morn­ing with an ec­stat­ic fer­vour; then, put­ting on a man’s clothes, like an old ragged beg­gar, she bar­gained with a Sardini­an fish­er­man, who took her, ac­com­pan­ied by the dog, to the oth­er side of the straits.

			In a can­vas bag she had a large piece of black pud­ding. Sé­mil­lante had had noth­ing to eat for two days. Every minute the old wo­man made her smell the sa­voury food, stim­u­lat­ing her hun­ger with it.

			They came to Lon­gosar­do. The Cor­sic­an wo­man was limp­ing slightly. She went to the baker’s and in­quired for Nic­olas Ra­volati’s house. He had re­sumed his old oc­cu­pa­tion, that of a join­er. He was work­ing alone at the back of his shop.

			The old wo­man pushed open the door and called him:

			“Hey! Nic­olas!”

			He turned round; then, let­ting go of her dog, she cried:

			“Off, off, bite him, bite him!”

			The maddened beast dashed for­ward and seized his throat. The man put out his arms, clasped the dog, and rolled upon the ground. For a few minutes he writhed, beat­ing the ground with his feet; then he re­mained mo­tion­less while Sé­mil­lante rum­maged at his throat and tore it out in rib­bons.

			Two neigh­bours, sit­ting at their doors, plainly re­col­lec­ted hav­ing seen a poor old man come out with a lean black dog which ate, as it walked, some­thing brown that its mas­ter was giv­ing to it.

			In the even­ing the old wo­man re­turned home. That night she slept well.

		
	
		
			The Confession

			Mar­guer­ite de Thèrelles was dy­ing. Al­though she was only fifty-six, she looked at least sev­enty-five. She was gasp­ing, paler than her sheets, shaken with fright­ful shud­ders, her face dis­tor­ted, her eyes hag­gard, as though they saw some fright­ful thing.

			Her eld­er sis­ter, Su­z­anne, six years older, was sob­bing on her knees at the bed­side. A little table had been drawn up to the dy­ing wo­man’s couch, and on the table­cloth stood two lighted candles, for they were wait­ing for the priest, who was to ad­min­is­ter the ex­treme unc­tion and the last sac­ra­ment.

			The apart­ment wore the sin­is­ter as­pect of all cham­bers of death, their air of des­pair­ing farewell. Medi­cine bottles stood on the tables, cloths lay about in corners, kicked or swept out of the way. The dis­ordered chairs them­selves looked frightened, as though they had run in every dir­ec­tion. For Death, the vic­tor, was there, hid­den, wait­ing.

			The story of the two sis­ters was very touch­ing. It had been told far and wide, and had filled many eyes with tears.

			Su­z­anne, the eld­er, had once been deeply in love with a young man who loved her. They were be­trothed, and were only await­ing the day fixed for the wed­ding, when Henry de Sampi­erre died sud­denly.

			The young girl’s des­pair was ter­rible, and she de­clared that she would nev­er marry. She kept her word. She put on wid­ow’s clothes and nev­er gave them up.

			Then her sis­ter, her little sis­ter Mar­guer­ite, who was only twelve years old, came one morn­ing and threw her­self in­to her eld­er sis­ter’s arms, say­ing:

			“Sis­ter, I don’t want you to be un­happy. I don’t want you to cry all your life long. I will nev­er leave you, nev­er, nev­er! I won’t marry either. I will stay with you forever and ever.”

			Su­z­anne kissed her, touched by her child­ish de­vo­tion, be­liev­ing in it not at all.

			But the little sis­ter kept her word, and, des­pite her par­ents’ pray­ers and her sis­ter’s en­treat­ies, she nev­er mar­ried. She was pretty, very pretty; she re­fused sev­er­al young men who seemed to love her; she nev­er left her sis­ter.

			

			They lived to­geth­er all the days of their lives, without ever be­ing par­ted. They lived side by side, in­sep­ar­able. But Mar­guer­ite al­ways seemed sad and de­pressed, more mel­an­choly than the eld­er, as though crushed, per­haps, by her sub­lime self-sac­ri­fice. She aged more rap­idly, had white hair at the age of thirty, and, of­ten ill, seemed the vic­tim of some secret gnaw­ing mal­ady.

			Now she was to be the first to die.

			She had not spoken for twenty-four hours. She had only said, at the first glim­mer of dawn:

			“Go and fetch the priest; the time has come.”

			Since then she had lain still on her back, shaken with fits of shud­der­ing, her lips trem­bling as though ter­rible words had ris­en from her heart and could not is­sue forth, her eyes wild with ter­ror, a fear­ful sight.

			Her sis­ter, mad with grief, was cry­ing brokenly, her fore­head pressed against the edge of the bed, and re­peat­ing:

			“Mar­got, my poor Mar­got, my little one!”

			She had al­ways called her “my little one,” just as the young­er had al­ways called her “Sis­ter.”

			Steps soun­ded on the stair­case. The door opened. A choir­boy ap­peared, fol­lowed by the old priest in his sur­plice. As soon as she saw him, the dy­ing wo­man sat up with a con­vuls­ive move­ment, opened her lips, babbled two or three words, and fell to scrap­ing her nails to­geth­er as though she meant to make a hole in them.

			The Ab­bé Si­mon went up to her, took her hand, kissed her on the brow, and said gently:

			“God for­give you, my child; be brave, the time has come: speak.”

			Then Mar­guer­ite, shiv­er­ing from head to foot, shak­ing the whole bed with her nervous move­ments, stammered:

			“Sit down, sis­ter, and listen.”

			The priest bent down to Su­z­anne, still ly­ing at the foot of the bed, raised her, placed her in an arm­chair, and, tak­ing in each hand the hand of one of the sis­ters, mur­mured:

			“O Lord God, give them strength, grant them Thy pity!”

			And Mar­guer­ite began to speak. The words came from her throat one by one, hoarse, de­lib­er­ate, as though they were very weary.

			

			“Mercy, mercy, sis­ter, for­give me! Oh, if you knew how all my life I have dreaded this mo­ment! …”

			“What have I to for­give you, little thing?” stammered Su­z­anne, her tears chok­ing her. “You have giv­en me everything, sac­ri­ficed everything for me; you are an an­gel.”

			But Mar­guer­ite in­ter­rup­ted her:

			“Hush, hush! Let me speak … do not stop me … it is hor­rible … let me tell all … the whole story, without fal­ter­ing. … Listen … You re­mem­ber … you re­mem­ber … Henry. …”

			Su­z­anne shuddered and looked at her. The young­er sis­ter con­tin­ued:

			“You must hear it all, if you are to un­der­stand. I was twelve, only twelve, you re­mem­ber that, don’t you? And I was spoilt, I did everything that came in­to my head! … Don’t you re­mem­ber how spoilt I was? … Listen. … The first time he came he wore high shin­ing boots; he dis­moun­ted in front of the steps, and he apo­lo­gised for his clothes, say­ing he had come with news for Fath­er. You re­mem­ber, don’t you? … Don’t speak … listen. When I saw him I was quite over­come, I thought him so hand­some; and I re­mained stand­ing in a corner of the draw­ing room all the time he was speak­ing. Chil­dren are strange … and ter­rible. … Oh, yes … I have dreamed of it!

			“He came back … many times. … I gazed at him with all my eyes, with all my soul. … I was big for my age … and far more soph­ist­ic­ated than people sup­posed. He came again of­ten. … I thought of noth­ing but him. I used to re­peat very softly: ‘Henry … Henry de Sampi­erre!’

			“Then they said that he was go­ing to marry you. It was a sore grief to me, sis­ter, oh, a sore, sore grief! I cried for three whole nights, without sleep­ing. He used to come every day, in the af­ter­noon, after lunch, you re­mem­ber, don’t you? Don’t speak … listen. You made him cakes, of which he was very fond … with flour, but­ter and milk. … Oh! I knew just how you made them. … I could make them this mo­ment, if I had to. He would swal­low them in a single mouth­ful, and then he would toss down a glass of wine and then say: ‘De­li­cious!’ Do you re­mem­ber how he used to say it?

			“I was jeal­ous, jeal­ous. … The day of your wed­ding was draw­ing near. There was only a fort­night. I was go­ing mad. I used to say to my­self: ‘He shall not marry Su­z­anne, no, I won’t have it. … It is I who will marry him, when I am grown up. I shall nev­er find a man I love so much.’ … And then one even­ing, ten days be­fore the wed­ding, you went out with him to walk in front of the house, in the moon­light … and out there … un­der the pine-tree, the big pine-tree … he kissed you … held you in his arms … for such a long time. … You haven’t for­got­ten, have you? … It may have been the first time … yes … you were so pale when you came back in­to the draw­ing room!

			“I saw you; I was there, in the copse. I grew wild with rage! If I could have done it, I would have killed you both!

			“I said to my­self: ‘He shall not marry Su­z­anne, nev­er! He shall not marry any­one. … I should be too un­happy. …’ Sud­denly I began to hate him ter­ribly.

			“Do you know what I did then? … Listen. I had seen the garden­er make little balls with which to kill stray dogs. He crushed a bottle with a stone, and put the ground glass in a little ball of meat.

			“I took a little medi­cine bottle from Moth­er’s room, I smashed it up with a ham­mer, and hid the glass in my pock­et. It was a glit­ter­ing powder. … Next day, as soon as you had made the little cakes, I split them open with a knife and put the glass in. … He ate three of them … and I, too, ate one. … I threw the oth­er six in­to the pond … the two swans died three days later. … Don’t speak … listen, listen. I was the only one who did not die. … But I have al­ways been ill … listen. … He died … you know … listen … that was noth­ing. … It was af­ter­wards, later … al­ways … that it was most ter­rible … listen. …

			“My life, my whole life … what tor­ture! I said to my­self: ‘I will nev­er leave my sis­ter. And I will tell her all, in the hour of my death.’ … There! And since then I have thought every mo­ment of this hour, the hour when I shall have to tell you all. … Now it has come … it is ter­rible. … Oh! … Sis­ter!

			“Every mo­ment the thought has been with me, morn­ing and even­ing, day and night: ‘I shall have to tell her, some day. …’ I waited. … What tor­ment! … It is done. … Do not say any­thing. … Now I am afraid. … I am afraid. … Oh, I am afraid! If I were to see him again, presently, when I am dead … see him again … do you dream of see­ing him? … See him be­fore you do! … I shall not dare. … I must … I am go­ing to die. … I want you to for­give me. I want you to. … Without it, I can­not come in­to his pres­ence. Oh, tell her to for­give me, Fath­er, tell her. … I beg you. I can­not die without it. …”

			She was si­lent, and lay pant­ing, still claw­ing at the sheet with her shriv­elled fin­gers. …

			Su­z­anne had hid­den her face in her hands, and did not stir. She was think­ing of the man she might have loved so long! What a happy life they would have had! She saw him again, in the van­ished long-ago, in the dis­tant past forever blot­ted out. Oh, be­loved dead, how you tear our hearts! Oh, that kiss, her only kiss! She had kept it in her soul. And then, noth­ing more, noth­ing more in all her life! …

			Sud­denly the priest stood up and cried out in a loud shaken voice:

			“Ma­demois­elle Su­z­anne, your sis­ter is dy­ing!”

			Then Su­z­anne let her hands fall apart and showed a face stream­ing with tears, and, fall­ing upon her sis­ter, she kissed her fiercely, stam­mer­ing:

			“I for­give you, I for­give you, little one. …”

		
	
		
			Beside the Bed

			
				A great fire blazed on the hearth. On the Ja­pan­ese table two tea­cups faced each oth­er, and the teapot steamed on one side, near a sug­ar-basin flanked by a de­canter of rum.
			

			
				The Comte de Sal­lure threw his hat, his gloves, and his fur coat on a chair, while the Comtesse, her even­ing cloak flung off, smoothed her hair lightly in front of the mir­ror. She was smil­ing hap­pily to her­self, and tap­ping the hair that curled above her temples with the tips of her slender fin­gers, gleam­ing with rings. Then she turned to­wards her hus­band. He looked at her for some minutes, in a hes­it­ant sort of way, as if a secret thought were troub­ling him.
			

			
				At last he said:
			

			“And are you sat­is­fied with the homage paid to you this even­ing?”

			
				She gave him a dir­ect glance, a glance on fire with tri­umph and de­fi­ance, and answered:
			

			“I should hope so!”

			
				Then she seated her­self in the chair. He sat down fa­cing her and, crum­bling a soft roll, went on:
			

			“It was al­most ri­dicu­lous … for me.”

			
				She asked:
			

			“Is this a scene? Do you in­tend to re­proach me?”

			“No, my dear, I am only say­ing that this Mon­sieur Bur­el has been dan­cing at­tend­ance on you in a rather un­ne­ces­sary way. If … if … if I had any rights in the mat­ter, I should be angry.”

			“My dear, be hon­est. It is merely that you do not feel today as you felt last year. When I dis­covered that you had a mis­tress, a mis­tress of whom you were very fond, you did not trouble your­self wheth­er any­one paid homage to me or not. I told you how grieved I was; I said, as you have said this even­ing, but with more justice on my side: ‘My friend, you are com­prom­ising Ma­dame de Servy, you are hurt­ing me and you are mak­ing me ri­dicu­lous.’ What did you reply? Oh, you gave me quite clearly to un­der­stand that I was free, that between in­tel­li­gent people mar­riage was only an as­so­ci­ation of com­mon in­terests, a so­cial tie, but not a mor­al tie. Isn’t that so? You gave me to un­der­stand that your mis­tress was in­fin­itely bet­ter than I, more se­duct­ive, more a wo­man. That is what you said: more a wo­man. This was all hedged about, of course, with the tact of a well-bred man, wrapped up in com­pli­ments, con­veyed with a del­ic­acy to which I of­fer my pro­found re­spect. It was not any the less per­fectly clear to me.

			“We agreed that thence­for­ward we would live to­geth­er, but quite sep­ar­ated. We had a child who formed a link between us.

			“You al­most al­lowed me to sup­pose that you cared only for ap­pear­ances, that I could, if I pleased, take a lov­er, so long as the li­ais­on re­mained a secret one. You held forth at great length and quite ad­mir­ably on wo­man’s subtle tact, on the ease with which they steered their way through the de­cen­cies of so­ci­ety.

			“I un­der­stood, my friend, I un­der­stood per­fectly. In those days you loved Ma­dame de Servy so very pas­sion­ately, and my le­git­im­ate af­fec­tion, my leg­al ten­der­ness, bored you. I re­lieved you, no doubt, of a share of your means. Since then we have lived sep­ar­ate lives. We go about to­geth­er, we re­turn to­geth­er, and then we go each our own way.

			“And now, for the past month or two, you have as­sumed the airs of a jeal­ous man. What does it all mean?”

			“My dear, I am not at all jeal­ous, but I am afraid of see­ing you com­prom­ise your­self. You are young, gay, ad­ven­tur­ous. …”

			“Par­don me, but if we are talk­ing of ad­ven­tures, I in­sist upon a bal­ance be­ing struck between us.”

			“Come now, don’t joke about it, I beg you. I am speak­ing to you as a friend, your true friend. As for all that you have just been say­ing, it is very ex­ag­ger­ated.”

			“Not at all. You con­fessed, you con­fessed your li­ais­on to me, which is equi­val­ent to giv­ing me leave to go and do like­wise. I have not done it. …”

			“Al­low me!”

			“Please let me speak. I have not done it. I have no lov­er, and I have not had one … yet. I wait … I look … I find no one. I must have someone really splen­did, finer than you. … I am pay­ing you a com­pli­ment, and you do not seem to ap­pre­ci­ate it.”

			“My dear, all these wit­ti­cisms are quite out of place.”

			“But I am not at­tempt­ing to be witty at all. You talked to me about the eight­eenth cen­tury. You gave me to un­der­stand that you had the mor­als of the Re­gency. I have for­got­ten noth­ing. On the day when it suits me to cease be­ing what I am, whatever you do will be quite use­less, you un­der­stand, you will be a cuck­old like the oth­ers, and you won’t even be in any doubt about it.”

			“Oh … how can you take such words on your lips?”

			“Such words! … But you laughed madly when Ma­dame de Gers swore that Mon­sieur de Servy had the air of a cuck­old in search of his horns.”

			“What may seem witty in the mouth of Ma­dame de Gers be­comes un­seemly in yours.”

			“Not at all. But you find the word ‘cuck­old’ very amus­ing when it is ap­plied to Mon­sieur de Servy, and you con­sider that it has an ugly sound when it is ap­plied to your­self. Everything de­pends on the point of view. Be­sides, I don’t in­sist upon the word, I only threw it out to see if you were ripe.”

			“Ripe … for what?”

			“To be it, of course. When a man is an­noyed at hear­ing that word spoken, it means that he … is ask­ing for it. In two months’ time you will be the first to laugh if I speak of a … he­ad­dress. Then … yes … when one ac­tu­ally is it, one doesn’t feel it.”

			“You are be­hav­ing in the worst pos­sible taste this even­ing. I have not seen you like this.”

			“Ah, well, you see … I have changed … for the worse. It is your fault.”

			“Come, my dear, let us talk ser­i­ously. I beg you, I im­plore you not to per­mit Mon­sieur Bur­el’s un­pleas­ant as­siduity, as you did this even­ing.”

			“You are jeal­ous. I was quite right.”

			“No: not at all. I am only anxious not to look ri­dicu­lous. I don’t want to look ri­dicu­lous. And if I see that gen­tle­man mak­ing fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion against your … shoulders, or rather between your breasts …”

			He was look­ing for a chan­nel to make his words carry.

			“I … I shall box his ears.”

			“Are you by any chance in love with me?”

			“A man might be in love with far less at­tract­ive wo­men.”

			“Stop where you are, please. To tell the truth, I’m no longer in love with you.”

			
				The Comte stands up. He makes his way round the little table and, walk­ing be­hind his wife, presses a kiss on the nape of her neck. She jumps to her feet with a move­ment of re­pul­sion, and giv­ing him a pen­et­rat­ing glance:
			

			“No more of these pleas­ant­ries between us, please. We live apart. It’s all over.”

			“Come now, don’t be of­fen­ded. I have been find­ing you ad­or­able for a long time.”

			“Then … then … it means that I have im­proved. You too … you find me … ripe.”

			“I find you rav­ish­ing, my dear; you have arms, a skin, shoulders …”

			“Which will please Mon­sieur Bur­el.”

			“You are cruel. But there … frankly … I don’t know an­oth­er wo­man so un­com­monly at­tract­ive as you are.”

			“You have been fast­ing.”

			“What?”

			“I say, you have been fast­ing.”

			“Why do you say that?”

			“When a man fasts, he is hungry, and when he is hungry, he is pre­pared to eat things that at any oth­er time he could not stom­ach. I am the dish, pre­vi­ously re­jec­ted, that you would not be sorry to feel between your teeth … this even­ing.”

			“Oh, Mar­guer­ite! Who has taught you to speak like this?”

			“You. Think: since your break with Ma­dame de Servy, you have had, to my know­ledge, four mis­tresses, cocottes all of them, and per­fect of their kind. So how do I sup­pose I can ex­plain your … airy non­sense of this even­ing, ex­cept as the con­sequence of a tem­por­ary ab­stin­ence?”

			“I will be bru­tally frank, without min­cing words. I have fallen in love with you again. Really and madly. That’s all.”

			“Oh, in­deed! Then you would like to … be­gin again?”

			“Yes, Ma­dame.”

			“This even­ing!”

			“Mar­guer­ite!”

			“Good. You shall be still fur­ther scan­dal­ised. My dear, let us un­der­stand each oth­er. We are no longer any­thing to each oth­er, are we? I am your wife, it is true, but your wife … set free. I am about to take up an en­gage­ment else­where; you de­mand to be giv­en pref­er­ence. I will give it you … at the same price.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“Let me make my­self clear. Am I as good as your cocottes? Be hon­est about it.”

			“A thou­sand times bet­ter.”

			“Bet­ter than the best of them?”

			“A thou­sand times.”

			“Well, how much did the best of the lot cost you in three months?”

			“I don’t fol­low you.”

			“I say, how much did three months of your most charm­ing mis­tress cost you, in money, jew­ellery, sup­pers, din­ners, theatres, etc.—the whole busi­ness, in short?”

			“How on earth do I know?”

			“You must know. Let’s see now, the av­er­age cost, a mod­er­ate es­tim­ate. Five thou­sand francs a month: is that about right?”

			“Yes … just about.”

			“Well, my friend, give me five thou­sand francs now, and I am yours for a month, in­clud­ing this even­ing.”

			“You are mad.”

			“So you look at it that way: good night.”

			
				The comtesse goes out of the room in­to her bed­room. The cur­tains of the bed are half drawn. A dim fra­grance fills the air, it clings to the cov­er­ings of the bed it­self.
			

			
				The Comte ap­pears in the door­way.
			

			“That’s a de­light­ful scent.”

			“Really? … It’s no dif­fer­ent, you know. I al­ways use peau d’Es­pagne.”

			“Amaz­ing! … It smells de­light­ful.”

			“Pos­sibly. But do me the kind­ness of leav­ing me now, be­cause I am go­ing to bed.”

			“Mar­guer­ite.”

			“Go at once.”

			
				He comes right in­to the room, and sits down in the arm­chair.
			

			
				The Comtesse:
			

			“So that’s it. … Well, so much the worse for you.”

			
				She slowly puts off her dance-frock, slip­ping out her bare white arms. She lifts them above her head to take down her hair be­fore the glass; and some­thing rosy gleams un­der a froth of lace at the edge of her black cor­set.
			

			
				The Comte springs to his feet and comes to­wards her.
			

			
				The Comtesse:
			

			“Don’t come near me, or I shall be angry.”

			
				He takes her bod­ily in­to his arms and feels for her lips.
			

			
				Then, with an agile twist of her body, she snatches from her dress­ing-table a glass of the per­fumed wa­ter she uses for her mouth and flings it over her shoulder full in her hus­band’s face.
			

			
				He leaps back, drip­ping with wa­ter, furi­ous, mur­mur­ing:
			

			“That’s a silly trick.”

			“That may be. But you know my con­di­tions, five thou­sand francs.”

			“But that’s ab­so­lutely in­sane.”

			“Why in­sane?”

			“What, why? A hus­band to pay for sleep­ing with his wife!”

			“Oh … what un­pleas­ant words you use!”

			“Pos­sibly. I re­peat that a man would be in­sane to pay his wife, his leg­al wife.”

			“It is much stu­pider, when one has a leg­al wife, to pay cocottes.”

			“Maybe so, but I don’t care to be ri­dicu­lous.”

			
				The Comtesse is sit­ting on a couch. She draws her stock­ings slowly down, turn­ing them in­side out like the skin of a snake. Her rosy leg emerges from its sheath of mauve silk, and her ad­or­able little foot rests on the car­pet.
			

			
				The Comte draws a little near­er, and in a soft voice:
			

			“What has put this mad idea in­to your head?”

			“What idea?”

			“To ask me for five thou­sand francs.”

			“Noth­ing could be more nat­ur­al. We are strangers to each oth­er, aren’t we? And now you want me. You can’t marry me, since we are mar­ried. So you buy me, a little more cheaply than any­one else per­haps.

			“Think now. This money, in­stead of passing in­to the hands of a hussy to be used for good­ness knows what, will re­main in your own house, in your house­hold. Moreover, an in­tel­li­gent man should find it rather ori­gin­al to pay for his own wife. In an il­li­cit love-af­fair, the sweetest pleas­ures are those that cost dearly, very dearly. You give your love … your quite le­git­im­ate love, a new value, a sa­vour of vice, a spice of … dis­sip­a­tion, when you … put a price on it as if it were bought love. Isn’t that so?”

			

			
				She rises to her feet, al­most na­ked, and turns to­wards a bath­room.
			

			“Now, sir, please go at once, or I shall ring for my maid.”

			
				The Comte stands still, puzzled, ill at ease, and looks at her, and ab­ruptly, throw­ing his pock­et­book at her:
			

			“There you are, you bag­gage, there’s six thou­sand in it. … But you un­der­stand?”

			
				The Comtesse picks up the money, counts it, and drawls:
			

			“What?”

			“Don’t make a habit of this.”

			
				She breaks in­to laughter, and go­ing to­wards him:
			

			“Every month, sir, five thou­sand, or back I send you to your cocottes. And … if you are sat­is­fied … I shall even de­mand a rise.”

		
	
		
			Regret

			Mon­sieur Sav­al, who was called in Mantes “Fath­er Sav­al,” had just got out of bed. He was weep­ing. It was a dull au­tumn day; the leaves were fall­ing. They fell slowly in the rain, like a heav­ier and slower rain. M. Sav­al was not in good spir­its. He walked from the fire­place to the win­dow, and from the win­dow to the fire­place. Life has its sombre days. It would no longer have any but sombre days for him, for he had reached the age of sixty-two. He is alone, an old bach­el­or, with nobody to look after him. How sad it is to die alone, all alone, without any­one who is de­voted to you!

			He pondered over his life, so bar­ren, so empty. He re­called former days, the days of his child­hood, the home, the house of his par­ents; his col­lege days, his es­capades, the time he stud­ied law in Par­is, his fath­er’s ill­ness, his death. He then re­turned to live with his moth­er. They lived to­geth­er very quietly, and de­sired noth­ing more. At last the moth­er died. How sad life is! He had lived alone since then, and now, in his turn, he, too, will soon be dead. He will dis­ap­pear, and that will be the end. There will be no more of Paul Sav­al upon the earth. What a fright­ful thing! Oth­er people will love, will laugh. Yes, people will go on amus­ing them­selves, and he will no longer ex­ist! Is it not strange that people can laugh, amuse them­selves, be joy­ful un­der that etern­al cer­tainty of death? If this death were only prob­able, one could then have hope; but no, it is in­ev­it­able, as in­ev­it­able as that night fol­lows the day.

			If, how­ever, his life had been full! If he had done some­thing; if he had had ad­ven­tures, great pleas­ures, suc­cess, sat­is­fac­tion of some kind or an­oth­er. But no, noth­ing. He had done noth­ing, noth­ing but rise from bed, eat, at the same hours, and go to bed again. And he had gone on like that to the age of sixty-two years. He had not even taken un­to him­self a wife, as oth­er men do. Why? Yes, why was it that he had not mar­ried? He might have done so, for he pos­sessed con­sid­er­able means. Had he lacked an op­por­tun­ity? Per­haps! But one can cre­ate op­por­tun­it­ies. He was in­dif­fer­ent; that was all. In­dif­fer­ence had been his greatest draw­back, his de­fect, his vice. How many men wreck their lives through in­dif­fer­ence! It is so dif­fi­cult for some natures to get out of bed, to move about, to take long walks, to speak, to study any ques­tion.

			He had not even been loved. No wo­man had slept in his arms, in a com­plete aban­don of love. He knew noth­ing of the de­li­cious an­guish of ex­pect­a­tion, the di­vine vi­bra­tion of a hand in yours, of the ec­stasy of tri­umphant pas­sion.

			What su­per­hu­man hap­pi­ness must over­flow your heart, when lips en­counter lips for the first time, when the grasp of four arms makes one be­ing of you, a be­ing un­ut­ter­ably happy, two be­ings in­fatu­ated with one an­oth­er.

			M. Sav­al was sit­ting be­fore the fire, his feet on the fend­er, in his dress­ing gown. As­suredly his life had been a fail­ure, a com­plete fail­ure. He had, how­ever, loved. He had loved secretly, sadly, and in­dif­fer­ently, in a man­ner char­ac­ter­ist­ic of him in everything. Yes, he had loved his old friend, Ma­dame Sandres, the wife of his old col­lege chum Sandres. Ah! if he had known her as a young girl! But he had met her too late; she was already mar­ried. Un­ques­tion­ably, he would have asked her hand! How he had loved her, nev­er­the­less, without res­pite, since the first day he set eyes on her!

			He re­called his emo­tion every time he saw her, his grief on leav­ing her, the many nights that he could not sleep, be­cause he was think­ing of her.

			On rising in the morn­ing he was some­what more ra­tion­al than on the pre­vi­ous even­ing.

			Why?

			How pretty she was formerly, so dainty, with fair curly hair, and al­ways laugh­ing. Sandres was not the man she should have chosen. She was now fifty-two years of age. She seemed happy. Ah! if she had only loved him in days gone by; yes, if she had only loved him! And why should she not have loved him, Sav­al, see­ing that he loved her, Ma­dame Sandres, so much?

			If only she could have guessed. Had she not guessed any­thing, seen any­thing, com­pre­hen­ded any­thing? What would she have thought? If he had spoken, what would she have answered?

			And Sav­al asked him­self a thou­sand oth­er things. He re­viewed his whole life, seek­ing to re­call a mul­ti­tude of de­tails.

			He re­called all the long even­ings spent at the house of Sandres, when the lat­ter’s wife was young, and so charm­ing.

			He re­called many things that she had said to him, the in­ton­a­tions of her voice, the little sig­ni­fic­ant smiles that meant so much.

			He re­called their walks, the three of them to­geth­er, along the banks of the Seine, their lunch­eon on the grass on Sundays, for Sandres was em­ployed at the sub­pre­fec­ture. And all at once the dis­tinct re­col­lec­tion came to him of an af­ter­noon spent with her in a little wood on the banks of the river.

			They had set out in the morn­ing, car­ry­ing their pro­vi­sions in bas­kets. It was a bright spring morn­ing, one of those days which in­tox­ic­ate one. Everything smells fresh, everything seems happy. The voices of the birds sound more joy­ous, and they fly more swiftly. They had lunch­eon on the grass, un­der the wil­low trees, quite close to the wa­ter, which glittered in the sun’s rays. The air was balmy, charged with the odours of fresh ve­get­a­tion; they drank it in with de­light. How pleas­ant everything was on that day!

			After lunch, Sandres went to sleep on the broad of his back. “The best nap he had in his life,” said he, when he woke up.

			Ma­dame Sandres had taken the arm of Sav­al, and they star­ted to walk along the river bank.

			She leaned ten­derly on his arm. She laughed and said to him: “I am in­tox­ic­ated, my friend, I am quite in­tox­ic­ated.” He looked at her, his heart go­ing pit-a-pat. He felt him­self grow pale, fear­ful that he might have looked too boldly at her, and that the trem­bling of his hand had re­vealed his pas­sion.

			She had made a wreath of wild flowers and wa­ter-lilies, and she asked him: “Do I look pretty like that?”

			As he did not an­swer—for he could find noth­ing to say, he would have liked to go down on his knees—she burst out laugh­ing, a sort of an­noyed, dis­pleased laugh, as she said: “Great goose, what ails you? You might at least say some­thing.”

			He felt like cry­ing, but could not even yet find a word to say.

			All these things came back to him now, as vividly as on the day when they took place. Why had she said this to him?—“Great goose, what ails you? You might at least say some­thing!”

			And he re­called how ten­derly she had leaned on his arm. And in passing un­der a shady tree he had felt her ear brush­ing his cheek, and he had moved his head ab­ruptly, lest she should sup­pose he was too fa­mil­i­ar.

			When he had said to her: “Is it not time to re­turn?” she dar­ted a sin­gu­lar look at him. “Cer­tainly,” she said, “cer­tainly,” re­gard­ing him at the same time in a curi­ous man­ner. He had not thought of it at the time, but now the whole thing ap­peared to him quite plain.

			“Just as you like, my friend. If you are tired let us go back.”

			And he had answered: “I am not tired; but Sandres may be awake now.”

			And she had said: “If you are afraid of my hus­band’s be­ing awake, that is an­oth­er thing. Let us re­turn.”

			On their way back she re­mained si­lent, and leaned no longer on his arm. Why?

			At that time it had nev­er oc­curred to him, to ask him­self “why.” Now he seemed to no­tice some­thing that he had not then un­der­stood.

			Could it? …

			M. Sav­al felt him­self blush, and he got up at a bound, as if he were thirty years young­er and had heard Ma­dame Sandres say, “I love you.”

			Was it pos­sible? That idea which had just entered his mind tor­tured him. Was it pos­sible that he had not seen, had not guessed?

			Oh! if that were true, if he had let this op­por­tun­ity of hap­pi­ness pass without tak­ing ad­vant­age of it!

			He said to him­self: “I must know. I can­not re­main in this state of doubt. I must know!” He thought: “I am sixty-two years of age, she is fifty-eight; I may ask her that now without giv­ing of­fence.”

			He star­ted out.

			The Sandres’ house was situ­ated on the oth­er side of the street, al­most dir­ectly op­pos­ite his own. He went across and knocked at the door, and a little ser­vant opened it.

			“You here at this hour, M. Sav­al! Has some ac­ci­dent happened to you?”

			“No, my girl,” he replied; “but go and tell your mis­tress that I want to speak to her at once.”

			“The fact is, ma­dame is pre­serving pears for the winter, and she is in the pre­serving room. She is not dressed, you un­der­stand.”

			“Yes, but go and tell her that I wish to see her on a very im­port­ant mat­ter.”

			The little ser­vant went away, and Sav­al began to walk, with long, nervous strides, up and down the draw­ing room. He did not feel in the least em­bar­rassed, how­ever. Oh! he was merely go­ing to ask her some­thing, as he would have asked her about some cook­ing re­cipe. He was sixty-two years of age!

			The door opened and ma­dame ap­peared. She was now a large wo­man, fat and round, with full cheeks and a son­or­ous laugh. She walked with her arms away from her sides and her sleeves tucked up, her bare arms all covered with fruit juice. She asked anxiously:

			“What is the mat­ter with you, my friend? You are not ill, are you?”

			“No, my dear friend; but I wish to ask you one thing, which to me is of the first im­port­ance, some­thing which is tor­tur­ing my heart, and I want you to prom­ise that you will an­swer me frankly.”

			She laughed, “I am al­ways frank. Say on.”

			“Well, then. I have loved you from the first day I ever saw you. Can you have any doubt of this?”

			She re­spon­ded, laugh­ing, with some­thing of her former tone of voice.

			“Great goose! what ails you? I knew it from the very first day!”

			Sav­al began to tremble. He stammered out: “You knew it? Then …”

			He stopped.

			She asked:

			“Then? … What?”

			He answered:

			“Then—what did you think? What—what—what would you have answered?”

			She broke in­to a peal of laughter. Some of the juice ran off the tips of her fin­gers on to the car­pet.

			“I? Why, you did not ask me any­thing. It was not for me to de­clare my­self!”

			He then ad­vanced a step to­ward her.

			“Tell me—tell me. … You re­mem­ber the day when Sandres went to sleep on the grass after lunch … when we had walked to­geth­er as far as the bend of the river, be­low …”

			He waited, ex­pect­antly. She had ceased to laugh, and looked at him, straight in the eyes.

			“Yes, cer­tainly, I re­mem­ber it.”

			He answered, trem­bling all over:

			“Well—that day—if I had been—if I had been—ven­ture­some—what would you have done?”

			She began to laugh as only a happy wo­man can laugh, who has noth­ing to re­gret, and re­spon­ded frankly, in a clear voice tinged with irony:

			“I would have yiel­ded, my friend.”

			She then turned on her heels and went back to her jam-mak­ing.

			Sav­al rushed in­to the street, cast down, as though he had met with some dis­aster. He walked with gi­ant strides through the rain, straight on, un­til he reached the river bank, without think­ing where he was go­ing. He then turned to the right and fol­lowed the river. He walked a long time, as if urged on by some in­stinct. His clothes were run­ning with wa­ter, his hat was out of shape, as soft as a rag, and drip­ping like a roof. He walked on, straight in front of him. At last, he came to the place where they had lunched on that day so long ago, the re­col­lec­tion of which tor­tured his heart. He sat down un­der the leaf­less trees, and wept.

		
	
		
			The Avenger

			When M. Ant­oine Leuil­let mar­ried the Wid­ow Math­ilde Sour­is, he had been in love with her for nearly ten years.

			M. Sour­is had been his friend, his old col­lege chum. Leuil­let was very fond of him, but found him rather a muff. He of­ten used to say: “That poor Sour­is will nev­er set the Seine on fire.”

			When Sour­is mar­ried Mdlle. Math­ilde Duval, Leuil­let was sur­prised and some­what vexed, for he had a slight weak­ness for her. She was the daugh­ter of a neigh­bor of his, a re­tired hab­er­dash­er with a good bit of money. She was pretty, well-mannered, and in­tel­li­gent. She ac­cep­ted Sour­is on ac­count of his money.

			Then Leuil­let cher­ished hopes of an­oth­er sort. He began pay­ing at­ten­tions to his friend’s wife. He was a hand­some man, not at all stu­pid, and also well off. He was con­fid­ent that he would suc­ceed; he failed. Then he fell really in love with her, and he was the sort of lov­er who is rendered tim­id, prudent, and em­bar­rassed by in­tim­acy with the hus­band. Mme. Sour­is fan­cied that he no longer meant any­thing ser­i­ous by his at­ten­tions to her, and she be­came simply his friend. This state of af­fairs las­ted nine years.

			Now, one morn­ing, Leuil­let re­ceived a start­ling com­mu­nic­a­tion from the poor wo­man. Sour­is had died sud­denly of an­eur­ism of the heart.

			He got a ter­rible shock, for they were of the same age; but the very next mo­ment, a sen­sa­tion of pro­found joy, of in­fin­ite re­lief of de­liv­er­ance, pen­et­rated his body and soul. Mme. Sour­is was free.

			He had the tact, how­ever, to make such a dis­play of grief as the oc­ca­sion re­quired; he waited for the prop­er time to elapse, and at­ten­ded to all the con­ven­tion­al us­ages. At the end of fif­teen months he mar­ried the wid­ow.

			His con­duct was re­garded as not only nat­ur­al but gen­er­ous. He had ac­ted like a good friend and an hon­est man. In short he was happy, quite happy.

			They lived on terms of the closest con­fid­ence, hav­ing from the first un­der­stood and ap­pre­ci­ated each oth­er. One kept noth­ing secret from the oth­er, and they told each oth­er their in­most thoughts. Leuil­let now loved his wife with a calm trust­ful af­fec­tion; he loved her as a tender, de­voted part­ner, who is an equal and a con­fid­ante. But there still lingered in his soul a sin­gu­lar and un­ac­count­able grudge against the de­ceased Sour­is, who had been the first to pos­sess this wo­man, who had had the flower of her youth and of her soul, and who had even robbed her of her po­et­ic at­trib­utes. The memory of the dead hus­band spoiled the hap­pi­ness of the liv­ing hus­band; and this posthum­ous jeal­ousy now began to tor­ment Leuil­let’s heart day and night.

			The res­ult was that he was in­cess­antly talk­ing about Sour­is, ask­ing a thou­sand minute and in­tim­ate ques­tions about him, and seek­ing for in­form­a­tion as to all his habits and per­son­al char­ac­ter­ist­ics. And he pur­sued him with railler­ies even in­to the depths of the tomb, re­call­ing with self-sat­is­fac­tion his oddit­ies, em­phas­iz­ing his ab­surdit­ies, and point­ing out his de­fects.

			Every minute he kept call­ing out to his wife from one end to the oth­er of the house:

			“Hallo, Math­ilde!”

			“Here am I, dear.”

			“Come and let us have a chat.”

			She al­ways came over to him, smil­ing, well aware that Sour­is was to be the sub­ject of the chat, and anxious to grat­i­fy her second hus­band’s harm­less fad.

			“I say! do you re­mem­ber how Sour­is wanted, one day, to prove to me that small men are al­ways bet­ter loved than big men?”

			And he launched out in­to re­flec­tions un­fa­vor­able to the de­funct hus­band, who was small, and dis­creetly com­pli­ment­ary to him­self, as he happened to be tall.

			And Mme. Leuil­let let him think that he was quite right; and she laughed very heart­ily, turned the first hus­band in­to ri­dicule in a play­ful fash­ion for the amuse­ment of his suc­cessor, who al­ways ended by re­mark­ing:

			“Nev­er mind! Sour­is was a muff!”

			They were happy, quite happy. And Leuil­let nev­er ceased to testi­fy his un­abated at­tach­ment to his wife by all the usu­al mani­fest­a­tions.

			Now, one night when they happened to be both kept awake by the re­new­al of youth­ful ar­dor, Leuil­let, who held his wife clasped tightly in his arms, and had his lips glued to hers, said:

			“Tell me this, darling.”

			“What?”

			“Sour­is—’tisn’t easy to put the ques­tion—was he very—very amor­ous?”

			She gave him a warm kiss, as she mur­mured:

			“Not so much as you, my duck.”

			His male van­ity was flattered, and he went on:

			“He must have been—rather a flat—eh?”

			She did not an­swer. There was merely a sly little laugh on her face, which she pressed close to her hus­band’s neck.

			He per­sisted in his ques­tions:

			“Come now! Don’t deny that he was a flat—well, I mean, rather an awk­ward sort of fel­low?”

			She nod­ded slightly.

			“Well, yes, rather awk­ward.”

			He went on:

			“I’m sure he used to weary you many a night—isn’t that so?”

			This time, she had an ac­cess of frank­ness, and she replied:

			“Oh! yes.”

			He em­braced her once more when she made this ac­know­ledg­ment, and mur­mured:

			“What an ass he was! You were not happy with him?”

			She answered:

			“No. He was not al­ways jolly.”

			Leuil­let felt quite de­lighted, mak­ing a com­par­is­on in his own mind between his wife’s former situ­ation and her present one.

			He re­mained si­lent for some time: then, with a fresh out­burst of mer­it, he said:

			“Tell me this!”

			“What?”

			“Will you be quite can­did—quite can­did with me?”

			“Cer­tainly, dear.”

			“Well, look here! Have you nev­er been temp­ted to—to de­ceive this im­be­cile, Sour­is?”

			Mme. Leuil­let uttered a little “Oh!” in a shame­faced way, and again cuddled her face closer to her hus­band’s chest. But he could see that she was laugh­ing.

			He per­sisted:

			“Come now, con­fess it! He had a head just suited for a cuck­old, this block­head! It would be so funny! This good Sour­is! Oh! I say, darling, you might tell it to me—only to me!”

			He em­phas­ized the words “to me,” feel­ing cer­tain that if she wanted to show any taste when she de­ceived her hus­band, he, Leuil­let, would have been the man; and he quivered with joy at the ex­pect­a­tion of this avow­al, sure that if she had not been the vir­tu­ous wo­man she was he could have had her then.

			But she did not reply, laugh­ing in­cess­antly as if at the re­col­lec­tion of some­thing in­fin­itely com­ic.

			Leuil­let, in his turn, burst out laugh­ing at the no­tion that he might have made a cuck­old of Sour­is. What a good joke! What a cap­it­al bit of fun, to be sure!

			He ex­claimed in a voice broken by con­vul­sions of laughter.

			“Oh! poor Sour­is! poor Sour­is! Ah! yes, he had that sort of head—oh, cer­tainly he had!”

			And Mme. Leuil­let now twis­ted her­self un­der the sheets, laugh­ing till the tears al­most came in­to her eyes.

			And Leuil­let re­peated: “Come, con­fess it! con­fess it! Be can­did. You must know that it can­not be un­pleas­ant to me to hear such a thing.”

			Then she stammered, still chok­ing with laughter.

			“Yes, yes.”

			Her hus­band pressed her for an an­swer.

			“Yes, what? Look here! tell me everything.”

			She was now laugh­ing in a more sub­dued fash­ion, and, rais­ing her mouth up to Leuil­let’s ear, which was held to­wards her in an­ti­cip­a­tion of some pleas­ant piece of con­fid­ence, she whispered—“Yes, I did de­ceive him!”

			He felt a cold shiver down his back, and ut­terly dumb­foun­ded, he gasped.

			“You—you—did—really—de­ceive him?”

			She was still un­der the im­pres­sion that he thought the thing in­fin­itely pleas­ant, and replied.

			“Yes—really—really.”

			He was ob­liged to sit up in bed so great was the shock he re­ceived, hold­ing his breath, just as over­whelmed as if he had just been told that he was a cuck­old him­self. At first, he was un­able to ar­tic­u­late prop­erly; then after the lapse of a minute or so, he merely ejac­u­lated.

			“Ah!”

			She, too, had stopped laugh­ing now, real­iz­ing her mis­take too late.

			Leuil­let, at length asked.

			“And with whom?”

			She kept si­lent, cudgeling her brain to find some ex­cuse.

			He re­peated his ques­tion.

			“With whom?”

			At last, she said.

			“With a young man.”

			He turned to­wards her ab­ruptly, and in a dry tone, said.

			“Well, I sup­pose it wasn’t with some kit­chen wench. I ask you who was the young man—do you un­der­stand?”

			She did not an­swer. He tore away the sheet which she had drawn over her head, and pushed her in­to the middle of the bed, re­peat­ing.

			“I want to know with what young man—do you un­der­stand?”

			Then, she replied with some dif­fi­culty in ut­ter­ing the words.

			“I only wanted to laugh.” But he fairly shook with rage: “What? How is that? You only wanted to laugh? So then you were mak­ing game of me? I’m not go­ing to be sat­is­fied with these eva­sions, let me tell you! I ask you what was the young man’s name?”

			She did not reply, but lay mo­tion­less on her back.

			He caught hold of her arm and pressed it tightly.

			“Do you hear me, I say? I want you to give me an an­swer when I speak to you.”

			Then, she said, in nervous tones.

			“I think you must be go­ing mad! Let me alone!”

			He trembled with fury, so ex­as­per­ated that he scarcely knew what he was say­ing, and, shak­ing her with all his strength, he re­peated.

			“Do you hear me? do you hear me?”

			She wrenched her­self out of his grasp with a sud­den move­ment, and with the tips of her fin­gers slapped her hus­band on the nose. He en­tirely lost his tem­per, feel­ing that he had been struck, and an­grily pounced down on her.

			He now held her un­der him, box­ing her ears in a most vi­ol­ent man­ner, and ex­claim­ing:

			“Take that—and that—and that—there you are, you trol­lop!”

			Then, when he was out of breath, ex­hausted from beat­ing her, he got up, and went over to the chest of draw­ers to get him­self a glass of sugared or­ange-wa­ter, for he was al­most ready to faint after his ex­er­tion.

			And she lay huddled up in bed, cry­ing and heav­ing great sobs, feel­ing that there was an end of her hap­pi­ness, and that it was all her own fault.

			Then, in the midst of her tears, she faltered:

			“Listen, Ant­oine, come here! I told you a lie—listen! I’ll ex­plain it to you.”

			And now, pre­pared to de­fend her­self, armed with ex­cuses and sub­ter­fuges, she slightly raised her head all tangled un­der her crumpled night­cap.

			And he, turn­ing to­wards her, drew close to her, ashamed at hav­ing whacked her, but feel­ing in­tensely still in his heart’s core as a hus­band an in­ex­haust­ible hatred against that wo­man who had de­ceived his pre­de­cessor, Sour­is.

		
	
		
			Suspense

			The men were talk­ing in the smoking-room after din­ner. They were talk­ing about un­ex­pec­ted legacies and curi­ous in­her­it­ances, when Mon­sieur Le Bru­ment, whom they some­times ad­dressed as “il­lus­tri­ous Mas­ter,” some­times as “il­lus­tri­ous Ad­voc­ate,” came and leaned up against the chim­ney.

			“I have,” he said, “to search for an heir who dis­ap­peared in pe­cu­li­arly ter­rible cir­cum­stances. It is one of those simple, vi­ol­ent dra­mas of or­din­ary life; the kind of thing that may hap­pen any day but which, nev­er­the­less, is one of the most ap­palling that I know of. This is the story:

			“About six months ago I was called to see a dy­ing wo­man, who said to me: ‘Sir, I wish you to un­der­take the most del­ic­ate and most dif­fi­cult mis­sion, one that will prove both te­di­ous and wear­i­some. Please study my will, which is ly­ing there on the table. A sum of five thou­sand francs is left you as a fee if you do not suc­ceed, and of one hun­dred thou­sand francs if you do. I want you to find my son after my death.’

			“She begged me to help her to sit up in bed, so that she might talk with great­er ease, for her voice, broken and gasp­ing, was whist­ling in her throat.

			“It was a sump­tu­ous house. The lux­uri­ous yet simple room was hung with ma­ter­i­al as thick as a wall, so sooth­ing to the eye that it was like a caress, so rest­ful that it seemed to ab­sorb every word spoken in the room.

			“The dy­ing wo­man con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘You are the first per­son to hear my ter­rible story. I will try to keep my strength to go on to the end. You, whom I know to be kind­hearted as well as ex­per­i­enced, must know all there is to know so that you may wish with all your heart to do your ut­most to help me.

			“ ‘Listen to me.

			“ ‘Be­fore I was mar­ried I loved a young man of whom my par­ents dis­ap­proved be­cause he had not enough money. A short time after his pro­pos­al had been re­jec­ted, I mar­ried a very wealthy man, mar­ried him through ig­nor­ance, through fear, through obed­i­ence, through thought­less­ness, as young girls do. I had one child, a boy. After a few years my hus­band died. The man I had loved was mar­ried too. When he heard I was a wid­ow he suffered ter­ribly be­cause he was not free to marry me. He came to see me, weep­ing and sob­bing so bit­terly that he al­most broke my heart. We be­came friends. Per­haps I ought not to have seen him con­tinu­ally. The more’s the pity! I was alone, so sad, and so lonely, so des­per­ate. And I loved him still. How ter­ribly one can suf­fer!

			“ ‘My par­ents be­ing dead, he was all I had in the world. He of­ten came to the house and spent whole even­ings with me. I ought not to have let him come so of­ten, since he was mar­ried. But I had not suf­fi­cient strength of mind to for­bid his vis­its.

			“ ‘How can I tell you? … he be­came my lov­er! How did it come about? I don’t even know! Does one ever know? Do you think it could be oth­er­wise when two hu­man be­ings are driv­en to­wards each oth­er by the ir­res­ist­ible force of mu­tu­al love? Do you be­lieve that it is al­ways in our power to res­ist, to struggle, to re­fuse to yield to the pray­ers and sup­plic­a­tions, the tears, the fren­zied words, the par­oxysms of pas­sion of the man we ad­ore, whom we de­sire to crown with every pos­sible hap­pi­ness, but whom, on the con­trary, we must drive to des­pair in obed­i­ence to the world’s con­ven­tion of hon­our? What strength would be re­quired, what re­nun­ci­ation of all hap­pi­ness, what self-deni­al, and even what vir­tu­ous selfish­ness! Is that not so?

			“ ‘In short, I was his mis­tress, and I was happy. For two years I was happy. I had be­come his wife’s friend—and this was my greatest weak­ness and my most cow­ardly act.

			“ ‘We brought up my son to­geth­er; we made a man of him, a real man, in­tel­li­gent, sens­ible and de­term­ined, broad-minded and full of gen­er­ous ideas. My son reached the age of sev­en­teen. He, the boy, loved my—my lov­er al­most as much as I did, for he had been equally loved and cared for by both of us. He al­ways called him “Chum.” He had the greatest re­spect for him, hav­ing learnt noth­ing but what was good from him and hav­ing con­tinu­ally be­fore him this ex­ample of up­right­ness, hon­our and prob­ity. He looked upon him as his moth­er’s old, loy­al and de­voted friend, as a kind of spir­itu­al fath­er, a guard­i­an, pro­tect­or—what more can I say?

			“ ‘Per­haps he had nev­er asked him­self what was the po­s­i­tion between us, for from his earli­est youth he had seen this man about the house, by my side, by his side, al­ways think­ing about us both.

			“ ‘One even­ing the three of us were to dine to­geth­er (this was my greatest treat), and I was ex­pect­ing them and won­der­ing which would be the first to ar­rive. The door opened; it was my old friend. I went to meet him with out­stretched arms and he kissed me with the linger­ing kiss of hap­pi­ness. All of a sud­den a sound, a rustle, a whis­per in the air—that mys­ter­i­ous sen­sa­tion that in­dic­ates the hu­man pres­ence—made us start and turn ab­ruptly. Jean, my son, stood there, look­ing at us, liv­id with rage.

			“ ‘I lost my head for a mo­ment then stepped back, hold­ing my hands out to my child as if in sup­plic­a­tion, but I could not see him. He had gone.

			“ ‘We re­mained to­geth­er—my lov­er and I—over­whelmed, un­able to say a word. I sank in­to an arm­chair and felt a de­sire, a con­fused and vi­ol­ent de­sire, to es­cape, to rush out in­to the night, and to dis­ap­pear forever. Then I sobbed con­vuls­ively and wept, shaken with spasms of grief, my spir­it ut­terly crushed, my nerves tor­tured by the fright­ful sense of an ir­re­par­able mis­for­tune and by the ap­palling sense of shame that fills a moth­er’s heart in such cir­cum­stances.

			“ ‘He looked at me, ter­ri­fied, not dar­ing to come near me, to speak to me, to touch me, for fear the boy should re­turn. At last he said: “I will go and look for him—talk to him—make him un­der­stand—I must see him—he must know—” and he left me. I waited—I waited, dis­trac­ted, trem­bling at the least sound, sick with fright and filled with an un­defined un­bear­able emo­tion at every slight crack­ling of the fire in the grate: I waited an hour, two hours, with an in­creas­ing dread in my heart, such as I had nev­er felt be­fore, a feel­ing of such in­tense an­guish that I would not con­demn any crim­in­al to ten minutes of it. Where was my child? What was he do­ing?

			“ ‘To­wards mid­night a mes­sen­ger brought me a note from my lov­er. I know it by heart:

			
				“ ‘ “Has your boy come back? I have not found him. I am down­stairs. It is too late to come up.”

			

			“ ‘I wrote in pen­cil on the same piece of pa­per:

			
				“ ‘ “Jean has not re­turned; you must find him.”

			

			“ ‘I spent the night in the arm­chair, wait­ing.

			“ ‘I was go­ing mad. I wanted to shout, to run about, to roll on the ground, but I kept per­fectly still, wait­ing, wait­ing. What was go­ing to hap­pen? I tried hard to guess. But in spite of all my ef­forts, in spite of my agony of mind, I did not fore­see the truth.

			“ ‘Then I was afraid they might meet each oth­er. What would they do? What would the boy do? Ter­ri­fy­ing thoughts, alarm­ing pos­sib­il­it­ies, racked my whole be­ing. You can un­der­stand my feel­ings, can’t you?

			“My maid, who neither knew nor un­der­stood what was hap­pen­ing, came to me again and again, but I sent her away, either by a word or a sign, un­til fi­nally she went for the doc­tor, who ar­rived to find me suf­fer­ing from a severe nervous at­tack. I was put to bed.

			“ ‘When I re­gained con­scious­ness after a long spell of brain fever I saw my lov­er—alone, stand­ing by the bed. I cried out:

			“ ‘ “My son? Where is my son?”

			“ ‘He made no reply. I stammered: “Dead—dead—he has killed him­self?”

			“ ‘He answered: “No, not that, I swear. But, in spite of my ef­forts, we have been un­able to find him.”

			“ ‘Then in a sud­den burst of rage and ex­as­per­a­tion—for we are all sub­ject to fits of un­reas­on­able and un­ac­count­able an­ger—I said: “I for­bid you to come back, to see me again, un­less you find him; now go.”

			“ ‘He went away and I have nev­er seen either of them again; that is how I have lived for the last twenty years. Can you ima­gine such a life? Can you un­der­stand the ap­palling tor­ture, the long con­stant gnaw­ing at a moth­er’s heart, at a wo­man’s heart; this ter­rible, end­less sus­pense without end—end­less! No—it is go­ing to end—for I am dy­ing. I shall die without hav­ing seen them—either one—or the oth­er!

			“ ‘He, my friend, has writ­ten to me every day for the last twenty years, and I have al­ways re­fused to see him, even for a second, for I had a strange feel­ing that the very mo­ment he came, my son would come too! My son!—my son! Is he dead? Is he liv­ing? Where is he hid­ing? Over there, per­haps bey­ond the great ocean, in some coun­try so far away that its very name is un­known to me! Does he ever think of me? Oh! if he only knew! How cruel chil­dren are! Has he un­der­stood the ter­rible suf­fer­ing to which he has con­demned me; the agony, the des­pair of which he was the cause while I was still in the prime of life, which will en­dure to the end; me, his moth­er, who loved him with all the pas­sion of a moth­er’s love? Cruel, cruel, isn’t it? You will tell him what I have said. You will re­peat my last words: “My child, my dear, dear child, don’t be so hard on suf­fer­ing hu­man­ity; life is fierce and bru­tal enough! My dear child, think of what your poor moth­er’s ex­ist­ence has been since the day you left her. My dear child, for­give her, love her now that she is dead, for she has had to live through the most ter­rible pen­it­en­tial suf­fer­ing.” ’

			“She gasped for breath, trem­bling as if she were speak­ing to her son him­self. Then she ad­ded: ‘You will also tell him that I have nev­er seen—the oth­er one again.’

			“She was si­lent, then con­tin­ued in a broken voice: ‘Now, leave me, please. I want to die alone, since neither of them is with me.’ ”

			Maître Le Bru­ment ad­ded: “I left the house cry­ing like a dumb an­im­al, so much so that my coach­man turned round to stare at me. And to think that, every day, dra­mas like this are hap­pen­ing all around us. I have not found the son—that son. You may say what you like; I call him that crim­in­al son.”

		
	
		
			Decorated!

			Some people are born with a pre­dom­in­ant in­stinct, with some vo­ca­tion or some de­sire aroused, from the very mo­ment they be­gin to speak or to think.

			Ever since he was a child Mon­sieur Sac­re­ment had only had one idea in his head—to be dec­or­ated. When he was still quite a small boy he used to wear a zinc Cross of the Le­gion of Hon­our just as oth­er chil­dren wear a sol­dier’s cap, and he took his moth­er’s hand in the street with a proud look, stick­ing out his little chest with its red rib­bon and met­al star so that it might show to ad­vant­age.

			His stud­ies were not a suc­cess, and he failed in his ex­am­in­a­tion for Bach­el­or of Arts; so, not know­ing what to do, he mar­ried a pretty girl, for he had plenty of money of his own.

			They lived in Par­is, like many rich middle-class people do, mix­ing with their own par­tic­u­lar set, without go­ing among oth­er people, proud of know­ing a Deputy, who might per­haps be a Min­is­ter some day, while two heads of gov­ern­ment de­part­ments were among their friends.

			But Mon­sieur Sac­re­ment could not get rid of his one ab­sorb­ing idea, and he was very un­happy be­cause he had not the right to wear a little bit of col­oured rib­bon in his but­ton­hole.

			When he met any men who were dec­or­ated on the Boulevards, he looked at them askance, with in­tense jeal­ousy. Some­times, when he had noth­ing to do in the af­ter­noon, he would count them, and say to him­self: “Just let me see how many I shall meet between the Madeleine and the Rue Drouot.”

			Then he would walk slowly, look­ing at every coat, with a prac­ticed eye, for the little bit of red rib­bon, and when he had got to the end of his walk he al­ways said the num­bers out loud. “Eight of­ficers and sev­en­teen knights. As many as that! It is stu­pid to sow the Cross broad­cast in that fash­ion. I won­der how many I shall meet go­ing back?”

			And he re­turned slowly, un­happy when the crowd of pass­ersby in­terfered with his see­ing them.

			He knew the places where most of them were to be found. They swarmed in the Pal­ais Roy­al. Few­er were seen in the Av­en­ue de l’Opéra than in the Rue de la Paix, while the right side of the Boulevard was more fre­quen­ted by them than the left.

			They also seemed to prefer cer­tain cafés and theatres. Whenev­er he saw a group of white-haired old gen­tle­men stand­ing to­geth­er in the middle of the pave­ment, in­ter­fer­ing with the traffic, he used to say to him­self: “They are of­ficers of the Le­gion of Hon­our,” and he felt in­clined to take off his hat to them.

			He had of­ten re­marked that the of­ficers had a dif­fer­ent bear­ing from mere knights. They car­ried their heads high­er, and you felt that they en­joyed great­er of­fi­cial con­sid­er­a­tion, and a more widely-ex­ten­ded im­port­ance.

			Some­times M. Sac­re­ment would be seized with a furi­ous hatred for every­one who was dec­or­ated; he felt like a So­cial­ist to­wards them. Then, when he got home, ex­cited at meet­ing so many Crosses—just like a poor hungry wretch is on passing some dainty pro­vi­sion-shop—he used to ask in a loud voice:

			“When shall we get rid of this wretched gov­ern­ment?” And his wife would be sur­prised, and ask:

			“What is the mat­ter with you today?”

			“I am in­dig­nant,” he would reply, “at the in­justice I see go­ing on around us. Oh! the Com­munards were cer­tainly right!”

			After din­ner he would go out again and look at the shops where all the dec­or­a­tions were sold, and ex­am­ine all the em­blems of vari­ous shapes and col­ours. He would have liked to pos­sess them all, and to have walked gravely at the head of a pro­ces­sion with his op­era-hat un­der his arm and his breast covered with dec­or­a­tions, ra­di­ant as a star, amid a buzz of ad­mir­ing whis­pers and a hum of re­spect. But, alas! he had no right to wear any dec­or­a­tion whatever.

			He used to say to him­self: “It is really too dif­fi­cult for any man to ob­tain the Le­gion of Hon­our un­less he is some pub­lic func­tion­ary. Sup­pose I try to get ap­poin­ted an of­ficer of the Academy!”

			But he did not know how to set about it, and spoke to his wife on the sub­ject, who was stu­pefied.

			“Of­ficer of the Academy! What have you done to de­serve it?”

			He got angry. “I know what I am talk­ing about; I only want to know how to set about it. You are quite stu­pid at times.”

			She smiled. “You are quite right; I don’t un­der­stand any­thing about it.”

			An idea struck him: “Sup­pose you were to speak to M. Ros­selin, the Deputy, he might be able to ad­vise me. You un­der­stand I can­not broach the sub­ject to him dir­ectly. It is rather dif­fi­cult and del­ic­ate, but com­ing from you it might seem quite nat­ur­al.”

			Mme. Sac­re­ment did what he asked her, and M. Ros­selin prom­ised to speak to the Min­is­ter about it. Then Sac­re­ment began to worry him, till the Deputy told him he must make a form­al ap­plic­a­tion and put for­ward his claims.

			“What were his claims?” he said. “He was not even a Bach­el­or of Arts.”

			How­ever, he set to work and pro­duced a pamph­let, with the title, “The People’s Right to In­struc­tion,” but he could not fin­ish it for want of ideas.

			He sought for easi­er sub­jects, and began sev­er­al in suc­ces­sion. The first was, “The In­struc­tion of Chil­dren by Means of the Eye.” He wanted gra­tu­it­ous theatres to be es­tab­lished in every poor quarter of Par­is for little chil­dren. Their par­ents were to take them there when they were quite young, and, by means of a ma­gic-lan­tern, all the no­tions of hu­man know­ledge were to be im­par­ted to them. There were to be reg­u­lar courses. The sight would edu­cate the mind, while the pic­tures would re­main im­pressed on the brain, and thus sci­ence would, so to say, be made vis­ible. What could be more simple than to teach uni­ver­sal his­tory, nat­ur­al his­tory, geo­graphy, bot­any, zoö­logy, ana­tomy, etc., etc., thus?

			He had his ideas prin­ted in tract form, and sent a copy to each Deputy, ten to each Min­is­ter, fifty to the Pres­id­ent of the Re­pub­lic, ten to each Parisi­an, and five to each pro­vin­cial news­pa­per.

			Then he wrote on “Street Lend­ing-Lib­rar­ies.” His idea was to have little carts full of books drawn about the streets, like or­ange-carts are. Every house­hold­er or lodger would have a right to ten volumes a month by means of a half­penny sub­scrip­tion.

			“The people,” M. Sac­re­ment said, “will only dis­turb it­self for the sake of its pleas­ures, and since it will not go to in­struc­tion, in­struc­tion must come to it,” etc., etc.

			His es­says at­trac­ted no at­ten­tion, but he sent in his ap­plic­a­tion, and he got the usu­al form­al of­fi­cial reply. He thought him­self sure of suc­cess, but noth­ing came of it.

			Then he made up his mind to ap­ply per­son­ally. He begged for an in­ter­view with the Min­is­ter of Pub­lic In­struc­tion, and he was re­ceived by a young sub­or­din­ate, already very grave and im­port­ant, who kept touch­ing the but­tons of elec­tric-bells to sum­mon ush­ers, and foot­men, and of­fi­cials in­feri­or to him­self. He de­clared to the ap­plic­ant that his case was go­ing on quite fa­vour­ably, and ad­vised him to con­tin­ue his re­mark­able la­bours. So M. Sac­re­ment set at it again.

			M. Ros­selin, the Deputy, seemed now to take a great in­terest in his suc­cess, and gave him a lot of ex­cel­lent, prac­tic­al ad­vice. Ros­selin was dec­or­ated, al­though nobody knew ex­actly what he had done to de­serve such a dis­tinc­tion.

			He told Sac­re­ment what new stud­ies he ought to un­der­take; he in­tro­duced him to learned So­ci­et­ies which took up par­tic­u­larly ob­scure points of sci­ence, in the hope of gain­ing cred­it and hon­ours thereby; and he even took him un­der his wing at the Min­istry.

			One day, when he came to lunch with his friend (for sev­er­al months past he had con­stantly taken his meals there), he said to him in a whis­per as he shook hands: “I have just ob­tained a great fa­vour for you. The Com­mit­tee on His­tor­ic­al Works is go­ing to en­trust you with a com­mis­sion. There are some re­searches to be made in vari­ous lib­rar­ies in France.”

			Sac­re­ment was so de­lighted that he could scarcely eat or drink, and a week later he set out. He went from town to town, study­ing cata­logues, rum­ma­ging in lofts full of dusty volumes, and was a bore to all the lib­rar­i­ans.

			One day, hap­pen­ing to be at Rouen, he thought he should like to em­brace his wife, whom he had not seen for more than a week, so he took the nine o’clock train, which would land him at home by twelve at night.

			He had his latch­key, so he went in without mak­ing any noise, de­lighted at the idea of the sur­prise he was go­ing to give her. She had locked her­self in. How tire­some! How­ever, he cried out through the door:

			“Jeanne, it is I.”

			She must have been very frightened, for he heard her jump out of bed and speak to her­self, as if she were in a dream. Then she went to her dress­ing-room, opened and closed the door, and went quickly up and down her room bare­foot two or three times, shak­ing the fur­niture till the vases and glasses soun­ded. Then at last she asked:

			“Is it you, Al­ex­an­der?”

			“Yes, yes,” he replied; “make haste and open the door.”

			As soon as she had done so she threw her­self in­to his arms, ex­claim­ing:

			“Oh! what a fright! What a sur­prise! What a pleas­ure!”

			He began to un­dress him­self meth­od­ic­ally, as he did everything, and from a chair he took his over­coat, which he was in the habit of hanging up in the hall. But, sud­denly, he re­mained mo­tion­less, struck dumb with as­ton­ish­ment—there was a red rib­bon in the but­ton­hole!

			“Why,” he stammered, “this—this—this over­coat has got the rosette in it!”

			In a second his wife threw her­self on him, and, tak­ing it from his hands, she said:

			“No! you have made a mis­take—give it to me.”

			But he still held it by one of the sleeves, without let­ting it go, re­peat­ing, in a half-dazed man­ner:

			“Oh! Why? Just ex­plain. Whose over­coat is it? It is not mine, as it has the Le­gion of Hon­our on it.”

			She tried to take it from him, ter­ri­fied, and hardly able to say:

			“Listen—listen—give it to me—I must not tell you—it is a secret—listen to me.”

			But he grew angry, and turned pale:

			“I want to know how this over­coat comes to be here? It does not be­long to me.”

			Then she al­most screamed at him:

			“Yes it does; listen—swear to me—well—you are dec­or­ated.”

			She did not in­tend to joke at his ex­pense.

			He was so over­come that he let the over­coat fall, and dropped in­to an arm­chair.

			“I am—you say I am—dec­or­ated?”

			“Yes, but it is a secret, a great secret.”

			She had put the glor­i­ous gar­ment in­to a cup­board, and came to her hus­band pale and trem­bling.

			“Yes,” she con­tin­ued, “it is a new over­coat that I have had made for you. But I swore that I would not tell you any­thing about it, as it will not be of­fi­cially an­nounced for a month or six weeks, and you were not to have known till your re­turn from your busi­ness jour­ney. M. Ros­selin man­aged it for you.”

			“Ros­selin!” he con­trived to ut­ter in his joy; “he has ob­tained the dec­or­a­tion for me? He—Oh!”

			And he was ob­liged to drink a glass of wa­ter.

			A little piece of white pa­per had fallen to the floor out of the pock­et of the over­coat. Sac­re­ment picked it up; it was a vis­it­ing-card, and he read out:

			
				“Ros­selin—Deputy.”

			

			“You see how it is,” said his wife.

			He wept with joy, and, a week later, it was an­nounced in the Journ­al Of­fi­ciel that M. Sac­re­ment had been awar­ded the Le­gion of Hon­our on ac­count of his ex­cep­tion­al ser­vices.

		
	
		
			The Father

			He was em­ployed at the Min­istry of Edu­ca­tion, and as he lived in the Batignolles sub­urb he took the om­ni­bus every morn­ing in or­der to go to his of­fice. And every morn­ing he trav­elled to the centre of Par­is fa­cing a girl with whom he fell in love.

			She went to her work in a shop at the same time every day. She was small and dark, one of those bru­nettes whose eyes are so dark that they are like pitch balls stuck in her face, and whose skin has the gleam of ivory. Every day he saw her ap­pear at the corner of the same street; and she would start run­ning to catch up the heavy vehicle. She ran with short, hur­ried steps, supple and grace­ful, and would jump on to the step be­fore the horses had quite stopped. Then she would make her way in­to the in­side, pant­ing a little, and, sit­ting down, would glance all round her.

			The first time that he saw her, François Tessi­er knew that her face gave him in­fin­ite pleas­ure. Some­times we meet such wo­men, wo­men whom we de­sire to seize fiercely in our arms, at first sight, be­fore we even know them. This girl answered all the in­tim­ate de­sires, the secret dreams, the very ideal of love, as it were, which we bear about with us in the sub­con­scious depths of our hearts.

			Against his will he stared ob­stin­ately at her. His gaze em­bar­rassed her and she blushed. He no­ticed this, and tried to turn away his eyes, but time and again they re­turned to her in spite of his ef­forts to fix his gaze else­where.

			At the end of a few days they were no longer strangers, al­though they had nev­er spoken to each oth­er. He gave her his seat when the om­ni­bus was full and went up on the top, in spite of the tor­ture of loss it in­flic­ted upon him. She greeted him now with a little smile; and though she al­ways lowered her eyes un­der his gaze, which she felt to be too eager, yet she no longer seemed angry at be­ing watched.

			At last they began to talk to each oth­er. A sud­den in­tim­ate friend­ship was es­tab­lished between them, an in­tim­acy con­fined to half an hour each day. And cer­tainly it was the most de­light­ful half-hour of his day. He thought of her all the rest of the time, and nev­er ceased to dwell on the vis­ion of her dur­ing his long so­journs at the of­fice, haunted, ob­sessed, and in­vaded by the chan­ging, cling­ing im­age which the face of a be­loved wo­man leaves with us. It seemed to him that com­plete pos­ses­sion of that little creature would be for him a wild hap­pi­ness, al­most bey­ond hu­man real­isa­tion.

			Every morn­ing now she shook hands with him, and he re­tained un­til even­ing the sense of that con­tact, the memory in his flesh of the faint pres­sure of her small fin­gers; he ima­gined that he pre­served the im­print of them on his skin.

			Through­out the rest of his time he looked for­ward anxiously to the short om­ni­bus jour­ney. And his Sundays seemed heart­break­ing.

			Cer­tainly she loved him, for one Sat­urday in the spring she con­sen­ted to lunch with him the next day at Mais­ons-Laf­fitte.

			

			She ar­rived first at the sta­tion, and was wait­ing for him. He was sur­prised; but she said to him:

			“Be­fore we go, I’ve some­thing to say. We’ve twenty minutes; that’s more than long enough.”

			She was trem­bling, lean­ing on his arm, her eyes lowered and her cheeks pale.

			“You must make no mis­take about me,” she con­tin­ued. “I’m an hon­est girl, and I won’t come with you un­less you prom­ise, un­less you’ll swear not to … not to do any­thing which isn’t … which isn’t … nice.”

			She had sud­denly gone more scar­let than a poppy. She was si­lent. He did not know what to reply, happy and dis­ap­poin­ted at the same time. At the bot­tom of his heart he pos­sibly pre­ferred that it should be like this; yet … yet he had lulled him­self to sleep, the night be­fore, with dreams that had fired his pulses. Cer­tainly he would have loved her less, had he known her to be of easy vir­tue; but then how charm­ing, how de­li­cious it would be for him if she were! His mind was racked by all the selfish cal­cu­la­tions that men make over this busi­ness of love.

			As he said noth­ing, she ad­ded in a voice shaken with emo­tion, and tears at the corners of her eyes:

			“If you don’t prom­ise to re­spect me, ab­so­lutely … I’m go­ing back home.”

			He squeezed her arm af­fec­tion­ately and replied:

			“I prom­ise; you shall do noth­ing you do not want to do.”

			She seemed re­lieved, and asked with a smile:

			“Is that really true?”

			He looked in­to the depths of her eyes.

			“I swear it!”

			“Then let’s take the tick­ets,” she said.

			They could hardly speak a word to one an­oth­er on the way, as their com­part­ment was full.

			Hav­ing reached Mais­ons-Laf­fitte, they dir­ec­ted their steps to­wards the Seine.

			The warm air quieted their thoughts and their senses. The sun fell full upon the river, the leaves, and the grass, and dar­ted a thou­sand gleams of hap­pi­ness in­to body and mind. Hand in hand they walked along the bank, watch­ing the little fish that glided in shoals un­der the sur­face of the wa­ter. They wandered along, adrift in hap­pi­ness, as though trans­por­ted from the earth in an ec­stasy of de­light.

			At last she said:

			“You must think me mad.”

			“Why?” he asked.

			“Isn’t it mad of me to go all alone with you like this?” she went on.

			“Why, no; it’s quite nat­ur­al.”

			“No, no! It’s not nat­ur­al—for me—for I don’t want to do any­thing fool­ish—and this is just how one does come to do fool­ish things. But if you only knew! It’s so dull, every day the same thing, every day in the month and every month in the year. I live alone with my moth­er. And since she has had many sor­rows in her life, she’s not very gay. As for me, I do what I can. I try to laugh, but I don’t al­ways suc­ceed. But all the same, it was wrong of me to come. But at least you don’t blame me for it?”

			For an­swer he kissed her eagerly upon the ear. But she drew away from him with a swift move­ment, and said, sud­denly vexed:

			“Oh, Mon­sieur François, after what you prom­ised me!”

			And they turned back to­wards Mais­ons-Laf­fitte.

			They lunched at the Petit-Havre, a low house bur­ied be­neath four enorm­ous pop­lars, and stand­ing on the bank of the river.

			The fresh air, the heat, the thin white wine, and the ex­cit­ing sense of each oth­er’s near­ness made them flushed, troubled and si­lent. But after cof­fee, a sud­den tide of joy welled up in them; they crossed the Seine and set off again along the bank to­wards the vil­lage of La Frette.

			Sud­denly he asked:

			“What is your name?”

			“Louise.”

			“Louise,” he re­peated, and said no more.

			The river, de­scrib­ing a long curve, caressed a dis­tant row of white houses mirrored head down­wards in the wa­ter. The girl picked dais­ies and ar­ranged them in a huge rus­tic sheaf; the man sang at the top of his voice, as lively as a colt just put out to grass.

			To the left, a slope planted with vines fol­lowed the curve of the river. Sud­denly François stopped and re­mained mo­tion­less with as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Oh, look!” he said.

			The vine­yards had ceased, and all the hill­side was now covered with flower­ing lilac. It was a vi­ol­et-hued wood, a car­pet spread upon the earth, reach­ing as far as the vil­lage two or three kilo­metres dis­tant.

			She too stood spell­bound with de­light.

			“Oh! How lovely!” she mur­mured.

			They crossed a field and ran to­wards this strange hill which every year sup­plies all the lilac trundled about Par­is on the little bar­rows of the street sellers.

			A nar­row path lost it­self among the shrubs. They took it, and, com­ing to a small clear­ing, there sat down.

			Le­gions of flies mur­mured above their heads, filling the air with a soft, cease­less drone. The sun, the fierce sun of an air­less day, beat down upon the long slope of blos­som, draw­ing from this flower-forest a power­ful scent, great heady gusts of per­fume, the ex­hal­a­tion of the flowers.

			A church-bell rang in the dis­tance.

			Quietly they em­braced, then drew each oth­er closer, ly­ing in the grass, con­scious of noth­ing but their kisses. She had closed her eyes and held him in her open arms, clasp­ing him tightly, all thought dis­missed, all reas­on aban­doned, every sense ut­terly sus­pen­ded in pas­sion­ate ex­pect­a­tion. She gave her­self ut­terly to him, without know­ing what she was do­ing, without even real­ising that she was de­livered in­to his hands.

			She came to her­self half mad, as from a dread­ful dis­aster, and began to weep, moan­ing with grief, hid­ing her face in her hands.

			He tried to con­sole her. But she was anxious to leave, to get back, to go home at once. She walked up and down with des­per­ate strides, cease­lessly re­peat­ing:

			“My God! My God!”

			“Louise,” he begged. “Please stay, Louise.”

			Her cheeks were now burn­ing and her eyes sunken. As soon as they ar­rived at the sta­tion in Par­is, she left him without even bid­ding him good­bye.

			

			When he met her next day in the om­ni­bus, she seemed to him to have changed, to have grown thin­ner.

			“I must speak to you,” she said to him. “We will get off at the boulevard.”

			When they were alone on the pave­ment she said:

			“We must say good­bye to one an­oth­er. I can­not see you again after what has happened.”

			“But why not?” he stammered.

			“Be­cause I can­not. I was to blame. I shall not be guilty a second time.”

			At that he begged and im­plored her, tor­tured with de­sire, maddened with the need to pos­sess her ut­terly, in the deep aban­don of nights of love.

			“No, I can­not,” she replied ob­stin­ately. “No, I can­not.”

			He grew more and more eager and ex­cited. He prom­ised to marry her.

			“No,” she said again, and left him.

			He did not see her for eight days. He could not con­tin­ue to meet her, and, as he did not know her ad­dress, he thought her lost forever.

			On the even­ing of the ninth day his door­bell rang. He went to open the door. It was she. She flung her­self in­to his arms and res­isted no longer. For three months she was his mis­tress. He began to weary of her, when she told him that she was with child. At that he had only one idea left in his head: to break with her at all costs.

			Un­able to tell her frankly what he meant to do, not know­ing how to deal with the situ­ation or what to say, wild with ap­pre­hen­sion, and with the fear of the grow­ing child, he made a des­per­ate move. He de­camped one night and dis­ap­peared.

			The blow was so cruel that she made no search for the man who had deser­ted her in this fash­ion. She flung her­self at her moth­er’s knees and con­fessed her mis­for­tune to her; a few months later she gave birth to a son.

			

			The years slipped by. François Tessi­er grew old, without suf­fer­ing any change in his man­ner of life. He led the mono­ton­ous and dis­mal ex­ist­ence of a bur­eau­crat, without hope or ex­pect­a­tion. Every day he rose at the same hour, went down the same streets, walked through the same door past the same hall-port­er, entered the same of­fice, sat down on the same seat, and worked at the same task. He was alone in the world, alone by day in the midst of his in­dif­fer­ent col­leagues, alone at night in his bach­el­or lodgings. Every month he saved up a hun­dred francs for his old age.

			Every Sunday he went for a walk along the Champs-Élysées, to watch the world of fash­ion go by, the car­riages and the pretty wo­men.

			Next day he would say to his com­rades in duress:

			“It was a won­der­ful sight out­side the park yes­ter­day.”

			One Sunday it chanced that he took a new way and went in­to the Parc Mon­ceau. It was a bright sum­mer morn­ing. Nurses and moth­ers, seated on the benches at the side of the paths, were watch­ing the chil­dren play­ing in front of them.

			François Tessi­er shivered sud­denly. A wo­man passed him, hold­ing two chil­dren by the hand, a little boy of about ten, and a little girl of four. It was she.

			He walked on for an­oth­er hun­dred yards, and then sank in­to a chair, choked with emo­tion. She had not re­cog­nised him. Then he went back, try­ing to see her again. She was sit­ting down now. The boy was stand­ing be­side her, charm­ingly dec­or­ous, and the little girl was mak­ing mud pies. It was she, it was cer­tainly she. She had the grave de­mean­our of a lady; her dress was simple, her bear­ing full of dig­nity and as­sur­ance.

			He watched her from a dis­tance, not dar­ing to come close. The little boy raised his head. François Tessi­er felt him­self trem­bling. This was his son, past all man­ner of doubt. He gazed at him, and fan­cied that he re­cog­nised him­self as he might look in an old pho­to­graph.

			He stayed hid­den be­hind a tree, wait­ing for her to go, so that he might fol­low.

			He did not sleep that night. The thought of the child racked him more than any oth­er. His son! Oh! if he could only know, be sure! But what would he have done?

			He had seen her house, he made in­quir­ies, he learnt that she was mar­ried to a neigh­bour, a good man of high mor­al prin­ciples, touched by her misery. Know­ing her sin and for­giv­ing it, he had even ac­know­ledged the child, his, François Tessi­er’s child.

			Every Sunday he re­vis­ited the Parc Mon­ceau. Every Sunday he saw her, and each time the mad, ir­res­ist­ible long­ing came to him to take his son in his arms, cov­er him with kisses, and carry him off, steal him.

			He suffered ter­ribly in his wretched loneli­ness, an old bach­el­or with noth­ing to love; he suffered a fright­ful an­guish, torn by a fath­erly love made up of re­morse, long­ing, jeal­ousy, and that need of small creatures to love which nature has im­planted in the secret depths of every hu­man be­ing.

			At last he de­cided to make a des­per­ate ef­fort, and, go­ing up to her one day as she was en­ter­ing the park, stood in her way, and said, with liv­id face and quiv­er­ing lips:

			“Don’t you re­cog­nise me?”

			She raised her eyes, looked at him, uttered a scream of fear and hor­ror, and, seiz­ing her two chil­dren by the hand, fled, drag­ging them after her.

			He went home to weep.

			More months went by. He saw her no more. But he suffered day and night, gnawed and de­voured by love for his child.

			To em­brace his son he would have died, would have com­mit­ted murder, ac­com­plished any task, braved any danger, at­temp­ted any per­il­ous en­ter­prise.

			He wrote to her. She did not an­swer. After twenty let­ters he real­ised that he could not hope to move her. Then he took a des­per­ate res­ol­u­tion; ready to re­ceive a pis­tol bul­let in his heart if he failed, he wrote a short note to her hus­band:

			
				“Sir,

				“My name must be an ab­horred one to you. But I am so wretched, so tor­tured with re­morse, that I have no hope ex­cept in you.

				“I ask only for ten minutes’ talk with you.

				
					“Yours,” etc.

				
			

			Next day he re­ceived the an­swer:

			
				“Sir,

				“I shall ex­pect you at five o’clock on Tues­day.”

			

			As he moun­ted the stair­case, François Tessi­er paused on every step, so furi­ous was the beat­ing of his heart. It was a hur­ry­ing clam­our with­in his chest, a gal­lop­ing an­im­al, a dull and vi­ol­ent thud­ding. He could not breathe without an ef­fort, and clung to the ban­is­ters to keep him­self from fall­ing.

			At the third floor he rang. A ser­vant opened the door.

			“Mon­sieur Flamel?” he in­quired.

			“Yes, sir. Will you come in?”

			He entered a middle-class draw­ing room. He was alone, and he waited in agony like a man in the grip of dis­aster.

			A door opened. A man ap­peared. He was tall, grave, and rather stout, and wore a black frock-coat. He poin­ted to a chair.

			François Tessi­er sat down, then said in a breath­less voice:

			“Mon­sieur … Mon­sieur … I don’t know if you know my name … if you know …”

			Mon­sieur Flamel cut him short.

			“Do not trouble to ex­plain, mon­sieur. I know. My wife has spoken of you.”

			He had the forth­right as­pect of a kindly man try­ing to be severe; and the up­stand­ing dig­nity of a sober, middle-class cit­izen.

			“You see, mon­sieur, it’s like this,” con­tin­ued François Tessi­er. “I am dy­ing of grief, re­morse, and shame. All that I long for is that I may once, just once, kiss … the child.”

			Mon­sieur Flamel rose, went to the fire­place, and rang. The ser­vant ap­peared.

			“Fetch Louis,” he said.

			She went out. They re­mained fa­cing one an­oth­er, si­lent, hav­ing noth­ing else to say, wait­ing.

			Sud­denly a little boy of ten dashed in­to the room and ran to kiss the man he thought to be his fath­er. But he stopped in con­fu­sion when he saw the stranger.

			Mon­sieur Flamel kissed him on the fore­head, and then said:

			“Now, kiss this gen­tle­man, darling.”

			The child ad­vanced obed­i­ently, look­ing at the stranger.

			François Tessi­er had ris­en; he let his hat fall and was him­self ready to col­lapse.

			Mon­sieur Flamel had tact­fully turned his back and was look­ing out of the win­dow at the street.

			The child waited in great as­ton­ish­ment. He picked up the hat and re­stored it to the stranger. Then François, tak­ing the little boy in his arms, began to cov­er his face with furi­ous kisses, upon eyes, cheeks, mouth, and hair.

			The child was frightened by the storm of kisses and tried to avoid them, turn­ing away his head, and with his little hands thrust away the man’s greedy lips.

			Ab­ruptly François Tessi­er set him down again.

			“Good­bye! Good­bye!” he cried.

			And he fled like a thief.

		
	
		
			The String

			Along all the roads around Goderville the peas­ants and their wives were com­ing to­ward the little town, for it was mar­ket day. The men were pro­ceed­ing with slow steps, the whole body bent for­ward at each move­ment of their long twis­ted legs, de­formed by their hard work, by the weight on the plough which, at the same time, raised the left shoulder and dis­tor­ted the fig­ure, by the reap­ing of the wheat which made them spread their knees to get a firm stand, by all the slow and pain­ful la­bours of the coun­try. Their blouses, blue, starched, shin­ing as if var­nished, or­na­men­ted with a little design in white at the neck and wrists, puffed about their bony bod­ies, seemed like bal­loons ready to carry them off. From each of them a head, two arms, and two feet pro­truded.

			Some led a cow or a calf at the end of a rope, and their wives, walk­ing be­hind the an­im­al, whipped its haunches with a leafy branch to hasten its pro­gress. They car­ried large bas­kets on their arms from which, in some cases, chick­ens and, in oth­ers, ducks thrust out their heads. And they walked with a quick­er, live­li­er step than their hus­bands. Their spare straight fig­ures were wrapped in a scanty little shawl, pinned over their flat bos­oms, and their heads were en­vel­oped in a piece of white lin­en tightly pressed on the hair and sur­moun­ted by a cap.

			Then a wag­on passed at the jerky trot of a nag, shak­ing strangely, two men seated side by side and a wo­man in the bot­tom of the vehicle, the lat­ter hold­ing on to the sides to lessen the hard jolts.

			In the square of Goderville there was a crowd, a throng of hu­man be­ings and an­im­als mixed to­geth­er. The horns of the cattle, the tall hats with a long nap of the rich peas­ant, and the headgear of the peas­ant wo­men rose above the sur­face of the crowd. And the clam­or­ous, shrill, scream­ing voices made a con­tinu­ous and sav­age din which some­times was dom­in­ated by the ro­bust lungs of some coun­try­man’s laugh, or the long low­ing of a cow tied to the wall of a house.

			It all smacked of the stable, the dairy and the ma­nure heap, of hay and sweat, giv­ing forth that un­pleas­ant odour, hu­man and an­im­al, pe­cu­li­ar to the people of the fields.

			Maître Hauche­corne, of Bréauté, had just ar­rived at Goderville, and he was dir­ect­ing his steps to­ward the pub­lic square, when he per­ceived upon the ground a little piece of string. Maître Hauche­corne, eco­nom­ic­al like a true Nor­man, thought that everything use­ful ought to be picked up, and he stooped pain­fully, for he suffered from rheum­at­ism. He took the bit of thin cord from the ground and was be­gin­ning to roll it care­fully when he no­ticed Maître Malandain, the har­ness-maker, on the threshold of his door, look­ing at him. They had here­to­fore had busi­ness to­geth­er on the sub­ject of a hal­ter, and they were on bad terms, be­ing both good haters. Maître Hauche­corne was seized with a sort of shame to be seen thus by his en­emy, pick­ing a bit of string out of the dirt. He con­cealed his find quickly un­der his blouse, then in his trousers pock­et; then he pre­ten­ded to be still look­ing on the ground for some­thing which he did not find, and he went to­wards the mar­ket, his head thrust for­ward, bent double by his pains.

			He was soon lost in the noisy and slowly mov­ing crowd, which was busy with in­ter­min­able bar­gain­ings. The peas­ants looked at cows, went and came, per­plexed, al­ways in fear of be­ing cheated, not dar­ing to de­cide, watch­ing the vender’s eye, ever try­ing to find the trick in the man and the flaw in the beast.

			The wo­men, hav­ing placed their great bas­kets at their feet, had taken out the poultry, which lay upon the ground, tied to­geth­er by the feet, with ter­ri­fied eyes and scar­let crests.

			They heard of­fers, stated their prices with a dry air and im­pass­ive face, or per­haps, sud­denly de­cid­ing on some pro­posed re­duc­tion, shouted to the cus­tom­er who was slowly go­ing away: “All right, Maître Anthime, I’ll give it to you for that.”

			Then little by little the square was deser­ted, and the An­gelus ringing at noon, those who lived too far away went to the dif­fer­ent inns.

			At Jourdain’s the great room was full of people eat­ing, as the big yard was full of vehicles of all kinds, carts, gigs, wag­ons, non­des­cript carts, yel­low with dirt, men­ded and patched, rais­ing their shafts to the sky like two arms, or per­haps with their shafts in the ground and their backs in the air.

			Very near the diners seated at the table, the im­mense fire­place, filled with bright flames, cast a lively heat on the backs of the row on the right. Three spits were turn­ing on which were chick­ens, pi­geons, and legs of mut­ton; and an ap­pet­iz­ing odour of roast meat and gravy drip­ping over the nicely browned skin rose from the hearth, in­creased the jovi­al­ness, and made every­body’s mouth wa­ter.

			All the ar­is­to­cracy of the plough ate there, at Maître Jourdain’s, tav­ern keep­er and horse deal­er, a clev­er fel­low who had money.

			The dishes were passed and emp­tied, as were the jugs of yel­low cider. Every­one told his af­fairs, his pur­chases, and sales. They dis­cussed the crops. The weath­er was fa­vour­able for the green things but rather damp for the wheat.

			Sud­denly the drum began to beat in the yard, be­fore the Kouse. Every­body rose, ex­cept a few in­dif­fer­ent per­sons, and ran to the door, or to the win­dows, their mouths still full and nap­kins in their hands.

			After the pub­lic cri­er had ceased his drum-beat­ing, he called out in a jerky voice, speak­ing his phrases ir­reg­u­larly:

			“It is hereby made known to the in­hab­it­ants of Goderville, and in gen­er­al to all per­sons present at the mar­ket, that there was lost this morn­ing, on the road to Ben­zeville, between nine and ten o’clock, a black leath­er pock­et­book con­tain­ing five hun­dred francs and some busi­ness pa­pers. The find­er is re­ques­ted to re­turn same to the may­or’s of­fice or to Maître For­tuné Houl­brèque of Man­neville. There will be twenty francs re­ward.”

			Then the man went away. The heavy roll of the drum and the cri­er’s voice were again heard at a dis­tance.

			Then they began to talk of this event dis­cuss­ing the chances that Maître Houl­brèque had of find­ing or not find­ing his pock­et­book.

			And the meal con­cluded. They were fin­ish­ing their cof­fee when the chief of the gen­darmes ap­peared upon the threshold.

			He in­quired:

			“Is Maître Hauche­corne, of Bréauté, here?”

			Maître Hauche­corne, seated at the oth­er end of the table, replied:

			“Here I am.”

			And the of­ficer re­sumed:

			“Maître Hauche­corne, will you have the good­ness to ac­com­pany me to the may­or’s of­fice? The may­or would like to talk to you.”

			The peas­ant, sur­prised and dis­turbed, swal­lowed at a draught his tiny glass of brandy, rose, and, even more bent than in the morn­ing, for the first steps after each rest were spe­cially dif­fi­cult, set out, re­peat­ing: “Here I am, here I am.”

			The may­or was await­ing him, seated on an arm­chair. He was the not­ary of the vi­cin­ity, a stout, ser­i­ous man, with pom­pous phrases.

			“Maître Hauche­corne,” said he, “you were seen this morn­ing pick­ing up, on the road to Ben­zeville, the pock­et­book lost by Maître Houl­brèque, of Man­neville.”

			The coun­try­man, looked at the may­or in as­ton­ish­ment, already ter­ri­fied, by this sus­pi­cion rest­ing on him without his know­ing why.

			“Me? Me? I picked up the pock­et­book?”

			“Yes, you, your­self.”

			“On my word of hon­our, I nev­er heard of it.”

			“But you were seen.”

			“I was seen, me? Who says he saw me?”

			“Mon­sieur Malandain, the har­ness-maker.”

			The old man re­membered, un­der­stood, and flushed with an­ger.

			“Ah, he saw me, the clod­hop­per, he saw me pick up this string, here, Mr. May­or.” And rum­ma­ging in his pock­et he drew out the little piece of string.

			But the may­or, in­cred­u­lous, shook his head.

			“You will not make me be­lieve, Maître Hauche­corne, that Mon­sieur Malandain, who is a man we can be­lieve, mis­took this cord for a pock­et­book.”

			The peas­ant, furi­ous, lif­ted his hand, spat at one side to at­test his hon­our, re­peat­ing:

			“It is nev­er­the­less the truth of the good God, the sac­red truth, Mr. May­or. I re­peat it on my soul and my sal­va­tion.”

			The may­or re­sumed:

			“After pick­ing up the ob­ject, you stood like a stilt, look­ing a long while in the mud to see if any piece of money had fallen out.”

			The old chap choked with in­dig­na­tion and fear.

			“How any­one can tell—how any­one can tell—such lies to take away an hon­est man’s repu­ta­tion! How can any­one—”

			There was no use in his protest­ing, nobody be­lieved him. He was con­fron­ted with Mon­sieur Malandain, who re­peated and main­tained his af­firm­a­tion. They ab­used each oth­er for an hour. At his own re­quest, Maître Hauche­corne was searched, noth­ing was found on him.

			Fi­nally the may­or, very much per­plexed, dis­charged him with the warn­ing that he would con­sult the pub­lic pro­sec­utor and ask for fur­ther or­ders.

			The news had spread. As he left the may­or’s of­fice, the old man was sur­roun­ded and ques­tioned with a ser­i­ous or ban­ter­ing curi­os­ity, in which there was no in­dig­na­tion. He began to tell the story of the string. No one be­lieved him. They laughed at him.

			He went along, stop­ping his friends, be­gin­ning end­lessly his state­ment and his prot­est­a­tions, show­ing his pock­ets turned in­side out, to prove that he had noth­ing.

			They said:

			“Old ras­cal, get out!”

			And he grew angry, be­com­ing ex­as­per­ated, hot, and dis­tressed at not be­ing be­lieved, not know­ing what to do and al­ways re­peat­ing him­self.

			Night came. He must de­part. He star­ted on his way with three neigh­bours to whom he poin­ted out the place where he had picked up the bit of string; and all along the road he spoke of his ad­ven­ture.

			In the even­ing he took a turn in the vil­lage of Bréauté, in or­der to tell it to every­body. He only met with in­credu­lity.

			It made him ill all night.

			The next day about one o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Mari­us Paumelle, a hired man in the em­ploy of Maître Bre­ton, hus­band­man at Ymauville, re­turned the pock­et­book and its con­tents to Maître Houl­brèque of Man­neville.

			This man claimed to have found the ob­ject in the road; but not know­ing how to read, he had car­ried it to the house and giv­en it to his em­ploy­er.

			The news spread through the neigh­bour­hood. Maître Hauche­corne was in­formed of it. He im­me­di­ately went the cir­cuit and began to re­count his story com­pleted by the happy cli­max. He tri­umphed.

			“What grieved me so much was not the thing it­self, as the ly­ing. There is noth­ing so shame­ful as to be placed un­der a cloud on ac­count of a lie.”

			He talked of his ad­ven­ture all day long, he told it on the high­way to people who were passing by, in the inn to people who were drink­ing there, and to per­sons com­ing out of church the fol­low­ing Sunday. He stopped strangers to tell them about it. He was calm now, and yet some­thing dis­turbed him without his know­ing ex­actly what it was. People had the air of jok­ing while they listened. They did not seem con­vinced. He seemed to feel that re­marks were be­ing made be­hind his back.

			On Tues­day of the next week he went to the mar­ket at Goderville, urged solely by the ne­ces­sity he felt of dis­cuss­ing the case.

			Malandain, stand­ing at his door, began to laugh on see­ing him pass. Why?

			He ap­proached a farm­er from Cri­quetot, who did not let him fin­ish, and giv­ing him a thump in the stom­ach said to his face:

			“You clev­er rogue.”

			Then he turned his back on him.

			Maître Hauche­corne was con­fused, why was he called a clev­er rogue?

			When he was seated at the table, in Jourdain’s tav­ern he com­menced to ex­plain “the af­fair.”

			A horse deal­er from Mon­vil­li­ers called to him:

			“Come, come, old sharp­er, that’s an old trick; I know all about your piece of string!”

			Hauche­corne stammered:

			“But since the pock­et­book was found.”

			But the oth­er man replied:

			“—Shut up, papa, there is one that finds, and there is one that brings back. No one is any the wiser, so you get out of it.”

			The peas­ant stood chok­ing. He un­der­stood. They ac­cused him of hav­ing had the pock­et­book re­turned by a con­fed­er­ate, by an ac­com­plice.

			He tried to protest. All the table began to laugh.

			He could not fin­ish his din­ner and went away, in the midst of jeers.

			He went home ashamed and in­dig­nant, chok­ing with an­ger and con­fu­sion, the more de­jec­ted that he was cap­able with his Nor­man cun­ning of do­ing what they had ac­cused him of, and even of boast­ing of it as of a good trick. His in­no­cence to him, in a con­fused way, was im­possible to prove, as his sharp­ness was known. And he was stricken to the heart by the in­justice of the sus­pi­cion.

			Then he began to re­count the ad­ven­ture again, en­lar­ging his story every day, adding each time, new reas­ons, more en­er­get­ic prot­est­a­tions, more sol­emn oaths which he ima­gined and pre­pared in his hours of solitude, his whole mind giv­en up to the story of the string. He was be­lieved so much the less as his de­fense was more com­plic­ated and his ar­guing more subtle.

			“Those are ly­ing ex­cuses,” they said be­hind his back.

			He felt it, con­sumed his heart over it, and wore him­self out with use­less ef­forts. He was vis­ibly wast­ing away.

			The wags now made him tell about the string to amuse them, as they make a sol­dier who has been on a cam­paign tell about his battles. His mind, ser­i­ously af­fected, began to weak­en.

			To­wards the end of Decem­ber he took to his bed.

			He died in the first days of Janu­ary, and in the de­li­ri­um of his death struggles he kept claim­ing his in­no­cence, re­it­er­at­ing.

			“A piece of string, a piece of string—look—here it is, Mr. May­or.”

		
	
		
			A Wise Man

			Blérot had been my friend since child­hood; we had no secrets from each oth­er, and were united heart and soul by a broth­erly in­tim­acy and a bound­less con­fid­ence in each oth­er. He used to tell me his most in­tim­ate thoughts, even the smal­lest pangs of con­science that are very of­ten kept hid­den from our own selves. I did the same for him. I had been the con­fid­ent of all his love af­fairs, as he had been with mine.

			When he told me that he was go­ing to get mar­ried I was hurt, as though by an act of treas­on. I felt that it must in­ter­fere with that cor­di­al and ab­so­lute af­fec­tion which had united us. His wife would come between us. The in­tim­acy of the mar­riage-bed es­tab­lishes a kind of com­pli­city, a mys­ter­i­ous al­li­ance between two per­sons, even when they have ceased to love each oth­er. Man and wife are like two dis­creet part­ners who will not let any­one else in­to their secrets. But that close bond which the con­jugal kiss fastens is broken quickly on the day on which the wo­man takes a lov­er.

			I re­mem­ber Blérot’s wed­ding as if it were but yes­ter­day. I would not be present at the sign­ing of the mar­riage con­tract, as I have no par­tic­u­lar lik­ing for such ce­re­mon­ies. I only went to the civil wed­ding and to the church.

			His wife, whom I had nev­er seen be­fore, was a tall, slight girl, with pale hair, pale cheeks, pale hands, and eyes to match. She walked with a slightly un­du­lat­ing mo­tion, as if she were on board a ship, and seemed to ad­vance with a suc­ces­sion of long, grace­ful cour­tes­ies.

			Blérot seemed very much in love with her. He looked at her con­stantly, and I felt a shiver of an im­mod­er­ate de­sire for her pass through his frame. I went to see him a few days later, and he said to me:

			“You do not know how happy I am; I am madly in love with her; but then she is—she is—” He did not fin­ish his sen­tence, but he put the tips of his fin­gers to his lips with a ges­ture which sig­ni­fied “di­vine! de­li­cious! per­fect!” and a good deal more be­sides.

			I asked, laugh­ing, “What! all that?”

			“Everything that you can ima­gine,” was his an­swer.

			He in­tro­duced me to her. She was very pleas­ant, on easy terms with me, as was nat­ur­al, and begged me to look upon their house as my own. But I felt that he, Blérot, did not be­long to me any longer. Our in­tim­acy was cut off def­in­itely, and we hardly found a word to say to each oth­er.

			I soon took my leave, and shortly af­ter­wards went to the East, re­turn­ing by way of Rus­sia, Ger­many, Sweden, and Hol­land, after an ab­sence of eight­een months from Par­is.

			The morn­ing after my ar­rival, as I was walk­ing along the boulevards to feel the air of Par­is once more, I saw a pale man with sunken cheeks com­ing to­ward me, who was as much like Blérot as it was pos­sible for an ema­ci­ated tuber­cu­lar man to re­semble a strong, ruddy, rather stout man. I looked at him in sur­prise, and asked my­self: “Can it pos­sibly be he?” But he saw me, uttered a cry, and came to­ward me with out­stretched arms. I opened mine and we em­braced in the middle of the boulevard.

			After we had gone up and down once or twice from the Rue Drouot to the Vaudeville Theatre, just as we were tak­ing leave of each oth­er—for he already seemed quite done up with walk­ing, I said to him:

			“You don’t look at all well. Are you ill?”

			“I do feel rather out of sorts,” was all he said. He looked like a man who was go­ing to die, and I felt a flood of af­fec­tion for my dear old friend, the only real one that I had ever had. I squeezed his hands.

			“What is the mat­ter with you? Are you in pain?”

			“A little tired; but it is noth­ing.”

			“What does your doc­tor say?”

			“He calls it an­aemia, and has ordered me to eat no white meat and to take tinc­ture of iron.”

			A sus­pi­cion flashed across me.

			“Are you happy?” I asked him.

			“Yes, very happy; my wife is charm­ing, and I love her more than ever.”

			But I no­ticed that he grew rather red and seemed em­bar­rassed, as if he was afraid of any fur­ther ques­tions, so I took him by the arm and pushed him in­to a café, which was nearly empty at that time of day. I forced him to sit down, and look­ing him straight in the face, I said:

			“Look here, old fel­low, just tell me the ex­act truth.”

			“I have noth­ing to tell you,” he stammered.

			“That is not true,” I replied, firmly. “You are ill, men­tally per­haps, and you dare not re­veal your secret to any­one. Some­thing or oth­er is do­ing you harm, and I mean you to tell me what it is. Come, I am wait­ing for you to be­gin.”

			Again he got very red, stammered, and turn­ing his head away, he said:

			“It is very idi­ot­ic—but I—I am done for!”

			As he did not go on, I said:

			“Just tell me what it is.”

			“Well, I have got a wife who is killing me, that is all,” he said ab­ruptly, al­most des­per­ately as if he had uttered a tor­tur­ing thought, as yet un­real­ised.

			I did not un­der­stand at first. “Does she make you un­happy? She makes you suf­fer, night and day? How? What is it?”

			“No,” he replied in a low voice, as if he were con­fess­ing some crime; “I love her too much, that is all.”

			I was thun­der­struck at this un­ex­pec­ted avow­al, and then I felt in­clined to laugh, but at length I man­aged to reply:

			“But surely, at least so it seems to me, you might man­age to—to love her a little less.”

			He had got very pale again, but fi­nally he made up his mind to speak to me openly, as he used to do formerly.

			“No,” he said, “that is im­possible; and I am dy­ing from it, I know; it is killing me, and I am really frightened. Some days, like today, I feel in­clined to leave her, to go away al­to­geth­er, to start for the oth­er end of the world, so as to live for a long time; and then, when the even­ing comes, I re­turn home in spite of my­self, but slowly, and feel­ing un­com­fort­able. I go up­stairs hes­it­at­ingly and ring, and when I go in I see her there sit­ting in her arm­chair, and she says, ‘How late you are,’ I kiss her, and we sit down to din­ner. Dur­ing the meal I think: ‘I will go dir­ectly it is over, and take the train for some­where, no mat­ter where’; but when we get back to the draw­ing room I am so tired that I have not the cour­age to get up out of my chair, and so I re­main, and then—and then—I suc­cumb again.”

			I could not help smil­ing again. He saw it, and said: “You may laugh, but I as­sure you it is very hor­rible.”

			“Why don’t you tell your wife?” I asked him. “Un­less she be a reg­u­lar mon­ster she would un­der­stand.”

			He shrugged his shoulders. “It is all very well for you to talk. I don’t tell her be­cause I know her nature. Have you ever heard it said of cer­tain wo­men, ‘She has just mar­ried a third time?’ Well, and that makes you laugh as you did just now, and yet it is true. What is to be done? It is neither her fault nor mine. She is so, be­cause nature has made her so; I as­sure you, my dear old friend, she has the tem­pera­ment of a Mes­salina. She does not know it, but I do; so much the worse for me. She is charm­ing, gentle, tender, and thinks that our con­jugal in­ter­course, which is wear­ing me out and killing me, is nat­ur­al and quite mod­er­ate. She seems like an ig­nor­ant school­girl, and she really is ig­nor­ant, poor child.

			“Every day I form en­er­get­ic res­ol­u­tions, for you must un­der­stand that I am dy­ing. But one look of her eyes, one of those looks in which I can read the ar­dent de­sire of her lips, is enough for me, and I suc­cumb at once, say­ing to my­self: ‘This is really the end; I will have no more of her death-giv­ing kisses,’ and then, when I have yiel­ded again, like I have today, I go out and walk and walk, think­ing of death, and say­ing to my­self that I am lost, that all is over.

			“I am men­tally so ill that I went for a walk to Père Lachaise cemetery yes­ter­day. I looked at all the graves, stand­ing in a row like dom­in­oes, and I thought to my­self: ‘I shall soon be there,’ and then I re­turned home, quite de­term­ined to pre­tend to be ill, and so es­cape, but I could not.

			“Oh! You don’t know what it is. Ask a smoker who is pois­on­ing him­self with nicot­ine wheth­er he can give up his de­li­cious and deadly habit. He will tell you that he has tried a hun­dred times without suc­cess, and he will, per­haps, add: ‘So much the worse, but I would rather die than go without to­bacco.’ That is just the case with me. When once one is in the clutches of such a pas­sion or such a habit, one must give one­self up to it en­tirely.”

			He got up and held out his hand. I felt seized with a tu­mult of rage, and with hatred for this wo­man, this care­less, charm­ing, ter­rible wo­man; and as he was but­ton­ing up his coat to go away I said to him, bru­tally per­haps:

			“But, in God’s name, why don’t you let her have lov­ers rather than kill your­self like that?”

			He shrugged his shoulders without reply­ing, and went off.

			For six months I did not see him. Every morn­ing I ex­pec­ted a let­ter of in­vit­a­tion to his fu­ner­al, but I would not go to his house from a com­plic­ated feel­ing of an­ger against him and of con­tempt for that wo­man; for a thou­sand dif­fer­ent reas­ons.

			One lovely spring morn­ing I was walk­ing in the Champs-Élysées. It was one of those warm af­ter­noons which make our eyes bright and stir in us a tu­mul­tu­ous feel­ing of hap­pi­ness from the mere sense of ex­ist­ence. Someone tapped me on the shoulder, and turn­ing round I saw my old friend, look­ing well, stout, and rosy.

			He gave me both hands, beam­ing with pleas­ure, and ex­claimed:

			“Here you are, you er­rat­ic in­di­vidu­al!”

			I looked at him, ut­terly thun­der­struck.

			“Well, on my word—yes. By Jove! I con­grat­u­late you; you have in­deed changed in the last six months!”

			He flushed scar­let, and said, with an em­bar­rassed laugh:

			“One can but do one’s best.”

			I looked at him so ob­stin­ately that he evid­ently felt un­com­fort­able, so I went on:

			“So—now—you are—com­pletely cured?”

			He stammered, hast­ily:

			“Yes, per­fectly, thank you.” Then chan­ging his tone, “How lucky that I should have come across you, old fel­low. I hope we shall see each oth­er of­ten now.”

			But I would not give up my idea; I wanted to know how mat­ters really stood, so I asked:

			“Don’t you re­mem­ber what you told me six months ago? I sup­pose—I—eh—sup­pose you res­ist now?”

			“Please don’t talk any more about it,” he replied, un­eas­ily; “for­get that I men­tioned it to you; leave me alone. But, you know, I have no in­ten­tion of let­ting you go; you must come and dine at my house.”

			A sud­den fancy took me to see for my­self how mat­ters stood, so that I might un­der­stand all about it, and I ac­cep­ted. Two hours later he in­tro­duced me to his home.

			His wife re­ceived me in a most charm­ing man­ner, and she was, as a mat­ter of fact, a most at­tract­ive wo­man. She looked guile­less, dis­tin­guished and ad­or­ably na­ive. Her long hands, her neck, and cheeks were beau­ti­fully white and del­ic­ate, and marked her breed­ing, and her walk was un­du­lat­ing and de­light­ful, as if her leg gave slightly at each step.

			René gave her a broth­erly kiss on the fore­head and said:

			“Has not Lu­cien come yet?”

			“Not yet,” she replied, in a clear, soft voice; “you know he is al­most al­ways rather late.”

			At that mo­ment the bell rang, and a tall man was shown in. He was dark, with a thick beard, and looked like a so­ci­ety Her­cules. We were in­tro­duced to each oth­er; his name was Lu­cien Delab­arre.

			René and he shook hands in a most friendly man­ner, and then we went to din­ner.

			It was a most en­joy­able meal, without the least con­straint. My old friend spoke with me con­stantly, in the old fa­mil­i­ar cor­di­al man­ner, just as he used to do. It was: “You know, old fel­low!”—“I say, old fel­low!”—“Just listen a mo­ment, old fel­low!” Sud­denly he ex­claimed:

			“You don’t know how glad I am to see you again; it takes me back to old times.”

			I looked at his wife and the oth­er man. Their at­ti­tude was per­fectly cor­rect, though I fan­cied once or twice that they ex­changed a rap­id and furt­ive look.

			As soon as din­ner was over René turned to his wife, and said:

			“My dear, I have just met Pierre again, and I am go­ing to carry him off for a walk and a chat along the boulevards to re­mind us of old times. You will ex­cuse this bach­el­or spree. I am leav­ing Mr. Delab­arre with you.”

			The young wo­man smiled, and said to me, as she shook hands with me:

			“Don’t keep him too long.”

			As we went along, arm-in-arm, I could not help say­ing to him, for I was de­term­ined to know how mat­ters stood:

			“What has happened? Do tell me!”

			He, how­ever, in­ter­rup­ted me roughly, and answered like a man who has been dis­turbed without any reas­on.

			“Just look here, old fel­low; leave me alone with your ques­tions.”

			Then he ad­ded, half aloud, as if talk­ing to him­self:

			“After all, it would have been too stu­pid to have let one­self go to per­di­tion like that.”

			I did not press him. We walked on quickly and began to talk. All of a sud­den he whispered in my ear:

			“I say, sup­pose we go and see the girls! Eh?”

			I could not help laugh­ing heart­ily.

			“Just as you like; come along, old man.”

		
	
		
			The First Fall of Snow

			The prom­en­ade of La Crois­ette curves along the edge of the blue sea. To the right, where the Es­ter­el juts out in­to the sea, the view is ob­struc­ted, and the ho­ri­zon, with its charm­ing south­ern out­line of fant­ast­ic peaked sum­mits, is lost to view.

			To the left the is­lands of Saint Mar­guer­ite and Saint Hon­or­at look like two big clumps of pine-trees rising out of the wa­ter.

			And all along the broad gulf, up and down the tall moun­tains that lie about Cannes, the host of white vil­las sleeps in the sun­light. From far away these ghostly houses, scattered from top to bot­tom of the moun­tains, dotting the dusky ver­dure with snow-like specks, are clearly vis­ible.

			The houses nearest the wa­ter have gates open­ing on to the broad prom­en­ade bathed by the tran­quil waves. The air is soft and pleas­ant and, above the garden wall, one catches a glimpse of or­ange and lem­on-trees laden with golden fruit. Wo­men move slowly over the sand of the av­en­ue, fol­lowed by chil­dren bowl­ing hoops, or chat­ting with their male es­corts. On a mild winter day, with the faintest touch of fresh­ness in the air, a young lady came out of her little, dainty house fa­cing the Crois­ette and stopped for a minute to look at the ped­es­tri­ans, smiled to her­self, and then, quite ex­hausted, reached an empty bench fa­cing the sea. Tired out with the short walk, she sat down, pant­ing for breath. Her pale face looked like that of a dead wo­man. She coughed in­cess­antly and raised trans­par­ent fin­gers to her lips as if to stop the ex­haust­ing par­oxysms.

			She gazed at the sky, full of sun­shine, at the swal­lows, and at the ir­reg­u­lar peaks of the Es­ter­el in the dis­tance, at the sea so blue and so calm ly­ing near her.

			She smiled again and mur­mured:

			“Oh, how happy I am.”

			Yet she knew she was go­ing to die, that she would not see the spring, that in a year, along the same prom­en­ade, these same people passing in front of her would come to breathe the mild air of this charm­ing spot; their chil­dren, a little older, their hearts still full of hope, ten­der­ness and hap­pi­ness, while the wretched re­mains of flesh she still pos­sessed would be rot­ting away in an oak coffin, leav­ing only her bones to lie in the silk frock she had chosen for her shroud.

			She would be gone. Life would go on for oth­ers, but for her it would be over, over forever. She would be gone. She smiled and breathed in the scen­ted air of the gar­dens as well as her stricken lungs per­mit­ted.

			And she lost her­self in a day­dream.

			She was think­ing of the past. She had been mar­ried four years ago to a gen­tle­man of Nor­mandy, strong, bearded, healthy, nar­row-minded, broad-shouldered and cheer­ful. The match had been ar­ranged for fin­an­cial reas­ons un­known to her. She would have liked to say “No” but im­plied “Yes” by a move­ment of her head, so as not to thwart her fath­er and moth­er. She was a Parisi­an, light­hearted, full of the joy of life. Her hus­band took her to his castle in Nor­mandy, a huge stone build­ing, sur­roun­ded by very tall, old trees. The front view was shut out by a high clump of pines, on the right an open­ing dis­closed a view over the bare plain that stretched away to the dis­tant farms. A cross­road passed by the gate­way and led to the high road about three miles away.

			She re­membered everything: her ar­rival, the first day in her new home, and the lonely life that fol­lowed.

			When she stepped out of the car­riage she looked at the old build­ing and said, laugh­ingly:

			“It’s not very cheer­ful.”

			Her hus­band laughed back, reply­ing:

			“One gets ac­cus­tomed to it. You’ll see. I nev­er feel bored here.”

			A great part of that day was spent in love­mak­ing, and it did not seem long to her. The next day it was the same thing, and so on through the week that was taken up with caress­ings. Then she star­ted to re­arrange her home, and that las­ted a whole month. The days passed by in quite in­sig­ni­fic­ant and yet ab­sorb­ing pur­suits. She learnt the value and im­port­ance of the little things of life. She found out that one could be in­ter­ested in the fluc­tu­ation in the price of eggs.

			It was sum­mer, and she went out in­to the fields to watch the har­vest­ing. The bright­ness of the sun­shine kept her go­ing.

			Then came the au­tumn, and her hus­band went out shoot­ing, start­ing in the morn­ing with his two dogs, Médor and Mirza. She was left be­hind alone, but did not grieve over Henri’s ab­sence: she was very fond of him though she did not miss him. When he re­turned, her af­fec­tion was es­pe­cially be­stowed on the dogs. Every even­ing she looked after them with a moth­er’s care, pet­ted them, call­ing them by all sorts of pet names she would nev­er have thought of call­ing her hus­band.

			He al­ways told her all about the day’s sport, in­dic­at­ing the places where he had shot part­ridges; sur­prised at not find­ing any hares in Joseph Ledentée’s clover, or seem­ingly in­dig­nant at Mon­sieur Le­chape­li­er’s con­duct in al­ways shoot­ing along the bor­der of his prop­erty and thereby get­ting the be­ne­fit of the game that he, Henri de Par­ville, had pre­served. She replied: “That’s cer­tainly not right,” think­ing of some­thing else. Then came the winter, the cold, rainy winter of Nor­mandy. Ever­last­ing showers fell on the slates of the great, steep-pitched roof, rising like a blade to the sky. The roads seemed like rivers of mud, the coun­try it­self a sea of mud; noth­ing could be heard but the sound of fall­ing wa­ter. Noth­ing could be seen but the whirl­ing flight of crows mov­ing like a cloud, drop­ping on to the fields, and then fly­ing off again.

			About four o’clock the crowd of dark, fly­ing creatures came with their deaf­en­ing cries and perched in the tall beeches to the left of the castle. For over an hour they flew from tree­top to tree­top, seem­ing to be fight­ing, croaked and formed a mov­ing black mass in the grey­ish branches.

			Every even­ing she watched them with a heavy heart, over­come by the grim mel­an­choly of night fall­ing over the deser­ted coun­try. Then she rang for the lamp and drew near the fire. She burnt heaps of wood without suc­ceed­ing in warm­ing the im­mense rooms that reeked with damp. She was al­ways cold, every­where; in the draw­ing room, at meals, in her own room. She felt as if she was chilled to the bone. Her hus­band did not come in till din­ner­time, for he was al­ways out shoot­ing or else en­gaged with his crops and oth­er coun­try pur­suits. He used to come in full of good spir­its and covered with mud, rub­bing his two hands and say­ing:

			“What beastly weath­er!” or “How nice to have a fire!”

			Oc­ca­sion­ally he would ask:

			“Has she any­thing to say today? Is she happy?”

			He was happy, en­joy­ing good health, and wanted noth­ing bey­ond his simple, healthy, quiet life.

			In Decem­ber, when the snow fell, she suffered ter­ribly from the icy cold of the castle, which seemed to have grown chill with the cen­tur­ies, as hu­man be­ings be­come chill with age, and she said to her hus­band one even­ing:

			“I say, Henri, you ought to in­stall a fur­nace here, it would dry the walls. I as­sure you I am nev­er warm.”

			At first he was speech­less at the ex­tra­vag­ant idea of in­stalling a fur­nace in his man­or; it would have seemed more nat­ur­al to him to feed his dogs out of sil­ver-plated dishes. Then he burst out in­to a ringing fit of laughter, ex­claim­ing:

			“A fur­nace here! A fur­nace here! Ah! ah! ah! What a joke!”

			“I as­sure you, dear, I am frozen with cold,” she per­sisted; “you don’t no­tice it be­cause you are al­ways mov­ing about, but all the same I feel frozen.”

			He only replied, still laugh­ing:

			“Non­sense, you’ll get used to it. Be­sides, it is ex­cel­lent for the health. You will be all the bet­ter for it. Good Lord, we are not Parisi­ans to live in front of the fire. After all, spring will soon be here.”

			About the be­gin­ning of Janu­ary she had the great mis­for­tune to lose her fath­er and moth­er, who were killed in a car­riage ac­ci­dent. She went to Par­is for the fu­ner­al, and, for six months, thought of noth­ing but her loss. The mild­ness of the beau­ti­ful sum­mer fi­nally roused her, and she drif­ted through life in a state of mel­an­choly lan­guor un­til au­tumn. When the cold weath­er re­turned she faced the fact of her gloomy fu­ture for the first time. What could she do? Noth­ing. What did life hold for her? Noth­ing. Was there any­thing she could hope for that would re­store her droop­ing spir­its? Noth­ing. The doc­tor had said that she would nev­er have any chil­dren.

			She suffered con­tinu­ally from the cold, which was sharp­er and more pen­et­rat­ing than the winter be­fore. She stretched her poor, trem­bling hands out to the big flames; the blaz­ing fire scorched her face, but icy winds crept down her back, slip­ping in between her skin and un­der­cloth­ing, and mak­ing her shiver all over. The rooms seemed full of draughts, spe­cially lively draughts, crafty draughts as cruel as an en­emy. She met them at every turn; without ceas­ing they blew on her face, her hands, her neck their frozen and per­fi­di­ous breath.

			Again she men­tioned the fur­nace, but her hus­band listened to her as if she were ask­ing for the moon. The in­tro­duc­tion of that sort of thing at Par­ville seemed as im­possible to him as the dis­cov­ery of the Philo­soph­er’s Stone.

			He went to Rouen one day on busi­ness and brought back a tiny cop­per foot-warm­er for his wife, which he laugh­ingly called a port­able fur­nace, and he was con­vinced that it would pre­vent her from ever feel­ing cold again.

			To­wards the end of Decem­ber she real­ised that she could not live that life forever, and said tim­idly one night at din­ner:

			“I say, dear, can’t we go and spend a week or two in Par­is be­fore the spring?”

			Full of as­ton­ish­ment, he said:

			“In Par­is? In Par­is? Whatever for? Cer­tainly not! We are bet­ter off here, at home. What odd ideas you have!”

			She faltered: “It would make a change,” but he could not un­der­stand.

			“What do you want by way of a change? Theatres, re­cep­tions, din­ners in town? You knew well when you came here that you could not ex­pect any­thing of the kind!”

			Both words and voice made her feel he was re­proach­ing her. She held her tongue, for she was gentle and re­tir­ing, without de­term­in­a­tion or power of res­ist­ance.

			It was ter­ribly cold again in Janu­ary, and everything was covered with snow. One even­ing, as she was gaz­ing at the cloud of crows circ­ling round the trees, she began to cry in spite of her­self. Her hus­band came in and asked, very sur­prised:

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?”

			He was happy, quite happy, hav­ing nev­er thought of any oth­er life, any oth­er pleas­ures. He had been born and had grown up in the mel­an­choly part of the coun­try; he felt quite at home, con­ten­ted in mind and body.

			He did not un­der­stand that any­one could want some­thing to hap­pen, that any­one could long for a change, he did not un­der­stand that, to some be­ings, it did not seem nat­ur­al to be in the same spot through­out the four sea­sons of the year; ap­par­ently he did not know that spring, sum­mer, au­tumn and winter hold fresh amuse­ments in dif­fer­ent coun­tries for many people.

			She could say noth­ing in reply and quickly wiped her tears. At last, she said des­per­ately:

			“I am—I—I’m rather sad—I’m rather bored …” But ter­ri­fied at what she had said, she quickly ad­ded:

			“Be­sides, I’m—I’m rather cold.”

			The last re­mark ir­rit­ated him:

			“Ah, yes. Still your idea of a fur­nace. But, damn it, you haven’t had a single cold since you came here.”

			When night came she went up to her room (for she had in­sisted on hav­ing a sep­ar­ate bed­room) and went to bed, but even there she was cold, and she thought:

			“It will al­ways be like this, al­ways, un­til I die.”

			Then she thought about her hus­band; how could he have said: “You have nev­er had a single cold since you came here”! So, she had to be ill, she must cough be­fore he could un­der­stand what she suffered! She was filled with the ex­as­per­ated in­dig­na­tion of the weak and tim­id.

			She must cough, and then, no doubt, he would be sorry for her. Well! She would cough, he would hear her cough, and the doc­tor would have to be sent for; he should see, her hus­band, he should see!

			She had got out of bed, her legs and feet bare, and a child­ish idea made her smile: “I want a fur­nace and I am go­ing to have it. I will cough un­til he makes up his mind to put one in the house.”

			Al­most na­ked, she sat down on a chair and waited an hour, two hours. She shivered but was not catch­ing cold, so at last she de­cided on a bold ex­pedi­ent.

			Noise­lessly she left the room, went down­stairs, and opened the door in­to the garden. The snow-covered earth seemed quite dead. Ab­ruptly she thrust for­ward a bare foot, plunging it in­to the icy, fleecy foam. A sen­sa­tion of cold, pain­ful as a wound, gripped her heart; still she stretched out the oth­er leg and began to des­cend the steps, slowly.

			Then she went on over the grass, say­ing: “I’ll go as far as the pines.” She walked on, tak­ing short steps, pant­ing for breath and gasp­ing every time she plunged her na­ked foot in the snow.

			She touched the first pine-tree with her hand as if to con­vince her­self that she had really ac­com­plished her ob­ject; then she re­turned. Two or three times she thought she was go­ing to fall, she felt so numb, so weak. Be­fore go­ing in, how­ever, she sat down in the icy foam and even picked some up to rub on her chest.

			Then she went in to bed. In an hour’s time she felt as if she had a swarm of ants in her throat, and oth­er ants run­ning about her body, but she slept in spite of all this.

			The next morn­ing she was cough­ing and could not get up. She had con­ges­tion of the lungs, she was de­li­ri­ous and in her de­li­ri­um was al­ways ask­ing for a fur­nace. The doc­tor in­sisted on hav­ing one put in the house, and Henri yiel­ded, though with a very bad grace.

			She was in­cur­able. Her lungs were so ser­i­ously af­fected as to cause acute anxi­ety for her life. The doc­tor said: “If she stays here she will not last un­til the winter,” so she was sent to the South. She came to Cannes, found the sun, loved the sea, and breathed the air thick with the scent of or­ange-flowers. Then she re­turned North in the spring.

			But she lived with the dread of re­cov­ery; she was afraid of the long win­ters in Nor­mandy; and, as soon as she was bet­ter, she opened her win­dow at night, think­ing of the de­light­ful shores of the Medi­ter­ranean.

			Now she is go­ing to die; that she knows, and is quite happy about it. She un­fol­ded a pa­per left un­opened and saw the head­ing: “The first snow in Par­is.”

			First she shivered and then she smiled. Over there she can see the Es­ter­el turn­ing pink in the set­ting sun; she can see the great blue heav­ens, so blue; the vast stretch of blue sea, so blue.

			She got up to go back with slow steps, of­ten stop­ping to cough, for she had stayed out too long and she felt cold, rather cold.

			She found a let­ter from her hus­band; still smil­ing, she read:

			
				“My Dear Friend,

				“I hope you are well and that you do not pine for our lovely coun­try. We have had a spell of frost for some days which prom­ises snow. Per­son­ally, I ad­ore this weath­er, and you will un­der­stand that I re­frain from light­ing your ac­cursed fur­nace …”

			

			She ceased read­ing, full of hap­pi­ness that, at least, she had had the fur­nace. Her right hand, which held the let­ter, fell slowly on her lap, while she raised the left to her mouth as if to calm the ob­stin­ate cough that was rack­ing her chest.

		
	
		
			The Model

			The little town of Étretat, curved like the cres­cent moon, with its white cliffs, white pebbly strand and blue sea, drowsed un­der the sun of a day in mid-Ju­ly. At the two points of the cres­cent, the two har­bours, the small one on the right, the big one on the left, thrust out in­to the quiet wa­ter a dwarf foot and the foot of a co­los­sus; and the needle, al­most as high as the cliff, broad-based and taper­ing to the sum­mit, reared its painted head to­wards the sky.

			On the beach, be­side the waves, a crowd of people sat watch­ing the bathers. On the ter­race of the Casino, more people sat or walked, spread­ing out un­der the bril­liant sky in­to a garden of gay frocks blaz­ing with red and blue um­brel­las, em­broidered on top with silken flowers.

			On the prom­en­ade at the end of the ter­race, oth­er people, the quiet un­as­sum­ing ones, sauntered, far from the smart mob.

			A young man, a well-known, cel­eb­rated artist, Jean Sum­mer by name, was walk­ing gloomily be­side a small in­val­id car­riage in which a young wo­man was ly­ing, his wife. A ser­vant was gently push­ing this sort of wheeled arm­chair, and the crippled wo­man gazed sadly at the joy­ful sky, the joy­ful day and the joy­ful crowd.

			They did not speak. They did not look at each oth­er.

			“Let us stop a little,” said the young wo­man.

			They stopped, and the paint­er seated him­self on a fold­ing chair, which the manser­vant pro­duced for him.

			People passing be­hind the still si­lent couple con­tem­plated them with a sor­row­ful gaze. Gos­sip had cre­ated a whole le­gend of de­vo­tion. He had mar­ried her in spite of her in­firm­ity, touched by her love, they said.

			A little farther off, two young men were talk­ing, sit­ting on a cap­stan, gaz­ing in­to space.

			“No, it’s not true. I tell you I know Jean Sum­mer very well.”

			“Well, but why did he marry her? She was already a cripple be­fore her mar­riage, wasn’t she?”

			“Ex­actly. He mar­ried her … he mar­ried her … as a man does marry, dam­mit, be­cause he’s a fool!”

			“But what else?”

			“What else … what else, my friend? There is noth­ing else. A man is an ass be­cause he’s an ass. And be­sides, you know very well that paint­ers are par­tic­u­larly giv­en to ri­dicu­lous mar­riages; al­most all of them marry mod­els, old mis­tresses, even wo­men whose en­coun­ters with men have made them slightly shop-soiled. Why is it? Who knows? One would sup­pose, on the con­trary, that the con­stant so­ci­ety of that flock of im­be­ciles called mod­els ought to have filled men with a last­ing dis­gust for that brand of fe­male. Not at all. After mak­ing them pose, they marry them. Read Al­phonse Daudet’s little book, which is so true, so cruel and so fine: Les Femmes d’Ar­tistes.

			“Fate, in a very spe­cial and ter­rible form, had its way with the couple you see there. The little wo­man staged a com­edy, or rather a ter­ri­fy­ing drama. She risked all to gain all, in short. Was she sin­cere? Did she love Jean? Can one ever be sure of that? Could any­one say for cer­tain what is care­fully planned and what is spon­tan­eous in the things wo­men do? Their sin­cer­ity re­flects faith­fully a con­stant change of mood. They are im­pas­sioned, wicked, de­voted, ad­mir­able, de­praved, in obed­i­ence to un­con­trol­lable emo­tions. They lie the whole time, neither wish­ing it, know­ing it, nor un­der­stand­ing that they are ly­ing, and they have, with it and in spite of it, an ab­so­lute fresh­ness of emo­tions and sen­ti­ments which they evid­ence in vi­ol­ent, un­ex­pec­ted, in­com­pre­hens­ible, crazy res­ol­u­tions, that con­found our reas­on­ing, our cus­tom­ary cal­cu­la­tions and our ego­ist­ic habits of thought. The ab­rupt and un­pre­med­it­ated nature of their de­cisions makes them al­ways for us un­de­cipher­able en­ig­mas. We are al­ways won­der­ing: ‘Are they sin­cere? Are they false?’

			“But, my friend, they are at once sin­cere and false, be­cause it is their nature to be both to the ut­most and to be neither the one nor the oth­er.

			“Think of the meth­ods the most hon­est of them use to get what they want from us. Their meth­ods are both com­plic­ated and simple. So com­plic­ated that we nev­er guess them be­fore­hand, so simple that after we have fallen vic­tims we can’t help be­ing sur­prised at it and say­ing to ourselves: ‘What, did she play a crude trick like that on me?’

			“And they are al­ways suc­cess­ful, my dear fel­low, es­pe­cially when it is mar­riage they are after.

			“But listen to Sum­mer’s story.

			“The little wo­man is a mod­el, of course. She posed for him. She was pretty, dis­tin­guished-look­ing too, and had, he thought, a di­vine fig­ure. He fell in love with her, as a man does fall in love with a rather at­tract­ive wo­man whom he is con­stantly see­ing. He ima­gined that he loved her with his whole heart. That’s an odd phe­nomen­on. As soon as a man de­sires a wo­man, he is sin­cerely con­vinced that he could nev­er tire of her for the rest of his life. He knows quite well that the thing has happened to him already; that dis­gust al­ways fol­lows pos­ses­sion; that the ne­ces­sary con­di­tion of be­ing able to spend the whole of one’s life with an­oth­er be­ing is not a bru­tish, phys­ic­al ap­pet­ite, quickly sated, but a sim­il­ar­ity of mind, tem­pera­ment and dis­pos­i­tion. He must be able to de­cide wheth­er the charm that holds him comes from the cor­por­eal form, from a sort of drunk­en­ness of the senses, or from a deep­er spir­itu­al beauty.

			“Well, he ima­gined that he loved her; he made her a host of prom­ises of faith­ful­ness and he took her to live with him.

			“She was really a nice little thing, and had that grace­ful puck­ish charm our Parisi­an little ladies so of­ten have. She chattered like a mag­pie, she prattled, she said ab­surd things that seemed witty be­cause of the droll way she uttered them. The gra­cious ges­tures she used every mo­ment were well cal­cu­lated to charm the eye of a paint­er. When she lif­ted her arms, when she stooped, when she stepped in­to a car­riage, when she held out her hand to you, her move­ments were per­fectly pro­por­tioned and har­mo­ni­ous.

			“For three months, Jean nev­er no­ticed that at bot­tom she was just like all oth­er mod­els.

			“They ren­ted a little house at An­drésy for the sum­mer.

			“I was there one even­ing, when the first doubts stirred in my friend’s mind.

			“It was a ra­di­ant night, and we chose to walk along the river bank. The moon poured a rain of light on the rip­pling wa­ter, scattered its broken yel­low rays over ed­dies and run­ning wa­ter, and all the wide slow-mov­ing reeds.

			“We walked along the bank; the vague sense of ex­al­ta­tion born of such ro­mantic nights had rather gone to our heads. We would have liked to achieve su­per­hu­man tasks, to love un­known creatures of rare po­et­ic kind. We felt stir­ring in us ec­stas­ies, de­sires, strange as­pir­a­tions. And we were si­lent, filled with the se­rene liv­ing cool­ness of lovely night, with the cool beauty of the moon that seems to run through one’s body, filling it full, flood­ing the mind, lend­ing it fra­grance, drown­ing it in sweet con­tent.

			“All at once Joséphine (she was called Joséphine) uttered a cry:

			“ ‘Oh, did you see the great big fish that jumped over there?’

			“He answered care­lessly, not look­ing:

			“ ‘Yes, darling.’

			“She was an­noyed:

			“ ‘No, you didn’t see it, see­ing that you had your back to it.’

			“He smiled:

			“ ‘Yes, that’s true. It is so lovely that I am not think­ing of any­thing.’

			“She was si­lent; but a mo­ment later she was seized with a de­sire to talk, and she asked:

			“ ‘Shall you go to Par­is to­mor­row?’

			“ ‘I don’t know any­thing about it,’ he said de­lib­er­ately.

			“She was ir­rit­ated again:

			“ ‘Do you think it’s amus­ing, walk­ing with noth­ing to say? People talk, un­less they’re idi­ots.’

			“He did not an­swer. Then, well aware, thanks to her per­verse wo­man’s in­stinct, that she would ex­as­per­ate him, she began to sing that mad­den­ing air with which our ears and minds have been wear­ied for the last two years:
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			“He mur­mured:

			“ ‘Please be quiet.’

			“ ‘Why do you want me to be quiet?’ she de­man­ded furi­ously.

			“ ‘You’re spoil­ing the land­scape,’ he answered.

			“Then the scene began, the ugly idi­ot­ic scene, with its base­less re­proaches, its mis­placed re­crim­in­a­tions, then tears. It came and went. They re­turned home. He had let her run on without reply­ing to her, lulled by the beauty of the even­ing and stunned by her in­sane out­burst.

			“Three months later, he was strug­gling des­per­ately in the strong un­seen bonds which these af­fairs twist round our lives. She held him, ex­hausted him, tor­men­ted him. They quar­relled, in­sul­ted each oth­er, and fought from morn­ing un­til night.

			“Fi­nally, he de­cided to end it, to break with her at all costs. He sold all his canvases, bor­rowed some money from friends, real­ised twenty thou­sand francs (he was still hardly known) and one morn­ing left them for her on the chim­neypiece with a let­ter.

			“He came and took refuge in my house.

			“About three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, there was a ring at the door. I went to open it. A wo­man leapt at me, pushed me aside, entered and pen­et­rated to my stu­dio; it was she.

			“He had ris­en when he saw her enter.

			“With a truly mag­ni­fi­cent ges­ture, she threw the en­vel­ope con­tain­ing the bank­notes at his feet, and said shortly:

			“ ‘There’s your money. I don’t want it.’

			“She was very pale, trem­bling, and cer­tainly ready for any folly. As for him, I saw him turn pale too, turn pale with an­ger and ex­as­per­a­tion, ready, per­haps, for any vi­ol­ence.

			“He asked:

			“ ‘What is it you want?’

			“She answered:

			“ ‘I won’t be treated like a har­lot. You im­plored me, you took me. I didn’t ask you for any­thing. Keep me with you.’

			“He stamped his foot.

			“ ‘No, this is too much. If you think you’re go­ing to …’

			“I seized him by the arm.

			“ ‘Be quiet, Jean. Leave it to me.’

			“I walked up to her, and gently, one step at a time, I tried to make her see reas­on, empty­ing out all the bag­ful of ar­gu­ments one uses in such cir­cum­stances. She listened to me without mov­ing, star­ing straight in front of her, ob­stin­ate.

			“Fi­nally, not know­ing what else to say, and see­ing that the scene could only end badly, I be­thought my­self of one last re­sort. I said de­lib­er­ately:

			“ ‘He still loves you, my dear; but his fam­ily want him to marry, and you real­ise …’

			“She star­ted:

			“ ‘Oh … oh … I un­der­stand then …’

			“She turned to­wards him:

			“ ‘You’re go­ing … you’re go­ing … to be mar­ried?’

			“He answered firmly:

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“She took a step for­ward:

			“ ‘If you marry, I’ll kill my­self … do you hear?’

			“He shrugged his shoulders and said calmly:

			“ ‘All right … kill your­self!’

			“A fright­ful an­guish clutched at her throat but she man­aged to get out two or three times:

			“ ‘What did you say? … what did you say? … what did you say? Re­peat it.’

			“He re­peated:

			“ ‘All right, kill your­self, if it’ll amuse you.’

			“She grew ter­ri­fy­ingly pale and replied:

			“ ‘You’d bet­ter not drive me too far. I’ll throw my­self out of the win­dow.’

			“He burst out laugh­ing, walked across to the win­dow, opened it, and bow­ing like a per­son po­litely mak­ing way for an­oth­er to go first, said:

			“ ‘The way is open. After you!’

			“For a mo­ment she stared at him with a wild dis­tor­ted stare; then, tak­ing off as if she were jump­ing a hedge in the coun­try, she jumped past me, past him, cleared the rail­ing and dis­ap­peared. …

			“I shall nev­er for­get the ef­fect that this open win­dow made on me, after see­ing that body leap past it and fall: in one mo­ment it seemed in my sight wide as the sky and empty as space. I re­coiled in­stinct­ively, not dar­ing to look, as though I should fall my­self.

			“Jean, stunned, nev­er moved.

			“They picked up the poor girl with both legs broken. She will nev­er walk again.

			“Her lov­er, wild with re­morse, and feel­ing per­haps a touch of grat­it­ude, took her back and mar­ried her.

			“There you are, my dear.”

			The even­ing came. The young wo­man grew chilly and wished to go. The ser­vant began to wheel the little in­val­id car­riage to­wards the vil­lage. The paint­er walked be­side his wife; they had not ex­changed a single word for an hour past.

		
	
		
			Practical Jokes

			We live in a peri­od when prac­tic­al jokers have the air of un­der­takers’ men and are gen­er­ally known as politi­cians. We nev­er see them now, your real prac­tic­al joke, your really splen­did rag, your happy little games, the healthy forth­right jokes of our fath­ers’ time. And, how­ever, what is there more amus­ing and more laugh­able than such jests? What is more amus­ing than to mys­ti­fy cred­u­lous souls, dupe the cleverest, and make the sharpest fall in­to in­of­fens­ive and com­ic traps? What is bet­ter fun than mak­ing adroit mock of people and for­cing them to laugh at their own sim­pli­city or even, when they get angry, re­ven­ging one­self by a fresh trick?

			Oh! I have played a few; I’ve played some prac­tic­al jokes in my time. And they have been played on me too, I can tell you, and good ones too. Yes, I have played more than one, ter­rible af­fairs—make your hair stand on end. One of my vic­tims died of the con­sequences, and no loss to any­one. I will tell the story one day, but I shall have some dif­fi­culty in telling it de­cently, for it was by no means a very re­spect­able prac­tic­al joke—oh, by no means. It happened in a little vil­lage in the sub­urbs of Par­is. Every­one there is still laugh­ing at the memory of it, al­though the vic­tim is dead. Peace to his soul!

			I am go­ing to tell of two, the last I suffered, and the first I played.

			Let us be­gin with the last, for it amuses me least, since I was the vic­tim.

			I was go­ing to hunt one au­tumn with some friends in their coun­try-house in Pi­cardy. My friends were prac­tic­al jokers, you un­der­stand. I could not know any oth­er kind of people.

			When I ar­rived they gave me a princely re­cep­tion, which put me on my guard. They fired off guns, they em­braced me, they flattered me as if they ex­pec­ted a good deal from me, and I said to my­self: “Look out, old man, they’re pre­par­ing some­thing for you.”

			Dur­ing din­ner the gaiety was ex­cess­ive, far too loud. I thought: “These people are ab­nor­mally amused without any ap­par­ent reas­on. They must be work­ing up for a joke of some sort. I’m fairly cer­tain I’m the destined vic­tim. Look out.”

			Through­out the whole even­ing the laughter was over-bois­ter­ous. I could feel a joke in the air, like a dog scent­ing game. But what? I was on the lookout, and very un­easy. I did not let a word, or a hint, or a ges­ture go by me. Everything seemed sus­pi­cious, even the faces of the ser­vants.

			Bed­time came and they formed up in pro­ces­sion to take me to my room. Why? They cried out: “Good night.” I entered, I locked my door, and stood stock-still in the room without mov­ing a foot, my candle in my hand.

			I heard laugh­ing and whis­per­ing in the cor­ridor. No doubt they were spy­ing on me. And I looked care­fully at the walls, the fur­niture, the ceil­ing, the hangings and the floor. I saw noth­ing sus­pi­cious. I heard someone walk on the oth­er side of the door. They must have come to look through the key­hole.

			An idea oc­curred to me: “My light is go­ing to go out sud­denly and leave me in the dark.” Then I lit all the candles on the chim­ney. Then I looked round once again without dis­cov­er­ing any­thing. I went round the room on tip­toe. Noth­ing. I in­spec­ted all the ob­jects one after an­oth­er. Noth­ing. I went up to the win­dow. The shut­ters, great wooden shut­ters, were wide open. I closed them care­fully and then pulled the cur­tains, enorm­ous vel­vet cur­tains, and put a chair be­fore them, in or­der to have noth­ing to fear from out­side.

			Then I sat down care­fully. The arm­chair was all right. I did not dare to go to bed. How­ever, time was get­ting on. And at last I saw that I was mak­ing my­self ri­dicu­lous. Sup­pos­ing they were spy­ing on me, as I sus­pec­ted, they must be laugh­ing heart­ily at my ter­ror while they waited for the cli­max of the mys­ti­fic­a­tion they had pre­pared.

			So I made up my mind to go to bed. But the bed roused my worst sus­pi­cions. I pulled the bed cur­tains. They seemed stiff. There was the danger! Either I was go­ing to re­ceive a douche of cold wa­ter from the top of the bed, or else as soon as I lay down I should fall through on the floor with my mat­tress. I thought over all the tricks of this kind that had been played, so far as I could re­mem­ber—and I did not in­tend to be caught. Not if I knew it! No!

			Then I sud­denly re­membered an in­fal­lible pre­cau­tion. Gently I took hold of the edge of the mat­tress and pulled it quietly to­wards me. It came, with its sheets and cov­er­ings. I dragged them to the very middle of the room op­pos­ite the door. I made my bed again as well as I could, far from the sus­pec­ted bed­stead and its dis­turb­ing sur­round­ings. Then I ex­tin­guished all the lights and re­turned, feel­ing my way, to glide between the sheets.

			For over an hour I re­mained awake, shiv­er­ing at the least noise. Everything seemed calm in the house. I went to sleep.

			I must have slept a long time and deeply, but sud­denly I was awakened with a start by a heavy body fall­ing on me, while at the same time a burn­ing li­quid that made me howl with pain passed over my face, my neck and my shoulders. And a fright­ful noise, as if a whole dress­er full of crock­ery had come down, filled my ears.

			I was stifling un­der the weight that had fallen on me, and did not move. I stretched out my hand to see what it was. I felt a face, a nose, whiskers. Then I let out, with all my strength, and hit the face. Im­me­di­ately such a storm of bows fell on me that I jumped with a bound out of my soaked sheets and fled in my night­shirt in­to the cor­ridor through the door, which I saw stand­ing open.

			Good heav­ens! it was broad day. Every­body ran out at the noise and they found, stretched across my bed, the dis­mayed foot­man, who had been bring­ing me my morn­ing cup of tea and had stumbled over my rough and ready couch on his way. He had fallen on me, spill­ing my break­fast in a most un­called-for fash­ion over my face.

			The very pre­cau­tions I had taken to close my shut­ters and sleep in the middle of the bed­room had made me the laugh­ing­stock I had dreaded be­ing.

			Oh, there was a good deal of laughter that day!

			The oth­er joke I want to tell you about dates from my early youth. I was fif­teen years old, and I used to spend my hol­i­days with my re­la­tions, al­ways in a coun­try-house, al­ways in Pi­cardy.

			An old lady from Ami­ens was in the habit of vis­it­ing us. She was un­bear­able, preach­ing, grumbling, fault­find­ing, bad-tempered and vin­dict­ive. She dis­liked me, I don’t know why, and she nev­er gave up telling tales about me, mak­ing the worst of my least words or do­ings. Oh, she was an old beast!

			She was called Mme. Dufour, she wore a fine black wig though she was at least sixty, and on it ri­dicu­lous little caps with red rib­bons. Every­body re­spec­ted her be­cause she was rich. I hated her from the bot­tom of my heart, and I re­solved to have my re­venge for the ill turns she did me.

			I had just passed out of the second form, and I had been par­tic­u­larly struck in the chem­istry les­sons by the prop­er­ties of a sub­stance called phos­phide of lime, which when thrown in­to wa­ter catches fire, ex­plodes, and gives off rings of white smoke with a dis­agree­able odour. To amuse my­self dur­ing the hol­i­days, I had helped my­self to some hand­fuls of this sub­stance, which looked very like what we call crys­tal.

			I had a cous­in of my own age. I told him my plan. He was frightened by my bold­ness.

			Then, one even­ing, while all the fam­ily were in the draw­ing room, I stole in­to Mme. Dufour’s bed­room, and got hold (I hope the ladies will ex­cuse me) of a round re­cept­acle which is gen­er­ally kept not far from the head of the bed. I made sure that it was per­fectly dry and I put at the bot­tom a hand­ful, a big hand­ful, of phos­phide of lime.

			Then I went to hide in the gar­ret till the time came. Soon the sound of voices and foot­steps told me that people were go­ing to bed; then came si­lence. I came down bare­foot, hold­ing my breath, and I went and put my eye to the key­hole of my en­emy’s door.

			She was care­fully put­ting away her odds and ends. Then one by one she took off her clothes, put­ting on a great white dress­ing-gown that seemed stuck to her bones. She took a glass, filled it with wa­ter, and, put­ting her hand in her mouth as if she was go­ing to pull out her tongue, brought out some­thing red and white that she put in the wa­ter. I was as frightened as if I had taken part in some shame­ful and ter­rible mys­tery. It was only her false teeth.

			Then she took off her black wig and ap­peared with a small skull powdered with a few white hairs, so com­ic that this time I al­most laughed be­hind the door. Then she said her pray­ers, rose, ap­proached my in­stru­ment of ven­geance, put it on the floor in the middle of the room, and, stoop­ing down, covered it en­tirely with her dress­ing-gown.

			I was wait­ing with a beat­ing heart. She was tran­quil, con­tent, happy. I was wait­ing … happy, too, as we are when we are tak­ing ven­geance.

			I heard at last a very gentle noise, a lap­ping sound, and then sud­denly a series of muffled det­on­a­tions like dis­tant fir­ing.

			An ex­pres­sion of un­ut­ter­able fright and sur­prise passed in a flash over Mme. Dufour’s face. Her eyes opened, closed, re­opened, then she leaped up with a sup­ple­ness of which I would nev­er have be­lieved her cap­able, and she looked.

			The white ob­ject was crack­ling, ex­plod­ing, full of rap­id float­ing flames like the Greek fire of the an­cients. And a thick cloud was rising, mount­ing to­wards the ceil­ing, a mys­ter­i­ous cloud, full of fear­some witch­craft.

			What must the poor wo­man have thought? Did she be­lieve it was a trick of the dev­il? Or some fear­ful mal­ady? Did she think that this fire came out of her body, was go­ing to rav­age her en­trails, over­flow like the crater of a vol­cano, or make her burst like an over­loaded can­non?

			She re­mained stand­ing ri­gid, stu­pefied with fear, her look fixed on what was hap­pen­ing. Then sud­denly she uttered a cry such as I had nev­er heard, and fell on her back.

			I ran away and bur­ied my­self in my bed, and closed my eyes firmly, try­ing to prove to my­self that I had done noth­ing, seen noth­ing, and had nev­er left my bed­room.

			I kept on say­ing to my­self: “She is dead! I have killed her!” and I listened anxiously for the noises of the house.

			There was much com­ing and go­ing and talk­ing; then I heard them laugh­ing; then I suffered a sound thrash­ing from the pa­ternal hand.

			Next morn­ing, Mme. Dufour was very pale, and drank wa­ter all the time. Per­haps, in spite of what her doc­tor said, she was try­ing to ex­tin­guish the fire that she be­lieved was en­closed in her in­side.

			Ever af­ter­wards, when any­one talks of ill­ness be­fore her, she heaves a deep sigh, and mur­murs:

			“Oh, ma­dame, if you knew! There are dis­eases so curi­ous …”

			She nev­er says any more.

		
	
		
			The Hand

			A circle had been formed round Mon­sieur Ber­mu­ti­er, ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, who was giv­ing his opin­ion on the mys­ter­i­ous Saint Cloud af­fair. For the past month all Par­is had been wildly ex­cited over this in­ex­plic­able crime. No one could make head or tail of it.

			Mon­sieur Ber­mu­ti­er was stand­ing with his back to the fire­place and was talk­ing, thread­ing the evid­ence to­geth­er, dis­cuss­ing the vari­ous the­or­ies, but draw­ing no con­clu­sions.

			A num­ber of wo­men had ris­en to draw near to him, and were still stand­ing up, their eyes fixed on the ma­gis­trate’s clean-shaven lips, whence his grave ob­ser­va­tions is­sued. They shivered and trembled, their nerves on edge with in­quis­it­ive ter­ror, with that greedy and in­sa­ti­ate de­sire to be ter­ri­fied which haunts their souls and tor­tures them like a phys­ic­al hun­ger.

			One of them, paler than the rest, re­marked dur­ing an in­ter­val of si­lence:

			“It’s hor­rible. It verges upon the ‘su­per­nat­ur­al.’ No one will ever get to the bot­tom of it.”

			The ma­gis­trate turned to her.

			“Yes, ma­dame,” he said, “prob­ably no one ever will. As for the word ‘su­per­nat­ur­al’ which you have just used, it has noth­ing to do with the case. We are deal­ing with a crime planned with the greatest skill and ex­ecuted skil­fully, so well en­tangled in mys­tery that we can­not un­ravel it from its at­tend­ant cir­cum­stances. But once upon a time I my­self had to deal with an af­fair in which an ele­ment of fantasy did really ap­pear to be in­volved. We had to let that one go too, ow­ing to lack of the power to clear it up.”

			Sev­er­al wo­men cried at the same time, so rap­idly that their voices soun­ded as one:

			“Oh, do tell us the story!”

			Mon­sieur Ber­mu­ti­er smiled gravely, as an ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate ought to smile.

			“But please do not be­lieve,” he re­sumed, “that I could for one mo­ment ima­gine that there was any­thing su­per­nat­ur­al about this ad­ven­ture. I only be­lieve in nor­mal causes. But if, in­stead of em­ploy­ing the word ‘su­per­nat­ur­al’ to ex­press that which we do not un­der­stand, we use merely the word ‘in­ex­plic­able,’ it will be much more use­ful. At any rate, in the af­fair which I am go­ing to re­late to you, it is more es­pe­cially the at­tend­ant cir­cum­stances, the pre­lim­in­ary cir­cum­stances, which ap­pealed to me. Here are the facts of the case:

			“In those days I was ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate at Ajac­cio, a little white town ly­ing on the shores of a de­light­ful bay en­tirely sur­roun­ded by high moun­tains.

			“The af­fairs with which I was most par­tic­u­larly con­cerned in those parts were the af­fairs of ven­detta. There are some mag­ni­fi­cent ven­det­tas, as dra­mat­ic as they could well be, fe­ro­cious, hero­ic. In this dis­trict we come across the finest stor­ies of re­venge that you could pos­sibly ima­gine, hatred cen­tur­ies old, ap­peased for a mo­ment, nev­er wiped out, ab­om­in­able plots, murders be­come mas­sacres, deeds of which men were ready to boast them­selves. For two years I heard tell of noth­ing but the price of blood, of the ter­rible Cor­sic­an cus­tom which ob­liges a man to re­venge every wrong upon the per­son who com­mit­ted it, upon his des­cend­ants and those near to him. I have seen old men’s throats cut, and their chil­dren’s and their cous­ins’; my head was filled with these stor­ies.

			“Now one day I learnt that an Eng­lish­man had just taken, for a num­ber of years, a small villa at the end of the bay. He had brought with him a French manser­vant whom he had en­gaged at Mar­seilles on his way out.

			“Soon every­body began to take an in­terest in this strange per­son, who lived alone in his house, nev­er go­ing out ex­cept to shoot or fish. He spoke to no one, nev­er went in­to the town, and, every morn­ing, spent an hour or two at pis­tol and car­bine prac­tice.

			“Le­gends grew up about him. People sug­ges­ted that he was an im­port­ant per­son­age who had left his nat­ive land for polit­ic­al reas­ons; then it was stated that he was hid­ing after hav­ing com­mit­ted an ab­om­in­able crime. They even quoted cir­cum­stances of a pe­cu­li­arly hor­rible nature.

			“I was anxious, in my po­s­i­tion as ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, to get some in­form­a­tion about this man; but I found it im­possible to dis­cov­er any­thing. His name he gave as Sir John Row­ell.

			“I was con­tent, then, with keep­ing him un­der close watch; but in fact I had no cause to be­lieve in any sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with him.

			“But as the ru­mours about him con­tin­ued and grew, and be­came com­mon prop­erty, I re­solved to try and see this stranger for my­self, and I made a habit of shoot­ing reg­u­larly in the neigh­bour­hood of his prop­erty. For a long time I waited my chance. At last it presen­ted it­self in the form of a part­ridge which I shot at and killed un­der the Eng­lish­man’s nose. My dog brought it to me, but, tak­ing it with me, I went to make ex­cuses for my dis­cour­teous act and to re­quest Sir John Row­ell to ac­cept the bird.

			“He was a big man with red hair and a red beard, very tall and very stout, a po­lite and pla­cid Her­cules. There was about him no trace of the so-called Brit­ish stiff­ness, and he thanked me warmly for my ci­vil­ity in French of which the ac­cent was un­mis­tak­ably from the oth­er side of the Eng­lish Chan­nel. At the end of a month we had chat­ted to­geth­er five or six times.

			“At last one even­ing, as I was passing his gate, I saw him smoking a pipe, strad­dling a chair in his garden. I greeted him, and he asked me to come in and drink a glass of beer. I did not ob­lige him to re­peat his in­vit­a­tion.

			“He re­ceived me with every mark of that me­tic­u­lous Eng­lish cour­tesy, spoke en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally of France and Cor­sica, de­clar­ing that he was de­lighted with cette pays and cette rivage.

			“Thereupon, with the greatest care and un­der the form of a lively curi­os­ity, I asked him some ques­tions about his life and his plans. He answered without a sign of em­bar­rass­ment, and told me that he had trav­elled a great deal in Africa, In­dia, and Amer­ica. He ad­ded with a laugh:

			“ ‘Oh, yes, I’ve had plenty of ad­ven­tures.’

			“Then he began to tell me hunt­ing-stor­ies, and gave me most in­ter­est­ing de­tails about hunt­ing hip­po­pot­amuses, ti­gers, and even gor­il­las.

			“ ‘They are all for­mid­able an­im­als,’ I ob­served.

			“ ‘Oh, no,’ he said with a smile, ‘the worst is man.’ And his smile changed to a laugh, the pleas­ant laughter of a hearty happy Eng­lish­man.

			“ ‘I’ve hunted man a lot, too.’

			“Then he began to speak of weapons, and in­vited me to come in and be shown his vari­ous types of guns.

			“His draw­ing room was hung with black—black silk em­broidered with gold. Large yel­low flowers twis­ted upon the dark ma­ter­i­al, gleam­ing like flames.

			“ ‘It’s a Ja­pan­ese ma­ter­i­al,’ he told me.

			“But in the centre of the largest pan­el a strange thing caught my eye. Upon a square of red vel­vet a black ob­ject lay in sharp re­lief: I went up to it; it was a hand, a man’s hand. Not the hand of a skel­et­on, white and clean, but a black, dried hand, with yel­low nails, the muscles laid bare, and traces of stale blood, like dirt, on the bones that had been cut clean off, as though with a blow from an ax, at the centre of the fore­arm.

			“Round the wrist an enorm­ous iron chain, riv­eted and wel­ded on this foul limb, fastened it to the wall by a ring strong enough to hold an ele­phant.

			“ ‘What is that?’ I asked.

			“ ‘That’s my best en­emy,’ answered the Eng­lish­man calmly. ‘It came from Amer­ica. It was cut off with a sabre and the skin torn off with a sharp stone and dried in the sun for eight days. Oh, it was a for­tu­nate thing for me.’

			“I touched this hu­man rel­ic, which must have be­longed to a co­los­sus. The fin­gers, ex­cess­ively long, were at­tached by enorm­ous muscles which in places still re­tained shreds of flesh. The hand was fright­ful to see; flayed in this wise, it in­stinct­ively made me think of the re­venge of some sav­age.

			“ ‘The man must have been very strong,’ I said.

			“ ‘Oh, yes,’ said the Eng­lish­man sweetly, ‘but I was stronger than he. I put that chain on to hold him.’

			“I thought the man was jest­ing, and said: ‘The chain is quite use­less now; the hand will not es­cape.’

			“Sir John Row­ell replied in a grave voice:

			“ ‘It was al­ways try­ing to get away. The chain is ne­ces­sary.’

			“With a swift glance I ex­amined his face, ask­ing my­self:

			“ ‘Is the man mad, or has he merely a poor taste in jokes?’

			“But his face re­mained im­pen­et­rable, pla­cid and kindly. I began to speak of oth­er mat­ters, and ex­pressed my ad­mir­a­tion for his guns.

			“I no­ticed, how­ever, that three loaded re­volvers were ly­ing about on vari­ous pieces of fur­niture, as though the man lived in con­stant fear of an at­tack.

			“I re­vis­ited him on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions. Then I went there no more. People had grown ac­cus­tomed to his pres­ence. They were all com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent to him.

			

			“A whole year went by. Then one morn­ing near the end of Novem­ber my ser­vant woke me and an­nounced that Sir John Row­ell had been murdered dur­ing the night.

			“Half an hour later I entered the Eng­lish­man’s house with the com­mis­sion­er-gen­er­al and the chief of po­lice. The valet, quite des­per­ate and at his wit’s end, was weep­ing in front of the door. At first I sus­pec­ted this man, but he was in­no­cent.

			“The crim­in­al was nev­er dis­covered.

			“As I entered Sir John’s draw­ing room, I saw at the first glance the body, ly­ing on its back, in the centre of the room.

			“The waist­coat was torn, and a rent sleeve hung down; everything poin­ted to the fact that a ter­rible struggle had taken place.

			“The Eng­lish­man had died of stran­gu­la­tion. His face, black and swollen, a ter­ri­fy­ing sight, wore an ex­pres­sion of the most ap­palling ter­ror; he held some­thing between his clenched teeth; and his neck, pierced with five holes which might have been made with iron spikes, was covered with blood.

			“A doc­tor joined us. He made a long ex­am­in­a­tion of the fin­ger­prints in the flesh and uttered these strange words:

			“ ‘It’s just as if he had been strangled by a skel­et­on.’

			“A shiver ran down my spine, and I turned my eyes to the wall, to the spot where I had formerly seen the hor­rible flayed hand. It was no longer there. The chain, broken, hung down.

			“I stooped over the dead man, and I found in his dis­tor­ted mouth one of the fin­gers of the van­ished hand, cut, or rather sawn, in two by his teeth just at the second joint.

			“We pro­ceeded with the form­al in­vest­ig­a­tions. Noth­ing was dis­covered. No door had been forced, no win­dow, no art­icle of fur­niture. The two watch­dogs had not awakened.

			“Here, in a few words, is the ser­vant’s de­pos­ition:

			“For the past month his mas­ter had seemed to be very agit­ated. He had re­ceived many let­ters, which he burnt as soon as they ar­rived.

			“Of­ten he would take up a horse­whip, in a rage which sa­voured of mad­ness, and beat furi­ously the dried hand sealed to the wall and re­moved, no one knew how, at the very hour of the crime.

			“He had a habit of go­ing to bed very late, and care­fully locked all the doors and win­dows. He al­ways had weapons with­in the reach of his arm. Of­ten, at night, he would speak in a loud voice, as though quar­rel­ling with someone.

			“That night it happened that he had made no noise, and it was only when he came to open the win­dows that the ser­vant had found Sir John murdered. He sus­pec­ted no one.

			“I com­mu­nic­ated what I knew of the death to the ma­gis­trates and pub­lic of­fi­cials, and a de­tailed in­quiry was made over the en­tire is­land. Noth­ing was dis­covered.

			“Then, one night, three months after the crime, I had a fear­ful night­mare. It seemed to me that I saw the hand, the hor­rible hand, run like a scor­pi­on or a spider along my cur­tains and my walls. Three times I awoke, three times I fell asleep again, three times I saw the hideous rel­ic ca­reer round my room, mov­ing its fin­gers like paws.

			“Next day the hand was brought to me; it had been found in the cemetery, on the tomb in which Sir John Row­ell was bur­ied, for we had been un­able to dis­cov­er his fam­ily.

			“The in­dex fin­ger was miss­ing.

			“There, ladies, that is my story. I know noth­ing more.”

			

			The ladies, hor­ror-stricken, were pale and trem­bling.

			“But that is not a dénoue­ment, nor an ex­plan­a­tion!” ex­claimed one of them. “We shall not sleep if you do not tell us what really happened, in your opin­ion.”

			The ma­gis­trate smiled aus­terely.

			“Oh, as for me, ladies,” he said, “I shall cer­tainly spoil your bad dreams! I simply think that the law­ful own­er of the hand was not dead, and that he came to fetch it with the one that re­mained to him. But I cer­tainly don’t know how he did it. It was a kind of ven­detta.”

			“No,” mur­mured one of the ladies, “that should not be the ex­plan­a­tion.”

			And the judge, still smil­ing, con­cluded:

			“I warned you that my the­ory would not ap­peal to you.”

		
	
		
			Waiter, a Bock

			Why did I go in­to that beer hall on that par­tic­u­lar even­ing? I do not know. It was cold; a fine rain, a fly­ing mist, veiled the gas lamps with a trans­par­ent fog, made the side­walks re­flect the light that streamed from the shop win­dows, light­ing up the soft slush and the muddy feet of the pass­ersby.

			I was go­ing nowhere in par­tic­u­lar; was simply hav­ing a short walk after din­ner. I had passed the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, the Rue Vivi­enne, and sev­er­al oth­er streets. I sud­denly per­ceived a large beer hall which was more than half full. I walked in­side, with no ob­ject in view. I was not the least thirsty.

			I glanced round to find a place that was not too crowded, and went and sat down by the side of a man who seemed to me to be old, and who was smoking a cheap clay pipe, which was as black as coal. From six to eight sau­cers piled up on the table in front of him in­dic­ated the num­ber of bocks he had already ab­sorbed. At a glance I re­cog­nized a bock-drink­er, one of those fre­quenters of beer houses who come in the morn­ing when the place opens, and do not leave till even­ing when it is about to close. He was dirty, bald on top of his head, with a fringe of iron-gray hair fall­ing on the col­lar of his frock coat. His clothes, which were much too large for him, ap­peared to have been made for him at a time when he was cor­pu­lent. One could guess that he did not wear sus­pend­ers, for he could not take ten steps without hav­ing to stop to pull up his trousers. Did he wear a waist­coat? The mere thought of his boots and of that which they covered filled me with hor­ror. The frayed cuffs were per­fectly black at the edges, as were his nails.

			As soon as I had seated my­self be­side him, this in­di­vidu­al said to me in a quiet tone of voice:

			“How goes it?”

			I turned sharply round and closely scanned his fea­tures, whereupon he con­tin­ued:

			“I see you do not re­cog­nize me.”

			“No, I do not.”

			“Des Bar­rets.”

			I was stu­pefied. It was the Comte Jean des Bar­rets, my old col­lege chum.

			I seized him by the hand, and was so dumb­foun­ded that I could find noth­ing to say. At length I man­aged to stam­mer out:

			“And you, how goes it with you?”

			He re­spon­ded pla­cidly:

			“I get along as best I can.”

			“What are you do­ing now?” I asked.

			“You see what I am do­ing,” he answered quite resign­edly.

			I felt my face get­ting red. I in­sisted:

			“But every day?”

			“Every day it is the same thing,” was his reply, ac­com­pan­ied with a thick puff of to­bacco smoke.

			He then tapped with a sou on the top of the marble table, to at­tract the at­ten­tion of the waiter, and called out:

			“Waiter, two bocks.”

			A voice in the dis­tance re­peated:

			“Two bocks for the fourth table.”

			An­oth­er voice, more dis­tant still, shouted out:

			“Here they are!”

			Im­me­di­ately a man with a white ap­ron ap­peared, car­ry­ing two bocks, which he set down, foam­ing, on the table, spill­ing some of the yel­low li­quid on the sandy floor in his haste.

			Des Bar­rets emp­tied his glass at a single draught and re­placed it on the table, while he sucked in the foam that had been left on his mus­tache. He next asked:

			“What is there new?”

			I really had noth­ing new to tell him. I stammered:

			“Noth­ing, old man. I am a busi­ness man.”

			In his mono­ton­ous tone of voice he said:

			“In­deed, does it amuse you?”

			“No, but what can I do? One must do some­thing!”

			“Why should one?”

			“So as to have oc­cu­pa­tion.”

			“What’s the use of an oc­cu­pa­tion? For my part, I do noth­ing at all, as you see, nev­er any­thing. When one has not a sou I can un­der­stand why one should work. But when one has enough to live on, what’s the use? What is the good of work­ing? Do you work for your­self, or for oth­ers? If you work for your­self, you do it for your own amuse­ment, which is all right; if you work for oth­ers, you are a fool.”

			Then, lay­ing his pipe on the marble table, he called out anew:

			“Waiter, a bock.” And con­tin­ued: “It makes me thirsty to keep call­ing so. I am not ac­cus­tomed to that sort of thing. Yes, yes, I do noth­ing. I let things slide, and I am grow­ing old. In dy­ing I shall have noth­ing to re­gret. My only re­mem­brance will be this beer hall. No wife, no chil­dren, no cares, no sor­rows, noth­ing. That is best.”

			He then emp­tied the glass which had been brought him, passed his tongue over his lips, and re­sumed his pipe.

			I looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment, and said:

			“But you have not al­ways been like that?”

			“Par­don me; ever since I left col­lege.”

			“That is not a prop­er life to lead, my dear fel­low; it is simply hor­rible. Come, you must have some­thing to do, you must love some­thing, you must have friends.”

			“No, I get up at noon, I come here, I have my break­fast, I drink my beer, I re­main un­til the even­ing, I have my din­ner, I drink beer. Then about half-past one in the morn­ing, I go home to bed, be­cause the place closes up; that an­noys me more than any­thing. In the last ten years I have passed fully six years on this bench, in my corner; and the oth­er four in my bed, nowhere else. I some­times chat with the reg­u­lar cus­tom­ers.”

			“But when you came to Par­is what did you do at first?”

			“I paid my devoirs to the Café de Médi­cis.”

			“What next?”

			“Next I crossed the wa­ter and came here.”

			“Why did you take that trouble?”

			“What do you mean? One can­not re­main all one’s life in the Lat­in Quarter. The stu­dents make too much noise. Now I shall not move again. Waiter, a bock.”

			I began to think that he was mak­ing fun of me, and I con­tin­ued:

			“Come now, be frank. You have been the vic­tim of some great sor­row; some dis­ap­point­ment in love, no doubt! It is easy to see that you are a man who has had some trouble. What age are you?”

			“I am thirty, but I look forty-five, at least.”

			I looked him straight in the face. His wrinkled, ill-shaven face gave one the im­pres­sion that he was an old man. On the top of his head a few long hairs waved over a skin of doubt­ful clean­li­ness. He had enorm­ous eye­lashes, a heavy mus­tache, and a thick beard. Sud­denly I had a kind of vis­ion, I know not why, of a basin filled with dirty wa­ter in which all that hair had been washed. I said to him:

			“You cer­tainly look older than your age. You surely must have ex­per­i­enced some great sor­row.” He replied:

			“I tell you that I have not. I am old be­cause I nev­er go out in­to the air. Noth­ing makes a man de­teri­or­ate more than the life of a café.”

			I still could not be­lieve him.

			“You must surely also have been mar­ried? One could not get as bald-headed as you are without hav­ing been in love.”

			He shook his head, shak­ing dandruff down on his coat as he did so.

			“No, I have al­ways been vir­tu­ous.”

			And, rais­ing his eyes to­ward the chan­delier which heated our heads, he said:

			“If I am bald, it is the fault of the gas. It des­troys the hair. Waiter, a bock. Are you not thirsty?”

			“No, thank you. But you really in­terest me. Since when have you been so mor­bid? Your life is not nor­mal, it is not nat­ur­al. There is some­thing be­neath it all.”

			“Yes, and it dates from my in­fancy. I re­ceived a great shock when I was very young, and that turned my life in­to dark­ness which will last to the end.”

			“What was it?”

			“You wish to know about it? Well, then, listen. You re­call, of course, the castle in which I was brought up, for you used to spend five or six months there dur­ing va­ca­tion. You re­mem­ber that large gray build­ing, in the middle of a great park, and the long av­en­ues of oaks which opened to the four points of the com­pass. You re­mem­ber my fath­er and moth­er, both of whom were ce­re­mo­ni­ous, sol­emn, and severe.

			“I wor­shipped my moth­er; I was afraid of my fath­er; but I re­spec­ted both, ac­cus­tomed al­ways as I was to see every­one bow be­fore them. They were Mon­sieur le Comte and Ma­dame la Comtesse to all the coun­try round, and our neigh­bours, the Tan­nemares, the Rave­lets, the Bren­nevilles, showed them the ut­most con­sid­er­a­tion.

			“I was then thir­teen years old. I was happy, pleased with everything, as one is at that age, full of the joy of life.

			“Well, to­ward the end of Septem­ber, a few days be­fore re­turn­ing to col­lege, as I was play­ing about in the shrub­bery of the park, among the branches and leaves, as I was cross­ing a path, I saw my fath­er and moth­er walk­ing along.

			“I re­call it as though it were yes­ter­day. It was a very windy day. The whole line of trees swayed be­neath the gusts of wind, groan­ing, and seem­ing to ut­ter cries—those dull, deep cries that forests give out dur­ing a tem­pest.

			“The fall­ing leaves, turn­ing yel­low, flew away like birds, circ­ling and fall­ing, and then run­ning along the path like swift an­im­als.

			“Even­ing came on. It was dark in the thick­ets. The mo­tion of the wind and of the branches ex­cited me, made me tear about as if I were crazy, and howl in im­it­a­tion of the wolves.

			“As soon as I per­ceived my par­ents, I crept furt­ively to­ward them, un­der the branches, in or­der to sur­prise them, as though I had been a ver­it­able prowl­er. But I stopped in fear a few paces from them. My fath­er, who was in a ter­rible pas­sion, cried:

			“ ‘Your moth­er is a fool; moreover, it is not a ques­tion of your moth­er. It is you. I tell you that I need this money, and I want you to sign this.’

			“My moth­er replied in a firm voice:

			“ ‘I will not sign it. It is Jean’s for­tune. I shall guard it for him and I will not al­low you to squander it with vile wo­men; you have your own in­her­it­ance.’

			“Then my fath­er, trem­bling with rage, wheeled round and, seiz­ing his wife by the throat, began to slap her with all his might full in the face with his dis­en­gaged hand.

			“My moth­er’s hat fell off, her hair be­came loosened and fell over her shoulders; she tried to parry the blows, but she could not do so. And my fath­er, like a mad­man, kept on strik­ing her. My moth­er rolled over on the ground, cov­er­ing her face with her hands. Then he turned her over on her back in or­der to slap her still more, pulling away her hands, which were cov­er­ing her face.

			“As for me, my friend, it seemed as though the world was com­ing to an end, that the etern­al laws had changed. I ex­per­i­enced the over­whelm­ing dread that one has in pres­ence of things su­per­nat­ur­al, in pres­ence of ir­re­par­able dis­asters. My child­ish mind was be­wildered, dis­trac­ted. I began to cry with all my might, without know­ing why; a prey to a fear­ful dread, sor­row, and as­ton­ish­ment. My fath­er heard me, turned round, and, on see­ing me, star­ted to­ward me. I be­lieve that he wanted to kill me, and I fled like a hunted an­im­al, run­ning straight ahead in­to the thick­et.

			“I ran per­haps for an hour, per­haps for two. I know not. Dark­ness set in. I sank on the grass, ex­hausted, and lay there dis­mayed, frantic with fear, and de­voured by a sor­row cap­able of break­ing forever the heart of a poor child. I was cold, hungry, per­haps. At length day broke. I was afraid to get up, to walk, to re­turn home, to run farther, fear­ing to en­counter my fath­er, whom I did not wish to see again.

			“I should prob­ably have died of misery and of hun­ger at the foot of a tree if the park guard had not dis­covered me and led me home by force.

			“I found my par­ents look­ing as usu­al. My moth­er alone spoke to me:

			“ ‘How you frightened me, you naughty boy. I lay awake the whole night.’

			“I did not an­swer, but began to weep. My fath­er did not ut­ter a single word.

			“Eight days later I re­turned to school.

			“Well, my friend, it was all over with me. I had wit­nessed the oth­er side of things, the bad side. I have not been able to per­ceive the good side since that day. What has taken place in my mind, what strange phe­nomen­on has warped my ideas, I do not know. But I no longer had a taste for any­thing, a wish for any­thing, a love for any­body, a de­sire for any­thing whatever, any am­bi­tion, or any hope. And I al­ways see my poor moth­er on the ground, in the park, my fath­er beat­ing her. My moth­er died some years later; my fath­er still lives. I have not seen him since. Waiter, a bock.”

			A waiter brought him his bock, which he swal­lowed at a gulp. But, in tak­ing up his pipe again, trem­bling as he was, he broke it. “Con­found it!” he said, with a ges­ture of an­noy­ance. “That is a real sor­row. It will take me a month to col­our an­oth­er!”

			And he called out across the vast hall, now reek­ing with smoke and full of men drink­ing, his ever­last­ing: “Waiter, a bock—and a new pipe.”

		
	
		
			The Old Man

			The warm au­tumn sun­light fell across the farm­yard through the tall beeches at the road­side. Un­der the turf cropped by the cows, the earth was soft and moist with re­cent rain, and sank un­der­foot with a sound of sucked-in wa­ter; the apple trees laden with apples strewed the dark-green herb­age with pale-green fruit.

			Four young heifers were graz­ing, tethered in a line; from time to time they lowed to­wards the house; cocks and hens lent col­our and move­ment to the dungheap in front of the cow­shed, run­ning round, cack­ling nois­ily, scratch­ing in the dust, while the two cocks crowed without ceas­ing, look­ing for worms for their hens, and call­ing to them with lively clucks.

			The wooden gate opened; a man came in, aged per­haps forty, but look­ing sixty, wrinkled and bent, walk­ing with long strides, weighed down by heavy sabots filled with straw. Arms of ab­nor­mal length hung down by the side of his body. As he drew near the farm­house, a yel­low cur, tied to the foot of an enorm­ous pear-tree, be­side a bar­rel which served as his ken­nel, wagged his tail, and began to bark joy­ously.

			“Down, Finot!” cried the man.

			The dog was si­lent.

			A peas­ant wo­man came out of the house. Her broad, flat, bony body was plainly vis­ible through a tight-fit­ting wool­len jer­sey. A grey skirt, too short, reached halfway down her legs, which were hid­den in blue stock­ings; she too wore sabots filled with straw. A yel­low­ing white bon­net covered the sparse hair that clung round her skull, and her face, brown, thin, ugly, tooth­less, bore the sav­age and bru­tal­ised ex­pres­sion found of­ten in the faces of peas­ants.

			“How is he?” asked the man.

			“Par­son says it’s the end,” replied the wo­man; “he won’t last through the night.”

			The two of them went in­to the house.

			After passing through the kit­chen, they entered a low, dark room, faintly lit by a win­dow, in front of which hung a rag of Nor­man chintz. Huge beams in the ceil­ing, brown with age, dark and smoke-be­grimed, ran across the room from one side to the oth­er, car­ry­ing the light floor of the loft, where crowds of rats ran about both by day and by night.

			The earthen floor, damp and un­even, had a greasy look; at the far end of the room the bed was a dim white patch. A hoarse reg­u­lar sound, a harsh, rat­tling, and whist­ling sound, with a gurg­ling note like that made by a broken pump, came from the darkened couch, where an old man lay dy­ing, the wo­man’s fath­er.

			The man and the wo­man came up and stared at the dy­ing man with their calm, pa­tient eyes.

			“This time, it’s the end,” said the son-in-law; “he won’t even last till night­fall.”

			“He’s been gurg­ling like that since mid­day,” answered his wife.

			Then they were si­lent. Her fath­er’s eyes were closed, his face was the col­our of earth, so dry that it looked as though carved of wood. Between his half-open lips is­sued a la­boured, clam­or­ous breath­ing, and at every breath the grey calico sheet over his chest heaved and fell.

			After a long si­lence the son-in-law de­clared:

			“There’s noth­ing to do but leave him to snuff out. There’s noth­ing we can do. But it’s an­noy­ing all the same, be­cause of the colzas; now the weath­er’s good, I’ll have to trans­plant them to mor­row.”

			His wife seemed un­easy at this idea. She pondered for some mo­ments, then said:

			“See­ing that he’s go­ing to die, we won’t bury him be­fore Sat­urday; that will leave you to­mor­row for the colza.”

			The peas­ant med­it­ated.

			“Yes,” he said, “but then to­mor­row I’ll have to bid the guests for the fu­ner­al; it’ll take me a good five or six hours to go and see every­one from Tour­ville to Manetot.”

			The wo­man, after pon­der­ing for two or three minutes, de­clared:

			“It’s barely three, so you could start go­ing round to­night and go all over Tour­ville way. You may as well say he’s dead, see­ing that he can’t last through the af­ter­noon.”

			For a few mo­ments the man re­mained in doubt, pon­der­ing over the con­sequences and the ad­vant­ages of the idea.

			“Very well, I’ll go,” he said at last.

			He made as though to go out, then came back, and said, after a brief hes­it­a­tion:

			“See­ing that you’ve no work on hand, shake down some cook­ing-apples, and then you might make four dozen dump­lings for the people that will be com­ing to the fu­ner­al; they’ll want cheer­ing up. Light the range with the fag­got un­der the shed by the winepress. It’s dry.”

			He left the room, went back in­to the kit­chen, opened the cup­board, took out a six-pound loaf, care­fully cut off a slice, gathered the crumbs fallen on to the shelf in the hol­low of his hand, and crammed them in­to his mouth, in or­der to waste noth­ing. Then on the tip of his knife he picked up a bit of salt but­ter from the bot­tom of a brown earth­en­ware pot and spread it on his bread, which he began to eat slowly, as he did everything.

			He went back across the yard, quieted the dog, who began to bark again, went out on to the road which ran along­side his ditch, and de­par­ted in the dir­ec­tion of Tour­ville.

			

			Left alone, the wo­man set about her task. She took the lid off the flour bin and pre­pared the paste for the dump­lings. For a long time she worked it, turn­ing it over and over, knead­ing it, squeez­ing it, and beat­ing it. Then she made a large ball of it, yel­low­ish white in col­our, and left it on the corner of the table.

			Then she went to get the apples, and, to avoid in­jur­ing the tree with a stick, she climbed in­to it with the aid of a stool. She chose the fruit with care, tak­ing only the ripest, and heaped them in her ap­ron.

			A voice called from the road:

			“Hey there! Ma­dame Chicot!”

			She turned round. It was a neigh­bour, Mas­ter Os­ime Favet, the may­or, on his way to ma­nure his fields, seated on the ma­nure cart, with his legs dangling over the side. She turned round and replied:

			“What can I do for you, Mas­ter Os­ime?”

			“How’s your fath­er get­ting on?”

			“He’s prac­tic­ally gone,” she shouted. “The fu­ner­al’s on Sat­urday at sev­en, see­ing as we’re in a hurry to do the colza.”

			“Right,” replied the neigh­bour. “Good luck to you! Are you well?”

			“Thank you, yes,” she replied to his po­lite in­quiry. “And you too?”

			Then she went on pick­ing her apples.

			As soon as she came in, she went to her fath­er, ex­pect­ing to find him dead. But from the door she could hear his noisy, mono­ton­ous death-rattle, and to save time de­cided that it was use­less to go to his bed­side. She began to make the dump­lings.

			She wrapped the apples, one by one, in a thin leaf of paste, then lined them up along the edge of the table. When she had made forty-eight, ar­ranged in dozens one in front of the oth­er, she began to think of get­ting sup­per ready, and hung her pot over the fire, to cook the pota­toes; for she had re­flec­ted that it was use­less to light the range that day, hav­ing still the whole of the next day in which to com­plete her pre­par­a­tions for the fu­ner­al.

			Her hus­band re­turned about five o’clock. As soon as he had crossed the threshold he in­quired:

			“Is it over yet?”

			“Not yet,” she replied. “The gurg­ling’s still go­ing on.”

			They went to the bed. The old man was in ex­actly the same con­di­tion. His rauc­ous breath­ing, reg­u­lar as the work­ing of a clock, had be­come neither quick­er nor slower. It came from second to second, with slight vari­ations in the pitch, de­term­ined by the pas­sage of the air as it entered and left his chest.

			His son-in-law stared at him, then said:

			“He’ll go out when we’re not think­ing of it, like a candle.”

			They went back to the kit­chen, and began their sup­per in si­lence. When they had swal­lowed the soup, they ate a slice of bread and but­ter as well; then, as soon as the plates were washed, they went back to the dy­ing man’s room.

			The wo­man, hold­ing a small lamp with a smoky wick, passed it in front of her fath­er’s face. If he had not been breath­ing he would cer­tainly have been taken for dead.

			The bed be­long­ing to the two peas­ants was hid­den at the oth­er end of the room, in a sort of re­cess. They got in­to bed without speak­ing a word, ex­tin­guished the light, and closed their eyes; soon two un­even snores, one deep, the oth­er shrill­er, ac­com­pan­ied the un­in­ter­rup­ted rattle of the dy­ing man.

			The rats ran to and fro in the loft.

			

			The hus­band awoke with the first pale glim­mer of dawn. His fath­er-in-law was still alive. He shook his wife, un­easy at the old man’s res­ist­ance.

			“I say, Phémie, he won’t fin­ish it off. What would you do about it?”

			He knew her to be of good coun­sel.

			“He won’t get through the day, for cer­tain,” she replied. “There’s noth­ing to be afraid of. And then the may­or won’t stand in the way of the buri­al to­mor­row just the same, see­ing what he did for old Fath­er Rénard, who died just at sow­ing-time.”

			He was con­vinced by the voice of reas­on, and went off to the fields.

			His wife cooked the dump­lings, and then fin­ished all the work of the farm­house.

			At mid­day, the old man was not dead. The day-la­bour­ers hired for the trans­plant­ing of the colza came in a group to look at the aged man who was so re­luct­ant to take his leave. Each said his say, then went off again to the fields.

			At six, when they re­turned from work, her fath­er was still breath­ing. His son-in-law at last be­came alarmed.

			“What’s to do now, Phémie?”

			She had no more idea than he what was best to do. They went to find the may­or. He prom­ised that he would shut his eyes and au­thor­ise the buri­al on the next day. The of­ficer of health, whom they went to see, also un­der­took, as a fa­vour to Mas­ter Chicot, to ante­date the death cer­ti­fic­ate. The man and the wo­man went home re­as­sured.

			They went to bed and slept as on the night be­fore, ming­ling their son­or­ous breath­ing with the faint­er breath­ing of the old man.

			When they awoke, he was not dead.

			At that they were over­whelmed. They re­mained stand­ing at the fath­er’s bed­side, look­ing at him with dis­trust, as though he had meant to play a shabby trick on them, to de­ceive and an­noy them for his own amuse­ment; above all, they grudged him the time he was mak­ing them waste.

			“What are we to do?” asked the son-in-law.

			She had no idea, and answered:

			“It’s vex­ing, it is.”

			They could not now put off the guests, who would be ar­riv­ing at any mo­ment. They de­cided to wait for them and ex­plain the situ­ation.

			About ten to sev­en the first guests ap­peared. The wo­men dressed in black, their heads wrapped in large veils, came in with a mel­an­choly air. The men, ill at ease in their cloth coats, ad­vanced more slowly, two and two, talk­ing busi­ness.

			Maître Chicot and his wife, dis­mayed, re­ceived them with dis­tressed ex­plan­a­tions; as they ac­cos­ted the first group of guests, both of them burst in­to sud­den pre­med­it­ated and sim­ul­tan­eous sobs. They ex­plained their story, re­coun­ted their em­bar­rass­ment, offered chairs, ran to and fro, made ex­cuses, tried to prove that any­body would have ac­ted in the same way, talk­ing in­cess­antly, sud­denly be­came so talk­at­ive that they gave no one a chance to reply.

			They went from one to the next.

			“We’d nev­er ha’ thought it; it’s not to be be­lieved he could ha’ las­ted like this!”

			The be­wildered guests, a little dis­ap­poin­ted, like people who have been robbed of a long-ex­pec­ted ce­re­mony, did not know what to do, and re­mained seated or stand­ing. Some were anxious to go. Maître Chicot re­strained them.

			“We’ll break a bit of food to­geth­er all the same. We’ve made some dump­lings; bet­ter make the best of the chance.”

			Faces brightened at the thought. The guests began to talk in low voices. Gradu­ally the yard filled; the first comers were telling the news to the new ar­rivals. They whispered to­geth­er; every­one was cheered at the thought of the dump­lings.

			The wo­men went in to see the dy­ing man. They crossed them­selves at the bed­side, stammered a pray­er, and came out again. The men, less eager for the spec­tacle, threw a single glance through the win­dow, which had been set ajar.

			Ma­dame Chicot re­coun­ted the death agony.

			“For two days now he’s been like that, neither more nor less, neither high­er nor lower. Isn’t it just like a pump run dry?”

			When every­body had seen the dy­ing man, their thoughts were turned to­wards the col­la­tion; but as the guests were too nu­mer­ous for the kit­chen to hold, the table was car­ried out in front of the door. The four dozen dump­lings, golden and ap­pet­ising, at­trac­ted all eyes, set out in two large dishes. Every­one reached for­ward to take one, fear­ing that there were not enough. But four were left over.

			Maître Chicot, his mouth full, de­clared:

			“If the old man could see us, it’ud be a rare grief to him; he was rare and fond of them in his time.”

			“He’ll nev­er eat any more now,” said a fat, jovi­al peas­ant. “We all come to it in the end.”

			This re­flec­tion, far from sad­den­ing the guests, ap­peared to cheer them up. At the mo­ment it had come to them to eat the dump­lings.

			Ma­dame Chicot, heart­broken at the ex­pense, ran cease­lessly to and from the cel­lar to fetch cider. The jugs came up and were emp­tied one after an­oth­er. Every­one was laugh­ing now, talk­ing loudly, be­gin­ning to shout, as people will shout at meals.

			Sud­denly an old peas­ant wo­man, who had re­mained near the dy­ing man, held there by a greedy ter­ror of the thing which was so soon to come to her, ap­peared at the win­dow and shouted in a shrill voice:

			“He’s gone! He’s gone!”

			Every­one was si­lent. The wo­men rose quickly, to go and see.

			He really was dead. The rattle had ceased. The men looked at one an­oth­er with down­cast eyes. The old black­guard had chosen his time ill.

			The Chicots were no longer cry­ing. It was all over; they were calm. They kept on say­ing:

			“We knew it couldn’t last. If only he could have made up his mind last night, we shouldn’t have had all this both­er.”

			Nev­er mind, it was all over. They would bury him on Monday, that was all, and would eat more dump­lings for the oc­ca­sion.

			The guests de­par­ted, talk­ing of the af­fair, pleased all the same at hav­ing seen it, and also at hav­ing had a bite to eat.

			And when the man and his wife were by them­selves, face to face, she said, with her face con­trac­ted with an­guish:

			“All the same, I shall have to make four dozen more dump­lings. If only he could have made up his mind last night!”

			And her hus­band, more resigned, replied:

			“You won’t have to do it every day.”

		
	
		
			Letter Found on a Drowned Man

			
				You ask me wheth­er I am mak­ing fun of you, Ma­dame? You can­not be­lieve that a man has nev­er been in love? All I can say is that I have nev­er loved any­one!

				How did that hap­pen? I really don’t know. I have nev­er known that in­tox­ic­a­tion which is called love. I have nev­er known that par­tic­u­lar dream, that state of ex­al­ta­tion, of folly, which the thought of some one wo­man can pro­duce. I have nev­er been pur­sued, haunted, thrown in­to a fever or en­tranced by the thought of meet­ing, or by the pos­ses­sion of, a be­ing who sud­denly seemed more de­sir­able than all oth­er hap­pi­ness, more beau­ti­ful than any oth­er creature, or more im­port­ant than the whole world. Not one of you has ever made me shed tears or caused me a mo­ment’s pain. I have nev­er spent long nights, wide-awake, think­ing of her. Awaken­ings ra­di­ant with the thought, the memory of her, are un­known to me. I know noth­ing of the mad­den­ing folly of hope when wait­ing for her ar­rival, the di­vine mel­an­choly of re­gret after she has van­ished leav­ing be­hind a faint scent of vi­ol­ets mingled with the odour of her skin.

				I have nev­er loved.

				I have also of­ten asked my­self why. I must con­fess I hardly know. It is true that I have found reas­ons but, as they touch on meta­phys­ics, you would prob­ably not ap­pre­ci­ate them.

				I am afraid I am too crit­ic­al of wo­men to be en­tirely dom­in­ated by their charm. You must ex­cuse this re­mark. I will ex­plain what I mean. Every hu­man be­ing is com­posed of a mor­al and a phys­ic­al nature; I would have to meet someone in whom the two natures were com­pletely har­mo­ni­ous be­fore I could fall in love. So far as I have seen, the one in­vari­ably out­weighs the oth­er, some­times the mor­al pre­dom­in­ates, some­times the phys­ic­al.

				The in­tel­li­gence which we have a right to de­mand from a wo­man when we love her has noth­ing of man’s in­tel­li­gence. It is great­er and it is less. A wo­man should have an open mind, she should be tact­ful, tender­hearted, re­fined, and sens­it­ive. She need not be strong-minded or ori­gin­al, but she must be ami­able, el­eg­ant, kind, coax­ing, and pos­sess that fac­ulty of as­sim­il­a­tion which will make her like her life’s part­ner with­in a short time. Tact must be her greatest qual­ity: that subtle sense which is to the mind what touch is to the body, which re­veals a thou­sand and one little things to her: the con­tours, angles and shapes of the in­tel­lec­tu­al world. The in­tel­li­gence of the great­er num­ber of pretty wo­men does not cor­res­pond with their phys­ic­al charms, and the slight­est lack of har­mony in this con­nec­tion strikes me at once. In friend­ship this is of no im­port­ance, for friend­ship is a com­pact in which de­fects and mer­its are both re­cog­nised. Friends may be cri­ti­cised, their good qual­it­ies taken in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, their faults passed over, they may be es­tim­ated at their real value and still be the ob­jects of a deep and beau­ti­ful feel­ing, full of in­tim­acy.

				In love one must be blind, give up one’s self en­tirely; neither see, think, nor un­der­stand. You must wor­ship the weak­ness as well as the beauty of the loved one, re­nounce all judg­ment, all re­flec­tion, all per­spica­city. I am in­cap­able of this blind­ness and rebel against such un­reas­on­ing bond­age.

				That’s not all. I have such a high and subtle idea of har­mony that noth­ing can ever real­ise my ideal. You will call me mad! Listen. A wo­man, in my opin­ion, may have an ex­quis­ite soul and a de­light­ful body, and still the body and soul may not be in per­fect tune.

				What I mean is that people whose noses are a cer­tain shape have no right to think in a cer­tain way. The fat have no right to use the same words and phrases as the thin. You, Ma­dame, with your blue eyes, can­not look at life, and judge of things and events as if they were black. The col­our of your eyes must in­ev­it­ably cor­res­pond with the col­our of your thoughts. I have the scent of a hound for this sort of thing. You may laugh, but it’s true.

				And yet, once, for an hour, for a day, I thought I was in love. Fool­ishly I had sub­mit­ted to the in­flu­ence of propin­quity, I al­lowed my­self to be be­guiled by the hal­lu­cin­a­tion of a dawn. Shall I tell you about it?

				One even­ing I met a pretty little wo­man, very emo­tion­al, who, driv­en by a caprice, wanted to spend a night with me in a boat on the river. I would have pre­ferred a room and a bed; how­ever, I con­sen­ted to the river and the boat.

				It was in June. My friend chose a moon­light night so that she might work her­self up thor­oughly. We had dined at a river­side inn and star­ted off at about ten o’clock. I thought it rather a stu­pid thing to do, but did not worry much, since my com­pan­ion was very at­tract­ive. I sat down, seized the oars, and off we went. The scene was cer­tainly pic­tur­esque. We glided past a wooded isle full of night­in­gales, the cur­rent car­ry­ing us swiftly over the wa­ter covered with rip­pling sil­ver. The toads uttered thin clear and mono­ton­ous cries; the frogs croaked in the grass by the river’s bank, and the lap­ping of the wa­ter made a con­fused, muffled mur­mur, very dis­quiet­ing and pro­du­cing a vague sen­sa­tion of mys­ter­i­ous dread upon us.

				Our spir­its were stirred by the sweet charm of the warm night and of the river glit­ter­ing in the moon­light. It was good to be alive, to float idly on the wa­ter, to dream and to feel a young lov­ing wo­man was by my side.

				I was slightly agit­ated, slightly troubled, slightly in­tox­ic­ated, by the pale bright­ness of the night and the pres­ence of my com­pan­ion.

				“Come and sit be­side me,” she said. I obeyed and she con­tin­ued: “Re­cite some po­etry to me.”

				I did think that was too much of a joke: I re­fused: she in­sisted. She was de­term­ined to have a full dress per­form­ance, with the whole gamut of sen­ti­ment, ran­ging from the moon to the rhymed couplet. In the end I had to yield and mock­ingly re­cited a charm­ing little poem by Louis Bouil­het of which the fol­low­ing are the last stan­zas:

				
					
						Je dé­teste sur­tout ce barde à l’oeil hu­mide
						

						Qui re­garde une étoile en mur­mur­ant un nom
						

						Et pour qui la nature im­mense serait vide
						

						S’il ne por­tait en croupe ou Lis­ette ou Ninon
					

					
						Ces gens-là sont char­mants qui se donnent la peine
						

						Afin qu’on s’in­ter­ésse à ce pauvre univers,
						

						D’at­tach­er des jupons aux arbres de la plaine
						

						Et la cor­nette blanche au front des coteaux verts
					

					
						Certe ils n’ont pas com­pris les mu­siques di­vines,
						

						Eter­n­elle nature aux frémis­santes voix,
						

						Ceux qui ne vont pas seuls par les creuses rav­ines
						

						Et rêvent d’une femme au bruit que font les bois.14
					

				

				I ex­pec­ted to be re­proached: noth­ing of the sort. She mur­mured: “How true.” I was as­ton­ished: could she have un­der­stood!

				Our boat had gradu­ally reached the bank and be­come en­tangled with a wil­low which stopped it dead. I put my arm round my com­pan­ion’s waist and very gently ap­proached my lips to her neck. But I was re­pulsed with an ab­rupt, angry move­ment. “That’s enough! How crude you are.” I tried to draw her to me. She res­isted, caught hold of the tree, and nearly flung us both in­to the wa­ter. I thought it prudent to give up the pur­suit. She said: “I would rather give you a duck­ing. I am so happy! I am in a dream. It is so de­light­ful.” And she ad­ded with a touch of malice: “Have you already for­got­ten the lines you have just been re­cit­ing?”

				She was right. I held my tongue.

				She con­tin­ued: “Now then, row,” and I seized the oars again.

				I was be­gin­ning to find the night very long and my po­s­i­tion ri­dicu­lous.

				My com­pan­ion said: “Will you prom­ise me some­thing?”

				“Yes, what?”

				“To keep quite quiet, to be­have your­self prop­erly, and to be dis­creet if I al­low you …”

				“What? Tell me.”

				“This. I want to lie flat on my back in the bot­tom of the boat, by your side, and look at the stars.”

				I said quickly: “I am all for that.”

				She ex­claimed: “You don’t un­der­stand. We are go­ing to lie side by side, but I for­bid you to touch me, to kiss me, or to fondle me.”

				I prom­ised. She ad­ded:

				“If you move, I’ll cap­size the boat.”

				We lay down side by side, our eyes turned to­ward the sky while the boat floated along. We were rocked by the gentle mo­tion of the wa­ter, and the faint sounds pe­cu­li­ar to night that could be heard more dis­tinctly ly­ing in the bot­tom of the boat, some­times made us start. I felt a strange and poignant emo­tion welling up with­in me, an in­fin­ite gen­tle­ness like an ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse stretch out my arms in an em­brace, to take someone to my heart, to give my­self, my thoughts, my body, my life, my whole be­ing to someone.

				My com­pan­ion mur­mured as if in a dream: “Where are we? Where are we go­ing? I feel that I am in heav­en. How beau­ti­ful! Oh! if you only loved me … a little!!!”

				My heart began to throb. I was in­cap­able of say­ing a word: I felt that I loved her. All ur­gent de­sire had fled from me, I felt quite happy by her side, and wanted noth­ing more.

				For a very long time we nev­er stirred. We held each oth­er’s hands; we were in the grip of an en­chant­ment that held us mo­tion­less: an un­sus­pec­ted su­per­i­or force, a chaste, in­tim­ate and ab­so­lute al­li­ance of our two be­ings side by side, be­long­ing to each oth­er without con­tact! What was it? How can I know? Per­haps it was love?

				The day began to break. It was three o’clock in the morn­ing and very slowly a great bright­ness spread over the sky. I star­ted up when the boat bumped against some­thing, and found we had run in­to a little is­land. I was in ec­stas­ies at the sight I saw, the heav­ens stretched above us were a mix­ture of red, rose and vi­ol­et, and dappled with fiery clouds like golden va­pour. The river was glow­ing with purple, three houses set on a hill seemed to be on fire.

				I leaned over my com­pan­ion to say: “Do look,” but re­mained si­lent with awe, I could see noth­ing but her. For she, too, was rosy, with ex­quis­ite rosy flesh tints which must have been partly a re­flec­tion from the sky. Her hair was rosy, so were her eyes, her teeth, her dress, her lace, her smile; she was rosy from head to foot, and I really be­lieved that I be­held the dawn, so com­pletely was I the vic­tim of an hal­lu­cin­a­tion.

				She rose softly to her feet, hold­ing up her lips to me. I ap­proached her trem­bling, de­li­ri­ous, feel­ing con­vinced that I was go­ing to kiss heav­en, hap­pi­ness, a dream be­come wo­man, the ideal in hu­man form.

				She said to me: “You’ve got a cater­pil­lar in your hair!”

				And that was why she was smil­ing! It was like re­ceiv­ing a nasty blow on the head, and I sud­denly felt as sad as if I had lost all hope in life.

				That’s all, Ma­dame. It is child­ish, silly, stu­pid. But ever since then I am sure that I’ll nev­er fall in love.

				Still … you nev­er can tell.

			

			

			This let­ter was found upon a young man taken out of the Seine between Bou­giv­al and Marly, yes­ter­day. It was brought along by an ob­li­ging bar­gee who had searched his pock­ets to find out who he was.

		
	
		
			The Christening

			In front of the farm-gates the men were wait­ing in their Sunday clothes. The May sun shed its burn­ing light on the flower­ing apple trees which roofed the whole farm­yard with blos­som in great round fra­grant bunches of pink and white. Petals fell round them in a cease­less shower, flut­ter­ing and ed­dy­ing in­to the tall grass, where the dan­deli­ons glittered like flames and the pop­pies were splashed in drops of blood.

			A sow slumbered on the side of the ma­nure-heap, and a band of little pigs with twis­ted, cord-like tails ran round her huge belly and swollen dugs.

			Far away, through the trees be­hind the farm­house, the church-bell sud­denly rang out. Its iron voice sent up a faint and dis­tant cry to the ra­di­ant heav­ens. Swal­lows dar­ted ar­row-like across the blue spaces bounded by the still shafts of tall beeches. A faint smell of stables mingled with the soft sweet fra­grance of the apple trees.

			One of the men stand­ing by the gate turned to­wards the house and cried:

			“Coom quick, Mélina; t’bell’s ringin’.”

			He was about thirty years of age, a tall young peas­ant, as yet not bowed or de­formed by long la­bour in the fields. His old fath­er, gnarled like the trunk of an oak, with scarred wrists and crooked legs, an­nounced: “Wo­men, they bean’t nev­er ready first.”

			The two oth­er sons laughed, and one, turn­ing to the eld­est broth­er, who had shouted first, said: “Go fetch ’em, Polyte. They’ll not be here be­fore noon, I’m thinkin’.”

			The young man entered the house.

			A flock of ducks near at hand began to quack and flap their wings, and waddled off down to the pond.

			Then at the open door ap­peared a stout wo­man car­ry­ing a two-months-old child. The white strings of her high bon­net hung down her back, stream­ing over a shawl as vi­ol­ently scar­let as a house on fire. The child, wrapped in white gar­ments, res­ted against the nurse’s pro­trud­ing stom­ach.

			Next came the moth­er, a tall strong girl barely eight­een, fair and smil­ing, hold­ing her hus­band’s arm. The two grand­moth­ers fol­lowed, wrinkled like old apples, wear­i­ness ap­par­ent in their bowed backs, long since bent by rough and pa­tient toil. One was a wid­ow; she took the arm of the grand­fath­er wait­ing at the gate, and they left at the head of the pro­ces­sion, just be­hind the child and the mid­wife. The rest of the fam­ily fol­lowed, the young­er ones car­ry­ing pa­per bags full of sweets.

			The little bell rang cease­lessly, call­ing with all its strength to the tiny mite it awaited. Chil­dren clambered on the dikes; heads ap­peared at gate­ways; milk­maids set down their pails and stood between them to watch the christen­ing go by.

			And the nurse moved on tri­umphantly with her liv­ing bur­den, step­ping between puddles on the road which ran between the tree-crowned banks. And the old people ad­vanced with ce­re­mo­ni­ous steps, walk­ing a little crookedly, be­cause of their age and in­firm­ity. And the young folk were eager to dance, and looked at the girls who came to see them go by; and the fath­er and moth­er walked with graver mien, fol­low­ing the child who would take their place and carry on their name in the coun­try, the hon­oured name of Dentu.

			They emerged on the plain and struck across the fields, avoid­ing the long round­about road. Now the church came in­to view, with its poin­ted steeple. Just be­low the slate roof was an aper­ture, with­in which some­thing swung swiftly back­wards and for­wards, passing and re­passing be­hind the nar­row win­dow. It was the bell, still ringing, call­ing the new­born child to come for the first time to the house of God.

			A dog had be­gun to fol­low the pro­ces­sion; they threw sweets to it, and it frisked round their feet.

			The church-door was open. By the al­tar stood the priest, a tall fel­low, slim and strong, with red hair. He too was a Dentu, the child’s uncle, an­oth­er broth­er of the fath­er. And he duly be­stowed the name of Prosper-César upon his neph­ew, who began to cry when he tasted the sym­bol­ic salt.

			When the ce­re­mony was over, the fam­ily waited on the steps while the priest took off his sur­plice; then they star­ted off once more. They went fast now, for there was the pro­spect of din­ner be­fore them. A crowd of urchins fol­lowed, and whenev­er a hand­ful of sweets was thrown to them they struggled furi­ously; they fought hand to hand and pulled one an­oth­er’s hair; even the dog dashed in­to the fight for the sweets, more stub­born than the chil­dren who tugged at his tail and ears and paws.

			The nurse was tired; she turned to the priest walk­ing be­side her, and said: “How’d it be, sir, if you was to carry your nevvy for a stretch? Ah’m that cramped in the belly, ah’d like a bit of a rest, like.”

			The priest took the child in his arms, the white clothes mak­ing a broad white stripe over the black cas­sock. He was em­bar­rassed by the little bur­den, not know­ing how to carry it or set it down. Every­one laughed, and one of the grand­moth­ers shouted: “Aren’t ye ever sorry, pas­son, that ye’ll nev­er have one of your own?”

			The priest made no an­swer. He went for­ward with long strides, gaz­ing in­tently at the blue-eyed baby, long­ing to kiss the roun­ded cheeks. He could no longer re­strain the im­pulse; rais­ing the child to his face, he gave it a long kiss.

			The fath­er shouted: “Hey there, pas­son, if ye’d like one, ye’ve only to say so.”

			They began to jest, after the fash­ion of peas­ants.

			As soon as they were seated at table, the rough peas­ant mer­ri­ment broke out like a tem­pest. The two oth­er sons were also to marry soon; their sweet­hearts were present, in­vited just for the meal; the guests per­petu­ally al­luded to the fu­ture gen­er­a­tions fore­shad­owed by these uni­ons.

			Their words were coarse and pun­gent; the blush­ing girls giggled, the men guf­fawed. They shouted and beat upon the table with their fists. The fath­er and grand­fath­er were not be­hind­hand with scan­dal­ous sug­ges­tions. The moth­er smiled; the old wo­men took their share in the fun and thrust in ob­scene re­marks.

			The priest, in­ured to these rus­tic or­gies, sat quietly be­side the nurse, tick­ling his neph­ew’s little mouth. He seemed sur­prised at the child’s ap­pear­ance, as though he had nev­er no­ticed it. He con­tem­plated it with de­lib­er­ate in­tent­ness, with dreamy grav­ity, and a ten­der­ness arose in his heart, a strange, un­known ten­der­ness, sharp and a little mel­an­choly, for the frail little creature that was his broth­er’s son.

			He heard noth­ing, saw noth­ing, but stared at the child. He wanted to take him once more upon his knees, for still in his breast and in his heart he re­tained the soft pres­sure of the in­fant’s body, as when he car­ried him back from the church.

			He was touched by that scrap of hu­man­ity as by an in­ef­fable mys­tery of which he had nev­er be­fore thought, a mys­tery sac­red and au­gust, a new spir­it made flesh, the great mys­tery of new­born life, of waken­ing love, of the un­dy­ing race of hu­man­ity go­ing on forever and ever.

			The nurse was eat­ing; her eyes shone in her red face. She was wor­ried by the child, who pre­ven­ted her from get­ting com­fort­ably near the table.

			“Give him to me,” said the priest; “I’m not hungry.” And he took the child. Then everything around him faded and dis­ap­peared; his eyes were fixed on the chubby pink face. Little by little the warmth of the tiny body pen­et­rated through the shawls and the cas­sock to his legs, like a caress, so light, so good, so pure, so sweet, that his eyes filled with tears.

			The noise of the rev­el­lers be­came ter­rif­ic. The child, dis­turbed by the up­roar, began to cry.

			A voice sang out: “Hey there, pas­son, feed your baby.”

			And a burst of laughter shook the room. But the moth­er had ris­en; she took her son and car­ried him in­to the next room. She came back a few minutes later an­noun­cing that he was fast asleep in his cradle.

			The meal went on. From time to time men and wo­men went out in­to the yard, then re­turned and sat down again. The meat, the ve­get­ables, the cider, and the wine coursed down their throats, swelled their bel­lies, ex­cited their spir­its.

			Night was fall­ing when the cof­fee came in.

			Long be­fore then the priest had van­ished, his ab­sence arous­ing no sur­prise.

			At last the young moth­er rose to see if the child were still asleep. It was dark now. She entered the room on tip­toe, and ad­vanced with arms out­stretched, so as not to knock against the fur­niture. But a strange noise made her stop, and she hur­ried out again in a fright, sure that she had heard someone move. Pale and trem­bling, she re­gained the din­ing room and told her story. The men rose nois­ily, drunk and angry, and the fath­er, a lamp in his hand, rushed out.

			The priest was on his knees be­side the cradle, sob­bing. His fore­head res­ted on the pil­low, be­side the child’s head.

		
	
		
			Coco

			Through­out the neigh­bour­hood the Lu­cases’ farm was known as the “Métair­ie,” no one could say why. The peas­ants no doubt con­nec­ted this word “Métair­ie” with an idea of wealth and size, for the farm was cer­tainly the largest, most pros­per­ous, and best-man­aged in the dis­trict.

			The yard was very large, and was en­circled by five rows of mag­ni­fi­cent trees, planted to shel­ter the short del­ic­ate apple trees from the strong wind of the plain. It con­tained long tile-roofed build­ings in which the hay and grain were stored, fine cow­sheds built of flints, stabling for thirty horses, and a dwell­ing-house of red brick, that looked like a small coun­try-seat.

			The ma­nure heaps were well kept; the watch­dogs lived in ken­nels, a crowd of chick­ens ran to and fro in the high grass.

			Every day at noon fif­teen per­sons, mas­ter, men, and maids, took their places at the long kit­chen table on which the soup steamed in a great delf bowl with a pat­tern of blue flowers.

			The an­im­als, horses, cows, pigs, and sheep, were fat, clean, and well kept; and Lu­cas, a tall man be­gin­ning to ac­quire a paunch, made his rounds three times a day, watch­ing over all and tak­ing thought for all.

			At the far end of the stable they kept, out of char­ity, a very old white horse that the mis­tress was anxious to have cared for un­til it died a nat­ur­al death, be­cause she had raised and al­ways kept it, and be­cause it stirred memor­ies in her heart.

			This old pen­sion­er was looked after by a bat­man in the per­son of a fif­teen-year-old lad named Isidore Duval, called Zidore for short, who, dur­ing the winter, gave him his ra­tion of oats and his straw and, in the sum­mer, was ob­liged to go four times a day and change the po­s­i­tion where he was tied up, so that he might have plenty of fresh grass.

			The an­im­al, al­most crippled, could hardly lift its heavy legs, thick at the knee and swollen above the hoofs. Its coat, which was no longer groomed, looked like white hair, and its long eye­lashes gave its eyes a mel­an­choly air.

			When Zidore took it out to grass, he had to tug at the hal­ter, so slowly did the an­im­al walk; and the boy, stoop­ing, pant­ing, swore at it, ex­as­per­ated at hav­ing the an­cient nag to look after.

			The farm­hands, no­ti­cing the boy’s an­ger to­wards Coco, laughed at it; they were al­ways talk­ing to Zidore about the horse, just to ex­as­per­ate the lad. His friends chaffed him. In the vil­lage he was called Coco-Zidore.

			The boy was furi­ous, and felt grow­ing in him­self a de­sire to be re­venged on the horse. He was a thin child, long in the leg, very dirty, and with a mop of red, thick, coarse, brist­ling hair. He seemed stu­pid, spoke with a stam­mer, and with in­fin­ite la­bour, as though ideas were born with dif­fi­culty in­to his dull, bru­tish soul.

			For a long time he felt sur­prised at the keep­ing of Coco, angry at see­ing good stuff wasted on a use­less beast. From the mo­ment that it ceased work­ing, it seemed to him wrong to feed it, re­volt­ing to waste good oats, so ex­pens­ive as oats were, on this para­lysed jade. Of­ten, in spite of the or­ders of Farm­er Lu­cas, he eco­nom­ised on the horse’s food, sup­ply­ing it with no more than half its ra­tion, keep­ing back lit­ter and hay. The hatred in his con­fused prim­it­ive mind grew sharp­er, the hatred of a grasp­ing peas­ant, cun­ning, fe­ro­cious, bru­tal, and cow­ardly.

			When sum­mer came round again, he had to go and move the beast from place to place on its slop­ing mead­ow. It was a long way from the farm. More furi­ous each morn­ing, the lad plod­ded off across the corn­fields. The men work­ing in the fields shouted to him in jest:

			“Hey! Zidore! Give my kind re­gards to Coco.”

			He nev­er answered, but on the way he would break off a stick from a hedge, and as soon as he had tethered the old horse in a new place, he would al­low it to re­sume its graz­ing and then, com­ing up treach­er­ously, be­gin to thwack its hocks. The an­im­al would try to es­cape, to rush away, to avoid the blows, and ran round at the end of its hal­ter as though it were in a cir­cus ring. The boy beat it sav­agely, run­ning re­lent­lessly after it, his teeth shut hard in an­ger.

			Then he would go slowly away, without look­ing back, while the horse watched him go with its old eyes, its ribs pro­ject­ing, and quite out of breath after so much trot­ting, and it would not lower its bony white head again un­til it had seen the young peas­ant’s blue blouse van­ish in the dis­tance.

			As the nights were warm, Coco was now left to sleep out of doors, away at the edge of the val­ley, bey­ond the wood. Zidore alone went to see the an­im­al.

			The boy had a fur­ther habit of amus­ing him­self by throw­ing stones at it. He would sit down ten paces away on a bank and stay there for half an hour, from time to time fling­ing a jagged pebble at the old nag, which re­mained stand­ing, chained up in front of its en­emy and look­ing stead­ily at him, not dar­ing to crop the grass un­til he was gone.

			But one thought re­mained firmly planted in the lad’s mind: Why feed this horse which did no work? It seemed to him as if this wretched jade were steal­ing an­oth­er’s victu­als, the pos­ses­sions of man­kind, the prop­erty of the good God, were steal­ing even from him­self, Zidore, who had to work for his food.

			Little by little, every day, the boy lessened the circle of pas­ture which he gave it by mov­ing the stake to which its hal­ter was fixed.

			The an­im­al went without food, grew thin, pined away. Too weak to break the cord, it stretched out its head to­wards the broad ex­panse of green, shin­ing grass so near at hand; the smell of it reached its nos­trils but it could not touch it.

			Then one morn­ing Zidore had an idea: he de­cided not to go on mov­ing Coco. He had had enough of walk­ing so far for the sake of this miser­able car­cass.

			But he came all the same, to en­joy his re­venge. The anxious beast stared at him. He did not beat it that day. He walked round it, his hands in his pock­ets. He even pre­ten­ded to change its po­s­i­tion, but thrust the stake back in­to the same hole, and went away, de­lighted with his in­ven­tion.

			The horse, see­ing him go, neighed to re­mind him; but the lad began to run, leav­ing it all alone in the val­ley, well tied up, and without a blade of grass with­in range of its jaws.

			Fam­ished, it tried to reach the thick ver­dure that it could touch with the tip of its nos­trils. It went down on its knees, stretch­ing its neck, thrust­ing for­ward its slob­ber­ing lips. All in vain. Through­out the day, the old beast wore it­self out with use­less, ter­rible struggles. Hun­ger rav­aged it, a hun­ger rendered more fright­ful by the sight of all that good green food stretched out on every side.

			The boy did not re­turn that day. He roamed about the woods after birds’ nests.

			He re­appeared the next day. Coco was ly­ing down, ex­hausted. It rose at the sight of the boy, ex­pect­ing that at last its po­s­i­tion would be changed.

			But the young peas­ant did not even touch the mal­let ly­ing in the ground. He came up, stared at the an­im­al, flung a clod of earth at its muzzle, which splashed the white hair, and went away again, whist­ling.

			The horse re­mained stand­ing as long as it could still keep him in sight; then, feel­ing only too well that its at­tempts to reach the nearby grass would be use­less, lay down once more upon its side and closed its eyes.

			Next day Zidore did not come.

			When, the fol­low­ing day, he drew near to Coco, who was still ly­ing down, he saw that the horse was dead.

			He re­mained stand­ing, look­ing at it, pleased with his work, and at the same time sur­prised that it was already fin­ished. He touched it with his foot, lif­ted one of its legs and then let it fall back again, sat down on the body and stayed there, his eyes fixed on the grass, without think­ing of any­thing.

			He re­turned to the farm, but did not men­tion the ac­ci­dent, for he wanted to go on play­ing tru­ant at the times when he had been ac­cus­tomed to go and change the horse’s po­s­i­tion.

			He went to see it the next day. Crows took flight at his ap­proach. In­nu­mer­able flies were crawl­ing about the body and buzz­ing all round it.

			On his re­turn he an­nounced the event. The beast was so old that no one was sur­prised. The mas­ter said to two hands:

			“Get your spades and dig a hole where it lies.”

			The men bur­ied the horse just at the spot where it had died of hun­ger.

			The grass came up lush, verd­ant, and vig­or­ous, nour­ished by the poor body.

		
	
		
			
				Misti

				Re­col­lec­tions of a Bach­el­or

			
			My mis­tress at that time was a funny little wo­man. She was mar­ried, of course, for I’ve a per­fect hor­ror of un­mar­ried wo­men. After all, what pleas­ure can one have in pos­sess­ing a wo­man who has the double dis­ad­vant­age of be­long­ing to no one and be­long­ing to every­one? And hon­estly, quite apart from the mor­al side of the ques­tion, I can’t un­der­stand love as a pro­fes­sion. It rather dis­gusts me. It’s a weak­ness, I know, and I con­fess it.

			The chiefest pleas­ure en­joyed by a bach­el­or who has a mar­ried wo­man for his mis­tress, is that she provides him with a home, a com­fort­able, pleas­ant home in which every­one looks after him and spoils him, from the hus­band to the ser­vants. Every pleas­ure is there united, love, friend­ship, even pa­tern­ity, the bed and the table, which con­sti­tute the fi­nal hap­pi­ness of life, to­geth­er with the in­cal­cul­able ad­vant­age of be­ing able to change your house­hold from time to time, of in­stalling your­self by turns in every dif­fer­ent class of fam­ily, in the coun­try, dur­ing the sum­mer, in the home of the work­man who lets you a room in his house; in the middle-class home of the pro­vin­cial, dur­ing the winter, even in the homes of the ar­is­to­cracy, if you are am­bi­tious.

			I have an­oth­er weak­ness: I like my mis­tresses’ hus­bands. I ad­mit that there are hus­bands, vul­gar or coarse, who fill me with dis­gust for their wives, how­ever charm­ing these may be. But when the hus­band has wit or charm, I fall in­ev­it­ably des­per­ately in love. I am care­ful, if I break with the wo­man, not to break with the hus­band. In this way I have made my best friends, and in this man­ner I have of­t­times veri­fied the in­con­test­able su­peri­or­ity of the male over the fe­male of the hu­man spe­cies. The lat­ter causes you every pos­sible worry, makes scenes, re­proaches you, and so forth; the former, who has quite as much right to com­plain, treats you, on the con­trary, as though you were provid­ence fallen at his fireside.

			Well, my mis­tress was a funny little wo­man, dark, fant­ast­ic, ca­pri­cious, re­li­gious, su­per­sti­tious, cred­u­lous as a monk, but charm­ing. Above all, she had a way of kiss­ing which I have nev­er found in an­oth­er wo­man … but this is not the place. … And such a soft skin! I de­rived in­fin­ite pleas­ure merely from hold­ing her hand! And her eyes. Her gaze passed over you like a slow caress, de­li­cious and end­less. Of­ten I laid my head on her knees, and we re­mained mo­tion­less, she bend­ing over me with that faint, en­ig­mat­ic, dis­turb­ing little smile that wo­men have, I lift­ing my eyes to­wards her, re­ceiv­ing like wine poured gently and de­li­ciously in­to my heart, the shin­ing gaze of her blue eyes, bright as though filled with thoughts of love, blue like a heav­en of de­lights.

			Her hus­band, a civil ser­vant, was of­ten away, leav­ing our even­ings free. Of­ten I spent them at her house, ly­ing on the di­van, my fore­head pressed against one of her legs, while upon the oth­er slept a huge black cat named “Misti,” which she ad­ored. Our fin­gers met on the an­im­al’s mus­cu­lar back, and caressed one an­oth­er amid its silky hair. I felt against my cheek its warm flank, throb­bing with a per­petu­al purr-purr. Some­times it would stretch out a paw to my mouth, or set five un­sheathed claws upon my eye­lids, whose points pricked my eyes and made me close them in a flash.

			Some­times we went out to en­joy what we called our es­capades. As a mat­ter of fact they were very in­no­cent. They con­sisted in sup­ping at an outly­ing inn, or else, after we had dined at her house or mine, of vis­it­ing low tav­erns, like stu­dents on the spree.

			We went to the low­est drink­ing-places and sat down at the far end of smoky dens, on rick­ety chairs, at an old wooden table. A cloud of ac­rid smoke, which smelled still of the fried fish eaten at din­ner, filled the room; men in blouses talked nois­ily and drank brandy; and the as­ton­ished waiter served us with cher­ries in brandy.

			Trem­bling with de­li­cious ter­ror, she would raise her little black veil, fol­ded double, to the tip of her nose, where it res­ted, and be­gin to drink with the pleas­ure of com­mit­ting a de­light­ful crime. Each cherry she swal­lowed gave her the sense of a sin com­mit­ted, each sip of the coarse li­quor ran down her throat like a del­ic­ate, for­bid­den pleas­ure.

			Then she would say to me in a low voice: “Let us go.” And we left. She went out quickly, her head lowered, with short steps, between the drink­ers who watched her pass with re­sent­ful glances; and when we found ourselves out in the street again, she would ut­ter a deep sigh as though we had just es­caped from dread­ful per­il.

			Some­times she asked me with a shud­der: “If I were in­sul­ted in one of these places, what would you do?” And I would reply in a swag­ger­ing tone: “Why, de­fend you, damn it.” And she would squeeze my arm in her hap­pi­ness, with a vague wish, per­haps, to be in­sul­ted and de­fen­ded, to see those men, even those ruf­fi­ans, fight me for her.

			

			One even­ing, as we were seated at a table in a Mont­martre den, we saw a ragged old wo­man come in, hold­ing in her hand a greasy pack of cards. Ob­serving a lady, the old wo­man promptly came up to us, of­fer­ing to tell my com­pan­ion’s for­tune. Emma, whose mind be­lieved any­thing and everything, shivered with pleas­ure and un­eas­i­ness, and made room be­side her for the hag.

			The an­cient wrinkled wo­man, with rings of raw flesh round her eyes and an empty, tooth­less mouth, set out her dirty cards on the table. She made them in­to heaps, picked them up, and set them out again, mut­ter­ing in­aud­ible words. Emma listened, pale, breath­ing quickly, pant­ing with dis­tress and curi­os­ity.

			The sor­ceress began to speak; she made vague pre­dic­tions: hap­pi­ness and chil­dren, a fair young man, a jour­ney, money, a law­suit, a dark gentle man, the re­turn of a friend, a suc­cess, a death. The an­nounce­ment of this death struck the young wo­man. Whose death? When? How?

			“As to that,” replied the old wo­man, “the cards are not strong enough; you must come and see me to­mor­row. I’ll tell you with the cof­fee-mark, which nev­er fails.”

			Emma turned anxiously to me.

			“We may go to­mor­row, mayn’t we? Oh, please say yes! If not, you don’t know how it will tor­ment me.”

			I began to laugh.

			“We’ll go if you want to, darling.”

			The old wo­man gave us her ad­dress.

			She lived on the sixth floor of an aw­ful house be­hind the Buttes-Chaumont. We went there the next day.

			Her room, a gar­ret with two chairs and a bed, was full of strange things—bunches of herbs hanging from nails, dried an­im­als, bottles and phi­als con­tain­ing vari­ous col­oured li­quids. On the table a stuffed black cat stared with glass eyes. He looked like the fa­mil­i­ar spir­it of this sin­is­ter dwell­ing.

			Emma, faint with ex­cite­ment, sat down, and said at once:

			“Oh, darling, look at the cat! Isn’t he just like Misti?”

			And she ex­plained to the old wo­man that she her­self had a cat just like that one; oh, ex­actly like it.

			“If you love a man,” replied the sor­ceress sol­emnly, “you must not keep it.”

			“Why not?” asked Emma, struck with ter­ror.

			The old wo­man sat down be­side her in a fa­mil­i­ar way, and took her hand.

			“It’s the sor­row of my life,” she said.

			My friend was eager to hear. She pressed the old wo­man to tell her, ques­tioned her, urged her: the su­per­sti­tious credu­lity they shared made them sis­ters in mind and heart. At last the for­tune-tell­er made up her mind.

			“I loved that cat,” she said, “like a broth­er. I was young in those days, and all alone; I did sew­ing at home. Mon­ton was all I had. A lodger gave him to me. He was as clev­er as a child, and gentle too; he id­ol­ised me, dear lady, he id­ol­ised me more than a fet­ish. All day long he purred in my lap, all night on my pil­low; I felt his heart beat, I did.

			“Well, I made friends with a man, a nice boy who worked at a lin­en-draper’s. It went on for three months without my grant­ing him any­thing. But you know how it is, one weak­ens—it hap­pens to every­body; and be­sides, I had be­gun to love him, that I had. He was so nice, so nice and kind. He wanted us to live to­geth­er all the time, for eco­nomy. At last I let him come and see me one even­ing. I hadn’t made up my mind, oh, dear, no! but I liked the idea of be­ing to­geth­er for an hour.

			“At the be­gin­ning he was very well-be­haved. He said pretty things to me which stirred my heart. Then he kissed me, ma­dame, gave me a lov­er’s kiss. I had shut my eyes and re­mained in a sort of para­lys­is of hap­pi­ness. Sud­denly I felt that he’d made a vi­ol­ent move­ment, and he screamed, a scream I shall nev­er for­get. I opened my eyes and saw that Mon­ton had flown at his face and was tear­ing his skin with his claws, like a rag of lin­en. And the blood was stream­ing down, ma­dame.

			“I tried to pull the cat off, but he held tight, and went on scratch­ing, and even bit me, he was so far out of his senses. At last I got hold of him and threw him out of the win­dow, which was open, since it was sum­mer.

			“When I began to wash my poor friend’s face, I saw that he had lost his eyes, both eyes.

			“He had to go to the hos­pit­al. He died of misery a year after. I wanted to have him with me and feed him, but he would not. He seemed to hate me after it had happened.

			“As for Mon­ton, he broke his back in the fall. The port­er had picked up the body. I had him stuffed, since I still felt at­tached to him. If he had done that, it was be­cause he loved me, wasn’t it?”

			The old wo­man was si­lent, and stroked the dead beast with her hand; the car­cass shook on its wire skel­et­on.

			Emma, her heart wrung, had for­got­ten the pre­dicted death. At any rate, she said noth­ing more about it, and went away after giv­ing the wo­man five francs.

			

			Her hus­band came back the next day, and so sev­er­al days passed be­fore I saw her.

			When I vis­ited her again, I was sur­prised not to see Misti. I asked where he was.

			She blushed, and replied: “I gave him away. I wasn’t happy about him.”

			I was sur­prised.

			“Not happy? Not happy? What about?”

			She gave me a long kiss, and mur­mured in a low voice:

			“I was afraid for your eyes, darling.”

		
	
		
			A Coward

			So­ci­ety called him “Hand­some Si­gnoles.” His name was Vis­count Gon­tran-Joseph de Si­gnoles.

			An orphan, and pos­sessed of an ad­equate in­come, he cut a dash, as the say­ing is. He had a good fig­ure and a good car­riage, a suf­fi­cient flow of words to pass for wit, a cer­tain nat­ur­al grace, an air of no­bil­ity and pride, a gal­lant mous­tache and an elo­quent eye, at­trib­utes which wo­men like.

			He was in de­mand in draw­ing rooms, sought after for valses, and in men he in­spired that smil­ing hos­til­ity which is re­served for vi­tal and at­tract­ive rivals. He had been sus­pec­ted of sev­er­al love-af­fairs of a sort cal­cu­lated to cre­ate a good opin­ion of a young­ster. He lived a happy, care­free life, in the most com­plete well-be­ing of body and mind. He was known to be a fine swords­man and a still finer shot with the pis­tol.

			“When I come to fight a duel,” he would say, “I shall choose pis­tols. With that weapon, I’m sure of killing my man.”

			One even­ing, he went to the theatre with two ladies, quite young, friends of his, whose hus­bands were also of the party, and after the per­form­ance he in­vited them to take ices at Tor­toni’s.

			They had been sit­ting there for a few minutes when he no­ticed a gen­tle­man at a neigh­bour­ing table star­ing ob­stin­ately at one of the ladies of the party. She seemed em­bar­rassed and ill at ease, and bent her head. At last she said to her hus­band:

			“There’s a man star­ing at me. I don’t know him; do you?”

			The hus­band, who had seen noth­ing, raised his eyes, but de­clared:

			“No, not in the least.”

			Half smil­ing, half in an­ger, she replied:

			“It’s very an­noy­ing; the creature’s spoil­ing my ice.”

			Her hus­band shrugged his shoulders.

			“Deuce take him, don’t ap­pear to no­tice it. If we had to deal with all the dis­cour­teous people one meets, we’d nev­er have done with them.”

			But the vis­count had ris­en ab­ruptly. He could not per­mit this stranger to spoil an ice of his giv­ing. It was to him that the in­sult was ad­dressed, since it was at his in­vit­a­tion and on his ac­count that his friends had come to the café. The af­fair was no busi­ness of any­one but him­self.

			He went up to the man and said:

			“You have a way of look­ing at those ladies, sir, which I can­not stom­ach. Please be so good as to set a lim­it to your per­sist­ence.”

			“You hold your tongue,” replied the oth­er.

			“Take care, sir,” re­tor­ted the vis­count, clench­ing his teeth; “you’ll force me to over­step the bounds of com­mon po­lite­ness.”

			The gen­tle­man replied with a single word, a vile word which rang across the café from one end to the oth­er, and, like the re­lease of a spring, jerked every per­son present in­to an ab­rupt move­ment. All those with their backs to­wards him turned round, all the rest raised their heads; three waiters spun round on their heels like tops; the two ladies be­hind the counter star­ted, then the whole up­per half of their bod­ies twis­ted round, as though they were a couple of auto­mata worked by the same handle.

			There was a pro­found si­lence. Then sud­denly a sharp noise re­soun­ded in the air. The vis­count had boxed his ad­versary’s ears. Every­one rose to in­ter­vene. Cards were ex­changed.

			

			Back in his home, the vis­count walked for sev­er­al minutes up and down his room with long quick strides. He was too ex­cited to think. A sol­it­ary idea dom­in­ated his mind: “a duel”; but as yet the idea stirred in him no emo­tion of any kind. He had done what he was com­pelled to do; he had shown him­self to be what he ought to be. People would talk of it, would ap­prove of him, con­grat­u­late him. He re­peated aloud, speak­ing as a man speaks in severe men­tal dis­tress:

			“What a hound the fel­low is!”

			Then he sat down and began to re­flect. In the morn­ing he must find seconds. Whom should he choose? He searched his mind for the most im­port­ant and cel­eb­rated names of his ac­quaint­ance. At last he de­cided on the Mar­quis de la Tour-Noire and Col­on­el Bourdin, an ar­is­to­crat and a sol­dier; they would do ex­cel­lently. Their names would look well in the pa­pers. He real­ised that he was thirsty, and drank three glasses of wa­ter one after the oth­er; then he began to walk up and down again. He felt full of en­ergy. If he played the gal­lant, showed him­self de­term­ined, in­sisted on the most strict and dan­ger­ous ar­range­ments, de­man­ded a ser­i­ous duel, a thor­oughly ser­i­ous duel, a pos­it­ively ter­rible duel, his ad­versary would prob­ably re­tire and apo­lo­gise.

			He took up once more the card which he had taken from his pock­et and thrown down upon the table, and read it again as he had read it be­fore, in the café, at a glance, and in the cab, by the light of each gas lamp, on his way home.

			“Georges Lamil, 51, rue Mon­cey.” Noth­ing more.

			He ex­amined the grouped let­ters; they seemed to him mys­ter­i­ous, full of con­fused mean­ing. Georges Lamil? Who was this man? What did he do? Why had he looked at the wo­man in that way? Was it not re­volt­ing that a stranger, an un­known man, could thus dis­turb a man’s life, without warn­ing, just be­cause he chose to fix his in­solent eyes upon a wo­man? Again the vis­count re­peated aloud:

			“What a hound!”

			Then he re­mained stand­ing stock-still, lost in thought, his eyes still fixed upon the card. A fury against this scrap of pa­per awoke in him, a fury of hatred in which was mingled a queer sen­sa­tion of un­eas­i­ness. This sort of thing was so stu­pid! He took up an open knife which lay close at hand and thrust it through the middle of the prin­ted name, as though he had stabbed a man.

			So he must fight. Should he choose swords or pis­tols?—for he re­garded him­self as the in­sul­ted party. With swords there would be less risk, but with pis­tols there was a chance that his ad­versary might with­draw. It is very rare that a duel with swords is fatal, for mu­tu­al prudence is apt to re­strain com­batants from en­ga­ging at suf­fi­ciently close quar­ters for a point to pen­et­rate deeply. With pis­tols he ran a grave risk of death; but he might also ex­tric­ate him­self from the af­fair with all the hon­ours of the situ­ation and without ac­tu­ally com­ing to a meet­ing.

			“I must be firm,” he said. “He will take fright.”

			The sound of his voice set him trem­bling, and he looked round. He felt very nervous. He drank an­oth­er glass of wa­ter, then began to un­dress for bed.

			As soon as he was in bed, he blew out the light and closed his eyes.

			“I’ve the whole of to­mor­row,” he thought, “in which to set my af­fairs in or­der. I’d bet­ter sleep now, so that I shall be quite calm.”

			He was very warm in the blankets, but he could not man­age to com­pose him­self to sleep. He turned this way and that, lay for five minutes upon his back, turned on to his left side, then rolled over on to his right.

			He was still thirsty. He got up to get a drink. A feel­ing of un­eas­i­ness crept over him:

			“Is it pos­sible that I’m afraid?”

			Why did his heart beat madly at each fa­mil­i­ar sound in his room? When the clock was about to strike, the faint squeak of the rising spring made him start; so shaken he was that for sev­er­al seconds af­ter­wards he had to open his mouth to get his breath.

			He began to reas­on with him­self on the pos­sib­il­ity of his be­ing afraid.

			“Shall I be afraid?”

			No, of course he would not be afraid, since he was re­solved to see the mat­ter through, and had duly made up his mind to fight and not to tremble. But he felt so pro­foundly dis­tressed that he wondered:

			“Can a man be afraid in spite of him­self?”

			He was at­tacked by this doubt, this un­eas­i­ness, this ter­ror; sup­pose a force more power­ful than him­self, mas­ter­ful, ir­res­ist­ible, over­came him, what would hap­pen? Yes, what might not hap­pen? As­suredly he would go to the place of the meet­ing, since he was quite ready to go. But sup­pos­ing he trembled? Sup­pos­ing he fain­ted? He thought of the scene, of his repu­ta­tion, his good name.

			There came upon him a strange need to get up and look at him­self in the mir­ror. He re-lit his candle. When he saw his face re­flec­ted in the pol­ished glass, he scarcely re­cog­nised it, it seemed to him as though he had nev­er yet seen him­self. His eyes looked to him enorm­ous; and he was pale; yes, without doubt he was pale, very pale.

			He re­mained stand­ing in front of the mir­ror. He put out his tongue, as though to as­cer­tain the state of his health, and ab­ruptly the thought struck him like a bul­let:

			“The day after to­mor­row, at this very hour, I may be dead.”

			His heart began again its furi­ous beat­ing.

			“The day after to­mor­row, at this very hour, I may be dead. This per­son fa­cing me, this me I see in the mir­ror, will be no more. Why, here I am, I look at my­self, I feel my­self alive, and in twenty-four hours I shall be ly­ing in that bed, dead, my eyes closed, cold, in­an­im­ate, van­ished.”

			He turned back to­wards the bed, and dis­tinctly saw him­self ly­ing on his back in the very sheets he had just left. He had the hol­low face of a corpse, his hands had the slack­ness of hands that will nev­er make an­oth­er move­ment.

			At that he was afraid of his bed, and, to get rid of the sight of it, went in­to the smoking-room. Mech­an­ic­ally he picked up a ci­gar, lit it, and began to walk up and down again. He was cold; he went to the bell to wake his valet; but he stopped, even as he raised his hand to the rope.

			“He will see that I am afraid.”

			He did not ring; he lit the fire. His hands shook a little, with a nervous tremor, whenev­er they touched any­thing. His brain whirled, his troubled thoughts be­came elu­sive, trans­it­ory, and gloomy; his mind suffered all the ef­fects of in­tox­ic­a­tion, as though he were ac­tu­ally drunk.

			Over and over again he thought:

			“What shall I do? What is to be­come of me?”

			His whole body trembled, seized with a jerky shud­der­ing; he got up and, go­ing to the win­dow, drew back the cur­tains.

			Dawn was at hand, a sum­mer dawn. The rosy sky touched the town, its roofs and walls, with its own hue. A broad des­cend­ing ray, like the caress of the rising sun, en­vel­oped the awakened world; and with the light, hope—a gay, swift, fierce hope—filled the vis­count’s heart! Was he mad, that he had al­lowed him­self to be struck down by fear, be­fore any­thing was settled even, be­fore his wit­nesses had seen those of this Georges Lamil, be­fore he knew wheth­er he was go­ing to fight?

			He washed, dressed, and walked out with a firm step.

			He re­peated to him­self, as he walked:

			“I must be en­er­get­ic, very en­er­get­ic. I must prove that I am not afraid.”

			His wit­nesses, the mar­quis and the col­on­el, placed them­selves at his dis­pos­al, and after hearty hand­shakes dis­cussed the con­di­tions.

			“You are anxious for a ser­i­ous duel?” asked the col­on­el.

			“Yes, a very ser­i­ous one,” replied the vis­count.

			“You still in­sist on pis­tols?” said the mar­quis.

			“Yes.”

			“You will leave us free to ar­range the rest?”

			In a dry, jerky voice the vis­count stated:

			“Twenty paces; at the sig­nal, rais­ing the arm, and not lower­ing it. Ex­change of shots till one is ser­i­ously wounded.”

			“They are ex­cel­lent con­di­tions,” de­clared the col­on­el in a tone of sat­is­fac­tion. “You shoot well, you have every chance.”

			They de­par­ted. The vis­count went home to wait for them. His agit­a­tion, mo­ment­ar­ily quietened, was now grow­ing minute by minute. He felt a strange shiv­er­ing, a cease­less vi­bra­tion, down his arms, down his legs, in his chest; he could not keep still in one place, neither seated nor stand­ing. There was not the least moisten­ing of saliva in his mouth, and at every in­stant he made a vi­ol­ent move­ment of his tongue, as though to pre­vent it stick­ing to his pal­ate.

			He was eager to have break­fast, but could not eat. Then the idea came to him to drink in or­der to give him­self cour­age, and he sent for a de­canter of rum, of which he swal­lowed six li­queur glasses full one after the oth­er.

			A burn­ing warmth flooded through his body, fol­lowed im­me­di­ately by a sud­den dizzi­ness of the mind and spir­it.

			“Now I know what to do,” he thought. “Now it is all right.”

			But by the end of an hour he had emp­tied the de­canter, and his state of agit­a­tion had once more be­come in­tol­er­able. He was con­scious of a wild need to roll on the ground, to scream, to bite. Night was fall­ing.

			The ringing of a bell gave him such a shock that he had not strength to rise and wel­come his wit­nesses.

			He did not even dare to speak to them, to say “Good even­ing” to them, to ut­ter a single word, for fear they guessed the whole thing by the al­ter­a­tion in his voice.

			“Everything is ar­ranged in ac­cord­ance with the con­di­tions you fixed,” ob­served the col­on­el. “At first your ad­versary claimed the priv­ileges of the in­sul­ted party, but he yiel­ded al­most at once, and has ac­cep­ted everything. His wit­nesses are two mil­it­ary men.”

			“Thank you,” said the vis­count.

			“Par­don us,” in­ter­posed the mar­quis, “if we merely come in and leave again im­me­di­ately, but we have a thou­sand things to see to. We must have a good doc­tor, since the com­bat is not to end un­til a ser­i­ous wound is in­flic­ted, and you know that pis­tol bul­lets are no laugh­ing-mat­ter. We must ap­point the ground, near a house to which we may carry the wounded man if ne­ces­sary, etc. In fact, we shall be oc­cu­pied for two or three hours ar­ran­ging all that there is to ar­range.”

			“Thank you,” said the vis­count a second time.

			“You are all right?” asked the col­on­el. “You are calm?”

			“Yes, quite calm, thank you.”

			The two men re­tired.

			

			When he real­ised that he was once more alone, he thought that he was go­ing mad. His ser­vant had lit the lamps, and he sat down at the table to write let­ters. After tra­cing, at the head of a sheet: “This is my will,” he rose shiv­er­ing and walked away, feel­ing in­cap­able of con­nect­ing two ideas, of tak­ing a res­ol­u­tion, of mak­ing any de­cision what ever.

			So he was go­ing to fight! He could no longer avoid it. Then what was the mat­ter with him? He wished to fight, he had ab­so­lutely de­cided upon this plan of ac­tion and taken his re­solve, and he now felt clearly, in spite of every ef­fort of mind and for­cing of will, that he could not re­tain even the strength ne­ces­sary to get him to the place of meet­ing. He tried to pic­ture the duel, his own at­ti­tude and the bear­ing of his ad­versary.

			From time to time his teeth chattered in his mouth with a slight click­ing noise. He tried to read, and took down Château­vil­lard’s code of du­elling. Then he wondered:

			“Does my ad­versary go to shoot­ing-gal­ler­ies? Is he well known? Is he clas­si­fied any­where? How can I find out?”

			He be­thought him­self of Bar­on Vaux’s book on marksmen with the pis­tol, and ran through it from end to end. Georges Lamil was not men­tioned in it. Yet if the man were not a good shot, he would surely not have promptly agreed to that dan­ger­ous weapon and those fatal con­di­tions?

			He opened, in passing, a case by Gas­tinne Renette stand­ing on a small table, and took out one of the pis­tols, then placed him­self as though to shoot and raised his arm. But he was trem­bling from head to foot and the bar­rel moved in every dir­ec­tion.

			At that, he said to him­self:

			“It’s im­possible. I can­not fight in this state.”

			He looked at the end of the bar­rel, at the little, black, deep hole that spits death; he thought of the dis­grace, of the whis­pers at the club, of the laughter in draw­ing rooms, of the con­tempt of wo­men, of the al­lu­sions in the pa­pers, of the in­sults which cow­ards would fling at him.

			He was still look­ing at the weapon, and, rais­ing the ham­mer, caught a glimpse of a cap gleam­ing be­neath it like a tiny red flame. By good for­tune or for­get­ful­ness, the pis­tol had been left loaded. At the know­ledge, he was filled with a con­fused in­ex­plic­able sense of joy.

			If, when face to face with the oth­er man, he did not show a prop­er gal­lantry and calm, he would be lost forever. He would be sul­lied, branded with a mark of in­famy, houn­ded out of so­ci­ety. And he would not be able to achieve that calm, that swag­ger­ing poise; he knew it, he felt it. Yet he was brave, since he wanted to fight! … He was brave, since …

			The thought which hovered in him did not even ful­fil it­self in his mind; but, open­ing his mouth wide, he thrust in the bar­rel of his pis­tol with sav­age ges­ture un­til it reached his throat, and pressed on the ham­mer.

			When his valet ran in, at the sound of the re­port, he found him ly­ing dead upon his back. A shower of blood had splashed the white pa­per on the table, and made a great red mark be­neath these four words:

			“This is my will.”

		
	
		
			Rose

			The two young wo­men look as though they were bur­ied un­der a weight of flowers. They are alone in the huge land­au, which is loaded with bou­quets like a gi­ant bas­ket. Upon the front seat lie two white sat­in hampers full of vi­ol­ets from Nice, and on the bearskin which cov­ers their knees is a heap of roses, mimosa, pinks, dais­ies, tuber­oses, and or­ange blos­som, knot­ted to­geth­er with silk rosettes, seem­ing about to crush the two slender bod­ies. Noth­ing emerges from this bril­liant, per­fumed bed but their shoulders, their arms, and a wisp of the up­per half of their gowns, one blue, the oth­er lilac.

			The coach­man’s whip is sheathed in anemones, the horses’ traces are covered with wall­flowers, the spokes of the wheels blos­som with mignon­ette; where the lamps should be hang two enorm­ous round bou­quets that look like the two strange eyes of this wheeled and flower-decked an­im­al.

			At a rap­id trot the land­au passes along the An­ti­bes road, pre­ceded, fol­lowed, and ac­com­pan­ied by a crowd of oth­er gar­landed vehicles, full of wo­men drown­ing in a sea of vi­ol­ets. For it is the day of the battle of flowers at Cannes.

			When they reach the Boulevard de la Fon­cière, the battle be­gins. For the whole length of the im­mense av­en­ue a double row of gar­landed car­riages runs up and down like an end­less rib­bon. Flowers are flung from one to an­oth­er. They pass through the air like bul­lets, strike against new faces, flut­ter, and fall in the dust, where a crowd of urchins picks them up.

			A tight-packed crowd on the pave­ment is look­ing on, noisy but well-be­haved, kept in or­der by moun­ted po­lice, who trot ar­rog­antly up and down, for­cing back the over-in­quis­it­ive, as though they could not per­mit a ple­bei­an crowd to come too near the ar­is­to­crats.

			Those in the car­riages call to one an­oth­er, meet, and dis­charge vol­leys of roses. A car full of pretty girls dressed as red dev­ils at­tracts and se­duces all eyes. A de­bon­air young man, who looks like the por­traits of Henry IV, is throw­ing with eager gaiety a bou­quet held on an elast­ic string. Be­fore the men­ace of its im­pact the wo­men shade their eyes and the men duck their heads, but the lively weapon, swift and obed­i­ent, de­scribes a curve in the air and re­turns to its mas­ter, who promptly flings it at a fresh face.

			The two young wo­men empty their ar­sen­al in hand­fuls, and re­ceive a hail of bou­quets; at last, tired by an hour of com­bat, they or­der the coach­man to fol­low the Juan Bay road, which runs along the sea.

			The sun dis­ap­pears be­hind the Es­ter­el, sil­hou­et­ting across the flam­ing West­ern sky the black jagged edge of the long moun­tain. The quiet wa­ters stretch, blue and clear, to the far ho­ri­zon where they mingle with the sky: the fleet anchored in the middle of the bay looks like a herd of mon­strous beasts, mo­tion­less upon the wa­ter, apo­ca­lyptic an­im­als, breast­plated and hump­backed, topped with masts frail as feath­ers, with eyes that gleam in the dusk.

			The young wo­men, huddled un­der the pro­tec­tion of the heavy rug, glance lan­guidly about them. At last one of them speaks:

			“There are some mar­vel­lous even­ings, are there not, Mar­got, when life seems well worth liv­ing?”

			“Yes, it’s very lovely,” replied the oth­er, “but there is some­thing miss­ing, all the same.”

			“What! I feel per­fectly happy; there’s noth­ing I want.”

			“Yes, but there is. You are over­look­ing it now. How­ever pro­found the de­light which over­mas­ters our bod­ies, we de­mand al­ways one thing more … for our hearts.”

			“To love a little?” said the oth­er, smil­ing.

			“Yes.”

			They fell in­to si­lence, looked straight ahead; then she who was called Mar­guer­ite mur­mured:

			“Without love, life seems to me in­sup­port­able. I need to be loved, were it only by a dog. We are all like that, whatever you may say, Si­mone.”

			“No, my dear. I would rather not be loved at all than by just any­one. Do you think I should en­joy be­ing loved, for in­stance, by … by …”

			She searched her mind for someone by whom she might be loved, and her eyes roved over the wide land­scape. After rak­ing the ho­ri­zon, her glance fell upon the two met­al but­tons gleam­ing on the coach­man’s back, and with a laugh she con­tin­ued: “by my coach­man?”

			Ma­dame Mar­got smiled faintly and said in a low voice:

			“I as­sure you it’s very good fun to have one of your ser­vants in love with you. It’s happened to me two or three times. They roll their eyes so com­ic­ally that I could die of laughter. Of course, the more lov­ing they are, the more severe you be­come, un­til some day you dis­miss them on the first ex­cuse that comes in­to your head, be­cause you’d look so ri­dicu­lous if any­one no­ticed what was go­ing on.”

			Ma­dame Si­mone listened with her eyes look­ing straight in front of her, then de­clared:

			“No, my foot­man’s heart is really not good enough for me. But tell me how you dis­covered that they were in love with you.”

			“Why, just as I do with any oth­er man; when they grew stu­pid.”

			“Well, I don’t think my lov­ers look so stu­pid.”

			“Why, they’re idi­ots, my dear, un­able to speak, an­swer, or un­der­stand any­thing at all.”

			“But what did you feel like when a ser­vant fell in love with you? Were you af­fected, flattered … what?”

			“Af­fected? No. Flattered? Yes, a little. One is al­ways flattered by the love of a man, who­ever he may be.”

			“Really, Mar­got!”

			“It’s quite true, my dear. I’ll tell you a strange thing which happened to me. To make you see how queer and con­tra­dict­ory are one’s feel­ings in such cir­cum­stances.

			“Four years ago next au­tumn I found my­self without a maid. I had tried five or six hope­less creatures one after an­oth­er, and was about des­pair­ing of ever find­ing one, when I read, in the ad­vert­ise­ment columns of a pa­per, that a young girl with know­ledge of sew­ing, em­broid­ery, and hairdress­ing was look­ing for a place and that she could sup­ply ex­cel­lent ref­er­ences. Also, she spoke Eng­lish.

			“I wrote to the ad­dress in­dic­ated, and next day the per­son in ques­tion came to see me. She was fairly tall, slender, and rather pale, with a very tim­id bear­ing. She had beau­ti­ful black eyes, a charm­ing com­plex­ion, and I was at­trac­ted to her at once. I asked her for her ref­er­ences; she gave me one in Eng­lish, for she had just left, she said, the ser­vice of Lady Rym­well, with whom she had been ten years.

			“The let­ter stated that the girl had left of her own free will in or­der to go back to France, and that her mis­tress had found noth­ing to re­proach her with, dur­ing her long ser­vice, ex­cept some slight in­dic­a­tions of ‘French coquetry.’

			“The pur­it­an­ic­al fla­vour of the Eng­lish phrase made me smile, and I en­gaged her at once as my maid. She began her du­ties the same day; her name was Rose.

			“By the end of a month I ad­ored her.

			“She was a mag­ni­fi­cent find, a pearl, a mar­vel.

			“Her taste in hairdress­ing was per­fect; she could trim a hat bet­ter than the best shops, and was a dress­maker in­to the bar­gain.

			“I was amazed at her abil­ity. Nev­er had I had such a maid.

			“She dressed me rap­idly, and her hands were un­com­monly light. I nev­er felt her fin­gers on my skin, and there is noth­ing I dis­like so much as the touch of a ser­vant’s hand. I grew more and more in­dol­ent, it was such a pleas­ure to be dressed from head to foot, from chemise to gloves, by this tall, tim­id girl, whose cheeks al­ways wore a faint blush, and who nev­er spoke. After my bath she used to rub me and mas­sage me while I dozed on my sofa; upon my word, I thought of her as a friend of humble rank rather than as a mere ser­vant.

			“One morn­ing the port­er made a mys­ter­i­ous re­quest that he might speak to me. I was sur­prised, and sent for him. He was a very steady man, an old sol­dier who had been my hus­band’s or­derly.

			“He seemed em­bar­rassed by what he had to tell, and at last faltered:

			“ ‘Ma­dame, the dis­trict in­spect­or of po­lice is in the hall.’

			“ ‘What does he want?’ I asked sharply.

			“ ‘He wants to search the house.’

			“The po­lice are a use­ful body, but I loathe them. I don’t think it’s a noble pro­fes­sion. Ir­rit­ated and dis­turbed, I replied:

			“ ‘Why this search? What is it for? I won’t have them in.’

			“ ‘He says there is a crim­in­al here,’ replied the port­er.

			“This time I was frightened, and told him to send up the in­spect­or to ex­plain. He was a fairly well-bred man, dec­or­ated with the Le­gion of Hon­our. He made ex­cuses and begged my par­don, and even­tu­ally an­nounced that one of my ser­vants was a con­vict!

			“I was thor­oughly an­noyed; I replied that I would vouch for the en­tire staff of the house, and went through them one after an­oth­er.

			“ ‘The port­er, Pierre Courtin, an old sol­dier.’

			“ ‘That’s not the man.’

			“ ‘The coach­man, François Pingau, a peas­ant from Cham­pagne, the son of one of the farm­ers on my fath­er’s es­tate.’

			“ ‘Not the man.’

			“ ‘A stable-boy, also from Cham­pagne, the son of some peas­ants with whom I am ac­quain­ted; and the foot­man you have just seen.’

			“ ‘That’s not he.’

			“ ‘Then, mon­sieur, it must be clear to you that you have made a mis­take.’

			“ ‘Ex­cuse me, ma­dame, but I am quite sure that there is no mis­take on my part. As a dan­ger­ous crim­in­al is in ques­tion will you have the good­ness to have all your ser­vants brought here be­fore you and me?’

			“I re­fused at first, but at last I gave way, and made them all come up, men and wo­men.

			“The in­spect­or cast but a single glance at them, and de­clared:

			“ ‘That is not all.’

			“ ‘I am sorry, mon­sieur; the only one miss­ing is my own maid, a girl whom you could not pos­sibly mis­take for a con­vict.’

			“ ‘May I see her too?’ he asked.

			“ ‘Cer­tainly.’

			“I rang for Rose, who promptly ap­peared. She had scarcely entered the room when the in­spect­or made a sign, and two men whom I had not seen, hid­den be­hind the door, flung them­selves upon her, seized her hands, and bound them with cords.

			“A cry of rage es­caped me, and I was ready on the in­stant to run to her de­fence. The in­spect­or stopped me:

			“ ‘This girl, ma­dame, is a man named Jean Nic­olas Le­ca­pet, con­demned to death in 1879 for murder pre­ceded by rape. His sen­tence was com­muted to im­pris­on­ment for life. Four months ago he es­caped. We have been search­ing for him ever since.’

			“I was be­wildered, thun­der­struck. I could not be­lieve it. With a laugh the in­spect­or con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘I can give you only one proof. His right arm is tat­tooed.’

			“The sleeve was rolled up. It was true. The po­lice of­ficer ad­ded, rather tact­lessly:

			“ ‘You will have to trust us to veri­fy the re­main­ing de­tails.’

			“And they led my maid away!

			“Now—would you be­lieve it?—the feel­ing strongest in me was not an­ger at the way I had been tricked, duped, and made ri­dicu­lous; it was not the shame of hav­ing been dressed and un­dressed, handled and touched, by that man … but a … pro­found hu­mi­li­ation … the hu­mi­li­ation of a wo­man. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“No, not quite.”

			“Oh, think. … That fel­low had been sen­tenced … for rape. … I thought, don’t you know … of the wo­man he had rav­ished … and it … it hu­mi­li­ated me. … Now do you un­der­stand?”

			Ma­dame Mar­got did not speak. She gazed straight in front of her with a queer, ab­sent stare, at the two gleam­ing but­tons of the coach­man’s liv­ery, her lips curved in the in­scrut­able smile a wo­man some­times wears.

		
	
		
			A Traveller’s Notes

			Sev­en o’clock. A whistle blows; we are off. The train passes over the turn­plates with the noise of stage thun­der, then it plunges in­to the night, pant­ing, puff­ing up its steam, throw­ing gleams of red light on passing walls, hedges, woods, and fields.

			We are six, three on each seat, un­der the light of the lamp. Op­pos­ite me is a stout lady with a stout gen­tle­man, an old mar­ried couple. A hunch­back sits in the left corner; be­side me is a young mar­ried pair, or, at least, a young couple! Are they mar­ried? The young wo­man is pretty and seems mod­est, but she smells too strongly of per­fume. What kind of per­fume is it? I know it without be­ing able to name it. Ah! now I’ve got it. Peau d’Es­pagne? That tells noth­ing. Let us wait and see.

			

			The stout lady looks at the young wo­man with an air of hos­til­ity which sets me to think­ing. The stout gen­tle­man closes his eyes. Already! The hunch­back has rolled him­self up in­to a ball. I no longer see where his legs are. One sees noth­ing but his bright eye un­der a skull cap with a red tas­sel. Then he shrinks in­to his trav­el­ling-shawl. He looks like a small par­cel thrown down on the seat.

			The old lady alone stays awake, sus­pi­cious, un­easy, like a watch­man whose duty it is to guard the or­der and mor­al­ity of the oc­cu­pants of the car­riage.

			The young people do not move; their knees are un­der the same shawl, and their eyes are open, but they do not speak; are they mar­ried?

			I also pre­tend to sleep, and watch.

			Nine o’clock. The stout lady is about to give in, she closes her eyes spas­mod­ic­ally, and her head drops on her breast, but she lifts it up again by fits and starts. Then at last she goes to sleep.

			O sleep! ri­dicu­lous mys­tery which makes faces ap­pear so grot­esque, you are the re­veal­er of hu­man ugli­ness. You un­cov­er all short­com­ings, all de­form­it­ies and all de­fects. You turn every face touched by you in­to a ca­ri­ca­ture.

			I rise and put the light blue shade over the lamp, and then I also go to sleep.

			Every now and then the stop­ping of the train awakens me. An em­ploy­ee calls out the name of a town, and then we go on.

			Here is the dawn. We are run­ning along­side the Rhône, which is go­ing down to the Medi­ter­ranean. Every­body is sleep­ing. The young people have their arms around each oth­er. One of the feet of the young wo­man is peep­ing from un­der the shawl. She is wear­ing white stock­ings! That is com­mon­place: they are mar­ried! The air is not fresh in the com­part­ment, and I open a win­dow to change it. The cold com­ing in awakens every­one, ex­cept the hunch­back, who is snor­ing un­der his cov­er.

			The ugli­ness of the faces be­comes more ac­cen­tu­ated in the light of the new day.

			The stout lady, with red face and un­tidy hair, looks aw­ful. She glances around spite­fully at her neigh­bours. The young wo­man looks smil­ingly at her com­pan­ion. If she were not mar­ried she would have first looked at her mir­ror.

			Here we are at Mar­seilles. Twenty minutes’ stop. I break­fast. We go on. The hunch­back is miss­ing, and we have, in­stead, two old gen­tle­men.

			Then the two mar­ried couples, the old and the young, un­pack their pro­vi­sions. A chick­en here, cold veal there, pep­per and salt in pa­per, pickles in a handker­chief—everything to make you dis­gus­ted with food forever. I know noth­ing more com­mon, more vul­gar, more out of place, and more ill-bred than to eat in a car­riage where there are oth­er pas­sen­gers.

			If it is freez­ing, open the win­dows. If it is hot, close them and smoke your pipe, even if you de­test to­bacco; be­gin to sing, to bark, in­dulge in the most an­noy­ing ec­cent­ri­cit­ies, take off your shoes and stock­ings and pare your toe­nails; in short, pay these ill-bred people in their own coin for their lack of good man­ners.

			The farsighted man will carry a bottle of ben­zine or pet­rol to sprinkle on the cush­ions when the people be­side him be­gin to eat. Everything is per­mit­ted, any­thing is too good for the boors who pois­on you with the odour of their food.

			Now we are run­ning be­side the blue sea. The sun beats down upon the coast dot­ted with charm­ing towns.

			Here is Saint-Raphael. Yon­der is Saint-Tropez, the little cap­it­al of that deser­ted, un­known, and de­light­ful coun­try called the Moun­tains of the Moors. A broad river not spanned by any bridge, the Ar­gens, sep­ar­ates this wild pen­in­sula from the con­tin­ent, and one can walk there for a whole day without meet­ing a soul. Here, the vil­lages perched upon the moun­tains, are the same as they were in former times, with their Ori­ent­al houses, their ar­cades, their low-vaul­ted doors or­na­men­ted with sculp­ture.

			No rail­road, no pub­lic con­vey­ance pen­et­rates in­to these splen­did wooded val­leys. Only an old mail-boat car­ries the let­ters from Hyères and Saint-Tropez.

			On we go. Here is Cannes, so pretty on the shore of its two gulfs, op­pos­ite the is­lands of Lérins, which would make two per­fect para­dises for the sick, if they could be con­nec­ted with the main­land.

			Here is the Gulf of Juan; the ar­moured squad­ron seems to lie asleep on the wa­ter.

			Here is Nice. There is ap­par­ently an ex­hib­i­tion in the town. Let us go to see it.

			Fol­low­ing a boulevard, which seems like a marsh, we reach a build­ing on an el­ev­a­tion, in doubt­ful taste, which seems a mini­ature rep­lica of the great palace of the Tro­cadéro.

			In­side there are some people walk­ing about in the midst of a chaos of boxes. The Ex­hib­i­tion, which has been open for a long time, will doubt­less be ready next year!

			It would be at­tract­ive in­side if it were fin­ished. But it is far from that.

			Two sec­tions es­pe­cially at­tract me: that of the comest­ibles and that of the Fine Arts. Alas! there really are pre­served fruits of Grasse here, and a thou­sand oth­er good things to eat. But—it is for­bid­den to sell them! One may only look at them! And that is so as not to in­jure the trade of the town! To ex­hib­it sweet­meats for the mere pleas­ure of look­ing at them, and for­bid any­body to taste them, really seems to be one of the finest in­ven­tions of the hu­man mind.

			The Fine Arts are—in pre­par­a­tion! Yet some halls are open, where one may see very fine land­scapes by Harpig­nies, Guille­met, Le Poit­tev­in, a su­perb por­trait of Ma­demois­elle Alice Reg­nault by Cour­tois, a de­light­ful Béraud, etc. As for the rest—when they are un­packed!

			As one must see everything on vis­it­ing a place, I will treat my­self to an air trip in the bal­loon of MM. God­ard and Com­pany.

			The mis­tral is blow­ing. The bal­loon is sway­ing in an un­easy way. Sud­denly there is an ex­plo­sion; the cords of the net have broken. The pub­lic is for­bid­den to come with­in the en­clos­ure, and I also am turned out.

			I climb upon my car­riage and sur­vey the scene.

			Every mo­ment an­oth­er rope snaps with a sin­gu­lar noise, and the brown skin of the bal­loon at­tempts to rise from the meshes that hold it. Then sud­denly, un­der a more vi­ol­ent gust of wind, there is an im­mense tear from top to bot­tom of the great ball, which falls to­geth­er like a limp cloth, torn and dead.

			The next morn­ing on awaken­ing I call for the news­pa­pers and read with as­ton­ish­ment:

			
				“The tem­pest now ra­ging on our coast has com­pelled the man­age­ment of the cap­tive and free bal­loons of Nice to empty its great aero­stat, in or­der to avoid ac­ci­dents. The sys­tem of in­stant­an­eous empty­ing used by M. God­ard is one of his in­ven­tions that re­dound most to his hon­our.”

			

			Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh, the dear pub­lic!

			The en­tire coast of the Medi­ter­ranean is the El­dor­ado of the chem­ists. One must be ten times a mil­lion­aire to dare pur­chase even a simple box of cough drops from these haughty mer­chants, who ask the price of dia­monds for their jujubes.

			One can go from Nice to Monaco via La Cor­niche, along the sea coast. There is noth­ing more charm­ing than this road cut in the rock, which skirts gulfs, passes un­der arches, and turns and twists along the moun­tain through won­der­ful coun­try.

			Here is Monaco on its rock, and be­hind it Monte Carlo. Hush! I can un­der­stand how those who like to gamble ad­ore this pretty little town. But how sombre and sad it is for those who do not gamble! There is no oth­er pleas­ure, no oth­er at­trac­tion.

			Farther on is Mentone, the hot­test place on the coast, and the one most fre­quen­ted by in­val­ids. There or­anges ripen and con­sumptives are cured.

			I take the night train to re­turn to Cannes. In my com­part­ment there are two ladies and a man from Mar­seilles who is de­term­ined to tell stor­ies of rail­way ac­ci­dents, murders, and thefts.

			“I once knew a Cor­sic­an, ma­dame, who came to Par­is with his son. I speak of long ago, in the early days of the P.L.M. rail­way. I joined them, since we were friends, and off we went.

			“The son, who was twenty years old, was ut­terly amazed at the run­ning of the train, and stood lean­ing out of the win­dow all the time to watch it. His fath­er kept re­peat­ing to him: ‘Heh! Take care, Math­éo! Don’t lean out too far, or you may hurt your­self.’ But the boy did not even an­swer.

			“I said to the fath­er:

			“ ‘Let him do it, if it amuses him.’

			“But the fath­er re­peated:

			“ ‘Come now, Math­éo, don’t lean out like that.’

			“Then, as the son did not an­swer, he took him by the coat to make him come back in­to the car­riage, and gave it a pull. And then the body fell back on our knees. He was minus his head, ma­dame, for it had been cut off by a tun­nel. And the neck was not even bleed­ing any longer; all the blood had flowed along the line.”

			One of the ladies heaved a sigh, closed her eyes, and sank upon her neigh­bour. She had fain­ted.

		
	
		
			The Patron

			He would nev­er have dared to hope that such good for­tune would be his! The son of a pro­vin­cial Sher­iff, Jean Mar­in had come to Par­is, like so many oth­ers, to study law in the Lat­in Quarter. In the vari­ous cafés which he had suc­cess­ively pat­ron­ized, he had made friends with a num­ber of talk­at­ive stu­dents, who chattered about polit­ics as they drank their beer. He de­veloped great ad­mir­a­tion for them and be­came their fol­low­er, even pay­ing for their drinks when he happened to have any money.

			Af­ter­wards, he prac­tised law and handled some suits, which he lost, when, one morn­ing, he read in the pa­pers that a friend of his stu­dent days had be­come a deputy. Again he be­came his faith­ful ser­vant, the friend who dis­charges all the trouble­some er­rands, whom one sends for when he is wanted, and with whom one stands on no ce­re­mony.

			But it so happened, by the chance of polit­ics, that the deputy be­came a min­is­ter, and six months af­ter­wards, Jean Mar­in was ap­poin­ted State Coun­cil­lor.

			At first, he was so puffed up with pride that he al­most lost his head. He would take walks just to show him­self off, as if the people he met in the street could guess his po­s­i­tion just by look­ing at him. He al­ways man­aged to say to the vari­ous trades­people he dealt with, as well as to the news­deal­ers and even the cab­men:

			“I, who am a State Coun­cil­lor …”

			He nat­ur­ally ex­per­i­enced, as the dir­ect res­ult of his pro­fes­sion and his newly ac­quired dig­nity, an im­per­at­ive de­sire to pat­ron­ize. He would of­fer his in­flu­ence to every­one he met, at all times, and with in­ex­haust­ible gen­er­os­ity.

			When he ran up against a man he knew on the boulevard, he would rush up to him in a de­lighted man­ner, shake hands, in­quire after his health and then, without wait­ing for any in­quiry, would blurt out:

			“You know I am State Coun­cil­lor, and I am ab­so­lutely at your ser­vice. If there is any­thing I can do for you, I hope you will call on me un­hes­it­at­ingly. In my po­s­i­tion, a man can do a lot for his friends.”

			Then he would go in­to some café with this friend and ask for some writ­ing-pa­per and a pen and ink—“just one sheet, waiter, I want to write a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion.”

			He wrote quant­it­ies of these let­ters, some­times twenty, thirty, and fifty a day. He wrote them at the Café Améri­cain, at Bignon’s, at Tor­toni’s, at the Mais­on-Dorée, at the Café Riche, at the Held­er, at the Café Anglais, at the Na­poli­t­ain, every­where. He ad­dressed them to every of­fi­cial in the Re­pub­lic, from ma­gis­trates to min­is­ters. And he was happy, thor­oughly happy.

			One morn­ing, as he was leav­ing his rooms to go to the State Coun­cil it began to rain. He was in­clined to take a cab, but did not, fi­nally de­cid­ing that he would walk.

			The shower be­came very heavy, soak­ing the pave­ments, and in­und­at­ing the streets. M. Mar­in was com­pelled to seek shel­ter in a door­way. An old priest had already taken refuge there, an old, white-haired priest. Be­fore he had been ap­poin­ted State Coun­cil­lor, M. Mar­in did not care much for the clergy. But now, ever since a Car­din­al had con­sul­ted him re­gard­ing some del­ic­ate mat­ter, he treated the clergy with con­sid­er­a­tion. The down­pour was so heavy that the two men were forced to take refuge in the con­ci­erge’s box, to avoid get­ting splashed. M. Mar­in, who was con­stantly im­pelled to brag about him­self, de­clared:

			“A very bad day, mon­sieur l’ab­bé.”

			The old priest bowed:

			“Ah! yes, mon­sieur, and it is all the more dis­agree­able when one is in Par­is for a few days only.”

			“Ah! so you live in the provinces?”

			“Yes, mon­sieur, I am only passing through Par­is.”

			“In­deed, it is most an­noy­ing to have rain when one is spend­ing a day or so in the cap­it­al. We of­fi­cials, who live here all the year round, do not mind it.”

			The ab­bé made no reply and looked in­to the street, where the rain was be­gin­ning to stop a little. And sud­denly clutch­ing his gown in both hands, he re­solved to brave the ele­ments.

			M. Mar­in, see­ing him de­part, shouted:

			“You will get drenched, mon­sieur l’ab­bé. Wait a few minutes more, the rain will stop.”

			The old man wavered and then said:

			“Well, I’m in a great hurry. I have a very ur­gent en­gage­ment.”

			M. Mar­in ap­peared very much con­cerned.

			“But you will cer­tainly be wet through. May I ask where you are go­ing?”

			The priest seemed to hes­it­ate a mo­ment, but then he said:

			“I am go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the Pal­ais-Roy­al.”

			“Well then, if you will al­low me, mon­sieur l’ab­bé, I will of­fer you the shel­ter of my um­brella. I am go­ing to the State Coun­cil. I am a State Coun­cil­lor.”

			The old priest raised his eyes, looked at the speak­er and ex­claimed:

			“I am greatly ob­liged to you, mon­sieur, and ac­cept your of­fer with pleas­ure.”

			Then M. Mar­in took him by the arm, and they set out. He led him along, watch­ing over him and giv­ing ad­vice:

			“Be care­ful of this gut­ter, mon­sieur l’ab­bé. Look out for the car­riage wheels, they throw mud all over one. Mind the um­brel­las! Noth­ing is more of a danger to the eyes than the sharp ends of an um­brella! The wo­men, es­pe­cially, are so care­less; they nev­er mind any­thing and thrust their sun­shades and their um­brel­las right un­der people’s noses. And they nev­er go out of any­one’s way, either. They seem to think that they own the whole city. I think my­self that their edu­ca­tion has been sadly neg­lected.”

			And M. Mar­in chuckled glee­fully.

			The priest made no reply. He picked his way care­fully along the streets, slightly bent, choos­ing with dis­crim­in­a­tion the dry spots on the pave­ment so as not to be­spat­ter his shoes and gown.

			M. Mar­in went on:

			“I sup­pose you are in Par­is for a little rest?”

			The old man re­tor­ted:

			“No, I have come on busi­ness.”

			“Oh! any­thing im­port­ant? Might I in­quire what it is? If I can be of ser­vice to you, I would only be too glad.”

			The ab­bé looked em­bar­rassed. He mumbled:

			“Oh! it’s a little per­son­al mat­ter. A little dif­fi­culty with—with my bish­op. It could hardly in­terest you. It is some­thing about the ad­just­ment—the ad­just­ment of some ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al mat­ter.”

			M. Mar­in be­came eager.

			“Why, these mat­ters are al­ways re­ferred to the State Coun­cil. In this case I wish you would make use of me.”

			“Yes, it is to the State Coun­cil I am go­ing. You are most kind. I have an ap­point­ment with M. Lerepère and M. Savon, and maybe I will in­ter­view M. Petit­pas also.”

			M. Mar­in came to a stop.

			“Why, they are my friends, mon­sieur l’ab­bé, my dearest friends, fine fel­lows, all of them. I shall warmly re­com­mend you to them. Rely on me.”

			The priest thanked him and pro­tested his un­dy­ing grat­it­ude.

			M. Mar­in was de­lighted.

			“Oh! you can thank your stars, mon­sieur l’ab­bé, that you met me. You will see how smoothly everything will go now.”

			They fi­nally reached the State Coun­cil. M. Mar­in con­duc­ted the priest to his of­fice, in­stalled him be­fore the open fire and then sat down at his desk and wrote:

			
				“My dear col­league, al­low me to re­com­mend most heart­ily to you a very worthy priest, M. l’ab­bé …”

			

			He paused and in­quired: “Your name, please?”

			“Ab­bé Cein­ture.”

			M. Mar­in wrote:

			
				“M. l’ab­bé Cein­ture, who needs your in­ter­ces­sion in a little mat­ter which he will lay be­fore you.

				“I am glad of this op­por­tun­ity which al­lows me, my dear col­league …”

			

			And he con­cluded with the cus­tom­ary com­pli­ments.

			After he had writ­ten the three let­ters, he handed them to his protégé who de­par­ted amid re­newed prot­est­a­tions of grat­it­ude.

			

			M. Mar­in at­ten­ded to his of­fi­cial du­ties, went home, spent a quiet day and slept peace­fully that night. The next morn­ing he woke up happy, dressed and sat down to read the pa­pers.

			The first one he opened was a rad­ic­al or­gan. He read:

			
				
					“Our Clergy and our Of­fi­cials.

				
				“There seems to be no end to the mis­deeds of the clergy. A cer­tain priest named Cein­ture, con­victed of hav­ing con­spired against the ex­ist­ing gov­ern­ment, ac­cused of in­fam­ous acts, that we will not even men­tion, sus­pec­ted be­sides of be­ing a former Je­suit trans­formed in­to an or­din­ary priest, re­voked by his bish­op for reas­ons which are said to be un­print­able, and summoned to Par­is to ex­plain his con­duct, has found a warm par­tis­an in the State Coun­cil­lor, Mar­in, who did not hes­it­ate to give this cas­socked ras­cal the most en­thu­si­ast­ic let­ters of re­com­mend­a­tion to all his Re­pub­lic­an col­leagues.

				“We wish to call the min­is­ter’s at­ten­tion to the un­qual­i­fi­able at­ti­tude of this State Coun­cil­lor …”

			

			M. Mar­in sprang to his feet, slammed down the pa­per and rushed off to see his col­league Petit­pas, who ex­claimed:

			“Well you must have gone crazy to re­com­mend that old con­spir­at­or to me.”

			Thor­oughly be­wildered, M. Mar­in re­tor­ted:

			“No … no … you see, I was de­ceived my­self. He looked like such a good man … he tricked me … he tricked me most shame­fully. I beg of you to con­demn him severely, most severely. I shall go my­self to the At­tor­ney Gen­er­al and the Arch­bish­op of Par­is, yes, to the Arch­bish­op. …”

			And he sat down ab­ruptly at M. Petit­pas’ desk and wrote:

			
				My Lord: I have the hon­our to in­form Your Grace that I have been made a vic­tim of the in­trigues and lies of a cer­tain ab­bé Cein­ture, who shame­fully took ad­vant­age of my good faith.

				Misled by the prot­est­a­tions of this priest, I was in­duced …

			

			Then, after he had signed his name to the let­ter and sealed it, he turned to his col­league and re­marked:

			“Look here, my dear friend, I hope this will be a les­son to you nev­er to re­com­mend any­one.”

		
	
		
			The Umbrella

			Ma­dame Or­eille was a very eco­nom­ic­al wo­man; she thor­oughly knew the value of a half­penny, and pos­sessed a whole store­house of strict prin­ciples with re­gard to the mul­ti­plic­a­tion of money, so that her ser­vant found the greatest dif­fi­culty in mak­ing what ser­vants call their “mar­ket­penny,” while her hus­band had great dif­fi­culty in get­ting any pock­et-money at all. They were, how­ever, very com­fort­ably off, and had no chil­dren. It really pained Mme. Or­eille to see any money spent; it was like tear­ing at her heartstrings when she had to take any of those sil­ver pieces out of her pock­et; and whenev­er she had to spend any­thing, no mat­ter how ne­ces­sary it was, she slept badly the next night.

			Or­eille was con­tinu­ally say­ing to his wife:

			“You really might be more lib­er­al, as we have no chil­dren and nev­er spend our in­come.”

			“You don’t know what may hap­pen,” she used to reply. “It is bet­ter to have too much than too little.”

			She was a little wo­man of about forty, very act­ive, rather hasty, wrinkled, very neat and tidy, and with a very short tem­per. Her hus­band very of­ten used to com­plain of all the priva­tions she made him en­dure; some of them were par­tic­u­larly pain­ful to him, as they touched his van­ity.

			He was one of the up­per clerks in the War Of­fice, and only stayed there in obed­i­ence to his wife’s wish, so as to in­crease their in­come, which they did not nearly spend.

			For two years he had al­ways come to the of­fice with the same old patched um­brella, to the great amuse­ment of his fel­low-clerks. At last he got tired of their jokes, and in­sisted upon his wife buy­ing him a new one. She bought one for eight francs and a-half, one of those cheap things which big stores sell as an ad­vert­ise­ment. When the oth­ers in the of­fice saw the art­icle, which was be­ing sold in Par­is by the thou­sand, they began their jokes again, and Or­eille had a dread­ful time of it with them. The um­brella was no good. In three months it was done for and at the of­fice every­body laughed. They even made a song about it, which he heard from morn­ing till night all over the im­mense build­ing.

			Or­eille was very angry, and per­emp­tor­ily told his wife to get him a new one, a good silk one, for twenty francs, and to bring him the bill, so that he might see that it was all right.

			She bought him one for eight­een francs, and said, get­ting red with an­ger as she gave it to her hus­band:

			“This will last you for five years at least.”

			Or­eille felt quite tri­umphant, and ob­tained a small ova­tion at the of­fice with his new ac­quis­i­tion. When he went home in the even­ing, his wife said to him, look­ing at the um­brella un­eas­ily:

			“You should not leave it fastened up with the elast­ic; it will very likely cut the silk. You must take care of it, for I shall not buy you a new one in a hurry.”

			She took it, un­fastened it, and then re­mained dumb­foun­ded with as­ton­ish­ment and rage. In the middle of the silk there was a hole as big as a six­penny-piece, as if made with the end of a ci­gar.

			“What is that?” she screamed.

			Her hus­band replied quietly, without look­ing at it:

			“What is it? What do you mean?”

			She was chok­ing with rage and could hardly get out a word.

			“You—you—have burned—your um­brella! Why—you must be—mad! Do you wish to ru­in us out­right?”

			He turned round hast­ily, turn­ing pale.

			“What are you talk­ing about?”

			“I say that you have burned your um­brella. Just look here—”

			And rush­ing at him, as if she were go­ing to beat him, she vi­ol­ently thrust the little cir­cu­lar burned hole un­der his nose.

			He was so ut­terly struck dumb at the sight of it that he could only stam­mer out:

			“What—what is it? How should I know? I have done noth­ing, I will swear. I don’t know what is the mat­ter with the um­brella.”

			“You have been play­ing tricks with it at the of­fice; you have been play­ing the fool and open­ing it, to show it off!” she screamed.

			“I only opened it once, to let them see what a nice one it was, that is all, I de­clare.”

			But she shook with rage, and got up one of those con­jugal scenes which make a peace­able man dread the do­mest­ic hearth more than a bat­tle­field where bul­lets are rain­ing.

			She men­ded it with a piece of silk cut out of the old um­brella, which was of a dif­fer­ent col­or, and the next day Or­eille went off very humbly with the men­ded art­icle in his hand. He put it in­to a cup­board, and thought no more of it than of some un­pleas­ant re­col­lec­tion.

			But he had scarcely got home that even­ing when his wife took the um­brella from him, opened it, and nearly had a fit when she saw what had be­fallen it, for the dis­aster was now ir­re­par­able. It was covered with small holes, which evid­ently, pro­ceeded from burns, just as if someone had emp­tied the ashes from a lighted pipe on to it. It was done for, ut­terly, ir­re­par­ably.

			She looked at it without a word, in too great a pas­sion to be able to say any­thing. He also, when he saw the dam­age, re­mained al­most dumb, in a state of frightened con­sterna­tion.

			They looked at each oth­er; then he looked on to the floor. The next mo­ment she threw the use­less art­icle at his head, scream­ing out in a trans­port of the most vi­ol­ent rage, for she had now re­covered her voice:

			“Oh! you brute! you brute! You did it on pur­pose, but I will pay you out for it. You shall not have an­oth­er.”

			And then the scene began again. After the storm had raged for an hour, he, at last, was able to ex­plain him­self. He de­clared that he could not un­der­stand it at all, and that it could only pro­ceed from malice or from ven­geance.

			A ring at the bell saved him; it was a friend whom they were ex­pect­ing to din­ner.

			Mme. Or­eille sub­mit­ted the case to him. As for buy­ing a new um­brella, that was out of the ques­tion; her hus­band should not have an­oth­er. The friend very sens­ibly said that in that case his clothes would be spoiled, and they were cer­tainly worth more than the um­brella. But the little wo­man, who was still in a rage, replied:

			“Very well, then, when it rains he may have the kit­chen um­brella, for I will not give him a new silk one.”

			Or­eille ut­terly re­belled at such an idea.

			“All right,” he said; “then I shall resign my post. I am not go­ing to the of­fice with the kit­chen um­brella.”

			The friend in­ter­posed:

			“Have this one re­covered; it will not cost much.”

			But Mme. Or­eille, be­ing in the tem­per that she was, said:

			“It will cost at least eight francs to re­cov­er it. Eight and eight­een are twenty-six. Just fancy, twenty-six francs for an um­brella! It is ut­ter mad­ness!”

			The friend, who was only a poor man of the middle classes, had an in­spir­a­tion:

			“Make your fire in­sur­ance pay for it. The com­pan­ies pay for all art­icles that are burned, as long as the dam­age has been done in your own house.”

			On hear­ing this ad­vice the little wo­man calmed down im­me­di­ately, and then, after a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, she said to her hus­band:

			“To­mor­row, be­fore go­ing to your of­fice, you will go to the Ma­ter­nelle In­sur­ance Com­pany, show them the state your um­brella is in, and make them pay for the dam­age.”

			M. Or­eille fairly jumped, he was so startled at the pro­pos­al.

			“I would not do it for my life! It is eight­een francs lost, that is all. It will not ru­in us.”

			The next morn­ing he took a walk­ing-stick when he went out, for, luck­ily, it was a fine day.

			Left at home alone, Mme. Or­eille could not get over the loss of her eight­een francs by any means. She had put the um­brella on the din­ing room table, and she looked at it without be­ing able to come to any de­term­in­a­tion.

			Every mo­ment she thought of the in­sur­ance com­pany, but she did not dare to en­counter the quiz­zical looks of the gen­tle­men who might re­ceive her, for she was very tim­id be­fore people, and grew red at a mere noth­ing, feel­ing em­bar­rassed when she had to speak to strangers.

			But re­gret at the loss of the eight­een francs pained her as if she had been wounded. She tried not to think of it any more, and yet every mo­ment the re­col­lec­tion of the loss struck her pain­fully. What was she to do, how­ever? Time went on, and she could not de­cide; but sud­denly, like all cow­ards, she made up her mind.

			“I will go, and we will see what will hap­pen.”

			But first of all she was ob­liged to pre­pare the um­brella so that the dis­aster might be com­plete, and the reas­on of it quite evid­ent. She took a match from the man­tel­piece, and between the ribs she burned a hole as big as the palm of her hand. Then she rolled it up care­fully, fastened it with the elast­ic band, put on her bon­net and shawl, and went quickly to­ward the Rue de Rivoli, where the in­sur­ance of­fice was.

			But the near­er she got the slower she walked. What was she go­ing to say, and what reply would she get?

			She looked at the num­bers of the houses; there were still twenty-eight. That was all right, she had time to con­sider, and she walked slower and slower. Sud­denly she saw a door on which was a large brass plate with “La Ma­ter­nelle Fire In­sur­ance Of­fice” en­graved on it. Already! She waited for a mo­ment, for she felt nervous and al­most ashamed; then she went past, came back, went past again, and came back again.

			At last she said to her­self:

			“I must go in, how­ever, so I may as well do it now as later.”

			She could not help no­ti­cing, how­ever, how her heart beat as she entered. She went in­to an enorm­ous room with grated wick­et open­ings all round, and a man be­hind each of them, and as a gen­tle­man, car­ry­ing a num­ber of pa­pers, passed her, she stopped him and said, tim­idly:

			“I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur, but can you tell me where I must ap­ply for pay­ment for any­thing that has been ac­ci­dent­ally burned?”

			He replied in a son­or­ous voice:

			“The first door on the left; that is the de­part­ment you want.”

			This frightened her still more, and she felt in­clined to run away, to make no claim, to sac­ri­fice her eight­een francs. But the idea of that sum re­vived her cour­age, and she went up­stairs, out of breath, stop­ping at al­most every oth­er step.

			She knocked at a door which she saw on the first land­ing, and a clear voice said, in an­swer:

			“Come in!”

			She obeyed mech­an­ic­ally, and found her­self in a large room where three sol­emn gen­tle­men, each with a dec­or­a­tion in his but­ton­hole, were stand­ing talk­ing.

			One of them asked her: “What do you want, Ma­dame?”

			She could hardly get out her words, but stammered: “I have come—I have come on ac­count of an ac­ci­dent, some­thing—”

			He very po­litely poin­ted out a seat to her.

			“If you will kindly sit down I will at­tend to you in a mo­ment.”

			And, re­turn­ing to the oth­er two, he went on with the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“The com­pany, gen­tle­men, does not con­sider that it is un­der any ob­lig­a­tion to you for more than four hun­dred thou­sand francs, and we can pay no at­ten­tion to your claim to the fur­ther sum of a hun­dred thou­sand, which you wish to make us pay. Be­sides that, the sur­vey­or’s valu­ation—”

			One of the oth­ers in­ter­rup­ted him:

			“That is quite enough, Mon­sieur; the law-courts will de­cide between us, and we have noth­ing fur­ther to do than to take our leave.” And they went out after mu­tu­al ce­re­mo­ni­ous bows.

			Oh! if she could only have gone away with them, how gladly she would have done it; she would have run away and giv­en up everything. But it was too late, for the gen­tle­man came back, and said, bow­ing:

			“What can I do for you, Ma­dame?”

			She could scarcely speak, but at last she man­aged to say:

			“I have come—for this.”

			The man­ager looked at the ob­ject which she held out to him in mute as­ton­ish­ment. With trem­bling fin­gers she tried to undo the elast­ic, and suc­ceeded, after sev­er­al at­tempts, and hast­ily opened the dam­aged re­mains of the um­brella.

			“It looks to me to be in a very bad state of health,” he said, com­pas­sion­ately.

			“It cost me twenty francs,” she said, with some hes­it­a­tion.

			He seemed as­ton­ished. “Really! As much as that?”

			“Yes, it was a cap­it­al art­icle, and I wanted you to see the state it is in.”

			“Very well, I see; very well. But I really do not un­der­stand what it can have to do with me.”

			She began to feel un­com­fort­able; per­haps this com­pany did not pay for such small art­icles, and she said:

			“But—it is burned.”

			He could not deny it.

			“I see that very well,” he replied.

			She re­mained open-mouthed, not know­ing what to say next; then sud­denly for­get­ting that she had left out the main thing, she said hast­ily:

			“I am Mme. Or­eille; we are as­sured in La Ma­ter­nelle, and I have come to claim the value of this dam­age. I only want you to have it re­covered,” she ad­ded quickly, fear­ing a pos­it­ive re­fus­al.

			The man­ager was rather em­bar­rassed, and said:

			“But, really, Ma­dame, we do not sell um­brel­las; we can­not un­der­take such kinds of re­pairs.”

			The little wo­man felt her cour­age re­viv­ing; she was not go­ing to give up without a struggle; she was not even afraid now, so she said:

			“I only want you to pay me the cost of re­pair­ing it; I can quite well get it done my­self.”

			The gen­tle­man seemed rather con­fused.

			“Really, Ma­dame, it is such a very small mat­ter! We are nev­er asked to give com­pens­a­tion for such trivi­al losses. You must al­low that we can­not make good pock­et-handker­chiefs, gloves, brooms, slip­pers, all the small art­icles which are every day ex­posed to the chances of be­ing burned.”

			She got red, and felt in­clined to fly in­to a rage.

			“But Mon­sieur, last Decem­ber one of our chim­neys caught fire, and caused at least five hun­dred francs’ dam­age. M. Or­eille made no claim on the com­pany, and so it is only just that it should pay for my um­brella now.”

			The man­ager, guess­ing that she was telling a lie, said, with a smile:

			“You must ac­know­ledge, Ma­dame, that it is very sur­pris­ing that M. Or­eille should have asked no com­pens­a­tion for dam­ages amount­ing to five hun­dred francs, and should now claim five or six francs for mend­ing an um­brella.”

			She was not the least put out, and replied:

			“I beg your par­don, Mon­sieur, the five hun­dred francs af­fected M. Or­eille’s pock­et, where­as this dam­age, amount­ing to eight­een francs, con­cerns Mme. Or­eille’s pock­et only, which is a totally dif­fer­ent mat­ter.”

			As he saw that he had no chance of get­ting rid of her, and that he would only be wast­ing his time, he said, resign­edly:

			“Will you kindly tell me how the dam­age was done?”

			She felt that she had won the vic­tory, and said: “This is how it happened, Mon­sieur: In our hall there is a bronze stick- and um­brella-stand, and the oth­er day, when I came in, I put my um­brella in­to it. I must tell you that just above there is a shelf for the can­dle­sticks and matches. I put out my hand, took three or four matches, and struck one, but it missed fire, so I struck an­oth­er, which ig­nited, but went out im­me­di­ately, and a third did the same.”

			The man­ager in­ter­rup­ted her, to make a joke.

			“I sup­pose they were Gov­ern­ment matches, then?”

			She did not un­der­stand him, and went on:

			“Very likely. At any rate, the fourth caught fire, and I lit my candle, and went in­to my room to go to bed; but in a quarter-of-an-hour I fan­cied that I smelled some­thing burn­ing, and I have al­ways been ter­ribly afraid of fire. If ever we have an ac­ci­dent it will not be my fault, I as­sure you. I am ter­ribly nervous since our chim­ney was on fire, as I told you; so I got up, and hunted about every­where, sniff­ing like a dog after game, and at last I no­ticed that my um­brella was burn­ing. Most likely a match had fallen between the folds and burned it. You can see how it has dam­aged it.”

			The man­ager had taken his clue, and asked her:

			“What do you es­tim­ate the dam­age at?”

			She did not know what to say, as she was not cer­tain what amount to put on it, but at last she replied:

			“Per­haps you had bet­ter get it done your­self. I will leave it to you.”

			He, how­ever, nat­ur­ally re­fused.

			“No, Ma­dame, I can­not do that. Tell me the amount of your claim, that is all I want to know.”

			“Well!—I think that—Look here, Mon­sieur, I do not want to make any money out of you, so I will tell you what we will do. I will take my um­brella to the maker, who will re­cov­er it in good, dur­able silk, and I will bring the bill to you. Will that suit you, Mon­sieur?”

			“Per­fectly, Ma­dame; we will settle it on that basis. Here is a note for the cash­ier, who will re­pay you whatever it costs you.”

			He gave Mme. Or­eille a slip of pa­per. She took it, got up, and went out, thank­ing him, for she was in a hurry to es­cape lest he should change his mind.

			She went briskly through the streets, look­ing out for a really good um­brella-maker, and when she found a shop which ap­peared to be a first-class one, she went in, and said, con­fid­ently:

			“I want this um­brella re­covered in silk, good silk. Use the very best and strongest you have; I don’t mind what it costs.”

		
	
		
			An Idyll

			The train had just left Gen­oa, in the dir­ec­tion of Mar­seilles, and was fol­low­ing the rocky and sinu­ous coast, glid­ing like an iron ser­pent between the sea and the moun­tains, creep­ing over the yel­low sand edged with sil­ver waves and en­ter­ing in­to the black-mouthed tun­nels like a beast in­to its lair.

			In the last car­riage, a stout wo­man and a young man sat op­pos­ite each oth­er. They did not speak, but oc­ca­sion­ally they would glance at each oth­er. She was about twenty-five years old. Seated by the win­dow, she si­lently gazed at the passing land­scape. She was from Pied­mont, a peas­ant, with large black eyes, a full bust and fat cheeks. She had de­pos­ited sev­er­al par­cels on the wooden seat and she held a bas­ket on her knees.

			The man might have been twenty years old. He was thin and sun­burned, with the dark com­plex­ion that de­notes work in the open. Tied up in a handker­chief was his whole for­tune; a pair of heavy boots, a pair of trousers, a shirt and a coat. Hid­den un­der the seat were a shovel and a pick­axe tied to­geth­er with a rope.

			He was go­ing to France to seek work.

			The sun, rising in the sky, spread a fiery light over the coast; it was to­ward the end of May and de­light­ful odours entered in­to the rail­way car­riage.

			The bloom­ing or­ange and lem­on-trees ex­haled a heavy, sweet per­fume that mingled with the breath of the roses which grew in pro­fu­sion along the rail­road track, as well as in the gar­dens of the wealthy and the humble homes of the peas­ants.

			Roses are so com­pletely at home along this coast! They fill the whole re­gion with their dainty and power­ful fra­grance and make the at­mo­sphere taste like a del­ic­acy, some­thing bet­ter than wine, and as in­tox­ic­at­ing.

			The train was go­ing at slow speed as if loath to leave be­hind this won­der­ful garden! It stopped every few minutes at small sta­tions, at clusters of white houses, then went on again leis­urely, emit­ting long whistles. Nobody got in. One would have thought that all the world had gone to sleep and made up its mind not to travel on that sul­try spring morn­ing. The plump peas­ant wo­man from time to time closed her eyes, but she would open them sud­denly whenev­er her bas­ket slid from her lap. She would catch it, re­place it, look out of the win­dow a little while and then doze off again. Tiny beads of per­spir­a­tion covered her brow and she breathed with dif­fi­culty, as if suf­fer­ing from a pain­ful op­pres­sion.

			The young man had let his head fall on his breast and was sleep­ing the sound sleep of the la­bour­ing man.

			All of a sud­den, just as the train left a small sta­tion, the peas­ant wo­man woke up and open­ing her bas­ket, drew forth a piece of bread, some hard-boiled eggs, and a flask of wine and some fine, red plums. She began to munch con­ten­tedly.

			The man had also wakened and he watched the wo­man, watched every morsel that trav­elled from her knees to her lips. He sat with his arms fol­ded, his eyes set and his lips tightly com­pressed.

			The wo­man ate like a glut­ton, with rel­ish. Every little while she would take a swal­low of wine to wash down the eggs and then she would stop for breath.

			Everything van­ished, the bread, the eggs, the plums and the wine. As soon as she fin­ished her meal, the man closed his eyes. Then, feel­ing ill at ease, she loosened her blouse and the man sud­denly looked at her again.

			She did not seem to mind and con­tin­ued to un­but­ton her dress.

			The pres­sure of her flesh caus­ing the open­ing to gape, she re­vealed a por­tion of white lin­en chemise and a por­tion of her skin.

			As soon as she felt more com­fort­able, she turned to her fel­low-trav­el­ler and re­marked in Itali­an: “It’s fine weath­er for trav­el­ling.”

			“Are you from Pied­mont?” he asked. “I’m from Asti.”

			“And I’m from Ca­sale.”

			They were neigh­bours and they began to talk. They ex­changed the com­mon­place re­marks that work­ing people re­peat over and over and which are all-suf­fi­cient for their slow-work­ing and nar­row minds. They spoke of their homes and found out that they had a num­ber of mu­tu­al ac­quaint­ances.

			They quoted names and be­came more and more friendly as they dis­covered more and more people they knew. Short, rap­id words, with son­or­ous end­ings and the Itali­an ca­dence, gushed from their lips.

			After that, they talked about them­selves. She was mar­ried and had three chil­dren whom she had left with her sis­ter, for she had found a situ­ation as nurse, a good situ­ation with a French lady at Mar­seilles.

			He was go­ing to look for work.

			He had been told that he would be able to find it in France, for they were build­ing a great deal, he had heard.

			They found noth­ing to talk about after that.

			The heat was be­com­ing ter­rible; it beat down like fire on the roof of the rail­way car­riage. A cloud of dust flew be­hind the train and entered through the win­dow, and the fra­grance of the roses and or­ange-blos­soms had be­come stronger, heav­ier and more pen­et­rat­ing.

			The two trav­el­lers went to sleep again.

			They awakened al­most at the same time. The sun was near­ing the edge of the ho­ri­zon and shed its glor­i­ous light on the blue sea. The at­mo­sphere was light­er and cool­er.

			The nurse was gasp­ing. Her dress was open and her cheeks looked flabby and moist, and in an op­pressed voice, she breathed:

			“I have not nursed since yes­ter­day; I feel as if I were go­ing to faint.”

			The man did not reply; he hardly knew what to say.

			She con­tin­ued: “When a wo­man has as much milk as I, she must nurse three times a day or she’ll feel un­com­fort­able. It feels like a weight on my heart, a weight that pre­vents my breath­ing and just ex­hausts me. It’s ter­rible to have so much milk.”

			He replied: “Yes, it must be very an­noy­ing.”

			She really seemed ill and al­most ready to faint. She mur­mured: “I only have to press and the milk flows out like a foun­tain. It is really in­ter­est­ing to see. You wouldn’t be­lieve it. In Ca­sale, all the neigh­bours came to see it.”

			He replied: “Ah! really.”

			“Yes, really. I would show you, only it wouldn’t help me. You can’t make enough come out that way.”

			And she paused.

			The train stopped at a sta­tion. Lean­ing on a fence was a wo­man hold­ing a cry­ing in­fant in her arms. She was thin and in rags.

			The nurse watched her. Then she said in a com­pas­sion­ate tone: “There’s a wo­man I could help. And the baby could help me, too. I’m not rich; am I not leav­ing my home, my people and my baby to take a place, but still, I’d give five francs to have that child and be able to nurse it for ten minutes. It would quiet him, and me too, I can tell you. I think I would feel as if I were be­ing born again.”

			She paused again. Then she passed her hot hand sev­er­al times across her wet brow and moaned: “Oh! I can’t stand it any longer. I be­lieve I shall die.” And with an un­con­scious mo­tion, she com­pletely opened her waist.

			Her right breast ap­peared all swollen and stiff, with its brown teat, and the poor wo­man gasped: “Ah! mon Dieu! mon Dieu! What shall I do?”

			The train had left the sta­tion and was con­tinu­ing its route amid the flowers that gave forth their pen­et­rat­ing fra­grance.

			Once in a while a fish­ing smack glided over the blue sea with its mo­tion­less sail, which was re­flec­ted in the clear wa­ter as if an­oth­er boat were turned up­side down.

			The young man, em­bar­rassed, stammered: “But—madam—I—might per­haps be—be able to help you.”

			In an ex­hausted whis­per, she replied: “Yes, if you will be so kind, you’ll do me a great fa­vour. I can’t stand it any longer, really I can’t.”

			He got on his knees be­fore her; and she leaned over to him with a moth­erly ges­ture as if he were a child. In the move­ment she made to draw near to the man, a drop of milk ap­peared on her breast. He ab­sorbed it quickly, and, tak­ing this heavy breast in his mouth like a fruit, he began to drink reg­u­larly and greed­ily.

			He had passed his arms around the wo­man’s waist and pressed her close to him in or­der not to lose a drop of the nour­ish­ment. And he drank with slow gulps, like a baby.

			All of a sud­den she said: “That’s enough, now the oth­er side!” And he obeyed her with alac­rity.

			She had placed both hands on his back and now was breath­ing hap­pily, freely, en­joy­ing the per­fume of the flowers car­ried on the breeze that entered the open win­dows.

			“It smells mighty good,” she said.

			He made no reply and con­tin­ued to drink at the liv­ing foun­tain of her breast, clos­ing his eyes to bet­ter taste the mild flu­id.

			But she gently pushed him from her.

			“That’s enough. I feel much bet­ter now. It has put life in­to me again.”

			He rose and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

			While she re­placed her breasts in­side her dress, she said:

			“You did me a great fa­vour. I thank you very much!”

			And he replied in a grate­ful tone:

			“It is I who thank you, for I hadn’t eaten a thing for two days!”

		
	
		
			A Sale

			The de­fend­ants, Bru­ment (Cé­saire-Isidore) and Cornu (Prosper-Na­poléon), ap­peared at the Seine-In­férieure As­sizes, charged with at­tempt­ing the murder, by drown­ing, of the wo­man Bru­ment, law­ful wife of the first of the said de­fend­ants.

			The two ac­cused are seated side by side in the dock. They are two peas­ants. The first is little and stout, with short arms, short legs and a round head; his red face, all burst­ing with pimples, squats without the least sign of a neck on top of a body equally round and equally short. He breeds pigs and lives at Cachev­ille-la-Goupil, in the dis­trict of Cri­quetot.

			Cornu (Prosper-Na­poléon) is thin, of me­di­um height, with arms of dis­pro­por­tion­ate length. He has a crooked jaw and he squints. A blue blouse as long as a shirt falls to his knees, and his scant yel­low hair, plastered down on his skull, gives his face a worn, dirty and hideously raddled air. He has been nick­named “the priest” be­cause he can give a per­fect im­it­a­tion of church hymns and even the sound of the church ser­pent. He keeps a pub­lic-house at Cri­quetot, and this tal­ent of his at­tracts to the place a great many cus­tom­ers who prefer “Cornu’s Mass” to the good God’s.

			Mme. Bru­ment, seated on the wit­ness stand, is a skinny peas­ant wo­man whose drowsy pla­cid­ity is nev­er shaken. She sits un­mov­ing, hands crossed on knees, with an un­wink­ing stare and an air of stu­pid­ity.

			The pres­id­ent pro­ceeds with the ex­am­in­a­tion.

			“Well, then, Mme. Bru­ment, they entered your house and threw you in­to a bar­rel full of wa­ter. Tell us the facts in de­tail. Stand up.”

			She stands up. She seems as tall as a mast, un­der the bon­net that cov­ers her head with a white dome. She tells her tale in a drawl­ing voice:

			“I was shelling haricots. And then they came in. I thought to my­self: ‘What’s up with them? They’re not them­selves; they’re up to mis­chief.’ They kept look­ing at me out of the corners of their eyes, like this, es­pe­cially Cornu, ow­ing to his squint. I didn’t like to see them to­geth­er, be­cause they’re nev­er up to much good when they’re to­geth­er. I says to them: ‘What d’you want with me?’ They didn’t an­swer. I had, as you might say, a sus­pi­cion …”

			The pris­on­er Bru­ment in­ter­rup­ted her state­ment vehe­mently; he de­clared:

			“I was tipsy.”

			Whereupon Cornu, turn­ing to­wards his fel­low crim­in­al, pro­nounced in a voice as deep as the note of an or­gan:

			“Say that I was tipsy as well and you’ll be telling no lies.”

			The pres­id­ent, severely: “You wish us to un­der­stand that you were drunk?”

			Bru­ment: “Yes, I was tipsy all right.”

			Cornu: “It might hap­pen to any­one.”

			The pres­id­ent, to the vic­tim: “Pro­ceed with your state­ment, Mme. Bru­ment.”

			“Well, then Bru­ment said to me: ‘D’you want to earn five francs?’ ‘Yes,’ said I, see­ing you don’t pick five francs up in every gut­ter. Then he says to me: ‘Keep your eyes open and do as I do,’ and then he goes and fetches the big empty bar­rel that stands un­der the spout at the corner; and then he turns it up, and then he car­ries it in­to my kit­chen, and then he sets it down in the middle of the floor, and then he says to me: ‘Go and fetch enough wa­ter to fill it.’

			“So then I goes to the pond with two buck­ets and I fetch wa­ter, and still more wa­ter for nigh on an hour, see­ing that bar­rel’s as big as a vat, sav­ing your hon­our, Mr. Pres­id­ent.

			“While I was do­ing it, Bru­ment and Cornu were hav­ing a drink, and then an­oth­er drink, and then an­oth­er drink. They were filling them­selves up to­geth­er, and I said: ‘It’s you that’s full, fuller than the bar­rel.’ And then that Bru­ment an­swers: ‘Don’t you worry, get on with your job, your turn’s com­ing, every­one gets what’s com­ing to them.’ I takes no no­tice of his talk, see­ing he was tipsy.

			“When the bar­rel was full to the brim, I says: ‘There, I’ve done it.’

			“And then Cornu gives me five francs. Not Bru­ment—Cornu; it was Cornu gave me them. And Bru­ment says to me: ‘Do you want to earn an­oth­er five francs?’

			“ ‘Yes,’ says I, see­ing I’m not used to such presents.

			“Then he says to me:

			“ ‘Strip.’

			“ ‘You want me to strip?’

			“ ‘Yes,’ he says.

			“ ‘How far do you want me to strip?’

			“He says to me:

			“ ‘If you don’t like it, keep your chemise on, we’ve no ob­jec­tion to that.’

			“Five francs is five francs, so I strips, but I didn’t like strip­ping in front of those two good-for-noth­ings. I takes off my bon­net, and then my bod­ice, and then my pet­ti­coat, and then my sabots. Bru­ment says to me: ‘Keep your stock­ings on, we’re de­cent fel­lows, we are.’

			“And that Cornu re­peats: ‘We’re de­cent fel­lows, we are.’

			“And there I am, like our moth­er Eve, as you might say. And they stands up, but they couldn’t stand straight, they was so drunk, sav­ing your hon­our, Mr. Pres­id­ent.

			“I says to them: ‘What mis­chief are you up to?’

			“And Bru­ment says: ‘Are we ready?’

			“Cornu says: ‘Ready it is.’

			“And then they takes me, Bru­ment by the head and Cornu by the feet, as you might say tak­ing up a bundle of dirty clothes. I bawls, I does. And Bru­ment says: ‘Shut up, you silly wretch.’

			“And then they lifts me up in their arms, and sticks me in the bar­rel full of wa­ter, and they put the heart across me, and I was chilled to my very innards.

			“And Bru­ment says:

			“ ‘Any­thing else?’

			“Cornu says:

			“ ‘No, that’s all.’

			“Bru­ment says:

			“ ‘The head’s not in, and it counts.’

			“Cornu says:

			“ ‘Put her head in.’

			“And then Bru­ment pushes in my head as it might be to drown me, un­til the wa­ter ran up my nose and I thought I was see­ing Para­dise. And he gives me a push. And I went un­der.

			“And then he must have had a fright. He pulled me out and says to me: ‘Go quick and dry your­self, you skinny wretch.’

			“I rushes off and I runs to the priest’s, and he lends me a pet­ti­coat of his ser­vant’s, see­ing I’m in my skin, and he goes to fetch Mis­ter Chicot, the vil­lage po­lice­man, who goes to Cliquetot to fetch the gen­darmes, and they come with me to the house.

			“And there we find Bru­ment and Cornu go­ing for each oth­er like two rams.

			“Bru­ment was bawl­ing: ‘It’s not true, I tell you, it’s at least a cu­bic metre. It’s the meas­ure that’s wrong.’

			“Cornu was bawl­ing: ‘Four buck­ets, that doesn’t make as much as you could call half a cu­bic metre. You needn’t say any­thing more, that’s what it is.’

			“The ser­geant puts his hands on their heads. That’s all I have to say.”

			She sat down. There was laughter in the court. The as­ton­ished jury­men stared at each oth­er. The pres­id­ent said sol­emnly:

			“Pris­on­er Cornu, you ap­pear to be the in­stig­at­or of this in­fam­ous plot. Have you any­thing to say?”

			And Cornu stood up in his turn.

			“Your Wor­ship, I was tipsy.”

			The pres­id­ent replied gravely:

			“I know you were. Go on.”

			“I am go­ing on. Well, Bru­ment came to my place about nine o’clock, and he or­ders two brandies and says: ‘Have one with me, Cornu.’ And I sits down with him and drinks and I of­fers him an­oth­er, out of po­lite­ness. Then he called for two more, and I did the same, and we went on, drink­ing brandy after brandy, un­til about twelve we were blind.

			“Then Bru­ment be­gins to cry. I feels very sorry for him. I asks him what’s the mat­ter. He says: ‘I must have a thou­sand francs by Thursday.’ When I heard that, it turns me cold, you un­der­stand. And all of a sud­den he comes out with the pro­pos­al: ‘I’ll sell you my wife.’

			“I was tipsy and I’m a wid­ower. It fairly got me, un­der­stand. I didn’t know his wife, but a wife’s a wife, isn’t she? I asks him: ‘How much will you sell her for?’

			“He thinks it over, or rather he pre­tends to think it over. When a man’s tipsy, he’s not in his right wits, and he an­swers: ‘I’ll sell her by the cu­bic metre.’

			“That doesn’t sur­prise me, see­ing I was as tipsy as he was, and I’m used to cu­bic metres in my busi­ness. That’s a thou­sand litres, and I was agree­able to that. Only the price was still to be settled. Everything de­pends on qual­ity. I says to him: ‘How much the cu­bic metre?’

			“He an­swers:

			“ ‘Two thou­sand francs.’

			“I gives a jump like a rab­bit, and then I think to my­self that a wo­man can’t weigh more than three hun­dred litres. All the same, I says: ‘That’s too dear.’

			“He an­swers:

			“ ‘I can’t take less. I should lose on it.’

			“A man isn’t a pig deal­er for noth­ing, you un­der­stand. He knows his job. But set a thief to catch a thief, and I’m a sharp man, too. Ah! ah! ah! So I say to him: ‘If she was new, I wouldn’t say it was too dear, but as you’ve used her—haven’t you?—she’s second­hand. I give you fif­teen hun­dred francs the cu­bic metre, not a ha’penny more. Is it a bar­gain?’

			“He an­swers:

			“ ‘It’s a bar­gain. Shake on it.’

			“I shakes and we sets off, arm in arm. Folks ought to help each oth­er along in this life.

			“But I had a sud­den fear: ‘How are you go­ing to meas­ure her in litres un­less you melt her down?’

			“Then he ex­plains his idea, none too eas­ily, see­ing he was tipsy. He says: ‘I take a bar­rel, I fill it with wa­ter to the brim. I put her in­side. All the wa­ter that pours over I’ll meas­ure out, and that’ll be the total.’

			“I says:

			“ ‘Right, it’s agreed. But the wa­ter that pours over will run away: what are you go­ing to do to gath­er it up again?’

			“Then he thinks I’m a booby, and he ex­plains that he’ll only have to pour back what’s run out of the bar­rel as soon as his wife has got out of it. The amount of wa­ter we had to add, would be the total. I reck­on ten buck­ets: that’s a cu­bic metre. He’s not so stu­pid when he’s tipsy, the ras­cal, all the same!

			“To cut it short, we go off to his house, and I ex­am­ine the goods spe­cified. As pretty wo­men go, she’s not a pretty wo­man. Every­one can see that for them­selves, see­ing she’s sit­ting there. I says to my­self: ‘I’ve been done; nev­er mind, it’s all one: pretty or ugly, a wo­man’s just as much use, isn’t she now, Mr. Pres­id­ent? And then I see for cer­tain that she’s as thin as a match. I says to my­self: ‘There’s not four hun­dred litres there!’ I know what I’m talk­ing about, be­ing used to deal­ing in li­quids.

			“She’s told you the way we ar­ranged it. I even let her keep her chemise and her stock­ings on, a clear loss to me.

			“When it was over, what d’you think? She runs off. I says: ‘Here! Bru­ment, she’s get­ting away.’

			“He replies: ‘Don’t you be afraid, I’ll al­ways get her back again. She’ll have to come home to go to bed. I’m go­ing to reck­on the de­fi­cit.’

			“We meas­ured it. Not four buck­ets. Ah, ah, ah, ah!”

			The pris­on­er began to laugh, and con­tin­ued to laugh un­til a gen­darme was ob­liged to thump him on the back. Quiet again, he adds:

			“To cut it short, Bru­ment de­clares: ‘Noth­ing do­ing, it’s not enough.’ I bawl, he bawls. I bawl louder, he stamps, I thump. That would have gone on till dooms­day, see­ing I was tipsy.

			“Then in come the gen­darmes. They curse me, and they play us a dirty trick. Sent to pris­on. I de­mand dam­ages.”

			

			He sits down.

			Bru­ment swears that his fel­low crim­in­al’s con­fes­sion is true in every re­spect. The jury, over­whelmed, re­tired to con­sider their ver­dict.

			They re­turned an hour later and ac­quit­ted the ac­cused with severe stric­tures bear­ing on the sanc­tity of mar­riage, and set­ting forth in pre­cise terms the lim­its set to com­mer­cial trans­ac­tions.

			Bru­ment, ac­com­pan­ied by his spouse, made his way to­wards the con­jugal hearth.

			Cornu re­turned to his busi­ness.

		
	
		
			Mother Savage

			
				I

				I had not re­turned to Virelogne for fif­teen years. I went back there to hunt in the au­tumn, stay­ing with my friend Ser­val, who had fi­nally re­built his château, which had been des­troyed by the Prus­si­ans.

				I was in­fin­itely fond of that coun­try. There are de­li­cious corners in this world which have a sen­su­al charm for the eyes. One loves them with a phys­ic­al love. We folk whom nature at­tracts, keep cer­tain tender re­col­lec­tions, of­ten keen, for cer­tain springs, cer­tain woods, cer­tain ponds, cer­tain hills, which have touched us like happy events. Some­times even memory re­turns to­ward a forest nook, or a bit of a river bank, or a blos­som­ing orch­ard, seen only once, on some happy day, which has re­mained in our heart like those pic­tures of wo­men seen in the street, on a spring morn­ing, with a white, trans­par­ent cos­tume, and which leave in our soul and flesh an un­ap­peased, un­for­get­able de­sire, the sen­sa­tion of hav­ing just missed hap­pi­ness.

				At Virelogne, I loved the whole re­gion, sowed with little woods, and tra­versed by brooks which ran through the soil like veins bring­ing blood to the earth.

				We fished in them for cray­fish, trout, and eels! Di­vine hap­pi­ness! We could bathe in cer­tain places and of­ten found wood­cock in the tall grass which grew on the banks of those little nar­row streams.

				I went, light as a goat, watch­ing my two dogs for­age in front of me. Ser­val, a hun­dred yards away, on my right, was beat­ing up a field of lu­cerne. I went around the thick­ets which formed the bound­ar­ies of the Sandres forest, and I per­ceived a hut in ru­ins.

				Sud­denly I re­col­lec­ted that I had seen it for the last time in 1869, neat, vine-clad, with chick­ens be­fore the door. What is sad­der than a dead house with its skel­et­on stand­ing, dilap­id­ated and sin­is­ter?

				I re­called also that a wo­man had giv­en me a glass of wine there, on a day when I was very tired, and that Ser­val had then told me the story of the in­hab­it­ants. The fath­er, an old poach­er, had been killed by the gen­darmes. The son, whom I had seen be­fore, was a tall, wizened lad who was like­wise con­sidered a fe­ro­cious killer of game. People called them the Sav­age fam­ily.

				Was it a name or a nick­name? I hailed Ser­val. He came with his long stride, as if he were walk­ing on stilts.

				I asked him: “What has be­come of those people?” And he told me this ad­ven­ture.

			
			
				II

				“When war was de­clared, the young­er Sav­age, who was then about thirty-three years old, en­lis­ted, leav­ing his moth­er alone in the house. People did not pity the old wo­man very much, be­cause they knew that she had money.

				“So she stayed all alone in this isol­ated house, so far from the vil­lage, on the edge of the woods. She was not afraid, how­ever, be­ing of the same race as her men, a strong, tall, thin, old wo­man, who sel­dom laughed, and with whom no one joked. The wo­men of the fields do not laugh much, any­way. That is the men’s busi­ness! They have a sad and nar­row soul, lead­ing a life which is gloomy and without bright spots.

				“The peas­ant learns a little of the noisy gaiety of the pot­house, but his wife re­mains ser­i­ous, with a con­stantly severe ex­pres­sion of coun­ten­ance. The muscles of her face nev­er learn the mo­tions of laughter.

				“Moth­er Sav­age con­tin­ued her usu­al ex­ist­ence in her hut, which was soon covered with snow. She came to the vil­lage once a week to get bread and a little meat: then she re­turned to her cot­tage. As people spoke of wolves, she car­ried a gun on her shoulder, her son’s gun, rusty, with the stock worn by the rub­bing of the hand. She was a curi­ous sight, this tall Sav­age wo­man, a little bent, walk­ing with slow strides through the snow, the bar­rel of the weapon ex­tend­ing bey­ond the black he­ad­dress, which im­prisoned the white hair that no one had ever seen.

				“One day the Prus­si­ans ar­rived. They were dis­trib­uted among the in­hab­it­ants ac­cord­ing to the means and re­sources of each. The old wo­man, who was known to be rich, had four sol­diers bil­leted upon her.

				“They were four big young men with fair flesh, fair beard, and blue eyes, who had re­mained stout in spite of the fa­tigues they had en­dured, and good fel­lows even if they were in a conquered ter­rit­ory. Alone with this old wo­man, they showed them­selves full of con­sid­er­a­tion for her, spar­ing her fa­tigue and ex­pense as far as they could do so. All four might have been seen mak­ing their toi­lette at the well in the morn­ing, in their shirtsleeves, splash­ing their pink and white flesh, the flesh of the men of the north, in the wa­ter, on cold snowy days, while Moth­er Sav­age came and went pre­par­ing their soup. Then they might have been ob­served clean­ing the kit­chen, pol­ish­ing the floor, chop­ping wood, peel­ing pota­toes, wash­ing the clothes, do­ing all the house­hold du­ties, like four good sons around their moth­er.

				“But she thought con­tinu­ally of her own son, the old moth­er, of her tall, thin boy with his crooked nose, brown eyes, and stiff mous­tache which made a cush­ion of black hair on his up­per lip. She asked each of the sol­diers in­stalled at her hearth:

				“ ‘Do you know where the French re­gi­ment has gone, the Twenty-third In­fantry? My boy is in it.’

				“They answered: ‘No, we don’t know any­thing at all about it.’

				“And un­der­stand­ing her grief and worry they, who had moth­ers at home, rendered her a thou­sand little ser­vices.

				“She liked them very well, moreover, her four en­emies: for peas­ants sel­dom have pat­ri­ot­ic hatreds: that is the busi­ness of the su­per­i­or classes. The humble, those who pay the most be­cause they are poor, and be­cause every new bur­den rests upon them, those who are killed in masses, who form the true can­non fod­der be­cause they are nu­mer­ous, those who, in a word, suf­fer most cruelly the at­ro­cious miser­ies of the poor, be­cause they are the weak­est and the most un­res­ist­ing, un­der­stand little of those bel­li­cose ar­dours, the ex­cit­able points of hon­our and those pre­ten­ded polit­ic­al com­bin­a­tions which ex­haust two na­tions in six months, the vic­tori­ous as well as the van­quished.

				“They said in the coun­try, speak­ing of Moth­er Sav­age’s Ger­mans: ‘There are four who have found a snug berth.’

				“Now, one morn­ing, as the old wo­man was alone in the house, she per­ceived afar off on the plain a man com­ing to­ward her home. Soon she re­cog­nized him: it was the post­man, charged with dis­trib­ut­ing let­ters. He handed her a fol­ded pa­per, and she drew from their case her spec­tacles which she used for sew­ing, and read:

				
					“ ‘Ma­dame Sav­age, this is to give you sad news. Your son Vic­tor was killed by a can­non­ball yes­ter­day, which vir­tu­ally cut him in two. I was very near, as we were side by side in the com­pany and he had asked me to tell you the same day if any­thing happened to him.

					“ ‘I took his watch from his pock­et to bring it to you when the war is fin­ished.

					
						“ ‘I re­main your friend,

						“ ‘Cé­saire Rivot.

						“ ‘Sol­dier of the 2nd Class, in the 23rd in­fantry.’

					
				

				“The let­ter was dated three weeks back.

				“She did not weep. She stood mo­tion­less, so astoun­ded that she did not yet suf­fer.

				“She thought: ‘Vic­tor is killed!’

				“Then little by little the tears came to her eyes and grief over­whelmed her heart. Ideas came to her one by one, fright­ful, tor­tur­ing ideas. She would nev­er kiss him again, her big boy, nev­er again. The gen­darmes had killed the fath­er, the Prus­si­ans had killed the son. He had been cut in two by a can­non­ball. And it seemed to her that she saw the thing, the hor­rible thing: the head fall­ing, the eyes open, while he gnawed the end of his big mous­tache, as he did in mo­ments of an­ger.

				“What had they done with his body af­ter­wards? If they had only sent her boy back to her, as they had her hus­band, with a bul­let in his fore­head.

				“But she heard a sound of voices. It was the Prus­si­ans, who were re­turn­ing from the vil­lage. She quickly hid the let­ter in her pock­et, and re­ceived them tran­quilly, with her or­din­ary ex­pres­sion on her face, hav­ing had time to wipe her eyes.

				“They were all four laugh­ing, de­lighted, for they were bring­ing back a fine rab­bit, stolen no doubt, and they made a sign to the old wo­man that they were go­ing to have some­thing good to eat.

				“She ap­plied her­self at once to the du­ties of pre­par­ing the break­fast; but when it came to killing the rab­bit, her heart failed her. And yet it was not the first. One of the sol­diers killed it with a blow be­hind the ears.

				“Once the an­im­al was dead, she took the red body out of the skin; but the sight of the blood which she touched, which covered her hands, of the warm blood which she felt get­ting cold and co­agu­lat­ing, made her tremble from head to foot; and she kept see­ing her tall boy cut in two and all bleed­ing, like this still pal­pit­at­ing an­im­al.

				“She sat at the table with her Prus­si­ans, but she could not eat, not even a mouth­ful. They de­voured the rab­bit without troub­ling about her. She looked at them aside without speak­ing, nurs­ing an idea, with her coun­ten­ance so im­pass­ive that they per­ceived noth­ing.

				“Sud­denly she said: ‘I don’t even know your names, and it is a month since we have been to­geth­er.’ They un­der­stood, not without dif­fi­culty, what she wished and gave her their names. That was not enough, she made them write them for her on a piece of pa­per, with the ad­dress of their fam­il­ies, and rest­ing her spec­tacles on her large nose she scanned this un­known hand­writ­ing, then she fol­ded the sheet and put it in her pock­et, with the let­ter which told of the death of her son.

				“When the meal was fin­ished, she said to the men:

				“ ‘I am go­ing to work for you.’

				“And she began to carry straw to the gar­ret in which they slept.

				“They were as­ton­ished at this act. She ex­plained to them that they would be less cold; and they as­sisted her. They piled the bundles of straw up to the roof, and thus they made for them­selves a sort of big room with four walls of for­age, warm and sweet-smelling, where they would sleep won­der­fully.

				“At din­ner one of them was dis­turbed to see that Moth­er Sav­age did not eat any­thing. She as­ser­ted that she had cramps. Then she lighted a good fire to warm her­self, and the four Ger­mans climbed to their lodging by the lad­der which they used every even­ing.

				“As soon as the trap­door was closed, the old wo­man took away the lad­der, then she noise­lessly opened the out­side door and re­turned to get more bundles of straw, with which she filled the kit­chen. She went out bare­footed in the snow, so softly that the men heard noth­ing. From time to time she listened to the deep and un­even snores of the four sleep­ing sol­diers. When she thought her pre­par­a­tions were suf­fi­cient, she threw in­to the fire one of the bundles of straw, and when it had ig­nited she piled it on the oth­ers, and then went out again and looked.

				“A bril­liant light il­lu­min­ated in a few seconds all the in­teri­or of the cot­tage; then it be­came a fright­ful bra­zi­er, a gi­gant­ic, glow­ing fur­nace, whose gleams shone through the nar­row win­dow and cast a dazzling light upon the snow.

				“Then a great cry came from the top of the house; there was a clam­our of hu­man shrieks, of heartrend­ing ap­peals of an­guish and ter­ror. Then, the trap­door hav­ing sunk down in­to the in­teri­or, a whirl­wind of fire leaped through the at­tic, pierced the thatched roof, and as­cen­ded to the sky like the flame of a great torch; and the whole cot­tage was burn­ing.

				“Noth­ing more was heard in­side but the crack­ling of the flames, the crum­bling of the walls, and the crash­ing of the beams. The roof sud­denly fell in, and the glow­ing rem­nant of the house shot up in­to the air, amid a cloud of smoke, a great foun­tain of sparks.

				“The white field, lighted up by the fire, glistened like a cloth of sil­ver tin­ted with red.

				“A bell in the dis­tance began to ring. The old Sav­age wo­man stood erect be­fore her ruined home, armed with a gun, her son’s, for fear one of the men should es­cape.

				“When she saw that her work was fin­ished, she threw the weapon in the fire. A re­port rang out.

				“The people ar­rived, peas­ants and Prus­si­ans.

				“They found the wo­man sit­ting on the trunk of a tree, tran­quil and sat­is­fied.

				“A Ger­man of­ficer who could speak French like a French­man, asked her:

				“ ‘Where are the sol­diers?’

				“She stretched her thin arm to­ward the red mass of flames, which were now dy­ing down, and answered in a strong voice:

				“ ‘They are in there!’

				“All pressed around her. The Prus­si­an asked:

				“ ‘How did the fire start?’

				“She replied:

				“ ‘I set the house on fire.’

				“They did not be­lieve her, think­ing that the sud­den dis­aster had made her mad. Then, as every­body gathered around and listened, she re­lated the whole thing from be­gin­ning to end, the ar­rival of the let­ter to the last cry of the men, burn­ing up with the house. She did not for­get a single de­tail of what she had felt nor what she had done.

				“When she had fin­ished she drew two pa­pers from her pock­et, and, to dis­tin­guish them in the last gleams of the fire, she again put on her spec­tacles. Then she said, show­ing one of them: ‘This is the death of Vic­tor.’ Show­ing the oth­er, she ad­ded, nod­ding her head to­ward the red ru­ins: ‘And this is the list of their names, so that someone may write the news home about them.’

				“She quietly handed the white sheet to the of­ficer, who took her by the shoulders, and she re­sumed:

				“ ‘You will write how it happened, and you will tell their re­l­at­ives that it was I who did it, Vic­toire Si­mon, the Sav­age; don’t for­get.’

				“The of­ficer shouted some or­ders in Ger­man, to the sol­diers; they seized her, and threw her against the still heated walls of the house. Then a squad of twelve men drew up in a rank op­pos­ite her, at a dis­tance of twenty yards. She did not stir. She had un­der­stood. She waited.

				“An or­der re­soun­ded, which was fol­lowed by a long re­port of mus­kets. One delayed shot went off all alone, after the oth­ers.

				“The old wo­man did not fall. She sank down as if someone had mowed off her legs.

				“The Prus­si­an of­ficer ap­proached. She was cut al­most in two, and in her shriveled hand she held her let­ter, bathed in blood.”

				My friend Ser­val ad­ded.

				“It was by way of re­pris­al that the Ger­mans des­troyed the château of the dis­trict, which be­longed to me.”

				I thought of the moth­ers of the poor gentle young fel­lows burned there; and of the at­ro­cious hero­ism of that oth­er moth­er, shot against the wall.

				And I picked up a little pebble, still blackened by the fire.

			
		
	
		
			The Tramp

			He had known bet­ter days, in spite of his poverty and his in­firm­ity.

			At the age of fif­teen both his legs had been crushed by a car­riage on the Var­ville high road. Ever since then he had been a beg­gar, drag­ging him­self along the roads and across the farm­yards, bal­anced on his crutches, which had forced his shoulders to the level of his ears. His head ap­peared bur­ied between two hills.

			As a child he had been found in a ditch by the rect­or of Bil­lettes, on the eve of All Souls’ Day, and for that reas­on had been christened Nic­olas Tous­saint (All Saints). He was brought up by char­ity, and re­mained a stranger to any form of edu­ca­tion. It was after drink­ing some brandy giv­en him by the vil­lage baker that he was lamed, which was con­sidered an ex­cel­lent joke; since then he had been a vag­a­bond, not know­ing how to do any­thing ex­cept hold out his hand for alms.

			In earli­er days the Bar­on­ess d’Av­ary had giv­en him a sort of ken­nel filled with straw to sleep in, next to the chick­en-house on the farm be­long­ing to her coun­try-house; and in the times of fam­ine he was al­ways cer­tain of find­ing a piece of bread and a glass of cider in the kit­chen. Of­ten he re­ceived there a few cop­pers as well, thrown down by the old lady from the top of the ter­race steps or from the win­dows of her room. Now she was dead.

			In the vil­lage he was giv­en scarcely any­thing; he was too well known; people were tired of him after forty years of see­ing him drag his de­formed and ragged body round from hov­el to hov­el on his two wooden paws. Yet he would not leave the neigh­bour­hood, for he knew no oth­er thing on earth but this corner of the coun­try, these three or four ham­lets in which he had dragged out his miser­able life. He had set bound­ar­ies to his beg­ging, and would nev­er have passed over the fron­ti­ers with­in which he was used to keep him­self.

			He did not know if the world ex­ten­ded far bey­ond the trees which had al­ways bounded his view. He had no curi­os­ity in the mat­ter. And when rus­tics, weary of meet­ing him con­tinu­ally at the edges of their fields or be­side their ditches, shouted to him: “Why do you nev­er go to the oth­er vil­lages, in­stead of al­ways hob­bling round these parts?” he would not an­swer and would go away, seized with a vague fear of the un­known, the fear of a poor man in con­fused ter­ror of a thou­sand things, new faces, rough treat­ment, the sus­pi­cious looks of people who did not know him, and the po­lice­men who went two by two along the roads, and sent him duck­ing in­stinct­ively in­to the bushes or be­hind the heaps of stones.

			When he saw them in the dis­tance, glit­ter­ing in the sun, he ac­quired sud­denly a strange, mon­ster-like agil­ity in get­ting him­self in­to some hid­ing-place. He tumbled off his crutches, let­ting him­self fall like a rag, and rolled up in­to a ball, be­com­ing quite small, in­vis­ible, flattened like a hare in its form, blend­ing his brown rags with the brown earth.

			As a mat­ter of fact he had nev­er had any­thing to do with them. But he car­ried it in his blood, as though he had re­ceived this ter­ror from the par­ents he had nev­er seen.

			He had no refuge, no roof, no hut, no shel­ter. He slept any­where in the sum­mer, and in the winter he slipped un­der barns or in­to cow­sheds with re­mark­able adroit­ness. He al­ways de­camped be­fore his pres­ence was dis­covered. He knew the holes by which build­ings might be entered; and the hand­ling of his crutches had giv­en sur­pris­ing strength to his arms; by the strength of his wrists alone he would climb up in­to haylofts, where he some­times stayed for four or five days without stir­ring out, when he had col­lec­ted suf­fi­cient pro­vi­sions dur­ing his rounds.

			He lived like the beasts of the woods, sur­roun­ded by men, know­ing no one, lov­ing no one, arous­ing in the peas­ants no emo­tion but a sort of in­dif­fer­ent con­tempt and resigned hos­til­ity. He had been nick­named “Bell,” be­cause he swung between his two props like a bell between its two ham­mers.

			For the past two days he had had noth­ing to eat. No one gave him any­thing now. People were at last quite tired of him. The peas­ant wo­men at their doors shouted at him from the dis­tance when they saw him com­ing:

			“Be off with you, you clod! Why, I gave you a bit of bread only three days ago!”

			And he swiv­elled round on his props and went off to the next house, where he was wel­comed in the same fash­ion.

			The wo­men de­clared to their next-door neigh­bours:

			“After all, we can’t feed the lazy­bones all the year round.”

			The lazy­bones, how­ever, needed food every day.

			He had roamed all over Saint Hil­aire, Var­ville, and Les Bil­lettes without har­vest­ing a sol­it­ary centime or an old crust. No hope re­mained, ex­cept at Tournolles; but that re­quired of him a jour­ney two leagues on the high road, and he felt too weary to drag him­self along, with his belly as empty as his pock­et.

			But he set off.

			It was Decem­ber; a cold wind ran over the fields and whistled in the bare branches and the clouds galoped across the low, dark sky, hasten­ing to an un­known goal. The cripple went slowly on, pain­fully mov­ing his crutches one after the oth­er, steady­ing him­self on the one twis­ted leg that re­mained to him, ter­min­ated by a club­foot swathed in a rag.

			From time to time he sat down at the road­side and res­ted for a few minutes. Hun­ger was over­whelm­ing his con­fused and stu­pid wits with ut­ter misery. He had only one idea, to eat, but he did not know how it was to be brought about.

			For three hours he struggled along the long road; then, when the trees of the vil­lage came in­to sight, he hastened his move­ments.

			The first peas­ant whom he met, and of whom he asked alms, replied:

			“Here you are back again at your old trade! Shall we nev­er be rid of you?”

			And “Bell” de­par­ted. At every door he was roughly treated and sent away without be­ing giv­en any­thing. But he con­tin­ued his round, pa­tient and ob­stin­ate. He did not garner a half­penny.

			Then he vis­ited the farms, drag­ging him­self across fields soft with rain, so ex­hausted that he could not lift his sticks. Every­where he was driv­en away. It was one of those cold, mel­an­choly days on which hearts are hardened, and tem­pers hasty, on which the soul is dark, and the hands open neither to give nor to suc­cour.

			When he had vis­ited every house with which he was ac­quain­ted, he went and lay down in the corner of a ditch which ran along­side Maître Chi­quet’s farm­yard. He un­hooked him­self, this be­ing the best way of ex­press­ing the man­ner in which he let him­self fall down between the high crutches that he slipped un­der his arms. For a long time he re­mained mo­tion­less, tor­tured by hun­ger, but too much of an an­im­al fully to com­pre­hend his fathom­less misery.

			He waited for he knew not what, in that vague state of ex­pect­a­tion which lives on, death­less, in all of us. There in the corner of the yard, in the icy wind, he awaited the mys­ter­i­ous aid from heav­en or man­kind which a wretched vic­tim will al­ways hope for, without won­der­ing how, or why, or by whose agency it can pos­sibly ar­rive. A flock of black hens was passing, seek­ing their susten­ance in the earth, which gives food to all creatures. At every mo­ment their sharp beaks found a bit of grain or an in­vis­ible in­sect, after which the birds would con­tin­ue their slow, sure search.

			“Bell” watched them, think­ing of noth­ing; then there came to him, in­to his belly if not in­to his head, the feel­ing, rather than the thought, that one of those birds would make ex­cel­lent eat­ing, grilled over a fire of dead wood.

			The idea that he was about to com­mit a theft nev­er touched him. Tak­ing up a stone which lay with­in his reach, he threw it at the nearest hen, and, be­ing an ex­pert shot, killed it out­right. The bird fell on its side, beat­ing its wings. The rest fled, sway­ing from side to side on their thin legs, and “Bell,” clam­ber­ing once more in­to his crutches, star­ted off to re­trieve his booty, his move­ments re­sem­bling those of the hens.

			As he ar­rived be­side the little black corpse stained on the head with blood, he was giv­en a vi­ol­ent blow in the back which made him loose hold of his sticks and sent him rolling for ten paces in front of him. Maître Chi­quet, ex­as­per­ated, rushed upon the ma­raud­er and showered blows upon him, beat­ing him furi­ously, with the fury of a peas­ant who has been robbed, be­la­bour­ing with fist and knee the en­tire body of the cripple, who could not de­fend him­self.

			The farm­hands came up in their turn, and joined their mas­ter in bat­ter­ing the beg­gar. When they were weary of beat­ing him, they picked him up, car­ried him off, and shut him up in the wood­shed while someone went to fetch the po­lice.

			“Bell,” half dead, bleed­ing, and faint­ing with hun­ger, re­mained ly­ing on the ground. Even­ing came, the night, then dawn. He had still had noth­ing to eat.

			About mid­day the po­lice ap­peared and opened the door with great care, ex­pect­ing to meet with some res­ist­ance, for Maître Chi­quet had giv­en them to un­der­stand that he had been at­tacked by the beg­gar and had de­fen­ded him­self with great dif­fi­culty.

			“Come on! Up you get!” shouted the ser­geant.

			But “Bell” could not move. He tried hard to hoist him­self on to his sticks, but did not suc­ceed. They thought he was sham­ming, try­ing to trick them, act­ing with the ob­stin­ate ill will com­mon to mal­efact­ors, and the two armed men laid rough hands on him and set him on his crutches by main force.

			Ter­ror had gripped him, his in­stinct­ive ter­ror of all wear­ers of the yel­low shoulder-belt, the ter­ror of the hunted be­fore the hunter, of the mouse be­fore the cat. With a su­per­hu­man ef­fort he man­aged to re­main up­right.

			“Off we go!” said the ser­geant. He walked. All the farm­hands watched him go. The wo­men shook their fists at him; the men sniggered and ab­used him: he was caught at last! Good rid­dance!

			He went off between his two guards. He suc­ceeded in find­ing the des­per­ate en­ergy ne­ces­sary to keep go­ing un­til even­ing, stu­pefied, no longer even real­ising what was hap­pen­ing to him, too frightened to un­der­stand any­thing.

			The people they met on the way stopped to watch him go by, and the peas­ants mur­mured:

			“It’s some thief or oth­er.”

			To­wards night­fall they reached the cap­it­al of the can­ton. He had nev­er been so far as this. He hardly real­ised at all what was go­ing on, nor what might hap­pen to him af­ter­wards. All these ter­rible, un­fore­seen events, these faces and strange houses, be­wildered him.

