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INTRODUCTION

thing ta enjoy 35 well as to be proud of, Yike Chamberdin or the

Luxembourg Gardens or the Provengal spring. 1In the English
epeakang counteics she s very litle known, except 1o those who hke
vading Freach. A dozen or 5o of her books have been translated but
sa far 25 I know without ereating much sdr among erther critics ot
the public. Must we conclude that she is one of those writers, like
Mess Aasren and Maursce Bareds, whom 1t §s impossible to expore?

T da st sce why she should be. She is certinly as Freach as it is
prssible o b, earthuly Freach i her values, robustly French in her
style. Yet the provinczl bourgeois life and the characters, money-
wrinded or devout (sometimes both), that Frangoss Mavriac intro-
Huces 10 v3 are 2t least 35 semote as anything in Mame Colete from the
exptnznce and sympathies of the Enghsh-speaking public; despite _
wlach tus novels in transkmon kave proved popular, The wouble
w1t her books, § think, is that they are peculiarly difficult 1o transhte,

Sefore considenny this pome, let me give some facts abour her,
Sidenie-Gabnelle Colette was bora m 1873 in Burgundy, Her
rmthar was Pansion, her father 2 renred officer in the French Army.
She manied, before she was menty-one, Henry Gauthier-Villars, a
Lrute well fnown under fus pseodonym “Willy' 25 a salacious
senelat and 3 enne. Almost alt s work was m face wiitien by a
fe3n of (nends, 1nto whath bas wafe was eventually enlisted, Mome
Colente’s fint sx books were published under hus name. The firse of
shese, Clandine 3 £ Exole (1900), enjoyed such popular succass that
Ve ordered bov 1o wnte three sequels 1o 12, The Claudine novels have
s r}-v? of :‘m;‘ m;n, bur Lhe gravouserics introduced int0 them by
orger from Ler husband delayed the recognish
2fihy seresus and bymaal eorner don o€ M Cofre 20
T e Wy e sty

* bes and published under her owey
Vet Duskoeves &e Btter, s whaah she revealed hee g
wrdenyanding ef aveats, Thongh she now, chose paeeod
athe rmmic-bal) e asa dancer and mute,
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0 cam bes living,
she conunund 10 write,



Lo Fepehene (3920), L' Envers Lo Musiz Holl and LEneave (hoth
3913} dense from this experience. In 1911 she manied Henry de
Jeuventl, an eonnent Prench polinass 3nd diplamatisy, by whom
she had e dauytuen, Lhéer, probably her most famous book, sppered
i 1020, s soquel, La Fra de Chdwy, foaga6,

For some foryy yveams now she has been one of thie most sdmived
wrrzees in Frarce, The siccess of ber books ded st prvent by from
rerurnng to the st 19 1935 o act i 3 deemauoed version of Lo
Vepzbonde In 193¢ she mamead M. Mannce Goudeler, nath shom
she now bves n an spartment cneslooking the parden of the Palils
Royad In three of har most recent (and 1 5 opimten bestos nitren)
books, De rma Femerre, L'Erole Vosrer, and Le Foal Ho, st
deseribes the et ahid's hile 10 whik shie 5 o confired by 2nheits
fiay, b rg enyoved the praope of weing e fast Sepre b, § e
assure ber Enghh admimen vt ber eeeponse o e remans emvabily
spined | nah anderd that mom smons e wrees whn ooy
exceliort bealth conld dinphis amtbang approxt ep bier guety and
Ut




\ometines music-hall folk or expensive tares, She avords ideas, never
Srscuses rehgion o politics, and seldom refersto hlefnmre or o any
of the ani except the Theatre, Desire, jealousy, animabs, clildren,
food, drnk, flowcess: thrse are the beloved themes which she seldom
forsshes.

This waeld of Mme Colette’s jmagmation is likely to surprise
st Englnhs readers, and oot onty by what s leftout of it. Flowers
and aniaals, also the lindscapes and seascapes and rownscapes that
she depucts, are of course things we také very seriously. But how odd
10 tzcat cookery as an exacting art, and, worse still, o elevate love-
mking into an edite, almost weligious, nrualt The purimn, the
go-ierrer, and the mysue il agree in being shocked by her scale of
w2, She accepts te validity of any sensuous pleasuce, hawever
shanrmal, provided that it does not give pain to others, (Here she
#1 an uronscions disaiple of the English Unlitarians, though dhey
sever yeatured to carry their prnciples 50 far.) She condemns not
enly envy, censonousness, and anything ~ except love - that keads
1o unlkindness, but also all calculaing behaviour, all vidgarity of
spint, af} refusal 1o apprecsate and o enjoy. (Here her morality is,
e Grde's, assthiense) Her work s devoted 1o the visible, mngible,
21dble, tasteable, and sroellable world,

, Her sense of comedy 1s exuberant; her understanding of charactec
=~ withus Ler chiosen bimuts - 15 profound, all fier books glow witha
fensal warmth of beart, und often her imagination rises o fyneal, -
eatane fervour Sotatense 1 ber love of Ife, 0 cesponsive are alt her
wnisey, thay she envelops eveey experience in poetry. Bur poetry1s 3
masier rot anly of feehng but of words. Her style is an tnstrument
most ebibararely fahioned 1o reveal ber vermperament. Her fmmense
prestize cones sndeed brgely from the quaticy of hes prose, whichis
ety fanless, mtneate, andacious, and wtterly individual,
e s B b e oy i e 1
15 b fm 2 o, poln ooy ot o 1t profiscly ferdy

i AN poplazs, smoke from 2 agaretre,
T fram 0% ssawese of e Mook Rouge, phtiadey for
sreamen, or puat ngxfrom Presso, Sha ean foreshonen the F i
b sage anboldiy o Mallarmad, dhe has st trmnd tocheyher et
barapery madras Allefwlachgy perperal fuszn d;zf::;;
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welt 23 of women is perperslly being subjected 10 expert scmuuay
and discusnion, a9 if they were prize caedle, {The comparison is 'Mmc
Calene's)

In any case the Chéri novels are much more thon exact and pics
furesque evocations of 2 special miliew, They form the chassic analysis
of sloveallaes bevween avery young fman and a muddlevaged wroman,
“The Chensbiine asd Countess of The Marriage of Figare, Okinvizn
a2 the Marschathn an Dir Rosenkavalicr, are only sketches, Here 1s
3{u ezh double porira, Sr1s sure to dismay sorae readers because:
the 2.0 Guct Fzures wkoit Tor granted that fie man or woman wha
ghves sexnal pleasuee 15 enutled 10 2 matenal weward, a siew not
ndoed endorsed bt sccepted by the suthor as normal i the soeety
she deseribes. Those to whom such 2 view is unerly revolung should
avoid this v eture. Bur onee you low that it exists, and hasin fact
been widesprrad 1n every avibzation with which we are acquainted,
then the storv of Léx 3nd Chén becomes amusing, significant, and
profoundly touchung,

» RaymoND Monrrives
decen Ler 1950



a chronic headache to the transtatar, Let me quote, almost at random,
two short passages with which in this volume Mr Senhouse has beea
faced:

H vit briller Ie regard explicite, bornd, si peu fiminins, que I femme
dédie au darncur de plaisir, et il fut offensé dans sa chastedd inavouable.
It répluqua, dz havt en bas, par un eutre regord, msociable, compliqué,
e regarde de Phomme gqur se refuse.

Rompu & une gymnasuque d'impassibilird, i Soccupait & subir ke
capricseux rayage en possédé digne dz son démon,
The meaning 1s clear, but no Enghsh weuter would think in similar
terms, and the Enghsh words most nearly equivalent refuse to
coalesce. The teanstator of Mme Colette 1s alvways having erther to
debilitate the onginal by a comparauvely 1nsipid paraphrase or else
(wehich is warse) to disconcert us with phrases that are patently and
offenstvely uanatural. No wonder then that none of the previous
translations [ have ¢en stnkes me as tolerable; no wonder that Mme
Colette is therefore so litsle known to the English public, I believe
thar the series of translations now launched by Messss Secker and
Warburg will be good enough to remedy dus neglect. At the same
time I must ask in advance the reader’s indulgence, The difficulty of
translating her 15 more nearly desperate than anyone can know who
has not tried his hand at 1.

A final word abouy Chéri and La Fin de Chéri. In these novels, and
in an enchanting story called Gigi, Mme Colette plants us 1 an

familiar world regulated by severe trad {Andrée Alvar, 1
Gigi, s looked down upon by her mother and aunt because she is

* only 2 singer at the Opéra Comique, having farled to make good
in the family profession 2s an expensive kept woman.) This is the
world of the grander cocotres, rivals and successors of La Paiva, Liane
de Pougy, Emiltenne &’Alengon, a world aleeady invested with |
period charm.

The physical details, you may feel, are sometrmes 100 insistent.
“The author keeps showing us, as if she were a bc::uty. specialist with
2 magnifying glass, the most misute particulars of skin and hair and
eye. Such, we must presume, ase ‘the preaccupations 'of the society
she describes with b pathy. In it the physique of men a5
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well 21 of women 15 perpetually being subjected to expert scruuny
avd duscussion, a5 if they weee prize catde. (The comparison is Mme
Coletre’s)

I any case the Chéri novels are much more than exsct and pic-
‘Turesque evocations of a special miliew, They form the classic apatysis
of alove-afair berasen a very young ras and a middle-aged woman.
The Cherubino and Countess of The Mlarriage of Figare, Oktavian
and the Marschallin in Der Rosentaralier, are only sketches. Here s
afllenzih double portrait. Itis sure 1o dismay some readers because
e g0 chuef figures e vt for granred that the man os woman whe
Rves sexual plessure is entirled fo 2 matenal seward, 3 view not
sndred endorstd but accepted by the author 25 normal in the sodiety
shie desenbes, Those to whomm such 3 view is utterly revolung should
avghd thiy volue, But once you allow that it ewsts, and has 1a fact
b sitesprend v every awilzanon with which we are acquunted,
then the story of Lés and Chién becomes amusing, significant, and.
profourdly touching,

Ravuoxp Mosriven
Decrmter 1950






well 2 of women 1 perpenally being sub;mcd o espert scruuny
vl dscussion, 2s if they were prize cardle., (The comparisan is Mme
Colatte’s)

$n any esse the Chin novels are zouch more than exact and pic~
ruresque evocanons of a special milkew. They form the classic anglysis
el sloveeafur berm een a very young man and o middle-aged woman.
Tre Cherubino and Countess of TRe Marriage of Figare, Okravsan
23] dhe Marschaliin i D:r Rwuh:vaf i, ase unly sketches, Here is
2T enrh doubl ders becau
the tho clue ﬁ«nmn&cn rm gramed thot the man er woman who
e wgod p&mun: s eonrted 10 3 mtenat reward, 2 view not
indeod endorsed buy accepred by the author 8s vormat in the sociery
#he eseribes. Those 10 % ham such a view is utterly revolnng showld
avoid dus volure. But once you allow dhuat 1e exists, and fs in fact
ke widepread in every envibization wath which we are acouainted,

hen the sory of Lés aad Clida becomes amustng, significans, and
poeloundly tauchuoy,

5 Raruono MortiNer
ecevler 2n30












‘ 1vE it te, Léa, give me your pearl necklace! Do you hear
me, Léa? Give me yoor peals!”
No answer came from the huge brass-bedecked ‘wrought-
izcn Ladstead that ghmmered in the shadows like a coa of m;i\:

“Why won't you let me have your necklace? Tt looks every bitas
»il on me 33 on you~ even beuer”

At the smap of the clasp, npples spread over the Tace-fnfled sheets,
2l from thesr satdst rose two magnificent dun-wnsted arms, lifting
on Lagh tvo lovely tazy hands. .

*Leave 3t alone, Chént You've been playing fong enough with
dat necklace.!

“fe amuses me. .. Are you fnghtened Tl steal it?”

He was Lapenng about in front of the sun-drenched rosy-pink
cunams - 2 graceful demon, black against a glowing fumace; but
whan e pranced back tomrards the bed, he turned white azan from
109 to 1o¢, 1 has white silk pyjamas and wlute Moorish sppers.

‘I'm not fnghuened,’ tie soft, deep voice answered from the bed. -
*But you'll wear cut the tiread. Those pearls are heavy.

“They cermunly are,” Chién sud wath due respect. ' Whoever gave
you this bot never meart to make hght of youl”

He was <tanding 1 frort of a prenglass framed 1n the space bee
teeen 1o wanduws, faung at the refiecnan of a very youthful, very
5 xd kcdang voung, man, T too short not toa tall, hair v
she bl ehee o 3 bsckineds plumage. He unbuttoned b pyjamas,
€ stiaying, a hard, datksh chest, curved ke 2 shueld; and the whites

cftus durk eves, bus reeth, and the pearts of the nechlace gleamed in
e iner-a'l tosy plow of (e room.

*Taxe off ¢iat necklace!” The fermale voter was wnsistent,
e wtal oyt

‘Do you
The youns man, motnnless 1 front of hus tmag,

~e e, brughed sofil,
Ol *Veu ves, Theard you. | know 5o 5el) ;ou'm::mﬁd I'{l
raie ol wehy ol

“No, Uy eo Buaf 1 éd o "re qui:
e Wldd ofieratea ¥ou, you're quite capable of






*Not really? 'm onching at the ofd girl's? You too?’

Lazily Lea sertted deeger into the bed.

*Not me, I'm off duty, IRl go for coffec at half past rwo,'or teaat
six, or for a cigarens ata quarter to eight. Don'tworey; she'llalways
see evough of me. And besides, I've not been asked.’

Clén's sulky face bt up with malice. .

*] know, 1 know syl We're going to have high soaiety. We e
going to have the fane Mane- Laure, and that poisonous child of hers.

1L£a brought bier iz blue wandering eyes to rest.

O, reall A The hiile girl's charming. Less so than her mother,
Lt charming, Now take off that necklace, once and for ol

*Puzy,' Clén nighed, 25 he undid the clasp. ‘It would fook so welt
in thre trowseean.

14 raised berself on Lier elbow: *What troussean?”

“Mize,” Chén sud wth fudicrous seli-importance. Ay troussean,
.01 of my yewels, for my taarnagel’

Tie boonded 1 the air, exccutnd a perfeet evrechar-six, retumed
o earth, butted tas way through e door-curtains, and disappeared,
stoutinge *My badh, Rosel And quack abowt it! I'm lunching at the
old st

“That's that) Léa thoughr. *We'll have 2 lake in the bathroom

e e he tawels Boatieg i i, and razor scrapings in the basia. If
ooty 113d tao bathroorat

But, a8 on fortrer oceanions, she soon saw that this would mean
e nd of 3 wardobe and loppung off a comer of her dressing-
1, a0d 30 eoncladed, 15 on formet oecasions- L shall simply have
£ putvp with 1 all Chén gets tmarvied.”

St~ Lyy dira sz 0n ber back and noticed dhat Chévi, undressing
e v, 32 before, bhad theown tus socks on the mantelplece, his panzs
on tmarung-nble, by e tourd the neck of her porrsic bust. She
ot not belp amitiog 2t tus hasty masculine disorder, and Julf
chued ber brpe v eyes. Therr blue was 3y beaunfil as ever,
131 5o e 1ok chesinan Lshes, '

At tle 220 of tontyanine, Léame Vallon, @lled Léx de Lonval,
At oreng U od of 3 sucomsfol carver 23 3 rchly. kept muru:san:
$ - wata g o excatire, 3nd e had spared her the more fatserian
carnrmiies and coliad seennge, Ste made 2 secrt of the dare n}







«Not really? I'm lunching =t the old girl's? You too?”
Jy Léa settled deeper into the bed.

{;z;y me, 'm off dury}fclx'\\ go for coffee at half past £, Of teaat
six, ar for a Gigarene ara quaster to EighLDOD'KWﬂr\?'; she'llabways
see enough of me. And besides, Pve notbeen asked”

Chéri’s sulky face bt up with malice, X .

*I know, | know why! We'se going 1o bave high sostery, We're
going 1o have the far Marie-Laure, and that porsonaus child of hers.

La brought her big blue wandenng eyes to rest.

“Oh, rally! The hle gul's charming, Less so thin ber mather,
but charming, Now take off that necklace, once and forall’

“Puy,” Chién sighed, as he undid the clasp. Tt would look so well
1n the trousseau.”

14 raised herself on her elbow- *What trousseau?” ’

“Mine;” Chén said wth ludicrons self-mpormance. *AMy ousseav,
full of my yewels, for my masnagel”

He bounded 1n the ar, executed a pecfect entrechat-six, remumed
to earth, butted bis way through the door-curtains, and disappeared,
shovung; *My bath, Rose! And quick about #l I'ms funching at the
old gird'st*

“That's that,” Léa thought *We'll have a ke in the bathroom
0d eight towels floattag wn 1t, and rzor serapings in the basin, If
only 1 had two bathrooms!”

But, as an former occasions, she soon saw that this would mean
gewng v of @ wardeobe and lopping off a comer of her dresvng-
roon, and 50 concladed, as on former occasions. 1 shall simply have |
10 put up with 11 1l Chén gers married.’

Skelay down agan on ber back and notced tha Ché, undressing
he night before, had thrown lus socks on the mantelpiece, s pans
on the writing-table, hus e round the neck of har portrait bust, She
eould not help smuling ac this hasty mascoline disorder, and balf
closed her large wanqud eyes. Thewr blue was as besunfut as ever,
and 0 vere te tuck chestut Yashes. N

At the age of forty-nune, Léome Vallon, calld Léa de Lonya,
t?s rexrieg the end of a successful carcer 2 2 xchiy kept enurtesan.
§ ewa5 2 good ereanure, and hfe had spased her the mors flastering
catntrophes and exalted sufferngs. She A

¢ made 2 secvet of the date of
17






nolonger Joved in hersell: the vivid comy.lcxmn, hnhhy'. atute o
ruddy - an open-air compleian, well suited to emphasize the pure
ntensuy of her eyes, vath their varying shades of biue. Her proud
nose sull won ber approval. ‘Mame-Antoinette’s vore!’ Cldeds
mother was in the habit of saying, without ever forgetting to 2dd:
*and 1n another two years our Léa snll have a chin bke Louts Seize!
Her mouth, b #15 even row of reeth, seldom opened ina peal of
Sughter; but she smuled often, a smile that set off to perfecnon the
Tazy Butter of hex lasge eyes — a smile 2 hundred nmes luded, sung,
and photographed ~ a deep, confiding smile one never tired of
watching,

s for her body - “Everyone knows’, Léa would say, *thata weli-
made body fasts a fongs tme.’ She could sall afford to show her body,
prk and white, endowed wth the long legs and straight back of 2
naiad on 3n bahan founain, the dmpled ups, the high-sung breasts,
“would last’, Léa used 10 say, * tll well after Chér’s wedding

She got out of bed, and, shipping 100 a wrap, went 1o draw hack
the long curtams The noonday sun poured into the gy, rosy, avers
decorated room Irs hoaury dated- double lace curtaing, rosebud
watered sk on the walls, glded woodwork, znd antique farmiture
upholstered 1n modern silks. 1éa refused to give up enher this cosy
Toom or 1ts bed, a assive and indestrucuble masterpiece of wronghe
iron and brass, gnm 1o the eye and cruel to the shuns.  ~

*Come, come!” Chén's mother protested, *1's not as bad 25 al}
that, Personally, | tike ths room. Tt belongs 10 a penod. Tthas a style
of ws onn. by supgesss Lo Paiva)

:I'he remembrrance of this dig made Léa smife as she pinned up her
bair. She hurnedly powdered her face on heanng two doors sham,
3nd the thud of 2 male foor colliding with some delicase piece of
furnature, Chén came back snto the room 1n shurt and trousers, Jus
cars whute with talcum powder, He was 1n an aggressive mood.

*Where's my te-pin® What a wretched bole thus 1! Haye they
nkc\n( 10 pinching the jencllery?*

“Marcel must have stuc) >

el ephed. % 1t 10 hus e to go 10 the market,* Léx
Chéd, who had bl or g
by the butke qp b g s ,,;‘x:;‘l‘,’? rous s brought upshoze

He stopped s angry
19






o longer faved in herset: the vivid compleion, Yieabdhy, atiute 00
suddy —an open-aic complexion, well suited 10 emphase the pure
iouenstey of her eyes, stk their varying shades of blue. Her proud
poe suld won her approval, ‘Made-Ansoinene’s owl' Chid's
aother was i the kbt of saying, without ever forgetung 10 add:
*and n another o ears our Léa will have a chun ke Lovis Seize.”
Ter snouth, vt ats even so% af weth, seldom opened in 3 peal of
\rghter, bt she smiled ofcen, a swile that set off to pediection the
Yazy fruvter of her large eyes - asmide a hundred umes lauded, sung,
and phowgrphed -  deep, confiding smile one never tived of
seatching,

As for hes bodv - *Everyont knowy', 1éa wonld say, *that 2 well-
made body tasss 3 long wwe.” She could sill aflord o shove bue body,
pb and whute, endowed wath the fony, fegs and steaighe back of 2
nasad on an fuhan fountain; the dimpled hps, the high-slung bressts,
*would bist', Léa us+d 10 say, “ull well after Chén's wedding ”

She got out ot bed, and, shpping w0 3 wrap, went 10 draw hack
A dong enrmuns The noonday sun paured it the gay, rosy, oves
decorated room. Its huxury dated: double tace curmins, rose-bud
seatered sk on the wals, pided woodwork, and annque fumiture
uphelsiered 1n modern sifks, Léa tefused 10 give up esther this cosy
om of ts bed, 2 massve and sndesteuctible masterpicce of wrought
soon 3 bivass, gm0 thie ey and crudk 10 the shns.

“Come, come! Chén's mother protested, *st's not as bad ag alt
that. Personally, Thke thns room Jrbelongstoa penod, Ithas astyle
of l;m own It suegests La Paiva?

remembrance of shis g made Léa smile i
Bt She hurnedly posdered ber face on Qﬁ;‘:@i‘ﬁiﬁ?’éﬁi‘
and the thud of a male foot colbding with some delicate plece n;'
formtare. Chén came back ineo the room in shart and trousers, us
eams whute with talour powder He was 1n an aggressyve mood,

*Where's my se-pin? What a wresched bols 1his 6] Have th
nk‘e{. 1 pincling, the fewelleey? i s
gm:?:::p r‘x::;x ave stuck 1t 1 hus 1€ 15 0 10 the marker,! L&

Chérs, nho bisd tieede o o se
by the lundle guop ke an am by :s!::::\: En c::.‘ oo shor

He stopped his angsy
19






wear a prarl on top of all thatt You hule dago. ... Why not &arringy
into the bargun?”

His defences wese dovwn. Blissful, lingid, irresolute, supine, he
surrendered again 10 a lazy happiniess and clased his eyes. ..,

“Nounoune darling +.." he murmured.

She brushed the har off bis ears, cambed a surighter parting in the
bhuich locks of bus black hair, dabbed 2 e scent on his temples, and
grve him a quck kiss, unable to resiss the tempting mouth 5o close
10 her own.

Chin opened his eyes, and bus hips, thes stsetched out bs hunds,

She moved away. ‘No. It's 2 quarter to onet Be off naw, and don't
Lex e see you aguat’

*Neverd®

“Never,” she laughed back at hum with uncontrolisble tenderness,

Lefs to herself, she smuled proudly, and 2 sharp hudde sigh of
defeated desre escaped her s she hstened to Chén's footsteps
crossing the cowrtyand She ssw hum open aad cose N gates, dnft
#way on his winged feet, only to encounter the adoring glagces of
shree thap gurls walkong atong arm-t-am.

‘i;uks! He's 100 good 10 be truel Let's touch him 10 ses if he's
sl

Bus Clié sook it 2% for granted and dhd not even rum roung,






“Dors Madame dink s02” . i
Madawe docs think so. Add a linle turpentine whxle. you're
melung 1 1n 2 double soucepan; it's quite easy 1© do again. You
browght up the Vouvray a batle 100 soon, Close the shuners 95 soon
23 you've cleared the table; we're in far a heat-wave.”
“Very good, Madame. Will Monsieur Ch — Monsieur Peloux be
oo ar

“Probably, .. No eréme-surprise tonight. We'll st have a strawv-
Besry water sce. Coffee n the boudaw.”

As she 1ose from the wble, straight and tall, the shape of her legs
visible undes a dress that moulded her hups, she had amgle time to
pote the “Madame 15 beautifol® 1 the butter’s discreet glance, and
this did not displease her,

“Beautiful,! Léa whispered on her way up 1o the bouddit. *No,
«- No Jonger. T have now 1o wear somethung white near my face,
and very pafe pink wrderclothes and teasgowns. Beavufol! Bish, ..,
1 hardly need to be that any longer.

AN the same, she allowed berself no siesta 1n the punted stk
Boudoir, when she had finished with coffee and the newspapers. And

it was with batde wrten on ber face that she gave ber chauffens the
order, "To Madame Pelowx's.”

The wee-ed voad through the Bois, dry benemh the young,
atready and, faded June foliage ~ the toll-gate ~ Newrlly - Boulevard
Ak ermann - “Row many tmes have I come 1his way?* Léa
wondered. She began to count, then tired of counnng and softened
Trer tread on the gravel cutside Madame Peloux’s house 1o overhear
any sounds comng from w.

“They're an the garden-room; she conclused,

She had put on mose powder before spproachung the house and
tightened the fine-mesh, wusty blue veil under hier chun, Her answer
fo the manservant’s format request 1o come through the house was:
*Na, Id ratier o vound by the garden.” )

A real garden - almost 2 park - completely surrounded the vase
\!:xt: villa, eygicat of the outer suburbs of Paris. Madame Peloux’s
wta bad been catled *a country redencs” yn the days whea Neally






‘Goadness, how fovely you ate, Masie-Laure! you're pecfecton

Marie-Laure deigred to smile. She wasa. red-hasred young woman
vath brown eyes, whose physical presence alone was enough to tke
your breath away. She drew atiention, aimost mq\\:mshly: ta the
otfier young woman, by sayng: ‘But would you have recognized my
dsnghter Edmde?’

142 held ot 2 hand which the girl was reluctmt to shake.

“{ should have known you, my child, but a schoolgul alltess 50
quickly, and Mane-Laure alters anly 10 become alwags more dis<
concertingly Yo ely. Are you quite finished with school now?”

“1 should hope 50, I should hope 5o, excliimed Madame Pelowx.
“You can't gro on for ever, hiding her under a bushel, such 3 micacle
of grace and charm, and she’s ninereen alreadyl’

“Eagheen,” said Mane-Laure sweetly,

*Esghteen, aighteen! .. Yes of course, eghreent 143, you remem-
er? Thus chld was gust mabung her first Communion the year that
Crédi ran away from schoat, sutely you remembes? Yes, yes, you
did, you hirde good-for-nothing, you ran away and Léa and ¥ were
dsven nearly out of our witst'

*1remember perfeetly,’ L4a sud, and she exchanged an unpercep-
uble hntle nod with Mane-Laure ~ something corresponding to the
“3oueb#’ of 2 puncilyous fencer,

*You must ges her marned soon, you must get her martied saon’®
pursucd Madame Pelour, who neves failed to repeat 3 base truth at
feast resce.  We'll off come 1o the wedding.”

She brandished tier ltde arms n the arr, and the young gad
S‘l"'s“;f at ber snth ingenous alarm.

“She’s yust the dongher for Mane-Loure,” thought Léa, garing ac
her mote closely. *She has alt her mother's dzul\n;};ual\:f:u:ix 3
guetetkey flufly, ash-brosen har,

Inghiened, secrenve
speak ot smile,

how she muw

, that Jooks a2 3f i were powdered;
£yts and 2 mowth she avaids opening even 10

:Lxxdy what Marie-Laure needs = a foid - by
te borl®

y0ug girl. *You ouzht 6 tave seen how well these
VO yo
v people wese perung en together in the gardsnt® youe
23

Madame Pelows msinuated 2 maternal smie beeween Ly and the






Juanded them over o Chiéd. On her reum, she found hat Léahad
tiken o her hat and was smoking a cigarete. .

“Arenft they sweet, those twol’ Madame Peloux gasped. ‘D't
you ibink so, Léa?* .

“Delicons,” & breathed out  the same puff 23 hes cigarerte
smohe. “But really, that Marie-Laure!® 3
“Whats Marie-Lawre bers v 9°” asked Chén, a8 o refoned
drem.

“Ylow Jovely the dst”

“Akl Alt* Madame Peloux began in formal sssent. “That's true,
that's 1rue. She has bren reafly lovely.!

Chén and Léa caught each othes's eye and laughed.

“Hasbeen?' Léa emaphasuzed the past tense. ‘But she's the puorure
of yowh, Not 2 single wrinklel And she can wear the palest mauve,
such a fond colount 1 foathe 1t 2nd 1t toathes me

Madame Pelous rased her big pitifess eyes and thin nose from her
randy -glass.

“The picture of youth, the picture of youth!” yapped Madame
Pelour. ‘Pardon me, pardon me! Mane-Lavre had Edmée in 1895,
79..."94 She'd just run away wth 2 singyegteacher, leaving Khabt
Bey fiat, wough he'd gaven her the famous pink diamond which ..,
No, not Wared .. Thot must have been the year heforel”

“The trumper notes w eve shnfl and off hey. Léa pus 2 hand gver her
ey, and Chién declared, wth some fechings *Everything would be
Fravenly on an afiernoon hke this, sf only we could be spared my
motier's voreel”

She tooked 2 het on it wo wign of anger, accustomed 1o s
msolence. Digrufied, feet danghng, she senled hersalf back in o
Basker chant 100 hagh for her short teps. Tn one hand she wrarmed
her ghis of brandy La, rocking herself gently 1o 2nd fro, gloneed
occastonally a1 Chén, who lay spravied on a ool cane St;xec enat
wnbutioned, 3 agarene dying between bus Tips, 2 lock of s over
v;:: ‘?‘ :i:\r;a. Hie's s bandsome young blackguard,” she thought

There they remared, peacefully side by sude, maks
alk or be sociable, bappy after zhhr m‘rln hs;unoﬁ:u“lgcc:m d‘;b; »
fmiliany rendered slence congenal and Chén shy »d“ e

o 'pped back e






*Why doesa’t she go to sleep?’ Lta wondered. ‘Il'} Sunday.
She's unched well, She's expecting her sponging old cronies 1o drop
‘nfor her five o*clock tea. By rights she ought to be having a snooze.
IF she's not snoozing, it's because she’s up to some devilment or
other.”

They had known each other for twenty-five years. Theirs was the
Tostie inumacy of hght women, enviched and then.cost aside by one
s, rwned by another: the terchy affection of nvals smllung one
another's first wrnkle or white hasr, Theirs was the friendship of
two practieal women of the world, both adepts at the money game;
But one of them a miser, and the other 2 sybarke, These bonds
count. Rather late i their day, a stronger bond had come to hnk
them nore closely: Chér

Léa could remember Chéd as a el boy - a marvel of beauty with
long curls. When quite small he was known as Fred, and had not yet
Peen machramed Chéd.

Someumes forgotten and someuracs adored, Chéri grew up
among wan housemaids and all sardonic menservasts. Althouph
Tis birth had mystenously brought svealth to the house, no ‘Frio-
Tem", no "Mass” was ever to be seen at Chéri’s nde; and his mother
had preserved fum, to the accompantment of prercing shrieks, from
these ghouls’,

*Charlotte Peloux, you belong 1o another age.’ The speaker was
thie monbund, d, but ind le Baron de Berthels
*Chadoute Pelous, 1 you [ salute the only hght womar who ev;r
Lad the courage to bring up her son as the son of a tant! You belong
t0 another age! You never read, you never travel, you take 2 poins
of knowarg your neighbour's business, and you ahandon your child
to the tender mercres of the servants. How perfect! How absolutely
Abour® . Qr, Leuer sull, how like a novel by Gustay Droz,
And to thunk that you've never heard of enfierd ...} o

* Edmond Abous (Reman dun rave Romme, e1c.) and Guzave Dror{Mon-

sty Madime ot Bodd, 610, bt popalar novelsss of the soeond

Y the

e etvary, some of »hese ool ppeared  Engleh pickol 4
Mamms 5ad Baky, tusrated by Monn 1887 »re

1%






el 10 die a comforpahle death in your duwn}: bed, I don't alto-
gedier fancy 3 rysees for my estate, Your cash is mune, Let e go
125 0wn way! Men friends fostnext o nothing — 5 dinner. and.a bortle
of champagne As for the fair sex, surely, Ma'me Pelouy, seeing thar
Luske afier YOU you exn trust me not 10 treat ‘em 10 moe than 2
trisket ~ of hoyt

He pirouetred about while she shed tears ang prockaimed hergelf
! :

slips of Paper~
s round and regular - vere 1y marked contrast g

always fussing oyer his
nd short-winded, More
e cellar steps, Coming yp
d bing,

‘I's 100 wonderfu].?
fuch 100 wonderful,’ [ ¢ nswered, *he'|| come 10 a byg end,
! Show

> and showed other signg

<. She was to0 inumage 5 fniend,
A sort of doung Sodmother, whom he called by pe, Christian
name,

Tt true, [y nquired,
sithry on old Liyg knees3

“Her kneest ¢ offed Chp, “She k
l‘curdtmd years ago,*

Lan'e g tnwe’, gy Persisted wily greater severity, ‘thy, she mage
zma )d,t‘:‘lk &0 laced oy, Pepper? Yo, know g1 4 bad for g,
reath!

On one Pecasion, Chén, hure, 312pped back 5 Léy-
why you bother me Bt 2l theg, questions, Yq,, st hay,

%, You were tucked %3y 10 thyy ubby-hole o the
end,”

‘that you Were seen lasy night as 5 bar,

0t had any fo ages. They

¥ answcred, tnmoyed, *There's
n






*Out of polteness 1o M'me Peloux - o would otherwise be
g alone,’ Cher answered,

What are YOu gaing to do tomorrow?*

‘Dunno, and you?*

Tmoffto Narm:rdy.'