			He did not ut­ter a word, hav­ing noth­ing to say, for he no longer un­der­stood any­thing. And be­sides, it was so many years since he had spoken to any­one that he had very nearly lost the use of his tongue; moreover, his thoughts were too con­fused to find ex­pres­sion in words.

			He was locked up in the town jail. The po­lice­men nev­er ima­gined that he might need some­thing to eat, and he was left un­til next day.

			But when they came down to ques­tion him, they found him ly­ing dead upon the floor. What a sur­prise!

		
	
		
			A Meeting

			It was all an ac­ci­dent, a pure ac­ci­dent. Tired of stand­ing, Bar­on d’Ét­raille went—as all the Prin­cess’s rooms were open on that par­tic­u­lar even­ing—in­to an empty bed­room, which ap­peared al­most dark after com­ing out of the bril­liantly-lighted draw­ing rooms.

			He looked round for a chair in which to doze, as he was sure his wife would not go away be­fore day­light. As soon as he got in­side the door he saw the big bed with its azure-and-gold hangings, in the middle of the great room, look­ing like a cata­falque in which love was bur­ied, for the Prin­cess was no longer young. Be­hind it, a large bright spot looked like a lake seen at a dis­tance from a win­dow. It was a big look­ing-glass, dis­creetly covered with dark draper­ies that were some­times let down, and of­ten opened up, and it seemed to look at the bed, which was its ac­com­plice. One might al­most fancy that it felt re­grets, and that one was go­ing to see in it the charm­ing shapes of the thighs of wo­men and the gentle move­ment of arms about to em­brace them.

			The Bar­on stood still for a mo­ment, smil­ing and rather moved, on the threshold of this cham­ber ded­ic­ated to love. But sud­denly some­thing ap­peared in the look­ing-glass, as if the phantoms which he had evoked had come up be­fore him. A man and a wo­man who had been sit­ting on a low couch hid­den in the shade had ris­en, and the pol­ished sur­face, re­flect­ing their fig­ures, showed that they were kiss­ing each oth­er be­fore sep­ar­at­ing.

			The Bar­on re­cog­nised his wife and the Mar­quis de Cer­vigné. He turned and went away like a man fully mas­ter of him­self, and waited till it was day be­fore tak­ing away the Bar­onne. But he had no longer any thoughts of sleep­ing.

			As soon as they were alone, he said:

			“Ma­dame, I saw you just now in the Prin­cess de Raynes’s room. I need say no more, for I am not fond either of re­proaches, acts of vi­ol­ence, or of ri­dicule. As I wish to avoid all such things, we shall sep­ar­ate without any scan­dal. Our law­yers will settle your po­s­i­tion ac­cord­ing to my or­ders. You will be free to live as you please when you are no longer un­der my roof; but, as you will con­tin­ue to bear my name, I must warn you that should any scan­dal arise, I shall show my­self in­flex­ible.”

			She tried to speak, but he stopped her, bowed, and left the room.

			He was more as­ton­ished and sad than un­happy. He had loved her dearly dur­ing the first peri­od of their mar­ried life; but his ar­dour had cooled, and now he of­ten had a caprice, either in a theatre or in so­ci­ety, though he al­ways pre­served a cer­tain lik­ing for the Bar­onne.

			She was very young, hardly four-and-twenty, small, thin—too thin—and very fair. She was a true Parisi­an doll: clev­er, spoiled, el­eg­ant, coquet­tish, witty, with more charm than real beauty. He used to say fa­mil­iarly to his broth­er, when speak­ing of her:

			“My wife is charm­ing, at­tract­ive, but—there is noth­ing to lay hold of. She is like a glass of cham­pagne that is all froth—when you have got to the wine it is very good, but there is too little of it, un­for­tu­nately.”

			He walked up and down the room in great agit­a­tion, think­ing of a thou­sand things. At one mo­ment he felt in a great rage, and felt in­clined to give the Mar­quis a good thrash­ing, to horse­whip him pub­licly, in the club. But he thought that would not do, it would not be the thing; he would be laughed at, and not the oth­er, and he felt that his an­ger pro­ceeded more from wounded van­ity than from a broken heart. So he went to bed, but could not get to sleep.

			A few days af­ter­ward it was known in Par­is that the Bar­on and Bar­onne d’Ét­raille had agreed to an am­ic­able sep­ar­a­tion on ac­count of in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of tem­per. Nobody sus­pec­ted any­thing, nobody laughed, and nobody was as­ton­ished.

			The Bar­on, how­ever, to avoid meet­ing her, trav­elled for a year; then he spent the sum­mer at the sea­side, and the au­tumn in shoot­ing, re­turn­ing to Par­is for the winter. He did not meet his wife once.

			He did not even know what people said about her. At any rate, she took care to save ap­pear­ances, and that was all he asked for.

			He got dread­fully bored, trav­elled again, re­stored his old castle of Vil­lebosc—which took him two years; then for over a year he re­ceived re­lays of friends there, till at last, tired of all these com­mon place, so-called pleas­ures, he re­turned to his man­sion in the Rue de Lilles, just six years after their sep­ar­a­tion.

			He was then forty-five, with a good crop of gray hair, rather stout, and with that mel­an­choly look of people who have been hand­some, sought after, much liked, and are de­teri­or­at­ing daily.

			A month after his re­turn to Par­is he took cold on com­ing out of his club, and had a bad cough, so his doc­tor ordered him to Nice for the rest of the winter.

			He star­ted by the ex­press on Monday even­ing. He was late, got to the sta­tion only a very short time be­fore the de­par­ture of the train, and had barely time to get in­to a car­riage, with only one oth­er oc­cu­pant, who was sit­ting in a corner so wrapped in furs and cloaks that he could not even make out wheth­er it were a man or a wo­man, as noth­ing of the fig­ure could be seen. When he per­ceived that he could not find out, he put on his trav­el­ling-cap, rolled him­self up in his rugs, and stretched him­self out com­fort­ably to sleep.

			He did not wake up till the day was break­ing, and looked im­me­di­ately at his fel­low-trav­el­ler. He had not stirred all night, and seemed still to be sound asleep.

			M. d’Ét­raille made use of the op­por­tun­ity to brush his hair and his beard, and to try and freshen him­self up a little gen­er­ally, for a night’s trav­el­ling changes one’s looks very much when one has at­tained a cer­tain age.

			A great poet has said:

			
				
					Quand on est jeune, on a des mat­ins tri­om­phants!15
				

			

			Then we wake up with a cool skin, a bright eye, and glossy hair. When one grows older one wakes up in a very dif­fer­ent state. Dull eyes, red, swollen cheeks, dry lips, the hair and beard all dis­ar­ranged, im­part an old, fa­tigued, worn-out look to the face.

			The Bar­on opened his trav­el­ling dress­ing-case, made him­self as tidy as he could, and then waited.

			The en­gine whistled and the train stopped, and his neigh­bour moved. No doubt he was awake. They star­ted off again, and then an ob­lique ray of the sun shone in­to the car­riage just on to the sleep­er, who moved again, shook him­self, and then calmly showed his face.

			It was a young, fair, pretty, stout wo­man, and the Bar­on looked at her in amazement. He did not know what to be­lieve. He could really have sworn that it was his wife—but won­der­fully changed for the bet­ter: stouter—why, she had grown as stout as he was—only it suited her much bet­ter than it did him.

			She looked at him quietly, did not seem to re­cog­nise him, and then slowly laid aside her wraps. She had that calm as­sur­ance of a wo­man who is sure of her­self, the in­solent au­da­city of a first awak­ing, know­ing and feel­ing that she was in her full beauty and fresh­ness.

			The Bar­on really lost his head. Was it his wife, or some­body else who was as like her as any sis­ter could be? As he had not seen her for six years he might be mis­taken.

			She yawned, and he knew her by the ges­ture. She turned and looked at him again, calmly, in­dif­fer­ently, as if she scarcely saw him, and then looked out at the coun­try again.

			He was up­set and dread­fully per­plexed, and waited, look­ing at her side­ways, stead­fastly.

			Yes; it was cer­tainly his wife. How could he pos­sibly have doubted? There could cer­tainly not be two noses like that, and a thou­sand re­col­lec­tions flashed through him, slight de­tails of her body, a beauty-spot on one of her limbs and an­oth­er on her back. How of­ten he had kissed them! He felt the old feel­ing of the in­tox­ic­a­tion of love steal­ing over him, and he called to mind the sweet odour of her skin, her smile when she put her arms on to his shoulders, the soft in­ton­a­tions of her voice, all her grace­ful, coax­ing ways.

			But how she had changed and im­proved! It was she and yet not she. He thought her riper, more de­veloped, more of a wo­man, more se­duct­ive, more de­sir­able, ad­or­ably de­sir­able.

			And this strange, un­known wo­man, whom he had ac­ci­dent­ally met in a rail­way-car­riage be­longed to him; he had only to say to her:

			“I in­sist upon it.”

			He had formerly slept in her arms, ex­is­ted only in her love, and now he had found her again cer­tainly, but so changed that he scarcely knew her. It was an­oth­er, and yet she at the same time. It was an­oth­er who had been born, formed, and grown since he had left her. It was she, in­deed; she whom he had pos­sessed but whom he found with her man­ners mod­i­fied, her fea­tures more formed, her smile less af­fected, her ges­tures surer. There were two wo­men in one, ming­ling a great deal of what was new and un­known with many sweet re­col­lec­tions of the past. There was some­thing ex­traordin­ary, dis­turb­ing, ex­cit­ing about it—a kind of mys­tery of love in which there floated a de­li­cious con­fu­sion. It was his wife in a new body and in new flesh which his lips had nev­er pressed.

			And he re­membered that in six or sev­en years everything changes in us, only out­lines can be re­cog­nised, and some­times even they dis­ap­pear.

			The blood, the hair, the skin, all change, and are re­con­sti­t­uted, and when people have not seen each oth­er for a long time they find, when they meet, an­oth­er totally dif­fer­ent be­ing, al­though it be the same and bear the same name.

			And the heart also can change. Ideas may be mod­i­fied and re­newed, so that in forty years of life we may, by gradu­al and con­stant trans­form­a­tions, be­come four or five totally new and dif­fer­ent be­ings.

			He dwelt on this thought till it troubled him; it had first taken pos­ses­sion of him when he sur­prised her in the Prin­cess’s room. He was not the least angry; it was not the same wo­man that he was look­ing at—that thin, ex­cit­able little doll of those days.

			What was he to do? How should he ad­dress her? and what could he say to her? Had she re­cog­nised him?

			The train stopped again. He got up, bowed, and said: “Berthe, do you want any­thing I can bring you?”

			She looked at him from head to foot, and answered, without show­ing the slight­est sur­prise or con­fu­sion or an­ger, but with the most per­fect in­dif­fer­ence:

			“I do not want any­thing—thank you.”

			He got out and walked up and down the plat­form a little in or­der to think, and, as it were, to re­cov­er his senses after a fall. What should he do now? If he got in­to an­oth­er car­riage it would look as if he were run­ning away. Should he be gal­lant? That would look as if he were ask­ing for for­give­ness. Should he speak as if he were her mas­ter? He would look like a cad, and be­sides, he really had no right to do so.

			He got in again and took his place.

			Dur­ing his ab­sence she had hast­ily ar­ranged her dress and hair, and was now ly­ing stretched out on the seat, ra­di­ant, but without show­ing any emo­tion.

			He turned to her, and said: “My dear Berthe, since this sin­gu­lar chance has brought us to­geth­er after a sep­ar­a­tion of six years—a quite friendly sep­ar­a­tion—are we to con­tin­ue to look upon each oth­er as ir­re­con­cil­able en­emies? We are shut up to­geth­er, tête-à-tête, which is so much the bet­ter or so much the worse. I am not go­ing to get in­to an­oth­er car­riage, so don’t you think it is prefer­able to talk as friends till the end of our jour­ney?”

			She answered quite calmly again:

			“Just as you please.”

			Then he sud­denly stopped, really not know­ing what to say; but as he had plenty of as­sur­ance, he sat down on the middle seat, and said:

			“Well, I see I must court you; so much the bet­ter. It is, how­ever, really a pleas­ure, for you are charm­ing. You can­not ima­gine how you have im­proved in the last six years. I do not know any wo­man who could give me that de­light­ful sen­sa­tion which I ex­per­i­enced just now when you emerged from your wraps. I could really have thought such a change im­possible.”

			Without mov­ing her head or look­ing at him, she said: “I can­not say the same with re­gard to you; you have cer­tainly de­teri­or­ated a great deal.”

			He got red and con­fused, and then, with a smile of resig­na­tion, he said:

			“You are rather hard.”

			“Why?” was her reply. “I am only stat­ing facts. I don’t sup­pose you in­tend to of­fer me your love? It must, there­fore, be a mat­ter of per­fect in­dif­fer­ence to you what I think about you. But I see it is a pain­ful sub­ject, so let us talk of some­thing else. What have you been do­ing since I last saw you?”

			He felt rather out of coun­ten­ance, and stammered:

			“I? I have trav­elled, hunted, and grown old, as you see. And you?”

			She said, quite calmly: “I have al­ways kept up ap­pear­ances, as you ordered me.”

			He was very nearly say­ing some­thing bru­tal, but he checked him­self, and kissed his wife’s hand:

			“And I thank you,” he said.

			She was sur­prised. He was in­deed strong and al­ways mas­ter of him­self.

			He went on: “As you have ac­ceded to my first re­quest, shall we now talk without any bit­ter­ness?”

			She made a little ges­ture of dis­dain.

			“Bit­ter­ness! I don’t feel any; you are a com­plete stranger to me; I am only try­ing to keep up a dif­fi­cult con­ver­sa­tion.”

			He was still look­ing at her, car­ried away in spite of her harsh­ness, and he felt seized with a bru­tal de­sire, the de­sire of the mas­ter.

			Per­ceiv­ing that she had hurt his feel­ings, she said: “How old are you now? I thought you were young­er than you look.”

			He grew rather pale:

			“I am forty-five”; and then he ad­ded: “I for­got to ask after Prin­cess de Raynes. Are you still in­tim­ate with her?”

			She looked at him as if she hated him:

			“Yes, cer­tainly I am. She is very well, thank you.”

			They re­mained sit­ting side by side, agit­ated and ir­rit­ated. Sud­denly he said:

			“My dear Berthe, I have changed my mind. You are my wife, and I ex­pect you to come with me today. You have, I think, im­proved both mor­ally and phys­ic­ally, and I am go­ing to take you back again. I am your hus­band and it is my right to do so.”

			She was quite taken aback, and looked at him, try­ing to di­vine his thoughts; but his face was res­ol­ute and im­pen­et­rable.

			“I am very sorry,” she said, “but I have made oth­er en­gage­ments.”

			“So much the worse for you,” was his reply. “The law gives me the power, and I mean to use it.”

			They were get­ting to Mar­seilles, and the train whistled and slackened speed. The Bar­onne got up, care­fully rolled up her wraps, and then turn­ing to her hus­band, she said:

			“My dear Ray­mond, do not make a bad use of the tête-à-tête which I had care­fully pre­pared. I wished to take pre­cau­tions, ac­cord­ing to your ad­vice, so that I might have noth­ing to fear from you or from oth­er people, whatever might hap­pen. You are go­ing to Nice, are you not?”

			“I shall go wherever you go.”

			“Not at all; just listen to me, and I am sure that you will leave me in peace. In a few mo­ments, when we get to the sta­tion, you will see the Prin­cess de Raynes and the Comtesse Hen­ri­ot wait­ing for me with their hus­bands. I wished them to see us, and to know that we had spent the night to­geth­er in the rail­way-car­riage. Don’t be alarmed; they will tell it every­where as a most sur­pris­ing fact.

			“I told you just now that I had most care­fully fol­lowed your ad­vice and saved ap­pear­ances. Any­thing else does not mat­ter, does it? Well, in or­der to do so, I wished to be seen with you. You told me care­fully to avoid any scan­dal, and I am avoid­ing it, for, I am afraid—I am afraid—”

			She waited till the train had quite stopped, and as her friends ran up to open the car­riage door, she said:

			“I am afraid that I am en­ceinte.”

			The Prin­cess stretched out her arms to em­brace her, and the Bar­onne said, point­ing to the Bar­on, who was dumb with as­ton­ish­ment, and try­ing to get at the truth:

			“You do not re­cog­nise Ray­mond? He has cer­tainly changed a good deal, and he agreed to come with me so that I might not travel alone. We take little trips like this oc­ca­sion­ally, like good friends who can­not live to­geth­er. We are go­ing to sep­ar­ate here; he has had enough of me already.”

			She put out her hand, which he took mech­an­ic­ally, and then she jumped out on to the plat­form among her friends, who were wait­ing for her.

			The Bar­on hast­ily shut the car­riage door, for he was too much dis­turbed to say a word or come to any de­term­in­a­tion. He heard his wife’s voice, and their merry laughter as they went away.

			He nev­er saw her again, nor did he ever dis­cov­er wheth­er she had told him a lie or was speak­ing the truth.

		
	
		
			The Legacy

			
				I

				Al­though it was not yet ten o’clock, the em­ploy­ees were pour­ing in like waves through the great door­way of the Min­istry of Mar­ine, hav­ing come in haste from every corner of Par­is, for the first of the year was ap­proach­ing, the time for re­newed zeal—and for pro­mo­tions. A noise of hur­ry­ing foot­steps filled the vast build­ing, which was as tor­tu­ous as a labyrinth, and hon­ey­combed with in­ex­tric­able pas­sages, pierced by in­nu­mer­able doors open­ing in­to the vari­ous of­fices.

				Each one entered his par­tic­u­lar room, pressed the hands of his col­leagues who had already ar­rived, threw off his coat, put on his of­fice jack­et, and seated him­self be­fore the table, where a pile of pa­pers awaited him. Then they went for news in­to the neigh­bour­ing of­fices. They asked wheth­er their chief had ar­rived, if he was in an agree­able hu­mour, and if the day’s mail was a heavy one.

				The clerk in charge of “gen­er­al mat­ter,” M. César Cach­elin, an old non­com­mis­sioned of­ficer of the mar­ine in­fantry, who had be­come chief-clerk by pri­or­ity of of­fice, re­gistered in a big book all the doc­u­ments as they were brought in by the mes­sen­ger. Op­pos­ite him the copy­ing-clerk, old fath­er Savon, a stu­pid old fel­low, cel­eb­rated through­out the whole min­istry for his con­jugal mis­for­tunes, copied in a slow hand a dis­patch from the chief, sit­ting with his body held side­wise and his eyes askew, in the stiff at­ti­tude of the care­ful copy­ist.

				M. Cach­elin, a big man, whose short, white hair stood up like a brush on his head, talked all the time while per­form­ing his daily work: “Thirty-two dis­patches from Toulon. That port gives us as much as any four oth­ers put to­geth­er.”

				Then he asked the old man Savon the ques­tion he put to him every morn­ing:

				“Well, fath­er Savon, how is Ma­dame?”

				The old man, without stop­ping his work, replied: “You know very well, Mon­sieur Cach­elin, that sub­ject is a most pain­ful one to me.”

				Then the chief clerk laughed as he laughed every day at hear­ing the same phrase.

				The door opened and M. Maze entered. He was a hand­some, dark young fel­low dressed with an ex­ag­ger­ated el­eg­ance, who thought his po­s­i­tion be­neath his dig­nity, and his per­son and man­ners above his po­s­i­tion. He wore large rings, a heavy gold watch chain, a monocle (which he dis­carded while at work), and he made a fre­quent move­ment of his wrists in or­der to bring in­to view his cuffs or­na­men­ted with great shin­ing but­tons.

				At the door he asked: “Much work today?” M. Cach­elin replied: “It is al­ways Toulon which keeps send­ing in. One can eas­ily see that the first of the year is at hand, from the way they are hust­ling down there.”

				But an­oth­er em­ploy­ee, a great joker, al­ways in high spir­its, ap­peared in his turn and said laugh­ing:

				“We are not hust­ling at all, are we?” Then tak­ing out his watch he ad­ded: “Sev­en minutes to ten and every man at his post! By George, what do you think of that? and I’ll wager any­thing that his Dig­nity M. Les­able ar­rived at nine o’clock—at the same hour as our il­lus­tri­ous chief.”

				The chief-clerk ceased writ­ing, put his pen be­hind his ear, and lean­ing his el­bow on the desk said: “Oh! there is a man for you! If he does not suc­ceed, it will not be for want of try­ing.”

				M. Pit­o­let, seat­ing him­self on the corner of the table and swinging his leg, replied:

				“But he will suc­ceed, papa Cach­elin; he will suc­ceed, you may be sure. I will bet you twenty francs to a sou that he will be chief with­in ten years.”

				M. Maze, who rolled a ci­gar­ette while warm­ing his calves be­fore the fire, said:

				“Pshaw! for my part I would rather re­main all my life on a salary of twenty-four hun­dred francs than wear my­self to a skel­et­on the way he is do­ing.”

				Pit­o­let turned on his heels and said in a ban­ter­ing tone: “But that does not pre­vent you, my dear fel­low, from be­ing here on this twen­ti­eth of Decem­ber be­fore ten o’clock.”

				The oth­er shrugged his shoulders with an air of in­dif­fer­ence. “Hang it all! I do not want every­body to walk over my head, either! Since you come here to see the sun rise, I am go­ing to do it, too, how­ever much I may de­plore your of­fi­cious­ness. From do­ing that to call­ing the chief ‘dear mas­ter,’ as Les­able does, and stay­ing un­til half past six and then car­ry­ing work home with you is a long way. Be­sides, I am in so­ci­ety and I have oth­er de­mands upon my time.”

				M. Cach­elin had ceased his re­gis­ter­ing and be­gun to dream, his eyes fixed on va­cancy. At last he asked: “Do you be­lieve that he will get an in­crease again this year?”

				Pit­o­let cried: “I will bet you ten to one he gets it. He is not wear­ing him­self out for noth­ing.”

				And so they talked of the etern­al ques­tion of pro­mo­tion which for a month had ex­cited the whole hive of clerks from the ground floor to the roof.

				They cal­cu­lated chances, com­puted fig­ures, com­pared their vari­ous claims to pro­mo­tion, and waxed in­dig­nant over former in­justices. These dis­cus­sions las­ted from morn­ing un­til even­ing, and the next day were be­gun all over again, with the same reas­ons, the same ar­gu­ments, the same words.

				A new clerk entered, a little, pale, sick-look­ing man, M. Bois­sel, who lived as in a ro­mance of Al­ex­an­dre Du­mas, père. Everything with him was an ex­traordin­ary ad­ven­ture, and he re­coun­ted every morn­ing to his friend Pit­o­let his strange en­coun­ters of the pre­vi­ous even­ing, ima­gin­ary scenes en­acted in his house, strange cries uttered in the street which caused him to open his win­dow at half past three in the morn­ing. Every day he had sep­ar­ated com­batants, stopped run­away horses, res­cued wo­men from danger; and al­though of a de­plor­ably weak con­sti­tu­tion he talked un­ceas­ingly, in a slow and sat­is­fied tone, of ex­ploits ac­com­plished by his strong arm.

				As soon as he un­der­stood that they were talk­ing of Les­able he de­clared: “Some day I will give that little pup his deserts; and if he ever walks over my head, I’ll give him some­thing that will pre­vent him from try­ing again.”

				Maze, con­tinu­ing to smoke, sneered: “You would do well, then, to be­gin at once, for I hear on good au­thor­ity that you are to be set aside this year for Les­able.”

				Bois­sel raised his hand. “I swear that if—”

				The door opened once more, and a dap­per little man wear­ing the side-whiskers of an of­ficer of mar­ine or law­yer, and a high, stiff col­lar, who spoke his words rap­idly as though he could not take the time to fin­ish what he had to say, entered quickly with a pre­oc­cu­pied man­ner. He shook hands all around with the air of a man who had no leis­ure for dal­ly­ing, and ap­proach­ing the chief-clerk said: “My dear Cach­elin, will you give me the Chapelou pa­pers, rope yarn, Toulon A.T.V., 1875?”

				The clerk rose, reached for a port­fo­lio above his head, took out a pack­age of sealed doc­u­ments wrapped in blue lin­en, and present­ing them said: “There, M. Les­able; you re­mem­ber the chief took three dis­patches from their pack­age yes­ter­day.”

				“Yes, I have them. Thanks,” and the young man went out hur­riedly.

				Hardly had he gone when Maze ejac­u­lated: “Well! what an air! One would swear he was already chief.”

				And Pit­o­let replied: “Pa­tience, pa­tience; he will be be­fore any of us.”

				M. Cach­elin had not re­sumed his writ­ing. A fixed thought seemed to have taken pos­ses­sion of him. At last he said: “He has a fine fu­ture, that boy!”

				But Maze mur­mured in a dis­dain­ful tone: “For those who think the min­istry is a ca­reer—yes. For the oth­ers it is a little—”

				Pit­o­let in­ter­rup­ted him: “Per­haps you in­tend to be­come am­bas­sad­or?”

				The oth­er made an im­pa­tient ges­ture. “It is not a ques­tion of me. I can take care of my­self. That has noth­ing to do with the fact that the po­s­i­tion of the head of a de­part­ment will nev­er be any­thing very much.”

				Fath­er Savon, the copy­ist, had nev­er ceased his work. But for some little time he had been dip­ping his pen in the ink­stand, then wip­ing it vig­or­ously on the sponge which stood in a little glass of wa­ter on his desk, without be­ing able to trace a let­ter. The black li­quid slipped along the point of the met­al and fell in round spots on the pa­per. The good man, driv­en to des­pair as sheet after sheet of pa­per was thus spoiled, said in a deep and sor­row­ful voice:

				“Here is more adul­ter­ated ink!”

				A shout of laughter came from every mouth. Cach­elin shook the table with his stom­ach. Maze bent double, as though he were go­ing up the chim­ney back­ward. Pit­o­let stamped and roared and waved his hands in the air, and even Bois­sel was al­most suf­foc­ated, al­though he gen­er­ally looked at these things on the tra­gic rather than the com­ic side.

				But fath­er Savon, wip­ing his pen on the tail of his over­coat, said: “There is noth­ing to laugh at. I have to go over my whole work two or three times.”

				He took from his box an­oth­er sheet of pa­per, laid his wax sheet over it, and com­menced again at the be­gin­ning: “Mon­sieur le Min­istre and dear Col­league—” The pen now held the ink and traced the let­ters neatly. The old man settled down in­to his ob­lique pos­ture and con­tin­ued his copy.

				The oth­ers had not stopped laugh­ing. They were fairly chok­ing. For six months they had played the same game on the poor old fel­low, who had nev­er de­tec­ted it. It con­sisted in pour­ing sev­er­al drops of oil on the damp sponge used for wip­ing pens. The met­al, thus be­com­ing coated with li­quid grease, would not take the ink, and the per­plexed copy­ing-clerk would pass hours in us­ing boxes of pens and bottles of ink, and fi­nally de­clare that the sup­plies of the de­part­ment were be­com­ing per­fectly worth­less.

				Then the jokers would tor­ment the old man in oth­er ways. They put gun­powder in his to­bacco, pour drugs in­to his drink­ing wa­ter, and made him be­lieve that, since the Com­mune, the ma­jor­ity of art­icles for gen­er­al use had been adul­ter­ated by the so­cial­ists, to put the gov­ern­ment in the wrong and bring about a re­volu­tion. He had con­ceived a ter­rible hatred against the an­arch­ists, whom he be­lieved to be con­cealed every­where, and had a mys­ter­i­ous fear of an un­known wo­man—veiled and for­mid­able.

				A sharp ring of the bell soun­ded in the cor­ridor. They well knew the em­phat­ic ring of their chief, M. Torchebeuf, and each one sprang to­ward the door that he might re­gain his own com­part­ment.

				Cach­elin re­turned to his work. Then he laid down his pen again, and took his head in his hands and began to think.

				He turned over in his mind an idea which had tor­men­ted him for some time. An old non­com­mis­sioned of­ficer of the mar­ine in­fantry, re­tired after re­ceiv­ing three wounds, one at Seneg­al and two at Coch­in China, who had been giv­en a po­s­i­tion in the min­istry as an ex­cep­tion­al fa­vour, he had had to en­dure many miser­ies, many hard­ships, and many griefs in his long ca­reer as an in­sig­ni­fic­ant sub­or­din­ate. He con­sidered au­thor­ity, of­fi­cial au­thor­ity, as the finest thing in the world. The head of a De­part­ment seemed to him an ex­cep­tion­al be­ing, liv­ing in a high­er sphere; and the em­ploy­ee of whom he heard it said: “He is a sharp one; he will get there yet,” ap­peared to him of an­oth­er race, an­oth­er nature, than him­self.

				He had there­fore for his col­league Les­able a high re­spect which ap­proached ven­er­a­tion, and he cher­ished the secret de­sire, which was nev­er ab­sent from his mind, to have him marry his daugh­ter.

				She would be rich one day, very rich. This was known through­out the en­tire min­istry, for his sis­ter, Mlle. Cach­elin, pos­sessed a mil­lion, a clear, cool mil­lion, ac­quired through love, they said, but pur­i­fied by be­lated piety.

				This an­cient spin­ster, who had led a gay life in her youth, had re­tired with five hun­dred thou­sand francs, which she had more than doubled in eight­een years, thanks to her fe­ro­cious eco­nomy and more than frugal habits. She had lived for a long time with her broth­er, who was a wid­ower with one daugh­ter, Cor­alie; but she did not con­trib­ute in the slight­est de­gree to the ex­penses of the house, guard­ing and ac­cu­mu­lat­ing her gold, and al­ways re­peat­ing to Cach­elin: “It makes no dif­fer­ence, since it is all for your daugh­ter; but marry her quickly, for I want to see my little neph­ews around me. It is she who will give me the joy of em­bra­cing a child of our blood.”

				This was well un­der­stood at the of­fice, and suit­ors were not lack­ing for Cor­alie’s hand. It was said that Maze him­self, the hand­some Maze, the li­on of the bur­eau, hovered around fath­er Cach­elin with a palp­able in­tent. But the former ser­geant, who had roamed through all lat­it­udes, wanted a young man with a fu­ture, a young man who would be chief, and who would be able to make some re­turn to him, the old clerk. Les­able suited him to a nicety, and he cast about in his mind for a means of at­tach­ing him to him­self.

				All of a sud­den he sat up­right, strik­ing his hands to­geth­er. He had found it. He well un­der­stood the weak­ness of each one of his col­leagues. Les­able could be ap­proached only through his van­ity, his pro­fes­sion­al van­ity. He would go to him and de­mand his pro­tec­tion as one goes to a sen­at­or or a deputy—as one goes to a high per­son­age.

				Not hav­ing had any pro­mo­tion for five years, Cach­elin con­sidered him­self as cer­tain to ob­tain one this year. He would make it ap­pear then that he owed it to Les­able, and would in­vite him to din­ner as a means of thank­ing him.

				As soon as his pro­ject was con­ceived he began to put it in­to ex­e­cu­tion. He took off his of­fice jack­et, put on his coat, and, gath­er­ing up all the re­gistered pa­pers which con­cerned the ser­vices of his col­league, he betook him­self to the of­fice which Les­able oc­cu­pied all alone, by spe­cial fa­vour, be­cause of his zeal and the im­port­ance of his func­tions.

				The young man was writ­ing at a great table, covered with bundles of doc­u­ments and loose pa­pers numbered with red or blue fig­ures.

				As soon as he saw the chief-clerk enter, he said in a fa­mil­i­ar tone, which also be­tokened con­sid­er­a­tion: “Well, my dear fel­low, do you bring me a lot of busi­ness?”

				“Yes, a good deal. And then I want to speak to you.”

				“Sit down, my friend; I am listen­ing.”

				Cach­elin seated him­self, coughed, put on a troubled look, and fi­nally said in a des­pond­ent tone:

				“This is what brings me here, Mon­sieur Les­able. I will not beat about the bush. I will be frank like an old sol­dier. I have come to de­mand a ser­vice of you.”

				“What is it?”

				“In few words, I wish very much to be pro­moted this year. I have nobody to help me, and I have thought of you.”

				Les­able reddened some­what. He was sur­prised, flattered, and filled with a pleased con­fu­sion. How­ever, he replied:

				“But I am nobody here, my friend. I am much less than you, who are go­ing to be prin­cip­al clerk. I can do noth­ing. Be­lieve me that if—”

				Cach­elin cut him short with re­spect­ful brusque­ness: “Oh, non­sense. You have the ear of the chief, and if you speak a word for me I shall get it. Re­mem­ber that in eight­een months I shall have the right to re­tire, and I shall be just five hun­dred francs to the bad if I ob­tain noth­ing on the first of Janu­ary. I know very well that they say: ‘Cach­elin is all right; his sis­ter has a mil­lion.’ It is true enough that my sis­ter has a mil­lion, but she doesn’t give any of it away. It is also true that her for­tune is for my daugh­ter, but my daugh­ter and I are two dif­fer­ent per­sons. I shall be in a nice fix if, when my daugh­ter and my son-in-law are rolling in their car­riage, I have noth­ing to eat. You see my po­s­i­tion, do you not?”

				Les­able agreed. “It is true—what you say is very true. Your son-in-law may not be well dis­posed to­ward you. Be­sides, one is al­ways more at ease when ow­ing noth­ing to any­body. Well, I prom­ise you I shall do my best; I shall speak to the chief, place the case be­fore him, and shall in­sist if it be ne­ces­sary. Count on me!”

				Cach­elin rose, took the hands of his col­league, and press­ing them hard while he shook them in mil­it­ary fash­ion, stammered: “Thank you, thank you; be­lieve me, if ever I have the op­por­tun­ity—if I can ever—” He stopped, not be­ing able to fin­ish what he had be­gun, and went away mak­ing the cor­ridor re­sound with the rhyth­mic­al tread of an old troop­er.

				But he heard from afar the sharp ring of a bell and he began to run. He knew that ring. It was the chief, M. Torchebeuf, who wanted him.

				Eight days later Cach­elin found one morn­ing on his desk a sealed let­ter, which con­tained the fol­low­ing:

				
					My Dear Col­league: I am happy to an­nounce to you that the min­is­ter, at the in­stance of our dir­ect­or and our chief, yes­ter­day signed your nom­in­a­tion to the po­s­i­tion of prin­cip­al clerk. You will re­ceive to­mor­row your of­fi­cial no­ti­fic­a­tion. Un­til then you know noth­ing, you un­der­stand?

					
						Yours ever,

						Les­able.

					
				

				César ran at once to the of­fice of his young col­league, thanked him, ex­cused him­self, offered his ever­last­ing de­vo­tion, over­whelmed him with his grat­it­ude.

				It was known on the mor­row that MM. Les­able and Cach­elin had each been pro­moted. The oth­er em­ploy­ees must wait an­oth­er year, re­ceiv­ing by way of com­pens­a­tion a gra­tu­ity which var­ied from one hun­dred and fifty to three hun­dred francs.

				M. Bois­sel de­clared that he would lie in wait for Les­able at the corner of the street at mid­night some night and give him a drub­bing which would leave its mark. The oth­er clerks kept si­lent.

				The fol­low­ing Monday, on his ar­rival, Cach­elin went to the of­fice of his pro­tect­or, entered with solem­nity, and in a ce­re­mo­ni­ous tone said: “I hope that you will do me the hon­our to dine with us dur­ing the New Year hol­i­days. You may choose the day your­self.”

				The young man, some­what sur­prised, raised his head and looked his col­league full in the face. Then he replied without re­mov­ing his eyes, that he might read the thoughts of the oth­er: “But, my dear fel­low you see—all my even­ings are prom­ised here for some time to come.”

				Cach­elin in­sisted in a good-hu­moured tone: “Oh, but, I say, you will not dis­ap­point us by re­fus­ing, after the ser­vice that you have rendered me. I beg you in the name of my fam­ily and in mine.”

				Les­able hes­it­ated, per­plexed. He had un­der­stood well enough, but he did not know what to reply, not hav­ing had time to re­flect and to weigh the pros and the cons. At last he thought: “I com­mit my­self to noth­ing by go­ing to din­ner,” and he ac­cep­ted with a sat­is­fied air, choos­ing the Sat­urday fol­low­ing. He ad­ded, smil­ing: “So that I shall not have to get up too soon the next morn­ing.”

			
			
				II

				M. Cach­elin lived in a small apart­ment on the fifth floor of a house at the up­per end of the Rue Rochech­ou­art. There was a bal­cony from which one could see all Par­is, and three rooms, one for his sis­ter, one for his daugh­ter, and one for him­self. The din­ing room served also for a par­lour.

				He oc­cu­pied him­self dur­ing the whole week in pre­par­ing for this din­ner. The menu was dis­cussed at great length, in or­der that they might have a re­past which should be at the same time home­like and el­eg­ant. The fol­low­ing was fi­nally de­cided upon: A con­som­mé with eggs, shrimps and saus­age for hors d’oeuvre, a lob­ster, a fine chick­en, pre­served peas, a pâté de foie gras, a salad, an ice, and dessert.

				The foie gras was ordered from a neigh­bour­ing pork butcher with the in­junc­tion to fur­nish the best qual­ity. The pot alone cost three francs and a half.

				For the wine, Cach­elin ap­plied to the wine mer­chant at the corner who sup­plied him with the red bever­age with which he or­din­ar­ily quenched his thirst. He did not want to go to a big deal­er reas­on­ing thus: “The small deal­ers find few oc­ca­sions to sell their best brands. On this ac­count they keep them a long time in their cel­lars, and they are there­fore bet­ter.”

				He came home at the earli­est pos­sible hour on Sat­urday to as­sure him­self that all was ready. The maid who opened the door for him was red as a to­mato, for she had lighted her fire at mid­day through fear of not be­ing ready in time, and had roas­ted her face at it all day. Emo­tion also ex­cited her. He entered the din­ing room to in­spect everything. In the middle of the little room the round table made a great white spot un­der the bright light of a lamp covered with a green shade.

				The four plates were al­most con­cealed by nap­kins fol­ded in the form of an arch­bish­op’s miter by Mlle. Cach­elin, the aunt, and were flanked by knives and forks of white met­al. In front of each stood two glasses, one large and one small. César found this in­suf­fi­cient at a glance, and he called: “Char­lotte!”

				The door at the left opened and a little old wo­man ap­peared. Older than her broth­er by ten years, she had a nar­row face framed with white ring­lets. She did these up in pa­pers every night.

				Her thin voice seemed too weak for her little bent body, and she moved with a slightly drag­ging step and tired ges­tures.

				They had said of her when she was young: “What a dear little creature!”

				She was now a shriv­elled up old wo­man, very clean be­cause of her early train­ing, head­strong, spoiled, nar­row-minded, fas­ti­di­ous, and eas­ily ir­rit­ated. Hav­ing be­come very de­vout, she seemed to have totally for­got­ten the ad­ven­tures of her past.

				She asked: “What do you want?”

				He replied: “I find that two glasses do not make much of a show. If we could have cham­pagne—it would not cost me more than three or four francs; we have the glasses already, and it would en­tirely change the as­pect of the table.”

				Mlle. Char­lotte replied: “I do not see the use of go­ing to that ex­pense. But you are pay­ing; it does not con­cern me.”

				He hes­it­ated, seek­ing to con­vince him­self:

				“I as­sure you it would be much bet­ter. And then, with the cake it would make things more lively.” This de­cided him. He took his hat and went down­stairs, re­turn­ing in five minutes with a bottle un­der his arm which bore on a large white la­bel, or­na­men­ted with an enorm­ous coat of arms, the words: “Grand vin mous­seux de Cham­pagne du Comte de Cha­tel-Rénovau.”

				Cach­elin de­clared: “It cost only three francs, and the man says it is de­li­cious.”

				He took the cham­pagne glasses from the cup­board and placed them be­fore each place.

				The door at the right opened. His daugh­ter entered. She was a tall girl with firm, rosy flesh—a hand­some daugh­ter of a strong race. She had chest­nut hair and blue eyes. A simple gown out­lined her round and supple fig­ure; her voice was strong, al­most the voice of a man, with those deep notes which make the nerves vi­brate. She cried: “Heav­ens! Cham­pagne! What luck!” clap­ping her hands like a child.

				Her fath­er said to her: “I wish you to be par­tic­u­larly nice to this gen­tle­man; he has done such a lot for me.”

				She began to laugh—a son­or­ous laugh, which said: “I know.”

				The bell in the ves­ti­bule rang. The doors opened and closed and Les­able ap­peared.

				He wore a black coat, a white cravat, and white gloves. He cre­ated a stir. Cach­elin sprang for­ward, em­bar­rassed and de­lighted: “But, my dear fel­low, this is among ourselves. See me—I am in or­din­ary dress.”

				The young man replied: “I know, you told me so; but I nev­er go out in the even­ing without my dress-coat.” He sa­luted, his op­era-hat un­der his arm, a flower in his but­ton­hole. César presen­ted him: “My sis­ter, Mlle. Char­lotte; my daugh­ter Cor­alie, whom at home we call Cora.”

				Every­body bowed. Cach­elin con­tin­ued: “We have no salon. It is rather trouble­some, but one gets used to it.”

				Les­able replied: “It is charm­ing.”

				Then he was re­lieved of his hat, which he wished to hang up, and he began im­me­di­ately to draw off his gloves.

				They sat down and looked at one an­oth­er across the table, and no one said any­thing more un­til Cach­elin asked: “Did the chief re­main late to­night? I left very early to help the ladies.”

				Les­able replied in a care­less tone: “No, we went away to­geth­er, be­cause we were ob­liged to dis­cuss the mat­ter of the pay­ment for the can­vasses at Brest. It is a very com­plic­ated af­fair, which will give us a great deal of trouble.”

				Cach­elin be­lieved he ought to bring his sis­ter in­to the con­ver­sa­tion, and turn­ing to her said: “It is M. Les­able who de­cides all the dif­fi­cult ques­tions at the of­fice. One might say that he was the deputy chief.”

				The old spin­ster bowed po­litely, say­ing: “Oh, I know that Mon­sieur has great cap­ab­il­it­ies.”

				The maid entered, push­ing open the door with her knee, and hold­ing aloft with both hands a great soup tur­een. Then the mas­ter of the house cried: “Come—din­ner! Sit there, M. Les­able, between my sis­ter and my daugh­ter. I hope you are not afraid of the ladies,” and the din­ner began.

				Les­able made him­self agree­able, with a little air of self-suf­fi­ciency, al­most of con­des­cen­sion, and he glanced now and then at the young girl, as­ton­ished at her fresh­ness, at her beau­ti­ful, ap­pet­ising health. Mlle. Char­lotte showed her best side, know­ing the in­ten­tions of her broth­er, and she took part in the con­ver­sa­tion so long as it was con­fined to com­mon­place top­ics. Cach­elin was ra­di­ant; he talked and joked in a loud voice while he poured out the wine bought an hour pre­vi­ous at the store on the corner: “A glass of this little Bur­gundy, M. Les­able. I do not say that it is any­thing re­mark­able, but it is good; it is from the cel­lar and it is pure—I can say that much. We get it from some friends down there.”

				The young girl said noth­ing; a little red, a little shy, she was awed by the pres­ence of this man, whose thoughts she sus­pec­ted.

				When the lob­ster ap­peared, César de­clared: “Here comes a per­son­age whose ac­quaint­ance I shall be glad to make.”

				Les­able, smil­ing, told a story of a writer who had called the lob­ster “the car­din­al of the seas,” not know­ing that be­fore be­ing cooked the an­im­al was a dark green­ish black. Cach­elin laughed with all his might, re­peat­ing: “Ha, ha, ha! that is first rate!” But Mlle. Char­lotte, be­com­ing ser­i­ous, said sharply:

				“I do not see any­thing amus­ing in that. That gen­tle­man was an im­prop­er per­son. I un­der­stand all kinds of pleas­ant­ries, but I am op­posed to any­thing which casts ri­dicule on the clergy in my pres­ence.”

				The young man, who wished to please the old maid, profited by this oc­ca­sion to make a pro­fes­sion of the Cath­ol­ic faith. He spoke of the bad taste of those who treated great truths with light­ness. And in con­clu­sion he said: “For my­self I re­spect and ven­er­ate the re­li­gion of my fath­ers; I have been brought up in it, and I will re­main in it till my death.”

				Cach­elin laughed no longer. He rolled little crumbs of bread between his fin­ger and thumb while he mur­mured: “That’s right, that’s right.” Then he changed the con­ver­sa­tion, and, with an im­pulse nat­ur­al to those who fol­low the same routine every day, he said: “Our hand­some Maze—must have been furi­ous at not hav­ing been pro­moted?”

				Les­able smiled. “Well, why not? To every­one ac­cord­ing to his deserts.” And they con­tin­ued talk­ing about the min­istry, which in­ter­ested every­body, for the two wo­men knew the em­ploy­ees al­most as well as Cach­elin him­self, through hear­ing them spoken of every day.

				Mlle. Char­lotte was par­tic­u­larly pleased to hear about Bois­sel, on ac­count of his ro­mantic spir­it, and the ad­ven­tures he was al­ways telling about, while Cora was secretly in­ter­ested in the hand­some Maze. They had nev­er seen either of the men, how­ever.

				Les­able talked about them with a su­per­i­or air, as a min­is­ter might have done in speak­ing of his staff.

				“Maze is not lack­ing in a cer­tain kind of mer­it, but when one wishes to ac­com­plish any­thing it is ne­ces­sary to work harder than he does. He is fond of so­ci­ety and of pleas­ure. All that dis­tracts the mind; he will nev­er ad­vance much on this ac­count. He will be an As­sist­ant Sec­ret­ary, per­haps, thanks to the in­flu­ence he com­mands, but noth­ing more. As for Pit­o­let, he is a good clerk, I must say. He has a su­per­fi­cial el­eg­ance which can­not be gain­said, but noth­ing deep. There is a young man whom one could nev­er put at the head of an im­port­ant bur­eau, but who can al­ways be util­ised by an in­tel­li­gent chief who would lay out his work for him.”

				“And M. Bois­sel?” asked Mlle. Char­lotte.

				Les­able shrugged his shoulders: “A poor chap, a poor chap. He can see noth­ing in its prop­er pro­por­tions, and is con­tinu­ally ima­gin­ing won­der­ful stor­ies while half asleep. To us he is of no earthly use.”

				Cach­elin began to laugh. “But the best of all,” he de­clared, “is old fath­er Savon.”

				Then every­body laughed.

				After that they talked of the theatres and the dif­fer­ent plays of the year. Les­able judged the dra­mat­ic lit­er­at­ure of the day with the same au­thor­ity, con­cisely clas­si­fy­ing the au­thors, de­term­in­ing the strength and weak­ness of each, with the as­sur­ance of a man who be­lieves him­self to be in­fal­lible and uni­ver­sal.

				They had fin­ished the roast. César now un­covered the pot of foie gras with the most del­ic­ate pre­cau­tions, which made one ima­gine the con­tents to be some­thing won­der­ful. He said: “I do not know if this one will be a suc­cess, but gen­er­ally they are per­fect. We get them from a cous­in who lives in Stras­burg.”

				With re­spect­ful de­lib­er­a­tion each one ate the butcher’s pâté in its little yel­low pot.

				But dis­aster came with the ice. It was a sauce, a soup, a clear li­quid which floated in the dish. The little maid had begged the pastry cook’s boy, who brought the ice at sev­en o’clock, to take it out of the mold him­self, fear­ing that she would not know how.

				Cach­elin, in des­pair, wished to make her carry it back again; then he calmed him­self at the thought of the Twelfth Night cake, which he di­vided with great mys­tery as though it con­tained a prime secret. All fixed their gaze on the sym­bol­ic cake, then Mlle. Char­lotte dir­ec­ted that each one close his eyes while tak­ing a piece.

				Who would be the king? A child­ish, ex­pect­ant smile was on the lips of every­one. M. Les­able uttered a little “ah” of as­ton­ish­ment, and showed between his thumb and fore­finger a great white bean still covered with pastry. Cach­elin began to ap­plaud, then cried: “Choose the queen! choose the queen!”

				The king hes­it­ated an in­stant only. Would it not be a polit­ic act to choose Mlle. Char­lotte? She would be flattered, brought over, his friend ever after! Then he re­flec­ted that it was really Mlle. Cora for whom he had been in­vited, and that he would seem like a ninny in choos­ing the aunt. He turned to­ward his youth­ful neigh­bor, and hand­ing her the roy­al bean said: “Ma­demois­elle, will you per­mit me to of­fer it to you?” And they looked one an­oth­er in the face for the first time.

				She replied: “Thank you, Mon­sieur,” and re­ceived the gage of sov­er­eignty.

				He thought: “She is enorm­ously pretty, this girl. Her eyes are su­perb. She is gay, too, if I am not mis­taken!”

				A sharp det­on­a­tion made the two wo­men jump. Cach­elin had just opened the cham­pagne, which es­caped from the bottle and ran over the table­cloth. Then the glasses were filled with the frothy stuff and the host de­clared: “It is of good qual­ity, one can see that.” But as Les­able was about to drink to pre­vent his glass from run­ning over, César cried: “The king drinks! the king drinks! the king drinks!” And Mlle. Char­lotte, also ex­cited, squeaked in her thin voice: “The king drinks! the king drinks!”

				Les­able emp­tied his glass with com­pos­ure, and re­pla­cing it on the table said: “You see I am not lack­ing in as­sur­ance.” Then turn­ing to­ward Mlle. Cora he said: “It is yours, Ma­demois­elle!”

				She wished to drink, but every­body hav­ing cried: “The queen drinks! the queen drinks!” she blushed, began to laugh, and put the glass down again.

				The end of the din­ner was full of gaiety; the king showed him­self most at­tent­ive and gal­lant to­ward the queen. Then when they had fin­ished the li­queurs, Cach­elin an­nounced:

				“We will have the table cleared away now to give us more room. If it is not rain­ing, we can go to the bal­cony for a few minutes.” He wanted Les­able to see the view, al­though it was night.

				The glass door was thrown open. A moist, warm breeze entered. It was mild out­doors as in the month of April. They all moun­ted the step which sep­ar­ated the din­ing room from the large bal­cony. They could see noth­ing but a vague glim­mer hov­er­ing over the great city, like the gilt halos which they put on the heads of the saints. In some spots this light seemed more bril­liant, and Cach­elin began to ex­plain:

				“See, that is the Eden blaz­ing down there. Look at the line of the boulevards. Isn’t it won­der­ful, how you can dis­tin­guish them! In the day­time it is splen­did, this view. You would have to travel a long way be­fore you saw any­thing finer!”

				Les­able was lean­ing on the iron bal­us­trade, by the side of Cora, who gazed in­to the void, si­lent, dis­traught, seized of a sud­den with one of those mel­an­choly lan­guors which some­times op­press the soul. Mlle. Char­lotte re­turned to the room, fear­ing the damp. Cach­elin con­tin­ued to speak, his out­stretched hand in­dic­at­ing the places where they would find the In­val­ides, the Tro­cadéro, the Arc de Tri­omphe.

				Les­able in a low voice asked: “And you, Mlle. Cora, do you like to look at Par­is from this height?”

				She gave a little shiver, as though she had been dream­ing and answered: “I? Yes, es­pe­cially at night. I think of all the things which are hap­pen­ing there in front of us. How many happy people and how many who are un­happy in all these houses! If one could see everything, how many things one might learn!”

				He came a little near­er, un­til their el­bows and their shoulders touched:

				“By moon­light this should be like fairy­land.”

				She mur­mured: “Ah, yes, in­deed. One would say it was an en­grav­ing by Gust­ave Doré. What a pleas­ure it would be to take a long walk on these roofs.”

				Then he ques­tioned her re­gard­ing her tastes, her dreams, her pleas­ures. And she replied without em­bar­rass­ment, after the man­ner of an in­tel­li­gent, sens­ible girl—one who was not more ima­gin­at­ive than was ne­ces­sary.

				He found her full of good sense, and he said to him­self that it would be won­der­fully sweet to put his arm about that firm, round fig­ure, and to press a score of little slow kisses, as one drinks in little sips of ex­cel­lent brandy, on that fresh cheek, near the ear, just where a ray from the lamp fell upon it. He felt him­self at­trac­ted, moved by the sen­sa­tion of the prox­im­ity of a beau­ti­ful wo­man, by the thirst for her ripe and vir­gin­al flesh and by that del­ic­ate se­duct­ive in­flu­ence a young girl pos­sesses. It seemed to him he could re­main there for hours, nights, weeks, forever, lean­ing to­wards her, feel­ing her near to him, thrilled by the charm of that con­tact. And some­thing like a po­et­ic sen­ti­ment stirred his heart in the face of that great Par­is, spread out be­fore him, bril­liant in her noc­turn­al life, her life of pleas­ure and de­bauch­ery. It seemed to him that he dom­in­ated the enorm­ous city, that he hovered over it; and he thought how de­li­cious it would be to re­cline every even­ing on such a bal­cony be­side a wo­man, to love her and be loved by her, to press her to his breast, far above the vast city, and all the earthly loves it con­tained, above all the vul­gar sat­is­fac­tions and com­mon de­sires, near to the stars.

				There are nights when even the least ex­al­ted souls be­gin to dream, and Les­able felt as though he were spread­ing his wings for the first time. Per­haps he was a little tipsy.

				Cach­elin went in­side to get his pipe, and came back light­ing it. “I know,” he said, “that you do not smoke or I would of­fer you a ci­gar­ette. There is noth­ing more de­light­ful than to smoke here. If I had to live on the ground floor I should die. We could do it if we wanted to, for the house be­longs to my sis­ter, as well as the two neigh­bour­ing ones—the one on the right and the one on the left. She has a nice little rev­en­ue from these alone. They did not cost a great deal, either, when she bought them.” And turn­ing to­ward the win­dow he cried: “How much did you pay for the ground here, Char­lotte?”

				Then the thin voice of the old spin­ster was heard speak­ing. Les­able could only hear broken frag­ments of the sen­tences: “In eight­een hun­dred and sixty-three—thirty-five francs—built af­ter­ward—the three houses—a banker—sold for at least five hun­dred thou­sand francs—”

				She talked of her for­tune with the com­pla­cency of an old sol­dier who reels off stor­ies of his cam­paigns. She enu­mer­ated her pur­chases, the high of­fers she had since had, the rise in val­ues, etc.

				Les­able, im­me­di­ately in­ter­ested, turned about, rest­ing now his back against the bal­us­trade of the bal­cony. But as he still caught only tan­tal­iz­ing scraps of what the old wo­man said, he brusquely left his young com­pan­ion and went with­in where he might hear everything; and seat­ing him­self be­side Ma­demois­elle Char­lotte con­versed with her for a long time on the prob­able in­crease in rents and what in­come should ac­crue from money well placed in stocks and bonds. He left to­ward mid­night, prom­ising to re­turn.

				A month later there was noth­ing talked about in the whole of­fice but the mar­riage of Jacques Léo­pold Les­able with Ma­demois­elle Céleste Cor­alie Cach­elin.

			
			
				III

				The young people began house­keep­ing on the same floor with Cach­elin and Mlle. Char­lotte, in an apart­ment sim­il­ar to theirs from which the ten­ant was ex­pelled.

				A cer­tain un­eas­i­ness, how­ever, dis­turbed the mind of Les­able: the aunt had not wished to as­sure her her­it­age to Cora by any defin­it­ive act. She had, how­ever, con­sen­ted to swear “be­fore God” that her will was made and de­pos­ited with Maître Bel­homme, the not­ary. She had prom­ised, moreover, that her en­tire for­tune should re­vert to her niece on one sole con­di­tion. Be­ing pressed to re­veal this con­di­tion she re­fused to ex­plain her­self, but averred with a little ami­able smile that it was very easy of ful­fill­ment.

				Not­with­stand­ing these ex­plan­a­tions and the stub­born­ness of the pi­ous old wo­man, Les­able thought he ought to have fur­ther as­sur­ance; but, as the young wo­man pleased him greatly, his de­sire tri­umphed over his in­cer­ti­tude, and he yiel­ded to the de­term­ined ef­forts of Cach­elin.

				Now he was happy, not­with­stand­ing that he was al­ways tor­men­ted by a doubt, and he loved his wife, who had in no­wise dis­ap­poin­ted his ex­pect­a­tions. His life flowed along, tran­quil and mono­ton­ous. He be­came, in sev­er­al weeks, per­fectly in­ured to his new po­s­i­tion of mar­ried man, and he con­tin­ued to be the same faith­ful and ac­com­plished em­ploy­ee as formerly.

				A year rolled away. The first of the year came round again. He did not re­ceive, to his great sur­prise, the pro­mo­tion on which he had coun­ted. Maze and Pit­o­let alone passed to the grade above, and Bois­sel de­clared con­fid­en­tially to Cach­elin that he had prom­ised him­self to give his two fel­low-clerks a good thrash­ing at the main en­trance be­fore every­body. But he did noth­ing.

				For a whole week Les­able did not sleep a wink be­cause of the an­guish he felt at not hav­ing been pro­moted, des­pite his zeal. He had been work­ing like a dog; he had filled the place of the as­sist­ant-chief, M. Rabot, who had been in the hos­pit­al of Val-de-Grâce for nine months; he had been com­ing to the of­fice at half past eight every morn­ing, re­main­ing un­til half past six in the even­ing. What more could they ask? If they could not ap­pre­ci­ate such faith­ful ser­vice he would do like the oth­ers, that was all. To every­one ac­cord­ing to his deserts. How could M. Torchebeuf, who had al­ways treated him like a son, have sac­ri­ficed him thus? He wanted to get at the bot­tom of the thing. He would go to the chief and have an ex­plan­a­tion with him.

				On Monday morn­ing, there­fore, be­fore the ar­rival of his com­rades, he knocked at the door of that po­tentate.

				A sharp voice cried: “Come in!” He entered.

				Seated be­fore a great table strewn with pa­pers, his little body bent over a writ­ing-pad which his big head al­most touched, M. Torchebeuf was busily writ­ing. On see­ing his fa­vor­ite em­ploy­ee he said cheer­fully: “Good morn­ing, Les­able; you are well?”

				The young man replied: “Good morn­ing, dear mas­ter, I am very well; and you?”

				The chief ceased writ­ing and turned about in his re­volving chair. His frail, slender body, clad in a black sur­tout of severe cut, seemed ri­dicu­lously dis­pro­por­tioned to the great leath­er-covered chair. The bril­liant rosette of an of­ficer of the Le­gion of Hon­our, a hun­dred times too large for the small body which it dec­or­ated, burned like a live coal upon his nar­row chest. His skull was of con­sid­er­able size, as though the en­tire de­vel­op­ment of the in­di­vidu­al had been at the top, after the man­ner of mush­rooms.

				His chin was poin­ted, his cheeks hol­low, his eyes pro­trud­ing, and his great bul­ging fore­head was sur­moun­ted with white hair which he wore thrown back­ward.

				M. Torchebeuf said: “Sit down, my friend, and tell me what brings you here.”

				To­ward all the oth­er clerks he dis­played a mil­it­ary brusque­ness, con­sid­er­ing him­self to be their cap­tain, for the min­istry was to him as a great ves­sel, the flag­ship of all the French fleet.

				Les­able, some­what moved, a little pale, stammered: “Dear mas­ter, I come to ask you if I have been lack­ing in any way.”

				“Cer­tainly not, my dear fel­low; why do you ask me such a ques­tion?”

				“Be­cause I was a little sur­prised at not re­ceiv­ing my pro­mo­tion this year, as in former years. Al­low me to fin­ish my ex­plan­a­tion, dear mas­ter, and par­don my au­da­city. I know that I have ob­tained from you ex­cep­tion­al fa­vours and un­looked-for ad­vant­ages. I know that pro­mo­tions are only made, as a gen­er­al thing, every two or three years; but per­mit me to re­mind you that I fur­nish the bur­eau with nearly four times the amount of work of an or­din­ary em­ploy­ee, and at least twice as much time. If, then, you put in the bal­ance the res­ult of labor and the re­nu­mer­a­tion, you will cer­tainly find the one far out­weighs the oth­er.”

				He had care­fully pre­pared this speech, which he judged to be ex­cel­lent.

				M. Torchebeuf, sur­prised, hes­it­ated be­fore reply­ing. At length he said in a rather cool tone: “Al­though it is not ad­miss­ible, on prin­ciple, that these sub­jects should be dis­cussed between chief and em­ploy­ee, I am will­ing to reply for this once to your ques­tion re­gard­ing your very mer­it­ori­ous ser­vices.

				“I pro­posed your name for pro­mo­tion as in pre­ced­ing years. The chief, how­ever, crossed out your name on the ground that by your mar­riage your for­tune was as­sured. You are to come in­to an in­her­it­ance such as your mod­est col­leagues can nev­er hope to pos­sess. Is it not, there­fore, just to take in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the con­di­tion of each one? You will be rich, very rich. Three hun­dred francs more per year will be as noth­ing to you, where­as this little in­crease will count for a great deal in the pock­ets of the oth­ers. There, my friend, you have the reas­on why you re­main sta­tion­ary this year.”

				Les­able, ir­rit­ated and covered with con­fu­sion, re­tired.

				That even­ing at din­ner he was dis­agree­able to his wife. She, how­ever, was gay and pleas­ant as usu­al. Al­though she was of an even tem­per, she was head­strong, and when she de­sired any­thing greatly she nev­er yiel­ded her point. She pos­sessed no longer for him the sen­su­al charm of the early days, and al­though he still looked upon her with the eye of de­sire, for she was fresh and charm­ing, he ex­per­i­enced at times that dis­il­lu­sion so near to es­trange­ment which soon comes to two be­ings who live a com­mon life. The thou­sand trivi­al or grot­esque de­tails of ex­ist­ence, the loose toi­lettes of the morn­ing, the com­mon lin­en robe-de-chambre, the faded peignoir, for they were not rich, and all the ne­ces­sary home du­ties which are seen too near at hand in a poor house­hold—all these things took the glam­our from mar­riage and withered the flower of po­etry which, from a dis­tance, is so at­tract­ive to lov­ers.

				Aunt Char­lotte also rendered her­self as dis­agree­able as pos­sible. She nev­er went out, but stayed in­doors and busied her­self in everything which con­cerned the two young people. She wished everything con­duc­ted in ac­cord­ance with her no­tions, made ob­ser­va­tions on everything, and as they had a hor­rible fear of of­fend­ing her, they bore it all with resig­na­tion, but also with a sup­pressed and ever-in­creas­ing ex­as­per­a­tion.

				She went through their apart­ment with her slow, drag­ging step, con­stantly say­ing in her sharp, nas­al voice: “You ought to do this; you cer­tainly ought to do that.”

				When the hus­band and wife found them­selves alone to­geth­er, Les­able, who was a per­fect bundle of nerves, would cry out: “Your aunt is grow­ing in­tol­er­able. I won’t stand her here any longer, do you hear? I won’t stand it!” And Cora would reply tran­quilly: “What do you want me to do?”

				Then fly­ing in­to a pas­sion he would say: “It is dread­ful to have such a fam­ily!”

				And she, still calm, would reply: “Yes, the fam­ily is dread­ful, but the in­her­it­ance is good, isn’t it? Now don’t be an im­be­cile. You have as much in­terest as I in man­aging Aunt Char­lotte.”

				Then he would be si­lent, not know­ing what to say.

				The aunt now har­ried them un­ceas­ingly on the sub­ject of a child. She pushed Les­able in­to corners and hissed in his face: “My neph­ew, I in­tend that you shall be a fath­er be­fore I die. I want to see my little heir. You can­not make me be­lieve that Cora was not made to be a moth­er. It is only ne­ces­sary to look at her. When one gets mar­ried, my neph­ew, it is to have a fam­ily—to send out little branches. Our holy moth­er, the Church, for­bids sterile mar­riages. I know very well that you are not rich, and that a child causes ex­tra ex­pense. But after me you will want for noth­ing. I want a little Les­able, do you un­der­stand? I want him.”

				When, after fif­teen months of mar­riage, her de­sire was not yet real­ized, she began to have doubts and be­came very ur­gent; and she gave Cora in private ad­vice—prac­tic­al ad­vice, that of a wo­man who has known many things in her time, and who has still the re­col­lec­tion of them on oc­ca­sion.

				But one morn­ing she was not able to rise from her bed, feel­ing very un­well. As she had nev­er been ill be­fore, Cach­elin ran in great agit­a­tion to the door of his son-in-law: “Run quickly for Dr. Barb­ette,” he said, “and you will tell the chief, won’t you, that I shall not be at the of­fice today.”

				Les­able passed an ag­on­iz­ing day, in­cap­able of work­ing him­self, or of giv­ing dir­ec­tions to the oth­er clerks. M. Torchebeuf, sur­prised, re­marked: “You are some­what dis­traught today, M. Les­able.” And Les­able answered nervously: “I am greatly fa­tigued, dear mas­ter; I have passed the en­tire night at the bed­side of our aunt, whose con­di­tion is very ser­i­ous.”

				The chief replied coldly: “As M. Cach­elin is with her I think that should suf­fice. I can­not al­low my bur­eau to be dis­or­gan­ized for the per­son­al reas­ons of my em­ploy­ees.”

				Les­able had placed his watch on the table be­fore him, and he waited for five o’clock with fe­ver­ish im­pa­tience. As soon as the big clock in the grand court struck he hur­ried away, quit­ting the of­fice, for the first time, at the reg­u­lar hour.

				He even took a cab to re­turn home, so great was his anxi­ety, and he moun­ted the stair­case at a run. The nurse opened the door; he stammered: “How is she?”

				“The doc­tor says that she is very low.”

				His heart began to beat rap­idly. He was greatly agit­ated. “Ah, in­deed!”

				Could she, by any chance, be go­ing to die?

				He did not dare to go in­to the sick wo­man’s cham­ber now, and he asked that Cach­elin, who was watch­ing by her side, be called.

				His fath­er-in-law ap­peared im­me­di­ately, open­ing the door with pre­cau­tion. He had on his dress­ing-gown and skullcap, as on the pleas­ant even­ings which he passed in the corner by the fire; and he mur­mured in a low voice: “It’s very bad, very bad. She has been un­con­scious since four o’clock. She even re­ceived the vi­atic­um this af­ter­noon.”

				Then Les­able felt a weak­ness des­cend­ing in­to his legs, and he sat down.

				“Where is my wife?”

				“She is at the bed­side.”

				“What is it the doc­tor says? Tell me ex­actly.”

				“He says it is a stroke. She may come out of it, but she may also die to­night.”

				“Do you need me? If not, I would rather not go in. It would be very pain­ful to me to see her in this state.”

				“No, go to your own apart­ment. If there is any­thing new I will call you at once.”

				Les­able went to his own quar­ters. The apart­ment seemed to him changed—it was lar­ger, clear­er. But, as he could not keep still, he went out onto the bal­cony.

				They were then in the last days of Ju­ly, and the great sun, on the point of dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind the two towers of the Tro­cadéro, rained fire on the im­mense con­glom­er­a­tion of roofs.

				The sky, a bril­liant shin­ing red at the ho­ri­zon, took on, high­er up, tints of pale gold, then of yel­low, then of green—a del­ic­ate green flecked with light; then it be­came blue—a pure and fresh blue over­head.

				The swal­lows passed like flashes, scarcely vis­ible, paint­ing against the ver­mil­ion sky the curved and fly­ing pro­file of their wings. And above the in­fin­ite num­ber of houses, above the far-off coun­try, floated a rose-tin­ted cloud, a va­pour of fire to­ward which as­cen­ded, as in an apo­theosis, the points of the church-steeples and all the slender pin­nacles of the monu­ments. The Arc de Tri­omphe ap­peared enorm­ous and black against the con­flag­ra­tion on the ho­ri­zon, and the dome of the In­val­ides seemed an­oth­er sun fallen from the firm­a­ment upon the roof of a build­ing.

				Les­able held with his two hands to the iron rail­ing, drink­ing in the air as one drinks of wine, feel­ing a de­sire to leap, to cry out, to make vi­ol­ent ges­tures, so com­pletely was he giv­en over to a pro­found and tri­umphant joy. Life seemed to him ra­di­ant, the fu­ture full of rich­ness! What would he do? And he began to dream.

				A noise be­hind him made him tremble. It was his wife. Her eyes were red, her cheeks slightly swollen: she looked tired. She bent down her fore­head for him to kiss; then she said: “We are go­ing to dine with papa so that we may be near her. The nurse will not leave her while we are eat­ing.”

				He fol­lowed her in­to the next apart­ment.

				Cach­elin was already at table await­ing his daugh­ter and his son-in-law. A cold chick­en, a potato salad, and a com­pote of straw­ber­ries were on the buf­fet, and the soup was smoking in the plates.

				They sat down at table. Cach­elin said: “These are days that I wouldn’t like to see of­ten. They are not gay.” He said this with a tone of in­dif­fer­ence and a sort of sat­is­fac­tion in his face. He set him­self to eat with the ap­pet­ite of a hungry man, find­ing the chick­en ex­cel­lent and the potato salad most re­fresh­ing.

				But Les­able felt his stom­ach op­pressed and his mind ill at ease. He hardly ate at all, keep­ing his ear strained to­ward the next room, which was as still as though no one was with­in it. Nor was Cora hungry, but si­lent and tear­ful she wiped her eyes from time to time with the corner of her nap­kin. Cach­elin asked: “What did the chief say?” and Les­able gave the de­tails, which his fath­er-in-law in­sisted on hav­ing to the last par­tic­u­lar, mak­ing him re­peat everything as though he had been ab­sent from the min­istry for a year.

				“It must have made a sen­sa­tion there when it be­came known that she was sick.” And he began to dream of his glor­i­ous reentry when she should be dead, at the head of all the oth­er clerks. He said, how­ever, as though in reply to a secret re­morse: “It is not that I de­sire any evil to the dear wo­man. God knows I would have her pre­served for many years yet, but it will have that ef­fect all the same. Fath­er Savon will even for­get the Com­mune on ac­count of it.”

				They were com­men­cing to eat their straw­ber­ries, when the door of the sick­room opened. The com­mo­tion among the diners was such that with a com­mon im­pulse all three of them sprang to their feet, ter­ri­fied. The little nurse ap­peared, still pre­serving her calm, stu­pid man­ner, and said tran­quilly:

				“She has stopped breath­ing.”

				Cach­elin, throw­ing his nap­kin among the dishes, sprang for­ward like a mad­man; Cora fol­lowed him, her heart beat­ing; but Les­able re­mained stand­ing near the door, spy­ing from a dis­tance the white spot of the bed, scarcely vis­ible by the light of the dy­ing day. He saw the back of his fath­er-in-law as he stooped over the couch, ex­amin­ing but dis­turb­ing noth­ing; and sud­denly he heard his voice, which seemed to him to come from afar—from very far off—the oth­er end of the world, one of those voices which pass through our dreams and which tell us as­ton­ish­ing things. Cach­elin said: “It is all over. She is dead.” He saw his wife fall upon her knees and bury her face in the bed­clothes, sob­bing. Then he de­cided to go in, and, as Cach­elin straightened him­self up, the young man saw on the white­ness of the pil­low the face of Aunt Char­lotte, so hol­low, so ri­gid, so pale, that with its closed eyes it looked like the face of wax­en fig­ure.

				He asked in a tone of an­guish: “Is it over?”

				Cach­elin, who was gaz­ing at his sis­ter, too, turned to­wards Les­able, and the two men looked at each oth­er.

				“Yes,” replied the eld­er, wish­ing to force his face in­to an ex­pres­sion of sor­row, but the two un­der­stood one an­oth­er at a glance, and without know­ing why, in­stinct­ively, they shook hands, as though each would thank the oth­er for a ser­vice rendered.

				Then, without los­ing any time, they quickly oc­cu­pied them­selves with the of­fices re­quired by the dead.

				Les­able un­der­took to fetch the doc­tor, and to dis­charge as quickly as pos­sible the most ur­gent er­rands.

				He took his hat and ran down the stair­case, in haste to be in the street, to be alone, to breathe, to think, to re­joice in solitude over his good for­tune.

				When he had at­ten­ded to his er­rands, in­stead of re­turn­ing he went across to the boulevard, pos­sessed with a de­sire to see the crowds, to mingle in the move­ment of the happy life of the even­ing. He felt like cry­ing out to the pass­ersby: “I have fifty thou­sand francs a year,” and he walked along, his hands in his pock­ets, stop­ping be­fore the show-win­dows, ex­amin­ing the rich stuffs, the jew­els, the artist­ic fur­niture, with this joy­ous thought: “I can buy these for my­self now.”

				Sud­denly he stopped in front of a mourn­ing store and the start­ling thought came in­to his mind: “What if she is not dead? What if they are mis­taken?”

				And he quickly turned home­ward with this doubt troub­ling his mind.

				On en­ter­ing he de­man­ded: “Has the doc­tor come?”

				Cach­elin replied: “Yes, he has con­firmed the death, and is now writ­ing the cer­ti­fic­ate.”

				They re-entered the death-cham­ber. Cora was still weep­ing, seated in an arm­chair. She wept very gently, without noise, al­most without grief now, with that fa­cil­ity for tears which wo­men have.

				As soon as they were all three alone in the room Cach­elin said in a low voice: “Now that the nurse has gone to bed, we might look around to see if any­thing is con­cealed in the fur­niture.”

				The two men set about the work. They emp­tied the draw­ers, rum­maged through the pock­ets, un­fol­ded every scrap of pa­per. By mid­night they had found noth­ing of in­terest. Cora had fallen asleep, and she snored a little, in a reg­u­lar fash­ion. César said: “Are we go­ing to stay here un­til day­break?” Les­able, per­plexed, thought it was the prop­er thing. Then the fath­er-in-law said: “In that case let us bring in arm­chairs”; and they went out to get the two big, soft easy-chairs which fur­nished the room of the young mar­ried couple.

				An hour later the three re­l­at­ives slept, with un­even snor­ings, be­fore the corpse, icy in its etern­al im­mob­il­ity.

				They awakened when, at day­break, the little nurse entered the cham­ber. Cach­elin im­me­di­ately said, rub­bing his eyes: “I have been a little drowsy for the last half hour.”

				Les­able, who was now sit­ting very up­right, de­clared: “Yes, I no­ticed it very plainly. As for me, I have not lost con­scious­ness for a second; I just closed my eyes to rest them.”

				Cora went to her own room.

				Then Les­able asked with ap­par­ent in­dif­fer­ence:

				“When do you think we should go to the not­ary’s to find out about the will?”

				“Why—this morn­ing if you wish.”

				“Is it ne­ces­sary that Cora should ac­com­pany us?”

				“That would be bet­ter, per­haps, since she is in fact the heir.”

				“In that case I shall go and tell her to get ready.”

				Les­able went out with a quick step.

				The of­fice of Maître Bel­homme was just open­ing its doors when Cach­elin, Les­able and his wife presen­ted them­selves in deep mourn­ing, with faces full of woe.

				The not­ary at once ap­peared and, greet­ing them, bade them sit down. Cach­elin spoke up: “Mon­sieur, you re­mem­ber me: I am the broth­er of Mlle. Char­lotte Cach­elin. These are my daugh­ter and my son-in-law. My poor sis­ter died yes­ter­day; we will bury her to­mor­row. As you are the de­pos­it­ary of her will, we come to ask you if she has not for­mu­lated some re­quest re­l­at­ive to her in­huma­tion, or if you have not some com­mu­nic­a­tion to make to us.”

				The not­ary opened a draw­er, took out an en­vel­ope from which he drew a pa­per, and said:

				“Here, Mon­sieur, is a du­plic­ate of the will, the con­tents of which I will make you ac­quain­ted with im­me­di­ately. The oth­er doc­u­ment, ex­actly sim­il­ar to this, is to re­main in my hands.” And he read:

				
					“I, the un­der­signed, Vic­tor­ine-Char­lotte Cach­elin, here ex­press my last wishes:

					“I leave my en­tire for­tune, amount­ing to about one mil­lion one hun­dred and twenty thou­sand francs, to the chil­dren who will be born of the mar­riage of my niece Céleste-Cor­alie Cach­elin, the pos­ses­sion of the in­come to go to the par­ents un­til the ma­jor­ity of the eld­est of their des­cend­ants.

					“The pro­vi­sions which fol­low reg­u­late the share which shall fall to each child, and the share re­main­ing to the par­ents un­til their death.

					“In the event of my death be­fore my niece has an heir, all my for­tune is to re­main in the hands of my not­ary, for the term of three years, for my wish above ex­pressed to be com­plied with if a child is born dur­ing that time.

					“But in the case of Cor­alie’s not ob­tain­ing from Heav­en a des­cend­ant dur­ing the three years fol­low­ing my death, my for­tune is to be dis­trib­uted, by the hands of my not­ary, among the poor and the be­ne­vol­ent in­sti­tu­tions con­tained in the fol­low­ing list.”

				

				There fol­lowed an in­ter­min­able series of names of com­munit­ies, of so­ci­et­ies, of or­ders, and of in­struc­tions.

				Then Maître Bel­homme po­litely placed the pa­per in the hands of Cach­elin, who stood speech­less with as­ton­ish­ment.

				The not­ary thought he ought to add some­thing by way of ex­plan­a­tion to his vis­it­ors.

				“Mlle. Cach­elin,” said he, “when she did me the hon­our to speak to me for the first time of her pro­ject of mak­ing her will ac­cord­ing to this plan, ex­pressed to me the great de­sire which she had to see an heir of her race. She replied to all my reas­on­ing by a more and more pos­it­ive ex­pres­sion of her wishes, which were based, moreover, on a re­li­gious sen­ti­ment, she hold­ing every sterile uni­on to be the sign of di­vine mal­edic­tion. I have not been able to modi­fy her in­ten­tions in the least. Be­lieve me, I re­gret this fact ex­ceed­ingly.” Then he ad­ded, smil­ing at Cor­alie: “But I do not doubt that the de­sid­er­at­um of the de­ceased will be quickly real­ized.”

				And the three re­l­at­ives went away, too be­wildered to think of any­thing.

				Side by side they walked home, without speak­ing, ashamed and furi­ous, as though they had robbed each oth­er. All of Cora’s grief, even, had sud­denly dis­ap­peared, the in­grat­it­ude of her aunt driv­ing away all dis­pos­i­tion to weep.

				At last Les­able, whose pale lips were drawn with rage, said to his fath­er-in-law:

				“Pass me that pa­per, that I may read it with my own eyes.” Cach­elin handed him the doc­u­ment and the young man began to read. He had stopped on the foot­path and, jostled by the pass­ersby, he stood there scan­ning the words with his pier­cing and prac­tic­al eye. The two oth­ers waited a few steps in front, still si­lent.

				Then he handed back the pa­per, say­ing:

				“There is noth­ing to be done. She has tricked us beau­ti­fully.”

				Cach­elin, who was ir­rit­ated by the fail­ure of his hopes, replied:

				“It was for you to have a child, damn it! You knew well enough that she wanted it long ago.”

				Les­able shrugged his shoulders without an­swer­ing.

				On en­ter­ing they found a crowd of people await­ing them, those whose call­ing brings them where a corpse is. Les­able went to his room, not wish­ing to be bothered, and César spoke roughly to all of them, cry­ing out to them to leave him in peace, de­mand­ing that they get through with it as quickly as pos­sible, think­ing that they were very long in re­liev­ing him of the dead.

				Cora, shut up in her room, made no sound, but after an hour Cach­elin came and rapped on the door of his son-in-law.

				“I come, my dear Léo­pold,” said he, “to sub­mit some re­flec­tions to you, for it is ne­ces­sary to come to some un­der­stand­ing. My opin­ion is that we should give her a be­fit­ting fu­ner­al in or­der to give no hint at the Min­istry of what has happened. We will ar­range about the ex­pense. Be­sides, noth­ing is lost. You have not been mar­ried very long, and it would be too great a mis­for­tune if you had no chil­dren. You must set about it, that’s all. And now to busi­ness. Will you drop in at the Min­istry after a while? I am go­ing to ad­dress the en­vel­opes for the death an­nounce­ments.”

				Les­able grudgingly agreed that his fath­er-in-law was right, and they sat down face to face, each at an end of a long table, to fill in the black-bordered cards.

				Then they lunched. Cora re­appeared, in­dif­fer­ent as though noth­ing of what had passed con­cerned her, and she ate a good deal, hav­ing fas­ted the even­ing be­fore.

				As soon as the meal was fin­ished she re­turned to her room. Les­able left to go to the Min­istry, and Cach­elin in­stalled him­self on the bal­cony, his chair tilted back, in or­der to en­joy a pipe.

				The broad sun of a sum­mer day fell per­pen­dic­u­larly upon the mul­ti­tude of roofs, some of which were pierced with win­dows which blazed as with fire and threw back the dazzling rays which the sight could not sus­tain.

				And Cach­elin, in his shirtsleeves, looked, with his eyes blink­ing un­der this stream of light, upon the green hil­locks far, far away bey­ond the great city, bey­ond the dusty sub­urbs. He thought of how the Seine flowed there, broad, calm, and fresh, at the foot of hills which had trees on their slopes, and how much bet­ter it would be to be ly­ing on one’s stom­ach in that green­ery on the bank of the river, gaz­ing in­to the wa­ter, than to be sit­ting on the burn­ing lead of his bal­cony. And an un­eas­i­ness op­pressed him, the tor­ment­ing thought, the griev­ous sen­sa­tion of their dis­aster, of that un­for­tu­nate, un­ex­pec­ted thing, so much more bit­ter and bru­tal be­cause the hope had been so ar­dent and so long-lived; and he said aloud, as people do in time of great trouble of mind, in the up­root­ing of a fixed idea: “Damned old witch!”

				Be­hind him in the bed­room he heard the move­ments of those who were busy­ing them­selves with the pre­par­a­tions for the fu­ner­al, and the con­tinu­ous noise of the ham­mer which nailed up the coffin. He had not looked at his sis­ter since his vis­it to the law­yer.

				But little by little the warmth, the gaiety, the clear charm of this beau­ti­ful day pen­et­rated to his mind and his soul, and he thought that things were not so des­per­ate. Why should his daugh­ter not have a child? She had not been mar­ried two years yet! His son-in-law ap­peared vig­or­ous, well built, and in good health, al­though small. They would have a child, and then be­sides, by Jupiter, they had to!

				Les­able furt­ively entered the Min­istry and slunk to his room. He found on the table a pa­per bear­ing these words: “The chief wants you.” He made a ges­ture of im­pa­tience. He felt a re­volt against this yoke which had again fallen on his back; then a sud­den and vi­ol­ent de­sire to suc­ceed seized him. He would be chief in his turn, and soon; he would then go high­er still. Without re­mov­ing his frock-coat he went at once to M. Torchebeuf. He presen­ted him­self with one of those sol­emn faces which one as­sumes on sad oc­ca­sions. But there was some­thing more—an ex­pres­sion of sin­cere and pro­found sor­row, that in­vol­un­tary de­jec­tion which a deep dis­ap­point­ment leaves upon the fea­tures.

				The head of the chief was bent over his pa­pers. He raised it sud­denly, and said in a sharp tone: “I have needed you all morn­ing. Why have you not come?”

				Les­able replied: “Dear mas­ter, we have had the mis­for­tune to lose my aunt, Ma­demois­elle Cach­elin, and I have just come to ask you to at­tend the fu­ner­al, which will take place to­mor­row.”

				The frown on the brow of M. Torchebeuf im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared, and he replied with a touch of con­sid­er­a­tion: “That al­ters the case, my dear friend. I thank you and give you the day, for you must have a great deal to at­tend to.”

				But Les­able, de­sir­ing to show his zeal, said: “Thanks, dear mas­ter, everything is fin­ished, and I ex­pec­ted to re­main here un­til the reg­u­lar hour for clos­ing.”

				And he re­turned to his desk.

				The news soon spread, and his fel­lows came from all the de­part­ments to bring him their con­grat­u­la­tion rather than their con­dol­ences, and also to see how he bore him­self. He en­dured their speeches and their looks with the resigned ap­pear­ance of an act­or, and also with a tact which as­ton­ished them.

				“He con­ducts him­self very well,” said some.

				“Well he may,” ad­ded oth­ers; “he ought to be con­tent—lucky dog!”

				Maze, more au­da­cious than any of them, asked with the care­less air of a man of the world: “Do you know ex­actly the amount of the for­tune?”

				Les­able replied in a per­fectly dis­in­ter­ested tone: “No, not pre­cisely. The will says about twelve hun­dred thou­sand francs. I know that, as the not­ary was ob­liged to make us ac­quain­ted im­me­di­ately with cer­tain clauses re­l­at­ive to the fu­ner­al.”

				It was the gen­er­al opin­ion that Les­able would not re­main in the Min­istry. With an in­come of sixty thou­sand francs one does not re­main a quill-driver. One is some­body and can be some­thing ac­cord­ing to one’s in­clin­a­tion.

				Some thought that he was aim­ing at the Cab­in­et; oth­ers be­lieved that he thought of the Cham­ber of Depu­ties. The chief was ex­pect­ing to re­ceive his resig­na­tion to trans­mit to the head of the de­part­ment.

				The en­tire Min­istry came to the fu­ner­al, which was thought to be very mea­gre. But the word was around: “It is Mlle. Cach­elin her­self who wished it so. It was in the will.”

				On the very next day Cach­elin was at his post, and Les­able, after a week of in­dis­pos­i­tion, also re­turned, a little pale but as­sidu­ous and zeal­ous as formerly. One would have said that noth­ing un­looked-for had happened to them. It was only re­marked that they os­ten­ta­tiously smoked very large ci­gars, that they talked of con­sols, rail­ways, of stocks and shares, like men who have scrip in their pock­ets, and it be­came known, in a short time, that they had ren­ted a coun­try-house in the neigh­bour­hood of Par­is, in which to spend the sum­mer sea­son.

				“They are miserly like the old wo­man,” they said. “It runs in the fam­ily. Birds of a feath­er flock to­geth­er. But it doesn’t look well to re­tain a clerk­ship with such a for­tune.”

				In a short time the mat­ter was for­got­ten. They were rated and judged.

			
			
				IV

				After the buri­al of Aunt Char­lotte, Les­able thought again of the mil­lion, and, tor­men­ted by a rage all the more vi­ol­ent be­cause it must be kept secret, he hated all the world on ac­count of his de­plor­able ill-luck. “Why, hav­ing been mar­ried two years, have I not had a child?” he asked him­self, and the fear of see­ing his house­hold re­main sterile made his heart sink. Then, as an urchin who sees from afar the shin­ing prize at the end of the goal, and swears to him­self to at­tain it, and ex­erts all the vigour and tenacity ne­ces­sary to reach it, so Les­able took the des­per­ate res­ol­u­tion to be­come a par­ent. So many oth­ers had, why might not he also? Per­haps he had been neg­li­gent, care­less, ig­nor­ant of some­thing, the con­sequence of com­plete in­dif­fer­ence. Nev­er hav­ing felt a vi­ol­ent de­sire for an heir, he had nev­er dir­ec­ted all his en­er­gies to ob­tain­ing this res­ult. He de­term­ined to con­cen­trate all his ef­forts; he would neg­lect noth­ing, and he must suc­ceed be­cause he so much de­sired to. But when he re­turned home, he felt ill enough to take to his bed. The dis­ap­point­ment had been too bit­ter and he bowed him­self to the blow.

				This nervous strain brought him to such a state that the phys­i­cian judged his con­di­tion ser­i­ous enough to pre­scribe ab­so­lute rest as well as an in­ter­min­able course of treat­ment. They feared brain fever. In eight days, how­ever, he was about again and re­sumed his work at the of­fice. But he dare not yet, he be­lieved, ap­proach the con­jugal bed. He hes­it­ated and trembled as a gen­er­al who is go­ing to give battle, a battle on which de­pends his fu­ture. Each even­ing he awaited the next day, hop­ing for an ac­cess of vir­il­ity and en­ergy, a happy mo­ment in which he might ac­com­plish his de­sire. He felt his pulse every minute, and if it was too feeble or too rap­id, he took a ton­ic, ate raw meat, and strengthened him­self in every pos­sible way. As his im­prove­ment was not very rap­id, Les­able de­term­ined to pass the hot months in the coun­try. He per­suaded him­self that the coun­try air would be a sov­er­eign balm for his weak­ness, and he as­sured him­self of the ac­com­plish­ment of the hoped-for suc­cess. He said to his fath­er-in-law, in a con­fid­en­tial tone: “When we are once in the coun­try my health will im­prove, and all will go well.” That one word “coun­try” seemed to carry for him a mys­ter­i­ous sig­ni­fic­ance.

				They ren­ted a small house in the vil­lage of Bezons, and the whole fam­ily took up their res­id­ence there. The two men star­ted out on foot every morn­ing for the sta­tion of Colombes, re­turn­ing in the even­ing.

				Cora, en­chanted at liv­ing thus on the banks of the peace­ful river, would seat her­self on the sward, gath­er flowers, and bring home great bunches of del­ic­ate, trem­bling ferns.

				Every even­ing they all three walked along the river as far as the tollgate of Mor­ue, and, en­ter­ing, drank a bottle of beer at the Res­taur­ant des Tilleuls. The river, re­tarded by the long file of stakes, poured between them and leaped, bubbled, and foamed for the dis­tance of a hun­dred feet. The roar­ing of the falls made the ground tremble, while a fine mist of va­pour floated in the air, rising from the cas­cade like a light smoke, throw­ing on the sur­round­ings a de­light­ful odour of spray and a sa­vour of wet earth. As night fell, a great light be­low and in front in­dic­ated Par­is, and Cach­elin ex­claimed every even­ing: “What a city, after all!”

				From time to time, a train, passing on the iron bridge which crossed the end of the is­land, made a rolling as of thun­der and sud­denly dis­ap­peared, some­times to the left, some­times to the right, to­ward Par­is or to­ward the sea. They re­turned home slowly, seat­ing them­selves on the bank, watch­ing the moon rise and pour on the river her soft and yel­low light, which seemed to fuse with the wa­ter, and the wrinkles of the cur­rent moved like waves of fire. The toads uttered their short and metal­lic cries. The calls of the night birds rang out on the air, and some­times a large, mute shad­ow glided on the river, troub­ling her calm and lu­min­ous course. It was a band of free­boot­ers who, throw­ing in sud­denly their net, drew it back without noise in­to their boat, drag­ging in its vast and sombre mesh a shoal of shin­ing and trem­bling gudgeons, like a treas­ure drawn from the bot­tom of the sea, a liv­ing treas­ure of sil­ver fish.

				Cora, deeply moved, leaned ten­derly upon the arm of her hus­band, whose design she sus­pec­ted, al­though noth­ing of it had been spoken between them. It was for them like a new be­troth­al, a second ex­pect­a­tion of the kiss of love. Some­times he would be­stow a furt­ive caress be­hind her ear, on that charm­ing spot of tender flesh where curls the first hair. She re­spon­ded by a pres­sure of the hand, and they at­trac­ted while re­fus­ing each oth­er, in­cited and held back by a will more en­er­get­ic, by the phantom of the mil­lion. Cach­elin, ap­peased by the hope which he felt around him, was happy. He drank deeply and ate much, feel­ing, born in him at twi­light, the hour of po­etry, that fool­ish ten­der­ness which comes to the dullest per­sons in cer­tain as­pects of nature: a rain of light through the branches, a sun­set be­hind the dis­tant hills, with purple re­flec­tions on the wa­ter. He de­clared: “As for me, in the pres­ence of such things I be­lieve in God. It touches me here,” and he in­dic­ated the pit of his stom­ach. “I feel my­self turned up­side down. I feel queer. It seems to me I have been steeped in a bath which makes me want to cry.”

				As for Les­able, his health rap­idly im­proved. He was seized with sud­den ar­dours, which he did not un­der­stand, and he felt a de­sire to run like a young colt, to roll in the grass and neigh with de­light.

				He thought the fa­voured time was ap­proach­ing. It was a true wed­ding night. Then they had a new hon­ey­moon full of caresses and hopes. Later they per­ceived that their ex­per­i­ments were fruit­less and their con­fid­ence was in vain.

				But in the midst of des­pair Les­able did not lose cour­age; he con­tin­ued to make the most su­per­hu­man ef­forts. His wife, moved by the same de­sire and trem­bling with the same fear, more ro­bust too than he, en­cour­aged him in his at­tempts and stim­u­lated his flag­ging ar­dour. They re­turned to Par­is in the early days of Oc­to­ber.

				Life be­came hard for them again. Un­kind words fell from their lips, and Cach­elin, who scen­ted the situ­ation, har­assed them with the coarse and venom­ous epi­grams of an old troop­er.

				And one in­cess­ant thought pur­sued them, tor­tured them, and sharpened their mu­tu­al ran­cour—that of the un­at­tain­able leg­acy. Cora now car­ried a sharp tongue, and lashed her hus­band. She treated him like a little boy, a mere brat, a man of no im­port­ance. Cach­elin at every meal re­peated: “If I were rich, I should have chil­dren in plenty; when one is poor it is ne­ces­sary to be reas­on­able.” Then turn­ing to his daugh­ter he ad­ded: “You must be like me; but there—” and he looked at his son-in-law sig­ni­fic­antly, ac­com­pa­ny­ing the look with a move­ment of the shoulders full of con­tempt.

				Les­able made no reply. He felt him­self to be a su­per­i­or man al­lied to a fam­ily of boors.

				At the Min­istry they no­ticed the al­ter­a­tion in his man­ner, and even the chief one day asked him: “Are you not ill? You ap­pear to me to be some­what changed.”

				Les­able replied: “Not at all, my dear sir. I am a little tired, per­haps, hav­ing worked very con­stantly, as you may have seen.”

				He coun­ted very surely on his pro­mo­tion at the end of the year, and he had re­sumed, in this hope, the la­bor­i­ous life of a mod­el em­ploy­ee. But among the mea­gre bo­nuses that were dis­trib­uted Les­able’s was the smal­lest of all, and Cach­elin re­ceived noth­ing. Struck to the heart, Les­able sought the chief, whom, for the first time, he ad­dressed as “Mon­sieur.”

				“Of what use is it, Mon­sieur, to work as I do, if I do not reap any re­ward?”

				The head of Mon­sieur Torchebeuf ap­peared to bristle.

				“I have already told you, Mon­sieur Les­able, that I will ad­mit of no dis­cus­sion of this nature between us. I re­peat to you again that your claim is un­reas­on­able, your ac­tu­al for­tune be­ing so great as com­pared to the poverty of your col­leagues—”

				Les­able could not con­tain him­self. “But I have noth­ing, Mon­sieur. Our aunt has left her for­tune to the first child which shall be born of our mar­riage. We live, my fath­er-in-law and I, on our salar­ies.”

				The chief was greatly sur­prised. “If you have no for­tune today, you will be rich, in any case, at some fu­ture day. It amounts to the same thing.”

				Les­able with­drew, more cast down by his fail­ure than by the un­cer­tainty of Aunt Char­lotte’s mil­lion.

				As Cach­elin came to his desk some days later the hand­some Maze entered with a smile on his lips; next Pit­o­let ap­peared, his eyes shin­ing; then Bois­sel opened the door, and ad­vanced with an ex­cited air, tit­ter­ing and ex­chan­ging mean­ing looks with the oth­ers. Old Savon con­tin­ued his copy­ing, his clay pipe in the corner of his mouth, seated on his high chair, his feet twis­ted about the rounds after the fash­ion of little boys. Nobody spoke. They seemed to be wait­ing for some­thing, and Cach­elin con­tin­ued to re­gister his pa­pers, an­noun­cing in a loud voice ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom: “Toulon: Fur­niture for the of­ficers of the Riche­lieu. Lori­ent: Diving ap­par­at­us for the De­saix. Brest: Samples of sails of Eng­lish man­u­fac­ture.”

				Les­able entered. He came now every morn­ing for in­form­a­tion in re­gard to the af­fairs which con­cerned him, his fath­er-in-law no longer tak­ing the trouble to send him in­struc­tions by the of­fice boy.

				While he was look­ing amongst the pa­pers spread out on the table of the chief-clerk, Maze watched him from his corner, rub­bing his hands, and Pit­o­let, who was rolling a ci­gar­ette, seemed full of mirth he could not con­trol. He turned to­ward the copy­ing-clerk:

				“Say now, papa Savon, you have learned many things in your time, haven’t you?”

				The old man, know­ing they meant to tease him and to speak to him of his wife, did not reply.

				Pit­o­let began: “You must have dis­covered the secret of be­get­ting chil­dren, since you have had sev­er­al.”

				The old clerk raised his head. “You know, M. Pit­o­let, that I do like any jok­ing on this sub­ject. I have had the mis­for­tune to marry an un­worthy wo­man, and when I be­came con­vinced of her faith­less­ness I sep­ar­ated from her.”

				Maze asked in an in­dif­fer­ent tone: “You have had sev­er­al proofs of her in­fi­del­ity, have you not?”

				And the old man gravely replied: “I have.”

				Pit­o­let put in again: “That has not pre­ven­ted you from be­com­ing the fath­er of three or four chil­dren, I am told.”

				The poor old man, grow­ing very red, stammered: “You are try­ing to wound me, Mon­sieur Pit­o­let; but you will not suc­ceed. My wife has had, in fact, three chil­dren. I have reas­on to be­lieve that the first born is mine, but I deny the two oth­ers.”

				Pit­o­let con­tin­ued: “Every­body says, in truth, that the first one is yours. That is suf­fi­cient. It is very grat­i­fy­ing to have a child, very grat­i­fy­ing and very de­light­ful. I wager Les­able there would be en­chanted to have one—only one, like you.”

				Cach­elin had stopped writ­ing. He did not laugh, al­though old Savon was his butt or­din­ar­ily, and he had poured out his stock of cruel jokes on the sub­ject of the old clerk’s con­jugal sor­rows.

				Les­able had col­lec­ted his pa­pers; but feel­ing him­self at­tacked he wished to re­main, held back by pride, con­fused and ir­rit­ated, and wish­ing to know who had be­trayed his secret.

				Then the re­col­lec­tion of the con­fid­ence he had made to his chief came back to him, and he at once un­der­stood it was ne­ces­sary to ex­press his in­dig­na­tion if he did not wish to be­come the butt of the whole Min­istry.

				Bois­sel marched up and down the room, all the time tit­ter­ing. He im­it­ated the hoarse voices of the street cri­ers, and bel­lowed: “The secret of be­get­ting chil­dren, for ten centimes—two sous! Buy the secret of be­get­ting chil­dren—re­vealed by Mon­sieur Savon, with many hor­rible de­tails.” Every­body began to laugh ex­cept Les­able and his fath­er-in-law, and Pit­o­let, turn­ing to­ward the or­der-clerk, said: “What is the mat­ter with you, Cach­elin? You seem to have lost your ha­bitu­al gaiety. One would think that you do not find it amus­ing to be­lieve that old Savon could have had a child by his wife. I think it very funny. Every­body can­not do as much.”

				Les­able pre­ten­ded to be deeply ab­sorbed in his pa­pers and to hear noth­ing of what was go­ing on about him, but he was as white as a ghost.

				Bois­sel took up the strain in the same mock­ing voice: “The util­ity of heirs for get­ting an in­her­it­ance, ten centimes, two sous; who will buy?”

				Then Maze, who thought this was very poor sort of wit, and who per­son­ally was en­raged at Les­able hav­ing robbed him of the hope of a for­tune which he had secretly cher­ished, said poin­tedly: “What is the mat­ter with you, Les­able? You are very pale.”

				Les­able raised his head and looked his col­league full in the face. He hes­it­ated a second, while his lip trembled as he tried to for­mu­late a bit­ter reply, but, un­able to find the phrase he sought, he re­spon­ded: “There is noth­ing the mat­ter with me. I am only as­ton­ished that you dis­play so much del­ic­acy.”

				Maze, who stood with his back to the fire and his hands un­der his coat­tails, replied, laugh­ing: “One does the best one can, old man. We are like you, we do not al­ways suc­ceed—”

				An ex­plo­sion of laughter in­ter­rup­ted his words. Old Savon, who now vaguely com­pre­hen­ded that the clerks no longer ad­dressed their railler­ies to him, looked around with his mouth gap­ing and his pen sus­pen­ded in the air. And Cach­elin waited, ready to come to blows with the first per­son who came in his way.

				Les­able stammered: “I do not un­der­stand. In what have I not suc­ceeded?”

				The hand­some Maze dropped the tails of his coat, and began to stroke his mus­tache. “I know that you or­din­ar­ily suc­ceed in all that you un­der­take. I have done wrong to speak of you. Be­sides, we were speak­ing of old Savon’s chil­dren, and not of yours, as you haven’t any. Now since you suc­ceed in all your en­ter­prises, it is evid­ent that, if you do not have chil­dren, it is be­cause you do not want them.”

				“What busi­ness is it of yours?” de­man­ded Les­able sharply.

				At this pro­vok­ing tone Maze in his turn raised his voice: “Hold on! what do you take me for? Try to be po­lite, or I’ll settle you!”

				Les­able trembled with an­ger, and los­ing all self-con­trol, replied: “Mon­sieur Maze, I am not, like you, a great booby, or a great cox­comb. And I for­bid you ever to speak to me again. I care neither for you nor your kind.” And he threw a look of de­fi­ance at Pit­o­let and Bois­sel.

				Maze sud­denly un­der­stood that true force is in calmness and irony, but wounded in his most vul­ner­able part—his van­ity—he wished to strike his en­emy to the very heart, and replied in the pro­tect­ing tone of a be­ne­vol­ent well-wish­er, but with rage in his eyes: “My dear Les­able, you pass all bounds. But I un­der­stand your vex­a­tion. It is pi­ti­ful to lose a for­tune, and to lose it for so little, for a thing so easy, so simple. If you wish, I will do you this ser­vice my­self, for noth­ing, out of pure friend­ship. It is only an af­fair of five minutes—”

				He was still speak­ing when Les­able hurled the ink­stand of old Savon full at his head.

				A flood of ink covered his face and meta­morph­osed him in­to a Negro with sur­pris­ing rapid­ity. He sprang for­ward, rolling the whites of his eyes, with his hands raised ready to strike. But Cach­elin covered his son-in-law, and grasp­ing Maze by the arms pushed him aside, and, after pound­ing him well, dashed him against the wall. Maze dis­en­gaged him­self with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, and rushed through the door, cry­ing to the two men: “You shall soon hear from me!” Pit­o­let and Bois­sel fol­lowed him.

				Bois­sel ex­plained his mod­er­a­tion by de­clar­ing he should have killed someone if he had taken part in the struggle.

				As soon as he entered his room Maze en­deav­oured to re­move the stain, but without suc­cess. The ink was vi­ol­et, and was in­delible and in­ef­face­able. He stood be­fore his glass furi­ous and dis­con­sol­ate, rub­bing sav­agely at his face with a nap­kin rolled in a knot. He ob­tained only a rich­er black, mixed with red, the blood com­ing to the sur­face with the fric­tion.

				Bois­sel and Pit­o­let strove to ad­vise and con­sole him. One sug­ges­ted the ap­plic­a­tion of pure olive oil, the oth­er pre­scribed a bath of am­mo­nia. The of­fice boy was sent to ask the ad­vice of a chem­ist. He brought back a yel­low li­quid and pumice stone, which was used with no res­ult.

				Maze, dis­heartened, sank in­to a chair and de­clared: “Now it only re­mains to settle the ques­tion of hon­our. Will you act as seconds for me, and de­mand of Mon­sieur Les­able a suf­fi­cient apo­logy, or the re­par­a­tion by arms?”

				They both at once con­sen­ted, and began to dis­cuss the steps to be taken. They had no idea about af­fairs of this kind, but not wish­ing to be­tray their ig­nor­ance, and de­sir­ing to ap­pear cor­rect, their ad­vice were timor­ous and con­flict­ing. It was fi­nally de­cided that they should con­sult a sea cap­tain who was at­tached to the Min­istry to look after the coal dis­tri­bu­tion. But he was as ig­nor­ant as they were. After some mo­ments of re­flec­tion, how­ever, he ad­vised them to go and see Les­able and ask to be put in touch with two of his friends.

				As they pro­ceeded to the of­fice of their col­league, Bois­sel sud­denly stopped. “Is it not im­per­at­ive that we should have gloves?” he asked.

				Pit­o­let hes­it­ated an in­stant. “Per­haps it is,” he replied ser­i­ously. But in or­der to pro­cure the gloves it would have been ne­ces­sary to go out, and the chief was rather severe.

				They sent the of­fice boy to bring an as­sort­ment from the nearest glove-store.

				To de­cide upon the col­our was a ques­tion of time. Bois­sel pre­ferred black. Pit­o­let thought that shade out of place in the cir­cum­stances. At last they chose vi­ol­et.

				See­ing the two men enter gloved and sol­emn, Les­able raised his head and brusquely de­man­ded: “What do you want?”

				Pit­o­let replied: “Mon­sieur, we are charged by our friend, Mon­sieur Maze, to ask of you an apo­logy, or a re­par­a­tion by arms for the in­sult you have in­flic­ted on him.”

				Les­able, still greatly ex­as­per­ated, cried: “What, he in­sults me, and sends you to pro­voke me? Tell him that I des­pise him—that I des­pise all he can say or do.”

				Bois­sel ad­vanced with a tra­gic air. “You will force us, Mon­sieur, to pub­lish in the pa­pers an of­fi­cial re­port, which will be very dis­agree­able to you.”

				Pit­o­let ma­li­ciously ad­ded: “And which will gravely in­jure your hon­our, and your fu­ture ad­vance­ment.”

				Les­able, over­whelmed, looked at them. What should he do? He sought to gain time. “Will you wait a mo­ment in the of­fice of Mon­sieur Pit­o­let? You shall have my an­swer in ten minutes.”

				When at last alone he looked around him, seek­ing for some coun­sel, some pro­tec­tion.

				A duel! He was go­ing to fight a duel!

				He sat ter­ri­fied, with a beat­ing heart. He, a peace­ful man, who had nev­er dreamed of such a pos­sib­il­ity, who was not pre­pared for the risk, whose cour­age was not equal to such a for­mid­able event. He rose from his chair and sat down again, his heart wildly beat­ing, his legs sink­ing un­der him. His an­ger and his strength had totally deser­ted him.

				But the thought of the opin­ion of the Min­istry, the gos­sip the story would make among his ac­quaint­ances, aroused his fail­ing pride, and, not know­ing what to de­cide, he sought his chief to ask his ad­vice. M. Torchebeuf was sur­prised and per­plexed. An armed en­counter seemed to him un­ne­ces­sary, and he thought a duel would de­mor­al­ise the ser­vice. He replied: “I can give you no ad­vice. It is a ques­tion of hon­our, which does not con­cern me. Do you wish that I should give you a note to Com­mand­ant Bouc? He is a com­pet­ent man in such mat­ters, and will be able to ad­vise you.”

				Les­able ac­cep­ted the of­fer, and saw the com­mand­ant, who even con­sen­ted to be his second; he took an un­der-chief for an­oth­er.

				Bois­sel and Pit­o­let waited with their gloves on. They had bor­rowed two chairs from an­oth­er of­fice, in or­der to have four seats.

				They sa­luted gravely and took their places, while Pit­o­let ex­plained the situ­ation. The com­mand­ant, hav­ing listened at­tent­ively, replied: “The case is ser­i­ous, but it does not ap­pear to me to be ir­re­par­able. Everything de­pends on the in­ten­tion.” He was a sly old sail­or, who was en­joy­ing him­self.

				A long dis­cus­sion began re­gard­ing the re­cip­roc­al apo­lo­gies the prin­cipals should make. M. Maze ac­know­ledging not to have had the in­ten­tion to of­fend, M. Les­able should hasten to avow him­self in the wrong in throw­ing the ink­stand at the head of M. Maze, and pray to be ex­cused for his in­con­sid­er­ate vi­ol­ence.

				The four prox­ies re­turned to their cli­ents.

				Maze, seated be­fore his table, was agit­ated by the dread of the pos­sible duel, al­though ex­pect­ing to see his ad­versary re­treat, and re­garded his face at­tent­ively in one of those little, round tin mir­rors which the em­ploy­ees con­cealed in a draw­er for the pur­pose of ad­just­ing their hair and ties be­fore leav­ing in the even­ing. He read the let­ter of apo­logy which had been pre­pared by the seconds of both parties, and de­clared with evid­ent sat­is­fac­tion: “That ap­pears to me to be very hon­our­able; I am will­ing to sign it.”

				Les­able, for his part, ac­cep­ted without dis­cus­sion the ar­range­ment of his seconds, and de­clared: “As this is the res­ult of your mu­tu­al con­sulta­tion, I can but ac­qui­esce.”

				The four pleni­po­ten­tiar­ies as­sembled. The let­ters were ex­changed, they sa­luted gravely, and so the af­fair ter­min­ated. An ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment reigned in the Min­istry. The em­ploy­ees, car­ry­ing the news, passed from one door to the oth­er, and lingered to gos­sip about in the lob­bies. When they heard how the af­fair had ended, there was gen­er­al dis­ap­point­ment. Someone said: “Still, that will not get Les­able a baby.” And the say­ing took. One em­ploy­ee made a rhyme upon it.

				But at the mo­ment when everything seemed ad­jus­ted, a dif­fi­culty sug­ges­ted it­self to Bois­sel: “What would be the at­ti­tude of the two ad­versar­ies when they found them­selves face to face? Would they speak, or would they ig­nore each oth­er?” It was de­cided that they should meet, as if by chance, in the of­fice of the chief, and ex­change, in the pres­ence of M. Torchebeuf, some words of po­lite­ness.

				This ce­re­mony was ac­cord­ingly ac­com­plished, and Maze, hav­ing sent for a car­riage, re­turned home, to try to re­move the stain from his face.

				Les­able and Cach­elin drove home to­geth­er without speak­ing, mu­tu­ally ex­as­per­ated, each blam­ing the oth­er for the dis­grace­ful af­fair.

				The mo­ment he entered the house, Les­able threw his hat vi­ol­ently on the table and cried to his wife: “I have had enough of it! I have a duel on your ac­count now!” She looked at him in angry sur­prise.

				“A duel? How is that?”

				“Be­cause Maze has in­sul­ted me on your ac­count.”

				She ap­proached him. “On my ac­count? How?”

				He threw him­self pas­sion­ately in­to an arm­chair and ex­claimed: “He has in­sul­ted me—no need to say any more about it.”

				But she would know. “You must re­peat to me the words he used about me.”

				Les­able blushed, and then stammered: “He told me—he told me—it was in re­gard to your ster­il­ity.”

				She gave a start; then re­coil­ing in fury, the pa­ternal rude­ness show­ing through the wo­man’s nature, she burst out:

				“I! I am sterile, am I? What does that clown know about it? Sterile with you, yes; be­cause you are not a man. But if I had mar­ried an­oth­er, no mat­ter who, do you hear? I should have had chil­dren. Ah, you had bet­ter talk! It has cost me dear to have mar­ried a softy like you! And what did you reply to this good-for-noth­ing?”

				Les­able, frightened be­fore this storm, stuttered: “I—I slapped his face.”

				She looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

				“And what did he do?”

				“He sent me a chal­lenge; that was all.”

				She was in­stantly in­ter­ested, at­trac­ted, like all wo­men, by the dra­mat­ic ele­ment, and she asked, im­me­di­ately softened, and sud­denly seized with a sort of es­teem for this man who was go­ing to risk his life for her sake:

				“When are you go­ing to fight him?”

				He replied tran­quilly: “We are not go­ing to fight: the mat­ter has been ar­ranged by our seconds. Maze has sent me an apo­logy.”

				Trans­por­ted with rage, she boxed his ears. “Ah, he in­sults me in your pres­ence, and you per­mit it, and re­fuse to fight him! It needed but this to make you a cow­ard.”

				En­raged at this he cried: “I com­mand you to hold your tongue. I know bet­ter than you do how to pro­tect my hon­our. To con­vince you, here is the let­ter of M. Maze; take it and read it, and see for your­self.”

				She took the let­ter, ran her eye over it, and divin­ing the whole truth, sneered: “You wrote him a let­ter also? You are afraid of each oth­er. What cow­ards men are! If we were in your place, we wo­men—after all, it is I who have been in­sul­ted, your wife, and you are will­ing to let it pass. That need not as­ton­ish me, for you are not man enough to be­get a child. That ex­plains everything. You are as im­pot­ent be­fore wo­men as you are cow­ardly among men. Ah, I have mar­ried a nice worm!”

				She had sud­denly as­sumed the voice and ges­tures of her fath­er, the coarse and vul­gar man­ners of an old troop­er, and the in­ton­a­tions of a man.

				Stand­ing be­fore him, her hands on her hips, tall, strong, vig­or­ous, her chest pro­trud­ing, her cheeks flushed, her voice deep and vi­brant, she looked at this little man seated in front of her, a trifle bald, clean shaven ex­cept for the short side-whiskers of the law­yer, and she felt a de­sire to crush, to strangle him.

				She con­tin­ued: “You are cap­able of noth­ing—of noth­ing whatever! You al­low every­body at the Min­istry, even, to be pro­moted over your head!”

				The door opened, and Cach­elin entered, at­trac­ted by the sound of their voices, and de­man­ded to know what was the mat­ter. “I told the truth to that worm!” answered Cora.

				Les­able raised his eyes, and for the first time no­ticed the re­semb­lance between fath­er and daugh­ter. It seemed to him that a veil was lif­ted and the pair were re­vealed in their true col­ours—the same coarse nature was com­mon to both; and he, a ruined man, was con­demned to live between the two forever.

				Cach­elin ex­claimed: “If you only could get a di­vorce! It is not very sat­is­fact­ory to have mar­ried a ca­pon.”

				At that word, trem­bling and blaz­ing with fury, Les­able sprang up with a bound. He rushed at his fath­er-in-law shout­ing: “Get out of here! Be­gone! You are in my house—do you un­der­stand? and I or­der you to leave it.” He seized from the table a bottle of sed­at­ive wa­ter and bran­dished it like a club.

				Cach­elin, in­tim­id­ated, backed out of the room, mut­ter­ing: “What will he do next, I won­der?”

				But Les­able was too angry to be eas­ily ap­peased. He turned upon his wife, who re­garded this out­burst in as­ton­ish­ment, and pla­cing the bottle on the table cried: “As for you—as for you—” But as words failed him to ex­press his rage, he was choked in­to si­lence, and stood glar­ing at her with a dis­tor­ted vis­age.

				She began to laugh.

				This mock­ing laughter put him be­side him­self, and spring­ing upon her he seized her by the throat with his left hand, while he boxed her ears furi­ously with the right. She re­coiled, ter­ri­fied and suf­foc­at­ing, and fell back­ward on the bed, while he con­tin­ued to strike her. Sud­denly he raised him­self, out of breath, ex­hausted and heart­ily ashamed of his bru­tal­ity; he stammered: “There—there—there—that will do!”

				But she did not move; it seemed as if he had killed her. She lay on her back, on the side of the bed, her face con­cealed by her hands.

				He ap­proached her in alarm, won­der­ing what had happened, and ex­pect­ing her to un­cov­er her face and look at him. She made no sign, and sus­pense be­com­ing in­tol­er­able he mur­mured: “Cora, Cora, speak!” But she did not move or reply.

				What was the mat­ter with her? What was she go­ing to do?

				His rage had passed—fallen as sud­denly as it had been aroused. He felt that his con­duct was odi­ous, al­most crim­in­al. He had beaten his wife, his own wife—he who was cir­cum­spect, cold, and cour­teous. And in the soft­ness his re­morse awakened, he would ask her for­give­ness. He threw him­self on his knees at her side and covered with kisses the cheek he had just smit­ten. He softly touched the end of a fin­ger of the hand that covered her face. She seemed to feel noth­ing. He coaxed her, caress­ing her as one caresses a beaten dog. She took no no­tice of him. “Cora, listen: I have done wrong! Cora, hear me!” She seemed as one dead. Then he tried to take her hand from her face. It obeyed his ef­fort pass­ively, and he saw an open eye, which stared at him with a fixed and alarm­ing gaze.

				He con­tin­ued: “Listen, Cora, I was trans­por­ted with fury. It was your fath­er who drove me to do this shame­ful thing. A man can­not take such an in­sult as that.” She made no reply, as if she heard noth­ing. He did not know what to say, or what to do. He kissed her un­der the ear, and rais­ing him­self he saw a tear in the corner of her eye, a great tear which rolled slowly down her cheek, and her eye­lids fluttered and closed con­vuls­ively. He was seized with shame, deeply moved, and open­ing his arms he threw him­self on his wife; he re­moved the oth­er hand from her face and covered it with kisses, cry­ing: “My poor Cora, for­give me! for­give me!”

				Still she wept, without a sound, without a sob, as one weeps from the deep­est grief. He held her pressed closely against him, caress­ing her and whis­per­ing in her ear all the tender words he could com­mand. But she re­mained in­sens­ible. How­ever, she ceased to weep. They con­tin­ued thus a long time locked in each oth­er’s arms.

				The night fell, fold­ing in its sombre shad­ow the little room; and when it was en­tirely dark he was em­boldened to so­li­cit her par­don in a man­ner that was cal­cu­lated to re­vive their hopes.

				When they had ris­en he re­sumed his or­din­ary voice and man­ner, as if noth­ing had happened. She ap­peared, on the con­trary, softened, and spoke in a gentler tone than usu­al, re­gard­ing her hus­band with sub­missive, al­most caress­ing eyes, as if this un­ex­pec­ted cor­rec­tion had re­laxed her nerves and softened her heart.

				Les­able said quietly: “Your fath­er must be tired of be­ing alone so long. It will soon be din­ner­time; go and fetch him.”

				She obeyed him.

				It was sev­en o’clock in­deed, and the little maid an­nounced din­ner, as Cach­elin, se­rene and smil­ing, ap­peared with his daugh­ter. They seated them­selves at table and talked on this even­ing with more cor­di­al­ity than they had done for a long time, as if some­thing agree­able had happened to every­body.

			
			
				V

				But their hopes, al­ways sus­tained, al­ways re­newed, ended in noth­ing. From month to month their ex­pect­a­tions de­clined, in spite of the per­sist­ence of Les­able and the co­oper­a­tion of his wife. They were con­sumed with anxi­ety. Each without ceas­ing re­proached the oth­er for their want of suc­cess, and the hus­band in des­pair, ema­ci­ated, fa­tigued, had to suf­fer all the vul­gar­ity of Cach­elin, who in their do­mest­ic war­fare called him “M. Le­coq,” in re­mem­brance, no doubt, of the day that he missed re­ceiv­ing a bottle in his face for hav­ing called his son-in-law a ca­pon.

				He and his daugh­ter, whose in­terests were in league, en­raged by the con­stant thought of this great for­tune so near, and yet im­possible to seize, racked their in­ven­tion to hu­mi­li­ate and tor­ture this im­pot­ent man, who was the cause of all their mis­for­tune.

				As they sat at table, Cora re­peated each day: “There is very little for din­ner. If we were rich, it would be oth­er­wise. It is not my fault.”

				When Les­able set out for his of­fice, she called from her room: “Do not for­get your um­brella or you will come back as muddy as an om­ni­bus wheel. It’s not my fault that you are still ob­liged to fol­low the trade of a quill-driver.”

				When she went out her­self, she nev­er failed to cry: “If I had mar­ried an­oth­er man, I should have a car­riage of my own.”

				Every hour and on every oc­ca­sion she harped on this sub­ject. She pricked her hus­band with re­proaches, lashed him with in­sult, held him alone guilty, and made him re­spons­ible for the loss of the for­tune that should have been hers.

				At last, one even­ing, los­ing all pa­tience, Les­able ex­claimed: “In the dog’s name, can’t you hold your tongue? From first to last it is your fault, and yours alone, do you hear, if we have not a child, be­cause I have already had one.”

				He lied, pre­fer­ring any­thing to this etern­al re­proach, to this shame of ap­pear­ing im­pot­ent. She looked at him, as­ton­ished at first, seek­ing the truth in his eyes; at last com­pre­hend­ing, and full of dis­dain, she cried: “You have a child, have you?”

				He replied with ef­frontery: “Yes, an il­le­git­im­ate child, that I am bring­ing up at As­nières.”

				She answered quietly: “We will go and see it to­mor­row, so that I may find out how what he is like.”

				He only blushed to the ears and stammered: “Just as you please.”

				She rose the next morn­ing at sev­en o’clock, very much to her hus­band’s as­ton­ish­ment.

				“Are we not go­ing to see your child? You prom­ised me yes­ter­day even­ing. Per­haps you haven’t got it any more today.”

				He sprang from the bed hast­ily. “It is not my child we are go­ing to see, but a phys­i­cian, who will give us his opin­ion on your case.”

				She replied in the tone of a wo­man who was sure of her­self: “I shall ask noth­ing bet­ter.”

				Cach­elin was in­struc­ted to in­form the chief that his son-in-law was ill, and Les­able and his wife ad­vised by a neigh­bour­ing chem­ist, rang at one o’clock ex­actly the of­fice-bell of Dr. Le­fil­leul, au­thor of sev­er­al works on the hy­giene of gen­er­a­tion.

				They were shown in­to a salon dec­or­ated in white and gold, but scantily fur­nished in spite of the num­ber of chairs and so­fas. They seated them­selves and waited. Les­able was ex­cited, trem­bling, and also ashamed. Their turn came at last, and they were shown in­to a sort of of­fice, where they were re­ceived by a short, stout man of dig­ni­fied and ce­re­mo­ni­ous de­mean­our.

				He waited till they should ex­plain their case, but Les­able had not cour­age to ut­ter a word, and blushed up to the roots of his hair. It there­fore de­volved on his wife to speak, and with a res­ol­ute man­ner and in a tran­quil voice, she made known their er­rand.

				“Mon­sieur, we have come to dis­cov­er the reas­on why we can­not have chil­dren. A large for­tune de­pends upon this for us.”

				The con­sulta­tion was long, minute, and pain­ful. Cora alone seemed un­em­bar­rassed, and sub­mit­ted to the crit­ic­al ex­am­in­a­tion of the med­ic­al ex­pert, sus­tained by the great in­terest she had at stake.

				After hav­ing stud­ied for nearly two hours the con­sti­tu­tions of the mar­ried pair, the prac­ti­tion­er said: “I dis­cov­er noth­ing either ab­nor­mal or spe­cial. Your case is by no means an un­com­mon one. There is as much di­ver­gence in con­sti­tu­tions as in char­ac­ters. When we see so many house­holds out of joint through in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of tem­per, it is not as­ton­ish­ing to see oth­ers sterile through in­com­pat­ib­il­ity of physique. Ma­dame ap­pears to be par­tic­u­larly well fit­ted for the of­fices of moth­er­hood. Mon­sieur, on his side, al­though present­ing no con­form­a­tion out­side of the gen­er­al rule, seems to me en­feebled, per­haps the con­sequence of his ar­dent de­sire to be­come a par­ent. Will you per­mit me to make an aus­culta­tion?”

				Les­able, greatly dis­turbed, re­moved his waist­coat, and the doc­tor glued his ear to the thor­ax, and then to the back of his pa­tient, tap­ping him con­tinu­ously from the throat to the stom­ach, and from the loins to the nape of his neck. He dis­covered a slight ir­reg­u­lar­ity in the ac­tion of the heart, and even a men­ace to the right lung. “—It is ne­ces­sary for you to be very care­ful, Mon­sieur, very care­ful. This is an­aemia, and comes from ex­haus­tion—noth­ing else. These con­di­tions, al­though now in­sig­ni­fic­ant, may in a short time be­come in­cur­able.”

				Les­able turned pale with an­guish and begged for a pre­scrip­tion.

				The doc­tor ordered a com­plic­ated re­gime con­sist­ing of iron, raw meat, and soup, com­bined with ex­er­cise, rest, and a so­journ in the coun­try dur­ing the hot weath­er. He in­dic­ated, moreover, the symp­toms that pro­claimed the de­sired fecund­ity, and ini­ti­ated them in­to the secrets which were usu­ally prac­tised with suc­cess in such cases.

				The con­sulta­tion cost forty francs.

				When they were in the street, Cora burst out full of wrath:

				“I have dis­covered what my fate is to be!”

				Les­able made no reply. He was tor­men­ted by anxi­ety, he was re­call­ing and weigh­ing each word of the phys­i­cian. Had the doc­tor made a mis­take, or had he judged truly? He thought no more of the in­her­it­ance now, or the de­sired off­spring; it was a ques­tion of life or death. He seemed to hear a whist­ling in his lungs, and his heart soun­ded as though it were beat­ing in his ears. In cross­ing the garden of the Tu­iler­ies he was over­come with faint­ness and had to sit down to re­cov­er him­self. His wife, as though to hu­mi­li­ate him by her su­per­i­or strength, re­mained stand­ing in front of him, re­gard­ing him from head to foot with pity­ing con­tempt. He breathed heav­ily, ex­ag­ger­at­ing the ef­fort by his fears, and with the fin­gers of his left hand on his right wrist he coun­ted the pulsa­tions of the artery.

				Cora, who was stamp­ing with im­pa­tience, cried: “When will you be ready? It’s time to stop this non­sense!” He arose with the air of a mar­tyr, and went on his way without ut­ter­ing a word.

				When Cach­elin was in­formed of the res­ult of the con­sulta­tion, his fury knew no bounds. He bawled out: “We know now whose fault it is to a cer­tainty. Ah, well!” And he looked at his son-in-law with his fe­ro­cious eyes as though he would de­vour him.

				Les­able neither listened nor heard, be­ing totally ab­sorbed in thoughts of his health and the men­ace to his ex­ist­ence. Fath­er and daugh­ter might say what they pleased. They were not in his skin, and as for him he meant to pre­serve his skin at all haz­ards. He had the vari­ous pre­scrip­tions of the phys­i­cian filled, and at each meal he pro­duced an ar­ray of bottles with the con­tents of which he dosed him­self re­gard­less of the sneers of his wife and her fath­er. He looked at him­self in the glass every in­stant, placed his hand on his heart each mo­ment to study its ac­tion, and re­moved his bed to a dark room which was used as a clothes closet to put him­self bey­ond the reach of car­nal tempta­tion.

				He con­ceived for his wife a hatred mingled with con­tempt and dis­gust. All wo­men, moreover, ap­peared to him to be mon­sters, dan­ger­ous beasts, whose mis­sion it was to des­troy men; and he thought no more of the will of Aunt Char­lotte, ex­cept as one re­calls a past ac­ci­dent which might have been fatal.

				Some months passed. There re­mained but one year be­fore the fatal term.

				Cach­elin had sus­pen­ded in the din­ing room an enorm­ous cal­en­dar, from which he ef­faced a day each morn­ing, ra­ging at the im­pot­ence of his son-in-law, who was al­low­ing this great for­tune to es­cape week by week. And the thought that he would have to drudge at the of­fice all his life, and lim­it his ex­penses to the pi­ti­ful sum of two thou­sand francs a year, filled him with a pas­sion of an­ger that found vent in the most vi­ol­ent ab­use. He could not look at Les­able without shak­ing with rage, with a bru­tal de­sire to beat, to crush, to trample on him. He hated him with an in­or­din­ate hatred. Every time he saw him open the door and enter the room, it seemed to him that a rob­ber had broken in­to the house and robbed him of a sac­red in­her­it­ance. He hated him more than his most mor­tal en­emy, and he des­pised him at the same time for his weak­ness, and above all for the base­ness which caused him to sac­ri­fice their com­mon hope of pos­ter­ity to the fear of his health. Les­able, in fact, lived as com­pletely apart from his wife as if no tie united them. He nev­er ap­proached or touched her; he avoided even look­ing at her, as much through shame as through fear.

				Cach­elin, every morn­ing asked his daugh­ter: “Well, how about your hus­band? Has he made up his mind?”

				And she would reply: “No, papa.”

				Each even­ing saw the most pain­ful scenes take place at table. Cach­elin con­tinu­ally re­it­er­ated: “When a man is not a man, he had bet­ter get out and yield his place to an­oth­er.”

				And Cora ad­ded: “The fact is, there are some men who are both use­less and wear­i­some. I do not know why they are per­mit­ted to live only to be­come a bur­den to every­one.”

				Les­able dosed him­self and made no reply. At last one day his fath­er-in-law cried: “Say, you, if you do not change your man­ners now that your health is im­prov­ing, do you know what my daugh­ter means to do?”

				The son-in-law raised his eyes, fore­see­ing a new out­rage. Cach­elin con­tin­ued: “She will take some­body else, con­found you! You may con­sider your­self lucky if she hasn’t done so already. When a girl has mar­ried a weak­ling like you, she is en­titled to do any­thing.”

				Les­able, turn­ing liv­id with wrath, replied: “It is not I who pre­vents her from fol­low­ing your good coun­sel.”

				Cora lowered her eyes, and Cach­elin, know­ing that he had said an out­rageous thing, re­mained si­lent and con­fused.

			
			
				VI

				At the of­fice the two men seemed to live on good enough terms. A sort of ta­cit pact was entered in­to between them to con­ceal from their col­leagues their in­tern­al war­fare. They ad­dressed each oth­er as “my dear Cach­elin,” “my dear Les­able”; they even feigned to laugh and talk to­geth­er as men who were sat­is­fied and happy in their do­mest­ic re­la­tions.

				Les­able and Maze, for their part, com­por­ted them­selves in the pres­ence of each oth­er with the ce­re­mo­ni­ous po­lite­ness of ad­versar­ies who had met in battle.

				The duel they had es­caped, but whose shad­ow had chilled them, ex­ac­ted of them an ex­ag­ger­ated cour­tesy, a more marked con­sid­er­a­tion, and per­haps a secret de­sire for re­con­cili­ation, born of the vague fear of a new com­plic­a­tion. Their at­ti­tude was re­cog­nised and ap­proved as that of men of the world, who had had an af­fair of hon­our. They sa­luted each oth­er from a dis­tance with severe grav­ity, and with a flour­ish of hats that was grace­ful and dig­ni­fied. They did not speak, their pride pre­vent­ing either from mak­ing the first ad­vances. But one day, Les­able, whom the Chief de­man­ded to see im­me­di­ately, to show his zeal, star­ted with a great rush through the lobby and ran right in­to the stom­ach of an em­ploy­ee. It was Maze. They re­coiled be­fore each oth­er, and Les­able ex­claimed with eager po­lite­ness: “I hope I have not hurt you, Mon­sieur?”

				Maze re­spon­ded: “Not at all, sir.”

				From this mo­ment they thought it ex­pedi­ent to ex­change some phrases when they met. Then, in the in­ter­change of cour­tes­ies, there were little at­ten­tions they paid each oth­er from which arose in a short time cer­tain fa­mili­ar­it­ies, then an in­tim­acy tempered with re­serve and re­strained by a cer­tain hes­it­a­tion; then on the strength of their in­creas­ing good­will and vis­its made to the room of each oth­er, a com­rade­ship was es­tab­lished. They of­ten gos­siped to­geth­er now of the news that found its way in­to the bur­eau. Les­able laid aside his air of su­peri­or­ity, and Maze no longer paraded his so­cial suc­cesses. Cach­elin of­ten joined in the con­ver­sa­tion and watched with in­terest their grow­ing friend­ship. Some­times as the hand­some Maze left the apart­ment with head erect and square shoulders, he turned to his son-in-law and hissed: “There goes a fine man!” One morn­ing when they were all four to­geth­er, for old Savon nev­er left his copy­ing, the chair of the old clerk, hav­ing been tampered with no doubt by some prac­tic­al joker, col­lapsed un­der him, and the good man rolled on the floor ut­ter­ing cries of af­fright. The three oth­ers flew to his as­sist­ance. The or­der-clerk at­trib­uted this mach­in­a­tion to the com­mun­ists, and Maze earn­estly de­sired to see the wounded part. Cach­elin and he even es­sayed to take off the poor old fel­low’s clothes to dress the in­jury, they said, but he res­isted des­per­ately, cry­ing that he was not hurt.

				When the fun was over, Cach­elin sud­denly ex­claimed: “I say, M. Maze, now that we are all to­geth­er, can you not do us the hon­our of din­ing with us next Sunday? It will give pleas­ure to all three of us, my­self, my son-in-law, and my daugh­ter, who has of­ten heard your name when we speak of the of­fice. Shall it be yes?”

				Les­able ad­ded his en­treaty, but more coldly than his fath­er-in-law:

				“Pray come,” he said; “it will give us great pleas­ure.”

				Maze hes­it­ated, em­bar­rassed and smil­ing at the re­mem­brance of past events.

				Cach­elin urged him: “Come, say we may ex­pect you!”

				“Very well, then, I ac­cept.”

				Cach­elin said on en­ter­ing the house: “Cora, do you know that M. Maze is com­ing here to din­ner next Sunday?”

				Cora, sur­prised at first, stammered: “M. Maze? Really!” She blushed up to her hair without know­ing why. She had so of­ten heard him spoken of, his man­ners, his suc­cesses, for he was looked upon at the of­fice as a man who was ir­res­ist­ible with wo­men, that she had long felt a de­sire to know him.

				Cach­elin con­tin­ued rub­bing his hands: “You will see that he is a real man, and a fine fel­low. He is as tall as a car­bin­eer; he does not re­semble your hus­band there.”

				She did not reply, con­fused as if they had di­vined her dreams of him.

				They pre­pared this din­ner with as much so­li­citude as the one to which Les­able had been formerly in­vited. Cach­elin dis­cussed the dishes, wish­ing to have everything served in per­fec­tion; and as though a con­fid­ence un­avowed and still un­deter­mined had ris­en up in his heart, he seemed more gay, tran­quil­ised by some secret and sure pre­vi­sion.

				Through all that Sunday he watched the pre­par­a­tions with the ut­most so­li­citude, while Les­able was do­ing some ur­gent work, brought the even­ing be­fore from the of­fice.

				It was the first week of Novem­ber, and the new year was at hand.

				At sev­en o’clock Maze ar­rived, in high good hu­mour. He entered as though he felt very much at home, with a com­pli­ment and a great bou­quet of roses for Cora. He ad­ded, as he presen­ted them, in the fa­mil­i­ar tone of a man of the world: “It seems to me, Ma­dame, I know you already, and that I have known you from your child­hood, for many years your fath­er has spoken to me of you.”

				Cach­elin, see­ing the flowers, cried: “Ah they are charm­ing!” and his daugh­ter re­called that Les­able had not brought her a bou­quet the day he was in­tro­duced.

				The hand­some clerk seemed en­chanted, laugh­ing and be­stow­ing on Cora the most del­ic­ate flat­ter­ies, which brought the col­our to her cheeks.

				He found her very at­tract­ive. She thought him charm­ing and se­duct­ive. When he had gone, Cach­elin ex­claimed: “Isn’t he a fine fel­low? What hav­oc he cre­ates! They say he can wheedle any wo­man!”

				Cora, less demon­strat­ive, avowed, how­ever, that she thought him very agree­able, and not so much of a pos­eur as she had be­lieved.

				Les­able, who seemed less sad and weary than usu­al, ac­know­ledged that he had un­der­rated Maze on his first ac­quaint­ance.

				Maze re­turned at in­ter­vals, which gradu­ally grew short­er. He de­lighted every­body. They pet­ted and coddled him. Cora pre­pared for him the dishes he liked, and the in­tim­acy of the three men soon be­came so great that they were sel­dom seen apart.

				The new friend took the whole fam­ily to the theatre in boxes pro­cured through the press. They re­turned on foot, through the streets thronged with people, to the door of Les­able’s apart­ments, Maze and Cora walk­ing be­fore, keep­ing step, hip to hip, swinging with the same move­ment, the same rhythm, like two be­ings cre­ated to walk side by side through life. They spoke to each oth­er in a low tone, laugh­ing softly to­geth­er, and seemed to un­der­stand each oth­er in­stinct­ively: some­times the young wo­man would turn her head and throw be­hind her a glance at her hus­band and fath­er.

				Cach­elin fol­lowed them with a look of be­ne­vol­ent re­gard, and of­ten, for­get­ting that he spoke to his son-in-law, he de­clared: “They have the same physique ex­actly. It is a pleas­ure to see them to­geth­er.”

				Les­able replied quietly: “Yes, they are about the same fig­ure.” He was happy now in the con­scious­ness that his heart was beat­ing more vig­or­ously, that his lungs ac­ted more freely, and that his health had im­proved in every re­spect; his ran­cour against his fath­er-in-law, whose cruel taunts had now en­tirely ceased, van­ished little by little.

				The first day of Janu­ary he was pro­moted to the chief clerk­ship. His joy was so ex­cess­ive over his happy event that on re­turn­ing home he em­braced his wife for the first time in six months. She ap­peared em­bar­rassed, as if he had done some­thing im­prop­er, and she looked at Maze, who had called to present to her his de­vo­tion and re­spect on the first day of the year. He also had an em­bar­rassed air, and turned to­ward the win­dow like a man who does not wish to see.

				But Cach­elin very soon re­sumed his bru­tal­it­ies, and began to har­ass his son-in-law with his coarse jests.

				Some­times he even at­tacked Maze, as though he blamed him also for the cata­strophe sus­pen­ded over them—the in­ev­it­able date of which ap­proached near­er every minute.

				Cora alone ap­peared com­posed, en­tirely happy and ra­di­ant. She had for­got­ten, it seemed, the threat­en­ing near­ness of the term.

				March had come. All hope seemed lost, for it would be three years on the twen­ti­eth of Ju­ly since Aunt Char­lotte’s death.

				An early spring had ad­vanced the ve­get­a­tion, and Maze pro­posed to his friends one Sunday to make an ex­cur­sion to the banks of the Seine, to gath­er the vi­ol­ets in the shady places. They set out by a morn­ing train and got off at Mais­ons-Laf­fitte. A breath of winter still lingered among the bare branches, but the turf was green and lus­trous, flecked with flowers of white and blue, and the fruit-trees on the hill­sides seemed gar­landed with roses as their bare branches showed through the clus­ter­ing blos­soms. The Seine, thick and muddy from the late rains, flowed slowly between its banks gnawed by the frosts of winter; and all the coun­try, steeped in va­pour, ex­haled a sa­vour of sweet hu­mid­ity un­der the warmth of the first days of spring.

				They wandered in the park. Cach­elin, more glum than usu­al, tapped his cane on the grav­elled walk, think­ing bit­terly of their mis­for­tune, so soon to be ir­re­medi­able. Les­able, mor­ose also, feared to wet his feet in the grass, while his wife and Maze were gath­er­ing flowers to make a bou­quet. Cora for sev­er­al days had seemed suf­fer­ing, and looked weary and pale. She was soon tired and wished to re­turn for lunch­eon. They came upon a little res­taur­ant near an old ruined mill, and the tra­di­tion­al re­past of a Parisi­an pic­nic party was soon served un­der a green ar­bour, on a little table covered with two nap­kins, and quite near the banks of the river. They had fried gudgeons, roast beef cooked with pota­toes, and they had come to the salad of fresh green lettuce, when Cora rose brusquely and ran to­ward the river, press­ing her nap­kin with both hands to her mouth.

				Les­able, un­easy, wondered what could be the mat­ter. Maze dis­con­cer­ted, blushed, and stammered, “I do not know—she was well a mo­ment since.”

				Cach­elin ap­peared frightened, and re­mained seated, with his fork in the air, a leaf of salad sus­pen­ded at the end. Then he rose, try­ing to see his daugh­ter. Bend­ing for­ward, he per­ceived her lean­ing against a tree and seem­ing very ill. A swift sus­pi­cion flashed through his mind, and he fell back in­to his seat and re­garded with an em­bar­rassed air the two men, both of whom seemed now equally con­fused. He looked at them with anxious eyes, no longer dar­ing to speak, wild with an­guish and hope.

				A quarter of an hour passed in ut­ter si­lence. Then Cora re­appeared, a little pale and walk­ing slowly. No one ques­tioned her; each seemed to di­vine a happy event, dif­fi­cult to speak of. They burned to know, but feared also to hear, the truth. Cach­elin alone had the cour­age to ask: “You are bet­ter now?” And she replied: “Yes, thank you; there is not much the mat­ter; but we will re­turn early, as I have a light head­ache.” When they set out she took the arm of her hus­band as if to sig­ni­fy some­thing mys­ter­i­ous she had not yet dared to avow.

				They sep­ar­ated at the sta­tion of Saint-Laz­are. Maze, mak­ing a pre­text of some busi­ness af­fair which he had just re­membered, bade them adieu, after hav­ing shaken hands with all of them. As soon as Cach­elin was alone with his daugh­ter and his son-in-law, he asked: “What was the mat­ter with you at break­fast?”

				But Cora did not reply at first; after hes­it­at­ing for a mo­ment she said: “It was noth­ing much; a little sick­ness of the stom­ach was all.” She walked with a lan­guid step, but with a smile on her lips.

				Les­able was ill at ease, his mind dis­trac­ted; haunted with con­fused and con­tra­dict­ory ideas, angry, feel­ing an un­avow­able shame, cher­ish­ing a cow­ardly jeal­ousy, he was like those sleep­ers who close their eyes in the morn­ing that they may not see the ray of light which glides between the cur­tains and strikes the bed like a bril­liant shaft.

				As soon as he entered the house, he shut him­self in his own room, pre­tend­ing to be oc­cu­pied with some un­fin­ished work. Then Cach­elin, pla­cing his hands on his daugh­ter’s shoulders, ex­claimed: “You are preg­nant, aren’t you?”

				She stammered: “Yes, I think so. Two months.”

				Be­fore she had fin­ished speak­ing, he bounded with joy, then began to dance the can­can around her, an old re­col­lec­tion of his gar­ris­on days. He lif­ted his leg and leaped like a young kid in spite of his great paunch, and made the whole apart­ment shake with his gam­bols. The fur­niture jostled, the glasses on the buf­fet rattled, and the chan­delier os­cil­lated like the lamp of a ship.

				He took his be­loved daugh­ter in his arms and em­braced her frantic­ally. Then tap­ping her lightly on the shoulder he cried: “Ah, it is done, then, at last! Have you told your hus­band?”

				She mur­mured, sud­denly in­tim­id­ated: “No—not yet—I—I—was wait­ing—”

				But Cach­elin ex­claimed: “Good, very good. You find it awk­ward. I will run and tell him my­self.”

				And he rushed to the apart­ment of his son-in-law. On see­ing him enter, Les­able, who was do­ing noth­ing, rose and looked in­quir­ingly at Cach­elin, who left him no time for con­jec­ture, but cried: “Do you know your wife is in the fam­ily way?”

				The hus­band was stricken speech­less, his coun­ten­ance changed, and the blood surged to the roots of his hair: “What? How? Cora? you say—” he faltered when he re­covered his voice.

				“I say that she is preg­nant; do you un­der­stand? Now is our chance!”

				In his joy he took Les­able’s hands and pressed and shook them, as if to fe­li­cit­ate him, to thank him, and cried: “Ah, at last it is true, it is true! it is true! Think of the for­tune we shall have!” and un­able to con­tain him­self longer, he caught his son-in-law in his arms and em­braced him, cry­ing: “More than a mil­lion! think of it! more than a mil­lion!” and he began to dance more vi­ol­ently than ever.

				“But come, she is wait­ing for you, come and em­brace her, at least,” and tak­ing him by the shoulders he pushed Les­able be­fore him, and threw him like a ball in­to the apart­ment where Cora stood anxiously wait­ing and listen­ing.

				The mo­ment she saw her hus­band, she re­coiled, stifled with a sud­den emo­tion. He stood be­fore her, pale and severe. He had the air of a judge, and she of a cul­prit. At last he said: “It seems that you are preg­nant.”

				She stammered in a trem­bling voice: “Yes, that seems to be the case.”

				But Cach­elin seized each of them by the neck, and, bring­ing them face to face, cried: “Now kiss each oth­er, by George! It is a fit­ting oc­ca­sion.”

				And after re­leas­ing them, he capered about like a school­boy, shout­ing: “Vic­tory, vic­tory, we have won our case! I say, Léo­pold, we must pur­chase a coun­try house; there, at least, you will cer­tainly re­cov­er your health.” At this idea Les­able trembled. His fath­er-in-law con­tin­ued: “We will in­vite M. Torchebeuf and his wife to vis­it us, and as the un­der-chief is at the end of his term you may take his place. That is the way to bring it about.”

				Les­able was now be­gin­ning to re­gard things from Cach­elin’s stand­point, and he saw him­self re­ceiv­ing his chief at a beau­ti­ful coun­try place on the banks of the river, dressed in coat of white twill, with a Panama hat on his head.

				Some­thing sweet entered in­to his heart with this hope, some­thing warm and good seemed to melt with­in him, ren­der­ing him light of heart and health­i­er in feel­ing. He smiled, still without speak­ing.

				Cach­elin, in­tox­ic­ated with joy, trans­por­ted at the thought of his fine pro­spects, con­tin­ued:

				“Who knows, we may gain some polit­ic­al in­flu­ence. Per­haps you will be deputy. At all events, we can see the so­ci­ety of the neigh­bour­hood, and en­joy some lux­ur­ies. And you shall have a little pony to con­vey you every morn­ing to the sta­tion.” These im­ages of lux­ury, of el­eg­ance and prosper­ity aroused the droop­ing spir­its of Les­able. The thought that he could be driv­en in his own car­riage, like the rich people he had so of­ten en­vied, filled him with sat­is­fac­tion, and he could not re­frain from ex­claim­ing: “Ah, that will be de­light­ful in­deed.”

				Cora, see­ing him won over, smiled ten­derly and grate­fully, and Cach­elin, who saw no obstacles now in the way of in­dul­gence, de­clared: “We will dine at the res­taur­ant, to cel­eb­rate the happy event.”

				When they reached home, the two men were a little tipsy, and Les­able, who saw double and whose ideas were all topsy-turvy, could not find his bed­room. He made his way by mis­take, or for­get­ful­ness, in­to the long va­cant bed of his wife. And all night long it seemed to him that the bed os­cil­lated like a boat, rolling and pitch­ing as though it would up­set. He was even a little sea­sick.

				He was sur­prised on awak­ing to find Cora in his arms. She opened her eyes with a smile and kissed him with a sud­den ef­fu­sion of grat­it­ude and af­fec­tion. Then she said to him, in that caress­ing voice which wo­men em­ploy in their ca­joler­ies: “If you wish to be very nice, you will not go to your of­fice today. There is no need to be so punc­tu­al now that we are go­ing to be rich, and we will make a little vis­it to the coun­try, all by ourselves.”

				Les­able was con­tent to re­main quiet, with the feel­ing for self-in­dul­gence which fol­lows an even­ing of ex­cess, and the warmth of the bed was grate­ful. He felt the drowsy wish to lie a long time, to do noth­ing more but to live in tran­quil idle­ness. An un­usu­al sloth para­lyzed his soul and sub­dued his body, and one vague, happy, and con­tinu­ous thought nev­er left him—“He was go­ing to be rich, in­de­pend­ent.”

				But sud­denly a fear seized him, and he whispered softly, as if he thought the walls might hear him: “Are you very sure you are preg­nant, after all?”

				She re­as­sured him at once. “Oh, yes! I am cer­tain of it. I could not be mis­taken.”

				And, as if still doubt­ing, he traced the out­line of her fig­ure with his hand, and feel­ing con­vinced de­clared: “Yes, it is true—but you will not be brought to bed be­fore the date. They will con­test our right on that ac­count, per­haps.”

				At this sup­pos­i­tion she grew angry.

				“Oh, no in­deed, they are not go­ing to trick us now after so much misery, so much trouble, and so many ef­forts. Oh, no, in­deed!” She was over­whelmed with in­dig­na­tion. “Let us go at once to the not­ary,” she said.

				But his ad­vice was to get a phys­i­cian’s cer­ti­fic­ate first, and they presen­ted them­selves again to Dr. Le­fil­leul.

				He re­cog­nized them im­me­di­ately, and ex­claimed: “Ah well, have you suc­ceeded?”

				They both blushed up to their ears, and Cora a little shame­facedly stammered: “I be­lieve we have, doc­tor.”

				The doc­tor rubbed his hands, cry­ing: “I ex­pec­ted it, I ex­pec­ted it. The means I re­com­men­ded to you nev­er fail; at least, only from some rad­ic­al in­ca­pa­city of one of the parties.”

				When he had made an ex­am­in­a­tion of the young wife, he de­clared: “It is true, bravo!” and he wrote on a sheet of pa­per:

				
					“I, the un­der­signed, doc­tor of medi­cine, of the Fac­ulty of Par­is, cer­ti­fy that Ma­dame Léo­pold Les­able, née Cach­elin, presents all the symp­toms of preg­nancy, dat­ing from over three months.”

				

				Then, turn­ing to­ward Les­able: “And you,” he said, “how is that chest and that heart?” and hav­ing made an aus­culta­tion, he de­clared that the pa­tient was en­tirely cured. They set out happy and joy­ous, arm in arm, with elast­ic steps. But on the route Léo­pold had an idea. “We had bet­ter go home be­fore we see the law­yer, and re­arrange your dress; you’ll put two or three tow­els un­der your belt, it will draw at­ten­tion to it and that will be bet­ter; he will not be­lieve then that we are try­ing to gain time.”

				They re­turned home, and he him­self un­dressed his wife in or­der to ad­just the de­cep­tion. Ten con­sec­ut­ive times Les­able changed the po­s­i­tion of the tow­els, and stepped back some paces to get the prop­er ef­fect, wish­ing to ob­tain an ab­so­lutely per­fect re­semb­lance. Sat­is­fied with the res­ult at last, they set out again, and walked proudly through the streets, Les­able car­ry­ing him­self with the air of one whose vir­il­ity was es­tab­lished and pat­ent to all the world.

				The not­ary re­ceived them kindly. Then he listened to their ex­plan­a­tion, ran his eye over the cer­ti­fic­ate, and, as Les­able in­sisted, “For the rest, Mon­sieur, it is only ne­ces­sary to glance for a second,” he threw a con­vinced look on the tell­tale fig­ure of the young wo­man.

				There was a mo­ment of anxious sus­pense, when the man of law de­clared: “As­suredly, wheth­er the in­fant is born or to be born, it ex­ists, it lives; so we will sus­pend the ex­e­cu­tion of the test­a­ment till the con­fine­ment of Ma­dame.”

				After leav­ing the of­fice of the not­ary, they em­braced each oth­er on the stair­way, so ex­uber­ant was their joy.

			
			
				VII

				From the mo­ment of this happy dis­cov­ery, the three re­l­at­ives lived in the most per­fect ac­cord. They were good-hu­moured, reas­on­able, and kind. Cach­elin had re­covered all his old gaiety, and Cora loaded her hus­band with at­ten­tions. Les­able also seemed like an­oth­er man, and more gay than he had ever been in his life. Maze came less of­ten, and seemed ill at ease in the fam­ily circle; they re­ceived him kindly, but with less warmth than formerly, for hap­pi­ness is egot­ist­ic­al and ex­cludes strangers.

				Cach­elin him­self seemed to feel a cer­tain secret hos­til­ity against the hand­some clerk whom some months be­fore he had in­tro­duced so eagerly in­to his house­hold. It was he who an­nounced to this friend the preg­nancy of Cora. He said to him brusquely: “You know my daugh­ter is preg­nant!”

				Maze, feign­ing sur­prise, replied: “Ah, in­deed! you ought to be very happy.”

				Cach­elin re­spon­ded with a “Humph!” for he per­ceived that his col­league, on the con­trary, did not ap­pear to be de­lighted. Men care but little to see in this state (wheth­er or not the cause lies with them) wo­men in whom they are in­ter­ested.

				Every Sunday, how­ever, Maze con­tin­ued to dine with the fam­ily, but it was no longer pleas­ant to spend the even­ings with them, al­beit no ser­i­ous dif­fer­ence had aris­en; and this strange em­bar­rass­ment in­creased from week to week. One even­ing, just after Maze had gone, Cach­elin cried with an air of an­noy­ance: “That fel­low is be­gin­ning to weary me to death!”

				Les­able replied: “The fact is, he does not im­prove on ac­quaint­ance.” Cora lowered her eyes. She did not give her opin­ion. She al­ways seemed em­bar­rassed in the pres­ence of the hand­some Maze, who, on his side, ap­peared al­most ashamed when he found him­self near her. He no longer smiled on look­ing at her as formerly, no longer asked her and her hus­band to ac­com­pany him to the theatre, and the in­tim­acy, which till lately had been so cor­di­al, seemed to have be­come but an irk­some bur­den.

				One Thursday, when her hus­band came home to din­ner, Cora kissed him with more coquetry than usu­al and whispered in his ear:

				“Per­haps you are go­ing to scold me now?”

				“Why should I?” he in­quired.

				“Well, be­cause—M. Maze came to see me a little while ago, and, as I do not wish to be gos­siped about on his ac­count, I begged him nev­er to come when you were not at home. He seemed a little hurt.”

				Les­able, very much sur­prised, de­man­ded: “Very well, what did he say to that?”

				“Oh! he did not say much, but it did not please me all the same, and then I asked him to cease his vis­its en­tirely. You know very well that it is you and papa who brought him here—I was not con­sul­ted at all about it—and I feared you would be dis­pleased be­cause I had dis­missed him.”

				A grate­ful joy beamed from the face of her hus­band.

				“You did right, per­fectly right, and I even thank you for it.”

				She went on, in or­der to es­tab­lish the un­der­stand­ing between the two men, which she had ar­ranged in ad­vance: “At the of­fice you must con­duct your­self as though noth­ing had happened, and speak to him as you have been in the habit of do­ing; but he is not to come here any more.”

				Tak­ing his wife ten­derly in his arms, Les­able im­pressed long kisses on her eye­lids and on her cheeks. “You are an an­gel! You are an an­gel!” he re­peated, and he felt press­ing against his stom­ach the already lusty child.

			
			
				VIII

				Noth­ing of im­port­ance happened up to the date of Cora’s con­fine­ment, which oc­curred on the last day of Septem­ber. The child, be­ing a daugh­ter, was called Désirée. As they wished to make the christen­ing an im­pos­ing event, it was de­cided to post­pone the ce­re­mony un­til they were settled in the new coun­try house which they were go­ing to buy.

				They chose a beau­ti­ful es­tate at As­nières, on the hills that over­look the Seine. Great changes had taken place dur­ing the winter. As soon as the leg­acy was se­cured, Cach­elin asked for his pen­sion, which was gran­ted, and he left the of­fice. He em­ployed his leis­ure mo­ments in cut­ting, with the aid of a little scroll-saw, the cov­ers of ci­gar-boxes. He made clocks, cas­kets, jardin­ières, and all sorts of odd little pieces of fur­niture. He had a pas­sion for this work, the taste for which had come to him on see­ing a peri­pat­et­ic mer­chant work­ing thus with sheets of wood on the Av­en­ue de l’Opéra; and each day he ob­liged every­body to ad­mire some new design both com­plic­ated and pu­erile. He was amazed at his own work, and kept on say­ing: “It is as­ton­ish­ing what one can ac­com­plish!”

				The as­sist­ant-chief, M. Rabot, be­ing dead at last, Les­able ful­filled the du­ties of his place, al­though he did not re­ceive the title, for suf­fi­cient time had not elapsed since his last pro­mo­tion.

				Cora had be­come a wholly dif­fer­ent wo­man, more re­fined, more el­eg­ant, in­stinct­ively divin­ing all the trans­form­a­tions that wealth im­poses. On New Year’s Day she made a vis­it to the wife of her hus­band’s chief, a com­mon­place per­son, who re­mained a pro­vin­cial, not­with­stand­ing a res­id­ence of thirty-five years in Par­is, and she put so much grace and se­duct­ive­ness in­to her pray­er that Mme. Torchebeuf should stand god­moth­er to her child that the good wo­man con­sen­ted. Grand­papa Cach­elin was the god­fath­er.

				The ce­re­mony took place on a bril­liant Sunday in June. All the em­ploy­ees of the of­fice were in­vited to wit­ness it, ex­cept the hand­some Maze, who was seen no more in the Cach­elin circle.

				At nine o’clock Les­able waited at the rail­way sta­tion for the train from Par­is, while a groom, in liv­ery covered with great gilt but­tons, held by the bridle a plump pony hitched to a brand-new phaeton.

				The en­gine whistled, then ap­peared, drag­ging its train of cars, which soon dis­charged their freight of pas­sen­gers.

				M. Torchebeuf des­cen­ded from a first-class car­riage with his wife, in a mag­ni­fi­cent toi­lette, while Pit­o­let and Bois­sel got out of a second-class car­riage. They had not dared to in­vite old Savon, but it was un­der­stood that they were to meet him by chance in the af­ter­noon and bring him to din­ner with the con­sent of the chief.

				Les­able hur­ried to meet his su­per­i­or, who ad­vanced slowly, the lapel of his frock-coat or­na­men­ted with a dec­or­a­tion that re­sembled a full-blown red rose. His enorm­ous head, sur­moun­ted by a large hat that seemed to crush his small body, gave him the ap­pear­ance of a phe­nomen­on, and his wife, if she had stood on tip­toe, could have looked over his head without any trouble.

				Léo­pold, ra­di­ant, bowed and thanked his guests. He seated them in the phaeton, then run­ning to­ward his two col­leagues, who were walk­ing mod­estly be­hind, he pressed their hands, re­gret­ting that his phaeton was too small to ac­com­mod­ate them also. “Fol­low the quay,” he dir­ec­ted, “and you will reach my door—‘Villa Désirée,’ the fourth one after the turn. Make haste!”

				And mount­ing the phaeton, he took the reins and drove off, while the groom leaped lightly to the little seat be­hind.

				The ce­re­mony was very bril­liant, and af­ter­wards they re­turned for lunch­eon. Each one found un­der his nap­kin a present pro­por­tioned to his sta­tion. The god­moth­er re­ceived a brace­let of sol­id gold, her hus­band a scarf-pin of ru­bies, Bois­sel a pock­et book of Rus­si­an leath­er, and Pit­o­let a su­perb meer­schaum pipe. “It was Désirée,” they said, “who offered these presents to her new friends.”

				Mme. Torchebeuf, blush­ing with con­fu­sion and pleas­ure, placed on her fat arm the bril­liant circle, and, as the chief wore a nar­row black cravat, which would not re­ceive the pin, he stuck the jew­el in the lapel of his frock-coat, un­der the Le­gion of Hon­our, as if it had been an­oth­er dec­or­a­tion of an in­feri­or or­der.

				Out­side the win­dow the shin­ing band of the river was seen, curving to­ward Suresnes, its banks shaded with trees. The sun fell in a rain on the wa­ter, mak­ing it seem a river of fire. The be­gin­ning of the re­past was rather sol­emn, be­ing made form­al by the pres­ence of M. and Mme. Torchebeuf. After a while, how­ever, things began to go bet­ter. Cach­elin threw out some heavy jokes, which he felt would be per­mit­ted him since he was rich, and every­one laughed at them. If Pit­o­let or Bois­sel had uttered them, the guests would cer­tainly have been shocked.

				At dessert, the in­fant was brought in and re­ceived a kiss from each of the com­pany. Smothered in a cloud of snowy lace, the baby looked at the guests with its blue eyes void of in­tel­li­gence or ex­pres­sion, and rolled its bald head from side to side with an air of newly awakened in­terest.

				Pit­o­let, amid the con­fu­sion of voices, whispered in the ear of Bois­sel: “It looks like a little Maz­ette.” The joke went round the Min­istry next day.

				At two o’clock the health of the newly christened baby was drunk, and Cach­elin pro­posed to show his guests over the prop­erty, and then to take them for a walk on the banks of the Seine.

				They moved in a slow pro­ces­sion from room to room, from the cel­lar to the gar­ret; then they ex­amined the garden tree by tree, plant by plant; after which, sep­ar­at­ing in­to two parties, they set out for a walk.

				Cach­elin, who did not feel at home in the com­pany of ladies, drew Bois­sel and Pit­o­let in­to a café on the bank of the river, while Mes­dames Torchebeuf and Les­able, with their hus­bands, walked in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, these re­fined ladies not be­ing able to mingle with the com­mon Sunday herd.

				They walked slowly along the path, fol­lowed by the two men, who talked gravely of the af­fairs of the of­fice. On the river the boats were con­tinu­ally passing, pro­pelled by long strokes of the oars in the hands of jolly fel­lows, the muscles of whose bare arms rolled un­der the sun­burned skin. Wo­men, re­clin­ing on black or white fur rugs, man­aged the tillers, drows­ing un­der the hot sun, hold­ing open over their heads, like enorm­ous flowers float­ing on the sur­face of the wa­ter, um­brel­las of red, yel­low, and blue silk. Cries from one boat to the oth­er, calls, and shouts, and a re­mote mur­mur of hu­man voices lower down, con­fused and con­tinu­ous, in­dic­ated where the swarm­ing crowds were en­joy­ing a hol­i­day.

				Long files of fish­er­men stood mo­tion­less all along the river, while the swim­mers, al­most na­ked, stand­ing in heavy fish­ing boats, plunged in head-fore­most, climbed back upon the boats and leaped in­to the wa­ter again.

				Mme. Torchebeuf looked on in sur­prise.

				Cora said to her: “It is like this every Sunday; it spoils this charm­ing coun­try for me.”

				A ca­noe moved softly by. Two wo­men rowed, while two men were stretched in the bot­tom of the boat. One of the wo­men, turn­ing her head to­wards the shore, cried:

				“Hello! hello! you re­spect­able wo­men! I have a man for sale, very cheap! Do you want him?”

				Cora turned away con­temp­tu­ously and tak­ing the arm of her com­pan­ion said: “We can­not re­main here; let us go. What in­fam­ous creatures!”

				They moved away as M. Torchebeuf was say­ing to Les­able: “It is settled for the first of Janu­ary. The head of the De­part­ment has pos­it­ively prom­ised me.”

				“I don’t know how to thank you, dear mas­ter,” Les­able replied.

				When they reached home they found Cach­elin, Pit­o­let, and Bois­sel laugh­ing im­mod­er­ately and al­most car­ry­ing old Savon, whom they jok­ingly de­clared they had found on the beach in the com­pany of a girl.

				The frightened old man was cry­ing: “It is not true, no, it is not true. It is not right to say that, M. Cach­elin, it is not kind.”

				And Cach­elin, chok­ing with laughter, cried: “Ah, you old rogue, did you not call her your ‘sweet goose quill’? We caught you, you ras­cal!”

				Then the ladies, too, began to laugh at the dis­may of the poor old man.

				Cach­elin con­tin­ued: “With M. Torchebeuf’s per­mis­sion, we will keep him pris­on­er as a pun­ish­ment and make him dine with us.”

				The chief good-hu­mouredly con­sen­ted, and they con­tin­ued to laugh about the lady aban­doned by the old man, who pro­tested all the time, an­noyed at this mis­chiev­ous farce.

				The sub­ject was the oc­ca­sion of in­ex­haust­ible wit through­out the even­ing, which some­times even bordered on the ob­scene.

				Cora and Mme. Torchebeuf, seated un­der a tent on the lawn, watched the re­flec­tions of the set­ting sun, which threw upon the leaves a purple glow.

				Not a breath stirred the branches, a se­rene and in­fin­ite peace fell from the calm and flam­ing heav­ens. Some boats still passed, more slowly, drift­ing with the tide.

				Cora re­marked: “It ap­pears that poor M. Savon mar­ried a bad wo­man.”

				Mme. Torchebeuf, who was fa­mil­i­ar with everything of the of­fice, replied:

				“Yes, she was an orphan, very much too young for him, and de­ceived him with a worth­less fel­low, and she ended in run­ning away with him.”

				Then the fat lady ad­ded: “I say he was a worth­less fel­low, but I know noth­ing about it. It is re­por­ted that they loved one an­oth­er very much. In any case, old Savon is not very se­duct­ive.”

				Mme. Les­able replied gravely:

				“That is no ex­cuse; the poor man is much to be pit­ied. Our next door neigh­bour, M. Bar­bou, has had the same ex­per­i­ence. His wife fell in love with a sort of paint­er who passed his sum­mers here, and she has gone abroad with him. I do not un­der­stand how wo­men can fall so low. To my mind it seems a spe­cial chas­tise­ment should be meted out to those wicked creatures who bring shame upon their fam­il­ies.”

				At the end of the al­ley the nurse ap­peared, car­ry­ing the little Désirée wrapped in her laces. The child, all rosy in the red gold of the even­ing light, was com­ing to­wards the two wo­men. She stared at the fiery sky with the same pale and as­ton­ished eyes with which she re­garded their faces.

				All the men who were talk­ing at a dis­tance drew near, and Cach­elin, seiz­ing his little grand­daugh­ter, tossed her aloft in his arms as if he would carry her to the skies. Her fig­ure was out­lined against the bril­liant line of the ho­ri­zon, while her long white robe al­most touched the ground; and the grand­fath­er cried: “Look! isn’t this the best thing in the world, after all, fath­er Savon?”

				But the old man made no reply, hav­ing noth­ing to say, or per­haps think­ing too many things.

				A ser­vant opened the door and an­nounced: “Ma­dame is served!”

			
		
	
		
			Happiness

			It was teatime, just be­fore the lamps were brought in. The villa over­looked the sea; the van­ished sun had left the sky rose-tipped in its passing, and powdered with golden dust; and the Medi­ter­ranean, without ripple or faintest move­ment, smooth, still gleam­ing with the light of the dy­ing day, spread out a vast shield of burn­ished met­al.

			Far to the right, the jagged moun­tains lif­ted their black sharp-cut bulk against the dim purple of the West.

			They were speak­ing of love, re­tell­ing an an­cient tale, say­ing over again things already said many, many times be­fore. The soft mel­an­choly dusk pressed upon their speech, so that a feel­ing of ten­der­ness welled up in their hearts, and the word “love,” con­stantly re­peated, now in a man’s strong voice, now in the high, clear tones of a wo­man, seemed to fill the little room, flit­ting about it like a bird, hov­er­ing like a spir­it over them.

			Can one love for years without end?

			Yes, claimed some.

			No, de­clared oth­ers.

			They drew a dis­tinc­tion between vari­ous cases, made clear the qual­it­ies that di­vided them from oth­ers, quoted ex­amples; and all, both men and wo­men, filled with rush­ing, dis­quiet­ing memor­ies which they could not re­veal and which hovered on their lips, seemed pro­foundly moved; they spoke of this com­mon­place yet su­preme thing, this mys­ter­i­ous con­cord between two be­ings, with the deep­est emo­tion and burn­ing in­terest.

			Sud­denly one among them, whose eyes were fixed on the dis­tant scene, ex­claimed:

			“Oh! Look! What’s that, over there?”

			Across the sea, on the rim of haze, rose a huge, grey, shape­less mass.

			The wo­men had ris­en and were star­ing un­com­pre­hend­ingly at this amaz­ing ob­ject, which none of them had ever seen be­fore.

			“It’s Cor­sica,” said someone. “It can be seen two or three times a year un­der ex­cep­tion­al at­mo­spher­ic con­di­tions, when the air is so per­fectly clear as not to con­ceal it with those mists of wa­ter-va­pour in which dis­tant pro­spects are al­ways wrapped.”

			They could dis­tin­guish vaguely the moun­tain peaks, and fan­cied that they could see the snow on the sum­mits. And every­one was sur­prised, dis­turbed, al­most frightened at this ab­rupt ap­pear­ance of a world, at this phantom ris­en from the sea. Such, per­haps, were the per­il­ous vis­ions of those who set out like Colum­bus across strange seas.

			Then an old gen­tle­man, who had not spoken, re­marked:

			“Oddly enough, in that is­land which has just swum in­to our sight—at the very mo­ment when it would give force to what we have been say­ing and awaken one of my strangest memor­ies—I came across a per­fect in­stance of faith­ful love, mi­ra­cu­lously happy love.

			

			“Five years ago I made a tour in Cor­sica. That wild is­land is farther away from us, and less known to us, than Amer­ica, al­though it is some­times to be seen from the coasts of France, even as today.

			“Ima­gine a world still in chaos, a mael­strom of moun­tains sep­ar­ated by nar­row rav­ines down which rush foam­ing tor­rents; not a single level space, but only im­mense bil­lows of gran­ite and gi­gant­ic un­du­la­tions in the ground covered with thick­ets or with lofty forests of chest­nut and pine. It is vir­gin soil, un­cul­tiv­ated, deser­ted, al­though an oc­ca­sion­al vil­lage may be descried, like a pile of rocks perched on the top of a moun­tain. There is no cul­ture, no in­dustry, no art. Nev­er does one meet with a piece of carved wood, a block of sculp­tured stone, with any re­mind­er of hered­it­ary taste, rudi­ment­ary or re­fined, for gra­cious and beau­ti­ful things. That is the most strik­ing thing in this su­perb, harsh coun­try: its in­her­ited in­dif­fer­ence to that search for ma­gic­al love­li­ness which is called art.

			“Italy, where every palace, full of mas­ter­pieces, is it­self a mas­ter­piece, where marble, wood, bronze, iron, in fact all metals and stones, bear wit­ness to the geni­us of man, where the ti­ni­est heir­looms in old houses re­veal a di­vine care for beauty, is to each one of us a sac­red and be­loved land, be­cause she dis­plays and proves to us the strong im­pulse, the grandeur, the power, and the tri­umph of the cre­at­ive in­tel­li­gence.

			“Fa­cing her, wild Cor­sica has re­mained just as she was in her earli­est days. There man lives in his rude house, in­dif­fer­ent to all that does not af­fect his mere ex­ist­ence or his fam­ily quar­rels. He has sur­vived with the de­fects and qual­it­ies of all un­civ­il­ised races, vi­ol­ent, strong to hate, in­stinct­ively bloodthirsty, but also hos­pit­able, gen­er­ous, full of true piety, simple-hearted, open­ing his door to the passerby and be­stow­ing a loy­al friend­ship in re­turn for the smal­lest token of sym­pathy.

			“For a month I had been wan­der­ing over this mag­ni­fi­cent is­land, feel­ing as though I were at the end of the world. There are no inns, no tav­erns, no roads. Mule paths lead to the vil­lages that cling to the flanks of the moun­tains and over­look the twist­ing gulfs from whose depths the heavy, muffled, deep roar of the tor­rent rises cease­lessly in the si­lence of even­ing. The trav­el­ler knocks at the house doors and asks for shel­ter for the night and food un­til next day. He sits down at the humble table and sleeps be­neath the humble roof, and in the morn­ing shakes the out­stretched hand of his host, who leads him to the edge of the vil­lage.

			“One even­ing, after walk­ing for ten hours, I came to a little house stand­ing by it­self in the depths of a nar­row val­ley that fell in­to the sea a league farther on. The two steep slopes of the hill­side, covered with thick­ets, boulders, and tall trees, were like two gloomy walls en­clos­ing this un­ut­ter­ably mourn­ful abyss.

			“Round the hov­el were a few vines, a small garden, and, fur­ther on, some large chest­nut-trees; enough, ac­tu­ally, for a bare ex­ist­ence, a for­tune in that poor coun­try.

			“The wo­man who opened the door was old, hard-fea­tured, and clean, which was un­usu­al. The man, seated on a cane chair, got up to greet me and then sat down without say­ing a word.

			“ ‘Please ex­cuse him,’ said his wife to me. ‘He’s deaf now. He’s eighty-two.’

			“She spoke per­fect French. I was sur­prised.

			“ ‘You are not Cor­sic­ans?’ I asked her.

			“ ‘No,’ she replied, ‘we come from the main­land. But we have lived here for fifty years.’

			“A feel­ing of an­guish and ter­ror over­whelmed me at the thought of the fifty years that had rolled by in this dark hole, so far from towns and the life of men. An old shep­herd came in, and we began to eat the only course of the din­ner, a thick soup in which pota­toes, ba­con, and cab­bage were all boiled to­geth­er.

			“When the short meal was over, I went out and sat be­fore the door, my heart op­pressed with the mel­an­choly of that sombre land­scape, in the grip of that feel­ing of wretched­ness which some­times lays hold on the trav­el­ler, on sad even­ings, in des­ol­ate places. It seems as though all things were com­ing to an end, life it­self, and the uni­verse. The dread­ful misery of life is re­vealed in one blind­ing flash, and the isol­a­tion of all things, the noth­ing­ness of all things, and the black loneli­ness of our hearts which soothe and de­ceive them­selves with dreams un­til the com­ing of death it­self.

			“The old wo­man joined me, and tor­men­ted by the curi­os­ity which lives on in the hearts of even the most resigned of mor­tals, said to me:

			“ ‘So you come from France?’

			“ ‘Yes, I am trav­el­ling for pleas­ure.’

			“ ‘You are from Par­is, per­haps?’

			“ ‘No, I come from Nancy.’

			“At that it seemed to me that an ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment was agit­at­ing her. How I saw this, or rather felt it, I do not know.

			“ ‘You are from Nancy?’ she re­peated slowly.

			“The hus­band ap­peared in the door­way, im­pass­ive, as are all deaf people.

			“ ‘It does not mat­ter,’ she con­tin­ued. ‘He can­not hear.’

			“Then, after a few seconds:

			“ ‘Then you know people in Nancy?’

			“ ‘Why, yes, al­most every­body.’

			“ ‘The Sainte-Al­la­ize fam­ily?’

			“ ‘Yes, very well; they were friends of my fath­er’s.’

			“ ‘What is your name?’

			“ ‘I told her. She stared in­tently at me, then said in that soft voice evoked by waken­ing memor­ies:

			“ ‘Yes, yes, I re­mem­ber quite well. And the Bris­enaves, what has be­come of them?’

			“ ‘They are all dead.’

			“ ‘Ah! And the Sir­monts, do you know them?’

			“ ‘Yes, the young­est is a gen­er­al.’

			“At that she replied, shak­ing with ex­cite­ment, with an­guish, with I know not what con­fused power­ful and in­tim­ate emo­tion, with I know not how press­ing a need to con­fess, to tell everything, to speak of things she had un­til this mo­ment kept locked in the secret places of her heart, and of the people whose name troubled the very depths of her soul:

			“ ‘Yes, Henri de Sir­mont. I know him well. He is my broth­er.’

			“I lif­ted my eyes to her, quite dumb­foun­ded with sur­prise. And sud­denly I re­membered.

			“It had been a great scan­dal, long ago, in ar­is­to­crat­ic Lor­raine. As a young girl, beau­ti­ful, wealthy, Su­z­anne de Sir­mont had run off with a non­com­mis­sioned of­ficer in the hus­sar re­gi­ment of which her fath­er was com­mand­er.

			“He was a hand­some lad; his par­ents were peas­ants, but he wore the blue dol­man with a gal­lant air, this sol­dier who se­duced his col­on­el’s daugh­ter. Doubt­less she had seen him, no­ticed him, fallen in love with him as she watched the squad­rons march past. But how had she spoken to him, how had they been able to meet and come to an un­der­stand­ing? How had she dared to make him real­ise that she loved him? This no one ever knew.

			“Noth­ing had been guessed or fore­seen. One even­ing, when the sol­dier had just com­pleted his term of ser­vice, he dis­ap­peared with her. A search was made, but they were not found. No news of them was heard, and she was thought of as dead.

			“And thus I had found her in this sin­is­ter val­ley.

			“Then in my turn I answered:

			“ ‘Yes, I re­mem­ber well. You are Ma­demois­elle Su­z­anne.’

			“She nod­ded ‘yes.’ Tears poured from her eyes. Then, glan­cing to­wards the old man, stand­ing mo­tion­less on the threshold of his dwell­ing, she said to me:

			“ ‘That is he.’

			“And I real­ised that she still loved him, still saw him with eyes blinded by love.

			“ ‘But at least you have been happy?’ I asked.

			“She answered, in a voice that came from her heart:

			“ ‘Oh, yes, very happy. He has made me very happy. I have nev­er had any re­grets.’

			“I gazed at her, a little sad, sur­prised, mar­vel­ling at the power of love! This rich girl had fol­lowed this man, this peas­ant. She had stooped her­self to a life without charm, lux­ury, or re­fine­ment of any sort, she had ac­cus­tomed her­self to an en­tirely simple ex­ist­ence. And she still loved him. She had be­come the wife of a coun­try clod­hop­per, with a bon­net and a can­vas skirt. She sat on a cane chair, she ate broth made of pota­toes, cab­bage, and ba­con, out of an earthen plat­ter set on a deal table. She slept on straw at his side.

			“She had nev­er a thought for any­thing but him. She had re­gret­ted neither jew­els, nor fine clothes, nor fash­ion, nor the com­fort of arm­chairs, nor the per­fumed warmth of tapestry-hung rooms, nor the soft­ness of down where­on the body sinks to rest. She had nev­er needed any­thing but him; so only that he was there, she wanted noth­ing.

			“In early youth she had for­saken life and the world and those who had loved and nur­tured her. She had come, alone with him, to this wild rav­ine. And he had been everything to her, all that a wo­man de­sires, all that she dreams of, all that she cease­lessly awaits, all for which she nev­er ceases to hope. He had filled her ex­ist­ence with hap­pi­ness from its be­gin­ning to its close.

			“She could not have been hap­pi­er.

			“And all night long, as I listened to the hoarse breath­ing of the old sol­dier ly­ing on his pal­let be­side the wo­man who had fol­lowed him so far, I thought of this strange and simple ad­ven­ture, of her hap­pi­ness, so com­plete, built of so little.

			“I left next morn­ing, after shak­ing hands with the old couple.”

			

			The tell­er of the tale was si­lent. A wo­man said:

			“All the same, her ideal was too easy of at­tain­ment, her needs too prim­it­ive, her de­mands on life too simple. She must have been a stu­pid girl.”

			An­oth­er wo­man said slowly:

			“What does it mat­ter? She was happy.”

			In the dis­tance, on the rim of the world, Cor­sica re­ceded in­to the night, sink­ing slowly back in­to the sea, with­draw­ing the vast shad­ow that had ap­peared as though it­self would tell the story of the two humble lov­ers sheltered by its shores.

		
	
		
			Farewell

			The two friends were fin­ish­ing din­ner. From the café win­dow they saw the boulevard, covered with people. They felt the caress of the warm airs that drift through Par­is on calm sum­mer nights, mak­ing a man raise his eyes to­wards the pass­ersby, rous­ing in him a de­sire to get away, far away to some dis­tant place, no one knows where, un­der green leaves; mak­ing him dream of moon­lit rivers and glow­worms and night­in­gales.

			One of the two, Henri Si­mon, sigh­ing deeply, said:

			“Ah! I’m get­ting old. It’s sad. Once, on nights like this, I felt the dev­il in my bones. Today I feel noth­ing but re­grets. Life goes so fast!”

			He was already some­what fat, aged per­haps forty-five, and very bald.

			The oth­er, Pierre Car­ni­er, in­fin­ites­im­ally older, but slim­mer and more lively, replied:

			“As for me, my dear chap, I’ve grown old without no­ti­cing it in the least. I was al­ways a gay dog, a jolly fel­low, vig­or­ous and all that. But when a man looks in his mir­ror every day, he does not see old age do­ing its work, for it is slow and reg­u­lar, and changes the face so gradu­ally that the trans­itions are im­per­cept­ible. That is the only reas­on why we do not die of grief after only two or three years of its rav­ages. For we can­not ap­pre­ci­ate them. In or­der to real­ise them, we should have to go without look­ing at our faces for six months on end—then what a blow it would be!

			“And wo­men, my dear chap, how sorry I am for the poor things! The whole of their hap­pi­ness, the whole of their power, the whole of their lives, lies in their beauty, which lasts ten years.

			“Well, I have grown old without sus­pect­ing it, and thought my­self al­most an ad­oles­cent when I was nearly fifty. Not feel­ing with­in my­self any in­firm­ity of any sort, I went on my way, happy and care­free.

			“The rev­el­a­tion of de­cay came to me in a simple but ter­rible man­ner, and pros­trated me for nearly six months … then I resigned my­self to my lot.

			“I have of­ten been in love, like all men, but once more than usu­al.

			“I met her at the sea­side, at Étretat, about twelve years ago now, shortly after the war. There is noth­ing so charm­ing as the beach there, in the morn­ing, at the bathing-hour. It is small, curved like a horse­shoe, framed in the high white cliffs pierced with those curi­ous holes known as the Gates, one very large, stretch­ing its gi­gant­ic limb in­to the sea, the oth­er op­pos­ite it, low and round; the crowd of wo­men gath­ers to­geth­er with­in the frame of high rocks, throng­ing the nar­row tongue of shingle, cov­er­ing it with a bril­liant garden of bright frocks. The sun falls full upon the slopes, on sun­shades of every hue, on the green­ish-blue sea; everything is gay and charm­ing, a smil­ing scene. You go and sit right at the edge of the wa­ter, and watch the ladies bathing. They come down the beach draped in a flan­nel wrap which they cast off with a pretty ges­ture as they reach the foamy fringe of the small waves; and go in­to the sea with swift little steps, some­times in­ter­rup­ted by a shiver of de­li­cious cold, a brief catch­ing of the breath.

			“Very few stand this bathing-test. There they can be judged, from the calf to the throat. Above all, when they leave the wa­ter, their weak­nesses are plain to see; al­though the sea­wa­ter is a power­ful stim­u­lant to flabby bod­ies.

			“The first time that I saw this young wo­man un­der these con­di­tions, I was rav­ished and se­duced. She stood the test tri­umphantly. There are faces, too, whose charm comes home to us in­stant­an­eously, con­quers us at sight. We think we have found the wo­man we were born to love. I suffered that sen­sa­tion, that shock of emo­tion.

			“I had my­self in­tro­duced to her, and was soon caught as I had nev­er been. She played hav­oc with my heart. It is a dread­ful and glor­i­ous ex­per­i­ence thus to sub­mit one­self to a wo­man’s power. It is al­most a tor­ture, and, at the same time, an in­cred­ible hap­pi­ness. Her look, her smile, the hair on the nape of her neck lif­ted by the breeze, all the ti­ni­est lines of her face, the faintest move­ments of her fea­tures, rav­ished me, over­whelmed me, and maddened me. She pos­sessed me with the whole of her­self, her ges­tures, her at­ti­tudes, even the clothes she wore, which ac­quired ma­gic­al powers. I thrilled at the sight of her veil on a piece of fur­niture, or her glove thrown down on an arm­chair. Her dresses seemed to me in­im­it­able. No wo­man’s hats were as de­light­ful as hers.

			“She was mar­ried, but the hus­band came down every Sat­urday and went away again on the Monday. In oth­er re­spects he left me quite in­dif­fer­ent. I was not in the least jeal­ous, I do not know why; nev­er has any hu­man be­ing seemed to me of less im­port­ance in life, or oc­cu­pied less of my at­ten­tion, than that man.

			“How I loved her! And how beau­ti­ful she was, how grace­ful and young! She was youth, el­eg­ance, and fresh­ness per­son­i­fied. I had nev­er really felt what a pretty creature a wo­man is, how fine, dis­tin­guished, and del­ic­ate, fash­ioned of charm and grace. I had nev­er real­ised the se­duct­ive beauty that lies in the curve of a cheek, in the quiver of a lip, in the round folds of a little ear, in the shape of the ab­surd or­gan we call a nose.

			“It las­ted three months, and then I went off to Amer­ica, my heart crushed with des­pair. But the thought of her dwelt with me, per­sist­ent, tri­umphant. She pos­sessed me from the dis­tance as she had pos­sessed me close at hand. Years passed. I nev­er for­got her. The charm­ing im­age of her re­mained be­fore my eyes and in my heart. And my af­fec­tion for her re­mained faith­ful, a calm af­fec­tion now, a feel­ing like the loved re­mem­brance of all that was most beau­ti­ful and se­duct­ive in my ex­per­i­ence of life.

			“Twelve years are so little in the life of a man! He nev­er feels them pass! They go by one after the oth­er, gently and swiftly, slow and hur­ried, each so long, and yet so soon fin­ished! And they add up to­geth­er so promptly, leave so little trace be­hind them, fade so ut­terly that when he turns to look at the time that has run by he sees noth­ing, and can­not un­der­stand how it has come about that he is old.

			“It really seemed to me as though a mere few months sep­ar­ated me from that charm­ing sea­son on the beach at Étretat.

			“Last spring I went to dine with some friends of mine at Mais­ons-Laf­fitte.

			“Just as the train was start­ing, a stout lady got in­to my com­part­ment, es­cor­ted by four little girls. I scarcely troubled to glance at this moth­er-hen with her brood, very wide and very round, her full-moon face framed in a rib­bon-decked hat.

			“She breathed hard, out of breath after walk­ing fast. The chil­dren began to chat­ter. I opened my pa­per and began to read.

			“We had just gone through As­nières when my neigh­bour sud­denly said to me:

			“ ‘Ex­cuse me, mon­sieur, but are you not Mon­sieur Car­ni­er?’

			“ ‘Yes, ma­dame.’

			“Then she began to laugh, with the happy laughter of a con­ten­ted wo­man, yet with a touch of sad­ness in it.

			“ ‘You do not re­cog­nise me?’

			“I hes­it­ated. I cer­tainly thought I had seen that face some­where; but where? When?

			“ ‘Yes … and no …’ I replied. ‘I cer­tainly know you, but I can’t think of your name.’

			“She blushed slightly, and said:

			“ ‘Ma­dame Ju­lie Le­fèvre.’

			“I had nev­er had such a shock. In a single in­stant I felt as though all were over with me! I felt that a veil had been torn from be­fore my eyes, and that I was on the point of mak­ing fright­ful and heartrend­ing dis­cov­er­ies.

			“This was she! This fat, or­din­ary wo­man, she? And she had hatched out these four daugh­ters since I had last seen her. The little creatures caused me more as­ton­ish­ment than their moth­er her­self. They had come from her body; they were already big; they had taken their place in life. While she no longer coun­ted, she, that mar­vel of fas­cin­at­ing ex­quis­ite grace. I had seen her only yes­ter­day, it seemed, and now had found her thus! Was it pos­sible? Vi­ol­ent grief op­pressed my heart, and a protest, too, against Nature her­self, an un­reas­on­ing ex­as­per­a­tion at this bru­tal, in­fam­ous work of de­struc­tion.

			“I looked at her in awe. Then I took her hand, and tears came in­to my eyes. I wept for her youth, I wept for her death. For I did not know this fat wo­man.

			“She, also af­fected, faltered:

			“ ‘I am greatly changed, am I not? But time goes by, doesn’t it? You see, I have be­come a moth­er, just a moth­er, a good moth­er. Farewell to the rest, it is all over. Oh! I thought you would not re­cog­nise me if we ever met. And you have changed also; it took me some time to be sure that I was not mak­ing a mis­take. You’ve gone quite white. Think of it; it is twelve years ago! Twelve years! My eld­est girl is already ten.’

			“I looked at the child. And I found in her some­thing of her moth­er’s old charm, but as yet a sense of im­ma­tur­ity, of some­thing early and un­formed. And life seemed to me swift as a passing train.

			“We ar­rived at Mais­ons-Laf­fitte. I kissed my old friend’s hand. I had found noth­ing to say to her but the most ap­palling com­mon­places. I was too over­come to speak.

			“That even­ing, when all alone in my house, I looked for a long time in­to the mir­ror, a long, long time, and I ended by re­call­ing my­self as I had been, by see­ing again, in my mind’s eye, my brown mous­tache and my black hair, and the youth­ful out­lines of my face. Now I was old. Farewell.”

		
	
		
			Solitude

			It was just after a male din­ner-party. The even­ing had been hil­ari­ous. One of the guests, an old friend of mine, said to me:

			“Would you like to walk up the Av­en­ue des Champ-Élysése?”

			So we set off, walk­ing slowly up the long side­walk, un­der trees that showed their first sparse leaves. There was no sound but the con­fused cease­less mur­mur­ing of Par­is. A fresh wind blew across our faces, and the dark sky was sown with a golden dust by the myri­ad stars.

			My com­pan­ion said to me:

			“I don’t know why, but I breathe bet­ter here at night than any­where else in the world. At these times my spir­it seems freed. For a mo­ment, I have one of those sud­den in­ward gleams of light that for a frac­tion of time de­ceive us with the thought that we have pen­et­rated the di­vine secret of the uni­verse. Then the win­dow closes again. The mo­ment is gone.”

			From time to time we see two shad­ows slip­ping along un­der the walls; we walk past a bench where, pressed close to­geth­er, two hu­man be­ings are merged in­to one dark blur.

			The man at my side mur­mured:

			“Poor wretches! They rouse in me no dis­gust, but only a pro­found pity. Of all the mys­ter­ies of hu­man life, I have pierced one: the ter­rible un­hap­pi­ness of mor­tal life has its roots in the lifelong loneli­ness of every one of us: all our striv­ings, all our acts have one end only, es­cape from this loneli­ness. Those poor creatures, mak­ing love on pub­lic benches in the open air, are try­ing, as we try, as all mor­tal wretches try, to end their isol­a­tion, if only for a mo­ment or less; but they re­main, they will al­ways re­main sol­it­ary, and so shall we also.

			“Some days we real­ise it more sharply, some less, that’s all.

			“For some time now I have been suf­fer­ing the un­speak­able tor­ment born of my real­isa­tion, my vis­ion of the fright­ful solitude in which I spend my life, and I know that noth­ing can end it, noth­ing, I tell you. Whatever our striv­ings, whatever our deeds, whatever the wild de­sire of our hearts, the de­mands of our lips and the clutch of our arms, we are al­ways sol­it­ary.

			“I per­suaded you to walk along here with me this even­ing be­cause I suf­fer hor­ribly, these days, from the loneli­ness of my apart­ment. What good will this do me? I talk to you, you listen to me, and we are alone to­geth­er, side by side, but alone. Do you un­der­stand?

			“Blessed are the poor in heart, says the Scrip­ture. They keep the il­lu­sion of hap­pi­ness. Such as they do not en­dure a sol­it­ary bit­ter­ness, they do not, as I do, drift through life and nev­er touch it but to jostle el­bows with it, with no joy but a self-centred sat­is­fac­tion in un­der­stand­ing, ob­serving, guess­ing, and en­dur­ing without end the know­ledge of our etern­al isol­a­tion.

			“You think me a little mad, don’t you?

			“Listen to me. Since I have been con­scious of the solitude of my spir­it, I have felt that day by day I pen­et­rate a little fur­ther in­to a sub­ter­ranean dark­ness, whose bounds I can­not find, whose end I do not know, which per­haps has no end. I go my way through it without any com­pan­ion, without any­one near me, and no liv­ing soul is walk­ing along the same shad­owy road. This sub­ter­ranean pas­sage is life. Some­times I hear sounds, voices, cries. … I grope to­wards these con­fused mur­murs. But I nev­er know ex­actly whence they come; I nev­er meet any oth­er per­son, I nev­er touch an­oth­er hand in the dark­ness that sur­rounds me. Do you un­der­stand?

			“At times men have caught a glimpse of this fright­ful an­guish.

			“Mus­set wrote:

			
				
					“Qui vi­ent? Qui m’ap­pelle? Per­sonne.
					

					Je suis seul.—C’est l’heure qui sonne.
					

					O solitude!—O pauvreté!16
				

			

			“But, for him, it was only a fleet­ing un­eas­i­ness, and not, as for me, a hard cer­tainty. He was a poet; he peopled life with phantoms and dreams. He was nev­er truly alone. I, I am alone!

			“Did not Gust­ave Flaubert, one of the great seers and there­fore one of the great tra­gic fig­ures of this world, write to a friend these des­pair­ing words?—‘We are all of us in a wil­der­ness. No man un­der­stands any oth­er.’

			“No, no man un­der­stands any oth­er, whatever he thinks, whatever he says, whatever he tries to do. Does the earth know what is hap­pen­ing in those stars we see, flung out in space like a seed of fire, so dis­tant that we see the light only of a few while the in­nu­mer­able com­pany of the oth­ers is lost in in­fin­ity, so near that they are per­haps one whole like the mo­lecules of a body?

			“Even so, man has no more know­ledge of what is tak­ing place in an­oth­er man. We are farther from each oth­er than these stars, and even more isol­ated, since thought is an im­pass­able bar­ri­er.

			“Do you know any­thing more dread­ful than the swift and end­less passing by of hu­man be­ings whose minds we can­not reach? We love each oth­er as if we were chained fast, close to­geth­er, with out­stretched arms that just can­not touch. We are torn with a de­sire for uni­on, but all our ef­forts are bar­ren, our mo­ments of pas­sion­ate aban­don fu­tile, our caresses vain. We reach out to­wards an in­tim­ate uni­on, we strain to­wards each oth­er, and achieve no more than the vi­ol­ent im­pact of our bod­ies.

			“I nev­er feel more sol­it­ary than when I open my heart to a friend, be­cause it is then that I real­ise most sharply the im­pass­able bar­ri­er. He is be­side me, this man; I see his clear eyes fixed on me, but of his soul, be­hind them, I know noth­ing at all. He listens to me. What is he think­ing? You don’t un­der­stand this agony of mind? Per­haps he hates me? or des­pises me? or is jeer­ing at me? He thinks over what I am say­ing, he judges me, he rails at me, he con­demns me, con­siders me com­mon­place or a fool. How do I know what he is think­ing? How do I know wheth­er he loves me as I love him? And what is passing through that small round head? What a mys­ter­i­ous thing are the secret thoughts of a hu­man be­ing, these thoughts that are at once hid­den and free, that we can neither know, nor dir­ect, nor rule, nor van­quish.

			“And I, even I, who have all the will in the world to give my whole be­ing, to fling open all the doors of my soul, can­not sur­render my­self. In the deep­est re­cesses of my be­ing, I guard the secret hid­ing-place of this I where no man can enter in. No man can dis­cov­er it, nor enter therein, be­cause no oth­er man is made in my like­ness, be­cause no man un­der­stands any oth­er.

			“Even now, as I speak, do you at least un­der­stand me? No, you think me mad! You watch me curi­ously, you guard your­self from me! You say to your­self: ‘What is the mat­ter with him this even­ing?’ but if ever there comes to you a mo­ment of in­sight, and you feel in all its hor­ror the subtle and un­bear­able suf­fer­ing I en­dure, come to me and say only, ‘I un­der­stand you,’ and you will give me per­haps one second of hap­pi­ness.

			“There are wo­men who make me real­ise my solitude even more vividly.

			“Wretched! Most wretched! How I have suffered through them, be­cause more of­ten than men do, they have de­luded me in­to think­ing that I do not live alone.

			“When we enter the domin­ion of Love we feel a sud­den sense of free­dom. An un­earthly hap­pi­ness per­vades us. Do you know why? Do you know whence comes this sense of pro­found well-be­ing? It is born of noth­ing more than a dream that we are no longer sol­it­ary. The isol­a­tion, the for­saken loneli­ness of the hu­man spir­it seems ended. What folly!

			“Even more cruelly driv­en are we by the un­dy­ing crav­ing for love which gnaws at our lonely hearts; wo­man is the dream’s su­premest cheat.

			“You know those glor­i­ous hours spent in the com­pany of this long-haired creature whose form en­chants us and whose glance in­flames us. What ec­stasy it is that con­founds our minds! What false dream that sweeps us away!

			“Can it be that any mo­ment now she and I will be one, one whole? But this ‘any mo­ment now’ nev­er comes, and after weeks of wait­ing, of hope and de­ceit­ful joy, one day I find my­self sud­denly more alone than I have ever been be­fore.

			“After each kiss, after each em­brace, the isol­a­tion grows. And how over­whelm­ing, how mon­strous it is!

			“Sully-Prud­homme, the poet, wrote:

			
				
					“Les caresses ne sont que d’in­quiets trans­ports,
					

					In­fructueux es­sais du pauvre amour qui tente
					

					L’im­possible uni­on des âmes par les corps. …17
				

			

			And then, good­bye. It is the end. You hardly re­cog­nise this wo­man who for an in­stant of time has been everything to you, and whose in­most—and prob­ably quite com­mon­place—soul has re­mained a mys­tery to you.

			“In the very hours when it seemed that, in a mys­ter­i­ous har­mony of spir­it, a per­fect ming­ling of your de­sires and all your long­ings, you had reached down to the very depths of her soul, a word, some­times only one word, re­veals your er­ror and, like a bright light in dark­ness, shows you the black pit opened between you.

			“Nev­er­the­less, the dearest thing in the world still is to spend an even­ing in the pres­ence of a be­loved wo­man, without words, al­most en­tirely con­tent in the mere sense of her near­ness. Ask for noth­ing more, for nev­er will your soul meet an­oth­er’s.

			“As for me, I have shut up the gates of my spir­it. I no longer talk to any­one of what I be­lieve, what I think, and what I love. Know­ing my­self con­demned to a fright­ful solitude, I look out on life as a spec­tat­or, and make no com­ments. Of what ac­count are opin­ions, quar­rels, pleas­ures, be­liefs? Un­able to share my life with any oth­er creature, I stand apart from all. My spir­it, un­seen, keeps its un­dis­covered house. I have con­ven­tion­al phrases with which to reply to the day’s ques­tions, and a smile that sig­ni­fies ‘Yes’ when I do not want even to take the trouble to speak.

			“Do you un­der­stand?”

			We had walked up the long av­en­ue as far as the Arc de Tri­omphe at the Étoile end, and now come back to the Place de la Con­corde, for he had de­livered him­self of all this without haste and ad­ded to it a great deal more that now I do not re­mem­ber.

			He hal­ted; and fling­ing out his arm in an ab­rupt ges­ture to­wards the tall gran­ite ob­elisk that rears it­self from the stones of Par­is and loses its lofty Egyp­tian pro­file in the stars, an ex­iled monu­ment bear­ing the his­tory of its coun­try writ­ten in strange signs on its flank, my friend cried: “Look, we are all as that stone!” and left me on the in­stant without an­oth­er word.

			Was he drunk? Was he mad? Was he in­spired? Even now I do not know. Some­times I think that he was right; some­times I think that he had lost his mind.

		
	
		
			My Landlady

			“At that time,” said George Kervelen, “I was liv­ing in fur­nished lodgings in the Rue des Saints-Pères. When my par­ents de­cided that I should go to Par­is to con­tin­ue my law stud­ies, there had been a long dis­cus­sion about set­tling everything. My al­low­ance had been fixed at first at two thou­sand five hun­dred francs, but my poor moth­er was so anxious, that she said to my fath­er that if I spent my money rashly I might not have enough to eat, and then my health would suf­fer, and so it was settled that a com­fort­able board­ing­house should be found for me, and that the amount should be paid to the pro­pri­et­or him­self, or her­self, every month.

			“I had nev­er left Quim­per. I wanted everything that one de­sires at that age and I was pre­pared to have a good time in every way.

			“Some of our neigh­bours told us of a cer­tain Mme. Ker­garan, a nat­ive of Brit­tany, who took in boarders, and so my fath­er ar­ranged mat­ters by let­ter with this re­spect­able per­son, at whose house I and my lug­gage ar­rived one even­ing.

			“Mme. Ker­garan was a wo­man of about forty. She was very stout, had a voice like a drill-ser­geant, and de­cided everything in a very ab­rupt and de­cis­ive man­ner. Her house was nar­row, with only one win­dow open­ing on to the street on each story, which rather gave it the ap­pear­ance of a lad­der of win­dows, or bet­ter, per­haps, of a slice of a house sand­wiched in between two oth­ers.

			“The land­lady lived on the first floor with her ser­vant, the kit­chen and din­ing room were on the second, and four boarders from Brit­tany lived on the third and fourth, and I had two rooms on the fifth.

			“A little dark cork­screw stair­case led up to these at­tics. All day long Mme. Ker­garan was up and down these stairs like a cap­tain on board ship. Ten times a day she would go in­to each room, nois­ily su­per­in­tend­ing everything, see­ing that the beds were prop­erly made, the clothes well brushed, that the at­tend­ance was all that it should be; in a word, she looked after her boarders like a moth­er, and bet­ter than a moth­er.

			“I soon made the ac­quaint­ance of my four fel­low-coun­try­men. Two were med­ic­al and two were law stu­dents, but all im­par­tially en­dured the land­lady’s des­pot­ic yoke. They were as frightened of her as a boy rob­bing an orch­ard is of a rur­al po­lice­man.

			“I, how­ever, im­me­di­ately felt that I wished to be in­de­pend­ent; it is my nature to rebel. I de­clared at once that I meant to come in at whatever time I liked, for Mme. Ker­garan had fixed twelve o’clock at night as the lim­it. On hear­ing this she looked at me for a few mo­ments, and then said:

			“ ‘It is quite im­possible; I can­not have An­nette called up at any hour of the night. You can have noth­ing to do out-of-doors at such a time.’

			“I replied firmly that, ac­cord­ing to the law, she was ob­liged to open the door for me at any time.

			“ ‘If you re­fuse,’ I said, ‘I shall get a po­lice­man to wit­ness the fact, and go and get a bed at some hotel, at your ex­pense, in which I shall be fully jus­ti­fied. You will, there­fore, be ob­liged either to open the door for me or to get rid of me. Do whatever you please.’

			“I laughed in her face as I told her my con­di­tions. She could not speak for a mo­ment for sur­prise, then she tried to ne­go­ti­ate, but I was firm, and she was ob­liged to yield. It was agreed that I should have a latch­key, on my sol­emn un­der­tak­ing that no one else should know it.

			“My en­ergy made such a whole­some im­pres­sion on her that from that time she treated me with marked fa­vour; she was most at­tent­ive, and even showed me a sort of rough ten­der­ness which was not at all un­pleas­ing. Some­times when I was in a jovi­al mood I would kiss her by sur­prise, if only for the sake of get­ting the box on the ears which she gave me im­me­di­ately af­ter­ward. When I man­aged to duck my head quickly enough, her hand would pass over me as swiftly as a ball, and I would run away laugh­ing, while she would call after me:

			“ ‘Oh! you wretch, I will pay you out for that.’

			“How­ever, we soon be­came real friends.

			“It was not long be­fore I made the ac­quaint­ance of a girl who was em­ployed in a shop, and whom I con­stantly met. You know what that sort of love af­fair is in Par­is. One fine day, go­ing to a lec­ture, you meet a girl go­ing to work arm-in-arm with a friend. You look at her and feel that pleas­ant little shock which the eyes of some wo­men give you. It is one of the charm­ing things of life, those sud­den phys­ic­al at­trac­tions aroused by a chance meet­ing, that gentle se­duc­tion in­duced by con­tact with a wo­man born to please and to be loved. Wheth­er she is greatly loved or not makes no dif­fer­ence. It is in her nature to re­spond to one’s secret de­sire for love. The first time you see her face, her mouth, her hair, her smile, their charm pen­et­rates you with a sweet joy, you are per­vaded by a sense of well-be­ing, and a ten­der­ness, as yet un­defined, im­pels you to­wards this wo­man whom you do not know. There seems to be in her some ap­peal which you an­swer, an at­trac­tion that draws you, as if you knew her for a long time, had already seen her, and knew what she is think­ing. The next day at the same time, go­ing through the same street, you meet her again, and the next, and the suc­ceed­ing days. At last you speak, and the love af­fair fol­lows its course just like an ill­ness.

			“Well, by the end of three weeks I was on that foot­ing with Emma which pre­cedes in­tim­acy. The fall would in­deed have taken place much soon­er had I known where to bring it about. The girl lived at home, and ut­terly re­fused to go to an hotel. I did not know how to man­age, but at last I made the des­per­ate re­solve to take her to my room some night at about el­ev­en o’clock, un­der the pre­tence of giv­ing her a cup of tea. Mme. Ker­garan al­ways went to bed at ten, so that we could get in by means of my latch­key without ex­cit­ing any at­ten­tion, and go down again in an hour or two in the same way.

			“After a good deal of en­treaty on my part, Emma ac­cep­ted my in­vit­a­tion.

			“I did not spend a very pleas­ant day, for I was by no means easy in my mind. I was afraid of com­plic­a­tions, of a cata­strophe, of some scan­dal. At night I went in­to a café, and drank two cups of cof­fee and three or four glasses of cognac, to give me cour­age, and when I heard the clock strike half past ten, I went slowly to the place of meet­ing, where she was already wait­ing for me. She took my arm in a coax­ing man­ner, and we set off slowly to­ward my lodgings. The near­er we got to the door the more nervous I got, and I thought to my­self: ‘If only Mme. Ker­garan is in bed already.’

			“I said to Emma two or three times:

			“ ‘Above all things, don’t make any noise on the stairs,’ to which she replied, laugh­ing:

			“ ‘Are you afraid of be­ing heard?’

			“ ‘No,’ I said, ‘but I am afraid of wak­ing the man who sleeps in the room next to me, who is not at all well.’

			“When I got near the house I felt as frightened as a man does who is go­ing to the dent­ist’s. All the win­dows were dark, so no doubt every­body was asleep, and I breathed again. I opened the door as care­fully as a thief, let my fair com­pan­ion in, shut it be­hind me, and went up­stairs on tip­toe, hold­ing my breath, and strik­ing wax-matches lest the girl should make a false step.

			“As we passed the land­lady’s door I felt my heart beat­ing very quickly. But we reached the second floor, then the third, and at last the fifth, and got in­to my room. Vic­tory!

			“How­ever, I only dared to speak in a whis­per, and took off my boots so as not to make any noise. The tea, which I made over a spir­it-lamp, was soon drunk, and then I be­came press­ing, till little by little, as if in play, I, one by one, took off my com­pan­ion’s gar­ments. She yiel­ded while res­ist­ing, blush­ing, con­fused.

			“She had ab­so­lutely noth­ing on ex­cept a short white pet­ti­coat when my door sud­denly opened, and Mme. Ker­garan ap­peared with a candle in her hand, in ex­actly the same cos­tume as Emma.

			“I jumped away from her and re­mained stand­ing, look­ing at the two wo­men, who were look­ing at each oth­er. What was go­ing to hap­pen?

			“My land­lady said, in a lofty tone of voice which I had nev­er heard from her be­fore:

			“ ‘Mon­sieur Kervelen, I will not have pros­ti­tutes in my house.’

			“ ‘But, Ma­dame Ker­garan,’ I stammered, ‘the young lady is a friend of mine. She just came in to have a cup of tea.’

			“ ‘People don’t take tea in their chemises. You will please make this per­son go dir­ectly.’

			“Emma, in a nat­ur­al state of con­sterna­tion, began to cry, and hid her face in her pet­ti­coat, and I lost my head, not know­ing what to do or say. My land­lady ad­ded, with ir­res­ist­ible au­thor­ity:

			“ ‘Help her to dress, and take her out at once.’

			“It was cer­tainly the only thing I could do, so I picked up her dress from the floor where it had col­lapsed in a heap like a de­flated bal­loon, put it over her head, and began to fasten it as best I could. She helped me, cry­ing all the time, hur­ry­ing and mak­ing all sorts of mis­takes and un­able to find either but­ton­holes or laces, while Mme. Ker­garan stood by mo­tion­less, with the candle in her hand, look­ing at us with the sever­ity of a judge.

			“Emma now began to hurry fe­ver­ishly, throw­ing her things on at ran­dom, ty­ing, pin­ning, la­cing and fasten­ing in a frenzy, goaded on by the ir­res­ist­ible de­sire for flight, and without even stop­ping to but­ton her boots, she rushed past the land­lady and ran down­stairs. I fol­lowed her in my slip­pers and half un­dressed, and kept re­peat­ing: ‘Ma­demois­elle! Ma­demois­elle!’

			“I felt that I ought to say some­thing to her, but I could not find any­thing. I over­took her just by the street-door, and tried to take her in­to my arms, but she pushed me vi­ol­ently away, say­ing in a low, nervous voice:

			“ ‘Leave me alone, leave me alone!’ and so ran out in­to the street, clos­ing the door be­hind her.

			“When I went up­stairs again I found that Mme. Ker­garan was wait­ing on the first land­ing. I went up slowly, ex­pect­ing, and ready for, any­thing.

			“Her door was open, and she called me in, say­ing in severe voice:

			“ ‘I want to speak to you, M. Kervelen.’

			“I went in, with my head bent. She put her candle on the mantlepiece, and then, fold­ing her arms over her ex­pans­ive bos­om, which a fine white dress­ing-jack­et hardly covered, she said:

			“ ‘So, Mon­sieur Kervelen, you think my house is a house of ill-fame?’

			“I was not at all proud. I mur­mured:

			“ ‘Oh dear, no! But, Mme. Ker­garan, you must not be angry; you know what young men are.’

			“ ‘I know,’ was her an­swer, ‘that I will not have such creatures here, so you will un­der­stand that. I ex­pect to have my house re­spec­ted, and I will not have it lose its repu­ta­tion, you un­der­stand me? I know—’

			“She went on thus for at least twenty minutes, over­whelm­ing me with the good name of her house, with reas­ons for her in­dig­na­tion, and load­ing me with severe re­proofs.

			“Men are curi­ous creatures. In­stead of listen­ing to her, I was look­ing at her, and did not hear a word, not a word she said. She had a su­perb bos­om, firm, white and plump, per­haps a little too plump, but tempt­ing enough to send shivers down one’s spine. I should nev­er have dreamed that any­thing so charm­ing was con­cealed be­neath the wool­len dress of my land­lady. She looked ten years young­er when un­dressed. I began to feel queer … shall I say … moved? I sud­denly found my­self pick­ing up with her the threads of the situ­ation she had dis­turbed fif­teen minutes pre­vi­ously in my bed­room.

			“Be­hind her, in the al­cove, I could see her bed, with the sheets rolled down, tossed, show­ing a hol­low place where her body had pressed. And I thought it must be very nice, very warm there, much warm­er than in any oth­er bed, no doubt be­cause of the op­u­lent charms that res­ted there.

			“What could be more charm­ing, more dis­turb­ing, than an un­made bed? This one, even from a dis­tance, in­tox­ic­ated me, and made my flesh tingle.

			“She was still talk­ing, but now more gently, like a gruff but well-mean­ing friend, who is will­ing to make up and be friends.

			“ ‘Ma­dame Ker­garan,’ I stammered, ‘I … I …’ and as she had stopped to hear my reply, I seized her in my arms and began to kiss her, to de­vour her, like a fam­ished man who has been wait­ing for a long time.

			“She struggled, turn­ing away her head, but without be­com­ing really angry, and re­peated mech­an­ic­ally, as was her habit: ‘Oh, the brute … the brute … the bru …’

			“She did not fin­ish the word, for I had lif­ted her with an ef­fort, and was car­ry­ing her clasped to my heart. Un­der cer­tain cir­cum­stances, one ac­quires re­mark­able vigour!

			“I stumbled against the edge of the bed, and I fell on it still hold­ing her in my arms … It was nice and warm in her bed.

			“An hour later, the candle hav­ing gone out, my land­lady got up to light an­oth­er. As she re­turned and slipped in by my side, her great, round leg crush­ing the sheets, she said in a coax­ing, sat­is­fied, per­haps grate­ful tone: ‘Oh, the brute … the brute! …’ ”

		
	
		
			The Little Cask

			Maître Chicot, the innkeep­er, who lived at Épre­ville, pulled up his tilbury in front of Moth­er Ma­gloire’s farm­house. He was a tall man of about forty, fat and with a red face, who was gen­er­ally said to be very ma­li­cious.

			He hitched his horse up to the gate­post and went in the yard. He owned some land ad­join­ing that of the old wo­man. He had been cov­et­ing her plot for a long while, and had tried in vain to buy it a score of times, but she had al­ways ob­stin­ately re­fused to part with it.

			“I was born here, and here I mean to die,” was all she said.

			He found her peel­ing pota­toes out­side the farm­house door. She was a wo­man of about sev­enty-two, very thin, shriv­elled and wrinkled, al­most dried-up, in fact, and much bent, but as act­ive and un­tir­ing as a girl. Chicot pat­ted her on the back in a very friendly fash­ion, and then sat down by her on a stool.

			“Well, Moth­er, you are al­ways pretty well and hearty, I am glad to see.”

			“Noth­ing to com­plain of, con­sid­er­ing, thank you. And how are you, Maître Prosper?”

			“Oh! pretty well, thank you, ex­cept a few rheum­at­ic pains oc­ca­sion­ally; oth­er­wise, I should have noth­ing to com­plain of.”

			“Well, I am glad of that!”

			And she said no more, while Chicot watched her go­ing on with her work. Her crooked, knotty fin­gers, hard as a lob­ster’s claws, seized the tubers, which were ly­ing in a pail, as if they had been a pair of pin­cers, and peeled them rap­idly, cut­ting off long strips of skin with an old knife which she held in the oth­er hand, throw­ing the pota­toes in­to the wa­ter as they were done. Three dar­ing fowls jumped one after the oth­er in­to her lap, seized a bit of peel, and then ran away as fast as their legs would carry them with it in their beaks.

			Chicot seemed em­bar­rassed, anxious, with some­thing on the tip of his tongue which he could not get out. At last he said hur­riedly:

			“I say, Moth­er Ma­gloire—”

			“Well, what is it?”

			“You are quite sure that you do not want to sell your farm?”

			“Cer­tainly not; you may make up your mind to that. What I have said, I have said, so don’t bring it up again.”

			“Very well; only I fancy I have thought of an ar­range­ment that might suit us both very well.”

			“What is it?”

			“Here you are: You shall sell it to me, and keep it all the same. You don’t un­der­stand? Very well, just listen to my idea.”

			The old wo­man left off peel­ing her pota­toes, and her bright eyes looked at the innkeep­er at­tent­ively from un­der her wrinkled eye­lids, as he went on:

			“Let me ex­plain my­self: Every month I will give you a hun­dred and fifty francs. You un­der­stand me, I sup­pose? Every month I will come and bring you thirty crowns, and it will not make the slight­est dif­fer­ence in your life—not the very slight­est. You will have your own home just as you have now, will not trouble your­self about me, and will owe me noth­ing; all you will have to do will be to take my money. Will that ar­range­ment suit you?”

			He looked at her good-hu­mouredly, one might al­most have said be­ne­vol­ently, and the old wo­man re­turned his looks dis­trust­fully, as if she sus­pec­ted a trap, and said:

			“It seems all right, as far as I am con­cerned, but it will not give you the farm.”

			“Nev­er mind about that,” he said, “you will re­main here as long as it pleases God Almighty to let you live; it will be your home. Only you will sign a deed be­fore a law­yer mak­ing it over to me after your death. You have no chil­dren, only neph­ews and nieces for whom you don’t care a straw. Will that suit you? You will keep everything dur­ing your life, and I will give you the thirty crowns a month. It is pure gain as far as you are con­cerned.”

			The old wo­man was sur­prised, rather un­easy, but, nev­er­the­less, very much temp­ted to agree, and answered:

			“I don’t say that I will not agree to it, but I must think about it. Come back in a week and we will talk it over again, and I will then give you my def­in­ite an­swer.”

			And Maître Chicot went off, as happy as a king who had conquered an em­pire.

			Moth­er Ma­gloire was thought­ful, and did not sleep at all that night; in fact, for four days she was in a fever of hes­it­a­tion. She felt in­stinct­ively, that there was some­thing un­der­neath the of­fer which was not to her ad­vant­age; but then the thought of thirty crowns a month, of all those coins chink­ing in her ap­ron, fall­ing to her, as it were, from the skies, without her do­ing any­thing for it, filled her with cov­et­ous­ness.

			She went to the not­ary and told him about it. He ad­vised her to ac­cept Chicot’s of­fer, but said she ought to ask for a monthly pay­ment of fifty crowns in­stead of thirty, as her farm was worth sixty thou­sand francs at the low­est cal­cu­la­tion.

			“If you live for fif­teen years longer,” he said, “even then he will only have paid forty-five thou­sand francs for it.”

			The old wo­man trembled with joy at this pro­spect of get­ting fifty crowns a month; but she was still sus­pi­cious, fear­ing some trick, and she re­mained a long time with the law­yer ask­ing ques­tions without be­ing able to make up her mind to go. At last she gave him in­struc­tions to draw up the deed, and re­turned home with her head in a whirl, just as if she had drunk four jugs of new cider.

			When Chicot came again to re­ceive her an­swer she took a lot of per­suad­ing, and de­clared that she could not make up her mind to agree to his pro­pos­al, though she was all the time on ten­ter­hooks lest he should not con­sent to give the fifty crowns. At last, when he grew ur­gent, she told him what she ex­pec­ted for her farm.

			He looked sur­prised and dis­ap­poin­ted, and re­fused.

			Then, in or­der to con­vince him, she began to talk about the prob­able dur­a­tion of her life.

			“I am cer­tainly not likely to live for more than five or six years longer. I am nearly sev­enty-three, and far from strong, even con­sid­er­ing my age. The oth­er even­ing I thought I was go­ing to die, and I had to be car­ried to bed.”

			But Chicot was not go­ing to be taken in.

			“Come, come, old lady, you are as strong as the church tower, and will live till you are a hun­dred at least; you will be sure to see me put un­der­ground first.”

			The whole day was spent in dis­cuss­ing the money, and as the old wo­man would not give way, the land­lord con­sen­ted to give the fifty crowns, and she in­sisted upon hav­ing ten crowns over and above to strike the bar­gain.

			

			Three years passed by, and the old dame did not seem to have grown a day older. Chicot was in des­pair. It seemed to him as if he had been pay­ing that an­nu­ity for fifty years, that he had been taken in, out­wit­ted, and ruined. From time to time he went to see his an­nu­it­ant, just as one goes in Ju­ly to see when the har­vest is likely to be­gin. She al­ways met him with a cun­ning look, and one would have thought that she was con­grat­u­lat­ing her­self on the trick she had played him. See­ing how well and hearty she seemed, he very soon got in­to his tilbury again, growl­ing to him­self:

			“Will you nev­er die, you old brute?”

			He did not know what to do, and felt in­clined to strangle her when he saw her. He hated her with a fe­ro­cious, cun­ning hatred, the hatred of a peas­ant who has been robbed, and he began to cast about for means of get­ting rid of her.

			One day he came to see her again, rub­bing his hands as he did the first time when he pro­posed the bar­gain, and, after hav­ing chat­ted for a few minutes, he said:

			“Why do you nev­er come and have a bit of din­ner at my place when you are in Épre­ville? The people are talk­ing about it and say­ing that we are not on friendly terms, and that pains me. You know it will cost you noth­ing if you come, for I don’t look at the price of a din­ner. Come whenev­er you feel in­clined; I shall be very glad to see you.”

			Old Moth­er Ma­gloire did not need to be told twice, and the next day but one—she was go­ing to the town in any case, it be­ing mar­ket-day, in her gig, driv­en by her man—she, without any de­mur, put her trap up in Maître Chicot’s stable, and went in search of her prom­ised din­ner.

			The innkeep­er was de­lighted, and treated her like a prin­cess, giv­ing her roast fowl, black pud­ding, leg of mut­ton, and ba­con and cab­bage. But she ate next to noth­ing. She had al­ways been a small eat­er and had gen­er­ally lived on a little soup and a crust of bread-and-but­ter.

			Chicot was dis­ap­poin­ted, and pressed her to eat more, but she re­fused. She would drink next to noth­ing either, and de­clined any cof­fee, so he asked her:

			“But surely, you will take a little drop of brandy?”

			“Well, as to that, I don’t know that I will re­fuse.” Whereupon he shouted out:

			“Ros­a­lie, bring the su­per­fine brandy—the spe­cial—you know.”

			The ser­vant ap­peared, car­ry­ing a long bottle or­na­men­ted with a pa­per vine-leaf, and he filled two li­quor glasses.

			“Just try that; you will find it first-rate.”

			The good wo­man drank it slowly in sips, so as to make the pleas­ure last all the longer, and when she had fin­ished her glass, drain­ing the last drops so as to make sure of all, she said:

			“Yes, that is first-rate!”

			Al­most be­fore she had said it, Chicot had poured her out an­oth­er glass­ful. She wished to re­fuse, but it was too late, and she drank it very slowly, as she had done the first, and he asked her to have a third. She ob­jec­ted, but he per­sisted.

			“It is as mild as milk, you know. I can drink ten or a dozen without any ill ef­fect; it goes down like sug­ar, and leaves no head­ache be­hind; one would think that it evap­or­ated on the tongue. It is the most whole­some thing you can drink.”

			She took it, for she really wanted it, but she left half the glass.

			Then Chicot, in an ex­cess of gen­er­os­ity, said:

			“Look here, as it is so much to your taste, I will give you a small keg of it, just to show that you and I are still ex­cel­lent friends.” Then she took her leave, feel­ing slightly over­come by the ef­fects of what she had drunk.

			The next day the innkeep­er drove in­to her yard, and took a little iron-hooped keg out of his gig. He in­sisted on her tast­ing the con­tents, to make sure it was the same de­li­cious art­icle, and, when they had each of them drunk three more glasses, he said, as he was go­ing away:

			“Well, you know, when it is all gone, there is more left; don’t be mod­est, for I shall not mind. The soon­er it is fin­ished the bet­ter pleased I shall be.”

			Four days later he came again. The old wo­man was out­side her door cut­ting up the bread for her soup.

			He went up to her, and put his face close to hers, so that he might smell her breath; and when he smelled the al­co­hol he felt pleased.

			“I sup­pose you will give me a glass of the spe­cial?” he said. And two or three times they drank each oth­er’s health.

			Soon, how­ever, it began to be whispered abroad that Moth­er Ma­gloire was in the habit of get­ting drunk all by her­self. She was picked up, some­times in her kit­chen, some­times in her yard, some­times on the roads in the neigh­bour­hood, and was of­ten brought home dead to the world.

			Chicot did not go near her any more, and, when people spoke to him about her, he used to say, put­ting on a dis­tressed look:

			“It is a great pity that she should have taken to drink at her age; but when people get old there is no rem­edy. It will be the death of her in the long run.”

			And it cer­tainly was the death of her. She died the next winter, about Christ­mas time, hav­ing fallen down drunk in the snow.

			And when Maître Chicot in­her­ited the farm he said:

			“It was very stu­pid of her; if she had not taken to drink she might very well have lived for ten years longer.”

		
	
		
			Châli

			Ad­mir­al de la Valle, who seemed to be half asleep in his arm­chair, said in a voice which soun­ded like an old wo­man’s:

			“I had a very sin­gu­lar little love ad­ven­ture once; would you like to hear it?”

			He spoke from the depths of his great arm­chair, with that ever­last­ing dry, wrinkled smile on his lips, that Voltairi­an smile which made people take him for a ter­rible scep­tic.

			
				I

				“I was thirty years of age and a first lieu­ten­ant in the navy, when I was en­trus­ted with an as­tro­nom­ic­al ex­ped­i­tion to Cent­ral In­dia. The Eng­lish Gov­ern­ment provided me with all the ne­ces­sary means for car­ry­ing out my en­ter­prise, and I was soon busied with a few fol­low­ers in that vast, strange, sur­pris­ing coun­try.

				“It would take me twenty volumes to re­late that jour­ney. I went through won­der­fully mag­ni­fi­cent re­gions, was re­ceived by strangely hand­some princes, and was en­ter­tained with in­cred­ible mag­ni­fi­cence. For two months it seemed to me as if I were walk­ing in a poem, that I was go­ing about in a fairy king­dom, on the back of ima­gin­ary ele­phants. In the midst of wild forests I dis­covered ex­traordin­ary ru­ins, del­ic­ate and chiseled like jew­els, fine as lace and enorm­ous as moun­tains, those fab­ulous, di­vine monu­ments which are so grace­ful that one falls in love with their form as with a wo­man, feel­ing a phys­ic­al and sen­su­al pleas­ure in look­ing at them. As Vic­tor Hugo says, ‘Whilst wide-awake, I was walk­ing in a dream.’

				“To­ward the end of my jour­ney I reached Gan­hara, which was formerly one of the most pros­per­ous towns in Cent­ral In­dia, but is now much de­cayed. It is gov­erned by a wealthy, ar­bit­rary, vi­ol­ent, gen­er­ous, and cruel prince. His name is Ra­jah Mad­dan, a true Ori­ent­al po­tentate, del­ic­ate and bar­bar­ous, af­fable and san­guin­ary, com­bin­ing fem­in­ine grace with piti­less fe­ro­city.

				“The city lies at the bot­tom of a val­ley, on the banks of a little lake sur­roun­ded by pa­go­das, which bathe their walls in the wa­ter. At a dis­tance the city looks like a white spot, which grows lar­ger as one ap­proaches it, and by de­grees you dis­cov­er the domes and spires, the slender and grace­ful sum­mits of In­di­an monu­ments.

				“At about an hour’s dis­tance from the gates, I met a su­perbly ca­par­isoned ele­phant, sur­roun­ded by a guard of hon­our which the sov­er­eign had sent me, and I was con­duc­ted to the palace with great ce­re­mony.

				“I should have liked to have taken the time to put on my gala uni­form, but roy­al im­pa­tience would not per­mit me to do it. He was anxious to make my ac­quaint­ance, to know what he might ex­pect from me.

				“I was ushered in­to a great hall sur­roun­ded by gal­ler­ies, in the midst of bronze-col­oured sol­diers in splen­did uni­forms, while all about were stand­ing men dressed in strik­ing robes, stud­ded with pre­cious stones.

				“On a bench like our garden benches, without a back; I saw a shin­ing mass, a kind of set­ting sun re­pos­ing; it was the ra­jah who was wait­ing for me, mo­tion­less, in a robe of the purest ca­nary col­our. He had some ten or fif­teen mil­lion francs’ worth of dia­monds on him, and by it­self, on his fore­head, glistened the fam­ous star of Del­hi, which has al­ways be­longed to the il­lus­tri­ous dyn­asty of the Pari­har­as of Mun­dore, from whom my host was des­cen­ded.

				“He was a man of about five-and-twenty, who seemed to have some Negro blood in his veins, al­though he be­longed to the purest Hindu race. He had large, al­most mo­tion­less, rather vague eyes, fat lips, a curly beard, low fore­head, and dazzling sharp white teeth, which he fre­quently showed with a mech­an­ic­al smile. He got up and gave me his hand in the Eng­lish fash­ion, and then made me sit down be­side him on a bench which was so high that my feet hardly touched the ground, and on which I was very un­com­fort­able.

				“He im­me­di­ately pro­posed a ti­ger hunt for the next day; war and hunt­ing were his chief oc­cu­pa­tions, and he could hardly un­der­stand how one could care for any­thing else. He was evid­ently fully per­suaded that I had only come all that dis­tance to amuse him a little, and to be the com­pan­ion of his pleas­ures.

				“As I stood greatly in need of his as­sist­ance, I tried to flat­ter his tastes, and he was so pleased with me that he im­me­di­ately wished to show me how his trained box­ers fought, and led the way in­to a kind of arena situ­ated with­in the palace.

				“At his com­mand two na­ked men ap­peared, their hands covered with steel claws. They im­me­di­ately began to at­tack each oth­er, try­ing to strike one an­oth­er with these sharp weapons, which left long cuts, from which the blood flowed freely down their dark skins.

				“It las­ted for a long time, till their bod­ies were a mass of wounds, and the com­batants were tear­ing each oth­er’s flesh with these poin­ted blades. One of them had his jaw smashed, while the ear of the oth­er was split in­to three pieces.

				“The prince looked on with fe­ro­cious pleas­ure, uttered grunts of de­light, and im­it­ated all their move­ments with care­less ges­tures, cry­ing out con­stantly:

				“ ‘Strike, strike hard!’

				“One fell down un­con­scious and had to be car­ried out of the arena, covered with blood, while the ra­jah uttered a sigh of re­gret be­cause it was over so soon.

				“He turned to me to know my opin­ion; I was in­dig­nant, but I con­grat­u­lated him loudly. He then gave or­ders that I was to be con­duc­ted to Couch-Ma­hal (the palace of pleas­ure), where I was to be lodged.

				“This palace, this jew­el, was situ­ated at the ex­tremity of the roy­al park, and one of its walls was built in­to the sac­red lake of Vi­hara. It was square, its four sides show­ing rows of gal­ler­ies with colon­nades of most beau­ti­ful work­man­ship. At each angle there were light, lofty, or low towers, stand­ing either singly or in pairs: no two were alike, and they looked like flowers grow­ing out of that grace­ful plant of Ori­ent­al ar­chi­tec­ture. All were sur­moun­ted by fant­ast­ic roofs, like coquet­tish ladies’ caps.

				“In the middle of the edi­fice a large dome raised its round cu­pola, like a wo­man’s bos­om, up to a lovely slender bel­fry open to the sky.

				“The whole build­ing was covered with sculp­ture from top to bot­tom, with ex­quis­ite ar­abesques which de­lighted the eye, mo­tion­less pro­ces­sions of del­ic­ate fig­ures whose at­ti­tudes and ges­tures in stone told the story of In­di­an man­ners and cus­toms.

				“The rooms were lighted by win­dows with den­telated arches, look­ing on to the gar­dens. On the marble floor were designs of grace­ful bou­quets in onyx, lapis-lazuli, and agate.

				“I had scarcely had time to fin­ish my toi­lette when Haribadada, a court dig­nit­ary who was spe­cially charged to com­mu­nic­ate between the prince and me, an­nounced his sov­er­eign’s vis­it.

				“The saf­fron-col­oured ra­jah ap­peared, again shook hands with me, and began to tell me a thou­sand dif­fer­ent things, con­stantly ask­ing me for my opin­ion, which I had great dif­fi­culty in giv­ing him. Then he wished to show me the ru­ins of the former palace at the oth­er ex­tremity of the gar­dens.

				“It was a real forest of stones in­hab­ited by a large tribe of apes. On our ap­proach the males began to run along the walls, mak­ing the most hideous faces at us, while the fe­males ran away, car­ry­ing off their young in their arms. The ra­jah shouted with laughter and pinched my shoulder to draw my at­ten­tion, and to testi­fy his own de­light, and sat down in the midst of the ru­ins, while around us, squat­ting on the top of the walls, perch­ing on every em­in­ence, a num­ber of an­im­als with white whiskers put out their tongues and shook their fists at us.

				“When he had seen enough of this, the yel­low ra­jah rose and began to walk sed­ately on, keep­ing me al­ways at his side, happy at hav­ing shown me such things on the very day of my ar­rival, and re­mind­ing me that a grand ti­ger hunt was to take place the next day, in my hon­our.

				“I was present at it, at a second, a third, at ten, twenty in suc­ces­sion. We hunted all the an­im­als which the coun­try pro­duces in turn: the pan­ther, the bear, ele­phant, ante­lope, the hip­po­pot­amus, and the cro­codile—half the beasts in cre­ation I should say. I was dis­gus­ted at see­ing so much blood flow, and tired of this mono­ton­ous pleas­ure.

				“At length the prince’s ar­dour abated and, at my ur­gent re­quest, he left me a little leis­ure for work, con­tent­ing him­self by load­ing me with costly presents. He sent me jew­els, mag­ni­fi­cent stuffs, and well-broken an­im­als of all sorts, which Haribadada presen­ted to me with ap­par­ently as grave re­spect as if I had been the sun him­self, al­though he heart­ily des­pised me at the bot­tom of his heart.

				“Every day a pro­ces­sion of ser­vants brought me, in covered dishes, a por­tion of each course that was served at the roy­al table. Every day he seemed to take an ex­treme pleas­ure in get­ting up some new en­ter­tain­ment for me—dances by the bay­adères, jug­glers, re­views of the troops, and I was ob­liged to pre­tend to be most de­lighted with it, so as not to hurt his feel­ings when he wished to show me his won­der­ful coun­try in all its charm and splend­our.

				“As soon as I was left alone for a few mo­ments I either worked or went to see the mon­keys, whose com­pany pleased me a great deal bet­ter than that of their roy­al mas­ter.

				“One even­ing, how­ever, on com­ing back from a walk, I found Haribadada out­side the gate of my palace. He told me in mys­ter­i­ous tones that a gift from the king was wait­ing for me in my abode, and he said that his mas­ter begged me to ex­cuse him for not hav­ing soon­er thought of of­fer­ing me that of which I had been de­prived for such a long time.

				“After these ob­scure re­marks the am­bas­sad­or bowed and with­drew.

				“When I went in I saw six little girls stand­ing against the wall, mo­tion­less, side-by-side, like smelts on a skew­er. The eld­est was per­haps ten and the young­est eight years old. For the first mo­ment I could not un­der­stand why this girls’ school had taken up its abode in my rooms; then, how­ever, I di­vined the prince’s del­ic­ate at­ten­tion: he had made me a present of a har­em, and had chosen it very young from an ex­cess of gen­er­os­ity. There, the more un­ripe the fruit is, in the high­er es­tim­a­tion it is held.

				“For some time I re­mained con­fused, em­bar­rassed, and ashamed in the pres­ence of these chil­dren, who looked at me with great grave eyes which seemed already to di­vine what I might want of them.

				“I did not know what to say to them; I felt in­clined to send them back; but I could not re­turn the presents of a prince; it would have been a mor­tal in­sult. I was ob­liged, there­fore, to in­stall this troop of chil­dren in my palace.

				“They stood mo­tion­less, look­ing at me, wait­ing for my or­ders, try­ing to read my thoughts in my eyes. Con­found such a present! How ab­surdly it was in my way. At last, think­ing that I must be look­ing rather ri­dicu­lous, I asked the eld­est her name.

				“ ‘Châli,’ she replied.

				“This little creature, with her beau­ti­ful skin, which was lightly yel­low, like old ivory, was a mar­vel, a per­fect statue, with her face and its long and severe lines.

				“I then asked, in or­der to see what she would reply, and also, per­haps, to em­bar­rass her:

				“ ‘What have you come here for?’

				“She replied in her soft, har­mo­ni­ous voice: ‘I have come to do whatever my Lord wishes.’ She was evid­ently quite resigned.

				“I put the same ques­tion to the young­est, who answered im­me­di­ately in her shrill voice:

				“ ‘I am here to do whatever you ask me, my mas­ter.’

				“This one was like a little mouse, and was very tak­ing, just as they all were, so I took her in my arms and kissed her. The oth­ers made a move­ment to go away, think­ing, no doubt, that I had made my choice; but I ordered them to stay, and sit­ting down in the In­di­an fash­ion, I made them all sit round me and began to tell them fairytales, for I spoke their lan­guage tol­er­ably well.

				“They listened very at­tent­ively, and trembled, wringing their hands in agony. Poor little things, they were not think­ing any longer of the reas­on why they were sent to me.

				“When I had fin­ished my story, I called Latch­mân, my con­fid­en­tial ser­vant, and made him bring sweet­meats and cakes, of which they ate enough to make them­selves ill. Then, as I began to find the ad­ven­ture rather funny, I or­gan­ized games to amuse my wives.

				“One of these di­ver­sions had an enorm­ous suc­cess. I made a bridge of my legs and the six chil­dren ran un­der­neath, the smal­lest be­gin­ning and the tallest al­ways knock­ing against them a little, be­cause she did not stoop enough. It made them shout with laughter, and these young voices sound­ing through the low vaults of my sump­tu­ous palace seemed to wake it up and to people it with child­like gaiety and life.

				“Next I took great in­terest in see­ing to the sleep­ing apart­ments of my in­no­cent con­cu­bines, and in the end I saw them safely locked up un­der the sur­veil­lance of four fe­male ser­vants, whom the prince had sent me at the same time in or­der to take care of my sul­tanas.

				“For a week I took the greatest pleas­ure in act­ing the part of a fath­er to­ward these liv­ing dolls. We had cap­it­al games of hide-and-seek and puss-in-the-corner, which gave them the greatest pleas­ure. Every day I taught them a new game, to their in­tense de­light.

				“My house now seemed to be one class room, and my little friends, dressed in beau­ti­ful silk stuffs, and in ma­ter­i­als em­broidered with gold and sil­ver, ran up and down the long gal­ler­ies and the quiet rooms feebly lighted by the day com­ing in through the arched win­dows, like little hu­man an­im­als.

				“Then one even­ing, I know not how, the eld­est, who was called Châli, and who looked like an old ivory statuette, really be­came my wife. She was an ad­or­able little creature, tim­id and gentle, who soon got to love me ar­dently and whom I loved strongly with some de­gree of shame, with hes­it­a­tion as if afraid of European mor­al­ity, with re­serve and scruples, and yet with pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness. I cher­ished her as if I had been her fath­er and I caressed her like a lov­er.

				“Ex­cuse me ladies, I am go­ing a little bit too far.

				“The oth­ers con­tin­ued to play in the palace like a lot of happy kit­tens, but Châli nev­er left me ex­cept when I went to the prince.

				“We passed de­li­cious hours to­geth­er in the ru­ins of the old castle, among the mon­keys, who had be­come our friends.

				“She used to lie on my knees, and re­main there, turn­ing all sorts of things over in her little sphinx’s head, or per­haps not think­ing of any­thing, re­tain­ing that beau­ti­ful, charm­ing, hered­it­ary pose of that noble and dreamy people, the hier­at­ic pose of the sac­red statues.

				“In a large brass dish I had one day brought pro­vi­sions, cakes, fruits. The apes came near­er and near­er, fol­lowed by their young ones, who were more tim­id; at last they sat down round us in a circle, without dar­ing to come any near­er, wait­ing for me to dis­trib­ute my del­ic­acies. Then, al­most in­vari­ably, a male more dar­ing than the rest would come to me with out­stretched hand, like a beg­gar, and I would give him some­thing, which he would take to his wife. All the oth­ers im­me­di­ately began to ut­ter furi­ous cries, cries of rage and jeal­ousy; and I could not make the ter­rible rack­et cease ex­cept by throw­ing each one his share.

				“As I was very com­fort­able in the ru­ins I had my in­stru­ments brought there, so that I might be able to work. As soon, how­ever, as they saw the cop­per fit­tings on my sci­entif­ic in­stru­ments, the mon­keys, no doubt tak­ing them for some deadly en­gines, fled on all sides, ut­ter­ing the most pier­cing cries.

				“I of­ten spent my even­ings with Châli on one of the out­side gal­ler­ies that looked on to the lake of Vi­hara. One night in si­lence we were look­ing at the bright moon glid­ing over the sky, throw­ing a mantle of trem­bling sil­ver over the wa­ter, and, on the fur­ther shore, upon the row of small pa­go­das like carved mush­rooms with their stalks in the wa­ter. Tak­ing the thought­ful face of my little mis­tress between my hands, I prin­ted a long, soft kiss on her pol­ished brow, on her great eyes, which were full of the secret of that an­cient and fab­ulous land, and on her calm lips which opened to my caress. I felt a con­fused, power­ful, above all a po­et­ic­al, sen­sa­tion, the sen­sa­tion that I pos­sessed a whole race in this little girl, that mys­ter­i­ous race from which all the oth­ers seem to have taken their ori­gin.

				“The prince, how­ever, con­tin­ued to load me with presents. One day he sent me a very un­ex­pec­ted ob­ject, which ex­cited a pas­sion­ate ad­mir­a­tion in Châli. It was merely one of those card­board boxes covered with shells stuck on out­side. In France it would have been worth forty cents, at the most. But there it was a jew­el bey­ond price, and no doubt was the first that had found its way in­to the king­dom. I put it on a table and left it there, won­der­ing at the value which was set upon this trumpery art­icle out of a bazaar.

				“But Châli nev­er got tired of look­ing at it, of ad­mir­ing it ec­stat­ic­ally. From time to time she would say to me, ‘May I touch it?’ And when I had giv­en her per­mis­sion she raised the lid, closed it again with the greatest pre­cau­tion, touched the shells very gently, and the con­tact seemed to give her real phys­ic­al pleas­ure.

				“How­ever, I had fin­ished my sci­entif­ic work, and it was time for me to re­turn. I was a long time in mak­ing up my mind, held by my ten­der­ness for my little friend, but at last I was ob­liged to fix the day of my de­par­ture.

				“The prince got up fresh hunt­ing ex­cur­sions and fresh wrest­ling matches, and after a fort­night of these pleas­ures I de­clared that I could stay no longer, and he gave me my liberty.

				“My farewell from Châli was heartrend­ing. She wept, ly­ing be­side me, with her head on my breast, shaken with sobs. I did not know how to con­sole her; my kisses were no good.

				“All at once an idea struck me, and get­ting up I went and got the shell-box, and put­ting it in­to her hands, I said, ‘That is for you; it is yours.’

				“Then I saw her smile at first. Her whole face was lighted up with in­tern­al joy, with that pro­found joy which comes when im­possible dreams are sud­denly real­ized, and she em­braced me ar­dently.

				“All the same, she wept bit­terly when I bade her a last farewell.

				“I gave fath­erly kisses and cakes to all the rest of my wives, and then I left for home.

			
			
				II

				“Two years had passed when the chance of my du­ties again called me to Bom­bay. Be­cause I knew the coun­try and the lan­guage well, I was left there to un­der­take an­oth­er mis­sion, by a se­quence of un­fore­seen cir­cum­stances.

				“I fin­ished what I had to do as quickly as pos­sible, and as I had a con­sid­er­able amount of spare time on my hands I de­term­ined to go and see my friend Ra­jah Mad­dan and my dear little Châli once more, though I ex­pec­ted to find her much changed.

				“The ra­jah re­ceived me with every demon­stra­tion of pleas­ure, and hardly left me for a mo­ment dur­ing the first day of my vis­it. At night, how­ever, when I was alone, I sent for Haribadada, and after sev­er­al mis­lead­ing ques­tions I said to him:

				“ ‘Do you know what has be­come of little Châli, whom the ra­jah gave me?’

				“He im­me­di­ately as­sumed a sad and troubled look, and said, in evid­ent em­bar­rass­ment:

				“ ‘We had bet­ter not speak of her.’

				“ ‘Why? She was a dear little wo­man.’

				“ ‘She turned out badly, sir.’

				“ ‘What—Châli? Where is she? What has be­come of her?’

				“ ‘I mean to say that she came to a bad end.’

				“ ‘A bad end! Is she dead?’

				“ ‘Yes. She com­mit­ted a very dread­ful ac­tion.’

				“I was very much dis­tressed. I felt my heart beat; my breast was op­pressed with grief, and I in­sisted on know­ing what she had done and what had happened to her.

				“The man be­came more and more em­bar­rassed, and mur­mured: ‘You had bet­ter not ask about it.’

				“ ‘But I want to know.’

				“ ‘She stole—’

				“ ‘Who—Châli? What did she steal?’

				“ ‘Some­thing that be­longed to you.’

				“ ‘To me? What do you mean?’

				“ ‘The day you left she stole that little box which the prince had giv­en you; it was found in her hands.’

				“ ‘What box are you talk­ing about?’

				“ ‘The box covered with shells.’

				“ ‘But I gave it to her.’

				“The Hindu looked at me with stu­pefac­tion, and then replied: ‘Well, she de­clared with the most sac­red oaths that you had giv­en it to her, but nobody could be­lieve that you could have giv­en a king’s present to a slave, and so the ra­jah had her pun­ished.’

				“ ‘How was she pun­ished? What was done to her?’

				“ ‘She was tied up in a sack and thrown in­to the lake from this win­dow, from the win­dow of the room in which we are, where she had com­mit­ted the theft.’

				“I felt the most ter­rible grief that I ever ex­per­i­enced, and made a sign to Haribadad to go away so that he might not see my tears. I spent the night on the gal­lery which looked on to the lake, on the gal­lery where I had so of­ten held the poor child on my knees, and pic­tured to my­self her pretty little body ly­ing de­com­posed in a sack in the dark wa­ters be­neath me.

				“The next day I left again, in spite of the ra­jah’s en­treat­ies and evid­ent vex­a­tion; and I now still feel as if I had nev­er loved any wo­man but Châli.”

			
		
	
		
			The Drunkard

			
				I

				A north­erly gale was blow­ing, sweep­ing across the sky vast wintry clouds, black and heavy, which in their pas­sage flung furi­ous showers of rain upon the earth.

				The ra­ging sea roared and shook the coast, hurl­ing shore­wards great slow-mov­ing, froth­ing waves, which were shattered with the noise of a can­non. They came on quite quietly, one after an­oth­er, moun­tain-high; at each squall they flung in the air the white foam of their crests like the sweat from mon­strous heads.

				The hur­ricane was sucked in­to the little val­ley of Ypo­rt; it whistled and moaned, tear­ing the slates from the roofs, smash­ing the shut­ters, throw­ing down chim­neys, hurl­ing such vi­ol­ent gusts along the streets that it was im­possible to walk without cling­ing to the walls, and chil­dren would have been swept away like leaves and whisked over the houses in­to the fields.

				The fish­ing-boats had been hauled up on dry land, for fear of the sea that at high tide would strip the beach clean, and some sail­ors, sheltered be­hind the round bel­lies of the ves­sels ly­ing on their sides, were watch­ing the fury of sky and sea.

				Gradu­ally they went away, for night was fall­ing on the storm, wrap­ping in dark­ness the ra­ging ocean and all the strife of angry ele­ments.

				Two men still re­mained, their hands in their pock­ets, their backs stooped un­der the squalls, their wool­len caps crammed down to their eyes, two tall Nor­man fish­er­men, their necks fringed with brist­ling beards, their skins burnt by the salt gusts of the open sea, their eyes blue, with a black speck in the centre, the pier­cing eyes of sail­ors who see to the edge of the ho­ri­zon, like birds of prey.

				“Come along, Jérémie,” said one of them. “We’ll pass away the time play­ing dom­in­oes. I’ll pay.”

				But the oth­er still hes­it­ated, temp­ted by the game and the brandy, know­ing well that he would get drunk again if he went in­to Parmelle’s, and held back, too, by the thought of his wife left all alone in the cot­tage.

				“Any­one would say you’d made a bet to fuddle me every night. Tell me, now, what good does it do you, for you al­ways pay?” he asked.

				He laughed none the less at the idea of all the brandy he had drunk at an­oth­er’s ex­pense; he laughed the happy laugh of a Nor­man get­ting some­thing for noth­ing.

				His friend Ma­th­ur­in still held him by the arm.

				“Come along, Jérémie. It’s no night to go home with noth­ing warm in your belly. What are you afraid of? Won’t your old wo­man warm your bed for you?”

				“Only the oth­er night I couldn’t find the door at all,” replied Jérémie. “They pretty well fished me out of the brook in front of our place.”

				The old scoun­drel laughed again at the thought of it, and went quietly to­wards Parmelle’s café, where the lighted win­dows gleamed; he went for­ward, dragged by Ma­th­ur­in and pushed by the wind, in­cap­able of res­ist­ing the double force.

				The low room was full of sail­ors, smoke, and clam­our. All the men, clad in wool­len jer­seys, their el­bows on the tables, were shout­ing to make them­selves heard. The more drink­ers that came in, the louder it was ne­ces­sary to yell through the din of voices and the click of dom­in­oes on marble, with the in­ev­it­able res­ult that the up­roar grew worse and worse.

				Jérémie and Ma­th­ur­in went and sat down in a corner and began a game; one after an­oth­er the glasses of brandy dis­ap­peared in the depths of their throats.

				Then they played more games, drank more brandy. Ma­th­ur­in went on pour­ing it out, wink­ing at the pro­pri­et­or, a stout man with a face as red as fire, who was chuck­ling de­lightedly as if he were en­joy­ing an in­ter­min­able joke; and Jérémie went on swal­low­ing the brandy, nod­ding his head, giv­ing vent to a laughter like the roar­ing of a wild beast, star­ing at his com­rade with a be­sot­ted, happy air.

				All the com­pany were go­ing home. Each time that one of them opened the out­er door in or­der to leave, a gust of wind entered the café, driv­ing the thick smoke from the pipes in­to mad swirls, swinging the lamps at the end of their chains un­til the flames flickered; and then sud­denly they would hear the heavy shock of a break­ing wave and the howl­ing of the gale.

				Jérémie, his col­lar un­fastened, was lolling drunk­enly, one leg thrust out and one arm hanging down; in the oth­er hand he held his dom­in­oes.

				They were by now left alone with the pro­pri­et­or, who had come up to them with the sharpest in­terest.

				“Well, Jérémie,” he asked, “does it feel good, in­side? Has all the stuff you’ve poured down freshened you up, eh?”

				“The more goes down,” spluttered Jérémie, “the drier it gets, in there.”

				The innkeep­er cast a sly glance at Ma­th­ur­in.

				“And what about your broth­er, Ma­th­ur­in?” he said. “Where is he at the mo­ment?”

				“He’s warm all right, don’t you worry,” replied the sail­or, shak­ing with si­lent laughter.

				And the two of them looked at Jérémie, who tri­umphantly put down the double six, an­noun­cing:

				“There’s the boss.”

				When they had fin­ished their game, the pro­pri­et­or an­nounced:

				“Well, boys, I’m go­ing to pack up. I’ll leave you the lamp and the bottle; there’s a franc’s worth of stuff still left in it. Lock the street door, Ma­th­ur­in, won’t you, and slip the key un­der the shut­ter like you did the oth­er night?”

				“Right you are, don’t worry,” replied Ma­th­ur­in.

				Parmelle shook hands with his two be­lated cus­tom­ers, and stumped up the wooden stairs. For sev­er­al minutes his heavy step re­soun­ded through the little house; then a loud bump an­nounced that he had just got in­to bed.

				The two men went on play­ing; from time to time the fury of the gale mo­ment­ar­ily in­creased in vi­ol­ence; it shook the door and made the walls tremble. The two tip­plers would raise their heads as though someone were com­ing in; then Ma­th­ur­in would take the bottle and fill up Jérémie’s glass. But sud­denly the clock over the counter struck twelve. Its husky chime re­sembled the clash­ing of sauce­pans, and the strokes re­soun­ded for a long time, jingling like old iron.

				Promptly Ma­th­ur­in rose, like a sail­or whose watch is fin­ished:

				“Come along, Jérémie, we must va­m­ose.”

				The oth­er set him­self in mo­tion with more dif­fi­culty, got his bal­ance by lean­ing on the table; then reached the door and opened it while his com­pan­ion was turn­ing out the lamp.

				When they were in the street Ma­th­ur­in locked up the tav­ern and said:

				“Well, good night; see you to­mor­row.”

				And he van­ished in the dark­ness.

			
			
				II

				Jérémie ad­vanced three steps, then wavered, thrust out his hands, found a wall to hold him up­right, and went on again with tot­ter­ing steps. Now and then a squall, rush­ing up the nar­row street, hurled him for­ward in­to a run for sev­er­al paces; then, when the vi­ol­ence of the swirl­ing blast died down, he hal­ted ab­ruptly, his for­ward im­pulse lost, and began to waver drunk­enly again upon his way­ward legs.

				In­stinct­ively he went to­wards his own home, as birds to­wards their nest. He re­cog­nised his door at last and began to fumble at it in or­der to find the lock and put his key in it. He could not find the hole, and began to swear in a low voice. Then he knocked upon the door with his fists, call­ing to his wife to come and help him.

				“Mélina! hi! Mélina!”

				As he leant against the door to keep him­self from fall­ing, it yiel­ded and swung open, and Jérémie, los­ing his sup­port, col­lapsed in­to his house, and rolled on to his nose in the middle of his own dwell­ing-place. He felt some­thing heavy pass over his body and es­cape in­to the night.

				He did not move, over­whelmed with fright, be­wildered, in ter­ror of the dev­il, of ghosts, of all the mys­ter­i­ous works of dark­ness; for a long time he waited without dar­ing to stir. But as he saw there were no fur­ther signs of move­ment, he re­covered a little of his wits, the muddled wits of a hard drink­er.

				He sat up very softly. Again he waited for a long time, and at last, pluck­ing up cour­age, mur­mured:

				“Mélina!”

				His wife did not an­swer.

				A sud­den mis­giv­ing crossed his darkened brain, an un­defined mis­giv­ing, a vague sus­pi­cion. He did not move, he stayed there sit­ting on the ground, in the dark, ran­sack­ing his thoughts, brood­ing over un­fin­ished spec­u­la­tions as un­steady as his feet.

				Again he asked:

				“Tell me who it was, Mélina. Tell me who it was. I won’t do any­thing to you.”

				He waited. No voice rose in the dark­ness. He was think­ing aloud, now.

				“I’ve had a drop to drink, I have. I’ve had a drop to drink. It was him that treated me, the lub­ber; he did it, so as I wouldn’t go home. I’ve had a drop to drink.”

				And then he went on in his former man­ner.

				“Tell me who it was, Mélina, or I’ll do you a mis­chief.”

				After an­oth­er pause of wait­ing, he went on with the slow, ob­stin­ate lo­gic of a drunk­en man.

				“It was him that kept me at that swab Parmelle’s place; and all the oth­er nights too, so as I mightn’t go home. He’s plot­ting with someone. Oh, the stink­ing swine!”

				Slowly he rose to his knees. Blind rage was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of him, ming­ling with the fumes of the li­quor.

				“Tell me who it was, Mélina,” he re­peated, “or I’ll bash your head in, I give you fair warn­ing!”

				He was stand­ing up­right now, shak­ing all over in a blaze of fury, as though the al­co­hol in his body had caught fire in his veins. He made a step for­ward, bumped in­to a chair, snatched it up, walked on, reached the bed, fumbled at it, and felt un­der the clothes the warm body of his wife.

				Then, mad with rage, he snarled:

				“Oh! So you were there all the time, you slut, and wouldn’t an­swer!”

				And, rais­ing the chair he grasped in his strong fist, the sail­or dashed it down in front of him with ex­as­per­ated fury. A scream came wildly from the bed, a mad pier­cing scream. Then he began to beat at it like a thresh­er in a barn. Soon noth­ing stirred. The chair broke to pieces, but one leg re­mained in his hand, and he went on, pant­ing.

				Sud­denly he stopped and asked:

				“Now will you say who it was?”

				Mélina did not an­swer.

				At that, worn out with fa­tigue, be­sot­ted by his own vi­ol­ence, he sat down again on the ground, stretched him­self to his full length, and went to sleep.

				When dawn ap­peared, a neigh­bour, no­ti­cing that the door was open, came in. He found Jérémie snor­ing on the floor, where lay the re­mains of a chair, and, in the bed, a mess of blood and flesh.

			
		
	
		
			A Woman’s Hair

			The walls of the cell were bare and white­washed. A nar­row, barred win­dow, so high that it could not eas­ily be reached, lighted this bright, sin­is­ter little room; the mad­man, seated on a straw chair, looked at us with a fixed eye, vague and troubled. He was very thin, with wrinkled cheeks and al­most white hair that had evid­ently grown white in a few months. His clothes seemed too large for his dried-up limbs, his shrunken chest, and hol­low body. One felt that this man had been rav­aged by his thoughts, by a thought, as fruit is by a worm. His mad­ness, his idea, was there in his head, ob­stin­ate, har­ass­ing, de­vour­ing. It was eat­ing his body, little by little. It, the In­vis­ible, the Im­palp­able, the Un­seiz­able, the Im­ma­ter­i­al Idea gnawed his flesh, drank his blood, and ex­tin­guished his life.

			What a mys­tery, this man killed by a Thought! He is an ob­ject of fear and pity, this mad­man! What strange dream, fright­ful and deadly, can dwell in his fore­head, to fold such pro­found and ever-chan­ging wrinkles in it?

			The doc­tor said to me: “He has ter­rible par­oxysms of rage, and is one of the strangest lun­at­ics I have ever seen. His mad­ness is of an erot­ic, macabre kind. He is a sort of nec­ro­phile. He has writ­ten a journ­al which shows as plainly as day­light the mal­ady of his mind. His mad­ness is vis­ible, so to speak. If you are in­ter­ested, you may run through this doc­u­ment.”

			I fol­lowed the doc­tor in­to his of­fice and he gave me the journ­al of this miser­able man.

			“Read it,” said he, “and give me your opin­ion about it.”

			Here is what the little book con­tained:

			
				“Up to the age of thirty-two years I lived quietly, without love. Life ap­peared to me very simple, very good, and very easy. I was rich. I had a taste for so many things that I had nev­er felt a pas­sion for any­thing. It was good to live! I awoke happy each day, to do things which it pleased me to do, and I went to bed sat­is­fied, with a calm hope for the next day and a fu­ture without care.

				“I had had some mis­tresses without ever hav­ing my heart torn by de­sire or my soul bruised by love after the pos­ses­sion. It is good to live thus. It is bet­ter to love, but it is ter­rible. Still those who love like every­body else should find hap­pi­ness, less than mine, per­haps, for love has come to me in an un­be­liev­able man­ner.

				“Be­ing rich, I col­lec­ted an­cient fur­niture and an­tiques. Of­ten I thought of the un­known hands which had touched these things, of the eyes that had ad­mired them, and the hearts that had loved them for one does love such things! I of­ten re­mained for hours and hours look­ing at a little watch of the last cen­tury. It was so dainty, so pretty with its enamel and gold em­boss­ing. And it still went, as on the day when some wo­man had bought it, de­lighted in the pos­ses­sion of so fine a jew­el. It had not ceased to pal­pit­ate, to live its mech­an­ic­al life, but had ever con­tin­ued its reg­u­lar tick­tack, al­though a cen­tury had passed. Who then had first car­ried it upon her breast, in the warmth of the dress—the heart of the watch beat­ing against the heart of the wo­man? What hand had held it at the ends of its warm fin­gers, then wiped the enamelled shep­herds, tar­nished a little by the mois­ture of the skin? What eyes had looked upon this flowered dial await­ing the hour, the dear hour, the di­vine hour?

				“How I should have liked to see her, to know her, the wo­man who had chosen this rare and ex­quis­ite ob­ject. But she is dead! I am pos­sessed by a de­sire for wo­men of former times; from a dis­tance I love all those who loved long ago. The story of past ten­der­ness fills my heart with re­grets. Oh! the beauty, the smiles, the caresses of youth, the hopes! Should not these things be etern­al!

				“How I have wept, dur­ing whole nights, over the wo­men of old, so beau­ti­ful, so tender, so sweet, whose arms opened to love, and who are now dead! The kiss is im­mor­tal! It goes from lip to lip, from cen­tury to cen­tury, from age to age! Men take it and give it and die.

				“The past at­tracts me, the present fright­ens me, be­cause the fu­ture is death. I re­gret all that which is gone, I weep for those who have lived; I wish to stop the hour, to ar­rest time. But it goes, it goes on, it passes away, and it takes me, from second to second, a little of me for the an­ni­hil­a­tion of to­mor­row. And I shall nev­er live again.

				“Farewell, wo­men of yes­ter­day, I love you.

				“And yet I have noth­ing to com­plain of. I have found her whom I awaited, and I have tasted through her of in­con­ceiv­able pleas­ure.

				“I was roam­ing around Par­is on a sunny morn­ing, with joy­ous foot and happy soul, look­ing in the shops with the vague in­terest of a stroller. All at once I saw in an an­tique shop an Itali­an piece of fur­niture of the xvii cen­tury. It was very beau­ti­ful, very rare. I de­cided it must be by a Vene­tian artist, named Vi­telli, who be­longed to that epoch. Then I passed on.

				“Why did the re­mem­brance of this piece of fur­niture fol­low me with so much force that I re­traced my steps? I stopped again be­fore the shop to look at it, and felt that it temp­ted me.

				“What a sin­gu­lar thing is tempta­tion! One looks at an ob­ject, and, little by little, it se­duces you, troubles you, takes pos­ses­sion of you like the face of a wo­man. Its charm enters in­to you, a strange charm which comes from its form, its col­our, and its physiognomy. Already one loves it, wishes it, de­sires it. A need of pos­ses­sion seizes you, a pleas­ant need at first, be­cause tim­id, but in­creas­ing, be­com­ing vi­ol­ent and ir­res­ist­ible. And the deal­ers seem to sus­pect, from the look of the eye, this secret, in­creas­ing de­sire. I bought that piece of fur­niture and had it car­ried to my house im­me­di­ately. I placed it in my room.

				“Oh! I pity those who do not know this hon­ey­moon of the col­lect­or with the ob­ject which he has just ac­quired. He caresses it with his eye and hand as if it were flesh; he re­turns every mo­ment to it, thinks of it con­tinu­ally, wherever he goes and whatever he may be do­ing. The thought of it fol­lows him in­to the street, in­to the world, every­where. And when he re-enters his house, be­fore even re­mov­ing his gloves or his hat, he goes to look at it with the ten­der­ness of a lov­er.

				“Truly, for eight days I ad­ored that piece of fur­niture. I kept open­ing its doors and draw­ers; I handled it with de­light and ex­per­i­enced all the in­tim­ate joys of pos­ses­sion.

				“One even­ing, in feel­ing the thick­ness of a pan­el, I per­ceived that there might be a hid­ing-place there. My heart began to beat and I passed the night in search­ing out the secret, without be­ing able to dis­cov­er it.

				“I came upon it the next day by for­cing a piece of met­al in­to a crevice in the pan­el­ling. A shelf slipped, and I saw, ex­posed upon a lin­ing of black vel­vet, a mar­vel­lous head of wo­man’s hair!

				“Yes, a head of hair, an enorm­ous twist of blond hair, al­most red, which had been cut off near the skin and tied to­geth­er with a golden cord.

				“I stood there stu­pefied, trem­bling and dis­turbed! An al­most in­sens­ible per­fume, so old that it seemed like the soul of an odour, arose from this mys­ter­i­ous draw­er and this most sur­pris­ing rel­ic.

				“I took it gently, al­most re­li­giously, and lif­ted it from its rest­ing-place. Im­me­di­ately it un­wound, spread­ing out its golden bil­lows upon the floor, where it fell, thick and light, supple and bril­liant, like the fiery tail of a comet.

				“A strange emo­tion seized me. To whom had this be­longed? When? Un­der what cir­cum­stances? Why had this hair been shut up in this piece of fur­niture? What ad­ven­ture, what drama was hid­den be­neath this souven­ir? Who had cut it off? Some lov­er, on a day of part­ing? Some hus­band, on a day of ven­geance? Or, per­haps, the wo­man her­self, whose hair it was, on a day of des­pair? Was it at the hour of en­ter­ing the cloister that she had thrown there this for­tune of love, as a token left to the world of the liv­ing? Was it the hour of clos­ing the tomb upon the young and beau­ti­ful dead, that he who ad­ored her took this dia­dem of her head, the only thing he could pre­serve of her, the only liv­ing part of her body that would not per­ish, the only thing that he could still love and caress and kiss, in the trans­port of his grief?

				“Was it not strange that this hair should re­main there thus, when there was no longer any vestige of the body with which it was born?

				“It curled about my fin­gers and touched my skin with a sin­gu­lar caress, the caress of death. I felt my­self af­fected, as if I were go­ing to weep.

				“I kept it a long time in my hands, then it seemed to me that it had some ef­fect upon me, as if some­thing of the soul still re­mained in it. And I laid it upon the vel­vet again, the vel­vet blem­ished by time, then pushed in the draw­er, shut the doors of the closet, and betook my­self to the street to dream.

				“I walked straight ahead, full of sad­ness, and full of trouble, of the kind of trouble that re­mains in the heart after the kiss of love. It seemed to me I had lived in former times, and that I had known this wo­man.

				“And Vil­lon’s lines rose to my lips, like a sob:

				
					
						Dict­es-moy où, ne en quel pays
						

						Est Flora, la belle Ro­maine,
						

						Ar­chipi­ada, ne Thaïs,
						

						Qui fut sa cousine ger­maine?
						

						Echo par­lant quand bruyt on maine
						

						Des­sus rivière, ou sus es­t­an;
						

						Qui beau­té eut plus que hu­maine?
						

						Mais où sont les neiges d’ant­an?
						

						⋮
						

						La royne blanche comme un lys
						

						Qui chantoit à voix de sereine,
						

						Berthe au grand pied, Bi­et­ris, Allys,
						

						Harem­bouges qui tint le Mayne,
						

						Et Je­hanne la bonne Lor­raine
						

						Que Anglais bruslèrent à Rouen?
						

						Où sont-ils, Vi­erge souveraine?
						

						Mais où sont les neiges d’ant­an?18
					

				

				“When I re­turned to my house I felt an ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to see my strange treas­ure again. I took it up and felt it, and in touch­ing it a pro­longed thrill ran through my body.

				“For some days, how­ever, I re­mained in my or­din­ary state, al­though the thought of this hair nev­er left me. Whenev­er I came in, it was my first de­sire to look at it and handle it. I would turn the key of the desk with the same trem­bling that one has in open­ing the door of one’s mis­tress, for I felt in my hands and in my heart a con­fused, sin­gu­lar, con­tinu­al, sen­su­al de­sire to bury my fin­gers in this charm­ing rivu­let of dead hair.

				“Then, when I had fin­ished caress­ing it, when I had re­turned it to its rest­ing-place, I al­ways felt that it was there, as if it were some­thing alive, con­cealed, im­prisoned; I felt it and I still de­sired it; again I felt the im­per­i­ous need of touch­ing it, of feel­ing it, of en­er­vat­ing my­self to the point of weak­ness, by con­tact with this cold, smooth, ir­rit­at­ing, ex­cit­ing, de­li­cious hair.

				“I lived thus for a month or two, I no longer know how long, with this thing pos­sess­ing me, haunt­ing me. I was happy and tor­tured, as in the ex­pect­a­tion of love, as one is after the avow­al which pre­cedes the em­brace.

				“I would shut my­self up alone with it in or­der to feel it upon my skin, to bury my lips in it, to kiss it, and bite it. I would roll it around my face, drink it in, drown my eyes in its golden waves, in or­der to see life golden through it.

				“I loved it! Yes, I loved it. I could no longer live away from it, nor be con­ten­ted an hour without see­ing it. I ex­pec­ted—I ex­pec­ted—what? I know not—her!

				“One night I was sud­denly awakened with a feel­ing that I was not alone in my room. I was alone, how­ever. But I could not go to sleep again; and, as I was toss­ing in the fever of in­som­nia, I rose and went to look at the twist of hair. It ap­peared to me sweeter than usu­al, and more an­im­ated.

				“Could the dead re­turn? The kisses with which I warmed it made me swoon with hap­pi­ness, and I car­ried it to my bed and lay down with it, press­ing it to my lips, as one does a mis­tress he hopes to en­joy.

				“The dead re­turned! She came! Yes, I saw her, touched her, pos­sessed her as she was when alive in former times, large, blond, plump, with cool breasts, and with hips in the form of a lyre. And I fol­lowed that di­vine, un­du­lat­ing line from the throat to the feet, in all the curves of the flesh, with my caresses.

				“Yes, I pos­sessed her, every day and every night. The Dead Wo­man had re­turned, the beau­ti­ful Dead Wo­man, the Ad­or­able, the Mys­ter­i­ous, the Un­known, and she re­turned every night.

				“My hap­pi­ness was so great that I could not con­ceal it. I found in her a su­per­hu­man de­light, the pro­found, in­ex­plic­able joy of pos­sess­ing the Im­palp­able, the In­vis­ible, the Dead! No lov­er ever tasted joys more ar­dent or more ter­rible.

				“I knew not how to con­ceal my hap­pi­ness. I loved it so much that I could not bear to leave it. I car­ried it with me al­ways, every­where. I walked with it through the city, as if it were my wife, con­duct­ing it to the theatre and to res­taur­ants as one would a mis­tress. But they saw it—and guessed—they took me, and threw me in­to pris­on, like a mal­efact­or. They took it away—oh! misery!—”

			

			The ma­nu­script stopped there. And sud­denly, as I raised my won­der­ing eyes to the doc­tor, a fright­ful cry, a howl of fury and ex­as­per­ated de­sire filled the asylum.

			“Listen,” said the doc­tor, “it is ne­ces­sary to douse that ob­scene ma­ni­ac with wa­ter five times a day. Ser­geant Ber­trand is not the only man who fell in love with the dead.”

			I stammered, moved with as­ton­ish­ment, hor­ror, and pity: “But that hair—did it really ex­ist?”

			The doc­tor got up, opened a closet full of vi­als and in­stru­ments, and threw me, across his of­fice, a long thick rope of blond hair, which flew to­wards me like a golden bird.

			I trembled as I felt upon my hands its caress­ing, light touch. And I stood there, my heart beat­ing with dis­gust and de­sire, the dis­gust we have in com­ing in con­tact with ob­jects con­nec­ted with crimes, and the de­sire which comes with the tempta­tion to test some in­fam­ous and mys­ter­i­ous thing.

			Shrug­ging his shoulders, the doc­tor ad­ded: “The mind of man is cap­able of any­thing.”

		
	
		
			The Horrible

			The warm night was clos­ing in. The wo­men had re­mained in the draw­ing room while the men sat smoking on the garden chairs in front of the door, round a table laden with cups and li­queur-glasses.

			Their lighted ci­gars shone like eyes in the grow­ing dark­ness. They had been dis­cuss­ing a fright­ful ac­ci­dent that had happened the pre­vi­ous even­ing, when two men and three wo­men had been drowned in the river be­fore the eyes of the guests.

			Gen­er­al de G—— re­marked: “Yes, these things do af­fect one but they are not hor­rible.

			“The hack­neyed word ‘hor­rible’ car­ries much more mean­ing than the word ‘ter­rible’ does. A fright­ful ac­ci­dent like this dis­tresses, up­sets, and alarms one, but it does not hor­rify. In or­der to ex­per­i­ence hor­ror, some­thing more is needed than men­tal emo­tion, some­thing more than wit­ness­ing a fright­ful death; there must be either a shud­der­ing sense of mys­tery, or a feel­ing of ab­nor­mal, un­nat­ur­al ter­ror. A man who dies even in the most dra­mat­ic cir­cum­stances does not in­spire hor­ror; a bat­tle­field is not hor­rible; blood is not hor­rible; the vilest crimes are rarely hor­rible.

			“Listen, I will give you two in­stances which have made me real­ise the mean­ing of hor­ror.

			“Dur­ing the war of 1870 we were re­treat­ing to­wards Pont-Aude­mer after hav­ing passed through Rouen. The army con­sisted of about twenty thou­sand men; twenty thou­sand men in re­treat, dis­ban­ded, de­mor­al­ised, ex­hausted, were go­ing to re-form at Havre.

			“The ground was covered with snow, and night was fall­ing. No one had had any food since the even­ing be­fore; the Prus­si­ans were not far away, and the men had to re­tire quickly.

			“The ghastly Nor­man coun­try, speckled with the shad­ows of the trees round the farms, lay still, un­der a black heavy threat­en­ing sky.

			“Noth­ing could be heard in the wan twi­light but the sound, muddled, con­fused, and yet over-loud, of the troops on the march, an end­less tramp­ing mingled with the faint clink of their mess-tins or their swords. The men, bent, round-shouldered, dirty, many of them in rags, dragged them­selves along, toiled through the snow with long ex­hausted strides, their hands stick­ing to the steel on the butt ends of their mus­kets, for it was freez­ing hard. I fre­quently saw a poor dev­il march­ing bare­footed, so pain­ful were his boots, leav­ing blood­stained foot­prints at every step. After a while he would sit down for a few minutes, but he nev­er rose again. Every man who sat down was a dead man.

			“How many of these poor ex­hausted sol­diers we left be­hind ex­pec­ted to start again as soon as they had res­ted their stiffened legs! But the mo­ment they stopped, their slug­gish blood ceased to cir­cu­late in their frozen veins, and an ir­res­ist­ible numb­ness chilled them to the mar­row, chained them to the ground, closed their eyes, and in one second para­lysed the over­wrought hu­man ma­chine. They gradu­ally sank down, their heads on their knees, not fall­ing over al­to­geth­er, for their backs and their limbs be­come as hard and ri­gid as a piece of wood: it was im­possible either to bend the bod­ies or place them up­right.

			“The rest of us, more ro­bust, kept on go­ing, chilled to the bone, go­ing for­ward by mere in­er­tia, through the night, the snow, the cold death­like coun­try, crushed by grief, de­feat, and des­pair, but, above all, in the grip of the ap­palling sense of aban­don­ment, the end of all things, death—noth­ing left.

			“I saw two gen­darmes hold­ing the arms of a strange-look­ing little man, old, beard­less, quite amaz­ing in ap­pear­ance. They were search­ing for an of­ficer, be­liev­ing that they had caught a spy.

			“The word ‘spy’ spread rap­idly through the crowd of strag­glers, who gathered around the pris­on­er. A voice shouted: ‘He must be shot.’ And through the group of sol­diers fall­ing over with fa­tigue and only able to stand up­right by lean­ing on their guns, there sud­denly passed that wave of in­furi­ated and bes­ti­al an­ger which drives a mob to blood­shed.

			“I tried to speak, be­cause I was in com­mand of a bat­talion at the time, but the au­thor­ity of of­ficers was no longer re­cog­nised and they would even have shot me.

			“One of the gen­darmes said: ‘He has been fol­low­ing us for three days. He asks every­body for in­form­a­tion about the ar­til­lery.’

			“I tried to ques­tion the man: ‘What are you do­ing? What do you want? Why are you fol­low­ing the army?’ He muttered a few words in un­in­tel­li­gible dia­lect.

			“He was in­deed a strange be­ing, with nar­row shoulders and a sul­len look: he was so ill at ease in my pres­ence that I had no fur­ther doubt as to his be­ing a spy. He seemed very old and feeble, and kept look­ing at me furt­ively, in a humble, stu­pid, sly way.

			“The men around us shouted: ‘To the wall! To the wall!’

			“I said to the gen­darmes: ‘You will be re­spons­ible for the pris­on­er?’

			“I was still speak­ing when the sur­ging crowd knocked me off my feet and I saw in a flash the man seized by the angry sol­diers, thrown down, beaten, dragged along the road and flung against a tree. Half dead, he fell in the snow.

			“They shot him im­me­di­ately. The sol­diers fired at him, re­loaded their guns, and fired again with the rage of brutes. They fought with each oth­er for their turn to shoot, and, still fir­ing, they filed past the corpse as you file past a coffin to sprinkle it with holy wa­ter.

			“Then sud­denly the cry arose: ‘The Prus­si­ans! The Prus­si­ans!’ And from every side I heard the tre­mend­ous up­roar of the pan­ic-stricken army in full flight.

			“The pan­ic due to the fir­ing at the vag­a­bond had maddened the ex­e­cu­tion­ers them­selves, who, not un­der­stand­ing that they were re­spons­ible for the ter­ror they felt, fled and dis­ap­peared in­to the dark­ness.

			“I was left alone with the body and the two gen­darmes whose duty com­pelled them to stay with me.

			“They lif­ted up the battered mass of bruised and bleed­ing flesh. ‘He must be searched,’ I said, hand­ing them a box of candle-matches which I had in my pock­et. One of the gen­darmes held the light for the oth­er. I stood between the two.

			“The gen­darme who was ex­amin­ing the body de­clared:

			“ ‘Clothed in a blue work­man’s blouse, a white shirt, trousers, and a pair of shoes.’

			“The first match went out, and a second was lighted. The man, turn­ing out the pock­ets, con­tin­ued: ‘A horn-handled knife, check handker­chief, snuff­box, piece of string, and piece of bread.’

			“The second match went out, a third was lighted. After hav­ing care­fully felt the corpse, the gen­darme said: ‘That’s all.’

			“I said: ‘Strip him. We may find some­thing next his skin,’ and to en­able the two gen­darmes to work to­geth­er, I held the match for them. By its fu­git­ive light I saw them gradu­ally strip the body and ex­pose to view the bleed­ing mass of flesh, still warm in death.

			“Sud­denly one of them stammered: ‘Damn it all, Ma­jor; it’s a wo­man!’

			“I can­not de­scribe my strange, poignant feel­ing of an­guish. I could not be­lieve it, and knelt down in the snow be­side the shape­less pulp to see for my­self: it was a wo­man!

			“The two gen­darmes, speech­less and de­mor­al­ised, waited for me to ex­press an opin­ion on the mat­ter. But I didn’t know what to think, I had no idea what could have happened. Then the bri­gadier drawled out: ‘Per­haps she had come to look for her son in the ar­til­lery, be­cause she had not heard from him.’

			“And the oth­er replied:

			“ ‘That may well be so.’

			“And I who had seen so many ter­rible things began to shed tears. And be­side the dead wo­man, in the icy cold night, in the middle of the dark plain, in the pres­ence of this mys­tery, this un­known vic­tim, I knew ex­actly what the word ‘hor­ror’ meant.

			“I had the same feel­ing last year when in­ter­rog­at­ing one of the sur­viv­ors of the Flat­ters Mis­sion, an Al­geri­an sharp­shoot­er. You know most of the de­tails of that ap­palling drama, but there is still an­oth­er of which you are prob­ably ig­nor­ant.

			“The col­on­el was go­ing to the Su­dan through the desert, cross­ing the im­mense ter­rit­ory of the Tou­aregs, who in that ocean of sand which stretches from the At­lantic to Egypt, and from the Su­dan to Al­ger­ia, are pir­ates of a sort com­par­able to those who formerly plundered the high seas.

			“The guides con­duct­ing the column be­longed to the tribe of Shaamba from Wargla.

			“Well, one day they pitched their camp in the middle of the desert, and the Ar­abs de­clared that as the spring was a little farther on they would go with all the camels to fetch wa­ter.

			“One man only warned the col­on­el that he had been be­trayed. Flat­ters re­fused to be­lieve him and ac­com­pan­ied the con­voy with his en­gin­eers, doc­tors, and most of the of­ficers. They were mas­sacred by the spring, and all the camels were cap­tured.

			“The cap­tain of the Ar­a­bi­an De­part­ment of Wargla who had stayed be­hind in the camp took com­mand of the sur­viv­ors, Spahis and sharp­shoot­ers, and began to re­treat, abandon­ing all sup­plies and pro­vi­sions, be­cause there were no camels.

			“So they star­ted off through the shade­less, bound­less solitude, be­neath the fierce sun that scorched them from early morn­ing till night.

			“One tribe sur­rendered, bring­ing dates as a peace-of­fer­ing; these dates were poisoned, and nearly all the French­men per­ished, the only re­main­ing of­ficer be­ing of the num­ber.

			“Only a few Spahis were left with their quarter­mas­ter, Pobéguin, be­sides the nat­ive sharp­shoot­ers of the Shaamba tribe, with two camels, but these dis­ap­peared one night with two Ar­abs.

			“Then the sur­viv­ors real­ised that they would be ob­liged to eat each oth­er, and as soon as the flight of the two Ar­abs with the two camels was dis­covered, they sep­ar­ated and pro­ceeded to march one by one through the soft sand, un­der the fierce blaze of the sun, out of gun­shot range of each oth­er.

			“They kept on like this all day and when they reached a spring each one in turn went up to drink as soon as his nearest neigh­bour had reached the dis­tance de­cided upon. So they kept on the whole day, rais­ing in their track across that level, burnt-up ex­panse those little columns of dust which in the dis­tance show the track of trav­el­lers in the desert.

			“But, one morn­ing, one of the men swerved round and ap­proached his neigh­bour, and the oth­er stopped to look.

			“The man whom the fam­ished sol­dier was ap­proach­ing made no at­tempt to run away, but lay flat on the ground and aimed at him. When he thought he was with­in gun­shot he fired, but did not hit the oth­er, who still ad­vanced and, fir­ing in his turn, shot his com­rade dead.

			“The oth­ers rushed up from every dir­ec­tion for their share of the dead body; he who had been the slaughter­er cut it up and dis­trib­uted the pieces.

			“Then the ir­re­con­cil­able al­lies spaced them­selves as be­fore, un­til the next murder should bring them to­geth­er again.

			“For two days they lived upon their share of hu­man flesh; then, as hun­ger seized them again, he who had killed the first man killed a second. Again he cut up the corpse like a butcher, and offered por­tions to his com­pan­ions, only keep­ing his own share. And so this re­treat of can­ni­bals con­tin­ued.

			“The only sur­viv­ing French­man, Pobéguin, was killed at a well-side the very night be­fore help ar­rived.

			“Do you un­der­stand now what I mean by the ‘hor­rible’?”

			This is the story that was told by Gen­er­al de G—— the oth­er night.

		
	
		
			A Memory

			How many memor­ies of my youth came to me un­der the gentle caress of the earli­est sum­mer sun! It is an age wherein all is good, glad, charm­ing, and in­tox­ic­at­ing. How ex­quis­ite are the memor­ies of lost springs!

			Do you re­call, my old friends, my broth­ers, those years of glad­ness in which life was but tri­umph and laughter? Do you re­call the days when we roamed dis­rep­ut­ably about Par­is, our ra­di­ant poverty, our walks in the woods newly clad in green, our rev­els un­der the open sky out­side the tav­erns on the banks of the Seine, and our love-ad­ven­tures, so com­mon­place and so de­li­cious?

			I should like to re­late one of those ad­ven­tures. It dates from twelve years ago, and already feels so old, so old, that it seems now at the oth­er end of my life, be­fore the turn­ing, the ugly turn­ing whence sud­denly I saw the end of the jour­ney.

			I was twenty-five in those days. I had just come to Par­is; I worked in a gov­ern­ment of­fice, and Sundays seemed to me ex­traordin­ary fest­ivals, full of ex­uber­ant hap­pi­ness, al­though noth­ing re­mark­able ever happened on them.

			Every day is Sunday now. But I re­gret the times when I had only one a week. How good it was! I had six francs to spend!

			I awoke early, that par­tic­u­lar morn­ing, with that feel­ing of free­dom well known to clerks, the feel­ing of de­liv­er­ance, rest, tran­quil­lity, and in­de­pend­ence.

			I opened my win­dow. The weath­er was glor­i­ous. The clear blue sky was spread above the city, full of sun­shine and swal­lows.

			I dressed very quickly and went out, eager to spend the day in the woods, to breathe the odour of the leaves; for I came of coun­try stock, and spent my child­hood on the grass and un­der the trees.

			Par­is was wak­ing joy­fully, in the warmth and the light. The fronts of the houses shone, the con­ci­erges’ ca­nar­ies sang furi­ously in their cages, and gaiety ran down the street, light­ing up faces and stir­ring laughter every­where, as though a mys­ter­i­ous hap­pi­ness filled all an­im­ate and in­an­im­ate life in that ra­di­ant dawn.

			I reached the Seine, to catch the Swal­low, which was to take me to Saint-Cloud.

			How I loved wait­ing for the boat upon the land­ing-stage! I felt as though I were off to the end of the world, to new and won­der­ful coun­tries. I watched the boat come in­to sight, away in the dis­tance un­der the arch of the second bridge, very small, with its plume of smoke, then lar­ger, lar­ger, al­ways grow­ing; and to my mind it took on the airs and graces of a liner.

			It came along­side the stage, and I em­barked.

			A crowd of people in their Sunday clothes were already on board, with gay dresses, bril­liantly col­oured rib­bons, and fat scar­let faces. I placed my­self right in the bows, and stood there watch­ing quays, trees, houses, and bridges go by. And sud­denly I saw the great via­duct of Point-du-Jour bar­ring the stream. It was the end of Par­is, the be­gin­ning of the coun­try, and at once bey­ond the double line of arches the Seine widened out, as though space and liberty had been gran­ted to it, be­com­ing sud­denly the lovely peace­ful river that flows on across the plains, at the foot of the wooded hills, through the mead­ows, and along the edge of the forest.

			After passing between two is­lands, the Swal­low fol­lowed the curve of a slope whose green ex­panse was covered with white houses. A voice an­nounced: “Bas-Meud­on”; then, farther on: “Sèvres,” and, still farther on: “Saint-Cloud.”

			I dis­em­barked. And I hur­ried through the little town along the road to the woods. I had brought a map of the sub­urbs of Par­is, lest I lost my­self on the paths which run in every dir­ec­tion across the woods where the people of Par­is go for their ex­ped­i­tions.

			As soon as I was in the shade, I stud­ied my route, which seemed per­fectly simple. I was to turn to the right, then to the left, then to the left again, and I should ar­rive at Ver­sailles by night­fall, for din­ner.

			And I began to walk slowly, be­neath the fresh leaves, drink­ing in the fra­grant air, per­fumed with the odour of buds and sap. I walked with short steps, un­mind­ful of the stacks of old pa­per, of the of­fice, of my chief and my col­leagues, and of files, and dream­ing of the happy ad­ven­tures that must as­suredly be wait­ing for me in the stretches of that veiled, un­known fu­ture. I was filled with a thou­sand memor­ies of child­hood awakened in me by the scents of the coun­try, and I went on, sunk in the fra­grant, liv­ing, throb­bing love­li­ness of the woods, warmed by the power­ful June sun.

			Some­times I sat down by a bank and looked at the little flowers of every kind, whose names I had long known. I knew them all again, just as though they were the very ones I had once seen in my own coun­try. They were yel­low, red, and vi­ol­et, del­ic­ate and dainty, lif­ted on high stalks or huddled close to the earth. In­sects of every col­our and shape, short and squat or long and thin, ex­traordin­ary in their con­struc­tion, fright­ful mi­cro­scop­ic mon­sters, peace­fully moun­ted the blades of grass, which bent un­der their weight.

			Then I slept for some hours in a ditch, and went on again, res­ted and strengthened by my sleep.

			In front of me opened a de­light­ful al­ley, whose rather sparse leaf­age al­lowed drops of sun­light to shower every­where upon the soil, and gleamed on the white dais­ies. It ran on end­lessly, calm and empty. A sol­it­ary great hor­net buzzed down it, paus­ing at times to sip a flower that stooped be­neath it, and fly­ing off again al­most at once to come to rest again a little farther on. Its fat body looked like brown vel­vet striped with yel­low, borne on wings that were trans­par­ent and in­or­din­ately small.

			Sud­denly I saw at the end of the path two people, a man and a wo­man, com­ing to­wards me. An­noyed at be­ing dis­turbed in my quiet walk, I was on the point of plunging in­to the un­der­growth when I fan­cied I heard them call­ing to me. The wo­man was ac­tu­ally wav­ing her sun­shade, and the man, in his shirtsleeves, his frock-coat over one arm, was rais­ing the oth­er as a sig­nal of dis­tress.

			I went to­wards them. They were walk­ing hur­riedly, both very red, she with little rap­id steps, he with long strides. Ill hu­mour and wear­i­ness was vis­ible on their faces. The wo­man asked me at once:

			“Mon­sieur, can you tell me where we are? My idi­ot­ic hus­band has lost us, after say­ing that he knew this dis­trict per­fectly.”

			“Ma­dame,” I replied con­fid­ently, “you are go­ing to­wards Saint-Cloud, and Ver­sailles is be­hind you.”

			“What!” she con­tin­ued, glan­cing with angry pity to­wards her hus­band. “Ver­sailles is be­hind us? But that is pre­cisely where we mean to have din­ner!”

			“So do I, ma­dame; I am go­ing there.”

			“Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear!” she re­peated, in the tone of over­whelm­ing con­tempt with which wo­men ex­press their ex­as­per­a­tion.

			She was quite young, pretty, and dark, with a shad­ow of a mous­tache on her lip.

			As for the man, he was per­spir­ing and mop­ping his brow. Without doubt they were Parisi­an shop­keep­ers. The man looked over­come, tired out and miser­able.

			“But, my dear girl,” he mur­mured, “it was you …”

			She did not per­mit him to fin­ish the sen­tence.

			“It was I! … Ah! it is I now. Was it I who wanted to go off without in­quir­ies, de­clar­ing that I could al­ways find my way? Was it I who wanted to turn to the right at the top of the hill, de­clar­ing that I re­membered the way? Was it I who un­der­took to look after Cachou …”

			She had not fin­ished speak­ing when her hus­band, as though he had sud­denly gone out of his mind, uttered a pier­cing cry, a long, wild cry, which can­not be writ­ten in any lan­guage, but which was some­thing like teeeteeet.

			The young wo­man seemed neither sur­prised nor ex­cited, and con­tin­ued:

			“No, upon my word, some people are too silly, al­ways pre­tend­ing to know everything. Was it I who took the Dieppe train last year in­stead of the Havre train? Tell me, was it I? Was it I who bet­ted that Mon­sieur Le­tourni­er lived in the Rue des Mar­tyrs? … Was it I who wouldn’t be­lieve that Céleste was a thief? …”

			And she con­tin­ued furi­ously, with amaz­ing rapid­ity of speech, pil­ing up the most het­ero­gen­eous, un­ex­pec­ted, and griev­ous charges, fur­nished by all the in­tim­ate situ­ations in their ex­ist­ence to­geth­er, blam­ing her hus­band for all his ac­tions, ideas, man­ners, ex­per­i­ments, and ef­forts, his whole life, in fact, from their wed­ding day up to the present mo­ment.

			He tried to stop her, to calm her, and faltered:

			“But, my dear girl … it’s no use … in front of the gen­tle­man … we’re mak­ing an ex­hib­i­tion of ourselves. It is of no in­terest to the gen­tle­man.”

			And he turned his mel­an­choly eyes upon the thick­ets, as though eager to ex­plore their peace­ful and mys­ter­i­ous depths, to rush in­to them, es­cape and hide from every eye. From time to time he again uttered his cry, a pro­longed, very shrill teeeteeet. I ima­gined this habit was a nervous dis­order.

			The young wo­man ab­ruptly turned to me and, chan­ging her tone with re­mark­able rapid­ity, re­marked:

			“If mon­sieur will be good enough to per­mit us, we will go with him, in or­der not to lose ourselves again and risk hav­ing to sleep in the wood.”

			I bowed; she took my arm and began to talk of a thou­sand things, of her­self, her life, her fam­ily, and her busi­ness. They kept a glove-shop in the Rue Saint-Laz­are.

			Her hus­band walked be­side her, con­tinu­ally throw­ing wild glances in­to the thick of the trees, and every now and then shout­ing teeeteeet.

			At last I asked him:

			“Why do you shout like that?”

			“It’s my poor dog that I’ve lost,” he replied with an air of con­sterna­tion and des­pair.

			“What? You have lost your dog?”

			“Yes. He was barely a year old. He had nev­er gone out of the shop. I wanted to take him for a walk in the woods. He had nev­er seen grass or leaves be­fore, and it pretty well sent him off his head. He began to run about, bark­ing, and has dis­ap­peared in the forest. I should also tell you that he was very frightened of the rail­way; it may have made him lose his senses. I have called and called in vain; he has not come back. He will die of hun­ger in there.”

			Without turn­ing to­wards her hus­band, the wo­man re­marked:

			“If you had kept him on the lead, it wouldn’t have happened. People as silly as you have no busi­ness to have dogs.”

			“But, my dear girl, it was you …”

			She stopped short; and look­ing in­to his eyes as though she were go­ing to tear them out, she began once more her in­nu­mer­able re­proaches.

			Night was fall­ing. The veil of mist which cov­ers the coun­tryside at twi­light was slowly un­fold­ing; ro­mance hovered around, born of the strange, de­light­ful cool­ness that fills the woods at the ap­proach of night.

			Sud­denly the young man stopped, and, feel­ing about him­self frantic­ally, ex­claimed:

			“Oh! I be­lieve I have …”

			“Well, what?” she asked, look­ing at him.

			“I did not real­ise that I was car­ry­ing my frock-coat on my arm.”

			“Well?”

			“I have lost my let­ter-case … my money is in it.”

			She quivered with rage and choked with in­dig­na­tion.

			“That is the last straw. How idi­ot­ic you are, how per­fectly idi­ot­ic! How can I have mar­ried such a fool? Well, go and look for it, and take care that you find it. I will go on to Ver­sailles with this gen­tle­man. I don’t want to spend the night in the woods.”

			“Yes, dear,” he replied meekly; “where shall I find you?”

			A res­taur­ant had been re­com­men­ded to me. I told him of it.

			The hus­band turned back and, bend­ing down to­wards the ground, scan­ning it with anxious eyes, he walked away, con­tinu­ally shout­ing teeeteeet.

			It was a long time be­fore he dis­ap­peared; the shades of even­ing, thick­er now, ob­scured him at the far end of the path. Soon the out­line of his body was seen no more, but for a long time we heard his mel­an­choly teeeteeet, teeeteeet, be­com­ing shrill­er as the night grew dark­er.

			As for me, I walked on with lively, happy steps through the sweet­ness of the twi­light, with the un­known wo­man lean­ing on my arm.

			I racked my brain in vain for com­pli­ments. I re­mained si­lent, ex­cited and en­rap­tured.

			But sud­denly a high road cut across our path. I saw that on the right, in a val­ley, there was quite a town.

			What was this place?

			A man was passing; I ques­tioned him.

			“Bou­giv­al,” he replied.

			I was thun­der­struck.

			“Bou­giv­al! Are you sure?”

			“Damn it all, I live there!”

			The little wo­man laughed up­roari­ously.

			I sug­ges­ted tak­ing a cab to Ver­sailles.

			“Cer­tainly not!” she replied. “This is too funny, and I’m so hungry. I’m not a bit anxious; my hus­band will al­ways find his way all right. It’s a pleas­ure for me to be re­lieved of him for a few hours.”

			We ac­cord­ingly entered a res­taur­ant by the wa­ter­side, and I was bold enough to en­gage a private room.

			She got thor­oughly tipsy, I can as­sure you; sang, drank cham­pagne, and did all sorts of crazy things … even the cra­zi­est of all.

			That was my first adul­tery!

		
	
		
			A Walk

			When old Levas, book­keep­er in the ser­vice of Messrs. Labuze and Com­pany, left the shop, he stood for some mo­ments dazzled by the bril­liance of the set­ting sun. All day long he had worked in the yel­low light of a gas-jet, in the depths of the back part of the shop, which looked on to a court­yard as nar­row and deep as a well. So dark was the little room in which he had spent his days for the past forty years that, even in the height of sum­mer, ar­ti­fi­cial light was rarely to be dis­pensed with between the hours of twelve and three.

			It was al­ways damp and cold there; and the smell from the ditch un­der the win­dow came in­to the gloomy room, filling it with an odour of de­cay and drains.

			For forty years Mon­sieur Levas had been ar­riv­ing at this pris­on at eight o’clock each morn­ing, and stay­ing there till sev­en at night, bent over his ledgers, writ­ing with the sav­age con­cen­tra­tion of a good work­man.

			He was now mak­ing three thou­sand francs a year, hav­ing be­gun at fif­teen hun­dred francs. He had re­mained a bach­el­or, his means not per­mit­ting him to take a wife. And, nev­er hav­ing had any­thing, he did not de­sire much. From time to time, how­ever, weary­ing of his mono­ton­ous and end­less task, he would for­mu­late a Pla­ton­ic wish: “Lord, if I had five thou­sand pounds, I’d have an easy time of it.” But he nev­er had had an easy time, hav­ing nev­er had any­thing but his monthly salary.

			His life had gone by without ad­ven­tures, without pas­sions, al­most without hopes. The fa­cil­ity of dream­ing, planted in every man, had nev­er blos­somed in the nar­row bed of his am­bi­tions.

			At the age of twenty-one he had gone in­to Labuze and Com­pany. And he had nev­er come out.

			In 1856 his fath­er died, and in 1859 his moth­er. Since then the only event had been a change of lodgings in 1860, his land­lord hav­ing pro­posed to raise the rent.

			Every day, at six o’clock pre­cisely, his alarm clock made him leap out of bed with its fear­ful clat­ter, like a chain be­ing un­wound. Twice, how­ever, once in 1866 and once in 1874, the mech­an­ism had gone wrong, without his ever hav­ing found out why. He dressed, made his bed, swept out his room, and dus­ted his arm­chair and the top of his chest of draw­ers. These tasks took an hour and a half.

			Then he went out, bought a roll at Lahure’s bakery, where he had known el­ev­en dif­fer­ent pro­pri­et­ors without the shop ever chan­ging its name, and star­ted off, eat­ing his bread.

			His en­tire ex­ist­ence had there­fore taken place in the dark, nar­row of­fice, al­ways covered with the same wall­pa­per. He had come in­to it in his youth as as­sist­ant to Mon­sieur Bru­ment and with the am­bi­tion to take his place. He had taken his place, and hoped for noth­ing more.

			All the har­vest of memor­ies which oth­er men gath­er in the course of life, the un­ex­pec­ted hap­pen­ings, the happy or tra­gic loves, the ad­ven­tur­ous jour­neys, all the chances of a free ex­ist­ence, had passed him by. Days, weeks, months, sea­sons, years, were all alike. At the same hour each day he rose, went out, ar­rived at the of­fice, lunched, left the of­fice, dined, and went to bed, without any­thing hav­ing ever in­ter­rup­ted the reg­u­lar mono­tony of the same ac­tions, the same events, and the same thoughts.

			Once upon a time he had looked at his fair mous­tache and curly hair in the little round mir­ror left be­hind by his pre­de­cessor. Now, every even­ing, be­fore go­ing, he con­tem­plated in the same mir­ror his white mous­tache and his bald fore­head. Forty years had gone by, long and swift, empty as a day of sor­row, alike as the hours of a sleep­less night. Forty years of which noth­ing re­mained, not even a memory, not even a grief since the death of his par­ents. Noth­ing.

			

			On this day Mon­sieur Levas stood dazzled, at the street-door, by the bril­liance of the set­ting sun; in­stead of re­turn­ing home, he thought of tak­ing a little walk be­fore din­ner, as he did four or five times a year.

			He reached the boulevards, where a flood of people streamed past un­der the bud­ding trees. It was a spring even­ing, one of those first even­ings of gen­er­ous warmth which thrill the heart with a mad­ness of life.

			Mon­sieur Levas walked on with the rick­ety gait of old age. There was a gleam of gaiety in his eye; he was happy be­cause the rest of the world was merry and the air was warm.

			He reached the Champs-Élysées and con­tin­ued to walk, freshened by the gusts of youth with which the wind caressed him.

			The whole sky was aflame, and the Arc de Tri­omphe was a dark bulk sil­hou­et­ted against the bril­liant back­ground of the ho­ri­zon, like a gi­ant strad­dling over a house on fire. When he drew near the huge monu­ment, the old book­keep­er real­ised that he was hungry, and entered a res­taur­ant for din­ner.

			He dined in front of the shop, on the pave­ment, off sheep’s trot­ters, a salad, and as­paragus; and Mon­sieur Levas had the best meal he had eaten for a long time. He washed down his Brie cheese with half a bottle of good claret; then he took a cup of cof­fee, which was un­usu­al with him, and after that a small glass of li­queur brandy.

			When he had paid, he felt quite lively and merry, even a little ex­cited. He said to him­self: “What a glor­i­ous night! I’ll go on as far as the en­trance to the Bois de Boulogne, it will do me good.”

			He star­ted off again. An old song, which a girl who had been his neigh­bour used once upon a time to sing, re­curred ob­stin­ately in­to his head.

			
				
					Quand le bois re­ver­dit,
					

					Mon amoureux me dit:
					

					Vi­ens respirer, ma belle,
					

					Sous la ton­nelle.
				

			

			He hummed it end­lessly, be­gin­ning again and again. Night had fallen over Par­is, an air­less night, as close as an oven. Mon­sieur Levas walked along the Av­en­ue of the Bois de Boulogne and watched the car­riages go by. They came on with their gleam­ing eyes, one after an­oth­er, al­low­ing a glimpse of an em­bra­cing couple, the wo­man in a light dress, the man in black.

			It was one long pro­ces­sion of lov­ers, driv­ing un­der the warm and starry sky. Con­tinu­ally they came, went by, came, went by, side by side in the car­riages, si­lent, clasped to each oth­er, lost in the il­lu­sion and fever of their de­sires, in the shud­der­ing long­ing for the next em­brace. The warm air seemed filled with swift, wan­der­ing kisses. They spread a strange ten­der­ness through the air, mak­ing it more stifling than ever. A mad ex­cite­ment ed­died through the air, cre­ated by these in­ter­twined couples, these people in­flamed with the same ex­pect­a­tion, the same thought. All these car­riages filled with love­mak­ing brought with them their own at­mo­sphere, subtle and dis­turb­ing.

			Mon­sieur Levas, a little tired at the end of his walk, sat down on a bench to watch the pas­sage of these cabs heavy with love. Al­most at once a wo­man drew near and sat down be­side him.

			“Hallo, darling,” she said.

			He made no an­swer. She con­tin­ued:

			“Let me love you, dear­ie; you’ll find me so kind.”

			“You are mak­ing a mis­take, ma­dame,” he said.

			She put her arm through his.

			“Come on, don’t be a silly boy; listen …”

			He had ris­en, and walked away, a feel­ing of tight­ness round his heart.

			A hun­dred yards fur­ther on an­oth­er wo­man ac­cos­ted him.

			“Come and sit be­side me for a while, dear­ie!”

			“Why do you fol­low this trade?” he said to her.

			She stood in his way, and her voice was changed, hoarse and bit­ter.

			“God, I don’t do it for fun.”

			“Then what drives you to it?” he in­sisted gently.

			“One must live, worse luck.”

			And she went off with a little song on her lips.

			Mon­sieur Levas was be­wildered. Oth­er wo­men passed him, called to him, in­vited him. He felt as though some­thing black and op­press­ive hung above his head.

			He sat down on a bench. The car­riages were still rolling past.

			“I should have done bet­ter not to come,” he thought; “I’m quite put out.”

			And he began to think of all this love, venal or pas­sion­ate, all these kisses, bought or free, which were passing be­fore his eyes.

			Love! He hardly knew aught of it. In all his life he had known but two or three wo­men, chance meet­ings, un­sought; his means had al­lowed him no more. And he thought of the life he had led, so dif­fer­ent from every­one else’s, so sombre, so gloomy, so dull, so empty.

			There are some people who have no luck. And sud­denly, as though a thick veil had been torn aside, he saw clearly the misery, the in­fin­ite, mono­ton­ous misery of his life, past, present, and to come; the last days like the first, noth­ing be­fore him, noth­ing be­hind him, noth­ing round him, noth­ing in his heart; noth­ing any­where.

			Still the line of car­riages went by. Al­ways he saw, ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing with the swift pas­sage of the open vehicle, the two in­side, si­lently em­bra­cing. It seemed to him as though the whole hu­man race was passing by, drunk with joy, pleas­ure, and hap­pi­ness. And he watched them alone, alone, all alone. He would still be alone to­mor­row, al­ways alone, alone, as no oth­er creature in the world is alone.

			He got up, walked a few steps, and, quickly tired, as though he had just fin­ished a long walk, sat down on the next bench.

			What was he wait­ing for? What was he hop­ing for? Noth­ing. He thought how good it must seem, in old age, to hear the chat­ter of little chil­dren as you come home at night. It must be sweet to grow old sur­roun­ded with those who owe their lives to you, love you, caress you, tell you those ri­dicu­lous, de­light­ful things that warm your heart and con­sole you for everything.

			And think­ing of his empty room, the clean sad little room in­to which no one but him­self had ever gone, a feel­ing of dis­tress op­pressed his soul. It seemed to him even more mel­an­choly than his little of­fice.

			No one ever came to it; no one ever spoke in it. It was dead, dumb; it lacked even an echo of a hu­man voice. It seemed as though walls must hold some­thing of the people who live between them, some­thing of their ways, their faces, their speech. Houses lived in by happy fam­il­ies are more cheer­ful than the houses of the miser­able. His room was empty of memor­ies, like his life. And the thought of re­turn­ing to it alone, of get­ting in­to bed, of go­ing through all the move­ments and du­ties of every even­ing, was hor­rible to him. And, as though to get fur­ther away from this sin­is­ter dwell­ing-place and from the mo­ment when he must re­turn to it, he rose, and, sud­denly reach­ing the first path in the Bois, he turned in­to a little copse, to sit down on the grass.

			He heard, around him, above him, every­where, a con­fused, im­mense, con­tinu­ous roar, made up of in­nu­mer­able dif­fer­ent noises, a dull roar, near and dis­tant, a vast vague quiv­er­ing of life: the breath of Par­is, breath­ing like a co­lossal be­ing.

			

			The sun, already high in the heav­ens, threw a flood of light upon the Bois de Boulogne. A few car­riages were driv­ing up and down, and groups of riders were trot­ting gaily past.

			A young couple walked along a lonely path. Sud­denly the wo­man, lift­ing her eyes, caught sight of some­thing brown in the branches. She poin­ted to it, sur­prised and un­easy.

			“Look. … What is that?”

			Then with a cry she col­lapsed in­to the arms of her com­pan­ion, who was forced to lower her on to the ground.

			The keep­ers, promptly summoned, let down from the tree the body of an old man, hanged by his braces.

			It was dis­covered that death had taken place the pre­vi­ous even­ing. Pa­pers found on the man showed that he was a book­keep­er at Messrs. Labuze and Com­pany, and that his name was Levas.

			Death was at­trib­uted to sui­cide from a cause un­known. Pos­sibly tem­por­ary in­san­ity?

		
	
		
			The Sisters Rondoli

			
				I

				“No,” said Pierre Jouvent, “I do not know Italy. I star­ted to go there twice, but each time I was stopped at the fron­ti­er and could not man­age to get any fur­ther. And yet my two at­tempts gave me charm­ing ideas of the man­ners of that beau­ti­ful coun­try. Some time or oth­er I must vis­it its cit­ies, as well as the mu­seums and works of art with which it abounds. I shall make an­oth­er at­tempt as soon as pos­sible to cross that im­preg­nable bor­der.

				“You don’t un­der­stand me, so I will ex­plain my­self. In 1874 I was seized with de­sire to see Venice, Florence, Rome, and Naples. I got this whim about the middle of June, then the power­ful fever of spring stirs the de­sire for love and ad­ven­ture. I am not, as you know, a great trav­el­ler; it ap­pears to me a use­less and tire­some busi­ness. Nights spent in a train, the dis­turbed slum­bers of the rail­way car­riage, with the at­tend­ant head­ache and stiff­ness in every limb, the sud­den wak­ing in that rolling box, the un­washed feel­ing, the fly­ing dust and smuts that fill your eyes and hair, the taste of coal in your mouth, and the bad din­ners in draughty re­fresh­ment rooms, are, in my opin­ion, a hor­rible way of be­gin­ning a pleas­ure trip.

				“After this in­tro­duc­tion by the ex­press, we have the miser­ies of the hotel; of some great hotel full of people, and yet so empty; the strange room, and the du­bi­ous bed! I am most par­tic­u­lar about my bed; it is the sanc­tu­ary of life. We en­trust our nude and fa­tigued bod­ies to it that they may be re­freshed and res­ted between soft sheets and feath­ers.

				“There we spend the most de­light­ful hours of our ex­ist­ence, the hours of love and of sleep. The bed is sac­red, and should be re­spec­ted, ven­er­ated, and loved by us as the best and most de­light­ful of our earthly pos­ses­sions.

				“I can­not lift up the sheets of a hotel bed without a shiver of dis­gust. What took place there the night be­fore? What dirty, odi­ous people have slept in it! I be­gin, then, to think of all the hor­rible people with whom one rubs shoulders every day, hideous hunch­backs, people with flabby bod­ies, with dirty hands that make you won­der what their feet and the rest of their bod­ies are like. I think of those who ex­hale a smell of gar­lic and dirt that is loath­some. I think of the de­formed and pur­u­lent, of the per­spir­a­tion em­an­at­ing from the sick, and of everything that is ugly in man. And all this, per­haps, in the bed in which I am go­ing to sleep! The mere idea of it makes me feel ill as I get in.

				“And then the hotel din­ners—those dreary table d’hôte din­ners in the midst of all sorts of ex­traordin­ary people, or else those ter­rible sol­it­ary din­ners at a small table in a res­taur­ant, feebly lighted up by a small, cheap candle un­der a shade.

				“Again, those ter­ribly dull even­ings in some un­known town! Do you know any­thing more wretched than when it is get­ting dark on such an oc­ca­sion? You go about as if in a dream, look­ing at faces which you have nev­er seen be­fore and will nev­er see again; listen­ing to people talk­ing about mat­ters which are either quite in­dif­fer­ent to you or in a lan­guage that per­haps you do not un­der­stand. You have a ter­rible feel­ing, al­most as if you were lost, and you con­tin­ue to walk on, so as to avoid re­turn­ing to the hotel, where you would feel still more lost be­cause you are at home, in a home which be­longs to any­one who can pay for it. At last you fall in­to a chair at some well-lit café, whose gild­ing and lights over­whelm you a thou­sand times more than the shad­ows in the streets. Then you feel so ab­om­in­ably lonely sit­ting in front of the foam­ing bock which a hur­ry­ing waiter has brought, that a kind of mad­ness seizes you, the long­ing to go some­where or oth­er, no mat­ter where, as long as you need not re­main in front of that marble table and in the dazzling bright­ness.

				“And then, sud­denly, you per­ceive that you are really alone in the world, al­ways and every­where; and that in places which we know the fa­mil­i­ar jost­lings give us the il­lu­sion only of hu­man broth­er­hood. At such mo­ments of self-aban­don­ment and sombre isol­a­tion in dis­tant cit­ies you think broadly, clearly, and pro­foundly. Then one sud­denly sees the whole of life out­side the vis­ion of etern­al hope, out­side the daily de­cep­tions of daily habits and of the ex­pect­a­tions of hap­pi­ness, of which we al­ways dream.

				“It is only by go­ing a long dis­tance that we can fully un­der­stand how near, short-lived and empty everything is; only by search­ing for the un­known do we per­ceive how com­mon­place and evan­es­cent everything is; only by wan­der­ing over the face of the earth can we un­der­stand how small the world is, and how very much alike every­where.

				“How well I know, and how I hate and fear more than any­thing else those haphaz­ard walks through un­known streets. This was the reas­on why, as noth­ing would in­duce me to un­der­take a tour in Italy by my­self, I in­duced my friend Paul Pa­villy to ac­com­pany me.

				“You know Paul, and how wo­man is everything, the world, life it­self, to him. There are many men like him, to whom ex­ist­ence be­comes po­et­ic­al and ideal­ised by the pres­ence of wo­men. The earth is hab­it­able only be­cause they are there; the sun shines and is warm be­cause it lights them; the air is soft and balmy be­cause it blows upon their skin and ruffles the short hair on their temples, and the moon is charm­ing be­cause it makes them dream, and im­parts a lan­guor­ous charm to love. Every act and ac­tion of Paul has wo­man for its motive; all his thoughts, all his ef­forts, and hopes are centred on them.

				“A poet has branded that type of man:

				
					
						Je dé­teste sur­tout le barde à l’oeil hu­mide
						

						Qui re­garde une étoile en mur­mur­ant un nom,
						

						Et pour qui la nature im­mense serait vide
						

						S’il ne por­tait en croupe ou Lis­ette ou Ninon.
					

					
						Ces gens-là sont char­mants qui se donnent la peine,
						

						Afin qu’on s’in­téresse à ce pauvre univers,
						

						D’at­tach­er des jupons aux arbres de la plaine
						

						Et la cor­nette blanche au front des coteaux verts.
					

					
						Certes ils n’ont pas com­pris tes mu­siques di­vines
						

						Eter­n­elle Nature aux frémis­santes voix,
						

						Ceux qui ne vont pas seuls par les creuses rav­ines
						

						Et rêvent d’une femme au bruit que font les bois!19
					

				

				“When I men­tioned Italy to Paul he at first ab­so­lutely re­fused to leave Par­is. I, how­ever, began to tell him of the ad­ven­tures I had on my travels. I told him that Itali­an wo­men are sup­posed to be charm­ing, and I made him hope for the most re­fined so­ci­ety at Naples, thanks to cer­tain let­ters of in­tro­duc­tion which I had for a Si­gnore Michel Amor­oso whose ac­quaint­ances are very use­ful to trav­el­lers. So at last he al­lowed him­self to be per­suaded.

			
			
				II

				“We took the ex­press one Thursday even­ing on the 26th of June. Hardly any­one goes south at that time of the year, so that we had the car­riage to ourselves. Both of us were in a bad tem­per on leav­ing Par­is, sorry for hav­ing yiel­ded to the tempta­tion of this jour­ney, and re­gret­ting cool Marly, the beau­ti­ful Seine, and our lazy boat­ing ex­cur­sions, our de­light­ful even­ings spent on the banks of the river wait­ing for night­fall.

				“As soon as the train star­ted Paul settled him­self com­fort­ably in­to a corner, and said: ‘It is most idi­ot­ic to go to this place.’ As it was too late for him to change his mind then, I answered: ‘Well, you should not have come.’

				“He did not an­swer, and I felt very much in­clined to laugh when I saw how furi­ous he looked. He cer­tainly looks like a squir­rel, but then every one of us has re­tained the type of some an­im­al or oth­er as the mark of prim­al race. How many people have jaws like a bull­dog, or heads like goats, rab­bits, foxes, horses, or ox­en. Paul was a squir­rel turned in­to a man. He had its bright, quick eyes, its hair, its poin­ted nose, its small, fine, supple, act­ive body, and a cer­tain mys­ter­i­ous re­semb­lance in his gen­er­al bear­ing: in fact, a sim­il­ar­ity of move­ments, of ges­tures, and of bear­ing which might al­most be taken for an atav­ism.

				“At last we both went to sleep—the noisy slum­ber of the rail­way car­riage, which is broken by hor­rible cramps in the arms and neck, and by the sud­den stop­ping of the train.

				“We woke up as we were go­ing along the Rhône. Soon the con­tinu­ous noise of the grasshop­pers came in through the win­dow, a cry which seems to be the voice of the warm earth, the song of Provence. It seemed to in­still in­to our looks, our breasts, and our souls the light and happy feel­ing of the south, the smell of the parched earth, of the stony and light soil of the olive tree with its grey-green fo­liage.

				“When the train stopped again a port­er ran along the train call­ing out ‘Valence’ in a son­or­ous voice, with an ac­cent that again gave us that taste of Provence which the shrill note of the grasshop­pers had already im­par­ted to us.

				“Noth­ing happened till we got to Mar­seilles, where we break­fas­ted, but when we re­turned to our car­riage we found a wo­man in­stalled there. Paul, with a de­lighted look at me, un­con­sciously gave his short mous­tache a twirl, and passed his fin­gers like a comb through his hair, which had be­come slightly dis­ordered with the night’s jour­ney. Then he sat down op­pos­ite the new­comer.

				“Whenev­er I hap­pen to see a new face, either while trav­el­ling or in so­ci­ety, I be­come ob­sessed with the de­sire to find out what char­ac­ter, mind, and in­tel­lec­tu­al ca­pa­cit­ies are hid­den be­neath those fea­tures.

				“She was a young and pretty wo­man, a nat­ive of the south of France cer­tainly, with splen­did eyes, beau­ti­ful, wavy black hair, which was so thick, long, and strong that it seemed al­most too heavy for her head. She was dressed with a cer­tain south­ern bad taste which made her look a little vul­gar. Her reg­u­lar fea­tures had none of the grace and fin­ish of the re­fined races, of that slight del­ic­acy which mem­bers of the ar­is­to­cracy in­her­it from their birth, and which is the hered­it­ary mark of blue blood.

				“Her brace­lets were too big to be of gold; she wore ear­rings with white stones too big to be dia­monds, and she be­longed un­mis­tak­ably to the people. One would guess that she would talk too loud, and use ex­ag­ger­ated ges­tures.

				“When the train star­ted she re­mained mo­tion­less in her place, in the at­ti­tude of a wo­man who was in a rage. She had not even looked at us.

				“Paul began to talk to me, evid­ently with an eye to ef­fect, try­ing to at­tract her at­ten­tion, as shop­keep­ers ex­pose their choice wares to catch the no­tice of pass­ersby. She did not seem to hear.

				“ ‘Toulon! Ten minute’s wait! Ten minute’s wait! Re­fresh­ment room!’ the port­er shouted.

				“Paul mo­tioned to me to get out, and, as soon as we were on the plat­form, he said:

				“ ‘I won­der who on earth she can be?’

				“I began to laugh. ‘I am sure I don’t know, and I don’t in the least care.’

				“He was quite ex­cited.

				“ ‘She is an un­com­monly fresh and pretty girl. What eyes she has, and how cross she looks. She must be dread­fully wor­ried, for she takes no no­tice of any­thing.’

				“ ‘You will have all your trouble for noth­ing,’ I ven­tured.

				“He began to lose his tem­per.

				“ ‘I am not tak­ing any trouble, my dear fel­low. I think her an ex­tremely pretty wo­man, that is all. If one could only speak to her! But I don’t know how to be­gin. Can’t you give me an idea? Can’t you guess who she is?’

				“ ‘Upon my word, I can­not. I rather think she is some act­ress who is go­ing to re­join her com­pany after some love ad­ven­ture.’

				“He seemed quite up­set, as if I had said some­thing in­sult­ing.

				“ ‘What makes you think that? On the con­trary, I think she looks most re­spect­able.’

				“ ‘Just look at her brace­lets,’ I said, ‘her ear­rings, and her whole dress. I should not be the least sur­prised if she were a dan­cer or a cir­cus rider, but most likely a dan­cer. Her whole style smacks very much of the theatre.’

				“He evid­ently did not like the idea.

				“ ‘She is much too young, I am sure; why, she is hardly twenty.’

				“ ‘Well,’ I replied, ‘there are many things which one can do be­fore one is twenty; dan­cing and re­cit­ing are among them, without count­ing an­oth­er busi­ness which is, per­haps, her sole oc­cu­pa­tion.’

				“ ‘Take your seats for Nice, Vin­timiglia,’ the guards and port­ers called out.

				“We got in; our fel­low-pas­sen­ger was eat­ing an or­ange. She cer­tainly was not re­fined. She had spread her handker­chief on her knees, and the way in which she tore off the peel and opened her mouth to put in the pieces, and then spat the pips out of the win­dow, showed that her edu­ca­tion had been de­cidedly vul­gar. She seemed more un­ap­proach­able than ever, and swal­lowed the fruit with an ex­ceed­ingly com­ic air of rage.

				“Paul de­voured her with his eyes, and tried to at­tract her at­ten­tion and ex­cite her curi­os­ity, but in spite of his talk and of the man­ner in which he brought in well-known names, she did not pay the least at­ten­tion to him.

				“After passing Fréjus and St. Raphael, the train passes through a ver­it­able garden, a para­dise of roses, of groves of or­anges and lem­ons covered with fruit and flowers at the same time. That de­light­ful coast from Mar­seilles to Gen­oa is a king­dom of per­fumes in a land of flowers.

				“June is the time to see it, when in every nar­row val­ley and on every slope the most ex­quis­ite flowers are grow­ing lux­uri­antly. And the roses! fields, hedges, groves of roses! They climb up the walls, blos­som on the roofs, hang from the trees, peep out from among the bushes; they are white, red, yel­low, large and small, or­din­ary and quiet, with a simple dress, or full in bril­liant and heavy toi­lettes. Their power­ful per­fume makes the air heavy and re­lax­ing, while the still more pen­et­rat­ing last­ing odour of the or­ange blos­soms sweetens the at­mo­sphere, till it might al­most be called a sug­ar­plum for the ol­fact­ory nerve.

				“The shore, with its brown rocks, was bathed by the mo­tion­less Medi­ter­ranean. The hot sum­mer sun stretched like a fiery cloth over the moun­tains, over the long ex­panses of sand, and over the hard, set blue sea. The train went on, through the tun­nels, along the slopes, above the wa­ter, on straight, wall-like via­ducts, and a soft, vague, salt­ish smell came up, a smell of dry­ing sea­weed, mingled at times with the strong, heavy per­fume of the flowers.

				“But Paul neither saw, nor looked at, nor smelled any­thing, for our fel­low-trav­el­ler en­grossed all his at­ten­tion.

				“When we got to Cannes, as he wished to speak to me, he signed to me to get out again, and as soon as I had done so he took me by the arm.

				“ ‘Do you know she is really charm­ing. Just look at her eyes; and I nev­er saw any­thing like her hair.’

				“ ‘Don’t ex­cite your­self,’ I replied. ‘Tackle her, if you have any in­ten­tions that way. She does not look im­preg­nable, I fancy, al­though she ap­pears to be a little bit grumpy.’

				“ ‘Why don’t you speak to her?’ he said. ‘I don’t know what to say, for I am al­ways ter­ribly stu­pid at first; I can nev­er make ad­vances to a wo­man in the street. I fol­low them, go round and round them, quite close to them, but I nev­er know what to say at first. I only once tried to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with a wo­man in that way. As I clearly saw that she was wait­ing for me to make over­tures, and as I felt bound to say some­thing, I stammered out, “I hope you are quite well, Ma­dame?” She laughed in my face, and I made my es­cape.’

				“I prom­ised Paul to do all I could to bring about a con­ver­sa­tion, and when we had taken our places again, I po­litely asked our neigh­bour:

				“ ‘Have you any ob­jec­tion to the smell of to­bacco, Ma­dame?’

				“She merely replied: ‘Non capisco.’

				“So she was an Itali­an! I felt an ab­surd in­clin­a­tion to laugh. As Paul did not un­der­stand a word of that lan­guage, I was ob­liged to act as his in­ter­pret­er, so I said in Itali­an:

				“ ‘I asked you, Ma­dame, wheth­er you had any ob­jec­tion to to­bacco smoke?’

				“With an angry look, she replied, ‘Che mi fa?’

				“She had neither turned her head nor looked at me, and I really did not know wheth­er to take this ‘What does it mat­ter to me’ for an au­thor­isa­tion, a re­fus­al, a real sign of in­dif­fer­ence, or for a mere ‘Leave me alone.’

				“ ‘Ma­dame,’ I replied, ‘if you mind the smell of to­bacco in the least—’

				“She again said, ‘mica,’ in a tone of voice which seemed to mean, ‘I wish to good­ness you would leave me alone!’ It was, how­ever, a kind of per­mis­sion, so I said to Paul:

				“ ‘You can smoke.’

				“He looked at me in that curi­ous sort of way that people have when they try to un­der­stand oth­ers who are talk­ing in a strange lan­guage be­fore them, and asked me:

				“ ‘What did you say to her?’

				“ ‘I asked if we might smoke, and she said we might do whatever we liked.’

				“Whereupon I lighted my ci­gar.

				“ ‘Did not she say any­thing more?’

				“ ‘If you had coun­ted her words you would have no­ticed that she used ex­actly six, two of which gave me to un­der­stand that she knew no French, so four re­mained, and a lot can­not be said in four words.’

				“Paul seemed quite un­happy, dis­ap­poin­ted, and at sea.

				“But sud­denly the Itali­an asked me, in that tone of dis­con­tent which seemed ha­bitu­al to her, ‘Do you know at what time we shall get to Gen­oa?’

				“ ‘At el­ev­en o’clock,’ I replied. Then after a mo­ment I went on:

				“ ‘My friend and I are also go­ing to Gen­oa, and if we can be of any ser­vice to you, we shall be very happy.’ As she did not an­swer, I in­sisted: ‘You are alone and if we can be of ser­vice …’ But she in­ter­rup­ted with such a ‘mica,’ that I did not ven­ture on an­oth­er word.

				“ ‘What did she say?’ Paul asked.

				“ ‘She said that she thought you were charm­ing.’

				“But he was in no hu­mour for jok­ing, and begged me, dryly, not to make fun of him, so I trans­lated her ques­tion and my po­lite of­fer, which had been so pertly re­jec­ted.

				“Then he be­came as agit­ated as a squir­rel in a cage.

				“ ‘If we only knew,’ he said, ‘what hotel she was go­ing to, we would go to the same. Try and find out, so as to have an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity for mak­ing her speak.’

				“It was not par­tic­u­larly easy, and I did not know what pre­text to in­vent, anxious as I was to make the ac­quaint­ance of this un­ap­proach­able per­son.

				“We passed Nice, Monaco, Mentone, and the train stopped at the fron­ti­er for the ex­am­in­a­tion of lug­gage.

				“Al­though I hate those badly brought-up people who break­fast and dine in rail­way-car­riages, I went and bought a quant­ity of good things to make one last at­tack on her by their means. I felt sure that this girl must, or­din­ar­ily, be by no means in­ac­cess­ible. Some­thing had put her out and made her ir­rit­able, but very little would suf­fice, a mere word or some ag­gree­able of­fer, make her un­bend, to de­cide her and over­come her.

				“We star­ted again, and we three were still alone. I spread my eat­ables out on the seat. I cut up the fowl, put the slices of ham neatly on a piece of pa­per, and then care­fully laid out our dessert, the straw­ber­ries, plums, cher­ries, and cakes, close to the girl.

				“When she saw that we were go­ing to eat she took a piece of chocol­ate and two small rolls out of her pock­et and began to eat them with her beau­ti­ful sharp teeth.

				“ ‘Ask her to have some of ours,’ Paul said in a whis­per.

				“ ‘That is ex­actly what I want to do, but it is rather a dif­fi­cult mat­ter.’

				“As she, how­ever, glanced from time to time at our pro­vi­sions, I felt sure that she would still be hungry when she had fin­ished what she had. So as soon as her frugal meal was over, I said to her:

				“ ‘It would be very kind of you if you would take some of this fruit.’

				“Again she said ‘mica,’ but less crossly than be­fore.

				“ ‘Well, then,’ I said, ‘may I of­fer you a little wine? I see you have not drunk any­thing. It is Itali­an wine, and as we are now in your own coun­try, we should be very pleased to see such a pretty Itali­an mouth ac­cept the of­fer of its French neigh­bours.’

				“She shook her head slightly, evid­ently wish­ing to re­fuse, but very de­sirous of ac­cept­ing, and her ‘mica’ this time was al­most po­lite. I took the bottle, which was covered with straw in the Itali­an fash­ion, and filling the glass I offered it to her.

				“ ‘Please drink it,’ I said, ‘to bid us wel­come to your coun­try.’

				“She took the glass with her usu­al look, and emp­tied it at a draught, like a wo­man tor­men­ted with thirst, and then gave it back to me without even say­ing ‘Thank you.’

				“Then I offered her the cher­ries. ‘Please take some,’ I said; ‘we shall be so pleased if you will.’

				“Out of her corner she looked at all the fruit spread out be­side her, and said so rap­idly that I could scarcely fol­low her: ‘A me non pi­ac­ciono ne le ciliegie ne le susine; amo soltano le fragole.’

				“ ‘What does she say?’ Paul asked.

				“ ‘That she does not care for cher­ries or plums, but only for straw­ber­ries.’

				“I put a news­pa­per full of wild straw­ber­ries on her lap, and she ate them quickly, throw­ing them in­to her mouth from some dis­tance in a coquet­tish and charm­ing man­ner.

				“When she had fin­ished the little red heap which we had seen rap­idly di­min­ish­ing, melt­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing un­der the rap­id ac­tion of her hands, I asked her:

				“ ‘What may I of­fer you now?’

				“ ‘I will take a little chick­en,’ she replied.

				“She cer­tainly de­voured half of it, tear­ing it to pieces with the rap­id move­ments of her jaws like some car­ni­vor­ous an­im­al. Then she made up her mind to have some cher­ries, which she ‘did not like,’ then some plums, then some little cakes. Then she said, ‘I have had enough,’ and sat back in her corner.

				“I was much amused, and tried to make her eat more, press­ing her, in fact, till she sud­denly got in a rage again, and flung such a furi­ous ‘mica’ at me, that I would no longer run the risk of spoil­ing her di­ges­tion.

				“I turned to my friend. ‘My poor Paul,’ I said, ‘I am afraid we have had our trouble for noth­ing.’

				“Night was com­ing on, one of those hot sum­mer nights which ex­tend their warm shade over the burn­ing and ex­hausted earth. Here and there, in the dis­tance by the sea, over capes and promon­tor­ies bright stars began to shine on the dark ho­ri­zon, which I was, at times, al­most in­clined to con­found with light­houses.

				“The scent of the or­ange-trees be­came more pen­et­rat­ing, and we breathed with de­light, dis­tend­ing our lungs to in­hale it more deeply. The balmy air was soft, de­li­cious, al­most di­vine.

				“Sud­denly I no­ticed some­thing like a shower of stars un­der the dense shade of the trees along the line where it was quite dark. It might have been taken for drops of light, leap­ing, fly­ing, play­ing and run­ning among the leaves, or for small stars fallen from the skies in or­der to have an ex­cur­sion on the earth; but they were only fire­flies dan­cing a strange fiery bal­let in the per­fumed air.

				“One of them happened to come in­to our car­riage and shed its in­ter­mit­tent light, which seemed to be ex­tin­guished one mo­ment and to be burn­ing the next. I covered the car­riage-lamp with its blue shade and watched the strange fly ca­reer­ing about in its fiery flight. Sud­denly it settled on the dark hair of our neigh­bour, who was doz­ing after din­ner. Paul seemed de­lighted, his eyes fixed on the bright, spark­ling spot which looked like a liv­ing jew­el on the fore­head of the sleep­ing wo­man.

				“The Itali­an awoke about el­ev­en o’clock, with the bright in­sect still in her hair. When I saw her move, I said: ‘We are just get­ting to Gen­oa, Ma­dame,’ and she mur­mured, without an­swer­ing me, as if pos­sessed by some ob­stin­ate and em­bar­rass­ing thought:

				“ ‘What am I go­ing to do, I won­der?’

				“And then she sud­denly asked:

				“ ‘Would you like me to come with you?’

				“I was so taken aback that I really did not un­der­stand her.

				“ ‘With us? What do you mean?’

				“She re­peated, look­ing more and more furi­ous:

				“ ‘Would you like me to go with you now, as soon go as we get out of the train?’

				“ ‘I am quite will­ing; but where do you want to go to? Where shall I take you to?’

				“She shrugged her shoulders with an air of su­preme in­dif­fer­ence.

				“ ‘Wherever you like; what does it mat­ter to me?’ She re­peated her ‘Che mi fa?’ twice.

				“ ‘But we are go­ing to the hotel.’

				“ ‘Very well, let us all go to the hotel,’ she said, in a con­temp­tu­ous voice.

				“I turned to Paul, and said:

				“ ‘She wants to know if we should like her to come with us.’

				“My friend’s ut­ter sur­prise re­stored my self-pos­ses­sion. He stammered:

				“ ‘With us? Where to? What for? How?’

				“ ‘I don’t know, but she made this strange pro­pos­al to me in a most ir­rit­able voice. I told her that we were go­ing to the hotel, and she said: “Very well, let us all go there!” I sup­pose she is without a half­penny. She cer­tainly has a very strange way of mak­ing ac­quaint­ances.’

				“Paul, who was very much ex­cited, ex­claimed:

				“ ‘I am quite agree­able. Tell her that we will take her wherever she likes.’ Then, after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, he said un­eas­ily:

				“ ‘We must know, how­ever, with whom she wants to go—with you or with me?’

				“I turned to the Itali­an, who did not even seem to be listen­ing to us, and said:

				“ ‘We shall be very happy to take you with us, but my friend wants to know wheth­er you will take my arm or his?’

				“She opened her black eyes wide with vague sur­prise, and said, ‘Che mi fa?’

				“I was ob­liged to ex­plain my­self. ‘In Italy, I be­lieve when a man looks after a wo­man, ful­fills all her wishes, and sat­is­fies all her caprices, he is called a patito. Which of us two will you take for your patito?’

				“Without the slight­est hes­it­a­tion she replied: ‘You!’

				“I turned to Paul. ‘You see, my friend, she chooses me; you have no luck.’

				“ ‘All the bet­ter for you,’ he replied, in a rage. Then, after think­ing for a few mo­ments, he went on:

				“ ‘Do you really care about tak­ing this creature with you? She will spoil our jour­ney. What are we to do with this wo­man, who looks like I don’t know what? They will not take us in at any de­cent hotel.’

				“I, how­ever, was just be­gin­ning to find the Itali­an much nicer than I had thought her at first, and I was now very anxious to take her with us. The idea de­lighted me. I already felt those little shivers which the ex­pect­a­tion of a night of love sends through the veins.

				“I replied, ‘My dear fel­low, we have ac­cep­ted, and it is too late to re­cede. You were the first to ad­vise me to say “Yes.” ’

				“ ‘It is very stu­pid,’ he growled, ‘but do as you please.’

				“The train whistled, slackened speed, and we ran in­to the sta­tion.

				“I got out of the car­riage, and offered my new com­pan­ion my hand. She jumped out lightly, and I gave her my arm, which she took with an air of seem­ing re­pug­nance. As soon as we had claimed our lug­gage we star­ted off in­to the town, Paul walk­ing in com­plete si­lence, with a nervous step.

				“ ‘To what hotel shall we go?’ I asked him. ‘It may be dif­fi­cult to get in­to the City of Par­is Hotel with a wo­man, es­pe­cially with this Itali­an.’

				“Paul in­ter­rup­ted me: ‘Yes, with an Itali­an who looks more like a strum­pet than a duch­ess. How­ever, that is no busi­ness of mine. Do just as you please.’

				“I was in a state of per­plex­ity. I had writ­ten to the City of Par­is to re­serve our rooms, and now I did not know what to do.

				“Two com­mis­sion­naires fol­lowed us with our lug­gage. I con­tin­ued: ‘You might as well go first, and say that we are com­ing; and give the land­lord to un­der­stand that I have a—a friend with me, so that we should like rooms quite by them­selves for us three, so as not to be brought in con­tact with oth­er trav­el­lers. He will un­der­stand, and we will de­cide ac­cord­ing to his an­swer.’

				“But Paul growled, ‘Thank you; such com­mis­sions and such a role do not suit me by any means. I did not come here to get ready your apart­ments or to min­is­ter to your pleas­ures.’

				“But I was in­sist­ent: ‘Look here, don’t be angry. It is surely far bet­ter to go to a good hotel than to a bad one, and it is not dif­fi­cult to ask the land­lord for three sep­ar­ate bed­rooms and a din­ing room.’

				“I put a stress on three, and that de­cided him.

				“He went on first, and I saw him enter the great door­way of a fine hotel, while I re­mained on the oth­er side of the street drag­ging along my Itali­an who did not say a word, and fol­lowed by the port­ers with the lug­gage.

				“Paul came back at last, look­ing as dis­sat­is­fied as my com­pan­ion.

				“ ‘That is settled,’ he said, ‘and they will take us in; but there are only two bed­rooms. You must settle it as you can.’

				“I fol­lowed him, rather ashamed of go­ing in with such a strange com­pan­ion.

				“There were two bed­rooms sep­ar­ated by a small sit­ting-room. I ordered a cold sup­per, and then I turned to the Itali­an with a per­plexed look.

				“ ‘We have only been able to get two rooms, so you must choose which you like.’

				“She replied with her etern­al ‘Che mi fa?’ I thereupon took up her little black wooden box, just like those which ser­vants use, and took it in­to the room on the right, which I had chosen for her for us. A bit of pa­per was fastened on to the box, on which was writ­ten, ‘Ma­demois­elle Francesca Rondoli, Gen­oa.’

				“ ‘Your name is Francesca?’ I asked, and she nod­ded her head, without reply­ing.

				“ ‘We shall have sup­per dir­ectly,’ I con­tin­ued. ‘Mean­while, I daresay you would like to freshen your­self up a bit!’

				“She answered with a ‘mica,’ a phrase which she em­ployed just as fre­quently as ‘Che mi fa,’ but I went on: ‘It is al­ways pleas­ant after a jour­ney.’

				“Then I sud­denly re­membered that she had not, per­haps, the ne­ces­sary ob­jects, for she ap­peared to me in a very sin­gu­lar po­s­i­tion, as if she had just es­caped from some dis­agree­able ad­ven­ture, and I brought her my dress­ing-case.

				“I put out all the little in­stru­ments for clean­li­ness and com­fort which it con­tained: a nail­brush, a new tooth­brush—for I al­ways carry a se­lec­tion of them about with me—my nail-scis­sors, a nail-file, and sponges. I un­corked a bottle of eau de co­logne, one of lav­ender-wa­ter, and a little bottle of new-mown hay, so that she might have a choice. Then I opened my powder-box, and put out the powder-puff, put my fine tow­els over the wa­ter-jug, and placed a piece of new soap near the basin.

				“She watched my move­ments with a vexed look in her wide-open eyes, without ap­pear­ing either sur­prised or pleased by my fore­thought.

				“ ‘Here is all that you re­quire,’ I then said; ‘I will tell you when sup­per is ready.’

				“When I re­turned to the sit­ting-room I found that Paul had taken pos­ses­sion of the oth­er room, and had shut him­self in, so I sat down to wait.

				“A waiter went back and forth, bring­ing plates and glasses. He laid the table slowly, then put a cold fowl on it, and told me that all was ready.

				“I knocked gently at Ma­demois­elle Rondoli’s door. ‘Come in,’ she said, and when I did so I was struck by a strong, heavy smell of per­fumes, as if I were in a hairdress­er’s shop.

				“The Itali­an was sit­ting on her box in an at­ti­tude either of thought­ful dis­con­tent or ab­sent­minded­ness. The tow­el was still fol­ded over the wa­ter-jug, which was quite full, and the soap, un­touched and dry, was ly­ing be­side the empty basin; but one would have thought that the young wo­man had drunk half of the bottles of scent. The eau de co­logne, how­ever, had been spared, as only about a third of it had gone; but to make up for that she had used a sur­pris­ing amount of lav­ender-wa­ter and new-mown hay. A cloud of vi­ol­et powder, a vague white mist, seemed still to be float­ing in the air, from the ef­fects of her over-pow­der­ing her face and neck. It seemed to cov­er her eye­lashes, eye­brows, and the hair on her temples like snow, while her cheeks were plastered with it, and lay­ers of it covered her nos­trils, the corners of her eyes, and her chin.

				“When she got up she ex­haled such a strong odour of scent that it al­most made me feel faint.

				“When we sat down to sup­per I found that Paul was in a most ex­ec­rable tem­per, and I could get noth­ing out of him but words of blame and ir­rit­a­tion, and dis­agree­able com­pli­ments.

				“Ma­demois­elle Francesca ate like an ogre, and as soon as she had fin­ished her meal she threw her­self upon the sofa. As for me, I saw the de­cis­ive mo­ment ap­proach­ing for set­tling how we were to ap­por­tion the rooms. I de­term­ined to take the bull by the horns, and sit­ting down by the Itali­an I gal­lantly kissed her hand.

				“She half opened her tired eyes looked at me, sleepy and dis­con­ten­ted.

				“ ‘As we have only two bed­rooms, will you al­low me to share yours with you?’

				“ ‘Do just as you like,’ she said. ‘It is all the same to me. Che mi fa?’

				“Her in­dif­fer­ence vexed me.

				“ ‘But you are sure you do not mind my be­ing in your room with you?’ I said.

				“ ‘It is all the same to me; do just as you like.’

				“ ‘Should you like to go to bed at once?’

				“ ‘Yes; I am very sleepy.’

				“She got up, yawned, gave Paul her hand, who took it with a furi­ous look, and I lighted her in­to our room. A dis­quiet­ing feel­ing haunted me. ‘Here is all you want,’ I said again.

				“This time I took care to pour half the wa­ter in­to the basin, and to put a tow­el near the soap.

				“Then I went back to Paul. As soon as I got in­to the room, he said, ‘You have got a nice sort of a creature there!’ and I answered, laugh­ing, ‘My dear friend, don’t speak ill of sour grapes,’ and he replied, ill-temperedly:

				“ ‘Just take care how this ends, my good fel­low.’

				“I al­most trembled with that feel­ing of fear which as­sails us after some sus­pi­cious love es­capade—that fear which spoils our pleas­ant meet­ings, our un­ex­pec­ted caresses, our chance kisses. How­ever, I put a bold face on the mat­ter. ‘At any rate, the girl is no ad­ven­turess.’

				“But the fel­low had me in his power; he had seen the shad­ow of my anxi­ety on my face.

				“ ‘What do you know about her? You really as­ton­ish me. You pick up an Itali­an wo­man trav­el­ling alone in the train, and she vo­lun­teers, with most sin­gu­lar cyn­icism, to go and be your mis­tress in any old hotel. You take her with you, and then you de­clare that she is not a tart! And you per­suade your­self that you are not run­ning more risk than if you were to go and spend the night with a wo­man who had small­pox.’

				“He laughed with an un­pleas­ant and angry laugh. I sat down, a prey to un­eas­i­ness. What was I to do, for he was right after all? And a struggle began with­in me, between de­sire and fear.

				“He went on: ‘Do as you like, I have warned you, so do not com­plain of the con­sequences.’

				“But I saw such iron­ic­al gaiety in his eyes, such a de­light in his re­venge; he made fun of me so good-naturedly, that I did not hes­it­ate any longer. I gave him my hand, and said, ‘Good night. You know the old say­ing: “A vic­tory without per­il is a tri­umph without glory,” and upon my word, the vic­tory is worth the danger.’