‘Withy*

“That's none of Your business,

“With our friend Spéleieffa*

‘Don't be 55 Stupid. That vras Over two months g
betund the times, Spéleiefi’s jn Russia,*

“Chéri, datling, whay g you be thinking of3+ sighed Madame
Pelouy, ‘Don’y Y0U remembey goiog lage month to the chzrming
dimer given byléaro eelebrate the eng of the aff;

2ir? Lea, you'ye
Bver bt me fave he Tecipe for those langoustines | enjoyed so
much.”

0. You're

Chin sat up, s eyes sparkling, *ye, yes, lan

'Boustines, ;wim-
magng creamy saucet How Jig hike some now]*

*he's got no 2ppe-
inee ”

St it Chén napped. *Léa, are You off to phe shady v o0
$ith Patrgn»
“Certain}. %, my boy, p,,

ly * Yaron and ] gpe ferely fiionds, Im
&oing o my own,’

Il be nothing 1o g bur

i 2" He hag TS0 10 his fey and w5
$and,no oy 0 her.

*You knas, Honfleur - Cote de Grice don't yg3 Sie down;
F0U'Te ey 0 the face, Now z¢ YOU g0 dowy the Care de Grice,
You kngy, those farm Bates say, i

]
P where we alwayg » 1 passing, 3o,
She nyr, 1d 10 w hape Madame Pelouy %3S sitting, Madame
Pelug hag disy U0 1th ey she hagq faded
A %18 gomey) 8 50 unlike g nOrma] lotee Py X, thyy
v looke, €k other 39 Lughed 1 Sumpnse,

Chérian g, lose to ¢, ‘I'm bired he gqug.

2



Rothing o the dissipateq schoolp,, 0y aboys P:rrvn. He pyg other
anmcnons, and 5 2 good ¢, e.:l more o Tecom m:nd him M thap 5 Perky
nd

rat v Ut on the mzzle in Mong, Martre and jog
Ha”cs, mnsomng WIth lajeg of the ovn who calIed him poppct'
and ‘m;, Pet vige:, bug pe had go, 10 kick oy, tofir: pa sul'rcdfro
Migraines and 5 dry Cough, Madame Pelouy Poureq our her hegry.

breaki, Noes — pup S nothung bur 5 senies g T0856S for 1g
Mothers» 0 her nusseuse, m her s tay-, Maker, Madam R)bor to
old Ly, ellemy, o, thus p:xmkss!y

a. e 'S pass,
from ¢he State of bemg the happru cf-pa.ne N5 10 thay of the marhy.
er,

nig] e, When Mady cloux ang and Chey ®ere
togethe, m the ~room 4p Newyy, » Was 1o dnngc the destiniey
£ the v, nd the g, lo-g, ®oman, 'S frends had
Lone off g, 98 ~ hitje p. 2 who), mne~mcrcbanf
and the Vo, D > 2 hang, N of s, p, rely of age, diff eyl
and arropy ad 5o Cpe.: had ed to the aterngf fold, ang
habit hag d; 4 there a)sq,
For one MOre even, in 3 g ole seq, ions,
ose tw, ), each Suspiciong of ther, foung }u-msclu's
Sether. Th,, ha, ch other ¢, » they shaped
3 past mad, 'P Of sy, dul) Venings. they hacked frrends,
and, jn their I Y5, they hag beco, 1Strusefy solf-mdulgml
and cur of e ®orld, 55 Wome, ha p, only for
Boryy ng in silence g, ‘n, Poke, Madime
Peloyy ack, @ strengeh 1o ek 750n’s J, th b but fareg
a little ch time she ben, her g, n glov.ing
chizeks oy ep s palliq cheek d Spareny e wayl,
wxllmgly have gy, thay ealthy fo, j) L Ied b,
® $0-cal) lines of Ve in o, T touch loyr ¢, her
slhm 1,Iy.gmm s0; ; it neyey T OCCured 4 her o take hep d.:rling
:m::) 10 the coy,

*Chér, winye arc; ou dnnh’ng bmndy:" L&y scolded,
32



She shook her head only at the very insrant that thele lips touched,
{pen s remained sbsolunely modonless, and beld her breaths lke
someon fistening, When be released bas hold, she broke away from
s, Tose 10 v fect, took a deep breath, and put a hand up 0 tidy
her wmmufied hair, She sumed to him, rather gale and with sueful
wyes, srd said, teasinglys “That was 2 bright ideal” . .

e Loy for back 1 the vocking-chais; sp Hess, and
Tee with 3 suspicious, questioning gaze, so that she asked: “What
isid”

*Nothing,” Cherf said *I know what I wanted 1 keow." ,

She bhushed snth humdiation, then shilfully defended herself,

“Wha dos 0w know? Thae 1 hike your mouth? My poor child, F've
Yissed ugher. What does ot prove? Diyou think I'm going to
fung mysell at your feet and ery, " Take mel™ You rafk as sf you've
know only suce young guls! D'y ou imagne ¥'m gomg to Yose my
eod because of a uss?*

She grew eatmer while speaking and wished to prove her self-
cortral,

*{3stem, chidd," she persisted, 2 she feaned over him, * &'you think
+bandiome mouth means anything 1 rae?”

She smikd down at ham, compleely sure of herself, but pnaware
that there remaned on hiex fare 3301 of very faint quiver, sn appeal-
ing sadness, and that ey swule was hke 2 ranbow affer o sudden
forn,

*T'm perfeety calim, Even of I were 10 Liss you agai, or even if
w¢ .. She stopped and gouted vaths seorm. “No, o, T really can't
= you and me doing thae”

“Ror ceuld you see v dosng what we did just qow,’ Chent sad,
tsking bme oves his words. *And yer you don't mind doing i, and
08 % by, weiner S0 now you're Sueiking of oing hurther, are
you? { never suggested such a thang.”

. my} fsced cachh other Whe wnemies. Léa was afraid 1o reveal o
esire she had nat yet bad uge (@ develop or to dispuse;
b child, s0 suddenly cold and perhpe demce srerseed

“You're ngbe; she conceded Irzhly, *Levs 553y mo more about it
Slall e w1y inmead e P offering t0

1
he oot mall be good... Bt Y08 ot o grass! And

+ my food, 1n other wasds?
¥






She shook her bead anly 5 the very nstant thay their lips touched,
then shcor:mmn:d absolu{ely motionless, and held her breath like
fomeone listening, When he relegseq Bis hold, she broke away from

4, £05€ 10 ber fect, took 5 deep breath, and puta hand P to udy
ber uncuflled by, She tumed 1o him, rather Pale and with ryefy)
5, and said, teasingly: “That va5 5 bright ideat* .

He by for pack in the rock 8-chal, speechless, and scru:xmzed
Ferwath 5 suspicrous, questioning gaze, 5o that she agked, What
3

“Nottung,» Chén saig, 1 know whye 7 wanted to know,

She blushed with humlluuon, then shilfully defended herselr,

‘Whatdo y0u know3 Thy Iike your mouth? My poorchuld, I've
Kissed ygher, What does thar Prove? Dlyou hynk I'm going 1o
B3 myself a your feet ang Y, “Take me!™

9% 7 anly pyce young gurls! Diyoy imagine I,
use of 3 Lysgs*

‘Listen, chuld! she Persisted, ag she leaned over him, * "you think
2 handsonme mouth megng anything to mess

She smyfeq down ar him, completely sure of herself, by Unawarg
1 there temaipeg 00 et face g sory of very fan; Quiver, an appeg).
g sadness, ang that her STule was Lo TAbOW aftey 5 sudden
Harm,

‘I'm Pperdectly cat, Evenyf | WEre 10 kiss yop 322n, or even if
®e. She $topped ang Pouted wyghy soor, “No, no, Im!)y Qn’
32 YU and me doing thap
*Nor eouly You seq yy doing 5, oy we did juse ROW,' Chéyy said,

"'t tund doing jy, and
nhting hurry, etther, So oy, You'ra !!unkmg of Soing further, 5

eS. Léa gy afraid 1o revea) o
e she |, had develop o to dxsgmse; she resented
thix child, s suddenly g, and peryy densive,

v
You're Eht,* sha'eon, od lizhely, ], 'S 51y no o, abour g,
Stallge ¥ nstead thy I'm offenng 1q PUt 30u opg 44 Brass! Ang
the foog sl - +10 other g,






e L recalled their fisst summer in Normandy, she -~
\‘ \’ el suma 1t up umpactallys T've had other panghty

e boys theough wy hands, more amusing than Chéd,
tmore Wheable, 100, 3nd mose wpeelligent, But all the same, never one
0t b

:Xz‘::‘f‘unny,‘ she confided so e old Bason de Berthellemy, towards
e w1 of the summer of 1906, *but somerimes [ thiok Paa in bed
witt 3 Chiince or 2n Afncan.’

“lae you ever ad 2 Chanaman or 2 Negro?®

“Bever?

*Well then®

*f don't know. T can't ecplain, I yost an jmpression.”

The impression Y rzawn tpon her slowly, iso an weibrishmeny
she lad ot atways heen shie 10 conceal Her earhiest memories of
dhese iyl wese shundanly aicdt, but only in prctures of delicions
fond, superh faie, ard the pleasare of taking pains over her country
taeder. She could st see Chdre ~ paler in the blazing sunbight ~
dravqrvy alang hes exhausted body beneath the lire-tree tuneels in
Normandy, at asleep on the sun-waemed paving beside 2 pond,

L4 used ta cvsse Chénd from sleep (0 cram hunt with strns bames.
and eream, frathy mulk, snd corrfed chuclen. Wah wide, vacant
e, a8 dough dazed, be would w3t dianer watching the sy
manons of the mathy wund the bowi of sves, and then Yook a1 fis
eie-vatch 1 sce whether the time had come 1o g0 10 bed: whie
Uz, disapporred bt wnesentfl, pondertd over the unfalffled
pramweses of the kivs at Newlly a8 grood-naturedly bided her time,

Tl kecp fam conped up i thas favering-pen 6l the end of
August, if need be. Then, back i Paris agan < ouft ~ ' pack him
o710 Ius precious studses,”

She ment to bed mernfully enty, so that Chéss - after zzling
:um:lsl! e ufl be had hollosred out o selfishly comforeble positon-
SR et same steep. Sometimes, when tie lamp was out, she wagld
wath a poal of moonhzhn “himmenng over the polirhed floor, or
¥.ten, theougls the chomus of rusthng, aspent and shrlling ctiakets,

3?7






sopped myselfuntime, i would have hada nasty tste of the stiches
on my vight glave” -

Y shpped; Chéri sud, enraged. . ronof

“I's not a quesuon of balance,’ Pavron went on, ‘it a question o
mosle. You'll never make 2 boxer. ;

My mother won't ler me, 1sn's that a pity?

*Whether your mother lets you ot not, you'll never makea bGX_':Y-
becone you're got a sorten temper. Roiten tempers and boving
&'t go together, Aren't 1 right, Madame Léa?* .

Lés smiled, and revelled in the warm sun, sitting still and watching
the bouts betw cen these two men, both young and both stripped. In -
lier fuind she kept comparing them. *How handsome Patron is—as
sold 35 2 house! And the boy's shaping well. You don’t find knees
ke his running about the streets every day of the week, or I'm no
judge His back, 100, is ... wall be .. marvellous. Where the devil
&id Mother Peloux drop her line to fish up a chld ke that? And the
set of his head! quite # statue! But what a fistle beast he is! When he
lauhs, you'd swear at's a greyhound snarling!® She filt happy and
myernat ~ bathed 1 quiet virtue, *T'd wallingly change him for
anyone ehe,’ she sud to herself, with Chén naked in the afternoon
bevide her under the hme-tree bower, or with Chént naked in the
moring on her erminé rug, or Chént naked 1n the evening on the
edze of the warm fountam, *Yes, hundsorne as he s, I'd willingly
make 3 change, if 1t weren't 2 question of conscience!”

She confessed her indifference 1o Patron, .

“And yer', Parron objected, *the lad's very nicely made, There's
murles on him now such a3 you don't see on our French lads; his ase
more Yike a colonred boy’s ~ thaugh he couldn't look any whiter, T
must say. Nuce hutle muscles they are, and not 100 showy. He'lt
never hisve biceps like melons.”

*1 should hiope not, Patront But then, you know, 1 didn’t tike
P o fat bus boung!”

“Of course not," Patron asquiesced, letnng hus long lashes droap,
'l‘v;n's = your feelinps to be considered,’ ’

fe was abways embarmssed by Lés's unveiled ausi
d by ber strile - the tnsistence ‘é( the asons to sz,

sarsh she broy
bear on b whenes e she spoke of love, T gheto






i, whom they thought tither asloep or motaring down some
f,'ﬁ;} for m,dfy Chéi, %:ming intosight, half naked, but equigped
1th an account boak, 3 ssyo drind his ear. .

“Look at gur Mister Addng-machine,’ Patzon said admidingly
“Aff gng up as a etk in a bank.”

‘éﬁ;t{m ihis mean®” Chél shouted from afat. “Three hundred
and ewenty francs for petsol® Somebody must be swilling the st
We'se been out four tumes in the fast fortnight — and seventy-seven
fares far ol .

“The motor goes to the market every day,’ 1éa repbed. ‘And
while we're on the subjecr, it appears your chauffeus hod drree
helpings of the jount for tus dunner. Don't you think that's stretching
outr agrecrent 2 bit far? .. Whenever a bl sacks 1 your throat,
y0u look just hike your moher *

Ataloss for an answer, he stood uncertain for a moment, shiftng
from cne gtender foot 1 the other, possed wieh winged grace like a
young Mercury. This dways made Madame Peloux swoon with
delighr and yelp, *Me when 1 was eighteca! Winged feat! winged
feet!* He cast abow For some snsolent retor, hus whole Face a-quiver,
is mouth hatf open, us farehead yutung farwasd, 1n 2 tense antude
Wt show od off to sdvaneage the pecubiar and diabohic upward rwist
of bis cyebrows,

*Donlt bother to think of an answer,” Léa said kindly. *1 keow
you Baie me. Come and kiss me. Handsome deil. Fallen angel,
Sty goowe. .

He came, calmed by the softness of her voice, yet ruffled by her
»osds, Setang, them togetier, Parron once agin let e trath flowe
on bn gaateless bps,

*As far a5 first-coe bodies o, Monsieue Chidn, you have one
% pghe. But whenever 1 Yook at 1r, Monsieur Clid, 1 feel that if
;\ %3 % ¥'d say 10 myself *¥'I] come back ATAM 17 ten Years”

e

il

ou Lear, 1493 Ye says i ten years’ time,” Chéee said snsiauar-

o gl g avay e Bead of Tus mssteess 25 she Juaned towards

B What da you Wik of g .

. Barahe dd von desgn 10 hinen, The young body owed to her

¥ rerened vigowr, and she began patng ic all over, touching it
a






bear Wis confestian, and pressed her forehead against his, whispering,
*Speak, Say somerhing. Tell me..”

%Fufnu é’aufcs:ian Elme from those curved lips, scarcely anything
indeed but sulky or frenzied phrases woven round “Nounoune® ~
the name he had given her when 3 chold and the one be now wsed in
\he throes of his pleasure, simost like a cry for help.

“Yes, 1 assure you, he might be a Chince, or an African,’ she
declired 1o Anthime de Berthellemy, and added, *1 can't rell you
why.” The impression was strong but confused, and she felt lazdy
‘mcompetent 10 ind words for the feehng ¥hat she 2nd Chén dd not
spesh the same language.

1t was the end of Seprember when they returned to Paris, Chéri
went straight to Neuilly, the very irst evening, to “spring a surprise”
on Madame Pelouy, He brondished chaus, eracked nuts with his fist,
faped on 10 the biftiard-mble, and played cowboy 1n the garden at
the hieels of the terrified watch-dogs.

*Ouft* Léa sighed, as she entered her house 11 the Avenue
Bugreaud, alone. ‘How wanderfull ~ 2 bed 1o myselfl”

But at ten 'clock the fallawing nighe she was sipping coffee and
trying niot 10 find the evening 100 long ot the dinung-room too Large,
wben a nervous ery was forced from her lips, Chéri had suddealy
;p;:axd, framed 1 the doorway — Chéri, wafted on stlent, wanged

o0t

He was not spesking of showing any sign of affection, but jwt
raning towards her,

*Are you mad?*

Sthruzmng lus shovlders, disdamng all explanations, just TuRueg
trwards Yoz, Never asking ‘Do vou Jove me?”, ‘Have you already
forgotten me?’ Running towards her.

A moment kater they were lying in the middle of Léa's
ercumbered bed, Chéri protended to be worn ot and j;t;;h%ss‘;
frade e easinr 1o gt bos teeth and keep his eyes tight shut, sufferso
33 he was from 3 funous attack of taaturnuty, Yet, theoy, ‘h hii
sleres, ke ws Iteming as she lay beside hun, bsterang with ilm ®
: e di;t.:m delicare vibrating, tq the impnsoned rumule thrym-
:ﬂh‘;\‘ 'un 2 body that sought to conceat its agony, its gravirude,






Year his confessian, and pressod her forchead against bis, whispesing,
*Speak. Say something. Tell me ..’ § .

Wu o confession came from those curved lips, scarvely anyrhing
indeed but sulky or frenzied phrases woven yousnd ‘Nounnunc'f
the narme he had given her when a child and the one be now used in
the diroes of }is pleasure, almost kke a ery for belp. L

*Yes, T assure you, he might be a Chinee, or an African’ she
decazed 10 Anthime de Beahellemy, and added, *I ean'e eell you
why.” The impression was stong but confused, and she fek Tanly
Incompices to find words for the feeling thar she and Chéa did not
spesk the same hanguage, '

1t was the end of September when they retumed to Pads. Chid
wen ymaight te Newslly, the very first eveniog, 10 “spring 3 snrprise”
on Madame Peloux, §ie brandished chaws, eracked nws with his fisy,
Yeaped on 1 the bilard-table, and played cowboy in the garden at
she heels of the temnfied warch-dogs.

‘Oufl* 142 sghod, 2s she entersd her house in the Avenue
Bugeaud, slone, ‘How wonderfiul! ~ 2 bed to myselft’

Fur ar 1en o'elnck the tollowing mhy she was sipping coffee and
trywg 1t to find the evening 100 long or che dining-room too tarye,
when 2 nervous ery was foreed from ber kps, Chéri had suddenly
:(ppnred, Tramed in the doorwoy - Chéd, wafted on silent, waged
eet.

e was noe speaking or showing any sign of affection, bur just
ranging tow ards her,

“Are you mad?"

Shrugging b shoulders, disdamiag alt explnations, just wunging
sovards her Never aslung *Da you lave me?”, *Have you a&md;
firgrasen me?* Running towands ez,

A moment later they were lyng tn the muddle of Léa's

freathrass-

¢ncubered bed, Chides pretended ta be w.om out and sleepy, Tks\is
made it exsier €2 g bus teesh and keep his
3 he way from 2 funous attaek of tmewueniry, Y i

A ty. Yet, through
stderee, s}f: w23 hntenng 25 she by beside him, fistening wigh ihf‘},;
et e dstam delicate vibrasion, o the impasoned oyl lhrubm
2wy )
‘:J k“.aw 2 body that sought 10 conces? 113 3gony, is gratirude,

eyes tight shut, suffesing






“fs bucky for me that dhere'll soon be someane else 103t0p You
smoking 0 21 empty stomach.’ .

OB ke wort ‘P e dowed 1o have a2 sy anyxpi"g.' Chédt
decared, “She's going to be my wife, fsn't she? Let her kx:;svtha sacred
ground 1 sread on, and thank hes tacky sters for the privilege. And
thay i) be that.” .

He exsyerated the dirust of Jus chin, clenched his teeth on His
Srwmnedelder, pareed hus lips, and, 28 he stood there i his white
sitk pyjamas, succeeded only in Jooking ke an Asiatic prince grown
o' 1n the impnetrable obscunty of palacs.

L& drew 1he folds of hee pink dressing-govm closes s fes -
the pink she elled *ndispensable’, She was Luily turming over ideas
whickshe found tiresarme, ideas thag she devided to hurl, one by one,
28 misates agmnst Chén's assumed compasure,

*Well, why are you marrying the chuld?”

He e bl elbows on the nble and, unconsciously, assumed the
tomposed fearures of hus mother, * Well, you see, my dear gid ...

* Calt e Madame o5 Léa. F'n2 aesdier your housemaid nor a pal of
your uwn zge.”

She 3t amght up i her amnchair 3nd ehpped her words without
iy hee voiee. He wanted 10 answer back. He Jooked defiandy
2 e beantul face, a hutde pale undex s powder, 3nd at the frank
Bhon b of b vearching eyes. Dut he softened, and conceded, in 2
tene trozt ynusual for him, ‘Nousoune, you ssted me to exphin. ...

2t had 10 come 10 thus tn the end. And besides, there ase big interesrs
agaket

*Whoses

“Muse! he gaid wathout a szule. ‘The gist b 3 congidersble for-
tore of bet oon”

‘From her fathee>

He rocked fumself 10 and fro, bus f2et i the ir. ‘Oh, how do 1
lx\cxy? Whst 3 goesaent § suppose so, You'd Taedly expect the fyr
Marie-Laure 11 druw: &fieen hudred thousand our of hee oy, bank.
Atmint, 9 ould you? Fifeeen hundeed thowsaad, sod some dacens
Lomily jeaclt o the bargan. )

*Ard e much hurve youd®

‘O Ve mane thay that of my a%n,’ be wsid with pride,
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Léa smited. “Bue, my dating, T've not the shightest inm‘xﬁcn of
dharging my hfe. Now and then, during the niext week, T'll come
sross a paie of socks, a tie, a handkerchief on my shelves ... and
ahen T eay 3 neek . you know in what excellent osder my shelves
e kepit Oy, yes, and Pl have the bathroom sedene. Tve got an
ides of puttng in encrusted ghass, .. -

She £ell silent and assumed an almost greedy look as she traced 2

" vapue authne with her finger. Chéri continued 1o look vindicuve.

*You aren't pleased! What do you want, then? Do you expect me
t £ 10 Normandy to hide my grief To pune xway? To stop dyeing,
my bnr? To have Madame Pelous rushing 1o my bedside?” And she
imitated Madame Pelous, flapging her arms 2nd trumpeting: * “The
stadow of fier former self, the shadow of her former selft The poor
unfortunate ervature has aged a hundred years, a hundred years!”
s ihat what you want?* s

He had been bistening with 3 smile that died on his lips, and &
trmbling, of the nostrils that might be due to emotion. *Yes!* he
ened.

L£3 yested her smooth, bare, heavy arms on Chén's shoulders.

“My poar boy! But at that rate, T ought 1o have died four or five
Crmes glreadyt To fose a hitle fover. ... To exchange one noughty
inle boy. ..." She added in lower, higiter tones: *T'ye grown used
il

“We all knaw that," he said tarshily. *T don't give a damn - d'you
bear me? - 1 don't gne a single damn that T wasn’t your first Jover.
Whae 1 ehonld tasee ked, of rother w53 would have been ... fting
- deent L. s 1o be your ast” Wit & twast of bis shouldess, be
shrozzed off bee suporh arms. *Afier 2l what § am saying ta you
B 1 For your own pood "

“Uunderand perdectly. Yoo think only of me, T dunk only of
your Bancde. Thar's all sery asce, all very natonl, v
b bseeheam of gold - o dutwe

5:rc roue, \\‘;mng for some outrazeous rejvinder. But he said
Patiing, 2ad it hurt her to sve (or the first umea | £
i Py 2 look of discourage.

?\‘.eb\':: over ard put bee bands under by wmpls,

Naw then, come alang, get your <lothes on. T've only 1o put on
a7






22 smiled. *But, my darhng, Fve not dhe slightest mm.mcn of
angig my Se. Now and then, duing the nexs week, 11l wﬂ‘;
ross a pair of socks, 1 tie, 3 handkerchief on my shelves o.. am
Yren | say 2 week .. you knawn what excellent order my shelves
e kept} Oh, yes, and Tl have the batheoom redone, Fve got zn
tea of puttng in encrusted glass. .../

Shie 61 silent and assumed an almost greedy look as she traced @
ague ovtbine with her finger. Chén continued to look vindictrve.

*You asen't pleased! What do you want, then? Da you expect o
0o to Nermandy 10 lude my gref? To pine away> To stop dycing
my hair? To have Madame Pelous rushing 10 my bedside?” And she
imtrated Madare Pelows, fiapping her atms and trumpeting: * *The
shadow of her former self, the shadow of her former selfl The pooy
unformnate creatvre hios aged 3 hundred years, a hundred yeasst™
Js thar what you wam?®

He hiad been hstening with 2 smule that died on bis hpy, and
trrmbhing of the poswsils that might be due to emouan. *Yeat’ he
ctied.

L1 rested Ner smooth, Bare, fieavy arms on Chen's siioulers.

*My poor boy! Bur a1 that rate, T ought o have died four ot five
Bimes already’ To lose a Inle lover. ., To exchange one naughty
Iutle boy. ..* She added in Joweer, lighter tones: “T've growm ey
whf

“We all know thar,’ be smd harshly ‘T don't give 3 damn ~ d'ygy
Tear med - 1 don't grve 2 single daran that 1 wasn’t your fisst fovey,
What T should bave hiked, ot rather what would have beesy ... fitsls,,
~e- decent . 35 to be your fast” Wath a twist of tus shoulders, ha
shruzged off her superh arms. ‘After afl, what T am SYINg 10 Yoy
now 18 for your awn good.”

"1 understand perfecily. You think only of me. 1 think only of

your fiancée. That's all very mee, all very nararal. It's clear thay we
ot have hearts of gold *

She rose, wamng for some cutrageows wjoinder, But he gy,4
aothing, and it burt et o see for the first ume 2 look of discourage.
ment on hus face

?hc henit over and put her hands under bis annpns,
Nerw then, come along, get your clothes on. T've only to Pt gp






&Y both became exgemely gay for the newt fow weeke
Chérds offical duries 8 3 fiancd sepacated them for 2 ﬁ.-v'v
hours each day, somenmes for a gl o7 t80. “We mustns
Yer them lose confidence, Chén declared. 143, kept by Madame
Powux m 2 safe distance from Yeuily, vrfed ber curioswy by
plying Chén with 2 hundred questions. Whenever ke came back 10
1&shouse, he was full of bis o smporance and heavy with scerets
whuck bz at once divulged He was ke 3 schoolboy phaying tauant.
O, my sumted aunst® e shouted one day, eramming bis hat
down on Léa's porurait-buss. * The gomga-on at the Pelowc Palace
Hatel ever since yestecdayl®
Shebegan by seolding hum, laughing already 1 andaparion,
*Take your hat off tht, 1 the first place. And m the sccond, don't
invoke your wrerched auns 30 Ty house, Well, what's been happen-
ng now? .
*A miot, Nounounel A not's broken out among the ladies. Manes
Lauee and Ma'me Pelous are seratching each other’s eyes ow over
the marmage setdernem?”
*No¥
“Yes' Tt was a superb sight. (Look out for the olwes. ... I'm going
19 smpersonate Ma'me Peloux as a windmail. ...) “Sepanate bank
accounss! Separate bank accounts! Why not a trustee? s a personal
1w, a persomal insult You forget that my son has bis own foranet
+ May Linform you, Madame ,2*°
“She calted her Madame®”

*She most certainly did. Lot me tell you, Madame, that my son
b never tad 2 ha'porth of debrs since he came of sz and the st of
s investments bought sinee 395013 Bonth .7 13 worth this, that,
and the other, chuding the skin off my nose, plus the fat off fny

bottom. In short, Cathenne de Medici 1n persont But even more
anhill, of courset®

L.h's Blue eyes ghrened with vears of mernment, Ok, Chint
OV . .
%m M‘a ::Xc; \\::;\ funnser 1n your We! What ahout the other? The






*1 should hope nott’ Léa sighed, * Yet all the same 1. Shc};rokc
off to reflect, and it seemed to Chén hier enthusiasm was fagging,

*Well, you raust say it was pretty smart of me, eh?* .

He feaned across the wble; and the sunshine, playing over the
alver and the white tble-cloth, bt him up be a sow of footlighus.

“Yes ... *All the same,” she was thinking, *that poisonous Marie-
Laure simply treated hum like 2 ponce.

“Is there any cream cheese, Nounoune?”

“Yes ...’ ... and he showed no more surprise than if she Tud
thrown him a flower. ..."

*Nounoune, will you let me have that address? the address of the

phce where you get your cream cheese ~ for the new cook T've
engaged for October?”

¢

“Are you mad? {t's home-made. T have a cook, you know, Think
of the seuce awr moules and vol-au-vens!" *... 10’s true I've pracically
kept the boy for the last five years, ... Buz all the same he has an
income of three hundred thousand francs a year, That's the point.
Can you be a ponce with three hundred thousand 2 year? But why
ever not? It doesn't depend on the amount, but on the man. .., There
are some men I could have grven Half a madlion to, and that wouldn't
make shem a ponce. But haw about Chén? After all, I have never
actuslly gvea fum any money. All the same .

"All the same, she broke into speech. *She treated you like a
igolol®

“Who did>

“Marte-Laure!”

He brightened at once, Jike 2 chuld,

*Didn't she? Dida’t she just, Nounoune? Thar's what she meant,
wasn't i’

*S0 1t seems w me.’

Chidrs rased hs glass of Chiteau-Chalon, almost the eolour of
brandy. *So here’s 1o Mane-Laure! Whar o comphment, eh? And f
:ﬁrr\'emn sullsay 1t of me when P'm your age, T shan't ask anything

“If that's enough to make you happy ..."

She bstened 5 him absent-mundedly vll the end of luncheon.
Accustomed o her all-slences and her woeldly wisdom, e asked
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“Her? Ot terrible, Nounoune. That woman must have at Jeast 2
dozen corpses in her wake. Dolled up in jade green, red hair, parated
to loak cigheen, and the inevitable smile. The trumpetings of my
revered Mamma farfed to make her bat an eyelid, She held her fire
1ilt the assault was over, then she came out with: “Tr might perhaps
be wiser, dear Madame, not to talk 100 foudly abau; :H the money
your son put by in 1910 and the years following. ...

*Bang! Straight between the eyes! ... Berween yours. \Vh:n: were
you while all thus was going on?”

“Me? In the large armeharr

*You were actually in the room?* She stopped lawghing, and
eanng, “You were there? What did you do?”

“Cracked a joke, of course, Ma'me Peloux had just seized hold of
avaluable piece of bric-3-brac, to avenge my honour, when I stopped
her without even getung up. “My adored mother, calm yourself.
Follow my cxample, follow that of my charmung mother-in-law,
who's being as sweet as honey ... as sweet as sugar,” And that's
how I managed to arrange that the settlement should apply only 1
propecty acquiced after marriage,”

*1 simply don’t understand.”

“The famous sugar plantations that the poor lintle Prince Ceste
Teft to Marie-Laure by hus will, ...

“Yes?*

“Forged willl Fury of the Ceste family! Lawsuit pending! Now
d'you get it>”

He crowed.

“1 get ie. But how did you get hold of the story?”

AR I tel} you! Old Lah has just pounced with her full weight
upon the younger of the Ceste boys, wha's only seventeen and
rehgious. ...

“01d Liti? What 2 nightmare!”

‘And he babbles family secrers in her ear between every
“kiss, ..

¢Chérit I feel sickl’

“And old Lik tipped me off 2t Mamma’s At Home Jast Sunday. She
simply adores me! Besxdcs, she respects me because ['ve never wanted
10 g0 10 bed with her. ..

.



Chiri fad not expected her 10 say thus and showed iu Hs face

became dsfimured, ad e suddenly rumed white sbout the mouth.
“He controlled bs breath to avold dn sudsbile gasp, and became hime

wif

“Nounoune, yoir'll atways be there.”

“Mangieur overwhelms me.'

“There' always be you, Nounoune ... and e laughed awke
wardly, ‘whenever 1 need you to do something For e

She thd not answer. She bent 1o pick up a tortoiseshell comb that
had fallen 10 the ficor and pushed st back in her hair, humming to
herself. She went on hummmng @ litde snatch of 2 song 1 front of 3
looking-glass, plessed witks hesself, proud of having kept her selfe
eontzol 0 easdy, covesed up w successfully the onfy emononal
scoment of thest seporanom, provsd of having held buck words thay
st neves o sad, “Speak . . by for whar you want, demand it,

put yvor arras sound my neck. ... You have suddenly made me
Yappy, .






“Baroness, don’t forget 1 made ninety,’ Madame Aldonza blested
e goan

*Seare i, scate it, my good friendl AT wrant 3510 SET VETYONe

"An endless flosr of honjed words masked her savage cruchy, La
Yooked arher closely as1f for the first nme, felt disggusted, and rurned
buck 1o Madame Peloue, *Chatloute, at least, doks human, she
shought

“Wiy's the matter with you, my L£2? You don’t seem your usuat
5elf?* Madame Peloux nquused tendesty.

2 drew up her handsome figure and answered: * Of course T,
Lolous dear ... w's 50 comfortabls here in your house, T was merely
rlany, tunking ol the wite  Carefil naw .. she’s yust as cniel
a5 the other™, and she ar once assumed an expression of fartering
contentment, of dreamy replerion, and aceentuated w by sighing,
“1 lunched 100 well ... T really must get thanner. T sttt start a strict
det from tomorrow.”

Madame Pelonx flapped her hands and simpered.