				“And with a firm step I went in­to Francesca’s room.

				“I stopped short at the door in sur­prise and as­ton­ish­ment. She was already asleep, quite na­ked on the bed. Sleep had over­come her when she had fin­ished un­dress­ing, and she was re­pos­ing in the charm­ing at­ti­tude of one of Titian’s wo­men.

				“It seemed as if she had lain down from sheer fa­tigue in or­der to take off her stock­ings, for they were ly­ing on the bed. Then she had thought of some­thing pleas­ant, no doubt, for she had waited to fin­ish her rev­er­ie be­fore mov­ing, and then, clos­ing her eyes, she had lost con­scious­ness. A night­gown, em­broidered about the neck such as one buys in cheap, ready-made shops, a be­gin­ner’s lux­ury, was ly­ing on a chair.

				“She was charm­ing, young, firm, and fresh.

				“What is pret­ti­er than a wo­man asleep? The body with its soft con­tours, whose every curve is a tempta­tion, whose plump soft­ness stirs the senses, seems to have been cre­ated for the re­pose of the bed. Only when it is ly­ing upon the sheets does one get the full value of that un­du­lat­ing line which curves in at the waist, curves out at the hips and then runs down the charm­ing out­line of the leg, end­ing at the point of the foot. I was on the point of for­get­ting my friend’s prudent coun­sels, but sud­denly turn­ing to the wash­stand I saw everything as I had left it, and I sat down, anxious, and a prey to ir­res­ol­u­tion.

				“I re­mained thus for a long time, not able to make up my mind what to do. Re­treat was im­possible, and I must either pass the night on a chair, or go to bed my­self at my own risk and per­il.

				“I had no thoughts of sleep­ing either here or there, for my head was too ex­cited and my eyes too oc­cu­pied.

				“I stirred in­cess­antly, fe­ver­ish, un­com­fort­able, en­er­vated. Then I began to reas­on with my­self, cer­tainly with a view to ca­pit­u­la­tion: ‘If I lie down that does not bind me to any­thing, and I shall cer­tainly be more com­fort­able on a mat­tress than on a chair.’

				“I un­dressed slowly, and then, step­ping over the sleep­ing girl, I stretched my­self out against the wall, turn­ing my back on tempta­tion.

				“In this po­s­i­tion I re­mained for a long time without go­ing to sleep, when sud­denly my neigh­bour awoke. She opened her eyes, looked as­ton­ished, and still dis­con­ten­ted; then see­ing that she had noth­ing on, she got up and calmly put on her night­gown with as much in­dif­fer­ence as if I had not been present.

				“Then … I seized the op­por­tun­ity, but this did not ap­pear to dis­turb her at all. She im­me­di­ately went quietly to sleep again, with her head rest­ing on her right arm. And I began to med­it­ate on the weak­ness and folly of hu­man nature. Then I went to sleep also.

				“She got up early, like a wo­man who is used to work in the morn­ing. She woke me up by do­ing so, and I watched her through my half-closed eye­lids.

				“She came and went without hur­ry­ing her­self, as if she were as­ton­ished at hav­ing noth­ing to do. At last she went to the wash­stand, and in a mo­ment she emp­tied all the scent that re­mained in my bottles. She cer­tainly also used some wa­ter, but very little.

				“When she was quite dressed she sat down on her box again, and hold­ing one knee between her hands, seemed to be think­ing.

				“Then I pre­ten­ded to no­tice her, and said:

				“ ‘Good morn­ing, Francesca.’

				“Without seem­ing in at all a bet­ter tem­per than the pre­vi­ous night, she mur­mured, ‘Good morn­ing.’

				“When I asked her wheth­er she had slept well, she nod­ded ‘Yes,’ and jump­ing out of bed, I went and kissed her.

				“She turned her face to­ward me like a child who is be­ing kissed against its will; but I took her ten­derly in my arms (the wine be­ing poured out, I would have been very stu­pid not to drink any more of it). Gently I put my lips on her large eyes, which she closed with evid­ent dis­taste un­der my kisses on her fresh cheeks and full lips, which she turned away.

				“ ‘You don’t seem to like be­ing kissed,’ I said to her.

				“ ‘Mica’ was her only an­swer.

				“I sat down on the trunk by her side, and, passing my arm through hers, I said: ‘Mica! mica! mica! in reply to everything. I shall call you Ma­demois­elle Mica, I think.’

				“For the first time I fan­cied I saw the shad­ow of a smile on her lips, but it passed by so quickly that I may have been mis­taken.

				“ ‘But if you nev­er say any­thing but “Mica” I shall not know what to do to try and please you. Let us see; what shall we do today?’

				“She hes­it­ated a mo­ment as if some fancy had flit­ted through her head, and then she said care­lessly: ‘It is all the same to me; whatever you like.’

				“ ‘Very well, Ma­demois­elle Mica, we will get a car­riage and go for a drive.’

				“ ‘As you please,’ she said.

				“Paul was wait­ing for us in the din­ing room, look­ing as bored as third parties gen­er­ally do in love af­fairs. I as­sumed a de­lighted air, and shook hands with him with tri­umphant en­ergy.

				“ ‘What are you think­ing of do­ing?’ he asked.

				“ ‘First of all we will go and see a little of the town, and then we might take a car­riage, for a drive in the neigh­bour­hood.’

				“We break­fas­ted in si­lence and then star­ted on foot to vis­it the mu­seums. We went through the Spinola Palace, the Dor­ia Palace, the Mar­cello Durazzo, the Red and White Palaces. Francesca either looked at noth­ing or merely just glanced care­lessly at all the vari­ous mas­ter­pieces. Paul fol­lowed us, growl­ing all sorts of dis­agree­able things. Then we all three took a si­lent drive in­to the coun­try and re­turned to din­ner.

				“The next day it was the same thing and the next day again; so on the third Paul said to me: ‘Look here, I am go­ing to leave you; I am not go­ing to stop here for three weeks watch­ing you make love to this creature.’

				“I was per­plexed and an­noyed, for to my great sur­prise I had be­come sin­gu­larly at­tached to Francesca. A man is but weak and fool­ish, car­ried away by the merest trifle, and a cow­ard every time that his senses are ex­cited or mastered. I clung to this un­known girl, si­lent and dis­sat­is­fied as she al­ways was. I liked her some­what ill-tempered face, the dis­sat­is­fied droop of her mouth, the wear­i­ness of her look; I liked her fa­tigued move­ments, the con­temp­tu­ous way in which she yiel­ded to my wishes, the very in­dif­fer­ence of her caresses. A secret bond, that mys­ter­i­ous bond of an­im­al love, the secret at­tach­ment to a pos­ses­sion which does not sa­ti­ate, bound me to her. I told Paul so, quite frankly. He treated me as if I had been a fool, and then said:

				“ ‘Very well, take her with you.’

				“But she ob­stin­ately re­fused to leave Gen­oa, without giv­ing any reas­on. I be­sought, I reasoned, I prom­ised, but all was of no avail, and so I stayed on.

				“Paul de­clared that he would go by him­self, and went so far as to pack up his port­manteau; but he re­mained all the same.

				“Thus a fort­night passed. Francesca was al­ways si­lent and ir­rit­able, lived be­side me rather than with me, re­spon­ded to all my de­sires, all my de­mands, and all my pro­pos­i­tions with her per­petu­al ‘Che mi fa,’ or with her no less per­petu­al ‘Mica.’

				“My friend got more and more furi­ous, but my only an­swer was, ‘You can go if you are tired of stay­ing. I am not de­tain­ing you.’

				“Then he called me names, over­whelmed me with re­proaches, and ex­claimed: ‘Where do you think I can go to now? We had three weeks at our dis­pos­al, and here is a fort­night gone! I can­not con­tin­ue my jour­ney now; and, in any case, I am not go­ing to Venice, Florence, and Rome all by my­self. But you will pay for it, and more dearly than you think for, most likely. You are not go­ing to bring a man all the way from Par­is in or­der to shut him up at a hotel in Gen­oa with an Itali­an ad­ven­turess.’

				“When I told him, very calmly, to re­turn to Par­is, he ex­claimed that he was go­ing to do so the very next day; but the next day he was still there, still in a rage and swear­ing.

				“By this time we began to be known in the streets, through which we wandered from morn­ing till night, those nar­row streets without foot­paths, which are like an im­mense stone labyrinth with tomb-like pas­sages. We went through those windy gorges, nar­rowed between such high walls that the sky is hardly vis­ible. Some­times French people would turn round as­ton­ished at meet­ing their fel­low-coun­try­men with this bored girl in her loud clothes, and who looked sin­gu­larly out of place, not to say com­prom­ising, be­side us.

				“She used to walk along, lean­ing on my arm, without look­ing at any­thing. Why did she re­main with me, with us, who seemed to give her so little pleas­ure? Who was she? Where did she come from? What was she do­ing? Had she any plan or idea? How did she live? As an ad­ven­turess, or by chance meet­ings? I tried in vain to find out and to ex­plain it. The bet­ter I knew her the more en­ig­mat­ic­al she be­came. She was not one of those who make a liv­ing by, and a pro­fes­sion of, venal love. She rather seemed to me to be a girl of poor fam­ily who had been se­duced and taken away, and then cast aside and lost. What did she think was go­ing to be­come of her, or for whom was she wait­ing? She cer­tainly did not ap­pear to be try­ing to make a con­quest of me, or to get any profit out of me.

				“I tried to ques­tion her, to speak to her of her child­hood and fam­ily; but she nev­er gave me an an­swer. I stayed with her, my heart un­fettered and my senses en­chained, nev­er wear­ied of hold­ing this proud and quar­rel­some wo­man in my arms, cap­tiv­ated by my senses, or rather se­duced, over­come, by the youth­ful, healthy, power­ful charm which em­an­ated from her sweet-smelling per­son and from the ro­bust lines of her body.

				“An­oth­er week passed, and the term of my hol­i­day was draw­ing to a close, for I had to be back in Par­is by Ju­ly 11. By this time Paul had come to take his part in the ad­ven­ture, though still grumbling at me, while I in­ven­ted pleas­ures, dis­trac­tions, and ex­cur­sions to amuse my mis­tress and my friend; and in or­der to do this I gave my­self a large amount of trouble.

				“One day I pro­posed an ex­cur­sion to Santa Mar­gar­ita, a charm­ing little town in the midst of gar­dens, hid­den at the foot of a slope which stretches far in­to the sea. We all three were fol­low­ing the ex­cel­lent road which goes along the foot of the moun­tain. Sud­denly Francesca said to me: ‘I shall not be able to go with you to­mor­row; I must go and see some of my re­l­at­ives.’

				“That was all; I did not ask her any ques­tions, as I was quite sure she would not an­swer me.”

				“The next morn­ing she got up very early; then as I re­mained in bed, she sat down at the foot of it, and said in a con­strained and hes­it­at­ing voice:

				“ ‘If I do not come back to­night, will you come and fetch me?’

				“ ‘Most cer­tainly I shall,’ was my reply. ‘Where must I come to?’

				“Then she ex­plained: ‘You must go in­to Vic­tor Em­manuel Street, down the Pas­sage Fal­cone, and Saint Raphael Street, and go in­to the fur­niture shop at the bot­tom, in a court, and there you must ask for Mme. Rondoli. That’s where it is.’

				“And so she went away, leav­ing me rather as­ton­ished.

				“When Paul saw that I was alone he stammered out: ‘Where is Francesca?’ And when I told him what had happened he ex­claimed:

				“ ‘My dear fel­low, we are in luck, let us bolt; as it is, our time is up. Two days, more or less, make no dif­fer­ence. Let us start at once; go and pack up your things. Off we go!’

				“But I re­fused. I could not, as I told him, leave the girl in such a man­ner, after hav­ing lived with her for nearly three weeks. At any rate I ought to say good­bye to her, and make her ac­cept a present; I cer­tainly had no in­ten­tion of be­hav­ing badly to her.

				“But he would not listen; he pressed and wor­ried me, but I would not give way.

				“I re­mained in­doors for sev­er­al hours, ex­pect­ing Francesca’s re­turn, but she did not come. At last, at din­ner, Paul said with a tri­umphant air: ‘She has thrown you over, my dear fel­low; it is cer­tainly very funny, very funny.’

				“I must ac­know­ledge that I was sur­prised and rather vexed. He laughed in my face, and made fun of me.

				“ ‘It is not ex­actly a bad way of get­ting rid of you, though rather prim­it­ive. “Just wait for me, I shall be back in a mo­ment.” How long are you go­ing to wait? I should not won­der if you were fool­ish enough to go and look for her at the ad­dress she gave you. “Does Mme. Rondoli live here, please?” I’ll bet that you are long­ing to go there.’

				“ ‘Not in the least,’ I pro­tested, ‘and I as­sure you that if she does not come back to­mor­row morn­ing I shall start by the ex­press at eight o’clock. I shall have waited twenty-four hours, and that is enough; my con­science will be quite clear.’

				“I spent an un­easy and un­pleas­ant even­ing, for I really had at heart a very tender feel­ing for her. I went to bed at twelve o’clock, and hardly slept at all. I got up at six, called Paul, packed up my things, and two hours later we star­ted for France to­geth­er.

			
			
				III

				“The next year, at just about the same peri­od, I was seized, just as one is with a peri­od­ic­al fever, with a new de­sire to go to Italy, and I im­me­di­ately made up my mind to carry it in­to ef­fect. There is no doubt that every really well-edu­cated man ought to see Florence, Venice, and Rome. There is the ad­di­tion­al ad­vant­age of provid­ing many sub­jects of con­ver­sa­tion in so­ci­ety, and of giv­ing one an op­por­tun­ity for bring­ing for­ward artist­ic gen­er­al­it­ies which ap­pear pro­found. This time I went alone, and I ar­rived at Gen­oa at the same time as the year be­fore, but without any ad­ven­ture on the road. I went to the same hotel, and ac­tu­ally happened to have the same room.

				“I was scarcely in bed when the re­col­lec­tion of Francesca which, since the even­ing be­fore, had been float­ing vaguely through my mind, haunted me with strange per­sist­ency.

				“Have you ever been ob­sessed by the thought of a wo­man, long af­ter­wards, on re­turn­ing to the place where you loved her and she gave her­self to you? It is one of the most power­ful and pain­ful sen­sa­tions I know. It seems as if one could see her enter, smil­ing and hold­ing out her arms. Her fea­tures, elu­sive yet clear, are be­fore your eyes. She passes, re­turns and dis­ap­pears. She tor­tures you like a night­mare, holds you, fills your heart, and stirs your senses by her un­real pres­ence. She is vis­ible to the eye, her per­fume haunts you, the taste of her kisses is on your lips, and the touch of her body caresses your skin. Yet, one knows one is alone, and one is strangely tor­tured by the phantom one has evoked. A heavy, heart­break­ing mel­an­choly in­vades you, as if you were aban­doned forever. Everything looks de­press­ing, filling the heart with a hor­rible sense of isol­a­tion and aban­don­ment. Nev­er re­turn to the house, the room, the woods, the garden, the seat, the town, where you have held in your arms a wo­man you loved.

				“I thought of her nearly the whole night, and by de­grees the wish to see her again seized me, a con­fused de­sire at first, which gradu­ally grew stronger and more in­tense. At last I made up my mind to spend the next day in Gen­oa, to try and find her, and if I should not suc­ceed to take the even­ing train.

				“Early in the morn­ing I set out on my search. I re­membered the dir­ec­tions she had giv­en me when she left me, per­fectly—Vic­tor-Em­manuel Street, the Pas­sage Fal­cone, St. Raphael Street, house of the fur­niture-deal­er, at the bot­tom of the yard in a court.

				“I found it without the least dif­fi­culty, and I knocked at the door of a some­what dilap­id­ated-look­ing dwell­ing. A fat wo­man opened it, who must once have been very hand­some, but who ac­tu­ally was only very dirty. Al­though she was too fat, she still bore the lines of majest­ic beauty; her un­tidy hair fell over her fore­head and shoulders, and one fan­cied one could see her fat body float­ing about in an enorm­ous dress­ing-gown covered with spots of dirt and grease. Round her neck she wore a great gilt neck­lace, and on her wrists were splen­did brace­lets of Gen­oa fili­gree work.

				“In rather a hos­tile man­ner she asked me what I wanted, and I replied by re­quest­ing her to tell me wheth­er Francesca Rondoli lived there.

				“ ‘What do you want with her?’ she asked.

				“ ‘I had the pleas­ure of meet­ing her last year, and I should like to see her again.’

				“The old wo­man looked at me sus­pi­ciously. ‘Where did you meet her?’ she asked.

				“ ‘Why, here, in Gen­oa it­self.’

				“ ‘What is your name?’

				“I hes­it­ated a mo­ment, and then I told her. I had scarcely done so when the Itali­an raised her arms as if to em­brace me. ‘Oh! you are the French­man; how glad I am to see you! But what grief you caused the poor child. She waited for you a month; yes, a whole month. At first she thought you would come to fetch her. She wanted to see wheth­er you loved her. If you only knew how she cried when she saw that you were not com­ing! She cried till she seemed to have no tears left. Then she went to the hotel, but you had gone. She thought that most likely you were trav­el­ling in Italy, and that you would re­turn by Gen­oa to fetch her, as she would not go with you. And she waited more than a month, Mon­sieur; and she was so un­happy; so un­happy. I am her moth­er.’

				“I really felt a little dis­con­cer­ted, but I re­gained my self-pos­ses­sion, and asked: ‘Is she here now?’

				“ ‘No, she has gone to Par­is with a paint­er, a de­light­ful man, who loves her very much, and who gives her everything that she wants. Just look at what she sent me; they are very pretty, are they not?’

				“And she showed me, with quite south­ern an­im­a­tion, her heavy brace­lets and neck­lace. ‘I have also,’ she con­tin­ued, ‘ear­rings with stones in them, a silk dress, and some rings; but I only wear them on grand oc­ca­sions. Oh! she is very happy, sir, very happy. She will be so pleased when I tell her you have been here. But pray come in and sit down. You will take some­thing or oth­er, surely?’

				“But I re­fused, as I now wished to get away by the first train; but she took me by the arm and pulled me in, say­ing:

				“ ‘Please, come in; I must tell her that you have been here.’

				“I found my­self in a small, rather dark room, fur­nished with only a table and a few chairs.

				“She con­tin­ued: ‘Oh! She is very happy now, very happy. When you met her in the train she was very miser­able, for her lov­er had just left her at Mar­seilles, and she was com­ing back, poor child. But she liked you at once, though she was still rather sad, you un­der­stand. Now she has all she wants, and she writes and tells me everything that she does. His name is Belle­min, and they say he is a great paint­er in your coun­try. He met her in the street here, and fell in love with her im­me­di­ately. But you will take a glass of syr­up?—it is very good. Are you quite alone, this year?’

				“ ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘quite alone.’

				“I felt an in­creas­ing in­clin­a­tion to laugh, as my first dis­ap­point­ment was dis­pelled by what Moth­er Rondoli said. I was ob­liged, how­ever, to drink a glass of her syr­up.

				“ ‘So you are quite alone?’ she con­tin­ued. ‘How sorry I am that Francesca is not here now; she would have been com­pany for you all the time you stayed. It is not very amus­ing to go about all by one­self, and she will be very sorry also.’

				“Then, as I was get­ting up to go, she ex­claimed:

				“ ‘But would you not like Car­lotta to go with you? She knows all the walks very well. She is my second daugh­ter, sir.’

				“No doubt she took my look of sur­prise for con­sent, for she opened the in­ner door and called out up the dark stairs which I could not see:

				“ ‘Car­lotta! Car­lotta! come down, quickly, my dear child.’

				“I tried to protest, but she would not listen.

				“ ‘No; she will be very glad to go with you; she is very nice, and much more cheer­ful than her sis­ter, and she is a good girl, a very good girl, whom I love very much.’

				“I heard the clat­ter of slip­pers on the stairs, and a tall, slender, dark girl ap­peared, also with her hair hanging down, and whose youth­ful fig­ure showed un­mis­tak­ably be­neath an old dress of her moth­er.

				“The lat­ter at once told her how mat­ters stood.

				“ ‘This is Francesca’s French­man, you know, the one whom she knew last year. He is quite alone, and has come to look for her, poor fel­low; so I told him that you would go with him to keep him com­pany.’

				“The girl looked at me with her hand­some dark eyes, and said, smil­ing:

				“ ‘I have no ob­jec­tion, if he wishes it.’

				“I could not pos­sibly re­fuse, and merely said: ‘Of course I shall be very glad of your com­pany.’

				“Her moth­er pushed her out. ‘Go and get dressed dir­ectly; put on your blue dress and your hat with the flowers, and make haste.’

				“—As soon as she had left the room the old wo­man ex­plained her­self: ‘I have two oth­ers, but they are much young­er. It costs a lot of money to bring up four chil­dren. Luck­ily the eld­est is off my hands at present.’

				“Then she told all about her­self, about her hus­band, who had been an em­ploy­ee on the rail­way, but who was dead, and she ex­pa­ti­ated on the good qual­it­ies of Car­lotta, her second girl, who soon re­turned, dressed, as her sis­ter had been, in a strik­ing, pe­cu­li­ar man­ner.

				“Her moth­er ex­amined her from head to foot, and, after find­ing everything right, she said:

				“ ‘Now, my chil­dren, you can go.’ Then, turn­ing to the girl, she said: ‘Be sure you are back by ten o’clock to­night; you know the door is locked then.’

				“ ‘All right, mamma; don’t alarm your­self,’ Car­lotta replied.

				“She took my arm, and we went wan­der­ing about the streets, just as I had done the pre­vi­ous year with her sis­ter.

				“We re­turned to the hotel for lunch, and then I took my new friend to Santa Mar­gar­ita, just as I had done with her sis­ter the year pre­vi­ously.

				“Dur­ing the whole fort­night which I had at my dis­pos­al I took Car­lotta to all the places of in­terest in and about Gen­oa. She gave me no cause to re­gret the oth­er.

				“She cried when I left her, and the morn­ing of my de­par­ture I gave her four brace­lets for her moth­er, be­sides a sub­stan­tial token of my af­fec­tion for her­self.

				“One of these days I in­tend to re­turn to Italy, and I can­not help re­mem­ber­ing, with a cer­tain amount of un­eas­i­ness, mingled with hope, that Mme. Rondoli has two more daugh­ters.”

			
		
	
		
			What the Colonel Thought

			“I’m an old man now,” said Col­on­el Laporte. “I’ve got the gout, and my legs are as stiff as the posts in a fence, but, damme, if a wo­man, a pretty wo­man, ordered me to go through the eye of a needle, I be­lieve I’d jump in­to it like a clown through a hoop. That’s how I shall die; it’s in the blood. I’m a vet­er­an ladies’ man, I am, an old buf­fer of the old school. The sight of a wo­man, a pretty wo­man, stirs me to my boots. I give you my word it does.

			“And we’re all like that, gen­tle­men, we French­men. We re­main knights to our dy­ing day, the knights of love and haz­ard, now that they’ve done away with God, Whose real body­guard we used to be.

			“But no one can take wo­man from our hearts. She’s there and she’ll stay there. We love her, and we’ll go on lov­ing her; we’ll do any sort of mad­ness for her, so long as France re­mains on the map of Europe. And even if France is wiped out, there will al­ways be French­men.

			“As for me, when a wo­man, a pretty wo­man, looks at me, I feel cap­able of any­thing. Why, damme, when I feel her eyes, her damned won­der­ful eyes, peer­ing in­to me, send­ing a flame through my veins, I want to do Lord knows what, to fight, to struggle, to smash the fur­niture, to show that I’m the strongest, bravest, bold­est, and most de­voted of man­kind.

			“And I’m not the only one, not by a long way; the whole French army’s just the same, I swear it. From the private up to the gen­er­al, we all go for­ward to the end when there’s a wo­man, a pretty wo­man, in the case. Re­mem­ber what Joan of Arc made us do in the old days. Well, I bet you that if a wo­man, a pretty wo­man, had taken com­mand of the army the night be­fore Sedan, when Mar­shal MacMa­hon was wounded, we’d have crossed the Prus­si­an lines, by God! and drunk our brandy from their can­nons.

			“We didn’t need a Tro­chu in Par­is, but a St. Geneviève.

			“That re­minds me of a little story of the war which proves that, in a wo­man’s pres­ence, we’re cap­able of any­thing.

			“I was a plain cap­tain in those days, and was com­mand­ing a de­tach­ment of scouts fight­ing a rear guard ac­tion in the middle of a dis­trict over­run by the Prus­si­ans. We were cut off and con­stantly pur­sued; we were worn out in body and mind, per­ish­ing of ex­haus­tion and hun­ger.

			“Well, be­fore the next day we had to reach Bar­sur-Tain or we were done for, cut off and wiped out. How we had es­caped so long I don’t know. We had twelve leagues to march dur­ing the night, on empty stom­achs, through the snow, which was thick on the ground and still fall­ing. I thought: ‘This is the end; my poor lads will nev­er get through.’

			“We had eaten noth­ing since the pre­vi­ous day. All day long we stayed hid­den in a barn, huddled against one an­oth­er for great­er warmth, in­cap­able of mo­tion or speech, sleep­ing by fits and starts, as a man does when ut­terly ex­hausted with fa­tigue.

			“It was dark by five o’clock, with the liv­id dark­ness of a snowy day. I shook my men; many re­fused to rise, un­able to move or to stand up, their joints stiff with the cold and so forth.

			“In front of us stretched the plain, a per­fect swine of a plain, without a scrap of cov­er, with the snow com­ing down. It fell and fell, like a cur­tain, in white flakes, hid­ing everything un­der a heavy mantle, frozen, thick and dead, a cov­er­let of icy wool. It was like the end of the world.

			“ ‘Come on, boys. Fall in.’

			“They looked at it, the white dust com­ing down from the sky, and seemed to think: ‘We’ve had enough; as well die here.’

			“So I pulled out my re­volver, say­ing:

			“ ‘I shoot the first man who funks.’

			“And off they went, very slowly, like men whose legs are ut­terly done for.

			“I sent four scouts on in front, three hun­dred metres ahead; the re­mainder fol­lowed higgledy-piggledy, a con­fused column, in an or­der dic­tated only by the ex­tent of their ex­haus­tion and the length of their steps. I placed the strongest in the rear, with or­ders to hurry on the lag­gards with bay­on­et thrusts … in the back.

			“The snow bur­ied us alive, so to speak, pow­der­ing caps and capes without thaw­ing upon them, mak­ing phantoms of us, as though we were the ghosts of sol­diers dead of wear­i­ness.

			“I said to my­self: ‘We’ll nev­er get out of this without a mir­acle.’

			“From time to time we hal­ted for a few minutes for the sake of those who could not keep up. Then no sound could be heard but the faint whis­per of the snow, the al­most in­aud­ible mur­mur made by the rush and swirl of the fall­ing flakes.

			“Some of the men shook them­selves, oth­ers did not move.

			“Then I would or­der them to con­tin­ue the march. Up went the rifles on to their shoulders, and with drowsy limbs they plod­ded on again.

			“Sud­denly the scouts came in; some­thing was alarm­ing them. They had heard voices in front of us. I sent six men and a ser­geant. And I waited.

			“Sud­denly a sharp cry, a wo­man’s scream, pierced the heavy si­lence of the snow, and in a few minutes two pris­on­ers were brought be­fore me, an old man and a girl.

			“I ques­tioned them in a low voice. They were flee­ing from the Prus­si­ans, who had oc­cu­pied their house that even­ing, and who were drunk. The fath­er had been afraid for his daugh­ter, and without even telling their ser­vants, they had both es­caped in the dark.

			“I at once real­ised that they were people of the middle class, or even bet­ter.

			“ ‘Come with us,’ I said to them.

			“Off we went. As the old man knew the coun­try, he ac­ted as our guide. The snow stopped fall­ing; the stars came out and the cold grew quite ter­rible. The young girl, who held her fath­er’s arm, walked with tot­ter­ing steps, in ob­vi­ous dis­tress. Sev­er­al times she mur­mured: ‘I can’t feel my feet any longer,’ and as for me, I suffered worse to see the poor little wo­man drag­ging her­self so wear­ily through the snow.

			“Sud­denly she stopped.

			“ ‘Fath­er,’ she said, ‘I’m so tired I can go no fur­ther.’

			“The old man wanted to carry her, but he could not even lift her off the ground, and with a deep sigh she fain­ted.

			“They formed a circle round her. As for me, I marked time where I stood, not know­ing what to do, and un­able to make up my mind to aban­don the man and his child.

			“Then one of my men, a Parisi­an who had been nick­named Slim Jim, sud­denly said:

			“ ‘Come on, you fel­lows, we must carry the young lady, or damn me if we’re de­cent French­men.’

			“I be­lieve I swore with pure pleas­ure.

			“ ‘By God, that’s good of you, boys; I’ll take my share in it too.’

			“The trees of a small wood were faintly vis­ible on the left through the dark­ness. Sev­er­al men fell out and soon re­turned with a bundle of branches in­ter­twined to form a lit­ter.

			“ ‘Who’ll lend his cape?’ said Pratique. ‘It’s for a pretty girl, boys.’

			“And ten capes fell round his feet. In a second the girl was ly­ing on the warm gar­ments, and lif­ted on to six shoulders. I was in front on the right, and, by Jove! I was pleased to bear the bur­den.

			“We went off as though we’d had a glass of wine, with more life and fire. I even heard jokes. You see, French­men only need a wo­man to be­come elec­tri­fied.

			“The sol­diers had al­most formed up again in prop­er ranks, heartened and warmed. An old ir­reg­u­lar who was fol­low­ing the lit­ter, await­ing his turn to re­place the first of his com­rades who fell out, mur­mured to his neigh­bour in a tone loud enough for me to over­hear:

			“ ‘I’m not young any longer, but, damn it all, there’s noth­ing like the sex for put­ting cour­age in­to a man’s belly.’

			“Un­til three o’clock in the morn­ing we went for­ward al­most without a halt. Then sud­denly the scouts doubled back again, and soon the whole de­tach­ment was ly­ing down in the snow, a mere vague shad­ow on the ground.

			“I gave or­ders in a low voice, and be­hind us I heard the dry metal­lic crackle of rifles be­ing cocked.

			“For out in the middle of the plain some­thing strange was stir­ring. It looked like an enorm­ous an­im­al mov­ing along, length­en­ing out like a snake or gath­er­ing it­self to­geth­er in­to a ball, dash­ing off ab­ruptly, now to the right, now to the left, halt­ing, then start­ing off again.

			“Sud­denly this wan­der­ing shape ap­proached us, and I saw, com­ing up at a fast trot, one be­hind the oth­er, twelve lost Uh­lans, seek­ing the right road. They were now so close that I could plainly hear the loud breath­ing of the horses, the jingling of their ac­coutre­ments, and the creak­ing of their saddles.

			“I cried: ‘Fire!’

			“Fifty shots broke the si­lence of the night. Then four or five more re­ports rang out, then one all by it­self, and when the blind­ing glare of the blaze of fire had faded, we saw that the twelve men and nine of their horses had fallen. Three an­im­als were gal­lop­ing wildly away, one of them drag­ging be­hind it the body of its rider, hanging from the stir­rup by one foot, bump­ing and bound­ing furi­ously.

			“Be­hind me a sol­dier laughed, a ter­rible laugh. An­oth­er said:

			“ ‘That makes a few wid­ows.’

			“Per­haps he was mar­ried. A third ad­ded:

			“ ‘It didn’t take long.’

			“A head was thrust out from the lit­ter.

			“ ‘What is hap­pen­ing?’ asked the girl. ‘Is there fight­ing?’

			“ ‘It’s noth­ing, ma­demois­elle,’ I replied. ‘We have just dis­patched a dozen Prus­si­ans.’

			“ ‘Poor wretches!’ she mur­mured; but as she was cold, she dis­ap­peared again un­der the sol­diers’ capes.

			“Off we went again. We marched for a long time, but at last the sky grew pale. The snow be­came bright, lu­min­ous, and gleam­ing, and a line of warm col­our ap­peared in the East.

			“A dis­tant voice cried:

			“ ‘Who goes there?’

			“The whole de­tach­ment hal­ted, and I went for­ward to re­as­sure the sen­try. We were ar­riv­ing in the French lines.

			“As my men filed past headquar­ters, an of­ficer on horse­back, to whom I had just told our story, asked in a loud voice, as he saw the lit­ter go by:

			“ ‘What have you got in there?’

			“A fair, smil­ing little face, with dis­ordered hair, promptly ap­peared, and replied:

			“ ‘It’s me, mon­sieur.’

			“A laugh went up among the men, and our hearts leaped for pure joy.

			“It was then that Pratique, who was march­ing be­side the lit­ter, waved his cap and shouted:

			“ ‘Vive la France!’

			“And I don’t know why, but I felt quite stirred, I thought the ges­ture so brave and gal­lant.

			“I felt as though we had just saved the coun­try, had done some­thing which oth­er men would not have done, some­thing simple, some­thing truly pat­ri­ot­ic.

			“I’ll nev­er for­get that little face of hers, and if I were asked for my opin­ion on the ab­ol­i­tion of drums and bugles, I would pro­pose sub­sti­tut­ing for them a pretty girl in each re­gi­ment. It would be bet­ter than play­ing the ‘Mar­seil­laise.’ Good Lord, what a spir­it it would put in­to a private to have a madonna like that, a liv­ing madonna, march­ing be­side the col­on­el.”

			He paused for a few seconds, then re­sumed with an air of con­vic­tion, nod­ding his head:

			“Yes, we’re great lov­ers of wo­men, we French­men.”

		
	
		
			Bed No. 29

			When Cap­tain Épivent passed in the street all the ladies turned to look at him. He was the per­fect type of a hand­some hus­sar of­ficer. He was al­ways on parade, al­ways strut­ted a little and seemed pre­oc­cu­pied and proud of his leg, his fig­ure, and his mous­tache. He had su­perb ones, it is true, a su­perb mous­tache, fig­ure and leg. The first-men­tioned was blond, very heavy, fall­ing mar­tially from his lip in a beau­ti­ful sweep the col­our of ripe wheat, care­fully turned at the ends, and fall­ing over both sides of his mouth in two power­ful sprigs. His waist was thin as if he wore a cor­set, while a vig­or­ous mas­cu­line chest, bulged and arched, spread it­self above his waist. His leg was ad­mir­able, a gym­nast­ic leg, the leg of a dan­cer, whose mus­cu­lar flesh out­lined each move­ment un­der the cling­ing cloth of his red trousers.

			He walked with muscles taut, with feet and arms apart, and with the slightly swinging gait of the horse­man, who knows how to make the most of his limbs and his car­riage, and who seems a con­quer­or in a uni­form, but looks com­mon­place in a mufti.

			Like many oth­er of­ficers, Cap­tain Épivent did not look well in ci­vil­ian clothes. He had no el­eg­ance as soon as he was clothed in the grey or black of the shop as­sist­ant. But in his prop­er set­ting he was a tri­umph. He had, be­sides, a hand­some face, the nose thin and curved, blue eyes, and a good fore­head. He was bald, and he nev­er could un­der­stand why his hair had fallen out. He con­soled him­self with the thought that, with a heavy mous­tache, a head a little bald was not so bad.

			He scorned every­body in gen­er­al, with a dif­fer­ence in the de­grees of his scorn.

			In the first place, for him the middle class did not ex­ist. He looked at them as he would look at an­im­als, without ac­cord­ing them more of his at­ten­tion than he would give to spar­rows or chick­ens. Of­ficers, alone, coun­ted in his world; but he did not have the same es­teem for all of­ficers. He only re­spec­ted hand­some men; an im­pos­ing pres­ence, that true, mil­it­ary qual­ity be­ing first. A sol­dier was a gay fel­low, a dev­il, cre­ated for love and war, a man of brawn and muscle, with hair on his chest, noth­ing more. He classed the gen­er­als of the French army ac­cord­ing to their fig­ure, their bear­ing, and the stern look of their faces. Bourbaki ap­peared to him the greatest war­ri­or of mod­ern times.

			He of­ten laughed at the of­ficers of the line who were short and fat, and puffed while march­ing. And he had a spe­cial scorn for the poor re­cruits from the École Poly­tech­nique, those thin, little men with spec­tacles, awk­ward and un­skil­ful, who looked as ap­pro­pri­ate in a uni­form as a bull in a china shop, as he of­ten as­ser­ted. He was in­dig­nant that they should be tol­er­ated in the army, those abor­tions with the lank limbs, who marched like crabs, did not drink, ate little, and seemed to love equa­tions bet­ter than pretty girls.

			Cap­tain Épivent him­self had con­stant suc­cesses and tri­umphs with the fair sex.

			Every time he took sup­per in com­pany with a wo­man, he thought him­self cer­tain of fin­ish­ing the night with her upon the same mat­tress, and, if un­sur­mount­able obstacles pre­ven­ted vic­tory that even­ing, he was sure, at least, that the af­fair would be “con­tin­ued in our next.” His com­rades did not like him to meet their mis­tresses, and the mer­chants in the shops, who had their pretty wives at the counter, knew him, feared him, and hated him des­per­ately. When he passed, the mer­chants’ wives, in spite of them­selves, ex­changed glances with him through the glass of the front win­dows; those looks that avail more than tender words, which con­tain an ap­peal and a re­sponse, a de­sire and an avow­al. And the hus­bands, im­pelled by a sort of in­stinct, sud­denly turned, cast­ing a furi­ous look at the proud, erect sil­hou­ette of the of­ficer. And, when the Cap­tain had passed, smil­ing and con­tent with his im­pres­sion, the mer­chants, hand­ling with nervous hands the ob­jects spread out be­fore them, would de­clare:

			“What a big fool! When shall we stop feed­ing all these good-for-noth­ings who go clat­ter­ing their iron­mon­gery through the streets? For my part, I would rather be a butcher than a sol­dier. Then if there’s blood on my table, it is the blood of beasts, at least. And he is use­ful, is the butcher; and the knife he car­ries has not killed men. I do not un­der­stand how these mur­der­ers are tol­er­ated, walk­ing on the pub­lic streets, car­ry­ing with them their in­stru­ments of death. It is ne­ces­sary to have them, I sup­pose, but at least, let them con­ceal them­selves, and not dress up in mas­quer­ade, with their red breeches and blue coats. The ex­e­cu­tion­er doesn’t dress him­self up, does he?”

			The wo­man, without an­swer­ing, would shrug her shoulders, while the hus­band, divin­ing the ges­ture without see­ing it, would cry:

			“Any­body must be stu­pid to watch those fel­lows parade up and down.”

			Nev­er­the­less, Cap­tain Épivent’s repu­ta­tion for con­quests was well es­tab­lished in the whole French army.

			

			Now, in 1868, his re­gi­ment, the One Hun­dred and Second Hus­sars came in­to gar­ris­on at Rouen.

			He soon be­came known in the town. He came every even­ing, to­wards five o’clock, to Boïel­dieu Mall, to take his ab­sinthe and cof­fee at the Com­edy; and, be­fore en­ter­ing the es­tab­lish­ment, he would al­ways take a turn upon the prom­en­ade, to show his leg, his fig­ure, and his mous­taches.

			The mer­chants of Rouen who also prom­en­aded there with their hands be­hind their backs, pre­oc­cu­pied with busi­ness af­fairs, speak­ing of the ups and downs of the mar­ket, would some­times throw him a glance and mur­mur:

			“Egad! that’s a hand­some fel­low!”

			But when they knew him, they re­marked:

			“Look! Cap­tain Épivent! A fine chap, say what you will!”

			The wo­men on meet­ing him had a very queer little move­ment of the head, a kind of shiver of mod­esty, as if they felt weak or un­clothed in his pres­ence. They would lower their heads a little, with a smile upon their lips, as if they had a de­sire to be found charm­ing and have a look from him. When he walked with a com­rade the com­rade nev­er failed to mur­mur with jeal­ous envy, each time that he saw the same by­play:

			“This ras­cal Épivent has all the luck!”

			Among the kept ladies of the town it was a struggle, a race, to see who would carry him off. They all came at five o’clock, the of­ficers’ hour, to Boïel­dieu Mall, and dragged their skirts, in couples up and down the length of the walk, while the lieu­ten­ants, cap­tains, and ma­jors, two by two, dragged their swords along the ground be­fore en­ter­ing the café.

			One even­ing the beau­ti­ful Irma, the mis­tress, it was said, of M. Tem­pli­er-Pa­pon, the rich man­u­fac­turer, stopped her car­riage in front of the Com­edy and, get­ting out, made a pre­tence of buy­ing some pa­per or some vis­it­ing cards at M. Paul­ard’s, the en­graver’s, in or­der to pass be­fore the of­ficers’ tables and cast a look at Cap­tain Épivent, which seemed to say: “When you will,” so clearly that Col­on­el Prune, who was drink­ing the green li­quor with his lieu­ten­ant-col­on­el, could not help mut­ter­ing:

			“Con­found that fel­low! He is lucky, that scamp!”

			The re­mark of the Col­on­el was re­peated, and Cap­tain Épivent, moved by this ap­prob­a­tion of his su­per­i­or, passed the next day and many times after that un­der the win­dows of the beauty, in full uni­form.

			She saw him, showed her­self, and smiled.

			That same even­ing he was her lov­er.

			They at­trac­ted at­ten­tion, made an ex­hib­i­tion of their at­tach­ment, and mu­tu­ally com­prom­ised them­selves, both of them proud of their ad­ven­ture.

			Noth­ing was talked of in town ex­cept the amours of the beau­ti­ful Irma and the of­ficer. M. Tem­pli­er-Pa­pon alone was ig­nor­ant of their re­la­tion.

			Cap­tain Épivent beamed with glory; every in­stant he would say:

			“Irma happened to say to me—Irma told me to­night—or, yes­ter­day at din­ner Irma said—”

			For a whole year they walked about and dis­played in Rouen this love like a flag taken from the en­emy. He felt his stature in­creased by this con­quest, he was en­vied, more sure of his fu­ture, surer of the dec­or­a­tion so much de­sired, for the eyes of all were upon him, and it is suf­fi­cient to be well in the pub­lic eye in or­der not to be for­got­ten.

			

			But war was de­clared, and the Cap­tain’s re­gi­ment was one of the first to be sent to the front. Their farewells were lam­ent­able, last­ing the whole night long.

			Sword, red breeches, cap, and jack­et were all over­turned from the back of a chair upon the floor; robes, skirts, silk stock­ings, also fallen down, were spread around and mingled with the uni­form aban­doned on the car­pet; the room up­side down as if there had been a battle; Irma, wild, her hair un­bound, threw her des­pair­ing arms around the of­ficer’s neck, strain­ing him to her; then, leav­ing him, rolled upon the floor, over­turn­ing the fur­niture, catch­ing the fringes of the arm­chairs, bit­ing their feet, while the Cap­tain, much moved, but not skil­ful at con­sol­a­tion, re­peated:

			“Irma, my little Irma, do not cry so, it is ne­ces­sary.”

			He oc­ca­sion­ally wiped a tear from the corner of his eye with the tip of his fin­ger. They sep­ar­ated at day­break. She fol­lowed her lov­er in her car­riage as far as the first stop­ping-place. Then she kissed him be­fore the whole re­gi­ment at the mo­ment of sep­ar­a­tion. People even found this very pretty, worthy, and very ro­mantic; and the com­rades pressed the Cap­tain’s hand and said to him:

			“You lucky dog. She had a heart, that kid.”

			They seemed to see some­thing pat­ri­ot­ic in it.

			

			The re­gi­ment was sorely proved dur­ing the cam­paign. The Cap­tain con­duc­ted him­self hero­ic­ally and fi­nally re­ceived the cross of hon­our. Then, the war ended, he re­turned to Rouen and the gar­ris­on.

			Im­me­di­ately upon his re­turn he asked news of Irma, but no one was able to give him any­thing ex­act. Some said she was mar­ried to a Prus­si­an ma­jor. Oth­ers, that she had gone to her par­ents, who were farm­ers in the sub­urbs of Yvetot.

			He even sent his or­derly to the may­or’s of­fice to con­sult the re­gistry of deaths. The name of his mis­tress was not to be found.

			He cher­ished a great sor­row, and was not at pains to con­ceal it. He even took the en­emy to task for his un­hap­pi­ness, at­trib­ut­ing to the Prus­si­ans, who had oc­cu­pied Rouen, the dis­ap­pear­ance of the young girl, de­clar­ing:

			“In the next war, they shall pay well for it, the beg­gars!”

			Then, one morn­ing as he entered the mess at lunch time, an old port­er, in a blouse and oil­cloth cap, gave him a let­ter, which he opened and read:

			
				“My darling: I am in hos­pit­al, very ill, very ill. Will you not come and see me? It would give me so much pleas­ure!

				
					“Irma.”

				
			

			The Cap­tain grew pale and, moved with pity, de­clared:

			“It’s too bad! The poor girl! I will go there as soon as I have had lunch.”

			And dur­ing the whole time at the table, he told the of­ficers that Irma was in hos­pit­al, and that he, by God, was go­ing to get her out. It must be the fault of those un­speak­able Prus­si­ans. She had doubt­less found her­self alone without a sou, broken down with misery, for they must cer­tainly have stolen her fur­niture.

			“Ah! the dirty swine!”

			Every­body listened with great ex­cite­ment. Scarcely had he slipped his nap­kin in his wooden ring, when he rose and, tak­ing his sword from the peg, and thrust­ing out his chest to make his waist thin, hooked his belt and set out with hur­ried step to the city hos­pit­al.

			But en­trance to the hos­pit­al build­ing, where he ex­pec­ted to enter im­me­di­ately, was sharply re­fused him, and he was ob­liged to find his Col­on­el and ex­plain his case to him in or­der to get a word from him to the dir­ect­or.

			This man, after hav­ing kept the hand­some Cap­tain wait­ing some time in his ante­room, gave him an au­thor­ized pass and a cold and dis­ap­prov­ing greet­ing.

			In­side the door he felt him­self con­strained in this asylum of misery and suf­fer­ing and death. A boy in the ser­vice showed him the way. He walked upon tip­toe, that he might make no noise, through the long cor­ridors, where floated a musty odour of ill­ness and medi­cines. From time to time a mur­mur of voices alone dis­turbed the si­lence of the hos­pit­al.

			At times, through an open door, the Cap­tain per­ceived a dorm­it­ory, with its rows of beds whose clothes were raised by the forms of bod­ies. Some con­vales­cents were seated in chairs at the foot of their beds, sew­ing, and clothed in the uni­form grey cloth dress with white cap.

			His guide sud­denly stopped be­fore one of these cor­ridors filled with pa­tients. He read on the door, in large let­ters: “Syph­il­is.” The Cap­tain star­ted; then he felt that he was blush­ing. An at­tend­ant was pre­par­ing some medi­cine at a little wooden table at the door.

			“I will show you,” said she, “it is bed 29.”

			And she walked ahead of the of­ficer. She in­dic­ated a bed: “There it is.”

			There was noth­ing to be seen but a bundle of bed­clothes. Even the head was con­cealed un­der the cov­er­let. Every­where faces were to be seen on the beds, pale faces, as­ton­ished at the sight of a uni­form, the faces of wo­men, young wo­men and old wo­men, but all seem­ingly plain and com­mon in the humble, reg­u­la­tion garb.

			The Cap­tain, very much dis­turbed, car­ry­ing his sword in one hand and his cap in the oth­er, mur­mured:

			“Irma.”

			There was a sud­den mo­tion in the bed and the face of his mis­tress ap­peared, but so changed, so tired, so thin, that he would scarcely have known it.

			She gasped, over­come by emo­tion, and then said:

			“Al­bert!—Al­bert! It is you! Oh! I am so glad—so glad.” And the tears ran down her cheeks.

			The at­tend­ant brought a chair. “Won’t you sit down, sir?” she said.

			He sat down and looked at the pale, wretched coun­ten­ance, so little like that of the beau­ti­ful, fresh girl he had left. Fi­nally he said:

			“What is the mat­ter with you?”

			She replied, weep­ing: “You know well enough, it is writ­ten on the door.” And she hid her eyes un­der the edge of the bed­clothes.

			Dis­mayed and ashamed, he con­tin­ued: “How did you catch it, my poor girl?”

			She answered: “It was those beasts of Prus­si­ans. They took me al­most by force and then poisoned me.”

			He found noth­ing to add. He looked at her and kept turn­ing his cap around on his knees.

			The oth­er pa­tients gazed at him, and he be­lieved that he de­tec­ted an odour of pu­tre­fac­tion, of con­tam­in­ated flesh, in this cor­ridor full of girls tain­ted with this ig­noble, ter­rible mal­ady.

			She mur­mured: “I do not be­lieve that I shall re­cov­er. The doc­tor says it is very ser­i­ous.”

			Then she no­ticed the cross upon the of­ficer’s breast and cried:

			“Oh! you have been dec­or­ated; now I am happy. How con­ten­ted I am! If I could only em­brace you!”

			A shiver of fear and dis­gust ran through the Cap­tain at the thought of this kiss. He had a de­sire to make his es­cape, to be in the clear air and nev­er see this wo­man again. He re­mained, how­ever, not know­ing how to say good­bye, and fi­nally stammered:

			“You took no care of your­self, then.”

			A flame flashed in Irma’s eyes: “No, the de­sire to avenge my­self came to me when I should have broken away from it. And I poisoned them too, all, all that I could. As long as there were any of them in Rouen, I had no thought for my­self.”

			He de­clared, in a con­strained tone in which there was a little note of gaiety: “So far, you have done some good.”

			Get­ting an­im­ated, and her cheekbones get­ting red, she answered:

			“Oh! yes, there will more than one of them die from my fault. I tell you I had my re­venge.”

			Again he said: “So much the bet­ter.” Then rising, he ad­ded: “Well, I must leave you now, be­cause I have only time to meet my ap­point­ment with the Col­on­el—”

			She showed much emo­tion, cry­ing out: “Already! You leave me already! And you have scarcely ar­rived!”

			But he wished to go at any cost, and said:

			“But you see that I came im­me­di­ately; and it is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for me to be at the Col­on­el’s at four o’clock.”

			She asked: “Is it still Col­on­el Prune?”

			“Still Col­on­el Prune. He was twice wounded.”

			She con­tin­ued: “And your com­rades? Have some of them been killed?”

			“Yes. Saint-Ti­mon, Savag­nat, Poli, Sap­rival, Robert, de Courson, Pasa­fil, San­tal, Cara­van, and Poiv­rin are dead. Sahel had an arm car­ried off and Cour­voisin a leg crushed. Paquet lost his right eye.”

			She listened, much in­ter­ested. Then sud­denly she stammered:

			“Will you kiss me, say, be­fore you leave me? Ma­dame Lan­glois is not there.”

			And, in spite of the dis­gust which came to his lips, he placed them against the wan fore­head, while she, throw­ing her arms around him, scattered ran­dom kisses over his blue jack­et.

			Then she said: “You will come again? Say that you will come again—Prom­ise me that you will.”

			“Yes, I prom­ise.”

			“When, now. Can you come on Thursday?”

			“Yes, Thursday—”

			“Thursday at two o’clock?”

			“Yes, Thursday at two o’clock.”

			“You prom­ise?”

			“I prom­ise.”

			“Adieu, my dear­ie.”

			“Adieu.”

			And he went away, con­fused by the star­ing glances of the dorm­it­ory, bend­ing his tall form to make him­self seem smal­ler. And when he was in the street he took a long breath.

			

			That even­ing his com­rades asked him: “Well, how is Irma?”

			He answered in a con­strained voice: “She has a trouble with the lungs; she is very ill.”

			But a little lieu­ten­ant, scent­ing some­thing from his man­ner, went to headquar­ters, and, the next day, when the Cap­tain went in­to mess, he was wel­comed by a vol­ley of laughter and jokes. They had got ven­geance at last.

			It was learned fur­ther that Irma had led a very gay life with the Prus­si­an Gen­er­al Staff, that she had gone through the coun­try on horse­back with the col­on­el of the Blue Hus­sars, and many oth­ers, and that, in Rouen, she was no longer called any­thing but the “Prus­si­ans’ wo­man.”

			For eight days the Cap­tain was the vic­tim of his re­gi­ment. He re­ceived by post and by mes­sen­ger, notes from those who can re­veal the past and the fu­ture, cir­cu­lars of spe­cial­ists, and medi­cines, the nature of which was in­scribed on the pack­age.

			And the Col­on­el, catch­ing the drift of it, said in a severe tone:

			“Well, the Cap­tain had a pretty ac­quaint­ance! I send him my com­pli­ments.”

			After some twelve days he was called by an­oth­er let­ter from Irma. He tore it up in a rage, and made no reply to it.

			A week later she wrote him again that she was very ill and wished to see him to say farewell.

			He did not an­swer.

			After some days more he re­ceived a note from a chap­lain of the hos­pit­al.

			
				“The girl Irma Pa­volin is on her deathbed and begs you to come.”

			

			He dared not re­fuse to fol­low the chap­lain, but he entered the hos­pit­al with a heart swell­ing with wicked an­ger, with wounded van­ity, and hu­mi­li­ation.

			He found her scarcely changed at all and thought that she had de­ceived him. “What do you want with me?” he asked.

			“I wish to say farewell. It ap­pears that I am near the end.”

			He did not be­lieve it.

			“Listen,” said he, “you have made me the laugh­ing­stock of the re­gi­ment, and I do not wish it to con­tin­ue.”

			She asked: “What have I done?”

			He was ir­rit­ated at not know­ing how to an­swer. But he said:

			“Don’t ima­gine I am com­ing back here to be joked by every­body on your ac­count.”

			She looked at him with lan­guid eyes, where shone a pale light of an­ger, and answered:

			“What have I done to you? I have not been nice to you, per­haps! Is it be­cause I have some­times asked for some­thing? But for you, I would have re­mained with M. Tem­pli­er-Pa­pon, and would not have found my­self here today. No, you see, if any­one has re­proaches to make it is not you.”

			He answered in a clear tone: “I have not made re­proaches, but I can­not con­tin­ue to come to see you, be­cause your con­duct with the Prus­si­ans has been the shame of the town.”

			She fell back sud­denly in the bed, as she replied:

			“My con­duct with the Prus­si­ans? But when I tell you that they took me, and when I tell you that if I took no thought of my­self, it was be­cause I wished to pois­on them! If I had wished to cure my­self, it would not have been so dif­fi­cult, I can tell you! But I wished to kill them, and I have killed them, come now! I have killed them!”

			He re­mained stand­ing: “In any case,” said he, “it was a shame.”

			She seemed to choke, and then replied:

			“Why is it a shame for me to cause them to die and try to ex­term­in­ate them, tell me? You did not talk that way when you used to come to my house in the Rue Jeanne d’Arc. Ah! it is a shame! You have not done so much, with your cross of hon­our! I de­serve more mer­it than you, do you un­der­stand, more than you, for I have killed more Prus­si­ans than you!”

			He stood dazed be­fore her, trem­bling with in­dig­na­tion. He stammered: “Be still—you must—be still—be­cause those things—I can­not al­low—any­one to touch upon—”

			But she was not listen­ing: “What harm have you done the Prus­si­ans? Would it ever have happened if you had kept them from com­ing to Rouen? Tell me! It is you who should stop and listen. And I have done more harm than you, I, yes, more harm to them than you, and I am go­ing to die for it, while you are singing songs and mak­ing your­self fine to in­veigle wo­men—”

			Upon each bed a head was raised and all eyes looked at this man in uni­form, who stammered again:

			“You must be still—more quiet—you know—”

			But she would not be quiet. She cried out:

			“Ah! yes, you are a pretty poser! I know you well. I know you. And I tell you that I have done them more harm than you—I—and that I have killed more than all your re­gi­ment to­geth­er—come now, you cow­ard.”

			He went away, in fact he fled, stretch­ing his long legs as he passed between the two rows of beds where the syph­il­it­ic pa­tients were be­com­ing ex­cited. And he heard the gasp­ing, hiss­ing voice of Irma pur­su­ing him:

			“More than you—yes—I have killed more than you—”

			He tumbled down the stair­case four steps at a time, ran off and shut him­self up in his room.

			The next day he heard that she was dead.

		
	
		
			Nerves

			The diners slowly entered the big hotel din­ing room and took their places. The waiters re­frained from hur­ry­ing, so as to give the late­comers a chance, and avoid the trouble of hand­ing the dishes round a second time. The old bathers, the habitués, whose sea­son was al­most over, looked in­tently at the door whenev­er it opened, to see what new faces might ap­pear.

			That is the chief amuse­ment of wa­ter­ing-places. One goes to din­ner to in­spect each day’s new ar­rivals, to guess what they are, what they do and what they think. We all have a vague wish to meet pleas­ant people, to make agree­able ac­quaint­ances, even to meet with a love ad­ven­ture. In this jost­ling life, neigh­bours, strangers, as­sume con­sid­er­able im­port­ance. Curi­os­ity is aroused, sym­pathy awaits its op­por­tun­ity, and the de­sire to make friends is al­ways alert.

			We cher­ish dis­likes for a week and friend­ship for a month; people are seen with dif­fer­ent eyes when viewed through the me­di­um of a meet­ing at a wa­ter­ing-place. After an hour’s chat in the even­ing after din­ner, un­der the trees of the park where the heal­ing spring bubbles, su­per­i­or in­tel­li­gence and out­stand­ing mer­its are sud­denly dis­covered in hu­man be­ings, but a month later we have com­pletely for­got­ten the new friends we found so charm­ing at the first meet­ing.

			Per­man­ent and ser­i­ous ties are also formed there soon­er than else­where. You meet every day and soon get to know one an­oth­er, and grow­ing af­fec­tion is mingled with the pleas­ure and un­res­traint of long-stand­ing in­tim­acy. You nev­er for­get the sweet­ness and com­pas­sion of early friend­ship, the first con­ver­sa­tions which end in the dis­cov­ery of a soul, the first glances charged with ques­tions and replies, and secret thoughts not yet uttered by hu­man lips, or the first heart­felt con­fid­ence, the de­light­ful feel­ing of open­ing our hearts to those who seem to open theirs to us in re­turn.

			And the sad­ness of wa­ter­ing-places, the mono­tony of days all alike, make this blos­som­ing of af­fec­tion all the more com­plete.

			Well, that even­ing, as on every oth­er even­ing, we were wait­ing for the ar­rival of new­comers.

			Only two ar­rived, a man and wo­man—fath­er and daugh­ter—but they looked very un­usu­al. They im­me­di­ately re­minded me of some of Edgar Poe’s char­ac­ters; and yet they had a charm, the charm of un­hap­pi­ness; and I ima­gined them as the vic­tims of fate. The man was tall and thin, rather bent, with hair that was too white for his age; his bear­ing and his per­son be­trayed the grave, aus­tere man­ners pe­cu­li­ar to Prot­est­ants. The daugh­ter, aged about twenty-four or five, was short, very thin, very pale, and seemed worn out, tired, and over­wrought. Oc­ca­sion­ally you meet people who seem too weak for the tasks and needs of daily life, too weak to move about, to walk, to do any of the daily round. The young thing was rather pretty, with a trans­par­ent, spir­itu­al beauty. She ate ex­tremely slowly as if she could hardly move her arms.

			It was surely she who had come to take the wa­ters.

			They sat fa­cing me, on the oth­er side of the table, and I no­ticed at once that the fath­er had a very curi­ous nervous con­trac­tion. Every time he wanted to reach any­thing, his hand made a rap­id hook-like move­ment, a kind of wild zig­zag, be­fore it could get hold of what it wanted. After a few minutes this twitch­ing tired me to such an ex­tent that I turned my head away so as not to see it.

			I also no­ticed that the young girl kept a glove on her left hand, dur­ing meals.

			After din­ner I went for a stroll in the grounds of the bathing es­tab­lish­ment. We were in the little Auvergne vil­lage of Châtel-Guy­on, hid­den in a gorge at the foot of the high range from which so many boil­ing springs flow, arising from the deep bed of ex­tinct vol­ca­noes. Over there, above our heads, the cones, ex­tinct craters, raised their stun­ted heads above the rest of the long moun­tain­ous chain, for Châtel-Guy­on lies at the be­gin­ning of the land of the Dôme.

			Farther away lies the coun­try of the peaks, and farther still the coun­try of the Plombs.

			The Puy-de-Dôme is the highest of the vol­can­ic ones, the Pic of Sancy the highest of the rocky peaks, and the Plomb de Can­tal is the highest point of the gi­gant­ic mass of Can­tal.

			It was a very warm even­ing. I was walk­ing up and down the shady raised path that over­looked the grounds and listen­ing to the mu­sic of the casino when I caught sight of the fath­er and daugh­ter slowly com­ing in my dir­ec­tion. I bowed as one bows to one’s hotel com­pan­ions at a wa­ter­ing-place; and the man, stop­ping, asked me:

			“Could you sug­gest a short walk, sir, pleas­ant and, if pos­sible, not hilly? For­give me for both­er­ing you.”

			I offered to take them to the val­ley through which the little river flows, a deep val­ley form­ing a nar­row gorge between two steep, craggy, wooded slopes. They ac­cep­ted my of­fer.

			And, of course, we talked of the vir­tue of the wa­ters.

			“Oh,” he said, “my daugh­ter has a curi­ous ill­ness whose ori­gin is a mys­tery. She suf­fers from un­ac­count­able nervous at­tacks. Some­times she is sup­posed to be suf­fer­ing from heart dis­ease, some­times from a liv­er at­tack, and some­times from dis­ease of the spine. Now this com­plic­ated mal­ady with its nu­mer­ous forms and nu­mer­ous modes of at­tack, is placed in the stom­ach, the great centre and great reg­u­lat­or of the body. That’s why we are here. For my part, I think it is nervous trouble. In any case, it is very sad.”

			Im­me­di­ately I re­membered the vi­ol­ent twitch­ing of his hand and asked him:

			“But is it not due to hered­ity? Are you not suf­fer­ing from your nerves?”

			He replied quietly: “Me? … Cer­tainly not … my nerves have al­ways been very steady. …”

			Then sud­denly, after a pause, he con­tin­ued:

			“Ah! you mean the con­trac­tion of my hand every time I want to take hold of any­thing? That is the res­ult of a ter­rible ex­per­i­ence I had. Just ima­gine, this child has been bur­ied alive!”

			I could only ut­ter an “ah,” full of sur­prise and emo­tion.

			He con­tin­ued:

			“This is the story, a quite simple one. For some time Ju­li­ette had suffered from severe heart at­tacks. We be­lieved that her heart was dis­eased, and were pre­pared for the worst.

			“One day she was car­ried in­to the house cold, life­less, dead. She had fallen un­con­scious in the garden. The doc­tor cer­ti­fied that life was ex­tinct. I kept watch for two nights and a day; with my own hands I laid her in the coffin which I ac­com­pan­ied to the cemetery, where it was placed in the fam­ily vault, in Lor­raine in the depth of the coun­try.

			“It had been my wish to have her bur­ied with her jew­ellery, brace­lets, neck­laces, rings—all of the presents I had giv­en her—and dressed in her first ball dress.

			“You may eas­ily ima­gine my state of mind when I got back home. She was the only one left, for my wife had been dead for many years. Half mad, com­pletely ex­hausted, I went up to my room and sank in­to an easy-chair, in­cap­able of thought, too weak to move. I was noth­ing but a suf­fer­ing, vi­brat­ing ma­chine, a thing that had been flayed alive; my soul was like an open wound.

			“My old valet, Prosper, who had helped to lay Ju­li­ette in her coffin, and dress her for her last sleep, si­lently entered the room and asked:

			“ ‘Will Mon­sieur have some­thing?’

			“I shook my head.

			“ ‘Mon­sieur is wrong. Some­thing will hap­pen to Mon­sieur if he does not take care. Will Mon­sieur al­low me to put him to bed?’

			“I answered: ‘No, leave me alone,’ and he re­tired.

			“The hours slipped by un­per­ceived. Oh! What a ter­rible night! It was cold, the fire had died out in the huge grate, and the wind, the winter wind, frozen and laden with ice, beat against the win­dowpanes with a fiendish reg­u­lar­ity.

			“The hours slipped by un­per­ceived. There I was, un­able to sleep, broken, crushed, with eyes wide open, legs out­stretched, body limp and in­an­im­ate, and my mind stu­pefied. Sud­denly the big front door bell rang. The start I gave made the chair creak un­der me. The sol­emn, heavy sound rang through the empty build­ing as through a vault. I turned round to see what time it was and found it was two o’clock. Who could pos­sibly be com­ing at that time?

			“Im­pa­tiently the bell rang again twice. No doubt the ser­vants were afraid to get up. I took a candle, went down­stairs and was go­ing to ask: ‘Who’s there?’ but felt ashamed of such weak­ness and slowly drew the heavy bolts. My heart was beat­ing rap­idly, I was afraid. I opened the door ab­ruptly and dis­tin­guished a white fig­ure stand­ing in the dark­ness, rather like a phantom.

			“I drew back, para­lysed with an­guish, stam­mer­ing:

			“ ‘Who—who—who are you?’

			“A voice replied: ‘It is I, fath­er.’

			“It was my daugh­ter.

			“I really thought I must be mad, and I re­treated back­ward be­fore the ad­van­cing spectre: I moved away, mak­ing a sign with my hand as if to drive the phantom away, that pe­cu­li­ar ges­ture which you have already no­ticed and which I have nev­er got rid of.

			“ ‘Don’t be frightened, fath­er; I was not dead,’ the ap­par­i­tion said. ‘Some­body tried to steal my rings and cut off one of my fin­gers; the blood began to flow and that brought me to life again.’ And then I saw that she was covered with blood.

			“I fell on my knees, chok­ing with sobs and pant­ing for breath.

			“When I had re­gained a little self-con­trol, though I was still too dis­traught to real­ise the ter­rible hap­pi­ness that had be­fallen me, I made her go up to my room, put her in the easy-chair, and pulled the bell vi­ol­ently for Prosper to light the fire, get some­thing to drink, and sum­mon as­sist­ance.

			“The man entered, stared at my daugh­ter, gasped with alarm and hor­ror, and dropped dead on the ground.

			“It was he who had opened the vault, who had mu­til­ated and then left my child, un­able to des­troy the traces of his theft. He had not even taken the trouble to re­place the coffin in its niche, feel­ing quite con­vinced that I would not sus­pect him in whom I trus­ted ab­so­lutely.

			“You see, sir, what an un­happy couple we are.”

			He was si­lent. Night had fallen, en­vel­op­ing the little des­ol­ate mourn­ful val­ley in its gloom, and a kind of mys­ter­i­ous dread came over me at be­ing in the com­pany of these strange be­ings: the dead re­turned from the grave, and the fath­er with his alarm­ing ges­tures.

			What could I say? I mur­mured:

			“What a hor­rible thing!”

			Then, after a mo­ment’s si­lence, I ad­ded: “Let us go back, I think it’s rather cold.” And we re­turned to the hotel.

		
	
		
			Confessing

			The noon sun poured fiercely down upon the fields. They stretched in un­du­lat­ing folds between the clumps of trees that marked each farm­house; the dif­fer­ent crops, ripe rye and yel­low­ing wheat, pale-green oats, dark-green clover, spread a vast striped cloak, soft and rip­pling, over the na­ked body of the earth.

			In the dis­tance, on the crest of a slope, was an end­less line of cows, ranked like sol­diers, some ly­ing down, oth­ers stand­ing, their large eyes blink­ing in the burn­ing light, chew­ing the cud and graz­ing on a field of clover as broad as a lake.

			Two wo­men, moth­er and daugh­ter, were walk­ing with a swinging step, one be­hind the oth­er, to­wards this re­gi­ment of cattle. Each car­ried two zinc pails, slung out­wards from the body on a hoop from a cask; at each step the met­al sent out a dazzling white flash un­der the sun that struck full upon it.

			The wo­men did not speak. They were on their way to milk the cows. When they ar­rive, they set down one of their pails and ap­proach the first two cows, mak­ing them stand up with a kick in the ribs from wooden-shod feet. The beast rises slowly, first on its fore­legs, then with more dif­fi­culty raises its large hind quar­ters, which seem to be weighted down by the enorm­ous ud­der of liv­id pen­du­lous flesh.

			The two Malivoires, moth­er and daugh­ter, kneel­ing be­neath the an­im­al’s belly, tug with a swift move­ment of their hands at the swollen teat, which at each squeeze sends a slender jet of milk in­to the pail. The yel­low­ish froth mounts to the brim, and the wo­men go from cow to cow un­til they reach the end of the long line.

			As soon as they fin­ish milk­ing a beast, they change its po­s­i­tion, giv­ing it a fresh patch of grass on which to graze.

			Then they start on their way home, more slowly now, weighed down by the load of milk, the moth­er in front, the daugh­ter be­hind.

			Ab­ruptly the lat­ter halts, sets down her bur­den, sits down, and be­gins to cry.

			Ma­dame Malivoire, miss­ing the sound of steps be­hind her, turns round and is quite amazed.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” she said.

			Her daugh­ter Céleste, a tall girl with flam­ing red hair and flam­ing cheeks, flecked with freckles as though sparks of fire had fallen upon her face one day as she worked in the sun, mur­murs, moan­ing softly, like a beaten child:

			“I can’t carry the milk any fur­ther.”

			Her moth­er looked at her sus­pi­ciously.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you?” she re­peated.

			“It drags too heavy, I can’t,” replied Céleste, who had col­lapsed and was ly­ing on the ground between the two pails, hid­ing her eyes in her ap­ron.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, then?” said her moth­er for the third time. The girl moaned:

			“I guess there’s a baby on the way.” And she broke in­to sobs.

			The old wo­man now in her turn set down her load, so amazed that she could find noth­ing to say. At last she stammered:

			“You … you … you’re go­ing to have a baby, you clod! How can that be?”

			The Malivoires were pros­per­ous farm­ers, wealthy and of a cer­tain po­s­i­tion, widely re­spec­ted, good busi­ness folk, of some im­port­ance in the dis­trict.

			“I guess I am, all the same,” faltered Céleste.

			The frightened moth­er looked at the weep­ing girl grov­el­ling at her feet. After a few seconds she cried:

			“You’re go­ing to have a baby! A baby! Where did you get it, you slut?”

			Céleste, shaken with emo­tion, mur­mured:

			“I guess it was in Polyte’s coach.”

			The old wo­man tried to un­der­stand, tried to ima­gine, to real­ise who could have brought this mis­for­tune upon her daugh­ter. If the lad was well off and of de­cent po­s­i­tion, an ar­range­ment might be come to. It wasn’t so bad, yet. Céleste was not the first to be in the same way, but it was an­noy­ing all the same, see­ing their po­s­i­tion and the way people talked.

			“And who was it, you slut?” she re­peated.

			Céleste, re­solved to make a clean breast of it, stammered:

			“I guess it was Polyte.”

			At that Ma­dame Malivoire, mad with rage, rushed upon her daugh­ter and began to beat her with such fury that her hat fell off in the ef­fort.

			With great blows of the fist she struck her on the head, on the back, all over her body; Céleste, pros­trate between the two pails, which af­forded her some slight pro­tec­tion, shiel­ded just her face with her hands.

			All the cows, dis­turbed, had stopped graz­ing and turned round, star­ing with their great eyes. The last one mooed, stretch­ing out its muzzle to­wards the wo­men.

			After beat­ing her daugh­ter till she was out of breath, Ma­dame Malivoire stopped, ex­hausted; her spir­its re­viv­ing a little, she tried to get a thor­ough un­der­stand­ing of the situ­ation.

			“—Polyte! Lord save us, it’s not pos­sible! How could you, with a car­ri­er? You must have lost your wits. He must have played you a trick, the good-for-noth­ing!”

			Céleste, still pros­trate, mur­mured in the dust:

			“I didn’t pay my fare!”

			And the old Nor­man wo­man un­der­stood.

			Every week, on Wed­nes­day and on Sat­urday, Céleste went to town with the farm pro­duce, poultry, cream, and eggs.

			She star­ted at sev­en with her two huge bas­kets on her arm, the dairy pro­duce in one, the chick­ens in the oth­er, and went to the main road to wait for the coach to Yvetot.

			She set down her wares and sat in the ditch, while the chick­ens with their short poin­ted beaks and the ducks with their broad flat bills thrust their heads between the wick­er bars and looked about them with their round, stu­pid, sur­prised eyes.

			Soon the bus, a sort of yel­low box with a black leath­er cap on the top, came up, jerking and quiv­er­ing with the trot­ting of the old white horse.

			Polyte the coach­man, a big jolly fel­low, stout though still young, and so burnt up by sun and wind, soaked by rain, and col­oured with brandy that his face and neck were brick-red, cracked his whip and shouted from the dis­tance:

			“Morn­ing, Mam’zelle Céleste. In good health, I hope?”

			She gave him her bas­kets, one after the oth­er, which he stowed in the boot; then she got in, lift­ing her leg high up to reach the step, and ex­pos­ing a sturdy leg clad in a blue stock­ing.

			Every time Polyte re­peated the same joke: “Clumsy; it’s not got any thin­ner.”

			She laughed, think­ing it funny.

			Then he uttered a “Gee up, old girl!” which star­ted off the thin horse. Then Céleste, reach­ing for her purse in the depths of her pock­et, slowly took out five­pence, three­pence for her­self and two­pence for the bas­kets, and handed them to Polyte over his shoulder.

			He took them, say­ing:

			“Aren’t we go­ing to have our little bit of sport today?”

			And he laughed heart­ily, turn­ing round to­wards her so as to stare at her at his ease.

			She found it a big ex­pense, the half-franc for a jour­ney of two miles. And when she had no cop­pers she felt it still more keenly; it was hard to make up her mind to part with a sil­ver coin. One day, as she was pay­ing, she asked:

			“From a good cus­tom­er like me you oughtn’t to take more than three­pence.”

			He burst out laugh­ing.

			“Three­pence, my beauty; why, you’re worth more than that.”

			She in­sisted on the point.

			“But you make a good two francs a month out of me.”

			He whipped up his horse and ex­claimed:

			“Look here, I’m an ob­li­ging fel­low! We’ll call it quits for a bit of sport.”

			“What do you mean?” she asked with an air of in­no­cence.

			He was so amused that he laughed till he coughed.

			“A bit of sport is a bit of sport, damn it; a game for a lad and a lass, a dance for two without mu­sic.”

			She un­der­stood, blushed, and de­clared:

			“I don’t care for that sort of game, Mon­sieur Polyte.”

			But he was in no way abashed, and re­peated, with grow­ing mer­ri­ment:

			“You’ll come to it some day, my beauty, a bit of sport for a lad and a lass!”

			And since that day he had taken to ask­ing her, each time that she paid her fare:

			“Aren’t we go­ing to have our bit of sport today?”

			She, too, joked about it by this time, and replied:

			“Not today, Mon­sieur Polyte, but Sat­urday, for cer­tain!”

			And amid peals of laughter he answered:

			“Sat­urday then, my beauty.”

			But in­wardly she cal­cu­lated that, dur­ing the two years the af­fair had been go­ing on, she had paid Polyte forty-eight whole francs, and in the coun­try forty-eight francs is not a sum which can be picked up on the road­side; she also cal­cu­lated that in two more years she would have paid nearly a hun­dred francs.

			To such pur­pose she med­it­ated that, one spring day as they jogged on alone, when he made his cus­tom­ary in­quiry: “Aren’t we go­ing to have our bit of sport yet?” she replied:

			“Yes, if you like, Mon­sieur Polyte.”

			He was not at all sur­prised, and clambered over the back of his seat, mur­mur­ing with a com­pla­cent air:

			“Come along, then. I knew you’d come to it some day.”

			The old white horse trot­ted so gently that she seemed to be dan­cing upon the same spot, deaf to the voice which cried at in­ter­vals, from the depths of the vehicle: “Gee up, old girl! Gee up, then!”

			Three months later Céleste dis­covered that she was go­ing to have a child.

			

			All this she had told her moth­er in a tear­ful voice. Pale with fury, the old wo­man asked:

			“Well, what did it cost?”

			“Four months; that makes eight francs, doesn’t it?” replied Céleste.

			At that the peas­ant wo­man’s fury was ut­terly un­leashed, and, fall­ing once more upon her daugh­ter, she beat her a second time un­til she was out of breath. Then she rose and said:

			“Have you told him about the baby?”

			“No, of course not.”

			“Why haven’t you told him?”

			“Be­cause very likely he’d have made me pay for all the free rides!”

			The old wo­man pondered awhile, then picked up her milk pails.

			“Come on, get up, and try to walk home,” she said, and, after a pause, con­tin­ued:

			“And don’t tell him as long as he doesn’t no­tice any­thing, and we’ll make six or eight months’ fares out of him.”

			And Céleste, who had ris­en, still cry­ing, dishevelled and swollen round the eyes, star­ted off again with drag­ging steps, mur­mur­ing:

			“Of course I won’t say a word.”

		
	
		
			Fear

			The train rushed through the shad­ows.

			I was alone, fa­cing an old gen­tle­man who was look­ing out of the win­dow. There was a strong smell of dis­in­fect­ant in this P.L.M. car­riage, which must have come from Mar­seilles.

			It was a moon­less, air­less, burn­ing night. There were no stars to be seen, and the wind of the leap­ing train blew in our faces, warm, soft, op­press­ive and stifling.

			We had left Par­is three hours be­fore, and we were ap­proach­ing the heart of France, without catch­ing a glimpse of the coun­try we were cross­ing.

			All at once a fant­ast­ic ap­par­i­tion rushed in­to sight. There was a wood, and a big fire lit there, and two men stand­ing round it.

			We saw it for an in­stant: they looked like two tramps, in rags, reddened by the glare from the fire, with their bearded faces turned to­wards us, and all round them, like the set­ting of a play, rose the green trees; they were a bright and shin­ing green, the vivid light re­flec­ted from the flames struck across the trunks, and the thick leaf­age was barred and stabbed and splashed by the light spread­ing through it.

			Then the dark­ness swept back again.

			It cer­tainly was the strangest of vis­ions. What were those two wan­der­ers do­ing in that forest? Why a fire on this suf­foc­at­ing night?

			My neigh­bour took out his watch and said:

			“It is ex­actly mid­night, sir: we have just seen a strange thing.”

			I agreed; we fell in­to con­ver­sa­tion and tried to ima­gine what these per­sons could be: crim­in­als burn­ing evid­ence or sor­cer­ers pre­par­ing a philtre? You don’t light a fire in a forest at mid­night, and in the height of sum­mer, to boil soup. So what were they do­ing? We could not reach any likely ex­plan­a­tion.

			And my neigh­bour began to talk. He was an old man, whose pro­fes­sion I found it im­possible to guess. He was cer­tainly an ec­cent­ric, highly cul­tured, and he seemed per­haps a little mad.

			But is it al­ways pos­sible to say who are the wise and who are the fools in this life where reas­on is of­ten called stu­pid­ity and folly geni­us?

			He said:

			“I am glad to have seen that. For a brief space of time I ex­per­i­enced a for­got­ten sen­sa­tion.

			“How dis­turb­ing the world must have been in the old days when it was full of mys­tery!

			“With each veil lif­ted from the un­known world, the hu­man ima­gin­a­tion is laid waste a little farther. You, sir, don’t feel that the night is very empty and filled with a tire­somely com­mon­place dark­ness, since it was robbed of its ap­par­i­tions.

			“ ‘No more fantasy,’ they say, ‘no more strange be­liefs, all the in­ex­plic­able is ex­plic­able. The su­per­nat­ur­al sinks like a lake emp­tied by a canal; day by day sci­ence nar­rows the bound­ar­ies of the mar­vel­lous.’

			“I, sir, I be­long to the old race, to those who love to be­lieve. I be­long to the old simple race that is used to be­ing baffled, used to not in­vest­ig­at­ing and to not know­ing. That de­lights in be­ing sur­roun­ded by mys­ter­ies and shrinks from the simple and bru­tal truth.

			“Yes, sir, we have laid waste the ima­gin­a­tion by sup­press­ing the in­vis­ible. I see our earth today as a for­saken world, empty and bare. The be­liefs that flung a veil of po­etry over it are gone.

			“How I should like—when I go out at night—to shiver with the mor­tal ter­ror that makes old wo­men cross them­selves when they pass the grave­yard wall and the last few su­per­sti­tious folk run be­fore the weird wan­der­ing lights and the strange mists from the marshes! How I should like to be­lieve in some vague ter­ri­fy­ing thing that I thought I felt slip­ping past me in the dark­ness!

			“How sombre and ter­rible the shad­ows of even­ing must have been in the old days, when they were full of un­known fab­ulous be­ings, evil wan­der­ing spir­its who took un­fore­seen shapes and froze the heart with dread! Their oc­cult power was quite bey­ond the grasp of our minds and they drew near with in­ev­it­able feet.

			“When the su­per­nat­ur­al dis­ap­peared, true fear dis­ap­peared from the earth too, for we are truly afraid only of what we do not un­der­stand. Vis­ible dangers can move, dis­turb, ter­rify. But what is that com­pared with the over­whelm­ing ter­ror that fills your mind when you ex­pect to meet a wan­der­ing ghost, or suf­fer the cling­ing arms of a dead man, or see run­ning on you one of those fright­ful beasts in­ven­ted by man’s fear? The dark seems light to me, now that it is no longer haunted.

			“And the proof of all this is that if we sud­denly found ourselves alone in that wood, we should be pur­sued by the vis­ion of the two strange be­ings who have just ap­peared to us in the glare of their fire, rather than by dread of any real danger at all.

			

			“We are truly afraid,” he re­peated, “only of what we do not un­der­stand.”

			A sud­den memory woke in my mind, the memory of a story told us one Sunday by Tour­geniev, in Gust­ave Flaubert’s house.

			I don’t know wheth­er he had writ­ten it in any of his books.

			No one was more subtly able to thrill us with a sug­ges­tion of the veiled un­known world than the great Rus­si­an storyteller, or to re­veal—in the half-light of a strange tale—un­cer­tain, un­cer­tain, dis­turb­ing, threat­en­ing things.

			In his books we are sharply aware of that vague fear of the In­vis­ible, the fear of the un­known thing be­hind the wall, be­hind the door, be­hind the ex­tern­al world. Per­il­ous gleams of light break on us, as we read, re­veal­ing just enough to add to our mor­tal fear.

			He seems some­times to be show­ing us the in­ner mean­ing of strange co­in­cid­ences, the un­ex­pec­ted con­nec­tion between cir­cum­stances that were ap­par­ently for­tu­it­ous and really guided by a hid­den ma­li­cious will. In his books we can ima­gine we feel an im­per­cept­ible hand guid­ing us through life in a mys­ter­i­ous way, as through a shift­ing dream whose mean­ing we nev­er grasp.

			He does not rush boldly in­to the su­per­nat­ur­al world like Edgar Poe or Hoff­mann, he tells simple stor­ies and a sense of some­thing a little un­cer­tain and a little un­easy creeps some­how in­to them.

			That day he used those very words: “We are truly afraid only of what we do not un­der­stand.”

			Arms hanging down, legs stretched out and re­laxed, hair quite white, he was sit­ting or rather loun­ging in a large arm­chair, drowned in that flow­ing tide of beard and sil­very hair that gave him the air of an Etern­al Fath­er or a River God from Ovid.

			He spoke slowly, with a cer­tain in­dol­ence which lent a charm to his phrases, and a rather hes­it­at­ing and awk­ward man­ner of speak­ing which em­phas­ised the vivid right­ness of his words. His wide pale eyes, like the eyes of a child, re­flec­ted all the chan­ging fan­cies of his mind. This is what he told us:

			

			He was hunt­ing, as a young man, in a Rus­si­an forest. He had tramped all day, and to­wards the end of the af­ter­noon he reached the edge of a quiet river.

			It ran un­der the trees, and among the trees, filled with float­ing grasses, deep, cold and clear.

			An over­mas­ter­ing de­sire seized the hunter to fling him­self in­to this trans­par­ent wa­ter. He stripped and dived in­to the stream. He was a very tall and a very strong youth, act­ive, and a splen­did swim­mer.

			He let him­self float gently in great con­tent of mind, grasses and roots brushed past him and tendrils of creep­ing plants trailed lightly over his skin, thrill­ing him.

			Sud­denly a hand touched his shoulder.

			He turned round in startled won­der and saw a fright­ful creature star­ing hun­grily at him.

			It was like a wo­man or a mon­key. Its vast wrinkled grim­acing face smiled at him. Two name­less things, which must have been two breasts, floated in front of it, and its mass of tangled hair, burnt by the sun, hung round its face and fell down its back.

			Tour­geniev felt a pier­cing and ap­palling fear, the icy fear of the su­per­nat­ur­al.

			Without paus­ing to re­flect, without think­ing or un­der­stand­ing, he began to swim frantic­ally to­wards the bank. But the mon­ster swam quick­er still, and touched his neck, his back and his legs with little cack­lings of de­light. Mad with ter­ror, the young man reached the bank at last, and tore at full speed through the wood, with nev­er a thought of re­cov­er­ing his clothes and his gun.

			The fright­ful creature fol­lowed him, run­ning as quickly as he did and growl­ing all the time.

			Spent and sick with fear, the fu­git­ive was ready to drop to the ground when a boy who was watch­ing his goats ran up, armed with a whip; he laid it about the fear­some hu­man beast who ran away howl­ing with grief. And Tour­geniev saw her dis­ap­pear among the leaves of the trees, like a fe­male gor­illa.

			It was a mad­wo­man, who had lived in this wood for thirty years, on the char­ity of the shep­herds, and who spent half her days swim­ming in the river.

			The great Rus­si­an writer ad­ded: “I have nev­er felt such fear in my life, be­cause I could not ima­gine what this mon­ster could be.”

			

			I re­lated this ad­ven­ture to my com­pan­ion, and he replied:

			“Yes, we are afraid only of what we do not un­der­stand. We only truly ex­per­i­ence that fright­ful spir­itu­al con­vul­sion which we call dread when our fear is touched with the su­per­sti­tious ter­ror of past ages. I my­self have suffered this dread in all its hor­ror, and that over some­thing so simple and so stu­pid that I hardly dare tell you about it.

			“I was trav­el­ling in Brit­tany, alone and on foot. I had walked across Fin­istère, des­ol­ate moors, bare earth where noth­ing will grow but the gorse that grows be­side great sac­red stone pil­lars. The even­ing be­fore, I had seen the men­acing head­land of Raz, the end of the old world, where two oceans, the At­lantic and the Chan­nel, forever surge and break; my mind was full of le­gends, stor­ies read or told in this coun­try of cred­u­lous and su­per­sti­tious folk.

			“I was walk­ing at night from Pen­march to Pontl’Ab­bé. Do you know Pen­march? A flat shore, ut­terly flat, very low-ly­ing, seem­ing lower than the sea. Wherever you look you see the grey threat­en­ing sea, full of rocks slavered with foam, like ra­ging beasts.

			“I had dined in a fish­er­man’s inn, and I had taken the road to the right, between two moors. It was grow­ing very dark.

			“Now and then a Druid stone, stand­ing like a phantom, seemed to look at me as I passed, and a vague fear slowly took hold of me: fear of what? I had not the least idea. It was one of the even­ings when the wind of passing spir­its blows on your face, and your soul shud­ders and knows not why, and your heart beats in be­wildered ter­ror of some in­vis­ible thing, that ter­ror whose passing I re­gret.

			“The road seemed very long to me, in­ter­min­ably long and empty.

			“There was no sound but the thun­der of the waves down be­low, at my back; and some­times the mono­ton­ous sin­is­ter sound seemed quite close, so close that I ima­gined the waves were at my heels, ra­cing over the plain, and foam­ing as they came, and I felt a wild im­pulse to save my­self from them, to run for my life be­fore their on­rush.

			“The wind, a little wind that blew in gusts, whistled through the gorse all round me. And quickly as I went, my arms and legs were cold with the hor­rid cold of mor­tal fear.

			“Oh, how I longed to meet someone!

			“It was so black that now I could hardly make out the road.

			“And sud­denly I heard a rolling sound, a long way in front of me. ‘That’s a car­riage,’ I thought. Then I heard noth­ing more.

			“A mo­ment later I dis­tinctly heard the same noise again, near­er now.

			“I saw no light, how­ever, and I said to my­self: ‘They have no lan­tern. There’s noth­ing to be sur­prised at in that, in this wild dis­trict.’

			“The noise stopped once more, then began again. It was too shrill to be made by a wag­on; and be­sides I did not hear the sound of a horse trot­ting, which sur­prised me, for the night was very still.

			“ ‘What can it be?’ I wondered.

			“It was ap­proach­ing swiftly, very swiftly! I was sure now that I could hear only one wheel—no clat­ter of hoofs or feet—noth­ing. What could it be?

			“It was close now, quite close; promp­ted by a quite in­stinct­ive fear, I flung my­self down in a ditch and I saw pass right by me a wheel­bar­row run­ning all by it­self—no one was push­ing it—yes, a wheel­bar­row—all by it­self.

			“My heart began such a vi­ol­ent leap­ing that I lay help­less on the grass, listen­ing to the rolling of the wheel, which drew farther and farther away, go­ing down to the sea. And I dared neither get up nor walk nor stir hand or foot; for if it had come back, if it had fol­lowed me, I should have died of ter­ror.

			“I was a long time be­fore I re­covered my­self, a very long time. And I covered the rest of the road in such agony of mind that the least noise stopped the breath in my throat.

			“You think it idi­ot­ic? But how ter­ri­fy­ing! Think­ing it over af­ter­wards, I un­der­stood what it was; a bare­footed child must have been push­ing the wheel­bar­row, and I had been ex­pect­ing to see the head of a man of or­din­ary height.

			“You can un­der­stand it … fear of some su­per­nat­ur­al hap­pen­ing has crept in­to one’s mind—a wheel­bar­row run­ning—all by it­self. How ter­ri­fy­ing!”

			He was si­lent for a mo­ment, then ad­ded:

			“Be­lieve me, sir, we are watch­ing a strange and ter­rible spec­tacle—this in­va­sion of chol­era.

			“You can smell the dis­in­fect­ant pois­on­ing the whole air in these car­riages; it means that some­where it is lurk­ing.

			“You should see Toulouse now. Go there, and you can feel that He is there. And it is no mere fear of dis­ease that dis­tracts the townspeople. The chol­era is some­thing more than that, it is the Un­seen, it is one of the an­cient plagues, a sort of malevol­ent spir­it that has come back to the world, and astounds us as much as it ter­ri­fies us be­cause it seems to be­long to a lost age.

			“The doc­tors make me laugh with their mi­crobe. It is no in­sect that drives men to such a pitch of ter­ror that they will jump out of the win­dows; it is chol­era, the in­ex­plic­able and ter­rible be­ing come from the re­cesses of the East.

			“Walk through Toulouse and see them dan­cing in the streets.

			“Why do men dance in days when death is abroad? They let off fire­works in the fields round the town; they light bon­fires, or­ches­tras play gay mu­sic on all the pub­lic prom­en­ades.

			“Why this mad­ness?

			“It is be­cause He is present: they are de­fy­ing now, not the Mi­crobe, but Chol­era; they want to swag­ger past Him, as they might swag­ger past an am­bushed en­emy spy. It is for Him that they dance, and laugh and shout and light fires and play waltzes, for Him, the An­gel of De­struc­tion, lurk­ing in every place, un­seen, threat­en­ing, like one of those old evil jinns con­jured up by bar­bar­ic priests. …”

		
	
		
			The Return

			The sea is fret­ting the shore with small re­cur­ring waves. Small white clouds pass rap­idly across the wide blue sky, swept along like birds by the swift wind; and the vil­lage, in a fold of a val­ley which des­cends to the sea, lies drows­ing in the sun. By the side of the road, at the very en­trance to the vil­lage, stands the lonely dwell­ing of the Mar­tin-Lévesques. It is a small fish­er­man’s cot­tage with clay walls and a roof of thatch made gay with tufts of blue iris. There is a square patch of front garden the size of a pock­et-handker­chief, con­tain­ing onions, some cab­bages, pars­ley, and chev­ril, and sep­ar­ated from the road by a hedge.

			The man is away fish­ing, and his wife is sit­ting in front of the house, mend­ing the meshes of a large brown net spread upon the wall like a gi­gant­ic spider’s web. A little girl of four­teen is sit­ting near the gate in a cane chair tilted back and sup­por­ted against the fence; she is mend­ing lin­en, miser­able stuff already well darned and patched. An­oth­er girl a year young­er is rock­ing in her arms a tiny child still too young to walk or talk, and two mites of two and three are squat­ting on the ground, op­pos­ite each oth­er, dig­ging in the earth with clumsy fin­gers and throw­ing hand­fuls of dust in one an­oth­er’s faces.

			No one speaks. Only the baby that is be­ing rocked to sleep cries in­cess­antly in a weak, thin, small voice. A cat is asleep on the win­dowsill; some faded pinks at the foot of the wall make a fine patch of white blos­som, over which hov­ers a drowsy swarm of flies.

			The little girl sew­ing by the gate cries out ab­ruptly:

			“Moth­er!”

			“What is it?” her moth­er an­swers.

			“He’s here again.”

			Ever since the morn­ing they have been un­easy, for a man has been prowl­ing round the house, an old man who looks like a beg­gar. They saw him as they were tak­ing their fath­er to his ship, to see him on board. He was sit­ting in the ditch op­pos­ite their gate. Then, when they came back from the sea­shore, they saw him still look­ing at the house.

			He looked ill and very wretched. For more than an hour he had not stirred; then, see­ing that they looked on him as a bad char­ac­ter, he had got up and gone off, drag­ging one leg be­hind him.

			But be­fore long they had seen him re­turn with his weary limp, and he had sat down again, a little farther off this time, as though to spy upon them.

			The moth­er and the little girls were afraid. The moth­er was par­tic­u­larly un­easy, for she was by nature tim­id, and her hus­band, Lévesque, was not due back from the sea be­fore night­fall.

			Her hus­band’s name was Lévesque, and hers was Mar­tin, and the pair had been bap­tised Mar­tin-Lévesque. This is why: her first hus­band had been a sail­or named Mar­tin who went every sum­mer to the New­found­land cod-fish­er­ies. After two years of mar­ried life she had borne him a little daugh­ter and was six months gone with an­oth­er child, when her hus­band’s ship, the Two Sis­ters, a three-masted barque from Dieppe, dis­ap­peared.

			No news of it was ever heard, no mem­ber of the crew re­turned, and it was thought lost with all hands.

			For ten years Ma­dame Mar­tin waited for her man, hav­ing a hard struggle to bring up the two chil­dren. Then, as she was a fine strong wo­man, a loc­al fish­er­man named Lévesque, a wid­ower with one son, asked her to marry him. She con­sen­ted, and bore him two oth­er chil­dren in three years.

			Their life was hard and la­bor­i­ous. Bread was dear, and meat al­most un­known in the house­hold. Some­times they were in debt to the baker, in the winter, dur­ing the stormy months. But the chil­dren grew up strong; the neigh­bours said:

			“They’re good folk, the Mar­tin-Lévesques. She’s as hard as nails, and there’s no bet­ter fish­er­man than Lévesque.”

			The little girl sit­ting by the fence went on:

			“He looks as though he knew us. Per­haps he’s some beg­gar from Épre­ville or Auzebosc.”

			But the moth­er was sure of the truth. No, no, he wasn’t a loc­al man, that was cer­tain.

			As he re­mained mo­tion­less as a log, his eyes fixed ob­stin­ately upon the cot­tage, Ma­dame Mar­tin lost her tem­per; fear lend­ing her cour­age, she seized a spade and went out in front of the gate.

			“What are you do­ing there?” she cried to the vag­a­bond.

			“I’m tak­ing the air,” he replied in a hoarse voice. “Am I do­ing you any harm?”

			“What are you play­ing the spy for round my house?” she replied.

			“I’m do­ing no one any harm,” he answered. “Can’t I sit down by the road­side?”

			Not find­ing an an­swer, she went back in­to the house.

			Slowly the day dragged by. Round about mid­day the man dis­ap­peared. But near five o’clock he wandered past once more. He was not seen again that even­ing.

			Lévesque came home at night­fall and was told of the af­fair.

			“Some dirty ras­cal slink­ing about the place,” he de­cided.

			He went to bed with no anxi­ety, while his wife dreamed of this tramp who had stared at her with such strange eyes.

			When dawn came a gale was blow­ing, and the sail­or, see­ing that he could not put out to sea, helped his wife to mend the nets.

			About nine o’clock the eld­est girl, one of Mar­tin’s chil­dren, who had gone out for some bread, ran in with a scared face, and cried:

			“He’s back again, moth­er.”

			Her moth­er felt a prick of ex­cite­ment; very pale, she said to her hus­band:

			“Go and tell him not to spy on us like this, Lévesque; it’s fairly get­ting on my nerves.”

			Lévesque was a big fish­er­man with a brick-red face, a thick red beard, blue eyes with gleam­ing black pu­pils, and a strong neck al­ways well wrapped up in a wool­len scarf, to pro­tect him from the wind and rain of the open sea. He went out calmly and marched up to the tramp.

			And they began to talk.

			The moth­er and chil­dren watched from the dis­tance, trem­bling with ex­cite­ment.

			Sud­denly the un­known man got up and ac­com­pan­ied Lévesque to­wards the house.

			Ma­dame Mar­tin re­coiled from him in ter­ror. Her hus­band said:

			“Give him a bit of bread and a mug of cider; he hasn’t had a bite since the day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			The two of them entered the cot­tage, fol­lowed by the wo­man and the chil­dren. The tramp sat down and began to eat, his head lowered be­fore their gaze.

			The moth­er stood and stared at him; the two eld­est daugh­ters, Mar­tin’s chil­dren, leaned against the door, one of them hold­ing the young­est child, and stared eagerly at him. The two mites sit­ting among the cinders in the fire­place stopped play­ing with the black pot, as though to join in gap­ing at the stranger.

			Lévesque sat down and asked him:

			“Then you’ve come from far?”

			“From Cette.”

			“On foot, like that?”

			“Yes. When you’ve no money, you must.”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“I was go­ing here.”

			“Know any­one in these parts?”

			“Maybe.”

			They were si­lent. He ate slowly, al­though raven­ous, and took a sip of cider between each mouth­ful of bread. His face was worn and wrinkled, full of hol­lows, and he had the air of a man who has suffered greatly.

			Lévesque asked him ab­ruptly:

			“What’s your name?”

			He answered without rais­ing his head:

			“My name is Mar­tin.”

			A strange shud­der ran through the moth­er. She made a step for­ward as though to get a closer view of the vag­a­bond, and re­mained stand­ing in front of him, her arms hanging down and her mouth open. No one spoke an­oth­er word. At last Lévesque said:

			“Are you from these parts?”

			“Yes, I’m from these parts.”

			And as he at last raised his head, his eyes met the wo­man’s and re­mained gaz­ing at them; it was as though their glances were riv­eted to­geth­er.

			Sud­denly she said in an altered voice, low and trem­bling:

			“Is it you, hus­band?”

			“Yes, it’s me,” he said slowly.

			He did not move, but con­tin­ued to munch his bread.

			Lévesque, sur­prised rather than ex­cited, stammered:

			“It’s you, Mar­tin?”

			“Yes, it’s me,” said the oth­er simply.

			“Where have you come from?” asked the second hus­band.

			He told his story:

			“From the coast of Africa. We foundered on a reef. Three of us got away, Pi­card, Vat­inel, and me.

			“Then we were caught by sav­ages, who kept us twelve years. Pi­card and Vat­inel are dead. An Eng­lish trav­el­ler res­cued me and brought me back to Cette. And here I am.”

			Ma­dame Mar­tin had be­gun to cry, hid­ing her face in her ap­ron.

			“What are we to do now?” said Lévesque.

			“Is it you that’s her hus­band?” asked Mar­tin.

			“Yes, it’s me,” replied Lévesque.

			They looked at one an­oth­er and were si­lent.

			Then Mar­tin turned to the circle of chil­dren round him and, nod­ding to­wards the two girls, asked:

			“Are they mine?”

			“Yes, they’re yours,” said Lévesque.

			He did not get up; he did not kiss them. He only said:

			“God, they’re big!”

			“What are we to do?” re­peated Lévesque.

			Mar­tin, per­plexed, had no idea. Fi­nally he made up his mind:

			“I’ll do as you wish. I don’t want to wrong you. But it’s an­noy­ing when I think of the house. I’ve two chil­dren, you’ve three; let’s each keep our own. As for the moth­er, is she yours, or shall I have her? I agree to whatever you like, but as for the house, that’s mine, for my fath­er left it me, I was born in it, and the law­yer’s got the pa­pers about it.”

			Ma­dame Mar­tin was still cry­ing, stifling her short gasps in the blue can­vas of her ap­ron. The two tall girls had drawn near­er and were look­ing un­eas­ily at their fath­er.

			He had fin­ished eat­ing, and said in his turn:

			“What are we to do?”

			Lévesque had an idea:

			“We must get the rect­or. He’ll de­cide.”

			Mar­tin rose, and as he went to­wards his wife she flung her­self upon his breast, sob­bing:

			“It’s you, hus­band! Mar­tin, my poor Mar­tin, it’s you!”

			She held him in her arms, sud­denly stirred by a breath of the past, by an an­guished rush of memor­ies that re­minded her of her youth and of her first kisses.

			Mar­tin, much af­fected, kissed her bon­net. The two chil­dren by the fire­place both began to cry when they heard their moth­er cry, and the young­est of all, in the arms of the young­er Mar­tin daugh­ter, howled in a shrill voice like a fife out of tune.

			Lévesque stood up and waited.

			“Come on,” he said. “We must get it put straight.”

			Mar­tin let go of his wife and, as he was look­ing at his two daugh­ters, their moth­er said:

			“You might kiss your da.”

			They came up to­geth­er, dry-eyed, sur­prised, a little frightened. He kissed them one after an­oth­er, on both cheeks, with a loud, smack­ing kiss. The baby, see­ing the stranger draw near, screamed so vi­ol­ently that it nearly fell in­to con­vul­sions.

			Then the two men went out to­geth­er.

			As they passed the Café du Com­merce, Lévesque asked:

			“How about a little drink?”

			“Yes, I could do with some,” de­clared Mar­tin. They went in and sat down in the room, which was still empty. Lévesque shouted:

			“Hey, there, Chicot, two double brandies, and the best! It’s Mar­tin, he’s come back; Mar­tin, you know, my wife’s man; Mar­tin of the Two Sis­ters, that was lost.”

			The bar­man came up, three glasses in one hand and a pitch­er of wa­ter in the oth­er, a red-faced, podgy, pot­bel­lied man. In a calm voice he asked:

			“Ah! Here you are, then, are you, Mar­tin?”

			Mar­tin answered:

			“Yes, here I am.”

		
	
		
			The Tomb

			On the sev­en­teenth of Ju­ly, eight­een hun­dred and eighty-three, at half past two o’clock in the morn­ing, the care­taker of Bézi­ers cemetery, who lived in a little house at the end of the bury­ing ground, was awakened by the yelp­ing of his dog, which was locked in the kit­chen.

			He im­me­di­ately went down­stairs, and saw that the an­im­al was scent­ing some­thing un­der the door and bark­ing furi­ously, as though some tramp had been prowl­ing about the house. Vin­cent, the care­taker, took up his gun and went out cau­tiously.

			His dog ran off in the dir­ec­tion of Gen­er­al Bon­net’s Av­en­ue and stopped short in front of Madam Tomoiseau’s monu­ment.

			The care­taker, ad­van­cing cau­tiously, soon no­ticed a dim light in the dir­ec­tion of Malen­vers Av­en­ue. He slipped in amongst the tomb­stones and wit­nessed a most hor­rible deed of de­sec­ra­tion.

			A young man had dis­in­terred the corpse of a young wo­man, bur­ied the day be­fore, and he was drag­ging it out of the grave.

			A small dark lan­tern, placed on a pile of earth, lit up this hideous scene.

			Vin­cent, the care­taker, pounced upon the crim­in­al, felled him to the ground, bound his hands and took him to the po­lice sta­tion.

			He was a young, law­yer from the city, rich and well thought of. His name was Courba­taille.

			He was tried. The pub­lic pro­sec­utor re­called the mon­strous deeds, com­mit­ted by Ser­geant Ber­trand, and aroused the audi­ence.

			The crowd was thrilled with in­dig­na­tion. As soon as the ma­gis­trate sat down the cry arose: “Put him to death! Put him to death!” The pres­id­ent had great dif­fi­culty in restor­ing si­lence.

			Then he said, in a ser­i­ous tone of voice: “Ac­cused, what have you to say in your de­fence?”

			Courba­taille, who had re­fused coun­sel, arose. He was a hand­some youth, large, dark, with an open coun­ten­ance, strong fea­tures, and a fear­less eye.

			The crowd began to hiss.

			He was not dis­con­cer­ted, but com­menced speak­ing with a slightly husky voice, a little low in the be­gin­ning, but gradu­ally gain­ing in strength:

			“Your Hon­our,

			“Gen­tle­men of the jury,

			“I have very little to say. The wo­man whose tomb I vi­ol­ated was my mis­tress. I loved her.

			“I loved her, not with a sen­su­al love, not simply from kind­ness of soul and heart, but with an ab­so­lute, per­fect love, with mad pas­sion.

			“Listen to what I have to say:

			“When I first met her, I felt a strange sen­sa­tion on see­ing her. It was not as­ton­ish­ment, nor ad­mir­a­tion, for it was not what is called love at first sight, but it was a de­light­ful sen­sa­tion, as though I had been plunged in a tep­id bath. Her move­ments cap­tiv­ated me, her voice en­chanted me, it gave me in­fin­ite pleas­ure to watch everything about her. It also seemed to me that I had known her for a long time, that I had seen her be­fore. She seemed to have some of my spir­it with­in her.

			“She seemed to me like an an­swer to an ap­peal from my soul, to this vague and con­tinu­ous ap­peal which forces us to­ward Hope through­out the whole course of our lives.

			“When I be­came a little bet­ter ac­quain­ted with her, the mere thought of see­ing her again filled me with a deep and ex­quis­ite agit­a­tion; the touch of her hand in mine was such a joy to me that I had nev­er ima­gined the like be­fore; her smile made my eyes shine with joy, and made me feel like run­ning about, dan­cing, rolling on the ground.

			“Then she be­came my mis­tress.

			“She was more than that to me, she was my life it­self. I hoped for noth­ing more on earth, I wished for noth­ing more, I longed for noth­ing more.

			“Well, one even­ing, as we were tak­ing a rather long walk by the bank of the stream, we were caught by the rain. She felt cold.

			“The next day she had in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs. Eight days later she died.

			“Dur­ing those dy­ing hours, as­ton­ish­ment and fear pre­ven­ted me from un­der­stand­ing or think­ing.

			“When she was dead, I was so stunned by bru­tal des­pair that I was un­able to think. I wept.

			“Dur­ing all the hor­rible phases of in­ter­ment my wild, ex­cess­ive grief was the sor­row of a man be­side him­self, a sort of sen­su­al phys­ic­al grief.

			“Then when she was gone, when she was un­der the ground, my mind sud­denly be­came clear, and I passed through a train of men­tal suf­fer­ing so ter­rible that even the love she had giv­en me was dear at such a price.

			“Then I was seized with an ob­ses­sion.

			“I shall nev­er see her again.

			“After re­flect­ing on that for a whole day, it mad­dens you.

			“Think of it! A be­ing is there, one whom you ad­ore, a unique be­ing, for in the whole wide world there is no one who re­sembles her. This be­ing has giv­en her­self to you, with you she cre­ates this mys­ter­i­ous uni­on called love. Her glance seems to you vaster than space, more charm­ing than the world, her bright glance full of tender smiles. This be­ing loves you. When she speaks to you her voice over­whelms you with hap­pi­ness.

			“And sud­denly she dis­ap­pears! Think of it! She dis­ap­pears not only from your sight, but from every­body’s. She is dead. Do you un­der­stand what that word means? Nev­er, nev­er, nev­er more, nowhere, will this be­ing ex­ist. Those eyes will nev­er see again. Nev­er will this voice, nev­er will any voice like this, among hu­man voices, pro­nounce one word in the same way that she pro­nounced it.

			“There will nev­er be an­oth­er face born like hers. Nev­er, nev­er! The cast of statues is kept; the stamp that re­pro­duces ob­jects with the same out­lines and the same col­ours is pre­served. But this body and this face will nev­er be seen again on this earth. And still there will be born thou­sands of be­ings, mil­lions, thou­sands of mil­lions, and even more, and among all these wo­men there will nev­er be found one like her. Can that be pos­sible? It makes one mad to think of it!

			“She lived twenty years, no more, and she has dis­ap­peared forever, forever, forever! She thought, she smiled, she loved me. Now there is noth­ing more. The flies which die in the au­tumn are of as much im­port­ance as we in cre­ation. Noth­ing more! And I thought how her body, her fresh, warm body, so soft, so white, so beau­ti­ful, was rot­ting away in the depths of a box un­der the ground. And her soul, her mind, her love—where were they?

			“Nev­er to see her again! Nev­er again! My mind was haunted by the thought of that de­com­pos­ing body, which I, how­ever, might still re­cog­nize!

			“I set out with a shovel, a lan­tern and a ham­mer. I climbed over the cemetery wall. I found the hole where her grave was. It had not yet been en­tirely filled up. I un­covered the coffin, and raised one of the planks. An aw­ful odour, the ab­om­in­able breath of pu­tre­fac­tion, arose in my face. Oh, her bed, per­fumed with iris!

			“How­ever, I opened the coffin and thrust in my lighted lan­tern, and saw her. Her face was blue, swollen, hor­rible! Black li­quid had flowed from her mouth.

			“She! It was she! I was seized with hor­ror. But I put out my arm and caught her hair to pull this mon­strous face to­wards me! It was at that mo­ment I was ar­res­ted.

			“All night I car­ried with me, as one re­tains the per­fume of a wo­man after a sexu­al em­brace, the filthy smell of this pu­tre­fac­tion, the odour of my be­loved!

			“Do what you like with me.”

			A strange si­lence seemed to hang over the hall. People ap­peared to be await­ing some­thing more. The jury with­drew to de­lib­er­ate. When they re­turned after a few minutes, the ac­cused did not seem to have any fears, nor even any thoughts. In the tra­di­tion­al for­mula the judge in­formed him that his peers had found him not guilty.

			He did not make a move­ment, but the pub­lic ap­plauded.

		
	
		
			The Confession

			When Cap­tain Hec­tor-Mar­ie de Fon­tenne mar­ried Mlle. Laur­ine d’Es­telle, par­ents and friends were of the opin­ion that it was a most un­suit­able match.

			Mlle. Laur­ine, pretty, slender, fra­gile, fair and self-pos­sessed, had at twelve the as­sur­ance of a wo­man of thirty. She was one of those pre­co­cious little Parisi­ans who seem to have been born with a per­fect un­der­stand­ing of the art of life, equipped with every fem­in­ine wile, every in­tel­lec­tu­al au­da­city, and with the pro­found guile and sub­tlety of mind that makes cer­tain men and wo­men seem fated, how­ever they may act, to trick and de­ceive oth­ers. Their every ac­tion seems pre­med­it­ated, their every move cal­cu­lated, their every word care­fully weighed; their ex­ist­ence is only a part that they play to an audi­ence of their fel­low creatures.

			She was charm­ing too: bub­bling with laughter, laughter that she could neither re­strain nor mod­er­ate when she came across any­thing amus­ing or odd. She laughed in people’s faces in the most im­pudent way in the world, but so charm­ingly that no one was ever of­fen­ded.

			She was rich, im­mensely rich. A priest ac­ted as in­ter­me­di­ary to ar­range her mar­riage with Cap­tain de Fon­tenne. Edu­cated in a sem­in­ary, in the most aus­tere fash­ion, this of­ficer had brought to the re­gi­ment the man­ners of the cloister, the strict­est prin­ciples and an ar­mour-plated in­tol­er­ance. He was one of those men who be­come by an in­ev­it­able fate either saints or ni­hil­ists, over whose minds ideas ex­er­cise an ab­so­lute tyranny, whose be­liefs are nev­er shaken nor their res­ol­u­tions broken.

			He was a tall dark youth, grave, aus­tere, in­genu­ous, single-minded, curt and ob­stin­ate, one of those men who go through life with not the least un­der­stand­ing of its hid­den mean­ings, its halftones and its sub­tleties, guess­ing noth­ing, sus­pect­ing noth­ing, nev­er ad­mit­ting that any­one thinks, judges, be­lieves or acts oth­er­wise than they do them­selves.

			Mlle. Laur­ine saw him, read his char­ac­ter at a glance, and agreed to take him for her hus­band.

			They got on splen­didly to­geth­er. She was tact­ful, quick-wit­ted and subtle, able to ad­apt her­self to any role cir­cum­stances de­man­ded of her, di­li­gent in good works and ar­dent in pleas­ure, as­sidu­ous in her at­tend­ance at church and theatre, urbane and cor­rect, with a del­ic­ate sug­ges­tion of irony and a gleam that lurked in her eye when she was hold­ing grave con­verse with her grave hus­band. She re­lated to him the char­it­able en­ter­prises she un­der­took with all the priests of the par­ish and the neigh­bour­hood, and these pi­ous oc­cu­pa­tions provided her with an ex­cuse for stay­ing out from morn­ing till night.

			But some­times, in the very middle of re­cit­ing some char­it­able deed, she fell ab­ruptly in­to a wild fit of laughter, nervous and quite ir­re­press­ible laughter. Cap­tain de Fon­tenne was sur­prised and un­easy and a little shocked by the spec­tacle of his wife chok­ing with mirth. When she was re­cov­er­ing her self-con­trol he would ask: “Well, what is it, Laur­ine?” “It’s noth­ing,” she answered; “I just thought of an odd thing that happened to me.” And she would pro­ceed to tell him some tale or oth­er.

			

			Well, dur­ing the sum­mer of 1883, Cap­tain Hec­tor de Fon­tenne took part in the grand man­oeuvres of the 32nd Army Corps.

			One even­ing, when they were camp­ing in the out­skirts of a town, after ten days of liv­ing un­der can­vas and in the open coun­try, ten days of hard work and rough liv­ing, the cap­tain’s com­rades de­term­ined to stand them­selves a good din­ner.

			At first M. de Fon­tenne re­fused to ac­com­pany them; then, as his re­fus­al caused sur­prise, he agreed.

			His neigh­bour at table, Ma­jor de Faure, un­der cov­er of talk­ing about mil­it­ary op­er­a­tions, the only thing in which Cap­tain de Fon­tenne was pas­sion­ately in­ter­ested, filled his glass again and again. The day had been very warm, with a heavy, scorch­ing, thirsty heat; and Cap­tain de Fon­tenne went on drink­ing without think­ing what he did: he did not no­tice that, little by little, an un­wonted gaiety was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of him, a sharp heady ex­cite­ment. He was glad to be alive, full of waken­ing de­sires, new ap­pet­ites, vague long­ings.

			With the dessert, he was drunk. He talked, laughed, ges­tic­u­lated, com­pletely and clam­or­ously drunk, with the mad drunk­en­ness of your ha­bitu­ally quiet and ab­ste­mi­ous man.

			It was pro­posed to fin­ish the even­ing at the theatre: he ac­com­pan­ied his com­rades. One of them re­cog­nised an act­ress whose lov­er he had been; and a sup­per party was ar­ranged that in­cluded part of the fem­in­ine per­son­nel of the com­pany.

			Cap­tain de Fon­tenne woke up next morn­ing in a strange bed­room and in the arms of a little, fair-haired wo­man, who greeted him with: “Good morn­ing, dear­ie,” when she saw him open­ing his eyes.

			At first he did not real­ise what had happened; then, slowly, things came back to him—a little con­fus­ingly, how­ever.

			Then he got up without say­ing a word, dressed, and emp­tied his purse on the man­tel­piece.

			He was over­whelmed with shame at the vis­ion of him­self stand­ing, in uni­form, sword at his side, in this apart­ment room, with its shabby cur­tains and a stain-mottled couch of du­bi­ous as­pect: he dared not go away, nor walk down the stair­case where he would meet people, nor pass the con­ci­erge, and above all he dared not walk out in­to the street un­der the eyes of pass­ersby and neigh­bours.

			The wo­man con­tin­ued to re­it­er­ate: “What’s got you? Have you lost your tongue? You wagged it freely enough last night. You are a freak, you are!”

			He sa­luted her ce­re­mo­ni­ously, and sum­mon­ing up cour­age to get away, he strode back to his lodging, con­vinced that every­one knew by his man­ner, his bear­ing and his face that he was com­ing from a pros­ti­tute.

			

			And he was torn by re­morse, the tor­tur­ing re­morse of an aus­tere and scru­pu­lous man.

			He con­fessed and took the sac­ra­ment; but he was still sick at heart, ob­sessed by the re­mem­brance of his fall and a feel­ing that he owed a debt, a sac­red debt, to his wife.

			He did not see her un­til a month later, for she had been stay­ing with her par­ents, while the grand man­oeuvres took place.

			She came to him with open arms and a smile on her lips. He re­ceived her with the em­bar­rassed air of a guilty man, and al­most re­frained from speak­ing to her un­til the even­ing.

			As soon as they were alone to­geth­er, she asked him:

			“Well, what’s the mat­ter, darling? I find you very changed.”

			He answered awk­wardly:

			“There’s noth­ing the mat­ter with me, my dear, ab­so­lutely noth­ing.”

			“I beg your par­don, but I know you very well, and I’m sure there’s some­thing the mat­ter with you, some trouble or grief or an­noy­ance or oth­er.”

			“Well, yes, I am troubled.”

			“Ah! And by what?”

			“I can’t pos­sibly tell you about it.”

			“Not tell me? Why not? You alarm me.”

			“I have no reas­on to give you. I can’t pos­sibly tell you about it.”

			She was sit­ting on a low couch and he was strid­ing up and down the room, hands be­hind his back, avoid­ing his wife’s eye. She went on:

			“Very well, so I must hear your con­fes­sion—that’s my duty—and re­quire the truth from you—that’s my right. You can no more have secrets from me than I can have them from you.”

			He turned his back on her and stood framed in the tall win­dow.

			“My dear,” he said sol­emnly, “there are things it is bet­ter not to tell. The thing that wor­ries me is one of them.”

			She rose, crossed the room, took him by the arm and forced him to turn round. She put her two hands on his shoulders; then, smil­ing, coax­ing, her eyes lif­ted to him, she said:

			“Come, Mar­ie” (she called him Mar­ie when she loved him very much), “you can’t hide any­thing from me. I be­lieve you’ve done some­thing wicked.”

			He mur­mured:

			“I’ve done some­thing very wicked.”

			“Oh, as bad as that?” she said gaily. “You of all people! You as­ton­ish me.”

			“I won’t tell you any­thing more,” he answered sharply. “It’s no use your in­sist­ing.”

			But she led him to an arm­chair, made him sit in it, res­ted her­self on his right knee and dropped a small swift kiss, a light-winged kiss, on the up­turned end of his mous­tache.

			“If you don’t tell me any­thing, we shall nev­er be friends again.”

			Torn by re­morse and in an agony of grief, he mur­mured:

			“If I told you what I had done, what I had done, you would nev­er for­give me.”

			“On the con­trary, darling, I would for­give you at once.”

			“No, it’s im­possible.”

			“I prom­ise I will.”

			“I tell you it’s im­possible.”

			“I swear I’ll for­give you.”

			“No, my dear Laur­ine, you couldn’t.”

			“How child­ish you are, darling, not to say silly. By re­fus­ing to tell me what you’ve done, you leave me to be­lieve ab­om­in­able things; and I shall al­ways be think­ing about it, and I shall bear you as deep a grudge for your si­lence as for your un­known crime. While if you tell me about it quite frankly, I shall have for­got­ten it to­mor­row.”

			“Well, I …”

			“What?”

			He crim­soned to the ears, and said gravely:

			“I con­fess to you as I would con­fess to a priest, Laur­ine.”

			Her lips curved in the swift smile that some­times hovered there, as she listened to him; in a half-mock­ing voice she said:

			“I am all ears.”

			He went on:

			“You know, my dear, how little I ever drink. I nev­er drink any­thing but wa­ter with a dash of light wine, and nev­er li­queurs, as you know.”

			“Yes, I know.”

			“Well, do you know, to­wards the end of the grand man­oeuvres, I al­lowed my­self to drink a little one even­ing when I was very thirsty, very ex­hausted, very tired, and …”

			“You got drunk? How hor­rid of you!”

			“Yes, I got drunk.”

			She had ad­op­ted an air of sever­ity:

			“There now, you were quite drunk, own up, too drunk to walk, wer­en’t you?”

			“No, not so drunk as that. I lost my senses, not my bal­ance. I talked and laughed, I was mad.”

			As he was si­lent, she asked:

			“Is that all?”

			“No.”

			“Ah! and … then?”

			“Then … I … I did a very shame­ful thing.”

			She looked at him, un­easy, a little troubled and moved, too.

			“What did you do, darling?”

			“We had sup­per with … with some act­resses … and I don’t know how it happened, I’ve been un­faith­ful to you, Laur­ine.”

			He had made his con­fes­sion in a grave sol­emn voice.

			She star­ted slightly, and her eyes gleamed with swift amuse­ment, an over­whelm­ing and ir­res­ist­ible amuse­ment.

			She said:

			“You … you … you have …”

			A little, mirth­less laugh, nervous and broken, es­caped between her lips three times, chok­ing her speech.

			She tried to re­cov­er her grav­ity; but each time she opened her mouth to ut­ter a word, laughter bubbled at the bot­tom of her throat, leaped forth, was stifled, and broke out again and again, like the gas of an un­corked bottle of cham­pagne from which the froth is pour­ing. She pressed her hand on her lips to calm her­self and to stifle this mis­placed out­burst of amuse­ment in her mouth; but her laughter slipped between her fin­gers, came in chok­ing gasps from her breast, es­caped in spite of her. She babbled: “You … you … you have de­ceived me. … Oh! … oh! Oh! oh! … oh! oh! oh!”

			And she gazed at him with a strange ex­pres­sion that she could not keep from be­ing so mock­ing that he was thun­der­struck and stu­pefied.

			And ab­ruptly she gave up her at­tempt at self-con­trol and broke down com­pletely. Then she began to laugh, and laughed like a wo­man with an at­tack of nerves. Little sharp broken cries came between her lips, sound­ing as though they came from the very depths of her breast; with both hands pressed on the pit of her stom­ach, she aban­doned her­self to long drawn spasms of laughter that al­most choked her, like the spasms of cough­ing in whoop­ing-cough.

			And every ef­fort she made to con­trol her­self brought on a fresh at­tack, every word she tried to say con­vulsed her the more.

			“My … my … my … my poor darling … oh! oh! oh! … oh! oh! oh! …”

			He stood up, leav­ing her sit­ting alone in the arm­chair; he had sud­denly turned pale and he said:

			“Laur­ine, you are worse than vul­gar.”

			In an ec­stasy of amuse­ment, she stammered:

			“Well … well, what do you ex­pect? … I … I … I can’t help it … you’re so funny … oh! oh! oh! oh!”

			He had grown liv­id and he was look­ing at her now with a steady glance that re­vealed the strange thoughts stir­ring be­hind it.

			Sud­denly he opened his mouth as if to shout some­thing, but said noth­ing, turned on his heel and went out, slam­ming the door.

			Laur­ine, bent double, ex­hausted, faint, con­tin­ued to laugh, in dy­ing spasms of laughter that rose and fell like the flame of a half-ex­tin­guished blaze.

		
	
		
			The Castaway

			“Really, dear, I think you must be mad to go for a walk in the coun­try in this weath­er. For the last two months you’ve had the oddest ideas. You drag me willy-nilly to the sea­side, though you nev­er thought of such a thing be­fore in all the forty-five years of our mar­ried life. You make a point of choos­ing Fécamp, a mel­an­choly hole, and now you’ve got such a pas­sion for rush­ing about, you who could nev­er be in­duced to stir out, that you want to walk about the fields on the hot­test day in the year. Tell d’Apre­v­al to go with you, since he falls in with all your whims. As for me, I’m go­ing in to have a rest.”

			Ma­dame de Cadour turned to her old friend:

			“Are you com­ing with me, d’Apre­v­al?”

			He bowed and smiled with old-world gal­lantry.

			“Where you go, I go,” he said.

			“Very well, go and get sun­stroke,” said Mon­sieur de Cadour, and re-entered the Hôtel des Bains to lie down on his bed for an hour or two.

			As soon as they were alone, the old wo­man and her aged com­pan­ion star­ted off. She clasped his hand and said very softly:

			“At last! At last!”

			“You are mad,” he mur­mured. “I as­sure you you’re mad. Think of the risk. If that man …”

			She star­ted vi­ol­ently.

			“Oh, Henry, don’t call him that man.”

			“Well,” he con­tin­ued in a brusque voice, “if our son has any un­easy thoughts, if he sus­pects us, we’re caught, both of us. You’ve done without see­ing him for forty years. What’s the mat­ter with you now, then?”

			They had fol­lowed the long road which leads from the sea to the town. They turned to the right to climb the hill of Étretat. The white road un­wound it­self be­fore them un­der the blaz­ing rain of sun­light. They walked slowly in the burn­ing heat, tak­ing short steps. She had taken her friend’s arm and was walk­ing straight ahead with a fixed, haunted stare.

			“So you’ve nev­er seen him again either?” she said.

			“No, nev­er.”

			“Is it pos­sible?”

			“My dear friend, don’t let us be­gin this etern­al dis­cus­sion all over again. I have a wife and chil­dren, just as you have a hus­band; so that each of us has everything to fear from pub­lic opin­ion.”

			She did not an­swer. She was think­ing of her lost youth, of old, un­happy, far-off things.

			She had been mar­ried by her fam­ily, just as a young girl is mar­ried. She hardly knew her be­trothed, a dip­lo­mat, and later she lived with him the life of any wo­man of fash­ion.

			Then, how­ever, a young man, Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al, mar­ried like her­self, fell pas­sion­ately in love with her; and dur­ing a long ab­sence of Mon­sieur de Cadour on a polit­ic­al mis­sion in In­dia, she gave way to his de­sire.

			Could she have res­isted? Could she have denied her­self? Would she have had the cour­age, the strength, not to yield?—for she loved him too. No, cer­tainly no! It would have been too hard! She would have suffered too deeply! Life is very crafty and cruel! Can we avoid these tempta­tions, or fly from the fate that marches upon us? How can a wo­man, alone, deser­ted, without love, without chil­dren, con­tin­ue to run away from a pas­sion sur­ging in her? It is as though she fled from the light of the sun, to live to the end of her life in dark­ness.

			And how plainly she re­membered now the little things, his kisses, his smile, the way he stopped at the door to look at her, whenev­er he came to her house. What happy days, her only happy days, so soon over!

			Then she dis­covered that she was with child; what agony!

			Oh! the long ter­rible jour­ney to the south, her misery, her in­cess­ant fear, her life hid­den in the lonely little cot­tage on the shores of the Medi­ter­ranean, in the depths of the garden she dared not go bey­ond.

			How well she re­membered the long days she spent ly­ing un­der an or­ange-tree, her eyes lif­ted to the round flam­ing fruit in the green fo­liage! How she longed to go out, to go down to the sea, whose sweet scent came to her over the wall, whose little waves she heard upon the beach; and dreamed per­petu­ally of its wide blue sur­face glit­ter­ing in the sun, flecked with white sails, and rimmed by a moun­tain. But she dared not go through the gate. Sup­pos­ing she were re­cog­nised, in this state, her altered fig­ure cry­ing her shame!

			And the days of wait­ing, the last few tor­ment­ing days! The fears! The threat­en­ing pi­ans! Then the aw­ful night! What misery she had en­dured!

			What a night it had been! How she had moaned and screamed! She could see even now the pale face of her lov­er, kiss­ing her hand every minute, the doc­tor’s smooth coun­ten­ance, the nurse’s white cap.

			And what a con­vul­sion she had felt in her heart at the child’s shrill feeble cry, the first ef­fort of a man’s voice!

			And the day after! The day after! The only day of her life on which she had seen and kissed her son, for nev­er af­ter­wards had she as much as set eyes on him!

			Then, after that time, the long empty life, the thought of this child float­ing al­ways in the void of her mind! She had nev­er seen him again, not once, the little be­ing who was her flesh and blood, her son! He had been seized, car­ried off, and hid­den! She knew only that he was be­ing brought up by Nor­man peas­ants, that he had him­self be­come a peas­ant, that he had mar­ried, with a good dowry from the fath­er whose name he did not know.

			How many times, in the last forty years, she had longed to go away to see him, to kiss him! She did not think of him as grown up. She dreamed al­ways of that scrap of hu­man­ity she had held for one day in her arms, clasped to her tor­tured body.

			How many times she had said to her lov­er: “I can hold out no longer; I must see him; I am go­ing!”

			Al­ways he had re­strained her, held her back. She would not know how to con­tain her­self, how to mas­ter her emo­tion. The man would guess, and would ex­ploit the secret. She would be ruined.

			“How is he?” she said.

			“I don’t know. I’ve nev­er seen him again either.”

			“Is it pos­sible? To have a son and not know him! To be afraid of him, to have cast him away as a dis­grace!”

			It was hor­rible.

			

			They were still walk­ing up the long road, op­pressed by the blaz­ing sun, still mount­ing the in­ter­min­able hill­side.

			“It’s like a judg­ment, isn’t it?” she con­tin­ued. “I’ve nev­er had an­oth­er child. I could not fight any longer my de­sire to see him; it’s haunted me for forty years. A man couldn’t un­der­stand these things. Re­mem­ber that I am very near death. And I shall not have seen him again … nev­er again; is it pos­sible? How can I have waited so long? I’ve thought of him all my life, and what a ter­rible ex­ist­ence the thought has made it! Not once have I awakened, not once, do you hear, without my first thought be­ing for him, for my child! How is he? Oh, how guilty I feel be­fore him! Ought one to fear the world in such a case? I should have left all and fol­lowed him, brought him up, loved him. I should have been hap­pi­er then, surely. But I did not dare. I was a cow­ard. How I have suffered! Oh, those poor aban­doned creatures, how they must hate their moth­ers!”

			She stopped ab­ruptly, choked with sobs. The whole val­ley was deser­ted and si­lent in the over­power­ing blaze of sun­light. Only the crick­ets uttered their harsh, cease­less croak in the thin brown grass at the road­side.

			“Sit down for a little,” he said.

			She let him lead her to the edge of the ditch, and sank down upon the grass, bury­ing her face in her hands. Her white hair, fall­ing in curls on each side of her face, be­came dishevelled, and she wept, torn by her bit­ter grief.

			He re­mained stand­ing in front of her, un­easy, not know­ing what to say to her.

			“Come … be brave,” he mur­mured.

			“I will be,” she said, rising to her feet. She dried her eyes and walked on with the shaky steps of an old wo­man.

			A little fur­ther on the road ran un­der a group of trees which hid sev­er­al houses. They could now hear the reg­u­lar vi­brant shock of a black­smith’s ham­mer on the an­vil. Soon they saw, on the right, a cart hal­ted be­fore a kind of low house, and, in a shed, two men shoe­ing a horse.

			Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al went up to them.

			“Pierre Béné­dict’s farm?” he asked.

			“Take the road on the left,” answered one, “right by the little inn, and go straight on; it’s the third after Poret’s. You can’t miss it.”

			They turned to the left. She was go­ing very slowly now, her legs flag­ging, her heart thud­ding so vi­ol­ently that it snatched her breath away. At every step she muttered, as though it were a pray­er:

			“My God! Oh, my God!”

			A vi­ol­ent ac­cess of emo­tion con­trac­ted her throat, mak­ing her tot­ter on her feet as though she had been ham­strung.

			Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al, nervous and rather pale, said sharply:

			“If you can’t con­trol your­self bet­ter, you’ll be­tray us at once. Try to mas­ter your feel­ings.”

			“How can I?” she faltered. “My child! When I think that I’m about to see my child!”

			They fol­lowed one of those little lanes that run between one farm­yard and an­oth­er, shut in between a double row of beeches along the road­side.

			Sud­denly they found them­selves in front of a wooden gate shaded by a young pine-tree.

			“Here it is,” he said.

			She stopped short and looked round.

			The yard, which was planted with apple trees, was large, stretch­ing right up to the little thatched farm­house. Fa­cing it were the stables, the barn, the cow-house, and the chick­en-run. Un­der a slate-roofed shed stood the farm vehicles, a two-wheeled cart, a wag­on, and a gig. Four calves cropped the grass, beau­ti­fully green in the shade of the trees. The black hens wandered in­to every corner of the en­clos­ure.

			There was no sound to be heard; the door of the house was open, but no one was in view.

			They entered the yard. At once a black dog leapt out of an old bar­rel at the foot of a large pear-tree and began to bark furi­ously.

			Against the wall of the house, on the way to the door, four bee­hives stood upon a plank, the straw domes in a neat line.

			Halt­ing in front of the house, Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al shouted:

			“Is any­one in?”

			A child ap­peared, a little girl of about ten, dressed in a bod­ice and wool­len pet­ti­coat, with bare and dirty legs. She looked tim­id and sul­len, and stood still in the door­way, as though to de­fend the entry.

			“What d’you want?” she said.

			“Is your fath­er in?”

			“No.”

			“Where is he?”

			“I dunno.”

			“And your moth­er?”

			“She’s with the cows.”

			“Will she be back soon?”

			“I dunno.”

			The old wo­man cried out ab­ruptly in a hur­ried voice, as though fear­ing to be for­cibly dragged away:

			“I won’t go without see­ing him.”

			“We’ll wait, my dear.”

			As they turned round, they caught sight of a peas­ant wo­man com­ing to­wards the house, car­ry­ing two heavy-look­ing tin pails on which the sun from time to time flashed with a bril­liant white flame.

			She was lame in the right leg, and her chest was muffled in a rusty brown knit­ted gar­ment, stained and bleached by rain and sun. She looked like some poor ser­vant, dirty and wretched.

			“There’s moth­er,” said the child.

			When she was near her dwell­ing she re­garded the strangers with an evil, sus­pi­cious look; then went in­to the house as though she had not seen them.

			She looked old; her face was hol­lowed, yel­low, hard, the wooden face of rus­tics.

			Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al called her back.

			“I say, we came in to ask you to sell us two glasses of milk.”

			Hav­ing set down her pails, she re­appeared in the door­way and muttered:

			“I don’t sell milk.”

			“We’re very thirsty. The lady is old and very tired. Can’t we get some­thing to drink?”

			The peas­ant wo­man stared at him with surly, un­easy eyes. At last she made up her mind.

			“See­ing you’re here, I’ll give you some all the same,” she said, dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the house.

			Then the child came out car­ry­ing two chairs, which she set un­der an apple tree; and the moth­er came, in her turn, with two foam­ing cups of milk that she placed in the vis­it­ors’ hands.

			She re­mained stand­ing in front of them as though to keep watch on them and guess their in­ten­tions.

			“You’re from Fécamp?” she said.

			“Yes,” replied Mon­sieur d’Apre­v­al, “we’re there for the sum­mer.”

			Then, after a pause, he ad­ded: “Could you sell us chick­ens every week?”

			She hes­it­ated, then replied:

			“I might. Would you be want­ing young birds?”

			“Yes, young ones.”

			“What do you pay for them at mar­ket?”

			D’Apre­v­al, who did not know, turned to his com­pan­ion: “What do you pay for chick­ens, dear—young ones?”

			“Four francs and four francs fifty,” she faltered, her eyes full of tears.

			The farm­er’s wife looked side­ways at her, much sur­prised, and asked:

			“Is the poor lady ill, that she’s cry­in’?”

			He did not know what to an­swer, and stammered:

			“No. … No. … She … she lost her watch on the way, a beau­ti­ful watch, and it grieves her. If any­one picks it up, let us know.”

			Ma­dame Béné­dict thought this queer, and did not an­swer.

			Sud­denly she said:

			“Here’s him­self.”

			She alone had seen him come in, for she was fa­cing the gate. D’Apre­v­al star­ted vi­ol­ently; Ma­dame de Cadour nearly fell as she turned frantic­ally round in her chair.

			

			A man was stand­ing ten paces off, lead­ing a cow at the end of a cord, bent double, breath­ing hard.

			“Damn the brute!” he muttered, tak­ing no no­tice of the strangers.

			He passed them, go­ing to­wards the cow­shed, in which he dis­ap­peared.

			The old wo­man’s tears were sud­denly dried up; she was too be­wildered for speech or thought: her son, this was her son!

			D’Apre­v­al, stabbed by the same thought, said in a troubled voice:

			“That is Mon­sieur Béné­dict, is it not?”

			“Who told you his name?” asked the farm­er’s wife, dis­trust­ful of them.

			“The black­smith at the corner of the high road,” he replied.

			Then all were si­lent, their eyes fixed on the door of the cow­shed, which made a sort of black hole in the wall of the build­ing. They could see noth­ing in­side, but vague sounds were to be heard, move­ments, steps muffled in the straw strewn on the ground.

			He re­appeared on the threshold, wip­ing his brow, and came back to­wards the house with a long slow step that jerked him up at every pace he took.

			Again he passed in front of the strangers without ap­pear­ing to no­tice them, and said to his wife:

			“Go draw me a mug of cider; I be thirsty.”

			Then he entered his dwell­ing. His wife went off to the cel­lar leav­ing the two Parisi­ans by them­selves.

			Ma­dame de Cadour was quite dis­trac­ted.

			“Let us go, Henry, let us go,” she faltered.

			D’Apre­v­al took her arm, helped her to rise, and sup­port­ing her with all his strength—for he felt cer­tain that she would fall—he led her away, after throw­ing five francs on to one of the chairs.

			As soon as they had passed through the gate, she began to sob, torn with grief, and stam­mer­ing:

			“Oh! Oh! Is this what you’ve made of him?”

			He was very pale.

			“I did what I could,” he answered harshly. “His farm is worth eighty thou­sand francs. It isn’t every middle-class child who has such a mar­riage-por­tion.”

			They walked slowly back, without speak­ing an­oth­er word. She was still sob­bing; the tears ran un­ceas­ing from her eyes and rolled down her cheeks.

			At last they stopped, and the pair reached Fécamp.

			Mon­sieur de Cadour was await­ing them for din­ner. He began to laugh and cried out at sight of them:

			“There you are, my wife’s got a sun­stroke. I’m de­lighted at it. Upon my word, I think she’s been off her head for some time past.”

			Neither answered; and as the hus­band, rub­bing his hands, in­quired: “At all events, have you had a nice walk?” D’Apre­v­al replied:

			“De­light­ful, my dear fel­low, per­fectly de­light­ful.”

		
	
		
			Yvette

			
				I

				As they left the Café Riche, Jean de Ser­vigny said to Léon Sav­al:

				“We’ll walk, if you don’t mind walk­ing. It’s too fine to take a cab.”

				“It will suit me per­fectly,” answered his friend.

				“It’s barely el­ev­en,” con­tin­ued Jean. “We shall be there long be­fore mid­night, so let us go slowly.”

				A rest­less crowd swarmed on the boulevard, the crowd which on sum­mer nights is al­ways to be seen there, con­ten­ted and merry, walk­ing, drink­ing, and talk­ing, stream­ing past like a river. Here and there a café flung a bril­liant splash of light on to the group which sat out­side, drink­ing at round little tables loaded with bottles and glasses, and ob­struct­ing the hur­ry­ing crowd of pass­ersby. And in the road the cabs, with their red, blue, and green eyes, passed swiftly across the harsh glare of the lighted front, and for an in­stant re­vealed the sil­hou­ette of the thin, trot­ting horse, the pro­file of the driver on the box, and the dark, square body of the vehicle. The Urbaine cabs gleamed as the light caught their yel­low pan­els.

				The two friends walked slowly along, smoking their ci­gars. They were in even­ing dress, their over­coats on their arms, flowers in their but­ton holes and their hats a little on one side, with the care­less tilt af­fected by men who have dined well and find the breeze warm.

				Ever since their schooldays the two had been close friends, pro­foundly and loy­ally de­voted to each oth­er.

				Jean de Ser­vigny, small, slim, slightly bald, and frail, very el­eg­ant, with a curled mous­tache, bright eyes, and thin lips, was one of those night-birds who seem to have been born and bred on the boulevards; in­ex­haust­ible, though he wore a per­petu­al air of fa­tigue, vig­or­ous des­pite his pal­lor—one of those slender Parisi­ans to whom gym­nastics, fen­cing, the cold plunge, and the Turk­ish bath have giv­en an ar­ti­fi­cial nervous strength. He was as well known for his con­vi­vi­al­ity as for his wit, his wealth, and his love af­fairs, and for that gen­i­al­ity, pop­ular­ity, and fash­ion­able gal­lantry which are the hall­mark of a cer­tain type of man.

				In oth­er ways too he was a true Parisi­an, quick-wit­ted, scep­tic­al, change­able, im­puls­ive, en­er­get­ic yet ir­res­ol­ute, cap­able of any­thing and of noth­ing, an ego­ist on prin­ciple and a phil­an­throp­ist on im­pulse. He kept his ex­pendit­ure with­in his in­come, and amused him­self without ru­in­ing his health. Cold and pas­sion­ate by turns, he was con­tinu­ally let­ting him­self go and pulling him­self up, a prey to con­flict­ing im­pulses, and yield­ing to all of them, fol­low­ing his in­stinct like any hardened pleas­ure-seeker whose weath­er­cock lo­gic bids him fol­low every wind and profit from any train of events, without tak­ing the trouble to set a single one of them in mo­tion.

				His com­pan­ion, Léon Sav­al, rich also, was one of those su­perb gi­ants who com­pel wo­men to turn round and stare after them in the street. He had the air of a statue come to life, of a ra­cial type: he was like one of those mod­els which are sent to ex­hib­i­tions. Too hand­some, too tall, too broad, too strong, all his faults were those of ex­cess. He had broken in­nu­mer­able hearts.

				As they reached the Vaudeville, he in­quired:

				“Have you let this lady know that you’re bring­ing me?”

				Ser­vigny laughed.

				“Let the Mar­quise Obardi know! Do you let a bus-driver know in ad­vance that you’re go­ing to get on to his bus at the corner of the boulevard?”

				“Well, then, ex­actly who is she?” asked Sav­al, slightly per­plexed.

				“A parv­en­ue,” replied his friend, “a co­lossal fraud, a charm­ing jade, sprung from Lord knows where, who ap­peared one day, Lord knows how, in the world of ad­ven­tur­ers, in which she is well able to make her­self prom­in­ent. Any­how, what does it mat­ter? They say her real name, her maid­en-name—for she has re­mained a maid­en in every sense but the true one—is Octavie Bardin, whence Obardi, re­tain­ing the first let­ter of the Chris­ti­an name and drop­ping the last let­ter of the sur­name. She’s an at­tract­ive wo­man, too, and with your physique you’re cer­tain to be­come her lov­er. You can’t in­tro­duce Her­cules to Mes­salina without some­thing com­ing of it. I ought to add, by the way, that though ad­mis­sion to the place is as free as to a shop, you are not ob­liged to buy what is on sale. Love and cards are the stock-in-trade, but no one will force you to pur­chase either. The way out is as ac­cess­ible as the way in.

				“It is three years now since she took a house in the Quart­i­er de l’Étoile, a rather shady dis­trict, and opened it to all the scum of the Con­tin­ent, which comes to Par­is to dis­play its most di­verse, dan­ger­ous, and vi­cious ac­com­plish­ments.

				“I went to the house. How? I don’t re­mem­ber. I went, as we all go, be­cause there’s gambling, be­cause the wo­men are ap­proach­able and the men scoun­drels. I like this crowd of dec­or­ated buc­can­eers, all for­eign, all noble, all titled, all, ex­cept the spies, un­known to their am­bas­sad­ors. They all talk of their hon­our on the slight­est pro­voca­tion, trot out their an­cest­ors on no pro­voca­tion at all, and present you with their life-his­tor­ies on any pro­voca­tion. They are brag­garts, li­ars, thieves, as dan­ger­ous as their cards, as false as their names, brave be­cause they must be, like foot­pads who can­not rob their vic­tims without risk­ing their necks. In a word, the ar­is­to­cracy of the gal­leys.

				“I ad­ore them. They’re in­ter­est­ing to study, in­ter­est­ing to meet, amus­ing to listen to, of­ten witty, nev­er com­mon­place like the dregs of French of­fi­cial­dom. Their wives too are al­ways pretty, with a little fla­vour of for­eign ras­cal­ity, and the mys­tery of their past lives, half of which were prob­ably spent in a pen­it­en­tiary. Most of­ten they have glor­i­ous eyes and won­der­ful hair, the real pro­fes­sion­al physique, a grace which in­tox­ic­ates, a se­duct­ive charm that drives men mad, a vi­cious but wholly ir­res­ist­ible fas­cin­a­tion! They’re the real old high­way rob­bers, fe­male birds of prey. And I ad­ore them too.

				“The Mar­quise Obardi is a per­fect type of these el­eg­ant jades. A little over­ripe, but still beau­ti­ful, se­duct­ive, and fe­line, she’s vi­cious to the mar­row. There’s plenty of fun in her house—gambling, dan­cing, sup­per … all the dis­trac­tions of the world, the flesh, and the dev­il, in fact.”

				“Have you been, or are you, her lov­er?” asked Léon Sav­al.

				Ser­vigny answered:

				“I haven’t been, am not, and nev­er shall be. It’s the daugh­ter I go there for.”

				“Oh, there’s a daugh­ter, then, is there?”

				“There is in­deed! She’s a mar­vel. At present she’s the prin­cip­al at­trac­tion. A tall, glor­i­ous creature, just the right age, eight­een, as fair as her moth­er is dark, al­ways merry, al­ways ready for fun, al­ways laugh­ing at the top of her voice, and dan­cing like a thing pos­sessed. Who’s to have her? Who has had her? No one knows. There are ten of us wait­ing and hop­ing.

				“A girl like that in the hands of a wo­man like the Mar­quise is a for­tune. And they don’t show their hands, the rogues. No one can make it out. Per­haps they’re wait­ing for a catch, a bet­ter one than I am. Well, I can as­sure you that if the chance comes my way I’ll take it.

				“This girl, Yvette, ab­so­lutely non­plusses me. She’s a mys­tery. If she isn’t the most fin­ished mon­ster of per­verse in­genu­ity that I’ve ever seen, she’s cer­tainly the most ex­traordin­ary scrap of in­no­cent girl­hood to be found any­where. She lives there among that dis­grace­ful crew with easy and tri­umphant serenity, ex­quis­itely wicked or ex­quis­itely simple.

				“She’s an ex­traordin­ary girl to be the daugh­ter of an ad­ven­turess, sprung up in that hot­bed, like a beau­ti­ful plant nour­ished on ma­nure, or she may be the daugh­ter of some man of high rank, a great artist or a great no­ble­man, a prince or a king who found him­self one night in her moth­er’s bed. No one can un­der­stand just what she is, or what she thinks about. But you will see her.”

				Sav­al shouted with laughter.

				“You’re in love with her,” he said.

				“No, I am one of the com­pet­it­ors, which is not the same thing. By the way, I’ll in­tro­duce you to my most ser­i­ous rivals. But I have a real chance. I have a good start, and she re­gards me with fa­vour.”

				“You’re in love,” re­peated Sav­al.

				“No, I’m not. She dis­turbs me, al­lures me and makes me un­easy, at once at­tracts me and fright­ens me. I dis­trust her as I would a trap, yet I long for her with the long­ing of a thirsty man for a cool drink. I feel her charm, and draw near it as nervously as if I were in the same room with a man sus­pec­ted of be­ing a clev­er thief. In her pres­ence I feel an al­most ab­surd in­clin­a­tion to be­lieve in the pos­sib­il­ity of her in­no­cence, and a very reas­on­able dis­trust of her equally pos­sible cun­ning. I feel that I am in con­tact with an ab­nor­mal be­ing, a creature out­side the laws of nature, de­li­cious or de­test­able, I don’t know.”

				For the third time Sav­al de­clared:

				“You’re in love, I tell you. You speak of her with the fer­vour of a poet and the lyr­i­cism of a troubadour. Come now, have it out with your­self, search your heart and ad­mit it.”

				“Well, it may be so, after all. At least she’s al­ways in my mind. Yes, per­haps I am in love. I think of her too much. I think of her when I’m fall­ing asleep and when I wake up; that’s fairly ser­i­ous. Her im­age haunts me, pur­sues me, is with me the whole time, in front of me, round me, in me. Is it love, this phys­ic­al ob­ses­sion? Her face is so sharply graven in my mind that I see it the mo­ment I shut my eyes. I don’t deny that my pulses race whenev­er I see her. I love her, then, but in an odd fash­ion. I long for her pas­sion­ately, yet the idea of mak­ing her my wife would seem to me a mon­strous ab­surd folly. I am also a little afraid of her, like a bird swooped upon by a hawk. And I’m jeal­ous of her too, jeal­ous of all that is hid­den from me in her in­com­pre­hens­ible heart. I’m al­ways ask­ing my­self: ‘Is she a de­light­ful little gut­ter­snipe or a thor­oughly bad lot?’ She says things that would make a troop­er blush, but so do par­rots. Some­times she’s so brazenly in­de­cent that I’m in­clined to be­lieve in her ab­so­lute pur­ity, and some­times her art­less­ness is so much too good to be true that I won­der if she ever was chaste. She pro­vokes me and ex­cites me like a har­lot, and guards her­self at the same time as though she were a vir­gin. She ap­pears to love me, and laughs at me; in pub­lic she al­most pro­claims her­self my mis­tress, and when we’re alone to­geth­er she treats me as though I were her broth­er or her foot­man.

				“Some­times I ima­gine that she has as many lov­ers as her moth­er. Some­times I think that she knows noth­ing about life, ab­so­lutely noth­ing.

				“And she has a pas­sion for read­ing nov­els. At present, while wait­ing for a more amus­ing po­s­i­tion, I am her book­seller. She calls me her lib­rar­i­an.

				“Every week the Lib­rair­ie Nou­velle sends her, from me, everything that has ap­peared; I be­lieve she reads through the whole lot.

				“It must make a strange salad in her head.

				“This lit­er­ary taste may ac­count for some of her queer ways. When you see life through a maze of fif­teen thou­sand nov­els, you must get a queer im­pres­sion of things and see them from an odd angle.

				“As for me, I wait. It is cer­tainly true that I have nev­er felt to­wards any wo­man as I feel to­wards her.

				“It’s equally cer­tain that I shall nev­er marry her.

				“If she has had lov­ers, I shall make one more. If she has not, I shall be the first to take my seat in the train.

				“It’s all very simple. She can’t pos­sibly marry, ever. Who would marry the daugh­ter of the Mar­quise Obardi, Octavie Bardin? Clearly no one, for any num­ber of reas­ons.

				“Where could she find a hus­band? In so­ci­ety? Nev­er; the moth­er’s house is a pub­lic re­sort, and the daugh­ter at­tracts the cli­ents. One can’t marry in­to a fam­ily like that. In the middle classes, then? Even less. Be­sides, the Mar­quise has a good head on her shoulders; she’d nev­er give Yvette to any­one but a man of rank, and she’ll nev­er find him.

				“In the lower classes, per­haps? Still less pos­sible. There’s no way out of it, then. The girl be­longs neither to so­ci­ety nor to the middle class, nor to the lower classes, nor would mar­riage jockey her in­to any one of them. She be­longs, by her par­ent­age, her birth, her up­bring­ing, hered­ity, man­ners, habits, to the world of gil­ded pros­ti­tu­tion.

				“She can’t es­cape un­less she be­comes a nun, which is very un­likely, see­ing that her man­ners and tastes are already what they are. So she has only one pos­sible pro­fes­sion—love. That’s where she’ll go, if she has not already gone. She can’t es­cape her des­tiny. From be­ing a young girl, she’ll be­come just a—‘wo­man.’ And I should very much like to be the man who brings about the trans­form­a­tion.

				“I am wait­ing. There are any num­ber of lov­ers. You’ll come across a French­man, Mon­sieur de Be­loigne, a Rus­si­an who calls him­self Prince Krava­low, and an Itali­an, Che­va­lier Valréali. These have all def­in­itely entered them­selves for the race, and are already train­ing. There are also a num­ber of camp-fol­low­ers of less ac­count.

				“The Mar­quise is on the lookout. But I fancy she has her eye on me. She knows I’m very rich and she knows less about the oth­ers.

				“Her house is the most ex­traordin­ary place of the kind that I have ever seen. You meet some very de­cent fel­lows there; we’re go­ing ourselves and we shall not be the only ones. As for the wo­men, she has come across, or rather picked out, the choicest fruit on the pro­fes­sion­al stall. Lord knows where she found them. And she was mag­ni­fi­cently in­spired to make a point of tak­ing those who had chil­dren of their own, daugh­ters for choice. The res­ult is that a green­horn might think the house was full of hon­est wo­men!”

				They had reached the Av­en­ue of the Champs Élysées. A faint breeze whispered among the leaves, and was now and again waf­ted against their faces, like the soft breath of a gi­ant fan swinging some­where in the sky. Mute shad­ows drif­ted un­der the trees, oth­ers were vis­ible as dark blots on the benches. And all these shad­ows spoke in very low tones, as though con­fid­ing im­port­ant or shame­ful secrets.

				“You can­not ima­gine,” went on Ser­vigny, “what a col­lec­tion of fancy titles you come across in this rab­bit-war­ren. By the way, I hope you know I’m go­ing to in­tro­duce you as Count Sav­al. Sav­al by it­self would not be at all pop­u­lar, I as­sure you.”

				“No, damn it, cer­tainly not!” cried his friend. “I’m hanged if any­one is go­ing to think me fool enough to scrape up a com­ic-op­era title even for ‘one night only,’ and for that crowd. With your leave, we’ll cut that out.”

				Ser­vigny laughed.

				“You old idi­ot! Why, I’ve been christened the Duc de Ser­vigny. I don’t know how or why it was done. I have just al­ways been the Duc de Ser­vigny; I nev­er made trouble about it. It’s no dis­com­fort. Why, without it I should be ut­terly looked down on!”

				But Sav­al was not to be per­suaded.

				“You’re a no­ble­man, you can carry it off. As for me, I shall re­main, for bet­ter or worse, the only com­mon­er in the place. That will be my mark of dis­tinct­ive su­peri­or­ity.”

				But Ser­vigny was ob­stin­ate.

				“I tell you it can’t be done, ab­so­lutely can­not be done. It would be pos­it­ively in­de­cent. You would be like a rag-and-bone man at an as­semblage of em­per­ors. Leave it to me; I’ll in­tro­duce you as the Vice­roy of Up­per Mis­sis­sippi, and no one will be sur­prised. If you’re go­ing to go in for titles, you might as well do it with an air.”

				“No; once more, I tell you I won’t have it.”

				“Very well, then. I was a fool really to try per­suad­ing you, for I defy you to get in without someone dec­or­at­ing you with a title; it’s like those shops a lady can’t pass without be­ing giv­en a bunch of vi­ol­ets at the door­step.”

				They turned to the right down the Rue de Berri, climbed to the first floor of a fine mod­ern man­sion, and left their coats and sticks in the hands of four flun­keys in knee-breeches. The air was heavy with the warm fest­ive odour of flowers, scent, and wo­men; and a cease­less mur­mur of voices, loud and con­fused, came from the crowded rooms bey­ond.

				A tall, up­right, sol­emn, pot­bel­lied man, in some sort mas­ter of the ce­re­mon­ies, his face framed in white whiskers, ap­proached the new­comers and, mak­ing a short, stiff bow, asked:

				“What name, please?”

				“Mon­sieur Sav­al,” replied Ser­vigny.

				Whereupon the man flung open the door and in a loud voice an­nounced to the crowd of guests:

				“Mon­sieur le Duc de Ser­vigny. Mon­sieur le Bar­on Sav­al.”

				The first room was full of wo­men. The eye was filled at once by a vast vis­ion of bare bos­oms lift­ing from bil­lows of white lace.

				The lady of the house stood talk­ing to three friends; she turned and came for­ward with stately steps, grace in her bear­ing and a smile upon her lips.

				Her low, nar­row fore­head was en­tirely hid­den by masses of black, gleam­ing hair, thick and fleecy, en­croach­ing even on her temples. She was tall, a little too massive, a little too fat, a little over­ripe, but very hand­some, with a warm, heady, and power­ful beauty. Her crown of hair, with the large black eyes be­neath it, pro­voked en­tran­cing dreams and made her subtly de­sir­able. Her nose was rather thin, her mouth large and in­fin­itely al­lur­ing, made for speech and con­quest.

				But her live­li­est charm lay in her voice. It sprang from her mouth like wa­ter from a spring, so eas­ily, so lightly, so well pitched, so clear, that listen­ing to it was sheer phys­ic­al joy. It thrilled the ear to hear the smooth words pour forth with the spark­ling grace of a brook bub­bling from the ground, and fas­cin­ated the eye to watch the lovely, too-red lips part to give them pas­sage.

				She held out her hand to Ser­vigny, who kissed it, and, drop­ping the fan that hung from a thin chain of wrought gold, she gave her oth­er hand to Sav­al, say­ing:

				“You are wel­come, Bar­on. My house is al­ways open to any friend of the Duc’s.”

				Then she fixed her bril­liant eyes on the gi­ant to whom she was be­ing in­tro­duced. On her up­per lip was a faint smudge of black down, the merest shad­ow of a mous­tache, more plainly vis­ible when she spoke. Her scent was de­li­cious, strong and in­tox­ic­at­ing, some Amer­ic­an or In­di­an per­fume.

				But oth­er guests were ar­riv­ing, mar­quises, counts, or princes. She turned to Ser­vigny and said, with the gra­cious­ness of a moth­er:

				“You will find my daugh­ter in the oth­er room. En­joy yourselves, gen­tle­men. The house is yours.”

				She left them in or­der to greet the new ar­rivals, giv­ing Sav­al that fu­git­ive smil­ing glance with which wo­men let men know that they have found fa­vour.

				Ser­vigny took his friend’s arm.

				“I’ll be your pi­lot,” he said. “Here, where we are at present, are the wo­men; this is the temple of the Flesh, fresh or oth­er­wise. Bar­gains as good as new, or bet­ter; very su­per­i­or art­icles at greatly re­duced rates. On the left is the gambling. That is the temple of Money. You know all about that.

				“At the far end, dan­cing; that is the temple of In­no­cence. There are dis­played the off­spring, if we may be­lieve it, of the ladies in here. Even law­ful uni­ons would be smiled on! There is the fu­ture, the hope … of our nights. And there, too, are the strangest ex­hib­its in this mu­seum of dis­eased mor­als, the young girls whose souls are double-join­ted, like the limbs of little clowns who had ac­robats for par­ents. Let us go and see them.”

				He bowed to right and left, a de­bon­air fig­ure, scat­ter­ing pretty speeches and run­ning his rap­id, ex­pert glance over every pair of bare shoulders whose pos­sessor he re­cog­nised.

				At the far end of the second room an or­ches­tra was play­ing a waltz; they stopped at the door and watched. Some fif­teen couples were dan­cing, the men gravely, their part­ners with fixed smiles on their lips. Like their moth­ers, they showed a great deal of bare skin; since the bod­ices of some were sup­por­ted only by a nar­row rib­bon round the up­per part of the arm, there were oc­ca­sion­al glimpses of a dark shad­ow un­der the armpits.

				Sud­denly a tall girl star­ted up and crossed the room, push­ing the dan­cers aside, her ab­surdly long train gathered in her left hand. She ran with the short quick steps af­fected by wo­men in a crowd, and cried out:

				“Ah, there’s Mus­cade. How are you, Mus­cade!”

				Her face was glow­ing with life, and ra­di­ant with hap­pi­ness. She had the white, golden-gleam­ing skin which goes with au­burn hair. Her fore­head was loaded with the sheaf of flam­ing, gleam­ing tresses that burdened her still slender neck.

				She seemed made for mo­tion as her moth­er was for speech, so nat­ur­al, gra­cious, and simple were her move­ments. A sense of spir­itu­al de­light and phys­ic­al con­tent­ment sprang from the mere sight of her as she walked, moved, bent her head or raised her arm.

				“Ah, Mus­cade,” she re­peated. “How are you, Mus­cade?”

				Ser­vigny shook her hand vig­or­ously, as though she were a man, and said:

				“This is my friend, Bar­on Sav­al, Mam’zelle Yvette.”

				She greeted the new­comer, then stared at him.

				“How do you do? Are you al­ways as tall as this?”

				“Oh, no, Mam’zelle,” answered Ser­vigny, in the mock­ing tone he used to con­ceal his un­eas­i­ness in her pres­ence. “He has put on his largest size today to please your moth­er, who likes quant­ity.”

				“Oh, very well, then,” replied the girl in a seri­ocom­ic voice. “But when you come for my sake, please be a little smal­ler; I like the happy me­di­um. Mus­cade here is about my size,” and she offered him her little hand.

				“Are you go­ing to dance, Mus­cade?” she asked. “Let’s dance this waltz.”

				Ser­vigny made no an­swer, but with a sud­den swift move­ment put his arm round her waist, and away they went like a whirl­wind.

				They danced faster than any, turn­ing and twirl­ing with wild aban­don, so tightly clasped that they looked like one. Their bod­ies held up­right and their legs al­most mo­tion­less, it was as though they were spun round by an in­vis­ible ma­chine hid­den un­der their feet. They seemed un­weary­ing. One by one the oth­er couples dropped out till they were left alone, waltz­ing on and on. They looked as though they no longer knew where they were or what they were do­ing, as though they were far away from the ball­room, in ec­stasy. The band played stead­ily on, their eyes fixed on this be­witched pair; every­one was watch­ing, and there was a burst of ap­plause when at last they stopped.

				She was rather flushed; her eyes were no longer frank, but strangely troubled, burn­ing yet tim­id, un­nat­ur­ally blue, with pu­pils un­nat­ur­ally black.

				Ser­vigny was drunk with gid­di­ness, and leaned against a door to re­cov­er his bal­ance.

				“You have a poor head, Mus­cade,” she said. “You don’t stand it as well as I do.”

				He smiled his nervous smile and looked at her with hungry eyes, a sav­age lust in his eyes and the curve of his lips.

				She con­tin­ued to stand in front of the young man, her throat heav­ing as she re­gained her breath.

				“Some­times,” she con­tin­ued, “you look just like a cat about to make a spring. Give me your arm, and let us go and find your friend.”

				Without speak­ing he offered her his arm, and they crossed the large room.

				Sav­al was alone no longer; the Mar­quise Obardi had joined him, and was talk­ing of trivi­al things, be­witch­ing him with her mad­den­ing voice. Gaz­ing in­tently at him, she seemed to ut­ter words very dif­fer­ent from those on her lips, words that came from the secret places of her heart. At the sight of Ser­vigny she smiled and, turn­ing to him, said:

				“Have you heard, my dear Duc, that I’ve just taken a villa at Bou­giv­al for a couple of months? Of course you’ll come and see me; you’ll bring your friend, won’t you? I’m go­ing down there on Monday, so will you both come and dine there next Sat­urday, and stay over the week­end?”

				Ser­vigny turned sharply to Yvette. She was smil­ing a se­rene, tran­quil smile, and with an air of bland as­sur­ance said:

				“Of course Mus­cade will come to din­ner on Sat­urday; there’s no need to ask him. We shall have all kinds of fun in the coun­try.”

				He fan­cied that he saw a vague prom­ise in her smile, and an un­wonted de­cision in her voice.

				The Mar­quise thereupon raised her great black eyes to Sav­al’s face, and said:

				“And you also, Bar­on?”

				There was noth­ing equi­voc­al about her smile.

				He bowed.

				“I shall be only too pleased.”

				“We’ll scan­dal­ise the neigh­bour­hood—won’t we, Mus­cade?—and drive my ad­mirers wild with rage,” mur­mured Yvette, glan­cing, with a malice that was either can­did or as­sured, to­wards the group of men who watched them from the oth­er side of the room.

				“To your heart’s con­tent, Mam’zelle,” replied Ser­vigny; by way of em­phas­ising the in­tim­ate nature of his friend­ship with her, he nev­er called her “ma­demois­elle.”

				“Why does Ma­demois­elle Yvette al­ways call my friend Ser­vigny ‘Mus­cade’?” asked Sav­al.

				The girl as­sumed an air of in­no­cence.

				“He’s like the little pea that the con­jur­ers call ‘Mus­cade.’ You think you have your fin­ger on it, but you nev­er have.”

				“Quaint chil­dren, aren’t they?” the Mar­quise said care­lessly, ob­vi­ously think­ing of far oth­er things, and not for an in­stant lower­ing her eyes from Sav­al’s face.

				“I’m not quaint, I’m frank,” said Yvette an­grily. “I like Mus­cade, and he’s al­ways leav­ing me; it’s so an­noy­ing.”

				Ser­vigny made her a low bow.

				“I’ll nev­er leave you again, Mam’zelle, day or night.”

				She made a ges­ture of alarm.

				“Oh, no, that would nev­er do! In the day­time, by all means, but at night you’d be in the way.”

				“Why?” he asked im­prudently.

				With calm au­da­city she replied:

				“Be­cause you couldn’t pos­sibly look so nice with your clothes off.”

				“What a dread­ful thing to say!” ex­claimed the Mar­quise, without ap­pear­ing in the least ex­cited. “You can’t pos­sibly be so in­no­cent as all that.”

				“I en­tirely agree with you,” ad­ded Ser­vigny in a jest­ing tone.

				Yvette looked rather hurt, and said haught­ily:

				“You have just been guilty of blatant vul­gar­ity; you have per­mit­ted your­self far too much of that sort of thing lately.”

				She turned her back on him, and shouted:

				“Che­va­lier, come and de­fend me; I have just been in­sul­ted.”

				A thin, dark man came slowly to­wards them.

				“Which is the cul­prit?” he asked, for­cing a smile.

				She nod­ded to­wards Ser­vigny.

				“That’s the man; but all the same I like him bet­ter than all of you put to­geth­er; he’s not so bor­ing.”

				The Che­va­lier Valréali bowed.

				“We do what we can. Per­haps we are not so bril­liant, but we are at least as de­voted.”

				A tall, stout man with grey whiskers and a deep voice was just leav­ing.

				“Your ser­vant, Ma­demois­elle Yvette,” he said as he passed.

				“Ah, it’s Mon­sieur de Belvigne,” she ex­claimed, and turn­ing to Sav­al, she in­tro­duced him.

				“An­oth­er can­did­ate for my fa­vour, tall, fat, rich, and stu­pid. That’s how I like them. He’s a real Field-mar­shal—one of those who hold the door open at res­taur­ants. But you’re taller than he is. Now what am I go­ing to christen you? I know! I shall call you Rhodes Ju­ni­or, after the co­los­sus who must have been your fath­er. But you two must have really in­ter­est­ing things to dis­cuss, far above our heads, so good night to you.”

				She ran across to the or­ches­tra, and asked them to play a quad­rille.

				Ma­dame Obardi’s at­ten­tion seemed to be wan­der­ing.

				“You’re al­ways teas­ing her,” she said softly. “You’re spoil­ing the child’s dis­pos­i­tion and teach­ing her a num­ber of bad habits.”

				“Then you haven’t fin­ished her edu­ca­tion?” he replied.

				She seemed not to un­der­stand, and con­tin­ued to smile be­ne­vol­ently.

				But ob­serving the ap­proach of a sol­emn gen­tle­man whose breast was covered with or­ders, she ran up to him:

				“Ah, Prince, how de­light­ful!”

				Ser­vigny took Sav­al’s arm once more and led him away, say­ing:

				“There’s my last ser­i­ous rival, Prince Krava­low. Isn’t she a glor­i­ous creature?”

				“They’re both glor­i­ous,” replied Sav­al. “The moth­er’s quite good enough for me.”

				Ser­vigny bowed.

				“She’s yours for the ask­ing, my dear.”

				The dan­cers el­bowed them as they took their places for the quad­rille, couple by couple, in two lines fa­cing one an­oth­er.

				“Now let’s go and watch the Greeks for a bit,” said Ser­vigny.

				They entered the gambling-room.

				Round each table a circle of men stood watch­ing. There was very little con­ver­sa­tion; some­times a little chink of gold, thrown down on the cloth or hast­ily mixed up, mingled its faint metal­lic mur­mur with the mur­mur of the play­ers, as though the voice of gold were mak­ing it­self heard amid the hu­man voices.

				The men were dec­or­ated with vari­ous or­ders and strange rib­bons; and their di­verse fea­tures all wore the same severe ex­pres­sion. They were more eas­ily dis­tin­guished by their beards.

				The stiff Amer­ic­an with his horse­shoe beard, the haughty Eng­lish­man with a hairy fan spread over his chest, the Span­iard with a black fleece reach­ing right up to his eyes, the Ro­man with the im­mense mous­tache be­queathed to Italy by Vic­tor Em­manuel, the Aus­tri­an with his whiskers and clean-shaven chin, a Rus­si­an gen­er­al whose lip was armed with two spears of twis­ted hair, French­men with gay mous­taches—they dis­played the ima­gin­at­ive geni­us of every barber in the world.

				“Aren’t you go­ing to play?” asked Ser­vigny.

				“No; what about you?”

				“I nev­er play here. Would you like to go now? We’ll come back one day when it’s quieter. There are too many people here today; there’s noth­ing to be done.”

				“Yes, let us go.”

				They dis­ap­peared through a door­way which led in­to the hall.

				As soon as they were out in the street, Ser­vigny asked:

				“Well, what do you think of it all?”

				“It’s cer­tainly in­ter­est­ing. But I like the wo­men bet­ter than the men.”

				“Good Lord, yes! Those wo­men are the best hunt­ing in the coun­try. Don’t you agree with me that love ex­hales from them like the per­fumes from a barber’s shop? These are pos­it­ively the only houses where one can really get one’s money’s worth. And what ex­pert lov­ers they are! What artists! Have you ever eaten cakes made by a baker? They look so good, and they have no fla­vour at all. Well, the love of an or­din­ary wo­man al­ways re­minds me of baker’s pastry, where­as the love you get from wo­men like the Mar­quise Obardi—that really is love! Oh, they can make cakes all right, can these con­fec­tion­ers. You have to pay them two­pence half­penny for what you would get any­where else for a penny, that’s the only thing.”

				“Who is the man run­ning the place at present?” asked Sav­al.

				Ser­vigny shrugged his shoulders to ex­press ut­ter ig­nor­ance.

				“I have no idea,” he said. “The last I knew cer­tainly was an Eng­lish peer, but he left three months ago. At the mo­ment she must be liv­ing on the com­munity, on the gambling and the gam­blers, very likely, for she has her whims. But it’s an un­der­stood thing, isn’t it, that we are din­ing with her at Bou­giv­al on Sat­urday? There’s more free­dom in the coun­try, and I shall end by find­ing out what no­tions Yvette has in her head!”

				“I ask for noth­ing bet­ter,” replied Sav­al. “I’m not do­ing any­thing that day.”

				As they re­turned down the Champs Élysées, un­der the em­battled stars, they passed a couple ly­ing on a bench, and Ser­vigny mur­mured:

				“How ri­dicu­lous, yet how ut­terly in­dis­pens­able, is this busi­ness of love! A com­mon­place, and an ec­stasy, al­ways the same and al­ways dif­fer­ent! And the clown who is pay­ing that girl a franc is only seek­ing the very thing I buy for ten thou­sand from some Obardi who is per­haps no young­er or more fas­cin­at­ing than that drab! What folly!” He was si­lent for some minutes, then said:

				“All the same, it wouldn’t be a poor thing to be Yvette’s first lov­er. For that I’d give … I’d give …”

				He did not make up his mind what he would give. And Sav­al bade him good night at the corner of the Rue Roy­ale.

			
			
				II

				The table had been laid on the ver­anda that over­looked the river. Villa Prin­temps, the house that the Mar­quise Obardi had taken, stood halfway up the hill­side, at the very point where just be­low the garden wall the Seine made a turn to­wards Marly. Op­pos­ite the house the is­land of Croissy formed a back­ground of tall trees, a mass of leaf­age. A long reach of the broad river was clearly vis­ible as far as the float­ing café, La Gren­ouillère, half hid­den in the branches.

				Night was com­ing down, calm and still, after a flam­ing river­side sun­set; one of those tran­quil even­ings that bring with them a vague sense of hap­pi­ness. Not a breath or air stirred the branches, no gust of wind dis­turbed the smooth trans­lu­cent sur­face of the Seine. The air was warm, but not too hot; it was good to be alive. The grate­ful cool­ness of the ri­verb­anks rose to the quiet sky.

				The sun was dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind the trees, wheel­ing to­wards oth­er lands. The se­rene calm of the sleep­ing earth soothed their senses; un­der the vast quiet dome of the sky they felt the ef­fort­less surge of the uni­ver­sal life.

				The scene en­chanted them when they came out of the draw­ing room and sat down at the din­ner-table. A tender gaiety filled their hearts; they all felt it very good to be din­ing out there in the coun­try with that broad river and glor­i­ous sun­set for scenery, and breath­ing that sweet pure air.

				The Mar­quise had taken Sav­al’s arm, Yvette Ser­vigny’s.

				These four made up the little party.

				The two wo­men were not in the least like their Parisi­an selves. Yvette was the more altered of the two; she spoke very little, and seemed tired and grave.

				Sav­al hardly re­cog­nised her, and asked:

				“What’s the mat­ter with you, Ma­demois­elle? I find you very changed since last week. You have be­come quite a reas­on­able be­ing.”

				“It’s the ef­fect of the coun­try,” she answered. “I am not the same there; I feel quite strange. And be­sides, I nev­er am the same two days to­geth­er. Today I be­have like a lun­at­ic, to­mor­row I’ll be like a fu­ner­al ora­tion; I change like the weath­er, I don’t know why. I’m cap­able of ab­so­lutely any­thing—at the right time. There are days when I could kill people; not an­im­als—I could nev­er kill an­im­als—but people, cer­tainly; and then there are days when I cry for just noth­ing. A hun­dred dif­fer­ent ideas rush through my head. It de­pends, too, on my feel­ing when I get up in the morn­ing. Every morn­ing when I wake up I know just what I shall be like all day. Per­haps our dreams de­cide that sort of thing. Partly it de­pends on the book I have just been read­ing.”

				She was dressed in white flan­nel; the soft del­ic­ate folds of ma­ter­i­al covered her from head to foot. The bod­ice was loose, with big pleats, and sug­ges­ted, without too ri­gidly de­fin­ing, the firm sweep­ing con­tour of her already well-formed bos­om. Her slender neck rose from fold upon fold of frothy lace, droop­ing lan­guidly, its warm gleam­ing flesh even whiter than her dress and weighed down with its heavy bur­den of golden hair.

				For a long minute Ser­vigny gazed at her, then said:

				“You are ad­or­able to­night, Mam’zelle—I wish I could al­ways see you like that.”

				“Don’t pro­pose to me, Mus­cade,” she said, with a touch of her wonted arch­ness. “On a day like this I should take you at your word, and that might cost you dear.”

				The Mar­quise looked happy, very happy. She was dressed severely in black; the fine folds of the gown set off the su­perb, massive lines of her fig­ure. There was a touch of red in the bod­ice, a spray of red carna­tions fell from her waist and was caught up at her side, a red rose was fastened in her dark hair. There was a flame in her to­night, in her whole be­ing, in the simple dress with the bloodred blos­soms, in the glance that lingered on her neigh­bour, in her slow voice, in her rare move­ments.

				Sav­al too was grave and pre­oc­cu­pied. From time to time, with a ges­ture fa­mil­i­ar to him, he stroked his brown Van­dyke beard, and seemed sunk in thought.

				For some mo­ments no one spoke.

				“There is some­times a sav­ing grace in si­lence,” said Ser­vigny at last, as the trout was be­ing handed. “Neigh­bours are of­ten closer to one an­oth­er when si­lent than when speak­ing; isn’t that so, Mar­quise?”

				She turned slightly to­wards him and replied:

				“Yes, it’s true. It is so sweet for both of us to think of the same de­light­ful thing.”

				She turned her burn­ing gaze on Sav­al; for some mo­ments they re­mained look­ing in­to one an­oth­er’s eyes. There was a slight, an al­most im­per­cept­ible move­ment un­der the table.

				“Mam’zelle Yvette,” con­tin­ued Ser­vigny, “you’ll make me think you’re in love if you con­tin­ue to be­have so beau­ti­fully. Now with whom can you be in love? Let’s think it out to­geth­er. I leave the vul­gar herd of sigh­ing swains on one side, and go straight for the prin­cipals. How about Prince Krava­low?”

				At this name Yvette was roused.

				“My poor dear Mus­cade, what are you think­ing about? The Prince looks like a Rus­si­an in the wax­works who would win medals at a hairdress­ing com­pet­i­tion.”

				“Very well. The Prince is out of it. Per­haps you have chosen the Vicomte Pierre de Belvigne?”

				This time she broke in­to a fit of laughter and asked:

				“Can you see me hanging round Rais­iné’s neck”—she called him Rais­iné, Mal­vois­ie, or Ar­gen­teuil ac­cord­ing to the day of the week, for she nick­named every­one—“and whis­per­ing in his ear: ‘My dear little Pierre,’ or ‘My di­vine Pedro, my ad­ored Pietri, my darling Pier­rot, give your dear fat poodle­head to your darling little wifie be­cause she wants to kiss it’?”

				“Away with Num­ber Two, then,” said Ser­vigny. “We are left with the Che­va­lier Valréali, whom the Mar­quise seems to fa­vour.”

				Yvette was as much amused as be­fore.

				“What, Old Lach­rym­ose? Why, he’s a pro­fes­sion­al mourn­er at the Madeleine; he fol­lows all the high-class fu­ner­als. Whenev­er he looks at me I feel as though I were already dead.”

				“That’s three. Then you’ve fallen hope­lessly in love with Bar­on Sav­al, here present.”

				“With Rhodes Ju­ni­or? No, he’s too strong. It would feel like be­ing in love with the Arc de Tri­omphe de l’Étoile.”

				“Well, then, Mam’zelle, it is plain that you’re in love with me, for I’m the only one of your wor­ship­pers that we haven’t already dealt with. I had kept my­self to the end, out of mod­esty and prudence. It only re­mains for me to thank you.”

				“You, Mus­cade!” she replied with charm­ing gaiety. “Oh, no, I like you very much … but I don’t love you … Wait, I don’t want to dis­cour­age you. I don’t love you yet. … You have a chance … per­haps … Per­severe, Mus­cade, be de­voted, ar­dent, obed­i­ent, take plenty of trouble and all pos­sible pre­cau­tions, obey my light­est whims, be pre­pared to do any­thing I may choose … and we’ll see … later.”

				“But, Mam’zelle, I’d rather do all this for you after than be­fore, if you don’t mind.”

				“After what … Mus­cade?” she asked him with the in­genu­ous air of a sou­brette.

				“Why, deuce take it, after you’ve shown me that you love me.”

				“Well, be­have as though I did, and be­lieve it if you want to.”

				“But, I must say …”

				“Be quiet, Mus­cade. That’s enough about it for this time.”

				He made her a mil­it­ary sa­lute and held his tongue.

				The sun had gone down be­hind the is­land, but the sky still glowed like a bra­zi­er, and the quiet wa­ter of the river was as though changed to blood. The sun­set spilled a burn­ing light over houses, people, everything; the scar­let rose in the Mar­quise’s hair was like a drop of crim­son fallen upon her head from the clouds.

				Yvette was look­ing the oth­er way; her moth­er laid her hand on Sav­al’s, as though by ac­ci­dent. But the young girl turned, and the Mar­quise quickly snatched away her hand and fumbled at the folds of her bod­ice.

				Ser­vigny, who was watch­ing them, said:

				“If you like, Mam’zelle, we’ll go for a walk on the is­land after din­ner.”

				She was de­lighted with the idea.

				“Oh, yes; that will be lovely; we’ll go by ourselves, won’t we, Mus­cade?”

				“Yes, all by ourselves, Mam’zelle.”

				Once more they were si­lent.

				The calm of the wide land­scape, the rest­ful slum­ber of even­tide weighed on their hearts, their bod­ies, their voices. There are rare, quiet hours wherein speech is al­most im­possible. The ser­vants made no noise. The flam­ing sky burnt low; slowly night fol­ded the earth in shad­ow.

				“Do you pro­pose to stay here long?” asked Sav­al.

				“Yes,” replied the Mar­quise, dwell­ing upon each word, “for just as long as I’m happy here.”

				As it was now too dark to see, lamps were brought. They flung across the table a strange pale light in the hol­low dark­ness. A rain of little flies began fall­ing upon the cloth. They were tiny midges, burnt as they flew over the glass chim­neys of the lamps; their wings and legs singed, they powdered the table-lin­en, the plates, and the glasses with a grey, creep­ing dust. The diners swal­lowed them in their wine, ate them in the sauces, watched them crawl­ing over the bread. Their faces and hands were per­petu­ally tickled by a fly­ing swarm of in­nu­mer­able tiny in­sects.

				The wine had con­stantly to be thrown away, the plates covered; they took in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions to pro­tect the food they were eat­ing. Yvette was amused at the game; Ser­vigny care­fully sheltered whatever she was rais­ing to her lips, guarded the wine­glass and held his nap­kin spread out over her head like a roof. But it was too much for the fas­ti­di­ous nerves of the Mar­quise, and the meal was hast­ily brought to an end.

				“Now let’s go to the is­land,” said Yvette, who had not for­got­ten Ser­vigny’s sug­ges­tion.

				“Don’t stay long, will you?” ad­vised her moth­er lan­guidly. “We’ll come with you as far as the ferry.”

				They went off along the towpath, still two and two, the young girl in front with her friend. They could hear the Mar­quise and Sav­al be­hind them talk­ing very fast in very low voices. All round them was black, with a thick, inky black­ness. But the sky, swarm­ing with seeds of fire, seemed to spill them out on the river, for the dark wa­ter was richly patined with stars.

				By this time the frogs were croak­ing; all along the banks their rolling, mono­ton­ous notes creaked out.

				The soft voices of in­nu­mer­able night­in­gales rose in the still air.

				Yvette re­marked ab­ruptly:

				“Hallo! They are no longer fol­low­ing us. Where are they?”

				And she called: “Moth­er!”

				There was no an­swer. “They can’t be far away,” con­tin­ued the young girl. “I heard them a mo­ment ago.”

				“They must have gone back,” mur­mured Ser­vigny. “Per­haps your moth­er was cold.” He led her on.

				A light shone in front of them; it was the inn of Mar­tin­et, a fish­er­man who also ran a tav­ern. At their call a man came out of the house, and they boarded a large boat moored in the grasses on the bank. The fer­ry­man took up his oars, and the heavy boat ad­vanced, wak­ing the stars slum­ber­ing on the wa­ter and rous­ing them to a fren­zied dan­cing that died slowly down in their wake. They touched the oth­er bank and stepped off un­der the tall trees. The cool­ness of the moist earth floated up un­der the high thick branches that seemed to bear as many night­in­gales as leaves. A dis­tant pi­ano began to play a pop­u­lar waltz.

				Ser­vigny had taken Yvette’s arm; very softly he slipped his hand be­hind her waist and pressed it gently.

				“What are you think­ing of?” he asked.

				“I? … Noth­ing, I’m so happy.”

				“Then you don’t care for me?”

				“Yes, I do, Mus­cade. I care for you, I care for you a great deal; only don’t talk about it now. It’s too beau­ti­ful here to listen to your non­sense.”

				He clasped her to him, though she strove, with little struggles, to free her­self; through the flan­nel, so soft and fleecy to the touch, he could feel the warmth of her body.

				“Yvette,” he stammered.

				“Yes; what is it?”

				“It’s … I who care for you.”

				“You … don’t mean that, Mus­cade.”

				“Yes, I do; I’ve cared for you for a very long time.”

				She was still strug­gling to get away, striv­ing to free her arm caught between their two bod­ies. They walked with dif­fi­culty, hampered by this link and by her struggles, zig­zag­ging like a couple of drunk­ards.

				He did not know what to say to her now, well aware that it is im­possible to use to a young girl the words one would use to a grown wo­man; he was wor­ried, won­der­ing what he could do, won­der­ing if she con­sen­ted or did not un­der­stand, at his wit’s end for words that would be at once tender, dis­creet, and un­mis­tak­able.

				Every second he re­peated:

				“Yvette! Speak to me, Yvette!”

				Sud­denly he pressed an au­da­cious kiss on her cheek. She made a little move­ment of with­draw­al, and said in a vexed tone:

				“Oh! How ab­surd you are. Will you leave me alone?”

				Her voice re­vealed noth­ing of her thoughts and wishes; he saw that she was not too angry, and he stooped his lips to the nape of her neck, on the first few downy golden hairs, the ad­or­able spot he had coveted so long.

				Then she struggled with all her might to get free. But he held her firmly, and pla­cing his oth­er hand on her shoulder, forced her head round to­wards him, and took from her mouth a long, mad­den­ing kiss. She slipped between his arms with a quick twist of her whole body, stooped swiftly, and hav­ing thus dex­ter­ously es­caped from his em­brace, van­ished in the dark­ness with a sharp rust­ling of pet­ti­coats like the whirr­ing noise of a pheas­ant rising.

				At first he re­mained mo­tion­less, stunned by her quick­ness and by her dis­ap­pear­ance; then, hear­ing no fur­ther sound, he called in a low voice:

				“Yvette!”

				There was no an­swer; he began to walk on, ran­sack­ing the dark­ness with his eyes, search­ing in the bushes for the white patch that must be made by her dress. All was dark. He called again more loudly:

				“Mam’zelle Yvette!”

				The night­in­gales were si­lent.

				He hur­ried on, vaguely un­easy, call­ing ever louder and louder:

				“Mam’zelle Yvette! Mam’zelle Yvette!”

				Noth­ing! He stopped, listened. The whole is­land was si­lent; there was barely a rustle in the leaves over­head. The frogs alone kept up their son­or­ous croak­ing on the banks.

				He wandered from copse to copse, des­cend­ing first to the steep wooded slope of the swift main stream, then re­turn­ing to the bare flat bank of the back­wa­ter. He went right up un­til he was op­pos­ite Bou­giv­al, then came back to the café La Gren­ouillère, hunt­ing through all the thick­ets, con­stantly cry­ing:

				“Mam’zelle Yvette, where are you? An­swer! It is only a joke. An­swer me, an­swer me! Don’t make me hunt like this.”

				A dis­tant clock began to strike. He coun­ted the strokes; it was mid­night. For two hours he had been run­ning round the is­land. He thought that she had prob­ably gone home, and, very un­easy, went back, go­ing round by the bridge.

				A ser­vant, asleep in an arm­chair, was wait­ing in the hall. Ser­vigny woke him and asked:

				“Is it long since Ma­demois­elle Yvette came in? I left her out in the coun­try, as I had to pay a call.”

				“Oh, yes, your Grace,” the fel­low replied, “Ma­demois­elle came in be­fore ten.”

				He walked up to his room and went to bed. But he lay with his eyes open, un­able to sleep. That snatched kiss had dis­turbed her. What did she want? he wondered. What did she think? What did she know? How pretty she was, and how she had maddened him! His de­sire, dulled by the life he had led, by all the wo­men he had known, was reawakened by this strange child, so fresh, pro­vok­ing, and in­ex­plic­able.

				He heard one o’clock strike, then two. He real­ised that he would get no sleep that night. He was hot and wet with sweat; he felt in his temples the quick thud­ding of his heart. He got up to open the win­dow.

				A cool breeze came in, and he drew long deep breaths of it. The night was ut­terly dark, si­lent, and still. But sud­denly in the dark­ness of the garden he caught sight of a speck of light, like a little piece of glow­ing coal. “Ah, a ci­gar,” he thought. “It can’t be any­one but Sav­al. Léon,’ he called softly.

				“Is that you, Jean?” a voice answered.

				“Yes. Wait, I’m com­ing down.”

				He dressed, went out, and joined his friend, who was smoking astride an iron chair.

				“What are you do­ing at this time of night?”

				“Hav­ing a rest,” replied Sav­al, and laughed.

				Ser­vigny shook his head.

				“I con­grat­u­late you, my dear chap. As for me, I’ve run my head in­to a wall.”

				“You are telling me … ?”

				“I am telling you … that Yvette is not like her moth­er.”

				“What happened? Tell me all about it.”

				Ser­vigny re­coun­ted his un­suc­cess­ful ef­forts, then con­tin­ued:

				“Yes, the child really wor­ries me. Do you real­ise that I haven’t been able to get to sleep? What a queer thing a girl is. This one looks as simple as pos­sible, and yet she’s a com­plete mys­tery. One can un­der­stand at once a wo­man who has lived and loved, who knows what life is like. But with a young girl, on the oth­er hand, one can’t be sure of any­thing at all. I’m really be­gin­ning to think she’s play­ing the fool with me.”

				Sav­al rocked gently on his chair.

				“Be care­ful, my dear chap,” he said very slowly; “she’ll get you to marry her. Re­mem­ber the il­lus­tri­ous ex­amples in his­tory. That was how Ma­demois­elle de Montijo be­came empress, and she was at least of de­cent fam­ily. Don’t play the Na­po­leon.”

				“Have no fears about that,” said Ser­vigny. “I’m not a fool, nor an em­per­or. One has to be one or the oth­er to lose one’s head so com­pletely. But, I say, are you sleepy?”

				“Not a bit.”

				“Come for a walk along the river­side, then.”

				“Very well.”

				They opened the gate and star­ted off down the river to­wards Marly.

				It was the cool hour just be­fore dawn, the hour of deep­est sleep, deep­est rest, ut­ter quiet. Even the faint noises of the night were si­lent now. The night­in­gales sang no longer, the frogs had fin­ished their croak­ing; some un­known an­im­al, a bird per­haps, alone broke the still­ness, mak­ing a feeble saw­ing noise, mono­ton­ous and reg­u­lar, like the work­ing of a ma­chine. Ser­vigny, who had at times a touch of the poet and of the philo­soph­er too, said ab­ruptly:

				“Look here. This girl ab­so­lutely mad­dens me. In arith­met­ic, one and one make two. In love, one and one ought to make one, but they make two all the same. Do you know the feel­ing? The sav­age need of ab­sorb­ing a wo­man in­to one­self, or of be­ing ab­sorbed in­to her? I don’t mean the mere phys­ic­al de­sire to em­brace her, but the men­tal and spir­itu­al tor­ment to be at one with an­oth­er hu­man be­ing, to open one’s whole soul to her, one’s whole heart, and to pen­et­rate to the ut­ter­most depths of her mind. And nev­er, nev­er do you really know her or dis­cov­er all the fluc­tu­ations of her will, her de­sires, and her thoughts. Nev­er can you make even the slight­est guess at the whole of the secret, the whole mys­tery of the spir­it come so close to you, a spir­it hid­den be­hind two eyes as clear as wa­ter, as trans­par­ent as though there were no secret be­hind them. A spir­it speaks to you through a be­loved mouth, a mouth that seems yours be­cause you de­sire it so pas­sion­ately; one by one this spir­it sends you its thoughts in the guise of words, and yet it re­mains farther from you than the stars are from one an­oth­er, farther out of reach than the stars. Strange, isn’t it!”

				“I do not de­mand so much,” replied Sav­al. “I do not both­er to look be­hind the eyes. I don’t care much for the in­side; it’s the out­side I care for.”

				“Whatever you say, Yvette’s a queer creature,” mur­mured Ser­vigny. “I won­der how she’ll treat me in the morn­ing.”

				As they reached the weir at Marly, they saw that the sky was pal­ing. Cocks began to crow in the farm­yards; the sound reached them slightly muffled by thick walls. A bird cried in a park on the left, con­tinu­ally re­peat­ing a simple and ri­dicu­lous little ca­denza.

				“Time to go back,” said Sav­al, and they turned round.

				When Ser­vigny reached his room, the ho­ri­zon gleamed rosily through the still open win­dow. He pulled down the Vene­tian blinds and drew the heavy cur­tains across, got in­to bed, and at last fell asleep. And all the time he dreamt of Yvette.

				A curi­ous sound awoke him. He sat up and listened, but did not hear it again. Then sud­denly there came against his shut­ters a rat­tling like hail. He jumped out of bed and ran to the win­dow; throw­ing it open, he saw Yvette stand­ing on the garden-path, throw­ing great hand­fuls of gravel in his face.

				She was dressed in pink, and wore a broad-brimmed straw hat sur­moun­ted with a mil­it­ary plume; she was laugh­ing with ma­li­cious mis­chief.

				“Well, Mus­cade, still asleep? What can you have been do­ing last night to wake up so late? Did you have any ad­ven­tures, my poor Mus­cade?”

				“Com­ing, com­ing, Mam’zelle! Just a mo­ment, while I stick my nose in­to the wa­ter-jug, and I’ll be down.”

				“Hurry up,” she cried; “it’s ten o’clock. And I’ve got a scheme to talk over with you, a plot we are go­ing to carry out. Break­fast at el­ev­en, you know.”

				He found her seated on a bench with a book on her knees, a nov­el. She took his arm with friendly fa­mili­ar­ity, as frankly and gaily as though noth­ing had happened the night be­fore, and lead­ing him to the far end of the garden, said:

				“This is my plan. We’re go­ing to dis­obey mamma, and you are go­ing to take me presently to the Gren­ouillère. I want to see it. Mamma says that de­cent wo­men can’t go there, but I don’t care wheth­er I can or I can’t. You’ll take me, Mus­cade, won’t you? We’ll have such sport with the people on the river.”

				The fra­grance of her was de­light­ful, but he could not dis­cov­er what vague, faint scent it was that hung round her. It was not one of her moth­er’s heavy per­fumes, but a del­ic­ate fra­grance in which he thought he re­cog­nised a faint whiff of iris powder and per­haps a touch of ver­bena.

				Whence came this elu­sive scent—from her dress, her hair, or her skin? He was won­der­ing about this when, as she spoke with her face very close to his, he felt her fresh breath full in his face, and found it quite as de­light­ful. He fan­cied that the fleet­ing fra­grance he had failed to re­cog­nise was the fig­ment of his own be­witched senses, noth­ing but a de­lusive em­an­a­tion from her youth and al­lur­ing grace.

				“You will, won’t you, Mus­cade?” she said. “It will be so hot after break­fast that moth­er won’t want to go out. She’s very lazy when it’s hot. We’ll leave her with your friend, and you shall be my es­cort. We’ll pre­tend we are go­ing up to the woods. You don’t know how I shall en­joy see­ing the Gren­ouillère.”

				They reached the gate fa­cing the Seine. A flood of sun­light fell on the quiet, gleam­ing river. A light heat-mist was lift­ing, the steam of evap­or­ated wa­ter, leav­ing a little glit­ter­ing va­pour on the sur­face of the stream. From time to time a boat went by, a light skiff or a heavy barge, and dis­tant whistles could be heard, the short notes of the whistles on the Sunday trains that flooded the coun­try with Parisi­ans, and the long warn­ing notes of the steam­boats passing the weir at Marly.

				But a small bell rang for break­fast, and they went in.

				The meal was eaten in si­lence. A heavy Ju­ly noon pressed on the earth and op­pressed the dwell­ing there­on. The heat was al­most tan­gible, para­lys­ing both mind and body. The slug­gish words would not leave their lips; every move­ment was an ef­fort, as though the air had ac­quired power of res­ist­ance, and was more dif­fi­cult to thrust through.

				Yvette alone, though si­lent, was an­im­ated, and pos­sessed by im­pa­tience. As soon as dessert was fin­ished she said:

				“Sup­pos­ing we went for a walk in the woods. It would be per­fectly de­light­ful un­der the trees.”

				“Are you mad?” mur­mured the Mar­quise, who looked ut­terly ex­hausted. “How can one go out in weath­er like this?”

				“Very well,” replied the young girl slyly, “we’ll leave you here with the Bar­on to keep you com­pany. Mus­cade and I will scramble up the hill and sit down and read on the grass.”

				She turned to Ser­vigny, say­ing: “That’s all right, isn’t it?”

				“At your ser­vice, Mam’zelle,” he replied.

				She ran off to fetch her hat. The Mar­quise shrugged her shoulders and sighed: “Really, she’s quite mad.” In­dol­ently she held out her beau­ti­ful white hand in a ges­ture of pro­found and se­duct­ive las­sit­ude; the Bar­on pressed a linger­ing kiss upon it.

				Yvette and Ser­vigny de­par­ted. At first they fol­lowed the river, then they crossed the bridge and went on to the is­land, and sat down un­der the wil­lows on the bank of the main stream, for it was still too early to go to La Gren­ouillère.

				The young girl at once took a book from her pock­et and, laugh­ing, said:

				“Mus­cade, you’re go­ing to read to me.” And she held out the volume for him to take. He made a de­prec­at­ory ges­ture. “I, Mam’zelle? But I can’t read.”

				“Come, now, no ex­cuses, no ar­gu­ments,” she replied severely. “You’re a nice lov­er, you are. ‘Everything for noth­ing’—that’s your creed, isn’t it?”

				He took the book and opened it, and was sur­prised to find that it was a treat­ise on en­to­mo­logy, a his­tory of ants by an Eng­lish au­thor. He re­mained si­lent, think­ing that she was mak­ing fun of him.

				“Go on, read,” she said.

				“Is this a bet,” he asked, “or just a joke?”

				“Neither. I saw the book in a shop; they told me it was the best book about ants, and I thought it would be nice to hear about the lives of the little creatures and watch them run­ning about in the grass at the same time. So read away.”

				She lay down face down­wards at full length, her el­bows rest­ing on the ground and her head between her hands, her eyes fixed on the grass.

				“ ‘Without doubt,’ he read, ‘the an­throp­oid apes are of all an­im­als those which ap­proach most closely to man in their ana­tom­ic­al struc­ture; but if we con­sider the habits of ants, their or­gan­isa­tion in­to so­ci­et­ies, their vast com­munit­ies, the houses and roads which they con­struct, their cus­tom of do­mest­ic­at­ing an­im­als and even at times of hav­ing slaves, we shall be forced to ad­mit that they have the right to claim the place next to man on the lad­der of in­tel­li­gence.’ ”

				He con­tin­ued in a mono­ton­ous voice, stop­ping from time to time to ask: “Isn’t that enough?”

				She signed “no” with a shake of her head, and, hav­ing picked up a wan­der­ing ant on the point of a blade of grass she had plucked, she amused her­self by mak­ing it run from one end of the stem to the oth­er, turn­ing it up­side-down as soon as the in­sect reached either end. She listened in si­lence and with con­cen­trated at­ten­tion to all the sur­pris­ing de­tails of the life of these frail creatures, their sub­ter­ranean es­tab­lish­ments, the way in which they bring up, keep, and feed little grubs in or­der to drink the secret li­quor they secrete, just as we keep cows in our byres, their cus­tom of do­mest­ic­at­ing little blind in­sects which clean their dwell­ings, and of go­ing to war in or­der to bring back slaves to serve the vic­tors, which the slaves do with such so­li­citude that the lat­ter even lose the habit of feed­ing them­selves.

				And little by little, as though a ma­ter­nal ten­der­ness had awakened in her head for this creature at once so tiny and so in­tel­li­gent, Yvette let it climb about her fin­ger, watch­ing it with lov­ing eyes, long­ing to kiss it. And as Ser­vigny was read­ing how they live in a com­munity, how they play to­geth­er in a friendly rivalry of strength and skill, the young girl, in her en­thu­si­asm, tried to kiss the in­sect, which es­caped from her fin­ger and began to run over her face. She shrieked as vi­ol­ently as though a deadly per­il threatened her, and with wild ges­tures she slapped at her cheek to get rid of the creature. Ser­vigny, roar­ing with laughter, caught it near her hair and, at the spot where he had caught it, pressed a long kiss, from which Yvette did not re­coil.

				She got up, de­clar­ing: “I like that bet­ter than a nov­el. Now let’s go to La Gren­ouillère.”

				They reached a part of the is­land which was laid out like a park, shaded with huge trees. Couples wandered un­der the lofty fo­liage be­side the Seine, over which the boats were glid­ing. There were girls with young men, work­ing girls with their sweet­hearts, who were walk­ing in shirtsleeves, coats on their arms and tall hats on the back of their heads, look­ing weary and dis­sip­ated; cit­izens with their fam­il­ies, the wives in their Sunday best, the chil­dren run­ning round their par­ents like a brood of chick­ens. A con­tinu­ous dis­tant buzz of hu­man voices, a dull rum­bling clam­our, an­nounced the near­ness of the es­tab­lish­ment be­loved of boat­ing parties. Sud­denly it came in­to view, an enorm­ous roofed barge moored to the bank, filled by a crowd of men and wo­men who sat drink­ing at tables or stood up, shout­ing, singing, laugh­ing, dan­cing, caper­ing to the noise of a jingling pi­ano, out of tune and as vi­brant as a tin can. Tall, red-haired girls, dis­play­ing be­fore and be­hind them the swell­ing, pro­voc­at­ive curves of breasts and hips, walked up and down with eager, in­vit­ing glances, all three parts drunk, talk­ing ob­scen­it­ies. Oth­ers were dan­cing wildly in front of young men who were half na­ked, dressed only in row­ing-shorts and zephyrs, and wear­ing col­oured jockey-caps on their heads. There was a per­vad­ing odour of sweat and face powder, the com­bined ex­hal­a­tions of per­fumer­ies and armpits. Those who were drink­ing at the tables were swal­low­ing white and red and yel­low and green li­quids, scream­ing and yelling for no reas­on, yield­ing to a vi­ol­ent need to make a din, an an­im­al in­stinct to fill ears and brain with noise. From time to time a swim­mer dived from the roof, splash­ing those sit­ting near, who yelled at him like sav­ages.

				On the river a fleet of boats passed and re­passed; long nar­row skiffs went by, urged on by the power­ful strokes of oars­men whose bare arms showed rolls of muscle un­der the sun­burnt skin. The wo­men in the boats, dressed in blue or red flan­nel, hold­ing open um­brel­las also blue or red over their heads, wore bril­liant splashes of col­our un­der the burn­ing sun; they lolled on their seat in the stern and seemed to glide along the wa­ter, mo­tion­less or drowsy. Heav­ier boats moved slowly past, loaded with people. A light­hearted stu­dent, bent on mak­ing him­self con­spicu­ous, rowed with a wind­mill stroke, bump­ing in­to all the boats, whose oc­cu­pants swore at him. He even­tu­ally dis­ap­peared crest­fal­len, after nearly drown­ing two swim­mers, fol­lowed by the jeers of the crowd jammed to­geth­er on the float­ing café.

				Yvette, ra­di­ant, passed through the middle of this noisy, strug­gling crowd on Ser­vigny’s arm. She seemed quite happy to be jostled by all and sun­dry, and stared at the girls with calm and friendly eyes.

				“Look at that one, Mus­cade, what lovely hair she’s got! They do seem to be en­joy­ing them­selves.”

				The pi­an­ist, an oars­man dressed in red, whose hat was very like a co­lossal straw para­sol, began a waltz. Yvette promptly seized her com­pan­ion by the waist and car­ried him off with the fury she al­ways put in­to her dan­cing. They went on so long and with such frenzy that the whole crowd watched them. Those who were sit­ting drink­ing stood upon their tables and beat time with their feet, oth­ers smashed glasses. The pi­an­ist seemed to go mad; he banged at the ivory keys with gal­lop­ing hands, ges­tic­u­lat­ing wildly with his whole body, sway­ing his head and its enorm­ous cov­er­ing with frantic move­ments.

				Ab­ruptly he stopped, slid down, and lay full length on the ground, bur­ied un­der his hat, as though he were dead of ex­haus­tion. There was a burst of laughter in the café, and every­one ap­plauded. Four friends rushed up as though there had been an ac­ci­dent, and pick­ing up their com­rade, bore him off by all four limbs, pla­cing on his stom­ach the roof un­der which he sheltered his head. An­oth­er jester fol­lowed, in­ton­ing the De Pro­fundis, and a pro­ces­sion formed up be­hind the mock corpse. It went round all the paths in the is­land, gath­er­ing up drink­ers, strollers, in­deed every­one it met.

				Yvette ran along en­rap­tured, laugh­ing heart­ily and talk­ing to every­one, wild with the din and the bustle. Young men pushed against her and stared at her ex­citedly with eyes whose burn­ing glances seemed to strip her na­ked. Ser­vigny began to be afraid that the ad­ven­ture might end un­for­tu­nately. The pro­ces­sion went on its way, get­ting faster and faster, for the four bear­ers had be­gun to race, fol­lowed by the yelling crowd. But sud­denly they turned to­wards the bank, stopped dead at the edge, for an in­stant swung their com­rade to and fro, and then, all let­ting go of him at once, they heaved him in­to the wa­ter. A great shout of mer­ri­ment burst from every mouth, while the be­wildered pi­an­ist splashed about, swear­ing, cough­ing, and spit­ting out the wa­ter; stuck fast in the mud, he struggled to climb up the bank. His hat, which was float­ing down the stream, was brought back by a boat.

				Yvette danced with joy and clapped her hands, say­ing:

				“Oh, Mus­cade, what fun, what fun!”

				Ser­vigny, now ser­i­ous, watched her, a little em­bar­rassed and a little dis­mayed to see her so much at ease in this vul­gar mob. He felt a faint dis­gust born of the in­stinct that an ar­is­to­crat rarely loses, even in mo­ments of ut­ter aban­don, the in­stinct that pro­tects him from un­par­don­able fa­mili­ar­it­ies and con­tacts that would be too de­grad­ing. “No one will cred­it you with too much breed­ing, my child,” he said to him­self, astoun­ded. He had an im­pulse to speak to her aloud as fa­mil­iarly as he al­ways did in his thoughts, with as little ce­re­mony as he would have used on meet­ing any wo­man who was com­mon prop­erty. He no longer saw her as any dif­fer­ent from the red-haired creatures who brushed against them, bawl­ing ob­scene words in their harsh voices. Coarse, brief, and ex­press­ive, these words were the cur­rent speech of the crowd; they seemed to flit over­head, born there in the mob like flies in the dunghill over which they hov­er. No one seemed shocked or sur­prised; Yvette did not seem to no­tice them at all.

				“Mus­cade, I want to bathe,” she said. “Let’s go out in­to deep wa­ter.”

				“At your ser­vice, ma’am,” he replied.

				They went to the bathing-cab­in to get cos­tumes. She was ready first and waited for him on the bank, smil­ing at all who looked at her. Then they went off side by side in the warm wa­ter. She swam with a lux­uri­ous aban­don, caressed by the stream, quiv­er­ing with a sen­su­al pleas­ure; at every stroke she raised her­self as though she were ready to leap out of the river. He found dif­fi­culty in keep­ing up with her; he was out of breath and angry at his in­feri­or­ity. But she slowed down and then turned quickly and floated, her arms crossed, her eyes star­ing to­wards the blue sky. He gazed at the soft supple line of her body as she lay there on the sur­face of the river, at the roun­ded form and small firm tips of the shapely breasts re­vealed by her thin cling­ing gar­ment, the curving sweet­ness of her belly, the half-sub­merged thighs, the bare knees gleam­ing through the wa­ter, and the small foot thrust out. He saw every line of her, as though she were de­lib­er­ately dis­play­ing her­self to tempt him, of­fer­ing her­self to him or try­ing to make a fool of him again. He began to de­sire her with a pas­sion­ate ar­dour, every nerve on edge. Ab­ruptly she turned round and looked at him.

				“What a nice head you have,” she said with a laugh.

				He was hurt, ir­rit­ated by her teas­ing, filled with the sav­age fury of the de­rided lov­er. He yiel­ded to a vague de­sire to pun­ish her, to avenge him­self; he wanted to hurt her.

				“You’d like that sort of life, would you?” he said.

				“What sort?” she asked, with her most in­no­cent air.

				“Come now, no more non­sense. You know per­fectly well what I mean.”

				“No, hon­estly, I don’t.”

				“We’ve had enough of this com­edy. Will you or won’t you?”

				“I don’t un­der­stand you in the least.”

				“You’re not so stu­pid as all that. Be­sides, I told you last night.”

				“What? I’ve for­got­ten.”

				“That I love you.”

				“You!”

				“Yes, I!”

				“What a lie!”

				“I swear it’s true.”

				“Prove it, then.”

				“I ask for noth­ing bet­ter.”

				“Well, do, then.”

				“You didn’t say that last night.”

				“You didn’t pro­pose any­thing.”

				“Oh, this is ab­surd!”

				“Be­sides, I am not the one to be asked.”

				“That’s very kind of you! Who is, then?”

				“Mamma, of course.”

				He gave way to a fit of laughter.

				“Your moth­er? No, really, that’s too much!”

				She had sud­denly be­come very ser­i­ous, and, look­ing in­to his eyes, said:

				“Listen, Mus­cade, if you really love me enough to marry me, speak to mamma first, and I’ll give you my an­swer af­ter­wards.”

				At that he lost his tem­per al­to­geth­er, think­ing that she was still play­ing the fool with him.

				“What do you take me for, Mam’zelle? An idi­ot like the rest of your ad­mirers?”

				She con­tin­ued to gaze at him with calm, clear eyes. After a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion she said:

				“I still don’t un­der­stand.”

				“Now look here, Yvette,” he said brusquely, with a touch of rude­ness and ill nature in his voice. “Let’s have done with this ri­dicu­lous com­edy, which has already gone on too long. You keep on play­ing the in­no­cent maid­en, and, be­lieve me, the part doesn’t suit you at all. You know per­fectly well that there can be no ques­tion of mar­riage between us—but only of love. I told you I loved you—it’s quite true—I re­peat, I do love you. Now don’t pre­tend not to un­der­stand, and don’t treat me as though I were a fool.”

				They were up­right in the wa­ter, face to face, sup­port­ing them­selves by little move­ments of the hands. For some seconds more she con­tin­ued mo­tion­less, as though she could not make up her mind to un­der­stand his words, then sud­denly she blushed to the roots of her hair. The blood rushed in a swift tide from her neck to her ears, which turned al­most purple, and without a word she fled land­wards, swim­ming with all her strength, with hur­ried, power­ful strokes. He could not over­take her, and the pur­suit left him breath­less. He saw her leave the wa­ter, pick up her wrap, and enter her cab­in, without turn­ing her head.

				He took a long time to dress, very puzzled what to do, plan­ning what to say to her, and won­der­ing wheth­er to apo­lo­gise or per­severe.

				When he was ready, she had gone, alone. He re­turned slowly, wor­ried and anxious. The Mar­quise, on Sav­al’s arm, was strolling along the cir­cu­lar path round the lawn. At sight of Ser­vigny she spoke with the care­less air she had as­sumed on the pre­vi­ous even­ing:

				“Didn’t I tell you not to go out in such heat? Now Yvette has sun­stroke; she’s gone to lie down. She was as scar­let as a poppy, poor child, and has a fright­ful head­ache. You must have been walk­ing full in the sun, and up to some mis­chief or oth­er, heav­en knows what. You have no more sense than she has.”

				The young girl did not come down to din­ner. When she was asked if she would like some­thing brought up to her room, she replied through the closed door that she was not hungry—she had locked her­self in and wished to be left alone. The two young men left by the ten o’clock train, prom­ising to come again the fol­low­ing Thursday, and the Mar­quise sat down by the open win­dow and, mus­ing, listened to the far-off sound of dance-mu­sic jerked out at La Gren­ouillère, vi­brat­ing in the pro­foundly sol­emn si­lence of night.

				In­ured and hardened to love by love, as a man is to rid­ing or row­ing, she nev­er­the­less had sud­den mo­ments of ten­der­ness which at­tacked her like a dis­ease. These pas­sions seized roughly upon her, swept through her whole be­ing, driv­ing her mad, ex­haust­ing her, or de­press­ing her ac­cord­ing to their nature, lofty, vi­ol­ent, dra­mat­ic, or sen­ti­ment­al.

				She was one of those wo­men who were cre­ated to love and to be loved. From a very humble be­gin­ning she had climbed high through love, of which she had made a pro­fes­sion al­most without be­ing aware of it: act­ing by in­stinct, by in­born skill, she ac­cep­ted money as she ac­cep­ted kisses, nat­ur­ally, without dis­tin­guish­ing between them, em­ploy­ing her amaz­ing in­tu­ition in an un­reas­on­ing and ut­terly simple fash­ion, as an­im­als, made cun­ning by the struggle for life, em­ploy theirs. She had had many lov­ers for whom she felt no ten­der­ness, yet at whose em­braces she had not felt dis­gust. She en­dured all caresses with calm in­dif­fer­ence, just as a trav­el­ler eats any­thing, be­cause he must live. But from time to time her heart or her flesh caught fire, and she fell in­to a pas­sion which las­ted weeks or months, ac­cord­ing to the phys­ic­al and mor­al qual­it­ies of her lov­er. These were the de­li­cious mo­ments of her life. She loved with her whole soul, her whole body, with ec­stat­ic aban­don. She threw her­self in­to love like a sui­cide in­to a river, and let her­self be car­ried away, ready to die if ne­ces­sary, in­tox­ic­ated, maddened, in­fin­itely happy. Each time she thought she had nev­er be­fore felt any­thing like it, and she would have been en­tirely amazed if she had been re­minded of the many dif­fer­ent men of whom she had dreamed pas­sion­ately all night long, gaz­ing at the stars.

				Sav­al had fas­cin­ated her, cap­tured her body and soul. She dreamed of him now, soothed by his im­age and her re­mem­brance of him, in the calm ex­al­ta­tion of a joy ful­filled, of a hap­pi­ness present and cer­tain.

				A noise be­hind her made her turn round. Yvette had just come in, still in the same dress she had worn all day, but pale now, and with the burn­ing eyes that are the mark of great wear­i­ness. She leaned on the ledge of the open win­dow op­pos­ite her moth­er.

				“I’ve some­thing to tell you,” she said.

				The Mar­quise, sur­prised, looked at her. Her love for her daugh­ter was selfish; she was proud of her beauty, as one is proud of wealth; she was her­self still too beau­ti­ful to be jeal­ous, too care­less to make the plans she was com­monly sup­posed to en­ter­tain, yet too cun­ning to be un­con­scious of her daugh­ter’s value.

				“Yes, child,” she replied, “I’m listen­ing; what is it?”

				Yvette gave her a burn­ing look, as though to read the depths of her soul, as though to de­tect every emo­tion which her words would rouse.

				“This is it. Some­thing ex­traordin­ary happened just now.”

				“What?”

				“Mon­sieur de Ser­vigny told me he loved me.”

				The Mar­quise waited, un­easy. But as Yvette said noth­ing more, she asked:

				“How did he tell you? Ex­plain!”

				The young girl sat down by her moth­er’s feet in a fa­mil­i­ar coax­ing at­ti­tude and, press­ing her hand, said:

				“He asked me to marry him.”

				Ma­dame Obardi made a sud­den ges­ture of amazement, and cried:

				“Ser­vigny? You must be mad!”

				Yvette’s eyes had nev­er left her moth­er’s face, watch­ing sharply for her thoughts and her sur­prise.

				“Why must I be mad?” she asked gravely. “Why should Mon­sieur de Ser­vigny nev­er marry me?”

				“You must be wrong,” stammered the Mar­quise, em­bar­rassed; “it can’t be true. You can’t have heard prop­erly—or you mis­un­der­stood him. Mon­sieur de Ser­vigny is too rich to marry you, and too … too … Parisi­an to marry at all.”

				Yvette slowly rose to her feet.

				“But if he loves me as he says he does?” she ad­ded.

				Her moth­er replied some­what im­pa­tiently:

				“I thought you were old enough and knew enough of the world not to have such ideas in your head. Ser­vigny is a man of the world and an ego­ist; he will only marry a wo­man of his own rank and wealth. If he asked you to marry him … it means he wants … he wants …”

				The Mar­quise, un­able to voice her sus­pi­cions, was si­lent for a mo­ment, then ad­ded:

				“Now leave me alone, and go to bed.”

				And the young girl, as though she now knew all she wanted, replied obed­i­ently:

				“Yes, moth­er.”

				She kissed her moth­er’s fore­head and de­par­ted with a calm step. Just as she was go­ing out of the door, the Mar­quise called her back:

				“And your sun­stroke?” she asked.

				“I nev­er had one. It was this af­fair which had up­set me.”

				“We’ll have an­oth­er talk about it,” ad­ded the Mar­quise. “But, above all, don’t be alone with him again after this oc­cur­rence for some time. And you may be quite sure that he won’t marry you, do you un­der­stand, and that he only wants to … to com­prom­ise you.”

				This was the best she could do by way of ex­press­ing her thoughts. And Yvette re­turned to her room.

				Ma­dame Obardi began to re­flect.

				Hav­ing lived for years in an amor­ous and op­u­lent tran­quil­lity, she had care­fully guarded her mind from every thought that might pre­oc­cupy, trouble, or sad­den her. She had al­ways re­fused to ask her­self what would be­come of Yvette; there was al­ways time enough to think of that when dif­fi­culties arose. She knew, with her cour­tes­an’s in­stinct, that her daugh­ter could not marry a rich and high­born man save by an ex­tremely im­prob­able piece of good for­tune, one of those sur­prises of love which set ad­ven­turesses upon thrones. She did not really con­tem­plate this pos­sib­il­ity, too much pre­oc­cu­pied to form plans by which she her­self would not be dir­ectly af­fected.

				Yvette would doubt­less fol­low in her moth­er’s foot­steps. She would be­come a light o’ love; why not? But the Mar­quise had nev­er had the cour­age to ask her­self when, or how, this would come about. And now here was her daugh­ter sud­denly, without any pre­par­a­tion, ask­ing her one of those ques­tions which can­not be answered, and for­cing her to take up a def­in­ite po­s­i­tion in an af­fair so dif­fi­cult, so del­ic­ate, so dan­ger­ous in every sense, and which so pro­foundly troubled her con­science, the con­science any moth­er must dis­play when her daugh­ter is in­volved in an af­fair such as this.

				She had too much nat­ur­al wit, a wit which might nod but was nev­er quite asleep, to be de­ceived for one mo­ment in Ser­vigny’s in­ten­tions, for she knew men, by per­son­al ex­per­i­ence, es­pe­cially men of that tribe. And so, at the first words uttered by Yvette, she had cried out, al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily:

				“Ser­vigny marry you? You must be mad!”

				What had led him to use the old, old trick—he, the shrewd rake, the jaded man about town? What would he do now? And the child, how was she to be more ex­pli­citly warned or even for­bid­den? She was cap­able of any folly. Who would ima­gine that a great girl like that could be so in­no­cent, so ig­nor­ant, and so un­wary?

				And the Mar­quise, thor­oughly per­plexed and already ex­hausted by her men­tal ef­forts, was ut­terly at a loss, find­ing the situ­ation really awk­ward.

				Weary of the whole busi­ness, she thought:

				“Oh, well, I’ll keep a close watch on them and act ac­cord­ing to events. If ne­ces­sary, I’ll even talk to Ser­vigny; he’s sens­it­ive, and can take a hint.”

				She did not ask her­self what she should say to him, nor what he would reply, nor what sort of an agree­ment could be made between them, but, happy at be­ing re­lieved of one anxi­ety without hav­ing had to make any de­cision, she began again to dream of her ad­ored Sav­al. Her glance, wan­der­ing in the night, turned to the right to­wards the misty ra­di­ance that hovered over Par­is; with both hands she threw kisses to­wards the great city, swift un­numbered kisses that flew in­to the dark­ness one after an­oth­er; and very softly, as though she were still speak­ing to him, she mur­mured:

				“I love you! I love you!”

			
			
				III

				Nor could Yvette sleep. Like her moth­er, she sat at the open win­dow, rest­ing her el­bows on the sill, and tears, her first bit­ter tears, filled her eyes.

				Till now she had lived and grown up in the heed­less and se­rene self-con­fid­ence of happy youth. Why should she have ana­lysed, wondered, re­flec­ted? Why should she not have been like all young girls of her age? Why should doubt, fear, pain­ful sus­pi­cions have troubled her? Be­cause she seemed to talk about every sub­ject, be­cause she had taken the tone, the man­ner, the bold speech of those around her, she had seemed to know all about everything. But she knew hardly more than a girl brought up in a con­vent; her risky phrases came from her memory, from the fac­ulty wo­men pos­sess of im­it­a­tion and as­sim­il­a­tion, not from a mind already soph­ist­ic­ated and de­bauched.

				She talked of love in the same way that an artist’s or mu­si­cian’s son talks of paint­ing and mu­sic at ten or twelve years of age. She knew, or rather sus­pec­ted, the sort of mys­tery hid­den be­hind this word—too many jests had been whispered in her pres­ence for her in­no­cence to re­main com­pletely un­en­lightened—but how was she to tell from this that every house­hold was not like the one she lived in? Her moth­er’s hand was kissed with ap­par­ent re­spect; all their friends were titled; all were rich, or ap­peared to be; all spoke fa­mil­iarly of princes of the blood roy­al. Two king’s sons had ac­tu­ally come sev­er­al times, in the even­ing, to the Mar­quise’s house. How was she to know?

				And, be­sides, she was by nature in­no­cent. She did not probe in­to things, she had not her moth­er’s in­tu­it­ive judg­ment of oth­er people. She lived tran­quilly, too full of the joy of life to worry about cir­cum­stances which might have roused sus­pi­cions in people of more quiet, more thought­ful, more se­cluded ways, who were less im­puls­ive and less ra­di­antly joy­ous. And now, in a single in­stant, by a few words whose bru­tal­ity she had felt without un­der­stand­ing, Ser­vigny had roused in her a sud­den un­eas­i­ness, an un­eas­i­ness at first un­reas­on­ing, and now grow­ing in­to a tor­tur­ing fear.

				She had gone home, had fled from him like a wounded an­im­al; deeply wounded, in­deed, by the words she re­peated to her­self again and again, try­ing to pen­et­rate their farthest mean­ing, try­ing to guess their whole im­plic­a­tion: “You know per­fectly well that there can be no ques­tion of mar­riage between us—but of love!”

				What had he meant? And why the harsh­ness? There was some­thing, then, some shame­ful secret, of which she was in ig­nor­ance? Doubt­less she was the only one in ig­nor­ance of it. What was it? She was ter­ri­fied, crushed, as at the dis­cov­ery of a hid­den in­famy, the treach­ery of a friend, one of those calam­it­ies of the heart which strike at one’s very reas­on.

				She had thought, wondered, pored over it, wept, con­sumed with fears and sus­pi­cions. Then her young and buoy­ant nature calmed her, and she began to ima­gine an ad­ven­ture, to build up an un­usu­al and dra­mat­ic situ­ation drawn from her re­mem­brance of all the fanci­ful ro­mances she had read. She re­called ex­cit­ing changes of for­tune, gloomy and heartrend­ing plots, and mingled them with her own story, to fling a ro­mantic glory round the half-seen mys­tery which sur­roun­ded her.

				She was no longer miser­able, she was wholly wrapped up in her dreams. She lif­ted mys­ter­i­ous veils, ima­gined im­prob­able com­plic­a­tions, a thou sand curi­ous and ter­rible ideas, at­tract­ive through their very strange­ness. Was she, by any chance, the nat­ur­al daugh­ter of a prince? Had her un­for­tu­nate moth­er been re­duced and deser­ted, cre­ated a mar­quise by a king, King Vic­tor Em­manuel per­haps, and had she even been forced to flee from the wrath of her fam­ily?

				Or was she not more prob­ably a child aban­doned by her par­ents, very noble and fam­ous par­ents, as the fruit of a guilty love, and found by the mar­quise, who had ad­op­ted her and brought her up? A hun­dred oth­er no­tions raced through her head; she ac­cep­ted or re­jec­ted them at the dic­tates of her fancy. She grew pro­foundly sorry for her­self, at once very happy and very sad; above all, she was de­lighted at be­com­ing the heroine of a ro­mance with emo­tions to re­veal, a part to act, a dig­nity and no­bil­ity to be up­held. And she thought of the part she would have to play in each plot she ima­gined. She saw it vaguely, as if she were a char­ac­ter in a nov­el by Scribe or George Sand. It would be com­poun­ded of equal parts of de­vo­tion, pride, self-sac­ri­fice, great­ness of soul, ten­der­ness, and fine words. Her volat­ile little heart al­most rev­elled in her new po­s­i­tion.

				She had con­tin­ued till night­fall to pon­der over her fu­ture course of ac­tion, won­der­ing how to set to work to drag the truth from the Mar­quise.

				And at the com­ing of night, so suit­able to a tra­gic situ­ation, she had thought of a trick, a quite simple yet subtle trick, for get­ting what she wanted; it was to tell her moth­er very ab­ruptly that Ser­vigny had asked her to marry him. At this news Ma­dame Obardi, in her sur­prise, would surely let fall a word, an ex­clam­a­tion, that would il­lu­mine her daugh­ter’s mind.

				So Yvette had promptly put her plan in­to ex­e­cu­tion. She ex­pec­ted a burst of as­ton­ish­ment, protests of af­fec­tion, dis­clos­ures, ac­com­pan­ied by tears and every sign of emo­tion.

				And lo and be­hold! her moth­er had not ap­par­ently been either sur­prised or heart­broken, merely an­noyed; from the wor­ried and peev­ish tone of her reply the young girl, in whose mind every lat­ent power of fem­in­ine cun­ning, wit, and know­ledge were sud­denly aroused, real­ised that it was no good in­sist­ing, that the mys­tery was quite oth­er and more pain­ful than she had ima­gined, and that she must dis­cov­er it for her­self. So she had re­turned to her room with a sad heart, her spir­it dis­tressed, de­pressed now in the ap­pre­hen­sion of a real mis­for­tune, without know­ing how or why she was suf­fer­ing such an emo­tion. She res­ted her el­bows on the win­dowsill and wept.

				She cried for a long time, now with no idle dreams: she made no at­tempt at fur­ther dis­cov­ery. Little by little she was over­come with wear­i­ness, and closed her eyes. She dozed, for a few minutes, in the un­re­fresh­ing slum­ber of a per­son too ex­hausted to un­dress and get in­to bed; her sleep was long and fit­ful, roughly broken whenev­er her head slipped from between her hands.

				She did not go to bed un­til the earli­est gleam of day­light, when the chill of dawn drove her from the win­dow.

				Dur­ing the next day and the day after, she kept an air of mel­an­choly and re­serve. A cease­less and ur­gent trav­ail of thought was mov­ing with­in her; she was learn­ing to watch, to guess, to reas­on. A gleam, still vague, seemed to throw a new light upon the men and events passing around her; dis­trust in­vaded her soul, dis­trust of every­one that she had be­lieved in, dis­trust of her moth­er. Dur­ing those two days she con­jec­tured every con­ceiv­able sup­pos­i­tion. She en­vis­aged every pos­sib­il­ity, mak­ing the most ex­tra­vag­ant res­ol­u­tions, in the im­puls­ive­ness of her volat­ile and un­res­trained nature. On the Wed­nes­day she fixed on a plan, a whole scheme of con­duct and an elab­or­ate plan of es­pi­on­age. On the Thursday morn­ing she rose with the de­term­in­a­tion to be more cun­ning than the most ex­per­i­enced de­tect­ive, to be armed against all the world.

				She even de­cided to take as her motto the two words “My­self alone,” and for more than an hour she wondered how they could with best ef­fect be en­graved round her mono­gram and stamped on her note­pa­per.

				Sav­al and Ser­vigny ar­rived at ten o’clock. The young girl held out her hand with re­serve, but without em­bar­rass­ment, and said in a fa­mil­i­ar, though ser­i­ous, tone:

				“Good morn­ing, Mus­cade. How are you?”

				“Pretty well, thank you, Mam’zelle. And you?”

				He watched her nar­rowly. “What game is she play­ing now?” he said to him­self.

				The Mar­quise hav­ing taken Sav­al’s arm, he took Yvette’s, and they began to walk round the lawn, dis­ap­pear­ing and re­appear­ing be­hind the clumps of trees.

				Yvette walked with a thought­ful air, her eyes on the gravel path, and seemed scarcely to hear her com­pan­ion’s re­marks, to which she made no reply. Sud­denly she asked:

				“Are you really my friend, Mus­cade?”

				“Of course, Mam’zelle.”

				“But really, really and truly?”

				“Ab­so­lutely your friend, Mam’zelle, body and soul.”

				“Enough not to tell a lie for once, just for once?”

				“Enough not even to tell one for twice, if ne­ces­sary.”

				“Enough to tell me the whole truth, even if it’s un­pleas­ant?”

				“Yes, Mam’zelle.”

				“Well, what do you really think, really, really think, of Prince Krava­low?”

				“Oh, Lord!”

				“There you are, already get­ting ready to tell a fib.”

				“No, I’m search­ing for the words, the right words. Well, dash it, the Prince is a Rus­si­an—a real Rus­si­an, who speaks Rus­si­an, was born in Rus­sia, and per­haps had a pass­port to get in­to France. There’s noth­ing false about him ex­cept his name and his title.”

				She looked in­to his eyes.

				“You mean he’s a … a …”

				He hes­it­ated; then, mak­ing up his mind, said:

				“An ad­ven­turer, Mam’zelle.”

				“Thank you. And the Che­va­lier Valréali is no bet­ter, is he?”

				“It’s as you say.”

				“And Mon­sieur de Belvigne?”

				“Ah, he’s rather dif­fer­ent. He’s a gen­tle­man, pro­vin­cial of course; he’s hon­our­able … up to a point … but he’s singed his wings through fly­ing too near the candle.”

				“And you?”

				Without hes­it­a­tion he replied:

				“I? Oh, I’m what’s gen­er­ally called a gay dog, a bach­el­or of good fam­ily who once had brains and frittered them away on mak­ing puns; who had health, and ruined it by play­ing the fool; mod­er­ate wealth, and wasted it do­ing noth­ing. All I have left is a cer­tain ex­per­i­ence of life, a pretty com­plete free­dom from pre­ju­dice, a vast con­tempt for men, wo­men in­cluded, a pro­found sense of the use­less­ness of my ac­tions, and a wide tol­er­ance of scoun­drels in gen­er­al. I still have mo­ment­ary flashes of hon­esty, as you see, and I’m even cap­able of af­fec­tion, as you could see if you would. With these qual­it­ies and de­fects I place my­self at your or­ders, Mam’zelle, body and soul, for you to dis­pose of at your pleas­ure. There!”

				She did not laugh; she listened at­tent­ively, care­fully scru­tin­ising his words and in­ten­tions.

				“What do you think of the Comtesse de Lammy?” she con­tin­ued.

				“You must al­low me not to give you my opin­ions on wo­men,” he said gaily.

				“Not on any?”

				“No, not on any.”

				“Then that means you must have a very low opin­ion of them, of all of them. Now think, aren’t there any ex­cep­tions?”

				He laughed with the in­solent air he al­most al­ways wore, and the bru­tal au­da­city that was his strength, his ar­mour against life.

				“Present com­pany al­ways ex­cep­ted, of course,” he said.

				She flushed slightly, but coolly asked: “Well, what do you think of me?”

				“You want to know? Very well, then. I think you’re a per­son of ex­cel­lent sense, of con­sid­er­able ex­per­i­ence, or, if you prefer it, of great com­mon sense; that you know very well how to mask your bat­tery, amuse your­self at oth­ers’ ex­pense, hide your pur­pose, pull the strings and wait, without im­pa­tience, for the res­ult.”

				“Is that all?” she asked.

				“That’s all,” he replied.

				“I’ll make you al­ter your opin­ion, Mus­cade,” she said very gravely. Then she went over to her moth­er, who was walk­ing with bent head and tiny steps, with the lan­guid gait one falls in­to when mur­mur­ing of things sweet and in­tim­ate. As she walked she drew designs, let­ters per­haps, with the tip of her sun­shade, and talked to Sav­al without look­ing at him, talked long and slowly, rest­ing on his arm, held close against his side. Yvette looked sharply at her, and a sus­pi­cion, so vague that she could not put it in­to words, as if it were a phys­ic­al sen­sa­tion only half real­ised, flit­ted across her mind as the shad­ow of a wind­blown cloud flits across the earth.

				The bell rang for lunch.

				It was si­lent, al­most gloomy.

				There was storm in the air, as the say­ing goes. Vast mo­tion­less clouds lay in wait on the ho­ri­zon, si­lent and heavy, but loaded with tem­pest.

				When they had taken their cof­fee on the ver­anda, the Mar­quise asked:

				“Well, darling, are you go­ing for a walk today with your friend Ser­vigny? This is really the weath­er to en­joy the cool­ness of the woods.”

				Yvette threw her a rap­id glance, and swiftly looked away again.

				“No, moth­er, I’m not go­ing out today.”

				The Mar­quise seemed dis­ap­poin­ted.

				“Do go for a little walk, child,” she per­sisted. “It’s so good for you.”

				“No, moth­er,” said Yvette sharply, “I’m go­ing to stay in the house, and you know quite well why, be­cause I told you the oth­er night.”

				Ma­dame Obardi had quite for­got­ten, con­sumed with her need to be alone with Sav­al. She blushed, fid­geted, and, dis­trac­ted by her own de­sire, un­cer­tain how to se­cure a free hour or two, stammered:

				“Of course; I nev­er thought of it. You’re quite right; I don’t know where my wits are wan­der­ing.”

				Yvette took up a piece of em­broid­ery which she called the “pub­lic wel­fare,” busy­ing her­self with it five or six times a year, on days of ut­ter bore­dom, and seated her­self on a low chair be­side her moth­er. The young men sat in deck-chairs and smoked their ci­gars.

				The hours went by in idle con­ver­sa­tion that flagged con­tinu­ally. The Mar­quise threw im­pa­tient glances at Sav­al, seek­ing for an ex­cuse, any way of get­ting rid of her daugh­ter. Real­ising at last that she would not suc­ceed, and not know­ing what plan to ad­opt, she said to Ser­vigny:

				“You know, my dear Duc, that you’re both go­ing to stay the night here. To­mor­row we are go­ing to lunch at the res­taur­ant Fournaise, at Chat­on.”

				He un­der­stood, smiled, and said with a bow:

				“I am at your ser­vice, Mar­quise.”

				Slowly the day wore on, slowly and un­com­fort­ably, un­der the men­ace of the storm. Gradu­ally the hour of din­ner ap­proached. The lower­ing sky was heavy with dull, slug­gish clouds. They could not feel the least move­ment in the air.

				The even­ing meal was eaten in si­lence. A sense of em­bar­rass­ment and re­straint, a sort of vague fear, si­lenced the two men and the two wo­men.

				When the table had been cleared, they re­mained on the ver­anda, speak­ing only at long in­ter­vals. Night was fall­ing, a stifling night. Sud­denly the ho­ri­zon was torn by a great jagged flame that lit with its dazzling and pal­lid glare the four faces sunk in the shad­ows. Fol­lowed a dis­tant noise, dull and faint, like the noise made by a cart cross­ing a bridge; the heat of the at­mo­sphere in­creased, the air grew still more op­press­ive, the even­ing shad­ows more pro­found.

				Yvette rose.

				“I’m go­ing to bed,” she said. “The storm makes me feel ill.”

				She bent her fore­head for the Mar­quise to kiss, offered her hand to the two young men, and de­par­ted.

				As her room was dir­ectly above the ver­anda, the leaves of a large chest­nut-tree planted in front of the door were soon gleam­ing with a green light. Ser­vigny fixed his eyes on this pale gleam in the fo­liage, think­ing now and then that he saw a shad­ow pass across it. But sud­denly the light went out. Ma­dame Obardi sighed.

				“My daugh­ter is in bed,” she said.

				Ser­vigny rose.

				“I will fol­low your daugh­ter’s ex­ample, Mar­quise, if you will al­low me.”

				He kissed her hand and dis­ap­peared in his turn.

				She re­mained alone with Sav­al, in the dark­ness. At once she was in his arms, clasp­ing him, em­bra­cing him. Then, though he tried to pre­vent it, she knelt down in front of him, mur­mur­ing: “I want to look at you in the light­ning-flashes.”

				But Yvette, her candle blown out, had come out on to her bal­cony, glid­ing bare­footed like a shad­ow, and was listen­ing, tor­tured by a pain­ful and con­fused sus­pi­cion. She could not see, be­ing ex­actly over their heads on the roof of the ver­anda. She heard noth­ing but a mur­mur of voices, and her heart beat so vi­ol­ently that the thud­ding of it filled her ears. A win­dow shut over­head. So Ser­vigny had just gone up to bed. Her moth­er was alone with the oth­er.

				A second flash split the sky, and for a second the whole fa­mil­i­ar land­scape was re­vealed in a vivid and sin­is­ter glare. She saw the great river, the col­our of mol­ten lead, like a river in some fant­ast­ic dream-coun­try. At the same in­stant a voice be­low her said: “I love you.” She heard no more; strange shud­der passed over her, her spir­it was drowned in a fear­ful sea of trouble.

				Si­lence, press­ing, in­fin­ite, a si­lence that seemed the etern­al si­lence of the grave, brooded over the world. She could not breathe, her lungs choked by some un­known and hor­rible weight. An­oth­er flash kindled the heav­ens and for an in­stant lit up the ho­ri­zon, an­oth­er fol­lowed on its heels, then an­oth­er and an­oth­er.

				The voice she had already heard re­peated more loudly: “Oh! How I love you! How I love you!” And Yvette knew the voice well; it was her moth­er’s.

				A large drop of warm wa­ter fell upon her fore­head, and a slight, al­most im­per­cept­ible quiver ran through the leaves, the shiver of the com­ing rain.

				Then a tu­mult came hur­ry­ing from far off, a con­fused tu­mult like the noise of the wind in trees; it was the heavy shower pour­ing in a tor­rent upon the earth, the river, and the trees. In a few mo­ments the wa­ter was stream­ing all round her, cov­er­ing her, splash­ing her, soak­ing her like a bath. She did not move, think­ing only of what was hap­pen­ing on the ver­anda. She heard them rise and go up to their rooms. Doors slammed in­side the house. And obey­ing an ir­res­ist­ible long­ing for cer­ti­tude, a mad­den­ing, tor­tur­ing de­sire, the young girl ran down the stairs, softly opened the out­er door, ran across the lawn un­der the furi­ous down­pour of rain, and hid in a clump of bushes to watch the win­dows.

				One alone, her moth­er’s, showed a light. And sud­denly two shad­ows ap­peared on the lu­min­ous square, two shad­ows side by side. Then they drew closer and made only one; an­oth­er flash of light­ning flung a swift and dazzling jet of light upon the house-front, and she saw them em­bra­cing, their arms about one an­oth­er’s necks.

				At that she was stunned; without think­ing, without know­ing what she did, she cried out with all her strength, in a pier­cing voice: “Moth­er!” as one cries to warn an­oth­er creature of deadly per­il.

				Her des­per­ate cry was lost in the clat­ter of the rain, but the en­grossed pair star­ted un­eas­ily apart. One of the shad­ows dis­ap­peared, while the oth­er tried to dis­tin­guish some­thing in the dark­ness of the garden.

				Fear­ing to be taken un­awares and found by her moth­er, Yvette ran to the house, hur­ried up­stairs, leav­ing a trail of wa­ter drip­ping from step to step, and locked her­self in her room, de­term­ined to open to no one. Without tak­ing off the soak­ing clothes which clung to her body, she fell upon her knees with clasped hands, im­plor­ing in her dis­tress some su­per­hu­man pro­tec­tion, the mys­ter­i­ous help of heav­en, that un­known aid we pray for in our hours of weep­ing and des­pair. Every in­stant the great flashes threw their liv­id light in­to the room, and she saw her­self fit­fully re­flec­ted in her ward­robe-mir­ror, with her wet hair stream­ing down her back, so strange a fig­ure that she could not re­cog­nise her­self.

				She re­mained in this strait for a long time, so long that the storm passed without her no­ti­cing its de­par­ture. The rain ceased to fall, light flowed in­to the sky, though it was still dark with clouds, and a warm, fra­grant, de­li­cious fresh­ness, the fresh­ness of wet leaves and grass, drif­ted in at the open win­dow. Yvette rose from her knees, took off her cold sod­den clothes, without think­ing at all of what she did, and got in­to bed. She fixed her eyes on the grow­ing day­light, then wept again, then tried to think.

				Her moth­er! With a lov­er! The shame of it! But she had read so many books in which wo­men, even moth­ers, aban­doned them­selves in like fash­ion, only to rise once more to hon­our in the last few pages, that she was not ut­terly dumb­foun­ded to find her­self in­volved in a drama like all the dra­mas in the stor­ies she read. The vi­ol­ence of her first misery, her first cruel be­wil­der­ment, was already slightly lessened by her con­fused re­col­lec­tions of sim­il­ar situ­ations. Her thoughts had roamed among so many tra­gic ad­ven­tures, grace­fully woven in­to their stor­ies by the au­thors of ro­mances, that gradu­ally her hor­rible dis­cov­ery began to seem the nat­ur­al con­tinu­ation of a nov­el­ette be­gun the night be­fore.

				“I will save my moth­er,” she said to her­self.

				Al­most calmed by this hero­ic res­ol­u­tion, she felt her­self strong, great, ready upon the in­stant for sac­ri­fice and com­bat. She thought over the means she must em­ploy. Only one seemed good to her, and ac­cor­ded with her ro­mantic nature. And she re­hearsed, like an act­ress be­fore the per­form­ance, the in­ter­view she would have with her moth­er.

				The sun had ris­en and the ser­vants were up and about. The maid came with her chocol­ate. Yvette had the tray set down on the table, and said:

				“Tell my moth­er that I’m not well, that I shall stay in bed till the gen­tle­men leave; tell her I did not sleep last night and that I wish not to be dis­turbed, be­cause I must try to sleep.”

				The as­ton­ished maid caught sight of the soaked dress, thrown like a rag on the car­pet.

				“Ma­demois­elle has been out, then?” she said.

				“Yes, I went for a walk in the rain to clear my head.”

				The ser­vant picked up the pet­ti­coats, stock­ings, and muddy shoes, and went out car­ry­ing them gingerly on her arm with an ex­pres­sion of dis­gust; they were drip­ping like the clothes of a drowned wo­men.

				Yvette waited, know­ing well that her moth­er would come.

				The Mar­quise entered, hav­ing leapt out of bed at the first words of the maid, for she had en­dured a vague un­eas­i­ness ever since that cry of “Moth­er!” pierced the dark­ness.

				“What’s the mat­ter?” she said.

				Yvette looked at her and faltered.

				“I’ve … I’ve …”

				Then, over­come by vi­ol­ent and sud­den emo­tion, she began to sob.

				The as­ton­ished Mar­quise asked again:

				“What’s the mat­ter with you?”

				Then, for­get­ting all her schemes and the phrases so care­fully pre­pared, the young girl hid her face in her hands and sobbed:

				“Oh, moth­er! Oh, moth­er!”

				Ma­dame Obardi re­mained stand­ing by the bed, too ex­cited to un­der­stand fully, but guess­ing with that subtle in­stinct wherein her strength lay, al­most everything there was to know.

				Yvette, choked with sobs, could not speak, and her moth­er, ex­as­per­ated at last and feel­ing the ap­proach of a for­mid­able rev­el­a­tion, asked sharply:

				“Come, what’s the mat­ter with you? Tell me.”

				With dif­fi­culty Yvette stammered:

				“Oh! Last night … I saw … your win­dow.”

				“Well, what then?” asked the Mar­quise, very pale.

				Her daugh­ter re­peated, still sob­bing:

				“Oh, moth­er! Oh, moth­er!”

				Ma­dame Obardi, whose fear and em­bar­rass­ment were chan­ging to an­ger, shrugged her shoulders and turned to go.

				“I really think you must be mad. When it’s all over, let me know.”

				But sud­denly the young girl par­ted her hands and dis­closed her tear-stained face.

				“No. … Listen. … I must speak to you. … Listen. Prom­ise me … we’ll both go away, far away, in­to the coun­try, and we’ll live like peas­ants and no one will know what’s be­come of us. Will you, moth­er? Please, please, I beg you, moth­er, I im­plore you!”

				The Mar­quise, abashed, re­mained in the middle of the room. She had the hot blood of the people in her veins. Then shame, the shame of a moth­er, mingled with her vague sen­sa­tion of fear and the ex­as­per­a­tion of a pas­sion­ate wo­man whose love is men­aced. She shivered, equally ready to im­plore for­give­ness or to fly in­to a rage.

				“I don’t un­der­stand you,” she said.

				“I saw you, moth­er,” con­tin­ued Yvette, “last night. … You must nev­er again … Oh, if you knew … we’ll both go away. … I’ll love you so much that you’ll for­get. …

				“Listen, my child,” said Ma­dame Obardi in a trem­bling voice, “there are some things you don’t yet un­der­stand. Well, nev­er for­get … nev­er for­get … that I for­bid you … ever to speak to me … of … of … of those mat­ters.”

				But the young girl caught des­per­ately at her role of sa­viour and went on:

				“No, moth­er, I’m no longer a child, and I have the right to know. I know all sorts of dis­rep­ut­able people, ad­ven­tur­ers, come to our house, and that that’s why we are not re­spec­ted; and I know more than that. Well, it mustn’t be, I won’t en­dure it. We’ll go away; you can sell your jew­els; we’ll work if ne­ces­sary, and we’ll live like hon­est wo­men some­where far away. And if I man­age to get mar­ried, so much the bet­ter.”

				Her moth­er looked at her out of angry black eyes, and answered:

				“You’re mad. Be good enough to get up and come out to lunch with the rest of us.”

				“No, moth­er. There’s someone here, you know whom, whom I won’t see again. He must go out of this house, or I will. You must choose between us.”

				She was sit­ting up in bed, and raised her voice, speak­ing like a char­ac­ter on the stage; at last she had entered upon the drama so long dreamed of, and her grief was al­most for­got­ten in ab­sorp­tion in her mis­sion.

				“You must be mad,” re­peated the as­ton­ished Mar­quise again, find­ing noth­ing else to say.

				“No, moth­er,” the young girl ad­ded, with dra­mat­ic verve, “that man will leave this house or I shall go; I shall not weak­en.”

				“And where will you go? … What will you do?”

				“I don’t know; it doesn’t mat­ter much … I want us to be hon­est wo­men.”

				The re­pe­ti­tion of that phrase “hon­est wo­men” aroused in the Mar­quise the fury of a drab.

				“Si­lence!” she shouted. “I won’t be spoken to like that. I’m as good as any oth­er wo­man, do you hear? I’m a har­lot, it’s true, and I’m proud of it; I’m worth a dozen of your hon­est wo­men.”

				Yvette, over­whelmed, looked at her and stammered:

				“Oh, moth­er!”

				But the Mar­quise be­came fren­zied with ex­cite­ment.

				“Yes, I am a har­lot. What then? If I wer­en’t a har­lot, you’d be a kit­chen-maid today, as I was once, and you’d work for twenty sous a day, and you’d wash the dishes, and your mis­tress would send you out on er­rands to the butcher’s, d’you hear, and kick you out if you were idle; where­as here you are, id­ling all day long, just be­cause I am a har­lot. There! When you’re only a poor ser­vant-girl with fifty francs of sav­ings, you must get away from it some­how if you don’t want to rot in the work­house; and there’s only one way for wo­men, only one way, d’you hear, when you’re a ser­vant! We can’t make for­tunes on the stock ex­change or at high fin­ance. We’ve noth­ing but our bod­ies, noth­ing but our bod­ies.”

				She beat her breast like a pen­it­ent at con­fes­sion, and ad­vanced to­wards the bed, flushed and ex­cited:

				“So much the worse for a pretty girl; she must live on her looks or grind along in poverty all her life long … all her life. … There’s no al­tern­at­ive.”

				Then, re­turn­ing hast­ily to her old idea: “And your hon­est wo­men, do they go without? It’s they who are sluts, be­cause they’re not forced. They’ve money to live on and amuse them­selves with; they have their lov­ers out of pure wan­ton­ness. It’s they who are sluts!”

				She stood be­side Yvette’s bed; Yvette, ut­terly over­come, wanted to scream for help and run away; she was cry­ing nois­ily, like a beaten child.

				The Mar­quise was si­lent, and looked at her daugh­ter; see­ing the girl’s ut­ter des­pair, she was her­self over­come by sor­row, re­morse, ten­der­ness, and pity; and fall­ing upon the bed with out­stretched arms, she too began to sob, mur­mur­ing:

				“My poor darling, my poor darling, if you only knew how you hurt me.”

				And for a long time they both wept.

				Then the Mar­quise, whose grief nev­er las­ted very long, rose gently, and said very softly:

				“Well, darling, that’s how it is; it can’t be helped. It can’t be altered now. Life must be taken as it comes.”

				But Yvette con­tin­ued to cry; the shock had been too severe and too un­ex­pec­ted for her to be able to re­flect upon it calmly and re­cov­er her­self.

				“Come, get up, and come down to break­fast, so that noth­ing will be no­ticed,” said her moth­er.

				The young girl shook her head, un­able to speak; at last she said very slowly, her voice choked with sobs:

				“No, moth­er, you know what I said; I won’t change my mind. I will not leave my room till they have gone. I won’t see any of those people again, nev­er, nev­er. If they come back, I … I … you won’t see me again.”

				The Mar­quise had dried her eyes and, worn out with her emo­tion, mur­mured:

				“Come now, think it over, be sens­ible about it.” Then again, after a minute’s si­lence: “Yes, you had bet­ter rest this morn­ing. I’ll come and see you in the af­ter­noon.”

				She kissed her daugh­ter on the fore­head and went away to get dressed, quite calm again.

				As soon as her moth­er had dis­ap­peared, Yvette ran to the door and bolted it, so as to be alone, quite alone; then she began to re­flect.

				About el­ev­en o’clock the maid knocked at the door and asked:

				“Ma­dame la Mar­quise wishes to know if you want any­thing, Ma­demois­elle, and what will you have for lunch?”

				“I’m not hungry,” replied Yvette; “I only want to be left alone.”

				She stayed in bed as though she were really ill. About three o’clock there was an­oth­er knock.

				“Who’s there?” she asked.

				“It’s I, darling,” answered her moth­er’s voice; “I’ve come to see how you are.”

				She hes­it­ated. What should she do? She opened the door and got back in­to bed. The Mar­quise came close, speak­ing softly as though to an in­val­id.

				“Well, are you feel­ing bet­ter? Won’t you eat an egg?”

				“No, thank you, noth­ing.”

				Ma­dame Obardi had sat down be­side the bed. Neither spoke for some time; then, at last, as her daugh­ter re­mained im­mob­ile, her hands rest­ing in­ertly on the sheets, the Mar­quise ad­ded:

				“Aren’t you go­ing to get up?”

				“Yes, presently,” answered Yvette. “I’ve thought a great deal, moth­er,” she con­tin­ued slowly and ser­i­ously, “and this … this is my de­cision. The past is the past; let us say no more about it. But the fu­ture will be dif­fer­ent … or else … or else I know what I shall have to do. And now let us have done with this sub­ject.”

				The Mar­quise, who had thought that the ex­plan­a­tion was all over, felt some­what ir­rit­ated. She had had more than enough. This great goose of a girl ought to have un­der­stood long ago. But she made no an­swer, only re­peat­ing:

				“Are you go­ing to get up?”

				“Yes, I’m ready now.”

				The moth­er ac­ted as maid to her daugh­ter, bring­ing her her stock­ings, her cor­set, and her pet­ti­coats. Then she kissed her.

				“Shall we go for a walk be­fore din­ner?”

				“Yes, mamma.”

				And they walked along the bank of the river, talk­ing al­most en­tirely of the most trivi­al af­fairs.

			
			
				IV

				Next morn­ing Yvette went off alone to sit in the place where Ser­vigny had read over the his­tory of the ants.

				“I will not leave it,” she said to her­self, “un­til I have come to a de­cision.”

				The river ran at her feet, the swift wa­ter of the main stream; it was full of ed­dies and great bubbles which swirled si­lently past her.

				She had already en­vis­aged every as­pect of the situ­ation and every means of es­cape from it. What was she to do if her moth­er failed to hold scru­pu­lously to the con­di­tion she had laid down, if she did not give up her life, her friends, everything, to take refuge with her in some dis­tant re­gion?

				She might go alone … away. But whith­er? How? What could she live on? By work­ing? At what? Whom should she ask for work? And the mel­an­choly and humble life of the work­ing girl, of the daugh­ters of the com­mon folk, seemed to be a little shame­ful, and un­worthy of her. She thought of be­com­ing a gov­erness, like the young ladies in nov­els, and of be­ing loved and mar­ried by the son of the house. But for that role she should have been of noble des­cent, so that when an ir­ate par­ent re­proached her for steal­ing his son’s heart, she could have answered proudly:

				“My name is Yvette Obardi.”

				She could not. And be­sides, it was a rather com­mon­place, thread­bare meth­od.

				A con­vent was scarcely any bet­ter. Be­sides, she felt no call to­wards a re­li­gious life, hav­ing noth­ing but an in­ter­mit­tent and fleet­ing piety. No one—since she was the thing she was—could save her by mar­ry­ing her, she could not take help from a man, there was no pos­sible way out and no cer­tain re­source at all.

				She wanted some­thing vi­ol­ent, some­thing really great, really brave, some­thing that would be held up for all to see: and she de­cided to die.

				She came to this res­ol­u­tion quite sud­denly, quite calmly, as though it were a ques­tion of a jour­ney, without re­flect­ing, without see­ing what death means, without real­ising that it is an end without a new be­gin­ning, a de­par­ture without a re­turn, an etern­al farewell to earth, to life.

				She was at­trac­ted im­me­di­ately by this des­per­ate de­cision, with all the im­puls­ive­ness of a young and ar­dent spir­it. And she pondered over the means she should em­ploy. They all ap­peared to be pain­ful and dan­ger­ous to carry out, and to de­mand, too, a vi­ol­ence which was re­puls­ive to her.

				She soon gave up the idea of dag­ger or pis­tol, which might only wound, maim, or dis­fig­ure her, and which re­quired a steady and prac­tised hand—re­jec­ted hanging as vul­gar, a pau­per’s sort of sui­cide, ri­dicu­lous and ugly—and drown­ing be­cause she could swim. Pois­on was all that re­mained, but which pois­on? Al­most all would hurt her or make her sick. She did not want to suf­fer, or to be sick. Then she thought of chlo­ro­form, hav­ing read in a news­pa­per of a young wo­man who suf­foc­ated her­self by this means.

				At once she felt some­thing like pleas­ure in her re­solve, a secret self-praise, a prick of vain­glory. They should see the man­ner of wo­man she was!

				She re­turned to Bou­giv­al and went to the chem­ist’s, where she asked for a little chlo­ro­form for an aching tooth. The man, who knew her, gave her a very small phi­al of the drug. Then she walked over to Croissy, where she pro­cured an­oth­er little phi­al of pois­on. She got a third at Chat­on, and a fourth at Rueil, and re­turned home late for lunch. As she was very hungry after her walk, she ate a hearty meal, with the sharp en­joy­ment of a hungry ath­lete.

				Her moth­er, glad to see her ex­cel­lent ap­pet­ite, felt now quite con­fid­ent, and said to her as they rose from the table:

				“All our friends are com­ing to spend Sunday here. I’ve in­vited the prince, the che­va­lier, and Mon­sieur de Belvigne.”

				Yvette turned slightly pale, but made no an­swer. She left the house al­most at once, went to the rail­way sta­tion, and took a tick­et to Par­is.

				Through­out the af­ter­noon she went from chem­ist to chem­ist, buy­ing a few drops of chlo­ro­form from each.

				She re­turned in the even­ing, her pock­ets full of little bottles. Next day she con­tin­ued her cam­paign, and hap­pen­ing to go in­to a drug­gist’s, she was able to buy half a pint all at once. She did not go out on Sat­urday—it was stuffy and over­cast; she spent the whole of it on the ver­anda, ly­ing in a long cane chair. She thought about noth­ing, filled with a pla­cid res­ol­u­tion.

				The next day, wish­ing to look her best, she put on a blue frock which be­came her mar­vel­lous well. And as she viewed her­self in the mir­ror she thought sud­denly: “To­mor­row I shall be dead.” A strange shiver ran through her body. “Dead! I shall not speak, I shall not think, no one will see me any more. And I shall nev­er see all this again.” She scru­tin­ised her face care­fully, as though she had nev­er seen it be­fore, ex­amin­ing, above all, the eyes, dis­cov­er­ing a thou­sand as­pects of her­self, a secret char­ac­ter in her face that she did not know, as­ton­ished to see her­self, as though she were face to face with a stranger, a new friend.

				“It is I,” she said to her­self, “it is I, in that glass. How strange it is to see one­self. We should nev­er re­cog­nise ourselves, if we had no mir­rors. Every­one else would know what we looked like, but we should have no idea of it.”

				She took the thick plaits of her hair and laid them across her breast, gaz­ing at her own ges­tures, her poses and move­ments.

				“How pretty I am!” she thought. “To­mor­row I shall be dead, there, ly­ing on my bed.”

				She looked at her bed, and ima­gined that she saw her­self ly­ing on it, white as the sheets.

				Dead! In a week that face, those eyes, those cheeks, would be noth­ing but black rot­ten­ness, shut up in a box un­der­ground.

				A fright­ful spasm of an­guish con­stric­ted her heart.

				The clear sun­light flooded the land­scape, and the sweet morn­ing air came in at the win­dow.

				She sat down and thought. Dead—it was as though the world was dis­ap­pear­ing for her sake; and yet it was not like that, for noth­ing in the world would change, not even her room. Yes, her room would stay just the same, with the same bed, the same chairs, the same dress­ing-table, but she would be gone forever, and no one would be sorry, ex­cept per­haps her moth­er.

				People would say: “How pretty she was, little Yvette!” and that was all. And when she looked at her hand rest­ing on the arm of her chair, she thought again of the rot­ten­ness, the black and evil-smelling cor­rup­tion that her flesh would be­come. And again a long shud­der of hor­ror ran through her whole body, and she could not un­der­stand how she could dis­ap­pear without the whole world com­ing to an end, so strong was her feel­ing that she her­self was part of everything, of the coun­try, of the air, of the sun, of life.

				A burst of laughter came from the garden, a clam­our of voices, shouts, the noisy mer­ri­ment of a coun­try-house party just be­gin­ning, and she re­cog­nised the son­or­ous voice of Mon­sieur de Belvigne, singing:

				
					
						“Je suis sous ta fenêtre,
						

						Ah! daigne en­fin paraître.”
					

				

				She rose without think­ing and went to look out. Every­one clapped. They were all there, all five of them, with two oth­er gen­tle­men she did not know.

				She drew back swiftly, torn by the thought that these men had come to en­joy them­selves in her moth­er’s house, in the house of a cour­tes­an.

				The bell rang for lunch.

				“I will show them how to die,” she told her­self.

				She walked down­stairs with a firm step, with some­thing of the res­ol­u­tion of a Chris­ti­an mar­tyr en­ter­ing the arena where the lions awaited her.

				She shook hands with them, smil­ing pleas­antly but a little haught­ily. Ser­vigny asked her:

				“Are you less grumpy today, Mam’zelle?”

				“Today,” she replied in a strange, grave voice, “I am for the wild­est pleas­ures. I’m in my Par­is mood. Take care.” Then, turn­ing to Mon­sieur de Belvigne: “You shall be my pet today, my little Mal­vois­ie. After lunch I’m tak­ing you all to the fair at Marly.”

				Marly fair was in­deed in full swing. The two new­comers were presen­ted to her, the Comte Tam­ine and the Mar­quis de Boi­quetot.

				Dur­ing the meal she hardly spoke, bend­ing every ef­fort of will to her re­solve to make merry all that af­ter­noon, so that none might guess, so that there should be all the more sur­prise; they would say: “Who would have thought it? She seemed so gay, so happy! One can nev­er tell what is go­ing on in their heads!”

				She forced her­self not to think of the even­ing, the hour she had chosen, when they would all be on the ver­anda.

				She drank as much wine as she could get down, to sharpen her cour­age, and took two small glasses of brandy; when she left the table she was flushed and a little giddy; she felt her­self warmed in body and spir­it, her cour­age high, ready for ad­ven­ture.

				“Off we go!” she cried.

				She took Mon­sieur de Belvigne’s arm, and ar­ranged the or­der of the rest.

				“Come along, you shall be my re­gi­ment. Ser­vigny, I ap­point you ser­geant; you must march on the right, out­side the ranks. You must make the For­eign Le­gion march in front, our two ali­ens, the prince and the che­va­lier, and be­hind them the two re­cruits who have joined the col­ours today. Quick march!”

				They went off, Ser­vigny play­ing an ima­gin­ary bugle, and the two new ar­rivals pre­tend­ing to play the drum. Mon­sieur de Belvigne, some­what em­bar­rassed, said to Yvette:

				“Do be a little reas­on­able, Ma­demois­elle Yvette. You’ll get your­self talked about.”

				“It’s you I’m com­prom­ising, Rais­iné,” she replied. “As for my­self, I don’t care a rap. It will be all the same to­mor­row. So much the worse for you; you shouldn’t go about with girls like me.”

				They went through Bou­giv­al, to the amazement of the people in the streets. Every­one turned round and stared; the loc­al in­hab­it­ants came to their doors; the trav­el­lers on the little rail­way which runs from Rueil to Marly yelled at them; the men stand­ing on the plat­forms shouted:

				“To the river! … To the river! …”

				Yvette marched with a mil­it­ary step, hold­ing Ser­vigny by the arm, as if she were lead­ing a pris­on­er. She was far from laughter; she wore an air of pale grav­ity, a sort of sin­is­ter im­mob­il­ity. Ser­vigny in­ter­rup­ted his bugle solo in or­der to shout or­ders. The prince and the che­va­lier were en­joy­ing them­selves hugely, judging it all vastly di­vert­ing and very witty. The two re­cruits stead­ily played the drum.

				On their ar­rival at the fair­ground they caused quite a sen­sa­tion. The girls clapped, all the young folk giggled; a fat man arm in arm with his wife said to her en­vi­ously:

				“They’re en­joy­ing life, they are.”

				Yvette caught sight of a merry-go-round, and made De Belvigne mount a wooden horse on her right, while the rest of the squad clambered on to horses be­hind them. When their turn was over she re­fused to get off, mak­ing her es­cort re­main upon the back of her child­ish steed for five turns run­ning. The de­lighted crowd flung wit­ti­cisms at them. Mon­sieur de Belvigne was very white when he got off, and felt sick.

				Then she began ca­reer­ing through the stalls. She made each of the men get weighed be­fore the eyes of a large crowd. She made them buy ab­surd toys, which they had to carry in their arms. The prince and the che­va­lier very soon had more than enough of the jest; Ser­vigny and the two drum­mers alone kept up their spir­its.

				At last they reached the far end, and she looked at her fol­low­ers with a curi­ous ex­pres­sion, a glint of malice and per­versity in her eyes. A strange fancy came in­to her head; she made them all stand in a row on the right bank over­look­ing the river, and said:

				“Let him who loves me most throw him­self in­to the wa­ter.”

				No one jumped. A crowd had formed be­hind them; wo­men in white ap­rons gaped at them, and two sol­diers in red breeches laughed stu­pidly.

				“Then not one of you is ready to throw him­self in­to the wa­ter at my re­quest?” she re­peated.

				“So much the worse, damn it,” mur­mured Ser­vigny, and leapt, up­right, in­to the river.

				His fall flung drops of wa­ter right up to Yvette’s feet. A mur­mur of sur­prise and amuse­ment ran through the crowd. Then the young girl bent down, picked up a little piece of wood, and threw it in­to the river, cry­ing: “Fetch it.”

				The young man began to swim, and seiz­ing the float­ing stick in his mouth, like a dog, he brought it to land, clambered up the bank, dropped on one knee, and offered it to her.

				“Good dog,” she said, tak­ing it, and pat­ting his head.

				“How can they do it?” cried a stout lady, vastly in­dig­nant.

				“Nice go­ings-on,” said an­oth­er.

				“Damned if I’d take a duck­ing for any wench,” said a man.

				She took Belvigne’s arm again, with the cut­ting re­mark: “You’re a noodle; you don’t know what you’ve missed.”

				As they went home she threw re­sent­ful glances at the pass­ersby.

				“How stu­pid they all look,” she ob­served; then, rais­ing her eyes to her com­pan­ion’s face, ad­ded: “And you too, for the mat­ter of that.”

				Mon­sieur de Belvigne bowed. Turn­ing round, she saw that the prince and the che­va­lier had dis­ap­peared. Ser­vigny, wretched and soaked to the skin, was no longer play­ing the bugle, but walked with a mel­an­choly air be­side the two tired young men, who were not play­ing the drum now.

				She began to laugh dryly.

				“You seem to have had enough. That’s what you call fun, isn’t it? That’s what you’ve come here for. I’ve giv­en you your money’s worth.”

				She walked on without an­oth­er word, and sud­denly De Belvigne saw that she was cry­ing.

				“What’s the mat­ter?” he asked in alarm.

				“Leave me alone,” she mur­mured. “It’s noth­ing to do with you.”

				But he in­sisted fool­ishly: “Now, now, Ma­demois­elle, what is the mat­ter with you? Has any­body hurt you?”

				“Be quiet,” she said ir­rit­ably.

				Ab­ruptly, un­able to with­stand the ter­rible sor­row flood­ing her heart, she broke in­to such a vi­ol­ent fit of sob­bing that she could not walk any fur­ther. She covered her face with her hands, and gasped for breath, chok­ing, strangled, stifled by the vi­ol­ence of her des­pair.

				Belvigne stood help­lessly be­side her, re­peat­ing:

				“I don’t un­der­stand at all.”

				But Ser­vigny rushed to­wards her. “Come along home, Mam’zelle, or they’ll see you cry­ing in the street. Why do you do these silly things, if they make you so un­happy?”

				He led her for­ward, hold­ing her arm. But as soon as they reached the gate of the villa she ran across the garden and up to her room, and locked her­self in.

				She did not re­appear un­til din­ner­time; she was pale and very grave. All the rest were gay enough, how­ever. Ser­vigny had bought a suit of work­man’s clothes in the neigh­bour­hood, cor­duroy trousers, a flowered shirt, a jer­sey, and a smock, and was talk­ing like a peas­ant.

				Yvette was in a fever for the end­ing of the meal, feel­ing her cour­age ebbing. As soon as cof­fee was over she went again to her room. She heard laugh­ing voices un­der her win­dow. The che­va­lier was telling jokes, for­eign wit­ti­cisms and puns, crude and not very sa­voury. She listened in des­pair. Ser­vigny, slightly drunk, was im­it­at­ing a tipsy work­man, and was ad­dress­ing the Mar­quise as “Mrs. Obardi.” Sud­denly he said to Sav­al: “Hullo, Mr. Obardi.” Every­one laughed.

				Then Yvette made up her mind. First she took a sheet of her note­pa­per and wrote:

				
					
						“Bou­giv­al, Sunday, 9 p.m.

					
					“I die so that I may not be­come a kept wo­man.

					
						“Yvette.”

					
				

				Then a post­script:

				
					“Good­bye, moth­er dear. For­give me.”

				

				She sealed up the en­vel­ope, and ad­dressed it to Ma­dame la Mar­quise Obardi.

				Then she moved her arm­chair up to the win­dow, set a little table with­in reach of her hand, and placed upon it the large bottle of chlo­ro­form, with a hand­ful of cot­ton wool be­side it.

				An im­mense rose-tree in full bloom, planted near the ver­anda and reach­ing right up to her win­dow, filled the night with little gusts of faint, sweet fra­grance; for some mo­ments she sat breath­ing in the per­fumed air. The cres­cent moon swung in the dark sky, its left side gnawed away, and veiled now and again with small clouds.

				“I’m go­ing to die,” thought Yvette. “I’m go­ing to die!” Her heart, swollen with sobs, burst­ing with grief, choked her. She longed to cry for mercy, to be re­prieved, to be loved.

				Ser­vigny’s voice came up to her; he was telling a shady story, con­stantly in­ter­rup­ted by bursts of laughter. The Mar­quise seemed more amused than any of them; she re­peated gaily: “No one can tell a story like that as well as he can.”

				Yvette took the bottle, un­corked it, and poured a little of the li­quid on to the cot­ton wool. It had a queer, pun­gent, sweet smell, and as she lif­ted the pad of cot­ton wool to her lips, she swal­lowed the strong, ir­rit­at­ing fla­vour of it, and it made her cough.

				Then, clos­ing her mouth, she began to breathe it in. She took long draughts of the deadly va­pour, shut­ting her eyes, and com­pel­ling her­self to deaden every im­pulse of her mind, so that she would no longer think nor real­ise what she was do­ing.

				At first she felt as though her heart were swell­ing and grow­ing, as though her spir­it, just now heavy and burdened with sor­row, were grow­ing light, as light as if the weight op­press­ing it had been raised, lessened, re­moved.

				A lively and pleas­ant sen­sa­tion filled her whole body, pen­et­rat­ing to the tips of her fin­gers and toes, en­ter­ing in­to her flesh, a hazy drunk­en­ness, a happy de­li­ri­um.

				She saw that the cot­ton wool was dry, and was sur­prised that she was not yet dead. Her senses were sharpened, in­tens­i­fied and more alert. She heard every word uttered on the ver­anda. Prince Krava­low was re­lat­ing how he had killed an Aus­tri­an gen­er­al in a duel.

				Far away, in the heart of the coun­try, she heard the noises of the night; the in­ter­mit­tent bark­ing of a dog, the short croak of toads, the faint shiver of the leaves.

				She took up the bottle, soaked the little piece of cot­ton wool, and began again to breathe it in. For some mo­ments she felt noth­ing; then the lan­guid, de­light­ful, se­cure con­tent­ment that she had felt at first took hold of her once more.

				Twice she poured out more chlo­ro­form, greedy now of the phys­ic­al and men­tal sen­sa­tion, the drowsy lan­guor in which her senses were drown­ing. She felt as though she no longer had bones or flesh or arms or legs. All had been gently taken from her, and she had felt noth­ing. The chlo­ro­form had drained away her body, leav­ing noth­ing but her brain, wider, freer, more lively, more alert than she had ever felt it be­fore.

				She re­membered a thou­sand things she had for­got­ten, little de­tails of her child­hood, trifles which gave her pleas­ure. Her mind, sud­denly en­dowed with an agil­ity hitherto un­known to it, leapt from one strange idea to an­oth­er, ran through a thou­sand ad­ven­tures, wandered at ran­dom in the past, and rambled through hopes of the fu­ture. This rap­id, care­less pro­cess of thought filled her with a sen­su­al de­light; she en­joyed a di­vine hap­pi­ness in her dreams.

				She still heard the voices, but could no longer dis­tin­guish the words, which seemed to her to take on an­oth­er sense. She sank down and down, wan­der­ing in a strange and shift­ing fairy­land.

				She was on a large boat which glided be­side a very pleas­ant coun­try filled with flowers. She saw people on the banks, and these people were talk­ing very loudly, and then she found her­self on land again, without won­der­ing how she got there, and Ser­vigny, dressed like a prince, came to take her to a bull­fight. The streets were full of people talk­ing, and she listened to their con­ver­sa­tions, which did not in the least sur­prise her, but were as though she had al­ways known them; for through her dreamy in­tox­ic­a­tion she still heard her moth­er’s friends laugh­ing and chat­ting on the ver­anda.

				Then all grew dim.

				Then she awoke, de­li­ciously sleepy, and had some dif­fi­culty in re­call­ing her­self to con­scious­ness.

				So she was not dead yet.

				But she felt so res­ted, and in such com­fort and in such peace of mind, that she was in no hurry to fin­ish the af­fair. She would have liked this glor­i­ous lan­guor to last forever.

				She breathed slowly, and looked at the moon fa­cing her above the trees. Some­thing in her soul was changed. Her thoughts were no longer those of a short while ago. The chlo­ro­form, sooth­ing her body and mind, had as­suaged her grief, and put to sleep her will to die.

				Why not live? Why should she not be loved? Why should she not live hap­pily? Everything now seemed pos­sible, easy, sure. Everything in life was sweet, was good and charm­ing. But be­cause she wished to go on dream­ing forever, she poured more of this dream-wa­ter on to the cot­ton wool, and again began to breathe it in, oc­ca­sion­ally re­mov­ing the pois­on from her nos­trils, so that she would not take too much, so that she would not die.

				She looked at the moon, and saw a face in it, a wo­man’s face. She began once more to roam about the coun­try, adrift in the hazy vis­ions of an opi­um dream. The face hung in the centre of the sky; then it began to sing; in a well-known voice it sang the “Al­le­lu­ia d’Amour.” It was the Mar­quise, who had just gone in­doors to play the pi­ano.

				Yvette had wings now. She was fly­ing through the night, a beau­ti­ful clear night, over woods and rivers. She flew with vast de­light, open­ing and beat­ing her wings, waf­ted by the wind as by a caress­ing touch. She whirled through the air, which kissed her skin, and glided along so fast, so fast, that she had no time to see any­thing be­low her, and she found her­self sit­ting be­side a pond, with a line in her hand—she was fish­ing.

				Some­thing tugged at the line; she pulled it in and brought up the mag­ni­fi­cent pearl neck­lace she had once de­sired. She was not in the least as­ton­ished at the catch, and looked at Ser­vigny, who had ap­peared be­side her, though she did not know how, and was fish­ing too; he was just land­ing a wooden round­about horse.

				Then once again she felt that she was wak­ing, and heard them call­ing to her from be­low.

				Her moth­er had said: “Blow out the candle.”

				Then Ser­vigny’s voice, clear and hu­mor­ous: “Mam’zelle Yvette, blow out your candle.”

				They all took up the cry in chor­us.

				“Mam’zelle Yvette, blow out your candle.”

				Again she poured chlo­ro­form on to the cot­ton wool, but, as she did not want to die, she kept it at some dis­tance from her face, so that she could breathe the fresh air while filling her room with the as­phyxi­at­ing odour of the nar­cot­ic, for she knew that someone would come up­stairs. So she ar­ranged her­self in a charm­ing at­ti­tude of aban­don­ment, a mim­ick­ing of the aban­don of death, and waited.

				“I’m a little un­easy,” said the Mar­quise. “The fool­ish child has gone to sleep leav­ing the candle alight on the table. I’ll send Clé­mence up to blow it out and to shut her bal­cony win­dow, which she has left wide open.”

				In a few mo­ments the maid knocked at the door and called:

				“Ma­demois­elle, ma­demois­elle!”

				After an in­ter­val of si­lence she began again: “Ma­demois­elle, Ma­dame la Mar­quise says please will you blow out your candle and shut the win­dow.”

				Again she waited, then knocked more loudly and called:

				“Ma­demois­elle, ma­demois­elle!”

				As Yvette did not an­swer, the ser­vant de­par­ted and told the Mar­quise:

				“Ma­demois­elle has cer­tainly gone to sleep; her door is bolted and I can’t wake her.”

				“But surely she won’t go on sleep­ing like that?” mur­mured Ma­dame Obardi.

				On Ser­vigny’s ad­vice they all as­sembled un­der the young girl’s win­dow and shouted in chor­us:

				“Hip-Hip-Hur­rah—Mam’zelle Yvette!”

				The cry rang out in the still night, pier­cing the clear moon­lit air, and died away in the sleep­ing coun­tryside; they heard it fade away like the noise of a train that has gone by.

				As Yvette did not reply, the Mar­quise said:

				“I hope noth­ing’s the mat­ter with her; I’m be­gin­ning to be alarmed.”

				Then Ser­vigny snatched the red roses and the still un­opened buds from the big rose-tree that grew up the wall, and began to hurl them through the win­dow in­to her room. At the first which struck her, Yvette star­ted and nearly cried out. Some fell on her dress, some in her hair, oth­ers flew over her head and landed on the bed, cov­er­ing it with a rain of flowers.

				Once more the Mar­quise cried in a chok­ing voice:

				“Come, Yvette, an­swer!”

				“Really, it’s not nor­mal,” de­clared Ser­vigny. “I’ll climb up by the bal­cony.”

				But the che­va­lier was in­dig­nant.

				“Par­don me, par­don me, but that’s too much of a fa­vour, I protest; it’s too good a way—and too good a time—for mak­ing a ren­dez­vous!”

				And all the oth­ers, think­ing that the young girl was play­ing a trick on them, cried out:

				“We protest. It’s a put-up af­fair. He shan’t go up, he shan’t go up.”

				But the Mar­quise re­peated in her agit­a­tion:

				“Someone must go and see.”

				“She fa­vours the duke; we are be­trayed,” de­clared the prince, with a dra­mat­ic ges­ture.

				“Let’s toss for the hon­our,” sug­ges­ted the che­va­lier, and took a gold hun­dred-franc piece from his pock­et.

				He began with the prince. “Tails,” he called. It was heads. The prince in his turn threw the coin, say­ing to Sav­al:

				“Call, please.”

				“Heads,” called Sav­al.

				It was tails.

				The prince pro­ceeded to put the same ques­tion to all the oth­ers. All lost. Ser­vigny, who alone re­mained fa­cing him, drawled in­solently:

				“Damn it, he’s cheat­ing!”

				The Rus­si­an placed his hand on his heart and offered the gold coin to his rival, say­ing:

				“Spin it your­self, my dear duke.”

				Ser­vigny took it and tossed it, call­ing: “Heads!”

				It was tails. He bowed, and poin­ted to the pil­lar of the bal­cony.

				“Up you go, prince,” he said.

				But the prince was look­ing about him with a troubled air.

				“What are you look­ing for?” asked the che­va­lier.

				“I … I should like a … a lad­der.”

				There was a gen­er­al roar of laughter, and Sav­al came for­ward, say­ing: “We’ll help you.”

				He lif­ted the man in his Her­culean arms, with the ad­vice: “Hold on to the bal­cony.”

				The prince promptly caught hold of it and, Sav­al let­ting go, he re­mained sus­pen­ded, wav­ing his legs. Ser­vigny caught hold of the wildly strug­gling limbs that were grop­ing for a foothold, and tugged at them with all his strength; the hands loosed their grip and the prince fell like a log on to the stom­ach of Mon­sieur de Belvigne, who was hur­ry­ing for­ward to help sup­port him.

				“Whose turn now?” asked Ser­vigny, but no one offered.

				“Come on, Belvigne, a little cour­age.”

				“No, thank you, my boy. I’d soon­er keep my bones whole.”

				“Well, you, then, che­va­lier? You should be used to scal­ing fort­resses.”

				“I leave it to you, my dear duke.”

				“Well … well … I don’t know that I’m so keen on it as all that.” And Ser­vigny walked round the pil­lar with a scru­tin­ising eye. Then he leapt, caught hold of the bal­cony, hauled him­self up like a gym­nast on the ho­ri­zont­al bar, and clambered over the rail.

				All the spec­tat­ors ap­plauded, with up­lif­ted faces. But he re­appeared dir­ectly, cry­ing: “Come at once! Quickly! Yvette’s un­con­scious!”

				The Mar­quise screamed loudly and dashed up the stairs.

				The young girl, her eyes closed, lay like one dead. Her moth­er rushed wildly in­to the room and threw her­self upon her.

				“What is it? Tell me, what is it?” she asked.

				Ser­vigny picked up the bottle of chlo­ro­form which had fallen on the floor. “She’s suf­foc­ated her­self,” he said. He set his ear to her heart, then ad­ded: “But she’s not dead; we’ll soon bring her round. Have you any am­mo­nia here?”

				“Any what … any what … sir?” said the dis­trac­ted maid.

				“Any sal volat­ile?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“Fetch it at once, and leave the door open, to make a draught.”

				The Mar­quise had fallen upon her knees and was sob­bing. “Yvette! Yvette! My child, my little girl, my child, listen, an­swer me, Yvette! My child! Oh! my God, my God, what is the mat­ter with her?”

				The frightened men wandered aim­lessly about the room, bring­ing wa­ter, tow­els, glasses, and vin­eg­ar.

				Someone said: “She ought to be un­dressed.”

				The Mar­quise, who was al­most out of her wits, tried to un­dress her daugh­ter, but she no longer knew what she was do­ing. Her trem­bling hands fumbled use­lessly at the cloth­ing, and she moaned: “I … I … I can’t, I can’t.”

				The maid had re­turned with a medi­cine bottle; Ser­vigny un­corked it and poured out half of its con­tents on to a handker­chief. He thrust it un­der Yvette’s nose, and she began to choke.

				“Good; she’s breath­ing,” he said. “It’s noth­ing.”

				He bathed her temples, her cheeks, and her neck with the strong-smelling li­quid. Then he signed to the maid to un­lace the young girl, and when noth­ing but a pet­ti­coat was left over her chemise, he took her in his arms and car­ried her to the bed; he was shaken, his senses maddened by the fra­grance of her half-na­ked body, by the touch of her flesh, and the soft­ness of the half-seen breasts on which he pressed his lips.

				When she was in bed he rose to his feet, very pale.

				“She’s com­ing to,” he said; “it’s noth­ing,” for he had heard that her breath­ing was con­tinu­ous and reg­u­lar. But see­ing the men’s eyes fixed upon Yvette stretched across the bed, a spasm of jeal­ous fury seized him. He went up to them, say­ing:

				“Gen­tle­men, there are too many of us in this room. Be good enough to leave Mon­sieur Sav­al and my­self alone with the Mar­quise.”

				His voice was sharp and au­thor­it­at­ive. The oth­er men left at once.

				Ma­dame Obardi had seized her lov­er in her arms and, with her face raised to his, was cry­ing:

				“Save her! … Oh, save her!”

				But Ser­vigny, who had turned round, saw a let­ter on the table. With a swift move­ment he picked it up and read the ad­dress. He guessed the whole af­fair at once and thought: “Per­haps the Mar­quise had bet­ter not know about this.” And tear­ing open the en­vel­ope, he read at a glance the two lines which it con­tained:

				
					I die so that I may not be­come a kept wo­man.

					
						Yvette.

						Good­bye, moth­er dear. For­give me.

					
				

				“Deuce take it,” he said to him­self. “This needs think­ing over”; and he hid the let­ter in his pock­et. He re­turned to the bed­side, and at once the thought came to him that the young girl had re­gained con­scious­ness, but dared not show it, out of shame, hu­mi­li­ation, and a dread of be­ing ques­tioned.

				The Mar­quise had fallen on her knees and was weep­ing, her head rest­ing on the foot of the bed. Sud­denly she ex­claimed:

				“A doc­tor! We must have a doc­tor!”

				But Ser­vigny, who had been whis­per­ing to Sav­al, said to her:

				“No, it’s all right now. Just go out for a minute and I prom­ise you that she’ll be ready to kiss you when you come back.”

				The bar­on took Ma­dame Obardi’s arm and led her away. Ser­vigny sat down be­side the bed and took Yvette’s hand.

				“Listen to me, Mam’zelle,” he said.

				She did not an­swer. She felt so happy, so com­fort­able, so cosy and warm that she would have liked nev­er to move or speak again, but to live on in this state. A sense of in­fin­ite well-be­ing pos­sessed her, like no sen­sa­tion she had ever known. The warm night air drif­ted in­to the room in a gentle, caress­ing breeze, and from time to time its faint breath blew sweetly across her face. It was a caress, the wind’s kiss, the soft re­fresh­ing breath of a fan made of all the leaves in the wood, all the shad­ows of the night, all the mists of the river, and all the flowers, for the roses strewn upon the floor and the bed, and the rose-tree that clung to the bal­cony, mingled their lan­guid fra­grance with the healthy tang of the night breeze.

				She drank in the good air, her eyes closed, her senses still half adrift in the in­tox­ic­a­tion of the drug; she no longer felt a wish to die, but a strong, im­per­i­ous de­sire to live, to be happy, no mat­ter how, to be loved, yes, loved.

				“Mam’zelle Yvette, listen to me,” re­peated Ser­vigny.

				She de­cided to open her eyes. See­ing her thus re­vived, he went on:

				“Come now, what’s all this fool­ish­ness?”

				“I was so un­happy, Mus­cade,” she mur­mured.

				He gave her hand a be­ne­vol­ent squeeze.

				“Well, this has been a deuce of a lot of use to you, now, hasn’t it? Now prom­ise me not to try again.”

				She did not an­swer, but made a little move­ment of her head, and em­phas­ised it with a smile that he felt rather than saw.

				He took from his pock­et the let­ter he had found on the table.

				“Am I to show this to your moth­er?” he asked.

				“No,” she signed with a move­ment of her head.

				He did not know what more to say, for there seemed no way out of the situ­ation.

				“My dear little girl,” he mur­mured, “we must all ac­cept our share of things, how­ever sad. I un­der­stand your grief, and I prom­ise …”

				“You’re so kind …” she stammered.

				They were si­lent. He looked at her. There was ten­der­ness and sur­render in her glance, and sud­denly she raised her arms, as if she wished to draw him to her. He bent over her, feel­ing that she was call­ing him, and their lips met.

				For a long time they stayed thus with closed eyes. But he, real­ising that he was on the point of los­ing con­trol, raised his head and stood up. She was smil­ing at him now with real ten­der­ness, and, grip­ping his shoulders with both hands, she tried to hold him back.

				“I’m go­ing to fetch your moth­er,” he said.

				“One more second,” she mur­mured. “I’m so happy.”

				Then, after a brief in­ter­val of si­lence, she said very softly, so softly that he hardly heard her:

				“You will love me very much, won’t you?”

				He knelt down by the bed­side and kissed her wrist, which she held out to him.

				“I ad­ore you.”

				But there were foot­steps at the door. He sprang up and cried in his or­din­ary voice, with its faint note of irony:

				“You can come in. It’s all over now.”

				The Mar­quise flung her­self upon her daugh­ter with open arms, and em­braced her frantic­ally, cov­er­ing her face with tears. Ser­vigny, his heart full of joy and his body on fire with love, stepped out on to the bal­cony to breathe deeply of the cool night air, hum­ming:

				
					
						“Souvent femme var­ie;
						

						Bi­en fol est qui s’y fie.”20
					

				

			
		
	
		
			Mad?

			When I was told: “You know that Jacques Par­ent has died mad in the asylum,” a pain­ful shiver, a shiver of fear and an­guish, ran through my frame; and sud­denly I saw him again, the tall, queer fel­low, mad for many years per­haps, a dis­turb­ing, even a fright­en­ing, ma­ni­ac.

			He was a man of forty, tall, thin, slightly stoop­ing, with the eyes of one suf­fer­ing from hal­lu­cin­a­tions, black eyes so black that the pu­pils were im­per­cept­ible, ex­press­ive, wan­der­ing, mor­bid, haunted eyes. A strange, dis­turb­ing creature, bring­ing with him and spread­ing round him a vague un­eas­i­ness of soul and body, one of those in­com­pre­hens­ible nervous dis­orders that make su­per­nat­ur­al in­flu­ences seem cred­ible.

			He had an ir­rit­at­ing man­ner­ism: a mania for hid­ing his hands. He scarcely ever let them wander, as we all do, over ob­jects or on tables. He nev­er handled things ly­ing about with that fa­mil­i­ar ges­ture pos­sessed by al­most all men. He nev­er left them na­ked, his long, bony, del­ic­ate, slightly fe­ver­ish hands.

			He thrust them in­to his pock­ets, or fol­ded his arms and tucked them un­der his armpits. You would have said he was afraid they would fall against his will to some for­bid­den task, per­form some shame­ful or ab­surd ac­tion if he left them free and mas­ters of their own move­ments.

			When ob­liged to use them for the or­din­ary pur­poses of ex­ist­ence, he moved them in ab­rupt jerks, with swift move­ments of his arm, as though he was not go­ing to let them have time to act by them­selves, defy his will, and do some oth­er thing. At table, he would snatch his glass, his fork or his knife so swiftly that one nev­er had time to fore­see what he meant to do be­fore it was done.

			Now one even­ing I got the ex­plan­a­tion of this amaz­ing mal­ady that preyed on his soul.

			From time to time he would come and spend a few days with me in the coun­try, and that even­ing he seemed un­usu­ally agit­ated!

			A storm was rising in the sky, stifling and black, after a day of ap­palling heat. No breath of air stirred the leaves. A hot, fur­nace-like va­pour blew in our faces: it made us breathe in gasps. I felt ill at ease, agit­ated, and was anxious to go to bed.

			When he saw me rise to go, Jacques Par­ent seized my arm with a frightened ges­ture.

			“Oh! no; stay a little longer,” he said.

			I stared at him in sur­prise, mur­mur­ing:

			“This storm is af­fect­ing my nerves.”

			“Mine too!” he moaned, or rather shrieked. “I beg you to stay; I do not want to be alone.”

			He seemed to be quite out of his wits.

			“What is the mat­ter with you?” said I; “are you off your head?”

			“Yes, some­times,” he stammered, “in even­ings like this, elec­tric even­ings. … I … I … I am afraid … afraid of my­self … don’t you un­der­stand? I am en­dowed with a fac­ulty … no … a power … no … a force … Well I don’t know what to call it, but I have in­side me such an ex­traordin­ary mag­net­ic ac­tion that I am afraid, yes, afraid of my­self, as I said just now!”

			And with frantic shud­ders he hid his quiv­er­ing hands un­der the lapels of his coat. I sud­denly real­ised that I too was trem­bling with a vague, over­mas­ter­ing, hor­rible fear. I wanted to get away, es­cape, fly from the sight of him: I did not want to see his wan­der­ing eye pass over me, then avert it­self, gaze round the ceil­ing, and seek some dark corner of the room to stare at, as though he wanted to hide his fatal glance too.

			“You nev­er told me that be­fore,” I stammered.

			“Do I ever tell a soul?” he answered. “But to­night I can­not keep si­lent, and I would rather you knew all; be­sides, you might be able to help me.

			“Mag­net­ism! Do you know what it is? No. No one knows. But it is known that there is such a thing. It is re­cog­nised, doc­tors prac­tise it, and one of the most fam­ous, M. Char­cot, teaches it; so there can be no doubt that it ex­ists.

			“A man, a hu­man be­ing, has the power, ter­ri­fy­ing and in­com­pre­hens­ible, of put­ting an­oth­er hu­man be­ing to sleep by the strength of his will, and, while he is asleep, of steal­ing his mind as one would steal a purse. He steals his mind, that is to say, his soul, the soul, the sanc­tu­ary, the secret of the Ego, the soul, that deep­est part of man, once thought im­pen­et­rable, the soul, the asylum of thoughts that can­not be con­fessed, of everything a man hides, everything he loves, everything he would con­ceal from all hu­man creatures. That sanc­tu­ary he opens, vi­ol­ates, dis­plays and flings to the pub­lic! Is it not fright­ful, crim­in­al, in­fam­ous?

			“Why, and how, is this done? Does any­one know? But what is known?

			“It is all a mys­tery. We only com­mu­nic­ate with things by means of our wretched, in­com­plete, in­firm senses, so weak that they scarcely have the power to dis­cov­er the world around us. It is all a mys­tery. Think of mu­sic, the di­vine art, the art that stirs the soul to its depths, rav­ishes, in­tox­ic­ates it, mad­dens it. What is it? Noth­ing.

			“You don’t un­der­stand? Listen. Two bod­ies meet. The air vi­brates. These vi­bra­tions are more or less nu­mer­ous, more or less rap­id, more or less vi­ol­ent, ac­cord­ing to the nature of the shock. Now we have in our ears a little mem­brane that re­ceives these vi­bra­tions of the air and trans­mits them to the brain in the form of sound. Ima­gine a glass of wa­ter turn­ing to wine in your mouth. The drum of the ear ac­com­plishes that in­cred­ible meta­morph­os­is, the astound­ing mir­acle of turn­ing move­ment in­to sound. That’s all.

			“Mu­sic, that com­plex and mys­ter­i­ous act, pre­cise as al­gebra and vague as a dream, an art made of math­em­at­ics and the wind, only hap­pens, then, as the res­ult of the prop­er­ties of a little mem­brane. If that mem­brane did not ex­ist, sound would not ex­ist either, since in it­self it is merely vi­bra­tion. Can one ima­gine mu­sic without the ear? No. Well, we are sur­roun­ded with things whose ex­ist­ence we nev­er sus­pect, be­cause we lack the or­gans that would re­veal them to us.

			“Mag­net­ism is per­haps one of these. We can but have presen­ti­ments of that power, try fear­fully to get in touch with these spir­its who neigh­bour us, and catch glimpses of this new secret of nature, be­cause we do not ourselves pos­sess the re­veal­ing in­stru­ment.

			“As for my­self. … As for my­self, I am en­dowed with a hor­rible power. You might think there was an­oth­er creature im­prisoned with­in me, al­ways long­ing to es­cape, to act in de­fi­ance of me; it moves, and gnaws at me, and wears me out. What sort of thing is it? I do not know, but there are two of us in my poor body, and it is of­ten the oth­er thing that is the stronger, as it is to­night.

			“I need only look at people to send them to sleep as though I had giv­en them a draught of opi­um. I need only stretch out my hands to pro­duce … ter­rible … ter­rible things. If you knew? Yes. If you knew? And my power ex­tends not merely over men, but over an­im­als and even over … over ob­jects. …

			“It tor­tures me and ter­ri­fies me. Of­ten I have longed to tear out my eyes and cut off my hands.

			“But I will … I want you to know everything. Look, I’ll show it you … not on hu­man be­ings, that is done every­where, but on … on … an­im­als. Call Mirza.”

			He was walk­ing in long strides, with the air of a man suf­fer­ing from hal­lu­cin­a­tions, and he ex­posed his hands hid­den in his breast. They seemed to me ter­ri­fy­ing, as though he had bared two swords.

			And I obeyed him mech­an­ic­ally, sub­jug­ated, quiv­er­ing with ter­ror and con­sumed by a kind of im­petu­ous de­sire to see. I opened the door and whistled to my dog, who was ly­ing in the hall. At once I heard the hur­ried sound of her claws on the stairs, and she ap­peared, wag­ging her tail with pleas­ure.

			Then I signed to her to lie down in a chair; she jumped on it, and Jacques began to caress her, gaz­ing at her.

			At first she seemed rest­less; she shivered, turn­ing her head to avoid the man’s fixed stare, and seemed agit­ated by a grow­ing fear. Sud­denly she began to tremble, as dogs tremble. Her whole body pal­pit­ated, shaken by long-drawn shud­ders, and she tried to es­cape. But he laid his hand on the an­im­al’s head, and, at his touch, she uttered a long howl such as is heard at night in the coun­try.

			I my­self felt drowsy, giddy, as one is on board ship. I saw the fur­niture sway, and the walls move. “Enough, Jacques, enough,” I stammered. But he was no longer listen­ing to me, and stared at Mirza in a steady, fright­en­ing way. She closed her eyes now and let her head fall as though go­ing to sleep. He turned to me.

			“It is done,” he said; “now look.”

			And, throw­ing his handker­chief to the oth­er side of the room, he cried: “Fetch it!”

			At that the an­im­al rose and, tot­ter­ing along as though blind, mov­ing her legs like a cripple, she went to­wards the piece of lin­en that was a white blotch by the wall. Sev­er­al times she tried to take it in her mouth, but her jaws closed on one side of it, as though she had not seen it. At last she seized it, and re­turned with the same sway­ing somn­am­bu­list­ic gait.

			It was a ter­ri­fy­ing sight. “Lie down,” he ordered. She lay down. Then, touch­ing her fore­head, he said: “A hare: seize him, seize him!” And the beast, still ly­ing on her side, tried to run, stir­ring like a dog in the middle of a dream, and ut­ter­ing strange little vent­ri­lo­qui­al barks, without open­ing her mouth.

			Jacques seemed to have gone mad. The sweat poured from his brow. “Bite him, bite your mas­ter,” he cried. She gave two or three frightened twitches. One would have sworn she was res­ist­ing, strug­gling. “Bite him,” he re­peated. Then, rising, my dog came to­wards me, and I re­treated to­wards the wall, shak­ing with ter­ror, with my foot raised to kick her, to keep her off.

			But Jacques com­manded: “To me, at once.” She turned back to­wards him. Then, with his two great hands, he began to rub her head, as though he were free­ing her from in­vis­ible bonds.

			Mirza opened her eyes again. “It is fin­ished,” he said.

			I dared not touch her, and pushed the door for her to go out. She went out slowly, trem­bling, ex­hausted, and again I heard her claws on the stairs.

			But Jacques re­turned to me: “That is not all. It is this which fright­ens me most; look. Things obey me.”

			On my table was a sort of dag­ger that I used as a pa­per-cut­ter. He stretched out his hand to­wards it, and the hand seemed to crawl slowly to­wards it; and sud­denly I saw, yes, I saw the knife it­self quiver, then move, then slide gently, of it­self, over the wood to­wards the hand, that lay still, wait­ing for it; it placed it­self between his fin­gers.

			I screamed with ter­ror. I thought I was go­ing mad my­self, but the shrill sound of my own voice calmed me at once.

			“All things come to me like that,” con­tin­ued Jacques. “That is why I hide my hands. What is it? Mag­net­ism, elec­tri­city, the load­stone prin­ciple? I do not know, but it is hor­rible.

			“And do you real­ise why it is hor­rible? When I am alone, as soon as I am alone, I can­not re­strain my­self from at­tract­ing everything that sur­rounds me.

			“And I spend whole days chan­ging the po­s­i­tions of things, nev­er weary­ing of test­ing my ab­om­in­able power, as if to see wheth­er it has not left me.”

			He had bur­ied his great hands in his pock­ets, and stared in­to the night. A slight sound, a faint quiv­er­ing, seemed to pass through the trees.

			It was the rain be­gin­ning to fall.

			“It is fright­en­ing,” I mur­mured.

			“It is hor­rible,” he re­peated.

			A mur­mur ran through the leaves, like a gust of wind. It was the storm, a heavy, tor­ren­tial down­pour.

			Jacques began to breathe in great gasps that made his breast heave.

			“Leave me,” he said; “the rain will calm me. I want to be alone now.”

		
	
		
			Unmasked

			The boat was crowded with people. The cross­ing prom­ised to be calm, and the Havre people were go­ing to make an ex­cur­sion to Trouville.

			The ropes were cast off; a fi­nal shriek from the whistle an­nounced our de­par­ture, and at the same mo­ment the ship shuddered through her whole body, and along her flanks rose the sound of wa­ter rush­ing.

			The paddles re­volved for some seconds, stopped, and star­ted again slowly: then the cap­tain, stand­ing on his bridge, shouted in­to the tele­phone that goes down in­to the bowels of the en­gine room, “Right away,” and they began to churn up the sea at full speed.

			We glided along past the quay, crowded with people. The people on the boat waved their handker­chiefs as if they were set­ting out for Amer­ica, and their friends on shore waved back in like man­ner.

			The burn­ing Ju­ly sun poured down on red sun­shades, on light frocks, on happy faces, on the al­most un­ruffled sea. Once out­side the har­bour, the little boat swung sharply round, turn­ing her nar­row nose to­wards the far-off coast half seen through the morn­ing haze.

			On our left gaped the mouth of the Seine, twenty kilo­metres across. Here and there large buoys marked the po­s­i­tion of the sand­banks, and from this dis­tance we could see the smooth dis­col­oured wa­ters of the river that did not mix with the salt wa­ter but stretched out in long yel­low rib­bons across the vast clear green spaces of the open sea.

			As soon as I am aboard a ship, I feel an ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse to stride up and down, like a sail­or keep­ing his watch. Why? I don’t know. So I be­gin to tramp round the bridge through the crowd of trav­el­lers.

			Sud­denly I heard my name. I turned round. It was an old friend of mine, Henri Sidoine, whom I had not seen for ten years.

			We shook hands and, talk­ing of one thing and an­oth­er, we began to prowl up and down again to­geth­er like bears in a cage, much as I had been do­ing alone just be­fore. And as we talked we eyed the two rows of trav­el­lers seated along both sides of the bridge.

			All at once Sidoine, his face dis­tor­ted with an­ger, ex­claimed:

			“This boat is full of Eng­lish people! The swine!”

			It really was full of Eng­lish people. The men stood up and looked at the ho­ri­zon through their glasses, with a portent­ous air, as who should say: “We, we Eng­lish, are the rulers of the waves. Boom, boom, look at us now!”

			And all the white sun veils float­ing from their white hats looked like the wav­ing flags of their com­plete self-suf­fi­ciency.

			The gawky young ladies, whose foot­gear re­sembled their coun­try’s dread­noughts, clasped shawls of many col­ours round their stiff bod­ies and skinny arms, and smiled va­cantly at the bril­liant sea­scape. Their tiny heads, pushed out at the ends of these long bod­ies, bore queer-shaped Eng­lish hats, and the mea­gre rolls of hair rest­ing on the nape of their necks looked like coiled snakes.

			And the an­cient spin­sters, even skin­ni­er, ex­pos­ing their Brit­ish jawbones to the widest ex­tent, looked as if they were threat­en­ing the uni­verse with their mon­strous yel­low teeth.

			Walk­ing past them, one caught a whiff of in­dia-rub­ber and mouth­wash.

			With grow­ing in­dig­na­tion, Sidoine re­peated:

			“The swine! Why can’t we stop their com­ing in­to France?”

			I smiled and asked him:

			“Why do you want to do that? As far as I’m con­cerned, they’re a mat­ter of com­plete in­dif­fer­ence.”

			He re­tor­ted:

			“It’s all very well for you. But I, I mar­ried an Eng­lish­wo­man. And there you have it.”

			I stood still and laughed in his face.

			“Oh, the dev­il you did! Tell me about it. She makes you very un­happy, does she?”

			He shrugged his shoulders.

			“No, not ex­actly.”

			“Then … she … she … de­ceives you?”

			“Un­for­tu­nately no. That would give me grounds for di­vorce and I should be vastly re­lieved thereby.”

			“Well, I don’t un­der­stand it, then.”

			“You don’t un­der­stand? That doesn’t sur­prise me. Well, it’s noth­ing more than the fact that she has learned French! Listen:

			“I had not the least de­sire in the world to get mar­ried when two years ago I went to spend the sum­mer at Étretat. There’s noth­ing so fatal as these sea­side towns. One over­looks the fact that slips of girls look their best in these places. Par­is suits wo­men and the coun­try suits young girls.

			“The don­key rides, the morn­ing bathe, pic­nic lunch­eons, are so many mat­ri­mo­ni­al snares. And really there is noth­ing more charm­ing than an eight­een-year-old child run­ning across a field or gath­er­ing flowers by the road­side.

			“I made the ac­quaint­ance of an Eng­lish fam­ily stay­ing at the same hotel as I was. The fath­er looked like the men you see over there, and the moth­er like all oth­er Eng­lish­wo­men.

			“There were two sons, the type of bony youth that plays vi­ol­ent games from morn­ing to even­ing, with balls, sticks, or rack­ets; then two girls, the eld­est a dry stick, an­oth­er of those Eng­lish­wo­men like pre­served fruits; the young­er a mar­vel­lous creature. A fair, or rather a flax­en-haired, girl, with a head con­ceived in heav­en. When these pretty rogues make them­selves charm­ing, they are di­vine. This one had blue eyes, eyes of that blue­ness which seems to hold all the po­etry, all the ro­mance, all the ideals, all the joy of earth.

			“What a world of in­fin­ite dreams is opened to you by a wo­man’s eyes, such eyes as those! How it calls to the etern­al long­ings and con­fused de­sires of our hearts!

			“You must re­mem­ber, too, that we French ad­ore for­eign­ers. As soon as we meet a Rus­si­an, Itali­an, Swedish, Span­ish, or Eng­lish wo­man with the least claims to beauty, we fall in­stantly in love. Everything that comes from abroad de­lights us ex­tra­vag­antly—broad­cloth, hats, gloves, guns, and—wo­men.

			“We are wrong, how­ever.

			“But I be­lieve that what at­tracts us most in strange wo­men is their broken speech. Im­me­di­ately a wo­man speaks our lan­guage badly, we find her charm­ing; if she uses quite the wrong French words, she is en­tran­cing, and if she babbles a quite un­in­tel­li­gible dia­lect she be­come ir­res­ist­ible.

			“You can­not ima­gine how charm­ing it is to hear an ad­or­able rosy mouth say: ‘J’aime bô­coup la gig­otte.’

			“My little Eng­lish Kate spoke a lan­guage like noth­ing on earth. For the first few days I couldn’t un­der­stand it at all, she in­ven­ted so many amaz­ing words; then I be­came com­pletely in­fatu­ated with this ab­surd light­hearted jar­gon.

			“In her mouth all the odd, mangled, and ri­dicu­lous phrases be­came ut­terly fas­cin­at­ing; and every even­ing on the ter­race of the Casino we held long con­ver­sa­tions which were no more than a suc­ces­sion of en­ig­mat­ic phrases.

			“I mar­ried her! I loved her to dis­trac­tion, as a dream can be loved. For what your true lov­er ad­ores is al­ways a dream in the form of a wo­man.

			“You re­mem­ber the ad­mir­able verses of Louis Bouil­het:

			
				
					“Tu n’as ja­mais été, dans tes jours les plus rares,
					

					Qu’un banal in­stru­ment sous mon ar­chet vain­queur,
					

					Et, comme un air qui sonne au bois creux des gui­tares,
					

					J’ai fait chanter mon rêve au vide de ton coeur.21
				

			

			“Ah, well, my dear, the only mis­take I made was to give my wife a French teach­er.

			“As long as she murdered our vocab­u­lary, and tor­tured our gram­mar, I was fond of her.

			“Our con­ver­sa­tions were simple. They re­vealed to me the amaz­ing beauty of her per­son, the in­com­par­able grace of her ges­tures; they presen­ted her to me in the guise of a won­der­ful speak­ing toy, a flesh-and-blood pup­pet made for kisses, able to stam­mer a few words to tell what she loved, some­times to ut­ter quaint ex­clam­a­tions, and to ex­press in a fash­ion ad­or­able be­cause so in­com­pre­hens­ible and un­ex­pec­ted, her emo­tions and her un­soph­ist­ic­ated sen­sa­tions.

			“She was like noth­ing but those pretty playthings that say ‘papa’ and ‘mamma,’ pro­noun­cing them Bab-ba and Mab-ma.

			“How could I have be­lieved that …

			“She can speak, now. … She can speak … badly … very badly. … She makes quite as many mis­takes. … But she can make her­self un­der­stood … yes, I un­der­stand her … I know what she says … I know her. …”

			“I have broken my doll to look at her in­side. … I have seen it. … And still I have to go on talk­ing to her, my dear!

			“Oh, you can have no idea of the opin­ions, the no­tions, the the­or­ies of a young and well brought-up Eng­lish girl, whom I have no cause to re­proach, and who re­cites to me from morn­ing to night all the phrases out of a phrase-book for the use of school­girls and young per­sons.

			“You have seen those co­til­lion fa­vours, those pretty gil­ded pa­per pack­ets which con­tain ut­terly de­test­able bon­bons. I got one of them. I tore it open. I wanted to eat the con­tents, and now I am all the time so sav­agely dis­gus­ted that I feel a pos­it­ive naus­ea at the mere sight of one of her coun­try­men.

			“I have mar­ried a wo­man who is like noth­ing but a par­rot that an old Eng­lish gov­ern­ness has taught to speak French: do you un­der­stand?”

			We were in sight of the crowded wooden quays of Trouville Har­bour.

			I said:

			“Where is your wife?”

			“I have taken her to Étretat,” he de­clared.

			“And you, where are you go­ing?”

			“I? I am go­ing to Trouville to dis­tract my mind.”

			Then, after a pause, he ad­ded:

			“You simply can­not ima­gine how ut­terly stu­pid some wo­men can be.”

		
	
		
			The Dowry

			No one was sur­prised at the mar­riage of Maître Si­mon Lebru­ment and Mlle. Jeanne Cordi­er. Maître Lebru­ment had just bought the prac­tice of Maître Papil­lon, the not­ary; he needed money, of course, with which to pay for it; and Mlle. Jeanne Cordi­er had three hun­dred thou­sand francs clear, in notes and bear­er bonds.

			Maître Lebru­ment was a hand­some fel­low, who had style, the style of a not­ary, a pro­vin­cial style, but, after all, some style, which was a rare thing at Boutigny-le-Re­bours.

			Mlle. Cordi­er had grace and fresh­ness, grace which was a little awk­ward, and fresh­ness a little ar­ti­fi­cial; but she was, nev­er­the­less, a pretty girl, de­sir­able and en­ter­tain­ing.

			The wed­ding ce­re­mon­ies turned Boutigny topsy-turvy. The mar­ried couple were much ad­mired, and they re­turned to the con­jugal dom­i­cile to con­ceal their hap­pi­ness, hav­ing re­solved simply to take a little trip to Par­is, after they had spent a few days to­geth­er.

			These few days to­geth­er were charm­ing, for Maître Lebru­ment knew how to man­age his early re­la­tions with his wife with a del­ic­acy, a dir­ect­ness, and a sense of fit­ness that was re­mark­able. He took for his motto: “Everything comes to him who waits.” He knew how to be pa­tient and en­er­get­ic at the same time. His suc­cess was rap­id and com­plete.

			After four days Ma­dame Lebru­ment ad­ored her hus­band. She could not bear to be a mo­ment away from him. He must be near her all day long, that she might caress his hands, his beard, his nose, etc. She would sit upon his knees and, tak­ing him by the ears, would say: “Open your mouth and shut your eyes.” He opened his mouth with con­fid­ence, shut his eyes halfway, and then would re­ceive a very long, sweet kiss that gave him great shivers down his back. And in his turn, he nev­er had enough caresses, enough lips, enough hands, enough of any­thing with which to en­joy his wife from morn­ing un­til even­ing, and from even­ing un­til morn­ing.

			

			As soon as the first week had passed away he said to his young com­pan­ion:

			“If you wish, we might leave for Par­is next Tues­day. We shall be like lov­ers who are not mar­ried; go about to the theatres, the res­taur­ants, the open-air con­certs, and every­where, every­where.”

			She jumped for joy. “Oh! yes, yes,” she replied, “let us go as soon as pos­sible.”

			“And, as we must not for­get any­thing, you might ask your fath­er to have your dowry ready; I will take it with me, and at the same time pay Maître Papil­lon.”

			She answered: “I will speak to him about it to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			Then he seized her in his arms and re­newed those little ten­der­nesses she had learned to love so much in eight days.

			The fol­low­ing Tues­day, the fath­er-in-law and the moth­er-in-law ac­com­pan­ied to the sta­tion their daugh­ter and son-in-law who were leav­ing for the cap­it­al. The fath­er-in-law re­marked:

			“I tell you it is im­prudent to carry so much money in your pock­et­book.” And the young not­ary smiled.

			“Do not be dis­turbed, fath­er-in-law,” he answered, “I am ac­cus­tomed to these things. You know that in my pro­fes­sion it of­ten hap­pens that I have nearly a mil­lion about me. By car­ry­ing it with me, we es­cape a lot of form­al­it­ies and delays, to say the least. Do not worry your­self.”

			Then the port­er cried out: “Par­is train. All ready!” and they hur­ried in­to a com­part­ment where they found them­selves with two old ladies.

			Lebru­ment mur­mured in his wife’s ear: “How an­noy­ing! Now I can­not smoke.”

			She answered in a low tone: “I am sorry too, but not on ac­count of your ci­gar.”

			The en­gine puffed and star­ted. The jour­ney las­ted an hour, dur­ing which they could not say any­thing of im­port­ance, be­cause the two old ladies did not go to sleep.

			When they were in the Saint-Laz­are sta­tion, in Par­is, Maître Lebru­ment said to his wife:

			“If you wish, my dear, we will first go and break­fast on the Boulevard, then re­turn at our leis­ure to find our trunk and give it to the port­er of some hotel.”

			She con­sen­ted im­me­di­ately: “Oh! yes,” said she, “let us break­fast in some res­taur­ant. Is it far from here?”

			“Yes, rather far, but we will take an om­ni­bus.” She was as­ton­ished: “Why not a cab?” she asked.

			He began smil­ingly to scold her: “Is that the way you eco­nom­ise? A cab for five minutes’ ride, at six sous per minute! You do not de­prive your­self of any­thing!”

			“That is true,” said she, a little con­fused.

			A large om­ni­bus was passing, with three horses at a trot. Lebru­ment hailed it: “Con­duct­or! eh, con­duct­or!”

			The heavy vehicle stopped. The young not­ary pushed his wife in­side, say­ing hur­riedly, in a low voice:

			“You get in­side while I go up on top and smoke at least a ci­gar­ette be­fore break­fast.”

			She had not time for any an­swer. The con­duct­or, who had seized her by the arm to aid her in mount­ing the steps, pushed her in­to the bus, where she landed, half-frightened, upon a seat, and in a sort of stupor watched the feet of her hus­band through the win­dows at the back, as he climbed to the top.

			She re­mained mo­tion­less between a large gen­tle­man who smelled of a pipe and an old wo­man who smelled of a dog. All the oth­er trav­el­lers, in two mute lines—a gro­cer’s boy, a work­man, a ser­geant of in­fantry, a gen­tle­man with gold-rimmed spec­tacles and a silk hat with an enorm­ous brim, like a gut­ter, and two ladies with an im­port­ant, min­cing air, which seemed to say: We are here, al­though we should be in a bet­ter place. Then there were two nuns, a little girl in long hair, and an un­der­taker. The as­semblage looked like a col­lec­tion of ca­ri­ca­tures in a freak mu­seum, a series of ex­pres­sions of the hu­man coun­ten­ance, like a row of grot­esque pup­pets which one knocks down at a fair.

			The jolts of the car­riage made them toss their heads a little, and as they shook, the flesh of their cheeks trembled; and the dis­turb­ance of the rolling wheels gave them an idi­ot­ic or sleepy look.

			The young wo­man re­mained in­ert: “Why did he not come with me?” she asked her­self. A vague sad­ness op­pressed her. He might, in­deed, have de­prived him­self of that ci­gar­ette!

			The nuns gave the sig­nal to stop. They alighted, one after the oth­er, leav­ing an odour of old and faded skirts.

			Soon after they were gone an­oth­er stopped the bus. A cook came in, red and out of breath. She sat down and placed her bas­ket of pro­vi­sions upon her knees. A strong odour of dish­wa­ter per­vaded the om­ni­bus.

			“It is fur­ther than I thought,” said the young wo­man to her­self.

			The un­der­taker got out and was re­placed by a coach­man who smelled of a stable. The girl in long hair was suc­ceeded by an er­rand-boy who ex­haled the odours of his de­liv­er­ies.

			The not­ary’s wife per­ceived all these things, ill at ease and so dis­heartened that she was ready to weep without know­ing why.

			Some oth­ers got out, still oth­ers came in. The om­ni­bus went on through the in­ter­min­able streets, stopped at the sta­tions, and began its route again.

			“How far it is!” said Jeanne. “Es­pe­cially when one has noth­ing to amuse one­self, and can­not sleep!” She had not been so much fa­tigued for many days.

			Little by little all the trav­el­lers got out. She re­mained alone, all alone. The con­duct­or shouted:

			“Vaugir­ard!”

			As she blushed, he again re­peated: “Vaugir­ard!”

			She looked at him, not un­der­stand­ing that this must be ad­dressed to her as all her neigh­bours had gone. For the third time the man said: “Vaugir­ard!”

			Then she asked: “Where are we?”

			He answered in a gruff voice: “We are at Vaugir­ard, of course; I’ve told you twenty times already.”

			“Is it far from the Boulevard?” she asked.

			“What Boulevard?”

			“The Boulevard des It­ali­ens.”

			“We passed that a long time ago.”

			“Ah! Will you be kind enough to tell my hus­band?”

			“Your hus­band? Where is he?”

			“On the out­side.”

			“On the out­side! It has been a long time since there was any­body there.”

			She made a ter­ri­fied ges­ture. Then she said:

			“How can it be? It is not pos­sible. He got up there when I entered the om­ni­bus. Look again; he must be there.”

			The con­duct­or be­came rude: “Come, kid, that’s enough talk. If there is one man lost, there are ten to be found. Be off, now! You will find an­oth­er in the street.”

			The tears sprang to her eyes. She in­sisted: “But, sir, you are mis­taken, I as­sure you that you are mis­taken. He had a large pock­et­book in his hand.”

			The em­ploy­ee began to laugh: “A large pock­et­book? I re­mem­ber. Yes, he got out at the Madeleine. That’s right! He’s left you be­hind! Ha! ha!”

			The car­riage was stand­ing still. She got down and looked up, in spite of her­self, to the roof, with an in­stinct­ive move­ment of the eye. It was totally deser­ted.

			

			Then she began to weep aloud, without think­ing that any­one was look­ing at or listen­ing to her. Fi­nally she said:

			“What is go­ing to be­come of me?”

			The in­spect­or came up and in­quired: “What’s the mat­ter?”

			The con­duct­or answered in a joc­ose fash­ion:

			“This lady’s hus­band has left her on the way.”

			The oth­er replied: “All right. It doesn’t mat­ter. At­tend to your own busi­ness.” And he turned on his heels.

			Then she began to walk ahead, too much frightened, too much ex­cited to think even where she was go­ing. Where was she go­ing? What should she do? How could such an er­ror have oc­curred? Such an act of care­less­ness, of dis­reg­ard, of un­heard-of dis­trac­tion!

			She had two francs in her pock­et. To whom could she ap­ply? Sud­denly she re­membered her cous­in Bar­ral, who was a clerk in the Min­istry of Mar­ine.

			She had just enough to hire a cab; she would go to him. And she met him just as he was start­ing for his of­fice. Like Lebru­ment, he car­ried a large pock­et­book un­der his arm.

			She leaned out of the car­riage and called: “Henry!”

			He stopped, much sur­prised.

			“Jeanne,” said he, “here?—and alone? Where do you come from? What are you do­ing?”

			She stammered, with her eyes full of tears: “My hus­band is lost some­where—”

			“Lost? where?”

			“On the om­ni­bus.”

			“On the om­ni­bus! Oh!”

			And she re­lated to him the whole story, weep­ing much over the ad­ven­ture.

			He listened re­flect­ively, and then asked:

			“This morn­ing? And was his head per­fectly clear?”

			“Oh! yes! And he had my dowry.”

			“Your dowry? The whole of it?”

			“Yes, the whole of it—in or­der to pay for his prac­tice.”

			“Well, my dear cous­in, your hus­band, who­ever he is, is prob­ably well on his way to­wards the Bel­gian fron­ti­er by this time.”

			She did not yet com­pre­hend. She stammered: “My hus­band—you say—”

			“I say that he has run off with your—your cap­it­al—and that’s all about it.”

			She re­mained stand­ing there, chok­ing with grief, mur­mur­ing:

			“Then he is—he is—is a wretch!”

			Then, over­come with emo­tion, she fell on her cous­in’s shoulder, sob­bing vi­ol­ently.

			As people were stop­ping to look at them, he guided her gently in­to the door­way of his house, and with his arm around her waist, he helped her up the stairs. When his as­ton­ished ser­vant opened the door he said:

			“Soph­ie, run to the res­taur­ant and bring break­fast for two per­sons. I shall not go to the of­fice today.”

		
	
		
			Mohammed-Fripouille

			“Shall we have our cof­fee on the roof?” asked the cap­tain.

			“Yes, by all means,” I replied.

			He rose. It was already dark in the room, lighted only by the in­ner court­yard, as is the cus­tom in Moor­ish houses. In front of the high, poin­ted win­dows, creep­ers fell from the wide bal­cony on which the warm sum­mer even­ings were spent. Noth­ing but fruit re­mained upon the table, huge Afric­an fruits, grapes as large as plums, soft figs with purple flesh, yel­low pears, long fat ba­na­nas, dates from Tougourt in a bas­ket of es­parto grass.

			The Moor­ish ser­vant opened the door, and I as­cen­ded the stair­case, upon whose sky-blue walls fell from above the gentle light of the dy­ing day.

			Soon I uttered a deep sigh of con­tent­ment, as I reached the bal­cony. It dom­in­ated Al­gi­ers, the har­bour, the road­stead, and the dis­tant coast­line.

			The house which the cap­tain had pur­chased was an an­cient Ar­ab dwell­ing, situ­ated in the centre of the old town, amid the labyrinth­ine lanes in which swarms the strange pop­u­la­tion of the coasts of Africa.

			Be­low, the flat square roofs des­cen­ded like a gi­ant’s stair­case to the slop­ing roofs of the European quarter. Bey­ond these could be seen the masts of the ships at an­chor, and then the sea, the open sea, blue and calm un­der the calm blue sky.

			We lay down on mats, our heads sup­por­ted by cush­ions; while slowly sip­ping the de­li­cious nat­ive cof­fee, I watched the earli­est stars come out in the dark­en­ing blue. They were dimly to be glimpsed, so dis­tant, so pale, as yet scarcely lit.

			A light, winged warmth caressed our skins. There were oc­ca­sion­al hot­ter, more op­press­ive gusts, bear­ing in their bos­oms a vague scent, the scent of Africa; they seemed the nearby breath of the desert, come over the peaks of the At­las Moun­tains. The cap­tain, ly­ing on his back, ob­served:

			“What a coun­try, my dear fel­low! How sweet life is here! how vastly de­light­ful to rest! Nights like these are made for dream­ing!”

			I was still watch­ing the birth of the stars, with a curi­os­ity at once in­dol­ent and lively, with drowsy hap­pi­ness.

			“You really ought to tell me some­thing about your life in the South,” I mur­mured.

			Cap­tain Mar­ret was one of the old­est of­ficers in the Afric­an army, a sol­dier of for­tune, formerly a spahi, who had carved his ca­reer with the point of his sword.

			Thanks to him, and to his re­l­at­ives and friends, I had been able to make a mag­ni­fi­cent trip in the desert; and I had come that night to thank him be­fore re­turn­ing to France.

			“What kind of story would you like?” he said. “I’ve had so many ad­ven­tures dur­ing my twelve years in the sand that I no longer re­mem­ber any sep­ar­ate one.”

			“Tell me about the Ar­ab wo­men,” I replied.

			He did not an­swer, but re­mained ly­ing on his mat, his arms bent back and his hands be­neath his head; now and then I caught the scent of his ci­gar, the smoke of which rose straight up to­wards the sky in the wind­less night.

			Sud­denly he burst out laugh­ing.

			“Yes, I’ll tell you a funny in­cid­ent that dates from my earli­est days in Al­ger­ia. In those days we had some queer spe­ci­mens in the Afric­an army; they’re no longer to be seen, they no longer hap­pen. They’d have in­ter­ested you enough to make you spend your whole life in this coun­try.

			“I was a plain spahi, a little fel­low of twenty, a fair-haired young dev­il, supple and act­ive, a real Al­geri­an sol­dier. I was at­tached to the mil­it­ary post at Boghar. You know Boghar, the place they call the bal­cony of the South. From the sum­mit of the fort you’ve seen the be­gin­ning of that land of fire, dev­ast­ated, na­ked, tor­tured, stony, and reddened. It’s the real ante­cham­ber of the desert, the su­perb blaz­ing fron­ti­er of that im­mense stretch of tawny empty spaces.

			“There were forty of us spahis at Boghar, a com­pany of con­vict sol­diers, and a squad­ron of Afric­an lan­cers, when the news came that the Ould-Berghi tribe had murdered an Eng­lish trav­el­ler. Lord knows how he got in­to the coun­try; the Eng­lish are pos­sessed of the dev­il.

			“Justice had to be done for this crime against a European, but the com­mand­ing of­ficer hes­it­ated to send out an ex­ped­i­tion, think­ing that an Eng­lish­man really wasn’t worth so much fuss.

			“Well, as he was talk­ing the mat­ter over with the cap­tain and the lieu­ten­ant, a spahi cav­alry ser­geant, who was wait­ing for the dis­patch, sud­denly offered to go and pun­ish the tribe if he were giv­en six men only.

			“In the South, as you know, things are freer than in a gar­ris­on town, and there’s a sort of com­rade­ship between the of­ficer and his men which you don’t find else­where. The cap­tain burst out laugh­ing.

			“ ‘You, my lad?’

			“ ‘Yes, cap­tain, and if you like I’ll bring back the whole tribe pris­on­ers.’

			“The C.O. was a whim­sic­al fel­low, and took him at his word.

			“ ‘You’ll start to­mor­row with six men of your own choos­ing, and if you don’t per­form your prom­ise, look out for trouble!’

			“The ser­geant smiled un­der his mous­tache.

			“ ‘Have no fears, col­on­el. My pris­on­ers will be here by noon on Wed­nes­day at the latest.’

			“This ser­geant, Mo­hammed-Fri­pouille, as he was called, was a truly amaz­ing fel­low, a Turk, a real Turk, who had entered the ser­vice of France after a some­what ob­scure and no doubt chequered ca­reer. He had trav­elled in many lands, in Greece, Asia Minor, Egypt, and Palestine, and must have left be­hind him a pretty thick trail of mis­deeds. He was a real Bashi-Bazouk, a bold rapscal­lion, fe­ro­cious, and gay with a pla­cid Ori­ent­al gaiety. He was stout, very stout in fact, but as supple as a mon­key, and rode su­perbly. His mous­taches were un­be­liev­ably long and thick, and al­ways gave me a con­fused im­pres­sion of a cres­cent moon and a scim­it­ar. He had an ex­acer­bated hatred for the Ar­abs, and treated them with cun­ning and hor­rible cruelty, per­petu­ally in­vent­ing new tricks, ghastly turns of cal­cu­lated treach­ery.

			“He was also un­be­liev­ably strong and pre­pos­ter­ously dar­ing.

			“ ‘Choose your men, my lad,’ said the C.O. to him.

			“Mo­hammed took me. The gal­lant fel­low trus­ted me, and I re­mained de­voted to him, body and soul, as a res­ult of his choice of me, which gave me as much pleas­ure as the cross of hon­our that I won later on.

			“Well, we star­ted off next morn­ing at dawn, just the sev­en of us. My com­rades were of that ban­dit pir­ate class whose mem­bers, after lead­ing the life of vag­a­bond ma­raud­ers in every pos­sible coun­try, end by tak­ing ser­vice in some for­eign le­gion. In those days our army in Africa was full of these ras­cals, splen­did sol­diers, but ut­terly un­scru­pu­lous.

			“Mo­hammed had giv­en each of us some ten pieces of cord to carry, each about a yard long. I was also loaded, as be­ing the young­est and light­est, with a whole length of rope, a hun­dred yards long. When he was asked what he pro­posed to do with all this string, he replied with his sly calm air:

			“ ‘It’s for fish­ing for Ar­abs.’

			“And he winked ma­li­ciously, a trick he had learnt from a vet­er­an Parisi­an chas­seur d’Afrique.

			“He rode at the head of our troop, his head swathed in the red turban he al­ways wore in the desert, smil­ing with pleas­ure un­der his enorm­ous mous­tache.

			“He was a fine sight, that huge Turk, with his power­ful belly, his co­lossal shoulders, and his pla­cid ex­pres­sion. He was moun­ted on a white horse, of me­di­um size, but very strong, and the rider seemed ten times too big for his mount.

			“We had entered a little rav­ine, stony, bare, and yel­low, which drops down to the val­ley of the Chélif, and were talk­ing of our ex­ped­i­tion. My com­rades spoke with every con­ceiv­able dif­fer­ent ac­cent, for among them were to be found a Span­iard, two Greeks, an Amer­ic­an, and three French­men. As for Mo­hammed-Fri­pouille, he had an un­be­liev­able lisp.

			“The sun, the ter­rible sun, the sun of the South, quite un­known on the oth­er side of the Medi­ter­ranean, fell upon our shoulders; we went for­ward at a walk­ing pace, as al­ways in those parts.

			“All day we ad­vanced without meet­ing either a tree or an Ar­ab.

			“At about one in the af­ter­noon we had hal­ted be­side a little spring which flowed between the stones, and eaten the bread and dried mut­ton which we car­ried in our haver­sacks; then, after twenty minutes’ rest, we had star­ted off again.

			“At last, at about six in the even­ing, after a long de­tour im­posed upon us by our lead­er, we dis­covered a tribe en­camped be­hind a con­ic­al hill. The low brown tents made dark spots upon the yel­low ground, and looked like large desert mush­rooms grow­ing at the foot of the red hil­lock cal­cined by the sun.

			“They were our men. A little fur­ther on, at the edge of a dark-green field of es­parto grass, the tethered horses were feed­ing.

			“ ‘Gal­lop,’ ordered Mo­hammed, and we ar­rived in the centre of the en­camp­ment like a hur­ricane. The fren­zied wo­men, clad in white rags which drooped and bil­lowed round them, hast­ily entered their dens of can­vas, crouch­ing and crawl­ing, shriek­ing like hunted an­im­als. The men, on the con­trary, came up from all sides, at­tempt­ing to de­fend them­selves.

			“We rode straight for the lofti­est tent, the chief’s.

			“We kept our swords sheathed, fol­low­ing the ex­ample of Mo­hammed, who was gal­lop­ing in a curi­ous man­ner; he re­mained ab­so­lutely im­mob­ile, bolt up­right on the little horse, which struggled madly to sup­port his mighty bulk. The tran­quil­lity of the rider, with his long mous­taches, con­tras­ted strangely with the live­li­ness of the an­im­al.

			“The nat­ive chief came out of his tent as we ar­rived in front of it. He was a tall thin man, black, with a shin­ing eye, a bul­ging fore­head, and eye­brows shaped like the arc of a circle.

			“ ‘What do you want?’ he cried in Ar­ab­ic.

			“Mo­hammed reined in his horse with a jerk, and answered in the same lan­guage:

			“ ‘Was it you that killed the Eng­lish trav­el­ler?’

			“ ‘You’ve no right to ques­tion me,’ said the agha in a loud voice.

			“All around me was a sound like the mut­ter­ing of a storm. The Ar­abs came up from all sides, hustled us, made a ring round us, shouted wildly. They looked like fierce birds of prey, with their great hooked noses, their thin bony faces, their wide gar­ments shaken by their ges­tures.

			“Mo­hammed was smil­ing, his turban on one side, ex­cite­ment show­ing in his eye; I saw little quivers of pleas­ure run through his sag­ging fleshy wrinkled cheeks.

			“In a voice of thun­der which dom­in­ated the clam­our, he replied:

			“ ‘Death to him who has giv­en death.’

			“He thrust his re­volver in­to the agha’s brown face. I saw a little smoke rise from the bar­rel; then a pink froth of brains and blood gushed from the chief’s fore­head. As though struck by light­ning he col­lapsed upon his back, throw­ing his arms apart, which raised the trail­ing skirts of his burnous-like wings.

			“I thought my last hour had come, the tu­mult around us was so fright­ful.

			“Mo­hammed had drawn his sabre; we fol­lowed his ex­ample. With wind­mill strokes he held off those who pressed him most closely, shout­ing:

			“ ‘I’ll spare the lives of those who sur­render; death to the rest.’

			“And seiz­ing the nearest in his her­culean fists, he laid him across the saddle and bound his hands, shout­ing to us:

			“ ‘Do as I do, and sabre those who res­ist.’

			“In five minutes we had cap­tured some twenty Ar­abs, whose wrists we fastened se­curely. Then we pur­sued the fu­git­ives, for at sight of our na­ked swords there had been a gen­er­al flight. We col­lec­ted about thirty more cap­tives.

			“The plain was filled with white, scur­ry­ing fig­ures. The wo­men dragged their chil­dren along, ut­ter­ing shrill screams. The yel­low dogs, like jack­als, leapt round us, bark­ing and show­ing their white fangs.

			“Mo­hammed, who seemed out of his wits with joy, dis­moun­ted at one bound, and seiz­ing the rope I had brought, said:

			“ ‘Care­ful, now, boys; two of you dis­mount.’

			“Then he made a ludicrous and ghastly thing; a neck­lace of pris­on­ers, or rather a neck­lace of hanged men. He had firmly bound the two wrists of the first cap­tive, then he made a noose round his neck with the same cord, with which he next se­cured the second cap­tive’s arms, and then knot­ted it round that man’s neck. Our fifty pris­on­ers soon found them­selves bound in such a man­ner that the slight­est at­tempt to es­cape on the part of one of them would have strangled both him and his two neigh­bours, and they were forced to march at an ex­actly even pace, without al­ter­ing the gap between each of them by the slight­est hair’s-breadth, or else be promptly caught like hares in a snare.

			“When this curi­ous task was ac­com­plished, Mo­hammed began to laugh, the si­lent laugh which shook his belly without a sound com­ing from his mouth.

			“ ‘That’s the Ar­ab chain,’ he said.

			“We too began to roar with laughter at the pris­on­ers’ scared piteous faces.

			“ ‘Now, boys,’ cried our lead­er, ‘fasten a stake at each end.’

			“We at­tached a stake to each end of this rib­bon of ghost­like cap­tives, who re­mained as mo­tion­less as though turned to stone.

			“ ‘And now for din­ner,’ an­nounced the Turk.

			“A fire was lit and a sheep roas­ted, which we di­vided with our bare hands. Then we ate some dates found in the tents, drank some milk pro­cured in the same way, and picked up some sil­ver jew­ellery left be­hind by the fu­git­ives.

			“We were peace­fully fin­ish­ing our meal when I per­ceived, on the hill fa­cing us, a sin­gu­lar as­semblage. It was the wo­men who had re­cently fled, only the wo­men. And they were run­ning to­wards us. I poin­ted them out to Mo­hammed-Fri­pouille.

			“He smiled.

			“ ‘It’s our dessert,’ he cried.

			“ ‘Quite so, the dessert!’

			“They came up, gal­lop­ing madly, and soon we were bom­barded with stones, which they flung at us without paus­ing in their on­rush. We saw that they were armed with knives, tent-pegs, and broken pot­tery.

			“ ‘Get on your horses,’ yelled Mo­hammed.

			“It was high time. The at­tack was ter­rible. They were come to free the pris­on­ers, and strove to cut the rope. The Turk, real­ising the danger, flew in­to a mad rage and shouted: ‘Sabre them!—sabre them!—sabre them!’ And as we re­mained in­act­ive, un­easy at this new sort of at­tack, hes­it­at­ing to kill wo­men, he rushed upon the in­vaders.

			“Alone he charged that bat­talion of ragged fe­males; the brute pro­ceeded to put them to the sword, work­ing like a gal­ley-slave, in such a frenzy of rage that a white form dropped every time his arm swept down.

			“His on­slaught was so ter­rible that the frightened wo­men fled as quickly as they had come, leav­ing be­hind them a dozen dead or wounded wretches, whose crim­son blood stained their white gar­ments.

			“Mo­hammed re­turned to­wards us with a dis­tor­ted face, re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘Off with you, boys, off we go; they’re com­ing back.’

			“And we fought a rear­guard ac­tion, slowly lead­ing our pris­on­ers, who were para­lysed with the fear of be­ing strangled.

			“It was strik­ing twelve next day when we ar­rived at Boghar with our chain of throttled cap­tives. Only six had died on the way. But we had fre­quently to undo the knots from one end of the con­voy to an­oth­er, for every shock promptly strangled ten or more cap­tives.”

			The cap­tain paused. I did not an­swer. I thought of the strange coun­try wherein such things were to be seen, and gazed at the black sky and its in­nu­mer­able com­pany of shin­ing stars.

		
	
		
			The Legacy

			Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Ser­bois were lunch­ing, sit­ting op­pos­ite each oth­er. Both looked gloomy.

			She, a little blonde with rosy skin and blue eyes and a gentle man­ner, was eat­ing slowly without rais­ing her head, as though she were haunted by some sad and per­sist­ent thought. He, tall, broad, with side-whiskers and the air of a states­man or busi­ness man, seemed nervous and pre­oc­cu­pied. Fi­nally he said, as though speak­ing to him­self, “Really, it’s as­ton­ish­ing.”

			“What is?” his wife asked.

			“That Vaudrec shouldn’t have left us any­thing.”

			Ma­dame Ser­bois blushed; she blushed in­stantly, as though a rosy veil had sud­denly been drawn over the skin of her throat and face. “Per­haps there is a will at the not­ary’s,” she said. “It is too early for us to know.”

			She said it with as­sur­ance, and Ser­bois answered re­flect­ively: “Yes, that is pos­sible. After all, he was the best friend of both of us, al­ways here, stay­ing for din­ner every oth­er day. I know he gave you many presents—that was per­haps his way of re­pay­ing our hos­pit­al­ity—but really, one does think of friends like us in a will. I know that if it had been I who had not felt well, I would have made some pro­vi­sion for him, even though you are my nat­ur­al heir.”

			Mme. Ser­bois lowered her eyes. And as her hus­band carved a chick­en she touched her handker­chief to her nose the way one does in weep­ing.

			He con­tin­ued. “Yes, it is pos­sible that there is a will at the not­ary’s, and a little leg­acy for us. I wouldn’t ex­pect any­thing much, just a re­mem­brance, noth­ing but a re­mem­brance, a thought, to prove to me that he had an af­fec­tion for us.”

			Then his wife said, in a hes­it­ant voice: “If you like, after lunch we might call on Maître Leman­eur, and we would know where we stand.”

			“An ex­cel­lent idea,” said M. Ser­bois. “That is what we shall do.” He had tied a nap­kin around his neck to keep from spot­ting his clothes with gravy, and he had the look of a de­cap­it­ated man con­tinu­ing to talk; his fine black whiskers stood out against the white of the lin­en, and his face was that of a very su­per­i­or but­ler.

			

			When they entered the not­ary’s of­fice there was a slight stir among the clerks, and when M. Ser­bois an­nounced him­self—even though he was per­fectly well known—the chief clerk jumped to his feet with no­tice­able alac­rity and his as­sist­ant smiled. Then they were shown in­to Leman­eur’s private of­fice.

			He was a round little man, his head looked like a ball fastened to an­oth­er ball, to which in turn were fastened a pair of legs so very short and round that they too al­most seemed like balls. He greeted them, poin­ted to chairs, and said, with a slightly sig­ni­fic­ant glance at Mme. Ser­bois: “I was just go­ing to write you to ask you to come in. I wanted to ac­quaint you with M. Vaudrec’s will. It con­cerns you.”

			M. Ser­bois could not re­frain from say­ing, “Ah! I was sure of it.”

			The not­ary said, “I will read you the doc­u­ment. It is very short.” And tak­ing up a pa­per he read:

			
				“I, Paul-Emile-Cyp­ri­en Vaudrec, the un­der­signed, be­ing of sound body and mind, do hereby ex­press my last wishes.

				“Since death can come at any mo­ment, un­ex­pec­tedly, I wish to take the pre­cau­tion of writ­ing my last will and test­a­ment, which will be de­pos­ited with my not­ary, Maître Leman­eur.

				“Be­ing without dir­ect heirs, I be­queath my en­tire es­tate, con­sist­ing of se­cur­it­ies amount­ing to 400,000 francs, and real prop­erty amount­ing to about 600,000 francs, to Mme. Clair-Hortense Ser­bois, un­con­di­tion­ally. I beg her to ac­cept this gift from a friend who has died, as proof of his de­voted, pro­found and re­spect­ful af­fec­tion.

				“Signed in Par­is, June 15, 1883.

				
					“Vaudrec.”

				
			

			Mme. Ser­bois had lowered her head and sat mo­tion­less, where­as her hus­band was glan­cing with stu­pefac­tion at her and at the not­ary. Maître Leman­eur con­tin­ued, after a mo­ment: “Ma­dame can­not, of course, ac­cept this leg­acy without your con­sent, Mon­sieur.”

			M. Ser­bois rose. “I must have time to think,” he said.

			The not­ary, who was smil­ing with a cer­tain air of malice, agreed. “I un­der­stand the scruples that make you hes­it­ate; so­ci­ety some­times judges un­kindly. Will you come back to­mor­row at the same time and give me your an­swer?”