*“Is't 2 broken heart enough 1o do thatd”

*Oh, oh, ob' Hala! Ho-ho!* guffawed Madame Aldonza and the
Baroness de a Berche, ‘Ha-hadal

Léa rose 1o ber full heaght 1 her auturon dress of sombre green,
fandsome under her saun hat tromed with sealskin, youthful

among, these old ruins over whom she cast a gentde eye. *Ob, fa-ta,
my dears! Give me a dozen such heart-breaks, if that would felp me
10 fose a couple of pounds'

*Lea, you're astounding,’ the old baroness shor at herin s
smobe. ‘Madome Léa, thunk of me, please, when yuuq l“)anWP :g:yr
o ! old Mateme Aldonza begged. “Madame Charlont, you
Temember ch: bi:xe one? Tt lasted me (wo years. Baroness, ’v;);m
you've quute firsshed oghing Madame 2 3
enough 1o geat the cardsg © ;sh:,’ * Lo peiags you'h be Vind

‘Very well, my sweet, and may they bring you tuckt?

Lea scopped for 2 raoment by the door, then sweppes ourino the
Barden. She picked 4 tea-rose, which shed wts peuals. She Tistened
iz breeze i the birch, 10 the trams in the Avenue, 1o the whistle :Df

e $ocal 2 The bench she sat ©on was warm, and she closed her

<cC






A shim youth with Taliah features, enormous empty eyes, and 3
wezk receding chin kissed Léa's hand hastly and reured into the
dhadows without a word. Liki cavghe Him in fsght, putled his head
down 1o her scaly chest, calhing the onlockers 10 witness: *Do you
know what this 15, Madame, do you know what this is This, ladies,
is the love of my lfel”

*Restrain yourself, Lihl" Madame de 1a Berche advised in her
masculine vorce,

"But why? But why?” from Charlotte Pelour.

*For the sake of decency,’ said the Baroness.

*Baroness, thar’s not pice of yon! T think they’se 50 sweer, Abl'
she sighed, *they remind e of my own children.”

"I was thinking of diem, Lah smd, wth a dehphted smufe. ‘R's our
foneymoon toa, Guido's and raine. Indend, we've just come to ask
ahout the other young couplet We want to hear al} abour them.*

Madarne Pelous bevame stera. *Lib, you don’t expect me to go
mto detals, do you?”

‘Oh, yes, yes, 1 do," Lilk cried, clapping her hands. She tried w
skip, but succeeded only tn rassing her shoulders and bips a lutle,
*That's always been my besetting sin, and always will bel 1 adore
spiey talk! I never be cured of st. That linle wretch there knows
how 1 adore 1t

The sifent youth, called 1o bear wimess, did not open tus mouth,
The blick pupsls of hus eyes moved up and down aganst the whises,
Uke franuc insects. 14a watched him, rooted 1o the spot.

“Madame Charlotte told us all about the wedding ceremony,
bleated Madame Aldonza, “The young Madame Pelonx was a dream*
i her wreath of orange blossom?

“A madonna’ A madonna!” Madame Peloux corrected at the wp
?F her vowce, with a burst of rebgious fervour, Never, never, has
anyone fooked s divine, My son was m heaven! In heayen, i telf
0w - Whsca par hey madey vt sl :

*Yau bear dat, my passont Orange Bossom Ll murm
‘,:\ax;dre ;au me, Chadotre, what about our mather-nlaw, },{X:,i

Madame Pelouv’s puless eyes spackled. 'O, herl Out of gl
sbeolutely out of place. In ug»z-gmng black, bike an eel wﬁ&;;






*Buy, of course ... Princess Ceste, my dearlla piceofa ;rha:p:':u!
Pucola prinsipessa, that's what my hule Pﬂm:e. zlways catls mel

She ripped hold of hee skury, and, in ming, displayed as gold
<urb-chain where her ankle ought 1 have been. *Only’, she con~
sinved mysteriousty, *hus fadver ..

By now out of breath, she raade a 91gn 10 that sifent you\.\g e,
who ook up the tale tn a low yapid vosee 28 1f he were seciting his
pece: *My farher, the Duke of Parese, threatens 10 put me m s con-
vent i massy Lib."

“In 2 convent’ Chatlatte Peloux squeated. *A man in a convent!”

“A man 1n 2 convent!” nesghed Madame de Iz Berche in her deep
bass, “Egad! if that 1sn’t exciting !

“They're batbanans, Aldonza lamented, jolning her misshapen
hands together,

L£3 s0se 50 abruptly vhat she upseta glass.

s wneoloured ghus,’ Madame Peloux observed with satisfac-
tion. ‘You'll bring gocd luck 1o my young; couple, Where ace you
sunaing off t0? Is your house on fire?”

Léa maraged to squeeze out asly litdde taugh- *On fire? Tn a sense,
peshiaps. Scht no questions! It's a secter.”

*Whar* Already? Tt's not passiblel® Charlotte Peloux cheeped
envousty, ' was just saving 10 myself dot you loobed 35 f ..."

*Yes, yest You must tefl ust Telt us everything,’ yopped the three
old women

Livs quilted fists, old Aldonza's deformed stomps, Charlowe
Peloux’s hard fingers had seuzed upon her wst, her steeve, her gold-
mesh bag, She snatched her arms away from alt these claws and suc.
ceeded in huglong agun, teasngly- ‘No, s far 100 early 1n the day,

1t %ould spord everytung! I's my secret” And she rushed away o
he hall

But the door opened 1 front of hier and 4 desiorated cid fellow, 2
sortof play ful murmany, task her tnta s aoms- *Léa, lovely creature,
:\\g& for your utle h:!’\ht\\cmy, o7 Lie won't let you pass)*

% gave a cry of fraght and impatience, struck f the g
rerding her progress, and fled, Hovedbones






ol 3t st be phgsial, 2 pain thias txisted her 1:115 and drazged
from them, n a raucous sob, 3 single name: *Chénl R

Tears followed, beyond alt control at first. As soon 33 she had
regained her self-controt, she sat up, wiped her face, and E“mEd o1
the Yamp agzzin, Al Thats what s ist Now | undersrnd

She 100k » Bermometer from the dramer of her bedude wble
and put it under her arm “My temperature’s nacmal, so it's noth-
1ng, phyweal. 1 see, T'm ust untoppy. Something, must be dore
sbouta”

She drank some water, got aut of bed, bathed her wflamed eyes,
puton a btle powder, poked the fire, and weat back ta bed. She was
o er ound, $ob of tmustrest ot an enemy she had oever knaw
grief, $he Yiad just s3id goodbye 1 thrry years of easy bving: years
spent pleasanily, intent often on love, sometimes an money. This had
Teft her, 2t almost Hity, st young, and defenceless

She made fun of herself, ceased to feet her gref, and smited. ]
thiink 1 was out of my mund yust now. Theres nothing wrong with
e zny longer”

But 2 movement of het left rm, which bent antorauzally to hold
and shelter a sleeping head. brought back all her agony, and she st
wpvathapmp “Well, tus 1 going to be funl” she said out loud and
sternly

‘She lovkes 3t the clock and saw What 1t was bacely eleven. Qver-
fiead passrd the shippered tread of the elderly Rose, on her way up
the states 10 the stue foor, Then there was wlence. Léa resistes the
Tmpulse 1o call out for help 1o this deferential old body, "Den't give
the servants anydung 1o gossip sbout. We muste’t have thay”

She left ter bed agam, wrappes herscif up warmn 1n a guitted sitk
dreving-gown and tasted her feet. Then she faif opened her wine
dow and bistened for she knew not shas. A st and veider ~ind
had b‘mught clouds 1 1ts wake, and the bngenag leaves n the Teigh.
bouring Bois sighed wich every gust Léa shuy the window amain,
picked up s hewspaper, and looked at the date - "Qctober ,h;

wwenty-suh Exaotty a mooth sinee Chéd was mamed

ux:_ *Since Edmee was mamed', Sheseves
ollowing Chén's example, she did nor yer
wrawhof asife as really a\wn1 SR i

Chestnut-brown eyes, ashy tuair which
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thought it must be physical, a pain that svisted 1‘“: ‘:S” and dragged
from them, in 3 rageaus sob, 2 single name: *Chéxd!’

Tears followed, beyond alt control at first As soon 2s she had
regsined her self-control, she sat up, wiped her face, and ‘.““‘Cd on
\he amp agss, ‘Al That's what st 15t Now 1 wnderseand!

She o0k 3 thermometer from the drawer of her bcdiide wble
and put 8 under her 2cm, *My tomperatare’s normal, 30 0 noti-
g, physseah 1 see. I'm just unhappy. Something toust be gone
sbout 1t

She drark some watet, got out of hed, bathed her inflamed eyes,
puxonabule powdes, poked the fire, and went hack to bed. She was
o0 her goard, full of mstrust for an enemy she had never known:
grief, She hod just sard poodbye to thurty yeats of easy hving: years
spent pleasanily, sntens afien on fove, sometmes on money, This had
Toftber, at almost fifiy, stil young and defenceless,

She made fun of herself, ceased to feel her gref, and smiled. *1
think T was out of my mund just now. There's nothung wrong with
me 2wy longer.’

Bura movement of her left arm, sduch bent automaacally to hold
nd shelser 2 sleeping head, brought back ol bier agony, and she sat
up with 3 yurap,  Welf, thus 15 going 10 be funl’ she sad out loud and
swernly

$he looked at the clock and saw that st was barely eleven. Oyers
bead pusted the shippered 1read of the eldesly Ross, on ker way up
the staurs 10 the i floor. Then there was silence. Léa reisted the
smpulse 10 call out for help 1o thus deferential oid body. ‘Dont grve
the servants anvthing 1o gossip about. We mustr’t have that?

She feft her bed agai, wrapped herself up warm 1n 2 guitted sk
dressing-rowm and 1oasted her feet, Then she hatf opened her win.
dow and istened for she knew not what. A st and milder wind
Tad broughe clowds 1n sts wake, and the bin
bouring Boss sighed wih every gust Léa shur the window again,
picked up 3 newspaper, and looked 3t the date ~ 'Qcmbe: 1&-;
menty-sixeh Exactly a month suice Chén was marned?” Shia nev
sad*Since Edmée was mamed', -

Follow g Chir's exatp
wnaithofasnfeas reafly ahive

genng leaves in the neighe

te, she did not yet count fug young

e, Chesmut-brown eyes, ashy haie which
fr






chitd when he

1 send you &° offectionsté kiss Remember ™ 10 the
comes beske
Your corrigible
L
Butler o congierge

P.S.vauw come and 1 erview 1
10 member of 7Y lmwzh !JWranyt’l ing at + all cbout it






and find you've Janded ot the Pole—at the North Pole. There hasn't
been & flower on the dahbas for the last week. But don't wOrTYy my
precious! Your love-nest will soon be finished. 1€ the architect hadn’t
gone down with paratyphoid, 1t would be seady for you now. 1
e ed ham 11 0ld hura once, T old him rwreriy \umes: “Monsient
Savaron ...""

Chérf, who was standing by the window,
“\What was the date on that Tertec2”

‘Madame Pelonx opened her large childlike eyes:  What tever?”

“The letter from Léa you showed me.”

*She put no date o 1, Wy fove, but

+last Sunday At Home 1 October.”

*1 see. And you don't know who wis?*

\Who wlat 15, my paragon?’

“Whoever 1t was she went away wnth, of course’

Mahee clothed Madame Peloux’s stark features. *No. Would you
beieve i, nobody has an adest Old Liluis i Swaly, and none of my
set has a clue! A mystery, an enthralling mystery! However, you
now me, I've managed to pick up 2 few scraps bere and there ..

Chén's dark eyes expanded: *What's the tanle?”

*It seems 1U's 3 young, man .

young man a0t ..

turned round sharply.

I got it the night ‘before my

* Madame Peloux whispered. ‘A,
¥ ot parmealady desiable, if you know what 1
mean . very well made, of cousse?” She was lying, careful 1o in-
swuate the worst:

Chén shrugged s shovlders.

“Well made, did you say? Dor't make me lavght My poor Léat
1 can sce bum from here — 2 hefty ltle fellow from Patron’s traning-
quarters - black s on s wrsts and iy bands. ... Well, o
foing back to bed now, you rmake me nired.”
. Traling tus bedroom shippers, he went back tolus room, dawdling
in the long corndors and on the spanious kndings of the house he

scemed 10 be discoverg for the first ume. He ran 1010 2 pot-belled
wardrobe, and was amared. *Damned of 1 knew that thing, was
ser, .. O, yo, Luaguely remmber o And who the devil's this
({h:p‘ :k was afddmsmg an enlarged photograph, 1 a deep black
rame, hangang funereally near

fame, bangng fone y near a prece of coloured pottery, equally
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even when (ized she st looked fresh. He scemed astonished b.y the
smoothness of her fully Toupded lower eyelids, and by the silvery
softness of her cheeks.

*How old are you?” he asked suddenly i

Edmée opened het eyes, which she had closed voluptuously, Chéri
sared at the brown of thewr pupils and at her small square teeth,

“Oh, comet T shall be nineteen on the fifth of Janvary, and do try
and rememmber

He drew hus am away roughly and the young wonaa slipped into
the hollow of the bed Ithe a discacded sufe

fve?”

“But of course T know dhat, Fred, .7

He picked vp 2 pale tonomeshell mistor from the bed-tble and
graed at humself, “Twenty-five years old?”

Treney-five yeors of age 2nd a face of white marble that seered
indestructible. Twenty-five, but ot the opter eomers of the eye and
benearh it~ delicately plagrarizing the chassical design of the eyelid -
were two liges, visthle anly in full Iight, rwa incsons gaced by the
Lighiesy, the most relentless, of fingers.

He put back the muror: *You're younger than Tam. Thar shacks
me

“Nog me?”

She had answerad g 2 buting voice, &l of hidden meanmg. He
took no pouce.

*Da youknow why my eyes are besutful?” heasked in 2} sertops~
nese,

*No,” Edmée said. “Pethaps because 1 ove them*

*Sruffl Chén said, shrugging bus shoulders ‘W because they're
shisped e a sole .

‘Like what>

‘Like a sole,”

He 52t down near hier 4o gyve 2 demonstation,

“Lovk~here - the comes next the nose’s the head of the sole, And
then - the upper chrve, thar's e back o€ the sole; whereas the logrer
hae runs pecfetly stesighe and that's its belly. And the other comer

% B2pers up 10 my temples, tat's iha sole’s ml?

&

*Nmeteen, 1v's prodigons! Do you know that U oves swenay~






hueet’s objections he would answer: ‘I don't give a damn. 1 pay,

want the work done. To hell with the cost.’ But every now and
min he would cast a cuthless eye over an estimare and proclum
You cat hamboole young Pelows” Tndeed, he held forth on
ndasdizanon, fibro-cement, and coloured stueco with unexpected
glibness and a memory for exact figures that compelled the contrac-
tor’s respect.

Rarely did he consule his young wie, although be paraded fus
authority for her benefit and took pains, when occasion atose,
cover fus d ies by giving curt ds. She was to find that
Tie possessed an instinctive eye for colour, but had only contempr
for beauty of shape and period differences,

*You sumply clutter up your head wath all that stuff and nonsense,
what's your name, yes, yon, Edmée. An rdea for the smoking-room?
AR nght, here’s one. Blue for the walls - 2 ferocious blue. The
carpes pusple - 2 purple that pliys second fiddle 10 the blue of the
walls, Agamst thar you needn’t be afraid of using as much black ag
you bike and a splash of gold in the furmiture 2nd ornaments.”

“Yes, you're right, Fred. But it will be rather drastic with all those
strong colours. It's goung 1o look rather charmless without a lighter
o somewhere ... 2 whete vase or a statue”

*Nonsense,’ he interrupted rather sharply, *The white vase you
wantw il be me — me, stark naked, And we musm't forget a cushion

or some thingumabob 1n purapksn-ted for when I'm running about
stark naked in the smokiag-room.”

Secrely attracred and at the same tme disgusted, she cherished
these fanaifist adeas for turning theis futare home into 2 sort of. dise
weputitle palice, a temple to the greater glory of her hushand, She
offered hne resistance, just gently requested ‘some lutle comer” far
3 smlt and precious set of fumirure uphalstered with needlework on
"1};‘2 gmu;d ~a present from Marie-Laure.

13 gentleness masked a determination that was young yer
from inexpedienced, 1t stood her in good stead duZin" %hi fur::
o of camping ot 10 hex mathet-wnavs hovse, Tt enabled o
iy rvzdez throwghou these four months, the enewy stalking her, the
xaps Lid daly o desroy her equaniity, ber sull susepaly
ety and her tsct. Charfotte Peloux, oyer-excited at the prodmity
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“Yes, we're orphans, and we're 50 sweatl"

She clung 1o him. They were alone 1 the big sitting-to0m, for
Madarge Pelous was ppstairs concocting, as Chéri put it, her poisons
for the following day. The nught was cold and the window panes
seflected the laplight and furnishings like 2 pond. Edmée felt warm
and protected, safe in the azms of this unknown man. She hfted her
head and gave a ery of alarm. He was stanng up st the chandelier
ahove them with a look of desperation on his magnificent features,
and two tears hung ghistening; between the lids of his half-closed eyes,

*Chén, Chér, what's the matter with you>” On the spur of the
ssoment she had called him by the too endearing nickname she had
never meant to pronounce, He answered 1ts appeal in bewilderment
and turned hus eyes down to Yook at her.