			M. Ser­bois bowed. “Un­til to­mor­row.”

			He took a ce­re­mo­ni­ous leave of the not­ary, offered his arm to his wife, who was red­der than a pe­ony and kept her eyes ob­stin­ately lowered, and he left the of­fice with so im­pos­ing an air that the clerks were pos­it­ively frightened.

			

			Once in­side their own house, be­hind closed doors, M. Ser­bois curtly de­clared: “You were Vaudrec’s mis­tress.”

			His wife, tak­ing off her hat, turned to­ward him with a spas­mod­ic move­ment. “I?” she cried. “Oh!”

			“Yes, you. No one leaves his en­tire es­tate to a wo­man un­less …”

			She had gone ut­terly pale, and her hands trembled a little as she tried to tie the long rib­bons to­geth­er to keep them from trail­ing on the floor. After a mo­ment she said, “But … You’re crazy, crazy … An hour ago wer­en’t you your­self hop­ing that he would—would leave you some­thing?”

			“Yes—he could have left me some­thing. Me—not you.”

			She looked at him deeply, as though try­ing to cap­ture that un­known some­thing in an­oth­er hu­man be­ing which can scarcely be sensed even dur­ing those rare mo­ments when guards are down, and which are like half-open gate­ways to the mys­ter­i­ous re­cesses of the soul. Then she said, slowly, “But it seems to me that if—that a leg­acy of such a size would have looked just as strange com­ing from him to you, as to me.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause …” She turned her head in em­bar­rass­ment, and did not go on.

			He began to pace the room, and said: “Surely you can­not ac­cept?”

			She answered with in­dif­fer­ence: “Very well. But in that case there is no need to wait un­til to­mor­row. We can write Maître Leman­eur now.”

			Ser­bois stopped his pa­cing, and for sev­er­al mo­ments they stared at each oth­er, try­ing to see, to know, to un­der­stand, to un­cov­er and fathom the depths of each oth­er’s thoughts, in one of those ar­dent, mute ques­tion­ings between two people who live to­geth­er, who nev­er get to know each oth­er, but who con­stantly sus­pect and watch.

			Then he sud­denly mur­mured, close to her ear: “Ad­mit that you were Vaudrec’s mis­tress.”

			She shrugged. “Don’t be stu­pid. Vaudrec loved me, I think, but he was nev­er my lov­er.”

			He stamped his foot. “You lie. What you say is im­possible.”

			She said calmly, “Nev­er­the­less, it is true.”

			He re­sumed his pa­cing, then, stop­ping again, said, “Then ex­plain to me why he left you everything.”

			She answered non­chal­antly. “It is very simple. As you your­self said earli­er, we were his only friends, he lived as much with us as in his own home, and when the time came to make his will he thought of us. Then, out of gal­lantry, he wrote my name be­cause my name came to him nat­ur­ally, just as it was al­ways to me that he gave presents—not to you. He had the habit of bring­ing me flowers, of giv­ing me a little gift on the fifth of every month, be­cause it was the fifth of a month that we met. You know that. He al­most nev­er gave you any­thing—he didn’t think of it. Men give re­mem­brances to the wives of their friends—not to the hus­bands—so he left his last re­mem­brance to me rather than to you. It is as simple as that.”

			She was so calm, so nat­ur­al, that Ser­bois hes­it­ated. Then: “Still, it would make a very bad im­pres­sion. Every­one would be­lieve the oth­er thing. We can­not ac­cept.”

			“Then we won’t ac­cept. It will be a mil­lion less in our pock­ets, that’s all.”

			He began to talk the way one thinks aloud, without ad­dress­ing his wife dir­ectly. “Yes, a mil­lion—im­possible—our repu­ta­tions would be ruined—too bad—he should have left half to me … that would have taken care of everything.” And he sat down, crossed his legs and played with his whiskers—al­ways his be­ha­vi­or at mo­ments of deep med­it­a­tion.

			Mme. Ser­bois opened her work bas­ket, took out a bit of em­broid­ery and began to sew. “I don’t in the least in­sist on ac­cept­ing. It is up to you to think about it.”

			For a long time he did not an­swer; then, hes­it­antly: “Look—there would be one way, per­haps. You could sign half over to me, by deed of gift. We have no chil­dren: it would be per­fectly leg­al. In that way nobody could talk.”

			She said, ser­i­ously: “I don’t quite see how that would keep them from talk­ing.”

			He lost his tem­per: “You must be stu­pid. We’ll tell every­one that he left each of us half: and it will be true. No need to ex­plain that the will was in your name.”

			Once again she gave him a pier­cing look. “As you like. I am will­ing.”

			Then he rose and re­sumed his pa­cing. He ap­peared to hes­it­ate again, al­though by now his face was ra­di­ant. “No—per­haps it would be bet­ter to re­nounce it al­to­geth­er—more dig­ni­fied—still—in this way noth­ing could be said. … Even the most scru­pu­lous could find noth­ing to ob­ject to. … Yes—that solves everything. …”

			He stood close to his wife. “So, if you like, my darling, I’ll go back alone to Maître Leman­eur and con­sult him and ex­plain. I will tell him that you prefer this ar­range­ment, that it is more fit­ting, that it will stop gos­sip. My ac­cept­ing half shows that I am on sure ground, per­fectly ac­quain­ted with the whole situ­ation, that I know everything to be hon­or­able and clear. It is as though I said to you, ‘Ac­cept, my dear: why shouldn’t you, since I do?’ Oth­er­wise it would really be un­dig­ni­fied.”

			“As you wish,” said Mme. Ser­bois, simply.

			He went on, speak­ing flu­ently now: “Yes, by di­vid­ing the leg­acy everything is made crys­tal clear. We in­her­it from a friend who wanted to make no dif­fer­ence between us, who didn’t want to seem to be say­ing, ‘I prefer one of you to the oth­er after my death, just as I did dur­ing my life.’ And you may be sure that if he had re­flec­ted a little, that is what he would have done. He didn’t think, he didn’t fore­see the con­sequences. As you rightly said, it was to you that he al­ways gave presents. It was to you that he wanted to of­fer a last re­mem­brance.”

			She stopped, a shade im­pa­tiently. “All right, I un­der­stand. You don’t have to do so much ex­plain­ing. Now go to the not­ary.”

			He stammered, blush­ing, sud­denly con­fused. “You’re right. I’m go­ing.”

			He took his hat, and ap­proach­ing her he held out his lips for a kiss, mur­mur­ing, “I’ll be back soon, my darling.”

			She held up her fore­head and he gave her a big kiss, his thick whiskers tick­ling her cheeks.

			Then he went out, beam­ing hap­pily.

			And Ma­dame Ser­bois let her em­broid­ery fall and began to weep.

		
	
		
			The Keeper

			After din­ner we were re­count­ing shoot­ing ad­ven­tures and ac­ci­dents.

			An old friend of ours, Mon­sieur Bon­iface, a great slay­er of beasts and drink­er of wine, a strong and de­bon­air fel­low, full of wit, sense, and a philo­sophy at once iron­ic­al and resigned, which re­vealed it­self in bit­ing hu­mour and nev­er in mel­an­choly, spoke ab­ruptly:

			“I know a shoot­ing story, or rather a shoot­ing drama, that’s queer enough. It’s not in the least like the usu­al tale of the kind, and I’ve nev­er told it be­fore; I didn’t sup­pose that any­one would be in­ter­ested in it.

			“It’s not very pleas­ant, if you know what I mean. I mean to say that it does not pos­sess the kind of in­terest which af­fects, or charms, or agree­ably ex­cites.

			“Any­how, here it is.

			

			“In those days I was about thirty-five, and mad on shoot­ing. At that time I owned a very lovely piece of land on the out­skirts of Ju­mièges, sur­roun­ded by forests and ex­cel­lent for hares and rab­bits. I used only to spend four or five days there a year, by my­self, the lim­ited ac­com­mod­a­tion not per­mit­ting of my bring­ing a friend.

			“I had in­stalled there as keep­er an old re­tired po­lice­man, a good man, hot-tempered and very con­scien­tious in the per­form­ance of his du­ties, a ter­ror to poach­ers, and afraid of noth­ing. He lived by him­self, some way out of the vil­lage, in a little house, or rather a hov­el, con­sist­ing of two ground-floor rooms, a kit­chen and a small stor­e­room, and of two more rooms on the first floor. One of these, a sort of box just large enough for a bed, a chest of draw­ers, and a chair, was re­served for me.

			“Old Cava­lier oc­cu­pied the oth­er. In say­ing that he was alone in this cot­tage, I ex­pressed my­self badly. He had taken with him his neph­ew, a hobble­de­hoy of four­teen, who fetched the pro­vi­sions from the vil­lage two miles off, and helped the old man in his daily du­ties.

			“This youth was tall, thin, and some­what stoop­ing; his hair was so pale a yel­low that it looked like the down on a plucked hen, and so thin that he ap­peared to be bald. He had enorm­ous feet and co­lossal hands, the hands of a gi­ant.

			“He squin­ted a little and nev­er looked any­one straight in the face. He gave one the im­pres­sion that he oc­cu­pied in the hu­man race the place that the musk-se­cret­ing beasts hold in the an­im­al king­dom. He was a pole­cat or a fox, was that boy.

			“He slept in a sort of hole at the top of the little stair­case which led to the two rooms. But dur­ing my short vis­its to the Pa­vil­ion—I called this hov­el the Pa­vil­ion—Mari­us gave up his nest to an old wo­man from Écorchev­ille named Céleste, who came in to cook for me, old Cava­lier’s con­coc­tions be­ing by no means good enough.

			“Now you know the char­ac­ters and the set­ting. Here is the story.

			“It was in 1854, the fif­teenth of Oc­to­ber: I re­mem­ber the date, and I shall nev­er for­get it.

			“I left Rouen on horse­back, fol­lowed by my dog, a big Dal­ma­tian from Poit­ou, broad-ches­ted and heavy-jowled, who rum­maged about in the bushes like a Pont Aude­mer span­iel.

			“My bag was slung on the saddle be­hind me, and I car­ried my gun by the sling. It was a cold day, with a high and mourn­ful wind, and dark clouds rode in the sky.

			“While as­cend­ing the slope of Can­teleu I gazed at the broad val­ley of the Seine, through which the river me­andered with ser­pent­ine twists as far as the ho­ri­zon. On the left all the steeples of Rouen lif­ted to the sky, and on the right the view was blocked by the far-off tree-clad hills. I passed through the forest of Rou­mare, go­ing now at a trot, now at a walk­ing pace, and at about five o’clock I ar­rived at the Pa­vil­ion, where old Cava­lier and Céleste were wait­ing for me.

			“For the last ten years, at the same sea­son, I had been present­ing my­self in the same way, and the same mouths wel­comed me with the same words:

			“ ‘Good day, your hon­our. Your hon­our’s health is good?’

			“Cava­lier had scarcely altered at all. He stood up to the pas­sage of time like an old tree; but Céleste, es­pe­cially in the last four years, was be­com­ing al­most un­re­cog­nis­able.

			“She was bent nearly double, and al­though still act­ive, she walked with the up­per part of her body so bowed that it formed al­most a right angle with her legs.

			“The old wo­man was very de­voted to me; she al­ways seemed much af­fected at see­ing me again, and whenev­er I left she used to say:

			“ ‘Think, this is maybe the last time, your hon­our.’

			“And the poor ser­vant’s heart­broken, frightened farewell, her des­per­ate resig­na­tion to in­ev­it­able death, so surely close upon her, stirred my heart strangely each year.

			“I dis­moun­ted, and while Cava­lier, with whom I had shaken hands, was lead­ing my horse to the little shed which did duty for a stable, I entered the kit­chen, which also served as the din­ing room, fol­lowed by Céleste.

			“Then the keep­er joined us again. Right from the first I saw that his face had not its cus­tom­ary ex­pres­sion. He seemed pre­oc­cu­pied, ill at ease, wor­ried.

			“ ‘Well, Cava­lier,’ I said to him, ‘is everything go­ing on all right?’

			“ ‘Yes and no,’ he mur­mured. ‘There’s some­thing that isn’t at all all right.’

			“ ‘Well, what is it, man?’ I asked. ‘Tell me all about it.’

			“But he shook his head.

			“ ‘No, mon­sieur, not yet. I don’t want to pester you with my wor­ries like this, when you’ve only just ar­rived.’

			“I in­sisted, but he ab­so­lutely re­fused to tell me about it be­fore din­ner. His ex­pres­sion, how­ever, told me that it was ser­i­ous.

			“Not know­ing what to say to him, I asked:

			“ ‘And what about the game? Have we plenty?’

			“ ‘Oh, yes, there’s plenty of game, plenty. I kept my eyes open, thanks be to God.’

			“He said this with such des­per­ate ser­i­ous­ness that it was pos­it­ively com­ic­al. His large grey mous­taches looked ready to fall off his lips.

			“Sud­denly I real­ised that I had not yet seen his neph­ew.

			“ ‘And Mari­us, where has he gone to? Why hasn’t he shown up?’

			“The keep­er star­ted; he wheeled sharply and faced me.

			“ ‘Well, mon­sieur, I’d soon­er tell you the story straight out; yes, I’d soon­er do that. It’s about him that this thing’s on my mind.’

			“ ‘Ah. Well, where is he?’

			“ ‘In the stable, mon­sieur; I’m ex­pect­ing him to turn up any mo­ment.’

			“ ‘Well, what has he been do­ing?’

			“ ‘This is the story, mon­sieur …’

			“But the keep­er hes­it­ated none the less, his voice was changed and shook, his face was sud­denly graven with deep wrinkles, the wrinkles of old age.

			“Slowly he con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Here it is. I no­ticed this winter that someone was lay­ing snares in the wood of Roseraies, but I couldn’t catch the man. I spent night after night there, mon­sieur; but no good. And dur­ing that time snares began to ap­pear on the Écorchev­ille side. I grew thin with rage. But as for catch­ing the thief, im­possible! You would have said the scoun­drel was warned be­fore­hand of my vis­its and my plans.

			“ ‘But one day, while brush­ing Mari­us’s breeches, his Sunday breeches, I found forty sous in his pock­et. Now where had the boy got that from?

			“ ‘I thought it over for a week, and I no­ticed that he was in the habit of go­ing out; he used to go out just when I came back to bed, mon­sieur.

			“ ‘Then I watched him, but I hadn’t a doubt of the truth, oh, not a doubt of it. And one morn­ing, when I had gone to bed just be­fore he went off, I promptly got up again, and tracked him. And as for track­ing, there’s no one to touch me, mon­sieur.

			“ ‘And I caught him, mon­sieur, set­ting snares on your land—Mari­us, my neph­ew, your keep­er’s neph­ew!

			“ ‘My blood rushed through my body in one flood, and I nearly killed him on the spot. I gave him such a thrash­ing—oh, Lord! how I did beat him; and I prom­ised him that when you came he would have an­oth­er from me in your pres­ence, for the sake of the les­son.

			“ ‘That’s all. I’ve gone thin with grief. You know what it means to be crossed like that. But what would you have done, now? He’s got no fath­er or moth­er. I’m the only one of his own blood the boy’s got; I’ve brought him up; I couldn’t turn him out, could I?

			“ ‘But I’ve told him that if he does it again, it’s the end, the end, more’s the pity. There! Was I right, mon­sieur?’

			“I held out my hand to him, and replied:

			“ ‘You were right, Cava­lier; you’re a good fel­low.’

			“He rose.

			“ ‘Thank you, mon­sieur. Now I’ll go and fetch him; he must be pun­ished, for the sake of the les­son.’

			“I knew that it was use­less to at­tempt to dis­suade the old man from any plan he had already formed. So I let him have his own way.

			“He went off to fetch the lad, and brought him back, hold­ing him by the ear.

			“I was seated on a cane chair, wear­ing the grave vis­age of a judge. Mari­us ap­peared to me to have grown; he was even ugli­er than the year be­fore, with his evil, cun­ning ex­pres­sion. And his great hands looked mon­strous.

			“His uncle shoved him in front of me, and said in his mil­it­ary voice:

			“ ‘Ask par­don from the mas­ter.’

			“The boy did not ut­ter a word.

			“Then, seiz­ing him un­der the arms, the ex-po­lice­man lif­ted him off the ground and began to thrash him with such vi­ol­ence that I got up to stop the blows.

			“The child was now bawl­ing:

			“ ‘Mercy!—mercy!—mercy! I prom­ise …’

			“Cava­lier lowered him on to the ground and, for­cing him on to his knees by press­ing upon his shoulders, said:

			“ ‘Ask par­don.’

			“ ‘I ask par­don,’ mur­mured the young scamp, with down­cast eyes.

			“Thereupon his uncle lif­ted him to his feet and dis­missed him with a blow which nearly knocked him down again.

			“He made off, and I did not see him again that even­ing.

			“But Cava­lier seemed ter­ribly dis­tressed.

			“ ‘He’s a bad char­ac­ter,’ he said, and through­out din­ner he kept on say­ing:

			“ ‘Oh! how it grieves me, mon­sieur; you don’t know how it grieves me.’

			“I tried to con­sole him, but in vain. I went up to bed early, so as to be out shoot­ing at break of day. My dog was already asleep upon the floor at the foot of my bed, when I blew out my candle.

			“I was awakened in the middle of the night by the furi­ous bark­ing of Bock. I real­ised at once that my room was full of smoke. I leapt out of bed, lit the light, ran to the door, and opened it. A swirl of flames entered. The house was on fire.

			“I promptly shut the strong oak door again, and drag­ging on my breeches, I first of all lowered my dog from the win­dow with a rope made of twis­ted sheets; then, throw­ing down my clothes, my game-bag, and my gun, I made my es­cape in the same way.

			“Then I began to shout with all my might:

			“ ‘Cava­lier! Cava­lier! Cava­lier!’

			“But the keep­er did not wake; the old po­lice­man was a heavy sleep­er.

			“Through the lower win­dows I saw that the whole ground-floor was noth­ing but a blaz­ing fur­nace, and I saw too that it had been filled with straw to as­sist the fire.

			“So it had been pur­posely fired!

			“I re­sumed my furi­ous shouts:

			“ ‘Cava­lier!’

			“Then the thought came to me that the smoke was suf­foc­at­ing him. An idea leaped in­to my mind; slip­ping two cart­ridges in­to my gun, I fired straight at his win­dow.

			“The six panes crashed in­to the room in a wel­ter of splintered glass. This time the old man had heard, and his ter­ri­fied fig­ure ap­peared at the win­dow, clad in his night­shirt; he was ter­ri­fied more than any­thing by the vi­ol­ent glare which lit up the whole front of his dwell­ing.

			“ ‘Your house is on fire,’ I shouted. ‘Jump out of the win­dow, quick, quick!’

			“The flames sud­denly dar­ted through the lower win­dows, licked the wall, reached him, were on the point of sur­round­ing him. He jumped and landed on his feet like a cat.

			“It was high time. The thatched roof cracked in the middle, above the stair­case, which formed a sort of chim­ney for the fire be­low; an im­mense red sheaf of flame rose in the air, widened, like the jet of a foun­tain, and sowed a shower of sparks round the cot­tage. In a few seconds it was noth­ing but a mass of flames.

			“ ‘How did it catch fire?’ asked Cava­lier, be­wildered.

			“ ‘Someone set fire to the kit­chen,’ I replied.

			“ ‘Who could have done it?’ he mur­mured.

			“Sud­denly I guessed.

			“ ‘Mari­us!’ I said.

			“The old man un­der­stood.

			“ ‘Oh! Holy Moth­er of God!’ he stammered; ‘that’s why he didn’t come in again.’

			“But a hor­rible thought ran through my brain. I cried:

			“ ‘And Céleste? Céleste?’

			“He did not an­swer, but the house col­lapsed be­fore our eyes, form­ing noth­ing but a huge bra­zi­er, blind­ing, bleed­ing; a ter­rible pyre in which the poor wo­man could be no more than a glow­ing cinder, a cinder of hu­man flesh.

			“We had not heard a single cry.

			“But, as the fire was reach­ing the neigh­bour­ing shed, I sud­denly thought of my horse, and Cava­lier ran to set it free.

			“He had scarcely opened the stable-door when a swift, supple form passed between his legs, throw­ing him flat on his nose. It was Mari­us, run­ning for all he was worth.

			“In a second the man picked him­self up. He wanted to run after the wretch, but real­ising that he could not hope to catch him and maddened with an un­gov­ern­able rage, he yiel­ded to one of those mo­ment­ary, thought­less im­pulses which can be neither fore­seen nor re­strained. He picked up my gun, which was ly­ing upon the ground close by, set it to his shoulder, and be­fore I could move, pulled the trig­ger, without even know­ing wheth­er the gun was loaded.

			“One of the cart­ridges which I had put in to give warn­ing of the fire had not gone off; the charge caught the fu­git­ive full in the back, and flung him on his face, covered with blood. He began to scrabble at the ground with hands and knees, as though he was eager to go on run­ning upon all fours, like mor­tally wounded hares when they see the hunter come up.

			“I dashed to him. The child was already in his death-throes. He died be­fore the flames were ex­tin­guished, without hav­ing uttered a word.

			“Cava­lier, still in his night­shirt, with bare legs, stood near us, mo­tion­less, be­wildered.

			“When the people ar­rived from the vil­lage, they took away my keep­er, who was like a mad­man.

			

			“I ap­peared at the tri­al as a wit­ness, and nar­rated the facts in de­tail, without al­ter­ing a single in­cid­ent. Cava­lier was ac­quit­ted. But he left the dis­trict the same day, and dis­ap­peared.

			“I have nev­er seen him again.

			“That’s my shoot­ing story, gen­tle­men.”

		
	
		
			Berthe

			My old friend—some­times one has friends much older than one­self—my old friend Doc­tor Bon­net had of­ten in­vited me to stay with him at his house at Ri­om. I did not know Auvergne at all, and I de­cided to go and see him about the middle of the sum­mer of 1876.

			I ar­rived on the morn­ing train, and the first fig­ure I saw upon the sta­tion plat­form was the doc­tor’s. He was dressed in grey, and wore a round black broad-brimmed soft felt hat, whose very high crown nar­rowed as it rose, like the chim­ney of an an­thra­cite stove; it was a true Auvergne hat, and pos­it­ively smelt of char­coal-burn­ing. Clad thus, the doc­tor had the ap­pear­ance of an old young man, with his slender body wrapped in the light-col­oured coat, and his large head with its white hair.

			He em­braced me with the mani­fest pleas­ure of a pro­vin­cial greet­ing the ar­rival of a long-de­sired friend. Ex­tend­ing his arm and point­ing all round him he ex­claimed proudly:

			“Here is Auvergne.”

			I saw noth­ing but a line of moun­tains in front of me, whose sum­mits, like trun­cated cones, must have been ex­tinct vol­ca­noes.

			Then, rais­ing his fin­ger to­wards the name of the town writ­ten upon the front of the sta­tion, he said:

			“Ri­om, fath­er­land of ma­gis­trates, pride of the law courts, which should rather have been the fath­er­land of doc­tors.”

			“Why?” I asked.

			“Why?” he answered with a laugh. “Turn the name round and you have ‘mori’—to die … That’s why I in­stalled my­self in this neigh­bour­hood, young man.”

			And, de­lighted with his jest, he led me away, rub­bing his hands.

			As soon as I had swal­lowed a cup of cof­fee, I had to go and see the old city. I ad­mired the chem­ist’s house, and the oth­er not­able houses, all black, but as pretty as toy houses, with their fronts of carved stone. I ad­mired the statue of the Vir­gin, pat­ron saint of butchers, and even heard, in this con­nec­tion, the story of an amus­ing ad­ven­ture which I will re­late some oth­er day, when Doc­tor Bon­net said to me:

			“Now I must beg five minutes in which to go and see a pa­tient, and then I will take you up the hill of Châtel-Guy­on, so as to show you, be­fore lunch, the gen­er­al view of the town and of the whole range of the Puy-de-Dôme. You can wait on the pave­ment; I’m only go­ing straight up and down again.”

			He left me op­pos­ite one of those old pro­vin­cial man­sions, dark, closed, si­lent, gloomy. This one seemed to me to have a par­tic­u­larly mel­an­choly physiognomy, and I soon dis­covered the reas­on. All the large win­dows on the first floor were blocked up to half their height by stout wooden shut­ters. Only the top halves opened, as though someone had wished to pre­vent the creatures shut up in this vast stone box from see­ing in­to the street.

			When the doc­tor came down again, I told him what I had no­ticed.

			“You were not mis­taken,” he replied; “the poor creature shut up in there must nev­er see what is go­ing on out­side. She’s a mad­wo­man, or rather an idi­ot, or an im­be­cile—what you Nor­mans call a ‘Ni­ente.’

			“Yes, it’s a sad story, and an ex­traordin­ary patho­lo­gic­al case in­to the bar­gain. Would you like me to tell it you?”

			I told him yes.

			“Well,” he went on, “here it is, then. Twenty years ago now, the own­ers of that house, my em­ploy­ers, had a child, a girl, just like any oth­er girl.

			“But I soon saw that al­though the body of the little creature was de­vel­op­ing ad­mir­ably, her in­tel­li­gence was re­main­ing dormant.

			“She walked at a very early age, but she ab­so­lutely re­fused to speak. At first I thought her deaf; then, later, I found out that she could hear per­fectly, but did not un­der­stand. Vi­ol­ent noises made her tremble; they frightened her, but she could nev­er trace the cause of them.

			“She grew up; she was su­perb, and dumb, dumb through lack of in­tel­li­gence. I tried every means to bring a gleam of light in­to her brain; noth­ing was of avail. I fan­cied that she re­cog­nised her nurse; once weaned, she did not re­cog­nise her moth­er. She nev­er knew how to speak that word, the first uttered by chil­dren, the last mur­mured by sol­diers dy­ing on the bat­tle­field: ‘Moth­er.’ Some­times she at­temp­ted in­ar­tic­u­late mut­ter­ings, but noth­ing more.

			“When the weath­er was fine, she laughed all the time, ut­ter­ing gentle cries like the twit­ter­ing of a bird; when it rained, she wept and groaned in a mel­an­choly, ter­ri­fy­ing way like the mourn­ing of dogs howl­ing round a corpse.

			“She liked to roll in the grass like a young an­im­al, and run about like a mad creature, and every morn­ing she clapped her hands if she saw the sun com­ing in­to her room. When the win­dow was opened, she clapped her hands and moved about in her bed, so as to make them dress her at once.

			“She seemed to draw no dis­tinc­tion between people, between her moth­er and her ser­vant, between her fath­er and me, between the coach­man and the cook.

			“I was fond of her un­happy par­ents, and went to see them al­most every day. I of­ten dined with them, which made me no­tice that Berthe (she had been named Berthe) ap­peared to re­cog­nise the dishes and prefer some to oth­ers.

			“She was twelve years old at that time. She looked like a girl of eight­een, and was taller than I am.

			

			“So the idea came in­to my head of de­vel­op­ing her greed, and of at­tempt­ing by this means to in­tro­duce a sense of dif­fer­ence in­to her mind, of for­cing her, by the dif­fer­ence between tastes, by the scale of fla­vours, if not to think, at least to make in­stinct­ive dis­tinc­tions, which would be if noth­ing else a phys­ic­al stir­ring of her brain.

			“In ap­peal­ing to her senses, and care­fully choos­ing those which would best serve our pur­pose, we were bound to pro­duce a sort of re­coil of the body upon the in­tel­li­gence, and thus gradu­ally aug­ment the in­sen­tient work­ing of her brain.

			“One day, there­fore, I set in front of her two plates, one of soup, one of very sweet vanilla cus­tard. I made her taste them al­tern­ately. Then I left her free to make a choice. She ate the plate­ful of cus­tard.

			“I soon made her very greedy, so greedy that she seemed to have noth­ing in her head but the idea, or rather the de­sire, of eat­ing. She re­cog­nised dishes per­fectly, hold­ing out her hand to­wards those which she liked and eagerly seiz­ing them. She cried when they were taken away.

			“Then I had the no­tion of teach­ing her to come to the din­ing room at the sound of the bell. It took a long time, but I suc­ceeded. In her vague un­der­stand­ing be­came firmly es­tab­lished a con­nec­tion between the sound and the taste, a re­la­tion between two senses, an ap­peal from one to the oth­er, and con­sequently a kind of con­cat­en­a­tion of ideas, if one can call this sort of in­stinct­ive link between two or­gan­ic func­tions an idea.

			“I car­ried my ex­per­i­ment still fur­ther, and taught her—with what pains!—to re­cog­nise meal­times on the dial of the clock.

			“For a long time I was un­able to call her at­ten­tion to the hands, but I suc­ceeded in mak­ing her no­tice the strik­ing mech­an­ism. The meth­od I em­ployed was simple: I stopped the ringing of the bell, and every­one rose to go to table when the little brass ham­mer struck twelve.

			“I tried in vain to teach her to count the strokes. Every time she heard the chime she ran to the door; but little by little she must have real­ised that all the chimes had not the same value with re­gard to meals; and her eye, guided by her ear, was of­ten fixed upon the dial.

			“No­ti­cing this, I took care to go every day at twelve and at six, and as soon as it came to the mo­ment she was wait­ing for, I placed my fin­ger on the fig­ure twelve and on the fig­ure six. I soon ob­served that she was fol­low­ing at­tent­ively the ad­vance of the little brass hands, which I had of­ten pushed round in her pres­ence.

			“She had un­der­stood! Or, it would be truer to say, she had grasped it. I had suc­ceeded in awaken­ing in her the know­ledge, or rather the sen­sa­tion, of time, in the same way as one suc­ceeds with carp, though they have not the ad­vant­age of clocks, by feed­ing them at ex­actly the same mo­ment every day.

			“Once this res­ult had been at­tained, all the timepieces in the house oc­cu­pied her at­ten­tion to the ex­clu­sion of everything else. She spent her life in look­ing at them, listen­ing to them, wait­ing for the hours. A rather funny in­cid­ent happened. The strike of a pretty Louis XVI clock, that was hanging over the head of her bed, ran down, and she no­ticed it. For twenty minutes she stared at the hands, wait­ing for ten o’clock to strike. But when the hand had passed the fig­ure, she was left be­wildered at hear­ing noth­ing, so be­wildered that she re­mained sit­ting there, stirred no doubt by one of those strong emo­tions which lay hold on us in the face of great cata­strophes. And she had the curi­ous pa­tience to sit in front of that little in­stru­ment un­til el­ev­en o’clock, to see what would hap­pen. Again she heard noth­ing, very nat­ur­ally. Then, seized ab­ruptly with the mad rage of a creature de­ceived and tricked, or with the ter­ror in­spired by a fright­ful mys­tery, or with the furi­ous im­pa­tience of a pas­sion­ate creature con­fron­ted by an obstacle, she seized the tongs from the fire­place and struck the clock with such force that she smashed it to pieces in­stantly.

			“Her brain worked then, and cal­cu­lated, in an ob­scure way, it is true, and with­in a very lim­ited range, for I could not make her dis­tin­guish between people as she did between hours. In or­der to pro­duce a stir­ring of in­tel­li­gence in her mind, it was ne­ces­sary to ap­peal to her pas­sions, in the phys­ic­al sense of the word.

			“We soon had an­oth­er proof of this; alas! it was a ter­rible one.

			“She had grown in­to a su­perb creature; she was a true type of the race, an ad­mir­able stu­pid Venus.

			“She was now six­teen, and I have rarely seen such per­fec­tion of form, sup­ple­ness, and reg­u­lar­ity of fea­tures. I said she was a Venus; so she was, a fair, full-figured, vig­or­ous Venus, with large eyes, clear and empty, blue like flax-flowers, and a large mouth with round, greedy, sen­su­al lips, a mouth made for kisses.

			“One morn­ing her fath­er came in­to my room with a curi­ous ex­pres­sion, and sat down without even reply­ing to my greet­ing.

			“ ‘I want to speak to you about a very ser­i­ous mat­ter,’ he said. ‘Could … Berthe get mar­ried?’

			“I star­ted with sur­prise.

			“ ‘Berthe get mar­ried!’ I ex­claimed. ‘It’s im­possible!’

			“ ‘Yes,’ he re­sumed, ‘I know … but think, doc­tor … you see … per­haps … we had hoped … if she had chil­dren … it would be a great shock for her, a great hap­pi­ness … and who knows wheth­er moth­er­hood might not awaken her in­tel­li­gence?’

			“I was very per­plexed. It was true. It was pos­sible that the nov­elty of the ex­per­i­ence, the won­der­ful ma­ter­nal in­stinct which throbs in the hearts of beasts as strongly as in the hearts of wo­men, which makes the hen fling her­self upon the jaws of the dog in or­der to pro­tect her little ones, might lead to a re­volu­tion, a vi­ol­ent dis­turb­ance in that dormant brain, might even set go­ing the mo­tion­less mech­an­ism of her mind.

			“Sud­denly, too, I re­membered an ex­ample from my own ex­per­i­ence. Some years pre­vi­ously I had owned a little bitch, a re­triev­er, so stu­pid that I could get noth­ing out of her. She had pup­pies, and be­came in one day, not in­tel­li­gent, but al­most the equal of many poorly de­veloped dogs.

			“I had scarcely per­ceived this pos­sib­il­ity be­fore the long­ing in­creased in me to get Berthe mar­ried, not so much out of friend­ship for her and for her poor par­ents as out of sci­entif­ic curi­os­ity. What would hap­pen? It was a strange prob­lem.

			“So I said to the fath­er:

			“ ‘You may be right … we might try … try by all means … but … but … you’ll nev­er find a man who’ll con­sent to it.’

			“ ‘I have found one,’ he said in a low voice.

			“I was amazed.

			“ ‘A de­cent fel­low?’ I stammered. ‘A man in your own walk of life?’

			“ ‘Yes … ab­so­lutely,’ he replied.

			“ ‘Ah. … And … might I ask you his name?’

			“ ‘I was just com­ing to tell you and ask your ad­vice. It is Mon­sieur Gaston du Boys de Lu­celles.’

			“I nearly ex­claimed: ‘The swine!’ but I kept my mouth shut, and after a pause I mur­mured:

			“ ‘Yes, quite all right. I see no obstacle.’

			“The poor man shook my hand.

			“ ‘They shall be mar­ried next month,’ he said.

			

			“Mon­sieur Gaston du Boys de Lu­celles was a young scamp of good fam­ily who had con­sumed his pa­ternal in­her­it­ance and had run in­to debt in a thou­sand dis­rep­ut­able ways; he was now hunt­ing for a new meth­od of ob­tain­ing money.

			“He had found this one.

			“He was a good-look­ing lad, well set up, but a rake, one of the loath­some tribe of pro­vin­cial rakes. He seemed to give prom­ise of be­ing an ad­equate hus­band, and one that an al­low­ance would eas­ily re­move again.

			“He came to the house to press his suit and show him­self off be­fore the beau­ti­ful idi­ot, whom he seemed to like. He brought her flowers, kissed her hands, sat at her feet and gazed at her with tender eyes; but she took no no­tice of any of his at­ten­tions, and in no way dis­tin­guished him from any of the people among whom she lived.

			“The mar­riage took place.

			“You will un­der­stand to what a de­gree my curi­os­ity was in­flamed.

			“The next day I went to see Berthe, to judge from her face wheth­er any in­ner part of her had been stirred. But I found her just the same as on oth­er days, solely pre­oc­cu­pied with the clock and din­ner. Her hus­band, on the con­trary, seemed very fond of her, and tried to rouse her gaiety and af­fec­tion by little teas­ing games such as one plays with kit­tens.

			“He had found noth­ing bet­ter.

			“I then star­ted to pay fre­quent vis­its to the newly mar­ried couple, and I soon per­ceived that the young wo­man re­cog­nised her hus­band and dir­ec­ted upon him the greedy looks which hitherto she had lav­ished only upon sweet things to eat.

			“She fol­lowed his move­ments, dis­tin­guished his step on the stairs, or in a neigh­bour­ing room, clapped her hands when he came in, and her trans­figured coun­ten­ance burned with a flame of pro­found hap­pi­ness and de­sire.

			“She loved him with all her body, with all her soul, her poor feeble soul, with all her heart, the poor heart of a grate­ful an­im­al.

			“She was truly an ad­mir­able in­no­cent pic­ture of simple pas­sion, of pas­sion at once car­nal and mod­est, such as nature had set in hu­man be­ings be­fore man com­plic­ated and dis­tor­ted it with all the sub­tleties of sen­ti­ment.

			“As for the man, he quickly wear­ied of the beau­ti­ful, pas­sion­ate, dumb creature. He no longer spent more than a few hours of each day with her, find­ing it enough to de­vote his nights to her.

			“And she began to suf­fer.

			“From morn­ing to night she waited for him, her eyes fixed on the clock, not even pay­ing at­ten­tion to meals, for he al­ways went away for his meals, to Cler­mont, Châtel-Guy­on, Roy­at, any­where so as not to be at home.

			“She grew thin.

			“Every oth­er thought, every oth­er de­sire, every oth­er in­terest, every oth­er vague hope, van­ished from her mind; the hours in which she did not see him be­came for her hours of ter­rible tor­ment. Soon he began to sleep away from her. He spent his nights at the Casino at Roy­at with wo­men, com­ing home early at the first gleam of day.

			“She re­fused to go to bed be­fore he re­turned. She stayed mo­tion­less on a chair, her eyes vaguely fixed on the little brass hands which turned round and round in slow, reg­u­lar pro­gress, round the china dial where­on the hours were in­scribed.

			“She heard the dis­tant trot­ting of his horse, and would start up with a bound; then, when he came in­to the room, she would raise her fin­gers to the clock with a ghostly ges­ture, as though to say to him: ‘Look how late it is!’ He began to be afraid in the pres­ence of this lov­ing, jeal­ous idi­ot; he be­came pos­sessed of a slow re­sent­ment, as an an­im­al might be. One night he struck her.

			“I was sent for. She was scream­ing in a ter­rible fit of grief, rage, pas­sion, I knew not what. How can one tell what is go­ing on in these rudi­ment­ary brains?

			“I calmed her with in­jec­tions of morphine; and I for­bade her ever to see the man again, for I real­ised that the mar­riage would in­ev­it­ably end in her death.

			

			“Then she went mad! Yes, my dear fel­low, that idi­ot girl went mad. She thinks of him al­ways, and waits for him. She waits for him all day and all night, every mo­ment, wak­ing or sleep­ing, per­petu­ally. As I saw her grow­ing thin­ner and thin­ner, and as her ob­stin­ate gaze nev­er left the faces of the clocks, I had all these in­stru­ments for meas­ur­ing time re­moved from the house. Thus I have taken from her the pos­sib­il­ity of count­ing the hours, and of forever search­ing her dim memory for the mo­ment at which once upon a time he had been wont to come home. I hope in the long run to kill the re­mem­brance of it in her, and to ex­tin­guish the spark of reas­on that I took such trouble to set alight.

			“The oth­er day I tried an ex­per­i­ment. I offered her my watch. She took it and stud­ied it for some time; then she began to scream in a ter­rible way, as though the sight of the little in­stru­ment had sud­denly reawakened the memory that was be­gin­ning to slum­ber.

			“She is thin in these days, pi­ti­fully thin, with shin­ing hol­low eyes. She walks up and down un­ceas­ingly, like a caged beast.

			“I have had two bars put on the win­dows, have put up high screens, and have fixed the chairs to the floor, to pre­vent her from look­ing in­to the street to see if he is com­ing back.

			“Oh, the poor par­ents! What a life they have and will have had!”

			We had ar­rived at the top of the hill; the doc­tor turned round and said to me:

			“Look at Ri­om from here.”

			The sombre town wore the as­pect of an an­cient walled city. In the back­ground, as far as the eye could reach, stretched a green, wooded plain, dot­ted with vil­lages and towns, and drowned in a thin blue va­pour which made the ho­ri­zon a de­light to the eyes. On the right, in the dis­tance, was a line of high moun­tains with a suc­ces­sion of peaks, roun­ded or cut off sharply as with a sword-cut.

			The doc­tor began to enu­mer­ate the places and peaks, telling me the his­tory of each.

			But I did not listen to him; I thought only of the mad wo­man, saw noth­ing but her. She seemed to hov­er like a mel­an­choly ghost over all this wide coun­try.

			“What has be­come of the hus­band?” I asked ab­ruptly.

			My friend, some­what sur­prised, answered after a pause:

			“He’s liv­ing at Roy­at on the al­low­ance made to him. He’s happy; he leads a gay life.”

			As we were walk­ing slowly home­wards, both of us saddened and si­lent, an Eng­lish dog­cart passed us from be­hind, a fast-trot­ting thor­ough­bred in the shafts.

			The doc­tor gripped my arm.

			“There he is,” he said.

			I saw noth­ing but a grey felt hat, tilted over one ear, above a pair of broad shoulders, dis­ap­pear­ing in a cloud of dust.

		
	
		
			Bombard

			Life of­ten seemed very hard to Si­mon Bom­bard! He was born with an in­cred­ible ca­pa­city for do­ing noth­ing and with an im­mod­er­ate de­sire to fol­low this vo­ca­tion. All ef­fort, wheth­er mor­al or phys­ic­al, every move­ment ac­com­plished for a pur­pose, ap­peared to him bey­ond his strength. As soon as he heard any­one speak of any­thing ser­i­ous he be­came con­fused, his mind be­ing in­cap­able of ten­sion or even at­ten­tion.

			The son of a lin­en-draper in Caen, he took things eas­ily, as they said in the fam­ily, un­til he was twenty-five years of age. But as his par­ents were al­ways near­er bank­ruptcy than for­tune, he suffered greatly for want of money.

			He was a big, tall fine-look­ing fel­low, with red whiskers, cut Nor­man fash­ion, of flor­id com­plex­ion, blue eyes, with the first signs of a paunch, and dressed with the swag­ger el­eg­ance of a pro­vin­cial on a hol­i­day. He laughed and ges­tic­u­lated on every oc­ca­sion, dis­play­ing a noisy good nature with all the as­sur­ance of the com­mer­cial trav­el­er. He con­sidered that life was made prin­cip­ally for love and laughter, and as soon as it be­came ne­ces­sary to curb his noisy en­joy­ment, he fell in­to a kind of chron­ic som­no­lence, be­ing in­cap­able of sad­ness.

			His need of money har­assed him un­til he formed the habit of re­peat­ing a phrase now cel­eb­rated in his circle of ac­quaint­ance: “For ten thou­sand francs a year, I would be­come an ex­e­cu­tion­er.”

			Now, he went each year to Trouville for a fort­night. He called this “spend­ing the sea­son.” He would in­stall him­self at the house of his cous­ins, who gave him the use of a room, and from the day of his ar­rival to that of his de­par­ture he would prom­en­ade along the board walk which ex­tends along the great stretch of sea­shore.

			He walked with an air of con­fid­ence, his hands in his pock­ets or crossed be­hind his back, al­ways clothed in ample gar­ments, with light waist­coats and showy cravats, his hat some­what over his ear and a cheap ci­gar in one corner of his mouth.

			He went along, brush­ing up against the el­eg­antly dressed wo­men and star­ing con­temp­tu­ously at the men like a fel­low ready for a fight, and seek­ing—seek­ing—seek­ing.

			He was after a wife, count­ing en­tirely upon his face and his physique. He said to him­self: “Why the dev­il, in all the crowd that comes here, should I not be able to find what I want?” And he hunted with the scent of a fox­hound, with the keen in­stinct of a Nor­man, sure that he would re­cog­nize her, the wo­man who would make him rich, the mo­ment he per­ceived her.

			

			One Monday morn­ing he mur­mured: “Hello! hello! hello!” The weath­er was su­perb, one of those yel­low and blue days of the month of Ju­ly, when one might say that there was a de­luge of heat. The vast shore covered with people, cos­tumes, col­ours, had the air of a garden of wo­men; and the fish­ing boats with their brown sails, al­most im­mov­able upon the blue wa­ter which re­flec­ted them up­side down, seemed asleep un­der the great sun at ten o’clock in the morn­ing. There they re­mained, op­pos­ite the wooden pier, some near, some fur­ther off, some still fur­ther, as if over­come by a sum­mer day idle­ness, too in­dif­fer­ent to seek the open sea, or even to re­turn to port. And in the dis­tance one could vaguely per­ceive in the mist the coast of Havre, show­ing two white points on its sum­mit, the light­houses of Sainte-Ad­resse.

			He said to him­self: “Hello, hello, hello!” For he had passed her now for the third time and per­ceived that she had no­ticed him, this ma­ture wo­man, ex­per­i­enced and cour­ageous, who was mak­ing a bid for his at­ten­tion. He had no­ticed her be­fore, be­cause she seemed also in quest of someone. She was an Eng­lish­wo­man, rather tall, a little thin, an au­da­cious Eng­lish­wo­man whom cir­cum­stances and much jour­ney­ing had made a kind of man. Not bad, on the whole, walk­ing along slowly with short steps, soberly and simply clothed, but wear­ing a queer sort of hat as Eng­lish­wo­men al­ways do. She had rather pretty eyes, high cheekbones, a little red, teeth that were too long and al­ways vis­ible.

			When he came to the pier, he re­traced his steps to see if she would meet him again. He met her and threw her an ar­dent glance, a glance which seemed to say: “Here I am!”

			But how should he speak to her? He re­turned a fifth time, and when he was again face to face with her she dropped her para­sol. He rushed for­ward, picked it up and presen­ted it to her, say­ing:

			“Per­mit me, Ma­dame—”

			She re­spon­ded: “Oh, you are very kind!”

			And then they looked at each oth­er. They had noth­ing more to say. But she blushed. Then be­com­ing cour­ageous, he said:

			“We are hav­ing beau­ti­ful weath­er here.”

			And she answered: “Oh, de­li­cious!”

			And then they again faced each oth­er, em­bar­rassed, neither think­ing of go­ing away. It was she who fi­nally had the au­da­city to ask: “Are you go­ing to be here long?”

			He answered, laugh­ing: “Oh! yes, about as long as I care to.” Then sud­denly he pro­posed: “Would you like to go down to the pier? It is pretty there on a day like this.”

			She simply said: “I should be much pleased.”

			And they walked along side by side, she with her stiff, ri­gid move­ments, he with the rolling swag­ger of a gander show­ing off in a farm­yard.

			

			Three months later the lead­ing mer­chants of Caen re­ceived one morn­ing a square white card which said:

			
				“M. and Mme. Prosper Bom­bard have the hon­our to an­nounce the mar­riage of their son, M. Si­mon Bom­bard, to Mme. Kate Robertson.”

			

			and on the oth­er side:

			
				“Mme. Kate Robertson has the hon­our of an­noun­cing her mar­riage to M. Si­mon Bom­bard.”

			

			They settled in Par­is. The for­tune of the wife amoun­ted to fif­teen thou­sand francs a year free of in­cum­brances. Si­mon wished to have four hun­dred francs a month for his per­son­al ex­penses. He had to prove that his ten­der­ness mer­ited this amount; he did prove it eas­ily and ob­tained what he asked for.

			At first everything went well. Young Mme. Bom­bard was no longer young, as­suredly, and her fresh­ness had un­der­gone some wear; but she had a way of ex­act­ing things which made it im­possible for any­one to re­fuse her. She would say, with her grave, wil­ful, Eng­lish ac­cent: “Oh! Si­mon, now we must go to bed,” which made Si­mon start to­ward the bed like a dog that had been ordered, “To your ken­nel.” And she knew how to have her way by day and night, in a man­ner there was no res­ist­ing.

			She did not get angry; she made no scenes; she nev­er raised her voice; she nev­er had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing ir­rit­ated or hurt, or even dis­turbed. She knew how to talk, that was all; and she spoke to the point, and in a tone that ad­mit­ted no con­tra­dic­tion.

			More than once Si­mon was on the point of re­belling; but against the brief and im­per­i­ous de­sires of this sin­gu­lar wo­man he found him­self un­able to stand out. Nev­er­the­less, when the con­jugal kisses began to be mea­gre and mono­ton­ous, and he had in his pock­et what would bring to him some­thing great­er, he paid for sati­ety, but with a thou­sand pre­cau­tions.

			Mme. Bom­bard per­ceived all this, without his know­ing how; and one even­ing she an­nounced to him that she had ren­ted a house at Mantes where they would live in the fu­ture.

			Then ex­ist­ence be­came harder. He tried vari­ous kinds of pas­times which did not at all com­pensate for the fem­in­ine con­quests for which he longed.

			He fished, learned how to tell the places which the gudgeon liked, which the roach and carp pre­ferred, the fa­vour­ite spots of the bream and the kinds of bait that the dif­fer­ent fish will take.

			But in watch­ing his float­er as it trembled on the sur­face of the wa­ter, oth­er vis­ions haunted his mind. Then he be­came the friend of the chief of the of­fice of the Sub­pre­fect and the cap­tain of the po­lice; and they played whist in the even­ing at the Café du Com­merce, but his sor­row­ful eye would dis­robe the queen of clubs or of dia­monds, while the prob­lem of the ab­sent legs on these two-headed fig­ures would con­fuse the im­ages awakened in his mind.

			Then he con­ceived a plan, a typ­ic­al spe­ci­men of Nor­man cun­ning. He would have his wife take a maid who suited him; not a beau­ti­ful girl, a coquette, fond of clothes, but a gawky wo­man, rough and strong-backed, who would not arouse sus­pi­cions and whom he had care­fully coached in his plans.

			She was re­com­men­ded to them by the col­lect­or of tolls, his ac­com­plice and ob­li­ging friend, who guar­an­teed her in every way. And Ma­dame Bom­bard ac­cep­ted with con­fid­ence the treas­ure they brought to her.

			Si­mon was happy, happy with pre­cau­tion, with fear, and with un­be­liev­able dif­fi­culties. He could nev­er es­cape the watch­ful eye of his wife, ex­cept for a few short mo­ments from time to time, and then without se­cur­ity. He sought some plan, some stratagem, and he ended by find­ing one that suc­ceeded per­fectly.

			Ma­dame Bom­bard, who had noth­ing to do, re­tired early, while Bom­bard, who played whist at the Café du Com­merce, re­turned each even­ing at half past nine, ex­actly. He got Vic­tor­ine to wait for him in the pas­sage­way of his house, un­der the ves­ti­bule steps, in the dark­ness.

			He only had five minutes or more for he was al­ways in fear of a sur­prise; but five minutes from time to time suf­ficed for his ar­dour, and he slipped a louis in­to the ser­vant’s hand, for he was gen­er­ous in his pleas­ures, and she would quickly re­mount to her gar­ret.

			And he laughed, he tri­umphed all alone, and re­peated aloud, like King Mi­das’s barber fish­ing for white­bait from the reeds on the river bank: “Fooled, old girl!”

			And the hap­pi­ness of hav­ing fooled Ma­dame Bom­bard made up to him in great part for the im­per­fec­tion and in­com­plete­ness of his salar­ied con­quest.

			

			One even­ing he found Vic­tor­ine wait­ing for him as was her cus­tom, but she ap­peared to him more lively, more an­im­ated than usu­al, and he re­mained per­haps ten minutes at the ren­dez­vous in the cor­ridor.

			When he entered the con­jugal cham­ber, Ma­dame Bom­bard was not there. He felt a cold chill run down his back and sank in­to a chair, tor­tured with fear.

			She ap­peared with a can­dle­stick in her hand. He asked trem­bling:

			“You have been out?”

			She answered quietly: “I went to the kit­chen for a glass of wa­ter.”

			He forced him­self to calm his sus­pi­cions of what she might have heard; but she seemed tran­quil, happy, con­fid­ent, and he was re­as­sured.

			When they entered the din­ing room for break­fast the next morn­ing, Vic­tor­ine put the cut­lets on the table. As she turned to go out, Ma­dame Bom­bard handed her a louis which she held up del­ic­ately between her two fin­gers, and said to her, with her calm, ser­i­ous ac­cent:

			“Here, my girl, here are twenty francs which I de­prived you of last night. I re­turn them to you.”

			And the flab­ber­gas­ted girl took the gold piece, gaz­ing at it stu­pidly, while the ter­ror­ized Bom­bard looked at his wife with wide-open eyes.

		
	
		
			The Confession

			The en­tire pop­u­la­tion of Vézi­ers-le-Réthel had fol­lowed Mon­sieur Badon-Leremincé to his grave; in every memory lingered still the last words of the pre­fect’s fu­ner­al ora­tion: “At least he was a man of un­ques­tioned hon­esty.”

			Hon­est he had been in every not­able ac­tion through­out his life, hon­est in his speech, in the ex­ample he set, in his ap­pear­ance, in his bear­ing, in his gait, in the cut of his beard and the shape of his hats. He had nev­er spoken a word which did not con­tain a pre­cept, nev­er giv­en alms without adding a piece of ad­vice, nev­er held out his hand without the air of be­stow­ing a be­ne­dic­tion.

			He left two chil­dren, a son and a daugh­ter; his son was on the town coun­cil, and his daugh­ter, who had mar­ried a so­li­cit­or, Mon­sieur Poirel de la Voulte, moved in the best circles in Vézi­ers.

			They were in­con­sol­able at their fath­er’s death, for they loved him sin­cerely.

			As soon as the ce­re­mony was over, they re­turned to the house of death. All three, son, daugh­ter, and son-in-law, shut them­selves up in a room and opened the will, which was to be un­sealed by them alone, and only after the coffin had been de­pos­ited in its rest­ing-place. This re­quest was con­veyed to them by a brief note on the en­vel­ope.

			Mon­sieur Poirel de la Voulte opened the en­vel­ope, in his ca­pa­city as a law­yer ac­cus­tomed to such pro­ceed­ings. After ad­just­ing his spec­tacles, he read it out to them in a dry voice fit­ted for the re­cit­al of leg­al de­tails.

			
				“My chil­dren, my dear chil­dren, I could not rest quietly in my last sleep did I not make this con­fes­sion to you from bey­ond the grave. It is the con­fes­sion of a crime which I have re­gret­ted with a bit­ter­ness that has poisoned my life. Yes, I am guilty of a crime, a fright­ful, ap­palling crime.

				“I was twenty-six years old at the time, and had just been called to the bar in Par­is. There I lived like any oth­er young pro­vin­cial stran­ded in the city without ac­quaint­ances, friends, or re­l­at­ives.

				“I took a mis­tress. How many people there are whom the word ‘mis­tress’ re­volts! Yet there are people who can­not live alone. I am one of them. Solitude fills me with a fright­ful agony, solitude at night, at home by the fireside. At such times I feel as though I were alone on earth, ter­ribly alone, but sur­roun­ded with vague dangers, strange fear­ful per­ils. The thin wall which sep­ar­ates me from my neigh­bour, the neigh­bour I do not know, keeps me as far from him as from the stars I see from my win­dow. I am over­come with a sort of fever, a fever of im­pa­tience and fear, and the si­lent walls ter­rify me. It is so deep and so sad, the si­lence of a room in which one lives alone. It is not only a si­lence round about the body, but a si­lence about the soul, and when a piece of fur­niture creaks, a shiver runs through the heart, for in this sor­row­ful place any sound comes as a sur­prise.

				“More than once, un­nerved and dis­trac­ted by this mute and ter­ri­fy­ing si­lence, I have be­gun to speak, to babble words without sense or reas­on, just for the sake of mak­ing a noise. At these times my voice soun­ded so strange that I was afraid of it too. Is there any­thing more ter­ri­fy­ing than talk­ing to one­self in an empty house? One’s voice seems to be an­oth­er’s, an un­known voice speak­ing, without cause, speak­ing to nobody, in the hol­low air, with no hu­man ear to hear. For one knows, even be­fore they es­cape in­to the solitude of the room, the words which are about to come from one’s mouth, and when they re­sound mourn­fully in the si­lence, they sound no more than an echo, the strange echo of words mur­mured in an un­der­tone by the brain.

				“I took a mis­tress, a young girl just like all the young girls who work in Par­is at a pro­fes­sion too poorly paid to keep them. She was a sweet, good little thing; her par­ents lived at Poissy. Oc­ca­sion­ally she would go to spend a few days with them.

				“For a year I lived un­event­fully with her, fully in­tend­ing to leave her as soon as I should find a girl at­tract­ive enough for me to marry. I pro­posed to leave her a small in­come, for among people of our class it is com­monly ac­know­ledged that a wo­man’s love must be paid for, in cash when she is poor, in presents when she is rich.

				“But one day she in­formed me that she was go­ing to have a child. I was aghast; in a flash I foresaw the ru­in of my whole life. I saw the chain I was doomed to drag with me till the day of my death, every­where I went, in my fu­ture fam­ily life, in my old age, forever: the chain of the wo­man bound to my life by the child, the chain of this child which must be brought up, watched, pro­tec­ted, while all the time the secret must be kept from it and from the world. I was ut­terly cast down by the news, and a vague de­sire—a de­sire I nev­er ex­pressed, but felt in my heart ready to leap out, like men hid­den be­hind doors wait­ing the word to spring—a crim­in­al de­sire lurked in the re­cesses of my mind. Sup­pos­ing there were an ac­ci­dent. So many of these little creatures die be­fore they are born.

				“Oh! I had no wish to see my mis­tress die. Poor girl, I loved her well. But per­haps I de­sired the death of the oth­er, be­fore I saw it.

				“The child was born. In my little bach­el­or apart­ment was a fam­ily, a sham fam­ily with a child; an un­nat­ur­al thing. The child was like all ba­bies. I did not love it. Fath­ers, you know, do not love till later. They have not the nat­ur­al pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness that be­longs to moth­ers; their af­fec­tions have to wake little by little, their souls come upon love little by little, through those bonds which each day draws closer between hu­man be­ings who share each oth­er’s lives.

				“An­oth­er year went by; I was shun­ning now my cramped little house, littered with lin­en and swad­dling-clothes and socks the size of gloves, a thou­sand ob­jects of all kinds ly­ing on a table, on the arms of a chair, every­where. Above all I kept away so as not to hear him cry, for he cried on every oc­ca­sion, when his clothes were changed, when he was washed, when he was put to bed, in­deed al­ways.

				“I had made some friend­ships, and in a draw­ing room one day I met your moth­er. I fell in love with her, and the de­sire to marry her woke in my heart. I wooed her and asked her hand in mar­riage; it was gran­ted me.

				“And there I was, caught in a trap. I must marry this young girl I ad­ored, already hav­ing a child of my own—or I must tell the truth and re­nounce her, my hap­pi­ness, my fu­ture, everything; for her par­ents, who were very strict, would nev­er have con­sen­ted to the mar­riage if they had known all.

				“I spent a ter­rible month of ag­on­ising mor­al tor­ment, a month dur­ing which a thou­sand ter­rible thoughts haunted me. And ever grow­ing with­in me I felt a hatred for my son, for that little scrap of liv­ing, weep­ing flesh who barred my way, cut my life in two, and con­demned me to a cheer­less ex­ist­ence without any one of the vague hopes which are the charm of youth.

				“Then my mis­tress’ moth­er fell ill, and I was left alone with the child.

				“It was Decem­ber, and fright­fully cold. What a night! My mis­tress had just gone; I had dined alone in the little par­lour, and softly entered the room where the baby slept.

				“I sat be­fore the fire in an arm­chair. A dry, icy wind blew out­side and rattled the win­dowpanes, and through the win­dow I could see the stars glit­ter with that keen light they have on frosty nights.

				“Then the ob­ses­sion which for the last month had haunted me entered in­to my head anew. The mo­ment I sat still it des­cen­ded upon me and gnawed my brain. It gnawed me as fixed ideas do, as can­cer must gnaw the flesh. I felt it there in my head, in my heart, in my whole body; it de­voured me like a wild beast. I tried to hunt it down, to drive it away, to open my mind to oth­er thoughts, to new hopes, as one opens a win­dow in the morn­ing to let out the tain­ted air of the night; but not for a single in­stant could I chase it from my brain. I do not know how to de­scribe this tor­ture. It nibbled at my soul, and I felt every move­ment of its teeth with hor­rible pain, a ver­it­able an­guish of body and soul.

				“My life was over! How was I to es­cape from this di­lemma? How draw back and how con­fess?

				“And I loved your moth­er madly; that made the in­sur­mount­able obstacle still more fright­ful.

				“A ter­rible rage grew in me, tight­en­ing my throat, a rage which was akin to mad­ness … mad­ness! Yes, I was mad, that night!

				“The child was asleep. I rose and watched it sleep­ing. It was he, that abor­tion, that mite, that noth­ing, who con­demned me to hope­less misery.

				“He slept, with his mouth open, un­der a heap of blankets, in a cradle near the bed I could not sleep in.

				“How did I do what I did? Do I know? What force led me on, what evil power pos­sessed me? Oh, the tempta­tion came to me without my real­ising how it made its pres­ence known. I re­mem­ber only that my heart beat furi­ously, so vi­ol­ently that I heard it like the strokes of a ham­mer from be­hind a wall. That is all I re­mem­ber—my heart beat­ing. In my head was a strange con­fu­sion, a tu­mult, a rout­ing of all reas­on, all com­mon sense. I was in one of those hours of ter­ror and hal­lu­cin­a­tion wherein man has no longer know­ledge of his ac­tions nor con­trol of his will.

				“Softly I raised the cov­er­ings which hid my child’s body; I threw them on the foot of the cradle, and saw him stark na­ked. He did not wake. Then I went to the win­dow, softly, so softly; and I opened it.

				“A blast of icy air rushed in like a mur­der­er, so bit­ter cold that I fell back be­fore it; and the two candles flickered. And I re­mained stand­ing by the win­dow, not dar­ing to turn round, as if not to see what was hap­pen­ing be­hind me, and al­ways feel­ing, glid­ing over my temples, my cheeks, my hands, the deathly air which flowed in­to the room in a steady stream. It went on a long time.

				“I did not think, I con­sidered noth­ing. Sud­denly a little cough sent a dread­ful shiver through me from head to foot, a shiver I can feel at this mo­ment, in the roots of my hair. With a wild move­ment I slammed the win­dow down and, turn­ing round, ran to the cradle.

				“He was still asleep, with open mouth, stark na­ked. I touched his legs; they were frozen, and I pulled up the cov­er­ings.

				“My heart sud­denly softened, snapped, was filled with pity, ten­der­ness, and love for the poor in­no­cent wretch I had wanted to kill. I pressed a long kiss on his thin hair, then sat down again by the fireside.

				“I thought with stupor, with hor­ror, of what I had done; I wondered whence came these tem­pests of the soul wherein man loses all aware­ness of things, all con­trol over him­self, and acts un­der a kind of mad in­tox­ic­a­tion, not know­ing what he does, nor where he goes, like a ship in a hur­ricane.

				“The child coughed once more, and my heart was rent in two. If he were to die! Oh, my God! my God! What would be­come of me?

				“I got up to go and look at him; and, a candle in my hand, I bent over him. See­ing him breath­ing quietly, I was re­as­sured; he coughed a third time, and I was seized with a ter­rible shud­der, and star­ted so vi­ol­ently back—as a man might when dis­trac­ted at the sight of some fright­ful hap­pen­ing—that I let the candle fall.

				“When I straightened my­self after pick­ing it up I ob­served that my temples were drenched with the sweat of agony, a sweat hot and icy at once, as though some part of the fright­ful mor­al suf­fer­ing and un­speak­able tor­ture, which does ac­tu­ally burn like fire and freeze like ice, were ooz­ing out through the skin and bone of my skull.

				“Till day­break I re­mained be­side the cradle, calm­ing my fears when he re­mained quiet for a long stretch, and en­dur­ing ter­rible ag­on­ies when a feeble cough is­sued from his mouth.

				“He awoke with red eyes and a sore throat, ob­vi­ously ill.

				“When the char­wo­man came, I sent her out at once for a doc­tor. He came at the end of an hour, and after ex­amin­ing the child, he said:

				“ ‘Has he not been cold?’

				“ ‘No, I don’t think so,’ I stammered, trem­bling like a very old man.

				“Then I asked:

				“ ‘What is it? Is it ser­i­ous?’

				“ ‘I can­not tell yet,’ he answered. ‘I will come back again this even­ing.’

				“He did come back again that even­ing. My son had lain al­most all day in a deep slum­ber, cough­ing from time to time.

				“Dur­ing the night in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs set in.

				“It las­ted ten days. I can­not tell you what I suffered dur­ing those in­ter­min­able hours which sep­ar­ate dawn from dusk and dusk from dawn.

				“He died …

				“And since then, since that mo­ment, I have not passed an hour, no, not one hour, without that poignant, fear­ful memory, that memory which gnaws and twists and rends my spir­it, stir­ring with­in me like a raven­ous beast im­prisoned in the bot­tom of my soul.

				“Oh, if I had only been able to go mad!”

			

			

			Mon­sieur Poirel de la Voulte pushed up his spec­tacles: it was a ges­ture cus­tom­ary with him when he had fin­ished read­ing a deed; and the three looked at one an­oth­er in si­lence, pale and mo­tion­less.

			After a mo­ment the law­yer said: “This must be des­troyed.”

			The oth­er two nod­ded their as­sent. He lit a candle, care­fully sep­ar­ated the pages con­tain­ing the dan­ger­ous con­fes­sion from those con­tain­ing the mon­et­ary dis­pos­i­tions, then placed them in the flame of the candle and threw them in­to the grate.

			They watched the white pages burn up. Soon they were only a small black heap. Sev­er­al let­ters could still be dis­tin­guished, stand­ing out white against the blackened pa­per, so the daugh­ter crushed the thin shriv­elled lay­er of ash with nervous move­ments of her toe, and stamped it down among the cold cinders.

			For some time longer the three of them stayed watch­ing as though they were afraid that the burnt secret would es­cape up the chim­ney.

		
	
		
			The Revenge

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				M. de Garelle, alone, ly­ing back in an arm­chair.

				Here I am at Cannes, a gay bach­el­or, which is hu­mor­ous enough. I’m a bach­el­or. At Par­is I hardly real­ised it. Away from home, it’s an­oth­er thing. Upon my word, I’m not com­plain­ing about it.

				And my wife is mar­ried again!

				I won­der if my suc­cessor is happy, hap­pi­er than I am. What sort of a fool must he be to have mar­ried her after me! For the mat­ter of that, I was no less a fool for mar­ry­ing her first. She had her points, how­ever, cer­tain good points … phys­ic­al ones … quite re­mark­ably good, but she had ser­i­ous mor­al blem­ishes too.

				What a sly wench, what a li­ar, what a flirt she was, and how at­tract­ive to men who were not her hus­band! Was I a cuck­old? God, it’s sheer tor­ture to be won­der­ing that from morn­ing to even­ing, and nev­er to know for sure.

				What plots and coun­ter­plots I laid to watch her, without learn­ing any­thing! In any case, if I was a cuck­old, I’m one no longer, thanks to Naquet. How easy di­vorce is after all! It cost me ten francs for a rid­ing-whip, and a stiff­ness in my right arm, not count­ing the pleas­ure it gave me to lay on to my heart’s con­tent on a wo­man whom I strongly sus­pect of de­ceiv­ing me.

				What a thrash­ing, what a thrash­ing I gave her! …

				He stands up, laugh­ing, takes a few steps, and sits down again.

				True, the ver­dict was giv­en in her fa­vour and against me … but what a thrash­ing!

				Now I am spend­ing the winter in the South, a gay bach­el­or. What luck! It’s de­light­ful to travel when you can al­ways hope to meet a new love round every corner. Whom shall I meet, in this hotel, now, or on the Crois­ette, or per­haps in the street? Where is she, the wo­man who will love me to­mor­row and whose lov­er I shall be? What will her eyes be like, her lips, her hair, her smile? What will she be like, the first wo­man who will give me her mouth and be fol­ded in my arms? Dark or fair? Tall or short? Gay or grave? Plump or … ? She will be plump!

				Oh! how I pity people who don’t know, people who no longer know the ex­quis­ite pleas­ure of an­ti­cip­a­tion! The wo­man I really love is the Un­known, the Hoped-for, the De­sired, she who haunts my heart, whom my eyes have nev­er seen in the flesh, she whose charms are aug­men­ted by every ideal per­fec­tion. Where is she? In this hotel, be­hind this door? In one of the rooms of this house, quite near, or still far away? What mat­ter, so long as I de­sire her, so long as I am cer­tain of meet­ing her! And I shall as­suredly meet her, today or to­mor­row, this week or the next, soon­er or later; it is ab­so­lutely in­ev­it­able that I shall find her.

				And I shall have, in all their charm, the di­vine joy of the first kiss, the first caresses, all the mad­den­ing ec­stasy of lov­ers’ dis­cov­er­ies, all the mys­tery of the un­ex­plored, as de­sir­able the first day as a conquered maid­en­hood. Oh! the fools who do not un­der­stand the ad­or­able sen­sa­tion of veils raised for the first time! Oh, the fools who marry … since … the said veils … ought not to be raised too of­ten … on the same sight! …

				Here comes a wo­man.

				A wo­man crosses the far end of the cor­ridor, el­eg­ant, slender, with a taper­ing waist.

				Damn her, she has a fig­ure, and an air. Let’s try to catch sight of … her face.

				She passes near him without see­ing him, bur­ied in the depths of the arm­chair. He mur­murs:

				Hell, it’s my wife! My wife, or rather not my wife, Chantever’s wife. What a charm­ing hussy she is, after all! …

				Am I go­ing to want to marry her again now? … Good, she’s sit­ting down and she’s read­ing Gil Blas. I’ll lie low.

				My wife! What a queer feel­ing it gives me! My wife! As a mat­ter of fact, it’s a year, more than a year, since she ceased to be my wife. … Yes, she had her points, phys­ic­ally speak­ing … very fine ones; what a leg! It makes me tremble only to think of it. And what a bos­om, oh, per­fect! Ouf! In the old days we used to play at drill, left—right—left—right—what a bos­om! Left or right, it was su­perb.

				But what a holy ter­ror … where her mor­als were con­cerned!

				Has she had lov­ers? What I suffered from that sus­pi­cion! Now, pouf! It doesn’t worry me in the least.

				I have nev­er seen a more se­duct­ive creature when she was get­ting in­to bed. She had a way of jump­ing up and slip­ping between the sheets …

				Good, I am go­ing to fall in love with her again. …

				Sup­pose I spoke to her? … But what shall I say to her?

				And then she would shout for help, be­cause of the thrash­ing she got. What a thrash­ing! Per­haps I was a little bru­tal after all.

				Sup­pose I speak to her? That would be amus­ing and rather an achieve­ment after all. Damn it, yes, I’ll speak to her, and per­haps if I do it very well … We shall soon see. …

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				
					
						
								
								
								He ap­proaches the young wo­man, who is deep in the study of Gil Blas, and in a sweet voice:
							
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Will you al­low me, ma­dame, to re­call my­self to your memory?
						

						
								
								
								Mme. de Chantever lifts her head sharply, cries out, and starts to run away. He bars her way, and says humbly:
							
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You have noth­ing to fear, ma­dame. I am not your hus­band now.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Oh, you dare! After … after what has happened!
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I dare … and I dar­en’t. … You see. … Ex­plain it to please your­self. When I caught sight of you, I found it im­possible not to come and speak to you.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								I hope this joke may now be con­sidered at an end?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								It is not a joke.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								A bet, then, un­less it’s merely a piece of in­solence. Be­sides, a man who strikes a wo­man is cap­able of any­thing.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You are hard, ma­dame. It seems to me, how­ever, that you ought not to re­proach me today for an out­burst that—moreover—I re­gret. On the con­trary, I was, I con­fess, ex­pect­ing to be thanked by you.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								As­ton­ished. What? You must be mad! Or else you’re mak­ing fun of me as if I were a little girl from the coun­try.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Not at all, ma­dame, and if you don’t un­der­stand me, you must be very un­happy.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								What do you mean?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								That if you were happy with the man who has taken my place, you would be grate­ful to me for the vi­ol­ence that al­lowed you to make this new uni­on.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You are push­ing the joke too far, sir. Please leave me alone.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								But, ma­dame, think of it! If I had not com­mit­ted the in­fam­ous crime of strik­ing you, we should still be drag­ging our chains today.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Wounded. The fact is that you did me a ser­vice by your cruelty.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I did, didn’t I? A ser­vice that de­serves bet­ter than your re­cent greet­ing.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Pos­sibly. But your face is so dis­agree­able to me …
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I will not say the same of yours.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Your com­pli­ments are as dis­taste­ful to me as your bru­tal­it­ies.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Well, what am I to do, ma­dame? I have lost the right to beat you: I am com­pelled to make my­self agree­able.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Well, that’s at least frank. But if you want to be really agree­able, you will go away.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I’m not car­ry­ing my wish to please you to those lengths yet.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Then what is it you ex­pect of me?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								To re­dress my wrongs by ad­mit­ting that I had wrongs.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								In­dig­nant. What? By ad­mit­ting that you have had them? You must be los­ing your wits. You thrashed me cruelly and per­haps you con­sider that you be­haved to­wards me in the most suit­able man­ner pos­sible.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Per­haps I did!
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								What? Per­haps you did?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Yes, ma­dame. You know the com­edy called the Mari Co­cu, Battu et Con­tent. Very well, was I or was I not a cuck­old?—that’s the whole ques­tion! In any case, it is you who were beaten, and not happy …
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Get­ting up. Sir, you in­sult me.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Eagerly. I im­plore you to listen to me a mo­ment. I was jeal­ous, very jeal­ous, which proves that I loved you. I beat you, which is a still stronger proof of it, and beat you severely, which proves it up to the hilt. Very well, if you were faith­ful, and beaten, you have real grounds for com­plaint, in­dis­put­ably real, I con­fess, and …
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Don’t pity me.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								What do you mean by that? It can be taken in two ways. Either you mean that you scorn my pity or that it is un­deserved. Very well, if the pity of which I ac­know­ledge you to be worthy is un­deserved, then the blows … the vi­ol­ent blows you have had from me were more than de­served.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Take it as you please.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Good, I un­der­stand. So, when I was your hus­band, ma­dame, I was a cuck­old.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								I’m not say­ing that.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You leave it to be un­der­stood.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								I am leav­ing it to be un­der­stood that I don’t want your pity.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Don’t quibble, con­fess hon­estly that I was …
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Don’t say that shame­ful word, which re­volts and dis­gusts me.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I’ll let you off the word, but you must ac­know­ledge the thing it­self.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Nev­er, it’s not true.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Then, I pity you with all my heart, and the sug­ges­tion I was go­ing to make to you has now no pos­sible jus­ti­fic­a­tion.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								What sug­ges­tion?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								It’s no use telling you about it, since it’s only feas­ible if you did de­ceive me.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Well, sup­pose for a mo­ment that I did de­ceive you.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								That’s not suf­fi­cient. You must con­fess it.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								I con­fess it.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								That’s not suf­fi­cient. I must have proof.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Smil­ing. You’re ask­ing too much now.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								No, ma­dame. As I have said, I was go­ing to make a very ser­i­ous sug­ges­tion to you, very ser­i­ous; if I hadn’t in­ten­ded to do so, I should not have come in search of you like this after what we have done to each oth­er, what you did to me in the first place, and I to you af­ter­wards. This sug­ges­tion, which can have the most ser­i­ous con­sequences, for us both, is worth­less if you did not de­ceive me.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You are an amaz­ing man. But what more do you want? I have de­ceived you—there.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I must have proof.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								But what proofs do you want me to give you? I haven’t them on me, or rather I no longer have them.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								It doesn’t mat­ter where they are. I must have them.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								But one can’t keep proof of things of that kind … and … or, at any rate, of a flag­rant délit. After a pause. I think my word ought to be enough for you.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Bow­ing. Then, you are ready to swear to it.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Lift­ing her hand. I swear it.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Gravely. I be­lieve you, ma­dame. And with whom did you de­ceive me?
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Oh, but now you’re ask­ing too much.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								It is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary that I know his name.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								It is im­possible to give it to you.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Why?
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Be­cause I am a mar­ried wo­man.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Well?
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								And in the case of a pro­fes­sion­al secret?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You’re quite right.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Be­sides, it was with M. de Chantever that I de­ceived you.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								That’s not true.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Why not?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Be­cause he would not have mar­ried you.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								In­solent creature! And this sug­ges­tion? …
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								It’s this. You have just con­fessed that, thanks to you, I was one of those ri­dicu­lous creatures, al­ways re­garded as laugh­ing­stocks whatever they do—com­ic if they keep their mouths shut, and more grot­esque still if they show their re­sent­ment—that people call de­ceived hus­bands. Well, ma­dame, it is bey­ond ques­tion that the num­ber of cuts with a rid­ing-whip you re­ceived are far from be­ing an ad­equate com­pens­a­tion for the out­rage and the con­jugal in­jury I have ex­per­i­enced by your act, and it is no less bey­ond ques­tion that you owe me a more sub­stan­tial com­pens­a­tion and a com­pens­a­tion of a dif­fer­ent nature, now that I am no longer your hus­band.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You’re los­ing your senses. What do you mean?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I mean, ma­dame, that you ought to re­store to me today the de­light­ful hours you stole from me when I was your hus­band to of­fer them to I don’t know whom.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You’re mad.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Not at all. Your love be­longed to me, didn’t it? Your kisses were ow­ing to me, all your kisses, without ex­cep­tion. Isn’t that so? You di­ver­ted a part of them for the be­ne­fit of an­oth­er man. Well, it’s a mat­ter of the ut­most im­port­ance to me now that resti­tu­tion should be made, made without any scan­dal, secret resti­tu­tion, as free from scan­dal and as secret as were the shame­less thefts.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								What do you take me for?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								For the wife of M. de Chantever.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Upon my word, this is too bad.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Par­don me, the man with whom you de­ceived me must have taken you for the wife of M. de Garelle. It’s only just that my turn should come. What is too bad is to re­fuse to re­store what is le­git­im­ately due.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								And if I said yes … you would …
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Cer­tainly.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Then, what pur­pose would the device have served?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								The re­viv­al of our love.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You nev­er loved me.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I am giv­ing you the strongest pos­sible proof of it, how­ever.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								In what way?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You ask me in what way. When a man is fool enough to of­fer him­self to a wo­man first as her hus­band and then as her lov­er, it proves that he loves her, or I don’t know any­thing about love.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Oh, don’t let us con­fuse two dif­fer­ent things. To marry a wo­man is a proof either of love or de­sire, but to make her your mis­tress is a proof of noth­ing but … scorn. In the first case, a man un­der­takes all the ex­pense, all the te­di­ums, all the re­spons­ib­il­it­ies of love; in the second case, he leaves those bur­dens to the le­git­im­ate own­er and keeps only the pleas­ure, with the priv­ilege of dis­ap­pear­ing the mo­ment the wo­man ceases to please. The two cases are hardly on a par.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								My dear girl, your lo­gic is very weak. When a man loves a wo­man, he ought not to marry her, be­cause if he mar­ries her he can be sure she will de­ceive him, as you did, in my case. There’s the proof. While it’s in­con­test­able that a mis­tress re­mains faith­ful to the lov­er with the same des­per­ate in­tens­ity of pur­pose she ad­opts to de­ceive her hus­band. Isn’t it so? If you want to cre­ate an in­dis­sol­uble bond between a wo­man and your­self, ar­range for an­oth­er man to marry her, mar­riage is only a slender thread to be cut at will, and be­come that wo­man’s lov­er: free love is a chain that is nev­er broken—we have cut the thread, I of­fer you the chain.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You’re very amus­ing. But I re­fuse.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Then, I shall warn M. de Chantever.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								You will warn him of what?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								I shall tell him that you de­ceived me.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								That I de­ceived you. … You …
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Yes, when you were my wife.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Well?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Well, he’ll nev­er for­give you for it.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								He?
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Well, dam­mit, it’s not the sort of thing to re­as­sure him.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Laugh­ing. Don’t do that, Henry.
						

						
								
								
								A voice on the stair­case call­ing: “Math­ilde!”
							
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Softly. My hus­band! Good­bye.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Get­ting up. I am go­ing to es­cort you to him and in­tro­duce my­self.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Don’t do that.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You watch me.
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Please don’t.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								You ac­cept the chain?
						

						
								The Voice
								Math­ilde!
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Please go.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								When shall I see you again?
						

						
								Mme. de Chantever
								Here—this even­ing—after din­ner.
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Kiss­ing her hand. I love you. …
						

						
								
								
								She runs away.
							
						

						
								
								
								M. de Garelle re­turns calmly to his arm­chair and sinks in­to it.
							
						

						
								M. de Garelle
								Well, it’s true. I like this role bet­ter than the pre­vi­ous one. She’s charm­ing, quite charm­ing, and far more charm­ing still since I have heard M. de Chantever’s voice call­ing her “Math­ilde” like that, in the pro­pri­et­ary tone that hus­bands have.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			Country Courts

			The court­house of the Gorgeville justice of the peace is full of coun­try folk, seated im­pass­ively round the walls, await­ing the open­ing of the court.

			Among them are large and small, ruddy fat fel­lows and thin ones look­ing as though they were carved out of a block of apple wood. They have placed their bas­kets on the ground, and there they sit pla­cidly, si­lent, ab­sorbed in their own af­fairs. They have brought with them the smells of the stable, of sweat, of sour milk and ma­nure. Flies are buzz­ing about un­der the white ceil­ing. Through the open door you can hear the cocks crow­ing.

			On a kind of plat­form stands a long table, covered with a green cloth. Seated at the very end on the left, a wrinkled old man is writ­ing. At the end on the right, a po­lice­man, stiffly erect in his chair, is gaz­ing va­cantly in­to space. On the bare wall, a large wooden Christ, writh­ing in an an­guished at­ti­tude, seems still to of­fer up his etern­al agony on be­half of these louts who smell of beasts.

			His Hon­our the Justice of the Peace at length enters the court. Cor­pu­lent, and ruddy-com­plex­ioned, with every quick step of his fat hur­ried body he jerks his large black ma­gis­trate’s robe: he sits down, places his cap on the table, and looks round the as­sembled com­pany with an air of deep dis­gust.

			He is a pro­vin­cial schol­ar, a loc­al wit, one of those who trans­late Hor­ace, rel­ish the minor verse of Voltaire, and know Vert-Vert by heart as well as the ob­scene poems of Parny.

			He opens pro­ceed­ings.

			“Now then, Mon­sieur Po­tel, call the cases.”

			Then, with a smile, he mur­murs:

			“Quidquid tentabam dicere versus erat.”

			The clerk of the court, rais­ing his bald head, stam­mers out in an un­in­tel­li­gible voice: “Ma­dame Vic­tor­ie Bas­cule versus Isidore Pa­tur­on.”

			A huge wo­man comes for­ward, a coun­try wo­man, a wo­man from the county town, wear­ing a beribboned hat, a watch-chain fes­tooned across her stom­ach, rings on her fin­gers, and ear­rings shin­ing like lighted candles.

			The justice of the peace greets her with a glance of re­cog­ni­tion not without a gleam of mock­ery, and says:

			“Ma­dame Bas­cule, enu­mer­ate your com­plaints.”

			The party of the oth­er part stands on the op­pos­ite side. It is rep­res­en­ted by three people. In the middle a young peas­ant, twenty-five years of age, chubby as an apple and red as a poppy in the corn. On his right, his wife, quite young, puny, slight, very like a ban­tam hen, with a flat nar­row head, crowned as with a crest by a rose-col­oured bon­net. She has a round eye, ap­pre­hens­ive and choler­ic, which looks out side­ways like a bird’s. On the boy’s left stands his fath­er, an old bent man, whose twis­ted body is lost in his starched smock, as if it were un­der a bell-glass.

			Ma­dame Bas­cule holds forth:

			“Your Hon­our, for fif­teen years I have looked after this boy here. I have brought him up and loved him like a moth­er, I have done everything for him, I have made a man of him. He had prom­ised me, he had sworn nev­er to leave me, he even drew up a deed to say so, in re­turn for which I have giv­en him a small prop­erty, my bit of land in Bec-de-Mor­tin, which is val­ued in the six thou­sands. And now that bag­gage, that low-down good-for-noth­ing, that dirty hussy …”

			The Justice of the Peace: “Re­strain your­self, Ma­dame Bas­cule.”

			Ma­dame Bas­cule: “A miser­able … a miser­able … I know quite well she has turned his head, has done I don’t know what to him, no, I really don’t know what … and he is go­ing to marry her, the fool, the great block­head, and he will bring her my prop­erty as a dowry, my bit of land in Bec-de-Mor­tin. … But not if I know it, not if I know it … I have a pa­per, there it is. … Let him give me back my prop­erty, then. We made a law­yer’s deed for safety’s sake, and a private agree­ment on pa­per for friend­ship’s sake. One is as good as the oth­er. Each has his rights, isn’t that true?” (She holds out to the justice of the peace a stamped pa­per opened out wide.)

			Isidore Pa­tur­on: “It’s not true.”

			The Justice: “Si­lence! You shall speak in due course.” (He reads.)

			
				“I, the un­der­signed, Isidore Pa­tur­on, prom­ise by these presents my be­ne­fact­ress, Ma­dame Bas­cule, nev­er to leave her dur­ing my life, and to serve her with de­vo­tion.

				“Gorgeville, Au­gust 5th, 1883.”

			

			The Justice: “There is a cross for sig­na­ture: you don’t know how to write, then?”

			Isidore: “No. Can’t write a bit.”

			The Justice: “It was you who made it—this cross?”

			Isidore: “No. Not me.”

			The Justice: “Who did make it, then?”

			Isidore: “She did.”

			The Justice: “You are pre­pared to take your oath that you did not make this cross?”

			Isidore (in an out­burst): “By my dad’s head, my ma’s, my grand­fer’s, my gran’ma’s, and the good God’s, who hears me, I swear it isn’t me.” (He raises his hands and spits aside to em­phas­ize his oath.)

			The Justice (smil­ing): “What then were your re­la­tions with Ma­dame Bas­cule, here present?”

			Isidore: “She served me for a whore.” (Laughter in court.)

			The Justice: “Re­strain your lan­guage. You mean that your re­la­tions were not so in­no­cent as she claims.”

			Pa­tur­on, Seni­or (break­ing in): “He wasn’t fif­teen, not fif­teen, your Hon­our, when she de­bouched him …”

			The Justice: “You mean ‘de­bauched’?”

			The Fath­er: “How do I know? He wasn’t fif­teen years old. And she’d fed him out of her own hand for four years then, stuffed him like a fat­ted fowl, crammed him with food fit to burst, sav­ing your Hon­our. And then when the time came that he seemed to her ready, she dis­rup­ted him. …”

			The Justice: “Cor­rup­ted. … And you let it hap­pen?”

			The Fath­er: “It was her or some oth­er wo­man, it was bound to hap­pen! …”

			The Justice: “Very well, then, what do you com­plain of?”

			The Fath­er: “Noth­ing! Oh, I’ve noth­ing to com­plain of my­self, noth­ing, only that he doesn’t want any more of it him­self, and he is quit of her. I de­mand pro­tec­tion ac­cord­ing to the law.”

			Ma­dame Bas­cule: “These people are heap­ing lies on me, your Hon­our. I made a man of him.”

			The Justice: “Quite!”

			Ma­dame Bas­cule: “And he is go­ing back on me, desert­ing me, steal­ing my prop­erty. …”

			Isidore: “It isn’t true, your Hon­our. I wanted to leave her five years ago, be­cause she had fattened bey­ond all bounds, and that didn’t suit me a bit. That dis­pleased me, and why not? Didn’t I say to her then I was go­ing to leave her? And then she wept like a gut­ter-spout and prom­ised me her prop­erty at Bec-de-Mor­tin to stay a few more years, only four or five. Of course I said ‘Yes,’ for sure. What would you have done your­self?

			“So I stayed five years, every day and every hour of it. I had kept my prom­ise. Give the dev­il his due! That was full value, that was!”

			Isidore’s wife, si­lent till then, cries out with the pier­cing scream of a par­rot:

			“Just look at her, look at her, your Hon­our, the old hay­stack, and say if that wasn’t full value!”

			The fath­er nod­ded his head as one con­vinced, and re­peated:

			“Gosh, yes, full value that!” (Ma­dame Bas­cule sub­sides on the bench be­hind her, and be­gins to weep.)

			The Justice (in a fath­erly tone): “What did you ex­pect, my good wo­man? I can do noth­ing. You have giv­en him your bit of land at Bec-de-Mor­tin by deed in a per­fectly leg­al way. It is his, ab­so­lutely his. He has an in­dis­put­able right to do what he has done, and to bring it to his wife as dowry. I am not go­ing to em­bark on ques­tions of … of … del­ic­acy. I can only re­gard the facts from the point of view of the law. I can do ab­so­lutely noth­ing in the mat­ter.”

			Fath­er Pa­tur­on (proudly): “It’ll be all right to get back home, then?”

			The Justice: “Cer­tainly.” (They go out, fol­lowed by the sym­path­et­ic looks of the coun­try folk, with the air of people who have won their case. Ma­dame Bas­cule sobs on her bench.)

			The Justice (smil­ing): “Com­pose your­self, my good wo­man. Come now, come now, com­pose your­self … and … and if I have any ad­vice to give you, it is, look for an­oth­er … an­oth­er pu­pil …”

			Ma­dame Bas­cule (in the midst of her tears): “I shall nev­er find one … nev­er …”

			The Justice: “I am sorry I can­not put you in the way of one.” (She throws a look of des­pair to­wards the Christ, suf­fer­ing and writh­ing on the cross, then she rises and goes out, with min­cing steps, hic­cup­ing her dis­com­fit­ure, hid­ing her face in her handker­chief.)

			The Justice turns to­wards his clerk, and in a ban­ter­ing voice: “Ca­lypso could not con­sole her­self for the de­par­ture of Ulysses.” Then, in sol­emn tones:

			“Call the next case.”

			The clerk to the court stam­mers out:

			“Célestin Polyte Le­cach­eur—Prosper Ma­gloire Dieu­la­fait …”

		
	
		
			Room No. Eleven

			“What! You do not know why Pres­id­ent Aman­don was trans­ferred?”

			“No, not at all.”

			“As far as that is con­cerned, neither did he ever know it. But it is a story of the strangest sort.”

			“Tell it to me.”

			“I am sure you re­mem­ber Ma­dame Aman­don, that pretty bru­nette, thin, and so dis­tin­guished and pretty that she was called Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite in all Per­thuis-le-Long?”

			“Yes, per­fectly.”

			“Very well, then. You re­call also how much she was re­spec­ted and con­sidered, and bet­ter loved than any­one in the town; she knew how to re­ceive, how to or­gan­ize a fête or a char­ity fair, how to find money for the poor, and how to please the young people in a thou­sand ways.

			“She was very el­eg­ant and very coquet­tish, nev­er­the­less, but in a Pla­ton­ic fash­ion, and with the charm­ing el­eg­ance of the provinces, for she was a pro­vin­cial, this pretty little wo­man, an ex­quis­ite pro­vin­cial.

			“The po­ets and writers, who are all Parisi­an, sing to us of the Parisi­an wo­man and of her charm, be­cause they know only her; but I de­clare here that the wo­man from the provinces is worth a hun­dred times more, when she is of su­per­i­or qual­ity.

			“The pro­vin­cial has an at­trac­tion all her own, more dis­creet than that of the Par­is­i­enne, more humble, prom­ising noth­ing and giv­ing much, while the Par­is­i­enne, for the most part, prom­ises much but gives noth­ing when she is un­dressed.

			“The Parisi­an wo­man is the el­eg­ant and brazen tri­umph of ar­ti­fi­ci­al­ity; the pro­vin­cial, an ex­ample of the mod­esty of truth.

			“Yet the wide-awake pro­vin­cial, with her air of homely alert­ness, her de­ceit­ful, school­girl cand­our, her smile which means noth­ing, and her good little pas­sions, dir­ect and ten­a­cious, is cap­able of a thou­sand times more de­ceit, ar­ti­fice, and fem­in­ine in­ven­tion than all the Par­is­i­ennes to­geth­er, for grat­i­fy­ing her own tastes or vices, and that without awaken­ing sus­pi­cion, or scan­dal, or gos­sip in the little town which watches her with all its eyes from all its win­dows.

			“Ma­dame Aman­don was a type of this rare but charm­ing race. Nev­er had any­one sus­pec­ted her, nev­er had any­one thought that her life was not as limp­id as her look, a sly look, trans­par­ent and warm, but seem­ingly so hon­est—you should have seen it!

			“Then she had ad­mir­able tact, a mar­vel­lous in­genu­ity and power of in­ven­tion, and un­be­liev­able sim­pli­city.

			“She picked all her lov­ers from the army and kept them three years, the time of their so­journ in the gar­ris­on. In short, she grat­i­fied, not her heart but her senses.

			“When some new re­gi­ment ar­rived at Per­thuis-le-Long, she in­formed her­self about all the of­ficers between thirty and forty years of age—for, be­fore thirty one is not dis­creet, and after forty, one is of­ten feeble.

			“Oh! she knew the list of of­ficers as well as the Col­on­el did. She knew all, all the habits, man­ners, in­struc­tion, edu­ca­tion, phys­ic­al qual­it­ies, the power of res­ist­ance to fa­tigue, the char­ac­ter, wheth­er pa­tient or vi­ol­ent, the for­tune, and the tend­ency to close­ness or prod­ig­al­ity of each of them. Then she made her choice. She gave pref­er­ence to men of calm ex­ter­i­or, like her­self, but they must be hand­some. She also wished them to have had no pre­vi­ous en­tan­gle­ments, any pas­sion hav­ing the power to leave traces, or that had made any trouble. Be­cause the man whose loves are men­tioned is nev­er very dis­creet.

			“After hav­ing de­cided upon the one she would love for the three years of his reg­u­la­tion so­journ, it only re­mained for her to set her cap at him.

			“How many wo­men would find them­selves em­bar­rassed, would have taken or­din­ary means, fol­low­ing the way of oth­ers, hav­ing court paid them, mark­ing off all the stages of con­quest and res­ist­ance, al­low­ing their fin­gers to be kissed one day, their wrist the next, their cheek the fol­low­ing, then the lips, then the rest. She had a meth­od more prompt, more dis­creet, and more sure. She gave a ball.

			“The chosen of­ficer was in­vited to dance with the mis­tress of the house. Then, in waltz­ing, led on by the rap­id move­ment, be­wildered by the in­tox­ic­a­tion of the dance, she would press against him as if sur­ren­der­ing her­self, and hold his hand with a nervous, con­tin­ued pres­sure.

			“If he did not un­der­stand, he was only a fool, and she passed on to the next, classed as num­ber two, on the list of her de­sires.

			“If he un­der­stood, the thing was done, without fuss, without com­prom­ising gal­lantries, without nu­mer­ous vis­its.

			“What could be sim­pler or more prac­tic­al?

			“How well wo­men might fol­low a sim­il­ar pro­ced­ure, in or­der to let us know that they like us! How many dif­fi­culties, hes­it­a­tions, mis­un­der­stand­ings that would ob­vi­ate! How of­ten we pass by, without know­ing it, a pos­sible hap­pi­ness, without sus­pect­ing it, be­cause we are un­able to pen­et­rate the mys­tery of thought, the secret aban­don of the will, the mute ap­peal of the flesh, the un­known soul of a wo­man whose mouth pre­serves si­lence, whose eye is im­pen­et­rable and clear.

			“When the man un­der­stood, he asked for a ren­dez­vous. But she al­ways made him wait a month or six weeks in or­der to watch and be sure that he had no dan­ger­ous faults.

			“Dur­ing this time he was rack­ing his brain to think of some place where they could meet without per­il, and ima­gin­ing com­bin­a­tions dif­fi­cult and un­safe.

			“Then, at some of­fi­cial feast, she would say to him in a whis­per:

			“ ‘Go on Tues­day even­ing, at nine o’clock, to the Hôtel du Che­val d’Or, near the ram­parts, on the Vouzi­ers road, and ask for Ma­demois­elle Clarisse. I shall be wait­ing for you. And be sure to be in mufti.’

			“For eight years she had in fact ren­ted this fur­nished room by the year, in this ob­scure inn. It was an idea of her first lov­er which she found prac­tic­al, and after the man de­par­ted, she kept the nest.

			“Oh! it was a me­diocre nest; four walls covered with gray pa­per ad­orned with blue flowers, a pine bed­stead un­der muslin cur­tains, an arm­chair bought at her or­der by the innkeep­er’s wife, two chairs, a bed­side rug, and some ne­ces­sary art­icles for the toi­lette—what more was needed?

			“Upon the walls were three large pho­to­graphs. Three col­on­els on horse­back; the col­on­els of her lov­ers! Why not? It would not do to pre­serve the true like­ness, the ex­act like­ness, but she could per­haps keep some souven­irs by proxy.

			“And she had nev­er been re­cog­nized by any­one in all these vis­its to the Che­val d’Or, you ask?

			“Nev­er, by any­one!

			“The means she em­ployed were ad­mir­able and simple. She had thought out and or­gan­ized some char­ity re­unions and re­li­gious meet­ings, some of which she at­ten­ded, oth­ers she did not. Her hus­band, know­ing her good works, which cost him dear, lived without sus­pi­cions. Then, when a ren­dez­vous had been agreed upon, she would say at din­ner, be­fore the ser­vants:

			“ ‘I am go­ing this even­ing to the As­so­ci­ation for mak­ing flan­nel band­ages for the para­lysed old men.’

			“And she went out about eight o’clock, went straight to the As­so­ci­ation, came out again im­me­di­ately, passed through di­verse streets, and, find­ing her­self alone in some little street, in some sombre corner without a light, she would take off her hat, re­place it by a maid’s cap which she car­ried un­der her cape, fold a ker­chief after the same fash­ion and tie it over her shoulders, car­ry­ing her hat and the gar­ment she had worn in a nap­kin; she would go trot­ting along, full of cour­age, her hips un­covered, like a good little maid that had been sent upon some er­rand; and some­times she would even run, as if she were in a great hurry.

			“Who could have re­cog­nized in this trim ser­vant the lively wife of Pres­id­ent Aman­don?

			“She would ar­rive at the Che­val d’Or, go up to her room, to which she had the key, and the big pro­pri­et­or, Maître Trouveau, see­ing her pass his desk, would mur­mur:

			“ ‘There is Ma­demois­elle Clarisse com­ing to meet some lov­er.’

			“He had in­deed guessed some­thing, the rogue, but did not try to learn more, and he would cer­tainly have been much sur­prised to find that his cli­ent was Ma­dame Aman­don, or Ma­dame Mar­guer­ite, as she was called in Per­thuis-le-Long. And this is how the hor­rible dis­cov­ery took place.

			“Nev­er had Ma­demois­elle Clarisse come to her meet­ing-place two even­ings in suc­ces­sion, nev­er! be­ing too nice and too prudent for that. And Maître Trouveau knew this well, since not once in eight years had he seen her come the next day after a vis­it. Of­ten, there­fore, in days of need, he had dis­posed of her room for a night.

			“Now, last sum­mer, Mon­sieur Aman­don ab­sented him­self from home for a week. It was in Ju­ly. Ma­dame was ar­dently in love, and as there was no fear of be­ing sur­prised, she asked her lov­er, the hand­some Ma­jor Varangelles, one Tues­day even­ing on leav­ing him, if he wished her to re­turn the next day.

			“He replied: ‘How can you ask!’

			“And it was agreed that they should re­turn at the usu­al hour on Wed­nes­day. She said to him in a low tone:

			“ ‘If you ar­rive first, my dear, you can wait for me in bed.’

			“Then they em­braced and sep­ar­ated. The next day, as Maître Trouveau sat read­ing Les Tab­lettes de Per­thuis, the Re­pub­lic­an or­gan of the town, he cried out to his wife, who was pluck­ing a fowl in the court­yard:

			“ ‘Here! the chol­era has broken out in the coun­try. There was a man died yes­ter­day of it in Vauvigny.’ But he thought no more about it, his inn be­ing full of people, and busi­ness very good.

			“To­wards noon a trav­el­ler presen­ted him­self on foot, a kind of tour­ist, who ordered a good break­fast, after hav­ing drunk two ab­sinthes. And, as he was very warm, he ab­sorbed a bottle of wine and two bottles of wa­ter at least. Then he took his cof­fee and his little glass of li­queur, or rather three little glasses, and feel­ing rather drowsy he asked for a room where he might sleep for an hour or two. There was no longer a va­cant room, and the pro­pri­et­or, after con­sult­ing his wife, gave him Ma­demois­elle Clarisse’s.

			“The man went in there and, about five o’clock, as he had not been seen com­ing out, the land­lord went to wake him. What was his as­ton­ish­ment to find him dead!

			“The innkeep­er des­cen­ded to find his wife: ‘Listen,’ he whispered to her, ‘the tour­ist I put in num­ber 11, I be­lieve is dead.’

			“She raised her arms, cry­ing: ‘It’s not pos­sible! Lord God! It is the chol­era!’

			“Maître Trouveau shook his head:

			“ ‘I should rather be­lieve that it was a cereb­ral con­ges­tion, see­ing that he is as black as the dregs of wine.’

			“But the mis­tress was frightened and kept re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘We must not men­tion it. We must not talk of it. People will say it is chol­era. Go and make the re­port and say noth­ing. They will take him away in the night, and no one will know about it. “Where ig­nor­ance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise.” ’

			“The man mur­mured: ‘Ma­demois­elle Clarisse was here yes­ter­day, the room will be free this even­ing.’

			“And he found the doc­tor who made out the cer­ti­fic­ate, ‘From con­ges­tion after a co­pi­ous re­past.’ Then he made an agree­ment with the com­mis­sion­er of po­lice to re­move the dead body to­wards mid­night, so that there might be no sus­pi­cion about the hotel.

			

			“It was scarcely nine o’clock when Ma­dame Aman­don went secretly up the stair­case of the Che­val d’Or, without be­ing seen by any­one. She reached her room, opened the door, and entered. A candle was burn­ing upon the chim­neypiece. She turned to­ward the bed. The ma­jor, she thought, was already there and had closed the cur­tains.

			“She said to him: ‘One minute, darling, and I am com­ing.’

			“And she un­dressed with a fe­ver­ish haste, throw­ing her boots upon the floor and her cor­set upon the arm­chair. Then, her black dress and skirts hav­ing fallen in a circle around her, she stood in her red silk chemise like a flower that has just blos­somed.

			“As the ma­jor said not a word, she asked:

			“ ‘Are you asleep, my big dear?’

			“He did not an­swer, and she began to laugh, mur­mur­ing:

			“ ‘Wait! He is asleep. It is too funny!’

			“She kept on her black silk open­work stock­ings and, run­ning to the bed, slipped in quickly, seiz­ing him full in her arms and kiss­ing him on the lips, in or­der to wake him sud­denly. It was the cold dead body of the trav­el­ler.

			“For one second she re­mained im­mov­able, too frightened to com­pre­hend any­thing. But the cold of this in­ert flesh pen­et­rated her own, giv­ing her an at­ro­cious fright be­fore her mind had time to re­flect.

			“She made a bound out of the bed, trem­bling from head to foot; then run­ning to the chim­neypiece, she seized the candle, re­turned, and looked! And she per­ceived a fright­ful face that she had nev­er be­fore seen, black, swollen, with eyes closed, and a hor­rible grim­ace of the jaw.

			“She uttered a cry, one of those pier­cing in­ter­min­able cries which wo­men ut­ter in their fright, and, let­ting fall the candle, she opened the door and fled, un­clothed, down the pas­sage, con­tinu­ing to scream in fright­ful fash­ion. A com­mer­cial trav­el­ler, in his socks, who oc­cu­pied room num­ber 4, came out im­me­di­ately and re­ceived her in his arms.

			“He asked, much startled: ‘What is the mat­ter, pretty dear?’

			“She stammered out, ter­ri­fied: ‘Someone has been killed—in—my room!’

			“Oth­er guests ap­peared. The land­lord him­self ran out.

			“And sud­denly the tall fig­ure of the ma­jor ap­peared at the end of the cor­ridor. When she saw him, she threw her­self to­ward him, cry­ing:

			“ ‘Save me, save me, Gon­tran—someone has been killed in our room.’

			

			“Ex­plan­a­tions were dif­fi­cult. Maître Trouveau, how­ever, told the truth and de­man­ded that they re­lease Ma­demois­elle Clarisse, for whom he vouched with his own head. But the com­mer­cial trav­el­ler in socks, hav­ing ex­amined the dead body, de­clared that a crime had been com­mit­ted, and he con­vinced the oth­er guests that Ma­demois­elle Clarisse and her lov­er should not be al­lowed to de­part.

			“They were ob­liged to await the ar­rival of the po­lice com­mis­sion­er, who gave them their liberty, but was not dis­creet.

			“The fol­low­ing month, Pres­id­ent Aman­don re­ceived pro­mo­tion with a new place of res­id­ence.”

		
	
		
			The Closet

			After din­ner we were talk­ing about wo­men, for what else is there to talk about, among men? One of us said:

			“By the way, I had a curi­ous ad­ven­ture of that kind.” And this is what he told us:

			“One even­ing last winter, I was sud­denly taken with one of those de­press­ing, over­whelm­ing fits of las­sit­ude, which seize upon one, body and soul, from time to time. I was at home alone, and I knew well that if I re­mained there I should have a fright­ful at­tack of des­pond­ency, of the kind that leads to sui­cide when they re­turn of­ten.

			“I put on my over­coat and went out, without know­ing at all what I was go­ing to do. Hav­ing des­cen­ded to the Boulevard, I began to walk along past the cafés, nearly empty, for it was rain­ing. One of those fine rains was fall­ing that dampen the spir­its as much as the clothes; not one of those good showers, strik­ing one in a cas­cade and driv­ing ped­es­tri­ans in­to door­ways out of breath, but a rain so fine that one does not feel the drops, a hu­mid rain that un­ceas­ingly de­pos­its upon you im­per­cept­ible droplets and cov­ers your cloth­ing with a cold, pen­et­rat­ing mois­ture.

			“What should I do? I went up and down, seek­ing some place to spend a couple of hours, and dis­cov­er­ing, for the first time, that there was not a place of amuse­ment in all Par­is in the even­ing. Fi­nally, I de­cided to enter the Fol­ies-Ber­gères, that amus­ing wo­man mar­ket.

			“There were very few people in the huge aud­it­or­i­um. In the long, semi­cir­cu­lar prom­en­ade there were only people of no im­port­ance, whose vul­gar­ity was ap­par­ent in their walk, their cloth­ing, the cut of their hair and beard, their hats, and their com­plex­ion. There was hardly one man who looked clean, per­fectly clean, and whose clothes were not odd. As for the girls they are al­ways the same, as you know, plain, weary, droop­ing, walk­ing with that quick step and that air of im­be­cile dis­dain which they as­sume, I know not why.

			“I said to my­self that truly not one of these flag­ging creatures, greasy rather than fat, either bloated or very thin, with the paunch of a pre­l­ate and their long legs bowed, was worth the louis that they ob­tained with much dif­fi­culty after hav­ing de­man­ded five.

			“But sud­denly I per­ceived one of them, a little one that looked nice; not very young, but fresh, droll, and pro­vok­ing. I stopped her and, stu­pidly, without think­ing, set my price for the night. I did not wish to re­turn home alone, all alone; I pre­ferred rather the com­pany and em­braces of this creature.

			“And so I fol­lowed her. She lived in a big, big house in the Rue des Mar­tyrs. The gas was already ex­tin­guished on the stair­case. I moun­ted slowly, con­stantly light­ing wax-matches, strik­ing the steps with my feet, stum­bling and ill at ease, fol­low­ing a pet­ti­coat, the rustle of which I heard be­fore me.

			“She stopped at the fourth story, and hav­ing shut again the out­side door, she asked:

			“ ‘And you wish to re­main un­til to­mor­row?’

			“ ‘Yes. You know that was the agree­ment.’

			“ ‘All right, my dear, I only wanted to know. Wait for me here a minute, I will re­turn im­me­di­ately.’

			“And she left me in the dark­ness. I heard her close two doors, then it seemed to me she was speak­ing with some­body. I was sur­prised and dis­turbed. The idea of black­mail oc­curred to me. But I have fists and sol­id muscles. ‘We shall see,’ thought I.

			“I listened with all at­ten­tion, both of ear and mind. Someone was mov­ing, walk­ing about, but with great pre­cau­tion. Then an­oth­er door was opened, and it seemed to me that I still heard talk­ing, but in a very low voice.

			“She re­turned, bring­ing a lighted candle. ‘You can enter now,’ she said.

			“She spoke fa­mil­iarly, as a sign of pos­ses­sion. I entered, and after hav­ing crossed a din­ing room, where it was evid­ent nobody ever dined, I entered a cham­ber like that of all these girls, a fur­nished room, with rep cur­tains, and ei­der­down silk quilt with sus­pi­cious-look­ing spots.

			“She con­tin­ued: ‘Make your­self at home, my dear.’

			“I in­spec­ted the apart­ment with an eye of sus­pi­cion. There seemed noth­ing dis­quiet­ing, how­ever. She un­dressed her­self so quickly that she was in bed be­fore I had my over­coat off. Then she began to laugh:

			“ ‘Well, what is the mat­ter with you? Are you changed in­to a pil­lar of salt? Come! Make haste!’

			“I im­it­ated her and joined her. Five minutes later I had a fool­ish de­sire to dress again and go out. But the over­whelm­ing las­sit­ude which had seized me at my house, re­turned to me, de­priving me of all strength to move, and I re­mained, in spite of the dis­gust which I had for this pub­lic bed. The sen­su­al charm which I fan­cied I saw down there, un­der the lights of the theatre, had dis­ap­peared in my arms, and I had with me, flesh to flesh, only a vul­gar girl, like all the rest, whose in­dif­fer­ent and com­plais­ant kiss had an af­ter­taste of gar­lic.

			“I began to talk to her:

			“ ‘Have you been here long?’ said I.

			“ ‘Six months the fif­teenth of Janu­ary.’

			“ ‘Where were you be­fore that?’

			“ ‘I was in the Rue Clauzel. But the con­ci­erge made so much trouble that I left.’

			“And she began to re­late an in­ter­min­able story of the con­ci­erge who had made some scan­dal about her.

			“Sud­denly I heard some­thing mov­ing near us. At first there was a sigh, then a slight but dis­tinct noise, as if someone had stirred in a chair.

			“I sat up quickly in bed and asked: ‘What was that noise?’

			“She answered with tran­quil as­sur­ance: ‘Don’t dis­turb your­self, my dear, it is my neigh­bour. The par­ti­tion is so thin that we hear everything as if they were here. What rot­ten holes these are. They are made of paste­board.’

			“My in­dol­ence was so strong that I got down un­der the clothes again. We con­tin­ued our talk. In­cited by the curi­os­ity which drives all men to ques­tion these creatures upon their first ad­ven­ture, to wish to raise the veil from their first fault in or­der to find in them some far-off trace of in­no­cence, that we may find some­thing to love, per­haps, in the rap­id re­cit­al evoked by their cand­our and the shame of long ago, I asked her about her first lov­er.

			“I knew that she would lie. What did it mat­ter? Among all the lies I might dis­cov­er, per­haps, some sin­cere or touch­ing in­cid­ent.

			“ ‘Come,’ said I, ‘tell me who he was.’

			“ ‘He was an oars­man.’

			“ ‘Ah! Tell me about it. Where were you?’

			“ ‘I was at Ar­gen­teuil.’

			“ ‘What were you do­ing there?’

			“ ‘I was maid in a res­taur­ant.’

			“ ‘What res­taur­ant?’

			“ ‘At the Mar­in d’Eau Douce. Do you know it?’

			“ ‘Well, yes; Bon­an­fan’s.’

			“ ‘Yes, that’s the one.’

			“ ‘And how did he pay his court, this oars­man?’

			“ ‘While I was mak­ing his bed. He forced me.’

			“But sud­denly I re­called the the­ory of a doc­tor of my ac­quaint­ance, an ob­serving, philo­soph­ic doc­tor who, in his prac­tice in a great hos­pit­al, had daily ex­amples of these girl-moth­ers and pros­ti­tutes, and knew all the shame and misery of wo­men, the poor wo­men who be­come the hideous prey of the wan­der­ing male with money in his pock­et.

			“ ‘In­vari­ably,’ he told me, ‘a girl is de­bauched by a man of her own class and sta­tion in life. I have made volumes of ob­ser­va­tions upon it. It is cus­tom­ary to ac­cuse the rich of cull­ing the flower of in­no­cence from the chil­dren of the people. That is not true. The rich pay for the culled bou­quet. They cull also, but at the second flower­ing; they nev­er cut the first.’

			“Then turn­ing to­ward my com­pan­ion, I began to laugh:

			“ ‘Come now, I know all your story by heart. The oars­man was not the first, as you well know.’

			“ ‘Oh! yes, my dear, I swear it!’

			“ ‘You are ly­ing.’

			“ ‘Oh! no, I prom­ise you I am not.’

			“ ‘You lie. Come, tell me the truth.’

			“She seemed to hes­it­ate, as­ton­ished. I con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘I am a sor­cer­er, my good child, a hyp­not­ist. If you do not tell me the truth, I shall put you to sleep, and then I can find it out.’

			“She was afraid, be­ing stu­pid like her kind. She mur­mured:

			“ ‘How did you ever guess it?’

			“I replied: ‘Come, speak.’

			“ ‘Oh! the first time, it was al­most noth­ing. There was a coun­try hol­i­day and a chef was called in for the oc­ca­sion, M. Al­ex­an­der. As soon as he came he had it all his own way in the house. He ordered every­body, even the mas­ter and mis­tress, as if he had been a king. He was a tall, hand­some man who had hardly enough room to stand in front of the stove. He was al­ways shout­ing: “Here, some but­ter—some eggs—some Madeira!” And you had to run to him with everything at once, or he would get angry and say things to you that would make you blush all over your body.

			“ ‘When the day’s work was done he in­stalled him­self in front of the door and began to smoke. And, as I passed in front of him with a pile of plates, he said to me: “Hello, kid, won’t you come down to the edge of the river and show me the coun­try?” I went, like a fool; and scarcely had we ar­rived at the bank when he forced me so quickly that I did not even know that it was done. And then he went away by the nine o’clock train, and I nev­er saw him again after that.’

			“I asked: ‘Is that all?’

			“She stammered: ‘Oh! I be­lieve Florentin be­longs to him.’

			“ ‘Who is Florentin?’

			“ ‘He is my little boy.’

			“ ‘Ah! very well. And you made the oars­man be­lieve that he was the fath­er, did you not?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘Had this oars­man money?’

			“ ‘Yes, he left me an in­come of three hun­dred francs for Florentin’s sup­port.’

			“I began to be amused, and con­tin­ued:

			“ ‘Very well, my girl, very well. You are all less stu­pid than one would be­lieve. And how old is Florentin now?’

			“She answered: ‘Twelve years old. He will take his first com­mu­nion in the spring.’

			“ ‘That is good; and since that you have con­scien­tiously fol­lowed your pro­fes­sion?’

			“She sighed resign­edly: ‘One does what one can.’

			“A loud noise in an­oth­er part of the room made me leap out of bed with a bound; it was the noise of someone fall­ing, then rising and grop­ing with his hands upon the wall. I had seized the candle and was look­ing about, frightened and furi­ous. She got up also and tried to hold me back, say­ing:

			“ ‘It is noth­ing, my dear, I as­sure you it is noth­ing.’

			“But I had dis­covered on which side of the wall this strange noise was. I went straight to­ward a con­cealed door at the head of the bed and opened it sud­denly—and per­ceived there a poor little boy, trem­bling and star­ing at me with frightened eyes, a pale, thin little boy be­side a large chair filled with straw, from which he had fallen.

			“When he saw me, he began to cry and, open­ing his arms to his moth­er:

			“ ‘It was not my fault, mamma, it was not my fault. I was asleep and I fell. You mustn’t scold me, for it was not my fault.’

			“I turned to­ward the wo­man and said:

			“ ‘What does he mean?’

			“She seemed sad and em­bar­rassed. But fi­nally she said in a broken voice:

			“ ‘What can you ex­pect? I do not earn enough to put the child to school! I must take care of him some­how, and I can­not af­ford to hire an­oth­er room. He sleeps with me when I have no one. When someone comes for an hour or two, he can stay in the closet very well and keep quiet; he knows how. But when one re­mains all night, as you have, his muscles are fa­tigued from sleep­ing on the chair—and it is not the child’s fault. I would like to see you—you—sleep all night on a chair—you would sing an­oth­er song—’

			“She was angry, wrought up, and was shout­ing.

			“The child was still cry­ing. A poor child, del­ic­ate and tim­id, the child of the closet, of the cold, dark closet, a child who came from time to time to get a little warmth in the bed when, for a mo­ment, it was empty.

			“I, too, had an in­clin­a­tion to weep.

			“I re­turned home to my own bed.”

		
	
		
			Military Honors

			There was no noise in the forest ex­cept the light trem­bling of the snow fall­ing upon the trees. It had fallen since mid­day: a soft, fine snow which powdered the branches with a glit­ter­ing moss and threw upon the dead leaves of the thick­et a cov­er­ing of sil­ver, spread­ing along the way an im­mense car­pet, soft and white, and mak­ing still great­er the il­lim­it­able si­lence in this ocean of trees.

			Be­fore the door of the forest house a young wo­man with bare arms was cut­ting wood, between the heavy blows of the ax and a great stone. She was tall, thin, and strong, a daugh­ter of the forest, daugh­ter and wife of for­est­ers.

			A voice cried from the in­teri­or of the house: “We are alone to­night, Berthine, you must come in, for it is get­ting dark and the Prus­si­ans or wolves may be prowl­ing around.”

			The wood­cut­ter re­spon­ded, strik­ing a stump a great blow and then an­oth­er, which ob­liged her to straight­en her neck at each move­ment of the arms:

			“I have fin­ished, mamma. I’m com­ing, I’m com­ing, have no fear; it is still day.”

			Then she entered with some fag­ots and the logs of wood and piled them up be­side the fire­place, go­ing out again to close the out­er doors, enorm­ous doors of the heart of oak, and fi­nally came in and pushed the bolts.

			Her moth­er was knit­ting be­fore the fire, a wrinkled old wo­man whom age had rendered full of fear. “I do not like it when your fath­er is away,” said she. “Two wo­men are not very strong.”

			The young wo­man answered: “Oh! I could kill a wolf or a Prus­si­an, the one as well as the oth­er.”

			And she cast her eye at a large re­volver hanging above the hearth. Her hus­band had been draf­ted in­to the army at the be­gin­ning of the Prus­si­an in­va­sion, and the two wo­men were left alone with the fath­er, the old keep­er, Nich­olas Pichon, called “Longlegs,” who had ab­so­lutely re­fused to leave his dwell­ing and go in­to the town.

			The nearest town was Reth­el, an old strong­hold perched upon a rock. They were pat­ri­ot­ic there; and the cit­izens, hav­ing de­cided to res­ist the in­vaders, had shut them­selves up in their houses for a siege, ac­cord­ing to the tra­di­tions of the city. Twice already, un­der Henry IV and un­der Louis XIV, the in­hab­it­ants of Reth­el had dis­tin­guished them­selves for their hero­ic de­fense. They could do it again this time, be sure of that! or they would let them­selves be burned with­in their walls.

			So, they had bought some can­nons and some guns, equipped a mil­ita, formed some bat­talions and com­pan­ies and drilled them every day in the square. Every­body, bakers, gro­cers, wood­cut­ters, not­ar­ies, at­tor­neys, car­penters, lib­rar­i­ans, chem­ists even, took turns in the role at reg­u­lar hours un­der the or­ders of Mon­sieur Lav­igne, a former sub-of­ficer of dra­goons, now a mer­chant, hav­ing mar­ried the daugh­ter and in­her­ited the shop of the eld­er Mon­sieur Ravaudan.

			He took the rank of ma­jor, and as all the young men were away in the army, he en­rolled all oth­ers who had any power of res­ist­ance. The large ones were no longer in the streets but were now al­ways in the gym­nas­i­um try­ing to re­duce their fat and pro­long their breath, the weak striv­ing to in­crease their strength and harden their muscles.

			And now they were wait­ing for the Prus­si­ans. But the Prus­si­ans nowhere ap­peared. They were not far off, nev­er­the­less; for twice already their spies had pushed across the woods as far as the house of Nich­olas Pichon, the for­est­er, called “Longlegs.”

			The old keep­er, who could run like a fox, had come to warn the town. The can­nons were poin­ted but the en­emy did not show it­self. The dwell­ing of the for­est­er, in the Ave­line forest, served as an out­post of the cit­izen sol­diers. And Nich­olas, twice a week, went for pro­vi­sions and brought the news of the sur­round­ing coun­try.

			He had set out on this par­tic­u­lar day to an­nounce that a small de­tach­ment of Ger­man in­fantry had stopped at his house on the day be­fore, to­ward two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and had im­me­di­ately gone away again. The sub-of­ficer could speak French.

			When the old man left home, he al­ways led with him his two big dogs, with jaws like lions, from fear of the wolves, which were be­gin­ning to be fe­ro­cious, and left the two wo­men to de­pend upon bar­ri­cad­ing them­selves in the house at the ap­proach of night. The young wo­man was afraid of noth­ing, but her moth­er was al­ways afraid, say­ing:

			“It will end badly, all this. You will see that will end badly.”

			On this par­tic­u­lar even­ing she was more dis­turbed than usu­al:

			“Do you know what time your fath­er will re­turn?” she asked.

			“Oh! not be­fore el­ev­en o’clock, surely. When he dines with the com­mand­er, he al­ways re­turns late.”

			And she was about to put her sauce­pan over the fire to make the soup, when she stopped short, listen­ing to a vague noise that seemed to come through the chim­ney.

			She mur­mured: “There is some­body walk­ing through the woods, as many as sev­en or eight men, at least.”

			The moth­er, frightened, stopped her spin­ning, stam­mer­ing:

			“Oh! Lord-’a-mercy! and your fath­er is not here yet.”

			She had not fin­ished speak­ing when vi­ol­ent blows made the door tremble. As the wo­men did not re­spond, a strong gut­tur­al voice cried:

			“Oben!” Then after a si­lence, the same voice con­tin­ued: “Oben, or I will preak the door.”

			Then Berthine slid in­to the pock­et of her skirt the great re­volver and, hav­ing placed her ear against the crack of the door, asked:

			“Who are you?”

			The voice re­spon­ded: “I am the tetach­ment of the oth­er day.”

			The young wo­man asked: “What is it you wish?”

			“I am lost since this morn­ing in the woods, with my tetach­ment. Oben, or I preak the door down.”

			The forest wo­man had no choice; she quickly slipped the great bolt, then draw­ing back the heavy fold­ing door, she per­ceived in the pale light of the snow six men, Prus­si­an sol­diers, the same that were there the day be­fore. In a res­ol­ute tone she asked:

			“Why have you come here at this hour?”

			The sub-of­ficer answered: “I am lost, en­tirely lost, and I regog­nized the house. I have had noth­ing to eat since morn­ing, no more has my tetach­ment.”

			Berthine de­clared: “It hap­pens that I am all alone with my moth­er this even­ing.”

			The sol­dier, who ap­peared to be an hon­est fel­low, answered: “That is no mat­ter. I shall do no harm, but you will gif us some­thing to eat. We are dy­ing of hun­ger and fa­tigue.”

			The wo­man of the forest drew back, say­ing: “Enter.”

			They entered, powdered with snow, car­ry­ing on their hel­mets a kind of creamy moss, which made them look as if covered with me­ringue. They seemed weary and ex­hausted.

			The young wo­man showed them wooden benches be­side the large table. “Sit down,” she said, “it is true that you are worn out. I am go­ing to make soup for you.”

			Then she re­placed the bolts of the door. Again she took up the sauce­pan, threw in some but­ter and some pota­toes, then tak­ing down a piece of ba­con that hung in the chim­ney, she cut off half and plunged it in­to the wa­ter.

			The six men fol­lowed every mo­tion, with an awakened hun­ger in their eyes. They had placed their guns and their hel­mets in the corner, and were wait­ing, with as wise a look as chil­dren on school benches.

			The moth­er began to spin again, cast­ing every mo­ment a look at the in­vaders. Noth­ing could be heard the but light rumble of the wheel and the crack­ling of the fire and the mur­mur of the boil­ing wa­ter.

			But sud­denly a strange noise made them all tremble, some­thing like a rauc­ous breath un­der the door, strong and wheez­ing. The Ger­man of­ficer made a bound for his gun. The for­est­er’s daugh­ter stopped him with a ges­ture, smil­ing: “It is the wolves,” said she. “They are hungry like you, they are wan­der­ing around and are hungry.”

			The man, in­cred­u­lous, wished to see for him­self, and as soon as the out­er door was opened, he per­ceived two great gray beasts run­ning away at a rap­id trot. He re­turned, and mur­mured as he sat down:

			“I would not haf pe­lieved it.” And he waited till his sup­per was ready.

			They ate vo­ra­ciously, with mouths open to the ears in or­der to swal­low more at a time, their round eyes open­ing wide in uni­son with the jaw, and a noise in their throats like the gurg­ling in a rain­spout.

			The two si­lent wo­men watched the rap­id move­ments of their great red beards, the pota­toes hav­ing the ap­pear­ance of for­cing them­selves in­to the mov­ing fleece. And as they were thirsty, the daugh­ter of the forest des­cen­ded to the cel­lar to draw some cider. She was there a long time. It was a little arched cave which, dur­ing the Re­volu­tion, was said to have served as a pris­on and a place of con­ceal­ment. It was reached by means of a flight of steep steps which closed with a trap­door at the end of the kit­chen.

			When Berthine re­appeared, she laughed to her­self with a sly air. And she gave to the Ger­mans her pitch­er of drink. Then she ate her sup­per, with her moth­er, at the oth­er end of the kit­chen.

			The sol­diers had fin­ished eat­ing and were asleep, all six of them, about the table. From time to time, a head would fall upon the board with a heavy sound, then the man, brusquely awakened, would sit up again.

			Berthine said to the of­ficer, “Lie down be­fore the fire, pray, there is room enough there for six. As for me, I shall climb up to my room with my moth­er.”

			And the two wo­men moun­ted to the loft. They were heard lock­ing the door and walk­ing about for some time; then there was no more sound.

			The Prus­si­ans stretched out upon the floor, feet to the fire, their heads sup­por­ted by their knap­sacks, and soon were snor­ing, all six of them, in six dif­fer­ent tones, weak or son­or­ous, but con­tin­ued and for­mid­able.

			They must have been asleep a long time when a gun­shot re­soun­ded, so power­ful that one would be­lieve it had been fired in­to the walls of the house. The sol­diers were on their feet in an in­stant. Again two shots were heard, fol­lowed by three oth­ers.

			The door at the stair­case opened sud­denly and the for­est­er’s daugh­ter ap­peared, bare­footed, in a chemise and a short pet­ti­coat, a candle in her hand, with an air of fright.

			“Here are the French,” she stammered, “at least two hun­dred of them. If they find you here they will burn the house. Go down in­to the cel­lar quickly, and make no noise. If you make any noise, we are lost.”

			The of­ficer, much frightened, mur­mured: “I will so, I will so, but where can we des­cend?”

			The young wo­man raised the trap­door with haste, and the six men dis­ap­peared by the little flight of steps, for­cing them­selves in­to the hole one after the oth­er, back­ward, test­ing each step with the feet.

			When the point of the last hel­met had dis­ap­peared, Berthine re­placed the heavy plank of oak, thick as a wall, hard as steel, held in place by some hinges and dun­geon lock, of which she gave two long turns to the key, and then she laughed, a mute, tri­umphant laugh, with a mad de­sire to dance over the heads of the pris­on­ers.

			They made no noise, shut in there as in a sol­id box of stone, re­ceiv­ing the air only from the venthole, which was pro­tec­ted by bars of iron.

			Berthine im­me­di­ately re­lighted the fire, put on the sauce­pan again, and made some more soup, mur­mur­ing: “Fath­er will be tired to­night.” Then she sat down and waited. The pen­du­lum of the clock, go­ing back and forth with its reg­u­lar tick­tack, alone broke the si­lence.

			From time to time the young wo­man cast a look at the dial, an im­pa­tient look which seemed to say: “You don’t go quickly enough!”

			But soon there seemed to be a mur­mur­ing un­der her feet. Some low, con­fused words came to her through the arch of the cel­lar. The Prus­si­ans had sur­mised her ruse, and the of­ficer now moun­ted the steps and began to pound on the trap­door with his fists. He cried anew: “Oben!”

			She got up and ap­proached him, im­it­at­ing his ac­cent:

			“What iss it you vant?”

			“Oben!”

			“I vill not oben.”

			The man was angry. “Oben or I vill preak the door.”

			She began to laugh. “Break, my good man, break,” she said.

			He began to strike with his gun upon the oaken trap­door closed over his head. But it would have res­isted the blows of a cata­pult.

			The wo­man of the forest heard him des­cend again. Then the sol­diers came, one after the oth­er, to try their strength and in­spect the open­ing. But, without doubt judging their at­tempts use­less, they des­cen­ded again in­to the cel­lar and began to talk among them­selves.

			The young wo­man listened to them, and then she opened the out­side door and hearkened out in­to the night. She heard a bark­ing afar off. She whistled as a hunter does, and presently two enorm­ous dogs bounded out of the shad­ow upon her, frisk­ing about in joy. She seized them by the neck and hindered them from run­ning, cry­ing with all her force:

			“Oh! Fath­er!”

			A voice afar off re­spon­ded: “Berthine!”

			She waited a few seconds, then re­peated:

			“Oh! Fath­er!”

			The voice near­er re­peated:

			“Oh! Berthine!”

			The daugh­ter shouted: “Don’t pass be­fore the venthole. There are Prus­si­ans in the cel­lar.”

			And sud­denly the great sil­hou­ette of a man out­lined it­self at the left, stopped between the trunks of two trees, and a voice cried hur­riedly:

			“Prus­si­ans in the cel­lar? What are they do­ing there?”

			The young wo­man began to laugh: “They are those of yes­ter­day,” she answered. “They were lost in the forest, and I have put them in the cel­lar to keep fresh.”

			And she re­lated the ad­ven­ture, how she had frightened them with the shots from the re­volver and shut them up.

			The old man gravely asked: “What do you want me to do now?”

			She answered: “Go and get Mon­sieur Lav­igne with his troops. He will take them pris­on­ers. That will please him greatly.”

			And fath­er Pichon smiled: “It is true, it would please him.”

			His daugh­ter con­tin­ued: “Take some soup, eat quickly, and then go.”

			The old keep­er seated him­self and began to eat, after pla­cing two plate­fuls on the floor for the dogs.

			The Prus­si­ans, hear­ing them talk, were si­lent.

			Fath­er “Longlegs” set out a quarter of an hour later, and Berthine waited, her head in her hands.

			

			The pris­on­ers began to stir again. They now cried out, they called, and beat furi­ously against the un­break­able trap­door with their guns, un­ceas­ingly. Then they began to shoot off their guns through the venthole, hop­ing without doubt to be heard by some Ger­man de­tach­ment that might be passing in the neigh­bor­hood.

			The for­est­er’s daugh­ter did not move. But all this noise un­nerved and ir­rit­ated her. A wicked an­ger awoke in her; she wished to as­sas­sin­ate them, the scoun­drels, in or­der to make them si­lent. Then, as her im­pa­tience grew, she fell to watch­ing the clock and count­ing the minutes.

			Her fath­er had been gone an hour and a half. He had now reached the town. She be­lieved she saw him. He was re­lat­ing the story to Mon­sieur Lav­igne, who paled with emo­tion and rung up his maid to get his uni­form and his arms. She heard, it seemed to her, the drum as it went beat­ing through the streets. Frightened heads ap­peared at the win­dows. The cit­izen sol­diers came out of their houses, scarcely clothed, breath­less, buck­ling their belts, and run­ning, at gym­nast­ic pace, to­ward the house of their com­mand­er.

			Then the troop, “Longlegs” at the head, began to march, through the snow to­ward the forest. She looked at the clock. “They can get here in an hour,” she thought.

			A nervous im­pa­tience took pos­ses­sion of her. The minutes seemed in­ter­min­able.

			Fi­nally, the time that she had fixed for ar­rival was marked by the clock. Again she opened the door to see wheth­er she could hear them ap­proach­ing. She per­ceived a shad­ow mov­ing with pre­cau­tion. She was frightened and uttered a cry. It was her fath­er. He said:

			“They sent me ahead to see if any­thing had changed.”

			“No, noth­ing.”

			Then he sent in­to the night air a pro­longed and strident whistle. And im­me­di­ately some­thing dark came to­ward him, ap­proach­ing slowly from the shad­ow of trees: it was the ad­vance guard of ten men.

			“Longlegs” called out in­stantly: “Do not pass be­fore the venthole.”

			Then the first de­tach­ment showed to the next the dan­ger­ous venthole. Fi­nally, the whole troop showed it­self, two hun­dred men in all, each car­ry­ing two hun­dred cart­ridges.

			Mon­sieur Lav­igne, dis­turbed and trem­bling, placed them in such a way as to watch the house and leave a large free space be­fore the little black hole where the sod was cleared to give air to the cel­lar.

			Then he entered the dwell­ing and in­formed him­self with re­gard to the force and at­ti­tude of the en­emy, now so mute that one could have be­lieved that they had dis­ap­peared, van­ished, es­caped through the venthole.

			Mon­sieur Lav­igne struck the trap­door and called: “Mr. Prus­si­an of­ficer!”

			The Ger­man did not an­swer.

			The com­mand­er re­peated: “Mr. Prus­si­an of­ficer!”

			It was in vain. For twenty minutes he summoned this si­lent of­ficer to sur­render his arms and bag­gage, prom­ising to spare his life and the lives of his men, and mil­it­ary hon­ors for him and his sol­diers. But he ob­tained no sign of con­sent or of hos­til­ity. The situ­ation was be­com­ing dif­fi­cult.

			The cit­izen sol­diers stamped their feet in the snow, struck their shoulders great blows with their arms, like cab­men try­ing to keep warm, and looked at the venthole with a grow­ing and child­ish de­sire to pass be­fore it.

			One of them, fi­nally, Pot­dev­in by name, took the haz­ard, as he was very swift. He made a leap and ran past it like a deer. The feat was a suc­cess. The pris­on­ers seemed dead.

			One voice cried: “There is no one there.”

			And then an­oth­er sol­dier crossed the free space be­fore the dan­ger­ous hole. Then it was like a game. From minute to minute some man would throw him­self past the troop, as chil­dren play jump­ing bars, hurl­ing be­hind them lumps of snow from their swiftly mov­ing feet. For com­fort, someone lighted a great fire of dead wood, which seemed to il­lu­min­ate this pro­file of the na­tion­al guard in its rap­id jour­ney from the camp on the right to the camp on the left.

			Someone cried: “Now you, Malois­on!”

			Malois­on was a big baker whose ro­tund­ity was a source of laughter to his com­rades. He hes­it­ated. They teased him. Then, straight­en­ing up, he star­ted, with the little, reg­u­lar, gym­nast­ic step, puff­ing so that it shook his power­ful cor­poros­ity.

			All the de­tach­ment laughed un­til they cried. To en­cour­age him, they called out: “Bravo, bravo, Malois­on!”

			He had made about two thirds of his dis­tance when a long flame, rap­id and red, sprang out of the venthole. A re­port soun­ded, and the vast body of the baker fell face down­ward, while he gave a fright­ful cry.

			

			No one dared go to his aid. They saw him drag­ging him­self along on all fours, in the glisten­ing snow, and, when he had passed the ter­rible open­ing, he van­ished.

			He had re­ceived a ball in the thick part of the thigh, but near the sur­face.

			After the first sur­prise and the first fright, a new laugh went round. But Com­mand­er Lav­igne ap­peared upon the doorsill of the forest house. He came to stop his plan of at­tack. In a vi­brat­ing voice, he com­manded:

			“The zinc-work­er and his work­men come here.”

			Three men ap­proached.

			“Un­fasten the gut­ters of the house.”

			In a quarter of an hour they had car­ried to the com­mand­er twenty meters of gut­ter pipe. Then he made them, with a thou­sand pre­cau­tions, fit one in­to a little round hole at the edge of the trap­door, and, at­tach­ing a pipe from the pump to this con­duit, he de­clared, with an en­chanted air:

			“Now we are go­ing to drink to the health of these Ger­man gen­tle­men.”

			A fren­zied hur­rah of ad­mir­a­tion went up, fol­lowed by shouts of joy and wild laughter. The com­mand­er or­gan­ized squads for the work, who should re­lieve each oth­er every five minutes. Then he gave the or­der:

			“Pump!”

			The iron handle hav­ing been put in mo­tion, a little sound glided along the length of pipe and fell in­to the cel­lar with the mur­mur of a cas­cade.

			They listened. One hour passed, then two, then three.

			The com­mand­er walked about the kit­chen in a fe­ver­ish state of mind, pla­cing his ear to the floor from time to time, seek­ing to find out what the en­emy was do­ing, and ask­ing him­self if they were go­ing to ca­pit­u­late.

			Now the en­emy was mov­ing about. They heard them mov­ing the bar­rels and talk­ing. Then, to­ward eight o’clock in the morn­ing: a voice came from the venthold:

			“I vish to speak to the French of­ficer.”

			Lav­igne re­spon­ded from the win­dow, without put­ting his head too far out: “What do you wish?”

			“I sur­render my­self.”

			“Pass out the guns, then.”

			And im­me­di­ately a gun came out of the hole upon the snow, then two, three, and all the oth­ers. The same voice said:

			“I hav no more. Hurry! I am drown­ing.”

			The com­mand­er ordered:

			“Stop pump­ing.”

			The handle of the pump fell mo­tion­less. And, hav­ing filled the kit­chen with sol­diers armed to the teeth, he slowly raised the oaken trap­door.

			Four heads ap­peared, soaked, four blond heads with long, pale hair; and they saw come out, rush­ing as if frightened, six Ger­mans, shiv­er­ing with cold.

			They were seized and bound. Then, as they feared a sur­prise from an­oth­er de­tach­ment, they formed in­to two con­voys, one con­duct­ing the pris­on­ers and the oth­er car­ry­ing Malois­on on a mat­tress placed upon poles.

			They re­turned tri­umphant in­to Reth­el.

			Mon­sieur Lav­igne was dec­or­ated for hav­ing cap­tured an ad­vance guard of the Prus­si­ans, and the great baker re­ceived a mil­it­ary medal for wounds re­ceived be­fore the en­emy.

		
	
		
			For Sale

			To set out on foot, when the sun is just rising, and walk through the dew, by the side of the fields, at the verge of the quiet sea, what ec­stasy!

			What ec­stasy! It enters in through the eyes with the ra­di­ant light, through the nos­trils with the sharp air, through the skin with the caress­ing wind.

			Why do we re­tain, so clear, so pre­cious, so sharp a memory of a few mo­ments of pas­sion­ate uni­on with the Earth, the memory of a swift di­vine emo­tion, of the al­most caress­ing greet­ing of a coun­tryside re­vealed by a twist of the road, at the mouth of a val­ley, at the edge of a river, just as if we had come upon a charm­ing and com­plais­ant young girl?

			I re­mem­ber one day, among many. I was walk­ing along the coast of Brit­tany to­wards the out­thrust head­land of Fin­istère. I walked quickly, think­ing of noth­ing at all, along the edge of the wa­ter. This was in the neigh­bour­hood of Quim­per­lé, in the love­li­est and most ad­or­able part of Brit­tany.

			It was a morn­ing in spring, one of those morn­ings in which one is again just twenty, a morn­ing to re­vive dead hopes and give back the dreams of first youth.

			I walked between the corn­fields and the sea, along a road no bet­ter than a path. The corn was quite mo­tion­less, and the waves lif­ted very gently. The air was filled with the fra­grance of ripen­ing fields and the salt scent of the sea­weed. I walked without a thought in my head, straight for­ward, con­tinu­ing a jour­ney be­gun fif­teen days be­fore, a tramp round the coast of Brit­tany. I felt glor­i­ously fit, con­tent, light of feet and light of heart. I just walked.

			I thought of noth­ing. Why think of any­thing in hours filled by an in­stinct­ive hap­pi­ness, a pro­found phys­ic­al hap­pi­ness, the hap­pi­ness of the beasts of the fields and the birds soar­ing in the blue spaces be­neath the sun? I heard the far-off sound of hymn-singing. A pro­ces­sion per­haps, since this was Sunday. Then I roun­ded a little head­land, stood still, amazed with de­light. Five large fish­ing-boats came in­to sight, filled with people, men, wo­men, and chil­dren, on their way to the In­dul­gence at Ploun­even.

			They hugged the coast, mov­ing slowly, helped scarcely at all by the soft, hardly breath­ing wind which swelled the brown sails faintly and then, as if wear­ied out, let them fall, all slack, round the masts.

			The clumsy boats moved slowly, filled with such a crowd of folk. And the whole crowd was singing. The men stand­ing against the sides of the boats, their heads covered with wide hats, sang their deep notes lust­ily, the wo­men shrilled the treble air, and the thin voices of the chil­dren pierced that de­vout and mon­strous up­roar like the tune­less squeak of fifes.

			The voy­agers in all five boats shouted the same hymn, whose mono­ton­ous rhythm rose to the quiet sky, and the five boats sailed one be­hind the oth­er, close to­geth­er.

			They passed close by in front of me, and I saw them draw away, I heard their song sink and die upon the air.

			And I fell dream­ing de­light­ful dreams, as youth will dream, ab­surd di­vine dreams.

			How swiftly it is gone, the age of dreams, the only happy age in a whole life­time. No one is ever lonely, ever sad, ever gloomy or cast down, who bears with­in him­self that most won­der­ful power of wan­der­ing, as soon as he is left to him­self, in­to a world of happy dreams. What a faery world, where any­thing may hap­pen in the au­da­cious ima­gin­a­tion of the dream­er who roams therein! How ad­or­able life ap­pears covered in the gold dust of dreams.

			Alas, those days are done!

			I fell dream­ing. Of what? Of all that a man nev­er ceases to hope for, all that he de­sires, riches, hon­our, wo­men.

			And I walked on, tak­ing great strides, my hand caress­ing the yel­low locks of the corn which bowed it­self un­der my fin­gers and thrilled my skin as if I had touched liv­ing hair.

			I made my way round a little promon­tory and saw, at the end of a nar­row open beach, a white­walled house built above three ter­races that came down to the shore.

			Why does this house send through me a shiver of de­light? Do I know it? Some­times, in such wan­der­ings, we come upon corners of the coun­try that we seem to have known for a very long time, so fa­mil­i­ar are they to us, so do they wake a re­sponse in our hearts. Is it pos­sible that we have nev­er seen them be­fore, that we have not lived in them in some former life? Everything about them stirs us, fills us with the most pro­found de­light, the gentle swell of the ho­ri­zon, the ordered trees, the col­our of the soil.

			A charm­ing house, rising from its high steps. Large fruit-trees had es­tab­lished them­selves along the ter­races which came down to the wa­ter, like gi­ant stairs. And on the rim of each ter­race, like a crown of gold, ran a bor­der of Span­ish broom in full flower.

			I hal­ted in my tracks, pos­sessed with a sud­den love for this dwell­ing-place. How I would have liked to own it, to live there, forever!

			I drew near the door, my heart beat­ing quickly with en­vi­ous de­sire, and saw, on one of the pil­lars of the gate, a big plac­ard: “For Sale.”

			I felt a sharp thrill of de­light, as if this dwell­ing had been offered to me, as if I had been giv­en it. Why, yes, why? I do not know.

			“For Sale.” Then it no longer be­longed to any spe­cial per­son, could be­long to any­one on earth, to me, to me! Why this joy, this sense of ut­ter de­light, deep in­com­pre­hens­ible de­light? I knew well enough, how­ever, that I could not buy it. How could I pay for it? No mat­ter, it was for sale. The caged bird be­longs to its own­er, the bird in the air is mine, not be­ing man’s.

			I went in­to the garden. Oh, what a de­light­ful garden, with its ter­races lif­ted one above the oth­er, its es­pali­ers with arms stretched out like cru­ci­fied mar­tyrs, its clumps of golden broom, and two old fig-trees at the end of each ter­race!

			When I stood on the last, I looked all round me. The shore of the little bay stretched at my feet, curved and sandy, sep­ar­ated from the open sea by three massive brown rocks, which closed the entry to the bay and must have ac­ted as a break­wa­ter on rough days.

			On the head­land, right op­pos­ite, two great stones, one up­right, the oth­er ly­ing in the grass, a Men­hir and a Dol­men, like two strange be­ings, hus­band and wife, turned to stone by an evil spell, seemed to watch un­wink­ingly the small house that they had seen built—they who for cen­tur­ies had known this one­time sol­it­ary cove—the small house that they would see fall, crumple, van­ish little by little and al­to­geth­er dis­ap­pear, the little house that was for sale.

			Oh, old Dol­men and old Men­hir, how I love you!

			I knocked at the door as if I had been knock­ing at my own door. A wo­man came to open it, a ser­vant, a little old ser­vant, black-gowned, white-bon­neted, look­ing like a work­ing nun. It seemed to me as if I knew her too, this wo­man.

			I said to her:

			“You are not a Bre­ton wo­man, are you?”

			She answered:

			“No, sir, I come from Lor­raine.”

			She ad­ded:

			“You have come to look over the house?”

			“Oh, yes, cer­tainly.”

			And I went in.

			It seemed to me that I knew it all, the walls, the fur­niture. I was al­most sur­prised not to find my own walk­ing-sticks in the hall.

			I made my way in­to the draw­ing room, a charm­ing draw­ing room car­peted with rush mats, which looked out over the sea through its three large win­dows. On the man­tel shelf, Chinese vases and a large pho­to­graph of a wo­man. I went to it at once, con­vinced that I re­cog­nised her too. And I did re­cog­nise her, al­though I was cer­tain that I had nev­er met her. It was she, the in­ex­press­ible she, she for whom I was wait­ing, whom I de­sired, she whom I summoned, whose face haunted my dreams. She, she whom one seeks al­ways, in every place, she whom one is every mo­ment just go­ing to see in the street, just go­ing to dis­cov­er on a coun­try road the in­stant one’s glance falls on a red sun­shade over the corn­field, she who must surely already be in the hotel when I enter it on my travels, in the rail­way car­riage I am just get­ting in­to, in the draw­ing room whose door is just open­ing to me.

			It was she, as­suredly, past all man­ner of doubt, it was she. I re­cog­nised her by her eyes which were look­ing at me, by her hair ar­ranged Eng­lish fash­ion, but above all by her mouth, by that smile which long ago I had sur­mised.

			I asked at once:

			“Who is this lady?”

			The nun-like ser­vant answered dryly:

			“That is Ma­dame.”

			I con­tin­ued:

			“She is your mis­tress?”

			In her aus­tere con­ven­tion­al fash­ion, she replied:

			“Oh, no, sir.”

			I sat down and said firmly:

			“Tell me about her.”

			She stood amazed, mo­tion­less, ob­stin­ately si­lent.

			I per­sisted:

			“She is the own­er of the house, then?”

			“Oh, no, sir.”

			“Then whose is this house?”

			“It be­longs to my mas­ter, Mon­sieur Tour­nelle.”

			I poin­ted a fin­ger to­wards the pho­to­graph.

			“And this lady, who is she?”

			“That is Ma­dame.”

			“Your mas­ter’s wife?”

			“Oh, no, sir.”

			“His mis­tress, then?”

			The nun had noth­ing to say. I went on, pricked by a vague jeal­ousy, by a con­fused an­ger against this man who found this wo­man first.

			“Where are they now?”

			The ser­vant mur­mured:

			“Mon­sieur the gen­tle­man is in Par­is, but about Ma­dame I know noth­ing.”

			I shivered.

			“Ah. They are no longer to­geth­er?”

			“No, sir.”

			I be­came wily, and said sol­emnly:

			“Tell me what happened, prob­ably I could be of ser­vice to your mas­ter. I know this wo­man, she’s a bad lot.”

			The old ser­vant looked at me, and see­ing my hon­est ex­pres­sion, she trus­ted me.

			“Oh, sir, she did my mas­ter a bad turn. He made her ac­quaint­ance in Italy and he brought her away with him as if he had mar­ried her. She sang beau­ti­fully. He loved her so much, sir, that it was pi­ti­ful to see him. They were trav­el­ling in this dis­trict last year. And they dis­covered this house which had been built by a fool, an old fool who wanted to settle five miles from the vil­lage. Ma­dame wanted to buy it out­right, so that she could stay here with my mas­ter. And he bought the house to please her.

			“They lived here all last sum­mer, sir, and al­most all the winter.

			“And then, one morn­ing at break­fast-time, Mon­sieur called me.

			“ ‘Cé­saire, has Ma­dame come in?’

			“ ‘No, sir.’

			“We waited for her the whole day. My mas­ter was like a mad­man. We sought every­where; we did not find her. She had gone, sir, we nev­er knew where or how.”

			Oh, what a tide of joy surged in me! I would have liked to em­brace the nun, to seize her round the waist and make her dance in the draw­ing room.

			Oh, she had gone, she had es­caped, she had left him, ut­terly wear­ied, dis­gus­ted with him! How happy I was!

			The old wo­man went on:

			“Mon­sieur al­most died of grief, and he has gone back to Par­is, leav­ing me here with my hus­band to sell the house. He is ask­ing twenty thou­sand francs for it.”

			But I was no longer listen­ing. I was think­ing of her. And all at once it struck me that I had only to set out again to come upon her, that this very spring­time she would have been driv­en to come back to the place, to see the house, this charm­ing house that she must have loved so dearly, to see it emp­tied of him.

			I flung ten francs in­to the old wo­man’s hand. I snatched the pho­to­graph and rushed off at a run, press­ing des­per­ate kisses on the ad­or­able face that looked up from the card­board.

			I re­gained the road and began to walk on, look­ing at her, her very self. How glor­i­ous that she was free, that she had got away! Without doubt I should meet her today or to­mor­row, this week or next, now that she had left him. She had left him be­cause my hour had come.

			She was free, some­where, in the world. I had only to find her now that I knew her.

			And all the while I touched caress­ingly the bowed locks of ripe corn, I drank in the sea air that filled out my lungs, I felt the sun kiss­ing my face. I had walked on, I walked on wild with joy, drunk with hope. I walked on, cer­tain that I was go­ing to meet her soon and lead her back to en­joy our turn in that charm­ing home “For Sale.” How she would rev­el in it, this time!

		
	
		
			’Toine

			
				I

				Every­body for ten leagues round knew old ’Toine, “Big ’Toine,” ’Toine-Ma-Fine, Ant­oine Mâcheblé, also nick­named Brulot—the tav­ern-keep­er of Tournevent.

				He had giv­en celebrity to that little ham­let, hid­den in a wrinkle of the val­ley which sloped down to the sea—a poor little peas­ant-vil­lage com­posed of ten Nor­mandy cot­tages sur­roun­ded by ditches and trees.

				They stood—all those houses—as if try­ing to shrink out of sight among the tall grass and reeds of the rav­ine—be­hind the curve which had giv­en the place its name, Tournevent. They seemed to have hunted for this shel­ter for them­selves, just as those birds that hide in plowed fur­rows on days of tem­pest seek to shel­ter them­selves from the great wind of the sea, the ocean-wind—rough and salty—which gnaws and burns like fire, which dries up and des­troys like the winter frosts.

				But the en­tire ham­let seemed to be the prop­erty of Ant­oine Mâcheblé, nick­named Brulot, also very of­ten called ’Toine, and ’Toine-Ma-Fine, be­cause of a cer­tain phrase that was forever in his mouth:

				“My fine is the best in all France.”

				His fine was his cognac, let it be un­der­stood.

				For twenty years he had been slak­ing the thirst of the coun­try with his fine and his brûlots; for whenev­er any­body would ask him:

				“What had I bet­ter take, Fath­er Ant­oine?”

				He in­vari­ably re­spon­ded:

				“A burnt brandy, son-in-law;—it warms up the tripes and clears up the head;—noth­ing bet­ter for the in­side!”

				He also had the habit of call­ing every­one “son-in-law”—al­though he nev­er had a mar­ried daugh­ter, nor even a daugh­ter to marry.

				Yes, in­deed! every­body knew ’Toine Brulot, the biggest man in the can­ton, and even in the whole ar­ron­disse­ment. His little house seemed ri­dicu­lously too nar­row and too low to con­tain him; and when you saw him stand­ing at his door, as he would do for a whole day at a time, you could not have helped won­der­ing how he would ever man­age to get in­side again. But in­side he would get—some­how or oth­er—every time a cus­tom­er came; for it was ’Toine’s ac­know­ledged right to levy a treat upon every­one who drank in his house.

				The name of his tav­ern, painted upon the sign was “Au Ren­dez­vous des Anis”; and a good name it was, see­ing that Fath­er ’Toine was the friend, sure enough, of every­body in the whole coun­try. Folks came from Fécamp and from Montivillers to see him and to joke with him and to listen to his talk; for that big fat old fel­low could have made a tomb­stone laugh. He had a way of his own of jok­ing at folks without mak­ing them mad—a way of wink­ing his eye to ex­press what he nev­er said—a way of slap­ping his own thigh when he got to laugh­ing, so funny that at every slap he was bound to make you also laugh with him, wheth­er you wanted to or not. And then it was good fun only just to see him drink. He would drink every time any­body asked him, and drink everything offered him—with a look of joy in his mis­chiev­ous eye—a joy of two­fold ori­gin, in­spired first by the pleas­ure of be­ing treated, and secondly by the de­light of pil­ing away so many big cop­pers paid down as the price of the fun.

				The jokers of the neigh­bour­hood used to say to him:

				“Why don’t you drink up the sea, Pap ’Toine?”

				He would an­swer:

				“There’s two things pre­vent me—first thing is that it’s salty, and then be­sides it would have to be bottled, be­cause my ab­do­men isn’t elast­ic enough for me to trust my­self to drink out of such a cup as that.”

				And then you ought to have heard him quar­rel­ling with his wife! It was bet­ter than a play! Every single day dur­ing the whole thirty years they had been mar­ried they used to fight reg­u­larly. Only ’Toine would just joke, while his wife would get really mad. She was a tall peas­ant wo­man, who walked with great long steps like a crane—and whose slab­sided, skinny body sup­por­ted a head that looked like the head of a mad owl. She spent her whole time in rais­ing chick­ens in a little back­yard be­hind the tav­ern; and she was renowned for her skill in fat­ten­ing fowl.

				Whenev­er they gave a big din­ner at Fécamp, up the coast, it was al­ways con­sidered es­sen­tial to eat one of Moth­er ’Toine’s boarders—oth­er­wise it would be no din­ner at all.

				But she had been born in a bad hu­mour, and she had re­mained all her life cross with everything and every­body. And while she was ill-hu­moured with the world in gen­er­al, she was par­tic­u­larly ill-hu­moured with her hus­band. She was mad at him for his good hu­mour, for his renown, for his good health, and for his fat­ness. She called him a good-for-noth­ing, be­cause he was able to make money without do­ing any­thing;—she called him a hog, be­cause he ate and drank as much as ten or­din­ary men;—and she nev­er passed a day of her life without de­clar­ing:

				“Wouldn’t he look bet­ter in the pig­pen, a beg­gar like that!—Makes my stom­ach sick to see the fat of him!”

				And she would go and scream in his face:

				“Wait!—you wait a bit! We’ll see what’ll hap­pen to you!—we’ll see soon enough! You’ll bust like a grain-sack, you big, puffed-up good-for-noth­ing!”

				Then ’Toine would slap his fat stom­ach, and laugh with all his might, and an­swer:

				“Eh! Moth­er ’Toine, my old plank—you just try to fat­ten up your chick­ens like that—you just try it on for the fun of the thing!”

				And, pulling up his shirtsleeve to show his enorm­ous arm, he would cry:

				“Now there’s a wing for you, moth­er!—that’s what you can call a wing.”

				And the cus­tom­ers would yell with de­light, and thump the table with their fists, and stamp the earthen floor with their feet, and spit on the ground in the crazi­ness of their mer­ri­ment.

				The furi­ous old wo­man would yell again:

				“Wait a bit!—you just wait a bit. … I know what’s go­ing to hap­pen to you;—you’ll bust like a grain sack!”

				And off she would go, pur­sued by the laughter of the cus­tom­ers.

				’Toine was in­deed won­der­ful to be­hold—so heavy and thick and red and puffy he had be­come. He was one of those enorm­ous be­ings whom Death seems to se­lect to amuse him­self with—to prac­tise all his tricks and jokes and treach­er­ous buf­foon­er­ies upon, so that his slow work of de­struc­tion may be rendered for once ir­res­ist­ibly funny. In­stead of show­ing him­self in his or­din­ary as­pect to such a one, this ras­cally old Death for­bears to mani­fest his pres­ence in grey hairs or in withered limbs or in wrinkles or in that gen­er­al crum­bling down which makes folks ex­claim—“Bi­gre!—how changed he is!”—in­stead of thus act­ing, Death takes pleas­ure in fat­ten­ing such a man, in mak­ing him mon­strous and ab­surd, in col­our­ing him up with red and blue, in puff­ing him out, in giv­ing him an as­pect of su­per­hu­man health; and all those de­form­it­ies which in oth­er be­ings seem pi­ti­able or ghastly, be­come in his per­son laugh­able, droll, amus­ing.

				“Wait a bit!—wait a bit!” re­peated Moth­er ’Toine, “we’ll see what you’ll come to yet!”

			
			
				II

				Well, it came to pass that ’Toine got a para­lyt­ic stroke. They put the co­los­sus to bed in the little cham­ber be­hind the par­ti­tion of the bar­room—so that he could hear what the folks were say­ing on the oth­er side, and could talk with his friends; for his head was all right, al­though his body—the enorm­ous body, im­possible to move or to lift—was stricken with im­mob­il­ity. At first it was hoped that he would be able to move his big legs again; but this hope van­ished in a very short time; and ’Toine-Ma-Fine passed his days as well as his nights in bed—the bed that was only made up once a week, with the as­sist­ance of four neigh­bours, who lif­ted out the tav­ern-keep­er by his four limbs, while the mat­tress was be­ing turned.

				He kept his good hu­mour still; but it was a dif­fer­ent jol­lity from that of the old times—more humble, more tim­id—and he was child­ishly afraid of his wife, who kept yelp­ing all day long:

				“There!—the big hog;—there he is, the good-for-noth­ing, the lazy lout, the nasty drunk­ard! Ah! the nasty fel­low, the nasty beast!”

				He nev­er answered her any more. He would only wink his right eye when her back was turned, and then turn him­self over in bed—the only move­ment in his power to make. He called this ex­er­cise “tak­ing a turn to the North,”—“tak­ing a turn to the South.”

				His great amuse­ment now was to listen to the gos­sip in the tav­ern, and to shout dia­logues through the par­ti­tion whenev­er he could re­cog­nize the voices of friends. He would yell:

				“Hey, son-in-law!—that you, Célestin?”

				And Célestin Maloisel would an­swer:

				“That’s me, Pap ’Toine. So you’re on the way to gal­lop again, eh, you old ras­cal?”

				’Toine-Ma-Fine would an­swer:

				“Not to gal­lop—no! not yet! But I’ve not lost flesh; the old shell’s sol­id as ever.”

				After awhile he began to call his most par­tic­u­lar friends in­to his room; and they kept him com­pany pleas­antly enough—though it wor­ried him a great deal to see them drink­ing without his be­ing able to join. He kept say­ing:

				“What kills me, son-in-law—what just kills me is not be­ing able to taste my fine, nom d’un nom. As for the rest, I don’t care a dog­gone—but it just kills me to think I can’t take a horn.”

				And the owl-face of old moth­er ’Toine ap­peared at the door. She screamed:

				“Look at him!—look at him now, the lazy big lum­mox that has to be fed—that has to be washed—that has to be cleaned like an over­grown hog!”

				And when the old wo­man was not there, a red cock would some­times jump up on the win­dow, stare in­to the room with his little round car­ri­on’s eye, and crow son­or­ously. Some­times also, one or two chick­ens would fly in as far as the foot of the bed, to look for crumbs.

				’Toine-Ma-Fine’s friends soon aban­doned the bar­room for the bed­room—where they would as­semble shortly after noon every day, to chat at the fat man’s bed­side.

				Help­less as he was, that dev­il-of-a-joker ’Toine, he could make them all laugh still. He would have made Old Nick him­self laugh, the old hum­bug. There were three men in par­tic­u­lar who came to see him every day: Célestin Maloisel, a tall lean fel­low, a little crooked like the trunk of an apple tree; Prosper Horslaville, a dried-up little man, with a nose like a fer­ret, mis­chiev­ous and sly as a fox; and Cé­saire Paumelle, who nev­er said any­thing him­self, but had lots of fun for all that.

				They used to get a plank out of the yard, place it on the edge of the bed, and they would play dom­in­oes pardi—great old games of dom­in­oes, which would last from two o’clock un­til six.

				But Moth­er ’Toine soon made her­self in­suf­fer­able. She could not en­dure to see her big fat lum­mox of a hus­band still amuse him­self, and play­ing dom­in­oes in bed; and whenev­er she saw they were go­ing to be­gin a game, she would rush in furi­ously, knock the plank over, seize the dom­in­oes and take them in­to the bar­room;—de­clar­ing that it was bad enough to have to feed that great lump of tal­low without see­ing him amuse him­self just for spite—just to tor­ment the poor folks who had to work hard all day.

				Célestin Maloisel and Cé­saire Paumelle would bow their heads to the storm; but Prosper Horslaville found great fun in teas­ing the old wo­man, in ex­cit­ing her still more.

				One day that she seemed more than usu­ally ex­as­per­ated, he cried out:

				“Hey, moth­er!—do you know what I’d do if I was in your place—eh!”

				She waited for him to ex­plain him­self, and watched his face with her owl­ish eye.

				He said:

				“Say, that man of yours nev­er’s go­ing to get out of bed, and he’s as warm as an oven. Well now, if I was you, I’d set him to hatch­ing eggs.”

				She stood speech­less for a mo­ment, think­ing he was mak­ing fun of her—closely watch­ing the thin cun­ning face of the peas­ant, who con­tin­ued:

				“Yes, I’d put five eggs un­der one arm, and five un­der the oth­er—just the same time as I’d put them un­der a hen to set on. Them things does be born of them­selves. When they’d be hatched, I’d take your old man’s chicks and give them to the hen to take care of. Tell you, moth­er—that way you’d soon have a slew of chick­ens run­ning around!”

				As­ton­ished, the old wo­man said:

				“But can that be done?”

				“Can it be done? I’d like to know why it couldn’t be done. If you can hatch eggs in a warm box, why couldn’t you hatch them in a bed?”

				The old wo­man was greatly im­pressed by this reas­on­ing, and she went off, more thought­ful than usu­al, and quite calmed down.

				Eight days later she walked in­to ’Toine’s room one morn­ing with her ap­ron full of eggs. And she said:

				“I’ve just put the yel­low hen in the nest with ten eggs un­der her. Now here’s ten for you. See that you don’t break them.”

				’Toine, com­pletely dumb­foun­ded, asked:

				“What do you want now?”

				She answered:

				“I want you to hatch them—you good-for-noth­ing.”

				He laughed at first; but when he found she was ser­i­ous he got mad, he res­isted, he pos­it­ively ob­jec­ted to let­ting her put the eggs un­der his arms to be hatched.

				But the old wo­man cried out in a pas­sion:

				“Then you shan’t have a bit of grub un­til you take them. Now we’ll see if you hatch them or not!”

				’Toine got un­easy and didn’t an­swer.

				When he heard the clock strike twelve, he cried out:

				“Hey, moth­er—got the soup ready yet?”

				The old wo­man screamed from the kit­chen:

				“Got no soup for you, you over­grown lazy lout.”

				He thought she was only jok­ing, and he waited awhile;—then he begged, im­plored, swore, took a des­per­ate turn to the North and a des­per­ate turn to the South, hammered the wall with his fist—but he was ob­liged to yield and to let her put five eggs against his left side. Then he got his soup.

				When his friends came, he looked so queer and so un­easy that they thought he must be sick.

				Then they pro­ceeded to play the daily game. But ’Toine seemed to find no fun in it, and he put out his hand very slowly—with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tion.

				“Got your arm tied up?” asked Horslaville.

				’Toine re­spon­ded:

				“I’ve got a sort of a numb­ness in my shoulder.”

				Sud­denly they heard some­body en­ter­ing the bar­room. They stopped play­ing.

				It was the may­or and the ad­jut­ant. They asked for two glasses of fine, and began to chat about pub­lic af­fairs. As they were talk­ing very low, ’Toine wanted to put his ear against the par­ti­tion to hear them, and as he gave a sud­den “turn to the North,” for­get­ting the eggs, he found him­self ly­ing upon an om­elette.

				At the sound of the great oath which he swore, the old wo­man rushed in, and sus­pect­ing the dis­aster, dis­covered it with one pull at the bed­clothes. At first she did noth­ing;—she was too in­dig­nant, too suf­foc­ated with fury at the sight of the yel­low cata­plasm smeared upon her old man’s side.

				Then, trem­bling with rage, she flung her­self upon the para­lyt­ic; and began to thump him with all her might on the stom­ach, just as if she was beat­ing dirty lin­en at the pool. Her fists came down al­tern­ately with a dull thud—rap­idly as the paws of a rab­bit drum­ming.

				The three friends of ’Toine laughed to split their sides—sneezed, coughed, screeched; as the big fat man par­ried his wife’s at­tacks with great cau­tion, for fear of break­ing the five eggs on the oth­er side.

			
			
				III

				’Toine was van­quished. He had to hatch; he had to give up play­ing dom­in­oes; he had to give up all act­ive ex­ist­ence;—for the old wo­man fe­ro­ciously cut off his ra­tions every time he broke an egg.

				So he lived upon his back, with his eyes on the ceil­ing—mo­tion­less—his arms lif­ted up like wings—while the chick­en-germs were warmed against his sides.

				He only talked in whis­pers, as if he were as afraid of noise as he was of mo­tion; and he began to feel an anxious sym­pathy for the yel­low hen that fol­lowed the same oc­cu­pa­tion as him­self.

				He would ask his wife:

				“Did the yel­low one eat last night?”

				And the old wo­man would keep run­ning from her hus­band to her chick­ens, and from her chick­ens to her hus­band—ter­ribly busy with the chick­ens that were be­ing hatched in the nest and in the bed.

				The coun­try folk who knew the story would come, very ser­i­ously and full of curi­ous in­terest to ask after ’Toine. They would enter on tip­toe as if they were com­ing in­to a sick room, and say:

				“Well, how is it?”

				’Toine would an­swer:

				“Well, it’s do­ing good enough; but it gives me the itch to be so hot;—makes all my skin creep.”

				Now, one morn­ing his wife came in, very much ex­cited, and said:

				“The yel­low one has sev­en. There were three bad.”

				’Toine felt his heart beat. He wondered how many he was go­ing to have.

				He asked.

				“How long be­fore it’ll hap­pen.”

				The old wo­man would an­swer an­grily—her­self anxious through fear of a fail­ure.

				“Got to hope so.”

				They waited. Friends who knew the time was ap­proach­ing, be­came anxious.

				They talked about it every­where; folks went from house to house to ask for news.

				About three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, ’Toine fell asleep. He had got in­to the habit of sleep­ing half the day. He was sud­denly awakened by a tick­ling un­der his right arm. He put down his hand and seized a little creature covered with yel­low down, which moved in his fin­gers.

				His ex­cite­ment was such that he yelled, and let go the chick­en which began to run all over the bed­clothes. The tav­ern was full of people. The cus­tom­ers all rushed in, and thronged in a circle as if round a moun­te­bank’s per­form­ance; and the old wo­man came to care­fully gath­er up the little bird which had hid­den it­self un­der her hus­band’s beard.

				Nobody spoke. It was a warm April day. Through the open win­dow could be heard the cluck­ing of the old hen, call­ing her chick­ens.

				’Toine, who was sweat­ing with ex­cite­ment, con­straint, and anxi­ety, mur­mured:

				“I’ve an­oth­er un­der the left arm—right now!”

				His wife plunged her long thin hand un­der the cov­ers, and brought forth a second chick. …

				The neigh­bours all wanted to see it. It was passed round from hand to hand, and care­fully ex­amined like a phe­nomen­on.

				For twenty minutes there were no more births;—then four chicks got out of their shells sim­ul­tan­eously.

				And there was a great hum through the as­sembly. And ’Toine smiled, de­lighted with his suc­cess—be­gin­ning to feel quite proud of this queer pa­tern­ity. You might say what you please, you nev­er saw many men like him! He was a queer case—wasn’t he?

				He ob­served:

				“That makes six. Nom de nom!—what a christen­ing!”

				And a great burst of laughter went up. A num­ber of strangers entered the tav­ern. Oth­ers were still wait­ing out­side for their chance. People asked each oth­er:

				“How many’s he got?”

				“Got six.”

				Moth­er ’Toine car­ried this new fam­ily to the yel­low hen; and the hen clucked crazily, bristled up her feath­ers, and opened her wings as wide as she could to shel­ter the ever-in­creas­ing mul­ti­tude of her little ones.

				“There’s an­oth­er!” yelled ’Toine.

				He was mis­taken—there were three more! It was a tri­umph! The last chick burst open its shell at sev­en o’clock that even­ing. All the eggs were hatched. And ’Toine, wild with joy, free again, glor­i­ous, kissed the little creature on the back—nearly smothered it with his lips. He wanted to keep that one in his bed—just that one—un­til next day, feel­ing seized with a nat­ur­al af­fec­tion for the tiny thing to which he had giv­en life; but the old wo­man took it away like the oth­ers in spite of his sup­plic­a­tions.

				All those present were de­lighted, and as they went home they talked of noth­ing else. Horslaville, the last to linger, asked:

				“Say, Pap ’Toine—go­ing to in­vite me to fri­cas­see the first, eh?”

				The face of ’Toine grew ra­di­ant at the idea of a fri­cas­see; and the fat man answered:

				“For sure, I’ll in­vite you—for sure, my son-in-law.

			
		
	
		
			The Christening

			“Now, doc­tor, a little cognac.”

			“With pleas­ure.”

			And the old nav­al doc­tor, hold­ing out his little glass, watched the pre­cious li­quor rising to the brim, flecked with golden gleams.

			Then he lif­ted it to the level of his eye, passed it in front of the light from the lamp, sniffed it, sucked in a few drops that he rolled a long time on his tongue and on the moist, sens­it­ive flesh of his pal­ate, then said:

			“Oh, the di­vine pois­on! Or rather, the se­duct­ive as­sas­sin, the ad­or­able des­troy­ing an­gel!

			“You know noth­ing about it, you people. You have read, it is true, that ex­cel­lent book called L’As­som­m­oir, but you have not seen, as I have, drink ex­term­in­ate a whole tribe of sav­ages, a small Negro king­dom, drink car­ried in kegs landed, with the most peace­ful air, by red-bearded Eng­lish sail­ors.

			“But now listen. I have seen, with my own eyes, the strangest and most amaz­ing drama of strong drink, and quite near here, in Brit­tany, in a little vil­lage in the neigh­bour­hood of Pont l’Ab­bé.

			“I was liv­ing at the time, on a year’s leave, in a coun­try-house left me by my fath­er. You know that flat coast where the wind whistles day and night over the gorse bushes, and where one still sees here and there, up­right or ly­ing along the ground, those mon­strous stones which were once gods and which have re­tained some­thing dis­turb­ing in their at­ti­tude, in their as­pect, their shape. They al­ways look to me as if they were just go­ing to come alive, and I should see them set out across the coun­tryside, with slow heavy steps, the steps of gran­ite gi­ants, or fly off on vast wings, stone wings, to­wards a Druid heav­en.

			“The sea en­closes and dom­in­ates the ho­ri­zon, the rest­less sea, full of black-headed rocks, al­ways covered with a slaver of foam, like dogs who lie in wait for the fish­er­men.

			“And they, these men, they go down to this ter­rible sea which over­turns their fish­ing-cobbles with one shake of his blue-green back, and swal­lows them down like pel­lets. They go out in their small boats, day and night, brave, anxious, and drunk. Drunk they most of­ten are. ‘When the bottle is full,’ they say, ‘you see the reef; but when it’s empty, you see it no more.’

			“Go in­to the thatched cot­tages. You’ll nev­er find the fath­er there. And if you ask the wife what has be­come of her man, she stretches her arm to­wards the sombre sea, mut­ter­ing and froth­ing out its white saliva along the shore. He slept be­low it one even­ing when he had drunk a little too deeply. And the eld­est son as well. She has four boys left, four tall strip­lings, fair-skinned and sturdy. Their turn next.

			

			“I was liv­ing then in a coun­try-house near Pont l’Ab­bé. I lived alone with my ser­vant, an old sail­or, and a Bre­ton fam­ily who took care of the prop­erty in my ab­sence. It con­sisted of three people, two sis­ters and the man who had mar­ried one of them, and who looked after my garden.

			“This same year, about Christ­mas-time, my garden­er’s spouse was brought to bed of a boy.

			“The hus­band came to ask me to stand god­fath­er. I could hardly re­fuse, and he bor­rowed ten francs, for christen­ing-ex­penses, he said.

			“The ce­re­mony was ar­ranged for the second of Janu­ary. For eight days the ground had been covered with snow, a vast car­pet, col­our­less and sombre, which seemed, in this low flat coun­try, to stretch out over il­lim­it­able wastes. The sea, far bey­ond the white plain, looked black; and we could see it mov­ing rest­lessly, shak­ing its back, rolling its waves, as if it wanted to fling it­self on its pale neigh­bour, who seemed dead, so quiet, so sad, so cold she lay.

			“At nine o’clock in the morn­ing, Papa Kéran­dec ar­rived in front of my door with his sis­ter-in-law, the big Ker­magan, and the nurse who was car­ry­ing the child rolled up in a quilt.

			“And then we all set out for the church. It was cold enough to split the dol­mens, one of those pier­cing cold days which crack the skin and cause fright­ful pain with their bit­ter cold that burns like fire.

			“As for me, I was think­ing of the poor little creature who was be­ing car­ried in front of us, and I thought to my­self that this Bre­ton race really was made of iron, since chil­dren were able, from the mo­ment they were born, to sur­vive such ex­cur­sions.

			“We ar­rived in front of the church, but the door re­mained shut. The priest was late.

			“Thereupon the nurse, rest­ing her­self on one of the bound­ary stones near the porch, began to un­dress the in­fant. I thought at first that he had wet­ted his nap­kin, but I saw that they were strip­ping him na­ked, the poor little wretch, stark na­ked, in the icy air. I ran for­ward, hor­ri­fied at the in­sensate act.

			“ ‘Are you mad! You’ll kill him.’

			“The wo­man answered pla­cidly:

			“ ‘Oh, no, hon­oured sir, he must come be­fore the good God quite na­ked.’

			“The fath­er and the aunt looked on at the per­form­ance with the ut­most calm. It was the cus­tom. If it were not fol­lowed, ill luck would be­fall the in­fant.

			“I worked my­self up in­to a rage, I cursed the man, I threatened to go home, I tried for­cibly to cov­er up the frail little body. It was all no use. The nurse es­caped from me, run­ning through the snow, and the poor little dev­il’s body turned purple.

			“I was just go­ing to leave the cruel wretches when I saw the priest com­ing across the fields, fol­lowed by the sac­ristan and a coun­try lad.

			“I ran to meet him, and ex­pressed my in­dig­na­tion to him, without min­cing my words. He was not sur­prised, he did not quick­en his pace, he made no at­tempt to hurry him­self. He answered:

			“ ‘What do you ex­pect, sir? It’s the cus­tom. They all do it, we can’t hinder them.’

			“ ‘But at least get a move on!’ I shouted.

			“He replied:

			“ ‘I can’t come any quick­er.’

			“And he entered the vestry, while we re­mained on the threshold of the church, where I swear I suffered more than the little creature howl­ing un­der the lash of the bit­ter cold.

			“The door opened at last. We went in. But the child had to re­main na­ked through­out the whole ce­re­mony.

			“It was in­ter­min­able. The priest blundered on through the Lat­in syl­lables that is­sued from his mouth, falsely scanned. He walked with a slow gait, with the slow gait of a pi­ous tor­toise, and his white sur­plice froze my heart, like an­oth­er fall of snow in which he had wrapped him­self to tor­ture, in the name of a cruel and bar­bar­ous God, this hu­man grub racked by the cold.

			“The christen­ing was at last ac­com­plished ac­cord­ing to the prop­er rites, and I saw the nurse roll up again in its wide quilt the frozen child, who was moan­ing in a thin pi­ti­ful voice.

			“The priest said to me:

			“ ‘Will you come and sign the re­gister?’

			“I turned to my garden­er:

			“ ‘Now get back as quickly as you can, and get that child warm at once.’

			“And I gave him some ad­vice how to ward off in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs if there were still time to do it.

			“The man prom­ised to carry out my re­com­mend­a­tion, and he went away with his sis­ter-in-law and the nurse. I fol­lowed the priest in­to the vestry.

			“When I had signed, he de­man­ded five francs of me for ex­penses.

			“Hav­ing giv­en the fath­er ten francs, I re­fused to pay again. The priest threatened to tear out the leaf and an­nul the ce­re­mony. I threatened him, on my side, with the Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor.

			“The quar­rel las­ted a long time. I ended by pay­ing.

			“The in­stant I got home, I wanted to make sure that no fur­ther mis­for­tune had happened. I ran to Kéran­dec’s house, but the fath­er, the sis­ter-in-law, and the nurse had not yet re­turned.

			“The wo­man who had giv­en birth to the child, left all alone, was sob­bing with cold in her bed, and she was hungry, hav­ing had noth­ing to eat since the night be­fore.

			“ ‘Where the dev­il have they gone?’ I said.

			“She answered, without sur­prise or re­sent­ment:

			“ ‘They’ve gone off to cel­eb­rate the oc­ca­sion.’

			“It was the cus­tom. Then I re­membered my ten francs which ought to have paid for the christen­ing and which was doubt­less now pay­ing for drink.

			“I sent in some soup for the moth­er and I ordered a good fire to be made in her fire­place. I was anxious and angry, prom­ising my­self to let those dev­ils have it hot and strong, and ask­ing my­self with hor­ror what would be­come of the wretched brat.

			“At six o’clock in the even­ing they had not re­turned.

			“I ordered my ser­vant to wait for them and I went to bed.

			“I fell asleep very quickly, for I sleep like an old sea-dog.

			“I was roused about day­break, by my ser­vant, who brought me some warm wa­ter for shav­ing.

			“As soon as I had my eyes open, I de­man­ded:

			“ ‘And Kéran­dec?’

			“The man hes­it­ated, then he stammered:

			“ ‘Oh, he came back, sir, after mid­night, so drunk he could not walk, and the big Kes­magan wo­man too, and the nurse too. I ver­ily be­lieve they had slept in a ditch, so that the little baby was dead, which they hadn’t even no­ticed.’

			“I leaped out of bed, shout­ing:

			“ ‘The child is dead!’

			“ ‘Yes, sir. They car­ried it to Moth­er Kéran­dec. When she saw it, she began to cry; then they made her drink to com­fort her.’

			“ ‘What, they made her drink?’

			“ ‘Yes, sir. But I only learned that this morn­ing, just now. As Kéran­dec had neither brandy nor money, he took the lamp oil that you had giv­en them, sir, and all four of them drank it, as much as was left in the bottle. And now the Kéran­dec wo­man is very ill.’

			“I had flung on my clothes with all haste, and, snatch­ing up a stick, with the de­term­in­a­tion to thrash all these hu­man beasts, I ran to my garden­er’s house.

			“The wo­man in the bed was rolling in agony, stu­pefied with par­affin, be­side the blue corpse of the child.

			“Kéran­dec, the nurse, and the big Kes­magan wo­man were snor­ing on the ground.

			“I had to look to the wife, who died to­wards noon.”

			

			The old doc­tor was si­lent. He took up the bottle of brandy, poured out a fresh glass and, once more flash­ing the lamp­light across the tawny li­quor so that it seemed to fill his glass with the trans­lu­cent es­sence of dis­solved to­pazes, he swal­lowed the treach­er­ous and gleam­ing li­quid at a gulp.

		
	
		
			The Unknown

			We were talk­ing of lucky ad­ven­tures and each of us had an odd hap­pen­ing to re­late, de­light­ful and un­ex­pec­ted en­coun­ters, in a rail­way car­riage, in a hotel, abroad, on a sea­shore. Sea­shores, said Ro­ger des An­nettes, were un­com­monly pro­pi­tious for a love-af­fair.

			Gon­tran, who had said noth­ing, was ap­pealed to.

			“Par­is is still the hap­pi­est hunt­ing-ground of all,” said he. “With a wo­man, as with a book, we ap­pre­ci­ate one more highly in a place where we nev­er ex­pec­ted to find one; but the finest spe­ci­mens are found only in Par­is.”

			He was si­lent for some mo­ments, then ad­ded:

			“God, how ad­or­able they are! Go out in­to our streets on any spring morn­ing. They look as if they had come up like flowers, the little darlings pat­ter­ing along be­side the houses. What a charm­ing, charm­ing, charm­ing sight! The scent of vi­ol­ets reaches us from the pave­ment; the bunches of vi­ol­ets that pass us in the slow-mov­ing carts pushed on by the hawkers. The town is alive with spring, and we look at the wo­men. Christ, how tempt­ing they are in their light frocks, thin frocks through which their skin gleams! One strolls along, nose down to the scent and senses on fire; one strolls along and one sniffs them out and way­lays them. Such morn­ings are ut­terly di­vine.

			“You no­tice her ap­proach­ing in the dis­tance, a hun­dred paces away you can find out and re­cog­nise the wo­man who will be de­light­ful at close range. By a flower in her hat, a move­ment of her head, the swing of her body, you know her. She comes. You say to your­self: ‘At­ten­tion, eyes front!’ and walk past her with your eyes de­vour­ing her.

			“Is she a slip of a girl run­ning er­rands for a shop, a young wo­man com­ing from church or go­ing to vis­it her lov­er? What’s the odds! Her breast shows roun­ded un­der her trans­par­ent bod­ice. Oh, if only one might thrust a fin­ger down be­neath it—a fin­ger, or one’s lips! Does she look shy or bold, is her head dark or fair? What’s the odds! The swift pas­sage of this wo­man, as she flits past, sends a thrill down your spine. And how de­sire haunts us un­til even­ing for the wo­man we have met in such fash­ion! I’ll swear I’ve treas­ured the memory of a round twenty, of the dear creatures seen once or ten times like this, and I would have fallen madly in love with them if I had known them more in­tim­ately.

			“But there you are, the wo­men we cher­ish most fiercely are the ones we nev­er know. Have you no­ticed it? It’s very odd. Every now and then one catches a glimpse of wo­men the mere sight of whom rouses in us the wild­est de­sire. But one nev­er more than glimpses them. For my part, when I think of all the ad­or­able creatures whom I have jostled in the streets of Par­is, I could hang my­self for rage. Where are they? Who are they? Where could I find them again, see them again? There is a pro­verb which says that we are al­ways rub­bing el­bows with hap­pi­ness, and I’ll take my oath that I’ve more than once walked past the wo­man who could have snared me like a lin­net with the al­lure of her fra­grant body.”

			Ro­ger des An­nettes had been listen­ing with a smile, and answered:

			“I know all that as well as you. Listen what happened to me, yes, to me. About five years ago I met for the first time, on the Pont de la Con­corde, a tall and rather sturdy young wo­man who made on me an im­pres­sion … oh, an al­to­geth­er amaz­ing im­pres­sion! She was a bru­nette, a plump bru­nette, with gleam­ing hair grow­ing low on her fore­head and eye­brows that brack­eted both eyes, un­der their high arch that stretched from temple to temple. The shad­ow of a mous­tache on her lip set one dream­ing … dream­ing … as the sight of a bunch of flowers on a table stirs dreams of a be­loved wood. She had a shapely fig­ure, firm roun­ded breasts held proudly like a chal­lenge, of­fer­ing them­selves as a tempta­tion. Her eyes were like ink­stains on the gleam­ing white of her skin. This girl’s eyes were not eyes, but shad­owed cav­erns, deep open cav­erns in her head, through which one saw right in­to her, entered in­to her. What a veiled empty gaze, un­troubled by thought and ut­terly as lovely!

			“I ima­gined her to be a Jew­ess. I fol­lowed her. More than one man turned to look after her. She walked with a slightly swag­ger­ing gait, a little grace­less but very dis­turb­ing. She took a cab in the Place de la Con­corde. And I stood there like a stuck pig, be­side the Ob­elisk; I stood trans­fixed by the fiercest pas­sion of long­ing that had ever as­sailed me in my life.

			“I re­membered her for at least three weeks, then I for­got her.

			“Six months later I saw her again in the Rue de la Paix, and at sight of her my heart leaped as if I had caught sight of some mis­tress whom I had loved to dis­trac­tion. I hal­ted the bet­ter to watch her ap­proach. As she passed me, al­most touch­ing me, I seemed to be stand­ing in the mouth of a fur­nace. Then, as she drew away, I felt as if a cool wind were blow­ing across my face. I did not fol­low her. I was afraid of com­mit­ting some folly, afraid of my­self.

			“Again and again I saw her in my dreams. You know what such ob­ses­sions are.

			“It was a year be­fore I found her again; then, one even­ing at sun­set, about the month of May, I re­cog­nised her in a wo­man who was walk­ing in front of me up the Champs-Élysées.

			“The Arc de l’Étoile lif­ted its sombre out­line against the flam­ing cur­tain of the sky. A golden dust, a mist of rosy light hung in the air, it was one of those glor­i­ous even­ings which are the im­mor­tal glory of Par­is.

			“I fol­lowed her, wild with the long­ing to speak to her, to kneel at her feet, to tell her of the emo­tion which was chok­ing me.

			“Twice I walked past her in or­der to turn and meet her again. Twice, as I passed her, I ex­per­i­enced again that sen­sa­tion of fiery heat which had come over me in the Rue de la Paix.

			“She looked at me. Then I saw her enter a house in the Rue de Pres­bourg. I waited two hours in a door­way. She did not come out. At last I de­cided to ques­tion the con­ci­erge. He did not ap­pear to un­der­stand me. ‘She must have been a caller,’ he said.

			“And it was eight months be­fore I saw her again.

			“Then one Janu­ary morn­ing, dur­ing a spell of Arc­tic cold, I was on my way down the Boulevard Malesh­erbes and run­ning to warm my­self, when at the corner of a street I col­lided so vi­ol­ently with a wo­man that she dropped a small par­cel.

			“I began apo­lo­gies. It was she!

			“For a mo­ment I stood still, stunned by the sud­den­ness of the shock; then, giv­ing her back the par­cel she had been car­ry­ing in her hand, I said ab­ruptly:

			“ ‘I am dis­tressed and over­joyed, ma­dame, to have rushed in­to you like this. Will you be­lieve me that for more than two years I have no­ticed you, ad­mired you, longed cruelly to make your ac­quaint­ance, and I could not man­age to find out who you were nor where you lived? Par­don words like these, ascribe them to my pas­sion­ate de­sire to be numbered among those who have the right to speak to you. Such a feel­ing could not wrong you, could it? You do not know me. I am Bar­on Ro­ger des An­nettes. Make your own in­quir­ies: you will be told that I am a man you can ad­mit to your house. If you re­fuse my re­quest now, you will make me the most miser­able wretch alive. I im­plore you, be kind, give me, al­low me the chance to vis­it you.’

			“She re­garded me in­tently, out of her strange lustre­less eyes, and answered smil­ing:

			“ ‘Give me your ad­dress. I will come to your house.’

			“I was so ut­terly dumb­foun­ded that I must have shown it. But I am nev­er long in re­cov­er­ing from such shocks and I hastened to give her a card, which she slipped in­to her pock­et with a swift ges­ture, with a hand evid­ently used to ma­nip­u­lat­ing clandes­tine let­ters.

			“Be­com­ing bold, I stammered:

			“ ‘When shall I see you?’

			“She hes­it­ated, as if she had to make a com­plic­ated cal­cu­la­tion, no doubt try­ing to re­col­lect just what she had to do with each hour of her time; then she mur­mured:

			“ ‘Sunday morn­ing, is that right for you?’

			“ ‘I am quite sure that it is all right.’

			“Then she went away, after she had searched my face, judged me, summed me up, dis­sec­ted me with that heavy in­sens­ible stare that seemed to leave some­thing on one’s skin, a kind of vis­cous flu­id, as if her glance flung out on to hu­man be­ings one of those dense li­quids which dev­il­fish use to cloud the wa­ter and lull their prey to sleep.

			“All the time un­til Sunday, I gave my­self up to the most des­per­ate cudgel­ling of my wits, in the ef­fort to make up my mind what she was and as­cer­tain the cor­rect at­ti­tude to ad­opt to her.

			“Ought I to give her money? How much?

			“I de­cided to buy a piece of jew­ellery, an un­com­monly charm­ing piece of jew­ellery too, and I placed it, in its case, on the man­tel­shelf.

			“I waited for her, after a rest­less night.

			“She ar­rived about ten o’clock, quite calm, quite pla­cid, and gave me her hand as if we were old friends. I offered her a seat, I re­lieved her of her hat, her veil, her furs, her muff. Then, slightly em­bar­rassed, I began to press her some­what more hardily, for I had no time to lose.

			“She asked for noth­ing bet­ter, and we had not ex­changed twenty words be­fore I began to un­dress her. She her­self con­tin­ued this tick­lish busi­ness that I nev­er suc­ceed in fin­ish­ing: I prick my­self on pins, I twist strings in­to in­ex­tric­able knots in­stead of un­do­ing them; I mis­man­age and con­fuse everything, I delay it all and I lose my head.

			“Do you know any mo­ment in life, my dear, more mar­vel­lous than the mo­ments when you are watch­ing—stand­ing just far enough away and us­ing just enough dis­cre­tion to avoid start­ling that os­trich mod­esty all wo­men af­fect—a wo­man who is strip­ping her­self for you of all the rust­ling gar­ments that fall round her feet, one after an­oth­er?

			“And what is pret­ti­er, too, than the ges­tures with which they put off those ad­or­able gar­ments that slip to the ground, empty and stretched in­dol­ently out as if they had just been struck dead? How glor­i­ous and in­tox­ic­at­ing is the rev­el­a­tion of her flesh, her na­ked arms and breasts after her bod­ice is off, and how dis­turb­ing the lines of her body glimpsed un­der the last veil of all!

			“But all at once I saw an amaz­ing thing, a black stain between her shoulders; for she had turned her back to me: a wide stain stand­ing vividly out, black as night. I had prom­ised, moreover, not to look at her.

			“What was it? I had not the least doubt what it was, how­ever, and the memory of that clearly vis­ible mous­tache, the eye­brows joined above the eyes, of that mop of hair which covered her head like a hel­met, ought to have pre­pared me for this shock.

			“I was none the less dumb­foun­ded and my mind was thronged sud­denly with swift thoughts and strange re­membered things. I ima­gined that I was look­ing at one of those en­chant­resses from the Thou­sand and One Nights, one of those fatal and faith­less creatures who ex­ist only to drag mor­tal men in­to un­known abysses. I thought of So­lomon mak­ing the Queen of Sheba walk over a mir­ror to as­sure him­self that she had not a cloven hoof.

			“And … and when it came to the point of singing her my song of love, I dis­covered that I had no voice left, not even a trickle of sound, my dear. Or let’s say I had a voice like a eu­nuch, which at first as­ton­ished and at last thor­oughly dis­pleased her, for she re­marked, cloth­ing her­self with all dis­patch:

			“ ‘There was not much point in put­ting me to this trouble, was there?’

			“I wanted her to ac­cept the ring bought for her, but she said de­lib­er­ately and very stiffly: ‘What do you take me for, Mon­sieur?’ so that I crim­soned to the ears un­der this ac­cu­mu­la­tion of hu­mi­li­ations. And she de­par­ted without adding an­oth­er word.

			“And that is all there is to my ad­ven­ture. But the worst of it is that, now, I am in love with her, and madly in love.

			“I can­not see a wo­man without think­ing of her. All oth­ers re­pel me, dis­gust me, in so far as they do not re­semble her. I can­not press a kiss on an­oth­er cheek without see­ing her cheek be­side the one that I am caress­ing, and without suf­fer­ing ag­on­ies from the un­ap­peased de­sire which tor­ments me.

			“She is present at all my ren­dez­vous, at all the caresses that she spoils for me and renders hate­ful to me. She is al­ways there, clothed or na­ked, my real mis­tress; she is there, pressed close to the oth­er wo­man, stand­ing or ly­ing down, vis­ible and un­at­tain­able. And I be­lieve now that she was in very truth a wo­man un­der a spell, bear­ing between her shoulders a mys­ter­i­ous talis­man.

			“Who is she? Even now I do not know. I have met her twice again. I bowed to her. She made not the slight­est re­turn to my greet­ing, she pre­ten­ded not to know me at all. Who is she? An Asi­at­ic per­haps? Most likely an East­ern Jew­ess. Yes, a Jew­ess. I am con­vinced she is a Jew­ess. But why? Yes, why in­deed? I do not know.”

		
	
		
			Blue and White

			Slowly, slowly, over the heavy blue wa­ter, trans­par­ently, li­quidly, blue, my boat, my dear little boat, all white with a blue bor­der, was glid­ing through the blue light.

			The vil­las, the pretty white vil­las, gazed out through their open win­dows upon the Medi­ter­ranean, that lapped the walls of their gar­dens, their beau­ti­ful gar­dens, filled with palm-trees and aloes, trees forever green, and etern­ally bloom­ing plants.

			I told the sail­or who was row­ing me lazily to stop at the little door of my friend Pol. And I shouted at the top of my lungs: “Pol, Pol, Pol!”

			He ap­peared on his bal­cony, a little be­wildered, like a man roused from sleep.

			The blaz­ing noonday sun was blind­ing and he raised his hand to his eyes.

			I shouted: “Do you care to take a row?”

			He replied: “I will be down in a mo­ment.”

			And a few minutes later he entered my little skiff.

			I in­struc­ted the sail­or to pull out to the open sea.

			Pol had brought his news­pa­per, which he had not read that morn­ing, and ly­ing at the bot­tom of the boat, he began to per­use it.

			I was look­ing at the coast. As we pulled away from the shore, the en­tire town rose be­fore us, the pretty white town, that lay in a circle at the edge of the wa­ter. Above it rose the first moun­tain, the first ledge, covered by a great pine forest, dot­ted with vil­las, with white vil­las, that looked like the scattered eggs of some gi­gant­ic bird. The vil­las be­came scarcer to­ward the sum­mit of the moun­tain and at the very top was one large, square one, a hotel no doubt, so white that it ap­peared to have been freshly painted.

			My sail­or was row­ing leis­urely, like the calm South­ern­er that he was; and as the sun, the great blaz­ing sun in the middle of the blue sky, hurt my eyes, I gazed at the wa­ter, the deep, blue wa­ter, churned by the oars.

			And I saw, be­hind the green moun­tain, away in the dis­tance, the huge white moun­tain ap­pear. It could not be seen a mo­ment ago. Now, it began to show its great wall of snow, its high shin­ing wall, en­clos­ing with a circle of icy sum­mits, of white sum­mits, sharp as pyr­am­ids or round as shields, the coast, the warm, per­fumed coast, with its palms and its anemones.

			I said to Pol: “There is the snow; look.” And I showed him the Alps.

			The great white chain un­rolled it­self end­lessly and grew in size with every stroke of the oar. The snow seemed so close, so thick, so threat­en­ing, that I was afraid and felt chilled.

			Then, farther down, we dis­covered a straight black line, which cut the moun­tain in two, there where the fiery sun had said to the icy snow: “Thou shalt not go farther.”

			Pol, who was hold­ing his news­pa­per, said: “The news from Pie’mont is ter­rible. The ava­lanches have des­troyed eight­een vil­lages. Listen to this”; and he read aloud:

			
				“The news from the val­ley of Aosta is ap­palling. The crazed pop­u­la­tion knows no rest. Vil­lage upon vil­lage is be­ing bur­ied be­neath the snow. In the val­ley of Lu­cerne, the cas­u­al­ties are as nu­mer­ous. At Loc­ane, sev­en deaths; at Spar­one, fif­teen; at Rom­bor­gogno, eight; at Ronco, Val­prato, Cam­piglia, which is bur­ied in snow, lie thirty-two corpses. At Pir­rone, at Saint-Dami­en, at Musternale, at De­monte, at Mas­selo, at Chi­abrano, many deaths have also been re­por­ted. The vil­lage of Balziglia has com­pletely dis­ap­peared un­der the ava­lanche. In the memory of man there has not been such a ter­rible calam­ity.

				“Hor­rible de­tails are re­por­ted on every side: Here is one in a thou­sand.

				“A man of Gro­scav­allo lived with his wife and two chil­dren.

				“The wife had been sick for a long time. On Sunday, the day of the dis­aster, the fath­er was tak­ing care of his wife, aided by the daugh­ter, while the son was vis­it­ing a neigh­bor.

				“Sud­denly, an enorm­ous ava­lanche covered the hut and crushed it. A big log cut the man al­most in two, and he died in­stantly.

				“The moth­er was spared by the same log, but one of her arms was pinned un­der it and crushed.

				“With her free hand she was able to reach her daugh­ter, also pinned un­der the mass of debris. The poor child screamed for help nearly a day and a half. Now and then she would say: ‘Moth­er, put a pil­low un­der my head, it hurts so.’

				“Only the moth­er sur­vived.”

			

			We con­tem­plated the moun­tain, the enorm­ous white moun­tain that grew and grew, while the oth­er one, the green one, seemed now only a dwarf at its feet.

			The town had van­ished in the dis­tance.

			Noth­ing sur­round­ing us but the blue sea, which ex­ten­ded un­der us, and be­fore us, while be­hind us rose the white Alps, the co­lossal Alps, in their heavy mantles of snow.

			Above our heads, a light blue sky suf­fused by golden sun­light! What a beau­ti­ful day!

			Pol re­sumed: “It must be a ter­rible death, to be bur­ied alive un­der that crush­ing mass!”

			Gently rocked by the waves, lulled by the rhythm of the oars, far from the land whose white crest was no longer vis­ible, I thought of the poor little hu­man be­ings swarm­ing over this grain of sand lost in the mag­nitude of the uni­verse; of the miser­able flock of be­ings mowed down by dis­ease, crushed by ava­lanches, shaken and ter­ri­fied by earth­quakes; of those poor little creatures that can­not be dis­tin­guished a mile away, and that are so vain, so quar­rel­some, so fool­ish, and have but a few days of life. I com­pared the gnats that sub­sist a few hours, to the beasts that live a sea­son, to the men who live a few years, to the worlds that en­dure a few cen­tur­ies. What is it all?

			Paul re­marked: “I know a good snow story.”

			And I asked him to tell it.

			He began: “Do you re­mem­ber big Radi­er, Ju­les Radi­er, the hand­some Ju­les?”

			“Yes, per­fectly.”

			“Well, you know how proud he was of his hair, his face, his physique, his strength, his mus­tache. All his at­trac­tions were great­er than oth­er men’s, in his eyes. And he was a heart­break­er, one of these hand­some dum­mies that are very suc­cess­ful, one does not know ex­actly why. They are neither in­tel­li­gent, nor clev­er, nor re­fined, but they pos­sess the at­trib­utes of gal­lant ruf­fi­ans. That is suf­fi­cient.

			“Last winter, Par­is was bur­ied in snow and I went to a ball giv­en by a de­mi­mondaine you know, the beau­ti­ful Sylvia Ray­mond.”

			“Why, yes, of course.”

			“Ju­les Radi­er was there, hav­ing been brought by a friend, and I could see that our host­ess liked him very well. So I thought: ‘Here is a chap who will not be greatly bothered by the snow to­night.’

			“Then I turned my at­ten­tion to find­ing a sub­ject of at­trac­tion in the crowd of pretty girls.

			“But I did not suc­ceed. Not every man is a Ju­les Radi­er, and so I left all alone, about one o’clock in the morn­ing.

			“As I lived quite near, I thought I would walk home. Sud­denly, at the corner of the street, I saw a strange sight:

			“A tall black shad­ow, a man, was walk­ing up and down in the snow, stamp­ing his feet. Was he a lun­at­ic? I ap­proached him with cau­tion. It was Ju­les. He was hold­ing his pumps in one hand, and his socks in the oth­er. His trousers were pulled above his knees, and he was run­ning around in a circle, like in a rid­ing-ring, soak­ing his bare feet in the icy mire, seek­ing the spots where the snow was clean, and white, and deep. And he was jump­ing around like a crazy man and ex­ecut­ing a series of steps like a floor-pol­ish­er.

			“I was be­wildered.

			“I muttered: ‘Gra­cious! Have you lost your mind?’

			“Without paus­ing in his evol­u­tions, he replied: ‘Not at all, I am wash­ing my feet. Do you know that I have cap­tured Sylvia? What luck! And I be­lieve that I am to be favored this very night. One must strike the iron while it is hot. Of course, I had not looked for­ward to this, oth­er­wise I should have taken a bath.’ ”

			Pol con­cluded: “So you see that snow has some use after all.”

			My sail­or, tired out, had stopped row­ing. Our boat was mo­tion­less on the smooth wa­ter.

			I said to the man: “Turn back.” And he took up his oars.

			As we neared the coast, the tall white moun­tain shrank, dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind the oth­er moun­tain, the green one.

			The town re­appeared, sim­il­ar to foam, white foam edging blue wa­ter. The vil­las showed again between the trees. A white line of snow, com­posed of the moun­tain-tops that lost them­selves to the right, to­ward Nice, was alone vis­ible.

			Then, a lone crest re­mained, a tall moun­tain crest fast dis­ap­pear­ing be­hind the neigh­bor­ing coast.

			And soon noth­ing could be seen but the shores and the town, the white town, and the blue sea, over which my little boat, my dear little boat, glided to the rhythmic splash­ing of the oars.

		
	
		
			Our Friends the English

			A small leath­er-bound on the up­holstered seat of the rail­way car­riage. I took it up and opened it. It was a trav­el­ler’s di­ary, dropped by its own­er.

			Here are the last three pages of it copied out.

			
				Feb­ru­ary 1st. Mentone, cap­it­al of the Con­sumptives, noted for its pul­mon­ary tubercles. Quite dif­fer­ent from the potato tubercle, which lives and grows in the earth for the pur­pose of nour­ish­ing and fat­ten­ing men, this vari­ety lives and grows in man for the pur­pose of nour­ish­ing and fat­ten­ing the earth.

				I got this sci­entif­ic defin­i­tion from a friendly doc­tor here, a very learned man.

				Am look­ing for an hotel. Am dir­ec­ted to the Grrrrand Hotel of Rus­sia, Eng­land, Ger­many, and the Neth­er­lands. Pay homage to the land­lord’s cos­mo­pol­it­an in­tel­lect and book a room in this cara­vanserai, which looks empty, it is so big.

				Walk round the town, which is pretty and ad­mir­ably situ­ated at the foot of an im­pos­ing moun­tain peak (see guide­book). Meet vari­ous people who look ill, be­ing taken for a walk by oth­ers who look bored. Have ob­served sev­er­al people wear­ing com­fort­ers (note this, all nat­ur­al­ists who may be be­com­ing anxious at the dis­ap­pear­ance of these gar­ments!).

				Six p.m. Re­turn for din­ner. The tables are laid in an enorm­ous room which could shel­ter three hun­dred guests; as a mat­ter of fact, it holds just twenty-two. They come in one after an­oth­er. The first is a tall thin clean-shaven Eng­lish­man. He is wear­ing a frock-coat with a long skirt, fit­ting closely at the waist. His thin arms are en­vel­oped in its sleeves like an um­brella sheathed in its cov­er. This gar­ment re­minds me at the same time of an ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al cas­sock and the ci­vil­ian uni­forms worn by ex-army cap­tains and army pen­sion­ers. Down the front el­ev­a­tion runs a row of but­tons clad in black serge like their mas­ter, and sewn very close to one an­oth­er; they look like an army of wood­lice. The but­ton­holes stand in a row op­pos­ite and have the air of mak­ing un­seemly ad­vances to the mod­est little but­tons.

				The waist­coat fastens on the same sys­tem. The own­er of the gar­ment does not look pre­cisely a sporty boy.

				He bows to me; I re­turn the com­pli­ment.

				Next item—three ladies, all Eng­lish, a moth­er and two daugh­ters. Each wears a help­ing of whipped white of egg on the top of her head; rather re­mark­able. The daugh­ters are old, like the moth­er. The moth­er is old, like the daugh­ters. All three are thin, flat-ches­ted, tall, stiff, and tired-look­ing; their front teeth are de­signed to in­tim­id­ate plates and men.

				Oth­er res­id­ents ar­rive, all Eng­lish. A sol­it­ary one is fat and red-faced, with white whiskers. Every wo­man (there are four­teen) has a help­ing of white of egg on her head. I ob­serve that this crown­ing del­ic­acy is made of white lace (or is it tulle? I don’t know). It ap­pears to be un­sweetened. All the ladies look as though they were pickled in vin­eg­ar, al­though there are sev­er­al young girls, not bad-look­ing, but with no fig­ures and with no ap­par­ent prom­ise of them. I am re­minded of Bouil­het’s lines:

				
					
						Qu’im­porte ton sein maigre, ô mon ob­jet aimé!
						

						On est plus près du coeur quand la poitrine est plate;
						

						Et je vois comme un merle en sa cage en­fer­mé,
						

						L’amour entre les os, rêvant sur une patte.22
					

				

				Two young men, young­er than the first, are like­wise im­prisoned in sa­cer­dot­al frock-coats. They are lay priests, with wives and chil­dren; they are called par­sons. They look more ser­i­ous, less un­bend­ing, less kindly than our own priests. I would not take a hogshead of them for a pint of ours. But that’s a mat­ter of taste.

				As soon as all the res­id­ents are present, the head-par­son be­gins to speak, and re­cites, in Eng­lish, a sort of long be­ne­di­cite; the whole table listens to it with that pickled look in their faces.

				My din­ner be­ing thus ded­ic­ated, des­pite me, to the God of Is­rael and Al­bion, all star­ted their soup.

				Sol­emn si­lence reigned in the huge room—a si­lence which was surely not nor­mal. I sup­pose the chaste sheep were an­noyed at the in­va­sion of a goat.

				The wo­men es­pe­cially re­tain a stiff, starched look, as though they were afraid of drop­ping their he­ad­dress of whipped cream in­to the soup.

				The head-par­son, how­ever, ad­dresses a few words to his neigh­bour, the un­der-par­son. As I have the mis­for­tune to un­der­stand Eng­lish, I ob­serve with amazement that they are con­tinu­ing a con­ver­sa­tion, in­ter­rup­ted be­fore din­ner, on the texts of the proph­ets. Every­one listens at­tent­ively.

				I am fed, al­ways against my will, upon un­be­liev­able quo­ta­tions.

				“I will provide wa­ter for him that thirsteth,” said Isai­ah.

				I did not know it. I knew none of the truths uttered by Jeremi­ah, Mala­chi, Ezekiel, Eli­jah, and Gaga­chi­as. These simple truths crawled down my ears and buzzed in my head like flies.

				“Let him that is hungry ask for food!”

				“The air be­lon­geth to the birds, as the sea be­lon­geth to the fish.”

				“The fig-tree pro­duceth figs, and the date-palm dates.”

				“He who will not hear, to him know­ledge is denied.”

				How much great­er and more pro­found is our great Henry Mon­ni­er, who through the lips of one man, the im­mor­tal Prud’homme, has uttered more thrill­ing truths than have been com­piled by all the goodly fel­low­ship of the proph­ets.

				Con­fron­ted by the sea, he ex­claims: “How beau­ti­ful is the ocean, but what a lot of good land spoilt!”

				He for­mu­lates the ever­last­ing policy of the world: “This sword is the light of my life. I can use it to de­fend the Power that gave it to me, and, if need be, to at­tack It also.”

				Had I had the hon­our to be in­tro­duced to the Eng­lish people sur­round­ing me, I would cer­tainly have edi­fied them with quo­ta­tions from our French proph­et.

				Din­ner over, we went in­to the lounge.

				I sat alone, in a corner. The Brit­ish na­tion ap­peared to be hatch­ing a plot on the oth­er side of the room.

				Sud­denly a lady went to the pi­ano.

				“Ah,” thought I, “a little mee-usic. So much the bet­ter.”

				She opened the in­stru­ment and sat down; the en­tire colony ranked it­self round her like an army, the wo­men in front, the men in the rear rank.

				Were they go­ing to sing an op­era?

				The head-par­son, now turned choir­mas­ter, raised his hand, then lowered it; a fright­ful din rose up from every throat. They were singing a hymn.

				The wo­men squalled, the men barked, the win­dows shook. The hotel dog howled in the yard. An­oth­er answered him from a room.

				I went off in a furi­ous tem­per. I went for a walk round the town. No theatre. No casino. No place of amuse­ment. I had to go back to the hotel.

				The Eng­lish were still singing.

				I went to bed. They went on singing. Till mid­night they sang the praises of the Lord in the harshest, most hate­ful, most out-of-tune voices I ever heard. Maddened by the hor­rible spir­it of im­it­a­tion which drives a whole na­tion to such or­gies, I bur­ied my head be­neath the sheets and sang:

				
					
						“Je plains le Sei­gneur, le Sei­gneur dieu d’Al­bion,
						

						Dont on chante la gloire au salon.
						

						Si le Sei­gneur a plus d’or­eille
						

						Que son peuple fidèle,
						

						S’il aime le tal­ent, la beau­té,
						

						La grâce, l’es­prit, la gaieté,
						

						L’ex­cel­lente mim­ique
						

						Et la bonne mu­sique,
						

						Je plains le Sei­gneur
						

						De tout mon coeur.”23
					

				

				When I fi­nally dropped off to sleep, I had fear­ful night­mares. I saw proph­ets rid­ing upon par­sons, eat­ing white of egg off the heads of corpses.

				Hor­rible! Hor­rible!

				Feb­ru­ary 2nd. As soon as I was up, I asked the land­lord if these bar­bar­i­an in­vaders of his hotel made a daily prac­tice of this fright­ful di­ver­sion.

				“Oh, no, sir,” he answered with a smile. “Yes­ter­day was Sunday, and Sunday is a holy day to them, you know.”

				I answered:

				
					
						“Ri­en n’est sac­ré pour un pas­teur,
						

						Ni le som­meil du voy­ageur,
						

						Ni son dîn­er, ni son or­eille;
						

						Mais veillez que chose pareille
						

						Ne re­com­mence pas, ou bi­en
						

						Sans hés­iter, je prends le train.”24
					

				

				Some­what sur­prised, the land­lord prom­ised to look in­to the mat­ter.

				Dur­ing the day I made a de­light­ful ex­cur­sion in the hills. At night, the same be­ne­di­cite. Then the draw­ing room. What will they do? Noth­ing, for an hour.

				Sud­denly the same lady who ac­com­pan­ied the hymns the day be­fore, goes to the pi­ano and opens it. I shiver with fright.

				She plays … a waltz.

				The girls be­gin to dance.

				The head-par­son beats time on his knee from force of habit. The Eng­lish­men one after an­oth­er in­vite the ladies; the white of egg whirls round and round and round; will it turn in­to sauce?

				This is much bet­ter. After the waltz comes a quad­rille, then a polka.

				Not hav­ing been in­tro­duced, I re­main alone in a corner.

				Feb­ru­ary 3rd. An­oth­er charm­ing walk to the old castle, a pic­tur­esque ru­in in the hills, on every peak of which re­main the rem­nants of an­cient build­ings. Noth­ing could be more beau­ti­ful than the ruined castles among the chaos of rocks dom­in­ated by Alpine snow-peaks (see guide­book). Won­der­ful coun­try.

				Dur­ing din­ner I in­tro­duce my­self, after the French fash­ion, to the lady next to me. She does not an­swer—Eng­lish po­lite­ness.

				In the even­ing, an­oth­er Eng­lish ball.

				Feb­ru­ary 4th. Ex­cur­sion to Monaco (see guide­books).

				In the even­ing, Eng­lish ball. I am present, in the role of plague-spot.

				Feb­ru­ary 5th. Ex­cur­sion to San Remo (see guide­books).

				In the even­ing, Eng­lish ball. Still in quar­ant­ine.

				Feb­ru­ary 6th. Ex­cur­sion to Nice (see guide­books).

				In the even­ing, Eng­lish ball. Bed.

				Feb­ru­ary 7th. Ex­cur­sion to Cannes (see guide­books).

				In the even­ing, Eng­lish ball. Have tea in my corner.

				Feb­ru­ary 8th. Sunday; my re­venge. Am wait­ing for them.

				They have re­sumed their pickled Sunday faces, and are pre­par­ing their throats for hymns.

				So be­fore din­ner I slip in­to the draw­ing room, pock­et the key of the pi­ano, and say to the port­er: “If the par­sons want the key, tell them I have it, and ask them to see me.”

				Dur­ing din­ner vari­ous doubt­ful points in the Scrip­tures are dis­cussed, texts elu­cid­ated, gene­a­lo­gies of bib­lic­al per­son­ages evolved.

				Then they go to the draw­ing room. The pi­ano is ap­proached. Sen­sa­tion.—Dis­cus­sion; they seem thun­der­struck. The white of egg nearly flies off. The head-par­son goes out, then re­turns. More dis­cus­sion. Angry eyes are turned on me; here are the three par­sons, bear­ing down on me in line. They are am­bas­sad­ori­al, really rather im­press­ive. They bow. I get up. The eld­est speaks:

				“Mosieu, on me avé dit que vô avé pris la clef de la pi­ano. Les dames vôdraient le avoir, pour chanté le can­tique.”

				I an­swer: “Sir, I can per­fectly well un­der­stand the re­quest these ladies make, but I can­not con­cede to it. You are a re­li­gious man, sir; so am I, and my prin­ciples, stricter, no doubt, than yours, have de­term­ined me to op­pose this profan­a­tion of the di­vine in which you are ac­cus­tomed to in­dulge.

				“I can­not, gen­tle­men, per­mit you to em­ploy in the ser­vice of God an in­stru­ment used on week­days for girls to dance to. We do not give pub­lic balls in our churches, sir, nor do we play quad­rilles upon the or­gan. The use you make of this pi­ano of­fends and dis­gusts me. You may take back my an­swer to the ladies.”

				The three par­sons re­tired abashed. The ladies ap­peared be­wildered. They sing their hymns without the pi­ano.

				Feb­ru­ary 9th. Noon. The land­lord has just giv­en me no­tice; I am be­ing ex­pelled at the gen­er­al re­quest of the Eng­lish people.

				I meet the three par­sons, who seem to be su­per­vising my de­par­ture. I go straight up to them and bow.

				“Gen­tle­men,” I say, “you seem to have a deep know­ledge of the Scrip­tures. I my­self have more than a little schol­ar­ship. I even know a little Hebrew. Well, I should like to sub­mit to you a case which pro­foundly troubles my Cath­ol­ic con­science.

				“You con­sider in­cest an ab­om­in­able crime, do you not? Very well, the Bible gives us an in­stance of it which is very dis­turb­ing. Lot, flee­ing from So­d­om, was se­duced, as you know, by his two daugh­ters, and yiel­ded to their de­sires, be­ing de­prived of his wife, who had been turned in­to a pil­lar of salt. Of this ap­palling and doubly in­ces­tu­ous con­nec­tion were born Am­mon and Moab, from whom sprang two great peoples, the Am­mon­ites and the Mo­abites. Well, Ruth, the reap­er who dis­turbed the sleep of Boaz in or­der to make him a fath­er, was a Mo­abite.

				“Do you not know Vic­tor Hugo’s lines?

				
					
						“… Ruth, une mo­abite,
						

						S’était couchée aux pieds de Booz, le sein nu,
						

						Es­pérant on ne sait quel ray­on in­con­nu,
						

						Quand viendrait du ré­veil la lu­mière subite.25
					

				

				“The ‘hid­den ray’ pro­duced Obed, who was Dav­id’s an­cest­or.

				“Now then, was not Our Lord Je­sus Christ des­cen­ded from Dav­id?”

				The three par­sons looked at one an­oth­er in con­sterna­tion, and did not an­swer.

				“You will say,” I went on, “that I speak of the gene­a­logy of Joseph, the law­ful but in­ef­fec­tu­al hus­band of Mary, moth­er of Christ. Joseph, as we all know, had noth­ing to do with his son’s birth. So it was Joseph who was des­cen­ded from a case of in­cest, and not the Di­vine Man. Gran­ted. But I will add two fur­ther ob­ser­va­tions. The first is that Joseph and Mary, be­ing cous­ins, must have had the same an­ces­try; the second, that it is a dis­grace that we should have to read ten pages of gene­a­lo­gic­al tree for noth­ing.

				“We ru­in our eyes learn­ing that A begat B, who begat C, who begat D, who begat E, who begat F, and when we are al­most driv­en off our heads by this in­ter­min­able rig­mar­ole, we come to the last one, who begat noth­ing. That, gen­tle­men, may well be called the ker­nel of the mys­tery.”

				The three par­sons, as one man, ab­ruptly turned their backs on me, and fled.

				Two p.m. I catch the train for Nice.

			

			There the di­ary ended. Al­though these re­marks re­veal the au­thor’s very bad taste, un­in­spired wit, and un­com­mon coarse­ness, yet I think they might put cer­tain trav­el­lers on their guard against the per­il of the Eng­lish­man abroad.

			I should add that there are un­doubtedly charm­ing Eng­lish­men; I have of­ten met them. But they are rarely our fel­low-guests at ho­tels.

		
	
		
			Letter from a Madman

			My dear doc­tor: I am put­ting my­self in your hands. Do with me as you please.

			I am go­ing to tell you very frankly my strange state of mind, and you will de­cide wheth­er it might not be bet­ter to have me cared for, dur­ing a cer­tain time, in a san­it­ari­um, rather than leave me prey to the hal­lu­cin­a­tions and suf­fer­ings that har­ass me.

			This is the story, long and ex­act, of the strange sick­ness of my soul.

			I used to live like every­one else, look­ing at life with man’s open, blind eyes, without won­der and without un­der­stand­ing. I lived as an­im­als live, as we all live, ful­filling all the func­tions of ex­ist­ence, look­ing and think­ing that I saw, think­ing that I knew and un­der­stood what sur­roun­ded me; when one day I real­ized that all is false.

			It was a phrase of Mont­esquieu’s that sud­denly il­lu­min­ated my mind. Here it is: “One or­gan more or less in our mech­an­ism would have caused us to have a dif­fer­ent in­tel­li­gence. … In short, all laws es­tab­lished on the basis of our mech­an­ism be­ing of a cer­tain kind would be dif­fer­ent if our mech­an­ism were not of this kind.”

			I re­flec­ted on that for months, for months and months, and little by little I was per­meated by a strange clar­ity, and this clar­ity has brought on dark­ness.

			Ac­tu­ally, our or­gans are the only in­ter­me­di­ar­ies between the ex­tern­al world and ourselves. That is to say, our in­tern­al ex­ist­ence, what con­sti­tutes the I, makes con­tact by means of cer­tain net­works of nerves, with the ex­tern­al ex­ist­ence that con­sti­tutes the world.

			Now, not to men­tion the fact that we fail to com­pre­hend this ex­tern­al ex­ist­ence be­cause of its pro­por­tions, its dur­a­tion, its in­nu­mer­able and im­pen­et­rable prop­er­ties, its ori­gins, its fu­ture or its ends, its dis­tant forms and its in­fin­ite mani­fest­a­tions, our or­gans sup­ply us, con­cern­ing that por­tion of it which we are able to un­der­stand at all, with in­form­a­tion as un­cer­tain as it is sparse.

			Un­cer­tain, be­cause it is solely the prop­er­ties of our or­gans which de­term­ine for us the ap­par­ent prop­er­ties of mat­ter.

			Sparse, be­cause since our senses are but five, the field of their in­vest­ig­a­tions and the nature of their rev­el­a­tions are very re­stric­ted.

			Let me ex­plain. The eye ac­quaints us with di­men­sions, forms, and col­ors. It de­ceives us on these three points.

			It can re­veal to us only ob­jects and be­ings of me­di­um di­men­sions, in pro­por­tion to hu­man size—thus caus­ing us to ap­ply the word large to cer­tain things and the word small to cer­tain oth­ers, solely be­cause its weak­ness does not per­mit it to com­pre­hend what is too vast or too minute for it. As a res­ult, it knows and sees al­most noth­ing; al­most the en­tire uni­verse re­mains hid­den from it—the star in space and the an­im­al­cule in a drop of wa­ter.

			Even if it had a hun­dred mil­lion times its nor­mal power, if it per­ceived in the air we breathe all the races of in­vis­ible be­ings, as well as the in­hab­it­ants of neigh­bor­ing plan­ets, there would still ex­ist in­fin­ite num­bers of races of yet smal­ler be­ings, and worlds so very dis­tant that it could not reach them.

			Thus all our ideas of pro­por­tion are false, since there is no pos­sible lim­it of large­ness or small­ness.

			Our es­tim­a­tion of di­men­sions and forms has no ab­so­lute value, be­ing de­term­ined solely by the power of one or­gan and by con­stant com­par­is­on with ourselves.

			Fur­ther­more, the eye is also in­cap­able of see­ing the trans­par­ent. It is de­ceived by a flaw­less sheet of glass. It con­fuses it with the air, which it also does not see.

			Let us go on to col­or.

			Col­or ex­ists be­cause our eye is so con­sti­tuted that it trans­mits to the brain, in the form of col­or, the vari­ous ways in which bod­ies ab­sorb and de­com­pose, ac­cord­ing to their chem­ic­al com­pos­i­tion, the light rays which strike them.

			The vary­ing de­grees of this ab­sorp­tion and de­com­pos­i­tion con­sti­tute shades and tints.

			Thus this or­gan im­poses on the mind its man­ner of see­ing, or rather its ar­bit­rary man­ner of re­cord­ing di­men­sions and es­tim­at­ing the re­la­tions between light and mat­ter.

			Let us ex­am­ine hear­ing.

			Even to a great­er ex­tent than with the eye, we are the dupes and playthings of this whim­sic­al or­gan.

			Two col­lid­ing bod­ies pro­duce a cer­tain dis­turb­ance of the at­mo­sphere. This move­ment causes to vi­brate in our ear a cer­tain small mem­brane which im­me­di­ately changes in­to sound what is really only vi­bra­tion.

			Nature is mute. But the eardrum pos­sesses the mi­ra­cu­lous prop­erty of trans­mit­ting to us in the form of a sense, a sense that dif­fers ac­cord­ing to the num­ber of vi­bra­tions, all the quiv­er­ings of the in­vis­ible waves in space.

			This meta­morph­os­is ac­com­plished by the aud­it­ory nerve in the short jour­ney from ear to brain has en­abled us to cre­ate a strange art, mu­sic, the most po­et­ic and the most pre­cise of the arts, vague as a dream and ex­act as al­gebra.

			What shall we say of taste and smell? Would we know the fla­vors and the qual­ity of foods if it were not for the bizarre prop­er­ties of our nose and our pal­ate?

			Hu­man­ity could, how­ever, ex­ist without hear­ing, without taste, and without smell—that is, without any no­tion of sound, taste, or odor.

			Thus, if we had sev­er­al few­er or­gans, we would be ig­nor­ant of things that are ad­mir­able and strange, but if we had sev­er­al ad­di­tion­al or­gans, we should dis­cov­er about us an in­fin­ity of oth­er things that we should nev­er sus­pect due to lack of means of as­cer­tain­ing them.

			Thus, we are de­ceived when we judge what we know, and we are sur­roun­ded by un­ex­plored things that we do not know.

			Thus, everything is un­cer­tain and cap­able of be­ing es­tim­ated in dif­fer­ent ways.

			Everything is false, everything is pos­sible, everything is doubt­ful.

			Let us for­mu­late that cer­tainty by mak­ing use of the old dictum: “What is true on one side of the Pyren­ees is false on the oth­er.”

			And let us say: “What is true with­in the field of our or­gan­ism is false out­side it.”

			Two and two do not ne­ces­sar­ily make four out­side our at­mo­sphere.

			What is true on earth is false bey­ond, whence I con­clude that such im­per­fectly per­ceived mys­ter­ies as elec­tri­city, hyp­not­ic sleep, thought trans­fer­ence, sug­ges­tion, all the mag­net­ic phe­nom­ena, re­main hid­den from us only be­cause nature has not fur­nished us with the or­gan or or­gans ne­ces­sary for their un­der­stand­ing.

			After hav­ing con­vinced my­self that everything re­vealed to me by my senses ex­ists, as I per­ceive it, only for me, and would be totally dif­fer­ent for an­oth­er be­ing oth­er­wise con­sti­tuted, after hav­ing con­cluded that a hu­man­ity dif­fer­ently made would have, con­cern­ing the world, con­cern­ing life, con­cern­ing everything, ideas ab­so­lutely op­posed to ours, be­cause agree­ment of be­liefs res­ults only from the sim­il­ar­ity of hu­man or­gans, and di­ver­gences of opin­ion only from the slight dif­fer­ences in the func­tion­ing of our nervous sys­tems, I made a su­per­hu­man ef­fort of thought to in­fer the im­pen­et­rable that sur­rounds me.

			Have I gone mad?

			I told my­self: I am en­closed in things un­known. I thought of a man without ears in­fer­ring sound, as we in­fer so many hid­den mys­ter­ies, a man es­tab­lish­ing the ex­ist­ence of acous­tic­al phe­nom­ena of which he could de­term­ine neither the nature nor the source. And I be­came afraid of everything around me, afraid of the air, afraid of the night. From the mo­ment we can know al­most noth­ing, and from the mo­ment all is lim­it­less, what re­mains? The void—is it not so? What is there in that ap­par­ent void?

			And that con­fused ter­ror of the su­per­nat­ur­al that has haunted man­kind since the birth of the world is le­git­im­ate, since the su­per­nat­ur­al is noth­ing but that which re­mains veiled from us!

			Then I un­der­stood dread. It seemed to me that I was on the verge of dis­cov­er­ing a secret of the uni­verse.

			I tried to sharpen my or­gans, to ex­cite them, to make them mo­ment­ar­ily per­ceive the in­vis­ible.

			I told my­self: Everything is a be­ing. The cry that passes through the air is a be­ing com­par­able to an an­im­al, since it is born, moves, trans­forms it­self and dies. Thus the fear­ful mind that be­lieves in non-cor­por­eal be­ings is not wrong. What are they?

			How many men have a presen­ti­ment of them, shud­der at their ap­proach, tremble at their barely per­cept­ible con­tact! We feel them near us, all about us, but we can­not dis­tin­guish them, for we haven’t the eye that could see them, or rather the un­known or­gan that could de­tect them.

			Then, more than any­one else, I felt them, these su­per­nat­ur­al pass­ersby. Be­ings or mys­ter­ies? I do not know. I could not say what they were, but I could al­ways dis­tin­guish their pres­ence. And I have seen—seen—an in­vis­ible be­ing, as much as one can see such a thing.

			I passed en­tire nights sit­ting mo­tion­less at my table, my head in my hands, think­ing of them. Of­ten I be­lieved than an in­tan­gible, or rather an im­per­cept­ible body, was hov­er­ing over my hair. It did not touch me, not be­ing of fleshy es­sence, but of an es­sence that was im­pon­der­able, un­know­able.

			Then, one night, I heard my floor creak be­hind me. It creaked in a strange way. I shuddered. I turned. I saw noth­ing. And I thought no more of it.

			But the next night, at the same hour, I heard the same sound. I was so frightened that I stood up, sure, sure, sure that I was not alone in my room. Noth­ing, how­ever, was to be seen. The air was limp­id, trans­par­ent every­where. My two lamps made every corner bright.

			The sound did not be­gin again, and I gradu­ally be­came calmer; still, I re­mained un­easy, and of­ten turned to look.

			The next night I shut my­self in my room early, won­der­ing how I might suc­ceed in see­ing the In­vis­ible that was vis­it­ing me.

			And I saw It. I al­most died of ter­ror.

			I had lit all the candles on my man­tel and in my chan­delier. The room was lighted as though for a party. My two lamps were burn­ing on my table.

			Op­pos­ite me, my bed, an old oak four-poster. To the right, my fire­place. To the left, my door, which I had locked. Be­hind me, a very large closet with mirrored doors. I looked at my­self in the mir­rors for a mo­ment. My eyes were strange, the pu­pils very dilated.

			Then I sat at my table as usu­al.

			The sound had oc­curred, the pre­ced­ing nights, at nine twenty-two. I waited. When the ex­act mo­ment ar­rived, I was con­scious of an in­des­crib­able sen­sa­tion, as though a flu­id, an ir­res­ist­ible flu­id, had pen­et­rated every part of my body, drown­ing my soul in a dread that was ex­cru­ci­at­ing and rap­tur­ous. And the floor creaked, just be­hind me.

			I jumped up, turn­ing so fast that I al­most fell. All was as clear as day­light, and I did not see my­self in the mir­ror! It was empty, bright, full of light. I was not in it, and yet I was just op­pos­ite it. I stared, ter­ri­fied. I dared not go near it, sens­ing full well that it was between us, it, the In­vis­ible, and that it was con­ceal­ing me from the glass.

			Oh! How ter­ri­fied I was! And then I began to see my­self, as in a fog, in the depths of the mir­ror, as though through wa­ter; and it seemed to me that this wa­ter was slid­ing from left to right, slowly, mak­ing my im­age more pre­cise from second to second. It was like the end of an ec­lipse. What was hid­ing me had no out­lines, but a sort of opaque trans­par­ency, gradu­ally be­com­ing clear­er.

			And fi­nally I was able to see my­self per­fectly, as I do every day when I look at my­self.

			So, I have seen it!

			And I have nev­er seen it again.

			But I am wait­ing for it, and I feel that I am los­ing my mind as I wait.

			I spend hours, nights, days, weeks, be­fore my mir­ror, wait­ing! It does not come.

			It knew that I had seen it. But I feel that I shall wait for it al­ways, un­til death; that I shall wait without rest be­fore that mir­ror, like a hunts­man on the watch.

			And in that mir­ror I am be­gin­ning to see mad im­ages, mon­sters, hideous corpses, all sorts of fright­ful beasts, dread­ful be­ings, all the un­likely vis­ions that must haunt the minds of mad­men.

			That is my con­fes­sion, Doc­tor. Tell me: what must I do?

		
	
		
			Old Mongilet

			In the of­fice old Mongi­let was looked upon as an ec­cent­ric. He was an old em­ploy­ee, a good-natured creature, who had nev­er been out­side Par­is but once in his life.

			It was the end of Ju­ly, and each of us, every Sunday, went to roll in the grass, or bathe in the river in the coun­try near by. As­nières, Ar­gen­teuil, Chat­ou, Bou­giv­al, Mais­ons, Poissy, had their habitués and their ar­dent ad­mirers. We ar­gued about the mer­its and ad­vant­ages of all these places, cel­eb­rated and de­light­ful to all em­ploy­ees in Par­is.

			Old Mongi­let would say:

			“You are like a lot of sheep! A nice place, this coun­try you talk of!”

			And we would ask:

			“Well, how about you, Mongi­let? Don’t you ever go on an ex­cur­sion?”

			“Yes, in­deed. I go in an om­ni­bus. When I have had a good lunch­eon, without any hurry, at the wine shop be­low, I look up my route with a plan of Par­is, and the timetable of the lines and con­nec­tions. And then I climb up on top of the bus, open my um­brella and off we go. Oh, I see lots of things, more than you, I bet! I change my sur­round­ings. It is as though I were tak­ing a jour­ney across the world, the people are so dif­fer­ent in one street and an­oth­er. I know my Par­is bet­ter than any­one. And then, there is noth­ing more amus­ing than the en­tresols. You would not be­lieve what one sees in there at a glance. One can guess a do­mest­ic scene simply at the sight of the face of a man who is roar­ing; one is amused on passing by a barber’s shop, to see the barber leave his cus­tom­er whose face is covered with lath­er to look out in the street. One ex­changes heart­felt glances with the mil­liners just for fun, as one has no time to alight. Ah, how many things one sees!

			“It is the drama, the real, the true, the drama of nature, seen as the horses trot by. Heav­ens! I would not give my ex­cur­sions in the om­ni­bus for all your stu­pid ex­cur­sions in the woods.”

			“Come and try it, Mongi­let, come to the coun­try once just to see.”

			“I was there once,” he replied, “twenty years ago, and you will nev­er catch me there again.”

			“Tell us about it, Mongi­let.”

			“If you wish to hear it. This is how it was: You knew Boiv­in, the old clerk, whom we called Boileau?”

			“Yes, per­fectly.”

			“He was my of­fice chum. The ras­cal had a house at Colombes and al­ways in­vited me to spend Sunday with him. He would say:

			“ ‘Come along, Mac­u­lotte (he called me Mac­u­lotte for fun). You will see what a nice walk we shall take.’

			“I let my­self be en­trapped like an an­im­al, and set out, one morn­ing by the 8 o’clock train. I ar­rived at a kind of town, a coun­try town where there is noth­ing to see, and I at length found my way to an old wooden door with an iron bell, at the end of an al­ley between two walls.

			“I rang, and waited a long time, and at last the door was opened. What was it that opened it? I could not tell at the first glance. A wo­man or an ape? The creature was old, ugly, covered with old clothes that looked dirty and wicked. It had chick­ens’ feath­ers in its hair and looked as though it would de­vour me.

			“ ‘What do you want?’ she said.

			“ ‘M. Boiv­in.’

			“ ‘What do you want of him, of M. Boiv­in?’

			“I felt ill at ease on be­ing ques­tioned by this fury. I stammered: ‘Why—he ex­pects me.’

			“ ‘Ah, it is you who are com­ing to lunch?’

			“ ‘Yes,’ I stammered, trem­bling.

			“Then, turn­ing to­ward the house, she cried in an angry tone:

			“ ‘Bovin, here is your man!’

			“It was my friend’s wife. Little Boiv­in ap­peared im­me­di­ately on the threshold of a sort of bar­rack of plaster covered with zinc, that looked like a foot-warm­er. He wore white duck trousers covered with stains and a dirty Panama hat.

			“After shak­ing my hands warmly, he took me in­to what he called his garden. It was at the end of an­oth­er al­ley­way en­closed by high walls and was a little square the size of a pock­et-handker­chief, sur­roun­ded by houses that were so high that the sun could reach it only two or three hours in the day. Pan­sies, pinks, wall­flowers and a few rose bushes were lan­guish­ing in this well without air, and hot as an oven from the re­frac­tion of heat from the roofs.

			“ ‘I have no trees,’ said Boiv­in, ‘but the neigh­bours’ walls take their place. I have as much shade as in a wood.’

			“Then he took hold of a but­ton of my coat and said in a low tone:

			“ ‘You can do me a ser­vice. You saw the wife. She is not agree­able, eh? Today, as I had in­vited you, she gave me clean clothes; but if I spot them all is lost. I coun­ted on you to wa­ter my plants.’

			“I agreed. I took off my coat, rolled up my sleeves, and began to work the handle of a kind of pump that wheezed, puffed and rattled like a con­sumptive as it emit­ted a thread of wa­ter like a Wal­lace drink­ing foun­tain. It took me ten minutes to fill the wa­ter­ing-pot, and I was in a bath of per­spir­a­tion. Boiv­in dir­ec­ted me:

			“ ‘Here—this plant—a little more; enough—now this one.’

			“The wa­ter­ing-pot leaked and my feet got more wa­ter than the flowers. The bot­toms of my trousers were soak­ing and covered with mud. And twenty times run­ning I kept it up, soak­ing my feet afresh each time, and per­spir­ing anew as I worked the handle of the pump. And when I was tired out and wanted to stop, Boiv­in, in a tone of en­treaty, said as he put his hand on my arm:

			“ ‘Just one more wa­ter­ing-pot full—just one, and that will be all.’

			“To thank me he gave me a rose, a big rose, but hardly had it touched my but­ton­hole than it fell to pieces, leav­ing only a hard little green knot as a dec­or­a­tion. I was sur­prised, but said noth­ing.

			“Mme. Boiv­in’s voice was heard in the dis­tance: ‘Are you ever com­ing? When I tell you lunch is ready!’

			“We went to­wards the foot-warm­er. If the garden was in the shade, the house, on the oth­er hand, was in the blaz­ing sun, and the sweat­ing room in the Turk­ish bath is not so hot as was my friend’s din­ing room.

			“Three plates at the side of which were some half-washed forks, were placed on a table of yel­low wood in the middle of which stood an earth­en­ware dish con­tain­ing warmed-up boiled beef and pota­toes. We began to eat.

			“A large wa­ter bottle full of wa­ter lightly colored with wine at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion. Boiv­in, em­bar­rassed, said to his wife:

			“ ‘See here, my dear, just on a spe­cial oc­ca­sion, are you not go­ing to give us some plain wine?’

			“She looked at him furi­ously.

			“ ‘So that you may both get tipsy, is that it, and stay here gab­bing all day? Thanks for the spe­cial oc­ca­sion!’

			“He said no more. After the stew she brought in an­oth­er dish of pota­toes cooked with ba­con. When this dish was fin­ished, still in si­lence, she an­nounced:

			“ ‘That is all! Now get out!’

			“Boiv­in looked at her in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“ ‘But the pi­geon—the pi­geon you plucked this morn­ing?’

			“She put her hands on her hips:

			“ ‘Per­haps you have not had enough? Be­cause you bring people here is no reas­on why we should de­vour all that there is in the house. What is there for me to eat this even­ing?’

			“We rose. Boiv­in whispered:

			“ ‘Wait for me a second, and we will skip.’

			“He went in­to the kit­chen where his wife had gone, and I over­heard him say:

			“ ‘Give me twenty sous, my dear.’

			“ ‘What do you want with twenty sous?’

			“ ‘Why, one does not know what may hap­pen. It is al­ways bet­ter to have some money.’

			“She yelled so that I should hear:

			“ ‘No, I will not give it to you! As the man has had lunch­eon here, the least he can do is to pay your ex­penses for the day.’

			“Boiv­in came back to fetch me. As I wished to be po­lite I bowed to the mis­tress of the house, stam­mer­ing:

			“ ‘Ma­dame—many thanks—kind wel­come.’

			“ ‘That’s all right,’ she replied. ‘But do not bring him back drunk, for you will have to an­swer to me, you know!’

			“We set out. We had to cross a per­fectly bare plain un­der the burn­ing sun. I at­temp­ted to gath­er a flower along the road and gave a cry of pain. It had hurt my hand fright­fully. They call these plants nettles. And, every­where, there was a smell of ma­nure, enough to turn your stom­ach.

			“Boiv­in said, ‘Have a little pa­tience and we will reach the river bank.’

			“We reached the river. Here there was an odour of mud and dirty wa­ter, and the sun blazed down on the wa­ter so that it burned my eyes. I begged Boiv­in to go un­der cov­er some­where. He took me in­to a kind of shanty filled with men, a river boat­men’s tav­ern.

			“He said:

			“ ‘This does not look very grand, but it is very com­fort­able.’

			“I was hungry. I ordered an om­elet. But lo and be­hold, at the second glass of wine, that beg­gar, Boiv­in, lost his head, and I un­der­stand why his wife gave him wa­ter di­luted.

			“He got up, de­claimed, wanted to show his strength, in­terfered in a quar­rel between two drunk­en men who were fight­ing, and, but for the land­lord, who came to the res­cue, we should both have been killed.

			“I dragged him away, hold­ing him up un­til we reached the first bush, where I de­pos­ited him. I lay down be­side him and, it seems, I fell asleep. We must cer­tainly have slept a long time, for it was dark when I awoke. Boiv­in was snor­ing at my side. I shook him; he rose but he was still drunk, though a little less so.

			“We set out through the dark­ness across the plain. Boiv­in said he knew the way. He made me turn to the left, then to the right, then to the left. We could see neither sky nor earth, and found ourselves lost in the midst of a kind of forest of wooden stakes, that came as high as our noses. It was a vine­yard and these were the sup­ports. There was not a single light on the ho­ri­zon. We wandered about in this vine­yard for about an hour or two, hes­it­at­ing, reach­ing out our arms without com­ing to the end, for we kept re­tra­cing our steps.

			“At length Boiv­in fell against a stake that tore his cheek and he re­mained in a sit­ting pos­ture on the ground, ut­ter­ing with all his might long and re­sound­ing hal­los, while I screamed ‘Help! Help!’ as loud as I could, light­ing wax-matches to show the way to our res­cuers, and also to keep up my cour­age.

			“At last a be­lated peas­ant heard us and put us on our right road. I took Boiv­in to his home, but as I was leav­ing him on the threshold of his garden, the door opened sud­denly and his wife ap­peared, a candle in her hand. She frightened me hor­ribly.

			“As soon as she saw her hus­band, whom she must have been wait­ing for since dark, she screamed, as she dar­ted to­ward me:

			“ ‘Ah, scoun­drel, I knew you would bring him back drunk!’

			“My, how I made my es­cape, run­ning all the way to the sta­tion, and as I thought the fury was pur­su­ing me I shut my­self in an in­ner room as the train was not due for half an hour.

			“That is why I nev­er mar­ried, and why I nev­er go out of Par­is.”

		
	
		
			Roger’s Method

			I was walk­ing with Ro­ger one day when a street-hawker bawled in our ears:

			“New meth­od of get­ting rid of moth­ers-in-law! Buy, oh buy!”

			I stopped, and said to my com­pan­ion:

			“Now that re­minds me of a ques­tion I’ve long wanted to ask you. What is this ‘Ro­ger’s meth­od’ your wife talks about so of­ten? She jokes about it in such a gay, con­fid­en­tial way that I take it to be some ma­gic po­tion of which you hold the secret. Whenev­er she’s told of some young man who is ex­hausted and has lost his nervous strength, she turns to you and says with a smile: ‘Ah, you ought to show him Ro­ger’s meth­od.’ And the fun­ni­est thing of all is that you al­ways blush.”

			“Well, there’s a reas­on for it,” answered Ro­ger. “If my wife really knew what she was talk­ing about, she’d stop it mighty quick. I’ll tell you the story in strict con­fid­ence. You know I mar­ried a wid­ow with whom I was very much in love. Now my wife has al­ways been very free of speech, and be­fore she be­came my wife we of­ten had rather spicy little talks. After all, that’s pos­sible with wid­ows; they have the taste of it in their mouths, you see. She has a per­fectly hon­est lik­ing for good smoking-room stor­ies. The sins of the tongue do very little harm; she’s bold, and I’m bash­ful; and be­fore our wed­ding she liked to em­bar­rass me with jokes and ques­tions which were not easy for me to an­swer. Per­haps it was her for­ward­ness which made me fall in love with her. And, talk­ing of love, I was ab­so­lutely de­voted to her from head to toe, and she knew it too, the little bag­gage.

			“We de­cided on a quiet wed­ding and no hon­ey­moon. After the re­li­gious ce­re­mony the wit­nesses were to lunch with us, and then we were to go for a drive, re­turn­ing to my house in the Rue du Held­er for din­ner. Well, the wit­nesses left, and off we went in the car­riage; I told the coach­man to take us to the Park. It was the end of June, and gor­geous weath­er.

			“As soon as we were alone, she began to laugh.

			“ ‘My dear Ro­ger,’ she said, ‘now’s the time to show your­self gal­lant. See what you can do.’

			“This in­vit­a­tion ab­so­lutely para­lysed me. I kissed her hand; I told her I loved her. I even had the pluck to kiss the nape of her neck twice, but the pass­ersby em­bar­rassed me. And she kept on say­ing with a funny pro­vok­ing little air: ‘What next? … What next? …’

			“This ‘what next?’ drained all my strength away. After all, in a car­riage, in the Park, in broad day­light, one could hardly … well, you know what I mean.

			“She was amused by my ob­vi­ous em­bar­rass­ment. From time to time she re­marked: ‘I’m very much afraid I’ve drawn a blank. You make me very un­easy.’

			“I too began to be un­easy—about my­self. As soon as I’m scared, I be­come per­fectly use­less.

			“At din­ner she was charm­ing. In or­der to re­gain my cour­age, I’d sent away my ser­vant, who em­bar­rassed me. Oh, we were per­fectly well-be­haved, but you know how fool­ish lov­ers are. We drank from the same glass, we ate off the same plate, with the same fork. We amused ourselves by be­gin­ning one bis­cuit from both ends, so that our lips met in the middle.

			“ ‘I should like a little cham­pagne,’ she said.

			“I had for­got­ten the bottle on the side­board. I took it, un­twis­ted the wires, and pressed the cork to make it fly off. It wouldn’t go. Gab­ri­elle smiled and mur­mured: ‘An evil omen.’

			“I pushed the swollen end of the cork with my thumb, I twis­ted it to the right, I twis­ted it to the left, but in vain, and sud­denly I broke it right at the lip of the bottle.

			“ ‘Poor Ro­ger,’ sighed Gab­ri­elle.

			“I took a cork­screw and screwed it in­to the piece left in the neck. I couldn’t pull it out; I had to call Prosper back. My wife was now shriek­ing with laughter and say­ing: ‘Well, well; I see I can de­pend on you.’ She was a little tipsy.

			“By the time we came to the cof­fee, she was half seas over.

			“A wid­ow does not need to be put to bed with the ma­ter­nal so­li­citude ac­cor­ded to young girls, and Gab­ri­elle calmly went to her room, say­ing: ‘Smoke your ci­gar for a quarter of an hour.’

			“When I re­joined her, I had lost con­fid­ence in my­self, I ad­mit. I felt un­nerved, wor­ried, ill at ease.

			“I took my law­ful place. She said noth­ing. She looked at me with a smile upon her lips, ob­vi­ously de­sir­ing to chaff me. Irony, at such a mo­ment, was the last straw. I must con­fess that it made me help­less hand and foot.

			“When Gab­ri­elle ob­served my … em­bar­rass­ment, she did noth­ing to re­as­sure me. On the con­trary, she asked me with an air of de­tach­ment: ‘Are you al­ways as full of beans as this?’

			“I could not help an­swer­ing: ‘Shut up; you’re un­bear­able.’

			“She went on laugh­ing, but in an un­res­trained, maudlin, ex­as­per­at­ing way.

			“True, I cut a sorry fig­ure, and must have looked a prop­er fool.

			“From time to time, between new fits of mer­ri­ment, she would say, chok­ing with laughter: ‘Come on—be brave—buck up, you poor boy.’

			“Then she con­tin­ued to laugh so im­mod­er­ately that she pos­it­ively screamed.

			“Fi­nally I was so ex­hausted, so furi­ous with my­self and her, that I real­ised I should smack her un­less I went away.

			“I jumped out of bed and dressed my­self quickly in a fiendish tem­per, without a word to her.

			“She be­came grave at once and, see­ing that I was angry, asked: ‘What are you do­ing? Where are you go­ing?’

			“I did not an­swer, and went down in­to the street. I wanted to kill someone, to have my re­venge, to do some quite in­sane thing. I strode straight ahead at a great rate, and sud­denly the idea came to me to go off with a wo­man. Who knows?—it would be a tri­al, an ex­per­i­ence, prac­tice per­haps. At all events it would be re­venge. And if I were ever de­ceived by my wife, I should at least have de­ceived her first.

			“I did not hes­it­ate. I knew of a house not far from my own house; I ran there and went in like a man who throws him­self in­to deep wa­ter to see if he can still swim.

			“Well, I could swim; I swam very well. I stayed there a long time, en­joy­ing my secret and subtle re­venge. Then I found my­self in the street once more, at the cool hour be­fore dawn. I now felt calm and sure of my­self, con­ten­ted, tran­quil, and still ready, I thought, for deeds of valour.

			“I went slowly home, and quietly opened the door of my room.

			“Gab­ri­elle was read­ing, her el­bow propped up on the pil­low. She raised her head and asked in a frightened voice: ‘Ah, there you are; where have you been?’

			“I made no an­swer. I un­dressed with an air of as­sur­ance. I re­turned like a vic­tori­ous lord to the place whence I had ab­jectly fled.

			“She was amazed, and was con­vinced that I had made use of some mys­ter­i­ous secret.

			“And now on every oc­ca­sion she speaks of ‘Ro­ger’s meth­od’ as though she were re­fer­ring to some in­fal­lible sci­entif­ic device.

			“Well, well, it’s ten years ago now, and I’m afraid the same at­tempt would not have much chance of suc­cess today, for me at any rate.

			“But if any friend of yours is nervous about his wed­ding-night, tell him of my stratagem, and tell him, too, that from twenty to thirty-five there’s noth­ing like it for loosen­ing the shoulders, as the squire of Brantôme would have said.”

		
	
		
			In a Railway Carriage

			The sun was van­ish­ing be­hind the vast chains of hills whose lofti­est peak is the Puy de Dôme, and the shad­ow of the crests filled the deep val­ley of Roy­at.

			Sev­er­al people were strolling in the park, round the band­stand. Oth­ers were still sit­ting to­geth­er in groups, in spite of the sharp even­ing air.

			In one of these groups an an­im­ated dis­cus­sion was in pro­gress, for a grave prob­lem had aris­en, and one which ser­i­ously per­turbed Mes­dames de Sar­cagnes, de Vaula­celles, and de Bridoie. In a few days the hol­i­days would be­gin, and the dis­cus­sion centred round the means of bring­ing home their sons, now at Je­suit and Domin­ic­an col­leges.

			Now, these ladies had not the least de­sire to un­der­take a jour­ney to bring back their off­spring, and they did not know ex­actly who could be en­trus­ted with this del­ic­ate task. The last days of Ju­ly were already on them. Par­is was empty. They tried in vain to re­call any name which offered the ne­ces­sary guar­an­tees.

			Their con­cern was the great­er be­cause an un­sa­voury epis­ode had oc­curred in a rail­way car­riage some few days be­fore. And these ladies were firmly con­vinced that all the wo­men of the town spent their whole time in the ex­press trains between Auvergne and the Gare de Ly­on in Par­is. Ac­cord­ing to Ma­dame de Bridoie, the columns of per­son­al gos­sip in Gil Blas, moreover, an­nounced the pres­ence at Vichy, at Mont Dore, and La Bour­boule of every known and un­known pretty lady. The fact that they were there, was proof that they must have come in a rail­way car­riage; and they would as­suredly re­turn in a rail­way car­riage; they must in­deed be com­pelled to go on re­turn­ing in or­der to come back again every day. It was a con­tinu­al com­ing and go­ing of dam­aged goods on this ab­om­in­able line. The ladies lamen­ted that ac­cess to the sta­tions was not for­bid­den to dis­rep­ut­able wo­men.

			Be­sides, Ro­ger de Sar­cagnes was fif­teen years old, Gon­tran de Vaula­celles thir­teen, and Ro­land de Bridoie el­ev­en years. What was to be done? They could not, un­der any cir­cum­stances, ex­pose their darlings to the risk of meet­ing such creatures. What might they hear, what might they see, and what might they find out if they were to spend a whole day, or a night, in a com­part­ment which held also one or two of these vi­cious wo­men with one or two of their com­pan­ions!

			There seemed no way out of the dif­fi­culty, and then Ma­dame de Mar­tin­sec happened to come past. She stopped to greet her friends, who poured their woes in­to her ears.

			“But what could be easi­er?” she cried. “I’ll lend you the ab­bé. I can quite well spare him for forty-eight hours. Ro­dol­phe’s edu­ca­tion will not suf­fer dur­ing that short time. He will go for your chil­dren and bring them home.”

			So it was ar­ranged that Fath­er Lecuir, a young and cul­tured priest, and Ro­dol­phe de Mar­tin­sec’s tu­tor, should go to Par­is the fol­low­ing week to take charge of the young people.

			

			So the priest set out on Fri­day; and on Sunday morn­ing he was at the Gare de Ly­on, ready, with his three young­sters, to take the eight o’clock ex­press, the new through ex­press which had star­ted to run only a few days be­fore, in re­sponse to the un­an­im­ous de­mands of all the people tak­ing the wa­ters in Auvergne.

			He walked down the plat­form, fol­lowed by his school­boys, like a hen and her chicks, in search of a com­part­ment either empty or oc­cu­pied by people whose ap­pear­ance was quite ir­re­proach­able, for his mind re­tained a lively sense of all the me­tic­u­lous com­mands laid upon him by Mes­dames de Sar­cagnes, de Vaula­celles, and de Bridoie.

			Sud­denly he saw, stand­ing out­side the door of one com­part­ment, an old gen­tle­man and an old white-haired lady talk­ing to an­oth­er lady seated in­side the car­riage. The old gen­tle­man was an of­ficer of the Le­gion of Hon­our, and they were all un­mis­tak­ably gen­tle­folk. “This is the place for me,” thought the ab­bé. He helped his three pu­pils in and fol­lowed them.

			The old lady was say­ing:

			“Be sure to take the greatest care of your­self, my child.”

			The young­er lady answered:

			“Oh, yes, mamma, don’t be anxious.”

			“Call in the doc­tor as soon as ever you feel your­self in pain.”

			“Yes, yes, mamma.”

			“Then good­bye, my daugh­ter.”

			“Good­bye, mamma.”

			They em­braced each oth­er warmly, then a port­er shut the door and the train began to move.

			They were alone. The ab­bé, in high de­light, con­grat­u­lated him­self on his clev­er man­age­ment, and began to talk to the young people en­trus­ted to his care. The day he left, it had been ar­ranged that Ma­dame de Mar­tin­sec should al­low him to give the three boys les­sons dur­ing the whole of the hol­i­days, and he was anxious to test the abil­it­ies and dis­pos­i­tions of his new pu­pils.

			The eld­est, Ro­ger de Sar­cagnes, was one of those tall school­boys who have shot up too rap­idly, thin and pale, with joints that seemed to fit badly. He spoke slowly, with an air of sim­pli­city.

			Gon­tran de Vaula­celles, on the con­trary, had re­mained short in stature, and squat; he was spite­ful, sly, mis­chiev­ous, and queer-tempered. He made fun of every­one, talked like a grown man, mak­ing equi­voc­al an­swers that caused his par­ents some un­eas­i­ness.

			The young­est, Ro­land de Bridoie, did not seem to have any aptitude for any­thing at all. He was a jolly little an­im­al and re­sembled his fath­er.

			The ab­bé had warned them that they would be un­der his or­ders dur­ing the two sum­mer months, and he read them a care­fully worded lec­ture on their duty to him, on the way in which he in­ten­ded to or­der their ways, and on the man­ner that he would ad­opt to­wards them.

			He was an up­right and simple-minded priest some­what sen­ten­tious and full of the­or­ies.

			His con­ver­sa­tion was in­ter­rup­ted by a loud sigh uttered by their fair neigh­bour. He turned his head to­wards her. She was sit­ting still in her corner, her eyes star­ing in front of her, her cheeks slightly pale. The ab­bé turned back to his dis­ciples.

			The train rushed on at full speed, run­ning through plains and woods, passing un­der bridges and over bridges, and in its shud­der­ing on­rush shak­ing vi­ol­ently the long chain of trav­el­lers shut up in the car­riages.

			Mean­while Gon­tran de Vaula­celles was ques­tion­ing Fath­er Lecuir about Roy­at and the amuse­ments the place had to of­fer. Was there a river? Could you fish in it? Would he have a horse, as he had last year? And so on.

			Ab­ruptly, the young wo­man uttered some­thing like a cry, an “Oh” of pain, quickly smothered. Un­easy, the priest asked her:

			“You are feel­ing un­well, Ma­dame?”

			She answered:

			“No, no, Fath­er, it is noth­ing, a passing in­dis­pos­i­tion, noth­ing at all. I have been ail­ing for some time, and the mo­tion of the train wear­ies me.”

			Her face had in­deed be­come liv­id.

			He in­sisted:

			“Is there any­thing I can do for you, Ma­dame?”

			“Oh, no, noth­ing at all, Fath­er. Thank you so much.”

			The priest re­turned to his con­ver­sa­tion with his pu­pils, ac­cus­tom­ing them to his meth­ods of teach­ing and dis­cip­line.

			The hours went by. Now and then the train stopped and went on once more. The young wo­man seemed to be sleep­ing now, and she nev­er moved, en­sconced in her corner. Al­though the day was more than half gone, she had not yet eaten any­thing. The ab­bé thought: “This young lady must be very ill in­deed.”

			The train was only two hours away from Cler­mont-Fer­rand, when all at once the fair trav­el­ler began to moan. She looked as if she might fall from her seat, and, sup­port­ing her­self on her hands, with wild eyes and dis­tor­ted face, she re­peated: “Oh, my God, oh, my God!”

			The ab­bé rushed to her.

			“Ma­dame … Ma­dame … Ma­dame, what is the mat­ter?”

			She stammered:

			“I … I … think that … that … that my baby is go­ing to be born.” And thereupon she began to cry out in the most ter­ri­fy­ing fash­ion. From her lips is­sued a long-drawn and frantic sound which seemed to tear its way through her throat, a shrill fright­ful sound, with an omin­ous note in it that told her agony of mind and bod­ily tor­ture.

			The un­for­tu­nate priest, dazed, stood in front of her, and did not know what to do or what to say or what ef­fort to make; he mur­mured: “My God, if I had only known! … my God, if I had only known!” He had crim­soned to the very whites of his eyes; and his three pu­pils stared in ut­ter be­wil­der­ment at this out­stretched moan­ing wo­man.

			Sud­denly, she writhed, lift­ing her arms over her head, and a strange shud­der­ing seized her limbs, a con­vul­sion that shook her from head to foot.

			The ab­bé thought that she was go­ing to die, to die there be­fore him, de­prived of help and care by his in­com­pet­ence. So he said in a res­ol­ute voice:

			“I will help you, Ma­dame. I don’t know what to do … but I will help you as best I can. I owe aid to all suf­fer­ing creatures.”

			Then, swinging round on the three young­sters, he cried:

			“As for you, you are go­ing to put your heads out of the win­dows, and if one of you turns round, he will copy out for me a thou­sand lines of Vir­gil.”

			He lowered the three win­dows him­self, pushed the three heads in­to their places, drew the blue cur­tains round their necks, and re­peated:

			“If you stir as much as once, you shall not be al­lowed a single out­ing dur­ing the whole of the hol­i­days. And don’t for­get that I nev­er change my mind.”

			And he turned back to the young wo­man, rolling up the sleeves of his cas­sock.

			Her moans came cease­lessly, with now and then a scream. The ab­bé, his face crim­son, helped her, ex­hor­ted her, spoke words of com­fort to her, and lif­ted his eyes every minute to­wards the three young­sters, who kept turn­ing swift glances, quickly aver­ted, to­wards the mys­ter­i­ous task per­formed by their new tu­tor.

			“Mon­sieur de Vaula­celles, you will copy out for me the verb ‘to dis­obey’ twenty times!” he cried.

			“Mon­sieur de Bridoie, you shall have no sweets for a month!”

			Sud­denly the young wo­man ceased her mono­ton­ous wail­ing, and al­most in the same in­stant a strange thin cry, like a yelp or a meow, brought the three school­boys round in one wild rush, sure that they had just heard a newly born puppy.

			In his hands the ab­bé was hold­ing a little na­ked babe. He re­garded it with startled eyes; he seemed at once sat­is­fied and abashed, near laughter and near tears; he looked like a mad­man, so ex­press­ively dis­tor­ted was his face by the rap­id move­ment of his eyes, his lips, and his cheeks.

			He ob­served, as if he were an­noun­cing an amaz­ing piece of news to his pu­pils:

			“It’s a boy.”

			Then he ad­ded im­me­di­ately:

			“Mon­sieur de Sar­cagnes, pass me the bottle of wa­ter in the rack. That’s right. Take out the stop­per. That’s quite right. Pour me out a few drops in my hand, only a few drops. … That’s enough.”

			And he scattered the wa­ter on the bald fore­head of the little creature he was hold­ing, and an­nounced:

			“I bap­tise thee in the name of the Fath­er, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.”

			The train drew in­to the sta­tion of Cler­mont. The face of Ma­dame de Bridoie ap­peared in the door­way. Then the ab­bé, quite los­ing his head, presen­ted her with the tiny hu­man an­im­al that he had just ac­quired, and mur­mured:

			“This lady has had a slight ac­ci­dent on the jour­ney.”

			He con­veyed the im­pres­sion that he had picked the child up in a gut­ter; and, his hair wet with sweat, his bands round on his shoulder, his gown soiled, he re­peated:

			“They saw noth­ing … noth­ing at all—I’ll an­swer for that. … All three of them looked out of the win­dow. … I’ll an­swer for that … they saw noth­ing.”

			And he des­cen­ded from the com­part­ment with four boys in­stead of the three he had gone to fetch, while Mes­dames de Bridoie, de Vaula­celles, and de Sar­cagnes, very pale, ex­changed stu­pefied glances and found not a word to ut­ter.

			

			That even­ing, the three fam­il­ies dined to­geth­er to cel­eb­rate the home­com­ing of the school­boys. But no one had any­thing much to say; fath­ers, moth­ers, and chil­dren alike seemed pre­oc­cu­pied.

			Sud­denly the young­est, Ro­land de Bridoie, asked: “Tell me, mamma, where did the ab­bé find that little boy?”

			His moth­er evaded a dir­ect an­swer:

			“Come, get on with your din­ner, and let us alone with your ques­tions.”

			He was si­lent for some minutes, and then went on:

			“There was no one there ex­cept the lady who had stom­achache. The ab­bé must be a con­jurer, like Robert Houd­in who made a bowl full of fishes come un­der a cloth.”

			“Be quiet now. It was God who sent him.”

			“But where did God put him? I didn’t see any­thing. Did he come in by the door? Tell me.”

			Ma­dame de Bridoie, los­ing pa­tience, replied:

			“Come now, that’s enough, be quiet. He came from un­der a cab­bage, like all little ba­bies. You know that quite well.”

			“But there wasn’t a cab­bage in the car­riage.”

			Then Gon­tran de Vaula­celles, who was listen­ing with a sly look on his face, smiled and said:

			“Yes, there was a cab­bage. But no one saw it ex­cept the ab­bé.”

		
	
		
			The Little Soldier

			Every Sunday, as soon as they were off duty, the two little sol­diers set out for a walk.

			On leav­ing the bar­racks, they turned to the right, crossed Courbe­voie with quick strides as if they were march­ing on parade; then, as soon as they had left the houses be­hind, they walked at a quieter pace down the bare dusty high road to Bezons.

			They were small, thin, lost in army coats that were too large and too long, with sleeves fall­ing over their hands, and em­bar­rassed by red trousers so un­com­fort­ably baggy that they were com­pelled to stretch their legs wide apart in or­der to walk at a good pace. And un­der the tall stiff shakos, hardly a glimpse was vis­ible of their faces, two humble sunken Bre­ton faces, in­no­cent like the faces of an­im­als, with gentle pla­cid blue eyes.

			They spoke no word dur­ing the whole jour­ney, walk­ing straight on, with the same thought in both their heads, which did in­stead of con­ver­sa­tion, for on the edge of the little wood of Cham­pi­oux they had found a spot that re­minded them of their own coun­try, and they felt happy nowhere else.

			At the cross­roads from Colombes to Chat­ou, where the trees be­gin, they took off the hats that crushed their heads, and mopped their brows.

			They al­ways stopped for a short while on Bezons bridge to look at the Seine. They lingered there two or three minutes, bent double, hanging over the para­pet; they looked long at the wide reaches of Ar­gen­teuil, where the white lean­ing sails of the clip­pers raced over the wa­ter, bring­ing to their minds per­haps the Bre­ton sea, the port of Vannes near their own homes, and the fish­ing-boats sail­ing across the Mor­bi­han to the open sea.

			As soon as they had crossed the Seine, they bought their pro­vi­sions from the pork butcher, the baker, and the man who sold the light wine of the dis­trict. A piece of black pud­ding, four ha’p’orth of bread, and a pint of cheap claret made up their ra­tions and were car­ried in their handker­chiefs. But, once bey­ond the vil­lage, they sauntered very slowly on and began at last to talk.

			In front of them a stretch of poor land, dot­ted with clumps of trees, led to the wood, to the little wood which they had thought like Kermarivan wood. Corn and oats bordered the nar­row path lost un­der the green shoots of the crops, and every time they came, Jean Ker­der­en said to Luc Le Gan­i­dec:

			“It is just like Plounivon.”

			“Yes, it’s just like it.”

			They wandered on, side by side, their minds filled with vague memor­ies of their own place, filled with new-awakened pic­tures, crude and simple pic­tures like those on cheap pic­ture post­cards. They saw in thought a corner of a field, a hedge, an edge of moor, a cross­roads, a gran­ite cross.

			Each time they came, they stopped be­side the stone mark­ing the bound­ar­ies of an es­tate, be­cause it had a look of the dol­men at Locneuven.

			Every Sunday, when they reached the first clump of trees, Luc Le Gan­i­dec cut him­self a switch, a hazel switch; he began care­fully peel­ing off the thin bark, think­ing all the time of people at home.

			Jean Ker­der­en car­ried the pro­vi­sions.

			Now and then Luc men­tioned a name, re­called an in­cid­ent of their child­hood, in words that, few as they were, woke long thoughts. And by slow de­grees their coun­try, their be­loved far-off coun­try, took them back to her­self, filled their thoughts and senses, sent them across the space between, her shapes, her sounds, her known ho­ri­zons, her scents, the scent of green plains swept by the salt sea air.

			No longer did they feel the smoky breath of Par­is that feeds the trees of her sub­urbs, but the scent of gorse drawn up on the salt breeze and car­ried out to the wide sea. And the sails of the pleas­ure boats, seen above the banks, looked to them like the sails of the small coast­ing-boats, seen bey­ond the wide plain that stretched from their door­step to the very edge of the waves.

			They walked slowly on, Luc Le Gan­i­dec and Jean Ker­der­en, happy and sad, filled with a sweet mel­an­choly, the dull, deep-seated mel­an­choly of a caged beast that re­mem­bers.

			And by the time Luc had fin­ished strip­ping the slender switch of its skin, they reached the corner of the wood where every Sunday they ate their lunch.

			They found again the two bricks they had hid­den in a cop­pice, and they lit a little fire of branches to cook their black pud­dings on the point of their knife.

			And when they had lunched, eaten their bread to the last crumb, and drunk their wine to the last drop, they re­mained sit­ting side by side in the grass, si­lent, gaz­ing ab­sently in­to space, eyes drowsily half closed, stretched out be­side the field pop­pies; the leath­er of their shakos and the leath­er of their but­tons gleamed un­der the burn­ing sun and fas­cin­ated the larks that hovered singing above their heads.

			As it drew to­wards noon, they began to throw oc­ca­sion­al glances in the dir­ec­tion of Bezons vil­lage, for it was nearly time for the cow­girl to come.

			She came past them every Sunday, on her way to milk her cow and take it back to its shed; it was the only cow in the dis­trict that was out at grass; it was pas­tured in a nar­row mead­ow fur­ther along, on the fringe of the wood.

			Very soon they caught sight of the ser­vant-girl, the only hu­man be­ing walk­ing across the fields, and they were filled with joy by the dazzling flashes of light re­flec­ted from the tin pail in the blaz­ing sun­shine. They nev­er talked about her. They were con­tent just to see her, without un­der­stand­ing why.

			She was a tall lusty wench, au­burn-haired and burnt by the heat of days spent in the open air, a tall bold wench of the Parisi­an coun­tryside.

			Once, see­ing them al­ways sit­ting in the same spot, she said to them:

			“Good morn­ing; d’you al­ways come here?”

			Luc Le Gan­i­dec, the more dar­ing, stammered:

			“Yes, we come for a rest.”

			That was all. But next Sunday she laughed when she saw them, she laughed in the pro­tect­ive, good-hu­moured fash­ion of an ex­per­i­enced wo­man fully con­scious of their timid­ity, and she cried:

			“What d’you sit there for? Are you watch­ing the grass grow?”

			Luc smiled joy­ously back:

			“Maybe so.”

			She re­tor­ted:

			“Well, it’s slow enough.”

			He replied, laugh­ing all the time:

			“It is that.”

			She went on. But when she came back with her pail full of milk, she stopped again in front of them, and said:

			“Would you like a drop? It’ll re­mind you of your home.”

			With the in­stinct­ive un­der­stand­ing of a wo­man of their own class, her­self far from her nat­ive place per­haps, she had put in­to words their deep­est emo­tions.

			They were both touched. Then, not without dif­fi­culty, she poured a little milk down the nar­row neck of the pint bottle in which they car­ried their wine; and Luc drank first, in little gulps, stop­ping every mo­ment to see wheth­er he was tak­ing more than his share. Then he gave the bottle to Jean.

			She re­mained stand­ing in front of them, hands on hips, her pail rest­ing on the ground at her feet, happy in the pleas­ure she was giv­ing them.

			Then she went off, cry­ing:

			“Well, good­bye! See you next Sunday.”

			And as long as they could see it, their eyes fol­lowed her tall fig­ure get­ting farther away and smal­ler, as if it were mer­ging it­self in the green shad­ows of the trees.

			

			When they left the bar­racks on the Sunday after that, Jean said to Luc:

			“Oughtn’t we to buy her some­thing nice?”

			They could not make up their minds in this ex­ceed­ingly awk­ward mat­ter of choos­ing a del­ic­acy for the cow­girl.

			Luc was in fa­vour of a scrap of chit­ter­lings, but Jean pre­ferred car­a­mels, for he loved sweets. His ad­vice car­ried the day, and they bought a penny­worth of red and white sweets at the gro­cer’s.

			They ate their lunch faster than usu­al, ex­cited by the thought of what was com­ing.

			Jean saw her first.

			“There she is,” he said.

			Luc ad­ded:

			“Yes, there she is.”

			She began laugh­ing a long way off, as soon as she saw them, and cried:

			“And how are you? All right?”

			They answered in one breath:

			“How’s your­self?”

			Then she chat­ted away, she talked of the simple things that in­ter­ested them, of the weath­er, the crops, of her em­ploy­ers.

			They dared not of­fer their sweets, which were melt­ing nicely in Jean’s pock­et.

			At last Luc plucked up heart and mur­mured:

			“We’ve brought some­thing.”

			She de­man­ded:

			“What is’t, then?”

			So Jean, red to the ears, drew out the tiny twist pa­per and offered it to her.

			She began eat­ing the little bits of sug­ar, rolling them from one cheek to the oth­er and form­ing little swollen lumps un­der the flesh. The two sol­diers sat in front of her and watched her, ex­cited and very pleased.

			Then she went on to milk her cow, and, as she came back, gave them some milk again.

			They thought of her all week and spoke of her more than once. Next Sunday she sat down be­side them for a longer chat, and the three of them, sit­ting side by side, stared ab­sently in­to space, hug­ging their knees with clasped hands, and told each oth­er little tales and little de­tails of the vil­lages where they were born, while farther off the cow, see­ing the ser­vant-girl paus­ing on her way, stretched to­wards her its clumsy head with its moist nos­trils, and lowed pa­tiently to at­tract her at­ten­tion.

			Be­fore long the girl con­sen­ted to eat a bite with them and drink a mouth­ful of wine. Of­ten she brought them plums in her pock­et, for the plum sea­son had be­gun. Her pres­ence set the two little Bre­ton sol­diers very much at their ease, and they chattered away like two birds.

			

			Then one Wed­nes­day, Luc Le Gan­i­dec ap­plied for a pass out of bar­racks, a thing which he had nev­er done be­fore, and he did not come in un­til ten o’clock at night.

			Thor­oughly dis­turbed, Jean racked his brains to ima­gine why his com­rade had dared to go out like that.

			On the fol­low­ing Fri­day, Luc bor­rowed ten sous from the man who slept next him, and again asked and got leave to ab­sent him­self for some hours.

			And when he set out with Jean for their Sunday walk, he wore a very sly pre­oc­cu­pied, and al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent air. Ker­der­en did not un­der­stand it, but he was vaguely sus­pi­cious of some­thing, without guess­ing what it might be.

			They nev­er said a word un­til they reached their ac­cus­tomed rest­ing-place, where they had worn away the grass by sit­ting al­ways in the same spot; and they ate their lunch slowly. Neither of them was hungry.

			Very soon the girl came in­to sight. They watched her com­ing as they did every Sunday. When she was quite near them, Luc got up and took two steps. She placed her pail on the ground and hugged him. She hugged him vi­ol­ently, throw­ing her arms round his neck, quite re­gard­less of Jean, not dream­ing he was there, not even see­ing him.

			Poor Jean sat there be­wildered, so be­wildered that he did not un­der­stand it at all, his mind in a tur­moil, his heart broken, still un­able to real­ise it.

			Then the girl sat down be­side Luc, and they began to chat­ter.

			Jean did not look at them; he guessed now why his com­rade had gone out twice dur­ing the week, and he felt with­in him­self a burn­ing an­guish, a sort of wound, the dread­ful tear­ing agony of be­tray­al.

			Luc and the girl got up and went off to­geth­er to see to the cow.

			Jean fol­lowed them with his eyes. He saw them get­ting farther and farther away, side by side. His com­rade’s scar­let trousers formed a dazzling patch on the road. It was he who took up the mal­let and hammered in the stake to which the beast was fastened.

			The girl squat­ted down to do the milk­ing, while he caressed the an­im­al’s bony spine with a care­less hand. Then they left the pail on the grass and with­drew in­to the wood.

			Jean saw noth­ing but the leafy wall through which they had gone; and he felt so dis­tressed that if he had tried to get up, he would cer­tainly have dropped where he stood.

			He sat per­fectly still, quite sense­less with amazement and misery, a pro­found un­reas­on­ing misery. He longed to cry, to run away, to hide him­self, nev­er to see any­one again.

			Sud­denly he saw them com­ing out of the cop­pice. They walked back hap­pily, hand in hand, like vil­lage sweet­hearts. It was Luc who car­ried the pail.

			They em­braced again be­fore they par­ted, and the girl went off, throw­ing Jean a friendly good night and a know­ing smile. Today she nev­er re­membered to give him any milk.

			The two little sol­diers re­mained there side by side, mo­tion­less as al­ways, si­lent and calm, their pla­cid faces re­veal­ing noth­ing of the emo­tions that raged in their hearts. The sun went down on them. Now and then the cow lowed, watch­ing them from far off.

			They got up to go back at the usu­al hour.

			Luc peeled a switch. Jean car­ried the empty bottle. He left it with the wine-seller in Bezons. Then they made for the bridge, and, as they did every Sunday, hal­ted halfway across to watch the wa­ter slip past a while.

			Jean leaned over, leaned farther and farther over the iron rail­ing, as if he had seen some­thing in the rush­ing stream that fas­cin­ated him. Luc said to him:

			“Do you want to drink a mouth­ful?”

			As the last word left his mouth, the rest of Jean fol­lowed his head, his lif­ted legs de­scribed a circle in the air, and the little blue and red sol­dier dropped like a stone, struck the wa­ter, and dis­ap­peared in it.

			Luc’s throat con­trac­ted with agony and he tried vainly to shout. Farther down­stream he saw some­thing move; then his com­rade’s head rose to the sur­face of the river to sink again.

			Farther down still he caught one more glimpse, a hand, only a hand thrust out of the wa­ter and sucked down again. Then noth­ing more.

			The wa­ter­men who came run­ning up did not find the body that day.

			Luc re­turned to bar­racks alone, run­ning, com­pletely dis­trac­ted, and re­lated the ac­ci­dent, eyes and voice full of tears, and blow­ing his nose furi­ously. “He leaned over … he … he leaned over … so far … so far that his head did a somer­sault … and … and … there he was fallen over … fallen over …”

			Emo­tion choked him and he could not say any more. If he had only known. …

		
	
		
			Checkmate

			I was go­ing to Tur­in by way of Cor­sica. At Nice I took ship for Bastia, and as soon as we were out at sea I saw a charm­ing, quietly dressed young wo­man sit­ting on the bridge: she was look­ing out to sea. “Ah,” I said to my­self, “there’s my friend for the voy­age.”

			I took a seat op­pos­ite her and looked at her, my mind filled with the ques­tions that leap in­to any man’s mind when he sees an un­known and in­ter­est­ing wo­man: what was her class, her age, what sort of a wo­man was she? Then, from what he can see, he spec­u­lates on what he can’t see. Eye and mind peer through the bod­ice and un­der the gown. He ob­serves the line of the bust when she is seated: he tries to catch a glimpse of her ankle: he notes the tex­ture of her hand, which re­veals the fine­ness of the rest of her limbs, and the shape and size of her ear, which is a truer in­dic­a­tion of birth than a birth cer­ti­fic­ate, that must al­ways be open to dis­pute. He tries to hear her speak, to get at the char­ac­ter of her mind and the ten­der­ness of her heart through the tones of her voice. For, to the ex­per­i­ence ob­serv­er, the pitch and all the subtle grad­a­tions of the spoken word re­veal the mys­ter­i­ous struc­ture of the soul: dif­fi­cult though it may be to grasp it, there is al­ways per­fect ac­cord between thought it­self and the or­gan of its ex­pres­sion.

			So I ob­served my neigh­bour with grave at­ten­tion, watch­ing the signs, ana­lys­ing her move­ments, keep­ing my eyes open for the rev­el­a­tions her every at­ti­tude would make.

			She opened a small bag and took out a news­pa­per. I rubbed my hands: “Tell me what you read, and I will tell you what you are.”

			She began at the lead­ing art­icle with the air of a per­son sa­vour­ing a del­ic­ate pleas­ure. The name of her pa­per leaped to my eyes: Echo de Par­is. I was puzzled. She was read­ing one of Scholl’s scan­dal­ous com­ment­ar­ies. Dev­il take her, she read Scholl. … Scholl. She began to smile: a poin­ted jest. So she was not a prude, or an in­no­cent. So much the bet­ter. A read­er of Scholl—yes, a lov­er of our nat­ive wit, its fine shades, and its salt, even its pep­per. A good sign. I thought: let us try her on an­oth­er tack.

			I went and sat near her, and began to read, no less at­tent­ively, a volume of po­etry that I had bought for the jour­ney: the Chan­son d’amour by Félix Frank.

			I ob­served that she had snatched up the name on the bind­ing with one rap­id glance, like a bird on the wing snatch­ing up a fly. Sev­er­al pas­sen­gers, men, walked past us to look at her. But she seemed to think of noth­ing but her column of town scan­dal. When she had fin­ished it, she laid her pa­per down between us.

			I bowed and said:

			“May I glance through your pa­per?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			“Do you care to look at this volume of verse in the mean­time?”

			“Yes, cer­tainly. Is it amus­ing?”

			The ques­tion puzzled me slightly. It is not usu­al to ask if a col­lec­tion of verse is amus­ing. I answered:

			“It’s bet­ter than that; it’s charm­ing, del­ic­ate, and the work of an artist.”

			“Give it to me, then.”

			She took the book, opened it, and began to glance through it with a vaguely sur­prised air that made it clear she rarely read verse.

			Some of it seemed to move her, some made her smile, but a dif­fer­ent smile from the one she had worn when read­ing her pa­per.

			I asked her sud­denly:

			“Do you like it?”

			“Yes, but I like amus­ing things my­self, very amus­ing things: I’m not sen­ti­ment­al.”

			We began to talk. I learned that she was the wife of a cap­tain of dra­goons, sta­tioned at Ajac­cio, and that she was go­ing to join her hus­band.

			I very soon guessed that she had little love for this hus­band of hers. She did love him, but with the mild af­fec­tion a wo­man re­tains for a hus­band who has not ful­filled the hopes roused in court­ing days. He had drif­ted from gar­ris­on to gar­ris­on, through a num­ber of small, dull towns, such very dull towns. Now he was sta­tioned in this is­land, which must be very gloomy in­deed. No, every­one’s life was not amus­ing. She would rather have gone on liv­ing at Ly­ons with her par­ents, for she knew every­one in Ly­ons. But now she had to go to Cor­sica. The min­is­ter was not in­clined to fa­vour her hus­band, who had, nev­er­the­less, an ex­cel­lent ser­vice re­cord.

			And we dis­cussed the places where she would have liked to live.

			“Do you like Par­is?” I asked.

			“Oh,” she cried, “do I like Par­is? How can you ask such a ques­tion?”

			And she began talk­ing about Par­is with such ar­dent en­thu­si­asm, such wild envy, that I thought: “This is the right string to touch.”

			She ad­ored Par­is from afar, with a pas­sion of repressed glut­tony, with the ex­ag­ger­ated long­ing of a pro­vin­cial and the maddened im­pa­tience of a caged bird who all day looks at a wood from the win­dow where he hangs.

			She began to ques­tion me, stam­mer­ing in an agony of im­pa­tience: she wanted to be told everything, everything, in five minutes. She knew the names of all the fam­ous people, and of many oth­ers whom I had nev­er heard men­tioned.

			“How is M. Goun­od? And M. Sar­dou? Oh, how I love M. Sar­dou’s plays! How amus­ing and witty they are! Every time I see one, I dream of it for a week. I’ve read a book of M. Daudet’s, too, which I en­joyed enorm­ously. Sapho—do you know it? Is M. Daudet nice-look­ing? Have you seen him? And M. Zola, what is he like? If you only knew how Ger­min­al made me cry! Do you re­mem­ber the little child who dies in the dark? How ter­rible that is! It nearly made me ill. There’s noth­ing to laugh at in that, my word. I’ve read a book of M. Bour­get’s, too, Cruelle En­igme. I have a cous­in who was so ex­cited about this nov­el that she wrote to M. Bour­get. I thought the book too ro­mantic. I like some­thing hu­mor­ous bet­ter. Do you know M. Grév­in? And M. Coquelin? And M. Dam­ala? And M. Rochefort? They say he’s a great wit. And M. de Cas­sag­nac? Is it true that he fights a duel every day? …”

			Some­where about the end of an hour, her stock of ques­tions began to run low, and hav­ing sat­is­fied her curi­os­ity by the wild­est flights of ima­gin­a­tion, I was able to talk my­self.

			I told her stor­ies about the do­ings of so­ci­ety, Parisi­an so­ci­ety, real so­ci­ety. She listened with all her ears and all her heart. She must in­deed have gathered a pretty pic­ture of the fair and fam­ous ladies of Par­is. There was noth­ing but love af­fairs, as­sig­na­tions, speedy con­quests and im­pas­sioned de­feats. She kept ask­ing me:

			“Oh, is real so­ci­ety like that?”

			I smiled as one who knows:

			“Of course. It’s only the middle-class wo­men who lead a dull, mono­ton­ous life for the sake of their vir­tue, a vir­tue for which no one thanks them.”

			And I set my­self to un­der­mine vir­tue with tre­mend­ous strokes of irony, philo­sophy and non­sense. I made mag­ni­fi­cent and grace­ful fun of the poor wretches who let them­selves grow old without ever hav­ing known the good things of life, the sweet, tender, gal­lant things that life of­fers, without ever hav­ing sa­voured the de­li­cious pleas­ure of long, burn­ing stolen kisses, and all just be­cause they have mar­ried a worthy dolt of a hus­band, the re­serve of whose mar­it­al em­braces al­lows them to go to their graves in ig­nor­ance of all the re­fine­ments of sen­su­al pleas­ure and all the del­ic­ate ec­stas­ies of love.

			Then I cited fur­ther an­ec­dotes, an­ec­dotes of cab­in­ets par­ticuli­ers, in­trigues which I swore were com­mon know­ledge. And the re­frain of all my tales was a dis­creet, veiled eu­logy of swift, secret love, of sen­sa­tions snatched in passing, like fruit, and for­got­ten as soon as en­joyed.

			Night fell, a calm, warm night. The big ship, shaken from stem to stern by its en­gines, glided over the sea, un­der the vast roof of the wine-dark sky, starred with fire.

			The little pro­vin­cial was not talk­ing now. She drew slow breaths and some­times sighed. Sud­denly she rose.

			“I’m go­ing to bed,” said she. “Good night, mon­sieur.”

			She shook hands with me.

			I knew that on the fol­low­ing even­ing she would have to take the coach that runs from Bastia to Ajac­cio across the moun­tains, mak­ing the jour­ney by night.

			I answered:

			“Good night, ma­dame.”

			And I too betook my­self to the bunk in my cab­in.

			First thing next day, I took three places in­side the coach, all three places, for my­self.

			As I was climb­ing in­to the old car­riage that was go­ing to leave Bastia at night­fall, the con­duct­or asked me if I would not agree to give up one corner to a lady.

			I asked brusquely:

			“To what lady?”

			“To the wife of an of­ficer go­ing to Ajac­cio.”

			“Tell the lady that I shall be glad if she will oc­cupy one of the seats.”

			She ar­rived, hav­ing, she said, been asleep all day. She apo­lo­gised, thanked me and got in.

			The coach was a sort of her­met­ic­ally sealed box, in­to which light entered only through the two doors. So there we were shut up to­geth­er in­side. The car­riage pro­ceeded at a trot, a quick trot; then began to fol­low the moun­tain road. A fresh, power­ful scent of aro­mat­ic herbs drif­ted in through the lowered panes, the heady scent that Cor­sica so pours out in­to the sur­round­ing air that sail­ors passing out at sea smell it, a pun­gent scent like the smell of bod­ies, like the sweat of the green earth im­preg­nated with per­fumes drawn out by the ar­dent sun and giv­en to the passing wind.

			I began to talk of Par­is again, and again she listened to me with fe­ver­ish at­ten­tion. My stor­ies grew dar­ing, subtly dé­col­leté: I used al­lus­ive, two-edged words, words that set the blood on fire.

			The night was on us. I could see noth­ing now, not even the white patch that had been the girl’s face. Only the coach­man’s lan­tern flung a ray of light over the four horses that were climb­ing the road at a walk­ing pace.

			Some­times for a little while, un­til it died away in the dis­tance be­hind us, we heard the sound of a tor­rent dash­ing over the rocks, and ming­ling with the sound of little bells.

			Gently I stretched out my foot and met hers, which was not with­drawn. Then I sat still, wait­ing, and sud­denly, chan­ging my tune, I talked ten­derly, af­fec­tion­ately. I had reached out my hand and touched hers. She did not with­draw that either. I went on talk­ing, near­er her ear, very near her mouth. Already I felt her heart beat­ing against my breast. It was beat­ing quickly and loudly—a good sign—then, slowly, I pressed my lips on her neck, sure that I had her, so sure that I would have wagered any money on it.

			But all at once she star­ted as if she had awakened, star­ted so vi­ol­ently that I reeled to the oth­er end of the coach. Then, be­fore I was able to un­der­stand, to re­flect, to think at all, I first of all re­ceived five or six stag­ger­ing slaps, then a shower of blows rained on me, sharp, sav­age blows that struck me all over, un­able as I was to parry them in the pro­found dark­ness that covered the struggle.

			I put out my hands, try­ing vainly to seize her arms. Then, not know­ing what else to do, I turned sharply round, and presen­ted my back to her furi­ous at­tack, hid­ing my head in the corner of the pan­els.

			She seemed to guess, per­haps from the sound of her blows, this des­pair­ing man­oeuvre, and ab­ruptly ceased to beat me.

			A few seconds later she was back in her corner and had be­gun to cry and she sobbed wildly for an hour at least.

			I had seated my­self again, very dis­tressed and very much ashamed. I would have liked to speak to her, but what should I say? I could think of noth­ing! Apo­lo­gise? That would be ab­surd. What would you have said! No more than I did, I’ll take my oath.

			She was cry­ing softly now, and some­times ut­ter­ing deep sighs that filled me with grief and com­pas­sion. I would have liked to com­fort her, to caress her as if she had been an un­happy child, to ask her par­don, kneel to her. But I did not dare.

			These situ­ations are too stu­pid.

			She grew quiet at last, and we re­mained each in our own corner, still and si­lent, while the car­riage rolled on, stop­ping now and then for fresh horses. We both shut our eyes very quickly at these halts, to avoid see­ing one an­oth­er when the bright light of a stable lan­tern shone in­to the coach. Then the coach set out again; and all the time the pun­gent, scen­ted air of the Cor­sic­an moun­tains caressed our cheeks and our lips, and went to my head like wine.

			Christ, what a glor­i­ous jour­ney it would have been if … if my com­pan­ion had not been such a little fool.

			But gradu­ally light filtered in­to the car­riage, the pale light of early dawn. I looked at my neigh­bour. She was pre­tend­ing to be asleep. The sun, ris­en be­hind the moun­tains, filled with its ra­di­ance a vast blue gulf set around with great gran­ite-cres­ted peaks. On the edge of the bay a white town came in­to sight, still ly­ing in shad­ow.

			Then my neigh­bour pre­ten­ded to wake, she opened her eyes (they were red), she opened her mouth as if she were yawn­ing and had been asleep a long time. She hes­it­ated, blushed and stammered:

			“Shall we be there soon?”

			“Yes, ma­dame, in an hour or so.”

			She ad­ded, gaz­ing in­to space:

			“It is very tir­ing to spend the night in a car­riage.”

			“Yes, it breaks one’s back.”

			“Es­pe­cially after a cross­ing.”

			“Yes.”

			“Is not that Ajac­cio in front of us?”

			“Yes, ma­dame.”

			“I wish we were there.”

			“I am sure you do.”

			Her voice soun­ded a little troubled; her man­ner was rather awk­ward, her glance did not meet mine very read­ily. But she seemed to have for­got­ten the whole epis­ode.

			I ad­mired her. What in­stinct­ive in­triguers these bitches are! What dip­lo­mat­ists!

			We did in­deed ar­rive in an­oth­er hour; and a tall dra­goon, with the fig­ure of a Her­cules, was stand­ing in front of the of­fice; he waved a handker­chief as the coach came in sight.

			My neigh­bour flung her­self wildly in­to his arms, and kissed him at least twenty times, re­peat­ing:

			“Are you all right? How I have been aching to see you again!”

			My trunk was handed down from the roof and I was dis­creetly with­draw­ing when she cried:

			“Oh, you are go­ing away without say­ing good­bye to me.”

			I stammered:

			“Ma­dame, I did not wish to in­trude on your hap­pi­ness.”

			Then she said to her hus­band:

			“Thank this gen­tle­man, darling: he has been most kind to me on the jour­ney. He even offered me a place in the coach which he had re­served for him­self. It is nice to meet with such friendly com­pan­ions.”

			The hus­band shook my hand and thanked me warmly.

			The young wife watched us with a smile. I must have looked a rare fool.

		
	
		
			Joseph

			They were both tipsy, quite tipsy, the little Bar­on­ess An­drée de Frais­ières and the little Comtesse Noëmi de Gar­dens.

			They had dined alone to­geth­er in the many-win­dowed morn­ing room look­ing out over the sea. Through the open win­dows came the soft breeze of a sum­mer even­ing, warm and cool at once, a breeze with the tang of the sea in it. The two young wo­men, ly­ing at full length in their long chairs, were now sip­ping chartreuse and smoking ci­gar­ettes, and re­gal­ing one an­oth­er with in­tim­ate con­fid­ences, con­fid­ences that only their charm­ing and amaz­ing in­tox­ic­a­tion could bring to their lips.

			Their hus­bands had re­turned to Par­is that af­ter­noon, leav­ing them alone at the deser­ted little sea­side place they had chosen in or­der to avoid the at­ten­tions of the float­ing crowd of gay young men at the fash­ion­able re­sorts. Away five days out of sev­en, the two men feared the coun­try ex­cur­sions, the pic­nic lunches, the swim­ming-les­sons, and the rap­id ac­quaint­ances that spring up in the hol­i­day at­mo­sphere of sea­side towns. Dieppe, Étretat and Trouville thus seemed places to be shunned, and they had taken a house, built and aban­doned by some ec­cent­ric man, in the val­ley of Roqueville, near Fécamp, and had bur­ied their wives there for the whole sum­mer.

			They were tipsy. Un­able to think of any amuse­ment, the Bar­on­ess had pro­posed to the Count­ess that they should have a spe­cial din­ner, with cham­pagne. To be­gin with, they had amused them­selves vastly by cook­ing the din­ner with their own hands; then they had eaten mer­rily and drunk hard to ap­pease the thirst in­duced by the heat of the kit­chen range. Now they were en­gaged in a chor­us of frivol­ous non­sense, smoking ci­gar­ettes and us­ing chartreuse as a mouth­wash. And they really did not know what they were say­ing.

			The Count­ess, her legs in the air on the back of a chair, was even fur­ther gone than her friend.

			“To round off this sort of even­ing,” she was say­ing, “we ought to have lov­ers. If I’d only fore­seen it earli­er, I’d have sent to Par­is for a couple and let you have one of them.”

			“Oh, I can al­ways find them,” replied the oth­er; “even this even­ing, if I wanted one, I should have one.”

			“What! At Roqueville, my dear? It must be a peas­ant, then.”

			“No, not ex­actly.”

			“Tell me all about it.”

			“What do you want me to tell you about?”

			“Your lov­er.”

			“My dear, I couldn’t live without be­ing loved. If no one were in love with me, I should think I was dead.”

			“So should I.”

			“Yes, it’s true, isn’t it?”

			“Yes. Men don’t un­der­stand that; our hus­bands least of all!”

			“No, they don’t un­der­stand in the least. But can you ex­pect any­thing else? The sort of love we need is an af­fair of amus­ing epis­odes, at­ten­tions and gal­lantries. They are the food of our hearts, in­dis­pens­able to our lives, quite in­dis­pens­able.”

			“Yes, in­dis­pens­able.”

			“I must feel that someone is think­ing of me, al­ways, every­where. When I am go­ing to sleep, or wak­ing up, I must know that someone some­where is in love with me, dream­ing of me, de­sir­ing me. Without it I should be miser­able, ut­terly miser­able—so miser­able I should be cry­ing all the time.”

			“I feel just the same.”

			“It could not be oth­er­wise. When a hus­band has been kind for six months, or a year, or two years, he is bound to be­come a brute in the end, yes, a real brute. … He gets ab­so­lutely shame­less and in­con­sid­er­ate, he shows him­self in his true col­ours, he makes scenes about the bills, about every single one. You can’t love a man you’re liv­ing with all the time.”

			“That’s very true.”

			“Yes, isn’t it? … Now where was I? I can’t re­mem­ber.”

			“You were say­ing that all hus­bands are brutes!”

			“Yes, so they are … all of them.”

			“True.”

			“And after that? …”

			“What do you mean, ‘after that’?”

			“What was I say­ing after that?”

			“How do I know? You nev­er said it.”

			“But I had some­thing to tell you.”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber now; wait. …”

			“Wait. Ah! I’ve got it.”

			“Go on; I’m listen­ing.”

			“I was say­ing that I can find lov­ers any­where.”

			“How do you do it?”

			“I’ll tell you. Fol­low me closely. When I ar­rive at a strange place, I take notes and make my choice.”

			“Make your choice?”

			“Yes, of course. I take notes first. I get all the in­form­a­tion. A man must be dis­creet, rich, and gen­er­ous be­fore all, mustn’t he?”

			“Yes, that’s true.”

			“And then, he must be pleas­ing to me as a man.”

			“Of course.”

			“Then I angle for him.”

			“Angle?”

			“Yes, like catch­ing fish. Have you nev­er done any fish­ing?”

			“No, nev­er.”

			“What a pity; you should. It’s great fun. And in­struct­ive too. Well, I angle for him.”

			“How?”

			“Don’t be silly. A wo­man catches the man she wants to catch, doesn’t she? As though they had any choice in the mat­ter! And the poor fools still think it is they who choose. But it is we who choose … al­ways. … Wo­men like us, who are not ugly, and no fools, have all men for our suit­ors, all without ex­cep­tion. We pass them all in re­view from morn­ing till night, and when we’ve picked one out we angle for him.”

			“But you’re not telling me how you do it.”

			“How do I do it? … Why, I do noth­ing. I just let my­self be looked at.”

			“You let your­self be looked at?”

			“Yes. It is quite suf­fi­cient. When you’ve let your­self be looked at sev­er­al times run­ning, a man promptly finds you to be the pret­ti­est and most at­tract­ive of wo­men. Then he be­gins to pay court to you. I let him un­der­stand that he’s not such a bad sort, but of course I don’t ac­tu­ally say any­thing; and he falls at my feet. I’ve got him. It de­pends on his char­ac­ter how long it lasts.”

			“And do you get all the men you want like that?”

			“Al­most all.”

			“Then there are some who hold out against you.”

			“Some­times.”

			“Why?”

			“Why? There are three reas­ons which make a man a Joseph. Be­cause he is very much in love with an­oth­er wo­man, be­cause he is ex­traordin­ar­ily tim­id, or be­cause he is … how shall I put it? … in­cap­able of car­ry­ing the con­quest of a wo­man to its end. …”

			“Oh, my dear! … Do you think? …”

			“Yes. … I’m sure of it. … There are many, very, very many of the last kind, far more than you’d think. Oh! they look like every­one else … they are dressed like the rest … they parade up and down like pea­cocks. … When I say pea­cocks … I’m wrong; … they couldn’t spread their tails.”

			“Really, dear! …”

			“As for the tim­id ones, their folly is some­times in­vin­cible. There must be men who can’t un­dress, even when go­ing to bed by them­selves, if they have a mir­ror in their rooms. With these, you have to take strong meas­ures, and use your eyes and your hands. Even that is some­times no use. They nev­er know how or where to be­gin. When you faint in their pres­ence, as a last re­sort … they try to re­vive you. … And if you delay re­turn­ing to your senses … they go and fetch help.

			“I prefer men who are oth­er wo­men’s lov­ers. I carry them off at … at the point of the bay­on­et, my dear!”

			“That’s all very well, but what do you do when there are no men, as here, for in­stance?”

			“I find them.”

			“But where?”

			“Oh, any­where. Why, that re­minds me of my story.

			“Two years ago now, my hus­band sent me off to spend the sum­mer at his place at Bougrolles. There’s ab­so­lutely noth­ing there, noth­ing whatever. There are a few re­volt­ing bump­kins in the nearby houses; they spend their lives hunt­ing fur, shoot­ing feath­er, and live in houses with no bath­rooms; they per­spire, and then sleep with it all, and you couldn’t im­prove them be­cause their prin­ciples are fun­da­ment­ally filthy.

			“Guess what I did.”

			“I can’t.”

			“Ha! ha! I’d just been read­ing a pile of nov­els by George Sand, writ­ten in praise of the man of the people, books in which the work­men are sub­lime and all the gen­tle­men are crim­in­als. In ad­di­tion to that, I’d seen Ruy Blas that winter, and it had im­pressed me fright­fully. Well, one of our farm­ers had a son, a good-look­ing lad of twenty-two who had been trained as a priest, but had left the sem­in­ary in dis­gust. Well, I en­gaged him as a ser­vant!”

			“Oh! … And what then?”

			“Then … then, my dear, I treated him very loftily, and showed him a great deal of my per­son. I did not angle for the coun­try lad; I just in­flamed him!”

			“Oh! An­drée!”

			“Yes, and very good fun it was, too. They say ser­vants don’t count. Well, he didn’t. I rang for him to get his or­ders every morn­ing when my maid was dress­ing me, and every even­ing when she was un­dress­ing me.”

			“Oh! An­drée!”

			“My dear, he flamed up like a thatched roof. After that, at table, dur­ing meals, I spoke of noth­ing but clean liv­ers, the care of the body, douches and baths. And it was so ef­fect­ive that at the end of a fort­night he was bathing in the river, morn­ing and even­ing, and us­ing so much scent that he was fairly pois­on­ing the house. I was ob­liged to for­bid him the use of scent, and told him, with an air of be­ing in an aw­ful tem­per, that men should nev­er use any­thing but eau de co­logne.”

			“Oh! An­drée!”

			“Then I got the idea of or­gan­ising a coun­try lib­rary. I sent for sev­er­al hun­dred mor­al nov­els, and lent them all to our farm la­bour­ers and to my ser­vants. In­to this col­lec­tion there had slipped a few books … po­et­ic­al books … the sort of book that dis­turbs the souls … of school­boys and un­der­gradu­ates. … I gave them to my foot­man. They taught him life … a queer sort of life.”

			“Oh … An­drée!”

			“Then I began to grow fa­mil­i­ar to­wards him, and ad­dress him in in­tim­ate terms. I had named him Joseph. My dear, he was in such a state … in an aw­ful state. … He grew as thin as … as a cock, and his eyes were quite wild. I was fright­fully amused. It was one of the best sum­mers I ever spent. …”

			“And after that? …”

			“After … yes. Well, one day, when my hus­band was away, I told him to har­ness the wick­er chaise and take me to the woods. It was very hot, very hot in­deed. … That’s all!”

			“Oh! An­drée, do tell me all about it. … It’s so in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Have an­oth­er glass of chartreuse, or I shall fin­ish the de­canter by my­self. Well, after that, I was taken ill on the way.”

			“How did that hap­pen?”

			“How stu­pid you are! I told him I was go­ing to be ill and that he must carry me on to the grass. And when I was on the grass I gasped for breath and told him to un­lace my stays. And when my stays had been un­laced, I fain­ted.”

			“Fain­ted right away?”

			“Oh, no, not at all.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, I had to stay un­con­scious nearly an hour. He could not find a rem­edy. But I was pa­tient, and I nev­er opened my eyes again un­til after his fall.”

			“Oh! An­drée. … And what did you say to him?”

			“I? Noth­ing. How could I know any­thing about it, if I was un­con­scious? I thanked him. I told him to put me back in the chaise, and he took me home. But he nearly up­set us, turn­ing in at the gate!”

			“Oh! An­drée! And is that all? …”

			“That’s all. …”

			“You only fain­ted once?”

			“Yes, only once, of course! I didn’t want to make the clod­hop­per my lov­er.”

			“And did you keep him long af­ter­wards?”

			“Oh! yes. I still have him. Why should I have dis­missed him? I had noth­ing to com­plain of.”

			“Oh, An­drée! And does he still love you?”

			“Of course.”

			“Where is he?”

			The Bar­on­ess ex­ten­ded her arm and touched the elec­tric bell. The door opened al­most at once, and a tall foot­man entered, spread­ing round him a strong scent of eau de co­logne.

			“Joseph, my boy,” said the Bar­on­ess, “I’m not feel­ing very well; go and fetch my maid.”

			The man stood mo­tion­less, like a sol­dier in the pres­ence of an of­ficer, and fixed his burn­ing eyes upon his mis­tress, who ad­ded:

			“Hurry up, you great booby; we’re not in the woods today, and Ros­a­lie will look after me bet­ter than you.”

			He turned on his heel and left the room.

			“And what will you tell your maid?” asked the startled Count­ess.

			“I shall say I’m bet­ter! No, I think I’ll have my stays loosened all the same. It will be a re­lief; I can’t breathe. I’m drunk … my dear … so drunk I should fall right over if I tried to stand up.”

		
	
		
			Finis

			As the Count of Lormer­in fin­ished dress­ing he cast a part­ing glance at the large mir­ror which oc­cu­pied a whole pan­el in his dress­ing-room, and smiled.

			He was really a fine-look­ing man, al­though quite grey. Tall, slight, el­eg­ant, with a small mous­tache of a doubt­ful shade that might be called fair, he had a pres­ence, dis­tinc­tion, an ar­is­to­crat­ic bear­ing, a “chic” in short, that in­defin­able qual­ity that makes a great­er dif­fer­ence between two men than the pos­ses­sion of mil­lions of money. He mur­mured: “Lormer­in is still alive!” and entered the big room where his cor­res­pond­ence awaited him.

			On his table, where everything had its place—the workt­able of a gen­tle­man who nev­er works—some dozen let­ters were ly­ing be­side three pa­pers rep­res­ent­ing dif­fer­ent polit­ic­al opin­ions. With a single touch he spread the let­ters out like a gam­bler giv­ing the choice of a card, and he scru­tin­ised the hand­writ­ing, a habit he in­dulged in every morn­ing, be­fore open­ing the en­vel­opes.

			This was the mo­ment of de­light­ful ex­pect­ancy, of in­quiry and of vague anxi­ety. What were these sealed, mys­ter­i­ous let­ters bring­ing to him? What pleas­ure, hap­pi­ness, or sor­row did they con­tain? He sur­veyed them with a quick glance, re­cog­nised the writ­ing, picked them out, sor­ted them in­to two or three bundles ac­cord­ing to what he ex­pec­ted from them. Here were the friends; there those that were in­dif­fer­ent; and, farther on, the un­known cor­res­pond­ents. The last al­ways caused him a slight un­eas­i­ness. What could they want? What hand had traced those curi­ous char­ac­ters, full of thought, of prom­ises, or of threats?

			That day one let­ter in par­tic­u­lar caught his eye. There was noth­ing un­usu­al in its ap­pear­ance, but he looked at it un­eas­ily with a kind of chill at his heart. He thought: “From whom can it be? I cer­tainly know the writ­ing, and yet I can’t identi­fy it.”

			He picked it up, hold­ing it gingerly in his fin­gers, try­ing to read through the en­vel­ope, un­able to make up his mind to open it.

			Then he smelt it, took up a little mag­ni­fy­ing-glass to study the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of the writ­ing. He felt un­nerved: “From whom is it? I know the hand­writ­ing very well. I must have read it of­ten, very of­ten. But it must be very, very old. Who the dev­il can it be from? Pshaw! a re­quest for money.”

			He tore open the en­vel­ope and read:

			
				“My Dear Friend:

				“You must have for­got­ten me, for we have not met for twenty-five years. I was young: I am old. When I said good­bye I was leav­ing Par­is to fol­low my hus­band, my old hus­band, whom you called ‘my hos­pit­al,’ in­to the provinces. Do you re­mem­ber? He has been dead five years and now I am re­turn­ing to Par­is to marry my daugh­ter, for I have a daugh­ter, a lovely girl of eight­een, whom you have nev­er seen. I sent you word of her birth, but I am sure you paid little at­ten­tion to so in­sig­ni­fic­ant an event.

				“You, you are still the hand­some Lormer­in, so I am told. Well, if you still re­mem­ber little Lise, whom you called Lis­on, come and dine with her this even­ing, with the eld­erly Bar­on­ess de Vance, your ever faith­ful friend, who, full of emo­tion and very happy, holds out a de­voted hand which you may clasp, but no longer kiss, my poor Jaque­let.

				
					“Lise de Vance.”

				
			

			Lormer­in’s heart began to beat rap­idly. He re­mained sunk in his arm­chair, the let­ter on his knees, star­ing straight in front of him, shrink­ing from the stab of bit­ter-sweet­ness that brought the tears to his eyes!

			If he had ever loved any wo­man in his life, it had been her, little Lise, Lise de Vance, whom he called Flower of Ashes be­cause of her curi­ous col­our hair and her pale grey eyes. Oh! what a dainty, pretty, charm­ing creature this frail Bar­on­ess had been; the wife of the old gouty pimply Bar­on who had ab­ruptly car­ried her off to the provinces, shut her up, kept her in se­clu­sion, and all for jeal­ousy of the hand­some Lormer­in. Yes, he had loved her and he had been loved in re­turn, so he be­lieved. She had an ad­or­able way of call­ing him Jaque­let. A thou­sand for­got­ten memor­ies crowded upon him, far off, and sweet, and full of sad­ness they were. One even­ing she had called on him on her way home from a ball and they had gone for a stroll in the Bois de Boulogne, she in her ball dress, and he in his dress­ing-jack­et. It was spring­time and the weath­er was mild and the fra­grance from her frock and skin scen­ted the warm air. It was a di­vine night! When they reached the lake, as the moon was dip­ping in­to the wa­ter over the branches she began to cry. Rather taken aback, he asked the reas­on and she replied:

			“I don’t know; the moon and the wa­ter al­ways af­fect me. Every time I see any­thing beau­ti­ful it plucks at my heartstrings, and I cry.” He had smiled, for he too was in­fec­ted with the beauty around him: he thought the sus­cept­ib­il­ity of this poor, dis­trac­tedly emo­tion­al little wo­man both stu­pid and charm­ing. And he had em­braced her pas­sion­ately, mur­mur­ing: “My little Lise, you are de­light­ful.”

			What a charm­ing love af­fair—short-lived and dainty—it had been; so soon over too, cut short in the midst of its ar­dour by that old brute of a bar­on who had car­ried off his wife, and nev­er shown her to any­one again.

			To be sure, Lormer­in had for­got­ten her at the end of two or three weeks. In Par­is one wo­man soon drives out an­oth­er, when one is a bach­el­or. No mat­ter, he had kept a little al­tar for her in his heart, for she had been his only love! Very clearly now he re­cog­nised that.

			He got up and said aloud: “Cer­tainly, I’ll go and dine there this even­ing.” And in­stinct­ively he turned to­ward the mir­ror to in­spect him­self. He re­flec­ted: “She must have aged con­sid­er­ably, more than I have,” and felt pleased to think that he would ap­pear to her still hand­some, still vig­or­ous, and sur­prise her, per­haps, soften her heart and make her re­gret the by­gone days, so far, so far away! He re­turned to his oth­er let­ters, which were of no im­port­ance. The whole day he kept think­ing of this ghost of the past. What would she be like? How strange to meet again after twenty-five years! But would he re­cog­nise her?

			He dressed him­self as care­fully as a wo­man would have done, put on a white waist­coat which suited him bet­ter with his swal­low­tails than a black one, sent for the hairdress­er to give his hair a touch with the tongs—for his hair was still thick—and set off early to show how eager he was to meet her again.

			The first thing he saw on en­ter­ing the newly fur­nished, charm­ing draw­ing room, was his own por­trait, an old faded pho­to­graph dat­ing from the days of his tri­umph, hanging on the wall in a dainty old bro­cade frame.

			He sat down and waited. At last a door opened be­hind him; he rose hur­riedly and, turn­ing round, saw an old lady with white hair, hold­ing both hands out to him.

			He seized them kiss­ing first one, then the oth­er, then raised his head to gaze at his old friend.

			Yes, she was an old lady, a strange old lady who wanted to cry, but nev­er­the­less smiled.

			He could not help mur­mur­ing: “Is it you, Lise?”

			She replied: “Yes, it is I, truly it is I.—You would not have re­cog­nised me, would you? I have had so much sor­row—so much.—Grief has eaten in­to my life.—Here I am—look at me—or, rather, no—don’t look at me.—But how hand­some you still are, you—and young too! If I had met you ac­ci­dent­ally in the streets, I would have called out at once: ‘Jaque­let!’ Now sit down and let us have a chat first. Then I’ll call my daugh­ter, my grown-up daugh­ter. You’ll see she’s very like me—or, rather, I was very like her—no, that’s still not right: she is just like the ‘me’ of former days—you’ll see! But I wanted to be alone, just at first; I was afraid I might break down. Now it’s all right, it’s over. Do sit down, old friend.”

			He sat be­side her, hold­ing her hand, but he did not know what to say; he did not know this wo­man; he felt that he had nev­er seen her be­fore. What was he do­ing in this house? What could he talk about? Of the past? What had the two of them in com­mon? He for­got all that had been, in the pres­ence of this grand­moth­er; all the nice, sweet, tender, heart-wringing things he had felt so in­tensely when he was think­ing of that oth­er wo­man: little Lise, the dainty Flower of Ashes. What had be­come of her, of this former sweet­heart, this well-be­loved? She of the far-off dream, the blonde with grey eyes, the young girl who had so sweetly called him Jaque­let?

			They re­mained quite still side by side, feel­ing awk­ward, un­happy and ill at ease.

			As they were only ex­chan­ging com­mon­places and that with dif­fi­culty, she rose and pressed the bell-push, say­ing: “I am go­ing to call Renée.”

			First there was the sound of a door open­ing, then the rustle of skirts, and then a young voice ex­claim­ing: “Here I am, moth­er!”

			Lormer­in looked as scared as if he had seen a ghost, and stammered: “Good af­ter­noon, Ma­demois­elle … ,” and, turn­ing to­wards the moth­er, said: “Yes, it’s you!”

			It was in­deed she, the girl of the past, the Lise who had van­ished and who had now re­turned! He had found her again, ex­actly as she had been when taken from him twenty-five years ago—though this girl was even young­er, fresh­er, more of a child.

			He felt a wild de­sire to open his arms, to clasp her again to his heart and whis­per in her ear: “Good morn­ing, Lis­on!”

			A manser­vant an­nounced: “Din­ner is served, Ma­dame!” and they pro­ceeded to the din­ing room.

			What happened dur­ing din­ner? What was said to him and what replies did he make? He was in one of those curi­ous dream­like states bor­der­ing on in­san­ity. He looked at the two wo­men, ob­sessed by an idea, the dis­eased idea of a mad­man: “Which is the real one?” Smil­ing all the time, the moth­er re­peated over and over again: “Do you re­mem­ber?” But it was the girl’s bright eyes which re­vealed the past to him. At least twenty times he was go­ing to say: “Do you re­mem­ber, Lis­on?” quite for­get­ting the white-haired wo­man who was ten­derly look­ing at him.

			And yet there were mo­ments when he felt un­cer­tain, when he lost his head com­pletely; he saw that the girl of today was not ex­actly like the girl of long ago. The oth­er, the former love, had some­thing in her voice, her look, her whole be­ing which he missed, and made an enorm­ous ef­fort to re­cap­ture what was es­cap­ing him, the some­thing that this re­sus­cit­ated love did not pos­sess.

			The Bar­on­ess said: “My dear friend, you have lost your old vi­va­city,” to which he replied: “I have lost many oth­er things, too!”

			But his heart was in a fer­ment, he felt his old love spring­ing to life again, like a wild beast ready to tear him to pieces.

			The young girl chat­ted away, and he re­cog­nised tricks of the voice, fa­mil­i­ar phrases used by the moth­er, which she had taught him, the way of think­ing and speak­ing, the re­semb­lance in mind and man­ner that comes from liv­ing to­geth­er, these all com­bined to tor­ment him body and soul. All these memor­ies of the past took pos­ses­sion of him, mak­ing a bleed­ing wound in his awakened pas­sion.

			He left early and went for a stroll on the Boulevard. But the young girl’s im­age fol­lowed him, haunt­ing him, crys­tal­lising his feel­ings and in­flam­ing his blood. Sep­ar­ated from the two wo­men, he now saw only one, the young one—the old one back again—and he loved her as he had loved her in the past. He loved her more pas­sion­ately after the in­ter­val of twenty-five years.

			He went home to re­flect on the strange and ter­rible thing that had happened and to think over what could be done.

			But as, candle in hand, he passed in front of the look­ing-glass, the big look­ing-glass in which he had looked at and ad­mired him­self be­fore he star­ted, he caught sight of an eld­erly man with grey hair, and sud­denly re­membered what he had been like in the old days, the days of little Lise, and he saw him­self young and charm­ing again, as in the days when he had been loved. Then, hold­ing the candle near­er, he looked at him­self more closely, much as one ex­am­ines some strange ob­ject through a mag­ni­fy­ing-glass, tra­cing the wrinkles and re­cog­nising the fright­ful wreck­age that he had nev­er no­ticed be­fore.

			He sat down op­pos­ite his re­flec­tion, crushed at the sight of his wretched ap­pear­ance, mur­mur­ing: “Finis, Lormer­in!”

		
	
		
			The Hairpin

			I will not re­cord the name either of the coun­try or of the man con­cerned. It was far, very far from this part of the world, on a fer­tile and scorch­ing sea­coast. All morn­ing we had been fol­low­ing a coast clothed with crops and a blue sea clothed in sun­light. Flowers thrust up their heads quite close to the waves, rip­pling waves, so gentle, drows­ing. It was hot—a re­lax­ing heat, redol­ent of the rich soil, damp and fruit­ful: one al­most heard the rising of the sap.

			I had been told that, in the even­ing, I could ob­tain hos­pit­al­ity in the house of a French­man, who lived at the end of a head­land, in an or­ange grove. Who was he? I was still in ig­nor­ance. He had ar­rived one morn­ing, ten years ago; he had bought a piece of ground, planted vines, sown seed; he had worked, this man, pas­sion­ately, furi­ously. Then, month by month, year by year, in­creas­ing his demesne, con­tinu­ally fer­til­ising the lusty and vir­gin soil, he had in this way amassed a for­tune by his un­spar­ing la­bour.

			Yet he went on work­ing, all the time, people said. Up at dawn, go­ing over his fields un­til night, al­ways on the watch, he seemed to be goaded by a fixed idea, tor­tured by an in­sa­ti­able lust for money, which noth­ing lulls to sleep, and noth­ing can ap­pease.

			Now he seemed to be very rich.

			The sun was just set­ting when I reached his dwell­ing. This was in­deed built at the end of an out­thrust cliff, in the midst of or­ange-trees. It was a large plain-look­ing house, built foursquare, and over­look­ing the sea.

			As I ap­proached, a man with a big beard ap­peared in the door­way. Greet­ing him, I asked him to give me shel­ter for the night. He held out his hand to me, smil­ing.

			“Come in, sir, and make your­self at home.”

			He led the way to a room, put a ser­vant at my dis­pos­al, with the per­fect as­sur­ance and easy good man­ners of a man of the world; then he left me, say­ing:

			“We will dine as soon as you are quite ready to come down.”

			We did in­deed dine alone, on a ter­race fa­cing the sea. At the be­gin­ning of the meal, I spoke to him of this coun­try, so rich, so far from the world, so little known. He smiled, an­swer­ing in­dif­fer­ently.

			“Yes, it is a beau­ti­ful coun­try. But no coun­try is at­tract­ive that lies so far from the coun­try of one’s heart.”

			“You re­gret France?”

			“I re­gret Par­is.”

			“Why not go back to it?”

			“Oh, I shall go back to it.”

			Then, quite nat­ur­ally, we began to talk of French so­ci­ety, of the boulevards, and people, and things of Par­is. He ques­tioned me after the man­ner of a man who knew all about it, men­tion­ing names, all the names fa­mil­i­ar on the Vaudeville prom­en­ade.

			“Who goes to Tor­toni’s now?”

			“All the same people, ex­cept those who have died.”

			I looked at him closely, haunted by a vague memory. As­suredly I had seen this face some­where. But where? but when? He seemed weary though act­ive, mel­an­choly though de­term­ined. His big fair beard fell to his chest, and now and then he took hold of it be­low the chin and, hold­ing it in his closed hand, let the whole length of it run through his fin­gers. A little bald, he had heavy eye­brows and a thick mous­tache that merged in­to the hair cov­er­ing his cheeks. Be­hind us the sun sank in the sea, fling­ing over the coast a fiery haze. The or­ange-trees in full blos­som filled the air with their sweet heady scent. He had eyes for noth­ing but me, and with his in­tent gaze he seemed to peer through my eyes, to see in the depths of my thoughts the far-off, fa­mil­i­ar, and well-loved vis­ion of the wide shady pave­ment that runs from the Madeleine to the Rue Drouot.

			“Do you know Boutrelle?”

			“Yes, well.”

			“Is he much changed?”

			“Yes, he has gone quite white.”

			“And La Rid­am­ie?”

			“Al­ways the same.”

			“And the wo­men? Tell me about the wo­men. Let me see. Do you know Su­z­anne Vern­er?”

			“Yes, very stout. Done for.”

			“Ah! And Soph­ie As­ti­er?”

			“Dead.”

			“Poor girl! And is … do you know …”

			But he was ab­ruptly si­lent. Then in a changed voice, his face grown sud­denly pale, he went on:

			“No, it would be bet­ter for me not to speak of it any more, it tor­tures me.”

			Then, as if to change the trend of his thoughts, he rose.

			“Shall we go in?”

			“I am quite ready.”

			And he pre­ceded me in­to the house.

			The rooms on the ground floor were enorm­ous, bare, gloomy, ap­par­ently deser­ted. Nap­kins and glasses were scattered about the tables, left there by the swart-skinned ser­vants who prowled about this vast dwell­ing all the time. Two guns were hanging from two nails on the wall, and in the corners I saw spades, fish­ing-lines, dried palm leaves, ob­jects of all kinds, de­pos­ited there by people who happened to come in­to the house, and re­main­ing there with­in easy reach un­til someone happened to go out or un­til they were wanted for a job of work.

			My host smiled.

			“It is the dwell­ing, or rather the hov­el, of an ex­ile,” said he, “but my room is rather more de­cent. Let’s go there.”

			My first thought, when I entered the room, was that I was pen­et­rat­ing in­to a second­hand deal­er’s, so full of things was it, all the in­con­gru­ous, strange, and var­ied things that one feels must be mo­mentoes. On the walls two ex­cel­lent pic­tures by well-known artists, hangings, weapons, swords and pis­tols, and then, right in the middle of the most prom­in­ent pan­el, a square of white sat­in in a gold frame.

			Sur­prised, I went closer to look at it and I saw a hair­pin stuck in the centre of the gleam­ing ma­ter­i­al.

			My host laid his hand on my shoulder.

			“There,” he said, with a smile, “is the only thing I ever look at in this place, and the only one I have seen for ten years. Mon­sieur Prud­homme de­clared: ‘This sabre is the finest day of my life!’ As for me, I can say: ‘This pin is the whole of my life!’ ”

			I sought for the con­ven­tion­al phrase; I ended by say­ing:

			“Some wo­man has made you suf­fer?”

			He went on harshly:

			“Put it that I suf­fer like a wretch. … But come on to my bal­cony. A name came to my lips just now, that I dared not ut­ter, be­cause if you had answered ‘dead,’ as you did for Soph­ie As­ti­er, I should have blown out my brains, this very day.”

			We had gone out on to a wide bal­cony look­ing to­wards two deep val­leys, one on the right and the oth­er on the left, shut in by high sombre moun­tains. It was that twi­light hour when the van­ished sun lights the earth only by its re­flec­tion in the sky.

			He con­tin­ued:

			“Is Jeanne de Limours still alive?”

			His eye was fixed on mine, full of shud­der­ing ter­ror.

			I smiled.

			“Very much alive … and pret­ti­er than ever.”

			“You know her?”

			“Yes.”

			He hes­it­ated:

			“In­tim­ately?”

			“No.”

			He took my hand:

			“Talk to me about her.”

			“But there is noth­ing I can say: she is one of the wo­men, or rather one of the most charm­ing and ex­pens­ive gay ladies in Par­is. She leads a pleas­ant and sump­tu­ous life, and that’s all one can say.”

			He mur­mured: “I love her,” as if he had said: “I am dy­ing.” Then ab­ruptly:

			“Ah, for three years, what a dis­tract­ing and glor­i­ous life we lived! Five or six times I all but killed her; she tried to pierce my eyes with that pin at which you have been look­ing. There, look at this little white speck on my left eye. We loved each oth­er! How can I ex­plain such a pas­sion? You would not un­der­stand it.

			“There must be a gentle love, born of the swift mu­tu­al uni­on of two hearts and two souls; but as­suredly there ex­ists a sav­age love, cruelly tor­ment­ing, born of the im­per­i­ous force bind­ing to­geth­er two dis­cord­ant be­ings who ad­ore while they hate.

			“That girl ruined me in three years. I had four mil­lions which she de­voured quite pla­cidly, in her in­dif­fer­ent fash­ion, crunch­ing them up with a sweet smile that seemed to die from her eyes on to her lips.

			“You know her? There is some­thing ir­res­ist­ible about her. What is it? I don’t know. Is it those grey eyes whose glance thrusts like a gim­let and re­mains in you like the barb of an ar­row? It is rather that sweet smile, in­dif­fer­ent and in­fin­itely charm­ing, that dwells on her face like a mask. Little by little her slow grace in­vades one, rises from her like a per­fume, from her tall slender body, sway­ing a little as she moves, for she seems to glide rather than walk, from her lovely drawl­ing voice that seems the mu­sic of her smile, from the very mo­tion of her body, too, a mo­tion that is al­ways re­strained, al­ways just right, tak­ing the eye with rap­ture, so ex­quis­itely pro­por­tioned it is. For three years I was con­scious of no one but her. How I suffered! For she de­ceived me with every­one. Why? For no reas­on, for the mere sake of de­ceiv­ing. And when I dis­covered it, when I ab­used her as a light-o’-love and a loose wo­man, she ad­mit­ted it calmly. ‘We’re not mar­ried, are we?’ she said.

			“Since I have been here, I have thought of her so much that I have ended by un­der­stand­ing her: that wo­man is Man­on Les­caut come again. Man­on could not love without be­tray­ing; for Man­on, love, pleas­ure, and money were all one.”

			He was si­lent. Then, some minutes later:

			“When I had squandered my last sou for her, she said to me quite simply: ‘You real­ise, my dear, that I can­not live on air and sun­shine. I love you madly, I love you more than any­one in the world, but one must live. Poverty and I would nev­er make good bed­fel­lows.’

			“And if I did but tell you what an ag­on­ising life I had lead with her! When I looked at her, I wanted to kill her as sharply as I wanted to em­brace her. When I looked at her … I felt a mad im­pulse to open my arms, to take her to me and strangle her. There lurked in her, be­hind her eyes, some­thing treach­er­ous and forever un­at­tain­able that made me ex­ec­rate her; and it is per­haps be­cause of that that I loved her so. In her, the Fem­in­ine, the de­test­able and dis­tract­ing Fem­in­ine, was more puis­sant than in any oth­er wo­man. She was charged with it, sur­charged as with an in­tox­ic­at­ing and venom­ous flu­id. She was Wo­man, more es­sen­tially than any one wo­man has ever been.

			“And look you, when I went out with her, she fixed her glance on every man, in such a way that she seemed to be giv­ing each one of them her un­di­vided in­terest. That maddened me and yet held me to her the closer. This wo­man, in the mere act of walk­ing down the street, was owned by every man in it, in spite of me, in spite of her­self, by vir­tue of her very nature, al­though she bore her­self with a quiet and mod­est air. Do you un­der­stand?

			“And what tor­ture! At the theatre, in the res­taur­ant, it seemed to me that men pos­sessed her un­der my very eyes. And as soon as I left her com­pany, oth­er men did in­deed pos­sess her.

			“It is ten years since I have seen her, and I love her more than ever.”

			Night had spread its wings upon the earth. The power­ful scent of or­ange-trees hung in the air.

			I said to him:

			“You will see her again?”

			He answered:

			“By God, yes. I have here, in land and money, from sev­en to eight hun­dred thou­sand francs. When the mil­lion is com­plete, I shall sell all and de­part. I shall have enough for one year with her—one en­tire mar­vel­lous year. And then good­bye, my life will be over.”

			I asked:

			“But af­ter­wards?”

			“Af­ter­wards, I don’t know. It will be the end. Per­haps I shall ask her to keep me on as her body-ser­vant.”

		
	
		
			The Secret

			The little Bar­on­ess de Gran­ger­ie was drows­ing on her couch, when the little Mar­quise of Rennedon entered ab­ruptly, look­ing very dis­turbed, her bod­ice a little rumpled, her hat a little on one side, and dropped in­to a chair, ex­claim­ing:

			“Ouf, I’ve done it!”

			Her friend, who had nev­er seen her any­thing but pla­cid and gentle, sat bolt up­right in amazement. She de­man­ded:

			“What is it? What have you done?”

			The Mar­chion­ess, who did not seem able to re­main in one place, got to her feet, and began to walk about the room; then she flung her­self on the foot of the couch where her friend was rest­ing and, tak­ing her hands, said:

			“Listen, darling, prom­ise me nev­er to re­peat what I am go­ing to tell you.”

			“I prom­ise.”

			“On your im­mor­tal soul.”

			“On my im­mor­tal soul.”

			“Well, I have just re­venged my­self on Si­mon.”

			The oth­er wo­man ex­claimed:

			“Oh, you’ve done right!”

			“Yes, haven’t I? Just think, dur­ing the past six months he has be­come more in­tol­er­able than ever, bey­ond words in­tol­er­able. When I mar­ried him, I knew well enough how ugly he was, but I thought that he was a kindly man. What a mis­take I made! He must cer­tainly have thought that I loved him for him­self, with his fat paunch and his red nose, for he began to coo like a turtle­dove. You can ima­gine that it made me laugh, I nick­named him ‘Pi­geon’ for it. Men really do have the oddest no­tions about them­selves. When he real­ised that I felt no more than friend­ship for him, he be­came sus­pi­cious, he began to speak bit­terly to me, to treat me as if I were a coquette or a fast wo­man, or I don’t know what. And then it be­came more ser­i­ous be­cause of … of … it’s not very easy to put it in­to words. … In short, he was very much in love with me, very much in love … and he proved it to me of­ten, far too of­ten. Oh, my dearest, what tor­ture it is to be … made love to by a clown of a man! … No, really, I couldn’t bear it any longer … not any longer at all … it is just like hav­ing a tooth pulled every even­ing … much worse than that, much worse. Well, ima­gine among your ac­quaint­ances someone very ugly, very ri­dicu­lous, very re­pel­lent, with a fat paunch—that’s the fright­ful part—and great hairy calves. You can just ima­gine him, can’t you? Now ima­gine that this someone is your hus­band … and that … every even­ing … you un­der­stand. No, its loath­some! … loath­some! It made me sick, pos­it­ively sick … sick in my basin. Really, I can’t bear it any longer. There ought to be a law to pro­tect wives in such cases. Just ima­gine it your­self, every even­ing! … Pah, it’s beastly!

			“It’s not that I have been dream­ing of ro­mantic love-af­fairs—not ever. There aren’t any nowadays. All the men in our world are like stable-boys or bankers; they care for noth­ing but horses or money; and if they love wo­men, they love them only as they love horses, just to dis­play them in their draw­ing rooms as they show off a pair of chest­nuts in the Bois. Noth­ing else. Life today is such that ro­mantic feel­ings can play no part.

			“We should show ourselves merely as mat­ter-of-fact and un­emo­tion­al wo­men. In­ter­course is now no more than meet­ings at stated times, at which the same thing is al­ways re­peated. Be­sides, for whom could one feel any af­fec­tion or ten­der­ness? Men, our men, are gen­er­ally speak­ing only cor­rect tail­or’s dum­mies al­to­geth­er want­ing in in­tel­li­gence and sens­ib­il­ity. If we look for any in­tel­lec­tu­al graces, like a per­son look­ing for wa­ter in a desert, we call the artists to our side; and we be­hold the ar­rival of in­tol­er­able pos­eurs or un­der­bred Bo­hemi­ans. As for me, like Dio­genes I have been look­ing for a man, one real man in the whole of Parisi­an so­ci­ety; but I am already quite con­vinced that I shall not find him, and it will not be long be­fore I blow out my lan­tern. To re­turn to my hus­band, since it fairly turned my stom­ach to see him com­ing in­to my room in his shirt and draw­ers, I used all means, all, you un­der­stand me, to ali­en­ate him and to … dis­gust him with me. At first he was furi­ous, and then he be­came jeal­ous, he ima­gined that I was de­ceiv­ing him. In the early days he con­ten­ted him­self with watch­ing me. He glared like a ti­ger at all the men who came to the house, and then the per­se­cu­tion began. He fol­lowed me every­where. He used ab­om­in­able means to take me off guard. Then he nev­er left me alone to talk with any­one. At all the balls, he re­mained planted be­hind me, pok­ing out his clumsy hound’s head as soon as I said a word. He fol­lowed me to the buf­fet, for­bid­ding me to dance with this man and that man, tak­ing me away in the very middle of the co­til­lion, mak­ing me look fool­ish and ri­dicu­lous, and ap­pear I don’t know what sort of a per­son. It was after this that I ceased to go any­where.

			“In this in­tim­acy, he be­came worse still. Would you be­lieve that the wretch treated me as … as I dar­en’t say it … as a har­lot.

			“My dear! … he said to me one even­ing: ‘Whose bed have you been shar­ing today?’ I wept and he was de­lighted.

			“And then he be­came worse still. The oth­er week he took me to dine in the Champs-Élysées. Fate or­dained that Baub­igu­ac should be at the neigh­bour­ing table. Then, if you please, Si­mon began to tread furi­ously on my feet and growl at me over the mel­on: ‘You have giv­en him a ren­dez­vous, you slut! Just you wait!’ Then—you could nev­er guess what he did, my dear—he had the au­da­city to pull my hat­pin gently out and he drove it in­to my arm. I uttered a loud cry. Every­body came run­ning up. Then he staged a de­test­able com­edy of mor­ti­fic­a­tion. You can ima­gine it.

			“At that very mo­ment I said to my­self: ‘I’ll have my re­venge, and be­fore very long, too.’ What would you have done?”

			“Oh, I would have re­venged my­self!”

			“Very well, that’s what I’ve done to him.”

			“How?”

			“What! Don’t you un­der­stand?”

			“But, my dear … still … well, yes.”

			“Yes, what? Gra­cious, just think of his head! Can’t you just see him, with his fat face, his red nose, and his side-whiskers hanging down like dog’s ears.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, I said to my­self: ‘I shall re­venge my­self for my own pleas­ure and Mar­ie’s,’ for I al­ways in­ten­ded to tell you, but nev­er any­one but you, mind. Just think of his face and then re­mem­ber that he … that he … he is …”

			“What … you’ve …”

			“Oh, darling, nev­er, nev­er tell a soul, prom­ise me again! But think how funny it is … think. … He has looked quite dif­fer­ent to me since that very mo­ment … and I burst out laugh­ing all alone … all alone. … Just think of his head.”

			The Bar­on­ess looked at her friend, and the wild laughter that welled up in her breast burst between her lips; she began to laugh, but she laughed as if she were hys­ter­ic­al, and with both hands pressed to her breast, her face puckered up, her breath strangled in her throat, she leaned for­ward as if she would fall over on her face.

			Then the little Mar­quise her­self gave way to a stifling out­burst of mirth. Between two cas­cades of little cries she re­peated:

			“Think … do think … isn’t it funny? Tell me … think of his head … think of his side-whiskers! … of his nose … just think … isn’t it funny? but whatever you do, don’t tell any­one … don’t … tell … about it … ever!”

			They con­tin­ued for some minutes very nearly suf­foc­ated, un­able to speak, weep­ing real tears in their ec­stasy of amuse­ment.

			The Bar­on­ess was the first to re­cov­er her self-con­trol, and still shak­ing:

			“Oh! … tell me how you did it … tell me … it’s so funny … so funny!”

			But the oth­er wo­man could not speak … she stammered:

			“When I had made up my mind … I said to my­self: … ‘Now … hurry up … you must make it hap­pen at once.’ … And I … did it … today …”

			“Today!”

			“Yes … right at once … and I told Si­mon to come and look for me at your house for our es­pe­cial amuse­ment. … He’s com­ing … at once … he’s com­ing. … Just think … think … think of his head when you see him. …”

			The Bar­on­ess, a little sobered, panted as if she had just fin­ished run­ning a race. She answered:

			“Oh, tell me how you did it … tell me.”

			“It was quite easy. I said to my­self: ‘He is jeal­ous of Baub­igu­ac; very well, Baub­igu­ac it shall be. He is as clumsy as his feet, but quite hon­our­able; in­cap­able of gos­sip­ing.’ Then I went to his house, after break­fast.”

			“You went to his house. On what ex­cuse?”

			“A col­lec­tion … for orphans …”

			“Tell me the whole tale me … quickly … tell me the whole tale. …”

			“He was so astoun­ded to see me that he could not speak. And then he gave me two louis for my col­lec­tion, and then as I got up to go away, he asked news of my hus­band; then I pre­ten­ded to be un­able to con­tain my feel­ings any longer, and I told him everything that was on my mind. I painted him even black­er than he is, look you. … Then Baub­igu­ac was very touched, he began to think of ways in which he might help me … and as for me, I began to cry … but I cried as a wo­man cries … when she is cry­ing on pur­pose. … He com­for­ted me … he made me sit down … and then, as I didn’t stop, he put his arm round me. … I said: ‘Oh, my poor friend my poor friend!’ He re­peated: ‘My poor friend, my poor friend!’ and he went on em­bra­cing me … all the time … un­til we reached the closest em­brace of all. … There.

			“When it was over, I made a ter­rible dis­play of des­pair and re­proaches. Oh, I treated him, I treated him as if he were the low­est of the low. … But I wanted to burst out laugh­ing madly. I thought of Si­mon, of his head, of his side-whiskers. Ima­gine it … just ima­gine it! I’ve done it to him. Even if he comes in this minute, I’ve done it to him. And he was so afraid of it hap­pen­ing. Come wars, earth­quakes, epi­dem­ics, even if we all die … I’ve done it to him. Noth­ing can ever pre­vent it now! Think of his head … and say to your­self that I’ve done it to him!”

			The Bar­on­ess, who was al­most chok­ing to death, de­man­ded:

			“Shall you see Baub­igu­ac again?”

			“No, nev­er. Cer­tainly not. … I’ve had enough of him … he’s no more de­sir­able than my hus­band.”

			And they both began to laugh again so vi­ol­ently that they reeled like epi­leptics.

			The ringing of a bell si­lenced their mirth.

			The Bar­on­ess mur­mured:

			“It’s he … look closely at him.”

			The door opened, and a stout man ap­peared, a ruddy-faced man with thick lips and droop­ing side-whiskers; he rolled in­censed eyes.

			The two young wo­men re­garded him for a mo­ment; then they flung them­selves wildly down on the couch, in such a de­li­ri­um of laughter that they groaned as if they were in the most dread­ful agony.

			And he re­peated in a stu­pefied voice: “Upon my word, are you mad? … mad? … are you mad?”

		
	
		
			My Twenty-Five Days

			I had just taken pos­ses­sion of my room in the hotel—a nar­row slip between two papered par­ti­tions through which I could hear everything my neigh­bours were do­ing—and was ar­ran­ging my clothes in the ward­robe when I opened the middle draw­er and no­ticed a roll of pa­per. I straightened it out and read the title:

			
				
					My Twenty-Five Days.

				
			

			It was the di­ary of a vis­it­or at the wa­ter­ing-place, of the last oc­cu­pant of my cab­in-like room, for­got­ten at the last mo­ment.

			These notes may be of in­terest to the wise and healthy who nev­er leave their homes. It is for their be­ne­fit that I am mak­ing this copy without al­ter­ing a single line.

			
				Châtel-Guy­on, 15 Ju­ly.

				At the first glance this coun­try is not gay. How­ever, I am go­ing to spend twenty-five days here for the good of my stom­ach and my liv­er, and to get thin­ner. The twenty-five days of any­one who takes the wa­ters are very like the twenty-eight days of the re­serv­ist; they are spent en­tirely in drudgery, and at its worst. I have done noth­ing today ex­cept settle down, meet the doc­tor, and look around. Châtel-Guy­on con­sists of a stream of yel­low wa­ter flow­ing between sev­er­al low hills dot­ted about with a casino, houses, and stone crosses.

				On the bank of the stream at the end of the val­ley there is a square build­ing with a small garden; this is the Bathing Es­tab­lish­ment round which sad-faced be­ings—the sick—wander. A great si­lence reigns in the walks shaded by trees, for this is not a pleas­ure re­sort, but a real health centre where you make a busi­ness of tak­ing care of your­self, and you get cured, so it seems.

				Those who know even af­firm that the min­er­al wa­ters work mir­acles, but no votive of­fer­ings hang in the cash­ier’s of­fice.

				Oc­ca­sion­ally men and wo­men go up to the slate-covered pa­vil­ion which shel­ters a sweet, smil­ing wo­man, and where a spring bubbles in a ce­ment basin. No words are ex­changed between the in­val­id and the cus­todi­an of the heal­ing wa­ter. The lat­ter hands a little glass in which air bubbles sparkle in the trans­par­ent li­quid, to the vis­it­or, who drinks and de­parts with sol­emn steps to re­sume the in­ter­rup­ted walk un­der the trees.

				There is no sound in the little park, no breath of air in the leaves, no voice passing through the si­lence. A no­tice should be put up: “No one ever laughs here, care of the health is the only di­ver­sion.” Those who do talk look like the dumb who move their lips in im­it­a­tion of speech, for they are afraid of al­low­ing their voices to be heard.

				In the hotel the same si­lence reigns. It is a big hotel where you dine sol­emnly between well-bred folk who have noth­ing to say to each oth­er. Their man­ners show good breed­ing, and their faces re­flect the con­vic­tion of a su­peri­or­ity that it would per­haps be dif­fi­cult for some of them to jus­ti­fy.

				At two o’clock I go up to the Casino, a little wood hut perched on a hil­lock reached by a goat path, the view from which is mag­ni­fi­cent. Châtel-Guy­on is situ­ated in a very nar­row val­ley right between the plain and the moun­tain. To the left I can see the first big rolling waves of the moun­tain-range of Auvergne covered with trees, and ex­tens­ive grey patches dot­ted about here and there: hard masses of lava, for we lie at the foot of the old vol­can­ic craters. To the right through the nar­row cut of the val­ley I can see a plain vast as the sea, bathed in a blu­ish mist that leaves one to guess at the pres­ence of vil­lages, towns, fields gold with ripe corn, and the green stretches of mead­ow-land ly­ing in the shad­ow of apple trees. It is Li­magne, an im­mense fer­tile plain al­ways en­vel­oped in a light mist.

				Night has fallen, and after din­ing alone I am writ­ing this be­side the open win­dow. From the oth­er side of the road I can hear the little or­ches­tra of the casino play­ing tunes like a stu­pid bird singing its lonely song in the desert.

				Now and then I hear a dog bark. The great still­ness does one good. Good night.

				16 Ju­ly.—Noth­ing. I took a bath and after that a shower-bath. I drank three glasses of wa­ter and I have tramped the paths in the park, al­low­ing fif­teen minutes between each glass and half an hour after the last. I have be­gun my twenty-five days.

				17 Ju­ly.—I no­ticed two pretty wo­men who take their baths and their meals when all the oth­ers have fin­ished.

				18 Ju­ly.—Noth­ing.

				19 Ju­ly.—Again saw the two pretty wo­men. They have style and an in­des­crib­able air that fills me with pleas­ure.

				20 Ju­ly.—Long walk in a charm­ing, wooded val­ley as far as the Her­mit­age of Sans-Souci. The coun­try is de­light­ful al­though mel­an­choly; it is so peace­ful, so sweet, so green. On the moun­tain roads you meet nar­row wag­ons laden with hay, slowly drawn by two cows or curbed with great dif­fi­culty by their heads, which are yoked to­geth­er, when go­ing down the slopes. A man wear­ing a big black hat leads them with a thin stick by tap­ping either their flanks or their heads; and of­ten with a simple, en­er­get­ic, grave ges­ture he brings them to a halt when the over-heavy load pushes them down the very steep slopes.

				The air is re­fresh­ing in these val­leys and when it is very hot the dust has a faint, vague odour of vanilla and cow-byres, for so many cows are pas­tured on these routes that you are re­minded of their pres­ence all the time; and this odour is a per­fume, where­as it would be a stench if it came from any oth­er an­im­al.

				21 Ju­ly.—Ex­cur­sion to the val­ley of En­val, a nar­row gorge en­closed between su­perb rocks at the foot of the moun­tain, with a stream run­ning in and out of the piles of stones.

				As I was reach­ing the bot­tom of the rav­ine I heard wo­men’s voices, and caught sight of the two mys­ter­i­ous ladies of the hotel, seated on a boulder, talk­ing.

				It seemed a good op­por­tun­ity, so I in­tro­duced my­self without hes­it­a­tion. My ad­vances were re­ceived quite nat­ur­ally and we re­turned to­geth­er to the hotel. We talked about Par­is; ap­par­ently they know many people I know too. Who can they be?

				I shall see them again to­mor­row. There is noth­ing more amus­ing than such meet­ings.

				22 Ju­ly.—Spent nearly the whole day with the two un­known. They are, in­deed, very pretty, the one dark, the oth­er fair. They say they are wid­ows. H’m?—I sug­ges­ted tak­ing them to Roy­at to­mor­row and they have ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion.

				Châtel-Guy­on is not so mel­an­choly as I thought when I ar­rived.

				23 Ju­ly.—Spent the day at Roy­at. Roy­at is a col­lec­tion of ho­tels at the bot­tom of a val­ley near to Cler­mont-Fer­rand. Lots of people. A big park full of life. A su­perb view of the Puy-de-Dôme seen at the end of a series of val­leys.

				My com­pan­ions at­tract a great deal of at­ten­tion, which is flat­ter­ing to me. The man who es­corts a pretty wo­man thinks he is crowned with a halo, all the more so, then, when he is ac­com­pan­ied by two pretty wo­men. Noth­ing is so pleas­ant as to dine in a well-fre­quen­ted res­taur­ant with a wo­man friend that every­body stares at, be­sides which noth­ing is more likely to raise a man in the es­tim­a­tion of his neigh­bours.

				To drive in the Bois be­hind a broken-down horse or to walk in the Boulevard ac­com­pan­ied by a plain wo­man are the two most hu­mi­li­at­ing things in life to any­one sens­it­ive about pub­lic opin­ion. Of all lux­ur­ies, wo­man is the rarest and the most dis­tin­guished, the one that costs the most and that is the most en­vied; there­fore the one that we prefer to ex­hib­it to the eyes of a jeal­ous world.

				To ap­pear in pub­lic with a pretty wo­man on your arm arouses all the jeal­ousy of which man is cap­able; it means: see, I am rich be­cause I pos­sess this rare and costly ob­ject; I have taste be­cause I dis­covered this pearl; I may even be loved by her—that is to say, if she is not de­ceiv­ing me, which, after all, would only prove that oth­ers con­sider her charm­ing, too.

				But what a dis­grace to be seen with an ugly wo­man!

				How much hu­mi­li­ation it im­plies!

				On prin­ciple she is sup­posed to be your wife, for you can’t ad­mit that you have an ugly mis­tress? A real wife may be ill-fa­voured but her ugli­ness is the cause of all kinds of dis­agree­able in­cid­ents. To be­gin with, you are taken for a not­ary or a ma­gis­trate, the two pro­fes­sions that hold the mono­poly of grot­esque, well-dowered wives. Well, is that not pain­ful for a man? Be­sides, it seems like shout­ing aloud that you have the ap­palling cour­age, and even are un­der leg­al ob­lig­a­tion, to caress that ri­dicu­lous face and that mis­shapen body, and that doubt­less you will be so lost to shame as to make this un­desir­able be­ing a moth­er—which is the very height of ab­surdity.

				24 Ju­ly.—I nev­er leave the two un­known wid­ows, whom I am be­gin­ning to know quite well. This coun­try is de­light­ful and our hotel is ex­cel­lent. A good sea­son. The treat­ment is do­ing me an im­mense amount of good.

				25 Ju­ly.—Drove in a land­au to the Lake of Tazenat. An un­ex­pec­ted, ex­quis­ite treat, de­cided upon at lunch. Hur­ried de­par­ture on leav­ing the table. After a long drive through the moun­tains we sud­denly caught sight of a lovely little lake—very round and very blue, as clear as glass—tucked away at the bot­tom of an ex­tinct crater. One side of this im­mense basin is ar­id, the oth­er is wooded. There is a little house sur­roun­ded by trees, where a man lives who is both lively and kind: a wise soul who spends his life in this Vir­gili­an spot. He made us wel­come. An idea came in­to my head, and I ex­claimed:

				“Sup­pos­ing we bathe!”

				“Yes—but—what about cos­tumes?”

				“Bah! We are in the desert.” So we bathed—!

				If I were a poet I would de­scribe the un­for­get­table vis­ion of the two young, na­ked bod­ies in the trans­par­ent wa­ter. The shelving, up­right cliff en­closed the still wa­ters of the lake, round and shin­ing like a sil­ver coin; the sun poured in­to it a flood of warm light, and by the rocks the blonde swim­mers glided about ap­par­ently sus­pen­ded in the air, by the hardly vis­ible waves. Their move­ments were re­flec­ted on the sand at the bot­tom of the lake.

				26 Ju­ly.—Some of the people seem to re­gard my rap­id friend­ship with the two wid­ows with dis­ap­prov­al and con­dem­na­tion! There are evid­ently people so con­sti­tuted that they think the right thing in life is to be bored. Everything that ap­pears amus­ing at once be­comes either a breach of good man­ners or of mor­al­ity. For them duty is sub­ject to ri­gid and deadly gloomy rules.

				I would like to point out with all hu­mil­ity that the stand­ard of duty dif­fers for the Mor­mons, Ar­abs, Zu­lus, Turks, the Eng­lish or the French, and that good people are to be found amongst them all.

				I will give an ex­ample. In re­gard to wo­men, a sense of duty is de­veloped at the age of nine in Eng­land, where­as in France it does not ex­ist un­til the age of fif­teen. As for me, I take a little from each coun­try, the res­ult be­ing on the lines of the teach­ing of the saintly King So­lomon.

				27 Ju­ly.—Good news. I have lost over a pound in weight. Ex­cel­lent, this Châtel-Guy­on wa­ter! I am tak­ing the wid­ows to dine at Ri­om, a mel­an­choly town whose ana­gram makes it an un­desir­able neigh­bour to heal­ing springs: Ri­om, Mori.

				28 Ju­ly.—Crash! Bang! Two men have come to fetch my two wid­ows. Two wid­owers, of course.—They are leav­ing this even­ing, they wrote to tell me.

				29 Ju­ly.—Alone! Long ex­cur­sion on foot to the ex­tinct crater of Nachère. Su­perb view.

				30 Ju­ly.—Noth­ing. Am fol­low­ing the treat­ment.

				31 Ju­ly. Ditto. Ditto. Ditto.

				This beau­ti­ful coun­try is full of dis­gust­ing streams. I am draw­ing the care­less town coun­cil’s at­ten­tion to the ab­om­in­able sew­er which pois­ons the road in front of the hotel. All the kit­chen re­fuse of this place is thrown in­to it. It makes a good breed­ing-ground for chol­era.

				1 Au­gust.—Noth­ing. Treat­ment.

				2 Au­gust. Lovely walk to Château­neuf, centre for rheum­at­ic pa­tients where every­body is lame. Noth­ing could be fun­ni­er than this pop­u­la­tion of people on crutches.

				3 Au­gust.—Noth­ing. Treat­ment.

				4 Au­gust.—Ditto. Ditto.

				5 Au­gust.—Ditto. Ditto.

				6 Au­gust.—Des­pair!—I have just been weighed and have put on over half a pound. Well; what then?—

				7 Au­gust.—Over sixty-six miles’ drive in the moun­tains. I won’t men­tion the name of the coun­try out of re­spect for its wo­men.

				This ex­cur­sion had been sug­ges­ted to me as beau­ti­ful and un­com­mon. I reached a rather pretty vil­lage on the bank of a river, sur­roun­ded by a lovely wood of wal­nut-trees after a four hours’ drive. Hitherto I had nev­er seen so ex­tens­ive a wal­nut forest in Auvergne. Moreover, it con­sti­tutes all the wealth of the dis­trict, for it is planted on com­mon land. Formerly this land was noth­ing but a bare hill­side covered with brush­wood. The au­thor­it­ies tried in vain to get it cul­tiv­ated; it barely suf­ficed to feed a few sheep.

				Today it is a su­perb wood, thanks to the wo­men, and has a curi­ous name: it is called “The Sins of the Curé.”

				It must be ac­know­ledged that the wo­men of this moun­tain dis­trict have the repu­ta­tion of be­ing loose in char­ac­ter, more so than those of the plain. A boy who meets one any­where owes her at least one kiss and if he does not take more he is a fool.

				To be quite frank, this is the only reas­on­able and lo­gic­al way of ap­proach­ing the ques­tion. Since it is re­cog­nised that wo­man’s nat­ur­al mis­sion is to please man—wheth­er the wo­man be town or coun­try­bred—the least man can do is to show her that she does please him. If he re­frains from any dis­play of feel­ing, it means that he con­siders her ugly, which amounts to an in­sult. If I were a wo­man I would nev­er re­ceive a man a second time who had not been want­ing in re­spect at the first meet­ing; I would con­sider that he had failed to ap­pre­ci­ate my beauty, my charm, my es­sen­tial wo­man­hood.

				So the bach­el­ors of the vil­lage X of­ten proved to the wo­men of the dis­trict that they found them to their taste, and the curé, who could not suc­ceed in pre­vent­ing these gal­lant and per­fectly nat­ur­al demon­stra­tions, de­cided to turn them to some profit. So every wo­man who made a slip had to do pen­ance by plant­ing a wal­nut on the com­mon land, and, night after night, lan­terns might be seen twink­ling on the hill­side like will-o’-the-wisps; for the guilty were not anxious to make atone­ment in broad day­light.

				In two years’ time there was no more room on the land be­long­ing to the vil­lage, and there are now said to be over three thou­sand mag­ni­fi­cent trees whose fo­liage con­ceals the bel­fry that calls the faith­ful to pray­er and praise. These are “The Sins of the Curé.”

				A way to re­af­for­est France has been sought for so eagerly that the Ad­min­is­tra­tion of Forests might come to an un­der­stand­ing with the clergy and use the simple meth­od in­ven­ted by this humble curé.

				7 Au­gust.—Treat­ment.

				8 Au­gust.—I am pack­ing up and bid­ding farewell to this charm­ing spot, so peace­ful and si­lent, to the green moun­tain, the quiet val­leys, the deser­ted casino from whence you can see the im­mense plain of Li­magne, al­ways veiled in its light, blu­ish mist. I shall leave to­mor­row.

			

			There the ma­nu­script stopped. I will add noth­ing to it, my im­pres­sions of the coun­try not be­ing quite the same as my pre­de­cessor’s; for I did not find the two wid­ows there!

		
	
		
			A Madman

			He died a high-court judge, an up­right ma­gis­trate whose ir­re­proach­able life was held up to hon­our in every court in France. Bar­ris­ters, young puisne judges, judges, greeted with a low bow that marked their pro­found re­spect, his thin white im­press­ive face, lighted up by two fathom­less gleam­ing eyes.

			He had giv­en up his life to the pur­suit of crime and the pro­tec­tion of the weak. Swind­lers and mur­der­ers had had no more for­mid­able en­emy, for he seemed to read, in the depths of their souls, their most secret thoughts, and pen­et­rate at a glance the dark twist­ings of their motives.

			He had died, in his eighty-second year, every­where hon­oured, and fol­lowed by the re­grets of a whole na­tion. Sol­diers in scar­let trousers had es­cor­ted him to his grave, and men in white ties had de­livered them­selves round his coffin of grief-stricken speeches and tears that seemed sin­cere.

			And then came the strange doc­u­ment that the startled so­li­cit­or dis­covered in the desk where he had been ac­cus­tomed to keep the dossiers of fam­ous crim­in­als.

			It had for title:

			
				
					“Why?”

				
				June 20th, 1851. I have just left the court. I have con­demned Blondel to death. Why did this man kill his five chil­dren? Why? Of­ten, one comes across people to whose tem­pera­ments the tak­ing of life af­fords a keen phys­ic­al pleas­ure. Yes, yes, it must be a phys­ic­al pleas­ure, per­haps the sharpest of all, for is not killing an act more like the act of cre­ation than any oth­er? To make and to des­troy. In these two words is con­tained the his­tory of the uni­verse, the his­tory of all worlds, of all that ex­ists, all. Why is it so in­tox­ic­at­ing to kill?

				June 25th. To think that there is a liv­ing be­ing in there—loves, walks, runs! A liv­ing be­ing. What is a liv­ing be­ing? This thing pos­sessed of life, bear­ing with­in it­self the vi­tal power of mo­tion and a will that or­ders this mo­tion. It is kin to noth­ing, this hu­man be­ing. Its feet do not be­long to the ground. It is a germ of life wan­der­ing over the earth; and this germ of life, come I know not whence, can be des­troyed at will. Then noth­ing, forever noth­ing. It de­cays, it is ended.

				June 26th. Then why is it a crime to kill? Yes, why? It is, on the con­trary, a law of nature. The or­dained pur­pose of every be­ing is to kill: he kills to live, and he kills for the sake of killing. To kill is in our nature: we must kill. The beasts kill con­tinu­ally, every day, at every mo­ment of their ex­ist­ence. Man kills con­tinu­ally to feed him­self, but as he must also kill for sheer sen­su­al sat­is­fac­tion, he has in­ven­ted sport. A child kills the in­sects that he finds, the little an­im­als that come his way. But that does not sat­is­fy the ir­res­ist­ible lust for whole­sale killing, which is in us. It is not enough to kill beasts; we must kill men too. In oth­er days, we sat­is­fied this need by hu­man sac­ri­fice. Today the ne­ces­sit­ies of liv­ing in a com­munity have made murder a crime. We con­demn it and pun­ish the as­sas­sin. But since we can­not live without yield­ing to the in­nate and im­per­i­ous in­stinct of death, we as­suage it from time to time by wars in which one whole race butchers an­oth­er. War is a de­bauch of blood, a de­bauch in which the armies sate them­selves and on which not only plain cit­izens are drunk­en, but wo­men, and the chil­dren who every even­ing read un­der the lamp the hys­ter­ic­al re­cit­al of the mas­sacres.

				One would have ima­gined that scorn would be meted out to those destined to ac­com­plish these slaughter­ings of men. No. They are heaped with hon­ours. They are clad in gold and gor­geous raiment; they wear feath­ers on their heads, dec­or­a­tions on their breasts; and they are giv­en crosses, re­wards, hon­ours of all kinds. They are haughty, re­spec­ted, ad­ored of wo­men, ac­claimed by the mob, and solely be­cause their mis­sion in life is to shed hu­man blood. They drag through the streets their in­stru­ments of death, which the black-coated passerby re­gards with envy. For killing is the glor­i­ous law thrust by nature in­to the pro­found­est im­pulse of our be­ing. There is noth­ing more lovely and more hon­our­able than to kill.

				June 30th. To kill is the law; be­cause nature loves im­mor­tal youth. She seems to cry through all her un­con­scious acts: “Hasten! Hasten! Hasten!” As she des­troys, so she re­news.

				Ju­ly 2nd. Be­ing—what is be­ing? All and noth­ing. For thought, it is the re­flec­tion of all things. For memory and for sci­ence, it is an epi­tome of the world, the tale of which it bears with­in it­self. Mir­ror of things, and mir­ror of deeds, each hu­man be­ing be­comes a little uni­verse with­in the uni­verse.

				But travel; look at the people swarm­ing every­where, and man is noth­ing now, noth­ing now, noth­ing! Get in­to a ship, put a wide space between your­self and the crowded shore, and you will soon see noth­ing but the coast. The in­fin­ites­im­al speck of be­ing dis­ap­pears, so tiny it is, so in­sig­ni­fic­ant. Tra­verse Europe in a swift train and look out through the win­dow. Men, men, al­ways men, in­nu­mer­able, in­glori­ous, swarm­ing in the fields, swarm­ing in the streets; dull-wit­ted peas­ants able to do no more than turn up the earth; ugly wo­men able to do no more than pre­pare food for their men, and breed. Go to In­dia, go to China, and you will see scur­ry­ing about more thou­sands of creatures, who are born, live, and die without leav­ing more trace than the ant crushed to death on the road. Go to the coun­try of black men, her­ded in their mud huts; to the coun­try of fair-skinned Ar­abs sheltered un­der a brown can­vas that flaps in the wind, and you will un­der­stand that the sol­it­ary in­di­vidu­al be­ing is noth­ing, noth­ing. The race is all. What is the in­di­vidu­al, the in­di­vidu­al mem­ber of a wan­der­ing desert tribe? And men who are wise do not trouble them­selves over­much about death. Man counts for noth­ing with them. A man kills his en­emy: it is war. That, in the old days, was the way of the world, in every great house, in every province.

				Yes, jour­ney over the world and watch the swarm­ing of the in­nu­mer­able and name­less hu­man be­ings. Name­less? Aye, there’s the rub! To kill is a crime be­cause we have enu­mer­ated hu­man be­ings. When they are born, they are re­gistered, named, bap­tised. The law takes charge of them. Very well, then! The man who is not re­gistered is of no ac­count: kill him in the desert, kill him in the hills or in the plain, what does it mat­ter! Nature loves death: she will not pun­ish it.

				What is ver­ily sac­red, is the so­cial com­munity. That’s it! It is that which pro­tects man. The in­di­vidu­al is sac­red be­cause he is a mem­ber of the so­cial com­munity. Homage to the so­cial state, the leg­al God. On your knees!

				The State it­self can kill be­cause it has the right to al­ter the so­cial com­munity. When it has had two hun­dred thou­sand men butchered in a war, it erases them from the com­munity, it sup­presses them by the hands of its re­gis­trars. That is the end of it. But we who can­not al­ter the re­cords of the town halls, we must re­spect life. So­cial com­munity, glor­i­ous di­vin­ity who reigns in the temples of the mu­ni­cip­al­it­ies, I sa­lute you. You are stronger than nature. Ah! Ah!

				Ju­ly 3rd. To kill must be a strange pleas­ure and of in­fin­ite rel­ish to a man. To have there, stand­ing be­fore him, a liv­ing think­ing be­ing: to thrust in him a little hole, only a little hole, to see pour­ing out that red stuff which we call blood, which makes life, and then to have in front of one only a lump of nerve­less flesh, cold, in­ert, emp­tied of thought.

				Au­gust 5th. I who have spent my life in judging, con­demning, in killing by uttered words, in killing by the guil­lot­ine such as have killed by the knife, I, I, if I did as do all the as­sas­sins whom I have struck down, I, I, who would know it?

				Au­gust 10th. Who would ever know it? Who would sus­pect me, me, es­pe­cially if I chose a creature in whose re­mov­al I have no in­terest?

				Au­gust 15th. The tempta­tion. The tempta­tion has entered in­to me like a worm that crawls. It crawls, it moves, it roves through my whole body, in my mind, which thinks only of one thing—to kill; in my eyes which lust to see blood, to see some­thing die; in my ears, where there sounds con­tinu­ally some­thing strange, mon­strous, shat­ter­ing, and stu­pefy­ing, like the last cry of a hu­man creature; in my legs which tingle with de­sire to go, to go to the spot where the thing could come to pass; in my hands which tremble with lust to kill. What a glor­i­ous act it would be, a rare act, worthy of a free man, great­er than oth­er men, cap­tain of his soul, and a seeker after ex­quis­ite sen­sa­tions!

				Au­gust 22nd. I could res­ist no longer. I have killed a small beast just to try, to be­gin with.

				Jean, my man, had a gold­finch in a cage hung in a win­dow of the ser­vant’s room. I sent him on an er­rand and I took the little bird in my hand, in my hand where I felt the beat­ing of his heart. He was warm. I went up to my room. From time to time, I clutched him harder, his heart beat faster; it was fright­ful and de­li­cious. I all but choked him. But I should not have seen the blood.

				Then I took the scis­sors, short nail-scis­sors, and I cut his throat in three strokes, so clev­erly. He opened his beak, he struggled to es­cape me, but I held him fast, oh, I held him; I would have held a mad bull­dog, and I saw the blood run. How beau­ti­ful blood is, red, gleam­ing, clear! I longed to drink it. I wet­ted the end of my tongue with it. It was good. But he had so little of it, the poor little bird! I have not had time to en­joy the sight of it as I would have liked. It must be glor­i­ous to see a bull bleed to death.

				And then I did all that as­sas­sins do, that real ones do. I washed the scis­sors, I washed my hands, I threw out the wa­ter, and I car­ried the body, the corpse, in­to the garden to bury it. I hid it in the straw­berry bed. It will nev­er be found. Every day I shall eat a straw­berry from that plant. In very truth, how one can en­joy life when one knows how!

				My man wept; he sup­posed that his bird had flown. How could he sus­pect me? Ah! Ah!

				Aug. 25th. I must kill a man. I must.

				Aug. 30th. It is done. What a simple thing it is!

				I went to take a walk in the Bois de Vernes. I was think­ing of noth­ing, no, of noth­ing. And there was a child on the road, a little boy eat­ing a slice of bread and but­ter.

				He stood still to let me pass and said:

				“Good day, Mon­sieur le présid­ent.”

				And the thought came in­to my head: “Sup­pose I were to kill him?”

				I replied:

				“Are you all alone, my boy?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“All alone in the wood?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				The de­sire to kill in­tox­ic­ated me like strong drink. I ap­proached him stealth­ily, sure that he would run away. And then I seized him by the throat … I squeezed him, I squeezed him with all my strength. He looked at me with ter­ri­fied eyes. What eyes! Quite round, fathom­less, clear, ter­rible. I have nev­er ex­per­i­enced so sav­age an emo­tion … but so short. He clutched my wrists with his little hands, and his body writhed like a feath­er in the fire. Then he moved no more.

				My heart thud­ded, ah! the bird’s heart! I flung the body in a ditch, then grasses over him.

				I went home again; I dined well. What an ut­terly simple af­fair!

				That even­ing I was very gay, light­hearted, young again. I spent the rest of the even­ing at the Pre­fect’s house. They found me good com­pany.

				But I have not seen blood. I am calm.

				Aug. 30th. The corpse has been found. They are search­ing for the mur­der­er. Ah! Ah!

				Sept. 1st. They have ar­res­ted two tramps. Proofs are lack­ing.

				Sept. 2nd. The par­ents have been to see me. They wept. Ah! Ah!

				Oct. 6th. They have dis­covered noth­ing. Some wan­der­ing vag­a­bond must have struck the blow. Ah! Ah! If I had only seen the blood flow, I think I should now be quiet in my mind.

				Oct. 10th. The lust to kill pos­sesses my every nerve. It is like the furi­ous pas­sions of love that tor­ture us at twenty.

				Oct. 20th. Yet an­oth­er. I was walk­ing along the river, after break­fast. And I saw, un­der a wil­low, a fish­er­man fast asleep. It was high noon. A spade was stuck, it might have been for the pur­pose, in a nearby field of pota­toes.

				I took it, I came back; I lif­ted it like a club and, cut­ting through it with a single blow, I split the fish­er­man’s head right open. Oh, how he bled! Crim­son blood, full of brains. It trickled in­to the wa­ter, very gently. And I went on my way at a sol­emn pace. If any­one had seen me! Ah! Ah! I should have made an ex­cel­lent as­sas­sin.

				Oct. 25th. The af­fair of the fish­er­man has roused a great out­cry. His neph­ew, who used to fish with him, has been ac­cused of the murder.

				Oct. 26th. The ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate de­clares that the neph­ew is guilty. Every­one in the town be­lieves it. Ah! Ah!

				Oct. 27th. The neph­ew has put up a poor de­fence. He de­clares that he had gone to the vil­lage to buy bread and cheese. He swears that his uncle was killed in his ab­sence. Who be­lieves him?

				Oct. 28th. The neph­ew is as good as con­demned, so ut­terly have they made him lose his head. Ah! Ah! Justice!

				Nov. 15th. Crush­ing evid­ence ac­cu­mu­lates against the neph­ew, who will in­her­it from his uncle. I shall preside at the as­sizes.

				Jan. 25th. To death! To death! To death! I have con­demned him to death. Ah! Ah! The so­li­cit­or-gen­er­al spoke like an an­gel. Ah! Ah! Yet an­oth­er. I shall go to see him ex­ecuted.

				March 20th. It is done. He was guil­lotined this morn­ing. He made a good end, very good. It gave me in­fin­ite pleas­ure. How sweet it is to see a man’s head cut off! The blood spur­ted out like a wave, like a wave. Oh, if I could, I would have liked to have bathed in it! What in­tox­ic­at­ing ec­stasy to crouch be­low it, to re­ceive it in my hair and on my face, and rise up all crim­son, all crim­son! Ah, if people knew!

				Now I shall wait, I can af­ford to wait. So little a thing might trip me up.

			

			The ma­nu­script con­tained sev­er­al more pa­pers, but without re­lat­ing any fresh crime.

			The ali­en­ists, to whom it was en­trus­ted, de­clare that there ex­ist in the world many un­detec­ted mad­men, as cun­ning and as re­doubt­able as this mon­strous ma­ni­ac.

		
	
		
			Indiscretion

			Be­fore mar­riage, they had loved each oth­er with a pure love, their heads in the stars.

			It had be­gun in a pleas­ant ac­quaint­ance made on a sea front. He had found her en­tirely charm­ing, this young girl, like a rose, with her trans­par­ent sun­shades and her pretty gowns, drift­ing past the vast back­ground of the sea. He had loved her, fair and del­ic­ately slender, in her frame of blue waves and il­lim­it­able sky. And he con­foun­ded the com­pas­sion­ate ten­der­ness roused in him by this vir­gin­al child, with the vague power­ful emo­tion stirred in his soul, his heart, his very veins by the sharp salt air and the wide coun­tryside filled with sun and sea.

			The girl her­self had loved him, be­cause he wooed her, be­cause he was young, rich enough, well-bred and fas­ti­di­ous. She had loved him be­cause it is nat­ur­al for young girls to love young men who speak to them of love.

			Then for three months they had spent their time to­geth­er, eyes look­ing in­to eyes and hand touch­ing hand. The mu­tu­al hap­pi­ness that they felt—in the morn­ing be­fore the bath, in the fresh­ness of a new day, and their farewells at night, in the shore, un­der the stars, in the soft warm of the quiet night, farewells mur­mured softly, very softly—had already the char­ac­ter of kisses, though their lips had nev­er met.

			They dreamed of one an­oth­er in the in­stant of sleep, thought of one an­oth­er in the in­stant of wak­ing, and, without a word ex­changed, called to each oth­er, and de­sired each oth­er with all the force of their souls and all the force of their bod­ies.

			After their mar­riage, their ad­or­a­tion had come to earth. It had been at first a kind of sen­su­ous and in­sa­ti­able fury of pos­ses­sion, then an ex­al­ted af­fec­tion wrought of flesh and blood ro­mance, of caresses already a little soph­ist­ic­ated, of in­geni­ous and del­ic­ately in­del­ic­ate love­mak­ing. Their every glance had a las­ci­vi­ous sig­ni­fic­ance, all their ges­tures roused in them thoughts of the ar­dent in­tim­acy of their nights.

			Now, without ac­know­ledging it, per­haps without yet real­ising it, they had be­gun to weary of one an­oth­er. They loved each oth­er dearly, still; but there were no longer any rev­el­a­tions to share, noth­ing to do that they had not done many times, noth­ing to dis­cov­er about one an­oth­er, not even a new word of love, an un­pre­med­it­ated ec­stasy, an in­ton­a­tion that might make more poignant the fa­mil­i­ar words, so of­ten re­peated.

			None the less they made every ef­fort to feed the dy­ing flame of their first fierce caresses. Every day they in­ven­ted af­fec­tion­ate pre­tences, art­less or subtle little com­ed­ies, a whole series of des­per­ate at­tempts to reawake the in­sa­ti­able ar­dour of first love in their hearts, and the burn­ing de­sire of the bridal month in their blood.

			Some­times, by dint of ex­cit­ing their pas­sions, they en­joyed again an hour of un­real ec­stasy, fol­lowed at once by a mood of fa­tigue and aver­sion.

			They had tried moon­lit nights, walks un­der the trees in the gentle air of even­ing, the po­etry of river­sides veiled in mist, the ex­cite­ment of pub­lic fest­iv­it­ies.

			Then, one morn­ing, Hen­ri­etta said to Paul:

			“Will you take me to dine in a cab­aret?”

			“Of course, darling.”

			“In a really well-known cab­aret?”

			“Of course.”

			He looked at her, with a ques­tion­ing air, quite aware that she was think­ing of some­thing that she did not care to say aloud.

			She ad­ded:

			“You know, in a cab­aret … how shall I put it? … in a really gay cab­aret … in the sort of cab­aret where people ar­range to meet each oth­er alone?”

			He smiled.

			“Yes, I un­der­stand. In a private room of a fash­ion­able café.”

			“That’s it. But a fash­ion­able café where you are known, where you have per­haps already had sup­per … no … din­ner … and don’t you know … you know … I should like … no, I’ll nev­er dare say it.”

			“Tell me, darling; what can any­thing mat­ter, between you and me? We don’t hide little things from each oth­er.”

			“No, I dare not.”

			“Really now, don’t pre­tend to be shy. What is it?”

			“Well … well … I would like … I would like to be taken for your mis­tress … and that the waiters, who don’t know that you are mar­ried, should sup­pose me your mis­tress, and you too … that you should think me your mis­tress, for one hour, just in that room which must have memor­ies for you. … Don’t you see? And I shall be­lieve, my­self, that I am your mis­tress … I shall be do­ing a dread­ful thing … I shall be de­ceiv­ing you … with your­self. Don’t you see? It is very wicked. … But I should like … don’t make me blush … I feel my­self blush­ing. … You can’t ima­gine how it would … would ex­cite me to dine like that with you, in a place that’s not quite nice … in a cab­in­et par­ticuli­er where people make love … every even­ing. … It is very wicked … I’m as red as a pe­ony. Don’t look at me.”

			He laughed, very amused, and answered:

			“Yes, we’ll go, this even­ing, to a really smart place, where I am known.”

			

			About sev­en o’clock they walked up the stair­case of a fash­ion­able boulevard café, he all smiles like a con­quer­or, she shy, veiled, de­lighted. As soon as they had entered a private room fur­nished with four arm­chairs and a vast couch of red vel­vet, the head waiter, black-clad, came in and presen­ted the card. Paul offered it to his wife.

			“What would you like to eat?”

			“Oh, but I don’t know what’s the right thing to or­der here.”

			So he read down the list of dishes as he took off his over­coat, which he handed to the foot­man. Then he said:

			“A very spicy din­ner—pot­age bisque—poulet à la di­able, râble de lièvre, bomard à l’améri­caine, salade de légumes bi­en épicée, and dessert. We will drink cham­pagne.”

			The head waiter turned a smil­ing re­gard on the young wo­man. He picked up the card, mur­mur­ing:

			“Will Mon­sieur Paul have sweet or dry?”

			“Cham­pagne, very dry.”

			Hen­ri­etta was de­lighted to ob­serve that this man knew her hus­band’s name.

			They sat side by side on the couch, and began to eat.

			They had the light of ten wax candles, re­flec­ted in a large mir­ror marked all over by thou­sands of names traced on it by dia­monds: they flung over the gleam­ing crys­tal what looked like an im­mense spider’s web.

			Hen­ri­etta drank stead­ily, to en­liven her, though she felt giddy after the first glass. Paul, ex­cited by his memor­ies, kissed his wife’s hand every mo­ment. His eyes shone.

			She was oddly ex­cited by this not very reput­able place, dis­turbed, happy, a little wan­ton but very thrilled. Two grave si­lent foot­men, ac­cus­tomed to see all and for­get all, to present them­selves only when ne­ces­sary, and to re­move them­selves at mo­ments when emo­tions ran dan­ger­ously high, came and went swiftly and deftly.

			By the middle of din­ner Hen­ri­etta was half drunk, more than half drunk, and Paul, very merry, was madly press­ing her knee. She was bab­bling wildly now, im­pudently gay, with flushed cheeks and suf­fused burn­ing eyes.

			“Now, Paul, own up, don’t you know I simply must know everything?”

			“Well, darling?”

			“I dar­en’t say it.”

			“Say any­thing you want to.”

			“Have you had mis­tresses … many mis­tresses … be­fore me?”

			He hes­it­ated, a little du­bi­ous, not sure wheth­er he ought to keep quiet about his tri­umphs or boast of them.

			She ad­ded:

			“Oh, I im­plore you, do tell me, have you had ever so many?”

			“Well, I’ve had sev­er­al.”

			“How many?”

			“Well, I really don’t know … a man can’t really be sure about these things, don’t you know?”

			“You didn’t keep count of them?”

			“Of course not.”

			“Oh, so you must have had ever so many.”

			“Of course.”

			“But about how many? … only just about?”

			“But I haven’t the least idea, darling. Some years I had ever so many, and there were oth­er years when I had very few.”

			“How many a year, do you sup­pose?”

			“Some­times twenty or thirty, some­times only four or five.”

			“Oh, that makes more than a hun­dred wo­men al­to­geth­er.”

			“Well, yes, about that.”

			“Oh, it’s re­volt­ing!”

			“Why do you call it re­volt­ing?”

			“Be­cause of course it is re­volt­ing, when you think of it … all those wo­men … na­ked … and al­ways … al­ways the same thing. Oh, how re­volt­ing it is, all the same, more than a hun­dred wo­men!”

			He was shocked that she found it dis­gust­ing, and answered her with that su­per­i­or man­ner which men as­sume to make wo­men real­ise that they are talk­ing non­sense.

			“Well, upon my word, that’s a queer thing to say; if it’s dis­gust­ing to have a hun­dred wo­men, it is just as dis­gust­ing to have one.”

			“Oh, no, noth­ing of the kind.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause one wo­man, that is a real uni­on, a real love which holds you to her, while a hun­dred wo­men is just lust or mis­con­duct. I don’t un­der­stand how a man can press him­self against all those dirty wenches …”

			“They’re not, they are very clean.”

			“It’s im­possible for them to be clean, liv­ing the life they do.”

			“But, on the con­trary, it is just be­cause of the life they live that they are so clean.”

			“Oh, fie, when you think that only the night be­fore they were do­ing the same thing with an­oth­er man! It’s shame­ful.”

			“It’s no more shame­ful than drink­ing out of this glass which was drunk from this morn­ing by good­ness knows who, and which you may be sure has at any rate been well washed. …”

			“Oh, be quiet, you dis­gust me.”

			“Then why did you ask me if I had had mis­tresses?”

			“Tell me, these mis­tresses of yours, were they all girls of that sort?”

			“No, no, of course not.”

			“What were they, then?”

			“Well, act­resses … some … some little shop­girls … and some … sev­er­al so­ci­ety wo­men.”

			“How many so­ci­ety wo­men?”

			“Six.”

			“Only six?”

			“Yes.”

			“Were they pretty?”

			“Of course.”

			“Pret­ti­er than the girls?”

			“No.”

			“Which did you like best, the girls or the so­ci­ety wo­men?”

			“The girls.”

			“Oh, what nasty tastes you have! Why?”

			“Be­cause I don’t care for am­a­teur per­formers.”

			“Oh, hor­rible! You really are de­test­able, you know. But tell me, did it amuse you to go from one to the oth­er?”

			“Of course.”

			“Very much?”

			“Very much.”

			“What is it that amused you? Aren’t they all alike?”

			“Of course not.”

			“Oh, wo­men are not all alike?”

			“Not at all alike.”

			“Not in any­thing?”

			“Not in any­thing.”

			“How odd! How do they dif­fer?”

			“Al­to­geth­er.”

			“In their bod­ies?”

			“Yes, of course, in their bod­ies.”

			“All over their bod­ies?”

			“All over their bod­ies.”

			“And what else?”

			“Well, in their way of … of mak­ing love, of talk­ing, of say­ing even little things.”

			“And … and it is very amus­ing to have change?”

			“Of course.”

			“And do men, too, vary?”

			“I couldn’t tell you that.”

			“You can’t tell me?”

			“No.”

			“They must vary.”

			“Yes … no doubt. …”

			She sat sunk in thought, the glass of cham­pagne in her hand. It was full, she drank it off at a gulp; then, pla­cing it on the table, she flung both arms round her hus­band’s neck, mur­mur­ing against his heart:

			“Oh, my darling, I love you so! …”

			He took her in a pas­sion­ate em­brace. A waiter who was en­ter­ing with­drew, shut­ting the door; and the serving of the courses was sus­pen­ded for about five minutes.

			When the head waiter re­appeared, sol­emn and dig­ni­fied, car­ry­ing the sweet, she was hold­ing an­oth­er full glass between her fin­gers, and, peer­ing in­to the tawny trans­lu­cent depths of the li­quid, as if she saw there strange ima­gined things, she was mur­mur­ing in a re­flect­ive tone:

			“Yes, it must be very amus­ing, all the same.”

		
	
		
			Mister Belhomme’s Beast

			The Havre stage­coach was just leav­ing Cri­quetot and all the pas­sen­gers were wait­ing in the yard of the Com­mer­cial Hotel, kept by young Malandain, for their names to be called out.

			The coach was yel­low, on wheels that once were yel­low too, but now al­most turned grey with ac­cu­mu­lated lay­ers of mud. The front wheels were quite small: those at the back, large and rick­ety, bore the well of the coach, which was un­shapely and dis­ten­ded like the paunch of an an­im­al.

			Three white hacks har­nessed in tan­dem, whose huge heads and large round knees were the most no­tice­able things about them, had to pull this con­vey­ance, which had some­thing mon­strous in its build and ap­pear­ance. Already the horses in front of this strange vehicle seemed to be asleep.

			The driver, Cé­saire Hor­laville, a cor­pu­lent little man but agile enough nev­er­the­less, by vir­tue of con­tinu­ally mount­ing the wheels and climb­ing on to the roof of his coach, with a face reddened by the open air of the coun­tryside, by rain and storm and many brandies, and eyes al­ways blink­ing as if still un­der the lash of wind and hail, ap­peared at the door of the hotel, wip­ing his mouth with the back of his hand. Large round hampers, full of scared poultry, stood in front of the sol­id coun­try­wo­men. Cé­saire Hor­laville took these one by one and put them up on the roof of his vehicle; then, more care­fully, he put up those which were filled with eggs: fi­nally he tossed up from be­low a few little sacks of seed and small par­cels wrapped in handker­chiefs, bits of cloth or pa­per. Then he opened the door at the back and, tak­ing a list from his pock­et, he called out from it:

			“The rev­er­end Fath­er from Gorgeville.”

			The priest came for­ward, a tall power­ful man, broad, stout, purple in the face, and kindly. He lif­ted up his cas­sock to free his foot for step­ping up, just as wo­men lift up their skirts, and climbed in­to the rick­ety old coach.

			“The school­mas­ter from Rol­lebosc-les-Grinets.”

			The school­mas­ter hur­ried for­ward, a tall and hes­it­at­ing fel­low, with a frock-coat down to his knees; and dis­ap­peared in his turn through the open door.

			“Mis­ter Poiret, two seats.”

			Poiret takes his place, tall and stoop­ing, bent with drudgery, grown thin through lack of food, bony, and with a skin all withered from neg­lected ablu­tions. His wife fol­lowed him, small and wizened, look­ing very like a tired jade, and clutch­ing in both hands a huge green um­brella.

			“Mis­ter Rabot, two seats.”

			Rabot, by nature ir­res­ol­ute, hes­it­ated. He asked:

			“Was it me you were call­ing?”

			The driver, who had been nick­named “Foxy,” was go­ing to make a jok­ing reply, when Rabot took a head­er to­wards the door of the coach, thrust for­ward by a shove from his wife, a tall bux­om wench with a belly as big and round as a bar­rel, and hands as large as a wash­er­wo­man’s beetle.

			And Rabot slipped in­to the coach like a rat in­to his hole.

			“Mis­ter Caniveau.”

			A huge peas­ant, more beefy than a bull, summoned all his en­ergy and was, in his turn, swal­lowed up in­side the yel­low well of the coach.

			“Mis­ter Bel­homme.”

			Bel­homme, a tall skel­et­on of a man, drew near, his neck awry, his as­pect dol­or­ous, a handker­chief ap­plied to his ear as if he suffered from very severe toothache.

			All of them wore blue smocks over an­tique and pe­cu­li­ar jack­ets of black or green cloth, gar­ments, worn on spe­cial oc­ca­sions, which they would un­cov­er in the streets of Havre; and their heads were covered with caps made of silk, as high as towers—the fi­nal el­eg­ance in that Nor­man coun­tryside.

			Cé­saire Hor­laville shut the door of his coach, climbed on to his box, and cracked his whip.

			The three horses seemed to wake up, and, shak­ing their necks, made aud­ible a vague mur­mur of tiny bells.

			Then the driver, bawl­ing out “Gee up!” from the bot­tom of his lungs, lashed the an­im­als with a sweep of the arm. They were roused, made an ef­fort, and set off along the road at a slow and halt­ing jog-trot. And be­hind them the vehicle, jolt­ing its loose panes and all the old iron of its springs, made an astound­ing jangle of tin and glass­ware, whilst each row of pas­sen­gers, tossed and rocked by the jolts, surged up and down with every fall or rise of their un­even pro­gress.

			At first si­lence reigned, out of re­spect for the par­ish priest, whose pres­ence put a re­straint on their lo­qua­city. He made the first re­mark, be­ing of a gar­rulous and friendly dis­pos­i­tion.

			“Well, Mis­ter Caniveau,” he said, “are you get­ting on all right?”

			The big coun­try­man, whose sim­il­ar­ity of build, ap­pear­ance, and paunch formed a bond between the priest and him­self, replied, smil­ing:

			“Much as usu­al, Fath­er, much as usu­al, and how’s your­self?”

			“Oh, as for me, I can al­ways get along!”

			“And you, Mr. Poiret?” asked the rev­er­end gen­tle­man.

			“I’d be all right, ex­cept for the colzas which have had noth­ing at all of a crop this year, and in busi­ness it is by the crops of colza that we make up our losses, as a rule.”

			“Well, well, times are hard!”

			“Lord, yes, they’re hard!” de­clared Mr. Rabot’s hefty wife, in a voice like a po­lice­man.

			As she came from a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage, the priest knew noth­ing of her but her name.

			“Are you the Blondel girl?” he asked.

			“Yes, that’s me. I mar­ried Rabot.”

			Rabot, skinny, nervous, and com­pla­cent, sa­luted the priest with a smile; he sa­luted him by bow­ing his head deeply for­ward, as if to say: “Yes, this is really Rabot, whom the Blondel girl has mar­ried.”

			Ab­ruptly, Mis­ter Bel­homme, who kept his handker­chief over his ear, began to groan in a lam­ent­able man­ner. He ground his teeth hor­ribly, stamp­ing his feet to ex­press the most fright­ful suf­fer­ing.

			“Your toothache seems to be very bad?” de­man­ded the priest.

			The peas­ant stopped moan­ing for an in­stant to reply:

			“Not a bit of it, Fath­er. It’s not my teeth, it’s my ear, right down in­side my ear.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with your ear then? An abs­cess?”

			“I don’t know wheth­er it’s an abs­cess, but I know it’s a beast, a filthy beast, which got it­self in­side me when I was asleep on the hay in the loft.”

			“A beast! Are you sure?”

			“Am I sure? As sure as heav­en, Fath­er, see­ing it’s gnaw­ing away the in­side of my ear. It’ll eat out my head, for sure, it’ll eat out my head. Oh, ger-ow, ger-ow, ger-ow!” … And he began stamp­ing his feet again.

			His audi­ence was roused to the keen­est in­terest. Each of them proffered dif­fer­ent ad­vice. Poiret would have it that it was a spider, the school­mas­ter that it was a cater­pil­lar. He had seen such a case be­fore at Campemuret, in the Orme county, where he had lived for six years; though in this case the cater­pil­lar had got in­to the head and come out through the nose. But the man had re­mained deaf in that ear, be­cause the eardrum was split.

			“It must have been a worm,” de­clared the priest.

			Mis­ter Bel­homme, his head tilted on one side, and lean­ing it against the car­riage door, for he had been the last to get in, went on groan­ing:

			“Oh, ger-ow, ow, ow, I’m scared to death it’s an ant, a big ant, it’s gnaw­ing so. There, Fath­er, it’s gal­lop­ing and gal­lop­ing … oh … ow … ow … ow … it hurts like the dev­il!”

			“Haven’t you seen the doc­tor?” de­man­ded Caniveau.

			“Lord, no!”

			“What for haven’t you?”

			Fear of doc­tors seemed to cure Bel­homme.

			He sat up, without how­ever re­mov­ing his handker­chief.

			“What for haven’t I? You’ve got money to waste on them, have you, for them good-for-noth­ings? You take your­self to them, once, twice, three times, four times, five times. And for that, a couple of crowns of a hun­dred sous apiece, two crowns at least. And you tell me what he’d have done for me, the good-for-noth­ing, you tell me what he’d have done! D’you know that?”

			Caniveau laughed.

			“Now how would I know? Where are you go­ing any­way?”

			“I’m off to Havre to see Cham­bre­lan.”

			“What Cham­bre­lan?”

			“The heal­er, of course.”

			“What heal­er?”

			“The heal­er who cured my dad.”

			“Your dad.”

			“Yes, my dad, in his time.”

			“What was the mat­ter with your dad?”

			“A great wind in his back, so as he could move nor foot nor leg.”

			“And what did your Cham­bre­lan do for him?”

			“He kneaded his back as if he was go­ing to make bread of it, with both his hands. And it was all right again in a couple of hours.”

			Bel­homme was quite sure in his mind that Cham­bre­lan had also pro­nounced cer­tain words over it, but he dared not say as much be­fore the priest.

			Laugh­ing, Caniveau per­sisted.

			“How d’you know it’s not a rab­bit you’ve got in your ear? It might have taken that ear­hole of yours for its bur­row, see­ing the un­der­growth you’ve got grow­ing out­side. You wait. I’ll make it run for its life.”

			And Caniveau, shap­ing his hands in­to a speak­ing-trum­pet, began to im­it­ate the cry­ing of hounds hot on the scent. He yelped, howled, whimpered, and bayed. Every­body in the coach began to laugh, even the school­mas­ter who nev­er laughed.

			How­ever, as Bel­homme ap­peared ir­rit­ated at be­ing made fun of, the priest turned the con­ver­sa­tion, and speak­ing to Rabot’s lusty wife, said:

			“I dare say you have a big fam­ily?”

			“Yes, in­deed, Fath­er. And how hard it is to rear them!”

			Rabot nod­ded his head, as if to say: “Oh, yes, it’s hard to rear them.”

			“How many chil­dren have you?”

			She stated ma­gis­teri­ally, in a harsh de­lib­er­ate voice:

			“Six­teen chil­dren, Fath­er. Fif­teen of them by my good man.”

			And Rabot’s smile broadened, as he knuckled his fore­head. He man­aged fif­teen chil­dren all by him­self, he, Rabot. His wife said so. And there was no doubt­ing her. He was proud of it, by George!

			By whom was the six­teenth? She did not say. Prob­ably it was the first. Per­haps every­one knew about it, for no one was sur­prised. Even Caniveau re­mained un­moved.

			But Bel­homme began to groan.

			“Oh, ow … ow … ow … it fair tears me to bits. Hell!”

			The coach drew up out­side the Café Polyte. The priest said:

			“If we were to drop a little wa­ter in your ear, it might bring the thing out with it. Would you like to try it?”

			“For sure. I’m will­ing.”

			Every­one got down to as­sist at the op­er­a­tion.

			The priest called for a basin, a nap­kin, and a glass of wa­ter; and he ordered the school­mas­ter to hold the pa­tient’s head well over to one side, and then, as soon as the li­quid should have pen­et­rated in­to the pas­sage, to swing it rap­idly over the oth­er way.

			But Caniveau, who had straight­way ap­plied him­self to Bel­homme’s ear to see wheth­er he could not dis­cov­er the beast with his na­ked eye, cried out:

			“God bless my soul, what a sticky mess! You’ll have to get that out, my boy. No rab­bit could get out through that con­glom­er­a­tion of stuff. He’d stick fast with all four feet.”

			The priest ex­amined the pas­sage in his turn and real­ised that it was too nar­row and too stuffed with wax to at­tempt the ex­pul­sion of the beast. It was the school­mas­ter who cleared the path with a match and a bit of rag. Then, amid gen­er­al anxi­ety, the priest poured down this scoured chan­nel half a glass of wa­ter which ran over Bel­homme’s face and hair and down his neck. Then the school­mas­ter turned the head sharply back over the basin, as if he were try­ing to un­screw it. A few drops fell out in­to the white ves­sel. All the trav­el­lers flung them­selves upon it. No beast had emerged.

			How­ever, Bel­homme an­noun­cing: “I can’t feel any­thing,” the priest, tri­umphant, cried:

			“It is cer­tainly drowned!”

			Every­one was pleased. They all got back in­to the coach.

			But hardly had they got un­der way again when Bel­homme burst out with the most ter­rible cries. The beast had wakened up and had be­come quite frantic. He even swore that it had now got in­to the head, that it was de­vour­ing his brain for him. He ac­com­pan­ied his howls with such con­tor­tions that Poiret’s wife, be­liev­ing him pos­sessed of the dev­il, began to cry and make the sign of the cross. Then, the pain abat­ing a little, the af­flic­ted man re­lated that it was now ca­reer­ing round his ear. He de­scribed with his fin­ger the move­ments of the beast, seem­ing to see it, and fol­low it with a watch­ful eye.

			“Look at it now, there it goes up again! … ow … ow … ow … oh, hell!”

			Caniveau lost pa­tience.

			“It’s the wa­ter has sent it crazy, that beast of yours. Likely it’s more used to wine.”

			His listen­ers burst out laugh­ing. He ad­ded:

			“As soon as you and me reach the Café Bour­boux, give it a small brandy and I’ll war­rant it’ll worry you no more.”

			But Bel­homme could no longer en­dure his misery. He began to cry out as if his very in­side was be­ing torn out. The priest was ob­liged to sup­port his head for him. His com­pan­ions begged Cé­saire Hor­laville to stop at the first house on the way.

			It turned out to be a farm, ly­ing near the road­side. Bel­homme was car­ried to it; then they stretched him out on the kit­chen table to be­gin the op­er­a­tion again. Caniveau per­sisted in ad­vising Mem­boux brandy with the wa­ter, in or­der to make the beast either tipsy or drowsy, or per­haps kill it out­right. But the priest pre­ferred vin­eg­ar.

			This time they poured in the li­quid drop by drop, so that it would reach the farthest corner; then they left it for some minutes in the in­hab­ited or­gan.

			An­oth­er basin hav­ing been brought, Bel­homme was turned bod­ily over by that lusty pair, the priest and Caniveau, while the school­mas­ter banged with his fin­ger on the healthy ear, the bet­ter to empty out the oth­er.

			Cé­saire Hor­laville him­self, whip in hand, had come in to watch.

			All at once they saw in the bot­tom of the basin a small brown speck, no big­ger than an onion seed. It was mov­ing, how­ever. It was a flea! Cries of sur­prise burst forth, then shouts of laughter. A flea! Oh, this was rich, this was very rich! Caniveau slapped his thigh, Cé­saire Hor­laville cracked his whip, the priest burst in­to guf­faws like the bray­ing of an ass, the school­mas­ter gave vent to a laugh like a sneeze, and the two wo­men uttered little cries of mer­ri­ment like noth­ing but the cluck­ing of hens.

			Bel­homme was sit­ting on the table, and, rest­ing the basin on his knees, he con­tem­plated with grave in­tent­ness, and a gleam of angry joy in his eye, the van­quished beast­ie which turned and twis­ted in its drop of wa­ter.

			He grunted: “So there you are, you swine,” and spit at it.

			The driver, be­side him­self with amuse­ment, re­peated:

			“A flea, a flea! Oh, look at it, the little dev­il of a flea, the little dev­il of a flea!”

			Then, his ex­uber­ance wear­ing off a little, he cried:

			“Come now, let’s be off. We’ve wasted enough time.”

			And the trav­el­lers, still laugh­ing, made their way to the coach.

			But Bel­homme, last to come, de­clared:

			“I’m off back to Cri­quetot. I’ve nowt to do at Havre.”

			The driver told him:

			“Nev­er mind that, pay your fare.”

			“I don’t owe no more than half, see­ing I’ve not done half the jour­ney.”

			“You owe as much as if you’d done the lot.”

			And a dis­pute began which very soon be­came a furi­ous quar­rel. Bel­homme swore that he would pay no more than twenty sous, Cé­saire Hor­laville de­clared that he would have forty.

			They shouted at each oth­er, thrust­ing their faces close to­geth­er and glar­ing in­to each oth­er’s eyes. Caniveau clambered out of the coach.

			“In the first place you owe forty sous to the priest, d’ye hear, and then drinks round to every­one, that makes it fifty-five, and out of that you’ll have to give Cé­saire twenty. How’s that, Foxy?”

			The driver, de­lighted at the idea of Bel­homme’s hav­ing to screw out three francs sev­enty-five, replied:

			“Right you are.”

			“Now then, pay up.”

			“I’ll not pay. The priest’s not a doc­tor, any­how.”

			“If you don’t pay, I’ll put you back in the coach with Cé­saire and take you to Havre.”

			And seiz­ing Bel­homme round the waist, the gi­ant lif­ted him up as if he had been a child.

			The oth­er real­ised that he would have to give in. He drew out his purse and paid.

			Then the coach set off again for Havre, while Bel­homme turned back to­wards Cri­quetot and all the trav­el­lers, si­lent now, watched his blue peas­ant’s smock, rolling along on his long legs down the white road.

		
	
		
			The Woodcocks

			My dearest, you ask me why I do not come back to Par­is; you are amazed, and you are al­most angry. The reas­on that I am go­ing to of­fer will doubt­less dis­gust you: Can a sports­man re­turn to Par­is at the be­gin­ning of the wood­cock sea­son?

			As­suredly, I un­der­stand and I am fond of the life of the town, which re­volves between house and street, but I prefer a free life, the simple au­tumn life of the sports­man.

			In Par­is I feel as if I were nev­er in the open air; for the streets are, after all, no more than vast pub­lic apart­ments, without ceil­ings. Is a man in the open air, held between two walls, his feet on stone or wooden pave­ments, his out­look every­where bounded by build­ings, without any pro­spect of mead­ow, plain, or wood? Thou­sands of fel­low creatures el­bow you, push you, greet you, and talk to you; and the mere fact of re­ceiv­ing the rain on an um­brella when it rains is not enough to give me the im­pres­sion and the sense of space.

			Here I re­mark very sharply and de­light­fully the dis­tinc­tion between in­side and out­side. … But that is not what I want to say to you. …

			It is the wood­cock sea­son.

			I must tell you that I live in a big Nor­man house, in a val­ley, near a little stream, and that I get some shoot­ing al­most every day.

			Oth­er days, I read. I read just the books that Parisi­ans have no time to know, very ser­i­ous, very pro­found, very strange, books writ­ten by a bril­liant and in­spired sci­ent­ist, a for­eign­er who has spent the whole of his life in study­ing the one prob­lem, and has ob­served all the facts re­l­at­ive to the in­flu­ence on our minds of the func­tion­ing of our phys­ic­al or­gan­ism.

			But I want to tell you about the wood­cock. My two friends, then, the d’Or­ge­mol broth­ers and I, live here dur­ing the shoot­ing-sea­son, wait­ing for the first frost. Then, as soon as it freezes, we set out for their farm at Can­netot, near Fécamp, be­cause there, there is a de­light­ful little wood, a di­vine little wood, where all the wood­cocks halt in their flight.

			You know the d’Or­ge­mols, both of them gi­ants, both real early Nor­mans, both of them men of that old power­ful race of con­quer­ors who in­vaded France, took and held Eng­land, settled them­selves along every coast of the old world, built towns every­where, passed like a wave over Si­cily, leav­ing be­hind the monu­ments of a mar­vel­lous art, pulled down kings, pil­laged the proudest cit­ies, en­gaged Popes in priestly in­trigues and, craft­i­er than those Itali­an pontiffs, beat them at their own game; and, more im­port­ant to the world than all, left chil­dren be­hind them in the beds of every race. The d’Or­ge­mols are two Nor­mans of the purest and old­est stock, they have every Nor­man char­ac­ter­ist­ic, voice, ac­cent, man­ner, fair hair, and eyes the hue of the sea.

			When we are to­geth­er, we talk in the dia­lect, we live, think, and act like Nor­mans, we be­come landed Nor­mans more peas­ant-like than our farm­ers.

			Well, fif­teen days we have been ex­pect­ing the wood­cock.

			Every morn­ing Si­mon, the eld­est, says to me:

			“Hullo, the wind’s com­ing round to the east, it’ll freeze. They’ll be here in two days.”

			The young­er, Gas­pard, more cau­tious, waits un­til the frost comes to an­nounce its ar­rival.

			Well, last Fri­day, he came in­to my room at day­break, shout­ing:

			“It’s come, the ground is covered with white! Two more such days, and we go to Can­netot!”

			Two days later, as a mat­ter of fact, we do set out for Can­netot. You would have laughed to see us. We move in a strange hunt­ing-coach which my fath­er had con­struc­ted some time ago. “Con­struct” is the only word I can use to speak of this trav­el­ling tomb, or rather this mov­ing earth­quake. It con­tains everything: holds for the stores, holds for the weapons, holds for the trunks, boxes with pee­p­h­oles for the dogs. Everything is in shel­ter, ex­cept the hu­man pas­sen­gers, perched on railed seats out­side as high as a three-stor­ied house and car­ried on four gi­gant­ic wheels. You scramble up there as best you can, us­ing feet, hands, and even teeth on oc­ca­sion, for no lad­der gives ac­cess to that erec­tion.

			Very well, the two d’Or­ge­mols and I reach this moun­tain, rigged out like Laplanders. We are clad in sheep­skins, we wear enorm­ous wool­len stock­ings over our breeches, and gaiters over our wool­len stock­ings; we have black fur caps and white fur gloves. When we are in­stalled, Jean, my man, throws us up three bas­set-hounds, Pif, Paf, and Moustouche. Pif be­longs to Si­mon, Paf to Gas­pard, and Moustouche to me. They are like three small hairy cro­codiles. They are long, low, hol­low in the back, and bow­legged, and so shaggy that they look like yel­low bushes. Their black eyes are hardly vis­ible un­der their eye­brows, or their white teeth un­der their beards. We nev­er shut them in the rolling ken­nels in the coach. Each of us keeps his own dog un­der his feet for the sake of warmth.

			And so we set off, shaken al­most to pieces. It is freez­ing, freez­ing hard. We are happy. We ar­rive about five o’clock. The farm­er, Mon­sieur Pi­cot, is wait­ing for us in front of the door. He is a jovi­al fel­low, not very tall, but plump, thick­set, act­ive as a mastiff, cun­ning as a fox, al­ways smil­ing, al­ways happy and very sharp after the money.

			It is a fine hol­i­day for him, in the wood­cock sea­son.

			The farm is im­mense, an old build­ing in an orch­ard, en­circled by four rows of beech-trees which struggle the year round against the sea wind.

			We enter the kit­chen, where a mon­strous fire is blaz­ing in our hon­our.

			Our table is set close to the lofty fire­place, where in front of the limp­id flames a plump bird is turn­ing and roast­ing, while the juice drips in­to an earthen plate.

			The farm­er’s wife greets us now, a tall si­lent wo­man, al­ways busied with house­hold cares, her head full of deals and cal­cu­la­tions, of sheep and cattle. She is a meth­od­ic­al wo­man, level­headed and aus­tere, highly re­spec­ted in the dis­trict.

			Along the end of the kit­chen runs the big table where will shortly seat them­selves the hired men and wo­men of every class, cer­tain plough­men, la­bour­ers, farm wenches, shep­herds; and all those folk eat in si­lence un­der the quick eye of the mis­tress and watch us dine with Farm­er Pi­cot, who lets off jests that make us all laugh. Then, when all her house­hold has been fed, Ma­dame Pi­cot will take, alone, her hasty and frugal meal on a corner of the table, keep­ing an eye on the ser­vant-girl mean­while.

			On or­din­ary days, she dines with her house­hold.

			The three of us, the d’Or­ge­mols and I, sleep in a white room, bare, white­washed, and con­tain­ing only our three beds, three chairs, and three basins.

			Gas­pard al­ways wakes first and sounds a ringing re­veille. And in half an hour every­one is ready and we set off with old Pi­cot, who shoots with us.

			Mon­sieur Pi­cot prefers me to his mas­ters. Why? Doubt­less be­cause I am not his mas­ter. Then you may see us both mak­ing for the wood from the right, while the two broth­ers ad­vance on it from the left. Si­mon has the dogs in his charge, lead­ing them, all three held at the end of a cord.

			For we are not out after wood­cock but rab­bits. We are con­vinced that we must not look for wood­cock, but just come across them. We stumble on them and kill them, don’t you know! When you want es­pe­cially to find them, you nev­er set eyes on one. It is a strange and lovely thing to hear in the clear morn­ing air the sharp re­port of the gun, then Gas­pard’s thun­der­ous voice filling the whole coun­tryside and roar­ing: “Wood­cock—here they come!”

			I am wily. When I have brought down a wood­cock, I call out: “Rab­bit!” And I re­joice ex­ceed­ingly when we lay out the bag at lunch.

			There we are, old Pi­cot and I, in the little wood where the leaves fall with a soft cease­less mur­mur, a harsh mur­mur, a little sad, they are dead. It is cold, a thin sharp cold that pricks eyes, nose, ears, and has powdered the edges of the grass and the brown ploughed fields with a fine white moss. But we are warm in all our limbs, un­der the thick sheep­skin. The sun sparkles in the blue air; it has little or no warmth, but it sparkles. It is good to shoot over the woods on a keen winter morn­ing.

			Yon­der a dog breaks in­to a shrill bark­ing. It is Pif. I know his thin voice. Then, si­lence. Now an­oth­er out­burst, then an­oth­er; and Paf gives tongue in his turn. But what is Moustouche do­ing? Ah, there he goes whim­per­ing like a chick­en whose neck is be­ing wrung. They have star­ted a rab­bit. Now, Farm­er Pi­cot!

			They draw apart, then close in, sep­ar­ate again, then run back; we fol­low their haphaz­ard go­ings, run­ning along nar­row paths, every sense on the alert, fin­gers on the trig­gers of our guns.

			They make back to­wards the com­mon, we make back too. Sud­denly a grey streak, a shad­ow crosses the path. I bring my gun to my shoulder and fire. The faint smoke clears away in the blue air, and I see on the grass a morsel of white fur that moves. Then I shout at the top of my voice: “Rab­bit, rab­bit! Here it is!” And I show it to the three dogs, to the three shaggy cro­codiles, who con­grat­u­late me with wag­ging tails; they then go off in search of an­oth­er.

			Old Pi­cot has re­joined me. Moustouche be­gins to yelp. The farm­er says:

			“That’s surely a hare, let’s go to the edge of the com­mon.”

			But just as I emerged from the wood, I saw, stand­ing ten paces from me, Gar­gan, the deaf-mute, Mon­sieur Pi­cot’s herds­man, wrapped round in a vo­lu­min­ous yel­low­ish cloak, with a wool­len bon­net on his head, and knit­ting away at a stock­ing, as do all the shep­herds of these parts.

			“Good morn­ing, shep­herd,” I said, as we al­ways do.

			And he lif­ted his head in greet­ing, al­though he had not heard my voice, but he had seen my lips mov­ing.

			I have known this shep­herd for fif­teen years. For fif­teen years I have seen him every au­tumn, stand­ing on the edge or in the middle of a field, his body mo­tion­less and his hands cease­lessly knit­ting. His flock fol­low him like a pack of hounds, seem­ing to obey his eye.

			Old Pi­cot grasped my arm:

			“You know that the shep­herd has killed his wife?”

			I was dumb­foun­ded.

			“Gar­gan? The deaf-mute?”

			“Yes, this last winter, and he was brought to tri­al at Rouen. I will tell you about it.”

			And he drew me in­to the copse, for the herds­man was able to pick up the words from his mas­ter’s lips as if he had heard them. He un­der­stood no one else; but, face to face with him, he was no longer deaf; and his mas­ter, on the oth­er hand, read like a wiz­ard every mean­ing of the mute’s dumb­show, all the ges­tures of his fin­gers, the wrink­lings of his cheeks, and the flashes of his eyes.

			Listen to this simple story, a mel­an­choly piece of news, just such a one as hap­pens in the coun­try, time and again.

			Gar­gan was the son of a marl-dig­ger, one of those men who go down in­to the clay pits to dig out that sort of soft stone, white and vis­cous, that we scat­ter on the fields. Deaf and dumb from birth, he had been brought up to keep the cows along the road­side ditches.

			Then, em­ployed by Pi­cot’s fath­er, he had be­come a shep­herd at the farm. He was an ex­cel­lent shep­herd, zeal­ous and hon­est, and he could set dis­lo­cated limbs, though he had not been taught any­thing of the kind.

			When Pi­cot came in­to the farm in his time, Gar­gan was thirty years old and looked forty. He was tall, thin, and bearded, bearded like a pat­ri­arch.

			Then, just about this time, Mar­tel, an hon­est coun­try wo­man, died, leav­ing a young girl of fif­teen, who had been nick­named “A Wee Drop,” be­cause of her im­mod­er­ate lik­ing for brandy.

			Pi­cot took in this ragged young wretch and em­ployed her in light tasks, feed­ing her without pay­ing her wages, in re­turn for her work. She slept in the barn, in the cattle-shed or in the stable, on straw or dung, any place, no mat­ter where, for no one both­ers to find a bed for these ragamuffins. She slept any­where, with any­one, per­haps with the carter or the la­bour­er. But it soon came about that she at­tached her­self to the deaf-mute and formed a more last­ing uni­on with him. How did these two poor wretches come to­geth­er? How did they un­der­stand each oth­er? Had he ever known a wo­man be­fore this barn rat, he who had nev­er talked to a soul? Was it she who sought him out in his rolling hut and se­duced him at the edge of the road, a hedge-side Eve? No one knows. It only be­came known, one day, that they were liv­ing to­geth­er as man and wife.

			No one was sur­prised. And Pi­cot even found this uni­on quite nat­ur­al.

			But now the par­ish priest learned of this uni­on without be­ne­fit of clergy, and was angry. He re­proached Ma­dame Pi­cot, made her con­science un­easy, men­aced her with mys­ter­i­ous pen­al­ties. What was to be done? It was quite simple. They were taken to the church and the town hall to be mar­ried. Neither of them had a penny to his name; he not a whole pair of trousers, she not a pet­ti­coat that was all of a piece. So noth­ing hindered the de­mands of State and Church from be­ing sat­is­fied. They were joined to­geth­er, be­fore may­or and priest, with­in one hour, and everything seemed ar­ranged for the best.

			But would you be­lieve that, very soon, it be­came a joke in the coun­tryside (for­give the scan­dal­ous word) to cuck­old poor Gar­gan? Be­fore the mar­riage, no one thought of ly­ing with the Wee Drop; and now, every­one wanted his turn just for fun. For a brandy she re­ceived all comers, be­hind her hus­band’s back. The ex­ploit was even so much talked of in the dis­trict round that gen­tle­men came from Goderville to see it.

			Primed with a pint, the Wee Drop treated them to the spec­tacle with any­one, in a ditch, be­hind a wall, while at the same time the mo­tion­less fig­ure of Gar­gan was in full view a hun­dred paces away, knit­ting a stock­ing and fol­lowed by his bleat­ing flock. People laughed fit to kill them­selves in all the inns in the coun­tryside; in the even­ing, round the fire, noth­ing else was talked about; people hailed each oth­er on the roads, ask­ing: “Have you giv­en your drop to the Wee Drop?” Every­one knew what that meant.

			The shep­herd seemed to see noth­ing. But then one day young Poirot from Sas­sev­ille beckoned Gar­gan’s wife to come be­hind a hay­stack, let­ting her see a full bottle. She un­der­stood and ran to him, laugh­ing; then, hardly were they well on the way with their evil work when the herds­man tumbled on them as if he had fallen from a cloud. Poirot fled, hop­ping on one leg, his trousers about his heels, while the mute, growl­ing like a beast, seized his wife’s throat.

			People work­ing on the com­mon came run­ning up. It was too late; her tongue was black and her eyes start­ing out of her head; blood was run­ning out of her nose. She was dead.

			The shep­herd was tried by the court at Rouen. As he was dumb, Pi­cot served him as in­ter­pret­er. The de­tails of the af­fair were very amus­ing to the audi­ence. But the farm­er had only one idea, which was to get his herds­man ac­quit­ted, and he went about it very craft­ily.

			He told them first the whole his­tory of the deaf-mute and of his mar­riage; then, when he came to the crime, he him­self cross-ex­amined the mur­der­er. The whole court was si­lent.

			Pi­cot said slowly:

			“Did you know that she was de­ceiv­ing you?”

			And at the same time, he con­veyed his ques­tion with his eyes.

			The oth­er made a sign, “no,” with his head.

			“She was ly­ing in the hay­stack when you found her?”

			And he ges­tic­u­lated like a man who sees a re­volt­ing sight.

			The oth­er made a sign, “yes,” with his head.

			Then the farm­er, im­it­at­ing the ges­tures of the may­or per­form­ing the civil ce­re­mony and of the priest unit­ing them in the name of God, asked his ser­vant if he had killed his wife be­cause she was joined to him be­fore man and God.

			The shep­herd made a sign, “yes,” with his head.

			Pi­cot said to him:

			“Now, show us how it happened.”

			Then the deaf-mute him­self ac­ted the whole scene. He showed how he was sleep­ing in the hay­stack, how he had been awakened by feel­ing the move­ment of the straw, how he had looked round care­fully, and had seen the thing.

			He was stand­ing stiffly between two po­lice­men, and all at once he im­it­ated the ob­scene ac­tions of the crim­in­al pair clasped to­geth­er in front of him.

			A great shout of laughter went up in the court, then stopped dead; for the shep­herd, his eyes wild, work­ing his jaws and his great beard as if he had been gnaw­ing some­thing, his arms stretched out, his head thrust for­ward, re­peated the ghastly ges­ture of a mur­der­er who is strangling a per­son.

			And he howled hor­ribly, so maddened with rage that he ima­gined him­self still grasp­ing her, and the po­lice­men were forced to seize him and push him for­cibly in­to a seat to quiet him.

			A pro­found and ag­on­ised shud­der ran through the court. Then Farm­er Pi­cot, pla­cing his hand on his ser­vant’s shoulder, said simply:

			“He has his hon­our, this man be­fore you.”

			And the shep­herd was ac­quit­ted.

			

			As for me, my dearest, I was listen­ing with deep emo­tion to the end of this strange af­fair that I have told you crudely enough, so as not to al­ter the farm­er’s way of telling it, when a gun­shot rang out in the middle of the wood; and Gas­pard’s great voice roared through the wind, like the thun­der of a can­non:

			“Wood­cock! Here they come!”

			And that is how I spend my time, watch­ing for the ar­rival of the wood­cock while you too go out to watch the first winter dresses ar­rive in the Bois.

		
	
		
			Monsieur Parent

			
				Little Georges, on all fours on the path, was mak­ing sand castles. He shov­elled the sand to­geth­er with both hands, heaped it up in­to a pyr­am­id, and planted a chest­nut leaf on the top.

				His fath­er, seated on an iron chair, was watch­ing him with con­cen­trated and lov­ing at­ten­tion, and had no eyes for any­one else in the small crowded park.

				All along the cir­cu­lar path which runs past the lake, en­circles the lawn, and comes back again by way of the Church of the Trin­ity, oth­er chil­dren were thus busied, like young an­im­als at their sport, while the bored nurse­maids gazed in­to the air with their dull stu­pid eyes, or the moth­ers talked to­geth­er, cast­ing in­cess­ant, watch­ful glances on the troop of young­sters.

				Nurses walked gravely up and down, two by two, trail­ing be­hind them the long bright rib­bons of their caps, and car­ry­ing in their arms white ob­jects wrapped in lace, while little girls in short dresses re­veal­ing their bare legs held grave con­ver­sa­tions between two hoop races, and the keep­er of the garden, in a green tu­nic, wandered through this crowd of chil­dren, con­stantly step­ping aside lest he should de­mol­ish the earth­works and des­troy the ant-like la­bours of these tiny hu­man lar­vae.

				The sun was sink­ing be­hind the roofs of the Rue Saint-Laz­are, and throw­ing its great slant­ing rays upon the myri­ad-hued crowd of chil­dren. The chest­nut-trees were lit up with gleams of yel­low, and the three cas­cades in front of the lofty portals of the church looked as though they ran li­quid sil­ver.

				Mon­sieur Par­ent watched his son squat­ting in the dust; he fol­lowed lov­ingly his slight­est ges­tures, and seemed to throw kisses from his lips to Georges’s every move­ment.

				But rais­ing his eyes to the clock on the steeple, he dis­covered that he was five minutes slow. Thereupon he rose, took the little boy by the arm, shook his earthy gar­ments, wiped his hands, and led him away to­wards the Rue Blanche. He hastened his steps, anxious not to reach home later than his wife, and the young­ster, who could not keep up with him, trot­ted along at his side.

				His fath­er ac­cord­ingly took him in his arms and, quick­en­ing his pace still more, began to pant with ex­haus­tion as he moun­ted the slop­ing pave­ment. He was a man of forty, already grey, some­what stout, and he bore un­eas­ily be­fore him the round jolly paunch of a gay bach­el­or rendered tim­id by cir­cum­stances.

				Some years earli­er he had mar­ried a young wo­man whom he had loved ten­derly, and who was now treat­ing him with the in­solence and au­thor­ity of an all-power­ful des­pot. She was in­cess­antly scold­ing him for everything he did, and everything he omit­ted to do, bit­terly up­braid­ing him for his slight­est ac­tions, his habits, his simple pleas­ures, his tastes, his ways, his move­ments, the ro­tund­ity of his fig­ure, and the pla­cid tones of his voice.

				He still loved her, how­ever, but he loved yet more the child she had giv­en him, Georges, now three years old, the greatest joy and the most pre­cious bur­den of his heart. Pos­sessed of a mod­est in­come, he lived on his twenty thou­sand francs a year without hav­ing to work, and his wife, who had had no mar­riage por­tion, lived in a state of per­petu­al fury at her hus­band’s in­ac­tion.

				At last he reached his house and, set­ting the child down on the first step of the stair­case, wiped his fore­head and began to as­cend.

				At the second story, he rang the bell.

				An old ser­vant who had brought him up, one of those ser­vant-mis­tresses who be­come fam­ily tyr­ants, came and opened the door.

				“Has Ma­dame come in yet?” he asked in an agony of fear.

				The ser­vant shrugged her shoulders.

				“When has Mon­sieur ever known Ma­dame to be in by half past six?” she answered.

				He replied with some em­bar­rass­ment:

				“That’s good, so much the bet­ter: it gives me time to change my clothes, for I’m very hot.”

				The ser­vant stared at him with angry and con­temp­tu­ous pity.

				“Oh, yes, I can see that,” she grumbled; “Mon­sieur is stream­ing with per­spir­a­tion; Mon­sieur has been run­ning; car­ry­ing the little one, very likely, and all in or­der to wait for Ma­dame till half past sev­en. As for me, no one will ever per­suade me to be ready to time, now. I get din­ner for eight o’clock, and if people have to wait, so much the worse for them; a joint must not be burnt!”

				Mon­sieur Par­ent pre­ten­ded not to listen.

				“Very good, very good,” he mur­mured; “Georges’s hands must be washed; he’s been mak­ing sand castles. I will go and change. Tell the maid to give the little one a thor­ough clean­ing.”

				And he went to his room. Once there, he thrust home the bolt, so as to be alone, quite alone. He was so ac­cus­tomed by now to see­ing him­self bul­lied and ill-used that he only judged him­self safe when un­der the pro­tec­tion of a lock. He no longer even dared to think, to re­flect, or to reas­on with him­self, un­less he felt se­cure against the eyes and ima­gin­a­tions of oth­ers by the turn of a key. He col­lapsed in­to a chair in or­der to get a little rest be­fore put­ting on a clean shirt, and real­ised that Ju­lie was be­gin­ning to be a new per­il in the house. She hated his wife, that was plainly to be seen. Above all, she hated his chum Paul Lim­ous­in, who had con­tin­ued to be that rare thing, an in­tim­ate and fa­mil­i­ar friend in the home, after hav­ing been the in­sep­ar­able com­rade of his bach­el­or life. It was Lim­ous­in who ac­ted as oil and buf­fer between Hen­ri­ette and him­self, who even de­fen­ded him with vigour and stern­ness against the un­deserved re­proaches, the pain­ful scenes, all the miser­ies which made up his daily ex­ist­ence.

				For nearly six months now, Ju­lie had been con­stantly in­dul­ging in ma­li­cious re­marks and cri­ti­cisms of her mis­tress. She was per­petu­ally con­demning her, de­clar­ing twenty times a day: “If I were Mon­sieur, I wouldn’t let my­self be led by the nose like that. Well, well … there it is … every­one ac­cord­ing to his own nature.”

				One day she had even in­sul­ted Hen­ri­ette to her face, who had been con­ten­ted with say­ing to her hus­band that night: “You know, the first sharp word I get from that wo­man, out she goes.” She seemed, how­ever, to be afraid of the old ser­vant, though she feared noth­ing else; and Par­ent at­trib­uted this meek­ness to her es­teem for the nurse who had brought him up and had closed his moth­er’s eyes.

				But this was the end; things could not go on any longer, and he was ter­ri­fied at the thought of what would hap­pen. What was he to do? To dis­miss Ju­lie seemed to him a de­cision so for­mid­able that he dared not let his thoughts dwell upon it. It was equally im­possible to ad­mit her right and his wife wrong; and be­fore an­oth­er month had gone by, the situ­ation between the two of them would be­come in­sup­port­able.

				He sat there, his arms hanging down, vaguely search­ing his mind for a meth­od of com­plete con­cili­ation, and find­ing none. “Luck­ily I have Georges,” he mur­mured. “Without him I should be ut­terly wretched.”

				Then the idea came to him to ask Lim­ous­in for his ad­vice; he de­cided to do so, but im­me­di­ately the re­mem­brance of the enmity between his ser­vant and his friend made him fear that his friend would sug­gest her dis­missal; and he fell once more in­to an agony of in­de­cision.

				The clock struck sev­en. He star­ted. Sev­en o’clock, and he had not yet changed his shirt! Scared and pant­ing, he un­dressed, washed, put on a white shirt, and hur­riedly dressed again, as though he were be­ing awaited in the next room on a mat­ter of ur­gent im­port­ance.

				Then he went in­to the draw­ing room, happy to feel that he needn’t be afraid of any­thing now.

				He glanced at the news­pa­per, went and looked in­to the street, and came back and sat down on the sofa; but a door opened and his son came in, washed, his hair combed, and smil­ing. Par­ent took him in his arms and kissed him with pas­sion­ate emo­tion. He kissed him first on the hair, then on the eyes, then on the cheeks, then on the mouth, and then on the hands. Then he made him jump up in the air, lift­ing him up to the ceil­ing, at the full stretch of his arms. Then he sat down again, tired by these ex­er­tions, and, tak­ing Georges on his knee, he made him play “ride a-cock­horse.”

				The child laughed with de­light, waved his arms, and uttered shrieks of joy, and his fath­er laughed as well, and shrieked with pleas­ure, shak­ing his great paunch, en­joy­ing him­self even more than the little boy.

				This poor, weak, resigned, bul­lied man loved the child with all his kind heart. He loved him with wild trans­ports of af­fec­tion, with vi­ol­ent, un­res­trained caresses, with all the shame­faced ten­der­ness hid­den in the secret places of his heart that had nev­er been able to come in­to the light and grow, not even in the first few hours of his mar­ried life; for his wife had al­ways been cold and re­served in her be­ha­viour.

				Ju­lie ap­peared in the door­way, her face pale and her eyes gleam­ing, and an­nounced, in a voice trem­bling with ex­as­per­a­tion:

				“It is half past sev­en, Mon­sieur.”

				Par­ent threw an anxious and sub­missive glance at the clock, and mur­mured:

				“Yes, it cer­tainly is half past sev­en.”

				“Well, din­ner’s ready now.”

				See­ing the storm im­min­ent, he tried to dis­pel it:

				“But didn’t you tell me, when I came in, that you would only have din­ner ready at eight?”

				“At eight! … Why, you can’t be think­ing what it means! You don’t want to give the child his din­ner at eight! One says eight, but, Lord, that’s only a man­ner of speak­ing. Why, it would ru­in the child’s stom­ach to make him eat at eight. Oh, if it were only his moth­er that was con­cerned! She takes good care of her child! Oh, yes, talk of moth­ers, she’s a moth­er, she is! It’s down right pi­ti­ful to see a moth­er like that!”

				Par­ent, pos­it­ively quiv­er­ing with an­guish, felt that he must cut short this threat­en­ing scene.

				“Ju­lie,” he said, “I will not have you speak of your mis­tress like that. You hear, don’t you? Don’t for­get for the fu­ture.”

				The old ser­vant, breath­less with as­ton­ish­ment, turned on her heel and went out, pulling the door to with such vi­ol­ence that all the crys­tals on the chan­delier jingled. For a few seconds a sound like the soft mur­mur­ous ringing of little in­vis­ible bells fluttered in the si­lent air of the draw­ing room.

				Georges, sur­prised at first, began to clap his hands with pleas­ure, and, puff­ing out his cheeks, uttered a loud Boom with all the strength of his lungs, in im­it­a­tion of the noise of the door.

				Then his fath­er began to tell him stor­ies; but his mind was so pre­oc­cu­pied that again and again he lost the thread of his nar­rat­ive, and the child, no longer un­der­stand­ing, opened his eyes wide in amazement.

				Par­ent’s eyes nev­er left the clock. He fan­cied he could see the hand mov­ing. He would have liked to stop the clock, to make time stand still un­til his wife re­turned. He did not blame Hen­ri­ette for be­ing late, but he was afraid, afraid of her and Ju­lie, afraid of everything that might hap­pen. Ten minutes more would suf­fice to bring about an ir­re­par­able cata­strophe, rev­el­a­tions, and scenes of vi­ol­ence that he dared not even ima­gine. The mere thought of the quar­rel, the sud­den out­bursts of voices, the in­sults rush­ing through the air like bul­lets, the two wo­men star­ing in­to one an­oth­er’s eyes, hurl­ing bit­ter re­marks at one an­oth­er, made his heart beat and his mouth feel as dry as if he were walk­ing in the sun; it made him as limp as a rag, so limp that he lost the strength to lift up the child and make him jump upon his knee.

				Eight o’clock struck; the door re­opened and Ju­lie re­appeared. She no longer wore her air of ex­as­per­a­tion, but an air of cold, ma­li­cious res­ol­u­tion still more for­mid­able.

				“Mon­sieur,” she said, “I served your moth­er till her last day; I brought you up from your birth to this very day. I may say that I’m de­voted to the fam­ily. …”

				She awaited a reply.

				“Why, yes, my good Ju­lie,” stammered Par­ent.

				“You know very well,” she con­tin­ued, “that I’ve nev­er done aught for the sake of money, but al­ways in your in­terests, that I’ve nev­er de­ceived you or lied to you; that you’ve nev­er had any fault to find with me. …”

				“Why, yes, my good Ju­lie.”

				“Well, Mon­sieur, this can’t go on any longer. It was out of friend­ship for you that I nev­er spoke, that I left you in your ig­nor­ance; but it is too much; the neigh­bour­hood is mak­ing too merry at your ex­pense. You can do what you like about it, but every­body knows; and I must tell you too, though it goes sore against the grain. If Ma­dame comes home at these ab­surd hours, it’s be­cause she’s do­ing ab­om­in­able things.”

				He sat there be­wildered, not un­der­stand­ing. He could only stam­mer:

				“Be si­lent. … You know I for­bade you …”

				She cut him short with ruth­less de­term­in­a­tion.

				“No, Mon­sieur, I must tell you all now. For a long time now Ma­dame has been de­ceiv­ing you with Mon­sieur Lim­ous­in. More than twenty times I’ve caught them kiss­ing be­hind doors. Oh, don’t you see? If Mon­sieur Lim­ous­in had been rich, it would not have been Mon­sieur Par­ent that Ma­dame mar­ried. If Mon­sieur would only re­mem­ber how the mar­riage came about, he would un­der­stand the busi­ness from be­gin­ning to end.”

				Par­ent had ris­en, liv­id, stam­mer­ing:

				“Be si­lent. … Be si­lent … or …”

				“No,” she con­tin­ued, “I will tell you all. Ma­dame mar­ried Mon­sieur for his money; and she has de­ceived him from the very first day. Why, Lord-a-mercy, it was an un­der­stood thing between them; a minute’s thought is enough to real­ise that. Then, as Ma­dame was not pleased at hav­ing mar­ried Mon­sieur, whom she did not love, she made his life a bur­den to him, such a bur­den that it broke my heart to see it. …”

				He ad­vanced two steps, his fists clenched, re­peat­ing:

				“Be si­lent. … Be si­lent …” for he could find no reply.

				The old ser­vant did not draw back; she looked ready to go to any lengths.

				But Georges, at first be­wildered, then frightened by these harsh voices, began to ut­ter shrill cries. He stood there be­hind his fath­er, and howled, with his mouth wide open and his face puckered up.

				Par­ent was ex­as­per­ated by his son’s up­roar; it filled him with cour­age and rage. He rushed upon Ju­lie with up­lif­ted arms, pre­pared to smite with both hands, and cry­ing:

				“You wretch! You’ll turn the child’s brain.”

				His hands were al­most on her; she flung the words in his face.

				“Mon­sieur can strike me if he likes, me that brought him up: it won’t stop his wife de­ceiv­ing him, nor her child not be­ing his.”

				He stopped dead, and let his arms fall to his sides; and stood fa­cing her, so astoun­ded that he no longer un­der­stood what she was say­ing.

				“You’ve only to look at the little one to re­cog­nise the fath­er,” she ad­ded. “Why, Lord-a-mercy, he’s the liv­ing im­age of Mon­sieur Lim­ous­in. You’ve only to look at his eyes and his fore­head. Why, a blind man wouldn’t be de­ceived. …”

				But he had seized her by the shoulders and was shak­ing her with all his strength, mut­ter­ing:

				“Vi­per … vi­per! Out of here, vi­per! … Be off, or I’ll kill you! … Be off! … Be off! …”

				With a des­per­ate ef­fort he flung her in­to the next room. She fell upon the table set for din­ner, and the glasses tumbled and smashed; then she got up again and put the table between her­self and her mas­ter, and while he pur­sued her in or­der to seize her again, spat hideous re­marks at him.

				“Mon­sieur has only to go out … this even­ing, after din­ner … and come back again at once. … He will see! … he will see if I have lied! … Let Mon­sieur try … he will see.”

				She had reached the door of the kit­chen and fled through it. He ran after her, rushed up the back stairs to her bed­room, where she had locked her­self in, and, beat­ing on the door, cried out:

				“You will leave the house this in­stant.”

				“You may be sure I shall,” she replied through the pan­el. “An­oth­er hour, and I’ll be gone.”

				At that he slowly des­cen­ded the stairs again, cling­ing to the ban­is­ters to keep from fall­ing, and went back to the draw­ing room where Georges was cry­ing, sit­ting on the floor.

				Par­ent col­lapsed in­to a chair and stared dully at the child. He could not un­der­stand any­thing now; he was no longer con­scious of any­thing; he felt dazed, stu­pefied, crazy, as though he had just fallen on to his head; he could scarcely re­mem­ber the hor­rible things his ser­vant had told him. Then, little by little, his reas­on, like a tur­bid pool, grew calm and clear, and the re­volt­ing secret he had learned began to turn and twist in his breast.

				Ju­lie had spoken so clearly, with such vigour, cer­tainty, and sin­cer­ity, that he did not ques­tion her good faith, but he per­sisted in ques­tion­ing her per­spica­city. She might well have been mis­taken, blinded by her de­vo­tion to him, im­pelled by an un­con­scion­able hatred of Hen­ri­ette. But the more he tried to re­as­sure and con­vince him­self, a thou­sand little facts awakened in his memory, re­marks made by his wife, glances of Lim­ous­in’s, a host of trifles, un­noticed, al­most un­per­ceived, de­par­tures late at night, sim­ul­tan­eous ab­sences, even ges­tures, al­most in­sig­ni­fic­ant, but strange, move­ments he had not been able to see or un­der­stand, and which now as­sumed vast im­port­ance in his eyes, and be­came evid­ence of com­pli­city between them. Everything which had oc­curred since his wed­ding rose up sud­denly in a memory sharpened by pain. It all re­curred to him, the strange in­ton­a­tions, the sus­pi­cious at­ti­tudes. The slow mind of this quiet, kindly man, har­assed now with doubt, dis­played to him as cer­tain­ties things which could not as yet be more than sus­pi­cions.

				With furi­ous per­tinacity he rum­maged amid the five years of his mar­ried life, striv­ing to re­call everything, month by month, day by day; and each dis­turb­ing fact he dis­covered pierced his heart like a wasp’s sting.

				He gave no thought to Georges, who was quiet now, ly­ing on his back on the car­pet. But, see­ing that no at­ten­tion was be­ing paid to him, the child began to cry again.

				His fath­er star­ted up, seized him in his arms, and covered his head with kisses. His child, at any rate, re­mained to him! What did the rest mat­ter? He held him, clasped him, his mouth bur­ied in the fair hair, com­for­ted, con­soled, mur­mur­ing: “Georges … my little Georges, my dear little Georges! …” But sud­denly he re­membered what Ju­lie had said! … Yes, she had said that he was Lim­ous­in’s child. … Oh, it was not pos­sible, it couldn’t be pos­sible! No, he could not be­lieve it, could not even sus­pect it for one mo­ment. This was one of the odi­ous in­fam­ies that ger­min­ate in the mean minds of ser­vants! “Georges,” he re­peated, “my dear Georges!” The boy was si­lent again now, un­der his caresses.

				Par­ent felt the warmth of his little breast pen­et­rate through the clothes to his own. It filled him with love, with cour­age, with joy; the child’s sweet warmth caressed him, strengthened him, saved him.

				Then he thrust the be­loved head with its curly hair a little fur­ther from him, and gazed at it pas­sion­ately. He stared at it hun­grily, des­per­ately; the sight of it in­tox­ic­ated him.

				“Oh, my little one … my little Georges!” he re­peated over and over again.

				Sud­denly he thought: “Sup­pos­ing he were like Lim­ous­in … all the same!”

				The thought was a strange cruel thing en­ter­ing in­to him, a poignant, vi­ol­ent sen­sa­tion of cold through his body, in all his limbs, as though his bones were sud­denly turned to ice. Oh, if he were like Lim­ous­in! … and he con­tin­ued to gaze at Georges, who was now laugh­ing. He gazed at him with wild, dis­tressed, hag­gard eyes. And he searched his fea­tures, the brow, the nose, the mouth, the cheeks, to see wheth­er he could not find in them some­thing of Lim­ous­in’s brow, nose, mouth, or cheeks.

				His thoughts wandered, like the thoughts of a man go­ing mad; and the face of his child altered be­neath his eyes, and took on strange ap­pear­ances and pre­pos­ter­ous re­semb­lances.

				Ju­lie had said: “A blind man would not be de­ceived.” There must be some­thing strik­ing, some­thing quite un­deni­able! But what? The brow? Yes, per­haps. But Lim­ous­in’s brow was nar­row­er! The mouth, then? But Lim­ous­in wore a full beard! How could one es­tab­lish a re­semb­lance between the child’s fat chin and this man’s hairy one?

				Par­ent thought: “I can­not see it, I can­not look at it any longer; I am too dis­tressed; I could not re­cog­nise any­thing now. … I must wait; I must look prop­erly to­mor­row morn­ing, when I get up.”

				Then he thought: “But if he were like me, I should be saved, saved!”

				He crossed the room in two strides, in or­der to ex­am­ine his child’s face side by side with his own in the mir­ror.

				He held Georges seated on his arm, in or­der that their faces might be close to­geth­er, and spoke out loud, so great was his be­wil­der­ment.

				“Yes … we have the same nose … the same nose … per­haps … I’m not sure … and the same eyes. … No, his eyes are blue. … Then … Oh, my God! … my God! … my God! … I’m go­ing mad. … I will not look any more. … I’m go­ing mad!”

				He fled from the mir­ror to the oth­er end of the room, fell in­to an arm­chair, set the child down in an­oth­er, and burst in­to tears. He wept with great, hope­less sobs. Georges, frightened by the sound of his fath­er’s moans, began to cry too.

				The front door bell rang. Par­ent bounded up as though pierced by a bul­let.

				“There she is,” he said. “What am I to do?”

				He ran and shut him­self up in his room, so as to have time at least to wipe his eyes. But after some mo­ments, an­oth­er peal at the bell gave him a second shock; then he re­membered that Ju­lie had left and that the house­maid had not been told. So no one would go and open the door? What was to be done? He went him­self.

				Sud­denly he felt brave, res­ol­ute, able to play his own part and face the in­ev­it­able scene. The ap­palling shock had ma­tured him in a few mo­ments. And, be­sides, he wanted to know, he wanted the truth with the fury of a tim­id man, with the ob­stin­acy of an easy­going man come to the end of his pa­tience.

				Nev­er­the­less, he was trem­bling. Was it with ter­ror? Yes. … Per­haps he was still afraid of her? Who knows how much goaded cow­ardice has gone to the mak­ing of a bold move?

				He stopped be­hind the door that he had reached with furt­ive steps, and listened. His heart was beat­ing furi­ously, and he could hear noth­ing but the sound of it, great dull blows in his chest, and the shrill voice of Georges still cry­ing in the draw­ing room.

				Sud­denly the noise of the bell ringing over his head shook him like an ex­plo­sion; at that he seized the door-handle and, pant­ing, faint­ing, turned the knob and opened the door.

				His wife and Lim­ous­in were stand­ing fa­cing him, on the stair­case.

				“So you are open­ing the door, now,” she said with an air of as­ton­ish­ment in which a trace of ir­rit­a­tion was ap­par­ent; “then where is Ju­lie?”

				His throat was con­trac­ted and his breath­ing hur­ried; he strove to an­swer, un­able to ut­ter a word. “Have you gone dumb?” she con­tin­ued. “I asked you where Ju­lie was.”

				At that he stammered:

				“She … she … she has gone.”

				His wife was be­gin­ning to be angry.

				“What, gone? Where? Why?”

				He was gradu­ally re­gain­ing his bal­ance, and felt stir­ring in him a mord­ant hatred of this in­solent wo­man stand­ing be­fore him.

				“Yes, gone for good. … I dis­missed her.”

				“You have dis­missed her? … Ju­lie? … You must be mad. …”

				“Yes, I dis­missed her be­cause she was in­solent … and be­cause she … be­cause she ill-treated the child.”

				“Ju­lie?”

				“Yes. … Ju­lie.”

				“What was she in­solent about?”

				“About you.”

				“About me?”

				“Yes … be­cause din­ner was burnt and you had not come in.”

				“She said … ?”

				“She said … of­fens­ive things about you … which I should not … which I could not listen to. …”

				“What things?”

				“It is of no use to re­peat them.”

				“I want to know.”

				“She said that it was very sad for a man like me to marry a wo­man like you, un­punc­tu­al, with no sense of or­der, care­less, a bad house­keep­er, a bad moth­er, and a bad wife. …”

				The young wo­man had entered the hall, fol­lowed by Lim­ous­in, who re­mained si­lent be­fore this un­ex­pec­ted situ­ation. She shut the door ab­ruptly, threw down her coat on a chair, and walked up to her hus­band, stam­mer­ing in ex­as­per­a­tion:

				“You say … you say … that I’m … ?”

				He was very pale, very calm.

				“I say noth­ing, my dear,” he replied; “I am only telling you what Ju­lie said, be­cause you wanted to know; and I want you to real­ise that it was pre­cisely on ac­count of these re­marks that I dis­missed her.”

				She trembled with her vi­ol­ent de­sire to tear out his beard and rend his cheeks with her nails. She felt his re­vul­sion from her in his voice, in his ex­pres­sion, in his man­ner, and she could not out­face it; she strove to re­gain the of­fens­ive by some dir­ect and wound­ing phrase.

				“Have you had din­ner?” she asked.

				“No, I waited.”

				She shrugged her shoulders im­pa­tiently.

				“It is stu­pid to wait after half past sev­en. You ought to have known that I was de­tained, that I was busy, en­gaged.”

				Then, sud­denly, she felt the need to ex­plain how she had passed the time, and re­lated, in short, haughty words, that, hav­ing been ob­liged to get some art­icles of fur­niture a long way off, a very long way, in the Rue de Rennes, she had met Lim­ous­in, after sev­en o’clock, in the Boulevard Saint-Ger­main, on her way home, and had asked him to come in with her and have some­thing to eat in a res­taur­ant which she did not like to enter by her­self, al­though she was faint with hun­ger. That was how she came to have din­ner with Lim­ous­in, if it could be called a din­ner, for they had only had soup and half a chick­en, they were in such haste to get home.

				“But you were quite right,” replied Par­ent simply; “I was not blam­ing you.”

				Then Lim­ous­in, who had re­mained si­lent hitherto, al­most hid­den be­hind Hen­ri­ette, came up and offered his hand, mur­mur­ing:

				“You are well?”

				“Yes, quite well,” replied Par­ent, tak­ing the out­stretched hand and shak­ing it limply.

				But the young wo­man had seized upon a word in her hus­band’s last sen­tence.

				“Blame … why do you say ‘blame’? One might think you meant …”

				“No, not at all,” he said, ex­cus­ing him­self. “I simply meant to say that I was not at all un­easy at your late­ness and was not try­ing to make a crime of it.”

				She took it haught­ily, seek­ing a pre­text for a quar­rel:

				“My late­ness? … Any­one would think it was one o’clock in the morn­ing and I had been out all night.”

				“No, my dear, I said ‘late­ness’ be­cause I had no oth­er word. You should have been home by half past six, and you come in at half past eight. That is late­ness! I quite un­der­stand; I … I’m not … not even sur­prised. … But … but … it is dif­fi­cult for me to use any oth­er word.”

				“But you pro­nounce it as though I had slept away from home.”

				“No … not at all.”

				She saw that he meant to go on yield­ing the point and was about to enter her room when at last she no­ticed that Georges was cry­ing.

				“What is the mat­ter with the child?” she asked, with a troubled look on her face.

				“I told you that Ju­lie had been rather rough with him.”

				“What has the creature been do­ing to him?”

				“Oh, hardly any­thing! She pushed him and he fell.”

				She was eager to see her child, and rushed in­to the din­ing room; then stopped dead at sight of the table covered with spilt wine, broken bottles and glasses, and over­turned salt­cel­lars.

				“What is the mean­ing of this scene of de­struc­tion?”

				“Ju­lie …”

				But she cut short his ut­ter­ance in a rage:

				“This is too much, the last straw! Ju­lie treats me as though I were a dis­sol­ute wo­man, beats my child, breaks my crock­ery, and turns my house up­side down, and you seem to think it per­fectly nat­ur­al.”

				“No, I don’t. … I dis­missed her.”

				“Really! … You ac­tu­ally dis­missed her! Why, you ought to have put her in charge. The po­lice are the people to go to on these oc­ca­sions!”

				“But, my dear,” he stammered, “I … couldn’t very well … there was no reas­on. … It was really very awk­ward.”

				She shrugged her shoulders in in­fin­ite con­tempt.

				“Ah, well, you’ll nev­er be any­thing but a limp rag, a poor, miser­able creature with no will of your own, no en­ergy, no firm­ness. Your pre­cious Ju­lie must have been pretty out­rageous for you to have made up your mind to get rid of her. How I wish I could have been there for a minute, just a single minute!”

				She had opened the draw­ing room door, and ran to Georges, lif­ted him up, and clasped him in her arms, kiss­ing him and mur­mur­ing: “Georgy, what’s the mat­ter, my lamb, my little love, my duck?”

				He stopped cry­ing, at his moth­er’s caresses.

				“What’s the mat­ter?” she re­peated.

				The frightened eyes of the child per­ceived that there was trouble.

				“It was Zulie, who beat daddy,” he replied.

				Hen­ri­ette turned to her hus­band, be­wildered at first. Then a wild de­sire to laugh woke in her eyes, quivered on her thin cheeks, curved her lip, curled the out­er edges of her nos­trils, and fi­nally is­sued from her mouth in a clear bub­bling rush of mer­ri­ment, a cas­cade of gaiety, as me­lodi­ous and lively as the trill of a bird.

				“Ha! Ha! Ha!” she re­peated, with little ma­li­cious cries that es­caped between her white teeth and in­flic­ted a bit­ing agony on Par­ent. “She b … b … beat you. … Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! … How funny! … how funny! … Do you hear, Lim­ous­in? Ju­lie beat him … beat him … Ju­lie beat my hus­band. … Ha! … Ha! … Ha! … How funny!”

				“No! No!” stammered Par­ent. “It’s not true … it’s not true. … It was I, on the con­trary, who flung her in­to the din­ing room, so hard that she knocked the table over. The child couldn’t see. It was I who beat her.”

				“Tell me again, ducky,” said Hen­ri­ette to her son. “It was Ju­lie who beat Papa?”

				“Yes, it was Zulie,” he replied.

				Then, passing sud­denly to an­oth­er thought, she went on:

				“But hasn’t the child had his din­ner? Haven’t you had any­thing to eat, darling?”

				“No, mummy.”

				At that she turned furi­ously upon her hus­band.

				“You’re mad, ab­so­lutely crazy! It’s half past eight and Georges has not had his din­ner!”

				He made ex­cuses, hope­lessly lost in the scene and his ex­plan­a­tion, crushed at the ut­ter ru­in of his life.

				“But we were wait­ing for you, my dear. I did not want to have din­ner without you. You al­ways come in late, so I thought you would come in any mo­ment.”

				She threw her hat, which she had kept on un­til this point, in­to an arm­chair and broke out in a tone of ex­as­per­a­tion:

				“Really, it’s in­tol­er­able to have to deal with people who can’t un­der­stand any­thing or guess any­thing or do any­thing for them­selves. If I had come home at mid­night, I sup­pose the child would not have had any­thing to eat at all. As if you could not have un­der­stood, when it was half past sev­en, that I’d been hindered, delayed, held up! …”

				Par­ent was trem­bling, feel­ing his an­ger get­ting the up­per hand; but Lim­ous­in in­ter­vened, and, turn­ing to the young wo­man, re­marked:

				“You are quite un­just, dear. Par­ent could not guess that you would be so late, for you nev­er have been; and, be­sides, how could he man­age everything by him­self, after dis­miss­ing Ju­lie?”

				But Hen­ri­ette had thor­oughly lost her tem­per, and replied:

				“Well, he’ll have to man­age some­how, for I won’t help him. Let him get out of the mess as best he can!”

				And she ran in­to her room, hav­ing already for­got­ten that her son had had noth­ing to eat.

				Lim­ous­in be­came sud­denly strenu­ous in aid­ing his friend. He gathered up and re­moved the broken glass with which the table was covered, put the knives and forks back, and settled the child in his little high chair, while Par­ent went in search of the house­maid and told her to serve din­ner.

				She ar­rived in some sur­prise; she had been work­ing in Georges’s room and had heard noth­ing.

				She brought in the soup, an over­cooked leg of mut­ton, and mashed pota­toes.

				Par­ent had sat down be­side his child, his brain in a whirl, his reas­on un­der­mined by the cata­strophe. He gave the little boy his food, and tried to eat him­self; he cut up the meat, chewed it, and swal­lowed it with an ef­fort, as though his throat were para­lysed.

				Then, little by little, there awoke in his soul a wild long­ing to look at Lim­ous­in, who was sit­ting op­pos­ite him, rolling little pills of bread. He wanted to see if he were like Georges. But he dared not raise his eyes. He made up his mind, how­ever, and looked ab­ruptly up at the face he knew so well, al­though it seemed to him that he had nev­er stud­ied it, so much it differed from his ima­gin­a­tion of it. Time and again he cast a swift glance over the man’s face, try­ing to re­cog­nise the faintest lines and fea­tures and their sig­ni­fic­ance; then, in­stantly, he would look at his son, pre­tend­ing that he was merely giv­ing him his food.

				Two words roared in his ears: “His fath­er! His fath­er! His fath­er!” They hummed in his temples with every beat of his heart. Yes, that man, that man sit­ting calmly on the oth­er side of the table, was per­haps the fath­er of his son, Georges, his little Georges. Par­ent stopped eat­ing; he could not eat any longer. A fright­ful pain, the sort of pain that makes a man cry out, roll on the ground, and bite the fur­niture, tore at the very depths of his body. He longed to take his knife and plunge it in­to his belly. It would be a re­lief, it would save him; all would be over.

				For how could he go on liv­ing now? How could he live, get up in the morn­ing, eat his meals, walk along the streets, go to bed in the even­ing, and sleep at night, with this thought drilled in­to him, as with a gim­let: “Lim­ous­in, Georges’s fath­er”? No, he would no longer have strength to walk one step, put on his clothes, think of any­thing, speak to any­one! Every day, every hour, every second, he would be ask­ing him­self that ques­tion, seek­ing to know, to guess, to sur­prise the hor­rible secret. And the child, his dear child—he could no longer see him without en­dur­ing the fear­ful agony of this un­cer­tainty, without feel­ing him­self torn to the bowels, tor­tured to the mar­row of his bones. He would have to go on liv­ing here, stay in this house, side by side with the child he would love and hate. Yes, as­suredly he would end by hat­ing him. What tor­ment! Oh, if only he were cer­tain that Lim­ous­in was the fath­er, per­haps he might suc­ceed in grow­ing calm, in fall­ing asleep amid his misery, his grief! But not to know was in­tol­er­able!

				Not to know, al­ways to be try­ing to find out, al­ways suf­fer­ing, and every mo­ment em­bra­cing the child, an­oth­er man’s child, tak­ing him for walks in the town, car­ry­ing him in his arms, feel­ing the caress of his soft hair against his lips, ad­or­ing him, and end­lessly think­ing: “Per­haps he is not mine?” Would it not be bet­ter to see no more of him, to aban­don him, lose him in the streets, or flee far away, so far that he would nev­er again hear any­one speak of any­thing?

				He star­ted, as the door opened. His wife came in.

				“I’m hungry,” she said; “are you, Lim­ous­in?”

				“Yes, by Jove, I am,” replied Lim­ous­in with some hes­it­a­tion.

				She had the mut­ton brought back.

				“Have they had din­ner,” Par­ent wondered, “or were they late be­cause they’ve been love­mak­ing?”

				Both were now eat­ing with an ex­cel­lent ap­pet­ite. Hen­ri­ette, quite calm, was laugh­ing and jok­ing. Her hus­band kept her un­der ob­ser­va­tion too, look­ing quickly at her and as quickly away again. She wore a pink tea-gown trimmed with white lace, and her fair hair, her white neck, and her plump hands emerged from the pretty, dainty, scen­ted gown as from a sea shell edged with foam. What had she been do­ing all day long with that man? Par­ent saw them kiss­ing, mur­mur­ing pas­sion­ate words. How was it pos­sible for him not to know, not to guess, see­ing them thus side by side, fa­cing him?

				How they must be mock­ing at him, if he had been their dupe since the very first day! Was it pos­sible that a man, a good man, should be thus tricked, merely be­cause his fath­er left him a little money? Why were such things not vis­ible in the sin­ners’ souls, how was it pos­sible that noth­ing re­vealed the de­ceit of the wicked to the up­right heart, that the same voice should lie and ad­ore, and the sly eyes of de­ceit look the same as the eyes of truth?

				He watched them, wait­ing for a ges­ture, a word, an in­ton­a­tion. Sud­denly he thought: “I will sur­prise them this even­ing.”

				“My dear,” he said, “as I have just dis­missed Ju­lie, I must start today to try and find an­oth­er ser­vant. I’m go­ing out dir­ectly, so as to get someone for to­mor­row morn­ing. I may be back rather late.”

				“Very well, go,” she replied, “I shan’t move from here. Lim­ous­in will keep me com­pany. We will wait for you.” And, turn­ing to the house­maid, she ad­ded:

				“Put Georges to bed, then you can clear the table and go to bed your­self.”

				Par­ent had ris­en. He was sway­ing upon his legs, dazed, tot­ter­ing. “See you again presently,” he mur­mured, and reached the door by dint of lean­ing against the wall, for the floor was heav­ing like a ship.

				Georges had gone off in the arms of the maid. Hen­ri­ette and Lim­ous­in passed in­to the draw­ing room.

				“Are you mad,” he said, as soon as the door was shut, “that you bully your hus­band so?”

				She turned to him.

				“You know, I’m be­gin­ning to find your long es­tab­lished habit of set­ting up Par­ent as a mar­tyr rather try­ing.”

				Lim­ous­in sat down in an arm­chair and, cross­ing his legs, replied:

				“I’m not set­ting him up as a mar­tyr in the least, but I do think that, as things are, it’s pre­pos­ter­ous to defy the man from morn­ing to night.”

				She took a ci­gar­ette from the man­tel­piece, lit it, and answered:

				“But I don’t defy him—on the con­trary; only he ir­rit­ates me by his stu­pid­ity … and I treat him as he de­serves.”

				“What you are do­ing is ex­traordin­ar­ily silly,” replied Lim­ous­in im­pa­tiently, “but all wo­men are alike. Here you have an ex­cel­lent fel­low, too good, idi­ot­ic in his faith and good­ness, who in no way an­noys us, does not for one in­stant sus­pect us, and leaves us as free and easy as we could wish; and you do all that you can to make him lose his tem­per and ru­in our lives.”

				“You dis­gust me,” she said, turn­ing to­wards him. “You’re a cow­ard, like all men! You’re afraid of the fool!”

				He sprang up, and burst out furi­ously:

				“If it comes to that, I should very much like to know how he has treated you, and what pos­sible grudge you can have against him! Does he make you un­happy? Does he beat you? Does he de­ceive you? No, it really is too much to make that poor chap suf­fer just be­cause he’s too kind, and have a grudge against him simply be­cause you are de­ceiv­ing him.”

				She went up to Lim­ous­in and, star­ing in­to his eyes, answered:

				“And it is you who blame me for de­ceiv­ing him—you, you? Must you be ut­terly beastly too?”

				He de­fen­ded him­self, rather shame­facedly.

				“But I don’t blame you at all, my dear, I only ask you to treat your hus­band with a little con­sid­er­a­tion, be­cause we both of us need his trust. I thought you would real­ise that.”

				They were stand­ing close to one an­oth­er; he, tall and dark, with droop­ing whiskers, and the rather vul­gar car­riage of a good-look­ing fel­low very pleased with him­self; she, dainty, pink and fair, a little Parisi­an, half cocotte and half sub­urb­an young wo­man, born in the back room of a shop, brought up to stand on its door­step and en­tice cus­tom­ers with her glances, and mar­ried off, by the happy chance of this ac­com­plish­ment, to the in­no­cent passerby who fell in love with her be­cause he saw her stand­ing there at the door every day as he went in the morn­ing and came home in the even­ing.

				“But, you great booby,” she said, “you don’t un­der­stand that I hate him just be­cause he mar­ried me, be­cause he bought me, in fact; be­cause everything that he says, everything that he does, everything that he thinks, gets on my nerves. Every in­stant he ex­as­per­ates me by the stu­pid­ity you call his kind­ness, by the dull­ness you call his trust, and, above all, be­cause he is my hus­band, in­stead of you. Al­though he hardly troubles us, I feel him between us. And then? … And then? … No, he really is too big a fool to sus­pect any­thing. I wish he were at least a little jeal­ous; there are mo­ments when I long to shout at him: ‘Can’t you see any­thing, you ass? Don’t you real­ise that Paul is my lov­er?’ ”

				Lim­ous­in burst out laugh­ing.

				“In the mean­time you would do bet­ter to keep your mouth shut, and leave our ex­ist­ence un­troubled.”

				“Oh, I won’t trouble it. There is noth­ing to fear from that im­be­cile. But it really is in­cred­ible that you should not real­ise how hate­ful he is to me, how he grates on my nerves. You al­ways seem to love him, to shake hands frankly with him. Men are ex­traordin­ary creatures at times.”

				“One must know how to dis­semble, my dear.”

				“It’s not a ques­tion of dis­sim­u­la­tion, dear, but of feel­ing. When you men de­ceive an­oth­er man, any­one would think you im­me­di­ately began to like him bet­ter; we wo­men hate him from the very mo­ment that we have de­ceived him.”

				“I don’t in the least see why a man should hate a good sort of fel­low whose wife he’s tak­ing.”

				“You don’t see? … you don’t see? All you men are lack­ing in de­cent feel­ing. Well, it’s one of those things one feels and can­not ex­press. And, any­how, I oughtn’t to try. … No, it’s no use, you wouldn’t un­der­stand. You’ve no in­tu­ition, you men.”

				She smiled, the gay, ma­li­cious smile of a wan­ton, and set her hands upon his shoulders, hold­ing up her lips to his; he bowed his head to hers as he caught her in his arms, and their lips met. And as they were stand­ing in front of the mir­ror on the man­tel­piece, an­oth­er couple ex­actly like them em­braced be­hind the clock.

				They had heard noth­ing, neither the sound of the key nor the creak­ing of the door; but sud­denly Hen­ri­ette uttered a shrill scream and thrust Lim­ous­in away with both arms; and they saw Par­ent watch­ing them, liv­id, with clenched fists, his shoes off, and his hat over his brow.

				He looked at them, first at one and then at the oth­er, with a quick move­ment of the eyes, without turn­ing his head. He seemed mad; without ut­ter­ing a word he rushed at Lim­ous­in, took him in his arms as though to stifle him, and flung him in­to the corner of the draw­ing room with such a furi­ous on­slaught that the oth­er, los­ing his foot­ing and claw­ing the air with his hands, struck his head roughly against the wall.

				But when Hen­ri­ette real­ised that her hus­band was go­ing to murder her lov­er, she threw her­self on Par­ent and seized him by the throat. With the strength of a mad­man she sent her thin pink fin­gers in­to his flesh, and squeezed so tightly that the blood spur­ted from be­neath her nails. She bit his shoulder as though she wanted to rend it to pieces with her teeth. Par­ent, choked and stifling, let go of Lim­ous­in in or­der to shake off the wo­man cling­ing to his throat; put­ting his arms round her waist he hurled her with one mad ef­fort to the oth­er end of the room.

				Then, with the short-lived rage of the easy­going and the quickly spent strength of the weak, he re­mained stand­ing between the two of them, pant­ing, ex­hausted, not know­ing what he ought to do. His bru­tal fury had es­caped in this ef­fort like the froth of an un­corked bottle, and his un­wonted en­ergy ended in mere gasp­ing for breath.

				“Get out!” he stammered, as soon as he could speak. “Get out, both of you, at once!”

				Lim­ous­in re­mained mo­tion­less in his corner, huddled against the wall, too be­wildered to un­der­stand any­thing as yet, too frightened to move a fin­ger. Hen­ri­ette, her hands rest­ing on a table, her head thrust for­ward, her hair dishevelled, and her dress torn so that her bos­om was bared, was wait­ing, like an an­im­al about to spring.

				“Get out at once!” re­peated Par­ent more loudly. “Get out!”

				See­ing that his first fury was calmed, his wife plucked up cour­age, stood up, took two paces to­wards him, and said, in a voice already al­most in­solent:

				“Have you lost your wits? … What’s the mat­ter with you? … Why this un­jus­ti­fi­able as­sault?”

				He turned on her, rais­ing his fist as though to strike her down.

				“Oh! … Oh!” he faltered. “This is too much … too much! I … I … I heard all … all … do you un­der­stand? … all! You vile creature! … you vile creature! … You are both vile! … Get out! … both of you! … At once! … I could kill you! … Get out!”

				She real­ized that it was all over, that he knew, that she could no longer play the in­no­cent, but must give way. But all her im­pudence had come back to her, and her hatred for the man, doubled now, urged her to bold­ness, and woke in her an im­pulse to de­fi­ance and bravado.

				“Come, Lim­ous­in,” she said in a clear voice, “since I am to be turned out, I will go home with you.”

				But Lim­ous­in did not move. Par­ent, at­tacked by a fresh ac­cess of rage, cried:

				“Clear out, then! … Get out, you vile creatures … or else … or else … !”

				He snatched up a chair and whirled it above his head.

				Hen­ri­ette rap­idly crossed the draw­ing room, took her lov­er by the arm, dragged him away from the wall, to which he ap­peared to be fixed, and led him to the door, re­peat­ing:

				“Come along, dear, come along. … You can see that the man is mad … come along!”

				In the door­way she turned to her hus­band, try­ing to think what she could do, what she could ima­gine, that would wound him to the heart, as she left the house. And an idea came to her, one of those venom­ous deadly ideas in which the sum of fem­in­ine treach­ery fer­ments.

				“I want to take my child away,” she said firmly.

				“Your … your child?” stammered Par­ent in be­wil­der­ment. “You dare to speak of your child … after … after … Oh! oh! oh! it is too much! … You dare? … Clear out, you scum! Clear out!”

				She went up to him, al­most smil­ing, al­most re­venged already, and de­fied him at close quar­ters, face to face.

				“I want my child … and you have no right to keep him, be­cause he’s not yours. … Do you hear? … He’s not yours. … He’s Lim­ous­in’s.”

				“You’re ly­ing, wretch, you’re ly­ing!” cried Par­ent des­per­ately.

				“You idi­ot,” she replied, “every­one knows it ex­cept you. I tell you that that man there is his fath­er. You’ve only to look in or­der to see. …”

				Par­ent re­coiled be­fore her, tot­ter­ing. Then sud­denly he turned round, snatched up a candle, and dashed in­to the next room.

				He came back al­most im­me­di­ately, car­ry­ing little Georges wrapped in his bed­clothes. The child, awakened with a start, was cry­ing with ter­ror. Par­ent flung him in­to his wife’s hands and, without adding a word, thrust her roughly out on to the stair­case where Lim­ous­in was prudently await­ing her.

				Then he shut and double-locked the door and thrust home the bolts. He had scarcely re­gained the draw­ing room when he fell full length upon the floor.

			
			
				II

				Par­ent lived alone, en­tirely alone. Dur­ing the first few weeks fol­low­ing his sep­ar­a­tion, the strange­ness of his new life pre­ven­ted him from think­ing much. He had re­sumed his bach­el­or life, his loaf­ing habits, and had his meals at a res­taur­ant, as in the old days. Anxious to avoid scan­dal, he made his wife an al­low­ance reg­u­lated by their law­yers. But, little by little, the re­mem­brance of the child began to haunt his thoughts. Of­ten, when he was alone at home in the even­ings, he would ima­gine that he sud­denly heard Georges cry “Daddy.” In a mo­ment his heart would be­gin to beat and he would promptly rise and open the front door, to see if by any chance the little boy had re­turned. Yes, he might have come home again as dogs and pi­geons do. Why should a child have less nat­ur­al in­stinct than an an­im­al?

				Then, real­ising his er­ror, he would re­turn and sit down in his arm­chair, and think of the child. He thought of him for whole hours, whole days. It was no mere men­tal ob­ses­sion, but a yet stranger phys­ic­al ob­ses­sion as well, a need of the senses and the nerves to em­brace him, hold him, feel him, take him on his knee and dandle him. He grew frantic at the fe­ver­ish re­mem­brance of past caresses. He felt the little arms clasp­ing his neck, the little mouth press­ing a great kiss on his beard, the little hair tick­ling his cheek. The long­ing for these sweet van­ished en­dear­ments, for the del­ic­ate, warm, dainty skin held to his lips, maddened him like the de­sire for a wo­man be­loved and de­par­ted.

				He would sud­denly burst in­to tears in the street as he thought that he might have had fat little Georgy trot­ting along be­side him on his little legs, as in the old days when he took him for walks. Then he would go home and sob till even­ing, his head between his hands.

				Twenty times, a hun­dred times a day, he asked him­self this ques­tion: “Was he, or was he not, Georges’s fath­er?” But it was chiefly at night that he gave him­self up to in­ter­min­able spec­u­la­tion on this sub­ject. As soon as he was in bed, he began, every even­ing, the same series of des­per­ate ar­gu­ments.

				After his wife’s de­par­ture he had at first had no doubts: the child was as­suredly Lim­ous­in’s. Then, little by little, he began to hes­it­ate again. Hen­ri­ette’s state­ment cer­tainly had no value. She had de­fied him in an at­tempt to make him des­per­ate. When he came coolly to weigh the pros and the cons, there was many a chance that she was ly­ing.

				Lim­ous­in alone, per­haps, could have told the truth. But how was he to know it, to ques­tion him, to get him to con­fess?

				Some­times Par­ent would get up in the middle of the night, re­solved to go and find Lim­ous­in, to be­seech him, to of­fer him any­thing he wanted, if he would only put an end to his ab­om­in­able an­guish. Then he would re­turn hope­lessly to bed, re­flect­ing that doubt­less the lov­er would lie too! It was pos­it­ively cer­tain that he would lie in or­der to hinder the real fath­er from tak­ing back his child.

				Then what was he to do? Noth­ing!

				He was heart­broken that he had pre­cip­it­ated events like this, that he had not re­flec­ted or been more pa­tient, had not had the sense to wait and dis­semble for a month or two, un­til his own eyes might have in­formed him. He ought to have pre­ten­ded to have no sus­pi­cions, and have left them calmly to be­tray them­selves. It would have been enough for him to have seen the oth­er man kiss the child to guess, to un­der­stand. A friend’s kiss is not the same as a fath­er’s. He could have spied on them from be­hind doors. Why had he not thought of it? If Lim­ous­in, left alone with Georges, had not promptly seized him, clasped him in his arms, and kissed him pas­sion­ately, if he had left him to play without tak­ing any in­terest in him, no hes­it­a­tion would have been pos­sible; it would have meant that he was not the fath­er, did not be­lieve him­self or feel him­self to be the fath­er.

				With the res­ult that Par­ent could have turned out the moth­er and kept his son, and he would have been happy, per­fectly happy.

				He would go back to bed, per­spir­ing and tor­men­ted, ran­sack­ing his memory for Lim­ous­in’s be­ha­viour with the child. But he could re­mem­ber noth­ing, ab­so­lutely noth­ing, no ges­ture, no glance, no word, no sus­pi­cious caress. Nor did the moth­er take any no­tice of her child. If he had been the fruit of her lov­er, doubt­less she would have loved him more.

				He had been sep­ar­ated from his son, then, out of re­venge, out of cruelty, to pun­ish him for hav­ing sur­prised them.

				He would make up his mind to go at dawn and ask the ma­gis­trate to give him the right to claim Georgy.

				But he had scarcely formed this re­solve when he would feel him­self over­come by a cer­tainty of the con­trary. From the mo­ment that Lim­ous­in had been Hen­ri­ette’s lov­er, her be­loved lov­er from the first day, she must have giv­en her­self to him with the pas­sion­ate ar­dent aban­don that makes a wo­man a moth­er. And was not the cold re­serve which she had al­ways brought to her in­tim­ate re­la­tions with him­self an obstacle against the like­li­hood of his hav­ing giv­en her a child?

				So he was about to claim, take home, and per­petu­ally cher­ish an­oth­er man’s child? He could nev­er look at him, kiss him, hear him say “daddy” without be­ing struck and torn by the thought: “He is not my son at all.” He was about to con­demn him­self for all time to this tor­ture, this miser­able ex­ist­ence! No, bet­ter to dwell alone, live alone, grow old alone, and die alone!

				Every day and every night were re­newed these ab­om­in­able un­cer­tain­ties and suf­fer­ings that noth­ing could as­suage or end. Above all he dreaded the dark­ness of the fall­ing dusk, the mel­an­choly of twi­light. It was then that there fell upon his heart with the dark­ness a shower of grief, a flood of des­pair, drown­ing him, mad­den­ing him. He was afraid of his thoughts, as a man fears crim­in­als, and he fled be­fore them like a hunted an­im­al. Above all he dreaded his empty dwell­ing, so dark and dread­ful, and the streets, also deser­ted, where here and there a gas-lamp glim­mers, and the lonely passerby heard in the dis­tance is like a prowl­ing ma­raud­er and your pace quick­ens or slack­ens as he fol­lows you or comes to­wards you.

				In spite of him­self, Par­ent in­stinct­ively sought out the main streets, well lighted and pop­u­lous. The lights and the crowds at­trac­ted him, oc­cu­pied his mind and dulled his senses. When he was weary of wan­der­ing idly through the throng, when the pass­ersby be­came few­er and the pave­ments emp­ti­er, the ter­rors of solitude and si­lence drove him to some large café full of cus­tom­ers and glare. He would rush to it like a moth to the flame, sit down at a little round table, and or­der a bock. He would drink it slowly, dis­turbed in mind by every cus­tom­er who rose to leave. He would have liked to take him by the arm, to hold him back, to beg him to stay a little longer, so afraid was he of the mo­ment when the waiter would stand in front of him and re­mark with a wrath­ful air: “Clos­ing time, Mon­sieur.”

				For, every even­ing, he was the last to go. He saw the tables car­ried in­side, and, one by one, the gas-jets turned down, all ex­cept two, his own and the one at the counter. Miser­ably he would watch the cash­ier count the money and lock it up in the draw­er; and he would de­part, thrust out by the staff, who would mut­ter: “There’s a limpet for you; any­one might think he had nowhere to sleep.”

				And as soon as he found him­self in the street once more, he would be­gin to think of little Georges again, ran­sack­ing his tor­tured brain to dis­cov­er wheth­er he was or was not the fath­er of his child.

				In this way he caught the beer­house habit; there the per­petu­al jost­ling of the drink­ers keeps you fa­mil­i­ar but si­lent com­pany, and the heavy smoke of the pipes quiets un­easy thoughts, while the heavy beer dulls the mind and calms the heart.

				He lived in these places. As soon as he got up, he went off thith­er to find his eyes and his thoughts. Then, out of lazi­ness, he soon took to hav­ing his meals there. At about mid­day he would rap his sau­cer on the marble table, and the waiter would speedily bring a plate, a glass, a nap­kin, and that day’s lunch. As soon as he had fin­ished eat­ing, he would slowly drink his cof­fee, his eyes fixed on the de­canter of brandy which would soon give him an hour of blessed sot­tish­ness. First of all he would moisten his lips with the brandy, as though to take the taste of it, merely cull­ing the fla­vour of the li­quor with the tip of his tongue. Then he would pour it in­to his mouth, drop by drop, let­ting his head fall back; he would let the strong li­quor run slowly over his pal­ate, over his gums, over the mem­brane of his cheeks, ming­ling it with the clear saliva which flowed freely at its con­tact. Then, re­freshed by the mix­ture, he swal­lowed it unc­tu­ously, feel­ing it run all the way down his throat to the pit of his stom­ach.

				After every meal he would spend more than an hour in sip­ping thus three or four glasses, which numbed his brain little by little. Then he would sink his head on to his chest, close his eyes, and doze. He would wake up in the middle of the af­ter­noon and promptly reach for the bock which the waiter had set be­fore him while he was asleep; then, hav­ing drunk it, he would sit up straight on the red vel­vet seat, pull up his trousers and pull down his waist­coat so as to cov­er up the white line which had ap­peared between them, shake his coat col­lar, pull down his cuffs, and then would take up the pa­pers he had already read in the morn­ing. He went through them again from the first line to the last, in­clud­ing the ad­vert­ise­ments, the “situ­ations wanted” column, the per­son­al column, the stock ex­change news and the theatre pro­grams.

				Between four and six he would go for a walk along the boulevards, to take the air, as he used to say; then he would come back to the seat which had been kept for him and or­der his ab­sinth.

				Then he would chat with the reg­u­lar cus­tom­ers whose ac­quaint­ance he had made. They would com­ment on the top­ics of the day, the news items and the polit­ic­al events; this led up to din­ner. The even­ing passed like the af­ter­noon, un­til clos­ing time. This was for him the ter­rible mo­ment when he had to go home in the dark to his empty room, full of ter­rible memor­ies, hor­rible thoughts and ag­on­ising griefs. He no longer saw any of his old friends, any of his re­la­tions, any­one who might re­mind him of his past life.

				But as his lodgings be­came a hell to him, he took a room in a big hotel, a large room on the ground floor, so that he could see the pass­ersby. He was no longer alone in this vast pub­lic dwell­ing-place; he felt people swarm­ing round him; he heard voices be­hind the par­ti­tions; and when his old grief har­assed him too cruelly, between his bed with the sheet drawn back and his lonely fireside, he would go out in­to the broad pas­sages and walk up and down like a sen­try, past all the closed doors, look­ing sadly at the pairs of boots in couples be­fore each of them, the dainty boots of the wo­men squat­ting be­side the strong ones of the men; and he would re­flect that all these people were happy, no doubt, and sleep­ing lov­ingly, side by side or in each oth­er’s arms, in the warmth of their beds.

				Five years went by in this fash­ion, five mourn­ful years with no events but an oc­ca­sion­al two hours of bought love.

				One day, as he was go­ing for his cus­tom­ary walk between the Madeleine and the Rue Drouot, he sud­denly no­ticed a wo­man whose bear­ing struck him. A tall man and a child were with her. All three were walk­ing in front of him. “Where have I seen those people?” he wondered, and all of a sud­den he re­cog­nised a ges­ture of the hand: it was his wife, his wife with Lim­ous­in and with his child, his little Georges.

				His heart beat so that he was al­most stifled, but he did not stop; he wanted to see them, and he fol­lowed them. Any­one would have said that they were a fam­ily party, a de­cent fam­ily of de­cent middle-class people. Hen­ri­ette was lean­ing on Paul’s arm, talk­ing softly to him and oc­ca­sion­ally look­ing at him from be­side him. At these times Par­ent saw her pro­file, and re­cog­nised the grace­ful line of her face, the move­ments of her mouth, her smile, and the caress of her eyes. The child in par­tic­u­lar drew his at­ten­tion. How big he was and strong! Par­ent could not see his face, but only the long fair hair which fell upon his neck in curl­ing locks. It was Georges, this tall bare­legged boy walk­ing like a little man be­side his moth­er.

				As they stopped in front of a shop, he sud­denly saw all three. Lim­ous­in had gone grey, older, and thin­ner; his wife, on the con­trary, was young­er than ever, and had put on flesh; Georges had be­come un­re­cog­nis­able, so dif­fer­ent from the old days!

				They set off again. Par­ent fol­lowed them once more, then hur­ried past them in or­der to turn back and see their faces at close quar­ters. When he passed the child, he felt a long­ing, a mad long­ing to seize him in his arms and carry him off. He touched him, as though by chance. The child turned his head and looked an­grily at this clumsy fel­low. At that Par­ent fled, struck, pur­sued, wounded by his glance. He fled like a thief, over­come by the hor­rible fear that he had been seen and re­cog­nised by his wife and her lov­er. He raced to his beer­house and fell pant­ing in­to his chair.

				That even­ing he drank three ab­sinths.

				For four months he bore the scar of that meet­ing on his heart. Every night he saw them all again, happy and care­free fath­er, moth­er, and child, walk­ing along the boulevard be­fore go­ing home to din­ner. This new vis­ion ef­faced the old one. It was a new thing, a new hal­lu­cin­a­tion, and a new grief, too. Little Georges, his little Georges, whom he had loved so well and kissed so much in the old days, was van­ish­ing in­to a dis­tant and ended past, and he saw a new Georges, like a broth­er of the old one, a little boy with bare calves, who did not know him! He suffered ter­ribly from this thought. The child’s love was dead; there was no longer any bond between them; the child had not stretched out his arms at sight of him. He had giv­en him an angry look.

				Then little by little his soul grew calm again; his men­tal tor­ments grew less keen; the im­age which ap­peared be­fore his eyes and haunted his nights be­came vague, rarer. He began to live more like the rest of the world, like all the men of leis­ure who drink their bocks at marble-topped tables and wear out the seats of their trousers on the thread­bare vel­vet seats.

				He grew old amid the pipe-smoke, and bald in the gas­light, made quite an event of his weekly bath, his fort­nightly hair­cut, the pur­chase of new clothes or a new hat. When he ar­rived at the beer­house wear­ing a new hat, he would con­tem­plate him­self in the mir­ror for a long time be­fore sit­ting down, would take it off and put it on sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion, would set it at dif­fer­ent angles, and would fi­nally ask his friend, the lady at the counter, who was look­ing at it with in­terest: “Do you think it suits me?”

				Two or three times a year he would go to the theatre; and, in the sum­mer, he would some­times spend the even­ing at an open-air con­cert in the Champs-Élysées. He car­ried the tunes in his head; they sang in the depths of his memory for weeks; he would even hum them, beat­ing time with his foot, as he sat at his bock.

				The years fol­lowed one an­oth­er, slow and mono­ton­ous, and short be­cause they were empty.

				He did not feel them slip­ping over his head. He ad­vanced to­wards death without stir­ring, without ex­cit­ing him­self, sit­ting at a beer­house table; only the great mir­ror against which he leaned a head that every day was a little balder, wit­nessed to the rav­ages of time, who runs swift-footed, de­vour­ing man, poor man.

				By this time he sel­dom thought of the ter­rible drama in which his life had been wrecked, for twenty years had gone by since that ghastly even­ing.

				But the life he had fash­ioned for him­self ever since had worn him out, en­er­vated him, ex­hausted him; of­ten the pro­pri­et­or of the beer­house, the sixth pro­pri­et­or since his first com­ing to the place, would say to him: “You need shak­ing up a bit, Mon­sieur Par­ent; you ought to get fresh air, go to the coun­try; I as­sure you you’ve changed a great deal in the last few months.”

				And as his cli­ent left, the man would pass on his re­flec­tions to the cash­ier: “Poor Mon­sieur Par­ent is in a bad way; stay­ing in Par­is all the time is do­ing him no good. Get him to go out in­to the coun­try and have a fish din­ner from time to time; he thinks a lot of your opin­ion. Sum­mer’s com­ing soon; it’ll put some life in­to him.”

				And the cash­ier, full of pity and kindly feel­ing for the ob­stin­ate cus­tom­er, would every day re­peat to Par­ent: “Now, Mon­sieur, make up your mind to get in­to the open air. It’s so lovely in the coun­try when the weath­er’s fine! If I only could, I’d spend all my life there, I would.”

				And she would tell him her dreams, the simple and po­et­ic­al dreams of all the poor girls who are shut up from one year’s end to an­oth­er be­hind the win­dows of a shop, and watch the glit­ter­ing noisy stream of life go by in the street out­side, and dream of the calm, sweet life of the fields, of life un­der the trees, un­der the ra­di­ant sun fall­ing upon the mead­ows, the deep woods, the clear rivers, the cows ly­ing in the grass, and all the vari­ous flowers, all the wild, free blos­soms, blue, red, yel­low, vi­ol­et, lilac, pink, and white, so charm­ing, so fresh, so sweet-scen­ted, all the flowers of nature wait­ing there to be picked by the passerby and heaped in­to huge bunches.

				She found pleas­ure in talk­ing to him al­ways of her per­petu­al long­ing, un­real­ised and un­real­is­able; and he, poor hope­less wretch, found pleas­ure in listen­ing to her. He came and sat now be­side the counter, so as to talk to Ma­demois­elle Zoé and dis­cuss the coun­try with her. Little by little a vague de­sire came over him to go and see, just once, wheth­er it really was as nice as she said it was, out­side the walls of the great city.

				One morn­ing he asked her:

				“Do you know any place in the sub­urbs where one can get a good lunch?”

				“Yes,” she replied; “go to La Ter­rasse at Saint-Ger­main. It’s so pretty.”

				He had been there long ago, when he was en­gaged to Hen­ri­ette. He de­cided to go again.

				He chose a Sunday, for no par­tic­u­lar reas­on, but merely be­cause the usu­al thing is to go off for the day on a Sunday, even when the whole week is un­oc­cu­pied.

				So one Sunday morn­ing he went off to Saint-Ger­main.

				It was early in Ju­ly, a hot, sunny day. Sit­ting in the corner of the rail­way car­riage, he watched the passing of the trees and the strange little houses on the out­skirts of Par­is. He felt sad, an­noyed with him­self for hav­ing yiel­ded to this new de­sire and broken his habits. The land­scape, chan­ging, yet al­ways the same, wear­ied him. He was thirsty; he would gladly have got off at every sta­tion in or­der to sit down in the café that he saw out­side, drink a bock or two, and take the next train back to Par­is. And the jour­ney seemed to him to be long, very long. He used to spend whole days sit­ting still with the same mo­tion­less ob­jects be­fore his eyes, but he found it en­er­vat­ing and wear­i­some to re­main seated while mov­ing about, to watch the coun­try mov­ing while he him­self did not stir.

				He took some in­terest in the Seine, nev­er­the­less, whenev­er they crossed it. Un­der the bridge at Chat­ou he saw skiffs dart­ing along at the power­ful strokes of bare-armed oars­men, and thought: “Those chaps must be hav­ing a good time.”

				The long rib­bon of river that un­rolls from both sides of the bridge of Pecq aroused a vague de­sire in the depths of his heart to walk along the banks. But the train plunged in­to the tun­nel which pre­cedes Saint-Ger­main sta­tion and soon stopped at the ar­rival plat­form.

				Par­ent got out and, weighed down by fa­tigue, went off in the dir­ec­tion of La Ter­rasse, his hands be­hind his back. Hav­ing reached the iron rail­ing, he stopped to look at the view. The vast plain was spread out be­fore him, bound­less as the sea, a green ex­panse dot­ted with large vil­lages as pop­u­lous as towns. White roads ran across this wide coun­try, patches of forest wooded it in vari­ous places, the pools of the Vésin­et gleamed like sil­ver medals, and the dis­tant slopes of San­nois and Ar­gen­teuil hovered be­hind the light blu­ish mist like shad­ows of them­selves. The warm, abund­ant light of the sun was bathing the whole broad land­scape, faintly veiled by the morn­ing mist, by the sweat of the heated earth ex­haled in thin fog, and by the damp va­pours of the Seine, glid­ing end­lessly like a ser­pent across the plains, en­circ­ling the vil­lages, and skirt­ing the hills.

				A soft breeze, laden with the odour of leaves and sap, caressed the skin, pen­et­rated deep in­to the lungs, and seemed to re­ju­ven­ate the heart, ease the mind, and in­vig­or­ate the blood.

				Par­ent, sur­prised, drank deeply of it, his eyes dazzled by the vast sweep of the land­scape.

				“Yes, it’s very nice here,” he mur­mured.

				He walked for­ward a few steps, and stopped again to stare. He fan­cied he was dis­cov­er­ing new and un­known things, not the things which his eyes saw, but those of which his soul fore­told him, events of which he was un­aware, glimpses of hap­pi­ness, un­ex­plored pleas­ures, a whole view of life whose ex­ist­ence he had not sus­pec­ted, sud­denly re­vealed to him as he gazed at this stretch of bound­less plains.

				All the ap­palling mel­an­choly of his ex­ist­ence ap­peared to him, bril­liantly il­lumined by the ra­di­ance flood­ing the earth. He saw the twenty years of café life, drab, mono­ton­ous, heart­break­ing. He might have trav­elled like oth­er men, gone hith­er and thith­er among strange peoples in little-known lands across the seas, taken an in­terest in everything that fas­cin­ates oth­er men, in art and in sci­ence; he might have lived life in a thou­sand forms, life the mys­ter­i­ous, de­light­ful, ag­on­ising, al­ways chan­ging, al­ways in­ex­plic­able and strange.

				But now it was too late; he would go on swill­ing beer till the day of his death, without fam­ily, without friends, without hope, without in­terest in any­thing. In­fin­ite wretched­ness over­whelmed him, and a long­ing to run away, hide, go back to Par­is, to his beer­house and his sot­tish­ness. All the thoughts, all the dreams, all the de­sires slum­ber­ing in the sloth of a stag­nant heart had been awakened, stirred to life by this ray of coun­try sun­light.

				He felt that he would go out of his mind if he stayed any longer in this place, and hastened to the Pa­vil­lon Henri IV for lunch, to dull his mind with wine and spir­its and at least to talk to someone.

				He chose a small table in one of the ar­bours, whence he could over­look all the sur­round­ing coun­try, chose his meal, and asked to be served at once.

				Oth­er ex­cur­sion­ists ar­rived and sat down at nearby tables. He felt bet­ter; he was no longer alone. In an­oth­er ar­bour three per­sons were lunch­ing. He had glanced at them sev­er­al times without really see­ing them, as one looks at strangers.

				Sud­denly the voice of a wo­man gave him one of those thrills which pen­et­rate to the very mar­row.

				“Georges,” said the voice, “will you carve the chick­en?”

				“Yes, Moth­er,” answered an­oth­er voice.

				Par­ent raised his eyes; he real­ised, guessed at once who these people were! He would nev­er have known them again. His wife was very stout and quite white-haired, a grave, vir­tu­ous old lady. She thrust her head for­ward as she ate, for fear of stain­ing her dress, al­though she had covered her bos­om with a nap­kin. Georges had be­come a man. He had a beard, the un­even, al­most col­our­less beard that lies like soft curl­ing down upon the cheeks of youths. He wore a high hat, a white waist­coat, and a monocle, no doubt for fash­ion’s sake. Par­ent stared at him in amazement! Was this his son Georges? No, he did not know this young man; there could be noth­ing in com­mon between them.

				Lim­ous­in’s back was turned to­wards him; he was busy eat­ing, his shoulders rather bowed.

				Well, they all three seemed happy and con­ten­ted; they had come to lunch in the coun­try at a well-known res­taur­ant. Their ex­ist­ence had been calm and pleas­ant, they had lived like a happy fam­ily in a nice, warm, well-filled house, filled with all the trifles that make life pleas­ant, all the de­lights of af­fec­tion, all the tender words con­stantly ex­changed by those who love each oth­er. And it was thanks to him that they had lived thus, thanks to his money, after de­ceiv­ing, rob­bing, and ru­in­ing him. They had con­demned him, the in­no­cent, simple, kind­hearted vic­tim, to all the hor­rors of loneli­ness, to the re­volt­ing life he led between pave­ment and bar, to every form of mor­al tor­ment and phys­ic­al misery. They had made of him a use­less, ruined creature, lost in the world, a poor old man without any pos­sible hap­pi­ness or ex­pect­a­tion of it, with no hope left in any­thing or per­son. For him the earth was empty, for there was noth­ing on earth that he loved. He might pass through crowds or along streets, go in­to every house in Par­is, open every room, but nev­er would he find, on the oth­er side of the door, a face be­loved or de­sired, the face of a wo­man or child that would smile at the sight of him. It was this idea es­pe­cially that worked upon his mind, the im­age of a door that one opens in or­der to find and em­brace someone be­hind it.

				And it was all the fault of these three wretches; of that vile wo­man, that treach­er­ous friend, and that tall fair lad with his as­sump­tion of haught­i­ness.

				He bore as great a grudge now against the child as against the two oth­ers! Was he not Lim­ous­in’s son? If not, would Lim­ous­in have kept him, loved him? Would not Lim­ous­in have speedily dis­missed the moth­er and the child, had he not known full well that the child was his? Does any­one bring up an­oth­er man’s child?

				And there they were, the three mal­efact­ors who had made him suf­fer so much.

				Par­ent gazed at them, tor­ment­ing and ex­cit­ing him­self by the re­col­lec­tion of all his woes, all his agony, all the mo­ments of des­pair he had known. He was ex­as­per­ated, above all, by their air of pla­cid self-sat­is­fac­tion. He longed to kill them, to throw his si­phon of soda-wa­ter at them, to smash in Lim­ous­in’s head, which every mo­ment bobbed down to­wards his plate and in­stantly rose again.

				And they would con­tin­ue to live in this fash­ion, free from care, free from any sign of un­eas­i­ness. No, no! It was too much! He would have his re­venge, have it now, since he had them here at hand. But how? He ran­sacked his mind, dream­ing of ap­palling deeds such as hap­pen in sen­sa­tion­al nov­els, but could think of noth­ing prac­tic­al. He drank glass after glass, to ex­cite and en­cour­age him­self, so that he should not let slip an op­por­tun­ity that cer­tainly would nev­er re­turn.

				Sud­denly he had an idea, a ter­rible idea; he stopped drink­ing, in or­der to ma­ture it. A smile creased his lips. “I’ve got them. I’ve got them,” he mur­mured. “We shall see. We shall see.”

				“What would Mon­sieur like to fol­low?” asked a waiter.

				“Noth­ing. Cof­fee and brandy, the best.”

				He watched them as he sipped his li­queur. There were too many people in the res­taur­ant for his pur­pose; he would wait; he would fol­low them; they were sure to go for a walk on the ter­race or in the woods. When they had gone some dis­tance away he would join them, and then he would have his re­venge; yes, he would have his re­venge! It was none too soon, after twenty-three years of suf­fer­ing. Ah, they didn’t sus­pect what was go­ing to be­fall them!

				They were quietly fin­ish­ing their lunch, chat­ting with no sense of anxi­ety. Par­ent could not hear their words, but he could see their calm ges­tures. The face of his wife was par­tic­u­larly ex­as­per­at­ing to him. She had ac­quired a haughty air, the ap­pear­ance of a fat and un­ap­proach­able nun, ar­mour-plated with mor­al prin­ciples, case­mated in vir­tue.

				They paid their bill and rose. Then he saw Lim­ous­in. He looked for all the world like a re­tired dip­lo­mat, he wore such an air of im­port­ance, with his hand­some whiskers, soft and white, whose points fell to the lapels of his frock-coat.

				They de­par­ted. Georges was smoking a ci­gar, and wore his hat over one ear. Par­ent promptly fol­lowed them.

				At first they walked along the ter­race, re­gard­ing the land­scape with the pla­cid ad­mir­a­tion of the well-fed; then they went in­to the forest.

				Par­ent rubbed his hands and con­tin­ued to fol­low them, at a dis­tance, con­ceal­ing him­self so as not to rouse their no­tice too soon.

				They walked with short steps, bask­ing in the warm air and the green­ery. Hen­ri­ette was lean­ing on Lim­ous­in’s arm and was walk­ing, very up­right, at his side, like a wife sure and proud of her­self. Georges was knock­ing leaves down with his cane, and oc­ca­sion­ally leapt lightly over the ditches at the side of the road, like an eager young horse on the point of dash­ing in­to the fo­liage.

				Little by little Par­ent caught them up, pant­ing with emo­tion and wear­i­ness, for he nev­er walked now. Soon he came up with them, but a con­fused, in­ex­plic­able fear had seized hold of him, and he went past them, so as to turn round and meet them face to face.

				He walked on with a beat­ing heart, feel­ing them now be­hind him, and kept say­ing to him­self: “Come! Now is the time; cour­age, cour­age! Now is the time!”

				He turned round. All three had sat down at the foot of a large tree, and were still chat­ting.

				At that he made up his mind, and went back with rap­id steps. Stop­ping in front of them, he stood in the middle of the road and stammered in a voice broken with emo­tion.

				“It is I! Here I am! You were not ex­pect­ing me, were you?”

				All three stared at the man, whom they thought mad.

				“Any­one might think you did not know me,” he con­tin­ued. “Look at me! I am Par­ent, Henri Par­ent. You were not ex­pect­ing me, eh? You thought it was all over; that you would nev­er see me again, nev­er. But no, here I am again. Now we will have it out.”

				Hen­ri­ette, ter­ri­fied, hid her face in her hands, mur­mur­ing: “Oh, my God!”

				See­ing this stranger ap­par­ently threat­en­ing his moth­er, Georges had ris­en, ready to take him by the throat.

				Lim­ous­in, dumb­foun­ded, was look­ing with ter­ri­fied eyes at this man come from the dead, who waited for a few seconds to re­gain his breath and went on:

				“So now we’ll have it out. The mo­ment has come! You de­ceived me, con­demned me to the life of a con­vict, and you thought I should nev­er catch you!”

				But the young man took him by the shoulders and, thrust­ing him away, said:

				“Are you mad? What do you want? Get along with you at once or I’ll lay you out!”

				“What do I want?” replied Par­ent. “I want to tell you who those people are.”

				But Georges, furi­ous now, shook him and raised his hand to strike him.

				“Let go,” he said. “I am your fath­er. … Look and see if those wretches re­cog­nise me now!”

				Hor­ribly startled, the young man loosened his grasp and turned to his moth­er.

				Par­ent, freed, walked up to her.

				“Well? Tell him who I am! Tell him that my name is Henri Par­ent, and that I am his fath­er, since his name is Georges Par­ent, since you are my wife, since all three of you are liv­ing on my money, on the al­low­ance of ten thou­sand francs which I have been giv­ing you ever since I threw you out of my house. And tell him also why I threw you out of my house. Be­cause I sur­prised you with that wretch, that scoun­drel, your lov­er!—Tell him what I was, I, a good man whom you mar­ried for his money, and de­ceived from the first day. Tell him who you are and who I am. …”

				He stammered and panted, over­come with rage.

				“Paul, Paul!” cried the wo­man in a pier­cing voice. “Stop him; make him be si­lent! Stop him say­ing these things in the pres­ence of my son!”

				Lim­ous­in had ris­en in his turn.

				“Be si­lent, be si­lent,” he mur­mured in a very low voice. “Real­ise what you are do­ing.”

				“I know what I am do­ing!” replied Par­ent furi­ously. “That is not all. There is one thing I want to know, a thing which has been tor­ment­ing me for twenty years.”

				He turned to­wards Georges, who was lean­ing against a tree, be­wildered.

				“Listen,” he con­tin­ued. “When she left my house, she thought it was not enough to have be­trayed me; she wanted to leave me hope­less too. You were my only con­sol­a­tion; well, she took you away, swear­ing that I was not your fath­er, but that he was! Was she ly­ing? I do not know. For twenty years I have been won­der­ing.”

				He went right up to her, a tra­gic, ter­rible fig­ure, and, tear­ing away the hand with which she covered her face, cried:

				“Well! I sum­mon you today to tell me which of us is this young man’s fath­er—he or I: your hus­band or your lov­er. Come, come, tell me!”

				Lim­ous­in flung him­self upon him. Par­ent thrust him back.

				“Ah!” he sniggered furi­ously; “you are brave today; braver than the day when you fled on to the stair­case be­cause I was go­ing to strike you. Well, if she won’t an­swer, an­swer your­self. Tell me, are you the boy’s fath­er? Come, speak!”

				He turned back to his wife.

				“If you will not tell me,” he said, “at least tell your son. He is a man now. He has a per­fect right to know who his fath­er is. I do not know, I nev­er have known, nev­er! I can­not tell you, my boy.”

				He grew more and more furi­ous, and his voice grew shrill. He waved his arms like a man in an epi­leptic fit.

				“Now! … An­swer. … She does not know … I’ll wager she does not know. … No … she does not know. … By God! she slept with both of us! Ha! Ha! Ha! … Nobody knows … nobody … do people know these things? … You will not know either, my boy, you will not know any more than I do … ever … ask her! … Ask her! You will see that she does not know. Nor do I … nor does he … nor do you … nobody knows. … You can take your choice … yes … you can take your choice … him or me. … Choose. … Good­bye … that is all. … If she de­cides to tell you, let me know, won’t you, at the Hôtel des Con­tin­ents. … I should like to know. … Good­bye. … I wish you every hap­pi­ness …”

				And he de­par­ted ges­tic­u­lat­ing, talk­ing to him­self, un­der the tall trees, in the cool, quiet air filled with the fra­grance of rising sap. He did not turn round to look at them. He walked on, spurred on by fury, in an ec­stasy of pas­sion, his mind com­pletely over­turned by his ob­ses­sion.

				Sud­denly he found him­self at the sta­tion. A train was start­ing. He boarded it. Dur­ing the jour­ney his an­ger cooled, he re­gained his senses, and ar­rived back in Par­is amazed at his bold­ness.

				He felt crushed, as though his bones were broken. Nev­er­the­less he went and had a look at his beer­house.

				See­ing him come in, Ma­demois­elle Zoé, sur­prised, in­quired:

				“Back already? Are you tired?”

				“Yes,” he replied, “… yes very tired … very tired. … You see … when a man’s not used to go­ing out! It’s the end; I’ll nev­er go to the coun­try again. I should have done bet­ter to stay here. From this time for­ward I’ll nev­er stir out.”

				And she was un­able to get him to tell her about his ex­cur­sion, though she was very eager to hear.

				That even­ing, for the first time in his life, he got com­pletely drunk, and had to be car­ried home.

			
		
	
		
			Ça Ira

			I had alighted at Bar­villes only be­cause I had read in a guide (I don’t know which): “Fine gal­lery, two Rubenses, one Ten­iers, one Rib­era.”

			So I thought: Let’s go and see it. I will dine at the Hôtel de l’Europe, which the guide de­clares to be ad­mir­able, and set out again to­mor­row.

			The gal­lery was closed: it was opened only when trav­el­lers asked to see it; it was opened now at my re­quest, and I could con­tem­plate some ob­scure daubs at­trib­uted by a highly ima­gin­at­ive care­taker to the finest mas­ters of paint­ing.

			Then I found my­self all alone, in the long street of a small town quite strange to me, built in the very middle of il­lim­it­able plains; and, hav­ing ab­so­lutely noth­ing to do, I walked the whole length of this artery, I in­vest­ig­ated sev­er­al un­in­ter­est­ing shops; then, as it was only four o’clock, I was seized by one of those des­pond­ent moods which over­whelm the most spir­ited of us.

			What could I do? Heav­en help me, what could I do? I would have giv­en twenty pounds for the sug­ges­tion of any con­ceiv­able amus­ment. Find­ing my mind bar­ren of ideas, I de­cided merely to smoke a good ci­gar, and I went in search of the to­bacco shop. I re­cog­nised it very shortly by its red lan­tern, and I went in. The sales­wo­man proffered me sev­er­al boxes to choose from; hav­ing glanced at the ci­gars, which I per­ceived to be as bad as pos­sible, I dir­ec­ted my at­ten­tion, quite by chance, to the wo­man in charge.

			She was a wo­man of about forty-five years of age, stout and turn­ing grey. She had a plump, de­cent-look­ing face, which seemed to me some­how fa­mil­i­ar. How­ever, I did not know this lady. No, most as­suredly I did not know her. But could it be that I had met her? Yes, that was pos­sible. The face in front of me must be an ac­quaint­ance known only to me by sight, an old ac­quaint­ance since lost to view, changed now, and cer­tainly grown much stouter.

			I mur­mured:

			“For­give me, Ma­dame, for star­ing at you like this, but I seem to have known you for a long time.”

			She answered, blush­ing:

			“It’s funny. I feel the same.”

			I gave a cry:

			“Oh! Ça ira!”

			She flung up both hands in ex­ag­ger­ated des­pair, ab­so­lutely over­whelmed by my words, and stammered:

			“Oh, sup­pose someone hears you.”

			Then she her­self cried sud­denly:

			“Well, I nev­er! It’s you, George!”

			Then she looked round in ter­ror lest any­one were listen­ing. But we were alone, quite alone.

			“Ça ira.” How ever had I suc­ceeded in re­cog­nising Ça ira, the skinny Ça ira, the for­lorn Ça ira in this pla­cid and stout of­fi­cial of the Gov­ern­ment?

			Ça ira. What memor­ies woke to sud­den life in my heart: Bou­giv­al, La Gren­ouillère, Chat­ou, the Res­taur­ant Fournaise, long days spent in skiffs along the river­side, ten years of my life spent in this corner of the coun­try, on this de­light­ful stretch of river.

			At that time we were a com­pany of twelve, liv­ing in Galopois’ place, at Chat­ou, and lead­ing there a queer enough life, al­ways half na­ked and half drunk. The habits of the present-day boat­ing man are con­sid­er­ably changed. Nowadays these gen­tle­men wear monocles.

			In our set we had a score of river girls, reg­u­lars and cas­u­als. Some Sundays we had four; on oth­er Sundays they were all there. Some of them were, so to speak, mem­bers of the fam­ily; the oth­ers came when they had noth­ing bet­ter to do. Five or six lived in com­mun­al fash­ion on the men who had no wo­men, and among these was Ça ira.

			She was a thin and wretched girl, and walked with a limp. This lent her the charms of a grasshop­per. She was nervous, awk­ward, grace­less in everything she did. She at­tached her­self fear­fully to the mean­est, the most in­sig­ni­fic­ant, the most poverty-stricken of us, who would keep her for a day or a month, ac­cord­ing to his means. How she came to be one of us no one knew. Had we met her one Sunday even­ing, at the Row­ing-Club ball, and roun­ded her up in one of those drives of wo­men that we of­ten made? Had we asked her to a meal, see­ing her sit lonely at a little table in a corner? None of us could have said; but she was one of the gang.

			We had christened her Ça ira, be­cause she was al­ways be­wail­ing her fate, her mis­for­tune, and her mor­ti­fic­a­tions. Every Sunday we said to her:

			“Well, Ça ira, is life treat­ing you bet­ter?”

			And she made an un­vary­ing reply:

			“No, not much, but we’ll hope things will get bet­ter one of these days.”

			How came this wretched, un­at­tract­ive, and grace­less creature to be fol­low­ing a pro­fes­sion that de­mands in­fin­ite at­trac­tions, con­fid­ence, skill, and beauty? A mys­tery. Par­is, moreover, is full of har­lots ugly enough to dis­gust a po­lice­man.

			What did she do dur­ing the re­main­ing six days of the week? She had told us on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions that she went to work. At what? We did not care to know; we were quite in­dif­fer­ent to the way in which she man­aged to ex­ist.

			Later, I had al­most lost sight of her. Our little com­pany gradu­ally dis­persed, leav­ing the way open for an­oth­er gen­er­a­tion, to whom we also left Ça ira. I heard about it on the odd oc­ca­sions when I went to lunch at the Fournaise.

			Our suc­cessors, un­aware of our reas­on for be­stow­ing that name upon her, had sup­posed it to be an Ori­ent­al name and they named her Zaira: then in their turn they be­queathed their ca­noes and some of their river girls to the next gen­er­a­tion.

			(Gen­er­ally speak­ing, one gen­er­a­tion of boat­ing men lives on the wa­ter for three years, and then leaves the Seine to take up law, medi­cine, or polit­ics.)

			Zaira then be­came Za­ra, and, later still, Za­ra was mod­i­fied in­to Sarah. By this time, she was sup­posed to be a Hebrew.

			The latest of all, the gen­tle­men with the monocles, now called her simply, “The Jew­ess.”

			Then she dis­ap­peared.

			And here I had found her again, selling to­bacco at Bar­villes.

			I said to her:

			“Well, things are bet­ter now, eh?”

			She answered:

			“A little bet­ter.”

			I was seized with curi­os­ity about this wo­man’s life.

			In those earli­er days, I had cared noth­ing at all about it; today I felt in­tim­ately con­cerned, held, vividly in­ter­ested. I asked her:

			“How did you man­age to find an op­por­tun­ity?”

			“I don’t know. It happened just when I was least ex­pect­ing it.”

			“Was it at Chat­ou that you came upon it?”

			“Oh, no.”

			“Then where was it?”

			“At Par­is, in the board­ing­house where I lived.”

			“Ah, so you did have a place in Par­is?”

			“Yes, I was with Ma­dame Rave­let.”

			“And who is Ma­dame Rave­let?”

			“You don’t know Ma­dame Rave­let? Oh!”

			“In­deed I don’t.”

			“The dress­maker, the fash­ion­able dress­maker in the Rue de Rivoli.”

			Whereupon she began to tell me about a thou­sand little phases of her old life, a thou­sand hid­den phases of Parisi­an life, the in­side work­ing of a fash­ion­able dress­maker’s, the life led by these wenches, their ad­ven­tures, their no­tions, the in­tim­ate psy­cho­logy of a work­girl, that street hawk flit­ting along the side­walks in the morn­ing on her way to the shop, strolling bare­headed after the mid­day meal, and on her way home in the even­ing.

			De­lighted to talk of old times, she said:

			“If you knew how ter­rible we were … and what aw­ful things we did! We used to tell each oth­er our ad­ven­tures every day. We don’t think any­thing of men, I can tell you.

			“As for me, the first trick I pulled off was over an um­brella. I had an old alpaca one, a dis­grace­ful ob­ject. As I came in one rainy day, shut­ting it up, tall Louise says to me:

			“ ‘I don’t know how you dare go out with that thing.’

			“ ‘But I haven’t an­oth­er, and at the mo­ment funds are low.’

			“The funds were al­ways low!

			“ ‘Go and pick one up at the Madeleine,’ she an­swers.

			“That sur­prises me.

			“She goes on:

			“ ‘That’s where we all get them: there are as many as you want.’

			“She ex­plains the meth­od to me. It is simple enough.

			“So I go off with Irma to the Madeleine. We find the ver­ger and ex­plain to him that the week be­fore we for­got an um­brella. Then he asks us if we re­mem­ber what the handle was like, and I de­scribe to him a handle with an agate knob. He takes us in­to a room where there were more than fifty lost um­brel­las; we look through them all and we don’t find mine, but I choose a fine one, a very fine one with a handle of carved ivory. Louise went and claimed it some days later. She de­scribed it be­fore she saw it, and they gave it to her without the least sus­pi­cion.

			“For this sort of work, we dressed ourselves very smartly.”

			And she laughed, open­ing and drop­ping the hinged lid of the big to­bacco box.

			She went on:

			“Oh, we played our little games, and very queer some of them were too. You see, there were five of us in the work­room, four or­din­ary girls and one quite dif­fer­ent, Irma, the lovely Irma. She looked like a gen­tle­wo­man, and she had a lov­er in the State Coun­cil. That did not pre­vent her from be­ing very friendly with the rest of us. There was one winter when she said to us:

			“ ‘You don’t know what a jolly good thing we’re go­ing to pull off.’

			“And she un­fol­ded her idea to us.

			“Irma, you know, was so shapely that she simply went to men’s heads, and she had such a fig­ure too, and hips that made your mouth wa­ter. And now she had thought of a way for each of us to wangle a hun­dred francs to buy ourselves rings, and she planned it out like this:

			“You know I wasn’t well off just then, and the oth­ers were no bet­ter; we hardly made a hun­dred francs a month in the work­shop, no more. We had to make the rest on the side.

			“Of course each of us had two or three reg­u­lar lov­ers who gave us a little money, but only a little. Some­times dur­ing our noonday stroll we man­aged to catch the eye of a gen­tle­man who came back again next day; we’d play him up for a fort­night and then give in. But these fel­lows didn’t bring in much. And the fel­lows at Chat­ou were merely re­cre­ation. Oh, if you knew the tricks we were up to! They’d make you die of laugh­ing. So when Irma said she’d thought of a way for us to make a hun­dred francs, we were wild with joy. It’s a dis­grace­ful tale I’m go­ing to tell you, but I don’t care; you know a thing or two, since you’ve lived at Chat­ou for four years. …

			“Well, she said to us:

			“ ‘We are go­ing to pick up at the Op­era ball the very best, most dis­tin­guished, and richest spe­ci­men of man­hood in Par­is. I know them all.’

			“At first we couldn’t be­lieve it would come off, be­cause that sort of man isn’t really open to dress makers; to Irma, yes, but not to us. Oh, she had style, had Irma. You know, we al­ways said in the work­room that if the Em­per­or had known her, he would cer­tainly have mar­ried her.

			“For this busi­ness, she made us put on our smartest clothes, and she said:

			“ ‘Now you won’t come to the ball, you are each of you go­ing to wait in a cab in one of the streets near by. A gen­tle­man will come and get in­to your car­riage. As soon as he gets in, you will em­brace him as en­ti­cingly as you know how, and then you will scream to make him un­der­stand you’ve made a mis­take and are ex­pect­ing someone else. The pi­geon will be thor­oughly ex­cited to think he’s tak­ing an­oth­er man’s place and he’ll want to in­sist on stay­ing; you’ll res­ist him, you’ll struggle like the dev­il to get out … and then … you will go and have sup­per with him. … Then of course he’ll have to give you some­thing for your trouble.’

			“You still don’t un­der­stand? Well, this is what she did, the sly little dev­il.

			“She made all four of us get in­to four car­riages, real private car­riages, very swag­ger car­riages, and then she sent us in­to the streets near the Op­era. Then she went to the ball by her­self. As she knew all the most fam­ous men in Par­is by name, be­cause Ma­dame dressed their wives, she picked one of them out and played him. She said all kinds of things to him; my word, she was witty too. When she saw that he was well worked up, she dropped her mask and there he was caught in a noose. Then he wanted to take her off with him at once, and she gave him an ap­point­ment in half an hour’s time in a car­riage stand­ing op­pos­ite Num­ber 20 in the Rue Tait­bout. In the car­riage was me! I was all wrapped up and my face veiled. Sud­denly a gen­tle­man put his head in at the win­dow and said:

			“ ‘Is it you?’

			“I answered softly:

			“ ‘Yes, it’s me, come in quickly.’

			“He comes in, and I take him in my arms and hug him, hug him un­til he couldn’t breathe; then I go on:

			“ ‘Oh, how happy I am, how happy I am!’

			“And then all at once I cry:

			“ ‘But it’s not you! Oh, heav­ens! Heav­ens!’

			“And I be­gin to weep.

			“Ima­gine how em­bar­rassed the man is! At first he tries to con­sole me; he apo­lo­gises, and protests that he has made a mis­take him­self.

			“I went on weep­ing, but less bit­terly, and then sighed deeply. Then he talked ten­derly to me. He was everything a gen­tle­man should be, and now he was de­lighted to see my tears gradu­ally stop­ping.

			“In short, one thing led to an­oth­er, and he sug­ges­ted my go­ing to sup­per with him. I re­fused; I tried to jump out of the car­riage; he caught me round the waist, and then held me, as I had held him when he came in.

			“And then … and then … we had … we had sup­per … you un­der­stand … and he gave me … guess, just guess … he gave me five hun­dred francs. … Be­lieve me, some men are free with their money!

			“Well, it came off all right with every one of us. Louise did least well with two hun­dred francs. But, you know, Louise really was too thin.”

			The to­bacco-shop wo­man chattered on, pour­ing out in one wild rush all the memor­ies stored so long in her heart, the cau­tiously closed heart of a Gov­ern­ment li­censee. All the days of poverty and ad­ven­ture stirred in her memory. She thought with re­gret of the gay bo­hemi­an life of the Par­is streets, a life of priva­tion and sold kisses, of laughter and misery, of trick­ery and love that was not al­ways feigned.

			I said to her:

			“But how did you get your li­cence to sell to­bacco?”

			She smiled:

			“Oh, that’s quite a story. I must tell you that in my board­ing­house I had right next door to me a law stu­dent; but, don’t you know, one of those stu­dents who nev­er study. This one lived in cafés from morn­ing to night, and he ad­ored bil­liards, as I have nev­er known any­one ad­ore it.

			“When I was alone we some­times spent the even­ing to­geth­er. It was by him that I had Ro­ger.”

			“Who’s Ro­ger?”

			“My son.”

			“Oh.”

			“He al­lowed me a little money to bring up the brat, but I knew very well that the fel­low wouldn’t be any real good to me; I was the surer of it be­cause I’d nev­er seen a man so slack, ex­cept him, nev­er. At the end of ten years he hadn’t got through his first ex­am. When his people saw that he would nev­er come to any­thing, they sent for him to come back home some­where in the provinces; but we kept up a cor­res­pond­ence about the child. And then would you be­lieve it? at the last elec­tion, two years ago, I heard that he had been made a deputy for his dis­trict. And then he spoke in the Cham­ber. It’s quite true what they say, that in the king­dom of the blind … Well, to cut the story short, I sought him out and made him get a to­bacco shop for me at once, on the strength of my be­ing the daugh­ter of a de­por­ted man. It’s quite true that my fath­er was de­por­ted, but I nev­er thought that would be any use to me.

			“In short … but here’s Ro­ger.”

			There came in a tall young man, a cor­rect, ser­i­ous, self-con­scious young man.

			He dropped a kiss on his moth­er’s fore­head, and she said to me:

			“Now, Mon­sieur, this is my son, head clerk at the town hall. You know what that means … fu­ture as­sist­ant pre­fect.”

			I greeted this func­tion­ary with all prop­er re­spect, and de­par­ted to go to my hotel after gravely press­ing the hand held out to me by Ça ira.

		
	
		
			Saved

			
				I

				The little Mar­quise de Rennedon burst in­to the room like a ball crash­ing through a win­dow, and began to laugh be­fore she had said a word; she laughed un­til she cried, just as she had laughed a month be­fore when she came to tell her friend that she had de­ceived the mar­quis to re­venge her­self, for no reas­on but to re­venge her­self, and only once, be­cause he really was too stu­pid and too jeal­ous.

				The little Bar­onne de Gran­ger­ie had thrown down on her vast couch the book she was read­ing, and she stared curi­ously at An­nette, laugh­ing already her­self.

				At last she asked:

				“What have you done now?”

				“Oh … my dear … my dear … it’s too funny … too funny … think of it … I’m saved … saved … saved.”

				“What do you mean, saved?”

				“Yes, saved.”

				“From what?”

				“From my hus­band, darling, saved! De­livered! Free! … free! … free!”

				“How are you free? In what way?”

				“In what way? Di­vorce! Yes, di­vorce! I can get a di­vorce.”

				“You’re di­vorced?”

				“No, not yet. How silly you are! You can’t get di­vorced in three hours! But I’ve got evid­ence … evid­ence … evid­ence that he is de­ceiv­ing me … ab­so­lutely caught in the act … think! … in the act. … I can prove it. …”

				“Oh, tell me about it. So he has de­ceived you?”

				“Yes … that’s to say, no … yes and no. Oh, I’ve been clev­er, vastly clev­er. For the last three months he has been de­test­able, ut­terly de­test­able, bru­tal, coarse, tyr­an­nic­al, too mean to live. I said to my­self: This can’t go on, I must get a di­vorce! But how? It wasn’t easy. I tried to get him to beat me. He wouldn’t. He crossed me from morn­ing to night, made me go out when I didn’t want to, and stay at home when I was long­ing to drive in town; he made my life un­bear­able from one week’s end to an­oth­er, but he didn’t beat me.

				“Then I tried to find out if he had a mis­tress. Yes, he had one, but he took every pre­cau­tion when he went to vis­it her. It simply wasn’t pos­sible to take them to­geth­er. So, guess what I did.”

				“I can’t guess.”

				“Oh, you’d nev­er guess. I begged my broth­er to get me a pho­to­graph of his girl.”

				“Of your hus­band’s mis­tress?”

				“Yes. It cost Jacques fif­teen louis, the price of one even­ing, from sev­en o’clock to twelve, din­ner in­cluded, three louis an hour. He got the pho­to­graph thrown in.”

				“I should have thought he could have got it cheap­er by any oth­er meth­od, and without—without—without be­ing ob­liged to take the ori­gin­al as well.”

				“Oh, but she’s pretty. Jacques didn’t mind it at all. And be­sides, I wanted to know all sorts of phys­ic­al de­tails about her fig­ure, her breast, her skin, and all that.”

				“I don’t un­der­stand.”

				“You will in a minute. When I had found out all I wanted to know, I went to a man … what shall I call him? … a very clev­er man … you know … one of those men who ar­range things of all … of all kinds … one of those agents who can get you de­tect­ives and ac­com­plices … one of those men … now do you un­der­stand?”

				“Yes, I think so. And what did you say to him?”

				“I showed him the pho­to­graph of Clarisse (she’s called Clarisse) and I said: ‘I want a lady’s maid like this pho­to­graph. She must be pretty, grace­ful, neat, clean. I’ll pay any price you like. If it costs me ten thou­sand francs, so much the worse for me. I shan’t need her for more than three months.’

				“The man looked most sur­prised. ‘You want a girl with a good char­ac­ter, madam?’ he asked.

				“I blushed and stammered: ‘Yes, cer­tainly, so far as know­ing her du­ties is con­cerned.’

				“ ‘And as far as her mor­als?’ he ad­ded. I didn’t dare to an­swer. I could only shake my head to mean ‘No.’ And all at once I real­ised that he had a dread­ful sus­pi­cion, and I lost my head and cried: ‘Oh, Mon­sieur, it’s for my hus­band … he is de­ceiv­ing me … he’s de­ceiv­ing me up in town … and I want … I want him to de­ceive me at home … you see … so that I can catch him at it.’

				“Then the man burst out laugh­ing. And I saw by his face that I had re­gained his opin­ion of me. He even thought me rather splen­did. I’d have been ready to bet that he wanted to shake hands with me on the spot.

				“ ‘I’ll ar­range it for you with­in the week, madam,’ he said. ‘And if ne­ces­sary we’ll change the at­trac­tion. I’ll guar­an­tee suc­cess. You won’t pay me un­til we have been suc­cess­ful. … So this is the pho­to­graph of your hus­band’s mis­tress?’

				“ ‘Yes.’

				“ ‘She’s got a good fig­ure, not so thin as she ap­pears. And what scent?’

				“I didn’t un­der­stand. ‘How do you mean, what scent?’ I re­peated.

				“He smiled. ‘Yes, madam, scent is of the first im­port­ance in se­du­cing a man; be­cause it stirs hid­den memor­ies that pre­pare his mind for the ne­ces­sary im­pulse; scent works a subtle con­fu­sion in his mind, dis­turbs him and weak­ens his de­fence by re­mind­ing him of past pleas­ures. You should also try to find out what your hus­band usu­ally eats when he dines with this lady. You could ar­range to give him the same dishes the even­ing you put it over him. Ah, we’ll pull it off, madam, we’ll pull it off!’

				“I went away de­lighted. I really had dis­covered a most in­tel­li­gent man.

			
			
				II

				“Three days later, a tall dark girl presen­ted her­self be­fore me; she was very beau­ti­ful, with an ex­pres­sion at once de­mure and pro­voc­at­ive, a strangely soph­ist­ic­ated ex­pres­sion. Her man­ner to me was cor­rect­ness it­self. As I didn’t know quite on what foot­ing to put her, I called her ‘Ma­demois­elle’; then she said: ‘Oh, Ma­dame need not call me any­thing but Rose.’ We began to talk.

				“ ‘Well, Rose, you know why you are here?’

				“ ‘I know quite well, Ma­dame.’

				“ ‘Ex­cel­lent, my girl. … And you … you don’t mind at all?’

				“ ‘Oh, Ma­dame, this is the eighth di­vorce I’ve helped to ar­range; I’m used to it.’

				“ ‘That’s splen­did. Will it take you long to bring it off?’

				“ ‘Oh, Ma­dame, that de­pends en­tirely on the gen­tle­man’s tem­pera­ment. As soon as I have seen him alone for five minutes, I shall be able to tell you with some cer­tainty.’

				“ ‘You shall see him at once, my child. But I warn you that he’s not beau­ti­ful.’

				“ ‘That doesn’t mat­ter to me, Ma­dame. I’ve come between wives and some very ugly hus­bands be­fore this. But I must ask Ma­dame if she has as­cer­tained what scent I ought to use.’

				“ ‘Yes, my good Rose … ver­vain.’

				“ ‘So much the bet­ter, Ma­dame: I’m very fond of that scent. And per­haps Ma­dame can also tell me if her hus­band’s mis­tress wears silk.’

				“ ‘No, my child; very fine lawn trimmed with lace.’

				“ ‘Oh, she must be very smart. Silk is be­gin­ning to be so com­mon.’

				“ ‘I quite agree with you.’

				“ ‘Very well, Ma­dame, I’ll be­gin my du­ties.’

				“She did be­gin her du­ties on the spot, as if she had nev­er done any­thing else in all her life.

				“An hour later my hus­band came in again. Rose didn’t even look at him, but he looked at her. She was already smelling strongly of ver­vain. After five minutes she left the room.

				“ ‘Who’s that girl?’ he asked me at once.

				“ ‘That … oh, that’s my new maid.’

				“ ‘Where did you get her?’

				“ ‘The Bar­onne de Gran­ger­ie sent her to me, with an ex­cel­lent re­com­mend­a­tion.’

				“ ‘Well, she’s pretty enough.’

				“ ‘You think so?’

				“ ‘I do … for a lady’s maid.’

				“I was over­joyed. I was sure he was nib­bling already.

				“The same even­ing Rose said to me: ‘I can now prom­ise Ma­dame that it won’t take a fort­night. The gen­tle­man is very easy.’

				“ ‘Ah, you’ve tried already?’

				“ ‘No, Ma­dame, but its ob­vi­ous at a glance. Even now he’d like to put his arms round me as he walks past.’

				“ ‘He hasn’t said any­thing to you?’

				“ ‘No, Ma­dame, he has only asked my name … to hear the sound of my voice.’

				“ ‘Ex­cel­lent, my good Rose. Get on as quickly as you can.’

				“ ‘Don’t be afraid of that, Ma­dame. I shall res­ist just long enough not to make my­self cheap.’

				“By the end of the week my hus­band hardly left the house at all. I used to see him all af­ter­noon wan­der­ing about the house; and what was more sig­ni­fic­ant than any­thing else of his state of mind, was that he no longer stopped me from go­ing out. I was out all day, I was … to … to leave him free.

				“On the ninth day, as Rose was un­dress­ing me, she said meekly:

				“ ‘It’s happened, Ma­dame—this morn­ing.’

				“I was a little sur­prised, even a little dis­tressed, not by the thing it­self, but by the way in which she had said it to me. I stammered:

				“ ‘And … and … it went off all right?’

				“ ‘Oh, very well, Ma­dame. He has been ur­ging me for three days now, but I didn’t want to go too quickly. Per­haps Ma­dame will tell me what time she would like the flag­rante de­licto.’

				“ ‘Yes, my girl; let’s see … we’ll make it Fri­day.’

				“ ‘Fri­day then, Ma­dame. I’ll not al­low any more liber­ties un­til then, so as to keep Mon­sieur eager.’

				“ ‘You’re sure you won’t fail?’

				“ ‘Oh, yes, Ma­dame, quite sure. I’ll go on keep­ing Mon­sieur from the point, so that he’s just ready to come to it at any hour Ma­dame likes to fix.’

				“ ‘Let’s say five o’clock, my good Rose.’

				“ ‘Five o’clock, Ma­dame; and where?’

				“ ‘Well—in my room.’

				“ ‘Right, in Ma­dame’s room.’

				“Well, my dear, you see what I did. I went and brought papa and mamma first, and then my uncle d’Orvelin, the pres­id­ent, and then Mon­sieur Raplet, the judge and a friend of my hus­band. I didn’t warn them what I was go­ing to show them. I made them all creep on tip­toe to the door of my room. I waited un­til five o’clock, ex­actly five o’clock. Oh, how my heart was beat­ing! I made the con­ci­erge come up too, so as to have one more wit­ness. Then … then, the mo­ment the clock began to strike, bang, I flung the door open. … Oh, oh, oh, there they were in the very middle of it, my dear! … Oh, what a face … what a face, if you had only seen his face! … And he turned round, the fat­head. Oh, it was funny! I laughed, and laughed. … And papa was furi­ous and wanted to whip my hus­band. And the con­ci­erge, an ex­cel­lent ser­vant, helped him to dress him­self again … in front of us … in front of us … he buttoned his braces for him … it was wildly funny. … As for Rose, she was per­fect, quite per­fect. … She cried … she cried beau­ti­fully. She’s a price­less girl … if ever you want a girl like that, re­mem­ber her!

				“And here I am. … I came away at once to tell you all about it … at once—I’m free. Hur­rah for di­vorce!”

				She began to dance in the middle of the draw­ing room, while the little Bar­onne mur­mured, in a voice full of dreamy dis­ap­point­ment:

				“Why didn’t you in­vite me to see it?”

			
		
	
		
			Little Roque

			Médéric Rompel, post­man, fa­mil­iarly ad­dressed as Mé­deri by the coun­try folk, left the post of­fice of Roüy-le-Tors at his usu­al hour. He passed through the little town with the long strides of an old cam­paign­er, and cut across the mead­ows of Vil­laumes to reach the bank of the Brin­dille. Fol­low­ing the course of the stream, he reached the vil­lage of Carvelin, where his de­liv­ery began.

			He went at a rap­id pace, keep­ing along­side the nar­row brook, which threaded its way, froth­ing, gurg­ling, and ed­dy­ing, over a weedy bed, be­neath an arch of wil­lows. The great boulders that blocked its pas­sage were each en­circled by a little noose of wa­ter, a kind of cravat fin­ished off with a knot of foam. Oc­ca­sion­ally there were cas­cades a foot deep, of­ten un­seen, but fall­ing on a son­or­ous note, fret­ful yet sooth­ing, un­der the green roof of leaves and creep­ers. Fur­ther on, the banks widened out in­to a small quiet lake, where the trout swam through green tresses of weed that waved un­der the gentle cur­rent.

			Médéric went stead­ily for­ward, ob­serving noth­ing, and think­ing only: “My first let­ter is for the Poiv­rons, and then I have one for Mon­sieur Renar­det; I shall have to go through the copse, then.”

			His blue blouse, caught tightly round his waist in a black leath­er belt, moved with steady speed past the green line of wil­lows; his stick, a stout branch of holly, moved at his side with the same ac­tion as his legs.

			He crossed the Brin­dille by a bridge made of a single tree-trunk, thrown across from one bank to the oth­er; its only rail was a rope sup­por­ted by stakes sunk in­to the banks.

			The copse be­longed to Mon­sieur Renar­det, the may­or of Carvelin, and the most im­port­ant landown­er in the dis­trict. It was al­most a wood of huge old trees, as straight as pil­lars, and stretched the length of half a league along the brook that bounded this vast leafy vault. Along the wa­ter­side large shrubs had sprung up un­der the sun’s heat, but deep in the copse noth­ing was to be found but moss, thick, sweet, and soft, filling the still air with a faint odour of de­cay and rot­ten wood.

			Médéric slowed down, took off his black cap with its scar­let trim­ming, and wiped his brow, for, though it was not yet eight o’clock in the morn­ing, it was already hot in the mead­ows. He had just put on his hat, and was re­sum­ing his rap­id stride, when he no­ticed, at the foot of a tree, a small knife, a child’s knife. As he picked it up, he found a thimble too, then, two steps farther on, a needle case.

			He picked them up and thought: “Bet­ter give them to the may­or”; and con­tin­ued his jour­ney, but now with his eyes wide open, ex­pect­ing all the time to find some­thing more.

			Sud­denly he stopped dead, as though he had bumped in­to a wooden bar­ri­er, for ten paces in front of him there lay upon its back the body of a child, stark na­ked on the moss. It was the body of a little girl about twelve years old; her arms were flung wide apart, her feet were sep­ar­ated, and her face was covered with a handker­chief. A little blood stained her legs.

			Médéric crept for­ward on tip­toe, as though he feared to make a sound, scent­ing danger. His eyes were wide open.

			What was this? She must be asleep. Then he re­flec­ted that people do not sleep na­ked like that at half past sev­en in the morn­ing, in a cold wood. She was dead, then, and he was in the pres­ence of a crime. At this thought, old sol­dier as he was, a cold shiver ran up his back. Murder, and child-murder at that, was so rare a hap­pen­ing in the dis­trict that he could not be­lieve his eyes. But there was no wound upon her, noth­ing but the blood con­gealed upon her leg. How long had she been killed?

			He had stopped quite close to her, and was look­ing at her, lean­ing on his stick. He must know her, since he knew all the loc­al in­hab­it­ants, but, not be­ing able to see her face, he could not guess her name. He bent down to re­move the handker­chief from her face, then stopped, with out­stretched hand, re­strained by a sud­den thought.

			Had he the right to in­ter­fere in any way with the dis­pos­i­tion of the body be­fore the ju­di­cial in­quiry? He ima­gined the law as a kind of gen­er­al whose no­tice noth­ing can es­cape, and who at­taches as much im­port­ance to a lost but­ton as to a stab in the stom­ach. Be­neath that handker­chief damning evid­ence might be found; a real clue, which might well lose its value if touched by a clumsy hand.

			So he rose, to run to the may­or’s house. A second thought held him back. Sup­pose that by any chance the little girl were still alive, he could not leave her like this. Quickly he knelt down at a dis­creet dis­tance from her and, thrust­ing out his hand, touched her foot. It was cold, frozen in­to that ghastly chill that makes dead flesh so ter­ri­fy­ing, and leaves no room for doubt. The touch of it put the heart across him, as he ex­pressed it later, and the saliva dried in his mouth. He rose at once and began to run through the wood to­wards Mon­sieur Renar­det’s house.

			He ran with the gait of an ath­lete, his stick un­der his arm, his fists closed, his head thrust for­ward; his leath­er bag, full of let­ters and news­pa­pers, poun­ded rhyth­mic­ally against his back.

			The may­or’s house was at the end of the wood whose trees served as its park. One corner of the sur­round­ing wall was washed by the Brin­dille, which here ran in­to a small pond.

			It was a large square house of grey stone. It was very old, and in former times had been be­sei­ged; at the far end of it was a huge tower, sixty feet high and built in the wa­ter. Once, from the sum­mit of this keep, watch had been kept over all the dis­trict. It was called the Tower of Renard, no one knew quite why. It was doubt­less from this name that the name Renar­det came, borne by all the own­ers of this prop­erty, which had been in the same fam­ily, it was said, for more than two hun­dred years. For the Renar­dets be­longed to that al­most noble yeo­man class so of­ten found in the coun­try be­fore the Re­volu­tion. The post­man rushed in­to the kit­chen where the ser­vants were hav­ing break­fast, shout­ing: “Is the May­or up? I must speak to him at once.”

			Médéric was known for a man of weight and au­thor­ity, and they knew at once that some­thing ser­i­ous had happened.

			Mon­sieur Renar­det was no­ti­fied, and ordered the man to be brought in. Pale and out of breath, the post­man, cap in hand, found the may­or seated at a long table covered with scattered pa­pers.

			He was a tall, stout man, with an un­wieldy fig­ure and a ruddy skin. He was as strong as a bull, and much loved in the loc­al­ity, for all his quick tem­per. About forty years of age, and for the past six months a wid­ower, he lived on his land in the style of a coun­try no­ble­man. His im­petu­ous nature had landed him in many awk­ward places, from which he had al­ways been res­cued by his in­dul­gent and tact­ful com­rades, the ma­gis­trates of Roüy-le-Tors. Was it not he, in­deed, who one fine day threw the driver of the mail coach from his box, be­cause the fel­low had al­most run over his point­er Micmac? Had he not broken the ribs of a game­keep­er who pro­sec­uted him for car­ry­ing his gun across a piece of land be­long­ing to a neigh­bour? Had he not even ar­res­ted the sub­pre­fect who was stop­ping in the vil­lage in the pur­suit of his ad­min­is­trat­ive du­ties—styled by Mon­sieur Renar­det an elec­tion­eer­ing cam­paign, be­cause it was op­posed to the good old tra­di­tion of gov­ern­ment by the fam­ily?

			“What’s the mat­ter, Médéric?” asked the may­or.

			“I’ve found a little girl in your wood, dead.”

			Renar­det rose, his face brick-red.

			“What did you say … a little girl?”

			“Yes, sir, a little girl, quite na­ked, ly­ing on her back, and there was some blood; she’s dead as a door­nail.”

			“My God,” swore the may­or, “I bet it’s Ma­dame Roque’s little girl! I’ve just been told that last night she nev­er came home to her moth­er’s. Where did you find her?”

			The post­man began a de­tailed ex­plan­a­tion, and offered to guide the may­or to the spot.

			But Renar­det turned gruff. “No, I don’t need you. Send the con­stable, the town clerk, and the doc­tor to me as soon as you can, and go on with your de­liv­ery. Hurry, man, hurry, and tell them to meet me in the wood.”

			The post­man, ac­cus­tomed to dis­cip­line, obed­i­ently with­drew, angry and dis­gus­ted at be­ing ex­cluded from the in­quiry.

			The may­or thereupon went too, tak­ing his hat, a large soft hat of grey felt, with a very broad brim. He hal­ted a mo­ment upon the threshold of his dwell­ing. Be­fore him stretched a wide lawn where gleamed three great splashes of red, blue, and white, three mon­strous bas­kets of flowers in full bloom, one right op­pos­ite the house, the oth­er two at the sides. In the back­ground thrust the first few trees of the wood; on the left, on the far side of the Brin­dille which here widened in­to a pool, a wide ex­panse of mead­ows lay open to his view, a green, flat land­scape in­ter­sec­ted by ditches and hedges of pol­lard wil­lows. These fant­ast­ic tree-creatures, stand­ing there like ghosts or hunch­backs, bore upon their short thick trunks a wav­ing fan of little branches.

			On the right were the stables, the out­houses, and all the build­ings de­pend­ent upon the prop­erty; be­hind them began the vil­lage, a pros­per­ous little place chiefly in­hab­ited by cattle-breed­ers.

			Renar­det walked slowly down his steps and, turn­ing to the left, reached the bank of the stream, which he fol­lowed at a slow pace, his hands be­hind his back. His head was bent, and from time to time he sent a pier­cing glance round him in search of the men he had sent for.

			When he reached the shel­ter of the trees, he stopped, took off his hat, and wiped his brow, as Médéric had done; for the blaz­ing Ju­ly sun fell like a rain of fire upon the earth. Then the may­or re­sumed his jour­ney, stopped once more, and re­traced his steps. Sud­denly he bent down and soaked his handker­chief in the stream run­ning at his feet. He spread it upon his head, un­der his hat; drops of wa­ter trickled over his temples, over his purple ears, over his strong red neck, and, one after an­oth­er, ran be­neath the white col­lar of his shirt.

			As no one had yet ap­peared, he began to tap with his foot; then he shouted: “Hey! Hey!”

			From the right a voice answered: “Hey! Hey!”

			The doc­tor ap­peared un­der the trees. He was a small thin man, once an army sur­geon, with a loc­al repu­ta­tion for great skill. He was lame, hav­ing been wounded on act­ive ser­vice, and walked with a stick. The con­stable and the town clerk ap­peared next; they ar­rived to­geth­er, hav­ing both re­ceived the news at the same time. They ran up pant­ing, with scared faces, walk­ing and run­ning by turns in their haste, and wav­ing their arms so wildly that they seemed to do more work with them than with their legs.

			“You know what the trouble is?” said Renar­det to the doc­tor.

			“Yes, a dead child found in the wood by Médéric.”

			“That’s right. Come along.”

			They set off side by side, fol­low­ing the oth­er pair. Their steps made no sound upon the moss, their eyes con­tinu­ally searched the ground in front of them.

			Sud­denly Doc­tor La­b­arbe stretched out his arm: “There it is.”

			Far off, un­der the trees, some­thing bright could be seen. Had they not known what it was, they would nev­er have guessed. So shin­ing white it looked that any­one would have thought it a sheet dropped on the ground, for a sun­beam came through the branches and lit up the pale flesh with a great ray flung ob­liquely over the stom­ach of the corpse. As they drew near, they gradu­ally made out the form, the veiled head turned to­wards the wa­ter, and the two arms flung wide apart as in a cru­ci­fix­ion.

			“I’m damned hot,” said the may­or, and, stoop­ing down to the Brin­dille, he again wet­ted his handker­chief and re­placed it on his head.

			The doc­tor hur­ried on, in­ter­ested by the dis­cov­ery. As soon as he reached the corpse, he bent down to ex­am­ine it, without touch­ing it at all. He had put on his glasses, as one does when study­ing a curi­os­ity, and he walked quietly round it.

			Without rising he said: “Rape and murder. We’ll veri­fy it dir­ectly. The girl’s al­most a wo­man too: look at her throat.”

			The two breasts, already well formed, sagged on the bos­om that death had robbed of its firm­ness.

			Care­fully the doc­tor lif­ted the handker­chief that covered the head. The face was black and ghastly, with tongue and eyes pro­trud­ing. “Strangled,” he said, “as soon as the job was done.”

			He felt the neck: “Strangled with the bare hands; there’s no spe­cial trace be­sides, no nail-mark or fin­ger­print. That’s that, and it is Ma­dame Roque’s little girl.”

			Gingerly he re­placed the handker­chief. “I can do noth­ing; she’s been dead for at least twelve hours. The po­lice must be told.”

			Renar­det was stand­ing up with his hands be­hind his back, gaz­ing at the little body laid upon the ground. “Poor little thing!” he muttered. “We must find her clothes.”

			The doc­tor felt her hands, her arms, her legs. “She’d just had a bathe,” he said. “They must be on the ri­verb­ank.”

			The may­or gave his or­ders. “You, Prin­cipe”—this to the town clerk—“you hunt along the stream for her clothes. And you, Max­im”—this to the con­stable—“you run to Roüy-le-Tors and fetch me the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate and the po­lice. They must be here with­in an hour. You un­der­stand?”

			The two men de­par­ted quickly, and Renar­det said to the doc­tor: “What black­guard in the dis­trict could do such a thing?”

			“Who can say?” the doc­tor mur­mured. “Every­one is cap­able of it. Every­one in par­tic­u­lar, and no one in gen­er­al. It must have been a tramp, some fel­low out of work. Now we’re a Re­pub­lic, they are the only people you meet on the roads.”

			Both were sup­port­ers of the Bona­partist cause.

			“Yes,” answered the may­or, “it must have been a passing stranger, a vag­a­bond without hearth or home.”

			“Or wife,” ad­ded the doc­tor with a faint smile. “Hav­ing neither sup­per nor bed, he got him­self the rest. There are I don’t know how many men on this earth who are cap­able, at any mo­ment, of com­mit­ting a crime. Did you know that the little girl was miss­ing?”

			With the end of his stick he touched, one after an­oth­er, the dead child’s stiffened fin­gers, press­ing on them as on the keys of a pi­ano.

			“Yes. The moth­er came to see me last night, about nine o’clock, as the child had not come in at sev­en for her sup­per. We shouted for her on the roads till mid­night, but we nev­er thought of the wood. Be­sides, we needed day­light to make a really ef­fect­ive search.”

			“Have a ci­gar,” said the doc­tor.

			“No, thanks. I don’t want to smoke. This busi­ness has giv­en me rather a turn.”

			The two re­mained stand­ing, in front of the frail young body, so pale upon the dark moss. A great blue­bottle walked up one thigh, stopped at the blood­stains, and went on up the body, run­ning over the hip with its hur­ried, jerky little steps. It climbed up one breast, then came down again and ex­plored the oth­er, seek­ing for some­thing to drink. The two men watched the rov­ing black speck.

			“How pretty it is,” said the doc­tor, “a fly on hu­man skin! The ladies of the last cen­tury were quite right to wear them on their faces. I won­der why the cus­tom has gone out.”

			The may­or, lost in thought, ap­peared to hear noth­ing. Ab­ruptly, he swung round, startled by a noise. A wo­man in a blue bon­net and ap­ron came run­ning through the trees. It was the moth­er, Ma­dame Roque. As soon as she caught sight of Renar­det she began to scream: “My little darling, where’s my little darling?” so wild with grief that she nev­er looked down. Sud­denly she saw her darling, and stopped dead. She clasped her hands and flung up her arms: pier­cing and heartrend­ing screams came between her lips, the screams of a wounded an­im­al.

			She flung her­self upon her knees be­side the body, and snatched at the handker­chief with a vi­ol­ent ges­ture. When she saw that dread­ful face, black and dis­tor­ted, she drew back shud­der­ing, then bur­ied her face in the moss, her body shaken with cease­less heart­break­ing sobs.

			The clothes clung round her tall bony frame that heaved and shook. They could see the ghastly quiv­er­ing of her thin ugly ankles and her withered calves, in their coarse blue stock­ings. Her crooked fin­gers bur­rowed in the earth as though she would make a hole and hide in it.

			The doc­tor, deeply moved, mur­mured: “Poor old thing!”

			Renar­det felt a curi­ous dis­turb­ance in his stom­ach; then he uttered a sort of vi­ol­ent sneeze, ven­ted sim­ul­tan­eously from nose and mouth. He pulled his handker­chief from his pock­et and cried nois­ily in­to it, chok­ing, sob­bing, and blow­ing his nose. “M—m—m—my God,” he blubbered, “I’d I—I—like to see them g—guil­lot­ine the swine that did it!”

			But Prin­cipe re­turned empty-handed and dis­con­sol­ate. “I’ve found noth­ing, sir,” he muttered to the may­or, “noth­ing any­where.”

			“What can’t you find?” the oth­er de­man­ded thickly.

			“The little girl’s clothes.”

			“W—well, go on look­ing … and … and f—find them, or you’ll get in­to trouble with me.”

			Know­ing that there was no op­pos­ing the may­or, the fel­low went off again with a dis­cour­aged air, cast­ing a tim­id side­ways glance at the body.

			Dis­tant voices were heard among the trees, a con­fused din, the up­roar of an ap­proach­ing crowd; for on his round Médéric had spread the news from door to door. The coun­try folk, at first dumb­foun­ded, had talked it over in the street on one an­oth­er’s door­steps. Then they gathered to­geth­er, and, after twenty minutes’ chat­ter­ing, dis­cus­sion, and com­ment, were com­ing to see it for them­selves.

			They ar­rived in groups, a little hes­it­ant and un­easy, fear­ing their own feel­ings at first sight of the body. When they saw it they stopped, not dar­ing to come closer, and talk­ing in low tones. Then they grew bold, ad­vanced a few steps, stopped again, ad­vanced a few more, and soon grouped them­selves round the dead child, the moth­er, the doc­tor, and Renar­det. They formed a deep circle, sway­ing and clam­or­ous, and pushed ever closer by the sud­den on­rush of the late­comers. In a few mo­ments they were touch­ing the body; some of them even bent down to handle it. The doc­tor kept them at a dis­tance. But the may­or, roused sud­denly from his stupor, be­came furi­ous; seiz­ing Doc­tor La­b­arbe’s stick, he fell upon his sub­jects, stam­mer­ing: “Clear out! … Clear out! … Pack of beasts! … Clear out! …” In one second the circle of in­quis­it­ive spec­tat­ors widened by two hun­dred yards.

			Ma­dame Roque had ris­en and turned round, and was now sit­ting weep­ing, with her hands in front of her face.

			The crowd was dis­cuss­ing the af­fair, and the boys’ greedy eyes de­voured the nude young body. Renar­det no­ticed it and, hast­ily tear­ing off his lin­en coat, he threw it over the girl’s form, which was com­pletely hid­den by that huge gar­ment.

			The in­quis­it­ive spec­tat­ors drew quietly near­er; the wood was get­ting fuller and fuller; a con­tinu­ous mur­mur of voices rose to the thick fo­liage of the tall trees.

			The may­or stood there in his shirtsleeves, stick in hand, in a pug­na­cious at­ti­tude. He seemed ex­as­per­ated by the curi­os­ity of the crowd, and re­peated: “If one of you comes a step near­er, I’ll break his head like a dog’s.”

			The peas­ants had a whole­some dread of him, and kept clear. Doc­tor La­b­arbe, who was smoking, sat down be­side Ma­dame Roque and talked to her, try­ing to dis­tract her at­ten­tion. The old wo­man promptly took her hands from her face and answered him in a rush of tear­ful words, vent­ing her grief in the sheer flood of her speech. She told him her whole life-his­tory, her mar­riage, the death of her hus­band, a cowherd, gored to death, her daugh­ter’s child­hood, her wretched ex­ist­ence as a wid­ow with a child and no re­sources. She was all she had, was little Louise, and now she’d been killed, killed here in this wood. Sud­denly she felt a wish to see her child again and, drag­ging her­self to the body upon her knees, she lif­ted a corner of the gar­ment that covered it; then let it fall again and broke in­to fresh sobs. The crowd was si­lent, gaz­ing eagerly at the moth­er’s every move­ment.

			There was a sud­den dis­turb­ance; and a cry of “The po­lice, the po­lice!”

			Two po­lice­men ap­peared in the dis­tance, ad­van­cing at a rap­id trot, es­cort­ing their cap­tain and a short, ginger-whiskered gen­tle­man, who bobbed up and down like a mon­key on his big white mare.

			The con­stable had found Mon­sieur Pictoin, the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, at the very mo­ment when he was mount­ing his horse to take his daily ride; it was his am­bi­tion to be taken for a smart young fel­low, which vastly amused the of­ficers.

			He dis­moun­ted, with the cap­tain, and shook hands with the may­or and the doc­tor, cast­ing a sneak­ing glance at the lin­en coat on the ground, filled out as it was by the body ly­ing be­neath it.

			When he had been thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with the facts of the case, his first act was to dis­perse the crowd, which the po­lice cleared out of the wood, but which soon re­appeared in the mead­ow and formed a hedge, a long hedge of ex­cited, mov­ing heads, all along the Brin­dille, on the far side of the brook.

			In his turn the doc­tor made his state­ment, and Renar­det wrote it down with a pen­cil in his note­book. All the veri­fic­a­tions were made, re­gistered, and com­men­ted upon, without any dis­cov­ery be­ing made. Max­im had re­turned also, without find­ing a trace of the miss­ing clothes.

			Every­one was amazed at their dis­ap­pear­ance; no one could ex­plain it ex­cept by the the­ory of rob­bery, and, since the rags were not worth a shil­ling, even this the­ory was in­ad­miss­ible.

			The ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, the may­or, the cap­tain, and the doc­tor searched in couples, look­ing between even the smal­lest twigs along the wa­ter­side.

			“How is it,” said Renar­det to the ma­gis­trate, “that the wretch hid or stole the clothes, yet left the body right in the open, in full view?”

			The oth­er was crafty and saga­cious. “Aha,” he answered, “pos­sibly a trick. This crime was com­mit­ted either by a brute or by a very sly dog. Any­how, we’ll soon find him all right.”

			The sound of car­riage wheels made them turn their heads. The deputy, the doc­tor, and the clerk of the po­lice sta­tion were ar­riv­ing. The search con­tin­ued, amid an­im­ated con­ver­sa­tion.

			Renar­det said sud­denly: “You know you’re all lunch­ing with me?”

			Every­one ac­cep­ted with smiles; the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, think­ing that they had had enough, for that day, of Ma­dame Roque’s little girl, turned to the may­or.

			“I can have the body taken to your house, can’t I? You have a room there where it can be kept till to­night.”

			The may­or was dis­tressed, and stammered: “Yes … no, no. To tell you the truth, I’d soon­er not have it … on ac­count of the ser­vants, you know. They’re already talk­ing of … of ghosts and things … in my tower, the tower of Renard. You know what it is. … I couldn’t get one to stay on. … No … I’d soon­er not have it in the house.”

			The ma­gis­trate smiled: “Very well. … I’ll get it taken straight to Roüy for the in­quest.” And turn­ing to the deputy, he said: “I may have the use of your car­riage, may I not?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			They all came back to the body. Ma­dame Roque was seated be­side her daugh­ter now, hold­ing her hand and star­ing in front of her with wild, blurred eyes. The two doc­tors tried to lead her away, so that she should not see the child taken from her. But she un­der­stood at once what they were about to do and, throw­ing her­self upon the body, seized it with both arms. Ly­ing be­side it, she shrieked: “You shan’t have it, it’s mine, mine, now. They’ve killed my child; I’ll keep her, you shan’t have her.”

			The men, dis­turbed and ir­res­ol­ute, stood round her. Renar­det went down on his knees to speak to her. “Listen, we must have her, so as to know who killed her. Oth­er­wise we shan’t know; we must find him to pun­ish him. You shall have her back when we’ve found him, I prom­ise you.”

			This reas­on moved her; hate burned in her crazed eyes. “Then he’ll be caught?” she said.

			“Yes, I prom­ise you he will.”

			She rose, de­term­ined to let them have their own way. But, hear­ing the cap­tain mur­mur, “Curi­ous that her clothes can’t be found,” a new and strange idea entered the peas­ant wo­man’s brain.

			“Where are her clothes?” she asked. “They’re mine, I want ’em. Where’ve they been put?”

			It was ex­plained to her that they were still lost, whereupon she per­sisted with des­pair­ing ob­stin­acy, weep­ing and moan­ing, de­mand­ing: “They’re mine, I want ’em. Where are they? I want ’em.”

			The more they tried to calm her, the more ob­stin­ately she sobbed. She did not want the body any longer, only the clothes, her daugh­ter’s clothes, per­haps less from ma­ter­nal af­fec­tion than from the blind cu­pid­ity of a wretch to whom a single coin rep­res­ents a for­tune.

			And when the little body, rolled in a wrap fetched from Renar­det’s house, dis­ap­peared in­to the car­riage, the old wo­man stood un­der the trees, sup­por­ted by the may­or and the cap­tain, and cried: “I’ve got noth­ing, noth­ing, noth­ing at all, noth­ing, not even her li’l bon­net! I’ve got noth­ing, noth­ing, noth­ing, not even her li’l bon­net!”

			The par­ish priest had now come on the scene; he was still quite young but already very plump. He un­der­took to get Moth­er Roque away, and they set off to­geth­er to­wards the vil­lage. The moth­er’s grief abated un­der the hon­eyed con­sol­a­tion of God’s ser­vant, who prom­ised her a thou­sand as­suage­ments. But she re­peated in­cess­antly: “If only I had her li’l bon­net,” cling­ing stu­pidly to this thought, which now com­pletely ob­sessed her.

			Renar­det shouted after them: “You’ll lunch with us, Fath­er? In an hour’s time.”

			The priest turned his head and replied: “Will­ingly, Mr. May­or. I’ll be there about twelve.”

			All the guests made their way to­wards the house that lif­ted over the trees its grey front and the great tower built be­side the Brin­dille.

			The meal was a long one: they talked about the crime. Every­one there held the same the­ory: it had been the work of some tramp, who had happened to wander that way while the child was bathing.

			Then the ma­gis­trates re­turned to Roüy, after an­noun­cing that they would re­turn early next day; the doc­tor and the par­ish priest went home, while Renar­det took a long walk through the mead­ows and came back to the copse, where he walked up and down un­til night­fall, with slow steps, his hands clasped be­hind his back.

			He went to bed very early and the next morn­ing he was still asleep when the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate entered his bed­room. He was rub­bing his hands, and his face ex­pressed great sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Ah,” he said, “you’re still in bed. Well, my dear fel­low, we’ve news this morn­ing.”

			The may­or sat up in bed.

			“What is it?”

			“Oh, an odd enough thing. You’ll re­mem­ber that yes­ter­day the moth­er was mak­ing a ter­rible fuss about want­ing some­thing to re­mind her of her daugh­ter, par­tic­u­larly her little bon­net. Well, when she opened her door this morn­ing, she found on the door­step the child’s two little wooden shoes. This proves that the crime was com­mit­ted by someone in the dis­trict, by someone who now feels sorry for her. Be­sides, post­man Médéric has brought me the dead girl’s thimble, knife, and needle-case. There’s no doubt that the man was car­ry­ing off her clothes to hide them when he dropped the things in the pock­et. For my part, I at­tach es­pe­cial im­port­ance to the in­cid­ent of the wooden shoes, which points to a de­gree of mor­al sens­ib­il­ity and a qual­ity of com­pas­sion in the mur­der­er. If you are ready, we will there­fore con­sider in turn the lead­ing people of your dis­trict.”

			The may­or got out of bed. He rang for hot wa­ter to shave him­self. “Very well,” he said, “but it will be a long job, and we can be­gin at once.”

			Mon­sieur Pictoin straddled across his chair, in­dul­ging his pas­sion for eques­tri­an ex­er­cises even in­doors.

			Renar­det, star­ing at him­self in the glass, was now cov­er­ing his chin with a white foam; then he drew his razor over the skin and went on: “The name of the lead­ing cit­izen of Carvelin is Joseph Renar­det, may­or, well-to-do landown­er, a hot-tempered man who beats keep­ers and drivers. …”

			The ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate laughed aloud: “That’s enough; go on to the next.”

			“The next in im­port­ance is Mon­sieur Pelledent, deputy may­or, cattle farm­er, quite as well-to-do a landown­er, a shrewd peas­ant, un­com­mon tricky, un­com­mon sharp in money mat­ters, but in my opin­ion in­cap­able of such a mon­strous crime.”

			“Next,” said Mon­sieur Pictoin.

			So Renar­det shaved and washed, and went through his in­spec­tion of the mor­als of all the in­hab­it­ants of Carvelin. After de­bat­ing for two hours, their sus­pi­cions nar­rowed down to three suf­fi­ciently du­bi­ous char­ac­ters: a poach­er called Cavalle, one Paquet who dealt in trout and crabs, and a cowherd called Clo­vis.

			
				II

				The in­vest­ig­a­tions went on all sum­mer: the crim­in­al was not dis­covered. The men sus­pec­ted and ar­res­ted were eas­ily able to prove their in­no­cence, and the po­lice had to aban­don their search for the guilty man.

				But this murder seemed in some strange fash­ion to have stirred the whole coun­tryside. An un­easy feel­ing lurked in people’s hearts, a vague fear, an in­ex­plic­able sense of ter­ror, sprung not only from the im­possib­il­ity of dis­cov­er­ing any clue, but also and in a spe­cial de­gree from that strange dis­cov­ery of the wooden shoes at Moth­er Roque’s door­step on the next morn­ing. The cer­tainty that the mur­der­er had been present at the dis­cus­sions, that he must still be liv­ing in the vil­lage, haunted and ob­sessed all minds, seemed to hov­er over the coun­tryside like a per­petu­al men­ace.

				The copse, be­sides, had be­come a ter­ri­fy­ing place, it was avoided, and they be­lieved it haunted. Be­fore the murder, the vil­la­gers used to walk there every Sunday af­ter­noon. They sat on the moss be­low great tall trees, or wandered con­ten­tedly along the stream, peer­ing at the trout glid­ing un­der the grasses. The lads played at bowls, skittles, cork pool, and ball in spe­cial places which they had taken for them­selves, lev­el­ling the ground and tread­ing it down hard and firm; and the girls walked up and down, arms linked, in groups of four and five, twit­ter­ing their vil­lage ro­mances in shrill voices that grated on the ear: the tune­less notes shivered the quiet air and set the listen­ers’ teeth on edge like drops of vin­eg­ar. Nowadays the vil­la­gers ven­tured no more un­der the high thick vault, as if they ex­pec­ted to find dead bod­ies ly­ing there every day.

				Au­tumn came, the leaves were fall­ing. Day and night they fell, curled and flut­ter­ing, twirl­ing as they came down past the great trees. Some­times, when a gust of wind swept over the tops of the trees, the slow cease­less rain grew sud­denly heav­ier and be­came a con­fused and rush­ing down­pour cov­er­ing the moss with a thick yel­low car­pet that crackled faintly un­der the feet. The al­most in­aud­ible mur­mur­ing, the flut­ter­ing cease­less mur­mur of their fall­ing, so sweet and so sad, seemed a lament, and these ever-drop­ping leaves seemed tears, great tears poured out by the great sad trees weep­ing day and night for the end of the year, for the end of warm dawns and quiet dusks, for the end of hot breezes and blaz­ing suns, and per­haps too for the crime they had seen com­mit­ted un­der their shad­ow, for the child vi­ol­ated and killed at their feet. They wept in the si­lence of the deser­ted empty wood, the shunned for­saken wood, where the soul, the little soul of the dead child surely wandered, lonely.

				Tawny and angry-look­ing, swollen by the storms, the Brin­dille ran swifter between its dried-up banks, between two rows of slender bare wil­lows.

				Sud­denly Renar­det took to walk­ing in the copse again. Every day at night­fall he left his house, slowly des­cen­ded the steps of the ter­race, and dis­ap­peared between the trees with a dreamy air, his hands in his pock­ets. He strode for a long time over the soft wet moss, while an army of crows who had gathered from the coun­try round to nest in the lofty tree­tops, swept out across the sky like a vast mourn­ing veil float­ing in the wind, with a mon­strous sin­is­ter clam­our.

				Some­times they settled, a horde of black spots clustered on the tangled branches against the red sky, the bloodred sky of an au­tumn twi­light. Then all at once they flew off again, caw­ing fren­ziedly and spread­ing above the wood again the long sombre line of fly­ing wings.

				They sank at last in the highest tops and little by little ceased their cry­ing while the ad­van­cing dark­ness merged their black feath­ers with the black­ness of the hol­low night.

				Still Renar­det wandered slowly un­der the trees; then, when the shad­ows drew so thickly down that he could no longer walk about, he re­turned home and fell heav­ily in­to his big chair be­fore the glow­ing chim­neypiece, stretch­ing to­wards the hearth damp feet that steamed in front of the flames for hours.

				Then, one morn­ing, start­ling news ran through the coun­tryside: the may­or had giv­en or­ders to cut down his copse.

				Twenty wood­cut­ters were already at work. They had be­gun with the corner nearest the house, and un­der the mas­ter’s eye were pro­gress­ing at a great rate.

				First of all, the men who were to lop off the branches scrambled up the trunk.

				Fastened to the tree by a rope round their bod­ies, they first take a grip of it with their arms, then raise one leg and drive the steel spike fixed to the soles of their boots firmly in­to the trunk. The point pierces the tree, and is wedged there, and as if he were walk­ing the man raises him­self and drives in the spike of the oth­er foot: then he sup­ports him­self on this one and makes a fresh ad­vance with the first foot.

				And at each step he car­ries high­er the rope that holds him to the tree; at his waist the steel hatchet dangles and glit­ters. He climbs gently and stead­ily like a para­site an­im­al at­tack­ing a gi­ant, he mounts clum­sily up the vast column, twist­ing his arm round it and dig­ging in his spurs to raise him­self high enough to de­cap­it­ate it.

				As soon as he reaches the first branches, he stops, de­taches the sharp ax from his thigh, and strikes. He strikes with slow reg­u­lar blows, sever­ing the limb close to the trunk; and all of a sud­den the branch cracks, bends, hangs, tears apart, and rushes down, brush­ing past the sur­round­ing trees in its fall. Then it is dashed on the earth with a crash of shattered wood, and for a long time all its smal­lest twigs quiver and shake.

				The earth is covered with fallen branches that the rest of the men take and saw in­to smal­ler pieces, fasten­ing them in bundles and pil­ing them in heaps, while the trees still left stand­ing look like mon­strous pil­lars of wood, gi­gant­ic stakes am­pu­tated and shorn by the sharp steel of the axes.

				And when the last branch has fallen, the wood­man leaves the noose of rope he has car­ried up with him fastened to the peak of the straight slender pil­lar; then, dig­ging in his spurs, he climbs down the pil­laged trunk and the wood­cut­ters pro­ceed to at­tack it at the foot, strik­ing heavy blows that echo all through the forest.

				When the cut at the foot seems deep enough, a num­ber of men haul on the rope fastened to the top, shout­ing all to­geth­er with each heave, and the great mast sud­denly cracks and falls to the earth with the hol­low vi­brat­ing roar of a dis­tant can­non-shot.

				And day by day the wood grew less, los­ing its felled trees as an army loses its sol­diers.

				Renar­det nev­er left it; he stayed there from morn­ing to even­ing, im­mob­ile, his hands clasped be­hind his back, con­tem­plat­ing the slow death of his forest. When a tree had fallen, he placed his foot on it as if it were a dead body. Then he turned his gaze to the next with a kind of secret and dis­pas­sion­ate im­pa­tience, as if he ex­pec­ted some­thing, hoped for some­thing to come of this mas­sacre.

				Mean­while, they drew near the place where little Roque had been found. They came to it at last, one even­ing, at dusk.

				As the shad­ows were draw­ing down un­der a darkened sky, the wood­cut­ters wanted to stop work, and put off un­til to­mor­row the felling of an enorm­ous beech, but the own­er re­fused to al­low it and in­sisted that they should forth­with lop off its branches and haul down the mon­strous tree that had lent its shad­ow to the crime.

				When the man had stripped it bare of all its branches and made it ready for its doom, when the wood­cut­ters had un­der­mined its base, five men began to haul on the rope fastened to the sum­mit.

				The tree res­isted; hacked half through as it was, the power­ful trunk was ri­gid as an iron girder. The work­men, ly­ing right back on the rope, pulled all to­geth­er, heav­ing stead­ily, and ac­com­pan­ied every pull with a breath­less shout.

				Two wood­cut­ters stood near the gi­ant, grasp­ing their axes, like two ex­e­cu­tion­ers ready to strike an­oth­er blow, and Renar­det, mo­tion­less, his hand on the bark, waited for the fall in the grip of a nervous agit­a­tion.

				One of the men said to him: “You are stand­ing too close, Mr. May­or; when it falls, you might get hurt.”

				He neither replied nor drew back; he looked pre­pared to fling him­self upon the beech with both arms and throw it like a wrest­ler throw­ing his man.

				At the foot of the great wooden column, there was a sud­den rend­ing that seemed to run through it to the very top like a mourn­ful shud­der; and it swayed a little, on the verge of fall­ing, but res­ist­ing still.

				With tense bod­ies and strain­ing arms, the men gave an­oth­er and migh­ti­er heave; and as the shattered tree swayed over, Renar­det made a sud­den step for­ward, then stopped, his shoulders braced to take the in­ev­it­able shock, the fatal shock that would crush him to the ground.

				But the tree, fall­ing a little to one side, only grazed his body, fling­ing him face down­wards five yards away.

				The work­men rushed for­ward to lift him up; he had already raised him­self on his knees; he was dazed, with eyes star­ing wildly, and he drew his hand across his fore­head as if he had come to his senses after an ac­cess of mad­ness.

				When they had helped him to his feet, the as­ton­ished men ques­tioned him, un­able to un­der­stand what he had done. Stam­mer­ing, he told them that for a mo­ment he had lost his head, or, rather, slipped for a second back in­to his child­hood, and he had ima­gined that he had time to cross be­neath the tree as young­sters rush across in front of hur­ry­ing car­riages, that he had played at tak­ing risks, that for a week he had felt the de­sire to do it grow­ing in him, and every time a tree cracked as it fell had wondered if one could run un­der it without be­ing touched. It was a fool’s trick, he ad­mit­ted; but every­one has these mo­ments of in­san­ity and these pu­erile and idi­ot­ic tempta­tions.

				He ex­plained all this very slowly in a muffled voice, hes­it­at­ing for words; then he went off, say­ing: “We’ll be here again to­mor­row, my men, to­mor­row.”

				As soon as he reached his room, he sat down at his table, flooded with light re­flec­ted from the shade of the lamp, and wept, his face between his hands.

				He wept for a long time, then he dried his eyes, lif­ted his head, and looked at his clock. It was not yet six. He thought: “I have time be­fore din­ner,” and he went and locked his door. Then he came back and sat down again at his table. He pulled out the middle draw­er, took a re­volver from in­side, and placed it on his pa­pers, in the full glare of the lamp. The steel of the weapon gleamed, and threw out flashes of light like flames.

				Renar­det stared at it for a time with the un­cer­tain eye of a drunk­en man; then he stood up and began to walk about.

				He walked from one end of the room to the oth­er, and from time to time he stopped, to be­gin again at once. Sud­denly he opened the door of his din­ing room, soaked a nap­kin in the wa­ter jug, and wiped his fore­head, as he had done on the morn­ing of the crime. Then he began to walk about again. Every time he walked past his table, the shin­ing weapon at­trac­ted his glance, al­most fit­ted it­self in­to his hand; but he kept his eye on the clock and thought: “I have still time.”

				Half past six struck. Then he grasped the re­volver, and, his face twis­ted in­to a hor­rible grim­ace, he opened his mouth and thrust the bar­rel in­side as if he wanted to swal­low it. He stood so for some mo­ments, mo­tion­less, fin­ger on the trig­ger; then, seized with a sud­den shud­der­ing hor­ror, he spat the pis­tol out on to the car­pet.

				He dropped in­to his chair, shaken with sobs: “I can’t. I dar­en’t. My God, my God! What shall I do to get the cour­age to kill my­self?”

				There was a knock at the door; he leaped to his feet in a frenzy. A ser­vant said: “Din­ner is ready, sir.” “Very well,” he answered, “I’m com­ing down.”

				So he picked up the weapon, shut it away in the draw­er again, then looked at him­self in the glass over the chim­neypiece to as­sure him­self that his face was not too con­vulsed. He was flushed, as al­ways, a little more flushed per­haps. That was all. He went down­stairs and sat down to din­ner.

				He ate slowly, like a man anxious to pro­long a meal, anxious not to be left alone with him­self. Then he smoked sev­er­al pipes in the din­ing room while the table was cleared. Then he went back to his room.

				As soon as he had shut him­self in it, he looked un­der his bed, opened every cup­board, ex­plored every corner, moved every piece of fur­niture to look be­hind it. After that he lit the wax candles on the chim­neypiece, and swung round time and again, his eyes peer­ing in­to every corner of the room in an agony of fear that dis­tor­ted his face, for he knew that he would as­suredly see, as every night he saw, little Roque, the little girl he had vi­ol­ated and after strangled.

				Every night, the hor­rible scene en­acted it­self. It began with a sort of mut­ter­ing in his ears, like the noise of a grind­ing-ma­chine or the sound of a dis­tant train cross­ing a bridge. Then his breath came in gasps; he stifled, and had to un­but­ton the col­lar of his shirt, and his belt. He walked about to stir the blood in his veins, he tried to read, he tried to sing; it was all in vain; willy-nilly, his mind went back to the day of the murder and forced him to live it over again in every secret de­tail, and to suf­fer again all its most vi­ol­ent emo­tions from the first minute of the day to the last.

				When he rose that morn­ing, the morn­ing of that dread­ful day, he had felt a slight dizzi­ness and a head­ache which he at­trib­uted to the heat, and for that reas­on re­mained in his room un­til he was called for lunch. The meal over, he had taken a nap; then, to­wards the end of the af­ter­noon, he had gone out to en­joy the fresh and cool­ing breeze un­der the trees of the copse.

				But as soon as he was out­side the house, the heavy burn­ing air of the flat coun­tryside op­pressed him more than ever. The sun, still high in heav­en, poured floods of blaz­ing sun­shine down on the burnt-up earth, dry and dy­ing of thirst. No breath of wind stirred the leaves. Beasts, birds, even the grasshop­pers were si­lent. Renar­det reached the great trees and began to walk over the moss where a faint fresh odour rose from the Brin­dille un­der the vast roof of branches. But he felt ill at ease. It seemed to him that an un­known in­vis­ible hand was clutch­ing his throat; and he hardly thought of any­thing, hav­ing at all times very few ideas in his head. Only, a vague thought had been ob­sess­ing him for three months, the thought of mar­ry­ing again. He suffered from a sol­it­ary life, suffered in body and soul. Ac­cus­tomed for ten years to feel a wo­man near him, ac­cus­tomed to her con­stant pres­ence, to her daily em­brace, he felt the need, a con­fused and over­mas­ter­ing need, of her per­petu­al near­ness and her ha­bitu­al kiss. Since Ma­dame Renar­det’s death, he suffered all the time, hardly un­der­stand­ing why; he suffered be­cause he missed her dress brush­ing past his leg every hour of the day, and es­pe­cially be­cause he could no longer find peace and ease of body in her arms. He had been a wid­ower for barely six months and already he was look­ing round the neigh­bour­hood for some young girl or some wid­ow he might marry when his peri­od of mourn­ing was at an end.

				His soul was chaste, but it was housed in the power­ful body of a Her­cules, and car­nal vis­ions began to trouble his sleep and the hours when he lay awake. He drove them from him; they re­turned; and now and then he mur­mured, smil­ing to him­self: “I’m a Saint An­thony, I am.”

				On this par­tic­u­lar morn­ing he had had sev­er­al of these per­sist­ent vis­ions, and a sud­den de­sire seized him to bathe in the Brin­dille to re­fresh him­self and cool the heat of his blood.

				A little farther on, he knew a wide deep stretch of river where the coun­try folk some­times came to dip them­selves in sum­mer. He went there.

				Thick-grown wil­lows hid this clear pool, where the cur­rent paused and drowsed a little be­fore rush­ing on again. As he drew near, Renar­det thought he heard a slight sound, a faint lap­ping sound which was not the river lap­ping against its banks. He par­ted the leaves care­fully and looked through. A very young girl, quite na­ked, show­ing white through the trans­lu­cent wa­ter, was splash­ing the wa­ter with both hands, mak­ing little dan­cing move­ments in the wa­ter, turn­ing and sway­ing with gra­cile ges­tures. She was no longer a child, and she was not yet a wo­man grown; she was plump and shapely, and had with­al the air of a pre­co­cious child, de­veloped bey­ond her years, al­most ma­ture. He did not stir, trans­fixed with amazement and a dread­ful pain, the breath strangled in his throat by a strange and poignant emo­tion. He stood there, his heart beat­ing as if one of his sen­su­al dreams had just come to life, as if an evil faery had con­jured up be­fore him this dis­turb­ing and too youth­ful creature, this little peas­ant Venus, rising from the ripples of the stream as that oth­er di­viner Venus from the sea waves.

				The child fin­ished her bathe sud­denly; she did not see him, and came to­wards him to get her clothes and dress her­self. As she came near­er and near­er to him, tak­ing little del­ic­ate steps to avoid the sharp stones, he felt him­self driv­en to­wards her by an ir­res­ist­ible force, a mad an­im­al lust that pricked his flesh, filled his mind with mad­ness, and made him tremble from head to foot.

				For a mo­ment she stood still be­hind the wil­low where he was hid­ing. Then he lost all self-con­trol, and, part­ing the branches, he flung him­self on her and seized her in his arms. She fell down, too ter­ri­fied to res­ist, too stunned to call out, and he pos­sessed her without real­ising what he was do­ing.

				He woke from his crim­in­al mad­ness like a man wak­ing from a night­mare. The child began to cry.

				“Hush,” he said, “hush then. I’ll give you some money.”

				But she did not listen; she went on sob­bing.

				He began again: “Now hush then. Hush then. Hush then.”

				She screamed and writhed in the ef­fort to es­cape.

				Ab­ruptly he real­ised that he was lost; and he seized her by the throat to si­lence on her lips those ter­rible rend­ing sounds. As she went on strug­gling with the des­per­ate strength of a creature try­ing to fly from death, he tightened his great hand on the little throat swell­ing with her cries, and so sav­agely did he grip her that he had strangled her in a few seconds without ever dream­ing of killing her, want­ing only to si­lence her.

				Then he got to his feet, dazed with hor­ror.

				She lay stretched out be­fore him, stained with blood, and her face black. He was on the point of rush­ing away, when the con­fused mys­ter­i­ous in­stinct that prompts all hu­man be­ings in their mo­ments of per­il, stirred in his dis­traught mind.

				He was about to throw the body in the wa­ter, but a second im­pulse drove him to make a small par­cel of the clothes. He had some string in his pock­ets, and he tied it up and hid it in the stream in a deep hole un­der the trunk of a tree whose foot was washed by the wa­ters of the Brin­dille.

				Then he strode rap­idly away, reached the mead­ows, made a wide de­tour in or­der to be seen by the peas­ants liv­ing far from the place at the oth­er side of the dis­trict, and re­turned home for din­ner at the usu­al hour, telling his ser­vants where his walk had taken him.

				That night he slept; he fell in­to a pro­found sod­den sleep, such a sleep as must some­times vis­it men con­demned to death. He did not open his eyes un­til the first gleams of dawn, and, tor­tured by fear of the dis­cov­ery of the hideous crime, lay wait­ing for the hour at which he al­ways rose.

				Af­ter­wards he had to be present at all the in­vest­ig­a­tions. He went through these like a somn­am­bu­list, in a half-crazed state in which he saw men and things like the fig­ments of a dream, his clouded mind hardly con­scious, in the grip of that sense of un­real­ity which op­presses all our fac­ulties in times of ap­palling dis­aster.

				Noth­ing but the moth­er’s ag­on­ised cry found its way to his heart. At that mo­ment he was ready to fling him­self at the old wo­man’s knees and cry: “I did it.” But he stifled the im­pulse. He did, how­ever, go dur­ing the night to fish out the dead girl’s sabots and carry them to her moth­er’s door­step.

				So long as the in­quest las­ted, and so long as he had to dir­ect and mis­lead justice, he was calm, mas­ter of him­self, cun­ning and smil­ing. With the ma­gis­trates he dis­cussed pla­cidly all the the­or­ies which they con­ceived, dis­puted their opin­ions, con­foun­ded their reas­on­ing. He even found a cer­tain bit­ter and mel­an­choly pleas­ure in up­set­ting their ex­am­in­a­tions of the ac­cused, in con­fus­ing their ideas on the sub­ject, and prov­ing the in­no­cence of the men they sus­pec­ted.

				But from the very day when the in­quir­ies were giv­en up, he be­came gradu­ally more nervous, more ex­cit­able than ever be­fore, care­fully as he con­trolled his bursts of rage. Sud­den noises made him start fear­fully; he shuddered at the least thing, some­times shak­ing from head to foot when a fly settled on his face. Then an over­mas­ter­ing de­sire for move­ment seized on him, im­pelled him to long, vi­ol­ent walks, kept him walk­ing about his room through whole nights.

				It was not that he was torn with re­morse. His gross and un­reas­on­ing mind was not sus­cept­ible to any re­fine­ment of sen­ti­ment or mor­al fear. A man of ac­tion, even a vi­ol­ent man, born to fight, to rav­age conquered coun­tries and mas­sacre the conquered, full of the sav­age in­stincts of the hunter and the sol­dier, he had little or no re­spect for hu­man life. Al­though for polit­ic­al reas­ons he sup­por­ted the Church, he be­lieved neither in God nor the dev­il, and con­sequently did not look to any life after death for either pun­ish­ment or re­ward for his deeds in this life. He be­lieved in noth­ing but a vague philo­sophy made up of all the no­tions of the en­cyc­lo­paed­ists of the pre­vi­ous cen­tury; and he re­garded Re­li­gion as a mor­al sanc­tion of the Law, both of them hav­ing been in­ven­ted by men to reg­u­late so­cial re­la­tion­ships.

				To kill a man in a duel, or in war, or in a quar­rel, or by ac­ci­dent, or for re­venge, or even in an am­bush, he found an amus­ing and laud­able af­fair, and it would have left no more im­pres­sion on his mind than a shot fired at a hare; but the murder of this child had stirred the very depths of his heart. He had done the deed in a mad­ness of un­con­trol­lable lust, in some­thing like a storm of phys­ic­al de­sire that swept aside his reas­on. And he had kept still in his heart, kept in his flesh, kept on his lips, kept even in his mur­der­ous fin­gers, some­thing like a gross and bru­tal love and a fright­ful hor­ror of this young girl sur­prised and foully killed by him. His thoughts re­curred per­petu­ally to the hor­rible scene; and al­though he com­pelled him­self to dis­miss the vis­ion, al­though he re­jec­ted it in ter­ror and dis­gust, he felt it wan­der­ing in his mind, twist­ing in his thoughts, wait­ing re­lent­lessly for the chance to re­appear.

				Then he grew afraid of the even­ings, afraid of the dark­ness creep­ing round him. He did not know yet why he found the shad­ows ter­ri­fy­ing; but he had an in­stinct­ive dread of them; he felt that they were peopled with fright­ful things. The light of day did not en­cour­age hor­rors. Things and creatures alike were clearly vis­ible in it; moreover, only such things and creatures as can show them­selves in full light are ever en­countered by day. But night, shad­owy night, thick­er than walls and empty, in­fin­ite night, so black, so vast, was filled with fright­ful things that brushed his skin in passing; he felt that a mys­ter­i­ous hor­ror was abroad and rov­ing about at night, and he thought the dark­ness hid an un­known danger, im­min­ent and threat­en­ing. What was it?

				Be­fore long he knew. Late one sleep­less night, as he sat in his chair, he thought he saw the cur­tains at his win­dow move. He waited, un­easy, with a beat­ing heart; the hangings stirred no more; then, all at once, they shook again; at least he thought they shook. He dared not rise from his chair; he did not dare even to breathe; and yet he was a brave man; he had fought many times and he would have re­joiced at find­ing thieves in the house.

				Had the cur­tains really moved? He asked him­self the ques­tion, afraid that his eyes were play­ing him tricks. Be­sides, it was the very least move­ment, a faint quiver of the drapery, a sort of trem­bling of the folds rather than such a lift­ing move­ment as the wind makes. Renar­det sat there with star­ing eyes and out­thrust neck; and ab­ruptly, ashamed of his fear, he stood up, took four steps, seized the hangings in both hands and drew them wide apart. At first he saw noth­ing but the black panes, as black as squares of gleam­ing ink. Night, the vast im­pass­able space of night, stretched bey­ond them to the un­seen ho­ri­zon. He stood thus look­ing out on to il­lim­it­able dark­ness; and sud­denly he no­ticed a gleam, a gleam that moved and seemed a long way off. Then he pressed his face against the glass, think­ing that a crab-fish­er must be poach­ing in the Brin­dille, for it was past mid­night, and this gleam was mov­ing along the edge of the wa­ter un­der the trees of the copse. Renar­det was still un­able to make it out and he shaded his eyes with his hands; in a flash the gleam be­came a bright light, and he saw little Roque na­ked and bleed­ing on the moss.

				He shrank back, con­vulsed with hor­ror, hurl­ing his chair aside and fall­ing on his back. He lay there for some minutes, his brain reel­ing, then he sat up and began to re­flect. He had had an hal­lu­cin­a­tion, that was all, an hal­lu­cin­a­tion caused by noth­ing more alarm­ing than a night rob­ber prowl­ing along the edge of the stream with his lan­tern. What could be less sur­pris­ing, in­deed, than that the memory of his crime should some­times call up in his mind the im­age of the dead girl?

				He got up, drank a glass of wa­ter, and seated him­self in his chair. He thought: “What shall I do, if it be­gins again?” And it would be­gin again: he felt it, he was sure of it. Even now the win­dow was tempt­ing him to lift his eyes, call­ing to them, draw­ing them. He turned his chair round so that he should not see it; then he took up a book and tried to read; but soon he thought he heard some­thing mov­ing be­hind him, and he swung his chair round vi­ol­ently on one leg. The cur­tain was mov­ing again; there was no doubt this time that it had moved; he could doubt it no longer; he rushed at it and grasped it so vi­ol­ently that he tore it down, rod and all, then he pressed his face des­per­ately against the pane. There was noth­ing to see. All out­side was dark; and he drew his breath again as gladly as a man res­cued from im­min­ent death.

				Then he went back and sat down again; but al­most at once he was seized with a de­sire to look out of the win­dow again. Now that the cur­tain was down, it looked like a shad­owy hole open­ing on to the darkened coun­tryside; it fas­cin­ated and ter­ri­fied him. To keep him­self from yield­ing to this fatal tempta­tion, he un­dressed, blew out his light, lay down in bed, and closed his eyes.

				Hot and wet with sweat, he lay there stiff on his back and waited for sleep. Sud­denly a bright light fell on his eye­lids. He opened them, think­ing the house was on fire. All was dark, and he lif­ted him­self on one el­bow, and tried to make out the win­dow that still beckoned him re­lent­lessly. Strain­ing his eyes to see it, he saw at last a few stars; and he got out of bed, groped across the room, found the win­dowpanes with his out­stretched hands, and res­ted his fore­head against them. There be­low, un­der the trees, the body of the young girl shone with a phos­phor­es­cent glow, light­ing up the shad­ows round it.

				With a great cry, Renar­det rushed back to his bed, where he re­mained un­til morn­ing, his head hid­den un­der the pil­low.

				From that night, his life was in­tol­er­able. His days were filled with dread of his nights; and every night the vis­ion came again. As soon as he had shut him­self in his room, he tried to struggle against it; but in vain. An ir­res­ist­ible force dragged him to his feet and thrust him to the win­dow as if to sum­mon the phantom, and he saw it at once, ly­ing at first in the place where he had com­mited the crime, ly­ing with arms out­stretched and legs apart, just as the body had lain when it was found. Then the dead child rose and drew near with little del­ic­ate steps, just as the child had done when she came out of the river. She drew near, very lightly, her straight small limbs mov­ing over the grass and the car­pet of droop­ing flowers; then she rose in the air to­wards Renar­det’s win­dow. She came to­wards him, as she had come on the day of the crime, to­wards her mur­der­er. The man drew back be­fore the ap­par­i­tion, he drew back as far as his bed and there col­lapsed, well know­ing that the little girl had come in and now was stand­ing be­hind the cur­tain that would move in a mo­ment. He watched the cur­tain un­til day­break, with star­ing eyes, wait­ing all the time to see his vic­tim emerge. But she did not show her­self any more; she stayed there, be­hind the hangings, and now and then a faint trem­bling shook them. Renar­det, his fin­gers twis­ted in the bed­clothes, gripped them as he had gripped little Roque’s throat. He listened to the strik­ing of the hours: in the si­lence he heard the tick­ing of his clock and the loud beat­ing of his heart. And he suffered, poor wretch, more than any man had ever suffered be­fore.

				Then, when a streak of light crept across the ceil­ing and an­nounced the com­ing of day, he felt him­self re­leased, alone at last, alone in his room; and he lay down to sleep. He slept now for some hours, a rest­less fevered sleep, and of­ten in his dreams he again saw the fright­ful vis­ion of his wak­ing nights.

				Af­ter­wards, when he came down­stairs for lunch, he felt bowed down like a man who has been en­dur­ing the most ex­haust­ing la­bour; he ate little, per­petu­ally haunted by dread of what he would see when night fell again.

				At the same time he knew quite well that it was not an ap­par­i­tion, that the dead do not re­turn, and that it was his sick mind, ob­sessed by one thought and by one un­for­get­table memory, and only his mind that evoked the dead child it­self had raised from the dead, had summoned and had set be­fore his eyes, branded as they were with an in­ef­face­able sight. But he knew too that he would not be made whole again, that he would nev­er es­cape from the fright­ful lash of this memory, and he de­term­ined to die rather than en­dure these tor­ments any longer.

				He began to seek a means of killing him­self. He wanted to find some simple nat­ur­al way that would not rouse sus­pi­cions of a sui­cide. For he val­ued his repu­ta­tion and the name handed down by his an­cest­ors, and if people found the man­ner of his death sus­pi­cious they would cer­tainly re­call the in­ex­plic­able crime, and the un­dis­covered mur­der­er, and it would not be long be­fore they were ac­cus­ing him of the vile deed.

				A strange thought came in­to his head: he would have him­self crushed to death by the tree at whose foot he had killed little Roque. So he de­cided to have his copse cut down, and to stage an ac­ci­dent. But the beech re­fused to break his back.

				Back in his house, he had en­dured a fright­ful des­pair; he had seized his re­volver and then he had been afraid to fire.

				Din­ner­time came, he had eaten, and then come up­stairs again. And he did not know what he was go­ing to do. After es­cap­ing once, he felt a cow­ard now. In that mo­ment by the beech, he was ready, strengthened, res­ol­ute, mas­ter of his cour­age and his de­term­in­a­tion; now he was weak and as afraid of death as of the dead.

				He stammered: “I dar­en’t do it now, I dar­en’t do it now,” and he looked with equal hor­ror at the weapon on the table and the cur­tain that hid his win­dow. He thought too that some fright­ful thing would have happened as soon as life had left him. Some thing? What? Per­haps he would have met her again? She was spy­ing on him, wait­ing for him, call­ing him, and it was be­cause she wanted to trap him now, to take him in the snare of her re­venge and force him to die that she showed her­self to him like this every even­ing.

				He began to cry like a child, re­peat­ing: “I dar­en’t do it now, I dar­en’t do it now.” Then he fell on his knees, stam­mer­ing: “My God, my God!” He did not be­lieve in God, for all that. And now he dared neither look at the win­dow where he knew the ap­par­i­tion crouched, nor at the table on which his re­volver lay gleam­ing.

				He stood up again and said aloud: “This can’t go on, I must put an end to it.” A shud­der of fear ran through his limbs at the sound of his voice in the si­lent room; but he de­cided to make no more res­ol­u­tions, know­ing too well that the fin­gers of his hand would al­ways re­fuse to press the trig­ger of the weapon, and so he took refuge with his head un­der the bed­clothes, and con­sidered what to do.

				He must find some ex­pedi­ent that would com­pel him to die, he must plan a trick against him­self that would re­move every pos­sib­il­ity of fur­ther hes­it­a­tion, delay, or re­gret. He en­vied the con­demned led to the scaf­fold in a guard of sol­diers. Oh, if he could but im­plore someone to shoot him, if he could but con­fess his state of mind, con­fess his crime to some friend who would nev­er di­vulge it, and take at his hands the boon of death! But from what man could he ask so ter­rible a ser­vice? What man? He sought among all the men he knew. The doc­tor? No. Wouldn’t he be sure to tell the whole story later? And all at once a fant­ast­ic thought flashed across his mind. He would write to the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate, who was his in­tim­ate friend, and de­nounce him­self. He would tell him everything in the let­ter, the crime, the tor­tures he en­dured, his res­ol­u­tion to die, his hes­it­a­tion, and the means he was em­ploy­ing to stim­u­late his weak­en­ing cour­age. He would beg him in the name of their old friend­ship to des­troy the let­ter as soon as the news was brought him that the guilty man had done justice on him­self. Renar­det could count on the ma­gis­trate, he knew him stead­fast, dis­creet, ab­so­lutely in­cap­able of a care­less speech. He was one of those men whose in­flex­ible con­science is con­trolled and dir­ec­ted and ordered by pure reas­on.

				The plan had hardly taken shape in his mind when a fant­ast­ic joy flooded his heart. Now he was at peace. He would write his let­ter, leis­urely, then when day broke he would put it in the box nailed to the wall of his farm, then he would climb to the top of his tower so that he could see the post­man come, and when that blue-bloused man had gone, he would throw him­self head first on to the rocks from which rose the found­a­tions of the tower. He would take care to be seen first by the work­men who were cut­ting down his wood. Then he would climb out on to the jut­ting plat­form that car­ried the flag­staff for the flags on hol­i­days. He would break the flag­staff with a sud­den shake and crash to the ground along with it. Who would doubt that it was an ac­ci­dent? And con­sid­er­ing his weight and the height of the tower, he would be killed on the spot.

				He rose from his bed at once, went to his table, and began to write; he for­got noth­ing, no de­tail of the crime, no de­tail of his life of agony, no de­tail of the tor­tures his heart had en­dured, and he ended by de­clar­ing that he had sen­tenced him­self to death, that he was go­ing to ex­ecute the crim­in­al, and he begged his friend, his old friend, to take care that no one ever in­sul­ted his memory.

				As he fin­ished the let­ter, he saw that day had come. He closed it, sealed it, wrote the ad­dress, then walked lightly down­stairs and al­most ran to the little white box nailed to the wall at the corner of the farm. The pa­per was heavy in his hand; he dropped it in­side the box, came quickly back, drew the bolts of the great door, and climbed to the top of his tower to wait for the com­ing and go­ing of the post­man who would carry away his death sen­tence.

				Now he felt calm, set free, saved!

				A cold dry wind, an icy wind blew in his face. He drew a deep greedy breath, his mouth open, drink­ing in its bit­ter caress. The sky was red, with the fiery red of a winter sky, and all the white frost-bound plain glittered in the early rays as though it were powdered with crushed glass. Up­right, bare­headed, Renar­det looked out over the wide coun­tryside; there were mead­ows on his left hand, and on his right lay the vil­lage; from its chim­neys spir­als of smoke rose from the fires lit for break­fast.

				He saw the Brin­dille run­ning be­low him, between the rocks where he would very soon lie crushed. He felt new­born in this lovely frozen dawn, full of vigour and full of life. He was bathed in light, wrapped round in it, filled with it as with hope. A thou­sand memor­ies as­sailed him, memor­ies of oth­er such morn­ings, of swift walks over the hard earth that rang un­der his feet, of good sport on the edge of the marshes where the wild duck nes­ted. All the pleas­ant things he loved, the pleas­ant things of life, rushed through his memory, stabbed him with fresh de­sires, woke all the sharp ap­pet­ites of his power­ful act­ive body.

				And he was go­ing to die? Why? Was he go­ing to kill him­self vi­ol­ently be­cause he was afraid of a shad­ow? Afraid of noth­ing? He was rich and still young. What mad­ness! All he needed to help him to for­get was some dis­trac­tion, to go away for a while, to travel. This very night he had not seen the child, be­cause his mind had been pre­oc­cu­pied and lost it­self in oth­er thoughts. Per­haps he would nev­er see her again? And if she con­tin­ued to haunt him in this house, she would cer­tainly not fol­low him any­where else. The earth was wide and the fu­ture long. Why should he die?

				His glance wandered over the mead­ows, and he caught sight of a blue patch in the path that ran by the Brin­dille. It was Médéric com­ing to de­liv­er the let­ters from town and take away the vil­lage let­ters.

				Renar­det star­ted vi­ol­ently as a pang of grief ran through him, and he rushed down the wind­ing stair­case to take back his let­ter, to make the post­man give it to him. Little he cared now wheth­er he was seen or not; he ran across the grass covered with the frozen crys­tals of the night’s frosts and he reached the box at the corner of the farm at the same mo­ment as the post­man.

				The man had opened the little wooden box and was tak­ing out sev­er­al let­ters put there by the people of the par­ish.

				“Good day, Médéric,” Renar­det said to him.

				“Good day, Mr. May­or.”

				“I say, Médéric, I’ve dropped a let­ter in the box that I want. I’ve come to ask you to give it me back.”

				“Cer­tainly, Mr. May­or, I’ll give it to you.”

				And the post­man raised his eyes. He was thun­der­struck at the sight of Renar­det’s face; his cheeks were purple, his eyes were rest­less, black-rimmed, and sunk in his head, his hair wild, his beard tangled, his tie awry. It was evid­ent that he had not been to bed.

				“Are you ill, Mr. May­or?” the man de­man­ded.

				The oth­er man real­ised in a flash that he must present an odd ap­pear­ance; he be­came con­fused and stammered: “No … no. It’s only that I jumped out of bed to ask you for that let­ter. … I was asleep. … Don’t you see?”

				A vague sus­pi­cion crossed the old sol­diers’ mind.

				“What let­ter?” he answered.

				“The one you’re go­ing to give me back.”

				Médéric was hes­it­at­ing now; he did not think the may­or’s man­ner was nat­ur­al. Per­haps there was a secret, a polit­ic­al secret in the let­ter. He knew that Renar­det was not a re­pub­lic­an, and he knew all about the queer shifts and all about the un­der­hand deal­ings in use at elec­tions.

				“Who’s this let­ter ad­dressed to?” he de­man­ded.

				“To Mon­sieur Pictoin, the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate. You know him quite well, my friend Mon­sieur Pictoin.”

				The post­man sought among the let­ters and found the one he was be­ing asked to re­turn. Then he began to scru­tin­ise it, turn­ing it over and over in his fin­gers, very per­plexed, very dis­turbed between his fear of com­mit­ting a ser­i­ous fault and his fear of mak­ing an en­emy of the may­or.

				See­ing his hes­it­a­tion, Renar­det made a move­ment to seize the let­ter and snatch it from him. This ab­rupt ges­ture con­vinced Médéric that he had stumbled on an im­port­ant secret, and he de­cided to carry out his duty at all costs.

				So he threw the en­vel­ope in his bag, shut it up, and answered:

				“No, I can’t, Mr. May­or. As soon as ever it’s been pos­ted to the judge, I can’t do any­thing about it.”

				Renar­det’s heart con­trac­ted with a fright­ful an­guish.

				“But you know me quite well,” he babbled. “You can re­cog­nise my writ­ing it­self. I need that let­ter, I tell you.”

				“I can’t do it.”

				“Come, Médéric, you know that I’m not the sort of man to de­ceive you, and I tell you I need it.”

				“No, I can’t.”

				A sud­den an­ger clouded Renar­det’s vi­ol­ent mind.

				“You’d bet­ter mind what you’re do­ing, damn you: I mean what I say and well you know it, and I can lose your job for you, my good man, and that be­fore you’re much older, too. Be­sides, I’m may­or of the dis­trict after all, and I or­der you now to give me that let­ter.”

				The post­man answered firmly: “No, I can’t do it, Mr. May­or.”

				Then Renar­det lost his head; he seized him by the arm and tried to snatch his bag; but the man shook him­self free and, step­ping back, lif­ted his thick holly stick. He was quite un­moved. “Don’t lay a hand on me, Mr. May­or,” he said de­lib­er­ately, “or I’ll lay this across you. Be care­ful. I in­tend to do my duty.”

				Renar­det felt that he was lost; sud­denly he be­came humble, soft-voiced, im­plor­ing like a tear­ful child.

				“Come, come, my friend, give me that let­ter, I’ll re­ward you, I’ll give you some money, wait, wait, I’ll give you a hun­dred francs—do you hear?—a hun­dred francs.”

				The man swung on his heels and began to walk off.

				Renar­det fol­lowed him, pant­ing, bab­bling.

				“Médéric, Médéric, listen, I’ll give you a thou­sand francs—do you hear?—a thou­sand francs.”

				The oth­er man held on his way, without a word. Renar­det went on: “I’ll make your for­tune … do you hear? I’ll give you any­thing you like. … Fifty thou­sand francs. … Fifty thou­sand francs for that let­ter. … What do you say to that? You don’t want it? Well, a hun­dred thou­sand francs … do you un­der­stand? … a hun­dred thou­sand francs … a hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

				The post­man turned round, his face hard and his glance un­re­lent­ing. “And that’ll do, and I’ll take care to re­peat to the judge all you’ve just been say­ing to me.”

				Renar­det stopped dead. It was all over. He had no hope left. He turned round and rushed to­wards the house, run­ning like a hunted an­im­al.

				And now Médéric him­self stood still and re­garded his flight in amazement. He saw the may­or re-enter his house, and he went on wait­ing in the cer­tain ex­pect­a­tion of some as­ton­ish­ing hap­pen­ing.

				And be­fore long, in­deed, the tall fig­ure of Renar­det ap­peared at the sum­mit of Renard’s tower. He ran round the flat para­pet like a mad­man; then he grasped the flag­staff and shook it furi­ously without man­aging to break it; then all at once, his hands flung out like a swim­mer mak­ing a dive, he leaped in­to space.

				Médéric rushed to his help. As he crossed the park, he saw the wood­cut­ters go­ing to work. He hailed them with shouts of the ac­ci­dent; and at the foot of the walls they found a bleed­ing body with its head crushed on a rock. The Brin­dille flowed round the rock, and just here, where its wa­ters widened out, clear and calm, they saw, trick­ling through the wa­ter, a long scar­let thread of blood mixed with brains.

			
		
	
		
			The Wreck

			It was yes­ter­day, Decem­ber the thirty-first.

			I had just lunched with my old friend, Georges Gar­in. The ser­vant brought him a let­ter covered with seals and for­eign stamps.

			“May I?” Georges asked.

			“Cer­tainly.”

			And he began to read eight pages writ­ten in a large Eng­lish hand and crossed in all dir­ec­tions. He read it slowly with a grave in­tent­ness, and the deep in­terest we take in the things that lie near our hearts.

			Then he placed the let­ter on a corner of the chim­neypiece and said:

			“Well, that’s a queer story and one I’ve nev­er told you; a love story too, and it happened to me. A queer New Year’s Day I had, that year. It’s twenty years since. … I was thirty then, and now I’m fifty!

			“In those days I was an in­spect­or of the Mari­time In­sur­ance Com­pany that today I dir­ect. I had ar­ranged to spend New Year’s Day on hol­i­day in Par­is, since it’s usu­al to keep hol­i­day that day, when I had a let­ter from the dir­ect­or or­der­ing me to set out im­me­di­ately for the is­land of Ré, where a three-mas­ter of St. Nazaire, in­sured by us, had run aground. It was then eight o’clock in the morn­ing. I reached the Com­pany’s of­fices at ten to re­ceive my or­ders, and the same even­ing I took the ex­press, which landed me at La Rochelle the fol­low­ing day, Decem­ber the thirty-first.

			“I had two hours to spare be­fore go­ing aboard the boat be­long­ing to Ré, the Jean-Guiton. I took a walk round the town. La Rochelle really is a fant­ast­ic and strangely in­di­vidu­al town, with its twist­ing labyrinth­ine streets, where the pave­ments run un­der end­less gal­ler­ies with covered ar­cades, like those of the Rue de Rivoli; but these stoop­ing gal­ler­ies and ar­cades are low and mys­ter­i­ous and look as if they had been built and left there as a set­ting for con­spir­at­ors, the an­cient and im­press­ive set­ting of old wars, hero­ic, sav­age wars of re­li­gion. It is in­deed the old Huguenot city, grave, dis­creet, not su­perbly built, and with none of those splen­did monu­ments that make Rouen so mag­ni­fi­cent, but re­mark­able by vir­tue of its whole air of aus­ter­ity and a lurk­ing cun­ning that it wears, this city of hard-fought battles, fated to hatch fant­ast­ic causes, this town which saw the rise of the Calvin­ist faith, and gave birth to the con­spir­acy of the four ser­geants.

			“When I had wandered for some time through these odd streets, I went aboard a little steam tug, black and tubby, which was to take me to the is­land of Ré. She moved out, in an ir­rit­ated sort of way, her whistle blow­ing off, slipped between the two old towers that guard the har­bour, crossed the road­stead, got through the break­wa­ter built by Riche­lieu, with enorm­ous stones that are vis­ible at the sur­face of the wa­ter and shut in the town like a vast col­lar; then she veered to the right.

			“It was one of those mel­an­choly days that op­press and crush the mind, weigh on the heart, and deaden in us all strength and en­ergy; a grey bit­ter day, darkened by a thick fog, as wet as rain, as cold as ice, and as un­healthy to breathe as a whiff from the sew­ers.

			“Un­der this roof of low-hanging, sin­is­ter haze, the yel­low sea, the shal­low sandy sea of these end­less beaches, lay without a ripple, mo­tion­less, life­less, a sea of dis­col­oured, oily, stag­nant wa­ter. The Jean-Guiton drove for­ward, rolling a little, as she al­ways did; she cut through the sleek cloudy sur­face, leav­ing be­hind her a few waves, a brief heav­ing of the wa­ter, a slight rip­pling that shortly died away.

			“I began to talk to the cap­tain, a short, al­most limb­less man, as tubby as his ship and with just such a rolling gait. I wanted to gath­er some de­tails of the loss that I was go­ing to ex­am­ine. A big square-built three-mas­ter of St. Nazaire, the Mar­ie-Joseph, had run aground dur­ing a wild night, on the sandy shore of the is­land of Ré.

			“The own­er wrote that the storm had flung the ves­sel so high up that it had been im­possible to re­float her, and that it would be ne­ces­sary to get everything off her that could be got off. It was my duty to ex­am­ine the situ­ation of the wreck, to form an opin­ion as to what must have been her con­di­tion be­fore the dis­aster, and to judge wheth­er every ef­fort had been made to get her off. I had come as the Com­pany’s agent, to be a wit­ness for the de­fence, if need be, in the leg­al in­quiry.

			“On re­ceiv­ing my re­port, the dir­ect­or had to take such meas­ures as he judged ne­ces­sary to pro­tect our in­terests.

			“The cap­tain of the Jean-Guiton knew all the de­tails of the af­fair, hav­ing been summoned to help, with his boat, in the at­tempts at sal­vage.

			“He told me the story of the loss, a per­fectly simple story. The Mar­ie-Joseph, run­ning be­fore a furi­ous gale, lost in the dark­ness, steer­ing as best she could through a foam­ing sea—‘a milk-soup sea,’ the cap­tain called it—had run aground on the vast sand­banks which at low tide turn the coasts of these parts in­to end­less Saha­ras.

			“As I talked, I looked round me and in front of me. Between the sea and the lour­ing sky was a clear space that gave a good view ahead. We were hug­ging a coast.

			“ ‘Is this the is­land of Ré?’ I asked.

			“ ‘Yes, sir.’

			“And all at once the cap­tain stretched his right hand in front of us and showed me an al­most in­dis­tin­guish­able ob­ject ly­ing right out at sea.

			“ ‘Look, there’s your ship,’ he said.

			“ ‘The Mar­ie-Joseph?’

			“ ‘Yes, that’s her.’

			“I was astoun­ded. This al­most in­vis­ible ob­ject, which I had taken for a reef, seemed to me to lie at least three kilo­metres from land.

			“ ‘But, Cap­tain,’ I answered, ‘there must be a hun­dred fathoms of wa­ter at the place you’re point­ing out.’

			“He burst out laugh­ing.

			“ ‘A hun­dred fathoms, my friend! … There aren’t two, I tell you.’

			“He was from Bor­deaux. He went on:

			“ ‘It will be high tide at twenty minutes to ten. You go out on the shore, your hands in your pock­ets, after you’ve launched at the Dauph­in, and I prom­ise you that at ten to three, or three at the latest, you’ll be able to walk dry­foot to the wreck, my friend, and you’ll have an hour and three-quar­ters to two hours to stay on board, not more, mind: you’d be caught by the tide. The farther out the sea goes, the faster it comes in. This coast is as flat as a louse. Mark my words and start back at ten to five; at half past sev­en you come on board the Jean-Guiton, which will land you this same even­ing on the quay at La Rochelle.’

			“I thanked the cap­tain, and I went and sat down in the bows of the tug to look at the little town of Saint-Mar­tin with which we were rap­idly com­ing up.

			“It was like all the mini­ature ports that serve as chief towns to every bar­ren little is­land ly­ing off the coasts of con­tin­ents. It was a large fish­ing-vil­lage, one foot in the sea, one foot on land, liv­ing on fish and poultry, ve­get­ables and cockles, turnips and mus­sels. The is­land is very low-ly­ing, and sparsely cul­tiv­ated; it seems to be thickly peopled none the less, but I did not pen­et­rate in­land.

			“After lunch, I crossed a little head­land; then, as the tide was rap­idly go­ing out, I walked across the sands to a sort of black rock which I could see above the wa­ter, far, far away.

			“I walked quickly on this yel­low plain, which had the re­si­li­ence of liv­ing flesh and seemed to sweat un­der my feet. A mo­ment ago the sea had been there; now I saw it slip­ping out of sight in the dis­tance, and I could no longer dis­tin­guish the verge that sep­ar­ated sand and sea. I felt that I was watch­ing a gi­gant­ic and su­per­nat­ur­al trans­form­a­tion scene. One mo­ment the At­lantic was in front of me, and then it had dis­ap­peared in the shore, as stage scenery dis­ap­pears through trap­doors, and now I was walk­ing through a desert. Only the scent and the breath of the salt sea was still round me. I caught the smell of sea­weed, the smell of salt wa­ter, the sharp healthy smell of the land. I walked quickly: I was no longer cold; I looked at the stran­ded wreck which grew lar­ger as I ap­proached and now looked like a huge stran­ded whale.

			“She seemed to spring from the ground, and in this vast flat yel­low plain she as­sumed sur­pris­ing pro­por­tions. She lay over on her side, split, broken, and through her sides, like the sides of a beast, showed her broken bones, bones of tarred wood pierced with great nails. The sand had already in­vaded her, en­ter­ing by all the rents; it held her, pos­sessed her, would nev­er let her go again. She looked as if she had taken root in it. Her bows were deeply bur­ied in this soft treach­er­ous beach, while her stern, lif­ted clean off the ground, seemed to fling to heav­en, like a des­per­ate and ap­peal­ing cry, the two white words on the black bul­warks: Mar­ie-Joseph.

			“I scrambled in­to this corpse of a ship over the lower side; then I reached the bridge and ex­plored be­low. The day­light, com­ing in through the shattered hatches and the rents in the sides, flooded the long, sombre, cave-like spaces, full of smashed wood­work, with a dim light. There was noth­ing left in­side her but the sand that formed the floor­ing of this wooden-walled un­der­world.

			“I began to make notes on the state of the ves­sel. I sat down on an empty broken bar­rel, and I wrote by the light of a large porthole through which I could see the bound­less stretch of shore. Every now and again, I felt my skin con­tract with a strange shud­der of cold and loneli­ness; and some­times I stopped writ­ing to listen to the vague mys­ter­i­ous sounds of the wreck: the sound of crabs scratch­ing at the bul­warks with their hooked claws, the sound of a thou­sand small sea-creatures already at work on the body of this death, and the gentle reg­u­lar sound of the teredo worm cease­lessly gnaw­ing, like the grind­ing of a gim­let, in every part of the old timers, eat­ing out their in­sides and de­vour­ing them all to­geth­er.

			“Sud­denly I heard hu­man voices quite near me. I leaped up as if I had seen a ghost. For a brief mo­ment I ver­ily thought I was go­ing to see two drowned men rising from the bot­tom of this sin­is­ter shell to tell me the man­ner of their death. You may be sure it did not take me long to climb in all haste to the bridge, and I saw stand­ing be­side the ship a tall gen­tle­man with three young girls, or rather a tall Eng­lish­man with three little Eng­lish girls. They were cer­tainly far more frightened than I had been when they saw a man rush vi­ol­ently up from the depths of the deser­ted three-mas­ter. The young­est of the little girls ran away; the two oth­ers clutched their fath­er with both arms; as for him, his mouth opened; he gave no oth­er sign of sur­prise.

			“Then, after a brief pause, he spoke:

			“ ‘Are you the own­er of this ves­sel, sir?’

			“ ‘Yes, sir.’

			“ ‘Can I look over her?’

			“ ‘Yes, sir.’

			“He then de­livered him­self of a long sen­tence in Eng­lish, of which I could dis­tin­guish only the one word ‘gra­cious,’ re­cur­ring sev­er­al times.

			“He looked round for a place to climb on board and I poin­ted him out the best place and offered him a hand. He got up; then we helped up the three little girls, now re­covered from their fright. They were charm­ing, es­pe­cially the eld­est, a fair-haired girl of eight­een, fresh as a flower, and so dainty, so ad­or­ably slender. Upon my word, a pretty Eng­lish girl is like noth­ing so much as a frail sea flower. This one might just have sprung from the sand, and kept its gold in her hair. The ex­quis­ite fresh­ness of these Eng­lish girls makes one think of the faintly lovely col­ours of rosy shells, of moth­er of pearl, rare and mys­ter­i­ous, hid­den in the fathom­less depths of the seas.

			“She spoke French a little bet­ter than the fath­er, and in­ter­preted between us. I had to tell the story of the wreck­ing in all its de­tails, which I ex­tem­por­ised as if I had been present at the dis­aster. Then the whole fam­ily des­cen­ded in­to the in­teri­or of the wreck. Little cries of as­ton­ish­ment broke from them as soon as they entered this dim shad­owy gal­lery; and in a mo­ment fath­er and all three daugh­ters were dis­play­ing sketch­ing-books which they had doubt­less had con­cealed in their bulky wa­ter­proofs, and they all set them­selves forth­with to make four pen­cil sketches of this strange and gloomy place.

			“They sat side by side on a jut­ting beam, and the four sketch­ing-books sup­por­ted on eight knees were covered with little black lines which evid­ently rep­res­en­ted the gap­ing belly of the Mar­ie-Joseph.

			“The eld­est girl talked to me as she worked, and I con­tin­ued my in­spec­tion of the skel­et­on of the ship.

			“I learned that they were spend­ing the winter at Biar­ritz and that they had come to the is­land of Ré on pur­pose to look at this foundered three-mas­ter. These people had none of the Eng­lish in­solence; they were just jolly, kind­hearted idi­ots, born wan­der­ers such as Eng­land sends out over the whole world. The fath­er, lank, lean, his red face en­cased in droop­ing white whiskers, for all the world like an an­im­ated sand­wich, a slice of ham in the shape of a hu­man head, between two little hair cush­ions; the daugh­ters, long-legged, like half-grown storks, as lean as their fath­er, ex­cept the eld­est, and all three of the girls charm­ing, but es­pe­cially the eld­est.

			“She had such a quaint way of speak­ing, of de­scrib­ing things, of un­der­stand­ing and fail­ing to un­der­stand, of lift­ing to ques­tion me eyes as blue as the deep sea, of stop­ping the sketch to study the scene of her ef­forts, of set­ting to work again, and of say­ing ‘Yes’ or ‘No,’ that time went un­heeded while I stood there watch­ing and listen­ing to her.

			“Sud­denly she mur­mured:

			“ ‘I hear some­thing mov­ing lightly on this boat.’

			“I listened care­fully, and at once I heard a faint sound, a strange reg­u­lar sound. What was it? I got up and went to look out of the porthole, and a wild shout broke from me. The sea had come up with us; it was on the point of sur­round­ing us.

			“We rushed to the bridge. It was too late. The sea was all round us, and run­ning in to­wards the shore at a ter­rif­ic speed. No, it didn’t run, it slid, it glided over the ground, spread out like a mon­strous stain. Only a few inches of wa­ter covered the sand, but the swiftly mov­ing verge of the stealthy flood was already bey­ond our sight.

			“The Eng­lish­man was in fa­vour of plunging through it, but I re­strained him; flight was im­possible, on ac­count of the deep pools that we had had to pick our way round as we came, and in­to which we should fall on the way back.

			“We felt a sud­den pang of mor­tal agony. Then the little Eng­lish girl man­aged to smile and mur­mured:

			“ ‘We’re ship­wrecked now.’

			“I wanted to laugh; but I was para­lysed with fear, a fright­ful cow­ardly fear, as vile and treach­er­ous as this ad­van­cing sea. In one mo­ment of in­sight I saw all the dangers we were run­ning. I wanted madly to cry: ‘Help!’ But who was there to hear me?

			“The two smal­ler Eng­lish girls huddled against their fath­er, who was look­ing in con­sterna­tion at the vast stretch of wa­ter round us.

			“And night was fall­ing, as swiftly as the sea was swell­ing, a heavy damp icy night.

			“ ‘There’s noth­ing for it but stay­ing on the boat,’ I said.

			“ ‘Oh, yes,’ the Eng­lish­man answered.

			“We stayed up there a quarter of an hour, half an hour, I really don’t know how long, watch­ing the yel­low wa­ter that deepened all round us, and swirled and seemed to boil and leap for joy over the wide re­cap­tured shore.

			“One of the little girls was cold, and we con­ceived the idea of go­ing be­low to shel­ter from the small but icy wind that blew lightly in our faces and pricked our skin.

			“I leaned over the hold. The ship was full of wa­ter, so we were forced to crouch against the aft bul­wark, which af­forded us a little shel­ter.

			“Now the shad­ows of night were fall­ing round us, and we pressed close to­geth­er, sur­roun­ded by the dark­ness and the wa­ters. I felt the Eng­lish girl’s shoulder trem­bling against my shoulder; her teeth chattered a little; but I felt too the gentle warmth of her body through her clothes, and this warmth thrilled me like a caress. We did not talk now; we stayed there mo­tion­less, mute, crouch­ing as beasts in a ditch crouch against a storm.

			“And yet, in spite of everything, in spite of the night, in spite of the ter­rible and grow­ing damp, I began to feel glad to be there, glad of cold and danger, glad to be spend­ing long hours of dark­ness and ter­ror on this nar­row hulk, close to this pretty and ad­or­able young girl.

			“I wondered why I was filled with so strange a sense of well-be­ing and joy.

			“Why? Who knows? Be­cause she was there? And who was she? An un­known little Eng­lish girl. I did not love her, I did not know her, and a pas­sion of pity for her filled me, over­whelmed me. I longed to save her, to de­vote my­self to her, to com­mit a thou­sand fol­lies. A strange thing! How is it that the near­ness of a wo­man bowls us over like this? Is it her grace that en­slaves and en­folds us? The se­duct­ive charm of youth and beauty mount­ing to our heads like wine?

			“Isn’t it rather a fu­git­ive touch of love, this mys­ter­i­ous love that nev­er ceases to drive hu­man be­ings in­to each oth­er’s arms, that tries its power the mo­ment a man and a wo­man meet, pier­cing their hearts with a vague and deep and secret emo­tion, as the earth is giv­en wa­ter that it may bear flowers?

			“But the si­lence of the night and the sky grew ter­ri­fy­ing, for we heard sur­ging faintly round us the gentle swish­ing of wide wa­ters, the hol­low mur­mur of the rising sea, and the mono­ton­ous lap­ping of the tide against the boat.

			“Sud­denly I heard sobs. The smal­lest of the Eng­lish girls was cry­ing. Then the fath­er tried to com­fort her, and they began to talk in their own tongue, which I did not un­der­stand. I guessed that he was re­as­sur­ing her, and that she was still afraid.

			“ ‘You are not too cold?’ I asked my neigh­bour.

			“ ‘Oh, I’m dread­fully cold.’

			“I wanted to give her my cloak; she de­clined it, but I had taken it off. I wrapped it round her in spite of her protests. In the brief struggle, I touched her hand and a mar­vel­lous thrill ran through my whole body.

			“For some little time the air had been grow­ing sharp­er and the wa­ter sur­ging with more vi­ol­ence against the sides of the boat. I stood up; a great gust of wind blew in my face. The wind was rising.

			“The Eng­lish­man no­ticed it at the same mo­ment, and said simply:

			“ ‘This is bad for us, this is.’

			“It was bad in­deed: it was cer­tain death if a swell, even a light swell, got up to bat­ter and shake the boat, already so broken and knocked about that the first fair-sized wave would carry it away in frag­ments.

			“Our misery in­creased every mo­ment as the gusts of wind grew more and more vi­ol­ent. The waves were break­ing a little now, and through the shad­ows I saw white lines, lines of foam, rise and van­ish, while each surge struck the hulk of the Mar­ie-Joseph and sent through her a brief shud­der that com­mu­nic­ated it­self to us.

			“The Eng­lish girl was trem­bling; I felt her shiv­er­ing against me, and I felt a wild de­sire to seize her in my arms.

			“In the dis­tance, ahead of us, to left and right of us, and be­hind us, the lamps of light­houses shone out down the coasts, white lights, yel­low lights, red lights, re­volving lights, like enorm­ous eyes, like gi­ant eyes watch­ing us, spy­ing on us, wait­ing hun­grily to see us dis­ap­pear. I found one of them par­tic­u­larly mad­den­ing. It went out and flashed on again every third second; it really was an eye, with an ever-wink­ing eye­lid drop­ping over its fiery glance.

			“Every now and then the Eng­lish­man struck a match to look at the time; then he re­placed the watch in his pock­et. All at once he spoke to me over his daugh­ters’ heads, with the ut­most ser­i­ous­ness:

			“ ‘Sir, I wish you a happy new year.’

			“It was mid­night. I held out my hand, and he shook it; then he spoke a few words of Eng­lish, and sud­denly he and his daugh­ters began to sing ‘God Save the King’; the sound rose in the dark­ness, in the si­lent air, and died in the vast gulf of space.

			“For a mo­ment I wanted to laugh; then a strange fierce emo­tion seized me.

			“There was some­thing at once men­acing and su­perb in this song sung by these doomed and ship­wrecked people; it was a pray­er and it was mag­ni­fi­cent, and worthy of that an­cient glor­i­ous Ave, Caesar, mor­it­uri te sa­lut­ant.

			“When they had fin­ished, I asked my neigh­bour to sing some­thing alone, a song, a hymn, any­thing she liked, to help us for­get our woes. She con­sen­ted, and a mo­ment later her clear young voice soun­ded out in the dark­ness. She sang what must have been a plaint­ive song, for the notes were long-drawn, fell slowly from her lips and fluttered like wounded birds above the waves.

			“The sea was rising: it was fling­ing it­self against the wreck now. But I was con­scious of noth­ing but this voice. I thought of the sirens too. If a boat had passed close by us, what would the sail­ors have said? My troubled mind lost it­self in a dream. A siren. Was she not in very truth a siren, this sea maid­en, who had kept me on this worm-eaten ship and in a little time would plunge with me in­to the wa­ters? …

			“The whole five of us were flung vi­ol­ently across the bridge, for the Mar­ie-Joseph had rolled over on her right side. The Eng­lish girl fell on top of me; I had seized her in my arms and I pressed pas­sion­ate kisses on her cheek, the hol­low of her temple, her hair, madly, not know­ing or real­ising what I was do­ing, think­ing my last mo­ment had come. The boat did not roll again; nor did we stir hand or foot.

			“ ‘Kate,’ said her fath­er. The girl in my arms answered, ‘Yes,’ and made a move­ment to draw away. I swear that at that mo­ment I could have wished the boat to break in two, so that she and I fell in­to the wa­ter to­geth­er.

			“ ‘A little seesaw,’ the Eng­lish­man ad­ded. ‘It’s noth­ing. I have my three daugh­ters safe.’

			“Not see­ing the eld­est, he had at first be­lieved her lost.

			“I stood up slowly, and all at once I saw a light on the sea, quite near us. I shouted: there was an an­swer­ing shout. It was a boat in search of us: the land­lord of the hotel had fore­seen our im­prudence.

			“We were saved. I was very sorry for it. They got us off our raft and took us back to Saint-Mar­tin.

			“The Eng­lish­man was rub­bing his hands, and mut­ter­ing:

			“ ‘Now for a good sup­per! Now for a good sup­per!’

			“We had sup­per. I was not happy. I was re­gret­ting the Mar­ie-Joseph.

			“Next day we had to go our sep­ar­ate ways, after many em­braces and prom­ises to write. They set off for Biar­ritz. For two pins I’d have fol­lowed them.

			“I was a silly ass: I all but asked that young girl to marry me. I give you my word that if we had spent eight days to­geth­er, I should have mar­ried her. How weak and in­com­pre­hens­ible man of­ten is!

			“Two years passed be­fore I heard a word about them; then I re­ceived a let­ter from New York. She was mar­ried, and wrote to tell me so. And since then we have writ­ten every year, on the first of Janu­ary. She tells me of her life, talks to me about her chil­dren, her sis­ters, nev­er about her hus­band. Why? Ah, why? … As for me, I write to her of noth­ing but the Mar­ie-Joseph. She is per­haps the only wo­man that I have loved … no … that I would have loved. … Ah, well … who knows? … Life hur­ries us on. … And then … and then … noth­ing is left. … She must be old now. … I shouldn’t re­cog­nise her. … Ah, the girl of those days … the girl of the wreck … what a wo­man … di­vine! She wrote to me that her hair is quite white. … My God … that hurts me in­tol­er­ably. … Her hair white. … No, the girl I knew no longer ex­ists. … How sad it is … all this! …”

		
	
		
			Mademoiselle Pearl

			
				I

				It really was an odd no­tion of mine to choose Ma­demois­elle Pearl for queen that par­tic­u­lar even­ing.

				Every year I went to eat my Twelfth Night din­ner at the house of my old friend Chant­al. My fath­er, whose most in­tim­ate friend he was, had taken me there when I was a child. I had con­tin­ued the cus­tom, and I shall doubt­less con­tin­ue it as long as I live, and as long as there is a Chant­al left in the world.

				The Chant­als, moreover, lead a strange life; they live in Par­is as if they were liv­ing in Grasse, Yvetot, or Pont-à-Mous­son.

				They owned a small house with a garden, near the Ob­ser­vat­ory. There they lived in true pro­vin­cial fash­ion. Of Par­is, of the real Par­is, they knew noth­ing and sus­pec­ted noth­ing; they were far, very far away. Some­times, how­ever, they made a jour­ney, a long jour­ney. Ma­dame Chant­al went to the big stores, as they called it among them­selves. And this is the man­ner of an ex­ped­i­tion to the big stores.

				Ma­demois­elle Pearl, who keeps the keys of the kit­chen cup­boards—for the lin­en cup­boards are in the mis­tress’s own charge—Ma­demois­elle Pearl per­ceives that the sug­ar is com­ing to an end, that the pre­serves are quite fin­ished, and that there’s noth­ing worth talk­ing about left in the cof­fee-bag.

				Then, put on her guard against fam­ine, Ma­dame Chant­al passes the rest of the stores in re­view, and makes notes in her memor­andum book. Then, when she has writ­ten down a quant­ity of fig­ures, she first de­votes her­self to lengthy cal­cu­la­tions, fol­lowed by lengthy dis­cus­sions with Ma­demois­elle Pearl. They do at last come to an agree­ment and de­cide what amount of each art­icle must be laid in for a three months’ sup­ply: sug­ar, rice, prunes, cof­fee, pre­serves, tins of peas, beans, crab, salt and smoked fish, and so on and so forth.

				After which they ap­point a day for mak­ing the pur­chases, and set out to­geth­er in a cab, a cab with a lug­gage rack on top, to a big gro­cery store over the river in the new quar­ters, with an air of great mys­tery, and re­turn at din­ner­time, worn out but still ex­cited, jolt­ing along in the car­riage, its roof covered with pack­ages and sacks like a re­mov­al van.

				For the Chant­als, all that part of Par­is situ­ated at the oth­er side of the Seine con­sti­tuted the new quar­ters, quar­ters in­hab­ited by a strange noisy people, with the shaki­est no­tions of hon­esty, who spent their days in dis­sip­a­tion, their nights feast­ing, and threw money out of the win­dows. From time to time, how­ever, the young girls were taken to the theatre to the Opéra Comique or the Française, when the play was re­com­men­ded by the pa­per Mon­sieur Chant­al read.

				The young girls are nine­teen and sev­en­teen years old today; they are two beau­ti­ful girls, tall and clear-skinned, very well trained, too well trained, so well trained that they at­tract no more at­ten­tion than two pretty dolls. The idea nev­er oc­curred to me to take any no­tice of them or to court the Chant­al girls; I hardly dared speak to them, they seemed so un­spot­ted from the world; I was al­most afraid of of­fend­ing against the pro­pri­et­ies in merely rais­ing my hat.

				The fath­er him­self is a charm­ing man, very cul­tured, very frank, very friendly, but de­sirous of noth­ing so much as re­pose, quiet, and tran­quil­lity, and mainly in­stru­ment­al in mum­mi­fy­ing his fam­ily in­to mere sym­bols of his will, liv­ing and hav­ing their be­ing in a stag­nant peace­ful­ness. He read a good deal, from choice, and his emo­tions were eas­ily stirred. His avoid­ance of all con­tact with life, com­mon jost­lings and vi­ol­ence had made his skin, his mor­al skin, very sens­it­ive and del­ic­ate. The least thing moved and dis­turbed him, hurt him.

				The Chant­als had some friends, how­ever, but friends ad­mit­ted to their circle with many re­serves, and chosen care­fully from neigh­bour­ing fam­il­ies. They also ex­changed two or three vis­its a year with re­l­at­ives liv­ing at a dis­tance.

				As for me, I dine at their house on the fif­teenth of Au­gust and on Twelfth Night. That is as sac­red a duty to me as East­er com­mu­nion to a Cath­ol­ic.

				On the fif­teenth of Au­gust a few friends were asked, but on Twelfth Night I was the only guest and the only out­sider.

			
			
				II

				Well, this year, as in every oth­er year, I had gone to dine at the Chant­als’ to cel­eb­rate Epi­phany.

				I em­braced Mon­sieur Chant­al, as I al­ways did, Ma­dame Chant­al, and Ma­demois­elle Pearl, and I bowed deeply to Mes­demois­elles Louise and Pau­line. They ques­tioned me about a thou­sand things, boulevard hap­pen­ings, polit­ics, our rep­res­ent­at­ives, and what the pub­lic thought of af­fairs in Tonkin. Ma­dame Chant­al, a stout lady whose thoughts al­ways im­pressed me as be­ing square like blocks of stone, was wont to enun­ci­ate the fol­low­ing phrase at the end of every polit­ic­al dis­cus­sion: “All this will pro­duce a crop of mis­for­tunes in the fu­ture.” Why do I al­ways think that Ma­dame Chant­al’s thoughts are square? I don’t really know why; but my mind sees everything she says in this fash­ion: a square, a sol­id square with four sym­met­ric­al angles. There are oth­er people whose thoughts al­ways seems to me round and rolling like circles. As soon as they be­gin a phrase about some­thing, out it rolls, run­ning along, is­su­ing in the shape of ten, twenty, fifty round thoughts, big ones and little ones, and I see them run­ning be­hind each oth­er out of sight over the edge of the sky. Oth­er per­sons have poin­ted thoughts. … But this is some­what ir­rel­ev­ant.

				We sat down to table in the usu­al or­der, and din­ner passed without any­one ut­ter­ing a single mem­or­able word. With the sweets, they brought in the Twelfth Night cake. Now, each year, Mon­sieur Chant­al was king. Wheth­er this was a series of chances or a do­mest­ic con­ven­tion I don’t know, but in­vari­ably he found the lucky bean in his piece of cake, and he pro­claimed Ma­dame Chant­al queen. So I was amazed to find in a mouth­ful of pastry some­thing very hard that al­most broke one of my teeth. I re­moved the ob­ject care­fully from my mouth and I saw a tiny china doll no lar­ger than a bean. Sur­prise made me ex­claim: “Oh!” They all looked at me and Chant­al clapped his hands and shouted: “Gaston’s got it. Gaston’s got it. Long live the king! Long live the king!”

				The oth­ers caught up the chor­us: “Long live the king!” And I blushed to my ears, as one of­ten does for no reas­on whatever, in slightly ri­dicu­lous situ­ations. I sat look­ing at my boots, hold­ing the frag­ment of china between two fin­gers, for­cing my­self to laugh, and not know­ing what to do or what to say, when Chant­al went on: “Now he must choose a queen.”

				I was over­whelmed. A thou­sand thoughts and spec­u­la­tions rushed across my mind in a second of time. Did they want me to choose out one of the Chant­al girls? Was this a way of mak­ing me say which one I liked the bet­ter? Was it a gentle, del­ic­ate, al­most un­con­scious feel­er that the par­ents were put­ting out to­wards a pos­sible mar­riage? The thought of mar­riage stalks all day and every day in fam­il­ies that pos­sess mar­riage­able daugh­ters; it takes in­nu­mer­able shapes and guises and ad­opts every pos­sible means. I was sud­denly dread­fully afraid of com­prom­ising my­self, and ex­tremely tim­id too, be­fore the ob­stin­ately cor­rect and ri­gid bear­ing of Mes­demois­elles Louise and Pau­line. To se­lect one of them over the head of the oth­er seemed to me as dif­fi­cult as to choose between two drops of wa­ter; and I was hor­ribly dis­turbed at the thought of com­mit­ting my­self to a path which would lead me to the al­tar willy-nilly, by gentle stages, and in­cid­ents as dis­creet, as in­sig­ni­fic­ant, and as easy as this mean­ing­less king­ship.

				But all at once I had an in­spir­a­tion, and I proffered the sym­bol­ic little doll to Ma­demois­elle Pearl. At first every­one was sur­prised, then they must have ap­pre­ci­ated my del­ic­acy and dis­cre­tion, for they ap­plauded furi­ously, shout­ing: “Long live the queen! Long live the queen!”

				As for the poor old maid, she was covered with con­fu­sion; she trembled and lif­ted a ter­ri­fied face. “No … no … no …” she stammered; “not me … I im­plore you … not me … I im­plore you.”

				At that, I looked at Ma­demois­elle Pearl for the first time in my life, and wondered what sort of a wo­man she was.

				I was used to see­ing her about this house, but only as you see old tapestried chairs in which you have been sit­ting since you were a child, without ever really no­ti­cing them. One day, you couldn’t say just why, be­cause a ray of sun­light falls across the seat, you ex­claim: “Why, this is a re­mark­able piece of fur­niture!” and you dis­cov­er that the wood has been carved by an artist and that the tapestry is very un­com­mon. I had nev­er no­ticed Ma­demois­elle Pearl.

				She was part of the Chant­al fam­ily, that was all; but what? What was her stand­ing? She was a tall thin wo­man who kept her­self very much in the back­ground, but she wasn’t in­sig­ni­fic­ant. They treated her in a friendly fash­ion, more in­tim­ately than a house­keep­er, less so than a re­la­tion. I sud­denly be­came aware now of vari­ous subtle shades of man­ner that I had nev­er troubled about un­til this mo­ment. Ma­dame Chant­al said: “Pearl.” The young girls: “Ma­demois­elle Pearl,” and Chant­al nev­er called her any­thing but “Ma­demois­elle,” with a slightly more re­spect­ful air per­haps.

				I set my­self to con­sider her. How old was she? Forty? Yes, forty. She was not old, this maid­en lady, she made her­self look old. I was sud­denly struck by this ob­vi­ous fact. She did her hair, dressed her­self, and got her­self up to look ab­surd, and in spite of it all she was not at all ab­surd. So in­nately grace­ful she was, simply and nat­ur­ally grace­ful, though she did her best to ob­scure it and con­ceal it. What an odd creature she was, after all! Why hadn’t I paid more at­ten­tion to her? She did her hair in the most grot­esque way in ri­dicu­lous little grey curls; un­der this crown­ing glory of a middle-aged Madonna, she had a broad pla­cid fore­head, graven with two deep wrinkles, the wrinkles of some en­dur­ing sor­row, then two blue eyes, wide and gentle, so tim­id, so fear­ful, so humble, two blue eyes that were still simple, filled with girl­ish won­der and youth­ful emo­tions, and griefs en­dured in secret, soften­ing her eyes and leav­ing then un­troubled.

				Her whole face was clear-cut and re­served, one of those faces grown worn without be­ing rav­aged or faded by the wear­i­ness and the fevered emo­tions of life.

				What a pretty mouth, and what pretty teeth! But she seemed as if she dared not smile.

				Ab­ruptly, I began to com­pare her with Ma­dame Chant­al. Ma­demois­elle Pearl was un­doubtedly the bet­ter of the two, a hun­dred times bet­ter, no­bler, more dig­ni­fied.

				I was astoun­ded by my dis­cov­er­ies. Cham­pagne was poured out. I lif­ted my glass to the queen and drank her health with a pretty com­pli­ment. I could see that she wanted to hide her face in her nap­kin; then, when she dipped her lips in the trans­lu­cent wine, every­one cried: “The queen’s drink­ing, the queen’s drink­ing!” At that she turned crim­son and choked. They laughed; but I saw clearly that she was well liked in the house.

			
			
				III

				As soon as din­ner was over, Chant­al took me by the arm. It was the hour for his ci­gar, a sac­red hour. When he was alone, he went out in­to the street to smoke; when he had someone to din­ner, he took them to the bil­liard room, and he played as he smoked. This even­ing they had lit a fire in the bil­liard room, since it was Twelfth Night; and my old friend took his cue, a very slender cue which he chalked with great care; then he said:

				“Now, sonny.”

				He al­ways spoke to me as if I were a little boy: I was twenty-five years old but he had known me since I was four.

				I began to play; I made sev­er­al can­nons; I missed sev­er­al more; but my head was filled with drift­ing thoughts of Ma­demois­elle Pearl, and I asked ab­ruptly:

				“Tell me, Mon­sieur Chant­al, is Ma­demois­elle Pearl a re­la­tion of yours?”

				He stopped play­ing, in as­ton­ish­ment, and stared at me.

				“What, don’t you know? Didn’t you know Ma­demois­elle Pearl’s story?”

				“Of course not.”

				“Hasn’t your fath­er ever told you?”

				“Of course not.”

				“Well, well, that’s queer, upon my word, it’s queer. Oh, it’s quite an ad­ven­ture.”

				He was si­lent, and went on:

				“And if you only knew how strange it is that you should ask me about it today, on Twelfth Night!”

				“Why?”

				“Why, in­deed! Listen. It’s forty-one years ago, forty-one years this very day, the day of Epi­phany. We were liv­ing then at Roüy-le-Tors, on the ram­parts; but I must first tell you about the house, if you’re to un­der­stand the story prop­erly. Roüy is built on a slope, or rather on a mound which thrusts out of a wide stretch of mead­ow land. We had there a house with a beau­ti­ful hanging garden, sup­por­ted on the old ram­parts. So that the house was in the town, on the street, while the garden hung over the plain. There was also a door open­ing from this garden on to the fields, at the bot­tom of a secret stair­case which went down in­side the thick ma­sonry of the walls, just like a secret stair­case in a ro­mance. A road ran past this door, where a great bell hung, and the coun­try people brought their stuff in this way, to save them­selves go­ing all the way round.

				“Can you see it all? Well, this year, at Epi­phany, it had been snow­ing for a week. It was like the end of the world. When we went out on to the ram­parts to look out over the plain, the cold of that vast white coun­tryside struck through to our very bones; it was white every­where, icy cold, and gleam­ing like var­nish. It really looked as if the good God had wrapped up the earth to carry it away to the lum­ber room of old worlds. It was rare and mel­an­choly, I can tell you.

				“We had all our fam­ily at home then, and we were a large fam­ily, a very large fam­ily: my fath­er, my moth­er, my uncle and my aunt; my two broth­ers and my four cous­ins; they were pretty girls; I mar­ried the young­est. Of all that com­pany, there are only three left alive: my wife, my­self, and my sis­ter-in-law at Mar­seilles. God, how a fam­ily dwindles away: it makes me shiver to think of it. I was fif­teen years old then, and now I’m fifty-six.

				“Well, we were go­ing to eat our Twelfth Night din­ner and we were very gay, very gay. Every­body was in the draw­ing room wait­ing for din­ner, when my eld­est broth­er, Jacques, took it in­to his head to say: ‘A dog’s been howl­ing out in the fields for the last ten minutes; it must be some poor beast that’s got lost.’

				“The words were hardly out of his mouth when the garden bell rang. It had a heavy clang like a church bell and re­minded you of fu­ner­als. A shiver ran through the as­sembled com­pany. My fath­er called a ser­vant and told him to go and see who was there. We waited in com­plete si­lence, we thought of the snow that lay over the whole coun­tryside. When the man came back, he de­clared he had seen noth­ing. The dog was still howl­ing: the howls nev­er stopped, and came al­ways from the same dir­ec­tion.

				“We went in to din­ner, but we were a little un­easy, es­pe­cially the young ones. All went well un­til the joint was on the table, and then the bell began to ring again; it rang three times, three loud long clangs that sent a thrill to our very fin­ger­tips and stopped the breath in our throats. We sat star­ing at each oth­er, our forks in the air, strain­ing our ears, seized by fear of some su­per­nat­ur­al hor­ror.

				“At last my moth­er said: ‘It’s very queer that they’ve been so long com­ing back; don’t go alone, Bap­tiste; one of the gen­tle­men will go with you.’

				“My uncle François got up. He was as strong as Her­cules, very proud of his great strength and afraid of noth­ing on earth. ‘Take a gun,’ my fath­er ad­vised him. ‘You don’t know what it might be.’

				“But my uncle took noth­ing but a walk­ing-stick, and went out at once with the ser­vant.

				“The rest of us waited there, shak­ing with ter­ror and fright, neither eat­ing nor speak­ing. My fath­er tried to com­fort us. ‘You’ll see,’ he said, ‘it’ll be some beg­gar or some passerby lost in the snow. He rang once, and when the door wasn’t opened im­me­di­ately, he made an­oth­er at­tempt to find his road: he didn’t suc­ceed and he’s come back to our door.’

				“My uncle’s ab­sence seemed to us to last an hour. He came back at last, furi­ously angry, and curs­ing:

				“ ‘Not a thing, by God, it’s someone play­ing a trick. Noth­ing but that cursed dog howl­ing a hun­dred yards bey­ond the walls. If I’d taken a gun, I’d have killed him to keep him quiet.’

				“We went on with our din­ner, but we were still very anxious; we were quite sure that we hadn’t heard the last of it; some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen, the bell would ring again in a minute.

				“It did ring, at the very mo­ment when we were cut­ting the Epi­phany cake. The men leaped to their feet as one man. My uncle François, who had been drink­ing cham­pagne, swore that he was go­ing to murder it, in such a wild rage that my moth­er and my aunt flung them­selves on him to hold him back. My fath­er was quite calm about it; he was slightly lame too (he dragged one leg since he had broken it in a fall from his horse), but now he de­clared that he must know what it was, and that he was go­ing out. My broth­ers, who were eight­een and twenty years old, ran in search of their guns, and as no one was pay­ing any at­ten­tion to me, I grabbed a rook rifle and got ready to ac­com­pany the ex­ped­i­tion my­self.

				“It set off at once. My fath­er and my uncle led off, with Bap­tiste, who was car­ry­ing a lan­tern. My broth­ers Jacques and Paul fol­lowed, and I brought up the rear, in spite of the en­treat­ies of my moth­er, who stayed be­hind in the door­way, with her sis­ter and my cous­ins.

				“Snow had been fall­ing again dur­ing the last hour and it lay thick on the trees. The pines bent un­der the heavy ghostly cov­er­ing, like white pyr­am­ids or enorm­ous sug­ar loaves; the slight­er shrubs, palely glim­mer­ing in the shad­ows, were only dimly vis­ible through the grey cur­tain of small hur­ry­ing flakes. The snow was fall­ing so thickly that you couldn’t see more than ten paces ahead. But the lan­tern threw a wide beam of light in front of us. When we began to des­cend the twist­ing stair­case hol­lowed out of the wall, I was afraid, I can tell you. I thought someone was walk­ing be­hind me and I’d be grabbed by the shoulder and car­ried off; I wanted to run home again, but as I’d have had to go back the whole length of the garden, I didn’t dare.

				“I heard them open­ing the door on to the fields; then my uncle began to swear: ‘Blast him, he’s gone. If I’d only seen his shad­ow, I wouldn’t have missed him, the b——!’

				“The look of the plain struck me with a sense of fore­bod­ing, or rather the feel of it in front of us, for we couldn’t see it; noth­ing was vis­ible but a veil of snow hung from edge to edge of the world, above, be­low, in front of us, to left of us and right of us, every­where.

				“ ‘There, that’s the dog howl­ing,’ ad­ded my uncle. ‘I’ll show him what I can do with a gun, I will. And that’ll be some­thing done, at any rate.’

				“But my fath­er, who was a kindly man, answered: ‘We’d do bet­ter to go and look for the poor an­im­al: he’s whin­ing with hun­ger. The wretched beast is bark­ing for help; he’s like a man shout­ing in dis­tress. Come on.’

				“We star­ted off through the cur­tain, through the heavy cease­less fall, through the foam that was filling the night and the air, mov­ing, float­ing, fall­ing; as it melted, it froze the flesh on our bones, froze it with a burn­ing cold that sent a sharp swift stab of pain through the skin with each prick of the little white flakes.

				“We sank to our knees in the soft cold feath­ery mass, and we had to lift our legs right up to get over the ground. The farther we ad­vanced, the louder and clear­er grew the howl­ing of the dog. ‘There he is!’ cried my uncle. We stopped to ob­serve him, like prudent cam­paign­ers com­ing upon the en­emy at night.

				“I couldn’t see any­thing; then I came up with the oth­ers and I saw him; he was a ter­ri­fy­ing and fant­ast­ic ob­ject, that dog, a great black dog, a shaggy sheep­dog with a head like a wolf, stand­ing erect on his four feet at the far end of the long track of light that the lan­tern flung out across the snow. He didn’t move; he stared at us with nev­er a sound.

				“ ‘It’s queer he doesn’t rush at us or away from us,’ said my uncle. ‘I’ve the greatest mind to stretch him out with a shot.’

				“ ‘No,’ my fath­er said de­cidedly, ‘we must catch him.’

				“ ‘But he’s not alone,’ my broth­er Jacques ad­ded. ‘He has some­thing be­side him.’

				“He ac­tu­ally had some­thing be­hind him, some­thing grey and in­dis­tin­guish­able. We began to walk cau­tiously to­wards him.

				“See­ing us draw near, the dog sat down on his haunches. He didn’t look vi­cious. He seemed, on the con­trary, pleased that he had suc­ceeded in at­tract­ing someone’s at­ten­tion.

				“My fath­er went right up to him and pat­ted him. The dog licked his hands; and we saw that he was fastened to the wheel of a small car­riage, a sort of toy car­riage wrapped all round in three or four wool­len cov­er­ings. We lif­ted the wrap­pings care­fully; Bap­tiste held his lan­tern against the open­ing of the car­riage—which was like a ken­nel on wheels—and we saw in­side a tiny sleep­ing child.

				“We were so as­ton­ished that we couldn’t get out a single word. My fath­er was the first to re­cov­er: he was warm­hearted and some­what emo­tion­al; he placed his hand on the top of the car­riage and said: ‘Poor deser­ted thing, you shall be­long to us.’ And he ordered my broth­er Jacques to wheel our find in front of us.

				“ ‘A love-child,’ my fath­er ad­ded, ‘whose poor moth­er came and knocked at my door on Epi­phany night, in memory of the Christ-child.’

				“He stood still again, and shouted in­to the dark­ness four times, at the top of his voice, to all the four corners of the heav­ens: ‘We have got him safe.’ Then he res­ted his hand on his broth­er’s shoulder and mur­mured: ‘Sup­pose you’d fired at the dog, François?’

				“My uncle said noth­ing, but crossed him­self earn­estly in the dark­ness; he was very de­vout, for all his swag­ger­ing ways.

				“We had loosed the dog, who fol­lowed us.

				“Upon my word, our re­turn to the house was a pretty sight. At first we had great dif­fi­culty in get­ting the car­riage up the ram­part stair­case; we suc­ceeded at last, how­ever, and wheeled it right in­to the hall.

				“How com­ic­ally sur­prised and de­lighted and be­wildered mamma was! And my poor little cous­ins (the young­est was six) were like four hens round a nest. At last we lif­ted the child, still sleep­ing, from its car­riage. It was a girl about six weeks old. And in her clothes we found ten thou­sand francs in gold, yes, ten thou­sand francs, which papa in­ves­ted to bring her in a dowry. So she wasn’t the child of poor par­ents … she may have been the child of a gen­tle­man by a re­spect­able young girl be­long­ing to the town, or even … we made in­nu­mer­able spec­u­la­tions, and we nev­er knew any­thing … ex­cept that … nev­er a thing … nev­er a thing. … Even the dog wasn’t known to any­one. He didn’t be­long to the dis­trict. In any event, the man or wo­man who had rung three times at our door knew very well what sort of people my par­ents were, when they chose them for their child.

				“And that’s how Ma­demois­elle Pearl found her way in­to the Chant­al house when she was six weeks old.

				“It was later that she got the name of Ma­demois­elle Pearl. She was first christened Mar­ie Si­mone Claire, Claire serving as her sur­name.

				“We cer­tainly made a quaint entry in­to the din­ing room with the tiny wide-awake creature, look­ing round her at the people and the lights, with won­der­ing troubled blue eyes.

				“We sat down at the table again, and the cake was cut. I was king and I chose Ma­demois­elle Pearl for queen, as you did just now. She hadn’t any idea that day what a com­pli­ment we were pay­ing her.

				“Well, the child was ad­op­ted, and brought up as one of the fam­ily. She grew up: years passed. She was a charm­ing, gentle, obed­i­ent girl. Every­one loved her and she would have been shame­fully spoiled if my moth­er had not seen to it that she wasn’t.

				“My moth­er had a lively sense of what was fit­ting and a prop­er rev­er­ence for caste. She con­sen­ted to treat little Claire as she did her own chil­dren, but she was none the less in­sist­ent that the dis­tance between us should be def­in­itely marked and the po­s­i­tion clearly laid down.

				“So as soon as the child was old enough to un­der­stand, she told her how she had been found, and very gently, ten­derly even, she made the little girl real­ise that she was only an ad­op­ted mem­ber of the Chant­al fam­ily, be­long­ing to them but really no kin at all.

				“Claire real­ised the state of af­fairs with an in­tel­li­gence bey­ond her years and an in­stinct­ive wis­dom that sur­prised us all; and she was quick to take and keep the place al­lot­ted to her, with so much tact, grace, and cour­tesy that she brought tears to my fath­er’s eyes.

				“My moth­er her­self was so touched by the pas­sion­ate grat­it­ude and tim­id de­vo­tion of this ad­or­able and tender­hearted little thing that she began to call her ‘My daugh­ter.’ Some­times, when the young girl had shown her­self more than com­monly sweet-natured and del­ic­ate, my moth­er pushed her glasses on to her fore­head, as she al­ways did when much moved, and re­peated: ‘The child’s a pearl, a real pearl.’ The name stuck to little Claire: she be­came Ma­demois­elle Pearl for all of us from that time and for al­ways.”

			
			
				IV

				Mon­sieur Chant­al was si­lent. He was sit­ting on the bil­liard table, swinging his feet; his left hand fiddled with a ball and in his right hand he crumpled the wool­len rag we called “the chalk rag,” and used for rub­bing out the score on the slate. A little flushed, his voice muffled, he was speak­ing to him­self now, lost in his memor­ies, dream­ing hap­pily through early scenes and old hap­pen­ings stir­ring in his thoughts, as a man dreams when he walks through old gar­dens where he grew up, and where each tree, each path, each plant, the prickly holly whose plump red ber­ries crumble between his fin­gers, evoke at every step some little in­cid­ent of his past life, the little in­sig­ni­fic­ant de­li­cious in­cid­ents that are the very heart, the very stuff of life.

				I stood fa­cing him, propped against the wall, lean­ing my hands on my use­less bil­liard cue.

				After a mo­ment’s pause he went on: “God, how sweet pretty she was at eight­een—and grace­ful—and per­fect! Oh, what a pretty—pretty—pretty—sweet—gay—and charm­ing girl! She had such eyes … blue eyes … limp­id … limp­id … clear … I’ve nev­er seen any like them … nev­er.”

				Again he was si­lent. “Why didn’t she marry?” I asked.

				He didn’t an­swer me: he answered the care­less word “marry.”

				“Why? why? She didn’t want to … didn’t want to. She had a dowry of ninety thou­sand francs too, and she had sev­er­al of­fers … she didn’t want to marry. She seemed sad dur­ing those years. It was just at the time I mar­ried my cous­in, little Char­lotte, my wife, to whom I’d been en­gaged for six years.”

				I looked at Mon­sieur Chant­al and thought that I could see in­to his mind, and that I’d come sud­denly upon the humble cruel tragedy of a heart at once hon­our­able, up­right, and pure, that I’d seen in­to the secret un­known depths of a heart that no one had really un­der­stood, not even the resigned and si­lent vic­tims of its dic­tates.

				Pricked by a sud­den sav­age curi­os­ity, I said de­lib­er­ately:

				“Surely you ought to have mar­ried her, Mon­sieur Chant­al?”

				He star­ted, stared at me, and said:

				“Me? Marry whom?”

				“Ma­demois­elle Pearl.”

				“But why?”

				“Be­cause you loved her more than you loved your cous­in.”

				He stared at me with strange, wide, be­wildered eyes, then stammered:

				“I loved her? … I? … how? What are you talk­ing about?”

				“It’s ob­vi­ous, surely? Moreover, it was on her ac­count that you delayed so long be­fore mar­ry­ing the cous­in who waited six years for you.”

				The cue fell from his left hand, and he seized the chalk rag in both hands and, cov­er­ing his face with it, began to sob in­to its folds. He wept in a des­pair­ing and ri­dicu­lous fash­ion, drip­ping wa­ter from eyes and nose and mouth all at once like a squeezed sponge. He coughed, spat, and blew his nose on the chalk rag, dried his eyes, choked, and over­flowed again from every open­ing in his face, mak­ing a noise in his throat like a man garg­ling.

				Ter­ri­fied and ashamed, I wanted to run away, and I did not know what to say, or do, or try to do.

				And sud­denly Ma­dame Chant­al’s voice floated up the stair­case: “Have you nearly fin­ished your smoke?”

				I opened the door and called: “Yes, ma’am, we’re com­ing down.”

				Then I flung my­self on her hus­band, seized him by the el­bows, and said: “Mon­sieur Chant­al, Chant­al my friend, listen to me; your wife is call­ing you, pull your­self to­geth­er, pull your­self to­geth­er, we must go down­stairs; pull your­self to­geth­er.”

				“Yes … yes …” he babbled. “I’m com­ing … poor girl … I’m com­ing … tell her I’m just com­ing.”

				And he began care­fully dry­ing his face on the rag that had been used to rub the score off the slate for two or three years; then he emerged, white and red in streaks, his fore­head, nose, cheeks, and chin dabbled with chalk, his eyes swollen and still full of tears.

				I took his hands and led him to­wards his bed­room, mur­mur­ing: “I beg your par­don, I humbly beg your par­don, Mon­sieur Chant­al, for hurt­ing you like this … but … I didn’t know … you … you see.”

				He shook my hand. “Yes … yes … we all have our awk­ward mo­ments.”

				Then he plunged his face in his basin. When he emerged, he was still hardly present­able, but I thought of a little ruse. He was very dis­turbed when he looked at him­self in the glass, so I said “You need only tell her you’ve got a speck of dust in your eye, and you can cry in front of every­one as long as you like.”

				He did at last go down, rub­bing his eyes with his handker­chief. They were all very con­cerned; every­one wanted to look for the speck of dust, which no one could find, and they re­lated sim­il­ar cases when it had be­come ne­ces­sary to call in a doc­tor.

				I had be­taken my­self to Ma­demois­elle Pearl’s side and I looked at her, tor­men­ted by a burn­ing curi­os­ity, a curi­os­ity that be­came pos­it­ively pain­ful. She really must have been pretty, with her quiet eyes, so big, so un­troubled, so wide that you’d have thought they were nev­er closed as or­din­ary eyes are. Her dress was a little ab­surd, a real old maid’s dress, that hid her real charm but could not make her look grace­less.

				I thought that I could see in­to her mind as I had just seen in­to the mind of Mon­sieur Chant­al, that I could see every hid­den corner of this simple humble life, spent in the ser­vice of oth­ers; but I felt a sud­den im­pulse to speak, an aching per­sist­ent im­pulse to ques­tion her, to find out if she too had loved, if she had loved him; if like him she had en­dured the same long bit­ter secret sor­row, un­seen, un­known, un­guessed of all, in­dulged only at night in the solitude and dark­ness of her room. I looked at her, I saw her heart beat­ing un­der her high-necked frock, and I wondered if night after night this gentle wide-eyed creature had stifled her moans in the depths of a pil­low wet with her tears, sob­bing, her body torn with long shud­ders, ly­ing there in the fevered solitude of a burn­ing bed.

				And like a child break­ing a plaything to see in­side it, I whispered to her: “If you had seen Mon­sieur Chant­al cry­ing just now, you would have been sorry for him.”

				She trembled: “What, has he been cry­ing?”

				“Yes, he’s been cry­ing.”

				“Why?”

				She was very agit­ated. I answered:

				“About you.”

				“About me?”

				“Yes. He told me how he loved you years ago, and what it had cost him to marry his wife in­stead of you.”

				Her pale face seemed to grow a little longer; her wide quiet eyes shut sud­denly, so swiftly that they seemed closed nev­er to open again. She slipped from her chair to the floor and sank slowly, softly, across it, like a fall­ing scarf.

				“Help, quick, quick, help!” I cried. “Ma­demois­elle Pearl is ill.”

				Ma­dame Chant­al and her daugh­ters rushed to help her, and while they were bring­ing wa­ter, a nap­kin, vin­eg­ar, I sought my hat and hur­ried away.

				I walked away with great strides, sick at heart and my mind full of re­morse and re­gret. And at the same time I was al­most happy; it seemed to me that I had done a praise­worthy and ne­ces­sary ac­tion.

				Was I wrong or right? I asked my­self. They had hid­den their secret know­ledge in their hearts like a bul­let in a healed wound. Wouldn’t they be hap­pi­er now? It was too late for their grief to tor­ture them again, and soon enough for them to re­call it with a tender pity­ing emo­tion.

				And per­haps some even­ing in the com­ing spring, stirred by moon­light fall­ing through the branches across the grass un­der their feet, they will draw close to one an­oth­er and clasp each oth­er’s hands, re­mem­ber­ing all their cruel hid­den suf­fer­ing. And per­haps, too, the brief em­brace will wake in their blood a faint thrill of the ec­stasy they have nev­er known, and in the hearts of these two dead that for one mo­ment are alive, it will stir the swift di­vine mad­ness, the wild joy that turns the least trem­bling of true lov­ers in­to a deep­er hap­pi­ness than oth­er men can ever know in all their life.

			
		
	
		
			The Hermit

			To­geth­er with some friends, we had been to see the old her­mit liv­ing on an an­cient tu­mu­lus, covered with great trees, in the midst of the vast plain that stretches from Cannes to La Na­poule.

			On the way back, we talked about these strange sol­it­ary lay­man, once so nu­mer­ous, whose kind have now al­most dis­ap­peared from the earth. We sought for the mor­al motives, and made an ef­fort to real­ise what could be the nature of the sor­rows that formerly drove men in­to sol­it­ary places.

			One of our com­pan­ions said ab­ruptly:

			“I’ve known two re­cluses, a man and a wo­man. The wo­man must be still liv­ing. For five years she lived at the sum­mit of an ab­so­lutely deser­ted hill on the Cor­sic­an coast, fif­teen or twenty miles from any oth­er house. She lived there with a nurse; I went to see her. She must un­doubtedly have been a well-known wo­man of the world. She re­ceived us with cour­tesy, even with pleas­ure, but I knew noth­ing about her, and I dis­covered noth­ing.

			“The man, now, well, I’ll tell you his un­for­tu­nate fate.

			“Turn round. Away over there, you see the peaked and wooded hill that stands out be­hind La Na­poule, thrust up by it­self in front of the peaks of the Es­ter­el; its loc­al name is the Hill of Ser­pents. That’s where my re­cluse lived for about twelve years, with­in the walls of a small an­cient temple.

			“When I heard of him, I de­cided to make his ac­quaint­ance, and one March morn­ing I set out for Cannes on horse­back. I left my mount at the Na­poule inn, and began to climb this strange con­ic­al hill on foot; it is per­haps a hun­dred and fifty or two hun­dred yards high and covered with aro­mat­ic plants, mostly cyt­isus, whose scent is so strong and pun­gent that it is quite over­power­ing and makes you feel pos­it­ively ill. The ground is stony and you of­ten see long vi­pers slither­ing over the stones and dis­ap­pear­ing in the grass. That’s what gives the place its well-mer­ited nick­name of the Hill of Ser­pents. There are some days when the ground un­der your feet seems to give birth to these rep­tiles as you climb the bare, sun-scorched slope. They are so num­ber­less that you dar­en’t walk any farther; you are con­scious of a strange un­eas­i­ness, not fear, for the creatures are harm­less, but a kind of mys­tic ter­ror. Sev­er­al times I have had an odd sense that I was climb­ing a hill sac­red of old, a fant­ast­ic hill, scen­ted, mys­ter­i­ous, covered with and peopled by ser­pents and crowned with a temple.

			“The temple is still there. At least, I am told that it was a temple. And I have re­frained from try­ing to find out more about it, be­cause I don’t want to des­troy the emo­tion­al ap­peal it has for me.

			“Well, I climbed it that March morn­ing, os­tens­ibly to ad­mire the scenery. As I ap­proached the top I did in­deed see walls, and, sit­ting on a stone, a man. He was hardly more than forty-five years old, al­though his hair was quite white; but his beard was still al­most black. He was strok­ing a cat that curled on his knees, and he ap­peared to take no in­terest in me. I ex­plored the ru­ins; a corner of them, roofed over, en­closed be­hind a con­struc­tion of branches, straw, grass, and stones, formed his dwell­ing-place; then I re­turned and stood be­side him.

			“The view from the hill is splen­did. On the right the Es­ter­el hills lift their strange trun­cated peaks; bey­ond them the rim­less sea stretches to the far-off Itali­an coast with its in­nu­mer­able head­lands, and over against Cannes the flat green is­lands of Lérins seem to float on the wa­ter, the farther of them thrust­ing in­to the open sea a massive great castle, an­cient and bat­tle­men­ted, its walls rising from the waves.

			“Then the Alps, their heads still hooded in the snows, rear their great bulk and dom­in­ate the green coast with its string of vil­las and white tree-fast towns that at this dis­tance look like in­nu­mer­able eggs laid on the edge of the shore.

			“I mur­mured: ‘Gad, what a view!’

			“The man lif­ted his head and said: ‘Yes, but when you see it every day and all day, it gets mono­ton­ous.’

			“So he could speak, my re­cluse, he could talk and he was bored. I had him.

			“I did not stay very long that day, and I did not try to do more than find out the form his mis­an­thropy took. The im­pres­sion he made on me was that of a man ut­terly weary of his fel­low creatures, tired of everything, hope­lessly dis­il­lu­sioned, and dis­gus­ted with him­self and with the rest of man­kind.

			“I left him after half an hour’s con­ver­sa­tion. But I came back a week later, and once again the fol­low­ing week, and then every week; so that long be­fore the end of two months we were friends.

			“Then, one even­ing in late May, I de­cided that the mo­ment had come, and I car­ried up some food to have din­ner with him on the Hill of Ser­pents.

			“It was one of those south­ern even­ings heavy with the mingled per­fume of flowers that this coun­tryside grows as the north grows corn, to make al­most all the scents that wo­men use for their bod­ies and their clothes: an even­ing when old men’s senses stir and swoon in dreams of love born of the fra­grance of in­nu­mer­able or­ange-trees filling the gar­dens and all the folds of the val­ley.

			“My re­cluse greeted me with ob­vi­ous pleas­ure, and will­ingly con­sen­ted to share my din­ner.

			“I made him drink a little wine, to which he had long been un­used; it ex­hil­ar­ated him and he began to talk of his past life. I got the im­pres­sion that he had al­ways lived in Par­is, and the life of a gay bach­el­or.

			“I asked him ab­ruptly: ‘What mad im­pulse made you come and perch on this hill­top?’

			“He answered read­ily: ‘Oh, be­cause I had the severest blow a man could have. But why should I hide my un­happy fate from you? It might make you pity me, per­haps. And be­sides … I have nev­er told any­one … nev­er … and I should like to know … just once … how it struck an­oth­er per­son … what he thought of it.

			“ ‘I was born in Par­is, edu­cated in Par­is, and I grew up and lived in that city. My par­ents had left me a few thou­sand francs’ in­come, and I had enough in­flu­ence to get a quiet sub­or­din­ate post which made me well off, for a bach­el­or.

			“ ‘Since early youth I had led the life of a bach­el­or. You know what that’s like. Free, with no fam­ily ties, de­term­ined nev­er to bur­den my­self with a wife, I spent now three months with one wo­man, now six months with an­oth­er, then a com­pan­ion­less year, sip­ping honey among the mul­ti­tude of girls on of­fer or on sale.

			“ ‘This easy­going man­ner of life, call it com­mon­place if you like, suited me well enough, and sat­is­fied my nat­ur­al love of change and nov­elty. I lived on the boulevard, in theatres and cafés, al­ways out, al­most home­less, al­though I had a com­fort­able house. I was one of the thou­sands of people who let them­selves drift through life, like corks, for whom the walls of Par­is are the walls of the world, who trouble them­selves for noth­ing, since there is noth­ing they ar­dently de­sire. I was what you call a good sort, with no out­stand­ing vir­tues and no vices. There you have me. And I’ve a quite ac­cur­ate know­ledge of my­self.

			“ ‘So, from the time I was twenty to my for­ti­eth year, my life ran on, slow or fast, with noth­ing to dis­turb its even flow. They go so quickly, those un­event­ful Parisi­an years when noth­ing ever hap­pens that the mind re­mem­bers as a turn­ing-point, those long crowded years, gay trivi­al years when you eat and drink and laugh without know­ing why, and de­sir­ing noth­ing, yet touch your lips to all the sa­vour of life and every kiss that of­fers. You were young; and then you are old without hav­ing done any of the things that oth­er men do, without any ties, any roots, any place in life, al­most without friends, without par­ents, without wives, without chil­dren.

			“ ‘Well, I reached the for­ti­eth year of my easy pleas­ant life; and to cel­eb­rate this an­niversary I in­vited my­self to a good din­ner in one of the best res­taur­ants. I was alone in the world; it pleased my sense of what was fit­ting to cel­eb­rate the day alone.

			“ ‘Din­ner over, I could not de­cide what to do next. I rather wanted to go to a theatre; and then I was struck with the idea of mak­ing a pil­grim­age to the Quart­i­er Lat­in where I stud­ied law. So I made my way across Par­is and wandered un­think­ingly in­to one of those cafés where you are served by girls.

			“ ‘The one who looked after my table was very young, pretty, and bub­bling over with laughter. I offered her a drink, which she read­ily ac­cep­ted. She sat down op­pos­ite me and looked me over with an ex­pert eye, un­able to make out what kind of mas­cu­line creature she had to deal with. She was fair-haired, fair al­to­geth­er; she was a clear-skinned, healthy girl, and I guessed her to be plump and rosy un­der the swell­ing folds of her bod­ice. I mur­mured all the mean­ing­less gal­lantries that one al­ways says to these girls, and as she was really very charm­ing, the whim sud­denly seized me to take her out … just to cel­eb­rate my for­ti­eth birth­day. It was neither long nor dif­fi­cult to ar­range. She was un­at­tached … had been for a fort­night, she told me … and she at once agreed to come and have sup­per with me at the Halles when her work was over.

			“ ‘As I was afraid that she wouldn’t stick to me—you nev­er know what will hap­pen, nor who’ll come in­to these beer­shops, nor what a wo­man will take in­to her head to do—I stayed there the whole even­ing, wait­ing for her.

			“ ‘I had been un­at­tached my­self for a month or two, and as I watched this ad­or­able neo­phyte of Love flit­ting from table to table, I wondered if I shouldn’t do as well to take her on for a time. What I’m de­scrib­ing to you is one of the daily com­mon­place ad­ven­tures in a Parisi­an’s life.

			“ ‘For­give these crude de­tails; men who have nev­er known an ideal love take and choose their wo­man as they choose a chop at the butcher’s, without both­er­ing about any­thing but the qual­ity of their flesh.

			“ ‘Well, I went with her to her house—for I’ve too much re­spect for my own sheets. It was a work­girl’s tiny room, on the fifth floor, clean and bare; I spent two de­light­ful hours there. She had an un­com­monly grace­ful and charm­ing way with her, that little girl.

			“ ‘When I was ready to go, I walked to­wards her man­tel­shelf to de­pos­it there­on the usu­al present. I had ar­ranged a day for a second in­ter­view with the little wench, who was still ly­ing in bed. I saw dimly a clock un­der a glass case, two vases of flowers, and two pho­to­graphs, one of which was very old, one of those neg­at­ives on glass called daguerreotypes. I bent cas­u­ally to look at this por­trait, and I stood there para­lysed, too sur­prised to un­der­stand. … It was my­self, my first por­trait, one that I had had made long ago when I was a stu­dent liv­ing in the Quart­i­er Lat­in.

			“ ‘I snatched it up to ex­am­ine it more closely. I’d made no mis­take … and I felt like laugh­ing, it struck me as so queer and un­ex­pec­ted.

			“ ‘ “Who is this gen­tle­man?” I de­man­ded.

			“ ‘ “That’s my fath­er, whom I nev­er knew,” she answered. “Mamma left it to me and told me to keep it, be­cause it would be use­ful to me some day. …”

			“ ‘She hes­it­ated, burst out laugh­ing, and ad­ded: “I don’t know what for, upon my word. It’s not likely he’ll come and re­cog­nise me.”

			“ ‘My heart leaped madly, like the gal­lop­ing of a run­away horse. I laid the pic­ture on its face on the man­tel­shelf, put two hun­dred-franc notes that I had in my pock­et on top of it, without at all think­ing what I was do­ing, and hur­ried out cry­ing: “See you again soon! … Good­bye, my dear … good­bye!”

			“ ‘I heard her an­swer: “On Wed­nes­day.” I was on the darkened stairs and grop­ing my way down them.

			“ ‘When I got out­side, I saw that it was rain­ing, and I set off with great strides, tak­ing the first road.

			“ ‘I walked straight on, dazed, be­wildered, rak­ing my memory. Was it pos­sible? Yes, I sud­denly re­membered a girl who had writ­ten to me, about a month after we had broken off re­la­tions, that she was with child by me. I had torn up or burned the let­ter, and for­got­ten the whole thing. I ought to have looked at the pho­to­graph of the wo­man on the little girl’s man­tel­shelf. But should I have re­cog­nised her? I had a vague memory of it as the pho­to­graph of an old wo­man.

			“ ‘I reached the quay. I saw a bench and sat down. It was rain­ing. Now and then people hur­ried past un­der um­brel­las. Life had be­come for me hate­ful and re­volt­ing, full of miser­able shame­ful things, in­fam­ies willed or pre­destined. My daugh­ter … per­haps I had just pos­sessed my own daugh­ter. And Par­is, vast sombre Par­is, gloomy, dirty, sad, black, with all its shuttered houses, was full of such­like things, adul­ter­ies, in­cests, vi­ol­ated chil­dren. I re­membered all I’d been told of bridges haunted by vi­cious and de­graded wretches.

			“ ‘Without wish­ing or know­ing it, I had sunk lower than those vile creatures. I had climbed in­to my daugh­ter’s bed.

			“ ‘I could have thrown my­self in the wa­ter. I was mad. I wandered about un­til day­break, then I went back to my house to think things out.

			“ ‘I de­cided on what seemed to me the most prudent course. I would have a so­li­cit­or send for the girl and ask her un­der what cir­cum­stances her moth­er had giv­en her the por­trait of the man she be­lieved to be her fath­er: I would tell him that I was act­ing on be­half of a friend.

			“ ‘The so­li­cit­or car­ried out my in­struc­tions. It was on her deathbed that the wo­man had made a state­ment about the fath­er of her child, and be­fore a priest whose name I was giv­en.

			“ ‘Then, al­ways in the name of this un­known friend, I made half my for­tune over to this child, about a hun­dred and forty thou­sand francs, ar­ran­ging it so that she could only touch the in­terest of it; then I sent in my resig­na­tion, and here I am.

			“ ‘I was wan­der­ing along this coast, and I found this hill and stopped here … since … I have for­got­ten how long since that was.

			“ ‘What do you think of me? … and of what I did?’

			“I gave him my hand and answered:

			“ ‘You did the right thing. There are plenty of men who would have at­tached less im­port­ance to such a vile ac­ci­dent.’

			“ ‘I know that,’ he replied, ‘but I al­most went mad. I must have had a tender con­science without ever guess­ing it. And I’m afraid of Par­is now, as be­liev­ers must be afraid of hell. I’ve had a blow on the head, that’s all, a blow like a tile fall­ing on you as you walk down the street. Time is mak­ing it more bear­able.’

			“I left my re­cluse. His story dis­turbed me pro­foundly.

			“I saw him again twice, then I went away, be­cause I nev­er stay in the south after the end of May.

			“When I came back the fol­low­ing year, the man was no longer liv­ing on the Hill of Ser­pents, and I have nev­er heard a word about him since.

			“That’s the story of my her­mit.”

		
	
		
			On Cats

			Cape of An­ti­bes.

			Seated on a bench, the oth­er day at my door, in the full sun­light, with a cluster of anemones in flower be­fore me, I read a book re­cently pub­lished, an hon­est book, some­thing un­com­mon and charm­ing—The Cooper by George Duval. A large white cat that be­longed to the garden­er jumped upon my lap, and by the shock closed the book, which I placed at my side in or­der to caress the an­im­al.

			The weath­er was warm; a faint sug­gest­ive odor of new flowers was in the air, and at times came little cool breezes from the great white sum­mits that I could see in the dis­tance. But the sun was hot and sharp, and the day was one of those that stir the earth, make it alive, break open the seed in or­der to an­im­ate the sleep­ing germs, and cleave the buds so that the young leaves may spring forth. The cat rolled it­self on my knees, ly­ing on its back, its paws in the air, with claws pro­trud­ing, then re­ced­ing. The little creature showed its poin­ted teeth be­neath its lips, and its green eyes gleamed in the half-closed slit of its eye­lids. I caressed and rubbed the soft, nervous an­im­al, supple as a piece of silk, smooth, warm, de­li­cious, dan­ger­ous. She purred with sat­is­fac­tion, yet was quite ready to scratch, for a cat loves to scratch as well as to be pet­ted. She held out her neck and rolled again, and when I took my hand from her, she raised her­self and pushed her head against my lif­ted hand.

			I made her nervous, and she made me nervous also, for, al­though I like cats in a cer­tain way, I de­test them at the same time—those an­im­als so charm­ing and so treach­er­ous. It gives me pleas­ure to fondle them, to rub un­der my hand their silky fur that some­times crackles, to feel their warmth through this fine and ex­quis­ite cov­er­ing. Noth­ing is softer, noth­ing gives to the skin a sen­sa­tion more del­ic­ate, more re­fined, more rare, than the warm, liv­ing coat of a cat. But this liv­ing coat also com­mu­nic­ates to me, through the ends of my fin­gers, a strange and fe­ro­cious de­sire to strangle the an­im­al I am caress­ing. I feel in her the de­sire she has to bite and scratch me. I feel it—that same de­sire, as if it were an elec­tric cur­rent com­mu­nic­ated from her to me. I run my fin­gers through the soft fur and the cur­rent passes through my nerves from my fin­ger­tips to my heart, even to my brain; it tingles through­out my be­ing and causes me to shut my teeth hard.

			And if the an­im­al be­gins to bite and scratch me, I seize her by the neck, I give her a turn and throw her far from me, as I would throw a stone from a sling, so quickly and so bru­tally that she nev­er has time to re­venge her­self.

			I re­mem­ber that when I was a child I loved cats, yet I had even then that strange de­sire to strangle them with my little hands; and one day at the end of the garden, at the be­gin­ning of the woods, I per­ceived sud­denly some­thing gray rolling in the high grass. I went to see what it was, and found a cat caught in a snare, strangling, suf­foc­at­ing, dy­ing. It rolled, tore up the ground with its claws, bounded, fell in­ert, then began again, and its hoarse, rap­id breath­ing made a noise like a pump, a fright­ful noise which I hear yet. I could have taken a spade and cut the snare, I could have gone to find the ser­vant or tell my fath­er. No, I did not move, and with beat­ing heart I watched it die with a trem­bling and cruel joy. It was a cat! If it had been a dog, I would rather have cut the cop­per wire with my teeth than let it suf­fer a second more. When the cat was quite dead, but yet warm, I went to feel of it and pull its tail!

			These little creatures are de­li­cious, not­with­stand­ing, de­li­cious above all, be­cause in caress­ing them, while they are rub­bing against our skin, purring and rolling on us, look­ing at us with their yel­low eyes which seem nev­er to see us, we real­ize the in­sec­ur­ity of their ten­der­ness, the per­fi­di­ous selfish­ness of their pleas­ure.

			Some wo­men, also, give us that sen­sa­tion—wo­men who are charm­ing, tender, with clear yet false eyes, who have chosen us en­tirely for their grat­i­fic­a­tion. Near them, when they open their arms and of­fer their lips, when a man folds them to his heart with bound­ing pulses, when he tastes the joy of their del­ic­ate caress, he real­izes well that he holds a per­fi­di­ous, tricky cat, with claws and fangs, an en­emy in love, who will bite him when she is tired of kisses.

			Many of the po­ets have loved cats. Baudelaire has sung of them di­vinely.

			I had one day the strange sen­sa­tion of hav­ing in­hab­ited the en­chanted palace of the White Cat, a ma­gic castle where reigned one of those un­du­lant, mys­ter­i­ous, troub­ling an­im­als, the only one, per­haps, of all liv­ing creatures that one nev­er hears walk.

			This ad­ven­ture oc­curred last year on this same shore of the Medi­ter­ranean. At Nice there was at­ro­cious heat, and I asked my­self as to wheth­er there was not, some­where in the moun­tains above us, a fresh val­ley where one might find a breath of fresh air.

			Thorence was re­com­men­ded to me, and I wished to see it im­me­di­ately. To get there I had first to go to Grasse, the town of per­fumes, con­cern­ing which I shall write some day, and tell how the es­sences and quint­essences of flowers are man­u­fac­tured there, cost­ing up to two thou­sand francs the liter. I passed the night in an old hotel of the town, a poor kind of inn, where the qual­ity of the food was as doubt­ful as the clean­li­ness of the rooms. I went on my way in the morn­ing.

			The road went straight up in­to the moun­tains, fol­low­ing the deep rav­ines, which were over­shad­owed by sterile peaks, poin­ted and sav­age. I thought that my ad­visers had re­com­men­ded to me a very ex­traordin­ary kind of sum­mer ex­cur­sion, and I was al­most on the point of re­turn­ing to Nice the same day, when I saw sud­denly be­fore me, on a moun­tain which ap­peared to close the en­trance to the en­tire val­ley, an im­mense and pic­tur­esque ruined castle, show­ing towers and broken walls, of a strange ar­chi­tec­ture, in pro­file against the sky. It proved to be an an­cient castle that had be­longed to the Tem­plars, who, in by­gone days, had gov­erned this coun­try of Thorence.

			I made a de­tour of this moun­tain, and sud­denly dis­covered a long, green val­ley, fresh and re­pose­ful. Upon its level were mead­ows, run­ning wa­ters, and wil­lows; and on its sides grew tall pine-trees. In front of the ru­ins, on the oth­er side of the val­ley, but stand­ing lower, was an in­hab­ited castle, called the Castle of the Four Towers, which was built about the year 1530. One could not see any trace of the Renais­sance peri­od, how­ever. It was a strong and massive square struc­ture, ap­par­ently pos­sess­ing tre­mend­ous powers of res­ist­ance, and it was sup­por­ted by four de­fens­ive towers, as its name would in­dic­ate.

			I had a let­ter of in­tro­duc­tion to the own­er of this man­or, who would not per­mit me to go to the hotel. The whole val­ley is one of the most charm­ing spots in sum­mer that one could dream of. I wandered about there un­til even­ing, and after din­ner I went to the apart­ment that had been re­served for me. I first passed through a sort of sit­ting-room, the walls of which were covered by old Cor­dova leath­er; then went through an­oth­er room, where, by the light of my candle, I no­ticed rap­idly, in passing, sev­er­al old por­traits of ladies—those paint­ings of which Théo­phile Gau­ti­er has writ­ten.

			I entered the room where my bed was, and looked around me. The walls were hung with an­tique tapestries, where one saw rose-colored don­jons in blue land­scapes, and great fant­ast­ic birds sit­ting un­der fo­liage of pre­cious stones! My dress­ing-room was in one of the towers. The win­dows wide on the in­side and nar­rowed to a mere slit on the out­side, go­ing through the en­tire thick­ness of the walls, were, in real­ity, noth­ing but loop­holes, through which one might kill an ap­proach­ing en­emy.

			I shut my door, went to bed, and slept. Presently I dreamed; usu­ally one dreams a little of some­thing that has passed dur­ing the day. I seemed to be trav­el­ing; I entered an inn, where I saw at a table be­fore the fire a ser­vant in com­plete liv­ery, and a ma­son—a strange as­so­ci­ation which did not as­ton­ish me. These people spoke of Vic­tor Hugo, who had just died, and I took part in their con­ver­sa­tion. At last I went to bed in a room, the door of which I could not shut; and sud­denly, I saw the ser­vant and the ma­son, armed with sabers, com­ing softly to­ward my bed.

			I awoke at once, and a few mo­ments passed be­fore I could re­col­lect where I was. Then I re­called quickly my ar­rival of the day be­fore at Thorence, the oc­cur­rences of the even­ing, and my pleas­ant re­cep­tion by the own­er. I was just about to close my eyes, when I saw dis­tinctly in the dark­ness, in the middle of my room, at about the height of a man’s head, two fiery eyes watch­ing me.

			I seized a match, and while strik­ing it I heard a noise, a light, soft noise, like the sound of a wet rag thrown on the floor, but after I had lighted the candle I saw noth­ing but a tall table in the middle of the room. I rose, went through both apart­ments, looked un­der the bed and in­to the closets, and found noth­ing. I thought then that per­haps I had con­tin­ued dream­ing after I was awake, and so I went to sleep again, but not without trouble.

			I dreamed again. This time I traveled once more, but in the Ori­ent, in the coun­try that I love. I ar­rived at the house of a Turk, who lived in the middle of a desert. He was a su­perb Turk—not an Ar­ab, but a Turk, fat, friendly, and charm­ing. He was dressed in Turk­ish at­tire, with a turban on his head, and a whole shop­ful of silk on his back—a real Turk of the Théâtre Français, who made me com­pli­ments while of­fer­ing me sweet­meats, sit­ting on a vo­lup­tu­ous di­van.

			Then a little black boy took me to a room—all my dreams ended in this fash­ion in those days! It was a per­fumed room dec­or­ated in sky blue, with skins of wild beasts on the floor, and be­fore the fire—the idea of fire pur­sued me even in the desert—on a low chair, was a wo­man, lightly clothed, who was wait­ing for me. She was of the purest Ori­ent­al type, with stars tat­tooed on her cheeks and fore­head and chin; she had im­mense eyes, a beau­ti­ful form, and slightly brown skin—a warm and ex­cit­ing skin.

			She looked at me, and I thought: “This is what I un­der­stand to be the true mean­ing of the word hos­pit­al­ity. In our stu­pid and prudish north­ern coun­tries, with their hate­ful mawk­ish­ness of ideas, and silly no­tions of mor­al­ity, a man would nev­er re­ceive a stranger in this fash­ion.”

			I went up to the wo­man and spoke to her, but she replied only by signs, not know­ing a word of my lan­guage, which the Turk, her mas­ter, un­der­stood so well. All the hap­pi­er that she would be si­lent, I took her by the hand and led her to­ward my couch, where I placed my­self by her side. …

			But one al­ways awakens at those mo­ments! So I opened my eyes and was not greatly sur­prised to feel be­neath my hand some­thing soft and warm, which I caressed lov­ingly. Then, my mind clear­ing, I re­cog­nized that it was a cat, a big cat rolled up against my cheek, sleep­ing there with con­fid­ence. I left it there and com­posed my­self to sleep once more. When day­light ap­peared he was gone; and I really thought I had dreamed he had been with me; for I could not un­der­stand how he could have come in and gone out, as my door was locked.

			When I re­lated my dream and my ad­ven­ture to my agree­able host (not the whole of it!) he began to laugh, and said: “He came in through his own door,” and rais­ing a cur­tain, he showed me a little round hole in the wall. I learned then that the old hab­it­a­tions of this coun­try have long nar­row run­ways through the walls, which go from the cel­lar to the gar­ret, from the ser­vants’ rooms to the rooms of the sei­gneur, and these pas­sages render the cat king and mas­ter of the in­teri­or of the house. He goes where it pleases him, vis­its his do­main at his pleas­ure, sleeps in all the beds, sees all, hears all, knows all the secrets, all the habits, all the shames of the house. Every­where he is at home, the an­im­al that moves without noise, the si­lent prowl­er, the noc­turn­al rover of the hol­lowed walls. And I thought of Baudelaire.

		
	
		
			Rosalie Prudent

			There cer­tainly was in this af­fair an ele­ment of mys­tery which neither the jury, nor the pres­id­ent, nor the At­tor­ney-Gen­er­al him­self could un­der­stand.

			The girl Prudent (Ros­a­lie), a maid em­ployed by the Vara­m­bot fam­ily, of Mantes, be­came preg­nant un­known to her em­ploy­ers, was brought to bed dur­ing the night in her at­tic bed­room, and had then killed and bur­ied her child in the garden.

			The story was like all oth­er stor­ies of every in­fant­i­cide com­mit­ted by a ser­vant. But one fact re­mained in­ex­plic­able. The in­vest­ig­a­tions con­duc­ted in the girl Prudent’s bed­room had led to the dis­cov­ery of a com­plete set of baby clothes, made by Ros­a­lie her­self, who for three months had spent her nights in cut­ting out and sew­ing them. The gro­cer, from whom, out of her own wages, she had bought the candles burned in this long la­bour had come for­ward as a wit­ness. Moreover, it was known that the loc­al mid­wife, whom the girl had in­formed of her con­di­tion, had giv­en her all in­struc­tions and prac­tic­al ad­vice ne­ces­sary in case her time happened to come at a mo­ment when no help was at hand. She had fur­ther sought a place at Poissy for the girl Prudent, who foresaw her dis­missal, since the Vara­m­bot couple took ques­tions of mor­al­ity very ser­i­ously.

			They were there present at the as­sizes the man and his wife, an or­din­ary pro­vin­cial middle-class couple of small means, furi­ously an­noyed with this slut who had de­filed their house. They would have liked to see her guil­lotined on the spot, without a tri­al, and they over­whelmed her with ma­li­cious evid­ence that in their mouths be­came ver­it­able ac­cus­a­tions.

			The guilty wo­man, a fine strap­ping girl from Basse-Nor­man­die, with as much edu­ca­tion as a girl of her class would have, wept in­cess­antly and made no reply.

			There was noth­ing for it but to sup­pose that she had com­mit­ted this bar­bar­ous ac­tion in a mo­ment of des­pair and mad­ness, since everything poin­ted to the fact that she had hoped to keep and rear her child.

			The pres­id­ent made one more at­tempt to get her to speak, to wring a con­fes­sion from her. He urged her with the ut­most kind­li­ness, and at last made her un­der­stand that all these men come to­geth­er to judge her did not wish for her death and could even pity her.

			Then she made up her mind.

			“Come,” he asked, “tell us first who is the fath­er of this child.”

			So far she had ob­stin­ately with­held this in­form­a­tion.

			She answered sud­denly, star­ing an­grily at the em­ploy­ers who had spoken with much malice against her.

			“It was Mon­sieur Joseph, Mon­sieur Vara­m­bot’s neph­ew.”

			The couple star­ted vi­ol­ently and cried out with one voice: “It’s a lie! She’s ly­ing! It’s a vile slander!”

			The pres­id­ent si­lenced them and ad­ded: “Go on, please, and tell us how it happened.”