' Chési, oh God! Um frightened, Whar's wrong with you?

He pushed her away a little, and held her faong hum.

*Oht Oht You poor ciuld, you poor hide thing! What are you
foghuened of?”

* He gazed at her with hus eyes of velver, wide-open, peaceful,
inscrurable, all the more handsome for his tears. Edmée was abour
€ beg him not 10 speak, when he said, ‘How slly we arel Its the
1dea that we're orphans 1t's sdvotic. It's so true.” .

He resured his 22r of comic self-umportance, and she drew a breath
of relief, knowing that he would say no mote. He began swiching
offalf :}:;lx;;hzs with his usual care, and then tumed to Edrode witha
vauty that was enher very sumple o e -
hould'e 1 hve 2 et Ho cver};body o ool "Wl why



of 5o tender 5 vicrim, WIS inclineq 10 Jose hap head ang Squander ber
i inately,,

P calm, Madame Peloux,' Chéri Would throy, out fron g,
10 time, ‘Whae bones wiyy thers pe left for FOU 10 pick payy winy
if1don 't Stop yoy, nNow 3>
M rajseq fug] tened, Brateful eyes 1o Izerhusb:md, and didfe
best nge 10 think tog Much, not 1o look ¢o Much, 3 Madime Pelouy,
One CVening Charlone, almog; hﬁedlssly, three times fossed across
MUm tapfa iece Lgy P3ME instead of Edmées,
Chéri lowereg his Satanjc ebroyy. ‘Madame Pelouy, 1 beliere
Your Memory, o Biving Way, Perhaps AreSt cure s indicated

Charlore Peloy, held pe, fongue for 2 whole Week, but Edmde
never dared 4 ask hep husband: ‘Dig You ger angry on my behalf?
Was i me yoy Were defendmg? Or was 1t that oghey Woman, the one
before me?*

Life a5, child ang then a5 , 8l had Lught hop Patience, hope,
silence; and miven her 5 Prisoners roficiency handling thece
Vittues g4 eapans, Ty far .M.‘meJ_:ure had neye, scolded her

I

daughyey. he had Y Punished 1, *. Never 5 1ard word, neyery
tender Utter lone}, > then 5 boazdmg~school, then aguy
Jonelines, e by hdays 0t relegano, S 10 2 bedroom
Fmally, the 4} f m, 28 ~ any Marmzee L g the moment
1132 the eye op o 120 beautyfuf ther hag Semed 1 the daghyer
the af beay, Y, timid, |, king o victim of| fyrann
and al] 1 re fouchmg g, t. In Panison v this inhumay
gold-ang. Mother, Ch:rlane Pej d her SPontaneows
malice seq, ed

“Are yo, frigh tened of my fespected Pareprs» Cheri asked her ope
evenin,

He wajeq for COnfidences that dyq POt come ang pura bruthcrly
Were sort of Ophans, oy



| transparence of a white rose in winter, and that thew ol contaur
+ ted sheunk,

*LoveJetitrs, be repeared. * Thar's howlingly funny.’

He tookastep Forward, sersed a fistful of papers and seantered theme
postcards, vesrmaranc bills, tradespeople’s announcements, telegx?ms
from chorus girls met one night and never seen again, prematijas
of four or five Jines from sponging friends; and several close-written
pazes shashed wnth the sebre-tike seript of Madame Pelous.

Teri remed round agan to his wafe: *T have no love-leters”

*ORY she pratested. *Why do you wang~"

‘1 have norey’ he sterrupted; ‘you con never wnderstand. T've
pever noticed it myself unul now. T can't have any love-levers
becausz = He checked himself. ‘But wats, wait, ... Yes, there was
one oceason, 1 remember, when I didn't want 1o go 1o La Bowboule,
and it ... Waie, want.'

Hebegan pulling v drawess and fevenshly tossing papers to the
floor,

“That's too bad! What can I have done with it? I could have swon,
s the upper deftdand ... No. ..

e shammed back the empty drawers and glawered 2t Edmde.

“You found nothing? You dudn’t ke a leteer which began “Bue
what do you expect, I'm not in the least bored, There's notung
better thin 1o be separawed one week 1n every month,” and then
st on (0 something else. I dan’t rermeriber whia, something aboue
boseysuekle dhimbing high enongh to Yook in at the window.!

He broke off, simply hecause bns memory refused to come to his
ud, and be s lefe gestiontating 1n bis te1gatience,

Show and recalchuran, Edmée did not quai before hum. She ook
refuge i causue wmisbiby, *Ne, no, 1 1ok nothung, Since when
Pme. T been capable of rakug tuogs? Bug of thes levter i so wery
Brecians 40 o, how 15 1 you've left it ying about? I've no need to
waire whether jz was one of L&a's?

Hewineed, but aat quta 1 the manner Edmiés had espected. The

ehost of 2 smule hovered over fus ‘andsome, unresponsive features;
o, with Yirs head on one side, an expectant | .

; k 10 his eyes, and the
2chiclons baw of hus mourh ut-steets h‘_’“
bsteraag to the echo of 3 m.mc\m et gl ave b
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sat down by her side and continued to stroke her hair. The crisis of
kis own emotion was aver, and he felt bored. He ran his eyes over
Edmte 2s she Jay sideways upon the unyieldiag settee. This strag-
ghing body, with its rucked-up frock and tratling scard, added 10 the
disorder of the room; and this displeased him. '

Soft as was his sigh of boredom, she heard it and sat up. *Yes,’ she
said, “T'm more tun you can stand. ... Obl it wonld be batter
ot

He nterrupted her, feanng a torzeat of words: ‘I's not that, I's
siroply that 1 don'’t know what you wans.”

“What 1 want? How d'you mean, what I..."

She Lifted her face, sull wet with tears.

*Now listen to me.' He sook her hands.

She tried 1o free herself. “No, no, I know that tone of voice,
You're going to trear me to another of fhose nonsensical outbursts.

ien you put on that tone of voice and face, 1 know you're going
fo prove that your eye is shaped hike a striped super-mullet, or that
your mouth looks like the figure three 0n s side. No, no, I cant
stand thaet”

Her recrimmations were childish, and Chéri relaxed, feeling that
afier al they were both very young. He pressed her warm hands
berween his owp.

*But you must listen to mel .., Good Gad! I'd like to know what
you've got 1o reproach me withl Do 1 ever go out in the evenings
without you? Wo! Do [ often leave you on your own during the
d2y2 Do 1 earry on 2 seeret correspondence?

*T don't know ~ ¥ don't think so—*

le: turned fer this way and that like a doll.

0 1 havi 2 ¥

She g:s?mee;.txll;‘: :ji:‘au\::::szm y I‘WE.S) iy
ove, Frctor 'z 4 pscson, Do you call thae

‘&m are ather words for it, but

“Whatyou ealt love ... isn't 1t it
Kind . . of abibe?” She hastenad ﬁ“gy !‘};n;x;}n:z};x 5 mu);:;;
Fict ofsoun.. "y 6% in certitn frremlsiog

e droy Edmée" G i il
o (Mr:g:m s hands. “Tha, e sid codly, s puring

you wouldn't apprecute them.”

7f



The fun foren o Edmée’s Young and ill-disciplined emmones
burst forgy in @ serjes of sobs and tears, and ey fingers writhed o
twisted a5 i ready o seratch, ‘Go away! I hate you! You've neyer
loved me. 1 Might not so mucl, 25 exist, for all the notice you tabe of
mel You hye e, Yoy despise e, you're insulting, you're, you'e...
You thing only of thar g1 womant fr's nog natusal, it's degenersr,
... You don’t loye me! Why, opy why, did you Sver marry me?,..

o'

She was £0SSI0g. fer heaq like an anipy <3ught by the neck, and
s she leaneg back to g4t adeep breath, because she pras suffocarrg,
the Iight felf on her stng of small, mslky, evenly matclied pearks

héri stared 1 Stupefaction g the controlled movemenrs of the
lovely throat, a¢ the hands clasped together in appeal, and aboye 2l
Lot

For who hag SVET Wept in frone of him, o Wept because of him?
No ane, Madame Pelougs g, ur’, he thaught, ‘Madame Peloux’s reary
don’t cpyp, - Léaz No, Searchxng hss memory, he appeated 1o a par
of hones; blye eyes; bug they had sparkled vy, Pleasure only, or
malice, or 5 rather mocking tenderness. Syepy foods of tears poured
down the cheeks of thyg Writhing § oy "voman, What could be done
about alf g, feass? He did pop know, All the same, he stretched out
03D, and a5 Edmeée drew back, feanng some Brutahity perhiapg be

w
suspected servility, Ang 7% bke 2 wrogyler 19 the heat of struggle,
Oraswimmer in the hollow of wave, she fely bathed iy some steangs
A€W atmosphere, hogl Patural and harspy,



generally manages to receive more than she gives. Do you hear what
2

Wit she heard above all was that he was now addressing ber Ik
a stray acquaintance. -

‘N}i'n;{:n years old, white skin, hair that smells of vanills; and
then, in bed, closed eyes and limp arms. That's 2ll very pretty, but
is there anything wnusual about it} Do you really dink 1t 50 very
wuseal?”

She had started at each word, and each sting had goaded her
sasrards the duel of female versus male.

*Tt may be very unuswl, she sud 10 a steady voice, “how could
Jouknow?®

e did not answer, and she hastened to rake advanmge of 2 hit,
“Personally, ¥ saw much handsomer men than you when we were in
Inaly, The streets were full of them. My nineteen years ase worth
those of any other gisl of my age, just as one good-looking man is a5
good as the next, Don't worry, everything can be arranged. Nowa-
days, marnage is N0t an important undertaking, Instead of aflowing
slly scenes 1o make us buter ...

ife pot a srop o what she had to say by an almoss pirying shake
of the head,

“My poor kud, #1's not so simple as that.”

*Why not There's such a thing as quick divorce, if an®’s ready
10 pay.”

Shie spoke m the pecemprory manaer of 3 rumaway schoolgisl,
and 1t was pathentc. She hud pushed back the hair off ber forehead,
wrd Yt anuous, mtelhgent eyes were made 1o Jook all the darker
by the soft contoars of her cheeks naw fnnged with hoie: the eyes of
;n\mhnppy woman, eyes mature and definstive sn a seill undeveloped
ace.

“That wouldn's belp at all; Cliéci sud. ’

*Becyuse?’

"Because . .’ He leaned forward with his eyelashes tapered into
ponted wingy, shut hys

yes and opened them agan as of be had juse
swalloxed a biner pill, “Because you love me

. Thenotced that hehad resumed the more fsmubiar form of 2ddress-
ing her, and above all the fuller, rather choked tones of their
”






rathe spring, perceptible in the moist guiry.wmd and the

:xuung? n%\‘hy smells of squares and private ;?mrdﬁ.\s.
Every now and agtin a fleeng ghmpse 1n a glass would remind him
shat he wras wearing a becoming felt hat, pulled down over the nghe
cye, a loase-ftting sprng coar, Lirge light-coloured glovef, and a
teeca-cott te. The eyes of women followed his progress v:.-nh stlent
Homage, the more candid among them bestowing that passing stupe.
faction whieh can be neither feigned nor hidden. But Chén never
Jooked at women in the street, He had just come from lus house in
the Avenve Henri-Martin, having left various orders with the yp-
falwerers: orders contradichng ane anather, but thrawn out ja 2
tone of authority.

On reaching the end of the Avenue, he took 2 dfeP breath of the .
good spring scents carried up from the Bojs on 'the heavy myoige
wing of the west wind, and then hurried on his way to the Popge
Diayrbion. Whuna frw mivaves b bnd cearhed she dover sndof ot
Avenue Bogennd, and there he stopped. For the first ume iy siy

months his feet were treading the famuliar road. He unbuttoned pig
coat,

] ! & was walking along with a light step, stimulated by the

‘I've been walking 100 fast,” he said to himself. He started off
2gn, then pawsed and, this time, trained his ayes on one particylae
spov- fifty yards or 50 down the road ~ bartheaded, shammy-leather
in kand, Emnest the concierge ~ Léx's concierge ~ was “dosng” ghe
brasswork of the raslings in front of Léa's house. Chdri began o
hur, realized from the sound of his voice that he never did By,
ard stopped,

“Wow are tungs, Emese? Hard as work as usual?®

The concierge bnghtened respectfully,

*Monsucur Pelowx! It’s 3 pleasuce to see Monsieur 2gain. Mongenr
Yas not changed at all”

* Netther hiave you, Emest. Madame is well, T hope?”
e turned bis head aWay 10 gaze up at the closed shutters o e
first floos,

kil



happlest hours. In her heart of hearts she acquiesced: ‘It's e, §
love him, At the moment, there’s no remedy.”

The dinner bell sounded in dic garden ~ a bell which wis 0
small, dating from before Madame Peloux’s time, 2 sod clear k}l
reminiscent of a country orphanage. Edmée shivered. ‘Ob, 1 don's
ke that bell, ...

“No?* sad Chéd, absent-mindedly.

“In our house, dinner will be announced, Therell be no bell
There'll be 50 boarding-house habits in aur home ~ yow'llsee”

She spoke these words without tuming round, while walkisg |
down the hospital-green corddor, and so did not see, behind by
eithier the fierce attention Chéri paid to her kst words, or his silent
hawghter,



Thic hast word recalled a st that one hour had sufficed to banish
from his tind: 2 hargee square r00m ~ bug own norsery; an anxious
youtg woman sanding by the window; and Charlotte Pelous, sub-
dued by a Martow. - E

*Qh, 9, he said aloud, ‘Not that! That's all aver.”

He signatied 1o 2 taxi with bis rassed stick,

To the ... &7 ... 10 the Restaurant du Dragon Blen.’

Chtdi crossed the grl-room to the sound of violias in the glare of
the atrocions electric hight, and this had a tome effect. He shook the
band of 2 maltre d'hdtel who recognized him. Before hum rose the
stooping figure of 2 tal) young man, Chén pave an affectionate gasp.
*Desmond, the very man I wanted to seel Howdydo?® -

‘They were shown to a table decorated wath pink camations. A
small hand and a towertng aigrette beckoned towards Chér from 5
neighbanring able. °

“I's La Loupiote, Vicomte Desmond warned him.

Cléfn had no recollection of La Loupiote, but he smiled rowards
the yowenng argretre and, without gerling up, touched the small -
tand with a paper fan lymng on hus table. Then he put on his mose
solema conquenng here” ook, and swept his eyes over an unknown
couple. The woman had forgotten to eat since he had sat down 1
her vicinury,

“The man suth her Jooks a regular cuckold, doesn’t he?”

Ue had leaned over 1o whusper into his fricnd's ear, and his tyes
s'mvn‘: ,l:n}\dp)r:sum as tf wath rising teary,

M t dyou d: ¥ 3

oo ');‘ o innk, now you'rs marned? Desmond asked.

*Pommery,’ Chén said.

:And before the Pommery*

Pommery, before and after.” And, ilatng his nostrls, he sniffed
e thered some sparkiing, d old ch f
1839 thes L ket for b alone. T

:;i_ﬂgdmd 3 meal thar 2 shopul owt on the spree might chiogge —
<ol ,d" @ porto, 2 10141 bued, 4d 3 piping hot souflé which con.
e 163 0ards 2 ved 10, sharp on the tongue,
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“This lust word secalled 2 sight that one hour had sufficed to banish
{rom bus mind: a large square r00m ~ bis own aursery; an anxious
young woman saanding by the window; and Chaslotte Pelous, sub-
dued by 2 Martiol,

'Ok, o, be said alowd. ‘Not that! That's all over.”

He signalled to 2 tax with s rassed stick.

“To the vuv €7 .. ta the Restaurane du Deagon Blew”

~

Chés erossed the gnll-room 1o the sound of violins in the glare of
1he arocions electric hight, and this had a tone effect. He shook the
band of 2 maitre d’hitet who recognized him. Before him rose the
stooping figure of a tall young man, Chéri gave n affectonate gasp.
*Desmond, the very man I wanied 1o seet Howdydo?® -

They were shown 10 3 nble decorated with piok carmations, A
small hand and a 1owening aigrette beckoned towards Chédi from a
neighbouting table, .

“t's La Loupiote,” Vicomze Desmond wamed him.,

Chési had no recollecnion of La Loupiote, but he smiled towards
the towenng aigrente and, without getung up, touched rthe small
Tand with 3 paper fan lying on hus table. Then he put on his most
solerun ‘conquering hero” look, and swept his eyes over an unknown
ceuple. The worman had forgotten to eat since he had sat down
ker viaauy,

*The man with her laoks 2 regular euckold, doesn's he?*

He had leaned over to whisper into hes frend's ear, and his Tyes
shone wath pleasure as if with nistng teacs.

"Whit d'you dnnk, now you're marded? Desmond asked.
. *Camomsle tea®

*Pommery,’ Chén said.

*And before the Pommery>’

Pommery, before and after.” And, dilating bus nostnls, he siffed
ahe bered some sparkling, d old ch of
xxs‘g that Lés kept for him alone,

= ordered 3 meal that a shopgul ouz on the i
WAt porr, 2 rosst it e g w008~

and 3 pipng hot souflié which con.

mkdinmmmrdnndmc.shrpon the tongue.
8t






giving Lia's virtues their due, He exwolfed the submissive sweemess
of tus young wilt, and thus found occation ta cndelie Léa's inde-
pendence of charscter, *Oh, the old devi, she had hes own wdeas
adout ex erything, I can tell youl

Yie went 3 step further 1 hus confidences, speaking of Léa with
sevesity, and even imperunence. He was sheltesing behind sdiotic
wards, grompted by the suspicions of 2 deceived lover, and at ihe
same ime emoying the subile pleasuse of being able to speak of her
wuhout danger. A hutle more, and he wauld have sullied her name,
while his heart s rejoscing mn hus own memaries of her: sullied the
soft sweet name winch be had been unable 10 mennion freely during
che Jast 3¢ months, and the whale gracous vision he had of Léz,
leaning over him with her two or three srreparsble wrinkdes, and her
brauty, now Jost to him, but— alas - ever present.

About eleven o'clocl. they 1052 10 go, chulled by the emptiness of
the almest deserted restaurant. Haowever, 2t the next table, La Lou-
pote was busy o nung Jetters and had catled for telegraph forms, She
rased her whige, woffensive, sheepltke head as the two friends
passed by. * Well, aren’t you exen going 1o say good everung?”

*Geod everung,’ Chén condescended to say.

La Loupiote drew her frnend’s atention to Chén's good looks,
“Would you believe 1! And to sl shat he's got such pots of
money, Some people have everything!”

b:‘x:’; when Chéri n‘)eml)f offeced her an open cigarette-case, she
vituperaive. “They have everyihing, except the kaowledge

ol how ta make proper use of i Go back home 10 your mother,
deariel” §

*Loek et Chéei said to Desmond when they wi i
b ere outside §
xh? narow street. ‘Look here, L wras about 1o ask you, Dcsrno;d 2
\'\’:E_:lmugcx away from this beastly crowd, ., ./ -
25063 damp evening 53t had kept people bngering i
but the theatre-goers from the Rue Cawmirin En::x?dl:‘)g‘; o
packed the Boulevard. Chési took his fnend by the aem. * {00k hes
Desmand .. Usianted you 1o make another telephone call? ™
Desmond wapped, 'Agsin?* :
“Youl ash for Wagram="
‘1p-c8t

not yet






white bedroom and the initation Ermpire furmiure of the sitting.
ro0m smiled at Chéd Like old frends. He 100k a bath, borrowed one
of Desmond's silk night-shirrs which was too tight for him, got into
bed, and, wedged berween two huge soft pillows, sank into dreamless

bliss, inwo the dark depths of a sleep that protected bim from 2ll .
stacks,






The P2l smoked epium, and gave it 1o others. The instant you
came into her modest, ground-floor flat, you sroclt escaping gas and
stale drogs. She won the hearts of her guests by tearfut cordiality
and by 2 constant incitement to self-pity ~ both objectionable trasts.
Ske treated Desmond, when he pand her a visit, as “a great big des-
perately lonesome bay”y wv. 3nd Chéd as *a beauty who has got
everything and 1t only makes him mose muserable’, Chéri never
touched the pipe; he looked at the small box of corsine with the
repugnance of 2 cat about 10 be dased, and spent most of the night
with his back against the cushioned dado, sitting up on a straw mat
berzeen Desmond, who went to sleep, 2nd the Pal, who never
stopped smoking. For most of the mght he breathed in the fames
thzt satisfy all hunger and thirst, bur his self-control and distrust
persisted. He appeared to be perfecily happy, evcept that be sared
now and then, with paned and questioning intensity, at the Pal’s
withered throa ~ a skinny, far too red throat, round which shim-
ered a strng of false pearls.

Onee, e streiched out a hand and with the Bp of his fingets
touched the henca-tued bare ot the vape of ber neck, He qudged the
weight of the big ight hollow pearls sech his hand, then snatched it
back with the nervous shrver of someone who catches his finger-nait
ona picee of frayed silk. Not long after, he got up and went,

“Aren’t you sick to death of all this,” Desmond asked Chér, *sick
of these poky holes where we eat and drink and never have any girls?
Sick of this hotel with the doars alorays slsmming? Sick of the night
elubs where we go 1n the evenuings, and of dushing, in that fse car of
yours from Pans 1o Roven, Pans 10 Compidgne, Paris to Ville
FAvsay? ... Why not the Riviera for a change? The season dowa
there isn't December and January, it's March, Apal,or-*

“No,' sud Chén.

“Tren whar2*

“Then nathing *

Chén afiocted ta become amisble and put of Lézused
" W
Yis a7 of v orldly supenonty®, P tat oot

car ald boy ... you don't wem 1o appreciate the beauty of Paris ’
.






s, and shirts as fine as your pants. Desmond, is today the
woventeenth?! :

*Yes, why?’

"'(ﬂe: s:\ycnmzh of March. In other words, spring. Des.mond,
people who think themselves smart, { mean th?sz i the height of
Fshion, women or men ~ can they afford to wait 2ny Tonger before
buying their sprng wacdrobes?”

“Hardly - .

“The seventeenth, Desmond] Come along at once; everything’s 3l
ight, We're goung to buy 2 fuge bracelet for my'mf.q an enormous
egaretzz-holdee for Madame Pelouv, and 2 tmy fie-pin for you' .

On more than one such oceasion he had felt an overwhelming
presenument thas Léa was on the patnt of returning; that she wat
alrady back 1n her house; thar the first-floor shutters had been
epeaed, allovang 3 ghmpse of the Bowered pink ner curraing across
e mindows, the face of the full-length curtains at each side, and the
glint of the looking-glasses. «.. The fifteenth of Apdl weat by 2ad
stfl there was no sign of Léa,

The fournful monotony of Chén's exstence was tempered by
wvera! provoking incdents. There was 3 visit from Madame Peloux,
%0 thought she was breathing her last when she found Chén laok-
ing 3 ton 28 a greyhound, eves wandering, and mouth tight shue.
Thee was the leter from Edmée: 2 leter all in the same surprising

. 1o, expluning that she would stay on at Neuilly untl fusther
oders', and had undertaken t pass on to Chéri *Madame de I
Berehe's best regards”, .. He thought she was bughing at him, tid

otknow what 10 answer, and ended by thrawing away the enigmatic
sereed, but he did 5t go to Newlly.

Apt sdvanced, leafy, cold, bught, and seenting i) Paris with
s, Yurches of hyaanths, pawlonas, and lburmms ke drop-
V‘"f:"c“! of gold. Cheri buried himself all the deeper in austere
Yeehuon, The harassed, ill-treated, angry but well-paid Vicomee

emnnd was given fus onders: pow to protect Chési from familiar
S8 women and indssereet young men;
¥t 24 form 3 wrogp,

1w to seeriit both sec-
29 of sherr weices be

who ate, drank, and rushed Screaming at the
ot e xh?‘ld?b“::_mm' the teszurans in the Bais,






He straightened up at the sound of 3 voice. Ernest, the concierge,
was shouting in the passage: ‘At nine tomorrow, Marcel will help
e carry wp the big black trunk, Madame.” s

Cbéei turned round 1n a fiash and can as far as the Avenue du Bois.
There he sat down. In front of his eyes danced the fmage of the
clectric globe he hnd beer staring ar~ 2 dark purple ball fﬁ‘ngcd with
gold, against a black group of trees in bud, He pressed his hand to
His heart, and took a deep breath. Early Ilac blossom scented the
rught ar. He threw bis bat away, undid the buttons of his overcoat,
and, Jeaning back on a seat, let humself go, hus legs ousstretched and
hishands hanging feebly by hus sides. A crushing yet delicious weight

$ad yust fallen wpon hem. *AhI” he whispered, *so this is what they

ealt happiness, T never knew.”

For a moment he gave way to self-puy and selfcontempr. How
miany good things had he missed by leading such a powtless fe~ a
young man with lots of money and httle heart! Then he stopped
thindang for 2 moment, or possibly for an hour. Next, he persuaded
mself there was nothung in the world be wanted, not even to go
and see Léa,

When he found himself shivering tn the cold, and heard the black-
birds eacolling the dawn, he got up snd, srmbling a lirtle but light-
bearted, set off 1owards the Hotel Moms without passing through
e Avenue Bugenud. He strerched himself, Glled his lungs wich the
Totning air, and overflowed with goodsall o 4l

*Now,” he sighed, the devil drven out of him, ‘now ... Ol now
you'll sec just how muce to the guel [ shall be.”

Shaved, shod, and impatient — he had been up since eight - Chén.
shock Desmond. Slerp gave him 2 swollen look, Ivid and quite
fnghtful, bk a drowned man, "Destmond! Hey, Desmond! Up you
£t .. You look too udeous when you'rz asleep!”

The skoeper woke, st up, and turned rowards Chési eyes the
cobur of clouded water, He pretended to be fuddled wigh sleep so
that he could make 3 lang and close exminauos of Chén - Chéd
::::a 10 blue, pathetic, superh, and pale under the hghtest coat of

er,






He sxn}g}xkned Up at the sound of 3 voice. Emesy, the concierge,
% shouung in the Passage: *At nine 10mOITow, Marce] wlf help
ey up the big black trenk, Madame * '

i tumed round i aflashand raq 45 faras the Avenye du Bois,

here he sat down, [ front of i eyes danced the image of the
eletne globe he had been Staning at— a darg Purple bal) fringed wigh
59k, against a by BI0UD of trees in byq. He presed Js hand to

rughtair, He threw hyg 2%y, undid the buttons of h
20, Jeanung back g aseat, let himself £0, hi:

hands banging feebly by byg sides. 4. Cushing y er delicions weight
bad jugr fllen vpon him, ‘A’ pe whispered, *so this 13 whay they
ll happiness, Inever knew,s

Fora moment he gave way to self-pity ang se]FcontempL How
is ¥ leading syt 3 pointless hfe - 5
! Then he stopped

e i T an hour, Next, he Persuaded
ISl there %38 nothing 1, the world pe wanted, not eyen o go
see Léa,
When he found hymseyy, shivering 1n e c0ld, and hearg the black-
birds rollig e g Eotup ang, Stumbling 2 Lo but lighy.
out passing through *

ugeay 3 hus tungs v the

lmn}mg 21y and overq od wy ill 1o 4y,

niven oyt of bum, *nge, +++ Oh nog
0% nice to the gyl 1 shall be »

. Skaveq, shod, ang impanent~ he bag P since eighy Chérj
9k Desmop, Sleep gave him 4 swollen Took, Lyig and quige
fngheful, like 3 g, hed man, *Desmongy Hey, Desmond; qu;ou
°0US when You're uleep!‘
Woke, 53y P and tumeq 1OWards Chey
i of oy He prevmdeg e 12 fodde i
U3t e copg make 5 long ang close 13t of Che,, ér
ie, Superb, ang Pale under the hghresy <oat of






Vihntion tat it dazed bim, ok e fancied he bad heard it aowally
spoken, :

“What did you say?* e asked Desmond, )

o never said 3 wotd,! hus well-trained fnend said stflly. *Ie must
Esve been, someone talking ouside in the cotwrgyard!

Chédiwern o, Slamming ihe door behind hum, and returned to
Y5 own rooms, They were filled with the dim contimuat ubbub of
the Tully anakened Rue dz Rivoli, and Chér, through the opea
window, could see the spcing foluge, the leaves suff 2nd tansparent
Bke thon fade knurves apmmst the sun. Bz closed the window and sat
divwt om & sebess fietle ehae which stood against the wall in a dingy
corner berween fis bed and the bathmom door,

‘Howeanirbe?...’ hebeganinalow vorer, and then sad no more.
We 53 no¢ undurstand why it was that dunng the Jast six and 3 half
ioniths e bad hardly given a thought to LEx's lover. “P'm making ¢
perfici forl of myselfy were the actual words of the Jetter 50 piously
presrved by Chaelotte Pelous.

“A pesfecs fool®> Chén shook hss head. “R's funay, but that's
o0thow 1 see her at all. What sort of 2 man e she be n Jove with?
Sotrchody like Pawron — rather than fike Desmond, of course, An
oy hude Argenwne® Maybe, Vet aff the same ..." He smiled a
?’ngk smyle. *Apart from me, who is there she could possibly cate

e3"

A dloud prssed over dhe sun and he room dackened, Clirk leaned
Hishead sgamst the sall, *My Nounoune .. My Novnoune ... Have
¥ou bestayed me? Are you beastly enough to dective me? ... Hate
You really done thind’

. He tmed 10 gve 2 tharper odge 1 his sufferng by a misuse of is
imyginanon: the words and sights it presented lefs Bim more astone
ied than enrazed, He did his bese 0 evoke the elhnon of caly
wemng delights when be was luag sk L, the soface of the
yro'onged and peclect sdences of crran aft temnoons, with Léz - the
delicous sfeepy houn In wanter spemt 1 3 warm bed 1 2 froshly
ared roors, with Ly ..v; buy, all the anz, i the sulused cherry.
eleured alteenoan hipht aflame behind the custans of L42's oot
benrwinLA7s ssmyonelover and onclover only-Chéd. He ium;‘,d
it tevived by & spontancous act of faidh. *It's ag simple a3 that! I

o






much a5 his ease, sniffing the green smell of the newly mown lawns,
Chér entered the house and with a master’s step chimbed the stars
10 the young worman whom he had left behind three months before,
muth as 2 swlor from Evrope Jeaves behind, on the other side of the
»03ld, 2 lintle savage bride,






wre ... sell, wha 2re impossible, impossible, impossible, »..”

$ha heard, s0 fresh was her memory, voices that had called our 10
ber from the s of hotel steps or hailed ber with 3 "Hoo-boo® from
afor, across golden sands, and she lowered her head in anger lie 2
Bull.

She had rerurned, after an absence of stx months, thinner, more
fikby, fess serenc, Now and again a nervous switdh of the jow
ferked ber chun dowm aggeinst bt neck, and careless henna-shampoo-
iag bad left 100 arange a glint in her hair, but her skin had been
tanned to amber by ses and wind, This gave her the glowing com-
plxon of 3 kandsome {armer’s wife, and she might have done
wuthou rougy. Al the same, she would have to arrange something
crefully sound her neck, not 1o say cover 1t up completely; for it
Ead sheunk and wias encircled with wreakles that had been inaccess-
e to sunbumn,

S} seared, she dandled over tdying away her varions odds and
#rds, and her cyes began 1 glance round the room, as if some chair
were mussing, But what she was looking for was her ald energy, the
¢l arwery (o see at once that everyming was as it should be 1n her
ewfarable home

“Ob! That tp!” she syzhed. “How could 12 How exhausting it
it
She frownad, once again wath that trmable yerk of her chin, when
she ronced the broken glass of a hitle picture by Chaplin which she
shuugtt perfoctly tos ety - the head of a young gird, all silver and rose.
“And T could put both hands through that 1ear in the lce cur-
R .. And that's enly the beginning, ... Whata fool Lwas to stay
wnay o fongt And all 1o der bonour! Asaf T couddn't just as well have
ruted my grief bete, ta peace and comfant!l®
Ske rose, dusgruntled, 2nd, gthenng up the flounces of her teg-
FED R oaer 10 A the be), saying 10 berself, *Ger along with
you, you ol baggspel”
ex rand envered, unider 2 heap of uaderclothes and s s
. € ., k stocking
E'kw.\ oclock, Rose. And my face hasn't been done e I%\
e
N "ns—:', nothirg tobe bute for, There aven’t any old ruaids fow 1
che 2!».«-.: off un excuruiont, o tum up a1 crack of dawn o pick
o






ve ... well, who are fmpossible, impossible, impossible, -

She Feard, 50 fresh was her memory, voices that had called ovt o
her Iroms the top of hotel steps of hailed her wath a *Hoo-hoo' from
alr, across golden sands, and she low ered her head in anger ke a
bl

She bad rerumed, afier an absence of six months, thianer, more
£abby, less serene, Now and agein 2 nervous twitch of the jaw
jerked her chun down agrainst her neck, and caretess henna-shampoo-
irg had 16t 100 oranze a ghint in hex hals, bt her skin had beea
ta1med to amber by sea and wind. This gave her the glowing com-
plexion of 2 handsome farmer’s wafe, and she might have done
without youge. All the same, she would have to arrange something
curefully round her neck, not to say cover 1t up completely; for it
a2 shrunk and was encircled with wrinkles that had been inaccess-
e e surbum.