			Then she poured out a sud­den flood of words, com­fort­ing her shut heart, her poor lonely bruised heart, spill­ing out her grief, the full meas­ure of her grief, be­fore the severe men whom un­til this mo­ment she had looked upon as en­emies and in­flex­ible judges.

			“Yes, it was Mon­sieur Joseph Vara­m­bot, when he came on leave last year.”

			“What does Mon­sieur Joseph Vara­m­bot do?”

			“He’s an N.C.O. in the ar­til­lery, sir. He spent two months in the house, you see. Two sum­mer months. I didn’t think any­thing of it, I didn’t, when he began star­ing at me, and then say­ing sweet things to me, and then coax­ing me all day long. I let my­self be taken in, I did, sir. He kept on telling me that I was a fine girl, that I was nice to look at … that I was his sort. … I was pleased with this; I was, for sure. What’ud you ex­pect? You listen to these things when you’re alone … all alone … like me. I’m alone in the world, sir. … I’ve no one to talk to … no one to tell about things that vexed me. … I haven’t a fath­er, or moth­er, or broth­er, or sis­ter, no one. I felt as if he was a broth­er who’d come back when he began talk­ing to me. And then he asked me to go down to the river bank with him one even­ing, so we could talk without be­ing heard. I went. I did. … How did I know what I was do­ing? How did I know what I did after that? He put his arm round me. … I’m sure I didn’t want to … no … no. … I couldn’t. … I wanted to cry, it was such a lovely night … the moon was shin­ing. … I couldn’t … he did what he wanted. … It went on like that for three weeks, as long as he stayed. … I would have fol­lowed him to the end of the world … he went away. … I didn’t know I was go­ing to have a baby, I didn’t … I didn’t know un­til a month after.”

			She broke in­to such a pas­sion of weep­ing that they had to give her time to con­trol her­self again.

			Then the pres­id­ent spoke to her like a priest in the con­fes­sion­al: “Come now, tell us everything.”

			She went on with her tale:

			“When I saw I was preg­nant, I went and told Ma­dame Boud­in, the mid­wife, who’s there to tell you I did, and I asked her what I ought to do sup­pos­ing it happened when she wasn’t there. And then I made all the little clothes, night after night, un­til one o’clock in the morn­ing, every night; and then I looked out for an­oth­er place, for I knew quite well I’d be dis­missed, but I wanted to stay in the house up to the very last, to save my bit of money, see­ing I hardly had any and I had to have all I could, for the little baby. …”

			“So you didn’t want to kill it?”

			“Oh, for sure I didn’t, sir.”

			“Then why did you kill it?”

			“It’s like this. It happened soon­er than I’d have be­lieved. The pains took me in my kit­chen, as I was fin­ish­ing my wash­ing up.

			“Mon­sieur and Ma­dame Vara­m­bot were already asleep; so I went up­stairs, not without pain, drag­ging my­self from step to step. And I lay down on the floor, on the boards, so I shouldn’t soil my bed. It las­ted maybe an hour, maybe two, maybe three—I don’t know, it hurt me so dread­ful; and then I pressed down with all my strength, I felt him com­ing out, and I gathered him up.

			“Oh, I was so pleased, I was. I did everything that Ma­dame Boud­in had told me, everything. And then I put him on my bed. And then, if I hadn’t an­oth­er pain, a mor­tal pain! If you knew what it was like, you men, you’d think a bit more about do­ing it, you would. I fell on my knees, then on my back, on the floor; and I had it all over again, maybe an­oth­er hour, maybe two, all by my­self, there … and then an­oth­er one came out … an­oth­er little baby … two—yes, two … think of it! I took him up like the first and laid him on the bed, side by side … two. Could I do with it now? Two chil­dren. Me that earns a pound a month. Tell me … could I do with it? One, yes, could be man­aged, with scrap­ing and sav­ing, but not two. It turned my head. I didn’t know what I was do­ing, I didn’t. How do you think I could choose one?

			“I didn’t know what I was do­ing! I thought my last hour had come. I put the pil­low over them, without know­ing what I was do­ing. … I couldn’t keep two … and I lay down again on top of it. And then I stayed there toss­ing and cry­ing un­til I saw the light com­ing in at the win­dow; they were dead un­der the pil­low for sure. Then I took them un­der my arm, I got down the stairs, I went out in­to the kit­chen garden, I took the garden spade, and I bur­ied them in the ground, as deep as I could, one in one place, the oth­er in an­oth­er, not to­geth­er, so that they couldn’t speak about their moth­er, if little dead ba­bies can speak. I don’t know about it, I don’t.

			“And then I was so ill in my bed that I couldn’t get up. They fetched the doc­tor and he knew all about it. It’s the truth, your wor­ship. Do what you like, I’m ready.”

			Half the jury were blow­ing their noses vi­ol­ently, to keep back their tears. Wo­men were sob­bing in the court.

			The pres­id­ent ques­tioned her.

			“Where did you bury the oth­er one?”

			“Which did you find?” she asked.

			“Well … the one … the one who was in the ar­tichokes.”

			“Oh, well. The oth­er one is among the straw­ber­ries—at the edge of the well.”

			And she began to sob so dread­fully that her moans were heart­break­ing to hear.

			The girl Ros­a­lie Prudent was ac­quit­ted.

		
	
		
			Madame Parisse

			
				I

				I was sit­ting on the break­wa­ter of the little har­bour of Obernon, near the small town of la Salis, watch­ing An­ti­bes in the set­ting sun. I have nev­er seen any­thing so start­ling or so lovely.

				The little town, shut with­in the heavy ram­parts built by M. de Vauban, thrusts out in­to the sea, in the centre of the wide bay of Nice. The great waves of the open sea run in and break at its feet, wreath­ing her with flowers of foam; and above the ram­parts, the houses climb on each oth­er’s shoulders up to the two towers lift­ing to the sky like the two horns of an old hel­met. And these two towers are sharply out­lined on the milky white­ness of the Alps, on the vast and far-off wall of snow that bars the whole ho­ri­zon.

				Between the white foam be­low the walls and the white snow on the rim of the sky the little town stands like a bril­liant flower against the deep blue of the nearest hills, and lifts to the rays of the set­ting sun a pyr­am­id of red-roofed houses whose white walls are yet all so dif­fer­ent that they seem to hold every subtle shade.

				And the sky above the Alps is an al­most white blue it­self, as if the snow had col­oured off on to it; a few sil­ver clouds float just above the pale peaks; and at the oth­er side of the bay, Nice, ly­ing at the edge of the wa­ter, stretches like a white thread between sea and moun­tain. Two large three-cornered sails, driv­en be­fore a strong breeze, seemed to run over the waves. Filled with won­der; I looked at it all.

				It was a sight so fair, so di­vine, so rare that it made it­self a place in your heart, as un­for­get­table as re­membered joys. It is through the eyes that we live and think and suf­fer and are moved. The man who can feel through his eyes en­joys, in the con­tem­pla­tion of things and hu­man be­ings, the same deep, sharp, subtle joy as the man whose heart is rav­ished by the mu­sic strik­ing on a del­ic­ate sens­it­ive ear.

				I said to my com­pan­ion, M. Mar­tini, a true South­ern­er:

				“That is really one of the rarest sights it has ever been my good for­tune to ad­mire.

				“I have seen the mon­strous gran­ite jew­el of Mont Saint-Michel rise from its sands at dawn.

				“I have seen in the Saha­ra the lake of Raïanech­er­gui, fifty miles long, gleam­ing un­der a moon as bril­liant as our suns, with a white wraith of mist like a milky va­pour rising from it to the moon.

				“I have seen, in the Lipari Is­lands, the fant­ast­ic sul­phur crater of Vol­canello, a gi­ant flower that smokes and flames, a mon­strous yel­low flower blos­som­ing in the middle of the sea, with a vol­cano for a stem.

				“And after all I’ve seen noth­ing more mar­vel­lous than An­ti­bes out­lined against the Alps at sun­set.

				“I don’t know why my mind is haunted by echoes of old tales: lines of Homer are ringing in my head: it’s an old East­ern town, a town from the Odys­sey, it’s Troy, al­though Troy was not on the sea.”

				M. Mar­tini drew his Sarty guide from his pock­et and read:

				
					“The town had its be­gin­nings in a colony foun­ded by the Phoen­i­cians from Mar­seilles, to­wards 340 BC. They gave it the Greek name of An­tipol­is, that is to say, ‘Against-town,’ a town fa­cing an­oth­er, be­cause it did ac­tu­ally face Nice, an­oth­er Mar­seilles colony.

					“After the con­quest of Gaul the Ro­mans made An­ti­bes a city; its in­hab­it­ants en­joyed the rights of Ro­man cit­izen­ship.

					“We know, by one of Mar­tial’s epi­grams, that in his time …”

				

				He was go­ing on. I in­ter­rup­ted him: “I don’t care what it was. I tell you that I am look­ing down at a town from the Odys­sey. Asi­at­ic or European coast, the coasts of both are alike; and the coast on the oth­er side of the Medi­ter­ranean is not the one that stirs in me, as this one does, a dream of old hero­ic days.”

				A sound made me turn round; a wo­man, a tall, dark-skinned wo­man, was walk­ing along the road that runs be­side the sea to­wards the head­land.

				M. Mar­tini mur­mured, sound­ing the fi­nal sib­il­ants of the name: “That’s Mme. Parisse, you know.”

				No, I didn’t know, but the chance sound of this name, the name of the Tro­jan shep­herd, deepened my il­lu­sion.

				“Who is this Mme. Parisse?” I asked, how­ever.

				He seemed amazed that I did not know the story.

				I swore that I didn’t know it; and I looked at the wo­man who walked dream­ily past without see­ing us, walk­ing gravely and slowly as the wo­men of the old world must have walked. She must have been about thirty-five years old and she was still beau­ti­ful, very beau­ti­ful, al­though a little stout.

				And this is the story that M. Mar­tini told me.

			
			
				II

				Mme. Parisse, a young girl of the Combelombe fam­ily, had mar­ried, one year be­fore the war of 1870, a Gov­ern­ment of­fi­cial called M. Parisse. She was then a beau­ti­ful young girl, as slender and merry as she was now stout and sad.

				She had re­luct­antly ac­cep­ted M. Parisse, who was one of those pot­bel­lied, short-legged little men who mince along in trousers that are al­ways cut too wide.

				After the war, An­ti­bes was oc­cu­pied by a single in­fantry re­gi­ment com­manded by M. Jean de Car­melin, a young of­ficer who had been dec­or­ated dur­ing the cam­paign and who had just be­come a ma­jor.

				As he was bored to death in this fort­ress, in this stifling mole­hill shut in between its double ram­part of enorm­ous walls, the ma­jor formed the habit of walk­ing on the head­land, a sort of park or pine wood lashed by all the sea winds.

				He met Mme. Parisse there; she too came, on sum­mer even­ings, for a breath of fresh air un­der the trees. How did they fall in love? Who could say? They met, they looked at each oth­er, and out of each oth­er’s sight doubt­less they thought of one an­oth­er. The im­age of the young wo­man, brown eyed, black-haired, pale-skinned, the beau­ti­ful glow­ing South­ern wo­man who showed her teeth when she smiled, hovered be­fore the eyes of the of­ficer as he con­tin­ued his walk, chew­ing his ci­gar in­stead of smoking it; and the im­age of the ma­jor in his tight-fit­ting tu­nic, scar­let-trousered and covered with gold lace, his fair mous­tache curl­ing above his lip, must have flit­ted past the eyes of Mme. Parisse in the even­ing when her hus­band, badly shaven and badly dressed, short-limbed and paunchy, came home to sup­per.

				Per­haps they smiled, see­ing each oth­er again, meet­ing so of­ten; and see­ing each oth­er so of­ten, they began to fancy that they knew each oth­er. He must have sa­luted her. She was sur­prised and bowed, ever so slightly, just enough not to seem dis­cour­teous. But at the end of a fort­night she was re­turn­ing his greet­ing from afar, be­fore ever they had drawn near each oth­er.

				He spoke to her! Of what? Prob­ably of the sun­set. And they ad­mired it to­geth­er, look­ing in­to each oth­er’s eyes of­ten­er than at the ho­ri­zon. And every even­ing for a fort­night this was the un­vary­ing con­ven­tion­al ex­cuse for a few minutes’ talk.

				Then they were bold enough to walk a little way to­geth­er, talk­ing of vari­ous things; but already their eyes were say­ing a thou­sand more in­tim­ate things, de­light­ful secret things that are re­flec­ted in soft tender glances and quick­en the heart’s wild beat­ing, re­veal­ing the hid­den de­sires more plainly than any prot­est­a­tions.

				Then he must have taken her hand, and stammered those words that a wo­man un­der­stands and pre­tends not to hear.

				And they told each oth­er that they loved without prov­ing their love by any gross and sen­su­al act.

				The wo­man would have stayed in­def­in­itely in this halfway house of af­fec­tion but the man wanted to go fur­ther. He pressed her each day more fiercely to yield her­self to his vi­ol­ent de­sire.

				She res­isted, she would not, seemed de­term­ined not to give in.

				How­ever, one even­ing she said to him cas­u­ally: “My hus­band has just gone to Mar­seilles. He will be away for four days.”

				Jean de Car­melin threw him­self at her feet, and en­treated her to open her door that very even­ing, about el­ev­en o’clock. But she did not listen and went home in seem­ing an­ger.

				The ma­jor was in an ill hu­mour all even­ing; and that day at dawn he stalked furi­ously up and down the ram­parts, from the band school to the squad drill, fling­ing pun­ish­ments at of­ficers and men, like a man fling­ing stones in a crowd.

				But when he re­turned from break­fast, he found un­der his nap­kin an en­vel­ope con­tain­ing these four words:

				
					“To­night at ten o’clock.”

				

				And he gave the or­derly who was serving him five francs for no reas­on at all.

				The day seemed far too long for him. He spent part of it in curl­ing and scent­ing him­self.

				Just as he sat down to din­ner, an­oth­er en­vel­ope was handed to him. In­side he found this tele­gram:

				
					“Darling, busi­ness fin­ished. I re­turn this even­ing nine o’clock train. Parisse.”

				

				The com­mand­ant let fly an oath so heart­felt that the or­derly dropped the soup tur­een on the floor.

				What was to be done? He wanted her that even­ing, at all costs; and he would have her. He would have her by hook or by crook, even if he had to ar­rest and im­pris­on the hus­band. Sud­denly a wild idea came in­to his head. He sent for pa­per and wrote:

				
					“Ma­dame,

					“He will not come home this even­ing, I swear it, and at ten o’clock I will be at the ap­poin­ted place. Don’t be afraid of any­thing. I prom­ise you it will be all right, on my hon­our as an of­ficer.

					
						“Jean de Car­melin.”

					
				

				He sent off the let­ter, and pla­cidly fin­ished his din­ner.

				To­wards eight o’clock, he sent for Cap­tain Gri­bois, his second in com­mand; and crush­ing M. Parisse’s crumpled tele­gram between his fin­gers, he said:

				“Cap­tain Gri­bois, I have re­ceived a strange tele­gram, the con­tents of which I can­not pos­sibly tell you. You will shut the town gates at once and set a guard, so that no one—no one, you un­der­stand—can come in or go out be­fore six o’clock in the morn­ing. You will also send patrols through the streets and com­pel the townspeople to be in their houses at nine o’clock. Any per­son found out­side after that hour will be con­duc­ted to his house manu mil­it­ari. If your men meet me to­night they will walk in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion, without mak­ing any sign of re­cog­ni­tion.

				“You have that quite clear?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“I make you re­spons­ible for the car­ry­ing out of these or­ders, Gri­bois.”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“Will you have a Chartreuse?”

				“De­lighted, sir.”

				They touched glasses, drank the tawny li­queur, and Cap­tain Gri­bois went off.

			
			
				III

				The Mar­seilles train came in­to the sta­tion to the minute of nine o’clock, de­pos­ited two trav­el­lers on the plat­form and con­tin­ued its jour­ney to Nice.

				One was tall and thin, M. Saribe, oil mer­chant, the oth­er fat and short, M. Parisse.

				They set off side by side, car­ry­ing their suit­cases, to­wards the town, which was a mile away.

				But when they reached the har­bour gate, the sentries fixed bay­on­ets and ordered them to keep out.

				Startled, stu­pefied, quite dazed with sur­prise, they drew off and de­lib­er­ated; then after tak­ing coun­sel to­geth­er, they re­turned cau­tiously to par­ley and gave their names.

				But the sol­diers must have had the strict­est or­ders, for they threatened to shoot; and the two ter­ri­fied trav­el­lers fled with all pos­sible agil­ity, leav­ing be­hind the suit­cases that weighed them down.

				Then they walked round the ram­parts and presen­ted them­selves at the Cannes gate. It was as closely shut, and it too was guarded by men­acing sentries. MM. Saribe and Parisse, be­ing prudent men, pur­sued the mat­ter no fur­ther, but re­turned to the sta­tion in search of shel­ter, for the road round the for­ti­fic­a­tions was not very safe after sun­down.

				A sur­prised and sleepy port­er al­lowed them to spend the night in the wait­ing-room.

				They spent it side by side, without a light, on the green vel­vet sofa, too ter­ri­fied to think of sleep­ing.

				They found it a long night.

				To­wards half past six they learned that the gates were open, and that they could at last get in­to An­ti­bes. They set out, but they did not find their aban­doned suit­cases on the road.

				When, a little un­easy, they stepped through the town gate, the com­mand­ing of­ficer him­self, with the ends of his mous­tache twis­ted up and veiled im­pen­et­rable glance, came up to identi­fy and ques­tion them.

				Then he sa­luted them po­litely and apo­lo­gised for hav­ing made them spend an un­pleas­ant night. But he had been com­pelled to carry out his or­ders.

				The cit­izens of An­ti­bes were ut­terly be­wildered. Some people said that the Itali­ans had been plan­ning a sur­prise at­tack, oth­ers said that the Prince had gone away by boat, and yet oth­ers be­lieved there had been an Or­léan­ist plot. The truth was not sus­pec­ted un­til later when it came out that the bat­talion had been pos­ted to a dis­tant sta­tion and M. de Car­melin severely pun­ished.

			
			
				IV

				M. Mar­tini had fin­ished speak­ing. Mme. Parisse, her walk over, was re­turn­ing. She passed near me, gravely, her eyes turned to the Alps whose peaks were rosy now in the last rays of the sun.

				I wanted to speak to her, the poor un­happy wo­man who must have thought long of that night of love, now so far in the past, and of the bold man who for one kiss of hers had dared to put a town in a state of siege and jeop­ard­ise his whole fu­ture.

				He had doubt­less for­got­ten her now; or re­membered her only when his tongue was loosened by wine and he told the story of that au­da­cious, com­ic and pas­sion­ate jest.

				Had she seen him again? Did she still love him? I thought: “It is an ad­mir­able in­stance of mod­ern love, ab­surd and still hero­ic. The Homer who would sing this Helen, and the ad­ven­ture of her Me­nelaus, would have to pos­sess the mind of Paul de Kock. And yet the hero of this for­saken wo­man is brave, dar­ing, beau­ti­ful, as strong as Achilles, and craft­i­er than Ulysses.”

			
		
	
		
			Julie Romain

			One spring two years ago I was tramp­ing along the Medi­ter­ranean coast. Is there any­thing pleas­anter than strid­ing along a road, lost in dreams? You walk in a world full of light, through the caress­ing wind, on the slopes of moun­tains and on the edge of the sea. And you dream! What phantom loves and ad­ven­tures the vag­a­bond ima­gin­a­tion lives through in a two hours’ tramp! Born in the warm light air, a thou­sand dreamy joy­ous ex­pect­a­tions jostle each oth­er in your mind; you breathe them in with the gentle wind, and in the depths of your heart they wake an ap­pet­ite for hap­pi­ness that grows with the hun­ger whetted by much walk­ing. Happy winged thoughts soar and sing like birds.

			I was tramp­ing down the long road that runs from St. Raphael to Italy—less a road than a mag­ni­fi­cent shift­ing scene that seems made to form a back­ground for all the love poems in the world. And I thought that from Cannes, which is full of de­term­ined pos­eurs, to Monaco, which is full of gam­blers, hardly a soul comes to this part of the world ex­cept to swag­ger and fling money about and to dis­play, un­der this glor­i­ous sky, in this garden of roses and or­ange blos­som, every form of mean van­ity, sense­less pre­ten­sion and vile cov­et­ous­ness and to re­veal the soul of man for what it is, ab­ject, ig­nor­ant, ar­rog­ant and greedy.

			Sud­denly I saw, in the curve of one of those rav­ish­ing bays that each bend of the moun­tain road re­veals, a small group of vil­las: there were not more than four or five and they lay at the foot of the moun­tain, between the sea and a dense pine wood that stretched far away be­hind them down two great val­leys; there were no roads through the val­ley and prob­ably no way out of them. One of these chalets was so charm­ing that I stood stock-still in front of the gate: it was a small white house with brown tim­bers, and covered with roses climb­ing to the very roof.

			And the garden: a ver­it­able cloth of flowers, of all col­ours and all sizes, mingled in a ca­pri­cious and in­spired dis­order. They covered the lawn; every step of the ter­race had a clump of flowers at each end, blue or yel­low clusters drooped from the win­dows over the gleam­ing wall; and the stone bal­us­trade of the ver­anda that roofed this ad­or­able home was gar­landed with great scar­let bell­flowers, like drops of blood.

			Be­hind the house I saw a long al­ley of or­ange-trees run­ning back to the foot of the moun­tain.

			On the door, in small golden let­ters, this name: “Villa d’Ant­an.”

			I wondered what poet or fairy lived there, what in­spired re­cluse had dis­covered this place and cre­ated this dream house that seemed to have sprung up in the heart of a bunch of flowers.

			A stone-break­er was crush­ing stones a little farther down the road. I asked him the name of the own­er of this jew­el.

			“Mme. Ju­lie Ro­main,” he answered.

			Ju­lie Ro­main! Long ago, when I was a child, I had heard of her, the great act­ress, Rachel’s rival.

			No wo­man had ever been more ap­plauded or more be­loved, es­pe­cially more be­loved! What duels and sui­cides there were for her sake, how the town rang with tales of her ad­ven­tures! How old would this Circe be now? Sixty, sev­enty, sev­enty-five? Ju­lie Ro­main! Here, in this house. The wo­man whom our greatest mu­si­cian and our greatest poet had ad­ored! I could still re­mem­ber the ex­cite­ment roused through the whole of France (I was twelve years old then) when she fled to Si­cily with the poet after her ter­rif­ic quar­rel with the mu­si­cian.

			She had gone one even­ing, after a first night at which the audi­ence had ap­plauded her for half an hour and called her be­fore the fi­nal cur­tain el­ev­en times; she had set out with the poet in a fast chaise; post-chaises were in use then; they had crossed the sea to en­joy their love in the is­land of an­tiquity—Si­cily, daugh­ter of a Gre­cian moth­er—un­der the shad­ow of the vast or­ange-grove that en­circles Palermo and bears the name of “Conque d’Or.”

			The story spread abroad of their as­cent of Et­na, and how they hung over the im­mense crater, locked in each oth­er’s arms, cheek to cheek, as if they were go­ing to fling them­selves in­to the fiery depths.

			He was dead, the man who had writ­ten that dis­turb­ing po­etry, so pro­found that it had made a whole gen­er­a­tion dizzy, so subtle, so mys­ter­i­ous that it had opened a new world to the new po­ets.

			The oth­er one, the man she had left, was dead too, he who had found for her melod­ies that lingered in the memor­ies of all liv­ing men, melod­ies of tri­umph and des­pair, mad­den­ing, pluck­ing the heart out of their bod­ies.

			And she was here, in this house veiled with flowers.

			I didn’t hes­it­ate a mo­ment, I rang the bell.

			A small ser­vant opened the door, an awk­ward boy of eight­een with clumsy hands. I wrote on my card a happy com­pli­ment to the old act­ress and an earn­est re­quest that she would see me. Per­haps she would know my name and con­sent to open her door to me.

			The young foot­man went away, then came back and asked me to fol­low him. He showed me in­to an aus­terely tidy room in the style of Louis Phil­ippe, with un­in­ter­est­ing heavy fur­niture from which a small six­teen-year-old maid, very thin but rather pretty, was re­mov­ing the dust cov­ers in my hon­our.

			Then I was left alone.

			There were three por­traits on the walls, one of the act­ress in one of her roles; one of the poet in a long, close-fit­ting frock-coat and frilled shirt, and one of the mu­si­cian sit­ting at a clavi­chord. She was fair, charm­ing and blue-eyed, with the mannered beauty of her age, and her mouth curved in­to a gra­cious smile; the paint­ing was done with a pa­tient care, de­tailed, el­eg­ant and life­less.

			They seemed to have an eye to their ef­fect on pos­ter­ity even then.

			All three be­longed to an­oth­er age, to days that were no more and a gen­er­a­tion that had passed.

			A door opened and a little wo­man came in; old, very old, very little, with folds of white hair, white eye­brows, a ver­it­able white mouse, mov­ing with swift furt­ive steps.

			She held out her hand, and said in a voice that was still clear and rich and thrill­ing:

			“I am glad to see you. How kind it is of a young man to re­mem­ber an old wo­man! Please sit down.”

			And I told her how I had been fas­cin­ated by her house and had wanted to know the own­er’s name, and how, hear­ing it, I had not been able to res­ist the de­sire to knock at her door.

			“I am all the more de­lighted,” she answered, “be­cause this is the first time that such a thing has happened. When they brought me your card, with its charm­ing little phrase, I trembled as if they had an­nounced an old friend not seen for twenty years. I am dead, you see, and no one re­mem­bers me, no one will think of me, un­til the day when I die for good; and then for three days all the pa­pers will write about Ju­lie Ro­main, with an­ec­dotes, de­tails, memor­ies of my past, and en­thu­si­ast­ic eu­lo­gies. Then that will be the end of me.”

			She paused, and, after a si­lence, ad­ded:

			“And that won’t be long now. In a few months, in a few days, noth­ing will re­main of this little liv­ing wo­man but a little skel­et­on.”

			She lif­ted her eyes to her por­trait, which smiled at her, smiled at this old wo­man, this ca­ri­ca­ture of it­self; then she looked at the two men, the haughty poet and the in­spired mu­si­cian who seemed to say: “What has this rav­aged creature to do with us?”

			A poignant in­defin­able grief over­whelmed me, wringing my heart, grief for the liv­ing dead who go on strug­gling in their memor­ies like a man drown­ing in deep wa­ters.

			From my chair I could see smart swiftly driv­en car­riages rolling along the road from Nice to Monaco. In­side them sat young wo­men, lovely, rich, happy wo­men, and smil­ing com­pla­cent men. She fol­lowed my glance, guessed what I was think­ing, and mur­mured, with a smile of resig­na­tion:

			“One can’t live and have lived.”

			“How won­der­ful your life must have been!” I said.

			She sighed deeply:

			“Won­der­ful and sweet. That is why I re­gret it so bit­terly.”

			I saw that she was in a mood to talk about her­self, and very gently, with the ut­most care, as if I were touch­ing a pain­ful wound, I began to ques­tion her.

			She told me about her suc­cesses, her wild joys, her friends, the whole story of her tri­umphant life. I asked her:

			“Did you find your keen­est joys and your real hap­pi­ness in the theatre?”

			“Oh, no,” she said em­phat­ic­ally.

			I smiled: she threw a sor­row­ful glance at the two por­traits and ad­ded:

			“I found it in them.”

			I could not res­ist ask­ing: “Which of them?”

			“Both. Some­times I even con­fuse them with each oth­er when I re­call the past, and be­sides I feel re­morse­ful to­wards one of them now.”

			“Then, ma­dame, it’s not to them but to love it­self that you are grate­ful. They were only love’s in­ter­pret­ers.”

			“Per­haps so. But what in­ter­pret­ers!”

			“Are you sure that you haven’t, that you wouldn’t have been as well loved, bet­ter loved, by a simple gen­tle­man, a man who would not have been fam­ous, who would have giv­en you his whole life, his whole heart, all his thoughts, his every hour, his whole be­ing; where­as those two men gave you two for­mid­able rivals, Mu­sic and Po­etry?”

			She cried out pas­sion­ately, in that still youth­ful voice of hers with its strange thrill­ing note:

			“No, mon­sieur, no. An­oth­er man might have loved me bet­ter, but he wouldn’t have loved me as they did. They two sang me mu­sic and love as no one else in the world could have sung them. What ec­stasy I had of them! Could an­oth­er man, any oth­er man, have drawn what they two were able to draw from sounds and words? Is it enough to love, if you can’t put in­to your love all the mu­sic of heav­en and earth? They knew how to sweep a wo­man off her feet with song and words. Yes, per­haps there was more il­lu­sion than real­ity in our pas­sion; but il­lu­sions lift you to the clouds while real­it­ies al­ways leave your feet planted on the ground. Oth­ers may have loved me more, but only through them did I un­der­stand love, and know it and ad­ore it.”

			And she fell in­to a sud­den weep­ing.

			She wept without a sound, hope­less tears.

			I pre­ten­ded not to see her, and sat look­ing in­to space. After a while she went on:

			“You see, mon­sieur, for most people the heart ages with the body. It hasn’t been so with me. My poor body is sixty-nine years old and my poor heart is twenty. … And that is why I live alone, with my flowers and my dreams.”

			A long si­lence fell on us. She re­covered her self-con­trol and began to talk again, with a smile:

			“How you would laugh at me if you knew … if you knew how I spend my even­ings … when it is fine! … I am ashamed and sorry for my­self both at once.”

			I begged her in vain: she would not tell me what she did; then I rose to go:

			“Already?” she cried.

			And when I an­nounced that I must dine in Monte Carlo, she asked me dif­fid­ently:

			“You wouldn’t care to dine with me? I should be so glad if you would.”

			I ac­cep­ted at once. She was de­lighted, and rang the bell; then, when she had giv­en some or­ders to the little maid, she took me round the house.

			The din­ing room opened on to a kind of glass ver­anda filled with shrubs, and through it I could see from one end to the oth­er of the long al­ley of or­ange-trees that stretched away back to the moun­tain. A low seat, hid­den un­der the plants, in­dic­ated that the old act­ress of­ten sat there.

			Then we went in­to the garden to look at the flowers. The even­ing stole down, one of those warm quiet even­ings that re­lease all the scents of earth.

			It was al­most dark when we sat down to the table. The din­ner was a long and ex­cel­lent one, and we be­came in­tim­ate friends, she and I, when she real­ised what pro­found sym­pathy for her filled my heart. She had drunk two fin­gers of wine, as they used to say, and was be­com­ing more con­fid­en­tial and ex­pans­ive.

			“Let us go and look at the moon,” she said. “I ad­ore the kind moon. She has wit­nessed all my dearest joys. I think some­times that all the things I re­mem­ber are in her, and that I have only to look at her to have them come back to me at once. And even … some­times, in the dusk … I al­low my­self a pretty sight … pretty … pretty … do you know? But no, you’d laugh too much at me. … I can’t. … I dar­en’t … no … no … in­deed I dar­en’t.”

			I im­plored her.

			“Let me see it … what is it? Tell me; I prom­ise you I won’t laugh. … I prom­ise … let me see it.”

			She hes­it­ated. I took her hands, her poor little hands, so thin and cold, and I kissed them one after the oth­er, sev­er­al times, as her lov­ers had done in the old days. She was touched. She hes­it­ated.

			“You prom­ise you won’t laugh?”

			“Yes, I prom­ise.”

			“Then come.”

			She rose. And as the little ser­vant, awk­ward in his green liv­ery, drew away her chair, she spoke a few low quick words in his ear.

			“Yes, ma­dame,” he answered, “at once.”

			She took my arm and led me on to the ver­anda.

			The or­ange-grove was truly a mar­vel­lous sight. The ris­en moon, a full moon, flung down it a thin sil­ver path, a long line of light that fell across the yel­low sand between the thick round tops of the sombre trees.

			The trees were in blos­som and their sweet heady scent filled the night. In their dark green shad­ows flit­ted a cloud of gleam­ing fire­flies like star dust.

			I cried:

			“Oh, what a set­ting for a love scene!”

			She smiled:

			“Isn’t it? Isn’t it? Wait and see.”

			She made me sit be­side her.

			“This is what makes me re­gret my spent life. But you hardly think of these things, you mod­ern men. You are all stock­brokers, trades­men, men of af­fairs. You are hardly able to talk to us. When I say ‘us’ I mean the young. Love af­fairs have be­come in­trigues that of­ten be­gin with an un­paid dress­maker’s bill. If you think the bill is dear­er than the lady, you with­draw; but if you think more of the lady than of the bill, you pay. Charm­ing ways … charm­ing loves.”

			She took my hand.

			“Look!”

			I sat there in an ec­stasy of sur­prise and de­light. From the far end of the al­ley, down the path of moon­light, came two young people with arms round each oth­er’s waists. They came to­wards us, locked to­geth­er, charm­ing, walk­ing with tiny steps, step­ping through pools of light that flung a sud­den glory round them be­fore they were lost in the shad­ows again. He was dressed in the white sat­in coat of a past cen­tury and a hat covered with an os­trich feath­er. She wore a pan­niered gown, and the high powdered hair of the lovely ladies of the Re­gency.

			A hun­dred paces from us they paused, stand­ing in the middle of the al­ley, and em­braced with a pretty ce­re­mony.

			And all at once I re­cog­nised the two little ser­vants. Then one of those dread­ful spasms of mirth that grip your very bowels bent me double in my chair. I did not laugh out, how­ever. Sick and con­vulsed, I fought it down as a man whose leg is be­ing cut off fights down the cry that forces open his throat and his jaw.

			But the chil­dren were turn­ing back to­wards the end of the al­ley; and once more they were en­chant­ing. They went slowly farther and farther away and at last van­ished, like the van­ish­ing of a dream. Now they were out of sight. The empty al­ley wore an air of sad­ness.

			And I went away too, I went away so that I shouldn’t see it again; for I real­ised that it would go on for a very long time, this spec­tacle that re­called all the past years, the past years of love and play­act­ing, the mannered de­ceit­ful se­duct­ive past, with all its false and all its real charms, this spec­tacle that could still stir the pulses of the old wo­man who had been an act­ress and a great lov­er.

		
	
		
			The Sign

			The little Mar­quise de Rennedon was still asleep, in the warm scen­ted room, in her soft low wide bed, between her sheets of fine lawn, as fra­gile as love, as caress­ing as a kiss; she slept alone, peace­fully, the deep happy sleep of the di­vorced.

			She was awakened by the sound of sharp voices in the little blue draw­ing room. She re­cog­nised her dearest friend, the little Bar­on­ess de Gran­ger­ie, ar­guing her right to come in with the maid who was guard­ing her mis­tress’s door.

			Then the little Mar­quise rose, drew the bolts, turned the key, lif­ted the cur­tain and thrust out her head, only her fair head, hid­den un­der a cloud of hair.

			“What has brought you here so early?” she said. “It’s not nine o’clock yet.”

			The little Bar­on­ess, very pale, nervous and fe­ver­ish, answered:

			“I must speak to you. A dread­ful thing has happened to me.”

			“Come in, darling.”

			She came in, they kissed; and the little Mar­quise climbed back in­to bed while the maid opened the win­dows, let­ting in air and light. Then, when the ser­vant was gone, Mme. de Rennedon went on: “Now tell me.”

			Mme. de Gran­ger­ie began to cry, shed­ding those pretty crys­tal drops that add so to a wo­man’s charm, and stammered—without dry­ing her eyes, which would have made them red: “Oh, my dear, what’s happened to me is dread­ful, too dread­ful. I haven’t slept all night, not a minute: not one minute, I tell you. There, feel my heart, how it’s beat­ing.”

			And, tak­ing her friend’s hand, she pressed it against her breast, on that firm roun­ded bar­ri­er that pro­tects the hearts of wo­men and is all that most men ask, so that they do not in­quire what lies be­neath it. Her heart was beat­ing quite stead­ily.

			She went on:

			“It happened yes­ter­day dur­ing the day … about four o’clock … or half past four. I don’t know the ex­act hour. You know all about my apart­ment, you know that my little first-floor draw­ing room, the one I al­ways use, looks out on to the Rue Saint-Laz­are, and that I ad­ore sit­ting in the win­dow to watch the people passing. The road to the sta­tion is so gay, so busy and full of people. … I love it. Well, yes­ter­day I was sit­ting in the low chair I have drawn across my win­dow; the win­dow was open, and I was think­ing of noth­ing at all: I was en­joy­ing the fresh air. You re­mem­ber how lovely it was yes­ter­day.

			“Sud­denly, on the oth­er side of the street, I saw an­oth­er wo­man sit­ting at her win­dow, a wo­man in a red dress; I was wear­ing mauve, don’t you know, my pretty mauve frock. I did not re­cog­nise the wo­man, a new ten­ant, who has only been in a month; and as it has rained for the last month I’d nev­er seen her be­fore. But I saw at once that she was no good. At first I was thor­oughly dis­gus­ted and very shocked to see her sit­ting at the win­dow just as I was do­ing; and then, gradu­ally, I found it amus­ing to watch her. She was lean­ing on her el­bows and she stared at the men, and the men stared at her, all of them, or al­most all of them. You’d have thought some­thing warned them as they got near the house, and they scen­ted her out as dogs scent game, for they lif­ted their heads sud­denly and ex­changed quick glances with her, a free­ma­sonry of glances. Hers said: ‘Won’t you?’

			“Theirs answered: ‘No time,’ or ‘An­oth­er day,’ or ‘Not a cent,’ or ‘Take your­self out of sight, you hussy.’ This last phrase was sig­nalled from the eyes of fath­ers of fam­il­ies.

			“You can’t ima­gine how odd it was to watch her prac­tising her wiles, or rather her pro­fes­sion.

			“Some­times she shut the win­dow down quickly and I saw a gen­tle­man turn in at the door. She had hooked him as a fish­er­man hooks a gudgeon. Then I took out my watch. They stayed a dozen or twenty minutes, nev­er longer. I got wildly ex­cited over her at last, spider that she is. And she wasn’t an ugly wench either.

			“I wondered: What does she do to make her­self so clearly, quickly and com­pletely un­der­stood? Does she make a sign with her head or wave her hand as well as look at them?

			“And I took my op­era glasses to in­vest­ig­ate the pro­cess. Oh, it was quite simple: first a glance, then a smile, then just the least in­clin­a­tion of the head that meant: ‘Are you com­ing up?’ But so slight, so cas­u­al and so dis­creet that one would have to be very clev­er to do it as well as she did.

			“And I wondered: Could I do it as clev­erly, that little up­ward tilt, bold and grace­ful? For it really was a grace­ful ges­ture.

			“I went to my look­ing-glass and tried. My dear, I did it bet­ter than she did, much bet­ter. I was de­lighted; and I went back to my place in the win­dow.

			“She wasn’t get­ting any­one now, poor girl, not a single per­son. In fact she hadn’t the chance. It really must be dread­ful, don’t you know, to earn your liv­ing like that, dread­ful, and some­times amus­ing, be­cause the men one meets in the street aren’t so bad, after all.

			“They were all walk­ing along my pave­ment now, and not a single one on hers. The sun had come round. One after an­oth­er they came, young and old, dark and fair, grey heads and white heads.

			“I no­ticed some very charm­ing ones, oh, very charm­ing, my dear, much bet­ter than my hus­band or yours—your former hus­band, now you’ve di­vorced him. You can make your choice now.

			“I said to my­self: ‘If I, a vir­tu­ous wo­man, were to make them the sign, would they un­der­stand me?’ And then the mad long­ing took me to make them the sign—such a long­ing, like wo­men get when they’re go­ing to have a child … the mad­dest long­ing, don’t you know, the sort of long­ing one simply can’t res­ist. I feel like that some­times. Don’t you think it’s silly? I be­lieve we have the souls of mon­keys, we wo­men. I’ve been told (it was a doc­tor who told me) that the brain of a mon­key is very like ours. We must al­ways be im­it­at­ing someone. We im­it­ate our hus­bands, when we love them, dur­ing the hon­ey­moon, and then after that our lov­ers, our friends, our con­fess­ors if we like them. We ad­opt their man­ner of think­ing, their man­ner of speak­ing, their words, their ges­tures, everything about them. It’s silly.

			“Well, when I’m too strongly temp­ted to do a thing, I al­ways do it.

			“So I said to my­self: ‘Now, I’ll try it on one of them, just one, to see what hap­pens. What can hap­pen to me? Noth­ing! We shall ex­change a smile, and that’s all, and I shall nev­er see him again, and if I see him I shan’t re­cog­nise him, and if he re­cog­nises me I shall dis­claim any ac­quaint­ance, and there you are.’

			“So I began choos­ing. I wanted a really good one, a very good one. All at once I saw a tall fair man com­ing, a very beau­ti­ful young man. I love fair men, don’t you know.”

			“I looked at him. He looked at me. I smiled, he smiled; I made the right ges­ture, oh, ever so little, the least little move­ment; he nod­ded ‘Yes’ and—what do you think?—in he came, my dear! He came in by the front door of the house.

			“You can ima­gine what my thoughts were at that mo­ment! I thought I should go off my head. Oh, I was ter­ri­fied! Think of it, he must be speak­ing to the ser­vant. To Joseph, who is de­voted to my hus­band. Joseph would cer­tainly have be­lieved that I had known this gen­tle­man for a long time.

			“What could I do? What could I say? What could I do? He would be ringing in a minute, this very minute. What could I do or say? I thought that the best thing would be to run and meet him, to tell him that he was mak­ing a mis­take and beg him to go away. He would take pity on a wo­man, a help­less wo­man. I flung my­self at the door and I opened it just as he put his hand on the bell.

			“Ut­terly dis­trac­ted, I stammered: ‘Go away, sir, go away, you are mak­ing a mis­take. I am a good wo­man, a mar­ried wo­man. It’s a mis­take, a fright­ful mis­take; I took you for a friend of mine who is very like you. Let me alone, sir.’

			“And—what do you think, my dear?—he burst out laugh­ing and answered: ‘Good af­ter­noon, dear­ie. I know all about your little tale, you know. You’re mar­ried, and it will be two louis in­stead of one. You shall have them. Now show me the way.’

			“And he pushed me aside, he shut the door and as I stood in front of him, ab­so­lutely ter­ri­fied, he kissed me, put his arm round me and led me back in­to the draw­ing room, the door of which was stand­ing open.

			“And then he began to look round him as if he had come to value the place, and he went on: ‘Damn it, you’ve a charm­ing place here, it’s very smart. You must be in a bad way just now to play the win­dow game.’

			“And then I began to im­plore him again: ‘Oh, sir, go away! Go away! My hus­band will be com­ing in! He’ll be in any mo­ment, it’s his time. I as­sure you you’re mak­ing a mis­take.’

			“He answered calmly: ‘Now, my dear girl, that’s enough of that. If your hus­band comes in, I’ll give him five francs to go and stand him­self a drink across the road.’

			“He saw a pho­to­graph of Raoul on the man­tel­piece and asked:

			“ ‘Is that your … your hus­band?’

			“ ‘Yes, that’s he.’

			“ ‘He’s got a face on him, hasn’t he! And who’s this? One of your friends?’

			“It was your pho­to­graph, my dear, you know, the one in even­ing dress. I didn’t know what I was say­ing by this time, and I stammered:

			“ ‘Yes, it’s a friend of mine.’

			“ ‘She’s very charm­ing. You must in­tro­duce me to her.’

			“And the clock was just go­ing to strike five; and Raoul was in every day at half past five. If he came back be­fore the oth­er man had gone, think of it! Then … then … I lost my head … al­to­geth­er. … I thought … I thought … that … that the best thing to do was to … to … to … get rid of this man as … as quickly as pos­sible. … The soon­er it was fin­ished … you un­der­stand … and … and so … so … since it had to be done … and it did have to be done, my dear … he wouldn’t go away without … so I … I … I locked the draw­ing room door. … There.”

			

			The little Mar­quise of Rennedon had be­gun to laugh; she laughed un­con­trol­lably, her head bur­ied in the pil­low, shak­ing the whole bed.

			When she was a little quieter, she de­man­ded:

			“And … and … he was a hand­some young man?”

			“He was.”

			“And you’re dis­sat­is­fied?”

			“But … but … don’t you see, my dear? … he … he said … he would come back to­mor­row at the same time … and I’m … I’m dread­fully afraid. … You’ve no idea how in­sist­ent he is … and head­strong. … What shall I do … or say? … What shall I do?”

			The little Mar­quise sat up in bed to con­sider the prob­lem; then she said de­cis­ively:

			“Have him ar­res­ted.”

			The little Bar­on­ess was thun­der­struck. She stammered:

			“What? What do you say? What are you think­ing about? Have him ar­res­ted? On what pre­text?”

			“Oh, it’s quite simple. You go to the po­lice; you’ll tell them that a gen­tle­man has been fol­low­ing you for three months; that he had the in­solence to force his way in­to your home yes­ter­day; that he has threatened to make an­oth­er vis­it to­mor­row, and that you de­mand the pro­tec­tion of the law. They’ll give you two of­ficers who’ll ar­rest him.”

			“But, my dear, sup­pose he tells. …”

			“But no one will be­lieve him, idi­ot, when once you’ve told your tale to the po­lice. They’ll be­lieve you, be­cause you’re a wo­man of the world and above sus­pi­cion.”

			“Oh, I’ll nev­er dare do it.”

			“You must, my dear, or you’re ruined.”

			“Re­mem­ber that he will … that he will in­sult me … when they ar­rest him.”

			“Well, you’ll have wit­nesses and you can get him sen­tenced.”

			“Sen­tenced to what?”

			“To pay dam­ages. You’ve got to be quite ruth­less in an af­fair like this.”

			“Oh, talk­ing of dam­ages … there’s one dread­fully an­noy­ing thing … dread­fully an­noy­ing. … He left me … two louis … on the man­tel­piece.

			“Two louis?”

			“Yes.”

			“No more than that?”

			“No.”

			“It isn’t much. I’d have felt hu­mi­li­ated. Well?”

			“Well! What ought I to do with the money?”

			The little Mar­quise hes­it­ated a mo­ment, then answered gravely:

			“My dear … you must … you must make your hus­band a little present … it’s only fair.”

		
	
		
			Old Amable

			
				I

				The grey rainy sky seemed to press down on the vast brown plain. The scents of au­tumn, the mel­an­choly scents of bare wet earth, fallen leaves and dead flowers, made the stag­nant even­ing air duller and heav­ier. The peas­ants were still work­ing, scattered through the fields, and wait­ing for the hour of An­gelus: it would re­call them to the farms whose thatched roofs showed here and there through the branches of the bare trees that sheltered the orch­ards from the wind.

				At the edge of a road, a very small child sat on a heap of clothes, legs apart, play­ing with a potato that every now and then he let fall in­to his frock, while five wo­men, bent double, with rumps in the air, were set­ting out colza seed­lings in the nearby field. Mov­ing slowly and meth­od­ic­ally all down the big trench that the plough had just turned up, they thrust in a poin­ted wooden stick; the plant, already a little withered and ly­ing limply over on its side, was thrust in­to the hole; then they covered up the root and went on with their work.

				A man walk­ing past, a whip in his hand, his feet thrust in­to sabots, stopped be­side the child and lif­ted him up to be kissed. At that, one of the wo­men straightened her­self and came to him. She was a big red-faced girl, large of hip and waist and shoulder, a tall Nor­man fe­male, with yel­low hair and flor­id skin.

				She spoke in a de­cided voice.

				“Hullo, Cé­saire; well?”

				The man, a slight sad-faced boy, mur­mured:

				“There’s noth­ing do­ing, as usu­al.”

				“He won’t?”

				“He won’t.”

				“What you go­ing to do?”

				“How do I know?”

				“Go and see the priest.”

				“All right.”

				“Go and see him right now.”

				“All right.”

				They stood look­ing at each oth­er. He was still hold­ing the child in his arms. He kissed it again and set it down once more on the wo­men’s clothes.

				Across the sky­line, between two farms, moved a horse plough driv­en by a man. Beast, ma­chine and la­bour­er passed with slow easy move­ments across the sombre even­ing sky.

				“What’d he say, your dad?”

				“He said he wouldn’t have it.”

				“Why wouldn’t he have it?”

				With a ges­ture the boy drew her at­ten­tion to the child he had just set down on the ground, then with a glance he in­dic­ated the man be­hind the dis­tant plough.

				“Be­cause your brat’s his,” he said slowly.

				The girl shrugged her shoulders. “Lord, doesn’t every­one know it’s Vic­tor’s? And what o’ that? I got my­self in­to trouble. Am I the only one? My ma was in trouble be­fore me, and yours too, be­fore she mar­ried your dad. Who hasn’t got them­selves in­to trouble about here? I went wrong with Vic­tor, but didn’t he catch me in the barn when I was asleep? And then I went wrong again when I wasn’t asleep. I’d ha’ mar­ried him, I would, if he hadn’t been a ser­vant. Am I any the worse for that?”

				The man said simply:

				“I want you as you are, I do, with or without the brat. It’s only my dad that’s against it. But I’ll get over that.”

				“Go and see the priest at once,” she answered.

				“I’m go­ing.”

				And he lumbered off with his heavy coun­try­man’s gait; while the girl, her hands on her hips, went back to plant­ing colza.

				The fact was that the man now walk­ing away, Cé­saire Houldrèque, son of old deaf Am­able Houl­brèque, wanted, against his fath­er’s will, to marry Céleste Lévesque, who had had a child by Vic­tor Le­coq, a mere ser­vant lad em­ployed at the time on her par­ents’ farm, and dis­missed for that very reas­on.

				In the fields, moreover, caste di­vi­sions do not ex­ist, and if the ser­vant is thrifty, he can take a farm him­self and be­come the equal of his old mas­ter.

				So Cé­saire Houl­brèque went off, his whip un­der his arm, chew­ing the cud of his thoughts, and lift­ing one after an­oth­er his heavy wooden shoes slimed with mud. He was sure he wanted to marry Céleste Lévesque, he wanted her with her child, be­cause she was the wo­man he needed. He couldn’t have said why, but he knew it, he was sure of it. He had only to look at her to be con­vinced of it and feel all strange and stirred up, and half dazed with hap­pi­ness. It even gave him pleas­ure to kiss the little boy, Vic­tor’s little boy, be­cause he was born of her body.

				And he stared without any re­sent­ment at the dis­tant out­line of the man driv­ing the plough at the edge of the sky.

				But old Am­able would not have the mar­riage. He op­posed it with the pig­headed ob­stin­acy of a deaf man, a fury of ob­stin­ate rage.

				In vain Cé­saire had shouted in his ear, the ear that could still hear a little.

				“I’ll look well after you, dad. I tell you she’s a good girl, a de­cent girl, and a good man­ager too.”

				“As long as I live,” the old man re­peated, “I’ll not see it hap­pen.”

				And noth­ing could per­suade him, noth­ing could break down his sav­age de­term­in­a­tion. One hope only was left to Cé­saire. Old Am­able feared the priest be­cause he dreaded the death he felt ap­proach­ing. He feared little enough the good God, or the dev­il, or hell, or pur­gat­ory, of which he had the hazi­est no­tions, but he feared the priest, who stood in his mind for the day of his bury­ing, very much as a man might dread doc­tors through a hor­ror of dis­ease. For the past week Céleste, who knew this weak­ness of the old man, had been ur­ging Cé­saire to see the priest; but Cé­saire had hes­it­ated, be­cause he was not him­self very fond of black gowns; in his mind they stood for hands al­ways out­stretched for alms or for the holy bread.

				He had made up his mind now, how­ever, and he went to­wards the rect­ory, turn­ing over in his mind how he would set forth his busi­ness.

				Fath­er Raffin, a small act­ive priest, thin and al­ways clean-shaven, was wait­ing for his din­ner hour and warm­ing his feet in front of his kit­chen fire.

				He merely turned his head as he saw the peas­ant come in, and de­man­ded:

				“Well, Cé­saire, what is it you want?”

				“I want to talk to you, Fath­er.”

				The man stood there, daun­ted, his cap in one hand and his whip in the oth­er.

				“Talk, then.”

				Cé­saire looked at the ser­vant, an old wo­man drag­ging one foot after the oth­er as she laid a place for her mas­ter on a corner of the table be­fore the win­dow.

				“It’s—it’s, as you might say, a con­fes­sion,” he stammered.

				At that, Fath­er Raffin looked closely at his peas­ant; he no­ticed his con­fused face, un­easy bear­ing and wan­der­ing eye, and ordered:

				“Mar­ie, go to your room for five minutes while I talk to Cé­saire.”

				The ser­vant flung an angry look at the man, and went off mut­ter­ing.

				“Now,” the priest ad­ded, “let’s hear all about it.”

				The lad still hes­it­ated, star­ing at his sabots, twist­ing his cap; he made up his mind ab­ruptly:

				“It’s like this. I want to marry Céleste Lévesque.”

				“Well, my lad, what’s to pre­vent you?”

				“It’s dad won’t have it.”

				“Your fath­er?”

				“Yes, my dad.”

				“What did your fath­er say to you?”

				“He said she’s had a babby.”

				“She’s not the first since our moth­er Eve to have that hap­pen to her.”

				“A babby by Vic­tor, Vic­tor Le­coq, the ser­vant at Anthime Loisel.”

				“Ah, ah … so he won’t have it?”

				“He won’t have it.”

				“Not at any price?”

				“No more’n an ass that won’t budge, sav­ing your hon­our.”

				“What did you say to him, to per­suade him?”

				“I said to him she was a good girl, and de­cent, and a good man­ager.”

				“And that didn’t per­suade him. So you want me to speak to him?”

				“That’s just it. You talk to him.”

				“And how shall I talk to your fath­er?”

				“Well … as if you were preach­ing to make us give our pen­nies.”

				To the peas­ant mind the sole end of re­li­gion was to un­loosen purses and empty men’s pock­ets to fill the cof­fers of heav­en. It was a sort of vast trad­ing house where the priests were the sales­men, as cun­ning, shifty and sharp as any­one, car­ry­ing on busi­ness for the good God at the ex­pense of the coun­try folk.

				He knew quite well that the priests were of ser­vice, of great ser­vice to the poorest, the sick and the dy­ing, help­ing, con­sol­ing, ad­vising, sus­tain­ing, but all as a mat­ter of money, in ex­change for white coins, lovely shin­ing sil­ver paid out for sac­ra­ments and masses, ad­vice and pro­tec­tion, par­don for sins and in­dul­gences, pur­gat­ory and para­dise de­pend­ing on the in­come and the gen­er­os­ity of the sin­ner.

				Fath­er Raffin, who knew his man and was by no means dis­turbed, began to laugh:

				“Very well, I’ll go and tell my little tale to your fath­er, but as for you, my lad, you’ll have to come to church.”

				Houl­brèque stretched out his hand and swore he would:

				“If you fix this for me, I prom­ise I will, on a poor man’s word.”

				“That’s a good lad. When do you want me to come and see your fath­er?”

				“The soon­er the bet­ter, to­night if you can.”

				“In half an hour, then, after sup­per.”

				“In half an hour.”

				“That’s settled, then. Good­bye, my lad.”

				“Good­bye, Fath­er; thank you.”

				“None at all, my lad.”

				And Cé­saire Houl­brèque re­turned home, his heart eased of a great load.

				He leased a small, a very small farm, for his fath­er and he were not well off. They kept one ser­vant, a fif­teen-year-old girl who made their soup, looked after the poultry, milked the cows and churned the but­ter, and they lived sparsely, al­though Cé­saire was a good hus­band­man. But they did not own enough land or enough stock to do more than make both ends meet.

				The old man had giv­en up work­ing. Mel­an­choly, as the deaf are, riddled with aches and pains, bent, twis­ted, he wandered through the fields, lean­ing on his stick, re­gard­ing man and beast with a harsh scorn­ful stare. Some­times he sat down on the edge of a ditch and re­mained there for hours, mo­tion­less, his thoughts drift­ing among the things that had been his whole life, the price of eggs and corn, the sun and the rain that spoiled or brought on the crops. And, racked with rheum­at­ism, his old limbs still sucked up the damp­ness of the soil, as for sev­enty years they had sucked up the mois­ture ex­haled from the walls of his low thatched cot­tage, roofed, too, with damp straw.

				He re­turned home at dusk, took his place at the end of the table, in the kit­chen, and when he had in front of him the earth­en­ware bowl that held his soup, he grasped it in bent fin­gers that seemed to have taken on the curved shape of the bowl, and winter and sum­mer he warmed his hands on it be­fore be­gin­ning to eat, so as to lose noth­ing, not one particle of warmth that came from the fire which cost so much money, nor a drop of the soup that took fat and salt to make, nor a morsel of the bread that was made from the corn.

				Then he climbed up a lad­der to the at­tic where he had his mat­tress, while his son slept down­stairs, in the depths of a sort of niche near the chim­ney-place, and the ser­vant shut her­self in a kind of cell, a black hole which had once been used for stor­ing pota­toes.

				Cé­saire and his fath­er rarely spoke to each oth­er. Only from time to time, when it was a ques­tion of selling a crop or buy­ing a calf, the young man con­sul­ted the old one, mak­ing a speak­ing-trum­pet of his hands and shout­ing his reas­ons in­to his fath­er’s ear; and fath­er Am­able ap­proved or dis­ap­proved in a slow hol­low voice is­su­ing from the pit of his stom­ach.

				Cé­saire ap­proached him after this fash­ion one even­ing as if it were a ques­tion of ac­quir­ing a horse or a young cow and con­veyed to him, shout­ing in his ear at the top of his voice, his in­ten­tion of mar­ry­ing Céleste Lévesque.

				At that, the old man was angry. Why? On mor­al grounds? Prob­ably not. A girl’s vir­tue is lightly enough es­teemed in the coun­try. But his av­arice, his deep-rooted sav­age in­stinct to thrift, re­vol­ted at the idea of his son bring­ing up a child who was not his own. His mind had leaped in­stantly to the thought of all the soup the child would swal­low be­fore he was old enough to make him­self use­ful on the farm; he had reckoned up all the pounds of bread and all the pints of cider that the young­ster would eat and drink un­til his four­teenth year; and he felt grow­ing in him a crazy re­sent­ment against Cé­saire who had thought of none of these things.

				He answered, in a voice of un­wonted vigour:

				“Have you taken leave of your senses?”

				Then Cé­saire had set him­self to enu­mer­ate his reas­ons, to re­late Céleste’s good points, and prove that she would save a hun­dred times the cost of the child. But the old man doubted the ex­ist­ence of these mer­its, while he could not doubt the ex­ist­ence of the child, and he re­it­er­ated stolidly, without of­fer­ing any fur­ther reas­ons:

				“I’ll not have it! I’ll not have it! You’ll not do it as long as I’m alive.”

				And for three months they stuck at that dead­lock, neither giv­ing way an inch, and once a week, at least, they went over it all again, with the same ar­gu­ments, the same words, the same ges­tures, and the same fu­tile res­ult.

				It was after this that Céleste had ad­vised Cé­saire to go and ask their priest’s help.

				When the young peas­ant got home he found his fath­er already at the table, for his vis­it to the rect­ory had delayed him.

				They dined in si­lence, sit­ting op­pos­ite each oth­er, ate a little but­ter on their bread after the soup and drank a glass of cider; then they sat mo­tion­less on their chairs, in the dim glim­mer of the candle brought by the little ser­vant to give her light to wash the bowls, dry the glasses and cut chunks of bread in pre­par­a­tion for the break­fast eaten at dawn.

				There was a knock at the door: it opened im­me­di­ately and the priest ap­peared. The old man lif­ted un­easy dis­trust­ful eyes, and, with a fore­bod­ing of danger, star­ted to climb his lad­der, but Fath­er Raffin put a hand on his shoulder and yelled in his ear:

				“I have a word to say to you, old Am­able.”

				Cé­saire had dis­ap­peared, profit­ing by the door left open by the priest. He did not want to listen, so much he dreaded the dis­cus­sion; he did not want to feel his spir­its gradu­ally sink­ing with each ob­stin­ate re­fus­al of his fath­er; he pre­ferred to learn the truth, good or bad, in one word af­ter­wards; and he went out in­to the dark­ness. It was a moon­less star­less even­ing, one of those misty even­ings when the air feels heavy with mois­ture. A faint smell of apples hung round the yard, for it was the time when the earli­est apples were gathered, the eur­ibles, as they say in the cider coun­try. As Cé­saire walked past the walls of the cow­sheds, the warm smell of liv­ing an­im­als asleep in the straw floated through the nar­row win­dows; and by the stable he heard the stamp­ing of the horses, and the sound of their jaws snatch­ing and chew­ing the oats from the mangers.

				He walked straight ahead, think­ing about Céleste. In his simple mind, where ideas were hardly more than im­ages born of dir­ect con­tact with ob­jects, thoughts of love took form only when he evoked the im­age of a big red-haired girl, stand­ing in a sunken road, laugh­ing, hands on hips.

				It was thus he had seen her on the day when he first de­sired her. He had, how­ever, known her since they were chil­dren, but nev­er be­fore this morn­ing had he taken any par­tic­u­lar no­tice of her. They had talked for some minutes; then he left her, and as he walked away, he kept on say­ing to him­self: “Christ, that’s a fine girl all the same. A pity she went wrong with Vic­tor.” He thought about it un­til even­ing, and all the next day as well.

				When he saw her again, he felt a tick­ling sen­sa­tion at the bot­tom of his throat, as if a feath­er had been pushed down his mouth in­to his chest; and after that, every time he found him­self near her, he was sur­prised at the nervous tick­ling feel­ing that in­vari­ably at­tacked him.

				Three weeks later he de­cided to marry her, so taken was he with her. He could not have said what had roused in him this over­ween­ing de­sire, but he ex­pressed it by say­ing: “I’m pos­sessed by her,” as if the pas­sion he bore with­in him for this girl was mas­ter­ing him like an evil spir­it. He did not mind at all that she had lost her vir­tue; it was only so much the worse; it did not spoil her; and he bore no ill will to Vic­tor Le­coq for it.

				But if the priest failed, what was he to do? He dared not think about that, so tor­tured was he by anxi­ety.

				He had reached the rect­ory, and he sat down near the little wooden fence to wait for the priest’s re­turn.

				He had been there per­haps an hour when he heard foot­steps on the road, and des­pite the black­ness of the night, he soon made out the still black­er shad­ow of a cas­sock.

				He stood up, his legs trem­bling un­der him, afraid to speak, afraid to be told.

				The priest saw him and said gaily:

				“Well, my boy, it’s all right.”

				Cé­saire stammered:

				“All right … it can’t be.”

				“Yes, my lad, but not without some trouble. What an ob­stin­ate old don­key your fath­er is!”

				“It can’t be,” the peas­ant re­peated.

				“But it is. Come and see me to­mor­row noon, to ar­range for the banns.”

				The man had seized the priest’s hand. He gripped it, shook it, crushed it, bab­bling: “In­deed, in­deed, in­deed, Fath­er … on the word of an hon­est man … you’ll see me next Sunday in church.”

			
			
				II

				The wed­ding took place to­wards the middle of Decem­ber. It was a simple one, since the pair had not much money. Cé­saire, all in new clothes, was ready at eight in the morn­ing to go and call for his be­trothed and take her to the re­gis­trar; but as he was too early, he sat down by the kit­chen table and waited for those of his re­la­tions and friends who were to ac­com­pany him.

				It had been snow­ing for a week, and the brown earth, already made fruit­ful by the au­tumn sow­ing, had turned liv­id and slept un­der a vast sheet of ice.

				It was cold in the cot­tages, whose thatched roofs wore a white bon­net; and the round apple trees in the orch­ards looked as if they were in flower, powdered over as in the lovely month of their blos­som­ing.

				Today, the heavy clouds from the north, grey clouds swollen with fleecy showers, had van­ished, and the blue sky opened on a white earth on which the rising sun flung sil­ver rays.

				Cé­saire sat star­ing in front of him through the win­dow, think­ing of noth­ing, quite happy.

				The door opened, two wo­man came in, peas­ants in their Sunday clothes, the aunt and cous­in of the bride­groom; then three men cous­ins, then a wo­man neigh­bour. They found them­selves chairs, and sat si­lent and mo­tion­less, the wo­men on one side of the kit­chen and the men on the oth­er, over­whelmed by a sud­den timid­ity, the em­bar­rassed mel­an­choly that seizes people gathered to­geth­er for a ce­re­mony. Shortly one of the cous­ins asked:

				“Isn’t it time?”

				“I’m sure ’tis,” Cé­saire answered.

				“Let’s be off, then,” cried an­oth­er.

				They rose to their feet. Cé­saire had been grow­ing more and more un­easy: he stood up now and climbed the at­tic lad­der to see if his fath­er was ready. The old man, al­ways up so early in the morn­ing, had not yet put in an ap­pear­ance. His son found him on his mat­tress, his eyes open and a ma­li­cious ex­pres­sion on his face.

				He shouted right in­side his ear:

				“Come, dad, get up. It’s time to go to t’wed­ding.”

				The deaf man mur­mured in a dy­ing voice:

				“I can’t. I’ve got­ten such a chill it’s stiffened my back. I can’t move hand nor foot.”

				The young man stared at him in hor­ror, see­ing through the man­oeuvre.

				“Come, dad, you must make your­self get up.”

				“I can’t.”

				“Here, I’ll help you.”

				And he bent over the old man, pushed back the quilt, took him by the arm and lif­ted him up. But fath­er Am­able began to groan:

				“Hou, hou, hou! The pain! Hou, hou, I can’t. My back’s all knot­ted up.”

				Cé­saire real­ised that he could not do any­thing, and, furi­ous with his fath­er for the first time in his life, he cried:

				“Very well, you won’t get any din­ner, for I’m hav­ing a meal at Polyte’s inn. That’ll teach you to be­have like a mule.”

				And he scrambled down the lad­der and set off, fol­lowed by his re­l­at­ives and guests.

				The men had turned up their trousers to keep the edges from get­ting sod­den in the snow; the wo­men held their pet­ti­coats well up, show­ing their thin ankles, their grey wool­len stock­ings, and their bony shins, as stiff as broom­sticks. The whole com­pany rolled along in si­lence, one be­hind the oth­er, pick­ing their way with great cau­tion, for fear of los­ing the road, which had quite van­ished un­der the flat mono­ton­ous un­broken cov­er­ing of snow.

				As they ap­proached each farm, they saw one or two people wait­ing to join them; and the pro­ces­sion grew longer and longer; it wound along, fol­low­ing the un­seen line of the road, look­ing like a liv­ing ros­ary of black beads slither­ing over the white fields.

				In front of the bride’s door, a num­ber of people were stamp­ing their feet while they waited for the bride­groom. They hailed him when he ap­peared; and Céleste came out of her room at once, dressed in a blue gown, her shoulders covered with a little red shawl, and wear­ing a wreath of or­ange-flowers on her head.

				But every­one asked Cé­saire:

				“Where’s your dad?”

				He made the em­bar­rassed an­swer:

				“He couldn’t move with rheum­at­ics.”

				The farm­ers shook their heads, and looked at him with ma­li­cious in­credu­lity.

				They set off for the re­gis­trar’s. A peas­ant wo­man car­ried Vic­tor’s child be­hind the fu­ture hus­band and wife, as if they were go­ing to a christen­ing; and the peas­ants, arm in arm now, in double file, made their way through the snow with the mo­tion of a sloop on the sea.

				After the may­or had mar­ried the be­trothed in the little town hall, the priest pro­ceeded to unite them in the mod­est house of God. He blessed their mar­riage and prom­ised them a fruit­ful uni­on; then he preached to them of wed­ded vir­tue, the simple healthy vir­tue of the coun­try, work, peace and faith­ful­ness, while the child, feel­ing the cold, whimpered be­hind the bride’s back.

				The mo­ment the couple re­appeared on the threshold of the church, shots rang out in the cemetery moat. Noth­ing was vis­ible but the bar­rels of the guns from which is­sued quick spurts of smoke; then a head emerged and looked at the pro­ces­sion; it was Vic­tor Le­coq cel­eb­rat­ing the mar­riage of his dear friend, con­grat­u­lat­ing her on her hap­pi­ness and throw­ing her his vows with each flash of powder. He had re­cruited some of his friends, five or six hired men, to de­liv­er these mus­ketry sal­voes. Every­one agreed that he was be­hav­ing very well.

				The meal took place at the inn kept by Polyte Cachep­rune. Twenty places had been laid in the big din­ing room where the people dined on mar­ket day; and the great joint turn­ing on the spit, the birds roast­ing in their juice, the black pud­dings crisp­ing on the clear hot fire, filled the house with a pun­gent fra­grance, the smoke of red-hot char­coal spattered with drops of grease, and the strong heavy smell of coun­try food.

				They sat down at the table at noon, and the soup was soon poured in­to the plates. Faces were already an­im­ated; mouths opened to ut­ter broad jests, eyes wrinkled up in ma­li­cious mirth. They were go­ing to en­joy them­selves, by God.

				The door opened, and old Am­able ap­peared. He looked spite­ful and furi­ously angry, and he dragged him­self along on his sticks, groan­ing at every step to let them see how he was suf­fer­ing.

				Every­one fell si­lent at sight of him, but all at once old Malivoire, his neigh­bour and a fat jolly man who knew every­one’s little ways, began to shout, as Cé­saire al­ways did, mak­ing a speak­ing-trum­pet of his hands: “Hey, old fox, you’ve a good nose, you have, to smell Polyte’s cook­ing from your house.”

				A great laugh burst from the throats of the guests. Malivoire, ex­cited by his suc­cess, went on: “There’s noth­ing like a plaster of black pud­ding for the rheum­at­ics. It’ll warm your in­side, with a glass of brandy. …”

				All the men shouted, ham­mer­ing the table with their fists, rolling with laughter, bend­ing and straight­en­ing their bod­ies as if they were work­ing at a pump. The wo­men clucked like hens, the ser­vants writhed with amuse­ment as they stood by the walls. Only old Am­able did not laugh, and waited, without reply­ing, while they laid a place for him.

				They put him in the centre of the table, fa­cing his daugh­ter-in-law, and he began to eat as soon as he was seated. It was his son who was pay­ing, after all, and he must have his share of it. With each la­dle­ful of soup that dropped in­to his stom­ach, with each mouth­ful of bread or meat chewed by his gums, with each glass of cider and wine that rolled down his gul­let, he felt that he was get­ting back some of his prop­erty, tak­ing back a little of his money that all these glut­tons were de­vour­ing, sav­ing a frag­ment of his pos­ses­sions, in fact. And he ate in si­lence, with the ob­stin­acy of a miser who hides half­pen­nies, with the gloomy tenacity that he used to bring to his per­sever­ing toil.

				But all at once he saw Céleste’s child at the foot of the table, sit­ting on a wo­man’s knee, and his eyes nev­er left it again. He con­tin­ued to eat, his glance fixed on the little creature. The wo­man nurs­ing him kept put­ting between his lips little bits of stew which he nibbled, and the old man suffered more from the few mouth­fuls sucked by this grub than from all that the rest of the guests swal­lowed.

				The meal las­ted till even­ing. Then every­one went home.

				Cé­saire helped old Am­able to his feet.

				“Come, dad, time to get home,” he said. And he put his two sticks in­to his hands. Céleste took the child in her arms, and they went slowly through the sombre night lit by the gleam­ing snow. The deaf old man, three parts drunk, and made all the more spite­ful thereby, re­fused ob­stin­ately to get on. Sev­er­al times he even sat down, with the idea that his daugh­ter-in-law might take cold; and he groaned, without say­ing a word, de­liv­er­ing him­self of a sort of long-drawn dol­or­ous wail.

				When they reached home, he climbed up to his at­tic at once, while Cé­saire made up a bed for the child near the wide nook where he and his wife were go­ing to lie. But as the newly mar­ried pair did not go to sleep at once, they heard the old man toss­ing on his mat­tress for a long time, and sev­er­al times he even spoke aloud, as if he were dream­ing and giv­ing away his thoughts des­pite him­self, un­able to keep them back, so ob­sessed he was by the one idea.

				When he came down his lad­der in the morn­ing he saw his daugh­ter-in-law hur­ry­ing round at work.

				“Come, dad!” she cried; “hurry up, here’s some good soup.”

				And at the end of the table she set a round black earthern pot full of steam­ing li­quid. He made no reply but sat down and took up the scald­ing bowl, and warmed his hands on it as he al­ways did. It was such a cold day that he even pressed it against his chest and tried to get a little of the quick heat of the boil­ing wa­ter in­to his old body that so many win­ters had stiffened.

				Then he sought his sticks and went out in­to the frozen fields un­til noon, un­til din­ner­time, for he had seen Céleste’s baby in­stalled in a big soap box, still asleep.

				He kept al­to­geth­er to him­self. He went on liv­ing in the cot­tage as be­fore, but he bore him­self as if he were no longer part of it, no longer in­ter­ested in any­thing, re­gard­ing these people, his son, the wo­man and the child, as strangers whom he did not know and to whom he nev­er spoke.

				The winter dragged on. It was long and hard. Then the first days of spring burst the seeds; and once more the peas­ants, like in­dus­tri­ous ants, spent their days in the fields, work­ing from dawn to dark, in the north­east wind, in rain, along the fur­rows of the brown earth that bore in its bos­om the bread of man.

				The year prom­ised well for the newly mar­ried pair. The crops pushed up thick and hardy; there were no late frosts; and the blos­som­ing apple trees scattered over the grass a pink and white snow that fore­told a bump­er har­vest.

				Cé­saire worked very hard, rising early and go­ing to bed late, to save the cost of a hired man. Some­times his wife said to him:

				“You’ll make your­self ill in the long run.”

				“No, I’ll not,” he answered; “I’m used to it.”

				But one even­ing he came home so ex­hausted that he had to lie down without any sup­per. He rose at the usu­al hour in the morn­ing; but he could not eat, in spite of his fast of the night be­fore; and he had to come home in the middle of the af­ter­noon to rest again. Dur­ing the night, he began to cough; and he tossed on his mat­tress, fe­ver­ish, with burn­ing fore­head, and dry tongue, con­sumed with a fright­ful thirst.

				He did, how­ever, go as far as his fields at day­break; but the next day the doc­tor had to be called in, and pro­nounced him very ill, and down with in­flam­ma­tion of the lungs.

				He nev­er left now the nook which served him for bed­room. He could be heard cough­ing, pant­ing and toss­ing in the depths of his hole. A candle had to be car­ried to the open­ing, in or­der to look at him, to give him his medi­cine or ap­ply a cup­ping-glass. Then his sunken face, dis­figured by its growth of beard, be­came vis­ible un­der a thick can­opy of spider­webs, which hung and floated, stirred by the draught. And the sick man’s hands lay on the grey bed­clothes as if they were dead.

				Céleste cared for him with an anxious activ­ity, made him drink rem­ed­ies, ap­plied blisters, came and went in the house; while old Am­able re­mained on the edge of his at­tic, peer­ing from that dis­tance at the dark hol­low where his son lay and suffered. He would not come any near­er, for his hatred of the wo­man, and he squat­ted there sulk­ing like a jeal­ous dog.

				Six more days went by; then one morn­ing when Céleste, who slept now on two wretched heaps of straw, went to see if her man was bet­ter, she could not hear his hur­ried breath­ing com­ing from his hid­den bed. Ter­ri­fied, she asked:

				“Now, Cé­saire, how’ve you been to­night?”

				He did not an­swer.

				She put out her hand to touch him, and felt the cold flesh of his face. A long wail broke from her, the long wail of a wo­man in mor­tal fear. He was dead.

				At her cry, the old deaf man ap­peared at the top of his lad­der; and see­ing Céleste rush­ing out to bring help, he hur­ried down and touched his son’s face him­self: the truth broke on him and he bent to fasten the door from the in­side, to keep the wo­man from com­ing back to take pos­ses­sion of his home again, now that his son was no longer alive.

				Then he sat down on a chair be­side the dead man.

				Neigh­bours ar­rived and shouted and knocked. He did not hear them. One of them broke a pane of the win­dow and jumped in­to the room. Oth­ers fol­lowed; the door was opened again, and Céleste re­appeared, weep­ing vi­ol­ently, with swollen cheeks and red eyes. Then old Am­able, beaten, climbed back to his at­tic without say­ing a word.

				The buri­al took place next day; then, after the ce­re­mony, fath­er-in-law and daugh­ter-in-law found them­selves alone in the farm­house, with the child.

				It was the usu­al hour for din­ner. She lit the fire, pre­pared the soup, and set the plates on the table, while the old man sat in his chair and waited without ap­pear­ing to no­tice her.

				When the meal was ready, she shouted in his ear:

				“Come, dad, we must eat.”

				He rose, took his place at the end of the table, emp­tied his bowl, chewed his bread spread thin with but­ter, drank two glasses of cider and then went out.

				It was one of those moist warm days, one of those be­ne­fi­cent days when life fer­ments, pal­pit­at­ing and blos­som­ing, over the whole sur­face of the earth.

				Old Am­able fol­lowed a little path across the fields. He looked at the green shoots of corn and bar­ley, and thought that his young lad was un­der the ground now, his poor young lad. He walked wear­ily along, drag­ging his legs and limp­ing a little. And as he was alone in the fields, all alone un­der the blue sky, in the middle of grow­ing crops, all alone with the larks he saw hov­er­ing over his head but whose airy song he could not hear, he began to weep as he walked.

				Then he sat down near a pool and stayed there un­til even­ing, watch­ing the little birds that came to drink; then, at night­fall, he went home, supped without say­ing a word and climbed to his at­tic.

				And his life went on as in the past. Noth­ing was changed, ex­cept that his son Cé­saire slept in the cemetery.

				What could the old man have done? He could not work now, he was only fit to eat the soup pre­pared by his daugh­ter-in-law. And he swal­lowed it in si­lence, morn­ing and night, glar­ing furi­ously at the child who sat fa­cing him at the oth­er side of the table and ate too. Then he went out, wandered over the coun­try like a vag­a­bond, went and hid him­self be­hind barns to get an hour or two hours’ sleep as if he was afraid of be­ing seen, then as dusk fell he came home.

				But weighty anxi­et­ies began to fill Céleste’s thoughts. The fields needed a man to watch over them and work them. Someone ought to be there in the fields all the time, not just a hired man, but a real hus­band­man, a mas­ter, who knew his job and would have a real in­terest in the farm. A wo­man alone could not cul­tiv­ate them, fol­low the prices of corn, dir­ect the selling and buy­ing of stock. Cer­tain ideas came in­to her head, simple prac­tic­al ideas, over which she pondered all night. She could not marry again be­fore the year was up, and the im­me­di­ate press­ing needs must be at­ten­ded to at once.

				Only one man could help her in this quandary, Vic­tor Le­coq, the fath­er of her child. He was steady, and land-wise; with a little money in his pock­et he would have made an ex­cel­lent farm­er. She knew that, hav­ing seen him work­ing on her par­ents’ farm.

				So one morn­ing, see­ing him go­ing along the road with a load of ma­nure, she went out after him. When he saw her, he stopped his horses, and she spoke to him as if she had met him only the day be­fore:

				“Good day, Vic­tor, how are you today?”

				“I’m all right,” he answered; “and how’s your­self?”

				“Oh, me, I’d be all right if I wasn’t alone on the place, which wor­ries me be­cause of the land.”

				Then they talked on a long time, lean­ing against the wheel of the heavy wag­on. Now and then the man scratched his fore­head un­der his cap and re­flec­ted, while she, with crim­son cheeks, talked earn­estly, set­ting forth her reas­ons, all her af­fairs, her fu­ture plans; at last he mur­mured:

				“Yes, it could be done.”

				She held out her hand like a peas­ant con­clud­ing a bar­gain, and asked:

				“Is it settled?”

				He gripped the out­stretched hand:

				“It’s settled.”

				“On Sunday, then.”

				“On Sunday.”

				“All right; good­bye, Vic­tor.”

				“Good­bye, Ma­dame Houl­brèque.”

			
			
				III

				That Sunday was a feast day in the vil­lage, the yearly feast of their pat­ron saint, called in Nor­mandy the As­semblée.

				For a week, strange vehicles were seen com­ing by every road, dragged along by grey or roan hacks, and hous­ing the trav­el­ling fam­il­ies of reg­u­lar show­men, with gambling-out­fits, shoot­ing-gal­ler­ies, and amuse­ments of all kinds, and men show­ing curi­os­it­ies, for whom the peas­ants had a curi­ous name of their own.

				Dirty cara­vans, with flap­ping cur­tains, and ac­com­pan­ied by a mel­an­choly dog slink­ing with hanging head between the wheels, drew up one after the oth­er in the vil­lage square. Then a tent was put up be­fore each trav­el­ling house, and shin­ing ob­jects, glimpsed through holes in the can­vas, roused to fever pitch the cu­pid­ity and curi­os­ity of the vil­lage young­sters.

				Early on the morn­ing of the feast, all the booths were opened, dis­play­ing their glor­ies of glass and por­cel­ain; and the peas­ants on their way to Mass were already cast­ing open com­pla­cent glances on the un­im­pos­ing stalls which were the same they saw year after year.

				The square was crowded from early in the af­ter­noon. Farm­ers with their wives and chil­dren came in from all the nearby vil­lages, jolt­ing along in two wheeled carts that rattled like old iron and rocked like seesaws. They un­har­nessed at friends’ houses; and the farm­yards were filled with strange covered wag­ons, grey, lofty, nar­row curving wag­ons, like long-legged deep-sea beasts.

				And each fam­ily, in­fants in front, grownups be­hind, walked quickly to the as­semblée, with smil­ing faces and hands hanging open, great red bony hands that were ac­cus­tomed to toil and seemed em­bar­rassed to have noth­ing to do.

				A sleight-of-hand man blew his trum­pet; the har­moni­um be­long­ing to the wooden horses waf­ted its jerky wail­ing notes in­to the air, the wheel on the gam­ing-table ground round with a noise like tear­ing cot­ton; rifle shots rang out in rap­id suc­ces­sion. The slow-mov­ing crowd ambled past the booths like a mass of slowly ooz­ing paste, pushed about like a herd of beasts, and mov­ing clum­sily round like lum­ber­ing an­im­als ac­ci­dent­ally let loose.

				The girls, arms locked to­geth­er in rows of five or six, twittered and sang; the lads fol­lowed them round, ban­dy­ing jests, caps over one ear and blouses stiff with starch and puffed out like blue bal­loons.

				The whole coun­tryside was there, mas­ters, la­bour­ers and ser­vants.

				Old Am­able him­self, clad in an an­cient and green­ish frock-coat, had come to see the as­semblée, for he had nev­er missed a single one.

				He watched the gambling, hal­ted in front of the shoot­ing-gal­ler­ies to cri­ti­cise the marks­man­ship, and took par­tic­u­lar in­terest in a very simple game that con­sisted in throw­ing a big wooden ball in­to the open mouth of a fat man painted on a plank.

				Sud­denly someone tapped him on the shoulder. It was old Malivoire shout­ing: “Eh, dad, come and have one with me.”

				And they sat down at a table in a drink­ing-booth set up in the open air. They drank one brandy, then two brandies, then three brandies; and old Am­able began to wander through the as­semblée again. His thoughts were be­com­ing a little con­fused, he smiled without know­ing why he did, he stood smil­ing in front of the gam­ing-table, and the wooden horses, and most of all in front of the coconut shy. He spent a long time at that, over­come with joy when a play­er knocked over the po­lice­man or the priest, two au­thor­it­ies that he in­stinct­ively mis­trus­ted. Then he went back and sat down in the drink­ing-booth, and took a glass of cider to re­fresh him­self. It was late and night was fall­ing. A neigh­bour said warn­ingly: “You’ll get home too late for your sup­per stew, dad.”

				Then he set out for the farm. A pleas­ant dusk, the warm dusk of spring even­ings, stole slowly over the earth.

				When he reached his door he thought he saw through the lighted win­dow two people in the house. He hal­ted, very sur­prised, then he went in and saw Vic­tor Le­coq sit­ting at the table be­fore a plate­ful of pota­toes, eat­ing sup­per in the very place where his son had al­ways sat.

				He turned ab­ruptly round as if he meant to go out again. The night was quite dark now. Céleste stood up and shouted at him:

				“Come here quick, dad, we’ve got a good stew to cel­eb­rate the as­semblée.”

				At that he obeyed her mech­an­ic­ally and sat down, look­ing slowly round at the man, the wo­man and the child. Then he began to eat pla­cidly, as he did every day.

				Vic­tor Le­coq seemed to be quite at home, he kept talk­ing to Céleste, and took the child on his knees and fondled it. And Céleste gave him an­oth­er help­ing of food, filled his glass, seemed quite happy to be talk­ing to him. Old Am­able re­garded both of them with a fixed stare, un­able to hear any­thing they said. When he had fin­ished his sup­per (and he had hardly eaten any­thing, so up­set did he feel), he got to his feet, and in­stead of climb­ing to his at­tic as he did every night, he opened the door and went out in­to the fields.

				When he had gone, Céleste, a little un­easy, asked:

				“Now what’s to be done?”

				Vic­tor answered in­dif­fer­ently:

				“Don’t worry. He’ll come back when he’s tired.”

				Then she ti­died the room, washed the plates and dried the table while the man calmly un­dressed. Then he slipped in­to the dark cave-like bed­room where she had slept with Cé­saire.

				The yard door opened. Old Am­able re­appeared. As soon as he got in­side, he looked all round the room, like an old dog with his nose on the scent. He was look­ing for Vic­tor Le­coq. As he did not see him, he took the candle from the table and brought it near the dark nook where his son had died. In its dark re­cesses he saw the man stretched out un­der the clothes and already asleep. At that the deaf man turned softly away, put the candle down, and once more went out in­to the yard.

				Céleste had fin­ished her work; she had put her son to bed, made everything tidy, and sat wait­ing un­til her fath­er-in-law came in, to lie down in her turn be­side Vic­tor.

				She re­mained sit­ting in the chair, her hands idle in her lap, star­ing at noth­ing.

				He did not come in, and she mur­mured, wor­ried and an­noyed:

				“He’ll make us burn a penn’orth of candle, the old good-for-noth­ing.”

				Vic­tor answered from the depths of his bed:

				“He’s been out more than an hour. Bet­ter go and see if he’s fallen asleep on the seat in front of the door.”

				“I’ll go,” she said, and, stand­ing up, she took the light and went out, shad­ing her eyes with her hand to help her to see in the dark­ness.

				She saw noth­ing in front of the door, noth­ing on the seat, noth­ing on the dungheap where the old man some­times used to sit on warm days.

				But just as she was turn­ing back in­to the house, she happened to lift her eyes to the big apple tree that made a shade over the farm gate, and saw sud­denly two feet, a man’s two feet, dangling at the level of her face.

				She screamed in ter­ror: “Vic­tor! Vic­tor! Vic­tor!”

				He came run­ning out in his shirt. She could not speak, and with her head turned aside so that she should not see it, she poin­ted to the tree with out­stretched arm.

				He did not un­der­stand, and he took the candle to see what was wrong. In the green thick­ness lit up by the light he was hold­ing be­low it, he saw old Am­able hung by the neck at a con­sid­er­able height, in a hal­ter from the stable.

				A lad­der was lean­ing against the trunk of the apple tree.

				Vic­tor ran for a hatchet, climbed the tree and cut the cord. But the old man was already cold; his tongue pro­truded hor­ribly in a fright­ful grim­ace.

			
		
	
		
			A Family

			I was on my way to re­vis­it my friend Si­mon Radev­in, whom I had not seen for fif­teen years.

			Once he had been my best friend, the true guest of my mind, that friend with whom a man spends long even­ings, quiet or gay, to whom he tells the in­tim­ate secrets of his heart, for whom he finds, talk­ing at ease, rare, del­ic­ate, in­geni­ous and ex­quis­ite thoughts, born of a mu­tu­al sym­pathy that in­spires and re­leases the mind.

			For many years we had rarely been sep­ar­ated. We had lived, trav­elled, thought, and dreamed to­geth­er, had the same love for the same things, ad­mired the same books, ap­pre­ci­ated the same works of art, quivered to the touch of the same sen­sa­tions, and laughed so of­ten at the same things that we un­der­stood one an­oth­er com­pletely, merely by the in­ter­change of a glance.

			Then, all of a sud­den, he had mar­ried a pro­vin­cial girl who had come to Par­is to find a hus­band. How had this flax­en-haired, thin little creature, with silly hands, clear, empty eyes and a fresh, stu­pid voice, a girl like all the oth­er hun­dred thou­sand mar­riage­able dolls—how had she man­aged to pick up this youth of del­ic­ate per­cep­tions and fine in­tel­li­gence? It is one of those things one can­not un­der­stand. Doubt­less he had hoped for hap­pi­ness, the simple, sweet, last­ing hap­pi­ness to be found in the arms of a good, lov­ing, faith­ful wife, and he had fan­cied that he saw all this in the trans­par­ent eyes of this pale-haired chit of a girl.

			He had not re­flec­ted that an act­ive man, quiv­er­ing with eager life, tires of any­thing as soon as he has ac­quired the stu­pid real­ity of it, un­less he be­comes so be­sot­ted as to lose his prop­er un­der­stand­ing of things.

			What sort of man was I go­ing to find him? Still lively, witty, laugh­ing, and en­thu­si­ast­ic, or sunk in the slum­ber born of life in the provinces? A man may well change in fif­teen years.

			

			The train stopped at a little sta­tion, and, as I was get­ting out of the car­riage, a stout, a very stout man, with red cheeks and a tubby stom­ach, rushed to­wards me with open arms, shout­ing: “Georges.” I em­braced him, but I had not re­cog­nised him.

			“By Gad, you’re no thin­ner,” I mur­mured in be­wil­der­ment.

			“What can you ex­pect?” he laughed in reply. “Happy days! Good liv­ing! Good nights! Eat­ing and sleep­ing, that’s my life!”

			I stared at him, search­ing his large face for the fea­tures I had loved. The eyes alone had not changed, but I could no longer see the old light in them, and said to my­self: “If it is true that the light in the eyes is the re­flec­tion of the brain, then the brain in that head is not the one I once knew so well.”

			But his eyes were shin­ing, full of joy and friend­ship; only they no longer held the in­tel­li­gent clar­ity that is as true an in­dex to the worth of a mind as are words.

			“Look, these are my two eld­est,” said Si­mon, sud­denly.

			A girl of four­teen, al­most a wo­man, and a boy of thir­teen, in school clothes, ad­vanced with a tim­id, awk­ward air.

			“Yours?” I mur­mured.

			“Yes,” he replied with a laugh. “How many have you?”

			“Five. Three more at home.”

			He had answered with a proud, pleased, al­most tri­umphant air; I was smit­ten with a feel­ing of pro­found pity, touched to vague con­tempt, for the in­no­cent, frank van­ity of this re­pro­duct­ive an­im­al who spent his nights gen­er­at­ing chil­dren between a sleep and a sleep, in his pro­vin­cial house, like a rab­bit in a hutch.

			I got in­to a car­riage that he drove him­self, and we set off through the town, a sad, sleepy, dull little place, with noth­ing mov­ing on the streets but a few dogs and two or three ser­vants. From time to time a shop­keep­er at his door would touch his hat, and Si­mon would re­turn his greet­ing and tell me the man’s name, doubt­less to prove to me that he knew all the in­hab­it­ants by name. It oc­curred to me that he might be think­ing of be­com­ing a deputy, the fa­vour­ite dream of all men bur­ied in small towns.

			We were soon through the place, and the car­riage turned in­to a rather pre­ten­tious garden, mas­quer­ad­ing as a park, and stopped in front of a tur­reted house that did its best to be taken for a coun­try man­sion.

			“This is my poor little place,” said Si­mon, fish­ing for a com­pli­ment.

			“It’s de­light­ful,” I replied.

			On the front steps ap­peared a lady, at­tired for the vis­it­or, with hair dressed for the vis­it­or, and phrases pre­pared for the vis­it­or. She was no longer the fair-haired, col­our­less girl whom I had seen at the church fif­teen years be­fore, but a stout, over­dressed lady, one of those ladies with no age, no char­ac­ter, no el­eg­ance, no wit, nor any of the at­trib­utes that con­sti­tute a wo­man. She was merely a moth­er, a fat, com­mon­place moth­er, the breed­er, the hu­man brood­mare, the pro­cre­at­ing ma­chine made of flesh, with no in­terests but her chil­dren and her cook­ery-book.

			She bade me wel­come, and I stepped in­to the hall, where three chil­dren stood ar­rayed in or­der ac­cord­ing to their height, look­ing as though they were placed there for a re­view, like fire­men be­fore a may­or.

			“Ah ha! so these are the oth­ers?” said I.

			Si­mon, ra­di­ant, gave me their names: “Jean, Soph­ie and Gon­tran.”

			The draw­ing room door was open. I went in, and saw in an arm­chair some­thing that trembled, a man, an old para­lysed man.

			Ma­dame Radev­in came for­ward:

			“That is my grand­fath­er. He is eighty-sev­en.”

			She shouted in­to the palsied old man’s ear:

			“A friend of Si­mon’s, Grand­papa.”

			Her an­cest­or made an ef­fort to say good even­ing to me, and mumbled: “Wa, wa, wa,” wav­ing his hand. “You are too kind, sir,” I replied, and sank in­to a chair.

			Si­mon had just come in.

			“Ah ha!” he laughed; “so you’ve made the ac­quaint­ance of Grandpa? He’s a treas­ure; he keeps the chil­dren con­stantly amused. He’s so greedy that every meal is nearly the death of him; you can’t ima­gine what he would eat if he were left to him­self. But you’ll see for your­self. He leers at sweet things as if they were girls. You’ve nev­er come across any­thing so funny; you’ll see presently.”

			Then I was shown my room, to wash and dress, for it was nearly din­ner­time. On the stairs I heard a great noise of foot­steps, and turned round. All the chil­dren were fol­low­ing me in a pro­ces­sion, be­hind their fath­er, doubt­less to do me hon­our.

			My room looked out over the plain, an end­less, bare ex­panse, a sea of grass, wheat and oats, without a single clump of trees or the sus­pi­cion of a hill. It was a sad and strik­ing im­age of life as it must be lived in that house.

			A bell rang. It was for din­ner. I went down.

			Mme. Radev­in took my arm with a ce­re­mo­ni­al air and we went in­to the din­ing room. A ser­vant was push­ing up the old man’s arm­chair, and as soon as it was in po­s­i­tion by his plate, he threw a greedy and in­quis­it­ive look to­wards the pud­ding, with dif­fi­culty turn­ing his shak­ing head from one dish to the oth­er.

			Si­mon rubbed his hands. “You will be amused,” he said, and all the chil­dren, real­ising that I was to be re­galed with the spec­tacle of greedy Grandpa, burst in­to a chor­us of laughter, while their moth­er merely smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

			Radev­in made a mega­phone with his hands and bawled at the old man:

			“Sweet rice mould this even­ing.”

			The an­cient’s wrinkled face lit up and he trembled more vi­ol­ently from head to foot, to in­dic­ate that he had un­der­stood and was pleased.

			Din­ner was be­gun.

			“Look,” mur­mured Si­mon. Grand­papa did not like the soup, and re­fused to eat it. He was forced to do so, for the sake of his health; the ser­vant for­cibly thrust a spoon­ful in­to his mouth, while he blew vi­ol­ently to keep from swal­low­ing the broth; it spur­ted out like a foun­tain, all over the table and over those sit­ting nearest him.

			The chil­dren shrieked with laughter, while their fath­er, highly pleased, re­peated: “Funny old man, isn’t he?”

			Through­out the meal he mono­pol­ised the at­ten­tion of the whole fam­ily. His eyes de­voured the dishes on the table, and his frantic­ally trem­bling hands tried to snatch them and pull them to him. Some­times they were placed al­most in his reach, so that the com­pany might see his des­per­ate ef­forts, his palsied clutches, the heart­broken ap­peal mani­fes­ted in his whole body, his eyes, his mouth, his sens­it­ive nose. His mouth watered so that he dribbled all over his nap­kin, ut­ter­ing in­ar­tic­u­late whines. And the en­tire fam­ily was de­lighted by this odi­ous and grot­esque mode of tor­ture.

			Then a very small piece would be put on his plate, and he would eat it with fe­ver­ish vo­ra­city, so that he might the soon­er have some­thing else.

			When the sweet rice came, he al­most had a fit. He moaned with long­ing.

			“You have eaten too much; you shan’t have any,” shouted Gon­tran, and they made as though he were not to be giv­en any.

			Then he began to cry. And as he wept he trembled still more vi­ol­ently, while all the chil­dren roared with laughter.

			At last his por­tion, a very small one, was giv­en him; and, as he ate the first mouth­ful of the sweet, he made a com­ic­ally glut­ton­ous noise in his throat, and a move­ment of the neck like that of a duck swal­low­ing too large a morsel of food.

			When he had fin­ished, he began to stamp his feet for more.

			Seized with pity at the heartrend­ing spec­tacle of the tor­tures in­flic­ted on this ri­dicu­lous Tan­talus, I im­plored my friend on his be­half:

			“Do give him a little more rice.”

			“Oh! no, my dear chap,” replied Si­mon; “if he ate too much at his age, it might be bad for him.”

			I was si­lent, mus­ing on this speech. O Mor­al­ity, O Lo­gic, O Wis­dom! At his age! So, they de­prived him of the only pleas­ure he could still en­joy, out of care for his health! His health! What was that in­ert and palsied wreck to do with his health if he had it? Were they hus­band­ing his days? His days? How many: ten, twenty, fifty, or a hun­dred? And why? For his own sake? Or was it in or­der to pre­serve to the fam­ily the spec­tacle of his im­pot­ent greed?

			He had noth­ing to do in this life, noth­ing. Only one de­sire, one pleas­ure, re­mained to him; why not give him full meas­ure of that last pleas­ure, give it him un­til he died of it?

			At last, after a long game of cards, I went up to my room to bed; I was sad, very, very sad.

			I stood by my win­dow. There was no sound out­side save the faint, soft, sweet chirp of a bird in some nearby tree. It must have been the bird’s soft, nightlong lul­laby for his mate, sleep­ing upon the eggs.

			And I thought of the five chil­dren of my poor friend, who must now be snor­ing be­side his ugly wife.

		
	
		
			The Devil

			The peas­ant faced the doc­tor across the dy­ing wo­man’s bed. The old wo­man, calm, resigned, quite con­scious, looked at the two men and listened to their words. She was go­ing to die; she made no com­plaint, her time was come; she was ninety-two years old.

			The Ju­ly sun poured through the win­dow and the open door, its blaz­ing warmth fall­ing over the floor of brown earth, its sur­face worn in­to gentle un­du­lat­ing hol­lows by the sabots of four gen­er­a­tions of coun­try­men. Smells of the fields came borne on the scorch­ing breeze, smells of grass, corn, and leaves burned up in the blaze of the noon. The grasshop­pers kept up their cease­less cry­ing, filling the coun­tryside with a thin crack­ling noise like the noise of the wooden crick­ets chil­dren buy at fairs.

			The doc­tor, rais­ing his voice, said:

			“Hon­oré, you can’t leave your moth­er all alone in this state. She will die any mo­ment.”

			And the peas­ant re­peated de­jec­tedly:

			“But I’ve got to get my corn in: it’s been ly­ing too long. The weath­er’s just right, I tell you. What d’you say, Moth­er?”

			And the dy­ing old wo­man, still in the grip of the Nor­man av­arice, said “Yes” with eyes and face, and gave her son leave to get his corn in and to leave her to die alone.

			But the doc­tor grew angry and, stamp­ing his foot, said:

			“You’re noth­ing but a brute, do you hear! And I’ll not let you do it, do you hear that! If you must get your wheat today of all days, go and fetch the Ra­pet wo­man, I say, and make her look after your moth­er. I in­sist on it, do you hear! And if you don’t obey me, I’ll leave you to die like a dog when it’s your turn to be ill, do you hear?”

			The peas­ant, a tall lean man, slow of ges­ture, tor­tured by in­de­cision, between fear of the doc­tor and the fe­ro­cious pas­sion of the miser, hes­it­ated, cal­cu­lated, and stammered:

			“What’ll she want, the Ra­pet wo­man, for look­ing after her?”

			“How do I know?” the doc­tor cried. “It de­pends on the length of time you want her. Ar­range it with her, dam­mit. But I want her to be here in an hour’s time, do you hear?”

			The man made up his mind:

			“I’m go­ing, I’m go­ing; don’t get angry, doc­tor.”

			The doc­tor took him­self off, call­ing:

			“Now you know, mind what you’re about, for I don’t play the fool when I’m angry.”

			As soon as he was alone, the peas­ant turned to his moth­er, and said resign­edly:

			“I’m go­ing t’get the Ra­pet wo­man, see­ing t’man says so. Don’t worry your­self while I’m gone.”

			And he went out too.

			The Ra­pet wo­man, an old wash­er­wo­man, looked after the dead and dy­ing of the vil­lage and the dis­trict. Then, as soon as she had seen her cli­ents in­to the sheet which they can nev­er throw off, she went home and took up the iron with which she smoothed the gar­ments of the liv­ing. Wrinkled like a last year’s apple, ma­li­cious, jeal­ous, greedy with a greed passing be­lief, bent in two as if her loins had been broken by the cease­less move­ment of the iron she pushed over the clothes, one might have thought she had a mon­strous cyn­ic­al love for agony. She nev­er talked of any­thing but the per­sons she had seen die and of all the man­ner of deaths at which she had been present, and she talked about them with a wealth of minute and identic­al de­tails as a hunter talks about his bags.

			When Hon­oré Bon­temps entered her house he found her get­ting blue wa­ter ready for the vil­lage wo­men’s handker­chiefs.

			“Well, good even­ing,” he said. “You all right, Mrs. Ra­pet?”

			She turned her head to look at him:

			“Same as al­ways, same as al­ways. What about you?”

			“Oh, I’m get­ting on fine, I am, but Moth­er’s not.”

			“Your moth­er?”

			“Yes, my moth­er.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with your moth­er?”

			“She’s go­ing to turn her toes up, she is.”

			The old wo­man drew her hands out of the wa­ter: blu­ish trans­par­ent drops rolled to the tips of her fin­gers and fell back in­to the buck­et.

			She asked with a sud­den sym­pathy:

			“She’s as bad as that, is she?”

			“T’doc­tor says she’ll not last through the af­ter­noon.”

			“She must be bad, then.”

			Hon­oré hes­it­ated. He con­sidered vari­ous ways of ap­proach­ing the pro­pos­al he med­it­ated. But, find­ing none of them sat­is­fact­ory, he broke out sud­denly:

			“How much d’you want to look after her for me un­til she’s gone? You know I’m not rich. I can’t even pay for so much as a ser­vant. That’s what has brought her to this pass, my poor moth­er, over­much wor­ry­ing, over­much hard work. She worked like ten men, in spite of her ninety-two years. They don’t make ’em like that now.”

			La Ra­pet replied gravely: “I’ve two charges, forty sous a day and three francs a night to the rich; twenty sous a day and forty a night to t’oth­ers. You can give me twenty and forty.”

			But the peas­ant re­flec­ted. He knew his moth­er too well. He knew that she was ten­a­cious of life, vig­or­ous, and sprung of hard stock. She might last eight days in spite of the doc­tor’s opin­ion.

			He spoke res­ol­utely:

			“No. I’d rather you had a sum down, to do the whole job. I’ve got to take a risk one way and the oth­er. The doc­tor says she’ll go any minute. If that hap­pens, you win—and then I lose. But if she holds out till to­mor­row or for longer, I win and you lose.”

			The nurse looked at the man in sur­prise. She had nev­er yet treated death as a gamble. She hes­it­ated, temp­ted by the thought of mak­ing a lucky bar­gain. Then she sus­pec­ted that she was be­ing tricked.

			“I’ll not say one way or the oth­er un­til I’ve seen your moth­er,” she replied.

			“Come on, then, and look at her.”

			She dried her hands and went with him at once.

			On the way not a word passed between them. She walked with a hur­ried step, while he stretched his great limbs as if he had a brook to cross at each stride.

			The cows, ly­ing down in the fields, over­powered by the heat, raised their heads heav­ily, low­ing faintly as the couple passed them, as if ask­ing for fresh grass.

			As he drew near the house, Hon­oré mur­mured:

			“Per­haps it’s all over after all.” His un­con­scious wish spoke in the tones of his voice.

			But the old wo­man was far from dead. She was ly­ing on her back, in her wretched bed, her hands out­side the purple ori­ent­al coun­ter­pane, her ter­rible ema­ci­ated hands, knot­ted like the talons of some strange beast, or like a crab’s claws, doubled up by rheum­at­ism, fa­tigue and the daily toil which had been her lot. Moth­er Ra­pet went over to the bed and con­sidered the dy­ing wo­man. She felt her pulse, touched her chest and listened to her breath­ing, asked her a ques­tion to hear her voice in reply, then, hav­ing looked at her again for a long time, she went out, fol­lowed by Hon­oré. His con­vic­tion was strengthened. The old wo­man would not last out the night. He asked: “Well?”

			The nurse answered: “H’m. She’ll last two days, p’raps three. You can make it six francs the lump sum.”

			He cried out at that:

			“Six francs! Six francs! Have you lost your wits! I swear she won’t live more than five or six hours—no longer.”

			They ar­gued for a while, both very ob­stin­ate.

			At last he had to give way, the nurse was at the point of go­ing, time was passing, and his corn couldn’t be got in without him.

			“All right,” he said. “Six francs, all told—in­clud­ing the wash­ing of the corpse.”

			“Done! Six francs.”

			He went out with great strides to­wards his corn, which lay on the ground un­der the fierce sun that ripens the har­vest.

			The nurse went back in­to the house.

			She had brought her sew­ing, for when she was tend­ing the dy­ing or dead, she worked un­ceas­ingly—some­times for her­self, some­times for the fam­ily who em­ployed her in this double task for an ex­tra fee.

			All at once, she asked:

			“I sup­pose you’ve seen the priest at any rate, Moth­er Bon­temps?”

			The old wo­man shook her head; and Moth­er Ra­pet, who was pi­ous, got up with alac­rity.

			“Good God! Is it pos­sible? I’ll go and fetch M. le Curé.”

			With that she ran to the pres­by­tery in such haste that the urchins in the mar­ket­place, see­ing her hur­ry­ing thus, thought some ac­ci­dent had happened.

			

			The priest came out im­me­di­ately in his sur­plice, pre­ceded by a choir boy who rang a little bell to her­ald the passing of God through the calm, bril­liant coun­tryside. Men who were work­ing a long way off took off their great hats and stood without mov­ing, un­til the white robe dis­ap­peared be­hind a farm; the wo­men who were gath­er­ing the sheaves stood up­right and made the sign of the cross; some black hens, ter­ri­fied, flew along to ditches with a wild, jerky gait to a hole well known to them, where they dis­ap­peared hur­riedly; a colt tethered in a field took fright at the sight of the sur­plice and star­ted run­ning round and round at the end of his string, throw­ing his hind legs high in the air. The choir boy in his red skirt walked quickly and the priest with his head droop­ing slightly on one side and crowned with its square bi­retta, fol­lowed him, mur­mur­ing his pray­ers as he went; last of all came old Ra­pet, all bowed down, nearly doubled in two as though she were try­ing to walk and pros­trate her­self at the same time, her fin­gers clasped as in church.

			Hon­oré, from the dis­tance, saw them pass. He asked: “Where’st a go­ing, Fath­er?”

			His la­bour­er, quick­er-wit­ted than he, replied: “He’s tak­ing the Sac­ra­ment to your moth­er, bless you.” The peas­ant was not at all as­ton­ished.

			“That’s all to the good, any­how.”

			And he went on with his work again. Moth­er Bon­temps made her con­fes­sion, re­ceived ab­so­lu­tion and was giv­en com­mu­nion; and the priest went home again, leav­ing the two wo­men alone in the stifling bed­room.

			Then old Ra­pet began to think about the dy­ing wo­man, and wondered wheth­er she was go­ing to last much longer.

			The day was draw­ing in, fresh­er air came in in sharp gusts: a pic­ture of Epi­n­al, held by two pins, fluttered against the wall; the little cur­tains at the win­dow, once white but yel­lowed now and spot­ted with fly blow, looked ready to take flight, to tear them­selves free, as if they, like the soul of the old wo­man, would like to de­part.

			She lay there, mo­tion­less, her eyes open, seem­ing to await with ut­ter in­dif­fer­ence the death which was so close, yet so slow to come. Her breath­ing, sharp now, whistled a little in the con­trac­ted throat. She would die very soon and the world would hold one wo­man less whom nobody would re­gret.

			As night fell Hon­oré came in­doors. Go­ing up to the bed, he saw that his moth­er was still liv­ing and he asked: “How are you?” just as he used to do when she was sick. Then he sent old Ra­pet away, telling her:

			“To­mor­row at five o’clock without fail.”

			She re­peated:

			“To­mor­row, five o’clock.”

			She came, in fact, at day­break. Hon­oré was drink­ing the soup he had made for him­self be­fore go­ing out in­to the fields.

			The nurse asked him:

			“Well, has your moth­er gone yet?”

			He replied with a ma­li­cious smile:

			“She’s get­ting on a bit bet­ter.”

			Then he went out.

			Old Ra­pet sud­denly felt un­easy. She went up to the suf­fer­er, who was ly­ing in the same state, breath­ing pain­fully and im­per­cept­ibly, her eyes open and her clenched hands on the coun­ter­pane.

			The nurse saw that this state might con­tin­ue two days, four days or even eight days and fear gripped her miserly heart; then she was shaken by a furi­ous an­ger against this trick­ster who had cheated her and against this old wo­man who would not die.

			She set to work, how­ever, and waited, her eyes fixed on the wrinkled face of Moth­er Bon­temps.

			Hon­oré came back to break­fast; he seemed happy, al­most cheer­ful; then he went out again. He was cer­tainly get­ting in his corn un­der ex­cel­lent con­di­tions.

			Old Ra­pet was get­ting ir­rit­ated: each minute that went by now was stolen time, stolen money. She wanted, wanted madly, to take this mul­ish old wo­man, this ob­stin­ate and pig­headed old wo­man by the neck and with a little shak­ing make an end of the little short breath that was steal­ing her time and her money.

			Then she thought of the danger of do­ing that, and oth­er ideas came in­to her head. She came up close to the bed and asked:

			“Have you seen the dev­il yet?”

			Moth­er Bon­temps mur­mured:

			“No.”

			Then the nurse began to talk, telling her tales that would ter­rify the feeble soul of this dy­ing wo­man.

			Some minutes be­fore one breathed one’s last, the dev­il ap­peared, she said, to all sick people. He had a broom in one hand, and a sauce­pan on his head. He made strange noises.

			If you saw him, it was all over, you had only a few seconds to live. She enu­mer­ated all those in her charge to whom the dev­il had ap­peared that year: Joséphine Loisel, Eu­lalie Rati­er, Soph­ie Padag­nan, Séraph­ine Gros­pied.

			Moth­er Bon­temps, dis­turbed at last, shook in her bed, waved her hands, try­ing to turn her head so that she could see to the farthest corner of the room.

			Sud­denly old Ra­pet dis­ap­peared from the foot of the bed. She took a sheet from the cup­board and wrapped her­self in it; then she set a stewpan on her head so that the three short curved legs stood on end like three horns. She grabbed a broom in her right hand and in her left a met­al wa­ter-jug which she threw sharply in the air so that it fell down with a great noise.

			It struck the floor with a ter­rible clat­ter. Then, clam­ber­ing on to a chair, the nurse lif­ted the cur­tain that hung at the end of the bed and there ap­peared, wav­ing her arms, ut­ter­ing hoarse shrieks from the bot­tom of the iron pot that hid her face, and with her broom threat­en­ing the old dy­ing peas­ant wo­man, like the dev­il in a Punch and Judy show.

			Mad with fear, her eyes wild, the dy­ing wo­man made a su­per­hu­man ef­fort to get up and get away from it. She man­aged to get her shoulders and chest out of bed, then she fell back with a great sigh. It was all over.

			Old Ra­pet pla­cidly put everything back: the broom in the corner of the cup­board, the sheet in­side, the stewpan on the stove, the wa­ter-jug on the shelf and the chair against the wall. Then with a pro­fes­sion­al ges­ture she closed the wide-star­ing eyes of the dead, placed on the bed a dish, poured in­to it a little of the wa­ter from the holy-wa­ter ves­sel, dipped in it the sprig of yew nailed on to the cup­board door and, kneel­ing down, began to re­cite fer­vently the pray­ers for the dead which she knew by heart, and which were part of her trade.

			When Hon­oré re­turned, at night­fall, he found her there pray­ing, and his first thought was that she had cheated him of twenty sous, for she had only spent three days and one night, which only came to five francs in­stead of the six which he owed her.

		
	
		
			A Divorce Case

			Mme. Chas­sel’s coun­sel began his speech: My Lord, gen­tle­men of the jury, the case which I am called on to de­fend be­fore you would more suit­ably be treated by medi­cine than by justice and con­sti­tutes much more a patho­lo­gic­al case than an or­din­ary case of law. At first sight the facts seem simple.

			A young man, of con­sid­er­able wealth, of a high-minded and ar­dent nature, a gen­er­ous heart, falls in love with a su­premely beau­ti­ful young girl, more than beau­ti­ful, ad­or­able, as gra­cious, as charm­ing, as good, and as tender as she is pretty, and he mar­ries her.

			For some time, he con­ducts him­self to­wards her as a so­li­cit­ous and af­fec­tion­ate hus­band; then he neg­lects her, bul­lies her, seems to feel for her an in­sur­mount­able aver­sion, an un­con­quer­able dis­like. One day even, he strikes her, not only without any right, but even without any ex­cuse.

			I will not la­bour to rep­res­ent to you, gen­tle­men, his strange be­ha­viour, in­com­pre­hens­ible to every­one. I will not paint for you the un­speak­able life of these two creatures and the fright­ful grief of this young wo­man.

			To con­vince you I have only to read to you some frag­ments from a di­ary writ­ten each day by this poor man, this poor mad­man. For it is with a mad­man that we have to do, gen­tle­men, and the case is all the more curi­ous, all the more in­ter­est­ing in that it re­calls in many par­tic­u­lars the mania of the un­for­tu­nate prince who died re­cently, the fant­ast­ic king who reigned pla­ton­ic­ally in Bav­aria. I will re­call that case: the mad­ness of a ro­mantic.

			You will re­mem­ber all the tales told of that strange prince. He had built in the heart of the most mag­ni­fi­cent scenery in his king­dom ver­it­able fairy castles. Even the real­ity of the beauty of things and places were not enough for him, he ima­gined and cre­ated in these fant­ast­ic dwell­ings ar­ti­fi­cial ho­ri­zons pro­duced by means of the­at­ric­al devices, changes of scene, painted forests, fabled demesnes where the leaves of the trees were of pre­cious stones. He had Alps and gla­ciers, steppes, sandy deserts scorched by the sun; and at night, un­der the rays of the real moon, lakes il­lu­min­ated be­low by fant­ast­ic elec­tric lights. On these lakes swans floated and small boats glided, while an or­ches­tra com­posed of the finest mu­si­cians in the world, in­tox­ic­ated the roy­al mad­man’s senses with ro­mance.

			This man was chaste, this man was a vir­gin. He had nev­er loved any­thing save a dream, his dream, his di­vine dream.

			One even­ing he car­ried off in his boat a young wo­man, a great ar­tiste, and begged her to sing. She sang, her­self in­tox­ic­ated by the beauty of the court­yards, by the warm, sweet air, by the fra­grance of flowers and by the ec­stasy of this young hand­some prince.

			She sang, as wo­men sing whom love has touched, then, dis­traught, trem­bling wildly, she fell on the king’s heart and sought his lips.

			But he threw her in the lake, and tak­ing up his oars, gained the shore, without troub­ling wheth­er she were res­cued or not.

			Gen­tle­men of the jury, we have be­fore us a case in all re­spects sim­il­ar. I will do no more than read to you now some pas­sages from the di­ary which we dis­covered in the draw­er of a bur­eau.

			
				How dull and ugly everything is, al­ways the same, al­ways hideous! How I dream of a love­li­er, no­bler, more change­ful world. How wretched would be the ima­gin­a­tion of their God, if their God ex­is­ted or if he had not cre­ated oth­er things as well.

				Al­ways woods, little woods, rivers that are like all oth­er rivers, plains like all oth­er plains, all things are alike and mono­ton­ous. And man! … Man? … What a hor­rible an­im­al, wicked, proud and dis­gust­ing!

				

				One should love, love madly, without see­ing the ob­ject of one’s love. For to see is to un­der­stand, and to un­der­stand is to des­pise. One should love, in­tox­ic­at­ing one­self with the be­loved as one gets drunk on wine, in such a way as to lose con­scious­ness of what one is drink­ing. And drink, drink, drink, without draw­ing breath, day and night.

				

				I have found her, I think. She has in all her per­son some­thing ideal that does not seem of this world and lends wings to my dream. Oh, how far oth­er­wise than in real­ity do people seem to me in my dreams. She is fair, very fair, with hair full of in­ex­press­ible del­ic­ate shades. Her eyes are blue. Blue eyes are the only ones that rav­ish my soul. The whole be­ing of a wo­man, the wo­man who ex­ists in the depths of my heart, shows it­self to me in the eye, only in the eye.

				Oh, a mys­tery! What mys­tery? The eye? … The whole uni­verse lies therein, be­cause it sees it, be­cause it re­flects it. It con­tains the uni­verse, things and be­ings, forests and oceans, men and beasts, sun­sets, stars, the arts, all, all, it sees, plucks, and bears everything away; and it holds still more, it holds the soul, it holds the think­ing man, the man who loves, who laughs, who suf­fers. Oh, look in­to the blue eyes of wo­men; they are deep as the sea, chan­ging as the sky, so sweet, so sweet, sweet as gentle winds, sweet as mu­sic, sweet as kisses, trans­par­ent, so clear that one sees be­hind, one sees the soul, the blue soul that col­ours them, that an­im­ates them, that makes them di­vine.

				Yes, the soul shares the col­ours of the glance. Only the blue soul bears the dream in its depths, it has stolen its azure from sea and space.

				The eye! Think of it! The eye! It drinks in the vis­ible cre­ation to feed thought. It drinks in the world, col­our, move­ment, books, pic­tures, all beauty, all ugli­ness, and cre­ates ideas there­from. And when it looks at me, it fills me with the sense of a hap­pi­ness not of this world. It fore­shad­ows to us the things of which we are forever ig­nor­ant; it makes us real­ise that the real­it­ies of our thoughts are despic­able and filthy things.

				

				I love her too for her man­ner of walk­ing.

				
					
						Méme quand l’oiseau marche, on sent qu’il a des ailes,26
					

				

				the poet said.

				When she passes, one feels that she is not of the same race as or­din­ary wo­men, she is of a finer, more di­vine race.

				I marry her to­mor­row. … I am afraid. … I am afraid of so many things.

				

				Two beasts, two dogs, two wolves, two foxes, prowl through the woods and meet. The one is male, the oth­er fe­male. They mate. They mate be­cause of an an­im­al in­stinct which drives them to con­tin­ue the race, their race, the race whose form, skin, stature, move­ments and habits they have.

				All beasts do as much, without know­ing why!

				We too. …

				

				All that I have done in mar­ry­ing her is to obey this sense­less urge that drives us to­wards the fe­male.

				She is my wife. So long as I de­sired her ideally, she was for me the ir­real­is­able dream on the verge of be­ing real­ised.

				From the very second when I held her in my arms, she was no more than the be­ing of whom nature has made use to bring to naught all my hopes.

				Has she brought them to naught? No. Yet I am tired of her, tired of be­ing un­able to touch her, to brush her with my hand or my lips, without my heart swell­ing with an in­ex­press­ible dis­gust, not per­haps dis­gust with her, but a lofti­er, wider, more con­temp­tu­ous dis­gust, dis­gust with the em­brace of love, so vile as it has be­come for all re­fined be­ings, a shame­ful act which must be hid­den, which is only spoken of in low tones, with blushes. …

				

				I can no longer en­dure the sight of my wife ap­proach­ing me, call­ing to me with smile and glance and arms. I can no longer en­dure it. I ima­gined once that her kiss would trans­port me to the heav­ens. One day she was suf­fer­ing from a passing fever, and I caught in her breath the faint subtle al­most im­per­cept­ible odour of hu­man de­cay. I was ut­terly over­come!

				Oh! flesh, se­duct­ive liv­ing dung, a mass of de­cay that walks, thinks, speaks, looks and smiles, full of fer­ment­ing food, rosy, pretty, tempt­ing, full of de­ceit as is the soul. …

				Why is it only flowers that feel so good, great pale or bril­liant flowers, whose tones and hues make my heart flut­ter and trouble my eyes? They are so beau­ti­ful, so del­ic­ate in struc­ture, so var­ied and so sen­su­al, half open like mouths, more tempt­ing than mouths, and hol­low, with lips curled back, toothed, fleshy, powdered with a seed of life that en­genders in each one of them a dif­fer­ent per­fume.

				They re­pro­duce them­selves, they, only they, in all the world, without de­file­ment of their in­vi­ol­able race, giv­ing off round them­selves the di­vine in­cense of their love, the fra­grant sweat of their caresses, the es­sence of their in­com­par­able bod­ies, of their bod­ies that are ad­orned with all grace, all el­eg­ance, all form, and pos­sess the fas­cin­a­tion of all col­our forms; and the in­tox­ic­at­ing charm of all scents …

			

			

			
				
					Se­lec­ted frag­ments, six months later.

				
				… I love flowers, not as flowers but as del­ic­ate and ma­ter­i­al be­ings; I pass my days and my nights in the green­houses where I hide them like wo­men in harems.

				Who, ex­cept my­self, knows the sweet­ness, the mad­den­ing charm, the shud­der­ing, sen­su­al, ideal, su­per­hu­man ec­stasy of these tender caresses; and these kisses on rosy flesh, on red flesh, on white flesh, the mi­ra­cu­lously var­ied, del­ic­ate, rare, fine, unc­tu­ous flesh of these won­der­ful flowers?

				I have green­houses where no one enters but my­self and the man who looks after them.

				I enter them as if I were step­ping in­to a place of secret de­light. In the high glass gal­lery, I pass first between two throngs of co­rol­las, shut, half open or spread wide, which slope from ground to roof. It is the first kiss they send me.

				Those par­tic­u­lar ones, those flowers, those that ad­orn this ante­room of my mys­ter­i­ous pas­sions, are my ser­vants and not my fa­vour­ites.

				They greet me, as I pass, with their chan­ging bril­liance and their fresh ex­hal­a­tions. They are darlings, coquettes, rising tier upon tier in eight rows on my right hand and eight rows on my left, and so crowded that they have the as­pect of two gar­dens com­ing down to my feet.

				My heart pal­pit­ates, my eye lights up at sight of them, the blood runs madly through my veins, my soul leaps with­in me, and my hands tremble already with the de­sire to touch them. I pass on. There are three closed doors at the end of this high gal­lery. I can make my choice. I have three harems.

				But I turn of­ten­est to the orch­ids, my drowsy fa­vour­ites. Their room is low, stifling. The damp, warm air makes my skin moist, my throat con­tract for want of air, and my fin­gers tremble. They come, these stranger wo­men, from swampy, burn­ing, un­healthy coun­tries. They are as fas­cin­at­ing as sirens, deadly as pois­on, mar­vel­lously grot­esque, soul-des­troy­ing, ter­ri­fy­ing. See how like they are to but­ter­flies with their enorm­ous wings, their tiny paws, their eyes. For they have eyes. They look at me, they see me, prodi­gious, un­be­liev­able be­ings, fair­ies, daugh­ters of the holy earth, the im­palp­able air, and warm light, the moth­er of the world. Yes, they have wings and eyes and del­ic­ate shades that no paint­er can catch, all the charms, all the graces, all the shapes that one can dream of. Their sides are cleft, per­fumed and trans­par­ent, open for love and more tempt­ing than any wo­man’s flesh. The un­ima­gin­able con­tours of their tiny bod­ies thrust the soul, drunk, in­to a para­dise of vis­ions and ideal de­lights. They quiver on their stems as if about to take flight. Will they fly, will they come to me? No, it is my heart which hov­ers above them like some mys­tic male creature, tor­tured with love.

				No in­sect’s wing can brush them. We are alone, they and I, in the trans­lu­cent pris­on that I have built them. I watch them and I con­tem­plate them, I ad­mire them, I ad­ore them, one after the oth­er.

				How sleek they are, how mys­ter­i­ous, rosy, with a rosi­ness that moistens the lips with de­sire. How I love them! The rim of their ca­lyx is curled, paler than their throats, and the co­rolla hides it­self there, mys­ter­i­ous se­duct­ive mouth, sweet to the tongue and dis­play­ing and con­ceal­ing the del­ic­ate, won­der­ful and sac­red or­gans of these di­vine little creatures which smell pleas­ant and do not talk.

				Some­times I am seized with a pas­sion for one of them which en­dures as long as its ex­ist­ence, a few days, a few nights. Then it is taken from the com­mon gal­lery and en­closed in a darling little glass re­treat where a thread of wa­ter mur­murs through a bed of trop­ic grass come from the is­lands of the great Pa­cific. And there I stay, at her side, ar­dent, fe­ver­ish and tor­men­ted, know­ing her death so close and watch­ing her fade, while I pos­sess her, while I breathe, drink, pluck her short life with one in­ex­press­ible caress.

			

			

			When he had fin­ished read­ing these frag­ments, coun­sel con­tin­ued:

			De­cency, gen­tle­men of the jury, re­strains me from con­tinu­ing to lay be­fore you the curi­ous con­fes­sions of this shame­fully ideal­ist­ic mad­man. The few pas­sages that I have just laid be­fore you will be suf­fi­cient, I think, for you to un­der­stand this case of men­tal dis­ease, less rare than one thinks in our age of hys­ter­ic­al de­men­tia and cor­rup­ted dec­ad­ence.

			I feel there­fore that my cli­ent is en­titled more than any oth­er wo­man to de­mand her di­vorce in the ex­cep­tion­al po­s­i­tion in which she has been placed by the strange men­tal de­range­ment of her hus­band.

		
	
		
			The Inn

			Look­ing just like all the oth­er wooden hostel­ries set down amid the High Alps, at the feet of the gla­ciers, in the bare and rocky cor­ridors that cleave the white peaks of the moun­tains, the Schwar­en­back Inn serves as a refuge for trav­el­lers over the Gemmi pass.

			For six months in the year it re­mains open, in­hab­ited by Jean Haus­er’s fam­ily; then, as soon as the snow lies in deep drifts, filling the val­ley and mak­ing the des­cent to Loëche im­pass­able, the wo­men, the fath­er and the three sons de­part, leav­ing the old guide, Gas­pard Hari, to look after the house, with the young guide, Ul­rich Kun­si, and Sam, the big St. Bern­ard dog.

			The two men and the beast re­main till the spring in this pris­on of snow, with noth­ing be­fore their eyes save the im­mense white slope of the Balm­horn; they are sur­roun­ded by pale, gleam­ing peaks, shut in, block­aded, and bur­ied un­der the snow that rises round them, en­vel­op­ing, em­bra­cing and crush­ing the little house, heap­ing it­self high upon the roof, reach­ing to the win­dows, and walling up the door.

			It was the day on which the Haus­er fam­ily was to re­turn to Loëche, for winter was ap­proach­ing and the des­cent be­com­ing per­il­ous.

			Three mules went in front, loaded with clothes and lug­gage, and led by the three sons. Then the moth­er, Jeanne Haus­er, and her daugh­ter Louise moun­ted a fourth mule, and set off in their turn.

			The fath­er fol­lowed them, ac­com­pan­ied by the two guides, who were to es­cort the fam­ily as far as the sum­mit of the ac­tu­al des­cent.

			First they roun­ded the little lake, frozen now, at the bot­tom of the great cav­ity in the rocks that lay in front of the inn, then they pur­sued their way along the val­ley, fea­ture­less as a sheet and dom­in­ated by snow peaks on every side.

			The sun poured down on this dazzling white frozen desert, il­lu­min­at­ing it with a cold, blind­ing glare. No life stirred in this sea of hills; there was no move­ment in the lim­it­less solitude; no sound dis­turbed the pro­found si­lence.

			Little by little the young guide, Ul­rich Kun­si, a tall, long-legged Swiss, drew away from Haus­er and old Gas­pard Hari, and over­took the mule that bore the two wo­men.

			The young­er of them watched him com­ing, and seemed to call him with her sad eyes. She was a small, fair peas­ant girl, whose milky cheeks and pale hair seemed bleached by her long so­journ amid the ice.

			When he had caught up with the an­im­al that car­ried her, he put his hand on its but­tock and slowed his pace. Old Ma­dame Haus­er began to speak to him, enu­mer­at­ing with in­fin­ite de­tail all her re­com­mend­a­tions for the winter. It was the first time that he was stay­ing up, where­as old Hari had already spent four­teen win­ters un­der the snow at the Schwar­en­bach Inn.

			Ul­rich Kun­si listened, but did not ap­pear to un­der­stand; he nev­er took his eyes off the young girl. From time to time he would an­swer: “Yes, Ma­dame Haus­er,” but his thoughts seemed far away, and his calm face re­mained im­pass­ive.

			They reached the Lake of Daube, whose long frozen sur­face stretched, per­fectly mo­tion­less, at the bot­tom of the val­ley. To their right, the Dauben­horn thrust up its black rocks, rising to a peak, near the enorm­ous mo­raines of the Loem­mern gla­ci­er, dom­in­ated by the Wild­stru­bel.

			As they drew near the Gemmi pass, where the des­cent to Loëche be­gins, they came sud­denly upon the vast rim of the Alps of the Val­ais, from which they were sep­ar­ated by the deep broad val­ley of the Rhône.

			It was a dis­tant host of white, un­even sum­mits, some sharp, oth­ers flattened at the top, and all gleam­ing in the sun: the Mischabel with its two horns, the power­ful bulk of the Wis­se­horn, the weighty Brun­negg­horn, the high and for­mid­able pyr­am­id of the mur­der­ous Mat­ter­horn, and that mon­strous jade, the Dent-Blanche.

			Then, right be­low them, in an enorm­ous cav­ity at the bot­tom of a fear­ful abyss, they caught sight of Loëche, whose houses were like grains of sand thrown in­to that huge crevice, ended and en­closed by the Gemmi, and open­ing out, be­low, on to the Rhône.

			The mule hal­ted at the edge of the path that runs, twist­ing, turn­ing end­lessly, and coil­ing back in fant­ast­ic and mar­vel­lous fash­ion, down the moun­tains on the right, as far as to the al­most in­vis­ible little vil­lage at their feet. The wo­men jumped down in­to the snow.

			The two old men had caught them up.

			“We must be off,” said Haus­er. “Good­bye, and keep your spir­its up, friends; see you next year.”

			“Next year,” re­peated old Hari.

			They em­braced. Then Ma­dame Haus­er, in her turn offered her cheeks, and the girl did the same. When it was Ul­rich Kun­si’s turn, he mur­mured in­to Louise’s ear: “Don’t for­get the men up above.” “No, I won’t,” she replied, so softly that he guessed it without hear­ing.

			“Well, good­bye,” re­peated Jean Haus­er, “and good health to you.”

			And, passing in front of the wo­men, he began the des­cent.

			Soon all three van­ished at the first bend in the road.

			And the two men turned back to­wards the Schwar­en­bach Inn.

			They walked slowly, side by side, without speak­ing. It was over; they would be shut up alone to­geth­er, for four or five months.

			Then Gas­pard Hari began to talk about his life there the pre­vi­ous winter. He had stayed up with Michel Can­ol, who was now too old to try it again, for an ac­ci­dent may eas­ily hap­pen dur­ing the long peri­od of solitude. They had not been bored; it was all a mat­ter of play­ing one’s prop­er part from the very first day; and one al­ways suc­ceeded in in­vent­ing vari­ous dis­trac­tions, games, and oth­er ways of passing the time.

			Ul­rich Kun­si listened with lowered eyes, fol­low­ing in thought the friends des­cend­ing to the vil­lage down the wind­ing ways of the Gemmi pass.

			Soon they caught sight of the inn, scarcely vis­ible, so small was it, a black speck at the foot of the mon­strous wave of snow.

			When they opened the door, Sam, the big curly-haired dog, began to gam­bol round them.

			“Come, my son,” said old Gas­pard, “we have no wo­man here now; we must get din­ner ready, and you will peel the pota­toes.”

			They both sat down on wooden stools and began to dip their bread in the soup.

			The next morn­ing seemed a long one to Ul­rich Kun­si. Old Hari smoked and spat in­to the fire­place, while the young man stared through the win­dow at the dazzling moun­tain op­pos­ite the house.

			He went out in the af­ter­noon and fol­lowed the route of the day be­fore, search­ing on the ground for the shoe prints of the mule that had borne the two wo­men. When he was at the sum­mit of the pass, he lay down on his face at the edge of the abyss and gazed at Loëche.

			The vil­lage in its well of rock was not yet drowned in snow, al­though the snow had drawn very near it, to be hal­ted ab­ruptly by the pine-forests that pro­tec­ted the outly­ing houses. From above, the houses looked like pav­ing-stones in a mead­ow.

			Louise Haus­er was there, now, in one of those grey build­ings. In which? Ul­rich Kun­si was too far away to tell them apart. How he longed to go down, while it was still pos­sible!

			But the sun had dis­ap­peared be­hind the great crest of Wild­stru­bel, and the young man re­turned. Old Hari was smoking. At sight of his com­pan­ion, he pro­posed a game of cards, and they sat down face to face on either side of the table.

			They played for a long time, a simple game called brisque, and after sup­per they went to bed.

			The days that fol­lowed were like the first, bright and cold, with no fresh snow. Old Gas­pard spent the af­ter­noons watch­ing the eagles and rare birds that ven­tured on the frozen heights, while Ul­rich re­turned reg­u­larly to the sum­mit of the Gemmi to gaze at the vil­lage. Then they would play cards, dice or dom­in­oes, win­ning or los­ing tri­fling ob­jects to give an in­terest to their game.

			One morn­ing Hari, the first to get up, called his com­pan­ion. A mov­ing, deep, light cloud of white foam was fall­ing on them and round them, si­lently, bury­ing them little by little un­der a thick, frothy cov­er­let that deadened all sound. It las­ted four days and four nights. They had to free the door and the win­dows, hol­low out a pas­sage and cut steps in or­der to walk out over the sur­face of this powdered ice that twelve hours of frost had made harder than the gran­ite of the mo­raines.

			Thence­for­ward they lived the life of pris­on­ers, hardly ven­tur­ing out­side their dwell­ing-place. They had di­vided up the house­work, and each reg­u­larly per­formed his share. Ul­rich Kun­si made him­self re­spons­ible for the wash­ing and clean­ing—in fact, for all the la­bour of keep­ing the house neat. It was he also who split the wood, while Gas­pard Hari cooked and ten­ded the fire. Their tasks, reg­u­lar and mono­ton­ous, were in­ter­rup­ted by long games of cards or dice. They nev­er quar­relled, both be­ing of calm and peace­ful tem­per. They nev­er even in­dulged in mo­ments of im­pa­tience, ill hu­mour or sharp words, for they had de­term­ined to pos­sess their souls in pa­tience through­out their winter on the heights.

			Some­times old Gas­pard would take his gun and go off after chamois; oc­ca­sion­ally he killed one. Then there would be re­joicings at the Schwar­en­bach Inn, and a great feast of fresh meat.

			One morn­ing he went out for this pur­pose. The out­side ther­mo­met­er had dropped to zero. The sun had not yet ris­en, and so the hunter hoped to catch the an­im­als on the lower slopes of the Wild­stru­bel.

			Ul­rich, left by him­self, stayed in bed till ten. He was by nature a heavy sleep­er, but had nev­er dared to aban­don him­self to his weak­ness in the pres­ence of the old guide, al­ways en­er­get­ic and early out of bed.

			He lunched slowly with Sam, who also spent his days and nights sleep­ing in front of the fire; then he felt sad, frightened by the solitude: he was suf­fer­ing from his need of their daily game of cards, as a man does suf­fer un­der the prick of a power­ful habit.

			So he went out to meet his com­pan­ion, who was due back at four o’clock.

			The snow had lev­elled the whole deep val­ley, filling the cre­vasses, and quilt­ing the rocks; it formed, between the im­mense peaks, noth­ing but an im­mense white bowl, smooth, blind­ing, and frozen.

			It was three weeks since Ul­rich had last gone to the edge of the abyss and gazed down at the vil­lage. He was anxious to pay a vis­it thith­er be­fore climb­ing the slopes that led to Wild­stru­bel. Loëche was now also covered by the snow, and it was scarcely pos­sible to dis­tin­guish the houses bur­ied un­der its pale cloak.

			He turned to the right, and reached the gla­ci­er of Loem­mern. He walked with his long, moun­tain­eer’s stride, strik­ing his iron-tipped stick upon the snow, it­self as hard as stone. With his keen eyes he sought for the little mov­ing black speck, far away on that enorm­ous table­cloth.

			When he was at the edge of the gla­ci­er, he stopped, won­der­ing if the old man really had gone that way. Then he set off again, skirt­ing the mo­raines, at a swifter, more un­easy pace.

			The light was fad­ing; the snows were turn­ing pink; a dry icy wind ran in hur­ried gusts over their crys­tal sur­face. Ul­rich uttered a shrill cry, quiv­er­ing and pro­longed. His voice fled abroad in the si­lence that covered the sleep­ing moun­tains; it ran far away over the deep, mo­tion­less bil­lows of icy foam, like the cry of a bird over the waves of the sea; then it died out, and there was no reply.

			He re­sumed his march. The sun had sunk be­low the far ho­ri­zon, be­hind the peaks still reddened by the glow in the sky; but the hol­lows of the val­ley were grow­ing grey. And sud­denly the young man was afraid. He felt as though the si­lence, the cold, the solitude, the winter death of the moun­tains were flow­ing in­to his own body, would stop and freeze his blood, stiffen his limbs, and turn him in­to a still, frozen creature. He began to run, flee­ing to­wards his dwell­ing-place. The old man, he thought, would have re­turned dur­ing his ab­sence. He must have taken an­oth­er route; he would be sit­ting be­fore the fire, with a dead chamois at his feet.

			Soon he came in sight of the inn. No smoke was com­ing from it. Ul­rich ran faster, and opened the door. Sam dashed up to greet him, but Gas­pard Hari had not re­turned.

			Frightened, Kun­zi turned about, as though ex­pect­ing to find his com­pan­ion hid­ing in a corner. Then he re-lit the fire and made the soup, still hop­ing to see the old man come in.

			From time to time he would go out to see wheth­er he were not in sight. Dark­ness had fallen, the wan dark­ness of the moun­tains, a pale, liv­id dark­ness, il­lumined on the sky’s rim by a slender yel­low cres­cent that hovered on the verge of sink­ing be­hind the peaks.

			Then the young man would re­turn, sit down, warm his feet and hands, and turn over in his mind vari­ous pos­sible ac­ci­dents.

			Gas­pard might have broken his leg, have fallen in­to a hole or made a false step and sprained his ankle. And he must be ly­ing in the snow, over­come and stiffened by the cold, in agony of mind, scream­ing, lost, shout­ing for help, per­haps, shout­ing with all the strength of his voice through the si­lence of the night.

			But where? The moun­tains were so vast, so cruel, and their lower slopes so per­il­ous, es­pe­cially at that time of year, that it needed ten or twenty guides, walk­ing for a week in every dir­ec­tion, to find a man lost in their im­mens­ity.

			But Ul­rich Kun­zi re­solved to go out with Sam if Gas­pard Hari did not re­turn between mid­night and one o’clock in the morn­ing.

			He made his ar­range­ments.

			He put pro­vi­sions for two days in­to a bag, took his steel climb­ing-irons, wound a long, thin, strong cord about his waist, and made sure that his iron-tipped stick and the ax he used for cut­ting steps in the ice were in or­der. Then he waited. The fire blazed in the hearth; the big dog snored in the light of the flames; in its son­or­ous wooden case the clock soun­ded its reg­u­lar tick, like the beat­ing of a heart.

			He waited, his ear at­tuned for dis­tant sounds, shiv­er­ing when the light breeze swept along the roof and the walls.

			Mid­night struck; he shuddered. Then, feel­ing shaky and frightened, he set wa­ter on the fire, so as to have a drink of good hot cof­fee be­fore he set out.

			When the clock struck one, he rose, woke Sam, opened the door, and set off in the dir­ec­tion of the Wild­stru­bel.

			For five hours he as­cen­ded, scal­ing the rocks by means of his climb­ing-irons, cut­ting steps in the ice, al­ways press­ing for­ward, and some­times us­ing the rope in or­der to haul up the dog from the bot­tom of a wall of rock too steep for him. It was about six o’clock when he reached one of the peaks to which old Gas­pard of­ten went in search of chamois.

			He waited for day­break.

			The sky paled over­head, and sud­denly a fant­ast­ic glow, lit none knows whence, came at one stride over the im­mense sea of pale crests that ex­ten­ded all round him for a hun­dred leagues. This vague light seemed to pour from the snow and spread it­self abroad. Little by little the lofti­est sum­mits in the dis­tance were all tinged with a pink soft as flesh, and the red sun rose be­hind the massive gi­ants of the Bernese Alps.

			Ul­rich Kun­zi set off again. He walked like a hunter, stoop­ing, search­ing for traces, and bid­ding the dog:

			“Rout him out, boy; rout him out.”

			He was now go­ing back down the moun­tain, ex­amin­ing the cre­vasses, and some­times call­ing, send­ing forth a pro­longed shout that died very swiftly in the mute im­mens­it­ies of space. Then he would set his ear to the ground to listen; he fan­cied he could dis­cern a voice, would be­gin to run, shout­ing again, would hear noth­ing more and would sit down, ex­hausted and des­pair­ing. At about mid­day he had lunch and gave food to Sam, who was as weary as him­self. Then he re­com­menced his search.

			When even­ing came on he was still walk­ing, hav­ing scoured over fifty kilo­metres of the moun­tains. Find­ing him­self too far from the house to re­turn to it, and too tired to drag him­self any fur­ther, he dug a hole in the snow, and huddled in­side it, with the dog, un­der a blanket he had brought. There they lay, one against the oth­er, the man and the beast, warm­ing each oth­er’s bod­ies, but, even so, frozen to the mar­row.

			Ul­rich scarcely slept at all; his mind was haunted by vis­ions, and his limbs racked by shiv­er­ing fits.

			Day was break­ing when he rose. His legs were as stiff as iron bars, his spir­it so weak that he was ready to scream with an­guish, and his heart so wildly pulsing that he grew dizzy with ex­cite­ment whenev­er he thought he heard a noise.

			Sud­denly he thought that he too was doomed to die of cold out in the solitude, and his ter­ror of such a death whipped up his en­ergy and re­vived his strength.

			He was des­cend­ing now to­wards the inn, stum­bling and re­cov­er­ing him­self, fol­lowed in the dis­tance by Sam, who was limp­ing along on three legs.

			They did not reach Schwar­en­bach un­til about four in the af­ter­noon. The house was empty. The young man lit the fire, ate some food, and went to sleep, too stu­pefied with ex­haus­tion to think of any­thing.

			He slept for a long, a very long time, in a slum­ber like death. But sud­denly a voice, a cry, a name: “Ul­rich,” broke through to the depths of his un­con­scious­ness and made him start up. Had he been dream­ing? Was this one of the fant­ast­ic calls that pierce the dreams of an un­easy mind? No, he heard that quiv­er­ing cry still, pier­cing his ears and still present in his body’s be­ing, in the tips of his mus­cu­lar fin­gers. As­suredly someone had shouted, someone had called “Ul­rich!” Someone was there, near the house. He could not doubt it. So he opened the door and yelled: “Is that you, Gas­pard?” with all the strength in his throat.

			Noth­ing answered; no sound, no mur­mur, no groan, noth­ing. It was dark. The snow was ghostly.

			The wind had ris­en, the icy wind that cracks stones and leaves noth­ing alive upon these deser­ted heights. It swept by in sharp gusts, more parch­ing and more deadly than the fiery wind of the desert. Again Ul­rich shouted: “Gas­pard!—Gas­pard!—Gas­pard!”

			Then he waited. All was si­lent in the moun­tains! Then a wave of ter­ror shook him to the bone. With one bound he got back in­side the inn, shut the door, and thrust home the bolts; then he fell shiv­er­ing in­to a chair, cer­tain that he had just been called by his com­pan­ion at the mo­ment when he rendered up his soul.

			Of that he was sure, as a man is sure of be­ing alive or of eat­ing bread. Old Gas­pard Hari had been dy­ing for two days and three nights, some­where out there, in a hole, in one of those deep un­trod­den rav­ines whose white­ness is more sin­is­ter than the dark­ness of a sub­ter­ranean dun­geon. He had been dy­ing for two days and three nights, and a mo­ment ago had suc­cumbed, think­ing of his com­pan­ion. And his soul, scarce freed, had flit­ted to the inn where Ul­rich lay sleep­ing, and had called him by the mys­ter­i­ous and aw­ful power that the souls of the dead have to haunt the liv­ing. It had cried aloud, that voice­less soul, in the af­flic­ted soul of the sleep­er; had cried its last farewell, or its re­proach, or its curse upon the man who had giv­en up the search too soon.

			And Ul­rich felt it there, quite close, be­hind the wall, be­hind the door he had just shut. It was wan­der­ing, like a night bird brush­ing against a lighted win­dow with its feath­ers; the fren­zied youth was on the point of scream­ing with hor­ror. He wanted to run away and dared not go out, for there the phantom would re­main, day and night, round the inn, so long as the old guide’s body re­mained un­dis­covered and un­bur­ied in the hal­lowed ground of a cemetery.

			Dawn came, and Kun­zi re­covered some meas­ure of con­fid­ence at the sun’s shin­ing re­turn. He pre­pared his meal, and made broth for the dog; then sat mo­tion­less in a chair, in agony of soul, think­ing of the old man ly­ing un­der the snow.

			Then, as soon as night covered the moun­tains again, new ter­rors began to as­sail him. He was walk­ing now about the dark kit­chen, badly lit by the flame of a single candle. He walked from one end of the room to the oth­er, in long strides, listen­ing, listen­ing for that ter­ri­fy­ing scream of the oth­er night to come again across the mel­an­choly si­lence out­side. The poor wretch felt lone­li­er than any man had ever been! He was alone in that im­mense desert of snow, alone, two thou­sand metres above the in­hab­ited earth, above hu­man dwell­ings, above the roar­ing, pal­pit­at­ing stir of life, alone in the frozen sky! He was tor­tured by a mad de­sire to es­cape, any­whith­er, any­how, to get down to Loëche by fling­ing him­self in­to the abyss; but he dared not even open the door, cer­tain that the oth­er man, the dead man, would bar his way, that he too might not be left alone in the heights.

			To­wards mid­night, weary of walk­ing, over­come with an­guish and ter­ror, he drowsed at last in his chair, for he dreaded his bed as a man dreads a haunted place.

			And sud­denly the pier­cing cry of the pre­vi­ous night tore at his ears, so loud and shrill that Ul­rich stretched out his arms to re­pel the ghost, and, chair and all, fell over on to his back.

			Sam, awakened by the noise, began to bark as frightened dogs will bark, and prowled round the room, seek­ing the spot whence came the danger. Com­ing to the door, he sniffed be­neath it, pant­ing, sniff­ling, and whin­ing, with hair on end and tail erect.

			Kun­zi had ris­en in ter­ror and, hold­ing his chair by one of its legs, cried out: “Don’t come in, don’t come in, or I’ll kill you.” And the dog, ex­cited by his threats, barked furi­ously at the in­vis­ible foe against whom his mas­ter was shout­ing de­fi­ance.

			Little by little, Sam calmed down and went back and lay down on the hearth, but he re­mained un­easy, with head erect and shin­ing eyes, and snarled through his teeth.

			Ul­rich too re­covered his com­pos­ure, but, feel­ing that his fear was sap­ping his strength, he went to get a bottle of brandy from the cup­board, and drank sev­er­al glasses of it, one after an­oth­er. His thoughts be­came vague; his cour­age was strengthened; a burn­ing fever glided in­to his veins.

			He ate prac­tic­ally noth­ing next day, lim­it­ing his diet to al­co­hol. And for sev­er­al days on end he lived in a state of bes­ti­al drunk­en­ness. As soon as thoughts of Gas­pard Hari re­turned to him, he star­ted drink­ing again, and con­tin­ued till he fell to the ground, com­pletely in­tox­ic­ated. There he would lie, face down­wards, dead drunk, his limbs twis­ted, snor­ing, with his fore­head to the floor. But no soon­er had he di­ges­ted the mad­den­ing, burn­ing li­quor than the same cry: “Ul­rich!” woke him like a bul­let pier­cing his skull; and he rose, still tot­ter­ing, stretch­ing out his hands to keep from fall­ing, and call­ing Sam to his aid. And the dog, who seemed to be go­ing mad like his mas­ter, would rush at the door, scratch­ing it with his claws and gnaw­ing it with his long white teeth, while the young man, with up­turned face and neck strain­ing back­wards, swal­lowed the brandy in great gulps, like cold wa­ter drunk after a race; and presently the spir­it dulled his thoughts again, and his memory, and his frantic ter­ror.

			In three weeks he got through his en­tire stock of al­co­hol. But this per­petu­al drunk­en­ness merely dulled his ter­ror; and it rose with re­newed fury as soon as he could no longer as­suage it. Then his ob­ses­sion, made worse by a month of drunk­en­ness, and con­stantly grow­ing in that ut­ter solitude, pierced his brain like a gim­let. He had come now to strid­ing up and down his dwell­ing like a caged an­im­al, set­ting his ear to the door to listen if the thing were there and de­fy­ing it through the wall.

			And each time he dozed, over­come by fa­tigue, he heard the voice that made him leap to his feet.

			At last, one night, he rushed to the door, like a cow­ard pushed to the last ex­tremity, and opened it, to see the thing that called him, and force it to be si­lent.

			A gust of cold air struck him full in the face, freez­ing him to the bone, and he shut the door and thrust home the bolts, without no­ti­cing that Sam had rushed out. Then, shud­der­ing, he piled wood on the fire and sat down to warm him­self; but sud­denly he star­ted. Some­thing was scratch­ing the wall, and weep­ing.

			“Go away,” he cried frantic­ally. He was answered by a long-drawn mel­an­choly wail.

			At that, all that was left of his reas­on suc­cumbed to ab­ject ter­ror. “Go away,” he said again, turn­ing round and round to find a corner to hide in. But the thing out­side, still weep­ing, went all along the side of the house, rub­bing against the wall. Ul­rich dashed to the oaken side­board, full of plates and pro­vi­sions, and, lift­ing it with su­per­hu­man strength, dragged it to the door, to se­cure him­self with a bar­ri­cade. Then, heap­ing up all the re­main­ing fur­niture, bed­steads, mat­tresses, and chairs, he blocked up the win­dow, as though he were pre­par­ing for a siege.

			But the thing out­side was now ut­ter­ing great mourn­ful moans, and the young man began to an­swer in like moans.

			Whole days and nights went by, and neither ceased to howl. One ran con­stantly about the house, scratch­ing at the wall with its nails with such vi­ol­ence that it seemed eager to pull it down; the oth­er, in­side, fol­lowed its every move­ment, all huddled up, his ear glued to the stone wall, an­swer­ing its cries with hor­rible screams.

			One even­ing Ul­rich heard no more noises, and sat down, so worn out with fa­tigue that he fell asleep im­me­di­ately.

			He woke without memory, without thought, as though his head had been emp­tied dur­ing his sunken slum­ber. He was hungry; he ate.

			

			The winter was over. The Gemmi pass be­came prac­tic­able again, and the Haus­er fam­ily set off on their way back to the inn.

			As soon as they had reached the sum­mit of the as­cent, the wo­men clambered on to their mule and began to talk of the two men whom they would shortly see again.

			They were sur­prised that neither of them had des­cen­ded a few days earli­er, as soon as the road was open, to bring news of their long win­ter­ing.

			At last they caught sight of the inn, still covered and quilted with snow. The door and the win­dow were closed; a little smoke is­sued from the roof, a fact that re­as­sured old Haus­er. But, draw­ing near­er, he per­ceived on the threshold the skel­et­on of an an­im­al picked clean by the eagles, a large skel­et­on ly­ing on its side.

			They all ex­amined it. “It must be Sam,” said Mme. Haus­er, and she shouted: “Hey, Gas­pard.”

			A cry answered from with­in, a shrill cry, that soun­ded like the cry of some an­im­al. “Hey, Gas­pard,” re­peated old Haus­er. An­oth­er cry like the first was heard.

			Then the three men, the fath­er and the two sons, tried to open the door. It stood fast.

			They took from the empty cow­shed a long beam to use as a bat­ter­ing-ram, and swung it with all their strength. The wood rang and yiel­ded, the planks flew to pieces; then a great crash shook the house and they saw a man stand­ing in­side be­hind the fallen side­board, with hair fall­ing to the shoulders, a beard on his chest, gleam­ing eyes, and rags of cloth upon his body.

			They could not re­cog­nise him, but Louise Haus­er ex­claimed: “It’s Ul­rich, Moth­er!” And her moth­er saw that it was in­deed Ul­rich, al­though his hair was white.

			He let them come up to him; he let them touch him; but he made no an­swer to their ques­tions, and had to be taken to Loëche, where the doc­tors de­cided that he was mad.

			And no one ever knew what had be­come of his com­pan­ion.

			Louise Haus­er nearly died that sum­mer of a de­cline at­trib­uted to the moun­tain cold.

		
	
		
			Are We to Teach Latin?

			This ques­tion of Lat­in in our schools, with which we have been bored for some time, re­minds me of a story, a story of my youth.

			I was fin­ish­ing my school life with the pro­pri­et­or of one of those board­ing-schools in a large town in the Provinces—the In­sti­tu­tion Robineau, cel­eb­rated through­out the province for the high stand­ard of the Lat­in which was taught there.

			For ten years the In­sti­tu­tion Robineau had beaten in the schol­ar­ship ex­am­in­a­tions the Im­per­i­al School of the town and all the col­leges of the sub­pre­fec­ture, and its con­stant suc­cess was due, people said, to an ush­er, a simple ush­er, M. Piquedent, or rather Daddy Piquedent.

			He was one of those grey men, whose age it was im­possible to guess, but whose his­tory was plain to read. He had prob­ably taken a place as ush­er in some school at the age of twenty so that he might have leis­ure to study for the li­cen­ti­ate in let­ters, and af­ter­wards for the de­gree of Doc­tor of Lit­er­at­ure, and had found him­self so en­tangled in this ill-fated life that he had re­mained an ush­er forever. But his love for Lat­in had not left him, and tor­men­ted him like a mor­bid pas­sion. He con­tin­ued to read po­ets, prose-writers, his­tor­i­ans, to in­ter­pret them, to pen­et­rate their mean­ing, to com­ment on them with a per­sever­ance which bordered on mad­ness.

			One day the idea struck him to make all the pu­pils of his class an­swer him only in Lat­in, and he kept them at it un­til they were cap­able of keep­ing up an en­tire con­ver­sa­tion with him, just as if they were speak­ing their moth­er tongue. He listened to them like a con­duct­or at a re­hears­al of an or­ches­tra, every now and then strik­ing his desk with his ruler:

			“Le­frère, Le­frère, you are mak­ing a sol­ecism. Don’t you re­mem­ber the rule?”

			“Plan­tel, the turn of your phrase is French, not in the least Lat­in. Try to un­der­stand the geni­us of the lan­guage. Listen to me!”

			As a con­sequence, the pu­pils of the In­sti­tu­tion Robineau car­ried off at the end of the year all the prizes for Lat­in com­pos­i­tion, trans­la­tion and oratory.

			Next year, the pro­pri­et­or, a little man as clev­er as a mon­key and nearly as grot­esque in his grim­aces, prin­ted on his pro­grams and ad­vert­ise­ments and prin­ted on the board of the In­sti­tu­tion:

			
				“Spe­ci­al­ity of Lat­in stud­ies. Five first prizes ob­tained in the five classes of the Ly­cée. Two prizes with spe­cial men­tion in the Gen­er­al Ex­am­in­a­tion of all schools and col­leges of France.”

			

			Dur­ing ten years the In­sti­tu­tion Robineau tri­umphed in this way. So my fath­er, at­trac­ted by this suc­cess, put me as a day-boarder with this Robineau, whom we called Robin­etto or Robin­et­tino, and made me take private les­sons from Daddy Piquedent at the rate of five francs per hour, of which he had two and the pro­pri­et­or three. I was eight­een then and in the highest form.

			These private les­sons took place in a little room look­ing out over the street, and so it happened that Daddy Piquedent, in­stead of talk­ing Lat­in to me, as he did in the class, told me all his troubles in French. Hav­ing neither re­la­tions nor friends, the poor chap be­came very fond of me and poured out all his misery on my bos­om.

			Nev­er in the last ten or fif­teen years had he been alone with any­one.

			“I am like an oak in the desert,” said he. “Si­cut quer­cus in solitud­ine.”

			The oth­er ush­ers dis­gus­ted him; he knew no one in the town, since he had no free time in which to make ac­quaint­ances. “Not even the nights, my friend; and that is the hard­est for me. My only dream would be to have a room, fur­nished with my books and with little things of my own which no one else had the right to touch. And I have noth­ing of my own, noth­ing but my clothes, noth­ing, not even my mat­tress and my pil­low. I have not even four walls where I can shut my­self up ex­cept when I come to give a les­son in this room. Can you un­der­stand that? A man who passes all his life without ever hav­ing the right, without even hav­ing the time, to shut him­self up alone, no mat­ter where, to think, to re­flect, to work, to dream! Ah, my friend, a key, the key of a door that I could lock—that would be hap­pi­ness—the only hap­pi­ness I want.

			“Here, in the day­time the classroom with all those ras­cals shuff­ling about, at night the dorm­it­ory with the same ras­cals snor­ing—and I sleep in pub­lic in a bed at the end of two rows of these little imps over whom I have to keep watch. I can nev­er be alone, nev­er! If I go out, the street is crowded, and if I am tired of walk­ing, I can only go in­to a café full of smokers and bil­liard-play­ers. I tell you it is a pris­on!”

			I asked him:

			“Why have you not tried some oth­er ca­reer, M. Piquedent?”

			He cried out:

			“And which, my young friend, which? I am neither boot­maker nor car­penter, nor hat­ter, nor baker, nor barber. I know noth­ing but Lat­in, and I have no dip­loma al­low­ing me to sell it dear. If I were a Doc­tor of Lit­er­at­ure, I could sell for a hun­dred francs what I sell for five, and prob­ably give less value for it, for my de­gree would be enough to jus­ti­fy my in­ter­pret­a­tion.”

			Some­times he used to say to me:

			“I have no rest in life ex­cept the hours I pass with you. Don’t be afraid, you will lose noth­ing. I will make up for it by mak­ing you an­swer twice as of­ten as the oth­ers in the classroom.”

			One day I was bold enough to of­fer him a ci­gar­ette. He looked at me at first al­most stu­pefied, then at the door:

			“Sup­pose someone came in, my boy?”

			“Well, we will smoke at the win­dow,” said I to him.

			We went to lean on the win­dowsill above the street, hid­ing the little cyl­in­ders of to­bacco in the hol­lows of our hands.

			Op­pos­ite us was a laun­dry—four wo­men dressed in white cot­ton run­ning the heavy hot iron up and down over the lin­en be­fore them, rais­ing a thin va­pour.

			Sud­denly an­oth­er, a fifth, car­ry­ing in her arms a large bas­ket that bent her double, came out, to carry home to the cus­tom­ers their shirts, handker­chiefs and sheets. She stopped at the door as if she were already tired, then she raised her eyes, smiled on see­ing us smoking, threw us with her free hand the know­ing kiss of a care­less work­girl, and went away with a slow step, drag­ging her feet.

			She was a girl of twenty, little, rather thin, pale, quite pretty, a know­ing look, laugh­ing eyes un­der light hair badly ar­ranged.

			Daddy Piquedent, moved, mur­mured:

			“What a life for a wo­man! Only fit for a horse.”

			And he grew sen­ti­ment­al over the wretched­ness of the people. He had the over­ex­cited heart of the sen­ti­ment­al demo­crat, and he spoke of the fa­tigues of the work­ing-classes with phrases bor­rowed from Rousseau and tears in his voice.

			Next day, as we were lean­ing out of the win­dow, the same girl saw us and called out: “Hullo, boys,” in a funny little voice, of­fer­ing us a catch with her hands.

			I threw her a ci­gar­ette, which she began to smoke at once. And the four oth­er iron­ers rushed to the door, hold­ing out their hands to get one too.

			Day by day, friendly ges­tures passed between the work­ers of the pave­ment and the idlers of the board­ing-school.

			Daddy Piquedent was com­ic to watch. He was shak­ing with fright that he would be seen, for he might have lost his place, and he used to make tim­id and ri­dicu­lous ges­tures, as if he were the lov­er in a play, to which the wo­men answered with a vol­ley of kisses.

			A wicked idea was ger­min­at­ing in my head. One day, as I came in­to our room, I said un­der my breath to the old ush­er:

			“You would hardly be­lieve me, M. Piquedent, I have met the little laundress! You know the one I mean, the one with the bas­ket, and I have spoken to her!”

			“What did she say to you?”

			“She said—good heav­ens—she told me … that she liked the look of you. In fact, I be­lieve … I be­lieve … she is a little bit in love with you. …”

			I saw him turn pale; he replied:

			“She is laugh­ing at me, no doubt. Things like that do not hap­pen at my age.”

			I said in a ser­i­ous tone:

			“Why not? You are very present­able!”

			I felt he was taken in by my scheme, and so I said no more.

			But every day I pre­ten­ded that I had met the girl and spoken to her about him; so suc­cess­ful was I that he ended by be­liev­ing me and by send­ing her ar­dent and con­vinced kisses.

			Then it happened one morn­ing that I really did meet her on my way to school. I stepped up to her on the spot as if I had known her for ten years.

			“Good day, Ma­demois­elle. How are you?”

			“Very well, thanks, sir!”

			“Would you like a ci­gar­ette?”

			“Oh! not in the street.”

			“You can smoke it at home.”

			“Then I should like one.”

			“I say, Ma­demois­elle, you don’t know—”

			“What don’t I know?”

			“The old man, my old teach­er …”

			“Daddy Piquedent?”

			“Yes, Daddy Piquedent. So you know his name?”

			“I should say I did. Well?”

			“Well, then, he is in love with you.”

			She began to laugh wildly, and cried:

			“What a lark!”

			“Not at all, it’s no lark. He talks about you all the les­son hour. I bet he’d marry you!”

			She stopped laugh­ing. The thought of mar­riage sobers all girls. Then she re­peated, still in­cred­u­lous:

			“What a lark!”

			“I swear it’s true.”

			She picked up the bas­ket ly­ing at her feet.

			“Very well, we shall see,” said she.

			And she went away.

			No soon­er had I entered the school than I took Daddy Piquedent on one side:

			“You must write to her, she is out of her wits about you.”

			And he wrote a long let­ter, sweetly tender, full of phrases and peri­phrases, of meta­phors and com­par­is­ons, of philo­sophy and schol­ast­ic gal­lantry, a true mas­ter­piece of bur­lesque grace, which I un­der­took to de­liv­er to the young per­son.

			She read it gravely, with emo­tion, and then she mur­mured:

			“How well he writes! You can see he has had an edu­ca­tion! Is it true that he would marry me?”

			I answered boldly:

			“I should say so! He is off his head about it!”

			“Then he must in­vite me to din­ner on Sunday at the Isle of Flowers.”

			I prom­ised that she should get an in­vit­a­tion.

			Daddy Piquedent was very much moved by all that I told him about her. I ad­ded:

			“She loves you, M. Piquedent; and I be­lieve her to be a re­spect­able girl. You must not se­duce her and leave her in misery!”

			He answered with de­cision:

			“I my­self am a re­spect­able man, my friend.”

			I had not, I own, any plan. I was plan­ning a hoax, a school­boy hoax, noth­ing more. I had guessed the sim­pli­city of the old ush­er, his in­no­cence and his weak­ness. I was amus­ing my­self without a thought of the con­sequences. I was eight­een, and I had had the repu­ta­tion in the school of a sly dog for a long time.

			So it was agreed that Daddy Piquedent and I should take a fly to the boat­house at the Cow’s Tail, where we would find An­gela, and that I should row them up in my boat, for at that time I had a boat. I was to take them then to the Isle of Flowers, where we would all three have din­ner. I had in­sisted on be­ing there, to en­joy my suc­cess, and the old fel­low ac­cep­ted my plan, prov­ing bey­ond doubt that he had lost his head, by run­ning the risk of dis­missal.

			When we got to the quay, where my boat had been moored since the morn­ing, I saw in the grass, or rather above the high herb­age of the brink, an enorm­ous red um­brella like a gi­gant­ic toad­stool. Un­der the um­brella was the little laundress in her Sunday best. I was sur­prised, she was really very nice, though a little on the pale side, and grace­ful, even though she had rather a sub­urb­an air.

			Daddy Piquedent took off his hat with a bow. She held out her hand, and they looked at each oth­er without say­ing a word. Then they got in­to the boat and I took the oars.

			They were sit­ting side by side in the stern.

			The old fel­low spoke first:

			“What pleas­ant weath­er for a jaunt on the river!”

			“Oh, yes,” she mur­mured.

			She let her hand drag in the stream, skim­ming the wa­ter with her fin­gers, that raised a thin trans­lu­cent sheet like a blade of glass, mak­ing a tiny noise, a pleas­ant lap­ping along the sides of the boat.

			When we were in the res­taur­ant, she found her voice again, and ordered the din­ner: white­bait, a chick­en, and salad; af­ter­wards she took us for a walk on the is­land, which she knew thor­oughly.

			She was light­hearted now, play­ful, and even a little in­clined to mock­ery.

			Un­til dessert, noth­ing was said about love. I had provided some cham­pagne, and Daddy Piquedent had taken too much. A little ex­cited her­self, she called him: M. Piquenez.

			Without any pre­par­a­tion, he said:

			“Ma­demois­elle, M. Raoul has told you my feel­ings.”

			She be­came as ser­i­ous as a judge.

			“Yes, sir!”

			“Do you feel any re­sponse to them?”

			“People don’t an­swer such ques­tions!”

			He heaved with emo­tion and went on:

			“But will a day come when I could please you?”

			She smiled:

			“You great stu­pid! You are very nice.”

			“But, Ma­demois­elle, do you think that later we could …”

			She hes­it­ated a second, then, with a trem­bling voice, said: “It is mar­riage you mean when you say that, isn’t it? Oth­er­wise noth­ing do­ing, you know?”

			“Yes, Ma­demois­elle!”

			“Very well, all right, M. Piquenez!”

			And thus it happened that these two chuckle-heads re­solved to get mar­ried to each oth­er, by the mach­in­a­tions of a care­less boy. But I did not be­lieve it ser­i­ous, nor per­haps did they. A thought oc­curred to her.

			“You know, I have noth­ing, not a penny.”

			He stammered, for he was as drunk as Si­len­us:

			“But I have saved five thou­sand francs.”

			She cried out in tri­umph:

			“Then we could set up to­geth­er?”

			He be­came un­easy:

			“Set up what?”

			“How should I know? We’ll see. You can do a lot of things with five thou­sand francs. You don’t want me to come and live in your board­ing-school, do you?”

			He had not looked so far ahead, and stammered per­plex­edly:

			“Set up what? It’s not so easy! I don’t know any­thing but Lat­in!”

			She re­flec­ted in her turn, passing in re­view all the pro­fes­sions which she had dreamed of.

			“Couldn’t you be a doc­tor?”

			“No, I have no dip­loma!”

			“Nor a chem­ist?”

			“Not that either!”

			She uttered a cry of joy. She had found the solu­tion.

			“Then we will buy a gro­cer’s shop. Oh! what luck! We will buy a gro­cery. Not a big one, of course: you can’t go very far on a thou­sand francs.”

			The idea re­vol­ted him.

			“No, I can’t be a gro­cer. I am … I am … I am too well known. All I know … all I know … is Lat­in … I …”

			But she answered by put­ting a full glass of cham­pagne between his lips. He drank and was si­lent.

			We got in­to the boat again. The night was dark, very dark. I could see, how­ever, that they were sit­ting with their arms round each oth­er’s waists, and that they kissed each oth­er now and then.

			It was a fright­ful castastrophe. The dis­cov­ery of our es­capade led to the dis­missal of Daddy Piquedent. My fath­er, justly of­fen­ded, sent me to fin­ish my course in the Rib­audet board­ing-school.

			I passed my en­trance ex­am­in­a­tion six weeks later. Then I went to Par­is to study law at the uni­ver­sity, and only came back to my nat­ive city two years later.

			Turn­ing in­to the Rue du Ser­pent, a shop caught my eye. On it ap­peared: Co­lo­ni­al Products Piquedent, and be­low, for the be­ne­fit of the more ig­nor­ant: Gro­cery.

			I cried out:

			“Quantum mutatus ab illo!”

			He raised his head, left his cus­tom­er, and rushed at me with his hands out­stretched.

			“Ah, my young friend, here you are at last! Splen­did! Splen­did!”

			A fine plump wo­man sud­denly jumped from be­hind the desk and threw her­self round my neck. I could hardly re­cog­nise her, she had grown so stout.

			I asked:

			“So you’re do­ing well?”

			Piquedent had re­turned to his weigh­ing:

			“Oh! very well, very well, very well. I made three thou­sand francs net this year!”

			“And the Lat­in, M. Piquedent?”

			“Oh! good heav­ens, Lat­in, Lat­in, Lat­in! I tell you there’s no nour­ish­ment in it for a man.”

		
	
		
			The Hole

			In­flict­ing blows and wounds suf­fi­cient to cause death. Such was the charge upon which mas­ter Léo­pold Renard, up­holster­er, made his ap­pear­ance at the As­sizes.

			Present also were the chief wit­nesses, the wo­man, Flamèche, wid­ow of the vic­tim, and Louis Ladur­eau, cab­in­et­maker, and Jean Durdent, plumb­er, who had both been called.

			Near the crim­in­al sat his wife, dressed in black, a little ugly creature look­ing like a mon­key in wo­man’s clothes.

			And this is how Renard (Léo­pold) un­fol­ded the drama:

			“I tell you, it is an un­for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent of which I was all along the chief vic­tim and which I didn’t plan at all. The facts speak for them­selves, your Wor­ship. I am a de­cent man, a work­ing­man: I’ve car­ried on busi­ness as an up­holster­er in the same street for six­teen years, known, liked, re­spec­ted, es­teemed by all, as the neigh­bours have de­posed, even the janit­ress, who isn’t al­to­geth­er a fool. I like work, I like thrift, I like de­cent people and de­cent amuse­ments. That has been my ru­in, so much the worse for me: since it was not my fault, I still re­spect my­self.

			“Well, every Sunday for five years my wife here and I have been in the habit of spend­ing the day at Poissy. It gets us out in­to the fresh air, not to speak of pleas­ing our taste for river fish­ing—which we love as much as much as—as much as spring onions. It was Mélie who gave me the taste for it, the wretch, and she’s cra­zi­er about it than I am, the little beast, so that she’s re­spons­ible for all the mis­chief in this af­fair, as you’ll see in a minute.

			“I’m strong and gentle, I am, without an ounce of wicked­ness in me. But as for her, oh, Lord, she looks as mild as milk, she’s a little thin thing; and, well, she’s nas­ti­er-tempered than a pole­cat. I don’t say that she hasn’t some good points: she has, and use­ful ones in trade. But her dis­pos­i­tion! Ask the next-floor people, and even the janit­ress who gave me no­tice the oth­er day—she can tell you things.

			“Every day she kept ab­us­ing me for my quiet ways. ‘I wouldn’t stand for this! I wouldn’t stand for that.’ If I listened to her, your Wor­ship, I’d have been in three fights a month.”

			Mme. Renard in­ter­rup­ted him: “Go on talk­ing: he laughs longest who laughs last.”

			He turned to­wards her de­fi­antly.

			“Oh, well, I can give you away since you’re not up for tri­al, you’re not.”

			Then, turn­ing to the pres­id­ent again:

			“I’ll go on, then. So we went to Poissy every Sat­urday even­ing to be able to start fish­ing the next morn­ing at day­break. It’s a habit of ours that’s be­come second nature, as they say. Three years ago this sum­mer I dis­covered a place, such a place! You should see it, shady, eight feet of wa­ter at least, maybe ten, a hole, look you, with hol­lows un­der the bank, a reg­u­lar lurk­ing-place for fish, a para­dise for the fish­er. This here hole, Mr. Pres­id­ent, I could con­sider as mine, since I was its Chris­toph­er Colum­bus. Every­one in the dis­trict knew that, no one dis­puted it. They said: ‘That’s Renard’s place,’ and no one would come there, not even M. Plumeau, and it’s well known, and no of­fence meant to say it, that he pinches oth­er people’s places.

			“So, sure of my rights, I used to go back there as a pro­pri­et­or. On Sat­urday, the mo­ment I ar­rived, I went aboard the Da­lila with my old wo­man. Da­lila is my Nor­we­gi­an boat, a boat I had built for me at Fou­maire’s place, what you might call both light and safe. I say, we get aboard Da­lila and we set our bait. As for bait­ing, no one can do it like me—and, well, my pals know it. Do you want to know what bait I use? I can’t tell you. It has noth­ing to do with this ac­ci­dent, it’s my secret. More than two hun­dred people have asked me about it. I’ve been offered drinks, fried fish and pickled fish, to make me talk. You should see the carp rise. Yes, people talk to me like a Dutch uncle to get the secret out of me. There’s only my wife knows it … and she wouldn’t tell it any more than me! Isn’t that so, Mélie?”

			The pres­id­ent in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Come to the point as quickly as pos­sible.”

			The ac­cused went on:

			“I’m get­ting to it, I’m get­ting to it. Well, on Sat­urday the 8th of Ju­ly, we left by the 5:25 train, and be­fore din­ner we went to set our bait, like we did every Sat­urday. The weath­er prom­ised to be fine. I said to Mélie: ‘Thumbs up for to­mor­row.’ And she answered: ‘It looks like it.’ We nev­er have any more to say to each oth­er.

			“And then we came back and had din­ner. I was happy and thirsty. That’s to blame for the whole thing, Mr. Pres­id­ent. I said to Mélie: ‘Well, Mélie, it wouldn’t be a bad no­tion if I had a bottle of night­cap.’ That’s a thin white wine we’ve christened that be­cause if you drink too much of it, it keeps you from sleep­ing and takes the place of a night­cap. You un­der­stand.

			“She answered: ‘You can do as you like, but you’ll be ill again; and you won’t be able to get up to­mor­row.’ What she said was true, it was sens­ible, it was prudent, it was farsighted, I grant you that. But all the same, I couldn’t re­strain my­self; and I drank my bottle. That began the whole trouble.

			“Well, I couldn’t sleep. God, it kept me awake un­til two o’clock! And then, pouf, I fell asleep, but I slept so that I couldn’t have heard the an­gel blow the last trump on the day of judg­ment.

			“To cut a long story short, my wife woke me at six. I jumped out of bed, pulled on my trousers and jer­sey as quick as I could; a dash of wa­ter on my ugly mug and we jumped in­to the Da­lila. Too late. When I reached my hole, there was someone there. Such a thing had nev­er happened be­fore, Mr. Pres­id­ent, nev­er in all the three years. It felt as if I’d had my pock­et picked un­der my nose. I said: ‘Damn and blast it!’ And then my wife began to nag at me. ‘You and your night­cap. Get out, you drunk­en swine. You great beast, I hope you’re sat­is­fied.’

			“I had noth­ing to say: It was all true.

			“All the same, I tied up near the spot, to try and get what fish were left. Maybe the man wouldn’t have any luck and then he’d clear off.

			“He was a little skinny fel­low, in white ducks, with a big straw hat. He had his wife with him too, a fat wo­man who was sit­ting sew­ing be­hind him.

			“When she saw us in­stalling ourselves near the spot, she muttered:

			“ ‘Is this the only place on the river?’

			“And my wife, who was furi­ous, answered: ‘De­cent folk find out what’s what in a place be­fore push­ing them­selves in­to oth­er people’s pre­serves.’

			“As I didn’t want a row, I said to her:

			“ ‘Hold your tongue, Mélie, let them be, let them be, we’ll see what hap­pens.’

			“Well, we drew Da­lila up un­der the wil­lows, and we stepped ashore and began to fish side by side, Mélie and I, right along­side the two oth­ers.

			“At this point, Mr. Pres­id­ent, I must go in­to de­tails. We hadn’t been there five minutes be­fore our neigh­bour’s line was tugged twice, three times, and then, look you, he got a carp, fat as my thigh, not quite so fat maybe, but nearly. My heart jumped; a sweat broke out on me, and Mélie said to me: ‘Look, you gaum­less idi­ot, do you see that?’

			“At this mo­ment, M. Bru, the gro­cer from Poissy, who knows a bit about gudgeon, came past in his sail­ing-boat and shouted to me: ‘Has someone taken your place, M. Renard?’ ‘Yes, M. Bru,’ I answered. ‘There are some low­bred people in this world who don’t know what’s what.’

			“The little cot­ton-back be­side me pre­ten­ded not to hear, and his wife the same, his great fat wife, a cow of a wo­man.”

			Once more the pres­id­ent in­ter­rup­ted: “Be care­ful what you say. You are in­sult­ing Mme. Flamèche, the wid­ow, here present.”

			Renard began ex­cuses. “I beg par­don, my feel­ings made me for­get my­self.

			“Well, not a quarter of an hour passed be­fore the little cot­ton-back got an­oth­er carp—and an­oth­er right on top of that, and, five minutes later, an­oth­er.

			“I tell you there were tears in my eyes. I could see Mme. Renard was boil­ing with rage: she went on at me all the time. ‘Look, you miser­able fool, can’t you see, he’s rob­bing you of your fish? Can’t you see? You’ll not get any­thing, not even a frog, not a single thing, noth­ing. Oh, my hands itch to get at them, only to think about it.’

			“I kept say­ing: ‘Wait till noon. The poach­er will go away for lunch, and I’ll get my place back.’ Be­cause, Mr. Pres­id­ent, I lunched on the spot every Sunday. We car­ried pro­vi­sions in the Da­lila. Ouch! Twelve struck. He had a bird wrapped up in news­pa­per, the scoun­drel, and while he was eat­ing, he got an­oth­er carp, he did.

			“Mélie and I swal­lowed a few bites, next to noth­ing, we hadn’t the heart to eat.

			“Then I began to read my pa­per to di­gest my lunch. I read Gil-Blas every Sunday like that, in the shade on the bank of the river. It is Colom­bine’s day, as you know, Colom­bine, who writes the art­icles in Gil-Blas. I al­ways make Mme. Renard angry by pre­tend­ing that I know Colom­bine. It’s not true, I don’t know her, I’ve nev­er seen her, but nev­er mind, she knows how to write; and then she has a very poin­ted way of put­ting things, for a wo­man. She pleases me, she does: there aren’t many can write like her.

			“Well, I began to chip my old wo­man, but she got angry right away and was soon an­gri­er. So I held my tongue.

			“It was at this mo­ment that our two wit­nesses here, M. Ladur­eau and M. Durdent, ar­rived from the oth­er side of the river. We know them by sight.

			“The little man had be­gun fish­ing again. He had so many bites that I fairly shook with it, I did. And his wife was say­ing: ‘This is a mighty good spot, we’ll al­ways come here, Désiré.’

			“I felt a cold shiver down my spine. And Mme. Renard kept on say­ing: ‘You’re not a man, you’re not a man. You haven’t the spir­it of a chick­en.’

			“ ‘Look here,’ I said sud­denly; ‘I’d rather get away from here, I shall do some­thing silly.’

			“Then she whispered, as if she was hold­ing a red-hot iron un­der my nose: ‘You’re not a man. You’re go­ing to run away now, are you, you’re go­ing to sur­render the place? Run away, then, you bloody quit­ter.’

			“She’d got me there. How­ever, I didn’t make a false move.

			“But the oth­er fel­low got a bream, oh, I’ve nev­er seen such a fish. Nev­er!

			“And then my wife began to talk aloud, as if she was just think­ing. You can see how clev­er that is. She said: ‘You might say they were stolen fish, since we baited the place ourselves. They ought at least to hand over a little of the money we spent on bait.’

			“Then the little cot­ton-back’s fat wife began to talk too. ‘Are you re­fer­ring to us, ma­dame?’

			“ ‘I’m re­fer­ring to steal­ers of fish who profit by the money spent by oth­er people.’

			“ ‘Are you call­ing us steal­ers of fish?’

			“And so they began to ex­plain them­selves, and then they came to words. Lord, they’d plenty, the sluts, and rare shrewd ones. They screamed so sav­agely that our two wit­nesses, who were over on the oth­er bank, began shout­ing for fun: ‘Hi, you over there, a little si­lence. You’ll spoil your men’s chances of fish.’

			“The fact is that the little cot­ton-back and I were as still as two stocks. We sat there, our noses down to the wa­ter, as if we didn’t hear them.

			“But, God bless us, we could hear all right. ‘You’re no bet­ter than a li­ar.’—‘You’re no bet­ter than a trol­lop.’—‘You’re no bet­ter than a drab.’—‘You’re no bet­ter than a slut.’ And so on, and so forth. A sail­or couldn’t have taught them any­thing.

			“All at once I heard a noise be­hind me. I turned round. It was the oth­er wo­man, that fat creature, fall­ing on my wife with her para­sol. Bang! bang! Mélie got two whacks. But she was in a rage, was Mélie, and when she’s in a rage, she hits out. She grabs the fat wo­man by the hair, and then, smack, smack, smack, slaps rained down like bul­lets.

			“I’d have left them to it, I would. Let wo­men deal with wo­men, and men with men. There’s no need to mix your quar­rels. But the little cot­ton-back came on like a dev­il and tried to jump on my wife. But no, no, that’s too much, my friend. I caught the little fel­low one with my fist. And thwack, thwack. One to the nose, one in the wind. He threw up his arms, he threw up his legs and fell on his back right in­to the river, in the middle of the hole.

			“I would cer­tainly have fished him out, Mr. Pres­id­ent, if I had had time right then. But to cap all, the fat wo­man was get­ting the bet­ter of it, and she was hand­ling Mélie pretty roughly. I know I ought not to have res­cued her while the fel­low was get­ting his belly full of wa­ter. But I didn’t think he would be drowned. I said to my­self: ‘That’ll cool him.’

			“So I ran to sep­ar­ate the wo­men. I got thumped and scratched and bit­ten. Lord, what a pair of dev­ils!

			“To cut a long story short, it took me five minutes, per­haps ten, to sep­ar­ate those two diehards.

			“I turned round. There was noth­ing there. The wa­ter was as smooth as a lake. And the men on the oth­er side were shout­ing: ‘Fish him out, fish him out.’

			“Eas­ily said, but I can’t swim, I can’t, let alone dive!

			“At last, after a good quarter of an hour of it, the lock­keep­er came, and two gen­tle­men with boat­hooks. They found him at the bot­tom of the hole un­der eight feet of wa­ter, as I said, but there he was, the little cot­ton-back.

			“I swear those are the facts. On my word of hon­our, I am in­no­cent.”

			

			The wit­nesses hav­ing sworn to the same ef­fect, the ac­cused was ac­quit­ted.

		
	
		
			The Marquis of Fumerol

			Ro­ger de Tourneville was talk­ing, strad­dling a chair in the middle of a circle of his friends; he held a ci­gar in his hand and now and then took a pull at it and blew out a little cloud of smoke.

			

			… We were sit­ting at the table when a let­ter was brought in. Papa opened it. You all know that papa con­siders him­self re­gent of France. I call him Don Quix­ote be­cause he has tilted for twelve years against the Re­pub­lic­an wind­mill without ever be­ing really sure wheth­er he did it in the name of the Bour­bons or of the Or­léans. Today, he breaks his lance only for the Or­léans be­cause they alone are left. In any event, papa con­siders him­self the first gen­tle­man of France, the best-known, the most in­flu­en­tial, the head of his party; and as he is sen­at­or for life he con­siders neigh­bour­ing kings to oc­cupy less se­cure thrones than his.

			As for mamma, she is papa’s soul, the soul of re­li­gion and the mon­archy, the right hand of God on earth and the scourge of evil-thinkers.

			Well, a let­ter was brought in while we were at table. Papa opened it, read it, then looked at mamma and said: “Your broth­er is on the point of death.” Mamma turned pale. My uncle’s name was hardly even spoken in the house. I did not know the whole story. I only knew that com­mon gos­sip had it that he had led and was lead­ing a wild life. After wast­ing his for­tune in the com­pany of an in­cred­ible num­ber of wo­men, he had kept for him­self only two mis­tresses, with whom he lived in a small apart­ment in the Rue des Mar­tyrs.

			An old peer of France and an old cav­alry col­on­el, he be­lieved, they say, neither in God nor the dev­il. Doubt­ing the ex­ist­ence of a fu­ture life, he had mis­used this one in every con­ceiv­able way; and he had be­come the gnaw­ing canker of mamma’s heart.

			“Give me the let­ter, Paul,” said she.

			When she had fin­ished read­ing it, I asked for it too. This is what it said:

			
				“Mon­sieur le comte, I think it’s only right to tell you your broth­er-in-law the Mar­quis de Fumer­ol is dy­ing. Per­haps you’ll be want­ing to see about the will, and don’t for­get it was me warned you.

				
					“Yours re­spect­fully,

					“Mélanie.”

				
			

			Papa mur­mured: “We must act prudently. In my po­s­i­tion, I ought to keep an eye on your broth­er’s last mo­ments.”

			Mamma answered: “I will send for Fath­er Poiv­ron, and ask his ad­vice. Then I, the ab­bé, and Ro­ger will go to see my broth­er. You stay here, Paul. You must not be com­prom­ised. A wo­man can and must do these things. But it’s quite an­oth­er mat­ter for a polit­ic­al man in your po­s­i­tion. An en­emy would like noth­ing bet­ter than to turn against you your most praise­worthy ac­tions.”

			“You are right,” said my fath­er. “Do what you think best, my dear.”

			A quarter of an hour later, Fath­er Poiv­ron entered the draw­ing room and the situ­ation was set out, ana­lysed and dis­cussed in all its phases.

			If the Mar­quis de Fumer­ol, one of the great names of France, died without the of­fices of re­li­gion, the blow would as­suredly be a ter­rible one for the no­bil­ity in gen­er­al and the Comte de Tourneville in par­tic­u­lar. The free­thinkers would tri­umph. The gut­ter press would re­joice over the vic­tory for six months; my moth­er’s name would be dragged in the mud and the columns of so­cial­ist rags; and my fath­er’s name covered with in­famy. Such a thing could not be al­lowed to hap­pen.

			So it was at once agreed to make a cru­sade, with Fath­er Poiv­ron as lead­er; he was a neat plump little priest, faintly per­fumed, a typ­ic­al vicar of a big church in a rich and ar­is­to­crat­ic quarter.

			A land­au was made ready and the three of us set out, mamma, the priest and I, to ad­min­is­ter the last sac­ra­ments to my uncle.

			It had been de­cided that we should see first the writer of the let­ter, Mme. Mélanie, who was doubt­less the janit­ress or my uncle’s ser­vant.

			I got out at a sev­en-stor­ied house to re­con­noitre the po­s­i­tion and I walked in­to a dark pas­sage where I had the greatest dif­fi­culty in find­ing the port­er’s ob­scure den. The man eyed me con­temp­tu­ously.

			“Can I see Mme. Mélanie?” I asked.

			“Don’t know her.”

			“But I’ve had a let­ter from her.”

			“Very likely, but I don’t know her. Is it some wench or oth­er you’re want­ing?”

			“No, a ser­vant prob­ably. She wrote to me about a place.”

			“A ser­vant? … a ser­vant? … Maybe it’s her the Mar­quis has. Go and see, fifth floor on the left.”

			As soon as he knew I was not look­ing for a wo­man of the town, he had be­come more friendly and he stepped out in­to the pas­sage. He was a tall thin fel­low with droop­ing, white whiskers; his ges­tures were mag­ni­fi­cent and he had the air of a ver­ger.

			I ran up a long greasy spir­al stair­case, not dar­ing to touch the rail, and I gave three dis­creet knocks on the door of the fifth floor left.

			It opened im­me­di­ately; and a slov­enly massive wo­man stood in front of me, bar­ring the en­trance with open arms stretched across the door­way.

			“What d’you want?” she growled.

			“You are Ma­dame Mélanie?”

			“Yes.”

			“I am the Vicomte de Tourneville.”

			“Good. Come in.”

			“Well—er … mamma is down­stairs with a priest.”

			“Good. Go and fetch them. But mind the port­er.”

			I went down and came back again with mamma, fol­lowed by the ab­bé. I thought I heard oth­er foot­steps be­hind us.

			As soon as we were in the kit­chen, Mélanie drew out chairs and we all four sat down to con­sider the situ­ation.

			“Is he very low?” mama asked.

			“Oh, yes, Ma­dame, he is not long for this world.”

			“Does he seem dis­posed to re­ceive the at­ten­tion of a priest?”

			“Oh … I don’t think so.”

			“Can I see him?”

			“Well … yes … Ma­dame … but … but … there’s those young wo­men with him.”

			“What young wo­men?”

			“Well—er … his friends.”

			“Ah.”

			Mamma had blushed crim­son.

			Fath­er Poiv­ron lowered his eyes.

			I was be­gin­ning to find it amus­ing and I said:

			“Sup­pose I were to go in first. I should see how he re­ceived me and I could per­haps pre­pare his heart.”

			My malice was lost on mamma, who answered:

			“Yes, do, my child.”

			But a door opened some­where and a voice, a wo­man’s voice, called:

			“Mélanie.”

			The clumsy ser­vant jumped up and answered:

			“What is it you want, Mamzelle Claire?”

			“The om­elette, at once.”

			“In a minute, Mamzelle.”

			And turn­ing to us, she ex­plained this re­quest.

			“They ordered me to make a cheese om­elette at two o’clock for lunch.”

			Whereupon she broke the eggs in­to a salad bowl and began to beat them vig­or­ously.

			I went out on to the stair­case and rang the bell by way of an of­fi­cial an­nounce­ment of my ar­rival.

			Mélanie opened the door, gave me a seat in an ante­room, went to tell my uncle I was there, then re­turned and asked me to come in.

			The ab­bé hid him­self be­hind the door, ready to make an ap­pear­ance at the first sign.

			The first sight of my uncle cer­tainly sur­prised me. He was very hand­some, very majest­ic, very el­eg­ant, the old rake.

			Sit­ting, al­most re­clin­ing in a big arm­chair, his legs wrapped in a quilt, his hands, long pale hands, ly­ing limply on the arms of the chair, he was wait­ing for death with pat­ri­arch­al dig­nity. His white beard fell over his chest, and hair as white as the beard fell down his cheeks to mingle with it.

			Stand­ing be­hind his arm­chair, as if they were de­fend­ing him against me, two young wo­men, two plump wo­men, re­garded me with the bold stare of their kind. Bare-armed, hair black as the dev­il down their necks, clad in pet­ti­coats and peignoirs, wear­ing gold-em­broidered ori­ent­al slip­pers, they looked, stand­ing round the dy­ing man, like fig­ures of evil in a sym­bol­ic paint­ing. Between the arm­chair and the bed a little table covered with a cloth and set with two plates, two glasses, two forks and two knives, awaited the cheese om­elette just ordered from Mélanie.

			My uncle spoke in a faint, muffled voice, but clearly:

			“How do you do, my boy? You are very late com­ing to see me. Our ac­quaint­ance will not be a long one.”

			“It is not my fault, Uncle,” I stammered.

			“No,” he answered, “I know. It is more your fath­er’s and your moth­er’s fault than yours … How are they?”

			“Fairly well, thanks. When they heard you were ill, they sent me for news of you.”

			“Ah, why didn’t they come them­selves?”

			I glanced at the two young wo­men and said softly: “It’s not their fault they can’t come, Uncle. It would be dif­fi­cult for my fath­er, and im­possible for my moth­er to come here …”

			The old man said noth­ing, but lif­ted his hand to mine. I took the pale cold hand and held it.

			The door opened: Mélanie came in with the om­elette and put it on the table. The two wo­men sat down in their places at once and began to eat without even glan­cing at me.

			I said: “Uncle, it would make my moth­er very happy to come and see you.”

			“I too,” he mur­mured, “I would like …” He fell si­lent. I could think of no sug­ges­tions to make him and noth­ing was heard but the scrap­ing of forks on china and the faint sound of mov­ing jaws.

			But the ab­bé, who was listen­ing be­hind the door, see­ing our em­bar­rass­ment and think­ing the po­s­i­tion car­ried, judged the time ripe for in­ter­ven­tion, and re­vealed him­self.

			My uncle was so thun­der­struck by this ap­par­i­tion that he sat per­fectly still for a mo­ment; then he opened his mouth as if he were go­ing to swal­low the priest; then, in a loud, deep, angry voice, he shouted:

			“What do you want here?”

			The ab­bé, at home in del­ic­ate situ­ations, con­tin­ued to ad­vance, mur­mur­ing:

			“I come on be­half of your sis­ter, sir: she sends me. … She would, sir, be so happy …”

			But the Mar­quis was not listen­ing. Lift­ing his hand, he poin­ted to the door with a mag­ni­fi­cent and tra­gic ges­ture, and said sav­agely, gasp­ing for breath:

			“Get out of here … get out of here … rob­ber of souls.—Get out of here, vi­ol­at­or of con­sciences. Get out of here, pick­er of dy­ing men’s locks!”

			The ab­bé re­coiled, and I with him re­coiled to the door, beat­ing a re­treat with my ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al re­serves; and avenged, the two little wo­men got to their feet, leav­ing the om­elette half eaten, and sta­tioned them­selves on each side of my uncle’s arm­chair, pla­cing their hands on his arms to calm him and pro­tect him against the crim­in­al en­ter­prises of the Fam­ily and the Church.

			The ab­bé and I re­joined mamma in the kit­chen. Again Mélanie offered us chairs.

			“I was sure you couldn’t pull it off like that,” she said. “We’ll have to think of some­thing else or he’ll slip between our fin­gers.”

			We took coun­sel again. Mamma had one plan; the ab­bé fa­voured an­oth­er. I con­trib­uted a third.

			We had been car­ry­ing on a low-voiced dis­cus­sion for half an hour per­haps when a ter­rif­ic noise of over­turned fur­niture and my uncle’s voice shout­ing more furi­ously and dread­fully than ever, brought us all four to our feet.

			Through doors and par­ti­tions we heard: “Out … out … moun­te­banks … hedge par­sons … out, scoun­drels … out … out.”

			Mélanie rushed out, and came back im­me­di­ately to sum­mon me to help her. I ran in. My uncle, gal­van­ised by an­ger, was al­most stand­ing up and shout­ing at the top of his voice, and two men, one be­hind the oth­er, were star­ing at him with the ap­par­ent in­ten­tion of wait­ing un­til he died of rage.

			By his ab­surd long-skir­ted coat, his long square shoes, his gen­er­al air of an out-of-work school­mas­ter, his stiff col­lar, white tie, sleek hair, and his meek face, face of the sham priest of a bas­tard re­li­gion, I re­cog­nised the first at once for a Prot­est­ant cler­gy­man.

			The second was the house port­er, who be­longed to the re­formed faith, had fol­lowed us, seen our de­feat, and run to fetch his own priest, hop­ing for bet­ter luck.

			My uncle seemed to have gone mad with rage. If the sight of a Cath­ol­ic priest, the priest of his fath­er’s faith, had ir­rit­ated the free­think­ing Mar­quis de Fumer­ol, the ap­pear­ance of his port­er’s min­is­ter drove him be­side him­self.

			I seized both men by the arms and threw them out so roughly that they can­noned vi­ol­ently in­to each oth­er twice on their way through the two doors that led to the stair­case.

			Then I with­drew my­self and re­turned to the kit­chen, our headquar­ters, to take coun­sel with my moth­er and the ab­bé.

			But a dis­trac­ted Mélanie ran in wail­ing. … “He’s dy­ing … he’s dy­ing … come at once … he’s dy­ing.”

			My moth­er rushed out. My uncle had fallen down, and lay stretched out to his full height upon the floor. I was sure he was already dead.

			In the crisis, mamma was mag­ni­fi­cent. She walked straight up to the two wenches who were kneel­ing be­side the body and try­ing to raise it. And show­ing them the door with an au­thor­ity, a dig­nity and a majesty that were quite ir­res­ist­ible, she said care­fully:

			“And now you will go.”

			And they went, un­protest­ing, mute. I should add that I was pre­pared to ex­pel them as joy­fully as I had ex­pelled the pas­tor and the port­er.

			Then Fath­er Poiv­ron ad­min­istered all the prop­er rites to my uncle and gave him ab­so­lu­tion.

			Mamma was sob­bing, pros­trate at her broth­er’s side.

			Sud­denly she cried:

			“He knows me. He pressed my hand. I am sure he knows me! … and is thank­ing me. Oh, my God, how happy I am!”

			Poor mamma! If she had real­ised or guessed to whom and to what the thanks must have been ad­dressed!

			We laid my uncle on his bed. He was dead this time.

			“Ma­dame,” said Mélanie, “we have no sheets for lay­ing him out. All the lin­en be­longs to those wo­men.”

			As for me, I looked at the om­elette they had not fin­ished eat­ing and I wanted to cry and laugh in the same breath. Life presents us with queer mo­ments and queer sen­sa­tions some­times!

			Well, we gave my uncle a mag­ni­fi­cent fu­ner­al, with five ser­mons over the grave. Sen­at­or Bar­on de Crois­selles proved, in an ad­mir­able speech, that the some­times erring heart of your true ar­is­to­crat al­ways opens at last to a vic­tori­ous God. All the mem­bers of the Roy­al­ist and Cath­ol­ic party fol­lowed the hearse with the en­thu­si­asm of con­quer­ors, talk­ing of this good end to a life that had been a little rest­less.

			

			Vicomte Ro­ger ceased. His listen­ers laughed. Someone said: “Bah! that’s the true ver­sion of all deathbed re­pent­ances.”

		
	
		
			The Farmer

			The Bar­on René de Treilles said: “Won’t you come to my farm at Mar­in­ville for the first of the shoot­ing? It would be a real pleas­ure. Be­sides, I shall be alone. The shoot­ing is so dif­fi­cult of ac­cess and the house so prim­it­ive that I can only in­vite in­tim­ate friends.”

			I ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion.

			We left on a Sat­urday by the line for Nor­mandy and got out at Alvi­mare, where Bar­on René, point­ing out a coun­try con­vey­ance drawn by a rest­ive horse that a tall white-haired peas­ant was hold­ing, said:

			“That is our car­riage, old chap.”

			The peas­ant held his hand out to the Bar­on, who, shak­ing it heart­ily, asked:

			“Well, Mas­ter Lebru­ment, how goes it?”

			“Al­ways the same, sir.”

			We got in­to the hen-coop that hung and swung between two enorm­ous wheels, and the young horse, after a vi­ol­ent swerve, star­ted off at a gal­lop, throw­ing us up in the air like balls; each bump back on to the wooden bench hurt me ter­ribly.

			The peas­ant kept on re­peat­ing in his calm, mono­ton­ous voice:

			“There, there, gently, gently, Mus­tard, gently.”

			But Mus­tard paid no at­ten­tion and gam­bolled along like a young goat.

			Be­hind us, in the empty part of the coop, our two dogs were sit­ting up and sniff­ing the air that smelt of game.

			The Bar­on, with sad eyes, looked out at the spa­cious, un­du­lat­ing, mel­an­choly Nor­man coun­try land­scape, so like an Eng­lish park—one of those ex­tens­ive parks with farm­yards, sur­roun­ded by two or four rows of trees and full of squat apple trees that hide the house, with an end­less vista of hedges, groups and clusters of trees, which artist­ic garden­ers en­gaged on de­vel­op­ing large es­tates ap­pre­ci­ate. René de Treilles said sud­denly: “I love this place; it is the home of my fath­ers.” He was a pure Nor­man, tall and broad, rather stout, of the old stock of ad­ven­tur­ers who set off to found new king­doms on the shores of every ocean. He was about fifty, maybe ten years young­er than the farm­er who was driv­ing and who was noth­ing but skin and bone—one of those men who live for a cen­tury.

			After two hours’ trav­el­ling over stony roads, through the green mono­ton­ous plain, the con­vey­ance turned in­to a yard full of apple trees and stopped in front of an old, dilap­id­ated build­ing, where an an­ti­quated ser­vant waited be­side a boy who seized hold of the horse.

			We went in­to the farm­house. The well-smoked kit­chen was high and roomy. The brasses and china shone in the re­flec­tion thrown by the fire. A cat was asleep on a chair and a dog asleep un­der the table. You could smell a mix­ture of milk, apple and smoke, and that in­defin­able odour of old peas­ant houses: the odour of earth, walls, fur­niture, of spilt soup, wash­ing-days, and former in­hab­it­ants, the mingled smell of beasts and hu­man be­ings, of things and of people, the smell of time in its flight.

			I went out again to look at the farm­yard, which was very large, full of old, gnarled, squat apple trees, covered with fruit that fell on to the grass round the roots. The Nor­man per­fume of apples in the yard was as strong as that of the blos­som­ing or­ange-trees in the South.

			The en­clos­ure was sur­roun­ded by four rows of beeches so tall that at night­fall they seemed to reach the clouds; the even­ing breeze stirred in the tree­tops, which tossed about rest­lessly, dron­ing over a nev­er-end­ing, sad lament.

			When I went back, the Bar­on was warm­ing his feet and listen­ing to the farm­er’s ac­count of the coun­tryside. He told of mar­riages, births and deaths, of the drop in the price of grain, and then he talked about the cattle: La Veu­l­ar­de (a cow bought at Veules) had had a calf in mid-June. Last year the cider was not good and apricots were dy­ing out in the coun­try.

			After this we had a good, leis­urely, quiet din­ner, simple but abund­ant, through­out which I kept no­ti­cing the very spe­cial friendly re­la­tions between the Bar­on and the peas­ant, which had struck me from the very first.

			Out of doors the beeches con­tin­ued their lament un­der the lash of the night wind, and our two dogs, shut up in a stable, whined and howled in a fore­bod­ing man­ner. The fire on the open hearth got lower and lower and the ser­vant had gone to bed, and Mas­ter Lebru­ment said:

			“I will go to bed, if I may, sir. I am not ac­cus­tomed to sit up late, that I am not.”

			The Bar­on held out his hand and said: “Cer­tainly, old fel­low,” in such a friendly tone that when the man had gone, I said:

			“This farm­er is very de­voted to you?”

			“Bet­ter than that, old chap; I am deeply at­tached to him be­cause of the tragedy of his life, quite a simple and a very sad af­fair. But I will tell you the story. …

			“You know that my fath­er was a col­on­el in a cav­alry re­gi­ment. This boy—a farm­er’s son and now an old man—was his or­derly. When my fath­er re­tired he took the sol­dier, then about forty years old, with him as valet. I was thirty at the time, and we lived in our castle de Var­enne, near Caude­bec-en-Cour.

			“My moth­er’s cham­ber­maid was one of the pret­ti­est girls ima­gin­able, alert, gay, fair and slight: a real sou­brette, of the kind no longer with us. Now they are all no bet­ter than they should be. There is a rail­way to Par­is, the city beck­ons to them. As soon as they grow up, Par­is takes all these sluts who in the old days were simple serving-maids. Every man passing by—like the re­cruit­ing-ser­geant look­ing for con­scripts—en­tices them away and then se­duces them, so that now we have only the fag-end of the fe­male race left as ser­vants: thick­set, hideous, com­mon, de­formed, too ugly for love.

			“As I was say­ing, this young girl was charm­ing, and I oc­ca­sion­ally kissed her in the dark pas­sages. No more than that; oh! noth­ing more, I swear. She was a good girl, and I re­spec­ted my moth­er’s house, which is more than can be said for the scamp of today.

			“My fath­er’s valet—the former sol­dier, the old farm­er you have just seen—fell madly in love with the girl, im­possibly in love. At first we no­ticed that he for­got everything, that he did not seem to be able to think about any­thing, and my fath­er was al­ways say­ing: ‘Come, come, John, what is the mat­ter? Are you ill?’ To which he replied: ‘No, no, sir. I am all right.’

			“He got thin­ner and thin­ner, then he began to break the glasses and drop the plates when he was wait­ing at table. We thought he had some nervous com­plaint, and sent for the doc­tor, who thought the spin­al cord was af­fected, so my fath­er, anxious for the wel­fare of his ser­vant, de­cided to send him to a hos­pit­al, but when told about the plan, he con­fessed.

			“He chose a morn­ing when his mas­ter was shav­ing, to make his con­fes­sion. He began tim­idly:

			“ ‘Sir.’

			“ ‘Well, my boy?’

			“ ‘You see, it is not medi­cine I want.’

			“ ‘Well, what is it then?’

			“ ‘To be mar­ried.’

			“My fath­er turned, very sur­prised, and said:

			“ ‘What’s that? What’s that? … eh?’

			“ ‘To be mar­ried.’

			“ ‘To be mar­ried? Well, then, you must be … in love … you?’

			“ ‘That’s what’s the mat­ter, sir.’

			“My fath­er burst in­to such a fit of un­con­trol­lable laughter that my moth­er called out:

			“ ‘What is the mat­ter with you, Gon­tran?’

			“He replied: ‘Come here, Cath­er­ine.’

			“When she came he told her with tears in his eyes that his idi­ot of a valet was simply ill with love.

			“My moth­er’s feel­ings were roused at once; in­stead of laugh­ing she asked: ‘Who is it you love so madly, my boy?’

			“Without hes­it­at­ing he replied: ‘Louise, my lady,’ and my moth­er said very ser­i­ously: ‘We must try and ar­range things for the best.’

			“So Louise was called and when ques­tioned by my moth­er said that she knew of John’s love, that he had pro­posed sev­er­al times, but that she did not want him, and re­fused to say why.

			“Two months passed by, dur­ing which Fath­er and Moth­er were al­ways ur­ging the girl to marry John. As she swore she loved no one else, she could give no good reas­on for her re­fus­al. At last her res­ist­ance was over­come by a sub­stan­tial gift of money and they settled down here as farm­ers. They left the castle and I saw noth­ing of them for three years. After three years I learnt that Louise had died of con­sump­tion, but, my fath­er and moth­er dy­ing soon after, an­oth­er two years had gone by be­fore I saw John again.

			“At last one au­tumn to­wards the end of Oc­to­ber, I thought I would come down for the shoot­ing sea­son, for the es­tate had been very care­fully looked after and my farm­er de­clared there was plenty of game about.

			“I ar­rived one wet even­ing and was amazed to find that my fath­er’s former or­derly was quite white al­though he could not be more than forty-five or six.

			“I made him join me at din­ner, at this very table. It was rain­ing in tor­rents and the rain could be heard beat­ing on the roof, the walls, the win­dows, and flood­ing the court­yard; my dog was howl­ing in the stable just as our dogs are howl­ing this even­ing.

			“Sud­denly, after the ser­vant-maid had gone to bed, the peas­ant mur­mured:

			“ ‘Sir …’

			“ ‘What is it, Mas­ter John?’

			“ ‘I have some­thing to tell you.’

			“ ‘Tell away, John.’

			“ ‘Well, but it wor­ries me.’

			“ ‘Go ahead all the same.’

			“ ‘You re­mem­ber Louise, my wife?’

			“ ‘Of course I re­mem­ber her.’

			“ ‘Well, she begged me to de­liv­er some­thing to you.’

			“ ‘What sort of thing?’

			“ ‘A … a … you might call it a con­fes­sion. …’

			“ ‘Ah! … what is it?’

			“ ‘It is … it is … I would be very glad not to tell you … but I must, I must. … Well, then, she did not die of con­sump­tion … it was … it was … grief. … I will just tell you all about it.

			“ ‘As soon as she came here she got thin­ner and thin­ner and changed so much that you would not have known her after six months; not have known her, sir. Just like me be­fore I was mar­ried to her, only the oth­er way about, just the oth­er way about.

			“ ‘I sent for the doc­tor, who said her liv­er was af­fected, that she had a—a tor­pid liv­er, so I bought all kinds of drugs, which cost over three hun­dred francs. But she would not take them, she would not; she said:

			“ ‘ “Not worth while, my poor John, it will be all right.”

			“ ‘But I knew there was some­thing wrong. Then once I found her cry­ing; I didn’t know what to do, no, I didn’t. I bought her caps, dresses, po­made for the hair, ear­rings, but it was no use, and I saw that she would not live long.

			“ ‘One snowy even­ing at the end of Novem­ber—she had been in bed the whole day—she told me to go and fetch the priest, and I went.

			“ ‘As soon as he came she said: “John, I am go­ing to con­fess to you. I owe you that. Listen, John. I have nev­er de­ceived you, nev­er, neither be­fore nor after our mar­riage, nev­er. The priest will tell you so, he knows everything. Listen, John, it is be­cause I can­not get over leav­ing the castle that I am dy­ing, be­cause … my feel­ing for our young mas­ter, Bar­on René, was so great … only a too great friend­ship, you hear, noth­ing but friend­ship. It is killing me. When I could not see him I felt that I was dy­ing. If I could have seen him I would have gone on liv­ing; only seen him, noth­ing else. I want you to tell him some day, later on, when I am gone. You will tell him. Swear you will … swear … John, be­fore the priest. It will be a con­sol­a­tion to feel that some day he will know what I died of. … That’s all … now swear. …”

			“ ‘Well, I, I prom­ised, sir. And I have kept my word, the word of an hon­est man.’

			“Then he was si­lent and sat gaz­ing in­to my eyes.

			“My God! You can have no idea what I felt on hear­ing this from the poor dev­il, whose wife’s death I had un­know­ingly caused, told me so simply in this kit­chen on a night of driv­ing rain.

			“I stammered: ‘Poor John! Poor John!’

			“He muttered: ‘That’s how it is, sir. I couldn’t do any­thing, noth­ing at all. … It’s all over now. …’

			“I caught hold of his hands across the table, and wept.

			“He asked: ‘Will you come and see her grave?’

			“I nod­ded my head, for I could not speak.

			“He got up, lit the lan­tern, and off we went through the wet; the slant­ing rain­drops that fell as quickly as ar­rows in their flight were ab­ruptly il­lu­min­ated by the light of the lan­tern. He opened a gate and I caught sight of crosses, all in black wood. Then he said: ‘Here it is,’ in front of a marble slab on which he placed the lan­tern so that I might read the in­scrip­tion:

			
				To Louise-Hortense Ma­ri­net

				Wife of Jean-François Lebru­ment

				Ag­ri­cul­turer

				She Was a Faith­ful Wife

				May Her Soul Be with God.

			

			“We were both of us on our knees in the mud, with the lan­tern between us, and as I watched the rain beat on the marble, spring up again in a fine feath­ery shower, and then es­cape over the edges of the cold im­pen­et­rable cold stone, I thought of the dead wo­man’s love. That poor broken heart! … her broken heart! …

			“I have come here every year since. And I don’t know why, but I feel as un­com­fort­able as a cul­prit when I am with this man, who al­ways seems to be for­giv­ing me for what has happened.”

		
	
		
			A Cry of Alarm

			I have re­ceived the fol­low­ing let­ter. Think­ing that it may be of help to many of my read­ers, I hasten to make it known to them.

			
				
					Par­is, Novem­ber 15, 1886.

					Sir:

				
				In short stor­ies or news­pa­per art­icles you of­ten write about sub­jects con­nec­ted with what I shall call “cur­rent mor­al­ity.” I wish to sub­mit some ideas which I think you could use for one of your art­icles.

				I am not mar­ried. I am a bach­el­or, and ap­par­ently rather na­ive, but I think most men are na­ive in the same way. Be­ing very trust­ful, it is dif­fi­cult for me to re­cog­nise the nat­ur­al as­tute­ness of my neigh­bours. I go straight ahead, open-eyed, and don’t look keenly enough be­hind either things or motives.

				Most of us are in the habit of tak­ing ap­pear­ance for real­ity—of ac­cept­ing people at their own valu­ation; very few pos­sess the in­tel­li­gence that en­ables them to de­tect the real secret char­ac­ter of oth­ers. The con­sequence of this par­tic­u­lar and con­ven­tion­al way of look­ing at life is that we go through the world like moles; that we nev­er be­lieve what really is, but only what seems to be; that we ex­claim: “How in­cred­ible!” when the truth is ex­posed, and that everything dis­pleas­ing to our ideal­ist­ic code of mor­al­ity is clas­si­fied as an ex­cep­tion without real­ising that nearly all the cases in point are due to these ex­cep­tions. A fur­ther con­sequence is that cred­u­lous fools, like my­self, are the dupes of every­body—more es­pe­cially of wo­men who are clev­er at the game.

				I have gone far afield be­fore reach­ing the par­tic­u­lar fact that is of in­terest to me.

				I have a mis­tress, a mar­ried wo­man. Like many oth­er men, I thought I had found the ex­cep­tion—a poor un­happy wo­man who was de­ceiv­ing her hus­band for the first time. I had been—or rather I thought I had been—court­ing her for some time; I thought I had won her by my love and con­sid­er­a­tion, had tri­umphed by dint of my per­sever­ance. I had in­deed taken thou­sands of pre­cau­tions, used thou­sands of tricks, and thou­sands of ex­quis­ite hes­it­a­tions in or­der to over­come her res­ist­ance.

				Well, this is what happened last week:

				Her hus­band be­ing away for some days, she asked if she could come and dine with me alone, ask­ing me to wait upon her so that we could dis­pense with the ser­vant. She had been ob­sessed for the last four or five months by the idea that she wanted to get drunk, com­pletely drunk, without any cause for fear—without hav­ing to go home, speak to her maid, or walk in the pres­ence of wit­nesses. She had of­ten been what she called “cheer­fully con­fused” without go­ing any fur­ther, and had found it ex­tremely pleas­ant, there­fore she had prom­ised her­self to get thor­oughly drunk, once, and only once. She told them at home that she was go­ing to spend the night and fol­low­ing day with some friends near Par­is, and ar­rived at my flat at din­ner­time. Of course a wo­man can only get drunk on iced cham­pagne! She drank a large glass­ful fast­ing, and had be­gun to ramble on be­fore the oysters were served. I could reach the plates and dishes by stretch­ing out my arm and I did the wait­ing with more or less suc­cess while listen­ing to her chat­ter.

				She drank glass after glass, ob­sessed by her one idea. She began to tell me in­ter­min­able, wishy-washy ac­counts of her feel­ings as a girl. She went on and on, her eyes bright but vague, her tongue un­tied, her feath­er-headed ideas rolling on in­ter­min­ably like the tele­graph­ic bands of blue pa­per to which there seems no end, and which run on to the tap­ping of the elec­tric ma­chine that cov­ers them with un­known words. Oc­ca­sion­ally she would ask me: “Am I drunk?” “No, not yet!” And she would start again. Soon she was drunk, not blind drunk but drunk enough, it seemed to me, to tell the truth. Her ac­count of her girl­hood’s emo­tions was fol­lowed by more in­tim­ate con­fid­ences about her hus­band which were very com­plete and un­com­fort­able to listen to, on the fol­low­ing pre­text re­peated over and over again: “I can say everything to you—to whom could I say everything if not to you?”

				So I was made ac­quain­ted with her hus­band’s habits and de­fects, all his little mani­as, and his most secret tastes.

				She would say, ask­ing for ap­prob­a­tion: “Isn’t he a bore? Say—isn’t he a bore? You know how he has bored me to death—eh? So the very first time I saw you I said to my­self: ‘Hal­loa, I like that man. I’ll have him as my lov­er.’ After that you began to make love to me.”

				I must have looked rather queer, for she no­ticed my ex­pres­sion in spite of her drunk­en­ness, and said, burst­ing with laughter: “Ah! booby, what pre­cau­tions you did take—but when men make love to us, you dear old stu­pid, it is be­cause we are will­ing—and then you must do it quickly or else you make us wait—you must be an idi­ot not to un­der­stand, not to see by our looks, that we are say­ing ‘yes.’ Ah! I had to wait for you, you softy! I didn’t know how to make you un­der­stand that I was in a hurry—ah! yes, all right—flowers—poems—com­pli­ments—still more flowers—and then noth­ing more—I nearly gave you up, old man, you took so long to de­cide. And only to think that half the men in the world are like you, but the oth­er half—ah!—ah!—ah!”

				Her laugh made me shiver. I stammered: “The oth­er half—well, the oth­er half?”

				She was still drink­ing, her eyes clouded by the wine, and her mind driv­en by the im­per­i­ous de­sire to speak the truth pe­cu­li­ar to some drunk­ards.

				She con­tin­ued: “Ah! the oth­er half move quickly—but all the same they’re right, they are. There are days when they are un­suc­cess­ful, but there are oth­ers when they get what they want, in spite of everything. Dear old chap—if you only knew—how funny they are—the two kinds of men! You know, the shy ones like you can’t ima­gine what the oth­ers are like—what they do—dir­ectly—when they are alone with us. They take risks. They get their faces slapped, it is true—but that makes no dif­fer­ence—they know quite well that we’ll nev­er tell. They know us, they do.”

				I was look­ing at her with the eyes of an in­quis­it­or and with a wild de­sire to make her talk, to learn everything. How many times had I not asked my­self the ques­tion: “How do oth­er men be­have to wo­men, to our wo­men?” I re­cog­nised, only by see­ing in a draw­ing room, any­where in pub­lic, two men speak­ing to the same wo­man, that if they, one after the oth­er, were to be alone with her, they would ap­proach her quite dif­fer­ently, even though they were on ex­actly the same foot­ing with her. At the first glance one feels that cer­tain men—en­dowed by nature with the gift of pleas­ing, or even only more dis­il­lu­sioned, bolder, than we are—will ar­rive in an hour’s con­ver­sa­tion with a wo­man they ad­mire at a de­gree of in­tim­acy which we could not reach in a year. Very well—these men, these pro­fes­sion­al, en­ter­pris­ing lov­ers, when the oc­ca­sion presents it­self, do they push the bold­ness of hands and lips to a point which would ap­pear to us, the bash­ful sort, an odi­ous out­rage, but which wo­men per­haps only con­sider a par­don­able for­ward­ness, a rather un­be­com­ing homage to their ir­res­ist­ible charms?

				She threw her­self back in her chair and burst in­to a fit of nervous, un­nat­ur­al laughter, the laughter that leads to hys­ter­ics, and when she had calmed down a little, she said: “Ah! ah! old chap, im­prop­er?—that is to say, they stick at noth­ing—right away—at noth­ing—you un­der­stand—and still more—”

				I felt as in­dig­nant as if she had un­masked some mon­strous evil. “And you al­low this, you wo­men?”

				“No—we don’t al­low it—we hit out—but we are amused, all the same. They are much more amus­ing than you oth­ers! Be­sides, one is al­ways afraid, one is nev­er sure—and it’s de­light­ful to be afraid—es­pe­cially to be afraid of that. You have to watch them all the time—it is like fight­ing a duel. You look in­to their eyes to learn their thoughts, to see what they are go­ing to do with their hands. You may say they are cads, but they love us bet­ter than you do!”

				A curi­ous un­ex­pec­ted sen­sa­tion came over me. Al­though I was a bach­el­or and de­term­ined to re­main one, these im­pudent con­fid­ences sud­denly made me feel like a hus­band. I felt I was the friend, the ally, the broth­er of all the trust­ful hus­bands who, if not ac­tu­ally robbed, are at least de­frauded by these ready-fingered lov­ers of fem­in­ine un­der­cloth­ing. In obed­i­ence to that strange emo­tion—which still per­sists—I am writ­ing to beg you to send a cry of alarm out to the army of un­sus­pect­ing hus­bands.

				Nev­er­the­less I had doubts, the wo­man was drunk and must be telling lies. I re­turned to the sub­ject, say­ing: “How is it that you nev­er tell any­body, you wo­men?”

				She looked at me with such pro­found, sin­cere pity that, for a mo­ment, I thought as­ton­ish­ment had made her sober.

				“My dear fel­low, how stu­pid you are! Does one ever talk about such things—ah! ah! ah! Does a ser­vant tell about his little per­quis­ites, his dis­count on the bills, etc.? Well, that, that’s our dis­count. So long as we go no fur­ther, hus­bands should not com­plain. But how stu­pid you are! To talk about all that would be to give the alarm to every ninny! Be­sides, where’s the harm so long as you do not yield?”

				Quite con­fused, I asked an­oth­er ques­tion: “So you have of­ten been kissed?”

				She replied with sov­er­eign con­tempt for the man who could have a doubt on the sub­ject: “Of course. Every wo­man has been kissed again and again. Try any one of them to see, you big idi­ot. Here, kiss Ma­dame de X … she is quite young and straight—kiss, my dear, kiss them and run your fin­gers over them, you’ll see, you’ll see. Ah! ah! ah!”

				

				Sud­denly she threw her full glass at the pendant cluster. The cham­pagne, drip­ping down like drops of rain, put out three candles, stained the wall­pa­per, and wet the table, while the broken bits of crys­tal were scattered about the room. Then she tried to do the same thing with the bottle but I stopped her; then she began to shout at the top of her voice—the at­tack of hys­ter­ics had be­gun—just as I ex­pec­ted.

				

				I had al­most for­got­ten this drunk­en wo­man’s con­fes­sion when, a few days later, I found my­self by chance at the same re­cep­tion as that Ma­dame de X … whom my mis­tress had ad­vised me to kiss. We lived in the same dis­trict, so I offered to take her home, as she was alone that even­ing. She ac­cep­ted the of­fer.

				As soon as we were in the car­riage I said to my­self: “Now then, go ahead,” but I dared not. I didn’t know how to start, how to be­gin the at­tack. Sud­denly, filled with the des­per­ate cour­age of cow­ardice, I said: “How beau­ti­ful you were this even­ing.”

				Laugh­ingly she replied: “So this even­ing was an ex­cep­tion, since you no­ticed it for the first time?”

				I had no reply ready. It is quite clear that I am no good in the war­fare of gal­lantry. How­ever, after a few mo­ments’ re­flec­tion I hit upon the fol­low­ing re­mark: “No, but I nev­er dared to tell you.” She was as­ton­ished and said: “Why?” “Be­cause it’s—it’s rather dif­fi­cult.” “Dif­fi­cult to tell a wo­man she’s pretty? Where do you come from? You must al­ways say it—even if you don’t mean it—be­cause it is al­ways a pleas­ure to hear.”

				Seized by a sud­den fit of fant­ast­ic au­da­city, I caught her by the waist and tried to find her mouth with my lips. How­ever, I must have been trem­bling and could not have ap­peared very ter­rible to her. I must also have made a mess of the at­tempt, for she only turned her head away and said:

				“Oh! no! that’s too bad, too bad. You go too quickly—take care of my hair. You can’t kiss a wo­man who wears her hair as I do!”

				Des­per­ate and heart­broken at my fail­ure, I had sunk back in­to my seat when the car­riage stopped at her door. She got out, shook hands with me, and said most gra­ciously: “Thanks for bring­ing me home, dear Mon­sieur, and don’t for­get my ad­vice.”

				Three days after, I met her again. She had for­got­ten all about it.

				As for me, I am al­ways think­ing about those oth­er men who know how to treat a wo­man’s coif­fure with con­sid­er­a­tion, and how to seize every op­por­tun­ity.

			

			I hand this let­ter, without any ad­di­tion, over to the med­it­a­tion of my men and wo­men read­ers, mar­ried or single.

		
	
		
			
				Love

				Three Pages from a Hunter’s Di­ary

			
			I have just read, in a news item, a Drama of Pas­sion. He killed her, then he killed him­self—there­fore he loved her. What do they mat­ter, He and She? Their love alone has value; and it in­terests me not so much be­cause I am moved or as­ton­ished by it or be­cause it ir­rit­ates me or makes me think, but be­cause it brings back to me a memory of my youth, a strange re­min­is­cence of my hunt­ing days when Love was made mani­fest to me, much as in the days of the Early Chris­ti­ans the Cross ap­peared in the sky.

			I was born with all the in­stincts and feel­ings of a prim­it­ive man, tempered by the reas­on­ing and spir­itu­al growth of the civ­il­ised. I love hunt­ing above all things: to see the beast bleed­ing, blood on its fur, or on my hands, makes my heart con­tract un­til it al­most stops breath­ing.

			That year, late in the au­tumn, the cold weath­er set in sud­denly, and I was summoned by one of my cous­ins, Karl de Rauville, to go and shoot duck with him in the marshes at day­break.

			My cous­in, a jolly fel­low of about forty, red-faced, strong and heav­ily bearded, was a coun­try gen­tle­man. He was half like a good-tempered an­im­al, a cheer­ful soul en­dowed with a nat­ive French wit that raised him above me­diocrity. He lived in a sort of man­or farm in a wide val­ley through which flowed a stream. Woods covered the slopes on the right and left side, lordly old woods full of su­perb trees, where one found the rarest game of all this part of France. They caught eagles there some­times; and birds of pas­sage (such as are sel­dom to be found in our over­pop­u­lated coun­try) nev­er failed to stop in those an­cient branches as if they had seen in them or had re­cog­nised in them a little corner of the forests of the old days kept to serve them for a shel­ter in their short biv­ou­ac at night.

			In the val­ley were large pas­ture lands, drained by ditches and sep­ar­ated by hedges. The river, which in that part was nav­ig­able, over­flowed fur­ther on in­to a great marsh. This marsh, the best hunt­ing-area that I have ever seen, was the great pride of my cous­in, who kept it up like a park. Across the im­mense colony of rushes which, rust­ling and swell­ing like the waves of the sea, made it like a liv­ing thing, he had had dug nar­row canals on which flat-bot­tomed boats, urged and dir­ec­ted by poles, passed si­lent over the stag­nant wa­ter, flut­ter­ing the reeds, scat­ter­ing the swiftly swim­ming fishes to­wards the rushes, and mak­ing the wild birds whose black and poin­ted heads dis­ap­peared so briskly, dive in­to the wa­ter.

			I love wa­ter madly—I love the sea, too great, too rest­less, im­possible of pos­ses­sion though it be; the pleas­ant rivers which pass, hur­ry­ing on, and are gone; above all, the marsh quiv­er­ing with the secret life of aquat­ic creatures. Marsh life is a world with­in a world, a world to it­self—a world liv­ing its own life with its own home-keep­ing cit­izens, its passing trav­el­lers, voices, sounds, and, most of all, its own mys­ter­i­ous­ness. Noth­ing is more dis­turb­ing, more agit­at­ing, more ter­ri­fy­ing even than marsh lands. Whence comes this fear that lurks on these low wa­ter-covered plains? Is it the vague mur­mur of the rushes, the strange will-o’-the-wisp, the un­canny si­lence that wraps them round on calm nights? Or is it the pe­cu­li­ar mists that hang round the reeds like a shroud, or per­haps even more the vague lap­ping, so soft and gentle, but per­haps more ter­ri­fy­ing than can­non of man or the thun­der of God, that makes the marsh un­real, like a coun­try in a dream, like some fear­ful land that hides an ar­cane fatal secret?

			No. There is more in it than that: an­oth­er mys­tery, more pro­found, more sol­emn, flows in its thick fog. It is, per­haps, the won­der of cre­ation it­self. For was it not in wa­ter, stag­nant and muddy, in the dark mug­gi­ness of a world weep­ing un­der the heat of the sun, the first germ of life moved, stirred and saw the light of day?

			

			I reached my cous­in’s house in the even­ing. The very stones seemed frozen.

			Dur­ing din­ner—in the great din­ing room whose side­boards, walls, and ceil­ing were covered with stuffed birds, some with their wings ex­ten­ded, some perched on branches sup­por­ted by nails, among them spar­row-hawks, her­ons, owls, goat­suck­ers, buz­zards, vul­tures, fal­cons and birds of prey of all sorts—my cous­in, look­ing him­self like a strange an­im­al from some colder re­gion, in his seal­skin coat, was telling me the plans he had made for that very night. We were to start at half past three in the morn­ing so that we should reach the point chosen for the morn­ing’s shoot at about half past four. There was at this spot a hut that had been built of pieces of glass to af­ford us a little shel­ter against the ter­rible wind which comes at day­break—that icy wind which tears the flesh like a saw; which cuts in­to one like the blade of a knife; prick­ing like a poisoned ar­row, bit­ing like for­ceps, burn­ing like fire.

			My cous­in rubbed his hands to­geth­er.

			“I have nev­er seen such a frost,” he said. “We were twelve de­grees be­low zero at six o’clock this even­ing.”

			I threw my­self on my bed im­me­di­ately the meal was over and fell asleep with the light from the great fire blaz­ing in my chim­ney. As the clock struck three they woke me. I, too, put on a sheep­skin and found my cous­in Karl wrapt up in a bearskin. We both gulped down two cups of burn­ing cof­fee and a couple of glasses of good cham­pagne, and then set out ac­com­pan­ied by a keep­er and our dogs Plongeon and Pier­rot.

			Dir­ectly I took the first step out­side, I felt frozen to the mar­row. It was one of those nights when the world seems to have died of the cold. The frozen air seems to be­come sol­id and tan­gible, so sav­agely cold it is. Not a puff of wind stirs: it is con­gealed, mo­tion­less. It bites, cuts, numbs, kills trees, plants, in­sects, even the little birds: they fall from the branches on to the hard soil, and be­come as if in the bit­ter clutch of the frost. The moon was in the last quarter: she lay on her back, pale and swoon­ing in midair, so feeble that she could climb no fur­ther; as if she stayed there, ar­res­ted, para­lysed by the harsh spaces of the sky.

			She shed a bar­ren, mourn­ful light on the earth—that pale fu­ner­al light with which she cel­eb­rates each month the end of her re­sur­rec­tion.

			We went side by side, Karl and I, our backs bent, hands in our pock­ets, and guns un­der our arms. Our boots, covered with felt to pre­vent our slip­ping on the frozen river, gave back no sound. I watched the breath of our dogs that was like a white smoke.

			Soon we were at the edge of the marsh, and we fol­lowed one of the little paths which cut across this mini­ature forest.

			Our shoulders, graz­ing long tattered leaves, left be­hind us a light rust­ling and I felt as I have nev­er felt be­fore that pas­sion­ate and ex­traordin­ary emo­tion which marshy land be­gets in me. It was dead, that marsh, frozen to death while we were walk­ing over it, among its crowd of withered reeds.

			All at once, at a turn in the path, I dis­covered the small glass cab­in that had been built to shel­ter us. I went in and as we had still nearly an hour to wait un­til these wild birds should be awake I rolled my­self in my cloak to try to get warm.

			Then, ly­ing on my back, I began look­ing at the di­min­ished moon; it had four horns seen through the dimly trans­par­ent walls of this po­lar house.

			But the bit­ter cold of the frozen marsh, the cold of these walls, the cold drop­ping from the firm­a­ment af­fected me soon, so badly that I began to cough.

			My cous­in Karl be­came anxious.

			“It will be a sell if we don’t shoot any­thing today,” he said. “I don’t want you to catch cold. We’d bet­ter make a fire.”

			And he told the keep­er to cut some rushes.

			We made a heap in the middle of the hut that had a hole in the roof to let the smoke out. When the red flame leaped between the trans­lu­cent crys­tal wells they began to run with wa­ter, gently, un­per­cept­ibly, as if these glassy stones were sweat­ing. Karl, who had stayed out­side, cried out to me: “Come here. Just come and see this.”

			I went out and was over­come with as­ton­ish­ment. Our cab­in, shaped like a cone, looked like an enorm­ous dia­mond with a fiery heart that had ris­en sud­denly out of the frozen wa­ter of the marsh. In­side we could see two fant­ast­ic fig­ures—those of our dogs, who were try­ing to get warm.

			Sud­denly a cry rang out above our heads, a strange, mourn­ful, sav­age cry. The gleam of our fire had wakened the wild birds.

			Noth­ing moves me so much as this first sig­nal of life when noth­ing is vis­ible. It stabs the dark­ness, so swiftly, and so far off, be­fore even the first ray of day­light has ap­peared on the ho­ri­zon. It seems to me in this gla­cial hour of dawn that this fly­ing sound, car­ried on the wings of a bird, is a sigh from the very heart of the world.

			Karl spoke. “Put out the fire. This must be day­break.”

			In­deed at that mo­ment the sky began to light­en and flights of wild duck fled over the heav­ens, like lines drawn in swift sweep­ing strokes and quickly ef­faced. There was a flash in the dark­ness: Karl had just fired; the two dogs rushed out. Then the two of us fired in rap­id suc­ces­sion, as soon as there ap­peared above the rushes the shad­ow of a fly­ing tribe. Pier­rot and Plongeon, pant­ing and happy, brought the birds to us, bleed­ing. Some­times their eyes still seemed to be ob­serving us.

			Day­light came at last, a day clear and blue. The sun came out at the bot­tom of the val­ley and we were just think­ing of go­ing back when two birds, with necks out­stretched and wings ex­ten­ded, shot quickly over our heads. I fired. One of them fell right at our feet. It was a sil­ver-breasted teal. Then from the sky above me, a voice, a bird’s voice cried. It was a lament, short and re­peated, heart­break­ing. The bird, the little bird who had es­caped, began to wheel round against the blue of the sky above us, star­ing at his dead com­rade whom I held in my hands.

			Karl, on his knees, bright-eyed, his gun lif­ted, peered at her, wait­ing un­til she was near enough.

			“You have killed the fe­male,” he said. “The male won’t go away.”

			My good­ness! He cer­tainly would not.

			He wheeled round and round, all the time cry­ing above us. Nev­er has bit­ter­ness of grief so torn my heart as this des­ol­ate call, the mourn­ful re­proach of this poor bird lost in space.

			Some­times he fled from the men­ace of the guns that fol­lowed his flight. Some­times he seemed ready to con­tin­ue his jour­ney across the sky by him­self. But he could not make up his mind to it, and would come back again a mo­ment later to look for his mate.

			“Leave her on the ground,” said Karl. “He’ll come at once then.”

			He did come, in­deed, quite care­less of any danger, drawn by his bird’s love for the oth­er whom I had killed.

			Karl took aim; it was as if someone had cut a string which held the bird sus­pen­ded. I saw some­thing, a black, tum­bling creature; I heard among the rushes the noise of a fall. Then Pier­rot brought him to me.

			I put them, already cold, in­to the same grave—and I de­par­ted that same day for Par­is.

		
	
		
			Clochette

			They are strange things, these old memor­ies that haunt our minds and will not be dis­missed.

			This is such an old one, so old that I can­not un­der­stand why it re­mains in my mind so vividly and so ten­a­ciously. I have seen so many sin­is­ter things, so many mov­ing and ter­rible things since, that it as­ton­ishes me to find that I can­not pass a day, one single day, without a vis­ion of Moth­er Clochette ap­pear­ing be­fore me in her habit as I knew her once upon a time, so long ago, when I was ten or twelve years old.

			She was an old dress­maker who came to my par­ents’ house once a week, every Tues­day, to do the mend­ing. My par­ents lived in one of those coun­try houses called châteaux, which are merely old houses with high poin­ted roofs, sur­roun­ded by four or five de­pend­ent farms.

			The vil­lage, a large vil­lage, a small town, stood some few hun­dred yards away, huddled round the church, whose red bricks were blackened by time.

			Every Tues­day, then, Moth­er Clochette ar­rived between half past six and sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, and went dir­ectly to the lin­en room to be­gin her work.

			She was a tall thin wo­man, bearded—covered with hair, rather, her beard grow­ing every­where on her face. It was an amaz­ing beard, an un­ex­pec­ted beard, burst­ing out in­to in­cred­ible bunches and curl­ing tufts of hair that looked as if a mad­man had scattered them across a vast face like the face of a pet­ti­coated po­lice­man. She had hair on her nose, un­der her nose, round her nose, on her chin, on her cheeks; and her eye­brows, ex­tra­vag­antly long and thick, bushy and brist­ling and quite grey, looked like noth­ing on earth but a pair of mous­taches planted there in er­ror.

			She limped, not just an or­din­ary cripple’s limp, but like a ship rid­ing at the an­chor. When she res­ted the weight of her bony lop­sided body on her one good leg, she seemed to be gath­er­ing her­self to rise on a mon­strous wave; then she plunged all at once on the verge of dis­ap­pear­ing in­to an abyss: she bur­ied her­self in the earth. Ad­ded to which, she swayed so wildly that her gait ir­res­ist­ibly sug­ges­ted the thought of a storm; and her head, al­ways covered with an enorm­ous white bon­net, with its rib­bons float­ing down her back, ap­peared to cross the ho­ri­zon from north to south, and south to north, with her every move­ment.

			I ad­ored this Moth­er Clochette. As soon as I got up, I climbed to the lin­en room, where I found her in­stalled, sew­ing, a warm­ing-pan un­der her feet. As soon as I ar­rived, she made me take this warm­ing-pan and seat my­self on it so that I should not catch cold in this great cold room, right un­der the roof.

			“It draws the blood from the head,” she said.

			She told me stor­ies, while she stitched away at the lin­en with her long crooked fin­gers that moved so swiftly; the eyes be­hind her mag­ni­fy­ing-spec­tacles—age had weakened her sight—seemed to me enorm­ous, strangely deep, double the usu­al size.

			She had, so much I can re­call from the things she told me, things that stirred my child’s heart, the kindly soul of a humble wo­man. She saw life with a crude sim­pli­city. She told me the hap­pen­ings of the town, the story of a cow that ran away from the stable and was found one morn­ing in front of Prosper Malet’s mill, watch­ing the wooden sails go round, or the story of the hen’s egg dis­covered in the bel­fry of the church, no one ever be­ing able to un­der­stand what sort of a fowl had gone there to lay it, or the story of Jean-Jean Pi­l­ar’s dog who had re­cap­tured ten leagues from the vil­lage the breeches that a passerby had stolen from his mas­ter while they were dry­ing be­fore the door after a shower of rain. She told me these simple stor­ies in such a way that they as­sumed in my mind the stature of un­for­get­table dra­mas, of sub­lime and mys­ter­i­ous poems; and the in­geni­ous tales in­ven­ted by po­ets that my moth­er told me in the even­ings had not the sa­vour, the breadth, the force of the peas­ant wo­man’s nar­rat­ives.

			

			But one Tues­day, as I had spent the whole morn­ing listen­ing to Moth­er Clochette, I took it in­to my head to go and see her again later in the day, after gath­er­ing wal­nuts with our manser­vant in Hal­lets Wood be­hind Noir­pré farm. I re­mem­ber it all as vividly as the hap­pen­ings of yes­ter­day.

			But when I opened the door of the lin­en room I saw the old dress­maker stretched out on the floor be­side her chair, face down­wards, her arms flung out, one hand still hold­ing a needle, the oth­er one of my shirts. One of her legs, blue-stockinged, the long one I am sure, was ly­ing un­der her chair; and her spec­tacles had rolled far away from her and were glit­ter­ing be­side the wall.

			I ran away, scream­ing wildly. People came run­ning up, and a few minutes later I was told that Moth­er Clochette was dead.

			I could not tell you what pro­found grief, poignant dread­ful grief, seized my child­ish heart. I crept down­stairs to the draw­ing room and hid my­self in a dark corner, in the depths of a vast old couch where I knelt and cried. I must have been there a long time, for it grew dark.

			Sud­denly a lamp was brought in, but no one saw me and I heard my fath­er and moth­er talk­ing to the doc­tor, whose voice I re­cog­nised.

			They had sent to fetch him at once and he was ex­plain­ing the cause of the ac­ci­dent. I could not un­der­stand more of it than that. Then he sat down, and ac­cep­ted a glass of wine and a bis­cuit.

			He went on talk­ing, and what he said then re­mains and will re­main graven on my heart till I die. I be­lieve that I can re­pro­duce al­most ex­actly the phrases he used.

			“Poor wo­man,” he said. “She was my first pa­tient in this place. She broke her leg the day I ar­rived, and I hadn’t had time to wash my hands after get­ting out of the coach when I was sent for in great haste, for it was ser­i­ous, very ser­i­ous.

			“She was sev­en­teen years old, and she was a beau­ti­ful girl, very beau­ti­ful, very beau­ti­ful in­deed. It’s al­most in­cred­ible, isn’t it? As for the story, I’ve nev­er told it, and no one has ever known it ex­cept me—and one oth­er per­son who is no longer liv­ing in the dis­trict. Now that she is dead, there’s no need for dis­cre­tion.

			“At that time a young as­sist­ant school­mas­ter had just come to the town; he was a hand­some fel­low, with the fig­ure of a ser­geant-ma­jor. All the girls were run­ning after him, and he looked down his nose at them; be­sides, he was afraid of his su­per­i­or, old Grabu, the head mas­ter, who of­ten got out of bed the wrong side.

			“Old Grabu was even then em­ploy­ing as dress­maker the fair Hortense, who has just died in your house: she was nick­named Clochette later, after her ac­ci­dent. The young as­sist­ant was pleased to no­tice the beau­ti­ful child, who was doubt­less flattered at be­ing chosen out by this su­perb scorner of wo­men: she loved him at once and he ar­ranged a first meet­ing in the school loft, after dark, at the end of one of her sew­ing days.

			“So she made a show of go­ing home, but in­stead of go­ing down­stairs and leav­ing Grabu’s house, she went up the stairs and hid her­self in the hay to wait for her love. He was very soon with her and had be­gun to tell her how much he loved her when the door of this loft opened and the head mas­ter ap­peared and asked:

			“ ‘What are you do­ing up here, Sigis­bert?’

			“The young as­sist­ant felt that he was caught: at his wit’s end, he made the stu­pid an­swer:

			“ ‘I came up here for a little rest in the hay, Mon­sieur Grabu.’

			“The loft was very high, very big and com­pletely dark; and Sigis­bert thrust the frightened young girl as far back as pos­sible, re­peat­ing: ‘Get back, hide your­self. I shall lose my job, do you hear? Hide your­self, can’t you?’

			“The head mas­ter heard him mur­mur­ing and ad­ded: ‘So you’re not here alone?’

			“ ‘Of course I am, Mon­sieur Grabu.’

			“ ‘Of course you’re not: you’re speak­ing to someone.’

			“ ‘I swear I am, Mon­sieur Grabu.’

			“ ‘I’ll soon find out,’ answered the old man; he shut and locked the door and went down to get a candle.

			“Then the young man turned cow­ard, as of­ten hap­pens in these af­fairs, and lost his head. It seems that he flew in­to a rage at once and re­peated: ‘Hide your­self so that he can’t find you. You’ll have me starving all the rest of my life. You’ll ru­in my ca­reer. … Hide your­self, I tell you.’

			“They heard the key turn­ing in the lock again.

			“Hortense ran to the loft door that gave on to the street, opened it quickly and said in a low res­ol­ute voice:

			“ ‘Come and pick me up when he’s gone.’

			“And jumped.

			“Old Grabu found no one and went down again, a very sur­prised man.

			“A quarter of an hour later, M. Sigis­bert came to my house and re­lated the ad­ven­ture. The young girl was still at the foot of the wall, un­able to lift her­self, hav­ing fallen two stor­ies. I went with him to see her. He wept co­pi­ously, and I car­ried the un­for­tu­nate girl to my house: her right leg was broken in three places and the bone had pierced the flesh. She made no com­plaint, only say­ing with hero­ic pa­tience: ‘I’m be­ing pun­ished, well pun­ished.’

			“I sent for the sew­ing girl’s par­ents to come and help, and told them a tale of a run­away car­riage which had knocked her down and maimed her be­fore my door.

			“The tale was be­lieved, and for a whole month the po­lice sought vainly for the au­thor of the ac­ci­dent.

			“There you are! And I con­sider that this wo­man was a heroine, of the com­pany of wo­men whose noble deeds are re­cor­ded in his­tory.

			“This was her only love af­fair. She died a vir­gin. She is a mar­tyr, a great soul, a sub­lime Vestal. And if I did not hon­our her above any­one I would not have told you this story, which I would nev­er have told any­one while she lived, for reas­ons you can un­der­stand.”

			The doc­tor was si­lent. Mamma wept. Papa uttered some words that I could not catch; then they went away.

			I re­mained kneel­ing on my couch sob­bing, while I listened to strange sounds on the stair­case—heavy foot­steps and muffled thumps.

			They were car­ry­ing away the body of Clochette.

		
	
		
			In the Wood

			The May­or was sit­ting down to break­fast when he was told that his vil­lage con­stable was wait­ing for him at the Town Hall with two pris­on­ers. He went there im­me­di­ately and found in­deed old Hoched­ur, the vil­lage con­stable, stand­ing guard with an air of great sever­ity over a couple of stout vil­la­gers. The man, a fat pa­ter­fa­mili­as, red-nosed and white-haired, seemed over­whelmed, while the wo­man, a nice little soul dressed in her Sunday clothes, very plump, her cheeks flushed, was look­ing de­fi­antly at the in­stru­ment of au­thor­ity who had cap­tured them.

			The May­or asked: “What is all this, Hoched­ur?”

			The con­stable made his state­ment.

			He had set out that morn­ing at his usu­al time to go on his beat from Cham­pi­oux Woods to the bound­ar­ies of Ar­gen­teuil. He hadn’t found any­thing to re­mark on in the coun­tryside ex­cept that it was beau­ti­ful weath­er and the corn was do­ing well, when young Bredel, who was prun­ing his vine, had called out:

			“Hullo, Hoched­ur, go and look at the edge of the wood, in the first copse, and you’ll find there a couple of doves who have at least a hun­dred and thirty years between them.”

			He set off in the dir­ec­tion in­dic­ated, had crept in­to the un­der­growth and had heard words and sighs which had led him to sus­pect an out­rage on pub­lic mor­als.

			Then, crawl­ing on hands and knees, as if he were try­ing to sur­prise a poach­er, he had caught the couple here present at the mo­ment when they were abandon­ing them­selves to a nat­ur­al in­stinct.

			The May­or stared at the pris­on­ers in stu­pefac­tion. The man must have been at least sixty, and the wo­man not less than fifty-five.

			He began to ques­tion them, first the man, who replied in so faint a voice that it was hardly aud­ible.

			“Your name?”

			“Nich­olas Beaurain.”

			“What is your pro­fes­sion?”

			“I am a draper in the Rue des Mar­tyrs, Par­is.”

			“What were you do­ing in the wood?”

			The draper made no an­swer, his glance fixed on his large stom­ach, his hands pressed against his thighs.

			The May­or asked again:

			“Do you deny the ac­cus­a­tion?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Then you ad­mit it?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“What have you to say in your de­fence?”

			“Noth­ing, sir.”

			“Where did you meet your ac­com­plice?”

			“She is my wife, sir.”

			“Your wife?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Then—then, you don’t live to­geth­er in Par­is?”

			“Par­don, sir, we do live to­geth­er.”

			“But—in that case, you must be mad, ab­so­lutely mad, my good man, to come and get your­self caught in the open coun­try, at ten o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			The draper seemed ready to weep with shame. He muttered:

			“It was she who wanted it. I told her it was a silly thing to do. But when a wo­man gets an idea in­to her head—you know, sir—she has no room for any­thing else.”

			The May­or, whose sense of hu­mour was not pur­it­an­ic­al, smiled and replied:

			“In your case, then, the con­trary ought to have happened. You wouldn’t be here if she hadn’t had room for some­thing else!”

			Then rage seized M. Beaurain, and turn­ing to­wards his wife, he said: “Look what you’ve brought us to now, with your ro­mantic no­tions! Think of it. We shall have to go in­to court at our age for im­mor­al­ity. We shall have to shut up shop and sell out and move in­to an­oth­er dis­trict! Think of it!”

			Mme. Beaurain got up, without look­ing at her hus­band, and ex­plained the situ­ation without any trace of em­bar­rass­ment or self-con­scious­ness, and al­most without hes­it­a­tion.

			“My good­ness, Mr. May­or, I know quite well that we look fool­ish. Will you let me plead this cause like a law­yer—or, bet­ter still, like a poor wo­man?—and I hope you will be will­ing to send us home and spare us the shame of a sum­mons.

			“A long time ago, when I was young, I made the ac­quaint­ance of M. Beaurain in this dis­trict, on a Sunday. He was em­ployed in a draper’s shop. I was a shop girl in a ready-made clothes shop. I re­mem­ber all that as though it were yes­ter­day. I used to spend my Sundays here, now and again, with a girl friend, Rose Levêque, with whom I lived in the Rue Pigalle. Rose had a sweet­heart—I hadn’t. He it was who brought us out here. One Sat­urday he told me, laugh­ing, that the next day he would bring out a friend. I un­der­stood what he meant, but I replied that it would be use­less. I was a good girl, sir.

			“The next day, how­ever, we met Mon­sieur Beaurain in the train. He was very good-look­ing in those days. But I was de­term­ined not to give in, and I didn’t.

			“There we were, then, at Bezons. The weath­er was glor­i­ous—the sort of weath­er that makes your heart beat for joy. For my part, even now, when the weath­er is fine, I am ready to cry like a fool, and when I am in the coun­try I quite lose my head. The green of the trees, the birds singing, the corn wav­ing in the wind, the swal­lows that swoop along so quickly, the scent of grass, of the wild pop­pies, the mar­guer­ites, all make me feel light­headed. It is like drink­ing cham­pagne when you aren’t used to it.

			“On this day the weath­er was glor­i­ous, mild and clear. It seemed to pour in­to you through your eyes as you looked out on it, and through your mouth when you breathed! Rose and Si­mon kissed every oth­er minute. It made me think a bit to watch them. M. Beaurain and I walked be­hind them, hardly ut­ter­ing a word. When you don’t know each oth­er you can’t find any­thing to say. He seemed very shy, this boy, and I was fluttered to see his em­bar­rass­ment. At last we came to the little wood. It was as cool there as a bath and people were sit­ting on the grass. Rose and her friend teased me about look­ing so ser­i­ous. You must see that I couldn’t look oth­er­wise. After that they began to make love to each oth­er without wor­ry­ing if we were there or not. Next they talked to each oth­er in whis­pers, and presently got up and went farther in­to the wood without say­ing any­thing. You can guess what a fool I looked left with this youth whom I had met for the first time.

			“I felt so con­fused to see them go off in that way that my cour­age came back to me and I began to talk. I asked him what he was do­ing. He was a draper’s ap­pren­tice, as I have just told you. We talked for some little while. This em­boldened him and he wanted to take liber­ties with me, but still I kept him in his place, and very firmly. Isn’t that true, M. Beaurain?”

			M. Beaurain, who was look­ing at his boots in his em­bar­rass­ment, made no reply.

			She went on:

			“At last the young man real­ised that I was a good girl and he began to pay court to me nicely, like a re­spect­able man.

			“After that day he came every Sunday. He was very much in love with me, mon­sieur. And I too, I loved him very much, oh, ever so much—he was a hand­some fel­low in those days.

			“In short, we were mar­ried in Septem­ber and we star­ted our shop in the Rue des Mar­tyrs.

			“Those were hard years, sir. The busi­ness didn’t pay; and we could rarely af­ford hol­i­days in the coun­try. At last we lost the habit of go­ing. There were oth­er things in our minds.

			“In busi­ness the cash box comes be­fore flowers. Little by little we got older without no­ti­cing it, be­ing quiet people who hardly think of love. What the heart doesn’t miss it doesn’t grieve over.

			“At last, m’sieur, things went bet­ter and our fu­ture was safe. Then, really, I don’t know what happened to me, no, hon­estly I do not. I found my­self dream­ing again like a little school­girl. The sight of the bar­rows of flowers drawn along the street would bring the tears to my eyes. The scent of vi­ol­ets drift­ing in where I sat in my chair be­hind the cash box set my heart beat­ing wildly.

			“Then I would get up and go and stand on the door­step to look at the blue sky between the roofs. When you see the sky from a street, it looks like a river, a long twist­ing river com­ing down to Par­is; the swal­lows skim­ming over it are like fishes. It’s silly enough to feel like that, at my age! But what can you ex­pect, sir? When you have worked all your life, there comes a time when you real­ise that you might have been do­ing some­thing else, then you are filled with re­gret—oh, yes—you re­gret it. Just think, for twenty long years I could have been gath­er­ing kisses in the woods, like oth­er people—like oth­er wo­men! I used to think how won­der­ful it would be to lie un­der the trees and love someone. I thought of this all day and all night. I dreamed of the moon­light on the wa­ter un­til I was nearly ready to drown my­self!

			“I dared not say all this to M. Beaurain right out. I knew too well that he would laugh at me and send me back to sell needles and thread. And truth to tell, M. Beaurain hadn’t much to say to me in those days. But when I looked in my mir­ror I un­der­stood too that I hadn’t much to say to any­one, either.

			“Thereupon I made up my mind to sug­gest to him a hol­i­day in the coun­try, in that part where we first be­came ac­quain­ted. He agreed without any both­er, and we ar­rived here this morn­ing about nine.

			“I felt quite young again as we came through the corn. The heart of a wo­man doesn’t really grow old! And in­deed I saw my hus­band, not as he is now, but as he was in those days! That’s true, I swear it, sir. It’s as true as I stand here, I was drunk with it all! I began to em­brace him. He could not have been more as­ton­ished if I’d tried to murder him. He kept say­ing to me: ‘You are mad. You are ab­so­lutely crazy this morn­ing. What in the world has taken you?’

			“I didn’t hear him: I could hear noth­ing but my own heart. And I made him go in­to the wood with me—then—I have told you the truth, m’sieu, the whole truth.”

			The May­or was a man of the world. He got up, smil­ing, and said:

			“Go in peace, ma­dame, and sin no more—un­der the trees!”

		
	
		
			The Tramp

			For forty days he had been walk­ing, seek­ing every­where for work. He had left his own ho­met­own, Ville-Av­aray, in the Manche, be­cause there was no work to be got there. A car­penter’s mate, twenty-sev­en years old, a re­spect­able, sturdy fel­low, he had lived for two months on his fam­ily, he, the eld­est son, with noth­ing to do but sit with his strong arms fol­ded, amid the gen­er­al un­em­ploy­ment. Bread be­came scarce in the home; the two sis­ters did day-work, but made little money, and he, Jacques Raudel, the strongest, did noth­ing be­cause there was noth­ing to do, and ate the bread of oth­ers.

			Then he had sought in­form­a­tion at the Town Hall, and the clerk had told him that there was work to be got in the Mid­lands.

			So he had set off, for­ti­fied with pa­pers and cer­ti­fic­ates, with sev­en francs in his pock­et; on his shoulder, in a blue handker­chief tied to the end of his stick, he car­ried a spare pair of shoes, a pair of trousers and a shirt.

			And he walked without rest, day and night, along the in­ter­min­able roads, un­der sun and rain, and nev­er reach­ing that mys­ter­i­ous land where work­men find work.

			At first he clung firmly to the idea that, be­ing a car­penter, he must nev­er work at any­thing but car­pentry. But, in all the work­shops where he offered him­self, he was told that they had just dis­missed men for lack of or­ders, and find­ing him­self at the end of his re­sources, he re­solved to do any work he might meet with on his way.

			Thus he be­came by turns navvy, stable-boy, and stone­cut­ter; he split wood, trimmed tim­ber, dug a well, mixed mor­tar, tied fag­gots, and her­ded goats on a moun­tain, and all for a few pence, for he could only man­age to get an oc­ca­sion­al two or three days’ work by of­fer­ing him­self at a very low price, to tempt the av­arice of em­ploy­ers and peas­ants.

			And for a week now he had failed to find a job of any kind; he had noth­ing left, and lived on a few crusts of bread that he owed to the char­ity of the wo­men from whom he begged on their door­steps, as he passed along the roads.

			Night was fall­ing, and Jacques Raudel, worn out, with weary legs and an empty stom­ach, des­pond­ent in spir­it, plod­ded bare­foot in the grass at the road­side, for he was sav­ing up his last pair of shoes, and the oth­er pair had gone long be­fore. It was a Sat­urday, to­wards the end of au­tumn. Grey clouds, swift and heavy, were chased across the sky by the gusts of wind that whistled in the trees. There was a feel­ing of ap­proach­ing rain in the air. The coun­tryside was deser­ted, now, at dusk on the eve of a Sunday. Here and there, in the fields, there rose, like mon­strous yel­low mush­rooms, ricks of threshed straw; and the land, already sown for the com­ing year, seemed na­ked.

			Raudel was hungry, hungry like a hungry beast, with the sav­age hun­ger that drives wolves to at­tack men. Ex­hausted, he lengthened his stride so that he would have few­er steps to take, and, with heavy head, the blood sur­ging in his temples, red eyes, and a dry mouth, he gripped his stick with a vague de­sire to strike the first passerby he chanced to meet re­turn­ing home to eat his broth.

			He gazed at the road­side with a pic­ture in his mind of pota­toes ly­ing un­bur­ied on the up­turned soil. If he had found some, he would have col­lec­ted dead wood, made a little fire in a ditch and supped roy­ally on the hot, round roots, after first hold­ing them, burn­ing hot, in his cold hands.

			But it was too late in the year, and, as on the pre­vi­ous even­ing, he had to gnaw a raw beet­root that he pulled from its fur­row.

			For the past two days he had been talk­ing aloud, as he quickened his stride, goaded by his ob­sess­ing thoughts. He had scarcely thought at all, be­fore this, ap­ply­ing all his mind, all his simple fac­ulties, to the tasks he had been trained to do. But now, fa­tigue, his frantic pur­suit of work that was not to be found, re­fus­als, in­sults, nights spent on the grass, fast­ing, the scorn he felt all the stay-at-homes had for the tramp, their daily re­peated ques­tion: “Why don’t you stay in your own place?” his grief at not be­ing able to use the vali­ant arms whose strength he could feel, the re­mem­brance of his par­ents left at home, also al­most pen­ni­less—all these were filling him little by little with a slow an­ger, in­creas­ing every day, every hour, every minute, and es­cap­ing from his mouth in brief, in­vol­un­tary phrases of plaint­ive dis­con­tent.

			Stum­bling over the stones that rolled from un­der his bare feet, he grumbled: “Misery … misery me … lot of swine … not four sous … not four sous … and now it’s rain­ing … lot of swine. …”

			He was in­dig­nant at the in­justice of his lot, and blamed man, all men, be­cause nature, the great blind moth­er, is un­just, cruel, and treach­er­ous.

			“Lot of swine,” he re­peated through clenched teeth, watch­ing the thin grey wisps of smoke go­ing up from the roof at this, the din­ner hour. And without re­flect­ing on that in­justice, that hu­man in­justice, called vi­ol­ence and theft, he longed to enter one of these houses, knock down the in­hab­it­ants, and sit down at the table in their stead.

			“I haven’t the right to live, now …” he said, “see­ing they let me die of hun­ger … and yet I only ask for work … lot of swine!” And the pain in his limbs, the pain in his stom­ach, and the pain in his heart went to his head like the mad­ness born of drink, and gave birth in his brain to this simple thought: “I have a right to live, be­cause I breathe, be­cause the air be­longs to every­one. So no one has a right to leave me without bread.”

			The rain was fall­ing, fine, fast, and freez­ing. He stopped, and muttered: “Oh, misery me … an­oth­er month on the road be­fore I get home. …” For he was re­turn­ing home­wards now, real­ising that it would be easi­er for him to find some­thing to do—if he were will­ing to take any work that came to hand—in his nat­ive town, where he was known, than out on the high road where all men were sus­pi­cious of him.

			Since car­pentry was in a bad way, he would be­come a day la­bour­er, a hod­man, a navvy, or a stone-break­er. And if he only made twenty sous a day, it would still be enough to live on.

			He knot­ted round his neck the re­mains of his last handker­chief, so as to pre­vent the cold wa­ter from trick­ling on to his back and chest. But soon he felt that it was already com­ing through the thin fab­ric of his clothes, and he threw an ag­on­ised glance around him, the gaze of a lost creature that knows not where to hide its body or rest its head, and has no refuge in the world.

			Night came, cov­er­ing the fields with dark­ness. In the dis­tance, in a mead­ow, he saw a dark blotch on the ground, a cow. He strode over the ditch at the road­side and turned to­wards the an­im­al, with no very clear idea of what he was do­ing.

			As he drew near, the an­im­al raised her big head, and he thought: “If only I had a can, I could drink a little milk.”

			He stared at the cow, and the cow stared at him; then, sud­denly, he gave her a great kick in the side, and said: “Get up!”

			The an­im­al rose slowly, and her heavy ud­der hung down; then the man lay flat on his back, between the an­im­al’s legs, and had a long drink, press­ing with both hands the warm, swollen teat smelling of the cow­shed. He drank all the milk left in this liv­ing spring.

			But the icy rain fell faster, and the whole plain was na­ked, of­fer­ing him no glimpse of shel­ter. He was cold, and he gazed at a light that shone through the trees, from the win­dow of a house.

			The cow had lain down again, heav­ily. He sat down be­side her, strok­ing her head, grate­ful for the food she had giv­en him. The an­im­al’s thick, rank breath, is­su­ing from her nos­trils like two jets of steam in the even­ing air, blew across the work­man’s face. “Well, you’re not cold in there,” he said.

			Next he ran his hands over the cow’s breast and legs, try­ing to warm them there. Then the idea came to him to lie down and spend the night huddled against this big warm belly. He sought a com­fort­able po­s­i­tion, and laid his fore­head against the heavy ud­der he had just emp­tied. Then, quite worn out with fa­tigue, he promptly went to sleep.

			But sev­er­al times he awoke, with back or chest frozen, ac­cord­ing to which of the two was pressed against the an­im­al’s side; then he would turn over to warm and dry that part of his body which had been ex­posed to the night air, and fell back at once in­to the same heavy slum­ber.

			A cock crow­ing roused him to his legs. Dawn was com­ing; it was no longer rain­ing; the sky was clear.

			The cow was rest­ing her muzzle on the ground; he bent down, sup­port­ing him­self on his hands, to kiss the broad nose of moist flesh. “Good­bye, my beauty,” he said, “… till next time. … You’re a nice beast. … Good­bye.”

			Then he put on his shoes and went on his way.

			For two hours he walked straight on, al­ways along the same road; then such ut­ter wear­i­ness fell on him that he sat down on the grass.

			It was broad day­light; the church bells were ringing, and men in blue smocks, and wo­men in white bon­nets, walk­ing or driv­ing in dog­carts, began to pass along the roads, on their way to neigh­bour­ing vil­lages to cel­eb­rate Sunday with friends or re­la­tions.

			A fat peas­ant came in sight, driv­ing some twenty rest­less, bleat­ing sheep, kept in or­der by a quick-footed dog.

			Raudel rose and greeted him. “You haven’t a job for a work­man dy­ing of hun­ger?” he said.

			“I’ve no work for men I meet on the roads,” replied the fel­low, with an ugly glance at the vag­a­bond.

			And the car­penter sat down again by the road­side.

			He waited for a long time, watch­ing the coun­try folk go by, search­ing for a good, kind, com­pas­sion­ate face that he might make an­oth­er re­quest.

			He chose a su­per­i­or-look­ing per­son in a frock-coat, with a gold chain across his stom­ach.

			“I’ve been look­ing for work for two months,” he said; “I can’t find any; and I’ve not a sou left in my pock­et.”

			The pros­per­ous fel­low replied: “You ought to have read the no­tice pos­ted up at the bound­ar­ies of this dis­trict: ‘Beg­ging is for­bid­den in the ter­rit­ory of this com­mune.’ I’m the may­or, I tell you, and if you don’t clear off pretty quick, I’ll have you taken up.”

			Raudel’s an­ger was get­ting the bet­ter of him.

			“Have me taken up if you like,” he mur­mured; “I’d rather you did; at least I shouldn’t die of hun­ger.”

			And he sat down again at the road­side.

			A quarter of an hour later two po­lice­men came in sight on the road. They were walk­ing slowly, side by side, in full view, gleam­ing in the sun, with their shiny leath­er hats, their yel­low fa­cings, and their met­al but­tons, as though to fright­en mal­efact­ors and put them to flight from a very long way off.

			The car­penter real­ised that they were com­ing for him, but he did not move, seized with an ab­rupt sul­len de­sire to defy them, to get them to ar­rest him, and have his re­venge later on.

			They came on without ap­pear­ing to have seen him, walk­ing in their mil­it­ary fash­ion, with a clumsy and rolling gait, like geese. Then sud­denly, as they passed him, they ap­peared to dis­cov­er him, stopped, and began to stare at him with threat­en­ing, angry eyes.

			The ser­geant stepped for­ward, ask­ing:

			“What are you do­ing here?”

			“Rest­ing,” the man calmly replied.

			“Where have you come from?”

			“If I had to tell you all the places I’ve been through, it would take me a good hour.”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To Ville-Av­aray.”

			“And where might that be?”

			“In the Manche.”

			“Is that your home place?”

			“Yes, that’s my home place.”

			“Why did you leave it?”

			“To look for work.”

			The ser­geant turned to his con­stable and ex­claimed, in the furi­ous tone of a man driv­en to ex­as­per­a­tion by a per­petu­al re­cur­rence of the same lie:

			“The swine all say that. But I know their little games.”

			Then he con­tin­ued:

			“Have you any pa­pers?”

			“Yes.”

			“Give me them.”

			Raudel took his pa­pers from his pock­et, his cer­ti­fic­ates, poor, dirty, worn-out pa­pers fall­ing to pieces, and offered them to the of­fi­cial.

			The lat­ter spelt them out, hum­ming and haw­ing, and, even­tu­ally de­clar­ing them to be in or­der, gave them back with the ir­rit­ated air of a man who has been tricked by a fel­low more cun­ning than him­self.

			After a few mo­ments of re­flec­tion, he re­sumed his in­quir­ies:

			“Have you any money about you?”

			“No.”

			“Noth­ing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Not as much as a sou?”

			“Not as much as a sou.”

			“Then what are you liv­ing on?”

			“On what I’m giv­en.”

			“You’re beg­ging, then?”

			“Yes, when I can,” replied Raudel firmly.

			But the po­lice­man de­clared:

			“I have taken you in the act of vag­rancy and beg­ging, be­ing without lodging or vis­ible means of sup­port, on the road, and I com­mand you to fol­low me.”

			The car­penter rose.

			“Any­where you like,” he said, and, pla­cing him­self between the two of­fi­cials be­fore even get­ting the or­der to do so, he ad­ded:

			“Go on, shut me up. It’ll give me a roof over­head when it rains.”

			And they set off to­wards the vil­lage, whose roofs peered through the leaf-stripped trees, a quarter of a league dis­tant.

			It was the hour of Mass as they went through the town. The square was full of people, and two ranks promptly formed up to see the mal­efact­or go by, fol­lowed by a troop of ex­cited chil­dren. Peas­ants, men and wo­men, stared at the pris­on­er between the two po­lice­men, with a sud­den gleam of hate in their eyes; they wanted to throw stones at him, scratch his skin with their nails, and trample him un­der­foot. They wondered if he were a thief, or a mur­der­er. The butcher, a vet­er­an Spahi, de­clared: “He’s a desert­er.” The to­bac­con­ist fan­cied he re­cog­nised him as the man who had giv­en him a bad fifty-centime piece that very morn­ing, and the iron­mon­ger was sure he knew him for the un­dis­cov­er­able mur­der­er of the wid­ow Malet for whom the po­lice had been search­ing for six months.

			In the mu­ni­cip­al coun­cil room, whith­er the po­lice­men led him, Raudel found the may­or, sit­ting at the coun­cil table and flanked by the school­mas­ter.

			“Ah ha!” ex­claimed the ma­gis­trate, “here you are again, my fine fel­low. I told you I’d have you locked up. Well, ser­geant, what is it?”

			“A tramp, your Wor­ship,” replied the ser­geant, “without lodging or vis­ible means of sup­port, ac­cord­ing to his own state­ment, ar­res­ted in the act of beg­ging and vag­rancy, pos­sess­ing good cer­ti­fic­ates and pa­pers in good or­der.”

			“Show me the pa­pers,” said the may­or. He took them, read them, re­read them, gave them back, and ordered: “Search him.” Raudel was searched; noth­ing was found.

			The may­or seemed per­plexed.

			“What were you do­ing, this morn­ing, on the road?” he asked the work­man.

			“I was look­ing for work.”

			“For work? … On the high road?”

			“How do you ex­pect me to find any if I hid in the woods?”

			They stared at one an­oth­er with the hatred of beasts that be­long to two ant­ag­on­ist­ic spe­cies. The ma­gis­trate replied: “I am go­ing to set you at liberty, but don’t let me catch you again!”

			“I’d rather you kept me,” answered the car­penter; “I’ve had quite enough of run­ning about the roads.”

			“Si­lence!” said the may­or, with a severe look.

			Then he gave or­ders to the po­lice­men:

			“You will con­duct this man two hun­dred metres from the vil­lage, and you will al­low him to go on his way.”

			“At least have them give me some­thing to eat,” said the work­man.

			The may­or was furi­ous:

			“Feed you? That would be the last straw. Ha! Ha! Ha! That’s a bit too thick!”

			But Raudel con­tin­ued firmly:

			“If you let me go on dy­ing of hun­ger, you’ll force me to crime, and that’ll be the worse for you great fat fel­lows.”

			The may­or had ris­en, and re­peated his or­der.

			“Take him away quick; I shall end by los­ing my tem­per.”

			The two po­lice­men took the car­penter’s arms and led him off. He offered no res­ist­ance, went back through the vil­lage, and found him­self back on the high road; the men took him two hun­dred metres from the kilo­metre stone, and there the ser­geant de­clared:

			“Now be off with you, and don’t let me see you in these parts again, or you’ll hear from me.”

			And Raudel set off without an an­swer, and without know­ing where he was go­ing. He walked straight on for a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes, so dazed that he could not think at all.

			But sud­denly, as he was passing a small house whose win­dow was half open, the sa­voury smell of stew took him by the throat and brought him up short be­fore this dwell­ing.

			And sud­denly, hun­ger, sav­age, de­vour­ing, mad­den­ing hun­ger, caught him up and al­most flung him like a wild creature against the walls of the house.

			“God, they must give me some­thing this time,” he said aloud in a plaint­ive voice, and hammered on the door with his stick. No one answered. He knocked, more loudly, shout­ing: “Hi! Hi! You folk in there! Hi! Open the door!”

			Noth­ing stirred; go­ing to the win­dow, he pushed it with his hand, and the im­prisoned air of the kit­chen, warm air full of the sa­vour of hot soup, cooked meat and cab­bages, es­caped in­to the cold out­er air.

			With a bound the car­penter was in the room. Two places were laid on the table. The own­ers, doubt­less away at Mass, had left their din­ner on the fire, good Sunday stew, with thick ve­get­able broth.

			A new loaf awaited them on the hearth, stand­ing between two bottles that seemed full.

			Raudel first at­tacked the loaf, tear­ing it with as much vi­ol­ence as though he were throt­tling a man; then he began to eat it raven­ously, gulp­ing it rap­idly down in great mouth­fuls. But al­most at once the smell of the meat drew him to the hearth and, tak­ing off the lid of the pot, he thrust in a fork and brought out a big piece of beef, tied up with string. Then he took cab­bage, car­rots and onions un­til his plate was full, and, put­ting it on the table, he sat down, cut the meat in­to four por­tions, and dined as though he were in his own home. When he had eaten al­most the whole piece, in ad­di­tion to a quant­ity of ve­get­ables, he real­ised that he was thirsty, and went to fetch one of the bottles stand­ing by the hearth.

			As soon as he saw the li­quor in his glass he knew it for brandy. So much the worse for it; it was hot, and would put fire in­to his veins; that would be good, after hav­ing been so cold; and he drank.

			He found it good in­deed, for he had long been un­used to it; he poured out an­oth­er full glass, and swal­lowed it in two gulps. He began to feel happy at once, heartened by the al­co­hol, as though a vast con­tent had poured through his body.

			He con­tin­ued to eat, less hast­ily now, chew­ing slowly and soak­ing his bread in the broth. The whole skin of his body had be­come burn­ing hot, es­pe­cially his fore­head, where the blood was thud­ding. But sud­denly a dis­tant bell rang. It was the Mass end­ing; and in­stinct rather than fear, the in­stinct­ive prudence that guides and fore­warns every creature in danger, jerked the car­penter to his feet. He put the re­mains of the loaf in one pock­et, and the bottle of brandy in the oth­er, and with furt­ive steps went to the win­dow and looked out at the road.

			It was still quite empty. He leapt out and went on his way; but in­stead of fol­low­ing the high road, he fled across the fields to­wards a wood he no­ticed.

			He felt alert, strong, and light­hearted, con­tent with what he had done, and so supple that he cleared the fences between the fields at one bound, feet to­geth­er.

			As soon as he was un­der the trees, he took the bottle from his pock­et and star­ted drink­ing again in long draughts, while he walked. Then his thoughts be­came con­fused, his eyes misty, and his legs as elast­ic as springs.

			He sang the old folk­song:

			
				
					“Ah! qu’il fait donc bon,
					

					Qu’il fait donc bon,
					

					Cueil­lir la fraise.”27
				

			

			He was walk­ing now on thick moss, damp and cool, and this pleas­ant car­pet un­der­foot filled him with a wild de­sire to turn somer­saults like a child. He took a run, went head over heels, leapt up, and began again. And between each caper, he went on singing:

			
				
					“Ah! qu’il fait donc bon,
					

					Qu’il fait donc bon,
					

					Cueil­lir la fraise.”
				

			

			Sud­denly he found him­self be­side a sunken lane, and saw therein a ser­vant girl re­turn­ing to the vil­lage, car­ry­ing in her hands two pails of milk; a bar­rel hoop from a cask kept them from knock­ing against her.

			He watched her, lean­ing for­ward, his eyes light­ing up like those of a dog sight­ing a quail.

			She caught sight of him, raised her head, burst out laugh­ing, and shouted to him:

			“Was it you singing like that?”

			He made no an­swer and jumped in­to the gully, al­though the bank was a good six feet high.

			“Lord, you did scare me!” she said, see­ing him sud­denly stand­ing in front of her.

			But he did not hear her; he was drunk, he was mad, in the grip of a pas­sion more dev­ast­at­ing than hun­ger, maddened by al­co­hol and the over­mas­ter­ing pas­sion of a man who for two months had been de­prived of everything; who is drunk, and young, and ar­dent, on fire with all the ap­pet­ites that nature has sown in a man’s vig­or­ous body.

			The girl re­coiled, frightened by his face, his eyes, his half-open mouth, and his out­stretched hands.

			He grasped her by the shoulders and, without say­ing a word, flung her down on the road. She let go of her pails; they rolled along nois­ily, spill­ing all the milk; then she screamed; then, real­ising that it was no use shout­ing in that deser­ted spot, and well aware now that he was not de­term­ined on her death, she yiel­ded without mak­ing too much to-do about it, nor much re­sent­ing it, for the fel­low was strong but not too rough really.

			When she rose, the thought of her over­turned pails filled her with sud­den wrath, and, tak­ing off one of her wooden shoes, she rushed in her turn on the man, de­term­ined to break his head if he did not pay for her milk.

			But he, mis­tak­ing her vi­ol­ent at­tack, a little sobered now, and des­per­ately frightened at what he had done, made off with all the haste his legs would let him, while she threw stones, of which some hit him in the back.

			He ran for a long time; then felt wear­i­er than ever be­fore in his life. His legs were too slack to carry him; his brain was reel­ing, he had for­got­ten everything that had happened, and could no longer think at all.

			He sat down at the foot of a tree.

			At the end of five minutes he was asleep.

			He woke with a ter­rible start, and, open­ing his eyes, per­ceived two shiny leath­er cocked hats bend­ing over him, and the two po­lice­men of the morn­ing hold­ing and bind­ing his arms.

			“I knew we’d catch you again,” jeered the ser­geant.

			Raudel rose without a word of reply. The men shook him, pre­pared to treat him roughly if he made a protest, for he was their prey now, fair game, pris­on game cap­tured by these hunters of crim­in­als who would not let him go again.

			“Off we go!” com­manded the ser­geant.

			They set off. Even­ing was at hand, spread­ing an au­tum­nal twi­light, heavy and sin­is­ter, over the land­scape.

			In half an hour they reached the vil­lage.

			All the doors were open, for every­one knew what had happened. Men and wo­men, be­side them­selves with an­ger, as though each man had been robbed and each wo­man raped, were eager to see the wretch brought back, so that they might hurl in­sults at him.

			The up­roar began at the first house and ended at the Town Hall, where the may­or was wait­ing also, avenged on this vag­a­bond.

			As soon as he saw him, he shouted from the dis­tance:

			“Ah! ha! my fine fel­low! Here we are!”

			And he rubbed his hands, happy as he sel­dom was.

			“I said so, I said so,” he con­tin­ued, “merely by see­ing him on the road,” and ad­ded, with re­doubled joy:

			“You’ll get your twenty years all right, you dirty scoun­drel!”

		
	
		
			A New Year’s Gift

			Jacques de Rayndal, hav­ing dined alone at home, told the manser­vant that he might go out, and settled down to write some let­ters.

			He al­ways ended the year this way: alone, writ­ing let­ters and dream­ing. He re­viewed everything that had happened since the last New Year’s Day, things that were done with, things that were dead, and as the faces of his friends ap­peared be­fore him he wrote a few lines to each one, send­ing his cor­di­al wishes for the 1st of Janu­ary.

			So he sat down, opened a draw­er, from which he took a wo­man’s pho­to­graph, which he kissed after gaz­ing at it for a few seconds. Then, pla­cing it be­side the sheet of note­pa­per, he began:

			
				“My Dear Irène,

				“You will have re­ceived the little souven­ir which I sent to the wo­man you are; I have shut my­self up this even­ing to tell you—”

			

			here the pen stopped and Jacques got up and began to walk up and down.

			

			For the last ten months he had had a mis­tress—not a mis­tress like the oth­ers: ad­ven­turesses, act­resses, street­walk­ers, but a wo­man he had loved and conquered. He was not a young man, al­though he was still youth­ful; he looked at life ser­i­ously from a pos­it­ive and prac­tic­al point of view.

			So he star­ted to draw up the bal­ance sheet of his love af­fair, just as he drew up the yearly ac­counts of his new or dis­carded friend­ships, of things that had happened and of people who had come in­to his life.

			The first ar­dour of his love had calmed down and he asked him­self, with the pre­ci­sion of a shop­keep­er mak­ing out his ac­counts, what his feel­ings were to­wards her, and tried to guess what they would be in the fu­ture. He found a great and deep af­fec­tion, com­posed of ten­der­ness, grat­it­ude, and of thou­sands of trifles from which spring close and last­ing in­timacies.

			A ring at the bell made him start. He hes­it­ated about open­ing the door, but de­cided that on New Year’s night one must al­ways open to the Un­known (who­ever it may be) who knocks in passing by. He there­fore took a candle, crossed the ante­room, shot back the bolt, turned the key, opened the door, and saw his mis­tress as pale as death, stand­ing there with her hands against the wall.

			He stammered: “What’s the mat­ter?”

			She replied: “You’re alone?”

			“Yes.”

			“No ser­vants?”

			“Yes.”

			“You were not go­ing out?”

			“No.”

			She entered the flat as if she were quite fa­mil­i­ar with it. When she reached the draw­ing room she sank upon the couch and, cov­er­ing her face with her hands, she burst in­to sobs. In­stantly he was on his knees be­side her, try­ing to move her arms away so as to see her eyes, say­ing again and again:

			“Irène, Irène, what’s the mat­ter with you? I im­plore you to tell me what’s the mat­ter.”

			In the midst of her sobs she mur­mured:

			“I can’t go on liv­ing like this.”

			He did not un­der­stand what she meant, and said:

			“Like what?”

			“Yes. I can’t go on liv­ing like this—at home—you don’t know—I nev­er told you—it’s ter­rible—I can’t go on—I suf­fer too much—he struck me a short time ago.”

			“Who—your hus­band?”

			“Yes, my hus­band.”

			“Ah!”

			He was sur­prised, for he had nev­er sus­pec­ted that this hus­band could be bru­tal. He was a man of the world, of the best circles, a club­man, a fre­quenter of the races and the stage-door, and a fen­cer. He was known, ap­pre­ci­ated, quoted every­where, for he had very cour­teous man­ners, a very com­mon­place mind, and that lack of in­struc­tion and real in­tel­li­gence which is the in­dis­pens­able re­quire­ment for think­ing as all well-brought-up people think. He also re­spec­ted all the pre­ju­dices of his set.

			He seemed to de­vote as much time to his wife as the rich and well-bred con­sider cor­rect. He was suf­fi­ciently anxious about her wishes, her health, her clothes, and, moreover, left her her full free­dom.

			As Irène’s friend, Rayndal had the right to the wel­come which every well-mannered hus­band owes to his wife’s friends. Then, when Jacques be­came the lov­er, after hav­ing been the friend, he was on the most cor­di­al terms with the hus­band, as was fit­ting and prop­er.

			He had nev­er seen or sus­pec­ted out­bursts of tem­per in that house, and was quite dis­mayed at the un­ex­pec­ted rev­el­a­tion.

			“How did it all hap­pen, tell me?” he said. And she told him a long story, the story of her life since the day she was mar­ried; from the first mis­un­der­stand­ing, caused by a trifle, to the great rift, widen­ing day by day, between two char­ac­ters in op­pos­i­tion. Then there were quar­rels and a com­plete sep­ar­a­tion—not only ap­par­ent but real—then her hus­band turned ag­gress­ive, sulky, vi­ol­ent, and now he was jeal­ous of Jacques, and had that very day struck her, after mak­ing a scene.

			She ad­ded firmly: “I will nev­er go back. You can do what you like with me.”

			Jacques was sit­ting op­pos­ite her, their knees touch­ing. He took hold of her hands and said:

			“My dear, dear friend, you are go­ing to make a great, an ir­re­par­able mis­take. If you want to leave your hus­band, put him in the wrong, so that your po­s­i­tion as a wo­man, as an ir­re­proach­able wo­man of the world, may be saved.”

			Gaz­ing at him with anxious eyes, she asked:

			“Then what do you ad­vise me to do?”

			“To go home and to put up with your life un­til you can get either a sep­ar­a­tion or a di­vorce hon­our­ably.”

			“Isn’t your ad­vice rather cow­ardly?”

			“No, it is right and reas­on­able. You oc­cupy a lead­ing po­s­i­tion, you have a name to be saved, friends to be kept, and re­la­tions to be con­sidered. All this must not be for­got­ten and lost through mere way­ward­ness.”

			She rose and said vehe­mently:

			“Well, there, no; I can’t; it’s fin­ished; it’s fin­ished; it’s fin­ished!” Then, put­ting her hands on her lov­er’s shoulders and look­ing him straight in the eyes, she asked:

			“Do you love me?”

			“Yes.”

			“Truly?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then, keep me here.”

			He ex­claimed: “Keep you? In my place? Here? But you must be mad! You would be done for forever; without hope of re­cov­ery! You are mad!”

			She con­tin­ued slowly and gravely, weigh­ing every word:

			“Listen, Jacques. He has for­bid­den me to see you again and I am not go­ing through the farce of clandes­tine meet­ings. You must either take me or lose me.”

			“In that case, my dear Irène, get a di­vorce and I will marry you.”

			“Yes, you’ll marry me in—two years at the soon­est. Yours is a pa­tient love!”

			“Come, come, think it over. If you live here, he will make you go back to­mor­row, be­cause he is your hus­band and the law is on his side.”

			“I did not ask you to keep me here, Jacques, but to take me away, any­where. I thought you loved me well enough to do that. I was mis­taken. Good­bye.”

			She turned and went to­wards the door so quickly that he only caught her as she was go­ing out of the room.

			“Listen, Irène—”

			She struggled and re­fused to listen to any­thing more; with eyes full of tears, she stammered: “Let me go—let me go—let me go—”

			He forced her to sit down and again knelt be­side her, try­ing to make her real­ise the folly, the danger of her plan, by every means in his power. He omit­ted none of the ar­gu­ments he ought to use to con­vince her of her folly, seek­ing means of per­sua­sion even in the ten­der­ness of his feel­ing for her.

			As she still re­mained dumb and frozen, he begged her to listen to him, to be­lieve what he said, to fol­low his ad­vice. When he had fin­ished, she only said:

			“Are you ready to let me go away now? Don’t hold me, I can’t get up.”

			“Come, Irène—”

			“Will you leave go of me?”

			“Irène, is this ir­re­voc­able?”

			“Will you let me go?”

			“Then stay. You know you are at home here. We’ll go away in the morn­ing.”

			She forced him to let her get up, and said, in a hard voice:

			“No. It’s too late. I don’t want sac­ri­fice, I don’t want de­vo­tion.”

			“Stay. I have done all that I ought to have done, I have said all that I ought to have said. I have no fur­ther re­spons­ib­il­ity for you; my con­science is at ease. Tell me your wishes and I will obey.”

			She sat down again, looked at him stead­ily, then asked quietly:

			“Well, then, ex­plain your­self.”

			“What? What do you want me to ex­plain?”

			“Everything. All that you have been think­ing to make you change your mind so com­pletely. Then I shall know what I must do.”

			“But I didn’t think at all. It was my duty to warn you that what you were bent on was mad­ness. You won’t give in, so I ask for my share in this mad­ness; more than that, I claim my share.”

			“It isn’t nat­ur­al to change one’s mind so quickly.”

			“Listen, my dear, dear friend. It is not a ques­tion of sac­ri­fice or de­vo­tion. The day I knew that I loved you, I said to my­self—and every lov­er should say the same thing in the same cir­cum­stances—the man who loves a wo­man, who sets out to make a con­quest, who is suc­cess­ful and makes her his, con­tracts a sol­emn ob­lig­a­tion which in­cludes not only him­self but the wo­man he loves. I am re­fer­ring, of course, to a wo­man like you, and not to those of easy ap­proach.

			“Mar­riage, with its great so­cial and leg­al value, is only of very slight mor­al value in my eyes, tak­ing in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the pre­vail­ing con­di­tions. There­fore when a wo­man who is bound by this leg­al tie does not love her hus­band and can­not love him, whose heart is free, meets a man she loves and gives her­self to him, when a man without oth­er ties takes pos­ses­sion of a wo­man in this way, I say that this free and mu­tu­al con­sent con­sti­tutes a much more bind­ing ob­lig­a­tion than the ‘yes’ uttered be­fore the Re­gis­trar. I say that if they are both hon­our­able their uni­on must be closer, stronger, saner than if it had been con­sec­rated by every sac­ra­ment of the Church.

			“The wo­man takes every risk, and it is be­cause she knows this, be­cause she gives all—her heart, her body, her soul, her hon­our, her life—be­cause she fore­sees the wretched­ness, the danger, the trouble, be­cause she dares to act boldly, firmly, be­cause she is pre­pared, de­term­ined to face any­thing—the hus­band who may kill her, and so­ci­ety who may turn its back on her—these are the reas­ons why she is worthy of re­spect in her con­jugal in­fi­del­ity, this is why the lov­er, in tak­ing pos­ses­sion of her, must also have fore­seen every pos­sible com­plic­a­tion and must cling to her no mat­ter what may hap­pen. I have noth­ing more to say. I spoke first as a reas­on­able man whose duty it was to warn you, now there only re­mains the man, he who loves you. Give your or­ders.”

			Ra­di­ant, she closed his mouth with her lips and whispered:

			“Darling, it was not true, noth­ing has happened, my hus­band does not sus­pect any­thing. But I wanted to see, I wanted to know what you would do—I wanted a New Year’s gift—the gift of your love—an­oth­er gift be­sides the neck­lace you sent me. You have giv­en it to me. Thanks—thanks—Oh, God! how happy I am!”

		
	
		
			Madame Hermet

			Mad­men fas­cin­ate me. These be­ings live in a mys­ter­i­ous land of fant­ast­ic dreams, in that im­pen­et­rable cloud of in­san­ity where all that they have seen on earth, all that they have loved, all that they have done, lives again for them in an ima­gin­ary ex­ist­ence out­side all the laws that gov­ern the world and or­der hu­man thought.

			For them the im­possible does not ex­ist, the un­likely dis­ap­pears, the fairy world be­comes the nat­ur­al world, and the su­per­nat­ur­al fa­mil­i­ar. Lo­gic, that an­cient bar­ri­er, reas­on, that an­cient wall, good sense, that an­cient bal­us­trade of the mind, is broken, shattered, de­mol­ished by their ima­gin­a­tion, which has been loosed in­to free­dom, has es­caped in­to the realms of fantasy to which no bounds are set, and rushes for­ward in fab­ulous leaps without let or hindrance. For them everything hap­pens and everything can hap­pen. They make no ef­forts to con­quer events, over­come res­ist­ances, sur­mount obstacles. A mere whim of their fantasy-cre­at­ing will al­lows them to be­come princes, em­per­ors or gods, to pos­sess all the riches of the world, all the good things of life, al­lows them to en­joy all pleas­ures, al­lows them to be al­ways strong, al­ways beau­ti­ful, al­ways young, al­ways loved. Of all creatures on this earth, they alone are happy, since for them real­ity no longer ex­ists. I like to hang over their vag­a­bond minds, as one hangs over an abyss in whose depths boils an un­known tor­rent, come one knows not whence and go­ing one knows not whith­er.

			But it avails us noth­ing to hang over these rav­ines, since we could nev­er know whence comes that stream or whith­er it goes. After all, it is only a stream, like the streams that run in broad day­light, and a sight of it would teach us very little.

			It avails us as little to hang over the minds of mad­men, for their most fant­ast­ic ideas are, in ef­fect, no more than ideas already known to us, made strange only be­cause they are no longer shackled by Reas­on. That ca­pri­cious spring con­founds and amazes us be­cause we do not see the place of its rising. Doubt­less a little stone dropped in its course is enough to pro­duce these whirl­pools. Nev­er­the­less, mad­men fas­cin­ate me, and I keep go­ing back to them, at­trac­ted in spite of my­self by this com­mon­place mys­tery of in­san­ity.

			But one day, as I was vis­it­ing one of their asylums, the doc­tor who was es­cort­ing me said:

			“Come, I’ll show you an in­ter­est­ing case.”

			And he opened a cell in which a wo­man of about forty years of age, still beau­ti­ful, was seated in a big arm­chair, gaz­ing fix­edly at her face in a small hand-glass.

			As soon as she saw us, she stood up, ran to the farther side of the room to get a veil thrown down on a chair, very care­fully swarthed her face in it, then re­turned, reply­ing to our greet­ings by a sign of her head.

			“Well,” said the doc­tor, “how are you this morn­ing?”

			She uttered a deep sigh.

			“Oh, ill, very ill, doc­tor, the marks get worse every day.”

			He replied with an air of con­vic­tion:

			“No, cer­tainly not, I as­sure you that you’re mis­taken.”

			She drew close to him to mur­mur:

			“No. I’m sure of it. I’ve coun­ted ten more marks this morn­ing, three on the right cheek, four on the left cheek, and three on my fore­head. It’s fright­ful, fright­ful. I dar­en’t let any­one see me now, not even my son, no, not even he! I’m ruined, I’m dis­figured for life.”

			She sank back in­to her arm­chair and began to sob.

			The doc­tor took a chair, seated him­self near her, and in a gentle, com­fort­ing voice said:

			“Come now, let me look, I as­sure you it’s noth­ing. By a slight caut­er­ising, I can make them all dis­ap­pear.”

			She shook her head, without say­ing a word. He tried to touch her veil, but she grasped it in both hands with such vi­ol­ence that her fin­gers went through it.

			He began afresh to ex­hort and re­as­sure her.

			“Come, now, you know quite well that I re­move the ugly pock­marks from your skin every time and that you can’t see them at all when I have at­ten­ded to them. If you don’t show them to me, I can’t cure you.”

			She mur­mured:

			“I’m quite will­ing to let you look again but I don’t know this gen­tle­man who is with you.”

			“He is a doc­tor too, who can at­tend to you even bet­ter than I can.”

			Then she un­covered her face, but her fear and her emo­tion, her shame at be­ing seen, made her blush even over her throat, to the point where her gown covered it. She lowered her eyes, turned her face now to the right and now to the left, to es­cape our gaze, and stammered:

			“Oh, it makes me suf­fer ag­on­ies to let you see me like this. It’s hor­rible, isn’t it? Isn’t it hor­rible?”

			I looked at her in the ut­most amazement, for she had noth­ing on her face, not a mark, not a stain, not a sign nor a scar.

			She turned to­wards me, keep­ing her eyes lowered, and said to me:

			“It was through nurs­ing my son that I con­trac­ted this fright­ful dis­ease. I saved him but I am dis­figured. I gave my beauty to my poor child. Well, I did my duty, and my con­science is at rest. If I suf­fer, only God knows it.”

			The doc­tor had taken from his pock­et a slender wa­ter­col­our brush.

			“Al­low me,” said he, “I’ll put it all right for you.”

			She turned to him her right cheek, and he began to lay light touches on it, as if he were put­ting small dabs of paint on it. He did the same to the left cheek, then to the chin, then the fore­head; then he cried:

			“Look, it’s all gone, all gone.”

			She took up her glass, gazed at her­self for a long time with a search­ing in­tens­ity, a har­row­ing in­tens­ity, a sav­agely con­cen­trated men­tal ef­fort to dis­cov­er some­thing, then she sighed:

			“No. There’s very little to see now. Thank you very much in­deed.”

			The doc­tor rose. He took leave of her, ushered me out and fol­lowed me; and as soon as the door was closed, said:

			“I’ll tell you that poor wo­man’s dread­ful story.”

			Her name is Mme. Her­met. She was very beau­ti­ful, a real coquette, loved of many, and full of the joy of life.

			She was one of those wo­men whose sole con­sol­a­tion in life is de­rived from and their con­duct dic­tated by their beauty and their de­sire to please.

			The un­re­mit­ting anxi­ety to pre­serve her fresh­ness, the care of her face, her hands, teeth, of every part of her body that she could dis­play, ab­sorbed all her time and all her at­ten­tion.

			She be­came a wid­ow, with one son. The child was brought up in the same way as are all chil­dren of much ad­mired wo­men. She loved him, how­ever.

			He grew up, and she grew old. Wheth­er or not she saw the fatal mo­ment com­ing, I don’t know. Did she, like so many oth­ers, gaze every morn­ing for hours and hours at the skin that used to be so del­ic­ate, so clear and fresh, and now is wrink­ling a little un­der the eyes, creas­ing it­self in a thou­sand lines, that are im­per­cept­ible now, but will deep­en and deep­en, day by day, month by month? And did she see, more and more strongly marked, ad­van­cing with slow re­lent­less cer­tainty, the long lines graven on the fore­head, those thin ser­pents whose pro­gress noth­ing halts? Did she en­dure the tor­ture, the ab­om­in­able tor­ture, of the look­ing-glass, of the small sil­ver hand-glass that she could not re­solve to leave on the table, then threw down in an­ger, and a mo­ment later picked up again, to see once more, ever near­er and near­er, the hate­ful si­lent rav­ages of ap­proach­ing age? Did she shut her­self up ten, twenty times a day, leav­ing, for no reas­on, the draw­ing room where her friends were chat­ting, to go up to her bed­room and, safe­guarded by bolts and locks, gaze again on the de­struc­tion at work in the ripened fad­ing flesh, to ex­am­ine des­pair­ingly the hardly per­cept­ible ad­vance that so far no one else seems to no­tice but of which she her­self is bit­terly aware? She knows where the most ser­i­ous rav­ages are, where the tooth of age bites deep­est. And the glass, the small, quite round glass in its frame of chased sil­ver, says dread­ful things to her, for it speaks, it seems to laugh, it rails on her and pre­dicts all that is com­ing to pass, all the miser­ies of her body, and the at­ro­cious tor­ture of her mind that will en­dure to the day of her death, which will be that of her de­liv­er­ance.

			Did she weep, dis­trac­ted, on her knees, her fore­head on the ground, and pray, pray, pray to Him who kills His creatures thus, giv­ing them youth only to make age the more bit­ter, and lend­ing them beauty only to take it back al­most at once; did she pray Him, im­plore Him, to grant to her what He had nev­er gran­ted to any­one, to al­low her to keep un­til her last day, charm and fresh­ness and grace? Then, real­ising that in vain does she im­plore the im­plac­able Un­known who adds year to year in end­less num­ber, did she roll with writh­ing arms on the car­pet of her room, did she beat her fore­head on its fur­niture and stifle in her throat her fright­ful des­pair­ing cries?

			She must have en­dured these tor­tures. For this is what happened:

			One day (she was then thirty-five years old) her son, aged fif­teen, fell ill.

			He took to his bed be­fore the doc­tors had been able to dia­gnose the cause of his ill­ness or its nature. An ab­bé, his tu­tor, watched over him, hardly leav­ing his side, while Mme. Her­met came morn­ing and even­ing to hear his re­port.

			She entered in the morn­ing in a rest gown, smil­ing, already scen­ted, and asked, from the door:

			“Well, George, are you get­ting bet­ter?”

			The tall young­ster, crim­son, his face swollen, and wasted by the fever, would an­swer:

			“Yes, mam­mie, a little bet­ter.”

			She lingered a few mo­ments in the bed­room, ex­amin­ing the bottles of medi­cine and mak­ing little grim­aces of dis­gust, then sud­denly cried: “Oh, I was for­get­ting some­thing very im­port­ant,” and she took her­self off, run­ning, leav­ing be­hind her the del­ic­ate fra­grance of her morn­ing toi­let.

			At night she ap­peared in her even­ing gown, in a still great­er hurry, for she was al­ways late, and she had just time to ask:

			“Well, what did the doc­tor say?”

			The ab­bé replied:

			“He’s not sure yet, ma­dame.”

			But, one even­ing, the ab­bé replied:

			“Madam, your son has taken small­pox.”

			She uttered a loud cry of fear and rushed away. When her maid came to her room next morn­ing the first thing she no­ticed in the room was a strong smell of burnt sug­ar, and she found her mis­tress, wide-awake, her face pale for lack of sleep and shak­ing with an­guish in her bed.

			As soon as the shut­ters were open Mme. Her­met asked:

			“How is George?”

			“Oh, not at all well today, ma­dame.”

			She did not get up un­til mid­day, ate two eggs with a cup of tea, as if she her­self were ill, then she went out and con­sul­ted a chem­ist as to the best meth­ods of keep­ing off the in­fec­tion of small­pox.

			She did not re­turn un­til din­ner­time, laden with phi­als, and shut her­self at once in her room, where she soaked her­self in dis­in­fect­ants.

			The ab­bé was wait­ing for her in the din­ing room. As soon as she caught sight of him she cried, in a voice full of emo­tion:

			“Well?”

			“Oh, no bet­ter. The doc­tor is very anxious.”

			She began to cry, and could eat noth­ing, so wretched was she.

			The next day, at dawn, she sent for news: the re­port was no bet­ter and she spent the whole day in her room, where small bra­zi­ers were smoking and filling the room with power­ful odours. Moreover, her maid de­clared that she heard her moan­ing all the even­ing.

			A whole week passed in this way: she did noth­ing at all but go out for an hour or two to take the air, to­wards the middle of the af­ter­noon.

			She asked for news every hour now, and sobbed when each re­port was worse.

			On the morn­ing of the el­ev­enth day, the ab­bé was an­nounced, entered her room, his face grave and pale, and de­clin­ing the chair that she offered him, said:

			“Ma­dame, your son is very ill, and he wants to see you.”

			She flung her­self on her knees, cry­ing:

			“Oh, my God, oh, my God, I dar­en’t! My God, my God! help me!”

			The priest answered:

			“The doc­tor holds out very little hope, ma­dame, and George is wait­ing for you.”

			Then he went out.

			Two hours later, as the boy, feel­ing him­self near death, asked again for his moth­er, the ab­bé went back to her room and found her still on her knees, still weep­ing and re­peat­ing:

			“I won’t. … I won’t. … I am too frightened … I won’t. …”

			He tried to per­suade her, to stiffen her res­ol­u­tion, to lead her out. He suc­ceeded only in giv­ing her a fit of hys­teria which las­ted for a long time and made her scream.

			The doc­tor came again to­wards even­ing, was told of her cow­ardice and de­clared that he him­self would fetch her, by per­sua­sion or force. But when, after hav­ing ex­hausted all his ar­gu­ments, he put his arm around her to carry her off to her son, she seized the door and clung to it so des­per­ately that no one could tear her away. Then, re­leased, she pros­trated her­self at the doc­tor’s feet, beg­ging for par­don, and ac­cus­ing her­self of wicked­ness. She kept cry­ing: “Oh, he’s not go­ing to die, tell me he’s not go­ing to die, I im­plore you, tell him that I love him, that I ad­ore him. …”

			The boy lay at the point of death. Real­ising that he only had a few mo­ments left, he begged them to per­suade his moth­er to say good­bye to him. With strange in­sight that the dy­ing some­times pos­sess, he had real­ised the truth, di­vined it, and said: “If she is afraid to come in, just beg her to come along the bal­cony as far as my win­dow so that at least I can see her and say good­bye to her by a look, since I may not kiss her.”

			The doc­tor and the ab­bé went back once more to this wo­man. “You will run no risk at all,” they de­clared, “since there will be glass between you and him.”

			She con­sen­ted to come, covered her head, took a bottle of smelling-salts, made three steps along the bal­cony, then sud­denly, hid­ing her face in her hands, she moaned: “No … no … I shall nev­er dare to look at him … nev­er … I’m too ashamed … I’m too afraid … no … I can’t.”

			They tried to drag her along, but she held with both hands to the bars and uttered such wails that the people passing by in the street lif­ted their heads.

			And the dy­ing boy waited, his eyes turned to­wards this win­dow, he waited, put­ting off death un­til he should have looked one last time on that gentle be­loved face, his moth­er’s blessed face.

			He waited for a long time, and night fell. Then he turned his face to the wall and nev­er spoke again.

			When day broke, he was dead. The next day, she was a mad­wo­man.

		
	
		
			Epiphany

			“Ah!” said Cap­tain the Comte de Gar­ens, “I should think I do re­mem­ber that Twelfth Night, dur­ing the war!

			“I was a quarter­mas­ter in the Hus­sars in those days, and for the past fort­night I’d been wan­der­ing about scout­ing in front of a Ger­man ad­vance-guard. The night be­fore, we had sabred some Uh­lans and lost three men; poor little Raudeville was one of them. You re­mem­ber Joseph de Raudeville.

			“Well, that day my cap­tain ordered me to take ten men to go and oc­cupy the vil­lage of Por­ter­in and guard it all night. There had been five fights in three weeks in the place, and not twenty houses were left stand­ing nor twelve people still dwell­ing in the damned wasps’ nest.

			“So I took my ten men and went off at about four o’clock. It was five o’clock, and pitch-dark, when we reached the first ru­ins of Por­ter­in. I called a halt and ordered Marchas—you know, Pierre de Marchas, who mar­ried the Mar­tel-Auvelin girl, the Mar­quis de Mar­tel-Auvelin’s daugh­ter—to go on alone in­to the vil­lage and bring back a re­port.

			“I had chosen only vo­lun­teers, all men of good fam­ily. In the army the men prefer not to be on fa­mil­i­ar terms with bounders. Marchas was a live wire, as sly as a fox and as wily as a ser­pent. He could scent a Prus­si­an like a dog a bone, could find food in a spot where we should have died of hun­ger without him, and could get in­form­a­tion from any­one, al­ways ac­cur­ate, with in­cred­ible skill.

			“He re­turned ten minutes later.

			“ ‘All se­rene,’ he said; ‘There hasn’t been a Prus­si­an in the place for three days. The vil­lage is a sin­is­ter place. I had a talk with a sis­ter who is look­ing after four or five sick people in an aban­doned con­vent.’

			“I ordered my men for­ward, and we entered the main street. We caught vague glimpses, to right and left, of roof­less walls hardly vis­ible in the pro­found dark­ness. Here and there a light gleamed be­hind a win­dow; a fam­ily, promp­ted by cour­age or ne­ces­sity, had stayed to guard its barely stand­ing home. Rain was be­gin­ning to fall, a thin, icy drizzle that froze be­fore it wet­ted, as soon as it touched our coats. The horses stumbled over stones, beams, and art­icles of fur­niture. Marchas was our guide, walk­ing at our head and lead­ing his beast by the bridle.

			“ ‘Where are you tak­ing us?’ I asked him.

			“ ‘I’ve got a good place,’ he replied.

			“Soon he stopped in front of a small villa, still in­tact, and fast locked. It was right on the road, with a garden at the rear.

			“Pick­ing up a large stone by the en­trance gate, Marchas smashed the lock; then he moun­ted the steps, broke in the front door with kicks and shoulder-thrusts, lit a candle-end that he al­ways kept in his pock­et, and pre­ceded us in­to the pleas­ant and com­fort­able home of some wealthy private cit­izen. He guided us with mar­vel­lous as­sur­ance, as though he had lived in the house, which he was, as a mat­ter of fact, see­ing for the first time.

			“Two men re­mained out­side, guard­ing our horses.

			“ ‘The stables must be on the left,’ said Marchas to fat Pon­der­el, who was fol­low­ing him; ‘I saw them as I came in. Go and put up the an­im­als: we don’t need them any more.’

			“He turned to me.

			“ ‘Give your or­ders—can’t you?—damn your eyes!’

			“The fel­low was al­ways sur­pris­ing me.

			“ ‘I’m go­ing to put sentries round the vil­lage,’ I replied, laugh­ing. ‘I’ll find you here when I’ve fin­ished.’

			“ ‘How many men are you tak­ing?’ he asked.

			“ ‘Five. The oth­ers will re­lieve them at ten to­night.’

			“ ‘Right. You’re leav­ing me four to get food, do the cook­ing, and lay the table. I’m go­ing to find where the wine is hid­den.’

			“I went off to re­con­noitre the deser­ted streets as far as the point where they ran out in­to the plain, and placed my sentries.

			“I was back again in half an hour. I found Marchas ly­ing in a large lounge chair; he had taken off its loose cov­er, for love of soft liv­ing, he said. He was toast­ing his feet at the fire, and smoking an ex­cel­lent ci­gar, the scent of which filled the room. He was alone, his el­bows on the arms of the chair, his head sunk between his shoulders, his cheeks pink, his eyes bright, and his ex­pres­sion one of de­lighted con­tent­ment.

			“I heard a clat­ter of plates in the next room. Marchas greeted me with a be­atif­ic smile.

			“ ‘All se­rene,’ he said; ‘I found the claret in the hen­house, the cham­pagne un­der the front door­steps, and the brandy—fifty bottles of real good stuff—in the kit­chen garden, un­der a pear-tree, which, in the light of a lan­tern, did not look to me to be quite straight. As for victu­als, we’ve two hens, a goose, a duck, three pi­geons, and a black­bird found in a cage; noth­ing, in fact, but our feathered friends. It’s all cook­ing now. This is a splen­did place.’

			“I had sat down op­pos­ite him. The flame in the fire­place scorched my nose and cheeks.

			“ ‘Where did you find that wood?’ I asked.

			“ ‘Won­der­ful wood,’ he mur­mured, ‘first-rate car­riage, a coupé. It’s the paint that makes it flare up, a sort of punch of spir­it and var­nish. A jolly good house!’

			“I laughed at the fel­low, he was so com­ic.

			“ ‘And to think it’s Twelfth Night!’ he con­tin­ued. ‘I’ve had a bean put in the goose; but there’s no queen; what a pity!’

			“ ‘What a pity!’ I echoed; ‘but what do you want me to do about it?’

			“ ‘Find ’em, of course!’

			“ ‘What?’

			“ ‘Wo­men.’

			“ ‘Wo­men? … You’re mad.’

			“ ‘Well, I found the brandy un­der the pear-tree—didn’t I?—and the cham­pagne un­der the door­steps, and I had noth­ing to go on, either. Where­as, for you, a skirt is a sure sign. You just have a hunt, old man.’

			“He seemed so grave, so ser­i­ous, so con­vinced, that I could not tell if he were jest­ing.

			“ ‘Marchas,’ I replied, ‘you’re pulling my leg.’

			“ ‘No, I’m not; I nev­er do, on ser­vice.’

			“ ‘But where the dev­il do you ex­pect me to find wo­men?’

			“ ‘Any­where. There must be two or three left in the neigh­bour­hood. Rout them out and bring them along.’

			“I rose. It was too hot in front of the fire.

			“ ‘Do you want a sug­ges­tion?’ ad­ded Marchas.

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘Go and find the priest.’

			“ ‘The priest. What for?’

			“ ‘Ask him to sup­per, and tell him to bring a wo­man.’

			“ ‘The priest! A wo­man! Ha! ha! ha!’

			“ ‘I’m not jok­ing,’ replied Marchas with ex­traordin­ary ser­i­ous­ness. ‘Go and find the priest, and tell him our situ­ation. He must be fright­fully bored; he’ll come all right. But tell him we must have at least one wo­man, a de­cent wo­man, of course, since we’re all gen­tle­men. He must have his fe­male pa­rish­ion­ers’ names and natures at his fin­gers’ ends. If there’s a pos­sible one about, and you make a good job of it, he’ll tell you who she is.’

			“ ‘But, good Lord, Marchas, what are you think­ing of?’

			“ ‘My dear Gar­ens, you can do it beau­ti­fully. It’ll be aw­fully funny. Damn it, we’re all good fel­lows, de­cently bred and agree­able and that sort of thing. Give the priest our names, make him laugh, soften his heart, se­duce him, and win him over!’

			“ ‘No, it’s im­possible.’

			“He drew up his chair. The dog knew my pet weak­ness, and replied:

			“ ‘Think what a joke it would be, and what a good story it will make. The whole army will be talk­ing of it. It’ll get you no end of a repu­ta­tion.’

			“I wavered, temp­ted by the ad­ven­ture.

			“ ‘Come on, Gar­ens,’ he per­sisted. ‘You’re com­mand­er here, and the only man who can go and seek out the loc­al com­mand­er of the Church. Do go. And I’ll make a poem about it, in the Re­vue des Deux Mondes, after the war, I swear I will. You owe it to your men; you’ve been trot­ting them all over the place for a sol­id month.’

			“I got up.

			“ ‘Where is the rect­ory?’ I asked.

			“ ‘Take the second turn­ing on the left. At the end of it, you’ll find an av­en­ue, and, at the end of the av­en­ue, the church. The rect­ory is be­side it.’

			“As he went out, he called after me:

			“ ‘Tell him the menu, to give him an ap­pet­ite.’

			“I had no dif­fi­culty in find­ing the priest’s little house, be­side a large ugly brick church. The door had no bell or knock­er, and I beat it with my upon fist.

			“ ‘Who’s there?’ asked a loud voice from with­in.

			“ ‘Quarter­mas­ter of Hus­sars,’ I replied.

			“I heard a noise of bolts and a key be­ing turned, and found my­self face to face with a tall, pot­bel­lied priest, with the chest of a prize­fight­er, for­mid­able hands is­su­ing from his rolled-back sleeves, a red com­plex­ion, and an air of good-fel­low­ship.

			“I sa­luted him in mil­it­ary fash­ion.

			“ ‘Good af­ter­noon, your Rev­er­ence.’

			“He had feared a sur­prise, an am­bus­cade by wan­der­ing troops, and it was with a smile that he replied:

			“ ‘Good af­ter­noon, friend; come in.’

			“I fol­lowed him in­to a little room with a red tiled floor; a mea­gre fire was burn­ing, very dif­fer­ent from Marchas’ fur­nace.

			“He showed me a chair, and then said:

			“ ‘What can I do for you?’

			“ ‘First of all, your Rev­er­ence, per­mit me to in­tro­duce my­self.’

			“And I offered him my card.

			“He took it, and re­peated un­der his breath:

			“ ‘The Comte de Gar­ens.’

			“ ‘There are el­ev­en of us here, your Rev­er­ence,’ I con­tin­ued, ‘five out on guard, and six in­stalled in the house of some un­known res­id­ent. The six are Gar­ens, my­self here, Pierre de Marchas, Ludovic de Pon­der­el, the Bar­on d’Étreil­lis, Karl Mas­son­ligny, the son of the artist, and Joseph Her­bon, a young mu­si­cian. I have come, on their be­half and my own, to ask you to do us the hon­our of sup­ping with us. It is a Twelfth Night sup­per, sir, and we should like to make some sort of fest­ive oc­ca­sion of it.’

			“The priest smiled.

			“ ‘This hardly seems an oc­ca­sion for mer­ri­ment,’ he mur­mured.

			“ ‘We’re fight­ing every day, sir,’ I replied. ‘Four­teen of our com­rades have died in the past month, and three fell only yes­ter­day. It is war. We’re stak­ing our lives every mo­ment; haven’t we the right to play the game gaily? We are French­men, we love to laugh, and we can laugh any­where. Our fath­ers laughed on the scaf­fold! And this even­ing we want to re­lax a little, like gen­tle­men, not a vul­gar orgy, you un­der­stand. Are we wrong?’

			“ ‘You are right, my friend,’ he replied eagerly, ‘and I have the greatest pleas­ure in ac­cept­ing your in­vit­a­tion. Hermance!’ he shouted.

			“An aged peas­ant wo­man, bent, wrinkled, and hideous, ap­peared and asked:

			“ ‘What is it?’

			“ ‘I shan’t be din­ing here, girl.’

			“ ‘Where are you din­ing, then?’

			“ ‘With the gen­tle­men of the Hus­sars.’

			“I wanted to say: ‘Bring your ser­vant,’ for the sake of see­ing Marchas’ face, but I did not dare.

			“ ‘Among those of your pa­rish­ion­ers who have stayed in the vil­lage,’ I began, ‘can you think of any­one, man or wo­man, whom I could in­vite also?’

			“He paused and thought.

			“ ‘No, no one,’ he replied.

			“ ‘No one!’ … I per­sisted. ‘Come now, your Rev­er­ence, do think. It would be vastly di­vert­ing to have ladies. Mar­ried couples, I mean. Of course, I don’t know any. The baker and his wife, per­haps? The gro­cer, the … the … the … the watch­maker … the … the shoe­maker … the … the chem­ist and his lady. … We’ve good food, and wine, and we should love to leave a kindly re­mem­brance of ourselves here.’

			“Again the priest re­flec­ted for some time, and fi­nally de­clared with de­cision:

			“ ‘No, no one.’

			“I began to laugh.

			“ ‘But, damn it, your Rev­er­ence, it’s a pity not to have a queen; we’ve got a bean. Now do think. Isn’t there a mar­ried may­or, a mar­ried deputy may­or, a mar­ried town coun­cil­lor, a mar­ried school­mas­ter? …’

			“ ‘No, all the ladies have gone.’

			“ ‘What, is there no good lady with her man in the whole place, to whom we could give this little pleas­ure, for it would be a great pleas­ure for them, in the present cir­cum­stances?’

			“All of a sud­den the priest burst out in a vi­ol­ent fit of laughter that shook his whole body.

			“ ‘Ha! ha! ha!’ he ex­claimed, ‘I’ve got it; by the Lord, I’ve got it! Ha! ha! ha! we’ll have a good laugh, my lads, that we will. And they’ll be aw­fully pleased, aw­fully pleased! Ha! ha! Now, where are you bil­leted?’

			“I told him the house, and de­scribed it. He knew it.

			“ ‘That’s splen­did. It’s M. Bertin-Lavaille’s place. I’ll be there in half an hour with four ladies!!! Ha! ha! ha! four ladies!!! …’

			“He went out with me, still laugh­ing, and left me, re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘In half an hour, then, at Bertin-Lavaille’s house.’

			“I went back quickly, in great as­ton­ish­ment and ex­cite­ment.

			“ ‘How many places?’ in­quired Marchas, catch­ing sight of me.

			“ ‘El­ev­en. Six of us Hus­sars, the priest, and four ladies.’

			“He was over­whelmed. It was my hour of tri­umph.

			“ ‘Four ladies! Did you say four ladies?’ he re­peated.

			“ ‘I said four ladies.’

			“ ‘Real wo­men?’

			“ ‘Real wo­men.’

			“ ‘Good God! My con­grat­u­la­tions!’

			“ ‘I ac­cept them. I de­serve them.’

			“He quit­ted his arm­chair, and opened the door. I saw a fine white cloth laid on a long table round which three Hus­sars in blue ap­rons were set­ting plates and glasses.

			“ ‘There will be wo­men!’ shouted Marchas, and the three men capered about and ap­plauded migh­tily.

			“All was ready. We were wait­ing. We waited for nearly an hour. A de­li­cious smell of roast­ing poultry was waf­ted over the whole house.

			“A knock upon the shut­ter made us all start up sim­ul­tan­eously. Fat Pon­der­el ran to open the door and, scarcely a minute later, a little nun ap­peared in the door­way. She was thin, wrinkled, and tim­id; and bowed in turn to each of the four scared Hus­sars who watched her come in. Be­hind her was a noise of sticks tap­ping upon the cor­ridor tiles, and, when she had passed in­to the draw­ing room, I could see three old white-bon­neted heads fol­low­ing be­hind, all sway­ing along with dif­fer­ent move­ments, one lolling to the right, and an­oth­er to the left. And three old wo­men ap­peared, limp­ing, drag­ging a leg, lamed with dis­ease and de­formed by old age, three pen­sioned-off in­val­ids, the only three pa­tients still cap­able of walk­ing out of the hos­pit­al, dir­ec­ted by Sis­ter Saint-Be­ne­dict.

			“She had turned back to­wards her pa­tients, full of so­li­citude for them; then, see­ing the gold lace that marked me as a quarter­mas­ter, she ad­dressed me:

			“ ‘Thank you very much, sir, for think­ing of these poor wo­men. They have very little pleas­ure in their lives, and it is a great hap­pi­ness and a great hon­our that you are be­stow­ing on them.’

			“I could see the priest, who had re­mained in the dark­ness of the pas­sage; he was laugh­ing up­roari­ously. I too began to laugh, es­pe­cially at sight of Marchas’ face. Then I showed the nun some chairs:

			“ ‘Sit down, Sis­ter; we are very proud and happy that you have ac­cep­ted our mod­est in­vit­a­tion.’

			“She took three chairs from along the wall and set them in a row be­fore the fire. Then she led up her three charges and sat them down therein, tak­ing away their sticks and shawls, which she laid down in a corner. Point­ing to the first wo­man, a thin creature with an enorm­ous stom­ach, ob­vi­ously drop­sic­al, she an­nounced:

			“ ‘This is old Moth­er Paumelle, whose hus­band was killed by fall­ing off a roof and whose son died in Africa. She is sixty-two.’

			“Then she in­dic­ated the second, a tall wo­man whose head was al­ways shak­ing.

			“ ‘This is old Moth­er Jean-Jean, aged sixty-sev­en. She is al­most blind; her face was scorched in a fire and her right leg half burnt away.’

			“Fi­nally she showed us the third, a sort of dwarf with pro­trud­ing eyes rolling in every dir­ec­tion, round and va­cant.

			“ ‘This is Putois, a half-wit. She is only forty-four.’

			“I had sa­luted the three as though they were Roy­al High­nesses to whom I was be­ing presen­ted. I turned to the priest:

			“ ‘You are a treas­ure, your Rev­er­ence,’ I said, ‘and all of us here owe you a debt of grat­it­ude.’

			“Every­one laughed, ex­cept Marchas, who seemed in a furi­ous tem­per.

			“ ‘Sis­ter Saint-Be­ne­dict is served,’ sud­denly shouted Karl Mas­son­ligny.

			“I sent her in front with the priest, and fol­lowed sup­port­ing old Moth­er Paumelle, tak­ing her arm and lead­ing her in­to the next room, not without dif­fi­culty, for her bloated body seemed heav­ier than iron.

			“Fat Pon­der­el took in Moth­er Jean-Jean, who whined for her crutch, and little Joseph Her­bon led Putois, the idi­ot, to the din­ing room, which was full of the odour of food.

			“As soon as we were in our places, the Sis­ter clapped her hands three times, and, with the pre­ci­sion of sol­diers present­ing arms, the wo­men rap­idly crossed them­selves. Then the priest slowly re­cited the Lat­in words of the Be­ne­di­cite.

			“We all sat down, and the two fowls ap­peared, car­ried in by Marchas, who was eager to act as a waiter in or­der to avoid be­ing present as a guest at the ab­surd meal.

			“ ‘The cham­pagne, quick!’ I shouted. A cork popped with a noise like a pis­tol-shot, and, des­pite the protests of the priest and the Sis­ter, the three Hus­sars seated be­side the three in­val­ids for­cibly poured their three full glasses down their neigh­bours’ throats.

			“Mas­son­ligny, who had a gift for mak­ing him­self at home any­where and at his ease with any­one, was pay­ing elab­or­ate and rarely com­ic at­ten­tions to Moth­er Paumelle. The vic­tim of dropsy was still gay at heart in spite of her mis­for­tunes, and made lively and teas­ing replies in a fal­setto voice that soun­ded as if it were ar­ti­fi­cially as­sumed. She laughed so vi­ol­ently at her neigh­bour’s pleas­ant­ries that her huge belly seemed on the point of fly­ing up and rolling all over the table. Little Her­bon had ser­i­ously taken in hand the busi­ness of mak­ing the half-wit drunk, and the Bar­on d’Étreil­lis, who was rather slow in the up­take, ques­tioned Moth­er Jean-Jean on the life, cus­toms, and dir­ec­tion of the hos­pit­al.

			“ ‘Oh!’ cried the frightened nun to Mas­son­ligny. ‘You will make her ill; please don’t make her laugh like that, I beg you, sir. Oh! sir! …’

			“She rose and flew at Her­bon, to snatch away the full glass he was nimbly empty­ing in­to Putois’ mouth.

			“The priest was al­most help­less with laughter, re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘Let them alone for once, Sis­ter, it doesn’t do them any harm. Let them alone.’

			“After the two fowls we had eaten the duck, flanked by the three pi­geons and the black­bird; then the goose ap­peared, smoking and golden, spread­ing around a warm smell of browned, juicy meat.

			“Moth­er Paumelle, who was grow­ing more lively, clapped her hands; Moth­er Jean-Jean stopped reply­ing to the Bar­on’s nu­mer­ous ques­tions, and Putois uttered little grunts of pleas­ure, half cries and half sighs, like the sound made by little chil­dren who are offered sweets.

			“ ‘May I take charge of this an­im­al?’ in­quired the priest. ‘I am an ex­pert in such op­er­a­tions.’

			“ ‘Cer­tainly, your Rev­er­ence.’

			“ ‘Might we have the win­dow open a little?’ asked the Sis­ter. ‘They are too hot; I am sure they will be ill.’

			“ ‘Open the win­dow for a minute,’ I said, turn­ing to Marchas.

			“He opened it and the cold air from out­side came in, set­ting the candles flick­er­ing and the smoke from the goose ed­dy­ing round the room; the priest, with a nap­kin round his neck, was sci­en­tific­ally re­mov­ing the bird’s wings.

			“We watched him at work, without speak­ing, fas­cin­ated by his lovely skill, and dowered with re­newed ap­pet­ites at the sight of the huge golden creature whose limbs fell one after an­oth­er in­to the brown gravy at the bot­tom of the dish.

			“Sud­denly, in the middle of our greedy, at­tent­ive si­lence, there entered through the open win­dow the sound of a dis­tant rifle shot.

			

			“I was on my feet so quickly that my chair fell over be­hind me.

			“ ‘To horse, all of you!’ I cried. ‘Marchas, take two men and go and get news. I shall be wait­ing here for you in five minutes.’

			“And while the three riders gal­loped away in­to the night, I and my two oth­er Hus­sars moun­ted at the steps of the villa. The priest, the Sis­ter, and the three worthy wo­men showed their scared faces at the win­dows.

			“Noth­ing more was to be heard, ex­cept for the bark­ing of a dog in the dis­tance. The rain had stopped; it was cold, very cold. A mo­ment later I could hear a gal­lop­ing horse, a single horse re­turn­ing.

			“It was Marchas.

			“ ‘Well?’ I shouted.

			“ ‘Noth­ing at all,’ he replied. ‘François has wounded an old peas­ant who re­fused to an­swer to the “Who goes there?” and con­tin­ued to ad­vance, in spite of the or­der to clear off. They’re bring­ing him in, and we shall see who he is.’

			“I ordered the horses to be put back in the stables, and sent my two men to meet the oth­ers. Then I re­turned to the house.

			“The priest, Marchas, and I car­ried down a mat­tress in­to the draw­ing room for the wounded man; the Sis­ter tore us a nap­kin and made lint of it, while the three be­wildered wo­men re­mained sit­ting in a corner.

			“Soon I heard a sound of sabres clat­ter­ing on the road; I took a candle to give light to the men who were re­turn­ing. They came in­to sight, bear­ing the in­ert, slack, long, sin­is­ter shape that a hu­man body be­comes when the vigour of life has with­drawn.

			“The wounded man was laid upon the mat­tress pre­pared for him, and I saw at the first glance that he was dy­ing.

			“There was a rat­tling in his throat, and he was spit­ting blood; it trickled from the corners of his lips, spurt­ing from his mouth at each hic­cup. The poor man was covered with it! His cheeks, his beard, his hair, his neck, his clothes, all seemed to have been scoured and bathed in a basin of red. The blood had con­gealed upon him, and had grown stale, dull, and mixed with mud; a hor­rible sight.

			“Wrapped in a great frieze cloak, the old man kept half open­ing sad, light­less, empty eyes, that seemed dazed with as­ton­ish­ment, like those of a shot beast fallen at the hunter’s feet; already three parts dead, be­sot­ted with sur­prise and ter­ror, he stared at his slay­er.

			“ ‘Ah!’ cried the priest, ‘it’s Fath­er Pla­cide, the old shep­herd from Les Moulins. The poor old man’s deaf, and can­not have heard. Dear! dear! you’ve killed the poor wretch!’

			“The Sis­ter had torn away his blouse and his shirt, and was gaz­ing at a little purple hole, no longer bleed­ing, in the middle of his chest.

			“ ‘There is noth­ing to be done,’ she said.

			“The shep­herd, gasp­ing ter­ribly, was still spit­ting blood at every one of his last breaths; in his throat, right down to the lungs, could be heard a cease­less, sin­is­ter, gurg­ling sound.

			“The priest, stand­ing over him, raised his right hand, made the sign of the cross, and in a slow, sol­emn voice uttered the Lat­in words that wash clean the soul.

			“Be­fore he had fin­ished, the old man was shaken with a brief shud­der, as though some­thing in­side him had just broken. He had stopped breath­ing. He was dead.

			“Turn­ing round, I saw a spec­tacle more ghastly than the last ag­on­ies of the un­for­tu­nate man: the three old wo­men, stand­ing huddled to­geth­er, were mak­ing hideous grim­aces of an­guish and hor­ror.

			“I went to­wards them, and they began to ut­ter shrill screams and tried to run away, as though I were go­ing to kill them too.

			“Moth­er Jean-Jean, who could put no weight on her burnt leg, fell full length upon the floor.

			“The Sis­ter, abandon­ing the dead man, ran to her charges, and, without a word or a glance at me, wrapped them in their shawls, gave them their crutches, hustled them to the door, thrust them out of it, and van­ished with them in­to the ut­ter black­ness of the night.

			“I real­ised that I could not even send one Hus­sar with them; the mere noise of his sabre would have driv­en them out of their minds.

			“The priest was still star­ing at the dead man.

			“At last he turned round to­wards me.

			“ ‘A bad busi­ness,’ he said, ‘a bad busi­ness.’ ”

		
	
		
			One Night’s Entertainment

			Ser­geant-Ma­jor Va­ra­jou had got eight days’ leave to vis­it his sis­ter, Mme. Padoie. Va­ra­jou, who was gar­risoned at Rennes, and led a gay life there, find­ing him­self pen­ni­less and in dis­grace with his fam­ily, had writ­ten to his sis­ter that he would be able to de­vote a week’s free­dom to her. Not that he was very fond of Mme. Padoie, a sen­ten­tious little wo­man, pi­ous and al­ways ill-tempered, but he needed money, he needed it badly, and he re­membered that the Padoies were the only re­main­ing re­l­at­ives on whom he had not levied toll.

			Va­ra­jou seni­or, formerly a hor­ti­cul­tur­ist at An­gers, had re­tired from busi­ness, had shut his purse to his scapegrace of a son, and had hardly set eyes on him for two years. His daugh­ter had mar­ried Padoie, formerly a bank clerk, who had just been made a tax-col­lect­or at Vannes.

			So Va­ra­jou betook him­self by train to his broth­er-in-law’s house; he found him in his of­fice, in the thick of a dis­cus­sion with some Bre­ton peas­ants from the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage. Padoie rose from his chair, held out a hand across the table piled with pa­pers, and mur­mured:

			“Take a seat, I’ll be ready to talk to you in a minute,” sat down again, and went on with the dis­cus­sion.

			The peas­ants did not un­der­stand his ex­plan­a­tions, he did not un­der­stand their ar­gu­ments; he spoke French, the oth­ers spoke a Bre­ton dia­lect, and the clerk who was act­ing as in­ter­pret­er did not seem to un­der­stand either party.

			For a long time Va­ra­jou sat con­tem­plat­ing his broth­er-in-law, and think­ing: “What an im­possible ass!”

			Padoie must have been nearly fifty years old; he was tall, thin, bony, slow and shaggy, with over­arch­ing eye­brows that formed hairy vaults over his eyes. His head was covered with a vel­vet cap, or­na­men­ted with a golden tas­sel; his glance was mild, as were all his char­ac­ter­ist­ics; he was mild in word, deed and thought. Va­ra­jou si­lently re­it­er­ated: “What an im­possible ass!”

			He him­self was one of your noisy rois­ter­ers, for whom life holds no great­er pleas­ures than wine and bought wo­men. Out­side these two poles of ex­ist­ence, he un­der­stood noth­ing. Brag­gart, brawl­er, con­temp­tu­ous of every liv­ing per­son, he des­pised the whole world from the heights of his ig­nor­ance. When he said: “Damn it, what a lark,” he had cer­tainly ex­pressed the highest de­gree of ad­mir­a­tion of which he was cap­able.

			At last Padoie dis­missed the peas­ants, and asked:

			“You go­ing on all right?”

			“Not bad, as you can see. What about you?”

			“Fairly well, thanks. It’s very nice of you to think of com­ing to see us.”

			“Oh, I’ve been think­ing of com­ing to see you for a long time, but in the mil­it­ary pro­fes­sion one’s not so free, you know.”

			“Oh, I know, I know. Nev­er mind, it’s very nice of you.”

			“And is Joséphine well?”

			“Yes, yes, thanks, you’ll see her in a mo­ment.”

			“Where is she now, then?”

			“She’s out vis­it­ing; we have a num­ber of re­l­at­ives here; it’s a very se­lect town.”

			“I’m sure it is.”

			But the door opened, Mme. Padoie ap­peared. She ap­proached her broth­er with no great show of joy, offered him her cheek, and said: “Have you been here long?”

			“No, hardly half an hour.”

			“Ah, I thought the train would be late. Come in­to the draw­ing room, will you?”

			As soon as they were alone: “I’ve been hear­ing fine tales about you.”

			“What have you heard?”

			“It seems that you be­have in the most dis­grace­ful ways, that you drink and run up bills.”

			He wore an air of pro­found as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Nev­er in my life.”

			“Oh, don’t deny it, I know bet­ter.”

			He made an­oth­er at­tempt to de­fend him­self, but she si­lenced him with so vi­ol­ent a scold­ing that he was com­pelled to hold his tongue. Then she ad­ded:

			“We dine at six, you’re free till din­ner, I can’t keep you com­pany be­cause I’ve sev­er­al things to do.”

			Left to him­self, he hes­it­ated between sleep­ing and go­ing out. He gazed in turn at the door lead­ing to his room, and the one which led to the street. He de­cided on the street.

			So he went out, and sauntered slowly, his sword clank­ing on his legs, through the dreary Bre­ton town, so sleepy, so dead-alive be­side its in­land sea, that it was called the “Mor­bi­han.” He looked at the little grey houses, the rare pass­ersby, the empty shops, and mur­mured: “You couldn’t call Vannes gay or bois­ter­ous; it was a rot­ten idea to come here.”

			He reached the gloomy har­bour, re­turned along a sad, deser­ted boulevard, and was home again be­fore five o’clock. Then he flung him­self upon his bed to sleep till din­ner time.

			The maid woke him by knock­ing on his door.

			“Din­ner is ready, sir.”

			He went down.

			In the damp din­ing room, where the pa­per was peel­ing off the lower half of the walls, a soup tur­een waited on a round bare table in com­pany with three mel­an­choly plates.

			M. and Mme. Padoie entered just as Va­ra­jou did.

			They took their places, then hus­band and wife made a sign of the cross on the pit of their stom­achs, after which Padoie served the soup, gravy soup. It was broth day.

			After the soup, came the beef, over­done, dis­in­teg­rated, greasy beef, cooked to a mush. The ser­geant-ma­jor mas­tic­ated it slowly, over­come with dis­gust, wear­i­ness and an­ger.

			Mme. Padoie was say­ing to her hus­band:

			“You’re go­ing to vis­it the pres­id­ent to­night?”

			“Yes, my dear.”

			“Don’t stay too late. You get tired every time you go out any­where; you’re not fit to lead a so­cial life with your bad health.”

			Then she began to talk about the so­ci­ety of Vannes, of the very se­lect so­ci­ety which re­ceived the Padoies with the greatest re­spect, be­cause of their re­li­gious be­liefs.

			Then mashed pota­toes, with slices of cold saus­age, were served, in hon­our of the guest. Then cheese. The meal was fin­ished. No cof­fee.

			Va­ra­jou real­ised that he would have to spend the even­ing alone with his sis­ter, en­dur­ing her re­proaches, and listen­ing to her ser­mons, without even a li­queur to pour down his throat to make her rep­rim­ands easi­er to swal­low; he thought des­per­ately that he could not en­dure such an­guish, and de­clared that he had to re­port at the po­lice sta­tion to get his leave pa­pers made prop­erly in or­der. And he hur­ried away at sev­en o’clock.

			The in­stant he got in­to the street, he began by shak­ing him­self like a dog com­ing out of the wa­ter. “My God,” he mur­mured, “oh, my God, what a filthy bore!”

			He set out in search of a café, the best café in the town. He found it in a square, be­hind two gas jets. In­side, five or six men, quiet, pros­per­ous trades­people, were sit­ting with their el­bows on the little tables, drink­ing and quietly talk­ing, while two bil­liard-play­ers walked round the green cloth, where their balls rolled and col­lided.

			Voices rose, an­noun­cing the score. “Eight­een. Nine­teen. No luck. Oh, good stroke; well played. El­ev­en. You ought to have taken it off the red. Twenty. Run through, run through. Twelve. Then, I was right, wasn’t I?”

			Va­ra­jou ordered: “Cof­fee, and a de­canter of brandy, the best.”

			Then he sat down, and waited for his drinks.

			He was ac­cus­tomed to spend­ing his even­ings of free­dom with his com­rades, in rowdy hil­ar­ity and clouds of smoke. The si­lence and calm of this place ex­as­per­ated him. He began to drink, first cof­fee, and then the de­canter of brandy, then a second which he had ordered. He was ready to laugh now, shout, sing, fight someone.

			“Thank the Lord,” he said, “Va­ra­jou’s him­self again.” Then the idea came in­to his head to find some wo­men for his amuse­ment. He called for a waiter:

			“Hi, my lad.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“My lad, where­abouts in this town can a fel­low see a bit of fun?”

			The man looked blank at the ques­tion.

			“I don’t know, sir. At this café.”

			“What do you mean, in this café? What do you call a bit of fun, eh?”

			“Why, I don’t know, sir; drink­ing a glass of good beer or wine.”

			“Come off it, idi­ot. Wo­men, what do you do for wo­men?”

			“Wo­men! Ah!”

			“Yes, wo­men. Where’ll I get any here?”

			“Wo­men?”

			“Yes, of course, wo­men.”

			The waiter came closer, and lowered his voice:

			“You want to know where the house is?”

			“Lord, yes.”

			“Take the second street to the left, and the first to the right. Num­ber 15.”

			“Thanks, old bean. Here y’re.”

			“Thank you, sir.”

			And Va­ra­jou left the café re­peat­ing: “Second to the left, first to the right, 15.” But after walk­ing for a few mo­ments, he thought: “Second to the left—yes—But ought I to turn right or left from the café? Bah, dev­il take it, I’ll soon find out.”

			He walked on, turned down the second street to the left, then down the first on the right, and looked for num­ber 15. It was a fairly sub­stan­tial house, and he could see that the first-floor win­dows were lit up be­hind their closed shut­ters. The front door was half open, and a lamp was burn­ing in the hall: The ser­geant-ma­jor thought: “This is it.”

			So he went in, and, as no one came, he called:

			“Hullo, hullo.”

			A little maid came, and stood stock-still in amazement at the sight of a sol­dier. “Good even­ing, my child,” he said to her. “Are the ladies up­stairs?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“In the draw­ing room?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“I can go up, I sup­pose, can I?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“The door is at the top of the stairs?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			He went up­stairs, opened a door, and in a room bril­liantly lighted by two lamps, a lustre, and two can­de­lab­ras of wax candles, he saw four ladies in even­ing gowns who seemed to be ex­pect­ing some­body.

			Three of them, the young­est, were ar­ranged rather stiffly on chairs covered in gar­net vel­vet, while the fourth, who was about forty-five years old, was ar­ran­ging some flowers in a vase. She was very fat, and clad in a green silk dress that, like a sheath of a mon­strous flower, re­vealed her enorm­ous arms, and her enorm­ous throat, shin­ing rose-red un­der a coat­ing of powder.

			The ser­geant-ma­jor sa­luted:

			“Good even­ing, ladies.”

			The old lady, turned round; she seemed sur­prised, but she bowed:

			“Good even­ing.”

			He sat down.

			But per­ceiv­ing that they showed no signs of be­ing de­lighted to wel­come him, he thought that prob­ably only of­ficers were ad­mit­ted to this place; the thought dis­turbed him. Then he said to him­self: “Bah, if an of­ficer comes, we’ll pull it off.” And he asked:

			“Everything all right?”

			The stout lady, who was doubt­less the mis­tress of the house, replied:

			“Quite all right, thank you.”

			He found no more to say and no one else spoke.

			At last he be­came ashamed of his dif­fid­ence and, laugh­ing awk­wardly, said:

			“Well, we’re not hav­ing a very ri­ot­ous time. I’ll pay for a bottle of wine …”

			He had not fin­ished his re­mark when the door opened again, and Padoie ap­peared in even­ing dress.

			At the sight of him, Va­ra­jou gave vent to a howl of de­light, and jump­ing to his feet, he leapt on his broth­er-in-law, seized him in his arms, and danced him round the draw­ing room, bawl­ing: “Here’s old Padoie … here’s old Padoie … here’s old Padoie.”

			Then, leav­ing the col­lect­or dazed with sur­prise, he shouted in his face:

			“Oh, you gay dog, you gay dog! … So you’re hav­ing a night out … oh, you gay dog! What about my sis­ter! You’re giv­ing her the go-by, are you?”

			And see­ing in a flash all the prof­it­able con­sequences of this un­hoped-for situ­ation, forced loans and ab­so­lutely safe black­mail, he flung him­self full length on the couch and began to laugh so madly that the whole couch creaked.

			The three young ladies rose as one, and hur­ried out, while the eld­er lady re­coiled to­wards the door, and seemed on the verge of faint­ing.