Sull seated, she dawdled over tidying away her various odds and
eds, 2 her eyes began to glance round the room, as if some chair
were mising But what she was Jooking for was her old energy, the
¢k anuery 10 see at once that everything was as ut should be 14 her
emiorable home

“Oht Thiat trip!” she sighed *How could 12 How exhausting it
allal’

She frowned, once agun with that imtable jerk of hes chin, schen
she moticed the broken glass of a linle picrure by Chaplia whict she
thoy 2, perfectly lovely - the head of a young gerd, all sulver and rose,

“And T could pur both hands through that tear in the lice cug~
Biss, .. And that’s only the begnning. ... What a fool [ was to say
a3y 30dong) And alt 1n dus honoue! Asaf T couldn’t justas well fave
runed my gnef hete, in peace and comfont]”

Ste rine, dispruniled, and, gathenng up the Rounces of her tea-
FWn, ent Over 1o niag the bell, saying 1o berself, *Ger along with
s n":‘d ba:;;:ge"

Yo 234 entenrd, under 2 heap of uaderclothes and silk.

- [:jnm o'k, Rose, And my face hasn’t been dm:‘:‘i“;?;

. “‘l‘k\s‘--z‘n fothing 10 be are for, Theee 2ren't any old maids now 1o
g Madune off on excursions, or tusm up 3t crack of dawn vo pck
»
o






o the wooden balcony, 2l the creature comforts that L& dispensed
with such fustfiable pride, But the idiot bad felesore and gone away,
leaving Léa to the attensions of a suff, handsome officer, greying ac
the temples, who aspired 1o marrage with *Madame df Lonval”,

*Qur years, aur fortures, the taste we barh have for lild!pcndmce
d soclesy, doesn't everything show that we were destined for each
ciber? murmared the colone), who siffl kept his stim wasst.

She bughed, and enjoyed the company of thus dry, dapper man,
whoate nell and kaew how to hold his bquor. He mistook her feel-
ings and he read into the lovely blue eyes, and the trustful, lingeriag
amles of fus hostess, the soreptance be was expecung, The end of
their &rmung faendship was marked by a decisive gestuse on her
fan, one she regretted 1n her heart of hearts and for which she was
Torest encugh to acceps the blame. *It's my own faul. One should
never treat 3 Colonel Ypoustegue, descendant of an ancient Basque
fimuly, a5 one would treat a Monsieur Roland. I've iever givea any-
ane gich 2 snub. All che same, it would have been gentlemsaly, and
intelgent 100, if he had come back 93 uswal the next day in his dog-
e, ta smoke Jus eygar, meet the 1wo old guls. and pull shewr Jags

She futed o understand that a msddle-aged man could acceps his
ismisaal, but not cerain glances - glances apprassing his physique,
eorepanag bim w that espect so unmmstakably with 2nother, yn-
known 3nd iy isible. Léa, caught In Ius sudden kiss, had subjecred
bam 10 the searthung, formidable gae of 2 woman who knows
exxctly where 1o find the tell-tale mvks of age. From the dry, well-
qed-for hands, nbbed with veins and tendons, her glance roge 1o
the pauched clun and furrowcd bross, retumsng cruelly to the
mouth entrapped between double hnes of inverted commas. Where-
Lpon Al the anstocmatss tefinement of the ‘Baroness de Lonvay* ¢ol
Lpeedinan *Oh, La 12, soansubang, 50 explicrt, so common, tha; the

tacdsome fgure of Colond Ypoustigue passed through her door for
2 bt ume,

"ﬂ:c It of mv idy Ur,* Léa was thunking, as she leaned oy gyer
hee wind mm-ed e, But the weather oves Pany was fine, her echoing
ety and wan dapper, wath ity Taured grees msing ball-shaped iy green

9






And she shook her head, laughing sofily to herself, tke a mothet
vhiose san s w13y ed out all night for de first dme

A beight vamished park-phacton flashed past her gates, fiﬂﬂ‘kd
ketird its prancing hegh-steppers and vanished almosy withent 2
sound en jes rubber wheels,

*There s Spileielly Léa abserved, *he's a good sont. And there
goes Merpuitbier on s picbald- eleven o'clock, ¢ won't be lodg
befire that driedoup old Berthellemy passes on his way 10 thaw o9t
Fis benes on the Sentier de b Vertu. Curious how peaple can go o0
doing, the same tiing day afrer day! T could atmost beheve I'd pever
feft Pais, £ccept that Chéed {sn’t heres My poor Chérit He's finished
widh for the present, Night-bfe, women, eaung at any hous, drinking
101 ek Is 2 piey. He rught have tumed into a decent sort, pée-
Yaps, ic'd only had pink chaps like a pork-burcher and flat feet. o..”

1ft the window, rubbing her mumbed efbows, and shrugaed *

Ber shoubders, * Chén could be saved ance, but not a second time.”
Shie pohshed her narls, breathed on a tarnished ring, prered closely
stthe dusasrrous red of her hair and its greying roots, and jotted down
2 few ntes on 2 pad. She did everything at high speed and with less
i pusure than usual, trying (o ward off an attack of her old nsidtous
avsery. Famddur 2s thix was, she denied us conneion with her grief
d called it *her moral indigestion”, She began wanting first one
thing, then sudderly another - a well.sprung victoria with 2 quier
bane appropruate 10 2 dawager; then 2 very fast motar-car; then a
¢ of Dinveterre fumiture. She even thought of doing her hair
€erently; for twenty years she bad worn k¢ high, brushed straight
o£ e neck, * Rofted curls low on the neck, Uke Lavalhére? Then T
hrald be sble 1 cope with this year's Yoose-walsted drevses, With a
¥natdetyin fact, and ey Laie praperly heanaed, T ean hape for ten—
1wy faeyen more of .0

\f,'x-} ) efort she recovered her good semse, her pride, her
:::’;} % “:\v::“-:";h:;m :«':x:lf }:.:-:r fave the cfvur:;,e wella
St curseyed e 04 e 3 Bond run for our moncy.

erect, hyads on b iling P?
e orkingoplags, She was snll Lés, 7% siling a¢ ber from







452 she shook her head, brughing softly 1o herself, ke a mother
whose son has stayed out all night for the first time.

Abrighr vasaished park-phaeton flashed past her gates, S.P“U‘i&
betund its granciey bigh-steppers and vamshed slmost without 2
ound on its rubber wheels,

“There goes Spéiciel,’ LEa obsetved, “he's a good sort, And there
goes Merguilher on hus puebald- eleven o'clock. Tt won't be fong
efore dut dned-up old Berthellemy passes on hus way 1 thaw ot

" Yvbones on the Senner de b Verta, Curous how people can go on
doing the same thing day after day! I could almost believe I'd never
et Parts, except that Chérs isni's here, My poor Chén? He's finished
wih, for the present. Night-life, wosmen, eanng ar any hour, drinking
100 much. I's a prey. He mughe have turned 1o a decent sort, per-
Yuaps, 03 only had pirik chzgs hike a porks-butcher and fiar feet. ..

$hefef the window, rubbing her numbed elbows, and shrugged -
her shoulders “Chén could be saved once, but nog 3 second hime.,
Ste polished her nads, breatned on 2 tarmshed fing, peered closely
atihe disastrous red of hes har and 1rs greying roots, and jotted down
afew notes on 3 pad. She did everything at hugh speed and with less
womposure than usual, trytng, taward off an astack of her old insidsons
wwarty, Fanulrar as this was, she dented its connevion watht her grief
o called 1t “her moral indigesuion’, She began wantng first one
sbung, then suddenty another ~ a well-sprung victoria with 2 quiet

3¢ 3ppropnate to a dowager; then a very fast motor-car, then a
e of Dierronre furniture. She even thoughs of doing her hair
Serenly; for twemy years she had worn 1t ugh, broshed seraight
off the neck., ‘Rolled curls Jow on the neck, Wke Lavalistre? Then 1
sheuld be able 55 cope with this year’s loose-wmsred dresses. With 2
strictdiet, v {xct, and my hue properly hennaed, 1 canhope for ten
0, ket's ay ive years more of ,.."

N Vith an effort she recovered ber good sense, her prde, har
hﬂdur}: *A woman like me would neves have the courage 1o calt
tale Nomanse, my pretey, we've bad 8 good run for our money.”
She rurveyed he tall figure,

erect, hands on bups, smihng at her fr
the ookung glas. She was sull Léx, P smbag arher from






sthete, L6a went as for out as the Placz dltalie, at comsiderable sisk
wher dark sopphiresblag dress, heavy with gold embn?ldrry, 1 her
bids of pacadise, he impressive jewels, and her new rich redrumzd
oofne, She had had enough after one suuff of the sweat, vitegar,
a0 rarpendae exuded by Patron’s *whire bopes’y and stfe !cﬁ, de-
Sding never 1o ventuze ageia inside that Jong, low, gus-hissiog hall.

An unaccouatsble wesriness followed ber every attempt (0 ge¥
back mto the hostlng hfe of people with nothing to da.

"What can be the marter watk me?”

She rubbed her ankles, a lttle swollen by evening, tooked at her
strong teeth, 3nd gums that had hardly begun 1o revede; and thumped
bee strong ribs and healdhy stomach as if sounding 3 cask. Yet some
indefinable weight, now that the cliack bad heen kaocked from uader
ter, was shifung wokin her, 2nd deagging, ber down. Tt was the
Baroness de ha Berche ~ met by chance o 2 *public bar” wheee she
v washing dawn ewo dozen saails with cabbias’ sdute wine~ who
18 ¢he end informed her of the prodigal’s atuen to the fold, end of
e dawn of 2 crescent 10 the Bawlevard dlnk
L Bisteried calraly 10 this Macal Tale but she tumed pale with
emotion the following day when she recognized the blue mousing
outside hee gates and saw Charlotte Pelour ar her way 1o the house,

“Atlast, at lase’ Here you ane again, Lés, my beautyl ... Lovelier
than ever® Thinoer than hast yeart Take care, Liz, we mustn’t ot too

Wun at our e o far, and no furche! And yer ... But what a treae
W5 10 see youl®

Rever bad thiat burrer tongue sounded so sweet to Léa, She lat
Madame Pelouy geats on, thariktul for the breadung-space afforded
by this and strearn. She had sended Chartone Pelouy into a deep
smmcharr, i the soft bighe of the Yrde prbspanelled salon, as in the
old days. Awomatically she had hewself mken the stesight-backed
<huiy, whch forced her 0 hit her shoulders ant kecp up her chin, as

in the old days. Betwoen them stood the mble coveced by aclothof
vy embresdery, and on i, as in the <3 days, the lirge cut-glass
f!mmer Talf full of ofd brandy, the shunmeting pewl-thin goblets,
foad waataz, and shoribread brseufts. ’
"My beawty, now: w.e' be able to see each other agyi i
. £n ¥ peace, in
32t You knaw mmy motwn: “When wrouble, shun your fiends:
103






Jexd the Ife of a bachelord And now he's done it widh avengeanee!

“Itsa very good thing that be did,” Léa said, without the flicker of
2 smuleg it acrs as 2 son of guarantee to his wife for the future

“The very word, the very word 1 was hunting fort” barked
Madame Peloux, beaming, ‘A guarantee! And ever since that day ~
one Yong dream And, you know, when a Pelowx does come home
agun after bewng properly out on the spree, B¢ never goes off agam!’

“Is that a fanuly tradution?* Léa asked.

But Charlotee took no notice.

“And wha's more, he was very well recewed when he did retum
thome, s hthe wife - 2, there's 2 hutle vae for you, Lésl-and Pee
soen 2 fair number of lrde wives 1n my e, you know, and 1 don't
g telling you I've never seen one to hold a candle 1o Edmde!”

“Her mother 1s 50 remarkable, Léa sad.

“Think, just think, my beauty ~ Chen left her on my hands for
very wearly theee mondis! and between you and me she was very
tucky 16 have me there.”

“That's exzcdy what I was duakang,’ Léa sad.

“And then, my dear, never 2 word of complacnr, never 2 scene,
never a tacdess word! Nothing, nothing! She was patience uself, and
sweetness ..., and the face of 2 sunt, 3 sant!”

“Its termfying,’ Léa sud

*And then, what d’you suppose happened when our young rascal
walked in one morming, 3l srules, as though he'd yust come m from
2aerollin the Bors? D'you suppose she allowed herself a single com-
rient? Not one. Far from . Nottung. As for bum, thoughat heart he-
must have felt just 2 hatte ashamed ,..?

‘Ohwhy?" Lia ashed.

*Well, realiyt Afeec al .. He was welcomed with open arms, and
:‘3! »bole hung was put nght 1n thess bedroom - in two tucks ~ ust
ol that 10 tme lost! Ok, 1 exn assure you, for the next hour or s0

e W't 3 bappiee woman i the world than me?

ﬁ"?’l:dw‘n‘;;s.‘ Edmée; Léa suggested.

ut Madame Pefoux was all exalauon, and ext
scanng moverent with her hittle arms+ ‘lnécn'( km:\l::“i y::fe'b
e thaking of. Personaly,  wss only thinking of the happy s
*d bome? 4 g of the happy hearth,






(33 the Tfe of 3 bachelort And now he's done it with a vengeancel”

"5z very good thing tha he did, Léasaid, wathout the ﬂ\ck’er of
asmule; 1 2015 2 2 sort of guarentee to his wife ("f the fun,xre.

“The very word, the very word 1 was hummf; fort® barked
Afadume Pefous, beaming, *A guacsntee! And ever since that day ~
one long dream! And, you know, when 3 Peloux does come home
agun afier being property out on the spree, he never goes off againt”

“fa that a famaly wradinon®” Léa asked.

But Chardotte wok na notice.

*And what's more, he was very well recerved when lie did retum
Tome. His hutle wife— b, there’s a hittle wife for you, Léal - and T've
seen 3 fsi¢ numbet of butle wives i my time, you know, and [ don’t
ind trlhing you T've never seen one 10 hotd a candle 10 Edrogel”

“Her mother is 50 remurkable,’ Léa sasd,

“Thunk, qust thank, my beauty ~ Chéri Jeft her on my hands for
very nearly thret months! and between you and me she was very
Tucky to have me there”

*That's exscrly what 1 was Sinlang, Léa sud,

“And then, my dear, never a word of complunt, never a scene,
never aracdess word! Nothwng, nothmgl She was pavence 1tself, and
sweemess .. and the face of 2 salny, a sntt®

s temfying, Léasad,

*And then, what d'you suppose happened when our young rescat
walked 1n one morrung, alt smules, a3 though he'd ust come in from
aswollin the Bors? D'you suppose she aflowed herselfa singfe com-
ment? Kot one, Fas from e, Notung, As fer bum, thouph at heart he
st fuave felt post 2 Vintle ashamed . [

*Oh, why*” Ua asked.

"Well, reallyt Afier alt ... He was welcomed with open arws, and
the whote Gung was put nght 1n thewr bedronm - 1n o torks = s
bhe st~ 0o e fowtt O, T can assure you, for the nexthout og so
there wase't a happier woman 1 the world than me.

“Lxcep, prthaps, Edmte’ Lia suggested,

Bar Madame Peloux was alt ehaltauon, and executed a supesh
;:f;‘\z Tovement wuth her hitle arms. *1 don't know what you can
u\:l ;:::" of Personally, T wras only dunksag of the happy bemb,






*Tmpertuthable?” .
“That's the word! For mstance, when he haew T was coming 1o

302 you oo

*Did he know, then?*

An mpentous blush leapt to 1és cheeks, and she cursed her hot
blood and the bght daybight of the bidle dewing:room. }‘.hdml
Peloux, a herign expressian in her eyes, fed on Léa's confision.

“Bus of course he knew, That oughtn't 10 bring a blush to your
cheeks, ray beaury, What a chuld you arel”

“In the first place, how did you know T was ack?”

Oy, come, Léa, dor't ask such foalish questons. You've been
seen about everywhere.

*Yos, but Chién — did you 1efl bum T was back?”

*No, my beauty, 1 was he who tofd me.’

*Qt, t¢ was he who ... Thar's funny."

She heard ter heart beating $n her voice and dared not nsk more
than the shortest answers.

“He even added “Madame Pelowe, yo'll obbge me by gowng
10 find out news of Nounoune,” He's sull so fond of you, the dear

“How meel”

Madame Pefous, enmson in the fage, seemed 1o abandon herself to
the ifluence of the ofd brandy and miked 2510 2 dream, wagging her
head from ssde 1o side. But her nusset eyes remaned fed and steely,
2d she hept a close warch on Léa, who was suung bolr uprghe,
armed against herself, waring for she next thrust.

“I's quce, bue i's quie matural, A s doesn’t forget 2 woman
ke you, Léa dear And .. 1f you want 10 know what really thunk,
you've only to Wft a finger and ..7

Léa put a hand on Charlote Peloux’s am. “T dor’t want ta know
what you seally think," she su1d gently.

The comers of Madime Peloux’s mouth Fell. “Oh, T can under-
siand, I approve,” she sighed 1 3 passiontess vowce, *When one has

wde other arrangements for one’s hie, as you have.... § haven's
s o Thaven's.
tiad 2 word wds you abow youmalfy' b

*But it seemns to me that you have.!
‘Happy?®