			Two gen­tle­men ap­peared, both in even­ing dress, and wear­ing their or­ders. Padoie flung him­self to­wards them.

			“Oh, Mr. Pres­id­ent … he’s mad … mad. … He’s your been sent to us to re­cu­per­ate … you can see for your­self that he’s mad.”

			Va­ra­jou gave it up: he didn’t un­der­stand things now, and ab­ruptly guessed that he had made some quite mon­strous lapse. Then he stood up, and turned to­wards his broth­er-in-law:

			“What’s this house, where are we?” he asked.

			But Padoie, seized with a sud­den ac­cess of fury, stammered:

			“Where are we? … where are we? … Wretch … miscre­ant … scoun­drel … where are we? … in the pres­id­ent’s house … in the house of Pres­id­ent de Morte­m­ain … de Morte­m­ain … de … de … de Morte­m­ain … oh … oh … swine! … swine! … swine! … swine!”

		
	
		
			The Door

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Karl Mas­souligny, “the ques­tion of com­plais­ant hus­bands is a dif­fi­cult one. I have seen many kinds, and yet I am un­able to give an opin­ion about any of them. I have of­ten tried to de­term­ine wheth­er they are blind, weak, or clair­voy­ant. I be­lieve that there are some who be­long to each of these cat­egor­ies.

			“Let us quickly pass over the blind ones. They can­not rightly be called com­plais­ant, since they do not know, but they are good creatures who can­not see farther than their noses. It is a curi­ous and in­ter­est­ing thing to no­tice the ease with which men—all men, and even wo­men, all wo­men—can be de­ceived. We are taken in by the slight­est trick of those about us of—our chil­dren, our friends, our ser­vants, our trades­people. Hu­man nature is cred­u­lous, and in or­der to sus­pect, guess and over­come the de­ceit of oth­ers, we do not dis­play one-tenth of the fin­esse which we use when we, in turn, wish to de­ceive someone else.

			“The clair­voy­ant hus­bands can be di­vided in­to three classes. Those who have some in­terest, pe­cu­ni­ary, am­bi­tious or oth­er­wise, in their wife’s hav­ing a lov­er, or lov­ers. These ask only that ap­pear­ances be ob­served more or less, and they are sat­is­fied. Next come those who get angry. What a beau­ti­ful nov­el one could write about them! Fi­nally the weak ones! Those who are afraid of scan­dal.

			“There are also those who are power­less, or, rather, tired, who es­cape the con­jugal bed from fear of atax­ia or apo­plexy, who are sat­is­fied to see a friend run these risks.

			“But I have met a hus­band of a rare spe­cies, who guarded against the com­mon ac­ci­dent in a strange and witty man­ner.

			“In Par­is I had made the ac­quaint­ance of an el­eg­ant, fash­ion­able couple very much in de­mand. The wo­man, nervous, tall, slender, cour­ted, was sup­posed to have had many ad­ven­tures. She pleased me with her wit, and I be­lieve that I pleased her, also. I cour­ted her, a tri­al court­ing to which she answered with evid­ent pro­voca­tions. Soon we ar­rived at tender glances, pres­sures of the hands, all the little gal­lantries which pre­cede the great at­tack.

			“Nev­er­the­less, I hes­it­ated. I be­lieve that, as a rule, the ma­jor­ity of so­ci­ety in­trigues, how­ever short they may be, are not worth the trouble which they give us and the dif­fi­culties which may arise. I there­fore men­tally com­pared the ad­vant­ages and dis­ad­vant­ages which I could ex­pect, and I thought I no­ticed that the hus­band sus­pec­ted me and was watch­ing me.

			“One even­ing, at a ball, as I was say­ing tender things to the young wo­man in a little room lead­ing from the big hall where the dan­cing was go­ing on, I no­ticed in a mir­ror the re­flec­tion of someone who was watch­ing us. It was he. Our looks met, and then I saw him turn his head and walk away.

			“I mur­mured: ‘Your hus­band is spy­ing on us.’

			“She seemed dumb­foun­ded, and asked: ‘My hus­band?’

			“ ‘Yes, he has been watch­ing us for some time.’

			“ ‘Non­sense! Are you sure?’

			“ ‘Very sure.’

			“ ‘How strange! On the con­trary, he is usu­ally very pleas­ant to all my friends.’

			“ ‘Per­haps he guessed that I love you!’

			“ ‘Non­sense! You are not the first one to pay at­ten­tion to me. Every wo­man who is a little in view drags be­hind her a troop of ad­mirers.’

			“ ‘Yes. But I love you deeply.’

			“ ‘Ad­mit­ting that that is true, does a hus­band ever guess those things?’

			“ ‘Then he is not jeal­ous?’

			“ ‘No—no!’

			“She thought for an in­stant, and then con­tin­ued: ‘No. I do not think that I ever no­ticed any jeal­ousy on his part.’

			“ ‘Has he nev­er—watched you?’

			“ ‘No. As I said, he is al­ways agree­able to my friends.’

			

			“From that day my court­ing be­came much more as­sidu­ous. The wo­man did not please me any more than be­fore, but the prob­able jeal­ousy of her hus­band temp­ted me greatly.

			“As for her, I judged her coolly and clearly. She had a cer­tain worldly charm, due to a quick, gay, ami­able, and su­per­fi­cial mind, but no real, deep at­trac­tion. She was, as I have already said, nervous, all on the sur­face and very el­eg­ant. How can I ex­plain my­self? She was … a dec­or­a­tion, not a home.

			“One day, after tak­ing din­ner with her, her hus­band said to me, just as I was leav­ing: ‘My dear friend’ (he now called me ‘friend’), ‘we soon leave for the coun­try. It is a great pleas­ure for my wife and my­self to re­ceive the people whom we like. We would like to have you spend a month with us. It would be very nice of you to do so.’

			“I was dumb­foun­ded, but I ac­cep­ted.

			“A month later I ar­rived at their es­tate of Vert­cresson, in Touraine. They were wait­ing for me at the sta­tion, two miles from the château. There were three of them, she, the hus­band, and a gen­tle­man un­known to me, the Comte de Mort­erade, to whom I was in­tro­duced. He ap­peared to be de­lighted to make my ac­quaint­ance, and the strangest ideas passed through my mind while we trot­ted along the beau­ti­ful road between two hedges of green. I was say­ing to my­self: ‘Let’s see, what can this mean? Here is a hus­band who can­not doubt that his wife and I are on more than friendly terms, and yet he in­vites me to his house, re­ceives me like an old friend, and seems to say: “Go ahead, my friend, the road is clear!” ’

			“Then I am in­tro­duced to a very pleas­ant gen­tle­man, who seems already to have settled down in the house, and … and who is per­haps try­ing to get out of it, and who seems as pleased at my ar­rival as the hus­band him­self.

			“Is it some former lov­er who wishes to re­tire? One might think so. But, then, would these two men ta­citly have come to one of those in­fam­ous little ar­range­ments so com­mon in so­ci­ety? And without con­sult­ing me, it is pro­posed that I shall quietly enter in­to the as­so­ci­ation and take up the suc­ces­sion. All hands and arms are held out to me. All doors and hearts are open to me.

			“And she? An en­igma. She can­not be ig­nor­ant of everything. How­ever? … how­ever? … there it is … I am quite at sea!

			

			“The din­ner was very gay and friendly. On leav­ing the table the hus­band and his friend began to play cards, while I went out on the steps to look at the moon­light with Ma­dame. She seemed to be greatly moved by nature, and I judged that the mo­ment of my hap­pi­ness was near. That even­ing she was really de­light­ful. The coun­try seemed to make her more tender, or rather more lan­guish­ing. Her long, slender fig­ure looked pretty on this stone step be­side a great vase in which grew some flowers. I felt like tak­ing her out un­der the trees, throw­ing my­self at her feet, and speak­ing to her words of love.

			“Her hus­band’s voice called: ‘Louise?’

			“ ‘Yes, my dear.’

			“ ‘You are for­get­ting the tea.’

			“ ‘I am com­ing, dear.’

			“We re­turned to the house, and she served tea. The two men, hav­ing fin­ished their game of cards, were ob­vi­ously sleepy. We had to go to our rooms. I did not get to sleep till late, and then I slept badly.

			“An ex­cur­sion was de­cided upon for the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon, and we went in an open car­riage to vis­it some ru­ins. She and I were in the back of the vehicle and they were op­pos­ite us, with their backs to the driver. The con­ver­sa­tion was an­im­ated, agree­able and un­con­strained. I am an orphan, and it seemed to me as though I had just found my fam­ily, I felt so much at home with them.

			“Sud­denly, as she had stretched out her foot between her hus­band’s legs, he mur­mured re­proach­fully: ‘Louise, please don’t use up your old shoes your­self. There is no reas­on for be­ing neat­er in Par­is than in the coun­try.’

			“I looked down. She was in­deed wear­ing worn-out shoes, and I no­ticed that her stock­ings were not pulled up tightly.

			“She had blushed and hid­den her foot un­der her dress. The friend was look­ing out in the dis­tance, with an in­dif­fer­ent and un­con­cerned look.

			“The hus­band offered me a ci­gar, which I ac­cep­ted. For a few days it was im­possible for me to be alone with her for two minutes; he was with us every­where. He was de­light­ful to me.

			“One morn­ing he came to get me to take a walk be­fore lunch, and the con­ver­sa­tion happened to turn on mar­riage. I spoke a little about solitude, and about how charm­ing life can be made by a wo­man. Sud­denly he in­ter­rup­ted me, say­ing: ‘My boy, don’t talk about things you know noth­ing about. A wo­man who has no fur­ther reas­on for lov­ing you will not love you for long. All the little coquetries which make them so ex­quis­ite when they do not def­in­itely be­long to us cease as soon as they be­come ours. And then … the re­spect­able wo­men … that is to say, our wives … are … are not … they lack … do not un­der­stand their busi­ness as wo­men. Do you un­der­stand?’

			“He said no more, and I could not ex­actly guess his thoughts.

			“Two days after this con­ver­sa­tion he called me to his room quite early in or­der to show me a col­lec­tion of en­grav­ings. I sat in an easy-chair op­pos­ite the big door which sep­ar­ated his apart­ment from his wife’s, and be­hind this door I heard someone walk­ing and mov­ing, and I was think­ing very little of the en­grav­ings, al­though I kept ex­claim­ing: ‘Oh, charm­ing! de­light­ful! ex­quis­ite!’

			“He sud­denly said: ‘Oh, I have a beau­ti­ful spe­ci­men in the next room. I’ll go get it.’

			“He ran to the door quickly, and both sides opened as though for a the­at­ric­al ef­fect.

			“In a large room, all in dis­order, in the midst of skirts, col­lars, blouses ly­ing around on the floor, stood a tall, dried-up creature with her hair hanging. The lower part of her body was covered with an old, worn-out silk pet­ti­coat, which clung about her thin hips, and she was stand­ing in front of a mir­ror brush­ing some short, sparse blond hairs. Her arms formed two acute angles, and as she turned around in as­ton­ish­ment I saw un­der a com­mon lin­en chemise a reg­u­lar cemetery of ribs, which were hid­den from the pub­lic gaze by cot­ton pads.

			“The hus­band nat­ur­ally uttered an ex­clam­a­tion, and came back, clos­ing the doors, and said with a heart­broken air: ‘Gra­cious! how stu­pid I am! Oh, how thought­less! My wife will nev­er for­give me for that!’

			“I already felt like thank­ing him. I left three days later, after cor­di­ally shak­ing hands with the two men and kiss­ing the lady’s fin­gers; she bade me a cold good­bye.”

			

			Karl Mas­souligny was si­lent. Someone asked: “But what was the friend?”

			“I don’t know … how­ever … how­ever, he looked greatly dis­tressed to see me leav­ing so soon.”

		
	
		
			The Baroness

			“You might see some in­ter­est­ing pieces there,” my friend Bois­rené said. “Come with me.” He took me to the first floor of a beau­ti­ful house in one of the best streets in Par­is. We were re­ceived by a very agree­able man, with per­fect man­ners, who led us from room to room, and showed us rare pieces, neg­li­gently let­ting fall the price. Vast sums, ten, twenty, thirty, fifty thou­sand francs, fell from his lips with so much grace and ease that no one could doubt that mil­lions were locked up in the safe be­long­ing to this man-of-the-world deal­er.

			I had long known him by re­pute. Very clev­er, very subtle-wit­ted, very in­tel­li­gent, he ac­ted as in­ter­me­di­ary in all sorts of trans­ac­tions. He was in touch with all the richest am­a­teurs in Par­is, and even in Europe and Amer­ica; he knew their tastes and their latest crazes, and he wrote or wired the news to such as lived in dis­tant towns, as soon as ever any piece came in­to the mar­ket which was likely to in­terest them.

			Mem­bers of the best fam­il­ies, who found them­selves in a tem­por­ary em­bar­rass­ment, had re­course to him, it might be to find money for gambling, it might be to pay a debt, or to sell a pic­ture, an heir­loom, a tapestry, or even a house or an es­tate, in mo­ments of par­tic­u­lar stress.

			It was said that he nev­er re­fused his ser­vices when he saw a chance of profit.

			Bois­rené seemed to be on in­tim­ate terms with this curi­ous deal­er. They had worked to­geth­er more than once. I looked at the man with sharp in­terest.

			He was tall, thin, bald and vastly el­eg­ant. His gentle in­sinu­at­ing voice had a charm of its own, a se­duct­ive charm that gave things a spe­cial value. When he held a piece in his fin­gers, he turned it over and over, look­ing at it so in­tel­li­gently and subtly, so el­eg­antly and sym­path­et­ic­ally that the thing seemed to take on an im­me­di­ate ad­ded beauty, a trans­form­a­tion wrought by his touch and his glance. It be­came at once much more valu­able in the eyes of the be­hold­er just through hav­ing passed from the show­case in­to his grasp.

			“And your Christ?” said Bois­rené; “the beau­ti­ful Renais­sance Christ that you showed me last year?”

			The man smiled and answered:

			“I sold it, and in a very odd way. It’s a real frag­ment of Parisi­an life. Would you like to hear it?”

			“I should.”

			“You know Bar­on­ess Sam­or­is?”

			“Yes and no. I have seen her once, but I know what she is.”

			“You do really know about her?”

			“Yes.”

			“Tell me what you know, so that I can be sure you’re not mak­ing a mis­take.”

			“Cer­tainly. Mme. Sam­or­is is a wo­man of the world who has a daugh­ter, though no one knows any­thing about a hus­band. In any event, if she has not had a hus­band, she man­ages her lov­ers with great dis­cre­tion, for she is re­ceived in a cer­tain sec­tion of so­ci­ety, which is either tol­er­ant or blind.

			“She goes reg­u­larly to church, re­ceives the sac­ra­ments with a de­vout os­ten­ta­tion and nev­er com­prom­ised her­self in the eyes of the world. She hopes that her daugh­ter will marry well. Have I got her right?”

			“Yes, but I’ll add to the stock of your know­ledge: she is a kept wo­man whose lov­ers have a great­er re­spect for her than if she did not sleep with them. It is a rare qual­ity; and the wo­man who achieves it can get what she wants from any man. The man whom, all un­known to him­self, she has already de­cided to take, seeks her fa­vour for a long time, de­sires her and trembles for his au­da­city, en­treats her and is ashamed of en­treaty, is amazed when she sur­renders, and pos­sesses her with re­spect­ful grat­it­ude. He nev­er no­tices that he is pay­ing her, to such a fine art has she brought the act of tak­ing; she keeps the tone of their re­la­tion­ship so re­served, so dig­ni­fied, so cor­rect that when he leaves her bed he would as­sault any man dar­ing to doubt his mis­tress’s vir­tue. And that in all good faith.

			“I have been of ser­vice to this wo­man on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions. And she has no secrets from me.

			“Well, early in Janu­ary, she came to me to bor­row thirty thou­sand francs. I did not lend them to her, of course, but as I wanted to ob­lige her I begged her to tell me ex­actly how she was placed so that I might know what I could do for her.

			“She de­scribed the situ­ation in lan­guage so ex­traordin­ar­ily dis­creet that she could not have phrased it more del­ic­ately if she had been talk­ing about her little girl’s first com­mu­nion. I gathered at last that times were hard and she was pen­ni­less.

			“Thanks to the crisis in trade, polit­ic­al troubles that the ex­ist­ing gov­ern­ment ap­peared to keep go­ing at will, ru­mours of war, and the gen­er­al un­rest, money moved re­luct­antly even through lov­ers’ hands. And, be­sides, a wo­man of her repu­ta­tion could not give her­self to the first comer.

			“She needed a man of the world, the most ex­clus­ive so­cial world, who would crown her repu­ta­tion while sup­ply­ing her daily bread. A wealthy sy­bar­ite had com­prom­ised her daugh­ter bey­ond hope and made her mar­riage very prob­lem­at­ic. She could not now af­ford to re­sort to a pro­fes­sion­al go-between or shady in­ter­me­di­ar­ies who could once have ex­tric­ated her from her dif­fi­culties.

			“Be­sides, she had to main­tain her es­tab­lish­ment, and con­tin­ue to keep open house, in or­der not to lose all chance of find­ing among her many vis­it­ors the dis­creet and dis­tin­guished friend for whom she was wait­ing, whom she would choose.

			“I con­vinced her that there was little pro­spect of my get­ting back my thirty thou­sand francs, since when she had run through them, it would be ne­ces­sary for her to make at least sixty thou­sand in one haul be­fore she could re­pay me my half.

			“She listened to me in ap­par­ent dis­tress. And I did not know what to sug­gest, un­til an idea, a really ori­gin­al idea, flashed across my mind.

			“I had just bought the Renais­sance Christ I showed you, an ad­mir­able piece, quite the most beau­ti­ful bit of work in that man­ner I have ever seen.

			“ ‘My dear friend,’ I said to her, ‘I am go­ing to send you home this ivory. You will in­vent an in­geni­ous story for it, a really mov­ing, ro­mantic story, any story you like, to ex­plain your de­sire to get rid of it. It is, of course, a fam­ily treas­ure in­her­ited from your fath­er.

			“ ‘I will send col­lect­ors to you and bring them to you my­self. I leave the rest to you. I will let you have all ne­ces­sary in­form­a­tion about them the day be­fore. This Christ is worth fifty thou­sand francs, but I will let it go for thirty thou­sand. The dif­fer­ence will be your com­mis­sion.’

			“She re­flec­ted a few mo­ments with an air of pro­found grav­ity, and answered: ‘Yes, it is pos­sibly a good idea. Thank you very much.’

			“I had my Christ taken to her house next day, and the same even­ing I sent her the Bar­on de Saint-Hos­pit­al.

			“For three months I went on send­ing cli­ents to her, my very best cli­ents, those whose high stand­ing had been amply proved in my busi­ness re­la­tions with them. But I heard noth­ing of her.

			“Then I had a vis­it from a for­eign­er who spoke French very badly, and I de­cided to take him my­self to the Sam­or­is’ house to see what was go­ing on.

			“A foot­man in black liv­ery opened the door and showed me in­to a pretty draw­ing room, dec­or­ated in sub­dued col­ours and fur­nished in ex­cel­lent taste. We waited here for some minutes. She ap­peared, look­ing charm­ing, shook hands with me, and asked us to sit down; and when I had ex­plained to her the reas­on of my vis­it, she rang.

			“The foot­man re­appeared.

			“ ‘See wheth­er Mlle. Isa­bella will let us vis­it her chapel,’ she said.

			“The young girl brought her an­swer her­self. She was fif­teen years old, ra­di­ant with first youth, and wore an air of mod­est sim­pli­city.

			“She would take us her­self to her chapel.

			“It was a kind of sac­red bou­doir where a sil­ver lamp was burn­ing be­fore the Christ, my Christ, laid on a bed of black vel­vet. The whole set­ting was charm­ing and very clev­er.

			“The child crossed her­self, then said to us:

			“ ‘Look at it, gen­tle­men, is it not lovely?’

			“I took the thing up, ex­amined it and pro­nounced it quite re­mark­able. The for­eign­er con­sidered it too, but he seemed much more in­ter­ested in the two wo­men than in the Christ.

			“Their house gave one a feel­ing of well-be­ing; there was a scent of in­cense, flowers and per­fumes. It was hap­pi­ness to be there. It was so com­fort­able a place that one longed to stay.

			“When we re­turned to the draw­ing room I broached, in a re­served and del­ic­ate fash­ion, the ques­tion of price. Lower­ing her glance, Mme. Sam­or­is said fifty thou­sand francs.

			“Then she ad­ded: ‘If you would like to see it again, mon­sieur, I rarely go out be­fore three o’clock, and I am at home every day.’

			“When we were in the street, the for­eign­er de­man­ded to be told more about the Bar­on­ess, whom he had found al­to­geth­er ex­quis­ite. But I heard noth­ing fur­ther of either of them.

			“An­oth­er three months went by.

			“One morn­ing, less than a fort­night ago, she ar­rived here at break­fast time, and laid a pock­et­book in my hands: ‘My dear, you’re an an­gel. I have brought you fifty thou­sand francs: I am buy­ing your Christ my­self, and I am pay­ing twenty thou­sand francs more than the price agreed, on con­di­tion that you go on send­ing me … send­ing me cli­ents … be­cause he is still for sale … my Christ …’ ”

		
	
		
			The Horla

			May 8. What a glor­i­ous day! I have spent the whole morn­ing ly­ing on the grass in front of my house, un­der the enorm­ous plane-tree that forms a com­plete cov­er­ing, shel­ter and shade for it. I love this coun­try, and I love liv­ing here be­cause it is here I have my roots, those deep-down slender roots that hold a man to the place where his fore­fath­ers were born and died, hold him to ways of thought and habits of eat­ing, to cus­toms as to par­tic­u­lar foods, to loc­al fash­ions of speech, to the in­ton­a­tions of coun­try voices, to the scent of the soil, the vil­lages, and the very air it­self.

			I love this house of mine where I grew up. From my win­dows I see the Seine flow­ing along­side my garden, bey­ond the high road, al­most at my door, the great wide Seine, run­ning from Rouen to Havre, covered with passing boats.

			Away to the left, Rouen, the wide­spread town, with its blue roofs ly­ing un­der the brist­ling host of Goth­ic bel­fries. They are bey­ond num­ber, frail or sturdy, dom­in­ated by the leaden steeples of the cathed­ral, and filled with bells that ring out in the limp­id air of fine morn­ings, send­ing me the sweet and far-off mur­mur of their iron tongues, a brazen song borne to me on the breeze, now louder, now softer, as it swells or dies away.

			How beau­ti­ful this morn­ing has been!

			To­wards el­ev­en o’clock a long con­voy of boats fol­lowed each oth­er past my gate, be­hind a squat tug look­ing like a fly, and wheez­ing pain­fully as it vomited thick clouds of smoke.

			After two Eng­lish yachts whose crim­son awn­ings rose and fell against the sky, came a splen­did three-masted Brazili­an, all white, glor­i­ously clean and glit­ter­ing. The sight of this ship filled me with such joy that I sa­luted her, I don’t know why.

			May 11. I have had a slight fever for the last few days; I feel ill or rather un­happy.

			Whence come these mys­ter­i­ous in­flu­ences that change our hap­pi­ness to de­jec­tion and our self-con­fid­ence to dis­cour­age­ment? It is as if the air, the un­seen air, were full of un­know­able powers whose mys­ter­i­ous near­ness we en­dure. I wake full of joy, my throat swell­ing with a long­ing to sing. Why? I go down to the wa­ter­side; and sud­denly, after a short walk, I come back home wretched, as if some mis­for­tune were wait­ing me there. Why? Has a chill shud­der, passing lightly over my skin, shaken my nerves and darkened my spir­it? Have the shapes of the clouds, or the col­our of the day, the ever-chan­ging col­our of the vis­ible world, troubled my mind as they slipped past my eyes? Does any­one know? Everything that sur­rounds us, everything that we see un­see­ing, everything that we brush past un­know­ing, everything that we touch im­palp­ably, everything that we meet un­no­ti­cing, has on us, on the or­gans of our bod­ies, and through them on our thoughts, on our very hearts, swift, sur­pris­ing and in­ex­plic­able ef­fects.

			How deep it is, this mys­tery of the In­vis­ible! We can­not fathom it with our miser­able senses, with our eyes that per­ceive neither the too small, nor the too great, nor the too near, nor the too dis­tant, nor the in­hab­it­ants of a star, nor the in­hab­it­ants of a drop of wa­ter … with our ears that de­ceive us, trans­mit­ting the vi­bra­tions of the air to us as son­or­ous sounds. They are fair­ies who by a mir­acle trans­mute move­ment in­to sound, from which meta­morph­os­is mu­sic is born, and make aud­ible in song the mute quiv­er­ing of nature … with our smell, feebler than a dog’s … with our taste, that can only just de­tect the age of a wine.

			If only we had oth­er or­gans to work oth­er mir­acles on our be­half, what things we could dis­cov­er round us!

			May 16. I am cer­tainly ill, I have been so well since last month. I have a fever, a rot­ten fever, or rather a fe­ver­ish weak­ness that op­presses my mind as wear­ily as my body. All day and every day I suf­fer this fright­ful sense of threatened danger, this ap­pre­hen­sion of com­ing ill or ap­proach­ing death, this presen­ti­ment which is doubt­less the warn­ing sig­nal of a lurk­ing dis­ease ger­min­at­ing in my blood and my flesh.

			May 18. I have just con­sul­ted my doc­tor, for I was not get­ting any sleep. He found that my pulse is rap­id, my eyes dilated, my nerves on edge, but no alarm­ing symp­tom of any kind. I am to take douches and drink brom­ide of po­tassi­um.

			May 25. No change. My case is truly strange. As night falls, an in­com­pre­hens­ible un­eas­i­ness fills me, as if the night con­cealed a fright­ful men­ace dir­ec­ted at me. I dine in haste, then I try to read; but I don’t un­der­stand the words: I can hardly make out the let­ters. So I walk back­wards and for­wards in my draw­ing room, op­pressed by a vague fear that I can­not throw off, fear of sleep­ing and fear of my bed.

			About ten o’clock I go up to my room. The in­stant I am in­side the room I double-lock the door and shut the win­dows; I am afraid … of what? I nev­er dreaded any­thing be­fore. … I open my cup­boards, I look un­der my bed; I listen … listen … to what? It’s a queer thing that a mere phys­ic­al ail­ment, some dis­order in the blood per­haps, the jangling of a nerve thread, a slight con­ges­tion, the least dis­turb­ance in the func­tion­ing of this liv­ing ma­chine of ours, so im­per­fect and so frail, can make a mel­an­chol­ic of the hap­pi­est of men and a cow­ard of the bravest. Then I lie down, and wait for sleep as if I were wait­ing to be ex­ecuted. I wait for it, dread­ing its ap­proach; my heart beats, my legs tremble; my whole body shivers in the warmth of the bed­clothes, un­til the mo­ment I fall sud­denly on sleep, like a man fall­ing in­to deep and stag­nant wa­ters, there to drown. Nowadays I nev­er feel the ap­proach of this per­fi­di­ous sleep, that lurks near me, spy­ing on me, ready to take me by the hand, shut my eyes, steal my strength.

			I sleep—for a long time—two or three hours—then a dream—no—a night­mare seizes me. I feel that I am ly­ing down and that I am asleep … I feel it and I know it … and I feel too that someone ap­proaches me, looks at me, touches me, climbs on my bed, kneels on my chest, takes my neck between his hands and squeezes … squeezes … with all his might, strangling me.

			I struggle madly, in the grip of the fright­ful im­pot­ence that para­lyses us in dreams; I try to cry out—I can’t; I try to move—I can’t; pant­ing, with the most fright­ful ef­forts, I try to turn round, to fling off this creature who is crush­ing and chok­ing me—I can’t do it.

			And sud­denly I wake up, ter­ri­fied, covered with sweat. I light a candle. I am alone.

			The crisis over—a crisis that hap­pens every night—I fall at last in­to a quiet sleep, un­til day­break.

			June 2. My case has grown worse. What can be the mat­ter with me? Brom­ide is use­less; douches are use­less. Lately, by way of weary­ing a body already quite ex­hausted, I went for a tramp in the forest of Rou­mare. At first I thought that the fresh air, the clear sweet air, full of the scents of grass and trees, was pour­ing a new blood in­to my veins and a new strength in­to my heart. I fol­lowed a broad glade, then I turned to­wards Boville, by a nar­row walk between two ranks of im­mensely tall trees that flung a thick green roof, al­most a black roof, between the sky and me.

			A sud­den shud­der ran through me, not a shud­der of cold but a strange shud­der of an­guish.

			I quickened my pace, un­easy at be­ing alone in this wood, un­reas­on­ably, stu­pidly, ter­ri­fied by the pro­found solitude. Ab­ruptly I felt that I was be­ing fol­lowed, that someone was on my heels, as near as near, touch­ing me.

			I swung round. I was alone. I saw be­hind me only the straight open walk, empty, high, ter­ri­fy­ingly empty; it stretched out in front of me too, as far as the eye could see, as empty, and fright­en­ing.

			I shut my eyes. Why? And I began to turn round on my heel at a great rate like a top. I al­most fell; I opened my eyes again; the trees were dan­cing; the earth was sway­ing; I was forced to sit down. Then, ah! I didn’t know now which way I had been walk­ing. Strange thought! Strange! Strange thought! I didn’t know any­thing at all now. I took the right-hand way, and found my­self back in the av­en­ue that had led me in­to the middle of the forest.

			June 3. The night has been ter­rible. I am go­ing to go away for sev­er­al weeks. A short jour­ney will surely put me right.

			Ju­ly 2. Home again. I am cured. I have had, moreover, a de­light­ful hol­i­day. I vis­ited Mont-Saint-Michel, which I didn’t know.

			What a vis­ion one gets, ar­riv­ing at Av­ranches as I did, to­wards dusk! The town lies on a slope, and I was taken in­to the pub­lic garden, at the end of the city. A cry of as­ton­ish­ment broke from me. A shore­less bay stretched be­fore me, as far as eye could see: it lay between op­pos­ing coasts that van­ished in dis­tant mist; and in the midst of this vast tawny bay, un­der a gleam­ing golden sky, a strange hill, sombre and peaked, thrust up from the sands at its feet. The sun had just sunk, and on a ho­ri­zon still ri­ot­ous with col­our was etched the out­line of this fant­ast­ic rock that bore on its sum­mit a fant­ast­ic monu­ment.

			At day­break I went out to it. The tide was low, as on the even­ing be­fore, and as I drew near it, the mi­ra­cu­lous ab­bey grew in height be­fore my eyes. After sev­er­al hours’ walk­ing I reached the mon­strous pile of stones that sup­ports the little city dom­in­ated by the great church. I clambered up the steep nar­row street, I entered the most won­der­ful Goth­ic dwell­ing made for God on this earth, as vast as a town, with in­nu­mer­able low rooms hol­lowed out un­der the vaults and high gal­ler­ies slung over slender columns. I entered this gi­gant­ic gran­ite jew­el, as del­ic­ate as a piece of lace, pierced every­where by towers and airy bel­fries where twist­ing stair­ways climb, towers and bel­fries that by day against a blue sky and by night against a dark sky lift strange heads, brist­ling with chi­mer­as, dev­ils, fant­ast­ic beasts and mon­strous flowers, and are linked to­geth­er by slender carved arches.

			When I stood on the top I said to the monk who ac­com­pan­ied me: “What a glor­i­ous place you have here, Fath­er!”

			“We get strong winds,” he answered, and we fell in­to talk as we watched the in­com­ing sea run over the sand and cov­er it with a steel cuir­ass.

			The monk told me stor­ies, all the old stor­ies of this place, le­gends, al­ways le­gends.

			One of them par­tic­u­larly im­pressed me. The people of the dis­trict, those who lived on the Mount, de­clared that at night they heard voices on the sands, fol­lowed by the bleat­ing of two she-goats, one that called loudly and one call­ing softly. Un­be­liev­ers in­sisted that it was the cry­ing of sea birds which at one and the same time re­sembled bleat­ings and the wail­ing of hu­man voices: but be­nighted fish­er­men swore that they had met an old shep­herd wan­der­ing on the dunes, between two tides, round the little town flung so far out of the world. No one ever saw the head hid­den in his cloak: he led, walk­ing in front of them, a goat with the face of a man and a she-goat with the face of a wo­man; both of them had long white hair and talked in­cess­antly, dis­put­ing in an un­known tongue, then ab­ruptly ceased cry­ing to be­gin a loud bleat­ing.

			“Do you be­lieve it?” I asked the monk.

			He mur­mured: “I don’t know.”

			“If,” I went on, “there ex­is­ted on the earth be­ings oth­er than ourselves, why have we not long ago learned to know them; why have you your­self not seen them? Why have I not seen them my­self?”

			He answered: “Do we see the hun­dred thou­sandth part of all that ex­ists? Think, there’s the wind, the greatest force in nature, which throws down men, shat­ters build­ings, up­roots trees, stirs up the sea in­to wa­tery moun­tains, des­troys cliffs and tosses the tall ships against the shore, the wind that kills, whistles, groans, roars—have you seen it, can you see it? Nev­er­the­less, it ex­ists.”

			Be­fore his simple reas­on­ing I fell si­lent. This man was either a seer or a fool. I should not have cared to say which; but I held my peace. What he had just said, I had of­ten thought.

			Ju­ly 3. I slept badly; I am sure there is a fe­ver­ish in­flu­ence at work here, for my coach­man suf­fers from the same trouble as my­self. When I came home yes­ter­day, I no­ticed his strange pal­lor.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, Jean?” I de­man­ded.

			“I can’t rest these days, sir; I’m burn­ing the candle at both ends. Since you went away, sir, I haven’t been able to throw it off.”

			The oth­er ser­vants are all right, how­ever, but I am ter­ri­fied of get­ting caught by it again.

			Ju­ly 4. It has surely caught me again. My old night­mares have come back. Last night I felt crouch­ing on me someone who presses his mouth on mine and drinks my life between my lips. Yes, he sucked it from my throat like a leech. Then he rose from me, re­plete, and I awoke, so mangled, bruised, en­feebled, that I could not move. If this goes on for many days more, I shall cer­tainly go away again.

			Ju­ly 5. Have I lost my reas­on? What has just happened, what I saw last night, is so strange that my head reels when I think of it.

			Fol­low­ing my in­vari­able cus­tom in the even­ings, I had locked my door; then, feel­ing thirsty, I drank half a glass of wa­ter and I happened to no­tice that my carafe was filled up right to its crys­tal stop­per.

			I lay down after this and fell in­to one of my dread­ful slum­bers, from which I was jerked about two hours later by a shock more fright­ful than any of the oth­ers.

			Ima­gine a sleep­ing man, who has been as­sas­sin­ated, and who wakes with a knife through his lung, with the death rattle in his throat, covered with blood, un­able to breathe, and on the point of death, un­der­stand­ing noth­ing—and there you have it.

			When I fi­nally re­covered my san­ity, I was thirsty again; I lit a candle and went to­wards the table where I had placed my carafe. I lif­ted it and held it over my glass; not a drop ran out. It was empty! It was com­pletely empty. At first, I simply didn’t un­der­stand; then all at once a fright­ful rush of emo­tion so over­whelmed me that I was forced to sit down, or say rather that I fell in­to a chair! Then I leaped up again and looked round me! Then I sat down again, lost in sur­prise and fear, in front of the trans­par­ent crys­tal. I gazed at it with a fixed stare, seek­ing an an­swer to the riddle. My hands were trem­bling. Had someone drunk the wa­ter? Who? I? It must have been me. Who could it have been but me? So I was a somn­am­bu­list, all un­aware I was liv­ing the mys­ter­i­ous double life that raises the doubt wheth­er there be not two selves in us, or wheth­er, in mo­ments when the spir­it lies un­con­scious, an ali­en self, un­know­able and un­seen, in­hab­its the cap­tive body that obeys this oth­er self as it obeys us, obeys it more read­ily than it obeys us.

			Oh, can any­one un­der­stand my fright­ful agony? Can any­one un­der­stand the feel­ings of a sane-minded, edu­cated, thor­oughly ra­tion­al man, star­ing in ab­ject ter­ror through the glass of his carafe, where the wa­ter has dis­ap­peared while he slept? I re­mained there un­til day­light, not dar­ing to go back to bed.

			Ju­ly 6. I am go­ing mad. My carafe was emp­tied again last night—or rather, I emp­tied it.

			But is it I? Is it I? Who can it be? Who? Oh, my God! Am I go­ing mad? Who will save me?

			Ju­ly 10. I have just made some as­ton­ish­ing ex­per­i­ments. Listen!

			On the 6th of Ju­ly, be­fore ly­ing down in bed, I placed on my table wine, milk, wa­ter, bread and straw­ber­ries.

			Someone drank—I drank—all the wa­ter, and a little of the milk. Neither the wine, nor the bread, nor the straw­ber­ries were touched.

			On the 7th of Ju­ly, I made the same ex­per­i­ment and got the same res­ult.

			On the 8th of Ju­ly, I left out the wa­ter and the milk. Noth­ing was touched.

			Fi­nally, on the 9th of Ju­ly, I placed only the wa­ter and milk on my table, tak­ing care to wrap the carafes in white muslin cloths and to tie down the stop­pers. Then I rubbed my lips, my beard and my hands with a char­coal pen­cil and lay down.

			The usu­al over­power­ing sleep seized me, fol­lowed shortly by the fright­ful waken­ing. I had not moved, my bed­clothes them­selves bore no marks. I rushed to­wards my table. The cloths wrapped round the bottles re­mained spot­less. I un­tied the cords, shak­ing with fear. All the wa­ter had been drunk! All the milk had been drunk! Oh, my God! …

			I am leav­ing for Par­is at once.

			Ju­ly 13. Par­is. I sup­pose I lost my head dur­ing the last few days! I must have been the sport of my dis­ordered ima­gin­a­tion, un­less I really am a somn­am­bu­list or have fallen un­der one of those in­dubit­able but hitherto in­ex­plic­able in­flu­ences that we call sug­ges­tions. How­ever that may be, my dis­order came very near to lun­acy, and twenty-four hours in Par­is have been enough to re­store my bal­ance.

			Yes­ter­day I went to the races and made vari­ous calls. I felt my­self en­dowed with new vi­tal strength, and I ended my even­ing at the Théâtre Français. They were present­ing a play by the young­er Du­mas; and his alert force­ful in­tel­li­gence com­pleted my cure. There can be no doubt that loneli­ness is dan­ger­ous to act­ive minds. We need round us men who think and talk. When we live alone for long peri­ods, we people the void with phantoms.

			I re­turned to the hotel in high spir­its, walk­ing along the boulevards. Amid the jost­ling of the crowd, I thought iron­ic­ally on my ter­rors, on my hal­lu­cin­a­tions of a week ago, when I had be­lieved, yes, be­lieved that an in­vis­ible be­ing dwelt in my body. How weak and shaken and speedily un­bal­anced our brains are im­me­di­ately they are con­fron­ted by a tiny in­com­pre­hens­ible fact!

			In­stead of com­ing to a con­clu­sion in these simple words: “I do not un­der­stand be­cause the cause eludes me,” at once we ima­gine fright­en­ing mys­ter­ies and su­per­nat­ur­al powers.

			Ju­ly 14. Fête de la Répub­lique. I walked through the streets. The rock­ets and the flags filled me with a child­ish joy. At the same time, it is vastly silly to be joy­ous on a set day by or­der of the gov­ern­ment. The mob is an im­be­cile herd, as stu­pid in its pa­tience as it is sav­age when roused. You say to it: “En­joy your­self,” and it en­joys it­self. You say to it: “Go and fight your neigh­bour.” It goes to fight. You say to it: “Vote for the Em­per­or.” It votes for the Em­per­or. Then you say to it: “Vote for the Re­pub­lic.” And it votes for the Re­pub­lic.

			Its rulers are as be­sot­ted; but in­stead of obey­ing men they obey prin­ciples, which can only be half-baked, sterile and false in so much as they are prin­ciples, that is to say, ideas re­puted cer­tain and im­mut­able, in this world where noth­ing is sure, since light and sound are both il­lu­sions.

			Ju­ly 16. Yes­ter­day I saw some things that have pro­foundly dis­turbed me.

			I dined with my cous­in, Mme. Sablé, whose hus­band com­mands the 76th light horse at Li­moges. At her house I met two young wo­men, one of whom has mar­ried a doc­tor, Dr. Par­ent, who de­votes him­self largely to nervous ill­nesses and the ex­traordin­ary dis­cov­er­ies that are the out­come of the re­cent ex­per­i­ments in hyp­not­ism and sug­ges­tion.

			He told us at length about the amaz­ing res­ults ob­tained by Eng­lish sci­ent­ists and by the doc­tors of the Nancy school.

			The facts that he put for­ward struck me as so fant­ast­ic that I con­fessed my­self ut­terly in­cred­u­lous.

			“We are,” he de­clared, “on the point of dis­cov­er­ing one of the most im­port­ant secrets of nature, I mean one of the most im­port­ant secrets on this earth; for there are cer­tainly oth­ers as im­port­ant, away yon­der, in the stars. Since man began to think, since he learned to ex­press and re­cord his thoughts, he has felt the al­most im­palp­able touch of a mys­tery im­pen­et­rable by his clumsy and im­per­fect senses, and he has tried to sup­ple­ment the im­pot­ence of his or­gan­ic powers by the force of his in­tel­li­gence. While this in­tel­li­gence was still in a rudi­ment­ary stage, this haunt­ing sense of in­vis­ible phe­nom­ena clothed it­self in ter­rors such as oc­cur to simple minds. Thus are born pop­u­lar the­or­ies of the su­per­nat­ur­al, the le­gends of wan­der­ing spir­its, fair­ies, gnomes, ghosts. I’ll add the God-myth it­self, since our con­cep­tions of the ar­ti­ficer-cre­at­or, to whatever re­li­gion they be­long, are really the most un­in­spired, the most un­in­tel­li­gent, the most in­ac­cept­able products of the fear-clouded brain of hu­man be­ings. Noth­ing is truer than that say­ing of Voltaire’s: ‘God has made man in His im­age, but man has re­tor­ted upon Him in kind.’

			“But for a little over a cen­tury we have had glimpse of a new know­ledge. Mes­mer and oth­ers have set our feet on a fresh path, and, more spe­cially dur­ing the last four or five years, we have ac­tu­ally reached sur­pris­ing res­ults.”

			My cous­in, as in­cred­u­lous as I, smiled. Dr. Par­ent said to her: “Shall I try to put you to sleep, ma­dame?”

			“Yes, do.”

			She seated her­self in an arm­chair, and he looked fix­edly in­to her eyes, as if he were try­ing to fas­cin­ate her. As for me, I felt sud­denly un­easy: my heart thumped, my throat con­trac­ted. I saw Mme. Sable’s eyes grow heavy, her mouth twitch, her bos­om rise and fall with her quick breath­ing.

			With­in ten minutes she was asleep.

			“Go be­hind her,” said the doc­tor.

			I seated my­self be­hind her. He put a vis­it­ing-card in her hands and said to her: “Here is a look­ing-glass: what can you see in it?”

			“I see my cous­in,” she answered.

			“What is he do­ing?”

			“He is twist­ing his mous­tache.”

			“And now?”

			“He is draw­ing a pho­to­graph from his pock­et.”

			“Whose pho­to­graph is it?”

			“His.”

			She was right! And this pho­to­graph had been sent me at my hotel only that very even­ing.

			“What is he do­ing in the pho­to­graph?”

			“He is stand­ing, with his hat in his hand.”

			Evid­ently she saw, in this card, this piece of white paste­board, as she would have seen in a glass.

			The young wo­men, ter­ri­fied, cried: “That’s enough, that’s quite enough.”

			But the doc­tor said au­thor­it­at­ively: “You will get up to­mor­row at eight o’clock; then you will call on your cous­in at his hotel and you will beg him to lend you five thou­sand francs that your hus­band has asked you to get and will ex­act on his next leave.”

			Then he woke her up.

			On my way back to the hotel, I thought about this curi­ous séance, and I was as­sailed by doubts, not of the ab­so­lutely un­im­peach­able good faith of my cous­in, whom since our child­hood I had looked upon as my sis­ter, but of the pos­sib­il­ity of trick­ery on the doc­tor’s part. Had he con­cealed a look­ing-glass in his hand and held it be­fore the slum­ber­ing young wo­man when he was hold­ing be­fore her his vis­it­ing-card? Pro­fes­sion­al con­jur­ers do things as strange.

			I had reached the hotel by now and I went to bed.

			Then in the morn­ing, to­wards half past eight, I was roused by my man, who said to me:

			“Mme. Sablé wishes to speak to you at once, sir.”

			I got hur­riedly in­to my clothes and had her shown in.

			She seated her­self, very agit­ated, her eyes down­cast, and, without lift­ing her veil, said:

			“I have a great fa­vour to ask you, my dear cous­in.”

			“What is it, my dear?”

			“I hate to ask it of you, and yet I must. I need, des­per­ately, five thou­sand francs.”

			“You? You need it?”

			“Yes, I, or rather my hus­band, who has laid it on me to get it.”

			I was so astoun­ded that I stammered as I answered her. I wondered wheth­er she and Dr. Par­ent were not ac­tu­ally mak­ing fun of me, wheth­er it wer­en’t a little com­edy they had pre­pared be­fore­hand and were act­ing very well.

			But as I watched her closely my doubts van­ished en­tirely. The whole af­fair was so dis­taste­ful to her that she was shak­ing with an­guish, and I saw that her throat was quiv­er­ing with sobs.

			I knew that she was very rich and I ad­ded:

			“What! do you mean to say that your hus­band can’t call on five thou­sand francs! Come, think. Are you sure he told you to ask me for it?”

			She hes­it­ated for a few mo­ments as if she were mak­ing a tre­mend­ous ef­fort to search her memory, then she answered:

			“Yes … yes. … I’m quite sure.”

			“Has he writ­ten to you?”

			She hes­it­ated again, re­flect­ing. I guessed at the tor­tured striv­ing of her mind. She didn’t know. She knew noth­ing ex­cept that she had to bor­row five thou­sand francs from me for her hus­band. Then she plucked up cour­age to lie.

			“Yes, he has writ­ten to me.”

			“But when? You didn’t speak to me about it yes­ter­day.”

			“I got his let­ter this morn­ing.”

			“Can you let me see it?”

			“No … no … no … it is very in­tim­ate … too per­son­al. … I’ve … I’ve burned it.”

			“Your hus­band must be in debt, then.”

			Again she hes­it­ated, then answered:

			“I don’t know.”

			I told her ab­ruptly:

			“The fact is I can’t lay my hands on five thou­sand francs at the mo­ment, my dear.”

			A kind of ag­on­ised wail broke from her.

			“Oh, I im­plore you, I im­plore you, get it for me.”

			She grew dread­fully ex­cited, clasp­ing her hands as if she were pray­ing to me. The tone of her voice changed as I listened: she wept, stam­mer­ing, torn with grief, goaded by the ir­res­ist­ible com­mand that had been laid on her.

			“Oh, I im­plore you to get it. … If you knew how un­happy I am! … I must have it today.”

			I took pity on her.

			“You shall have it at once, I prom­ise you.”

			“Thank thank you,” she cried. “How kind you are!”

			“Do you re­mem­ber,” I went on, “what happened at your house yes­ter­day even­ing?”

			“Yes.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber that Dr. Par­ent put you to sleep?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very well, he ordered you to come this morn­ing and bor­row five thou­sand francs from me, and you are now obey­ing the sug­ges­tion.”

			She con­sidered this for a mo­ment and answered:

			“Be­cause my hus­band wants it.”

			I spent an hour try­ing to con­vince her, but I did not suc­ceed in do­ing so.

			When she left, I ran to the doc­tor’s house. He was just go­ing out, and he listened to me with a smile. Then he said:

			“Now do you be­lieve?”

			“I must.”

			“Let’s go and call on your cous­in.”

			She was already asleep on a day bed, over­whelmed with wear­i­ness. The doc­tor felt her pulse, and looked at her for some time, one hand lif­ted to­wards her eyes that slowly closed un­der the ir­res­ist­ible com­pul­sion of his mag­net­ic force.

			When she was asleep:

			“Your hus­band has no fur­ther need for five thou­sand francs. You will for­get that you begged your cous­in to lend it to you, and if he speaks to you about it, you will not un­der­stand.”

			Then he woke her up. I drew a notecase from my pock­et.

			“Here is what you asked me for this morn­ing, my dear.”

			She was so dumb­foun­ded that I dared not press the mat­ter. I did, how­ever, try to rouse her memory, but she denied it fiercely, thought I was mak­ing fun of her and at last was ready to be angry with me.

			Back at the hotel. The ex­per­i­ence has dis­turbed me so pro­foundly that I could not bring my­self to take lunch.

			Ju­ly 19. I have told sev­er­al people about this ad­ven­ture and been laughed at for my pains. I don’t know what to think now. The wise man says: Per­haps?

			Ju­ly 21. I dined at Bou­giv­al, then I spent the even­ing at the row­ing-club dance. There’s no doubt that everything is a ques­tion of places and per­sons. To be­lieve in the su­per­nat­ur­al in the is­land of Gren­ouillère would be the height of folly … but at the top of Mont-Saint-Michel? … in the In­dies? We are ter­ri­fied un­der the in­flu­ence of our sur­round­ings. I am go­ing home next week.

			Ju­ly 30. I have been home since yes­ter­day. All is well.

			Au­gust 2. Noth­ing fresh. The weath­er has been glor­i­ous. I spend my days watch­ing the Seine run past.

			Au­gust 4. The ser­vants are quar­rel­ling among them­selves. They de­clare that someone breaks the glasses in the cup­board at night. My man blames the cook, who blames the house­maid, who blames the oth­er two. Who is the cul­prit? It would take a mighty clev­er man to find out.

			Au­gust 6. This time, I am not mad. I’ve seen some­thing … I’ve seen some­thing. … I’ve seen some­thing. … I have no more doubts. … I’ve seen it. … I’m still cold to my fin­ger­tips. … My nerves are still racked with ter­ror. … I’ve seen it.

			At two o’clock, in broad day­light, I was walk­ing in my rose-garden … between the au­tumn roses that are just com­ing out.

			As I paused to look at a Géant des Ba­tailles, which bore three su­perb flowers, I saw, I dis­tinctly saw, right un­der my eye, the stem of one of these roses bend as if an in­vis­ible hand had twis­ted it, then break as if the hand had plucked it. Then the flower rose, de­scrib­ing in the air the curve that an arm would have made car­ry­ing it to­wards a mouth, and it hung sus­pen­ded in the clear air, quite alone, mo­tion­less, a ter­ri­fy­ing scar­let splash three paces from my eyes.

			I lost my head and flung my­self on it, grasp­ing at it. My fin­gers closed on noth­ing: it had dis­ap­peared. Then I was filled with a sav­age rage against my­self; a ra­tion­al ser­i­ous-minded man simply does not have such hal­lu­cin­a­tions.

			But was it really an hal­lu­cin­a­tion? I turned round to look for the flower and my eyes fell on it im­me­di­ately: it had just been broken off and was ly­ing between the two roses that still re­mained on the branch.

			Then I went back to the house, my senses reel­ing: now I was sure as sure as I am that day fol­lows night, that there lived at my side an in­vis­ible be­ing who fed on milk and wa­ter, who could touch things, take them, move them from one place to an­oth­er, en­dowed there­fore with a ma­ter­i­al nature, im­per­cept­ible to our senses though it was, and liv­ing be­side me, un­der my roof. …

			Au­gust 7. I slept quietly. He has drunk the wa­ter from my carafe, but he did not dis­turb my sleep.

			I won­der if I am mad. Some­times as I walk in the blaz­ing sun­shine along the ri­verb­ank, I am filled with doubts of my san­ity, not the vague doubts I have been feel­ing, but pre­cise and un­com­prom­ising doubts. I have seen mad­men; I have known men who were in­tel­li­gent, lu­cid, even ex­cep­tion­ally clear­headed in everything in life but on one point. They talked quite clearly, eas­ily, and pro­foundly about everything, un­til sud­denly their mind ran on to the rocks of their mad­ness and was there rent in pieces, strewn to the winds and foundered in the fear­ful ra­ging sea, filled with sur­ging waves, fogs, squalls, that we call “in­san­ity.”

			I should cer­tainly have thought my­self mad, ab­so­lutely mad, if I were not con­scious, if I were not per­fectly aware of my state of mind, if I did not get to the bot­tom of it and ana­lyse it with such com­plete clear­ness. I must be, in fact, no worse than a sane man troubled with hal­lu­cin­a­tions. There must be some un­known dis­turb­ance in my brain, one of those dis­turb­ances that mod­ern physiolo­gists are try­ing to ob­serve and elu­cid­ate; and this dis­turb­ance has opened a deep gulf in my mind, in the or­derly and lo­gic­al work­ing of my thoughts. Sim­il­ar phe­nom­ena take place in a dream that drags us through the most un­real phant­asmagor­ia without sow­ing the least sur­prise in our minds be­cause the mech­an­ism of judg­ment, the con­trolling cen­sor, is asleep, while the ima­gin­at­ive fac­ulty wakes and works. Can one of the in­vis­ible strings that con­trol my men­tal key­board have be­come muted?

			Some­times, after an ac­ci­dent, a man loses his power to re­mem­ber prop­er names or verbs or fig­ures or only dates. The loc­al­isa­tion of all the dif­fer­ent fac­ulties of the mind is now proved. Is there any­thing sur­pris­ing, there­fore, in the idea that my power of ex­amin­ing the un­real­ity of cer­tain hal­lu­cin­a­tions has ceased to func­tion in my brain just now?

			I thought of all this as I walked by the side of the wa­ter. The sun­light flung a mantle of light across the river, cloth­ing the earth with beauty, filling my thoughts with love of life, of the swal­lows whose swift flight is a joy to my eyes, of the river­side grasses whose shud­der­ing whis­per con­tents my ears.

			Little by little, how­ever, I fell prey to an in­ex­plic­able un­eas­i­ness. I felt as though some force, an oc­cult force, were para­lys­ing my move­ments, halt­ing me, hinder­ing me from go­ing on any fur­ther, call­ing me back. I was op­pressed by just such an un­happy im­pulse to turn back as one feels when a be­loved per­son has been left at home ill and one is pos­sessed by a fore­bod­ing that the ill­ness has taken a turn for the worse.

			So, in spite of my­self, I turned back, sure that I should find bad news wait­ing in my house, a let­ter or a tele­gram. There was noth­ing; and I was left more sur­prised and un­easy than if I had had yet an­oth­er fant­ast­ic vis­ion.

			Au­gust 8. Yes­ter­day I spent a fright­ful night. He did not mani­fest him­self again, but I felt him near me, spy­ing on me, watch­ing me, tak­ing pos­ses­sion of me, dom­in­at­ing me and more to be feared when he hid him­self in this way than if he gave no­tice of his con­stant in­vis­ible pres­ence by su­per­nat­ur­al phe­nom­ena.

			How­ever, I slept.

			Au­gust 9. Noth­ing, but I am afraid.

			Au­gust 10. Noth­ing; what will hap­pen to­mor­row?

			Au­gust 11. Still noth­ing: I can’t re­main in my home any longer, with this fear and these thoughts in my mind: I shall go away.

			Au­gust 12. Ten o’clock in the even­ing. I have been want­ing to go away all day. I can’t. I have been want­ing to carry out the easy simple act that will set me free—go out—get in­to my car­riage to go to Rouen—I can’t. Why?

			Au­gust 13. Un­der the af­flic­tion of cer­tain mal­ad­ies, all the re­sources of one’s phys­ic­al be­ing seem crushed, all one’s en­ergy ex­hausted, one’s muscles re­laxed, one’s bones grown as soft as flesh and one’s flesh turned to wa­ter. In a strange and wretched fash­ion I suf­fer all these pains in my spir­itu­al be­ing. I have no strength, no cour­age, no con­trol over my­self, no power even to sum­mon up my will. I can will noth­ing; but someone wills for me—and I obey.

			Au­gust 14. I am lost. Someone has taken pos­ses­sion of my soul and is mas­ter of it; someone or­ders all my acts, all my move­ments, all my thoughts. I am no longer any­thing, I am only a spec­tat­or, en­slaved, and ter­ri­fied by all the things I do. I wish to go out. I can­not. He does not wish it; and I re­main, dazed, trem­bling, in the arm­chair where he keeps me seated. I de­sire no more than to get up, to raise my­self, so that I can think I am mas­ter of my­self again. I can’t do it. I am riv­eted to my seat; and my seat is fast to the ground, in such fash­ion that no force could lift us.

			Then, all at once, I must, must, must go to the bot­tom of my garden and pick straw­ber­ries and eat them. Oh, my God! my God! my God! Is there a God? If there is one, de­liv­er me, save me, help me! Par­don me! Pity me! Have mercy on me! How I suf­fer! How I am tor­tured! How ter­rible this is!

			Au­gust 15. Well, think how my poor cous­in was pos­sessed and over­mastered when she came to bor­row five thou­sand francs from me. She sub­mit­ted to an ali­en will that had entered in­to her, as if it were an­oth­er soul, a para­sit­ic tyr­an­nic­al soul. Is the world com­ing to an end?

			But what is this be­ing, this in­vis­ible be­ing who is rul­ing me? This un­know­able creature, this wan­der­er from a su­per­nat­ur­al race.

			So Un­seen Ones ex­ist? Then why is it that since the world began they have nev­er mani­fes­ted them­selves in so un­mis­tak­able a fash­ion as they are now mani­fest­ing them­selves to me? I have nev­er read of any­thing like the things that are hap­pen­ing un­der my roof. If I could only leave it, if I could go away, fly far away and re­turn no more, I should be saved, but I can’t.

			Au­gust 16. Today I was able to es­cape for two hours, like a pris­on­er who finds the door of his cell ac­ci­dent­ally left open. I felt that I was sud­denly set free, that he had with­drawn him­self. I ordered the horses to be put in the car­riage as quickly as pos­sible and I reached Rouen. Oh, what a joy it was to find my­self able to tell a man: “Go to Rouen,” and be obeyed!

			I stopped at the lib­rary and I asked them to lend me the long treat­ise of Dr. Her­mann Heres­tauss on the un­seen in­hab­it­ants of the an­tique and mod­ern worlds.

			Then, just as I was get­ting back in­to my car­riage, with the words, “To the sta­tion,” on my lips, I shouted—I didn’t speak, I shouted—in a voice so loud that the pass­ersby turned round: “Home,” and I fell, over­whelmed with misery, on to the cush­ions of my car­riage. He had found me again and taken pos­ses­sion once more.

			Au­gust 17. What a night! what a night! Nev­er­the­less it seems to me that I ought to con­grat­u­late my­self. I read un­til one o’clock in the morn­ing. Her­mann Heres­tauss, a doc­tor of philo­sophy and theo­gony, has writ­ten an ac­count of all the in­vis­ible be­ings who wander among men or have been ima­gined by men’s minds. He de­scribes their ori­gins, their do­mains, their power. But none of them is the least like the be­ing who haunts me. It is as if man, the thinker, has had a fore­bod­ing vis­ion of some new be­ing, migh­ti­er than him­self, who shall suc­ceed him in this world; and, in his ter­ror, feel­ing him draw near, and un­able to guess at the nature of this mas­ter, he has cre­ated all the fant­ast­ic crowd of oc­cult be­ings, dim phantoms born of fear.

			Well, I read un­til one o’clock and then I seated my­self near my open win­dow to cool my head and my thoughts in the gentle air of night.

			It was fine and warm. In oth­er days how I should have loved such a night!

			No moon. The stars wavered and glittered in the black depths of the sky. Who dwells in these worlds? What forms of life, what liv­ing creatures, what an­im­als or plants do they hold? What more than we do the thinkers in those far-off uni­verses know? What more can they do than we? What do they see that we do not know of? Per­haps one of them, some day or oth­er, will cross the gulf of space and ap­pear on our earth as a con­quer­or, just as in olden days the Nor­mans crossed the sea to sub­due wealthy na­tions.

			We oth­ers are so in­firm, so de­fence­less, so ig­nor­ant, so small, on this grain of dust that re­volves and crumbles in a drop of wa­ter.

			So dream­ing, I fell asleep, in the fresh even­ing air.

			I slept for about forty minutes and opened my eyes again without mov­ing, roused by I know not what vague and strange emo­tions. At first I saw noth­ing, then all at once I thought that the page of a book ly­ing open on my table had turned over of it­self. Not a breath of air came in at the win­dow. I was sur­prised and I sat wait­ing. About four minutes later, I saw, I saw, yes, I saw with my own eyes an­oth­er page come up and turn back on the pre­ced­ing one, as if a fin­ger had fol­ded it back. My arm­chair was empty, seemed empty; but I real­ised that he was there, he, sit­ting in my place and read­ing. In one wild spring, like the spring of a maddened beast re­solved to evis­cer­ate his train­er, I crossed the room to seize him and crush him and kill him. But be­fore I had reached it my seat turned right over as if he had fled be­fore me … my table rocked, my lamp fell and was ex­tin­guished, and my win­dow slammed shut as if I had sur­prised a mal­efact­or who had flung him­self out in­to the dark­ness, tug­ging at the sashes with all his force.

			So he had run away; he had been afraid, afraid of me, me!

			Then … then … to­mor­row … or the day after … or some day … I should be able to get him between my fin­gers, and crush him against the ground. Don’t dogs some­times bite and fly at their mas­ters’ throats?

			Au­gust 18. I’ve been think­ing things over all day. Oh, yes, I’ll obey him, sat­is­fy his im­pulses, do his will, make my­self humble, sub­missive, servile. He is the stronger. But an hour will come. …

			Au­gust 19. I know now. … I know. … I know everything! I have just read the fol­low­ing in the Re­vue du Monde Sci­en­ti­fique:

			
				“A strange piece of news reaches us from Rio de Janeiro. Mad­ness, an epi­dem­ic of mad­ness, com­par­able to the con­ta­gious out­bursts of de­men­tia that at­tacked the peoples of Europe in the Middle Ages, is ra­ging at this day in the dis­trict of San-Paulo. The dis­trac­ted in­hab­it­ants are quit­ting their houses, desert­ing their vil­lages, abandon­ing their fields, de­clar­ing them­selves to be pur­sued, pos­sessed and ordered about like a hu­man herd by cer­tain in­vis­ible but tan­gible be­ings, vam­pires of some kind, who feed on their vi­tal­ity while they sleep, in ad­di­tion to drink­ing milk and wa­ter without, ap­par­ently, touch­ing any oth­er form of food.

				“Pro­fess­or Don Pedro Hen­riquez, ac­com­pan­ied by sev­er­al learned doc­tors, has set out for the dis­trict of San-Paulo, to study on the spot the ori­gins and the forms taken by this sur­pris­ing mad­ness, and to sug­gest to the Em­per­or such meas­ures as ap­pear to him most likely to re­store the de­li­ri­ous in­hab­it­ants to san­ity.”

			

			Ah! I re­mem­ber, I re­mem­ber the lovely three-masted Brazili­an that sailed past my win­dows on the 8th of last May, on her way up the Seine. I thought her such a bonny, white, gay boat. The Be­ing was on board her, come from over the sea, where his race is born. He saw me. He saw my house, white like the ship, and he jumped from the ves­sel to the bank. Oh, my God!

			Now I know, I un­der­stand. The reign of man is at an end.

			He is here, whom the dawn­ing fears of prim­it­ive peoples taught them to dread. He who was ex­or­cised by troubled priests, evoked in the dark­ness of night by wiz­ards who yet nev­er saw him ma­ter­i­al­ise, to whom the fore­bod­ing vis­ion of the mas­ters who have passed through this world lent all the mon­strous or gra­cious forms of gnomes, spir­its, jinns, fair­ies and hobgob­lins. Prim­it­ive ter­ror visu­al­ised him in the crudest forms; later wiser men have seen him more clearly. Mes­mer foresaw him, and it is ten years since doc­tors made the most ex­act in­quir­ies in­to the nature of his power, even be­fore he ex­er­cised it him­self. They have been mak­ing a plaything of this weapon of the new God, this im­pos­i­tion of a mys­ter­i­ous will on the en­slaved soul of man. They called it mag­net­ism, hyp­not­ism, sug­ges­tion … any­thing you like. I have seen them amus­ing them­selves with this hor­rible power like fool­ish chil­dren. Woe to us! Cursed is man! He is here … the … the … what is his name? … the … it seems as if he were shout­ing his name in my ear and I can­not hear it … the … yes … he is shout­ing it. … I am listen­ing. … I can’t hear … again, tell me again … the … Horla. … I heard … the Horla … it is he … the Horla … he is here!

			Oh, the vul­ture has been used to eat the dove, the wolf to eat the sheep; the li­on to de­vour the sharp-horned buf­falo; man to kill the li­on with ar­row, spear and gun; but the Horla is go­ing to make of man what we have made of the horse and the cow: his thing, his ser­vant and his food, by the mere force of his will. Woe to us!

			But some­times the beast rebels and kills his tamer … I too want … I could … but I must know him, touch him, see him. Sci­ent­ists say that the eye of the beast is not like ours and does not see as ours does. … And my eye fails to show me this new­comer who is op­press­ing me.

			Why? Oh, the words of the monk of Mont-Saint Michel come to my mind: “Do we see the hun­dred thou­sandth part of all that ex­ists? Think, there’s the wind, the greatest force in nature, which throws down men, shat­ters build­ings, up­roots trees, stirs up the sea in­to wa­tery moun­tains, des­troys cliffs and tosses the tall ships against the shore, the wind that kills, whistles, groans, roars—have you seen it, can you see it? Nev­er­the­less, it ex­ists.”

			And I con­sidered fur­ther: my eye is so weak, so im­per­fect, that it does not dis­tin­guish even sol­id bod­ies that have the trans­par­ency of glass. If a look­ing-glass that has no foil back­ing bars my path, I hurl my­self against it as a bird that has got in­to a room breaks its head on the win­dowpane. How many oth­er things de­ceive and mis­lead my eye? Then what is there to be sur­prised at in its fail­ure to see a new body that of­fers no res­ist­ance to the pas­sage of light?

			A new be­ing! why not? He must as­suredly come! why should we be the last? Why is he not seen of our eyes as are all the be­ings cre­ated be­fore us? Be­cause his form is near­er per­fec­tion, his body finer and com­pleter than ours—ours, which is so weak, so clum­sily con­ceived, en­cumbered by or­gans al­ways tired, al­ways break­ing down like a too com­plex mech­an­ism, which lives like a ve­get­able or a beast, draw­ing its sub­stance with dif­fi­culty from the air, the herbs of the field and meat, a liv­ing ma­chine sub­ject to sick­ness, de­form­ity and cor­rup­tion, draw­ing its breath in pain, ill-reg­u­lated, simple and fant­ast­ic, in­geni­ously ill-made, clum­sily and del­ic­ately erec­ted, the mere rough sketch of a be­ing who could be­come in­tel­li­gent and noble.

			There have been so few kinds cre­ated in the world, from the bi­valve to man. Why not one more, when we reach the end of the peri­od of time that sep­ar­ates each suc­cess­ive ap­pear­ance of a spe­cies from that which ap­peared be­fore it?

			Why not one more? Why not also new kinds of trees bear­ing mon­strous flowers, blaz­ing with col­our and filling all the coun­tryside with their per­fume? Why not oth­er ele­ments than fire, air, earth and wa­ter? There are four, only four sources of our be­ing! What a pity! Why not forty, four hun­dred, four thou­sand? How poor, nig­gardly and bru­tish is life! grudgingly giv­en, meanly con­ceived, stu­pidly ex­ecuted. Con­sider the grace of the ele­phant, the hip­po­pot­amus! The el­eg­ance of the camel!

			You bid me con­sider the but­ter­fly! a winged flower! I can ima­gine one vast as a hun­dred worlds, with wings for whose shape, beauty, col­our, and sweep I can­not find any words. But I see it … it goes from star to star, re­fresh­ing and per­fum­ing them with the soft, gra­cious wind of its passing. And the people of the up­per air watch it pass, in an ec­stasy of joy!

			

			What is the mat­ter with me? It is he, he, the Horla, who is haunt­ing me, filling my head with these ab­surdit­ies! He is in me, he has be­come my soul; I will kill him.

			Au­gust 19. I will kill him. I have seen him! I was sit­ting at my table yes­ter­day even­ing, mak­ing a great show of be­ing very ab­sorbed in writ­ing. I knew quite well that he would come and prowl round me, very close to me, so close that I might be able to touch him, seize him, per­haps? And then! … then, I should be filled with the strength of des­per­a­tion; I should have hands, knees, chest, face, teeth to strangle him, crush him, tear him, rend him.

			With every sense quiv­er­ingly alert, I watched for him.

			I had lit both my lamps and the eight candles on my chim­neypiece, as if I thought I should be more likely to dis­cov­er him by this bright light.

			In front of me was my bed, an old oak four-poster; on my right, the fire­place; on my left, my door care­fully shut, after I had left it open for a long time to at­tract him; be­hind me, a very tall cup­board with a mir­ror front, which I used every day to shave and dress by, and in which I al­ways re­garded my­self from head to foot whenev­er I passed in front of it.

			Well, I pre­ten­ded to write to de­ceive him, be­cause he was spy­ing on me too; and, all at once, I felt, I was cer­tain, that he was read­ing over my shoulder, that he was there, his breath on my ear.

			I stood up, my hand out­stretched, and turned round, so quickly that I al­most fell. What do you think? … the room was as light as day, and I could not see my­self in my look­ing-glass! It was empty, trans­par­ent, deep, filled with light! I was not re­flec­ted in it … and I was stand­ing in front of it. I could see the wide limp­id ex­panse of glass from top to bot­tom. And I stared at it with a dis­traught gaze: I dar­en’t move an­oth­er step, I dar­en’t make an­oth­er move­ment; nev­er­the­less I felt that he was there, whose im­ma­ter­i­al body had swal­lowed up my re­flec­tion, but that he would elude me still.

			How frightened I was! A mo­ment later my re­flec­tion began to ap­pear in the depths of the look­ing-glass, in a sort of mist, as if I were look­ing at it through wa­ter; this wa­ter seemed to flow from left to right, slowly, so that mo­ment by mo­ment my re­flec­tion emerged more dis­tinctly. It was like the passing of an ec­lipse. The thing that was con­ceal­ing me ap­peared to pos­sess no sharply defined out­lines, but a kind of trans­par­ent opa­city that gradu­ally cleared.

			At last I could see my­self from head to foot, just as I saw my­self every day when I looked in the glass.

			I had seen him! The hor­ror of it is still on me, mak­ing me shud­der.

			Au­gust 20. How can I kill him? Since I can’t touch him? Pois­on? But he would see me put it in the wa­ter; and be­sides, would our pois­ons af­fect an im­ma­ter­i­al body? No … no, they cer­tainly would not. … Then how? … how?

			Au­gust 21. I have sent for a lock­smith from Rouen, and ordered him to fit my room with iron shut­ters, such as they have in cer­tain ho­tels in Par­is, to keep out rob­bers. He is to make me, also, a sim­il­ar sort of door. Every­one thinks me a cow­ard, but much I care for that!

			

			Septem­ber 10. Rouen, Hôtel Con­tin­ent­al. It is done … it is done … but is he dead? My brain reels with what I have seen.

			Yes­ter­day the lock­smith put up my iron shut­ters and my iron door, and I left everything open un­til mid­night, al­though it began to get cold.

			All at once I felt his pres­ence, and I was filled with joy, a mad joy. I rose slowly to my feet, and walked about the room for a long time, so that he should sus­pect noth­ing; then I took off my boots and care­lessly drew on my slip­pers; then I closed my iron shut­ters, and, saun­ter­ing back to­wards the door, I double-locked it too. Then I walked back to the win­dow and se­cured it with a pad­lock, put­ting the key in my pock­et.

			Sud­denly I real­ised that he was prowl­ing anxiously round me, he was afraid now, and com­mand­ing me to open them for him. I al­most yiel­ded: I did not yield, but, lean­ing on the door, I set it ajar, just wide enough for me to slip out back­wards; and as I am very tall my head touched the lin­tel. I was sure that he could not have got out and I shut him in, alone, all alone. Thank God! I had him! Then I ran down­stairs; in the draw­ing room which is un­der my room, I took both my lamps and emp­tied the oil all over the car­pet and the fur­niture, everything; then I set it on fire and I fled after hav­ing double-locked the main door.

			And I went and hid my­self at the bot­tom of my garden, in a grove of laurels. How long it took, how long! Everything was dark, si­lent, still, not a breath of air, not a star, moun­tains of un­seen clouds that lay so heav­ily, so heav­ily, on my spir­it.

			I kept my gaze fixed on my house, and waited. How long it took! I was be­gin­ning to think that the fire had died out of it­self, or that he, He, had put it out, when one of the lower win­dows fell in un­der the fierce breath of the fire and a flame, a great red and yel­low flame, a long, curl­ing, caress­ing flame, leaped up the white wall and pressed its kiss on the roof it­self. A flood of light poured over trees, branches, leaves, and with that a shud­der, a shud­der of fear, ran through them. The birds woke; a dog howled: I thought the dawn was at hand. In a mo­ment two more win­dows burst in­to flame and I saw that the lower half of my house was now one fright­ful fur­nace. But a cry, a fright­ful pier­cing ag­on­ised cry, a wo­man’s cry, stabbed the night, and two sky­lights opened. I had for­got­ten my ser­vants. I saw their dis­traught faces and their wildly wav­ing arms. …

			Then, frantic with hor­ror, I began to run to­wards the vil­lage, shout­ing: “Help! help! fire! fire!” I met people already on their way to the house and I turned back with them to look at it.

			By now the house was no more than a hor­rible and mag­ni­fi­cent fu­ner­al pyre, a mon­strous pyre light­ing up the whole earth, a pyre that was con­sum­ing men, and con­sum­ing Him, Him, my pris­on­er, the new Be­ing, the new Mas­ter, the Horla!

			The whole roof fell in with a sud­den crash, and a vol­cano of flames leaped to the sky. Through all the win­dows open on the fur­nace, I saw the fiery vat, and I re­flec­ted that he was there, in this oven, dead. …

			Dead? Per­haps? … His body? Per­haps that body through which light fell could not be des­troyed by the meth­ods that kill our bod­ies?

			Sup­pose he is not dead? … Per­haps only time has power over the In­vis­ible and Dread­ful One. Why should this trans­par­ent, un­know­able body, this body of the spir­it, fear sick­ness, wounds, in­firm­ity, pre­ma­ture de­struc­tion?

			Pre­ma­ture de­struc­tion? The source of all hu­man dread! After man, the Horla. After him who can die any day, any hour, any mo­ment, by ac­ci­dents of all kinds, comes he who can only die in his ap­poin­ted day, hour and mo­ment, when he has at­tained the lim­it of his ex­ist­ence.

			No … no … I know, I know … he is not dead … so … so … I must kill my­self, now.

		
	
		
			
				Night

				A Night­mare

			
			I love night pas­sion­ately. I love it as one loves one’s coun­try or one’s mis­tress. I love it with all my senses, with my eyes which see it, with my sense of smell which in­hales it, with my ears which listen to its si­lence, with my whole body which is caressed by its shad­ows. The larks sing in the sun­light, in the blue heav­ens, in the warm air, in the light air of clear morn­ings. The owl flies at night, a sombre patch passing through black space, and, re­joicing in the black im­mens­ity that in­tox­ic­ates him, he ut­ters a vi­brant and sin­is­ter cry.

			In the day­time I am tired and bored. The day is bru­tal and noisy. I rarely get up, I dress my­self lan­guidly and I go out re­gret­fully. Every move­ment, every ges­ture, every word, every thought, tires me as though I were rais­ing a crush­ing load.

			But when the sun goes down a con­fused joy in­vades my whole be­ing. I awaken and be­come an­im­ated. As the shad­ows lengthen I feel quite dif­fer­ent, young­er, stronger, more lively, hap­pi­er. I watch the great soft shad­ows fall­ing from the sky and grow­ing deep­er. They en­vel­op the city like an im­pen­et­rable and im­palp­able wave; they hide, ef­face and des­troy col­ours and forms; they em­brace houses, people and build­ings in their im­per­cept­ible grasp. Then I would like to cry out with joy like the screech-owls, to run upon the roofs like the cats, and an im­petu­ous, in­vin­cible de­sire to love burns in my veins. I go, I walk, some­times in the darkened out­skirts of Par­is, some­times in the neigh­bour­ing woods, where I hear my sis­ters, the beasts, and my broth­ers, the poach­ers, prowl­ing.

			One is fi­nally killed by what one vi­ol­ently loves. But how shall I ex­plain what hap­pens to me? How can I ever make people un­der­stand that I am able to tell it? I do not know, I can­not tell. I only know that this is—that is all.

			Well, yes­ter­day—was it yes­ter­day?—Yes, no doubt, un­less it was earli­er, a day, a month, a year earli­er … I do not know, but it must have been yes­ter­day, be­cause since then no day has ris­en, no sun has dawned. But how long has it been night? How long? Who can tell? Who will ever know?

			Yes­ter­day, then, I went out after din­ner, as I do every even­ing. It was very fine, very mild, very warm. As I went down to­wards the boulevards I looked above my head at the black streams full of stars, out­lined in the sky between the roofs of the houses, which were turn­ing round and caus­ing this rolling stream of stars to un­du­late like a real river.

			Everything was dis­tinct in the clear air, from the plan­ets to the gas­light. So many lights were burn­ing above, in the city, that the shad­ows seemed lu­min­ous. Bright nights are more joy­ful than days of bright sun­shine. The cafés on the boulevard were flar­ing; people were laugh­ing, passing up and down, drink­ing. I went in­to a theatre for a few mo­ments. In­to what theatre, I can­not tell. There was so much light in there that I was de­pressed and I came out again with my heart saddened by the clash of bru­tal light on the gold of the bal­cony, by the fac­ti­tious glit­ter of the great crys­tal chan­delier, by the glar­ing foot­lights, by the mel­an­choly of this ar­ti­fi­cial and crude light. I ar­rived at the Champs-Élysées, where the open-air con­certs look like con­flag­ra­tions in the branches. The chest­nut trees, touched with yel­low light, look as if they were painted, like phos­phor­es­cent trees. The elec­tric bulbs, like pale dazzling moons, like eggs from the moon, fallen from heav­en, like mon­strous, liv­ing pearls, caused the streaks of gas­light, filthy, ugly gas­light and the gar­lands of col­oured, lighted glasses to grow pale be­neath their pearly, mys­ter­i­ous and regal light.

			I stopped be­neath the Arc de Tri­omphe to look at the Av­en­ue, the long and won­der­ful, starry Av­en­ue, lead­ing to Par­is between two rows of fire and the stars! The stars above, the un­known stars, thrown haphaz­ard through in­fin­ity, where they form those strange shapes which make us dream and think so much.

			I entered the Bois de Boulogne, where I re­mained for a long, long time. I was seized by a strange thrill, a power­ful and un­fore­seen emo­tion, an ex­al­ta­tion of mind which bordered on frenzy. I walked on and on, and then I re­turned. What time was it when I passed again be­neath the Arc de Tri­omphe? I do not know. The city was sleep­ing, and clouds, great black clouds, were slowly spread­ing over the sky.

			For the first time I felt that some­thing strange was go­ing to hap­pen, some­thing new.

			It seemed to be get­ting cold, that the air was be­com­ing thick­er, that night, my be­loved night, was weigh­ing heav­ily upon my heart. The Av­en­ue was deser­ted now. Two sol­it­ary po­lice­men were walk­ing near the cab­stand, and a string of ve­get­able carts was go­ing to the Halles along the road­way, scarcely lit by the gas jets, which seemed to be dy­ing out. They moved along slowly, laden with car­rots, turnips and cab­bages. The in­vis­ible drivers were asleep, the horses were walk­ing with an even step, fol­low­ing the carts in front of them, and mak­ing no noise on the wooden pave­ment. As they passed each lamp on the foot­path, the car­rots showed up red in the light; the turnips white, the cab­bages green, and they passed one after an­oth­er, these carts which were as red as fire, as white as sil­ver and as green as em­er­alds. I fol­lowed them, then I turned in­to the Rue Roy­ale and re­turned to the boulevards. There was nobody to be seen, none of the cafés was open and only a few be­lated ped­es­tri­ans in a hurry. I had nev­er seen Par­is so dead and so deser­ted. I looked at my watch. It was two o’clock.

			Some force was driv­ing me, the de­sire to walk. So I went as far as the Bastille. There I be­came aware that I had nev­er seen so dark a night, for I could not even see the Colonne de Juil­let, whose Geni­us in gold was lost in the im­pen­et­rable ob­scur­ity. A cur­tain of clouds as dense as the eth­er had bur­ied the stars and seemed to be des­cend­ing upon the world to blot it out.

			I re­traced my steps. There was nobody about me. How­ever, at the Place du Château d’Eau, a drunk­en man al­most bumped in­to me, then dis­ap­peared. For some time I could hear his son­or­ous and un­even steps. I went on. At the top of the Fau­bourg Mont­martre a cab passed, go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the Seine. I hailed it but the driver did not reply. Near the Rue Drouot a wo­man was loiter­ing: “Listen, dear­ie,”—I hastened my steps to avoid her out­stretched hand. Then there was noth­ing more. In front of the Vaudeville Theatre a rag­pick­er was search­ing in the gut­ter. His little lan­tern was mov­ing just above the ground. I said to him: “What time is it, my good man?”

			“How do I know?” he grumbled. “I have no watch.”

			Then I sud­denly per­ceived that the lamps had all been ex­tin­guished. I know that at this time of year they are put out early, be­fore dawn, for the sake of eco­nomy. But day­light was still far off, very far off in­deed!

			“Let us go to the Halles,” I said to my­self; “there at least I shall find life.”

			I set off, but it was too dark even to see the way. I ad­vanced slowly, as one does in a forest, re­cog­nising the streets by count­ing them. In front of the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais a dog growled. I turned up the Rue de Gram­mont and lost my way. I wandered about, and then I re­cog­nised the Bourse by the iron rail­ings around it. The whole of Par­is was sleep­ing, a deep, ter­ri­fy­ing sleep. In the dis­tance a cab rumbled, one sol­it­ary cab, per­haps it was the one which had passed me a while back. I tried to reach it, go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of the noise, through streets that were lonely and dark, dark and sombre as death. Again I lost my way. Where was I? What non­sense to put out the lights so soon! Not one per­son passing by. Not one late rev­el­ler, not one thief, not even the mew­ing of an amor­ous cat? Noth­ing.

			Where on earth were the po­lice? I said to my­self: “I will shout and they will come.” I shouted. There was no an­swer. I called more loudly. My voice van­ished without an echo, weak, muffled, stifled by the night, the im­pen­et­rable night. I yelled: “Help! Help! Help!” My des­per­ate cry re­mained un­answered. What time was it? I pulled out my watch, but I had no matches. I listened to the gentle tick-tick of the little mech­an­ism with a strange and un­fa­mil­i­ar pleas­ure. It seemed to be a liv­ing thing. I felt less lonely. What a mys­tery! I re­sumed my walk like a blind man, feel­ing my way along the wall with my stick, and every mo­ment I raised my eyes to the heav­ens, hop­ing that day would dawn at last. But the sky was dark, all dark, more pro­foundly dark than the city.

			What could the time be? It seemed to me I had been walk­ing an in­fin­ite length of time, for my legs were giv­ing way be­neath me, my breast was heav­ing and I was suf­fer­ing hor­ribly from hun­ger. I de­cided to ring at the first street door. I pulled the cop­per bell and it rang son­or­ously through the house. It soun­ded strangely, as if that vi­brat­ing noise were alone in the house. I waited. There was no an­swer. The door did not open. I rang again. I waited again—noth­ing! I got frightened! I ran to the next house, and, twenty times in suc­ces­sion, I rang the bells in the dark cor­ridors where the con­ci­erge was sup­posed to sleep, but he did not awake. I went on fur­ther, pulling the bells and the knock­ers with all my strength, kick­ing and knock­ing with my hand and stick on the doors, which re­mained ob­stin­ately closed.

			Sud­denly I per­ceived that I had reached the Halles. The mar­ket was deser­ted, not a sound, not a move­ment, not a cart, not a man, not a bundle of flowers or ve­get­ables—it was empty, mo­tion­less, aban­doned, dead. I was seized with a hor­rible ter­ror. What was hap­pen­ing? Oh, my God, what was hap­pen­ing?

			I set off again. But the time? The time? Who would tell me the time? Not a clock struck in the churches or the pub­lic build­ings. I thought: “I will open the glass of my watch and feel the hands with my fin­gers.” I pulled out my watch. … It was not go­ing. … It had stopped. Noth­ing more, noth­ing more, not a ripple in the city, not a light, not the slight­est sus­pi­cion of a sound in the air. Noth­ing! Noth­ing more! not even the dis­tant rum­bling of a cab! Noth­ing more. I had reached the quays, and a cold chill rose from the river. Was the Seine still flow­ing? I wanted to know, I found the steps and went down. I could not hear the cur­rent rush­ing un­der the bridge. … A few more steps. … Then sand. … Mud … then wa­ter. I dipped my hand in­to it. It was flow­ing … flow­ing … cold … cold … cold … al­most frozen … al­most dried up … al­most dead.

			I fully real­ised that I should nev­er have the strength to come up, and that I was go­ing to die there … in my turn, of hun­ger, fa­tigue and cold.

		
	
		
			The Dead Woman

			I had loved her to dis­trac­tion. Why do we love? It is a strange thing to see in the whole world only one be­ing, have in one’s mind only a single thought, a single de­sire in one’s heart, a single name on one’s lips: a name rising there con­tinu­ally, rising, as a river rises from its source, from the depths of our soul, so that we mur­mur it all day long, every­where, like a pray­er.

			I will not set out our story. Love has no more than one story, al­ways the same. I had met her and loved her. That tells all. And for a whole year I had lived in her af­fec­tion, in her arms, in her caresses, in her glance, in her gar­ments, in her words, wrapped round in them, bound, held fast in all that was part of her, in so ut­ter a fash­ion that I no longer knew wheth­er it was day or night, wheth­er I died or lived, on this old earth or on some oth­er world.

			And then she died. How? I don’t know, I know noth­ing now.

			She came home wet, one rainy even­ing, and the next day she was cough­ing. She coughed for about a week and took to her bed.

			What happened? I don’t know now.

			Doc­tors came, wrote pre­scrip­tions, went away. They brought rem­ed­ies; a wo­man gave her them to drink. Her hands were hot, her brow damp and burn­ing, her eyes were bril­liant and mourn­ful. I spoke to her, she answered me. What did we say? I don’t know now. I have for­got­ten all, all, all. She died, I re­mem­ber vividly her little sigh, so weak a little sigh, the last she gave. The nurse said: “Ah.” I un­der­stood, I un­der­stood.

			I have un­der­stood noth­ing since. Noth­ing. I saw a priest who spoke of “your mis­tress.” I felt that he was in­sult­ing her. Since she was dead, no one had any right to know that about her. I threw him out. An­oth­er came, a very good man, a gentle soul. I wept when he spoke to me about her.

			They asked for in­struc­tions about a thou­sand things to do with the buri­al of her. I don’t know now what they were. But I do re­mem­ber vividly the coffin, the sound made by the blows of the ham­mer when they nailed her in it. Oh, my God! She was bur­ied. Bur­ied! She! In that hole! A few people came, friends. I rushed away. I ran. I walked for hours about the streets. Then I went home. The next day I began to travel.

			

			I came back to Par­is yes­ter­day.

			When I saw my bed­room again, our bed­room, our bed, our fur­niture, the whole house which still held all those mor­tal traces that death leaves be­hind, I was seized by so sharp a re­turn of agony that I had al­most opened the win­dow and flung my­self in­to the street. Un­able to stay any longer sur­roun­ded by these things, between the walls that had held and sheltered her, and must still hide in their im­per­cept­ible cracks a thou­sand atoms of her be­ing, of her flesh and her breath, I seized my hat to rush out. Sud­denly, in the very in­stant of reach­ing the door, I passed be­fore the large glass in the hall, which she had had placed there so that every day be­fore she went out she could see her­self from head to foot, and see wheth­er her toi­let had been suc­cess­ful, was just right and charm­ing, from hat to shoes.

			I stopped dead in front of this glass which had so many time re­flec­ted her, so many times, so many times, that it must then have caught and held the im­age of her.

			I stood there, shud­der­ing, my eyes fixed on the glass, on the smooth depths that were empty now but had held the whole of her, pos­sessed her as wholly as I did, as wholly as did my pas­sion­ate glances. I thought that I loved this glass—I touched it—it was cold! Oh, memory! memory! woe­ful, sear­ing, liv­ing, fright­ful glass, the cause of all our ag­on­ies. Happy the man whose heart, like a glass across whose sur­face re­flec­tions glide and van­ish, for­gets all that it has held, all that has passed be­fore it, all that is gazed on and mirrored in its emo­tions of af­fec­tion and love. How I suf­fer!

			I went out, and by no will of my own, without know­ing what I did, without wish­ing it, I wandered to­wards the cemetery. I found her simple grave, a marble cross with these few words: “She loved, was loved and died.”

			She was there, un­der there, a mass of de­cay! Hor­rible! I broke in­to sobs, ly­ing with my fore­head pressed against the earth.

			I stayed there a long time, a very long time. Then I saw that night was fall­ing. Thereupon a strange wild de­sire, the de­sire of a des­pair­ing lov­er, took pos­ses­sion of me. I wanted to spend the night near her, a last night, to weep on her grave. But I should be seen and turned out. What could I do? I was cun­ning. I got up and began to wander about this city of the lost. I walked and walked. How small a city it is be­side the oth­er city, the city of the liv­ing. And yet the dead far out­num­ber the liv­ing. We must have tall houses, streets, a deal of space, for the four gen­er­a­tions that at one and the same time en­joy the light of day, drink the wa­ter of springs, the juice of grapes, and eat the bread grown in the fields.

			And for all the gen­er­a­tions of the dead, for all the ser­ried ranks of hu­man be­ings, from the be­gin­ning to our day, suf­fices a very noth­ing, a field, al­most noth­ing. The earth re­ceives them, for­gets them and ef­faces them. Good­bye!

			At the end of the cul­tiv­ated cemetery, I came all at once upon the deser­ted cemetery, the one where the dead of long ago came at their end to mingle their dust with the earth, where the very crosses were rot­ting away, where the latest comers will be placed at some fu­ture day. It is full of wild roses, sturdy black cypress-trees, a sad and mar­vel­lous garden, grown rich feed­ing on hu­man flesh.

			I was alone, quite alone. I ef­faced my­self be­hind a green tree. I hid my­self en­tirely among its thick sombre branches.

			And I waited, cling­ing to its trunk like a ship­wrecked man to a spar.

			When the night was dark, very dark, I left my refuge and began to walk softly, with slow muted steps, over this ground full of the dead.

			I wandered for a long time, a long, long time. I did not find her again. With out­stretched arms, wide-open eyes, strik­ing against tomb­stones with hands, and feet and knees and chest, with my very head, I went and did not find her. I touched, I felt about like a blind man seek­ing his way, I felt stones, crosses, iron bars, wreaths of glass, wreaths of faded flowers. I read the names with my fin­gers, tra­cing them over the let­ters. What a night! what a night! I did not find her.

			No moon! What a night! I was seized with fear, ter­rible fear, in these nar­row patches, between two rows of graves. Graves! graves! graves! Every­where graves! To the left, to the right of me, be­fore me, round me, every­where, graves! I sat down on one of them, for my knees were shak­ing so much that I could not go on walk­ing. I heard the beat­ing of my heart! And I heard some­thing else too! What was it? A con­fused name­less sound! Was the sound in my fear-stricken mind, in the im­pen­et­rable night, or un­der the mys­ter­i­ous earth, un­der the earth sown with hu­man corpses? I looked round me.

			How long did I stay there? I don’t know. I was para­lysed with ter­ror, I was drunk with fear, near scream­ing, near death.

			And all at once I thought that the slab of marble on which I was seated moved. In very truth, it was mov­ing, as if someone were push­ing it up. With one bound I flung my­self on the nearest grave, and saw, yes, I saw the stone which I had just left, raise it­self bolt up­right; and the dead ap­peared, a na­ked skel­et­on who was push­ing off the stone with his bent back. I saw, I saw with per­fect clear­ness, al­though the night was black as pitch. On the cross I could read:

			
				“Here lies Jacques Olivant, who de­par­ted this life aged fifty-one years. He was a good, hon­est man, who loved his fam­ily, and died in the peace of the Lord.”

			

			Now the dead man him­self was read­ing the words writ­ten on his tomb. Then he picked up a stone in the road, a small sharp stone, and began care­fully to scratch out those words. Slowly, he en­tirely ob­lit­er­ated them, gaz­ing with his empty eye-sock­ets at the place where un­til that mo­ment they had been en­graved; and with the end of the bone which was once his in­dex fin­ger he wrote in lu­min­ous let­ters, like the lines that are traced on walls with the end of a match:

			
				“Here lies Jacques Olivant, who de­par­ted this life aged fifty-one years. By his harsh­ness he hastened the death of his fath­er, from whom he was anxious to in­her­it, he tor­tured his wife, tor­men­ted his child, cheated his neigh­bours, robbed when he could and died a wretched man.

			

			The dead made an end of writ­ing and, im­mob­ile, con­tem­plated his work. And turn­ing round, I saw that all the graves were open, that all the dead bod­ies had emerged, that all had ef­faced the lies writ­ten by their re­la­tion on the fu­ner­al stone, to re­af­firm there­on the truth.

			And I saw that all had been the ex­e­cu­tion­ers of their kith and kin, ma­lig­nant, dis­hon­est, hy­po­crites, li­ars, cheats, slan­der­ers, en­vi­ous, that they had robbed, de­ceived, per­pet­rated every sort of shame­ful and ab­om­in­able deed, these good fath­ers, these faith­ful spouses, these de­voted sons, these chaste maid­ens, these up­right trades­men, these men and wo­men re­puted bey­ond re­proach.

			With one ac­cord they were writ­ing, on the threshold of their etern­al dwell­ing, the cruel, ter­rible, and sac­red truth, of which every­one in the world is ig­nor­ant or pre­tends to be ig­nor­ant.

			I thought that she too must be tra­cing it on her grave. And fear­less now, run­ning between the yawn­ing graves, between the corpses, between the skel­et­ons, I made my way to­wards her, sure that I should shortly find her.

			I re­cog­nised her from afar off, al­though I could not see the face wrapped in its grave-clothes.

			And on the marble cross where just now I had read: “She loved, was loved and died,” I saw:

			
				“Go­ing out one day to de­ceive her lov­er, she caught cold in the rain, and died.”

			

			It ap­pears that they picked me up at dawn, ly­ing un­con­scious, near a grave.

		
	
		
			Madame Husson’s May King

			We had just passed through Gisors, where I had been awakened by hear­ing the name of the place shouted by the port­ers, and I was fall­ing off to sleep again, when a fright­ful jerk threw me on top of the fat lady in the op­pos­ite seat.

			A wheel had come off the en­gine, which was ly­ing across the line. The tender and the lug­gage van, also de­railed, lay be­side this wreck which panted, shuddered, whistled, snorted and spat like horses that have fallen in the street; their flanks throb, their chests quiver, their nos­trils smoke, they shud­der through their whole bod­ies but do not seem able to make the slight­est ef­fort to get up and go on again.

			No one was killed or in­jured, only a few bruises, for the train was not yet run­ning at full speed again. We gazed sadly at the great crippled iron body that could no longer carry us and would bar our way, per­haps for some time, for they would cer­tainly have to send to Par­is for a re­lief train.

			It was now ten o’clock in the morn­ing, so I de­cided then and there to get back to Gisors and have some lunch.

			As I was walk­ing down the line I kept say­ing to my­self:

			“Gisors, Gisors, I am sure I know someone there. But whom? Gisors? I am cer­tain I have a friend in the town.”

			Sud­denly a name leapt in­to my mind: “Al­bert Mara­m­bot.” He was an old col­lege friend whom I had not seen for twelve years at least, and who prac­tised medi­cine at Gisors. He had of­ten sent me in­vit­a­tions, which I al­ways ac­cep­ted but nev­er kept. This time, how­ever, I would use my op­por­tun­ity.

			I asked the first per­son I met:

			“Do you know where Dr. Mara­m­bot lives?”

			He answered im­me­di­ately in the drawl­ing ac­cent of Nor­mandy:

			“In the Rue Dauph­in.”

			I saw, in­deed, on the door of the house he poin­ted out, a big brass plate on which was en­graved the name of my old friend. I rang the bell, but the maid, a girl with yel­low hair and slow move­ments, re­peated stu­pidly:

			“He’s out, he’s out.”

			I could hear the clat­ter of forks and glasses, so I cried out:

			“Hello, Mara­m­bot!”

			A door opened and a fat man with side-whiskers came out with a vexed air, car­ry­ing a nap­kin in his hand.

			Well, I really would not have re­cog­nised him. He looked at least forty-five, and I had an in­stant vis­ion of the pro­vin­cial life that makes a man heavy, middle-aged and old. In a flash of thought that took less time than the ac­tion of hold­ing out my hand, I knew his life, his man­ner of liv­ing, his at­ti­tude of mind and his the­or­ies about things. I guessed at the large meals to which he owed his paunch, the drowsi­ness after din­ner in the leth­argy of an over­laden di­ges­tion watered with cognac, the curs­ory ex­am­in­a­tion he gave his sick when his thoughts were on the fowl roast­ing on the spit in front of the fire. His con­ver­sa­tions on cook­ing, on cider, brandy and wine; on the man­ner of cook­ing cer­tain dishes, and how best to thick­en cer­tain sauces, needed no fur­ther evid­ence than the moist red­ness of his cheeks, his droop­ing eye­lids and the dull shine of his eyes.

			I said to him:

			“You don’t re­cog­nise me. I am Raoul Au­b­ertin.”

			He opened his arms and nearly suf­foc­ated me. His first words were these:

			“You haven’t had lunch, of course?”

			“No.”

			“What luck! I was just sit­ting down to it and there is an ex­cel­lent trout.”

			Five minutes later I was sit­ting op­pos­ite him at lunch.

			I asked him:

			“You are still a bach­el­or?”

			“My good­ness, yes.”

			“And are you happy here?”

			“I am not bored; I keep busy. I have pa­tients and friends. I eat well, en­joy good health—can laugh and hunt. That’s good enough for me.”

			“You don’t find life mono­ton­ous in this little town?”

			“No, old chap—not if you know your way about. A small place is in es­sen­tials very like a large one. Events and pleas­ures are less var­ied but one no­tices them more; there are few­er people but one sees more of them. If you know all the win­dows in a street, each one of them in­terests and in­trigues you more than a whole street in Par­is.

			“A little town is very amus­ing, you know—very amus­ing, most amus­ing. Take this one—Gisors. I have at my fin­ger­tips all there is to know about it, from its be­gin­ning to the present day. You have no idea what a quaint his­tory it has.”

			“You are a nat­ive of Gisors?”

			“Me? No, I be­long to Gournay—its neigh­bour and rival. Gournay is to Gisors what Luc­ul­lus was to Cicero. Here every­one is out for Fame; people call us the ‘ar­rog­ant people of Gisors.’ At Gournay they think of noth­ing but their stom­achs. We call them the ‘guzz­lers of Gournay.’ Gisors des­pises Gournay, but Gournay laughs at Gisors. This is a com­ic coun­try.”

			I no­ticed that I was eat­ing a truly ex­quis­ite dish of soft-boiled eggs sur­roun­ded by a lay­er of meat jelly sa­voured with herbs and slightly frozen.

			Smack­ing my lips to please him, I said to Mara­m­bot:

			“This is good.”

			He smiled.

			“It only re­quires two things—a good jelly, which is hard to get, and good eggs. Oh, good eggs—how rare they are, and, with a slightly red­dish yolk, how sa­voury! For my­self, I have two weak­nesses, one for eggs, the oth­er for poultry. I feed my hens in a spe­cial way. I have my own ideas on the sub­ject. In an egg, as in the flesh of a chick­en, or in beef, or mut­ton, or milk, or any of these things, there is, and one ought to taste it, the juices, al­most the es­sence, of the in­tern­al se­cre­tions of the an­im­al. How much bet­ter one would fare if every­one real­ised that!”

			I laughed.

			“So you are a gour­mand?”

			“Lord! It’s only idi­ots who are not! One is a gour­mand much as one is an artist, or a schol­ar, or a poet. The pal­ate, my dear, is a del­ic­ate or­gan as per­fect­ible and as worthy of re­spect as one’s eyes or ears. Not to have a pal­ate is to be de­prived of an ex­quis­ite fac­ulty, the power of ap­pre­ci­at­ing the qual­ity of food, just as one can be de­prived of the power to ap­pre­ci­ate the qual­ity of a book or a work of art. It is like be­ing de­prived of one of the primary senses—a part of man’s su­peri­or­ity; without it, one is re­leg­ated to the in­nu­mer­able ranks of weak­lings, out­casts and fools of which our race is com­posed. In oth­er words, it is like hav­ing a ‘low’ tongue in­stead of a low mind.

			“The man who can­not dis­tin­guish between a craw­fish and a lob­ster, or a her­ring (an ex­cel­lent fish which has in it­self all the fla­vour and scent of the sea) and a mack­er­el or a whit­ing, between a poire crass­ane and a poire duch­esse, is only com­par­able to one who con­fuses Balzac and Eu­gène Sue, or a Beeth­oven sym­phony with a band­mas­ter’s march, or the Belvedere Apollo with the statue of Gen­er­al Blan­mont?”

			“Who in the world is Gen­er­al Blan­mont?”

			“Oh—of course, you don’t know. It’s easy to see you don’t be­long to Gisors! My dear old chap, I told you just now that the in­hab­it­ants of this town were nick­named the ‘ar­rog­ant men of Gisors,’ and nev­er was an epi­thet bet­ter ap­plied. But let’s get on with lunch first, and I will tell you about the town while I show you around.”

			He stopped talk­ing now and then to sip a glass of wine which he looked at ten­derly every time he put it down.

			He was an amus­ing sight with his nap­kin tucked in­to his col­lar, his flushed cheeks and shin­ing eyes, and whiskers spread­ing round his mov­ing jaws.

			He made me eat to re­ple­tion. Then, when I was think­ing of get­ting back to the sta­tion, he seized my arm and led me in­to the street.

			The town, which was quite a pleas­ant pro­vin­cial city, was crowned by its fort­ress, the most curi­ous monu­ment of the mil­it­ary ar­chi­tec­ture of the twelfth cen­tury left in France; the fort­ress it­self looked down over a long green val­ley where the clumsy Nor­man cows browsed and ru­min­ated in the pas­tures.

			The Doc­tor said to me:

			“Gisors, a town of four thou­sand in­hab­it­ants on the bor­ders of l’Eure, was first men­tioned in the Com­ment­ar­ies of Ju­li­us Caesar: Caesar­is os­ti­um, then Caesar­ti­um, Caesor­ti­um, Gisor­ti­um, Gisors. I’ll now take you to see the place where the Ro­man army en­camped. Their traces are still vis­ible.”

			I laughed and replied:

			“It seems to me, old man, that you are suf­fer­ing from a dis­ease which you as a doc­tor ought to in­vest­ig­ate. It is called pa­ro­chi­al pride.”

			He stopped short.

			“Pa­ro­chi­al pride, my friend, is only nat­ur­al pat­ri­ot­ism. I love my house and, by a nat­ur­al ex­ten­sion of that love, my town and my province, be­cause I find in them only the cus­toms of my vil­lage; but, if I love my fron­ti­er, if I de­fend it, if I am angry when a neigh­bour sets foot on it, it is be­cause I feel my house already threatened, be­cause the fron­ti­er which I do not know is the road to my province. I my­self am a Nor­man, a true Nor­man. Well, in spite of my bit­ter­ness against Ger­many and my de­sire for ven­geance, I do not dis­like her, I do not hate her by in­stinct as I hate the Eng­lish, the real, hered­it­ary and nat­ur­al en­emy of the Nor­mans, be­cause the Eng­lish in­vaded the land oc­cu­pied by my an­cest­ors, they plundered and rav­aged it twenty times, and the tra­di­tion­al hatred of this faith­less race came to me with life it­self, from my fath­er—But here is the statue of the gen­er­al.”

			“What gen­er­al?”

			“Gen­er­al Blan­mont! We had to have a statue. They don’t call us the ar­rog­ant men of Gisors for noth­ing. So we dis­covered Gen­er­al Blan­mont. Look in the win­dow of this book­shop.”

			He dragged me in front of a book­shop in which about fif­teen books bound in yel­low, red and blue caught my eye.

			When I read the titles I began to giggle idi­ot­ic­ally. They were Gisors, Its Be­gin­nings, Its Fu­ture, by M. X., a mem­ber of sev­er­al learned so­ci­et­ies.

			His­tory of Gisors, by the Ab­bé A. …

			Gisors from the Time of Caesar to Our Day, by M. B., a landed pro­pri­et­or.

			Gisors and Its Neigh­bour­hood, by Dr. C. D.

			The Glor­ies of Gisors, by an an­ti­quar­i­an.

			“My dear man,” replied Mara­m­bot, “not a year passes, not one, mark you, but a new his­tory of Gisors is brought out; we have twenty-three of them already!”

			“What about the glor­ies of Gisors?” I asked.

			“Oh, I couldn’t tell you all of them, I can only speak of the out­stand­ing ones. First we had Gen­er­al Blan­mont, then the Bar­on Dav­il­li­er, the cel­eb­rated ceram­ist who ex­plored Spain and the Balear­ic Is­lands and re­vealed to col­lect­ors the won­der­ful Moor­ish pot­tery. In lit­er­at­ure, we have a journ­al­ist of con­sid­er­able mer­it, now dead, Charles Brainne, and, among well-known liv­ing men, the very em­in­ent dir­ect­or of the Nou­vel­liste de Rouen, Charles Lapierre … oh, and many more—a great many more.”

			We were go­ing down the gentle slope of a long street: the June sun warmed it from end to end and had driv­en the in­hab­it­ants in­doors.

			Sud­denly a man came in­to sight at the oth­er end of the road—a drunk­en man, reel­ing as he came. Head thrust for­ward, with arms swinging and nerve­less legs, he came on in jerks of three, six or ten quick steps fol­lowed by a pause. When a short, strenu­ous rush had landed him in the middle of the street, he stopped short and swayed as though hes­it­at­ing between a fall and a fur­ther dis­play of en­ergy. Then he ad­vanced ab­ruptly in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion. Next he can­noned vi­ol­ently in­to a house, to which he at­tached him­self with every ap­pear­ance of want­ing to enter it through the wall. Then he turned round with a sharp ef­fort and stared ahead, his mouth open and his eyes blink­ing in the sun. At last, with a jerk of his hind quar­ters, he re­moved his back from the wall and set off again.

			A little yel­low dog, a fam­ished mon­grel, fol­lowed him, bark­ing, stop­ping when he stopped and go­ing on again when he went on.

			“Look,” said Mara­m­bot, “there is Ma­dame Hus­son’s May King.”

			I was most as­ton­ished and asked:

			“Ma­dame Hus­son’s May King—whatever do you mean by that?”

			The Doc­tor began to laugh.

			“Oh, it’s just a way we have here in speak­ing of drunk­en men. It arose from an old story which has now be­come a le­gend al­though it is ab­so­lutely true.”

			“Is it an amus­ing story?”

			“Oh, most amus­ing.”

			“Go ahead then.”

			“Right you are. At one time there lived in this town an old lady who, be­ing very vir­tu­ous her­self, en­cour­aged vir­tue in oth­ers. Her name was Ma­dame Hus­son. I’m telling you the story with the real names, you know, not with made-up ones. Ma­dame Hus­son spent most of her time in good works, help­ing the poor and re­ward­ing the de­serving. Tiny, pat­ter­ing along with short rap­id steps, her head sur­moun­ted by a black silk per­uke, form­al and po­lite, she was on very good terms with the good God as rep­res­en­ted by the Ab­bé Malou. She had the greatest hor­ror, an in­stinct­ive hor­ror, of vice, and most of all for that vice which the Church calls in­con­tin­ence. Pre­marit­al get­ting of chil­dren drove her be­side her­self with rage, and ex­as­per­ated her un­til she was al­most out of her wits.

			“Now it was the peri­od when May Queens were be­ing crowned in the dis­trict round Par­is, and Ma­dame Hus­son was taken with the idea of hav­ing a May Queen at Gisors.

			“She laid her pro­ject be­fore the Ab­bé Malou, and he at once drew up a list of can­did­ates.

			“But Ma­dame Hus­son was waited on by a maid­ser­vant, an old maid­ser­vant named Françoise, as un­com­prom­ising as her mis­tress.

			“As soon as the priest had gone, the mis­tress called her ser­vant and said to her:

			“ ‘Listen, Françoise, here are the girls whom his Rev­er­ence sug­gests to me for the prize of vir­tue: try and find out what people about here think of them.’

			“And Françoise went forth to spy out the land. She raked to­geth­er all the gos­sip, all the tales, all the scan­dal, every vaguest hint. For fear that she should for­get any­thing, she wrote it all down in her house­hold ac­counts along with the items of ex­pendit­ure, and handed it every morn­ing to Ma­dame Hus­son, who used to read, after she had ad­jus­ted her spec­tacles on her thin nose:

			
				
					
						
								“ ‘Bread
								four cents.
						

						
								Milk
								two cents.
						

						
								But­ter
								eight cents
						

					
				

				Ma­lo­nia Levesque dis­graced her­self last year with Ma­th­ur­in Poilu.

				
					
						
								One leg of mut­ton
								twenty-five cents.
						

						
								Salt
								one cent.
						

					
				

				Ros­a­lie Vat­inel was met in the wood at Ri­boudet with César­ie Piénoir by Ma­dame Onésime, the wash­er­wo­man, on the 20th of Ju­ly in the twi­light.

				
					
						
								Radishes
								one cent.
						

						
								Vin­eg­ar
								two cents.
						

						
								Sor­rel Salt
								two cents
						

					
				

				Joséphine Durdent, that nobody thinks has gone wrong, in spite of her be­ing in cor­res­pond­ence with young Opor­tun who is em­ployed in Rouen and who sent her a bon­net as a gift by the stage­coach.’

			

			“Not a single girl emerged un­scathed from this search­ing in­vest­ig­a­tion. Françoise ques­tioned every­one, neigh­bours, trades­men, the school­mas­ter, the nuns at the school, and gathered up the faintest ru­mours.

			“Since there is not a girl in the uni­verse upon whom the gos­sips have not looked askance, there was not found in the coun­tryside a maid­en safe from some scrap of scan­dal.

			“Now Ma­dame Hus­son de­sired that the May Queen, like Caesar’s wife, should be quite above sus­pi­cion, and in the face of her ser­vant’s house­keep­ing book she was re­duced to grief and des­pair.

			“The circle of choice was widened to in­clude the neigh­bour­ing vil­lages, but they found noth­ing.

			“The May­or was con­sul­ted. Those that he fa­voured suffered ship­wreck. Those of Dr. Barbe­sol were no more suc­cess­ful, for all the cer­ti­tude of his sci­entif­ic war­ranty.

			“Then, one morn­ing, Françoise, who had just re­turned from one of her ex­ped­i­tions, said to her mis­tress:

			“ ‘Look you, Ma­dame, if you wish to crown any­one, there is no one but Isidore in the whole dis­trict.’

			“Ma­dame Hus­son be­came deeply thought­ful.

			“She knew him well, this Isidore, son of Vir­ginie the green­gro­cer. His chastity, be­come a by­word, had provided food for mirth in Gisors for many a long day, and served as an en­ga­ging sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion for the town and of amuse­ment for the girls, who de­lighted in teas­ing him. A little over twenty years of age, big, un­gainly, slow and timor­ous, he helped his moth­er with her busi­ness, and passed his days, seated on a chair be­fore the door, sort­ing fruit and ve­get­ables.

			“He had an un­healthy fear of pet­ti­coats, which made him lower his eyes the mo­ment one of the wo­men com­ing in­to the shop looked at him with a smile, and this well-known timid­ity of his made him the laugh­ing­stock of all the wags in the dis­trict.

			“Risky words, lewd say­ings, and al­lu­sions hint­ing at ob­scen­ity made him blush so quickly that Dr. Barbe­sol had nick­named him the ther­mo­met­er of mod­esty. Did he or did he not know? his neigh­bours asked them­selves ma­li­ciously. Was it simply the presen­ti­ment of un­known and shame­ful mys­ter­ies or was it rather in­dig­na­tion at the loathly con­tacts en­tailed in love that seemed to move the son of the green­gro­cer Vir­ginie so strongly? The mes­sage-boys of the dis­trict, when run­ning past his shop, shouted out filthy say­ings at the top of their voices, in or­der to see him lower his eyes; the girls passed and re­passed be­fore him, whis­per­ing sly sug­ges­tions that drove him back in­to the house. The more im­pudent pro­voked him openly, in or­der to laugh at him and amuse them­selves, made as­sig­na­tions, sug­ges­ted a thou­sand ab­om­in­able ideas.

			“So Ma­dame Hus­son had be­come deeply thought­ful.

			“In truth, Isidore was an ex­ample of quite ex­cep­tion­al vir­tue, no­tori­ous, im­preg­nable. No one, not even the most scep­tic­al or the most un­be­liev­ing, could have or would have dared to sus­pect Isidore of in­fringing in the smal­lest de­gree any law of mor­al­ity whatever. Nev­er once had he been seen in a café, nev­er once met in the streets of an even­ing. He went to bed at eight and got up at four. He was a par­agon, a pearl.

			“All the same, Ma­dame Hus­son still hes­it­ated. The idea of sub­sti­tut­ing a May King for a May Queen troubled her, up­set her a little, and she re­solved to con­sult the Ab­bé Malou.

			“The Ab­bé Malou replied:

			“ ‘What do you de­sire to re­ward, Ma­dame? Vir­tue, I take it, and noth­ing but vir­tue.

			“ ‘What does it mat­ter to you, there­fore, wheth­er vir­tue be in a male or a fe­male? Vir­tue is etern­al, of no coun­try and of no sex: it is just vir­tue.’

			“Thus en­cour­aged, Ma­dame Hus­son went to find the May­or.

			“He quite ap­proved.

			“ ‘We will hold a splen­did fest­iv­al,’ said he, ‘and an­oth­er year, if we find a wo­man as worthy as Isidore, we will crown a wo­man. We shall in­deed set a lofty ex­ample to Nan­terre. Let us not be ex­clus­ive, let us wel­come all that is worthy.’

			“Isidore, told of the hon­our, blushed deeply and seemed con­tent.

			“The day of the ce­re­mony was fixed for the fif­teenth of Au­gust, the Fest­iv­al of the Vir­gin Mary and of the Em­per­or Na­po­leon.

			“The mu­ni­cip­al­ity had de­cided to lend an air of ex­cep­tion­al splend­our to this sol­emn ce­re­mo­ni­al, and had placed the plat­form on the Cour­on­neaux, a charm­ing con­tinu­ation of the ram­parts of the old fort­ress, to which I will shortly take you.

			“By a nat­ur­al re­versal of pub­lic opin­ion, Isidore’s vir­tue, till then a mat­ter for ri­dicule, be­came sud­denly a mat­ter for envy, since it was go­ing to bring him five hun­dred francs, be­sides a little sav­ings-book, to­geth­er with un­lim­ited es­teem and glory to spare. The girls now re­gret­ted their frivol­ous folly, their smirks, their im­mod­est be­ha­viour; and Isidore, quite as mod­est and timor­ous as ever, had taken on a faint com­pla­cent air that spoke his in­ward sat­is­fac­tion.

			“With the ar­rival of the fif­teenth of Au­gust, the whole of the Rue Dauphine was draped with flags. Ah, I’ve for­got­ten to tell you after what event this road­way had been called Rue Dauphine.

			“It would ap­pear that the Dauphine, I don’t know now which one, when vis­it­ing Gisors, had been kept on ex­hib­i­tion so long by the au­thor­it­ies that, in the middle of a tri­umph­al pro­ces­sion through the town, she stopped the pro­ces­sion be­fore one of the houses in this street and ex­claimed:

			“ ‘Oh, what a beau­ti­ful house, how I would like to vis­it it! Whose is it?’

			“They told her the own­er’s name; he was sought out, found and brought, em­bar­rassed but covered with glory, be­fore the prin­cess.

			“She stepped down from her car­riage, entered the house, pre­ten­ded to look over it from top to bot­tom, and even re­mained shut up for some mo­ments alone in one of the rooms.

			“When she came out again, the people, flattered by the hon­our shown to a cit­izen of Gisors, shouted out:

			“ ‘Long live the Dauphine.’

			“But a little song was made up by some wag, and the street took the name of her Roy­al High­ness, be­cause:

			
				
					La prin­cesse très pressée,
					

					Sans cloche, prêtre ou bedeau,
					

					L’avait, avec un peu d’eau,
					

					Baptisée.28
				

			

			“But let me re­turn to Isidore.

			“Flowers had been strewn all along the route of the pro­ces­sion, just as is cus­tom­ary at the pro­ces­sion of the Holy Sac­ra­ment, and the Na­tion­al Guard was called out, un­der the or­ders of its Chief, Com­mand­ant Des­barres, a stout old war­ri­or of the Grande Armée, who proudly dis­played, be­side a frame hold­ing the Cross of Hon­our be­stowed by the Em­per­or him­self, a Cos­sack’s beard, cut at a single sabre-stroke from its own­er’s chin by the Com­mand­ant, dur­ing the re­treat from Rus­sia.

			“The corps that he com­manded was, in ad­di­tion, a corps of picked men fam­ous through­out the province, and his com­pany of gren­adiers from Gisors was in de­mand at all the im­port­ant fest­ivals with­in a ra­di­us of fif­teen or twenty leagues. The story is told that King Louis-Phil­ippe, when re­view­ing the troops from Eure, stopped in won­der be­fore the com­pany from Gisors and cried out:

			“ ‘Oh, who are these fine gren­adiers?’

			“ ‘Men from Gisors,’ replied the Gen­er­al.

			“ ‘I might have known it,’ mur­mured the King.

			“The Com­mand­ant Des­barres set out with his men, headed by the band, to seek out Isidore in his moth­er’s shop.

			“After a brief tune had been played be­neath his win­dows, the May King him­self ap­peared upon the threshold.

			“He was clad from head to foot in white ducks and wore a straw hat, which bore, like a cock­ade, a small bunch of or­ange blos­som.

			“This ques­tion of dress had giv­en Ma­dame Hus­son much anxi­ety. She hes­it­ated for a long time between the black gar­ment worn by those tak­ing their first Com­mu­nion and the full ves­ture of white. But Françoise, her ad­viser, de­cided her in fa­vour of the full white by show­ing her that the May King would have the ap­pear­ance of a swan.

			“Be­hind him ap­peared his pro­tectress, his god­moth­er, the tri­umphant Ma­dame Hus­son. She took his arm, ready for the start, and the May­or took up his po­s­i­tion on the oth­er side of the May King. The drums began to beat. Com­mand­ant Des­barres gave the com­mand:

			“ ‘Present arms!’

			“The pro­ces­sion set off on its march to­wards the church, in the midst of a great crowd of people as­sembled from all the neigh­bour­ing vil­lages. After a short Mass and a touch­ing ad­dress from the Ab­bé Malou, the pro­ces­sion headed for the Cour­on­neaux where the feast was set out in read­i­ness un­der a tent.

			“Be­fore sit­ting down at table, the May­or made a speech. Here are his ex­act words. I learnt them off by heart, for it was a fine speech:

			
				“ ‘Young man, a lady of wealth, be­loved by the poor and re­spec­ted by the rich, Ma­dame Hus­son, to whom I here render thanks on be­half of the whole coun­try, con­ceived the idea, the happy and kindly idea, of es­tab­lish­ing in the town a prize for vir­tue which should be a worthy in­duce­ment to the in­hab­it­ants of this beau­ti­ful coun­tryside.

				“ ‘You are, young man, the first to be chosen, the first to be crowned in this roy­al line of wis­dom and chastity. Your name will al­ways stand at the head of this roll of the most worthy; and it is de­man­ded of you that your life—make no mis­take about it—that your whole life should be in har­mony with this happy be­gin­ning. Today, in the pres­ence of this noble wo­man who re­wards your con­duct, in the pres­ence of these cit­izen-sol­diers who have taken up their arms in your hon­our, in the pres­ence of this deeply moved throng, gathered to­geth­er to ac­claim you, or rather to ac­claim Vir­tue in your per­son, you are en­ter­ing in­to a sol­emn cov­en­ant with the town, with us all, to pre­serve un­til the day of your death the mag­ni­fi­cent prom­ise of your youth.

				“ ‘Al­ways bear this in mind, young man. You are the first seed sown in the field of hope, and we look to you to bring forth those fruits ex­pec­ted of you.’

			

			“The May­or took three steps, opened his arms and clasped the sob­bing Isidore to his heart.

			“He sobbed, the May King, without know­ing why, with mixed emo­tion, with pride, with vague and pleas­ant sen­ti­ment.

			“Then the May­or placed in one of his hands the silk purse in which the gold chinked, five hun­dred francs in gold! … and in the oth­er a little sav­ings-book. And in a sol­emn voice he pro­nounced:

			“ ‘Hon­our, glory and riches to vir­tue.’

			“Com­mand­ant Des­barres cried out:

			“ ‘Bravo.’

			“The gren­adiers cheered; the people ap­plauded.

			“Ma­dame Hus­son too dried her eyes.

			“Then they sat down at their places around the table where the ban­quet was spread.

			“It was nev­er-end­ing and sump­tu­ous: yel­low cider and red wine frat­ern­ised in glasses, side by side, and mingled in the stom­ach. The rattle of plates, voices and mu­sic play­ing in muffled tones made a deep, cease­less mur­mur, dy­ing away in the clear sky where the swal­lows flew. Every now and then Ma­dame Hus­son ad­jus­ted her wig of black silk, awry over one ear, and talked with the Ab­bé Malou. The May­or, in high spir­its, talked polit­ics with Com­mand­ant Des­barres, and Isidore ate, Isidore drank, as he had nev­er be­fore eaten and drunk! He helped him­self again and again to everything, find­ing out for the first time that it is sweet to feel one’s belly full of good things that please the pal­ate be­fore they please the stom­ach. He had adroitly loosened the buckle of his trousers, which tightened with the in­creas­ing pres­sure of his ab­do­men, and in si­lence, a little dis­turbed, how­ever, by a stain of wine fallen on his cot­ton vest, he ceased to chew in or­der to lift the glass to his mouth and keep it there as long as pos­sible, while he took slow sips of wine.

			“The time for toasts came round. They were many and much ap­plauded. The even­ing came: they had been at table since mid­day. Now there floated in the val­ley a thin, milky mist, the light ves­ture of night upon the streams and mead­ows: the sun dipped be­low the ho­ri­zon: the cows lowed afar off in the mists of the pas­ture land. It was over: they re­turned to­wards Gisors. The pro­ces­sion, broken up now, marched hel­ter-skel­ter. Ma­dame Hus­son had taken Isidore’s arm and was giv­ing him much coun­sel, ur­gent and sound.

			“They stopped be­fore the green­gro­cer’s door and the May King was left with his moth­er.

			“She had not come home. In­vited by her fam­ily to take part in the cel­eb­ra­tion of her son’s tri­umph, she had lunched with her sis­ter, after hav­ing fol­lowed the pro­ces­sion to the ban­quet­ing tent.

			“So Isidore re­mained alone in the shop, in­to which dark­ness was pen­et­rat­ing.

			“He sat down in a chair, flushed with wine and pride, and looked around him. The car­rots, cab­bages and onions filled the closed room with their strong ve­get­able smell, a rude, earthy odour, with which was mingled the sweet, pen­et­rat­ing smell of straw­ber­ries and the del­ic­ate, evas­ive per­fume of a bas­ket of peaches.

			“The May King took one and ate it with big bites, though his belly was round as a pump­kin. Then sud­denly, de­li­ri­ous with joy, he began to dance; and some­thing rattled in his gown.

			“He was sur­prised, and plunged his hands in­to his pock­ets and drew out the purse with the five hun­dred francs, which he had for­got­ten in his drunk­en joy. Five hun­dred francs! What a for­tune! He poured out the lu­is on the counter and spread them out with a slow, caress­ing move­ment of his great open palm in or­der to see them all at once. There were twenty-five, twenty-five round coins, in gold! all in gold. They shone on the wood in the deep gloom, and he coun­ted them over and over again, pla­cing his fin­ger on each one and mur­mur­ing:

			“ ‘One, two, three, four, five—a hun­dred; six, sev­en eight, nine, ten—two hun­dred.’

			“Then he put them back in the purse, which he re­placed in his pock­et.

			“Who could know and who could de­scribe the ter­rible con­flict waged in the May King’s soul between good and evil, the tu­mul­tu­ous on­set of Satan, the subtle tricks, the tempta­tions that he hurled against this tim­id, vir­gin heart? What sug­ges­tions, what ima­gin­ings, what cov­et­ous de­sires did the Evil One in­vent to pro­voke and des­troy this chosen soul? Ma­dame Hus­son’s elect seized his hat, the hat that still bore the little bunch of or­ange blos­som, and, go­ing out by the little lane at the back of the house, dis­ap­peared in­to the night. …

			“Vir­ginie, the green­gro­cer, warned that her son had re­turned, came back al­most at once and found the house empty. She waited, without any qualms at first: then, at the end of a quarter of an hour, she made en­quir­ies. Her neigh­bours in the Rue Dauphine had seen Isidore come in but had not seen him go out again. Then they went to look for him, but they did not find a trace of him. The green­gro­cer, dis­mayed, ran to the Town Hall: the May­or knew noth­ing, ex­cept that he had left the May King at the door of his home. Ma­dame Hus­son had just gone to bed when she was in­formed that her protégé had dis­ap­peared. She put on her wig again, got up and went her­self to the green­gro­cer’s. Vir­ginie, whose simple soul was eas­ily moved, was weep­ing co­pi­ously in the middle of her cab­bages, car­rots and onions.

			“An ac­ci­dent was feared. But what? Com­mand­ant Des­barres in­formed the po­lice, who made a round of the town; and on the way to Pon­toise they found the little bunch of or­ange blos­som. It was laid on a table around which the au­thor­it­ies held coun­sel. The May King must have been the vic­tim of some ruse, some trick of jeal­ousy: but how? What means had been em­ployed to carry off this in­no­cent, and to what end?

			“Weary of the vain search, the au­thor­it­ies re­tired to bed. Vir­ginie, all alone, lay awake in tears.

			“Now, the fol­low­ing even­ing, when the coach from Par­is passed through on its way back, the town of Gisors heard with amazement that its May King had stopped the vehicle two hun­dred yards out of the town, had got in, and paid for his seat with a louis for which he had re­ceived the change, and that he had quietly left the coach in the heart of the great city.

			“Feel­ing ran very high in the dis­trict. Let­ters were ex­changed between the May­or and the Chief of the Par­is po­lice, but res­ul­ted in no dis­cov­ery.

			“Day fol­lowed day, the week ran out.

			“Then, one morn­ing, Dr. Barbe­sol no­ticed, sit­ting on the threshold of a door, a man clad in dirty lin­en, who slept with his head against the wall. He ap­proached and re­cog­nised Isidore. He tried to waken him, and was un­able to do so. The ex-May King was in a deep, dis­quiet­ing sleep that noth­ing could break, and the Doc­tor, sur­prised, went in search of help to carry the young man to Bouche­val, the chem­ist’s. When they lif­ted him up, an empty bottle ap­peared, hid­den un­der him; the Doc­tor sniffed it and de­clared that it had con­tained brandy. It was a hint as to the rem­ed­ies re­quired. They suc­ceeded. Isidore was drunk, drunk and be­sot­ted by eight days of de­bauch­ery, drunk and so dis­gust­ing that a rag­pick­er wouldn’t have touched him. His beau­ti­ful ves­ture of white lin­en was all rags and tat­ters, dirty, yel­low, greasy, muddy, torn, beg­garly; and his per­son smelt of all the odours of the sew­er, the gut­ter and vice.

			“He was washed, preached at, locked up, and, for four days, did not stir out of the house. He seemed ashamed and pen­it­ent. They couldn’t find on him the purse with five hun­dred francs, nor the little sav­ings-book, nor even his sil­ver watch, a sac­red heir­loom be­queathed to him by his fath­er the fruit­er­er.

			“On the fifth day, he ven­tured in­to the Rue Dauphine. Many curi­ous glances fol­lowed him, and he went past the houses with head bent down and furt­ive eyes. He van­ished from sight at the point where the coun­try opens out in­to the val­ley; but two hours later he re­appeared, hic­cup­ing and reel­ing against the walls. He was drunk, dead drunk.

			“Noth­ing could cure him.

			“Forced to it by his moth­er, he be­came a carter and drove the coal wag­ons for the firm of Pougrisel, which is in ex­ist­ence still.

			“His repu­ta­tion as a drunk­ard was so bad and ex­ten­ded so far that, even at Evreux, they speak of Ma­dame Hus­son’s May King, and the drunk­en scoun­drels of the dis­trict have pre­served this nick­name.

			“A good ac­tion is nev­er wasted.”

			

			Dr. Mara­m­bot rubbed his hands to­geth­er at the end of his story. I asked him:

			“Did you know the May King per­son­ally?”

			“Oh, yes, I had the hon­our of clos­ing his eyes.”

			“What did he die of?”

			“From an at­tack of de­li­ri­um tre­mens, of course!”

			We had ar­rived by this time at the old fort­ress, a pile of ruined walls sur­moun­ted by the high tower of Saint Thomas of Can­ter­bury, and the tower called the Pris­on­er’s Tower.

			Mara­m­bot told me the story of this pris­on­er who, by means of a nail, covered the walls of his cell with sculp­ture, fol­low­ing the move­ments of the sun through the nar­row cleft of a loop­hole.

			Then I learned that Clotaire II had giv­en the pat­ri­mony of Gisors to his cous­in Saint Ro­main, that Gisors ceased to be the cap­it­al of all Vex­in after the Treaty of Saint-Claire-sur-Epte, that the town was the sa­li­ent stra­tegic point of the whole of this part of France, and that by reas­on of this nat­ur­al ad­vant­age it had been cap­tured and re­cap­tured times without num­ber. By or­der of Guil­laume le Roux, the cel­eb­rated en­gin­eer Robert de Be­lesme con­struc­ted there a strong fort­ress, later at­tacked by Louis le Gros, then by the Nor­man bar­ons, de­fen­ded by Robert de Can­dos, yiel­ded fi­nally to Louis le Gros by Geof­frey Plant­a­gen­et, re­taken by the Eng­lish through the Tem­plars’ treach­ery, quar­relled over by Phil­ippe Au­guste and Richard Coeur de Li­on, burned by Ed­ward III of Eng­land, who could not take the castle, re­built by the Eng­lish in 1419, sur­rendered later to Charles VII by Richard de Mar­bury, taken by the Duke of Ca­lab­ria, oc­cu­pied by the League, lived in by Henry IV, etc., etc.

			And Mara­m­bot, with deep con­vic­tion, roused al­most to elo­quence, re­peated:

			“What beg­garly ras­cals the Eng­lish are! What drunk­en scoun­drels, my dear; May Kings, every one of them, the hy­po­crites!”

			He was si­lent, then stretched his arm to­wards the thread of river gleam­ing in the mead­ow.

			“Do you know that Henry Mon­ni­er was one of the people who fished reg­u­larly on the banks of the Epte?”

			“No, I didn’t know.”

			“And Bouffé, my dear, Bouffé made stained glass here.”

			“Well, I nev­er!”

			“He did. You can’t get away from facts like that.”

		
	
		
			The Father

			Jean de Val­noix is a friend of mine whom I vis­it from time to time. He lives in a little house in the woods at the edge of a river. He re­tired from Par­is after lead­ing a wild life for fif­teen years. Sud­denly he had enough of pleas­ures, din­ners, men, wo­men, cards, everything; and he came to live in this little place where he had been born.

			There are two or three of us who go, from time to time, to spend a fort­night or three weeks with him. He is cer­tainly de­lighted to see us when we ar­rive, and pleased to be alone again when we leave. So I went to see him last week, and he re­ceived me with open arms. We would spend the time, some­times to­geth­er, some­times alone. Usu­ally he reads and I work dur­ing the day­time, and every even­ing we talk un­til mid­night.

			Well, last Tues­day, after a scorch­ing day, to­wards nine o’clock in the even­ing we were both of us sit­ting and watch­ing the wa­ter flow at our feet; we were ex­chan­ging very vague ideas about the stars which were bathing in the cur­rent and which seemed to swim along ahead of us. Our ideas were very vague, con­fused, and brief, for our minds are very lim­ited, weak, and power­less. I was grow­ing sen­ti­ment­al about the sun, which dies in the Great Bear. One can only see it on very clear nights, it is so pale. When the sky is the least bit clouded it dis­ap­pears. We were think­ing of the creatures which people these worlds, of their pos­sible forms, of their un­think­able fac­ulties and un­known or­gans, of the an­im­als and plants of every kind, of all the king­doms and forms of mat­ter, of all the things which man’s dreams can barely touch.

			Sud­denly a voice called from the dis­tance: “Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur!”

			Jean answered: “Here I am, Bap­tiste!”

			When the ser­vant had found us he an­nounced: “It’s Mon­sieur’s gipsy.”

			My friend burst out laugh­ing, a thing which he rarely did, then he asked: “Is today the nine­teenth of Ju­ly?”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur.”

			“Very well. Tell her to wait for me. Give her some sup­per. I’ll see her in ten minutes.”

			When the man had dis­ap­peared my friend took me by the arm say­ing: “Let us walk along slowly, while I tell you this story.

			“Sev­en years ago, when I ar­rived here, I went out one even­ing to take a walk in the forest. It was a beau­ti­ful day, like today, and I was walk­ing along slowly un­der the great trees, look­ing at the stars through the leaves, drink­ing in the quiet rest­ful­ness of night and the forest.

			“I had just left Par­is forever. I was tired out, more dis­gus­ted than I can say by all the fool­ish, low, and nasty things which I had seen and in which I had par­ti­cip­ated for fif­teen years.

			“I walked along for a great dis­tance in this deep forest, fol­low­ing a path which leads to the vil­lage of Crouz­ille, about ten miles from here.

			“Sud­denly my dog, Bock, a great Saint-Ger­main, which nev­er left me, stopped short and began to growl. I thought that per­haps a fox, a wolf, or a boar might be in the neigh­bour­hood; I ad­vanced gently on tip­toe, in or­der to make no noise, but sud­denly I heard mourn­ful hu­man cries, plaint­ive, muffled and mov­ing.

			“Surely some murder was be­ing com­mit­ted. I rushed for­ward, tak­ing a tight grip on my heavy oak cane, a reg­u­lar club.

			“I was com­ing near­er to the moans, which now be­came more dis­tinct, but strangely muffled. They seemed to be com­ing from some house, per­haps from the hut of some char­coal burn­er. Three feet ahead of me Bock was run­ning, stop­ping, bark­ing, start­ing again, very ex­cited, and growl­ing all the time. Sud­denly an­oth­er dog, a big black one with burn­ing eyes, barred our pro­gress. I could clearly see his white fangs, which seemed to be shin­ing in his mouth.

			“I ran to­wards him with up­lif­ted stick, but Bock had already jumped, and the two beasts were rolling on the ground with their teeth bur­ied in each oth­er. I went past them and al­most bumped in­to a horse ly­ing in the road. As I stopped, in sur­prise, to ex­am­ine the an­im­al, I saw in front of me a wag­on, or, rather, a cara­van, such as are in­hab­ited by cir­cus people and the it­in­er­ant mer­chants who go from fair to fair.

			“The cries were com­ing from there, fright­ful and con­tinu­ous. As the door opened on the oth­er side I turned around this vehicle and rushed up the three wooden steps, ready to jump on the mal­efact­or.

			“What I saw seemed so strange to me that I could not un­der­stand it at first. A man was kneel­ing, and seemed to be pray­ing, while in the only bed some­thing im­possible to re­cog­nize, a half-na­ked creature, whose face I could not see, was mov­ing, twist­ing about, and howl­ing. It was a wo­man in la­bour.

			“As soon as I un­der­stood the kind of ac­ci­dent which was the cause of these screams, I made my pres­ence known, and the man, wild with grief, and ap­par­ently from the neigh­bour­hood of Mar­seilles, begged me to save him, to save her, prom­ising me with many words an in­cred­ible grat­it­ude. I had nev­er seen a birth; I had nev­er helped a fe­male creature, wo­man, dog, or cat, in such a cir­cum­stance, and I na­ively said so, as I stu­pidly watched this thing which was scream­ing so in the bed.

			“Then when I had gathered my wits again, I asked the grief-stricken man why he did not go to the next vil­lage. His horse must have caught in a rut and had broken his leg.

			“ ‘Well, my man,’ I ex­claimed, ‘there are two of us now, and we will drag your wife to my house.’

			“But the howl­ing dogs forced us to go out­side, and we had to sep­ar­ate them by beat­ing them with our sticks, at the risk of killing them. Then the idea struck me to har­ness them with us, one to the right and the oth­er to the left, in or­der to help us. In ten minutes everything was ready, and the wag­on star­ted for­ward slowly, shak­ing the poor, suf­fer­ing wo­man each time it bumped over the deep ruts.

			“Such a road, my friend! We were go­ing along, pant­ing, groan­ing, per­spir­ing, slip­ping, and fall­ing, while our poor dogs puffed along be­side us.

			“It took three hours to reach the cot­tage. When we ar­rived be­fore the door the cries from the wag­on had ceased. Moth­er and child were do­ing well.

			“They were put to bed, and then I had a horse har­nessed up in or­der to go for a phys­i­cian, while the man, an in­hab­it­ant of Mar­seilles, re­as­sured, con­soled, and tri­umphant, was stuff­ing him­self with food and get­ting dead drunk in or­der to cel­eb­rate this happy birth.

			“It was a girl.

			“I kept these people with me for a week. The moth­er, Ma­demois­elle Elmire, was an ex­traordin­ar­ily lu­cid for­tune-tell­er, who prom­ised me an in­ter­min­able life and count­less joys.

			“The fol­low­ing year, on ex­actly the same day, to­wards night­fall, the ser­vant who has just called me came to me in the smoking-room after din­ner and said: ‘It’s the gipsy of last year who has come to thank Mon­sieur.’

			“I had her come in­to the house, and I was dumb­foun­ded when I saw be­side her a tall blond fel­low, a man from the North, who bowed and spoke to me as chief of the com­munity. He had heard of my kind­ness to Ma­demois­elle Elmire, and he had not wished to let this an­niversary go by without bring­ing to me their thanks and a testi­mony of their grat­it­ude.

			“I gave them sup­per in the kit­chen, and offered them my hos­pit­al­ity for the night. They left the fol­low­ing day.

			“The wo­man re­turns every year at the same date with the child, a fine little girl, and a new … lord and mas­ter each time. One man only, a fel­low from Auvergne, who thanked me in his strange ac­cent, came back two years in suc­ces­sion. The little girl calls them all ‘Papa,’ just as one says ‘Mon­sieur’ with us.”

			We were ar­riv­ing at the house, and we could barely dis­tin­guish three shad­ows stand­ing on the steps, wait­ing for us. The tallest one took a few steps for­ward, made a great bow, and said: “Mon­sieur le Comte, we have come today in re­cog­ni­tion of our grate­ful­ness. …”

			He was a Bel­gian!

			After him, the little one spoke in the shrill, singing voice which chil­dren use when they re­cite a com­pli­ment.

			I ap­peared to know noth­ing, and I took Ma­demois­elle Elmire to one side, and, after a few ques­tions, I asked her: “Is that the fath­er of your child?”

			“Oh! no, Mon­sieur.”

			“Is the fath­er dead?”

			“Oh! no, Mon­sieur. We still see each oth­er from time to time. He is a gen­darme.”

			“What! then it wasn’t the fel­low from Mar­seilles who was there at the birth?”

			“Oh! no, Mon­sieur. That was a ras­cal who stole all my sav­ings.”

			“And the gen­darme, the real fath­er, does he know his child?”

			“Oh! yes, Mon­sieur, and he loves her very much; but he can’t take care of her be­cause he has oth­ers by his wife.”

		
	
		
			The Rabbit

			At the usu­al time between five and a quarter past five in the morn­ing, old Le­cach­eur ap­peared at the door of his house to watch his men start work.

			Red in the face and half asleep—one eye open and the oth­er nearly shut—he had some dif­fi­culty in but­ton­ing his braces over his fat stom­ach while he cast a keen glance round every im­port­ant corner of the farm. The sun shed its ob­lique rays through the beech-trees by the ditch and the squat apple trees in the court­yard, mak­ing the cocks on the dunghill crow, and the pi­geons on the roof coo. In the fresh morn­ing air the smell of the cow-house drif­ted through the open door, mingled with the pun­gent odour from the stable where the neigh­ing horses turned their heads to­wards the light.

			As soon as his trousers were safely fastened, old Le­cach­eur star­ted off, go­ing first to the hen­house to count the morn­ing’s eggs, as he had had sus­pi­cions about some of his friends for some time past.

			The ser­vant-girl rushed to­wards him with her arms in the air, shout­ing:

			“Mas­ter, mas­ter, a rab­bit has been stolen in the night.”

			“A rab­bit?”

			“Yes, mas­ter, the big grey one from the hutch on the right.”

			The farm­er opened his left eye wide and simply said:

			“I must see to it.”

			And off he went. The hutch had been broken, and the rab­bit was gone. Then the man, greatly wor­ried, closed his right eye and scratched his nose. After think­ing the mat­ter over he told the scared ser­vant-girl, who was stand­ing be­side him like a fool:

			“Go and fetch the po­lice. Say I ex­pect them to come at once.”

			Old Le­cach­eur was may­or of his com­mune, Pav­igny-le-Gras, over which he ruled with a high hand ow­ing to his wealth and po­s­i­tion.

			As soon as the girl had dis­ap­peared in the dir­ec­tion of the vil­lage, which was about five hun­dred yards away, the peas­ant went home to have his morn­ing cof­fee and dis­cuss the mat­ter with his wife, whom he found on her knees in front of the fire blow­ing it to make it burn up.

			When he reached the door he said: “Now, someone has stolen a rab­bit, the big, grey one.”

			“The big, grey one?” she sighed. “What a shame! Who­ever can have stolen that rab­bit?”

			She was a little, thin wo­man, full of en­ergy, and very neat, who knew all about farm­ing.

			Le­cach­eur had his own ideas on the mat­ter.

			“It must be that fel­low Polyte.”

			The wife sud­denly got up from the floor and said in a furi­ous voice:

			“He did it! He did it! No need to hunt about for any­one else. He did it! You are right Cach­eux!”

			All the av­arice and fury of the care­ful peas­ant wo­man against the manser­vant of whom she had al­ways been sus­pi­cious and against the ser­vant-girl she had al­ways sus­pec­ted, showed in the con­trac­tion of her mouth and in the wrinkles in the cheeks and fore­head of her thin, angry face.

			“What have you done?” she asked.

			“I have sent for the po­lice.”

			Polyte was a la­bour­er who had been em­ployed on the farm for a few days and dis­missed by Le­cach­eur for in­solence. He had been a sol­dier and was said to have kept the habits of pil­fer­ing and de­bauch­ery ac­quired in his Afric­an cam­paigns. He did any­thing to earn a live­li­hood, but wheth­er ma­son, navvy, carter, reap­er, stone-break­er, or tree-pru­ner, first and fore­most he was a loafer. Not only could he nev­er keep a place, but he was of­ten ob­liged to go to dif­fer­ent parts of the coun­try to find a job.

			From the very first day that he came to the farm, Le­cach­eur’s wife had de­tested him, and now she was sure that he had com­mit­ted the theft.

			In about half an hour the two po­lice­men ar­rived. In­spect­or Sén­ateur was very tall and thin, Con­stable Le­ni­ent was short and fat.

			Le­cach­eur made them sit down and told them all about it. Then they vis­ited the scene of the theft to veri­fy the de­struc­tion of the hutch and to col­lect evid­ence. When they got back to the kit­chen, the mis­tress of the house brought out some wine, filled up the glasses and asked with a de­fi­ant glance:

			“Are you go­ing to catch him?”

			The in­spect­or seemed anxious. Of course he was sure to catch the thief if he were poin­ted out to him. If not, he could not prom­ise to find the cul­prit. After long re­flec­tion he asked this simple ques­tion:

			“Do you know the thief?”

			An ex­pres­sion of Nor­man cun­ning crept round Le­cach­eur’s big mouth, and he replied:

			“As for know­ing him, no, I do not, as I did not see him steal. If I had seen him I would have made him eat the beast raw, skin and flesh too, without a drop of cider to help it down. For this reas­on I can­not say who it is, nev­er­the­less I be­lieve it to be that good-for-noth­ing Polyte.”

			Then he re­lated at length his troubles with Polyte, why the man had left his ser­vice, his scowl­ing face, the tales that were told about him; pil­ing up in­sig­ni­fic­ant, petty de­tails.

			The in­spect­or, who listened at­tent­ively al­though he was al­ways empty­ing and re­filling his glass, turned to­wards the con­stable and said cas­u­ally:

			“We must search the cot­tage of the shep­herd Sever­in’s wife.”

			The con­stable smiled and nod­ded his head three times in reply.

			Then Ma­dame Le­cach­eur came up and in her turn, and with all a peas­ant’s art­ful­ness, very gently ques­tioned the in­spect­or. This shep­herd Sever­in, a sim­pleton and quite rough in his ways, had grown up on the hill­side sur­roun­ded by his roam­ing, bleat­ing flock, know­ing little about any­thing but sheep. Nev­er­the­less he had the peas­ant’s in­stinct for sav­ing. For years and years he must have hid­den in hol­low trees and in crevices of rocks all that he earned either as a keep­er of flocks or as an an­im­al doc­tor, heal­ing sprains by his touch and his spells for the bone­set­ter’s secret had been handed down to him by an old shep­herd whose place he had taken. Then one day he bought at pub­lic auc­tion for three thou­sand francs a little bit of land con­sist­ing of a cot­tage and field.

			A few months later his mar­riage was an­nounced. He was go­ing to marry the innkeep­er’s ser­vant, who was no­tori­ous for her im­mor­al­ity. The boys of the vil­lage said that the girl, know­ing he was fairly well off, had been go­ing to his hut every night, that she could do as she pleased with him and had gradu­ally per­suaded him to marry her.

			After they were mar­ried she went home to the house which her man had bought, and here she lived while he went on watch­ing his flocks, night and day, on the plains.

			The in­spect­or ad­ded:

			“Polyte has been sleep­ing with her for three weeks, the scoun­drel has no oth­er shel­ter.”

			The con­stable ven­tured to say:

			“He is tak­ing the shep­herd’s blankets.”

			Ma­dame Le­cach­eur, seized by a fresh fit of rage that was in­tens­i­fied by a mar­ried wo­man’s an­ger against any im­pro­pri­ety, ex­claimed:

			“I am sure it is she. Go at once. Ah! the black­guards!”

			But the in­spect­or calmly said:

			“One minute. Let us wait un­til twelve o’clock; as he goes there to din­ner every day I will catch them with their noses over it.”

			The con­stable smiled, pleased at his chief’s idea. Le­cach­eur smiled too, for the shep­herd’s story seemed funny to him—be­trayed hus­bands are al­ways a joke.

			Twelve o’clock had just struck when In­spect­or Sén­ateur, fol­lowed by his man, knocked gently three times at the door of a little lonely house, at the corner of a wood, five hun­dred yards from the vil­lage.

			They were stand­ing wait­ing close against the wall so as not to be seen from in­side. After a minute or two, as nobody answered, the in­spect­or knocked again. The house seemed empty, it was so quiet, but the con­stable, Le­ni­ent, whose hear­ing was very good, said that someone was mov­ing about in­side.

			Then Sén­ateur got angry. He would not al­low any­one to defy the au­thor­ity of the law for one second, so knock­ing at the wall, he shouted:

			“Open the door.”

			As this or­der pro­duced no ef­fect, he roared: “If you do not do as I bid you, I shall smash the lock. I am the Chief In­spect­or, by G——! Here, Le­ni­ent.”

			He had not fin­ished be­fore the door opened and Sén­ateur saw a fat wo­man with a red face, swollen cheeks, droop­ing breasts, pro­trud­ing stom­ach and big hips—one of those coarse, an­im­al fe­males—the wife of Sever­in the shep­herd.

			He went in, say­ing:

			“I have come to see you about a little in­vest­ig­a­tion I must make.”

			He looked round. On the table a plate, jug of cider, half-filled glass in­dic­ated the be­gin­ning of a meal. Two knives were ly­ing side by side and the shrewd con­stable winked at his chief and said: “It smells good,” adding gaily: “I would swear it was stewed rab­bit.”

			“Will you have a li­queur brandy?” the peas­ant wo­man asked.

			“No, thank you. I only want the skin of the rab­bit you are eat­ing.”

			She pre­ten­ded not to un­der­stand, but was trem­bling in every limb.

			“What rab­bit?”

			The in­spect­or had sat down and was calmly wip­ing his brow.

			“Come, come, moth­er, you are not go­ing to try to make us be­lieve that you live on couch-grass. What were you eat­ing, all by your­self, for your din­ner?”

			“Me, noth­ing, noth­ing, I swear. A tiny bit of but­ter on my bread.”

			“The deuce, my good wo­man, a tiny bit of but­ter on your bread … you are mak­ing a mis­take. What you mean is a tiny bit of but­ter on the rab­bit. Damm it all! your but­ter smells good! It is spe­cial but­ter, ex­tra good, wed­ding but­ter, spe­cial fry­ing-but­ter, surely, not or­din­ary house­hold but­ter, but­ter like that!”

			The con­stable, doubled up with laughter, re­peated:

			“Surely, not or­din­ary house­hold but­ter.”

			As In­spect­or Sén­ateur was fond of a joke, the loc­al po­lice all in­dulged in wit­ti­cisms.

			He con­tin­ued: “Where do you keep your but­ter?”

			“My but­ter?”

			“Yes, your but­ter.”

			“Well, in the jar.”

			“What jar?”

			“The but­ter-jar, of course! Here it is.”

			She brought out an old cup with a lay­er of salt, ran­cid but­ter in the bot­tom. The in­spect­or sniffed at it and, shak­ing his head, said: “That’s not the same. I want the but­ter that smells of stewed rab­bit. Come, Le­ni­ent, let us have a look round; you look on the side­board, my boy, I am go­ing to look un­der the bed.”

			Hav­ing closed the door, he went up to the bed and tried to move it, but it was fixed to the wall and had ap­par­ently not been moved for over fifty years. Then, the in­spect­or bend­ing down, his uni­form cracked, and a but­ton gave way.

			“Le­ni­ent,” he said.

			“In­spect­or?”

			“Come over here to the bed, my boy. I am too tall to see un­der­neath. I will look after the side­board.” He got up and waited while the man car­ried out his or­ders.

			Le­ni­ent, short and fat, took off his hel­met, threw him­self on his stom­ach, and glu­ing his head to the ground, gazed for some time in­to the black hol­low un­der the bed. Then he sud­denly cried out: “I’ve got him! I’ve got him!”

			The in­spect­or bent over the con­stable: “What have you got, the rab­bit?”

			“No, the thief!”

			“The thief! Fetch him out, fetch him out!”

			The con­stable, whose arms were both un­der the bed, was pulling at some­thing with all his strength. At last with his right hand he pulled out a foot wear­ing a heavy shoe. The in­spect­or caught hold of it: “Cour­age, cour­age! pull hard!”

			Le­ni­ent, who was now on his knees, pulled at the oth­er leg. But it was hard work, for the pris­on­er was kick­ing stead­ily, rolling about and arch­ing his back, wedged up against the cross­bar of the bed by his hips.

			“Cour­age, cour­age! Pull,” cried Sén­ateur.

			They pulled so hard that the cross­bar gave way and the man’s body was dragged out, but not his head, with which he was still hold­ing on to his hid­ing-place.

			At last they man­aged to get it out too, and they saw the angry, ter­ri­fied face of Polyte, whose arms were still un­der the bed.

			“One more pull!” cried the in­spect­or. Then there was a strange sound, and as arms fol­lowed shoulders, and hands fol­lowed arms, first a cas­ser­ole-handle was seen in the hands, and the end of the handle the cas­ser­ole it­self, which con­tained the stewed rab­bit.

			“Good Lord! good Lord!” bel­lowed the in­spect­or, wild with joy, while Le­ni­ent made sure of the pris­on­er.

			The rab­bit-skin, un­deni­able proof of theft, the last and most damning piece of evid­ence, was dis­covered in the mat­tress.

			Then the po­lice re­turned to the vil­lage in tri­umph with the pris­on­er, the stewed rab­bit, and the rab­bit-skin.

			A week later, the whole af­fair hav­ing made a con­sid­er­able stir, Mas­ter Le­cach­eur, on ar­riv­ing at the Hall to dis­cuss mat­ters with the school­mas­ter, was told that the shep­herd Sever­in had been wait­ing for an hour to see him.

			He was sit­ting on a chair in the corner with his stick between his legs. When he caught sight of the may­or he got up, took off his cap and bowed, say­ing: “Good day, Mas­ter Cach­eux,” but he did not sit down again, as he felt shy and awk­ward.

			“What do you want?” said the farm­er.

			“Well, there, Mas­ter Cach­eux, is it true that a rab­bit was stolen from your place the oth­er week?”

			“Yes, that’s true, Sever­in.”

			“Ah, well, then it’s really true?”

			“Yes, my good fel­low.”

			“And who stole it, the rab­bit?”

			“Polyte An­cas, the la­bour­er.”

			“Ah, well. It is also really true that he was found un­der my bed?”

			“What do you mean, the rab­bit?”

			“The rab­bit and Polyte as well, one at one end and the oth­er at the oth­er.”

			“Yes, poor old chap. That’s true.”

			“Then it’s really true?”

			“Yes. Who­ever told you about it?”

			“Pretty well every­body. I un­der­stand. And then, and then, well, you must know all about mar­ried life, see­ing that you as a may­or marry people.”

			“What do you mean, about mar­ried life?”

			“I mean about one’s rights.”

			“What do you mean by one’s rights?”

			“All about the rights of hus­band and wife.”

			“Yes, I know all that.”

			“Well, then, tell me, Mas­ter Cach­eux, has my wife the right to sleep with Polyte?”

			“What do you mean, to sleep with Polyte?”

			“Yes, has she the right, ac­cord­ing to law and see­ing that she is my wife, to sleep with Polyte?”

			“No, no, of course not, she has not the right.”

			“If I find her at it again, have I the right to beat her, have I? To beat her and him too?”

			“Why … why … why, yes.”

			“That’s all right and settled. Now I am go­ing to tell you why I asked.

			“One night last week, as I had my doubts, I went home and found them there, and not ly­ing back to back, mind you. I chucked Polyte out of doors to sleep; but that was all, as I did not know what my rights were. This time I did not see them, I heard about it. Well, it’s over, we will say no more about it. But if I catch them at it again … by G——, if I catch them at it again, I’ll make them lose all taste for this kind of joke, Mas­ter Cach­eux, as sure as my name is Sever­in. …”

		
	
		
			The Orderly

			Crowded with of­ficers, the cemetery looked like a field of flowers. Red caps and breeches, gold stripes and but­tons, swords and the shoulder-knots of the staff of­ficers, the gold lace of the Chas­seurs and the Hus­sars, all moved through the midst of the graves where black or white crosses stretched their mourn­ful arms of iron, marble or wood over the van­ished hosts of the dead.

			Col­on­el Lim­ous­in’s wife, drowned in her bath two days pre­vi­ously, had just been laid to rest.

			All was over, the clergy had de­par­ted, but the Col­on­el, sup­por­ted by two of­ficers, re­mained stand­ing be­fore the open grave, at the bot­tom of which he could still see the wooden coffin which hid the moul­der­ing corpse of his young wife.

			He was get­ting on in years, tall and thin, with a white mous­tache. Three years earli­er, he had mar­ried a com­rade’s daugh­ter, who had been left an orphan after the death of her fath­er, Col­on­el Sortis.

			The cap­tain and lieu­ten­ant upon whom their chief was lean­ing tried to lead him away. He res­isted them, his eyes full of tears which he bravely forced back; and mur­mur­ing in a low voice: “No, no! wait a little,” he in­sisted on re­main­ing there, scarcely able to stand, on the edge of the grave, which ap­peared bot­tom­less to him, an abyss which had swal­lowed up love and life, all that re­mained to him on earth.

			Sud­denly Gen­er­al Or­mont ap­proached, seized the Col­on­el by the arm, and dragged him away rather roughly, say­ing: “Come, come, old friend, you must not stay there!” The Col­on­el sub­mit­ted and re­turned home.

			As he opened the door of his study, he no­ticed a let­ter ly­ing on his desk. Pick­ing it up, he staggered with sur­prise and emo­tion, for he re­cog­nised his wife’s hand­writ­ing. The let­ter also bore the same day’s post­mark. He tore open the en­vel­ope, and read:

			
				“Fath­er—I hope I may still call you Fath­er, as I have al­ways done. When you re­ceive this let­ter, I shall be dead and bur­ied; thus per­haps will you be able to par­don me.

				“I am not seek­ing to rouse your pity nor to mit­ig­ate my fault. I only wish to tell you, with all the sin­cer­ity of a wo­man who is go­ing to kill her­self in an hour’s time, the whole and com­plete truth.

				“When in your gen­er­os­ity you mar­ried me, I be­came yours in re­turn, and I loved you as much as a young girl can. I loved you as I loved my own fath­er, al­most as much; and one day when I was on your knee and you were em­bra­cing me, I called you ‘Fath­er’ in spite of my­self. That cry came in­stinct­ively and spon­tan­eously from my heart. You were in­deed a fath­er to me, noth­ing but a fath­er. You laughed and said to me: ‘Al­ways call me that, my child, I like it.’

				“We came to this town, and, for­give me, fath­er, I fell in love. Oh! I struggled for a long time against it, for nearly two years, you must un­der­stand, nearly two years, and then I yiel­ded, I be­came a guilty, a ruined wo­man.

				“What of him? You will not guess who it was. I am quite easy in my mind on that point, since there were a dozen of­ficers, al­ways around me and with me, whom you used to call my twelve con­stel­la­tions.

				“Fath­er, do not try to find out who he is, and do not nurse any hatred of him. He has done what any­one else would have done in his place, and then, I am sure that he also loved me with all his heart.

				“But listen! one day we had ar­ranged to meet on the is­land of Bé­casses, you know the little is­land, near the wind­mill. I was to land there while swim­ming, and he was to wait for me in the bushes, and then re­main there un­til the even­ing, so that nobody should see him leave. I had just met him, when the branches par­ted, and we saw your or­derly, Philip, who had taken us by sur­prise. I felt that were lost, and I uttered a loud cry; but he said to me, he, you un­der­stand: ‘Don’t worry, my dear, go for a swim, and leave me with this man.’

				“I went away, so agit­ated that I nearly drowned my­self, and I re­turned to your house, wait­ing for some­thing ter­rible to hap­pen.

				“An hour later, in the draw­ing room cor­ridor, I met Philip, who said to me in a low voice: ‘I am at Madam’s com­mand, if she has a let­ter to give me.’ I knew then that he had sold him­self, and that my friend had bought his si­lence.

				“I gave him let­ters in­deed, all my let­ters. He de­livered them and brought me the replies.

				“That las­ted about two months. We trus­ted him, even as you your­self trus­ted him.

				“Now, fath­er, see what happened. One day, on the same is­land to which I had gone swim­ming, this time alone, I again met your or­derly. He was ex­pect­ing me and warned me that he was go­ing to de­nounce us to you and give you some let­ters kept, stolen by him, if I did not yield to his de­sires.

				“Oh! dear fath­er, I was seized with fear, a vile, cow­ardly fear, above all a fear of you, so kind, yet de­ceived by me; fear for him also, for you would have killed him; fear for my­self also, per­haps; how can I tell? I was be­wildered and dis­mayed, so I thought that once more I would buy this wretch who also loved me. Oh, the shame of it!

				“We are so weak, ourselves, that we lose our heads more eas­ily than you. And then, when one has fallen, one sinks lower and lower. How could I tell what I was do­ing? I only knew that one of us three had to die, and I sur­rendered to that brute.

				“You see, fath­er, that I am not try­ing to make ex­cuses for my­self.

				“There­after, what I should have fore­seen happened; again and again, by threat­en­ing me, he took ad­vant­age of me when he liked. Like the oth­er one, he has con­tinu­ally been my lov­er. Was it not ab­om­in­able? And what a pun­ish­ment, fath­er!

				“At last, I de­cided that I must kill my­self. Liv­ing, I could nev­er have con­fessed such a wrong to you. In death I could dare any­thing. No al­tern­at­ive was left to me, noth­ing could have washed away the stain of my wicked­ness. I felt that I could no longer love, or be loved, and even my hand­shake seemed to me to be tain­ted.

				“In a little while I am go­ing to take a bath, and I shall not come back.

				“This let­ter for you will go to my lov­er’s house. He will re­ceive it after my death, and in ig­nor­ance of its con­tents, will send it to you in ac­cord­ance with my last wish. You your­self will read it on re­turn­ing from the fu­ner­al.

				“Good­bye, fath­er, I have noth­ing more to tell you. Do what you will, and for­give me.”

			

			The Col­on­el wiped the per­spir­a­tion from his fore­head. His self-com­mand, the cool­ness dis­played on the bat­tle­field, sud­denly came back to him.

			He rang the bell, and a ser­vant ap­peared.

			“Send Philip to me,” he said, and half opened the draw­er of his desk.

			The man entered al­most at once, a tall, red-whiskered sol­dier, sly in ap­pear­ance, with cun­ning eyes.

			The Col­on­el looked straight at him.

			“You will tell me the name of my wife’s lov­er.”

			“But, sir …”

			The of­ficer took his re­volver from the draw­er. “Now then, be quick! You know that I am not jok­ing.”

			“Very well, sir … it is Cap­tain St. Al­bert.”

			Scarcely had he uttered the name, when a spurt of flame seared his eyes, and he fell on his face, with a bul­let through the middle of his fore­head.

		
	
		
			Moiron

			As they were still speak­ing of Pran­zini, M. Malour­eau, who had been At­tor­ney-Gen­er­al un­der the Em­pire, said:

			“I once knew a very curi­ous af­fair, curi­ous from many points of view, as you will see.

			“I was at that time Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor in the provinces, and stood very well at Court, thanks to my fath­er, who was first Pres­id­ent at Par­is. I had charge of a case which has re­mained fam­ous, called ‘The Af­fair of School­mas­ter Moiron.’

			“M. Moiron, a school­mas­ter in the north of France, bore an ex­cel­lent repu­ta­tion in all the coun­tryside. He was an in­tel­li­gent, thought­ful, very re­li­gious man, rather si­lent, and had mar­ried in the dis­trict of Bois­linot, where he prac­tised his pro­fes­sion. He had had three chil­dren, who all died, one after the oth­er, from con­sump­tion. After the loss of his own little ones, he seemed to lav­ish upon the urchins con­fided to his care all the ten­der­ness con­cealed in his heart. He bought, with his own money, playthings for his best pu­pils, for the best be­haved and the nicest. He al­lowed them to have play din­ners, and gorged them with dain­ties, sweet­meats and cakes. Every­body loved and praised this good man and his tender heart, when five of his pu­pils sud­denly died of a very mys­ter­i­ous dis­ease. It was be­lieved that an epi­dem­ic pre­vailed, caused by the wa­ter be­ing made im­pure from drought. They looked for the cause, without dis­cov­er­ing it, the more so, be­cause the symp­toms were very strange. The chil­dren ap­peared to be taken with a lan­guor, could eat noth­ing, com­plained of pains in the stom­ach, and fi­nally died in most ter­rible agony.

			“An autopsy was made of the last vic­tim, but noth­ing was dis­covered. The en­trails were sent to Par­is and ana­lysed, but showed no sign of any tox­ic sub­stance.

			“For one year no fur­ther deaths oc­curred; then two little boys, the best pu­pils in the class, fa­vour­ites of old Moiron, ex­pired in four days’ time. An ex­am­in­a­tion was ordered, and in each body frag­ments of poun­ded glass were found im­bed­ded in the or­gans. They con­cluded that the two chil­dren had eaten im­prudently of some­thing care­lessly pre­pared. The break­ing of a glass over a bowl of milk would have been enough to cause this fright­ful ac­ci­dent, and the mat­ter would have res­ted there had not Moiron’s ser­vant been taken ill just at that time. The phys­i­cian found the same mor­bid signs that he ob­served in the pre­ced­ing at­tacks of the chil­dren, and, upon ques­tion­ing her, fi­nally ob­tained the con­fes­sion that she had stolen and eaten some sweets, bought by the mas­ter for his pu­pils.

			“Upon or­der of the court, the school­house was searched and a closet was found, full of toys and sweets for the chil­dren. Nearly all these ed­ibles con­tained frag­ments of glass or broken needles.

			“Moiron, who was im­me­di­ately ar­res­ted, ap­peared so in­dig­nant and hor­ri­fied at be­ing sus­pec­ted that he was nearly re­leased. Nev­er­the­less, the in­dic­a­tions of his guilt were so ap­par­ent that they fought hard in my mind against my first con­vic­tion, which was based upon his good repu­ta­tion, his en­tire re­cord, and the ab­so­lute ab­sence, the in­cred­ib­il­ity, of any motive for such a crime.

			“Why should this good, simple, re­li­gious man kill chil­dren, and the chil­dren whom he seemed to love best? Why should he se­lect those he had feasted with dain­ties, for whom he had spent in playthings and sweets half his sti­pend?

			“To ad­mit this, one would have to con­clude that he was in­sane. But Moiron seemed so reas­on­able, so calm, so full of judg­ment and good sense! It was im­possible to prove in­san­ity in him.

			“Proofs ac­cu­mu­lated, nev­er­the­less! Sweets, cakes, marsh­mal­lows, and oth­er things seized at the shops where the school­mas­ter got his sup­plies, were found to con­tain noth­ing sus­pi­cious.

			“He pre­ten­ded that some un­known en­emy had opened his closet with a false key and placed the glass and needles in the sweets. And he in­ven­ted a whole story about a leg­acy de­pend­ent on the death of a child, sought out and dis­covered by a peas­ant, and so worked up as to make the sus­pi­cion fall upon the school­mas­ter. This brute, he said, was not in­ter­ested in the oth­er poor chil­dren who were also con­demned to die.

			“This was plaus­ible. The man ap­peared so sure of him­self and so sorry, that we should have ac­quit­ted him without doubt, if two over­whelm­ing dis­cov­er­ies had not been made, one after the oth­er. The first was a snuff­box full of ground glass! It was his own snuff­box, in a secret draw­er of his writ­ing desk, where he kept his money.

			“He ex­plained this in a man­ner al­most ac­cept­able, by say­ing that it was the fi­nal ruse of the un­known cul­prit. But a draper from Saint-Mar­louf presen­ted him­self at the house of the judge, and told him that Moiron had bought needles of him many times, the finest needles he could find, break­ing them to see wheth­er they suited him.

			“The draper brought as wit­nesses a dozen per­sons who re­cog­nized Moiron at first glance. And the in­quiry re­vealed the fact that the school­mas­ter was at Saint-Mar­louf on the days men­tioned by the mer­chant.

			“I pass over the ter­rible evid­ence of the chil­dren as to the mas­ter’s choice of dain­ties, and his care in mak­ing the little ones eat in his pres­ence and des­troy­ing all traces of the feast.

			“Out­raged pub­lic opin­ion de­man­ded cap­it­al pun­ish­ment, and took on a new force from ex­ag­ger­ated ter­ror, which al­lows of no delays or res­ist­ance.

			“Moiron was con­demned to death. His ap­peal was re­jec­ted. No re­course re­mained to him for par­don. I knew from my fath­er that the Em­per­or would not grant it.

			“One morn­ing, as I was at work in my of­fice, the chap­lain of the pris­on was an­nounced. He was an old priest who had a great know­ledge of men and a large ac­quaint­ance among crim­in­als. He ap­peared wor­ried, con­strained, and un­easy. After talk­ing a few mo­ments of oth­er things, he said ab­ruptly, on rising:

			“ ‘If Moiron is de­cap­it­ated, you will have al­lowed the ex­e­cu­tion of an in­no­cent man.’

			“Then, without bow­ing, he went out, leav­ing me un­der the pro­found ef­fect of his words. He had pro­nounced them in a sol­emn, mov­ing fash­ion, open­ing lips, closed and sealed by the secret of the con­fes­sion­al, in or­der to save a life.

			“An hour later I was on my way to Par­is, and my fath­er, at my re­quest, asked for an im­me­di­ate audi­ence with the Em­per­or.

			“I was re­ceived the next day. Na­po­leon III was at work in a little room when we were in­tro­duced. I ex­plained the whole af­fair, even to the vis­it of the priest, and, in the midst of the story, the door opened be­hind the chair of the Em­per­or, and the Empress, be­liev­ing him to be alone, entered. His Majesty con­sul­ted her. As soon as she heard the facts, she ex­claimed:

			“ ‘This man must be pardoned! He must, be­cause he is in­no­cent.’

			“Why should this sud­den con­vic­tion of a wo­man so pi­ous throw in­to my mind a ter­rible doubt?

			“Up to that time I had ar­dently de­sired a com­mut­a­tion of the sen­tence. And now I felt my­self the pup­pet, the dupe of an adroit crim­in­al, who had used the priest and the con­fes­sion­al as a means of de­fence.

			“I showed some hes­it­a­tion to their Majesties. The Em­per­or re­mained un­de­cided, torn on one hand by his nat­ur­al good­ness, and on the oth­er held back by the fear of al­low­ing him­self to be made a fool of by a scoun­drel; but the Empress, con­vinced that the priest had obeyed a di­vine call, re­peated: ‘What does it mat­ter? It is bet­ter to spare a guilty man than to kill an in­no­cent one.’ Her ad­vice pre­vailed. The pen­alty of death was com­muted, and that of hard la­bour was sub­sti­tuted.

			“Some years after I heard that Moiron, whose ex­em­plary con­duct at Toulon had been made known again to the Em­per­or, was em­ployed as a ser­vant by the dir­ect­or of the pen­it­en­tiary. And then I heard no word of this man for a long time.

			“About two years after this, when I was passing the sum­mer at Lille, in the house of my cous­in, de Lar­i­elle, I was told, one even­ing, as we were sit­ting down to din­ner, that a young priest wished to speak to me.

			“I told them to let him come in, and he begged me to go with him to a dy­ing man, who de­sired, above all things, to see me. This had happened of­ten, dur­ing my long ca­reer as judge, and, al­though I had been put aside by the Re­pub­lic, I was still called upon from time to time in like cir­cum­stances.

			“I fol­lowed the priest, who took me to a little miser­able lodging, un­der the roof of a lofty work­men’s tene­ment. There, upon a pal­let of straw, I found a dy­ing man, seated with his back against the wall, in or­der to breathe. He was a sort of grim­acing skel­et­on, with deep, shin­ing eyes.

			“When he saw me he mur­mured: ‘You do not know me?’

			“ ‘No.’

			“ ‘I am Moiron.’

			“I shivered, but said: ‘The school­mas­ter?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘How is it you are here?’

			“ ‘That would take too long—I haven’t time—I am go­ing to die—They brought me this priest—and as I knew you were here, I sent him for you—It is to you that I wish to con­fess—since you saved my life long ago.’

			“He seized with his dry hands the straw of his bed, and con­tin­ued, in a rasp­ing, bass voice:

			“ ‘There … I owe you the truth—to you, be­cause it is ne­ces­sary to tell it to someone be­fore leav­ing the earth.

			“ ‘It was I who killed the chil­dren—all—it was I—for ven­geance!

			“ ‘Listen. I was an hon­est man, very hon­est—very hon­est—very pure—ad­or­ing God—the good God—the God that they teach us to love, and not the false God, the ex­e­cu­tion­er, the rob­ber, the mur­der­er who gov­erns the earth—I had nev­er done wrong, nev­er com­mit­ted a vil­lain­ous act. I was pure as one un­born.

			“ ‘After I was mar­ried I had chil­dren, and I began to love them as nev­er fath­er or moth­er loved their own. I lived only for them. I was fool­ish. They died, all three of them! Why? Why? What had I done? I? I had a change of heart, a furi­ous change. Sud­denly I opened my eyes as though wak­ing from a dream, and I saw that God is wicked. Why had He killed my chil­dren? I opened my eyes and I saw that He loved to kill. He loves only that, Mon­sieur. He gives life only to take it away! God is a mur­der­er! Some death is ne­ces­sary to Him every day. He causes death in many ways, the bet­ter to amuse Him­self. He has in­ven­ted sick­ness and ac­ci­dent in or­der to di­vert Him­self through all the long months and years, and, when He is weary, He has epi­dem­ics, plague, chol­era, diph­ther­ia, small­pox; and I know not what else this mon­ster has in­ven­ted.

			“ ‘All that was not enough. All those evils are too much alike. From time to time He sends war, in or­der to see two hun­dred thou­sand sol­diers laid low, bruised in blood and mire, with arms and legs torn off, heads broken by bul­lets, like eggs that fall along the road.

			“ ‘That is not all. He has made men who eat one an­oth­er. And then, as men be­come bet­ter than He, He has made beasts to see the men chase them, slaughter, and eat them. That is not all. He has made all the little an­im­als that live for a day, flies which in­crease by myri­ads in an hour, ants, that one crushes, and oth­ers, many, so many that we can­not even ima­gine them. And all kill one an­oth­er, chase one an­oth­er, de­vour one an­oth­er, and con­stantly die. And the good God looks on and is amused, be­cause He sees everything, the largest as well as the smal­lest, those which are in drops of wa­ter, as well as those in the stars. He looks at them all and is amused! Ugh! Beast!

			“ ‘So, I, Mon­sieur, I also have killed some chil­dren. I played this trick on Him. It was not He who got them. It was not He, it was I. And I would have killed still more, but you took me away. That’s all!

			“ ‘I was go­ing to die, guil­lotined. I! How He would have laughed, the rep­tile! Then I asked for a priest, and lied to him. I con­fessed. I lied, and I lived.

			“ ‘Now it is all over. I can no longer es­cape Him. But I have no fear of Him, Mon­sieur, I des­pise Him too much.’

			“It was fright­ful to see this miser­able creature, hardly able to breathe, talk­ing in gasps, open­ing an enorm­ous mouth to eject words that were barely aud­ible, pulling up the cloth of his straw bed, and, un­der a blanket that was nearly black, mov­ing his thin legs, as if to run away.

			“Oh! the aw­ful creature, and the aw­ful re­mem­brance!

			“I said: ‘Have you noth­ing more to say?’

			“ ‘No, Mon­sieur.’

			“ ‘Then, farewell.’

			“ ‘Farewell, sir. Some day …’

			“I turned to­ward the priest, who was liv­id, and whose sombre sil­hou­ette was thrown upon the wall.

			“ ‘You will re­main?’

			“ ‘I will re­main.’

			“Then the dy­ing man sneered: ‘Yes, yes, he sends crows to dead bod­ies.’

			“As for me, I had had enough of it. I opened the door and ran away.”

		
	
		
			The Assassin

			The guilty man was de­fen­ded by a very young coun­sel; it was his first brief, and he spoke as fol­lows:

			“The facts, gen­tle­men of the jury, are un­deni­able. My cli­ent, a re­spect­able man, an em­ploy­ee without a stain on his char­ac­ter, a gentle and tim­id man, has as­sas­sin­ated his em­ploy­er in a burst of rage that seems in­com­pre­hens­ible. Will you al­low me to ex­plain the psy­cho­logy of this crime, if I may so call it, ex­ten­u­at­ing noth­ing and ex­cus­ing noth­ing? You shall judge it after that.

			“Jean-Nich­olas Lougère is the son of hon­our­able par­ents, who have brought him up to be a simple-minded and rev­er­ent man.

			“In that lies his crime: in rev­er­ence! It is a feel­ing, gen­tle­men, hardly known among us today, its name only seems still to ex­ist, and it has lost all its force. You must find your way in­to cer­tain re­tired and mod­est fam­il­ies to re­dis­cov­er there this aus­tere tra­di­tion, this re­li­gious de­vo­tion to a thing or a man, to a sen­ti­ment or a be­lief still in­ves­ted with sac­red awe, this faith which tol­er­ates neither doubt nor smile, nor the merest whis­per of sus­pi­cion.

			“A man is not an up­right man, a really up­right man, in the full sense of the phrase, un­less he is a rev­er­ent one. The rev­er­ent man has his eyes shut. He be­lieves. We oth­ers, whose eyes are wide open to the world, who live here, in this palace of justice which is the sew­er of so­ci­ety, in­to which every in­famy is emp­tied, we oth­ers in whose ears are poured every tale of shame, who are the de­voted de­fend­ers of every hu­man vil­lainy, the sus­tain­ers, not to say the souten­eurs, of every shady char­ac­ter, male and fe­male, from princes to slum vag­a­bonds, we who wel­come with in­dul­gent kind­ness, with com­plais­ance, with smil­ing be­ne­vol­ence, every guilty creature to de­fend them be­fore you, we who—if we are truly in love with our pro­fes­sion and meas­ure our leg­al sym­pathy by the great­ness of the crime—we can­not re­tain a rev­er­ent mind. We see too closely the flood of cor­rup­tion that runs from the highest in the State to the low­est dregs of so­ci­ety. We know too well how all de­cays, how all is giv­en away or sold. Places, of­fice, hon­ours, sold blatantly in ex­change for a little gold, del­ic­ately in ex­change for titles or shares in in­dus­tri­al en­ter­prises, or, more simply, bartered for a wo­man’s kiss. Our duty and our pro­fes­sion force us to be ig­nor­ant of noth­ing, to sus­pect every­one, for all men are sus­pect; and we are struck with as­ton­ish­ment when we are con­fron­ted by a man who, like the as­sas­sin seated here be­fore you, is so pos­sessed by the spir­it of rev­er­ence that he is will­ing to be­come a mar­tyr for it.

			“We oth­ers, gen­tle­men, we cher­ish our hon­our as we do a de­sire for clean­li­ness, from dis­like of base ac­tions, from a feel­ing of per­son­al dig­nity and pride; but we do not bear in the depths of our hearts a blind, in­nate, sav­age faith in it, as does this man.

			“Let me tell you the story of his life.

			“He was brought up as chil­dren used to be brought up, to re­gard hu­man ac­tions as di­vis­ible in­to two classes, good and evil. Good was set be­fore him with an ir­res­ist­ible au­thor­ity, that forced him to dis­tin­guish it from evil, as he dis­tin­guished day from night. His fath­er was not of those su­per­i­or be­ings who look out upon life from a lofty pin­nacle, see the ori­gin of faith, and re­cog­nise the so­cial needs which cre­ated these dis­tinc­tions.

			“So he grew up, pi­ous and trust­ing, fan­at­ic and nar­row-minded.

			“At the age of twenty-two he mar­ried. He was mar­ried to a cous­in whose up­bring­ing had been like his own, who was as simple-minded and as pure as he was. He had the in­es­tim­able good for­tune to share his life with an hon­est wo­man, true­hearted, the rarest of be­ings and the most worthy of rev­er­ence. For his moth­er he felt the ven­er­a­tion that sur­rounds the moth­er in these pat­ri­arch­al fam­il­ies, the de­vout wor­ship that is offered only to di­vin­it­ies. He trans­ferred some part of this de­vo­tion to his wife, lessened hardly at all by the fa­mili­ar­ity of mar­riage. And he lived ab­so­lutely un­aware of de­ceit, in a state of un­shak­able in­teg­rity and tran­quil hap­pi­ness which made him a be­ing apart. De­ceiv­ing none, he nev­er sus­pec­ted that any­one could de­ceive him, of all people.

			“Some time be­fore his mar­riage he had entered as cash­ier the firm of M. Langlais, whom he has just as­sas­sin­ated.

			“We know, gen­tle­men of the jury, from the evid­ence of Mme. Langlais, of her broth­er, M. Per­thuis, her hus­band’s busi­ness as­so­ci­ate, from every mem­ber of the fam­ily and from all the chief em­ploy­ees of the bank, that Lougère was a mod­el em­ploy­ee as re­gards hon­esty, obed­i­ence, ci­vil­ity and de­fer­ence to the heads of the busi­ness, and reg­u­lar­ity of con­duct.

			“He was treated, moreover, with the con­sid­er­a­tion due to his ex­em­plary con­duct. He was ac­cus­tomed to this homage and to what was al­most the ven­er­a­tion paid to Mme. Lougère, whose praises were in every mouth.

			“She died of typhoid fever in a few days.

			“There can be no doubt that he felt the deep­est grief, but it was the cold quiet grief of a heart un­used to emo­tion­al ex­cess. Only his pal­lor and the change in his looks showed how deep the wound had gone.

			“Then, gen­tle­men, a very nat­ur­al thing happened.

			“This man had been mar­ried for ten years. For ten years he had be­come used to the con­stant pres­ence of a wo­man. He was ac­cus­tomed to be cared for by her, to hear­ing her fa­mil­i­ar voice when he came home, to bid her good night and greet her again in the morn­ing, to the gentle swish of her dress, that sound so pleas­ant in a wo­man’s ear, to the half-pas­sion­ate, half-moth­erly caress that light­ens the bur­den of life, to the be­loved pres­ence that makes the hours less slow in their stride. Per­haps he was ac­cus­tomed, too, to an in­dul­gent care in the mat­ter of his food, to all the un­noticed at­ten­tions that be­come gradu­ally in­dis­pens­able to us. He could not live alone now. So, to help him through the in­ter­min­able even­ings, he fell in­to the habit of go­ing to sit in the nearest café. He drank a glass of beer and re­mained there, stock-still, with an in­dif­fer­ent gaze fixed on the bil­liard balls chas­ing after each oth­er un­der the cloud of smoke, listen­ing un­com­pre­hend­ingly to the ar­gu­ments of the play­ers, to his neigh­bours’ polit­ic­al dis­cus­sions and to the bursts of mer­ri­ment pro­voked by an oc­ca­sion­al heavy wit­ti­cism at the oth­er end of the room. More of­ten than not, he ended by fall­ing asleep from wear­i­ness and bore­dom. But heart of his heart, flesh of his flesh, was the ir­res­ist­ible need of a wo­man’s heart and a wo­man’s bod­ily near­ness; and un­con­sciously he drew a little near­er every even­ing to the counter where the cash­ier sat en­throned—a little blonde—drawn to her in­ev­it­ably just be­cause she was a wo­man.

			“Very soon they began to talk, and he fell in­to the habit, a pleas­ant one for him, of spend­ing every even­ing near her. She was gra­cious and as ob­li­ging as is re­quired in such traffic in smiles, and she amused her­self by re­new­ing his drinks as of­ten as pos­sible, which was good for busi­ness. But day by day Lougère be­came more at­tached to this wo­man whom he did not know, of whose whole man­ner of life he was ig­nor­ant, and whom he loved solely be­cause she was the only wo­man he saw.

			“The little blonde, who was no fool, real­ised very quickly that she could make prof­it­able use of this simple creature, and she tried to think what would be the best way of ex­ploit­ing him. The wisest as­suredly was to make him marry her.

			“She achieved it without any dif­fi­culty.

			“Need I tell you, gen­tle­men of the jury, that the con­duct of this girl was most ir­reg­u­lar and that mar­riage, far from check­ing her es­capades, seemed to make them more shame­less:

			“By a char­ac­ter­ist­ic turn of fem­in­ine guile, she seemed to take a pleas­ure in de­ceiv­ing this hon­est man with all the em­ploy­ees in his of­fice. I say, with all. We have the let­ters, gen­tle­men. Be­fore long it was a pub­lic scan­dal, of which only the hus­band, as al­ways, re­mained in ig­nor­ance.

			“Fi­nally this de­praved wo­man, promp­ted by a self-in­terest easy to un­der­stand, se­duced the son of the head him­self, a young man nine­teen years of age, over whose mind and senses she soon had a de­plor­able in­flu­ence. When M. Langlais, who up till this time had shut his eyes, from good nature and kindly feel­ing to­wards his em­ploy­ee, saw his son in the hands, I might say in the arms, of this dan­ger­ous creature, he felt a well-jus­ti­fied re­sent­ment.

			“He blundered in ap­peal­ing im­me­di­ately to Lougère and speak­ing to him in the heat of his pa­ternal in­dig­na­tion.

			“It only re­mains, gen­tle­men, for me to read you the ac­count of the crime, as it came from the lips of a dy­ing man and was re­cor­ded by the of­fi­cial.

			
				“ ‘I had just learned that my son had only the day be­fore giv­en this wo­man ten thou­sand francs, and my an­ger mastered my reas­on. Of course, I had nev­er doubted Lougère’s in­teg­rity, but blind­ness is some­times more dan­ger­ous than wrong­do­ing.

				“ ‘I sent for him to come to me, and I told him that I should be ob­liged to dis­pense with his ser­vices.

				“ ‘He stood there in front of me, be­wildered, un­able to un­der­stand. At last he de­man­ded ex­plan­a­tions with some vehe­mence.

				“ ‘I re­fused to give him them, de­clar­ing that my reas­ons were of a quite in­tim­ate nature. Then he ima­gined that I sus­pec­ted him of bad be­ha­viour and, turn­ing pale, he im­plored me, ordered me, to ex­plain my­self. Ob­sessed by this thought, he was in­sist­ent and he felt en­titled to speak freely.

				“ ‘When I kept si­lence, he ab­used and in­sul­ted me, and reached such a pitch of ex­as­per­a­tion that I feared we should come to blows.

				“ ‘Then, all at once, an of­fens­ive word struck me to the heart and I flung the truth in his teeth.

				“ ‘For sev­er­al mo­ments he stood still, look­ing at me with hag­gard eyes; then I saw him take from my desk the long scis­sors which I use to cut the mar­gins of cer­tain re­gisters, then I saw him rush on me with his arm raised, and I felt some­thing enter my throat just above my chest, without any sen­sa­tion of pain.’

			

			“There, gen­tle­men of the jury, you have the simple facts of this murder, which is all the de­fence he needs. He revered his second wife blindly be­cause he had justly revered the first.”

			After a brief de­lib­er­a­tion, the ac­cused was ac­quit­ted.

		
	
		
			Duchoux

			While des­cend­ing the main stair­case of the club, heated to such an ex­tent that it felt like a hot­house, Bar­on Mor­d­i­ane left his fur-lined over­coat open; but when the front door had closed after him, the in­tense cold sud­denly pierced him to the mar­row, mak­ing him feel thor­oughly miser­able. Be­sides that, he had been los­ing money, and for some time had suffered from in­di­ges­tion, and could no longer eat what he fan­cied.

			He was about to re­turn home, when the thought of his great bare room, his foot­man sleep­ing in the ante­room, the wa­ter singing on the gas stove in his dress­ing-room, and the enorm­ous bed, as old and gloomy as a deathbed, sud­denly struck him with a chill even more acute than that of the frosty air.

			For some years he had felt the bur­den of loneli­ness which some­times over­whelms old bach­el­ors. He had been strong, act­ive and cheer­ful, spend­ing his days in sport, and his even­ings at so­cial func­tions. Now, he was grow­ing dull, and no longer took in­terest in any­thing. All sport tired him, sup­pers and even din­ners made him ill, while wo­men bored him as much as they had once amused him.

			The mono­tony of such even­ings, of the same friends met in the same place—at the club—the same card parties with their run of good and bad luck evenly bal­anced, the same con­ver­sa­tion on the same top­ics, the same wit from the same tongues, the same jokes on the same sub­jects, the same scan­dal about the same wo­men, all sickened him so much that there were times when he thought ser­i­ously of sui­cide. He could no longer face this reg­u­lar, aim­less and com­mon­place life, both frivol­ous and dull, and, without know­ing why, he longed for peace, rest and com­fort.

			He had cer­tainly nev­er thought of mar­ry­ing, he lacked the cour­age to face a life of de­pres­sion, con­jugal slavery, and that hate­ful co­ex­ist­ence of two hu­man be­ings who know each oth­er so well that every word uttered by one is an­ti­cip­ated by the oth­er and every thought, wish or opin­ion is im­me­di­ately di­vined. He con­sidered that a wo­man was only worth at­ten­tion so long as one knew very little about her, while she was still mys­ter­i­ous and un­fathomed, vague and per­plex­ing. There­fore what he wanted was fam­ily life without the tyranny of fam­ily ties, al­though he was con­tinu­ally haunted by the memory of his son.

			For the last year he had al­ways been think­ing about him, and felt an ir­rit­at­ing long­ing to see him and make his ac­quaint­ance. The af­fair had taken place while he was a young man, in an at­mo­sphere of ro­mance and af­fec­tion. The child was sent to the South of France, and brought up near Mar­seilles, without know­ing his fath­er’s name. His fath­er had paid for his up­bring­ing, alike in his in­fancy, in his schooldays and in the activ­it­ies that fol­lowed, end­ing up with a sub­stan­tial set­tle­ment on a suit­able mar­riage. A trust­worthy law­yer had ac­ted as in­ter­me­di­ary without giv­ing away the secret.

			Bar­on Mor­d­i­ane, then, only knew that a child of his was liv­ing some­where near Mar­seilles, that he had a repu­ta­tion for be­ing in­tel­li­gent and well edu­cated, and that he had mar­ried the daugh­ter of an ar­chi­tect and sur­vey­or, whom he suc­ceeded in the busi­ness. He was also said to be mak­ing money.

			Why should he not go and see this un­known son, without dis­clos­ing his iden­tity, in or­der to study him at first hand and see wheth­er, in case of need, he might find a wel­come refuge in his home?

			He had al­ways treated him lib­er­ally, and had made a gen­er­ous set­tle­ment, which had been grate­fully re­ceived. He was there­fore sure of not com­ing in­to con­flict with an un­reas­on­able pride, and the idea of leav­ing for the South had now be­come an oft-re­cur­ring de­sire which was mak­ing him rest­less. He was also urged by a curi­ous feel­ing of self-pity, at the thought of that cheer­ful and com­fort­able home on the coast where he would find his charm­ing young daugh­ter-in-law, his grand­chil­dren ready to wel­come him, and his son; all this would re­mind him of that brief and happy love af­fair so many years ago. His only re­gret was his past gen­er­os­ity, which had as­sisted the young man on the road to prosper­ity, and would pre­vent him from ap­pear­ing amongst them as a be­ne­fact­or. With these thoughts run­ning through his mind he walked along, his head bur­ied deep in his fur col­lar: his de­cision was quickly made. Hail­ing a passing cab, he drove home, and said to his valet, aroused from his sleep to open the door:

			“Louis, we are leav­ing for Mar­seilles to­mor­row even­ing. We shall be there per­haps a fort­night. Make all pre­par­a­tions for the jour­ney.”

			The train sped along the sandy banks of the Rhône, then over yel­low plains and through vil­lage—a coun­try with gaunt en­circ­ling moun­tains in the dis­tance.

			Bar­on Mor­d­i­ane, awakened after a night in the sleep­ing-car, gloomily con­tem­plated his re­flec­tion in the little mir­ror in his dress­ing-case. The crude light of the South showed up wrinkles he had nev­er seen be­fore, and re­vealed a state of de­crep­itude that had passed un­noticed in the shaded light of Parisi­an flats. Look­ing at the corners of his eyes, the wrinkled eye­lids, bald temples and fore­head, he said to him­self:

			“Good heav­ens, I am worse than faded: I look worn out!”

			His de­sire for peace sud­denly in­creased, and for the first time in his life, he was con­scious of a vague long­ing to take his grand­chil­dren on his knee.

			He hired a car­riage in Mar­seilles and about one o’clock in the af­ter­noon he stopped be­fore a dazzling white coun­try-house typ­ic­al of the South of France, stand­ing at the end of an av­en­ue of plane-trees. He beamed with pleas­ure as he went along the av­en­ue and said to him­self:

			“It’s damned nice.”

			Sud­denly a young­ster of about five or six rushed from be­hind the shrubs and stood mo­tion­less at the end of the drive, gaz­ing round-eyed at the vis­it­or. Mor­d­i­ane ap­proached and said to him:

			“Good af­ter­noon, my boy!”

			The young­ster made no reply.

			The bar­on then stooped and picked him up to kiss him, but so strong was the odour of gar­lic com­ing from the child that he quickly put him down again, mur­mur­ing: “Oh! he must be the garden­er’s son.” And he went on to­ward the house.

			On a line in front of the door, the wash­ing was dry­ing, shirts, nap­kins, tow­els, ap­rons and sheets, while a dis­play of socks hanging in rows on strings one above an­oth­er filled the whole of a win­dow, like the tiers of saus­ages in front of a pork-butcher’s shop.

			The bar­on called out, and a ser­vant ap­peared, truly South­ern in her dirty and un­kempt state, with wisps of hair strag­gling across her face. Her well-stained skirt still re­tained some of its ori­gin­al gaud­i­ness, sug­gest­ing a coun­try fair or a moun­te­bank’s cos­tume.

			“Is M. Duch­oux at home?” he in­quired.

			In giv­ing this name to the un­wanted child many years ago, he had in­dulged his sense of hu­mour at its ex­pense.

			“You want M. Duch­oux?” the ser­vant re­peated.

			“Yes.”

			“He is in the par­lour, draw­ing plans.”

			“Tell him that M. Mer­lin wishes to see him.”

			She replied in sur­prise: “Oh! come in, if you wish him,” and shouted:

			“M. Duch­oux, a vis­it­or to see you!”

			The bar­on entered a large room darkened by half-closed shut­ters, and re­ceived a vague im­pres­sion of dirt and dis­order.

			A short, bald-headed man, stand­ing at an over­crowded table, was tra­cing lines on a large sheet of pa­per. He stopped his work and came for­ward.

			His open waist­coat, slackened trousers and rolled-up shirtsleeves showed how hot it was, and the muddy shoes that he was wear­ing poin­ted to re­cent rain.

			“To whom have I the hon­our? …” he asked, with a strong South­ern ac­cent.

			“I am M. Mer­lin. I have come to con­sult you about some build­ing land.”

			“Ah! yes. Cer­tainly.”

			And turn­ing to­wards his wife, who was knit­ting in the darkened room, Duch­oux said:

			“Clear one of the chairs, Joséphine.”

			Mor­d­i­ane saw a young wo­man, already show­ing signs of age, as do most pro­vin­cial wo­men of twenty-five, for want of at­ten­tion and reg­u­lar clean­li­ness, in fact of all those pre­cau­tions which form part of a wo­man’s toi­let, help­ing to pre­serve her youth­ful ap­pear­ance, her charm and beauty up to the age of fifty. A necker­chief hung over her shoulders, and her hair, which was beau­ti­fully thick and black, but twis­ted up in a slip­shod fash­ion, looked as though it was sel­dom brushed. With her roughened hands she re­moved a child’s dress, a knife, a piece of string, an empty flower­pot and a greasy plate from a chair, and offered it to the vis­it­or.

			He sat down, and then no­ticed that on the table at which Duch­oux had been work­ing, in ad­di­tion to his books and pa­pers, there were two freshly cut lettuces, a basin, a hair­brush, a nap­kin, a re­volver, and sev­er­al dirty cups.

			The ar­chi­tect saw him glance at these, and smil­ingly re­marked: “I am sorry that the room is rather un­tidy; that is the chil­dren’s fault,” and he drew up his chair to talk to his cli­ent.

			“You are look­ing for a piece of land in the neigh­bour­hood of Mar­seilles?”

			Al­though he was at some dis­tance away the bar­on smelt the odour of gar­lic which people of the South ex­hale as flowers do their per­fume.

			“Was that your son I met un­der the plane-trees?” Mor­d­i­ane in­quired.

			“Yes, the second.”

			“You have two sons, then?”

			“Three, sir, one a year,” replied Duch­oux, evid­ently full of pride.

			The bar­on thought that if they all had the same per­fume, their nurs­ery must be like a real con­ser­vat­ory. He re­sumed:

			“Yes, I would like a nice piece of ground near the sea, on a se­cluded beach. …”

			Then Duch­oux began to ex­plain. He had ten, twenty, fifty, a hun­dred and more plots of land of that kind, at all prices and to suit all tastes. The words came in a tor­rent as he smiled and wagged his round bald head in his sat­is­fac­tion.

			Mean­while the bar­on re­membered a little wo­man, slight, fair and rather sad, who used to say with such yearn­ing: “My own be­loved,” that the memory alone made his blood run hot in his veins. She had loved him pas­sion­ately, madly, for three months; then be­com­ing preg­nant in the ab­sence of her hus­band, who was Gov­ernor of a colony, she had fled in­to hid­ing, dis­trac­ted by fear and des­pair, un­til the birth of the child, whom Mor­d­i­ane car­ried off one sum­mer even­ing and whom they had nev­er seen again.

			She died of con­sump­tion three years later, in the colony where she had gone to re­join her hus­band. It was their son who sat be­side him now, who was say­ing with a metal­lic ring in his voice:

			“As for this plot, sir, it is a unique op­por­tun­ity …”

			And Mor­d­i­ane re­membered the oth­er voice, light as a zephyr, mur­mur­ing:

			“My own be­loved; we shall nev­er part. …” The memory of the gentle, blue, de­voted look in those eyes came back to him as he watched the round blue but va­cant eyes of this ri­dicu­lous little man who was so like his moth­er, and yet. …

			Yes, he looked more and more like her every minute; his in­ton­a­tion, his de­mean­our, his ac­tions were the same; he re­sembled her as a mon­key re­sembles a man; but he was of her blood, he had many of her little habits, though dis­tor­ted, ir­rit­at­ing and re­volt­ing. The bar­on was in an agony of fear, haunted sud­denly by that ter­rible, still-grow­ing re­semb­lance, which en­raged, maddened and tor­tured him like a night­mare, or like bit­ter re­morse.

			“When can we look at this land to­geth­er?” he stammered.

			“Why, to­mor­row, if you like.”

			“Yes, to­mor­row. What time?”

			“At one o’clock.”

			“That will be all right.”

			The child he had met in the av­en­ue ap­peared in the door and cried:

			“Fath­er!”

			No one answered him.

			Mor­d­i­ane stood up trem­bling with an in­tense long­ing to es­cape. That word “fath­er” had struck him like a bul­let. He was sure that this cry of “fath­er” that reeked of gar­lic, that was full of the South, was meant for him. Oh! how good had been the per­fume of his sweet­heart of by­gone days!

			As Duch­oux was show­ing him out, the bar­on said to him:

			“Is this house yours?”

			“Yes, sir, I bought it re­cently, and I am proud of it. I am for­tune’s child, sir, and I make no secret of it; I am proud of it. I owe noth­ing to any­one; I am the child of my own ef­forts, and I owe everything to my­self.”

			The child, who had stayed on the door­step, again cried: “Fath­er!” the voice com­ing from a great­er dis­tance.

			Mor­d­i­ane, shiv­er­ing with fear, seized with pan­ic, fled as one does from a great danger. “He will guess who I am,” he thought to him­self, “he will hug me in his arms and call me ‘Fath­er’ and give me a kiss reek­ing of gar­lic.”

			“I shall see you to­mor­row, sir.”

			“To­mor­row, at one o’clock.”

			

			The car­riage rumbled along the white road.

			“Driver, take me to the sta­tion,” he shouted, while two voices seemed to ring in his ears. One of them, far away and sweet, the faint, sad voice of the dead, was say­ing: “My own be­loved”; the oth­er, a metal­lic, shrill, re­pel­lent voice, cry­ing: “Fath­er!” much as one shouts: “Stop him!” when a thief is in flight.

			As he came in­to the club the next even­ing, Count d’Étreil­lis said to him:

			“We have not seen you for three days. Have you been ill?”

			“Yes, I have not been very well. I suf­fer from head­aches oc­ca­sion­ally …”

		
	
		
			The Rival Pins

			“What little beasts wo­men are!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Well, they have played me a dirty trick.”

			“You?”

			“Yes, me.”

			“Wo­men have, or a wo­man has?”

			“Two wo­men.”

			“Both at the same time?”

			“Yes.”

			“What was it?”

			The two young men were sit­ting in front of one of the big cafés on the Boulevard drink­ing li­queurs mixed with wa­ter, the kind of drink that looks like a med­ley of wa­ter­col­our paints.

			They were about the same age—twenty-five to thirty—and had the smartish air of stock­job­bers, of men who fre­quent the Stock Ex­change and the draw­ing room, who go every­where, who live every­where and who make love wherever they go. The dark one said:

			“I have told you about my in­tim­acy, haven’t I, with the little bour­geoise I met on the beach at Dieppe?”

			“Yes. You have.”

			“My dear fel­low, you know what it is. I had a mis­tress in Par­is whom I love deeply, an old friend, a good friend, to be with her has be­come a habit that I don’t want to give up.”

			“Is it the habit you don’t want to give up?”

			“Yes, the habit, and, of course, I don’t want to give her up either. She is mar­ried to a nice chap. I like him too, he is a gen­i­al fel­low, a real friend. In short, my life is centred in their home.”

			“Well then?”

			“Well! as they could not leave Par­is I was a wid­ower at Dieppe.”

			“Why did you go to Dieppe?”

			“For change of air. You can’t spend all your life on the boulevards.”

			“Well?”

			“Then I met the little wo­man I have already men­tioned, on the beach.”

			“The civil ser­vant’s wife?”

			“Yes, she was aw­fully bored. Her hus­band only came down on Sundays and he is hor­rible. I un­der­stand her per­fectly. So we laughed and danced to­geth­er.”

			“And the rest?”

			“Yes, later on. Well, we met and we liked each oth­er. When I told her I liked her she made me say it again so as to be quite sure, and she put no obstacles in my way.

			“Did you love her?”

			“Yes, a little; she is very nice.”

			“And the oth­er one?”

			“She was in Par­is! Well, for six weeks all went very well and we came back here the best of friends. Do you know how to break with a wo­man when there is not a single thing against her so far as you are con­cerned?”

			“Yes, cer­tainly.”

			“How do you man­age it?”

			“I give her up.”

			“But how do you set about it?”

			“I don’t go to see her.”

			“But what if she comes to see you?”

			“Oh, well … I am not at home.”

			“And if she comes back?”

			“I say I am ill.”

			“And if she looks after you?”

			“Then I play her a dirty trick.”

			“And if she puts up with it?”

			“I write an­onym­ous let­ters to her hus­band telling him to look after her the days that I ex­pect her.”

			“That’s ser­i­ous! As for me, I have no power of res­ist­ance. I can­not break with wo­men, I col­lect them. Some I only see once a year, oth­ers every ten months, oth­ers on quarter-day, oth­ers when they want to dine out. Those who have their settled days are no both­er, but I of­ten have dif­fi­culty in pla­cing new ones.”

			“Well, then …”

			“Then, old chap, the civil-ser­vice lady was all in a blaze, noth­ing to blame her about, as I have already said! As her hus­band spent the whole day at the of­fice she had noth­ing bet­ter to do than to come un­ex­pec­tedly to see me. Twice she just missed my lady of ‘habit.’ ”

			“The dev­il.”

			“Yes. So I gave each one her day, to avoid con­fu­sion. Mondays and Sat­urdays to my ‘habit,’ Tues­day, Thursday and Sunday to the new one.”

			“Why this fa­vour­it­ism?”

			“Well, old chap, she is the young­er.”

			“That only gave you two rest-days in the week.”

			“That was enough.”

			“My con­grat­u­la­tions!”

			“But, just fancy, the most ri­dicu­lous and ag­grav­at­ing thing in the world happened. For four months everything worked per­fectly: I slept peace­fully and was really happy, when sud­denly, last Monday, the crash came.

			“Smoking a good ci­gar, I was ex­pect­ing my ‘habit’ at the usu­al time, a quarter past one, I was day­dream­ing, very pleased with my­self, when I no­ticed that it was past the time. I was sur­prised, as she is al­ways so punc­tu­al, but thought there had been some ac­ci­dent­al delay. How­ever, half an hour went by, then an hour, an hour and a half, and I was sure some­thing had de­tained her, a head­ache per­haps, or an un­ex­pec­ted vis­it­or. This wait­ing about is very try­ing … quite use­less, very an­noy­ing and en­er­vat­ing. At last I resigned my­self to the in­ev­it­able and, not know­ing what to do, went to see her.

			“I found her read­ing a nov­el.

			“ ‘Well,’ I said.

			“ ‘I could not come, old fel­low, I was pre­ven­ted,’ she said tran­quilly.

			“ ‘What pre­ven­ted you?’

			“ ‘Oh … oth­er things.’

			“ ‘But … what oth­er things?’

			“ ‘A tire­some vis­it­or.’

			“I thought she did not want to tell me the real reas­on and as she was quite calm about it I did not feel any un­eas­i­ness. I reckoned on mak­ing up for lost time, the next day, with the oth­er one.

			“There­fore on Tues­day I was very … very ex­cited, feel­ing very much in love in ex­pect­a­tion of the lady’s vis­it, and even sur­prised that she did not come be­fore her reg­u­lar hour: I looked at the clock all the time, watch­ing the hands im­pa­tiently. The quarter passed, then the half-hour, then two o’clock … I could bear it no longer and strode up and down my room, glu­ing my fore­head to the win­dow, and my ear to the door to listen wheth­er she was com­ing up the stairs.

			“Half past two, three o’clock! I put on my hat and rushed to see her. She was read­ing a nov­el, my dear fel­low!

			“ ‘Well,’ I said, anxiously.

			“She replied as calmly as usu­al:

			“ ‘I was pre­ven­ted, and could not come.’

			“ ‘What pre­ven­ted you?’

			“ ‘Oh … oth­er things.’

			“ ‘But … what oth­er things?’

			“ ‘A tire­some vis­it­or.’

			“Of course I im­me­di­ately thought that she knew everything; but she seemed so pla­cid, so peace­ful, that I set aside my sus­pi­cions in fa­vour of some strange co­in­cid­ence, I could not be­lieve in such hy­po­crisy. After an hour of friendly con­ver­sa­tion, in­ter­rup­ted at least a dozen times by her little girl’s ap­pear­ance, I went away very much per­plexed. Just ima­gine, the next day …”

			“The same thing happened?”

			“Yes … and the day fol­low­ing, too. This las­ted for three weeks without any ex­plan­a­tion, without any­thing to en­light­en me as to this strange be­ha­viour, of which, how­ever, I sus­pec­ted the secret.

			“They both knew?”

			“Of course. But how? Ah! I was wor­ried enough be­fore I found out.”

			“How did you find out at last?”

			“From their let­ters. On the same day, in the same words, they gave me my dis­missal.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, this is what happened. You know that wo­men have al­ways a large col­lec­tion of pins about them. As for hair­pins, I know all about them, I dis­trust them and look out for them, but the oth­er pins are much more treach­er­ous, those con­foun­ded little black-headed pins that all look alike to us, fools that we are, but which they can re­cog­nise as we can tell a horse from a dog.

			“Well, evid­ently one day my little civil-ser­vice lady had left one of these tell­tale things stuck in the hangings near my look­ing-glass.

			“My ‘habit’ lady had im­me­di­ately seen the little black head, no big­ger than a pea, in the hanging, and without say­ing a word had taken it out and stuck one of her own pins, black too, but a dif­fer­ent shape, in the same spot.

			“The next day the ‘civil ser­vice’ wished to re­cov­er her prop­erty, and im­me­di­ately re­cog­nized the ex­change that had been made. Then her sus­pi­cions were roused and she stuck two in the shape of a cross. My ‘habit’ replied to this tele­graph­ic sig­nal by three black heads, one above the oth­er.

			“Once they had be­gun this game, they went on without say­ing a word to each oth­er, simply keep­ing watch. Then, ap­par­ently, the ‘habit,’ be­ing more dar­ing, rolled a thin piece of pa­per round the pin, on which was writ­ten: ‘C. D., Post Of­fice, Boulevard Malesh­erbes.’

			“Then they wrote to each oth­er and I was done for. You can un­der­stand that it was not all easy go­ing between them. They in­dulged in all kinds of trick­ery, were very cau­tious and as care­ful as such cases de­mand. Then my ‘habit’ did a bold thing and made an ap­point­ment with the oth­er one. I don’t know what they said to each oth­er! All I know is that I sup­plied the en­ter­tain­ment! That’s that!”

			“Is that all?”

			“Yes.”

			“You nev­er see them now?”

			“I beg your par­don. I see them as friends, we have not broken off al­to­geth­er.”

			“And they, have they met again?”

			“Yes, my dear chap, they have be­come in­tim­ate friends.”

			“Well, well. And has that not giv­en you an idea?”

			“No, what?”

			“You boob, the idea to make them stick a double lot of pins in the hanging again.”

		
	
		
			Divorce

			Maître Bon­tran, the cel­eb­rated Parisi­an law­yer, who for ten years had pleaded and won all di­vorce ac­tions brought by ill-as­sor­ted couples, opened the door of his con­sult­ing-room and drew back to ad­mit the new cli­ent.

			He was a stout red-faced man with thick fair whiskers, cor­pu­lent, full-blooded and vig­or­ous. He bowed.

			“Please be seated,” said the law­yer.

			The cli­ent sat down, coughed and said:

			“I have come to ask you, sir, to act for me in a di­vorce case.”

			“Please go on, I am listen­ing.”

			“I was formerly a not­ary.”

			“Re­tired already?”

			“Yes, already. I am thirty-sev­en years old.”

			“Go on.”

			“I have made an un­for­tu­nate mar­riage, very un­for­tu­nate.”

			“You are not the only one.”

			“I know it, and I sym­path­ise with the oth­ers, but my case is quite unique, and my com­plaints against my wife are of a very pe­cu­li­ar nature. But I will be­gin at the be­gin­ning. I mar­ried in a very strange way. Do you be­lieve in dan­ger­ous ideas?”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“Do you be­lieve that cer­tain ideas may be as dan­ger­ous for cer­tain minds as pois­on for the body?”

			“Well, yes, per­haps.”

			“I am sure of it. There are ideas that enter in­to us, gnaw us, kill us, mad­den us, if we are un­able to res­ist them. It’s a sort of spir­itu­al phyl­lox­era. If we are un­for­tu­nate enough to let one of these thoughts creep in­to our minds, if we don’t in the in­stant of its entry real­ise that it is an in­vader, a mas­ter, a tyr­ant, that hour by hour and day by day it takes firmer hold on us, re­turns again and again, roots it­self in, drives out all our usu­al pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, ab­sorbs all our at­ten­tion and changes the angle of our judg­ment, we are lost.

			“Listen to what has happened to me. As I have told you, I was a not­ary in Rouen, and in rather tight cir­cum­stances, not poor, but pinched for money, al­ways care­ful, forced to eco­nom­ise the whole time, ob­liged to lim­it all my de­sires, yes, all! and that’s hard at my age.

			“In my ca­pa­city as a not­ary, I used to read with great care the an­nounce­ments on the fourth page of the news­pa­per, the Offered and Wanted columns, the per­son­al columns, etc., etc.; and it of­ten happened that I was en­abled by these means to ar­range ad­vant­age­ous mar­riages for some cli­ents.

			“One day I came across this one:

			
				“ ‘Young lady, pretty, well edu­cated, of good birth, with a dowry of two and a half mil­lion francs, wishes to marry an hon­our­able man. No agents.’

			

			“Well, that very day I dined with two of my friends, a so­li­cit­or and a mill-own­er. I don’t know how the con­ver­sa­tion came to turn on mar­riages, and I told them, laugh­ing, about the young lady with two and a half mil­lion francs.

			“ ‘What sort of wo­men are these wo­men?’ the mill-own­er said.

			“The so­li­cit­or had seen sev­er­al ex­cel­lent mar­riages made in this way and he gave de­tails; then he ad­ded, turn­ing to­wards me:

			“ ‘Why the dev­il don’t you look in­to that on your own be­half? Lord! two and a half mil­lion francs would make things easy for you!’

			“We all three of us burst out laugh­ing, and the talk turned on an­oth­er sub­ject.

			“An hour later I went home.

			“It was a cold night. I lived, be­sides, in an old house, one of those old pro­vin­cial houses that are like mush­room beds. When I put my hand on the iron rail­ing of the stair­case, a cold shiver ran down my arm; I stretched out the oth­er to find the wall and when I touched it, I felt an­oth­er shiver strike through me, a shiver of damp this time; they met in my chest, and filled me with an­guish, sad­ness and ut­ter wear­i­ness of mind and body. A sud­den memory woke in my mind and I mur­mured:

			“ ‘God, if only I had two and a half mil­lion francs!’

			“My bed­room was dis­mal, a Rouen bach­el­or’s bed­room, looked after by a ser­vant who was cook as well as cham­ber­maid. You can just ima­gine what it was like! a big cur­tain­less bed, a ward­robe, a chest of draw­ers, wash­stand, no fire. Clothes on the chairs, pa­pers on the floor. I began to hum, to a mu­sic-hall tune for I some­times went to such places:

			
				
					“ ‘Deux mil­lions,
					

					Deux mil­lions,
					

					Sont bons
					

					Avec cinq cent mille
					

					Et femme gen­tille.’29
				

			

			“To tell the truth, I hadn’t thought of the wo­man be­fore, and I thought of her sud­denly as I was creep­ing in­to my bed. I even thought of her so earn­estly that I was a long time in fall­ing asleep.

			“When I opened my eyes next morn­ing, be­fore it was light, I re­col­lec­ted that I had to be at Darnétal at eight o’clock on im­port­ant busi­ness. So I would have to get up at six—and it was freez­ing.

			“ ‘Christ, two and a half mil­lions!’

			“I re­turned to my of­fice about ten o’clock. It was full of a smell of rusty stove, old pa­pers, the smell of pa­pers re­lat­ing to old law­suits—noth­ing stinks as they do—and a smell of clerks, boots, frock-coats, shirts, hair and bod­ies, ill-washed winter-bound bod­ies, all heated to a tem­per­at­ure of sixty-five de­grees.

			“I ate my usu­al lunch, a burnt cut­let and a morsel of cheese. Then I set to work again.

			“It was then that for the first time I thought really ser­i­ously of the young lady with two and a half mil­lions. Who was she? Why should I not write? Why not find out about it?

			“Well, to cut a long story short: for a fort­night the idea haunted, ob­sessed, tor­tured me. All my an­noy­ances, all the little miser­ies I con­stantly suffered, un­til then un­con­sciously, al­most without real­ising them, pricked me now like the stabbing of needles, and every one of these little suf­fer­ings made my thoughts leap to the young lady with two and a half mil­lions.

			“I began at last to ima­gine the story of her life. When you want a thing to be, you think of it as be­ing just what you wish it were.

			“Of course, it was not very usu­al for a young girl of good fam­ily, pos­sessed of so at­tract­ive a dowry, to seek a hus­band by way of a news­pa­per ad­vert­ise­ment. How­ever, this par­tic­u­lar girl might be hon­our­able and un­for­tu­nate.

			“From the first, this for­tune of two and a half mil­lion francs had not dazzled me by any sense of fab­ulous wealth. We are used, we people who are al­ways read­ing of­fers of this kind, to mat­ri­mo­ni­al pro­pos­i­tions ac­com­pan­ied by six, eight, ten or even twelve mil­lions. The twelve-mil­lion fig­ure is even quite com­mon. It at­tracts. I’m quite aware that we hardly cred­it the real­ity of these prom­ises. But they do ac­cus­tom our minds to the con­tem­pla­tion of these fant­ast­ic fig­ures; to a cer­tain ex­tent they do in­duce our nod­ding credu­lity to ac­cept as reas­on­able the prodi­gious sums of money they rep­res­ent, and lead us to con­sider a dowry of two and a half mil­lion francs as very pos­sible and prob­able.

			“Sup­pose a young lady, the il­le­git­im­ate daugh­ter of a parvenu and a lady’s maid, in­her­it­ing un­ex­pec­tedly from the fath­er, had learned at the same time the dis­grace of her birth, and to avoid re­veal­ing it to any man who might fall in love with her was try­ing to get in­to touch with strangers by a very cus­tom­ary me­di­um, which did in it­self im­ply al­most a con­fes­sion of du­bi­ous ante­cedents.

			“My sup­pos­i­tion was a stu­pid one. But I clung to it. Men of my pro­fes­sion, not­ar­ies, ought nev­er to read nov­els—and I have read them.

			“So I wrote in my pro­fes­sion­al ca­pa­city in the name of a cli­ent, and I waited.

			“Five days later, about three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, I was work­ing hard in my of­fice when the head clerk an­nounced:

			“ ‘Mlle. Chante­frise.’

			“ ‘Ask her to come in.’

			“Thereupon a wo­man about thirty years old ap­peared, rather stout, dark, and with an em­bar­rassed air.

			“ ‘Please sit down, ma­dame.’

			“She sat down and mur­mured:

			“ ‘I’ve come, sir.’

			“ ‘But, ma­dame, I haven’t the hon­our to know you.’

			“ ‘I’m the per­son you wrote to.’

			“ ‘About a mar­riage?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘Ah, just so.’

			“ ‘I have come my­self, be­cause these things are best ar­ranged per­son­ally.’

			“ ‘I agree with you, ma­dame. So you wish to marry?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘You have par­ents?’

			“She hes­it­ated, lowered her glance, and stammered:

			“ ‘No. … My moth­er … and my fath­er … are dead.’

			“I star­ted. So I had guessed right … and a sud­den swift sym­pathy woke in my heart for this poor creature. I did not in­sist, in or­der to spare her sens­it­ive­ness, and I went on:

			“ ‘Your for­tune is quite net?’

			“This time she answered without hes­it­at­ing:

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“I re­garded her at­tent­ively, and hon­estly she didn’t dis­please me, al­though she was a little ma­ture, more ma­ture than I had ex­pec­ted. She was a fine, healthy wo­man, a su­per­i­or wo­man. And I took it in­to my head that I might play a charm­ing little com­edy of sen­ti­ment, fall in love with her, and sup­plant my ima­gin­ary cli­ent, when I had made sure that the dowry was not fic­ti­tious. I talked to her about this cli­ent, whom I de­pic­ted as a grave, very hon­our­able man, and some­thing of an in­val­id.

			“ ‘Oh,’ she said quickly, ‘I like people who are really strong and healthy.’

			“ ‘You shall see him, how­ever, ma­dame, but not for three or four days, for he went to Eng­land yes­ter­day.’

			“ ‘Oh! how vex­ing!’ said she.

			“ ‘Good heav­ens! It is and it isn’t. Are you in a hurry to re­turn home?’

			“ ‘Not at all.’

			“ ‘Well, stay here. I will give my­self the pleas­ure of help­ing you to pass the time.’

			“ ‘You are too kind.’

			“ ‘You are stay­ing in a hotel?’

			“She men­tioned the best hotel in Rouen.

			“ ‘Well, madam, will you al­low your fu­ture … not­ary to take you to dine this even­ing?’

			“She seemed to hes­it­ate, un­easy and ir­res­ol­ute; then she made up her mind.

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“And I es­cor­ted her to the door.

			“At sev­en o’clock I was at the hotel. She had made an elab­or­ate toi­let for me and re­ceived me in a very coquet­tish fash­ion.

			“I took her to dine in a res­taur­ant where I was known, and I ordered a stim­u­lat­ing meal.

			“With­in an hour we were very friendly, and she was telling me her story. She was the daugh­ter of a great lady who had been se­duced by a no­ble­man, and had been brought up by some coun­try people. She was rich now, hav­ing in­her­ited large sums from her fath­er and her moth­er, whose names she would nev­er tell, nev­er. It was no use ask­ing her for them, no use beg­ging her, she would not give them. As I was not much con­cerned to know them, I ques­tioned her about her for­tune. She spoke of it read­ily and like a prac­tic­al wo­man, quite sure of her­self, sure of fig­ures, se­cur­it­ies, in­come, di­vidends and in­vest­ments. The com­pet­ent way she dealt with this made me feel great con­fid­ence in her at once, and I made my­self very agree­able to her, with a cer­tain amount of re­serve, how­ever, but I let her see quite plainly that I was at­trac­ted by her.

			“She began to give her­self airs, and they didn’t be­come her badly, either. I pressed her to have cham­pagne, and I drank some my­self, and it went to my head a little. I saw very plainly that I was go­ing to be­come rash, and I was afraid, afraid of my­self, afraid of her, afraid that she too was a little ex­cited and might yield. To steady my­self, I began to talk to her about her dowry again, which must be veri­fied bey­ond any pos­sib­il­ity of mis­take, for my cli­ent was a busi­ness man.

			“She answered gaily:

			“ ‘Oh, I know. I have brought all the proofs.’

			“ ‘Here, to Rouen?’

			“ ‘Yes, to Rouen.’

			“ ‘You have them at the hotel?’

			“ ‘Of course.’

			“ ‘Can you show them to me?’

			“ ‘Of course.’

			“ ‘This even­ing?’

			“ ‘Of course.’

			“This was a com­plete re­lief to me. I settled the bill, and off we went to her hotel.

			“She had, as she said, brought all her se­cur­it­ies. I could not doubt their ex­ist­ence, I held them, fingered them, read them. This filled me with such heart­felt joy that I was im­me­di­ately seized with a vi­ol­ent de­sire to em­brace her. I mean, with a chaste de­sire, the de­sire of a sat­is­fied man. And upon my word, I em­braced her. Once, twice, ten times … so heart­ily that—the cham­pagne help­ing—I suc­cumbed … or rather … no … she suc­cumbed.

			“Oh, I made a rare scene about it, after that … and so did she. She wept like a foun­tain, and begged me not to be­tray her, not to ru­in her. I prom­ised everything she wanted, and I went away in a dread­ful state of mind.

			“What was I to do? I had out­raged my cli­ent. That would not have mattered at all if I had had a cli­ent for her, but I hadn’t one. I was the cli­ent, the simple-minded cli­ent, the de­ceived cli­ent, de­ceived by my­self. What a situ­ation! I could leave her in the lurch, of course. But the dowry, ac­tu­al, cer­tain! Be­sides, had I the right to leave her in the lurch, poor girl, after hav­ing taken ad­vant­age of her like that? But what anxi­et­ies I should be lay­ing up for my­self!

			“What se­cur­ity could I feel with a wife who suc­cumbed so eas­ily!

			“I spent a dread­ful night, un­able to make up my mind, tor­tured with re­morse, har­ried by fears, torn this way and that by every kind of scruple. But in the morn­ing my brain cleared. I dressed my­self care­fully, and as el­ev­en o’clock was strik­ing, I presen­ted my­self at the hotel where she was stay­ing.

			“When she saw me, she blushed to the roots of her hair.

			“I said:

			“ ‘Ma­dame, there is only one thing I can do to re­pay you the wrong I have done you. I ask you to marry me.’

			“She stammered:

			“ ‘I con­sent.’

			“I mar­ried her.

			

			“For six months all went well.

			“I had giv­en up my of­fice, I was liv­ing on my in­come, and really, I had noth­ing, not a single thing, to re­proach my wife with.

			“How­ever, I began to no­tice that every now and then she went out and stayed out for an ap­pre­ciable time. This happened at reg­u­lar times, one week on Tues­day, an­oth­er week on Fri­day. I was sure she was de­ceiv­ing me, and I fol­lowed her.

			“It was a Tues­day. She set out on foot, about one o’clock, walked down the Rue de la Répub­lique, turned to the right down the street that runs from the Arch­bish­op’s Palace, took the Rue Grand-Pont as far as the Seine, went along the quay as far as the Pierre bridge and crossed the wa­ter. At this point, she seemed un­easy; she kept turn­ing round to scru­tin­ise all the pass­ersby.

			“As I had got my­self up to look like a coal-heaver, she did not re­cog­nise me.

			“At last she went in­to the sta­tion on the left side of the river: I had no fur­ther doubts, her lov­er was com­ing on the 1:45 train.

			“I hid my­self be­hind a dray, and waited. A whistle … a rush of pas­sen­gers. … She walked to­wards them, then ran for­ward, clasped in her arms a little three-year-old girl ac­com­pan­ied by a stout peas­ant wo­man, and kissed her pas­sion­ately. Then she turned round, saw an­oth­er young­er child, a girl or a boy, car­ried by an­oth­er coun­try­wo­man, threw her­self on him, em­braced him wildly and went off, es­cor­ted by the two mites and their two nurses, to­wards the long dreary deser­ted prom­en­ade of Cours-la-Reine.

			“I re­turned home, be­wildered and in great dis­tress of mind, half un­der­stand­ing and half not, and not dar­ing to haz­ard a guess.

			“When she came home to din­ner, I rushed at her:

			“ ‘Who are those chil­dren?’

			“ ‘What chil­dren?’

			“ ‘The chil­dren you were ex­pect­ing on the train from Saint-Sever.’

			“She gave a great cry and fain­ted. When she re­covered con­scious­ness, she con­fessed to me, in a flood of tears, that she had four. Yes, sir, two for the Tues­day, two girls, and two for the Fri­day, two boys.

			“And that … oh, the shame of it! … that was the ori­gin of the for­tune. The four fath­ers! … She had gathered to­geth­er her dowry.

			“Now, sir, what do you ad­vise me to do?”

			The law­yer replied gravely:

			“Ac­know­ledge your chil­dren, sir.”

		
	
		
			Our Letters

			Night hours in the train in­duce sleep in some and in­som­nia in oth­ers. With me, any jour­ney pre­vents my sleep­ing on the fol­low­ing night.

			I had ar­rived, about five o’clock, at the es­tate of Abelle, which be­longs to my friends, the Murets d’Artus, to spend three weeks there. It is a pretty house, built by one of their grand­fath­ers in the lat­ter half of the last cen­tury, and it has re­mained in the fam­ily. There­fore it has that in­tim­ate char­ac­ter of dwell­ings that have al­ways been in­hab­ited, fur­nished, an­im­ated and en­livened by the same people. Noth­ing changes; none of the soul evap­or­ates from the dwell­ing, in which the fur­niture has nev­er been moved, the tapestries nev­er taken down, and have be­come worn out, faded, dis­col­oured, on the same walls. None of the old fur­niture leaves the place; only from time to time it is moved a little to make room for a new piece, which enters there like a new­born in­fant in the midst of broth­ers and sis­ters.

			The house is on a hill in the centre of a park which slopes down to the river, where there is a little stone bridge. Bey­ond the wa­ter the fields stretch out in the dis­tance, where cows wander slowly, pas­tur­ing on the moist grass; their hu­mid eyes seem full of the dew, mist and fresh­ness of the pas­ture. I love this dwell­ing, just as one loves a thing which one ar­dently de­sires to pos­sess. I re­turn here every au­tumn with in­fin­ite de­light; I leave with re­gret.

			After I had dined with this friendly fam­ily, by whom I was re­ceived like a re­l­at­ive, I asked my chum, Paul Muret: “Which room did you give me this year?”

			“Aunt Rose’s room.”

			An hour later, fol­lowed by her three chil­dren, two tall little girls and a great lump of a boy, Ma­dame Muret d’Artus in­stalled me in Aunt Rose’s room, where I had not yet slept.

			When I was alone I ex­amined the walls, the fur­niture, the gen­er­al as­pect of the room, in or­der to at­tune my mind to it. I knew it, but not very well, as I had entered it only once or twice, and I looked in­dif­fer­ently at a pas­tel por­trait of Aunt Rose, who gave her name to the room.

			This old Aunt Rose, with her hair in curls, look­ing at me from be­hind the glass, made very little im­pres­sion on my mind. She looked to me like a wo­man of former days, with prin­ciples and pre­cepts, as strong on the max­ims of mor­al­ity as on cook­ing re­cipes, one of these old aunts who are a wet blanket on gaiety and the stern and wrinkled an­gel of pro­vin­cial fam­il­ies.

			

			I nev­er had heard her spoken of; I knew noth­ing of her life or of her death. Did she be­long to this cen­tury or to the pre­ced­ing one? Had she left this earth after a calm or a stormy ex­ist­ence? Had she giv­en up to heav­en the pure soul of an old maid, the calm soul of a spouse, the tender one of a moth­er, or one moved by love? What dif­fer­ence I did it make? The name alone, “Aunt Rose,” seemed ri­dicu­lous, com­mon, ugly.

			I picked up a candle and looked at her severe face, hanging far up in an old gilt frame. Then, as I found it in­sig­ni­fic­ant, dis­agree­able, even un­sym­path­et­ic, I began to ex­am­ine the fur­niture. It dated from the peri­od of Louis XVI, the Re­volu­tion and the Dir­ectoire. Not a chair, not a cur­tain had entered this room since then, and it gave out the subtle odour of memor­ies, which is the com­bined odour of wood, cloth, chairs, hangings, pe­cu­li­ar to places wherein have lived hearts that have loved and suffered.

			I re­tired but did not sleep. After I had tossed about for an hour or two, I de­cided to get up and write some let­ters.

			I opened a little ma­hogany desk with brass trim­mings, which was placed between the two win­dows, in hope of find­ing some ink and pa­per; but all I found was a quill-pen, very much worn, made of a por­cu­pine’s quill, and chewed at the end. I was about to close this piece of fur­niture, when a shin­ing spot at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion: it looked like the yel­low head of a nail, and it formed a little round lump at the corner of a tray. I scratched it with my fin­ger, and it seemed to move. I seized it between two fin­ger­nails, and pulled as hard as I could. It came to­ward me gently. It was a long gold pin which had been slipped in­to a hole in the wood and re­mained hid­den there.

			Why? I im­me­di­ately thought that it must have served to work some spring which hid a secret, and I looked. It took a long time. After at least two hours of in­vest­ig­a­tion, I dis­covered an­oth­er hole op­pos­ite the first one, but at the bot­tom of a groove. In­to this I stuck my pin: a little shelf sprang up in my face, and I saw two pack­ages of yel­low let­ters, tied with a blue rib­bon.

			I read them. Here are two of them:

			
				So you wish me to re­turn to you your let­ters, my dearest. Here they are, but it pains me to obey. Of what are you afraid? That I might lose them? But they are un­der lock and key. Do you fear that they might be stolen? I guard against that, for they are my dearest treas­ure.

				Yes, it pains me deeply. I wondered wheth­er, per­haps, you might not be feel­ing some re­gret at the bot­tom of your heart? Not re­gret at hav­ing loved me, for I know that you still do, but re­gret at hav­ing ex­pressed on white pa­per this liv­ing love in hours when your heart did not con­fide in me, but in the pen you held in your hand. When we love, we have need of con­fes­sion, need of talk­ing or writ­ing, and we either talk or write. Words fly away, those sweet words made of mu­sic, air and ten­der­ness, warm and light, which es­cape as soon as they are uttered, which re­main in the memory alone, but which one can neither see, touch nor kiss, like the words writ­ten by your hand. Your let­ters? Yes, I am re­turn­ing them to you! But with what sor­row!

				Un­doubtedly, you must have had an af­ter­thought of del­ic­ate shame at ex­pres­sions that are in­ef­face­able. In your sens­it­ive and tim­id soul, which can be hurt by an im­palp­able shade, you must have re­gret­ted hav­ing writ­ten to a man that you loved him. You re­membered sen­tences that called up re­col­lec­tions, and you said to your­self: “I will make ashes of those words.”

				Be sat­is­fied, be calm. Here are your let­ters. I love you.

			

			
				My Friend:

				No, you have not un­der­stood me, you have not guessed. I do not re­gret, and I nev­er shall, that I told you of my af­fec­tion. I will al­ways write to you, but you must re­turn my let­ters to me as soon as you have read them.

				I shall shock you, dear, when I tell you the reas­on for this de­mand. It is not po­et­ic, as you ima­gined, but prac­tic­al. I am afraid, not of you, but of some mis­chance. I am guilty. I do not wish my fault to af­fect oth­ers than my­self.

				Un­der­stand me well. You and I may both die. You might fall off your horse, since you ride every day; you might die from a sud­den at­tack, from a duel, from heart dis­ease, from a car­riage ac­ci­dent, in a thou­sand ways. For, if there is only one death, there are more ways of its reach­ing us than there are days for us to live.

				Then your sis­ters, your broth­er, or your sis­ter-in-law might find my let­ters! Do you think that they love me? I doubt it. And then, even if they ad­ored me, is it pos­sible for two wo­men and one man to know a secret—such a secret!—and not to tell of it?

				I seem to be say­ing some­thing very dread­ful by speak­ing first of your death, and then sus­pect­ing the dis­creet­ness of your re­l­at­ives.

				But don’t all of us die soon­er or later? And it is al­most cer­tain that one of us will pre­cede the oth­er un­der the ground. We must there­fore fore­see all dangers, even that one.

				As for me, I will keep your let­ters be­side mine, in the secret of my little desk. I will show them to you there, sleep­ing side by side in their silken hid­ing place, full of our love, like lov­ers in a tomb.

				You will say to me: “But if you should die first, my dear, your hus­band will find these let­ters.”

				Oh! I fear noth­ing. First of all, he does not know the secret of my desk, and he will not look for it. And even if he finds it after my death, I fear noth­ing.

				Did you ever stop to think of all the love let­ters that have been found in the draw­ers of dead wo­men? I have been think­ing of this for a long time, and that is the reas­on I de­cided to ask you for my let­ters.

				Think that nev­er, do you un­der­stand, nev­er, does a wo­man burn, tear or des­troy the let­ters in which she is told that she is loved. That is our whole life, our whole hope, ex­pect­a­tion and dream. These little pieces of pa­per which bear our name in caress­ing terms are rel­ics, and we wo­men have chapels, es­pe­cially chapels in which we are the saints. Our love let­ters are our titles to beauty, grace, se­duc­tion, the in­tim­ate van­ity of our wo­man­hood; they are the treas­ures of our heart. No, a wo­man nev­er des­troys these secret and de­li­cious archives of her life.

				But, like every­body else, we die, and then—then these let­ters are found! Who finds them? The hus­band. Then what does he do? Noth­ing. He burns them.

				Oh, I have thought a great deal about that! Just think that every day wo­men are dy­ing who have been loved; every day the traces and proofs of their fault fall in­to the hands of their hus­bands, and that there is nev­er a scan­dal, nev­er a duel.

				Think, my dear, of what a man’s heart is. He avenges him­self on a liv­ing wo­man; he fights with the man who has dis­hon­oured her, kills him while she lives, be­cause—well, why? I do not know ex­actly why. But if, after her death, he finds sim­il­ar proofs, he burns them and no one is the wiser, and he con­tin­ues to shake hands with the friend of the dead wo­man, and feels quite at ease that these let­ters should not have fallen in­to strange hands, and that they are des­troyed.

				Oh, how many men I know among my friends who must have burned such proofs, and who pre­tend to know noth­ing, and yet who would have fought madly had they found them when she was still alive! But she is dead. Hon­our has changed. The grave gives ab­so­lu­tion for con­jugal sins.

				There­fore, I can safely keep our let­ters, which, in your hands, would be a men­ace to both of us. Do you dare to say that I am not right?

				
					I love you and kiss you.

					Rose.

				
			

			I raised my eyes to the por­trait of Aunt Rose, and as I looked at her severe, wrinkled face, I thought of all those wo­men’s souls which we do not know, and which we sup­pose to be so dif­fer­ent from what they really are, whose in­born and in­genu­ous craft­i­ness we nev­er can pen­et­rate, their quiet du­pli­city; and a verse of Vigny re­turned to my memory:

			
				
					“Tou­jours ce com­pagnon dont le coeur n’est pas sûr.”30
				

			

		
	
		
			The Mother Superior’s Twenty-Five Francs

			He really was com­ic, old Pa­villy, with his great spider legs, his little body, his long arms, and his poin­ted beard, sur­moun­ted by a flame of red hair on the top of his skull.

			He was a clown, a peas­ant clown, a born clown, born to play tricks, to raise laughter, to play parts, simple parts, since he was the son of a peas­ant, and a peas­ant him­self, hardly able to read. Oh, yes, the good God had cre­ated him to amuse oth­er people, the poor dev­ils be­long­ing to the coun­tryside, who had no theatres and no feasts; and he amused them with all his might and main. In the café, they stood him drinks to keep him there, and he went on drink­ing without turn­ing a hair, laugh­ing and jok­ing, play­ing tricks on every­one without an­noy­ing a single soul, while the on­look­ers rolled with laughter.

			He was so com­ic that, ugly as he was, the girls them­selves did not res­ist him, they were laugh­ing so heart­ily. He car­ried them, with quips and jests, be­hind a wall, in­to a ditch, in­to a stable, then he tickled them and squeezed them, keep­ing up such an amus­ing pat­ter, that they held their sides as they re­pulsed him. Then he leaped about, pre­tend­ing he was go­ing to hang him­self, and they writhed, with tears in their eyes; he chose his mo­ment, and tumbled them over so hand­ily that they sur­rendered all, even those who had de­fied him, to amuse them­selves.

			Well, to­wards the end of June, he un­der­took to help with the har­vest, at Le Hariveau’s, near Rouville. For three whole weeks he de­lighted the har­vesters, men and wo­men, by his pranks, from morn­ing to night. In the day­time, he ap­peared in the fields, in the middle of the swaths of corn, he made his ap­pear­ance in an old straw hat that hid his rus­set top­knot, gath­er­ing up the yel­low corn with his long skinny arms and bind­ing it in­to sheaves; then stop­ping to sketch a com­ic ges­ture that evoked shouts of laughter down the length of the field from the work­ers, whose eyes nev­er left him. At night, he glided like a crouch­ing beast through the straw in the barns where the wo­men slept, and his hands prowled about, rous­ing shouts and cre­at­ing loud dis­turb­ances. They chased him off, us­ing their sabots as weapons, and he fled on all fours, like a fant­ast­ic mon­key, amid ex­plo­sions of mirth from the en­tire room.

			On the last day, as the wag­on-load of har­vesters, ad­orned with rib­bons and bag­pipes, shout­ing and singing and joy­ously drunk, were go­ing down the wide white road, drawn at the slow pace of six dappled horses, led by a young­ster in a smock, with a cock­ade in his cap, Pa­villy, in the middle of sprawl­ing wo­men, was dan­cing the dance of a drunk­en satyr, that kept the young ras­cals of boys open-mouthed on the bank­sides of the farms, and the peas­ants lost in won­der at his in­cred­ible ana­tomy.

			All at once, as they reached the fence of Le Hariveau’s farm, he made a bound with up­flung arms, but as he fell back he un­luck­ily struck against the side of the long cart, went head­long over, fell on to the wheel, and bounced off on to the road.

			His com­rades flung them­selves out. He moved no more, one eye shut, the oth­er open, ghastly with fright, his great limbs stretched out in the dust.

			When they touched his right leg, he began to cry out, and when they tried to stand him up, he fell down.

			“I’ll be bound he’s broken his leg,” cried a man.

			He had in­deed a broken leg.

			Farm­er Le Hariveau had him laid on a table; and a rider hur­ried to Rouville to find a doc­tor, who ar­rived an hour later.

			The farm­er was a very gen­er­ous man, and he an­nounced that he would pay for the man to be treated at the hos­pit­al.

			So the doc­tor car­ried Pa­villy off in his car­riage, and de­pos­ited him in a white­washed dorm­it­ory, where his frac­ture was set.

			As soon as he real­ised that he would not die of it, and that he was go­ing to be cared for, cured, pampered, and nour­ished, with noth­ing to do, ly­ing on his back between two sheets, Pa­villy was seized with an over­whelm­ing mer­ri­ment and he began to laugh a si­lent per­petu­al laughter that re­vealed his de­cay­ing teeth.

			As soon as a sis­ter ap­proached the bed, he grim­aced con­ten­tedly at her, wink­ing his eye, twist­ing his mouth, and mov­ing his nose, which was very long and which he could move as he pleased. His neigh­bours in the dorm­it­ory, very ill as they were, could not re­frain from laugh­ing, and the sis­ter in charge of­ten came to his bed­side to en­joy a quarter of an hour’s amuse­ment. He in­ven­ted the most com­ic tricks for her, and quite new jests, and as he had in him the in­stinct for every sort of barn­storm­ing, he turned de­vout to please her and spoke of the good God with the grave air of a man that knows that there are mo­ments to which jests are in­ap­pro­pri­ate.

			One day, he be­thought him­self of singing songs to her. She was de­lighted and came of­ten­er; then, to turn his voice to good ac­count, she brought him a book of hymns. Then he might be seen sit­ting up in his bed, for he was be­gin­ning to move him­self about again, in­ton­ing in a fal­setto voice the praises of the Etern­al Fath­er, of Mary, and of the Holy Ghost, while the stout good sis­ter, stand­ing at his feet, beat time with one fin­ger as she gave him the key. As soon as he could walk, the Moth­er Su­per­i­or offered to keep him a little longer to sing the of­fices in the chapel, and serve at Mass, per­form­ing in this way the func­tions of a sac­ristan. He ac­cep­ted. And for a whole month he could be seen, clad in a white sur­plice, limp­ing slightly, in­ton­ing re­sponses and psalms with such grace­ful bend­ings of the head that the num­ber of the faith­ful grew, and people deser­ted the par­ish church to at­tend Ves­pers at the hos­pit­al.

			But as everything comes to an end in this world, it be­came ne­ces­sary to dis­miss him when he was quite cured. The Moth­er Su­per­i­or, by way of thank­ing him, made him a present of twenty-five francs.

			As soon as Pa­villy found him­self in the street with this money in his pock­et, he began to think what he should do. Re­turn to the vil­lage? Cer­tainly not be­fore he had a drink, which had not happened to him for a long time, and he entered a café. He did not come to town more than once or twice a year, and he cher­ished, of one of those vis­its in par­tic­u­lar, the con­fused and in­tox­ic­at­ing re­mem­brance of a de­bauch.

			So he ordered a glass of cognac, which he swal­lowed at a gulp to lub­ric­ate his throat, then he poured down an­oth­er to en­joy the taste of it.

			As soon as the brandy, strong and fiery, had touched his pal­ate and his tongue, reawaken­ing the more sharply be­cause of his long ab­stin­ence the well-loved and de­sired sen­sa­tion of al­co­hol, caress­ing, sting­ing, spi­cing and burn­ing his mouth, he real­ised that he would drink the whole bottle, and he asked at once what it would cost, in or­der to save money on the sep­ar­ate glasses. They charged it to him at three francs, which he paid, then he set him­self to get drunk with a con­ten­ted mind.

			He set about it with a cer­tain meth­od, how­ever, be­ing de­sirous of re­tain­ing enough sens­ib­il­ity to en­joy oth­er pleas­ures. So as soon as he felt him­self on the point of see­ing the chim­neypieces nod, he got up and went away, with fal­ter­ing steps, his bottle un­der his arm, in search of a brothel.

			He found it, not without dif­fi­culty, after hav­ing in­quired of a wag­on­er who did not know it, a post­man who dir­ec­ted him wrongly, a baker who began to curse and treated him as a filthy fel­low, and, at last, a sol­dier who ob­li­gingly con­duc­ted him there, im­press­ing on him to choose the Queen.

			Pa­villy, al­though it was hardly noon, walked in­to this house of de­lights, where he was re­ceived by a ser­vant who tried to turn him out. But he made her laugh by grim­acing at her, showed her three francs, the or­din­ary price for the spe­cial en­ter­tain­ments of the place, and fol­lowed her with some dif­fi­culty up a very dark stair­case which led to the first floor.

			When he found him­self in a room, he called for the Queen, and awaited her, swal­low­ing an­oth­er drink from the bottle it­self.

			The door opened, a girl ap­peared. She was tall, plump, red-faced, enorm­ous. With an un­err­ing glance, the glance of a con­nois­seur, she took the meas­ure of the drunk­ard sprawl­ing on a chair, and said to him:

			“Aren’t you ashamed to come at this time?”

			He stammered:

			“Why, prin­cess?”

			“Dis­turb­ing a lady be­fore she’s even had her meal.”

			He tried to laugh.

			“There’s no time to a brave man.”

			“There’s no time for get­ting tipsy, neither, you old mug.”

			Pa­villy lost his tem­per.

			“I’m not a mug, to be­gin with, and I’m not tipsy neither.”

			“Not tipsy.”

			“No, I’m not tipsy.”

			“Not tipsy, you couldn’t stand on your feet even.”

			She re­garded him with the sav­age an­ger of a wo­man whose com­pan­ions are all din­ing.

			He got him­self up.

			“Look at me, I’ll dance a polka, I will.”

			And to prove his sta­bil­ity, he climbed on a chair, made a pi­rou­ette, and jumped on the bed, where his great muddy shoes plastered two fright­ful stains.

			“Oh, you dirty beast,” cried the girl.

			Rush­ing at him, she drove her fist in his stom­ach, giv­ing him such a blow that Pa­villy lost his bal­ance, seesawed over the foot of the couch, turned a com­plete caper and fell back on the chest of draw­ers, drag­ging with him basin and wa­ter-jug; then he rolled on the ground, ut­ter­ing wild shouts.

			The noise was so vi­ol­ent and his cries so pier­cing that the whole house came run­ning, Mon­sieur, Ma­dame, the ser­vants, and all the mem­bers of the es­tab­lish­ment.

			Mon­sieur tried at first to pick the man up, but as soon as he had got him on his feet, the peas­ant lost his bal­ance again, then began yelling that he had broken his leg, the oth­er leg, the good one, the good one!

			It was true. They ran to fetch a doc­tor. It was the very doc­tor who had at­ten­ded Pa­villy at Farm­er Le Hariveau’s.

			“What, is it you again?” said he. “What’s the mat­ter with you?”

			“It’s the oth­er leg that’s got broken, too, doc­tor.”

			“How did it hap­pen, my man?”

			“A wench.”

			Every­one was listen­ing. The girls in their loose wrap­pers, their mouths still greasy from their in­ter­rup­ted meal, Ma­dame furi­ous, Mon­sieur un­easy.

			“This is go­ing to look bad,” said the doc­tor. “You know that the town coun­cil re­gards you with small fa­vour. You’ll have to con­trive to keep this busi­ness from get­ting about.

			“What’s to be done?” asked Mon­sieur.

			“Well, the best thing to do would be to send this man to the hos­pit­al, which he’s just left, by the way, and pay for his treat­ment.”

			Mon­sieur answered:

			“I’d much rather pay than have a scan­dal.”

			So, half an hour later, Pa­villy re­turned, drunk and moan­ing, to the dorm­it­ory he had left an hour earli­er.

			The Moth­er Su­per­i­or flung up her arms, grieved be­cause she was very fond of him, and smil­ing be­cause she was not dis­pleased to see him again.

			“Well, my good man, what’s the mat­ter with you?”

			“The oth­er leg broken, sis­ter dear.”

			“Oh, so you’ve been climb­ing on loads of straw again, have you, you old moun­te­bank?”

			And Pa­villy, con­fused and shy, stammered:

			“No … no … Not this time … not this time. … No … no. … It’s not my fault … not my fault. … It was a straw mat­tress did it.”

			She could not get any oth­er ex­plan­a­tion of the af­fair, and she nev­er knew that her twenty-five francs was re­spons­ible for this re­lapse.

		
	
		
			The Drowned Man

			
				I

				Every­one in Fécamp knew the story of old Moth­er Pat­in. She had un­doubtedly been un­happy with her man, had old Moth­er Pat­in; or her man had beaten her dur­ing his life­time, as a man threshes wheat in his barns.

				He was own­er of a fish­ing-smack, and he had mar­ried her a long time ago, be­cause she was pleas­ing, al­though she was poor.

				Pat­in, a good sea­man, but a brute, fre­quen­ted old Au­ban’s tav­ern, where, on or­din­ary days, he drank four or five brandies, and on days when he had made a good catch, eight or ten, and even more, just for the fun of it, as he said.

				The brandy was served to cus­tom­ers by old Au­ban’s daugh­ter, a pleas­ant-faced dark-haired girl, who drew cus­tom to the house merely by her good looks, for no one had ever wagged a tongue against her.

				When Pat­in entered the tav­ern, he was con­tent to look at her and hold her in civil con­ver­sa­tion, the easy con­ver­sa­tion of a de­cent fel­low. When he had drunk the first brandy, he was already find­ing her pleas­ant to look on; at the second, he was wink­ing at her; at the third, he was say­ing: “Miss Désirée, if you would only …” without ever fin­ish­ing the sen­tence; at the fourth, he was try­ing to hold her by her pet­ti­coat to em­brace her; and when he had reached the tenth, it was old Au­ban who served him with the rest.

				The old wine-seller, who knew every trick of the trade, used to send Désirée round between the tables to liven up the or­ders for drinks; and Désirée, who was not old Au­ban’s daugh­ter for noth­ing, paraded her pet­ti­coat among the drink­ers and ban­died jests, with a smile on her lips, and a sly twinkle in her eye.

				By dint of drink­ing brandies, Pat­in grew so fa­mil­i­ar with Désirée’s face that he thought of it even at sea, when he was throw­ing his nets in­to the wa­ter, out on the open sea, on windy nights and calm nights, on moon­lit nights and black nights. He thought of it when he was stand­ing at the helm in the after part of his boat, while his four com­pan­ions slept with their hands on their arms. He saw her al­ways smil­ing at him, pour­ing out the tawny brandy with a lift of her shoulders, and then com­ing to­wards him, say­ing:

				“There! Is this what you want?”

				And by dint of treas­ur­ing her so in eye and mind, he reached such a pitch of long­ing to marry her that, un­able to re­strain him­self from it any longer, he asked her in mar­riage.

				He was rich, own­er of his boat, his nets and a house at the foot of the cliff, on the Re­tenue; while old Au­ban had noth­ing. The af­fair was ar­ranged with much en­thu­si­asm, and the wed­ding took place as quickly as pos­sible, both parties be­ing, for dif­fer­ent reas­ons, anxious to make it an ac­com­plished fact.

				But three days after the mar­riage was over, Pat­in was no longer able to ima­gine in the least how he had come to think Désirée dif­fer­ent from oth­er wo­men. He must have been a rare fool to hamper him­self with a pen­ni­less girl who had wheedled him with her cognac, so she had, with the cognac in­to which she had put some filthy drug for him.

				And he went curs­ing along the shore, break­ing his pipe between his teeth, swear­ing at his tackle; and hav­ing cursed heart­ily, us­ing every known term of ab­use and ap­ply­ing them to every­one he could think of, he spat out such an­ger as re­mained in his spleen on the fish and crabs drawn in one of his nets, throw­ing them all in the bas­kets to an ac­com­pani­ment of oaths and foul words.

				Then, re­turn­ing to his house, where he had his wife, old Au­ban’s daugh­ter, with­in reach of his tongue and his hand, he was very soon treat­ing her as the low­est of the low. Then, as she listened resign­edly, be­ing used to the pa­ternal vi­ol­ence, he be­came ex­as­per­ated by her calm, and one even­ing he knocked her about. After this, his home be­came a place of ter­ror.

				For ten years, noth­ing was talked of on the Re­tenue but the beat­ings Pat­in in­flic­ted on his wife, and his habit of curs­ing when he spoke to her, whatever the oc­ca­sion. He cursed, in fact, in a unique way, with a wealth of vocab­u­lary and a force­ful vigour of de­liv­ery, pos­sessed by no oth­er man in Fécamp. As soon as his boat, re­turn­ing from fish­ing, ap­peared at the mouth of the har­bour, they waited ex­pect­antly for the first broad­side he would dis­charge on the pier, from his deck, the mo­ment he saw the white bon­net of his oth­er half.

				Stand­ing in the stern, he tacked, his glance fixed ahead and on the sheets when the sea was run­ning high, and in spite of the close at­ten­tion re­quired by the nar­row dif­fi­cult pas­sage, in spite of the great waves run­ning moun­tain-high in the nar­row gully, he en­deav­oured to pick out—from the midst of the wo­men wait­ing in the spray of the break­ers for the sail­ors—his wo­man, old Au­ban’s daugh­ter, the pau­per wench.

				Then, as soon as he had caught sight of her, in spite of the clam­our of waves and wind, he poured on her a vol­ley of ab­use with such vo­cal en­ergy that every­one laughed at it, al­though they pit­ied her deeply. Then, when his boat reached the quay, he had a habit of dis­char­ging his bal­last of ci­vil­it­ies, as he said, while he un­loaded his fish, which at­trac­ted round him all the ras­cals and idlers of the har­bour.

				It is­sued from his mouth, now like can­non-shots, ter­rible and short, now like thun­der­claps that rolled for five minutes, such a tem­pest of oaths that he seemed to have in his lungs all the storms of the Etern­al Fath­er.

				Then, when he had left his boat, and was face to face with her in the middle of a crowd of curi­ous spec­tat­ors and fish­wives, he fished up again from the bot­tom of the hold a fresh cargo of in­sults and hard words, and es­cor­ted her in such fash­ion to their home, she in front, he be­hind, she weep­ing, he shout­ing.

				Then, alone with her, doors shut, he came to blows on the least pre­text. Any­thing was enough to make him lift his hand, and once he had be­gun, he nev­er stopped, spit­ting in her face, all the time, the real causes of his hate. At each blow, at each thump, he yelled: “Oh, you pen­ni­less slut, oh, you gut­ter­snipe, oh, you miser­able starveling, I did a fine thing the day I washed my mouth out with the fire­wa­ter of your scoun­drel of a fath­er.”

				She passed her days now, poor wo­man, in a state of in­cess­ant ter­ror, in a con­tinu­ous trem­bling of soul and of body, in stunned ex­pect­a­tion of in­sults and thrash­ings.

				And this las­ted for ten years. She was so broken that she turned pale when she was talk­ing to any­one, no mat­ter who, and no longer thought of any­thing but the beat­ings that threatened her, and she had grown as skinny, yel­low and dried up as a smoked fish.

			
			
				II

				One night when her man was at sea she was awakened by the noise like the growl­ing of a beast which the wind makes when it gets up, like an un­leashed hound. She sat up in bed, un­easy, then, hear­ing noth­ing more, lay down again; but al­most at once, there was a moan­ing in the chim­ney that shook the whole house and ran across the whole sky as if a pack of furi­ous an­im­als had crossed the empty spaces, pant­ing and bel­low­ing.

				Then she got up and ran to the har­bour. Oth­er wo­men were run­ning from all sides with lan­terns. Men came run­ning and every­one was watch­ing the foam flash­ing white in the dark­ness on the crest of the waves out at sea.

				The storm las­ted fif­teen hours. El­ev­en sail­ors re­turned no more, and Pat­in was among them.

				The wreck­age of his boat, the Jeune-Amélie, was re­covered off Dieppe. Near Saint-Valéry, they picked up the bod­ies of his sail­ors, but his body was nev­er found. As the hull of the small craft had been cut in two, his wife for a long time ex­pec­ted and dreaded his re­turn; for if there had been a col­li­sion, it might have happened that the col­lid­ing ves­sel had taken him on board, and car­ried him to a dis­tant coun­try.

				Then, slowly, she grew used to the thought that she was a wid­ow, even though she trembled every time that a neigh­bour or a beg­gar or a tramp­ing ped­lar entered her house ab­ruptly.

				Then, one af­ter­noon, al­most four years after the dis­ap­pear­ance of her man, she stopped, on her way along the Rue aux Juifs, be­fore the house of an old cap­tain who had died re­cently and whose be­long­ings were be­ing sold.

				Just at this mo­ment, they were auc­tion­ing a par­rot, a green par­rot with a blue head, which was re­gard­ing the crowd with a dis­con­ten­ted and un­easy air.

				“Three francs,” cried the seller, “a bird that talks like a law­yer, three francs.”

				A friend of wid­ow Pat­in jogged her el­bow.

				“You ought to buy that, you be­ing rich,” she said. “It would be com­pany for you; he is worth more than thirty francs, that bird. You can al­ways sell him again for twenty to twenty-five easy.”

				“Four francs, ladies, four francs,” the man re­peated. “He sings ves­pers and preaches like the priest. He’s a phe­nomen­on … a mir­acle!”

				Wid­ow Pat­in raised the bid by fifty centimes, and they handed her the hook-nosed creature in a little cage and she car­ried him off.

				Then she in­stalled him in her house, and as she was open­ing the iron-wire door to give the creature a drink, she got a bite on the fin­ger that broke the skin and drew blood.

				“Oh, the wicked bird,” said she.

				How­ever, she presen­ted him with hemp-seed and maize, then left him smooth­ing his feath­ers while he peered with a ma­li­cious air at his new home and his new mis­tress.

				Next morn­ing day was be­gin­ning to break, when wid­ow Pat­in heard, with great dis­tinct­ness, a loud, res­on­ant, rolling voice, the voice of Pat­in, which shouted:

				“Get up, slut.”

				Her ter­ror was such that she hid her head un­der the bed­clothes, for every morn­ing, in the old days, as soon as he had opened his eyes, her dead hus­band shouted in her ears those three words that she knew well.

				Trem­bling, huddled in­to a ball, her back turned to the thrash­ing that she was mo­ment­ar­ily ex­pect­ing, she mur­mured, her face hid­den in the bed:

				“God Almighty, he’s here! God Almighty, he’s here! He’s come back, God Almighty!”

				Minutes passed; no oth­er sound broke the si­lence of her room. Then, shud­der­ing, she lif­ted her head from the bed, sure that he was there, spy­ing on her, ready to strike.

				She saw noth­ing, noth­ing but a ray of sun fall­ing across the win­dowpane, and she thought:

				“He’s hid­ing, for sure.”

				She waited a long time, then, a little re­as­sured, thought:

				“I must have been dream­ing, see­ing he doesn’t show him­self.”

				She was shut­ting her eyes again, a little re­as­sured, when right in her ears the furi­ous voice burst out, the thun­der­ous voice of her drowned man, shout­ing:

				“Damn and blast it, get up, bitch.”

				She leaped out of bed, jerked out by her in­stinct­ive obed­i­ence, the pass­ive obed­i­ence of a wo­man broken in by blows, who still re­mem­bers, after four years, and who will al­ways re­mem­ber, and al­ways obey that voice. And she said:

				“Here I am, Pat­in. What do you want?”

				But Pat­in did not an­swer.

				Then, be­wildered, she looked round her, and she searched every­where, in the cup­boards, in the chim­ney, un­der the bed, without find­ing any­one, and at last let her­self fall in­to a chair, dis­trac­ted with misery, con­vinced that the spir­it of Pat­in it­self was there, near her, come back to tor­ture her.

				Sud­denly, she re­membered the loft, which could be reached from out­side by a lad­der. He had cer­tainly hid­den him­self there to take her by sur­prise. He must have been kept by sav­ages on some shore, un­able to es­cape soon­er, and he had come back, wick­eder than ever. She could not doubt it, on the mere sound of his voice.

				She asked, her head turned to­wards the ceil­ing:

				“Are you up there, Pat­in?”

				Pat­in did not an­swer.

				Then she went out, and in an un­ut­ter­able ter­ror that set her heart beat­ing madly, she climbed the lad­der, opened the gar­ret win­dow, looked in, saw noth­ing, entered, searched, and found noth­ing.

				Seated on a truss of hay, she began to cry; but while she was sob­bing, shaken by an acute and su­per­nat­ur­al ter­ror, she heard, in the room be­low her, Pat­in telling his story. He seemed less angry, calmer, and he was say­ing:

				“Filthy weath­er … high wind … filthy weath­er. I’ve had no break­fast, damn it.”

				She called through the ceil­ing:

				“I’m here, Pat­in; I’ll make you some soup. Don’t be angry. I’m com­ing.”

				She climbed down at a run.

				There was no one in her house.

				She felt her body giv­ing way as if Death had his hand on her, and she was go­ing to run out to ask help from the neigh­bours, when just in her ear the voice cried:

				“I’ve had no break­fast, damn it.”

				The par­rot, in his cage, was re­gard­ing her with his round, ma­li­cious, wicked eye.

				She stared back at him, in amazement, mur­mur­ing:

				“Oh, it’s you.”

				He answered, shak­ing his head:

				“Wait, wait, wait, I’ll teach you to faint.”

				What were her thoughts? She felt, she real­ised that this was none oth­er than the dead man, who had re­turned and hid­den him­self in the feath­ers of this creature, to be­gin tor­ment­ing her again, that he was go­ing to swear, as he did be­fore, all day, and find fault with her, and shout in­sults to at­tract their neigh­bours’ at­ten­tion and make them laugh. Then she flung her­self across the room, opened the cage, seized the bird, who de­fen­ded him­self and tore her skin with his beak and his claws. But she held him with all her might, in both hands, and throw­ing her­self on the ground, rolled on top of him with the frenzy of a mad­man, crushed him to death and made a mere rag of flesh of him, a little soft green thing that no longer moved or spoke, and hung limp. Then, wrap­ping him in a dish­cloth as a shroud, she went out, in her shift, and bare­footed, crossed the quay, against which the sea was break­ing in small waves, and shak­ing the cloth, let fall this small green thing that looked like a hand­ful of grass. Then she re­turned, threw her­self on her knees be­fore the empty cage, and ut­terly over­come by what she had done, she asked par­don of the good God, sob­bing, as if she had just com­mit­ted a hor­rible crime.

			
		
	
		
			The Cripple

			This ad­ven­ture happened to me about 1882.

			I had just settled my­self in the corner of an empty car­riage, and I had shut the door, in the hope of be­ing left un­dis­turbed, when it was ab­ruptly re­opened and I heard a voice say:

			“Take care, sir, we are just at the cross­ing of the lines: the foot­board is very high.”

			An­oth­er voice answered:

			“Don’t worry, Laurent, I’ll hold fast.”

			Then a head ap­peared, covered with a round cap, and two hands, cling­ing to the leath­er straps that hung from both sides of the car­riage door, slowly hois­ted up a fat body whose feet on the foot­board pro­duced the sound of a stick strik­ing the ground.

			But when the man had got the up­per part of his body in­to the com­part­ment, I saw the black-painted end of a wooden leg ap­pear­ing in the limp-hanging leg of his trousers, fol­lowed shortly by a sim­il­ar stump.

			A head came in­to view be­hind this trav­el­ler, and asked:

			“Are you all right, sir?”

			“Yes, my boy.”

			“Then here are your par­cels and your crutches.”

			And a manser­vant, who had the ap­pear­ance of an old sol­dier, climbed up too, car­ry­ing in his arms a quant­ity of things wrapped in black and yel­low pa­pers, care­fully tied with strings, and placed them one after an­oth­er on the rack above his mas­ter’s head. Then he said:

			“There you are, sir, that’s the lot. There are five of them: the sweets, the doll, the drum, the gun, and the pâté de foie gras.

			“That’s right, my boy.”

			“I hope you’ll have a com­fort­able jour­ney, sir.”

			“Thanks, Laurent; keep your­self fit.”

			The man went away, re­clos­ing the door, and I looked at my neigh­bour.

			He must have been about thirty-five years old, al­though his hair was al­most white; he wore vari­ous dec­or­a­tions, he was mous­tached, and very stout, a vic­tim to the short-win­ded obesity that falls on strong act­ive men whom some in­firm­ity de­prives of ex­er­cise.

			He mopped his fore­head, panted, and giv­ing me a dir­ect glance, said:

			“Does the smoke an­noy you, sir?”

			“No, sir.”

			That eye, that voice, that face, I knew them well. But where, where did I get my know­ledge? I had cer­tainly met the fel­low, I had talked to him, I had shaken his hand. It went a long way back, a very long way, it was lost in those mists where the mind seems to grope after memor­ies and pur­sue them, like fly­ing phantoms, without grasp­ing them.

			He too was now scru­tin­ising my face in the fixed and ten­a­cious man­ner of a man who has some dim re­mem­brance but can­not quite place it.

			Our eyes, em­bar­rassed by this un­wink­ing ex­change of glances, turned away; then, a few minutes later, drawn back once more by the secret ob­stin­ate will of the la­bour­ing memory, they met again, and I said:

			“God bless my soul, sir, in­stead of look­ing at one an­oth­er out of the corner of our eyes for an hour, wouldn’t it be more sens­ible to join forces in dis­cov­er­ing where we knew each oth­er?”

			My neigh­bour answered pleas­antly:

			“You’re quite right, sir.”

			I told him my name.

			“My name is Henry Bouc­lair. I’m a ma­gis­trate.”

			He hes­it­ated a mo­ment; then with that un­cer­tainty of glance and voice pro­duced by severe men­tal ten­sion, he said:

			“Oh, just so. I met you at the Poincels, a long time ago, be­fore the war, it must be twelve years since.”

			“Yes, sir … ah … you’re Lieu­ten­ant Re­valière?”

			“Yes, I was even Cap­tain Re­valière un­til the day when I lost my feet, both at one stroke, from a passing ball.”

			And we looked at one an­oth­er again, now that we knew each oth­er.

			I re­called per­fectly hav­ing seen this hand­some, slender youth who led co­til­lions with an agile, grace­ful en­ergy, and who had been nick­named, I be­lieve, “La Trombe.”31 But be­hind this vis­ion, sharply evoked, hovered yet an­oth­er one I could not grasp, some story that I had known and for­got­ten, one of those stor­ies to which one lends a friendly and short-lived in­terest, and which leave in one’s mind only an al­most im­per­cept­ible trace.

			There had been a love af­fair in those days. I re­cap­tured just that par­tic­u­lar emo­tion­al im­pres­sion in the depths of my memory, but noth­ing more, an emo­tion­al im­pres­sion com­par­able to the scent which—to a dog’s nose—the foot of an an­im­al de­pos­its on the ground.

			Little by little, how­ever, the shad­ows lif­ted and the face of a young girl rose be­fore my eyes. Then her name burst in my head like an ex­plod­ing crack­er: Mlle. de Man­dal. I re­called the whole af­fair now. It was in­deed a love story, but a com­mon­place one. That young girl loved that young man, when I met him, and people talked of their ap­proach­ing mar­riage. He him­self seemed very much in love, very happy.

			I lif­ted my eyes to­wards the rack where all the par­cels car­ried by my neigh­bour’s ser­vant were shak­ing with the jolts of the train, and the man’s voice soun­ded again in my ears as if he had hardly fin­ished speak­ing.

			He had said:

			“There you are, sir, that’s the lot. There are five of them: the sweets, the doll, the drum, the gun, and the pâté de foie gras.”

			Thereupon, in a flash, a ro­mance de­veloped and un­fol­ded it­self in my head. It was, moreover, ex­actly like all the ro­mances I had read, in which some­times the young man, some­times the young girl, mar­ries his or her be­trothed after the cata­strophe, bod­ily or fin­an­cial. So this of­ficer who had been maimed in the war, had after the cam­paign come back to find the girl who had prom­ised to marry him, and she had kept her word and giv­en her­self to him.

			I con­sidered it very beau­ti­ful but quite simple, as one con­siders simple all the self-sac­ri­fices and all the dénoue­ments of books and plays. It al­ways seems to us, as we read or as we listen, in these schools of mag­nan­im­ity, that we should have sac­ri­ficed ourselves with en­thu­si­ast­ic pleas­ure, with su­perb im­puls­ive­ness. But we are put sorely out of tem­per, next day, when some luck­less friend comes to bor­row a little money from us.

			Then, sud­denly, an­oth­er sup­pos­i­tion, less ro­mantic and more real­ist­ic, took the place of the first. Per­haps he had mar­ried be­fore the war, be­fore the fright­ful ac­ci­dent when his legs were shot away, and she, des­ol­ate and resigned, had been forced to take back, care for, con­sole and sus­tain this hus­band, who had left her strong and hand­some, and re­turned with feet mowed off, a dread­ful wreck­age con­demned to im­mob­il­ity, to im­pot­ent rages and an in­ev­it­able obesity.

			Was he happy or in tor­ment? A de­sire, at first vague, then in­creas­ing, at last ir­res­ist­ible, came upon me, to learn his story, to know at least the prin­cip­al points of it, which would al­low me to guess what he could not or would not say.

			I talked to him, my thoughts busy all the time. We had ex­changed a few com­mon­place words; and, my eye turned to­wards the rack, I kept think­ing: “So he has three chil­dren. The sweets are for his wife, the doll for his little girl, the drum and the gun for his boys, the pâté de foie gras for him­self.”

			I asked him ab­ruptly:

			“You are a fath­er, sir?”

			He answered: “No, sir.”

			I felt sud­denly con­fused, as if I had com­mit­ted a gross breach of taste, and I ad­ded:

			“I beg your par­don. I had ima­gined that you were, from hear­ing your man speak of the toys. One hears things without listen­ing, and draws con­clu­sions in spite of one­self.”

			He smiled, then mur­mured:

			“No, I am not even mar­ried. I nev­er got any farther than the pre­lim­in­ar­ies.”

			I had the air of sud­denly re­mem­ber­ing.

			“Oh … that’s so, you were en­gaged when I knew you, en­gaged to Mlle. de Man­dal, I think.”

			“Yes, sir, you have an ex­cel­lent memory.”

			I be­came out­rageously au­da­cious, and ad­ded:

			“Yes, I think I re­mem­ber also hav­ing heard that Mlle. de Man­dal had mar­ried Mon­sieur … Mon­sieur …”

			He uttered the name pla­cidly:

			“M. de Fleur­el.”

			“Yes, that’s it. Yes … I even re­mem­ber hav­ing heard your wound spoken of in this con­nec­tion.”

			I looked him full in the face; and he blushed. His full, swollen face, which the con­stant ac­ces­sion of blood had already made purple, took on a still deep­er hue.

			He replied eagerly, with the ab­rupt earn­est­ness of a man who is plead­ing a cause lost be­fore­hand, lost in his mind and in his heart, but which he wishes to carry in the eyes of the world.

			“People are wrong, sir, to couple my name with Mme. de Fleur­el’s. When I re­turned from the war, without my feet, alas, I would nev­er, nev­er have al­lowed her to be­come my wife. Was such a thing pos­sible? One does not marry to make a parade of gen­er­os­ity, sir: one mar­ries to live every day, every hour, every minute, every second with one man; and if this man is de­formed, as I am, to marry him is to be con­demned to a suf­fer­ing which will last un­til death. Oh, I un­der­stand, I ad­mire all sac­ri­fices, all de­vo­tions when they have a lim­it, but I do not coun­ten­ance a wo­man’s re­nun­ci­ation of the whole of a life in which she hopes for hap­pi­ness, of all joys, of all dreams, just to sat­is­fy the ad­mir­a­tion of the gal­lery. When I hear, on the floor of my room, the clat­ter of my stumps and my crutches, the noise like a mill-wheel that I make with every step I take, I feel ex­as­per­ated to the verge of strangling my ser­vant. Do you think one could al­low a wo­man to bear what one can­not en­dure one­self? And then, do you sup­pose they’re pretty, my stumps of legs? …”

			He was si­lent. What could I say to him? I felt that he was right. Could I blame her, des­pise her, even give judg­ment against him, or against her? No. And yet? This dénoue­ment, con­form­ing as it did to con­ven­tion, the golden mien, truth and ap­pear­ances, did not sat­is­fy my ap­pet­ite for ro­mance. Those hero­ic stumps called for a splen­did sac­ri­fice of which I had been de­prived, and I felt cheated thereby.

			I asked him ab­ruptly:

			“Mme. de Fleur­el has chil­dren?”

			“Yes, a girl and two boys. I am tak­ing these toys to them. Her hus­band and she have been very good to me.”

			The train was climb­ing the hill of Saint-Ger­main. It ran through the tun­nels, entered the sta­tion, came to a stand­still.

			I was go­ing to of­fer my arm to help the mu­til­ated of­ficer to des­cend when two hands were stretched out to him through the open door.

			“How do you do, my dear Re­valière?”

			“Ah, how do you do, Fleur­el?”

			Be­hind the man, his wife stood smil­ing, ra­di­ant, still pretty, wav­ing greet­ings with her gloved fin­gers. Be­side her, a little girl was jump­ing for joy, and two small boys were star­ing with greedy eyes at the drum and the gun emer­ging from the car­riage rack in their fath­er’s hands.

			When the cripple reached the plat­form, all the chil­dren em­braced him. Then they set off, and the small girl lov­ingly held the pol­ished cross­bar of one crutch in her tiny hand, as she would have been able to hold her big friend’s thumb when she walked be­side him.

		
	
		
			A Portrait

			“Look, there’s Mili­al,” said someone near me. I looked at the man they were point­ing out, for I had long wanted to make the ac­quaint­ance of this Don Juan.

			He was no longer young. His grey hair, a shaggy grey, was a little like one of those skin caps that cer­tain North­ern races wear on their heads, and his fine, rather long beard, fall­ing to his chest, also bore a re­semb­lance to fur. He was talk­ing to a wo­man, lean­ing to­wards her, speak­ing in a low voice, while he looked at her with a tender gaze, elo­quent of homage and af­fec­tion.

			I knew his man­ner of life, or at least such of it as was known to people. He had been loved madly, many times, and his name had been mixed up in vari­ous dra­mas that had taken place. He was spoken of as a very fas­cin­at­ing, al­most ir­res­ist­ible man. When, in or­der to dis­cov­er whence came these powers he had, I ques­tioned the wo­men who were loudest in his praise, they in­vari­ably replied, after hav­ing thought about it for a while:

			“I don’t know … it’s a ques­tion of charm.”

			Cer­tainly, he was not hand­some. He had none of the el­eg­ances which we ima­gine to be at­trib­utes of the con­quer­ors of fem­in­ine hearts. I used to won­der, with much in­terest, in what lay his fas­cin­a­tion. In his wit? … No one had ever quoted his say­ings to me, nor even cel­eb­rated his in­tel­li­gence. … In his glance? … Per­haps. … Or in his voice? … Some people’s voices have sen­su­ous and ir­res­ist­ible at­trac­tions, the sa­vour of ex­quis­ite foods. One hun­gers to hear them, and the sound of their words pen­et­rates our sens­ib­il­it­ies, like an epi­cur­ean dish.

			A friend was passing; I asked him:

			“Do you know M. Mili­al?”

			“Yes.”

			“Please in­tro­duce us.”

			A minute later we were ex­chan­ging hand­shakes and con­vers­ing between two doors. What he said was just, pleas­ant to listen to, but in no way su­per­lat­ive. He had in­deed a beau­ti­ful voice, soft, caress­ing, mu­sic­al; but I have heard voices more tak­ing, more mov­ing. One listened to it with pleas­ure, as one watches the flow­ing of a pleas­ant stream. No great ef­fort of thought was ne­ces­sary to fol­low it, no hid­den mean­ing roused one’s curi­os­ity, no an­ti­cip­a­tion kept one’s in­terest on the alert. His con­ver­sa­tion was ac­tu­ally tran­quil­lising, and awoke in us neither a lively de­sire to re­spond and con­tra­dict, nor a de­lighted ap­prob­a­tion.

			It was, moreover, as easy to make a reply to him as to listen. The reply rose to one’s lips of its own ac­cord, as soon as he had fin­ished talk­ing, and the phrases ran to­wards him as if what he had said made them is­sue quite nat­ur­ally from one’s mouth.

			I was shortly struck by a re­flec­tion. I had known him for a quarter of an hour, and it seemed to me that he was an old friend of mine, that everything about him had been fa­mil­i­ar to me for a long time: his face, his ges­tures, his voice, his ideas.

			Ab­ruptly, after a few mo­ments of talk, he seemed to me to have es­tab­lished him­self on an in­tim­ate foot­ing. All doors between us were open, and per­haps, of my own vo­li­tion, I would—had he so­li­cited them—have made con­fid­ences which or­din­ar­ily are giv­en only to one’s old­est friends.

			There was cer­tainly a mys­tery about it. The bar­ri­ers that sep­ar­ate all creatures, and which time re­moves one by one, when sym­pathy, like tastes, an identic­al in­tel­lec­tu­al cul­ture, and con­stant re­la­tion­ship have little by little un­pad­locked them, seemed not to ex­ist between him and me, nor, doubt­less, between him and all people, men and wo­men, whom chance threw in his path.

			At the end of half an hour, we sep­ar­ated, agree­ing to see each oth­er again of­ten, and he gave me his ad­dress after hav­ing in­vited me to dine with him on the next day but one.

			I for­got the hour and ar­rived too early: he had not come in. A cor­rect and si­lent ser­vant showed me in­to a beau­ti­ful draw­ing room, a rather dim, in­tim­ate, stud­ied room. I felt at home there, as in my own house. How of­ten I have re­marked the ef­fect of the place in which one lives on one’s mind and dis­pos­i­tion. There are rooms where one al­ways feels stu­pid: there are oth­ers, on the con­trary, where one al­ways feels alert. Some rooms sad­den us, al­though they are light, white and gil­ded: oth­ers make for gaiety, al­though they are hung in quiet col­ours. Our eye, like our heart, has its hates and its lik­ings, which of­ten it does not openly de­clare to us, im­pos­ing them secretly and stealth­ily on our ima­gin­a­tions. The har­mony of fur­niture and walls, the style of our whole sur­round­ings, acts in­stantly on our in­tel­lec­tu­al nature as the air of forest, sea or moun­tain mod­i­fies our phys­ic­al nature.

			I was seated on a di­van com­pletely covered with cush­ions, and I felt sud­denly sus­tained, borne up, held in place by these small silk-covered sacks of feath­ers, as if the form and place of my body had been im­pressed be­fore­hand on this fur­niture.

			Then I looked round. There was noth­ing start­ling in the room; it was filled with lovely un­ob­trus­ive things, fur­niture at once rare and simple, ori­ent­al cur­tains that did not seem to have come from the Louvre but from the in­teri­or of a har­em, and fa­cing me, the por­trait of a wo­man. It was a por­trait of me­di­um size, show­ing the head and up­per part of the body, and the hands hold­ing a book. She was young, bare­headed, her hair ar­ranged in smooth folds, and she was smil­ing with a faint sad­ness. It may have been be­cause she was bare­headed, or it may well have been due to the ef­fect of her very art­less charm, but nev­er had a wo­man’s por­trait seemed to me so much at home as did this por­trait in this place. Al­most all those I know are def­in­itely on show, wheth­er the lady is in elab­or­ate dress, with her hair be­com­ingly ar­ranged and an air of be­ing fully con­scious that she is pos­ing be­fore the paint­er in the first place, and ul­ti­mately be­fore all the people who will look at her, or wheth­er she has ad­op­ted an at­ti­tude of aban­don, and at­tired her­self with care­ful in­form­al­ity.

			Some are stand­ing, majest­ic creatures, in all their beauty, with an air of hauteur which they can­not have sus­tained for long in the or­din­ary course of their lives; oth­ers lan­guish in the im­mob­il­ity of the painted can­vas; and all of them have some trifle, a flower or a jew­el, a fold of their gown or their lips, which one feels to have been ar­ranged by the paint­er, for the sake of an ef­fect. Wheth­er they wear a hat, a lace scarf on their head, or simply their hair, they con­vey the im­pres­sion of some­thing just a little un­nat­ur­al. Why? One doesn’t know, since one does not know them at all, but the im­pres­sion is there. They have the air of pay­ing a vis­it some­where, among people whom they wish to please: be­fore whom they wish to ap­pear to their best ad­vant­age: and they have stud­ied their at­ti­tude, some­times a mod­est one, some­times ar­rog­ant.

			What shall I say of this por­trait? She was in her own home and alone. Yes, she was alone, for she was smil­ing as people smile when they think in solitude on some­thing at once sad and sweet, and not as they smile when they are be­ing looked at. She was so much alone and so much in her own place, that she cre­ated solitude in this huge room, ab­so­lute solitude. She dwelt in it, filled it, she alone gave it life: a crowd of people might enter there, and all of them speak, laugh, even sing: she would be there, forever alone, smil­ing a sol­it­ary smile, and alone she would bring it alive with her pic­tured gaze.

			Her gaze was unique, too. It was turned dir­ectly to me, caress­ing and steady, but it did not see me. All por­traits know that they are be­ing con­tem­plated, and they an­swer with their eyes, with eyes that see, and think, that fol­low us un­wink­ingly from the mo­ment we enter the room where they in­hab­it un­til the mo­ment we leave it.

			This por­trait did not see me, did not see any­thing, al­though its glance was bent dir­ectly on me. I re­called Baudelaire’s amaz­ing line:

			
				
					Et tes yeux at­tir­ants comme ceux d’un por­trait.32
				

			

			They did in­deed at­tract me in an ir­res­ist­ible fash­ion, they dis­turbed me in some strange, power­ful, nov­el way, these painted eyes that had lived, that per­haps were still liv­ing. Oh, what in­fin­ite sooth­ing charm—like a passing breeze, se­duct­ive as the fad­ing sky of a rose and blue and lilac twi­light, and faintly mel­an­choly like the night that fol­lows on its heels—came from that sombre frame and those im­pen­et­rable eyes. Those eyes, those eyes cre­ated by a few strokes of the brush, held in their depths the mys­tery of that which seems to be and is not, of that which a wo­man’s look can ex­press, of that which wakes in our hearts the first stir­ring of love.

			The door opened. M. Mili­al came in. He apo­lo­gised for be­ing late. I apo­lo­gised for be­ing early. Then I said to him:

			“Is it in­dis­creet to ask you who this wo­man is?”

			He answered:

			“It is my moth­er, who died very young.”

			And at that I un­der­stand whence came this man’s in­ex­plic­able charm.

		
	
		
			Hautot and His Son

			
				I

				In front of the build­ing, half farm­house, half man­or house—one of those semi-feud­al coun­try dwell­ings of mixed char­ac­ter now oc­cu­pied by wealthy farm­ers—the dogs chained to the apple trees in the court­yard were bark­ing and howl­ing at the sight of the bags car­ried by the game­keep­ers, and at the mis­chiev­ous boys. In the large din­ing room-kit­chen, Hautot and his son, M. Ber­mont the tax-col­lect­or, and M. Mond­arn the not­ary, were hav­ing a bite and a mouth­ful of wine be­fore they went out shoot­ing, for it was the first day of the sea­son.

				The eld­er Hautot, proud of his pos­ses­sions, was boast­ing of the game that his guests would find in his shoot. He was a big Nor­man, one of those power­ful, ruddy, big-boned men who can lift a cart­load of apples on to their shoulders. Half peas­ant, half gen­tle­man, rich, re­spec­ted, in­flu­en­tial, auto­crat­ic, he had first in­sisted that his son César should work up to the third form so that he might be well in­formed, and then he had stopped his edu­ca­tion for fear of his be­com­ing a fine gen­tle­man without any in­terest in the farm.

				Nearly as tall as his fath­er, but thin­ner, César Hautot was a good son, do­cile, con­ten­ted, full of ad­mir­a­tion and re­spect and re­gard for the wishes and opin­ions of the eld­er Hautot.

				M. Ber­mont, the tax-col­lect­or, a short stout man whose red cheeks showed a thin net­work of vi­ol­et veins like the trib­u­tar­ies and wind­ing streams of a river on a map, asked:

				“And hares—are there any hares?”

				The eld­er Hautot replied:

				“As many as you please, es­pe­cially in the hol­lows of Puys­a­ti­er.”

				“Where shall we be­gin?” asked the good-natured not­ary; he was pale and fat, his flesh bul­ging out in his tight-fit­ting, brand-new shoot­ing-kit re­cently bought at Rouen.

				“In that dir­ec­tion, through the bot­toms. We will drive the part­ridges in­to the open and fall upon them.”

				Hautot got up. The oth­ers fol­lowed his ex­ample, took their guns from the corner, ex­amined the locks, stamped their feet to ease them in their boots, not yet softened by the warmth with­in. Then they went out, and the dogs strain­ing at the leash barked and beat the air with their paws.

				They set out to­wards the hol­lows, which were in a little glen, or rather in a long un­du­lat­ing stretch of poor land un­fit for cul­tiv­a­tion, fur­rowed with ditches and covered with ferns—an ex­cel­lent pre­serve for game.

				The sports­men took their places, Hautot seni­or to the right, Hautot ju­ni­or to the left, with the two guests in the centre. The keep­ers and game-bag car­ri­ers fol­lowed. The sol­emn mo­ment had come when sports­men are wait­ing for the first shot, their hearts beat­ing more rap­idly, and their nervous fin­gers un­able to leave the trig­ger alone.

				Sud­denly there was a shot. Hautot had fired. They all stopped and saw a part­ridge, one of a covy fly­ing as swiftly as pos­sible, drop in­to a ditch covered with thick shrubs. The ex­cited sports­man star­ted to run, tak­ing big strides, drag­ging aside the bri­ers in his path, and dis­ap­peared in­to the thick­et to look for the bird.

				Al­most im­me­di­ately a second shot was heard.

				“Ha! Ha! the ras­cal,” ex­claimed M. Ber­mont, “he must have star­ted a hare from the un­der­growth.”

				They all waited with eyes fixed on the mass of dense un­der­wood. The not­ary, mak­ing a trum­pet of his hands, shouted: “Have you got them?”

				As there was no reply from the eld­er Hautot, César, turn­ing to­wards the game­keep­er, said: “Go and help him, Joseph. We must keep in line. We’ll wait.”

				And Joseph, a man with an old, lean body and swollen joints, set off at an easy pace down to the ditch, search­ing for a suit­able open­ing with the cau­tion of a fox. Then, sud­denly, he shouted: “Oh, hurry up! Hurry up! There has been an ac­ci­dent!”

				They all hur­ried along and plunged through the bri­ers. Hautot had fallen on his side in a faint with both hands pressed on his ab­do­men, from which long trickles of blood flowed on to the grass through his lin­en jack­et torn by a bul­let. In let­ting go of his gun to pick up the dead part­ridge that lay with­in reach, he had dropped it and the second dis­charge go­ing off in the fall had torn open his bowels. They drew him out of the ditch, un­dressed him and saw a fright­ful wound through which the in­test­ines pro­truded. Then after bind­ing him up as well as they could they car­ried him home and waited for the doc­tor who had been sent for, as well as the priest.

				When the doc­tor ar­rived, he shook his head gravely, and turn­ing to­wards young Hautot, who was sob­bing on a chair, he said:

				“My poor boy, this looks bad.”

				But when the wound was dressed, the pa­tient moved his fin­gers, first opened his mouth, then his eyes, cast around him a troubled, hag­gard glance, then ap­peared to be try­ing to re­call, to un­der­stand, and he mur­mured:

				“Good God, I am done for.”

				The doc­tor held his hand.

				“No, no; a ques­tion of a few days’ rest, it will be all right.”

				Hautot re­sumed:

				“I am done for! I am torn to bits! I know!”

				Then, sud­denly:

				“I want to talk to my son, if there is time.”

				In spite of him­self, César was weep­ing, and re­peated like a little boy:

				“Papa, papa, poor papa!”

				But the fath­er said in a more de­term­ined tone:

				“Come, stop cry­ing, this is no time for tears. I have some­thing to say to you. Sit down there, close to me, it will soon be over, and I shall be easi­er in my mind. You oth­ers, please leave us alone for a minute.”

				As soon as they were alone:

				“Listen, my boy. You are twenty-four, one can talk to you. After all there is not such a mys­tery about these mat­ters as we at­tach to them. You know that your moth­er has been dead sev­en years and that I am only forty-five, see­ing that I mar­ried when I was nine­teen. Is that not true?”

				The son stammered:

				“Yes, quite true.”

				“So then your moth­er has been dead for sev­en years, and I am still a wid­ower. Well! a man like me can­not re­main a wid­ower at thirty-sev­en, you agree?”

				The son replied:

				“That’s quite true.”

				Gasp­ing for breath, very pale and his face drawn with pain, the fath­er con­tin­ued:

				“God! how I suf­fer! Well, you un­der­stand. Man is not made to live alone, but I did not want to give your moth­er a suc­cessor, since I had prom­ised I would not do so. Well … you un­der­stand?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“Well, I kept a girl at Rouen, num­ber 18 Rue de l’Eper­lan, the second door on the third floor—I am telling you all this, don’t for­get—this young girl has been as nice as nice to me, lov­ing, de­voted, a real wife. You un­der­stand, my lad?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“Well, if I am taken, I owe her some­thing, some­thing sub­stan­tial that will place her out of the reach of want. You un­der­stand?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“I tell you she is good, really good, and but for you and the memory of your moth­er and also be­cause we three lived here to­geth­er in this house, I would have brought her here, and then mar­ried her, sure enough … listen … listen … my lad, I might have made a will … I have not done so! I did not want to … you must nev­er write things down … not things of that sort … it is bad for the right­ful heirs … then it muddles up everything … it ru­ins every­one. … Look you, nev­er go in for leg­al doc­u­ments, nev­er have any­thing to do with them. If I am rich it is be­cause I have avoided them all my life. You un­der­stand, my boy!”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“Now listen. … Listen at­tent­ively. … So I have made no will. … I did not want to. … Be­sides, I know you, you are kind­hearted, you are not greedy, not stingy. I said to my­self that when I saw the end with­in sight, I would tell you all about it and would beg you not to for­get my darling: Car­oline Don­et, 18 Rue de l’Eper­lan, the second door on the right, don’t for­get. Fur­ther, go there dir­ectly I am gone—and make such ar­range­ments that she will have no reas­on to com­plain. You have plenty. … You can spare it.—I am leav­ing you well provided for. Listen! You won’t find her at home on week­days. She works at Ma­dame Mor­eau’s in the Rue Beau­voisine. Go on a Thursday. She al­ways ex­pects me on Thursdays. It has been my day for six years. Poor thing, how she will cry! I tell you all this, my boy, be­cause I know you so well. You can­not tell these things to every­body, either to the not­ary or to the priest. These things hap­pen, every­one knows that, but no one talks about them ex­cept when they are ob­liged. Then again there must be no out­sider in the secret, nobody ex­cept the fam­ily, be­cause a fam­ily is the same as an in­di­vidu­al! You un­der­stand?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“You prom­ise?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“You swear to this?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“I beg, I pray, do not for­get, my boy. It means so much to me.”

				“No, fath­er.”

				“You will go your­self. I want you to make sure of everything.”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“And then, you will see … you will see what she says. I can’t tell you more about it. You swear?”

				“Yes, fath­er.”

				“That’s right, my boy. Em­brace me. Adieu, I am done for, I know it. Tell the oth­ers they may come in.”

				The son em­braced his fath­er, sob­bing as he did so, then, obed­i­ent as usu­al, he opened the door and the priest ap­peared in a white sur­plice car­ry­ing the holy oils.

				But the dy­ing man had closed his eyes and re­fused to open them again, he would not make any re­sponse nor would he make any sign to show that he un­der­stood.

				The man had talked enough, he could not con­tin­ue. Be­sides, he now felt quiet in his mind and wanted to die in peace. He felt no need to con­fess to the priest when he had just made his con­fes­sion to his son who at all events be­longed to the fam­ily.

				Sur­roun­ded by his friends and ser­vants on their bended knees, he re­ceived the last rites, was pur­i­fied, and was giv­en ab­so­lu­tion, no change of ex­pres­sion on his face show­ing that he still lived.

				He died to­wards mid­night after four hours of con­vuls­ive move­ments in­dic­at­ing ter­rible suf­fer­ing.

			
			
				II

				He was bur­ied on Tues­day, the shoot­ing sea­son hav­ing opened on Sunday. On re­turn­ing home from the cemetery César Hautot spent the rest of the day weep­ing. He scarcely slept that night and felt so sad when he awoke that he wondered how he could man­age to go on liv­ing.

				How­ever, un­til even­ing he kept on think­ing that in ac­cord­ance with his fath­er’s dy­ing wish he must go to Rouen the fol­low­ing day, and see this girl, Car­oline Don­et, who lived at 18 Rue de l’Eper­lan, the second door on the third story. He went on re­peat­ing the name and ad­dress un­der his breath—just as a pray­er is re­peated—so as not to for­get, and he ended by stam­mer­ing them un­ceas­ingly, without think­ing about any­thing, to such a point had his mind be­come ob­sessed by the set phrase.

				Ac­cord­ingly, about eight o’clock next day he ordered Grain­dorge to be har­nessed to the tilbury and set out at the long, swinging pace of the heavy Nor­man horse along the high road from Ain­ville to Rouen. He was wear­ing a black frock-coat, a silk hat, and trousers strapped un­der his shoes. Ow­ing to the cir­cum­stances he had not put on his flow­ing blue blouse, so eas­ily taken off at the jour­ney’s end, over his black clothes to pro­tect them from dust and dirt.

				He got to Rouen just as it was strik­ing ten, put up as usu­al at the Hôtel des Bons En­fants, in the Rue des Trois-Mar­iés, sub­mit­ted to be­ing em­braced by the land­lord, his wife and their five sons, for they had heard the sad news; later on he had to tell them all about the ac­ci­dent, which made him shed tears, re­pel their of­fers of ser­vice thrust upon him on ac­count of his wealth, and even re­fuse lunch­eon, which hurt their feel­ings.

				Hav­ing wiped the dust off his hat, brushed his coat and cleaned his boots, he star­ted off to seek the Rue de l’Eper­lan without dar­ing to make any in­quir­ies, for fear of be­ing re­cog­nised and of arous­ing sus­pi­cion.

				At last, un­able to find the place, he caught sight of a priest, and trust­ing to the pro­fes­sion­al dis­cre­tion of the priest­hood, he asked for help.

				It was only about one hun­dred steps farther on—the second street to the right.

				Then he hes­it­ated. Up to the present he had blindly obeyed the will of his dead fath­er. But now he felt agit­ated, con­fused, hu­mi­li­ated at the idea of find­ing him­self—he, the son—in the pres­ence of the wo­man who had been his fath­er’s mis­tress.

				All our bet­ter feel­ings de­veloped by cen­tur­ies of fam­ily train­ing, all that he had been taught since early child­hood about wo­men of loose char­ac­ter, the in­stinct­ive dis­trust that all men feel of these wo­men even when they marry them, all his nar­row-minded peas­ant vir­tue; all com­bined to dis­turb him, to make him hes­it­ate, and fill him with shame.

				But he said to him­self: “I prom­ised my fath­er. I must not fail.” So he pushed the partly-opened door of num­ber 18, dis­covered a dark stair­case, went up three flights, saw first one door, then a second, then found a bell rope, which he pulled.

				The ding-dong that soun­ded in the next room sent a shiver through his body. The door opened and he found him­self face to face with a well-dressed young lady, a bru­nette with rosy cheeks, who gazed at him with eyes full of as­ton­ish­ment.

				He did not know what to say, and she, who sus­pec­ted noth­ing and was ex­pect­ing the fath­er, did not in­vite him in. They looked at each oth­er about thirty seconds un­til, at last, she said:

				“What do you want, sir?”

				He muttered:

				“I am the young Hautot.”

				She star­ted, turned pale, and stammered as if she had known him for a long time:

				“Mon­sieur César?”

				“Yes.”

				“Well?”

				“I have a mes­sage for you from my fath­er.”

				She ex­claimed: “My God!” and moved away so that he might enter. He closed the door and fol­lowed her.

				Then he caught sight of a little boy of four or five years play­ing with a cat, seated on the ground in front of a stove from which rose the odour of food be­ing kept hot.

				“Sit down,” she said.

				He sat down. She said: “Well?”

				He dare not say any­thing, he fixed his eyes on the table stand­ing in the middle of the room that was laid for two grownups and a child. He looked at the chair with its back to the fire, the plate, the table nap­kin and glasses, the bottle of red wine already opened, and the bottle of white wine still un­corked. That was his fath­er’s chair, with its back to the fire. They were ex­pect­ing him. That was his bread near the fork, he knew that be­cause the crust had been re­moved on ac­count of Hautot’s bad teeth. Then, rais­ing his eyes, he no­ticed his fath­er’s por­trait hanging on the wall, the large pho­to­graph taken at Par­is the year of the Ex­hib­i­tion, the same one that hung above the bed in the room at Ain­ville.

				The young wo­man asked again:

				“Well, Mon­sieur César?”

				She stared at him. Her face was deathly white with anxi­ety, and she waited, her hands trem­bling with fear.

				Then he picked up cour­age:

				“Well, Miss, papa died on Sunday, the first day of the sea­son.”

				She was too over­come to make any move­ment. After a si­lence of a few seconds, she faltered al­most in­aud­ibly:

				“Oh, it’s not pos­sible?”

				Then the tears came to her eyes, and cov­er­ing her face with her hands, she burst out sob­bing.

				See­ing his moth­er cry, the little boy turned round and began to roar at the top of his voice. Then, un­der­stand­ing that the sud­den grief was caused by the un­known vis­it­or, he threw him­self upon César, caught hold of his trousers with one hand and hit his shins as hard as he could with the oth­er. César felt be­wildered, deeply af­fected, thus placed between the wo­man mourn­ing for his fath­er, and the child who was de­fend­ing his moth­er. Their emo­tion com­mu­nic­ated it­self to him and his eyes filled with tears, so, to re­gain his self-con­trol, he began to talk.

				“Yes,” he said, “the ac­ci­dent oc­curred on Sunday morn­ing, at eight o’clock.” And he told the story in de­tail, as if she were listen­ing to him, men­tion­ing the most trivi­al mat­ters with the char­ac­ter­ist­ic thor­ough­ness of the peas­ant. The child, who had kept on beat­ing César, was now kick­ing his ankles.

				When he reached the point of Hautot’s anxi­ety for her, she heard her name men­tioned and, tak­ing her hands from face, asked:

				“Ex­cuse me! I was not fol­low­ing you. I would like to know—would it be a both­er to you to be­gin all over again?”

				He began the story in the same words: “The ac­ci­dent oc­curred Sunday morn­ing at eight o’clock.”

				He re­peated everything, at great length, with pauses and oc­ca­sion­al re­flec­tions of his own. She listened eagerly, feel­ing with a wo­man’s keen sens­it­ive­ness the events as they were un­fol­ded, and, trem­bling with hor­ror, ex­claimed at in­ter­vals: “My God!” The boy, think­ing that she was all right again, took hold of his moth­er’s hand in­stead of beat­ing César, and listened at­tent­ively as if he un­der­stood what was hap­pen­ing.

				When the story was fin­ished, young Hautot con­tin­ued:

				“Now, we’ll settle mat­ters to­geth­er ac­cord­ing to his wishes. Listen! I am well off, he has left me plenty. I don’t want you to have any­thing to com­plain about.”

				She in­ter­rup­ted quickly:

				“Oh! Mr. César, not today. My heart is … An­oth­er time … an­oth­er day. … No, not today. … If I ac­cept, listen … it is not for my­self … no, no, no, I swear. It is for the child. Be­sides, what you give will be placed to his ac­count.”

				Whereupon César, feel­ing troubled, guessed the truth and stammered:

				“So then … it is his … the little one?”

				“Why, yes,” she said.

				The young Hautot looked at his broth­er with con­fused feel­ings both in­tense and pain­ful.

				After a long si­lence, for she was cry­ing again, César, very em­bar­rassed, went on:

				“Well, Mam’zelle Don­et, I am go­ing. When would you like to talk this over?”

				She ex­claimed:

				“Oh! no, don’t go! don’t go! Don’t leave me all alone with Emile. I would die of grief. I have nobody in the world, nobody but my little one. Oh! what misery, what misery, Mr. César. Do sit down. Tell me some more. Tell me how he spent his time at home.”

				César, ac­cus­tomed to obey, sat down again.

				She drew an­oth­er chair near to his, in front of the stove on which the food pre­pared for lunch was bub­bling, took Emile on her lap and asked César hun­dreds of ques­tions about his fath­er—such simple ques­tions about his or­din­ary every­day life that without reas­on­ing on the sub­ject he felt that she had loved Hautot with all the strength of her aching heart.

				And by the nat­ur­al as­so­ci­ation of his scanty thoughts he re­turned to the ac­ci­dent and began to tell her all about it again giv­ing the same de­tails as be­fore.

				When he said: “He had a hole in the stom­ach in­to which you could put your two fists,” she uttered a faint cry and her eyes again filled with tears. In­fec­ted by her grief, César began to weep too, and as tears al­ways soften the heart, he bent over Emile, whose fore­head was close to his own mouth, and kissed him.

				Re­cov­er­ing her breath, the moth­er mur­mured:

				“Poor boy, he is an orphan now.”

				“And so am I,” said César.

				They said no more.

				But sud­denly the house­wife’s prac­tic­al in­stinct, ac­cus­tomed to think of everything, reawakened.

				“I ex­pect you have had noth­ing to eat this morn­ing, Mr. César?”

				“No, mam’zelle.”

				“Oh! You must be hungry. You will have a bite?”

				“Thank you,” he said, “I am not hungry; I have been too wor­ried.”

				She replied:

				“In spite of grief one must go on liv­ing, you are surely not go­ing to re­fuse. Then that will keep you here a little longer. When you are gone, I don’t know what I shall do.”

				He yiel­ded after a little hes­it­a­tion, and sit­ting down with his back to the fire, fa­cing her, he ate some of the tripe that was crack­ling in the oven and drank a glass of red wine. But he would not al­low her to un­cork the white wine. Sev­er­al times he wiped the small boy’s mouth who had smeared his chin all over with gravy.

				As he got up to go, he asked:

				“When would you like me to come back to talk the mat­ter over, Mam’zelle Don­et?”

				“If it is all the same to you, next Thursday, Mr. César. I shall not waste any time that way, as I am al­ways free on Thursdays.”

				“That will suit me—next Thursday.”

				“You will come to lunch, won’t you?”

				“Oh! as for that, I can’t prom­ise.”

				“Well, you know, it is easi­er to talk when eat­ing. Be­sides, there is more time.”

				“Well, all right. At twelve o’clock then.”

				And off he went after hav­ing kissed little Emile and shaken hands with Ma­demois­elle Don­et.

			
			
				III

				The week seemed long to César Hautot. He had nev­er felt so lonely, and the solitude seemed un­bear­able. Hitherto he had lived with his fath­er, just like his shad­ow, fol­low­ing him to the fields and su­per­in­tend­ing the ex­e­cu­tion of his or­ders; and when he did leave him for a short time it was only to meet again at din­ner. They spent their even­ings sit­ting op­pos­ite each oth­er, smoking their pipes and talk­ing about horses, cows or sheep; and the hand­shake they ex­changed every morn­ing was the sym­bol of deep fam­ily af­fec­tion.

				Now César was alone. He strolled about look­ing on while the har­vesters worked, ex­pect­ing at any mo­ment to see his fath­er’s tall ges­tic­u­lat­ing form at the far end of a field. To kill time he vis­ited his neigh­bours, telling all about the ac­ci­dent to those who had not already heard it and telling it over again to those who had. Then hav­ing reached the end of all that in­ter­ested him, he would sit down at the side of the road and won­der wheth­er this kind of life would last very long.

				He of­ten thought of Ma­demois­elle Don­et. He re­membered her with pleas­ure. He had found her lady­like, gentle and good, ex­actly as fath­er had de­scribed her. Un­doubtedly, so far as good­ness was con­cerned, she was good. He was de­term­ined to do the thing hand­somely and give her two thou­sand francs a year, set­tling the cap­it­al on the child. He even felt a cer­tain pleas­ure at the pro­spect of see­ing her again on the fol­low­ing Thursday, and mak­ing all the ar­range­ments for her fu­ture. Then, al­though the idea of the broth­er, the little chap of five—his fath­er’s son—did worry and an­noy him, it also filled him with a friendly feel­ing. This il­le­git­im­ate young­ster, though he would nev­er bear the name of Hautot, was, in a sense, a mem­ber of the fam­ily life, whom he might ad­opt or aban­don as he pleased but who would al­ways re­mind him of his fath­er.

				So that when, on Thursday morn­ing, he was trot­ting along the road to Rouen on Grain­dorge’s back, he felt light­er-hearted, more at peace than he had done since his be­reave­ment.

				On en­ter­ing Ma­demois­elle Don­et’s apart­ment, he saw the table laid as on the pre­vi­ous Thursday, the only dif­fer­ence be­ing that the crust had been left on the bread.

				He shook hands with the young wo­man, kissed Emile on both cheeks and sat down feel­ing more or less at home in spite of his heart be­ing heavy. Ma­demois­elle Don­et seemed to him to have grown thin­ner and paler. She must have wept bit­terly. She ap­peared rather awk­ward in his pres­ence, as if she now un­der­stood what she had not felt the pre­vi­ous week when un­der the first im­pres­sion of her loss. She treated him with ex­ag­ger­ated re­spect, show­ing stricken hu­mil­ity, and wait­ing upon him with so­li­citude as if to re­pay by her at­ten­tions and de­vo­tion the kind­ness he had shown her. The lunch dragged on as they dis­cussed the busi­ness that had brought him to the house. She did not want so much money. It was too much, far too much. She earned enough to keep her­self and she only wanted Emile to find a small sum await­ing him when he was grown up. César was firm, and even ad­ded a present of one thou­sand francs for her mourn­ing.

				When he had fin­ished his cof­fee, she asked:

				“Do you smoke?”

				“Yes … I have my pipe.”

				He felt his pock­et. Good heav­ens! he had for­got­ten it. He was quite miser­able un­til she brought out his fath­er’s pipe, which had been put away in a cup­board. He ac­cep­ted her of­fer of the pipe, took hold of it, re­cog­nised it and smelt it, said what a good one it was, in a voice choked with feel­ing, filled it with to­bacco and lighted it. Then he set Emile astride on his knee and let him play at horses while the moth­er re­moved the table­cloth and put the dirty dishes aside in the bot­tom of the cup­board, in­tend­ing to wash up as soon as he had gone.

				About three o’clock he got up re­luct­antly, very de­pressed at the idea of leav­ing.

				“Well, Ma­demois­elle Don­et,” he said, “I wish you good af­ter­noon. It has been a pleas­ure to make your fur­ther ac­quaint­ance.”

				She stood be­fore him, blush­ing, deeply moved, and gazed at him while she thought of the fath­er.

				“Shall we nev­er see each oth­er again?” she said.

				He replied simply:

				“Why, yes, Ma­demois­elle, if it give you any pleas­ure.”

				“In­deed it will, Mr. César. So till next Thursday, if that suits you?”

				“Yes, Ma­demois­elle Don­et.”

				“You will come to lunch, without fail?”

				“Well—as you are so kind, I won’t re­fuse.”

				“It’s settled then, next Thursday, at twelve, the same as today.”

				“Thursday at twelve, Ma­demois­elle Don­et!”

			
		
	
		
			One Evening

			The steam­er Kle­ber had stopped and I looked with pleas­ure at the beau­ti­ful Gulf of Bou­gie that spread out ahead of us. The Kabyle forests covered the high moun­tains; in the dis­tance the yel­low sand edged the blue sea with powdered gold, while the sun fell in tor­rents of fire over the white houses of the small town.

			The warm Afric­an breeze waf­ted the de­light­ful odour of the desert to my nos­trils, the odour of that great mys­ter­i­ous con­tin­ent in­to which men from the North rarely pen­et­rate. For three months I had been wan­der­ing on the bor­ders of that great un­known world, on the out­skirts of that strange land of the os­trich, camel, gazelle, hip­po­pot­amus, gor­illa, ele­phant and Negro. I had seen the Ar­ab gal­lop­ing in the wind, like a wav­ing stand­ard. I had slept un­der the brown tents, in the shift­ing homes of these white birds of the desert. I was drunk with light, with ma­gic, and with wide ho­ri­zons.

			But now after this fi­nal ex­cur­sion I had to leave, go back to France, to Par­is, that city of fu­tile gos­sip, of com­mon­place pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, and of con­tinu­al hand­shak­ing. I must re­luct­antly say farewell to the things I loved, to things so new to me and of which I had barely caught a glimpse.

			A fleet of small boats sur­roun­ded the steam­er. I jumped in­to one be­long­ing to a young Negro, and was soon on the quay near the old Sara­cen gate, whose grey ru­ins at the en­trance of the Kabyle town looked like an old fam­ily coat of arms.

			As I was stand­ing be­side my suit­case, look­ing at the big ves­sel at an­chor in the roads, and filled with ad­mir­a­tion at the beauty of the coast, the circle of moun­tains bathed by blue wa­ters more ex­quis­ite than those of Naples, as beau­ti­ful as those of Ajac­cio and Porto in Cor­sica, I felt a heavy hand on my shoulder.

			I turned to find a tall man with a long beard, a straw hat on his head and wear­ing flan­nels, by my side, star­ing at me with blue eyes.

			“Are you not my old school­mate?” he said.

			“Pos­sibly. What is your name?”

			“Tré­moulin.”

			“By Jove! You were in my class.”

			“Ah! Old chap, I re­cog­nised you at once.”

			And his long beard was rubbed against my cheeks.

			He seemed so glad, so jolly, so happy to see me that in an out­burst of friend­li­ness I squeezed both hands of my former schoolfel­low and felt very pleased to meet him again.

			For four years Tré­moulin had been my greatest friend at school. In those days his tall, thin body seemed to carry an over-heavy head, a large, round head that bent his neck first to the right, then to the left, and crushed the nar­row chest of the long-legged school­boy.

			Tré­moulin was the great prize-win­ner of our class: he was very in­tel­li­gent, gif­ted with mar­vel­lous fa­cil­ity, a rare sup­ple­ness of mind and an in­stinct­ive lean­ing to­wards lit­er­at­ure. We were quite con­vinced at col­lege that he would turn out a cel­eb­rated man, a poet no doubt, for he wrote po­etry and was full of in­geni­ously sen­ti­ment­al ideas. His fath­er, who was a chem­ist in the Panthéon dis­trict, was not con­sidered well off.

			As soon as he had taken his Bach­el­or’s de­gree I lost sight of him.

			“What are you do­ing here?” I ex­claimed.

			He replied, smil­ing: “I am a set­tler.”

			“Bah! You are busy grow­ing things?”

			“I gath­er in the crops, too.”

			“Of what?”

			“Of grapes, from which I make wine.”

			“You are suc­cess­ful?”

			“Very.”

			“So much the bet­ter, old chap.”

			“Were you go­ing to an hotel?”

			“Of course.”

			“Well, then, you must come home with me in­stead.”

			“But …”

			“That’s settled.”

			And he said to the young Negro who was watch­ing us: “Home, Ali.”

			Ali replied: “Yes, sir,” and star­ted run­ning with my suit­case on his shoulder, rais­ing the dust with his black feet.

			Tré­moulin caught hold of my arm and led me off. First he asked ques­tions about my jour­ney, my im­pres­sions, and seemed to like me bet­ter than ever for my en­thu­si­ast­ic reply. His home was an old Moor­ish house with an in­ner court­yard, hav­ing no win­dows on the street and dom­in­ated by a ter­race which, in its turn, dom­in­ated those of the neigh­bour­ing houses, the gulf, the forests, the moun­tains, and the sea.

			I ex­claimed: “Ah! That’s the real thing, the East casts its spell over me in this spot. What a lucky dog you are to live here! What nights you must spend on the ter­race! Do you sleep there?”

			“Yes, in sum­mer. We will go up this even­ing. Do you like fish­ing?”

			“What kind?”

			“Fish­ing by torch­light.”

			“Yes. I love it.”

			“Well, we’ll go after din­ner, then come back and have cool drinks on the roof.”

			After I had had a bath, he took me to see the cap­tiv­at­ing Kabyle town, a real cas­cade of white houses tot­ter­ing down to­wards the sea, then we re­turned home as night was fall­ing and after a good din­ner set off for the quay.

			We could see noth­ing but the lights of the streets and the stars, the big twink­ling, shin­ing stars of the Afric­an heav­ens.

			A boat was wait­ing in a corner of the har­bour. As soon as we got in, a man whose face I could not dis­tin­guish began to row, while my friend got the bra­zi­er ready for light­ing. He said to me: “You know, I do the spear­ing. No one is bet­ter at it.”

			“My con­grat­u­la­tions.”

			We had roun­ded a kind of mole and were, now, in a little bay full of high rocks whose shad­ows looked like towers built in the wa­ter, and I sud­denly real­ized that the sea was phos­phor­es­cent. The oars which beat it gently and rhyth­mic­ally kindled, as they fell, a weird, mov­ing flame that fol­lowed in our wake and then died out. Bend­ing over, I watched the flow of pale light scattered by the oars the in­des­crib­able fire of the sea, that chilly fire kindled by a move­ment, that dies as soon as the wa­ters re­turn to rest. The three of us glided over the stream of light through the dark­ness.

			Where were we go­ing? I could not see my com­pan­ions, I could see noth­ing but the lu­min­ous ripple and the sparks of wa­ter thrown up by the oars. The heat was in­tense. The dark­ness seemed as if it had been heated in an oven, and I felt un­easy in my mind about this mys­ter­i­ous voy­age with the two men in the si­lently mov­ing boat.

			Dogs—those thin Ar­a­bi­an dogs with red coats, poin­ted muzzles and bright eyes—were bark­ing in the dis­tance as they bark every night in every quarter of the world, from the shore of the sea to the depth of the desert where wan­der­ing tribes pitch their tents. Foxes, jack­als, hy­en­as, answered back; and doubt­less, not very far away, a sol­it­ary li­on was growl­ing in some pass of the At­las moun­tains.

			Sud­denly the boat­man stopped. Where could we be? I heard a faint scratch­ing noise close to me and by the light of a match I saw a hand—only a hand—car­ry­ing the fra­gile light to­wards the iron grat­ing piled up with wood like a float­ing fu­ner­al pyre that hung from the bow.

			I gazed, full of sur­prise, at this nov­el, dis­quiet­ing scene, and ex­citedly watched the slender flame reach out to­wards a hand­ful of dried heath­er that began to crackle.

			Then in the still­ness of the night a sheet of flame shot up, il­lu­min­at­ing un­der the dark pall that hung over us, the boat and two men—an old, thin, pale, wrinkled sail­or with knot­ted ker­chief on his head, and Tré­moulin, whose fair beard shone in the sud­den glare of light.

			“For­ward,” he shouted, and the old man began to row, sur­roun­ded by the blaze of fire, un­der the dome of mo­bile dusk that ac­com­pan­ied us. Tré­moulin kept throw­ing wood on the bra­zi­er, now burn­ing brightly.

			I bent over the side again and saw the bot­tom of the sea. A few feet be­low the boat that strange king­dom of the wa­ters un­fol­ded it­self—wa­ters which like the air above give life to beast and plant. The bra­zi­er cast its bril­liant light as far as the rocks and we glided over amaz­ing forests of red, pink, green and yel­low weeds. Between them and us there lay a crys­tal-clear me­di­um that made them look fairy-like, turn­ing them in­to a dream—a dream spring­ing from the depths of the ocean. This clear, limp­id wa­ter that one knew was there without see­ing it, caused a strange feel­ing of un­real­ity to come between us and this weird ve­get­a­tion, mak­ing it as mys­ter­i­ous as the land of dreams.

			At times the weeds came up to the sur­face, like float­ing hair, hardly stirred by the slow pas­sage of the boat.

			Among the sea­weed thin sil­ver fish dar­ted about, vis­ible for a second, then lost to sight. Oth­ers, still asleep, floated about in the wa­tery un­der­growth, gleam­ing, grace­ful, and im­possible to catch. A crab would run off to hide it­self in a hole, or a blu­ish, trans­par­ent jelly­fish, hardly vis­ible—a pale azure-col­oured flower, a real flower of the sea—al­lowed its li­quid mass to be dragged along in the slight ripple made by the boat. Then, sud­denly, the ground at the bot­tom dis­ap­peared un­der a fog of thickened glass, and I saw huge rocks and gloomy-col­oured sea­weed vaguely, il­lu­min­ated by the light from the bra­zi­er.

			Tré­moulin, who was stand­ing in the bows with his body bent for­ward, hold­ing the sharp poin­ted tri­dent called a spear­ing-hook in his hands, closely watched ricks, weeds, and wa­ter, with the in­tens­ity of a beast in pur­suit of its prey. Sud­denly, with a quick, gentle move­ment, he dar­ted the forked head of his weapon in­to the sea so swiftly that it speared a large fish swim­ming away from us.

			I had seen noth­ing but Tré­moulin’s sud­den move­ment, but I heard him grunt with joy and as he raised his hook in the light of the bra­zi­er I saw a wrig­gling con­ger-eel, pierced by the iron teeth. After look­ing at it and show­ing it to me while he held it over the fire, my friend threw it in­to the bot­tom of the boat. The sea ser­pent, with its body pierced by sev­en wounds, slid and crawled about, and grazed my feet in its search for a hole to es­cape by; then, hav­ing found a pool of brack­ish wa­ter between the ribs of the boat, it crouched there al­most dead, twist­ing it­self round and round.

			Every minute Tré­moulin was gath­er­ing up, with re­mark­able skill and amaz­ing rapid­ity, all the strange in­hab­it­ants of the salt wa­ters. In turn I saw held over the fire, con­vulsed with agony, sil­ver cat­fish, eels, spot­ted with blood, prickly scor­pi­ons, and dry, weird-look­ing fish that spat out in­to and turned the sea black.

			I thought I heard the cry of birds in the night and raised my head in an at­tempt to see from whence came the sharp whist­ling sounds, now short, now long, now near, now far away. There were so many dif­fer­ent sounds that a cloud of wings seemed to be hov­er­ing over us, at­trac­ted doubt­less by the fire. At times the noise seemed to de­ceive the ear and come from the sea.

			I asked: “Whatever is that whist­ling?”

			“The fall­ing cinders.”

			It was in­deed caused by the bra­zi­er drop­ping a shower of burn­ing twigs in­to the sea. They fell down red-hot or in flames, and went out with a soft, pen­et­rat­ing, queer protest, some­times like a chuckle and some­times like the short greet­ing of a passing emig­rant. Drops of res­in droned like can­non­balls or hor­nets and sud­denly ex­pired in their plunge in­to the wa­ter. The noise was cer­tainly like hu­man voices: an in­des­crib­able, faint mur­mur of life stray­ing about in the shad­ow near us.

			Sud­denly Tré­moulin shouted: “Ah—the beg­gar!”

			He threw his spear and when he pulled it up I saw what looked like a big lump of throb­bing red flesh wrapped round the teeth of the fork and stick­ing to the wood. It was an oc­topus that was twin­ing and un­twin­ing long, soft tentacles covered with suck­ers around the handle.

			He held up his vic­tim and I saw the sea-mon­ster’s two huge eyes look at me; they were bul­ging, ter­rible eyes that emerged from a kind of pock­et like a tu­mour. The beast, think­ing it was free, slowly stretched out one of its feel­ers in my dir­ec­tion. The end was as fine as a piece of thread and as soon as the greedy arm had hooked it­self on to the seat, an­oth­er was un­curled and raised it­self to fol­low the first.

			There was a feel­ing of ir­res­ist­ible force about that soft, sinewy mass. Tré­moulin opened his knife and plunged it swiftly between the beast’s eyes. We heard a sigh, a sound of es­cap­ing air, and the oc­topus ceased to move. It was not dead, how­ever, but its power was des­troyed, its spend­our gone, it would nev­er again drink blood or suck a crab dry.

			Tré­moulin un­wound the now use­less tentacles from the sides of the boat and sud­denly filled with an­ger, shouted: “Wait a bit, I’ll make it hot for you.”

			With a stroke of the spear he picked up the beast, raised it in the air, held it to the fire, rub­bing the thin fleshy ends of its arms against the red-hot bars of the bra­zi­er. They crackled as the heat of the fire twis­ted and con­trac­ted them and I ached all over at the idea of how the hideous beast must be suf­fer­ing.

			“Don’t do that,” I cried.

			He replied quite calmly: “Bah! Any­thing’s good enough for that thing,” and threw the burst, la­cer­ated body of the oc­topus in­to the boat, where it dragged it­self between my legs to the hole full of brack­ish wa­ter and lay down to die amongst the dead fish.

			And so our fish­ing con­tin­ued un­til the wood began to run short. When there was not enough to keep the fire go­ing, Tré­moulin thrust the bra­zi­er in­to the wa­ter, and night, which the bril­liant flames had kept at a dis­tance, fell upon us, wrap­ping us once more in its gloom.

			The old sail­or began to row slowly and reg­u­larly. I had no idea what was port or what land, nor what was sea or what the en­trance to the gulf. The oc­topus still moved about close to my feet and my nails hurt as if they too had been burnt. Sud­denly I saw the lights: we were en­ter­ing the port.

			“Are you sleepy?” my friend asked.

			“No, not in the least.”

			“Then let us go and have a talk on the roof.”

			“With pleas­ure.”

			Just as we reached the ter­race I saw the cres­cent moon rising be­hind the moun­tains. The warm breath of the wind slipped slowly by, full of faint, al­most im­per­cept­ible, odours, as if it were sweep­ing up the scents of all the gar­dens and towns of every sun-scorched coun­try, on its way.

			Around us the white houses with their square roofs des­cen­ded to­wards the sea, we could see hu­man forms ly­ing down or stand­ing up on the roofs, either asleep or dream­ing in the star­light; whole fam­il­ies wrapped in long, flan­nel gar­ments rest­ing in the hush of the night from the heat of the day.

			Sud­denly it seemed as if the soul of the East was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of me, that po­et­ic, le­gendary soul of a simple and fanci­ful people. My mind was full of the Bible and the Ar­a­bi­an Nights: I heard proph­ets telling of mir­acles, and saw prin­cesses in silk Turk­ish trousers saun­ter­ing about on palace ter­races, while in­cense whose smoke curled up in the shape of genii, burned in sil­ver lamps.

			I said to Tré­moulin: “You are lucky to live here.”

			He replied: “Chance brought me here.”

			“Chance?”

			“Yes, chance and mis­for­tune.”

			“You have been miser­able?”

			“Very.”

			He was stand­ing up in front of me, wrapped in his burnous, and the tone of his voice made me shiver, it was so full of misery.

			After a mo­ment’s si­lence he con­tin­ued:

			“I can tell you my grief. It may do me good to talk about it.”

			“Tell me about it.”

			“Do you really mean it?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very well, then. You re­mem­ber what I was like at col­lege: more or less a poet, brought up in a chem­ist’s shop. My dream was to write books, and I tried after I had taken my de­gree but did not suc­ceed. I pub­lished a volume of verse, then a nov­el, without selling more of one than of the oth­er, then I wrote a play which was nev­er ac­ted.

			“Then I fell in love, but I am not go­ing to tell you all about that.

			“Next door to my fath­er’s shop there lived a tail­or who had a daugh­ter, it was she I loved. She was in­tel­li­gent and had passed High­er School Ex­am­in­a­tions, she was men­tally alert, her mind be­ing in keep­ing with her body. She looked fif­teen al­though she was really twenty-two. She was very small, with re­fined fea­tures, slim fig­ure, del­ic­ate com­plex­ion, in every way like a dainty wa­ter­col­our. Her nose, mouth, her blue eyes and fair hair, her smile, fig­ure, hands, in­deed her whole be­ing, seemed more fit for a glass case then for an open-air life. Nev­er­the­less she was vi­va­cious, supple in her move­ments and in­cred­ibly act­ive, and I was very much in love with her. Two or three walks in the Lux­em­bourg Gar­dens, near the Médi­cis foun­tain, I re­mem­ber as the hap­pi­est time of my life. You must know all about that queer phase of love’s folly when every thought is centred on wor­ship of the loved one. You are noth­ing but a ma­ni­ac haunted by a wo­man, noth­ing ex­ists in the world but her.

			“We were soon en­gaged and I told her of my plans for the fu­ture, of which she dis­ap­proved. She did not be­lieve in me as a poet, nov­el­ist, or dra­mat­ic au­thor, and thought that trade, if suc­cess­ful, could pro­cure per­fect hap­pi­ness. So I gave up the idea of writ­ing books, I resigned my­self to selling them and bought a book shop—the Uni­ver­sal Lib­rary—at Mar­seilles, its former own­er be­ing dead.

			“I had three good years. We had made our shop in­to a kind of lit­er­ary salon where all the cul­tured men in the town met for con­ver­sa­tion. They came to the shop as they would have gone to a club, and dis­cussed books, po­ets, and more es­pe­cially polit­ics. My wife, who was the head of the sales de­part­ment, was very pop­u­lar in the town; as for me, while they were all talk­ing down­stairs I was at work in my study on the first floor which com­mu­nic­ated with the shop by a wind­ing stair­case. I heard voices, laughter, dis­cus­sions, and some­times stopped writ­ing to listen to what was go­ing on. I was secretly writ­ing a nov­el—which I nev­er fin­ished.

			“The most reg­u­lar fre­quenters were Mon­sieur Montina, a man of private means, a tall, hand­some type of man, of­ten met with in the South, with black hair and eyes full of flat­tery; Mon­sieur Barb­et, a ma­gis­trate; two busi­ness men, Messieurs Fau­cil and Lab­ar­règue; and Gen­er­al the Mar­quis de Flèche, head of the Roy­al­ist party, the most im­port­ant man in the province, aged sixty-six.

			“Busi­ness was good and I was happy, very happy. How­ever, one day about three o’clock I was ob­liged to go out and when I was in the Rue Saint-Fer­réol I saw a wo­man come out of a house whose fig­ure was so like my wife’s that I would have said to my­self ‘It is she’ had I not left her ill at home.

			“She was walk­ing ahead of me very quickly, and nev­er look­ing back; in spite of my­self I star­ted to fol­low her with a feel­ing of sur­prise and un­eas­i­ness. I said to my­self:

			“ ‘It is not she. No. That’s im­possible, as she had a head­ache. Be­sides, what would she be do­ing in that house?’

			“Still I wanted to clear the mat­ter up, so hur­ried after her. Wheth­er she felt or guessed I was be­hind her or wheth­er she re­cog­nised my step, I can’t say, but she turned round sud­denly. It was she! When she saw me she blushed and stopped, then said with a smile: ‘Hal­loa, is it you?’

			“I felt sick at heart and said: ‘Yes. So you did go out? And your head­ache?’

			“ ‘It was bet­ter. I have been on an er­rand.’

			“ ‘Where to?’

			“ ‘To Laus­sade’s, in the Rue Cassinelli, to or­der some pen­cils.’

			“She looked me full in the face. She was not blush­ing now, on the con­trary, she was rather pale. Her clear, limp­id eyes—ah! a wo­man’s eyes!—seemed full of truth, but I had a vague, pain­ful feel­ing that they were full of lies. I was more wor­ried, more un­com­fort­able than she was, I dared not sus­pect her, and yet I felt sure she was telling me a lie. Why was she do­ing it? I had no idea, so I merely said: ‘You were quite right to go out if you felt bet­ter.’

			“ ‘Yes. I felt much bet­ter.’

			“ ‘Are you go­ing home?’

			“ ‘Of course I am.’

			“I left her and wandered about the streets alone. What was go­ing on? While I was talk­ing to her I knew in­stinct­ively that she was ly­ing, but now I could not be­lieve it, and when I went home to din­ner I was angry with my­self for hav­ing sus­pec­ted her, even for a mo­ment.

			“Have you ever been jeal­ous? Wheth­er you have or not makes no dif­fer­ence. The first hot breath of jeal­ousy had touched my heart. I could think of no ex­plan­a­tion, I could not be­lieve any­thing. I only knew that she had lied. You must re­mem­ber that every even­ing when we were alone to­geth­er, after all the cus­tom­ers and the clerks had left, either when strolling down to­wards the port in fine weath­er, or else in my study when the weath­er was bad, I opened my heart to her without re­serve, for I loved her. She was part of my life, the great­er part, and all my hap­pi­ness, and in her little hands she held cap­tive my poor trust­ing, faith­ful heart.

			“In the early days of doubt and dis­tress be­fore sus­pi­cion grew in­to a cer­tainty I was de­pressed and cold to the mar­row, just as you feel be­fore a ser­i­ous ill­ness. I was al­ways cold, really cold, and could neither eat nor sleep.

			“Why had she lied to me? What was she do­ing in that house? I had been there to try and find out, but without suc­cess. The man who lived on the first floor, an up­holster­er, told me all about his neigh­bours but without giv­ing me any clue. A mid­wife lived on the second floor, a dress­maker and a man­i­cure on the third, and two cab­men with their fam­il­ies in the at­tics.

			“Why had she lied to me? It would have been so easy to say that she was com­ing from the dress­maker’s or the man­i­cure’s. Oh! how I longed to ask them ques­tions, too. I did not for fear she might be warned, and guess my sus­pi­cions.

			“One thing was cer­tain, she had been to the house and was con­ceal­ing the fact from me, so that there was some mys­tery. But what? At times I thought there must be a good reas­on, some hid­den char­it­able deed, some in­form­a­tion she wanted, and I ac­cused my­self for sus­pect­ing her. Have we not all the right to our little, in­no­cent secrets, to that second, in­ner life for which we are not ob­liged to ac­count to any­body? Be­cause he has been giv­en a young girl as com­pan­ion, has a man the right to ex­pect that she shall nev­er have a thought, can nev­er do any­thing, without telling him about it? Does mar­riage mean the re­nun­ci­ation of all liberty, all in­de­pend­ence? Might she not have gone to the dress­maker’s without telling me, and might she not be help­ing the wife of one of the cab­men? Per­haps she thought that, without blam­ing her, I might cri­ti­cize the reas­on she had for go­ing to the house, al­though there was no harm in it. She knew me through and through, all my slight­est pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, and prob­ably was afraid, if not of be­ing re­proached, at least of a dis­cus­sion. She had very pretty hands, and I ended by think­ing that she was hav­ing them secretly man­i­cured in the sus­pec­ted house, and that she would not con­fess to it so as to avoid any ap­pear­ance of ex­tra­vag­ance. She was very meth­od­ic­al and thrifty and looked after the house­hold ex­penses most care­fully. Doubt­less she would have felt her­self lowered in my eyes had she ad­mit­ted to this slight piece of fem­in­ine ex­tra­vag­ance. Wo­men’s souls are full of sub­tlety and nat­ur­al trick­ery.

			“But all my reas­on­ing failed to re­as­sure me. I was jeal­ous. My sus­pi­cions tor­men­ted me, tor­tur­ing and prey­ing upon my mind. As yet it was not a sus­pi­cion but simply sus­pi­cion. I en­dured misery and fright­ful an­guish. An ob­scure thought pos­sessed me—a thought covered with a veil—and a veil I dared not raise, for be­neath it lay a ter­rible doubt. … A lov­er! … Had she a lov­er? … Think of it! think of it! It was un­likely, im­possible … and yet? …

			“Montina’s face was al­ways be­fore my eyes. I saw the tall, in­sip­id beauty, with shiny hair, smil­ing in­to her face, and I said to my­self: ‘It is he.’ I made up a story of their in­trigue. They had been talk­ing of a book, dis­cuss­ing some amor­ous ad­ven­ture, find­ing an in­cid­ent sim­il­ar to their own, and from this had fol­lowed the rest. I kept a lookout, a prey to the most ab­om­in­able tor­ture that man can en­dure. I bought shoes with rub­ber soles so that I could move about si­lently and I spent my life go­ing up and down the little wind­ing stair­case so as to catch them. Of­ten I crept down the stairs on my hands, head first, to see what they were do­ing. Then I had to go up again back­wards, with great dif­fi­culty, after find­ing that the clerk was al­ways there with them. I lived in a state of con­tinu­al suf­fer­ing. I could think of noth­ing, I could not work, nor could I look after the busi­ness. As soon as I had left the house, as soon as I had walked a hun­dred yards along the street, said to my­self: ‘He is there,’ and back I went. He was not, so I went out again! But I had hardly left the house when I thought: ‘He has come now,’ and re­turned again.

			“This went on every day.

			“The night was worse still, for I felt her by my side, in my bed. There she was asleep or pre­tend­ing to be asleep! Was she asleep? Of course not. Then that was an­oth­er lie?

			“I lay mo­tion­less on my back, on fire from the warmth of her body, pant­ing and in agony. I was filled with a vile but steady de­sire to get up, take a candle and ham­mer and with a single stroke split her head open to see what was in­side! I knew that I would find noth­ing but a nasty mess of brains and blood, noth­ing else. I would have learnt noth­ing. Im­possible to find any­thing out! And her eyes! When she looked at me, I was seized with a wild fit of fury. You may look at her—she looks back at you! Her eyes are clear, can­did—and false, false, false! and no one can guess what lies be­hind them. I longed to stick needles in­to them, to burst open the mir­rors of de­ceit.

			“How well I un­der­stand the In­quis­i­tion! I could have twis­ted her wrists in the iron brace­lets.—Speak. … Con­fess! … You won’t? Just wait! … I could have strangled her by de­grees. … Speak, con­fess! … You won’t? … And I would have squeezed, squeezed, un­til her throat began to rattle, un­til she choked to death. … Or else I would have burned her fin­gers over the fire. … Oh! that I would have done with great pleas­ure! … Speak … speak then. … You won’t? I would have held them on the red-hot coal, they would have been roas­ted at the tips … then she would have spoken … surely! … she would have spoken. …”

			Tré­moulin, stand­ing erect with clenched fists, shouted his story. On the neigh­bour­ing roofs, around us, the ghostly shad­ows awoke and sat up, they listened, dis­turbed in their sleep. As for me, I was deeply moved, and com­pletely gripped by the tale I was listen­ing to.

			In the dark­ness I saw be­fore me the little wo­man, the little, fair, vi­va­cious, art­ful wo­man, as if I had known her. I saw her selling her books, talk­ing to the men who found her child­like man­ner dis­turb­ing, and in her del­ic­ate doll-like head I could see petty crafty ideas, stu­pid ex­ag­ger­ated ideas, the dreams of musk-scen­ted mil­liners at­trac­ted by the her­oes of ro­mantic nov­els. I sus­pec­ted her just as he did. I hated and de­tested her, and would also will­ingly have burned her fin­gers to make her con­fess.

			He con­tin­ued more calmly: “I don’t know why I am telling you all this. I have nev­er yet spoken about it. Nev­er, but I have seen nobody for two years. I have not talked to a single per­son, and the whole thing was seeth­ing with­in me like fer­ment­ing wine. I am empty­ing my heart of its pain, un­luck­ily for you!

			“Well, I had made a mis­take, it was worse than I thought, much worse. Just listen. I fell back on the usu­al trick, I pre­ten­ded to go away. Every time I left the house my wife lunched out. I need not tell you how I bribed a waiter at the res­taur­ant so that I might catch them.

			“The door of the private room was to be opened for me and I ar­rived at the ap­poin­ted time de­term­ined to kill them both. I could ima­gine the whole scene as clearly as if it had already oc­curred. I could see my­self go­ing in. A small table covered with glasses, bottles, and plates sep­ar­ated her from Montina, and they would be so sur­prised when they saw me that they would not at­tempt to move. Without say­ing a word I would bring down the loaded stick I was car­ry­ing on the man’s head; killed by one blow, he would crumple up with his face on the table. Then, turn­ing to­wards her—I would give her time—a few seconds—to un­der­stand what was hap­pen­ing, and to stretch her arms out to me, mad with ter­ror, be­fore dy­ing in her turn. Oh I was quite ready. Strong, de­term­ined, and happy, happy to the point of in­tox­ic­a­tion. The idea of her ter­ri­fied look at the raised stick, of her hands stretched out im­plor­ingly, of her strangled cry, of her face, sud­denly liv­id and con­vulsed, avenged me be­fore­hand. I had no in­ten­tion of killing her at one blow! You must think me fierce, don’t you? But you don’t know what a man suf­fers. To think that a wo­man—wife or mis­tress—one loves is giv­ing her­self to an­oth­er, sur­renders her­self to him as she had done to you, and ac­cepts his kisses as she has done yours. It is ter­rible, ap­palling. Any­one who has suffered that agony is cap­able of any­thing. I am sur­prised there are not more murders, for all who have been be­trayed—every one of them—want to kill, have gloated over the idea of death: in the solitude of their own room or on a lonely road, haunted by the hal­lu­cin­a­tion of sat­is­fied ven­geance, they have in ima­gin­a­tion either strangled the be­tray­er or beaten him to death.

			“I ar­rived at the res­taur­ant and asked wheth­er they were there. The bribed waiter replied: ‘Yes, sir,’ and, tak­ing me up­stairs, showed me a door, say­ing: ‘In here.’ I grasped my stick as if my fin­gers were made of iron, and went in.

			“The mo­ment was well chosen. They were kiss­ing each oth­er, but it was not Montina. It was the Gen­er­al de Flèche, aged sixty-six!

			“I was so sure I was go­ing to find the oth­er one there that I was ri­gid with sur­prise.

			“Be­sides … be­sides … I don’t yet know ex­actly how it all happened. If I had found the oth­er I would have been wild with rage! But this one! This old pot­bel­lied man with his hanging cheeks made me choke with dis­gust. She, who looked about fif­teen, had giv­en her­self to this fat old man al­most in his dot­age, be­cause he was a Mar­quis, a Gen­er­al, the friend and rep­res­ent­at­ive of de­throned kings. No, I can’t say what I felt, nor what I thought about it. I could not raise my hand against the old man. That would have been dis­grace­ful! No, I no longer wanted to kill my own wife, but all wo­men cap­able of such be­ha­viour. I was not jeal­ous now, I felt as full of des­pair as if I had seen the Hor­ror of Hor­rors!

			“You may say what you like about men, they are not so vile as that! If you do meet one he is held up to uni­ver­sal de­ri­sion. The hus­band or lov­er of a old wo­man is more des­pised than a thief. We men are a de­cent lot, as a rule, but they, they are pros­ti­tutes with hearts full of filth. They give them­selves to all men, young or old, for the most con­tempt­ible reas­ons, be­cause it is their pro­fes­sion, their vo­ca­tion, their func­tion in life. They are the etern­al, un­con­scious, pla­cid pros­ti­tutes who give their bod­ies without dis­gust be­cause it is the mer­chand­ise of love, wheth­er they sell them to the old man with money in his pock­et who hangs about the streets, or wheth­er they give them, for the glory of it, to a lewd old mon­arch, or to a cel­eb­rated and re­puls­ive old man! …”

			He cried aloud like a proph­et of old, in a tone of wrath, un­der the starry sky. With the fury of des­per­a­tion he told about the ex­al­ted shame of all the mis­tresses of kings: the shame, con­sidered worthy of re­spect of all young girls who marry old men; and the tol­er­ance showed to all young wives who smil­ingly ac­cept old men’s kisses.

			As he called them up I could see them all from the be­gin­ning of time, sur­ging around us in the East­ern night: girls, beau­ti­ful girls with vile souls like beasts who, ig­nor­ing the age of the male, are do­cile to senile de­sire. They rose up be­fore me, the hand­maids of the pat­ri­archs praised in the Bible, Hagar, Ruth, Lot’s daugh­ters, the dark Abi­gail, the vir­gin of Shun­am whose caresses re­stored Dav­id to life, and all those oth­ers, young, fat, white pa­tri­cians or ple­bei­ans, ir­re­spons­ible fe­males be­long­ing to a mas­ter, the un­clean flesh of sub­missive slaves, wheth­er paid for in money or bought by the glam­our of great­ness.

			I asked: “What did you do?”

			“I went away,” he replied, simply. “And here I am.”

			For a long time we stayed to­geth­er without say­ing a word, just dream­ing! …

			I have re­tained an un­for­get­table im­pres­sion of that even­ing. All that I had seen, felt, heard, guessed; the fish­ing ex­cur­sion, per­haps the oc­topus too, and that har­row­ing story amid white phantoms on the neigh­bour­ing roofs, all com­bined to pro­duce a unique sen­sa­tion. Cer­tain chance meet­ings, cer­tain in­ex­plic­able com­bin­a­tions of events, con­tain—without any out­ward ap­pear­ance of the un­usu­al—a great­er amount of the secret quint­essence of life than is spread over whole days of or­din­ary hap­pen­ings.

		
	
		
			Boitelle

			Old Ant­oine Boitelle’s spe­ci­al­ity through­out the coun­try was do­ing the dirty jobs. Whenev­er a cess­pool had to be cleaned out, a ma­nure heap re­moved, drains flushed, or any filthy old hole at­ten­ded to, he was sent for.

			He would come along with the ne­ces­sary im­ple­ments, his sabots soaked in filth, and start work, whin­ing all the time about his job. Then when asked why he did such re­puls­ive work, he would reply resign­edly: “Well, for my chil­dren; they must be fed. It pays bet­ter than any­thing else.” He had four­teen chil­dren and when any­one asked what had be­come of them, he would say in­dif­fer­ently: “There are still eight at home. One is in ser­vice, and five are mar­ried.” When asked wheth­er they were hap­pily mar­ried, he replied vi­va­ciously: “I did not op­pose their wishes. I have nev­er op­posed them in any way. They mar­ried as they pleased. You must nev­er op­pose the choice of oth­ers; evil is sure to fol­low. If I am a scav­enger, it is be­cause my par­ents were op­posed to my in­clin­a­tions. Oth­er­wise I would have been a work­man like the oth­ers.”

			This is how his par­ents had thwarted him:

			

			He was a sol­dier then, serving his time at Havre, not more stu­pid than the oth­ers, not sharp­er either, but rather simple-minded.

			In his free time his greatest pleas­ure was to walk along the quay where the bird-deal­ers con­greg­ated. Some­times alone, some­times with a friend from his own part of the coun­try: he would pass slowly in front of the cages con­tain­ing par­rots with green backs and yel­low heads from the Amazon, par­rots with grey backs and red heads from Seneg­al, enorm­ous macaws that looked like birds bred in hot­houses with their gor­geous feath­ers, their plumes, and their tufts, para­keets of all sizes that looked as if they had been painted with great care by a heav­enly mini­atur­ist, then the little tiny birds that hopped about, red, yel­low, blue, varie­gated; all these mingled their cries with the noise of the quay, adding to the din of ves­sels un­load­ing, of pass­ersby and of vehicles, the wild mur­mur, shrill and deaf­en­ing, of a dis­tant, ghost-rid­den forest.

			Boitelle would stop with as­ton­ish­ment in his eyes and wide-open mouth, laugh­ing and de­lighted, show­ing his teeth to the cock­a­too pris­on­ers who greeted the bright red of his breeches and the cop­per buckle of his belt with their white or yel­low crests. When he found a bird that could talk he asked it ques­tions, and if it happened to be a day when the bird felt dis­posed to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with him or an­swer his ques­tions, the amount of fun and amuse­ment he car­ried away from the in­ter­view las­ted till even­ing. He got any amount of pleas­ure from look­ing at the mon­keys and could ima­gine no great­er lux­ury for a wealthy man than to keep these an­im­als as one keeps cats and dogs. He had the love of the exot­ic in his blood, as one might have that of hunt­ing, medi­cine or the Church. He could not help go­ing back to the quay every time the gates of the bar­racks were opened, drawn to­wards it by an ir­res­ist­ible long­ing.

			On one oc­ca­sion, in a state ap­proach­ing ec­stasy, he stopped in front of an enorm­ous macaw that was put­ting out its feath­ers, bend­ing for­ward and hold­ing it­self erect as if it were curtsy­ing at the court of Par­rot­land, when he saw the door of a little café join­ing the bird shop open and a young Negress ap­pear with a red ker­chief on her head, sweep­ing the corks and sand from the floor in­to the street.

			Boitelle’s at­ten­tion was im­me­di­ately di­vided between the bird and the wo­man, and he could not have said which of the two caused him the great­er as­ton­ish­ment or pleas­ure.

			The Negress swept the dirt from the café in­to the street, raised her eyes and, in her turn, was dazzled by the sol­dier’s uni­form. There she stood fa­cing him with her broom in her hands as if she were present­ing arms, while the macaw went on bow­ing.

			After a few seconds the sol­dier began to feel em­bar­rassed at the no­tice he was at­tract­ing and went off slowly to avoid any ap­pear­ance of re­treat.

			But he came back. He passed the Café des Colon­ies nearly every day and through the win­dow of­ten saw the little dark-skinned ser­vant hand­ing beer or brandy to the sail­ors of the port. She of­ten came out when she caught sight of him; in­deed, they were soon smil­ing at each oth­er like ac­quaint­ances al­though they had nev­er spoken to each oth­er; and Boitelle felt his heart stirred when he saw the dazzling row of teeth sud­denly glit­ter­ing between the girl’s dusky lips. One day he went in and was sur­prised when he real­ised that she spoke French just as every­one else did. The bottle of lem­on­ade, of which she ac­cep­ted a glass, re­mained a de­light­ful memory to the sol­dier, and it soon be­came his cus­tom to fre­quent the little tav­ern and drink all the syr­upy mix­tures he could af­ford.

			It was a treat for him—a per­petu­al joy—to watch the black hand of the little serving-maid pour some­thing in­to his glass while a smile showed her teeth—that were even bright­er than her eyes.

			After see­ing each oth­er in this way for two months they be­came fast friends and Boitelle hav­ing re­covered from his sur­prise at find­ing that the ideals of this Negress were the same as those of the girls of his coun­try—that she had a re­spect for thrift, work, re­li­gion and good man­ners—he loved her the more for it and was so in­fatu­ated that he wanted to marry her.

			This sug­ges­tion made her dance for joy. Moreover, she had money left to her by a wo­man oyster-deal­er who had sheltered her when aban­doned by an Amer­ic­an cap­tain on the quay at Havre. The cap­tain had found her when she was about six years old, huddled against the bales of cot­ton in the ship’s hold a few hours after leav­ing New York. On reach­ing Havre he aban­doned the little black creature hid­den on board he knew not how or by whom to the care of the com­pas­sion­ate oyster-deal­er. When the oyster wo­man died the young Negress went to the Café des Colon­ies as wait­ress. Ant­oine Boitelle ad­ded: “We shall be mar­ried if my par­ents make no ob­jec­tions. I will nev­er do any­thing against their wishes, you un­der­stand that, nev­er! I will men­tion it to them the first time I go back home.”

			The next week, hav­ing got twenty-four hours’ leave, he went to see his people, who farmed a small hold­ing at Tour­teville, near Yvetot.

			He waited till the meal was over, for the mo­ment when cof­fee with a dash of brandy softens the heart, to tell his par­ents that he had found a girl so com­pletely to his taste that no oth­er so per­fectly suited to him could pos­sibly ex­ist.

			The old people, on hear­ing this, be­came very cau­tious and asked for par­tic­u­lars. How­ever, he had con­cealed noth­ing from them ex­cept the col­our of her skin.

			She was a ser­vant, without much money, but strong, thrifty, clean, well-con­duc­ted and sens­ible. These were things that were more valu­able than money in the hands of a bad house­wife. Be­sides, she had a few sous left her by the wo­man who had brought her up, quite a num­ber of sous, al­most a little dowry—fif­teen hun­dred francs in the sav­ings-bank. The old people, won over by his ac­count and hav­ing con­fid­ence in his judg­ment, gradu­ally gave way; then he reached the tick­lish point of the ex­plan­a­tion. Laugh­ing in a forced way, he said: “There is only one thing that may up­set you. There is not a scrap of white about her.” They could not un­der­stand what he meant and he was ob­liged to ex­plain at length and with many pre­cau­tions, so as to avoid shock­ing them, that she be­longed to the dark race of which they had only seen samples in the col­oured pic­ture-books.

			Then they be­came anxious, per­plexed, alarmed as if he had pro­posed to marry the Dev­il.

			The moth­er said: “Black? How much of her? Is she al­to­geth­er black?”

			He replied: “Surely: al­to­geth­er, just as you are white all over!”

			The fath­er said: “Black? Is she as black as the kettle?”

			The son answered: “Per­haps a little bit less! She is black but not black enough to be re­puls­ive. The curé’s cas­sock is black enough but it is no ugli­er than a white sur­plice.”

			The fath­er said: “Are there any black­er than she is in her own coun­try?”

			The son, with an air of con­vic­tion, ex­claimed: “Cer­tainly!”

			But the old man shook his head. “It can’t be pleas­ant?”

			“It is not more un­pleas­ant than any­thing else, you soon get ac­cus­tomed to it.”

			The moth­er asked: “They don’t soil their un­der­wear more than oth­ers, those creatures?”

			“No more than you do, con­sid­er­ing it is the col­our of her skin.”

			After a great many more ques­tions it was agreed that the old people should see the girl be­fore tak­ing any de­cision, and that the young fel­low, whose mil­it­ary ser­vice would be fin­ished in an­oth­er month, should bring her to the house so that they might pass judg­ment upon her, then they could talk the mat­ter over and de­cide wheth­er she was too dark to be re­ceived in­to the Boitelle fam­ily.

			Ant­oine ac­cord­ingly an­nounced that on Sunday, the 22nd of May, the day of his dis­charge, he would start for Tour­teville with his sweet­heart.

			For the vis­it to her lov­er’s par­ents she had put on her most beau­ti­ful and most showy clothes, in which yel­low, red and blue pre­dom­in­ated, so that she looked as if dec­or­ated for a na­tion­al fête.

			At the Havre sta­tion every­body stared at her, and Boitelle was proud of be­ing seen arm-in-arm with a per­son who at­trac­ted so much at­ten­tion. Then, in the third-class car­riage, seated be­side him, she caused such sur­prise among the peas­ants that those in the ad­join­ing com­part­ments stood up on the seats to have a good look at her over the wooden par­ti­tion that di­vided the car­riage. One child, frightened at her ap­pear­ance, began to cry, an­oth­er hid its face in its moth­er’s ap­ron.

			How­ever, all went well un­til they reached the sta­tion. As the train slowed down on the draw­ing near Yvetot, Ant­oine felt as un­com­fort­able as he felt at in­spec­tion when not sure of him­self. Then, lean­ing out of the win­dow, in the dis­tance he re­cog­nised his fath­er hold­ing the bridle of the horse har­nessed to the cart, and his moth­er stand­ing at the bar­ri­er that held back the spec­tat­ors.

			He alighted first, took hold of his sweet­heart’s hand and hold­ing him­self erect as if es­cort­ing a gen­er­al, he went to meet his fath­er and moth­er.

			The moth­er, see­ing the black lady in gaily col­oured clothes with her son, was so amazed that she had not a word to say and the fath­er found it dif­fi­cult to hold the horse that kept rear­ing first at the en­gine, then at the Negress. But Ant­oine, sud­denly filled with joy at see­ing the old people, rushed for­ward with open arms, kissed his moth­er and his fath­er too in spite of the nag’s fright, then turn­ing to his com­pan­ion, at whom the won­der-struck pass­ersby stopped to stare, he ex­plained:

			“Here she is. I told you that a first glimpse was rather up­set­ting, but as soon as you know her, as sure as I am here, there is noth­ing bet­ter in the world. Say how-d’you-do to her to make her feel at home.”

			Thereupon old Moth­er Boitelle, al­most frightened out of her wits, made a sort of curtsy, while the fath­er took off his cap and mur­mured: “My best wishes.” Then without fur­ther delay they clambered in­to the cart, the two wo­men at the back on chairs that made them bounce up and down at every jolt and the two men in front on the seat.

			Nobody said a word. Ant­oine, feel­ing anxious, was whist­ling a bar­rack-room song. The fath­er whipped up the nag and the moth­er looked out of the corner of her eyes, cast­ing sly glances at the Negress, whose brow and cheekbones shone in the sun­light like well-pol­ished shoes.

			Ant­oine, want­ing to break the si­lence, turned round and said:

			“Well, has no one any­thing to say?”

			“Give us time,” replied the old wo­man.

			He went on: “Come! tell us the story of your hen’s eight eggs.”

			This was one of the fam­ily’s funny stor­ies. But as his moth­er still kept si­lent, para­lysed by her feel­ings, he star­ted to tell the tale him­self, laugh­ing all the time, of the nev­er for­got­ten ad­ven­ture. The fath­er, who knew it by heart, cheered up at the very first words; the moth­er soon fol­lowed his ex­ample, and the Negress her­self at the fun­ni­est part burst in­to a fit of laughter, such a noisy, rolling tor­rent of laughter that the ex­cited horse broke in­to a gal­lop.

			This broke the ice and they star­ted to talk.

			They had scarcely reached the house and had all got down from the cart when, after tak­ing his sweet­heart to her room to change her dress, which might get stained while cook­ing an ap­pet­ising dish that was to win the old people’s af­fec­tions through their stom­achs, he led his par­ents out of doors and, with beat­ing heart, asked:

			“Well, what do you think?”

			The fath­er was si­lent. The moth­er, more cour­ageous, ex­claimed:

			“She is too black! No, really, it is bey­ond a joke. It makes my blood curdle.”

			“You will get used to it,” said Ant­oine.

			“Pos­sibly, but not just at first.”

			They went in­to the house, where the good wo­man was up­set at see­ing the Negress busy in the kit­chen. Then, tuck­ing up her skirts, she star­ted to help her.

			The meal was very good, very long and very en­joy­able. When they were wan­der­ing round af­ter­wards Ant­oine took his fath­er aside.

			“Well, fath­er, what do you think of her?”

			The peas­ant nev­er com­mit­ted him­self.

			“I have no opin­ion about her. Ask your moth­er.”

			So Ant­oine joined his moth­er and, keep­ing be­hind the oth­ers, said: “Well, moth­er, what do you think of her?”

			“My poor lad, really, she is too black. Only the least little bit less and I would say noth­ing, but it is too much. She might be Satan him­self!”

			He did not press her, know­ing how ob­stin­ate the old wo­man was, but he felt a tem­pest of grief rage with­in him. He racked his brains for a solu­tion of the dif­fi­culty, sur­prised that she had not taken their fancy at once as she had taken his. So the four of them strolled through the corn­fields in si­lence. When they passed a fence, farm­ers ap­peared at the gate and little boys climbed the hedges, every­one rushed out to see the “black­ie” that young Boitelle had brought home. In the dis­tance people could be seen scam­per­ing across the fields as they do when the vil­lage cri­er makes some pub­lic an­nounce­ment. Old Boitelle and his wife, scared at the curi­os­ity aroused by their ap­proach, quickened their pace, walk­ing side by side, leav­ing far be­hind their son, who was be­ing asked by his com­pan­ion what his par­ents thought of her.

			Hes­it­at­ingly he replied that they had not yet made up their minds.

			But in the vil­lage square there was an ex­cited rush from all the cot­tages, and at sight of the gath­er­ing crowd the old Boitelles fled home, while Ant­oine, furi­ous with an­ger, his sweet­heart hold­ing his arm, ad­vanced majestic­ally un­der the as­ton­ished gaze of the crowd.

			He un­der­stood that it was all over, that there was no hope, that he could nev­er marry his Negress; she un­der­stood it too; and they both began to cry as they drew near to the farm. As soon as they got back she took off her dress to help the old wo­man; she fol­lowed her every­where, to the dairy, the stables, the poultry run, tak­ing upon her­self the hard­est work, and al­ways say­ing: “Let me do it, Ma­dame Boitelle,” so that in the even­ing the old wo­man, her heart soften­ing but still in­ex­or­able, said to her son:

			“All the same she is a good girl. It is a pity she is so black, but there, she really is too black. I could nev­er get used to it, she must go back again, she is too black!”

			And young Boitelle said to his sweet­heart:

			“She won’t have it, she says you are too black. You must go back again. I will take you to the sta­tion. Nev­er mind, don’t be miser­able about it. I will talk to them when you are gone.”

			He took her to the sta­tion, bid­ding her hope, and after em­bra­cing her, put her in­to the train, which he watched out of sight, his eyes swollen with tears.

			He ap­pealed in vain to his par­ents, they would nev­er give their con­sent.

			When he had told this story, well known through­out the coun­tryside, Ant­oine Boitelle al­ways ad­ded:

			“From that time, I have had no heart for any­thing, for any­thing whatever. I took no in­terest in any trade, and so I be­came what I am, a scav­enger.”

			People would say to him: “Yet you have mar­ried.”

			“Yes, and I can’t say that my wife was ob­jec­tion­able, con­sid­er­ing that I have had four­teen chil­dren, but she was not the oth­er one, oh, no—cer­tainly not! The oth­er one, you see, my Negress, if she only looked at me, I felt I was in the sev­enth heav­en …”

		
	
		
			Allouma

			
				I

				One of my friends had told me that if, dur­ing my travels in Al­ger­ia, I happened to be in the neigh­bour­hood of Bor­dj-Ebbaba, I was to be sure to vis­it his old friend Au­balle, who had settled down there.

				These names had passed from my mind, and the set­tler was far from my thoughts, when by pure chance I came across him.

				For a month I had been roam­ing afoot over that mag­ni­fi­cent coun­try which stretches from Al­gi­ers to Cher­chell, Or­leans­ville and Tiaret, a re­gion both bar­ren and wooded, its scenery both im­pos­ing and friendly. Between the moun­tains dense forests of pines clothe the nar­row val­leys through which the winter tor­rents rush. Enorm­ous trees fallen across the rav­ine serve as bridges for the Ar­abs, and sup­port a mass of creep­ers which twine around their dead trunks and deck them anew with life. In the se­cluded folds of the moun­tains there are dells awe-in­spir­ing in their beauty, and stream­lets whose level banks, covered with rose­bay, de­light the eye with their in­con­ceiv­able charm.

				But my sweetest memor­ies of the jour­ney are those of my af­ter­noon walks along the shady roads over those un­du­lat­ing hills, from which one over­looks a vast rus­set-brown ex­panse of rolling coun­try, stretch­ing from the blu­ish sea to the moun­tain range of the Ou­arsenis, crowned by the ce­dar forests of Teniet-el-Haad.

				On the day I was speak­ing of, I had lost my way. I had just sur­moun­ted a crest from the top of which I could see, above a line of hills, the ex­tens­ive plain of the Mitidja, and far in the back­ground, on the sum­mit of an­oth­er range of moun­tains, al­most in­vis­ible in the dis­tance, that strange monu­ment called the Chris­ti­ans’ Tomb, the bury­ing-place, so they say, of a fam­ily of Maur­it­ani­an kings. I went down the oth­er side, to­wards the South, while be­fore me, stretch­ing as far as the peaks up­reared against the clear sky on the edge of the desert, there ap­peared a broken rocky coun­try, tawny in col­our as if all the hills were covered with li­on skins sewn to­geth­er. Here and there, high­er than the rest, rose a yel­low­ish, poin­ted hum­mock, like the hairy back of a camel.

				I walked rap­idly, light­hearted, as one feels when fol­low­ing the in­tric­ate wind­ings of a moun­tain path. Life has no bur­dens dur­ing these vig­or­ous tramps in the keen moun­tain air; body and soul, thoughts and cares alike, all cease to trouble. That day I was ob­li­vi­ous of all the cares that op­press and tor­ture our lives, ob­li­vi­ous of everything but the joy of that des­cent. In the dis­tance I dis­cerned Ar­ab en­camp­ments, brown poin­ted tents, cling­ing to the ground like shell­fish to the rocks, or little cab­ins, mere huts made of branches, from which a grey smoke is­sued. White forms, men or wo­men, wandered slowly about, and the bells of the herds soun­ded thinly in the even­ing air.

				The straw­berry-trees along my path drooped un­der their curi­ous load, and spattered the road with their purple fruit. They looked like mar­tyred trees from which a bloody sweat dripped, for at the end of each branch hung a red spot like a drop of blood.

				The soil around them was covered with this scar­let rain, and the fruit trod­den un­der­foot left gory stains on the ground. Now and again, spring­ing up­wards as I went along, I gathered some of the ripest and ate them.

				Now all the val­leys were filling with a white mist which rose slowly like the steam from a bull’s flanks, and above the moun­tains which rose on the ho­ri­zon, bor­der­ing the Saha­ra, flamed a sun­set like an il­lu­min­ated missal. Long streaks of gold al­tern­at­ing with streaks of bloodred (more blood; the whole story of man is blood and gold!), while here and there, between the streaks, a nar­row open­ing yiel­ded a glimpse of a green­ish-blue sky, far off as a dream.

				Oh! how far I was from everything and every­body con­nec­ted with a town-dwell­er’s life, even far from my­self, a kind of wan­der­ing be­ing, without con­scious­ness or thought, merely see­ing things as I went along and lik­ing what I saw; far also from the road I had planned to fol­low and which I had for­got­ten about, for with the ap­proach of night I real­ised that I was lost.

				Dark­ness fell upon the land like a pall, and I could see noth­ing in front of me but the moun­tain loom­ing in the dis­tance. See­ing tents in a val­ley, I went down to them, and en­deav­oured to make the first Ar­ab I met un­der­stand where I wanted to go. I can­not tell wheth­er he guessed my mean­ing, but he replied at great length in a tongue of which I un­der­stood not a word. In des­pair, I had made up my mind to spend the night near the camp, wrapped in a rug, when amongst the strange words which came from his mouth, I thought I re­cog­nised the name of Bor­dj-Ebbaba.

				“Bor­dj-Ebbaba?” I re­peated, and he replied: “Yes, yes!”

				I showed him two francs, a for­tune to him, and he star­ted off, I fol­low­ing him. Oh! for a long time in the dark­ness of the night, I fol­lowed this pale phantom who hur­ried bare­footed be­fore me over stony paths on which I con­tinu­ally stumbled.

				Sud­denly a light ap­peared. We came to the door of a white house, a kind of small fort, straight-walled and with no win­dows on the out­side. I knocked, and the howl­ing of dogs came from with­in. A French­man’s voice in­quired: “Who is there?”

				“Does M. Au­balle live here?” I replied.

				“Yes.”

				The door opened, and I was face to face with M. Au­balle him­self, a tall, fair-haired fel­low, down at heel, a pipe in his mouth, look­ing like a good-natured Her­cules.

				I in­tro­duced my­self, and he held out both hands to me, say­ing: “Make your­self at home, sir.”

				A quarter of an hour later I was din­ing ex­ceed­ingly well op­pos­ite my host, who con­tin­ued to smoke.

				I knew his story. After hav­ing wasted a lot of money on wo­men, he had in­ves­ted all he had left in an Al­geri­an es­tate, and had planted a vine­yard. The vines were do­ing well; he was happy, and had the se­rene air of a con­ten­ted man. I could not un­der­stand how this gay Parisi­an had been able to get used to this mono­ton­ous, sol­it­ary life, and I ques­tioned him about it.

				“How long have you been here?” I asked.

				“Nine years.”

				“Don’t you get ter­rible fits of de­pres­sion?”

				“No, one gets re­con­ciled to this coun­try, and then ends by lik­ing it. You would scarcely be­lieve how it grips people by means of a host of trivi­al an­im­al in­stincts that we are un­con­scious of in ourselves. At first we be­come at­tached to it by the subtle, in­ex­plic­able sat­is­fac­tion of our senses. The air and the cli­mate con­quer our bod­ies, in spite of ourselves, and the cheer­ful sun­light which floods the coun­try keeps the mind clear and peace­ful without any trouble. Through our eyes it pours in­to us con­tinu­ously, and you might truly say that it purges the darkest re­cesses of the soul.”

				“And wo­men?” I asked.

				“Ah! one misses them a little.”

				“Only a little?”

				“My God! Yes—a little. For even amongst the tribes, one al­ways finds ac­com­mod­at­ing nat­ives who wish to copy European ways.”

				He turned to the Ar­ab who was wait­ing on me, a tall dark fel­low with black eyes gleam­ing un­der his turban, and said:

				“Leave us, Mo­hammed; I will call you when I want you.”

				Then, turn­ing to me, he ex­plained:

				“He un­der­stands French, and I am go­ing to tell you a story in which he plays a great part.”

				On Mo­hammed’s de­par­ture, he began:

				“I had been here about four years, still very little at home in this coun­try whose lan­guage I was only just be­gin­ning to stam­mer, and com­pelled from time to time to spend sev­er­al days in Al­gi­ers to avoid break­ing right away from the pleas­ures that had in the past caused my down­fall.

				“I had bought this farm­house, a bor­dj, as they call it, an old for­ti­fied guard house, some hun­dreds of yards from the nat­ive en­camp­ment whose men I em­ploy in my fields. From this tribe—a branch of the tribe of Ulad Taadja—I had chosen for my per­son­al ser­vant a strap­ping fel­low, Mo­hammed ben Lam’har, whom you have just seen, and he soon be­came ex­tremely de­voted to me. As he did not like sleep­ing in a house that he was not ac­cus­tomed to, he pitched his tent a few steps from the door, so that I could call him from my win­dow.

				“My life, well, you can guess it. All day I su­per­vised the clear­ing and plant­ing, I hunted a little, and dined with the of­ficers of the neigh­bour­ing sta­tions, or they came to dine with me.

				“As for … amuse­ments—you have heard about those. Al­gi­ers sup­plied all the very best; and now and again an ac­co­mod­at­ing and sym­path­et­ic Ar­ab would stop me in the middle of a walk, to sug­gest that he should bring me home a nat­ive wo­man in the even­ing. Some­times I ac­cep­ted his of­fer, but more of­ten I re­fused, think­ing of the trouble that might fol­low.

				“One even­ing in early sum­mer, on re­turn­ing from a tour of in­spec­tion around the fields, I wanted Mo­hammed, and entered his tent without call­ing, a thing I of­ten did.

				“On a big, red, wool­len rug—one of those made by Jebel-Amour—thick and soft as a mat­tress, a wo­man was sleep­ing, a girl in fact, al­most nude, with her arms crossed over her eyes. Her white body gleam­ing in the light ad­mit­ted through the raised flap, seemed to me to be one of the most per­fect spe­ci­mens I had ever seen. Round here wo­men are very beau­ti­ful, tall and un­com­monly grace­ful in form and fea­tures.

				“Some­what con­fused, I dropped the flap of the tent and re­turned to the house.

				“I am very fond of wo­men. That light­ning vis­ion had pierced me through and through, kind­ling again in my blood the old, for­mid­able ar­dour which had ob­liged me to leave France. It was a warm even­ing in Ju­ly, and I spent nearly the whole night at the win­dow, my eyes fixed on the dark shad­ow on the ground which was Mo­hammed’s tent.

				“When he came in­to my room the next day, I looked him full in the face, and he lowered his head like a man who feels ashamed and guilty. Did he guess what I knew?

				“I asked him bluntly: ‘So you are mar­ried, Mo­hammed?’

				“I saw him blush, and he stammered:

				“ ‘No, sir.’

				“I made him speak French and as he had giv­en me les­sons in Ar­ab­ic, the res­ult was one of the most in­co­her­ent jumbles ima­gin­able.

				“ ‘Then why is there a wo­man un­der your roof?’ I re­tor­ted.

				“ ‘She is from the South,’ he mur­mured.

				“ ‘Ah! she is from the South. That does not tell me how she comes to be in your tent.’

				“Without an­swer­ing my ques­tion, he con­tin­ued:

				“ ‘She is very pretty.’

				“ ‘Yes, in­deed! Well, the next time you have a very pretty wo­man from the South to stay with you, please show her in­to my cab­in and not in­to yours. Do you un­der­stand, Mo­hammed?’

				“He replied very earn­estly: ‘Yes, sir.’

				“I must con­fess that dur­ing the whole day my feel­ings were dom­in­ated by the memory of that Ar­ab girl ly­ing on the red rug, and on my way back to din­ner, I wanted to go in­to Mo­hammed’s tent again. In the even­ing he waited on me as usu­al, com­ing and go­ing with im­pass­ive face, and I was of­ten on the point of ask­ing wheth­er he was go­ing to keep this very pretty South­ern maid­en for long un­der his camel-skin roof.

				“About nine o’clock, still haunted by the lure of the fe­male, which is as ten­a­cious as the hunt­ing in­stinct in dogs, I went out for a breath of air, tak­ing a short walk in the dir­ec­tion of the brown can­vas tent, through which I could see the bright flame of a lamp. Then I wandered fur­ther away, lest Mo­hammed should find me near his quar­ters.

				“On re­turn­ing an hour later, I saw clearly his char­ac­ter­ist­ic pro­file in sil­hou­ette on the tent. Then, tak­ing my key from my pock­et, I made my way in­to the bor­dj where there slept, as I did, my stew­ard, two French la­bour­ers and an old cook brought from Al­gi­ers.

				“I went up­stairs and was sur­prised to no­tice a streak of light un­der my door. I opened it, and saw fa­cing me, seated on a wick­er chair be­side the table on which a candle was burn­ing, a girl with the face of a statue, quietly wait­ing for me, and wear­ing all the sil­ver trinkets which the wo­men of the South wear on legs and arms, on the throat and even on the stom­ach. Her eyes, dilated by the use of kohl, were look­ing at me; her fore­head, her cheeks and her chin were stud­ded with four little blue marks del­ic­ately tat­tooed on the skin. Her arms, loaded with bangles, res­ted on her thighs, which were covered by a kind of red silk jib­bah which hung from her shoulders.

				“See­ing me come in, she stood up­right be­fore me, covered with her bar­bar­ous jew­ellery, in an at­ti­tude of proud sub­mis­sion.

				“ ‘What are you do­ing here?’ I said to her in Ar­ab­ic.

				“ ‘I am here be­cause I was told to come.’

				“ ‘Who told you to come?’

				“ ‘Mo­hammed.’

				“ ‘All right. Sit down.’

				“She sat down and lowered her eyes, while I stood look­ing at her.

				“She had an un­usu­al face: with reg­u­lar, re­fined fea­tures with a slightly an­im­al ex­pres­sion, but mys­tic­al like that of a Buddha. Her thick lips, col­oured with a kind of red­dish bloom which was also ap­par­ent else­where on her skin, poin­ted to a slight mix­ture of Negro blood, al­though her hands and arms were ir­re­proach­ably white.

				“Per­plexed, temp­ted and em­bar­rassed, I felt doubt­ful as to what I ought to do. In or­der to gain time, and to give my­self an op­por­tun­ity to con­sider the prob­lem, I asked fur­ther ques­tions about her ori­gin, her ar­rival in this coun­try and her con­nec­tion with Mo­hammed. But she only answered those which least in­ter­ested me, and I found it im­possible to as­cer­tain why or when she had come, with what ob­ject, on whose or­ders, or what had taken place between her and my ser­vant.

				“Just as I was go­ing to tell her to re­turn to Mo­hammed’s tent, she ap­par­ently an­ti­cip­ated my words, sud­denly drew her­self up, and rais­ing her bare arms, while the tink­ling brace­lets slid in a mass to­wards her shoulders, she clasped her hands be­hind my neck and drew me to­wards her with an air of en­treaty and ir­res­ist­ible wil­ful­ness.

				“Her eyes, burn­ing with the de­sire to be­witch, with that need of con­quest that im­parts a fe­line fas­cin­a­tion to the im­mod­est gaze of a wo­man, ap­pealed to me, cap­tiv­ated me, robbed me of all power of res­ist­ance, and roused me to an im­petu­ous pas­sion. It was a short, si­lent and vi­ol­ent struggle car­ried on through the me­di­um of the eyes alone, the etern­al struggle between the prim­it­ive man and wo­man, in which man is al­ways conquered.

				“Her hands be­hind my head drew me, with slow, in­creas­ing ir­res­ist­ible pres­sure, to­wards her smil­ing red lips, to which I sud­denly pressed mine, hold­ing her close to me, while the sil­ver bangles, from her throat to her feet, jingled un­der the pres­sure.

				“She was as wiry, supple and healthy as an an­im­al, with the tricks and move­ments, the grace and even the scent of a gazelle, which gave her kisses a rare in­des­crib­able fla­vour, as for­eign to my senses as a taste of some trop­ic­al fruit.

				“After a while … I say after a while, it was per­haps as dawn was break­ing, I de­cided to send her away, think­ing that she would go just as she had come. I had not yet con­sidered what I would do with her, or what she would do with me. But as soon as she un­der­stood my in­ten­tion, she mur­mured:

				“ ‘If you send me away, where would you have me go? I will have to sleep out of doors, in the dark. Let me sleep on the car­pet at the foot of your bed.’

				“What could I say? What could I do? I re­flec­ted that Mo­hammed, in his turn, was doubt­less watch­ing the lighted win­dow of my room, and all kinds of prob­lems, which had not oc­curred to me in the em­bar­rass­ment of the first few mo­ments, now con­fron­ted me.

				“ ‘Stay here,’ I said; ‘We must talk it over.’

				“My de­cision was made al­most im­me­di­ately. Since this girl had been thrown in­to my arms, I would keep her as a kind of slave mis­tress, hid­den in my house, like the wo­men of the harems. When she no longer pleased me, it would al­ways be easy to get rid of her some­how, for in Africa these creatures be­long to us al­most body and soul.

				“ ‘I will be kind to you,’ I said, ‘I will treat you well, but I want to know who you are, and where you come from.’

				“She un­der­stood that she had to tell me some­thing, and re­lated her story to me, or rather a story, for she was prob­ably ly­ing from be­gin­ning to end, as Ar­abs in­vari­ably do, with or without a motive.

				“The habit of ly­ing is one of the most sur­pris­ing and in­com­pre­hens­ible fea­tures of the nat­ive char­ac­ter. These people who are so steeped in Is­lam­ism that it forms a part of them, gov­erns their in­stincts, mod­i­fies their ra­cial char­ac­ter­ist­ics and dif­fer­en­ti­ates them from oth­ers in men­tal out­look as much as the col­our of the skin dif­fer­en­ti­ates the Negro from the white man, are li­ars to the back­bone, to such an ex­tent that one can nev­er be­lieve what they say. Do they owe it to their re­li­gion? I can­not say. One must have lived among them to un­der­stand to what a de­gree false­hood forms a part of their whole ex­ist­ence and be­comes a kind of second nature, a ne­ces­sity of life.

				“She told me, then, that she was a daugh­ter of a Caid of Ouled Sidi Cheik and of a wo­man cap­tured by him in a raid on the Tou­aregs. This wo­man must have been a black slave, or at least the off­spring of an earli­er mix­ture of Ar­ab and Negro blood. It is well known that Negresses are highly prized in harems, where they play the part of aph­ro­dis­i­acs.

				“Noth­ing of this ori­gin was evid­ent ex­cept in the purplish col­our of her lips and the dark flush on her long supple breasts. The rest be­longed to the beau­ti­ful South­ern race, white and slender, her fea­tures as simple and reg­u­lar as the head of an In­di­an im­age, a like­ness which was en­hanced by her wide-set eyes.

				“Of her real life I could get no real in­form­a­tion. She de­scribed it to me in dis­con­nec­ted trifles which seemed to pour haphaz­ard from a con­fused memory, mingled with de­light­fully child­ish re­marks. It was like a pic­ture of no­mad­ic life from the brain of a squir­rel leap­ing from tent to tent, from camp to camp and from tribe to tribe.

				“All this was nar­rated with the ser­i­ous air which this strange race al­ways pre­serves, with the ex­pres­sion of an idol des­cend­ing to gos­sip, and with a rather com­ic­al grav­ity.

				“When she had fin­ished, I real­ized that I had ab­sorbed noth­ing of her long story, full of tri­fling in­cid­ents stored up in her nimble brain, and I wondered wheth­er she had not been merely play­ing with me in this mean­ing­less and ser­i­ous gos­sip, which left me no wiser than be­fore about her or any event in her life.

				“I re­flec­ted on this conquered race in the midst of whom we settle, or rather, who settle in the midst of us, whose lan­guage we are be­gin­ning to speak, whose every­day life we see go­ing on un­der the flimsy can­vas of their tents, on whom we im­pose our laws, our reg­u­la­tions and our cus­toms, and of whom we know noth­ing. All this, mark you, goes on as though we were not there, as though we had not been watch­ing little else for nearly sixty years. We no more know what hap­pens un­der that hut made of branches or un­der that little cone of cloth anchored to the ground with stakes, than we know what the so-called civ­il­ised Ar­abs in the Moor­ish houses in Al­gi­ers are do­ing or think­ing. Be­hind the white­washed walls of their dwell­ings in the city, be­hind the leafy screens of their huts or be­hind the brown cur­tain of camel skin flap­ping in the wind, they live on our thresholds un­known, mys­ter­i­ous, sly and un­trust­worthy, smil­ing and im­pen­et­rable in their sub­mis­sion. Be­lieve me, when I look at the neigh­bour­ing en­camp­ment from a dis­tance through my field glasses, I find that they have su­per­sti­tions, ce­re­mon­ies and in­nu­mer­able cus­toms still un­known and not even sus­pec­ted by us! Nev­er, per­haps, has a race conquered by force been able to es­cape so com­pletely from any ef­fect­ive dom­in­a­tion, mor­al in­flu­ence or per­sist­ent but use­less in­quiry on the part of their con­quer­ors.

				“I sud­denly felt, as nev­er be­fore, that secret and im­pass­able bar­ri­er which nature has mys­ter­i­ously erec­ted between the races, raised between me and that Ar­ab girl who had just offered her­self to me.

				“Think­ing of it for the first time, I asked her:

				“ ‘What is your name?’

				“She had been si­lent for some minutes, and I saw her start in­vol­un­tar­ily as if she had for­got­ten that I was there. Then I saw in her eyes that the short in­ter­val had been suf­fi­cient for sleep to claim her, a sud­den ir­res­ist­ible slum­ber, al­most over­whelm­ing, like everything that seizes the chan­ging fan­cies of wo­men.

				“She replied dully, stifling a yawn: ‘Al­louma.’

				“ ‘You want to go to sleep?’ I con­tin­ued.

				“ ‘Yes,’ she replied.

				“ ‘Very well, then, sleep,’ I said.

				“She quietly stretched her­self by my side, ly­ing face down, her fore­head rest­ing on her crossed arms, and I felt al­most at once that her prim­it­ive, fu­git­ive thoughts had van­ished in sleep.

				“As for me, ly­ing near her, I began to won­der why Mo­hammed had giv­en her to me. Had he played the part of the gen­er­ous and self-sac­ri­fi­cing ser­vant who gives up the wo­man he had taken for him­self, or had he ac­ted on an idea more com­plex and prac­tic­al in thus giv­ing up to me this girl who had taken my fancy? An Ar­ab, where wo­men are con­cerned, has the most rig­or­ous stand­ards coupled with the most in­ex­plic­able tol­er­ance, and one can un­der­stand his stern yet easy­going mor­al­ity no bet­ter than his oth­er feel­ings. Per­haps in my chance entry in­to his tent I had fore­stalled the kindly in­ten­tions of this thought­ful ser­vant who had in­ten­ded for me this wo­man, his friend, per­haps even his mis­tress.

				“Tor­men­ted by all these pos­sib­il­it­ies, I be­came so tired that, in my turn, I gradu­ally fell in­to a deep slum­ber.

				“The creak­ing of my door aroused me; Mo­hammed was com­ing in to wake me as he did every morn­ing. He opened the win­dow, through which poured a flood of day­light, light­ing up the fig­ure of Al­louma still asleep on the bed; then he gathered up my trousers, waist­coat and jack­et from the floor in or­der to brush them. He did not look at the wo­man ly­ing by my side, he did not even ap­pear to no­tice that she was there, and his grav­ity, his de­mean­our and his ex­pres­sion were the same as usu­al. But the light and move­ment, the slight pat­ter of the man’s bare feet, and the feel­ing of the fresh air on her skin and in her lungs roused Al­louma from her tor­por. She stretched her arms, turned over and opened her eyes, looked at me and at Mo­hammed with the same in­dif­fer­ence, and sat up. Then she mur­mured:

				“ ‘I am hungry now.’

				“ ‘What will you have to eat?’ I in­quired.

				“ ‘Kah­oua.’33

				“ ‘Cof­fee with bread and but­ter?’

				“ ‘Yes.’

				“Mo­hammed, stand­ing near our bed, my clothes over his arm, waited for or­ders.

				“ ‘Bring some­thing to eat for Al­louma and my­self,’ I told him, and he went out without the least trace of as­ton­ish­ment or an­noy­ance on his face.

				“When he had gone, I asked the young Ar­ab girl:

				“ ‘Do you wish to live in my house?’

				“ ‘Yes, I am will­ing.’

				“ ‘I will give you a room for your­self, and a wo­man to wait on you.’

				“ ‘You are gen­er­ous, and I am grate­ful for it.’

				“ ‘But if you do not be­have your­self, I will send you away from here.’

				“ ‘I will do any­thing you want of me.’

				“She took my hand and kissed it, in token of sub­mis­sion.

				“Mo­hammed re­turned, bring­ing a tray with break­fast.

				“ ‘Al­louma is go­ing to live in the house,’ I told him. ‘Spread some rugs in the room at the end of the pas­sage, and send for the wife of Abd-el-Kader­el-Hadara to come and wait on her.’

				“ ‘Yes, sir.’

				“That was all he said.

				“An hour later, my beau­ti­ful Ar­ab girl was in­stalled in a large, well-lighted room; and when I came to see that everything was right, she en­treated me to give her a ward­robe with a mir­ror on the door. I prom­ised and left her squat­ting on a rug made in Jebel-Amour, a ci­gar­ette in her mouth, and gos­sip­ing with the old Ar­ab wo­man whom I had en­gaged, as if they had known each oth­er all their lives.

			
			
				II

				“For a month I was very happy with her, and in a queer fash­ion I be­came at­tached to this creature of an­oth­er race, who seemed to me to be al­most of an­oth­er spe­cies, born on a neigh­bour­ing plan­et.

				“I did not love her; no, one does not love the young wo­men of this prim­it­ive con­tin­ent. Between them and ourselves, even between them and their own men­folk the Ar­abs, love as we un­der­stand it does not ex­ist. They are too prim­it­ive, their feel­ings are in­suf­fi­ciently re­fined to arouse in our souls that sen­ti­ment­al ex­al­ta­tion which is the po­etry of love. There is no men­tal or mor­al in­tox­ic­a­tion blen­ded with the phys­ic­al in­tox­ic­a­tion which these charm­ing and worth­less creatures stim­u­late in us.

				“Yet they grip us and take pos­ses­sion of us just as oth­er wo­men do, but in a dif­fer­ent way, less ten­a­cious, less pain­ful and sor­row­ful.

				“My feel­ings in that way I can­not yet de­scribe with any ac­cur­acy. I told you a little while ago that Africa, this bare art­less coun­try, devoid of all in­tel­lec­tu­al at­trac­tion, gradu­ally over­comes us by an in­defin­able and un­fail­ing charm, by the breath of its at­mo­sphere, by the con­stant mild­ness of the early morn­ings and the even­ings, by its de­light­ful sun­light and by the feel­ing of well-be­ing that it in­stils in us. Well, Al­louma at­trac­ted me in the same way by num­ber­less hid­den and fas­cin­at­ing en­tice­ments, by the keen al­lure­ments, not of her caresses, for she was typ­ic­ally Ori­ent­al in her non­chal­ance, but of her charm­ing un­con­straint.

				“I left her ab­so­lutely free to come and go as she pleased, and she passed at least one af­ter­noon out of every two in the neigh­bour­ing camp, amongst my nat­ive la­bour­ers’ wo­men­folk. Of­ten, too, she would spend a whole day ad­mir­ing her­self in the glazed ma­hogany ward­robe that I had ob­tained from Mili­ana. She ad­mired her­self in all con­science, stand­ing be­fore the great glass door in which she fol­lowed her move­ments with deep and ser­i­ous at­ten­tion. She would walk with her head thrown back in or­der to pass judg­ment on her hips and her back, turn, move away and come back again, un­til, tired of mov­ing about, she would sit on a has­sock and con­tem­plate her re­flec­tion face to face, her mind ab­sorbed in this oc­cu­pa­tion.

				“After a little while, I no­ticed that she went out nearly every day after break­fast, and dis­ap­peared com­pletely un­til the even­ing.

				“Feel­ing some­what anxious, I asked Mo­hammed wheth­er he knew what she might be do­ing dur­ing this lengthy ab­sence.

				“ ‘Don’t let it trouble you,’ he replied, un­con­cern­edly, ‘the feast of Ra­madan will soon be here. She has to carry out her de­vo­tions.’

				“He also seemed de­lighted with the pres­ence of Al­louma in the house, but not once did I de­tect the least sign of any­thing sus­pi­cious between them, nor did they even seem to be in col­lu­sion, or to hide any­thing from me.

				“I there­fore ac­cep­ted the situ­ation, though without un­der­stand­ing it, leav­ing the solu­tion to the work­ings of time and chance.

				“Of­ten, after in­spect­ing my fields, the vines and the clear­ings, I would go for a long walk. You know the mag­ni­fi­cent forests of this part of Al­ger­ia, those al­most im­pen­et­rable rav­ines where the fallen pine-trees dam the tor­rents, and those little dells full of rose­bay which from the moun­tain tops look like Ori­ent­al car­pets spread out along the wa­ter­courses. You know that fre­quently in these woods and on these slopes, where nev­er a soul seems to have pen­et­rated, you may sud­denly come across the snow-white dome of a koubla con­tain­ing the bones of a lonely, humble mar­a­bout, vis­ited at in­fre­quent in­ter­vals by a few de­term­ined fol­low­ers, who come from the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage with candles in their pock­ets to light them on the tomb of the holy man.

				“One even­ing, as I was re­turn­ing, I passed close to one of these Mo­hammedan chapels, and glan­cing through the ever open door, I saw that a wo­man was pray­ing be­fore the shrine. It made a charm­ing pic­ture, this Ar­ab girl bowed on the floor in the ru­in­ous build­ing, where the wind entered at will and piled up in­to yel­low­ish heaps in the corners the withered, del­ic­ate pine-needles. I ap­proached in or­der to see bet­ter, and re­cog­nised Al­louma. Ab­sorbed in her de­vo­tions, she neither saw nor heard me, and con­tin­ued to ad­dress the saint in a low voice, think­ing her­self alone with him, and pour­ing out to God’s ser­vant all her troubles. Some­time she stopped awhile to med­it­ate, to re­mem­ber what she had still to say, to make sure of for­get­ting none of her store of con­fid­ences; at oth­er times she grew ex­cited as if he had answered her, or as if he had ad­vised her to do some­thing against her will, against which she was ar­guing.

				“I stole away noise­lessly, as I had come, and re­turned to din­ner.

				“In the even­ing I sent for her, and as she came in I saw on her face a thought­ful look that was not usu­ally there.

				“ ‘Sit down there,’ I said to her, in­dic­at­ing a seat on the couch by my side.

				“She sat down, and as I leaned to­wards her to kiss her, she drew her head back quickly.

				“I was as­ton­ished, and asked her what was the mat­ter.

				“ ‘It is Ra­madan,’ she said.

				“I began to laugh.

				“ ‘And the mar­a­bout has for­bid­den you to al­low your­self to be kissed dur­ing Ra­madan?’

				“ ‘Oh, yes! I am an Ar­ab, and you are an in­fi­del.’

				“ ‘That would be a great sin?’

				“ ‘Oh, yes!’

				“ ‘Then you have eaten noth­ing all day, un­til sun­set?’

				“ ‘No, noth­ing.’

				“ ‘But after sun­set you had some­thing to eat?’

				“ ‘Yes.’

				“ ‘Well, then, as it is quite dark now, you can­not be less strict on food than on any­thing else.’

				“She looked ruffled and hurt, and re­tor­ted with a haught­i­ness that I had not known in her be­fore:

				“ ‘If an Ar­ab girl let her­self be touched by an in­fi­del dur­ing Ra­madan, she would be ac­cursed forever.’

				“ ‘And this will last for the whole of the month?’

				“She replied with a def­in­ite air:

				“ ‘Yes, the whole month of Ra­madan.’

				“I ad­op­ted a tone of an­noy­ance, and said to her:

				“ ‘Very well, you may go and spend Ra­madan with your fam­ily.’

				“She seized my hands and clasped them to her, cry­ing:

				“ ‘Oh! I beg of you, don’t be cruel; you shall see how good I will be. Let us keep Ra­madan to­geth­er, if you will. I will look after you, I will do any­thing you fancy, but don’t be cruel.’

				“I could not help smil­ing at her quaint air of grief, and sent her away to bed.

				“An hour later, as I was go­ing to bed, there were two light taps on my door, so light that I scarcely heard them.

				“ ‘Come in,’ I cried, and Al­louma entered, car­ry­ing a large tray loaded with Ar­ab del­ic­acies, sweet fried cro­quettes, and a strange col­lec­tion of nat­ive pastry.

				“She laughed, show­ing her fine teeth, and re­peated:

				“ ‘We are go­ing to keep Ra­madan to­geth­er.’

				“You know that the fast­ing which be­gins at dawn and ends at dusk, at the mo­ment when the eye can­not dis­tin­quish between a white and a black thread, is fol­lowed every even­ing by private little feasts in which eat­ing goes on un­til dawn. It fol­lows that for a nat­ive not over­burdened by his con­science, Ra­madan merely con­sists in trans­pos­ing day and night. Al­louma, how­ever, was more con­scien­tious about it. She placed her tray between us on the couch, and tak­ing in her long slender fin­gers a little powdered ball, she put it in my mouth, mur­mur­ing:

				“ ‘Eat this, it is good.’

				“I munched the light cake, which was in­deed ex­cel­lent, and asked her:

				“ ‘Did you make that?’

				“ ‘Yes, I did.’

				“ ‘For me?’

				“ ‘Yes, for you.’

				“ ‘To en­able me to tol­er­ate Ra­madan?’

				“ ‘Yes, don’t be un­kind! I will bring you some every day.’

				“What a ter­rible month I spent there! a sug­ary, in­sip­id, mad­den­ing month, full of little in­dul­gences, tempta­tions, fits of an­ger and vain struggles against an in­vin­cible res­ist­ance.

				“Then, when the three days of Beiram ar­rived, I cel­eb­rated them in my own way, and Ra­madan was for­got­ten.

				“A very hot sum­mer passed, and to­wards the early days of Au­tumn, Al­louma seemed to be pre­oc­cu­pied and ab­strac­ted and took no in­terest in any­thing.

				“One even­ing, when I sent for her, she was not in her room, and think­ing that she was some­where about the house, I sent someone to look for her. She had not come back, so I opened the win­dow and called for Mo­hammed.

				“His an­swer came from with­in the tent:

				“ ‘Yes, sir?’

				“ ‘Do you know where Al­louma is?’

				“ ‘No, sir. She is not lost, is she?’

				“A few seconds later, he entered my room, so agit­ated that he could not sup­press his anxi­ety.

				“ ‘Al­louma lost?’ he asked.

				“ ‘Yes, she has dis­ap­peared.’

				“ ‘Surely not.’

				“ ‘Go and look for her,’ I told him.

				“He re­mained stand­ing there, lost in thought and try­ing to grasp the situ­ation. Then he entered Al­louma’s room, where her clothes were scattered in truly Ori­ent­al dis­order. He ex­amined everything like a po­lice­man, or rather he snuffed around like a dog, and then, in­cap­able of fur­ther ef­fort, he mur­mured with an air of resig­na­tion:

				“ ‘Gone! she is gone!’

				“For my part, I feared some ac­ci­dent, a fall down a rav­ine, a sprained joint, and I sent out all the men in the camp with or­ders to search un­til they had found her.

				“They searched for her all night, the whole of the next day and for a week, but could dis­cov­er no clue that would put us on the right track. I suffered badly, for I missed her; the house seemed empty and life seemed a desert. Then dis­turb­ing thoughts began to pass through my mind: I thought that she might have been kid­napped, or even killed. But every time I at­temp­ted to ques­tion Mo­hammed or to tell him my fears, he replied stead­fastly:

				“ ‘No, she has gone away.’

				“Then he ad­ded the Ar­ab word r’ezale, mean­ing a gazelle, as if to say that she ran quickly and was far away.

				“Three weeks passed, and I had giv­en up hope of ever see­ing my Ar­ab mis­tress again, when one morn­ing Mo­hammed, his face beam­ing with joy, came in­to my room and said:

				“ ‘Al­louma has re­turned, sir!’

				“I jumped out of bed and asked him where she was.

				“ ‘She does not dare to come in! Look, un­der the tree over there!’

				“And with out­stretched arm he poin­ted through the win­dow to a whit­ish shad­ow at the foot of an olive-tree.

				“I got up and went out. As I ap­proached that bundle of cloth which seemed to have been thrown against the twis­ted trunk, I re­cog­nised the large dark eyes and the tat­tooed stars on the long well-formed face of the nat­ive girl who had be­witched me. As I ad­vanced, I was seized by a fit of an­ger, a long­ing to strike her, to make her suf­fer in re­venge. I called to her from a dis­tance:

				“ ‘Where have you been?’

				“She did not reply, and re­mained mo­tion­less, as if she scarcely lived, resigned to the ex­pec­ted blows.

				“I was now stand­ing right above her, gaz­ing with as­ton­ish­ment at the rags she wore, tat­ters of silk and wool, grey with dust, and torn and filthy.

				“With my hand raised as if to a dog, I re­peated:

				“ ‘Where have you been?’

				“ ‘From over there,’ she mur­mured.

				“ ‘From where?’

				“ ‘From the tribe.’

				“ ‘From what tribe?’

				“ ‘From my own.’

				“ ‘Why did you go away?’

				“See­ing that I was not go­ing to strike her, she plucked up a little cour­age, and said in a low voice:

				“ ‘I wanted … I wanted … I could not live in the house any longer.’

				“I saw tears in her eyes, and I im­me­di­ately felt a fool­ish sort of pity. I stooped to­wards her, and on turn­ing round to sit down I per­ceived Mo­hammed watch­ing in the dis­tance.

				“Very gently I con­tin­ued:

				“ ‘Come, will you tell me why you went away?’

				“Then she told me that she had for a long time felt in her heart the nomad’s ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to get back to a tent, to sleep, run and roll on the sand, to wander from plain to plain with the herds, to feel noth­ing over her head, or between the yel­low stars of heav­en and the blue stars on her face, but the thin cur­tain of worn and patched cloth through which one can see, awaken­ing in the night, the gleam of count­less spots of light.

				“She pic­tured this to me so simply, so for­cibly and so reas­on­ably that I was con­vinced of the truth of it, and feel­ing sorry for her, I asked:

				“ ‘Why didn’t you tell me that you wanted to go away for a while?’

				“ ‘Be­cause you would not have liked …’

				“ ‘If you had prom­ised to come back, I would have giv­en you per­mis­sion.’

				“ ‘You would not have be­lieved me.’

				“See­ing that I was not angry, she laughed, and ad­ded:

				“ ‘You see, it is all over. I have come back and here I am. I had to spend a few days over there. Now I have had enough: it is all over and done with. I have come back and I am no longer un­happy. I am very pleased. You are not cruel to me.’

				“ ‘Come to the house,’ I said to her.

				“She stood up, and I took her hand, held her slender fin­gers; and tri­umphant in her rags, with a jingling of brace­lets, neck­laces and or­na­ments, she walked sol­emnly to­wards my house, where Mo­hammed was wait­ing for us.

				“Be­fore go­ing in, I re­peated:

				“ ‘Al­louma, if at any time you want to go home, tell me so and I will let you go.’

				“ ‘You prom­ise?’ she asked cau­tiously.

				“ ‘Yes, I prom­ise.’

				“ ‘I prom­ise also. When I feel home­sick,’ and she placed her hands on her fore­head with a mag­ni­fi­cent ges­ture, ‘I will tell you that I must go yon­der, and you will let me go.’

				“I ac­com­pan­ied her to her room, fol­lowed by Mo­hammed bring­ing wa­ter, for we had not yet been able to warn the wife of Abd-el-Kader-el-Hadara of the re­turn of her mis­tress.

				“She entered, per­ceived the mir­ror, and with joy in her face ran to­wards it as if to wel­come a long-lost moth­er. She looked at her­self for a few seconds, then pouted and said to the mir­ror, with a shade of an­noy­ance:

				“ ‘Wait a minute, I have silk dresses in the ward­robe. I will be beau­ti­ful very soon.’

				“I left her to flirt with her re­flec­tion in the glass.

				“Our life to­geth­er went on as be­fore, and I fell more and more un­der the strange spell, the phys­ic­al al­lure­ment of this girl, for whom at the same time I felt a kind of pa­ternal su­peri­or­ity.

				“All went well for six months, and then I felt that she was again be­com­ing nervous, rest­less and rather sad. One day I said to her:

				“ ‘Do you want to go home?’

				“ ‘Yes, I should like to.’

				“ ‘You did not dare to tell me?’

				“ ‘No, I did not dare.’

				“ ‘Very well, then: you may go.’

				“She seized my hands and kissed them as she did in all her out­bursts of grat­it­ude, and the next day she had dis­ap­peared.

				“As be­fore, she re­turned after about three weeks, again in tat­ters, black with dust and sun­burn, and sa­ti­ated with the nomad’s life, with sand and with free­dom. Dur­ing two years she went home in that way four times.

				“I used to take her back cheer­fully and without jeal­ousy, for I felt that jeal­ousy could not ex­ist without love as we un­der­stand love in our own coun­try. Cer­tainly, I might very well have killed her if I had caught her de­ceiv­ing me, but it would have been rather as I would have thrashed a dis­obedi­ent dog, from pure an­ger. I would not have felt that tor­ture, that con­sum­ing fire, that ter­rible suf­fer­ing that con­sti­tute jeal­ousy in the North. I said just now that I might have killed her as I would have thrashed a dis­obedi­ent dog. I loved her, in fact, rather as one might love a very rare an­im­al, a dog or a horse that one could not re­place. She was a won­der­ful, a de­light­ful an­im­al, but no more, in the form of a wo­man.

				“I can hardly de­scribe what a gulf sep­ar­ated our souls, al­though no doubt our hearts came in­to con­tact at times and re­spon­ded to the touch. She was a pleas­ant ob­ject in my house and in my life, one to which I had be­come ac­cus­tomed and which ap­pealed only to my phys­ic­al senses.

				“One morn­ing Mo­hammed came in­to my room with a strange ex­pres­sion on his face, an anxious look, some­times seen in an Ar­ab’s eyes, which sug­gests a cat, ap­pre­hens­ive and ready to run, when faced by a dog.

				“See­ing his face, I asked:

				“ ‘Hullo! what is the mat­ter?’

				“ ‘Al­louma has gone away.’

				“I began to laugh.

				“ ‘Gone? where to?’

				“ ‘Gone right away, sir.’

				“ ‘What, gone right away?’

				“ ‘Yes, sir.’

				“ ‘You must be mad, my lad!’

				“ ‘No, sir.’

				“ ‘Why has she gone away? How? Come, ex­plain your­self!’

				“He stood still, un­will­ing to speak; and then, all of a sud­den, he gave vent to one of those typ­ic­al out­bursts of rage which oc­ca­sion­ally con­front us in the streets between two fan­at­ic­al Ar­abs, in which Ori­ent­al si­lence and grav­ity give place to the wild­est ges­tures and the most fe­ro­cious threats.

				“Then in the midst of his rav­ings I gathered that Al­louma had fled with my shep­herd.

				“I had to calm Mo­hammed and drag from him, one by one, the full de­tails.

				“It was a long story. I un­der­stood at last that for a week he had been keep­ing watch on Al­louma, who had been meet­ing, be­hind the nearby clumps of cac­tus or in the rav­ine where the rose­bay grew, a tramp who had been en­gaged as a shep­herd by my su­per­in­tend­ent about the end of the month be­fore.

				“Mo­hammed had seen her go out the night be­fore, and he had not seen her come back, and he re­peated, with an in­censed air:

				“ ‘Gone, sir: she has gone for good.’

				“I can­not tell why, but his con­vic­tion that she had eloped with this vag­a­bond in­stantly came home to me also, ab­so­lutely and ir­res­ist­ibly. It seemed ab­surd and im­prob­able, yet all the more cer­tain when one con­sidered the ir­ra­tion­al lo­gic typ­ic­al of wo­men.

				“With aching heart, and fum­ing with rage, I strove to re­call this man’s fea­tures, and I sud­denly re­col­lec­ted see­ing him, a week or two be­fore, stand­ing on a hil­lock in the midst of his flock and look­ing at me. He was a big Bedouin whose bare limbs matched the col­our of his rags, a typ­ic­al sav­age brute with prom­in­ent cheekbones, a crooked nose, a re­ced­ing chin and thin legs, like a tall skel­et­on clothed in tat­ters, with the treach­er­ous eyes of a jack­al.

				“I was quite cer­tain that she had fled with this scoun­drel. Why? Be­cause she was Al­louma, a child of the desert. An­oth­er girl in Par­is, a street­walk­er, would have run away with my coach­man or with a fre­quenter of the slums.

				“ ‘It is all right,’ I said to Mo­hammed. ‘If she has gone, so much the worse for her. Leave me alone; I have some let­ters to write.’

				“He went away, sur­prised at my calm. I got up and opened the win­dow, and began to draw in deep breaths of the stifling air which the si­rocco was bring­ing from the South. Then I thought to my­self:

				“ ‘Good heav­ens, she is a … wo­man, like many oth­ers. Can any­one tell why they do these things, what makes them love and fol­low a man, or leave him?’

				“Yes, oc­ca­sion­ally we know: gen­er­ally we do not. At times, we are doubt­ful.

				“Why had she dis­ap­peared with that re­puls­ive brute? Why, in­deed? It may have been be­cause for prac­tic­ally a whole month the wind had been blow­ing from the South.

				“A breath of wind! That was reas­on enough! Did she know, do any of them, even the most in­tro­spect­ive of them, know in most cases why they do cer­tain things? No more than a weath­er­cock swinging in the wind. The slight­est breeze sways the light vane of cop­per, iron or wood, in the same way that some im­per­cept­ible in­flu­ence, some fleet­ing im­pres­sion, stirs and guides the fickle fancy of a wo­man, wheth­er she be from town or coun­try, from a sub­urb or from the desert.

				“They may real­ise, af­ter­wards, if they con­sider it and un­der­stand, why they have done one thing rather than an­oth­er; but, at the time, they have no idea, for they are the playthings of their sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies, the featherbrained slaves of events and en­vir­on­ment, of chance and caprice, and of all their light­est whims.”

				M. Au­balle had ris­en to his feet. He took a few steps, looked at me and laugh­ingly said:

				“There you have a desert love af­fair!”

				“What if she comes back?” I in­quired.

				“The wicked girl!” he mur­mured. “Yet I should be very glad all the same.”

				“And you would for­give the shep­herd?”

				“Good heav­ens, yes. Where wo­men are con­cerned, one must either for­give … or ig­nore.”

			
		
	
		
			The Rendezvous

			She had on her hat and coat with a black veil down to her nose and an­oth­er in her pock­et to put over the first as soon as she got in­to the of­fens­ive four-wheel­er. She was tap­ping her boot with the point of her um­brella and re­mained seated in her room, un­cer­tain wheth­er to keep the ap­point­ment.

			And yet how many times with­in the last two years had she got ready to join her lov­er, the hand­some Vis­count de Mar­telet, in his cham­bers, when she knew that her hus­band—a so­ci­ety stock­broker—would be at the Ex­change!

			The clock be­hind her loudly ticked out the seconds; a half-read book gaped open on the little rose­wood writ­ing-table between the win­dows, and a strong scent of vi­ol­ets from two small bunches float­ing in a couple of tiny Dresden vases on the mantlepiece, mingled with a faint odour of ver­bena waf­ted through the half-open door of the dress­ing-room.

			The sound of the clock strik­ing three made her jump up. She turned to look at the time, then smiled, think­ing: “He is wait­ing for me, he will be get­ting angry.” Then she left the room, told the foot­man that she would be back in an hour at the least—a lie—went down­stairs, and set out on foot.

			It was the end of May, that de­light­ful sea­son when spring, on its way from the coun­try, lays siege to Par­is, seem­ing to carry all be­fore it, burst­ing through brick walls in­to the home, mak­ing the city blos­som forth, shed­ding gaiety over its build­ings, over the as­phalt of its pave­ments and the stones of its streets, drench­ing it in mer­ri­ment, and mak­ing it drunk with vigour like a forest burst­ing forth in­to leaf.

			Ma­dame Hag­gar took a few steps to the right, in­tend­ing, as usu­al, to go along the Rue de Provence where she could hail a four-wheel­er, but the de­light­ful feel­ing of sum­mer sud­denly took pos­ses­sion of her, and chan­ging her mind, she turned down the Rue de la Chaussée d’An­tin, not know­ing why, but vaguely at­trac­ted by a wish to see the trees in the square de la Trin­ité.

			“He can just wait ten minutes longer,” she said to her­self. The idea of keep­ing him wait­ing pleased her and as she walked through the crowd she fan­cied she saw him get­ting im­pa­tient, look­ing at the clock, open­ing the win­dow, listen­ing at the door, sit­ting down and get­ting up again, not dar­ing to smoke—as she had for­bid­den smoking on the days they met—and cast­ing des­per­ate glances at his box of ci­gar­ettes.

			She walked along slowly, her mind adrift among the many things around her—the people, the shops—and she slackened her pace more and more; so little did she care about reach­ing the flat that she used every shop win­dow as an ex­cuse for loiter­ing.

			At the end of the street, in front of the church, the green of the small square at­trac­ted her and she crossed the Place and went in­to the garden—the chil­dren’s play­ground—and strolled twice round the nar­row patch of grass, ming­ling with the nurses, gor­geous in their bright-col­oured cloaks and caps trimmed with rib­bons and flowers. Then she took a chair, sat down, and rais­ing her eyes to the clock that looked like a moon in the steeple, she watched the hands move round.

			The half-hour struck, and her heart beat with pleas­ure when she heard the chimes. She had already stolen thirty minutes, it would take an­oth­er fif­teen to reach the Rue Mir­omes­nil, those and a few more minutes in which to loiter about would make an hour! One whole hour stolen from the ren­dez­vous! She would stay barely forty minutes, and again the whole thing would be over.

			Good­ness! how it bored her to go! Go­ing to the dent­ist’s was bad enough! She suffered from the in­tol­er­able memory of these ap­point­ments—on an av­er­age, one a week for the last two years—and the thought that there would be an­oth­er one presently filled her with an­guish. Not that it was as pain­ful as a vis­it to the dent­ist’s, but it was such a bore, so com­plic­ated, so long, so un­pleas­ant, that any­thing, any­thing, even an op­er­a­tion, seemed prefer­able. Nev­er­the­less she went on very slowly, stop­ping, sit­ting down, hanging about, but she went all the same. Oh! how she would have liked to miss the ap­point­ment, but she had played that trick on the poor Vis­count twice run­ning last month, and she dared not do it again so soon. Why did she go back? Ah! why? Be­cause it had be­come a habit and she had no good reas­on to give poor Mar­telet when he wanted to know the why! Why had she star­ted the af­fair? Why? She no longer knew! Had she been in love with him? Pos­sibly! Not very much, just a little, ever so long ago! He was very nice, fas­ti­di­ous, dis­tin­guished, gal­lant, and you could see at the very first glance that he was the per­fect lov­er for a wo­man of the world.

			The court­ship had las­ted three months—the nor­mal peri­od which in­cludes an hon­our­able struggle and just suf­fi­cient res­ist­ance—then she had con­sen­ted, but with what flut­ter­ings, what timid­ity, what aw­ful yet ex­quis­ite shrink­ings at that first meet­ing, fol­lowed by all the oth­ers, in the little bach­el­or flat in the Rue Mir­omes­nil. Her heart? What did she feel when, temp­ted, van­quished, conquered, she entered the door of that house of night­mares for the first time? She really did not know! She had for­got­ten! An act, a date, a thing, may be re­membered, but it is rare to re­mem­ber a fleet­ing emo­tion two years af­ter­wards, it is too fra­gile for memory. Oh! for in­stance, she had not for­got­ten the oth­ers, the ros­ary of meet­ings, the sta­tions of the cross of love, those sta­tions that were so fa­tiguing, so mono­ton­ous, so alike, that she was filled with naus­ea at the thought of what was go­ing to hap­pen presently.

			Good­ness! think of all the four-wheel­ers that had been hired to go there, they were not like or­din­ary four-wheel­ers. Cer­tainly, the drivers guessed the truth. She felt that by the way they looked at her, and the eyes of the Parisi­an cab­man are ter­rible eyes! When you re­mem­ber that in court they al­ways re­cog­nise crim­in­als whom they have only driv­en once in the dead of night, from some street to the sta­tion, years be­fore, and that they have about as many fares as there are hours in a day, that their memory is so good that they say at once: “This is the man I picked up in the Rue des Mar­tyrs and put down at the Ly­ons sta­tion at 12:45 a.m. on Ju­ly 10th last year!” it is enough to make you shiver with ap­pre­hen­sion when you are risk­ing all a wo­man risks in go­ing to a ren­dez­vous, pla­cing her repu­ta­tion in the keep­ing of the first cab­man she meets! The last two years she had en­gaged at least a hun­dred or a hun­dred and twenty for the jour­ney to the Rue Mir­omes­nil, count­ing one a week. These were all wit­nesses who might ap­pear against her at a crit­ic­al mo­ment.

			As soon as she was in the cab she drew the oth­er veil—as thick and as black as a mask—from her pock­et and fastened it over her eyes. It hid her face, true enough, but what about the rest, her dress, hat, para­sol, would they not be no­ticed, had they not been seen already! Oh! what tor­ture she en­dured in the Rue Mir­omes­nil! She thought she re­cog­nised all the pass­ersby, all the ser­vants, every­body. Al­most be­fore the cab stopped she jumped out and ran past the port­er who was al­ways stand­ing out­side his lodge. He was a man who must know everything, everything—her ad­dress, her name, her hus­band’s pro­fes­sion, everything, for jan­it­ors are the most art­ful of all the po­lice. For two years she had wanted to bribe him, to throw him a hun­dred-franc note as she passed. She had nev­er dared to throw the piece of pa­per at him! She was afraid. Of what?—she did not know! Of be­ing called back if he did not un­der­stand? Of a scan­dal? Per­haps of be­ing ar­res­ted? The Vis­count’s flat was only halfway up the first flight of stairs but it seemed as high up as the top of the Tower of St. Jacques to her. As soon as she reached the en­trance of the build­ing she felt she was caught in a trap and the slight­est noise in front or be­hind made her feel faint. She could not go back again with the jan­it­or and the road block­ing her re­treat, and if any­one was com­ing down­stairs she dared not ring Mar­telet’s bell but passed the door as if she were go­ing some­where else. She went up, up, up! She would have climbed up forty stor­ies! Then when all seemed quiet she would run down ter­ri­fied lest she should make a mis­take in the flat!

			He was there, wait­ing, dressed in a vel­vet suit lined with silk, very smart but rather ri­dicu­lous, and for two years he had nev­er var­ied the way he re­ceived her, nev­er made the slight­est change, not in a single ges­ture!

			As soon as he had shut the door he would say: “Al­low me to kiss your hands, my dear, dear friend!” Then he fol­lowed her in­to the room where the shut­ters were closed and lights lit both winter and sum­mer be­cause this was the fash­ion, and knelt down gaz­ing at her from head to foot with an air of ad­or­a­tion. The first time it had been very nice, very suc­cess­ful! Now she felt that she was look­ing at M. Delaunay play­ing the fifth act of a pop­u­lar piece for the hun­dred-and-twen­ti­eth time. He really ought to make some change.

			And then after, oh! God! after! that was the worst to bear! No, he nev­er made any change, poor chap! A good chap, but so or­din­ary! …

			How dif­fi­cult it was to un­dress without a maid! For once it did not mat­ter much, but re­peated every week it be­came a nuis­ance! No, in­deed, a man should not ex­act such a task from a wo­man! But if it was dif­fi­cult to un­dress, to dress again was al­most an im­possib­il­ity, your nerves made you want to shriek, and you felt so ex­as­per­ated that you could have boxed the young man’s ears when he said, walk­ing awk­wardly around: “Shall I help you?”—Help her! Yes, in­deed, how? What could he do? You only had to see him hold a pin to know he was no use.

			That was prob­ably the mo­ment she had be­gun to take a dis­like to him. When he said: “Shall I help you?” she could have killed him. Be­sides, a wo­man must end by hat­ing a man who for two years has forced her to put on her clothes a hun­dred and twenty times without a maid.

			It is true that not many men were as awk­ward as he was, so clumsy, so mono­ton­ous.

			Bar­on de Grim­bal would nev­er have said in such a silly way: “Shall I help you?” He would have helped, he was so lively, so amus­ing, so witty. Well! He was a dip­lo­mat­ist; he had trav­elled in every coun­try, wandered about all over, he had cer­tainly dressed and un­dressed wo­men clad ac­cord­ing to every fash­ion in the world, he must have done so! …

			The church clock chimed the three-quar­ters. She drew her­self up, looked at the time and began to laugh, say­ing to her­self: “How ex­cited he must be!” Then she left the Square, walk­ing briskly, but had only just reached the Place out­side when she met a man who bowed and raised his hat.

			“Dear me, you, Bar­on?” she said, sur­prised, for she had just been think­ing about him.

			“Yes, Ma­dame.”

			He asked how she was, then after a few vague re­marks, said:

			“Do you know you are the only one—you will al­low me to say, of my lady friends, won’t you?—who has not yet been to see my Ja­pan­ese col­lec­tion?”

			“But, my dear Bar­on, a wo­man can­not vis­it a bach­el­or?”

			“What! What! That’s quite wrong when it is a ques­tion of go­ing to see a col­lec­tion of rare curios!”

			“At all events, she can­not go alone.”

			“And why not? I have had any num­ber of lady vis­it­ors alone, just to see my col­lec­tion. They come every day. Shall I tell you their names?—no, I won’t do that. One must be dis­creet even when quite in­no­cent. In prin­ciple there is noth­ing wrong in go­ing to see a man who is a gen­tle­man, well known, and of good birth, un­less one goes for some doubt­ful reas­on.

			“On the whole, you are right.”

			“Then you will come to see my col­lec­tion.”

			“When?”

			“Now.”

			“Im­possible, I am in a hurry.”

			“Non­sense. You have been sit­ting in the Square this last half-hour.”

			“You were watch­ing me?”

			“I was look­ing at you.”

			“Really, I am in a hurry.”

			“I am sure you’re not. Ad­mit that you’re not.”

			Ma­dame Hag­gar began to laugh, say­ing: “No … no … not in a great …”

			A cab passed close by which the Bar­on stopped and open­ing the door, said: “Get in, Ma­dame.”

			“But, Bar­on, it’s im­possible, I can’t come today.”

			“You are very im­prudent, Ma­dame. Do get in! People are be­gin­ning to stare at us, soon there will be a crowd: they will think I am run­ning away with you and we shall both be ar­res­ted: do get in, I beg you!”

			She got in, scared and dazed. Then he sat be­side her and said to the cab­man: “Rue de Provence.”

			Sud­denly she ex­claimed: “Oh! dear, dear. I have for­got­ten an ur­gent tele­gram, will you take me to the nearest post of­fice first?”

			The cab stopped a little fur­ther on in the Rue de Château­dun, and she said to the Bar­on: “Do get me a fifty-centimes tele­graph-card.34 I prom­ised my hus­band I would in­vite Mar­telet to din­ner to­mor­row, and had quite for­got­ten about it.”

			When the Bar­on came back with the blue card, she wrote in pen­cil:

			
				“Dear Friend,

				“I am not well. A bad at­tack of neur­al­gia is keep­ing me in bed. Im­possible to go out. Come and dine to­mor­row even­ing so that I may be for­giv­en.

				
					“Jeanne.”

				
			

			She moistened the gum, closed the tele­gram-card care­fully and ad­dressed it: “Vis­count de Mar­telet 240, Rue Mir­omes­nil,” then re­turn­ing the card to the Bar­on, said:

			“Now, will you be good enough to drop this in the spe­cial box for tele­grams?”

		
	
		
			In Port

			
				I

				Hav­ing left Havre on May 3, 1882, for a voy­age in Chinese wa­ters, the three-masted sail­ing-ship Notre-Dame-des-Vents re-entered Mar­seilles har­bour on Au­gust 8, 1886, after a four years’ voy­age. She had dis­charged her ori­gin­al cargo in the Chinese port to which she had been chartered, and had there and then picked up a new freight for Buenos Aires, and from thence had shipped cargo for Brazil.

				Vari­ous oth­er voy­ages, not to speak of dam­ages, re­pairs, sev­er­al months spent be­calmed, storms that blew her out of her course, and all the ac­ci­dents, ad­ven­tures and mis­ad­ven­tures of the sea, had de­tained far from her land this three-masted Nor­man boat now re­turned to Mar­seilles with a hold full of tin boxes con­tain­ing Amer­ic­an pre­served foods.

				At the be­gin­ning of the voy­age she had on board, be­sides the cap­tain and the mate, four­teen sail­ors, eight Nor­mans and six Bre­tons. At the end only five Bre­tons and four Nor­mans re­mained; the Bre­ton had died at sea; the four Nor­mans, who had dis­ap­peared in vari­ous cir­cum­stances, had been re­placed by two Amer­ic­ans, a nig­ger and a Nor­we­gi­an shang­haied one even­ing in a Singa­pore den.

				The great ship, sails furled, yards form­ing a cross with mast stem, drawn by a Mar­seilles tug that panted along be­fore her, rolled in a slight swell that died gently away in the calm wa­ters be­hind her; she passed in front of the Château d’If, then un­der all the grey rocks of the road­stead over which the set­ting sun flung a reek of gold, and entered the old har­bour where, ship ly­ing by ship along­side the quays, were gathered ships from all corners of the globe, huddled to­geth­er, large and small, of all shapes and rig­gings, like a fish-soup of boats in this too con­fined basin, full of foul wa­ter, where the hulls grazed and rubbed against each oth­er, for all the world as if they were pickled in salt­water li­quor.

				Notre-Dame-des-Vents took her place between an Itali­an brig and an Eng­lish schoon­er which drew apart to make way for their com­rade; then, when all the form­al­it­ies of cus­toms and har­bour had been com­plied with, the cap­tain gave two-thirds of his crew shore leave for the even­ing.

				It was already night. The lights of Mar­seilles were lit. In the warmth of the sum­mer even­ing, an odour of gar­lic-fla­voured cook­ing hung over the noisy city, alive with the sound of voices, rum­blings, clat­ter­ings, all the gaiety of the South.

				As soon as they felt land un­der them, the ten men who had been tossed for months on the sea, began to walk very care­fully, with hes­it­ant steps like creatures strayed out of their ele­ment, un­ac­cus­tomed to cit­ies, two by two in a pro­ces­sion.

				They rolled along, tak­ing their bear­ings, fol­low­ing the scent down the by-streets that opened on to the har­bour, their blood on fire with a hun­ger for love that had grown stronger and stronger in their bod­ies through­out their last sixty-six days at sea. The Nor­mans marched ahead, led by Célestin Duc­los, a tall shrewd sturdy young fel­low, who cap­tained the oth­ers whenev­er they set foot on shore. He found out the best places, de­vised ways and means to his lik­ing, and re­frained from risk­ing him­self too read­ily in the brawls so com­mon between sail­ors on shore. But when he did get in­volved in one, he was ab­so­lutely fear­less.

				After hes­it­at­ing some little time between the ob­scure streets that ran down to the sea like sew­ers, from which rose a heavy smell, as it were the very breath of hov­els, Célestin de­cided on a sort of wind­ing pas­sage where lighted lamps, bear­ing enorm­ous num­bers on their fros­ted col­oured glass, were hung out above the doors. Un­der the nar­row arch of the door­ways, wo­men in ap­rons, look­ing like ser­vant-girls, and seated on rush-bot­tomed chairs, got up at their ap­proach, made three steps to the edge of the stream that ran down the middle of the street and stood right across the path of the line of men that ad­vanced slowly, singing and chuck­ling, ex­cited already by the neigh­bour­hood of these pros­ti­tutes’ cells.

				Some­times in the depths of a lobby a second door pad­ded with brown leath­er opened ab­ruptly and be­hind it ap­peared a stout half-na­ked wo­man, whose heavy thighs and plump arms were sharply out­lined un­der a coarse tight-fit­ting shift of white cot­ton. Her short pet­ti­coat looked like a hooped girdle, and the soft flesh of her bos­om, arms and shoulders made a rosy patch against a bod­ice of black vel­vet edged with gold lace. She called to them from far off: “Are you com­ing in, dear­ies?” and some­times came out her­self to clutch one of them, pulling him to­wards her door­way with all her might, cling­ing to him like a spider drag­ging in a body big­ger than it­self. The man, ex­cited by her touch, res­isted feebly, and the oth­ers hal­ted to watch him, hes­it­at­ing between their de­sire to go in without fur­ther delay and their de­sire to make this ap­pet­ising stroll last a little longer. Then, when after the most ex­haust­ing ef­fort the wo­man had dragged the sail­or to the threshold of her abode, in­to which the whole com­pany were about to plunge after him Célestin Duc­los, who was a judge of such houses, would sud­denly cry: “Don’t go in there, Marchand, it’s not the right one.”

				Whereupon, obed­i­ent to this com­mand, the man dis­en­gaged him­self with bru­tal vi­ol­ence, and the friends fell again in­to line, pur­sued by the ob­scene ab­use of the ex­as­per­ated wo­men while oth­er wo­men, all the way down the pas­sage ahead of them, came out of their doors, at­trac­ted by the noise, and poured out hoarse-voiced en­ti­cing ap­peals. They went on their way, grow­ing more and more ex­cited, between the ca­jol­ing cries and se­duct­ive charms offered by the chor­us of love’s door­keep­ers down the length of the street be­fore them, and the vile curses flung after them by the chor­us be­hind, the des­pised chor­us of dis­ap­poin­ted wo­men. Now and then they met oth­er com­pan­ies of men, sol­diers march­ing along with swords clat­ter­ing against their legs, more sail­ors, a sol­it­ary cit­izen or so, a few shop as­sist­ants. Every­where opened oth­er nar­row streets, starred with evil beacon-lights. They walked stead­ily through this labyrinth of hov­els on the greasy cobbled streets, ooz­ing streams of foul wa­ter, between houses full of wo­men’s flesh.

				At last Duc­los made up his mind and, halt­ing in front of a fairly de­cent-look­ing house, mar­shalled his com­pany in­to it.

			
			
				II

				The en­ter­tain­ment lacked noth­ing! For four hours the ten sail­ors took their fill of love and wine. Six months’ pay van­ished on it.

				They were in­stalled, lords of all they sur­veyed, in the big sa­loon, re­gard­ing with un­friendly eyes the or­din­ary cli­ents who in­stalled them­selves at little tables in corners, where one of the wo­men who were still dis­en­gaged, dressed like over­grown ba­bies or mu­sic-hall sing­ers, ran to at­tend on them, and then sat down be­side them.

				Each man had on ar­rival se­lec­ted his com­pan­ion whom he re­tained through­out the even­ing, for the lower or­ders are not promis­cu­ous. Three tables had been dragged to­geth­er, and after the first round of drinks, the pro­ces­sion, fallen in­to two ranks and in­creased by as many wo­men as there were sail­ors, re­formed on the stair­case. The noise made by the four feet of each couple was heard for some time on the wooden steps, while this long file of lov­ers plunged through the nar­row door that led to the bed­rooms.

				Then they came down again for more drinks; went up again, came down again.

				Now, very nearly drunk, they began to bawl. Each man, with reddened eyes, his fancy on his knee, sang or shouted, ham­mer­ing on the table with doubled fists, rolled the wine round his throat, giv­ing full play to the beast in man. In the midst of them, Célestin Duc­los, hold­ing tight a tall red-cheeked wench, seated astride on his knee, re­garded her ar­dently. Not so drunk as the oth­ers—not that he had drunk any less—he could still think of more than the one thing, and more hu­man than the rest, he tried to talk to her. His thoughts were a little elu­sive, slip­ping from his grasp, re­turn­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing be­fore he could re­mem­ber just what he had wanted to say.

				He laughed, re­peat­ing:

				“Then, then … you’ve been here a long time.”

				“Six months,” replied the girl.

				He ap­peared pleased with her, as if that were a proof of good con­duct, and went on:

				“Do you like this life?”

				She hes­it­ated, then spoke resign­edly:

				“One gets through with it. It’s no worse than any­thing else. Be­ing a ser­vant or walk­ing the streets, they’re both dirty jobs.”

				He seemed to ap­prove this truth too.

				“You’re not from these parts?” said he.

				She shook her head without speak­ing.

				“Do you come from far?”

				She nod­ded, still si­lent.

				“Where from?”

				She seemed to search her mind, try­ing to col­lect her memor­ies, then she mur­mured:

				“From Per­pig­nan.”

				Again he showed great sat­is­fac­tion, and said:

				“Oh, yes.”

				In her turn she asked him:

				“You’re a sail­or, aren’t you?”

				“Yes, my sweet.”

				“Have you come a long way?”

				“Oh, yes! I’ve seen coun­tries, ports, and all that.”

				“Isup­pose you sailed round the world?”

				“I dare say, more like twice than once.”

				Again she seemed to hes­it­ate, search­ing in her mind for some­thing for­got­ten, then, in a rather altered, grave voice, she said:

				“You have come across a good many ships in your voy­ages?”

				“I have that, my sweet.”

				“Per­haps you’ve even come across Notre-Dame-des-Vents?”

				He chuckled.

				“No later than a week ago.”

				She turned pale, all the blood ebbing from her cheeks, and asked:

				“Is that true, really true?”

				“As true as I’m telling you.”

				“You’re not telling me a lie?”

				He lif­ted his hand.

				“God’s truth I’m not,” said he.

				“Then do you know wheth­er Célestin Duc­los is still with her?”

				He was sur­prised, un­easy, and wanted to know more be­fore reply­ing.

				“Do you know him?”

				She be­came sus­pi­cious too.

				“No, not me, it’s some wo­man who knows him.”

				“One of the wo­men here?”

				“No, out­side.”

				“In the street?”

				“No, an­oth­er.”

				“What wo­man?”

				“Oh, just a wo­man, a wo­man like me.”

				“What’s this wo­man want with him?”

				“How should I know, what d’you think?”

				They stared in­to each oth­er’s eyes, try­ing to read the thoughts be­hind, guess­ing that some­thing ser­i­ous was go­ing to come of this.

				He went on:

				“Can I see this wo­man?”

				“What would you say to her?”

				“I’d say … I’d say … that I have seen Célestin Duc­los.”

				“Is he all right?”

				“As right as you or me, he’s a lad.”

				She was si­lent again, col­lect­ing her thoughts, then, very slowly, asked:

				“Where was she bound for, the Notre-Dame-des-Vents?”

				“Well, to Mar­seilles.”

				She could not repress a start.

				“Really?”

				“Yes, really.”

				“Do you know Duc­los?”

				“Yes. I know him.”

				She hes­it­ated again, then said softly:

				“Good. That’s a good thing.”

				“What d’you want with him?”

				“Listen, you can tell him … noth­ing!”

				He con­tin­ued to stare at her, more and more un­easy. He must know the whole now.

				“Do you know him then?”

				“No,” said she.

				“Then what d’you want with him?”

				She came to a sud­den de­cision, got up, ran to the bar where the pro­pri­et­ress sat en­throned, seized a lem­on, cut it open, pour­ing the juice in­to a glass, then filled up the glass with plain wa­ter and, bring­ing it to him, said:

				“Drink this.”

				“Why?”

				“To sober you up. After that I’ll talk to you.”

				He drank obed­i­ently, wiped his lips with the back of his hand, and de­clared:

				“That’s all right, I’m listen­ing to you.”

				“You must prom­ise me not to tell him that you have seen me, nor who told you what I am just go­ing to tell you. Swear it.”

				He lif­ted his hand, with a know­ing air.

				“I swear it.”

				“On the good God him­self?”

				“Yes, on the good God.”

				“Well, you’re to tell him that his fath­er is dead, that his moth­er is dead, that his broth­er is dead, all the three of them in the same month, of typhoid fever, in Janu­ary, 1883, three and a half years ago.”

				And now it was he who felt the blood rush through his body, and for some mo­ments he sat there, so over­come that he could find noth­ing to say in reply; then he began to have doubts and asked:

				“Are you sure?”

				“I’m quite sure.”

				“Who told it to you?”

				She put her hands on his shoulders and, peer­ing in­to his eyes, said:

				“You swear you won’t give me away?”

				“I swear it.”

				“I’m his sis­ter.”

				Her name broke in­vol­un­tar­ily from his mouth:

				“Françoise?”

				She re­garded him again fix­edly, then, over­whelmed by a crazy fear, by a pro­found feel­ing of hor­ror, mur­mured un­der her breath, against his mouth:

				“Oh, oh, is it you, Célestin?”

				They sat ri­gid, eyes star­ing in­to eyes.

				Round them, the sail­ors went on shout­ing. The noise of glasses, fists, and heels beat­ing in tune to the chor­uses, and the shrill cries of the wo­men, mingled with the up­roari­ous songs.

				He felt her against him, held close to him, warm and ter­ri­fied, his sis­ter! Then, in a mere whis­per, afraid lest someone over­hear him, so low that she her­self could hardly hear:

				“My God, I’ve done a fine thing!”

				Her eyes filled with tears in an in­stant, and she stammered:

				“It’s not my fault, is it?”

				But he said ab­ruptly:

				“So they’re dead?”

				“Yes, they’re dead.”

				“Dad, and moth­er, and my broth­er?”

				“All three in the same month, as I’ve just told you. I was left alone, with noth­ing but what I stood up in, see­ing that I owed money to the chem­ist and the doc­tor and for bury­ing the three bod­ies, which I paid off with the fur­niture.

				“After that I went as ser­vant to old Cach­eux, you know him, the cripple. I was just ex­actly fif­teen then, see­ing that you went away when I was not quite four­teen. I got in­to trouble with him. You’re a fool when you’re young. Then I went as house­maid to a so­li­cit­or; he se­duced me too and set me up in a room in Havre. It wasn’t long be­fore he stopped com­ing; I spent three days without food and then, since I couldn’t get any work, I went in­to a house, like many an­oth­er. I’ve seen the world too, I have, and a dirty world at that! Rouen, Evreux, Lille, Bor­deaux, Per­pig­nan, Nice, and now here I am at Mar­seilles!”

				Tears poured out of her eyes and her nose, wet­ting her cheeks, and ran down in­to her mouth.

				She went on:

				“I thought you were dead too, my poor Célestin.”

				He said:

				“I would nev­er have known you again, you were so little then, and now you’re so big, but how was it you didn’t re­cog­nise me?”

				She made a des­pair­ing ges­ture.

				“I see so many men that they all look alike to me.”

				He was still star­ing in­to her eyes in the grip of a con­fused emo­tion, an emo­tion so over­whelm­ing that he wanted to cry like a beaten child. He still held her in his arms, sit­ting astride his legs, his hands spread out on the girl’s back, and now by dint of star­ing at her, he re­cog­nised her at last, the little sis­ter left in the coun­try with the three she had watched die while he tossed at sea.

				All at once he took her new­found face in his great sail­or’s paws and began to em­brace her as a man em­braces his flesh and blood. Then sobs, a man’s ter­rible sobs, long-drawn sur­ging cries, rose in his throat like the hic­cups of a drunk­en man.

				He stammered:

				“To see you, to see you again, Françoise, my little Françoise. …”

				Sud­denly he leaped to his feet and began to swear in a dread­ful voice, bring­ing his fist down on the table with such vi­ol­ence that the over­turned glasses broke to atoms. Then he took three steps, staggered, flung out his arms and fell face down­wards. He rolled on the floor, shout­ing, beat­ing the ground with arms and legs, and ut­ter­ing such groans that they were like the death-rattle of a man in agony.

				All the sail­ors looked at him and laughed.

				“He isn’t half drunk,” said one.

				“Put him to bed,” said an­oth­er; “if he goes out they’ll stick him in jail.”

				Then, as he had money in his pock­ets, the pro­pri­et­ress offered a bed, and the oth­er sail­ors, them­selves so drunk that they couldn’t stand, hois­ted him up the nar­row stair­case to the bed­room of the wo­man who had lately re­ceived him, and who re­mained sit­ting on a chair, at the foot of that guilty couch, weep­ing over him, un­til morn­ing.

			
		
	
		
			The Mask

			There was a fancy-dress ball that even­ing at the Élysée-Mont­martre. It was to cel­eb­rate Mid-Lent, and the crowd was pour­ing, like the wa­ter rush­ing over a weir, down the il­lu­min­ated cor­ridor that led to the dance room. The over­power­ing clam­our of the or­ches­tra, crash­ing like a storm of mu­sic, split walls and roof, spread abroad through the neigh­bour­hood, and roused in the streets, and even in the nearby houses, the ir­res­ist­ible de­sire to leap, to be warm and amused, that slum­bers in the depths of the hu­man an­im­al.

			The reg­u­lar fre­quenters of the place were ar­riv­ing from all the four corners of Par­is, people of all classes, who were fond of vul­gar, rois­ter­ing amuse­ments that were a little vi­cious and not a little de­bauched. There were shop as­sist­ants, pimps, pros­ti­tutes, pros­ti­tutes in every sort of dress, from the com­mon cot­ton to the finest ba­tiste, wealthy pros­ti­tutes, the old wealthy ones, old and covered with dia­monds, and the pen­ni­less six­teen-year-olds long­ing to en­joy them­selves, to find men, to spend money. El­eg­ants in tailed coats, in search of youth­ful flesh, de­flowered of its prim­al in­no­cence but still de­sir­able, roved through the over­heated crowd, peer­ing, seem­ingly scent­ing it out, while the masks ap­peared ab­sorbed in their de­sire for amuse­ment. The fam­ous quad­rilles had already gathered round their caper­ings a crowded circle of people. The sway­ing hedge, the quiv­er­ing mass of wo­men and men who en­circled the four dan­cers, knot­ted it­self round like a ser­pent, ad­van­cing and with­draw­ing in time to the swerving move­ments of the dan­cers. The two wo­men, whose thighs seemed fastened to their bod­ies by in­dia-rub­ber springs, ex­ecuted the most amaz­ing move­ments with their legs. They flung them up in the air with such vigour that the limbs seemed to be fly­ing to­wards the sky, then sud­denly, part­ing them as if they were open to the na­vel, slid­ing one in front and the oth­er be­hind, they touched the ground with the centre of their bod­ies in a quick wide split, re­volt­ing and com­ic­al to watch.

			Their part­ners leaped, pi­rou­et­ted on their feet, whirled round, their arms flap­ping and raised like stumps of feath­er­less wings, and one guessed that un­der their masks their breath was com­ing in gasps.

			One of them, who had taken a part in the most fam­ous of the quad­rilles to re­place a cel­eb­rated dan­cer who was ab­sent, the mag­ni­fi­cent “Songe-augosse,” and was do­ing his best to keep pace with the in­defatig­able “Arête-de-veau,” was ex­ecut­ing fant­ast­ic solo steps that pro­voked the joy and iron­ic mirth of the pub­lic.

			He was lean, at­tired like a dandy, with a hand­some var­nished mask on his face, a mask with a fair curl­ing mous­tache and topped by a curled wig.

			He had the ap­pear­ance of a mod­el from the Grév­in mu­seum, of a strange and fant­ast­ic ca­ri­ca­ture of a charm­ing young man in a fash­ion-plate, and he danced with an earn­est but awk­ward ef­fort, and with a droll ec­stasy. He seemed rusty be­side the oth­ers as he tried to im­it­ate their gam­bols: he seemed crippled, as clumsy as a pug-dog play­ing with grey­hounds. Mock­ing bra­vos en­cour­aged him, and he, drunk with en­thu­si­asm, leaped about with such frenzy that all at once, car­ried away by a wild rush, he ran full tilt in­to the wall of stand­ers-by which par­ted be­fore him to let him pass, then closed up again round the in­ert body of the mo­tion­less dan­cer, ly­ing face down­wards.

			Men picked him up and car­ried him away. There were shouts for “a doc­tor.” A gen­tle­man came for­ward, young, very el­eg­ant, in a black coat with enorm­ous pearls in his dress shirt. “I am a pro­fess­or in the Med­ic­al School,” he said, mod­estly. They made way for him, and in a little room full of car­tons, like a busi­ness man’s of­fice, he found the still un­con­scious dan­cer stretched across the chairs. The doc­tor tried first to re­move the mask and dis­covered that it was fastened on in a com­plic­ated fash­ion, by a mul­ti­tude of fine met­al threads, which at­tached it clev­erly to the edges of his wig and en­closed his en­tire head, in a sol­id lig­at­ure, of which one would have to know the secret. The neck it­self was im­prisoned in a false skin which formed a con­tinu­ation of the chin, and this glove-like skin, painted flesh-col­our, reached to the neck of his shirt.

			They had to cut it all away with strong scis­sors, and when the doc­tor had made a gash from shoulder to temple in this amaz­ing ap­par­at­us, he opened out this car­a­pace and found therein an old face, the face of a pale, worn-out, thin, wrinkled man. The shock to those who car­ried in the young curled mask was so great that no one laughed, no one said a word.

			They stared, where it lay on the rush chairs, at this sad face with its closed eyes, be­sprinkled with white hairs, some of them long, fall­ing from the fore­head over his face, oth­ers short, sprout­ing from cheeks and chin, and there be­side this poor head—the small, charm­ing, pol­ished mask, the fresh, still smil­ing mask.

			The man came to him­self after re­main­ing un­con­scious for a long time, but he seemed still so feeble, so ill, that the doc­tor feared some dan­ger­ous com­plic­a­tion.

			“Where do you live?” said he.

			The old dan­cer seemed to search in his memory and then to re­mem­ber, and he gave the name of a street which no one knew. So they had to ask him again for de­tails of the neigh­bour­hood. He fur­nished them with in­fin­ite pain, with a slow­ness and in­de­cision that be­trayed the dis­turb­ance of his mind.

			The doc­tor con­tin­ued:

			“I’ll take you back there my­self.”

			He had been seized with curi­os­ity to know who this strange mum­mer was, to see where this amaz­ing moun­te­bank lived.

			A cab soon car­ried them both to the oth­er side of the slope of Mont­martre.

			It was in a tall house of poverty-stricken as­pect, as­cen­ded by a shiny stair­case, one of those forever un­fin­ished houses, riddled with win­dows, stand­ing between two amorph­ous stretches of ground, squal­id dens where live a horde of ragged, miser­able wretches.

			The doc­tor, cling­ing to the hand­rail, a wind­ing wooden rod to which his hand stuck fast, sup­por­ted the dazed old man, who was now re­gain­ing his strength, up to the fourth floor.

			The door at which they had knocked opened, and a wo­man ap­peared, old too, and clean, with a white night­cap fram­ing a bony face with strongly marked fea­tures, the char­ac­ter­ist­ic, broad, good, rough-hewn face of an in­dus­tri­ous and faith­ful wo­man of the work­ing-class. She cried:

			“My God, what’s happened to him?”

			When the af­fair had been ex­plained to her in twenty words, she was re­as­sured, and re­as­sured the doc­tor him­self by telling him that this was by no means the first of such ad­ven­tures that had happened.

			“He must go to bed, sir, that’s all, he’ll sleep, and next day there’ll be noth­ing to show for it.”

			The doc­tor answered:

			“But he can hardly speak.”

			“Oh, it’s noth­ing, he’s a little drunk, noth­ing else. He ate no din­ner so that he should be supple, and then he drank two ab­sinths to liven him­self up. The ab­sinth, you know, re­vives his legs, but it takes away his wits and his words. He’s not of an age now to dance as he does. No, in­deed, I’ve lost all hope of him ever get­ting any sense.”

			The doc­tor, sur­prised, in­sisted:

			“But why does he dance like that, old as he is?”

			She shrugged her shoulders; she was flushed with the an­ger that was slowly rous­ing in her.

			“Oh, yes, why! To tell the truth, it’s so that people will think he’s young un­der his mask, so that the wo­men will still take him for a gay dog and whis­per nasty things in his ear, so that he can rub him­self against their skin, all their dirty skins with their scents and their powder and their po­mades. Oh, it’s a nasty busi­ness! Well, I’ve had a life of it, I have, sir, for the forty years it’s been go­ing on. … But he must be got to bed first so he doesn’t take any harm. Would it be too much trouble to you to give me a hand? When he’s like that, I can’t man­age by my­self.”

			The old man was sit­ting on the bed, with a drunk­en look, his long white hair fallen over his face.

			His com­pan­ion re­garded him with pity­ing, angry eyes. She went on:

			“Look what a fine face he has for his age, and he must go and dis­guise him­self like a worth­less scamp so that people will think he’s young. If it’s not a pity! He really has a fine face, sir! Wait, I’ll show it to you be­fore we put him to bed.”

			She went to­wards a table on which was the hand basin, the wa­ter jug, soap, comb and brush. She took the brush, then re­turned to the bed and, lift­ing the old drunk­ard’s tangled head of hair, in the twink­ling of an eye she gave him the face of a paint­er’s mod­el, with long curls fall­ing on his neck. Then, step­ping back to con­tem­plate him:

			“He really is hand­some for his age, isn’t he?”

			“Very hand­some,” de­clared the doc­tor, who was be­gin­ning to find it very amus­ing.

			She ad­ded:

			“And if you had known him when he was twenty-five years old! But we must put him to bed, or else his ab­sinths will up­set him in his stom­ach. Now, sir, will you draw off his sleeve? … high­er … that’s it … good … the breeches now … wait, I’ll take off his shoes … that’s bet­ter. … Now, hold him up while I turn down the bed … there … lay him down … if you think he’ll dis­turb him­self shortly to make room for me, you’re mis­taken. I must find my corner, any­where, any­how. He doesn’t worry about it. There, you gay spark, you!”

			As soon as he felt him­self between his bed­clothes, the good man shut his eyes, re­opened them, shut them again, and his whole con­ten­ted face ex­pressed an en­er­get­ic de­term­in­a­tion to sleep.

			The doc­tor, ex­amin­ing him with an ever-grow­ing in­terest, asked:

			“So he plays the young man at fancy-dress balls, does he?”

			“At all of them, sir, and he comes back to me in the morn­ing in such a con­di­tion you can’t ima­gine. You know, it’s re­gret that drives him there, and makes him put a card­board face over his own. Yes, re­gret that he’s no longer what he was, and so has no tri­umphs any more.”

			He was sleep­ing now, and be­gin­ning to snore. She con­tem­plated him with a com­pas­sion­ate air, and ad­ded:

			“Oh, he has had his tri­umphs, that man has! More than you’d think, sir, more than the fine so­ci­ety gen­tle­man and more than any ten­or or any gen­er­al.”

			“Really? What was he then?”

			“Oh, it sur­prises you at first, see­ing that you didn’t know him in his best days. When I met him, it was at a ball, too, for he was al­ways at­tend­ing them. I was taken as soon as I saw him—yes, taken like a fish on a line. He was charm­ing, sir, so charm­ing he’d bring tears to your eyes to look at him, dark as a crow, and curly-haired, with black eyes as large as win­dows. Oh, yes, he was a beau­ti­ful young man. He car­ried me off that even­ing, and I nev­er left him again, sir, no, not for a day, in spite of everything. Oh, he has giv­en me some bad times!”

			The doc­tor asked:

			“You are mar­ried?”

			She answered simply:

			“Yes, sir … or else he would have left me like the oth­ers. I have been his wife and his nurse, everything, everything he wanted … and he has made me weep for it … tears that I did not let him see. For he used to tell his ad­ven­tures to me, to me … to me … sir—nev­er real­ising how it hurt me to listen to them. …”

			“But what was his pro­fes­sion?”

			“Oh, yes … I for­got to tell you. He was head as­sist­ant at Mar­tel’s, such an as­sist­ant as you nev­er saw … an artist at ten francs the hour, on an av­er­age.

			“Mar­tel? … who was Mar­tel?”

			“The hairdress­er, sir, the fam­ous hairdress­er of the Opéra, who had all the act­resses as his cus­tom­ers. Yes, all the smartest act­resses came to have their hair done by Am­broise, and gave him re­wards that made his for­tune. Oh, sir, all wo­men are alike, yes, all of them. When a man pleases them, they of­fer them­selves to him. It’s so easy … and that’s a hard les­son to learn. For he used to tell me all … he couldn’t keep si­lent … no, he couldn’t. These things give so much pleas­ure to men! and more pleas­ure still to tell about than to do, per­haps.

			“When I saw him come home in the even­ing a little pale, with an air of con­tent­ment, and shin­ing eyes, I used to say to my­self: ‘An­oth­er one. I am sure he’s caught an­oth­er one.’ Then I used to long to ques­tion him, a long­ing that scorched my heart, and I longed not to know, too, to pre­vent him from talk­ing if he began. And we used to look at each oth­er.

			“I knew well that he would not hold his tongue, that he was go­ing to come to the point. I felt it in his man­ner, in the laugh­ing man­ner he as­sumed to make me un­der­stand. ‘I have had a good day today, Madeleine.’ I pre­ten­ded not to see, not to guess: I set the table; I brought the soup; I sat down op­pos­ite him.

			“In those mo­ments, sir, it was just as if my lik­ing for him was be­ing crushed out of my body with a stone. That’s a bad thing, that is, a dread­ful thing. But he didn’t guess it, not he, he didn’t know: he felt the need to tell someone about it, to boast, to show how much he was loved … and he had only me to tell it to … you un­der­stand … only me … so … I had to listen and take it like pois­on.

			“He began to eat his soup and then he used to say:

			“ ‘An­oth­er one, Madeleine.’

			“I used to think: ‘Now it’s com­ing. My God, what a man! That I should have taken up with him!’

			“Then he star­ted: ‘An­oth­er one, and a beauty. …’ And it would be a little girl from the Vaudeville or maybe a little girl from the Var­iétés, and maybe one of the great ones too, the most fam­ous of these the­at­ric­al ladies. He told me their names, de­scribed their rooms, and all, all, yes, all, sir. … De­tails that tore my heart. And he would keep on about it, he would tell his story again from be­gin­ning to end, so pleased that I used to pre­tend to laugh so that he would not be angry with me.

			“Per­haps it wasn’t all true. He was so fond of glor­i­fy­ing him­self that he was quite cap­able of in­vent­ing such things! And per­haps, too, it was true. On those even­ings, he made a show of be­ing tired, of want­ing to go to bed after sup­per. We had sup­per at el­ev­en, sir, be­cause he nev­er came in earli­er, on ac­count of the even­ing hairdress­ing.

			“When he had fin­ished re­lat­ing his ad­ven­tures, he used to smoke ci­gar­ettes and walk up and down the room, and he was such a hand­some fel­low, with his mous­tache and his curly hair, that I thought: ‘It’s true, all the same, what he tells me. Since I’m mad about that man my­self, why shouldn’t oth­er wo­men be in­fatu­ated with him too?’ Oh, I wanted to cry about it, to scream, to run away, to throw my­self out of the win­dow, as I was clear­ing the table while he went on smoking. He yawned when he opened his mouth, to show me how tired he was, and he used to say two or three times be­fore get­ting in­to bed: ‘God, how I shall sleep to­night!’

			“I bear him no grudge for it, be­cause he did not know he hurt me. No, he could not know it! He loved to boast about wo­men like a pea­cock spread­ing his tail. He came to ima­gine that they all looked at him and wanted him. It made it hard when he began to grow old.

			“Oh, sir, when I saw his first white hair, it gave me a shock that took my breath away, and then joy … a cruel joy—but so deep, so deep. I said to my­self: ‘It’s the end … it’s the end.’ I felt that I was go­ing to be let out of pris­on. I should have him all to my­self, when the oth­ers didn’t want him any more.

			“It was one morn­ing, in our bed. He was still sleep­ing, and I was bend­ing over him to waken him with a caress, when I saw in the curls on his temple a little thread that shone like sil­ver. What a sur­prise! I would not have be­lieved it pos­sible. For a mo­ment I thought of pulling it out, so that he shouldn’t see it him­self! but look­ing closely, I caught sight of an­oth­er one high­er up. White hairs! He was go­ing to have white hairs! It made my heart beat and my skin wet; but all the same, in the bot­tom of my heart, I was very glad about it.

			“It’s not pleas­ant to think of it, but I went about my work in rare spir­its that morn­ing, and I didn’t wake him just then; and when he had opened his eyes without be­ing roused, I said to him:

			“ ‘Do you know what I dis­covered when you were asleep?’

			“ ‘No.’

			“ ‘I dis­covered that you have some white hairs.’

			“He gave a start of vex­a­tion that made him sit down as if I had tickled him, and he said in an an­noyed way:

			“ ‘It’s not true.’

			“ ‘Yes, on the left temple. There are four of them.’

			“He jumped from the bed to run to the mir­ror.

			“He did not find them. Then I showed him the first, the low­est down, the little curly one, and I said to him:

			“ ‘It’s not sur­pris­ing con­sid­er­ing the life you lead. Two years from now you’ll be fin­ished.’

			“Well, sir, I spoke truly; two years later, you wouldn’t have known him. How quickly a man changes! He was still hand­some but he was los­ing his fresh­ness, and wo­men no longer ran after him. Oh, I had a hard life of it, I did, in those days: he made me suf­fer cruelly for it! Noth­ing pleased him, not the least thing. He left his pro­fes­sion for the hat trade, in which he got rid of a lot of money. And then he tried to be an act­or, without any suc­cess, and then he began to fre­quent pub­lic dances. Well, he has had the good sense to keep a little of his money, on which we’re liv­ing. It’s enough, but it’s not much. To think that at one time he had al­most a for­tune!

			“Now you see what he does. It’s like a frenzy that takes hold on him. He must be young, he must dance with wo­men who smell of scent and po­made. Poor old darling that he is!”

			Moved, ready to weep, she looked at her old hus­band, who was snor­ing. Then, draw­ing near him with light steps, she dropped a kiss on his hair. The doc­tor had ris­en and was pre­par­ing to leave; he could find noth­ing to say in the pres­ence of this fant­ast­ic pair.

			Then, as he was go­ing, she asked:

			“Will you just give me your ad­dress? If he gets worse I will come and fetch you.”

		
	
		
			The Test

			
				I

				A pleas­ant couple the Bondels, though a little bel­li­cose. They of­ten quar­relled, from trivi­al causes, and then were re­con­ciled. A re­tired trades­man who had giv­en up busi­ness after amass­ing enough to live on in ac­cord­ance with his simple tastes, Bondel had ren­ted a little cot­tage at Saint Ger­main, and settled down there with his wife.

				He was a pla­cid-natured man, whose firmly rooted ideas re­ori­ent­ated them­selves with dif­fi­culty. He had some edu­ca­tion, read the more ser­i­ous pa­pers and had, how­ever, an un­der­stand­ing of the finer shades of Gal­lic cul­ture. Gif­ted with reas­on, lo­gic, and the prac­tic­al good sense that is the su­preme qual­ity of the hard­work­ing French bour­geois, his thoughts were few but sure, and he made res­ol­u­tions only on grounds that his in­stinct as­sured him to be in­fal­lible.

				He was a man of middle height, and dis­tin­guished ap­pear­ance, and he was go­ing a little grey.

				His wife, en­dowed with real qual­it­ies, had also some faults. Of a pas­sion­ate nature, with a frank­ness of bear­ing that bordered on the vi­ol­ent, and ob­stin­ate to a de­gree, she cher­ished un­dy­ing re­sent­ments against people. Once a pretty wo­man, she had be­come too plump and too highly col­oured, but she passed even now, in their circle at Saint Ger­main, for a very lovely wo­man, though too mi­ra­cu­lously healthy for gen­teel taste.

				Their dis­putes al­most al­ways began at lunch, in the course of some quite un­im­port­ant dis­cus­sion, and then they re­mained es­tranged un­til the even­ing, of­ten un­til the next day. Their life, simple and lim­ited as it was, lent a grav­ity to their light­est con­cerns, and every sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion be­came a sub­ject of dis­pute. It had not been so in oth­er days, when they had a busi­ness that ab­sorbed them, joined them in mu­tu­al anxi­et­ies, gripped their hearts, con­fined and im­prisoned them both in bonds of part­ner­ship and a com­mon in­terest.

				But at Saint Ger­main they saw few­er people. It had been ne­ces­sary to make new friends, to build for them­selves, in a so­ci­ety of strangers, a life at once new and totally empty of oc­cu­pa­tion. Then, too, the mono­tony of hours that were all alike had made them a little bit­ter against each oth­er, and the peace­ful hap­pi­ness for which they had hoped and which they had ex­pec­ted leis­ure to bring them, did not ma­ter­i­al­ise.

				They had just sat down to table one morn­ing in the month of June, when Bondel asked:

				“Do you know the people who live in the little red cot­tage at the end of the Rue de Ber­ceau?”

				Mme. Bondel must have got out of bed on the wrong side. She replied:

				“Yes and no. I know them by sight, but I don’t care to know them.”

				“But why? They look very pleas­ant.”

				“Be­cause …”

				“I met the hus­band this morn­ing on the ter­race and we took a couple of turns to­geth­er.”

				Real­ising that there was danger in the air, Bondel ad­ded:

				“It was he who ac­cos­ted me and spoke first.”

				His wife re­garded him with dis­pleas­ure. She replied:

				“You could eas­ily have avoided him.”

				“But why?”

				“Be­cause people are talk­ing about them.”

				“Talk­ing! Good heav­ens, people are al­ways talk­ing.”

				M. Bondel made the mis­take of be­com­ing quite em­phat­ic:

				“My dearest, you know that I have a hor­ror of talk. The fact that they are be­ing talked about is enough to make me take a lik­ing to people. As for these people, I find them very pleas­ant, my­self.”

				She de­man­ded furi­ously:

				“The wife too, I sup­pose?”

				“God, yes, the wife too, al­though I’ve hardly seen her.”

				And the dis­cus­sion con­tin­ued, be­com­ing slowly more and more venom­ous and im­plac­ably fastened on one sub­ject from sheer lack of oth­er in­terests.

				Mme. Bondel ob­stin­ately re­fused to say what sort of talk was go­ing the rounds about these neigh­bours, leav­ing it to be un­der­stood that quite dread­ful things, which she did not spe­cify, were be­ing said. Bondel shrugged his shoulders, sneered, ex­as­per­ated his wife. She ended by shout­ing:

				“Well, your gen­tle­man is a cuck­old, that’s what!”

				Her hus­band answered un­emo­tion­ally:

				“I don’t see in what way that af­fects a man’s good name.”

				She seemed stu­pefied.

				“What, you don’t see it? … you don’t see it? … upon my word, that’s too much … you don’t see it? But it’s a pub­lic scan­dal: he’s hurt by the mere fact of be­ing a cuck­old!”

				He answered:

				“Not at all. Is a man hurt be­cause he’s de­ceived, hurt be­cause he’s be­trayed, hurt be­cause he’s robbed? … Not at all. I agree with you as far as his wife is con­cerned, but as for him …”

				She be­came furi­ous.

				“He’s as much in it as she. They’re ruined, it’s a pub­lic dis­grace.”

				Bondel, very calm, asked:

				“First, is it true? Who can as­sert such a thing, short of tak­ing them in the act?”

				Mme. Bondel bounced in her chair.

				“What? Who can as­sert it? Why, every­one! every­one! A thing like that is as plain as the nose on your face. Every­one knows it, every­one talks about it. There’s no ques­tion about it. It’s as well known as a pub­lic hol­i­day.”

				He sniggered.

				“And for a long time people be­lieved that the sun moved round the earth, and a thou­sand oth­er equally well-known things, which were un­true. This man ad­ores his wife; he talks about her with af­fec­tion and re­spect. It’s not true.”

				She stammered, stamp­ing her foot:

				“And con­sid­er­ing what he knows, fool, half-wit, de­frauded wretch that he is!”

				Bondel did not lose his tem­per; he ar­gued:

				“Par­don me. The man is not stu­pid. He seemed to me, on the con­trary, ex­cep­tion­ally in­tel­li­gent and very acute; and you won’t make me be­lieve that an in­tel­li­gent man would not no­tice such a thing in his house when his neigh­bours, who are not there in his house, are con­vers­ant with every de­tail of this adul­tery, for I’ll war­rant they are con­vers­ant with every de­tail.”

				Mme. Bondel gave way to a spasm of angry mirth that jarred her hus­band’s nerves.

				“Oh! oh! oh! You’re all alike, all of you! As if there was a single man in the world who would find it out, un­less one rubbed his nose in it.”

				The dis­cus­sion took an­oth­er form. She be­came heated on the ques­tion of the blind­ness of de­ceived hus­bands, which he called in doubt and she as­ser­ted with an air of such per­son­al scorn that he fi­nally lost his tem­per.

				The quar­rel be­came a vi­ol­ent one in which she took the side of wo­men and he de­fen­ded men.

				He had the folly to de­clare:

				“Well, I take my oath that if I had been de­ceived, I should have seen it, and at once too. And I would have cured you of your fancy in such a fash­ion that it would have needed more than a doc­tor to put you on your feet again.”

				She was trans­por­ted with rage and shouted in his face:

				“You? You! Why, you’re as stu­pid as any of them, do you hear?”

				He as­ser­ted again:

				“I take my oath I’m not.”

				She burst in­to so im­pudent a laugh that he felt his pulses quick­en and his skin creep.

				For the third time, he said:

				“I should have seen it, I should!”

				She got up, still laugh­ing in the same way.

				“No, it’s too much,” she got out.

				And she went out, slam­ming the door.

			
			
				II

				Bondel felt baffled, very ill at ease. That in­solent pro­voc­at­ive laughter had af­fected him like the sting of one of those venom­ous flies which we do not feel at first, but which very soon be­gin to smart and hurt in­tol­er­ably.

				He went out, and walked about, brood­ing over it. The sol­it­ary nature of his new life dis­posed him to think un­happy thoughts and to take a gloomy view of things. The neigh­bour whom he had that morn­ing met sud­denly ap­proached him. They shook hands and began to talk. After touch­ing on vari­ous sub­jects, they began to talk about their wives. Each of them seemed to have some­thing to con­fide, some in­ex­press­ible, vague and pain­ful thing con­cern­ing the very nature of this creature as­so­ci­ated with his life: a wo­man.

				The neigh­bour said:

				“You know, one would really think that wo­men some­times feel a kind of pe­cu­li­ar hos­til­ity against their hus­bands, for no oth­er reas­on than that they are their hus­bands. Take me. I love my wife. I love her dearly. I ap­pre­ci­ate her and re­spect her. Well, she some­times seems to feel more at home and in­tim­ate with our friends than with me.”

				Bondel thought at once: “There you are, my wife was right.”

				When he had par­ted from the man, he began think­ing again. He was con­scious of a con­fused med­ley of con­tra­dict­ory thoughts in his mind, a sort of un­happy agit­a­tion, and his ear still rang with that im­pudent laughter, an ex­as­per­ated laughter that seemed to say: “You’re in the same boat as the oth­ers, you fool.” Of course it was noth­ing but a ges­ture of de­fi­ance, one of those in­solent ges­tures typ­ic­al of wo­men, who will ven­ture any­thing, take any risk, to wound and hu­mi­li­ate the man against whom they are ir­rit­ated.

				So that poor fel­low must be a de­ceived hus­band, too, like so many oth­ers. He had said wist­fully: “She some­times seems to feel more at home and in­tim­ate with our friends than with me.” It showed how a hus­band—the blind sen­ti­ment that the law calls a hus­band—for­mu­lated his re­flec­tions on the par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tions his wife shows an­oth­er man. That was all. He had seen noth­ing more. He was like all the rest. … All the rest!

				His own wife, too, had laughed at him, Bondel, laughed strangely: “You too … you too.” The mad im­prudence of these creatures who could put such sus­pi­cions in­to a man’s heart for sheer pleas­ure in de­fy­ing him!

				He went back in thought over their life to­geth­er, try­ing to re­mem­ber wheth­er, in their former re­la­tion­ship, she had ever seemed more at home and in­tim­ate with any­one else than with him. He had nev­er sus­pec­ted any­one, so pla­cid he had been, sure of her, trust­ful. Yes, she had had a friend, an in­tim­ate friend, who for al­most a whole year had dined with them three times a week, Tan­cret, good hon­est Tan­cret, whom he, Bondel, loved like a broth­er, and whom he con­tin­ued to see in secret since the time when his wife for some un­ex­plained reas­on had fallen out with the pleas­ant fel­low.

				He stood still to think about it, star­ing in­to the past with un­easy eyes. Then he suffered an in­ward re­vul­sion against him­self, against this shame­ful in­sinu­ation put for­ward by the de­fi­ant, jeal­ous, ma­li­cious self that lies bur­ied in all of us. He blamed him­self, ac­cused and in­sul­ted him­self, even while he was re­call­ing all the vis­its and the be­ha­viour of this friend whom his wife had val­ued so highly and had ex­pelled for no grave reas­on. But ab­ruptly oth­er memor­ies came to him, of sim­il­ar rup­tures due to the vin­dict­ive nature of Mme. Bondel, who nev­er for­gave an af­front. Thereupon he laughed frankly at him­self, and at the pricks of an­guish that had as­sailed him; and re­mem­ber­ing his wife’s ma­lig­nant ex­pres­sion when on his re­turn in the even­ings he re­marked to her: “I met old Tan­cret, and he asked me for news of you,” he was com­pletely re­as­sured.

				She al­ways replied: “When you see the gen­tle­man, you can tell him that I do not trouble to con­cern my­self with him.” Oh, with what an air of ir­rit­a­tion and vin­dict­ive fury she used to ut­ter these words! How ob­vi­ous it was that she did not for­give, would not for­give! … And he had found it pos­sible to sus­pect? even for a second? God, what a fool he was!

				But why was she so vin­dict­ive? She had nev­er told him the ex­act start­ing-point of this quar­rel, and the reas­on for her re­sent­ment. She owed him a rare grudge, a rare grudge! Could it be? … But no—no. … And Bondel de­clared that he was de­grad­ing him­self by think­ing of such things.

				Yes, there was not the least doubt that he was de­grad­ing him­self, but he could not re­frain from think­ing about it, and he asked him­self in ter­ror wheth­er this thought that had come in­to his mind was not go­ing to stay there, wheth­er in this thought he had not ad­mit­ted to his heart the germ of an abid­ing tor­ture. He knew him­self: he was the sort of man who would brood over his doubt, as he had formerly brooded over his com­mer­cial trans­ac­tions for days and nights, weigh­ing pros and cons, in­ter­min­ably.

				Already he was be­com­ing agit­ated, he was quick­en­ing his step and los­ing his peace of mind. No one can fight against Thought. It is im­preg­nable, it can neither be cast out nor killed.

				And ab­ruptly he con­ceived a plan, an au­da­cious plan, so au­da­cious that he doubted at first wheth­er he could carry it out.

				Each time that he met Tan­cret, the lat­ter de­man­ded news of Mme. Bondel; and Bondel answered: “She’s still a little an­noyed.” That was all. God! … had he him­self been the typ­ic­al hus­band! Per­haps. …

				So he would take the train to Par­is, go and see Tan­cret, and bring him home with him this very even­ing, as­sur­ing him that his wife’s in­ex­plic­able re­sent­ment was over. Yes, but what a state Mme. Bondel would be in … what a scene! what fury! … what a scan­dal! So much the worse, so much the worse … that would be a rare re­venge, and see­ing them sud­denly face to face, she al­to­geth­er un­pre­pared, he would eas­ily be able to read the truth in the emo­tions writ­ten on their faces.

			
			
				III

				He went at once to the sta­tion, took his tick­et, climbed in­to a car­riage and when he felt him­self be­ing swept along by the train which was run­ning down hill at Pecq, he felt a stab of fear, a sort of gid­di­ness at the thought of his au­da­city. To keep him­self from weak­en­ing, from back­ing out of it and re­turn­ing alone, he strove to give up think­ing about it any more, to seek dis­trac­tion in oth­er thoughts, to do what he had planned to do with a blind de­term­in­a­tion, and he set him­self to hum songs from the oper­et­tas and the mu­sic-halls all the way to Par­is in or­der to stifle his thoughts.

				He be­came the prey of im­pulses to with­draw from the af­fair as soon as he had in front of him the pave­ments that would lead him to Tan­cret’s street. He loitered in front of sev­er­al shops, priced some of the things, took an in­terest in vari­ous new things, was seized with a de­sire to drink a bock, which was hardly one of his habits, and as he ap­proached his friend’s house, he felt the strongest pos­sible wish not to meet him.

				But Tan­cret was at home, alone, read­ing. He was sur­prised, jumped up, cried:

				“Ah! Bondel! What luck!”

				And Bondel, em­bar­rassed, answered:

				“Yes, old man, I came to do a little busi­ness in Par­is and I came along to shake you by the hand.”

				“That’s good of you, very good of you. All the more so be­cause you’ve rather lost the habit of com­ing to see me.”

				“Well, what could I do? There are cer­tain kinds of pres­sure you can’t res­ist, and as my wife seemed to be an­noyed with you …”

				“Damn it … seemed to be an­noyed … she went farther than that, see­ing that she turned me out of the house.”

				“But what was it all about? I my­self have nev­er known that.”

				“Oh, about noth­ing! … a silly af­fair … a dis­cus­sion in which I failed to agree with her.”

				“But what was the dis­cus­sion about?”

				“About a lady whom you may know by name; Mme. Boutin, a friend of mine.”

				“Oh, yes! Well, I be­lieve that my wife is tired of it now, for she spoke to me about you this morn­ing in the friend­li­est pos­sible terms.”

				Tan­cret star­ted vi­ol­ently, and seemed so astoun­ded that for some in­stants he found noth­ing to say. Then he replied:

				“She spoke to you about me … in friendly terms?”

				“Of course.”

				“You’re sure of it?”

				“Bless my soul … I’m not giv­en to day­dreams.”

				“Well?”

				“Well … as I was com­ing to Par­is, I thought it would please you to hear about it.”

				“Of course … of course.”

				Bondel seemed to hes­it­ate; then, after a brief si­lence:

				“I even had an idea … an ori­gin­al idea.”

				“What was it?”

				“To take you back with me to dine at the house.”

				At this sug­ges­tion, Tan­cret, who was tem­pera­ment­ally cau­tious, seemed un­easy.

				“Oh, do you think … is it pos­sible … aren’t we let­ting ourselves in for … for … for re­crim­in­a­tions?”

				“Not at all … not at all.”

				“It’s just that … don’t you know … she’s in­clined to bear a grudge, is Mme. Bondel.”

				“Yes, but I as­sure you that she’s tired of it now. I am quite con­vinced that it would give her great pleas­ure to see you like that, un­ex­pec­tedly.”

				“Really?”

				“Yes, really.”

				“Well, come along, old man. I’m only too de­lighted. Be­lieve me, this up­set has been caus­ing me great un­hap­pi­ness.”

				And they set off to­wards the Gare Saint-Laz­are arm in arm.

				The jour­ney was made in si­lence. Both seemed lost in pro­found rev­er­ies. Seated fa­cing one an­oth­er in the car­riage, they looked at each oth­er without talk­ing, each ob­serving that the oth­er was pale.

				Then they left the train and took each oth­er by the arm again, as if they were stand­ing to­geth­er against a com­mon danger. After a few minutes’ walk­ing, they hal­ted, both a little out of breath, be­fore the Bondel house.

				Bondel ushered his friend in, fol­lowed him in­to the draw­ing room, summoned the maid, and said to her:

				“Is your mis­tress at home?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“Ask her to come down at once, please.”

				They sank in­to two arm­chairs and waited, filled now by a mu­tu­al long­ing to get away as quickly as ever pos­sible, be­fore the dreaded per­son­age ap­peared in the door­way.

				A fa­mil­i­ar tread, a firm tread, was des­cend­ing the steps of the stair­case. A hand touched the lock, and the eyes of both men saw the cop­per handle turn­ing. Then the door opened wide, and Mme. Bondel stood still, with the in­ten­tion of see­ing who was there be­fore com­ing in.

				Then she stared, blushed, trembled, re­coiled half a step, and then re­mained mo­tion­less with flam­ing cheeks and hands pressed against the wall at each side of the door­way.

				Tan­cret, now as pale as if he were go­ing to faint, rose, drop­ping his hat, which rolled across the floor. He stammered:

				“Heav­ens. … Ma­dame. … It’s I. … I thought … I ven­tured … I was so un­happy …”

				As she did not reply, he went on:

				“Have you for­giv­en me … at last?”

				At that, ab­ruptly, car­ried away by some in­ward im­pulse, she walked to­wards him with both hands out­stretched; and when he had taken, clasped and held her two hands, she said in a small voice, a moved, fal­ter­ing voice that her hus­band had nev­er heard:

				“Oh, my dear! I am so glad.”

				And Bondel, who was watch­ing them, felt his whole body grow icy cold, as if he had been drenched in a cold bath.

			
		
	
		
			Alexander

			As usu­al that day at four o’clock Al­ex­an­der brought the three-wheeled in­val­id car­riage in which by the doc­tor’s or­ders he took his old, help­less mis­tress out un­til six o’clock every day, round to the front of Mara­m­balle’s little house.

			When he had propped the light car­riage against the step at the ex­act spot from which he could eas­ily help the stout old lady he re­turned to the house and an angry voice was heard—the hoarse voice of a former sol­dier—us­ing bad lan­guage: it was the voice of the mas­ter of the house, a re­tired in­fantry cap­tain, Joseph Mara­m­balle.

			Then fol­lowed a noise of slammed doors, up­set chairs and hasty foot­steps, then noth­ing more; shortly after Al­ex­an­der ap­peared in the door­way hold­ing up Mme. Mara­m­balle with all his strength, for the walk down­stairs had quite ex­hausted the old lady. When, after a cer­tain amount of trouble, she had been settled in the wheeled chair, Al­ex­an­der took hold of the handle at the back and star­ted off in the dir­ec­tion of the ri­verb­ank.

			This was their usu­al way of cross­ing the small town, through which they passed amid re­spect­ful greet­ings that were cer­tainly meant for the ser­vant as well as for the old lady, for if she was loved and looked up to by every­one, he, the old troop­er with his white, pat­ri­arch­al beard, was con­sidered the mod­el ser­vant.

			The Ju­ly sun shone down in­to the streets with cruel vi­ol­ence, bathing the low houses in a light made sad by its power and crudity. Dogs were asleep on the pave­ment in the line of shad­ow thrown by the walls, and Al­ex­an­der, rather out of breath, hur­ried to reach the av­en­ue that led to the bank of the river, as quickly as pos­sible.

			Mme. Mara­m­balle dozed un­der her white para­sol, the point of which swayed to and fro against the man’s im­pass­ive face.

			As they reached the av­en­ue of limes, whose shade thor­oughly woke her up, she said good-naturedly:

			“Not so fast, my good fel­low, you will kill your­self in this heat.”

			It nev­er oc­curred to the kind­hearted wo­man, in her can­did selfish­ness, that she now wanted to go slower be­cause she had reached the shel­ter of the leaves.

			Near the road over which the old limes formed an arch, the wind­ing Navette flowed between two wil­low-hedges. The wish-wash of the ed­dies, of wa­ter splash­ing over the rocks and of the sud­den twists of the cur­rent, cast over the prom­en­ade a low song of mov­ing wa­ter ming­ling with the fresh­ness of the mois­ture-laden air.

			After a rest, en­joy­ing the green, cool charm of the place for some time, Mme. Mara­m­balle said:

			“Now I feel bet­ter. He cer­tainly did not get out of the right side of the bed this morn­ing.”

			Al­ex­an­der replied:

			“Oh, no, ma­dame.”

			He had been in their ser­vice for thirty-five years, first as of­ficer’s or­derly, then as an or­din­ary valet un­will­ing to leave his mas­ter; now for six years he had been wheel­ing his mis­tress through the nar­row roads round the town.

			This long, de­voted ser­vice fol­lowed by daily com­pan­ion­ship had es­tab­lished a cer­tain fa­mili­ar­ity between the old lady and the old ser­vant, af­fec­tion­ate on her part and de­fer­en­tial on his.

			They dis­cussed house­hold af­fairs as between equals. Their chief sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion and of anxi­ety was the cap­tain’s bad tem­per, em­bittered by a long ca­reer that had opened bril­liantly, run its course without pro­mo­tion, and ended without glory.

			Mme. Mara­m­balle re­sumed the con­ver­sa­tion:

			“As for hav­ing bad man­ners, he cer­tainly has. He for­gets him­self much too of­ten since he left the army.”

			With a sigh Al­ex­an­der com­pleted his mis­tress’s thought:

			“Oh! Ma­dame may say that he for­gets him­self every day and that he did even be­fore he left the army.”

			“That is true. But he has had no luck, the poor man. He star­ted by an act of bravery for which he was dec­or­ated when only twenty, then from the age of twenty to that of fifty he nev­er rose high­er than the rank of cap­tain, al­though at the start he had coun­ted on be­ing at least a col­on­el when he re­tired.”

			“After all, Ma­dame may say it is his own fault. Had he not al­ways been about as gentle as a rid­ing-whip, his su­per­i­ors would have liked him bet­ter and used their in­flu­ence in his fa­vour. It’s no good be­ing hard on oth­ers, you must please people if you want to get on.

			“That he should treat us like that, well, that is our own fault be­cause it suits us to stay with him, but it is a dif­fer­ent mat­ter for oth­ers.”

			Mme. Mara­m­balle was think­ing things over. Every day for years and years she had thought about the bru­tal­ity of the man she mar­ried long ago be­cause he was a fine-look­ing of­ficer who had been dec­or­ated in his youth, and had a bril­liant fu­ture, so every­one said. What mis­takes one can make in life!

			She said gently:

			“Let us stop awhile, my poor Al­ex­an­der, you must have a rest on your seat.”

			The seat was a small one, partly rot­ted away, placed at the turn­ing of the av­en­ue for the use of Sunday vis­it­ors. When they came this way Al­ex­an­der al­ways had a short rest on the seat.

			He sat down, hold­ing his fine, white, fan-shaped beard in his hands with a simple ges­ture full of pride; he grasped it tightly, then slid his closed fin­gers down to the bot­tom, which he held over the pit of his stom­ach for a few minutes, as if he wanted to fasten it there, and show off the great length of his growth.

			Mme. Mara­m­balle re­sumed:

			“As for me, I mar­ried him: it is only just and nat­ur­al that I should bear with his un­kind­ness, but what I can­not un­der­stand is that you put up with it too, my good Al­ex­an­der!”

			He gave a slight shrug of his shoulders, say­ing:

			“Oh, me … ma­dame.”

			She ad­ded:

			“It is a fact. I have of­ten thought about it. You were his or­derly when I mar­ried and could hardly do oth­er­wise than put up with him. But since then, why have you stayed with us who pay so little and treat you so badly, when you might have done like oth­ers, settled down, mar­ried, had chil­dren, foun­ded a fam­ily?”

			He re­peated:

			“Oh, me, ma­dame, that’s an­oth­er ques­tion.” He stopped and began to pull his beard as if it were a bell ringing in­side him, as if he wanted to pull it off; the scared look in his eyes showed his em­bar­rass­ment.

			Mme. Mara­m­balle fol­lowed her own line of thought:

			“You are not a peas­ant. You have been edu­cated …”

			He in­ter­rup­ted her with pride:

			“I stud­ied to be a land-sur­vey­or.”

			“Then why did you stay on with us, spoil­ing your life?”

			He stammered:

			“Why! Why! It is a nat­ur­al weak­ness of mine.”

			“What do you mean, a nat­ur­al weak­ness?”

			“Yes, when I at­tach my­self to any­one, I at­tach my­self, that’s the end of it.”

			She laughed.

			“Come, you are not go­ing to make me be­lieve that Mara­m­balle’s kind­ness and gen­tle­ness have at­tached you to him for life.”

			Al­ex­an­der moved rest­lessly about on the seat, vis­ibly at a loss, and mumbled in­to his long mous­tache:

			“It is not he, it is you!”

			The old lady, whose sweet face was crowned by a snow-white ridge of curly hair that shone like swan’s feath­ers, care­fully put in­to curl-pa­pers every day, gave a start and looked at her ser­vant with sur­prise in her eyes.

			“Me, my poor Al­ex­an­der. But how?”

			He looked up in­to the air first, then to one side, then in­to the dis­tance, turn­ing his head about as shy men do when forced to ad­mit some shame­ful secret. Then with the cour­age of a sol­dier ordered in­to the fir­ing line, he said:

			“It’s quite simple. The first time I took a let­ter from the Lieu­ten­ant to Ma­demois­elle, and Ma­demois­elle with a smile gave me a franc, that settled the mat­ter.”

			Not un­der­stand­ing, she in­sisted:

			“Come, come, ex­plain your­self.”

			Over­come by the ter­ror of the crim­in­al who knows that all is over when he con­fesses a crime, Al­ex­an­der blur­ted out:

			“I felt drawn to­wards Ma­dame. There!”

			She made no reply and did not look at him, while she turned this over in her mind. She was kind, straight­for­ward, gentle, reas­on­able, and full of good feel­ing.

			In a second she real­ized the great de­vo­tion of the un­for­tu­nate man who had giv­en up everything to live near her, without say­ing a word. She wanted to cry.

			“Let us go back,” she said, look­ing ser­i­ous, but with no feel­ing of an­ger.

			He got up, walked round to the back of the wheeled chair and began to push it. As they ap­proached the vil­lage they saw Cap­tain Mara­m­balle in the middle of the road, com­ing to­wards them.

			As soon as he had joined them he said to his wife, ob­vi­ously anxious to pick a quar­rel:

			“What is there for din­ner?”

			“A chick­en and flageolets.”

			He shouted in­dig­nantly:

			“Chick­en, chick­en again, al­ways chick­en, damn it! I have had enough, I have, of your chick­ens. Can’t you think of any­thing else, must you al­ways give me the same thing to eat every day?”

			Resign­edly, she replied:

			“But, my darling, you know the doc­tor ordered it. It is the best thing for your di­ges­tion. There are lots of things I dare not give you that you should have if you did not suf­fer from in­di­ges­tion.”

			Ex­as­per­ated, he stood right in front of Al­ex­an­der:

			“If I am ill it is this brute’s fault. For thirty-five years he has been pois­on­ing me with his filthy cook­ing.”

			Mme. Mara­m­balle turned her head round quickly to look at the old ser­vant. Their eyes met in a glance which con­tained their mu­tu­al thanks.

		
	
		
			The Putter-to-Sleep

			The Seine spread be­fore my house without a wrinkle, var­nished by the morn­ing sun. It lay there, a lovely, wide, slow, long flood of sil­ver, tar­nished in places; and on the fur­ther side of the river a line of tall trees stretched along the bank a huge wall of ver­dure.

			The feel­ing of life which be­gins again each morn­ing, of life, fresh, gay, lov­ing, shivered in the leaves, fluttered in the air, shimmered in the wa­ter.

			They brought me my news­pa­pers which the post­man had just left and I went out on to the bank with tran­quil step to read them.

			In the first I opened I caught the words “Sui­cide Stat­ist­ics” and I was in­formed that this year more than eight thou­sand five hun­dred per­sons had killed them­selves.

			At that mo­ment I saw them! I saw this hideous mas­sacre of des­per­ate creatures, tired of life. I saw people bleed­ing, their jaw shattered, their skull smashed, their chest pierced by a bul­let, slowly dy­ing, alone in a little hotel bed­room, and think­ing noth­ing of their wound, al­ways of their misery.

			Oth­ers I saw, throat gap­ing or stom­ach ripped open, still hold­ing in their hand the kit­chen knife or the razor.

			I saw oth­ers, seated be­fore a glass in which matches were soak­ing, or some­times be­fore a little bottle with a red la­bel. They would watch it with ri­gid eyes, mo­tion­less; then they would drink it, then wait; then a grim­ace would cross their faces, con­tract their lips; a fear crept in­to their eyes, for they did not know how much they would suf­fer be­fore the end.

			They would get up, stop, fall, and with hands clutch­ing their stom­achs, feel their or­gans burned and their en­trails cor­roded by the li­quid’s flames, be­fore their con­scious­ness was over­cast.

			Oth­ers again I saw hanging from a nail in the wall, from the win­dow fasten­ing, from the ceil­ing brack­et, from the beam of a barn, from the branch of a tree, be­neath the even­ing drizzle. And I guessed all that they had done be­fore they hung there, tongue lolling, mo­tion­less. I guessed the an­guish of their hearts, their last hes­it­a­tions, their move­ments in fix­ing the rope, try­ing wheth­er it held firmly, passing it about their neck and let­ting them­selves fall.

			Oth­ers still I saw ly­ing on their wretched beds, moth­ers with their little chil­dren, old men starving with hun­ger, girls torn with the agony of love, all ri­gid, stifled, suf­foc­ated, while in the centre of the room still smoked the char­coal bra­zi­er.

			And some I glimpsed walk­ing to and fro by night on deser­ted bridges. These were the most sin­is­ter. The wa­ter ed­died be­neath the arches with a soft whis­per. They did not see it … they guessed its pres­ence, scent­ing its chilly odour! They de­sired it and feared it. They did not dare! How­ever, they must. The hour was strik­ing from some dis­tant clock, and sud­denly, in the wide si­lences of the dark­ness, there swept by me, quickly stifled, the splash of a body fall­ing in­to the river, a few screams, the slap­ping of wa­ter beaten with hands. Some­times there was noth­ing more than the plunge of their fall, when they had bound their arms or tied a stone to their feet.

			Oh! poor folk, poor folk, poor folk, how I felt their an­guish, how I died their deaths. I have passed through all their miser­ies; in one hour I have un­der­gone all their tor­tures. I have known all the sor­rows which led them to that place; for I feel de­grad­a­tion, de­ceiv­er of life, as no one more than I has felt it.

			Yes, I have un­der­stood them, those feeble things, who—tor­men­ted by ill for­tune, hav­ing lost their loved ones, awakened from their dreams of later re­ward, from the il­lu­sion of an­oth­er existance, in which God would at last be just, after giv­ing way to sav­age an­ger, and dis­ab­used of the mirage of hap­pi­ness—have had enough of life, and would end this re­lent­less tragedy or shame­ful com­edy.

			Sui­cide; it is the strength of them who have noth­ing left, the hope of them who be­lieve no more, the sub­lime cour­age of the conquered! Yes, there is at least one door from this life; we can al­ways open it and pass to the oth­er side. Nature has made one ges­ture of pity; she has not im­prisoned us. Mercy for the des­per­ate!

			While for the merely dis­ab­used, let them march for­ward free-souled and calm-hearted. They have noth­ing to fear, since they can de­part; since be­hind them stands ever this door that the gods we dream of can nev­er close.

			So I med­it­ated on this crowd of will­ing dead: more than eight thou­sand five hun­dred in a year. And it came to me that they had come to­geth­er to hurl in­to the world a pray­er, to cry their will, to de­mand some­thing, to be later made real, when the world will un­der­stand bet­ter. It seemed to me that all these be­ings tor­tured, stabbed, poisoned, hung, suf­foc­ated, drowned, flocked, in one ter­ri­fy­ing horde, like voters at the poll, to say to So­ci­ety: “Grant us at least a quiet death! Help us to die, you who will not help us to live! See, we are many, we have the right to speak in these days of liberty, of philo­soph­ic in­de­pend­ence, and of demo­cracy. Give those who re­nounce life the char­ity of a death neither re­puls­ive nor fear­ful.”

			

			I let my­self dream, leav­ing my thoughts to roam about this sub­ject with bizarre, mys­ter­i­ous fan­cies.

			I thought my­self at one mo­ment in a lovely city. It was Par­is; but of what date? I wandered down the streets, look­ing at houses, theatres, pub­lic build­ings, and then sud­denly, in a square, I came on a huge edi­fice, grace­ful al­lur­ing, hand­some.

			I was sur­prised when I read on the façade, in gilt let­ters: “In­sti­tute of Vol­un­tary Death”!

			The strange­ness of those wakened dreams, where the spir­it hov­ers in an un­real yet pos­sible world! Noth­ing sur­prises; noth­ing shocks; and the un­bridled fancy no longer dis­tin­guishes the com­ic or the dole­ful.

			I went up to the build­ing, and saw foot­men in breeches seated in the hall be­fore a cloak­room, as in the en­trance to a club.

			I went in to look round. One of them, rising, asked me:

			“Do you want any­thing, sir?”

			“I want to know what this place is.”

			“Noth­ing else?”

			“No.”

			“Per­haps you would like me to take you to the sec­ret­ary of the in­sti­tute, sir?”

			I hes­it­ated and then asked:

			“I shall not be dis­turb­ing him?”

			“Oh, not at all, sir. He is here to see people who want in­form­a­tion.”

			“Very well. I will fol­low you.”

			He led me through some cor­ridors in which a few old gen­tle­men were chat­ting; then I was con­duc­ted in­to a charm­ing room, a little sombre per­haps, fur­nished in black wood. A plump, pot­bel­lied young man was writ­ing a let­ter and smoking a ci­gar the qual­ity of which was evid­enced by its ex­cel­lent bou­quet.

			He rose. We bowed to each oth­er, and when the foot­man had gone, he asked:

			“How can I be of ser­vice to you?”

			“You will for­give my in­dis­cre­tion, sir,” I replied. “I have nev­er seen this es­tab­lish­ment be­fore. The few words in­scribed on the façade sur­prised me and I wanted to know what they be­tokened!”

			He smiled be­fore an­swer­ing, then in a low voice with an air of sat­is­fac­tion:

			“Just, sir, that people who want to die, are killed here de­cently and quietly; I won’t say agree­ably.”

			I did not feel much moved, for this state­ment seemed to me on the whole very nat­ur­al and just. But I was as­ton­ished that on this plan­et with its low, util­it­ari­an, hu­man­it­ari­an ideas, egot­ist­ic­al and co­er­cive of all real liberty, an en­ter­prise of such a nature, worthy of an eman­cip­ated hu­man­ity, dare be un­der­taken.

			I went on:

			“How did this hap­pen?”

			“Sir,” he replied, “the num­ber of sui­cides grew so rap­idly in the five years fol­low­ing the Ex­hib­i­tion of 1889, that im­me­di­ate steps be­came ne­ces­sary. People were killing them­selves in the streets, at parties, in res­taur­ants, at the theatre, in rail­way car­riages, at pres­id­en­tial ban­quets, every­where. Not only was it a very ugly sight for those, such as my­self, who are very fond of life, but, moreover, a bad ex­ample for the chil­dren. So it be­came ne­ces­sary to cent­ral­ise sui­cides.”

			“How did this rush of sui­cides arise?”

			“I have no idea. In my heart, I think the world has grown old. We be­gin to see clearly and to ac­cept our lot with an ill grace. Today it is the same with des­tiny as with the gov­ern­ment, we know where we are: we de­cide that we are be­ing cheated at all points, and so we de­part. When we real­ise that Provid­ende lies, cheats, robs and tricks hu­man be­ings in the same way as a deputy his con­stitu­ents, we are an­noyed, and since we can’t nom­in­ate an­oth­er every quarter as we do our priv­ileged rep­res­ent­at­ives, we quit a place so def­in­itely rot­ten!”

			“Really.”

			“Oh, I don’t com­plain.”

			“Will you tell me how the in­sti­tute works?”

			“Will­ingly. You can al­ways be­come a mem­ber when you want to. It is a club.”

			“A club?”

			“Cer­tainly, sir, and foun­ded by the most em­in­ent men of the coun­try, by the best ima­gin­a­tions, and the clearest in­tel­li­gences.”

			Laugh­ing heart­ily, he ad­ded:

			“And I swear people like it here.”

			“Here?”

			“Yes, here.”

			“You astound me.”

			“Lord! they like it be­cause the mem­bers of the club have no fear of death, which is the great spoil­er of earthly pleas­ures!”

			“But why, if they don’t kill them­selves, are they mem­bers of this club?”

			“One can be­come a mem­ber without put­ting one­self un­der the ob­lig­a­tion of com­mit­ting sui­cide.”

			“Then?”

			“Let me ex­plain. Fired by the im­meas­ur­able growth of the num­ber of sui­cides, and the hideous spec­tacle they offered, a so­ci­ety of pure be­ne­vol­ence was formed for the pro­tec­tion of the des­per­ate to put at their dis­pos­al a calm and pain­less, if not un­fore­seen, death.”

			“Who­ever gave au­thor­ity for such a so­ci­ety?”

			“Gen­er­al Boulanger dur­ing his short ten­ure of of­fice. He could re­fuse noth­ing. Of course, he did no oth­er good ac­tion. So a so­ci­ety was formed of farsighted, dis­ab­used, scep­tic­al men who wished to build in the heart of Par­is a kind of temple to the scorn of death. This build­ing was at first a sus­pec­ted place which no one would come near. Then the founders called a meet­ing and ar­ranged a great re­cep­tion of in­aug­ur­a­tion with Sarah Bernhardt, Ju­d­ic, Théo, Grani­er and a score more. MM. de Rezke, Coquelin, Moun­et-Sully, Paulus; then con­certs, Du­mas com­ed­ies, Meil­hac, Falévy, Sar­dou. We only had one frost, one of Becque’s plays, which seemed gloomy, but af­ter­wards was very suc­cess­ful at the Comédie-Française. In the end, all Par­is came. The club was launched!”

			“In the midst of ju­bil­a­tions! What a ghastly jest!”

			“Not at all. Why should death be gloomy? It should be in­dif­fer­ent. We have lightened death, we have made it blos­som, we have per­fumed it, we have made it easy. One learns to re­lieve suf­fer­ing by ex­ample; one can see that it is noth­ing.”

			“I can quite un­der­stand people com­ing for the shows, but does any­one come for … it?”

			“Not at once: they were dis­trust­ful.”

			“But later?”

			“They came.”

			“Many?”

			“In masses. We have more than forty a day. Prac­tic­ally no drowned are found in the Seine.”

			“Who was the first as­pir­ant?”

			“A mem­ber of the club.”

			“A God-fear­er?”

			“I don’t think so. A sot, a ruined man, who had lost heav­ily at bac­cara for three months.”

			“Really?”

			“Our second was an Eng­lish­man, an ec­cent­ric. Then we had a lot of pub­li­city in the news­pa­pers; we told all about our meth­ods; we made up deaths which we thought would at­tract. But the main im­pulse came from the lower classes.”

			“What are your meth­ods?”

			“Would you like to go round? I could ex­plain as we went.”

			“Very much in­deed.”

			He took his hat, opened the door, mo­tioned me be­fore him in­to a gambling-room where men were play­ing as they play in all dives. He led me across sev­er­al rooms. Every­where was lively and gay chat­ter. I have rarely seen so vi­va­cious a club, so an­im­ated, so mirth­ful.

			As I seemed sur­prised, the sec­ret­ary chal­lenged me:

			“Oh, the club has an un­pre­ced­en­ted rage. The right people from all over the globe be­come mem­bers in or­der to have the air of mock­ing death. Once they are here, they think they have to be gay in or­der not to seem afraid. So they joke, laugh, play the buf­foon; they have wit and learn to ac­quire it. Nowadays it is the most fre­quen­ted and the most amus­ing place in Par­is. The wo­men even are get­ting busy to or­gan­ise an an­nexe for them­selves.”

			“And in spite of all this, you have plenty of sui­cides in the house?”

			“As I told you, between forty and fifty a day. The up­per classes are rare, but there are plenty of poverty-stricken dev­ils. And the middle classes too send a good many.”

			“And how … is it done?”

			“As­phyxi­ation … very gently.”

			“Your ap­par­at­us?”

			“A gas of our own in­ven­tion. We hold the pat­ent. On the oth­er side of the build­ing are the pub­lic en­trances. Three little doors open­ing in­to side al­leys. When a man or a wo­men knocks, we be­gin by in­ter­rog­at­ing them; then we of­fer them as­sist­ance, help, pro­tec­tion. If our cli­ent ac­cepts, we make in­quir­ies and of­ten we suc­ceed in sav­ing them.”

			“Where do you find the money?”

			“We pos­sess a great deal. The mem­ber­ship sub­scrip­tion is very high. Then it is good form to make dona­tions to the in­sti­tute. The names of all donors are prin­ted in the Figaro. Moreover, every wealthy man’s sui­cide costs a thou­sand francs, a good pose to die in. The poor die gratis.”

			“How do you re­cog­nise the poor?”

			“Oh, we guess, sir! And, too, they have to bring a cer­ti­fic­ate of in­di­gence from the loc­al po­lice. If you knew how sin­is­ter their entry is! I have only vis­ited that part of the es­tab­lish­ment once; I shall nev­er vis­it it again. As premises, they are nearly as good as this part, nearly as rich and com­fort­able, but the people … the people!!! If you could only see them ar­rive, old people in rags who are on the point of death, people starving of misery for months, fed at the corners like street dogs; tattered, gaunt wo­men who are ill, para­lysed, in­cap­able of mak­ing a liv­ing, and who say to us after hav­ing re­lated their cir­cum­stances: ‘You see, it can’t go on, for I can do noth­ing and earn noth­ing.’ I saw one old wo­man of eighty-sev­en who had lost all her chil­dren and all her grand­chil­dren, and who had been sleep­ing out of doors for six weeks. I was sick with emo­tion at the sight. But then, we have so many dif­fer­ent cases, without men­tion­ing those who say noth­ing save to ask: ‘Where is it?’ Those we let in and it is all over at once.”

			I re­peated, with con­stric­ted heart:

			“And … where is it?”

			“Here.”

			He opened a door, and went on:

			“Come in. It is the room spe­cially re­served for mem­bers, and the one that is used least. As yet we have had no more than el­ev­en an­ni­hil­a­tions.”

			“Oh, you call it an … an­ni­hil­a­tion?”

			“Yes, sir. After you.”

			I hes­it­ated, but at last went in. It proved a de­light­ful gal­lery, a kind of con­ser­vat­ory, which pale blue, soft rose, and light green glasses sur­roun­ded po­et­ic­ally in a kind of land­scape tapestry. In this charm­ing room there were di­vans, mag­ni­fi­cent palms, sweet-scen­ted flowers, par­tic­u­larly roses, books on the table, the Re­vue des Deux Mondes, boxes of duty-paid ci­gars, and, what sur­prised me, Vichy pas­tiles in a bon­bon­nière.

			As I showed my as­ton­ish­ment my guide said: “Oh, people of­ten come here for a chat,” and went on:

			“The pub­lic rooms are like this, though fur­nished more simply.”

			I asked a ques­tion.

			He poin­ted with his fin­ger to a chaise-longue up­holstered in creamy crêpe de Chine with white em­broid­ery, be­neath a tall shrub of spe­cies un­known to me, round the foot of which ran a flower bed of reseda.

			The sec­ret­ary ad­ded in a lower voice:

			“The flower and the scent can be changed at will, for our gas, which is quite im­per­cept­ible, lends to death the scene of whatever flower the sub­ject prefers. It is vo­lat­il­ised with es­sences. Would you like to smell it for a second?”

			“No, thanks,” I replied quickly, “not yet.”

			He began laugh­ing.

			“Oh, there’s no danger, sir. I have made sure of that my­self sev­er­al times.”

			I was afraid to ap­pear cow­ardly. I replied:

			“Well, I’m quite agree­able.”

			“Sit down on the ‘putter-to-sleep,’ then.”

			Slightly nervous, I seated my­self on the low chair up­holstered in crêpe de Chine, and then lay full length. Al­most at once I was en­vel­oped by a de­li­cious scene of reseda. I opened my mouth to re­ceive it more eas­ily, for my soul was already grow­ing tor­pid, was for­get­ting, was sa­vour­ing, in the first dis­com­fort of as­phyxi­ation, the be­witch­ing in­tox­ic­a­tion of an en­chant­ing and with­er­ing opi­um.

			I was shaken by the arm.

			“Ah, sir,” said the sec­ret­ary, laugh­ing, “I see that you are let­ting your­self get caught.”

			

			But a voice, a real and not a dream voice, greeted me with a pleas­ant ring:

			“Morn­ing, sir, I trust you’re well.”

			My dream fled. I saw the Seine be­neath the sun, and, com­ing along the path, the loc­al po­lice­man, who touched his black képi with its sil­ver braid with his right hand.

			I answered:

			“Good morn­ing, Mar­inel. Where are you off to?”

			“I’m go­ing to re­port on a drowned man they’ve fished up by Mor­il­lons. An­oth­er one who has chucked him­self in­to the Seine. He’d taken off his trousers to tie his legs with.”

		
	
		
			
				Mouche

				A Boat­ing Man’s Re­min­is­cence

			
			He said to us:

			“What queer things and queer wo­men I have seen in those long-ago days when I used to go on the river! Many a time I have longed to write a little book, called On the Seine, de­scrib­ing the ath­let­ic care­free life, gay and pen­ni­less, a vig­or­ous, rois­ter­ings hol­i­day life, that I led between twenty and thirty.

			“I was a pen­ni­less clerk: now I am a suc­cess­ful man who can throw away vast sums of money to grat­i­fy a mo­ment’s whim. I had a thou­sand mod­est un­at­tain­able de­sires in my heart, which gil­ded my whole ex­ist­ence with all the ima­gin­ary hopes in the world. Today, I don’t really know what fancy could make me rise from the arm­chair where I sit nod­ding. How simple and pleas­ant, and dif­fi­cult, it is to live so, between an of­fice in Par­is and the river at Ar­gen­teuil! For ten years, my great, my only, my ab­sorb­ing pas­sion was the Seine. Oh, the lovely, calm, var­ied and stink­ing river, filled with mirage and all un­clean­li­ness! I think I loved it so much be­cause it did, it seems to me, give me a sense of life. Oh, the strolls along the flowery banks, my friends the frogs dream­ing on a wa­ter-lily leaf, their stom­achs in the cool, and the frail coquet­tish wa­ter-lilies in the middle of tall fine grasses that all at once, be­hind a wil­low, opened to my eyes a leaf from a Ja­pan­ese al­bum as a king­fish­er dar­ted past me like a blue flame. I loved it all, with an in­stinct­ive sight-born love that spread through my body in a deep nat­ur­al joy.

			“As oth­ers cher­ish the memor­ies of tender nights, I cher­ish memor­ies of sun­rises on misty morn­ings, float­ing wan­der­ing va­pours, white as the dead be­fore dawn; then, a first ray glid­ing over the mead­ows, lit with a rosy light that took the heart with glad­ness; and I cher­ish memor­ies of a moon that silvered the quiv­er­ing run­ning wa­ter, of a glim­mer­ing ra­di­ance where all dreams came to life.

			“And all that, sym­bol of the etern­al il­lu­sion, was born, for me, from the foul wa­ter that drif­ted all the sewage of Par­is down to the sea.

			“And what a gay life I and the oth­er boys led! There were five of us, a little circle of friends, ser­i­ous-minded men today; and as we were all poor, we had foun­ded in a fright­ful pot­house at Ar­gen­teuil an in­des­crib­able colony that pos­sessed noth­ing but a dorm­it­ory bed­room where I have spent what were cer­tainly the mad­dest even­ings of my life. We cared for noth­ing but amus­ing ourselves and row­ing, for we all, with no ex­cep­tion, looked upon row­ing as a re­li­gion. I re­mem­ber such sin­gu­lar ad­ven­tures, such in­cred­ible jests in­ven­ted by those five vag­a­bonds, that no one could be­lieve them today. You nev­er get any­thing like it now, even on the Seine, for the whim­sic­al mad­ness that kept us brim­ful of life has died out of the mod­ern spir­it.

			“We five owned one boat between us, bought with im­mense ef­fort, and over which we have laughed as we shall nev­er laugh again. It was a big yawl, rather heavy, but sol­id, roomy and com­fort­able. I won’t de­scribe my com­rades to you. There was one small, very mis­chiev­ous fel­low, nick­named Petit Bleu; a tall fel­low, of un­civ­il­ised ap­pear­ance, with grey eyes and black hair, nick­named Toma­hawk; an­oth­er, an in­dol­ent witty fel­low, nick­named La Toque, the only one who nev­er touched an oar, on the ex­cuse that he would cap­size the boat; a thin, el­eg­ant, very well-groomed young man, nick­named N’a-qu’un-Œil, in memory of a just-pub­lished nov­el by Claudel, and be­cause he wore a monocle; and my­self, Joseph Pruni­er by name. We lived in per­fect har­mony, our sole re­gret be­ing that we had not a helms­wo­man. One wo­man is in­dis­pens­able in a river boat. In­dis­pens­able be­cause she keeps wits and hearts awake, be­cause she livens, amuses, dis­tracts, sets an edge to life, and pro­duces a dec­or­at­ive ef­fect, with a red sun­shade glid­ing past the green banks. But we did not want an or­din­ary wo­man cox, we five who were like no one else in the world. We had to have some­thing un­ex­pec­ted, un­com­mon, ready for any­thing, al­most un­find­able, in fact. We had tried sev­er­al without suc­cess, girls at the helm, not helms­wo­men, idi­ot­ic river girls who al­ways pre­ferred the thin wine that went to their heads to the run­ning wa­ter that bore the yawls. You kept them one Sunday, then dis­missed them in dis­gust.

			“But one Sat­urday even­ing, N’a-qu’un-Œil brought us a little slender creature, lively, quick on her feet, loose-tongued and full of japes, the japes that pass for wit among the jack­anapes, male and fe­male, hatched on the side­walks of Par­is. She was pleas­ant-look­ing, not pretty, a mere sketch of a wo­man that had got no farther, one of those sil­hou­ettes that draughts­men pen­cil in three strokes on a nap­kin in a res­taur­ant after din­ner, between a glass of brandy and a ci­gar­ette. Nature makes them like that some­times.

			“The first even­ing, she as­ton­ished and amused us, and was so un­ex­pec­ted in her ways that we could come to no con­clu­sion about her. Dropped in­to this nest of men, who were ready for any mad prank, she quickly made her­self mis­tress of the situ­ation, and with the next day, she had made a com­plete con­quest of us.

			“She was, moreover, quite crazy, born with a glass of ab­sinth in her stom­ach, that her moth­er had drunk when she was brought to bed, and she had nev­er been over­come by drink since, for her nurse, she said, en­riched her blood with draughts of rum; and she her­self nev­er called all the bottles ranged be­hind the wine mer­chant’s counter by any oth­er name than ‘my holy fam­ily.’

			“I don’t know which of us christened her ‘Mouche,’ nor why this name was giv­en her, but it suited her very well, and stuck to her. And our yawl, which was called Feuille-à-l’En­vers, bore on the Seine every week, between As­nières and Mais­ons-Lafitte, five young­sters, happy and healthy, ruled from un­der a painted pa­per para­sol by a lively mad­cap young per­son who treated us as if we were slaves whose duty was to take her on the river, and whom we ad­ored.

			“We ad­ored her, to be­gin with, for a thou­sand reas­ons, and af­ter­wards for only one. She was a sort of little mill of talk in the stern of our craft, chat­ter­ing to the wind that slipped over the wa­ter. She babbled end­lessly, with the light con­tinu­ous sound of those mech­an­ic­al wings that turn in the breeze; and she said heed­lessly the most un­ex­pec­ted, the most ri­dicu­lous and the most amaz­ing things. In her mind, all the parts of which seemed dis­par­ate like rags of all kinds and col­ours, not sewn to­geth­er but only tacked, you got the whim­sic­al ima­gin­a­tion of a fairytale, spiced wit, wan­ton­ness, im­pudence, things un­ex­pec­ted and things com­ic­al, and air—air and scenery like trav­el­ling in a bal­loon.

			“We used to ask her ques­tions to pro­voke an­swers found good­ness knows where. The one with which we most of­ten wor­ried her was this:

			“ ‘Why are you called Mouche?’

			“She pro­duced such fant­ast­ic reas­ons that we stopped row­ing to laugh at it.

			“She pleased us as a wo­man, too; and La Toque, who nev­er rowed, and spent the whole day seated at her side in the helms­man’s seat, one day answered the usu­al ques­tion: ‘Why are you called Mouche?’ by say­ing:

			“ ‘Be­cause she’s a little blister-fly.’

			“Yes, a little buzz­ing fever-bear­ing can­thar­is, not the clas­sic poisoned can­thar­is, gleam­ing and sheathed, but a little red-winged can­thar­is who was be­gin­ning to trouble the en­tire crew of the Feuille-à-l’En­vers strangely.

			“What sense­less jests were per­pet­rated, though, on the leaf where this Mouche had alighted!

			“Since the ar­rival of Mouche in the boat, N’a-qu’un-Œil had as­sumed a su­per­i­or and pre­pon­der­ant role among us, the role of a gen­tle­man who had a wo­man among four oth­ers who have not. He ab­used this priv­ilege some­times to the point of ex­as­per­at­ing us by em­bra­cing Mouche un­der our eyes, seat­ing her on his knees at the end of a meal, and by vari­ous oth­er prerog­at­ives as hu­mi­li­at­ing as ir­rit­at­ing.

			“We had made a sep­ar­ate place for them in the dorm­it­ory by a cur­tain.

			“But I soon real­ised that my com­pan­ions and I must be turn­ing over the same ar­gu­ments in our bach­el­or heads: ‘Why, by vir­tue of what law of ex­cep­tions, on what in­ad­miss­ible prin­ciple, should Mouche, who ap­peared un­em­bar­rassed by any sort of pre­ju­dice, be faith­ful to her lov­er when wo­men of bet­ter classes were not faith­ful to their hus­bands?’

			“Our re­flec­tion was jus­ti­fied. We were soon con­vinced of it. We only ought to have done it earli­er, to save us from re­gret for lost time. Mouche de­ceived N’a-qu’un-Œil with all the oth­er sail­ors of the Feuille-à-l’En­vers.

			“She de­ceived him without dif­fi­culty and without mak­ing any res­ist­ance, at the first word of re­quest from each of us.

			“Prudish folk are pro­foundly shocked, my God! Why? What fash­ion­able cour­tes­an who has not a dozen lov­ers, and which of those lov­ers is stu­pid enough to be in ig­nor­ance of it? Is it not the fash­ion to spend an even­ing with a cel­eb­rated and sought-after wo­man, as one spends an even­ing at the Opéra, at the Français or the Odéon, be­cause they are play­ing the minor clas­sics there? Ten men com­bine to­geth­er to keep a cocotte who finds it dif­fi­cult to share out her time, as they club to­geth­er to own a race­horse whom no one rides but a jockey, the equi­val­ent of the amant de cœur.

			“From motives of del­ic­acy, we left Mouche to N’a-qu’un-Œil from Sat­urday even­ing to Monday morn­ing. The days on the river were his. We only be­trayed him dur­ing the week, in Par­is, far from the Seine, which, for row­ing men like us, was al­most no be­tray­al at all.

			“The situ­ation was pe­cu­li­ar in this one way, that the four rob­bers of Mouche’s fa­vours were fully aware of the way they were shared out, and talked about it among them­selves, and even to her, in veiled al­lu­sions that made her laugh heart­ily. Only N’a-qu’un-Œil seemed to know noth­ing about it; and this spe­cial po­s­i­tion pro­duced a cer­tain awk­ward­ness between him and us; it seemed to set him apart, isol­ate him, raise a bar­ri­er across our old con­fid­ence and our old in­tim­acy. It gave him in our eyes a dif­fi­cult and rather ri­dicu­lous part to play, the part of de­ceived lov­er, al­most the part of hus­band.

			“As he was very in­tel­li­gent, and pos­sessed of a pe­cu­li­arly ma­li­cious wit, we some­times wondered, not without a cer­tain un­eas­i­ness, wheth­er he had not his sus­pi­cions.

			“He took care to en­light­en us, in a fash­ion that was very pain­ful for us. We were go­ing to dine at Bou­giv­al, and we were row­ing vig­or­ously, when La Toque, who wore that morn­ing the tri­umphant as­pect of a sat­is­fied man and, sit­ting side by side with the helms­wo­man, seemed to be press­ing him­self against her a little too freely in our opin­ion, hal­ted the row­ing, cry­ing: ‘Stop.’

			“Eight oars were lif­ted out of the wa­ter.

			“Then, turn­ing to his neigh­bour, he de­man­ded:

			“ ‘Why are you called Mouche?’

			“Be­fore she could reply, the voice of N’a-qu’un-Œil, seated in the bows, ob­served dryly:

			“ ‘Be­cause she settles on every sort of car­ri­on.’

			“There was pro­found si­lence at first, and a sense of em­bar­rass­ment fol­lowed by an at­tempt at laughter. Mouche her­self re­mained quite un­moved.

			“Then La Toque ordered:

			“ ‘All to­geth­er.’

			“The boat shot for­ward again.

			“The in­cid­ent was closed, the air cleared.

			“This little ad­ven­ture oc­ca­sioned no change in our habits. Its only ef­fect was to rees­tab­lish the cor­di­al­ity between N’a-qu’un-Œil and ourselves. He be­came once more the hon­oured pro­pri­et­or of Mouche, from Sat­urday even­ing to Monday morn­ing, his su­peri­or­ity over us hav­ing been firmly es­tab­lished by this defin­i­tion, which clos­ured, moreover, the peri­od al­lot­ted to ques­tions about the word ‘Mouche.’ We con­ten­ted ourselves for the fu­ture with the sec­ond­ary role of grate­ful and at­tent­ive friends who profited dis­creetly on week­days, without any sort of com­pet­i­tion among us.

			“Everything went very well for about three months. But all at once Mouche ad­op­ted, to­wards all of us, strange at­ti­tudes. She was less gay, nervy, ill at ease, al­most ir­rit­able. We were con­tinu­ally ask­ing her:

			“ ‘What’s the mat­ter with you?’

			“She answered:

			“ ‘Noth­ing. Leave me alone.’

			“The truth was re­vealed to us by N’a-qu’un-Œil one Sat­urday even­ing. We had just sat down to table in the little din­ing room that the pro­pri­et­or of our pot­house re­served for us in his way­side inn, and, soup over, we were wait­ing for the fried fish, when our friend, who was also ap­par­ently anxious, first took Mouche’s hand, and then spoke:

			“ ‘My dear com­rades,’ said he, ‘I have a very grave com­mu­nic­a­tion to make to you, which will per­haps oc­ca­sion lengthy dis­cus­sions. We shall have time, how­ever, to ar­gue between the courses. Our poor Mouche has an­nounced a dis­astrous piece of news to me, bid­ding me at the same time to pass it on to you.

			“ ‘She is en­ceinte.

			“ ‘I add only two words.

			“ ‘This is no time to desert her, and any at­tempt to settle the pa­tern­ity is for­bid­den.’

			“The first ef­fect of this news was blank amazement, a sense of dis­aster; and we looked at one an­oth­er, feel­ing a de­sire to ac­cuse someone. But whom? Oh, whom? I have nev­er felt, as sharply as in that mo­ment, how treach­er­ous is this cruel jest of nature that nev­er al­lows a man to know bey­ond shad­ow of doubt wheth­er he is the fath­er of his child.

			“Then, gradu­ally, we ex­per­i­enced a cer­tain sense of com­fort and con­sol­a­tion, born con­trari­wise from a vague feel­ing of solid­ar­ity.

			“Toma­hawk, who hardly ever spoke, ex­pressed this dawn­ing serenity by these words:

			“ ‘Faith, so much the worse, uni­on is strength.’

			“The gudgeon came in, borne by a scul­lion. We did not fling ourselves on it, as was our cus­tom, be­cause we were still dis­turbed in mind.

			“N’a-qu’un-Œil went on:

			“ ‘In these cir­cum­stances, she has had the del­ic­acy to make full con­fes­sion to me. My friends, we are all equally guilty. Give me your hands and let us ad­opt the child.’

			“The de­cision was car­ried un­an­im­ously. We lif­ted our arms to­wards the dish of fried fish and took the oath.

			“ ‘We will ad­opt it.’

			“At that, in that mo­ment, saved, de­livered from the dread­ful weight of anxi­ety which for a month had been tor­tur­ing this dear wan­ton little waif of love, Mouche cried:

			“ ‘Oh, my friends, my friends! You are so kind … so kind … so kind. … Thank you all!’

			“And she wept, for the first time, in our sight.

			“Hence­forth we talked in the boat about the child as if it were already born, and each of us showed an in­terest, with an ex­ag­ger­ated air of anxious con­cern, in the slow, reg­u­lar change in our helms­wo­man’s fig­ure.

			“We stopped row­ing to ask:

			“ ‘Mouche?’

			“She replied:

			“ ‘What now?’

			“ ‘Is it a boy or a girl?’

			“ ‘Boy.’

			“ ‘What will he be?’

			“Then she let her ima­gin­a­tion take flight in the most fant­ast­ic fash­ion. She gave us the most in­ter­min­able nar­rat­ives, amaz­ing in­ven­tions, stretch­ing from the day of his birth to his fi­nal tri­umph. He was everything, this child, to the art­less, pas­sion­ate, lov­ing dreams of this ex­traordin­ary little creature who now lived chaste among us five men, whom she called her ‘five papas.’ She saw him and de­scribed him as a sail­or, dis­cov­er­ing a new world great­er than Amer­ica, a gen­er­al, re­gain­ing Alsace-Lor­raine for France, then an em­per­or, found­ing a dyn­asty of wise and gen­er­ous sov­er­eigns who be­stowed on our coun­try last­ing hap­pi­ness, then a sci­ent­ist, just dis­cov­er­ing the secret of mak­ing gold, then that of etern­al life, then an aero­naut, in­vent­ing means to vis­it the stars and mak­ing of in­fin­ite space a vast play­ground for men, the real­isa­tion of all the most un­fore­seen and most mag­ni­fi­cent dreams.

			“God, how gay and amus­ing she was, poor little thing, un­til the end of the sum­mer!

			“It was the twen­ti­eth day of Septem­ber that des­troyed her dream. We had been lunch­ing at Mais­on-Lafitte, and we were passing Saint-Ger­main, when she felt thirsty and asked us to stop at Pecq.

			“For some time now, she had been grow­ing heavy, and this an­noyed her very much. She could no longer leap about as be­fore, nor jump from the boat to the bank, as she was used to do­ing. She still tried, in spite of our cries and our ef­forts; and twenty times, but for our arms out­stretched to catch her, she would have fallen.

			“This par­tic­u­lar day, filled with just such bravado, as some­times proves fatal to ill or tired ath­letes, she was rash enough to try to get on shore be­fore the boat stopped.

			“Just as we were com­ing along­side, without any­one be­ing able to fore­see or pre­vent her move­ment, she stood up, made a spring, and tried to jump on to the quay.

			“She was too weak, and only the top of her foot touched the edge of the stone quay; she slipped, hit her stom­ach full on the sharp corner, gave a loud cry, and dis­ap­peared in the wa­ter.

			“The whole five of us plunged in to­geth­er, and brought out a poor swoon­ing creature, pale as death, and already suf­fer­ing fright­ful pains.

			“We had to carry her without delay to the nearest inn, where a doc­tor was summoned.

			“Through­out the ten hours dur­ing which her pre­ma­ture la­bour las­ted, she bore her ab­om­in­able tor­ture with hero­ic cour­age. We were stand­ing miser­ably round her, on fever with grief and fear.

			“Then she was de­livered of a dead child; and for some days more we had the gravest fears for her life.

			“At last one morn­ing the doc­tor said to us: ‘I think she is safe. She’s made of steel, that girl.’ And we entered her room to­geth­er with glad hearts.

			“N’a-qu’un-Œil, speak­ing for all of us, said to her:

			“ ‘You’re out of danger, little Mouche, and we’re very happy.’

			“Then she cried in front of us for the second time, and, her eyes swim­ming in tears, she stammered:

			“ ‘Oh, if you knew, if you knew … how un­happy … how un­happy I am! … I shall nev­er be com­for­ted.’

			“ ‘But why, little Mouche?’

			“ ‘Be­cause I killed him, I killed him! Oh, I nev­er meant to! How un­happy I am!’

			“She was sob­bing. We stood round her, very up­set, not know­ing what to say to her.

			“She went on:

			“ ‘Did you men see him?’

			“With one voice we answered:

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘It was a boy, wasn’t it?’

			“ ‘Yes.’

			“ ‘He was beau­ti­ful, wasn’t he?’

			“We hes­it­ated in some doubt. Petit-Bleu, the least scru­pu­lous of us, de­cided to af­firm:

			“ ‘Very beau­ti­ful.’

			“He was ill-ad­vised, for she began moan­ing, al­most howl­ing with des­pair.

			“Then N’a-qu’un-Œil, who per­haps loved her more than any of us, thought of a happy con­ceit to quiet her, and kiss­ing her eyes, that her tears had dulled, said:

			“ ‘Be com­for­ted, little Mouche, be com­for­ted, we’ll make you an­oth­er one.’

			“The sense of hu­mour that was bred in her bones woke sud­denly, and half con­vinced, half jok­ing, still all tears and her heart con­trac­ted with pain, she asked, look­ing at all of us:

			“ ‘Prom­ise?’

			“And we answered to­geth­er:

			“ ‘Prom­ise.’ ”

		
	
		
			The Olive Orchard

			
				I

				When the shore-loafers of the small Provençal port of Garandou on the Bay of Pis­ca, between Mar­seilles and Toulon, caught sight of Ab­bé Vil­bois’ boat com­ing back from fish­ing, they went down to the beach to help him draw it in.

				The Ab­bé was alone in the boat, row­ing like a sea­man, with un­usu­al en­ergy, in spite of his fifty-eight years. His sleeves were turned up over his mus­cu­lar arms, his cas­sock drawn up, gathered tightly between his knees and un­buttoned at the top, his shovel hat on the seat be­side him and a pith hel­met covered with white lin­en on his head, he looked like one of those solidly built, fant­ast­ic priests from the trop­ics, more suited for ad­ven­ture than for say­ing Mass.

				Oc­ca­sion­ally he looked be­hind to make sure of his land­ing, then pulled again with great en­ergy, rhyth­mic­ally and stead­ily, just to show the poor South­ern sail­ors how men from the North could row. The boat shot for­ward, touch­ing the sand, over which it glided as if it were go­ing to climb up the beach on its keel, then stopped dead, and the five men who were watch­ing drew near; they were good-natured, cheer­ful, and on good terms with their priest.

				“Well,” said one of them with a strong Provençal ac­cent, “had a good catch, your Rev­er­ence?”

				Ab­bé Vil­bois shipped his oars, took off his hel­met, put on his shovel hat, dropped his sleeves over his arms, buttoned up his cas­sock and, re­sum­ing his priestly at­ti­tude—the bear­ing of the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest of the vil­lage—he replied proudly:

				“Yes, in­deed, very good, three cat­fish, two eels, and a few rock­fish.”

				Go­ing up to the boat and lean­ing over the gun­wale, the five fish­er­men ex­amined the dead fish with an ex­pert air—the fleshy cat­fish, the flat-headed eels—hideous sea ser­pents—and the vi­ol­et rock­fish with zig­zag stripes and gold bands, the col­our of or­ange peel.

				One of the men said: “I will carry them to the house, your Rev­er­ence.”

				“Thanks, my good man.”

				Shak­ing hands, the priest star­ted off, fol­lowed by the one fish­er­man, the oth­ers stay­ing be­hind to look after the boat.

				The priest, ro­bust and dig­ni­fied, strode along with big, slow steps. As he still felt warm from his vig­or­ous row­ing, he took off his hat whenev­er he reached the slight shade of the olive-trees, to ex­pose his square-cut brow with its straight, white hair cut short—more the brow of an of­ficer than of a priest—to the tep­id night air now slightly freshened by a faint sea breeze. The vil­lage re­vealed it­self up on the cliff in the middle of a wide val­ley that ran down like a plain to­wards the sea.

				It was a night in Ju­ly. The dazzling sun, near­ing the crest of the dis­tant hills, stretched out the priest’s long shad­ow on the white road, bur­ied un­der a shroud of dust; his ex­ag­ger­ated shovel hat, re­flec­ted in a broad, dark patch in the neigh­bour­ing field, seemed to clam­ber up the tree-trunks on the way, and drop quickly to the ground again, creep­ing about among the olives.

				From un­der Ab­bé Vil­bois’ feet rose a cloud of that fine, floury dust that cov­ers the roads of Provence in sum­mer, curl­ing around his cas­sock like a veil and col­our­ing its hem with a faint wash of grey over the black. He strode along with the slow, meas­ured gait of a moun­tain­eer mak­ing an as­cent. His un­ruffled eyes gazed upon the vil­lage of which he had been the curé for twenty years, the vil­lage he had picked out and ob­tained as a great fa­vour, and where he hoped to die. The church—his church—crowned the wide circle of houses huddled to­geth­er around it with its two un­even, square towers of brown stone whose pro­files had stood out for cen­tur­ies over the beau­ti­ful South­ern val­ley, more like the don­jons of a for­ti­fied castle than the steeples of a church.

				The Ab­bé was pleased be­cause he had caught three cat­fish, two eels, and a few rock­fish. This would be a new, minor tri­umph over his pa­rish­ion­ers, who re­spec­ted him chiefly be­cause he was the strongest man in the coun­try, in spite of his age. These little harm­less van­it­ies were his greatest pleas­ure. With a pis­tol he could cut off a flower from its stalk, some­times he fenced with his neigh­bour, the to­bac­con­ist, who had been a re­gi­ment­al fen­cing-mas­ter, and he rowed bet­ter than any­one on the coast.

				In ad­di­tion to which, Bar­on Vil­bois, who at the age of thirty-two had be­come a priest after an un­for­tu­nate love af­fair, had been a man of the world, well known and a lead­er of fash­ion.

				Des­cen­ded from an old roy­al­ist fam­ily of Pi­cardy, staunch Church­men, whose sons had been in the Army, the Church, and the Law for sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions, his first in­ten­tion was to enter holy or­ders on his moth­er’s ad­vice, but his fath­er’s ob­jec­tions pre­vailed, and he de­cided to go to Par­is, study law, and then try for some im­port­ant post at the Law Courts.

				As he was fin­ish­ing his course, his fath­er died of pneu­mo­nia caught on a shoot­ing ex­ped­i­tion on the marshes, and his moth­er died shortly after of grief. Hav­ing thus sud­denly in­her­ited a large for­tune, he gave up his plans of ad­opt­ing any pro­fes­sion whatever and was con­tent to live the life of a man of means. He was a hand­some youth, whose in­tel­li­gence was lim­ited by the be­liefs, tra­di­tions, and prin­ciples he had in­her­ited from his fam­ily, to­geth­er with the phys­ic­al strength of a nat­ive of Pi­cardy; every­one liked him, he was pop­u­lar in the more ser­i­ous circles of so­ci­ety and en­joyed life in the way that a wealthy, highly re­spec­ted, con­ven­tion­al young man does.

				Un­for­tu­nately, after a few meet­ings at a friend’s house, he fell in love with a young act­ress, a stu­dent from the Con­ser­vatoire who had made a bril­liant first ap­pear­ance at the Odéon.

				He fell in love with the vi­ol­ence and pas­sion of a man destined to be­lieve in ab­so­lute ideas. He fell in love, see­ing her through the me­di­um of the ro­mantic part in which she had won great suc­cess the day she ap­peared in pub­lic for the first time.

				She was pretty, nat­ur­ally per­verse, with the ways of a spoilt child that he called her an­gel-ways. She gained com­plete as­cend­ancy over him, turn­ing him in­to a ra­ging ma­ni­ac, a fren­zied lun­at­ic, one of those miser­able be­ings whom the glance or the skirt of a wo­man con­sumes at the stake of a mor­tal pas­sion. He made her his mis­tress, forced her to leave the stage, and loved her for four years with an ever-grow­ing pas­sion. In­deed, he would have mar­ried her in spite of his name and the fam­ily tra­di­tion of hon­our had he not sud­denly dis­covered that she was de­ceiv­ing him with the friend who had in­tro­duced them to each oth­er.

				The blow fell with all the more force be­cause she was en­ceinte and he was await­ing the child’s birth to make up his mind to get mar­ried.

				When he pos­sessed all the proofs—let­ters ac­ci­dent­ally found in a draw­er—he ac­cused her of in­fi­del­ity, treach­ery, and double-deal­ing, with the bru­tal­ity of a semi-sav­age.

				But this child of the Par­is streets, im­pudent and vi­cious, feel­ing as sure of her second lov­er as she did of Vil­bois, as bold as those vira­goes of the re­volu­tion who climb the bar­ri­cades out of sheer bravado, de­fied and in­sul­ted him, point­ing to her con­di­tion when she saw him raise his hand.

				He stopped and turned pale, re­mem­ber­ing that a child of his was there with­in that pol­luted flesh, in that de­filed body, that un­clean creature: his child!

				He threw him­self at her to des­troy them both, to blot out the double shame. Frightened at the ru­in of her fu­ture, stum­bling about un­der the force of his blows and see­ing his foot ready to kick the swollen womb with its hu­man em­bryo, she cried with hands out­stretched to save her­self:

				“Don’t kill me. It is not yours, it is his.”

				He star­ted back, stu­pefied and over­come, his an­ger mo­ment­ar­ily fad­ing, while his foot hovered in midair, and he stammered:

				“What … what are you say­ing?”

				Wild with fright at the sig­nal of death she had caught in his eyes and at the man’s ter­ri­fy­ing ges­ture, she re­peated:

				“It is not yours, it is his.”

				Quite over­wrought, he muttered between clenched teeth:

				“The child?”

				“Yes.”

				“You are ly­ing.”

				And again he lif­ted his foot for a crush­ing blow, while his mis­tress, now on her knees, tried to move away, mur­mur­ing all the time:

				“But I tell you it is his. If it was yours, would not I have had it long ago?”

				This ar­gu­ment struck him as be­ing truth it­self. In one of those flashes of thought when all the ar­gu­ments on a ques­tion are seen to­geth­er in a blind­ing clear­ness, pre­cise, un­answer­able, con­clus­ive, ir­res­ist­ible, he was con­vinced, he knew that he was not the fath­er of the wretched waif-child she was car­ry­ing; and re­lieved, freed, sud­denly al­most at rest, he gave up the idea of killing the jade.

				He said more gently:

				“Get up, go away, nev­er let me see you again.”

				Quite sub­dued, she obeyed and went away.

				He nev­er saw her again.

				He went away too. Down to the South, to the sun, and stayed in a vil­lage in the middle of a val­ley on the Medi­ter­ranean. He was at­trac­ted by an inn fa­cing the sea, took a room there, in which he stayed for eight­een months, lost in grief and des­pair, and liv­ing in com­plete isol­a­tion. He lived there ob­sessed by the memory of the wo­man who had be­trayed him, of her charm, her phys­ic­al ap­pear­ance, her un­be­liev­able witch­ery, and filled with long­ing for her pres­ence, her caress­ings.

				He wandered through the val­leys of Provence, seek­ing re­lief for his aching head with its bur­den of memory in the sun that filtered gently through the dull grey leaves of the olive-trees.

				In this solitude of suf­fer­ing the old piety, the stead­ied fer­vour of his early faith, re­vived in his heart. Re­li­gion, which had once seemed to him a refuge from the un­known, now ap­peared as a haven of es­cape from life’s treach­ery and cruelty. He had nev­er lost the habit of pray­er, to pray­er he there­fore clung in his great sor­row, go­ing reg­u­larly to the darkened church at dusk, where a sol­it­ary speck of light shone down the chancel from the lamp, the holy guard­i­an of the sanc­tu­ary and sym­bol of the Di­vine Pres­ence.

				To Him he con­fided his trouble, to his God, telling Him all about his sor­row. He craved for ad­vice, pity, help, pro­tec­tion, con­sol­a­tion, put­ting more and more feel­ing in­to his pray­ers, which grew in fer­vour from day to day.

				His wounded heart, rav­aged by car­nal love, was bare and throb­bing, long­ing for ten­der­ness, and little by little, through pray­er and piety, by giv­ing him­self up to that secret com­mu­nion of the de­vout with the Sa­viour who brings con­sol­a­tion and is a sure refuge to those in dis­tress, the love of God entered in him and drove out the in­truder.

				He went back to his early plans and de­cided that what re­mained of the life he had in­ten­ded to de­vote to the Lord in its youth and pur­ity should now be giv­en to the Church.

				He be­came a priest. Through fam­ily in­flu­ence he was ap­poin­ted priest of the Provençal vil­lage in­to which luck had thrown him, and hav­ing giv­en a large part of his for­tune to be­ne­vol­ent in­sti­tu­tions, only re­tain­ing suf­fi­cient to en­able him to be of use, and a help to the poor un­til he died, he settled down to a quiet life full of good works and of care for his fel­low creatures.

				He was a nar­row-minded priest, but kind to his people, a re­li­gious lead­er with a sol­dier’s tem­pera­ment, a guide who for­cibly led the sin­ner in­to the nar­row way: the poor blind sin­ner lost in the forest of life where all our in­stincts, our de­sires, our tastes, are bypaths which lead us astray. But much of the man of old days re­mained. He still liked vi­ol­ent ex­er­cise, sport and fen­cing, and he de­tested all wo­men with the un­reas­on­ing fear of a child be­fore some hid­den danger.

			
			
				II

				The sail­or who was with the priest felt the usu­al south­ern long­ing for a chat, but dared not be­gin, for the Ab­bé ex­er­cised great au­thor­ity over his flock. At last he ven­tured:

				“So you are com­fort­able in your little house, your Rev­er­ence?”

				The bastide was one of those tiny houses fre­quen­ted in sum­mer by the Provençals of town and coun­try in search of fresh air. The Ab­bé had ren­ted this re­treat in the middle of a field, five minutes’ walk from the pres­by­tery, which was too small and en­closed in the centre of the par­ish, right up against the church.

				Even in sum­mer he did not live reg­u­larly at the cot­tage: he only went there oc­ca­sion­ally for a few days to be amongst the fields and trees and to do some pis­tol-prac­tice.

				“Yes, my friend,” said the priest. “I am very com­fort­able there.”

				The low dwell­ing, look­ing as if it had grown like a Provençal mush­room, ap­peared among the trees. It was painted pink, its sur­face be­ing speckled over with stripes and spots, split up in­to little bits by the olive leaves and branches from the trees in the open field.

				At the same mo­ment they saw a tall wo­man mov­ing about in front of the door, get­ting the little din­ner-table ready as she went back­wards and for­wards, with meth­od­ic­al leis­ureli­ness set­ting the cloth for one, a plate, table-nap­kin, piece of bread, and glass. She had on the little cap worn by the wo­men of Arles: a poin­ted cone of black silk or vel­vet from which grows a white starched mush­room.

				When the Ab­bé was with­in hear­ing dis­tance, he called out:

				“Eh, Mar­guer­ite?”

				She stopped to look round and, re­cog­nising her mas­ter, said:

				“Oh, it’s you, your Rev­er­ence?”

				“Yes, I am bring­ing a good haul, you must grill me a cat­fish at once, cooked in but­ter, only but­ter, you hear?”

				The ser­vant, who had come to meet the two men, ex­amined the fish the sail­or was car­ry­ing, with an ex­pert eye.

				“But we have already got a chick­en cooked with rice.”

				“Nev­er mind that, to­mor­row’s fish is not as good as fish fresh from the sea. I am go­ing to have a really choice meal, it does not of­ten hap­pen; moreover, it is not a great sin.”

				The ser­vant picked out the fish and, as she was car­ry­ing it away, turned round:

				“A man has been here three times to see you, your Rev­er­ence.”

				Show­ing no in­terest, he asked:

				“A man! What kind of man?”

				“Well, the kind of man whose looks do not re­com­mend him.”

				“What! a beg­gar?”

				“Per­haps, I don’t know. I rather think he is a maoufatan.”

				Ab­bé Vil­bois laughed at the Provençal word mean­ing a bad lot, a tramp, for he knew how frightened Mar­guer­ite was, and that when she was at the cot­tage she was al­ways think­ing they were go­ing to be murdered.

				He gave the sail­or a few pence, and was pre­par­ing to wash his face and hands (hav­ing kept his old habits of neat­ness and clean­li­ness), when Mar­guer­ite called out from the kit­chen, where she was scrap­ing the blood-flecked scales that came away from the fish like tiny pieces of sil­ver:

				“There he is!”

				The Ab­bé turned to­wards the road and saw a man, who seemed in the dis­tance to be very badly dressed, walk­ing to­wards the house with very small steps. He awaited him, still smil­ing at his ser­vant’s fright, think­ing: “Upon my word, she must be right, he cer­tainly looks a bad lot.”

				Without hur­ry­ing, the un­known in­di­vidu­al drew near, hands in his pock­ets, and his eyes fixed upon the priest. He was young, with a fair, curly beard, and hair that fell in curls be­neath his soft felt hat, a hat so dirty and crushed that no one could have guessed its ori­gin­al col­our and shape. He wore a brown over­coat, trousers that hung in a fringe over his ankles, and string-san­dals that gave him a slack, si­lent, dis­quiet­ing walk—the hardly per­cept­ible slouch of the tramp.

				When a few steps away from the priest, he took off the ragged cap that covered his head with a flour­ish, ex­pos­ing a withered, dis­sol­ute, but well-shaped head, bald on the top—a sign of fa­tigue or of early de­bauch­ery, for the man was cer­tainly not over twenty-five.

				The priest im­me­di­ately took off his hat too, for he felt that this was no or­din­ary vag­a­bond, or un­em­ployed, neither was he the ha­bitu­al jail­bird wan­der­ing about between two pris­ons who had for­got­ten all speech ex­cept the mys­ter­i­ous lan­guage of the con­vict.

				“Good day, your Rev­er­ence,” said the man. The priest replied simply: “Good day,” not wish­ing to call this doubt­ful, ragged passerby “sir.” They stared at each oth­er; the fixed steady look of the tramp made Ab­bé Vil­bois feel un­com­fort­able, dis­tressed as one feels when fa­cing an un­known en­emy, and over­powered by one of those strange feel­ings of un­eas­i­ness that send shivers through body and blood. At last the vag­a­bond said:

				“Well! do you re­cog­nise me?”

				The priest replied, very as­ton­ished:

				“Me? Not at all, I don’t know you.”

				“Ah! You don’t know me. Look at me again.”

				“What is the good of look­ing at you? I have nev­er seen you be­fore.”

				“That is true enough,” said the oth­er iron­ic­ally, “but I will show you someone you do know.”

				He put on his hat and un­buttoned his coat, un­der which his chest was bare. A red sash wound round his thin waist held his trousers up over his hips.

				He took an en­vel­ope from his pock­et—an en­vel­ope marked with every pos­sible kind of stain, the sort of en­vel­ope that tramps keep tucked away in the lin­ing of their clothes, and in which they put all kinds of iden­ti­fic­a­tion pa­pers, which may be genu­ine, faked, stolen, or leg­ally cor­rect, and which are the highly val­ued de­fences of their in­di­vidu­al liberty in case of any meet­ing with the po­lice. From the en­vel­ope he drew a pho­to­graph about the size of a let­ter (such as were formerly used). It was yel­low­ish and crumpled with much hand­ling, faded by the heat of the body against which it had been kept.

				Hold­ing it up to the Ab­bé, he asked:

				“And this, do you know it?”

				The Ab­bé took two steps for­ward to see bet­ter, then stopped; he turned pale, pro­foundly dis­tressed, for this was a pho­to­graph of him taken for her in the by­gone days of his love.

				Still he did not un­der­stand and made no reply.

				The vag­a­bond re­peated:

				“Do you re­cog­nise this?”

				The priest stammered:

				“Well, yes.”

				“Who is it?”

				“Me.”

				“It is really you?”

				“Cer­tainly.”

				“Right; now look at your pho­to­graph, then look at me.”

				The miser­able priest had already seen that the two—the man in the pho­to­graph and the man stand­ing at his side laugh­ing, were as alike as two broth­ers, but still he did not un­der­stand and stammered:

				“What do you want me to do?”

				With a note of spite in his voice the beg­gar said:

				“What do I want? Well, first of all I want you to re­cog­nise me.”

				“But who are you?”

				“What am I? Ask the first comer on the road, ask the ser­vant; if you like, let us go and ask the may­or of the vil­lage and show him the pho­to­graph; he will laugh about it, I can tell you that. Ah! you re­fuse to re­cog­nise me as your son, Papa curé?”

				The old man, lift­ing his arms with a bib­lic­al and des­pair­ing ges­ture, moaned:

				“It can’t be true.”

				The young man drew near­er and, fa­cing him, said:

				“Ah! It can’t be true. Ah! you priest, you must stop telling lies, do you hear?”

				The ex­pres­sion on his face was threat­en­ing, his fists were doubled up, he spoke with so much vi­ol­ence that the Ab­bé, mov­ing fur­ther away, asked him­self which of the two was mak­ing a mis­take.

				How­ever, he in­sisted again:

				“I have nev­er had a child.”

				The oth­er re­tor­ted:

				“And you nev­er had a mis­tress either?”

				The old man with great de­term­in­a­tion uttered one word: mak­ing a dig­ni­fied as­sent:

				“Yes.”

				“And this mis­tress was not with child when you turned her out?”

				The old feel­ing of re­sent­ment, stifled twenty-five years ago—not really stifled but con­fined deep down in the lov­er’s heart—sud­denly burst asun­der the whole fab­ric of his re­li­gious be­lief, of his resigned de­vo­tion to his God, as well as his com­plete re­nun­ci­ation of worldly things: all that he had built up round it with so much care; and be­side him­self with rage, he shouted:

				“I turned her out be­cause she had de­ceived me and was with child by an­oth­er, oth­er­wise I would have killed her, sir, and you too.”

				The young man hes­it­ated, sur­prised at the sin­cer­ity of the curé’s out­burst; he said in a gentler tone:

				“And who told you the child was an­oth­er’s?”

				“She did, she her­self, while de­fy­ing me.”

				Without ques­tion­ing this state­ment, the vag­a­bond said with the cas­u­al man­ner of a street-boy pro­noun­cing judg­ment:

				“Just so! Then Mamma made a mis­take when she de­fied you, that is all there is to be said.”

				Quickly re­gain­ing self-con­trol after his sud­den out­burst, the Ab­bé began to ques­tion the boy:

				“And who told you that you were my son?”

				“She did when she was dy­ing, your Rev­er­ence. … Be­sides, what about this!”

				And he held the little pho­to­graph up to the priest.

				The old man took it, and with an­guish in his heart he spent some time com­par­ing the un­known passerby with his old pho­to­graph—there could be no fur­ther doubt that the youth was in­deed his son.

				He was seized with a feel­ing of dis­tress, an in­tensely pain­ful, in­defin­able feel­ing like re­morse for some old crime. He un­der­stood a little of what had happened, and guessed the rest, and again he saw the bru­tal scene of their part­ing. To save the life threatened by the man she had wronged, the wo­man—the de­ceit­ful, faith­less fe­male—had thrust this lie at him. … And the lie had suc­ceeded. A son of his had been born, grown up, and turned in­to this sor­did road tramp stink­ing of vice as a he-goat stinks of the beast.

				He said in a low voice:

				“Will you go for a short stroll with me so that we may clear the mat­ter up?”

				The oth­er sneered:

				“Will I? That is what I came for.”

				They went off to­geth­er, side by side, through the orch­ard. The sun had gone down and the keen fresh­ness of the South­ern twi­light spread its in­vis­ible cool­ing cloak over the coun­tryside. The Ab­bé shivered; rais­ing his eyes to Heav­en in the usu­al or­tho­dox way, he saw all around him, trem­bling against the sky, the small grey leaves of the holy tree which had sheltered un­der its frail shad­ow the greatest of all suf­fer­ing—the one and only mo­ment of Christ’s weak­ness. A short pray­er of des­per­a­tion burst from him, spoken with that in­ner voice that nev­er passes the lips, with which be­liev­ers call upon the Sa­viour: “O God, help me.”

				Then, turn­ing to­wards his son:

				“So then, your moth­er is dead?”

				As he said the words: “Your moth­er is dead,” a new wave of grief swept through him, mak­ing his heart sink, a curi­ous tor­ment of the flesh un­able to for­get a cruel echo of the tor­ture he had suffered; as she was dead, the most pain­ful feel­ing of all seemed to be the faint stir­ring with­in him of that de­li­ri­ous, short-lived hap­pi­ness which had left noth­ing be­hind it but the scar of re­mem­brance.

				The young man replied:

				“Yes, your Rev­er­ence, my moth­er is dead.”

				“Long ago?”

				“Three years ago.”

				An­oth­er doubt troubled the priest.

				“Why did you not come soon­er and look for me?”

				The oth­er hes­it­ated.

				“I could not. I was pre­ven­ted. … But ex­cuse me for in­ter­rupt­ing the secrets which shall be re­vealed later on, with as many de­tails as you please, to say that I have had noth­ing to eat since yes­ter­day morn­ing.”

				The old man was filled with pity, and quickly hold­ing out his hands, he said: “Oh, my poor child.”

				The young man took the out­stretched hands, which closed over his thin, moist, fe­ver­ish fin­gers, and replied with his ha­bitu­al flip­pancy:

				“Good! Really, I be­gin to think we shall get on to­geth­er in spite of what has happened.”

				The curé star­ted walk­ing again.

				“Let us go and dine,” he said.

				Sud­denly he re­membered with a vague feel­ing of pleas­ure that was odd and con­fused, the beau­ti­ful fish he had caught, which with the chick­en and rice would make a good meal for the wretched young­ster.

				The Ar­lesian, anxious and be­gin­ning to grumble, was wait­ing for them at the door.

				“Mar­guer­ite,” cried the Ab­bé, “take away the table and carry it in­to the room, quickly, quickly, and set the cloth for two, but quickly.”

				The ser­vant did not move, scared at the thought that her mas­ter was go­ing to dine with the crim­in­al.

				Then, Ab­bé Vil­bois him­self began to take the things away and re­move what had been set for him in­to the only room on the ground floor.

				Five minutes later he was seated op­pos­ite the vag­a­bond be­fore a tur­een full of cab­bage soup that sent up a faint cloud of boil­ing steam between their faces.

			
			
				III

				When the plates were full, the tramp star­ted to swal­low his soup greed­ily in quick fol­low­ing spoon­fuls. The Ab­bé was not hungry now, so he trifled with the de­li­cious soup, leav­ing the bread at the bot­tom of the plate. He asked sud­denly:

				“What is your name?”

				The man laughed, glad to be sat­is­fy­ing his hun­ger.

				“Un­known fath­er,” said he, “I have no sur­name ex­cept my moth­er’s fam­ily name, which you have prob­ably not for­got­ten. On the oth­er hand, I have two Chris­ti­an names, which, by the way, cer­tainly do not suit me: Phil­ippe Au­guste.”

				The Ab­bé turned pale and asked with a strangled voice:

				“Why were you giv­en those Chris­ti­an names?”

				The vag­a­bond shrugged his shoulders.

				“Surely you can guess why. After leav­ing you, Mamma wanted to make your rival be­lieve that I was his child, and he did be­lieve it un­til about my fif­teenth year. Then I grew too much like you. He re­pu­di­ated me, the scoun­drel! I had been giv­en the two Chris­ti­an names, Phil­ippe Au­guste, and if I had had the luck not to be like any­body, or simply to have been the son of a third un­known ne’er-do-well, I should now be known as the Vis­count Phil­ippe-Au­guste de Praval­lon, the re­cently ac­know­ledged son of the Count of that name, a sen­at­or. As for me, I christened my­self ‘No Luck.’ ”

				“How do you know all this?”

				“Be­cause there were dis­cus­sions in my pres­ence, and vi­ol­ent they were, you may be sure. Ah! that is the sort of thing that teaches you life.”

				A still more pain­ful and stricken feel­ing than he had yet suffered in the last half-hour op­pressed the priest. It was the be­gin­ning of a form of suf­foc­a­tion that would grow worse and worse un­til it killed him, caused not so much by the things he was told as by the way they were told, and by the bru­tish face of the out­cast that gave em­phas­is to them. Between this man and him­self, between his son and him­self, he began to feel that swamp of mor­al filth that works as a deadly pois­on on cer­tain be­ings. This was his son? He could not be­lieve it. He wanted every proof, every pos­sible proof; he must learn all, hear all, listen to all, and suf­fer all. Again he thought of the olive-trees sur­round­ing his little house, again he mur­mured: “Oh, God help me!”

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste had fin­ished his soup, and asked:

				“Is there no more to eat, Ab­bé?”

				The kit­chen be­ing out­side the house in an an­nex, Mar­guer­ite could not hear the curé’s voice, so he warned her of his needs by a few strokes on a Chinese gong that hung be­hind him on the wall.

				He picked up a leath­er ham­mer and struck the round met­al plaque sev­er­al times. At first a faint sound es­caped from it, which grew gradu­ally and, gain­ing in weight, turned in­to the vi­brat­ing, sharp, vi­ol­ent, hor­rible, strident clam­our of beaten cop­per.

				The ser­vant ap­peared. Her face was drawn, she glared at the scoun­drel as if, with the in­stinct of a faith­ful dog, she felt a presen­ti­ment of the drama that was hanging over her mas­ter. In her hands she held the grilled fish, which sent out a de­li­cious odour of melted but­ter. The Ab­bé di­vided the fish from head to tail and offered the back fil­let to the child of his youth.

				“I caught it a short time ago,” he said, a rem­nant of pride hov­er­ing in his dis­tress.

				Mar­guer­ite stayed in the room.

				The priest con­tin­ued:

				“Bring some wine, good wine, some of the white wine of Cape Cor­sica.”

				She suc­ceeded in hid­ing her dis­gust but he was ob­liged to re­peat sternly:

				“Now then, two bottles.” For when he offered wine to a guest—an un­usu­al pleas­ure—he al­ways offered him­self a bottle too.

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste said, beam­ing:

				“A jolly good idea. I have not had a meal like this for a long time.”

				The ser­vant came back in two minutes’ time. Two minutes that had seemed as long as a two­fold etern­ity to the Ab­bé: the de­sire to know everything was scorch­ing his blood and con­sum­ing it like hell­fire.

				The bottles were un­corked, and still the ser­vant lingered with eyes fixed on the young man.

				“Leave us,” said the curé.

				She pre­ten­ded not to hear.

				He re­peated, with a cer­tain harsh­ness:

				“I ordered you to leave us alone.”

				Whereupon she left the room.

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste ate the fish greed­ily, while his fath­er, watch­ing him, be­came more and more sur­prised and dis­tressed at the de­grad­a­tion he saw in the face so like his own. The morsels that the Ab­bé Vil­bois lif­ted to his lips re­fused to pass his con­trac­ted throat, and he chewed them slowly, cast­ing about in his mind for the most ur­gent of the ques­tions that crowded upon him.

				He ended by say­ing:

				“What did she die of?”

				“Of lung trouble.”

				“Was she ill long?”

				“About eight­een months.”

				“How did she get it?”

				“No one knows.”

				A si­lence fell upon them. The Ab­bé was lost in thought. He felt troubled by many things that he wanted to know, for since the day of his vi­ol­ent at­tack upon her, he had heard noth­ing. It was true that he had not wanted news; he had res­ol­utely bur­ied all memory of her and of his days of hap­pi­ness. But now that she was dead, he felt a sud­den vi­ol­ent de­sire to know everything, a jeal­ous de­sire, al­most a lov­er’s de­sire.

				He re­sumed:

				“She was not alone, was she?”

				“No, she was still liv­ing with him.”

				The old man shrank with­in him­self.

				“With him, with Praval­lon?”

				“Of course.”

				The man who had been be­trayed cal­cu­lated that the very wo­man who had de­ceived him had lived over thirty years with his rival.

				Al­most in spite of him­self, he stammered:

				“Were they happy to­geth­er?”

				The young man replied, grin­ning:

				“Well, yes, though there were ups and downs. It would have been all right but for me. I have al­ways spoilt everything.”

				“How’s that, and why?” said the priest.

				“I have already told you. Be­cause he be­lieved I was his son un­til I was about fif­teen. But he was no fool, the old man, he him­self dis­covered the like­ness, and then there were rows. He ac­cused Mamma of land­ing him in a mess. Mamma re­tor­ted: ‘Am I to blame? When you took me, you knew quite well that I was the oth­er’s mis­tress.’ The oth­er be­ing you.”

				“Oh, so they talked about me some­times?”

				“Yes, but they nev­er men­tioned your name when I was present, ex­cept at the end, the very end. The last days when Mamma knew she was done for. They had no con­fid­ence in me.”

				“And you … did you soon learn that your moth­er was liv­ing an ir­reg­u­lar life?”

				“What do you think? I am not a fool, you bet, I nev­er was. You guess these things dir­ectly, as soon as you know some­thing of life.”

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste was pour­ing out one glass of wine after an­oth­er. His eyes lighted up, in­tox­ic­a­tion quickly fol­lowed his long fast. The priest no­ticed this and was go­ing to make him stop drink­ing, when he re­membered that drink made men reck­less and talk­at­ive, so he took the bottle and re­filled the young man’s glass.

				Mar­guer­ite brought in the dish of chick­en and rice. As she placed it on the table, she fixed her eyes on the tramp, then in­dig­nantly said to her mas­ter:

				“Just look how drunk he is, your Rev­er­ence.”

				“Leave us alone and go away,” said the priest.

				She went out slam­ming the door.

				He asked:

				“What did your moth­er say about me?”

				“The usu­al thing that is said about the man you leave; that you were not easy to live with, a worry to a wo­man, and that you would have made her life very dif­fi­cult with your ideas.”

				“Did she say that of­ten?”

				“Yes, some­times in a round­about way so that I should not un­der­stand, but I guessed what had happened.”

				“And you, how were you treated in the home?”

				“Me? Very well at first, but very badly later on. When Mamma saw that I was a spoilsport, she chucked me out.”

				“How?”

				“How! Quite eas­ily. I played some pranks when I was about six­teen, so the idi­ots put me in­to a re­form­at­ory to get rid of me.”

				He put his el­bows on the table, rest­ing his cheeks on his hands, and quite drunk, his wits up­side-down in drink, he sud­denly felt that ir­res­ist­ible wish to talk about him­self that turns a drunk­ard in­to a driv­el­ling brag­gart. He was smil­ing pret­tily with all a wo­man’s charm. The Ab­bé re­cog­nised the per­verse charm of the boy’s smile, he not only re­cog­nised it, he also felt the spell of the charm—hate­ful but caress­ing—that had conquered and ruined him in the past. For the mo­ment the child was more like his moth­er, not in fea­ture, but in the al­lur­ing and in­sin­cere ex­pres­sion of his face, and more es­pe­cially in the at­trac­tion of that mis­lead­ing smile that seemed to open a door on all the in­cred­ible base­ness of his nature.

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste con­tin­ued:

				“Well, well! I have had a life, I have, ever since I left the re­form­at­ory, a curi­ous life for which a nov­el­ist would pay a large sum. Really, old Du­mas with his Monte Cristo nev­er ima­gined stranger ad­ven­tures than have happened to me.”

				He was si­lent, think­ing things over with the philo­soph­ic­al ser­i­ous­ness of the med­it­at­ive drunk­ard, then he said slowly:

				“If you want a boy to turn out well, no mat­ter what he has done he should nev­er be sent to a re­form­at­ory, be­cause of the people he has to mix with. I had a jolly good idea, but it failed. One night about nine o’clock I was wan­der­ing around with three pals, all four of us rather the worse for drink, on the main road near Folac ford, when what should I see but a car­riage full of people asleep!—the man who was driv­ing and his fam­ily; they lived at Mar­tinon and were re­turn­ing home after din­ing in town. I seized the horse by the reins and forced it on to the ferry­boat, then pushed the boat in­to the middle of the river. That made a noise, and the driver woke and, not able to see any­thing, whipped up his horse. Off it went and jumped in­to the stream with the car­riage. They were all drowned! My pals in­formed against me. At first they laughed like any­thing as they watched me at work. We nev­er thought it would turn out so badly. All we had hoped for was a bath, some­thing to laugh about.

				“Since that I have done worse out of re­venge for the first joke, which, I must say, did not de­serve pun­ish­ment. How­ever, there is noth­ing worth telling. I will only tell you about my last trick be­cause I know that will please you. I paid him out for you.”

				The Ab­bé looked at his son with ter­ri­fied eyes and stopped eat­ing.

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste was go­ing on with his story.

				“No,” the priest said, “not now, presently.”

				Turn­ing round, he struck the strident Chinese cym­bal and made it cry out.

				Mar­guer­ite came at once.

				Her mas­ter gave his or­ders so harshly that she bowed her head, afraid and do­cile:

				“Bring us the lamp and all that is still to be put on the table; after that you must not come back un­less I strike the gong.”

				She went out, came back again and put a white china lamp on the table­cloth, a big piece of cheese, some fruit, and then left the room.

				The Ab­bé said with de­term­in­a­tion:

				“Now I am listen­ing.”

				Quite un­dis­turbed, Phil­ippe-Au­guste filled up his plate with dessert and filled his glass with wine. The second bottle was nearly empty al­though the curé had not touched it. The young man, his mouth sticky with food and drink, stam­mer­ing, re­sumed:

				“The last one, well, here you are. It is pretty bad. I had re­turned home … where I stayed in spite of them be­cause they were afraid of me … afraid of me. … Ah! You must not an­noy me. … You know … they were liv­ing to­geth­er and yet not to­geth­er. He had two homes, he had, one the sen­at­or’s, the oth­er the lov­er’s. But he lived at Mamma’s more than he did at his own home, be­cause he could not do without her. Ah! … she was shrewd, she was know­ing, Mamma … she knew how to hold a man, she did! She had taken him body and soul, and she kept him to the end. What fools men are! Well, I had re­turned and gained the mas­tery over them be­cause they were afraid of me. I know my way about when ne­ces­sary, and as for spite, cun­ning, and vi­ol­ence, I am any­one’s match. Then Mamma fell ill and he settled her in a beau­ti­ful place near Meu­lan in the middle of a park as big as a forest. That las­ted about eight­een months … as I have already told you. Then we felt the end ap­proach­ing. He came from Par­is every day, he was full of grief, no doubt about it, real grief.

				“Well, one morn­ing they had been jab­ber­ing for nearly an hour, and I was won­der­ing whatever they could be chat­ter­ing about so long, when they called me; and Mamma said:

				“ ‘I am on the point of death, and have some­thing I want to tell you, in spite of the Count’s opin­ion’—she al­ways called him the Count when she spoke about him—‘it is the name of your fath­er, who is still alive.’

				“I had asked for it more than a hun­dred times … more than a hun­dred times … my fath­er’s name … more than a hun­dred times … and she had al­ways re­fused to tell me. … I even think that I struck her one day to make her talk, but it was no use. And then, to get rid of me, she said that you had died pen­ni­less, that you were a good-for-noth­ing, an er­ror of her youth, a maid­en’s slip, any old thing. She told the story so well that I swal­lowed it whole, the story of your death.

				“As she was say­ing: ‘It is your fath­er’s name,’ the oth­er, who was sit­ting in an arm­chair, re­peated three times, just like this:

				“ ‘You are wrong, you are wrong, you are wrong, Rosette.’

				“Mamma sat up in bed. I can still see her with the red spots on her cheeks and her bright eyes, for she loved me in spite of all; she said to him:

				“ ‘Then do some­thing for him your­self, Phil­ippe.’

				“When talk­ing to him she al­ways called him ‘Phil­ippe’ and me ‘Au­guste.’

				“He star­ted shout­ing out like a mad­man:

				“ ‘For that black­guard, nev­er, for that rogue, that jail­bird, that … that … that …’

				“He called me all kinds of names just as if he had done noth­ing else all his life ex­cept look for names for me. I nearly lost my tem­per, when Mamma bade me be quiet, and said to him:

				“ ‘Then you want him to die of hun­ger, as I have noth­ing to give him.’

				“He replied, not at all wor­ried:

				“ ‘Rosette, for thirty years I have giv­en you thirty-five thou­sand francs a year, that makes over a mil­lion. Be­cause of me you have led the life of a rich wo­man, a well-loved wo­man, and, I dare to add, a happy wo­man. I owe noth­ing to this black­guard who has spoilt our last years to­geth­er, and he will get noth­ing from me. Use­less to in­sist. Let him know the name of the oth­er one, if you wish. I am sorry, but I wash my hands of the mat­ter.’

				“Then Mamma turned to­wards me. I said to my­self: ‘God … I am go­ing to get my own fath­er back … ; if he has any cash, I am a saved man. …’

				“She con­tin­ued:

				“ ‘Your fath­er, the Bar­on of Vil­bois, is now known as the Ab­bé Vil­bois, curé of Gir­andou: near Toulon. He was my lov­er when I left him for this man.’ She then told me everything ex­cept how she had tricked you about her preg­nancy. But, there it is, wo­men nev­er tell the truth.”

				He sniggered, un­con­cerned, dis­play­ing all his vile­ness. He went on drink­ing and, with a still smil­ing face, con­tin­ued:

				“Mamma died two days … two days later. We fol­lowed her coffin to the grave, he and I … wasn’t it com­ic­al! … eh! … he and I … and three ser­vants … that was all. He was weep­ing like a cow … we were side by side … you would have said it was Papa and Papa’s dear boy.

				“Then we went home. Only the two of us. I said to my­self: ‘I must be off, without a half­penny.’ I had just fifty francs. What could I do to pay him out?

				“He touched my arm and said:

				“ ‘I want to speak to you.’

				“I fol­lowed him to his study. He sat down be­fore his table and plunged in­to tears, said that he would not treat me as badly as he had told Mamma he would; he begged me not to worry you. … As for that, that is our busi­ness, yours and mine. … He offered me a thou­sand-franc note … a thou­sand … a thou­sand … what could I do with a thou­sand francs … me … a man like me? I saw there were lots more in the draw­er, a whole heap. At the sight of all that pa­per, I felt I wanted to do for someone. I held out my hand to take his gift, but in­stead of ac­cept­ing his char­ity I sprang upon him, threw him down, strangling him un­til his eyes bulged out, then when I saw the end was near I gagged and trussed him, un­dressed him and turned him over, then … Ah! … Ah! Ah! … I jolly well paid him out for you! …”

				Phil­ippe-Au­guste coughed, chok­ing with joy; the boy’s lip curled with fe­ro­cious gaiety and re­minded Ab­bé Vil­bois of the smile of the wo­man for love of whom he had lost his head.

				“After?” he said.

				“After … Ah! Ah! Ah! … There was a big fire in the grate … it was Decem­ber … in cold weath­er … she died … Mamma … a big coal fire … I took up the poker … made it all hot … you see … I made crosses on his back, eight, ten, I don’t know how many, then I turned him over again and made the same num­ber on his belly. Wasn’t it funny, eh, Papa! That is how con­victs were marked in the old days. He wriggled like an eel … but I had gagged him well, he could not make a noise. Then I took the notes—twelve of them—with my own that made thir­teen … but they brought me no luck. Then I made off telling the ser­vants not to dis­turb the Count un­til din­ner­time as he was asleep.

				“I was sure he would say noth­ing about it from dread of ex­pos­ure, as he was a sen­at­or. But I was mis­taken. Four days later I was pinched in a Par­is res­taur­ant. I got three years in jail. That is why I could not come and see you soon­er.”

				He was still drink­ing and splut­ter­ing and could hardly pro­nounce one word clearly.

				“Now … Papa … Papa curé! Isn’t it funny to have a curé for a papa! … Ah! Ah! must be kind, very kind to the darling boy, be­cause darling boy is out of the com­mon … and he played a lovely trick … didn’t he? … a lovely one … on the old man …”

				The same feel­ing of rage that had maddened Ab­bé Vil­bois in that fi­nal scene with the mis­tress who had be­trayed him, seized him now to­wards this ab­om­in­able wretch.

				He who, in God’s name, had dealt out for­give­ness to many shame­ful secrets whispered in the pri­vacy of the con­fes­sion­al, was piti­less, mer­ci­less to­wards him­self, he had ceased to call upon an all-mer­ci­ful Fath­er to help him, for he un­der­stood that no pro­tec­tion from heav­en or earth could save any­one so af­flic­ted with mis­for­tune.

				All the fire of his pas­sion­ate heart and of his stir­ring blood, sub­dued by the dis­cip­line of his sta­tion in the Church, awoke in an ir­res­ist­ible re­volt against this wretch—his own son—against this like­ness to him­self, and more to that un­worthy moth­er who had con­ceived the boy in her own like­ness—and, more than all, against the fatal­ity which had riv­eted this scoun­drel to his pa­ternal foot like the fet­ters of a gal­ley-slave.

				He saw, he foresaw all this in a flash of clear-sighted­ness, shocked from his twenty-five years of pi­ous tran­quil­lity and rest in­to ac­tion.

				Sud­denly aware that he must take a high tone with this crim­in­al and ter­rify him at the first words, he said through teeth clenched with an­ger, tak­ing no ac­count of the drunk­en state of the wretch:

				“Now that you have told me all about it, listen. You must go away to­mor­row morn­ing. You must live in a place that I will choose and that you may not leave without my per­mis­sion. I will make you a small al­low­ance, just enough to live upon, for I have no money. If you dis­obey me once, this ar­range­ment will come to an end and I will deal with you …”

				Al­though stu­pefied by wine, Phil­ippe-Au­guste un­der­stood the threat, and the crim­in­al with­in him rose in­stantly to the sur­face. Hic­cup­ing, he spat out some words:

				“Ah! Papa, no use try­ing it on with me. … You are a curé … I’ve got you in my power … you will take it quietly, like the oth­ers.”

				The Ab­bé star­ted, the muscles of the old Her­cules were aching to seize the bully, to bend him like a reed, and show him that he must sub­mit to au­thor­ity.

				Push­ing the table against the boy’s chest, he shouted:

				“Take care, take care. … I am afraid of nobody, not I.”

				Los­ing his bal­ance, the drunk­ard rocked on his chair, then feel­ing that he was go­ing to fall and that he was in the priest’s power, with a vil­lain­ous look on his face he stretched out his hand to­wards a knife that was ly­ing on the cloth. Ab­bé Vil­bois no­ticed the move­ment and gave the table a vi­ol­ent push that sent his son head over heels on to the floor, where he lay on his back. The lamp rolled along the ground and went out.

				For a few seconds a thin tinkle of glasses jingling against each oth­er soun­ded through the dark­ness, then the creep­ing of soft bod­ies over the stone floor, then si­lence.

				With the crash of the fallen lamp, black night, swift and un­ex­pec­ted, had fallen upon the two, leav­ing them dazed as in the pres­ence of some un­speak­able hor­ror.

				The drunk­ard, crouch­ing against the wall, nev­er stirred; the priest re­mained on his chair, plunged in the black­ness of the night that was gradu­ally swal­low­ing up his an­ger. The veil of dark­ness thrown over him stayed his an­ger and brought his furi­ous out­burst of tem­per to an end; oth­er ideas took their place, black and sad as the dark­ness around him.

				Si­lence reigned, a si­lence as dense as that of a closed tomb, in which noth­ing seemed to live or breathe. Not a sound came from without, no sound of wheels in the dis­tance, no sound of a dog bark­ing, not even the rustle of a slight breath of wind among the branches or the tap­ping of a twig against the walls.

				The si­lence dragged on; it might have been an hour. Then sud­denly the gong rang. It rang as if struck by a single hard stroke, sharp and loud, fol­lowed by a curi­ous noise of some­thing drop­ping and of an over­turned chair.

				On the alert, Mar­guer­ite rushed to the room, but on open­ing the door she drew back in ter­ror of the im­pen­et­rable dark­ness. With pound­ing heart, and trem­bling all over, she called out in a low voice, pant­ing for breath:

				“Your Rev­er­ence, your Rev­er­ence.”

				There was no an­swer, not a sound.

				“My God, my God, what have they done, what has happened?”

				She dare not go in nor dare she go back to fetch a light: she was seized with a wild de­sire to run away, to es­cape, to scream, al­though her limbs shook so vi­ol­ently that she could hardly stand. She re­peated:

				“Your Rev­er­ence, your Rev­er­ence, it is I, Mar­guer­ite.”

				Sud­denly, in spite of her fear, she felt she must save her mas­ter. One of those sud­den fits of bravery that oc­ca­sion­ally give wo­men strength to per­form hero­ic deeds filled her soul with the reck­less­ness of ter­ror, and run­ning back to the kit­chen, she fetched her lamp.

				She stopped just in­side the room. The first thing she saw was the vag­a­bond ly­ing against the wall, asleep or ap­par­ently asleep, then she saw the broken lamp, then un­der the table the black feet and black stockinged legs of Ab­bé Vil­bois, whose head must have knocked the gong as he fell over on to his back.

				Breath­less with fright, her hands trem­bling, she re­peated:

				“My God, my God, what is the mat­ter?”

				As she stepped for­ward slowly, tak­ing small steps, she slipped on some­thing greasy and nearly fell down.

				Lean­ing for­ward, she saw a red li­quid trick­ling over the red flags and spread­ing around her feet; quickly she ran to­wards the door, sure that what she had seen was blood.

				Mad with ter­ror, she fled from the place and, throw­ing aside the lamp so that she might see noth­ing more, she rushed out of doors in the dir­ec­tion of the vil­lage. She lurched along, knock­ing against the trees, with eyes fixed on the dis­tant lights, scream­ing at the top of her voice.

				Her shrill cries pierced the night like the sin­is­ter call of the com­mon owl, and she screamed without ceas­ing: “The tramp … the tramp … the tramp …”

				When she reached the nearest houses, scared men came out and gathered around her, but she was too ex­cited to an­swer their ques­tions; she had com­pletely lost her head.

				Fi­nally they un­der­stood that some ac­ci­dent had happened at the curé’s, and made up a party to go to his res­cue.

				The little pink-col­oured house in the middle of the olive orch­ard was in­vis­ible, black in the deep, si­lent night. Ever since the one light from the il­lu­min­ated win­dow had gone out like a closed eye, the house had been drowned in shad­ow, lost in the dark­ness, un­dis­cov­er­able to those not fa­mil­i­ar with the coun­tryside.

				Lights were soon mov­ing about over the ground, through the trees, in the dir­ec­tion of the house, throw­ing long, yel­low rays on the burnt grass, and on the dis­tor­ted trunks of the olives that looked like un­real mon­sters, like ser­pents of hell all twis­ted and mis­shapen. The beams pro­jec­ted in the dis­tance sud­denly showed up some­thing whit­ish and vague in the dark­ness, then the low, square wall of the little house turned pink in the lan­tern-light. The lan­terns were car­ried by the peas­ants, who ac­com­pan­ied two gen­darmes with re­volvers, the vil­lage con­stable, the may­or of the vil­lage, and Mar­guer­ite sup­por­ted by some of the men, as she was in a state of col­lapse.

				They hes­it­ated for a minute in front of the still open, night­mar­ish door­way, but the in­spect­or seized a lan­tern and entered, fol­lowed by the oth­ers.

				The ser­vant had not lied. The blood, now con­gealed, spread over the flags like a car­pet. It had reached along as far as the vag­a­bond, stain­ing a leg and a hand.

				Fath­er and son were asleep. One, with cut throat, slept the ever­last­ing sleep, the oth­er slept the sleep of the drunk­ard. The two po­lice­men threw them­selves upon the lat­ter and had hand­cuffed him be­fore he awoke. He rubbed his eyes, stu­pefied, be­sot­ted with wine; when he saw the priest’s corpse he looked ter­ri­fied, hav­ing no idea what had happened.

				“Why ever did he not run away?” said the May­or.

				“He was too drunk,” replied the in­spect­or.

				They all agreed with him: it nev­er oc­curred to any­one that Ab­bé Vil­bois might have caused his own death.

			
		
	
		
			Useless Beauty

			
				I

				A fash­ion­able vic­tor­ia, drawn by two mag­ni­fi­cent black horses, stood at the door­step of the man­sion. It was about half past five on an even­ing to­wards the end of June, and between the gables which fenced the court­yard, gleamed the sky, full of bright light, heat and bril­liance.

				The Comtesse de Mas­caret ap­peared on the door­step ex­actly at the mo­ment in which her hus­band, who was com­ing home, reached the gate­way. He stopped for sev­er­al seconds to watch his wife, and turned a little pale. She was very lovely, supple, no­tice­able for her long oval face, her com­plex­ion of old ivory, and her large grey eyes and black hair: she stepped in­to the car­riage without glan­cing at him, without even ap­pear­ing to have seen him, with a grace so ex­traordin­ar­ily well-bred that the hideous jeal­ousy by which he had been so long de­voured tore at his heart afresh. He went up to her, and, bow­ing:

				“You’re go­ing for a drive?” he said.

				She let four words slip through her scorn­ful lips:

				“You see for your­self.”

				“The park?”

				“Prob­ably.”

				“May I be al­lowed to come with you?”

				“The car­riage is yours.”

				Without sur­prise at the tone in which she answered him, he stepped in and seated him­self be­side his wife; then he gave the or­der: “The park.”

				The foot­man leaped on to the seat be­side the coach­man and the horses, as they al­ways did, pawed and tossed their heads un­til they had turned in­to the street.

				The couple re­mained side by side without speak­ing. He sought how to be­gin the con­ver­sa­tion, but she main­tained so ob­stin­ately hard an ex­pres­sion that he did not dare.

				At last, he stealth­ily slid his hand to­wards the gloved hand of his wife and touched it as if by ac­ci­dent, but the ges­ture that she made in with­draw­ing her arm was so swift and so ex­press­ive of dis­gust that he hes­it­ated anxiously, in spite of his ha­bitu­al au­thor­ity and des­pot­ism.

				At length he muttered:

				“Gab­ri­elle.”

				Without turn­ing her head, she asked:

				“What do you want?”

				“You are per­fectly ad­or­able.”

				She made no an­swer, and re­mained lean­ing back in the car­riage with the ex­pres­sion of an in­furi­ated queen.

				By now they were go­ing up the Champs-Élysées, to­wards the Arc de Tri­omphe de l’Étoile. The enorm­ous monu­ment at the bot­tom of the long av­en­ue, spread out its co­lossal arch against a fiery sky. The sun seemed to fall on it, scat­ter­ing from the ho­ri­zon a flam­ing dust.

				And the flood of car­riages, splashed with the rays of the sun on cop­per fit­tings and on the sil­ver plat­ing and crys­tal of har­ness and lamps, was flow­ing in a double stream to­wards the park and the city.

				The Comte de Mas­caret began again:

				“Dear Gab­ri­elle.”

				Then, un­able to stand it any longer, she replied in an ex­as­per­ated voice:

				“Oh, leave me alone, I beg you. I have no longer liberty to be alone in my car­riage now.”

				He pre­ten­ded not to have heard, and went on:

				“I have nev­er seen you look as pretty as you do today.”

				She was nearly at the end of her pa­tience and replied, with an an­ger which she could con­tain no longer:

				“You are mak­ing a mis­take in no­ti­cing it, for I give you my word that I’ll nev­er be yours again.”

				He was ob­vi­ously stunned and over­whelmed, and, his cus­tom­ary vi­ol­ence get­ting the bet­ter of him, he flung a “What’s that you say?” which re­vealed more of the bru­tal mas­ter than of the man in love.

				In a low voice, al­though the ser­vants could hear noth­ing amid the deaf­en­ing rum­bling of the wheels, she re­peated:

				“What’s that you say? What’s that you say? How well I re­cog­nise you! You want me to tell you?”

				“Yes.”

				“Tell you everything?”

				“Yes.”

				“Everything that I have held in my heart since I be­came the vic­tim of your fe­ro­cious ego­ism?”

				He turned scar­let with as­ton­ish­ment and rage. He muttered between his clenched teeth:

				“Yes, go on.”

				He was a man of tall build, with broad shoulders, with a great tawny beard, a hand­some man, a no­ble­man, a man of the world who passed for a per­fect hus­band and an ex­cel­lent fath­er.

				For the first time since they had left the house, she turned to­wards him and looked him full in the face.

				“Well, you are go­ing to hear some un­pleas­ant things, but you may as well know that I am ready for any­thing, that I will out­face every­body, that I fear noth­ing, and today, you less than any­body.”

				He too looked her in the face, and a storm of an­ger shook him already. He whispered:

				“You must be mad.”

				“No, but I will no longer be the vic­tim of the de­test­able tor­ture of ma­ter­nity that you have made me un­der­go these last el­ev­en years! I wish to live as a wo­man in so­ci­ety should, as I have the right, as all wives have the right.”

				Sud­denly turn­ing pale again, he stammered:

				“I don’t un­der­stand.”

				“Oh, yes, you do. It is now three months since my last child was born, and as I still have all my beauty—which, in spite of your ef­forts, it is prac­tic­ally im­possible to ru­in, as you re­cog­nised just now when you saw me on the door­step—you real­ise that it is time I be­came en­ceinte again.”

				“You are out of your mind.”

				“No. I am thirty and have sev­en chil­dren. We’ve been mar­ried for el­ev­en years, and you hope that this will go on for an­oth­er ten, after which you will cease from be­ing jeal­ous.”

				He seized her arm, and squeez­ing it:

				“I am not go­ing to al­low you to talk to me like this any longer.

				“And I shall talk to you to the end, un­til I have fin­ished everything I have got to tell you. If you try to stop me, I shall raise my voice loud enough to be un­der­stood by the two ser­vants on the box. I only let you sit be­side me for this pur­pose, be­cause I should have these wit­nesses who would com­pel you to listen to me and to keep a tight rein on your­self. Now listen to me. You have al­ways been dis­taste­ful to me and I have al­ways let you see it, for I have nev­er lied. You mar­ried me against my will, you brought pres­sure to bear on my par­ents, who were shamed in­to giv­ing me to you be­cause you were very rich. They forced me to it by mak­ing me cry.

				“So, hav­ing bought me, from the mo­ment when I was in your power, when I began to be­come a com­pan­ion ready to at­tach my­self to you, to for­get your cam­paign of in­tim­id­a­tion and co­er­cion, in re­mem­ber­ing only that I ought to be a de­voted wife and to love you as much as it was pos­sible for me to do, you be­came jeal­ous, yes, as no oth­er man has ever been, the jeal­ousy of a spy, base, ig­noble, de­grad­ing to your­self and in­sult­ing to me. I had only been mar­ried eight months when you sus­pec­ted me of every treach­ery. You even let me hear you say so. What shame! And since you could not pre­vent me from be­ing beau­ti­ful and pleas­ing, from be­ing spoken of in draw­ing rooms and even in the pa­pers as be­ing one of the pret­ti­est wo­men in Par­is, you sought what you could dis­cov­er to cut me off from flir­ta­tions, and so you hit on this ab­om­in­able idea of mak­ing me pass my life in a state of per­petu­al preg­nancy, un­til the time came when I should dis­gust every man. Oh, don’t deny it. For a long time I un­der­stood noth­ing, then I guessed. You boas­ted of it even to your own sis­ter, who told me, be­cause she loves me and was hor­ri­fied by your peas­ant gross­ness.

				“Think of our battles, doors broken open, locks forced. Think of the ex­ist­ence to which you have con­demned me these el­ev­en years, the ex­ist­ence of a brood mare in a stud. Then, the mo­ment I be­came preg­nant, you too lost your taste for me, and I would not see you for months. I was sent in­to the coun­try to the fam­ily seat, to grass, to pas­ture, to have my baby. And when I re­appeared, fresh and beau­ti­ful, in­des­truct­ible, as al­lur­ing as ever, and as ever the centre of at­trac­tion, hop­ing at last that I was go­ing to live for a short time like a young wealthy so­ci­ety wo­man, jeal­ousy over­took you again, and once more you began to pur­sue me with the in­fam­ous and hate­ful de­sire by which you are tor­tured at this mo­ment as you sit be­side me. It is not the de­sire to pos­sess me—I would nev­er re­fuse my­self to you—it is the de­sire to de­form me.

				“It is of old stand­ing, this ab­om­in­able and quite mys­ter­i­ous thing, the full im­plic­a­tion of which I was so long in real­ising (but I have grown quick to note your acts and thoughts): you are at­tached to your chil­dren by all the se­cur­ity which they have giv­en you dur­ing the time I car­ried them in my body. You made your af­fec­tion for them with all the aver­sion that you had for me, with all your shame­ful fears, mo­ment­ar­ily set at rest, and with joy at see­ing me grown big.

				“Oh, how of­ten have I felt that joy in you, re­cog­nised it in your eyes, guessed it. You love your chil­dren as vic­tor­ies and not as flesh of your flesh. They are vic­tor­ies over me, over my youth, over my beauty, over my charm, over the com­pli­ments paid to me, and over those whispered round me and left un­spoken. And you are proud of it: you parade with them, you take them to ride in a car­riage in the Bois de Boulogne, and on don­keys at Mont­morency. You es­cort them to the theatre in the af­ter­noon so that people shall see you in the middle of them, and say: ‘What a good fath­er!’ and re­peat it …”

				He had seized her wrist with sav­age bru­tal­ity, and was grip­ping it so vi­ol­ently that she fell si­lent, a groan tear­ing her throat.

				And speak­ing very softly he said:

				“I love my chil­dren, do you hear! What you have just told me is a shame­ful thing for a moth­er to have said. But you are mine. I am the mas­ter … your mas­ter … I can ex­act from you what I like, when I like … and I have the law … on my side.”

				He tried to crush her fin­gers in the pin­cer-like pres­sure of his heavy mas­cu­line fist. Liv­id with pain, she struggled in vain to with­draw her hand from this vice that was grind­ing it; and the suf­fer­ing made her gasp for breath, and tears came to her eyes.

				“You real­ise that I am the mas­ter,” he said, “the stronger.”

				He had loosed his grasp a little. She replied:

				“You be­lieve I am a pi­ous wo­man?”

				Sur­prised, he stammered:

				“Of course.”

				“You think that I be­lieve in God?”

				“Of course.”

				“Do you think that I could lie in swear­ing an oath to you be­fore an al­tar that holds the body of Christ?”

				“No.”

				“Will you ac­com­pany me in­to a church?”

				“What to do?”

				“You’ll see. Will you come?”

				“If you in­sist, yes.”

				She raised her voice, call­ing:

				“Phil­ippe.”

				The coach­man, bend­ing his neck slightly, without tak­ing his eyes off the horses, seemed to turn only his ear to­wards his mis­tress, who went on:

				“Drive to the Church of Saint-Phil­ippe-du-Roule.”

				And the vic­tor­ia, which had just reached the en­trance to the park, turned back in the dir­ec­tion of Par­is.

				Wife and hus­band ex­changed no fur­ther word dur­ing their new jour­ney. Then, when the car­riage had stopped be­fore the en­trance to the church, Mme. de Mas­caret, jump­ing out, went in, fol­lowed a few paces be­hind by the comte.

				She went without a pause, straight to the rail­ings of the choir, and fall­ing on her knees be­side a chair, hid her face in her hands and prayed. She prayed for a long time, and, stand­ing be­side her, he saw at last that she was cry­ing. She cried si­lently, as wo­men cry in mo­ments of ter­rible poignant grief. It was a sort of shud­der that ran through her body and ended in a little sob, hid­den and stifled un­der her fin­gers.

				But the Comte de Mas­caret de­cided that the situ­ation was last­ing too long, and he touched her on the shoulder.

				The con­tact roused her as if it had burnt her. Stand­ing up, she looked him straight in the eyes:

				“This is what I have to say to you. I’m not afraid, you can do what you like. You can kill me if that is what you want to do. One of your chil­dren is not yours. I swear it to you be­fore God who hears me in this place. It was the only re­venge I could take on you, against your ab­om­in­able mas­cu­line tyranny, against the forced la­bour of pro­cre­ation to which you have con­demned me. Who was my lov­er? You will nev­er know. You will sus­pect the whole world. You will not dis­cov­er him. I gave my­self to him without love and without pleas­ure, solely to de­ceive you. And he too made me a moth­er. Who is the child? You will nev­er know. I have sev­en chil­dren; find out the one! I had in­ten­ded to tell you this later, since one is not avenged on a man by de­ceiv­ing him un­til he knows it. You have forced me to con­fess it to you today: I have fin­ished.”

				And she fled through the church, to­wards the door open on the street, ex­pect­ing to hear be­hind her the swift foot­steps of the hus­band she had de­fied, and to lie crushed on the pave­ment un­der the stun­ning blow of his fist.

				But she heard noth­ing and reached the car­riage. She climbed in at one bound, shaken with an­guish, faint­ing with fear, and cried to the coach­man:

				“Home.”

				The horses set off at a quick trot.

			
			
				II

				Shut in her room, the Comtesse de Mas­caret waited for her din­ner hour as a con­demned man waits for the hour of his ex­e­cu­tion. What would he do? Had he come in? Des­pot­ic and un­gov­ern­able as he was, ready for any vi­ol­ence, what had he med­it­ated, what had he planned, what re­solved? There was no sound in the house, and she looked at the hands of her watch every mo­ment. Her maid had come to dress her for the even­ing; then she had gone.

				Eight o’clock struck, and al­most on the in­stant, there was a double knock at the door.

				“Come in.”

				The but­ler ap­peared, and said:

				“Din­ner is served, ma­dame.”

				“Is the comte in?”

				“Yes, madam. M. le comte is in the din­ing room.”

				For a mo­ment or two, she had some thought of arm­ing her­self with a little re­volver that she had bought some time pre­vi­ously, in view of the drama she was pre­par­ing in her heart. But she re­membered that all the chil­dren would be there: and she took noth­ing but a bottle of salts.

				When she entered the din­ing room, her hus­band was wait­ing, stand­ing near his chair. They bowed slightly to each oth­er and sat down. Then the chil­dren took their places, too. The three boys, with their tu­tor, the Ab­bé Mar­in, were on their moth­er’s right hand: the three girls, with the Eng­lish gov­erness, Miss Smith, were on her left. The young­est child, aged three months, stayed alone in her room with her nurse.

				The three girls, all fair, of whom the eld­est was ten, wore blue frocks and were like ex­quis­ite dolls. The young­est was not three years old. They were all very pretty already and they gave prom­ise of be­com­ing as lovely as their moth­er.

				The three boys, two brown-haired, and the eld­est, aged nine, already very dark, seemed likely to grow in­to vig­or­ous big-built men, with broad shoulders. The whole fam­ily seemed to come of one stock, healthy and act­ive.

				The ab­bé pro­nounced be­ne­dic­tion, as al­ways when no one had been in­vited to din­ner, for the chil­dren did not come to the table when there were guests. Then they began din­ner.

				The comtesse, in the grip of an emo­tion she had not an­ti­cip­ated, sat with down­cast eyes, while the count scru­tin­ised both the three boys and the three girls, with ques­tion­ing eyes that wandered from one head to an­oth­er, dis­turbed and wretched. Sud­denly, as he re­placed his thin-stemmed glass in front of him, he broke it, and the red li­quid spread upon the table­cloth. At the slight noise made by this slight ac­ci­dent, the comtesse star­ted so vi­ol­ently that she jumped in her chair. They looked at each oth­er for the first time. Then, from mo­ment to mo­ment, in spite of them­selves, in spite of the re­vul­sion of body and mind with which every glance they ex­changed over­whelmed them, they con­tin­ued to cross glances like ex­chan­ging shots.

				The ab­bé, feel­ing that some con­straint, of which he did not guess the cause, ex­is­ted, tried to raise a con­ver­sa­tion. He scattered sub­jects round him, but his use­less at­tempts did not hatch out one idea or bring one word to birth.

				The comtesse, urged by her wo­man’s tact, fell back in­stinct­ively on her so­cial train­ing, and tried two or three times to an­swer him: but in vain. She found no words in the con­fu­sion of her thoughts; and in the si­lence of the vast room where the only sounds were the slight ones made by the knives and forks and plates, her voice al­most frightened her.

				Sud­denly, lean­ing to­wards her, her hus­band said:

				“Here in this room, in the middle of your chil­dren, will you swear to the truth of what you have just told me?”

				The hatred that had fer­men­ted in her veins broke sud­denly out, and an­swer­ing the ques­tion de­term­inedly as she answered his glance, she lif­ted her two hands, the right to­wards the heads of her sons, the left to­wards her daugh­ters’, and in a firm, res­ol­ute and un­fal­ter­ing voice, said:

				“On my chil­dren’s heads, I swear that I have told you the truth.”

				He got up, and fling­ing his nap­kin on the table with a ges­ture of ex­as­per­a­tion, he turned away, push­ing his chair against the wall; then went out without an­oth­er word.

				Thereupon she drew a deep breath, as if she had won a first vic­tory, and went on in a calm voice:

				“Don’t take any no­tice, my darlings, your fath­er has just suffered a great sor­row. And he is still very un­happy. It will pass off in a few days.”

				Then she talked to the ab­bé; she talked to Miss Smith; for her chil­dren she found lov­ing words, little kind­nesses, the gentle in­dul­gent moth­er ways that glad­den child­ish hearts.

				When din­ner was over, she went in­to the draw­ing room with the whole fam­ily. She made the eld­er ones chat­ter, told stor­ies to the young ones, and when it was time for them all to go to bed, she pressed linger­ing kisses on them, and then send­ing them away to sleep, she re­turned to her bed­room alone.

				She waited, without the least doubt that he would come. And now that her chil­dren were far from her, she de­term­ined to de­fend her mor­tal body as she had de­fen­ded her life as a so­ci­ety wo­man; and in the pock­et of her gown she hid the little loaded re­volver that she had bought some days be­fore.

				Hours passed; clocks struck. All the noises of the house died down. Only the car­riages con­tin­ued to rush down the streets with a con­fused rum­bling, faint and far off through the thick­ness of the walls.

				She waited, wide-awake and poised, not afraid of him now, pre­pared for any­thing and al­most tri­umphant, since she had found for him a tor­ture that he would feel every mo­ment through­out his life.

				But the first gleam of day­light had slipped through the fringed bor­der of her cur­tains, and still he had not come to her. Then, stunned, she real­ised that he was not com­ing. Lock­ing her door and thrust­ing across it the safety bolt that she had had fixed, she went to bed at last and lay there with wide-open eyes, think­ing, un­able to un­der­stand now, un­able to guess what he was go­ing to do.

				Her maid, bring­ing in her tea, gave her a let­ter from her hus­band. He in­formed her that he was go­ing on a very long voy­age and an­nounced in a post­script that his law­yer would sup­ply her with all the money she re­quired for her ex­penses.

			
			
				III

				It was at the Opéra, dur­ing an en­tr’acte of Robert le Di­able. In the stalls, men stood up, hats on their heads, low-cut waist­coats re­veal­ing white shirts on which shone gold or jew­elled studs, and looked round at the boxes full of wo­men in even­ing dress, covered with dia­monds and pearls, dis­played in this bril­liantly lighted green­house where lovely faces and gleam­ing shoulders seemed blos­som­ing for all eyes to gaze on, in the midst of the mu­sic and the hu­man voices.

				Two friends, their backs turned to the or­ches­tra, were quizz­ing, as they talked, all this gal­lery of el­eg­ance, all this ex­hib­i­tion of true or ar­ti­fi­cial charm, jew­els, lux­ury and os­ten­ta­tion that spread it­self in a circle round the great theatre.

				One of them, Ro­ger de Sa­lins, said to his com­pan­ion, Bern­ard Grand­in:

				“Look at the Comtesse de Mas­caret, as lovely as ever.”

				The oth­er man turned to stare at the tall wo­man in the op­pos­ite box: she looked still very young, and her start­ling beauty seemed to draw all eyes from every corner of the theatre. Her pale com­plex­ion, with its ivory gleams, gave her the look of a statue, while in her hair, which was black as night, a slender rain­bow-shaped dia­dem, powdered with dia­monds, glittered like a milky way.

				When he had looked at her for some time, Bern­ard Grand­in replied with a hu­mor­ous ac­cent of sin­cere con­vic­tion:

				“I’ll grant you that she’s lovely!”

				“How old will she be now?”

				“Wait. I can tell you ex­actly. I have known her since her child­hood. I saw her make her entry in­to so­ci­ety as a young girl. She is … she is … thirty … thirty … thirty-six years old.”

				“It’s im­possible.”

				“I’m sure of it.”

				“She looks twenty-five.”

				“She has had sev­en chil­dren.”

				“It’s in­cred­ible.”

				“They are all sev­en alive too, and she’s an ad­mir­able moth­er. I vis­it the house some­times: it’s a pleas­ant house, very quiet and rest­ful. She achieves the dif­fi­cult art of be­ing a moth­er and a so­cial be­ing.”

				“Odd, isn’t it? And there’s nev­er been any talk about her?”

				“Nev­er.”

				“But what about her hus­band? He’s a strange man, isn’t he?”

				“Yes and no. There may have been some little in­cid­ent between them, one of those little do­mest­ic in­cid­ents that one sus­pects, nev­er hear­ing the whole story but guess­ing it fairly ac­cur­ately.”

				“What was it?”

				“I don’t know any­thing about it my­self. Mas­caret is very much the man about town nowadays after hav­ing been a per­fect hus­band. Dur­ing all the time that he was a thor­oughly good hus­band, he had a thor­oughly bad dis­pos­i­tion, sus­pi­cious and surly. Since he took to a gay life, he has be­come quite care­less, but one feels that he has some worry, some grief, a gnaw­ing canker of some kind: he is age­ing very much, he is.”

				For a few minutes the two friends philo­soph­ised on the secret troubles, im­possible to un­der­stand, that dif­fer­ences of char­ac­ter or per­haps phys­ic­al an­ti­path­ies, un­noticed at first, can cre­ate in a fam­ily.

				Ro­ger de Sa­lins, who was still eye­ing Mme. de Mas­caret, ad­ded:

				“It is in­com­pre­hens­ible that this wo­man has had sev­en chil­dren.”

				“Yes, in el­ev­en years. After which she made an end, at the age of thirty, of her peri­od of re­pro­duc­tion, in or­der to enter on the bril­liant peri­od of dis­play, which seems far from fin­ish­ing.”

				“Poor wo­men!”

				“Why do you pity them?”

				“Why? Oh, my dear, think of it! El­ev­en years of preg­nancy for a wo­man like that! What a hell! It’s the whole of her youth, all her beauty, her every hope of suc­cess, the whole ro­mantic ideal of the bril­liance of life, that is sac­ri­ficed to this ab­om­in­able law of re­pro­duc­tion which turns the nor­mal wo­man in­to a mere egg-lay­ing ma­chine.”

				“What’s to be done? That’s only nature!”

				“Yes, but I say that nature is our en­emy, that we must fight all our lives against nature, be­cause she nev­er ceases to force us back and back to the beast. Whatever there is of de­cency, of beauty, of gra­cious­ness, of ideal­ism, on earth, was not put there by God, but by man, by man’s brain. It is we who have in­tro­duced in­to the cre­ated world some little grace, beauty, a charm for­eign to it, and mys­tery, by the songs we sing of it, the in­ter­pret­a­tions we of­fer, by the ad­mir­a­tion of po­ets, the ideal­isa­tions of artists, and the ex­plan­a­tions of sci­ent­ists who are de­luded but who do find in­geni­ous reas­ons for phe­nom­ena. God has cre­ated only gross creatures, full of the germs of dis­ease, who after a few years of an­im­al de­vel­op­ment grow old in in­firm­ity, with all the ugli­ness and all the im­pot­ence of hu­man de­crep­itude. He made them, it seems, only to re­pro­duce them­selves in a re­volt­ing fash­ion and there­after to die, like the eph­em­er­al in­sects of sum­mer even­ings. I said, ‘to re­pro­duce them­selves in a re­volt­ing fash­ion’: I re­peat it. What is in­deed more shame­ful, more re­pug­nant than the filthy and ri­dicu­lous act of hu­man re­pro­duc­tion, from which all del­ic­ate sens­ib­il­it­ies shrink and will al­ways shrink in dis­gust? Since all the or­gans in­ven­ted by this eco­nom­ic­al and ma­lig­nant cre­at­or serve two pur­poses, why did he not choose oth­ers, that were not ill-suited and de­filed, to which to en­trust this sac­red mis­sion, the noblest and most up­lift­ing of all hu­man func­tions? The mouth that nour­ishes the body with ma­ter­i­al food, is also the me­di­um of words and thoughts. The flesh is re­stored by it at the same time that it gives ex­pres­sion to the in­tel­li­gence. The sense of smell, which gives the lungs their vi­tal air, gives the brain all the per­fumes in the world: the scent of flowers, woods, trees, the sea. The ear which puts us in com­mu­nic­a­tion with our fel­low be­ings, has also made it pos­sible for us to in­vent mu­sic, to cre­ate from its sounds ima­gin­a­tion, hap­pi­ness, the in­fin­ite, and even phys­ic­al pleas­ure. But one would sup­pose that a ma­li­cious and cyn­ic­al cre­at­or had wished to pre­vent man from ever en­nobling, beau­ti­fy­ing and ideal­ising his re­la­tions with wo­men. Nev­er­the­less, man found love, which is not so bad as a reply to a God who is a cheat, and he has so en­dowed it with po­et­ic­al con­ceits that wo­man of­ten for­gets to what con­tacts she is forced. Those among us who are power­less to de­lude ourselves by self-ideal­isa­tion, have in­ven­ted vice and re­fined de­bauch, which is yet an­oth­er way of mak­ing a fool of God and ren­der­ing a wan­ton homage to beauty.

				“But the nor­mal hu­man be­ing makes chil­dren like a beast mated by law.

				“Look at this wo­man! Isn’t it ab­om­in­able to think that this jew­el, this pearl born to be beau­ti­ful, ad­mired, fêted and ad­ored, has passed el­ev­en years of her life in giv­ing heirs to the Comte de Mas­caret!”

				Bern­ard Grand­in said, laugh­ing:

				“There’s a good deal of truth in that; but few people would un­der­stand you.”

				Sa­lins be­came ex­cited.

				“Do you know my con­cep­tion of God?” said he. “A mon­strous cre­at­ive or­gan un­known to us, who sows mil­lions of worlds through space as a single fish lays eggs in the sea. He cre­ates be­cause that is his God func­tion: but he is ig­nor­ant of what he does, sense­lessly pro­lif­ic, un­con­scious of the mul­ti­tudin­ous com­bin­a­tions pro­duced by his scattered germs. Hu­man thought is a happy little ac­ci­dent born of the chances of his fecun­dit­ies, a loc­al ac­ci­dent, passing and un­fore­seen, con­demned to dis­ap­pear with the earth, and to be­gin again, per­haps, here or else­where, the same or dif­fer­ent, with the new com­bin­a­tions of the etern­al re-be­gin­nings. It is due to this, to this little ac­ci­dent of in­tel­li­gence, that we ex­ist ill at ease in a state of be­ing not made for us, which had not been pre­pared to re­ceive, house, nour­ish and con­tent think­ing be­ings, and it is due to this too that we have to fight without rest, such of us as are truly re­fined and civ­il­ised, against what are still called the designs of Provid­ence.”

				Grand­in, who was listen­ing to him at­tent­ively, know­ing of old the start­ling leaps of his ima­gin­a­tion, asked him:

				“So you be­lieve that hu­man thought is a spon­tan­eous product of the blind par­tur­i­tion of God?”

				“Why not? A for­tu­it­ous func­tion of the nervous centres of our brains, sim­il­ar to un­fore­seen chem­ic­al ac­tions due to new com­bin­a­tions, sim­il­ar too to a mani­fest­a­tion of elec­tri­city, cre­ated by fric­tion or by un­ex­pec­ted con­ti­gu­ities, in short to all the phe­nom­ena en­gendered by the in­fin­ite and fecund fer­ment­a­tions of liv­ing mat­ter.

				“But, my dear, the proof leaps to the eye of any­one who looks round him. If hu­man thought, willed by a con­scious cre­at­or, had been in­ten­ded to be that which it has be­come, quite dif­fer­ent from the thought and the resig­na­tion of the beasts, ex­act­ing, quest­ing, dis­turbed, tor­men­ted, would the world cre­ated to re­ceive the creatures that we are today have been this un­com­fort­able little park for small beast­ies, this salad bed, this stony, spher­ic­al, sylvan kit­chen-garden, where your short­sighted Provid­ence had destined us to live na­ked, in caves or un­der trees, nour­ished by the murdered flesh of the an­im­als, our broth­ers, or the raw ve­get­ables grow­ing in sun and rain?

				“But it only re­quires a second’s re­flec­tion to real­ise that this world is not made for creatures like us. Thought, hatched and de­veloped by a mi­ra­cu­lous qual­ity of the nerves of our brain cells, quite power­less, ig­nor­ant and con­fused as it is and will al­ways re­main, makes us all in­tel­lec­tu­als of the world of the ideal, and miser­able ex­iles in this world.

				“Con­tem­plate this world, in the state in which God gave it to the be­ings who dwell there­on. Is it not vis­ibly and solely de­signed, planted and wooded for an­im­als? What is there for us? Noth­ing. And for them, all: caves, trees, leafy places, rivers, wa­ter­ing-places, food and drink. So that fas­ti­di­ous people like me are nev­er happy there. Only men who ap­prox­im­ate to the brutes are con­tent and sat­is­fied. But the oth­ers, po­ets, squeam­ish creatures, dream­ers, seekers, rest­less be­ings … oh, poor wretches!

				“I eat cab­bages and car­rots, dam­mit, onions, turnips and radishes, be­cause we have been con­strained to ac­cus­tom ourselves to them, even to ac­quire a taste for them, and be­cause noth­ing else grows, but these things are a food fit only for rab­bits and goats, as grass and clover are food for horses and cows. When I look at the ears of a field of ripe corn I don’t doubt but that it has ger­min­ated in the soil for the beaks of spar­rows and larks, but not for my mouth. So when I mas­tic­ate bread I am rob­bing the birds, as I am rob­bing the weasel and the fox in eat­ing poultry. Are not quail, pi­geon and part­ridge the nat­ur­al prey of the hawk; sheep, ven­ison and beef the prey of the great car­ni­vor­ous beasts, rather than meats fattened for us to be served roas­ted with truffles that have been dis­in­terred es­pe­cially for us by the pigs?

				“An­im­als have noth­ing to do but live here, my dear. They are in their own place, sheltered and fed, they have only to browse or hunt or eat each oth­er, fol­low­ing the prompt­ings of their in­stincts, for God nev­er foresaw gen­tle­ness and peace­ful way: he foresaw only the death of creatures im­pelled to des­troy and de­vour each oth­er.

				“As for us! Oh, we have had to use la­bour, ef­fort, pa­tience, in­ven­tion, ima­gin­a­tion, in­dustry, tal­ent, and geni­us to make this root-bound stony soil some­thing like a dwell­ing-place. Think what we have done, in spite of nature, in op­pos­i­tion to nature, to es­tab­lish ourselves in barely tol­er­able con­di­tions, hardly de­cent, hardly com­fort­able, hardly el­eg­ant, un­worthy of us.

				“And the more civ­il­ised, in­tel­li­gent and re­fined we are, the more we must van­quish and tame the an­im­al in­stinct that rep­res­ents the will of God in us.

				“Con­sider how we have had to in­vent civil­isa­tion, which in­cludes so many things, so very many things of all kinds, from socks to tele­phones. Think of all the things you see every day, all the things that are use­ful to us in every sort of way.

				“To soften our bru­tish fate, we have dis­covered and man­u­fac­tured everything, be­gin­ning with houses, and go­ing on to del­ic­ate foods, sweets, cakes, drinks, li­queurs, tapestries, cloth­ing, or­na­ments, beds, hair mat­tresses, car­riages, rail­ways, in­nu­mer­able ma­chines: more, we have dis­covered sci­ence and art, writ­ing and po­etry. Yes, we have cre­ated the arts, po­etry, mu­sic, paint­ing. Everything that be­longs to the ima­gin­a­tion comes from us, and all the gay con­ceits of life, fem­in­ine dress and mas­cu­line tal­ent, which has man­aged to make the merely re­pro­duct­ive ex­ist­ence, for which alone a di­vine Provid­ence gave us life, a little more beau­ti­ful in our eyes, a little less na­ked, less mono­ton­ous and less harsh.

				“Look at this theatre. Is there not here a hu­man world cre­ated by us, un­fore­seen by the etern­al Fates, un­known to Them, com­pre­hens­ible to our minds alone, a gay tit­il­la­tion of mind and senses, cre­ated solely for us and by the feeble dis­con­ten­ted rest­less an­im­al that we are?

				“Look at this wo­man, Mme. de Mas­caret. God had made her to live in a cave, na­ked, or clothed in the skins of beasts. Isn’t she bet­ter like this? But, talk­ing of her, who knows why or how her brute of a hus­band, hav­ing had a wo­man like that for a com­pan­ion and es­pe­cially after hav­ing been un­couth enough to make her sev­en times a moth­er, aban­doned her all at once to run after loose wo­men?”

				Grand­in replied:

				“Oh, my dear, that’s prob­ably the only reas­on. He dis­covered at last that sleep­ing in his own bed costs him too much. He has ar­rived by way of do­mest­ic eco­nomy at the same the­or­ies you hold philo­soph­ic­ally.”

				The bell rang three times for the last act. The two friends turned round, re­moved their hats and took their seats.

			
			
				IV

				Side by side in the brougham that took them back to their house after the per­form­ance at the Opéra, the Comte and Comtesse de Mas­caret sat in si­lence. But sud­denly the hus­band said to his wife:

				“Gab­ri­elle!”

				“What is it?”

				“Don’t you think this has las­ted long enough?”

				“What?”

				“The ab­om­in­able tor­ture to which you have con­demned me for six years.”

				“Well, I can’t do any­thing about it.”

				“At least, tell me which one it is.”

				“Nev­er.”

				“Think how I can no longer see my chil­dren or feel them round me without my heart be­ing wrung by this doubt. Tell me which it is, and I swear I will for­give and that I’ll treat it just like the oth­ers.”

				“I haven’t the right to do it.”

				“Don’t you see that I can’t en­dure this life any longer, this gnaw­ing thought, this ques­tion that I nev­er cease to ask my­self, this ques­tion that tor­tures me every time I look at them? I shall go mad.”

				She asked:

				“So you have suffered deeply?”

				“Fright­fully. Would I oth­er­wise have en­dured the hor­ror of liv­ing be­side you, and the still worse hor­ror of feel­ing, of know­ing that there is one such child among them, whom I can’t re­cog­nise, and who makes it im­possible for me to love the oth­ers?”

				She re­peated:

				“So, you really have suffered very much?”

				He answered in a sad re­strained voice:

				“Don’t I tell you every day that it is an in­tol­er­able tor­ture to me? But for that, would I have come back, would I have re­mained in this house, near you and near them, if I had not loved them, my chil­dren? Oh, you have be­haved to­wards me in a shame­ful way. The only pas­sion of my heart is for my chil­dren: you know it well. I feel for them as a fath­er of olden days, as I was for you the hus­band of an older ideal of fam­ily life, for I re­main a man of in­stinct, a man of nature, a man of an earli­er day. Yes, I own it, you made me ter­ribly jeal­ous, be­cause you are a wo­man of an­oth­er race, an­oth­er spir­it, with oth­er needs. Oh, I shall nev­er for­get the things you said to me. From that day, moreover, I cared no more what you did. I did not kill you be­cause that would have de­prived me of the last means on earth by which I could find out which of our … of your chil­dren is not mine. I have waited, but I have suffered more than you would be­lieve, for I dare not love them now, ex­cept per­haps the eld­est: I dar­en’t look at them now, call them, em­brace them, I can’t take one of them on my knees now without won­der­ing: ‘Is this the one?’ For six years I have been cour­teous to you, even kind and com­plais­ant to­wards you. Tell me the truth and I give you my word that I will do noth­ing un­kind.”

				In the dark­ness of the car­riage, he thought he could feel that she was moved, and feel­ing that at last she was go­ing to speak, he said:

				“I beg you to tell me, I im­plore you.”

				She mur­mured:

				“Per­haps I have been more guilty than you think. But I could not, I could not go on with that dest­est­able life of con­tin­ued preg­nan­cies. There was only one way in which I could drive you from my bed. I lied be­fore God, and I lied with my hand raised to my chil­dren’s heads, for I nev­er de­ceived you.”

				He seized her arm in the dark­ness, and grip­ping it as he had done on the ter­rible day when they drove in the park, he stammered:

				“Is it true?”

				“Quite true.”

				But, dis­traught with agony, he groaned:

				“Oh, I shall be a prey to new doubts that will nev­er end. Which time did you lie, that oth­er day or today? How can I be­lieve you now? How can I be­lieve a wo­man after that? I shall nev­er know again what to think. I had rather you had said to me: ‘It’s Jacques,’ or ‘It’s Jeanne.’ ”

				The car­riage was turn­ing in­to the court­yard of the house. When it drew up be­fore the steps, the comte des­cen­ded first and as al­ways offered his arm to his wife to mount the steps.

				“Can I talk to you for a few minutes?” he said.

				She answered:

				“I’d like you to.”

				They went in­to a small sit­ting-room, and a rather sur­prised foot­man lit its candles.

				Then, when they were alone, he went on:

				“How am I to know the truth? I have im­plored you a thou­sand times to speak, you re­mained si­lent, im­pen­et­rable, in­flex­ible, in­ex­or­able, and now you come to me today and tell me that you lied. For six years you have found it in your heart to let me be­lieve a thing like that! No, it’s now you’re ly­ing, I don’t know why, out of pity for me, per­haps?”

				She replied, with a grave sin­cere air:

				“But if I had not lied I should have had four more chil­dren in the last six years.”

				He cried:

				“Is it a moth­er talk­ing like that?”

				“Oh,” she said, “I don’t feel in the least as a moth­er to­wards chil­dren who are not born, I’m con­tent to be the moth­er of those I have and to love them with all my heart. I am, we are wo­men of the civ­il­ised world. We no longer are and we re­fuse to be mere fe­males who re­plen­ish the earth.”

				She rose, but he seized her hands.

				“One word, only one word, Gab­ri­elle. Will you tell me the truth?”

				“I have just told you it. I have nev­er de­ceived you.”

				He looked her squarely in the face, so lovely as she was, with her eyes grey as cold skies. In her dusky hair, in that shad­owy night of black hair, shone the dia­dem powdered with dia­monds like a milky way. Then he felt sud­denly, by some in­tu­ition he felt that this be­ing be­fore him was not only a wo­man destined to per­petu­ate her race, but the strange and mys­ter­i­ous product of all our com­plic­ated de­sires, garnered in us by the cen­tur­ies, turned aside from prim­it­ive and di­vine goal to wander to­wards a mys­tic beauty half-seen and in­tan­gible. So that some of them flour­ish only for our dreams, ad­orned with all the po­etry, the ro­mantic lux­ury, the con­ceits and the aes­thet­ic charm that civil­isa­tion has gathered round wo­man, this statue of flesh that en­genders as many fevers of the senses as im­ma­ter­i­al ap­pet­ites.

				Her hus­band re­mained stand­ing in front of her, dazed by this tardy and ob­scure dis­cov­ery, reach­ing dir­ectly back to the cause of his old jeal­ousy and un­der­stand­ing it hardly at all.

				At last he said:

				“I be­lieve you. I feel that at this mo­ment you are not ly­ing: and in­deed it al­ways seemed to me be­fore that you were ly­ing.”

				She held out her hand:

				“We are friends then?”

				He took this hand and kissed it, an­swer­ing:

				“We are friends. Thank you, Gab­ri­elle.”

				Then he went out, still look­ing at her, mar­vel­ling that she was still so lovely, and feel­ing in him­self the birth of a strange emo­tion, an emo­tion per­haps more ter­rible than the simple love of old.

			
		
	
		
			Who Knows?

			
				I

				My God! My God! So at last I am go­ing to write down what has happened to me. But shall I be able to? Shall I dare?—so fant­ast­ic, so in­ex­plic­able, so in­com­pre­hens­ible, so crazy is it.

				If I were not cer­tain of what I had seen, cer­tain that there has been in my reas­on­ing no faulty link, no er­ror in my in­vest­ig­a­tions, no la­cuna in the re­lent­less se­quence of my ob­ser­va­tions, I would have be­lieved my­self to be merely the vic­tim of an hal­lu­cin­a­tion, the sport of a strange vis­ion. After all, who knows?

				I am today in a private asylum; but I entered it vol­un­tar­ily, urged thereto by prudence, and fear. Only one liv­ing creature knows my story. The doc­tor here. I am go­ing to write it. I hardly know why. To rid my­self of it, for it fills my thoughts like an un­en­dur­able night­mare.

				Here it is:

				I have al­ways been a re­cluse, a dream­er, a sort of de­tached philo­soph­er, full of kindly feel­ing, con­tent with little, with no bit­ter­ness against men or re­sent­ment against heav­en. I lived alone, all my life, be­cause of a sort of un­eas­i­ness that the pres­ence of oth­er people in­duces in me! How can I ex­plain it? I could not ex­plain it. I don’t re­fuse to see people, to talk to them, to dine with friends, but when I have en­dured their near­ness for some time, even those with whom I am most in­tim­ate, they weary me, ex­haust me, get on my nerves, and I suf­fer an in­creas­ing ex­as­per­at­ing long­ing to see them go or to go my­self, to be alone.

				This long­ing is more than a de­sire, it is an ir­res­ist­ible ne­ces­sity. And if I had to en­dure the con­tin­ued pres­ence of the people in whose com­pany I was, if I were com­pelled, not to listen but to go on for any length of time hear­ing their con­ver­sa­tion, some ac­ci­dent would cer­tainly be­fall me. What? Ah, who knows? Per­haps merely a faint­ing fit? Yes, prob­ably that!

				I have such a pas­sion for solitude that I can­not even en­dure the near­ness of oth­er people sleep­ing un­der my roof: I can­not live in Par­is be­cause of the in­defin­able dis­tress I feel there. I die spir­itu­ally, and I am as tor­tured in my body and my nerves by the vast crowd that swarms and lives round me, even when it sleeps. Oh, the slum­ber of oth­er people is more un­en­dur­able than their speech! And I can nev­er rest when at the oth­er side of the wall I am aware of lives held in sus­pense by these reg­u­lar ec­lipses of con­scious­ness.

				Why am I so made? Who knows? The cause is per­haps quite simple. I am quickly wear­ied of all that ex­ists out­side my­self. And there are many people sim­il­arly con­sti­tuted.

				There are two races dwell­ing on earth. Those who need oth­er people, who are dis­trac­ted, oc­cu­pied and re­freshed by oth­er people, and who are wor­ried, ex­hausted and un­nerved by solitude as by the as­cen­sion of a ter­rible gla­ci­er or the cross­ing of a desert; and those, on the oth­er hand, who are wear­ied, bored, em­bar­rassed, ut­terly fa­tigued by oth­er people, while isol­a­tion calms them, and the de­tach­ment and ima­gin­at­ive activ­ity of their minds bathes them in peace.

				In ef­fect, this is a usu­al psych­ic­al phe­nomen­on. Some people are made to live an out­ward life, oth­ers to live with­in them­selves. I my­self have a short and quickly ex­hausted power of at­ten­tion to the out­side world, and as soon as it has reached its lim­it, I suf­fer in my whole body and my whole mind an in­tol­er­able dis­tress.

				The res­ult is that I at­tach my­self, that I at­tached my­self strongly to in­an­im­ate things that as­sume for me the im­port­ance of liv­ing creatures, and that my house has be­come, had be­come a world where I lived a sol­it­ary and act­ive life, sur­roun­ded by things, fur­niture, in­tim­ate trifles, as sym­path­et­ic to my eyes as faces. I had filled it with them little by little. I had dec­or­ated it so, and I felt my­self housed, con­tent, sat­is­fied, as happy as in the arms of a lov­ing wo­man whose fa­mil­i­ar caress was be­come a calm and pleas­ant need.

				I had had this house built in a beau­ti­ful garden which shut it off from the roads, and at the gate of a town where I could, when oc­ca­sion arose, find the so­cial re­sources to which, at odd mo­ments, I felt im­pelled. All my ser­vants slept in a dis­tant build­ing at the end of the kit­chen garden, which was sur­roun­ded by a great wall. The sombre fold­ing down of the nights, in the si­lence of my hab­it­a­tion, lost, hid­den, drowned un­der the leaves of great trees, was so tran­quil­lising, so pleas­ant to me, that every even­ing I delayed go­ing to bed for sev­er­al hours, to en­joy it the longer.

				That par­tic­u­lar day, Sig­urd had been played at the loc­al theatre. It was the first time I had heard this beau­ti­ful fairy-like mu­sic­al drama, and it had giv­en me the greatest pleas­ure.

				I walked home, at a brisk pace, my head full of sound­ing rhythms, my eyes filled with vis­ions of love­li­ness. It was dark, dark, so un­fathom­ably dark that I could hardly make out the high road and sev­er­al times al­most went head­long in­to the ditch. From the toll gate to my house is about two-thirds of a mile, per­haps a little more, maybe about twenty minutes’ slow walk­ing. It was one o’clock in the morn­ing, one or half past; the sky was grow­ing faintly light in front of me, and a slip of a moon rose, the wan slip of the moon’s last quarter. The cres­cent moon of the first quarter, that rises at four or five o’clock in the even­ing, is bril­liant, gay, gleam­ing like sil­ver, but the moon that rises after mid­night is tawny, sad and sin­is­ter: it is a real Witches’ Sab­bath of a moon. Every walk­er by night must have made this ob­ser­va­tion. The moon of the first quarter, be it thin as a thread, sends out a small joy­ous light that fills the heart with glad­ness and flings clear shad­ows over the earth; the moon of the last quarter scarcely spreads a dy­ing light, so wan that it hardly casts any shad­ow at all.

				I saw from some way off the sombre mass of my garden, and, sprung from I know not where, there came to me a cer­tain un­eas­i­ness at the idea of en­ter­ing it. I slackened my step. It was very mild. The heavy weight of trees wore the as­pect of a tomb where my house was bur­ied.

				I opened my gate­way and made my way down the long av­en­ue of sy­ca­more-trees, which led to the house, arched and vaul­ted over­head like a high tun­nel, cross­ing shad­owy groves and wind­ing round lawns where un­der the pal­ing shad­ows clumps of flowers jew­elled the ground with oval stains of in­de­term­in­ate hues.

				As I ap­proached the house, a strange un­eas­i­ness took pos­ses­sion of me. I hal­ted. There was no sound. There was not a breath of air in the leaves. “What’s the mat­ter with me?” I thought. For ten years I had entered in like man­ner without feel­ing the faintest shad­ow of dis­quiet­ude. I was not afraid. I have nev­er been afraid at night. The sight of a man, a ma­raud­er, a thief, would have filled me with fury, and I would have leaped on him without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. I was armed, moreover. I had my re­volver. But I did not touch it, for I wished to mas­ter this sense of ter­ror that was stir­ring in me.

				What was it? A presen­ti­ment? The mys­ter­i­ous presen­ti­ment that takes pos­ses­sion of one’s senses when they are on the verge of see­ing the in­ex­plic­able? Per­haps? Who knows?

				With every step I ad­vanced, I felt my skin creep, and when I was stand­ing un­der the wall of my vast house, with its closed shut­ters, I felt the need of wait­ing a few mo­ments be­fore open­ing the door and go­ing in­side. So I sat down on a bench un­der the win­dows of my draw­ing room. I re­mained there, a little shaken, my head lean­ing against the wall, my eyes open on the shad­ows of the trees. Dur­ing these first in­stants, I no­ticed noth­ing un­usu­al round me. I felt a sort of dron­ing sound in my ears, but that of­ten happened to me. It some­times seems to me that I hear trains passing, that I hear clocks strik­ing, that I hear the foot­steps of a crowd.

				Then shortly, these dron­ing sounds be­came more dis­tinct, more dif­fer­en­ti­ated, more re­cog­nis­able. I had been mis­taken. It was not the usu­al throb­bing sound of my pulse that filled my ears with these clam­our­ings, but a very pe­cu­li­ar, though very con­fused noise that came, no doubt about it, from the in­teri­or of my house.

				I made it out through the wall, this con­tinu­ous noise, which was rather a dis­turb­ance than a noise, a con­fused move­ment of a crowd of things, as if all my fur­niture was be­ing pushed, moved out of its place and gently dragged about.

				Oh, for an ap­pre­ciable time longer I doubted the evid­ence of my ears. But when I had pressed my­self against a shut­ter the bet­ter to make out this strange dis­turb­ance of my house, I be­came con­vinced, cer­tain, that some­thing ab­nor­mal and in­com­pre­hens­ible was tak­ing place in my house. I was not afraid but I was—how shall I say it?—stunned with as­ton­ish­ment. I did not draw my re­volver—hav­ing a strong sus­pi­cion that I should not need it. I waited. I waited a long time, un­able to come to any de­cision, my mind quite lu­cid, but wildly anxious. I waited, stand­ing there, listen­ing the whole time to the noise that went on in­creas­ing: at times it rose to a vi­ol­ent pitch, and seemed to be­come a mut­ter­ing of im­pa­tience, of an­ger, of a mys­ter­i­ous tu­mult.

				Then sud­denly ashamed of my cow­ardice, I seized my bunch of keys, I chose the one I wanted, I thrust it in the lock, I turned it twice, and push­ing the door with all my force, I sent the door clat­ter­ing against the in­ner wall.

				The crash rang out like a pis­tol shot, and, amaz­ingly, from top to bot­tom of my house, a for­mid­able up­roar broke out in an­swer to this ex­plos­ive sound. It was so sud­den, so ter­rible, so deaf­en­ing, that I re­coiled some steps and al­though I still felt it to be use­less, I drew my re­volver from its hol­ster.

				I went on wait­ing, oh, some little time. I could dis­tin­guish, now, an ex­traordin­ary tap-tap­ping on the steps of my stair­case, on the floors, on the car­pets, a tap-tap­ping, not of shoes, of slip­pers worn by hu­man be­ings, but of crutches, wooden crutches, and iron crutches that rang out like cym­bals. And then all at once I saw, on the threshold of my door, an arm­chair, my big read­ing-chair, come swag­ger­ing out. It set off through the garden. Oth­ers fol­lowed it, the chairs out of my draw­ing room, then the low couches drag­ging them­selves along like cro­codiles on their short legs, then all my chairs, leap­ing like goats, and the little stools trot­ting along like hares.

				Ima­gine the tu­mult of my mind! I slipped in­to a grove of trees, where I stayed, crouched, watch­ing the whole time this march past of my fur­niture, for they were all tak­ing their de­par­ture, one after the oth­er, quickly or slowly, ac­cord­ing to their shapes and weight. My pi­ano, my large grand, passed gal­lop­ing like a run­away horse, with a mur­mur of mu­sic in its depths; the smal­lest ob­jects glid­ing over the gravel like ants, brushes, glass dishes, gob­lets, where the moon­light hung glow­worm lamps. The hangings slithered past in whorls, like oc­topuses. I saw my writ­ing-table ap­pear, a rare piece of the last cen­tury, which con­tained all the let­ters I have re­ceived, the whole story of my heart, an old story which caused me so much suf­fer­ing. And it held pho­to­graphs too.

				Sud­denly, I was no longer afraid, I flung my­self on it and seized it as one seizes a thief, as one seizes a fly­ing wo­man; but it pur­sued its ir­res­ist­ible course, and in spite of my ef­forts, in spite of my an­ger, I could not even re­tard its pro­gress. As I was mak­ing a des­per­ate res­ist­ance to this ter­rible force I fell on the ground, strug­gling with it. Thereupon it tumbled me over, and dragged me over the gravel, and the pieces of fur­niture that were fol­low­ing it were already be­gin­ning to walk over me, tramp­ling over my legs and bruis­ing them; then, when I had loosed my hold of it, the oth­ers passed over my body like a cav­alry charge over a dis­moun­ted sol­dier.

				Mad with fear at last, I man­aged to drag my­self out of the main av­en­ue and to hide my­self again among the trees, to watch the dis­ap­pear­ance of the mean­est, smal­lest, most over­looked by me, most in­sig­ni­fic­ant ob­jects that had be­longed to me.

				Then far away, in my house, now as full of echo­ing sounds as empty houses are, I heard the dread­ful sound of shut­ting doors. They clashed shut from top to bot­tom of the build­ing, un­til the hall door that I my­self, in my mad folly, had opened for their flight, had fi­nally shut it­self, last of all.

				I fled too, run­ning to­wards the town, and I did not re­cov­er my self-con­trol un­til I was in the streets, and meet­ing be­lated way­farers. I went and rang at the door of a hotel where I was known. I had beaten my clothes with my hands to re­move the dust, and I ex­plained that I had lost my bunch of keys which con­tained also the key of the kit­chen garden, where my ser­vants were sleep­ing in a house isol­ated be­hind the en­clos­ing wall that pre­served my fruit and my ve­get­ables from ma­raud­ing vis­it­ors.

				I bur­ied my­self up to my eyes in the bed they gave me. But I could not sleep, and I waited for day­break, listen­ing to the beat­ing of my heart. I had giv­en or­ders that my people were to be warned at dawn, and my man knocked on my door at sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing.

				His face seemed con­vulsed with emo­tion.

				“A ter­rible thing happened last night, sir,” he said.

				“What’s that?”

				“The whole fur­niture of the house has been stolen, sir, everything, everything, down to the very smal­lest art­icles.”

				This news pleased me. Why? Who knows? I had my­self ab­so­lutely in hand, ab­so­lutely de­term­ined to dis­sim­u­late, to say noth­ing to any­one about what I had seen, to hide it: bury it in my con­science like a fright­ful secret. I answered:

				“They must be the same people who stole my keys. We must warn the po­lice at once. I will get up and be with you in a few mo­ments.”

				The in­vest­ig­a­tions las­ted five months. They dis­covered noth­ing, they did not find the smal­lest of my pos­ses­sions, not the faintest trace of the thieves. Lord! if I had told what I knew. If I had told … they would have shut me up, me, not the rob­bers, but the man who had been able to see such a thing.

				Oh, I know enough to hold my tongue. But I did not re­fur­nish my house. It was quite use­less. The thing would have happened again and gone on hap­pen­ing. I did not want to enter the house again. I did not enter it. I nev­er saw it again.

				I went to Par­is, to a hotel, and I con­sul­ted doc­tors on my nervous state, which had been giv­ing me much un­eas­i­ness since that de­plor­able night.

				They ordered me to travel. I fol­lowed their ad­vice.

			
			
				II

				I began by trav­el­ling in Italy. The sun did me good. For six months, I wandered from Gen­oa to Venice, Venice to Florence, Florence to Rome, Rome to Naples. Then I went over Si­cily, a coun­try alike not­able for its cli­mate and its monu­ments, rel­ics of the Greek and Nor­man oc­cu­pa­tion. I turned to Africa, I peace­fully crossed the huge calm yel­low desert over which camels, gazelles and vag­a­bond Ar­abs wander, and al­most noth­ing haunts the light, crys­tal­line air, neither by night nor day.

				I re­turned to France by Mar­seilles, and des­pite the gaiety of the province, the dim­mer light of the sky saddened me. Once more I felt, on re­turn­ing to the Con­tin­ent, the curi­ous fancy of a sick man who be­lieved him­self cured and whom a dull pain warns that the flame of his mal­ady is not quite ex­tin­guished.

				Then I came back to Par­is. A month later, I was bored with it. It was au­tumn, and be­fore winter came on, I wanted to make an ex­ped­i­tion across Nor­mandy, with which I had no ac­quaint­ance.

				I began at Rouen, of course, and for eight days I wandered ec­stat­ic­ally, en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, through this me­di­ev­al city, in this amaz­ing mir­ror of ex­traordin­ary Goth­ic monu­ments.

				Then about four o’clock one af­ter­noon, as I was tempt­ing some un­real street, in which a stream, black as the ink they call “Robec Wa­ter,” flows, my at­ten­tion, wholly fixed on the bizarre and an­ti­quated char­ac­ter of the houses, was sud­denly dis­trac­ted by a glimpse of a line of second­hand deal­ers’ shops which suc­ceeded each oth­er from door to door.

				How well they had chosen, these ob­scene traf­fick­ers in rub­bish, their pitch in this fant­ast­ic al­ley, perched above the evil wa­ter­course, be­neath the roofs brist­ling with tiles and slates on which still creaked the weath­er­cocks of by­gone days!

				In the depths of those dark stairs, all higgledy-piggledy could be seen carved presses, Rouen, Neders, Mousti­ers pot­tery, painted statues, or some in oak, Christs, Vir­gins, saints, church or­na­ments, chas­ubles, copes, even chalices, and even painted shrines from which the Almighty has been dis­mantled. Curi­ous, are they not? these cav­erns in these tall houses, in these huge towns, filled from cel­lar to at­tic with every kind of art­icle whose ex­ist­ence seemed ended, but which out­lived their nat­ur­al own­ers, their cen­tury, their peri­od, their fash­ion, to be bought by new gen­er­a­tions as curi­os­it­ies.

				My weak­ness for trinkets reawakened in this city of an­ti­quar­ies. I went from stall to stall, cross­ing in two strides the bridges made of four rot­ten planks thrown across the naus­eous Robec Wa­ter.

				Heav­ens! What a shock! One of my most hand­some ward­robes met my eyes at the end of a vault crowded with art­icles, look­ing like the en­trance to the cata­combs of a cemetery for old fur­niture. I drew near­er, trem­bling in every limb, trem­bling so much that I dared not touch it. I put out my hand, I hes­it­ated. It was really it, after all: a unique Louis XIII ward­robe, eas­ily re­cog­nis­able by any­one who had ever seen it. Sud­denly cast­ing my eyes a little fur­ther, in­to the deep­er shad­ows of the shop, I caught sight of three of my arm­chairs, covered with petit point tapestry; then, still fur­ther back, my two Henri II tables, so rare that people came to Par­is to look at them.

				Think! Think of my state of mind!

				But I went on, in­cap­able, tor­tured with emo­tion. But I went for­ward, for I am a brave man, as a knight of the Dark Ages thrust his way in­to a nest of sor­cery. Step by step, I found everything which had be­longed to me, my chan­deliers, my books, my pic­tures, my hangings, my ar­mours, everything ex­cept the desk full of my let­ters, which I could see nowhere.

				I went on, climb­ing down dim gal­ler­ies, climb­ing up to high­er floors, I was alone. I shouted; no one answered. I was alone; there was no one in this vast house, tor­tu­ous as a maze.

				Night fell, and I had to sit down in the shad­ows of my own chairs, for I would not go away. From time to time I called: “Hallo! Hallo! Is any­one there?”

				I must have been there for cer­tainly more than an hour when I heard steps, light foot­steps, and slow, I don’t know where. I was on the point of flee­ing, but tak­ing heart, I called once more and saw a light in an ad­join­ing room.

				“Who is there?” said a voice.

				I replied: “A cus­tom­er.”

				The an­swer came:

				“It is very late to come in­to shops like this.”

				“I have been wait­ing for more than an hour,” I re­turned.

				“You could come back to­mor­row!”

				“To­mor­row, I shall have left Rouen.”

				I did not dare go for­ward, and he did not come. All the time, I was watch­ing the re­flec­tion of his light il­lu­min­at­ing a tapestry on which two an­gels hovered above the bod­ies on a bat­tle­field. It, too, be­longed to me. I said:

				“Well! Are you com­ing?”

				He answered:

				“I am wait­ing for you.”

				I rose and went to­wards him.

				In the middle of a large room stood a tiny man, tiny and very fat, the fat­ness of a freak, a hideous freak.

				He had an ex­traordin­ary beard of strag­gling hair, thin-grown and yel­low­ish, and not a hair on his head. Not a hair! As he held his candle at arm’s length to see me the bet­ter, his skull looked to me like a little moon in this vast room cluttered with old fur­niture. His face was wrinkled and swollen, his eyes scarcely vis­ible.

				I bar­gained for three chairs, which were mine, and paid for them on the spot an enorm­ous sum, giv­ing only the num­ber of my room at the hotel. They were to be de­livered be­fore nine o’clock on the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

				Then I de­par­ted. He ac­com­pan­ied me to the door with many po­lite ex­pres­sions.

				I at once betook me to the head po­lice sta­tion, where I re­lated the story of the theft of my fur­niture and of the dis­cov­ery I had just made.

				They im­me­di­ately asked for in­form­a­tion by tele­gram from the De­part­ment which had had charge of the burg­lary, ask­ing me to wait for the reply. An hour later a quite sat­is­fact­ory an­swer ar­rived.

				“I shall have this man ar­res­ted and ques­tioned at once,” the chief told me, “for he may pos­sibly have been sus­pi­cious and made away with your be­long­ings. If you dine and come back in a couple of hours, I will have him here and make him un­der­go a fresh ex­am­in­a­tion in your pres­ence.”

				“Most cer­tainly, sir. My warmest thanks. …”

				I went to my hotel and dined with a bet­ter ap­pet­ite than I could have be­lieved pos­sible. Still I was con­ten­ted enough. They had him. Two hours later I went back to the chief in­spect­or, who was wait­ing for me.

				“Well, sir,” he said, as soon as he saw me, “they haven’t found your man. My fel­lows haven’t been able to put their hands on him!”

				“Ah!” I felt that I should faint. “But … you have found his house all right?” I asked.

				“Quite. It will be watched and held un­til he comes back. But as for him­self, van­ished!”

				“Van­ished?”

				“Van­ished. Usu­ally he spends the even­ings with his neigh­bour, her­self a deal­er, a queer old witch, Wid­ow Bidoin. She has not seen him this even­ing and can give no in­form­a­tion about him. We must wait till to­mor­row.”

				I de­par­ted. How sin­is­ter, how dis­turb­ing, how haunted the streets of Rouen seemed to me.

				I slept badly enough, with night­mares to drag me out of each bout of sleep. As I did not want to ap­pear either too wor­ried or in too much haste, I waited on the fol­low­ing day un­til ten o’clock be­fore go­ing to the po­lice sta­tion.

				The deal­er had not ap­peared. His shop re­mained closed.

				The in­spect­or said to me:

				“I have taken all the ne­ces­sary steps. The De­part­ment has charge of the af­fair; we will go off to­geth­er to this shop and have it opened, and you shall point out your be­long­ings to me.”

				We were driv­en there in a car­riage. Some po­lice­men with a lock­smith were pos­ted in front of the shop door, which stood open.

				When I entered, I found neither my ward­robe, my arm­chairs, nor my tables, nor any­thing—noth­ing of what had fur­nished my house—ab­so­lutely noth­ing, even though on the pre­vi­ous even­ing I could not move a step without meet­ing one of my pieces.

				The in­spect­or, sur­prised, at first looked at me with dis­trust.

				“Good God, sir!” I said, “the dis­ap­pear­ance of this fur­niture co­in­cides amaz­ingly with the dis­ap­pear­ance of the deal­er.”

				He smiled:

				“True enough. You were wrong to buy and pay for those things of yours yes­ter­day. It put him on his guard!”

				I replied:

				“What seems in­com­pre­hens­ible to me is that all the places where my fur­niture stood are now oc­cu­pied by oth­er pieces!”

				“Oh,” answered the in­spect­or, “he had the whole night, and ac­com­plices too, no doubt. This house prob­ably com­mu­nic­ates with its neigh­bours. Nev­er mind, sir, I am go­ing to move very quickly in this mat­ter. This rogue won’t keep out of our hands very long, now we hold his re­treat!”

				

				Ah, my heart, my poor heart, how it was beat­ing.

				

				I stayed in Rouen for a fort­night. The man did not re­turn. My God! My God! Is there any man alive who could con­found, could over­reach him? Then on the morn­ing of the six­teenth day, I re­ceived from my garden­er, the care­taker of my pil­laged and still empty house, the fol­low­ing strange let­ter:

				
					Sir:

					I beg to in­form you that last night there oc­curred some­thing which no one can fathom, the po­lice no more than ourselves. All the fur­niture has come back, everything without ex­cep­tion, down to the very smal­lest ob­jects. The house is now ex­actly the same as it was on the night of the burg­lary. It is enough to drive one off one’s head. It happened dur­ing the night of Fri­day-Sat­urday. The drive is cut up as if they had dragged everything from the gate to the door ex­actly as it was on the day of the dis­ap­pear­ance.

					We await you, sir, while re­main­ing,

					
						Your obed­i­ent ser­vant,

						Phil­ippe Raud­in.

					
				

				Ah, no, no, no, no! I will nev­er go back there!

				I took the let­ter to the po­lice in­spect­or.

				“This resti­tu­tion has been made very skil­fully,” he said. “Let’s pre­tend to do noth­ing now. We’ll catch our man one of these days.”

				

				But he is not caught. No. They haven’t got him, and I am as afraid of him now as if he was a wild beast lurk­ing be­hind me.

				Not to be found! He is not to be found, this moon-headed mon­ster. Nev­er will he be caught. He will nev­er again come back to his house. What does that mat­ter to him! I am the only per­son who could con­front him, and I will not.

				I will not! I will not! I will not!

				And if he re­turns, if he comes back to his shop, who could prove that my fur­niture was in his place? Mine is the only evid­ence against him; and I am well aware that it is re­garded with sus­pi­cion.

				Oh, no, such a life was no longer bear­able. And I could not keep the secret of what I had seen. I could not go on liv­ing like any­one else with the dread that such hap­pen­ings would be­gin again.

				I went to see the doc­tor in charge of this private asylum, and told him the whole story.

				After ques­tion­ing me for a long time, he said:

				“Would you be will­ing to re­main here for some time?”

				“Very will­ing.”

				“You have means?”

				“Yes.”

				“You would like sep­ar­ate quar­ters?”

				“Yes.”

				“Would you care to see friends?”

				“No, not a soul. The man from Rouen might dare, for ven­geance’ sake, to fol­low me here.”

				

				And I have been alone, alone, quite alone, for three months. I am al­most at peace. I have only one fear. … Sup­pose the an­tique-deal­er went mad … and sup­pose they brought him to this re­treat. … The pris­on­ers them­selves are not safe. …

			
		
	
		
			Graveyard Sirens

			The five friends were fin­ish­ing their din­ner; there were two bach­el­ors and three mar­ried men, all middle-aged and wealthy. They as­sembled thus once a month, in memory of old times, and after they had dined they used to sit talk­ing un­til two o’clock in the morn­ing. They were fond of one an­oth­er’s so­ci­ety, and had re­mained closely united, so these were per­haps the hap­pi­est even­ings of their lives. They chat­ted about everything, about everything that oc­cu­pies and amuses Parisi­ans. Their con­ver­sa­tion, as in most draw­ing rooms, was a sort of spoken re­hash of the morn­ing news­pa­pers.

			One of the live­li­est was Joseph de Bardon, a bach­el­or, who lived the life of a boulevardi­er most thor­oughly and ca­pri­ciously, without be­ing de­bauched or de­praved. It in­ter­ested him, and as he was still young, be­ing barely forty, he en­joyed it keenly. A man of the world in the broad­est and best sense of the word, he pos­sessed a great deal of wit without much depth, a gen­er­al know­ledge without real learn­ing, quick per­cep­tion without ser­i­ous pen­et­ra­tion; but his ad­ven­tures and ob­ser­va­tions fur­nished him many amus­ing stor­ies, which he told with so much philo­sophy and hu­mour that so­ci­ety voted him very in­tel­lec­tu­al.

			He was a fa­vour­ite after-din­ner speak­er, al­ways hav­ing some story to re­late to which his friends looked for­ward. Presently he began to tell a story without be­ing asked. Lean­ing on the table with a half-filled glass of fine cham­pagne in front of his plate, in the smoky at­mo­sphere filled with the fra­grance of cof­fee, he seemed per­fectly at ease, just as some be­ings are en­tirely at home in cer­tain places and un­der cer­tain con­di­tions—as a gold­fish in its bowl, for in­stance, or a pi­ous wo­man in church.

			Puff­ing at his ci­gar, he said:

			“A rather curi­ous thing happened to me a little while ago.”

			All ex­claimed at once: “Tell us about it!”

			Presently he con­tin­ued:

			“You all know how I love to roam around the city, like a col­lect­or in search of an­tiquit­ies. I en­joy watch­ing people and things, everything that hap­pens, and every­one who passes. About the middle of Septem­ber, the weath­er be­ing very fine, I went for a walk one af­ter­noon, without a def­in­ite pur­pose. We men al­ways have the vague im­pulse to call on some pretty wo­man. We re­view them in our mind, com­pare their re­spect­ive charms, the in­terest they arouse in us, and fi­nally de­cide in fa­vour of the one that at­tracts us most.

			“But when the sun shines brightly and the air is balmy, some­times we al­to­geth­er lose the de­sire for call­ing.

			“That day the sun was bright and the air was warm, so I simply lighted a ci­gar and star­ted along the out­er boulevard. As I was saun­ter­ing along, I thought I would take a look around the cemetery of Mont­martre. Now, I have al­ways liked cemeter­ies be­cause they sad­den and rest me; and I need that in­flu­ence at times. Be­sides, some of my good friends are laid to rest there, and I go to see them once in a while.

			“As it hap­pens, I once bur­ied a ro­mance in this par­tic­u­lar cemetery—an old love of mine, of whom I was very fond, a charm­ing little wo­man whose memory, while it hurts me, awakens all kinds of re­grets—I of­ten dream be­side her grave. All is over for her now!

			“I like grave­yards be­cause they are such im­mense, densely pop­u­lated cit­ies. Just think of all the bod­ies bur­ied in that small space, of the count­less gen­er­a­tions of Parisi­ans laid there forever, etern­ally en­tombed in the little vaults, in their little graves marked by a cross or a stone, while the liv­ing—fools that they are!—take up so much room and make such a fuss.

			“Cemeter­ies have some monu­ments quite as in­ter­est­ing as those to be seen in the mu­seums. Cavaignac’s tomb I liken, without com­par­ing it, to that mas­ter­piece of Jean Gou­jon, the tomb­stone of Louis de Brézé in the sub­ter­ranean chapel in the cathed­ral of Rouen. My friends, all so-called mod­ern and real­ist­ic art ori­gin­ated there. That re­pro­duc­tion of Louis de Brézé is more life­like and ter­rible, more con­vulsed with agony, than any one of the statues that dec­or­ate mod­ern tombs.

			“In Mont­martre Cemetery, how­ever, Baud­in’s monu­ment is ad­mir­able, for it is quite im­pos­ing; also the tombs of Gau­ti­er and Mür­ger, where the oth­er day I found a sol­it­ary wreath of yel­low im­mor­telles, laid there—by whom do you sup­pose? Per­haps by the last gris­ette, grown old, and pos­sibly be­come a con­ci­erge in the neigh­bour­hood! It’s a pretty little statue by Mil­let, but it is ruined by neg­lect and ac­cu­mu­lated filth. Sing of youth, O Mür­ger!

			“Well, I entered the cemetery, filled with a cer­tain sad­ness, not too poignant, how­ever, and sug­gest­ing the thought, if one is well: ‘This is not very cheer­ful, but I’m not to be put there yet.’

			“The im­pres­sion of au­tumn, a warm damp­ness smelling of dead leaves, the pale, an­aem­ic rays of the sun, in­tens­i­fied and po­et­ised the sen­sa­tion of the solitude and of the end of all things, which haunts this place of death.

			“I walked slowly along the al­leys of graves where neigh­bours no longer vis­it, no longer sleep to­geth­er, nor read the pa­pers. I began read­ing the epi­taphs. There is noth­ing more amus­ing in the world. Labiche and Meil­hac have nev­er made me laugh as much as some of these tomb­stone in­scrip­tions. I tell you these crosses and marble slabs on which the re­l­at­ives of the dead have poured out their re­grets and their wishes for the hap­pi­ness of the de­par­ted, their hopes of re­union—the hy­po­crites!—make bet­ter read­ing than Paul de Kock’s fun­ni­est tales! But what I love in the cemetery are the aban­doned plots filled with yew-trees and cypress, the rest­ing-place of those de­par­ted long ago. How­ever, the green trees nour­ished by the bod­ies will soon be felled to make room for those that have re­cently passed away, whose graves will be there, un­der little marble slabs.

			“After loiter­ing awhile, I felt tired, and de­cided to pay my faith­ful trib­ute to my little friend’s memory. When I reached the grave, my heart was very sad. Poor child! she was so sweet and lov­ing, so fair and white—and now—should her grave be re­opened—

			“Bend­ing over the iron rail­ing I whispered my grief, which she prob­ably nev­er heard, and I turned to leave, when I caught sight of a wo­man in deep mourn­ing kneel­ing be­side a neigh­bour­ing grave. Her crape veil was thrown back, dis­clos­ing her pretty, fair hair, which seemed in its bands to be il­lumined un­der the dark­ness of her hat. I for­got to leave.

			“She seemed bowed with sor­row. She had bur­ied her face in her hands, and ri­gid as a statue in med­it­a­tion, lost in deep re­grets, she was liv­ing over tor­tur­ing memor­ies and seemed her­self a corpse mourn­ing a corpse. Presently I saw that she was be­gin­ning to weep, for I could see a con­vuls­ive move­ment of her back like the rustle of the wind in the wil­lows. She cried gently at first, then more vi­ol­ently with a rap­id mo­tion of her back and shoulders. Sud­denly she un­covered her face. Her eyes, brim­ming with tears, were charm­ing. For a mo­ment she gazed around as if awaken­ing from a night­mare. She saw me look­ing at her and quickly hid her face again, greatly abashed. Now, with con­vuls­ive sobs she bent her head slowly over the tomb­stone. She res­ted her fore­head against it, and her veil, fall­ing around her, covered the white­ness of the be­loved sep­ulchre with a dark shroud. I heard her moan and then saw her fall to the ground in a faint.

			“I rushed to her side and began slap­ping her hands and breath­ing on her temples, while read­ing this simple in­scrip­tion on the tomb­stone:

			
				“ ‘Here lies Louis Théodore Car­rel Cap­tain in the Mar­ine In­fantry, killed by the en­emy in Tonkin. Pray for his soul.’

			

			“This death was dated a few months back. I was moved al­most to tears, and re­newed my ef­forts to re­vive the poor girl. At last she came to. I looked deeply moved.—I am not so bad-look­ing, and I am not forty.—Her very first glance showed me that she was likely to be grate­ful for my care. Between sobs she told me of her mar­riage to the of­ficer who had been killed in Tonkin with­in a year after their wed­ding. He had mar­ried her for love, she be­ing an orphan and pos­sess­ing just barely enough for the usu­al dowry.

			“I con­soled her, com­for­ted her, and as­sisted her to her feet, say­ing:

			“ ‘You must not stay here. Come away.’

			“ ‘I am un­able to walk,’ she whispered.

			“ ‘Let me help you,’ I said.

			“ ‘Thank you, you are very kind,’ she mur­mured. ‘Did you also come to mourn someone?’

			“ ‘Yes, Ma­dame.’

			“ ‘A wo­man?’

			“ ‘Yes, Ma­dame.’

			“ ‘Your wife?’

			“ ‘A friend.’

			“ ‘One may love a friend just as much as a wife, for pas­sion knows no law,’ said the lady.

			“ ‘Yes, Ma­dame,’ I replied.

			“And so we left the spot to­geth­er, she lean­ing on me and I al­most car­ry­ing her through the al­leys. As we came out, she mur­mured:

			“ ‘I’m afraid that I’m go­ing to faint.’

			“ ‘Wouldn’t you like to take some­thing, Ma­dame?’ I in­quired.

			“ ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I would.’

			“I dis­covered a res­taur­ant near at hand, where the friends of the dead gath­er to cel­eb­rate the end of their pain­ful duty. We went in, and I made her drink a cup of hot tea, which ap­peared to give her re­newed strength.

			“A faint smile dawned on her lips and she began telling me about her­self: how ter­rible it was to go through life all alone, to be alone at home day and night, to have no one on whom to lav­ish love, con­fid­ence, and in­tim­acy.

			“It all seemed sin­cere and soun­ded well com­ing from her. I was softened. She was very young, per­haps twenty. I paid her sev­er­al com­pli­ments that ap­peared to please her, and as it was grow­ing dark I offered to take her home in a cab. She ac­cep­ted. In the car­riage we were so close to each oth­er that we could feel the warmth of our bod­ies through our cloth­ing, which really is the most in­tox­ic­at­ing thing in the world.

			“When the cab stopped in front of her home she said:

			“ ‘I hardly feel able to walk up­stairs, for I live on the fourth floor. You have already been so kind, that I am go­ing to ask you to as­sist me to my apart­ment.’

			“I con­sen­ted gladly. She walked up slowly, breath­ing heav­ily at each step. In front of her door she ad­ded:

			“ ‘Do come in for a few minutes, so that I can thank you again for your kind­ness.’

			“And I, of course, fol­lowed her.

			“Her apart­ment was mod­est, even a trifle poor, but well-kept and in good taste.

			“We sat down side by side on a small di­van, and she again began to speak of her loneli­ness.

			“Then she rang for the maid, so as to of­fer me some re­fresh­ments. But the girl failed to ap­pear, and I joy­fully con­cluded that this maid prob­ably came only in the morn­ing, and was a sort of char­wo­man.

			“She had taken off her hat. How pretty she was! Her clear eyes looked stead­ily at me, so clear and so steady that a great tempta­tion came to me, to which I promptly yiel­ded. Clasp­ing her in my arms, I kissed her again and again on her half-closed lids.

			“She re­pelled me, strug­gling to free her­self and re­peat­ing:

			“ ‘Do stop—Stop, please. Stop!’

			“What did she mean to im­ply by this word? Un­der such con­di­tions, to ‘stop’ could have at least two mean­ings. In or­der to si­lence her, I passed from her eyes to her lips, and gave to the word ‘stop’ the con­clu­sion I pre­ferred. She did not res­ist very much, and as our eyes met after this in­sult to the memory of the de­par­ted cap­tain, I saw that her ex­pres­sion was one of tender resig­na­tion, which quickly dis­pelled my mis­giv­ings.

			“Then I grew at­tent­ive and gal­lant. After an hour’s chat I asked her:

			“ ‘Where do you dine?’

			“ ‘In a small res­taur­ant near by.’

			“ ‘All alone?’

			“ ‘Why, yes.

			“ ‘Will you take din­ner with me?’

			“ ‘Where?’

			“ ‘In a good res­taur­ant on the Boulevard.’

			“She hes­it­ated a little, but at last con­sen­ted, con­sol­ing her­self with the ar­gu­ment that she was so des­per­ately lonely, and adding, ‘I must put on a light­er gown.’

			“She went in­to her bed­room, and when she emerged she was dressed in half mourn­ing, charm­ing, re­fined and slender. She ap­par­ently had dif­fer­ent cos­tumes for street and for cemetery wear!

			“Our din­ner was most pleas­ant and cor­di­al. She drank some cham­pagne, thereby be­com­ing very an­im­ated and lively, and we re­turned to her apart­ment to­geth­er.

			“This li­ais­on, be­gun among tomb­stones, las­ted about three weeks. But man tires of everything and es­pe­cially of wo­men. So I pleaded an ur­gent trip and left her. I was gen­er­ous on leav­ing, for which she was duly thank­ful, mak­ing me prom­ise and even swear that I would come back, for she really seemed to care a little for me.

			“In the mean­time I formed oth­er at­tach­ments, and a month or so went by without the memory of this love be­ing vivid enough to bring me back to this little grave­yard mis­tress. Still, I had not for­got­ten her. She haunted me like a mys­tery, a psy­cho­lo­gic­al prob­lem, like one of those in­ex­plic­able ques­tions whose solu­tion wor­ries us.

			“I can’t tell why, but one day I ima­gined that I should find her in the Mont­martre cemetery. So I went back. I walked around a long time without meet­ing any­one but the usu­al vis­it­ors of the place, mourn­ers who had not broken off all re­la­tions with their dead. The grave of the cap­tain killed in Tonkin was deser­ted, without flowers, or wreaths.

			“As I was passing through an­oth­er part of this great city of Death, I sud­denly saw a couple in deep mourn­ing com­ing to­ward me through one of the nar­row paths hedged with crosses. When they drew near, Oh, sur­prise! I re­cog­nized—her! She saw me and blushed. As I brushed past her, she gave me a little wink that meant clearly: ‘Don’t re­cog­nize me,’ and also seemed to say: ‘Come and see me again, dearest.’

			“The man who ac­com­pan­ied her was about fifty years old, fine-look­ing and dis­tin­guished, an of­ficer of the Le­gion of Hon­our. He was help­ing her just as I had, when we left the cemetery to­geth­er.

			“I was ut­terly non­plussed, re­luct­ant to be­lieve what my eyes had just seen, and I wondered to what strange tribe of creatures this grave­yard hunt­ress be­longed. Was she merely a clev­er cour­tes­an, an in­spired pros­ti­tute, who haunted cemeter­ies for men dis­con­sol­ate at the loss of some wo­man, a mis­tress or a wife, and hun­ger­ing for past caresses? Is she unique? Are there oth­ers? Is it a pro­fes­sion? Are the cemeter­ies worked like the streets? Are there grave­yard sirens? Or had she alone con­ceived the idea—won­der­ful for its deep philo­sophy—of ex­ploit­ing the amor­ous re­grets awakened in these fu­ner­eal places? I would have giv­en a great deal to know whose wid­ow she was that day!”

		
	
		
			After

			“My dears, you must go to bed,” the Count­ess said. The three chil­dren, two girls and one boy, got up and kissed their grand­moth­er, then went to say good night to the priest, who dined at the château every Thursday.

			Ab­bé Mauduit took two of them on his knees, put­ting his long black-covered arms round their necks, and, bring­ing the two heads close to­geth­er with a pa­ternal ges­ture, he kissed them ten­derly on the brow. Then he put them down. The young­sters went off, the boy lead­ing the way.

			“You love chil­dren, your Rev­er­ence,” the Count­ess re­marked.

			“Very much, Ma­dame.”

			The old lady raised her clear eyes to the priest and said: “And—has solitude nev­er weighed upon you?”

			“Yes, some­times.”

			He was si­lent, hes­it­ated, then con­tin­ued: “But I was nev­er meant for an or­din­ary life.”

			“What do you know about it?”

			“Oh! I know that very well. I was meant to be a priest. I have fol­lowed my vo­ca­tion.”

			The Count­ess, still look­ing at him, said: “Come, your Rev­er­ence, tell me, tell me how you came to re­nounce all that makes the rest of us love life, all that brings us sup­port and con­sol­a­tion. Who in­duced you, what made you de­cide to turn aside from the broad path nat­ur­al to man: from mar­riage, from fam­ily life? You are neither fan­at­ic­al, ex­al­ted, gloomy nor sad. Was it some event in your life, some sor­row, which de­cided you to take the vows?”

			Ab­bé Mauduit rose and, cross­ing the room, held up his heavy coun­try shoes to the fire. He seemed to be still hes­it­at­ing. He was a tall, white-haired old man who had of­fi­ci­ated in the com­mune of Saint-Ant­oine-du-Rocher for twenty years. The peas­ants all said: “There’s a good man for you!”

			He was in­deed a good man, be­ne­vol­ent, friendly, gentle and, above all, gen­er­ous. Like St. Mar­tin, he would have di­vided his coat in two. He laughed read­ily and it took little to make him cry like a wo­man; this rather pre­ju­diced the hard­headed vil­la­gers against him. The old Count­ess de Saville, who had re­tired to her château du Rocher to edu­cate her grand­chil­dren after the death of her son and daugh­ter-in-law, was very fond of her priest, and said: “He’s a great heart.”

			Every Thursday he spent the even­ing with the Lady of the Man­or. They had be­come fast friends in their old age. With half a word they un­der­stood each oth­er on al­most every sub­ject, be­ing both of them good in a simple, nat­ur­al way.

			She in­sisted: “Come, your Rev­er­ence, it is your turn to con­fess.”

			He re­peated: “I was not meant for an or­din­ary life. I real­ised that in time, for­tu­nately, and I have of­ten made the re­mark that I was right.

			“My par­ents, who were rather wealthy drapers at Verdiers, were very am­bi­tious on my ac­count. I was sent to a board­ing-school very young. No one knows what a child suf­fers at school, lonely and sep­ar­ated from his own people. That mono­ton­ous life, bereft of all af­fec­tion, is good for some, but hate­ful for oth­ers. The young are of­ten much more sens­it­ive than they are thought to be, and by coop­ing them up too early away from those they love, an ex­cess of sens­it­ive­ness may be de­veloped and may be­come ab­nor­mal and full of danger.

			“I rarely played: I had no com­pan­ions and spent my time in long­ing for home. I cried in bed at night, and racked my brains for memor­ies of my home life, un­im­port­ant memor­ies of tri­fling things. I was al­ways think­ing of all I had left be­hind me, and gradu­ally I turned in­to a vis­ion­ary to whom the slight­est dis­ap­point­ment was a ter­rible grief.

			“Moreover, I re­mained ta­cit­urn, re­served, shrink­ing and friend­less. The fer­ment of ex­al­ta­tion was work­ing with­in me ob­scurely but surely—chil­dren’s nerves are eas­ily ex­cited; care should be taken that they live in really peace­ful sur­round­ings un­til their char­ac­ters are nearly formed. But who ever con­siders that an un­just im­pos­i­tion may be as great a grief to some school­boys as the death of a friend will be later on? How many real­ise that some young­sters suf­fer ter­ribly for a mere trifle, and be­come sick, miser­able souls in a very short time? Such was the case with me; this fac­ulty for griev­ing de­veloped to such a de­gree that my whole life be­came a mar­tyr­dom. I told no one about it. I said noth­ing, but gradu­ally I be­came so acutely sens­it­ive that my whole be­ing was like a run­ning sore. Everything that touched upon it pro­duced twinges of pain, hor­rible re­ac­tions, and con­sequently caused per­man­ent in­jury. Happy the man whom nature has girt with in­dif­fer­ence and armed with stoicism!

			“I reached my six­teenth year; ow­ing to this aptitude for un­lim­ited suf­fer­ing, I was ex­tremely tim­id. Feel­ing open to every at­tack of chance or fate, I shrank from all con­tact with oth­ers, every friendly ad­vance, and from par­ti­cip­a­tion in any event. I was on the alert, as if con­stantly men­aced by some un­known but an­ti­cip­ated mis­for­tune. I dared neither to speak nor to act in pub­lic. I felt that life was a battle, a ter­rif­ic struggle in which one re­ceives tre­mend­ous blows, pain­ful, deadly wounds. Un­like hu­man be­ings who in­dulge in hopes for a happy fu­ture, I felt noth­ing but vague dread and wanted to hide my­self away to avoid the con­flict in which I would surely be over­come and killed.

			“As soon as I had fin­ished school, I was giv­en six months’ hol­i­day in which to choose a ca­reer. A very simple event made me sud­denly see my­self quite clearly, showed me how ill I was men­tally, made me real­ise the danger I was in, and de­cide to es­cape from it.

			“Verdiers is a small town sur­roun­ded by plains and woods. Our house was in the prin­cip­al street, and I spent my days far from the home I had so much re­gret­ted, so longed for, when at school. All kinds of dreams stirred with­in me, and I tramped the fields alone to al­low them to es­cape, to find their wings.

			“My fath­er and moth­er, en­tirely pre­oc­cu­pied with the busi­ness and my fu­ture, only talked to me about sales and my plans for the fu­ture. They loved me in their pos­it­ive and prac­tic­al way; they loved me much more with their head than with their heart. I lived shut up with­in my thoughts, trem­bling at my etern­al ap­pre­hens­ive­ness. Then one even­ing, after a long walk, as I was re­turn­ing in a great hurry so as not to be late, I caught sight of a dog run­ning to­wards me. It was a kind of red span­iel, very thin, with long, wavy ears. When it was about ten yards away it stopped, so did I. Then it star­ted to wag its tail and creep slowly to­wards me with a frightened wrig­gling of its body, bend­ing its legs as if in sup­plic­a­tion, gently mov­ing its head from side to side. I called it. Then it pre­ten­ded to crawl along so humbly, so sadly, so en­treat­ingly, that I felt my eyes fill with tears. I went near­er, it ran away, then came back, and I put one knee on the ground, speak­ing to it very gently so as to at­tract it. At last it came with­in arm’s length and I pat­ted it very gently, tak­ing care not to fright­en it away.

			“Get­ting bolder, it gradu­ally raised it­self, put its paws on my shoulders and began to lick my face, and fol­lowed me home.

			“It was the first live thing that I loved with pas­sion, be­cause it loved me in re­turn. My af­fec­tion for the an­im­al was cer­tainly ex­ag­ger­ated and ri­dicu­lous, I felt vaguely that we were broth­ers who had strayed in­to the world, both of us lonely and de­fence­less. It nev­er left me, slept at the foot of my bed, ate at table in spite of my par­ents’ dis­ap­prov­al, and ac­com­pan­ied me on my sol­it­ary walks.

			“I would of­ten stop by the hedge-side and sit down on the grass; Sam would come run­ning up to me, lie down by my side or on my knee, and raise my hand with his muzzle to make me pat him.

			“One day to­wards the end of June I saw the Raver­eau coach com­ing along the road from Saint-Pierre-de-Chav­rol. The yel­low box with its black leath­er top over the out­side seats was be­ing hur­ried along by the four gal­lop­ing horses; the driver was crack­ing his whip, and a cloud of dust rose from the wheels of the heavy car­riage, float­ing be­hind it like a cloud.

			“As the coach was passing me, Sam sud­denly dashed in front of it; frightened, per­haps, by the noise, he was try­ing to join me. He was knocked down by one of the horses and I saw him roll over, then get up and fall down flat; the coach gave two big jerks, I caught sight of some­thing stir­ring in the dust where it had passed. He was nearly cut in two: his torn en­trails were hanging out of his body in a tor­rent of blood. He tried to get up, to walk, but could only move his two front legs, which were scratch­ing the ground as if try­ing to make a hole, the hind legs were already dead. Mad with pain, the dog was howl­ing ter­ribly.

			“In a few minutes he was dead. I can­not ex­press what I felt nor how I suffered; for a whole month I nev­er left my room. Then, one even­ing, my fath­er, furi­ous at the state I was in for such a trifle, ex­claimed:

			“ ‘What will you do when real sor­row be­falls you, when you lose your wife, your chil­dren? It’s im­possible to be so stu­pid!’

			“These words haunted me: ‘What will you do when real sor­row be­falls you, when you lose your wife, your chil­dren?’ I began to see my­self clearly. I saw how it was that an or­din­ary oc­cur­rence seemed as im­port­ant to me as a great calam­ity; I real­ised that I was or­dained to suf­fer hor­ribly, and, ag­grav­ated by my sick sens­it­ive­ness, to be alive to every pain­ful im­pres­sion; and a pan­ic fear of life seized me.

			“I had no am­bi­tion, no de­sires; I de­cided to sac­ri­fice all the pos­sible joys of life in or­der to avoid the cer­tain suf­fer­ing. I said to my­self: ‘Life is short, I will spend it in serving oth­ers, in eas­ing their bur­dens and re­joicing in their hap­pi­ness. As neither joy nor sor­row can touch me per­son­ally, any emo­tion I may feel will be weakened.’

			“And yet if you knew how I am tor­men­ted, scarred by the misery of the world! But what would have been un­bear­able an­guish has been con­ver­ted in­to com­mis­er­a­tion, pity.

			“I could nev­er have borne the suf­fer­ing I see all round me had it been my own; I should have died in see­ing my own child die, and, in spite of my­self, I have still such an ob­scure, pen­et­rat­ing dread of life, that every time the post­man comes to the pres­by­tery I tremble with ap­pre­hen­sion, al­though I have now noth­ing to fear.”

			Ab­bé Mauduit ceased talk­ing, he was gaz­ing at the fire in the big, open hearth as if look­ing for mys­ter­i­ous signs, those hid­den secrets of life which he might have ex­per­i­enced had he been less afraid of suf­fer­ing. He con­tin­ued in a low voice:

			“I was right. I was not made for this life.”

			The Count­ess said noth­ing; then, after a long si­lence, she ex­claimed:

			“I should not have the cour­age to go on liv­ing if it were not for my grand­chil­dren!”

			The priest got up to go without an­oth­er word.

			The ser­vants were doz­ing in the kit­chen, so the Count­ess ac­com­pan­ied him to the door lead­ing in­to the garden, and watched his big, slow shad­ow, re­flec­ted in the gleam from a lamp, dis­ap­pear in­to the night.

			Then she re­turned to her seat by the fire and thought of many things that one nev­er thinks of in one’s youth.

		
	
		
			The Pedlar

			To our still young and in­ex­per­i­enced minds, how many fleet­ing as­so­ci­ations, tri­fling things, chance meet­ings, humble dra­mas that we wit­ness, guess at, or sus­pect, be­come as it were, guid­ing threads that lead gradu­ally to a know­ledge of the des­ol­at­ing truth about life.

			As I dream idly of the past while roam­ing aim­lessly about the coun­try, my head in the clouds, little for­got­ten things, grave and gay, flash con­stantly through my mind and then take their flight like the hedge-birds on my path.

			This sum­mer as I was wan­der­ing along a road in Sa­voy that over­looks the right bank of the Lake of Bour­get, gaz­ing upon the mass of shim­mer­ing blue wa­ter, wa­ter of a most un­usu­al blue, pale, and streaked with the slant­ing rays of the set­ting sun, my heart was stirred with the emo­tion I have al­ways felt, since child­hood, for the smooth sur­face of lake, river, and sea. On the oth­er bank of the im­mense wa­tery plain whose ends stretched away out of sight—one in the dir­ec­tion of the Rhône and the oth­er to­wards Bour­get—the high jagged moun­tain rose to the last peak of the Dent-du-Chat. On either side of the road grapev­ines reached out from tree to tree, smoth­er­ing the slender branches round which they twined un­der their leaves; spread­ing over the fields in green, yel­low, and red gar­lands dot­ted with clusters of black grapes, which swung gaily between the tree-trunks.

			The road was dusty, white, and deser­ted. Sud­denly a man bend­ing un­der a heavy load stepped out from the grove of tall trees that en­closes the vil­lage of Saint-In­no­cent, and came in my dir­ec­tion, lean­ing on a stick. As he ap­proached I saw he was a hawker, one of those wan­der­ing ped­lars who sell from door to door through­out the coun­tryside, and sud­denly a memory of by­gone days, a trifle, flashed in­to my mind, simply a meet­ing at night between Ar­gen­teuil and Par­is when I was twenty-five.

			At that time boat­ing was the pleas­ure of my life. I had a room at a cheap eat­ing-house in Ar­gen­teuil, and every even­ing I caught the civil-ser­vice train, that long slow train which de­pos­its at sta­tion after sta­tion a crowd of fat, heavy men car­ry­ing small par­cels, whose un­at­tract­ive fig­ures are due to lack of ex­er­cise, and the shock­ing fit of their trousers to the chairs provided in gov­ern­ment of­fices. The train, which smelt of of­fices, card­board boxes and of­fi­cial doc­u­ments, landed me at Ar­gen­teuil, where my yawl awaited me, ready to skim over the wa­ter. With long strokes I set off for Bezons, Chat­ou, Epi­nay, or Saint-Ouen, where I dined. Then I went back, put away my boat, and, when there was a full moon, star­ted off on foot for Par­is.

			Well, one night, on the white road, I saw a man walk­ing in front of me. Oh, I was con­stantly meet­ing those night trav­el­lers of the Parisi­an sub­urbs so much dreaded by be­lated cit­izens. This man went slowly on be­fore me, weighed down by a heavy load.

			I soon over­took him, my foot­steps echo­ing on the road. He stopped, turned round, then crossed the road as if to avoid me. As I was hur­ry­ing by he called out: “Hullo! Good even­ing, sir.”

			I replied: “Good even­ing, mate.” He went on: “Are you go­ing far?”

			“To Par­is.”

			“You won’t be long, you are go­ing at a good pace. I can’t walk quickly, my load is too heavy.”

			I slackened my pace. Why was the man talk­ing to me? What was he car­ry­ing in that big bundle? Vague sus­pi­cions of crime dar­ted through my mind and made me curi­ous. Every morn­ing the news­pa­pers con­tain so many ac­counts of crimes com­mit­ted in this very spot, at Gen­nevil­li­ers, that some of them must be true. Such things are not in­ven­ted merely to amuse read­ers—all this cata­logue of ar­rests and var­ied mis­deeds which fill up the columns.

			How­ever, this man’s voice soun­ded rather scared, not at all bold, and up to the present his man­ner had been more cour­teous than ag­gress­ive.

			In my turn I began to ques­tion him:

			“And you, are you go­ing far?”

			“No farther than As­nières.”

			“Do you live at As­nières?”

			“Yes, sir, I am a ped­lar by trade and I live at As­nières.”

			He had left the side­walk where the foot-pas­sen­gers walk in the day­time un­der the shade of the trees, and moved up to­wards the middle of the road. I did the same. We eyed each oth­er sus­pi­ciously, hold­ing our sticks in our hands. When I got near enough I felt quite re­as­sured. He ap­par­ently felt the same, for he asked:

			“Would you mind go­ing a little slower?”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I don’t like this road by night. I am car­ry­ing goods on my back; and two are al­ways bet­ter than one. Two men to­geth­er are sel­dom at­tacked.”

			I knew that he was right and that he was afraid. So yield­ing to his wish, the stranger and I walked along side by side, at one o’clock in the morn­ing on the road from Ar­gen­teuil to As­nières.

			“Why, when it is so risky, are you go­ing home so late?” I asked my com­pan­ion.

			He told me all about it. He had not in­ten­ded to go back that even­ing, as he had set out that very morn­ing with a big enough stock to last three or four days. But sales had been very good, so good that he was ob­liged to re­turn home im­me­di­ately in or­der to be able to de­liv­er or­ders next day.

			He ex­plained with real sat­is­fac­tion that he was an able sales­man, hav­ing the gift of words, and that he man­aged to dis­pose of things that were awk­ward to carry by the dis­play of trifles and a fund of amus­ing pat­ter.

			He ad­ded: “I have a shop at As­nières. My wife keeps it.”

			“Oh! so you are mar­ried?”

			“Yes, sir, fif­teen months ago. I have found a good little wife. She will be sur­prised when she sees me back to­night.”

			He told me about his mar­riage, how he had wanted the girl for over two years but she had not been able to make up her mind.

			Since her child­hood she had kept a small shop at the corner of the street where she sold all sorts of things: rib­bons, flowers in sum­mer, and chiefly very pretty shoe buckles, with oth­er trifles of which she was able to make a spe­ci­al­ity ow­ing to the kind­ness of a man­u­fac­turer. She was well known in As­nières as Bluette, so called be­cause she of­ten wore blue. She earned good money be­cause she was very cap­able in everything she did. She did not seem to be very well at present, and he thought she must be en­ceinte, but was not sure. Their busi­ness was thriv­ing, and his spe­cial job was to travel about show­ing samples to the small shop­keep­ers in the neigh­bour­ing dis­tricts; he was be­com­ing a kind of trav­el­ling com­mis­sion agent for cer­tain man­u­fac­tur­ers, and at the same time he worked for him­self.

			“And you—what do you do?” he said.

			I star­ted to bluff. I said that I had a sail­ing-boat at Ar­gen­teuil and two ra­cing-yawls, that I came for a row every even­ing and, as I was fond of ex­er­cise, I some­times re­turned to Par­is, where I was en­gaged in pro­fes­sion­al work which, I led him to in­fer, paid me well.

			He re­marked: “Well! Well! if I had the tin you have, I would not amuse my­self by trudging the roads at night. It isn’t safe along here.”

			He cast a side­long glance at me and I wondered wheth­er, after all, he was not some cun­ning evil­do­er anxious to avoid use­less risk.

			I felt re­as­sured when he mur­mured: “Not so fast, if you please. My pack is heavy.”

			As we saw the houses of As­nières in the dis­tance he said: “I am near home now, for we don’t sleep at the shop, which is guarded at night by a dog that is the equal of four men. Be­sides, rooms are far too dear in the centre of the town. Now, listen, sir; you have rendered me a great ser­vice, for I don’t feel happy on the road with my pack. So now you must come in and drink a glass of warmed wine with my wife—if she wakes up, that is to say, for she sleeps soundly and does not like to be roused. Then without my pack I am not afraid, so, thick stick in hand, I’ll see you to the gates of the city.”

			I de­clined the in­vit­a­tion; he in­sisted, and I per­sisted in my re­fus­al; then he got so ex­cited about it, was so genu­inely dis­tressed, and asked me with an air of wounded pride “wheth­er I would not drink with a man like him,” that I ended by giv­ing in and fol­lowed him along a lonely road to one of those big dilap­id­ated houses to be found on the out­skirts of the sub­urbs.

			I hes­it­ated at the door. The big bar­rack-like build­ing must be a thieves’ re­sort, a den of sub­urb­an rob­bers, but the ped­lar made me go first through the un­locked door and, with his hand on my shoulders, guided me through com­plete dark­ness while I groped to­wards a stair­case, feel­ing that at any mo­ment I might fall through some hole in­to a cel­lar.

			When I had struck the first step he said: “Go up, we live on the sixth story.”

			I found a box of very large wax matches in my pock­et and was able to light up the dark­ness. He fol­lowed me pant­ing un­der the weight of his pack as he re­peated: “It’s a long way up! It’s a long way!”

			When we were at the top of the house, he took out the key, fastened to his coat by a string, opened the door, and bade me enter.

			The room was simply white­washed; there was a table in the middle, six chairs, and a kit­chen cup­board against the wall.

			“I am go­ing to call my wife,” he said, “then I’ll go to the cel­lar to fetch some wine; it won’t keep up here.”

			He went over to one of the two doors open­ing out of the room, and called:

			“Bluette! Bluette!”

			As Bluette made no reply he shouted louder: “Bluette! Bluette!”

			Then, banging at the door with his fists, he muttered: “Con­found you, won’t you wake up?”

			He waited and put his ear to the key­hole and said in a quieter tone:

			“Well, nev­er mind, if she is asleep, I must let her sleep. I am go­ing to fetch the wine; I’ll be back in two minutes.”

			He dis­ap­peared. I sat down and made the best of a bad job.

			What had I come for? All of a sud­den I gave a start, for I heard low voices, cau­tious, al­most si­lent, move­ments in the wife’s bed­room.

			The dev­il! I must have fallen in­to a trap! Why had all the noise made by her hus­band, that banging on the door, not wakened this Bluette? It must have been a sig­nal to his ac­com­plices: “There is a mouse in the trap. I’ll watch the exit, you do the rest.” They were get­ting ex­cited in the room, they were turn­ing the key in the lock. My heart beat rap­idly and I re­treated to the far end of the room, mur­mur­ing: “Well, I must de­fend my­self!” and, seiz­ing a chair in both hands, I pre­pared for a lively struggle.

			The door opened slightly and a hand ap­peared, hold­ing it ajar; then a head, a man’s head wear­ing a round felt hat, slid along between the door and the wall, and two eyes were star­ing at me. Then, so quickly that I had not time to think of de­fend­ing my­self, the man, the sup­posed crim­in­al, a big chap with bare feet, evid­ently hur­riedly dressed, without a tie, his shoes in his hand, a fine-look­ing spe­ci­men, in­deed, who might be de­scribed as al­most a gen­tle­man, made one bound for the door and dis­ap­peared down the stairs.

			I sat down again. This was be­gin­ning to be in­ter­est­ing. I waited for the hus­band, who was a long time get­ting the wine. At last I heard him com­ing up­stairs and the sound of his steps made me laugh one of those for­lorn laughs so dif­fi­cult to sup­press.

			He came in­to the room bring­ing two bottles and asked: “Is my wife still asleep? You have not heard her mov­ing about?”

			I knew that she must be listen­ing, and I said:

			“No, I have heard noth­ing.”

			Then he called again: “Pau­line!” but there was still no reply, no sound of any­one mov­ing, so he ex­plained to me: “You see, she doesn’t like me to come home at night and have a drop with a friend.”

			“So you think she is not asleep?”

			“Of course, she is not.” He seemed an­noyed but said: “Well, let us have a drink,” and all at once he seemed to be quite de­term­ined to go on un­til both bottles were empty.

			This time I was de­cided; I drank a glass and got up to go. He no longer sug­ges­ted ac­com­pa­ny­ing me, and, glan­cing at his wife’s door with a sul­len scowl, the scowl of an­ger pe­cu­li­ar to the lower classes, of a brute whose vi­ol­ence is held in check, he muttered: “She will have to open the door when you are gone.”

			I stared at the cow­ard, now furi­ous with a rage he could not ex­plain, that was per­haps due to some ob­scure presen­ti­ment, the in­stinct of the be­trayed male who dis­likes closed doors. He had talked about her kindly, now he was cer­tainly go­ing to beat her. He shouted as he shook the door again: “Pau­line!”

			A sleepy voice replied from the oth­er side of the wall: “Eh! What?”

			“Didn’t you hear me come in?”

			“No, I was asleep; go to hell.”

			“Open the door.”

			“When you are alone. I don’t like you to bring men back with you at night for a drink.”

			Then I left, stum­bling down the stairs, just as the oth­er had done, whose ac­com­plice I was. And as I star­ted off for Par­is, I thought that in that wretched home I had wit­nessed a scene of the etern­al drama which is be­ing played every day, in every form, in every coun­try.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. A play on the words “Sceaux” (buck­ets) and “Sots” (fools). —Trans­lat­or’s Note

			2. Dés­abusé—Dis­sil­lu­sioned. Des abusés—Amongst the de­luded. —Trans­lat­or’s note

			3.

			
				
					Oh, you have dire­ful secrets, cruel waves!
					

					You whis­per them when clouds of tem­pest frown
					

					And wives and moth­ers weep un­hal­lowed graves
					

					Yours are the mourn­ful voices that we hear
					

					When to­wards the shore by night our steps draw near
				

				“Oceano Nox,” Vic­tor Hugo, Se­lec­ted Poems, vol. 3, p. 327
			

			4. Lit­er­ally, “The bird flies”—a pun on the verb vol­er, which means both “to fly” and “to steal.”

			5. Nick­name for Na­polean III.

			6. Pas­sen­ger boats which ply on the Seine.

			7.

			
				
					I well re­mem­ber that in­fernal joy
					

					Of be­ing rav­aged while I rav­ished her,
					

					And there she lay be­side me, breath­less, hot,
					

					A creature wan and cloyed, with grind­ing teeth
					

					No heav­enly mo­ments—rather fits from hell
				

				“Cup and the Lip,” Al­fred de Mus­set, Com­plete Writ­ings, vol. 1, p. 253
			

			8.

			
				
					When you and I in bed shall lie,
					

					Las­ci­vi­ous we shall be,
					

					En­laced, play­ing a thou­sand tricks,
					

					Of lov­ers, gamesomely.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 3, p. 358
			

			9.

			
				
					Caresses are merely rest­less trans­ports,
					

					The vain ef­forts of poor Love to at­tempt
					

					The im­possible uni­on of souls through the body.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 287
			

			10.

			
				
					Oh! the taste of the kisses first snatched through the veil.
				

				The Com­plete Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 15, p. 205
			

			11.

			
				
					Sleep you con­tent, Voltaire, and does your hideous smile
					

					Flit o’er your flesh­less skull in mock­ery the while?
				

				“Rolla,” Al­fred de Mus­set, Com­plete Writ­ings, vol. 2, p. 21
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					I well re­mem­ber that in­fernal joy
					

					Of be­ing rav­aged while I rav­ished her,
					

					And there she lay be­side me, breath­less, hot,
					

					A creature wan and cloyed, with grind­ing teeth
					

					No heav­enly mo­ments—rather fits from hell
				

				“Cup and the Lip,” Al­fred de Mus­set, Com­plete Writ­ings, vol. 1, p. 253
			

			13.

			
				
					I was look­ing in the air.
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 4, p. 29
			

			14.

			
				
					I hate the poet who with tear­ful eye
					

					Mur­murs some name while gaz­ing tow’rds a star,
					

					Who sees no ma­gic in the earth or sky
					

					Un­less Liz­ette or Ninon be not far.
				

				
					The bard who in all Nature noth­ing sees
					

					Di­vine, un­less a pet­ti­coat he ties
					

					Amor­ously to the branches of the trees
					

					Or night­cap to the grass, is scarcely wise
				

				
					He has not heard the etern­al’s thun­der tone
					

					The voice of Nature in her vari­ous moods,
					

					Who can­not tread the dim rav­ines alone,
					

					And of no wo­man dream ’mid whis­per­ing woods.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 8, p. 278
			

			15.

			
				
					When we are young, our morn­ings are tri­umphant.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 1, p. 182
			

			16.

			
				
					Who comes? who calls?—No, all is well:
					

					’Twas but the tolling mid­night bell.
					

					O solitude! O poverty!
				

				“La nu­it de mai,” Al­fred de Mus­set, Com­plete Writ­ings, vol. 2, p. 308
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					Caresses are merely rest­less trans­ports,
					

					The vain ef­forts of poor Love to at­tempt
					

					The im­possible uni­on of souls through the body.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 287
			

			18.

			
				
					Tell me in what far-off land
					

					The Ro­man beauty, Flora, lives;
					

					Hip­par­chia, Thais’ cous­in, and
					

					All the beauty nature gives;
					

					Echo speak, thy voice awake
					

					Over river, stream, and lake,
					

					Where are beauty’s smiles and tears?
					

					And where are the snows of oth­er years?
				

				
					Blanche, as fair as lily’s chalice,
					

					Swinging sweet, with voice se­rene,
					

					Ber­tha Broad­foot, Be­atrice, Alice,
					

					Emengarde, Le Mayne’s dear queen?
					

					Where is Joan, the good Lor­raine,
					

					Whom th’ Eng­lish brought to death and fame?
					

					Where are all, O wisest seers,
					

					And where the snows of oth­er years?
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 16, p. 196
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					I hate the poet who with tear­ful eye
					

					Mur­murs some name while gaz­ing tow’rds a star,
					

					Who sees no ma­gic in the earth or sky
					

					Un­less Liz­ette or Ninon be not far.
				

				
					The bard who in all Nature noth­ing sees
					

					Di­vine, un­less a pet­ti­coat he ties
					

					Amor­ously to the branches of the trees
					

					Or night­cap to the grass, is scarcely wise
				

				
					He has not heard the etern­al’s thun­der tone
					

					The voice of Nature in her vari­ous moods,
					

					Who can­not tread the dim rav­ines alone,
					

					And of no wo­man dream ’mid whis­per­ing woods.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 8, p. 278
			

			20.

			
				
					A wo­man chan­geth oft her mind:
					

					Yet fools still trust in wo­man­kind.
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 7, p. 100
			

			21.

			
				
					You only were, in those rarest days
					

					A com­mon in­stru­ment un­der my art;
					

					Like the bow, on the vi­ol d’amour it plays
					

					I dreamed my dream o’er your empty heart.
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 17, p. 217
			

			22.

			
				
					You are thin, my be­loved, but what of that?
					

					One is near­er the heart when the breast is flat,
					

					Like a bird in its little cage, I see
					

					Love flut­ter­ing in your heart for me!
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 390
			

			23.

			
				
					I’m sorry for the Lord, the Lord of Al­bion
					

					Whose praises are be­ing sung in the salon,
					

					If the Lord’s ears are tender in the least,
					

					And he loves tal­ent and beauty, He’s hav­ing a feast.
					

					If He likes good mu­sic and wit and art
					

					I pity the good Lord with all my heart.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 392–393
			

			24.

			
				
					Noth­ing is sac­red to a pas­tor,
					

					Not even the din­ner, or slum­ber, or
					

					Ears of the poor trav­el­er.
					

					But do not let it hap­pen again,
					

					Or without delay I’ll take the first train.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 393
			

			25.

			
				
					Ruth a Mo­abite,
					

					Crouched at the feet of Boaz, with bare breast,
					

					Hop­ing that some un­known ray of light
					

					Would, at his awaken­ing, re­ward her quest.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 10, p. 397
			

			26.

			
				
					Even when the bird walks one feels that it has wings,
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 3, p. 200
			

			27.

			
				
					Oh! how nice, how nice it is,
					

					To pick the sweet, wild straw­ber­ries.
				

				The Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 2, p. 73
			

			28.

			
				
					The prin­cess, in a hurry
					

					Without bell, priest, or beadle,
					

					But with some wa­ter only,
					

					Had bap­tized it.
				

				The Com­plete Works of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 15, p. 193
			

			29.

			
				
					Two mil­lions, two mil­lions
					

					Are fine,
					

					With five hun­dred thou­sand
					

					And wo­man di­vine.
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 16, p. 228
			

			30.

			
				
					Al­ways the com­pan­ion of whose heart you are not sure.
				

				The Com­plete Writ­ings of Guy de Maupassant, vol. 15, p. 216
			

			31. Wa­ter­spout.

			32.

			
				
					In eyes as of a paint­ing that en­trances.
				

				“Love of Lies,” Poems of Baudelaire, p. 133
			

			33. An Ar­ab dish.

			34. Like blue let­ter-cards but used as tele­grams, they are sent through spe­cial tubes.
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